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CHAPTSR 1IX.

Soft you now;
The fair Oplichia.

Amongst the notabilitics of the gentry in the
neighbourhood of Kilclare was a certain Lady
Popham, n wealthy and eccentric widow, who
owned a finc estate,
which opened into the high rond that led from
Ballyhbacket to Kilclare  Lady Popham had re-
sided many years abroad, chiefly in Italy, with
her hasband, a languid, invalid, fine gentleman,
who found, or fancied, that a southern climate
was necessary to his cxistence. Her ladyship
had conscquently been an absentee for a very
long period. On Sic Bernard Pophans

one of the park gates of |
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1
{ slup setting tuith that lus bencfit was figed to I Mary, ‘‘is, properly speaking, its dumb shosw,

take place vn the follunang Friday evening, and
begging Lady Popliam to lhonour him by her
presence and support on the occasion,  This she
| had promised to do, and moreover to bring with
| her a party of friends that were staying at Clon-
| coohin , and great was the excitcment amongst
the company as the cvening approached, and
rose-coloured were the visions of cash and credit
| to be won, in the minds of manager Moffatt and
| the bénéhciare.
i At Biddy Boony’s too, the whole household
was much interested in the forthcoming perfor-
!nmncc of Hamlet, and especially in the new
| Ophelia. Teddy Molloy, as le sat in the work-
: shop tapping away at the sole of a ¢ brogue,”
i held forth to lus apprentice on the merits of the

| was a prentice in Dublin,

i

its pantomime. You know cvery oue has his
own ideas as to his movement and position with
regard to tho othier characters.”

“ Pantomime with a vengeance " exclaimed
Jack, who was inveterate against the cminent
tragedian ¢ frum the principal theatres, &c. &c.”
“ He does overything but tumble head over
heels; and I shouldn’t be gurprised to see him
do that before the evening's over. A somersault
over Ophelia’s grave would be striking, and new.
That's his great notion.”

. “Dow't be severe, Jack; I don't like to hear
it,” said gentle, good-natured Aunt Mary.

But Mabel, in her heart, was inclined to agree
with her cousin. )

Atlengtharrived the eventful Friday evening.

various Hamlets he had scen when he himself | The play was ‘o begin at seven o'clock, and
and expressed his | long before that hour the pit and gallery were

) opinion that Miss Bell would be “ tho purtiest | filled with an expectant erowd. The boxes, too,
| and ilhgautest Ophayha® that had ever appear- | began to show a sprinkling of visitors; and the
, ed on the boards of the Kilclare theatre.  And | gap of empty crimson benches in the centre of

the two apprentices related how they'd heard | the semicircle attracted great attention ; for it
that Lady Popham and ¢ heaps of the quality” ! was known that those seats were reserved for
were to grace the buxes with their presence. l

Jaath, | Even old Joe Bonny seemed to catch a faint re- | before seven the hox doors were thrown open

Lady Popham and her party. About two minutes

however, his widow returned rich and childless | fiex of the prevailing glow of excitemwent, and | with a mighty clatter, and the plunging of hoofs

to Ircland, and announced her intention cf re-
siding permanently on her Kilclare estate. At
first her advent oczasioned 2 great deal of talk
end excitement amongst her country neigh-
bours. Lady Popham’s peculiarities were the
therae of conversation at most dinner-tables
aronnd Kilclare for some weeks. Some were
shocked, some angry, some amused by her oddi-
ties; but, by degrees, as the genuine goodness
and warm-heartedness of her character became
known, and as people became accustomed to her
cecentricities, all that was odd, outré, or unuseal,
was set down simply to ¢ foreign manuers,” and
excased accordingly. And at the deate of my
story there was no more popular or respected
jndividual in the county than old Lady Popham
of Cloncoolin.

Lady Popham was known far and wide ns o
liberal, if not very intelligent encourager of art
and artists, and was 2 staunch patroness of the
drama. She had alrcady reen twice to the
theatre in Kiiclare during the present season,
and had on each occasion graciously signified to
Mr. Moffatt ber high satisfaction with the per-
formances, alt which was profitable and pleasant
10 the manager, and would have been quite per-
fect but for one unfortunate circumstance, which
dasued his cup of content with bitterness. It
had been observed that when Miss Moffatt was
singing that popular and touching ballad of the
modern domestic school, entitled, ¢ Johnny left
mo in the lane;” Lady Popham, after listening
for a second or so, unfurled & very large green
fan, behind whose atnple siado sho retired com-
pletely during the soog, wér isaued forth into
the gaslight again until < Johnny? had finelly
left off leaving Miss Moffatt in the lane, when
her ladgship cmerged from obscurity with a
cheerfal countenance. This was certainly hot
pleasant ; and poor ¥r. Moffatt had to bear the
brant-of his danghter’s ill humoar and mortifica-
tion. However, Lady Popham was too valua-
ble-a friend and sapporter of the theatre for the
managesto be able to afford to show any resent-
ment of this plight to iss Anuette’s vocal abi-
lities ; and-hdconsoied the latter bgmyi_ng"thgt
st nobody niinded what old Lady Pophdm said
or did2aad:thét she was generally supposed to
be-:tt:a.3itle. touched in the upper story.”

Poutlied or not, however, it was very woll
kaown that the sight. of the Cloncoolin livtries
at the box-office in tHe mording was sdffitient
to §il the house at night; and Mr. Wilfred J.
Percival had sent a sort of circular to herTady-

growled out sundry reminiscences of Low he had
l t seed’d 'amlet acted nigh upon a matter of fift)
year ago n England.”

and rolling of wiieels was heard coming up from
tho outside of tl- theatres. A gay party of

He was sure it must | ladies and gentiemen entered and took their

have been Hamlet, because he remewmbered there | seats, and in the very centre—for Sir Bernard

s head.”

“ were a ghost in it, with a kind of a tin-pot on ; Popham’s widow had no idea of hiding her light
But, on being pressed with interro- | under a bushel—sat the Iady of Cloncoolin

gations by Biddy, 1t tarned out that this strik- { looking about the theatre with a heavy gok{
ing evidence of the play having been Hamlet | eye-glass, and uttering her remarks upon every-

was not 60 conclusive as old Joe supposed, for
the performance had taken place at Bartholo-
| mew fair, where ghosts——cven ghosts with tio-
{ pots on their heads—are knuwn to have been
| numerous.
;  The rehearsals of the tragedy had gone off
| very satisfactorly. Mabel had indeed been a
i littie surprised at the complicated and winute
instructions given to her by Mr. Percival as to
the exact spot ou which she must stand during
{ the scenes between Hamlet and Oplcelia , when
{ shie must turn her bhead towards lum, and when
| she must look away , how man)y steps shie must
{ take in this direction, and how many in tbe
{ other; and so forth. But sho endeavoured to
{ remember and comply with his injunctions.
l st Percival’s business in Hamlet is capital,”
said Mr. Suell, the low comedian. *‘ All his
| own too. I don't know another Hamlet on the
stage with such busivess in the play scenc.”

« Sir,” remarked Mrs. Darling, with ranch
statelisess, ¢ 1 do not admire it. I may be ia
crror, but I deem that orver-claboration is a
fault. I bave scen Jobn Kemble, in my youth,

| and Edmund Kean in his best days, and [ do
‘ not thunk that they depended for their suceess
on their business.”
« Ob, bang 1t " returned Mr. Saell (who was
without any veneration for the traditions of the
old school, and who professed his belief that
{ half the famous actors of the past generation
« would be jolly well hissed, of they came bow-
wowing on to the boards of theLondon stage
now-a-days’),  Ob, baog i1, Mrs. Darling, one
must heve something new; you kpow. Cac't
keep on in the old grooves for ever:'
« \What do tbey mean by Mr. Percivals capi-
tal business in Hamlet, aunt 2” asked Mabel that
day, after rehearsal
Before his mother could reply, Jack began :
{  ® Why, they muoan that kind of Scoteb reel be
dances with evorybody, Mabel, In and ount
backwards and farwards, ap the middle and
down again. He crosses tho stage nineteen
timegan that scene with.you. I counted them.”

«The.hosiness of. & poet, Mabel,” said Aunt

thing and cverybody in a shrill, penetrating
littlo voice. Lady Popham was & very small fra-
gile old woman of nearly seventy years of age;
upright as a dart, bright-cyed; nimble-tongued,
active. She wore a double raage of false teeth
which sesmed a little teo large for hermontb, and
made her lisp in her speeeh, and & jet black wig
with stiff carls that fearmed her small wizencd
face on each side. She bad the tiniest hands
and feet in the world, and was always dressed
in the richest stuffs and brightest colours that
she could find. Qo the present occasion she wore
an awber brocaded silk gown and a white cash-
mere clook on her shoulders; a wreath of arti-
ficial roscs was perched on the top of her wig,
and trembled at every movement of her restless
little head. A grotesquo figure enough, one
would say; and yet it is a fact that Lady Pop-
ham, however ridiculous she might appear,
possessed that indefinable air of good breeding
which stamped ber as o gentlewoman, and she
could, moreover, assume when sbe chose a
dignified, lofty bearing that was quite imposing.

Ou the cvening of Mr, Percival’s benefit, how-
ever, she was ncither lofty nor dignified ; but
very good humored and talkative, turnivg her
big eye-glass hither and thither, and nodding
right and loft to her friends and neighbours as

‘thay took their seats around ber.

Punctoally at seven o'closk the orchestra
began the overture. It was, of tourse, a 6elec-
tion of Irigh.aits, but newly chosen, and arrang-
cd by Mr. Trescott, who possessed, from long
practica and experienco, some skill in guch
patchwork. ' :

wJerry tho Buok” figared in it as a matter of
course , and the stamping of feet keeping time
to it in tho gallery overhead, made tht theatre
quiv. r until it- soémed quite ‘witliin the bounds
of possibility that the flooting would give way,
and o pair of corduroy-clad legs be seen hover-
ing over Lady Pophat’s floral headgear! How-
over, o such disaBler took place, ‘nnd “ Jerty
the Bhitk” cate toan endin dud edirtsé, giv-
ing placo to an old pathetic melody withis wail-
ing burden 10 it in a minor key. Scarcely hnfd
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the first few notes of it been played when the ' Lady Popham was in ecstasies.  She sent for

house was husbied into breathless sileuce.

The ;

Mr. Moffatt to comr and speak with ber after

nir had been arranged us a violin solo, and the ; the conclusion of the play, and desired he would

player was Alfred Trescott, Excited by the
consciousnesg of perfurming to culuvated and

convey her best congratulations and thanks to
Mics M. A. Bell, for the delight she had afforded

attentive cars, the young man threw humselt | beeselt and her friends.  « And that ¢} wmmg

completely into the spirit of the music.  Thouse
violin alone, amungst instrumcents, las the
secret, rose throught the theatre with a sweet,
sad yearning plant that was inexpressibly
pathetic.  The tune was wild aud irregular, hike
the sighing of the wind over sume desolate place;
and when, at its close, the last long-drawn note
had died away, there was fut a second profuund
nnd absolute silence throughout the house. Then
burst forth a storm of applause, led by Lady
Popham herself, who leant vver the front of the
box dmntily wiping her moistened eyes with a
laced handkerchief, and strenyously beating
her fan on the box-ledge with her other hand.
¢ Bis, bis, bis 1" cried her ladyship’s shnll voice.
4 Make him play it again, somebudy. s
c'est charmant. Bsquisitu. Lin perfectly astomsh-
e¢d Whay don't sumebody imake him play it
ngain

The whole audience having by tlus tme juined
insboutsof * Ankoor! ankyur I" accompanicd by
much clapping of hands and stampog of feet,
and encouraging exclamations of “ More power
to ye' Give it us agaiu, me boy ! Sare its your-
sclf that can fiddle, any way, &c.,” Alfred re-
peated the air, terminating this time by an im-
provise . cadenza, with a long-drawn shake at
the end of it, which raised even still greater en-
thusiasm.

The applause bad scarcely yet subsided, when
the curtain rose upon the platform of the castle
at Elsinore, and the tragedy of Hamlet fairly
commenced  The play progressed smoothly and
successfully  The herv of the might, Mr. Wii-
fred J. Percival, was received with all due re-
cogaition of Lis position as bénéficimire. The
new Ophelit was greeted on her first entrance
with such unexpected heartiness as to destroy
her self-possession for a time, and the first few
words she had to say were nearly inaudible.
But she soon recovered, and performed the rest
of the scene with grace and sweetness. There
was a stir of expectation throughout the theatre
when Mabel entered for the mad scenc, decked
with wild flowers and straw, and with her rich
dark hair falling dishevelled about her shoulders,
Oa coming to the theatre that evening, she had
found in her dressing-room a large basketful of
natural wild flowers, woven into fantastic gar-
lands with ivy and creeping plants, and on the
top was laid a scrap of paper, with these words
written in Corda Trescott’s round clnldish hand .

‘¢ Please, please to wear these to-night. Alfred
gathered them tbis morning, and I have twisted
them together all myself,

‘ Your affectionate little friend,
“Conpa”

# Very kind and thougltful, indeed, of young
Trescott,” said Aunt Mary; ¢ and how prettily
they are arranged.”

“1 suppose { can't refuse to wear them,” saud
Mabel, musingly.

¢ Gooduness, Mabel!
Why should you?”

To this_question Mabel had made no reply,
and accordingly, when the time came for attir-
iag her for the mad scenes, Mrs. Walton twined
the wreaths in Mable’s hair, and looped them on
to ber white dress, and pronounced the effect to
be quite perfect,

And a very charming and poetical picture of
the distraught Ophelia she presented, as she
stood in the cenire of the stage, pouring out the
snatches of Song in a voice to which nervous-
ness lent o touching tremor. The girl's fresh
yputh and natural refinement, and the unalloyed
simple carnestness with which she had thrown
herself into the character she svas representing,
made ber seem the very embodiment of the poeJs
graceful fancy; and when she finally left the
stago, after tho last pathiotic scene with Lacrtes,
there wero few cyes in tho house undimmed with
tears. In brief, tho performance was a complete

& nd unuiistakable success.

Refuse ?  Of course not.

| crenture that played the fiddle!” exclaimed Lady
exquizitely sympathetic tones, of which the | Popham.

“Where did you pick up these two
young arusts, Moffatt? 1 tell you that buy 13 a
gemus; and I know something about the matter.
I must have him out at Cloncoolin  What's his
name ?  Trescott?  Ah, well, I never remember
people’s names, Write it down and send it to
me, will you? T shail be obliged to you. And
look here, Moflutt, make that pretty, sweet, po-
etical Uphehia of yours take a benefit, and 'l
promise to come and bring half the county. She
13 reatly delicious. You won't be nble to keep
lier here very long, of course, You're prepared
for that, eh?  Well, mnake the most of her now,
and let me know it good time about her benefit,”

All the party from Cloncoolin followed her
ladysinp’s cue, and Mr. Moffutt retired amidst a
cuorus of * Really charming. Quite delighted.
So pleaged. Does you great eredit, Moffatt,” and
so forth.

“Well, Mabel, my darhng child,” said Aunt
Mary, giving her niece o hearty hug and a kiss
when they were all at home once more in the
litle sitting room, ¢ you've surpassed my ex-
pectations.  Ivs all right now. Quite safe.
You must get poor old aunty an engagement to
play the Nurse to your Juhet, when you're a
great actress 1 London, setting the town on
fire."

+ Ob, Aunt Mary!”

© Yes, to be sure you must. But in all seri-
ougness, Mabel, I’ve no doubt in the world that
Moffatt witl gladly engage you for the next sea-
son; and I think you are pretty sure of getting
to Dublia for the wimter.”

Mabel went to rest with a thankful heart, and
her last thought was of be* mother and Dooley.
Her last thought, but not her sole thought.
There ran through her nmund a lurking wonder
as to what Clement Charlewood would say and
think if be could buve seen her as Ophelia.
Whether he would have been pleased, or shocked,
or indifferent.

«I'm afrawd he disapproves of the whole thing
so much, that he would rather I was unsuccess-
ful than the reverse,” thought Mabel., * At least
he would have felt in that way three inonths
ago. Perbaps it might be different with him
now—now that—other things are all different
too!”

CHAPTER X. LADY POPHAM'S LET1ER.

“Why, goodness me, Aunt Dawson, look at
this, now! I declare here's a letter from my
fairy godmother.”

The words were uttered in a frank, ringing
voice, and with the least touch of an Irish ac-
cent,and the speaker was Miss Geraldine O'Brien
first cousin to Augusta Charlewood's aﬂinnceé
husband. Miss O'Brien was a tall, elegant.look-
ing young woman, whose finely-formed though
somewhat massive figure was admirably set off
by the closely-fitting riding habit which she
wore. Her face was not strictly handsome, but
beaming with health and good humour, and
lighted by a pair of merry intelligeat blue eyes,
and she had a great abundance of glossy ches-
nut bair bound tightly round ber well.shaped
head.

The inmates of Bramiey Manor were assem-
bled at an early luncheon, and the party con-
sisted of the Charlewood family—including
Walter, who was at Hammerbam on leave of
absence —~Mrs, Dasson, with her son and nicce,
and the Reverend Decimus Fluke, and his two
clder daughters.  Jane Fluke, indeed, was stay-
ing at Bramley Manor, for she was to have the
distinguished honor of being one of Auguata's
bridesmaids, and was to remsin in the house
until after the wedding., Miss Fluke and her
father bad been invited to luncheon on this day,
for an excursion had been-erranged to some fa-
mous ruins about ten miles from Hommerham,
sad thoy had been asked fo be of the party, At
firgt it had been proposed to take refreshments
witb them, and make a sort of pic-nic. But

(August 3¢

Mrs. Charlewood had strongly objected to this
plan, saying that she never could enjoy har food
out in the open air, and especially on tho grass,
where the insccts swarmed over the dishes, and
one could never use one’s knife and fork con
fortably  And as Mrs, Dawson scemed inclined
to agree with this view of the case—although
sho by no means stated her reasons with the
same do -uright simplicity as her hostess—the
iden of tne pic-nic hiad been abandoned, and it
had been arranged that they should start for
the ruins immedintely after luncheon, and after
rambling about there, return comfortably in the
cvening to dinner. Miss O'Brien, Walter nnd
Clement were to go on horseback, and therefore
the former appeared at the table ready equipped
in her riding habit, which was to ber the most
becoming costume possible,

¢ A lotter from my dear, delightful, ridicu-
lous, old fairy godmother!” ecxclaimed Miss
O'Brien, gleefully, as she opened a letter which
the serrant bad just breught in, together with
a large packet of correspondence for Mr. Charle-
wood. ¢ hadn’t heard from lher for an age,
and was getting quite uneasy about her, far lier
ladyship is generally the most indefatigable and
voluminous of correspondents. She prides her-
self on her letters, and they certainly are capital
fun.”

i Her ladyship 7” said Mr. Cbarlowood, paus-
ing in the act of opening a large square blue
buginess-looking envelope, and looking across
at his guest. Mr. Charlewood caught at the
sweet sound of the title as a hungry pike snaps
at o bait,  “3er ladysbip, Miss O'Brien 7 said
he.

¢ Lady Popbam, Mr. Charlewood. My god-
mother, and, I believe, some relativo on my
mothers side intc the bargain. We consider
ourselves quite close relations in Ireland, when,
1 suppose, you cold-blooded Saxons woulda't
make out that there was any kioship at all.
But she is the most charming old woman, to
those she likes, bien entendu. I call her my
fuiry godmother, because she's so tiny zod so
bright, and so odd, and because when I was a
child sbe seemed always able and willing to
bestow upon me whatever I took it into my
head to desire, from & coral necklaze to a Shet-
land pony.”

Mr. Charlewood veturned to the perusal of
his blue business letter with a complacent smile
on his face. It afforded him great pleasure to
know that a young woman about soon to be
coonccted by marriage with his family, bad a
godmother who was called # my lady.”

“ What does Lady Popham say, Geraldine 2"
asked Mrs Dawson, a thin fair woman dressed
in widow's weeds—though her husband had
been dead many years—and with a somewbhat
stiff cold maauer.

% Ob, all kinds of things, Aunt Dawson. But
I must decipher the letter myself before I can
tell you much about it. You kanow sho writes
the queerest little cramp hand in the world, and
ber spelling i8 upique.”

“ Law, dearme!” exclaimed Mrs. Charlowood,
with naive astonishment, “you don’t mean to
say she can’t spell? And she. s lady of titlo
too! 'Ow curious!” -

Nobody responded to this little spgech, But
Penelope shot a glance at her mother acrogs the
table, which bad the effect of keeping the roor
lady quiet for Some time, P

The convorsation was carried on in:-groups of
two and three, The Rev. Malachi Dawson and
bis fair betrothed sat side by side, but they were
not talking with each other. Augusta was
busily engaged in giving Jane Fluke an idea of
her design for the. bridesmaids’ dresses at the
approaching ceremony, and the byidegroom
elect was mitdly listening. to Mr. Fluke's exposi-
tion of the plan of the new -schopl- house and
chapel at Duckrell; an exposition, whi h the
older clergymon illustrated by anJitterly incom-
prehensiblo artangement of all tho'platas, knives
and forks witbin reach of his. hand ; :clattering
stee), silyer, and china together with his accus-
tomed, vehemengce, aud .twisting his napkin into
a wisp with both his hands, in the -heat of bis
discourge,

" OF the rest, Mrs, Oharlewood and 3iss Fiuke
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were discussing the last now curate of St Phi-
lip-in-the-Fields, Walter was rclating to Mrs.
Dasvson somo anecdote intended to impress her
with an idea of the brilhiant social pusitivn of
his most intimate and particular feicud, the Hon-
ourable Arthur Skidley, recently appointed
Aide-de-camp to ug Excuilcncy thic Lourd Faeu-
tensat of Ireland, and Mr. Charlewoud and
Miss O¢Brien were absorbed in their respective
letters, Clementalone satsilent and unoccupied.
His chair was placed next to that of the Insh
girl, and ho had paid her all the due attention
which such neighbourhvod demanded, but now
he remained quite silent, looking strayght befure
him with an absent musing expression that had
latterly become habitual with lum.

Suddenly Geraldine O*Brien lovked up from
her letter.

