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"NO, LANDON, WE MUST NOT LEAVE THEM.”
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WHAT HE COST HER.

BY JAMES PAYN.

CHAPTER III-—(Continued).

But, if he could not be termed public-spirited, he had a thought for
his friends as well as himself—as indeed may be gathered from the fact .
of his popularity. Men—especially young ones—make great mistakes
in choosing their favourites, but they never select a mere egotist. Lan-
don was gravely concerned upon his friend’s account, being well aware
of the hostages which, in his case, had been given to fortune ; and the
delight which his reckless nature would have otherwise felt in the ap-
proaching émeute was dashed by this solicitude,

When he saw Darall taking his place with the rest in the dining-hall,
he knew that his arguments had failed of their effects, and that his
friend’s lot was thrown into the common urn. Tn those ancient days it
was the custom of the oldsters at dinner to behave like Jack Sprat and
his wife in the nursery ballad : among them they “licked the platter
clean,” and then sent it down to the unfortunate “neuxes ;7 or,%at
least, the heads of each mess cut off for themselves such meat as was tempt-
ing, and left the fag-end of the feast for the tails. But to-day, since it
was necessary that the whole Cadet Company should be in good condition
and full of vigour, there was a more equal distribution of beef and mut-
ton ; and at Darall’s mess the *“snookers” fared exceptionally well, for
that gentleman eat next to nothing. ‘

“ Darallis off his feed ; I think heis in a funk,” whispered Whymper
to Trotter. An ungrateful remark enough, since he was reaping the
advantage of his senior’s abstinence in a slice of mutton that was neither
skin nor bone.
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“Rubbish !” was the contemptuous rejoinder. Conversation at the
cadet mess was abrupt in those days, but generally to the point. ¢ If
you can’t think better than that, confine yourself to eating.”

In an hour afterwards the bugle sounded for general parade. After
the minute inspection of the gentlemen cadets’ stocks, and belts, and
boots—which was the chief feature of this ceremony—was over, the usval -
course was forthe officer at command to address the Cadet Company inthe
soul-stirring words, ““ Stand at ease.” ¢ Break.” And then everybody
went about their pleasure until the next bugle sounded for study. On
the present occasion the words of command were spoken, but without
their ordinary effect. When the officer walked away, the ““ company,”
instead of * breaking,” closed up, and senior under-officer Bex took com-
mand of it.

“Attenshon,” was the counter-order he delivered; «Left turn,” “ Quick
march ;” and at that word the whole corps, in one long line of two files
only—so that it resembled a caterpillar—wound out of the parade-
ground, past the porter’s lodge, and marched off across the common to
Charlton Fair. The emotion of the officer on duty was considerable ;
hut, perceiving the utter hopelessness of restraining one hundred and
sixty gentlemen cadets with his single arm, or even both of them, he
turned disconsolately into the library, wrote down a formal complaint
for the inspection of old Pipeclay, and washed his hands of his youny
friends for the afternoon.

“ Left, right, left, right, left, right;” the corps had never marched
better to church upon a Sunday, than it did upon its mutinous errand ;
and Generalissimo Bex—if he had flourished in these days, he would
have been a prig of the first water—expressed himself highly gratified
with their soldier-like regularity of behaviour.

Upon leaving the common, and getting into the high road, he formed
his army “four deep,” and gave them a word of command that does
not appear in the drill-books, and had, indeed, rather the air of a bat-
tle-cry than of a military order: “Unbuckle belts”” Gentlemen
cadets wore neither swords nor bayonets, but their belts had a large
piece of metal in the centre with ¢ Ubique ” upon it (perhaps because
they hit with it “in all directions”), and, when dexterously used, these
were formidable weapons. In the hands of a novice it was apt to strike
the wielder like a flail ; but very few of the young gentlemen of those
days were novices in the use of it ; and not one who had chanced to
have had any difficulty, however slight, with a policeman. There were
swarms of Fair-people dotted about the lanes—costermongers, itinerant
showmen, gipsies, and the like—but with these the advancing army

were enjoined not to meddle; they reserved. their belts and their
“Ubiques” for the hive itself.
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The fair was held in a huge field to the right of the road ; and when
the Cadet Company turned into it, « at the double,” but still maintain-
ing their serried ranks, it presented an animated spectacle. The prin-
cipal space between the booths was crowded with sight-seers, and the
booths themselves offered the most varied attractions . « The only Liv-
ing Mermaid from the South Seas,” “ The Greatest Professors in the Art
of Pugilism now extant,” “The Genuine and Original Learned Pig,”
and a whole tribe of North American Indians in paint and feathers, at
that moment in the act of celebrating their national tomahawk dance.
For an instant business and pleasure were alike suspended at the sight
of our youthful warriors ; and then “ thwack, thwack went the Ubique
belts, and the denizens of the fair became aware, to their cost, that ven-
geance had come apon them.

CHAPTER 1V,
THE SIEGE AND THE SACK.

LT isbut right to state that the majority of the besieged persons were
fully conscious that they had provoked attack. Outrages and reprisals
had, it is true, for many years passed as naturally as compliments in
other places, between the Charlton Fair folks and the tenants of the
Military Academy, but these had been intermitted for a considerable
time, and the treatment the two young cadets received on the previous
evening at the hands of these roystering roughs had been very savage
and severe, even if it had been provoked. It wag only by a gallant
ch;n‘ge of their natural and hereditary enemies, the police, that their
young lives had been preserved, while their limbs, as we know, had not
been so fortunate.

The unarmed mob in the main thoroughfare broke and fled at the
first charge ; under waggons and tent-ropes they scuttled to left and
right, the boldest making for the hedges where the stakes grew, and the
wiliest lying flat on their faces behind the pictures that fronted the
caravans. The cry was not indeed “ Sauve qui peut!” for it was,
“ Here are them scaly cadets!” but the effect wag precisely the same
as what takes place in military surprises upon a larger scale ; only it
Was more difficult to save oneself by running on account of the youth-
ful agility of the assailants, who laid about them also with a vigour be-
yond their years. It was no child’s play on either side, for whenever a
belt-plate came in contact with a man’s skull it cut a hole in it ; while,
on the other hand, not a few of the * roughs ” frequenting the fair were
armed with bludgeons, while the big sticks employed in the * Aunt
Sally” game of those days (for that lady is of ancient lineage) and the
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heavy legs of the pea-and-thimble tables afforded weapons to others.
The discipline of the invaders, however, carried everything before them ;
in a few minutes their enemies bit the dust and fled, and then came the
“sacking.”

The proprietors of the booths, and the itinerant gentry generally,
had, up to this point, rather enjoyed the combat. They were caterers
of spectacle to others, and had very seldom the opportunity of judging
of the merits of any performance of a public nature. Such of them as
had had any hand in the ill-treatment of the two young gentlemen in
hospital were naturally careful to conceal the fact, and affected a serenity
of mind as to what the invading forces might do next, which they were
probably far from feeling ; others, however, had no sting of conscience
in this respect, and rather hailed the advent of the new arrivals as likely
to fill their places of amusement at a higher admission figure than was
customary. .

They had reckoned without their host, and in very great ignorance,
it may added, of the character of their guests. In the first place, senti-
nels were placed in every tent to prevent the egress of its inhabitants,
and Generalissimo Bex, his staff, and the rest of his victorious warriors
gave a grand “ bespeak,” among which were several features rare in
theatrical experience, but especially this one—that every perform-
ance was commanded to be gratuitous. The audience, too, was hyper-
critical and very inquisitive. Not content (for example) with the war-
dance of the North American Indians, and the war-whoop, for the exe-
cution of which those noble savages have such a reputation in musical
circles, they made them dance and whoop in even a more natural if less
national manner ; nor were they satisfied till the unhappy “braves”
had stripped off their borrowed plumes, washed the paint from their still
dirty faces, and confessed themselves to be natives of Tipperary. With
the Learned Pig (whom they requested to spell Pipeclay and other
words still more foreign to his usual vocabulary) they were graciously
pleased to express satisfaction, and in proof of it (much to his owner’s
disapproval) conferred upon him the glorious boon of liberty by driving
him out into the adjacent woods. The incomparable pugilists (supposed
not without reason to have had a hand—or a fist—in the ill-treatment
of the two neuxes) they compelled to fight without the gloves, and
when one of them had been beaten till he resembled less a man than a
jelly fish, they thrashed the victor.

I am afraid they pulled the “ only mermaid’s” tail off, and derided
the “fattest woman in the world” in a manner which even a court-
martial would have pronounced unbecoming officers and gentlemen : but
when places are “ sacked ” it is notorious that our very Bayards cease to
be the pink of courtesy. Perhaps the greatest attraction to the vie-
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torious army was, however, Richardson’s booth, at that epoch the great
representative of travelling melo-drama. The performances *com-
manded ” from its talented company were at once numerous and varied :
they compelled those artistes who had passed their lives, if they had not
been born, in the purple, delineating kings, and seldom condescending
to be archdukes, to exchange robes with clown and harlequin, and some
very curious and noteworthy acting was the result. The attentions,
too, of our gentlemen cadets to the corps de ballet were what would be
now designated, I suppose, as “ marked with empressement.” Richard-
son’s booth was, in fact, to that horourable corps what Capua was to
another victorious army, and with the same fatal consequences. While
the young warriors indulged their taste for the drama and flirtation, the
scattered forces of the enemy gathered together, and returned to the
tented field in vastly augmented numbers. Armed with pitchforks and
hedge-stakes, with bludgeons and rakes, they burst into the inclosure,
and drove in the sentinels, with the most terrible cries for blood and
vengeance. The besiegers in their turn became the besieged ; and if
the description should seem a joke it is the fault of the describer, for
the reality had very little fun in it for either party. The bloodshed, if
not the carnage, was something considerable.

Generalissimo Bex at once put himself at the head of a sallying party,
but, though performing prodigies of valour, was driven back to his
wooden walls—the booth. For, though it was called a booth, Richard-
son’s was built of wood, and afforded the only tenable military position
in the fair. The proverb that proclaims there is nothing like leather,
was proved fallacious in the combat between belts and bludgeons. The
cadets found their natural weapons inefficacious against the cold steel of
the pitchforks and those other arms of their adversaries, which, if not
“ of precision,” made a hole wherever they hit. They fell back, there-
fore, upon the theatrical armoury, and waged the combat with every
description of medieval weapon. Halberds of beefeaters, spears of
knights, cross-handled swords of crusaders, were all pressed into the
service. One gentleman cadet even donned a suit of armour belonging
to Richard Ceeur de Lion, and with a mace in one hand and a ballet-
dancer in the other, defied the howling throng from the platform of the
stage. The whole scene resembled that at Front de Boeuf’s Castle,
where Brian de Bois Guilbert escapes from the rabble of besiegers with
the beautiful and accomplished Rebecca. Only there was no escape for
his modern counterpart. Matters began to look very bad indeed for the
corps of gentlemen cadets. They fought like men, even like heroes,
and there was not an abusive epithet—much less a blow—which they
did not return with interest. It is notorious that the use of strong lan-
guage greatly strengthens and exhilarates our military in the field of
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battle, and this auxiliary—of which they had a store which was practi-
cally inexhaustible—they did not spare. Yet the battle was going
against them very decidedly. A council of war was hastily called to-
gether in the green-room—an apartment of bare wood, resembling a
large packing case ; and it was decided that there was no hope but to
cut their way through the enemy, by issuing from the back of the booth,
a comparatively unbesieged quarter. It was thought that this might
be effected if the movement was performed with rapidity. Their chief
difficulty lay in their wounded, whom, of course, they could not in
honour leave to the tender mercies of the roughs, and many of whom
had been put hors de combat. If they could march with the army, it
was as much as they could do; they could act the part of combatants
no longer.

And now we are to narrate an incident as touching and romantic as
ever happened in regular warfare. It must be premised that, although
the male performers of the great Richardson troupe had taken the con-
duct of the cadet army in some dudgeon, and had fled from the booth
as soon as its siege began, the lady performers were by no means so in-
imical to the honourable corps, and had remained. They had slapped
the young gentlemen’s faces when flushed with victory, and inclined to
be too demonstrative in their attentions ; but now that they were dis-
comfited and in danger, the hearts of these ladies warmed towards them :
they were touched by their youth, their bravery—which seemed about
to be so ill rewarded— and, perhaps, in some cases, by their good looks.

The damsel whom T have ventured to liken to Rebecca was very soft-
hearted, yet had also an unusual amount of intelligence, and, in the
midst of the hurly-burly, and while one of the many onsets of the be-
siegers upon the platform was in the act of being repulsed—which was
done on each occasion with greater and greater difficulty—she inquired
naively of her Brian de Bois Guilbert, ‘¢ Why don't you show these
scoundrels our muskets ?

“ Muskets ! answered Landon excitedly, for he it was who had for the
nonce taken the trappings of the Templar, which he was now in the act
of discarding as too cumbrous; “1 saw no muskets. Where are they ?
They would be our salvation.”

“ They were in the wardrobe "—so this simple creature described the
armoury—* With the rest of the properties.”

“I never saw them,” cried Landon ; *did you, Darall ?

Darall had come in from the fray with a broken head, to which the
simple remedy of cold water was being applied by a fair creature in
tights.

“ When pain and anguish wring the brow,
A ministering angel thou,”

was his neat acknowledgment of her solicitude.
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“Get along with you and your angels,” answered she, unconscious of
the quotation. “Don’t you hear your friend speaking to you 1”

“Yes, I hear him ; I found the muskets and hid them,” said Darall
coolly. “Things are bad enough as it is, without there being murder
done.”

“ Yes, but it is becoming a question whether we or those scoundrels
yonder are to be murdered,” observed Landon, hotly. “Come, where
did you hide these things?”

“I shall not tell you,” answered Darall, decisively. “ You may say
what you like, but you will thank me for it some day, since a single
shot ”

“Why, you young stoopid,” interrupted Rebecca—she was his elder by
about six months—*the guns ain't loaded ; there is neither powder nor
shot in the booth ; you need only show the muskets, to frighten the
fellows.”

The young lady had, doubtless, some experience of the effect of the
exhibition of fire-arms upon a crowd, and at all events, in their desperate
case, it was quite worth while to try the experiment. Every minute
that the besieged now spent in their little fortress added to their list of
wounded, while, on the other hand, the forces of the enemy increased in
number and audacity. Their sole hope, except in flight, lay in their
being rescued by their friends the military at Woolwich, who would have
been glad enough to have done battle for them, had they been aware of
their hard straits ; but, unhappily, Charlton Fair was as “ taboo” to
Her Majesty’s forces, and for the same excellent reasons, as it was to the
cadets themselves, not a uniform was to be seen among the crowd with-
out. A general sally was therefore at once determined on.

Acting upon Landon’s suggestion, the dozen or so of muskets that
served for Richardson’s stage army were served out to the wounded, who
had instructions to level them at the enemy, but by no means to pull
trigger, lest their harmless character should be thereby disclosed ; thus
it was hoped that the prowess of those who were least able to defend
themselves would be most respected. These formed the first line of
battle, as the whole Cadet Company issued forth from the back of the
booth, and the effect of their appearance even exceeded expectation.
The crowd who had rushed round to cut off the retreat at once fell back
before the threatening muzzles of the muskets, and not until the retiring
force had cleared the enclosure, and reached the lane, did they pluck up
courage to fall upon the rear-guard, which was under the command of
Laudon himself. Then, indeed, that young gentleman had quite enough
to do ; the march of the main body was necessarily slow because of those
who had been hurt, and were scarcely fit for marching, and this gave
the crowd opportunity for “ cutting out” expeditions, whereby a cadet
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or two would get torn away from his friends, and had to be rescued, if
not by tooth and nail, by every other description of weapon. It was
fortunate for the whole corps that in their brief hour of victory they had
not neglected, in their pursuit of more ethereal delights, to fortify them-
selves both with food and liquor; the weather was hot, and fun and
fighting had made great demands upon their strength, which, after all,
was not quite that of full-grown men ; and now, with the sense of some-
thing like defeat depressing them, it was hard to have to contest every
inch of their way, under pain of being left behind in hands that would
have shown no mercy.

They fought, however, like young tigers, and, thanks to Darall, who
had as quick an eye for a weak point in their own array as Landon had
for onein that of their adversaries, they emerged from the lane on to the
high road without the loss of a man. At this point the pursuit was
stayed, and their peril might be considered over.

“ We may be in time for evening parade yet, if we push on,” said
Darall, consulting his watch.

The poor young fellow was thinking of the price they would have to
pay for their fun, and rightly judged that their offence, great as it was,
would be held much more serious, should they fail in so important a
professional obligation as parade.

Even Generalissimo Bex—who was as good as expelled already, and
knew it—recognised the necessity (for others) of getting home by seven
o'clock, and gave quite an unprecedented word of command :

* Double—all you fellows that can—and the rest, hobble !” At the
same time he gave injunctions to the rear-guard that they should not desert
the wounded ; the ineffectualness of whose weapons had long been made
apparent, and who would have fallen victims to the least onslaught of
the enemy. It was bad enough for Darall—to whom every moment was
of such consequence—to have to suit his pace to that of these poor crip-
ples ; but worse luck even than this awaited him. They had been left
by the main body—whose position was now indicated only by a cloud of
dust—about five minutes, when a shrill cry for help was heard proceed-
ing from the road by which they had just come.

“Good Heavens! We have left no fellows behind us, have we 1”
cried Landon ; even his reckless spirit slightly dashed by the prospect
of having to attempt a rescue in the face of such overwhelming odds.

“No,” said Darall, who, with his friend, had stopped behind the rest
to listen. “ I counted them all myself.”

“And yet it sounds like some young fellow being hacked about,”
replied the other. It is not a man’s voice, it is too thin.”

“It is a girl’s,” said Darall gravely. And, again, not one agonizing
cry, but two struck on their ears, passionately appealing for aid.
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“Those brutes are ill-treating some women,” observed Landon ; “they
are always doing it. It is no earthly use our going back.”

“T am afraid they are paying out those poor girls who helped us to
the muskets and things,” said Darall, his blonde face growing suddenly
pale with concentrated rage.

Landon uttered such a string of anathemas as would have done honour
to a papal excommunication. “It is no use thinking about it,” ex-
claimed he, impatiently, ¢ let us get on.”

“No Landon, we must not leave them. Just listen to that !”

A cry of “ Help, help ! ” and then of “ Murder!” clove the blue air.
At the sound of it both the young fellows turned and began to run
swiftly back upon the road just traversed.

“Somebody’s getting it, and some one else will get this,” cried Landon,
his hand still grasping the mace of the Templar—no pasteboard pro-
perty, as it happened, but a formidable weapon of hard wood. Darall
had for weapon only a hedge stake—the spoil of some fallen foe—but
no knight who ever laid lance in rest among all King Arthur’s court
had a more chivalrous soul.

CHAPTER V., ’
KNIGHTS, LADIES, AND AN OGRE.

AT the point of junction of the lane that led down to the fair with the
high road, the two cadets came suddenly upon a little knot of their late
adversaries—composed of gipsies-and roughs—in the middle of whom
could just be discerned two summer bonnets. These gentry were so
occupied in persecuting the owners of the same, that they did not per-
ceive the presence of the new-comers till they were actually upon them,
and the ““ one, two,” of the mace and the hedge-stake had been adminis-
tered with crushing effect ; then they broke and fled, imagining that
nothing less than the whole Cadet Company were returning upon them.
Behind them they left two young girls, their raiment torn and bedrag-
gled, their bonnet-strings flying, and their whole appearance pitiable to
an extreme degree ; yet in no way contemptible, for besides the not
uninteresting fact that they were both very pretty, there was a spirit
in the looks of both, and a fire in those of one of them, that seemed to
proclaim the scorn of higher caste as well as the indignation of insulted
modesty.

One was taller and darker than the other, and while the same height-
ened colour glowed in each of their faces, the eyes of the former gleamed
with passion, while those of the latter were filled with tears.

“Quick, quick, young ladies !” cried Darall ; “come back with us,
before these cowardly scoundrels muster courage to return.”
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The shorter and fairer of the two girls hung back alittle at this offer
of being run away with by two young gentlemen in uniform, but her
companion seized her by the wrist, and began to hasten with her in the
direction indicated.

It was not a moment too soon, for their late assailants had already
discovered how small was the party that had attempted their rescue, and
were pouring down the narrow lane with oaths and yells.

“If one could kill one of these howling beggars maybe it would stop
the rest,” muttered Landon between his teeth, as he stood, with his
mace sloped upon his shoulder, awaiting the onset. Darall, with his
pointed stake stood behind him, to the full as dangerous an opponent,
thongh his firm face showed no such passion.

“ We must make a running fight of it, Landon; every moment of delay
is a moment gained for the girls; but we must never be surrounded ;
strike sharp and then take to your heels.”

Even as he spoke the mob began to slacken speed. There were only
two against them, it was true ; but they looked very ugly customers,
and those who had an eye to their personal safety—who formed the
majority—had already reflected that it was better to let somebody else
do the knocking down, and leave to themselves the easier and more
grateful task of trampling on the prostrate bodies. A gipsy and a travel-
ling tinker, however, each armed with a tent-pole, separated themselves
from the rest, and charged the two cadets at full speed, while the rest
of the rabble rout came on less furiously behind them. These men
were of large build, and the poles were long and strong, so that it seemed
they must carry all before them, and they would without doubt have
carried—or transfixed-—these two young gentlemen, had they remained
to stand the shock. But one of the arts and sciences taught at the
Royal Military Academy, to its elder pupils, was that of parrying the
bayonet. The poles went on, but not gquite in the direction indicated,
and on the skulls of those who were bearing them, as it were, into space,
descended the weapons that had just averted them with crushing effect ;
the tinker stumbled on for a few paces, and then fell in a pool of his
own blood ; the gipsy went down like a stone.

Without stopping to make the least inquiry as to the result of this
military operation, the two young gentlemen were off like a shot, and
had placed twenty yards of road between them and their pursuers, ere
the latter had recovered from their dismay. In front of them the two
terrified girls were making what haste they could, but it was plain that
running was not the strong point of at least one of them. The shorter
of the two, overcome more by agitation and alarm than by fatigue,
could only stagger feebly along ; and it was merely a question of a few
yards nearer to or farther from home that they would be overtaken by
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thelr tormentors, with whom it was not likely in that broad high-road
that their two gallant defenders could again even so much as delay.

“We're done,” exclaimed Darall, perceiving the situation at a glance ;
‘“that is,” added he, with a gleam of hope, *“unless that is Bex coming
back to help us.”

Beyond the two girls there suddenly came into view two or three
figures, marching, or at least walking in line, from the direction of
Woolwich.

“ By )ingo, they are gunners !” exclaimed Landon. “Hi, hi! to your
guns, to your guns, guns, guns !” It was a war-cry well known to the
artillerymen of those days in and about Woolwich ; and known also to
their foes. At the first note of it, the hurrying throng slackened speed,
then stopped and stared as if to make sure of the red and blue uniforms
that were growing every moment more distinct ; for the new-comers
were now running. Then the mob turned tail and fled tumultuously to
their tents.

It was for a moment not quite certain that the two damsels thus pre-
served from Charybdis might not have fallen into Scylla, or in other
words have exchanged the rudeness of the Fair folk, for the blandish-
ments of the military, who, always gallant, are sometimes lacking in
chivalry ; but, as it happened, the two cadets hurried up only to find the
young ladies in safe hands.

“Lor bless yer,” said one man to Landon, as if in apology for not
having committed any misconduct, “the tall 'un is niece to our own
colonel,” a relationship doubtless at least as binding to him as any in
the tables of affinity in the Book of Common Prayer. But for this re-
cognition, it is my fixed belief that, in the wild and wicked times of
which I write, the young ladies would have had to pay the ransom of a kiss
or two. To the common eye they did not in their dishevelled and
agitated state, look very like young ladies ; and one of them, the shorter,
had not breath enough left, poor thing, to have said “don’t.” The
other, however, had recovered herself sufficiently to thank Landon and
Darall with much warmth and gratitude, and to narrate in a few words
what had befallen them. “I was out for a walk with my friend Miss
Ray—a daughter of the commissary-general—and on our return home
were met by that cowardly rabble, from whose hands you were so good
as to deliver us. My uncle, Colonel Juxon, will, T am sure, take the
first opportunity of expressing to you, much better than I can do, his
sense of the service you have rendered us.”

She addressed these words to Darall, not because he looked like the
elder of the two cadets, for he did not, but because Landon’s gaze was
fixed so earnestly upon her as to cause her some embarrassment. The
fact was the young fellow could not keep his eyes off that dark-hued but.
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lovely face, with its grand eyes and grateful smile. His heart, always
susceptible to beauty, was aflame, and his ready tongue experienced for
once a difficulty in expression. It was nevertheless necessary for him to
speak, since it was certain Darall could not. To say that that young
gentleman, when in the presence of the softer sex, was more shy than
any young miss at her first dinner party, would fall very short indeed
of describing his modesty. His face had softened so during the last few
moments, that you would have scarcely recognised it as the same which
had been set so steadily against his enemies ; the hand that had just
used the hedge stake so effectively, shook with nervous terrors ; in
short he looked as thoroughly “upset ” and disorganized as Miss Ray
herself.

“I'am sure,” stammered Landon, *that my friend and I are more
than rewarded for any little assistance we may have rendered you, Miss
Juxon——"

“ Not Miss Juxon,” interrupted the young lady with rapid earnest-
Dess, “ my name is Mayne.” Then perceiving that he was in difficulties
with his little speech—as well he might be—she took it up for him.
“ As for what you are pleased to call a little assistance, it was an act of
great courage against overpowering odds, and I shall never forget it,-—
never.”

“Well, the fact is, Miss Mayne,” answered Landon, the cupidon”
lips showing his white teeth—his smile was his best property, and few
could withstand it—¢ we owed you the rescue ; for if it had not been
that we cadets had Jjust been robbing their nest, those wasps yonder—
and I compliment the scoundrels by such a metaphor—would not per-
haps have annoyed you. We had just given them a good thrashing ”’—
this was scarcely true, but the military, when describing their own
achievements, are allowed some license,—*“and I suppose it struck them,
on their retreat, that it would be very pleasant to annoy those who could
not defend themselves.”

“ We found defenders—brave ones,” answered the young lady softly ;
-and then she once more added : “1 shall never, never forget it "—only
instead of “it” she said * you.”

The two were now walking together, side by side, towards Woolwich,
while behind them came Darall and Miss Ray—whom a common shy-
nessthad at least placed on the same plane, and who were getting on,
in a monosyllabic fashion, tolerably well. The ladies were now quite
safe from any possible annoyance, but still it was very embarrassing for
them to be walking on the high-road in rags and tatters—for the mob
had sadly spoilt their summer finery—in company with two gentlemen-
-cadets, however gentlemanlike. It was therefore with great joy that
they found themselves presently overtaken by a return fly from Green-
wich, which was at once secured for them by Landon.
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“I think, Darall, you had better go off to the Shop,” he said con-
fidentially ; “the sooner you get there the better, though I don’t doubt
that the service you have performed for these ladies, being who they are,
will cover a multitude of sins. One of us, of course, must see them
home.”

The advice was doubtless good, and certainly unselfish, for the effect
of it was necessarily to leave Landon with one
and yet his friend did not seem so grateful for it as he ought to have
been. Conscious of his own bashfulness, perhaps, he regretted having
to quit Miss Ray’s company, with whom he had by this time managed to
‘““get on” tolerably well ; and that barren ground he knew would have
to be gone over again when they next met, for it was almost as difficult.
for young gentlemen of his character to resume the thread of an ac-
quaintance as to find it in the first instance. However, he had not yet
arrived at that point of courtship at which we are enjoined to leave
father and mother, to cleave to a young person of the opposite sex ; and
the thought of his parent, and her dependence upon him, sent him off at
once.

young lady too many ;

“You will call on papa, if papa does not call op you,” said Miss Ray
softly ; from which remark we are not to imagine that that damsel wag
‘“forward,” but that she had some well-grounded apprehensions of her
father’s being backward in performing any act of courtesy. He was
not the commissary-general, though Miss Mayne had called him so, being
only the acting-deputy-assistant-commlssary-general ; but he had all the
Jack-in-office peculiarities of the most full-blown official,

Once in the fly, both young ladies at once recovered their self-posses-
sion. Fortunately the vehicle was a closed one, so that their dilapidated
condition could not be observed as they drove along, and to Landon
they had appeared under so much more disadvantageous circumstances,
that his presence did not embarrass them. They laughed and chatted
quite unreservedly.

“What a kind, courageous creature is that friend o
don,” said Miss Mayne.

“Yes, indeed, he is,” echoed Miss Ray admiringly,

Sometimes it is not pleasant to hear young ladies praise one’s friend,
but on this occasion Landon saw nothing to object to in it, for what
Darall had done he had also done ; and somehow it struck him that the
term “ creature ” would not have been used—in however com
a sense—had the speaker made mention of himgelf.

“Mr. Darall is all very well ” (she seemed to say), “ but it is clear you
are the master mind.”

To do him justice, however, Landon was not slow to sing his friend’s
praises ; and, with the frankness of youth, proceeded to give a sketch

f yours, Mr. Lap-

plimentary



150 WHAT HE COST HER.

of his position, and how his future prospects were likely to be imperilled
by the escapade of that afternoon.

“T have sent him off to make the best excuse for himself he can—and
T am sure he has a good one—for not having returned with the other
sinners.”

“But what will you do?” exclaimed Miss Mayne, with an anxiety
that the young fellow flattered himself had also a touch of tenderness in
it ; “ why should you run any needless risk by accompanying us, now
that we are quite safe 1”

“ Oh, my case is different,” Jaughed Landon carelessly.  * It would
not break my heart if I was to be sent away from the Academy to-mor-
row ; whereas, it would break it, you know,” he added roguishly, “to
think that, after such a terrible adveniure as you have experienced, you
should be suffered to return home alone.”

“But you have a mother also, perhaps 17 suggested Miss Ray.

¢« Unfortunately I have not,” said Landon, and while Miss Ray said
“ Oh dear!” commiseratingly, and Miss Mayne’s fine eyes looked two
large volumes of tender sympathy, he added gaily : “and as for the
governor, I think he would be rather pleased than otherwise, to find
that I had stepped out of my uniform, and was prepared to help him to
make money in his City counting-house.”

“It must be very charming to be rich,” sighed Miss Ray.

“If you are not so,” answered Landoun, with a little bow ¢« you prove
that it is possible to be very charming, and yet not to be rich.”

Miss Mayne broke into a musical laugh, and only laughed the more
when her friend, suffused with blushes, told her that she ought to be
ashamed of herself for laughing, and thereby giving encouragement to
Mr. Landon’s audacity.

They had altogether a very pleasant drive ; and when Miss Ray was
dropped at her father's residence, which was letter Z, « Officer’s Quar-
ters,” and did not present an attractive exterior—the two that were
left behind enjoyed it perhaps even more.

Colonel Juxon, R. A., lived a little way out of Woolwich, in that
now well-known suburb called Nightingale Vale, and the address, we
may be sure, afforded Landon an opportunity of paying a well-turned
compliment. At the period of which we write, this locality was only
sparsely sprinkled with villa residences, inhabited mostly by the families
of officers of high rank, or whose private means admitted of their living
out of barracks. Hawthorne Lodge, which was the colonel’s house, was
a really pretty little tenement, standing in a garden of its own, and
having in its rear that unmistakeable sign of prosperity, a coach-house.
As they drove up the neatly gravelled drive in front of the cottage,
covered with its flowering creepers, and offering a view of a very elegant
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“interior ” through the open French windows of the drawing-room,
Landon expressed his admiration. “Why, I did not know Woolwich
could boast of such a bower, Miss Mayne ; your home looks like Fairy-
land.”

“Yes, it is certainly pretty for Woolwich,” answered the young
lady ; “and it also resembles Fairyland in one particular, that it is
inhabited by a wicked enchanter.”

“T know about the enchanter, but I did not know she was wicked,”
answered Landon.

“ T did not mean myself, sir, as you very well knew,” returned she,
reprovingly, “ I was referring to my uncle, Colonel Juxon, a gentleman
rather formidable to folks who don’t know him; in the army he is
called a fire-eater, I believe ; but at home ——»

“ Who in the fiend’s name, my dearest Ella, have you brought here ¢”
inquired a sharp testy voice, as the fly drew up at the door, and a short
spare old gentleman in undress uniform, presented himself at it.  1is
hair and moustache were as white as snow, and made by coutrast a pair
of copper-coloured and bloodshot eyes look yet more fiery ; altogethier
he had the appearance of a ferret, and also of a ferret who was exceed-
ingly out of temper.

“This is Mr. Cecil Landon, uncle, to whom Gracie Ray and I have
Jjust been indebted for the greatest possible service,.”

“ The devil you have !” said the colonel, sardonically.

“Yes, uncle ; Gracie and I were returning quietly home, after a walk
along the Greenwich road——"

“A deuced bad road to choose for a walk,” interrupted the colonel,
angrily ; “the most deuced bad road.”

“8o indeed it turned out, uncle,” continued the young girl in un-
ruffied tones, ¢ for a lot of drunken people from Charlton fajr ”

“ Aye, cadets, I suppose ; I've heard of their doings,” interrupted the
colonel, regarding Landon with great disfavour ; «there’s going to be a
clean sweep made of them by Sir Hercules this time, however.”

“But it was not the cadets, uncle; on the contrary, it was to the
cadets, or at least to two of them, one of whom was this gentleman here,
that Gracie and I are indebted for escaping perhaps with our lives.”

“ Pooh, pooh, what did they want with your lives?” returned the
colonel contemptuously. “ The dashed vagabonds wanted to kiss you,
and by the look of your bonnet they must have done it. By the living
Jingo ! if I had only caught them at it, I'd have set a mark on one or
two that would have taken a deal of rubbing to get it off again.”

“That is exactly what, in our humble, and doubtless less effectual
way, we did,” explained Landon deferentially.

(Zo be continued.)
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HER ANSWER.

ALL day long she held my question
In her heart ;
Shunn’d my eyes that crav’d an answer,
Moved apart ;
Touch’d my hand in Goodnight greeting,
Rosier grew,—
« Should 1 leave to-morrow ? early ?
Then Adieu!”
Bent her head in Farewell courteous,
Onward pass’d,
Whilst a cold hand gripp’d my heart-strings,
Held them fast.
Still T waited, still I listened ;
All my soul
Trembled in the eyes that watch’d her
As she stole
Up the stairs with measur’d footsteps.
Bat she turn’d
Where a lamp in brazen bracket
Brightly burn’d,
Show’d me all the glinting ripples
Of her hair,
Veil’d her eyes in violet shadows,
Glimmer’d where
Curv'd her mouth in soft compliance
As she bent
Towards me from the dusky railing
Where she leant.
Ah, my sweet ! . . .. . The white hand wanders
To her hair,
Slowly lifts the rose that nestles
Softly there ;
Breathes she in its heart my answer
Shyly sweet,
And Love’s message whitely flutters
To my feet.
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ROSE-LEAF LIPS: THE STORY OF A CROUPIER.

CHAPTER L

s¢Faites votre jeu, m’sieurs *

A STORY this of brief sunshine, very bright, and short-lived flowers, very
sweet ; of long days of cloud and darkness, and the ‘desolation of a
wrecked life ; a story of temptation wilfully incurred ; of punishment,
and of repentance, deep, unfeigned, but powerless to save :—the story of
my life.

What right had I, Evelyn Harcourt, artist and struggler for bare foot-
hold at the very edge of the world’s limit ; fighter for the right of title to
the noble name of Earthworm ; despairing dangler on the lowest fringes
of the mantle of Respectability—to dream of Love ! is a question as to
which my four-and-twenty years did not, at the time, offer any satisfac-
tory solution ; neither has a since superadded lustrum afforded me any
tenable excuse for the act; but I was twentv-four, and I met my ideal.

I was at Nice, working and waiting, working at “ bits” of mountain
and sea, gorge and valley; here a gnarled, mis-shapen old olive trunk,
the very realization of the grace of the Distorted—twisted, curled, and
curved, bent and broken into the perfection of lawless deformity ; there,
some wayside chapel, where, guarded from storm and rain by the cur-
vature of a humble niche, the dear Madonna and her Child, blessed and
blessing, looked with benignint eyes on the passers up and down the
steep winding road which led to terrace on terrace of orange and lemon
trees above, or climbed, devious, the alpine spur which divided valley
from valley. And such passers-by as these were! Such picturesquely
wrinkled old men and dried-fig-faced old women! for, with humanity
here, youth alone is beautiful ; the skies only favour, and the gods only
care for the young. Many a queer figure, descending to market on four
sure and steady asinine feet, as, with ever busy fingers knitting the
everlasting stocking, it sat perched atop of the bales and bundles of
garden stuff which swung from the animal’s back, did I, in artistic
ecstacy, transfer to my canvas, to the appreciative delight of the rich
English, Russian, and American visitors who made the Nice ©season.”

Working and waiting I said. Waiting for what ¢ Shall I confess to
the weak vanity, the drivelling satisfaction with my own progress
in her good graces which made me hope that my Mistress, Art, would
one day inspire me to paint a great picture—would one day give me
a name? But so it was, and I was content to go through the mire

and darkness of a young artist’s life, cheered only by the inner light
B
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which I so sedulously burnt at the altar of Her whom alone I served.
Would that I had known no other mistress ! It was not to be so !

One day I was out sketching. It was a day bright and sunny, but with
a touch of the hot mistral blowing gustily over the indigo-tinted Mediter-
ranean, raising the dust in clouds over the city far below me, but up
where I sat only causing a quivering excitement amongst the tiny leaves
of the olive trees, turning their dainty dull green to daintier grey—-the
under tint of the leaf. I had pitched my easel a little way below a
bend of the roadway, which here crept along, airily, above a declivity
of some two hundred feet, and was sketching a couple of old olive trees
between whose trunks I could catch a distant glimpse of the city and
sea. A charming ““study,” charming, perhaps, only in an artistic sense,
came slowly up the roadside, en route home from the city—an old woman'
spinning as she walked, short skirted and doubtless dirty, but with a
big basket balanced juggler-wise on her head, making a delightfal “ bit
of colouring.” By her side, a girl of about eighteen, also busily spinning,
carrying at her back a brown-cheeked baby, and wearing on her head,
or rather thrown back behind it, the invariable round straw hat which,
in that position, always reminded me so strongly of the * nimbus” with
which the old masters encircled the heads of their saints that it was
only natural to evolve the nimbus from the straw hat. Just before the
group vanished behind the turn of the road, a providence, considerate
of artists, caused them to come to a halt, and the artistic pose they made
there gave the very effect my sketch wanted. Rapidly as possible I
filled in the group, and was just engaged in the last touches, when my
ear, being fortunately at the moment an idle organ, caught the sound
of the sweetest and most musical ripple of a laugh I ever heard. I
looked up, and at the moment, dashing round the bend of the road,
faster far than the steep descent warranted, came one of the delightful
low pony carriages which abound in Nice, drawn by a pair of high-
spirited little Corsicans. I had only time to see that it contained two
ladies, one of whom held the reins, and a man servant behind, when, as
fate would have it, just as they passed the group of peasants, a vicious
gust of the mistral caught the basket on the head of the elder woman '
and hurled it with a crash to the ground. A shy! which swept the
slight carriage to the very verge of the precipice, a succession of loud
screams, & wild plunge, and in a moment more the ponies would have
bolted to certain destruction. Without thinking what I did, I dashed
up, caught the reins, and, with all my force, drove ihe frightened animals
down upon their haunches—the ladies were safe !

The excitement of the moment over, the poor beasts themselves
seemed to be aware of the peril they had so narrowly escaped, and now
stood with quivering flanks and dilated nostrils. For myself, the blood
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which had all rushed to my heart at the moment of action now came
back with great beats, and I was quite ready to share in the excitement
of the driver, who having, with commendable alacrity, bestowed his
own precious person on the ground at the moment of the first shy, now
came running down with tears still in his eyes and the wringing scarcely
yet out of his hands, but with as much noisy satisfaction as if he
had not deserved to be well kicked for a coward. Leaving him at
the ponies’ heads, I advanced to the side of the carriage. The
elder of the two ladies had evidently fainted, and her companion was
speaking volubly in French ; scolding her too, as I live! for making
such a mountain out of so trifling a mole-hill. Standing thus with my
hat in hand, quite unregarded, I could not help being amused at the
coolness of the young heroine ; being moreover sensible of a certain
graceful curve of neck, and an undefined perception of a very perfectly
moulded figure. The situation required alteration. Accordingly, I
ventured to ask if I could be of any assistance,

Heavens ! what a lovely face was turned upon me! I could not
venture to describe it. I did not dare to look into the eyes which,
haughtily enough, flashed over me; indeed I was instantaneously lost
in wonder at a pair of lips which looked for all the world like a couple
of fresh curled rose leaves, and uncrumpled rose leaves too. I am a
moderately self-possessed man on ordinary occasions, but there I stood
like a Sunday-school child, or a fool. I felt like the latter. I have a
hazy notion of having stammered out some imbecile remark or other,
and of hearing a voice as of some very superior musical box trill out a
reply. Ihad spoken in French, but my beauty, seeing through me in
an instant, replied in most excellent English. She waslevidently ¢ put
out ” at the situation, which seemed, and indeed was, much the conse-
quence of her own heedless hold of her ponies, and spoke rather more
slightingly of the danger than was quite just. She was very sorry to
have put “ monsieur” to such trouble: it really was a mere nothing.
Her companion was quite recovered now, and with many thanks they
would now go on. All this with a flushed cheek and a little air of
petulance which heightened'her charms and set my heart dancing. I
was of course only too delighted to have been of any slight service (here
Tlooked grimly down the declivity—slight indeed 1) raised my hat as she
touched her ponies with her whip, and watched them disappear down
the road with the mingled feeling of disappointment, elation, and a cer-
tain generally queer sensation which comes to a man but once in his life.
The peasants had disappeared. I stepped to the edge and looked
d-own. Good heavens ! there was a mark of the pony’s hoof where posi-
Pwely the poor beast had slipped, though it had fortunately recovered
itself. One hoof in the grave with a vengeance ! And such a grave!



156 ROSE-LEAF LIPS.

Standing thus, (enjoying a feast of horrible imaginings as to what
might have been, I was startled again by receiving a sharp slap on the
back, while a cheery voice—the cheeriest in all my cognizance— called
out,

“Hullo, Evelyn! What is it now old man? Are you sitting to
yourself for a picture of a nightmare 1" _

It was Jack Forster, a trump of a fellow, my own particular friend
and sworn comrade. He was the one exception to the rule I have
always found good, that “Johns” are staid, sober, wise people, who
get on in the world through strict sympathy with the business proprie-
ties, and with little else save themselves. Jack was not a staid, success-
ful man—true he was, at that time, only “ Jack,” which may account for
it, the rule not applying to Johns in embryo. I don’t think I quite
cared for his interruption at the moment. I was just then carrying my
new-found beauty in my own appreciative arms from the bottom to the
top of that horrible steep ; she had fainted, was perhaps dead, and I was
engaged in the sad but exquisite delight of looking at those wonderful
rose-leaf lips of hers; indeed I might have dared perhaps to
it was too bad. I suppoese I looked sulky, for Jack continued :—

“ Why, now I look at you, there is something the matter. You're
not yourself at all, Molly dear.”

“ Jack,” said I, caustically, « if your excess of animal spirits must be
blown off, go away and do your explosion somewhere else where there
are fools who won’t mind it.”

“Don’t get on your hind legs, there’s a good fellow,” returned
Jack, imperturbably. « What are you plotting ¢ Highway robbery or
invasion ¥ Indeed your attitude is rather Napoleonic out-at-Elbowish.
See the joke 1”

“Jack,” said I, “1 am more than ever confirmed in my opinion that
you are, to put it plainly, a "

‘A good sort of fellow who doesn’t really wish to annoy you, but you
are in a queer temper to-day. I'll leave you; pick you up as I come
back. Ta, Ta.” As he spoke he turned to continue his walk. I was
surprised to see him suddenly stop, stoop down, and pick up something
white. It was a lady’s handkerchief. Hers/ I started forward, hold-
ing out my hand. Jack tantalisingly held it aloft—he was six feet one
in his stockings—confound him, why couldn’t I have seen it first !

#“ 8o ho! The mystery’s out. Who's the lady 27

It was no use being angry with Jack ; besides his question reminded
me that I really did not myself know the name of my beauty. Jack
might be able to help me,

“ 8it down here, you absurd fellow you, and I'll tell you an adven-
ture which has just happened.”

well,
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Jack was sobered in a moment when he found how earnest a matter
it had been, though he threw one or two queer glances in my direction
when, as unconcernedly as I could, I spoke of her as a * very good-look-
ing woman.”

“ By Jove you're in luck, Evelyn,” said he, when I had finished, 1
met the pony carriage as I came up the hill.”

“ Do you know her 1”

“1 know who she is at all events,” said Jack, rather evasively, I
thought. “She is a Russian, the Baronne de Moédders. Very rich and
—her own mistress.”

“ Does she live at Nice ¢”

“No. She is staying at the Hotel de Paris at Monaco.”

“Monaco ! ”

“Yes. She must have just driven in this afternoon.”

“ Do you know her well enough to introduce me §”’

“Yes. I can manage that for you all right.”

I sat for a moment absorbed in my own reflections. Rich, and her
own mistress. Lovely! Ah yes, she was indeed. Pshaw ! what was
I thinking about ; the rose-leaf lips would rise before my eyes.

“Jack,” said T, “ we will go to Monaco to-morrow.”

Jack said nothing, but gave a low whistle which I perfectly well
understood. It said as plainly as if he had spoken: What! you / you,
the purist ! the abominator of gambling; the condemnor of poor slaves
of that most despicable vice. You who have so often refused even
t0 set foot on the enchanted ground for fear of putting yourself in
the way of temptation. You , and so on for an hour. I knew it
all, but still, I would go to the hotel. I could at any rate command
myself sufficiently not to go farther. In fact it was a weak and unfair
treatment of my own moral strength to keep it thus as it were in cotton
wool; besides, there was the handkerchief to be returned. I said 80,
holding out my hand for it. Jack did not surrender his prize readily,
but ult.imately did so, though with no great grace.

“ Evelyn,” said he, as I packed up my sketching traps in silence,
having hurriedly thrust the dainty little bit of lawn and lace into my
breast pocket.  Evelyn, you're in love with that girl.”

“Jack,” said I, angrily, “you're a perfect idiot to-day,” but I felt

“that girl's” little treasure trove next to my heart, and muttered to
myself—

“ That's true | ”
Jack said nothing,




158 ROSE-LEAF LIPS.

CHAPTER 1L

“Le jeu est fait!”

EVEN a sleepless night ends at some time, and the chatter of the ciccala,
“ happy as a king,” and the conversational powers of the green tree-frog,
lying complacently on the leaves of the orange trees around me by the
thousand, and croaking harsh nothings to discordant mates, in esse and
in posse, set me from thinking to dreaming of my new found enchanter.
Jack and I had made friends with an honest couple who grew orange
trees for the sake of their sweet blossoms, made into sweeter scent, and
were, besides, owners of an olive mill, whose big water-wheel slowly
ground the rich berries into oil, and consequent ducats for its contented
proprietors. A kindly, simple pair they were, who had taken a fancy
to their artist inmates, and made a happy quiet home at the mill for us
which they would have denied to more pretentious lodgers. Jack
Forster was no artist, only an idle man. He was a younger son of a
good family, and had succeeded to that curse to a man of easy-going
temperament, a small independence and an indifferent education, which
had taught him just enough to enable him to get a good deal of enjoy-
ment out of life without much labour. I woke to find Jack stand-
ing over my bedside with a somewhat troubled look on his handsome
face.

“Ah!” said he, “it’s as well you have come to yourself at last. A
fine nightmare you have been riding, I should imagine ! Here have
you been rolling and groaning, pitching and tossing, like an empty fish-
ing smack in a gale. What's the matter ?”

“ Matter ! nothing,” said I, ¢ eat tao much supper I suppose.”

“'Twag that confounded cucumber,
I've eat and can’t digest,”
quoted Jack, with an I-see-through-you-look which I detest. I turned my
face to the wall. Truth was that I had been compelled by the abomin-
able activity of an excited brain to rehearse for my own benefit the
whole scene of the previous day, with elaborations, the principal of
which were a pair of rosy lips, mockingly offering themselves to my pur-
suing kiss, and turning to serpents’ jaws which viciously snapped at me
whenever I touched them. Pleasant certainly !

« Breakfast's ready,” said Jack ; (breakfast being a concession to our
insular prejudices) “a cup of strong coffee will quiet your nerves; we
have an expedition to-day, remember.”

Monaco, and an introduction to my Russian beauty! I dressed
rapidly, and entering our little sitting-room, found Jack engaged in
stuffing cold chicken and hard boiled eggs, together with other sundry
matters, into a couple of knapsacks.
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“ What on earth are you doing ?” said I, * one would think we were
going to a desert island instead of a first-class hotel.”

“Oh, you won't find the hotels very first-class.”

“ Why, T thought Monaco had the best hotel in these parts,” said 1.

“ Monaco! Oh yes, but we are not going to Monaco.”

“ Where then 1"

“ Up into the mountains, as we settled last week,” said Jack, calmly
whistling. He was right as to our arrangement, but all that was changed
now for me. I had but oné object in life at that moment. To my
remonstrances Jack was deaf. To Monaco at that time he would not
go, and without him the main object of my visit would be difficult of
attainment. Finally I had to succumb; the concession being made
that within a week we should end our trip at the Hotel de Paris.

I fear T was but bad company throughout that week, fretting and
fuming at every delay ; but the week did ultimately pass by, and we
reached Monaco one afternoon in time to catch the exquisite pink and
rose of the setting sun, as it touched lingeringly on town, and castle,
white villas nestling in orange and olive groves, and the gaunt, grey
crags of the mountain spur which shut in the tiny princedom. Man of
one idea though I was, I could not but look with feasting, artist eye on
the beauty of the scene now opened to me for the first time, as our car-
riage rounded the fairy bay, and mounted the steep which led to the
“ Elablissement.”

“T know this spot pretty well,” said Jack, looking back as we reached
the top and turned into the ¢ place” in front of the Hotel, ¢ but upon
my word it's just the sweetest slice of Paradise I ever saw.”

“ And a boiled down Hades ready to tumble into,” added I, with the
superiority of a being above a fall.

“T don’t know that. Hades is Paradise to a good many here, and
lots wouldn’t change quarters if they could.”

Appalled at the indecent sentiment of the “lots,” but without a suffi-
ciently severe retort on my lips at the moment, I followed Jack into the
Hotel. Here he seemed quite at home, and gave orders for rooms, by
their number and locality, with the confidence of an habitué of the place.

“Just in time for dinner,” said he, and led the way into an immense
and splendidly-frescoed hall, filled with well-appointed tables of differ-
ent sizes, each of which held a more or less numerous party, while the
clatter of plates and the confused noise of a number of voices, made a
Babel of sound which was the reverse of depressing. Through the
crowded room with a bow here, a nod and a smile there, or a whispered
word in passing, Jack steered his way, till at the end of the room he
stopped at a small table at which there were only four seats, all empty.
I looked round the room eagerly. Ske was not there.
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“ My own particular spot,” he remarked.

“You come here often then,” said 1. Jack was always somewhat
reticent as to his movements, and of course my own artist life led me
much away from our home.

“Ob, yes. Latterly I have been here a good deal. Where is Ma-
dame la Baronne 1" he continued, turning to a servant du ssed in black
and wearing a silver chain round his neck.

 Madame has left the hotel, monsieur, this week past.”

“Indeed!” He spoke indifferently, but I could not help the feeling
that there was a touch of satisfaction in his tone. ¢ That’s unfortunate,
Evelyn ; you will not meet your charmer after all.”

I was at once dashed from the seventh heaven of nearly realized
expectation to the abyss of utter disappointment. Was it for this I had
come. I was about to make some angry observation when the major
domo added :—

“ But, without doubt, madame will return to-night. She makes a
little promenade along the Corniche with her friends.”

I wonder I did not get up then and there and embrace the man. Up
from the nadir to the zenith once more ! Jack appeared indifferent.

“Very well,” said he, “let’s have some dinner.”

Dinner passed rather silently. At its close Jack proposed coffee and
a cigar, outside the café opposite, The cigar was excellent ; so was the
coffee ; so were my spirits. We chatted for some time on the scene be-
fore us; I interspersing divers observations of a moral character as
profound and effective as such observations of twenty-four on its high-
est moral rocking-horse are wont to be. Jack was cynical, and not
particularly good-humoured.

1 acknowledge it all,” said he, “all the idleness, and sinful waste,
and general viciousness of the entire caboodle. But what would you
have ? In consequence of the introduction of original sin into this
much-abused sublunary sphere, man is conscious of a liver. That
liver, owing to said cause is, alas, too sadly apt to become torpid, whence
flow the chief evils of life—ill-tempers, quarrels, wars. To stir up that
degenerate organ, we must have an exciting cause ; we cannot be always
feasting on blue pills. The constant imbibing of the festive black
draught is a pernicious and distasteful practice. It must be a tough
liver or an endless purse which can't be stirred thoroughly here, and
that with the least possible hurt to the world outside. If it does some-
times end in prussic acid or a pistol shot, I don’t know that much is
lost. Let’s come and hear the music inside, the band is just beginning.”

We threw away the ends af our cigars, and walked across the grass
and flower-filled space in the centre of the square towards the porch of
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the play-rooms—the Etablissement itself. Jack stopped on the steps
which led to the building and said in a low tone :

“ Evelyn, will you take my advice? A train back will start in half-
an-hour ; get into it and go home.”

“Thank you,” said I, coldly, as a suspicion crossed my mind which
had been lying dormant there for some little time past ; ¢ are you quite
sure that your advice is disinterested ?” I spoke with something of
a sneer, for which I was ashamed the moment after. Jack merely
shrugged his shoulders and passed in. I followed,

“ That's Cerberus,” he said, with a laugh, as we passed a grave sharp-
eyed man near the door.

“ Why Cerberus 1”

“ Well, the good Prince of this Monaco, though he receives an im-
mense income from M. Louis Blanc, the magician who has built this
palace out of his bare rocks, does not care to have his people bitten
with the Tarantula of Play. The natives are not admitted.”

