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MABEL’S PROGRESS.

DY THE AUTHOR OF ** AUNT XARGARET'S TROUBLE.”
From < Al the Year Round,”

CONDUCUTED BY CHARLES DICKENS,

—

BOOK I.
COAPTER §. A DRIVE IN RAMMERHAY,

BRIGHT September sun was shinin  over

the great midland town of Hammerham.
Lvery dingy brick and grey flagstone reflected
back an ovca-like heat. The shining brass
plates on the shop-fronts and office-doors dazzled
. the spéctator's cyes like so many burning-
glasses, and polished bell-handles and brazen
knockers were hot cnough to scorch any unglov-
cd fingers that might be applied to them.  Not-
withstanding the heat and the glare, however,
the streels of Hammerham had leen thronged
from an carly hour in the morning by the people
of all ranks und classes; and the pavement of
the principal thoronghfares was polished by the
tread of innumerable feet.

Hammerbam was (and is) a great working
town. Its tall chimneys puffed forth their clouds
of smoke into the upper air as usual; the clang
and whirrof wheels had not ceased , and the long
rows of factory windows (conventionally called
there *shop” windows) still trembled and vibrat-
cd to the metallic pulse of machinery. But a
stranger, who should have stood at the central
point of the town, where scveral principal
streets converge towards the spot on which
stands some of its chief public buildings, tmght
bave fancied that the busy bives of Jabour had
been emptied of their occupants, and that men,
women, and children had ananimously taken bo-
liday and abandouned their toils for the day.
Though it was now late in the afternoon, crowds
still lingered, with the inexplicable patience
that belongs to an assemblage of idle people,
outside 1tbe wooden barriers erccted oppo-
site to the principal entrance of  irge building,
from the open windows of which rich waves of
sound rolled forth into the still autumn air. It
was the last day of ¢’ ¢ great Music Meeting at
Hammerham, and the concluding choras of |
Handel's Messiah was being sung ia presence of
a densely packed audience, which filled the spa-
cious ball from floor to ceiling. In their ap-
pointed scquence the various instruments and
voices took up the noble theme of the sinal
fague, succeeding each other with an irresistible
force and majesty that left animpression on the
mind of power and vastaess, such as is made by
an Atlantic tide rolling grandly in upon some
western shore.. Peal after peal of harmony
shook the air. Bigherand higher roso the soar-
ing voices. Faller and fuller swelled the tones
of the instruments uantil they all met and blend-
ed in the massive final chords with an over-
whelming volume of sound, through which the
mighty pulse of the great organ_throbbed tu-
multuously.” There was a moment's silence,
then & loog-continued hurricane of applause,
and the Music Meeting was over. And now
the long linc of carringes in waiting began to
move, and the policemen on duty in the rond-
way waved their white-gloved hands to bowil-
dered coachwen, and shouted boarse injunctions
to them to “movo on,” or to “pall up there,” or
to “keep the line” Behind the barriers erected
to prevent thé pressure of the crowd from ob-
stracting the approaches to the ball, a sudden
novement took place also. The closely packed
multitode, who had been standing thero for
several bours without any symptom of impa-

lience, All at once appearcd to be possessed wath
an overpowering sense of the value of time, and

an unanimous desire to get away feom tho spot
without losing an instant, They conscquently
hustled, pushed, and struggled, the stronger
making their way through the the throng by
dint of rathless clbowing and foot-crushing,
while the weaker or more timid (a category
which in o Hammerham crowd by no means in-
cludes a majority of women) were driven hither
nud thither wavering and staggering, and utter-
ing loud remonstrances against the roughuess of
there neighbours, but all cqually intent on get-
ting away with the greatest possible speed,

A sudden cheek to the movement of the front
ranks ol the crowd forced those behind back
upos. the barriers, at the moment when a lame
man, lolding by the hand a little girl of some
nine or ten ycars old, made a dart across the
roadway from the hall, and endeavoured to
dive under the horizontal timbers. He had suc-
ceeded in getting just within the paling, drag-
ging the hatle guel after him, swhen he was met
Ly the receding wave of crowd, and the child,
furcibly separated from him by the pressure, wae
pushed back into the road, and fell under the
wheels of a handsome carrisge drawn by two
spirited borses,

A cry of horror rose from all who saw the
little creature drop. The corchman palled up
with 2ll the force lie could, nearly throwing the
horses on their haunches, but uaable to stop
them before one of the front wheels had passed
over the child, who lay motionless, close to the
hoofs of the plunging and frighiened buasts,

A young gentlemun instantly sprang dowa
from the box, but before he could reach the
chnld, sbe had been lifted up in the strong arms
of & stalwart policeman, who held her with great
gentleness, though in a sort of cool official mau-
ner, devoid of auy excitement whatsoever,

«“ Good God !” exclaimed the young gentleman,
makiog Ins way through the throng, “ 1 hope it's
nothing serious. She’s—shie s not killed, is she ?”

For the child's face was still as marble, and
almost as white. It was a pretty little face,
with delicate features and a mass of thick gold-
brown cuels falling back from the forchead, as
she lay with ber head drooping over the police-
man’s shoulder.

¢t No, no, sir,” rejoined the mas who held her
“Not killed certamnly. “She bas fainted away.
She'd best be took to the hospital at once. A
doctor 'ud soon say whether there’s any bones
broke or not.”

Meanwhile the lame man, who had been sepa-
rated from the child in the crowd, and had been
vainly sceeking for ber, perceived nothing of the
accident until he heard the pitying exclainations
of the bystanders, and saw the little white face
raised up above the crowd. He turned and made
for the spot where tho child was, with frantic
haste, limping along at a surprising speed, and
makiug his way through the thickest of the
throng, which opened for him to pass, as though
informed by some mysterious means that the
child who bad been run over belonged to him.
He arrived in time to hear the policeman's re-
commendation. “No! he panted speaking in
a thick voice, an labouring painfuliy for breath.
% No, never! Take her home. Give her to me.
She sball not go to the hospital. Corda, Corda,
roy pretty one! My poor darling!”

Then turning to tho late occupart of the car-
riage, the lnwmoe man shook his fist in his face
with & frightful oath, and cried frantically that
he had murdered the child, and should be
brought to justice. And then he fell to moan-
ing and whimpering over the impassive little
faco that Isy still and pitcous on the police-
man’s dark-blue breast.

“ Come,” 8aid the constable, sternly, ¢ noac o
that. Tho nccident’s nobody's fault but yours,
for leaving a little child like that in soch a

crowd. I scen the ‘ole affair. If the coacliman
hadn't pulled up when he did, she'd have been
cutin two by the wheels, If you won't let her
go to the hospital, you'd better take her home
at once and send for a doctor, instead of blub-
bering and blustering here.”

“ I am deeply distressed,” said the young gen-
tleman, whom the lame'man had assailed with
such fury, “I am deeply distressed that the acci-
dent should have happened ; thongs I cannot
think my man to blame, He was unot driving
carclessly, and the poor little thing was thrown
almost under the wheels. But if you will tell
me your address, T will put her into the carriage
;un,! have her driven home quickly and smuoth-

“ Oh yes, yes; let me get out, pray, and put
the child in my place,” snid a sweet trembling
voicc. The young girl to whom the voice be-
longed leaned eagerly forward, and made as
though she would have opened the carriage door.
Two other ladies sat within the vehicle , one, 2
hard featured, richly dressed young woman, sat
very quict and observant of the scene, the other
had thrown herselfback in her scat, and putup a
pair of daintily gloved hands so as to conceal
her face, .

The lame man looked from one to another in
a helpless way, seeming to be divided between
anger against the occupants of the carriage, and
apprehension for his daughter. But the police-
man, with a muttered expression of his opinion
that enough time had been wasted in® jaw™
settled the matter by lifting the still insensible
child into the carringe, and layiog her on the
cushions, with her head resting on the lap of the
young girl who had spoken. ¢ Now,” said he
witha highly disapproving glance at the child's
father, “look sharp and tell the gentleman's
coachwan where to drive , and move on there,
will you? You're stopping all theline.” With
thege words the guardian of public security re-
sumed his post anmidst pluuging horses and roll-
ing wheels, directing the confusion with imper-
turbable sclf-possession,

““Good Heaveas!” exclaimed the lady who
had hidden her face, revealing, as she remored
her Lands, a countenance of striking beauty ;
“ good Heavens, Penny, what are they doing ?
Jackson 18 positively driving off. And this un-
fortunate but dreadful child ! Suppose she should
dic here!  Ob, ivs too terrible. Where is Cle-
went?  What shall we do 7”

% Don’t be & fool,” rejoined tho clder Iady,
dryly. #Of course Jackson must drive off. We
couldn’t stay here all day. I suppose they have
told him where the child’s house is. Some back
slum, no doubt. I dop’t understand why they
could not bave put her into a cab.  Bat it's one
of Clem's idens.”

She spoke witk & havd repuisive manner, and
her small steel-bright eyes and projecting chin
were not pleasant to look upon. Nevertheless,
she bent forward and spread her handkerchiet
over the little curly head that lay bare to tho
scorching sunshine,

The young girl on whose knees the child rest-
cd looked up with cyes foll of tears.  She was a
very young girl, not more, apparently, than six-
teen years of age, aud she was trembling and
pale.” © Oh, poor little dear,” she said, softly.
o Js she not a sweet-looking little creature, Miss
Charlewood ? Look at her poor pretty curls all
soited with dust. Ob, I do hope she is not
seriously hurt?

The carriage bad now got clear of the crush
of other vehicles, and the coachman was arging
his horses on at & smart pace. Suddenly the
beautiful young lady stood up in the carriage,
belancing herself with difficulty, and exclaimed
imperiously, “Jackson. Stop! stop! Do you
bear mo?  \Where aro you takingus to? Penny,
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do you see this? We're getting into o frightful
neighbourhood. Stop this moment, Jackson.”

‘The man touched his hat, and glauced down
over hig shoulder into the curriage, but without
slackening speed.

1 beg pardon, Miss Augusta,” he said, * but
Mr. Clement ordered me 1o drive as tuick ns
possible to No. 23, New Bridge-sticet, ihmand
the lame party went round afuot the short way,
to fetch Doctur Brett, We shall be there m
motuent, miss."

He spoke to the Landsome Indy, but looked
appeahingly towards that other lady whom the
young girl had aadressed as Miss Charlewood.

“IVs quite right, Jachson,” said the latter,
sharply.  “There's my brother with the child’s
father and Mr. Brett at a door on the left-hand
side of the way. Pull up, man. Where are
your eyes? I could see the number, 23, half o
mile ol

In truth, the little steel-bright cyes lovked as
if they had consideralle sceing power. When
the carriage stopped, the lame man, shaking
violently, and in astate of uncontrullable eacite-
ment, came fornard tolift out Ins hittle girl.
But the surgeon put him gently aside, and took
the light form in his own arms, The child’s
eyelids quivered, and she uttered a faunt moan,
“ Merciful Heaven! cried Miss Augusta, put-
ting her fingers into her cars and closing her
eyes tightly. ¢ This is foo dreadful.,” And she
remained motionless shutting out sight and
svund as much as possible.

“ I suppose we can’t do any good here, Clem ?”
spid Miss Charlewood, with an impatent
shrug.

“ No; nonc whatever.
home at once,
casy”

“Won’t you come with us ?"

“ I will only wait to hear Brett's report. That
lame man, the father, is too scared to be of
much use. Itis a thousand pities that he didn't
let lier go to the hospital. If anything hap-
pened to myself, it is where I would beg to be
uken to.?

“Do you t ink, Mr. Charlewood, it is a very
bad accident?” asked the young girl who had
held the child. The tears were running down
her face, and she wasg still trembling very
rauch,

“I hope not. I trust not,” he answered, ad-
vancing to the door of the carriage ; “ but 1 will
bring you a true repor presently. You are
going o lunch with our people, arc you not?
Home Jackzont”

“Renlly,” said Miss Charlewood, when the
cariage had quitted the stones, and was rolling
smoothly alorg 2 suburban road, bordered by
handsome viltas, “really, I must appear a hor-
rid monster beside you two scasitive young
ladies. Mabel's sensibilities have quite overcume
her, and Augusta is only just not fainting.”

The young girl whbom she called Mabel
coloured deeply, and hastily dried her wet eyes,

“I'm very sorry, Penclope, that my nervesare
not made of east iron, ke yours,” retorted the
fair Avgusta, laughingly ; « but I confess I kave
a horror of scenes, and I cannot helpit. It is
far from pleasant to be so sensitive as I am, I
assure you; but I should hardly suppose that
you found it very agreeable to have to penetrate
nto that abommmnable den, Ugh! I felt quite
sick.”?

* Abominable den? Ob, New Bridge-street
Ah! jtis coaly.”

«Conly ! And the canal full of dead cats and
dogs! And the filthy people! And the foul
smeclls! 1 should not be at all surprised if I
werce to have a fever, It wagmost inconsiderate
of Clement to make us go to such a place in a
broiling heat like tins.?

“Yes; and most inconsiderate and selfish in
the Jittle girl,” returned Miss Charlewood, “ not
10 choose a cool day on which to get berself run
over. But here weare ai home, and here is
mamma flattening her nose against the dining-
room window. I supposc Aer sensitiveness will
1ake the form of scolding us all round for bas-
ing caused ber paroxysms of anxiety by our
delay. Jump out, Mabel, my dear, Ishall put
youin the van.?

You had better dnve
My motler will be getting un-

THE SATURDAY READER.
CHAPTER 1I. THE ClHARLRWOODS,

The Charlewoods were nich people. Very
rich people, even in that rich town. The firm
of Gendry and Charlewood, great builders aud
contractors, was known all over the world.
Gandry had ceased to exist (at least, so fur as
the business was concerned) years ago, having
been bought out by the junior partner; but Ius
name had never been cancelled from the firm.
Since bis day, the tide of affairs had set steadily
in favour of old Luke Charlewood, and had
carried him on to fortune. Ile hind beena very,
very poor man once, his father having been an
Irish labourer under a bricklayer; and there
were those who professed to remember Luke
himself, with 2 hod on his shoulder, working
hard for cighteenpence a day. Fiction or fact,
however, those days were long ago, and were
unknown to, or forgotten by, ncarly all who
now came into communication with the wealthy
Mr. Charlewood, Such reminiscences as I speak
of were usually uttered in public-house parlours
of very humble pretensions, where the poorer
sort of tradesmen or artisans congregated on
Saturday cvenings, to smoke and drink, and
discuss the state of the body politic, or the affairs
of their neigbbours, The distinction which
unfortunately cxists between theory and prac-
tice was frequently exemplificd at these gather-
ings in a very striking manner; it being obser-
vable that those persons who had proved to be
the most incompetent and unsuccessful in their
own conduct of life, were ready, at 2 moment’s
notice, with infallible methods for the improve-
ment and correction of the rest of the world,
from kings and cabinet ministers downward.
Certaiz 1t is that, when all accounts were
balanced, no man could bring any more specific
accusation against Luke Charlewood than that
he had been poor and now was rich, and that
from being rich, he had always grown still
richer. He bad lived single to & much later
period in life than is common in the class whence
he sprang, as he was already a thriving man
when he married the daughter of a prosperous
timber-mercbant, with whom bhe had business
relations. His wife bad borne him many chil-
dren, but they lost several in early infuncy, and,
at the time when this story opens, their family
consisted of two sons and twodaughters. Pene-
lope, aged twenty-seven, was theeldest of these;
bier brother, Clement, was a year and a half
younger, and the remaining two, Walter and
Augusta, ere aged respectively seventeen and
twenty.

Clement fiad for some time tsken an active
share in hig father’s business, and during the
past vear the style and title of the great firm had
been chuug.? to Charlgwood and Son; though
it continued to be known and spoken of as
Gandry and Charlewood. Clement Charlewood
threw all the strength of a strong characterin-
to his daily pursuits. The vastnessof the opera-
tions undertaken by the firm, and the wide and
various portions of the ‘civilized—nay, for that
matter, and uncivilised——world, over which they
cxtended, had to the young man's imagination
an element of wonder and grandeur which re-
deemed them in bis mind from mere bard prosaic
money-grinding. Be would havesaid to others,
and even perbaps to himself, that no human being
ever cxisted who more heartily despised the un-
practical and romaotic than he.: Nevertheless,
Clement Charlewood had his ideal. Such a
standard of inflexible and spotless integrity,
unwearying industry, and enlightened progress,
as he carried in his mind, no business house in
Hamwerham or elsewhere had ever reached.

The youngest son, Walter, the spoiled idol
and datling of his mother, was as frivolous,
vain, and idle, as bisbrother was carnest, proud,
and encrgetic.  The lad was not without some
lovable qualitics, having, at times, impulses of
generosity, and a womanish emotional kind of
tenderness.  But hie bad been humoured, petted,
and flattered, until nearly all that was good in
him was hidden under a mass of selfishness. Of
the two daughters, Penclope and Augusta, the
reader has alrendy seen somewhat.

The house this fawily iohabited was a band-
some and luxarious one. A Substantial red-
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brick maunsion, daling from the reign of Qucen
Anne, nnd currounded by gardens, If the house
had been o littlo further from the road, nd the
lodge « little further from the house, tho general
effect of the approach would have been better,
But the house, when first built, had been eur-
rounded by wide meadows, stretehing far beyoud
the garden fence, The modern increase of
Hammeorham, and the spread of wealth, bad
accasioned n mushroom growth of vMa resi.
dences all around the old mansion, The soil,
plentifully manured with bright new coin of the
realm, had brought forth au abundant crop of
fantastic dwellings. There were stucco houscs,
stone houses, timber houses, brick houses, iron
houses. Houses built in the Italian style, the
Swiss style, the French style, the Chineso style.
Chilets and pagodas, campaniles and chiteaus,
bearing much such resemblance to the original
edifices they professed to imitate, as the animals
in a toy Noah's Ark bear to real live beasts,
birds, and fishes, One generally knew what
they were meant for, as one generally can dis-
tieguish the scarlet lion from the orange tiger
in the toy box. DBut there was a class of bouses
(the Hammerham people were fond of designat-
ing them a3 Elizabethian cottages) which
proved a snare and a pitfall to the uawary
steanger; so frequent was their tendency to run
into the pagoda on the onc band, and the Swiss
cow-house on the other. To none of these
varieties, however, did the dwelling’® of the
Charlewoods belong. It was known as Bramicy
Manor, and was, as has been said, a finy sub-
stantial fawjly mansion, boasting n long terrace-
walk shaded by noble old elm-trces, on the gar-
den side of the house. The clms and the ter-
race-walk could scarcely have been had ready-
made for moncy. But, assuredly, few things
werq wanting within or without Bramley Manor,
that moncy could purchase. The gardens were
cultivated with cxquisite skill and care; the
hotbouses were filled with choice aud rare
plants; the stables with costly horses, Every
latest patented improvement in the way of
bouschold comfort or luxury which Hammerham
produced from its thousand dingy resounding
workshops, found a place 1n Bramley Manor,

Indeed, its interior brightness and splendour
harmonised but little with the quaint sobriety
of its outward aspect, which, save for the mel-
lowing touch of time, and the plate-glass that
glittered in the long narrow casements, was but
little altered from that which it originally wore
a century and o half ago, There was only one
apartment that seemed properly to belong, by
the antique fashion of it, to the old hiouse. This
was the dining-room, a somewhat low-pitched
but spacious room, lined with a very finely car-
ved oak waingcot. Before Mr. Charlewood's time
this had been barbarously covered with a thick
coating of whitewash, picked out with blue, But
that had now been removed, and the dark wood
was again revealed in all its sombre richness.
Mrs. Charlewood, indeed, complained that no
amouat of wax candles could light up ber din-
wag-room, and that, do what she would, it re-
mained gloomy. But then Mrs, Charlewood bad
po sense of the picturesque, and would, in her
heart, have preferred the whitewash picked out
with blue—if only she might have been per-
mitted to add plenty of gilding.

It was in this room that the good lady had
been standing, flattening her nose against the
window, as Penclope had remarked, and looking
out anxiously for her children's return from the
Music Meeting., As the carriage stopped, she
came hurrying and panting into the entrance
hall, her gold and scarlet bead-dress trembling,
and the thick folds of her black satin dress
sweeping over the marble floor, and raising quito
a little simdom in the still sultry air. Mrs.
Charlewood had once been pretty, with a pink
and whito faco of irregular outline, and a soft
thought scanty crop of light bair. éhe hadnow
grown immensely stout, and the blugh roses on
her cheeks had deepened and widened into crim-
son peonies. But she still affected s littlo lan-
guishing lachrymoss manner, which, to say
trath, was less suited to her present matronly
appearance than it had been to the delicate
prettiness and drooping curls of ber maide ndays.




1867.)

THE SATURDAY READER.

e x|

175

#Where in *Haven’s namo have you been?”
she cried,  “ What'ag detained you 7*

Mrs. Charlewvod could scarcely be saud to
drop lier h's, for she had a peculiar halit of
making a determined pause before words begin-
ing with that ill-used congonant, as though to
call atteution to the fact of herignoring 1t alto-
gether.  In short, there was the samo distine-
tion between hier omission of the aspirate and
othier p ople’s, as exists between simply over-
luoking « friend in the street and cutung him
dead.  Mrs. Charlewood cut her Xs dead.

“The orntorio must 'nve been over an hour
ago, at least,” continued the good lady, *for 1
suw the carringes comng up from town by
dozens.”

“ We have been to New Bridge-steeet, manmn,
An uncomfurtable fittie giel tumbled under our
wucels,  But suppose we impart all particulars
vier lundicon 2 We have brought you Mabel
Earnshaw quite exhausted wath excitement;
and I profess myself hungry, with an an utterly
uninteresting and common-place appetate.”