“Does anybody know a Hammerham joung
Zady of the nawe of Bell 7"

The question, although couched in thus gener-
al form, was addressed more particularly tu
Clement, Miss O‘Brien baving percenned him tv
be the only disengaged member of the party.

“ A Hammerham young lady of the name of
Bell 7" repeated Clement, smiing, * why, my
dear Miss O‘Brien, thore may be hfty Hammer-
ham youang ladies of the name of Bell.”

“So there may, to be sure, or five hundred.
But 'm asking do ye happen to hnow one paru-
cular one ?”

“Bell! Bell! N—no, I think not. Ouc of
the bricklayers in my father's employ 18 called
Bell, I think; and he has & large fumily of
daughters. But itis scarcely likely to be one
of thoge young [adies that you're inquiring
about.”

“ Ah, now be aisy wid yer nonsenge,” said |

Miss O*Brien, with a comucal httle assumption
of the brogue which it pleased her now and then
to indulge in amongst wtimate friends. “1'm
asking you a serious question, Mr. Clement
Charlewood.”

¢ Well then, seriously, I, at all eveuts, do not
know any young lady of that name.”

“ Humph! It's odd too, for she is mentioned
as having been a friend of the Charlewood
family.”

“What are you saying, Geraldine? asked
Mrs. Dawson, who bad caught her niece’s last
words.

¢ Why, aunt, 1t 13 tho funnieat thing i the
world , quitea romance. Dear fairy godmother
always does get hold of the most wonderful peo-
ple. See bere now, I'll just read you a bit of
the letter. You must know, Mr. Charlewood,’
said Miss O Brien, turning to Clement, * that
Lady Popbam 13, as she says herself, * fanatica
per la musica.’ Indecd, she is passionately fond
of all kinds of art; cspecially the musical and
dramatic; and when she was living at Naples,
I believe she always had her house full of fid-
dlers, painters, singers, and actors. Wounderful
geniuses, whom she flattered herself sho was
destined to reveal to the world, but who, I think,
for the most part, turned out lamentable fail-
ures.”

Miss Fluke hiere gave vent to a most extraor-
dinary sound, that began ir a groan and ended
in a snort, and shook her head in a solemn sand
lugubrious manner.

4 Oh, well, Miss Fluke,"” said Geraldine, quick-
ly~—for she and the clergyman’s daughter had
alrcady had one or two somewhat sharp passages
of arms—* I don't see anything to dlstress one-
self about in that, after all. Lady Popham was
always geancrous and charitable, and Fm quite
sure that she did more good than harm on the
whole. However, I was goi~g to say, that my
godmother writes mo here six crossed pages of
raptares ahout two youag artists whom she has
picked up in—Kilclare of all places in the
worldt Just fancy! Heére's what she says:”
and Miss O‘Brien togan to read aloud from her
godmothers 16tter. * ¢ My young Paginini came
out here to Cloncoolin a fortnight ago. I sent
for him to a littlo soirée I got up of a chosen
faw. People who have some feint glimmering of
an idea about art. Most of the dear souls here
haven't any glimmering. The Iad played divinely,
I tell you so, and tu sais bien que je m'y coun-
nais.” T mean to get him to town, where ho

must mak. tarore! He's such a bandsome ani-
mal toc. Ma come! Well, and then I made
him talk to we, aud tell me all about his pros-
pects and lus tunuly. Ile spoke a good deal
about that delicious Ophelia I ve been describing
tu you. 1 can seo that he adinires her desper-
ately, aud, in short I have mado up a charming
little romauce, to end a3 all yritlivdox rumances
should end  Busta!”

“How like fuiry godmother that is!" said
Miss O'Bricn, wotercupuing her reading for a
moment,

* She s terribly ampulsive,” sand Mrs. Dawson,
icily, shutting lier thin hips close. Ars. Dawson,
ab all events, was not impulsive.

* Well, but now I'm coming to tlie point of
the letter, " said Miss O'Brien, ' 8o please read
on:

“ ¢ Qphielia—who is perfectly poetical——comes
from the most thoroughly unpoetical spot on
the fuce of the globe—Hummerham,' -

“Law! well now, I do thunk her ladyship's
rather ard on ammerham,” Mrs, Chariewoud
ventured to observe, in a tinud voice.

“ ¢ Hamnmerham, ” continued Miss UiBrien:

“rand I want you, Geraldina nua, to fiud out all
atout her. Shes a most interesung crealure .
lias a strihing aur of bon ton, and shines amongst
her comrades des théiitre like a silver stur be-
side the flare of talluw candles. You can casily
hear of her, for Alfred Trescott, my handsomo fid-
dler, says she was a great friend of the—oh dear
me, I never remember names, but 1 know he men-
tioned those people——"" Miss O‘Brien stumbled
a litile here, and coloured ; then she proceeded
in a rather hesitating manncr. *¢ the family of
the lady that your cousin Malachi is going to
marry.' ¥

We, who lase the privilege of peeping over
her shoulder, can see that Miss O'Bricu onutted
& pbrase or two, and altered anotlier, 1n her
godmother’s letter, aod tuat Lady Popbam’s
words really ran thus: * those rich bricks-and-
mortar people that Mrs. Dawson has got hold of
for your cousin Malachi.”

“Well," smd QGerzldine, looking round the
table, for duning the last few minutes every one
bad been attending to hor, © well, can't any-
:);ody guess who tius mysterious Miss Bell may

e !?

“As true as I'm silting ’‘ere,” cried Mrs.
Charlewood, struck with a sudden coaviction,
“ I dv believe st must be Mabel Earnshaw under
another name!”

There was o dead silence, and Geraldine
O¢Brien, glancing at Clement, saw that he had
turned white even to the lips,

“ Then it is true,” said Geraldine, addressing
Mrs. Charlewood, ¢ this young lady s a friend
of your family ?"

Before her mother could reply, Augusta struck
in, with her wost disdainful manner:

“ She was a friend, Geraldine. That is to say,
we used to reccive ber here, and take a good
deal of notice of her at one tune, But pow of
course, you understand that we can have nothing
more to say to her. Indeed, I may say, she got
into the 3fanor on false pretences in some
measure. For, had I knowa at first who and
what her family and connexions were, I should
never have thought of ——and Augusta leaned
back in her chair with a languid haugbty ges-
ture that said as plainly as possible that she
could not be at the pains of purshing so very
contemptible a subject.

“Why not? What has she done? said Miss
O‘Bricn, fixing her frank bright eyes upon
Augusta’s face, This was too much for Miss
Fluke, who had beea snorting snd panting and
swelling with suppressed indigoation for some
time past, and who now burst forth with irre-
pressible vehemence :

% What has she done?” She bas disgraced
herself and discredited the precious evangelical
teaching that sho was so bighly privileged as to
cnjoy! Sho bhas forsaken a Christian home,
where strict piety was combined with the in-
struction of tho first profesgsors, to join the
society of—of—rogues and vagabonds. In a
word sho has chosen tho path of perdition with
her eyes open”  And Miss Fluke, as though to
illustrate her forcible phraseology, opened her
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vwn cyes very wide judeed, aud glared round
upon the company.

The Reverend Malaclu Dawson, to whom
Miss Fluke was quite a new phenomenon, stared
st her wali tinid astomishment depicted on his
mild countenance, and when, in making the
circuit of the table, her eye highted upon him,
hie made an unvoluntary shenking movement,
ke that of one who who tries to avoid an cx-
pected blow,

 The carringes ave at the door, ma'am," an-
aounced a servant to Mrs. Charlewood. Every
one rose immediately, and the interruption was
felt to be a most welcome one, for there was a
scnse of uneasiness and of sumetlung vaguely
disagrecable hanging overall present, an cflect,
indeed, w.ich any cbullition of 3iss Fluke's
cloquence was pretty sure to produce on her
hearers,

“ Fairy godmother's letter seems to have
burst amongst us lke a bomb-shell,” said
Geraldine O'Brien to Walter, as she stood put-
ting on her gauntlets and waiting for her horse
to be brought up to the door. Walter coloured
and smiled uneasily. The weak vulgar vanity,
which was his besetting foible, made him dread
to cumpromise the tamily dignity in Miss
O'Brien’s ¢yes by saying any word in defence
of Mabel, whom he really liked, and thercby
confessing a too intimate friendship with a per-
son in a social position which he looked uponas
so infinitely inferior to lus own, But there was
yet a spark of manliness in the lad whicb made
Lim ashamed of bis cowardice.

“Where’s your brother ?” said Miss O‘Brien,
{ooking round for Clement as the groom led
her horse up.

#Qh, please, miss,” said the man, touching his
hat, “*Ar. Clements best compliments, and
would you kindly excuse him fur the present ?
He won't be able to go with the party, but will
ride out and mect you iu the evenung coming
home, if he can.”

Miss J‘Brien put her foot into Walter's palm,
and sprang neatly into the saddle.

‘ The old story,” said Walter, ag they rode
side by side down the avenue, * Clement's got
some business or other at the last minute, that
keeps him at Hamwmerbam. The fact is, the
governor’s business is ou so vast a scale,” added
Watty boastfully, ¢ and Clem is such a fellow
fur stiching to work and secing to cverythiag
himsclf, that we look upon it as quite a wonder
when he goes out even as much as iie has been
doing lately.”

“I don't belhieve it's business one bit,” said
Geraldine O'Bricn to herself, remembering Cle-
ment's changing colour and disturbed face,
“ Fairy godmotber, fairy godmother, I'm afraid
you have innocently been doing a little mis-
chief! And yet, who knows ? It ray all turn
out for the best after all.”

Aund, for some gquarter of an Lour, the gay-
hearted buoyant Irish girl remained in a very
unwonted mood of silence and contemplation.

SNAKEf IN QUEENSLAND.

I the many species of snakes that infest

this distant colony, there are but few in-
tensely venomous, but the individuals of these
few species are extrermely numerous. The
Brown Snake, the Whip Snake, the Diamond
Snake, and the Black Spake, are frequently
found, especially in the Mitchell district,

A curions circumstance that occurred last
year to o friend of mine, a Mitchell squatter, a
gentleman of clear honour, and consequently ot
indisputable credibility. He accompanied me
last May when I was out with my men * cxamin-
ing” and surveying his *runs,” which were
situated on a splendidly-watered creek, the re-
sort (as I soon found to my sorrow) of a {ribe
of murderous black fellows.

1 had camped® just here, where we now
are,” said my friend R., “and towards morning
I had a nasty dream. I dreawed that I saw a

* Let tho roader remember that * camping ** means
in Australia taking up one’s aleeping-placo for the
night even on the ground, with or without tents,
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brown snake coming over from fhat direction
(pointing to the north), nnd soon felt it crawling
over my bare feet. Guess my surprise, on
awnkening, to feel a sanke actually winding
itself between my feet? 1 was lying on a
blanket, with another blanketover me.  Remem-
ber, I was on my back, and my feet were a few
inches apart. Well this snake first passed
over my left foot, then round the sole of my
right foot tickling it horribly. After a pause,
it glided over the right foot and round the sole
of the other after which it kept ‘dabbing’ at
both soles, perhaps catching flios, until the titil-
lation almost drove me mad. At length I mus-
tered courage to raise my head and give a
«Hist ¥ when it quictly slipped away.”

1 have gercrally found among my men a be-
lief that the whip snake can jump jforward.
Une of my men told me that he came suddenly
on one of these virulent little beasts one day,
that it impediately sprang at him as high as his
breast, and that but for a very active spring on
bis part it would bave ¢ cooked ” him. He then
Ficked up a piece of stick, just in time; for it
made spring number two, and be met it by a
blow that knocked it to the ground with a bre-
ken back,

The whip snake is a most courageous and
vindictive little wretch, I was onc day in a
boat on the river Logan, when I spied one
swimming, and dirccted one of my men to hit it
with his oar. He made a blow at it, bt missed.
The creature iustantly turned and came stem
on towards the boat. 1 made several blows at
it with & whip-handle, but the water broke their
strength, and the reptile could easily have got
away ; on it came, hic wever, vindictively hissing,
until its back was broken by a tucky stroke.

In the Mitchell district, the year before last, T
had turned in about ten o’clock at night, and
lay busily plenning out the programme of my
future campaign in the far west, not far from
Burke and Withs's track, when all at once, as 1
turned on my side, I felt & snake underneath the
blanket on which I lay, and close to my shoul-
der. 1 feit it, through the blanket, gently witl
my hand. There was no doubt of the fact;
there it was, and what was to be done! After
rouch reflection I thought it best to lie still, as
from my weight on the edges of the blanket, it
could do no harm until morning, whereas, if I
stirred, it would probably have a fair chauce at
me. So I lay still and slept heartily till after
sunrise, when I discovered that the supposed
snake was the thong of a stock-whip which my
son had deposited there for safety.

Soon after I was sent to Logan, T was return-
jng one afternoon late to my camp, which was
in & place very difficult to find even by daylight,
but next to impossible in darkness. I was push-
ing on my horse as rapidly as the thick timber
would allow, when I saw an enormous black
snake a little to the left of my track. The light
was fust failing, and although I make it a mat-
ter of conscicnee to kill every snake I cam, I
dctermined to pass him. To my astonishment,
however (I had never seen the like before), the
beast made right towards me with a wicked
hiss. This was more than I could bear, so I got
off my horse, determined to “ wipe him out.” I
dou't think I ever had such difficulty in killipg
a snake, and was never in such danger—save
once, which I will speak of in due course. I
selected a piece of wood, and made furious
whacks at him, which were unsnccessful. The
stick broke in two, but my blood was up; so,
fearing that he would ‘escape, I went very close
10 give him a finisher. Before I could do $o, he
turned with wonderful quickness and seized me
by the arm, banging on to the bite in snch g
venemously tenacious way that I knew he had
emitted his poison. When I felt the punctare I
grow reckless, nnd seized bim with both hands,
fortunately near the neck, ard destroyed him.
1 brought him to my cawp, tying him with a
saddle-strap to the D-hook of the saddle, skinned
him that e¢vening, and found in bim thirteen
eggs us Jarge a8 tbose of pullets. Heé was the
largest black snake I ever saw—upwards of gix
feet. 1 experienced no ill effects, as he had not
drawn blood, but had only given ¢ a sharp

pioch through my thick coat.
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An Irish peagsant had settled on the Logan
river, having with great industry cleared some
hundreds of acree. Ho had three childron, the
youngest of whom wag about four years old,
and one of the loveliest little girls I ever saw,
I used often to alight and kiss the little creature,
she looked 80 rosy aund fresh, and wag kept so
clean and tidy. Oune morniug she was romping
with her brotber near the hut,  All at once the
latter rushed in:

** Oh, mother, mother, Neliy's been bitten by
a snakel”

It was too true, Tac marks of tho reptile's
fangs were visible on the instep.  Thoy hurricd
ber within doors, and sucked the wound, but
the stupor of death lay heavy on her. ‘'There
was no medicine for many a mile, and no doctor,
They walked her about, as long as the little
limbs could stir, but at lagt they laid her down,
and, after one wild recognising flash from her
glazing eye into her mother's face, and with a
shuddering sob, the spirit of poor little Nellie
passed away.

On the Saturday succeeding this event the
government surveyor, who with his staff was
camped about seven miles from me, was return-
ing on foot to his camp accompanied by his
chainman, They wero walking through long
grass, when on a sudden the chainman cried out :

% My God, sir, I'm bitien by something1”

“Run on to camp, thep,” said my friend.
“ Fly, and I'll be after you with all the speed 1
can, Scarify the place when you reach the
camp.”

I saw the government surveyor next day, and
he assured me that even as he spoke he saw the
man’s eyes glazing, When he arrived, he found
that the poor fellow bad scarified his own log,
but was dying fast. Two days before this, the
surveyor had been in Brisbane, and had been
entrusted with a bottle of excellent cognac for
me. A shower of rain had prevented its trans-
mission from his camp to mino, and he now
poured brandy down the throat of the dying
man. The poor fellow was almost a testotgller,
and yet the bottle of brandy had no more effect
than so much water. Meanwbile, the surveyor
despatched o man on a fleet horee to o neigh-
bouring station for more spirits, and, by the
time the brandy wag exhausted, the messenger
arrived with a case bottle of gin. In a few
minuteg the patient began to show some liveli-
ness, and to talk with vivacity; but not until
be bag taken the iast drop of the gin did he
exhibit the slightest sign of inebriation. The
instant that he did show signs of it, the sarveyor
felt that he was saved. The sarveyor acted
nobly. For a whole hour he persisted in suck-
ing the wound of this poor man, whose leg was
not over-clean. When next day I saw the
patient, he had quite recovered.

The very best thing in the world for snake
bites is strong liquor ammonie applied to the
wound, and a dilution of the same taken inter-
nally,  Next to this is a thorough internal gatu-
ration by ardent spirits.

A mcdical gentleman, in conjunction with
myself, made experiments of the effects of snake
bites on rabbits. One rabbit, s magnificent
specimen, ate heartily after being bitten by a
digmond snake. We began to think that the
reptile must heve expended bis venom before the
trial, when all at once the rabbit, which was
cating 3 Ieituce, uttered a squeak, and fell dead
without a quiver. This was about ten minutes
after the bite,

A friend of mine put & whip-snake into a
bottle, buried it botween three and four feet in tho
earth, and kept it there undistuched during the
winter months. Whean spring was well ad-
vanced he took it out, uncorked the bottle, and
the beast, which had appeared to bo dormant,
sprang up at him with such speed that ho had
& VCIY DArrow escape.

The carpet snake of Queensland is 2 species
of boa, avd is venomless. I ought to know this
well, fo abont five yearsago I twas skinning. o
monstrous one which I thought dead, swhen it
fastened upon my fingers, and bit me very
severcly in-three places, drawing blood copious-
ly. I shall never forget tho looks of my men,
and their rapid production of any amount of

knives to cut off the finger on the gpot, Ilaughed
at their dolorous appearance, wrapped my hand
in a bandkerchief, and finished the operation of
skinning, to their utter amazomont.* Nothing
can persuade cven the most experienced bush-
men that any snake can be harmless.

About four years ago I witnessed a battle-
royal botween my son and & carpet-suake. Both
showed great determination. My boy was only
twelvo years old ; but o was more than & match
for the snake, so I would not interfere, He had
picked up a short stick, and after combatting
for about a quarter of an Lour, he succceded in
breaking the bruto's back, and thus rendered it
an casy prey. [t measured «leven feet two
inches. A very large opossum was found in its
stomach, and 1n a perfoct state of preservation.
The last snake fight I had took place a short
time sinco in the bed of a dry creek that runs
into the Thomson river. I was riding along
carelessly, when all at once I saw an enormous
brown suake wriggling betweea my horso’s legs.
Now the brown spake is a thing of horror, so [
tried to back my horse with all my strength,
but the attempt was useless, 50 I gave bim the
spur, and he went over it. 1 then dismounted,
seized & stick which broke at the first blow, and
by this time the snake was ascending the steep
bank. He wwas on the point of getling away,
when I made a fiercer blow with the fragment
that remeined in my bhand, and broke his back,
but it was near the tail, and the beast was able
to turn round and make almost a vertical blow
at mo from above. I don't think I ever in my
life expericnced such a feeling of alarm a3 I did
during the half second of its approach. I re-
member sceing its devilish head level with my
face, and [ remember striking out with my stick,
but how I escaped 1 know not to this bour;
however, when my staff came up they found me
skinning it. I neversaw a larger brown snake;
it measured more than six feet in length, bat in
girth it was immensec.

A great deal has been said of the instinctive
dread ot snakes which is exhibited by four-footed
animals. This does not accord with my expe-
rience, 83 I know of dogs and cats having a
great liking for killing them ; and 1 have never
yet bad a horse that showed the slightest alarm
cven while quite closc to them. Once my fa-
vourite saddle-horse actually “ squeshed” a large
black snake which was lying coiled up on the
road, and I did not know it until I gota yard
or two beyond the spot.

It is impossible for a stranger to pronounce
upon every snake he may come across ; still, jt
way be useful to give & few hints which can e
fully understood by every one, Wheaever you
see a snake with a neck, that is, with a hollow
behind the head on both sides, and, combined
with this, 4 thin tapering tail, be assured that
snake is non-venomous; but when you see n
snake with no neck, and, combined with thjs, a
stumpy tail, that snake is in the highess degree
venomous.

DAVY JONES, JUNIOR.

BY DUTTON COOR.

CHAPTER V.

About nine o'clock the next night, 8 sudden
voise made Mrs. Barford start so much—sha wag
by no means a person given to starting—that
she dropped and broke a jug she was filling with
bot water from the bar-fice, 0T

“Why, God bless me I she cried ; ¢ what can
bave happened ? As I'm a living woman there's
been another shot fired, on Block's wharf, [
heard the report distinctly. Please Qod no
harm’s bappened to old Block! And wyhat's
come to my nerves, X wonder? I've brokensy

jug. Ianeverdid such a thing before in aft my
life. My, best jug too.”, o

A fow minutes, and Davy Jones cames un-
ning, intp the Travellers Joy, breathless and pale
and trembling all over. -

X3 the bdy mad ™ demanded Mrs. Barford.
Ho was clutching her arm very tightly.

“ Oh pleaso Mrs, Borford, will you comg di-
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rectly,” ho gasped. ¢ Tho aster's beon shot by
some villuin outside on the wharf; and Miss
Nanoy—it will kifl her—it will kill hec ! IHelp
her, plcase help her!” As Lo spoke, Davy tot-
tered, threw ‘up his hands, and, but for Mrs. Bar-
ford’s aid, would have fallen on the floor 0 the
bar in o fuinting fit.

Sho dasbed cold water on his faco and pour-
ed brandy into his mouth,

# Poor 1ad, how deathly white be looks! And
he weighs n mere nothing., Cbhafo his hands
Betsy—he'll come round in a minute.” She had
taken him up in her arms—she was a strong
woman—as though he had been a tiny child,
and carried himn to a sofa that stood at the end
of the room. She bad disliked the boy previous-
Iy, holding him very chbeaply, bat she couldn’t
have been more tender with him now had she
been his mother., In truth, & woman's heart
beat within Mvs. Barford’s sturdy and substan-
tial framo. And it was noticeable, that from the
time when Davy Jones had fainged in her arms
she took up with milder notions concerning him ;
left off calling him ¢‘a limb,” seemed rather to
pity tbau to censure him, and in gsome sort con-
stituted berself his friend and proteetress. She
was satisfied, piobably, that his cmotion at the
troubles afflicting his master’s house was the re-
sult of genuine sympatby and sorrow.