We passed into a noble hall, along the sides of which stood rows of
comfortable chairs, into which visitors might sink and listen at their
ease, gratis, to the music of one of the finest continental orchestras.
The band, some fifty in number, was playing a dainty bit of waltz
music as we entered, rendered with such exquisite modulations of time
and tone as showed a master mind guiding the biton. We stayed till
the music ceased, and then left the room, turning towards a corridor, at
the end of which were heavy baize-covered double doors; entering these,
we found ourselves in the first of the two great salons de jew which form
the heart of this vast system. A general effect of gilding and colour,
massive chandeliers pendant by heavy brass chains from lofty ceilings,
a crowd of people, ladies as well as men, gathered closely round long
tables covered with green cloth, and—silence. This was my first impres-
sion of Monaco. The silence was broken only by a mysterious rattle
which almost immediately ended with a slight click, upon which a mo-
notonous but clear voice made some announcement, succeeded by the
sound of coin falling upon coin, and the raking together of pieces of
money. Then the same monotonous voice ecalled out words heard by
me for the first time, « Faites volre jeu, m'sieurs /" followed by a pause,
during which there seemed to be a general rush to put money on the
table. Jack and I managed to get close to the envied spot, succeeding
to the seats of a little old lady in black who made her exit, followed
by another who looked like her maid, and probably was.

“The old lady is not in luck to-night,” whispered Jack. “I daresay
she thinks some one here is looking at her with an evil eye.”

“ Who is she 1”

“Oh, a wealthy Russian; widow to a notable diplomat who left her



162 ROSE-LEAF LIPS,

a fortune and, what he considered better, an infallible “ system ” for
roulette. Your Russian is a born gamester.”

Was my Russian beauty also a gamester? I longed to ask, but
refrained.

““ Le jeu est fuit 1" called out one of the croupiers at the centre of the
table, and with a twist of his finger he set a circular disk spinning on
its axis with great velocity, at the same moment dropping in the circle
a small ivory ball. Round and round rushed the disk, and round and
round careered the ball. I looked up and down the immense table.
Anxious to seize the latest moment, people were depositing coin—gold,
silver, and notes—in the different compartments which were marked on
the cloth. Three long parallel lines of numbers ran down its whole
length, from one to thirty-six, corresponding with divisions of the roulette
wheel. In addition to these were bigger divisions according to colour,
“ Rouge ” and “ Noir " ; again, two other divisions for odd and equal
numbers, ¢ Pair” and “ Impair” ; two more, ¢ Manque” and ¢ Passe,”
embracing numbers below and above the middle number eighteen ;
other divisions again offered still farther varieties of combination.
Above all came “ Zero,” the joy of the bank, the dread of the players.
All this Jack hurriedly explained to me as the ball galloped on its
course. As it showed signs of slackening speed, its attendant called out,
“Rien ne va plus,” after which nothing further could be put on the
table for that turn, and in a moment more it had tumbled, with a sharp
click, into one of the compartments of the wheel.

“Vingt-et-un, rouge, impair et passe,” sung out the imperturbable
voice, and the work of absorption and payment to the lucky winners
went on like the mere question of machinery it was. The busy rakes
dragged in the bank’s winnings, leaving on the cloth the stakes about
the lucky number ; towards these a golden and silver shower descended
from the deft hands of cashiers, while croupiers at either end regulated
the ownership of the various piles. A brief squabble would occasion-
ally occur as to a doubtful ownership, but all was easily settled, and
the monotonous performance was ready to be repeated hour after hour
through the long night. This was Roulette. But the faces—the ex-
pressions ! This was the place to see the natural man and woman. No
artificiality here ! Bound by a common tie of passion indulged, none
had reason to feign a decorous propriety ; though transient visitors
would for awhile assume an air which expressed their sense of the gene-
ral fie-fieness of things. But Monaco is a universal and impartial
leveller, and those “ who came to scoff ” remained most frequently—
“to play.

«“See that portly personage opposite ¢ said Jack, looking across to
-where a gentleman Was covering the table with 100 franc gold pieces.
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“ That’s the Duke of ——,” naming an English nobleman ; * by his side
is an English parson in mufti. By Jove, the parson’s in luck !” he con-
tinued, as that estimable divine, who was evidently a visitor experiment-
ing on a novel sensation—* being in Turkey did as the Turkies do ”—
became a recipient of the golden rain. Sharer in the same beneficence
of Jupiter Auripluvius, a graceful white hand, whose fingers were covered
with brilliants, stretched out to gather in the coin. By accident, the
rake it held slightly touched and upset the parson’s pile. With a little
laugh and a “mille pardons, m’sieur ! ” the amende was made ; the par-
son bowed, smiled, and said some small suitable nothing.

“Thirty-nine Articles flirting with original sin,” said Jack.

“ There is a queer mixture here,” I whispered.

“Oh yes. Hell, like heaven, is no respecter of persons. M. Blanc’s
showers fall alike on the evil and on the good. What’s the last num-
ber? Trentesix! Let’s try the other extreme ;” and Jack carelessly
threw a Napoleon on ““ Zero.” Round went the ball, and to my great
excitement, ‘“ Zero ” came from the croupier’s lips, and whilst the long
rakes gathered in the spoils all round, thirty-five golden drops fell to
the lucky Jack. He pushed some to me :

‘“ Here, old man,” said he, “try your luck; you needn’t mind. It’s
their own money.”

I declined decidedly. 1 had come there, it was true, but nothing
should induce me to put a sou on the fatal board. On that point, with
a little inward glow of satisfaction at my own decision of character, I
was quite determined. I would not play. Jack shrugged his shoulders
and continued his game with a coolness or self.control which I could not
pretend to share. I found myself getting absorbed, and watching the
ups and downs of his fortune with an excitement which was as exhilara-
tive as unusual. At last Jack got up with a little forced laugh.

“ Let’s get out, of this,” he said.

We left the table, our vacated seats being instantly filled.

“ What's the damage #” I asked.

“ Oh, fifty Naps. or so to the bad. Luck was against me to-night.
Better next time. Come and see the trente-et-quarante table.”

It was on my lips to have ¢ improved the occasion” for his benefit,
but, in truth, his was much the better mind and stronger will, and
argument with him did not always mean success for me. I was of a
disposition I fear to follow rather than lead; what would be called
a “weak” man; how weak I little imagined at that time—I realized
fully before long,

At the trente-et quarante table in the next room, which was even
more handsome than the last, there was a smaller and more select circle,
and the medium of the play being cards, it was an extremely quiet group.
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Here Jack pointed out to me various celebrities in the cortinental
world of diplomacy and the fine arts. Here a famous Prussian officer
engaged in “running through” his play as though it were an enemy.
Next to him a great financier whose name would be honoured in every
spot throughout the world where money is a power ; everywhere, that
is, save a few islands in the Pacific where the unconverted heathen ”
has not been elevated into civilized ’cuteness. He was trying hard to
get rid of some of the incubus of wealth which sat on him, but his
efforts were useless ; he was winning constantly. By his side sat a lady
dressed in a pale pinky silk made in the height of fashion, a gracefully
shaped hat on her beautiful head which was at the moment turned
from me. My heart beat wildly. I required no intimation that here
was my lady of the rose-leaf lips—my beautiful Russian! I felt that
Jack was regarding me with a cynical smile, and that T was blushing
with pleasure like a foolish girl. She was playing high, and apparently
losing heavily, but with the most consummate air of indifference. She
was chatting to an elderly lady who sat by her side, but who was not
herself playing ; only tarning to the table at each renewal of the game
to replace doubly or trebly the stakes which were rapidly swept from
her towards the insatiable maw of the « bank.” The other lady Irecog-
nized as her companion on the eventful day of the accident, A kindly
sympathetic face, her's, full of high intelligence and moral goodness ;
while the loving look she gave in answer to some observation of her
lively companion, came as a kind of solace to the pain I felt at seeing
them there. My beauty could not be bad at heart to have gained the
love of such a woman. She was playing for very high stakes. A pile
of thousand franc notes lay in her lap, and her perfectly moulded hand
bien gantée, with an arm whose shape and delicacy held me enchanted—
was then placing another roll of these upon the table. As she turned,
she raised her face in our direction, and recognised us in an instant with
a smile and a little flush of the cheek, for which I felt I would have
gone through fire. A moment more and her stake followed its com.
panions.  With a slight moue of contemptuous dissatisfaction she rose,
and followed by her companion, left the table, coming towards us,

“ Ah my friend,” she said to Jack, giving him her hand cordially,
“you have come to break my bad luck, I hope.”

Jack made some reply, and then turning to me was about to intro-
duce me, when the beauty with a charming grace all her own, held out
her hand and pressed mine with cordial feeling. :

“ Mr. Harcourt and I don’t require any introduction ; my naughty
Garibaldi and Ratto have already made us acquainted. Is it not so?”
she said, with one of her sweet smiles. Heavens ! How beautiful
she was !
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“You must allow me to introduce you to another of your rescued
dames. Ma chére,” she continued, turning to her companion, “ Here is
Mr. Harcourt at last. Ah sir, Madame de Vost and I can at last thank
you, though not half enough, for your bravery.”

Madame de Vost said some ‘pleasant, quiet words of thanks, and I
stammered out a reply—what, I have no notion.

“ We looked at the place as we returned ; Mon Diew ! it was horrible ! ”
ran on my beauty, “but let us not stay here where it makes so hot ; let
us come outside on the terrace—see, the moon is shining beautifully.”

We stepped through an open window on to a broad terrace. Below
us were flowers and grass, and graceful palm-trees, and, the broad moon-
lit breast of the Mediterranean. To the right, the sister peninsula of
rock to our own ran out, bearing on its crest the quaint outlines of the
little town of Monaco and the palace of its Prince, bathed in the bright
rays of the moon. It was a fairy scene, such a one as lives in an
artist’s memory. The Baroness sank down on a garden seat with a
rustle of silks and a scent of sweet flowers about her, the very embody-
ment of fair womanhood, and made room for me at her side. Madame
de Vost sat on her other side with an arm round her waist, and Jack,
the lengthy and luxurious, stretched himself at her feet.

“ Now, gentlemen, light your cigars,” said our mistress ; I say mis-
tress, for we all seemed to own her sway instinctively. * Stay, I will
myself, with my own hands, roll cigarettes for you. Mr. Forster, you
carry the material I know.”

Jack laughed. «I should think you did,” said he. She took off her
long gloves, and, with a woman's coquetry, gave them to me to hold,
\yhile with rapid fingers she folded up tobacco and coaxed it into form,
till she had produced four excellently-made cigarettes.

“There ! ” she said, * one apiece,” and, giving us ours, proceeded to
light her own as though there were nothing strange In the operation.

“You seem surprised, Mr. Harcourt,” she said, watching me with
amusement, ““ but T really don’t see Why you gentlemen should have all
the pleasant things of life, and a delicate tobacco is certainly one of
them.”

As she spoke, with the fairy smoke curling from her lips, with the
grace of her attitude and gesture before me, I could not, for the life of
me, say why she, at least, should not smoke or do any other masculine
act she might choose ; content that she could do nothing ungraceful or
unbecoming her womanhood. It is the manner of the acting, not the act
itself, which unsexes a woman.

“ These are days of advance and change,” said Jack, “ and manners
and customs must march with the tide. Little did those warlike old
buffers, the Grimaldi, through their seven centuries of princedom over
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yonder, anticipate the accession of so potent a power as M. Louis
Blane.” |

Some one replied, and the ball of conversation was kept up with
much force and gay badinage, though with but scanty contribution from
me. A sweet, strange lull of thought, aspiration, hope and fear, seemed
to enwrap me. I was conscious of but one sentiment—that I was near
her. 1 did not care to analyse feeling further. By and by she com-
plained of feeling chilly, and we rose to return to the room.

“Twelve o’clock;” said Jack, “ I beg to propose some supper.”

By general consent the motion was carried, and we passed through
the rooms on our way to the hotel. We stopped for awhile at the rou-
lette table which was in full swing, though not now so crowded, owing
to the departure of the Nice train with its load of visitors. I had told
her that this was my first visit ; that I had never played.

“Will you do me a favour ?"” said the Baroness to me as we stood
looking on.

¢ There is nothing you can ask me that I will not do,” I said, like the
the simple, innocent, happy fool I was.

The same slight flush which I had noticed before came over her face
to my delight. I was almost beside myself. Everything was misty ;
everything was her.

“You know how superstitious we Russians are, and people who play
here are doubly so. I have had a run of ill-luck to-night. Will you see
if your hand can break the spell. Play for me.”

She put a roll of notes into my hand. Scarcely conscious of what I
was doing, [ put the entire roll on to the table. Tt was on “rouge.”
“ Rouge ” came up and her stake was doubled. She clapped her hands
in childish glee.

“There, there! Did I not tell you so?” she said. “Mr. Harcourt
you are born to be my guardian angel!”

I smiled, and said in a low voice :

«« Will you, too, do me a favour ?”

“ Of course! I owe you a very great one you must remember—my life.”

She looked at me with one sudden glance of her beautiful eyes.” I
could scarcely dare to read what I did read there.

“ Then let me keep your glove.”

“ Certainly, for ever and a day, if you will,” said she, adding, with a
laugh to hide, as I fancied, a deeper feeling, as she took my arm to leave
the room. “ Men are so easily pleased.” '

As we passed the door, the monotonous voice of the croupier cried
the never ending formula,

“Le jeu est fait ! ”

What did I care!



ROSE-LEAF LIPS. 167

CHAPTER TII.

¢t Rien ne va plus.”

AND now there began for me a season of such happiness as I had never
dreamt could have fallen to mortal lot. Through the whole of those
happy winter months I lived as if in another and ethereal world. The
practice of my art I utterly gave up, proving myself, to my shame, to
be no true artist. My once sole mistress was supplanted by one more
potent, and to serve two such at the same time was impossible. I left
my once dear and happy home by the old olive mill at Nice, and
removed to the gay splendour of the Hotel de Paris, that I might be
nearer the one object that alone made life valuable to me. It was infa-
tuation ; it was madness ; it was love. But looking back to that time
now, in calmer,and thoughtful moments, I can neither wonder at, nor,
what is stranger, even to myself, regret the sacrifice I then made, or
rather, to speak more honestly, the self-indulgence I surrendered to
through that long day-dream. Had she whom I loved beckoned me
from heaven, I would have followed her there ; had she called me to hell,
I would have sought her side. In and through life I was her's—in and
through death—to eternity her’s only. I felt it mere blasphemy to ima-
gine separation from her, 1 loved her —she, too, loved me.
What is it that produces the sentiment we call “love 1” What mys-
terious influence is it which attracts or repels, or simply leaves us indif-
ferent when the sex opposite to our own is concerned ? Is it that we
are human anemones, magnified and, possibly, improved cydipi ; from
whom emanate, all unseen, and beyond influence of our own, delicate
threads of soul-nerves which meet with other soul nerves, to harmonise
or to disagree, and so compel our grosser cousciousness to feel the liking
or 'the love, the indifference or disgust which, somehow, we do, involun-
tarily, feel often with the first glance ? I cannot say ; but this I know,
I loved Feodora from the first moment of our strange meeting on that
mf)untain side: and this with no partial measure, no reservation, but
Wn:’h all my heart, soul and strength. I worshipped her ; she was my
religion, my Giog ; all else was swallowed up in her. An artist must

l?erforce be also poet. Mine was the impassioned love of the poet ; my
life one sweet, idyl,

i} ad accumulated, by hard work, and a small legacy left me in the
wxl.l of a relation, who had taken considerable interest in my life as an
artist, some twelve hundred pounds, with which I had purposed con-
tinuing my studies in Rome, the centre of ar life. This sum now pro-
vided me with the means of maintaining my new position. I lived

regardless of the future, determined, at all costs, to seize my present
day.
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How it all came about; what golden glorious hour brought the
crowning point to my joy is immaterial. What, and when, and where
came the story that the stars saw and the birds heard ; on which the
palms nodded kindly, whilst the myriad voices on the southern shores—
of the ciccala, and the green-tree frog, and the rustling olive leaves
hummed a dainty accompaniment—of this it matters nothing ; it was
the old, old story, and, no doubt, as foolish as any. I write flippantly
and untruly—it was like no other, for my darling was like no other
woman.

How could I attempt to describe her! How and whence she inheri-
ted her wonderful beauty and grace, I never quite gathered ; nor indeed
was her history ever quite clear to me. I only knew that she was nobly
born, and the ward, before she married, of the Emperor. She never
talked, even to me, of herself; and beyond a general idea, formed more
from my own inferences than any definite statements of hers, that her
brief married life had been a far from happy one, I knew nothing.
That she was rich, good, true, and all womanly, besides being accom-
plished beyond the ordinary, and possessed of rare powers of mind and
observation, summed up all I knew—all I cared to know.

Her one defect was the intense love she had for the excitement of
the tables, but even this soon appeared greatly to give way to the plea-
sure she evidently had in my society. Eptire mistress of her own
actions, both she and I went our ways regardless of the possibility of
remark from women envious of her beauty and wealth, or men equally
so, of my good fortune in possessing so absolutely her favour. Some-
times, accompanied by Madame de Vost, (of whom I say little here, but
who was the essence of all nobleness of thought, word, and deed,
and Feodora’s truest, dearest friend and confidant,) but more generally
alone, we roamed about the country sketching or botanising ; chiefly
using the same famous pair of ponies to whose exceptional naughtiness
I owed my happy introduction ; and a more happy, contented quartette
than Feodora and I, “ Garabaldi’ and “ Ratto,” could not have been
found under the sun through that pieasant winter time. Sometimes we
wound along the giddy Corniche road towards the west, through Roc-
cabruno, standing so queerly glued to the mountain side, just as it did
seven hundred years ago when St. Bruuno, worker of miracles and foun-
der of the grim Carthusian Order, held up his finger and obligingly
stayed its rapid slide seawards; over against Eza, rock-perched nest of
pirates in the old days, through Villa Franca, and so to Nice ; or else
we wandered eastward through quaint Mentone with its ancient churches
and modern rheumatics, along the Riviera; alone through old time
villages with our fresh young love, not finding discord but harmony in
the union of new and old. There was but one source of regret. Jack
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steadily changed in manner, to downright silence and moroseness 5 till
one day after some words in which he warned me not to “ make a foo] ”
of myself with the “ pretty Russian,” he left us for a lengthened tour.
We were too selfishly happy to regret him long. So passed the winter.

One morning, going out with her on the terrace, after breakfast,
Feodora said with a transparent attempt at gaiety :

“ Evelyn, do you like fairy stories ?”

“That depends,” said I, guardedly ; “ do you 1”

“Oh sometimes ; not all the time. T'll tell you one.”

And then she wove into words, in her own pretty, dainty way,
some queer little conceit of a lovely, “ oh ever so lovely,” Princess, who
was beloved au désespoir by a cavalier of the most distinguished, kind and
handsome as the Apollo; upon whose halcyon days descended an enor-
mous monster, with great, red eyes and an exceptional profundity of jaw,
breathing out fire and smoke, which seized her, tore her from the arms
of her love, and flew “away, away, away, oh, ever so far.” As she
spoke she looked over to the distant station, where stood the engine
of the Nice train, whose smoke we could see distinctly over the olive trees,

“You are going away 1” I said, aghast.

“I must ; only for a short time, though—to Paris—on business ; and
alone too,” she continued, forestalling my words, ““ to get a bonnet,” she
added, with a smile.”

“ Nonsense. You don’t expect me to believe that?”

“Vraiment! No. [ will have no secret from you. I am going to
see about the sale of some property there. Indeed, this terrible Monaco
has swallowed up much of my wealth. I shall be a beggar soon if 1
don’t run away from it.”

There was a touch of trouble on her face, as she spoke, which showed
me she was in earnest about her losses. I knew, of course, that she
had lest, and that to an enormous extent ; but the question of her
monetary concerns had never risen between us till now.

“Darling,” I whispered, taking her sweet face in my two hands, and
looking deep down into her eyes, I almost wish you could become a
Poor girl, so that we might fly away from this deadly place and live
quietly somewhere. I could support a poor wife at any rate, if not a
rich one, and we might be rich some day, who knows ?”

She made no reply at the time, but some half an hour after :

“ Evelyn,” she said, with a sad, tender look in her eyes, as I held her
in my arms, my parting kiss on her lips: “It is no use ; you'll never be
rich enough to marry me. I should ruin a Creesus. Let us pretend it
has all been a dream ; shall we?” She looked up archly into my face.

“ A dream from which we will never awake then,” said I.  “Do yon
love me 1~

C



178 ROSE-LEAF LIPS.

This was a question to which neither required an answer. She only
laid her cheek caressingly on my hand as it held hers.
“Well, then,” I went on,

¢ 1f you love me as I love you,
No pecuniosity shall cut ourlove in two. ”

« gwear I will be rich. Il wrench fortune from Monsieur Louis
Blanc’s bank, or perish in the attempt. ¢ Victory or Westminster
Abbey ! ” I said, gaily.

¢ That’s what your Nelson said, was it not ?” she asked ; and then
continued, gravely, looking into the distance with unseeing eyes: « He
got what he wanted, didn’t he ? "

Her mood perplexed and pained me.

« And so shall L,” T said, trying to hide from her the pain which wes
filling my heart at our approaching parting.

«You didn’t know Creesus ¢” I asked.

« Not intimately. We were distant acquaintances only,” she said,
with a little laugh, looking up at my face.

“Whyt”

« Because I shall be prepared to introduce you to the individual when
you return.”

“ When I return,” she repeated, dreamily.

A few minutes later, and I was standing by the window of the rail-
way carriage in which they were seated. Just as they started, my
darling beckoned me :

“Good bye, Cieesus,” she said, and dropped into my hands, with a
kiss on the white petals, a spray of orange flowers.

As T walked back disconsolately up the long road and steep hill which
rounded the bay, holding my darling’s precious buds to my heart, my
mind was filled with one fixed determination. Though I had never
played, I had, as I have said, constantly sat beside Feodora and from
constantly watching the game, was master—so far as that was possible
—of its intricacies. 1 had often felt that I could foresee the gyrations
of the ball or the turn of the card ; amusing myself harmlessly by im-
agining losses which did not hurt, gains which did not benefit me. I now
determined, myself, to play in earnest, and the consciousness of a possible
reward which might follow a successtul game drove every other consid-
eration out of my mind. At any rate, my gains might relieve’ Feodora
of the embarrassment to which she had confessed. That alone was
sufficient for me. Besides, too, my long stay in the enervating and
insidious influences of the place had thoroughly blinded my perceptions
of the right and wrongs of the moral life, and the surrender of my prin-
ciple of resistance to the spirit of « Play” was no difficult matter. There
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was nothing I would not have surrendered for her sake. Body or soul,
what did it matter ! Was I not hers only

All through that afternoon I played: played carefully, thoughtfully ;
studying each turn of the ball. Played and lost, played heedlessly, and—
lost, played desperately and still lost. ~ After a hurried dinner I renewed
my funds, and played again, still losing. I grew obstinate. I would
win, cost what it might. 1 left the tables to obtain fresh funds : some
one followed me, and as the door silently closed behind us, I felt a hand
onmy shoulder. I turned. It wasJack, returned after his long absence.

““ Look here, old fellow,” said Jack, holding me by the arm. * Take
a fool’s advice, and don’t go in there again.” .

“Tll trouble you to keep your advice for fools,” said I, angrily,
shaking off his hand. “I’'m not a child, I suppose !’

‘“ Not much better,” said Jack, with, I fancied, something of a sneer.

“ You have plenty of money 1 know. The point is, will you lend me
some ?”

“ Not a sou,” said Jack, imperturbably,

“I tell you I must win to-night. I feel it.”

*“ Not, with my money.”

“Very well. I can get some atthe hotel, I dare say,” I said, hurrying to
go down the steps, and assuming an air of indifference, though [ was
really trembling with excitement. “I have learned the value of your
friendship already in other ways,” I said, meaningly.

“Ican only wish the lesson had done you more good,” said Jack,
speaking, for him, rather warmly.

“I don't in the least doubt it,” I replied sharply. “It isn't so
difficult as you think to read you, my friend.  Your advice was, of course,
purely disinterested.”

“ About the handsome Russian? Oh certainly,” said Jack. I may

admire her but she will never rank me amongst the number of her
lovers.” '

“ Lovers | "

“ Lovers! certainly. You needn’t think that you have the monopoly
of those pretty lips of hers.”

My blood boiled from heart to head. I turned upon him, and dashed
my fist in his handsome face.

“Liar 1” T hissed out. ¢ Liar!”

Jack made a movement towards me and then checked himself, with
Marvellous self-control, saying quietly, as he wiped his lips—covered
With blood, with his handkerchief—¢ For God's sake, don’t make a scene
L hate a scene. You will apologise for this to-morrow.”

He was moving off towards the Terrace.

“Never!” said I “You will meet me, or I'll horse-whip you
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publicly and point you out everywhere you go as a coward as well a
liar!” I stood in his way, threateningly.

« There, that will do,” he said : his eyes gleaming with a deadly look
I had never seen before.

« You will meet me;” said I, speaking now very quietly.

«] will?

“Whent” -

«Oh, the sooner the better, say to-morrow at daybreak

« Your friend "

Iie named an old French colonel, whe was known to have been out
in several affairs already ; raised his hat formally, and left me.

For me, I went immediately to the rooms where I knew I should find
an Irish captain, an acquaintance of mine, who would not be loath to aid
in so laudable a canse. 1 found him easily enough in the music room,
half asleep on a sofa, and only semi-conscious of the strains of the orches-
tra before him.

« Oh ! Harcourt, my boy,” said he, listlessly, as I sat down beside him
« What's the matter with you? You look as if you'd been punchiné
somebody’s heal.”

« Look here! ” said I, our conversation being covered by the sounds
of the band, which was playing, as I even then could not help observing,
a waltz of Strauss with exquisite grace.

«T want you to do me a favour.”

« 8o long as it isn’t money you want,” said he, “I'm ready ; but it’s
cleaned out 1 am entirely. I had to leave the tables, it was too tantaliz-
ing staying there without a copper to put down.”

1 told him just what I wanted.

« Couldn’t you do without the fighting 9" he said.

«No. He shall meet me. Besides I struck him!”

« Whew ! ” said the captain. “The divil yedid! Allright! I'm your
man,” he added, after a moment’s consideration, ¢ though it's plaguey
awkward to arrange a meeting just now.” Well,” he continued, cheer-
fully, «we'll, just step over the frontier amile or two and you can have
it out quietly and no offence in the world. T'll go and see his friend
and settle the matter. But what are you going to dot”

« Back into the rooms to play. I know I shall win.”

« Well, you're a good plucked 'un! I say,” he added, as we left the
room. “Luck’s dead against the table to-night. Try number nine/
T've a notion it will win.”

« As good as another,” I said.

Going across to the bureau of the hotel, I drew a heavy check. For
reasons of his own the manager made no difficulty about cashing it.

« M’sieu va jouer le grand coup ?” said he, with a bow and a smile

”
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28 he handed me the notes. I made some slight remark in reply, and
calling for a bottle of champagne, tossed off a couple of glasses. As
I put down the empty glass the pendule in the bureau struck nine.
The coincidence made me smile. The urbane directeur remarked it.
“ Numero neuf,” said he ““c’est bon ¢”

“Bon assez !” I replied, and took my way to the salon de jeu.

Here the tables were crowded, and play was going on at high pressure.
However, I found a seat, and sat for some little time, carefully pricking
on a card with a long pin the various chances of the game. Whether it
was that T played with too much caution I cannot tell, but with various
alterations of fortune I steadily lost : until, after about a couple of hours
play, I found myself minus the large amount I had brought into the room
with me. As my last stake was swept into the clutches of the croupier’s
rake, I leaned my elbow on the table, and watched the game go on
gloomily. Should I abandon it? As I watched, fortune seemed to
change again, like the reflux of the tide, and the incessant “ Faites votre
Jeu!” to sound less like the seductive voice of a ghoul. Feodora’s dear
image rose before me. Success meant Aer ; failure—I did not dare to
think what failure means. I had gone too far to recede. I must either
master the wave or the wave would certainly overwhelm me. I ran
across to the hotel and drew another cheque ; this time for an amount
which would I knew nearly, if not entirely, drain my credit at the bank.
_ ““ Mauvaise chance, M’sieu ?” said the directeur, as he proceeded to cash
it, look'mg this time, however, somewhat carefully at the amount.

“ Matheureusement, oui !” I said, carelessly.

“Au bonheur, Msieu!” came his parting benediction, as I retraced
my steps into the play room. I kept murmuring to myself the name of
FeOflora, as though it were some charm. “ Feodora! Feodora! Feodora !’
Lreiterated, | regained my seat with some difficulty, but took it with a
Sense of mastery of the position which I had never felt before.

T must win, I would win. I did win. That night I seemed to have
Some mysterious power over the ball. T could not go wrong. I laughed
to myself. I laughed out loud, with such ridiculous amiability did for-
tune seem to follow at my beck and call. It was I, who was for this
night only master of the usually self-willed, erratic imp—for I had come
bo regard it with such well-grounded superstition as to invest it with a
Personality, whose gambols had so often allured, decoyed, and destroyed
me.  Did I favour “rouge,” rouge it was. ‘Did any pure caprice lead
me to §elect “noir,” down into a black compartment tumbled the obe-
dient little sprite, and my pile doubled itself as if by magic. Suddenly,
L bethought myself of the number so kindly suggested by my friend—
number nine, | immediately placed a sum of money on that number.
Round went the wheel, but the number was nof nine. Again I tried ; with
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the same result. I debated whether it was worth while to make a third
trial, but just before the warning “Rien ne va plus " fell from the crou-
pier, I once more replaced my stake. To my delight, the tardy num-
ber was the winner. Thirty-five times my stake fell towards me. I let
it all lie. Round went the ball, and again it fell into the same division.
This time my winnings were not so easily counted out. Confident in
my good fortune, I allowed my second stake still to lie, and for the third
time the croupier had to announce, amid a buzz from the crowd who sur-
rounded the table, «“ Neuf, rouge, impair et manque.” The two directours
sitting in their high chairs at the side over the wheel and the « banquier”
looked grave, but no wayuneasy ; they had confidencein the turn of the tide.

Still I went on, backing the colours as my fancy led me, generally
with success. It seemed well nigh impossible but that T should before
long ¢ break the bank.” This was my intention. I had determined to
rest satisfied with nothing short of this result. At last, after a prolonged
run upon red, which had doubled my pile at each turn, the directeurs
hesitated about allowing so large a sum to lie longer. I asked for one
more turn, which would, T believed, bring me the issue I hoped for. Of
that issue, I had no doubt whatever. Fortune, “the blind goddess,”
had at last opened her eyes, and had surrendered the Philistines into my
hand. Was I to spare them ! After long consultation with other poten-
tates, it was determined that I should be allowed to venture these, my
entire winnings, on the one last stake. If I won, I broke the bank ; if not,
why, that was my concern ; and, with a shrug of the shoulders, round
went the ball. The excitement was now intense. The most perfect
stillness pervaded the room, all eyes being fixed on the ball, now
gradually lessening speed. For myself, T was perfectly collected, more
so than at any time in the evening, perhaps ; my eyes fixed on my huge
pile as it lay on the kindly red section, its nursing mother, and won-
dering how much it would all amount to. Suddenly, a click ! and the
ball had tumbled into Black. The Bank wassaved, and I /—I was, I
hardly know how I was, or where—I only remember going quietly out of
the room, crossing the square, and wondering as I went how many
lamps there were in it when the festoons were all lit up, and thinking
what a lot of money it must cost to keep them all burning; so much in
French francs, which would be so much in English pounds sterling, at
forty pounds sterling to the thousand francs !

At the door my Irish friend met me. *1It’s all right,” said he. “I've
got everything ready. The others have gone on before us, so as not to
attract attention. A carriage will be here for us in an hour’s time.
What's the matter 7 You look as if you'd seen a ghost. Luck been.
against you 1”

I murmured, “ Rather.”
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“Ah!” he ran op; “you didn’t back number nine : he’d have seen
you through.”

It was not worth the trouble of disabusing him. What did it or any-
thing else matter? Going to my room, I called for some cognac, and,
pouring out half a tumbler full, drank it. T dare say it was strong, but
I did not feel it. Presently, it produced an effect upon me, and gave
me back my nerve, which had been somewhat hardly tried. I sat down,
wrote one or two hurried notes, in case of an unfortunate issue to my-
self, and one to Feodora. The latter was brief: I did but write down a
little Russian phrase of endearment my pet had once playfuliy taught
me, “ ¢ Melinka moja,duschenka tibia lubluh I Darling, Ilove you / I love
you ! 1love you! God bless you. Good-bye.” This I enclosed, together
with a ring T had always worn, and I directed it to her. I had but a
few trifles to give away, and some few sovereigns which happened to be
in my desk. These I put into my pocket, and my preparations were
complete. Presently, my friend rapped at my door, and told me that the
carriage was ready. Down we went, he and I, and so impressed was I
with the solemnity of the occasion, as it affected my usually volatile
friend, that T succeeded in making some stupid joke or other and so re-
lieving his mind of the fear which had evidently taken hold of it, that
I was going to show the white feather. Fortunately, he did all the talk-
ing, and I could lie back in the carriage, and think. Memories of our
old days of wanderings together came upon me, and recollections of
many deeds of kindness my once friend, now foe, had done me. Besides,
1t grew upon me that it was not impossible that, at heart, he might
be himself, the ardent lover of my darling that I was, and that I
I.nyself had, really, supplanted Aim. I knew well his proud, reserved
lnner self would never allow me to know it, were it the fact. So I deter-
mined to fire in the air, receiving, of course, his fire myself. In honour

could do nothing else. After awhile, in the grey of the morning, we
Passed the boundary bridge beyond Mentone, and a mile or so further
On,.leaving the carriage, we walked on till we came to a sheltered quiet
ravine in the mountains where were already seated my opponent, his
second, and a doctor, besides the driver of their carriage, who had been
concerned in similar affairs on former occasions and was keenly in-
terested,

. T pass over, as hurriedly as possible, the details of that horrible morn-
Ing. The pacing, the loading, and the attempted cheeriness of the little
Italian doctor, whose only interest seemed, and no doubt was, centred in
a possible “ case ” and corresponding fees. As we fronted each other I
looked stealthily at the dear old face of my friend, and longed to throw
down my weapon and ask a forgiveness, which somehow I felt I ought
to seek. Tt was not for long. As the white handkerchief fluttered to
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the ground, our two reports rang out simultaneously. Jack had fired
into the air, whereas my bullet—how, I could never imagine, save that
my nerves were so thoroughly unsteadied that I had lost control over
my hand—~had struck him. Putting one hand to his heart, he fell to the
ground. I rushed forward. The doctor was already at his side.

“T] est mort ! ”” he said. )

“ My God! Have I killed him ! ” I cried in a frenzy ; then kneeling
down at his side T held him in my arms, and called him by his name.

¢« Jack ! Dear Jack ! Jack !” I do not know what I said. There was no
reply. Presently the driver came running hurriedly, saying that some
of the custom house people were coming up, and urging us to get into
our carriages at once, and get away or we should all be arrested. The
doctor and my dear late friend’s second lifted the body and hurriedly
carried it to the carriage which stood near. I lingered, I could not
bear to leave it so.

“You will only get usall into trouble,” said my second. ¢ You must
come at once ! The body shall be properly cared for. The authorities can
be bribed to tell no tales. Twillattend toall. Come !” With one kiss on
the forehead of him I had once called friend, I got into the carriage,
which drove rapidly back to Monaco. Nothing more could be done.
On entering the hotel, scarcely knowing where I went, or what I
did, the Majordomo put into my hands a packet addressed to myself
in Feodora’s hand-writing. T broke it open quickly and found another
cover, on which was written, ¢ A gift for my love ; to be opened when
we meet again,” 1 cannot say what impelled me to open this envelope.
At another time I would, of course, have religiously respected her slight-
est whim—but there came across me a half sense of danger and disaster.
Nervously I opened the case. It contained ber principal diamonds—
all in fact but the rings she habitually wore. On the top of these lay a
letter. This I seized and tore open. A vision of her strange manner
that evening filling me with the worst forebodings. What was about to
happen? The letter ran as follows :

»

« MY DEAREST, DEAREST FRIEND—

«These jolies petites clioses are for you. You will say,—Why this so
strange behaviour of your Feodora! This is why. You know comme
je suis bizarre, what you call odd’ and comme je faime. Well, T have
a strange presentiment that I will never return to you. It is, perhaps,
only a fancy at which you shall soon laugh well at me, if I do come back:
If not, it is because I love you that I leave you these. Le bon Dieu te
protége. Pense & moi toujours. :

“De tout mon coeur, ton amie bien devouée, constante, fidéle,

“ Fropora.”
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Strung to their extremest tension as my nerves were at this moment,
it was a relief to find that the ominous packet contained nothing more
than the foolish suggestions of my darling’s feminine and fanciful mind.
It was, T knew, a weakness of hers to be somewhat susceptible to im-
Pressions of this nature, and it was with a sigh of relief that I closed
the case of her diamonds and placed it in my despatch box. I had
dreaded, with a certain undefined feeling, the arrival of some other trial
to my already sorely strained mind. Leaning my head on my hands, I
tried to review the terrible scenes of the past twenty-four hours. I could
Dot; my brain seemed to be in a whirl ; I could retain nothing before
me but the consciousness that Jack was dead, and T— ruined. Suddenly,
there came a tap at my door, and the manager himself placed a letter in
my hands. I saw by his face that something had happened. T tore the
letter open. It was from Madame de Vost. It said,  An accident has
Occurred. Feodora is dangerously hurt. A special engine takes this, and
will bring you back.” It had come then at last—-the climax !

A few minutes later, I was in the cab of the engine, and we were
tearing back to Villafranca ; near which place the accident had occurred.

he driver was an Englishman and full of the kindest sympathy. It
appeared that, at a sudden curve, just after emerging from one of the
many tunnels on the road between Monaco and Nice, the engineer saw
before him a huge mass of rock which had fallen from the precipitous
heights above, completely breaking up the line and blocking the train.
There wag no time to use the breaks—on the engine dashed !—There was
a tfsrriﬁc concussion, and, in a moment, the spot was strewed with the
Splintered fragments of carriages. Fortunately there were but few pas-
Sengers, of these two, and the engine driver, had been killed ; others were
:everely Wwounded ; two ladies, one of whom had subsequently written
0 me, had been taken, both wounded, into the hotel at Villafranca,
:x};:i d?ctor§ from Nice had been summoned. He did not know the
sible tOO :ilgtm‘]urles. The line had beer% so blocked that it was impos-
dereq cogl‘n I1 tciear for several hours ; while the telegr{tph had been ren-
from ¢, Pletely use.less.' At last we reached Vlllaf?a,nca. I sprung

codora 1. Ezlnilne befo.re it 'stopped, and ran to.t‘he little hotel where
the dog 2 . een carried, .[‘here was a crowd of }.‘1’011(:1'1 pea.sant:s abogt

ad eVid,ethose voluble voices a priest was endeavouring to stllil. He
gravely anf& ly been expecting me. As I entered, he shook his head

6 doy ed me up stairs, knocked at a door, and left me. Presently,
and heg opened, and Madame de Vost came out; her arm in a sling,

. ead bandaged.
say sﬁ: 12?8; ” she said,‘ “my poor fr'ien'd ! then fa.dded, “The doctors

. mOtioneanb be ex<:1.ted, but she insists on seeing you.” _I nodded.

e to go in. I entered, and there lay my darling, white
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and motionless. Thank God ! the face so dear tome was all unscarred.
She was lying with wide open eyes and parted lips, watching the door.
She smiled, and a faint flush rose to her cheek. I bent my lips to hers,
and for a long time neither spoke ; at last she murmured very softly and
with evident pain, ‘‘ Sweetheart !” followed by something else which !
could not catch. Hope revived in me. She would recover. Leaning
over her, I whispered, with all manner of fond words, my trust that her
injury was not serious ; my revived hope in her recovery. « We will
leave this unfortunate place,” I said, ¢ for ever, you and I, never to sepa-
rate again.” She shook her head. ‘A moment more and she had fainted.
Her doctor and Madame de Vost entered. I looked at him anxiously. He
looked grave. I took him aside. There is no hope,” he said at last,
in answer to my urgent question, ¢ she has sustained severe internal in-
jury ! Shemay go at any moment.”

I heard as if in a dream, she, go / My love ! My northern bird! My
lady of the rose-leaf lips! My life] At this moment she came to her-
self, and murmured, “ It is better so.”

Presently, as though she felt the fatal moment to be near, she said
with an effort, feebly motioning her head toward the doctor :

“ Send him awa,y——You—alone——conﬂss.” The doctor left the room.
She held Madame de Vost’s hand in her.

«Kiss me 17 she whispered. 1 bent over her.

« Forgive Feodora, darling.” Her words came with difficulty now,
« hut—I—am—married—already ! 7 She half sprung up in the bed,
something rose to her lips, and, ina moment, the white sheet was stained
with a gush of blood ! She fell back with a sigh, she was dead. With
a loud cry, I rushed to the door to call the doctor back. My brain
whirled. I fell heavily to the ground,—and remember nothing more.

Little more remains to be told of my sad story. Six weeks after, I was
slowly recovering from an attack of brain fever. Why could not 1, too,
die! I found a letter from Madame De Vost marked with her tears,
saying that they had taken the body back to St. Petersburg, to be buried—
buried /—and giving me an address where 1 might find her. ~She
added some words as to my lost love’s past. It appeared that Feo-
dora had been married by her relations to a man whom she had never
even seen before the wedding day, no uncommon thing in Russia ; that
the marriage had been a most unhappy one, resulting early ina separa-
tion, the Greek Church not admitting a divorce: that, meeting with
me, she had loved me with all the force of her loving soul, and, hold-
ing herself morally free, had allowed herself to admit of a friendship
which she had not strength, in her then lonely life, to deny herself.
Her journey to Paris had been made with the design of breaking for
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both of us the pain of a {separation which she felt was growing abso-
lutely necessary. I say nothing ; I blame no one; I defend no one.
This is a story of temptation, it is also a story of punishment. God
knows it is the latter !

Vitality slowly came back to me in time, and I visited my darling’s
tomb ; then, returning to Monaco, so dear and so painful to me that I
¢ould not bear to quit it, I sought and obtained the position of croupier
in the Etablissement. Life goes on wearily enough with me, and I look
forward to the day when I may be permitted to rejoin Feodora ; noth-
iﬂg more,

One gleam of joy I have had. One day, as I was engaged in the cease-
less labour of raking in the spoils of the table, a hand was laid on my
shoulder. T looked round, it was Jack/ Dear old Jack ! The bullet
Sent by my hand had not proved fatal, and after a long period of sick-
ess and careful nursing on the part of the little doctor, whom Heaven

less, he had recovered.

That night, I told him the particulars of my darling’s death, of which
he of course knew. When I had finished, he said, “ T knew something
Of her story, but not the truth. Forgive me,” he went on, the tears
Tlsing in his eyes, “ Forgive me, you dead darling, for the words I used
of you, the thoughts T had of you!” T looked at him in wonder. He
turned to me and sajd softly :

L'“ Long before you knew her, I, too, loved your Lady of the Rose-leaf
1ps.”

F. A. D.

NEVER GROW OLD.

1 LookED in the tell-tale mirror,
And saw the marks of care,
The crow’s feet and the wrinkles,
And the gray in the dark-brown hair.
My wife looked o’er my shoulder—
Most beautiful was she,
““ Thou wilt never grow old my love,” she said,
“ Never grow old to me.”

“For age is the chilling of heart,
And thine, as mine can tell,

Is a8 young and warm as when first we heard
The sound of our bridal bell !

I turned and kissed her ripe red lips :
““Let time do its worst on me,

If in my Soul, my Love, my Faith,

I )
\Belgmm. never seem old to thee !
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MARCHE-LES-DAMES.

MARCHE-LES-DAMES.

A WALLOON LEGEND,

Besipe the Meuse’s shimmering sands,’
Beneath Marlagne’s incumbent wood,
The ancient monastery stands,

Still beauteous in its widowhood.

As I advance, by slow degrees

Appear, above the aged trees,

The peaked roof of the stately halls,

The bastions and the double walls,

Grey, mouldering ruins ; and still higher,
The feeble splendours of the spire.

And full athwart the leafy road,

The key-stone of the archway bears,
Graved on a scutcheon bold and broad,
Memorials of the holy wars.

The court-yard teems with briars and reeds ;
The central basin, where the swans
Disported for the lonely nuns,

Is overgrown with slime and weeds.

1 viewed the chapel low and dim,
Its oaken panels, chairs and stalls,
The altar’s faded cherubim,
The tarnished frescoes on the walls ;
And walked along the sounding nave,
Where many an abbess in her grave
Reposes meath the marble pave.
I paced the dismal corridor,
And heard with awe the self-same bell,
‘Which summoned to the chapter floor
Each sister from her narrow cell.
Ah! there with sigh and humble sense,
The saintly daughters knelt and prayed ;
There to the ground they bent their head,
And wrought their deeds of penitence.
Still deeper in the silent grounds,
I saw the green and daisied mounds,
Where, each within her shroud alone,
They slumber to the world unknown.
Venerable ruin ! In thy halls

An air of sanctity resides ;
Within thy desert aisles abides

A flavour of thy festivals.
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Standing near thy classic stream,

I heard thy legend ’neath the drooping bays ;
And the memory of thy ancient days

Still haunts me like a dream.

I

The Hermit spake of the holy war,

The Pontiff blessed the high emprise,
And loud there pealed from near, from far,
A hundred thousand battle cries.

Upward from Clermont’s level plain,

The breezes caught the heroic strain
Diex g1 vour! With one accord,

To free the white tomb of the Lord,

The feudal chiefs of Luxembourg
Pledged every man a belted knight ;

The high, the low, the rich, the poor,
Enlisted in the sacred fight,

Till in the vale of Sambre-et-Meuse

The red cross graced each manly breast,
And feeble women onward pressed

The loved ones they were doomed to lose.

*“ Our wives are not safe on our castled steeps,”

Said Hugo to the Suzerains ;

““ Nor in our valleys’ sheltered deeps,”

Said Samson, chief of Namur's plains ;
And the knights were anxious for the lives
And honour of their lovely wives,

‘T have a plan 'twere worth our while

To try,” said Arnold with a smile,

The grave Lord Arnold was willing heard,
For wisdom marked his every word :

‘“ Let them unite in sisterhood,

In holy bands of prayer and love,

Deep in the stillness of the wood,

Where hostile foot shall never move ;

And there their loving hearts shall yearn
O’r distant war and war’s alarms,

Invoke a blessing on our arms,

And grace from heaven for our return.”
“’Tis well ! ’tis well ! 7 the chieftains cried,
*“ MARCHE-LES-DAMES | Our wives will now
Depose their festal robes aside,

And then pronounce the cloistral vow.”
And 50 the convent's site was found,

The massive walls rose from the ground,
And underneath their hallowed shade,
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The faithful wives with fervour prayed
From rising to the set of sun,
Prayed for their dear, their honoured lords,
Exposed to trenchant Moslem swords,
Out on the plains of Ascalon.

JUR

"Twas complin hour—the golden light
Of sunset flushed the chestnut wood,
The lapsing waters rippled bright,
And silence thrilled the solitude !
A pilgrim paused awhile to ken
The glories of that lonely glen,
Then onward slowly moved and sat
Exhausted at the convent gate.
The sharp-eyed portress quickly spied
The weary traveller seated there ;
She oped the cumbrous portals wide,
And welcomed him with reverent air,
For things were there as they should be,
The poor man found there of the best—
It was the orphan’s house of rest,
The tired wanderer’s hostelry.

¢ What cravest thou, Sir Palmer ?” said
The gentle nun in pitying mood ;
¢ A shelter for this weary head,
And, in the name of Jesu, food.”
The meek religious deeply bowed
At mention of the Holy Name,
Then from the window called aloud,
And after rang the parlour bell.
The cellarer to the summons came,
The cleanly board at once was spread
With all that could the hungry please—
A smoking porridge, wheaten bread,
A jug of cream, a round of cheese,
And flagon of their own Moselle.
The traveller laid by his stave,
His heavy wallet and his gourd ;
He crossed himself with gesture grave,
Then sat before the teeming board.
Sore was the tired stranger’s need,
For long he ate with haste and greed,
Unconscious that the timid nun
Observed his motions every one.
In him she could not choose but feel
A certain lordly pride and grace,
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And in that worn and haggard face,
A manly beauty lingering still.
‘“ Whence art thou, traveller ?” said she.
‘“ From distant Palestine,” quoth he.
The listener started at the word ;
The inmost of her soul was stirred ;
And dating straightway from her seat,
She hastened to the Abbess’ feet
With the glad tidings she had heard.
Forthwith at Mother Abbess’ call,
The ladies gathered in the hall.
“ There is a Palmer come,” said she,
‘“ My daughters, from far Palestine.
Him we may all go forth to see,
And question too, if need there be ;
But ere we go, we fain must kneel
Awhile before the holy shrine,
And in the sacred Presence feel
The blessing of the hallowed rood.
Thus shall we have the grace to bear,
With patience and with fortitude,
Whatever tidings we may hear.”
The sisters to the chapel hied ;

The Mother’s word they all obeyed,

And prostrate there, they wept and prayed
Before the image of the Crucified.

I1I.

The lone religious eager pressed

Around the unknown pilgrim guest,
But, though scanned by every one,

He was to all, alas ! unknown.

Then for the gentle hostess’ sake,

He, in a rich and manly tone,

That rose and rounded as he spake,
Told his adventures, one by one,

How he had started with the first

That went to conquer Salem’s towers,
Had toiled along the sultry plains,
Weary with hunger and with thirst ;
Had oft in humid ambush lain ;

Had often braved the fatal showers

Of Turkish lances in the fray,

And hand to hand, with murderous brand,
Had fought from dawn to close of day,
Till broken down by marsh disease,

He came back spent with miseries,

A beggar to his native land.
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With bended head and drooping eyes,
The ladies listened in surprise
To the Crusader’s wondrous tale ;
And when he finished, gathered near,
Some tidings from their lords to hear—
Their lords still battling in the Jewish Vale.
All save one youthful nun, who stoud -
Apart, close-veiled, with tight-drawn hood,
And eyes cast down upon the ground,
As if her thoughts were all astray,
Fixed on some vision far away,
And listening to a distant sound.
To each inquiry, brief and true,
The Palmer answered as he knew.
Some of the knights, alive and well,
Still meant to stay on Syrian shore,
Till that the walls of Salem fell,
And Moslem power ruled no more.
Others were held in slavery’s chains,
And some had fallen in battle's shock ;
Had died of fever on the plains,
Or of stark famine’s levelling pains,
Beneath the walls of Antioch.
O virtue ! thou dost oft impart
A heroism to the female heart,
Which strong-willed men, inured to fate,
Can never fitly imitate.
The saintly nuns heard the varying tale,
Without one cry of joy, one word of wail ;
Only from those resigned eyes
The silent tears abundant roll,
And from their secret mind arise
Sweet prayers to the cloven side
Of Jesu Christ, the Crucified—
The spouse and model of their soul.

IV.

When he had done, the stranger knight

Gazed round upon the ladies there,

And with beseeching, haggard air,
Mourned o’er his own most wretched plight.
¢ O Sisters ! now that you have learned
The story of my friends in war,

Pity me kind, who am returned

Under the guidance of a luckless star.

Ah ! pray for me, whose sudden loss

None heavier or deadlier could feel,

Of those who with me on their coat of steel
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Laced the dear emblem of the blood-red cross,
My heart is well nigh broke, the worth
Of half my life is passed from earth,
Which I am doomed till death to tread,
A hopeless wanderer—swept
Into the vortex of despair—Alas !
My dreams of home are rent as glass,
The young wife of my heart is dead !”
He bent his lordly head and wept.
A s0b and a suppressed cry
Were heard among the listening nuns,
And all demanded that at vnce
The darling lost one should be named,
Half audibly, the knizht exclaimed -
‘“ Matilda, Baroness de Croy !~
A dread sensation followed now—
A shriek, a scream of ecstasy !
O Norman, Norman ! Is it thou ?
Thy own Matilde still lives for thee ' ”
And in his arms a youthfal nun
With rapture of wild love did run s
And on his heart she panting lay,
Till in her passion, she swooned away,
Ah ! what joyous tears were shed,
What songs of praise, what glad refrain
Of gratitude arose that night,
Within those lonely cells,
For him who wept his wife as dead—
For her who mourned her husband slain
In the remorseless, ceaseless fight
With Mahound’s infidels !

* * * * * *

According to the vow she made,
Matilda left the cloister’s shade,
And crossed the narrow ford,
Up to the castled heights she rode,
And there through happy years abode
In home joys with her lord.

V.

The Holy City was stormed at last,

By Godfrey and his Chevaliers,

And thus the first Crusade was o'er.

And now that scenes of war were past—
Dread sufferings through the bloody years—
The warriors sighed for their country’s shore.
Many knights of Luxembourg,

Returning from the battle plain
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Back to their native land secure,
Their cloistered wives received again.
But many, many more, alas !
Returned not from those scenes of blood,
And their fair wives were doomed to pass
Their widowed days in solitude.
The stately walls of Marche-les-Dames
Thus stood for many an age ;
Their annals form , brilliant page
Upon the scroll of cloistral fame.
And still they stand within the glade,
E’en in their fall magnificent,
And beauteous to the eye—
A witness of that first Crusade,
And a pathetic monument
Of woman’s grand fidelity.

JouN LESPERANCE.
Montreal.

TaE Paris Monifewr has an article upon the portraits of Raffaelle painted
by himself, of which there are four existing. Two only are of unques-
tionable authority, that in the gallery of the Uffizi, at Florence, and
the portrait introduced into the School of Athens; the two others are
the drawing in the University Galleries at Oxford, and the portrait
engraved by Marcantonio. The drawing now at Oxford has passed
successively through the Wicar, Ottley, Harman, and Woodburn collec-
tions. It is in black chalk, heightened with white, on tinted paper, and
is the head of a beautiful youth, apparently not more than fifteen or
sixteen years old ; he has long hair, falling down upon his shoulders,
and wears a felt hat with the brim turned up. Passavant, says Mr. J.
C. Robinson, in his account of the Raffaelle drawings at Oxford, en-
graved this drawing as the frontispiece to the German edition of his
book, believing it to be the portrait of Raffaelle. The portrait of the
Uffizi, representing him at twenty-three, in the full vigour of youth and
Deauty, was painted for his uncle, Simone Ciarla, when Raffaelle was at
the Court of Duke Guidobaldo at Urbino. That in the School of
Athens, where he stands by the side of his master Perugino, represents
him at the age of twenty-seven. Lastly, the engraving of Marcantonio
was executed shortly before his death, 1520. These four thus comprise
the whole of his short career.— London A cademy.



NICHOLAS MINTURN.
BY J. G. HOLLAND,
CHAPTER I11.