Mrs. Chariewood kissed her young guest, and
led the way into the dining-room. She would
have liked to put many more questions, and to
have had ber curiosity gratified without delay,
But, in truth, she stood very considerably inawe
of her cldest daughter, and thought it wise to
wait with outward paticnce until it should
please Penclopo to speak. Avgusta had pleaded
tatigue, and hagl retired to her own room, there
to partake of a very substantial cold collation,
She was averse to taking her mcals with the
rest of the family, always excepting dinner,
which was a form and a ceremony, and admitted
of a brilliant toilet,

“Well, Mabel,” said Mrs. Charlewood, when
they were seated at table, “ I 'ope you cnjoyed
the concert? Penclope don't scem inclined to
give me any news, so I must look to you to do
1it, my dear.”

"1t was very fine,” answered Mabel, “and I
am very mucl obliged to you all for giving me
such a great pleasure. I hope you den’t think
me ungrateful, Mrs. Charlewood, but the acci-
dent drove away the impression of the music
for a time,”

Then Miss Charlervood being restored with
meat and wine, unlocked her lips, and began to
relate the story of the hittle girl. She was in
the midst of her recital, when Clement entered,
having evidently hastened. Mrs. Charlewood
assailed him with a torrent of questions. She
had a great respect for her son, but she was not
afraid of bim. She had an instinctive know-
iedge that Clement would never permit himself
the sharp specches at his mother’s expense which
Penelope ruthlessly indulged in,

Mabel Earnshaw sat silent, listening car-
nestly to what he told them. She was not &
beautiful girl, except in so far as the first fresh
bloonPof healthy youth 1s beautiful; but her
face was full of intellect, and capable of a
smgular expression of conceatration, Her fore-
head was wide and well developed .ud hereyes
of a changing grey, shaded by shurt thick dark
Jashes. These cyes, bright and liquid, though
not cspecially large, made the chuef charm of?
her face, But it was in the mouth that all its
characteristic expression lay, It was a dehica-
tely cut, sensitive mouth, but with a capacity for
locking itself into a fixed frozen scorn, that
changed and aged the whole countenance, The
soft lips, when smiling or speaking, were flexible
and tender, but once shut, they conveyed in
some indelingble way a strapge indomitable
power of silence. They were not locked now,
however, but slightly parted, as she listened to
Clement's news of the little girl, and the bright
eyes, full of candour, were raised with anentire
absence of self-consciousness to the speakers
face.

“Iam heartily glad to be able to say that
there is nothing serious to beapprehended,” said |
Clement. * The collar-yone is broken, but Brett)
assures me that she will be as well ageverin a
few weeks,”

“Poor little thing! exclaimed Mrs. Charle-
wood. ¢ But, dear me, how carcless to take a
littke girl like that out insuch a crowd, and him

alame man, too. But there! Those kind of

people have no more forethought than any-
thing.”

“ What s the kind of thesc people, Clem?”
asked Miss Charlewood. * The child had not the
usunl look of & New Bridge-strect aboriginal.”

 No, indeed,” Mabel eagerly struek in; “I
have never seen a more refined little fuce.”

.4 Well,” said Clement, **I belicve the man is
a fiddler, e had been to the hall to speak to
some of the musicians, he told me. le's a

shiftless, scampish kind of fellow, I fancy. Al-
together, he impressed me unfavourably.”

“t But he seemed very fond of the child,” said
Mabel.

“Oh yes; fond of the child, no doubt, Ile

blew me up furiously at first, and said 1 had
murdered her.”

‘¢ New Bridge-street,” said Mrs, Oharlewood,
mugingly, “Law! Why that'sa very wretched
neighbourhood. Down by the canal. T know

just ~iere it 13, Leeause I remember very

well—"

Mrs. Charlewood’s reminiscences—which re-
lated to her childish days when she lived in her
father's house on the canal wharf, and played
see-saw on & stack of fragrant pine plauks inthe
timber-yard—were cut short by her catching
Penelope’s glittering eye fixed upon her in de-
cided disapproval. The poor lady stopped in
some confusion, and added abruptly, 1 mean
to say, I've always understood it was a ’orrid
part of the town.”

“Yes,” snid Miss Charlewood, # you should
have seen Augusta’s horror at having only to
drive through it. I wonder why people live in
New Bridge-street?”

*1 searcely think you do wonder, Penny,”
said her brotLer. “ They live there because they
can’t afford to live in & better place.”

“Dut then,” said Mabel, timidly, ¢ if these
people are so poor, will they be able to——~;J
mean, won't this accident be a—a terrible ox-
pense to them ?¥ ’

“Oh, I don't think they are in destitation.
The father—ho told me his name is Trescott—
has a weekly engagement to play in the orches-
tra of the theatre.”

At the word Mrs, Charlewood raised her eye-
brows and shut her cyes, shaking her head
slightly from side to side, and uttering a stifled
moan, under cover of which demonstration
Clement added hurricdly, in a low voioc, meant
only for Mabel's ear, “I have begged Brett to
pay her every attention, and bave desired the
woman with whom they lodge to seo that she
wants for nothing. You know I feel in a
measure responsible, though really the accident
was in no way Jackson's fault.?

“1t is very good of you,” said Mabe), softly.

Mrs. Charlewood, finding that Clement had
been saying something that she could not catch,
stopped midway in another moan, and opened
her eyes. ¢ Al, dearme!” shesaid. “Whata
sad thing! THow drendful for the litile girl to
be mixed up with such people.  Think, only
think, of her poor soul.”

¢ No doubt. that is the thing to do, mamma,”
remarked ber cldest daughter; “but I think
Clement has been so absurd as to think of her
poor boly first.  Perhaps one might be weak
cnough to like that best, oneself, if one’s collar-
bone were broken.”

She had partly heard, and wholly understood,
Clement's whispered speech. Few things said
or done in Penelope Charlewood's presence
escaped her observation,

Mabel rose and drew the light cape of her
simple muslin dress round her shoulders,
“ You're not going, my dear 7 said Mrs. Charle-
wood.

‘ Not going, Mabel 2 cchoed Penelope.

Mabel wasa great favourite at Bramley Manor,
Even Miss Charlewood bad been known on
scveral oceasions to speak with unalloyed praise
of Mabel Earnshaw. None the less did she
make sharp stinging speeches to ber faco. But
these Miss Qharlewood lavigshed on friend and
foe with absolute impartiality.

“Yes, if you plense, Mrs. Charlewood,” said
Mabel. “I promised mamma to go home tiirccny
after lunch,”

¢ Oh, but, my dear, we'll send and tell your

mamma, it you'll stay.  r. Chiarlewood will be
disappointed not to sco y -t when lie comes in.”

“Th .k you, but I dont think he will care
very much,” said Mabel, smiling, * Besides, 1
promised.”

*¢ Never mind——" Mrs, Charlewood was be.
giuning ; but Penclope interrupted her.

“ Never mind, mamma? I'm astonished at
' you. A promise is a promise. Think of Mabel’s
! poor soult” Whereupon Mrs. Charlewood gaid
no further word.

“1f you don’t mind walking, I will see you to
your own door, Miss Earnshaw,” sad Clement,
rising too. *“I have business that will take me
to Fitzhenry's road.”

So Miss Earnshaw went her wayaccompanied
by Mr. Clement Charlewood. They passed out
of the hall door together on to the drive, and

Penelope, watching them from the dining-room,
 heard through the window Mabel's sweet voice
saying, as she shily took Clement's offered arm ¢
“Don’t you think Christian charity is a very,
very rare thing, Mr. Charlewood ?"

{To be contined. )

CANADIAN BRIGANDS.

(GONCLUDED.)

—

From this room we went into one occupied by
the unfortunate lunatics swwho ramble about our
streets during the summer months, and whom
tho police keep from perishing during the jn-
tense severity of the winter by sending them to
prison, in detault of an asylum, an jnstitution
we donot yet possess. This assemblage was
the most affecting and repulsive in the building,
bearing upon it the impress of misery and degra-
dation. The Baron Van Koring—the King of
Scotland—Paddy the Chanter, and many other
of our public notabilities were in this depart~
ment.

Having inspected cevery quarter of the prison,
one afier the other, we at last arrived at the cell
of the condemned. We perceived four men
stretched on a miserable pallet all under sentence
of death. Above them swung o solitary lamp
which emitted a dim scpulchral light, and the
pale yellow walls of the cell imparted their sick-
ly hue to the care-worn features of the inmates—
a soldier named @illan, who bad killed one of
lug companions, Cambray and Matthien, for bur-
glary, and Gagnon for the robbery of the Con-
gregational Chapel.

The cell was so low, dark, and small that it
seemed scorcely -able to contain us. Before us
lay the four figures of the inmates, 30 still that
one might have believed them dead ; in perceiv-
ing us, however, Cambray raised himself and in-
vited us to a seat on the bench beside him—the
unique furniture of the apartment,

To our fiest question he made no answer ex-
cept by lamentations upon the state of his health ;
his maaner was subdued as if by affliction, and
be spoke in 2 low and broken tone of voice. e
asked us what news there was respecting the
circnlation of his petition, and whether there
was any probability of his obtaining hig pardon.
« It is not,” said he  that I place much reliance
upon the petition. I am quite resigned, and, s
diec we must, it matters little whether it comes
sooneror later ; however, my friends have urged
me to try it as a last chance, but there is little
hope I believe.”

& Have you heard anything about may sister 27
intercupted Mathbicen, # I bave just learned that
she was found dead upon the ice. I know her
disposition so well. She came from the country
to ascertain how things went, and when she
found me cmbroiled in this affair she poisone:.
herself? )

«They bave got up & petition for me in my
parish, butit's quite uscless; by my faith, I'd
as soon dic now as not. Yesterday I sawa
pricst for about a quarter of an hour ; my affairs
are well sctiled, and I am quite ready, I fear
death no moroe than that,” he added, puffing a
clond of smoko from his pipe, that unrolled itself
in long spirsl curves around his hideous person,

% )Mathieu's o queer fellow,” said Uambray,
“heo looks very simple, bat be is decp—he looks
far abead of bim. It's a singular truth }!mt he
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stéals from pure pleasure ; with him it is a pas-
sion, an impulse, dating from infancy ; and pro-
vided he stealg, he concerns himself little about
the booty.” ¢ You understand me Mathicu, is
not that the case?”

“No! [ don't know what you meau. It had
never cost me o thought, I would not trouble
myself to rcason upon the matter.”

“lt i3, as with the youngsters who are
sentenced to transportation,” said Cambray,
s they are inborn thieves, and can fullow no
other occupation. They are a preity set; the
cuptain who is to conduct them to their placo of
destiration will have oceasion to be constantly
on iz guard.  Amongst them all tkere are per-
haps twa or three possessed of suflicient courage
10 mutiny, but the cowardice of therr companions
(for thieveg are nearly always cowards) will
prevent anything of the kind; for my part 1
would notenter into auy compact with them
under any circumstances; they are too treacher-
ous and too timid, Swce I huve been in prison,
cich tine [attempted to escape I was betrayed,
abandoned, even by those who had proposed the
scheme.  Ah, they lhave made me pay dearly
for their treason; they might organize a thou-
sand conspivacies now, I would never join one
of them. During the entire winter they have
been maKing false keys to open all the doors,
and yet they have not dared to make a single
attempt to regain their freedom.”

« 0 yes!” said Mathieu, ¢ wooden keys; they
accused me of making them, but without reason.
1 will not deny that I have frequently made
them, but the merit of doing so on that occasion
does not belong to e, there are many others
who work at the trade besides mysclf.  What a
splendid exit we would have made last winter
had not that infamous Provost sold the sceret
for a few favours; his nature was too irressoiute
for & coup de main like that. The greater part
of the prisoners we have with us are fit for no-
thing ; five or six had found the means of open~
ing their doors, and of descending nightly into
the yard; at last they were discovered, chrined,
and thrown into cells ; they were not sufficiently
punished for their cowardice.  What! descend-
cd every night to tremble in the yard, to gaze
apon the moon, count tle stars, without sufli-
cient counrage to scale the wall and escape;
then return to their rooms clulled, with insipid
cxcuses in their mouths, such as, ‘it was too
cold—we saw the guard—we did not know
where to go to—to-morrow we will be braver.!
Such cowardice merits the luck-up a dozen times
over. I regret that I took no partin the scheme
to desert, had I only known how this affur
would have ended.”

“ If Waterworth,” said Cambray ¢ had notled
me to hope that he would have united with me
in that afluir of Sivracs, my trial would not
have come off during the last Term. I-would
have taken carc to bave made myselfill. He
played me a cruel trick, the infamous wretch,
Waterworth § he’s the most abject being within
the prison walls.”

 Yes, the accursed,” added Mathicu, ¢ e it
was who got us into this scrape, Lut the devit
will broeil him for that trick.”

“ But Waterworth says,” said I to Cambray
4 that it was you who firstoffered to turn kiog's
cvidence,”

# No, no, no, it was proposed to me, but
would not; if Waterworth betrayed us, 1t 18 be-
cause he bas no conscience, he has not the bump
of honesty, and so Dr. B——— told bim a few
months ago. Waterworth has no excuse; he
was actuated by wickedness, by fear; bhe ought
to be hung twenty times over. To make be-
lieve that he is innocent he represents himselfas
a coward; yes, he i5a coward, and one of the
vilest rascals into tho bargain , there was no fear
of his compromising Morrs and the others.”

«I do not blame him,” said Mathicu, “but he
should not have put us in their stead; that
was not well done, that. Do you know it's
dapgerous to take tho evidenco of such as we
are; it should notbedone; to escape six months’
imprisonment we could say anything. Water-
worth had better leave Quebec, his days are not
insured to him here; we have associates who
will avenge our fate,”
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“ Nobody will speak to him,” said Cambray,
“he will never be received anywhere, the treai-
tor, Ah!if I could ouly weet him, Pd—yez—
but I do not wish to see him—no, I would do
him no injury.”

It would be necessary to have heard the ac-
cents in which these words were delivered, and
to have seen the expression that accompanied
them; to understand and apprecinte the (ull
force of their hidden strength,

“1 would not wish to be in his p'ace,” added
Cambray, “though it is very havd to be con-
demned to die for hnving committed thett only,
In tae United States they hang ouly for murder,
and it seems to me much more rational § the best
punishmont is transportation.  Pemtentinries do
not inspire 1xuch terror, but teansportation, nh,
1t is desolate indeed; a man loves his native
country for ever. The court hasadopted a wise
measure in transporting all the young thieves ;
it saves them feom the gallows aud frightens
the rest.  You will soon see brigandage on the
decrease1”

“ But, I think transportation should be the uni-
form punsliment imposed by law, a commuta~
tion of sentence has not the same effect.”

“For a man who walks ou the edge of a pre-
cipice, ordinary danger is of no account, it
leaves no impression vn their minds. To the
criminal condemued to death, exportation ofters
a consvlation, a plank of salvation. Confined
in his cell, cast down in despair, awaiting with
horror the hour of the scatfold approaching, the
kuell to cternity—the door opens, he trembles
in every limb, but no, he is assured of life, and
falls joyously upon his pallet—he will nee die
on the scaflold—how sweet the trausition--he
is the happiest of criwinals; exile presents no-
thing frightful to hun who has been fuce to face
with death.”

# Cambray!”? said the turnkey,  you sawa
priest yesterday; they say that you have been
converted, that you have turned Cathohic, that
you have been baptised.”

“Yeg, it i3 true to a certain extent. Ohtl
do-not know yet, it is not quite scttled—these
things require time—I am not yet decided—I
have still doubts!”?

« Ah, Cambray,” said Mathicu, ““ do not speak
in that way in the hour you have come to; is
it possible you possess such sentiments 7"

“Mathieu! I know what I've done, and what
I have to do; mind your uwn affairs, or 1t will
be I who will teach you. With me it was not
to change a faith, but to choose one. 1 thmk,
however, I would have believed 1n God had 1
reflected upon the subject.”

¢ There arc few who do not believe,” observed
Mathien, “but people like us never think -of
him. Waterworth has often said*to me, ¢ look
here, Mathieu, after we are dead everytinng wall
be dead to us—take your course and fear no-
thing.! The miserable wretch, see what he has
brought us to.” .

During this gabble between Cambray and
Mathicu, Gagnon remained perfectly quict and
passive, holding a book (the lives of Martyrs)
in bis hand, reading from time 10 time a few
lines and casting side-long glances at us; he
wag silent, pensive, impatient of conversation,
and appeared desirous of seeing our visitabridg-
cd. There was nothing in the agpenmnce of
this man to indicate the injustice of bissentence ;
on the contrary, the gallows and ho appeared
made for each other. But amidst these vile
wretches how great was the contrast in favour
of Gillar the murderer. Gillan raising his hands
to heaven, deeply moved in spirit, rolling in
mental agony upon Ins couch, striking his breast,
his eyes fillmg with tears, his breath choking
with sighs and rewnorse, Gillan alone indicated
true fervent grief; alone was able to say “ I am
innocent.” \When we spoke to him « Yes,” said
he I am a murderer, the murderer of my best
friend. I was drunk, cxasperated, furious; we
were on the same guard, without a light, un-
known to cach other, I was unconscious of
what I was doivg. A knife fell into my hand
and I struck—killed my best {riend,  Oh! what
misfortuno, what misfortunc! To live in a cell
with felons, and dic with them in three days

{May 25

time, It is horrible, horrible. Oh! accursed
drink, to me yonhave been fatal indeed,”

The next day Cambray, Gillan, and Mathien
were informed that their sentence of death had
been commuted to one of transportation, snd
that in two monthg they would accompany tho
others to new Souath Wales, Irom that mo-
ment thero was nothing further of conversion.
Mathien and several others attempted to mako
their escapo by a sewer. Cambray tried to
make himszelf sick by swallowing tobacco, but
the visiting physicinn Givining his object, re-
commended n sea voyage to ro cstablish hiz
health. At last, on the 29th of May, 1837, about
ten o'clock in the morning, thirty-nine criminale,
chained twoand two, left the prison. Cambray
and Mathicu at their head.  Arciving beneath
the gibbet, they simultancousiy burst forth in
loud and repeated hurrahs, and then marched
joyously towards the gate, saluting this one and
calling to that, like old soldiers leaving for the
army. They were placed on board the brig
Ceres, Captain Squire commanding, and that
evening they set sail for the Antipodes.

THE END.

- ROGER BONTEMPS.
Transtated from Derangir for the Satrrday Reader.

—

To rot 8 good example
To bilious men forlorn,
On discontent to' trample,
Was Rogdr Bontemps born;
‘To live above vain passion,
Endure mischance and wrong;
Iia? ha! this was the fashion
Of stout Rogir Bontemps—

Py

His father's cast-off Castors
On festal days he wore,
\Which, to hido torn dizasters,
Ivy or roses bore;
A frieze coat without Joathing
Clad him for ten years long—
11a? ha? this was the clothing
Of stout Rogvr Bontemps—

1le owned within his Cottage
A table, stool, and bed,
A flute, and cards, and pottage,
And when God pleased he fed ;
A portrait of hiz Molly,
A box and an old song—
More wealth appeared hiko folly
To stout Rogér Bontemps—

To children of tho City

Their Jittlo gawnes hie'd teach,
Or sing some funny ditty

Tuat would not do to nreach—
1lc loved to chat of dancing,

Of Almanachs in song,
Such science was eatrancing

To stout Rogdr Bontemps—

Too poor for Port or Clarct
Ie drank *“vin ordinsire,”
And better liked old dMarg’ret
Than fashionable fair—
With Joy, and song, and laughter,
His days were never long—
Such wisdom hec sought after
This stout Itoger Bontomps—

To say to Heav’n, ** 1I'm living
With congtant trust in theo—
Onh? Father, bo forgiven
My idle galety—
Till my last expiration
MMy gay spring-tide prolong—
This is tho supplication
Of stout Rogér. Bontemps—

Yo poor who chafy at scourges,
Yerich men, full of strife,
If your car tho lcast diverges
After o prosp’rous life,—
Ye, who by some disaster
Havo rank or wealth forgone,
Como all, and take for master
This stout Roger Bontemps,
. C.ILS.
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TWELVE MONTIIS OF MY LIFE,
Continued from page 161,
IN TWELVE CHAPTERS. CHATTER V.

« 13b, Lairn, but yon's a lovely woman!” said
Elspie, ag she hugged mo on the stairs. 1 it
u wee bit fire in your aia room, and put her in
there,  She-might ba' given us a word o' warnitt'
w have aunither ready.”

I had thought of that before, but I bad no
tite to reflectupon itnow. [t was quite luto in
the summer evening ; darkness was beginning to
chaso the yellow dusk from the passages, and
thero was a slight ¢hill in the air. My room was
shining with ficelight when [ entered, and
white figuro sitting by the hiearth, the face bowed
down in tho hands. This was Sylvin; but the
picture presented was so liko the vision of my
mother, that had shocked me so sorely some
wonths ago, that a little ery broko from my lips,
Phe first motion of her hand of course cispetied
the illusion, bt my superstitious fancy nssocint-
ed thenceforth a feeling of dread with my lirst
glimpso of Sylvia Ashenhurst.

A blithe Izugh answered my scream. ¢ Did
I frighten you,” sho said, * sitting at your fire-
sudo like n ghost 27 She was quite at home at
ouce. [ kuew that slie was » good many years
older than me—~four or five at least—but I was
not prepa.ed for the motherly mauner whichshe
assumed towards wme from the first. Her sweet
petting way was very grateful to me, who never
had had & mother nor a sister,

# Peetty, pretty Mattic I” said she, passing her
soft slim land round wmy chieek, ¢ Luke told
we you were small and plain, but that is two
yeurs ago.  One does not see such bright eyes
and wauton curls in London. You are of a picee
with the delicious whiteness and lavender scent
of your room, a perfect incarnation of the fresh
pure country air.”