Presently he had recovered sufficiently to ac-
company ber to Mr, Block's,

A strange scenc presented itself in the ship-
breaker's parlour fronting the river. Mr. Block
frightfully pale and weak, lay stretched upon the
floor, his head propped up by pillows. Mr. Jas-
per, the medical man, looking very grave in-
decd, was in attendance, rendering such aid as
was possible, Close beside bim stood Mr. Star-
kie, who seemed to be almost paralysed by anx-
jety apd alarm. Miss Block, with a face like
a ghost, was on her kaces by the side of her
futber, bathing his temples with vinegar, the
while ske with difficulty restrained herself from
swooning away.

1t was whispered that poor eld Mr. Block had
not long to live. A lawyer had been sent for to
make big will, and a messeoger had been des-
patched to Bow Strect to give information to the
police authorities of the crime that had becn
perpetrated. The shot had taken cffect in the
left lung., Whencver the wounded man attempt-
ed to speak his mouth filled with blood. As a
racasure of relief, and possibly because it was
held at that time a proper operation to perform
in almost =1l ~+ses demanding medical aid, Mr.
Jasper had advived that his patient should be
bled su the arm. This bad been accomplished
amidst a stronge and ¢ wful silence. Tho suffer-
er, much weakened, w. s by this means enabled
to utter a few words, but only at loag intervals,
and in & whisper that was just audible,

A justice of the peace was brought in to re-
ceive the deposition of the dying man. He had
but a simple statemont to make.

« God knows,” he gasped, ‘1 never injured
any man 50 as to lead him to take my life Jiko
this.”

s Pruer words were never spoken,” murmured
Mrs. Barford. And then che whispered to Davy,
while the tears filled her own cyes, ¢ Don’t cry
my lad. He's going to a belter world than
this.”

Ho had been sitting all the evening in bis par-
lour facing the river, Mr. Block deposed. He
had been goiog through various papers and books
of account with his partner, Godfrey Starkie.
Once or twice he had been left alone while Star-
kie, in aid of their examination, bad gone to fetch
further papors from the office on the other side
of the house. ‘They had bad tea together ia the
parlour. At Mr. Block’s desire, Starkie had
gone to hring in the cash-book of the past year;
he bad not been gouo two minutes when Mr,
Block saw the window raised a few inches from
tho outside ; & .and was thrust into the room.
Ther camse a flash, the report of a pistol, and ho
found bimself struck in the side. It was the
work of a moment, ard so strange and sudden,
he said, that itscemed liko & dream.  He hardly
knew what hed happeaed, or how it had hap-

ned: He had nothing more to ray,

Did he suspect any onc?
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No, he did not know whom to suspect.

Did he notice anything remarkablo about the
hand ?

As far as bo could geo it was a whito hand.

As tho deponent gave this auswer, & police
officer standing by suddenly grasped the boy
Davy by the wrist and beld up bis hand towards,
tho light. He dropped it instantly, with an air
of disappointment. The boy's band was black
with tar—not o new soil, for the tar was quite
dry. Mrs. Barford, with o fierce look, drew tho
boy closer to her.

The lasyer wrote out rapidly a short wiil. Mr,
Block bequeathed the whole of bis property to
hig only daughter, and appointed his friend
Godfrey Starkio to be hisexecutor. He request.
ed in a feeble tone that they would Jift bim up
that he might sign the will. Mr. Jasper and
Sturkio together raised bim to u sitting posture.
Just then ho was seized with a shivering fit,
and for some minutes was unable to hold bkis
pen between bis fingors. At last e succceded
in aflixing & ve.y tremulous signaturc to the
document the lawyer had prepared. Then,
with a faint cry, * My poor Nancy, may God
protect hier !” ho fell back upon the pillows, the
blood streamiug from bis mouth.

“All js over ! said tho doctor, after a slight
pause. ¢ Look to Miss Block, some one.

Upon the order of the magistrate, the Bow
Street officers took possession of the bouse, Miss
Block, more dead than alive, was placed under
the protection of Mrs. Barford, and conveyed to
the Traveller’s Joy, to remain there uantil after
the inquest, or until ber nearest relatives could
be communicated with.

The police constable who bad examined
Davy’s hand scemed now struck by o new idea.
Suddenly and-dexterously he seized the boy by
the ankle, at the risk of throwing him down,
and heid bis foot towards the lLight. His shoes
were covered with the thick yellow clay of the
wharf,

“ Haven't T been at work in the wharf all the
day lopg ?” demanded the boy.

“ You must hand thos~ shoes over to me my
fine fellow,” said the constable. 'l find you a
pair to wear instead.”

With augry, tearful eyes, Dary glared round
at the feet of tho by-standers, in hapes, possibly
that someo other shoes 1ight be found in a state
as suspicious as his own. He found none, how-
ever., [t was noticed that ho had® looked parti-
cnlarly at the shoesworn by Mr. Starkie, How-
ever, Mr. Starkie's shoes were as bright and
clean, and his ribbed catton stockings ag bril-
liantly white ag ever It was clea~ that he had
not been out on the wharf that ¢v  ing.

An inquest was held upon tue pody of Mr.
Block. The jury returned a verdict of ¢¢ Wilful
murder agaiust some pemson or persons un-
known.” An attempt was made to bring the
crime home to the apprentice of the wmurdered
man. A catisfactory «lébi was proved, howerer.
Davy Jones was in conversation with Miss
Nancy Blezk when the pistol shot was heard,
Miss Block, in deep mourning and painfully dis-
tressed, came forward as a witness on his behalf.
It was said very generally that hor testimony
had saved the boy’s neck from the gallows ; or,
at any rate, bad prevented his being forthwith
committed to prison to take his trial for murder.
Tho cvidenco against him amounted to little
moro than suspicion, joined to his ill-repute in
the neighbourhood as a mischiovous and evilly-
disposed boy.

t And even if I hadn't been at your side at
the moment, you'd never have thought it was
me that took the master’s lifo—surely you never
would, Miss Nancy ?” hosaid.

¢ No, Davy, my poor boy, indecd I never
could bave thought of“such a thing. But, ob,
Davy, if we could but bring the murderer to jus-
ﬁw l.'l

“Iloved the master. 1 haven’t worked for
him as I ought, I know. I feel it now. I'mal-
most as bad a boy as they say I am. But God
knows I'd nover hurt a bair of his head! I'd
have giveo my lifo for bis, and welcome. I'd
givo it now to spare you pain, Miss Nancy; you
know I would. And I'll never rest till T've

found the poor master’s murderer.”
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Meanwhile, Davy had been dismissed tho
wharf—Dbidden, indeed, somewhat agri v, to
show his face no moro upon the premises. Mr,
Starkio stated be did not require tho sorvices of
bis lato partner's apprentice—a worthiess boy,
of idle and mischiovous inclination, to say the
best of him. For a tinie he was subsisting on tho
bounty of \Irs. Barford, of the Travellers Joy.

CHAPTER V.

The mysterious murder of Mr. Block occasion-
ed a greatstirand commotion. The Government
of the day offered a large reward for the discovery
and conviction of the murderer, while a free
pardon was promised to anyone privy to tho
crime, not being the actual asgassin, who would
aid tho administration of justico by turning
King's evidence, Crowds from all parts visited
the scene of tho Rotherbithe tragedy. Much
sympathy was cxpressed for the daughter of the
unfortunate man; but for a time all attempts to
clucidate the wystery rewained incfectval, The
officars of the law were said to be cortainly baf-
fied and at fault,

With many people the apprentice Davy Jones
wag still an object of grave suspicion. The
story of that other apprentice George Barnwel?,
the subject of Mr, Lillo's admirable play, wag
frequently quoted and sagaciously commented
on as being singularly apposite to tho present
case. The police constable who, on the night
of the murder, had made so close an examination
of Davy's hands and feet, clung to his theory of
the boy’s guiltwith singular pertinacity. Every
small picce of evidence he could collect he
sought to twist and shape and fit into this view
of the affuir  He was forever hanging about the
Traveller's Joy, listening to the talk there,
smoking his pipe and takiog his glass, in a very
fricndly and pleasant way, but with his cyes
incessantly watching every movement of Davy
Jounes.  Mrs. Barford, for the entertainment of
guests, oftentimes strangers now, drawa by cu-
riosity from distant parts of London, woald re-
Iate her share in tue ovents of that drcadful
cvening., She went into much detail in her re-
cital.  “I shall never forget,” shesaid one night,
*“ how the poor soul shivered and let fall his pen,
when they were liftiog him up to sign his will.
I fancy that the sight of Mr. Starkic's white
hands reminded him somchow for the moment
of the hand be had seen at tho window.” Toa
closy observer it might have occurred that the
Bow Street officer was struck by this fancy of
Mrs, Barford's and took a mental noto of it
His manner towards the boy underwent a change
from that time; aud he was said to bave been
seen shortly afterwards in close confabulation
with Mr. Block's lawyer and Mr, Jasper the
doctor, who took a keeninterest in the case, and
yet were both ze~arded as friends and patrons
of Davy Jones, aLd had never for ono moment
credited his guilt.

Miss Block, her health much shattercd, and
her grief unspeakably great, remaiucd under the
shelter of Mrs. Barford’s reof. It was reported
that she had determined not to quit the neigh-
bourbood until justice had been donc uwpon. her
father’s murderor. She was not left ioo well
rrovided for, people said. ‘'The late Mr. Block's
affairs were notin uearly so prosperous a state as
had been imagined. The business was carried on
by the surviving pertner, who, it was rumoured,
had been paying his addresses for some time to
Miss Block. Of course an immediato marriage
was not to bo thought of ; but it was generally
estcemed desirable forMiss Block's interests that
she should eventualiy become Mrs. Starkie. In
such wiso $he manifest dificulties of her sitna-
tion wvould be satisfactorily adjusted. Many of
Miss Block's fricnds, therefore, counselled ber
by all means to favour XMr. Starkie's suit; pre-
suming tbat he was pregenting bhimsolf-ag a sui-
tor. Such chances, they averred, -did not oc-
cur every day; and should, actordingly, when
they did occur, be appreciated and mado the
most of, especjzlly by people ¢ withoat featares,”
zud, 8s it now appeared, without forttna:cither,
To rejeot the offer of marriage of 'a man'likoafr.
Starkic, supposing that ho ever was weak <nough
to make such an offer, was a procceding that
would be characterised vy Miss Block’s friends
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ouly as a sort of “flying in . face of Provi-
dence,’ It was ir vain that Miss Block repre-
sented that =he did not want advice of that, or
mdeed, of any kind.  Miss Bloek's friends knew
better what was good for her than she ko :w her-
self so they persisted in giving ber advice, which
wagz, indeed, all they dud give her, and was, after
all, not a gift of nvery costly or valuable nature.
1 it had been, Miss Block’s frienmds probably,
would not have been guite su Iiberal with it

CHAPTER VI

Miss Bloch oceupied a quiet upper clmber in
Mrs. Batford's house, commanding a view of the
nver, and of the wharf-premises of her fathier,
Late one night, when she could not sleep tn
thinking of her sorrows, and of certain events
that bad happened that day, she was startled by
the sound as of people talhing under hier window.
tn some alarm she rose yuietly and lovked forth,
It seemed to her that there were two figures
moving in the wharf below.  As she became
more accustumed to the dim light, she perceived
that one was a burly man in top boots, who
carried a datk lanthorn. 1t was the Bow Street
officer. The vther was surely Davy Jones, et
in such a guise that he wa~ hardly to be recug-
msed,

He was but hall dressed;, and black as inh
from head to fuot. & rope was tied round lus
waist, and the line was held by Lis companion
as a measure of precaution, wlule the huy was
wading, and plunging, and searchigin the dark
mud of the wharf.  Again and again he scemed
in danger of sinking below the surface, when
nnmedintely ke was drawn out by the officer.
For some time the labours of the pair secied to
be in vain.  They stopped for some nuuutes to
regain breath and to rest.

w105 Jucky 1 never was afraid of durt,” the
apprentice wes heard to say, in a low voice.
« Now, I'll go 1n agan, the tide will be in upon
us very shortly. Hullo! my fuot struck against
something— a stone? no, not a stune.  1ve lost
it—no, [ havet.”

He was drawn in presently, bearing a smali
dark object in lus hand.  The officer was seen
10 «xamine it carefully by the light of fus lan-
thern.,

« Hist ! David. Is that you ? " said Miss Block.

#] must see you,—1 must speak to you, as soon
as may be. Come round to the front door, T'l}
let you in.”

«'Shall I ¢ome as 1 am?
in mud, Migs Nancy.”

« What does that matter 2

Miss Block went down softly to the street-
door of the Traveller's Joy  In a nnnnte David
presented bimsclf,—a dreadful vlhyect,—very wet,
and slimy, and muddy, with an old sack thrown
over his shoulders. Yet Miss Block did not
shrink from bim,

«1 want to warn yon of danger, Davy, Keep
out of Nr. Starkie's sight.  Don’t let lnm sce you
about the wharf. He has been threatening you
—he has been threatening me.  Hes sery angry
with us both. He avows we are in league to-
gether.  Hesays that I care for—that I love you
Davy.”

t How dare heinsult you, Mass Nancy 7 quoth
David, simply.

«] have rejected his suit, and he is mad with
rage against my,—and against every one I—I
care for. Hesays n word from bim would send
you to the gallows. Ie threatens to make oath
before the magistrates that you were not by my
side when the shot was fired, and that I fore-
swore myself at the inguest i order to screen
you, He will be avenged on both of us, he says.
So take care, Davy, wbat you do. Heisa bad
and unscrupulous man. I did not think so once,
I own, but [ know it now too well. Take care
then, Davy. But go now , you are wet through,
you will catch your death of cold. I ought not
1o have kept you so long. Godbless you, Davy.”

“] haven't been labouring in vaiu, Miss
Nancy,” said David, cheerily, ag he hurried off.

The next morsing Mr. Starkic presented him-
self at Bow Street. He had astatement to make,
he said, in reference to the late tragedy st Ro-
therhithe, His name was Godfrey Starkie, part-
ner of the deceased shipbreaker.

1 m Lalf smotbered
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“Fhe very man we want,” said a constable ’
“ Quick with the haund-cuffs, Jem. [ arrest’
you, Godfiey Strakie, on the charge of wilful ;
murder of the late Sumpson Block of Rother- |
tithe "

The prisoner ~tarted, but recovered himself
immediately.  * You shall pay denrly for this,"
he said, indignantly. “Bring me to trial ag
soon ag may be, I'll wager a hundred pounds 1
am acquitted and ride home from the assizes in
a post-chmise and four.”

CHAPTER VILL

Tuk arrest of Mr. Starkie occazioned much
surpnise.  Some were inclined to vote the pro-
ceeding a desperate attempt on the part of the !
authontics at all costs to demonstrate their ac-
tivity and to scem 1o be doing something
Others laughed outright at the utter absurdity
of the business, There was no case against
Mr. Starkic; there conld be no case against him.
There was not a tittle of evidence to connect
him with Me. Block’s death. Why, but a few
nights before that sad event, his own life had
been attempted! Besides, what possible motive
could he have for taking the bfe of bis partner |
and fnend ? The man who commits a crime
must have a motive, it was argued.  What mo-
tive was there to induce Mr. Starkie to perpe-
trate a murder ? people asked, again and again;
paused for a reply, and got nonc—at least, none
that they could consider at all sufflicient or satis. |
factory. He was without any such motive,
they determined ; and, therefore, he must be in- Il
nocent, and the real murderer mmst he sought |
tor in some other quarter |

Nevertheless, m spite of all the arguments
about ¢ motice,” opinions adverse to the priso-
ner gradually arose  In the minds of many peo- !
ple the mere fuct that a charge is brought against
1 man s quite suflicient for his conviction and
condemnation  Mr Starkie’s neighbours hegan
at last to ask themselves what they really kot
about him : and thig, it seemed, amounted tolit-
tle enough  He lhad come among them with
some suddenness  No one was acquainted with
his antecedents He was well-behaved, and
comely-looking, and of industrious habits ; but
always reserved and taciturn  He never spoke
of his own affairs ; he appeared to have no rela-
tions or personal friends. Yet he certainly bad
been implicity trusted by his late partner, who
had set store upon his services, and was always
supposed to entertnin a high opiniou of him,
By-and by it vozed out that the case against him
gained strength every day  Thereupon many
were found to declare that they had never liked
him frow the first, and had said all along that
hie knew more abont Sampson Block’s death than
he cared to tell,

The trial took place at the Surrey Sessions
held in Horsemonger Lane, Southwark, before
the Lord Chief Baron Sir Archibald Macdorald.
The celebrated counsellor, Mr. Garrow, appeared
on the part of the Crowun The prisoner Was
assisted by a junior barrister to cross-examine
witnesses, and to argue nny points of law that
might arise in the course of the trial. It was
not, it may be noted, until many years later,
that advocates were permitted to appear on be-
half of accused persons, and to address the juiy
as to the facts of the case before them.

The evidence of the witnesses called for the
Crown, in regard to the manner of Mr. Block's
death, though of course more fully stated, dif-
fered little in effect from the narrative which
has been aircady laid before the veader. But
the case for the prosecution involved certain
peculiarities  to which brief allusion may be
made. Mr. Garrow’s theory of the prisoners
guilt necessitated proof in the first instance that
suflicient motive existed to induce Starkie to
take his partner’s life, and secondly, that it was
impossible that any other man but Starkie could
have been guilty of the murderous deed. It fol-
lowed as part of this theory, that the attcrapt
upon his +vn Iife which was alleged by Starkie
to have been made some nights previous to the
murder of Mr. Block, was entirely fictitious, and
that he bad himself fired a pistol at the wall of
Mr. Block’s parlour, in order to avert suspicion,

| commodated with seats upon the Bench,

and to give risc to a charge against some other
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person when the time arrived for his committing
the crime he had already in contomplation.

The court was crowded to excess. Royal
dukes with unintellectual facial angles were ac-
Tllus-
trious foreigners were in attendance to instruct
themselves concerning English forins of trial for
murder. Rank and fashion besieged the doors
of the Sessions House in vain attempts to obtain
admission to the already overcrowded court.
The prisoner was plainly dressed in dark-coloured
clothes, and perfect composure marked his coun-
tenance and manner during the groater part of
the trial.  His handsome facc and quiet bearing

\ attracted admiration and sympathy, pasticulacly

from the female portion of the andience. Mr.
Garrow’'s opening oration was listened to with
wrapt attention. It was the general opinion
that the case, though indirect and depending
greatly upon circminstantial evicence, was yet
strong against the accused.

With regatd to the motive inducing the pri-
soner to take the life of his partuer, Mr. Garrow
=aid : % The, e hag been much talk on this head,
gentlemen, We have heard a great deal a8 to
the absence of motive on the part of the prisoner
at the bar.  But, let me remind you, Gentlemen
of the Jury, that the temptation which leads a
man to commit a crime, is not necersarily or in
every instance a great one. [ shall show you,
however in the course of the present case, how
keen an interest the accused had in the death
of this most unfortunate and deeply lamented
Mr. Block. I shall show you how the prisoner
at the bar first came unon the scene—a penniless
adventurer—beseecling that he might be em-
ployed in any wa), upon any terms, howeser
humble, so that he raight carn suflicient to allay
the pange of hig hunger. I shall show yoa how
he seadually aud insidiously crept into the con-
fidence of his benefactor, and bow basely he
abused that confidence. I do not deny him the
possession of abilities—but would to God,
gentlemen, that he had employed them to a bet-
ter purpose! I shall show you how hiskind and
unsuspecting employer became in time his dupe
and his victim, How by an artful system of
forgeries and falsification of accounts, he induced
Mr. Block to believe in the depreciation of his
business to a considerable cxtent (professional
accountants and experts will give evidence on
these points which will not fail to carry convic-
tion to the minds of every one of you)—and then
persuaded the deluded gentleman to admit him,
the prisoner at the bar, to a share in the profits
of his trade, and to promote him from the posi-
tion of servant and clerk to that of equal and
partner, But, gentlemen, Mr. Block was sufti-
ciently a man of business to require that a con-
sideration for this arrangemgnt, so advantageous
to the prisoner, should be paid to bim, The prison-
errepresented that hie had friends prepared to ad-
vance him the necessary funds, and accordingly
lodged in the hands of Mr. Block a bill-—which
will be put in evidence—for the amount of one
thousand pounds, which he had made payable
at the banking house of Messrs. Percival, of
Lombard Street. I shall show you that the
story as to his monied friends was entirely false: .
that he had no account at that banking houss;
0o relations whatever with those bankers. I
shatl show you that he had no means, and that
he had attempted no arrangement to meet that
bill. I shall show you that that bill became due
ou the very day of Mr. Block’s death. Is it not
probable, gentlemen, is it not evident, that s
failing to meet that bill would induce distrust
and disquict, inguiry and investigation, until the
whole scheme of bis fraud and his imposture
would be discovered and disclosed, and fall to
the ground like a house built with cards?
Gentlemen, alarmed at the perilous position in
which he stood, he resolved that his forgeries
should remain undiscovered; that Mr. Block
shonld never know that the bill had not been
met, but should rather perish in that sudden and
frightful and barbarous manner with whica you
have been already made acquainted. Gentle-
men, I sball prove all this by tho clearest and
most direct testimony, and then I shall ask you,
whetber I have not indeed shown you that mo-
tive sufficient cxisted to induce a heartless and
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reckless man, such as the prisuner at the bar, to
plan the destruction of his fellow creature, and
to carry out that plan to its full nud most fearful
end.”

A model of Mr. Block's house aud premises
was produced in court, and the impossitnlity of
auy escapo oy means of the river or over the
polisades on either side of the wharf was plain-
ly demoustrated, [t seemed clear that the mar-
der must have heen committed by some one who
wus an inmate of Mr. Block's house at the time,
As the case procecded, the web of evidence drew
very tightly and closely round tho prisoner.
Mr. Garrow proceeded to consider the manuer
in which the crime had been effocted.