As the reader will have concluded, Mr. Benson was not a slow man in
his apprehensions. He was practiced in arithmetic,—so far, at least, as
to be familiar with the fact that one and one made two. He had put
the look of intelligence that passed between Miss Larkin and Miss
Bruce, on the oceasion of Lis evening call upon them, with the remark
he had overheard in the cabin concerning the fact that  the old man
did not know how the thing was -done,” and had concluded that they
amounted to a sym which, in social arithmetic, might mean more or less
than two. In that science, when “applied,” he had known instances
In which one and one put together made one ; and in the suspected case,
he was in no mood for favouring so tame a conclusion. An addition
that woyldq amount to a subtraction of Miss Larkin was not to be sub-
mitted to, for Miss Larkin was profitable to him.

So, on the morning after the little affair, in which Nicholas had assisted
50 eﬁiciently, Mr. Benson approached a young lady of his acquaintance
in the cabin, and expressed the fear that the removal of his ward from
the deck on the previous day had been effected at some inconvenience
to her friengs,

Why he should have approached a lady instead of a gentleman, and
@ young lady instead of an old one, it may be considered ungracious to
state ; but he had his reasons for that course, and was abundantly re-
Wwarded for hig choice ; for the young lady gave, with great cheerfulness,
& graphic aceount of the whole performance. Mr. Benson shook his

ad gravely, and expressed the hope that the matter would not be mis-
construed. He wag sure that some sudden emergency had occurred
Which hag been impulsively met, after the manner of young people.

T, Minturn, he assured his friend, was a man of the highest respect-
ability, and Miss Larkin was beyond reproach. Such a matter as this
Was 10t t0 be talked about. None but malicious gossips would ever
Mention it ; and phe knew his young informant too well to suppose that
She woylq countenance any conversation on the subject.

“I'm sure we all thought it was very nice,” said the young lady,
laughing.

“It was al} right, of course,” responded Mr. Benson ; “ but it is Hable
tobe misconstrued, and I rely upon you to see that the matter is dropped.”
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«« Oh, certainly ! ” the young lady exclaimed, with an inward chuckle ;
and then Mr. Benson went on deck.

Nicholas, to tell the truth, had not slept well that night. How far
he might have compromised his position with the passengers ; how far
he might have offended Mr. Benson’s fine ideas of propriety ; how far
Miss Larkin would regard the matter without disturbance when she
came to think it all over,——these were constantly recurring questions.
He felt sure that Mr. Benson would learn the facts, and it was only
after a great mental struggle that he left his state-room and made his
appearance at the breakfast-table. He was conscious that he was re-
garded curiously by many eyes, and uncomfortably sure that he blushed.
He was not afraid of meeting Miss Larkin there, for she never appeared
there. If he should see her at all, it would be upon the deck. So he
ate his meal in silence, and started for the stair-way, steeled to meet
whatever might await him. ,

The first man he met upon the deck was Mr. Benson. He caught a
distant vision of Miss Larkin and her companion in their accustomed
place, and received from them a courteous and even a cordial greeting.
He saw, too, kneeling at Miss Larkin’s side, the form of a beautiful
young woman whom he had not seen before. Her pretty figure, her
tasteful boating-dress, her jaunty hat, her graceful attitude, made the
group exceedingly picturesque and attractive.

Mr. Benson had undoubtedly been waiting to intercept him ; but
nothing could have been more cheerful than his “good morning, my
young friend ;” and when he slipped his arm into that of his “ young
friend,” and proposed a morning promenade, Nicholas felt that all his
troubles were over, and that he had done nothing to be ashamed of.

« Well,” said Mr. Benson with a hearty voice, “how are you this
morning ¥” :

«Never better.”

« And how are you enjoying the voyage "

« Very much, I assure you.”

« You found our young lady interesting and agreeable, [ hope? "

«Very!”

« Y es—yes—Miss Larkin is a cheerful, patient, and intelligent young
woman.”

The tribute was paid with great precision, as if it had been done with
well-tried coins instead of adjectives.

« You must be very fond of her,” said Nicholas.

«Yes—yes—,” Mr. Benson responded ; “yes, I am fond of her. 1
have stood to her in loco parentis for several years, and presume that the
relation will continue until one of us shall be removed by death. of
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course, she has no hope of marriage ; and without me, she would be as
much alone in the world as you are ; more so, perhaps.”

““Is her complaint so hopeless ?” inquired Nicholas, with an anxiety
in his voice that he could not disguise.

‘It is believed to be so by the best physicians,” Mr. Benson replied.
“I am taking her to Europe to see what a voyage and foreign skill can
do for her, but with slight expectation of benefit.”

Mr. Benson was reading the young man’s thoughts, as if his mind
were an open book. He saw at once that Nicholas was much interested
in his ward, and feared that, with him, the degree of her helplessness
Was the measure of her strength. He had, as gently and delicately as
Wwas possible, warned the young man away from her. He had told him
that marriage was out of the question. What more could he do ?

Mr. Benson was a man of great resources, and it would evidently be
necessary to divert Nicholas. The young lady, kneeling at Miss Larkin’s
side, was a suggestive vision, and that young lady suggested several
other young ladies who were on board, but who had thus far been con-
fined to their state-rooms. Mr. Benson quietly rejoiced in the conscious-
hess of possessing a mass of very promising materials. Certainly, the
young man would be different from other young men if he did not pre-
fer a woman who could walk and dance and take care of herself to one
who was quite helpless. Nicholas was different from other young men,
and, while Mr, Benson recognized the fact, he determined to meet, in
what seemed to him the best way, all the necessities of the case.

Mr. Benson had other motives for the showy promenade he was making
besides that of warning Nicholas against becoming too much interested
In Miss Larkin. He was entirely sure that the young lady from whom
he had sought information in the cabin would tell all her acquaintances
about i, His ostentatious friendliness toward the young man was,
therefore, to be an advertisement of the fact that he, with his nice ideas
of Propriety, approved, not only of Nicholas himself, but of all he had
d(?ne. He meant to say to all the passengers: ¢ This young man is my
friend. T will stand hetween him and all harm. A word that is said
38ainst him, or about him, is said against, or about, me. I know all
that hag happened, and I approve of it all.”

He had 4 design beyond this, too, and it dwelt warmly in his mind
as—the Young man’s arm within the cordial pressure of his own—he
Paced up anq down the deck. Nicholas was alone in the world, and he
wanted to be to him a father. He wanted to inspire him with confi-
?1220?1 and trust.,-to make him feel that he had a warm and reliable
b tl; .h For Nicholas had a great estate which Mr. Benson would only

. © happy to manage for him for an appropriate consideration. He
yearned over the young man, and that which belonged to him, with a



198 NICHOLAS MINTURN.

tender and conscientious anxiety. He was so armoured by pride of
character and self-esteem, that he had no suspicion of his own selfish-
ness. He could have gone upon his knees for confession, and never
mistrusted his disinterestedness, or dreamed that he had committed the
sin of covetousness. He had always done his duty with relation to
every trust that had thus far been committed to his hands. He had
been a wise and thrifty manager. Why should not the young man have
the benefit of his wisdom, and the security of his faithfulness ?

“Mr. Minturn,” said Mr. Benson, “my employments, which have
connected me very closely with public aud private trusts, naturally
make me interested in your affairs. I hope you have confided them to
safe hands? Of course you think you have ; but have yon ? You will
pardon me for asking the question; but do you understand business
yourself ! Are you familiar with public securities ? Are you in the
habit of keeping watch of the market ¢”

“Not at all,” replied Nicholas with great humiliation.

Mr. Benson shook his head, and said dubiously :

“ Well, let us hope for the best.”

“But I wasn't told about it. I wasn’t hrought up to it,” said Nicho-
las, with a feeling that somebody had wronged him.

“Yes—yes—yes—I see.”

Mr. Benson ncdded in a hopeless sort of way that distressed Nicholas
exceedingly. \

“Who has charge of your estate ! On whom do you rely #” inquired
Mr. Benson,

“Mr. Bellamy Gold ; and he’s a very good man.”

“How do you know, now? Who says so? Ishe aman of conscience
—of strong convictions ¢ Has he alarge and comprehensive knowledge
of affairs ? Is he a man who follows duty to the death? Does he never
act from impulse ? Is he proof against temptation 1"

“I'm sure I don’t know,” replied Nicholas.

“ What is his profession?”

“He's a lawyer, sir.” )

“ Humph ! ejaculated Mr. Benson, with an intonation mingled of
distrust and despair.

“Don’t you believe in lawyers ?” inquired Nicholas.

“I wish to do no man—I wish to do no profession—injustice,” said
Mr. Benson with a fine, judicial air; “but I have had a good deal of
experience with lawyers, and I feel compelled, in all candour, to say
that the legal mind seems to me to be about as devoid of the sense of
duty as it can be. The legal mind—well, there is undoubtedly some-
thing demoralizing in the profession. A man who will work for the
wrong for pay-—for pay, mark you—comes at last not to see any differ-
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ence between right and wrong. Knowing what I do about the profes-
sion, T have ceased to expect much of a lawyer. There may be good
men among lawyers,—I suppose there are,—but a trust is always a mat-
ter of business with them. The paternal relation of a client is practi-
cally unknown among them. How it may be with Mr. Bellamy Gold,
I cannot tell, of course ; but country lawyers are petty men, as a rule.
Do you lean upon him % Do you look up to him as an example? Do
you entertain a filial feeling toward him ?”

All this was said with a great show of candour, and the closing in-
quiries were warm and almost tender.

The idea of entertaining a filial feeling toward Mr. Gold amused
Nicholas, and he could not help laughing as he replied :

“No, I don’t lean on him, and I don’t look up to him as an example,
and T don’t regard him in any way as a father. He’s as dry as a chip.”

“Chip ! Yes—yes—chip! That’s it—chip !”

Mr. Benson nodded his head half a dozen times, as if that little word
Was charged with the profoundest meaning, and ought to be powerful
€nough to fill the mind of Nicholas with the wildest alarm, ‘

“I wouldn’t make you uncomfortable for the world,” said Mr. Ben-
Son,—lying, without any question, although he did not know 1t,—* but

advise you as a man largely familiar with trusts to look well into your
affairs on your return home. 1 hope the examination will not be made
Wwhen it is too late. You will permit me to say that I feel interested
In you, and that if you find that you have need of advice, I shall be

appy to serve you, in all those matters with which my life has made
e unusually familiar.”

Mr. Benson could not help feeling that he had done a fair morning's
Work.  He had warned Nicholas away from his ward, believing that he
had done it as a matter of personal kindness, and unconscious that he
Was selfishly trying to retain a profitable guardianship and trust ; and he
had fished, in the most ingenious way possible, for another trust. He
had certainly made Nicholas thoroughly uncomfortable, but he was as
well satisfied with himself as if he had saved a life, been placed upon
4 new board of directors, or made fifty dollars.

“By the way,” said Mr. Benson, recurring mentally to his old pur-
pose., but ostensibly changing the subject, “ have you ever paid any at-
tention to heredity ¢ Curious thing this heredity.”

“ Not the slightest,” said Nicholas, with a gasp.

“Well, it wil] pay for examination,” said Mr. Benson. “1I have
:levex'- looked into it until lately. You will find an article in the last

- orth American ’ about it. This transmission of parental peculiarities,
15eases, weaknesses, is something very remarkable. I suppose I owe
™Y Physique to my mother, and my moral qualities to my father, what-
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ever they may be. It is a subject which a young man like you cannot
too carefully consider. We owe a duty to posterity, my young friend,
which can never be found by following a blind impulse.”

Poor Nicholas, though at first stunned by the sudden change of the
subject, could not fail to understand the drift and purpose of Miss Lar-
kin’s guardian ; and it was with a feeling of disgust that he paused, and
withdrew his arm from Mr. Benson’s. He wanted to talk more. Un-
der other circumstances, he would have done so. He wanted to ask the
cause of Miss Larkin’s helplessness, and learn more about her, but his
mouth was stopped ; and if Mr. Benson could have read the young man’s
mind at the close of their conversation as easily as he did at the begin-
ning, he would have seen that his work had not been as successfully per-
formed as hesupposed.  Clever intriguers are quite apt to overdo their
business, especially when engaged upon those who are recognized as
frank and unsuspicious.. They are apt to forget that an unsophisticated
instinet is quite as dangerous a detective as a trained and calculating
selfishness. It was hard for Nicholas to realize that he had been care-
fully manipulated by one to whom he had been tempted to open his
heart, but he did realize it, with a degree of indignation which made
him profoundly unhappy.

He did not undertake to deny to himself that he was much interested
in Miss Larkin. He could not think of her as an incurable invalid.
Possibilities had opened themselves to him with an attractive aspect,
which was at once eclipsed by the interposition of Mr. Benson's majestic
figure. This strong, inflexible man had come by stealthy and well cal-
culated steps between him and a strange, new light which had charmed
him. He could not have chosen to do otherwise than mentally to resent
what seemed a gratuitous and ungentlemanly intrusion.

Of all this revulsion of feeling in the mind of the young man, Mr.
Benson was uncopscious, and he parted with him as courteously and
heartily as if he were his own son, with whom he had been enjoying the
most free and loving communion.

Then Mr. Benson had other business to do. Nicholas was tobediverted.
Up to this time, he had kept the young man to himself and his little
party. He had not only not introduced him to others, but he had not
told any one about him. 8o, on speaking to different groups that morn-
ing, he managed to introduce Nicholas as a topic of conversation. The
young man’s good character, his fine education, his fortune, his unoccu-
pied home, which Mr. Benson had learned from his friend, Mrs. Flem-
ing, was quite a palace—all these were presented to appropriate listeners.
Mr. Benson knew just where the ladies were whom he wished to have
presented to the acquaintance of his young friend, so soon as they should
be released from sea sickness.
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It was a touching sight which presented itself that day at the side of
Miss Larkin. Elderly ladies, who had not paid her the slightest atten-
tion up to this point, presented themselves, and inquired for her health.

Sometimes there would be two or three young and pretty girls kneel-
ing around her. It was something to be near the young woman whom
Nicholas had carried down stairs ! It was something, at least, to be at
the centre of what seemed the circle that enchained him. The first day
after it became generally understood that Nicholas was rich and fancy
free, the current of sympathy and society enjoyed by Miss Larkin was
remarkable. She was petted and read to; and she received so much
gracious ministry that the work of Miss Bruce was quite taken out of
her hands. Perhaps it was a coincidence. Perhaps they were uncon-
scious of their own motives. At any rate they formed a pretty group,
and quite shut Nicholas away from her during most of the day.

There are certain villages in Vermont and Maine in which a city gen-
tleman never arrives at night without arousing the suspicion that he is
looking for a horse. It is not even necessary that he should inquire of
the landlord, in the most careless way, if he knows whether there is a
good horse in town that is for sale. Every jockey is on the alert, and
the next morning, without visiting a stable, he has only to take his seat
upon the piazza, or look from his window, to see every horse in town
driven or ridden by the house. High-stepping horses, rakish little
mares, steady-going roadsters, amiable-looking family beasts, graceful
saddle animals, go up and down, and he may take his pick of them all,
or go on to the next village.

It may seem ungracious to say that Nicholas came soon to be regarded
on the steamer in very much the same way by those who had young
women on hand for disposal, as the horse-hunter is regarded in one of
those villages, but truthfulness demands the statement. There was not
a woman with a young lady in charge who did not intend that, in some
way, that charge should have a chance. Mothers and chaperons and
duennas were busy with their schemes of exhibition. They courted Mr.
Benson, who understood the matter perfectly. and smiled graciously
upon it. They courted Miss Larkin, who did not understand it at all.
They even courted Miss Bruce, who was anything but gracious in the
reception of their attentions.

There was a Mrs. Ilmansee, with her pretty sister, Miss Pelton. Mrs.
Ilmansee was as bold and prompt as a drum-major. She was young,
fresh from the field of conquest herself, quick to seize advantage, and
armed with personal attractions of her own, with which to carve her
way. A calculating mother may be written down as nothing and no-
Wwhere by the side of an enterprising and married sister. There was
Mrs. Morgan, with her stately daughter, already bursting with the
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promise of an amplitude that would match her altitude—sweet, mono-
syllabic and inane. There was Mrs. Coates, a pudgy little woman, drag-
ging at her sharply sounding heels a reluctant girl, who was heartily
ashamed of the maternal vulgarity, and who went into the enterprise
of making the young man’s acquaintance, or attracting his notice, with
poorly concealed disgust. There was the fashionable; self-assured, gra-
cious Mrs. McGregor, with diamond knobs in her ears, and a buxom
little hoyden, just out of school, who thought it all great fun. There
were others who might, but need not be, mentioned ; and every woman
and every girl understood what every manceuvre meant, and had the
impression that neither Mr. Benson nor Nicholas comprehended it at
all.  All were interested in Miss Larkin, and all were appropriately un-
conscious of the presence of Nicholas at her side,—unconscious even of
his being a passenger on the steamer.

It was two mornings after Mr. Benson’s promenade and conversation
with Nicholas that the former reached the culmination of his schemes.
The recluses had all emerged from their hiding places ; and when he
went upon deck Miss Larkin had collected her disinterested adorers in
a chattering, officious group. Nicholas was entirely shut away, and was
pacing up and down the deck alone.

“ My young friend, this will never do,” said Mr. Benson, approaching
Nicholas. “So much young beauty, and no young man to appreciate
it, is all wrong. You must know these people.”

Nicholas protested, but Mr. Benson quietly drew him toward the
group.

“ Ladies, here is a lonely young man,” said he, “and I want you to
help to make him at home.”

Nicholas raised his hat, and with a warm blush upon his face, went
through the process of being presented. It was a long one, and his
bows grew shorter and shorter, until the last, which was so short and
impatient that they all laughed, and poured in their commiserations
upon him.

« And now let us all have chairs,” said Mr. Benson, with benignant
emphasis ; and then he and Nicholas nearly exhausted the resources of
the deck in securing seats for the party.

“The young with the young,” said Mrs. Ilmansee, * and Mr. Min-
turn by me.”

The elderly women raised their eyebrows, and exchanged glances with
the young ladies. Mrs. Iimansee had made herself pert and unpleasant
from the beginning of the voyage; but Nicholas took the seat saved
for him, and found himself ensconced between Mrs. Ilmansee and her
pretty sister.

“T declare,” said pudgy Mrs. Coates, “ this is real good. It seems
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like a meetin’. N ow, if Mr. Benson would only preach to us ”—and she
¥ave him a bland smile—* we could improve ourselves. I said to Mr.
Coates before I started—says I, - What is travel for unless it’s for im-
brovement 7’ Didn’t I Jeuny 7

The young lady appealed to was on the outside of the group, biting
her lip, but, as all turned to ker, she was obliged to reply :

“They will believe you, mother. They will recognize the need of it at
least.” 'The last in an undertone.

_ “Yes, that's just what I told him,” she went on, unmindful of the
'Tony. ¢« People who have been raised as we were need improving, says

L We need to cultivate our minds, and embrace all our opportunities,

“nd give our offspring the best advantages. Haven't I said that to him,.
Jenny’ often and often ? "

Mrs. Coates was intent on keeping Jenny under notice, and that young
lady, who was smarting in every sensitive fibre of her soul, said :

“Yes, mother. Please don’t appeal to me.”

he other mothers were disgusted, and started little conversations .
dlong themselves. The young ladies looked into each other’s faces and
tittered,

“ People who haven’t had advantages,” continued Mrs. Coates, warming
to her topic, “know what they’ve lost, and they naterally give them to
thejr offspring. When Mr. Coates became forehanded, says I to him,
‘Mr. Coates,” says I, ¢ whatever we do let us give advantages to our off-
SPring—the very best” And we've done it. They say praise to the
f 88 i§ open disgrace, but I remember saying to him at one time, says I,

T, Coates, look at Mr. Benson. See what he’s done by improving
18 advantages and embracing his opportunities. He’s a moddle man,’
Says I Didn't I, Jenny ¢”
. “I presume $0,” returned that annoyed young woman, in a tone that
Indicated that she presumed her mother had said every foolish thing that
could be gaiq,

‘ The other ladies had heard it all, and were quite willing that Mrs.
ates should make herself and her daughter as ridiculous as possible
Ut Mr. Benson did not care to have her made ridiculous at his expense ;.

%0 he trieq to change the conversation, and make it more general.

“We owe duties to our offspring, of course,” said Mr. Benson, in his

magniﬁcent way, “and I presume that all of us recognize them ; but our
Uties in this world are many.”

“Ob, do talk 1" gaid Mrs. Coates.

“Duty, you all know, perhaps,” said Mr. Benson, quite willing to -
take the conversation out of Mrs. Coates’ clumsy hands, “ has been the
Watchword of my life.”

“lan’t it. grand 1" interjected Mrs. Coates, smiling upon the group,.
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as if they had been caught in a shower of pearls without um-
brellas.

“ Duty,” Mr. Benson went on, “I have found in a long and eventful
life, to be the only efficient and safe guide and inspiration to action-
duty founded in conscience and Jjudgment.”’

“ Conscience and judgment,” whispered Mrs. Coates.

‘“ Duty intelligently comprehended and conscientiously performed, to
the utmost requirement, I regard as the only safe basis of action. The
morning breeze ”—Mr. Benson was ou favourite and familiar ground, and
delighted in his own eloquence—*¢ The morning breeze is very sweet. It
fans our temples, it stirs the trees, it drinks the dew,” (“TIsn’t it lovely !”
trom Mrs. Coates, in a whisper) “ but before the fervours of noon it dies.
It is only the sun that keeps on and on, performirg its daily round of
service for the earth and its millions. Tmpulse and duty, as motives of
action, are much like these. Impulse is short-lived, fitful, incompetent
for the long, strong tasks of life. Duty only carries the steady, efficient
hand. Mrs. Coates has kindly alluded to me, and T may say that to the
careful performance of duty, as I have apprehended it, I owe all my
reputation, such as it is, and all my successes.”

“I hate duty,” Nicholas blurted out, with an impulse that covered his
face with crimson.

The ladies looked at him in astonishment. Mrs. Coates was aghast
and shook her head, with her eyes on Jenny, who seemed strangely to
enjoy the expression,

“ The young hate a master,” said Mr. Benson, without the least per-
turbation, and with a tone of compassion in his voice. Duty is a master
—stern bus kind. The young rebel, and find too late that they have
missed the true secret of success.”

“ 1 hate success, too,” said Nicholas. *Some men make a god of it,
and worship nothing else.”

Miss Jenny Coates was getting interested. Miss Larkin and Miss
Bruce exchanged smiling glances, The other young ladies were bored,
while good Mrs. Coates could only murmur :

“Oh!” and “how strange !”

Mr. Benson regarded the young man with a smile made up of benig-
nity and superciliousness, and responded with the questions :

“ Why do you hate duty, and why do you hate success 1”

“1I should like to know ; wouldn’t you Jenny #” said Mrs. Coates.

Nicholas found himself in what he regarded as a tight place. He had
launched upon & sea comparatively unknown to him, and he had never
accustomed himself to discussion, particularly with the eyes of twenty
ladies upon him. He had only intended, indeed, to make a personal eon-
fession. He had not intended controversy at all. He knew that he
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had no well-formed opinion upon the subject. He knew what he felt,
and he believed that he saw the truth, but he was quite at a loss to con-
struct his argument.

“Why do you hate duty, now 9’ Mr. Benson reiterated, as if he only
waited for the answer to demolish it with a breath,

“ Because it makes a sort of commercial thing of life,” responded
Nicholas, his colour rising. * Because it is nothing but the payment of
® debt. T can see how justice has relation to the paying of s debt, but
T don’t see how goodness has anything to do with it.”

“All action is good or bad, young man,” said Mr. Benson, with a tone
of mild reproof in his voice. ¢ All action is good or bad. In which
Category will you place the paying of a debt ?”

“ All things are sweet or sour,” replied Nicholas, getting excited.
“What are you going tn do with cold water ?”

It was becoming interesting. Even the bored young ladies were
Moved to admiration of this cunningness of fence, and the distant Miss
0<1~a1;es, with her keen black eyes glowing with interest, moved nearer.

“ That's right Jenny, come up where you can hear what Mr. Benson
34y8,” said Mrs. Coates.

Mr. Renson was exceedingly annoyed. Nicholas had surprised him,
but he kept his air of candour, toleration and easy superiority.

“1 did not think my young friend would indulge in such a sophistry,”

“he saiq.

“I did not mean it for a sophistry,” responded Nicholas. I did not,
I assure you. I was thinking,—if you'll excuse me for mentioning it—
of my mother. I was thinking of what she did for me, and how she
Bever dreamed of the word duty in all her sacrifices. From the time I
Was born, she did her duty to me, if you please, but it was only the natu-
ral expression of her love. And it seems to me that love is so much a

igher motive than a sense of duty, that a sense of duty is a paltry thing
by the side of it.”

“ Your filial gratitude and appreciation do you great credit,” said Mr.

°Dson, patronizingly, “but feeling is very apt to mislead. The judg-
Ment and the instructed conscience, united with a sense of responsibility,
are the only safe guides. A mother’s fondness often makes her foolish.

V0 reason to believe that your mother was wise, which was a fortu-
nate thing for you. A well-instructed sense of duty, however, might have
duced her to do for you many things different from what she did. The
;3¢ i3,” and Mr. Benson lay back in his chair, and inserted his thumbs
n the holes of his waistcoat—* the fact is, impulse has no hold upon
Wisdom, and without wisdom, consoientiously followed in all its dictates,

an is like a ship, not only without a rudder, but without any steady
20d reliable propelling power.”
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“Did you hear that, Jenny " inquired Mrs. Coates.

“ Well, now I tell you how it seems to me,” said Nicholas, excitedly.
“ A sense of duty is like a sailing vessel, that has to calculate which way
the wind blows, and how to make the most of it; to tack constantly
among contending forces, always getting out of the way by errors of
Judgment and miscalculation of currents, while love is like a steamer that
goes with a sense of fire—goes through thick and thin by a force inside.
That's the way it seems to me.” A

Mr. Benson was as well aware as the women around him, with the
exception of the blindly admiring Mrs. Coates, that he was getting
worsted. Not only this, but he was more uncomfortably conscious than
he ever was before that there were weak places in his armour ; but he
simply responded :

“ Sophistry again, sophistry again! The young are prone to it. Ex-
perience is a better teacher than argument. It is a comfort to feel that
a life aslong as mine will conduet my young friend safely to my conclu-
sions.”

The conversation was not one to which much could be contributed by
the company of comparative strangers. The older ones were interested
in it, in some degree, especially as it gave them an opportunity to study
Nicholas. Their hearts were, with the exception already made, entirely
with the young man. His frank and affectionate allusion to his mother
had touched them. The difficulty which he had evidently experienced
in overcoming his bashfulness, so far as to be able to talk in their pre-
sence, engaged their sympathy. They saw him get into the discussion
.accidentally, and go through it triumphantly, and they were pleased.
Mrs. llmansee whispered her congratulations into his ear.

Not the least interested in the group were Miss Larkin and Miss
Bruce. They had often heard Mr. Benson expatiate upon his hobby ad
nauseam. They had never undertaken to controvert his notions, because
of his relations to them, and the proud tenacity with which he held them.
For a dependent, or any one living under his official protection, to doubt
him would have been treason ; yet Miss Larkin was moved to say, in the
attempt to break an awkward pause:

“ Mr. Benson, it seems to me that we haven't quite arrived at a com-
prehension of the difference between duty and love, as motives of
action.”

“ Let us hear the wisdom of woman,” said Mr. Benson, with a patron-
izing smile.

There was a spice of insult in the tone, and Miss Larkin felt it, and
showed it in her colouring cheeks.

“ It seems to me,” she said, * that love gives outright what duty pays
-8 a debt. One is a commonplace act, repeated over every tradesman’s
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Counter every hour in the day, while the other ig glorified by its own
vl i dy laughed, in-
Miss Coates clapped her hands so heartily that everybody laughed,
Clllding Mr. Benson, who saw his way out of hig difficulty only by play-

fully declaring it all a conspiracy. . e

Mi i ing found her voice, continued : . .

I\‘d;f)ia;\ld{in’];:’s?ng tell me where the world would be if it had missed

: ’ . -«

the gran(i enthusiasms which the love of liberty, the love of humanity,
and the love of God, have inspired ?” .

“That is a pertin;nt question,” he responded, “and here is .a,nother.

here would the world be if, when love had died and enthu‘slasm ex-
bended itgelf, g sense of duty had not remained to complete their resqlis ]

at ig prec’isely the point. Why, our very churches are suppor;,]ed
three—quarters of every year by a sense of duty. T}}e love anld ent 13
slasm aye gone, and what but a sense of duty remams'? Do. ov? an
®nthusiagm ca,r,ry on a government after some great wa'w in which ,hb?fty

a8 been wop 9 Not at all—not at all. That ig precisely the Pomt.

Mr. Benson was comfortably sure that he had gained that point. )

“Would it not be better that the love and enthusiasm should remain 1
inquireq Miss Larkin, meekly. .

“I don’t know about that. We are obliged to take human nature as
Wwe find it, The ephemeral and permanent forces of society are what they

: i ible for them.”

are. 1 do nol, fee] in the least responsib

“Then it seems to me that we are obliged to use the senge of duty for
Something that we feel to be better,” responded Miss Lar]’nn. il

“ Feeling g thing to be better, my child, doesn’s make it better,” sai
Ar. Benso;. “ Feeling is a very poor guide. It is no guide at ail. Tt
Iy g Will-o’ﬂthe-wisp.”

iss Larkin wag

put down. It was Mr. Benson’s policy always to put
Women dowp,

Miss Coates had been aching to talk. She had been intensely interesteJ
in th,

she
wh

© conversation. She had drawn nearer and nearer the speakers, until
. ; .
Was in the centre of the group, very much to her mother’s dehght,
o lludged her, and made little exclamations to her as the conversation
3

Progresseq, Her black eyes flashed as she said .
“ Excuge

to think—_¢
Ments, whe

duty, Th
from 4 se

e, Mr. Benson, but I think—if 4 woman may be permitted
hat T can tell you what is done, both in churches and govern-
& love and enthusiasm die out, and done, too, from a sense of
© most horrible deeds the world hag ever known Were. do-ne
nse of duty, The rack and the thumb-screw have been its in.

Strumeng, Persecutions, tortures, murders,—these have alll bfaen pehr-
Petrated i obedience to a sense of duty. The sweetest Christians t e
World hag e

ver known have been hunted down for heresy,—for using the
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liberty with which love endowed them to think for themselves,—all from
a sense of duty. It has blindly committed crime from which love would
have shrank—deeds which love would have known were crimes. Of all
blind bats that ever fluttered through the darkness of this world, it seems
to me the sense of duty is the blindest. [t assumes so many forms, it
calculates, and weighs, and computes so much ; it has so many objects,
so many conflicting claims; it is so divorced from every touch and quality
of generosity, that I hate it, I believe, as much as Mr. Minturn does.”

Miss Coates had evidently had “ advantages,” and had made the most
of them. She had seen Miss Larkin put down, had gauged the spirit
of her guardian, and had entered the lists for her sex. She was full of
fight. There was nothing for Mr. Benson to do but to join battle or re-
treat.

“ Why, Jenny ! I believe you are crazy,” said Mrs. Coates.

¢ I presume so,” she responded,

“ Mrs. McGregor,” said Mr. Benson to the lady with the diamond
knobs, * I think our conversation must have grown insufferably dull to
you. Suppose we try a promenade upon the deck.”

Miss Coates knew that the ¢ insufferably dull” was intended to apply
to her own remarks, and that his leaving the group was intended to put
her down, by indicating that those remarks were considered unworthy
of a reply.

Grieving Mr. Benson was, to Mrs. Coates, the commission of a sin.

“T'm afraid you have grieved Mr. Benson,” said her mother.

“T hope so0,” said Miss Coates.

“Why, I thought his remarks were very improving,” said the
mother.

“ Yes, they quite moved me.”

“ How could you talk so ?”

“] don't know, I'm sure.”

Nicholas had found another girl who did not giggle. The mother
was a pill, hard to swallow, but the daughter was a sparkling draught.
He had been attracted to her from the first by sympathy. He saw at
once that she was a sufferer from her mother’s gaucheries, and he pitied
her. Her little speech, rattled off excitedly, moved his admiration.
He saw her snubbed by Mr. Benson. He saw the disgusted look on the
faces of the older ladies, who seemed to regard her, not only as off colour
socially on account of her vulgar mother, but as pert and unmaidenly.
So, after Mr. Benson retired, and the little colloquy with her mother,
which had been carried on in an undertone, was finished, he said :

« Miss Cuates, I congratulate you.”

“Thank you;” and she rose with her mother, gave a pleasant good
morning to Miss Larkin, and a bow to Nicholas, and went down-stairs.
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“ Let’s walk,” said Mrs. Ilmansee to Nicholas; and Nicholas could do
10 less than offer her his arm.

“ Will you go too, darling 1" she said to her sister over her shoulder.

“ No, I thank you, dear.”

“Do go !” said Nicholas.

“Of course, if you wish it,” said Miss Pelton ; and Nicholas moved
off with a stunning figure, almost affectionately leaning on each arm.

Miss Larkin saw the pretty operation, and smiled. She had already
learned Nicholas too well to suspect that he could possibly care for either.
Nicholas walked with them until they were tired, and then he captured
the stately Miss Morgan, and succeeded in wearying her in a few
minutes. Little Miss McGregor was quite lively enough for him, but
she giggled incessantly, and he was glad to restore her to her seat. He
ooked for Miss Coates, and wondered at his disappointment when he
ascertained that she had disappeared. He had shown no partiality, he
had pleased them all ; but he felt that he had rather a large job on
hand. T be satisfactorily agreeable to half a dozen ladies within sight
of each other, would have puzzled an older man than Nicholas ; but he
was sufficiently surprised with himself, and sufficiently conscious of rapid
growth to look the future in the face without apprehension.

He had just turned away from Miss McGregor when it was announced
that g, strange steamer was in sight off the lee bow. In a moment, all

Was excitement, and everybody but Miss Larkin rushed leeward to get
a view of her.

CHAPTER IV,

CoMpaNtONSHIP 0n the great sea is much like companionship in an ad-
Venturous and far-reaching life. Near the shore, there is plenty of it,
\-ﬁshing-smacks, clumsy coasters, lumbering merchantmen, officious
pilots offering to guide everybody safely into port for a consideration,
t\{gs and tows, and showy little steamers, bright with paint, flaming
W{th flags, and drawing much attention and little water. A thousand
tiles at, sea, however, companionship is always a surprise and a pleasant
Novelty. A great ship meets a great ship in mid-ocean as a great soul
™meets a great soul in life. Both are seeking distant ports through com-
mon dangers. Kach has its individual force, and its individual law, so
that they cannot remain long together. A courteous dipping of their
colours, an ephemeral sense of society, and' they part, perhaps forever.

reat ships that make great voyages are always lonely ships. Great
men Fha.t. lead great lives have always lonely lives.

It is presumed that pudgy Mrs. Coates never thought of this. It is

duite probable that the thought did not occur to her sensible and sensi-
E
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tive daughter. The passengers of a ship identify themselves with it in
such a way that they cannot imagine a vessel lonely which has them on
board. The lives that a great man attracts to him, or trails behind him,
imagine that they furnish him with society, but he has no sense of it.
It is only when another great man comes in sight, moved by the same
ambitions and high purposes with himself, that he has a sense of grand
companionship. He knows, however, that it cannot last long ; but the
mutual recognition is a help while it lasts, and lingers always as a plea-
sure in the memory.

The steamer discovered from the deck of the ““ Ariadne” was one of
her own size, which had probably left port on the same day with her,
and was bound for the same destination. She had sailed on a nearly
parallel course, evidently, which was gradually approaching that of the
“ Ariadne.” Her smoke lay in a long, dim line behind her, and to the
naked eye, she seemed like a pigmy; but her appearance threw all the
passengers into a delightful excitement. The somewhat grave conver-
sation of the morning was forgotten in the new object of interest ;
glasses were passed from hand to hand; the captain was consulted,
speculations were indulged in, calculations were made as to whether she
was gaining or losing in her race with the ¢ Ariadne,” and all the talk
was made about her that could possibly be suggested in a company that
had nothing else to do.

She hung upon the edge of the horizon all the morning and all the
afternoon, keeping, apparently, an even beam with the “ Ariadne,”
though very gradually approaching ; but no one on board expected to
see her again as he caught the last glimpse of her light streaming towards
him when he retired to his bed. It was deemed remarkable that she
should have remained in sight so long; but there was not a man or
woman of them all who, on arising on the following morning, did not
at once seek the deck to learn whether she were still in her place.
Indeed many of them rose earlier than usual, moved by curiosity with
relation to her.

There, indeed, she was, just where they had left her, save that she
was a little nearer to them. Her black hull stood higher out of the
water ; her smoke-stack was more plainly defined ; her plume of smoke
was blacker and larger. She sailed as if bound to the “ Ariadne ” by an
invisible cable that shrank gradually, but perceptibly, from hour to
hour.

Another incident had occurred on the voyage which had awakened a
good deal of interest among the passengers. Forty-eight hours after
leaving port, two birds had appeared by the side of the steamer, flying
with it day and night, until it seemed as if they must die of fatigue.
Some watched them with painful, pitying interest ; others declared that
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it was a common thing, and that the birds enjoyed it, and knew what
they were about. Very soon, however, they became a part of the voyage,
and speculations were indulged in concerning their power to keep up
the flight across the ocean. Those who had keen sight and sensitive
apprehensions saw that the birds were tired and that an end must come.
They niade occasional feints of alighting upon the steamer, and then
flew away, evidently afraid of the tempting resting place.

On the day after the first appearance of the strange steamer, Mr.
Benson sat alone upon the deck, occasionally raising his marine glass to
look at her. Others were not far off ; but, at the time, no one was with
him.  Miss Larkin and Miss Bruce were on the other side of the deck
in their usual place, and the other passengers were promenading, or
grouped here and there in conversation.

As he withdrew his glass from his eyes, he saw one of the birds fall
into the water. It was dead. The other circled once around it, then
made for the steamer, and alighted at Mr. Benson’s feet. Whether it
Was from a feeling that the bird was unclean and might harm him, or
Whether it was from a sense of sudden annoyance, or whether it was
from g superstitious impulse, it is probable that Mr. Benson himself did
Dot know ; but he kicked the half-dead, helpless little creature away
from him. Many had noticed the fall of the bird, and its violent and
Ungracious repulse, and the exclamation: “Oh, don't!” went up on
every side.

Nicholas started from Miss Larkin’s chair upon a run, reached the
bird before half a dozen others who had started for it under the same
impulse, lifted it tenderly in his hands, and bore it to Miss Larkin, who
took it in her lap, covered it, and poured out upon it a flood of pitying
and caressing words.

It is curious how superstition springs into life at sea. Of all the
mousters that swim the deep, or haunt the land, there is none so power-
_flll as this, and none like this that is omnipresent. It can be fought or
1gnored upon the shore, but at sea it looks wp from the green hollows
of the waves, and lifts its ghostly hands from every white curl of their
Swiftly-formed and swiftly-falling summits. It is in the still atmosphere,
I the howling wind, in the awful fires and silences of the stars, in the
IO.W clouds and the lightnings that shiver and try to hide themselves be-
hind ther, Reason retires before its baleful breath, and even faith
Brows fearful beneath its influence. It fills the imagination with a
thousand indefinite forms of evil, and none are so strong as to be un-
Conscious of jtg power.

Here were two steamers and two birds. One bird had sunk in the
%63, the other was saved. The same thought flashed through a dozen

minds at once, but no mind was quicker to seize the superstitious alarm
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than that of Mr. Benson. He cursed the bird in his thought. He was
tempted to curse himself for having repulsed it. It was a bad omen.
He felt, too, that the deed was unlike him—that he had corepromised
his character for kindness and steadiness of nerve with the passengers.
He felt this so deeply that he apologized for it, on the ground of sud-
den fright, and went over to Miss Larkin and inquired kindly for the
little creature. He fought with his own unreasonable alarm. He put
his strong will under his sinking heart and tried to lift it. He walked
the deck, and threw his coat open to the cool wind, as if that might
have the power to waft away the feeling that oppressed him, but the
haunting shadow would not leave him.

His feeling was shared, in a degree, by the other passengers, and all
mentally looked at him askance. He had been the author of the mis-
chief, whatever it was. Was he a Jonah Would the elements take
revenge upon him for his cruelty ! Were they to suffer for it because
caught in his company ?

From that moment the strange steamer became more an object of in-
terest than before. Somehow she had united herself to their fate. That
which had seemed a pleasant companionship was changed to a haunting
speetre. The constant vision, the gradual approach, the even, unvary-
ing progress, oppressed them like a nightmare. They wished that she
would run away from them or fall behind. The lively promenading was’
stopped. The singing in the cabin was still.  All amusements were set
aside, as if by silent, common consent. There were no more groups en-
gaged in lively conversation ; but all day long men and women stood
alone at the rail watching the companion vessel, that seemed less like a
ship than the shadow of their own, only the shadow was shrunk in size
and hung off in distance, as if afraid of the form of which it was born.

Mr. Benson retired into himself, and hardly spoke to any one during
the day. It was reported among the passengers that the captain had
said that he had never known such an instance of even sailing in an
experience of thirty years, and this was fuel to the general superstitious
feeling. :

The bird, however, thrived. Aftera period of rest, it fed greedily from
Miss Larkin’s hand, and then tried to get away. It was restrained for
awhile, but at last it grew so uneasy that she released it. Contrary to the
general expectations, it did not leave the ship, but flew into the rigging,
where it sat looking out in the direction in which the steamer was sall-
ing, or preening its feathers, or casting its little pink eyes down upon
passengers and crew.

The long day wore away, and still the bird remained upon its perch,
and still the steamer hung upon the horizon, looking larger than before.

As the passengers, one after another, left the deck for their state-rooms,
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they went down with heavy hearts, dreaming of collisions, and wrecks,
and strange birds, and filled with fears that they did not undertake to
define. But the night passed away without disturbance, and when they
went upon the deck the next morning it was to find the steamer nearer
to them than on the previous night. It was a wonder of wonders ; and
there was the bird still in the rigging! Why did not the bird fly
away 1

But the bird did not fly away. He found himself safe, and he was re-
freshing himself after his long flight, with rest. Food was elevated to
him, and he ate, much to the delight of everybody. Toward night,
however, it was seen that he was becoming uneasy. He flew from perch
to perch, and finally took up his position upon the top of the foremast.
Here ke rested for a few minutes, in a fixed lookout, and then spread
his wings and flew away from the vessel, easily outstripping her in her
own appointed track. As all eyes followed the retreating form, they
Saw in the distance, hull down, a full-rigged ship. The wind was on
her quarter, all sails were set, and as she gradually rose, it was per-
ceived that she was coming straight toward the steamer. The continued
speed of the two vessels would bring them to a quick meeting and a
quick parting. The bird had evidently seen the vessel, and, by its own
Instinets, had determined that it would be its guide to the land that it
had so hopelessly left behind.

Mr. Benson was nervous. He looked behind him, and saw the ocean
all aflame with the reflection of the reddest sun he had ever beheld.
How could a pilot see in the face of such a fire? he questioned. He
thought of the hundred stories he had read of mysterious wrecks from
more mysterious blunders, and felt that he should be relieved when that
vessel were once left behind.

) The strange steamer was at once forgotten in the presence of a more
!mmediate object of interest. Some of the gentlemen left their posi-
tions on the after-deck, and went forward, in order to rid themselves of
the ebstacles to close and constant vision which the upper works of the
Steamer interposed. All watched her with a strange, silent interest, as
hffl' great black hull was lifted more and more into view, and her mag-
Dificent spread of canvas grew rosy in the rays of the descending sun.

¥ was not until the sun hung but a few minutes above his setting that
her bow showed itself plainly, parting the waves before it as if her
bowsprit were a wand of enchantment.

'She Wwas a beautiful vision, and many were the exclamations of ad-
Miration that went up among the passengers, but all had a secret feel-
Ing that her course was too directly in the path of the steamer, and
Watched her, momentarily expecting her to change her course. The
steamer blew g warning signal. Whether it was wrongly given, or mis-
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understood, nobody, in the absorbing excitement of the moment, could
understand or remember ; but both vessels turned in the same direction,
and both were under a full spread of canvas. Collision seemed immin-
ent. Every excited witness held his breath, and steeled his nerves to
meet the impending consequences of the blunder. The sieamer blew
another warning signal. A terrible, insane confusion seemed to have
seized the minds of those in control, for both vessels were again turned
in the same direction. Then the steam was shut off, and for a moment
that awful silence came which wakes the soundest sleeper at sea, when,
after days of ceascless crash and jar, and forward push and plunge, the
great fiery heart of the steamer stands still. Then the screw was re-
versed, and slowly, at last, the huge bulk yielded to the new motion,
but it was too late. A few seconds passed, during which three hundred
aching hearts stood still, and then there came a erash so deafening,
deadening, awful, that many swooned, and yells and screams and curses
and prayers were mingled in a wild confusion that neither words can
pourtray nor imagination conceive. The steamer was struck diagonally
upon her bows. If she had been a living thing, and the ship had been
a missile hurled at her, she might be spoken of as having received a
wound in her breast.

The backward motion of the steamer and the recoil of both vessels
from the cruel blow, dragged them apart, amid the crash of falling spars
and the snapping of strained and tangled cordage; and then the ship,
with the most of her sails still spread to the breeze, raked the
steamer from stem to stern, and passed on. As she went by, the
little crowd of pale-faced, trembling men and women, grouped upon the
after-deck, a dozen eyes caught a glimpse of the well-known bird, flying
in the face of the ship’s pilot, as if protesting against his carelessness,
or as if it had foreseen the danger of the accident, and had left the
steamer to avert it.

There was running to and fro, shouting, praying, confusion every-
where, on board the steamer. Steerage passengers came out of their
hiding places, and many of them were with difficulty restrained from
throwing themselves into the sea. Stokers—begrimed, besooted, bathed
in perspiration—climbed from their Plutonian depths, with ghastly eyes,
like so many walking deaths, and wildly gazed around them. The cap-
tain, smitten with confusion at first, was the first to gain self-control.
His voice was heard above the din, and men tried to be calm, and to
fasten their hopes upon him. He sent the carpenter and some officers
below to examine into the nature and extent of the damage. A long,
impatient, murmuring silence followed, and then the men returned, It
was not needful to ask what they had found. It was imprinted upon
their faces, which seemed to have grown old and withered while they
were gone.
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Command was at once given to lower the boats from their davits.
Then apprehension gave place to certainty, and all was confusion again,
though here and there, there were men and women who rose from their
fear into a calmness, such as only comes to some in the presence of
death.

_ It was Mr. Benson’s trial hour. He was then to show exactly what
he was worth, Thus far, his life had flowed on calmly and undisturbed.
Armoured all over with the pride of integrity, of self-sufficiency and self-
control, he and all those who knew him were to learn whether his armour,
like that of the steamer, was to be broken through, and he left to sink
or float a hopeless wreck on the ocean of life. He realized this in such
a degree as was possible to him under the circumstances ; but even here
his mind went to work automatically, as it were, to construct his duties.
He owed his first duties to himself and the great army dependent upon
him at home. It was for him to save his life. He could not forget
Miss Larkin, however, if he would. There she sat in her helplessness
~pale, anxious, looking at him with a mute appeal, but breathing not
a word,

Mr. Benson’s face was like that of a dead man. He started to go to
}IYHSS Larkin. Then he paused. Then he went over and wrung her

and.,

“Poor child !” he said ; but he did not say, « 1 will try to save
you.”

He was watching the boats as they were lowering to the water, and
thf? frenzied crowd that were trying to get into them. Then, as if
Seized with a frantic impulse to save himself, he darted from her side,
Tushed into the thick of the struggling crowd, parted a way for him-
self with muscles that seemed hardened into iron, and as the first boat
touched the water, precipitated himself among the struggling, cursing,
men, who, wild like himself, had forgotten all the helplessness they had
lef't behind them. The disgraceful flight and plunge had been effected
Within sight, of Miss Larkin.

“ Dear God ! ” she exclaimed. * How I pity that poor man !”

When Mr. Benson had righted himself, after his dangerous leap, and
bEfO'Te the boat was entirely clear of the steamer, he came to himself,
but it, was o late. He looked up and saw Miss Larkin. From that
Mmoment of ineffable anguish and humiliation the Mr. Benson whom he
had known ang believed in, had honoured and been proud of, was dead.
He had lost himself. His long self-circumspection, his careful preserva-
FIOH of his integrity, his unconscious nursing of self-love, had culminated
n a sudden, Stunning act of dastardy. He saw, in one swift moment,
8% 1n a vision of God, Mr. Benjamin Benson as a loathsome, painted
Sepulehre.  Swify into the foul enclosure, swarmed a thousand fiendish
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forms, against which he fought, and ground his teeth until he groaned
in anguish. What if he should be saved ¢ What if Miss Larkin should
die? How could he manage to get the most out of her estate for him-
self These thoughts were interjected between those which related to
his own safety as if they had been darts fired at him from the damned.
He could not quench or repel them. Wild, staring men were around
him, struggling in the waters. The impulse came to cast himself among
them, and share their impending fate, in the hope to hide himself from
himself, in the depths that could so quickly quench his life ; but the
instinct of self-preservation was too strong for the impulse, and held
him to his seat. He tried to believe that he had done his duty, but he
was unsatisfied. The devil furnished him with a thousand apologies,
that limped into his mind, and limped out again, as if ashamed of them-
selves, or disgusted with the place into which they had been sent.

He did not look at Miss Larkin again. The shame, the humiliation,
the sense of immitigable disgrace, the discovery of his own hollowness,
selfishness and cowardice, the realization of his loss of the estate of
manhood, held down his head as if it had been transmuted into lead.

But strong men were at the oars, and helped by the wind, the boat
rounded the prow of the sinking steamer and disappeared from Miss
Larkin’s sight. She caught one glimpse of his white, despairing face,
saw him wringing his impotent hands, and in her heart bade him an
eternal farewell. She saw it all without a throb of resentment. She
had read, through her instincts, what the wise and experienced world
had never been able to see—what Mr. Benson himself had never seen
until this moment—and she was not disappointed. .

The boats were quite incompetent to hold all the life upon the
steamer, and one was swamped in getting of. The excitement attend-
ing their launching was uncontrollable, and helplessness had no chance
within its circle. Meantime, the captain, notwithstanding his inability
to quell the frenzy that reigned around him, had not only regained
but kept his head. He had fired signals of distress. As the sun went
down, he let off rockets that called for help. He had watched the ship
that had collided with the steamer, and seen her rounding in the crim-
son track of the dying daylight, with the purpose of offering assistance.
The companion steamer that had excited so many superstitious fears,
had changed her course and was making for the wreck. All looked
hopeful, and he went around, cheering the passengers with the intelli-
gence. If the steamer would only keep afloat for half an hour, ali
would be saved. Courage sprang up on every hand. The boat in
which Mr. Benson had embarked on was seen going with the wind
towards the approaching steamer, and its inmates would doubtless be
picked up.

.
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Nicholas was on the alert, and saw that the wreck was sinking for-
Wward. He was hopeful and cheerful, and found, in the pale and fright-
ened group around him, his lady acquaintances. He provided them ail
With life-preservers, gave them such directions as he could, in prepara-
tion for the anticipated emergency, cheered them with brave words, and
behaved, much to his own surprise, like a brave and self-poised man.

Mrs. Coates went over to him, as he knelt by Miss Larkin’s side, and
With lips livid and trembling said :

“ Mr. Minturn, save Jenny. Don't mind me.”

“Bless you, my. good woman, for that. If T live, I shall always re-
member it. I'll do what I can to save you both.”

The women around were tearfully shaking hands with one another,
Or embracing each other silently.

Nicholas turned to Miss Larkin, whom he would not leave, and said :

“ Miss Larkin, can you die ?”

“Yes, if God wills.”

“Can you die, Miss Bruce 1"

“Yes, if T must.”

“8o can I, and by these tokens we shall all live. The calmness that
omes of resignation will help us to save ourselves, and I believe we
shall have need of it.”

At that moment the incoming water found the fires of the steamer,
and a great volume of hot vapour shot up through every opening and
nveloped the ship. Men rushed aft, as they saw the bow hopelessly
Settling, until the deck was covered with a motley crowd of steerage:
Passengers, engineers, stokers and sailors. Among them came the cap-
tain.  People seized upon chairs, settees, everything that would float.
Some brought doors with them, that they had wrenched from their
hinges, One wild man, black with the dust of coal, among which he
haq spent the voyage, found nothing on which to lay his hand for safety,
and advancing to Miss Larkin, sought to wrench the chair from under
her.  Nicholas felled him to the deck with an impulsive blow. The
Wretch picked himself up, apparently unconscious of what had stunned

1m,

The scenes that accompanied the few which have been depicted were-
tf’o Painful and too confused for description. The struggle of helpless
1ves in the water ; the men and women who stood apart, stunned by
the imminent calamity, and prayed ; the sweoning forms that lay around
UIpon the hard planks of the deck ; the fierce eyes that tried for the
first time to look death in the face ; the selfish, brutal struggles for the
Means of safety ; the tender farewells, given and received, formed a
S¢ene to linger forever a burden of distress in the memory, but one
Which the pen is impotent to pourtray.
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Nicholas looked up and saw the captain.

“My good fellow,” said the latter, “you are all right. I am going
down near you, and we'll do what we can to save these women.”

There was something very hearty and reassuring in his tone, and the
ladies gathered around the pair. The captain saw plainly that help
could not reach them before the final catastrophe, which seemed to be
rapidly approaching.

To those who have spent many and happy days upon a steamer, she
becomes, or seems, a living and sentient thing. Her steadily beating
heart, her tireless arms, her ceaseless motion, her power to buffet the
waves, her loyal obedience to orders, form so many analogies to life
that the imagination readily crowns her with consciousness, and endows
her with feeling. To those who watched the Ariadne,” as her bows
settled hopelessly in the water, she seemed reluctant to leave the light
of the stars, and take up her abode in the awful profound whose depths
awaited her. In the sore pity of themselves was mingled a strange
pity for her. No power was strong enough to save her, and they
might be saved. It was like parting with a friend who had sheltered,
fed and served them.

She paused for s minute as if holding her breath ; then as if her
breath were all expired in a moment, and hope had taken its flight, she
went down, amid shrieks and prayers and wild bewailings, that at one
moment were at their highest, and at the next were as still as if every
mouth had been struck by a common blow. In the sudden immersion
in the cold element, many a heart ceased to beat forever, and many a
life went out. Those who retained their consciousness, felt themselves
going down, down, among eddies that twisted their limbs, wrenched
their bodies, tossed them against each other, bruising and benumbing
them, until all was still, and they felt themselves rising, with a delicious
sense of huoyancy and triumph.