I drank this sweet praise, and received her
warne kiss with delight, proud of winning admi-
ration from any one so0 lovely as Sylvia herself,
But wheo I had time to think, I found my head
spinning with wonder. I had not known that
Sylvia and Luke had over met, yet she spoke of
Jum famitinrly by his christian nawme, and two
years ago he had spoken to her about me.  And
{ remembered slowly, when I was free of the
enchantment of her presence, that she was not the
sort of Sylvin I hud looked to see at all.  From
what I knew of her story, I had expected soanc
ons drooping aud sad, who would require to be
chiceréd and cherished. I still wore my bluck
gown for my brother, and the soberness of spirit
which I had put on with it I had never quitc
shaken off. But Sylvia looked and spoke as if
the path from ber cradle had been one track of
sunshine. I felt some indignation at .or bnght-
ness, till I saw her again,

She was sitting in the parlour window with
her back to the sun when Lnke camein to break-
fast the next morning. Shewasdressed in a thick
white wrapper girdled with blue, and ia fun had
hung some ripe cherries pendent from her brooch.
The sun fell on the golden ball of bair on the
crown of ber head, and strayed round with lov-
ing touches 1o the light ripples on her forehead.
There was » luxurious grace about all the out-
lines of her fair soft face and splendid figure,
and much picturesque feeling in Ler attitude.
She fascinated mo with every look avd word. My
father surveyed her over the edge of his morning
paper, and I koow that it took him jonger than
usual to ascertain the exact price of yarn from
its columns, because Slyvia wassitting thero, so
charming. I fidgeted about tho breakfast-table,
keeping my face to the door that I might see the
meeting between her and Luke. It puzzled me
to think that ho should have known her all this
time and not have fulleninlove with her instead
of me. But when Luke came in there wasnothing
for jenlous eyes to discera, There was & cool
polite greeting, after which Sylvin sparkled the
whole of breakfast-time. I nover had seen my
father so amusod before, but Luko was almost
grim. Why, Tkept wondering, had be nevor
mentioned her namo to mo?

Tho whole honschold was the better of Sylvia’s
coming. Ny father, who did not often take much

beed of women, wag amuged in spito of bimself
by her liveliness, which was never noisy or ob-
trusive, but had 2 knnck of coming behind dul-
ness unawares, and tripping up its heels, to the
delight of overy one,  Tho scrvants, the farm-
labourers, even the dogs and cows, liked ber;
for her petting touch, mesmerised the azimals as
much as her words and smiles dld human beings,
For me, shie amused and ‘bewitched me from
morhing till night, 1 thonght the sun shone on
the Mill-house as it had never shone before. Only
Elspie held aloof feom hicr, and eyed ber with dis-
trust.

“ Keep & sharp eyo on Luke, Mattie,” said my
old nurse, “for it's my mind if himself were far
awa frag the Mill-house you yellow-haired lassic
wouldna tak’ the trouble to ‘set the house ageo
as she’s doin' 2

No one cise could have ventured to speak to
we 80, but Elspic had dricd my teass too often
not to know that she might say what she pleased.
[ could not see with her eyes, bowever. Indeed
{ thought Luke secmied toliave conceived an un-
contfortable dislike to Sylvin, and I more than
suspected that sho saw it, [ chid him for it one
duy. My intercourse with him bad been so slight
since Sylvin's coming, that I had to ko an op-
portumty, by taking my hat one morning, and
forcing my escort upon bim as far towards the
mill as the wooden bridge.

# You might try to be kinder,” I said, ¢ for
Dick’s sake I”

« For Dick’s sake!” ho cchoed, bitterly, ¢ 1
wonder if sho remembers whether he had red
liair or black.”

I was surprised at this burst, for there had
never heen much friendship between Luko and
wy brother. .

“ In Dick’s timec,” he wont on, ¢ she conld
speak to ono without a grimace. Now [ am sick-
ened by her perpetual frivolity.”

 You knew her in DicKk'stime, then 2” T asked,
quictly.

* Did she never tell you so?” he asked in sur-
prise.

I said ¢ No, sho had never told me anytbing
coucerning herself;” which was true, He colour-
ed up and was silent, I had never scen him
guilty of o blush before, -

« I used to go with Dick to visit her when I
happened 10 be in London doing commissions
for your fathier,” ho said, presently.  ® That was
when I was a penniless devil, just apprenticed
to tho mill, whom Miss Ashen. -rst does not
condescend to remember.”

¢ She remembers,” [ said, ¢ for she mentioned
once that you told her I was gmall and plain.”

% Qh! sho rceollects that, does she?” he said,
with a laugh that had sn unpleasant ring. “Well,
does she think you answer to the descrip*on, 1
wonder? She did not expect to fiud you an on-
gaged woman, Mattic.”

% She does not know anything about that,” I
said.  * 1ndeed, yon have been so little at the
Mill-house since she came, that nothing of the
Kwnd bhasoccurred toher ; and I have never made
accasiott to tell her,” said I, blusbing to think of
the cxceeding dislike 1 always felt of thrasting
tho information upon any one, I thought that
Luke would sce this and resent it, and I gave a
very troubled glance upward, But he wae not
looking at me.

% Don't tell her, then,” ho said, turnicg to me
with that narrow }ook across his cyes and brows
which often spoiled his fuce.  Promise that you
will not tell her till I give you leave.?

Iwas pleased to be able to comply willingly,
for he had often found me stubborn enough, and
Jjust now I was trying to domy duty. I promised
on the impulse of the momont, without stopping
1o wonder about his motivo,

Aund yet, many a time after this, I longed to
open my beart to Sylvia, and tell her all my
trouble. I louged for somo one to mourn over
me, aud chide mo for wishing that I was buried
with my mother in theStreatmstown churchyard.
I longed to pour out the rebellion in my heart,
and be angwered by some other monitor than the
rebukes of my own conscience. .And still I was
thavkful on tho whole to thopromisa I had given
Luke for obliging me to kcep my own counscl
on the subject.  {could searcely have told Sylvia

of my engagement without letting her know, or
at least guess, my unbappiness, And whero
would have been tho use of that? Since for my
father'’s good I had bound myself to Luke Elphin-
stone, I wuas also bound to be a truo wifi to him,
and, both for my own sake and his, it were abad
way to begin by revealing to a third person tho
repugnance with which my heart turned from
the life that lay beforo me. Ior there was no
cscape from it that I could see. My fither was
getting an old man, and his health was failing;
ho had never been tho samo sinco those days
when ruin had stared him in the faco.  His head
grew confused now over the details of business,
He wasgervous and timorous, where ho had form-
erly been bold and sanguine. e leaned upon
Luke, and a3 his powers failed ke clung to and
laved, in his undemonstrative way, the youth and
strength, the industry and long-headeduess, that
carried his younger partner from beginning to
end of whatever undertaking he engaged in. [
felt this when the little book full of grim figurcs,
over which it had been bis custom 19 pore with
energy the livelong evening, was handed over to
Luke, while my father-himself lay back in his
chair and slept, like a man whose ege was assur-
ed of ease, whoso house was well propped and
guarded, and whose fireside was free of care,
He already counted Lukoe as his son, and moe he
treated with indulgence ; for by mo he had gain-
ed that son. And meanwhbilo the days were
lengthening, the summer deopened, roses inereas-
ed and multiplied, and the hay was sweet in tho
meadows, My year was passing away.

That book of figures abovs mentioned was an
excuse for Liuke remaining in the dining-room
almost the whole of the long light evenings. My
father liked his doing so, liked to rouse up now
and again and sco the younger, stronger man
thus alive to the interest of business; it was a
sign of thrift that pleascd his eyes, just as his
waking cars were also charmed by the recurrence
of tho homely, monotonous purring thatsounded
drowsily from tho distant beetling-house, whose
wheel turned night and day. Sylvia andI wero
busy contriving baby clothes for a poor woman
in one of the cottages, and wo made tex for our-
sclves at an end window in the drawiny-room,
which commanded a view of the mill-settiement.
From thence we could see the sun setting redly
behind a hill covered with dark firs, dashing the
sycawores near us with ruddy gold, hnnging a
lustrous haze over the little wooden bridge tllit
looked like a bridge in a dream, aud opening up
wounderful chambers of colour in the smooth
deep tide of theriver. Luke sometimes came in
for 2 cup of tea, He and Sylvia got on so badly
together, however, that we had pleasanter times
whon bo stayed away. AtfirstI had thought she
scemed beat on charming him, as it was ler na-
ture to love to please every one; but ber efforts
haq beon so clearly tirown away, that of late sho
had given them up.  As the time went on, bee
bright spirits fell away ; she grew silentand sad,
sometimes even discontented and pettish; she
ceased to take any interest in the things that at
first delighted her. I thought she was tired of
the dulness of the Mill-house, and longed to get
back to London. Nor did I svonder at this,
when I, who should bave loved the Mill-housc as
my home, felt the chill of its atmosphere oven in
the bot, bright days of summer with Sylvia's
companionsbip. Outside all natare was gay ;
fiolds ripened, and garden flaunted with flowers;
but within, the spell of melancholy thatbelonged
to tho house never had hung so beavily asitdid
now, when Sylvia had been about threo weeks
our guest. Gradually this conviction dawned
npon me, that we were worse now, as wo formerly
had been better, for Sylvia’s presenco amongst

us.

QOue day I bad coaxed Luke into a promise to
take an afternoon’s holiday from his eterual
plodding at the mill, and to give Sylvin and mo
g drive. \Vhen the timo came, wo two girlssat
waiting under the sycamores, beside the river,
Sylvin was more carefully dressed than usual.
and ali her gay spirits had rovived. Ipstead of
Luke, however, thero camo a nofe, sayjng it
pressurs of business prevented his fulfilling his
promise. Sylvia's eyes flashed as sho xead the
noto which I gave her, It was addressed to ug
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jointly and began, ¢ Fair ladies!” Sylvia crush-
s the paper in her hand and tossed it into the
viver, then she threw of her hat and lay back in
the long dry grass, covering her face with the
shawl  Once or twice I heard a little moan
come from her as I sat musing on the strange-
ness that had come over Luke's behaviour oflate,
13 had used to be too watchfully attentive.
Many a time I had sighed, secing him coming
over the bridge, and wished that he would leave
we more to ayself.  1le had disapproved of
many of my ways aud fancies, aud given mneh
of his time to the task of converting me to his
own habits and likings. Now, when forSylvin's
sake I conld have wished him to Le attentive, he
showed no interestin my proceedings, [ could
not but think that this was owing to his absurd
prejudice against Sylvia, and I pundered, wond-
cring what could have been the urigin of this
prejudice, which must have taken routlong ago,
in the days when he went with my brother Dick
to sce her in London, 1 thought of his odd de-
sire that she should be kept ignorant of our en-
gagement.  He certainly was taking especial
care that no action of his shonld cause suspicion
to cross her mind. It flashed upon me now that
perhaps he was loohing forward to breaking off
that engagement, henee his wish to kept it secret,
and the sparks oflight ou the river danced madly
before my eyes as I strove to stifle the pang of
joyx thet thrilted through me at the thought, But
a moment's reflection assured me that Luke had
no wish to release me. In many little ways Le
daily let me know that he meant to hold me to
wy word. It were running headlong intodauget
to believe anything but this, % God deliver me
from temptation? I murmured, as I rose amd
locked my arms over my breast, while for aminute
the birds seemed like to turn my brain with the
sudden cestasy of their singing.

I sat down besides Sylvia, and drew hack the
shawl from her beautiful flushed face.  Her cye-
tashes were wet with tears.

i Sylvia I said, sadly, ¥ you are fretted with
the weariness of this place Do not hesitate about
leaving me whenever you wish to go.” And |
thought leavily that, with Luke and me tur mag-
ter and raistress the Mill-bouse was never likely
to be a pleasant plece of sojourn for any one.

Sylvia sat up quickly, and, winding ler arm
roundmy neck, said, »u ner low, waling, passivu-
ate way

# Never say that agais, Mattie, Were it as
dull as a cavern, there s no place su dear tome
as the Mill-house. Whin I have to leaveut, I
shall be banished out of Liaven ™"

I started at her vehen ence, but recollected
murmuring ¢

¢ Ah, yes! that is beeause it was Dich's home I
and I felt a pang of conscience fur ever baving
resented her gaiety, for ever having imagined
that she had ceased to mourn for her loss and
mine,  She gave me a little thoughtful stare out
of her soft grey eyes, and then gazed down past
the trees after the current of the river, asif fas-
cinated by those sparks of light that had danced
so madly kefore my eyes a few minutes ago.

ALY she repeated, absently  # of course,
because it was Dick’s home.”

I loved her better at that moment thau I had
ever loved her before, and I felt indignanz at
Luke for having balked her of a lttle pleasure.
I went straight to the house aund ordered ny
own pony to be harnessed to the phacton winci
I had somctimes driven under Luke's guidance.
[ bad never cared much for driving myself, but
Luke liked ladics to be a little dashing. 1 was
determined now to turn my accomplishment to
account.

I said to Sylvia, ¢ if we cannot find a cavalier
gallant enough to be our charioteer, I do not see
why we should not help ourselves. Iecan manage
Frisky pretty well”

Wedrove down the pleasant summer lancs into
Streamstown, and stopped at the best shop while
I bought some green and white muslin to make
myself a frock, baving promused Elspie to leave
off my sad black gown by Midsummer's-day.
Then we Luwled on, along the winte roads, chat-
ting our women’s chat, and cach, I behieve, doing
her best to ude from the other that there wag any

troubling cloud hanging between her and the blue
sky that brooded over our heads,

We had got quite out in the country, and were
breathing exhilarating air, and getting glimpses
of ills and sea. I was driving cautiously, aml
waz rather proud ofmy first independent essay.
Turning a coruer of the road, we saw o figureon
horseback riding towards us, Sylvin sat for-
ward, gazed intently at the figure, and turned
red and then pale. Surely cnough the figure
was fumiliar.

* Why, it is Luke Elphinstone!” cried I,

Yressure of business had not kept hum from
taking a solitary ride. lis neglect of us was
deliberate, his apology untrue.  Sylvia, by the
changes of her fuce, was quicker than I at secing
this,

“ Let me drive,” said she, suddenly, snatelung
the reins from my hauds, The whip began to
dangle in the air, and we were fiying along the
road at a break-neck pace.

“ Stop, stop!” I cried, ¢ Frisky will not bear
to be whipped like that!' But Sylvia, with blaz-
ing eyes and flushed cheeks, was lashing lus
sides without pity, and the insalted little pony
dashed on.  We passed Luke with the swittuess
of lightuing. I hieard him call after us, Sylvia
tried to chieck wur speed, butit was tov late. She
threw the reins from her in dismay, and they
trailed ou the road. The fields and hedges spun
round us in a dizzy green ring.  Then there was
n crash, and I found myself lying on the ground
in great agony. Luke piched us up. Sylvia
escaped unhurt, but the phacton was smashed,
and my leg was broken.

CHAPTER V.

Salvit oaned so litterly over my suflenngs,
that even Elspie, who had never hiked lier, was
suftened sumewhat, and I heard her muttering to
hierself that * you wheedlin' Inzzie had a it heart
after all.”  No one but Luke knew that she was
the cause of the accident. My futher scolded me
for Luing su rash as to attempt to drive without
assistance. Sylvia never spuke, and I had to
take the blame on myself,

At the first, Sylvia was o capital nurse.  She
hiersclf brought my breahfasi-tray every mortmng,
and 1 had to warn her that my father and Luke
muat be wasting for ther second cups of tea be-
fure T could get her to leave me and return to
the breakfust-table, over which sbe had now to
preside.  She would spend her day reading and
talking to me, learning old Border songs from
Elspic, who was in thus way much conciliated,
More than I loved to see her ghding about the
roum, Dr. Strong, our Streamstown physicon,
who came, of course, to mend my broken bones,
was cumpletely captivated by her ready hand
and light step, even more by her beauty and
radiant health, which last advantage hasalways
an especial charm foradoctor.  f soon saw that,
conscientious as [ knew hiwm to be, he took ou
this occasion more interest in the nurse than in
the patient,

But very soon Sylvia left off her nursing, and
Iet me gradually drop wholly mto the hands of
faithful Elspic and my kind little friend Miss
Pollard, whose name I think I have before men-
tioned at the beginning of this lustory, and who
came often now to beguile my pains by reading
aloud her favrurite poems in heg clurping little
voice, or detailing to me the gossip of the village
and country-side, while she sewed indefatigably
atwondertul prodigies of fancy-work, which were
destined for remote basaars, She was noat so
pleasant a companion as Sylvia. It was not so
delightful to look at her or hear her talk. But
her voice had o tremulous echo that reminded
you of a child or & bird, and her simple face was
not uncomely. .Albeit 2 spinster, she wore a
widow’s cap over her smooth, sand-coloured hair.

‘¢ It looks more comfortable, my dear,” she said
to me once, in an oxplanatory way, * much more
comfortable, when a single woman begins to get
a little in years.”

She could only have been forty, or thereabouts,
though I hiad long looked upon her as a perfect
rock of ages. Hereyes were very mild and kind
and he: mouth hadshaped itselfinto a little round
button, by dint, 1 ».ways thought, of chirpiag to
the canaries that lived with her at home.

Sylvia gradually gavemo up. Where she passed
her time, or what she did with herself, I could
not guess Iustead of bringing my breakfist she
would just flash in oun mo for & minute i the
worning, luokingjlovelior and gladder than [ hud
ever seen lier, shake out her fresh cambries befure
my glass, and cearcange the moss-tasebud w hee
bosom, then wander to my bedside, give mo an
absent kiss, and slip out again befure [ hadmore
than time to say good morrow.

At difterent times during the duy she woulll
come in again, but she was restless while she
stayed, moving about the room hike something
caged, and scarcely seeming to breathe freely till
she got away agan,  Once she dud bring out a
child’s frock, that we had left unfinished, and
began to sew, but after stitching the hem of the
skirt on to the wast she bundled 1t away impa-
tiently, and 1t saw the hght no more.  Another
tuno she opened a book to read to me as of old,
but she made so many ridiculous blunders, that
at last she laughingly shut the book, saying, ¢ |
really do uot know what I am reading.” Oune
ovenng she slipped to the room, knelt beside
my couch, laid her head on my pillow, and Iay
gazing up at the ceiling, with a bhssful light on
her face, every now and then giving a long-
drawn sigh.

Sylviadear, sud I, *¢ what can be making
you s0 happy i tlus lonely place 2 Whatare you
domg with yourself?”

“ Duing 7" she echioed, starting up witha little
warbling laugh.  * Matue, I am domng o great
deal”

Then she suddenly began to talk to me about
lier own past life, She spoke of the bitterness
of the four years that had gonoe over her head
swee her father’s death, not simee Dick's death ;
she did not mention lum. Since her father's
death.  She described to me the happy hfe she
led in her cottage home at Richmond, where
Dicls .nd others cuneand wooed her, then in her
nineteenth year. She was vain, she sad, and
wourldly, deserved no better fate than befel her
1er futher, a voteran officer, died, and left her
destitute.  No strong hand was near to help her.
Nuthing wasleft her but such wit and good looks
as she had, whereby to win a dependent's bread
at a stranger’s table, She opened a hittle pocket.
buuh and showed me a lock of her tuther's groy
hair, and o dried vine-leaf off her cottage walls,

“ Poor Sylvial” said I, us she stroked the little
treasures in her lap, and Lfelt puszled tho winte
inwy own nuad,

“ Nout so pour I" saunl she softly, looking as
happy as aqueen, and then iny words had to come
out,

%oy vint” said I, ¢ will you answer me ane
question truly 2 Dad you ever love my brother
Dick 27

Sbe glanced away startled for a moment, and
then, after a long pause, turned her shining grey
eyes upon my fitce, and said :

[ shall have to make you another confession
before long, and I had better make this one be-
forchand. 1 never did love your brother; not
as [ could love my husband. "I liked him, for he
wasa kiud good fellow ; but at the time' 1 pra-
mised to marry him I loved another better, Ay,
Yyou may turn from me in disgust, Mattie. I told
you before that [ was vain and worldly ; but at
least 1 was an obedient daughter to my father,
who liked your brother, and who considered him
a better mateh, as they say, than the porson I
cared for more.  Such things as this are not un-
common, Mattie.”

I shrank a little, fecling a3 if the bright grey
cyes pierced me through with these words.
Truly such things were not uncomron. I gave
o sigh to my dead brother, and Sylvia went on
talking.

¢ I should have been & good wife to Disk if ho
had lived. I could not marry any one unless I
were prepared to be the best wife in the world,
but I should like better to marzy some one I
could love, T have learned that it is easier for
a woman to live withqut riches than without a
heart. Ab, if you knew how I have starved for
alittelove! 1 bave dono hard penance for my
mistake. Poor old Lady Darden! I was very
submissive o her whims. She mede a white
slave of me at the begiuning. Could not take
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her breakfust of n morning without first putting
lier foot upon my neck ; but that was before she
knew how necessary Ishould become to her, She
did not guess that { had promised myself she
should prize me, sue me, miss me, beforo I had
done with hee.  In pine months sho bad had
three companions before I went to her; aud I
renuned with her nearly four years. She raised
wy wiages and guve we pretty deesses. She ened
when I was leaving her, and begged me to come
back.”

Sylvin sat ou the floor, with her check luxu-
rivusly dipped in her hand, and hier face bathed
in a smile of delicious complaisance, while all
this ran trippingly from her tongue.

% But you will not go back, Sylvin, yon will
aever gtarve any wore fur love,” snid [, thinking
[ had guessed her seeret very sbrewdly; and at
this moment the doctor was annovunced, who
blughed as he shook hands with her.  After him
quickly came Miss Pollard, more blooming and
lively than usual, with whom Sylvia immediately
began a mischiovous skirmishing of words, for
there was @ perpetual war going on between
these two. We had tea in my rouvm all together,
and Miss Pollard put offhier bonnet nad filled the
cups, producing a dish of spongecake which she
had made with her own hands fur my use, though
the fuirest and largest she placed on a plate by
the doctor.