« The weapon,” he said, *f with which, accord-
ing to the theory of the prosecution, the crime

was perpetrated, witl be produced m court be- |

forc you: a pocket-pistol recovered in the pre-
sence of a police officer, by one David Jones,
the apprentice of the decensed—recovered [ say
after infinite pains and difliculty from the thick
mud of the river.” (Ureat seusation in court at
the mention of this fact.) ¢ The apprentice,
moved by the circumstance of his having been
at one timo himself an object of suspicion, or
us I would rather belicve, by a sincere desire
that the murderer of his kind and gond master
ghould be discovered and brought to justice, at
tho risk of his own lifv sought and found the
weapon now before you, in the deep mud of the
river. [ shall bo able to prove to you that this
pistol was scen to be M the possessior of the
prisoner at the bar only a short tune before the
night of the murder.” Further upon this fuct
the learncd counse! dwelt for sume time, and
thea proceeded. * Aud now, gentleen, we ap-
proach the final catastrophe, the last few minutes
of Mr. Block’s life on thus earth. The prisoner,
as it appears by the deposition of Mr. Block,
quitted the room facing the river, to bring a par-
ticular book from another part of the house.
Now, mark, gentiemen—ae did not relurn with
the volume required. Why? Because, before
he could obtain it, he was disturbed and brought
back by the sound of the pistol-shot? Not so,
gentlemen, Rather because he bad quitted the
house stealthily—to creep to the window look-
ing on to the wharf, to raise 1t from the outside,
to thrust in hkis white hand,” (it was noticed
here that the prisoner quickly witbdrew from
public notice bis bands, which had previously
been resting in front of him on the ledge of the
dock), to take deliberate aim, and to discharge
his deadly weapon at the unfortunate deceased.
But we shall be told that his shoes were after-
wards noticed not to be soiled, as they must
bave been soiled had he stood but for a moment
in thoe thick, soft clay of the wharf. Tho ex-
plavation is very simple. Heslipped off his shoes
at the door. He stood in his stockinged feet while
he accomplished his murderous task—then flung
away his pistol, deep, as ho fancied, in the river
mud~—returned within doors, resumed his shocs,
and affected ignorance and innocence of what
had happened. Gentlemen, the ribbed white
cotton stockings worn by the prisoner on that
fatal night, bave been found seccreted in his
chamber. They will be produced in court, and
properly identified by disinterested witnesses.
And your attention will be drawa to the fact
that they are soiled and stained as ouly stock-
ings could be soiled and staed which had been
worn without shoes on the wet, soft, yellow clay
of the whasf of *" : unfortunate Mr. Block.”
An exteaordinary excitement followed this mi-
nute statement of the probable manger in which
the murder had beenr perpetrated.

The caso for the Crown was fairly borne out
by-the evidenco adduced. .

The prisoner, when called upon for his defence,
seomed to be overwhelmed by the weight of the
caso against him. He contented himsell with
protestations, agnin and again repedted, of his
entire innocence of the charge brought against
bim. He described it as a conspiracy to destroy
bim. Ho stated that the death of his partaer,
so far from being & profit to him, had involved
him in ruin and bankruptey; and that he was
pot so destituto of worldly means but that he
could have mot the bill for a thousand pounds if
e had thought proper to do su, and if Mr. Block

 of white hands.
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had not consented to the payment of the bill
being deferred. e denied that the pistol found
in tho river had ever been seen in his possession.
Amidst some murmuring in court, suppressed
with dificulty by the ushers, he declared that
“thoso who il tho pistol knew best where to
find i, and ho boldly accused Davy Jounes of
the murder of his master, and clinrged Miss
Block with complicity in the crime. ¢ IIad the
apprentice,” he demanded, “no interest in his
master’s death?  Wag not the apprentice the
lover of his master's daughter?  Could he bave
hoped to win her during his master’s life, or
any other way but by tus master’s death? And
for the daughter, was it to bo wondered at that
she should prefer her lover to her father?  Had
not the jury heard before of such doaughters?
What was an old man’s Iife compared to a young
man's love ¥ To what would & woman not con-
sent when her tover implored her?”  The judge
even interposed to assure the prisoner that
observations of this kind woull rather irjure
than assist his canse. The indignation against
him in court hardly knew bounds, “Solam
to be sacrificed to preserve the reputation of an
unnatural daughter!” he exclaimed. But he
proceeded with greater caution afterwards, He
ridiculed the notion of convicting hum by reason
of his soiled stockings. Of course there were
stockings soiled with clay to he found in his
possession, Why not? Was he not a shipbreak-
er? Dud not his business take him constantly
into the mire and clay of his wharf? Did men’s
lives depend on the state of their stockings?
Suarely 1t was not upon such evidency the jury
would consign i to the scaffold. In such
case who was safe? Then there had been talk
White bands, forsooth' siuce
when, he wanted to know, had a fair complenion
been o hanging matter 7 Besides—it was alto-
gether mounstrous!—would not any hand look
white, thrust out of the darkuess of the night
into a highted room ?  What dependence was to
be placed upon the dim vision of an wmvalid ?
But white or black, it was nothing to him, aod
but that the murdered man's daughter had for-
sworn herself, determined that he should hang
rather than that her lover should be brought to
Justice, he could have satisfied the jury that he
was at the back of the house, and not at the
front, when the fatal shot was fired, and there-
fore that it was unot possible he could have been
the assassin of the late Mr. Block,

He ended his peroration, as he had begun his
speech, by assuring the court of his absolute in-
nocence, and then called several witnesses to
testify to his general humanity and good con-
duct.

The Chief Baron sumwmed up the evidence dis-
tinctly and iwmpressively; but, it was said in
court, strongly against the accused.

The jury, without quitting their box, found a
verdict of * GuiLty.”

The presence of mind of the prisoncr now
secmed wholly to abandon him. e was as one
wsane from terror. He interrupted the judge
in passing sentence, with protestations of his
innocence, with cries, shrieks, threats, and im-
precations.  Ho besought Miss Block to save
him; on his kaces he implored Davy Jones to
say a good word for him, He clungto the spikes
in front of the dock, praying the jury to recon-
sider their verdict, and to spare his life. The
Chief Baron's senteace was hardly audible for
the agonised screams of the prisoner. It was a
terrible and a sickening spectacle, Only by em.
pioying forciblo means could the wreiched man
be removid from the court and be conveyed
back to prison.

There was no hope of mercy for him, No at-
tempt was made to intercede for bhim and obtain
a modification of his sentence.

The trial was on a ®~turday. Qan the follow-
ing Tuesday, Godfrcy Starkie suffered the ex-
treme penalty of the law in Horsemonger Lane,
an extraordinary crowd being present at the
scene.

His body, according to the custom of tho pe-
riod, was afterwards conveyed to Sury  n’s Hall
for dissection. "
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Davy Jonos had been complimented by the
court on s conduct and tho manner in which
ho had given his evidenco. A subscription was
get on foot for his beuelit, by way of recognition
of lus meritorious behaviour, and o considerable
amount realised.

“How brave you were, Davy!” said Miss
Block.

[ don't know that I did more than any other
boy would have done, Miss Nancy.”

“ How much T owe you, you will never know,
Davy. To think that [——But no, no, no! [
never could have loved that dresiful man!?”

“f may kiss your hand now, Miss Nancy?”
lie nsked, simply.

“ Davy, my dear Davy !
ing about?”

Sho flung her arm3 round his neck.

Davy Joues, Junior, like the distinguished
person after whom he had been designated—liko
Davy Joncs, Senior, in point of fact—was not
so black as he had been painted, nor so black as
he had painted himself. Just as all is not goid
that glitters, so all i3 not clean that seems so at
first sight. It i3 necessary to examine below the
surfuce as well as above oefore deciding an opin.
ion,

What are you talk-

[Coneluded )
THE PRESS AT SEA.

Y the aborve title is not intended any auda-
cious reflection upon the errors of the Fourth

Estate—no malicious hint at the labyrinths in
which it occasionally fiuds itself, cither through
want of information, or—which is moce often
the case—through a superabundance of it: wo
simply refer to newspapers printed and published
on shipboard. These are among the ¢ things not
generally known,’ even to the reading public,
while many stay-at-horae folk, it is probable,
may not even have heard of them. Neverthe-
less, in not a few of our large, long-voyaging,
clipper-ships, itis customary, among other efforts
to relicve the tedium of sailing across half the
world, to publisb a weekly newspaper. Some
person of talent among the passengers under-
takes to edit it; its literary contributors aro
volunteers from all parts of the ship—Saloon,
Second Cabin, Intermediate, and Steerage; the
captain generally favours it with quotations from
his Log, and prognostications, eagerly devoured,
of the probable duration of the voyage; and the
medical officer promulgates in it his bulletins of
health. The cvents that occur on board the ship
itself—which have, of course, a public interest
they would not possess on land—are duly chron-
icled, as well as any external incidents, such as
speaking with otlier vessels, sighting icebergs,
or catching of sharks. There is a Serial Novel
—ivithout which, how is it possible, in these
days, to keep anything afloat¥—and a Poet's
Corner, for those whose Muse has not been pros-
trated by sea-sickness.

There is such an ocean newspaper now lying
before us; it was printed, we suppose, for what
may be called ‘private circulation,’and not intend-
cd for landsmen’s cyes ; but still, wo bought it at
a London book-stal), and thereforo may consider
it the reverse of sacred. Moreover, it is very
creditable to all concerned, and requires no ua-
favourable remarks. Uunder these circumstances,
we need not conceal its genuine title:

HE LIGHINING GAZETTE axD OCEAN AD-

VERTISER—Published on board the colebrat-
ed Black Bal! Clipper-ship nghlnins. on hor Voyage
from Malbourge to Liverpool, 1661—1862.

It is a double-column quarto jourual, at first
covfined to two pages, but following the custom
of .and newspapers which have sccured popular-
ity, gradually increasing to three, and even four.
Itg prico is nowhere mentioned, and from an ob-
servatiop in its own columng—namely, ¢ that the
proprictors are not hampered by the vile consi-
deration of whether tho speculation will ¢ pay”’
—we must conclude that the Gazetle was gratui-
tous, If this was really the case, wo may hon-
estly say, that we have often paid money for
rauch worse newspapers on shore. The chief in~
terest of it, howerer, to our own readers, wilg
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be undoubtedly the insight it gives us into * life
on the acean wave, not the attic salt of its liter-
nture, but the amuck of the salt-sen that pervades
1t from beginning to end  This 13 especinlly the
case with the advertisemeuts of the Lightning
Gazelte. Theso are very various, and raunge
from the notices of the times of holding Divine
Service down to propoesed matcehes at whist and
drafts . bul they are all unearthly and marine
‘I'he first number 18 pubhished on 13th December,
 tortnight atter they leave Melbourno ; aud cven
at that early date, the day of arrival in England
atfords matter for very liberal speculatior :
ql'Ol(TlNG.—Libcml Odds Iaid aganst any one
\

naming the Day of first seeing Land in Great
:lnlmln. Apply to F. Hosptal ('T, 11th December,

Scarcely any odds upon such an extremely pro-
blematical event could, we should think, be
called ¢ liberal ¥ but there are doubtless many
gentlemen from the gold-diggings on board who
are inclined for a little gambling, and perhaps
the advertiser imagines that ng being fin hospi-
tal’ may induce the tender-hearted to take his
bet.  Again:

DVERTISEMENT: Sweepstahes of 9%, each; 20

Membery; to guess the Date of Aer cal of the
Lyghtneng , first Land ot Great Britaio scen to be cone
aidered the winmng Day  To commence from the
T0th, and extend to the Yith day  Chooser ot the
wining Day to receive £4, the Day belore, £1.
Setting aside the innocent excitement involved
i the nisk of these few shillings, what a toucl.-
ing picture of the hopes and fears of all onhoard
does this advertisement suyost!
nearer to their native land, there me allusions
cnough to ¢ dear old England and + the old folks
at hume," but even aow, at the very beginmng
of the lung voyage, what an indicativn does this

proposal afford of the thouglts which are at
work in all hearts ! The inmates of thus floating
town arc most of them returning home after
years of absence in the under-world ; some have
heen successful in getting that winch they left
their native land to procure , others, perhiaps, nre
returning as poor as they departed ; but all of
them are expecting to meet with some much-loved
faces, from which they have heen parted by years
uf time, and a thousand leagues of sea; - father
ur mother, sister or brother,’ or haply ‘a ncarer
one yet, and a dearer one’ than all other, are
waiting for them upon the otber side of the Earth
with longing cyes.

Nevertheless, in the meantime, let us enjoy
ourselves, and pass the days as yuickly as may
be :

HIST.~-A Match may be arranged for, by com.
‘ muoicating with X Y. Z., Gazette Oflice.

RAFTS.—The Undersigred is open to play any

Gentlernan on Board the best of hivo Gawes, for a
stake not cxceed!n|g
Dsye Replies to be forwarded to me, care of the
Pubhisher of the Gazette.—BERTRAND WoOD, Fore-
cab.

But there are other propositions for ¢ killing the
enemy ' in a legs objectionable way than by the
¢ Greek-fire’ of gambling :

Singing Class, for the Theory and Practice of
A Vocal Music, will be commenced early. Course
ot Lessons 6.

Again

ECTURE.—On an_carly evening; due notice will

be given. The Life and Writings of Sir Walter
Scott. Captain Clarke will kindly allow the use of a
portion of the Deck for the purpose.

And again .

ONCERT.—Freo 1n tho Stoorage upon Monday

Evening, at 3 p.x.,
with a programme of ongs which are very de-
cidedly navtical.

Nay, instruction as well as entertainment is
profered to those who do not wish, in spending
time, to lose ’

'HORTHAND.—An experienced Teacher wilt take

a few Pupls. Teaches Thonograpby; the best
System extant. Apply early

But it must be acknowledged thet what the
majority of the Lightning public seems in need of
is Excitement, a desire which azimates the
sternest moralist after a fortnight at sea, There-
fore, although Auction Sales are among the ad-
vertisements, and there is an auctioneer with a

As they geti

Five shillings, open for seven i
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local habitation in the Fore-cabin, Refles are | some wag, aud not a bond-fide acceptance of the

more frequontly advertised than anytlung else.
It appears not improbable, too, that somo of the
passengers may have been u little hard-up, since
* Gold Broaches,”* Guld Rings' and aruicles of
persoyal adornment are tho usual prizes to be
contended for, Books, as might be expected,
arce valuable on board vur chpper, and when a
geatleman has lost his favourite and, perhaps,
only volume, he publishes the fact :

OST—Harry (

4 Finder will o
Second Cabin.

OST—The Rectory Guest, and Tales of the Irish
Peasantry.

And again -

)ﬁil\'ob’.or the Black DDragoon,a Novel
bligo by returning it to Mr. Freeman,

Copy.

Some advertisers do v ¢ hesitate to affiem that
thewr property could not have got away without
bauds :

TOLEN.—Reward of &s. Stolen oft 1 Clothesdue

in the Masu Uateh-house, o whito Singlet (some-
thing nautical, we conelude), bound with Blue round
tho Neck and Arme  Gray ditto, bound with Blae

round Neck, and Pair White Drawers.  Apply, Star-
board Side of Forecastle,

There s also a suggestive advertisement in-

serted hy the We of the Lightning Guzelte him-
self

l)
The miscellancous advertisements are particu-
latly characteristic

EJMMY DUUL WS asks us to itunate that he is going

to upen o Menagane furward, at an carly date;

where will be secn a White Nanny Goat, o resn) Milch
Cow, Mossoke {?) and a few Laughing Jackasses.

WO PUZZLES, named tho Onk of Old England

and the Chinese Ring Puzsle, have been placed in

the hands of 3r. Freeman, to afford Vaseengers the
opportumnty of trying them.

ADLOCK - Wanted, by the Editor of the /a.clte,
Apply varly

I)AN(‘L\'G —~Tho increased Accommodations of the
Sccond and Fore Cabina afford capital space for
the Admirers of tho Terpsichorcan Art-and wo under.
stand that arravgements for a Hop aro on thie tapis,
Dancing for ladies and gentlemen who possess
what are called good ¢ sea-legs’ we can imagine
to have tuken placo on board our Clipper ; but
we confess that the uext advertisement aston-
ishes us:

OOTBALL.~A very exciting Match was ipla) ed on

Wednesday afternoon on tho weather-side of the
Ship. The result was a drawn Battle, ezch Party
kicKing two Hails. Such mauly amusements greatly
tend to keep up the Health of all during the present
ramny Weather.

Divine service has always a prominent place
in the notices of Coming Events, and pains are
taken to inform the public that ¢ the proceedings
are of an entirely unsectarian character

Religious Service will be heid (D V.)—{Theso lotters
are, curiousty gnough, only inserted kere; tho editor
seems to have no doubt about the D. V. with respect
to tho Concerts and the Footbu}ll—m the Seccond
Cabin at 10§ A.M. Al disposed to join are respectfully

ucsted 10 attend. Y'leaso bring Prayer-books apd

Bibles.
In warm latitudes, these services are beld on
deck, and of onc of them the editor is so good as
to say that the arrangements—a fine large awn-
ing overhead, and the Union-jack placed over
the skylight to form a reading-desk—-¢ wore
highly satisfactory, and the Service the pleas-
antest we have ever enjoyed on shipboard.’

The advertisements are sometimes of a face-
tious pature, such as—* Wanted, a Fair Wind to
Liverpool. Apply to the Passeagers generally.”
And there are always some riddles or rebuses ¢ to
be answered in our next.” But in the following
case, itit difficult to know-—for gold-diggers are
very funny people—whether the advertiser is in
jest or earnest :

ATRIMONIAL. — Wanted, Introduction to a

Lady undor Thirty Years of Age, with a view to
Connubial Fellcxl?'. dvertiser stands Six Feot high
in his Stockings, is passing well in looks, and acle to
providon comforteble home As he {s in a hurry, has
made u[; his mind _nut to be hypercritical as to the
personal charms of any Lady disposed to be his cara
sposa. _Apply to L., care of the Publisher of the Ga-
zette.~BARLY,

We are very much afraid that the reply to this
notice, in the next weck's number, 18 written by

|

above tempting offer :

\ll\’l‘lll)l(h\'lAL =Ifthe Gentleman who advertised
M under thishead In the Jast Gazetre will parado the
deck, weather-side, from Saloon Galley to the Fox'le,
on Saturday next, between 8 and 9 o’clock in the
ovening, M—y J.—¢ will press his hand, as a proof of

| tho sincority of hor afitction for any rentleman who

!

dands Six Fectin hisShoes  Wear 8 greon waistcoat
N B —Darsengers are requested not to intrudo on the
above tucality at the time named. —INAMORATA.

in great contrast to such jokers as the preced-
ing, there aro some contributors who iusist on

. Science being represented in ¢ our columns® by

a Series of mathematical questions, which aro

, printed side by side with the conundrums, and

like thew, suswered in the next weekly number

! —probably by the propounders themselves .
ONGFELLOW'S PO E M S—~Wauted, loan of a .

Whatis the welght on cach square toot of the sai’s
of the * Lightoiug,” when the wind travels at the rate
of 46 mules'an hour?  Wav doos . lv walk In opposi-
tion to tho laws of gravitation' What creates and
destroys notions?

There arc some useful hints given with respect
to behaviour on board, perhaps suggested by
the captain himself, and for which the Gaszetle
offers & very convenient channel :

Smoking 'tweon Decks.~This practice, which was
rather too general, is now wisely abandoned by the
sensible portion of tho passengers,  Boesides tho disa.
greeable smell to ladies, 1t vitiates the alr, and tucurs
the danger of’ tice.

Parties who visit Love Lane [Where can tlus be?)
are requested to boware ot the paint, especially thosy
who are in the habit of stretching themselve: “on the
deck, to the great inc.nvenience of the crow when
working the snp,

Haul the Bow line —We are glad to see the alacrity

with whick thie passemgers gencrally respond to tho
catl of the oflicers when invited to give & pull at « the
Lwverpool Rope.’ This is advantagcous to both par-
ties, for whilo brlnsing us rearer ¢ gomo,swcet Home,’
the exercite fs conducive t¢ health. Considering the
mavy fatigues and davgers to which * [*oor Jack’ is
nceessarily exposed, ho would be a sorry fellow who
would refuso to lend a hand.. ... It will 'be scen that
he who shews thoe greatest promptitude in this matter
shall not leavo the ship withouta soug in his honour,
or being rated a jolly good.tellow.
The ¢ Passenger Wateh,’ asit was called, seems,
however, to have nceded no appeal; to its senge
of duty. When approuaching warm latitudes, the
wttention of all is drawn to the increased neces-
sity for clennliness and exercise ; nor does the
medical officer fail in every nuwber to publish
the state of the yeneral health, with suggestions
for its improvement., There are, however,
throughout the voyage but two Obituaries. Om
narrates the decease of a poor littlc baby, who
¢ died thirty-six houss after hirth, and was buried
by the sailmaker’ The other records the loss of
a pet kangaroo ;

Press of mattor in No 6 obliged us to omit noticing
the death of * Jooy,” belonging to the Brothers Barry,
passengers, Thisoccurred on Sunday morniog, and
was apparcntly causcd by the heat and closenoes of
the berth. Poor ‘Joey’ was a great fuvourite with the
passengors, and hopped and skipped among the chitd-
ren iiko ono of themselves.

When the ship has passed—at however great
a distance—any land, such as the Diego Ramirer
Islands, to see whoso unattractive shores ¢ there
was a general rush on deck, the sick, the wound-
cd, and the aged turning out to a wan.’ there is
a ghort description of the locality in the Gazette.
Every incident, indeed, that breaks the mono-
tony of the weary voyage is most carefully
chronicled :

Tcebergs.—An uvusually large number of these ¢ il. *
lustrious strangers’ has come across our horizon dur-
ing tho last nine or ton days It is interosting to
8ee th%‘m, but meore agrecable when thoy are a long
way ofl.

The good ship was menaced by the ico of the
South Pacific for no less than two thousand
seven hundred miles of her course. The great-
est event, however, that occurred on the voyage
was the speaking with the Star of India, thirty-
ono days out from Liverpool, who brings the
news of tke death of Princo Albert, and the pro-
bability of war between England and the United
States. This last causes * great activity in the
Lightning Argenal,’ and the * getting of tho two
carronades into working-order.