They emerged, some of them wholly conscious, some half conscious,
and some unconscious, and without reason, but answering efficiently to
the dictates of a blind instinct of self-preservation, each to appropriate
the help of such pieces of drift as were within reach. The first voices
heard were those of the captain and Nicholas, cheering the weak and
struggling men and women around them. The first effect of the im-
mersion soon wore away, and, under the awful stimulus of the moment,
thought was active and expedient almost miraculous.

Miss Larkin had gone down just as she sat. Without concert or cal-
culation, Nicholas and Miss Bruce had gone down on either side of her,
and her chair, lighter than herself, had remained under her and buoyed
her throughout the awful descent and the long passage to the surface.
Nicholas found himself, on rising, with one hand grasping her chair,
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and the other her arm. The young woman and her companion were
both alive, and both could speak.

A huge piece of drift came near Nicholas and he seized it. It was
1ot only large enough for three, it was large enough for a dozen. When
the two immediately under his eare had secured firm hold upon it, he
angd the captain gathered others to it. Nicholas was not a swimmer,

Ut he swam. The emergency developed both power and skill. He
ad the unspeakable satisfaction of gathering to his buoy several of the
ladjes whom he knew. The action wearied him ; but his long unused
Vitality stood him in good stead. He had resources that labouring
Men never possess in such emergencies. He assured them that the
0ats of the rescuers were close at hand, and all they needed for safety
Was to keep their heads above water. All grew wise and calm with
Every Passing moment ; and, in the common calamity, brave and mutually
?‘elpful. The selfish greed for safety disappeared. Twenty minutes—
% seemed an age—passed, and then, while Nicholas and his group were
€ep down in the hollow of a wave, a boat appeared upon its crest above
them. Oh | the fierce shout that rose, and the answering cheer ! Soon
“he boat was near them, and strong arms were ready. It was difficult to lift
10 the poor women, amid the rise and fall of the waves, without bruises ;
Ut one after another was carefully raised from her hold, and placed in the
0at, where they swooned or cowered together for warmth. Soon ano-
er boat appeared, and another, and another. Torches were flaming
€re and there. Reassuring shouts went up on every hand. Both the
s.teialmer and the ship were represented among the rescuers, and not a
Slagle life that could hold itself above the surface was suffered to go
own,

The captain was lifted into one of the steamer’s boats, while Nicho-
a8, and thoge immediately around him, were rescued by one of the
0ats from the ship. They went different ways and were parted forever.

uring',the absence of the boats from the ship, she had drifted nearer
them, and sent up signals and hung out lights to guide the weary
Oatmen hack to their vessel. The steamer’s boats had the wind with
he;m, and, as she, too, had crept nearer, their shivering, half drowned
freight of men and women had but a short passage from their benumb-
Ing bath to the light and warmth of the cabin, and the ministry of
ender and efficient hands. The steamer was at once transformed into
ahosPital, in which extemporized physicians and volunteer nurses spent
the night in the long and tedious work of resuscitation.

Among those who stood upon her deek, as one after another the
boats Came in, and the victims of the great catastrophe were lifted
t:hrough the gangway, was Mr. Benson. He watched with awful inte-
Test, €very face and form ; and when_the last boat-load was discharged,
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he turned away with a pitiful groan, and laid his face in his hands and
wept like a child. He had hoped she would come. He had hoped
that she would help to save him from himself, Do what he would however
his pecuniary interest in her constantly obtruded itself. He tried to get
away from it and shut it out ; but it would not leave him. After learning
that the boats of the ship had rescued quite a number of the passengers,
he wondered if Nicholas had saved her. If he had done so, and also
saved himself, what would be the result? Then he felt a curious enmity
in his heart springing up against Nicholas. All the forces, plans, pur-
poses, prides of his life, were in wild confusion. Like a great god in
marble, he saw the deity he had made of himself tumble from its
pedestal, and broken into a thousand fragments.

He would forget. He would win back his self-respect. In deeds of
mercy, in acts of service, he would spend his life to atone for the past.
Impulsively he sought the cabin, and there, with strong arms and tire-
less hands, he devoted himself to the sufferers. When others slept, he
watched. When others were weary, he supplemented their feeble efforts
with his own frenzied strength.

The steamer only paused to start her boats toward their davits, then
the engineer’s bell rang, the sails were hoisted, and the great creature
went booming across the waves into the night, to complete her five
hundred leagues before she should again stand still.

Nicholas and his party were lifted on board the ship, more dead than
alive. They found rougher hands to tend them, among the emigrants
that thronged her decks, but they were moved by hearts as warm as
those that throbbed under finer vestures in the cabin of the steamer.
Though chilled and bruised, not one of all the rescued number failed to
respond to the means of recovery.

A few pieces of drift, scattering every moment, and lifting themselves
upon the waves that swept the great solitude, were all that was left of
the huge organism that so lately carved her way across the all-embracing
element. She went down with all her cunning machinery, her gigantic
power, her burden of wealth, to sleep a mile below the waves, and wait
until some convulsion of reforming or dying nature shall lift her from
her bed,—but not a soul was lost !

Not a soul waslost. There must be somewhere, some One, who looks
upon what we call calamity with a different eye from ours. The life
beyond must be so much brighter than this that those who suffer death
find payment for all their pain, and terror is forgotten in an overwhelm-
ing joy. Many went down and their bodies never rose ; but something
rose. No one saw the meetings in the air. No one witnessed the tran-
sition from pain to pleasure, from slavery to freedom, from darkness to
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light . : :

1ght,., but he whose faith clings to the risen Master believes that because
€ lives, all these live also.

No pity for these, but pity for him who found in his selfish and cow-.

““T 1}_’ experience a terrific meaning in the familiar text ; “ He that saveth
s life shall lose it !”

(70 be continued.)

CHRISTMAS CAROL.

In the starlight
And the far light
Of the dawn,
Glad bells ring it,
Nations sing it,
Christ is born.

King by weakness,
Lord in meekness,
This is He.
Heir to anguish,
Born to languish
On a tree.

He, the lowly,
Pure and holy,
Born to-day;
Let us greet Him,
Loving meet Him,
With a lay.
Lyp.
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EVENINGS IN THE LIBRARY.
No. 2. EMERSON.

THE next evening the little club met bright and early. There was a
roaring fire on the hearth, and the snow was coming down handsomely.
Baker’s portrait of Bryant had come in from the bookseller’s, and the
trio expended much admiration over it. Certainly it is a clever per-
formance. The portrait almost speaks. The expression is magnetic
and attracts at once. Mr. Baker is a thorough artist, and his work al-
ways leaves his hands in a finished state. His Longfellow last year was
very faithful; his Bryant this Fall is no less so. He seems to catch his
subjects in their best moods, and his pictures resemble a perfect crayon,
Every line is drawn with exquisite taste. “I wish,” said the Professor,
as he laid the print carefully away, ‘ that Baker would give us Emerson
next year. What a splendid face is his for a picture ;| So full of intel-
ligence, so thoroughly human and sincere.”

“Yes,” said Charles, catching the old man’s fervour, ¢ Baker could
do him full justice. I think, however, it is the intention to include him
in this gallery of American poets. Tam mnot quite sure, but I imagine
Dr. Holmes is to be the one next Fall, and, after him, we may have
Emerson. When the series is completed, it will form a very delightful
set of portraits.”

“We were speaking,” said Frank, *at our last meeting, of Carlyle and
Emerson. Do you believe that Emerson copies Carlyle, as some say he
does?”

“ No,” said the Professor, “ Emerson is an independent thinker. He
has nowhere copied Carlyle, but has thought for himself ; and though
sometimes his ideas appear similar to the Scotch Thinker, on certain
subjects, the analyst will find a wide difference when he comes to make
a critical examination, Emerson’s imagination is more delicate, his
language is less harsh, his imagery is more rounded, more perfect. He
is never common-place nor coarse. He never offends. He is never
boorish, nor vulgar, nor ridiculous. His sentences are always carefully
turned, and he never shocks us with a ribald jest. Like Higginson, he
thinks that an essay may be thoroughly delightful without a single wit-
ticism, while a monotone of jokes soon grows tedious. Mr. Emerson is
a philosopher,—a rapid thinker, not quite as deep or as ponderous as
Carlyle, and a keen analyzer of the myriad works of nature. Hisis a
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Speculative mind, and his temperament is sanguine and warm. He is
too fervent for some minds ; and the man who reads Herbert Spencer
looks coldly down on Emerson. He is not congenial in his atmosphere.
The sun is too bright, and with a growl he hastens away, and seeks the
shady side, and finds solace in the study of sociology and kindred topics.
It is different with the ardent admirer of Swinburne, with his thousand
graceful, glowing, floating images, for he meets with a responsive soul
in the Concord dreamer. And yet Swinburne is in nowise like Emerson.
They differ widely, rather. The Victorian poet is all sensuality, and
his heroes and heroines are clothed in the thinnest gauzy fabrics, and
hig Poetry is of the age of Edmund Spenser and the matchless ¢ Faerie

Ueene.’ Emerson, on the contrary, exhibits no such traits in the
Witching verselets he has written. Then why should the same minds
find so much that is common between them 1 Why do they yearn for
each other 1”

“Because, I take it, both men are so sincere in their work, Both
Present their own individuality in every page. Both are equally warm,
hot-blooded if you will. Both treat their subjects with the same degree
of vigour, They lift them up till they stand out boldly and prominently
On their mental canvasses, like a portrait of Raphael’s or a face like
Rembrandys, They stay in the mind. They remain fixed. We can-
Dot banish them from our thoughts. ‘ Atalanta’ lives in our memory
like o pleasant, delightful dream, and we feel all the satisfying ecstacy
Which sweet music gives, as the mellow strain floats all round us,

hen Michael Angelo struck the marble block in historic Florence
three centuries ago, and a figure filled with life sprang into existence,
and astonished even old Rome itself, all the world proclaimed the tid-
ings that a great genius was born among men. In a lesser degree that
genius enters largely into Emerson’s composition, His mind s sur-
tharged with it. It must have vent. It must find an outgoing channel.
If it pe true that, according to Rahel, the world can be astonished by
the simple truth, then Emerson has long ago accomplished this feat.

e has astonished the world, for the simple truth, charmingly told,

elights the reader of his voluminous works at every turn.”

“I grant you Emerson has genius, but he has no passion. Swinburne
Possesses hoth genius and passion, but his passion is much the greater
force, They differ too, in the mode of construction, in the building of
those edifices which charm mankind. Emerson’s structure is filled with
ibrarieg and quaint books. Swinburne builds only spacious halls and
Pretty alcoves ; and rare bits of statuary meet the eye at every turn,
and curious bronzes of curious pattern cunningly hid in nooks and
OUt-Of-the-Way places, appear in view only at odd times. Emerson is
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an instructor—an educator. Swinburne is only a sweet singer, a grace-
ful bard, a nineteenth-century Minnisinger.”

¢ Emerson mistructs a good deal. I think more so in his poetry than
in his prose, though it deadens the pages of his otherwise beautiful
essays somewhat. He is often hopeful, never quite gloomy, though
many times distrustful, and I think suspicious. It is the one thing from
which I would have his works free. He has no right to demolish the
fanciful castle or the rich vase his delicious imagination conjures up for
our enjoyment. He destroys the illusion at a blow, and the reader,
after being lifted up almost to the very heavens, is let down again, not
easily, but with a thud that knocks all the sentiment out of him for a
twelvemonth at least.”

¢« You think there is too much romance and reality about Emerson,
then.”

“ Not too much, but enough. Emerson is in every respect a genuine
American author,—the first to set at defiance Sydney Smith’s query,
¢ Who reads an American book 1’ the first to direct his thoughts to his
own country ; the first to lay the foundation of a new English litera-
ture; the first to write about the things of his own land. He astonished
everyone, and provoked some sharp ridicule, when he published his
modest lines to a ‘Humble Bee.’ The subject and treatment were laughed
at by the same people who giggled over Wordsworth’s homely verses—
by those who took Scott as their model, and recognized no one else.
Emerson, however, whose mind was not as weak as Keats’ or as sensi-
tive as Byron’s, heeded not his critics, nor the advice of Sir Fretful’s
good-natured friends, but continued elaborating and dressing up home
incidents, home skies, home sky-larks and home nightingales, and home
life. He did not expect to find in a new country those romantic and
classic spots which abound everywhere in the three kingdoms beyond
the sea, by the dull Rhone or sparkling Rhine. The rich scenery of the
Hudson was as dear to him and to Irving as the legendary water of the
great German river is to the Teuton. He took the commonest things
which he found by the wayside, or the riverside, or the brookside, and he
was artist enough to know how to lay on his colours with the best effect.
It was hard to change the old ideas about poetry. It was difficult to
upset the old theories about such things. Everyone read Byron and
Scott. Few had known Washington Allston as a poet. Some remem-
bered him as an artist, and all looked to the mother country for their
reading. Even Irving is more of an English author than he is an
American. Cooper’s Indian tales were new, and had little acceptance
at first. It took years to change the minds of the people ; buta change
did come at last, and then Emerson began to be understood. His readers
caught his meaning. They realized all at once Emerson’s position. The
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half-forgotten ‘ Humble Bee’ became an idylj; and if, as Halleck says,
“to be quoted is to be famous,” Emerson soon got to be famous, for the
“Humble Bee’ was quoted from one end of the land to the other. [Its
Position in literature to-day is undeniable.”

“Have you ever seen that other poem of his, ‘ The Snow-storm?’ I
think it js singularly beautiful.”
“Yes,” said the Professor, “ I once heard the poet Longfellow recite

It was in the early autumn and the leaves were Just turning, and
Fhe wind rustled the half-brown, half-green maple leaves across the lawn,
Inold Cambridge. The poet was sitting in his library, and the talk had

€en of Emerson, when the ‘Snow-storm’ chanced to be mentioned. The
old poet leaned back in his library chair,and seemingly inspired, repeated
sflole the marvellous lines in a rich, clear voice. The effect on us both
Was electrical, and for some moments afterwards neither of us spoke a
Word. It seemed to me like a new reading of an old familiar passage
from some well-thumbed page. I saw new beauties that I had not per-
ceived before, and even now I never look upon a snow-storm, as it comes
down in jts fleecy folds, whirling lightsomely through the air in delight-
ul uncertainty of Jestination, but Emerson’s grand words ring into my
°ars like the sound of silver bells, and I find myself going softly over
the metrical numbers :

it.

‘* * Announced by all the trumpets of the sky,
Arrives the snow ; and, driving o'er the fields,
Seems nowhere to alight ; the whited air
Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven,
And veils the farm-house at the garden’s end ;
The sled and traveller stopped, the courier’s feet,
Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates 8it
Around the radiant fire-place, enclosed
In a tumultuous privacy of storm.

Come see the north-wind’s masonry.
Out of an unseen quarry, evermore
Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer
Curves his white bastions with projected roof
Round every windward stake or tree or door ;
Speeding, the myriad-handed ; his wild work
So fanciful, so savage ; naught cares he
For number or proportion. Mockingly,
On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths ;
A swan-like form invests the hidden thorn ;
Fills up the farmer’s lane from wall to wall,
Maugre the farmer’s sighs ; and at the gate
A tapering turret overtops the work.
And when his hours are numbered, and the world

F
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1s all his own, retiring as he were not,
Leaves, when the sun appears, astonished Art
To mimic in slow structures, stone by stone,
Built in an age, the mad wind’s night-work,
The frolic architecture of the snow.””

«Tt is indeed gorgeously set, and I do not wonder at your enthusi-
asm. Emerson appears to say more in a little space than any other
American poet. Look for instance at his short poem of ‘Letters.” The
whole story is told in six brief lines. 1 admire that other bit of his,
¢ Brahma,’ very much. It is fantastic, but very pretty.”

« He never writes unintelligently or incomprehensively. His system
precludes his doing so. He prunes and prunes, alters, amends and cor-
rects. He labours hard to make himself thoroughly intelligible. Heis
a man of unwearied literary industry, of tremendous endurance and un-
tiring patience. Thoughts which may have reached the public before,
and through other channels, become new and piquant after they pass
through the mental filter of Emerson. He adds a bit here, he lops off a
bit there, and then develops the whole, till the thought becomes unmis-
takably Emersonian. He has been known to re-write a single sentence
twenty times before he was satisfied with it. He retouches as much as
Tennyson, and works as hard as Bulwer used to do in his young days.
Everything which he publishes, therefore, is complete.”

« He differs from Tennyson in that respect then, for the laureate is
never complete. He is constantly altering, and every new edition of his
poems is like an entirely new work.”

“Though I have great admiration for Emerson as a poet, I think that
it is in the capacity of an essayist that his fame will rest. He has been
called the American Carlyle. This is unjust to Kmerson, and hardly fair
to Carlyle. Both, however, have been called Pantheists, and perhaps
that is the similarity people affect to see in them. For my part I see a
considerable difference.”

«There is width in Emerson’s thought, wisdom in the bent of his
mind, and his style is epigrammatic and beautiful. He is not quick in
humour, and he often appears listless and dreamy. This is more notice-
able in his essays, which are models of elegant writing, and condensed’
thought. A good deal of discussion has arisen regarding Emerson’s re-
ligious belief. He has been misrepresented a good deal, and some per-
sons ynhesitatingly charge him with being an unbeliever and little better
than an infidel. He is a Transcendentalist, is he not "

«Yes, he is a professor of the New Faith, a strong apostle of Tran-
scendentalism in its wider sense. He was one of the famous circle of
Boston scholars who followed the teachings of Kant and the German
philosophy. They often met at good old Dr. Channing’s for intellectual
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iutercourse, but the great preacher’s health was breaking up, and he felt
nable to take the lead in this ““newness” of thought movement. He
8radually yielded to the bolder students and scholars, and the sessions
Wwere then held at George Ripley’s house. Ripley soon became promi-
lent as a leader in Transcendentalism. His mind was acute and liberal.
© was fettered by no dogmas or creeds. His culture was unquestioned,
and hig literary power was considerable. A good digester of books, he
Was an able and fearless critic, and his reviews were always distinguished
by their comprehensiveness and breadth. He understood thoroughly
the canons of criticism, and his opinions of men and books always ranked
high- Ever kindly towards authors, he was just to his readers, and
Uever uttered an uncertain sound. This humanity gave him power, and
helped to make the fine reputation which he holds to-day among literary
Taen of every shade. Ripley was the originator of the Brook Farm pro-
Ject.  The plan was conceived in his library. Among the actual mem-
bers wag Nathaniel Hawthorne, who speaks of the Arcadian experiment
Somewhere in his note-books, and refers to it slightly in his delicate
Blithedal, ERomance. Emerson visited the company frequently, and often
talked over topics with them ; and in almost every way he gave the idea
C{)untenance, but he never was a regularly enrolled member of the orga-
Mzation. He was with it, but not of it. Even Theodore Parker, whose
SYmpathies were entirely with the Farm, belonged not to it, and Marga-
Tet Fuller was merely a guest.” :
_ “Poor Margaret Fuller! I remember once seeing a portrait of this
Ul-fated ang brilliant lady, the most delightful conversationalist of
ertime. She was a friend of Carlyle, and for many years held the
Post of reviewer for Horace Greeley. The picture’represented her as ex-
tremely haggard and worn. Her intellect was;too soon developed ; she
Was g Prodigy in her early days, she grew to womanhood shattered in
onstitution and broken down in health. The likeness was a good one of
the Woman as she was, but it gave no idea of the fine mind which she pos-
Sessed. Mr. Geo W. Curtis gave the portrait to Dr. Holmes, who knew
argaret Fuller well. She was thoroughly acquainted with Greek,
.at.in, and German, and her papers about Goethe won universal admira-
ton. A wonderful mimic, she gained the applause of children, and the
terror of grown persons. Her peculiar manner made a disagreeable im-
Pression on strangers, and she had many jealous rivals. Mr. Emerson’s
first Ineeting with her is described as curious. He was instantly re-
Pelled, anq thought he could never like her, He was disappointed. As
800n as the fipst impression wore off, and he began to perceive her ex-
t"1‘3401'dina~ry powers of mind, and intellectual superiority over other
:9men, .he was gradually drawn towards her, and for ten years their
Tendship remained firm and unbroken. She formed conversation
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classes in Boston in 1839, and the most intellectual women of the city
regularly attended. Miss Fuller, as president, opened every meeting
with an extempore address, and then the conversation followed in the
form of a discussion. Miss Fuller entertained lofty ideas of her own
abilities. She once said, ‘I now know all the people worth knowing
in America, and I find no intellect comparable to my own.” For two
years she edited The Dinl—a quarterly journal devoted to recondite
and transcendental literature—and then resigned her post to Mr. Emer-
son. She afterwards went on the Tribune as book reviewer.”

“1 always understood that Margaret Fuller was unfitted for that posi-
tion, inasmuch as she could only write when she felt like it, and needed
ample time for everything she did in a literary way.”

“She was unfit, so far as rapid work was concerned, but she al-
ways wrote with a degree of polish and finish that was the delight of
all readers, and her estimates of books were generally correct in the
main. Horace Greeley knew she could do nothing hastily, and he
humoured her accordingly, and allowed her to work in her own leisurely
way. Emerson always maintained a profound respect for her, and
wrote a life of her some years ago, in conjunction with Channing and
Clarke.”

“We were speaking of Emerson’s religion, and you began by saying
he was a Transcendentalist. There are several forms of this belief.
What does he believet”

« Emerson’s religion is what might be called a ‘ reasonable’ religion.
Tt is severely intellectual, yet founded on a simple faith. He investigates
the miracles of the Bible, and finds them to be merely a compilation.
He takes nothing for granted, but examines everything for himself. He
believes man’s nature to be good, and only sometimes bad. He believes
in the elucidations of science. His religion is partly scientific, but not
_altogether. He believes with Octavius Frothingham, that infidels of all
times are earnest men, are conscientious students, are zealous inquirers
after truth, and not merely scoffers at religious teachings. He is a liberal
thinker. He loves the good which he finds in Voltaire, and in Paine,
and in Carlisle, and in Bolingbroke, and rejects that which is not good
in them. He does not worship the rising sun. He has praise and

help for endeavour, if the endeavour be rightly-conceived. He admits
with Talleyrand, that ‘ nothing succeeds like success,’” but he has a good
word to say to him who tries to do right, though he fail in the end, and
fall by the way-side. The wish to do well receives his encouragement.
He is a helper. He does not keep to himself his vast learning, but he
opens wide the intellectual door of his mind, and gives freely to all who
seek him, the great glorious truths and thoughts which come rush-
ing from the teeming stores of his brainshop. He gives out what he
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has taken in. He has digested the crude thought, and now it comes
out and goes forward into the world, clad in the warm Emersonian garb.
He has marked it for bis own. It is bright in the wonderful colouring
1t has received. It is strong in a marvellous individuality. It is simple,
for he has told the story in simple though earnest language. Emerson
does not believe in infallible dogmas, nor the iron sways of any creed.
He bases his faith upon knowledge, and motive forms a part of his reli-
glon. He ranks with those who helieve in a rational religion, not an
authoritative religion. He is as firm as Carlyle in his hatred of hypo-
crisy, deceit, and insincerity, and is as vigorous in denouncing every
form of vice and fraud. He cultivates Sociality, and would form bro-
therhoods among his people for the development and fosterment of
‘hOmelike meetings, where all could gather round the board and feast on
Intellectual preserves. He would impress all with the golden truth,
“love one another.” He respects the old theology because of its anti-
quity, but he does not believe in it. He holds Advanced ideas. And
Vet Emerson’s ancestors for many generations, were sternly and inflexi-
bly orthodox. He was the last one, and he broke away from the old
School. He looked for ‘more light,’ he sought out new truths, he has
Iscovered a new way, an untrodden path. He is the apostle of a new
Faith »
“But wasn’t Emerson a Unitarian Minister 1”
“Ohb, yes. That was in 1829. But he resigned his charge in two or
three years. He differed from his congregation, and his views under-
Went a change on some points. He considers the whole theory of revela-
l'a.lon to be incorrect. He is not dogmatic, narrow, or exclusive. He be-
1eves the world began at the beginning, and that a gradual develop-
ment has year by year taken place, till events took a new shape. The
Seed grew into a plant, the plant put forth buds, and the rose blossomed
and Sprang into life in all beauty, loveliness, and strength. ~Supernatural
Interposition he considers obsolete. He wants in the place of old mys-
tgrieg, darkness and superstitions, light, order, righteousness, goodness,
and, as near as possible, perfection in individual man. He would have
10 one higoted or dogmatic. He would have boundless charity and
“Penness of heart for all. He would have liberality in its ample sense.
€ Would nail down the prejudiced impressions of the narrow-minded
ealot who deemed every one who differed from him to be a scoffer
and an infidel. He even places his faith before charity, for charity s
Secondary, and a man’s charity sometimes is confined solely to his own
Church, Out of that pale, his charity is uncharitableness itself. He
cherigheg the sentiment of brotherhood, and guards it with a jealous care.
© takes every man at his best, and always looks at the motives which
3ctuate the being, He does justice to all. He would put God in their
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hearts. He believes in a bright religion. He peoples his faith with
beautiful, delightful things. His imageries are always fanciful and
pretty. He would not follow a man that was all sadness and sorrow.
He wants life in the Church, LIFE in the sermon, LIFE in the preacher’s
life. He detests religious controversies. There is no christianity nor
religion in them. They are only petty squabbles, and they breed malice
and hatred.”

 He holds high ideas regarding man and his future, too, I believe,
and no religion, no matter what its tenets are, is infallible 7 All creeds
are the necessary and structural action of the human mind. A new
faith, purer than any which exists with us now, is to come, and in time
will supersede all others. The French Transcendentalists admire Emer-
son very much, and some of his works have been translated into French,
and circulate widely in France. I have even met some people who
would not read Emerson, because they were told he was an unbeliever.”

“The world is full of such people. Most of them are beings who are
afraid to think for themselves; who must keep on in the old beaten
track ; who denounce every one who believes differently from them. They
are generally ignorant men, who are filled with superstition. Some few,
however, boast of a pretty fair education, and love the Georgics cf Vir-
gil and revel in the adventures of the pious Aineas, and the songs of the
blind Greek, and yet reject Shelley because he was frail in his re-
ligious belief ; because some who knew no better, called him an Atheist.”

“Perhaps,” said Charles, smiling, «“ they affect to read Homer in order
to be counted among the learned men of the time. T once knew of a
man who bought all the old classies, Aischylus, Thucydides, Sophocles,
Euripides, Plotinus, and the like, and had them all bound uniformly,
merely for show ; some of them he did not even open after they came
home from the binder’s, and of the contents of those which he did open
he knew absolutely nothing. He had Pope’s Homer and Derby’s Iiad
in his case, and when Bryant’s Translation came out, it remained for
days on his library table, for visitors to look at. Some of the leaves
were even turned down in places. He once imported an expensive set
of Balzac, in antique French, but he was laughed at for his pains. It
is fashionable, perhaps, to assume a virtue if you have it not ; and it may
be the correct thing to speak slightingly of Emerson, if you don't quite
understand him. It 45 fashionable to call him an unbeliever and a sceptic.
Even the great humanitarian, Charles Dickens, did not escape in this
respect. His religion troubled a good many people ; the beautiful prose
peem of ‘The Christmas Carol’ did not make them quite change their
mock devout views. They knew so well that he was not a Christian. And
yet Dickens lived a pure, guileless life. The story of Tiny Tim and
old Marley’s Ghost, and the loving words in which Dickens speaks of
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hig Saviour, stand as proof against the aspersions of hypocritical
OWlers who helped so much to embitter the declining years of his life.
0 one escapes these ¢ goody ’ persons. Genial, whole-souled Thackeray
Suffered, Hazlitt was traduced, and some have been found who even
doubt gentle Greenleaf Whittier, a man whose whole life is blameless.
1€y are the insects who hide themselves in the blankets of society, and,
10 the words of the Satirist, ¢ feed upon better flesh than their own.”
. Apart from his religious teachings, Emerson is a very pleasant Essay-
8t. He delights in picturesque phraseology, and he seems to love to
Wateh the growth of thought, as with exquisite fancy he develops his
Subject. 1 know of no book that pleases me more than the series of
e88ays called ¢ Society and Solitude.” Emerson’s most felicitous thoughts
a.'re here. His article on Eloquence, his paper on Books, his elegant trea-
tise on 4 rt, are of themselves gems of literary composition. One never
tires of reading them. They are so thoroughly finished, and come with
Such grace and ease from the author, that to peruse them is like reading
Some favourite poem, Wordsworth's Ezcursion for instance, or Gold-
SWith’s Trgpeller. His lecture on Eloquence concludes thus grandly.”

“ Eloquence, like every other art, rests on laws the most exact and
determinate. It is the best speech of the best soul. It may well stand
3s the exponent of all that is grand and immortal in the mind. If it

010t 50 become an instrument, but aspires to be somewhat of itself,
fmd to glitter for show, it is false and weak. In its right exercise, it
Isan elastic, unexhausted power,—who has sounded, who has estimated
1t ?\eXpanding with the expansion of our interests and affections. Its
8reat masters, whilst they valued every help to its attainment, and
thought no pains too great which contributed in any manner to further
1 E\resembling the Arabian warrior of fame, who wore seventeen
‘¥eapons in his belt, and in personal combat used them all occasionally ;—
Yet Subordinated all means ; never permitted any talent—neither voice,
Taythm, poetic power, anecdote, sarcasm—to appear for show ; but were
8rave men, who preferred their integrity to their talent, and esteemed
that object for which they toiled, whether the prosperity of their country,
OT the la.ws, or a reformation, or liberty of speech or of the press, or
ettem, or morals, as above the whole world, and themselves also.’

“ Doesn’t Emerson resemble Thoreau a little 2 ”

. “Thoreay resembles Emerson you mean. .He was brought up along-
Side of Emerson and Hawthorne in Concord, and his writings at first
Were undeniably cast from the Emersonian mould. They were a good deal
15¢ the Philosopher’s ; they ran in the same groove, and appeared to be
Similar jn every way. Unpleasant people said he borrowed largely

from Carlyle and Emerson, and did so without credit. Any way he
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did write remarkably like his neighbour ; so much so indeed, that
Mrs. Thoreau, the mother of the hermit, once said to a lady friend that
“Mr. Emerson wrote very much like her son.” This was exceedingly
delicious, when it is remembered that the reverse of this was the case.
Thoreau was something of a pretender, a semi-charlatan in literature.
He was a good deal of the showman, and there was a vast amount of
pretence about him. His life was a sham—a mockery. He essayed to
be a hermit, and went off into the woods to reside. He wanted to study
nature, away from the haunts of men. He wanted to commune with
himself, so he shut himself up in the woods, and waited daily the ham-
per of toothsome provisions which his kind mother sent him. He had
thus the life of a hermit without any of its inconveniences or discom-
forts. While in the woods he made some wonderful discoveries, some
of them quite equal to Mr. Jack Horner's ; the most notable of these
were, the habits of the squirrel, which he was foolish enough to print.
Thoreau, however, before his death, published some clever things, but
few people believed in him, and he was always looked upon with sus-
picion. He held some ¢ advanced ’ views, and possessed some originality,
but he was so affected and unreal with it all, that few were found will-
ing to believe in him, or in his philosophy. He left behind a few ad-
mirers, and they pretend to think Thoreau was ill-used and misjudged,
but the circle is very small indeed.”

“He was a fair essayist, rather smooth in his composition, not always
original, and a somewhat soured thinker. I cannot believe he was ever
really in earnest in his life, He wasa very insincere man, full of vanity
and self-conceit. He was cynical and unjust, peevish and morose by
times. He has done some pretty fair work I'll admit, but he has also
done some things that are positively injurious as well.”

“Now I rather like Thoreau, and think you are too severe on him,
because he committed a few errors in his youth. He did not steal from
Emerson, but only borrowed some of his thoughts. The language in
which he framed them was his own. He had an original mind, and the
writings of his latter days are exceedingly happy. His thought, too, is
vigorous, and his style is certainly terse if not delightful. I think you
are hasty in denouncing Thoreau in so wholesale a manner. He was a
man of good parts, and he will be remembered as one of Concord’s great
men.”

“ Well, have it as you will, perhaps I am a little prejudiced, but I
hate plagiarism in any form, and more particularly when the pirate
brazens it out. And next to that, sin, I detest affectation, and Thoreau
had that fault if he hadn't the other. In England Thoreau has few
readers, while Emerson is almost as much appreciated as Carlyle and
Matthew Arnold. Indeed the men of the Carlyle school of thought
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rank Emerson as one of themselves. They hold some, though not all,
characteristics in common. A few years ago Emerson went over to
England, and visited a number of his old friends. His health was not
good, and he appeared jaded and worn. His manner was still sweet and
gentle, however, and his conversation was as brilliant as it was a quarter
of a century before. He was with Thomas Hughes a good part of the
time, and when the author of those glorious Tom Brown books was
made President of the London Workingmen’s College, Mr. Emerson at-
tended the inauguration and made a short speech. He was greeted with
aburst of applause so hearty and genuiie that the building fairly shook.
In the course of his remarks he made some excellent hits, and these
Were well taken by the audience. Here he met the sturdy stroke-
oar of the Oxford crew, Mr. Darbishire, who pulled against the Har-
vards, and worsted them. This gentleman pleased Emerson very much.
He was frank, off-hand, and highly cultured, and good-humoured withal.
Bya happy quotation in resonant Greek, he won at once the esteem of
merson, who appreciated the saying, ‘neither a ship nor a tower was
Strong unless there were men in it.” Mr. Darbishire was the Professor
of Physiology of the Workingmen’s College at this time. Hawthorne
Was the other great American who had visited this seat of learning with
Mr. Hughes, during the Presidency of its founder, the Rev. Frederick
Denison Maurice, brother-in-law to Mr. Hughes. The story-teller’s
Speech on that occasion was in his felicitous style. Indeed he was more
Utireserved than usual, and spoke with epigrammatic pungency and full-
Dess. He quite warmed up before his hearers, and every one seemed
greatly pleased with him and his effort. His fame was then at its
height, and his books were beginning to be read in England. When it
Was known that he was the author of the charming pen pictures which
ad interested so many, there was much enthusiasm, and the novelist
Teceived a perfect ovation at the close of his address.”
“ A little over three years ago Mr. Emerson returned home from his
“Topean trip, refreshed in mind and in body. A few days after his
arrival he gave an informal reception at his pleasant home in Concord.
he attendance was large, for all wanted to do him homage. All
Wanted to welcome the kindly poet, whose big, throbbing, generous heart
Yook them all in. Little children sat upon his knee, and others played
abOUt him on that genial day in June. Boys and girls romped before
.M on the fresh grass, and happy men and women vied with one another
' Paying their respect. They saw not the philosopher and bard, but
oue of themselves only. A simple-minded man and true friend. It was
aday not to be forgotten, but always to be remembered.”
_“On the lecture platform Mr. Emerson is sometimes eccentric, and
18 manuer is apt to startle the stranger who is not familiar with his
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peculiarities. If Lis audiences know him, it is all right, but if they do
not, he very soon drives them into little fits of impatience, and every
one speedily grows nervous and excited, not so much from what he says,
but on account of the way in which he says it. His lectures are usually
prepared on small slips of paper, and occasionally these become separ-
ated or entangled in some way. The lecturer, nothing daunted, stops
short and deliberately proceeds to sort his papers out. When they suit
him, he goes on with his discourse until another mishap occurs. This
happens quite often, but no one seems to mind it, and the audience waits
patiently till he is ready to continue on again.”

“T should think an accident of this kind would bother him greatly.”

“Tt does not appear to. At all events he keeps right on, just as if
nothing had gone amiss. I love to hear him lecture. His voice is full
and round, and his utterance is distinet and musical. He has always
a pleasant way with him on the platform, and he is so earnest and real and
convincing, that he has the andience with him from the start, and he keeps
them till the end. He never gets flighty, nor soars upward with a burst
of eloquence like Carpenter or Chapin, but is rather measured in his
style, and depends more on his sincerity or the elegance of his phraseology
than upon oratorical tricks. His lectures are properly talks, and are
effective from their very simplicity. He is one of the most popular
platform celebrities in New England, and his addresses at the Boston
Radical Club are models in their way. Fmerson’s reasoning faculties
are very great. He has many friends and disciples among all classes of
society, and his influence in both hemispheres, among educated people
particularly, is wide-spread. He holds liberal views on all subjects, and
the vast amount of learning which he is able to bring to bear on them
gives weight and effect to his opinions. He is one of the American
authors who will live. He has such a happy way of saying charming
things, that he is endeared to every heart, and every one loves him for
the good and noble deeds which he is always doing. He is almost as
many-sided as the wit, humorist, essayist, novelist and logician, Wendell
Holmes.”

«Let us consider Holmes at our next meeting. I have just been
reading for the third time his ¢ Guardian Angel’

« And I, his Autocrat, for the fourth—Dby all means let us have the
Doctor.”

« Very well, Holmes will occupy our third evening.”

GEO. STEWART, JR.
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NEW YEAR'S GREETING.
Canapa o HER CHILDREN.

HEARKEN, children, to my greeting,
Borne upon the wild winds beating
Onward now, and now retreating

Back and forth o’er sea and strand ;
Listen to the words they bring you,
Listen to the songs they sing you,—
Songs 1 taught the winds to wing you,
Bring you, sing you, through the land !

Floating o’er each frozen river,

Where the sunbeams glance and quiver,
Do the wild winds wail, and shiver

Out my greeting unto thee ;

And across the misty meadows,
Shrouded now with snowy shadows—
Over mountains, moors, and meadows,
Do they sing this song for me.

Soft at first and sadly sighing,
While the old year, fainting, dying,
Gasps the last few moments flying
Ere it sinks among the dead !

Then with joyous noles outwelling,
Over hill and valley swelling,

Trills the wind triumphant, telling
Forth the greeting that I said :

‘“ Gone the old year is forever,
Floating down Time’s rapid river,
Back unto its ghostly giver,
With its freight of joy and woe
Printed plainly on its pages,

To be read throughout the ages,
By the criticising sages,

To the great world as they go.

And the new year now is living,
And its new-born moments giving
Unto ev'ry mortal living

Chances to redeem the past ;

Let each one be up and doing,
And some noble cause pursuing,
That this year may bear reviewing,
Better far than did the last.
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All and each of ev'ry order,

Dwelling now within my border,

Do I call to quell disorder,

With a never-failing aim ;

Though your hair be gray or golden,
Though your heart be young or olden,
Unto you I am beholden ’
For the honour of my name.

And the floating of my banner,

All depends upon the manner

That throughout my mighty manor,
You my children fight for right.
And my honour, and my glory,
And the glory of my story,

When the present time is hoary,
All depend upon your might.

Onward, upward ever going,

With my flag above you flowing,
Bravely on the breezes blowing,
Press your steadfast way along.
Armed with strong determinations,
High among the highest nations,
There to vent your aspirations
With the noblest of the throng ;

¢ Till a beacon, brightly beaming,

Of a rare and radiant seeming,

May Canadian glory gleaming,
Spread its splendour o’er the world ;
And with England upward scaling,
In the fight for right unfailing,
With a courage never quailing,

May my banner be unfurled !

And when life at length is ended,
And your bodies have descended,

And your dust with dust has blended,
May the New Year’s Day above,
From all sin and sorrow riven,

Unto each and all be given,

Of the endless year of Heaven,

With a greeting full of love.”

C. E. Jageway, M.D.
Stayner, Ont.



WLtk

“sTurg

'
g

TURREY RHUBARR "é"ﬂ,
To FOLLOW -

i “ (5 gyt s

A PAJR_OF GOBBLERS,

® EVENT

ror) ;AS"‘S TIRRIN
. Tv N l,..é. o

S
T EkESIGNED AND LT HOGRAPHED, BY
RoLpr, SMITH & C% TORONTO




WHEN THE SHIP COMES HOME.
A CHRISTMAS STORY.

BY WALTER BESANT & JAMES RICE,
Authors of * Ready Money Mortiboy,” *‘ The Golden Butterfly,” ete., ete.

CHAPTER 1.
RELEASE.

A CoNvicT! That is what T was in the year 1851—a eonvict, with a.
Sentence on my head of twenty years’ penal servitude, fifteen of them
Still to elapse, for forgery and embezzlement, the crime having been
Committed under circumstances (as the Judge remarked) of the most
Tevolting and exaggerated ingratitude—a convict in New South Wales,

It seemed to me at the time, and it seems to me still, but a small
thing for which I received a remission of the unfinished term of years,
Compared with the thing for which I was found guilty and received my
Sentence. There was a rising, a sudden and purposeless rising, among
the convicts, and, at a critical moment, Heaven in its mercy put into
My head to do what they called an heroic deed. It saved the lives, they
Said, of the governor and one or two prison-wardens, and it gave me my
freedom. Let us say no more about it.

My freedom! What did that mean to me ? et me try, bitter as is
the recollection of that time, to recall something of what it meant, some-
thing of what my prison-life had been.

I was in prison for five years and three months., When my servitude

€gan, 1 used to lie sleepless at night ; sometimes stupidly wondering ;
Sometimes moaning in agony of misery ; sometimes praying for swift
and speedy death ; sometimes asking bitterly if prayer were any use, if
there was anyone at all to hear and pity outside the white stone wall 5
“ometimes meditating on some possible mode of suicide to end it all—
ecause, you see, I was innocent.

At the beginning of my imprisonment, when I slept, my thoughts
Would fly back to the happy days of liberty. I saw myself at school ;

Was visiting my patron, master, and benefactor, Mr. Baldwin, to whom
™y dead father had been a faithful and trusted servant. He questioned
e, according to his wont, on my progress in the classes; he patted me
°n the head when I showed him my prizes; and when,
took me away from the school, where he had
Was to give me a desk in his counting-house, with the promise of advance-
ment should I deserve it. As the years went on, I saw myself pushed
UP With as much rapidity as was fair to others. Responsible work was

at sixteen, he
paid for my education, it
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put into my hands. At twenty I enjoyed such confidence as the-head
of a great City house could bestow on a young clerk, and I was allowed
such a salary that I could live comfortably, and have my little sister
Ruth—my only sister—to live with me. When my dreams reached
this point I generally awoke with a start and a rush of thoughts, con-
fused at first, but swiftly resolving themselves into the ghastly truth.
For then followed the dreadful end—my good old master in the witness-
box, telling, with sobs of a broken voice, how he had loved and trusted
me ; the immediate and unanimous finding of the verdict ; the voice of
the judge—-cold, stern, never to be forgotten—stating that, in the face
of the facts before him, ke must make a signal example of as black a
case as had ever been revealed in a court of justice. The sentence of
the court would be twenty years of penal servitude. And after that
my little Ruth—oh ! my pretty, innocent, helpless little sister of ten—
weeping before me, when she came to take her leave of me, and I not
able to do anything—not the least single thing—not able to say any
word, not the least single word of comfort—too miserable even to assert
my innocence ! I cannot bear even now to think about it. For I was
innocent.

After a few months of prison-life I left off dreaming of the past.
Then the present was with me, night and day—a present without Jjoy,
hope, or uncertainty ; a present without pain, shame, or suffering, save
for the leaden weight of degradation which never leaves a prisoner.
Yet no open sense of disgrace, because there were none to look in my
face and shame me with a glance. You do not feel disgrace before a
warder or an official, and yet the shame is that part of the punishment
which the judge always forgets ; it comes after the sentence is worked
out. There was no suffering, because the day’s work brought the night’s
fatigue, aud there was no one at fall of evening in my solitary cell to
keep me awake with reproaches ; but always that heavy load upon the
brain, and the present, monotonous and dreadful as it was, with me
night and day. I ceased in a very few months to think, to feel, to look
forward. I became a machine ; even the thought of my innocence died
out of me by degrees. I supposed that, somehow, I must have done it
—perhaps in madness, perhaps in a dream ; or rather I accepted the
present, and forgot the past. I even forgot poor little Ruth, and ceased
to wonder what had become of her ; I forgot what I had been. I was
a convict ; there was nothing before me but prison all my life.

The seasons rolled on ; the bright sun overhead beat down upon the
bare prison yards ; the moonlight streamed through the bars of my win-
dow. Summer followed winter, and was followed by winter again.
Outside the prison, the world went on in its quiet colonial way. No
-doubt, within a stone’s throw of my cell, women were wooed, children
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Were born ; there were rejoicings and thanksgivings in families, with
mirth of boys and girls, and smiles of mothers. Inside, I for one
thought no more of such things as love and happiness ; I thought of
Nothing, But for one happy change in my work, I think I should have
drifted downwards slowly into that dismal slough of stupid maduess,
once plunged in which the patient can no loager think of anything, not
éven his own sorrowful life, or do anything, save sit and watch vacuously
the hands of the prison-clock creep round, the shadows shift across the
stone floor, and the whitewash grow dull as the night creeps through
the bars. That change came when I had been at Sidney a twelve-month.
They put me, because I was well-educated and intelligent, into the
apothecary’s room. There were a few medical books of reference, which
I was allowed in the intervals of work to read. And so by degrees, a
hew interest was awakened in my brain, and in a draggled, broken.
winged fashion, I began to live again. What I read in the day I thought
over at night, until I knew all that the books bad to teach me. The
doctor brought more hooks, and I read them, and he tanght me things
10t to be learned in books. Thus I became in some sort a physician and
& surgeon, Once, when I showed the doctor what I knew he startled me
nto a long-forgotten hope.  When your time is out,” said he, you
might hecome an apocethary, they always want them in the coolie
ships.”

Time out ! I felt a sudden giddiness, as the blood rushed to my head.
Time out ! Ah! When ? For there were fifteen years yet to serve ; and
even with a ticket-of-leave there were nine years before me, Twenty
Years of age when I was sentenced ; twenty-five when the doctor spoke
those kindly words of forecast ; 1 might be forty before my release could
be counted on, for they are hard on forgers. What sort of a life was
there beyond that fortieth year, for a man who has to begin over again,
and carry such a burden of disgrace as mine.

Enough about the convict-time. 1 received in due course a full re-
mission of the remaining period. When I came away, the governor
offered to shake hands with me, because he said I was a brave man. I
asked him to shake hands with me because I was an innocent man, and
he shook his head ; then I thanked him, but refused to take the prof-
fered hand. For the sense of my innocence came hack to me strong and
clear, on the morning of my release. Then the chaplain rebuked me,
and rightly. Why should the governor-—why should anyone—believe
me innocent ? Only the doctor stood my friend. I have read your
case,” he said, “ and it's the clearest case I ever did read ; either yon are
the forger or the devil ; and since you have worked for me, Warneford,
I believe upon my honour that it was the devil. But no one else will
ever believe that. Good-bye, my lad, and may God prosper you.” So
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that I had my little mite of comfort. Inall this great world there was
one man who thought my assertion true. Stay—there was another
man ; one who not only believed, but knew me innocent. The man
who did it. But who washe ? For I had no enemy in the world, and
there was no one whom I could reasonably suspect.

I left the prison with an angry heart where I ought to have been most.
grateful, for I realized more bitterly when I breathed the free air again,
that, for the rest of my miserable life, I was to be a marked man. Go
where I would, fly to the uttermost parts of the earth, there was no spot
so retired, no place so remote, but that some echo of the past might visit
it, breathing my name and my story ; there would be no moment when
I should feel safe from the fear that some finger might reach forth from
the crowd, and point me out as Warneford the Forger—Warneford the
Convict. Why, the governor said that the papers were ringing with
my “heroic deed.” So much the worse for me, because it would make
concealment more difficult. Grateful? Why should I be grateful, I
asked, for being delivered from an unjust bondage, with the stigma of
dishonour branded on my brow, plain for all men toread? Time enough
to think of gratitude, when I could plead before the world s proved and
manifested innocence.

The city of Sydney in those days was a quiet and peaceful place, not
on the way to get rich, and with little to talk about. They wanted to
make much of me and my exploit ; offers of employment came in; people
reasoned with me that, if I stayed there, I should certainly get on ;
they pointed out other men who had worked their term, and stayed in
the settlement, and were now flourishing and respected citizens. But [
could not stay ; there was no rest possible for me till T was back in
London. I wanted to see the old place again. I though if T could
have a quiet three months on board a ship, I could put things together
in my mind better than I could do in the prison, and perhaps get a clue.
Because, you see, I never had been able, from the very beginning, to put
things clearly to myself. Before the trial, I had but one thing to say—
I did not do it ; of that alone I was certain. When my case came on, [
stood like one in a dream, while the circumstantial evidence piled itself
up, and even my counsel could find nothing to say for me. After the
sentence, 1 was as'a man who is stunned.

And then another thought came over me as I stood outside the prison-
wall, a thought which should have softened any heart-—the thought of
little Ruth. She was ten years old when I left her—fifteen now.
What was become of her? It had been my earnest wish that I might
bring her up to be a gentlewomen like her mother before her—a sweet
Christian maid as her dead mother was before her—and strong in good-
ness, as her dead father had been. Now—what had become of her ?

B
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And whoge fault—whose fault ? It was mocking grace of sunshine and
SWeetness of spring, it was bitterness of beauty in flowers and tender
Erasses wet with dew, that I saw for the first time for many years.
The free air that I felt around me could bring no salve or comfort to a
Tuined life ; it could not drive away the thought of another whose wreck
Was due to my own.

So the freedom which was restored to me threatened to become a
Curse, and, with angry heart, I shook off the Sydney dust from my feet,
and started for Melbourne. I would go there ; I had a little money,
Which I had earned by my apothecary work. I would take the cheapest
Passage home under another name ; it might be that no one would know
that a convict was on board, and so I could sit quietly during a long
three-monthg’ voyage ahd think. Just then I could not think clearly,

€cause I was mad and blind with reawakened rage ; and in my bitter-
ntess, I cursed the day that gave me birth. A convict released before his
time | Why, if people looked at me, I knew in their heart that they
Were saying, “ That is George Warneford, the famous forger, let off for
Courage in the mutiny. But anyone can see that he is a convict ; that is
&pparent from his face.” * And whose fault ?” I cried in my blind
anguish ;  whose fault?”

As I strode along the faintly-worn tracks and silent paths of that
Onely country, there grew up in me a purpose and a hope. The pur-
Pose was to hide myself when I arrived in England—to get, if possible,
Some sort of occupation which would leave my evenings free for thought,
and to devote all that thought to the steady following up of every clue
that might present itself. My hope was to stand one day before the
World—my prisoner in one hand, my proofs in the other—and demand
Tevenge,

And all that follows is the history of how this purpose got itself carried
Out, in what manner my hope was achieved, and what sort of revenge I
Perpetrated at last.

Y
CHAPTER 1L
‘“ MURDER ON BOARD !”

I workep my way to Melbourne on foot, hoarding my money, as if in
Some vague way it was going to assist me in my purpose. Heaven help
™ with my purpose! In the morning I was resolute and confident,
I woulq get back to London ; on the voyage I would set down all that
Leoulq remember, to the smallest detail—every little fact of that happy,

bygone time before this evil thing fell upon me. No doubt I should find
G
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a clue at last ; somehow I would follow it up, step by step, till my proofs
accumulated to irresistible evidence. I pictured myself, under the gla-
mour of that bright sunshine of Australia, standing before the prosper-
ous devil who had done the deed—he was always prosperous and happy
in my dreams—and dragging him before justice. I was myself standing
before the old man—my benefactor—denouncing his readiness to believe,
his unrelenting persecution when he did believe ; always hurrying on-
wards a full and complete revenge, till not one of those who had had a
hand in my unmerited ruin, should remain without his share of a cup
of bitterness.

In the night I saw things in their grim reality ; T saw how weak I
was ; I saw the hopelessness of my task ; and I foresaw how I was to
creep back to my native country, pardoned, it is true, for good conduct,
but branded till death with the gallows tree mark of forger and thief.
And at such a time I was willing to go back to my prison, and serve out
the rest of my life in the apothecary’s room.

Lurid hope that seemed golden, or dark despair, it mattered nothing,
because, in hope or despair, my miserable life was before me—Ilife
stretches long before the eyes at twenty-five—and it had to be got
through somehow.

Always, in those days, the thought of myself and my wrongs! The
wrong was so great, the ruin so overwhelming, that there was no room
left in my mind for any other feeling. For instance, I arrived in the
colony of Victoria in the days when the whisper of gold was running
like wild-fire through its scattered hamlets, and along its giant sheep-
runs ; but when other men’s nerves thrilled at the chance of boundless
wealth waiting to be picked up, I listened coldly. Again, to this day I
have no sense or recollection of what the country was like through which
I toiled alone, from station to station, in my resolution to get to the
place where my face at least, if not my name, should be unknown. I
know I walked through wild and savage districts, where there were
dangers of thirst, dangers of reptiles, and dangers of treacherous natives.
I believe that I sometimes slept out for days together. I know that I
was always alone, except that sometimes a friendly shepherd in an
up-country station gave me tea and damper. What it was like, that
great continent through which I journeyed on foot, I cannot say, because
T walked along with open eyes which saw not, ears which never heard,
and senses which never felt anything. Only, as I said before, the light
and sunshine witched me into confidence, which the darkness tore away.
And the agony was like the agony of Prometheus when the eagle tore
away his liver.

I think in those days I must have been mad, for, if I had not been
mad, I must have known that there was still one heart, somewhere in

-
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Eng]and’ beating with love for me, one voice going up in prayer for me
Ay and night. Butif I thought of Ruth at all, it was to remember how
MY ruin wag hers, and it made me more fiercely mad.
It was not difficult at Melbourne to get a ship bound for London.
& harbour was full of ships, whose crews had deserted and gone off to
the gold-fields, Now and then the captains had deserted their ships as
well. They all seemed beund for London, because the port of Melbourne
Was then 5 very little place, and its trade was small ; the trouble was
that there were no crews to carry back the ships. [ had to cast about
and wajt, I was the only man, I believe, in all that colony who neither
lookeq to find gold for himself in the diggings, nor tried to make money
out of thege who were starting for the diggings.
fter a few weeks of restless waiting—each day that kept me from a
onary revenge was a day lost—1 discovered that a vessel would
probab]y sall immediately. I got this information, in an indirect way,
fom g may whose business it was to plunder the diggers at starting.
.~ Was a great scoundrel, I remember, and T used to compare him
pﬂing Up money hand over hand by dishonest tricks and cheatings, with
yself, the released felon of a blameless life. He asked me no questions,
“ither where I was from or whither I was going. He took the money
T my board, and he bade me hold myself in readiness for a start ; and
°ne day | got the word and went on board the clipper sailing vessel
¢y Derrick, bound from Melbourne to London. T was a steerage pas-
Senger, the only one, hecause no other poor man in his senses would leave
Mem‘)ul‘ne at such a time. There wasonly one saloon passenger, and she,
Vas a young lady ; of course no one but a lady would leave Melbourne
When the very air was dry with thirst for gold. She was under the
Charge, | learned, of the captain, and was sent home in order that her
Ather, 5 lawyer by profession, might go up to Ballarat and make his
fortune in the gold-fields.
€ captain was a gray-headed man of sixty-five or so, a man with a
Scarred and scored in a thousand lines. Tt was a hard and stern
This was well, because he had hard, stern work before him. The
fficer, 5 young fellow of five-and-twenty, on the contrary, showed
face, which was mild and soft-eyed, that he was not the man to
and a crew of roughs and rowdies.
*3Y nothing against him, and in the end he fought it out to the
death, ere was a second and third mate too—one was a boy of six-
teen, not, Yet out of his articles, the other was a rough, trusty fellow,
°Very inch a sallor.  As for the saloon passenger—she was to be my
Jueen anq mistress. Helen Elwood was her name. Her father brought
ST on board i an hour after I embarked, and took a hasty leave of
Noticed neither him nor her, because, in truth, I was still dazed
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by the long dream, in which I had walked all the way from Sydney to
Melbourne—my dream of a purpose. I sat in the bows, with my bundle
beside me, hardly noted when the anchor was weighed, and presently the
ship spread her white sails, and we slipped away out to sea.