Dr. Strong was a stout little clderly man—
clever, kind, and # trifle pompous, He had a
pleasant rosy fuce, and the baldness of bis head
was quite made up for by his havdsome whiskers,
which wero still untouched by grey, He bad «
simple fonduess for fine English, a tender heart,
which often supplied the place of a fec tu his
dealings with the poor, a goed income, and &
bandsome house, a little way out of the village.
He might not bo all & pretty maden's fancy, but
a woman might choose fur herself o worse staif
to lean upon through life. 1 had not been used
to think much upon his virtues or hunsetf, but
of late he had insnired me with new interest, I
had trained mysclf to be very prosaic on the
subject of matrimony, and I thought it would
be better for Sylvia to gracd a good man’s home
n tho quict suashine of Streawstown than to
fade into lonely dependent old maideahood in
some dreary London mansion. Idid wonder at
her excessive happiness and her little rhapsody
about love, which I thought rather out of place.
Bat her character bad sunk in my esteem since I
heard her declare that she had never loved my
brothier. The imaginary link that had bound
my sympathy to hers had disappeared before the
truth from her lips. I no longer looked upon
her as & sister,  An admiring friendshup for her
I must still preserve, but the romance that had
bung about her avas gone.

Somehow our little tea party went wrong that
mght, thongh Sylvia had adorned the room pret-
tly with flowers, and the sponge-cakes were
good, and the sunshine came pleasantly through
the open window. Luke refused to come up to
Join us, though specially invited. The doctor
blushed by Sylvia’s mocking merriment, and Miss
Pollard alarmed us all by pouring the tea into
the sugar-basin. Qur two friends went away
together.

« Just like man and wife!” Sylvia said, laugh-
ingly, alterwards; « the litule spinster on tiptoe
with delight. It is unreasonable for anything so
antiquated to have a heart.”

« Why, you aro surely not jealous or Miss Pol-
lard,”  said, smiling in her face.

« Jealous ¥ she echoced, with an astonished
staro ; then laughed heartily to herself, as if at
somo secret fun,

“.J only mean to say,” she said, ¢ that when
tho tea poured into the sugar-basia it was the
overflow of the tide of Miss Pollard’s fecliugs,
which sets in tho direction of Dr. Strong.”

« Nonsense," I said; but by-and-by began to
think that Sylvia was more shrewd thanl.  Sho
bad walked with them that cvening as far as the
gates across the burn. T limped to the window
and saw her coming back alone, sauntering along
the gravel by the garden wall, herhead on a level
with the wallflowers that grew above it. Shehad
on a light-blue dress and a pink rose in lier hair,
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her hat in her haud, and walked in tho mellow
harvest light of tho setting sun,

A group of haymakers going home gazed at
herin shy admiration. Dreamy and plensant came
the plush of the wheels from beyond the river,
How sweet the hay smelt, and over in the dircc-
tion of Eldergown the woods were wrapped in
purple and gold. I looked ata bunch of tlowers
which Mark fIatteraick had 1eft at the door for
me thatmorning.  All the beauty of the summer
evening could not make mo glad, and it struck
me sharply at the moment that [ was very young
to have given all the joy out of my life.

I saw Luke emerge from somewhere and join
Sylvia, and the two came slowly together to-
wards the house, then turned and got lost to
sight among the lilac-trees along the burn, 1
was surprised and pleased to seo them such good
frionds. I wondered that Sylvin had not told
me about it.

(To becantinued.)

BENEFIT OF CLERGY.

“TP0 be banged without benefit of clergy I
The first three words of the sentence
seem severe enough, but the last part of it con.
veys to many minds an jdea that tho intention
of the legistature was to increaso indefinitely
the punishinent of the culprit by sending him,
Cut off ¢+ 'n in the blossom of hissin,
Unhousel’  disappoiuted, unancl’d,
to tho other world, after breaking his neck with
2 halter in this one. .

Such, however, was not the design of tho
framers of the sentence, nor did ‘ henefit of
clergy ” refer in any way to those spiritual min-
istrations which the coldest form of charity
would not deny to the condemncd. Benefit of
clergy was a privilege founded upon the exemp-
tion which clerks in orders originally claimed
from the jurisdiction of secular judges. Basing
their claim upon the text, « Touch not mine
anointed, and do iy prophets no harm,” and
theoretically, perhaps, on the presumed impossi-
bility of men whose calling it was ¢ to wait upon
God continually ” committing any serious crime,
the clergy, in the days when justice was ham-
pered by superstition, procured that, no matter
how heinous the offence of which they had been
accused, they were to be answerable to their own
oridnary only, and not to the king’s justices. A
clerk arraigned or convicted before a secular
judge, bad but to declare who and what he was,
bis declaration being backed up, if necessary, by
the demand of his bishop, and he was discharged
into the custody of the ordinary, who was sup-
posed to provide some sufficient punishment for
bim, or else to deliver him ¢ purgation.” The
latter process was most frequently adopted; it
consisted in the accused taking oath before tho
orduary that he was innocent, and a certain
number of other people asserting, also ubon oath,
that they belicved his statement.

In this way the clergy enjoyed an almost com-
plete immunity from punisbment for their
crimes, and as theso were neither fow nor slight,
their privilege gave rise to much complaint by
those who had to smart whero the clergy wero
set freo, and still moro by those whom the cleri-
cal delinquents bad outraged The offensive
assertion of the privilege in tho case of the
clergyman whom A Becketrofused to ellow to bo
tried at common law, brought about the Consti.
tution of Clarendon, and ultimately the death of
the archbishop.

The Constitution of Clarcndon, by which the
clergy wero admitted to be liable to process at
common law, becamo in this respect a dead-let-
ter, and tho benefit of clergy survived and in-
creased in the blood of ¢ St. Thomas of Canter-
bury.” It was now extended to laymen who
chose to claim it, and no further evidence of
clerkship was necessary than that the claimant
shonld bo able to read or write. If he gave
these proofs, he was given over to the ordinary,
who put him to his purgation, or laid upon him
some ccclesiastical penance, ag in the case of
real clerks. s this privilego was applicable in
all cases of capital felony, aud there was no
limit to the number of times it might be enjoy-
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¢d, the worst evil-doers in the country got off
scot-frcc—nt all events, they saved their necks
—and tho peace of the community was disturbed
accordingly. The solemn farce of purgation
beeate, in many cases, too ridiculous to be gone
through, or clse the ordinary would not give
himself tho trouble to witness it; and as the al-
ternative punishment e was cwmpowered to
award was for the offences of actual clerks, it
followed, as a matter of practice, that n lay-
refian on receiving benefit of clergy was ipso
Jucto discharged of his crime and its consequen-
ces,

This abusc of the privilege becamo so flagrant
that a statute of Edward I, called the Statute
of Westminster the First, provided that clerks
cunvicted of felony, and delivered to the ordin-
ary, were not to be allowed to go free without
purgution, * so that the king shall not need to
provide any other remedy therein” A statutein
tho 25 Edward If[. recites the complaints of
suundry prelates that the secular judges had actu-
ally Lauged clerks, “n prejudico of tho frane
chises, and in depression of the jurisdiction of
Holy Church ,” and goes on to direct that « all
nmanner of clerks,” convicted before thoe secular
judges of treason or felony touching any other
than the king, shall have tho * privilege of Holy
Church,” and bo given up to the ordinary, The
Archbbishop of Canterbury, however, promised at
the saume time safely to keep and duly to punish
such clerks, ¢ so that no clerk shall take cour-
age so to oftend for defuult of correction ;” a pro-
mise reiterated by another primate to Yenry 1V,

It may easily be imagined, however, that this
promise way evaded. Not only did the ordinary
ex officio incline to the merciful side, but ko
found it no light matter to receive, punish,
maintain, and keep all the scoundrels that were
“ admitted to clergy.” Favouritism bad also
free scupe, and the worst criminals might be
abroad with impunity, while offenders in smaller
things were undergoing punishment. By 4 Henry
VIL. c. 13, it was ordered that clergy should beo
allowed but once to persons not in orders; and
all who receive the benefit were to be branded
with a hot iron on the brawn of the thumb with
the letter M if they wero murderers, and T if they
were felons of a less degree,  This branding
was to be done by the jailer in open court, be-
foro the convict was delivered to the ordinary,
Eight years afterwards, when a master was
murdered by his servant uuder circumstances
that excited much popular indignation, advan-
tage was taken to pass an act to deprive all
laymen who shonld thereafter murder their mas-
ters of the benefit of clergy.

Henry VIIL. dealt tho hardest blows that the
institution reccived until quite modern times.
A statute passed in the fourth year of his reign
took away clergy from all murderers, and from
certain felons, unless they were actual clerks,
¢ They bear them bold of their clergy, and live
in manner without fear or dread,” is the excuse
made in the preamble forinterfering. The clergy
saiffed the breeze that was ultimately to blow
down many more of their privileges besides ¢ the
privitege of Floly Church ;? and they strenuounsly
opposed tho passing of this act, and fiercely de-
nounced it when it actually was rassed. The 23
Henry VIII. c. 1, recites the statute of Edward
I, and the frequent promises, cansistently
broken, which the prelates bad given, that per-
sons admitted to clergy should not go free with-
out purgation or some kind of punishment; and,
observing that the existing state of things could
not be tolerated, goes on to take away clergy in
all kinds of petit trcason, in murder, robbery
from the person, and arson, unless the offenders
bo actual clerks of tho rank of subdeacon and
upwards. If they were clerks of these degrees,
they were to bo given to the ordirary ; but in-
stead of being admitted to purgation, they were
to be imprisoned for.life in the ordinary’s prison.
To help tins statute, another was passed imme-
diately afterwards, declaring it to bo felony
without benefit of clergy for any onc to break
out and escape from the prison. Power was
also given to the ordinary, if he chiose to exer-
aiso ity to degrade the criminal from his cccle-
siastical rank, and to send him to the King’s

Bench, where he might be dealt with as one
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whom the church refused to shicld, and be
hanged accordingly.

1y a series of statutes from. lency VI to
Ger e L, benefit of clergy was taken away
front tuc more atrocious offenders, from horses
stealers, burglars, houscbreakers by day, forcible
abducers of women, ¢ from a certain kind of
cvil-disposed persons, commonly catled Cut-
purses or Pick-purses ,” frum men whe stabbal
others who were not prepared for defence . from
bullies wko made men drunk, quarrelled with
them, and killed them for what they lad about
them; from such as steal cloth from the ho fers'
drying-racks; and from such as ateal hig Ma-
josty's ammunition-stores,  One statute Wwas
passed in Charles I1°s time, cwrc§sly to 'mkc
away benefit of clergy from * nutorious thieves
in Northumberland and Camberland,” men who
were well known for spoilers, and apt to ¢ drive
a peey,” but who could not be punisiied under
the existing law. Elizabeth followed ju her
father's wake in clipping the wings of such binds
of prey. Under her, it became law that when
clergy was allowed to a man for an offence which
was clergyable, it Wus not to free him from pun-
ishment for an unclergyable offence committed
before, but not known at the time of his trial for
thesecond. Shealso urdered that such personsas
were admitted to the benefit should not be given
over to theordinary, nor go through the mockery
of purgation, but she gave the magistrates power
to imprison them for a year, the ancient ordi-
nance of branding them on the thumb not beang
revoked, Later statutes ordered the pumishe
ment of whipping and fining as an alterna-
tive or an addition to imprisomnent, and for
certain felonics, transportation. Philip and
Mary took away clergy from accessories in mur-
der, and several other crimes, so that, by the
tume the institution was near its end (lemp,
George 1V.), the worst ruflians received no pro-
tection from it; and it cxercised an influence
rather beneficial than otherwise, by tempering
the savage ferocity of the criminal law then in
furce, by which, accurding tu Blachstune, nulesy
than one hundred and sixty of the offences which
night be committed in a day wero punishable
by death.

A statute of Edward VI, while taking away
clergy from many offenders, clerical and lay,
granted it as aright to & lord of parhiament,
for his first felo y, though he could not read.
He was also excused from the brandiog in tbe
hand. Women appear not 10 have the benefie
of clergy until James I. gave it to thew.  The
21 Jac. I. c. 6, recites that, ¢ whercas by the
laws of this realw, the benefit of clergy is not
allowed to women cunsicted of feloiy, by rea-
son whereof maoy wumen do suffer death for
small causes,” and then goes on tv give them
the same privilege as men, subject to the like
cunditivns as to branding, L.

Benefit of clergy mght be pleaded in bar of
an indictment, but more frequently 1t was
brought forwarl after tr1al, at Jeast with per-
sons who were not really clerks, in arrest of
judgment. A cirk might,if he choose, waive
his clergy, * and note," says Lord Coke, ** when
he knew himself tree and 1nnocent, ther hee
would be tryed by the common law ; but when
hee found imselfe fowle and guity, then would
hee shelter himselfe under the privitedge of hus
clergy.”

Circumseribed within limits which rendered
impossible the harm it once did, the privilege
of Benefit of Clergy operated to mitigate the
severity of the law which provided tho punish-
ment of death for so many offences, including
thefts of articles exceeding twelvepence in
value. But in 1827, it was deemed, along with
the law which it tempered, too oxtravagant for
& civilised people. In that year, benefit of
clergy was utferly taken away and abolished,
and the criminal law itself transformed into
something less Draconic. By the 7 and 8
GeorgeIV. c. 28, transportation, iniprisonment,
end whipping are the nupishments provided
for offences hitherto clergyable; and < the
privilege of Holy Church” is now, vqually with
that of sanctuary, only knows as a curious his-
torical relic of barbarous times, .
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A GANTLET OF FIRE.

T is now several years since that Twas in

tho service of the Hudson's Bay Company,
and located at their trading-sintion of Hembock
Bend, on the bauks of the Great Snake River,
A wild desolate spot it was, surrounded by
dreary pine-furests, aad yet more dreaty swamps ,
and with its double cordon of tall stockade, and
a long swivel-gun crowning its central ware-
house, more resembling a military post than a
commercial dépot.

Most lonely was our life in that distant factory,
with the fierce blasts from the geeat bay
sweeping down upon us in alimost polar cold and
turtous snow-storms daring more than half the
year, while our brief summer was cheered by
no more pleazant visitants than the rugged voya-
geurs of tho bateaux which brought our mer-
chandize, and the grave Iudian hunters who
came to barter their winter's take of furs for our
powder, cloth, and brazen ornaments.

My range of sociwety, however, was seinewhat
greater, for as assistant-fuctor, it was my Juty,
during the summer months, to visit our diflezent
out-stations ; and not only singular were the
characters with which I thus made acquaumnt-
ance, but wild and somctimes perilous the ad-
ventures [ encountered.

On one occasivn, 1 cemember being bound to
Sandy’s Blufl, beyoud Loon Luke, one of my
mwst distant charges.  In those thuckly-wooded
regions, the nivers and creeks form the only
lughway , and with the usual farewell cheer
wiven and returned, my Indian c¢rew and I m
vur largc 1ot ~west canoe, started on our expe-
dition. = A pleasant mid-summer voyage it pro-
mised, leading alung gentle ri.ers, burdered by
young green tohage ; across bright breezy Inkes,
and through the wmdings of narrow crecks,
feinged with countless blossoms. When night
came, we drew our light boat to land, and
wrapped in our blankets, slept soundly beneath
its oheltei uutit daylight called us to resumo our
jouruey.

Two and a half days had been thus occupied,
and the afternoon of the third saw us entering
right fork, Kaskongshadi, or brohen water, a
stream noted even in that wild country for its
rugged gorges of arrowy rapid, and its alternate
broader stretche . of rippling, sunny, pale-green
water, which tinted the hue of every fish within
its depths, and of every ruch and lichen along
its borders,

But the ready philosop® y of the Indians was
equal to every exigence as it appeared, the
light, graceful action *with whicl theic ten
casily-wielded paddles sent our canoe skimming
along the streaw, gradually changing, as the
adverse current quickened, into a fierce, rapid
movement, capable of making head against thoe
wild, leaping, foaming torrent which surged
down on us, orif the rush of the steep inclinr
defied the power of paddles, the dauntless rowers
leaped out into the foaming flood, and girding
themselves with ropes, took their canoe in tow,
pressing on from rock to rock along the shal-
lower margin of the river, but still waist-deep
in the roaring, raging, tamultuous race of waters
which almost swept them from their feet, But
with yells and whoops, as against a human en-
cioy, the brave follows battledson, until at Jast,
breathless and well-nigh exhausted, they emer-
ged from the watery ordeal, and with a final yell
of trinmph, which quivered through the sur-
rounding woods, leaped a, ia into their places,
until new rapids should call them to fresh exer-
tions; except on one occasion, when a cataract
compelled them to mako a portage, whea canoce
and cargo were & .anted on their ready shoul-
ders, and carried overland to the next smooth
water,

At length, but one moro rapid rolled between
us and Loon Lake, and & murmur of pleasuro
broke from the Tndiang’ lips as they saw the
broad sunlit space beyond. But the rice was
the worst upon our route, a veritable hill of
surging waves, crowned by a powerful sweep,
as the waters of the lake rushed over mto the
twin-forks of the Kashongshadi , whilo to add
to the difficultics of the ascent, the Watey was
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too deep to admit of wading, the banks on either
side too abrubt for even Indian feot to seale,

Tho men, however, had many times before
achicved this rapid, and they doubted not of
doing it again ; and dashing their paddles into
the foaming flood, with every nerve strung to
the uttermost, strongly, eagerly, impotuously,
they plied their Ulades, almost burying their
slight vessel in the white.sen of breakers, which
seethed in a wild shricking tumult round us,
and nlmost blinded us by the clouds of spray
which dashed full into our fuces.

Ten anxious arduous minutes, and the top-
most wave alone remained before us, and every
hand took a firmer hold, every paddle a longer
sweep, for that last mighty cffort. At last, the
steep ascent was gained ; and »3 the shallop
swayed upon its crest, the w .l-known wloop
of victory resounded througl. the wilds, But a
cry of blank dismuy quickly followed, as the
steersmwan's paddle, strained by tho pressure,
snapped off above the blade; whilethe unguided
canoe, viclding to the rushing eurcent, broached
to on the watery brink, and ere any could con-
trol hier, swayed completely round, and passing
the intervening point of land, shot liko an arrow
into the left furk of the Kaskongshadi, aud be-
gan to leap duwn the surging breakersand steep
cascades of the companion-rapid to that which
we had just so laboriously ascended.

Suddenly a new aud fearful horror c.me over
us as we swept into tho wild descent; scarce o
rood below us there flashed upon our cyeg o
great glare of fire, while a sharp, cruckling noise
broke upon the silence, and at once we compre-
hended the fearful truth, that one of thoso terri-
fic conflagrations, winch, lit by & spark from a
hunter’s rifle, an unextinguisbed Indian fire, or
some other trivial cause, vccastonally devastate
tho sun-dried Amurican wilds, was raging in our
frout. It was an appalling discovery, and in-
stantly every paddle was at work totry and win
our way back from those deadly preciucts. But
our buat had received an impetus with whose
first furee no power of vurs could cope, und de.
3pite our utmost cffurts, she still plunged madly
on.

Fearful was tho scene to which she brought
us. Fire on cither side, as the fierce clement
wrapped the lofty forest trees 1u sheets of flame ;
fice above, us tho overhanging branches joined
together in a burning arch; nay, it scemed even
fire below, as the boiling waves which raged
around us caught the red reflection, and flashed
it back in & thousand broken rays,

Though momentarily overpuvwered, wo were
not discuuraged, and again we strove to stem
buth fluod and impetus, but all in vain; faster
and faster surged the waves over the bristling
rocks, until it becamo cvident that all tho last
and steepest rapids of the ncighbouring fork
were on this uoknown stream united tnto one
long and insurmountable river-raco.

Meanwhile, on we sped, amid air which grew
cach moment hotter as we passed deeper ot
the burniug region, while the flames around us
raged with o wilder fury, and the voico of the
destroyer took a more threatening tone.  Yet it
was a magnificent gight, that dark primeval
forest ablaze with one great rolling mass of fire,
its mighty trees .glowing redly amid tho fiery
radiance, as the flaming strcamers wrapped them
rouad, its jets of firo leaping high intc tho air,
now darkened by night; while the rush and
roar of those tumultuous flames grew well-mgh
deafening ; and louder still tho thunderous re-
verberations with wiuch, at intervals, some
forest-giant crashed down to the ground, sead-
ing up into the sky great clcuds of sparks.

Strange aund gorgeous were the various hues
in which the different trees yiclded up ther
summer foliage; and yet stranger, when this
brief glory had passed, was the aspect of ther
tal}, gaunt forms changed to flaming pinnacles
or masses of glowing cmbers. Every now and
then, piercing shrieks, which wmade us ghiver,
rose abovo the tumult of tho flameg, teiling of
wild animals overtakea in their flight, wile
scorched and terrified birds fell thickly round
us, to dio by an casier death. Each moment,

00, our own fate appearcd moro imminent as
the hot furnace-like air made us fajot and pant




1867.)

THE SATURDAY RELDER.

181

for breath, and our strength wither like grass
beneath its blighting influenco; while, as wo
passed, the overhanging trees swept their long-
flaming boughs across our fuces, or strewed the
stream and us with buruing brands; and worse
than all, far ag the keen-cyed red men could pe-
netrato tho ruddy haze, strotched the fiery gant-
let we wero compelled to run,

Never ghall T forget what wo endured as,
with wetted blankets casing both the lofty ends
of our canoe, with similar coverings wrapped
around ousselves—our slight but only shicld—
wo swept along that fearful avenue, our breath
more and moroe laboured, our dazzled and fire-
scorched eyes more dim, Hopeless, belpless, aud
suffering, wo sped on to certain death, which
each prepared to meet as best he might ; some
with the proud stoicism of their race, others
with tho Cross-sign taugi t them by tho earliest
missionaries; white a pang of inexpressiblo an-
guish for the dear ones loft desolate in that wild
land divided my own Inst thoughts.

It was an interval of unutterable misery,
passed amid a wild, roaring, leaping rush of
flames, and a scarce less wildly-leaping rush of
waters.