Of the poews of the Gazetfe we cannot speak
in very higl terms, but iu the serinl novel—a
tale of Australian hfe—there is introduced an
incident (which really occurred in the colony o £

.
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Port Philip, now Victoria) of a character tern.-
blo enough to gratify the strongest appetite for
sensation. It narrates how a human corpse was
found tied to a tree mn a forest, half-desoured
by bawks and crows, who had already pecked out
its eyes ; and in the pocket of thix unfortunate
wretch a lotter (afterwards published in the
Melbourne Argus,) which ran as follows, “ We
hope that while I am writing, you are on your
way back to those who, night and morning, re-
member you in their prayers.  'Take care of your
health, my beloved child ; and of all things, avoid
damp feet.  Remember how delicate you used
to be, and wear worsted stockings in all weu-
thers, Tho motives that induced you to go in
pursuit of gold nced not prolong your stay in
Australia, as the deaths of your uncles, William
and John, bave rendered us perfectly indepen-
dent. Come home at once on receipt of this, *ny
darling try, and gladden the eye of your fond
mother. CaTn’—(the rest of the signature be-
ing torn off’).

We trust that this portion of the serinl appear-
ed while the Lightning was in a warm latitude,
for we never read anything more adapted for
freczing the blood : and let us hope that it was
owing to its depressiug effect upon two of jts
readers, and not from any constitutionnl cow-
ardice, that the following paragraph made its
appearance in next week's Gazelle :

A Man (not) Overboard.—During the hurricane of

Wednesday night, two of the sailors were ntissed, and
search was made for them for some hours withiout
success. About8in the morning, the youngest turn-
ed up, and was severely reprimanded; but a3 the * bul-
Jocksdriver' did not show, all made up their minds
that ho had gone overboard during the hurricane.
About 5 in tho aftornoon, tho passengers in tho fore-
cabin wero startled by his anpearanco among them,
rubbing his efca, and begglug a drink of tea  On
showing himeolf on deck, e was severely dealt with—
as ho deserved to be—by the men whonr'hie had left to
do his work.
The editor concludes by offering some excuse
for the poor wretch, in there having been such
incessant work for the last seventy-two hours,
and, indeed, his desire to pron.ote good feeling
among all classes on board the ship is evidenced
in cvery namber. Heis even careful to acquaint
the public with the relief from toothache which
he has experienced from taking & certain medi-
cament of ¢ their fellow passenger's, Mr. John
Anderson,’ tu hom he refers all suffering from a
like complaint, Indeed, throughout his labours,
we fecl sure he can have offended nobody, with
the cxception of those unavoidable foes, the Re-
jected Contributors. From the moment ¢ our
friend the carpenter’ placed that letter-box for
contributions ¢ in & convenient part of the ship,
the editor of course began to have his cnernies.
It was doubtless one of these Rejected Ones who,
smarting under s disappointment—for what 1s
the sprele tnjurta forme of a woman compared
to that—and jeslous of the popularity of the
Guzette, started in rivalry the Lightning Times.
Our editor is civil and conciliatory cven then,
at least with respect to the first number, for
¢ although,’ be remarks, ‘it may be questioned
whether cighty passengers offer a fair field for
the successtnl publication of two weekly news-
papers, yet, adds he, with something akin to
chivalry, ¢ no doubt a successful compotition for
the favour of the Lighlning community -will
tend to improvement in all respects.’ But the
appearsnce of the second number of the Times
is too much for him ; and the good ship becomes
even as the borough of Eatonswill, 8o terribly
do the rival editors belabour one another.

ANTED, Somebody to write and publish suficient

nonscnso to form a rcplg' to the Article in No. 8
ot the LIightning Tunes, as tho Gazet!s hos other busi-
ness to do.
We are nol surprised at AxYTHING (hat appears in
the Times, &c. &c. &c., and so on until the
cighth namber, when our cditor has the pleasing
task of recording his rival's demise in the Obi-
tuary.

Bxcept this not unnatural triumpl,, there is
nothing throughout the existence of the Light-
ning Gazette—which lives, by the by, longer
than some land newspapers we have known—
which nceds to be répented of down to its last
day of issue, when the Old Head of Kinsale first
looms in sight, and the raffles and the bets are
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all decided, The final numuver 13 dovoted (0 a
very pleasant notice of the address voted by tho
passengers to Captain Clatke and the other ofli-
cers of the shup, and thew the types of the G-
zette aud the great ship’s company are broken
up together.

THE CHILD-QUEEN.

Blow, brazen trumpets, bluw your best!
Ye red-chocked trumpeters sound loud !
Blow clear and shril}, and ficree and proud!

Blow north and south, and cast and west*

u
See how the pliant courtiers bend,
Like willows when the wind s high,
Lake poplars when the wind comes by .
When wall this bowing ever end?
ur.

And mo-k the snowy feathers float
Down the long pictired corrldors,
Across the antechamber flo. ox,

Hurricd by many & clarion’s note.

n.
Therolling satins bow they shune,
‘The tabards glisten, dowered with gold;
The bright silks rustle, fold on fold,
The pages gather in a e,
v
Here comes the wily chancellor—
His old chieeks puchered with a smile,
And here the manster, all guile,
Bowing and huwiugo’er and v er.
vi.
And after them tho courtier crowd,
‘The lords and ladics porfumed gay,
No hawthorn bush that blooms in May

Exhales moro sweotness to tho cloud.

vir.

And i the midst of all this pomp
A littlo gentle child there comes,
Who smiles to hear the roling drums,
And lzughs to hear the noisy trumyp.
vt
All faces turn to her, as turn
The sunflower blossoms to the glow,
Winle the leaves, all wind-driven, blow,
f'he youthful cheeks with pleasure burn.
Ix.

No warrior fresh from crimson war
This concourse greets; for hark' a shout
Ihllows through all the clamorg rout,
 The Queen of France and of Navarre !’
WALTER THURNBURY.

BIRDS OF PREY.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘ LADY AUDLEY S SECRET,’ &c.
(Continued from page 391.)
ook the Schenth,
CHARLOTTE'S ENGAGEMENT.
CHAPYER L.—‘f 1§ YOUR PATIENCE YB ARE 8TRONG.

Miss Halliday returned to the Gothic villa at
Bayswater with a bloom on her cheeks, and a
brightncss in her eyes, which surpassed ber
wouted bloom and brightness, fair and bright
as her beauty had beea from the hour in which
she was created to charm ‘nankind. She had
been & ¢ ature ‘0 adore even in the first dawn
of infancy, ~ad in her christening-hood and
toga of white satin had been a being to dream
of. But now she seemed invested all at once
with a new loveliness—more spiritual, more
pensive, than the old.

Might not Valentine have cried, with the
rapturous pride of a lover: * Look at the woman
bere with the new soul!” and anon. ‘¢ This new
svul ie mine

It was love that had imparted a new charm
to Miss Halliday's beauty. Diana wondered at
the subtle change as her friend sat in her fa.

l
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vourite window on the morning aftzr her return,
looking dreamsly out into the blossomless gas-
den, where evergrouns of the durkest and spiki-
est Jharacter stuod up stern and straightagainst
the cold grey atwosphere.

Diann had welcomed her fricod in her usun
reserved ' manuer, much to Charlotto’s discomfi-
ture, The girl g0 yoarned for a confidante, She
liad no idea of biding her happiness fromn this

" chosen friend, and waited eagerly for the moment

in which she could put ber arms roundd Diana’s
neck and tell her what it was that had made

: Newhall so sweet to her during this particular

visit,

She sat in the window this morning thinking
af Valentine, and languisbiog to speak of him,
but at a loss how to begin. There are sowme
people about whose necks the arms of affection
can scarce entwine themsclves. Diana Paget
sat at her eternal embroidery-frame, picking up
beads on her needle with the precision of svme
self-feeding wactioe. The Ilittle glass beads
made o hard clic. ing sound as they dropped
from her needle,— . very frosty, unpromising
sound, as it sceaed to Charlotte’s hyper-sensi-
tive car

There naa been an anwonted resorve between
the girls since Charlotte’s return,—a reserve

* which arose, on Miss Halliday’s part, from the

contest berween girlish shyness and the enger
desire for a confidunte; and on the part of Miss
Pagey, from that gloomy discontent which had

. of late possessed lher,

She watched Charlotte furtively as she picked
up her beads,—watched her with wondering

. eyes, unable to comprehend the happiness that

. tions were very pleasant to her,

, eyes.

gave such spiritual brightness to her eyes. It
was not the old gaicty of heart which had made
Miss Halliday's girllicod so pleasant. It was
the thoughtful, serene delight of womanhood.

“ She can care very little for Valentine”
Diana thouglt, ‘¢ or she could scarcely secm so
happy after such a long separation. 1 doubt
if these bewitching women vho enchant all the
world know what it is to feel deeply. Happi-
ness is a babit with this girl. Valentine's atten-
The pretty
1iftlo romance was very agreeable while it lust-
ed, but at the first isterruption of the story she
shuts the book, and thinks of it no more. 0, if
my Creator had made me like thatt  [If [ conld
forget the days we spent together, and the
dream I dreamt?”

That never-to-be-forgotten vision cam~ vack
to Diana Paget as she sat at lier wo n, aud for
o few minutes the clicking sotuu . the beads

, ceased, while ghe waited with clasped hands

uatil the shadows shonld have passed before her
The old dream came back to her like a
picture, bright with colour and light. But tac
airy babitation which she bad built for Lerselt
of old was no « palace lifting to Itatian beavens
its marble roof” It wasonly a comwonplace
lodging in a strcet running out of the Strand,
with just a peep of the river from a trim little
balcony. An airy second-floor sitting-room,
with engraved portraits of the great writers on
the newly-papered walls : on one sidean office-
desk, on the other a work-table. The unpre-
tending shetter of a newspaper hack, who lives
@ jour la journée, and whose wife must achieve
wonders in the way of domestic economy in
order to eke out his modest carnings.

This was Diana Pagets vision of Paradise,
and it seemed only the brighter now that she
felt it was never to be aoything more than a
supernal picture painted on Ler brain.

After sitting silent for some littie time, cager
to talk, but waiting to be interrogat:d, Cbar-
lotte wat fain to break silence.

“ You lon’ ask me whether I eni~yed myself
in Yorkshire, Di,” she said, lookir,z sbyly down
at the little bunch of chare; and Jockets which
employed her restless angers, |

“ Didn't I, really 7 replicd Diana, languildly ;
«1 thought that was one of the stereotyped
inquirics one always made.”

1 hope you wouldn’t maka stereotyped in-
quirics of me, Diana.”

% No, Iought not to do so. But I think there
are times when one is artificial even with one’s
best friends, And you are my best friend,
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Charlo.te. T may as well say my only friend,”
the gicl added with o laugh.

 Diana,” cried Charlotte, reproachfully, ¢ why
do you speak so bitterly 7 You know how denrly
1 love you. I do indeed, dear. There is scarce-
ly anything in this world 1 would not do for
you, Butl am not your only friend. There 13
Mr Hawkeburst, whuin you have known 8o
long.”

Miss Halliday's fuce was in 2 flame | and al-
though she bent very low to examine the golden

trumpery hauging to her watch-chain, she could |

not conceal her blushes from the eyes that were
so sharpened by jealousy.

« Mr. Hawkehurst ™ cried Dians, with un-
speakable contempt.  “1f I were drowning, do
vou think Ae would stretch out his hand to save
me while you were within his sight?  When he
cumes to this house—he who hus seen so much
poverty, and misery, and shame, and—happiness
with me and mine—do you think be so much as
remembers my existence? Do you think he ever
stops to constder whether 1 am the Diana Paget
who was once his friend and confidante and fel-
Jow-wayfarer and companion? or only a lay
figure dressed up to fitl a vacant chair in your
drawing-room ?”

“ Dianat”

“Itis all very well to louk at me reproach-
You must know that I am .

fully, Charlotte.
<peaking the truth. You talk of friendsbup.
What is that word worth if it does not mean
care and thought for avother? Do you imagne

that Valentine Hawkchurst ever thinks of me, |

or considers me?”
Charlotte was fain to keep silence. She re-
membered how very rarely iv all thuse long

afternoons at Newhall farm the name of Dana -
Paget bad been mentioned. She remembered .

how, when she nnd Valentine were mapping out
the future so pleasantly, she had stopped ia the
midst of an cloquent

descriptive of the little suburbaan cottage they ;
were to live in, to disposc of Diana's fatein a

sentence :

¢ And dear Di can stop at the Villa to take
earc of mamma,” she had said, whereupon Mr,
Hawkehurst had assented with a careless
and the description of the ideal cottage had
heun continued.

Charlotte remembered this nuw with extreme
contrition. She had been so supremely happy,
and so selfisk in her happiness,

«Q, Di," she cried, * huw sclfish bappy
people arc!” And then she stopped in confu-
sion, perceiving that the remark had hule
relevance to Diana's Iast observation,

# Valentine shall be your friend, dear,” she -

said, after a pause.

“Q, you are beginning to answer for Inm
already ' exclaimed Miss Paget with increas-
ing bitterness.

“ Dians, why are you so unkind to me?
Charlotte cried passionateiy. * Dont you sec
that | am longing tv confide in you? What s
it that makes you so bitter? You must know
bow truly 1 love you. Andaf Mr. Hawkehurst

is not what ke once was to you, yYou must re- !

member how culd and distant you always arewm
your manner to him. 1 am sure, to hear you

speak to bim, and to see you look at hun some- !

bit of word-painting .

tfod, !
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troubles 10 his company—if you had not been
deeply offended by him.”

“That is your idea, Charlotte, but, you see,
I am very ualike you. I fitful and capricious.
I used to hke Mr Hawkehurst, and now 1 dis-
"like him  Asg to offence, lis whole hfe has
Coffended we ; just asmy fatlier’s ute bas offended

me, from first to last, I am not good and
anable nud loving, like you, but [ hate decep
tions and lies | above all, the lLies that somemen
i traflic in day after day.”
¢ Was Valentine's—was your fathers hfe a
“very bad one 77 Churlotte asked, trembling
“palpably, und lookieg up at Miss Paget's face
with anxious eyes.

B Yes, it was o mean false hife,—u hfe of
"trick and artifice. 1 dv tot hnow the detals of
; the sehiemes by which my futher and Valentine
" carned their deily bread—and iy duily bread,

but I know they iuflicted loss upun other people.
[ \Whether the wrong doue was always done de-
"tiberately and  conscivusly upon Valentines
s part, [ cannot say.  He miny bave been only a
i tool of my father's [ hope bie vins, for the most
' part, an uuconscious tovl.”
" She said all this in a dreamy way, as of utter-
Ving her own thoughts, rather than seeking to
* enlighten Charlotte.

“[ am sure he was an unconscous tool,’
cried that young lady with an air of convic-
tion, “itis nut in his nature to do anything
false or dishonourable.

“Indeed! you huow him very well; it seems,”
said Diana.

Ab, what o tempest was raging in that proud,
passionate heart! what a stafe between the
powers 07 goud wnd cul! Pitying love tor
Charlotte , teuder compassion for her nval's
childlike helplessness, aand unutterable sceuse
. of her own loss,

She had loved him so dearly, and he was
taken from ber, There had been a time when
" he aliost loved ber—almogt!  Yes, it was the
rememberance uf that which made the trial so
hitter. The cup had approached her Lips, only
to be dashed away for cver.

“What did I ask in life except tus love 27 sae
said to Dherself. ¢ Of ali the pleasures and
triumphs which gicls of my age enjoy, 13 there
" one that J ever cmvied 7 No, I only sighed for
Phislove. To live in a ludging-house parlour
" with him, to sit by and watch um at his work,

to drudge for Lhim. tu bear with him—this was
{ my brightest dream of carthly buss; and she
i has broken it!”
, 1t was thus Diaua argued with berself, asshe
. sat looking down at the bright creature who
had done her this worst, last wrong which one
‘woman can do to anotber. Tius passionate
i heart, which aclhied with suchb cruel pain, was
'i proune to evil, and to day the scorpion Jealousy
" was digging bis sharp tooth into its very core.
1Tt was not possible for Diana Paget to feel
f kindly disposcd tuwards the giel whose uncon-
! scious hand had sliattered the arry castle of her

dreams. Was it not a hard thing that the
: bright creature, whum cveryone was ready to
. adore, must needs steal awayt Ins one hean?

“It has always been ke thig, thought
' Diann
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of Minerva Press novels in somo cupboard at
your aunts.  You have lost all your vivacity.”

“ Have 1?7 murmured Chariotte, “and yet
T am happier than 1 was when I went away,
Whom do you thiok I met at Newhall, Di

“[ have not the slightest iden, My notions
of Yorkshire are very vague, [ faucy the people
amiable savsges ; just a littlo in advance of the
ancient Britons whom Julius Crosar cumo over
to conquer.  Who did ycu meet there? Some
country squire, I suppose, who fell in love with
your Uright eyes, and wished you to waste the
rest of your existence in those northern wilds."”

Miss Paget was not a weman to bare her
wounds for the scrutiny of the friendliest cyes,
Lot the tooth of the serpent bite never so keenly,
she could meet her sorrows with a bold frout.
Waus she not accustonmed to suffer—she, the
scapegont of defrauded nurses and indignant
landladies, the dependent and drudge of her
kinswoman’s gynwmceum, the despised of her
father 7 The Hlavour of these waters was very
fuinilinr to her lips. The draught was ounly a
little more acrid, u little decper, and habit had
enabled her to drain the cup without complain-
ing, if not in a spirit of resignation. To-day
she had been betrayed into a bricf outdreak of
passion ; but the storm had passed, and & mote
observant person than Charlotte might have
been deceived by ber manner.

“ Now you are my own Di again,” cricd Miss
Halliday ; ¢ somewhat cynical at the best of
times, but always candid and true.”

Miss Paget winced ever so little as her friend
said this,

* No, dear,” continued Charlotte, with the
faintest spice of coquetry; * it was not a York-
shire squirc. it was a person you koow very
well ; a person we have been tatking of this morn-
ing. O, Di, you must surely have understood
me when | said I swanted you to like him for my
sake !”

t Valentine Hawkchurst!” exclaimed Diana.

‘¢ Who clse, you dear obtuse Dit"

* He was in Yorkshire?”? -

¢ Yes, dear It was the most wonderful thing
that ever happened. He marched up to Newhall
gate onc worning in the course of his rambilcs,
without having the least idea that  was to be
found in the neighbourhood. Wasp't it wou-
derful 77

“What cous 1 have taken him to Yorkshire ?

¢ He came on business.”

“ But what business 2”

¢ How do I know ? Some business of papas or
of George Sheldon's, perhaps. And yet that
can't be. He is writing a book, I think, about
geology or archaology—yes, that's it, archao-
logy.”

“ Valentino Hawkenurst writing & book on
archeology ™ cried Miss Paget.  * You must be
dreaming, Charlotte.”

“ Why so? Hedoes write, does he not ¥

# He has been reporter for a newspaper.  But
he is the last person to write about archxology.
1 think there must be sore mistake.”

“ Well, dear, it may bo so. I dida't pay
much atiention to what he said about baswess.
It seemed so strange for him to bo there, just as

. * The sturs of David and Nathan 1s a | much at home as if he had been one of the family.
* parahle that is perpetually bemng illustrated | Q. Di, you can’t imagine how kind aunt Dorothy
David is so rich—he > Jurd of incalculable | and uncle Joe were to him! They like him so

tiaes, one would thiok he was posiively hateful « gocke and herds . bat he will not bie content tilt | much—and they know we are engaged.”

10 you. Andl want you to like him n httlefor | o has stolen the one htile ewe lamb, the poor !

my sake.”

Miss Halliday left her seat by the window as
she said thig, and went towards the table by
which her friend was sitting. She crept close
to Diana, and with a half-frightencd, half-caress-
ing movemeat, scated hersell on the low otte-
1oan at ber fect, and, seated thus, possessed her-
self of Miss Paget's cold hand.

“] want you to like Mr. Hawkehaurst a little,
Di,” she repeated, * for my sske.”

“Very well, I will try to like him a litde, for
vyour sake,” answered Miss Paget in a very
unsgnpathstic tone.

«'Q, D1! tellme how 1t was he offe..ded you.”

« TWho told you thal he offcnded me 27

“ Your own manner, dear.  You could never

have been so cold and distant with him—having

known him so long, and cndured so many

man's pet and darling.’

“Diana,” said Miss Halliday very softly,
¢ you are so difficult to talk to this morning, and
I have so much to say to you.”

“ About your visi, or about Mr. Hawke-
hurst?2”

“ About—Yorkshire. answecred Charlotte,
with the air of a shy child who has made her
appearaace st dessert, and 15 asked whether she
will have o pear or a peach.

% Aboul Yorkshire!™ repeated Miss Raget,
with a little sigh of rclicf. I shall be very
glad 1o hear sbout your Yorkshare frisnds, Was
the visit a pleasant one?™

“ Very, very pleasant!” answered Clarlotte,
dwelling tenderly on the words.

“ How scntimental sjou have grown, Ledtalt
: 1 thiok you must have found a forgotten shelf

Miss Halliday said theso 1nst words almost in
a whispor.

¢ What!” exclasimed Diana, # do you mean to
say that you have promiscd to marry this man,
of whom you know nothing but what is un-
favourable 7”

# What do I konow in hisdisfavous ? Ab, Diana,
how unkind you are! and what a disliko you
must have for poor Valentine! Of course, I
kgow he is not what peoplo calla good mateh. A
good match means that one i o have a
pair of horses, whose health is so vacertain tha.
1 am sore their lives must be a burden to them,
if we way judge by our horses; and s great
tany servants who aro always conducting
themselves in the most awful msaner, if poor
mamma’s cxperience is any criterion, and a big
expensive hotse, which nobody can be prevailed
onto dust. No, Di; tkat is just the kind of life

3



1867.)

1 hate. What [ should like 18 a dear little
cottage at Highgate or Wimbledon, and a
tiy, tiny gorden, in which Valentino and {
could walk every wmorning beforo he began his
day’s work, and where we could driuk toa toge-
ther on summer cveninga—a garden just large
cnough to grow a few roschushes. U, Dil do
you think I want to marey a rich man "

“ No, Charlotte, but [ should thunk yuu would
liko to marry a gocd man.”