Then I began to look about me. The first thing I noticed was that
the men were drunk ; and I learned afterwards that if they had not been
drunk they would not have been got on board at all. Then I saw the
captain and officers drive them to work with blows. The men were like
brute beasts, but I never saw brute beasts so knocked down and be-
laboured ; they were drunk, but they understood enough to turn round
when the officer was past, and swear savagely. On the quarter-deck,
clinging to the taffrail, and gazing at the receding shores, was the young
lady, all alone. At the wheel stood aman with his legs wide apart, his
eyes screwed up, and his head on one side ; he was an oldish man. 1
put him down as the quartermaster or boatswain, and I was right.
Every now and then he jerked his head in the direction of the young
lady, and I knew that he was encouraging her, but of course I could not
Lear what he said, if, indeed, he did say anything.

All that first day the captain and the officers drove and ordered the
men about as if they were so many negro slaves.  When night fell things
were a little ship-shape, and the men seemed gradually coming round.
When I turned in the watch was set, and though neither the captain nor
the chief officer left the deck, it was manifest that some sort of order was
established, and that the captain meant to have things his way.

His own way it was for a month or more.

1 suppose there was never got together, since ships first began to sail
the ocean, a crew so utterly blackguard as the crew of the Lucy Derrick.
As a steerage passenger my place was forward, and I sat all day close to
the forecastle, listening perforce to the oaths with which they interlarded
their language, and the stories they told. Now, as an ex-convict return-
ing from Sydney, there ought to have been nothing in the whole scale
of human wickedness unfamiliar to me. Truth to say there was very
little. He who has been in a convict-ship and has made the dismal
voyage across the ocean with Her Majesty’s felons, has had every oppor-
tunity of learning what a hell might be made of this fair earth, if men
had their own wicked way. Somehow il might have been that my
abject misery at the time blinded my eyes, and stopped my ears. The
voyage, with its sufferings by night, its despair by day, and the horror
of my companionship, was all forgotten ; so that, as Tlay upon the deck,
the imprecations and foul language of the crew of the Lucy Derrick, as
they got together on the forecastle, awakened me from that stupor of
thought into which I was fallen, as some unexpected noise at night falls
upon the ears of an uneasy dreamer, and awakens him to reality. No
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One in the ship said anything to me, or took any notice of me. It is
SCause I am a convict,” T whispered to myself. It wasnot. It was
Cause no one took the trouble to ascertain who and what the only

Steerage passenger was. I took my meals with the second and third

Iates, and we exchanged little conversation. I suppose they thought
Was sulky. Between meals T went on deck, and stayed there ; and
OF want of anything to do looked about me, and watched the men.
Ina few weeks after leaving land T became aware of several signifi-

Cant things. The first was that the officers never went forward alone,

and thyt, they were always armed ; then that they were gloomy, and

Seemed to he watehing the men. I noticed too—being so to speak,

dMong the sailors—that they whispered together a good deal. Among
e wag 5 young fellow of five-and-twenty or so, who seemed the

‘eader in the whisperings. He never passed another sailor without say-

Ing Somethingin a low voice'; and when he passed me, he had a way, which

e’fan%perated me, of grinning and nodding. He was a smooth-faced man,

With what seemed at first to be an upward twist of the right lip. This,

w i_Ch was the scar of a knife-wound, caught probably in some midnight
Tfnl, gave him a sinister appearance. His eyes were close together, and
Tight ; his forehead was high, but receding ; and he looked, in spite of
18 Sea-going dress, less like a sailor than any wan T ever saw afloat.
® he was handy aloft, or on deck ; and I have seen him on a windy
4y astride on the end of a yard, marline-spike in hand, doing his work

as fearlessly and as well as the best of them. Whatever the men whis-

Pered together, T made up my mind that this fellow was the leader ;

::kI read, out of my convict experience, in his face, that he was as
C less a ruffian as ever shook an unchained leg outside a gaol. Other

ngs T noticed. The boatswain, who at first seemed to spend his whole

cllne at the wheel, sometimes gave up his post to the fourth officer, and

Ame forward. Then there were no whisperings ; but the men kept aloof

”.Om. him, all but, Boston Tom, which was the name ofthe smooth-cheeked

;,:H?.n- Boston Tom always spoke to him, and spoke him fair, a(ldr(?ss-

Wfs m as “ Mister Croil.” Ben Croil, as T afterwards learned to call hu.n,

ang aman Of five-and-fifty or sixty years 'of age ; short of stature, thin

OvermFy ; his hair cropped close, 2.md quite gray ; his face ?overed all

after ‘t;llth crows’-feet ; his eyes, which he had a tmck of shutting up one
o @ other while he looked at you, of a curiously pale and delicate

as ir; d S & young man, Ben Croil must h.a.ve been singularly han‘dsome,
tr\lstese-d he was proud of telling. In his age he had a face’ W'hlch you

Presentl, and as fo.r his mind—but we shall come to old Ben’s mner—.self

Qarte, Y- For his sake I love and respect the rtace of boatS\.vam?,

na ma'Sb‘f'rS, and non-commissioned officers generally of Her Mz.\Jesty S
VY, and of al] the ships, steamers, and ocean-craft afloat. For if Mer-
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chant Jack is rude and rough, drunken and disreputable, his immediate
superior is, as a rule, steady as a lion, temperate as a Newfoundland dog,
and as true as the queen of my heart.

There was a ship’s boy on board—there always is. T have heard it
stated that the bodies of ships’ boys are inhabited by the souls of those
who were once cruel ships’ captains ; other people think that they are
possessed by the souls of ships’ provisioners, ships’ outfitters, pursers,
navy agents, and crimps. 1 do not know which is the true theory.
Both sides agree that the lot of all ships’ boys is miserable, that none of
them ever arrive at years of maturity, and that their sufferings, while in
the flesh for the second time, are regulated by the evil they wrought in
their former lives. Our boy was a curly-headed youngster of twelve ;
not a nice boy to look at, because he never washed, and was ignorant of
a comb. I soon found out that he not only knew what was going on in
the forecastle, but that he went aft, and told the boatswain everything
he knew ; so one day I got that boy alone, while he was coiling some
rope, and I said to him : “Dan, tell Mr. Croil that he may depend upon
me. [ know what you pretend to be so busy at the wheel for ; I guess
what you tell him ; and Thave seen you listening among the men. You
tell Mr. Croil that he may depend upon me if he wants me.” The boy
fell to trembling all over, and he looked around carefully to see if any
of the men were within hearing. As there was no one, he told me in a
quick, hurried way, that if he was found out he would be murdered ;
that there was a plot among the men, headed by Boston Tom ; and that
he told everything—that is, as much as he could learn—to the boat-
swain, also that the men knew perfectly well that the captain and the
officers were all armed to the teeth ; but that they were waiting for an
opportunity, and would make or find one before long, for they were all
mad to be back at the gold-fields.

Now this information, which corroborated my suspicions, served to
rouse me altogether from my brooding, and I began to think what a
selfish, heartless creature I must be to sit in the corner, and mope over
my own misfortunes, when there was this danger hanging over ship
and cargo. And being, as one may say, wide-awake again, of course I
remembered the young lady we had on board ; and my heart grew mad
to think of her falling into the hands of Boston Tom and his gang of
ruffians. So I was glad to think I had sent that message, and resolved
to do my own duty. However, there was nothing to do just then but
to wait until T should have a message from the boatswain; so I sat in
my usual place and waited.

The boy took my message, but no answer came that day at all. In
the night a strange thing happened. It was fair-weather sailing, with
the trade-wind blowing nearly aft, so that all sails were set, and the ship
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Slippeq through the water without so much as rolling. I was sound
asleep in the bunk, when I heard voices, as it seemed, in my ear. They
Were brought to me, I am sure, by a special act of Providence, for I
B&ver could understand, otherwise, how I managed to hear them. First,
there fe]] 5 faint buzzing on my ear, which I, being drowsy and heavy
to sleep, did not much listen to ; then T heard words plain, and I listened ;
'® conversation came to me in bits, but I made out enough. It was
e‘:ident that the crew intended to mutiny—to choose the very next
Mght, a5 1 gathered (but I was wrong), for their purpose, and to carry
& ship back to Australia, when thcy would scuttle her, and land as
Dear the gold-fields as possible. Once there they would separate ; and
%0 every man for himself. And then I heard my own name mentioned,
U I could not hear what was to be done with me. After that the
Voices were silent, and I lay awake thinking what to do next. Now,
1s sort of talk was not likely to make me sleep, therefore I got up,
Tessed quickly, and was ready, as well as broad awake, when, ha_lf an
.our later, just after one in the morning, I heard steps and a whisper-
Mg of men outside the door of my cabin, which was unlocked. “Tll
0 it a once,” T heard a voice say, which I thought I knew for that of
oston Tom, «T will do it at once ; and if anybody asks after him,
52y he must have fallen overboard. Where’s the spike ¢” One of the
W0 went away ; I heard his bare feet on the boards. I stepped lightly
Ut of the bunk, and put my hand upon my knife—such a knife as dig-
Eers ang up-countrymen used to carry—a knife that would do for any
PurPoSe; at all events, I would sell my life as dearly as I could. The
oor Opened, and I slipped to the side of the ecabin, which, as in most
Old-fashioned sailing-ships, was of a good size, though, of course, not a
State cabin, I could feel the breath of the murderer, as he pushed his
®ad in, and called me. It was afterwards that I remembered how
S Tange a thing it was he should know my real name, because I had
i 'Pbed under another. ‘¢ You, Warneford,” he said, in a hoarse voice,
88t up and come on deck. Wake up, do you hear ? Come out, forging
‘onvict, and see the captain. Sulkin’, are you? Then this will wake
YOuup.” I heard a hlow—two blows—on the pillows of the bunk, and
?teppmg swiftly behind him, I found myself on the forward companion
n _tOtal darkness. I knew where I was, however, and the way. As
?mck as thought I ran up the ladder and over the deck, breathing more
Teely.  Here I was safe, because it was not the watch of the men be-
W, and at Jeagt there were three hours left for consideration.
€re wag nothing unusual in my appearance on deck at night. The
as hot ang oppressive below ; on deck it was cool. I had often
ched mygelf on such nights on the tarpaulins, and slept as soundly
Pon them g i my cabin ; no one among the conspirators would think
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it strange to find me thus. Presently I pulled myself together a bit,
and made up my mind, things being as they were, to go straight to the
officer of the watch. He was walking up and down, a boatswain’s
whistle hanging round his neck. When he saw me, he held it in
readiness.

“ Murder on board, sir,” I reported as calmly as I could.

‘“ Ay, ay,” he replied. “Very like; go aft and see the bo’s'n.”

It was a strange reply, but I understood, later on, that it had been
already resolved to accept my services, and to trust me with firearms.
So when I went aft, the boatswain pulled out a revolver, a knife, and
some ammunition, which he had ready for me.

“ There,” he said, ““ do your duty by the ship, young fellow ; we shall
want you to-morrow night belike, or maybe sooner. But go below and
turn in.”

This I would not do. T waited for the officer, and begged him to listen
to me again, while I told him my story.

‘I take it, sir,” said the boatswain, “that they may try it on to-night.
It isn’t a bad dodge, you see, to get the day altered a bit in case of
treachery ; and if you'll allow me, sir, I'll tell off the passenger for the
young lady.” .

“Six pistols against twenty-five men,” said the officer. *I think we
can fight it out without waking the young lady.”

But the boatswain urged that he had got everything ready for her ;
that she would be frightened down below, and might come up on deck
in the thick of the fight, and get harmed ; so that it was finally resolved
to awaken her, and bring her up on deck.

“ Now, mister,” said the boatswain to me, “you look like a man
who’s got his eyes open, and his head set on right end up ; you listen to
me. When the young lady comes on deck, I shall put her in this boat.’
There was a gig hanging to the stern davits ; these were turned round
in readinesss for the boat to be lowered. If things go wrong, as they
will sometimes go in this world’s gear, lower away,” (he showed me the
rope) ““and sling yourself in after her ; then, if no one clse comes, cut
her adrift, because we shall be dead. When I whistle, or the chief
officer whistles, don’t wait not even for a parting shot, but lower your-
self away with her, and take your chance.”

The prospect of a fight steadied my nerves, and, after a careful ex-
amination of the rope, on which all might depend, and looking to my
revolver, which was fully loaded and capped, I began to feel excited.

All this took time, the fourth officer was giving orders to the men on
watch, which prevented them noticing me talking at the wheel ; and it
struck six bells, which was three o’clock in the morning, when I saw the
young lady dressed, and on the deck.
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“ What is it 2 she asked ; “tell me what is wrong, Mr. Croil.”

“Be brave young lady,” he said; “nothing is wrong, I hope, but
Plenty may be. Here’s the captain.”

Doticed the captain’s stern face as he came slowly aft, and I thought
3%, if the attack was made that night, some lives might be sent to a
Sudden reckoning. He was as steady as a rock.
“ Miss Flwood,” he said, “we expect a little mutiny, and we are quite
Teady for it ; but we have asked you on deck to keep you as safe as pos--
Sible, They have got no firearms, but we may have an ugly tussle. Let
e help you into the boat—so. There are rugs and wraps, and you
Tust 15k, yourself as cosy as possible. To-morrow morning, if we get
Safe}y through the night, we will have them in irouns; but if they try it
°8 to-night, we must fight them,” .
© young lady obeyed with a shudder, but said no word. The chief
OMcer with the third officer, was forward ; with himself was the second
Mate, ang behind him was the boatswain, steering the ship.
) How’s her head, bo’s'n 1”
‘ Nor.west by west, sir.”

“ And the trade straight as a line ; the ship may navigate herself for
balf an hour, What's that, for'ard ¢” he asked, pointing.

“ Mutineers,” said the boatswain quietly.

“Steady all,” said the captain. * You, sir”—he turned to me—* re-

ember your post.”

In the dim twilight of the starlit night, for the moon was down, I saw
cl‘eeping up the companion for'ard, one, two, three, half-a-dozen black
OMms.  With the others I watched and waited, my pulse beating quick-
o but my nerves, I think, steady. Then there was a shout and a rush.
€ heard the crack, crack of the pistols of the two officers forward, and
we_ Saw them retreating before the twenty desperadoes, who, armed with
NVes stuck on sticks, marline-spikes, and hatchets, pressed onwards,

aroar like so many escaped devils. The boatswain pushed me
ack a1 made a movement with the captain.
m ‘ . Your place, sir,” he said, *“ and remember the whistle ;" but I fired
shy Plstol once—for in the darkness T saw a figure creeping under the
ade of th, taffrail towards the helm. Perhaps it might be the leader
af(::ton Tom ; but I could not see. I fired and he dropped ; a moment
ro * I heard the whistle of the boatswain. In an instant I let go the

P and the hogt dropped swiftly into the water.

" all my life T ghall never forget that scene on the deck which I

izzoght 3s I sprang over the side and lowered myself hand over hand,
withthe 0at. The pistol-shots were silent mow, and it seemed as if,

ﬁght'a Mighty stamping and mad shouting, there were a dozen ﬁgu.res
'0g one, while the battle raged over the agonised forms of the dying



250 WHEN THE SHIP COMES HOME,

and the dead. Like a photograph the image was painted on my brain,
and has remained there ever since. Sometimes still, after all these years,
T awaken at night to hear the cries and oaths of the sailors, the crack of
the captain’s pistols, and to reproach myself for not having done more
to save the ship. But I did my duty.

The young lady was crouched, trembling, in the stern of the boat. I
reassured her with a word—there was no time for more, for almost as
soon as I reached the boat another form came hand over hand down the
rope, and I sprang up, pistol in hand, to meet him. But it was the
boatswain ; he had a knife, as he descended, between his teeth, and he
held the rope for a moment in his hand. Half-a-dozen faces appeared
in the blackness peering over the taffrail at him. The night air was
heavy with oaths, shrieks, and groans. « Villains, murderers, cut-
throats 1 he cried ; « you shall be hanged, every mother’s son. I
know your names—I've got your record in my pocket.” He severed the
rope with a dexterous sweep of his knife ; instantly the great ship
seemed half a mile ahead of us, as she slipped through the water before
the stroug trade-wind. The boatswain shook his fist at her, as if the
men on board could see and hear.

“There goes the Lucy Derrick,” he said, “as sweet a clipper as ever
sailed the seas, lost through a crew of mutineering, cut-throat villains.
They shall hang, every one—that’s settled—they shall all hang, if I hunt
them round the world.”

“ Where are the officers1” I asked.

“ Brained, all of them—knocked on the head, and murdered. There,
my pretty—there, don’t ery —don’t take on. If the captain’s gone, he
died in defence of his ship—gone to heaven the captain is, with his three
officers. In heaven this minute. They've no call to be ashamed or
afraid. Done their duty like men. No call ; else what good expecting
ofa man to do his duty? And as for us, we've got a tight little craft,
in the track of the clipper ships, or near it, with a supply of provisions
and water, and plenty of room on this broad ocean, in case bad weather
comes on. Now, mister—what's your name, sir ¢”

“ My name is Warneford,”

“Good, sir.  You'll allow me to command this craft, if you please,
through my being bred to the trade—not a gentleman, like you.”

“Yes; but perhaps I am not a gentleman,” I replied.

“Then you are a brave man ! cried the girl.  “I watched you from
the boat. I saw you shoot that man creeping along on the deck like a
snake. And I owe my life to you. and to Mr. Croil. But, oh! it seems
a poor and selfish thing to thank God for our lives, with all those good
men murdered.”

“Look ! ” cried Ben—I shall call him Ben for the future—« they’re
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boug ship, the lubbers! Who'll teach them to navigate the vessel !

Vell, they can’t sail over us, that’s one comfort.”

Tt was too dark for me to see more than the shape of the ship herself,
Standing out a black mass, with black masts and black sails, against the
SKY 5 but Ben’s practised eye discovered that they were endeavouring to
alter hey course, for some reason of their own.

We were tossing like a cockleshell on the water, which was smooth,
%ave for a long, deep swell. We were all three very silent ; and pre-
Sently T heard a noise.

“They are cruising in search of us,” said Ben ; ¢ see, they've reefed
all, Well, it is too dark for them to see us before daybreak, and if they
truise about till then—Mr. Warneford, you have your pistol!”

There was but one chamber discharged in mine ; Ben looked to his
OWu.  «We shall be able to speak a boat,” he said after awhile,  at far-
off Quarters or close ; and speak her we will to a pretty tune ; but, on
Such a night as this, they might as well look for King Pharoah’s chariot
38 for the captain’s gig. Heart up, my pretty ! We’ll stand by you ;
and in the morning we'll be off on another tack. Heart up !”

hen a curious thing happened—unlucky, as it seemed then. 1 have
®arned since—for my dear girl has taught me—to look onit as a special
grace of Providence. Suddenly—having been before in a black dark-
1eSSs—we became as it were the centre of a great light; all round the
0at there burst from the darkened bosom of the water lurid flashes of
e, the short, crisp waves, as they rose to a head, broke not in white
5ea foam but in liquid fire ; the swell of the ocean was like an upheaval
({f dull req lava; the sea was crossed and seamed with long lines of fire-
tke lightning, but that they remained or seemed to remain constant.

8 the bhoat rocked on the heaving deep the flames, red and blue, shot

“om her sides ; the skies, which were now overcast, reflected the light ;
€ winds had dropped, and nearer and nearer still we could hear the
rOPPing of the oars from the boat in search of us. It was the phos-
Phorescent, light of the Indian Ocean.

“Seems as if the Lord meant to have another life or two out of them
m}"dering mutineers,” said Ben. “Kind of beautiful, too, ain’t it,
g ¢ Lord, I've seen it off Peru, when there was no pirates and muti-
neers in chase, as bright as this! That was on board the Conqueror,

u“dred-and-twenty-gun man-o'-war ; and the chaplain preached next
Y on the Lord’s handiwork. Here they come, Mr. Warneford. Steady,
a0d ain g the bow-oar ; 1 take the stroke ; fire when 1 give the word,
a0d get the genlls ready in case of a miss.”
€Y were about a quarter of a mile astern of us, pulling up hand
over hand ; because we never attempted—being in such bright light —
to €scape by rowing,
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I sat in the bows, pistol in hand, Ben was in the stern, and the young
lady amidships.

They hailed us to stop rowing. We were not pulling at all, so that
N0 answer was necessary.

“ A hundred yards, as I judge. Sculls out, and pistol ready in hand,
Mr. Warneford. Don’t let them run us down. Now -give her head-
way ; so, when I say ‘Port, pull with your left as hard as you know,
ship the sculls, and let the bow-oar have il. St down, my pretty, shut
both eyes, and say your prayers for me and Mr. Warneford, 'cos both
on us needs them badly this very moment.”

“Boat ahoy !” It was the voice of Boston Tom, You, Warne-
ford! You, George Warneford, convict and forger ; 'vast rowing, and
give us up the bo’s’n and the girl, then you shall go free ; if you don't,
we will murder you as well as him.”

We made no answer.

The boat came near. It was rowed by four oars, and—as I supposed
—DBoston Tom was in the stern.

“Run them down!” cried one of the crew, with an oath. All the
time I was pulling quietly, so as to keep a steady way upon her.

“Port !” said Ben, suddenly.

T obeyed orders, and pulled my lefs. Instantly the gig swung round,
and the heavy ship’s boat shot past our stern ; and, as she passed, Ben’s
pistol fired once, and a yell of anguish told that the shot had taken
effect.

As for myself, I could not recover in time ; but one of the four oars
was disabled.

“Surrender ! ” shouted Boston Tom. “ Easy, bow 5 pull, two ; we'll
run them down. Surrender, you convict Warneford! If you won't
take those terms, I'll give you better. Come on board with me, and I'll
show you who really done it, and put you ashore safe and sound. Tl
give you your revenge ; I'll establish your innocence ; I'll —

This time, as they were turning, I let fly without orders, aiming at
the bow-oar; and I hit him somewhere, because there was another
yell.

They were within three-oars’ length, but lying broadside on.

“Pull back to your ship,” said Ben, “ pirates and murderers, lest we
take more lives! We've shot enough here for all your crew. Leaveus,
and wait for the time when I will hang you all !”

In their haste, they had forgotten to bring the officers’ pistols with
them. Perhaps they could not find the powder and shot. Anyhow,
there was not a sign or sound from the other boat, but the groaning and
cries of the wounded men; and, after a pause, we saw the two who
were left row back in silence towards the ship. That fight was over, at
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any rate, They passed away from the ecircle of phosphorescent light in
which we lay, and so into outer darkness.

hen we were silent for the space of an hour or more. The-phos-
rescence died away, and the stars came out again. Presently in the

e_i‘St appeared the first faint streak of dawn, and Ben Croil broke the
Silence,

bho

. “What was them words as Boston Tom addressed to you, Mr. Warne-
ord 1
“He called me convict and thief ; and he said No!” Here a
Sudden rush of thought filled my brain as I comprehended, for the first
Ume, al] the foree of what he did say, and I could speak no more,
“Convict! Thief!” Ben cried. “And you as steady as the best
an of us all! Done your duty like a man! Well—after that——

€ere "

Miss Elwood raised her head, and looked round in the gray of the
4WD.  She saw my shameful head bowed between my hands. Convict
and thiefy
I felt her gentle hand in mine as she murmured, “The night is far
sp.em; and the day is at hand ; let us thank God for our lives, and for
18 great gifts to man of courage and fidelity. Let us pray to Him
hever to let us forget this night, to forgive us all our trespasses, and to
elp us to forgive them that trespass against us.”
S0, in the lone waters of the Southern Indian Ocean, when the sun
c’ imbed up the rosy waves, the light fell upon a group of three in a
little boat, kneeling together, and glorifying God through the mouth of
at innocent, girl ; and of the three there was one at least whose heart
¥as humbled and softened.

“Amen ! 7 cried Ben Croil, clearing his throat. “And now we will
look about us.”

CHAPTER III1.
ST. PETER’S ISLAND,

W looked about us. The day was upon us, and the sun, just risen,
Wag already hot in our faces. The sea was calm, with a light breeze
]‘OWing from the trade quarter. The ship had disappeared.

“No sail in sight, nor any shore,” said Ben Croil, looking at a pocket
“Ompass. « Heart up, pretty.” That was what he always said. “ There's
Water on board, also provisions, though not what we might wish for the
tkes of you. I thought it might come to this, and I victualled her.

ere’s land on the weather bow, if the Lord let us reach it. Land—
4 island, g, Peter’s Island, where we'll be picked up when we get
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there. Mr. Warneford, sir, help me hoist the sail.” We carried a mast,
and one small sail: Ben managed the ropes, while I steered under his
orders. But first we rigged up, by means of the spare oar, some rough
kind of covering to protect our passenger ; and then we sailed on in
silence, wrapped in our thoughts, while the boat danced upon the waves,
leaving its little track of white foam behind it. A peaceful, quiet, and
happy day. Helen tells me that she was not afraid all that time, nor
was I.  We were in a little open boat on the open sea; we were de-
pendent fur our safety on the continuance of calm weather ; we were
dependent for landing anywhere on old Ben’s knowledge of the seas,
and recollection of the chart. He knew the latitude and longitude of
the boat, making allowance in dead reckoning for the time when we
left the ship, and he knew the latitude and longitude of the nearest
land. I drew a rough chart from his information on the back of a let-
ter which Helen had in her pocket. It had two places marked on it—
the position of the ship Lucy Derrick at noon, September 15th, 1851,
and the island of St. Peter. ¢

It was a rough-and-ready way of reckoning, but I managed to place
the position of the ship as near as possible where we left her, and Ben
began to study the chart.

“ Now, whether to put her head nor’-west by nor’, or give her an
extra point in a northerly direction, beats me quite. And there’s cur-
rents which, in these little, fair-weather crafts, we ain’t able to guard
against, and the wind, which beats her on and off like. But St. Peter’s
lies over there. Heart up, pretty. We'll fetch land to-morrow, with
the blessing of the Lord.”

It was Ben who served out the rations and the water, of which we
had a keg, besides a bottle of ram, and two or three bottles of wine,
which had found their way among Ben’s stores.

The sun went over our heads, and began to roll down into the west,
but there was no life upon the waters except ourselves ; no birds, no
great or little fish, nothing to break the solitude. At a little after seven
the sun went quite down, and in half an hour we were in darkness. The
breeze freshened, but Ben kept up the sail, till I told him that I was
dropping to sleep from sheer weariness. Then he took in the canvas,
and resumed his place in the stern. Like a thoughtless and ungrateful
wretch as T was, I threw myself into the bottom of the boat, and should
have been asleep in five minutes, but for our passenger, who called the
crew to prayers.

She was our chaplain, as well as our guardian angel ; her sweet voice
went up to heaven for us all as she sang the evening hymn. Then came
over me—the first time for five years—that old feeling which is always
new, that whether I lived or whether 1 died, all would somehow be
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Well; and with the feeling upon me I laid my tired head upon the
%ards, and was asleep in a moment.
It was far advanced in the night when I awoke to relieve Ben. He
ad stripped himself of his coat, and laid it over the shoulders of the
Sleeping girl, and was sitting in his shirt-sleeves. As I stepped lightly
Over her form to take the strings from his hand, he whispered me :
“Mate, was that true—them words as Boston Tom spoke in the.
boat 1>
“I have heen a convict,” I replied.
“How did he know that ?”
“1 cannot tell you ; I wish to Heaven I could.”
“What did he mean by saying he would tell you who really done it
Done what 7
“Donc the forgery for which I was condemned. I am innocent, Ben
Toll.  Before God, T am innocent.”
He was silent awhile.
“T can’t gee my way plain. One thing’s got to be said. We may
S8 about in these seas till our water’s gone ; we may get cast away ;
Ve may be wrecked. 1 ain’t so old but I can make a fight for life yet ;
and T ain’t g0 young but what I may look to be called first. You may
® Innocent of that there forgery, or you may be guilty. No concern
of Inine. Innocent or guilty don’t matter now ; and whichever way it
Were, Mr. Warneford, the guilt of puttin’ another man’s name to a bit
of Paper is like the guilt of a baby crying at the wrong time, compared
%o the guilt of ill-treating the sweet young lady.”
I pray God,” I returned, “ that He will deal with me in His wrath
1 should deal with her unworthily—that He will punish me afresh
OF the deed I never committed, if I prove myself unworthy of this.
charge_”
“That will do,” said Ben; ““and now we understand each other, T
hink turn in. Keep her head so. Steady.”
Llet him sleep till the day was high. When the first cold breeze of
€ Morning touched our lady’s face, she opened her eyes, and presently
%8t up beside me, and we talked.
That is to say, she talked. She told me about herself, how her mo-
°T was dead in England, and her father had taken her out to Australia
Ve or six years ago. He was a barrister by profession, but he had no
P.I'acti(;e’ and a very little money. So he went to Melbourne, bought a
Wtle piece of land with a log-house on it, and tried to practice there ;
“Bly 0o clients came to him, or very few, and it was an uphillfbattle he
3d to fight, then came the gold fever, and, like the rest of the world,
€ would be off to the diggings to make his fortune, while his child.
Was sent off home out of the way.
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All this history took a length of time to tell, and before it was done
old Ben woke up with a start. He looked round the sea, as if to make
-quite sure that we had not gone to the bottom in his sleep ; and then
nodding cheerfully to his charge and to me, began to scan the horizon
to the north and north-west.

“Land !” he cried, pointing to what seemed a little bank of cloud,
as big as a man’s hand, rising out of the circle of which we were the
centre. ‘“Land ahead of us. Land thirty miles off. Heart up, my
pretty, and a double ration for breakfast. Now, Mr. Warneford, the
breeze is light, but we'll up sail and make what running we can. May-
be by noon we must get the sculls out.”

Our captivity in the boat had been too short for us to feel any of the
sufferings or disappointed hopes, which make the story of a shipwreck
so often tragic. We had suffered nothing beyond exposure on a sum-
mer sea for four-and-twenty hours. But the certainty of a speedy
deliverance paled my cheek, and brought the tears to Miss Elwood’s
eyes.

“ Let us have morning prayers,” she said ; “ and thank God for this
deliverance.”

Ben Croil nodded. At the same time he cut an inch or so of tobacco
for a fresh filling, and winked at me as much as to say that we were
not out of the wood yet.

We were not, indeed.

The land, as we drew nearer, seemed a long and low islet, without
any hills, and covered with some sort of low-lying vegetation. It was
less than thirty miles from us, because while it was seven in the morn-
ing when it became visible, by ten we were within a mile, beating about
for the best place of landing.

“ The island of St. Peter ?” said Miss Elwood. “T never heard of
that island ; tell me about it, Mr. Croil.”

“No one ever heard about it,” said Ben, ¢ except them as made the
charts, because no one never goes there. But they pass by, do the ships,
and they will pick us up. It may be to-morrow ; it may be in a year’s
.time. It may be in ten years. The whalers have been known to touch
there, so there must be water ; and where there’s water there’s birds,
and where there’s water there’s fish ; and so what I says again is, Heart
-up, my pretty. Lauff, Mr. Warneford.”

There was a little creek, up which Ben steered the boat; it opened
into a round bay or harbour, capable of holding half the ships in the
world. On either side was the land, not in cliffs or hills, but in a low
table-land. In one place a little cascade, ten or twenty feet high, fell
into the blue water, with a rainbow hanging over it, and in another we
. saw the remains of a rude log-house, built out of boat-planks. To this spot
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We steered
Pulleq the
0“[‘ y()ullg

» and landed on a point of gray sand, up which we two men
boat high and dry above the tide. There we disembarked
lady. The first thing was to visit the log-house. The door
ad fallen from its rude hinges, which had been of leather ; there had
cen a rough kind of window-shutter, which now lay on the ground ;
a‘Td the roof, which could never have been weather-tight, was built up
With Planks, of which half-a-dozen had been blown off,
We looked inside.

D the floor lay a skeleton. Dressed in rough sailor’s clothes, the
ands in gloves, the feet in great boots—a skeleton. He lay with his
%ad upon his arm, as if he had given up the ghost painlessly. Beside

h.lm Were a chair, a rude sort of table, and a bed. Shelves had been
Mgged up in the walls of the house, and on these stood stores. There
Were bottles stil] full of rum, tins of provisions, cases of biscuits, cases
of andles—all sorts of things.
€ stood looking in horror at this spectacle of death, which greeted
S‘On our landing, as if it were a bad omen.

‘ €ad,” said Ben Croil. *Dead this many a day ; and no ships
“lcheqd hepe all the time. Well he's left his house to us, Mr. Warne-

» We must bury him somehow.”

« N I_ld are we to live here—here—-in the same house 1 cried Helen,
» 16 will be like living in a charnel house.”
0 it would ; but what were we to do?
tally we hit on a compromise. - We would take down the frame-
work, When we had buried the skeleton, and rebuild the house farther
e looked in the dead man’s pockets—there was not a scrap of
Paper g, identify him by, not any morsel of writing anywhere, to show
® Was, and what had been his history.

€0 Croil took the boots, the overcoat, and the gloves, as well as a

wi 0 and a purse, vontaining some English money. Then we dug,
1th the aid of a two-inch board, in the sand, and laid the poor bones
" Tost until the Tast Day. When we came back from our dreary job

ine ound that Miss Elwood had been weeping ; at least the tears stood

Tuy ®F eyes; but she brushed them away, and made herself helpful
SMI0g backwards and forwards to the boat and bringing up every-
g that she eould carry.

" house was not finished for several days ; but we made a tent for

and slept in front of it ourselves, so that no harm might come to

i EX0ept over our own bodies. In the day time we were busy build-

er s

flrg. e found 4 bag of tools, part of the bequest of poor Robinson
a;soe’ Which came in handy, as you may believe ; and on the fourth
w

®had as neat 5 house, twelve feet high, and in the inside fifteen by

te
D, a8 yoy could expect to find. There was but one room ; but we made
H
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two at night, by a curtain made out of the boat’s sail. And when the
house was finished, we sat down, and asked ourselves, What next.

Miss Elwood, while we were building, explored the whole island.
There was not much to explore. It was, as near as we could make out,
a mile long by half-a-mile broad. There were two springs in it, one
of which formed the little stream which poured its water into the bay
where we landed. There were multitudes of sea-birds running and fly-
ing about the place, whose eggs we took for our food. There was a
sort of wood in one place, the trees of which were so blown down and
beaten about by the wind that none of them were more than ten feet
high, while the branches were interlaced and mingled together in in-
extricable confusion. The middle part of the islet was, in fact, lower
than the edges, and covered with grass ; and at the western point there
stood, all by itself, a rock, about forty or fifty feet high, round which
hovered and flew perpetually myriads of birds.

1 found a way to the top of the rock, and planted there our signal of
distress—a long white streamer flying from the mast of the boat, which
we managed to stick pretty firmly into a cleft of the rock.

This rigged up, we settled down to our new life.

The manner of it was as follows :

We began with morning prayers, said by our chaplain. Then break-
fast. Then in fine weather, Ben and I went fishing in the bay—not
far from the land, you may be sure, because Helen begged us, with tears
in her eyes, not to risk being carried out to sea, and leaving her alone
upon the island. When we had luck, we would bring home enough
fish for dinner and breakfast too. On such days we were sparing with
our stores. Then for dinner, besides the fish, we had sea-birds’ eggs:
strong in taste but not unwholesome, boiled or fried ; and sometimes,
to vary the diet, wefknocked down the birds themselves and roasted them-
For firewood we_ had our little coppice to hack at. Our supper was the
same as our dinuer ; and, as the evenings soon grew cold and chilly, wé
used, after supper, to sit all three together round the fire of logs, and
talk till Ben gave the word to turn in. Then evening prayers and sleep
till dawn.

Sitting before the fire in these long evenings of winter, when we did
not care to waste our little stock of candles, it was natural that W€
should get to know each other, and it stood to reason that I should b
asked to tell my story over and over again. At first I could see that
old Ben distrusted me. A convict, he thought, must needs be a thief:
Flse how should he be a convict ¢ He trusted me, however, with the
young lady ; he could depend upon me for my share of duty. But that
story of innocence was, for a long time, too much for him ; and it was

a joyful moment foryme when, one evening, Ben held out his hand 0
me.
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“Theer,” he said, “I can’t help it ; I've tried hard to help it, but I
't My lad, you are as innocent as T am. You could not steal if
You were 1o try. Show me the man as says you could ! ”
went, through it all from the beginning, picking up a thread. hexje
a forgotten detail there. Miss Elwood, listening, was putting it
%8ether, until she knew as much as T knew myself,
en Croil, taking small interest in the details, contented himself with
® Main facts, Tt was enough for him that a great crime had been
committed, and the wrong-doer never punished. While we talked in
98¢ long winter evenings, he sat silent in his own corner, with his
tad against the wall, until the time arrived when he could smoke the
one half Pipe which he allowed himself for a daily ration.
And the story came to this. I tell it here because it was told so
often during our stay on the island.
1 Friday morning, August 18th, 1846, I went as usual to the office
OWer Thames-street, being then a clerk in the firm of Batterick &
Aldwin, of five years’ standing, getting on for one-and-twenty years of
38e, in the receipt of a salary, handsome for my age and standing, of a
Undred anq twenty pounds a year. I lived just south of the Borough,
“tWeen the church and Kennington-common, having my little sister
Uth wity me in lodgings. Ruth was at school all day, but had tea
Teady for me when Iieaoched home, which happened, unless a press of
Work kept me longer, not later than six. After tea T went through her
Ussons iy the child, and at nine o’clock she went to bed. In those
n?'y S 1t was reckoned a bad sign for a young City man to be out late ag
ght, or ¢, smoke, or to frequent taverns ; and there were no music-
al%s Or such places. Day after day that was my simple life. A week’s
‘rl Y in the autumn gave me a run with Ruth to Herne Bay or
fat;Vefzend, just to smell the sea. There were a few old friends of my
TS whom we visited at regular intervals. 1 knew nothing of the
ations anq vices of the great city, and was as unsuspicious of them
in f(‘;t'hey did not exist, That was my life. The life of a hard-work-
8 City clerk, hoping by long years of patient work to rise to the
8her levels of good salary and complete confidence. As I have said

aboy . . .
foa‘ & I haq already risen above the heads of some, my seniors in point
ge.

ang

1ssip
as

" I‘ifiay Morning, August 18th, 1846, I was at the office door when
© City clocks

Strok began striking nine. I was at my desk before the last
win : of the last clock had ceased. At ten I was sent for ; Mr. Bald-
han’ny ;’Ozhlef Partner, wanted me. He was busy when I went in, and

ich ; ed up. He had a message of some importance to give me,
11t woulq have taken time to write. He explained the circum-

n . .
%8 at fu]) length, and instructed me as to the form in which T was



260 WHEN THE SHIP COMES HOME.

to set them forth. He was a precise gentleman, and liked to have
things put in language as definite as possible. When I quite under-
stood what I was to say, and how I was to say it, I asked him if there
was anything else I could do for him. He looked round, and taking an
envelope which lay at his elbow, half opened it and handed it to me.

“You may cash that little cheque for me, Warneford, if you will be
so kind,” he said. “I will take it in gold.”

I took the envelope, without looking at the contents, and went away.

After executing my first commission, and receiving a satisfactory
answer, I returned to the office, and my foot was on the threshold
when I suddenly remembered the, cheque. It was lucky, I thought,
because Mr. Baldwin was in the clerks’ office, and with him a gentle-
man, who I remembered afterwards was one of the partners in the firm
of Sylvester, Cayley & Co., our bankers. I ran to the bank as fast as
I could,threw the envelope across the counter, and said, * Gold, please,”
as I pulled out my handkerchief and wiped my forchead, for the day
was hot.

The clerk opened the cheque, looked at me with surprise for a moment,
and then left the counter, while he went first to the door, and said some-
thing to the porter, and then walked into the inner room. He came
back to me after two or three minutes, and said, “ You must go inside,
please ; go quietly. It's all up at last.”

Now I declare that I knew no more what he meant than a child, but
I supposed there was some message for Mr. Baldwin, and I went into
the inner room, filled with clerks, where the real business of the bank
was transacted. Everybody looked at me oddly, as I walked to the end
at which the partners and managers were to be found. One of them
seemed to be waiting for me ; he pointed to a chair,

“Sit down,” he said, ‘‘and wait.”

The tone of his voice was not encouraging, but I obeyed and waited-
Not a thought crossed my brain that there was or could be anything
wrong.

In ten minutes or so a policeman appeared, and I understood I was t0
go with him.

I thought it must be as a witness, and it was not till I was at the
Mansion House that I knew I was arrested on a charge of forgery.

I laughed ; it was so absurd that T langhed.

¢ Send for Mr. Baldwin,” T said.

They put me in the dock for the preliminary examination. M
Baldwin gave evidence. He was shaken and agitated ; he would no
look me in the face. He broke down once or twice with emotion, bub
his evidence was clear. It had been discovered a day or two before thal
a system of embezzlement, by way of forgery, had been in practice foF

R
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SOme months, The signature of the firm had been forged by some one
V80 knew how to imitate the handwriting of Mr. Baldwin. A sum—in
a dMounting to upwards of nine hundred pounds—had been thus
ra“dlllently obtained. To stop the forger, Mr. Baldwin had been asked
¥ the bank to add a private mark to his name. On this morning he
d placeq in my hands, he said, an envelope containing a cheque for
Welve pounds, with his signature having the private mark, and he had
ed me to cash that cheque at the bank. He swore positively that he
3 drawn that, cheque, and no other, the day before—the counterfoil
Proveq thatﬁyet the cheque I presented was for eighty pounds, and it
ad o the private mark.
bServe, now, how the evidence grew more and more circumstantial.
ad one cheque given me ; I presented another. Doubtless I must
Ave torn up the first on the way. Then an important circumstance. I
‘ame hyck from executing my commission, but did not cash the cheque,
80t as far ag the door of the office ; I was seen to look in and retreat
Uriedly.  Mr. Baldwin was in the clerks’ room, with one of the part-
Ners of the bank. I walked fast, or rather ran, to the bank. 1 presented
¢ cheque for eighty pounds in a quick, anxious way, and I asked for
€ whole amount in gold. Naturally it was assumed that I was going
to abscond wigh the proceeds of my last forgery. In fact, no question
at? all was raised as to my guilt ; that was concluded from the very be-
g"}“ing. The Lord Mayor refused bail, and I was sent at once to the
Prison, which I only left in order to be tried and convicted.
3t was the story. I told it again and again, while the wood fire
Tackleq op the hearth. Miss Elwood asked me for every detail ; she
talkeq the matter over and looked at it in all its lights, but she always
“AMme back to one point,
q “Mr, Baldwin gave you a cheque which he had drawn the day before.
W could he swear that the envelope had not been changed by some-
One glgq g7
And there was - another point. It was assumed, though the charge
3 not Pressed, that I had been the forger in the preceding frauds.
chow N0 clerk could swear that I had presented any other of tlTe forged
ineqlles. Also it was proved in the defence that my life was quite qulet,
nOCent:’ and simple. Every hour of my day was laid open for the jury.
:r: Motive wag discovered for the circumstance, no secret source of ex-
eon‘l’ag.ance Was ascertained ; and it was found that the frands had been
n_"t‘ted by means of a cheque-book-—got Heaven knows where —not
ouit ™1 the possession of Mr. Baldwin. No attempt was made to find
how 1 could have obtained another cheque-book.
Bug ¢y,

e o ¢ were trifles light as air in comparison with the weight of
Circumstanceg against me.,
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Always Miss Elwood came back to the same point.

“Who could have changed the envelope with Mr. Baldwin’s cheque 1”

I do not say that the discussion of my story occupied the whole of
our time on the island of St. Peter. We had work to do all day, and
were often glad to turn in soon after dark. In the summer we walked
and talked outside, and we were always looking for the ship that was
to give us our release.

At first we looked with certainty. Every morning I climbed up the
rock, and looked round on the broad bosom of the sea. Every morn-
ing I made the same gesture of disappointment. In a few months we
got to look upon deliverance as a thing possible, indeed, but far off.
After two years we no longer dared to hope. In the third year we
sometimes looked at one another with eyes which said, what the tongue
dared not utter, “ We are prisoners here for life.”

Our stores by this time had well nigh vanished, save a few bottles of
wine kept for medicine, the only medicine we had. Old Ben was fain to
smoke a tobacco compounded of herbs which he gathered and dried. We
had learned by this timethe resources of ourisland, and knew exactly what
variety it afforded, and what was best for us to eat. There was plenty,
such as it was. The birds did not desert us, nor the fish ; there were
eggs, there was a kind of wild lettuce, there was an abundance of fresh
water, and there was still a tin of biscuits for Miss Elwood in case she
might take a dislike, as happened once, to the simple food of ourisland
life. 'We fell into the way by degrees of arranging our days, as if there
was never to be any change. For myself I almost think now that, but
for one thing, I did not want any so far as I was concerned. The one
thing was that T had come to an understanding with Miss Elwood. It
grew up by degrees. It was long before I ventured to tell her what I
felt. The words were forced from me one night when, old Ben being
asleep on his stool, with his head against the fire, my sweet mistress
was more than usnally kind.—if it were possible for her to be kinder at
one time than at another—and I was more than usually forgetful of my
condition. I remember—as if I should ever forget that moment !—that
I took her hand as it lay upon her lap, and held it in mine while 1
looked in her soft, sweet hazel eyes. I saw by the look in those eyes
that she knew what I was burning to say, and I waited for the least
token, any hint, that I was not to say it. It was a night in our winter,
the English July ; outside the hut, the wind whistled and the rain fell.

I told her in three words what I had to say, and I was silent again-
She said nothing, and I kissed her hand.

“ Speak to me, darling, speak !” 1 whispered ; ““if it is only to for-
bid me ever again to tell you what I feel.”

“ George,” she replied, bending low towards me, so that I felt her
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iWeet breath, and caught the glow of the fire upon her blushing cheek,
We have been together more than two years ; we have learned to read
€ach other's souls. My bheloved, if you have learned to love me, who
M T that T should not learn to love you in return? Tell me what is
"1ght to o, No, not now—not to-night ; think it over and tell me to-
morrOW.n
. L passed that night in sleepless thought. Had I done wrong in speak-
g my mind 7 And yet if we were to spend our lives in this forlorn
an Castaway condition ! Could Helen marry me, if we were back in
Lelbourne of in London? With what face could I ask it; how go to
er father ; how dare even to lift my eyes towards her? But here it
Was differens ; and in the morning I came to some sort of conclusion.
told hey what T thought was right for us both to do. I would not
accept the great sacrifice of an engagement from her. 1had been wrong,
Pel:haps’ in telling her my love, but it was too Jate to retract that. 1f
Telief caipe to us speedily, she should be free; if none came within
& year, e would marry on the island ; but should we before that time
€ taken from the place, we should only marry should it please God to
ma "¢ Wy innocence plain before all the world.
She accepted my conditions, She said that she would marry me
0 and where T pleased, but for the sake of her father. If we got
Safe o England my character should be cleared, if that might be, for my
OWh sake.  She knew me, she said, and that was enough.
€ were happier, I think, after that. I began almost to hope even
1at no ship might come before the end of the year ; but one day—it
Vanted byt 4 month of the time—1 saw, with a heart full of conflicting
emotions, a whaler steering straight for our island. Ben Croil rushed
:11) to the signalrock, and began waving his streamers with frantic
louts,
Helen ang 1 looked at each other, and the tears came into my eyes.
“ elen,” | said, I am going back again to the world as a returned

€onyj
“Vlct,, I have lost you for ever.”
No, noy» she cried, throwing herself into my arms. * Never,
e()l'ge_

We will work together to solve this mystery; and if it is
Neyep solved, my love and my husband, the Lord will find out a way.
by wait and trust ; and if the worst comes to the worst—if we are
nt?ver to marry —we shall be brother and sister always. But in all this
v:)l‘:le’ world, do not forget that there is only one man whom I can ever
e.”
And here Ilay down the pen, and leave another to tell the story of
W the sword of honour was restored to me.
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CHAPTER 1IV.
DANCING AND DEPORTMENT,

So far in the heart of the City as to make one doubt whether it has not
got clean beyond the heart, and gone over to the other side, stands a
street of private houses, at sight of which the rarve and casual stranger
wonders what manner of people they be who dwell therein. Their only
knowledge of London squares and the aristocracy must be derived from
America-square, to which the street is a near neighbour. Their know-
ledge of life must be taken from the Docks hard by, and from the
Thames, which bears, within a stone’s-throw of their doors, its fresh
freights from India and far Cathay. They have the Tower of London
for a subject of perpetnal contemplation ; and by penetrating Thames-
street they may sometimes make acquaintance with the exteriors of
those who come from the unknown glories of the western land— from
the golden Belgravia and the ducal meadows of fair Tyburnia. But
wherever they fare in search of the unknown and the picturesque, their
lives are settled where there is a steady calm in the midst of turmoil.
The outer world seems not to belong to them, nor its troubles ; its flercer
joys they know not; the battle rages round them, hut not in their midst ;
and the citizens who dwell in Yendo-street are a peaceful folk, mostly
poor, and nearly all contented. Half way up the street, on the left-hand
side, is a house which, exactly like the rest in all other respects, differs
from them in a lonk of extreme cleanliness, which, with a freshness of
green paint, makes it stand out from the neighbours as a house which
claims the attention due to respectability of a high order. On the do-r
is a large brass plate, on which is inscribed, ¢ M. Lemire, Professor of
Dancing, Calisthenics, and Deportment ;” and on a large card in the
front window appears the same statement, followed by the daring asser-
tion that *“ References are permitted to the highest Nobility, Gentry, and
Proprietors of Schools in the Kingdom.” Side by side with this placard
was another of smaller dimensions, with the simple word ¢ Lodgings”
upon it ; for Professor Lemire added to his artistic pursuit the business
of letting lodgings, whenever lodgers should be induced by the voice of
fame, or by a calm consideration of the advantages of the sitnation, to
settle for a time in the neighbourhood of America-square, It is proper
to explain that hitherto—that is, since the hoisting of the placard, which
was in a manner a flag of distress—no lodger had yet knocked at the
door except one, and he had been, financially speaking, a failure. So the
professor, albeit retaining the placard, thought little of his lodgings, and
looked to his art for daily bread.

Art, however, at the Fast-end of the City makes a precarious liveli-
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0d ; there were a few private schools, where the professor’s services:
Were required at a very moderate remuneration, and a sprinkling of’
Pupils could be got together t5 form a winter class, to which he yearly
Ooked forward with hopes always doomed to disappointment. The dap-
Per little dancing-master made out of all a very slender income indeed,
and the family table was frugal all the year round. The professor was,
0 thig Year 1855, of which we write, between forty and fifty years of
age_ His father and his grandfather had been dancing-masters before
.“f‘; in the same neighbourhood, when there were yet wealthy merchants
'Ving there, and dancing was a serious accomplishment. His son Rupert,
€ said, should try other fields ; but for him—his lines were fixed. Pro-
8s0or Lemire was of Huguenot descent, and among the family treasures
Was the olq sword which had been drawn at the great siege of La Rochelle ;
ut al] the warrior blood must have been exhausted at the period when
the professor saw the light, for a more soft-hearted, tenler, and sympa-
etic Creature did not exist. He was a small, thin, and wiry man ; he
ad a clean-shaven face, bright black eyes, and black hair ; he dressed in
black t00, with clothes fitting tight to his elastic limbs ; and he had one
bet Vanity—he was proud of his irreproachable linen. Madame Lemire
Vas an Euglishwoman, who had conquered the youthful professor’s heart
Y an extraordinary devotion to his own art, in which, however, her suc-
888 wag byt moderate. She was taller, and a greater deal heavier than
er husband, whose genius she worshipped ; she was also as tender-
arted.  And she was prolific; no fewer than twelve children graced
the board on which the family meals were spread, and often spread in a
unsj“tisfactory manner. The children were all named in accordance with
3Ncient Huguenot custom—either after old leaders of the cause, or after
d‘le Bible. The boys were Rupert, Gaspard, Moise, Elie, and so on ; the
fg'zﬁs Were Antoinette, Charlotte, Rebekah, and Marie. They were care-
Y nstructed in the religion and language of their ancestors, so that

€Y were bilingual, and talked French as well as English. They were
ari,o ;rained. to consider that the queen and empress of all arts was the
aimzd dancing ; that to dance well was a gift given to few, but to be
at by all ; and that their father was the greatest living master of

© Mmystery. The eldest of them, Rupert, promised to surpass his sire.
efore he could walk he could dance. Before he could talk he showed
capabilities with his legs, which brought tears of joy to his father’s eyes.
per:i bf}fore }.1e knew that speech may‘ be represented, for purposes of
alpha?)smn’ history, deceit, or love-making, by certain symbols call.ed the
heightet’- Rupert Lemire could reach a foot :and a half above his own
only Vf’lth either toe, right or left; could lift either l'eg—not one leg
e 1; ind You—over the head of every boy his own height ; and could
every limb in his body as if it were an independent organ ; free to

al
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act exactly as it pleased, and unfettered by any of the ordinary laws of
anatomy. He was taller by four or five inches than the father, He
was eighteen years of age. There was nothing in the whole mystery of
dancing which his father had to teach him ; there was no harlequin at
Christmas pantomimes at whom he did not secretly scoff in considering
his own powers. He regarded dancing as the highest of all the arts, as
has been said ; and yet there was one thing wanting. Much as he
loved the art, he loved the ocean more—that is, he burned to love it
more, because he had never seen it ; and it went to his parents’ hearts to
see the boy of so much promise rejoice in putting off the tight profes-
sional pants, and rush to the docks among the ships and sailors, clad in
a suit of blue flannels, trying to look like the oldest of salts.