At length tho measure of their enduranco was
cowaplete, aud one by one the stricken Indians
gank beneath their fiery trinl; some, it seemed,
happily unconscious of their dreadful doom,
others moaning in their suffocating agony. As
nmy own strouger organisation slowly yiclded to
tho deadly breath of the overheated air, and a
faint bewildering exhaustion crept over me, pa-
ralysing cvery faculty, I closed my bleared and
aching eyes, »3 I believed for ever, with a mur
mured prayer that our ficry passage might be
shart as terrible,

But when hope was gone, and life had almost
passed, an_overruling Providence guided us to
safety. Within an hour, that narrow gorse
widened into a lake-like reach, among whoso
placid waters ovr canoe at length found vest,
while the cooler air fanning our brows recalled
our all but departed spirits, Theace in safety, and
deoplytbankful for our unhoped-for escape,for two
days we watched the progress of the forest con-
flagration; and on the third, when ithad passed
away, we bore our littlo bark across the devas-
tated country, and remounting successfully the

right fork of the Kaskongshadi, at Yength reack-.

ed our destination. But neither time, nor the
chances and changes of life in the wilds, can
banish the Macnting mumory of that most fear-
ful night, when my Indians and I ran that gant-
let of fire.

GREEN THINGS GROWING,

1.
Oh' the green things grewing! the green things
growing?
The tresh sweot smell of the green things growing®
1 would like to live, whether 1 laugh or griove,
To \_vintch the happy hiv of the green things grow-
ng.
11,

Oh!thefluttering and pattering of thogreen things
TOWing
‘Talking cacﬁn to cach when noman’s knowing.
In the wonderful whito of tho woird moonlight,
Jr t:w groy dreamy dawn when the cocks nrecrow-
ng.
m,

1 love, I love them go, tho green things growing!
Andil think thatthey lovo mo without false shew-
ng;
Tror _byg x{lany a tender touch they comfort me so
mucts,
With the mute, mute comfort of green things
growing.
v,
And fn tho full wealth of their blossom's glowing,
‘Tent for ono I take thoy’re on mo boslowin;;;
Al! I should like to sco, if God's will it might be,
)I;mxy, many a summer of my green things gtow-
ng. o
V.
But if 1 must bo gathered for the angels’ sowing—
S'op out of sight awhile—liko tho green things
growing;
Though carth to carth return, I think I shall not

. 1mourn, .
1 ¥ may chango into green things growing.

[} v(:

@he Sutoeilny Rendler,
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BOUND VOLUMES.

Covers for binding the third volume of the
Reapen wre now ready, and may ho obtained
from tho publisher ; also, the first, sccond and
third volumes, bound in an clegant and uniform
style. Subseribers who did v .t receive the index
to the second volume of the READER, can now be
supplied upon application to the Publisher,

A NEW STORY.

MABEL'S PROGRESS,

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘¢ AUNT MARGARET'S TROULLES."
From “.U the Year Round,’
CONDUCTED BY
CHARLES DICKENXNS,

TE commence in the present number the

! republication of the above story from
Al the Year Round, in which periodical it
occupies the post of honour. It is needless,
perbaps, to say that we confidently expect this
talo will prove a great attraction to our
readers, for its appearance in a periodical con-
ducted by Charles Dickens is evidence suf-
ficient that it possess merit of a very high
order. Will our readers obligo us by making
the substance of this announcement known to
their friends.

THE ART OF MISREPRESENTA-
TION.

HIS is an age which p)' 1esitself upon the
possession of superior murality. The boast
is not without justificativn by the facts, for the
grosser forms of vico no longer receive the
sanction, or even the indulgence of society.
The sensi-barbarous indifference to human life,
which prevailed in days gone by, has almost
disappeared.  Men no longer connive at assasst-
nation, much lessapplaud it , cruelty, perpetrated
undera flimsy covering of law, bas ceased to be
in fashion, the ingenious disbulism which con-
trived the rack, the thumb-screw and the boots
is sunk in the Tophet, reserved for blood-thirsty
devices; and, within the memory of some still
living, duelling, that last relic of the sanguinary
patrimony bequeathed by ourancestors, has been
deprived of its romance and entered in the list
of felonies. Highway robbery is not now sup-
posed to bo a fitting amusement for the ingenuous
youth of Englund. Time was when it passed
for an evidence of spirit in & young patrician to
bo able to boast of the purses he had taken on
Hounslow or Hampstead Heath by the magical
words #Stand and deliver,” backed by the
sharp cocking of a pistol. It is not likely that
we shall again hear of a Lord Chief Justice,
liko onc whose character has becn limned by
Lord Campbell,—a learned judge who wasin
his youth “#a gentleman of the road,” but passed
the cvenings of his days in secntencing his
brother highwaymen to Tyburn treo. The
occupation which diverted Prince Hal, Falstaff
and their vular associates Pistol and Bardolph,
is irrevocably gone.

Then again tho open and unblushing pro-
fligacy we associate with the times of Louis XV.
of France, Charles II., the first two and the last
of the Georges in Eagland, bas been ecither

age or compelled to court the darknessto which
itis akin. Drunkenness is no longer a fashion-
able vice or & proof of a strong mind and o
convivial soul. Princes, primo ministers and

siatesmen do not think if & point of honour to

‘stamy~d out” by the indignant virtue of ouc |

sink beneath the festive-bonrd, without tho use
cither of brains or legs. Nor ¢an our country-
gentleman be described as # a drunken landlord
who,” as Junius says *will suffer no man
to leave his table either sorrowful or sober” A
novelist would find himself hard put to it, to

.find now-a-days the counterpart of Sir Hilde-

brand Qsbaldistone; tho race of three-lotiie en,
has passed 1nto oblivion with those feeb'er topers
they left to snore off the famues of tu iv wine
under the table,

It is not merely in negative morality that the
mea of to-day are superior to their ancestors,
Positive duty is more correctly understood, and
its applicatious to the varicd concerns of life
are more searchingly investigated, and enforced
by public opinion. The relations between man
and man, and thoso also between wman and
woman, as well as the mutual obligations of
class to class, receive more caraest attention.
Charity which, being dependant on individual
caprice, was incapable of any sustained or con-
tinuous effort, hns become regular aad inethodi-
cal,

But althongh in its onward and upward
growth, socicty has brought forth good fruit,
there i3 & vast underbrush of petty vico still
encumbering the soil.  Careful to insist on the
greater moralities, we arc apt to become carcless
regarding the less. The worst of it is that
minor derclictions of duty are often the out-
growth of the very civilization which traing tho
age in discountenancing graver sing. To take
an cxample or two before proceeding to the sub-
jeet wo have in hand :—wo pride ourselves on
our benevolenco,  But this vigtue does not con-
sist merely in donations of money or cven the
cxpenditure of labour or life for one's fellow-
nmen. It means good-will, good-nature, kindli-
ness in word and behaviour.  Hence courtesy is
1 minor and subordinxte branch of it, yet how
often do we see those who would fain seale the
ramparts of heaven by heading a succession of
subscription-lists, treat their fellows in social
lite a8 if there wero no kinship or bond of sym-
pathy between them. Witness the hauteur which
sometimes charncterizes tho titled and wealtby,
and the brusquerie or dowuaright rudeuess which
passes amongst the vulgar for manly indepen-
dence.

We preach honesty and send the thief to
the hulks, but what of that spirit of ovor-
reaching, aud that callous disregurd of the in-
terests of others which pass unchallenged ?
What of the adulteration of food, the disin-
genuous tricks of trade, and the down-right
knavery of some stock-excbanges whose names
we might mention 7 Patriotism 1s much Inuded,
and yet 1t is considered ratber a proof of laud-
able *smartness” in a patriot to defrand the
revenue, cvade the payment of a tax, or cheat
upon & contract. So with regard to truth; a
direct falschood in public lifo makes a man a
social pariab, but how many petty breaches of
veracity meet with no condemnation, and are re-
garded either a8 venial or as not faults at all,
The untrathful puffing of merchandize, lands,
and other vendible property is su instance of
this, yet everyonoe secms to think it not incom-
patible with great pretensions to victucand even
to religion. Many other transgressions of the
laws of minor ethics will readily occur to the
reader, but it is time for us to pass to the topic
more immediately under consideration.

We have vertured to call misrepresentation
an art, and there is ample *reason for doing so.
It is truc that most people <enounce it as a sort
of vice, somewhat akin . falschood, whenever
its name is brought beforc them. They are
anxious to repudiate it, in its undisguised form;
nevertheless it is systematically employed, when-
ever men's minds come into collision on any
wpic of absorbing interest. In coutroversial
rhetoric, it forms in our day an important
clement ; and the study of its method, which may
be sketched and of its rules whick are capable
of being accurately laid down, justifies our
esmployment of tho term ar? in regard to it. The
first gtep towards closing the cars of others
againsy the arguments of an opponent is to
arouse their prejudices, This is generally a
surer way to carry them with usthan the use of
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strictly logical argumentation, Misrepresenta-
tien, whether designed or not, affords the best
means of compasaing this end, and thust s that
in religious and  philosophical polemics, as well
as in  the dexterous manwuvres of pohitial
strategy, it is so uften resorted to, and with such
potent effect.  Satire i3 always more agreeable
to the mass of men than argument.  The former
dazzies by the glitter of its wenpons and the
dash of its ouset. It may be unscruputous i
1ts assertions, unjust in its irony and dissutisty-
ing to those who reflect, but what matters it to
the majority who ure comvinced an uvpponent
has been sluin, that they bave been merdy tilt-
ing at the sails of a wind-unll 2 Argument, on
the othier hand, is subject to inexorable rules;
it requires coolness of brain, u carcful investiga-
tion of the reasons which may be advanced on
Voth sides and a freedom trom the illogical bins
of pre-conceived opinivn.  Hence satire, and its
handmaid, misrepresentation, are oo often the
most cffective weapons m the armoury of the |
rhetorician,

It is not necessary that the misrepresentation !
Le consciously empluyed, 1t 13 sometimes the
result of blind zeal, or as is often the case, of
sheer ignorance. The moment 2 man i3 so far
carried away by the faoaticisin of cherished
opinion as to be unable to appreciate the stand.
point of an opponent, he will nevitably mis-

represent, whetber dessgnedly or not.

In theological controversy thisas peculiariy !
the case. At ficst sight misrepresentution seems !
so alicn from the spnt of religion, that we are !
surpnsed at itsprevalence.  [tmightreasonably |
be supposcd that as we mustsearch for the truth !
by wterpreting the sacred books, the differences |
ansig from the diserse constitutions of indi- |
vidual munds would teach men charity omne
toward anothier, Butit 15 not so; the fervid zeal
which animates the champion of a particular
creed blinds lum to auy argument winch may *
have carried conviction to the mind of his!
opponent. Hence the ugly names with which !
controversalists pelt cach  other, and  the !
thorough want of consideration they display. !
Tney bave no idea of “trying all things” as a !
uecessary prelimuary to * holdivg forth that
which 15 good,” and they pass through life !
1gnorant, sclf-satisfied and opinionative.

fn philosophy, agam, the case is very little
better. It never scems to strike the sensational-
15t the #dealist, or the mystic, that each of them
may poszcss only 2 part of the truth. 1t scems !
to be considered perfectly legmimate to foree !
adverse views to the rage of extravagance, and ¢
attnibute to the imldest disciples of a school the
opinions of the most extreme.  Thus Locke has
been misrepresented as a naturalist, and Des-
crrtes s o pantheist.  Byron, from mere igao-
rance, wrote, ¢ When Berkeley said there was
no matter, it was no matter what he said,” and
some sage critics advised tho reserend prelate
to test his theory by runaing lis head against a
post. These men misrepresented the philosoplier,
becanse they did not understand him at all.

12is1n the political warfare, however, that the
art has reachied the highest state of polish. Mis-
representation seems o be the pivot on which
the whole system of party turns. Someumes
we find it faintly censured as unfair, but no
one appears 1o deem it o gross breach of
veracity. It is taken 1 a matter of course in
political contests, and people gencrally regard it
ratheras an evidence of cleverness and ingenaity
than as a detestable vice.  We cannot give in-
stances of it without bazardingour ncutral posi-
op, but they arc not far to scck by ansbody
who thinks it worth while.

It is scarcely likely that misreprescatation watl
cver be banished from the field of controverss,
until the intellect of mankind is sharpencd and
tempered by a soundes teaining.  This will in-
clude a dispesition to consider calmly and farly
the opinions of an oppun«nt, notn the shape of

burlesque, but in the stroagest light he could
himsclf pat them.  Thus only can trath be cli- ¢
minated, and a kindly fecling cherished for these
with whom we feel compelied to differ.  Thea

anly will misrepresentation sink to its proper

place, as the enemy of “truth, of cbarity, and of |
ustice. \
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Tug Pereoxay Mistory oy Daxiy Correrrisiy.
By Cuaurrs Dickess. Boston- Ticknor &
Fields. Moutreul : Dawson Bros.

This i3, we believe, the third volume of the
Dinmond Edition of Dickens’ works now in
course of issue by Messrs, Ticknor & Ficlds.
It contius sixteen original illustrations by 8.
Eytinge, jr, and i3 in every respect equal to
cither of the former volumes of this alrendy
favourito cdition.  Messra. Ticknor & Ficlds
have, we are glad to observe, remitted M.
Dickens two hundred pounds sterling as his
share of the profits of tho issue thus fur, Ame-
rican publishers generally should pounder the
example set them,

Tus Poxticar, Works or Henry Wabswonrn
LoxarsLLow. Complete Edition.  Boston:
Ticknor & Fields. Montreal : Dawson Bros.
This edition of Longfellow i3 clegantly bourd

in green morocco cloth, uniform with the Dia-
mond Tennyson, and comprises all the author's
poctical works. It i3 printed on toned paper,
and, for compactuess and cheapness, leaves
tittle to be desired.

GOSSIP.

The ~Poctry of the Seven Dmls®” will be
thuught rather a curious subject by those of our
readers who are fumiliar with this celebrated
district of Loudon, but 1t has suggested a very
readable article in the last number of the
Quarteely Rlevtew.  The most wportant and
popular of the halfpenny ballads which bave
been published 1 Loudon, from the year 1854
down to the cffusion suggested by the lons ia
Trafalgar-square, are the subject of thearticle.
Most of the ballads, and nearly all the dying
speechoes, are rather oddly produced. Uf the
latter we learn that:—

“ Many of these are clearly by the smmne hand,
probably one of the five or six well-known
aathors, who also cbant their own verses in the
streets. ' gets,’ says onc of the fraternity, <1
gets a slulling a copy for the verses writen by
the wrclched culprit the mght previous to his
execution.' ¢ .And I’ says another, ¢ did the he-
legy on Rash. I didnt write it to border; !
kaew that they would want a copy of verses
from the wretched culprit.  Aod when the pub-
lisher (Mr. Catnach) read it, *¢ thavs the thing
for the streets,” he says.  But I only got a shil-
ling for it.' *IUs the same poct as does ‘em all,!
says & thind authority, * and tho same tip; no
more nor a bob for nothing.)™

The publishers, however, with that good for-
tune which scems t0 wait upon publishers, had
Icss reason to complain. Concerning one of
these gentlemen, Mr. Catnach, we are told—

A discussion has taken place on the question
as to who 1s to bo considercd the orginator of
the volunteer movement. The honour is gereral-
Iy assigned to Mr, Tenuyson, on account of Lis
famous doggrel verses (for they deserve no bet-
ter nauae), ¢ Form, form, tiflemen form!® But
another claimant has appeared in Colonel Rich-
ards, the author of 2 volume of pocms, and the
Laurcate scems to have yiclded the point, and
has written to Colonel Richards himself as
follows :—% Farringford, Freshwater, Isle of
Wight, April 10.—I ost heartily congratu-
lalc you on your having been able todo so
much for your country, and I hope that you
will not cease {rom your labours, until itis the
Inw of the 1and that every man child in it shall
be trained to the use of arms.—I have the
honour to be yours faithfully, A, Tessvsos.”

The old Académic des Jeux Florsusx, at Tou-
louse, last year, received no less than 638 pocts-
cal works of various kinds, in compctivton for
the curious gold and silver flower prizes offered
by the Academy. The poems which carnied off
the highest prizes were, ' La France Méridiwonale,
by the Abbé Lacadeé of Bordezux,* Le Vieux
Faatcuil,” by M. Malaton, of arsulles, and
‘ L'Homme de Lctires Charlatan,' by M. Groc,
of Toulouse. These compositions will be pub-
lished , as for the rest, they will probably mect
the fate which they merit—speedy oblivion ; but

e ——

it i3 evident from the great numbers of competi-
tors that the laurel wreaths of the Jeux Floraux
of Toulouse are still greatly coveted.

Thoe Caledoman Mercury, which cluimed to b
the oldest newspaper in tho kiugdom, and which
for some months pagt was issued in the form of
an evening halfpenny paper, cenased recently to
be published, after an existence (sinco 1662)
of more thun two centuries.

\ A
BIRDS OF PREY.
BY TUE AUTHOR OF ¢ £,ADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,” &c,
Continued from pege 169,
ook the Filth.
RELICS OF THE DEAD.

# A3 I have suffeced by the absence of any
witness to our negotiation, I may as well profit
by the absence of any witness to our iutervicw.,
You are a cheat and “a trickster, Mr. Goodge,
and I have the honour to wish you good after-
noon!”

#Go forth, young man,” cried the infutiated
Jonal, whose fut round face became beet-root
colour with rage, and who involuntarily extend-
ed his hand to tho poker—for the purpose of
defenceand not defiance, I believe. ¢ Go forth,
young man, I say unto you, as Abimelech said
unto Jededinh, go forth.”

1T am not quite clear as to ti> two scriptural
proper names with which the Kev. Jopal em-
bellished his discourse on this occasion; but [
koow that sort of man always has a leaning to
the Abimelechs and Jedediahs of biblical his-
tory , solely, I believe, beeause the names havea
sonorous roll with them that is pleasant in the
mouth of the charlatan,

As I was in the act of going forth—quite at
wy leisure; for I had no fear of the clerical
poker—my eyce bappencd to alight on a small
side-table, covered with a chiessbhoard-patterned
cloth in gaudy colours, and adorned with some
of tnose sombre volumes which scem like an
outward evidence of the sober picty of their pos-
sessor. Among the sombre volumes lay some-
thing which savoured of another hemisphere
than that to whi.h those brown leather-bound
books belonged. It was aglove—a gentleman’s
glove, of pale lavender kid ; small in size for u
masculine glove, wud bearing upon it the evee
dence of the cleance’s art.  Such might be the
glove of an exiled Brummel, but could never
have encased the squat pawofa Jonah Gaodge.
It was ag if the poin¢ d’-Alengon ruflle of Chester-
ficld had been dropped in the study of John
Wesley.

In 2 moment there flashed into my mind an
idea which has haunted me ever since. That
glove had belonged to my respected patron,
Horatio Paget, and it was for his benefit the
fetters had been abstracted from the packet, He
had been with Jonah Goodge in the course of
that day, and had bought him over to cheat me.

And then I was obliged to go back to theold
question, Was it possible that the Captain could
have any inkling of my business? Who could
have told him? Who could bavo betrayed a
sccret which was known only to George Sheldon
and mysclf?

After all, are there not other people than
Horatio Paget who wear cleaned lavender
gloves? But it always has been 2 babit with
the Captain to lecave onc loose glove behind
bim; and I daresay it was the recollection of
this which soggested the idea of his interfercnee
in the Goodgo business.

1 devoted my evening o the perusal of Mirs
Rcbecea Haygarth’s letters. The pale ink, the
quait cramped band, the old-fashioned abbre-
vintions and very doubiful orthography, ven-
{ dered the task Inborious; but I stuck to my
work bravely, and the old clock in the market-
place struck two as [ began the Iast letter  As
I get deeper into this business I find my interest
i 1t growing day by day; an interest sui
generze, apart from alt personal gain—apart
even from the coasideration that by means of
this invesugaton 1 am obtaining a living which
1s carncd almost honestly; forif 1 1ell an ocea-
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sional fulschood or act an occasional bypocrisy,
1 am no worse than o secretary of legation oran
0ld Bailey barrister,

The pleasure which I now take in the progress
of this research is a pleasure that is new to me;
it is the stimulus which makes n break.neck
gnllop across dreary fields gridironed with
dykes and stone walls so delicious to the sports-
wan j it is tho stimulus which makes the task of
the mathematicinn sweet to him when hedevotes
laborious duys to the solution of an abstruse
problem; it is the stimulus that sustains the
[ndian trapper against all the miscrics of cold
and bunger, foul weather, and aching limbs; it
is the fever of the chase,—that inextinguishable
fire which, once lighted in the human breust, is
not to be quenched until the hunt is ended.

[ showld like to carn three thousand pounds;
but if I were to be nouno the richer for wy
trouble, I thiuk, now that I am so deeply in-
volved in this business, I should still goon, 1
want to fathom the mystery of that midnight
mterment at Dewsdale; I want to know the
story of that Mary Haygarth who ilivs under the
old yew-trce at Spotswold, and for whose
loss some one sorrowed without hope of conso-
lation,

Was that 2 widower's commonplace, I won-
der, and did the unknown mourner console
himself ultimately with a new wife? Who
knows? as my Italian fricnds say when they
discuss the futurc of France. Sballl ever pene-
trate that mystery of the past? Ay task scems
to me almost as hopeless as if George Shieldon
had sct me to hunt up the descendants of King
Solomon’s ninety-ninth wife. A hundred years
ago seems as far away, for all practical pur-
pases, as if it were on the other side of the flood.

The letters are worth very little. They are
prim and measured cpistles, and they relate
tnuch more to spiritual matters than to temporal
business., Mrs. Rebeeca secms to have been so
wuch concerned for the health of ber soul that
shie hiad very little leisure to tlnuk of anything
so insignificant as the bodies of other people.
The letters are filled with discoursts upon her
own state of mind , and the toneof them reveals
not & little of that pride whose charatfer it isto
sumulate bumility, Mrs. Rebecca is always
casting ashes on her bead, but she takes eare {o
1ct her fricnd and pastor know what a saintly
head it is notwithstanding. .