# Valentine 13 guod. No one but a goud man
could have been so happy as he scemed at New-
hall furm. That sunple country lifo could not
have been happiness for a bad wan.”

« And was Valentine Hawhehurst really happy
ut Newhall ?”

« Really—really—really ! Dunt try toshake
my taith in lum, Diana; 1t13 nut to be shaken.
He has told mo & hitle about the past, though [
can sce that it pamns lim very much to speak of
it.  He bas told me of bis friendless youth, spent
amongat unprincipled people, and what a mere
waif and stray he was until ho met me.  Aud [

am to be bis pole-star, dear, to guide him in the |

night path. Do you know, Di, [ cannut picture
to myself anything sweeter than that—to be »
good influence for the person one luves.  Valen-
une says s whole natu-e has undergone a
change since he bas kaown me. What am |
that I should work so good a change in m)
dearonc ? It is very foolish, is 1t not, I ?”

 Yes, Charlotte,” replied the voice of reason
from the lips of Miss Paget, ‘it is all foolishness,
from beginning to cnd, and I can foresee nothing
but troubie as the rcsuit of such folly. What
will your mamma say to such an engagement ?
or what will Mr. Sheldon say 77

« Yeg, that is the question,” returned Charlotte
very seriously. * Dear mamma is one of the

kindest creatures in the world, and I'm sure she §

would consent to anything rather than sec me
unbappy. And.then, you know, she likes Va-
lentine very much, because he has given her or-
ders for the theatres, and all that kind of thiung.
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havo reason to be grateful, when [ remember
hiow you bear with mammu's filgetty ways, and
with Mr. Shedun's gloumy temper, and alf for love
of me.”

" Yes, Lotta, for love of you,” Miss Paget i
swored withasigh, “and will domore than
that for love of you.”

She had her arm round her happy rival's
, beautiful head, and she was looking down at

the sweet upturned face with supremo tender-
+ ness, She felt no anger against this fair onslaver
j who bad robbed her of ber little ewo lamb. She
only felt some touch of anger against the Pro-
vidence which had decreed that the lamb should
be so taken.

No suspicion of her friend's secret cotered
{ Charlotte Halliday's wind. In all their inter-
| course Diaua had spoken very littlo of Valeatine

and in the little she had sa.d there had been
always the same half-bitter, half-disdainful tone.
{ Cliarlotte in lher simple candour accepted this
, tone as the evidence of Miss Paget's aversion to
i lier father's protégé.
 Puor Di dues not like to see bier father give
« S0 much of bis fricndohip to a strangor, while
. she is neglected,” thought Miss Halliday ; and
having oucc jumped at this conclusion, she
made no fi.rther effort to penetrate the mysteries
uf Diana’s mind.
. She was less than everinclined to speculation
, about Diana’s feelings now that she was in love,
, and blest with the sweet cuns ciousness that ber
i love was returned. Tender and affectionate as
; she was, she could not quite escape that taint of
| egotisa which is the ruling vice of fortunate
¢ lovers.  Her mind was not wide enough to bold
much more than that one image, which demand-
; ¢d so much space.

! CHAPTER 11 MRS. SHELDON ACCEPTS HER DESTINY.

{  Miss Halliday had an interview with her
j nother that evening in Mrs. Sheldon’s dressing-
room, while that Jady was preparing fer rest,
with considerable claboratioa of detail in the

But, whatever mamma thinks, she will be )- | way of hair-brusbing, and putting away of
verned by what Mr. Sheldun thinks, and of | neck-ribbons aud collars and trinkets in smart
course he will be against our rearriage.” little boxes and handy little drawers, all more
Qur marriage! It was a secttled matter, yor less odorous from the presence of daiaty
theo—a thing that was to be sooner or later, | satin-covered sachets. The sachets, and the
and there remained ouly the questivn as to Lhuw | deawers, and buxes, and triokets wero Mrs.
and when it was to be.  DPianasat like a statue, l Sheldon’s best anchorage in this world. Such
enduring ber pain. So may have suffered the | things as these were the things that made life
Christian martyrs in their death agony ; so | worth endurance for this poor weak little
cuffers a woman when the one dear hope ot her | woman ; and they were more real to ber than
lifc is reft from her, and she dare not cry ; ber daughter, because more easy to realise.
aloud. The beautiful light-hearted girl was o being
« Mr. Sheldon is the last man in the world to | whose existence bad been alwags somothing of
pernnt such a marriage,” she said presently. a problem for Georgina Sheldon. She loved her
s Perhaps,” replied Charlotie,  but I amnot {xfwr ber own fecblo fashiou,_ and would have
going to sacrifice Valentine for Mr. Sheldon's gjealously asserled her superiority over cvery
ploasure. Mr. Sheldon has full power over | other daughter in the universe, but the power
mamma and her fortune, but he bas no real au- l to understand her or to sympathise with her had
thonity where I am concerned. I am as free as y not beea given to that narrow mind.  The only
ar, Diana, and I have not a peany in the world. j Way i which Mrs. S!xcldon‘s affection showed
Is not that delightful ?” itself was upquestioning indulgence and the
The girl asked this question in all go)d faith, 'bcstowal of frivolous gifts, chosen with no
looking up at her friend with a radiant counte- special regard to Charlotte’s requirements, but
nance. What-irony there was 1o the question ; rather because they happened to catch Mrs,
for Diana Paget,whose whole existence had been | Sheldou's eye as they glittered = sparkled in
poisonod by the lack of that sterling coir of the | the windows of Bagswater revostorics.

realm whichseomed such sordid dross in the: eyes |

of Charlottel

¢ What do you mean, Charlotte 2?

« ] mean, that even his worst caemics cannot
accuse Valentine of any mercenary feeling. He
docs not ask me to marry him for the sake of my
fortune.”

« Does he know your real position ?”

# Most fally. And now, Dirns, tell mo that
you will try to like him, for my sake, and that
you will be kind, and will speak a good word
for mo to mamma by and by, when I have told
ber all?

% YWhea do you mean to tell her??

# Directly, or almost drrectly. I scarcely krow
how to set about it, I am sure 1t has been hard
enough to tell you.”

tt \fy poor Charlotte! Wbhat an unograteful
wretch I most ba!”?

¢ )My dear Diana, you have no reason to be
gratefal, I love you very deasly, and I could
not live in this honse withont yon, It is T who

Mr. Sheidon happened to be dining out on
| this particular evening. He was a guestat a
great City feast, to which some of tho richest
reen upon "Change had been bidden, so Miss
Halliday had an excelient opportunity for mak-
ing her confession,

Poor Georgy was not a little startled by the
avowal.

)y darling Lotta,” she screamed, “doyou
think your papa would ever consent to such &
thing 7

] think my dear father would have con-
sented to anything likely to secure my happiness,
mamms,” the girl answered sadly.

She was thinking bow different this crisis in
her lifo would have scemed if the father she had
loved so dearly had been sparcd to help and
coansel her.

#T was not thinking of my poor dear first
husband,” said Georgy. Thisnumbering of her
husbands was always unplcasant to Charlotte.
It scemed such a. very business-like mode of

description to be applied to the father she so
deeply regretted.

“1 was thinking of your stop-papa,” cun-
tinued Mrs. Sheldon, ¢ He would never con-
c.ut to your marrying Mr. Hawkehurst, who
really secems ‘o have nuthing to cecommend him
except his good looks and an obliging disposi-
tion with regard to orders for the theatres.”

“I am not bound to consult iny step-father's
wishes. 1 only waat to please you mamma.”

¢ But, my dear, I cannot possibly consent to
anything that Mr. Sheldun disapproves.”

*¢ Oh, mamma, dear, kind mamma, do have
an opinion of yoir own for once ina way! 1
dure say Mr. Sbeldon is the best possible judge
of cvorything connected with the Stock Ex-
change and the money market, but don't let
him choose a husband for me. Let me have
Your appruval, mamma, and { care for no ono
elsc. I don't want to marry agaiost your will,
But I am sure you like Mr. Hawkehurst.” My,
Sheldon shook her head despondingly.

“1t's all very well to like an agreeable young
man as ap occasional vigitor,” she said, “espe-
cially when most of one’s visitors are middie-
aged city people. But it is a very different
thing when one's ouly daughter talks of marry.
ing him. 1 can't imagine what can have put
such an idea as marriage into your bead. Itis
ouly a few months since you came home from
school; and I fancied that you would have
stopped with me for years before you thought of
settling.”

Miss Halliday made a wry face.

“ Dear mawmma,” she gaid, “I don’t want to
“settle’ That is what one’s housemaid says,
isn't it, when she talks of leaving service and
marrying some young man from the baker's or
the grocers? Valentine and I are not in a
hurry to be married. I am sure, for my own
part, 1 don't care how long vur engagement
lasts. 1 only wish to be quite candid and truth.
ful with you mamma, and I thought it a kind
of daty to tell you that ke loves me, and that—
I love him—rvery dearly.”

These last words were spoken with extreme
shyness.

Mrs. Skeldon laid down her hair-brushes
while she contemplated her daughter’s blushing
face. Those blashes had become quite a chronic
affection with Miss Halliday of late.

i But, good gracious me, Cbarlotte,” she ex-
claimed, growing peerish in her sense of help-
lessness, ¢ who is to tell Mr. Sheldon 7

‘¢ There is no necessity for Mr. Sheldon to be
cnlightened yet awhile, mamma. Itis to you 1
owe duty and obedience—not to bim. Pray
keep my secret, kindest and most indulgent of
mothers, and—and ask Valentine to come and
seo you now and then.”

‘* Ask bim to come and secc me, Charlotte!
You must know very well that I never invite
anyone to dinner except at Mr. Sheldor's wish.
I am sure I quito tremble at the idea of adinner.,
There is such trouble about the waiting, and
such dreadful uncertainty aboat the cooking.
And ifone bas it all done by Birch's people,
one's cook gives warning next morning,” addeg,
poor Georgy, with & dismal recollection of
recent perplexities. “ I am sare Ioften wish
myself young agaio, in the dairy at Barlingford,
making matrimony cakes for a tea-party, with a
ring and afourpenny-picco hiddenin the middle.
I'm sure the Barlingford tea-parties were plea-
santer than Mr. Sheldon’s dioners, with those
solemn City people, who can’t exist without clear
turtlc and red mullet.”

¢ Ab, mother dear, our lives were altogether
bappier in those days. I delight in the York-
shire tex-parties, and the matrimony cakes, and
all the talk and laughter about the fourpenny-
picce and the ring. I remember getting the
fourpeany-picce at Newhall last year. And
that means that one is to dic sn 0ld maid, you
koow. And now I am engaged. As to the
dinners, mamrs, Mr. Sheldon may keep them
all to himself and “his City friends. Valentine
ig tho last person in the world to care for clear
tartle. 1 youn well let him drop in sometimes
of an aftcrnoon—say once a week or so-—when
you. and I, and Diaua are sitting at our work
in we drawing-room, and if you will let him
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hand us our cups at our fire-o’clock ten, he well
bo the happiest ofmen. Ho adores tea. Youll
let him come, won't jou, dear? O, mamma
1 feel just like # scrvant who ushs to be stilowed
to see her ¢ young man.”  Will you let my young
man come to ten, ouce in o way "

“ Well, Charlotte, I'm sure I dont know,”
anid Mrs, Sheldon, with jncreasing helplossness.
1 10s really 2 very dreadful position forie to be
placed in”

“ Quite appalling, is it not, mamu ? But
then [ ggppose it is a pusition that peoplo afthict-
ed with danghters tmust come tv sooner or
later !

<At it were the mere civility of astang b to
tea,” pursued poor Geurgy, heedless of thie flip-
pant wterruption, “lI'm sure 1 should be the
lust to make any objection. [udeed, I am un.
der o kind of obligntion tu Mc. Hawkehurst, for
his polite atention bag enabled us to go to the
theatres very often when yuur papa would not
have thought of buying tikets. But then, you
set, Lotta, the yuestiun in pumnt is not bis com-
ing to our five o'cluck tea—svtoch scems really
a pertect mackery to anyonc brought apn York-
shire—but whether you are to be engaged to
hun ™

“Denr mamma, that is not a question at all,
fur | am already engaged tv hun,

“RBut Charlotte—"

“f do not think I could bring myscif to dis-
obey you, dear mother,” contiued the girl, ten-
derly, * and if you tell me of your vwn free wall,
and acting on your own cunvicln, that 1 am
not to marry him, I must bow iy bead to your
decision, however hard it may scem.  But one
thing is quite certain, mamma . 1 have given
my promise to Valentiae , and «f [ do not marcy
him, I shall never inarry at all, and then the
dreadful augury of the fourpenny-prece will be
verified.”

Miss Halliday pronounced this determination
with a decision of manner that guite overawed
ber mnther It hiad been the hatut of Georgy's
mwind to make a fecblo protest agawst ail the
wintatidns of life, but in the end 1o submat very
quictly to the inevitable. and since Valentine
Huwkehurst's aceeptance as Charlottes future
busband seemed inevitable, she was fan to sub.
wit in this isstance also.

Valendiae was allowed to call at the Lawsg,
and was received with a feeble, half-phintive
praciousness by the Indy of the hounse,  He was
tavited to step for the five-o'clock ten, and avail-
ed himself rapturously of this delightful privil-
ege.  His instinct told hin what gentle hand
had made the meal so damty and home-like, and
for whose pleasure the phanlasmal pieces of
hread-and-butter usunlly supphicd by the trim
partour-maid had given place to a salver loaded
with innocent delicacies in the way of nound-
cake and apricot jawm.

Mr. Hawkehurst did tus uttermost to desorve
so much indulgence. He-scoured l.ondon in
search of free admissions for the theatres, hunt-
ing % Ragamufios aad members of the Cibber
Cludb, and otber privileged creatures, at all their
places of resort.  He watched for the advent of
novels adapted to Georgy's capscity—hively re-
cords of croquet and dresung and love-making,
from swart young Amazons in the hiemary ranks,
or decnly interesting romances of the sensation
school, with at leastninc deathsan the three vol-
umes, and a comic housemaid, or = contumacious
 Battons,” to relicve the grloom by thesr playiul
waggerics. He read Tcunyson or Owen Mere-
dith, or carcfully selectedt bits’ from the works
of a younger snd wilder bard, while the ladies
workea industriously at thar pric-dica chairs,
or Berlia brioches , or Shetland convre-pieds, as
the case might be.  The patroness of & fancy fair
would scireely have smiled approvingly on the
novel effect in crockel a tricoler produced hy
Miss Halliday during these pleasant lectures.

« The rows will como wrong,” she said pite-
ously, # and Teanysons pottry 1sso very absorh-
g t”

glr. Hawkehurst showed himself to be possess-
cd of honourable, not to say dclieate, feclings
1n his new positon. The Gothic vills was his
paradise, and the gates had been freely opened
to admit him whensoever be chose to come.
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Georgy was just the sort of person from whom
people tuke ells after baving asked tor inches ;
and once having admitted M, Hawkehurst as a
privileged guest, she would have found 1t very
difficult to place any restriction upon the num-
of liis visits  Happily for this much-perploxed
matron Charlotte and her lover were stoctly
honourable  Mr  Hawkehurst never mado his

appearance at the Villz moce than once mm the ‘
same week, though the 't unce n week or so” |
asked for by Charlotte might have been streteh-
ed to a wider significance,

When Valentine obtained orders for the
theatre, he sont them Ly pust, sceupulousty re-
faining from making thew the excuse for a
visit.

“ That was all very well when [ was a free-
booter,” hie said to himsdf, * only admtted on
sufferance, and liable to have the door shut in
my face any morning. But | am trusted now,
amd I must prove myself worthy of my future
wother-in-law’s confidence, Unce a week! Une |
seventh day of unspeakable happiness—bhiss
without alloy ' The six other days are very |
long and dreary.  But then they are only the
lustreles setting in which that jewel the seventh
shines so gloriously. Now,if I were Waller,
what verses I would sing abuut my love ! Alas,
I am only & commonplace young men, and can
find no new words in which tv tell the old |
sweet story "’

If the orders for stalls and private boses were

note in the Monifeur draws a fanoy picturo of it
that would do eredit to an ostate agent, but pub-
lic opinion, liko another Martin Chuzzlewit, looks
abrosd upon the Eden and finds tho prospect
anything but paradisaic. The tone in which the
Freach papers discuss the subject is certaialy
not worthy of any great occasion. The Patrie,
for example, says that neither France nor Prus-
130 wants to go to war, but that a fow papers in
cach country waut to bring about that result.
Perhaps they do; but sparks are useless where
there is neither tinder, touch-paper, nor gun-
powder. If the countries want to fight they
would do it in spite of tho nowspapers, If they
do not want to fight, alt the able editors in the
world could not make them. To lay so much
stress on the war feeling being confined to thy
newspapers is very like saying that Feuian out-
breaks wmy be allowed full swing in Ireland be-
cause very few Irishmen are in favor of abol-
1sinng property, as the Feniang are said to he.
That 12, any effectual cry for war in either coun-
try i3 not yet true, but that there is a fecling
equally strong in both which would becomo
fiercely warlike upon a very smnll occasion is
indubitable. The Paris press, morcover, scems
about as adroit as Lord Stanley was in thocarnlier
passages of his Luxembourg correspondence 1n
using laoguage likely, while directed agmunst
war, to enlist on the side of war the aumour
propre of Prussia. For example, the journal
from wiich we have already quoted takes the

not allowed to <erve as an excuse for wvisits, | trouble to putside by side the risks which France
they at least necessitated the wnting of letters . ) aud Prussia would incur by going to war with
and no human being, except alover, would have p-cach other, the object being to prove the unlikeli-

been able to understand why such lung lettees |
must needs be written about sueh a very small |
busincss. }

|
+
& OSTILE passions, wterested specalations, |
and o deplorable credulity, are con-j
stautly compelling the Emperor of the French g
to protest that his empire is peace, The world 4
has sv strange a mental constitutiun that 1t ob-
stinately conuneets great and increasing unlitary
strength with serious warlike prubabilities. You
may quote old classics and modern inperiahsts
to prove that nothing contributes to peace so
much as to go arwmed to the teeth. Public
opinion cannot be so persuaded, and it must
Le adwittied that public opinion has the mate-
rials for a very wide induction leading to
preciscly opposiie conclusion.  Perbaps it s
quite as well, whether pence is really in danger |
or pot, that it should be supposed insccure whea
Frauce or any other great militars monarchy
makes special military preparations. Till Europe
fuirly perceives that you cannot purchase the
blessings of peace by a war expenditure, that
expenditure is not likely to cease. It has the
double advantage of support from those who
wish for war and acquiescence from those who
wish for peace, and while this continucs, must
possess i strong grasp upun the finnncal poli-
cy of cvery State.  The French exchequer
was very much under its sway even when the |
pacific Fould was Minister. At present the purse-
steings sre Leld by M. Rouher, who, thongh a
very enlightened judge of the souarces of nauon-
al wealth, is by no means an cconomist in s
cxpeaditure, so far as military objects arc con-
cerned  Vorcover, e is too devpted to the Em-
peror’s ideas to hesitate, on financial grounds, at
any cxpense which is necessary to give them cf-
fecet  Intervals of quictude there may be; good
faith towards England there may be, continuous
development of industrial prodactivn thera may
te nay, there mnay even be A readiness on cach
particular question as it arises to avoid exorbi-
taat demands. But the idea that the Empire
would decay if its military prowess were forgot-
ten is never Yost sight of. So long as it 1s kept
in vicw, the peace of Europe can never be coa-
sidered safe.  Ewen the absence of # questions ”
woauld be o worthless guarantee, But there arce
qaestions, Above all, theee is the great ques-
uon of Prussian progress and sscendaney. With
this bage and overhangiag mountan in view,
who can call the landscape a smiling onc? The

PRUSSIA AND FRANCE.

hood of such countingencies being willingly en-
countered. Whatare they? Franco could not
undertake n war agninst Prussia except in the

event of aggression and flugrant violation of her
nights, without sacrificing her generous influence

over democratic Europe.  Well, no doubt that
is a very precious. though a rather impalpable
possession.  But would any such risk be really

run? We fear uot. Count Bismarck is a great
man and has done o great work. ‘It was a
clear proplecy,” says Mr Carlyle, or his double,

m the new nuinber of Maemillen, “ that Ger-

wany would cither become honorably Prussian,

or go to gradual annibilation; but who of us
expected that we ourselves, instead of our chil-

dren's children, should live to behold it; thata
magnanimous aud fortusate Herr Von Bismarck,

whose dispraise was in all the newspapers, would
to hisown amazement find the thing now doable,
and would do it, the essentizl of it, in a few of
the current weeks 7 This passage expresses the
genceral marvel, but there is no such general re-
cognition yet of the necessity of what Bismarck
did ; nor 1s the all but unanimous will and wish

of Germany which Bismarck carried out incor-
porated with the general democratic creed of
Europe. To make offeasive war upon North
Germany would be a great crime, and tho Patrie
rightly perceives that it would be an affront and
violence to democracy ; but it is by no means
likely that at preseat democratic opinion would
so regard it. The nisk, then, which the French
Journal thinks the Emperor would tun by going
to war 1s really a chimerical one. But what
penil is placed in zpposition with it as incurred
by Prussia if, underany circumstances, she were
to make war on Franco? Nothing less than the
certan loss of the fraits of 6ty years’ political
cfforts and three months’ saoguinary victories.
Now if this were a true accouat of the stakes,
the statement would hardly prevent a bigh-spir-
ited nation from trying its fate, and if it be an
untrue and extravagant account of them, it can
have no other result *han to inflamo tho Prussian
mmnd to the extent to which it obtains notice
amongst Kiag William’s subjects. And the Pat-
ric, to hint that its preferences are not quite so
pacific as might be supposed, takes occssion to
tell us that Francis Joseph is coming to Biarrit:
with Napolcon Ifl.. sud that “nei Count Bis-
marck, but Raron Boust,” will be there on a
visit at tho samo time. Baron deust is the ono
man in Europo swho is most cager and most able
to challenge Bismarck's power and success.
Mcanwhile, what is the tone of the Berlin presg?
Tho Kreus Zeilung, under its new name, has just
given us the opportunity of judging in what
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spirit French demonstrations are regarded tn the | ing in summer, and snipe-shooting in winter, | more minutely ,” and Le stretehied out ns hand

Prussian capital.
marckinn 1n 18 frankness, and maks no pretence
that warlike expressions in France sigmfy no

« expressed the feelings of a large proportion of
the French people, Morcover, lus words might
almost lead Denmark to imagino that France
was about to make war upon Prussia for the
nghts of the Slesvigers. Therefure the repre-
sentative of Prussian policy does not hesitate to
say in what light the Duchy acquisitions of
Prussia_are regarded. If any other nation is
prepared to treat the possession of them by Prus-
sin as the consequence of intrigues, Prussia is
ready to fight for 1t as the result of a just war
provoked by the systematc oppression of Den-
mark. Prussia admits that, by the Prague Treaty,
she is bound to Austria to cede to Denmark,

upon a free vote of the inhabitants, the northern | man who lived in lus immedinte neighbourhood, i matndor (in solid gold
districts of Slesvig., But for all that, Prussia | as an under-cducated but well-maanered little | toach to a white Andale
will not hand back to Danish arbitrariness and , man, with a pug nose, watery eyes, and a funny | silver. It must have been worth

fanaticssm Germaus for whose hiberation Ger- | little flickering smile, which scemed to have been | lowest estimate, a thousand g‘uinczxs

man blood bas flowed. No, not even if 1a France
such an unjust demand should be raised.” There
is the true Bismarck ring ia this; and the writer
gocs on to draw an ominous distinction between

this question and that of Luxembourg, The ; world to whom anything romantic or mysterious | donor have been som

latter was more international than national, the
latter is national entirely, and not international
at all. ¢ Slesvig is a Prussian province, nnd
cannot be disposed of by a conference.”
18 clearly exclaiming, « Cume and take it.” And
for anything any of us can tell, Napoleon 1II.
and Beron Beust will resolee at Biarritz to take
up the glove so impetuously thrown down.
Whether war is probable or not it were difficult
to say ; that opportunities for it are prominently
present, all of us can perceive. Probably, the
French Emperor would prefer peace; but to have
it safely be maust get Prussia to assume a con-
cilintory and deprecatory tone.  And this is pre-
cisely the last concession Bismarck or his entou-
rage will make to the Napoleomic susceptibilities.
We do not say war is coming, but no other
eventual issue 1s conceivable if France persists
in cndeavouring to neatralize Prussian aggran-
disement by swagger and to disarm Prussian re-
sentment by pacific protestations.