The second in order to Rupert was Antoinette. If it may be spoken
of Mademoiselle Lemire with all respect, she was for elasticity and
mastery over her joints almost the equal of Rupert. She was seventeen,
and her function was to go to the lady’s school with her father, and help
in teaching the girls. She was a great favourite, hecause, when she
could get a clear stage, and no eyes but the girls’ to watch her, she would
execute all sorts of impossible things in dancing by herself. A clever
girl, she had received from nature a mobile and sympathetic face—a face
which exactly reproduced that of the first Lemire, hanging on the wall,
the banished Huguenot; this old fellow, with the face which tried to be
grim and was brimming over with fun. In fact Antoinette, who was
like Rupert, a dancer born, resembled Michel Lemire, formerly merchant
of Saintes, as much as a daughter can resemble her fother. As for the
other children, they were like each other, in being one and all passion-
ately fond of dancing. When ordinary children would have played
games, the little Lemires played at dancing. When there was no school,
the professor taught his children ; all day long the sound of the kit was
heard from the class-room, and the beating of the childish feet upon the
floor, as one after the other practised, and was instructed.

There was one other inhabitant of the house, a young lady, a girl of
Rupert’s age, that is one year older than Nettie Lemire, and three years
older than poor little Charlotte—the cripple of the family-—a bright-
faced, brown-eyed, brown-haired maiden, of tall and lissom figure, bright
of eye, ready with speech and smile, happy in little things, the real sister
of the children, the real daughter of the professor, the hand of madame.
Her name was Ruth Warneford. Eight years before this date, when
she was a child of ten years old, she was brought to the house by a ser-
vant, who said he came from the house of Batterick and Baldwin, that
this was the child about whom the correspondence had taken place, and
that the box contained all her things. So she was left. At that time
a dreadful thing had happened to the child, but she was too young yeb
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quite to realize how dreadful a thing it was. She had lost her only
tother, When she grew older and began to understand things, she
comprehended that he had disgraced himself and was sent to prison;
% 10 one told her the story. It was Mr. Baldwin, the man whose
lame George Warneford had forged, who took her, friendless and
esel.‘ted, from the lodgings in Kennington, and sent her to Professor
elire tg he brought up with his children. He left her there because
¢ found she was well treated and happy ; and when she grew older he
8ave her caution, which appeared to the little girl harsh and stern—
Never to breathe a word of her brother, never to think of him, and never
0. 10pe to see him again, The child obeyed, and among the other
childrer, only spoke of her brother, if she spoke of him at all, as one who
haq « gone away.” She was grown up now, and she knew, alas!
Whithep he had gone. He had not passed away from her heart, but he
Was become a name, the mention of which touched some forgotten chord,
and brought a feeling of ineffable sadness upon her soul. But that was
Seldom,
. Ruth was at work now. She was a governess, earning her own little
Income, apq paying the good people who were her second parents her
OWn share of the household expenses. Mr. Baldwin wished her to be
“dependent,  « You will be happier so,” he said ; © work is good for
€soul. T hear nothing but good of you, youung lady ; work hard, and
€at the bread of industry. If you fall into ill-health, if you meet with
any haq fortune, if you fail through any misfortune, come at once to me.
Wish tg help you, for the sake of your father, and of one "—here the
old man’s voice faltered for a moment— “ one who was dear to me years

zéoé and who promised great things; but the promise was not kept.
0

bless you, Ruth Warneford !”
© girl understood that it was her brother—he who was gone—
hom Mr. Baldwin had once loved, and she went away shamefaced, So
2t the shadow of this crime rested on many hearts. The wreck of
€ poor human ship upon the ocean of life sometimes drags down with
1t 5o Many others ; the sudden storm in which George Warneford went
¥ disabled half-a-dozen gallant craft,
© Ruth Warneford became a visiting governess. The neighbourhood
6 Amel‘i%lrsquzure would not at first sight appear to offer the most de}-
rable Opening for such a profession. But then, if your ambition is
ounded by the sum of eighteen pence an hour at the outside ; if you
© ot ming trudging a mile or two from house to house; if you
T ready to begin work at eight, and to leave off at six ; if you do not
aoa f O pupils more genteel'than the children of respectable tradesmen ;
nd if you have youth and hope ;—you may find America-square by no
#8108 a baq Place as a base of operations. Ruth not only toiled all day

&)
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when clients came, but, when business was slack, filled up her time by
teaching the younger members of the Lemire family ; and the earnings
of the girl were useful, and helped out the income of the family. In-
deed, had it not been for Ruth, the dinner of soup and vegetables must
have been exchanged for the dinner of dry bread ; for times were grow-
ing very hard with the professor. A dreary life for the girl ! hard work
from morning till night ; and yet she endured it, and was happy. She
had no holidays, and never went anywhere; still she was happy—happy
until one day which shattered her little Castle of Delight.

It happened through her taking the post—which she thought great
promotion—of organist to St. Ethelred’s Church.

CHAPTER V.

MY BROTHER'S SIN.

As organist of St. Ethelred’s, Ruth had the privilege of practising in the
church on such afternoons as were available. She used to secure the
services of one of the younger Lemires, generally Charlotte, as blower;
and it was at such times her rarest pleasure to sit before the grand
old organ for long hours, playing till the evening shadows turned the
obscurities of the old church into deep blackness, and softened the stiff
outlines of the kneeling marble figures. St. Ethelred’s is a church
spared by the Great Fire, and half forgotten when it was a mark of
grace to destroy the images of the dead. Here lie the mortal remains ot
many a dead lord mayor and alderman ; here, kneeling gravely opposite
each other, are the effigies of knight and dame ; here is a crusader with
his legs crossed ; here is the mitred abbot, the crozier turned away from
his face to mark that he was no bishop, but greater than bishop in the
administration of his immense revenues ; here are monuments of all the
centuries, from the fourteenth, stiff and mannered, but with lace-like
delicate tracing, and once with bright colours, now all faded and for-
gotten, to the sprawling, tasteless tomb of the last century. There will
be no more monuments in the old church, and, in course of time, the
desecrating hand of the City architect will remove the venerable stones
and the monuments, to make room for a new street, or to build new city
offices. But foremost among the tombs at present, is that of old Alder-
man Sowerbutts. St. Ethelred’s is, as an uneducated describer might
fairly put it, two churches side by side. The scanty congregation sit
in the right-hand church, which faces the altar, and in the north side
stand the tombs, except a few of the older ones, which are in the south
wall.  The tomb of Alderman Sowerbutts occupies a large part of the
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orth aigle to itself. It is a striking monument, containing many tons
f’f marble, and surrounded by gilt railings. The worthy alderman died
In the year 1691, just about the period when benevolence, as shown in
€ establishment of almshouses and institutions of charitable education,
Was invented. By his will he directed that the bulk of his fortune
should be expended in the maintenance, first, of houses for the reception
of twelve widows of liverymen from his own guild ; and, secondly, of a
School where twenty boys and twenty girls, born in the parish of St.
thelred, should receive a sound Protestant education, free of all charges.
is was very noble, and pleased everybody, except the lawful heirs of
Alderman Sowerbutts, who, for some generations afterwards, gnashed
their teeth when they passed the church of 8t. Ethelred. There was
another provision in the will of the testator, by which it was directed
that the rector of the parish, accompanied by his churchwardens, one of
is trustees, the clerk, the schoolmaster, and six of the boys, should,
Once 5 Yyear, visit the church, open the tomb, and satisfy themselves that
'6—the deceased alderman—was actually there in the flesh, and not re-
Moved. Why this mortal dread of being taken out of the grave
assailed the alderman, it is impossible to explain. But the fact is so,
and unti] 5 very few years ago the annual procession was made with
8reat solemnity.
he church, old as it was, standing two feet below the street level,
and four feet below the level of its little churchyard, piled high with
the dugt of five-and-twenty articulately speaking generations, was Ruth
.Tarneford’s private sanetum, when she could spare an hour. She and
little Charlotte, the lame girl, would sit in the quiet old place hy them-
selves, alone and silent, watching the light from the painted windows
Play upon the deserted aisles, or talking in whispers, or the child would
Pump the bellows while Ruth played. They let themselves into the
Church by the vestry-door, and were secure against any chance visitors,
While the busy city rushed to and fro among the alleys outside. No
tural corner of green England, no country churchyard in the wildest
Ountry district could match the solitude and loneliness of this old City
blace of worship, on any afternoon in the week.

Sta.y, there was one visitor. Ruth Warneford kept her Saturday after-
Noons for organ practice ; any other day’s freedom was a holiday, to be
Sure, byt 4 holiday which made an inroad into her slender purse.

wenty years ago the Saturday half-holiday was a thing just beginning
to be talked about. Shops would not hear of it ; merchants, as a rule,
“hought, jt 4 robbery of time due to them. Clerks hardly hoped to get
. Byt there was one clerk at least, John Wybrow by name, a member
of §, Ethelred’s choir, who must have got his Saturday ha.lf-holiday
Tegularly, He never missed looking in at the church at four o’clock on
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that day, when Ruth was playing over the hymns for the next day’s
service, and poor little Charlotte sat behind, plying the pump-handle,
with an attentive eye to the position of the little ball at the end of the
string, and listening while the roll of the mighty music echoed along
the walls, and high in the rafters of the roof.

John Wybrow came every Saturday for nearly a year. It was natural
that he, being a member of the choir, and their most useful tenor —in
fact their only tenor—should like to try his part over beforehand ; and
who so able to help him as the organist? The visit might therefore be
regarded as official, and performed in the discharge of duty. So far it
was praiseworthy. Ruth, who was not yet eighteen when she hecame
organist, at a salary of twenty pounds a year, at first regarded the ap-
pearance of the tenor, who was then about twenty-two, entirely in this
light, being in no way put to confusion by the fact that he was young,
good-looking, and of the opposite sex. Rath had nothing to do with
the foolish thoughts which such a fortuitous conenrrence of qualities too
often engenders. Her life was full of real business. Then, when the
exercises were finished, when Ruth had played over two of her pleces,
while John Wybrow sat beside her and listened, what could be more
in accordance with the dictates of natural politeness than that he should
walk home with her, and help little Charlotte, who had to walk with a
crutch, across the streets ¢ It was not far to the professor’s, and John
Wybrow having succeeded somehow in getting inside the house, grew
to abuse this privilege, by staying to tea every Saturday evening. The
whole family of the Lemires liked him except one.  Rupert, the eldest,
for some reason of his own, chose to take offence at his coming, and in
confidence to Antoinette, expressed his conviction that Mr. Wybrow
was a puppy.

On those evenings this simple family got through their bread and
butter and tea with mirth and merriment.

And after the tea, of course, they would have a dance.

None of your meaningless scampers & deux temps, as was then the new
fashion in frivolous England. Not at all. The professor, with grave
air, assumed a violin in place of the usual ki, took up a position in the
corner, and looking solemnly round, named the dances and the dancers.

“ Minuet de la Cour—Mr. Wybrow and Miss Warneford.”

Then would John Wybrow, with Castilian courtesy, lead Ruth, as
grave as if she were dancing before a court, to her place, and with her
go through the stately steps, while the children seated round criticised,
not unkindly, but with severity. This was not a rehearsal, but a per-
formance, and the professor permitted himself no observations. The

minuet concluded, the performers sat down, amid a chorus of remarks.

and commentaries.

iy
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“Pas de fascination—Mademoiselle Antoinette Lemire.”
hen would burst upon the ever-delighted gaze of the children, their
Eldest sister, in a miraculous robe of white muslin, clad in which, as in
a"do‘ld of glory, she displayed miracles of art. There were no criti-
SIsms upon her, only a rapturous round of applause, when, with parted
Ps, bright eyes, and panting breath, she finished the last pirouette as
g"acefully as Fanny Elsler herself.
“La Tarantula—Monsieur Rupert Lemire and Mademoiselle Antoi-
Rette Lemipe,”
“Danse des Exilés, Souvenir de la Rochelle.”
his was a dance invented by the first Lemire who took to the dancing
Profession. Tt was executed first in solo, and then in full chorus, by the
amily altogether, assisted by Ruth and John Wybrow. Perhaps this.
Rished ghe performance ; perhaps there was a simple waltz ; perhaps,
05 at this juncture John Wybrow remembered that he had taken the
1berty of ordering a few oysters for supper, and so on ; the party finish-
ng, as it began, in simple mirth and happiness, for Ruth was yet in
At dreamy state of uncaleulating happiness—a happy Fool’s Paradise
of Innocence—to waken out of which is to realize one’s humanity, with
all itg complicated forces of past, present, and future, its dangers and
%S passions,  John Wybrow, during all these times, never told the girl
8 he loved her. Yet his hand-pressure grew always warmer, his
Voice grew always softer, his eyes rested always longer upon Ruth’s fair
€ad, anqd he became every week more and more the brightness and joy
of her life. T this does not constitute love on both sides, what does ?
& the girl never thought of anything being said to alter the sweetness
s innocent pastoral ; and the young man, for some reason, refrained
m Speaking the word which should break the spell.
ut the spell was broken, and rudely.
Was a Saturday afternoon in early autumn. The splendour of the
Sason showed itself on country-sides in waving fields of ripened corn,
N apple orchards ruddy with their fruit, in woods where the trees
Seemeq to hang down their heavy foliage in the still heat, as if weary
VIth excess of pleasure. In London it showed itself by hot and glaring
Street55 by announcements of cool drinks in public-houses ; and by a
Smel] ag of an immense bakery, where all the children’s mud-pies, the
ca‘bbage-smlks, the orange-peel, and the general refuse of a great city
€Te being cooked in one large oven. In the church of St. Ethelred it
shovved itself by an unwonted splendour of the painted glass. The
Clour whig, fell on the tombs and monuments were brighter than
“8ual ; the knight and dame who knelt opposite to each other, with
andg clasped at head and foot of their common grave, received the
€Fimson Tays upon their heads, and lost for a while the rigidity by which

ro
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their sculptor had tried to represent dignity. The sunlight played upon
the organ beside the altar, and fell in a cloud of colour upon the patient
face of poor little Charlotte Lemire, who was left there alone thinking
On the steps of the organ-loft sat, side by side, John Wybrow and Ruth
Warneford. Mark, that he has not spoken a word of love ; nor has she
thought of love ; yet they sit like lovers, only not hand-in-hand.

The young man had been telling the girl of places which he knows,
not far away, where stretch meadows, covered with flowers from spring
to late autumn—the golden buttercup, the meadow-sweet, the wild con-
volvulus, and the cowslip—where there are woods, and streams, and
corn-fields.

“ Some day, Ruth, we will go and see them. Some day, when I am
my own master.” He added the last words under his breath.

“Ah!” she sighed, “I have no holiday. It is wrong to be always
wishing for things ; but, oh! John, I do sometimes long for a little
change—just a few days in the country, such as I used to have when I
was a little girl, before long ago. It would be something to think
of in the winter evenings, you see, especially if I thought I could go
again.”

“Poor Ruth ! poor child ! I wish I could do something for you ; but
I cannot yet. T am only a clerk now. Will you have a little more
patience ?”

“Now, you will think I am complaining. But indeed, indeed, T am
not. I am very happy. I am sure I oughtto be. Only now and then,
when the sun is hot and the streets are close, and when young gentle-
men like Mr. John Wybrow tell me of beautiful places, where rich
people can wander and see sweet things——why then, you see, it is hard
not to teel a little, just a little discontented. And if T am discontented
what ought poor little Charlotte to be

“Poor Charlotte ! ”

“Look at her, John. She will sit there as long as T let her. To be
in the quiet church soothes her nerves ; she cannot bear the noise of the
other children—she is happiest here. If T were a cripple, do you think
I should be as patient as that poor child ?”

Ruth shook her little head with a gesture of self-reproach.

‘What further line the conversation might have taken cannot be safely
asserted, because it was then interrupted by a great trampling of feet,
and noise of men in the church porch.

“It is the alderman’s day,” said Ruth. « Let us sit here quietly, and
we shall see it all.  The railings of the tomb are opened.”

The doors were flung open, and there marched up the aisle a proces
sion. First came the beadle, with the gold stick of office. He was
followed by the rector in full canonicals. After him, somewhat mar-
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g the effect by an ignoble limp came the clerk. After the clergy fol-
loweg the laity, consisting of two trustees, the schoolmaster, and a tail
of six boys. A stray gentleman, not belonging to the procession, came
N after the rest, and at sight of him both the spectators on the steps of
© organ-Joft started, and one of them, the young man, changed colour.,
“There i5 Mr. Baldwin, my benefactor,” said Ruth quietly, She did
206 look Up, or she would have scen John Wybrow turn pale and then
Ush crimgon

T. Baldwin, leaning on a stick, seemed to be watching the ceremony
A the Monument. This took ten minutes or so, when the procession
re- rmed, and marched solemnly out of the church again.
1 old Woman, one of the almshouse widows, left the doors open for
Stranger who remained behind.
o " Baldwin, who did not appear to be in any hurry, began to look
“nd the church, taking the monuments one by one. . .
must wait til]l he comes this way and speak to him,” said Ruth,
fol 9 n.Wybrow bit his lips, but said nothing. He stood upright, arms
deq, i an attitude which might have meant defiance.
€ old gentleman, adjusting his glasses, came slowly along the north
wall, Teading the inscriptions, and looking at the tombs. Ruth watched
11‘1‘1 With g swile of amusement,.
OW surprised he will be to see me here,” she whispered.
e wag surprised. In his surprise he looked, when he came upon the
pa.f’ from one ¢, the other, dropping his glasses.
ohn ! Rygp Warneford ! 7 he said, “ what is this ? what is this ?”
" uth Stepped forward with a pretty laugh. “ You are in my church,
- B&Id“’“l,” she said, “T am organist here.”
¢ lookeq more surprised than ever. Angry too.
ain this, J ohn,” he said, without answering the girl.

€

19 Exl)l

hen R

. uth began to feel that there was something wrong.
ere ig Nothing to explain, sir,” said John. “This is Miss Warne-

f .
", whom you know. ~ She is organist at St. Ethelred’s. I sing here
n the chOiI‘_”

“ SO:” said

ohn W

Where Rut
114

Mr. Baldwin, « that is all, is it 2"

Ybrow hesitated for a moment. Then he stepped forward to

. h wag Standing,

my na(;; SIr,” e said, “this is not all. This young lady knows me by
Ve ne:’ but she does not know that I am your nephew—that fact I
wyor o bold her.  She learns it now for the first time,”

ou learn j,» Trepeated Mr. Baldwin to Ruth, “for the first time ?”

€ wordg Tang in the girl’s ear like a warning.

113 In y
also £, Your presence, sir, and in this sacred place, I venture to tell her,
T tIe firsg, time, that I love her.”
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“That you love her!” repeated Mr. Baldwin. He took a seat on
the steps of the pulpit, and looked at the girl with eyes of pity. That
you love her ! Poor girl! Poor girl1”

“ And in your presence I ask her if she will marry me. Ruth, dear '

Ruth, forgive this rough speech, but my uncle forces it upon me. 1
know your goodness, your patience, and your trials. . Come to me, my
darling, and forget your trouble in a husband’s love. Ruth, come !”

He had taken her by the hand and would have drawn her towards
him, but she looked in Mr. Baldwin’s face.

“ Your nephew 1" she faltered.

¢ My nephew,” he replied.

“Ruth, my darling, come ! ”

She might have gone—-she might have taken that single step, and
fallen upon the breast that was yearning for her, but for the look in the
old man’s eyes.

“Remember!” he said solemnly.

Ruth snatched her hand from her lover.

“ Do not remember,” cried John passionately. “ You have remenr
bered long enough. It is cruel to remember longer. What has the
past to do with the present "

 Everything,” said Mr. Baldwin, sadly—“everything. Ruth Warne-
ford, 1 do not blame you. Tt is not your fault that my nephew has meb

you. Itis his that you did not know what kind of conduct his has -

been towards you.”

“ What conduct his has been ! ” repeated the young man fiercely.

« Agk that in ten years' time, if I am living, and if you have found
time to reflect. Girl! between you and my nephew there stands a ghos?
—the shadow of a great wrong.”

«Alas! T know it,” sobbed Ruth, “I know it.”

“There is no ghost. It is the dream of a morbid brain, dwelling
too much on things long past and forgotten,” said the young mat-
« Ruth, come out of the shadows into the light.”

« What was done by one of your blood eight years ago, separates Yo
from me and mine unto the third and fourth generation,” said the old
man.

« What was done yesterday matters nothing to-day,” pleaded the
young man. ‘‘Ruth! do you think that I have not known your story !
Long the tale of George Warneford has been familiar to me—since 1
was a boy at school. What has it to do with you and me, and with
our love 1"

¢ It stands between you,” said his uncle.

All the time Ruth looked steadily at the old man. There was no hop®
there, only a stérn justice, before which she trembled.
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“I'have been kind to you Ruth Warneford,” he said ; “ what the
World cajlq kind. But let that pass. Remember, however, that it pains

€ even to hear your name pronounced. I shall not relax in what-
ver he]p youmay want; but, I ask you in return—it is a little thing
0 send thig young man away.”

A litgle thing | Why, all in a moment, when John took her hand
' his, ghe knew that it was her life, her happiness, her all, that she
Was askeq to give up.

She made no reply.

. “The igle attachments of youth,” Mr. Baldwin went on, still sitting

Wdicially oy, the pulpit stairs, while the guilty pair stood before him,
“the jq)e attachments of youth are quickly made and quickly forgotten.
ou wij laugh at this in a month, Ruth.”

“Ruth | » the other pleaded, « Ruth ! remember our happy days to-
ether §, this old church ; our evepings at your home ; the sweet talk
hat we have held together—are these to go for nOthi“g v

& \xr

"hat i love,” asked the old man, “that is to override the most sacred

“lgations, and make duty a mockery?  Children, could you prosper
w . v
1th the memory of the past ever before you 7”
o

he Pastl Oh! the past ! Let the dead bury its dead,” eried

“Ruth ! if you will be mine, we will turn our backs on this city
g jg hatety] memories; we will go to a new country where no one
- ca_n Teproach us; we will live where the firm of Batterwick and Bald-
Wi is g known,”

“Think of 1t, young lady,” Mr. Baldwin said bitterly. <« He is pre-
Pared ¢, sacrifice Lis future and his own happiness—to say nothing of
Me—ip order to gratify his whim. Yes, sir, a whim ; the fancy for a pretty
ce. sir! what do you know about goodnesst Do you think
like tl,lt k}luw that this is a good girl! Do you think I should treat her

'8 1f I did not know it ?

She lllt.h took the old man’s hand. He stood ap as if to receive her, and
’ ald he.r head upon his left arm ; perhaps it was to hide her tears.
can ; ¥ mind is made up,” she said; * John, .'\./Ir. Baldwin is right. I
i neVer marry you. Heaven knows that until this day, even whe.n I
You OOt know that you were his nephew, I never thought;,of marrying
erselrfany body, What I feel now—that matters tono one; she sboppefi

Proudly, «py, disaster that fell upon me, eight years ago, is
nOt‘:,ze:h-uS; We can never pass that barrier, Farewell, John, and try

. 10K about me any more—never any more.”

Rllth,” he 8aid, “ hear me again. It is not my fault that this dis-
UPon you, It is not yours.”

»" 8he crieg 5“1t is the will of heaven, and we must bear it.”

® turneq fiercely upon his undle. i

Jo 1,

Pshaw
Loy ’
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“ You have robbed me of my wife, sir,” he said, “and you have lost
your nephew. This day I leave your firm. The partnership that 1 was
to have had on my next birthday—that partnership, on which I hoped
to marry the sweetest and noblest girl in all the world, you may give to
whom you please. Leave your money where you wish. I will never
see you nor speak to you again, unless it be to take my bride from you.”
He walked half down the church, leaving the girl clinging to his uncle’s
arm.

Suddenly a thought struck him, and he returned.

«Ruth,” he said, with softened voice, “in this sacred place, hefore
this altar, I have one more thing to say. In the years to come 1 shall
wait for you. This foolish fancy, the persuasion of this selfish old man,
who would keep alive the miserable past to poison the present, who
sacrifices two lives to gratify his revenge, will pass. I shall wait for you
alone, till T hear that I may come. A Remember, I can marry no one but
you.”

He waited a moment for an answer.

The girl left her hold of Mr. Baldwin’s arm, and moved to the altar.
There she fell upon her knees and prayed. John Wybrow still waited.
When she rose again her face was lit up by the light of the western
window, which poured full upon her, by her hair lying loose about her
head like an aureole, so that she looked as a saint might look.

«When what is impossible becomes possible, John ; when George
Warneford’s guilt is changed into innocence, I shall be free to marry
you. And not till then.”

John Wybrow kuelt at her feet and kissed her unresisting hand-
Then he turned and strode out of the church.

«Brave girl | brave girl!” cried Mr. Baldwin.

«T,eave me in the church,” she replied faintly. “1 go in and out of
the vestry door. Leave me here. I have to think—to collect myself 2
little.”

The old man looked at her with eyes full of pity.

« Forget that headstrong boy,” he said ; “ he will be sorry afterwards
for what he said to you as well as to me. We cannot undo the past
Ruth, but we may fight it down. We must bear our punishment, but
we may bear it worthily, until it becomes a crown of glory. You are &
good girl.”

He left her. And as he walked down the aisle Ruth might have
noticed, had she looked up, that his form was bowed, and that he
trembled as he went. But she did not look up. She stood still, clasp-
ing her hands before her ; and, when the church-door shut with a clang
she fell down upon the steps weeping and sobbing aloud. The echoes
of the many-raftered roof took up her crying, and from among the silent
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7 . .
volpbs, from the dim recesses of the darkening church, there arose a

Olce ang 5 whisper as of the dead, who weep with one that weeps.
creThen little Charlotte Lemire, who had been forgotten all this time,
. Pt Sorrowfully from her nook within the organ-rails and sat down be-
lde Rngh’g head, waiting.
Tesently Ruth felt her little fingers about her, soothing and petting,

31d she 1okeq up.

:‘ Ruth, dear Ruth ; oh! Ruth, what can I do?” cried the child.
Ple‘ othing, Lotty.” Ruth arose and put on her hat. “Let us go.
c ase tel] nobody anything at home, only that Mr. Wybrow will not
be‘;li here any more, and that [ have got a headache and am gone to
That Saturday night there was silence at the professor’s, The violin
Was not brought out ; nor was there any dancing ; and the children were

%Dt to heq early. Also Nettie and Lottie spent the evening, as did their
Wother, i tears,

CHAPTER VI.

THE PROFESSOR LETS HIS LODGINGS.

N Wan almost two months after the dreadful day in St. Ethelred’s, when
St(?n(imet of Yendo Street was disturbed by the clattering of a cab on the
lag S, Tt stopped at the professor’s, and the occupants, consisting of a
dooy; and gentleman, with an old man of seafaring aspect, knocked at the

To Madame Lemire’s intense surprise they asked for lodgings.
nesSOdgingS! slle remembered their first venture in that line of busi-
in té::;l('l went in search of the professor. The pro‘fessor,'then engaged
"emembmg the youngest, aged two. and 8 half, his earliest steps, also

ered that disastrous episode in their life, and hesitated.

I“he lady, who was a young lady, spoke for the party.
and 5 e are easily satisfied,” she said. * We shall want three bedroo_ms
Sttting-room, but we require very little attendance. We will give

reference to y respectable lawyer, and we will pay you the rent for
Yee monthg iy advance,”

You g

X ® Lrofessor looked at his wife—here was a chance—and the rent
mage months in advance! In five minutes the party was upstairs, and
chi e, with N ettie, was devising means of stowing away the displaced

dren,
forhi[l?anﬁime the professor went in search of the lawyer referred to. As
'8 lodgers_who gave the name of Mr. and Miss Elwood and Mr.

roll\.the lawyer knew all about Miss Elwood. The young lady's father
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had died in Australia, at the diggings. But his little house and garden,
now in the centre of a city, suddenly became great, and sold for a large
sum. Yes, Mr. Lemire might depend on Miss Biwood. It was odd that
he named Miss Elwood and never spoke of her brother ; but that, after
all, was nothing ; and the professor went back with a light heart, and a
full assurance of his rent for a whole year to come. -

He found Miss Elwood ¢itting among the children, and at home with
all of them ; and it was very funny, the children said, that wher Ruth
came in she knew her at once, and said, “ You are Ruth Warneford,”
and then shook hands with her. Because, they said, how should she
know Ruth when she did not know Nettie.

In a few days the new lodgers were so far settled in the house, that
they seemed to form part of the family. The elder man, Croil by name
—who slept on the second floor, and took two of the boys to share his
room, when he found that they would otherwise have to sleep on the
landings—was clearly an ancient mariner. He dressed in navy blue,
and wore a fur cap of curious and sea-going cut. He was a little man,
with soft and dreamy eyes, of a light blue ; and with a very quiet man-
ner of speaking. He generally carried in his left hand a cake of tobacco,
witl: an open knife in his right ; and he cat the tobacco slowly as he
went.

At regular intervals he smoked : once before breakfast, once after,
once on the point of eight bells, once after dinner, once towards tea-time,
and once after. * But not,” as he remarked to young Rupert Lemire,
the eldest-born, “not to be for ever with a pipe in vour mouth—as if
you might be the stove of a lighter. That's not the way, my lad, for
them as earns their bread upon blue water.”

He used the pavement of the street—at such times as it did not rain
—for a promenade or smoking-saloon ; when it was wet, he betook him-
self to his own room—a place which the childven soon learned to regard
as the home of all unimaginable delights ; and they called him, after the
first day, Ben, by his special request. The last pipe of the day Ben took
in the first floor front, with the other new members of the party.

They were a quiet pair. The man, about thirty years of age, looked
older, by reason of the scattered grey hairs in his full brown beard, and
the crow’sfeet round his eyes. Across his forehead naiure, or som®
trouble, had drawn a long deep line ; the hair had fallen from his temples,
leaving a wide and open brow ; his lips were flexible and mobile, but
they were hidden by his heavy moustache and beard ; his eyes weré
hazel, and had a dreamy, far-off look, with a gaze as of one who wait®
and expects ; his voice was low, and he spoke seldom.

His sister, unlike him in face—so much unlike him that you would
not have been able to trace even a faint family resemblance—resembl
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i:lm in one respect, that her eyes, which were large, and of a hazel tint,
ad th

the same far-off look, and in repose gazed out upon space like her
bmthe",S, as if waiting and expecting. She was tall, and of such a figure
8 the Graces love ; her head, crowned with its glory of brown hair, was
O.f Such a shapo as Canova would have desired for a model ; her face out-
ned ag jf by some poet inspired with the sister art of painting.
b Was a face born for mirth and gaiety ; but the gaiety had gone out
1, and left it prematurely grave. A look of care dwelt upon it for-
°Ver, save when she turned her eyes upon her brother, and then the
SWeetest smile lit up her features, and effaced the lines of trouble round
T mouth,
Observant members of the Lemire heusehold made out, in addition
eir personal note, a few other prominent facts as regards their
IOdger& One was, that they seemed all three utterly careless as regarded
fIr food. Qp washing days, that is, on Monday, Tuesday, and Wed-
"esday, when the mother of the family and the maid-of-all-work were
*Ngaged With the linen of the household, they accepted, not murmuring,
Weaker brethren murmur, cold boiled mutton, with or without
ggtatoes ; they drank nothing but tea, coffee, or milk, except Ben, W}'IO,
anCe a day, towards the evening, visited the nearest public-house, with
Cmpty pannikin, which he brought back full. They went out, the
srot}}er and sister, a good deal in the day-time, and at night they always
3 Side by side, with joined hands before the fire, looking into it. Ben
Toll at such times sat with them, his legs gathered up under his chair,
'S heag against the wall sound asleep. Sometimes in the morning too,
he Pair woulq g, silently for hours together. Once Rupert Lemire,
?‘eldest son, heard the lady say, after one of their long silences :
eorge, if Boston Tom is living anywhere in the world, we must find
he is dead we must find who and what he was.”
be, 1d on another occasion, Nettie Lemire, going to make the lodgf'ar’s
’ 82w her on her knees by the bedside, in an agony of tears, crying
pa'ssmnately, “Oh Lord ! how long ?”
W ic}fre Was only one other thing remarkable about the nerw lodger.:;,
Socie Was the way in which Miss Elwood sought Ruth Warneford’s
shattey ©Now, at this time Ruth was melan.cho!y, by reason of her
not g re(.i 10Ve-castle, and would fain have sat in silence ; but she could
ine ec‘lme the invitations which Miss Elwood showered upon'her, to
nd With her., to take tea with her, to sit with her, to walk' W{th .her.
Were 1 was difficult to resist the kindness With‘whic}.x these invitations
eHCOUOﬁered, and the sympathy with Whic}% the glr.l was gradually
erg ll‘aged.to respond to these advances. Little by little Ruth f:ound
elf talking with Miss Elwood—Helen as she called her—as if she
e her oldest friend. Besides, the room upstairs was a retreat
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from the chatter of the children, and a quiet evening with her new
friends rested her after a day’s hard work at teaching.

They got into the habit of sitting together, talking in a low voice to
each other, while Mr. Elwood, a restless man, paced up and down the
room in silence ; and they talked as if he were not there, because he
never spoke, and never seemed to listen. '

And one Sunday afternoon Helen Elwood told the girl a thing which
made her heart leap up, and brought such joy to her as she thought
could never come again.

It was a very quiet Sunday afternoon. After dinner old Ben might
be heard marching up and down the pavement of the street, on the
sunny side, where the east wind was not felt. With him was Rupert
Lemire, and they were discoursing—that is, Ben was discoursing—on
ships, and storms, and sailors’ lives afloat. Helen and Ruth sat by the
fire, the latter lying with her head on the elder girl’s knees. Mr.
Elwood sat in the window, silent and grave, looking at the group of
two.

* And you are quite alone, poor child 1” Helen asked. ¢ No brothers,
no sisters 1"

“I had a brother once,” said the girl, colouring painfully. ¢ But he
he—went away eight yearsago, and I have never seen him since.
Poor George—poor dear George !”

She laid her cheek on the hand of her new friend. Helen felt the
tears fall fast.

“Do not speak of it, if it pains you,” she went on, glancing at her
brother, who sat rigid, pale, and with trembling lips.

“Yes, let me tell you all, and then you will not say that 1 have
deceived you. Listen. We were so happy, George and I together—
only we two, you know. In the evening he came home from the City
and I used to make the tea, though I was such a little thing. There
never was so kind a brother, nor such a good man ; because now, you
see, I know what young men sometimes are. Oh, me! How cruel it
all is to think of | For our happy life was suddenly stopped.”

She paused a moment while Helen soothed and caressed her. )

“They said he forged Mr. Baldwin’s name, and robbed him of hi$
money. How canT believe it, Helen ? If it was true, what did he do
with the money ? And yet—and yet—1I once went to a place I heard of
in the City, and looked in a file of The Times till I found the report of
his trial ; and it was all so clear! He must have done it. And still 1
cannot believe it of my brother ; for he was so steady and so true.”

“ And you have never heard anything of him at all?” )

“Never anything at all,” the girl said. “I do not know where he 15
or if he is living.”
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“His name was George—George Warneford 1”7 Helen replied
SI,OWIY . “My dear, I think I can tell you something—not much—about
M. Ang that little is good. There could not be two George Warne-
Ords in Syduey at the same time. It is three years ago and more that
Bew of a prisoner of that name—he was a young man of five-and-
tWenty\ n
“ George’s age—~he is ten years older than I.”
“A prisoner for forgery——"
“ Yes, yes.”
d'(; Who obtained his release and a full pardon for a noble deed he
id.”
“Oh, George—my brother—tell me what he did.”
“He risked his life to save the lives of others ; there was mutiny in
€ Prison, and murder. Desperate men, made more desperate by the
HOwledge that their revolt was hopeless, had the lives of the prison
Wf"‘ders in their hands ; in a few minutes it would have been all over
With them, This prisoner—this brave man who was convicted by a
Uhanimoyg jury, after five minutes’ consultation, for a wicked and
t""3&<:herous, act, my dear—faced almost certain death to save them.
€ did save them, and they released him for his reward.” ’
RUth seized her hand and kissed it.
:‘ Go on, Helen ; tell me more.” o
have very little more to tell you. Butif it will comfort you, Ican
tel You what the prison doctor said to him when he left. He said,
Uth, that his trial showed the clearest case against him that ever was
ade out, against any man, but that his life and character belied the cir-
Umstantial evidence. He said he believed him innocent.”
F“th gave a great gasp.
fnocent ¢ Oh, if it were only so ; what would matter all our sor-
TOW and a]} hig suffering, if only he were innocent ?”
“Mind, George Warneford always said that] he was innocent. The
) Octor wag the first to believe it. Afterwards, I have heard that others
also believed him innocent.”
m;?‘}"hy does he not write to me ! Why does he not come home to
) Perhaps he does not know where you are; perhaps he does not
10w how you would receive him. For, Ruth, your brother has lost
“3‘ ™most precigug jewel of life—his honour,”
Ut since he is innocent: " :
.H oW does he know that his sister loves him still 2 Who has written
M out there to tell him so ?”
an I ever cease to love him ? Oh, Helen, if he were to stand

€<

to h

13
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before me this very moment, and hold out his arms, I should be more
happy than I have been all these eight years that I have lost him.”

In the window, in the shades of the early December evening then
darkening the roofn, the very man of whom they spoke sat still and
upright. But his hands trembled and his face was distorted by some
violent passion. Helen looked towards him and made a gesture of invi-
tation. But he shook his head. Then she spoke again to the weeping
girl.

“If he came to you a beggar in reputation, an outcast of society,
heavily laden with the weight of these years of disgrace——"

“ Unmerited disgrace,” she said.

“ With nothing to say to you, but that he was innocent—you would
love him and cling to him ‘against all the world, against Mr. Baldwin,
against the kind people of this house ”

¢ Ah 1” said Ruth, ““I have but one brother. You have told me that
he is innocent and brave. Iam proud of my poor brother.”

* And if he came to you, bearing in kis hand the proofs of his inno-
cence, what then, Ruth $”

“It would be too much happiness,” she sighed. ¢ Helen, why have
you sought me out to tell me this story. I know—I know--that you
are keeping something back. You have come to this poor lodging to
see me—me. I am sure of it. You have come with a message from
my brother. Tell me all —tell me all.”

“Yes, dear, you have guessed. We have come—my brother and I
—from Australia to see you. We come in your brother’s name, and in
your brother's behalf. We have a task before us—to establish, if we
can, his innocence. There is but a slender, a very slender hope, of our
doing that. But, oh Ruth ! believe it with all your heart ; cling to it
as to an anchor ; thank God for it every morning and every night. He
is innocent—George Warneford did not commit this wicked thing. We
are trying to prove it, but we may not succeed. And whether we suc-
ceed or not, you shall be restored to your brother.”

Ruth was silent again—thinking. Then she lifted her eyes, bright
with tears.

“You know him, then?”

“1 know him, dear Ruth.”

“Tell me what he is like.”

Helen glanced at her brother.

“He is greatly changed from what you remember him. To begin
with, he is eight years older, and he has suffered. You would not know
him. Try not to fancy what he is like, but think of him now and

always as a good and honourable man, who has had to endure a grievous
wrong.”
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“I will—T will. And, Helen, why do you and your brother do him
this great service 2"

Helen did not blush as she replied, taking the girl’s face in her hands
and kissing her:

“Because, my dear, 1 love him, and I hope to be your sister.”

“ My sister ? You will marry him? And he loves you ? Oh Helen !

“ Yes,” she replied, looking at her brother ; “ he loves me. The most
patient, the most deeply-injured, the most honourable man, the kindest
and most noblest heart in all the world, loves me. Ought I not to be
a proud and happy woman, dear? And you must love me too.”

Ruth threw herself into her new sister's arms, crying and laughing.
It was too much for her, this great and new-found happiness.

“Hush, dear ! Hush, my dear,” said Helen. “I have told you too
suddenly. There—lay your head upon my shoulder and calm yourself.”

She went on talking in a soft voice at intervals.

“ We must keep our secret to ourselves. Not even the professor must
know. Ouly you and I must work at this difficulty ourselves—yon and
I, and my brother ; we three. I will tell you, to-morrow, what we have
to find out, and you must help us. We shall be very happy in the
years to come.” She looked again at her brother. ¢ You and I and
George —all three together. Happy, whatever happens ; happy, if we
have to keep all to ourselves the knowledge of his innocence ; happy,
if the world never restores to him his honour again. We must live for
one another, dear. You must think of meeting. him, Ruth, as if you.
Wwere meeting a soldier coming home from victory. For he has had a
fierce fight, and has escaped unwounded. He has been in the very
depths of sin, among the most evil men in the world, and has come out
pure of heart. We are here, we three, to win back his honour or to
sustain him ; and you will do your part ?”

As the girl lay with her face buried in Helen’s bosom, and her arms
round her neck, the man in the window rose and stepped noiselessly to
bend over the pair, his eyes full with love. Helen turned her face up-
wards and met his lips with hers, while with a hand that trembled he
stroked the long hair which lay on Helen’s shoulder, and belonged, not .
to her, but to Ruth Warneford.

Then began a cling-clanging of the City bells for evening service.
From almost every street there came the ringing, loud and discordant,
Or sweet and musical, of the multitudinous City churches—a voice of
invitation to tens of thousands where there were only hundreds to hear it.

Then Ruth lifted her head, and rose. She looked about her strangely,
trying to bring her thoughts back to their usual channel.

“I must go to church,” she said, “I play the organ at St. Ethelred’s.
T'must go to church.”
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She did not look fit to go to church, for her eyes were dazed, and her
hands trembled.

“1 will go with you,” said Helen. ¢ Let me play for you to-night.”

“Yes, yes,” the girl cried, “we will go together. I shall be able to
play as soon as I begin. The organ soothes ; and we will pray together,
you and I, side by side, oh my sister | for George.” She turned to the
man. “ You will come too, Mr. Elwood, willyounot ¢ You know him,
and you love him, or else you would not have travelled all this way
with Helen. Come with us to the church.”

“T will come,” he answered. Why did he bow his head, and sink
upon a chair !

My mind is full of my brother,” Ruth said ; “ George is everywhere
to-night. I heard his voice in yours, Mr. Elwood ; his voice that I
thought never to hear again. Let us go to the church.”

CHAPTER VIL

THE MISSING LINK.

It had been easy for Helen Elwood to find Ruth Warneford, for happily,
the people with whom George Warneford had once lodged were still in
the same house, and knew whither the child had been taken. Also the
position of the place suited them better than any other could have done,
for they were near the Docks, and it was at the docks—either of London
or Liverpool—that they hoped to find some clue to the men of whom
they were in search. Where Mercantile Jack mostly finds his way,
there Ben Croil told them they would some day or other light on one
of the mutineers of the Lucy Derrick. “ Granted,” he said, ¢ that they
got safe ashore— which isn't likely for a set of drunken swabs—they
would make for the diggings; and, after a spell there, get back one by
one to the port of Melbourne, and so on board again, and make their
way to London.” It was a slender chance, but it was their only one ;
and so old Ben went down regularly every day, and hung about, board-
ing the ships as they came in, and stepping forward for a look round ;
but he never found any of the Lucy Derrick men. When Ben was
not hanging round the St. Katherine, the Victoria, or the London
Docks, he was to be met with in the neighbourhood of Limehouse,
Stepney, or Poplar, and, in the evening, he would be seen as far afield
as Ratcliff-highway, always going round with his cake of tobacco in one
hand and his knife in the other, whittling away, and looking about
with his mild blue eyes, to see how they got along on board with-
out him. On board the ships he always asked after a roll of names,
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which he carried in his pocket, but knew by heart. The list ended
with the name of Boston Tom. Some of the men were known, but
they had not been seen or heard of for years; but no one knew any-
thing of Boston Tom."

One day as Ben was cheapening a bandanna in the High-street of
- Whitechapel—the part of London where that costly article can be most
readily obtained—there passed him a long, lean, and slouching lad of
sixteen. The boy was going slowly, with eyes bent on the ground.
Ben dropped the bandanna, and seized Rupert, who generally accom-
panied him in these excursions, by the arm.

“ Now,” he said, “ if you want to do a good turn for Miss Warneford,
you've got a chance. Step behind and follow me. T know that boy,
and he won’t, likely, tell me what I want. If I leave him, you follow
him quietly. Find out where he goes, and where he lives. Don’t let
him out of your sight for a moment ; and if it’s a week, you go after
him ; and you stay with him.”

“ Ay, ay,” said the mercantile-marine aspirant ; I understand.”

“ Got any money ?"” asked Ben.

“ How should T have any 1"’ returned Rupert the penniless. “Did I
ever have a shilling in my whole life ¢”

“Five shillings will do,” meditated the sailor. “There would be
suspicion if it was more. You follow him up, and stand drinks to the
extent of that five shillings ; and find out somehow—without asking,
you know—where Boston Tom may be. ¢ Boston Tom, mind—that’s
the name you've got to stick to. That’s the important thing. Now
drop behind, and watch.”

The old man hurried after the youth, who was now a dozen yards
ahead, aud, catching up with him, put his hand upon his arm, holding
that limb tight.

“Ship-boy of the Lucy Derrick, Dan’l Mizen. I've lighted on you
at last.”

The lad turned ashy pale, and tried to drag his arm away.

“You—Mr. Croil! Oh Lord!”

“ Ay, my lad, and glad to set eyes upon you again. No, Dan’l Mizen,
you don’t get. away from me. See that bobby over the way? I've
only got to call him; and it’s murder on the high seas.”

“ Oh don’t, Mr. Croil !” he whispered; “don’t talk in that awful
way. I was down below all the time, I was; and I give you informa-
tion, I did.”

“You did ; and what I always says to myself is this: ¢ Young Dan’l)
says I, ¢ give that information, and it come in handy. When the trial
comes on, if I’m there I shall up and let ’em know that the information
Wwas given, and how handy it came in. Your neck’s safe, my lad, if
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I'm there. If not, why, then, o’ course youw'll have to swing with the
rest.”

“The rest !” echoed Mr. Mizen, with a half laugh. “There ain’t any
rest.”

“ What! All gone but you 1”

“ All gone but me and Bost—— and one other of the crew.”

“Swear to that, boy ; and if you tell me lies, I'll rope’s-end you till
you'll wish you’d never been aboard any ship in all your life; that blue
you'll be all over.”

The hoy, whose face showed him to be what he really was—the most
arrant cur and coward in existence— burst out blusterously, “Rope’s-end
me, will you, Mr. Croil *  Wait till you try that game on.”

“Ay, will I!  And I'll begin on the spot, if you jaw me. Why, you
dirty, measly There, go on with your story! All the pirates is
drownded, then? Pity, too!”’

“I'll tell you all the truth, Mr. Croil—s’help me, T will. We lost in
the fight—that is, they pirates and mutineers lost—eight men in all,
out of five-and-twenty ; that left seventeen, and six of them were
wounded ; that left eleven. 'Well, they used me orful, they did. All
your latherins, Mr. Croil, was pancakes and plum-duff compared to the
latherins I got all round from them devilish murderers. Things went
bad with the navigation too, and they couldn’t keep her no course no-
how.” :

“Lubbers all1” said Ben. “Go on, my boy; steer as truthful as
you know.”

“Then we got weather ; and then, you see, we had to take to the
boats. There was two boats, but one stove in; then there was only
one left. 'We hadn’t time for any provisions ; and after the fifth duy
they began to eat each other. Gawspel trush, Mr. Croil t”

“Sarved them right ! Worse than being hanged, but I'd rather ha’
hanged them.”

¢ Last, there was only left four of us.”

« One of them four was Boston Tom ?” said Ben.
The boy hesitated.

“ Well, one was—I remember now—one was ; but he was nearly
dead when we were picked up; and he was one of them two that died
two days afterwards.”

“That's a lie,” thought Ben; but he said nothing. “So now, only
two are lett,” he asked, after a pause. * Who may the other be ”

“ He was Maltese Dick, Mr. Croil,” the boy replied, very quickly.
“ Him with the black hair and the arm tatooed all over ; and where he’s
gone I don’t know, and can’t tell you.”

“ Ay, ay! And where do you live now, you Mizen boy ¢”
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“1've left the seafaring trade, sir. I'm Jjust come to London to look
round like ; got no home to go to yet.”

There was a malicious twinkle in the young man’s eye as he spoke.
Ben looked up quietly—he still held him by the arm—and watched him.

“Then you don’t live anywhere handy about here 1

“ Laws, no, Mr. Croil!  Certainly not, not by no means. Whatever
made you go for to think that I would live about here 1 ”

They passed, at that moment, a low sort of lodging-house and sailors’
tavern, with a bill in the window : “Lodgings for single men and
mariners.”

Unless Ben Croil was grievously deceived, the lady at the door of this
hostelry made a sign of recognition as the lad passed.

“So,” Ben thought,  that’s the crib, and that’s where Boston Tom is
to be heard of.”

“ Well, Dan’l Mizen,” he said aloud, “you'll find me most days down
at the Docks.  You mind, come to see me, and no harm shall happen to
you ; you forget to come, and as sure as my name’s Ben Croil, you'll
swing for your share of the Lucy Derrick mutiny. Swing is the word,
Dan’l Mizen !”

He made mental note of the house and number, and turned back.

Mr. Mizen looked after him, with a countenance full of perplexity and
dismay ; and, after first scratching his tousled head, and then shaking
it ruefully, pursued his own way in the opposite direction, with a de-
Jected, not to say a hangdog, expression in his very shoes. Presently
there passed him a lad of about his own age, dressed in blue flannel, and
looking—although the flannel was shabby—a gentleman. He had long
legs and a springy walk. As he went along— sometimes a little a-head
and sometimes a little behind Mr. Mizen—he stopped occasionally, and
looked about him, as if in search of something.  Mr. Dan’l Mizen con-
templated this waif—a gift of Providence, evidently fallen quite into his
hands—for a quarter of an hour or so ; and then, Mr. Croil being quite
out of sight, he shouldered up to the stranger, and jerked out, looking
the other way :

“ Lost your bearin’, mate 1"’

“That is it,” replied the stranger ; *“lost my bearin.’ I was told by
a party in the country that I was to come to a house in the Whitechapel
Road—but I've forgotten the number—where they'd take me in and do
for me, and find me a ship.”

“ That's lucky, now ! said Mr. Mizen. ¢ Why, I'll take you to the
very place, and it’s close by ; you come along o’ me.”

Daniel Mizen led the way. Oddly enough, his steps took him to
€xactly the very house where Ben Croil had noticed the lady at the door,
and had remarked besides, that she seemed to know his young com-
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panion. It was indeed the truth that the ex-ship-boy lived in this
place of resort. How he lived, on what honest industry, or by the exer-
cise of what native wit, was not immediately apparent.

He conducted Rupert to the door, and introduced him to the land-
lady—a woman with a red face, and dressed in a cotton gown, looped
up so as to show a rich amplitude of petticoat underneath. She stood,
with arms a-kimbo, contemplating human nature as it passed with eyes
of hungry defiance. Men and women walked along, children ran by,
but they were not her prey. Of all kinds and conditions of men, Mother
Flanagan—not an Irishwoman by birth, although of illustrious Irish de-
scent—Iloved a sailor, and especially him of the mercantile marine. She
extended her affection beyond the narrow limits of party and country,
embracing in one comprehensive sweep, and gathering to her breast,
Englishman, American, Negro, Lascar, Malay, Greek, German, or Nor-
wegian. All alike were dear to her, and she was dear to them—in the
long run, very dear. She housed her favourites ; she provided them
with food, society, amusements, and drink; and when they left her
hospitable house, it was, the censorious said, with empty pockets, and
with * coppers” so hot, that it took a week of sca-breezes and com-
pulsory temperance to cool them.

“Yes, I can take him,” said Mrs. Flanagan, “if the young gentleman
will pay a deposit.”

“T've got five shillings,” said Rupert.

“ Hand it over,” said Mrs. Flanagan.

“ Mrs. Flanagan,” called a voice from the inside room, *send that
boy in here, five shillings and all.”

The voice was hoarse aud strained ; it was followed by a chest cough
which lasted long enough to tear the patient to picces, and also was fol-
lowed—a thing which was quite nataral in that horrible den—by a
volley of oaths.

Rupert Lemire thought himself in very queer company, but he re-
flected that they would not probably murder him for the sake of five
shillings; and he obeyed the invitation to enter the house. By the fire,
in a low room, reeking with tobacco, there sat in an arm-chair, a man
of singular appearance. He was decorated with a scar on the right side
of his mouth, which made it look as if it had been twisted up on that
side. He had bright black eyes, very close together, and a long, reced-
ing forehead ; his face was smooth and hairless, and his cheeks were
hollow and sunken. His empty pipe lay beside him on a table, which
was also graced by a half-emptied glass of rum and water.

“Come in, youngster. What’s your name ¢ Where do you hail from ?#
‘What do you want ? Now then!”

Rupert thought of the initials on his handkerchief.

’
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¢ My name is Robert Lumley,” he replied, with a little hesitation,
taking a name which belonged to the family butcher—an importunate
person, who was always bringing sorrow upon the household by demand-
ing payment. “1I come from—from Manchester, and I want to go to

7

sea.

“ How much money have you got?”’

“Five shillings.”

“Give it to me to keep for you. T live here. This house belongs to
me, not to Mrs. Flanagan, I’ll take care of your money for you, [
hope it’s honestly come by, We're very particular in this house, ain’t
us, Dan’l Mizen ?”

Daniel made no reply.

“And if we can’t get you a ship all at a day’s notice, young shaver,
I suppose you could find some more money by writing for it, couldn’
you? Guess you'd better come to me for advice. Five shillings, you
see, it won’t go fur. Two days, or, thereabouts, if you don’t drink, To
be sure there’s the 'long-shore clothes ; you can make a good swap out
of them, and nick a trifle into the bargain.”

He had another fit of coughing, followed by another volley of oaths,
Then he proposed a game of cards, and they sat down to a friendly hand
of all-fours, in which Mr. Mizen took a hand. Rupert was not aston-
ished when, after half an hour or so, he was informed by the man with
the cough that he had lost all his money.

“ Five shillings,” said the host, Jingling the two half crowns. « [gs
a trifle, but there, it's something to pass the time. Young feller, you've
cleaned yourself out pretty sharp, you have. You'd better write that
letter for more mmoney at once ; nothing like coming to the point. You,
Dan’l Mizen, go and fetch the ink, and some paper. S'pose you have
got a father ?”