1 bave 1aid aside tbree of the most sécular
letters, which I sclected after wading through
unnumbered pages of bewailings in the stmin of
a Wesleyan Madame Guyon. These throw some
little light upon the character of Matthew Hay-
garth, but do not afford much information of a
tangible kind.

1 bavo transcribed the letters verbatim, ad-
Lering even to certain eccentricities of ortho-
graphy xchich were by no means unusual in an
age when the Pretender to the crown of Great
Britain wrote of his father as Gems. ’

The first letter bears tho date of August 30th,
1773, one week after the marriage of the lady to
our fricnd Matthew.

“ REvEREND FRiesp AND Pasror,—On Monday
seapite we arrivid in London, wich scems to me
a mighty bigg citty, but of no more meritt or
piety than Babylon of old. My husband, who
knows y° towno better than he knows thoso
things with wich it would more becomo him to
be familiar, was pleas'd tolaugh mightily at that
pious aversion wherewith I regarded some of y*
most notable sights in this place, We went
Totber night to a great gardea called by some
Spring Garden, by others Vauxball,—as baving
been at ono time y* residenco or cstato of that
Arch Fiend and Papistical traitor Vaux, or
Faux ; but although 1 felt obligated 1o my bus-
band frr y* desire to cafcrtain me with a fine
sight, T could not but look with shamo upor
serious Christians disporting themselves liko
children amongst colourcd lamps, and listening
s if entrapped to profano music, when, at 30
wuch less cost of money or of bealth, they might
bave been assembled together to improve and
edify ono another,

#)y obliging Mathew would have taken me
10 other places of the like character; bat in-
spird, as I hope and belicve, by y¢ direction of

y° Spirit, I took upon myself to tell him what
vain trifling i3 all such kind of pleasure. e
argu'd with me stoutly, saying that y* King and
Quecen, who aro both shining examples of good-
ness and piety, do attend Vauxhall and Rane-
lagh, and are to be seen there frequent, to the
delight of their subjeets.  On which I told him
that, much as [ estecemed iny sovereign and his
respectable consort, I would ¢>mpleat my exist-
ence without having seen them rather than [
would seek to encounter them in o place of vain
and frivolous diversion. He listen'd to my dis-
course in a kind and sober temper, but he was
not convinc'd ; for by and by he falls of & sud-
den to sighing and grouning, aud cries out, ¢Q,
[ went to Vauxhall once when yo garden was
not wany years made, and O, how bright ye
lamps shone, like y° stars of heaven fallen among
busbes! and O, how sweet yo music sounded,
like y° bymns of angels in the dewy cvening!
but that wag nigh upon twenty years gone by,
and all ye world is changed since then,.

¢ You will conceive, Reverend Sir, that I was
scandalised by such a foolish rapsodic, and in
plain words admonisl'd my husband of his folly.
Whercupon he speedily became sober, and asked
my pardon ; but for all that night continued of
a gloomy countenance, ever and anon falling
to sighing aund groaning as before., Indeed,
honour'd Sir, 1 have good need of a patient
sperrit in my dealing with him; for altho' at
times I think be is in a fair way to become a
Christian, there are other times when I doubt
Satan has still a hold upon him, and that all
my prayers and admonitions have been in vaine.

*You, who know the wildness and wicked-
uess of his past life—so far as that life was ever
known to any bit himsclf, who was cver of »
secret and  silent  disposition concerning  his
own doings in this city, tho' free-spoken and
frank in all common matters—you, honourd sir,
know with how serious an intention I have
taken upon myself the burden of matrimony,
hoping thereby to secure the compleat conver-
sion of this waywarde soul. You are dwarc how
it was y* carncst desire of my late respected
father that Mathew Haygarth and I shou'd be
man acd wife, his father und my father haveing
bin friends and companions in y* days of her
most gracious majesty Queen Anne.  You know
how, after being lost to all decent company for
many years, Mathew came back sfter his futher’s
deatb, and lived a sober and serious life, attend-
ing amongst our community, and being seen to
shed tears on more than one occasion while
listenings to the discourse of our revered and in-
spired founder. And you, my dear and honour’d
pastor, will feel for mo when I tell you how I
am tormented by y© fear of blacksliding in thig
soul which I have promised to restore to y° fold.
It was but.yosterday, when walking with him
near St. John's Gate at Clerkenwell, hio came 1o
a standstill all of a sudden, an@ cried in that
impetuous manner which is even yet natural to
him, - Look yo now, Becky, wouldst like to sce
the house in which the happiest years of my life
wasspent?  AndImaking noanswer,as think-
ing it was but some sudden frenk, be points out
a black dirty-looking dwelling-place, with over-
banging windows and a wide gabled roof.
¢Yonder it stands, Becky, be cries; ¢number
seven John-street, Clerkeawell; a queer dingy
box of four walls, my wenchi—a tumble-down
kennel, with a staircase that 'twould break your
neek to mount, being strango to it—and halfa-
dny’s journey from the court-end of town. But
that house was once parndise 10 me; and tolook
at it even now, though ’tis over cighteen years
since T saw tho inside of it, will briag the tears
into these poor old eyes of mine,’ And then ho
walk’d on so fast that I counld scarce keep pace
with him, till wo camo to Smithficld; and then
he began to tell me about Bartholomew-fair and
the brave sights he had scen, and must needs
show me where had stood tho booth of onc
Ficlding—since infamously notorious”as the
writer of some trashy novels, the dalness where-
of is only surpassed by their profligacy; and
then he talksof Fawkes the conjaror, whomado
a great fortune, and of some humblo person
called ¢ Tiddy Doll, « dealer in gingerbread and

sach foolish wares. But he conld tell me'nothing

of thoso early preachings of our rovered founder
in Moorficlds, which would havebeen more plea.
sant to me than all this vain babble aboutdrolls
and jesters, gingerbread bakers and showmen,

“When we had walked the round of the place,
and it was time to tako conch for our Jodgingat
Cliclsea~~ho hiving brought me thus far to sce
St. Paul's and the prison of Newgate, the Mint
aud Tower—the gloomy fit came on him again,
and all that evening he was dull and sorrowful;
though I read aloud to him from the printed
sermon of a rising member of our community,
So you will see, honour'd sir, how diflicult it is
for these children of Satan to withdraw them-
selves from that master they have once served
since at the sober age of fifty-threo yeares my
husband's weak heart yet yearns after profligate
faires and foolish gardens lighted by colord
lampes.

¢ And now no wore, my reverend friend, my
paper being gone, and it being full timo to
reflect that y© patienco must be gone also.
Service to Mrs. Goodge. I have no more room
but to assure you that y° gayeties of this foolish
and erring citty have no power to withdraw ye
heart of ber whose chief privilege it is to sub-
scribe herself

 Your humble follower and servant,
* ‘¢ Rrnecca Havcantu.”

To my mind there scems just a shadowy hint
of some by-gone romance in this letter. Why
did the dingy house in John-strect bring the
tears into Alatthew’s eyes? and why did the
memory of Vauxhall and Bartholomew Faur
secm 80 sweet to him?  And then that sighing
and groaning and dolefulness of visage when-
cver the thought of the past came back to bim ?

What did it all mean, I wonder? Was it
only his vanished youth which poor, sobered,
converted, Wesleyanised Matthew regretted ? or
were there pensive memories of somcetbing even
sweeter than youth associated with the coloured
lamps of Vauxball and thedinginess of Clarken-
well?  Who shall sound the heart of a man who
lived & hundred years ago? aund where is the
fathom-line which skail plumb its mysteries?
I should need a stack of old letters before I could
arrive at the sceret of that man's life.

The two other letters, which I have sclected
after some deliberation, relate to the last few
weeks of Matthew's existence; and in. these
again 1 fancy I see the trace of some domestic
mystery, somo sorrowful secret which this sober
citizen kept hidden from bhis wife, but which he
was on several occasions half inclined to reveul
to ber.

{To d¢ continued.)

THE NIGHT-PASSENGER.
FYIHE wilderness of regetation that stretches
_P for hundreds of milesin patches of forest,
composed of gigantic gum trees, gnarled onks,
and feather-folinged “wattle, across a portion
of the Austealian continent, had not for mauy
months been traversed by the rugged tracks tha.
lcd to the mines of Mount Alexander and Bendige,
before Yankee enterpriso reduced the distance
to a two days’ journcy. The leathern-springed
coaches of Americn, with their teams of active
borses, soon reduced the then arduous pilgrim-
age toa very ordinary undertaking s and the emi-
grant who sought to rcach the diggings quickly
considered cight sovercigns cconomically spent
in pgssing the weary miles of hills and rute in
well-driven and comfortably-appointed coaches.
It was then regarded as a matter of course that
there should bo a stoppage at every placo where
water and brandy coald be procured, where pas-
seogers might dnnk to new acqumntanceships,
and horses be refreshed or changed.  In the sut-
focating heat and thick dust of summer, oramid
tho plashing rains of winter, these coaches dashe
od on, piloted by men of much skill n the man-
agement of their teams, The speed rarely felt
short of a sharp trotor canter, through passed
mammoth trunks or beneath beavy branches,
that rasped the roof from time to time with a
sharp clawiag sound. The gets were
safely driven—a cool Yankee driver always at
the ribbons, prepared for every cmergency of the
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rough and dangerous road, By and by, ag timo
grew more precious to the impatient spirits of
the young tuetropulis, night-coaches were ap-
puinted 10 cover the distasee while men slept,
aud land them in the gulden distriets with the
least possible deluy,  Thus it was noclong be-
fore ¢ Cobb & Cou.” spanued the trachs to every
settlement with their express wagous aud troop
of drivers. Tho night-couches wee dnven by
the most experienced, and usually fivel up with
five lurgo lamps, attached to that purlion of the
roof immediately above the drivers seat. It
was curious 10 wateh these conveyances carver-
ing through the dackness of the furest, lihe
things of lifs, they could beseen fur milesavway
glimwering and Hitting among the boughs, or
tlashing their lamps upou the sumbre tree-try nk‘s,
aud laying a path of light befure the hrses in
which every rut or fallen lug became distinetly
visible.  The tive to which 1 refer wis the most
stirpmyg connected with the wines, bushrangers
were frequent, and the shouts to the cuaclunen
io the solitudes of the track were as lihely to Le
followed by the presentation of revolvers az the
money or gold dust of the traveller anatous fur
a seat.  Itis now nearly twelve years since the
journey to Mount Alexander could be called
diflicult or daagerous ; at the present day, ever)
inch of the road is metalled, and culiviated pad-
docks streteh alung neardy the whole rvate from
the mines to the metropulis.  Amung the trees,
oron the plains un every side, the farmhouses
of the settlers have arisen ; and fustead of suinbre
lights and shadows filtered through the fulinge,
the sun falls unchechered on russet crops, ur
lights the labours of the husbandman,

Twelve years ago last Jualy, the night came
down murkily fron Mount Macedun, and crept
across the short twilight with a tluck wintry
mist that huag abuve the broad eapanse of the
plack Forest; away as far as the eye could
penetrate, the rolling clouds might be seen pa~
thering in folds abuve the fuliage of the trees,
while at fur distances apart the broad plashy
road was marhed by the glimmenng of camp-
fircs. Except the sounds of bulloch-bells, there
was no-other nvise that proctaimed the existence
of hwman life, now and then, their tnklings
crept fuintly through the mist, but the sounds
cune with & wintry plaing that uade the great
silence the more oppressive.

I bad teavelled far, and was weary with con-
stant stumbling on the uneven track, My swag
lad becotne burdensume, and I longed to hear
the rattle of the night-coach and the cheerful
cantee of the hurcying team, sumctumes I stood
anhledeep in mud, trying to cutch the nuiscs
that betokened its approach, sometinies a dis-
tant rustling of the trees startled me intoa be-
lief that I had caught the sound of the wheels ;
but these would dic out, and the silence ngamn
creep around me with that vacant singing sound
that betokens its very intensity. My purse had
run low; but ¢ Daddy Gardner¥ was the up-
driver that night, and I Knew he would give me
a lify, and trast me for the money on my arrival
at the diggings. It was considerably past sun-
down when I ceased from my halting walk, to
seck rest and shelier beneath a grotesque-looking
stringy-bark tree, that stretched out two gnarl-
ed, imprecating limbs, a considerable distance
across the road; and in deep shadow I waited
for the only sounds of life and civilization I
would hear for that night, At fiest, there was
nothing to be seen through the dark gray must,
dcepening into blackness beyond, but small dots
of fire at the various camping-places of thedrays
and diggers; then, after a long interval, two or
three yellow stars crept between them, somelimes
blinking through the trees, but always growing
larger and brighter, and at length noiscs grew
with them, till the sonand of wheels and the cla-
ter of iron fixings were distinctly heard, and the
yeltow stars flashed out to great goggle cyes,
dimmed by the mist and hot steam of the swyel-
tering horses, the crackings of the whip and
the driver’s voice had scarcely growa to an ac-
compan acnt, till the dancing cyes, the hurry-
ing horses, and the dack building bebind, dash-
cd up to where I stood.

“ iollo! cov<c-¢ Gacdner! pull up, don't
you know me 7 1 cricd in hasle, aad can out
into tho lawplight. « Don’t yor Anow me P
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“ No—darned if [ do!
hie replied in = cool nasal tono to my carnestly
cwphusised words, as he slowly and cautiously
placed lus foot on the brake, and peered out at
we froe a mass of oilsking.,

“ Ned Scolon of [talinn gully, Fryer's Creek,”
I answered breathlessly.  * Walked from Gis-
burne to-day, nud regularly knoched up.  Got
wseat 2"

* Hollo, Ned!” said Gurduer, with recoguation
w lug voree, and sending down the Lrake with
n jerk.  “What the devil are you up to, a-hump-
iug of your swag tike that?  Down in fuck, ch?
All nght!  Gib i only one all-through pas-
senger wside. Yk sithere or thar, whichever
y¢ hke, Stop a manute; jist look at the oft-
leader’s blinkers fust.”

I walked up in the glaning light, passed the
heaving sudes of the horses ; aud having ascer-
tatned that the portion of the hurness he alluded
to was all right, I eeturned and opened the
cuachi-door, prefecring the comforts of ar inside
seat to the dnfiings of the mist beside the deiver.

“The cove inside won't Kick up much of n
barney,” sad Gardner, as I opened the door.
*Ile's bin on the bust, and drank hiwmsclf as
tight as a bottle; least so they told me when
they helped um in five miles back.”

I remember taking onc furewell glance at the
night I was leaving - the big cluse trees were
blurred in the darkuess, and the still branches
glittered a sickly green in the rays of the lamps
then | entered witts o pleasant feeling of weart
uess, slamming the door behind me, aod turaing
down the bolt, against the cold and drizzle out-
side. There wasa dim oil-lamp swinging above
my head, that partially revealed to me a hud-
dled figure on the furthest seat, tefure I rested
back on the dry cushions, and beard the swish
of the whip. The joltings of the coxch, and the
guttering of the lawmp, sbon rendered cverything
indistinct, and I setted mysc!f down, doggedly
determined on sleeping away the journey. [
saw dreawmily the dim sileut ronds, and the dark-
ening shadows of the forest [ had lIeft, as a
drowsy fecling surgea ewilderedly above the
itpressions of the du; ; but 1 could not sleep,
weary though I was, for gradually, as the in-
voluntary ciffort called up iwpressions ina kind
of phautusiagoria, I becawe aware of another
feclivg that grew about me, as from a cold and
cheerless atmosphiere inside. "It scemed as
though, in opening the door, I had given ingress
to thy iuclement night, and that it dwelt there,
refusing any modification from the breathing of
the inmates; my feet, o, were saturated with
tavelling on the soft roads, and it was some
time before the wrapprugs which my sway con-
tained lent mo any warmth. At length, tho
dita lamp, the obscure coacl-sides, and the hud-
dled man, died out from my sight, and I dozed
off in a kind of numb cowfortlessness that was
always preseut with me.  J suppose ¥ remained
in onc position about an hour, in that state that
is forgetfulness, but not sleep, always labouring
under a vague feeling that a cold oppressive
presence was near me. By and by, this one pre-
dominating thought grew more vivid, and with
sucb inexplicable suddenness at last that L almost
fcared 1o open my cyes. I remembered perfect-
1y where I was, for I felt the continuous jolting,
and heard as away beyond myself the rattle of
springs and the mogotonous tramp of horses.
Sometiwes a decper rut would shake the coach,
and stagger the paces of the team, and 1 would
yicld to it witha dull instincl. Yet  the pre-
sence,"the cold oppressive sometbing, gradually
swept away the buroming dreaminess, leaving
my miad preternaturally active; though growing
upor me with so much of the forco of reality,
that the beating of my beart became audible
above the ratile and trampiog outside. ¢ What
is it 77 I thought, as Tkept my cyes nervously
closed. ¢ Have I caught a fever from wy long
walk, or am I really dreamiag ?®

No, my hand was swaying aboutin tho corner,
I conld feel the padding of o leathern sidos, I
{elt myself give to overy motion of the convey-
ance; cven the voico of the driver reached me,
and at timesI could detect tho fall of his whip-
lash. Ibegan to wonder if the lamp was yet
burning, or if the inside of tho coach was in

What do you want ¢ l

duarkness; but I was afraid to learn that the
flume had left the bluckened wick, that the mis-
crable flicker was extinet, and that I should see
uothing, but feel ¢ the presenco” still. A henvy
lureh, and the sharp tones of Gardner, made my
open my eyces alinost unthinkingly. Pshaw 1 there
was the draggled lamp sputtering out its little
interjections of light, there was the gliazed roof,
the brass-headed onils; there the iron stan-
chions, the rattling windows, ienvy with vapour,
and there the——

dhe seat opposite was empty ! What a throbl
experienced when I learned this} 1 did not
move in the very slightest from my position, but
stitred vacantly at the diw cushioas;y bobbiny
irritably to every jolt and lurch, and sending
out malicious black glitters from the buttons
that studded them. I lay with my back to the
door, which I had finmly closed, and from the
position of my legs, that on the other side could
not huve been opened without wy Kuowing it,
Where has the man gone, wasmy first thought?
Has he been standing-over me during my slum.
ber, and managed o leave the conch?  as he
paid his fure ?  Deliciwm tremens?  But it was
ampossible he could go out. He could not have
rolled into the fluor, for there lay the wet straw,
reveuling its limp trampled stalks from time to
time in the odd jerks of light that fell upon
them. I started up, snd maunnged to stagger to
where the man had lain; and it was with &
queer mixed fecling of fright dud curiosity that
1 perceived the passengers legs sucking out
from beneath the seat, but nearly hidden by the
straw that ‘had been shaken to the front by the
constant motion. At first I thought he had
chosen his present position to avoid o leak in
the roof, for there were dabbles of water on the
cushions, but I remembered what the driver
had said as to his sobriety,and I concluded that
the heavings of the coach had unseated him, and
eventually rolled hLini into his present position,
I put one hand on the cushious, and stooped
down to lift him to his place, till 1 bethoughtme
that it would be better to let the drunkard stech
out his debauch where he was, rather than place
him in a position from which he might be again
thrown, I wou.d just satisfy myself that he
breathed easily, and return to my old position.
I knelt dowa a second time, amid tho rattlings
of the coach, that now scemed to be jumping
aloug the road likoa thing possessed; but |
could not hear him breathing; and for all the
noise of rattling irous and galloping horses, I
was convinced that I could have detected the
faintest inspiration. Again irresolute and ner-
vous, I rose and sat down, determined to con-
vinco mysclf fully Vbefore I called Gardner. I
can remember how I dreaded to lift the deep va-
lence that hung from the seat, and how I gra-
dually came to notice the cold presence I had
noticed @ short time before.  While thes sitting,
I remarked that some of the water upon the
cushions bad been partially jolted off, and that
it was falling slowly in thick drops. I can-
not tell by what chain of reasoning 1 arrived
at the conclusion, but the conviction forced it-
seif upon me, that tho pools upen the cushion
were of blood. Truly enough it was so, for
when I remembered placing my band on the
damp scat, as I first stooped above the map, I
optncd my hand to tho light, and found it mark-
cd with red streaks. It is most difficult to
analyse the feclings which stamp themselves on
the minds of some who arc placed in situations
of this nature. I beliove minc were much the
same as would be felt by most men. My mind
was aclivo and speculating, albeit there was an
ovcerriding fecling of stupor and fnght that was
predominant, and it was at least a minute before
I could draw my eyes from the hob-nailed lace-
ups and the patcbed maleskin trovsers. Some-
times tho Jegs would move ngidly with the mo-
tion, or appear intho uncertain light to be dravwa
upwards, or tko valence would sway as though
tho man was trying 0 creep from beneath the
seat; and when I found that theso fantasies
wero growing, I staggered bastily to the door,
and twisting back the bolt, lerned forward, and
shouted to the driver. Thero wasno reply. 1
could hoar him encouraging his horsgs, but the
wind hiad risen florcely, and it scemed to whisk
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my voico away to the other sounds wo were
leuving with the cchoes, Then I groped aloug
the sides of' the couch, and felt painfully with
my feet for the little iron steps; from thence I
ratsed myself, till Istood on n level with the
box-seat. ¢ Garduer, Gardner!”

“Good God!” he ex:lnimed, as he turned
round with a start, and a smart jerk of the
reing; ¢ you look scared to death, Whut'sup?”?

Batting with the wind for every word, I re-
plied: ¢ Passenger—dead man—kKkilled—comeo
down—for Heaven's sake, stop "

Gardoer gave a long luw whistle, and almost
immediately resuming his usual nonchulauce, he
pressed upon the brake, and peered silently into
the darkness,  Afllee a pause, he said: @ Wal, [
guess this is an everlastin® fix.—Quiet, Buck-
jumper.—Jump dowr;, Ned, und scotch the hand-
wheels with that spar there, till we seo who
we've biu ¢ toolin ¥ this last couple of hours.”