PROLL. A MYSTERY.

u the last will and testament of Mr, John

Swith of Allsop-terrace, Halifax (the instru-
ment may be consulted by the incredulous at
the usual expense of a shilling and paticuce),
will bo found & paragraph to the following
effect :

& Also, I give and bequeath to ¢ Proll, what-
ever or whomsoever that may prove to be, his
or her heirs or legal representatives, the sum of
tbree thousand pounds Three per Cent Consoli-
dated Bonk Anuuities, desiriug that my exccutors,
hercinafter named, shall make overy reasonable
effort for tho discovery of the aforesaid ¢ Proll;
Liis or her, &o. ; which cfforts shall comprise an
advertisement, thrico repeated, in A leading
London journal, as well as the local papers of
Liverpoo! and Birmiogham. Aund, in defanlt of
such cfforts proving successful withina year and
o day, then mF said executors sball expend the
fund aforesaid in the purchase of some sufficiag
tokens for the rewaad of any remarkable deeds
of personal prowess, which shall be and occnr
within thre¢ years of my decease.”

‘The singular wording of this baquest created
much local intercst at the time, sud atteacted
an unusual amount of attention to the character
and history of a barmless little man who might
have, otherwise Slipped out of this bastling
world as poisclessly as bo bad dweltin it.

e, John Smith was the only son of a Hali-
fax apotliccary, who left him at bis death, which
did not occur until the *boy ”:was past fosty,
tbo possessor of. an. income of Srve hundred
pounds a year., Jobn-had been destined (in his
cradle).for his father's profession , bat aature,
in the form.of & peculiady timid and sascep-
tible terperament, raised such objections, that
the project bad to be abandoned, and trout fish-

This ,

; man's life, until (hese sports were interrupted,

; for a seagon, by the decease of his respected sire, |
general or extensive concurrence of opimon. ; and the conscquent duty of looking into his 0wn | can't you ?” he gasped , and sm k ?
* M. Dupin, in his late speoch,” says the Gazetle,  affuirs. This discharged, Mr. John returned to | chair with a pereeptible sbive..

, the snipe and trout with undiminished ardour,

| The cliange in his habits was, indeed, so
; slight as to be hardly perceptible, Even the
, two old servants, husband and wife, who had,
| from time jmmemorial to Aim, furmned the do-
, mestic establishment, and whom he (John) had,
+ from kindly motives, dismissed, superannuated,
, with a handsome allowance, ingisting that Mas-
. ter John was not getting on nicely without
, them, came quietly back, dismissed, without
y the slightest ceremony, the provisivnal waid ,
and resumed their accustomed duties with all
the vigour of youth!

 John Smith has been described, by a gentle-

| caught from the ripple of the brook over which
it bad been his delight to hang since boyhood.
Take John Smith altogether, bods and mind,

; be was perhaps the very last individual in the

was likely to attach. Ard yet John Smith had
a romance and & mystery; and (like a queer
little parenthesis in the social anunals of the
world) here we chronicle the same, taking up
the history about two years subscquent to the
commencement of John's orphanhood.

Although Mr. Smith had never been in the
habit of giving regalar dinner-parties, it wasa
frequent custom with him to invite two or three
of his chief gossips to partake of a brace of
Wandle trout, most of which, weight, condition,
disposition, and all, were (while yet in their na-
tive clement) so well known to that experienced
fishermau, that it must base been like dimiaish-
ing the circle of his personat acquaintance to
dine upon them. These, with a neck of mutton
and any pretty little tiny Kickshaw, such as
Justice Shallow with commendable judgmont
delegated to his cook, formed a light and plea-
sant banquet, which left the inteliect clear, and
temper sweet, for the rubber of threepenny whist
that wound up the evening.

It was on onc of these festive occasions that
attention was drawn to the first of a scries of
remarkable objects, which scemed altogether out
of keeping with the modest adornments of the
Smith mansion. It was a massive silver chalice,
of most beantiful workmauship, displaying three
compartments, on which wece repregented scenes
from the ¥ tauro-machia,” or clessic bull Sghts,
It stood upon a blue-velvet-covercd pedestal,
beneath a giass case, which, while it permitted
a full inspection of the masterly devices on its
gleaming sides, protected the exquisite object
from dust or soil.

 Hallo, Jack, that’s a fino thing!” remarked
friend number onc, suddenly awaking, as it
seemed, to the merit of tho ¢ thing” to which
hic hed been. sitting opposite for half an hour,
‘I must put on 1y spees for this. Magnificent,
by jingo! Look at it, Gripper. Toro—ichat ?
Was this your father’s, Jack 77

3fr. Smith coloured and hesitated.

“Well, no. My father he dido’t scem to care
much about them sort of things, but, I sax,
Gripper , just you try that brown sherry. Join
ug, Peters, will you?”
= 41f T were to bo guilty of the valgarity of
appraising o man's property at his owa table,”
said Mr. Slade, the curate, ¢ 1 should be dis-
poscd to affirm that the individaal who became
possessed of that chalico at anythiog uwnder
three hundred and 6ifty pounds, was a lucky
fellow.”

“ Where upon carth did he get it 7™ said
friend number three to friend number four. . 1
dido’t give our hiost credit for tastes of this
Ling.”

“Aha! There's a mystery, [ take it, abont
that chalice,” remarked the ungratefol Gripper,
who, even while swallowing the browa sherry,
intended to gilenco him, had noticed the embar-
rassment of the little bost. 1 must cxamine

The Berhin journal is Bis- | formed the leading occupations of the young | towards the cup.

Smith caught him nervously by the slecve.
¢ Not fur worldy, old fellow! Let it alone,
k into Ins

r Mr. Slade
adroitly turned the conversation,

Several  months passed, yet the surprise
created by Mr, Smith's purchuse lind not wholly
sllpsided when a Scond and yet more costly
ubject made its appeamnce 1 the drawing-room
at Allsop-terrace. This time it was a gigantic
vase, than which may be seen (especially in
Germany) many baths of smaller dimensions.
It was composed of about cqual quantities of
gold and silver, and was, like its predecessor,
surronnded with devices of the rarest mould—
tho subjects in this case, being suggestise of
stirring incidents of the clase, or war. The
rich cover was crested with the design of a
) giving the finislung
sian bull 1 a frenzy of
at the very

Mr. Smith was as reticent and as embarassed
as ever, and bis friends had to fall back entirely
on conjecture,

What in the world did it mean? Could the
o grateful patient of the de-
ceased apothecary? But no: for why conceal
what would be so honourayle to all the parties
concerncd ?  Could it be that a sudden mono-
maniacal passion for objects of this description
had posessed Jobn Smath even to the absorption
of full two years’ income in a single purchase 7
Hardly that, for ke was sane and shrewd enough
in others things. And, besides, bow would the
timid, nervous little gentleman have been able
to summon the courage and decision required to
complete such a bargain? The curiosity on the
subject grew almost into pain.

“ Come now, you kaow; tell ns, old feltow,
where these gold and silver mines of yours arc
siturted ?” inquired gthe somewhat rough-man-
nered Mr. Gripper,“adopting that feank tone
which, iodeed, was fairly his own, hut was in-
tended, on this occasion, to 1avite 3 correspond-
ing frankness,

® I don't know what you mean,” replied
Mr. Smith, the wan smile flickering in am{) out
of bis irresolute face, like a damp wick that will
not igoite kindly.

‘e Now, I'l tell you what, my {fricng,” re-
sumed Mr. Gripper, setting his tecth in the
truculent manner which slways warned his io-
terlocutors that he was going to say somcething
very unpleasant indeed, * 1 see at all.”

Mr. Smith looked disturbed, but it was not
the agitation of onc whose secret is on the Reint
of being discovered. Qn the contrary, it was
with sometbing that scemed like curiosity, that
he ejnculated, with unususl ecmphasis ;

 Then wh~what the devil is 12"

There's a womags, and s woman with money,
vou lucky ltzog,in the case.” ’

“In what case? YVhere 7
Smith, in sudden terror. gasped Mr.

¢ In love with you, that's all 17
_ Mr.Smith tarned deadly pale. His bair, kad
its constitution permitted, would have assumed
an erect position,

“Heaven forbid ! 1n love with me? What
ever have T done? Come, Gripper, you're sl.
ways ready with yonr chaff, gin't you, now 2"
said poor littlo Swith, almost pitconsly. ¢ Say
you're a quizzing, now.” T

“ Truth, John, iskindest," replicd the. inflexible
Gripper. “Itismy painful daty to. arouse you
to the fact that you have, wittingly or otherwise
(I am not your judge), ensnared: the affection of
some confiding woman, with & good balance at
her banker’s, whose homage, in the form of gifts
you, with s basencss of which Tshotld have be-
lieved yon incapable, do not scruple to aceept
mteading, all the while, to—to—Ia ‘fact” cons
cluded Mr. Gripper, shottly,, ¥ to, tlirow her
over? wE T

“Over what? Who? TWhich? Whatare
you talking aboul?” stammered poor Swmith.
I-wish, Gripper, you wouldu't be such a fool I

« Rool, sir P

JeAnd don't-talk so loud, please™ continned
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the other, looking nervously round ¢ You
do 't know whomwight hear, and, perhaps belivve
your chaff, for it 1s chutf, now, nin'tit! Come,
be neighbours, now, and don't lets have no
more of this.”

“That will wholly depend upon the course |
see you adopt,” said Mr. Gripper, guardedly,
(He was a good natured maon, and loved a joke,
but his scrious manner, and a gloomy look he
had the gift of assuming at pleasure, frequently
imposed upon his friends.) * Now, sir, uuless
you think fit to communicate the whole of this
uefurious plot to me, I—I will not answer for
what, as a matter of honour and humanity, 1
may not feel bound to do.”

“Plot? \Whose ptot? Why do you talk to
me as if I was a Guy Fawkes 7" pleaded poor
Smith, in o tone of such distress that Mr.
Gripper all but abandoned bis joke.

“From whence come these magnificent pre-
sents?  And why, sir, do you colour and
hesitate when questioned on the matter ?” re-
torted Gripper, sternly, ¢ No one suspects you
of having stolen them. As ltile could you of-
ford to become their purchaser; and where the
deuce you came by the judgment to sclect them,
if your funds permitted, is the greatest mystery
of all. There is but one solution; thut, sir,
which I have suggested. As man to man, [ de-
mand—yes, demand—an explanation.”

Mr. Gripper folded his arms, and called up a
frown of extraordinary gloom,

Perhaps he overdid ita little. Perbaps a dim
consciougness that Mr, Gripper had no more
business with the matter than the Tycoon of
Japan, awoke, in the gentle bosow of poor little
Smith, the slumbering man. At all events,
with an energy he was never known to display
before or since, he confronted his scowling
friend, and, making the most of the niggard
stature meted out to him, boldly replicd :

* Then, sir, I refuse ; and the sooner you can
make it convenient to quit my house the better.”

“ Quit your house?” cclibed Mr Gripper, dis-
missing lis frown and joke together. * Not
till I havesbaken hands with one of the heartiest
and pluckiest fellows in the whole range of my
acqusintance. By Jove, Smith, what a spitfire
you arc becoming.”

% Think s0?' said Mr Smith, rubbing lus
hands, and at once returning to good humour.

“ Couldn't you sce that I was only chaffing
you 7" asked his friend ; and, shortly after, took
his leavo, much disgusted at not haviag been
able to discover the secret.

Greater surprises were in store. Mr. Slade,
who was rather ncar sighted, was catering one
evening his friend’s always open hall door, when
he was startled by a flash of steel aad gold, and
a tall menacing figure, armed with & glittering
lance, scemed to be about to make a target of
his breast.  Mr, Slade reeled instinctively back
against the door, and then perceived that his
assailant was only the case of & warrior ; being,
iu fact, 2 magnificent suit of M lan armour—
silken surcoat and all, complete—and which,
being placed across & mighty block of wood,
in default of a steed, represented a knight in
the tilt-yard iuact to cbharge. A diadem en-
circling the wrought helm, denoted that this
costly equipment had cnclosed the limbs of some
chivalrous prince in ages passcd away.

The good curate was still rubbiog his eyes,
and marvelling at such an object encountered
1 such a place, when Mr. Smith bustled in.

“Why, Smith, what have you got here?
My good friend, this is a treasure :udecd !”

“ Ah! I thought you'd hike my Lazy Sallys,
and was 'oping youd look in,” rephed the
virtuoso. ‘ There, you needn't go too close.
Tt looks 'alf as well agawmm at a distance,” ho
added, nervously.

* Your Lazy Sally I" cjaculated Slade. “\Why
do you call it so 7” .

“'Cause that's its name,” retorted Me, Smith.
-t Look "erct” and he pointed to a device and
legend on tho shicld borne by the kingly cham-
pion.

Short-sighted 3Mr. Siade put on his glasses
and made out, for device, & buli's head aud
neck encircled by a broken chain, and, fo

motto, ihe well-known words in which theY'tic admiration. I know you,”
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marshal of a tournament gave signal to engage :

* Laissez aller.”

“Lasy Sally! I said so,” exclaimed the
lover of art, * 1 wish it wasn'l quite so big,
though.  Where ever it's to stand—"

“Why, Smth, you are collecting quite a

museum 7 rematked the curate.  # You, will
want a custodian shortly
Well; I don’t thmk itll come to that,”

said Smith. “ shun't outrun the constable.”

Mr. Slade laughed, apd cbserved that his
friend had glightly mstaken Ins meaning.

The curate's prophecy seemed likely to come
true. Other objects of art continued to arrive
at uncertain intervals, until not a room in the
house but coutd boust of at least onc rich
and beautiful specimen, selected by a tasto as
pure as the expenditure it must have involved
wag hiberal.  Mr. Smith’s collection arrived at
the value of| at Jeast, fiftcen thousand pounds;
and 1t was not unusual for persons in the county,
who delighted in such things, to travel consider-
able distances to visit the accomplished pro-
prictor, and congratulate him on his acquisitions
and tho refined art-knowledge which dictated
therr selection.  The suit of Milan armour was
au especial attraction, aud was rendered more
interesting by the circumstance that an inscrip-
tion had been discovered on the breast-plate be-
neath the surcoat. It had, however, been pur-
poscly obliterated, and now only conveyed a
suspicion that it had been in modern English
without affording any clue to its significance.

Thus matters went on, until the ¢ upmoved
Fates,” who spare the harmless as little as the
oppreesor, knocked at the quiet door in Allsop
terrace, and itmperatively demanded the body of
Mr. John Smith.

The pretence was this. One day, towards
the closing of the trout-season, when your sworn
piscator grows keen and jealous of s dimimsh-
ing sport, Mr. Smith—while in tho hcat ofa
life-and-death contest with a four-hound patri-
arch, whose time (Johu felt) was more than up
—slipped down the baak, and into a deep pool.

He was, it is true, rescued by some husband-
men and fished up, not only alive, but victorious,
still holding to his prize. But the results were
serious. The poor little man caught a cold that
sets its fangs 1 lus delicate chest, and ultimate-
1y sucked away his life.

When conscious of his approaching end, he
sent for bis friend Slade, and requested bim to
allow hLimself to be named co-executor with
their gossip, Tom Gripper, to carry out, among
other things, a purposc he had greatly at beart.
It nced hardly be said that his old fricnd con-
sented, and, thercupon, Jobhn Smith disburdened
his mind of & little romance of private life,
which may possible be held not unworthy of a
page in these records of the rolling year.

About twelve years before, and about three
years subsequent to Ius father's death, John re-
ceived a mysterious consignment, which, being
opencd, revealed that cxquisite silver chalice
winch first atteacted his perghbour's curiosity.
A card accompanicd 1t, on which, in & beautiful
female band, were written these words:

“To J. 8. From the deeply grateful and
admiring Provt.”

Aud, in plain but unobtrusive characters, be-
low the rim of the cnalice, was eagraven :

¢ To the intrepid Swmith.”

Perplexed in the extreme, John carefuily
laid up the chalice, hoping that the mystery
would »n some manuer clucidate itself, and not
without fear that e might be suddealy called
upon to acconat for appropriating what was
certanly 1ntended tor another of is by no
means nocommon name. And ¢ Proll,” who
on carth was “Proll?” Tus it Proll? Yes.
There was no mistake as to the spelling. Poll
might bare been more natural, more familiar.

No. Proll it was.

All doabts, hiowever, were dispelied by the
alarming receipt of the sccond present, the vase,
accompanicd by a note from «“Proll," expressing
her regret that Mr. Smith's modesty—a  quality
that always attends true counrage—should have
deterred hime from oxhibiting to his friends the
_former testimony of her gratitude and enthusias-
Proll con-

cluded, “John Smith, of 9, Allsop-terrace,
though you know not me. And your Proll,
your grateful but invisible protectress, Proll,
will I remain until my dying day.”

“ Whatever I'vo done for to make anybody
so grateful,” said poor little Smith, his wan
smile wanuer than ever, * 1 can't underatand.”

Slade could not Lelp him on this point, so, to
turn the conversation, asked his friend why he
had cvinced 50 marked a disinclination to having
Proll’s gifts closely examined ?

Joho seemed embarrassed for & moment, then
he said :

“Well it don’t matter now ; so here’s the
truth. Some of my friends—not you, Slade”
(affectionately pressing bis hand), “’ave been
in the "abit of chaffing me 'cauge I wasa nervous
sort of timid chap, and these cups and things of
Proll’s scemed as if they was a-chaffing too.
Every onc of them, you sce's talking of my
courage, my ’ardihood and so forth. There's a
motter on ¢&.h.  On the vase was written, ‘ To
the brave devoted Smith.,” On the stomach of
that harmour, was ¢ Tribute to death-defying
‘ardibiocd, in the person of the noble-’arted
Smith.! And so ’tisin all of 'em. Somehow,
though I couldn’t bring mysolf to believe that
Proll was laughing at me in her slecve, I knew
it would sct those fellows off, so I scratched out
the writing on the barmours stowach, and
wouldn't let no one look too close at tother
things, you sce. Now, what I want you for to
do is this,” continued the iuvalid, raising him-
self on the pillow. ¢ O’ course, thisis all gam-
mon. Proll must be a lunatic. I never did her
any service. How could I, as bave lived quiet
here, since I was born? 1 fee! asif Pd been
taking money and gimcracks all my life from
Proll's family, which may want ’em, There
may be old Prolls, or little Prolls, or, in short,
my good friend, I have made up my mind to
leave a thumping legacy to Proli, at all events,
and you must find her out if you can. I know
you will try. And if youcan't,” concluded the
speaker, faintly, for he wasgetting wearied with
his loug speech, © there shall bea clause pro-
viding rewards for other brave chaps like me,
you know,"” he smiled, ¢ so that, perbaps, some-
how, after all, the right J. S. may come in for
one of Proll’s protty thingumbobs.”

Later the same ovening, as Slade again sat
beside his fricnd, awaiting the solicitor who was
to receive instructions for the intended legacy,
the curate quietly revived the subject of Proll's
mysterious gifts,

“You are quite certain—think, now, John—
that you have never been in a position to render
some extraordinary and timely service to this
Proll ?”

“Never, on my word,” said Mr. Smith, em-
phatically.

«1t is very singular,” resumed Mr. Slade,
poudering. ¢ Do you know—but tell mo, first,
has any event of real importance, sach, I mean,
as would remain among the best-remembered in-
cidents of an ordinary experience, ever occurred
to you, that might, indircctly, perchance, con-
nect itself with this enigma?  ThinkX

John reflocted.