“ Yes.”

“And a mother? Yes? That’s good. I like a mother. We'll pitch
it strong.  You just write what I tell you, and nothin’ else.”

The paper having been brought, Mr. Pringle—for this, Rupert had
learnt in the course of the game, was the gentleman’s name—proceeded
to dictate : ““¢ My beloved parents.” Got that down? ¢Beloved and
Justly offended.” N 0; easy a bit. Let me think. Now, then, ¢ My be-
loveq parents, I made my way up to London after leaving home, and
arrived here yesterday. I am deeply sorry for the trouble that I have
aused you in running away, which I intended for to go to sea, but am
Row fully persuaded of the folly of my conduct, and will go back home,
to do what you please. I am staying with truly Christian people, and
have Spent my all. If it were not for their charity, I should now be

Starving. T owe them two pounds already, and shall want three more
J
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to get my clothes out of pawn, which I am in rags, and to get home
again—third class parliamentary—which is better than I deserve, So
please send me a post-office order for five pounds, payable to Thomas
Pringle, at the Whitechapel post-office, the same to be called for. Your
affectionate son, Robert Lumley.””’

This was Mr. Pringle’s dictation. The following, however, is what
Rupert Lemire really wrote :

“ DEar oLp BEN,—D'm in the queerest crib. They've robbed me of
my five shillings, and a fellow here thinks I'm writing for five pounds
more to my parents in Manchester. Whal a game! My address is
13444, High Street, Whitechapel, and my name is Robert Lumley, but
you must not write to me. The name of the proprietor of the erib is
Thomas Pringle. Heisa cut-throat-looking villain, with a scar on his
right lip, and two eyes close together. If he had any hair on his face
he would be like a wolf. I like the fun.—Yours ever, R. L.”

“Tg it.all wrote " asked Mr. Pringle.

“Yes,” said Rupert, quickly folding and placing the letter in an en-
velope, the only one on the table.

¢ Let me look at it.”

« (lan’t, now it's folded and gummed up ; give me a penny for a stamp.
1 say, Mr. Pringle, what fun it is; what shall we do with the five
pounds }”

“ We'll have a spree, my boy, you and me together, in this blessed
little crib, Now go and post your letter, and come hack when it's done.
You can’t get into no mischief because you've got no money.”

That was true ; but Mr. Mizen, nevertheless, seemed to think it de-
sirable to attend him, unobtrusively, to the post-office, and to escort him,
after the letter was duly posted, back to No. 1344a. There they found
some sort of meal in active progress, and two or three other guests,
although the appearance of the food did not, as in some circles, cause
the disappearance of the tobacco. On the contrary, those who had fed,
or were about to feed, went on smoking ; those who were feeding kept
their pipes by them, and between helpings attended to the preservation
of the spark. The cloth removed, so to speak, every man ordered what
liked him best, and the evening sports set in with the usual severity.
Other guests arriving, of both sexes, the tables were cleared away, and
dancing began.

Rupert sat quietly enough, watching and listening, until the fiddle be-
gan, Presently his legs began to twitch. An elephantine performer
was occupying the floor with a step made up of the cobbler’s dance and
the sailor’s hornpipe. Rupert stepped up to him.

t Let me show you how to dance,” he said, smiling superior.

He did show them how to dance a hornpipe; then he showed them
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the sword-dance with the poker and tongs ; then he executed a figure all
of his own invention, in which he lifted his legs over the head of every
lady and gentleman present, to their unmixed Jjoy and rapture ; and
then, snatching the fiddle from the hands of the inebriate musician, he
threw himself into his place, and played a country dance for them till
they danced as if they had been the rats of the Pied Piper himself,

Never before had Mrs. Flanagan witnessed such dancing, such excite-
ment, or such thirst.

Said Mr. Pringle to the worthy landlady, upon retiring to rest: “ The
boy’s worth a mint of money. We'll keep him. When he gets an
answer to his letter T'll fix him up right away. There shan’t be such a
house as this not ¢his side of Lime'us. There, old gal 1

CHAPTER VIII.
HELEN PLAYS A TRUMP,

“ THERE was a fellow-clerk at the office,” said George Warneford, after
reading Rupert’s letter, “named Samuel Pringle; I remember him
well.”

“A fellow-clerk ! ” cried Helen, “and of that name. What kind of
man was he ?”

It must be owned that, in the further examination of the Warneford
case, by far the most intelligent and active investigator was Helen
Elwood. Whether his long confinement had dulled his brain, or whe-
ther he despaired of success, George Warneford himself was mostly irre-
solute, and sometimes, as if a cloud rested over his brain, he was silent
and apathetic.

“Try to think, George, what manner of clerk was he,”

“ We were in the same room,” said George. “He was my junior by
a few months in point of years, but he had entered later. I do not
know what his family connections were, nor anything of his habits, be-
cause he lived in a different part of London—somewhere up the King'’s-
road, I think ; but I know his name was Samuel Pringle.”

“ George, if this Thomas Pringle, whom the men call Boston Tom,
knew your face—if he knew your story—if he knew, as he said, who
did the thing—what other clue is more ready than the connection of
Samuel Pringle with Thomas Pringle? And if Thomas knows, then
Samuel knows as well.” ‘

“I believe you've got it, miss,” said Ben. “ How can we find out
about this Samuel Pringle?” .

“They could tell us at the office 5 at least they could tell us if he is
there still,” said George. “But who is to ask 1”
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Helen thought a little.

«Twill go,” she sa’d, “1 will go and see Mr. Baldwin myself. George,
we had hetter take Mr. Wyhrow into the same confidence as your sister;
with Rupert andg “ohn Wyhrow be.h working for us we ought to do
somethirg.”

Gecrge cighed.

« Have faith, dear friend "—how many times had poor Helen said
these words, as much to strengthen her own faith as to sustain his—
“have faith and hope. We are nearer now than ever we were hefore.
We have found out the man who knows, aud now we have only got
somehow to make him confess.”

Rupert’s letter arrived of course in the cvening. Helen Elwood had
a busy time. She had first to represent to the professor and Madame
Lemire that their cldest-born, thongh he would not return for a few days, -
was in reasonable safety, and might be expected to take care of himself,
and was engaged in a matter requiring secrecy and confidence, which
might be of great advantage to Ruth. She had to calm down the boil-
ing fury of old Ben, who, now that his enemy was within his grasp,
longed to bring him up, and saw himself, in imagination, reeling out the
evidence that was to hang him. She had to find a correspondent in
Manchester, a matter effected by means of a gentleman of the seafar-
ing persuasion—friend of Ben’s—who would send Rupert the five
pounds asked for, with a suitable letter.  She had to calm the eagerness
of Ruth, who wanteda posse of constables at once to arrest the man, and
make him confess then and there. Also George showed, when once he
was alive to the situation, unusual agitation and excitement.

«1 will go myself, Helen,” he said, “to Mr. Baldwin.”

«No, George, you will stay quietly at home ; I can go, because I can
talk without excitement. Let me go alone ; keep quietly at home.”

But all night she heard him pacing backwards and forwards in his
room over her head.

The end at hand! It was too much to hope for; it was a thing
of which he had never dared in his heart to look forward to. Much
as Helen loved him, even she could not altogether understand the revul-
sion of feeling which the new prospect of his rehabilitation caused him.
After eight years of suffering and disgrace—after, returning to England
with an assumed name,in hiding, so to speak—after the agony of know-
ing that his sister was suffering with him and for him, and yet he could
not take her to his breast, and tell her who and what he was! And
then another thing ; he had schooled himself to expect disappointment.
How was an eight-years™old crime proved uponhimself to be transferred
to another man? How could the proofs he collected ¢ From what
quarter should they come? And who would put them together 1
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And now, suddenly, he was asked to face a solution in which the im-
possible was to be made possible. Within a mile of himself was the man
who knew all about it. It only was left to discover if that man would
be ready. or could be made to confess.

Towards morning, (teorge Warneford dropped upon his bed and fell
into a heavy sleep. Helen below heard his tootsteps cease, and fell
asleep herself. At nine o’clock he was sleeping still when she set forth
with a beating heart on her mission.

She knew the office of Messrs. Datterick and T ldwin so well, through
George’s frequent descriptions, that she kiow the “may vight through into
Mr. Baldwin’s private room. She passed, unchallenged, and without
hesitation, through the three rooms. The clerks looked up from their
work for a moment at the strange ajparition of a young lady in the
office, but the young lady did not belong to then, and they went on'with
their writing. Helen turned the handle without knocking, and en-
tered. Mr. Baldwin was alone at his desk.

“I am a stranger to you, Mr. Baldwin,” said Helen, in answer to his
word of inquiry, “and if T give you my name you will be no wiser.
There is my card, however, and I will write on it the name of my law-
yers for your reference, if you wish.”

“Pray take a chair, young ludy.”

Mr. Baldwin read the card, and waited for further information.

“ T will come to the point at once, Mr. Baldwin, 1T believe you had a
clerk named Samuel Pringle.”

“I have still.”

“Is he a useful clerk—one whom you could trust ?”

“Really, Miss”—Mr. Baldwin looked again at the card—¢ Miss
Elwood, 1 hardly see the way to giving you the character of my clerks.”

“Mr. Baldwin, believe me, T have no idle motives in asking that
question ; and if you will answer it I will tell you beforehand why T
asked it.”

“There is no reason, after all,” said Mr. Baldwin, « why I should not
answer it at once. Pringle has been in my employ for about fourteen
Years. T once thought he would turn out a smart, active clerk, but he
has disappointed me. He is not sharp, and he suffers from fits of nervous
abstraction which will prevent his advancement in the world. But he
may be trusted.”

“Do you know his family 1”

“ We never take a clerk into this House without knowing his family.

“Then you can tell me if he has a brother.”

“ I daresay T could have told you years ago, but [ have forgotten now.”

Helen played her trumyp card.

“ Would you allow me to ask him, in your presence, a single ques
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tion? It is not impertinence or curiosity, Mr. Baldwin ; indeed—indeed
it is not. If you only knew how much depends upon that question!”

Mr. Baldwin touched a hand-bell. ¢ Mr. Pringle,” he said.

A moment later Mr. Pringle appeared. He was a tall young man,
with stooping shoulders, and a quick nervous way of looking abeut him.
Also, as he spoke, his fingers played with whatever was near them. His
eyes were too close together, which gave him a cunning appearance, and
his forehead was low and receding.

« Pringle,” said Mr. Baldwin, “ this young lady wishes to ask you a
guestion.”

Mr. Pringle howed ; the lady’s face was strange to him.

T wish, Mr. Pringle,” said Helen, * to ask you when you last heard
from your brother Thomas 1"

The pale face of the clerk turned white, his fingers clutched convul-
sively at the back of the chair behind whicli he stood. He trembled
from head to foot, his mouth opened but his tongue refused to speak.

Mr. Baldwin looked at Lis clerk with a kind of distress ; what did it
mean, this terror at so simple a question !

Helen repeated it, never taking her eyes off his face.

At last he spoke.

« Not for five years or more. Tom went abroad.”

“ Do you know where he is 7

“No, I do not,” he replied firmly.

This was a point gained. The man clearly did not know that his
brother was in England.

“ Had your brother any distinctive mark by which he might be
known?”

The man hesitated.

«T cannot give information which might injure my brother,” le said.

““ Very well,” replied Helen ; ¢ there are other people who may be
injured by your silence ; you had better think of yourself first.”

The trembling began again ; then he plucked up courage.

« T need not think of myself,” he said, “ not in that way, but Tom had
encemies ; however, theve was a mark on the right side of his mouth—
the scar of a wound he got from a knife ; he may be known by that
mark.”

“ Thank you, Mr. Pringle,” she replied ; « T know all T want to know
except your address. I shall perhaps call to sec you in the course of a
day or two.”

“That will do, Pringle.”

Mr. Baldwin dismissed him and turned to his visitor for explanation.

«T think it will be best to tell you something, Mr. Baldwin,” said
Helen. “Do you remember St. Ethelred’s Church four months ago 1
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“ Surely.”

“Ruth Warneford told her lover there, in your presence-—that she
would marry him when the impossible proved possible—when George
Warneford’s guilt was proved to be innocence.”

“What has that to do with your visit to me 2"

“Everything ! Mr. Baldwin. I am here in England to make the im-
possible possible. T am here to prove a convicted forger a wronged and
innocent man!"

Mr. Baldwin Iooked at her in silence. It was in a harsh, constrained
voice that he answered :

“That is a fool’s errand. Time was when I would have given ten
years of my life to have proved George Warneford guiltless, but that
time has gone by.”

“We shall see, Mr."Baldwin,” said Helen smiling ; « meantime, do
you want to know where he is now 1"’

“In prison, wretched boy, at Sydney.”

“ You have not heard, then—you have not read in the papers that he
hay long since obtained his release 7

“No.”

“Shall I tell you for what reason ?”

Helen told. 1In her narrative the heroism of her lover lost nothing.
Her eyes sparkled, her voice trembled with emotion, her bosom heaved.

The old man, catching little of her enthusiasm, only sighed.

“Why do you come here,” he asked, angrily, ““ to raise doubts when
T had certainties? Why, if T had had the least, the smallest spark of
hesitation about the lad’s innocence, I would never have rested, night
or day, till I had proved it.”

“You would not,” replied the girl. “Oh, I am sure you would not !
But there was no room for doubt, and the plot was too deep ; the acci-
dental circumstances were too conclusive. But think, Mr. Baldwin,
can you wonder, if you would have done all this for a doubt, that

I "

“ But what is George Warneford to you ?”

“Heis to be my husband,” she said. “If you, for a mere doubt,
would have known no rest till that doubt was cleared, what should I,
his affianced wife, do, who have no doubt but a certainty—no hesitation,
but a conviction, that my lover is innocent 1”

She burst into tears, but only for a moment, )

“ Bear with me, Mr. Baldwin. You loved him once yourself ; you
will love him again yet.”

She drew down her veil.

But the old man rose before her, his hands out, feeling, as it were, in
the darkness for support.
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“Tell me,” he cried, “ tell me—George Warneford innocent ? Is it
a truth 2"

“Itis a truth, Mr. Baldwin. It is the whole truth, and in a few
days, with the help of God, who has helped us so far, I will give you
the proofs of his innocence. Meantime give me, please, Mr.- Samuel
Pringle’s address. Thank you ; and help me further by taking no notice
of what I have said, and by keeping to yourself all that has passed.”

Mr. Baldwin promised.

An hour afterwards a messenger went into the chief. He found him
sitting at his table doing nothing, looking straight before him. He
spoke twice to him without getting an answer ; and then Mr. Baldwin
turned to him, and said, in an agitated voice :

“Innocent? Then God forgive us all.”

CHAPTER IX.
FULL CONFESSION.

Mxi. BALDWIN’S words were conveyed to the outer office, and, being
curious and inexplicable words, were repeated among the clerks. To
them the story of George Warneford was an old and almost forgotten
thing, so that they did not connect it with Mr. Baldwin’s expression,
One of them, however, when he heard them trembled and shook. He
was 80 nervous and agitated that he could do no work that morning.
His hands could not hold the pen. His mind would not take in the
meaning of the words which he had to read, the figures danced before
his eyes ; and, amid the buzz of those who came and went, he heard
nothing but the voice of Mr. Baldwin, which repeated, “ Innocent.
Then God forgive us all!

Forgive whom? Samuel Pringle’s cheeks were white, when Helen
asked him for news of his brother ; but his very lips were white when
he thought of what these words might mean to himself.

Might mean ? Did most certainly mean. There wasno doubt in his
mind at all that the young lady was come to Mr. Baldwin’s about that
old business of George Warneford’s, a business which had ruined his
own life and destroyed his peace. If the innocent man had suffered,
much more had he, the guilty, endured tortures of repentance and help-
less remorse. There was no way out of it now, except to confess and
take the consequences.

He sat out the dreadful hours, full of unspeakable terror, from ten
till one, and then, taking his hat, went out when his turn came to take
his dinner.
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One thought always comes to the guilty—the thought of flight. As
he emerged from the office where he had expected all the morning to
feel the hand of arrest, it occurred to him that he might escape. He
looked up and down the crowded thoroughfare ; no one, he thought,
was watching him ; he would hasten to his lodgings, pack up a few
things, and be off, somewhere—anywhere—out of danger.

Excellent thought! He was a thrifty young man, who did not spend
the whole of his small salary, and had a little money with which he
would pay his fare to America. He would write to the office and eay
that he was called away on urgent business, but would be back in a
week ; then he would not be missed. Once in Awerica—once on the
way to the West, he would be safe from pursuit, and they might prove
whatever they liked about himself and George Warneford.

Excellent thought! He lived at Islington. He took a cah, and
drove to his rooms in hot haste, mad to be away from this dreadful fear
which stung him like a hornet. And not only to be rid of this fear of
detection and arrest, but also of the slow devourthg fire of remorse,
which had never left him for one moment, since the day when George
Warneford was sentenced for a crime which he never committed.

So good and wise a plan did it seem to him, so practical and so origi-
nal a method of shaking off the inconveniencies of remorse and anxiety,
that, when he stepped out of his bedroom, portmanteau in hand, and
Saw who were waiting there to frustrate his manceuvre, he fell fainting
on the floor.

His visitors were John Wybrow and the young lady he had seen in
the office. For Helen lost no time. She drove from Mr. Baldwin's
Straight to John Wybrow’s chambers, and, in as few words as she
could, told him what was necessary for him to know.

Said John Wybrow promptly, “I know that fellow Pringle. He is
 cur and a sneak. I always thought he was capable of villainy, and
Now I know it. He is the man who did it ; not his brother at all.
Now, Miss Elwood, the first thing he will do is to run away.”

“Run away 17

“Just that. They always do it, fellows like Pringle. He hasn't got
the pluck to stay and brazen it out. The mention of his brother’s name
will make him suspect that the worthy Tom has let it all out. He will
Tun away, and we must stop him.” ‘ :

John wasted no time in going to the office of Batterick and Baldwin,
but drove straight to Pringle’s address, rightly judging that, if he was
going to escape, he would probably take the very first opportunity of
getting away from the city. So it came to pass that, when Samuel had
finished his packing, and was joyously bringing his portmanteau from
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his bedroom, he found his pair of conspirators ready to receive him, and
the shock was so great that he fairly swooned away.

When he recovered, he found himself lying on the horsehair sofa
which decorated his apartment. His head was dizzy and heavy, and it
was some minutes before he remembered what had happened, and where
he was. Then he sat up and realized the position.

“Innocent? Then God forgive us alll”

The words rang in his brain. Who were those who chiefly needed
forgiveness? And by what suffering was that forgiveness to be arrived
at? He clutched the head of the sofa, and groaned in his misery.

Before him stood John Wybrow, looking hard, stern, and pitiless, and
at the table sat the young lady he had seen in Mr. Baldwin’s private
room, and her eyes too meant punishment.

“ Now, Pringle,” said Wybrow, ¢ you had a fright at the office ; you
have come here with the intention of running away to escape arrest;
we have caught you in the act of packing your portmanteau ; and we
do not intend you to run away. Not yet.”

The miserable man’s lips were parted, and his tongue clave to the
roof of his mouth.

“ Not yet,” repeated John.

“ What—what am I to do? Why do youstop me? What business
is it; of yours 7 asked Pringle, hardly knowing what he said.

« Surely you know what you have to do?” said Helen, in her low,
steady voice.

Pringle shook his head.

“Here is paper.” John opened a desk and took out some sheets.
“ Here is ink. Hereis a pen. Will you write a full account of it, now,
at once, or shall I send for a policeman ?”

“ Spare me!” cried the abject criminal. “ Mr. Wybrow, what business
is it of yowrs? Young lady, what have you got to do with an old story,
cight years old? It all happened when I was a boy, very little more
than a boy. I have never been happy since, not one single day. Ts not
my misery enough punishment ? Other clerks can go about ¢ and be cheer-
ful, and enjoy their victuals. But that thing never lets me alone, not
ouce, not one single day. 'Why should I suffer more ?”

Tt never occurred to his disordered brain that they really had no proofs
of his guilt. He assumed at once that all was known, and they had the
power of giving him into custody on the charge of forgery, aggravated
by the fact that he had allowed another to be convicted of his own erime.

«“ We shall 1ot spare you,” said John. ¢ We know now the reason of
your nervousness and hesitation. Spare you? Samuel Pringle, of all
men living on this earth, there is not one who is not worthy to be spared
hefore you. In all the prisons of the world there is not a criminal 80
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blackhearted as yourself. They have done the things for which they are
in prison ; you have not only done the things, but you have deliberately
sent an innocent man to gaol for your crime.”

Samuel buried his face in his hands,

“The convict’s dress you have made George Warneford wear, you shall
wear yourself ; the misery you have brought on him, you shall fecl your-
self, and worse ; the disgrace which lies upon him and his shall be trans-
ferred to you and yours. Your name shall be a by-word of execration
and reproach. People who bear it shall be ashamed to have such a
name.”

Then Samuel Pringle cried and wept ; he rolled his head upon the
pillow and wished he was dead ; he moaned and whined ; he declared
that he repented, that he always had repented, that there was no man in
the world more repentant than himself ; and then, hecause no answer
came, but every time that he raised his eyes he met the relentless gaze of
John Wybrow and the steady look of Helen Elwood, he crawled on his
knees to the latter, and seizing her hand, implored lier to forgive him,
and to let him go.

“You are a woman,” lie said. “ Women are tender and pitiful.
They always forgive. What good will it do George Warneford if the
story does come out? He is out of prison. I learned that from my
brother some three years ago. Tom saw him at Melbourne, walking
about. It won’t do bim any good ; and oh ! think of what it will be
for me !”

Helen drew her hand away, but made no response. What, indeed,
could she say.

“Mr. Wybrow is hard and eruel, Ob, much harder than I should be
if Mr. Wybrow was in my place.”  He looked up furtively at his enemy,
Who stood motionless, with the pen in his hand.  “ Many a time have I
done M. Wybrow’s work for him in the office, and said nothing abont,
it.  Speak to him, young lady. You've got a kind heart, I know you
have, Speak to him for me. Tell him that T will go straight away out
of London, and he shall never see me again, since he hates me so.
Straight away at once I will go; and as for George Warneford, if he
has got out of prison, what more does he want ? Putting me in won’t do

im any good. Besides,” he threw this out as a last shot, partly, per-

aps, as a feeler, «“ besides, he's dead, I'm sure he’s dead. Don't perse-
ute a poor repentant sinner—don’t he unchristian.  Think of your own
Sing—-not that you've got any, bul perhaps Mr. Wybrow has—little ones,
10t big ones like mine-—and then think how you'd feel if you had such
& crime as I have weighing on your mind, and taking the taste out of
“verything you put into your mouth,”
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“Now, Pringle,” interrupted John Wybrow, ¢ we have had enough
whining ; stand up and write at this table.”

Samuel obeyed, so far as standing up went. It was a groggy sort of
standing at the best, and he felt, if he felt anything at all, that he hardly
looked his best, for his long legs bent beneath him, Lis thin and sandy
hair was hanging over his forehead, his lean arms hung helplessly at his
sides, and his eyes were red and swollen. He looked at his portmantean
and at the door, but between the door and himself stood the stalwarl
form of John Wybrow. Samuel Pringle was neither a strong man nor
a brave man. If the thought of forcible departure entered his head it
was dismissed at once.

“8it down,” said John, peremptorily.

Samuel sat down,

“ Take the pen.”

Samuel took the pen, and mechanically drew the paper before
him.

“ Now write.”

“ What am I to write ?” he asked.

“ Write the truth,” said Helen.

“ Write what I dictate,” said John.

Samuel made a last effort.

“If I write,” said he, implovingly, “give me a chance of escape
afterwards.”

Helen looked at John Wybrow. The criminal caught the glance.

“Only a single chance ; give me a day to get away if 1 can,” Pringle
pleaded.

“ Write first,” said John Wybrow. “1I will make no conditions till
I have got a confession.”

Pringle dipped the pen in the ink.

John began to dictate.

“1, Samuel Pringle.”

« ], Samuel Pringle.”

« Will you kindly look over his shoulder, Miss Elwood 1” John was
trying to frame a form of words which should at least be binding. The
difficulty was that he really knew nothing to go upon but his own
strong suspicions. After a few moments of hesitation he began again.
Helen stood behind the trembling clerk, on whose forehead the beads
of agony gathered fast.

«], Samuel Pringle, now a clerk of ten years' standing in the house
of Batterick and Baldwin.”

“ Batterick and Baldwin,” repeated Pringle.

“ Declare and confess that the forgery for which George Warneford
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was tried, eight years ago, and sentenced to twent
vitude, was not committed by him at all.”

“ Oh Lord,” groaned the writer, “ ‘ not committed by him at all.’»

“ That he was entirely innocent of tle offence ; that it was committed
without his knowledge ; that he was wrongly found guilty ; that the
real criminal is still at large.”

“Still at large,” said Pringle. ¢ Oh, mi
Help a poor, miserable, repentant man.”

But Helen’s face showed no pity. The abject nature of the man
filled her with disgust.

“8till at large. That other forgeries and embezzlements laid to
George Warneford's charge were one and all the work of the same man,
who has hitherto escaped punishment.”

““ Escaped punishment 1 the clerk echoed, ¢ Oh, young lady, help
him to escape altogether. 1t can't do George Warneford any good to

see him punished. He’s dead now. I know he’s dead, else he would
have come home.”

‘I further declare that the real forger ”

“1 can't write it 17 ejaculated the man. « My, Wyhbrow, let me run
away, let me escape, let me go this once. It's pitiful to have a giant’s
strength, sir, as Shakespeare says, and it’s unchristian to use it. Oh
Mr. Wybrow ! what are we if we are not Christians?”

‘“ That the real forger was myself, and no other.”

Helen placed the pen in the nerveless fingers from which it haq
dropped.

 Write the words,” she said.

“I can’t, I can’t. It's all true, as you know, Mr. Wybrow ; but T
can’t write the words. I feel as if they were sentencing me to g
Prison.”

“Very likely they will,” said John. “But confession is better than
detection, as you will find. Come, you have no choice.”

With a heavy groan he obeyed.

“Myself! Oh Lord ! oh Lord! What have I written 1"

“8ign it now.”

Reluctantly he signed the paper.

“ Now, Miss Elwood,” said John, “We two will witness this
signature,”

It was Helen’s turn to tremble when she signed her name as one of
the witnesses, For what did it mean to her, this serap of paper ? The
Self-respect of her lover, the restitution of his good name ; the recovery

~of all that made life dear; the bearing back to George of her golden
“heaves ; a victory worth to her all the other victories in the world !
She sighed. The wretched man went on whining and pleading

Y years of penal ser-

ss, help him to stay at large.
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the same key about repentance, about the wicked waste of trouble in
raking up old mattexs, about the certain death of George Warneford ;
but his words fell unheeded on her ears. She was thinking only about
the joy and thankfulness that should be theirs, when she bore back to
George the paper so precious to them all.

John folded up the paper and laughed. < We have won, Miss
Elwood,” he said. ¢ You shall tell me afterwards, if you will, what
you have won. You know what is my prize.”

Then he turned to Pringle, and his voice changed :

«1f T had words—if there were words in the language to express the
unutterable loathing and disgust that I feel for you, I would use them.
But, there are no words strong enough. You have signed, however.
We have you now utterly in our power. 1l youw are to expect anything
at all from us—the slightest merey—you will tell us the whole story
without evasion or concealment. Out with it 1”

« You will be merciful then?” cried Pringle, as he saw the paper
folded in John's pocket-book, and deposited in a place of safety. “If 1
tell you particulars that you would not get from anyone else, you will
have a little pity? Think of it, Mr. Wybrow, a whole life spent in
prison. If I thought it would only be ten years, I should not mind so
much. But a life! never to go out again; never to be free ; never to
do what I like; never to be without the dreadful convict dress! Oh,
T've dreamed of it night after night, till I know it all by heart, and the
misery of it. Oh, Mr. Wybrow, be mercifal !”

«“ 8it down again, and tell us, in as few words as you can, the whole
history.”

Does the story need to be told at length ? The situation is known.
A weak and cowardly lad, in the hands of his unscrupulous brother,
was made to do anything. A cheque-book was purloined and kept in
a safe place by Tom ; from time to time, whenever the opportunity
seemed favourable, a cheque was drawn with the name of the firm forged
so skilfully, that the signature was passed without the slightest suspicion.
Detection was difficult, because the crafty Tom took charge of the
cheques ; Samuel, needless to say, getting nothing of the proceeds, but
obedient partly from habit, and partly from compulsion.

« But the cheque, the last cheque; how did that get into the enve-
lope ¢

«T put it there,” said Samuel. “Tom told me to. I overheard Mr.
Baldwin talking to the manager of the bank ; I knew that the forgeries
were going to be found out ; 1 watched from where I sat ; I could see
Mz. Baldwin through a corner of the curtain; I saw him draw a cheque
and place it in an envelope. That was the day before Warneford was
caught. He left the envelope on the table. I put the last cheque 1
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had forged in another envelope exactly like his own. I made an excuse
for going into his office—I changed the envelopes. Tom said it was the
best chance to throw suspicion on somebody else. How should we know
that George Warneford would be the one on whom it would fall 7 It
was not our fault. We had to look out for ourselves—Tom and L
Mr. Baldwin locked up the envelope when he went away ; he clean for-
got who had been in his room ; he forgot, too, that he left his desk for a
moment when I was in his office, and he swore positively that no one
could have touched that envelope, except himself and George Warneford.
Tom was in court when he swore it, and when Tom told me in the
evening, we laughed—that is, Tom laughed, till the tears ran down
his face.”

Helen made an involuntary gesture of disgust,

“ He laughed, Miss, not me. I repented. I repented at once, and
the money—hundreds of pounds it was—that Tom had through me,
never did him any good. I always told him it wouldn’s, Oh, it’s a
dreadful story ; and somehow, Mr. Wybrow, now that I've told you the
whole of it, I feel easier in my mind.”

John Wybrow whispered a few words to Helen, then he turned to the
man again.

“Look here, you have told us, I believe, pretty well the whole truth.
Of course we don’t believe a word about Your repentance, and all that.
Repentance, indeed ! But you have done us, involuntarily, a service.
Now, in return, Miss Elwood, this young lady”~Samuel Pringle bowed,
as if he were being introduced to her—* has consented to one act
of grace.”

“ And the act of grace, sir 1"

“The act of grace is this. You shall have twenty-four hours’ start ;
after that time a warrant will be taken out for your arrest, and you will
take your punishment if you are caught. The punishment will be heavy,
and I sincerely hope you will be caught. Now go.”

He pointed to the door.

Samuel Pringle seized his portmanteau and vanished. Looking out
of the window they saw him running down the street till he caught a
¢ab, in which he drove away.

“ There will be no warrant in his case, I suspect, Miss Elwood. We
ust now——->

“ Wait a moment,” she cried. My heart is too full. Tell me,” she
8aid, after a pause, “ tell me, does this confession quite, quite free George
from a] suspicion 1"

“It does. T am no lawyer, but I am certain that it does. It will at
least clear him in the eyes of Mr. Baldwin and the world. Miss El-
Wood, you have helped me to a wife. Let us go to Ruth.”
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«Not yet,” she said ; “1 want to get at the other man first, and I
must wait. [ want your advice and help. My brain is troubled with
joy.  Lwv us keep this thing to ourselves for one day yet—only one
day. Aund tomorrow is Christmas Eve. Let Ruth keep that feast with
a joyful heart.”

« And T must nob see Ruth till to-morrow evening "

« Not till to-morrow evening, John Wybrow. If you cannot walt
for four-and-twenty hours, what will you think of me when I tell you
that T have waited for three years ! v

«You, Miss Elwood 1

« Yes ; George Warneford and 1. That is my secret. You have
won a wife and a sister too, because I am to be married to George
Warneford.”

John took her hand and kissed it On second thoughts he stooped
and kissed her on the forehead.

« You will be our sister ¢ he said simply. “I am very glad. Where
is Greorge 47

«He is here in London. That is another of my secrets. He is ab
the professor’s with me 4

«In the same house as Ruth ?”

« [n the same house as Ruth, and she does not know. Once she
thought she knew his voice, but it passed off. He is with me as my
brother, so that we can travel together. Ruth does not suspect. But
to-morrow she shall know.”

John took her home. In the front room the gas was lit, for the pro-
fessor was instructing a select class. Behind the blinds was Ruth, but
John did not know this, and went away with a longing, hungry heart.

George Warneford was pacing the room impatiently. He stopped
with a gesture of inquiry when Helen returned.

« Yes, George, 1 have seen Mr. Baldwin, and have talked with him,
and—and——Oh ! my dear, dear love, we who have waited so long, can
we not wait a little longer ¢

She fell weeping into his arms. He soothed and caressed her, and
presently she lifted her head and raised ber eyes.

« T,et us remember,” she said, the long and weary time of trial, and,
with the remembrance, let us think of all that it has done for us ; how
it cleared away the clouds of anger and revenge which lay on your soul ;
how it brought you back to your better self, the man I learned to know ;
how it made me a little less selfish and a little more careful of others;
how it brought me the dearest and best thing that can happen to 2
woman—the love of a good man 17

« Nay, dear,” he said,  but the love of a man who would fain be all
that his wife thinks him.”
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“ Why, that is it,” she said. * You think me fair and pure, and [
try to be fair and pure of heart. I think you noble, and you make
your own nobleness out of a love for me. What is love worth, except
to lead man and woman upward to the higher life ¢

Then they were silent, and presently the old sailor stole in and Jjoined
them, without a word.

“ George,” she said, after a little—they were sitting, according to
their old custom, side by side before the fire; Ben Croil was in his
place, with his head against the wall_—« George, what day is this?”

“It is the day before Christmas Eve.”

“I remember that day three years ago, George. There were three
people on a little islet together. It was a summer evening there, and
they sat on the beach watching the golden sunset, as it painted the
sands upon the beach and the rock behind them, where the white
streamer floated night and day. They had been four months on that
islet, where they were to be prisoners for three years. All their hearts
were troubled with a sense of wrong. The older man was yearning
for revenge upon the mutineers and murderers who had brought them
there.”

‘“ He was,” said Ben. « He’s yearning still ; but he’s going to have
his revenge before long.”

“ The younger man,” said Helen in her soft low voice, “ was longing
for revenge on the man who had brought him to ruin. Was he not,
George 1” ‘

“He was,” said George.

“What does he think now 1”

“He would leave himn—to Helen,” replied her lover, taking her
hang.

“And Helen would leave him-to Heaven,” she said. “The day
before Christmas Eve, Ben—this is a time when we ought to put away
all sorts of revenge.”

“Ay, ay, Miss Helen, that’s very true ; bless you, I don’t harbour no
malice against no one—except Boston Tom. He's got to swing, then I
shall be a¢ peace with all mankind.”

“ We must forgive, if we can, even Boston Tom,” she said.

“What ! forgive a mutineer and a murderer, when I've got him
under my thumb'? ~

The old man was inflexible on this point. That Boston Tom should
be allowed to escape never entered his head. It was, if anything, a part
of the great scheme of Christian forgiveness, that hanging should come
first and pardon afterwards. And the knowledge that he had caught

im at last, tended greatly to soothe his soul, and prepare him for a
K
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fuller enjoyment of that season when peace and goodwill are specially
preached to the nations of the earth.

Helen ceased to urge her point. But another pleader took up the
cause of Boston Tom. It wasa second letter from Rupert, written in
pencil and in haste :

“ Whatever you have to do with this man,” he wrote to Helen, * must
be done quickly. I think he is dying. Last night, after drinking
enough rum to float a three-decker, or at least one of old Ben’s favourite
craft, and after coughing till he shook the walls of the house, he broke
a blood-vessel. We put him to bed, and he went on drinking rum. I
was with him all night. I think, Miss Elwood, that I am getting
rather tired of playing my part. The place is a den of thieves. The
five pounds are already nearly gone, and the woman of the house is
throwing out hints that more will be wanted before long. Also I am
expected to dance all the evening to please the sailors. ~ After all, there
is some fun in showing these timber-toed lubbers what dancing really
means. But I am afraid that Dan Mizen suspects me ; he is always on
the watch.

“R. L.
« P 8,—They have had a doctor to see him. He reports that the

patient can’t last more than twenty-four hours. The woman has carried
off his clothes, and I caught her searching the pockets. Also Dan Mizen
has been making observations about captures and such things. My own
idea is that he is trying to make something for himself out of the man’s
death. Act at once if there is anything to be done.”

Helen read this letter alond and waited for a response, looking to
(Greorge first.

He thought for a minute.

« If the man’s testimony is to be of any use to us,” he said, “ it must
be got at once.”

« We can do without it, George, but we shall be stronger with it.”

« Then I will go myself and get it out of him.”

Helen turned to Ben. * What do you think, Ben 7"

He was putting on his overcoat.

«Think ?” he asked, with impatience glittering in his pale blue eyes.
« What is 2 man to think? Here’s the murderer going to cheat the
gallows, and no one to interfere but me. Think? Why, that we must
o to the nearest police-station and arrest him, dead or alive.”

«We will go, Ben, you and I. No George”—she put him back
gently as he rose to go with her—“ it isn’t altogether my fancy, but I
want to finish this work with Ben and our friends. I want you to
remain where you are, unknown and unsuspected till the time comes.”
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“The time, the time! Oh, Helen, I cannot believe the time will
ever come !

“1t has come, George ; it is here already. Have patience for a single
day—only a single day—and you will find that it has really come for
you, and for Ruth and for me. My heart is very full, dear friend ; but
the work is nearly done, and this night, please God, will finish it. Do
Dot wait for me. T am safe with Ben and Rupert.”

It was nine o’clock. As Helen opened the door a van drove up, and
A man, jumping down, began to hand out parcels.

“Here you are, Miss,” he said. *“ Name, Lemire.”

“I will call Madame Lemire. Please bring in the things.”

The professor came, Madame being out on alittle Christmas market-
ing.

“Turkey for Mr. Lemire—sansages for Mr. Lemire—barrel of
Oysters, Mr. Lemire. That all right ? Case of wine, Mr. Lemire—hox
of French plums, Mr. Lemire—ditto ditto, boxes of preserved fruit—
bOll-bons—one, two, three, five ; that’s right. Very sorry, sir, to be so
late,”

“ But these can’t be for me ! ” cried the bewildered professor.

“ Quite right, sir—quite right ; ordered two hours ago ; nothing to
Pay.  Stop a minute! Pheasant for Mr. Lemire-—wild duck, Mr.
Lemire—cod's head and shoulder, Mr. Lemire.”

“But, my friend, I have ordered none of these things.”

“Didn’t say you had, sir. Friend, I suppose, ordered 'em all. Christ-
as time, you know. Hamper besides ; don’t know what’s in the ham-
Per. Where's that box Jim? We was told to take very particular
are of that box. Here you are, sir—box for Mr. Lemire. Think
that's all, sir.  You’ll have to sign here—so—and here’s a letter.”

By this time Ruth Warneford, Antoinette, and the children were ga-
thered in the little hall gazing at the treasures which lay piled one
above the other, cumbering the way. The professor, balancing himself
pon his toes, gesticulated, laughed, and remonstrated. But before
they knew what, had happened, the men with the van had driven off,
and they were left, with their boxes.

“But what does it mean ! Is it St. Nicholas 1 Isit the good Christ-
mas fairies 1 s it a gift of Heaven ?” and the professor was helpless,
“ My dear young lady,” he addressed Helen, “I assure you on the
Wword of ap artist, that the resources of the establishment at this moment
80 1o farther than the prospect of a leg of mutton, without a plum-pud-
ding, for Christmas Day.  You will hardly believe me, but that is the

act 5 and my wife has now gone out with Gaspard in the hope of pur-
¢9asing that, leg at a reasonable cost ; and here are turkey, sausages,
OYsters, Pheasant, wild duck, wine—apparently champagne, vin d
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champagne | —French plums, fruits, cod-fish, bon-bons. Children, chil-
dren, you are about to taste unheard-of luxuries. It is a return into
Egypt.”

“ And the box, father. What is in the box 1”

Ben produced that knife of his, which, when not in active service in
cutting tobacco, was useful as a screw-driver, as a crow-bar, or a marline-
spike, or a hammer, or as any implement likely to be required on board
of a sailing-ship. With the help of this he opened the box. The con-
tents were covered with paper.

“Stop ! stop!” said Nettie. “ This is too delicious. Let us carry
everything into the class-room.”

All the things made a gallant show on the bare floor-—such a picture
as might have been painted and hung upon the walls of some great ban-
queting hall. Tt would have been called Christmas Plenty in the Olden
Time. The gamelay in an inuer circle, surrounded by the boxes of
fruit, and the cases of wine. The barrel of oysters formed a sort of
tower in the centre, and the children were gathered around the myste-
rious box, over which Helen stood as guard.

All was silence while she opened the first-parcel.

It was wrapped in tissue paper, as costly things should be, and on it
was a card, “ For Nettie.” Opened, it proved to contain a winter jacket
-of the very finest and best. The next was marked, “For Charlotte.”
That contained a brand-new dress, warm and soft ; and so with all the
rest. For the girls, dresses; and for each of the boys—the parcels
being labelled, ** for Gaspard, care of his father,” and so on—a bank
note, white and crisp.

Never was there such a Christmas present.

“But nothing at all for Ruth ?” cried Nettie. ‘ Oh, Rath, it is a
shame !”

«“ Had you not better read your letter, professor ¢” asked Helen.

“ Ah, to be sure. The letter! the letter ! Now it is strange that I
should have forgotten the letter. Gaspard, my son, take the violin
So. Come, here is a letter, children.”

Instead of reading it aloud, and at once, he began by solemnly tak-
ing Ruth's hand and raising it to his lips with the courtesy of the
“ ancien régime.”

# Listen, children. This is all the letter :

« Por those who love Ruth, and have been kind to her.”

“« That is all, children, that is all.” The professor blew his nose.
« Always a blessing to us, from the day when God’s providence brought
her to our home—always the sunshine of our house.”

«No, no,” cried Ruth. “You bave been my parents, my family—all
to me.” :
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“Tt is from her earnings,” the professor went on, “from her poor
earnings, that our Christmas fare was to have come, because, 1 confess
to you, Mademoiselle Elwood, that art is not remunerative in this quar-
ter. But, pardon, mademoiselle, you were going out when these grand
things arrived. You have delayed yourself on our account.”

“Yes, T have to go out for an hour. Come, then, good night, Nettie ;
good night, children all. I am sure you deserve all the good fortune that
can befall you.”

Ruth ran after her.

“ Helen, tell me what do you think it means ? Is it John? Do you
think it is John 7

“ My dear, perhaps it is John. Do you remember the promise in the
church ¢”

“Do I remember ¥ Ah, Helen, can I forget 1" _

Helen hurried away, but as she opened the door she heard the pro-
fessor strike up a cheerful note.

“Now, children all! The joyful dance of the Happy round the
Monument of Plenty. Mademoiselle Antoinette will commence. Where,
oh where is Rupert ?”

And when Madame Lemire returned bringing with her the humble
leg of mutton, she found the children executing one of the professor’s
highest conceptions—a Pastoral Piece—round such a display of splendid
things as even Leadenhall market could not surpass.

CHAPTER X.
BEN HAS HIS REVENGE.

Our in the cold December evening Helen and Ben walked through the
Streets crowded with the late buyers in the Christmas markets. The
O%d man was silent, thinking over his baffled hopes of justice. It was a
bitter pill for him to swallow. After all these years, in which every
day brought before him in stronger colours the blackness of the trea-
thery which lost the Lucy Derrick, and destroyed so many lives; and
after finding his enemy, the last and worst of the whole mutinous crew,
to learn first that Christian forgiveness might have to include even that
eﬁp.erate villain, and then that a more gotent hand of justice than even
Mtish law was taking him away from his grasp;—all this was too
much for the good old man. Helen divined his thoughts, and tried to
lead them back to other matters. “ You will be rejoiced, Ben, to see
1"‘ Warneford's good name restored, will you not 1"
Ay, ay, Miss Helen. Not that it makes any difference to him, nor
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to you, nor to me neither, in so far as my respects is concerned. Boston
Tom is at the bottom of that villainy too.”

“ He was, Ben, and if he is on his deathbed we must forgive him that
as well as the greater crime.”

Ben made no answer. .

They came into Whitechapel High-street, all ablaze with gaslight, and
presently arrived at the house.

The door was open, but there was no one in the front room, where
Rupert had been wont of late to entertain roystering Jack and his
friends with an exhibition of his art. No one in the passage, no one on
the stairs—all was dark and silent.

They waited. What to do next ? and where to go?

Presently they heard a voice upstairs, and footsteps.

Ben listened.

¢ That’s Master Rupert,” he said. * Follow close to me, Miss Helen.”

The room was lit by a single gas-jet, flaring high, like one of those
which decorated the butchers stalls outside. It was an old-fashioned
wainscoted room, but the paint was thick with dirt, and the ceiling,
which had once, perhaps, been whitewashed, was blackened with smoke
and grimed with age. It was furnished with a low, rickety wooden bed,
and with a couple of chairs—nothing else, not even a washstand or a
table. And on the bed, propped up by pillows, sat Boston Tom. He
was dying ; his cheeks were white and sunken ; the old wound at the
side of his lip showed red and ghastly against the deadly pallor of his
cheek ; his hair lay over his low, receding forehead ; round his shoul-
ders was thrown an old pea-jacket ; and in his trembling fingers he
held a tumbler half full of rum.

He luoked round and saw his visitors, with a curious smile.

“Ben Croil, is it 7"’ he gasped ; “* oid Ben Croil the bo’s’'n. Thought
you was dead, mate. Thought you was cast away in the captain’s gig
—7you and the young lady and George Warneford. Glad you're not ;
that makes three less—every little counts. Three less ; bully for you,
Boston Tom.”

He raised the tumbler to his lips, and would have let it fall in his
weakness, but for Rupert, his sole companion, who held it for him while
he drank, with a look half of apology and half of recognition at Helen
and Ben.

Tt is all we can do for him now,” he exclaimed.

“Does he know it ?” whispered Helen. ¢ Does he know his con-
dition ¥”

The man, who had closed his eyes for a moment, opened them and
bestowed a wink upon her which saved the trouble of speech.
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How to address thisman? How to touch with the slightest spark of
human feeling, a heart so callous and so seared 1

Ben Croil saved her the trouble of consideration. He stepped to the
foot of the bed and gazed steadfastly in the face of his enemy.

“ At last I've found you,” he said.

“ Ay, mate, yon've found me, and none too soon. Guess I'll save my
neck yet.” He spoke with an effort, but there was the determination
of keeping it up to the end in his face.

* Where's that rope you spoke about, bo’s’n 7”" he went on. « Cheated
you, after all. Boston Tom’s booked. Look ye here, mate, all of them
fellows is dead and gone, every man Jack of them. Some of ’em
drowned ; some of ’em cut up for food when we took to the boats ;
some of ‘em food for sharks. Youngster, give me hold of that bottle.”
He took a pull at the rum and went on, after a fit, of coughing, which
might have killed an ostrich. « Ugh, it’s this cough that prevents me
from talking ; prop me up a bit more, boy. So, Ben, you're done this
time.”

“Say you're sorry, mate,” said Ben, in whose mind, touched by the
sight of the forlorn wretch, Helen's teaching suddenly sprang up full
blown into charity. “ Say you're sorry.”

“What's the use of that?” asks the imperitent murderer. ¢ That
won’t bring back the Lucy Derrick. Of course I'm sorry. Who
Wouldn’t be sorry with nothing but the gallows or the black box?
Sorry ! Then he turned to Rupert. ¢ See, boy, youre a trump ;
yow've looked after me when all the lot bolted ; you're the one as has
stuck to me these days, and never let me want for nothing. So I'll
give you all T've got left, and that’s a word of advice. If you go to
sea, don’t go mutineering, and keep your hands from slaughtering cap-
tains and mates. Then you'll live to be a credit to your family.”

“ Are you sorry for nothing else, Thomas Pringle 1” Helen asked.

“ Lots,” he replied. “Lots. Buckets full. But then Thomas Prin-
gle is gone for many a year, and Boston Tom’s took his place.”

“In the case of George Warneford now, the man who escaped with
me in the hoat——"

“Ay, ay. 1 remember well ; that was a bad job, that was.”

“I know all about it,” said Helen ; “ your brother Samuel told me.”
. “Did he now 1” Boston Tom asked the question with an air of keen
Interest. «Did he really ? 1 did use to tell him that, if he ever split
on that job, I'd take him out some dark night—say Hampstead-heath
Way—and brain him ; so I would have done too, three years ago. Sup-
Pose it’s no uge thinking of that now ; can’t be done.”

“All about, it,” continued Helen. * Samuel forged the cheque at
your instigation,”
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“Bo he did, so he did ; that's a fact. I wanted the money bad, very
bad I wanted the money at that time. Warneford got it hot, and 1
laughed.” .

“Samuel has written a confession of the whole,” Helen went on ;
“but I want your confession.”

“Then, my lady, you won’t get it ; so you may go away again, and
leave me here till the time’s up. More rum, my lad.”

He lay back after this effort, and closed his eyes, exhausted. He
opened his eyes again after a few minutes, and uttered, with great en-
joyment :

“Catch a weasel asleep ! If Sam has confessed, that’s all you want
if he hasn’t, you don’t catch me napping.”

“He has confessed indeed,” said Helen. “Do you think I would
bring you an untruth, now of all times in the world 1"’

He shook his head.

“There’s one thing more to be said, Boston Tom,” Ben stuck in.
“’Tis a small matter, this old forging business, and if Miss Elwood
wants your name at the foot of a bit of paper, you may as well put it
there. Murder’s different, and, by George, if you don’t do what she

asks, I'll step out and fetch a policeman. If you can’t be hanged, you
shall sit in a cell without the rum.”

“Give me another drop, boy.”

““ Let be, let be!” said Ben, interposing and snatching the bottle from
Rupert. “Not another drop shall you have until you've made that
there confession.”

The dying man stretched out his hands with a gesture of despair.

“Not the rum !” he cried, “not the rum. Take anything away, but
leave me that. You, boy ; you're stronger than him ; fight him for it ;
tear it out of his hands; make him give it up to you. Up, boy, and
fight him ! ”

But to his surprise the boy joined his enemies.

“You shall have your rum,” he said, “when you have signed the
paper.”’

Then he lost his courage, and began to moan and whine exactly like
his brother Samuel.

“T’ll sign anything,” he said, “if you will give me the hottle.”

Helen wrote rapidly. She had all the facts, and wanted nothing but
a simple declaration. In a few minutes she was ready.

“Listen now. Tell me if this is all you have to say :

*¢1, the undersigned, believing myself to be dying, solemnly declare
that the forgery for which George Warneford, clerk to the house of
Batterick and Baldwin, was convicted and sentenced to twenty years’
penal servitude, was committed by my brother, Samuel Pringle, clerk
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in the same firm. I also declare that the whole of the forgeries, of
which that was the last, were by the same Samuel Pringle. They were
committed at my own instigation, and for my own profit ; I had the
spending of the money, and Samuel Pringle, my brother, never touched
a penny of it. George Warneford knew nothing about it from the be-
ginning to the end.””

“That’s about all,” said Thomas Pringle. «I've nothing more to
say ; it’s quite time ; give me the bottle.” "
“Not yet,” said Ben. “Take time—so! Now sign as well as you

2

can

Helen guided the fingers while the signature of Boston Tom slowly
drew itself across the bottom of the page ; then the pen fell from his
hand, and Boston Tom’s head fell back upon the pillow. For a while
they thought him dead, but he was not; he opened his eyes and mo-
tioned for the rum, which Rupert held to his mouth.

“Leave me to the boy,” he sighed wearily.

While they thus looked on at this miserable ending of a shameful
life, there was a noise below, and steps were heard upon the stairs. The
door opened, and Dan’l Mizen appeared; behind him two policemen.

“There he is, gentlemen,” said the ex-ship’s boy, eagerly. * There
he is! That's Boston Tom, the ringleader of the murderers. And, oh !
here’s Mr. Croil, gentlemen.” He turned to the policemen. “ Bear

witness for me, I'm the first to give information. I'm Queen’s evidence.
I'm the one that came forward first.”

“Thomas Pringle, alias Boston Tom,” said one of the policemen,
“I've got a warrant for you. It's mutiny and murder on the high seas;
and remember, what you say now may be used against you in evidence.”

Boston Tom raised his dying head, and looked about him, trying to
recollect.

“It’s all'a dream,” he said. ~ “ What's gone before in the dream ?
Youre Bo’s'n Croil; you are old Ben. I know you. There’s Dan
Mizen. We're all honest men here, play fair and square, drink square
and fair, pay up and play again. Pass the rum, my boy.”

And with these words Boston Tom laid his head back upon the pil-
low and closed his eyes. They waited for five minutes. He did not
open his eyes. One of the constables took his hand and felt his pulse.
The hand was cold, and the pulse had stopped.

He had gone before another Judge.

CHAPTER XI.
CHRISTMAS EVE.

tTHE next day was a day of mystery. Miss Elwood had a long talk in
€ morning with Madame Lemire and Antoinette, the result of which
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was a great crying of all three, followed by mighty preparations, the like
of which had never before been witnessed in Yendo Street.

It was holiday with the professor; but he, too, conscious of impend-
ing change, roamed restlessly from one of the two rooms to the other.

Ruth stole out after breakfast, accompanied by Charlotte, and took
refuge in the church, where she had her organ to attend to till dinner
time. When she returned, she too felt that it was a very curious and
mysterious day. Old Ben, who, like the rest, was restless and disturbed,
opened the door and poked his head in just to say, in a hoarse whisper :

“Itis all right at last, Miss. Heart up, pretty,” and then he dis-
appeared.

Nettie, too, came rushing up from the kitchen once in every quarter
of an hour, just on purpose to kiss and hug her, and then, after a
pirouette or two of wonderful dexterity, rushed downstairs again and
disappeared.

And then the professor came and sat with her—the kind professor,
her devoted friend. He too was silent and restless ; he could not sit
still, he fidgeted on his chair, he stood on his toes, he danced on his
elastic feet from one end of the room to the other, and then, before
finally dancing out—which he did after half an hour of this perform-
ance—he took Ruth’s head in his hands, and kissed her on the fore-
head.