In a short time, the reins were tied firmly
and taking out ouc of the large Inmps frum the
front, we proceeded to examine the body. Gard-
ner entered first, and cast a glare of hght over
the interior, shewing the straw as though sope
pedin dark blood and mud. Seizing hold of
the man's feet, he drew him from beneath the
seat, and as he gradually appeared, Isaw that
his vest and 2 large mufller that be wore were
also saturated and red.  Lhe face was intellec-
tual and handsome, and it appeared to meas
thoughr the calmucess of sleep had crept npon his
features as death came. Ialso gathiered from
the ratherdelicate but white and muscular hand,
that the unfortunate man had not long beenin
the humble station which his clothies indicated.
There was to mc much atteaction in the face of
the deceased, a firm sweep of the jaws, and a
delicacy in the decided, almost patrician features,
that riveted my observation. The hair and
beard were soft and yellow, except where stain-
ed and crusted with blood. all the ferr I had
previously felt had now given place to a fecling
of deep pity and commiscration for the untimely
fate of him who, but a few hours before, must
have possessed n splendid vitality.

1 turned to look at Gardner, and was surpris-
od to see that his countenance was ashy pale;
the imperturbability that usually characterised
kim lLad fled, and his face scemed almost ag
white ag that of the dead man. ¢ Come out,
Ned, for Heaven’s sake!” he said, in answer to
w5 look of surprise, # That's poor Medway, |
know now how he met with his death,” he sad
more slowly, as he kneltdown and tenderly un-
did the heavy wrapper that was about theman's
neck. 1 knew his bunt for Black Douglas
would end badly. Look y¢'re®—and be shewed
mealarge gash at the left side of the throat.
“He got goss instead of his gold and the re-
ward that government offered.—Black Douglas,”
ke continucd, spenking partly to me and partly
to himself, while refastening the muffler, “stack
him up about three montbs ago, and cased hum
of ten pounds weight. 'Twas all the gold he
had, and heworked harder for it than any maan
on Bendigo. He swore to me about five days
ago he'q foller the nigger through creation to
give him fits.—I'm scarcd more,” he sud, as he
straightencd the crumpled limbs, © for thiat un-
fortunate wife of his at. the hotel beyond than {
talf like.—That 'l do; come out now.”

I got up beside bim, and we drove slowly
through the storm.  The coachman sat with s
head leaning over on bis breast.  He spoke lit-
tle during the next two miles, all his energies
seemingly intent on avoiding any roughness of
the bleak track. o told me that Medtway had
1efit Bis wife at the next stopping-place, while he
went away armed, and desperately determined
on finding or capturing Black Douglas, and if
possible, getting some trace of the gold ke had
lost. Gardoer and another were the only men
to whom he revealed his intentions; and not-
withstandid)y their efforts to dissuade him from
tke mad undertaking, he obstinately persisted in
it My informant knew nothing of the antece-
deats of the dead man or his wife, except that
they were from some part of Bngland, and that
ske was #a rasl genu-ine Jady.”  Now that the
remembrance of the time when Medwvay. was
lified fnto the coach came more forcibly back to
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my compauion, it occurred to him that one of
those of whom fie caught a glimpse waslike* the
Bishop,” o mulntto of the bushrangers gang,
who from his cruelties was much more dreaded
than Black Douglas ; and ho had no doubt that
death had been inflicted by bis bands. The
funeral pace ended at length, and we stopped
opposite n pleasunt-looking public-house,through
the window of which [ cauld see bright fiees,
and from whence came sounds of taunghter,

¢ Here, Ned,” said the driver; “take the
reins; guess you don't care to sce the meetin'.
il runin and git some help” In about five
muutes, three or four wen came out; I heard
the deor of the corch opening, and a few hushed
whispers ; then the grinding of iron-shod feet
on the gritty road, and then the dark figures and
the dark burden passed jnside. There wasa
hush within, as though the silence of desertion
had fallen upon the place, and then, after wait-
ing a time, a wild shrick rang out upon the
darkness and the storm. I used to think that
descriptions in novels of sorrow and despair
being concentrated in a cry like this, was mere
word-painting : 1 dox't think 20 now. While I
write, [ can recall the sound, as it seemed to
sweep by me and mingle with the wind and the
voices of the forest, I caught a glimpse of a
shght, girlish figure being helped past the win-
dow, to face a uew life in o uew country alone.
God help hert

Gardner came out slowly and drove away;
he never spoke or altered his posjtion at any of’
the intermncdiate stations, till a long line of
tents told us we were entering Forest Creck.

Exactly twelve mounths afwer the above inci-
dent, the report of rich discoveries baving been
wmadoe at o diggings called the Alma, attracied
me, together with thousands of others, to the
place. The main portion of the place wusa long
areay of canvas buildings, where miners bought,
sold, and debaucbed ; where the wild revel was
still ; where the worst vices were pandered to
for gold ; and where the most revoltling excesses
attracted tho largest crowd. The industrious
and orderly portion of the miners found it neces-
sary to pitch their tents in little colonies, for
mutual protection from the ruffianism that was
rampant. 1 was induced one night, by the cries
of the bellman, to sco Miss Woolridge acting at
a large temporary theatre that had been erected
a short distance back feom the street.  The roof
was formed of canvas, and the seats and stage
were of the very roughest description, yet, not-
withstandimg, the place was filled by an audience
that represeated nearly every nation of the world,
all pursuing one avocation, in their strife for
speedy fortune, The marquee was filled with a
cloud of tobacco-sinoke, which the hissing naph-
tha lights scarcely dispelled.  There was a per-
fect aud adwitted cquality amongstall, that could
oaly be disturbed by power of muscle and vigaur
of form. It was nothing that mten possessed
thicir hundrediveights of gold; nothing that the
chamois bags of one wero swollen with gold,
and * planted ;7 or that anotlicr was nigh stare-
Fing @ the potent power was not that of riches, it
was the might ol strength that prevaited,  The
broadest chiested and the hieaviest hitter was the
man most respected; he made his way in the
crowd, and won a quiet obeisance, that a priuce
of the blood would leok for in vain amid such n»
gathering., There was the swarthy, keen face of
the continental, with his secreted dagger ; the
opoen, saucy counteuance of the runaway sailor,
with his constant knife; the escaped convict,
with his bard, rugged visage, aud uapleasant
smile; the aristocratic features, wearing that
cold, unmored look that indexed English breed-
ing; and not least, there were those who sat
with folded arms across their huge chests. These
were the quictest of the whole assembly ; confi-
dent in tho vast strength and potwerfat thews that
nature had given them, and enjoying the excite-
wment and swaying of the audience, with that
unmoved, sclf-reliant look that nover fails to win
respect, 1 sat immediately behind two men such
as I have last described ; ther were both unusu-
ally tall, and potwerfully built. Qne of them,
whom I heard addressed by his companion a8
Scott, I found by his accent to be a Scotchman,

the other was an American; I conld tell that by
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his accent too, but priucipally by the long
bowie-knife hie wore in his crimson sash, Miss
Woolridge tiad just brought dowa the house to
a Highland fling, when the tumult of hundreds
of voices, in excited dispute outside, surged in
upon us, and in five minutes, half tho seats were
anply. Scott and the American walked through
the crowd with a facility that smused mo—they
quietly put little men on ono side, and shoulder-
ing others out of the way, strode along with a
quickness that was surprising. I kept immwedi-
ately in their wake ; and in a shorter time than
would be imagined, the three of us were picking
our way over the deserted holes to the street, on
the opyposite side of which the principal hotel
stood. I will not readily forget the wild scene
that presented itself to me on that occasion,
Opposite the front of the hotel, and iuside the
bar, about three hundred persons bind assembled,
all of whom scemed to be talking violently con-
cerning some occurrence that bad just taken
place. The crowd gwayed from sido to side,
clamouring for admittance, although the place
scemed to be literally crammed 'ith people.
Bare brawny arms were raised, hustling those
who stood in front, the owners of which were
in turn hustled back, to make way for others
stronger than they. Scott and the American,
who secrued determined to learn the cause of
the tumult, had, by dint of much exertion, made
their way to a log near tho door, on which they
perched themselves, and looked in. A surge in
the crowd fivoured me, and I, too, gained the
same clevation, The bar scemed 10 be pav-
ed with a shoal of human faces, where energy,
excitenient, debauch, and villainy were very legi-
bly s:amped.  Apparently heedless of the uproar
of argument and blaspheiny, 2 negro stood at
the corner of the counter, hobnobbing with a fow
chosen companions, ench of whom scemed
to regard the wproar as a matter of little mo-
ment. From the babel of words tbat were
bandicd about, I gathered that Black Douglas
was inside, and that a portion of thie crowd
were indignant at his thus publicly shewing
himsclf awmoagst them; whilst otliers, with &
ﬁcling of blackguard chivalry, sought toprotect

im.

Not far from where I stood, I remarked 2
%not of seven or cight men, who, notwithstand-
iug the cries aud movements of the crotwd, stood
silently together, apparenty apathetic, but, in
reality, intent on every featurs of tho distur-
bauce, They wore long dark cloaks, and now
aud then the quick glitter of steel accoutrements
told that they wero constables. Indeed, ton
close observer, it scarcely needed such cvidence
as this for the way in which they stood, shoul-
der to shoulder, quicty and firmly resisting the
intoads of the crowds, wascnough to identify
them. 1 had barely noted these things, when
I heard the American, who had been silently
employed in keenly seatching the negro, say;
“Black Douglas, by God! Come or, Scott; [
owe himone. Slip down ; gently does it. Now,
then, to the buck like greased Lightning” Ina
minute more the two men bad mingled with the
crowd, aund were pressing round to the back
portion of the house. Curious to see tho result,
Ifollowed. The American ran qaickly to the
kitchen-door, but finding it securced, he put his
shoulder to a large hinge-window and pressed
itin, then spneging over tho sill, he unbarred
thie door to Scott. They shewed no desire to
close it, and butlittle fear of the consequences, al-
though any of the ;nmates would bave been per-
fectly justificd, in the eye of the Iaw then ruling,
in shooting both the intruders. I paused for a
moment, and followed, guided by adistantlight;
and I bad justemerged from a side-room into the
bar, as I saw that Scott and the American had
gained positions beside negro.  The face of the
American was very pale, but there was a deter-
mided look in tho cyes and sct of the mouth that
augured unfavourably for the bushranger. For
2 momeat, he scemed to consider the cbances of
his position; then, as though having made np
his mind, he 00k a step nearer to tho elbow of
Black Douglas, and locked at him in such a way
as to attrac? his attcation. +Hollo! mate,’ said
tho latter in thick ssvey tones; ¢¥.look at mo
’8il1 owed yersummat, Wot d'yer want P
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¢ Forty odd pounds, mate, 1etmned the Ameri.
can, ¢ that you robbed me of in the Black Forest.!

¢ Yal, yah I lnughed the darkie ; ¢ wish ye may
gitit)

The interchange of words occupied less time
than it takes me to write them; and before
Douglas had fully concluded, the sinuous arms
of the American had passed across his back and
helplessly pinioned his elbows.

¢ You look out, Scott,’ he said in o low distinct
voice, fand clear the galley : the traps ave out-
side; I'll mind the nigger.!

Before the bound man had time to recover his
surprise at the audacity of the attack, he was
six feet across the floor, in the direction of the
cutrance; while the towering form of Scout
might be seen working a passage with a deter-
mination that nothing scemed able to resist. An-
other moment, aud a rash was made around
Douglas by a party of bluc-shirted, bare-breast-
ed men, whose hardened, shaved faces proclaimed
them 10 be convicts. Once the gleam of a knife
flashed between Scott and me, but the armed
man was stopped by aswift counter from the
Scotchman, under which he sank like a stricken
bullock. Anothcr and another went down before
his mighty blows, but the crowd thickened not-
withstanding bis exertions, and it scemed as
though scores of bared arms were raised to
clutch him, At one time, I saw a Inrge brass
candlestick uplifted by a broad hand, and had
it fullen upon lim, he would probably have
struggled no more ; but the American's eye was
100 quick, for with a rapid back-handed blow,
he struck the man in the throat, and staggered
him back stupefied , then he raised his voice and
called ¢Police? Ina second or two, there was
a swaying at the door-way, and the darkly-clad
men entered in a little compact body, that drove
the crowd before them like sheep: then I saw
the black caps distribute round the American
and his prisoner; and I heard the sharp click of
the manacles as Douglas, shouting for assistance,
was literally swept out, Scott, whose great arms
were stripped aud bleeding, turned to the crowd
on each side, and called upon ¢all honest men
to stand by them.' A hundred willing voices re-
plied, and in a minute a body-guard was formed
strong cuough to defy any further attempt at a
rescue. Knives and pistols were displayed as
the corfege of determined men moved off to the
lock-up. By the way, I heard onc of the police-
men say: ‘all the othersis nabbed;’ and what
scemed to afford him infinite satisfaction as it
certainly did me, was the circumstance of
¢ Bishop " the mulatto being amongst them,

There was no delay on thie part of the police;
a chain was attached to the bandeuffs of some
half-dozen men, who were dragged from the
rough prison, and half bundled, halfsthrown into
a bullock-dray that was in waiting. The word
to start was given; and the crowd, which by
this time nuwbered three hundred, followed the
slow conveyance. We had got about twenty
yards from the canyas street, when a stranger
mn up breathlessly fo where I walked beside the
wheel, and asked if it were true that the ¢ Bishop'
was of the number.  There was an istense eager
pleasure in bhis voice that told of some tale of
past violence, yet unatoned for by the prisoner.
I merely answered the man’s question without
making any inquirics. They were not needed;
for during the journcy to Maryboro'—a distance
of three miles—1 had ample opportunity of look-
ing at the face of my companion, by the moon-
light. I:was pale and drawn, while the eyes
scemed to glitter with a fierce vengeful fecling,.
Ouace hc beat over and spoke to the mulatto, and
then the dinty-white bratish face was raised in
wonder, but ke struck itsuch a heavy blow, that
his features were covered with blood. Again
aud again he raised, and again and again he was
mercilessly stricken back, till at last the man's
fist fell with a slapping sound on the dabbled
and cutflesh, Many ablow the wretch received
that night, and his features were nearly bruised
from the semblance of humanity; bat all of us
had heard of the mulatta; and although rather
ashamed 20 say so, my Leart went with every
stroke that fell upon bis heavy features, for I re-
membered poor Medway and his despairing wife.
Five out of the sixare now working on the bulks.
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THE OLD KEEPER'S STORY.

T was & quaint room in which I sat, with the
firelight flashing into ecachi corner, and the
stuffed Dbirds, foxes, and polecats looking lile-
like in the leaping blaze. A quaint cottago
room, but the essence of comfort. As I pulled
at the stiff glass of whisky-and-water and puf-
fed my meerschaum, 1 felt excessively comfor-
table. Iwas in no hurry to get my wet water-
boots dried, which lay streaming on the ample
hearth,

My temporary host sat opposite; a fine, ath-
letic old mau, with snow-white huir and whisk-
ers, The cut of his coat and the wary look on
his weather-beaten, honest face, sufliciently told
the ex-gamekeeper, had not the retriever pup at
his fect and the gun behind him added cvidence,
A fine specimen of his class, he was well-knit
and active, even at eighty years of age, and with
a feank, cheery look in his eyes that told of
straight-forward truth and worth,

Ilad been snipe-shooting on some marshes
I rented of the lady of the manor, and having
got soaked in a deep rivilet from a full, had
sought shelter in the keeper’s cottage. Tobe a
sportsman was, of course, a passport to his
fuvour, added to which bis grandson, Tom, was
my invariable attendant and bag-carrier. The
old man I had seen but once, save when on my
renting the shooting from Lady Linwood, he, as
her head-keeper, had shosen me the boundaries.
The great hall was closed, for Lady Linwood, o
childless widow, lived permanently at Nice, and
her fair estates were all let. She was the widow
of & poor lieutenant-colonel, knighted for gal-
lant service, and had succeeded to the property
in lack of direct heirs.

Seaman, my host, was something more than
head-keeper.  Evidently he had been one of
those trusted aucient servants, to whom the
honour and welfare of a family are dear as to its
own members.  And by the sad look on his face
whenever he spoke of the squires of Linwood 1
funcied some portion of the family history was
mournful and unhappy.

d“ Do yousee much of Lady Linwood ?” T ask-
ed.

#Never, sir.  She always is abroad. And
there's never been a Linwood licre since the last
squire died.”

“That was long ago?”

% Yes, sir, long ago. Five and forty year
agone, sir,” he smd, musingly, s eyés fixed on
the fire. “Five and forty year agone— and
like yesterday.”

I was interested. The keeper's manner, dic-
tion, and expression were all unlike his class,
and [ felta curiosity, as we all do, when some-
thing tells us of & hidden history.,

“1suppose the last sqwre had a good stock
of game 77said I.

“ Yeg, sir. Handreds of pheasants he turned
out. I was a youngster then—under-keeper
—and I used to fetch the sacks of barley for
?cm."

¢ And was hic much of a sportsman P’

¢ Yes sir; with gun, rod, and horse e wasn't
cqualled all the country round. He was a tall,
fine man, with coal-black hair and whiskers,
pleasant and kind to the tenants, but with a
fearful temper if anything went wrong. He'd
rave, and sware, and smash all round him in the
room when he was in one of his storms. The
only person who managed him was Miss Dora.”

Here the keeper became silent, and a look of
deep sadness came over his rugged face.

“You'll bave to stay a longish time, sir, for
your things arce goaked. So, if you like to hear
it, Il tell you the story. I suppose I'm lixe
old men, sir, and love to maunder,” he added,
witha smile of such natural digoity and court~
€55, 85 might have befitted 2 prince.

“Mr. George Linwood five-and-forty years
ago was the squite. He lived here with his
mother, a geatle lady. She was always on her
sofa and never well, but ns kind as an angel to
the poor. Miss Dora Maitland, her nicee, came
to stay up at the Hall with them. Her pdrents
were very” poor, ard sic'd six sislers; so they
were glad—Miss Dory’s parents, I mean—when
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Mss, Linwood said she'd adopt hergas her
daughter. 1 heard this you know, sir, from the
Indy’s-maid at the Hall, who was afterwards
my wife. She died yenrs ago)! and ‘the old
man  sighed, and glanced at an empty chur
near his own.

“\Well, sir,” he resumed; *Misg Dora came,
and Mrs. Linwood was very fond of her. So
was everybody, for she was so sweet and gentle,
and her voice was like n blackbird’s. Every-
body about the cstate kucw Miss Dora, as she
used to go about in her broad hatavd carol her
songs, for all the world like a blackbird in a
holly. The cottagers used to know her, for
whenever any one was ill there Miss Dora was,
petting and cosscting them,

% So, sir,” resumed the old man, after a
pause ; ¢ by-and-by Mr. George became fond of
Miss Dorn. le used to follow her about and
watch all her wishes. He broke herin a chest-
nut fitly himself, and used to ride with her. But
she seemed always shy of him, Ilis temper
was so shifty, and she’d heard his ayful curses
once when hie was bitterly angry, thougu he
didn't know she was in hearing; and she scem-
ed to shrink from him. She was such a beauty
—golden hair, and eyes, sir, just like the sky on
aclear day, such a deep clear blue, while her
complexion the village girls used to call roses
and lilies. I've heard it said thata great por-
trait-painter came down to paint her face, and
showed the sketch in London as that of the
greatest beauty he'd seen anywhere,

)Mrs. Linwood, sir, the servants could see,
was very' anxious about Mr. George. Shed
murmur to herself for bouta about him, and she
was always looking at him and liss Dors, so
wistful-like, as if she didn’t daro say what v 3
on her tongue. So things weut on, till one day
a company of soldiers marched into the village.
The officer in command was invited by Mr. Lia-
wood to dincaud he did so, but he didn't see
Mrs. Linwood or Miss Dora, for they were both
ill with coldg, and they stayed up-staics. The
officer was a handsome young gentleman, With
koen grey eyes and a quict manuer, and a look
like real honesty about bim, sir. And XMr, Lin-
wood asked bim to come when he could get leave,
and shoot.

“\Well, by-and-by be came—Captain Calton
was his name, and he woro the Waterloo medal,
for be'd beenin the thick of that;and he came
late one night, and after dressing—(so Polly,
my poor wife, then lady’s-made, said)—he came

nto the drawing-room. There were Mrs, Lin-
wood and Miss Dora. The Squirc introduced
himn; when, suddenly, Captain Calton grew
very agitated, and Miss Dora gave a little sbrick,
and then looked so charming, that balfan cye
might sce, Polly said, where her heart was.

«The Squire didn't see this, and fortunate oo,
for only the day before he'd asked Miss Dora to
marry him, and she'd cried bitterly and refused.
And the Squire bad gone off wild duck-shooting
with me, bat he laid nis gun dowa in the punt,
and kept staring sternly at the air, and mutter
ing. You may guess sir, that I held my ton-

ue.

« ell, sir, at dinner—so the buller snid—
nothing much was said, for Captain Callon
scemed very silent, and 50 did Miss Dora. The
Squire drank n good dealand talked about the
shooting and fishing, but now and then he look-
cd at his cousin with such a wild, eager, terrible
look, and she blushed like a rose cach time be
caught her eye. X

¢« After dinaer, when Polly was putting some
cmbroidery away in the cabinet at the cnd of
the drawing-room, she heard Miss Dors tell
rs. Linwood enough to find out that Captain
Onltor was her old lover whom she'd metat
Bath with her family, and they wero to be mar-
ricd when he wasrich enough. Polly cosldat
help hearing it, sir; all Wwomen are curious sbott
lovers” conticued tho old man, smiling; * but
she loved Miss Dora with all ber heart, 20d
wouldn't hiave said a word for tho world,

tSeveral days went on, and the Squire and
the Captain camo out shooting, and Dick
Smith,, the head-kéeper, and 1 used to go with

em,
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“QOno duy, Miss Dora cume down in o little
pouy-chrringe with the luncheon. The Squire
was just finishing his beat of a copse, but Cap-
tain Calton was outside. When Miss Dora
came up he took her hand and kissedit. But 1
saw him, though L wasn't such a booby as to
show myself, What was worse, sir, the Squire
saw it through the hazel bushes, and her pretty
face blushing and looking happy.