“Excopt that—in
landed—"

% Yes 7" cricd his friend, eagerly, observing
that ho paused. “ You landed. How?
Where 77

“Ia the pool, below the sweir,” replicd Mr.
Smith, faintly. I landed him—in twenty
minutes—with a single gut—brown partridge
fiy. He weighed nine pounds and s hounce!” |
Mr. Slade fell intoanotier reveris.  Suddenly
he vesumed : -

« It occurs to me, Smith, as not a little re-
markable, that every onc of these‘niysterious
offerings contains some reference to an ox.”*

« A hox! ejacalated the invalid. ¢ Hox?”?

“Or boll. Itis an ancient sacrifice, a ball-
fight in the zrenn, or evon a crest or device, as
in the armour instance. Now thet, to my miand,
bas a decided sigaificance. Did you ever—say,
in your rocklces youtb, my friend—havg 4 nis-
understanding with & bull?”

« I cxclaimed poor Smith.  Stay, though.
With a hox, T ’ad.”

June, ‘forty-two—I
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“Ha!” smd tbe curate, brightening up: “ how
was that ?”

“1 was a walking quietly down Hollow-cross-
lane, when there come a bellering be'ind me ;
and a8 man rushed past, crying out that a hin-
furinted hox had broke out, and was coming
down the laue! I heard him tramping, and rap
on; but there wasa quickset hedge on each
side, and no gate. So I made a tremenjions
leap, and got over.”

“ And were in safoty 77

“Why, no,” replied Mr Swmith, * Tho hag-
gravating beast had previously adupted a simi-
lar course, and was in the field before me. [
saw his great broad forehcad, heard a shriek
(but whether 'twas my own vuice ur somebody
clso’s, I'm afeared to say), and, being knocked
down insensible, knew notbing more, till I woke
in oy own ‘ouse, with Hannah bathing my 'ed.”

“‘Then the wmatter is as unaccountable as
ever,” remarked the curate, with a disappointed
sigh.

‘The conversation was never renewed, for poor
little Smith was beginning to sink, and two
short days comprised all that was left of his in-
offensive life.

More than scrupulously did the friendly
executors endeavour to fulfil the duty imposed
on them; but their quest of Proll was unsuc-
cessful. They bad ceased the hopeless inquiry,
and bad begun to consult a&s to the best mnode
of carrying out the alternative measure provided
by the will, when, one morning, a visitor sent in
s card to Mr. Slade.

¢ Colonel Commerell.”

The colonel, who appeared about forty-five,
and whose countenance was bronzed by an
Indian sun, was & man of stately presence, and
frank, yet gentlemaoly manner.

“I am just retursed, sir,” he said, ‘from n
long period of foreign service, during the latter
part of which my commubications with home
have been somewhat irregular. My attention
has only now been directed to your advertise-
ment, addressed to ¢ Proll.’”

“ God bless me! are you Proll ' excluimed
the curate, starting from his seat.

The colonel laughed.

“ Wel!, no,” he replied. “ My wife is. Ather
desire I am here to explain what, judging from
the terms of your advertisement, has remained
too long a mystery. So, poor Mr. Smith is
gone? Welll Peace to the brave.”

“Ehem,” said Mr. Siade., “To be sure.
Yes.

* It was an act, sir,” said the colonel, cnthu-
siastically, * worthy of the brigltest age of
chivalry.”

¢ You don't say—that is, do you think s0?”
said Mr. Slade, cautiously.

“Indeed I do. But let me relate, in a few
words, what you don’t know of this matter.”

(** You might relate what I do in fewer still,”
thought Mr. Slade.)

“When I was a jolly young cornet,” con-
tinued his visitor, I had the good hup to en-
gage the affectiona of one who—God be praised !
—is still tho blessing of my home. She wasan
only child: heiress in prospect, of very great
wealth. Her father looked to unite her to a
member of the noble house with which he was
already distantly conoected, and, having some
suspicion of our attachment, hurricd Rosins off,
for a time, to the residenco of a relative who
lived in a sequestered neighborhood three miles
fcorma hence.  Singularly enough, wy regiment
was ordered into this very district. Quite as
remarkable was it, that my wife's father never
knew of that coincidence. So palpable an in-
terposition of fate was not o be neglected. We
met as often as possible. Show myself I dared
not in the quict walks of Copfold. So Resiaa
raounted a rough pony, mado over to her by her
auat for excursions beyond the park limits, and
flow across {9 meet me in the willow meadows,
near Hollow-cross Farm,

* On one of thess occasions she hed tied up
her pony in the littlo copse, and wag tripping
across a ficld, when sho wag alarmea by distant
shouts, and, turniog, fonnd herself within twenty
yords of a furious bullock, which had plunged
throogh a gnp in the hedge, and +was ranking

directly for ier.  Sho hnd given herself up for
lost, when & man—a little man, too—with a
desperato bound, cleared the hedge, and threw
himsgelf betvcen her and the raging animall
That prompt and gencrous action probably
saved ber life, She was preserved. So was Ae!
for the farm people were at hand, and Rosina,
from behind the hedge, could perceive thay,
though knocked down, her champion was not
gored, and was receiving all the agsistance his
case demanded,

Well, sir the interposition of friends recon-
ciled Rosina's father tomy suit. We were mar-
ried, my wife receiving & magnificent dowry.
Oue of the first uses she made of it was o
commence that series of grateful offerings,
which doubtless reached their destination. The
mystery wasrendered necessary by my wife's un-
willingness to let it be known how indifferently
that dear old lady at Copfold had fulfilled the
office of her xeeper. Hence, she adopted for her
name a nursery appellation, which has, you iwiil
observe, about s striking a rescmblance to the
real one, as such pet names usually bear, Poor,
gallant Smith!  Well, wellt  The remembrance
of such an act of heroism may—modest as he
wag—have brought with it a certain sense of
satisfuction. Yet, had any oune whispered so
much in his dying ear, he wonld probably have
faltered out : ¢ Merely my duty.'”

Mr. Slade cougbed.

« Courage, colonel, I have heard, is constitu-
tional, and—"

‘1 doa’t know sbout that,” returned the colo-
nel.  “ For my own part, though I have seen a
shot or two, and stood my ground no worse, I
hope, than others ;~—if I saw a mad bull prepar-
ing to charge, heng me if I shoulda't be in-
clined to turn tail, provided there was cover at
hand!” And the colonel looked as little like n
man who would keep his word herein, as he
could well look.

“1 am at least certain,” said Mr. Slade, in a
low voice, ‘* that had our departed friend been
more fully sensible of the service be had ren-
dered, he would have felt deeply grateful for
baving beeu the instrur.cnt of so providential a
deliverance.”

“As meek as he was intrepid, eh?” said
Colonel Commerell. ¢ A beautiful combina-
tion! And now let me complete my mission.
Proll, that is Mrs. Commerell, positively refuses
to bicar of ‘anything to her advantage,’ result-
ing from Mr, Smith's will, savo the gratification
of knowing that the brave fellow remombered
ber.  Your golicitor, whom I saw inmy way
hither, favoured mo with a copy of the codicil.
My wife will most gladly co-operate with you
in carrying out the admirable object of reward-
ing deeds of self-devotion. It is a thing we
rarely do in Eogland, where but—no matter to
what extreme it be carried—is popularly
though I think erroncousty, believed to provide
its own reward.”

DECALCOMANIE.

HIS process is rapidly taking its place
among the most useful inventions of the
present age.  Itsrange of application is found to
be as wide as the art of painting itself. Decal-
comanie, 88 many of our readers are doubtless
aware, consists in transferring instantly coloured
pictures to wood, glass, china, silk, leather, &ec.,
by means of cement, water, and varnish. The
designs are printed on paper so propared that,
after they are cemented and Jaid on the article
intended to be decorated, they may be easily
removed by means of a damp cloth or sponge
the colourcd design remaining upon the article.
The paper may be easily removed with the aid
of pincers or the blade of a pen-knife, and the
pictargewill be found transferred to tho article,
and in~exact imitation of the most beautiful
painting by hand. The variety of desigas is
very great, including flowers, birds, figures,
landscapes, heads, &c., in every style.  Many of
the designs are cxcectiiug’(y beautiful. The in-
genious artists and printers of Paris have copied
with wonderful skill some of tho best pieces of,

the painters of this and of the last century. As

u pleasing occupation for ladies and gentlamon,
the work i3 one of the most useful and beautiful
of the elegant arts now so much pursued. To
oxcell in the art a previous proficiency in draw-
ing or painting is not needed. What a begiuner
wust avoid, is the too copious use of the various
materials. 1f these are sparingly and carefully
applied, there is much more chance of success
than if the picture were 0o much cemented or too
much damped, for then portions of it might come
away, and so spoil the appearance and complete-
ness of it.  With these cautions, the proces is
8o simple and easy, that failuro in performing it
is almost impossible. Cleanliness, and the com-
paratively small cost of the materials used, also
recommend it to the attention of those who have
leisure, cither for amusement or purposes of
profit, as it is ditficult to say what ornamental
article may ©oc be thusdecorated, from the panels
of a roor to the tiny articles upon the dressing-
table.  We enumerate a few articles which can
bo easily and advantageously decorated, Vases,
trinket-stands, and other ornaments, of white
ching, teaand coffee services in china or earthen-
ware, desert services, flower pots, urn and jug-
stands, straw dinner mats, silk or cloth sofa
cushions, scent bags, slippers, hand screens,
ribbons, articles in warp, book-covers, &e., &c.

To the carriage-painter and house-decorator,
and to every onc engaged in similar occupations,
this art offers a complete substitute for the costly
process of hand-painting for panels of rooms,
sleighs or carriages, and other portions of his
work which require artistic embellishment.

Messrs. Prowse & Brother, Great St. James
Street, have just now on view in their store a
variety of refrigerators and other articles de-
corated by this process in & style infinitely supe-
rior to the usual band-work, and at a mere frac-
tional part of the cost,

Zvery material and preparation necesgary for
carrying out to perfection the art of decal-
comanic may be had of John M. Bell, 423 Notre
Dame Street. With#he materials, Mr. Bell will
be pleased to give any other information which
may be required on the subject,

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

To make whitewash which will not rub off,
adad to it a little sugar or wolasses.

The application of fish oil to leather kills the
substance, and is the prime cause of the gum
found oun the surface.

_To wash calico without its fading, infuse three
gills of sait in four quarts of water; put the ca-
lico in while bot, and leave it till cold, and in
this way tho colours arc rendered permanent,
and will not fade by subsequent washing:

Great cfforts are being made in France to intro-
duce steam trains on common roads, for the
transport both of goods and passengers, and a
company has been formed to carry out the plan
on a large scale. Some experiments bave been
tricd in Paris, Nantes, and elsewhers ; and the
Universal Exhibition, where there is a large col-
lection of traction and other engines, of nearly

all nations, has given a fresh impulse to the
movement.

Frexcn Wasnixe Maonsery.— The linen of
several hotels and cafés in Paris is washed at the
rate of 40,000 pieces a day, at the Blanchisserie
de Courcelles, three miles or so from the St.
Lazare terminus of the western Railway, The
Linen is boiled with sosp and sode, and then
washed ju hollow wheels, rinsed, partly dried
by centrifogal machines, and for the rest in hot-
air ovens, Which carry off nearly three ponnds
of moisturo per pound of coal burnt. It is final-
Iy ironcd between polished rollers, apd then
fcturned to Paris. o

Ramié, or Bochmeria tenacissima, of Javs, is &
remarkable textile. Itis said that this exotic
is at present flnorishing in a largoe plaatation in
Mezxico, and naturalists who have narsed it and
experimented upon it for the last twenty-three
yenrs, stato that its fibre Is stronger thah hemp,
ag fine and white and twico as durable ag linen,

ad more productive than cotton. In 1865 M.
oczl exported and sold in England more than
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5,000 1bs, of the staple wt double the puce of the
best qnality of cotton. Its beautiful fubries are
displayed in the Paris Exhibition.

Vaiee oF THE Potato.—There is no other
vegetable food, except wheaten hread, of which
so much can be said in its favour as the potato.
Its merits, however, vary wuch with the kind
of sced, the period of maturity, and the soll in
which it is grown, That kind should be pre-
ferred which becomes mealy on boiling. Itis
not material in reforence to nourishment whether
thespotatoes are boiled or rousted, In point of
cconony and convenience, however, it hus been

found better to boil tban to roast them; for :
while the 1083 in boiling upon 1 1b. of potatoes
searcely exceeds balf an ounce, that in the most |
careful roasting is 2 oz. to 3 oz. It is also more
cconomical to cook thom in their sking, and to |
peet them immediately before they arc eaten.

CHESS. [

| ing,” replied the crazy fetlow.
| mg,” rep 3

TO CORRESPONDENTS. .
18 N. C.—Dleaso send solution of the posiuion you
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WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

When do ladies resemble arrows 7—When
they are 1n 4 quiver.

The gas is reported to be so bad in Erie, that
the man who puts it out has to take a lantern to
find the posts.

Why should you judge the American prople
to be fond of perfumes ?2—Recause they carry
cents about them.

The greatest piece of absurdity we have heard
of for some time i3 that of the artist who tricd to
tickle lus pallot—Judy.

Said Tom, " Since J have been in France
have eaten 5o much veal tbal I am ashamed to
took o culfin the face.”—*1 s'pose, sir, then,”
said & wag, “you shave without u glass?”

“#What are you nbout ?" inquired a lanatic of
a cook, who was industriously picking the
feathers from a fowl. ¢ Dressing a chicken,”
answered the cook. “I should call that undress-

A great pupster was asked one evening, in
company, to make an extempore pun. *“ Upon
what subject 7" he inquired  Oue of the party

recently enclosed. Solution of ¥’roblein 39 was OU K. | answered, ¢ The Quecn.”—¢ Oh, sir,” he replied,

J. C. Loxnoy, ONT.—~The Problem is ander exam-
nution.  Shall be glad to hear from you sgam,

1..M —Qusnrc, We cannot give a defimte reply at
preaent.

PROBLEM, No. 83.
By J.J. Warrs.
BLACK.
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‘White to play and Mate in three moves.

SOLUTION OF PROBLE), No. SI.
WInTE. BLACK.

1 Ron Q Kteq to QB. rq.
2 Ronngqto B,
3 @ Mates.

} Arny move.

—

Lively little partic between Herren Hirschfield and
AMayet.
RUY LOPRZ KT'3 QAME,

Wrrg, (Hirschfield.) BLACR. (Mayet )

1PtokK 4 1P toK 4,

2K KttoBS 2Q Ktto 83

3K Bloft5. 3rtQR3

4 RKBrolt4 4 K Ktto B3,

b PtoQd. 5 K Kt takes P,

4 Castles. 6 KBto K2,

7 QPtakesP. 7 Castles. |

$FtoQRB3. 8P toQKLe

YK BoBB2 91 10Q4.

10 K Rto K sq. 0 Q Bk (a)

1 QR QL) 11 R Kt takes Kt

12 K Btakes B, 12 K It takes Xt (ch)

13 Q takes K Kt. 13K RtoK #q.

14 Y{OK G HPtoKB3(c)

16 Qo R56(d.) 15 P to K Kt 3.

i, | BihEas 2/

17 Q takes ’(ch. o R &q 3

1 8 RioK 8, IBPtoK B4

19 K RtoR B(ch) 1y toRo

2 Q Bty Ktb6. “95 24
Aud ferr Mayet relign

(@) KXt 1o Q B 4 would havo boen safer p'\ayTM It

uib) Hierr Hirschficld selocts the propor snove to ob-
n ap lmmediato ad vauiage ip pesition,

(c) Fatal! K B o his 8 would havo béen more to the
t

poiat. %1

(d) Tho attack is now quite irresistible.

i “the Queen iz no subject.”

An editor wlho wasshaved in a barber’s shop
offered the barber a dime, which he refused,
“Becanse,” sl bhe; “I understand dat you is an

s editor.”—Weil, what of it 2”—¢«Why; we never

charge cditors nuflin."—*“But such liberality
will ruin you,”—#0, neber mind, we make it off
de gemmen."—~-Jmerican Paper.

When Mr. Sheridan pleaded in court his own
cause, and that of the Drury Laue Theatre, an
Irish labourer, known amongst the actors by
the name of Billy Brown, was called upon Yo
give i3 evidence. Previous to h's going into
court, the counsellor, shocked at the shabby
dress of the witness, began to remonstrate with
him ou this point—*You should have put on
your Sunday clothes, and not think of coming
into court covered with lime and brick-dust—it

¢ detracts fromw the credit of your evidence."—4Be

cool, Mr. Counscllor,” said Bitly, “only be cool;
yow're in your working-dress, and I amia mine ;
and that’s that.”

The grass-plots in the college courts or quad-
rangles ore not for the unballowed feet of the
undergraduates. Some, however, are hardy
enough to veature in spite of all remonstrance,
‘A master of Trinity had often observed a stu-
dent of his collegenvariably to cross the green,
when, in obedience to the calls of his appetite,
hie went to hall to dine. One day the master
determined to reprove the delingnent for invad-
ing the rights of his superiors, and for that pur-
pose he threw up the sash, and called to the
student, “Sir, I never look out of 1y window
but I see you walking across the grass-plot."—
My lord,” replicd the offender instantly. ¢I
never walk across the grass-plot bat I sce you
looking out of your window.” The master,
pleased at the readiness of the repiy, closed his
windos.

Hamts or Birps.—~Their feathers,
Resectep Lavs.—Bad eggs.—Judy.

# Grate " Coupraxions.—The poker and the
tongs.

MorTtoror TREMONEY-Boxes AT ovr ITospiTaLs,
- When you're passing my way—drop in."—
Fun.

Goop, art Nor For EATiNg —A  wealthy
bishop congratulated a poor curate on the good
air which he breathed in his parish: to which
the latter replied, ¢ Yes, my lord, the air wounld
be good enough if T conld only live on it

Tusr Irisn EpiTon’s Buir.—There is o story of au
frish newspaper editor who, being leftgrithout
assistancee in a basy time, found bimsc@nable
10 cope with all the intelligence, late, later, and
1ntest, that flowed in upon him ; so that towards
four in the moroing, he'wound up his night's
work by peaping n noticé extraordinary in theso
words=~*Qwing to 2 most unusual pressure of
matter, we are compelléd (o leave several of our
columns blank !”

(August 31

A Harp Bep.—Aun old lady from the country
glept one night lately in the house of a fr ud in
town. ler bed happoned to boa plin hard
mattress, so much recommonded as more healthy
to lic upon than & bed of down, Next mor-
ning the old lady was asked how she had
siept over-night.  “No very weel,” was tho re-
ply, “for my auld banes arve sair wi' that
hard Led ¢ yours”—t Oh, but Janet, do
you not kunow that all the great physicians
sny that it is more healthy to slecp on beds
as hard asa board 77 replied the host.  # Ol ay,
said Janet; “an’ I suppose thats what you
toon’s bodies ca’ a Board o’ Health.”

A well-known American lawyer, who prides
himself upon his skill in cross examining wit-
nesses, had an odd-looking genius upon whom
to operate. The witness was a shocmaker
“You say, sir, that the prisoner is a thicf?"—
¢ Yes, sir, ‘cause why, she confossed it.’—¢ Am
you also swear she bound shocs for you subse
quent to the confession 2°—# I do swear, sir.”—
“Thea"—giving & sagacious look at the court
—¢ wo are to understand that you employ dis-
honest people to work for you, cven after their
rascalities are known §—¢ Of course; how else
could I get assistance from a lawyer.”

A Wisn witn Two SiEs 70 iT.—Sic Walter
Scott, mccting an Jrish beggar in the street,
who importuned him for sixpence, the Great Un-
known, not haviag one, gave him a shilling, add-
ing, with a laugh, ¢ Mind now, sir, you owe me
sixpence.”—* Och, sure eavugh,” said the beg-
gar, “and God grant you life till I pay you!’

Vsrnat Seips.—There have been oceasions
when # littlo vanity has caused individuals,
when before the public, to ¢ loso their head ”
and control over their tongue, A slip of this
sort, horn of vanity, was once committed by
Lord Camden. As he was coming out from St.
Jameg’s at the end of a royal fete, Towusend, the
police chief of all Court doings, called aloud,
“Lord Camden's catriage !'— Lord Oamden’s
carriage ! "—** Townsend,” said my lord, in an
undertone, to the great Bow Street runner, ¢ the
king has mademe a marquis#'— Oh ! ” exclaim
ed the police superintendent, as he turned
round to the chariots and charioteers, * Lord
Cawmden’s carriage.  The king hus made him o
marquis ! 7

The late Robert Taylor, a gentleman for many
years connected with the Liverpool Press, bad
an inveterate penchant for writing cpitaphs,
Upon one occasion a few friends had met for the
purpose of raising & subscription to assist a
decayed tradesman, and amongst the company
was & person who, by means of marriage, was
& wealthy man, but who was so thorough a
skinflint that he could not bo prevailéd upon to
part with sixpence. During the evening, epitaph
writing was mentioned, and Mr. John Stone, in
a jocular way, requested Taylor to write his
epitaph, which he did at once, and; to the aston-
ishmeut of that gentleman, handed Lim the
following impromptu :—

*At Jphn Stone’s heart Death drow his dart,

Byt how was ho astounded,
When from the part the fatat dart,
With fearful forco rebounded !
“10, ho 1 ' quoth Death, and drew his breath,
“ Aly mighty power you mock it ;
Butihere’s 2 blow shall lay you low,”
And he struck him in the pocket.”

A mnn who stopped his paper, wrote to the
editor: %1 think folks ottent to spend ther
munny for papur, my daddic diddent and zvery-
body sed he was the most intelligentast man in
the country and had the smartest fumily of bois
that ever dugged taturs.”

I pressed her geMie form to me, and whispered
in hee ear, if when 1 was far, far awasy, she'd
drop-for me o tear 7 | pansed for soma cheering
words, my throbbing heartto col,and with her
rosy lips she said, ¢ Oh, Ed, you're sich 4 f301 2"

Sarabi-pading extra—~—Vake, lady, vake! The
moon i3 ligh, tho twinldin' starsare>beamin’,
while now angl then across the sky; aameteor ave
streamin’. -V ake; Sally, vakel -and Iook- on me
—avake, Squire Nubbia's daugbter! 1f. 1’1l have
you and.you'll haye me—(by gosht who threw
that water ?)