And when he was gone, Ruth felt that he had dropped a tear upon
her brow. For everybody now, except the children and herself, knew
the whole story. They knew now what it all meant, the mystery of all
this coming and going; they knew now the reason why this mysterious
couple, this so-called brother and sister, had sought out these obscure
lodgings in the unknown region of America Square. Helen, before
going out on her errand of victory that morning, had told Madame Le-
mire the whole story. Therefore Nettie and her mother had a good cry,
and cried at intervals during the whole day, insomuch that the grand
culinary operations were as much wept over as if they had been intended
for the cold meats of a funeral banquet. They told Charlotte,
and Charlotte, after telling Gaspard and Rupert, crept upstairs
and sat on a footstool, with Ruth’s hand in hers, thinking what a
wonderful story it was ; and then, because we all want to have a little
of our own interest in everything, realized how dull the days would be
without Ruth to cheer them up.

“Tell me what it means, Charlotte,” said Ruth. ¢ What is the mat-
‘ter with everybody ? Is it on account of the mysterious Christmas
present "

Charlotte shook her head.

“ Better than that,” she said. “That means only feasting. Far bet-
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ter than that ; something very, very good, Ruth—something that will
make us all happy ; because it will make youhappy. Think of the very
best that could happen to you, the very best, you know—not a silly
wish, not something, you know, for to-day or to-morrow, but for
always—and then be quite sure you will have it ; and more—yes, more.”

The afternoon dragged on, and the early evening brought blindman’s
holiday. Then the children came flocking in, to sit round the fire and
talk, as was their usual custom, with Ruth Warneford to tell them
stories. But she told them none that evening, because she was anx-
ious and disturbed.

Presently, one by one, the rest came in. The professor, without his
violin, balancing himself on tiptoe ; Nettie and Madame dressed as for
some unusual ceremony, and with looks of great mystery. The boys
came in too, Rupert and Graspard—the former with folded arms and a
certain melodramatic gloom, the latter bursting with the importance
of having a real and wonderful secret to tell.

The elders tried to talk, but it was no use. Conversation flagged,
and a damper was thrown on any more efforts by the sudden breaking
out into sobs and tears of Madame Lemire. When Nettie and Char-
lotte followed, and all three fell to kissing Ruth and crying over her at
the same time, the professor, followed by his two eldest sons, retired to
the class-room, whence presently issued the well-known strains of the
violin, accompanied by sounds indicating that, with his two sons, the
professor was seeking consolation in Art.  As for the children, all this
crying, with the house full of the most enjoyable and hitherto un-
dreamed-of good things, seemed a kind of flying in the face of Provi-
dence ; so that when, at six o’clock, a carriage drove to the door, it was
a great relief. The professor returned and lit the gas, and the others
formed a group involuntarily.

Helen was the first who entered, and she was followed by Mr-
Baldwin and John Wybrow.

John Wybrow ? Was it possible ¢ Then this great thing was—
was—e—

“ My own dear, dear, dear Ruth,” said John, quite naturally, holding
her in his strong arms. “ Don’t [ery, my darling. Tt is all right at
last, and here is Mr. Baldwin to tell you so.”

“We have done a great wrong, my dear,” he said solemnly ; “avery
great wrong, and God forgive us for our hard hearts, and for our readi-
ness to think evil. I am here to ask your pardon—very humbly to ask
your pardon. Take her, John, and make her happy.” He spoke as
oue deeply moved.

“And where, Miss Elwood, where——"

He looked round the room.
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“Not here—come upstairs, Ruth dear, with me; Mr. Baldwin and
all of you—yes, all of you. Come, kind friends all. Ruth, there is
one more surprise for you, and then we shall have finished.”

She spoke with quivering lips, and led the way upstairs.

Her brother, standing impatiently before the fire, sprang to meet her.

“ Yes, George,” said Helen; ¢ Itis done. Ruth, dear, this is not my
brother, but my betrothed. I is your own brother ; your own brother
George. Do you not remember him now? Yes, Ruth, your brother
restored to you indeed, and his innocence established before all the
world.”

Then said Mr. Baldwin, who leaned upon John Wybrow while he
spoke, and spoke very slowly :

“ George Warneford,” he said, “ I have been thinking in the carriage
what I should say to you, and could think of nothing ; no, nothing
that would express my sorrow and my joy.”

George Warneford shook hands with him without a word. He could
find no words ; his sister was clinging to his neck weeping the tears of
joy and thankfulness, and his own heart was overcharged.

“I have sinned greatly,” said Mr. Baldwin ; “T was too ready to be-
lieve evil. I should have known all along that your father’s son could
not—could never have done that thing.”

“Say no more, sir,” said George ; “let the past sleep ; tell me only
that you are quite and truly satisfied.”

“I cannot let the past be forgotten, George. A great injury has
been committed, and a great reparation must follow ; the reproaches
that I have hurled at you in my thoughts for the last eight years have
come back upon my own head ; nothing can ever make me forget. You
kind friends,” said the old man, turning to the professor and his family,
who were gathered, not without an instinctive feeling as to artistic
grouping, in the doorway, “ who have entertained Ruth Warneford as
oue of yourselves, and have known her story all along, how shall we
thank you? To-morrow is Christmas Day, but on the day following I
shall proclaim George Warneford’s innocence to all the people of the
firm, and, in their presence, humbly ask this injured man for pardon.”

“No, sir, no. My kind old master, there is nothing to forgive.”

“John, my boy”—Mr. Baldwin turned to his nephew—¢tell me
what I ought to do.”

“First ask George to let me marry Ruth,” said John, holding out
his hand.

“ Granted at once,” said (feorge ; ““ that is, if Ruth says Yes.”

They shook hands, and the audience—the Lemires—clapped their
hands and shouted.
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‘ What next shall I do, John %" asked Mr. Baldwin, wiping his eye-
glasses with his handkerchief.

“The next thing you must do is to give away Helen Elwood on her
wedding-day, which must be mine and Ruth’s as well ; and you must
buy her the very handsomest present that you can think of ; no curmud-
geonly gift will do.”

The audience clapped their hands again, approving this. John Wy-
hrow, who was a practical man, then said there had been enough of
tears.

“Ay, ay, John. What next 1”

This time it was old Ben who stepped to the front, and touched his
gray old forelock.

‘“ Beg pardon, sir, there’s one that ought to be remembered. Who
found out Boston Tom and sat by him night and day, so that he couldn’t
escape if he wished, and stuck to him? Stand for’ard, Master Rupert.
That’s the lad, sir. He wants to go to sea ; give him a passage out and
back in one of your own ships.”

Mr. Baldwin shook hands with Rupert, now of a rosy hue.

“You shall have whatever you like to ask for, young gentleman, if I
can give it.”

Once more a round of applanse from the family. By a dexterous
movement of the right leg, Rupert gracefully stepped over their heads,
and deposited himself in the background.

“ And nothing for you, Mr. Croil ¢”

“Nothing for me, sir,” said the old sailor. “1I belong to Miss
Helen.”

“ Anything else, John ?” asked Mr. Baldwin, still unsatisfied.

“ You ought to give desks in your office to as many of Mr. Lemire’s
sons as like to accept them ; and, my dear uncle, the partnership which
you promised to me, and which I threw over with so much bravado in
the church !

“It is yours, my boy, to begin from the new year.”

*“No, give it to George Warneford, as some reparation for his eight
years of unmerited suffering.”

“That will not be fair,” said George.

“ But the audience clapped their hands again.

“ Both of you, both of you,” said Mr. Baldwin. ¢ The firm can take
in both. And what more, John %"

“Why, sir,” said John, “I find that Madame Lemire would be de-
lighted if we would all stay and take supper here ; and I really think
that, if the professor would allow such a thing, we might have a little
<ance downstairs before supper.”
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Again the audience clapped their hands, and there was a move to the
class-room.

The professor took his violin of ceremony.

“Simple quadrille of four,” he announced. ¢ Mr. Warneford and
Miss Elwood at the head, Mr. Wybrow and Miss Warneford for vis-
A-vis.” '

He struck the floor with his foot, and began to play. It wasa lame
sort of quadrille at first, because two of the performers had tearful eyes,
and would rather have sat in a corner. But John Wybrow knew what
he was about and what was best for everybody.

Then they had a waltz, and Rupert danced with Rath, while John
took Helen.

Then began the dancing of high Art, after this respect to social usage.

«Danse de Foie!” cried the professor. “Pas seul, Mademoiselle
Lemire ; pas de deux, Mademoiselle Lemire and Monsieur Rupert
Lemire.” :

At eight, Madame Lemire announced that supper was ready, and
they all filed in. Needless to tell all the splendours of this wedding
feast, only, as they entered the room, an unexpected sight greeted their
eyes. Rupert, holding a sword in his hands, Was standing on the table
and, as they crowded in, execated a grand dance among the dishes, as
difficult and as original as any Indian dance among eggs. And such
was the love of the Lemire family for Art, that this spectacle gave them
more delight and pride even than the pheasants and cold turkey, with
champagne, which followed.

Mr. Baldwin, after supper, asked if he might propose a toast.

« Not the health and happiness of George and Ruth Warneford,” he
said ; “that is deep in all our hearts. I propose that we drink the
health of Professor Lemire, who is a good and a kind man, that we
wish him all the success that he wishes for himself, and more ; and that
we thank him and his wife, and his children, one and all, for their
faithful love and care of Ruth. Let us promise never to forget the
great debt we owe him—a debt so heavy, that no service could pay it
off ; a debt, my dear friends, which we would not pay off if we conld.
Tor in this house Ruth was received with love, and bronght up, in God-
fearing ways of truth and religion, for you, George Warneford, and
for us.”

* %* * * *

My story is told. You will see now, reader, who has told it. The
writer is my wife—my Helen. Twenty years have passed since that
day, and we are old married people. Some of those who played their
part in the drama have departed from us; old Ben is gone, and Mr.
Baldwin ; the professor, who caught a cold from going into the rain in
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his pumps, is gone too ; his wife was not long in following him. The
young Lemires, however, have done well. Rupert went out for his
voyage, but, once in Melbourne, stopped there, and is there still. He
long since married, but he sends Ruth a present every year. His sister”
Nettie went on the stage as a danseuse, and after two or three years
danced herself into the affections of a young fellow, who only wanted a
wife to make him the steadiest and best of men. She took care of all
the younger branches, except Charlotte, who lives with Ruth Wybrow,
and is a second mother to the children.

And as for me, I am at the head of the firm of Batterick and Bald-
win, the other partner being John Wybrow. Our chief clerk is Gas-
pard Lemire. I got the Queen’s pardon, which was necessary, Mr.
Baldwin said, for my complete restoration to the world ; and I had the
temporary annoyance of seeing my story told in the papers, and
mangled in the telling too. 1 can mever be too grateful for the reco-
very of my good name ; but the thing for which I am most constantly
and unceasingly grateful is for the gift of a perfect wife—-the most.
divine gift that was ever vouchsafed to man.

To tHE READER—Owing to the length of this story we are com-
Pelled to greatly curtail the several Departments following, and to omit
Our monthly Book List altogether.



320

gnpim of the @ime.

THE CHURCH AND THE THEATRE.

OQuenr clergymen to smile on the theatre ! Thisisa question which Professor
Blackie, with characteristic daring, bearding Puritanism in its native home,
answers in the affirmative. It is now causing discussion in our own news-
papers. The question is one of great interest, and we should be glad
if we could say that the problem it involves had been solved by the
Greek professor. More than a year ago that great actor, Mr. Irving,
invited clergymen to attend the theatre in order that their influence should
repress what was bad, and in no special way, as he contended, con-
nected with the drama. It is fifteen years since Mr. Gladstone made a speech,
in which he spoke enthusiastically of the educational influence of the theatre.
But the drama in the mind of Professor Blackie is the drama of Shakspeare,
or & drama inspired by a genius as pure, if not as great. The theatre in the
mind of Mr. Gladstone was that theatre in which Charles Kean had beggared
himself by his Shakspearean revivals, and that earlier theatre to which the
world owes 8o much—which is connected with the sublimity of Aschylus, the
pathos of Euripides, and the greatness of Sophocles.

On the Saturday prior to opening his Greek class, the Professor had wit-
nessed Mr. Irving in two plays, ¢ Hamlet” and ¢ the Bells,” both of a high
moral character. Does the conclusion follow, that the modern stage is “ per-
forming nobly its proper function” as practically as a national pulpit! It
does this undoubtedly *“ on some occasions ;” but this is all that can be said.
The Professor never saw anything to be condemned, at any of the great
theatres, and never found himself in bad company in a pit ; and he declares
that with regard to public amusements generally, the clergymen of Scotland
had taken a false position, and would have to wheel right about " if they
meant to do any good.

We think what Professor Blackie says is worthy of consideration as far as
it goes, but he dves not cover the whole ground or meet the case. There is
undoubtedly a modern drama which is impure in motive and texture, in
which the plots and dialogues are as objectionable as one of Wycherly's
comedies ; there is a comic opera which in matter, and still more in the way
it is put on the stage, has the reverse of ennobling influence ; there are ballads
of which the less said the better, though we are far indeed from saying a
ballad may not be a pure and delightful performance ; there are the late
hours in big cities like Edinburgh and New York ; there is the influence of
money, to which stage managers have shown themselves susceptible in a way
better not dwelt on ; there is the peril of a vagrant profession, success in which
leads to intoxicating wealth, and still more intoxicating flattery : all this and

4
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more, is in the mind when ‘¢ the theatre ” is spoken of. Professor Blackie,
we fear, has not cut the knot ; but it may be the knot is to be cut, and whether
it can or no, well deserves the discussion alike of clergy and laity. Puritan-
ism went too far; it is possible to go too far in the other direction. Men will
have their ‘‘ cakes and ale,” but there is no reason why they should not so
have them that the best of divines would find it quite consistent to give his
blessing.

IMPERIALISM IN THE UNITED STATES.

A telegram informs the world that a newspaper called the Empire, and in-
tended to be published three times a week, has been lately started in New
Orleans. At the head of the first page is a medal on which Grant is repre-
sented wearing a laurel wreath. Above is the inscription Ulysses Impera-
tor,” beneath the words *“ The Empire is peace ;’ words uttered by Napoleon
IIL. in one of his oracular speeches. 'The thing is evidently an elaborate joke,
intended probably to injure the Republican party. But it would have no
point unless there had been a good deal of talk about Grant’s possible designs
to convert the Republic into an empire. It is hard to find any justification
in his cunduct, for attributing such designs to him. But nothing is mers
commeon than to hear Democrats express their fears of ““ Grant’s bayonets.”
It was the Herald first started the idea that Grant wanted to play the part of
Ceesar.  Even so sage a newspaper as the New York Nation called attention
recently to the fact that troops were being concentrated at Washington, and
that General Grant had begun the preparation of his annual message. Un-
fortunately some of the party managers on both sides show an unscrupulous-
ness from which anything might be expected. But there is no sign that
either the leading men, who in the end control, or the people at large,
have in the least forgotten their loyalty to institutions which, after all defects
are conceded, must be pronounced admirable of their kind. Tt may be
considered ominous that a fear of Cresarism should be uttered in any part of
the country. But you can hardly conceive despotic power as existing for a
week throughout a community so intelligent and so fertile in resource. The
Ratural genesis, however, of despotism, is the subjugation of a whole people by
Means used to crush a part ; the sooner, therefore, the reign of the carpet
bagger in the South is brought to a close, the better.

MEDICAL TESTIMONY.

TaE case of McCrae, who was recently tried in Hamilton for the murder of
! is wife, brings up the question of medical testimony in its bearing on judicial
'Nquiry, and, we may add, on the character of a great profession as well as on
Public morality. The scandalous spectacle which persistently disgraces courts
Of'jushice—one army of skilled witnesses contradicting another army of skilled
Witnesses, has before now called forth the eloquent condemiation of the

greatest ornament of the English Bench. The medical part of a murder case
L
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is gernerally of a character to which only a Moliére could do justice. Had
we amongst us the great ridiculer of the quacks of the seventeenth century
we should have a comedy of the ** Medical Witnesses,” which would soon
bring about the needed reform. On the trial of the celebrated Palmer, the
poisoner, the present Chief Justice of England, who was Attorney-General at
the time, in summing up the evidence, spoke with withering denunciation
of the suborned testimony of the medical experts. Yet, so far as we know,
no step has ever been taken in parliament to meet the reason of the case.

We are ruled by an intricate system of law ; and, as the object of every trial
is to ascertain whether an accused person is or is not guilty of offending
against its commands, the accused is entitled to the advocacy of persons
¢“learned in the law.” All witnesses who know anything of the facts should
be at his command. The testimony of persons acquainted with customs bear-
ing on his case is important ; and, solong as no abuse follows, each side should
be at liberty to call as many medical men as thinks fit. But no feature
of judicial inquiry has been so much abused as that of medical testimony.
1t does not fulfil the purpose of testimony ; for, instead of throwing light on
the case, it confuses the jury, who have after all to take certain broad surgical
facts, and construct their own theory. Nevertheless, for an hour or more the
humiliating farce will have gone on ; the court contemptuous, the throng
laughing, as one file of practitioners declare that a wound could only have
been caused in one way, while the opposing file call their Maker to witness,
and pawn all their skill in asseverating, it could only have been caused in a
manner diametrically opposite. Why 1is all this! The answer is such as
should lead to a loud call to turn the hose on this dirty part of our judicial
administration. One side is feed to swear for the accuser, the other for the
accused. You cannot prosecute for perjury, and the remedy must be found
in the removal of what has been found to be useless.

Take away from each side the power of calling medical witnesses, save only
those who apart from their skill have a status as witnesses. Let there be in
every district two medical men whose duty it shall be to attend to cases of
wounding and murder and the large class of kindred offences, who may be
called into court by either party, to enlighten the inquest, but whose fee will
come, not immediately out of the pocket of prosecutor or prosecuted, but,
out of that of the township, city, or village. This plan would, we fear,
diminish the profits of the medical profession, not, however, as profes-
sional men but as ¢ professional witnesses.” It would add slightly to the
burdens in communities, which could be balanced by fees. There would be
no loss ; the ultimate quotient would, we believe, show a pecuniary gain. But
even were there a losg, ample compensation would be found in the clearance
from our courts of a great scandal which strikes at the morals of the whole

people, degrades the noblest of all professions, and brings into derision the
administration of the law.
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¢ To every thing there is a season, and a time for every purpose under the
heaven :” a time for plain fare and a time for plum-pudding ; a time to he
matter-of-fact and a time to be sentimental. Christmas is pre-eminently the
season for plum-pudding and sentimentality, and the considerate reader will,
therefore, forgive me if I discover a tendency to moralize a little. How is
it, by the way, that an all-embracing charity is most frequently to be found
in the atmosphere of good cheer? Suppose, now, that I preach a little
homily suited to this festive season! There are sermons and sermons. There
are sermons which are ‘‘rousing,” and there are sermons which are quite
otherwise. The author of ‘‘ Punch’s advice to those about to marry” made
an equally brilliant mof, which is still retold by his friends. [t was :—Advice
to those who cannot sleep—Change your clergyman ! [ would not, for worlds,
preach a Christmas homily likely to disturb the peace of mind of any one, for
I would have every reader of this magazine of the opinion that Robin Good-
fellow is not a bad fellow. The comic almanacs will tell you that this is the
season for making good resolutions. What I trust is, that it may prove
fruitful of good impulses, for I have no faith whatever in the making of good
resolutions. It has always seemed to me that preachers and moralists, in
dealing with practical ethics, overlook the value of a good impulse, and over-
estimate that of a good resolution. We all know with what the road to a
certain place is said to be paved, and the proverb is a satire on the facility
with which good resolves are made—and broken. But when we are visited
with a good impulse, we are conscious that it is born of something higher
than remorse or selfishness, which furnish the incentive to most good resolu-
tions, I believe there is more potential goodness in following out the
promptings of one good impulse than in striving to keep a whole Deuter-
onomy of good resolutions, for a good impulse is fruitful of its kind, while
what are called ‘‘ good resolutions ” are only the reaction of individual faults

of character.
“ When the devil was sick, the devil a monk would be ;
When the devil got well, the devil a monk was he!”

We can imagine even that personage making good resolntions, but we cannot
Imagine him visited by good impulses. The application of my little sermon
is obvious : I would have us all throw the reins upon the neck of every good
impulse, and go confidently whithersoever il leads us, for good impulses are
as unerring as are the dictates of the conscience ; while the making of good
resolutions is a delusion and a snare.

A Canadian newspaper writer recently pointed the moral of his thesis
thus .—*“but Tibril dzag dug, as the Tibetans say.”” The adage is cribbed
from Wilson’s Abodes of Snwow, where, however, the translation is given,
There is a tendency amongst a certain class of English writers to use, on
every possible occasion, words and phrases which are not English. Of all
literary foibles that to my mind is the silliest. It isas if one would impress
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his readers with the idea that he (the writer) was au fait in all the literary
languages, and that it was his very superabundance of learning which con-
strained him to use a sort of glossa gentium. But simplex munditiis is as ap-
plicable to literary style as to female adornment, and I fail to see the «i8os
of affecting an ignorance of the resources of one’s native tongue, or in pre-
tending to a constant subtlety of meaning, in order to express which we must
—we must—in fact—awir miissen uns behelfen. Any man who had a scintilla
of véog about him would know that there was what the Germans call
gefihrlichkeit to vigorous thinking in adopting such wusus scribendi. Favete
linguis ! ye gens de lettres, who can only talk an olla podrida of languages.

Not long ago, an English writer said that American authors regarded
recognition and acceptance in England as constituting their truest patent of
literary nobility. The assertion was challenged and violently repudiated by
various newspapers and periodicals in the United States—probably because
there was not a little truth in it. What shall we Canadians say, when we
find that a book written by one of us, on a subject peculiarly and exclusively
Canadian, is classified by no less an authority than the Saturday Review as
pertaining to * American literature.” Yet this is what that periodical does
in briefly reviewing Mr. Sandford Fleming’s admirable Ilistory of the Infer-
colonial, and, on a subsequent occasion, of Mr. Hamilton’s Frairie Province.
We trust the time is not far distant when even the Saturday Review may find
it necessary to devote some space to ** Canadian literature.”

It is often said that true art appeals to the boor as well as to the man of
sesthetic culture. An experience of my own, during a visit to the Centen-
nial Exhibition, and of which I made special mental note at the time, may
gerve to illustrate the truth of the remark. It was in the Italian Department,
I think, that I came across a tablean of two wax figures, representing a Mary
and a dead Christ. The group rivetted my attention. The love, and the
anguish, and the reverence imparted to the face of the Mary was more than
artistic—it was a triumph of genius. The form of the tigures, and the very
drapery upon them, were simply perfect, and I (though 1 have seen Madame
Toussaud’s), for the first time in my life, realised the fact that agroup of wax
figures might be made a work of high art.  There was the Christ, with the
marks of the crown of thorns, with the riven side, and with an expression of
inarticulate goodness and departed sanctity that awoke holy memories ;
there was Mary, too, wistfully gazing upon the dead body with a love more
divine than herself might be conscious of. Having noted all this, T raised
y eyes in quest of sympathetic appreciation. A respectable-looking work-
man was standing by my side. He had also been looking at the group, and,
in answer to my mute inquiry, he hazarded the remark, in the unmistakeable
down-easter’ twang :

¢¢ Guess he’s bin shot.”

1 solemnly explained to him what I thought was meant to be represented,
and while I was still speaking, he said :

“Potell! Want to know! I guess you're right ”—and passed on to
look at something else.

Rosix GoopFeLLOW.
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It is impossible to say what revolutions may take place in poetic taste. But
it seems to us exceedingly improbable that the heroic couplet will ever again
hold the position it once held as a narrative measure. To ears accustomed
to the variety of Mr. Tenuyson’s blank verse, eight canfos of heroic couplets
could not fail to sound monotonous, notwithstanding vivid portraiture, rapid
action and bright colouring. *Deirdré [pronounced Deer-dree] does not
throughout hold the reader’s attention. Nevertheless it is a noble attempt
to do for Irish legend what Mr. Tennyson has done for another mine of Celtic
poetry. The heroine’s beauty is the cause of as many woes as the wrath of
Achilles. The poet did well to refine her character in accordance with
modern ideas. We think it is a pity he did not vary the poem by giving a
more lyrical form to such laments as her farewell to Alba (Scotland), which
she regrets leaving as much as Béranger’s Marie Stuart fears to visit it, a8
Queen. Giving the argument of a poem, unless when it is intended to criti-
cise it at length, seems to us a very thankless task. Suffice it to say, that
while King Connor is visiting his Story-tellers, Feilimid, adaughter (Deirdrd),
is born to the host ; that Caffa, a seer, prophecies her beauty and the evils it
would work ; that the nobles counsel the child’s destruction ; but the King
orders it to be shut up in a gardened building until old enough to be his wife.
The description of the growing girl here is very beautiful, and forms an ex-
cellent contrast for the scenes of battle which are to follow. Of course she
falls in love with another than the King—Naisi—by whom and his friends
she is carried away. After much warlike incident, the clan go over to Alba,
and accept military service under the Albanian King, who unfortunately falls
in love with Deirdrs, whereupon her husband and his tribe escape to one of
the Hebrides. They are induced to visit Erin, and go back to Bsmania,
where they are entertained by the false King.

Alas! for love, the slayer of brave men,

They are slain while sleeping off the weariness of toil, and the fumes of “‘ruddy
wine,” and the three leaders, Naisi and his brothers, are bound and con-
demned to die. The poem concludes with Deirdré dropping dead on her
husband’s breast. The description of his sorrow is pathetic and powerful,
The author’s style has been compared to that of Mr. Morris, but there is
much less dreaminess about his muse. There are superficial resemblances, but
Dr. Joyce's verse has far more life and movement than anything which has
come from the pen of the author of ‘¢ the Earthly Paradise.” Itis of Homer
his battle pieces will remind the reader. He has a rich vocabulary. But
Rot only does he weaken his verse by unnecessary amplification—a fault to
be expected at times where there’s a rich vocabulary—he destroys too often

* Deirdre, No Name Serwes, Boston ; Roberts Brothers. Toronto : Hart & Rawlinson, 1876,
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the magic of poetry by the use of familiar expressions. Nor does he leave
enough work for the reader’'s imagination. The following description of
“Dawn” is very beautiful, but it would have been more effective if the lines
italicized had been condensed, we were about to add, omitted, but that we
were conscious some fine colours would thus be taken from the picture :—

A monstrous wave
Upheaved its broad gray back, and murmuring drave
Along the sound from answering shore to shore,
While clear aud sweet, commingling with its roar,
Came sounds of blowing conch and breathing shell
And of all things that an the ocean swell
Follow the mariners bark with mnens glad,
The wheeling sea-fowt and the Dulphin mad
With the keen zest of Lfe ; then silence came,
And the young Dawn arose in ruby flame!

The suddenness of this dawn is not true to local colour ; such suddenness be-
longs to this continent, but not to the North of Ireland.

Similes are in some cases worked out at too great length, but, generally
speaking, with great felicity. Take the following Maini had diffused throngh
King Connor’s Court scandal concerning Naisi and Deirdré.

Therewith vague hints and nads and looks of bale,
Around bright Eman’s green he spread the tale
Full secret, as when, 'mid the forest, gleams

A quiet crystal pool, unfed by streams;

Silent it lies with all its images

Of painted blossoms and sky-piercing trees,
And reed and rocks, till from its oozy hed

The otter sudden rears his murderous head,
Looks round a moment on the grassy plain,
Then turns, and dives, and disappears again ;
Around the spot disturbing wavelets fiow,

And to the banks in widening cireles go,

Like the fell otter, Maini erept amid

The palace folk, and in his wiles was hid ;

Like the wave circles widening as they sprung,
Spread the black venom of his bitter tongue !

This is & splendid picture :—

They looked, and saw
The eagle of the golden beak and claw,
And bronze-bright feathers shadowy overhend,
And silent on the elastic ether spread
A space, or with alternative flutterings,
Beatlug the light air with his winnowing wings ;
While, underneath, the quick hares "gan to flee
Into the brake, save one that tremblingly
Crouched blind with fear. Then, as when ‘cross the heaven
On a wild March day the dark wrack is driven,
And a small cloud-rent sails athwart the sun,
Sudden a bright gleam swites the marshland wan,
Arrowy and swift, so like that flash of light,
The mighty King-bird from the heavenly height,
Shot down upon tbe shuddering prey below,
With a great whirr that raised the powdry snow
Ina pale ¢loud around, and from that cloud
His piercing mort-scream echoed shrill and foud
Upon the listeners’ ears, then with his prey
Up through the blue bright heaven he sailed away,
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Leaving upon the snow a broad red streak
Of blood behind him.

In this fine piece of painting there is but one defect, and that is in the line

And a small cloud-rent sails athwart the sun.

Not until the reader has thought a second time does he catch what is meant
by a cloud-rent sailing across the sun. When the ‘“ wrack is driven” that a
cloud-rent should ¢ sail” is inconsistent.

Deirdre proves that another claimant has appeared for the ““ erown of song”
from this generation.

Everything relating to Britain’s Great Eastern Empire,” with its population
of 200,000,000, ought to possess great interest for every one who speaks the
English tongue. That so vast a country should have become tributary to
the ‘“tight little isle,” is one of the most remarkable facts in history ; and
that the connection should exist as happily as it does speaks volumes for the
wisdom with which British affairs ave managed in these days. It wasa ¢ happy
thought ” to send the Queen’s eldest son on a visit to India ; and how well he dis-
charged the manifold duties of his somewhat trying position, is now matter of
history. Mr. Drew Gay, the special correspondent of the London Dail y Tele-
gruph, has told the story of the Prince’s progress in a manner which brings the
salient features of it before the reader with remarkable vividness. With the
Prince, he landed at Bombay, and with him he passed from place to place,
until the Paris of India, Jeypore, was reached. We have pictured to our
minds, the magnificent landscape of Ceylon, and the wonderful festivi-
ties at Kandy, where, by the way, is exhibited the Buddah’s tooth,
worth a million sterling! We have brought before us the charms of Cal-
cutta, and the royal landing on the banks of the Hooghly, the grand military
Spectacle at Delhi—famed in the Mutiny—when the Shahazsada passed the
Jumna Musjid in the sight of a score of thousands of people ; the Himalayas
of Cashmere ; the ascent to Jumna on the hill ; the barbaric music, and the
strange Asiatic costumes which were to be seen in every part of India. Itis
a book which, though slightly defective in construction, as all books must be
Which are made out of newspaper letters, has remarkable attractions. The
interest of the letterpress is heightened by several illustrations, pourtraying
Some of the most remarkable scenes witnessed during the royal tour. Tt is
1ot only a charming book to read, but will be, to every one who obtains it,
& most desirable memento of the Prince’s Visit to India.

Though well on in the mellow stage of life, Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe
evinces no falling off in mental activity. Among the writers of the United
States she holds the distinguished position of having written the book which
has had the largest circulation. She has never done any literary work equal
to her ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” but though that was her masterpiece, she is

* The Prince of Wales in India; Or, from Pall Mall to the Punjaub. By F. DREW Gav*
Toronto: Belford Bros,, 1877.
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never uninteresting, never unpleasing. Her ¢ Footsteps of the Master "* is a
venture in a new line—new, not in the sense that appeals to the highest and
best instincts of humanity (for all her books do that), but that it is a distinc-
tively religious work. It consists of readings and meditations for different
church seasons, following the life of Jesus from Advent to Ascension, though
without particular regard to ecclesiastical order. There are numerous
poems, carols and hymns,-interspersed throughout it. The mechanical por-
tions of the book are admirable. The typography is neat ; the illuminated
titles very pretty, and the illustrations crisp and bright. It is a beautiful
holiday book, as well as a helpful mannal of religious teaching.

This is the season for Boys’ and Girls’ books of every kind ¢ The
Prattler,”’t something of the nature of ‘‘ Chatterbox,” is excellent, both as to
stories and illustrations. It has evidently been prepared with great care,
and must commend itself to a large constituency.

How cleverly the art of story-telling ismanipulated in ‘‘ the Golden Butter-
fly”t is realized only when we look back on the unnatural characters in
whom the authors have managed to interest us. The principal character,
Gilead P. Beck, is intended as a study of the citizen of the United States,
who has been in a dozen professions, from newspaper editing to mining, who
“‘strikes ile,” and who loses a large fortune in a manner which it is no
harsh criticism to characterize as fabulous. But for much that is faulty in
the book, the authors could, perhaps, plead Thackeray’s excuse for never
painting a murderer. A murderer, Thackeray said, he had never had the
honour to reckon among his friends, or even among his acquaintances. Yet
two such writers could not but give some idea of the type of American citizen
they sought to depict, and Beck's hopefulness, his independence, his belief
in his luck, as typified by the golden butterfly he carries with him, like the
amulet of a Catholic devotee, are true American traits; but to think of a
shrewd American who had ‘‘struck ile,” wishing to give away all the money
he could not spend, and ready to entrust it to a financier of the class of Baron
Grant ! Still more preposterous is it, that an American of forty-five, who had
“ done everything,” had travelled from east to west and from west to east,
coming north to ‘“ his dominion” to find a fortune and found an oil village,
could use such a sentence as: ‘‘May be I may run a horse in a trotting-
match at Saratoga.” The racing en of Saratoga, or anywhere else below
the line, would be not a little surprised at seeing one ‘“‘run” a horse in a
“trotting-match.” There are many other defects in the local colour, which
strike even an eye which has not been over the ground, and in the theatri-
cal business the influence of Artemus Ward is too perceptible. The race
with the bear, we must frankly tell the authors, seems to us incredible, and
yet it is most interesting, because so well told. But, notwithstanding de-
fects which are inseparable from writing about fields which have been brought

* Footsteps of the Master. A series of readings, meditations, hymns, poems, etc., following the
course of the Life of Our Lord on earth. By Harri®T BXECHER Stowe. Toronto : Belford Bros.,
1877.

t The Prattler. A story book for boys and girls. 150 iltustrations. Toronto : Belford Bros., 1877.

1 The Golden Butterfly. By the Authors of * Ready Money Mortiboy.” Toronto : Hunter, Rose &
Co. 1876,
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before us only through the medium of the reports of others and our own
fancy, the novel is an interesting one. Itis well written. The authors suc-
<eed in winning our interest in the fate of more than one of the charac-
ters ; but we would warn them against yielding too readily to the tempta-
tion to go on producing, without taking care that the store-house of observa-
tion shall be full.

Iris an accepted truth that we must all have cares, and it seems equally
accepted, although not so often formulated, that to talk about those cares, to
philosophize about them, to point to possible issues of good from them, and
to dwell on sources of emotion outside the mutations which are their cause,
i8 & means of escape from the torture of failure, a salve for the sting of dis-
appointment. The author of ‘‘ The Cares of the World,”* is evidently a man
of a gentle spirit and cultivated understanding who brings to his essays on
this thorny subject the well-stored mind of a scholar and the piety of a Chris-
tian. There is a true vein of originality running through these essays, but it
is the originality of a nature that has lived much apart, and not that of bold-
ness of intellect ; the originality which is akin to quaintness ; the originality
of a nature perfectly sincere. There are sixteen essays and much variety.
The first essay is on “ The Universality and Sympathy of Care ;" the last on
“‘ Widowhood and its Hopes ;7 and throughout the whole, written in a fairly
agreeable style, there is a great deal of just observation.

BOOKS RECEIVED.

Anecdote Biography of Percy Bysshe Shelley. Edited by Richard Henry
Stoddart. Sans Souci Series. New York : Scribner, Armstrong & Co.
Toronto : Willing & Williamson.

Josh Billings’ Farmers’ Allminax. For the year of our Lord 1877. Being
about one hundred and fifty years (more or less) since George Washington
8mote the cherry trees with hiz little ax. Toronto : Belford Bros.

Canadian Almanack for 1877. Toronto : Copp, Clark & Co.

Infelice. By Augusta J. Evans Wilson, author of * St. Elmo.” Toronto :
Belford Bros.

Rosge in Bloom. By Louisa M. Alcott, author of “ Little Women.” With
Tustrations. Toronto : Hart & Rawlinson.

@bz grogress of gtinm.

THE handsome building on Richmond street, which has recently been
Grected by the Canadian Institute, is now almost ready for occupation; so
that the ordinary work of the Society will, in the course of the new year, be
transacted in its own rooms.

]* The Cares of the World, By Jonx WemstER HaNcCOCK, LL.B., Barrister-at-Law. London:
“ames 8piers. 1876,
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TUndoubtedly the new building will give an impetus to the Society in the
prosecution of the objects which it has in view; for, until now, the library ac-
commodation has been very inadequate, and neither reading nor lecture room
was commodious or comfortable. The aims of the Society are not so gener-
ally known as they ought to be, or a more lively interest would be taken in
its proceedings. First among these is the advancement of science, and in
fact the Capnadian Institute discharges for Ontario the same function that the
Royal Society does for England, although on a much smaller scale. Its
machinery is the same; weekly meetings for reading, and afterwards discuss-
ing scientific papers, are held; a journal (¥) of the proceedings is issued quar-
terly, and a library and reading-room are provided for the accommodation of
members. The journal is exchanged forthe published transactions of learned
societies all over the world, so that the periodical table, furnished, as it is,
with reviews and magazines, forms a source of reference equalled by few
cities on the continent.

The Society must bring itself, however, into closer relationship with the
people, and this cannot be done better than by organizing courses of popular
lectures similar to those which are delivered at the Royal Institution, and
which have done so much for promoting scientific knowledge among the Lon-
doners.

At a late meeting of German naturalists it was resolved to ask Government
aid to found twe new zoological stations in the German Ocean, similar to that
which has been so ably conducted as a private enterprise by Dr. Anton Dohrn
at Naples. The places selected are Kiel and Heligoland, and it was pro-
posed that England should be asked to take part in the establishment of that
at the latter place. It is to be hoped that these will meet with more encour-
agement than the Anderson School of Natural History, which was in work-
ing order for a short time on Penikese Island, but which has now become
defunct. Surely there are naturalists enough on the continent to render such
an institution imperative; it is rather an anomaly that Harvard has to reserve
one of the Naples tables for its young zoologists ; if the Penikese station were
revived this would hardly be necessary. The policy of the German Imperial
Governnient has been so frequently directed to the encouragement of scien-
tific research, that the project for the new European stations is not likely to
be (uashed for want of fun 1s with which to start them.

In a paper on the mammals of Turkestan (+) Dr. Severtzoft discusses the
affinities of the Persian deer (Cervus maral) with our Wapiti (Cervus cana-
deusis.) He arrives at the conclusion that the animals are not specifically
different, although the Canadian animal, unlike the Persian, does not
change its coat during summer. He proposes the abolition of thelocal specitic
title, and the substitution of the specific name Wapiti or Maral for both.

1t is sometimes thought that crystallized nitro-glycerine is more sensitive
to shocks than the liquid substance. That this is not true has been demon-
strated by M. Beckerhinn (f), whose experiments prove that if a given
weight has to fall through a distanced before it explodes the liquid substance,

* The Canadian Journal—Copp, Clark & Co.
+ Am. Mag, Nat. Hist. Nov,
1 Chem. Cent, Blatt, pp. 449 and 697, 1876.
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the same weight has to fall through a distance 27§ before it explodes the
crystalline substance.

An explanation of the origin of the manganiferous red clay, which I men-
tioned last month as occupying such a large tract of the sea-bottom, has been
offered by Mr. Hardman, of the Irish Geological Survey (¥). The globiger-
ma-shells are formed chiefly of carbonate of lime, but also contain carbonates
of iron and manganese, and silicate of alumina, Infalling to the bottom the
carbonate of lime is dissolved, and retained in solution by the water, the
other carbonates are oxydized and sink to the bottom with the silicate of
alumina. The red clay is composed of the latter, coloured with peroxide of
iron, and the manganese takes the nodular form owing to the same molecular
law which determines the form in which the carbonate of iron appears in clay
ironstone.

A new enemy to the vine seems to have appeared in the vineyards of the
Department of the Cote-A’Or in France. (3) Notraces of Phylloxera have been
detected either in foliage or roots, and yet little fruit, and that acid, is ob-
tained, and the plants are rapidly dying off. Tt has been noticed that this is
especially the casc in porous soil, whereas plants grown on compact soil have
yielded a well-coloured fruit, with plenty of sugar. This has suggested a
Temedy to M. du Mesnil, which, indeed, he proposed before (+) for Phylloxera.
He uses a beetling-machive provided with a flat iron plate, and worked by
handles. This is used on perfectly dry soil, the surface of which by light,
Yuick hlows is rendered so hard that the insects are arrested in their passage
from the earth to the leaves, and thus cannot pass through the transforma-
tions necessary for their life. This treatment does not succeed with woist
s0il, which gives under the blows, and would thus be rendered unfertile.

@otes on ghmation.

Dk, Dawsox, the distinguished President of MecGill University, Montreal,
chose for his inaugural lecture at the recent opering of the University, the
Subject of ¢ Student Life in Cunada.” Dr. Dawson has the happy faculty of
combining an earnest and pleasant mauner in his address to students. In-
stead of repelling by a cold and professional style of inculeating *‘ wise saws
’“}d modern instances,” (which students so instinctively abhor), he seeks to
Win them by his earnest persuasions. The lecture is charaéterized by wise
Practical counsel and suggestions. .

The Ontario Minister of Education, by invitation, still continues, with
8reat advantage, his official visits to various parts of the Province. He is te.

* Darwin—1Insectivorous Plants,
t Comptes Rendus v. 83 p. 813.
§ Ann. der. Phys. v. Chem. No. 9, 7376.
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take part in the inaugural ceremony of opening a very handsome and spacious
central school building recently erected at Guelph.

The question of superseding rural school trustee corporations by Township
Boards of School Trustees, is being re-discussed in the interests.of economy
and efficiency. The feeling in favour of the change is growing rapidly.

One of the most striking signs of literary activity among the schools for pro-
moting secondary education in this country, is the publication by the pupils
of various of these institutions, of a monthly publication, edited by themselves.
Thus we have the “ Queen’s College Journal ’—a very creditable publication
of eight pages—issued semi-monthly, by the ‘ Alma Mater Society ” of the
College ; ¢ The Quarterly,” a more ambitious, but still excellent, ‘¢ periodical,”
of twelve pages, published under the auspices of the pupils of the Collegiate
Institute at Hamilton ; the *“ Literary Journal,”” an entertaining sheet of four
pages, ‘ published by the Welland High School Literary and Scientific So-
ciety ;7 “ The Boys' Herald,” of eight pages, a fair attempt at journalism,
published by Messrs. Bower & Perley, St. John, New Brunswick. Of these
juvenile, but nevertheless very creditable publications, we remember the fol-
lowing which had once ‘¢ a local habitation and a name,” in connection with
their respective Institutions. The first, we believe was “ The Oasis,” *‘ pub-
lished by the Literary Society of Victoria College, in 1842 or 1843 ;" ¢ The
Calliopean,” published by the pupils of Prof. VanNorman, Burlington
Ladies Academy, at Hamilton, in 1848 ; ¢ The Squib,” published by a Literary
Society 'in Hellmuth College, London, in 1860 ; the ¢‘ College T'imes,” pub-

lished in 1870-2 by the pupils of Upper Canada College. The pupils of the ’

Wesleyan Female College in Hamilton, prepare a periodical in manuseript,
we believe. .

The success of the new University scheme, of Nova Scotia, is yet a question
of doubt. At all events, one clause in the Act creating the University of
Halifax, has given rise to a good deal of hostile criticism. Prof. Johnston, of
Dalhousie College, has called attention toit. The clause forbids ‘¢ the Senate
to do, or cause, or suffer to be done, anything that would render it necessary
or advisable, with a view to academic success or distinction, that any person
should pursue the study of any materialistic or sceptical system of logic or
mental or moral philosophy.” Prof. Johnston shows how utterly impossible
it will be to determine what is meant by the words in the Act. He says,
¢ Logic is a Demonstrative, not a speculative, science, and admits of ‘ ma-
terialistic’ or ¢ sceptical’ views just as much as mathematics.”

The version of the school system of Manitoba is asubject which is attracting
a good deal of public attention in that Province. At present there are two
Administrative Boards—a Protestant and a Roman Catholic. It is proposed
to supersede the present svatem, by one closely allied in its general feeling to
that of Ontario.

The Chancellorof the Bxcnequer,SirStafford Northeote, in distributing prizes
at a Literary and Scientific Institution in London, delivered an able and in-
teresting speech, in which he reviewed the educational condition of England
during the last century. He regarded the progress made auring the last
twenty-five years as greater and more substantial than during the pre-
-ceding seventy-five years.
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Of the 2,141 candidates who entered for the last Oxford Local Examination,
1,424 passed.  Of these, 421 gained the title of Associate of Arts ; and 1,003,
certificates.

Of 660 who offered themselves for examination to the joint Oxford an 1
Cambridge Examination Board, 365 obtained certificates.

At the recent Social Science Congress at Liverpool, the subject of eduoation
received a large share of attention. It was the chief topic in the address of
the Marquis of Huntley, President of the Congress. The Rev. Mark Patti-
Son, Chairman of the Educational Section, also delivered an address of much
force on the defects of primary education,

Cavendish College, 8o named in honour of the Duke of Devonshire, Chan-
cellor of the University, has just been opened at Cambridge. The Duke and
& large array of notables were present. *“The College (says the Educational
Times), is the outcome of several county schools recently established, and is
Intended to provide opportunities for obtaining a university degree earlier
than usual.”

An old lady named Mary Datchelor has bequeathed a sufficient sum of
money for an endowed school for 350 girls. 1t is being erected at Camber-
well.

Sir J. R. Quain has bequeathed £1 0,000 to promote legal education in
England. It is proposed with this sumn to form a professorship of Compara-
tive Law, in connection with some college, university or public institution.

Recent “ changes” in the working of the Education Department for On-
tario, are thus announced in the Globe newspaper :—

_“For some time back the Government has had under consideration 2 question which has given
Tise in the past to no small amount of acrimonious debate— the expediency of abolishing the Educa_
tiona) Depository. . . . . . . The Minister of Education, hesitating to abolish the
DeDOSibory, has recommended, and the Government approved, certain changes which, even if
they should turn out to be not quite radical enough, are still in the proper direction.

e .o The Act of 1874 . gave permission for purchases to be
Made from the ordinary booksellers, and provided for the refunding in cash of one-half of the pur.
¢ 23e-money to the purchasers. Apparently this arrangement was equitable enough, but (the writer
%8¥9) it has been practically defeated by the action of the Education Department.,” . , | | «
Teductiop » (the writer further says) was made by the Department in the price of books, “*first to
nineteen, and afterwards to eighteen cents. These successive reductions, while they have not entirely
Prevented trusteesand others from dealing with booksellers, have prevented the latter from carryiug
N this branch of their business except at a loss, Meanwhile the Government has made
3 move ip the right direction by making it nineteen cents. Should experience show that this is still
90 low to admit of any other parties besides the Depository participating in the trade, there is no-
ing to hinder the Government from restoring the original basis of twenty cents.” In 8 peaking of
€ Centra) Committee of Examiners, the writer adds —‘“Recently two Puhlic School Inspectors
Were added, and, now the Government has decided to add two more—Mr, J. Hughes, of this City, and
T. G. W Ross, of Lambton.,’

@usic&l %ﬂtes.

My, SiMs Rerves has just concluded a professional tour through the English
Provinces, during the course of which he has been greatly annoyed by the
"reasonable demands of provincial audiences for ‘‘ encores.” The nuisance
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culminated at Manchester, when Mr. Reeves, after singing two encores as
well as the two which were set down in the programme, declined to sing a fifth
time, whereupon a noisyand ill-behaved section assumed the right to command ;
and, dissatisfied because Mr. Reeves preferred to be prudent, and declined to
be coerced into repeating his song, they forgot the first elements of courtesy
and politenesss. Madame Cave-Ashton, Madame Osborne-Williams, Mr.
Nicholson, and even Signor Foli, were refused a hearing, and for nearly a
(uarter of an hour such a disturbance as wus, perhaps, never heard before in a
ilanchester concert-room was continued. At length Mr. Pyatt, the manager of
the concert, came to the front of the orchestra, and announced that, **in con-
sequence of the disgraceful behaviour of the audience, the concert was at an
end.” Itis tobe hoped that there are not many English audiences who would
thus insult a public favourite because he refused to sing five songs when he
was only paid for two.

The English critics all agree in speaking in the highest terms of Mdlle.
Albani’s singing at the late Bristol musical festival, though the opinion of
connoisseurs seems to be that she fails to excel in bravura singing.  Her ren-
dition of cantabile passages is, however, said to be macnificent.

Miss Kate Field, the well-known American actress and vocalist, made a
most successful appearance at the Westminster Aquaricm, a few weeks ago.
The occasion of her first appearance was at a ballad concert, and although,
by reason of her singing in Spanish, all her songs were in a tongue which
probably not one out of fifty of her audience could understand, yet her suc-
cess was undoubted. In some numbers the lady fairly carried her andience
with her.

An operatic novelty has lately appeared in England, in the shape of an
English version of Nicolo Isouard’s opera “Joconde,” which was produced for
the first time a few week ago at the Royal [talian Opera House, under the
auspices of Mr. Carl Rosa. Of the composer, Nicolo (for he is always known
by his christian name) we hear nothing at the present day, and we doubt if
any of our readers are even aware that he lived between the Battle of Water-
loo and the overthrow of the Bourbons, and was at once contemporary and
rival of Boieldieu. The opera was produced by Mr. Carl Rosa solely to give
Mr. Santly an opportunity of displaying himself to advantage, and has but
little merit in itself. A little Mozart, a very copious dose of water, with a
dash or two of Roieldieu by way of flavouring, and you have “Joconde.” The
orchestra is small, and the orchestration is so bald that the opera might almost
be played with a pianoforte accompaniment without losing very seriously in
interest. So much for Nicolo Isouard.

We hail with much satisfaction the appearance of the following work :—
“ Sonatus for the Pianoforte. Composed by W. A. Mozart. Edited and
fingered by Agnes Zimmermann. Novello, Ewer & Co.” Hitherto too little
has been known, even amongst cultivated amateurs, of Mozart’s sonatas.

Herr Wilhelmi, the celebrated violinist, intends to remain in England till
Christmas, at least.

M. Anton Rubinstein will undertake a tour this winter through Belgium,
Holland, and England. He thinks of making a rather longish stay in London.

The chief event in New York during the last few weeks has been the début
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in America of Mdme. Essipoff, the Russian pianist, who has made her mark
most effectually in England, before coming to this continent. Her success in
New York has been most marked, no s tiste, since Rubinstein, having at once
made such an impression.

The Marquis and the Marquise of Caux (née Adelina Patti) gave a
charming evening party recently in Paris. Of course there was music. The
first piece was a trio, sung by Adelina, and her sisters Amelia and Carlotta,
Altogether it was a most delightful evening. Amongst those who were for-
tunate enough to receive invitations were, the Prince of Orange, Prince
Galitzin, the Baron de Saint-Armand, Mr. and Mrs. Clarke, and Professor
Peruzzi, Mdme. Patti's official accompanist.

Otfenbach is working at a new opera, to be called Le Doctewr O The
subject is taken from a story by Jules Verne.

The uncourteous and intolerant mauner in which Ttalian opera-goers are
Wwont to express their disapproval of an artist is not confined to them alone.
Only a few weeks ago Mdlle. Priola, the well-known vocalist of the Paris
Opera Comique, was hissed off the stage at Marseilles for singing while in bad
voice. The grief preyed on her mind, she took typhoid fever, and two days
after she died.

A very artistic monument has been erected at the Pere-la-Chaise cemetery
to the memory of Auber. It consists of a marble pedestal surmounted by a
bronze bust of Auber. On the side of the pedestal are cut the names of all
the operas of the illustrious composer.

Madame Nilsson has returned to Paris from her successful tourin Sweden,
and will next visit Holland, under the direction of Herr Ullmann. Her
Operatic performance in Vienna will be in J anuary next, and she will sing in
German at the Imperial Opera-house, in the *“ Huguenots,” ** Lohengrin,”
“ Faust,” “ Mignon,” and * Hamlet.”

At a recent dinner, given at Passy, there were present the widows of the
distinguished composers, Rossini and Spontini, the latter in her 86th year,
and full of vigour. She remained in Paris during the siege and the troubles
of the Commune.

Ernest Lubeck died a short time ago, at Paris, aged ninety-seven. He was
in his time famous as the greatest pianist in Holland.

Bellini’s sister and brothers have presented the City of Palermo with a
Page of the Pirata in their brother’s handwriting.

The City of Stockholm recently offered a prize of 5,000 crowns for a Swed-
ish opera. Mirabile dictu ! the prize was carried off, not by a professional
Mmusician, but by a Custom-house officer.

@ur @nmic gomrihxmn

WITH A SPIRIT.

Meprums and spiritual phenomena and communications being the order of
the day, T went to test a medium’s powers, and, though I knew Josh Bil-
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lings wasn’t dead, I asked the showman to fetch Josh’s spirit up *‘ from be-
low.”
‘ Hish ! ” says the medium, ‘‘ we never talk

of below. From the * spirit world " is the pro-
per phrase.”

¢ Oh! very good,” says I, ‘“ have Josh up out
of anywhere you like.”

Presently all the chairs, and the table and sofa
began to dance, a dog barked, and I felt a feel-
ing of aspiritual pin in the calf of my right leg.

The medium said that all these put together,
signified ¢“ Josh” was ¢‘ around.” Then he ask-
ed me for 85, without which no spirit could
ever be got to *‘ communicate.” I paid the
money, and presently the tables, chairs, and

‘<

sofas executed another waltz, a
neighbouring cat mewed, and a
second pin went into my other
calf. The medinm said every-
thing was now properly fixed, and
produced a slate with which he
went into a corner, and I heard
a sort of seratching, which he
told me was ¢ Josh ”* writing.

When he showed me the slate
I remarked that the handwriting
was not at all like Josh’s earthly
penmanghip. On this the table
gave sixteen loud raps which in-
timated (the medium said) that Josh had re-modelled his caligraphy under a
spiritual instructor. T accepted the explanation and the medium allowed
me to copy from the slate the following
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“ REMARES "
Solomon, when I arrived in the spirit world, told me he greatly envied me
the parentage of the ““ maxim ” in my Book, that ‘“ the fools do more harm
than the rascals.”

The lavish young fellow who is often heard contemptuously saying : ** Pooh !
what’s a dollar {7 will end by saying sadly : ‘° Oh, where’s a dollar ! ”

Anacreon will apostrophise his host : * Thou art a hospitable, cordial soul,
and lovest a full goblet, but if thou would’st have me right royally enjoy
myself, leave me to fill and drink as I list.”

When I was on earth I used to note that the man who was ahead at bil-
liards never found fault with his cue ; whereas the other man’s cue was too
heavy, too light, too short, too long, or had a bad top. Thus in general lifo,
’tis never men who are in fault, but always the means, or instruments, or
else the ‘‘ luck ” is against them.