“I heard him grind his teeth where I stood,
and whisper o curse. Did you ever hear one
whispered, sir 7 it makes a man creep all over!

“ Presently ho camo ont, with avery jolly
air, and aftee luncheon lie drank Miss Dora's
health, and the Captain’s. Afterwards, when
hie began beating, he told the Captain he wanted
to speak to him. I was carrying the bag, and
lhf Squire spoke in a binff sort o' way, so I heard
all.

¢ My cousin's a pretty girl) said he.

¢ Yes,” said Captain Calton, nervously like,
sir, and I could see his hand quiver.

¢ Ab, well, said the Squire, heartily, ¢ 1 used
to be jealous; for I always admired Dora; that
1 did. But what's the use now? Never mind,
old fellow, I wish you joy of her; you must ex-
cuse wy temper, it's adevilish bad oue.

“That was truer than he thougly, sir,” said
thie old man, musingly.

¢ Captain Calton answered bim very friendly,
and the matter seemed all right,

“ The Squire was in o dreadful temper next
day with Dick and me, because we hadn't kill-
cd some stray dogs that had been driving the
woods,

& e was very savage against poachers, and
swore he’d have spring-guns put for their dogs
i all the open runs of the copses.

“ So matters went on till just before Christmas,
when o large party of neighbours of the Squire
came up to shoot over the pheasant covers.

¢ We Dad no peace day or night. All the
spring-guns a-d dog-traps were taken up;
damaged raising put in all the runs to toll*
the pheasants there, and the woods watched every
night. On the right before we met the Squire,
who gave us a curse or two for running against
him as be came round the copse, He'd been look-
ing after the raising, he said, for he was a good
hand at seeing his orders carried out.

¢ The next day, all the party went from the
Hall to the woods ; only the Captain, he Joitered
1o have a few words with Miss Dora. He drew
her back into the hall, aud kissed her; and I
shall never forget the way she clagped his hands,
and looked—not saying a word—into his eyes.
The Squire saw it, and I saw his face, It yas
dreadful, sir, to see, for e had almost bitten his
lower lip in two. He pretended not to see them,
and walked on after the party.

« The Squire, sir, was very particular in his
shooting partics about everyone going just where
be wished. If you didn't, he'd let you know it
in some way. So, now, be gave everybody their
instructions where to go. And Captain Dalton
ke told to take a ride, which was narrow and
througl hollies, bnt & good one for woodcocks.
ile himgelf went into the centre of the copse with
me, and Dick Smith headed the beaters at the
end.

“ Well, sir, the beating began, and the phea-
sants got up well, and there were several shots
ficed, 'Twas odd to me that the Squire never
shot at anything, though, for all that, several
Yirds went by bim. I didn’t dare to speak though,
for he looked so stern.

# By-and-by, ho torned and saw Captain
Calton in another part. He swore, but thatl
wok no notice of,

%1 We'll beat this wood again before lunch,
hesaid; so of course, we all came out after an
bour or two—during which the Squire missed
everything, We weat back to the wood.”

Here the old keeper paused, and drew a deep
breath, .

“ IWhat's coming. sir,” he said, * has never
been ont of my mind for nigh fifty years—no,
sir, not day nor night, I assure yon,

—

* * Toll,” 3 southern word for * to atiract,” vsed
of game Oy,

THE SATURDAY READER.

“\We camo hack to the copse, and were nl
put into our old positions, And the Syuire told
Captain Calton to take Ilolly Ride again,

“¢ [ suppose Dora will be here soon with lau-
cheon,’ he said, with « laugh,

¢ Soon enougl—soon cuough,’ said the Squire,
with n dreadful sort of laugh, and his black eyes
gleaming like coals,

“1The shooting went on; suddenly a shot
sounded from near the Holly Ride,

¢ \What's that 7 said the Squire, suddenly.

¢ Gaptain's shot a cock, sir, outside the copse,
said Dick Smith, quictly winking at me, for he
kuew how savagethe Squice was at inen chan-
ging positions,

¢ [lere comes Miss Dora, said I; ¢ she's going
through the Holly Ride.

¢ What ! screamed the Squire, as he wheeled
round, and saw her, ¢ Dora! Dora! not there!
Back, for heaven’s sake, back I’ *

 But she didn’t hear him, for the spamels were
in full cry, and the beaters’ voices drowned the
Squire's.
| “ He flung down bis gun, and rushed towards
ier.

¢ Dora I hie screamed, sir~—that's the word—
¢ gtop yow're——-!

“ Before he got the word out, sir, there was a
little report like a pistol—a wreath of bluc smoke
curled upwards from Miss Maitiand's feet, and
she fell—fell, with her pretty white dress all
streaked on the bosom with blood.

* Ab, sir,” said the old man, shuddering, ¢ it
makes my heart cold even now,

‘¢ { ran up and lifted her ; she nover shricked,
only moaned once as we raised her.  Her sweet
faco was all sinchied and whijte with pain,

¢ But Capiain Calton came up, like aman
struck dumb, He knelt down, and drew her,
poor girl, on his breast; and she laid her poor
head there as if she wag & tived child.

¢ The surgeon of the village was out with us,
He came up, sir, as we stood round—rough fel-
lows as we were, all sobbipg—he koelt dowe,
and looked at the wound, and then, sir, he shook
his head.

¢ Meanwhile the Squire was being lield by two
men ; cursing, raving, foaming, tearing at the
grass, cursing himself and his birth, and calling
on somebody to blow his brains out, they drag-
ged him inlo the bushes 50 &g not to be heard by
the dyidg girl.

¢ She looked up once at her lover, with her
sweet blue eyes all dim. Do you know, sir, the
glaziag, filmy look that creeps over the cyes of
those dying from gunshots? b, it is coough
to break one’s heart!

#She caught hier breath several times. Her
lover kept his handkerchief on the wound, but
the bleeding wasn't much outwardly ; only you
could sce her going ; and she looked so beautifal
—1like & wax mask, sir—white as a lily.

¢ ¢ Poor, poor Freddy P she murmured and put
her little hand on his heart.

¢ My darling! he said ; and then he gavea
sob that scemed to tear his heart up, sir.

*¢ ¢ Kiss me, my own,’ she said, as her beauti-
ful dimming eyes, with theic last look of love,
were turned to his. ¢ I can't see—it's all dark;
but I'm on your bosom, Freddy, dear—on—your
bosom—love.

% These words she murmured, one Uy one,
and then she gave along sigh; and it was all
ovCr.

¢ He took her up, sir, with such an awful look
of gricf on his face that be scemed turned to
stone. He'd let no one touch her, and he carried
her in his arms home.

¢ She gaid she was on my bosom, he said, in
a voice you wouldn’t bave known for his; and
then he went on like & man in a dream.

# Well, sir, there’s little more to tell. The
Squire only lived twao years, and dicd in a mad-
house. Ho seta Spring-gun in the Ride, it was
found meaning it for the Captain. As for the
Captain, he weat to the East Indies, I heard,
and died there. That's my story, sir.”

- Wix. Rgaos, Josr.

The Irish peoplo ride so muchin cars, that
Treland may be called the carnation.
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PASTIMIS.

ASTRONOMICAL ARITHMOREM.
EMINGNT ASTRRONOMERS
201 and Super on
100 ¢ Hearth boy.
263 ¢ Marsh hewers,
‘“ Astwon ten.
. 2100 Y, Heenan,
1006 Jogs ran fusee.

SQUARE WORDS.
1. Apart,

A sound.

Not often.
Reward,

To censure,

A langunge.

To satisty.

A note in music.
A foe,

SCAPITATIONS.

1. Behead & vessel, and it is part of the body.

2. Behiead a kind of bareel, aud it 18 to inquire.

3. Behead what we all have, and it leaves an ansiwer.

4. 1 am s quality possessed by many; beliead me,
and {ou havo our age,

6. 1 am famed for wisdom, and when beleaded and
Iransposed shall sppear bright: again beleaded, and 1
am a Shaksperian character; {ranspose, and1 am a
Lortugnese coin; again, I am a title; curtail, and I am
part of your body.

CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.
My first is in cloud{. but not, in murky:
My second i3 in chicken, but not in turkey:
My third i3 in sccret, but not in telling ;
My fourth is in cottage, but not in dwelling;
My fifth is fn sigh, but not in tear;
My sixth iz in soup, but notin beer;
DMy seventl is in tho sun, but not in light;
My ciglth is in day, but not in night;
My njuthis in sour, but ndtin sweet;
My tenth isin dirty, but not {n neat;
My whole is usefnf, you will find,
‘I'o you and all your thinkiog kind.

. CHARADES.
1 Iamawordof nine letters;
My 8, 7, 2,9, Is what e often engage for.
3ty 1,8, 5,9, is a part of the animal structurc of
What my 5, 6, 7, 4, is a part,
My 8, 7. 4, haghrought many troubles on the hu-
galn 131%0,2 and asaconscquencothey havecause
My b, 3,2, and my §, 6,3, 7, 8, 9, are vehicles.
My b, g,g.zl;s & vesacl, altbough of littlo uso on
my 3,9,8.
My 2,3, 7, 4, i8 very ossential to vegetation.
A Foodl number, 2, 3, 4, in the 2,3, 6, 9.
What pleases us we term 4, 7, 6, 9,.
My whole is causinz a gomi desl of agitation
;glroughout the mother couatry at tho present
ime.
2. My sirst is an guimal, timid and wild,
When rcar'd in capllvity, docile and mild -
The sound of m? second is Joyous and clear,
Yet oft it doth fndicato death and despais ;
My wchole a wild flower of cerulean hue,
Well kuown, £ belleve, geatloreader, to you.

TRANSPOSITIONS.
FATOURITE 80NGS.

Yes T get cach to bathe,
Teninaglee N.

Ay find a'wag.

4. Atunctuncth Images.

5. Best lot in shyme.

ANSWERS TO DOUBLE ACROSTIC, &¢., No. 83,

Double Acrostic. Nelson. Oacarm.—1. Naxo.
2. Eton. 3. Loire, 4. Sumatfs. 5. Oder. 6.
Nottingham.

Decapitations —1. Sample-ample. 2. Glass-
Iass-ass-gas.

Floral Anagram.~—Marvel of Peru.

Square Words—S T A R.

Seenes
o
<
=]

civis,

©

BERICUS.

3. K.

1
2.
3.

TARE.

ARE a.

READ.
Enigma.—Elf-self.
Charades.—1. Investigate. 2. Honi soit

quimal y pense.
Problem. —~Original capital $60.090.

ANSWERS RECEIVED.
Double Acrostic—Lericus, B. N. C., Niagara,
L. H. V., Argus, Elien B,, Geo. B.
Decapitations —Both, Niagars

Argas, Geo,
g., Delta, H. H. V. 2nd B. N. C.

cricus, Whit-

y.I"lm—::l Anagram.~B. N. C., Niagara, Geo. B.,
Bericas, Delta, Argus..
Sguarc Words.—Bericuns, Argus, B. N. C,,
Ellen B., Geo. B, H. L. V., Delta.
Charades—Delta, B.N. O., Niagars, Bericus,
Argus, Whitby, Geo. B. :
Problem—3B. N. 0., H. . V., Argns, Delta.
Received too late to ackaowledge in our last,
B.N. C. Alpha nui D.HL
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TO CORRESPONDENTS,

1.otters addressed for the Editorshould boaddressed

 kditor of Saturday Reader, Drawer 401, and come-
fentions on busf to “ 1R, Worthington, pub-
lisher.””

Ganrsr.—The order of the Garter wag insti-
tuted by King Bdward III, and is said to have
been devised tur the purpuse of attracting to the
king's party, such soldiers of fortunc ns might
be likely to aud in asserting the daum wiuh be
was then mnking to the crown of France, The
date of the institution of the vrder is nut abso-
lutely known. one old writer tixes on St, Geor-
gu's day 1344, whilst others fix it six years later,
viz.,, 1350, It is probable that though founded
at the former period it was not till the Intter
that the order was formarly organised and the
companions chosen, The well known story that
the Countess of Salisbury let fall her garter whean
dancing with the king and that tio King picked
it up and tied it rouud his own leg; but that
observing tho jealous glances of the queen he
1estored 1t to ats fair owner with the exclamna-
tion: Ifoni soit qui mal y pense, hag at least this
in 18 favour that 1t accuunts fur the otherwise
unaceountable cmblem and motto of the order,
Sir Hareis Nicolas in his Orders of Knghthosd
says althuugh the story has been treated with
contempt by writers on the order they have
neither succecded in shewing its absurdity,
nor suggested a more probable theory. The
order was founded in honour of the Holy Trinity,
the Virgio Mary, St, Edward the Confesgor, and
St. George, but the last was considered jts spe-
cial patron, The original number of the knights
of the Garter was twenty-five, bis majesty him-
self making the twenty-sixth.

Gop Save T OvERN.— The authorship of
the national anthem has been generally, but erro-
neously, attributed to Dr. John Bull, burn 1563,
About the period of the Gunpowder Plothe com-
posed an ode begining with "the words “ God
save great James our King,” but neither this, or
any other old composition of a similar title had
any connection with that which we now possess,
The honour of this great work must be given
to Dr. Heary Carey, an English poet and musi-
cian born i London about 1696, The words
and usic were composed in honour of a birth-
day of George II, and perforned fur the first
ume at a dipuer given on that vecasivn in 1740,
by the Mercers Compauy of London.

Wiuitpy.—Covers fur biading citber volume
of the Rgaver, may be obuained frum the pub-
lisher.

R.J. Lotis.—You have not given a sufficient
clue tu the solutivn of the problem. Try aga,

Quiz.—OQur correspondents’ perplexities con-
vince us that the crusade agawmst chignons n-
augurated by the scientific Russian ought to
have been successful.  We can only suggest
that the prosccution of the work be deferred
until fashion interposcs to render an authors
task less diflicalt.

Barnara, J. P.—Respectinlly dechined.

Dora.—~It is a matter of taste—our own
opinion is that they should not.

DeLTa.—1We cannot give Delta any informa-
tion on the subject of his letters.

Bericrs.—An occasional contribution will be
very acceptable.

X. Y. 2.—We fear you will not find any one |,

willing to incor the risk of publishing your
poems i book form especially as the specimens
sent us are not, in our judgment, up to publica-
tion standard.

A. M.—If you cannot obtain the Illustrated
volume of the Reapse from your bouvkseller, the
pubdlisher will forward it frec per bouk post upun
receipt of two dollars, .

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

A new clectnic macthine bas been construct-
cd of such power, itis said, that its flame in the
lighthouse on Cape Grisuez, on the French
coast, will irradiate the whole Channel, and
cven prevade with o soft twilight the glades of
the New Forest, on the opposite coast.
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(3ay %5

DisTiLLATiON OF Prreoyes.—It has recently
been discovered in France that sulphur®t of car-
bon is tho best solvent of the cssential oils of
flowers, The sulphuret penetrates into the sub-
stanco of the petals, expols the water, and when
charged sufliciently with tho essentinl oil, is
evaporated.

A Nunw Mopiricatiox oF Protegrarny.—It
has been suggested that the interior and exterior
parts of complex objects, such ag an instrument
or a bodily organ, may be represented in theiract-
ual positions, by first photographing the exterior
part, and before the image has been strongly im-
pressed, subsitituting upon thé camera the in-
ner part.  ‘The latter will appear in the picture
a3 behind, or enclosed in a transparentimage of
the former,

CILESS.

TO CORRESIPONDIENTS.

Mepico, WarknrvitLe, C. E —The I'roblem ¢hall
have carly attentjon. lrurther contrnibutious will be
alwavs welcome.

T I Buew, Searenrti, C.W = Har, easily it is dono
when you know how: the lnst veiiation wasaregular
puzziowat.

1y ite, QUABEL.—You Jannot Lastle after hasving
moved the Ring

I, R C., Brax=rvonrp, C.W.—TI'oo easy and palpa-
ble; wo would, however, recotmmend you to persevere,
for a first efli;at it fr very creditable,

Pronuge, No 67 —Correct solutfons received from
Medico; B N. C.; Trro and J. McL,

——

PROBLEM, No. (9.
By 1. R.; 3% B, HamiLToxn, CW.
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Whito to play and 3ate in four moves.

——

SOLUTION OF I'ROBLII, No. 67.
OOkt 3(ch.) Y tgi'zwg(bw )
1 QtoQ Kt3(c S st.
2 gt to(ii B7(ch K to {&q.

2) 1

3 Kttaker R (dbl ¢ch) K toRaqibest)

1 QtoQ Kt8(ch,) R takes Q.

0 htto K I 7 Mato.

Belotw wegive the third game in 2 mateh by corres-
pondence now in progress betweon the repeetive
Chess Clubs of New York and Newburgh, Twogames
are still pending, No. 1being In favor of Newburgh,
and No.2 of Now York.

I'mripor's DEFENCE.

WHiTE, (New York.) BLACK, (Newburgh.)

1PtoK4 1D to K4,

2 KttoK B3. 21t Q3.

3YtoQ4. 3 I’ takes P.

1 Kt takesIn 1 PtoQ4.

5 P takes 1. b Qtakes I

¢ QtoK2(ch.) CBtoK2

7 Ktto Q Kb '-‘Qton%

SBK B3 8 Ktto Q k3.
]‘J Q;EIJOQB& ]'l.; 3!(016%

0} to 0] .
11 8 Ktto Qb 11 B takes “s'q
12 ¢ takes B 12QtoK 3
13 Q takes Q. 13 1 takes Q.
14 X toKb. liKtoQ2
15 Bt0Q 4. 15 Ktto B 4.
16 Kttakes QL . 16 Rto K B2q.
17 XKt takes h P, 17 Kt takes Kt.
18 13 takes Ktf{ch.) 1BHtoQ3
IO BtoK Kt 19 BtoK 8.
20 X to K 4 (dis ch.) 20XtoQ1 4,
21 Itto Q 13 4 (ch.) 21 Kto (.i\!\t 4.
22 Castles. 22 Ktw K2,
23 ¥t Q R4(chy 23 K to R4,
A RtoQb . 24 httoQ 13 3.
25 RtakesQ Kt P 25 Ktto Q5
2 8 to Q B4 | %Bton%
2% PtoQ It (ch.) | % KitaxesP.
23 Rmates.

WITTY AND WIIIMSICAL.

Tue Rrar Cants e Vigite—A doctor’s
brougham.

“ Agrrcrrrunar J1aves,"—Prizes at the Catilo
Show,

WiAT A SpaMAy cAN'T po.—Tut & splice in o
cord of wood.

TreroTAL DabESTIIANL.—Running Brooks and

Leaping Fountains.
_ As Tisu AnszxtiR.—Uno of these gentlemen
is said to have sent this comforting wmessage to
Ins steward, ¢ Tell the tenants that ao threats to
shoot you will terrify me.”

Poruicr ixtrnLigrzcE.~The active officer who
recently arrested a savage blow has since farther
distinguished himself by stopping a flying report,
and criching a violent cold.

SO Ain't it wicked to rob this chicken roost,
Dick 7"—* Dar's a great moral question, Gumbo;
and wo aiw’t no time to arguefy it now; hand
down anoder pullet.”

A little girl who was lately admitted into the
“ Girly Home” in Charlotte Street, Portland
Place, in answer to the questiva, * Now, Polly,
what do you call a blessing 7 angwered instantly,
and with great unconscious pathos,  treacle,”

¢ Pray, sir,” and a young Singalese, learning
English, to lus tutor, “ am I raw when my
clothes are ofF 2"-—# Not unless you have rubbed
your skin off. Tecll me, why do you ask ?* He
opencd a dictionary, and poiated to # Raw, un-
dressed.”

¢ Put out your tongue a little fucther,” snid &
physician to a female patient ; ¢ a little-further,
maam, if you please—n Yutlo further still."—
% Why, doctor, do you think there is no end to
a woman's tongue 2" cried the faic invalid,

¢ My dear,” said a lady to alittle child, whose
hands were filled with painted sweets, which
some friend had given it, ¢ those things are not
good for you to eat.”—* But, mmnma,” responded
the child, «if they arc notgood to cat, may
I take some for medicine?”

Why is a conundrum like a deformed optic ?
—Because it's a query (queer cye). ’

* Shure, whicl is the entrance out 7" asked an
Irishman at a railway station the other day,

Gnoss.—Dr. Gross, a well-known surgeon,
was once dangerously ill. Shortly after his reco-
very, he met one of bis lady patients—thoy aro
not always patient ladies—who remarked to
him, * O, doctor! I rejoice to sce that you are
vut again, had we lost you, our good people
would have died by the dozen.”—* Thank you,
madam,” replied the affable doctor; ¢ but now,
1 fear, they will die by the Gross !

CoMPLINENTARY.~—AR erratic poetical genius
was highly delighted by the editor’s telling hir
he resembled Poe, the author of the ¢ Raven.”—
< Do you really think so 7 asked the moonstrack
sonneteer in cestacy ; ¢ pray in what respect?®
« Why you wear your shirt-collar up side down,
and gettipsy on gio and water V'—American
Paper.

Tug Newrst ThiNG Our FroM Jawalca.—A
firm there prints at the head of its letter paper—
« Excuses for nop-payment of moncy duc must
be prepaid, or postage will be clarged to the'
account.”’

A PriviLeGR.~~A proclamation was lately
issued by the Queen of Madagascar, forbidding
awvilians to wear hats with brims. That privilege:
is restricted to the Government officers, The
civilians are now weariag & kind of skull cap.
Many wear their old hats with the brims torn off,
The streets are strewed with the discarded
brims. .-

A Hixr—If your sister, while cngaged with
a sweet-henrt, asks yon to bring a glass of water
from an adjoining ro0m, start on the crrand,
but you need not return. You will not be migsed.
Don’t forget this, little boys.  *

Miss Anxig Mosizy and Mrs, Ann Tipathy are
carnestly requested to ¢call upon Miss Amy A.
Billity, and remove the bad impression they loft
behind them on the oceasion of their last call,
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