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CANADIAN NATIONALITY.
A Present-Day Plea.

BY WILLIAM NORRIS, TORONTO.

WE are on the eve of startling = to meet the liabilities we have under-
events.  Public opinion in | taken will place us in irretrievable
Canada has come to the conclusion bankruptcy in the near future. The
that something must be done, or some | men who advocated Confederation and
change made, to meet the crisis that is ' the acquisition of the North-West,
approaching. Half a continent can- @ must have seen what such would
ot be settled and peopled by a colony; | necessarily lead to. Why will they
& nation may plant colonies, a colony | then oppose the legitimate result of
Dever can. The Canadian people have | their own work —Independence ?
38sumed the responsibility of populat- | It is said there are two ways out of
ng the North-West, and they must | the difficulty—Canada wmust either
Tise equal to the emergency. Already | assume nationality, or join the United
they Lave spent $15,000,000 in the | States. The first is the legitimate and
Partial construction of the Pacific only solution.  Generally speaking,
ailway, and it will cost nearly ' England would never permit annexa-
’?’100,000,000 more to complete it. | tion, unless forced on her by along and
© revenue of the country is only | disastrous war, which would almost
5,000,000 a year at the most, ! destroy Canada, for her soil would
$7,000,000 of which is required to ' be the battle-ground of the contending
bay interest on the public debt, leaving = nations. Independence could be ob
°nly $18,000,000 to meet the expenses | tained without embittering the rela-
government, and the public works. | tions which now exist. But annexation
$2 colony, with our present revenue, ¢ would be no remedy for the evils from

$2

th It would seem to be necessary to repeat the statement, previously made in the MonTHLY,
rM’ the Editor disclaims responsibility for the opinions of contributors, whether the articles
ofe igned or not. It has been the rule to oper the pages of the Magazine for the discussion
t :“blflcts currently up in the public mind without reference to the point of view from which
fair "];t'."i ¢8 are written, the only requirements being temperateness of tone, courtesy, and a
les ?:hl ity in their treatment. The Magazine continues to be conducted on the same princi-
ind) at have hitherto governed its policy. Contributors to, and critics of the Monthly, will
¥ note this announcement.--Ep. C. M.
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which we suffer.  Politically, it would
only be a change of masters; and, asa
means of settling and developing our
country, it would be more than doubt-
ful. Indeed,itwould be the sure means
of killing all our projects. Noone can
believe that the Americans would
build our Pacitic Railway to the detri-
ment of their own Northern Pacitic
and the one already in operation.
Neither is it likely that our sea-board
would be developed to the injury of
Portland, Boston and New York.
Hence, annexation would be of no
use to further the projects upon which,
for good or evil, the Canadian people
have set their hearts.

Politically, annexation would surely
render Canada tributary to the States.
There are those who think, and say,
that suitable enactments could be
made to secure the liberties of Canada;
but no enactments could make a dwarf
equal to a giant; and we do not see
that enactments, even among Ameri-
cans themselves, have much force to
protect their own people when the sup-
posed interests of one of the parties
require that any particular section
should be oppressed. Enactments
and laws of the plainest interpretation
and of the most binding force could
not keep Hayes out of the presidential
chair contrary to the will of the ma-
jority of the people. How then would
enactments protect the people of Can-
ada who must appear, and really are,
aliens to the people of the United
States? Sections of the American
people, when deprived of their right by
tyranny or fraud, have the memories
and common sacrifices of the whole
united country to fall back upon to
sustain them in submitting to the
usurpations. What common sacrifices
or aspirations would Canadians have
with the American people which
would enable them to submit to such
an act as that which lately deprived
the people of Maine of their properly
elected representatives? None what-
ever. Such an act, perpetrated in
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. tyranny, which could not be borne,

and which would likely be resisted by
armed force. The only valid ground
which the advocates of annexation
have to stand on, is that, that the
measure would give us access to the
markets of the United States—a
very dear privilege if it would entail
the loss of our liberties—and if this
result could be obtained by a means
which would not also bring with it
the evils of annexation, then their
only argument is gone.

(anadian independence, it is sub-

" mitted, would enable us to make such

. closing all other markets to us.

Csnada, would be barren, unmitigated

treaties with the United States as
would give us access to their markets,
as well as enable us also to gain access
to the markets of the world. We
cannot make such treaties at present.
The Americans will not treat with
an ‘“irresponsible semi-independent
power,” necessarily controlled by an
aristocracy which they hate; or by
their rivals in trade—the British com-
mercial class.  Moreover, a just and
proper treaty could not be made. To
make such « treaty as would be of any
use to Canada, she must have full and
unrestricted access to American mar-
kets, both for her productions and
manufactures. To obtain such priv-
ileges, she must be able to give
gimilar ones as regards her own
markets. The privileges of Canadian
nmarkets, to be of any use to the
Americans, must be refused to the
English, otherwise the Americans
would get nothing for what they gave.
How can a colony give privileges to a
foreign nation, and refuse them to the
nation to which she belongs? Hence,
g0 long as we retain our present con-
nexion, a proper treaty cannot be
made between Canada and the United
States.

Then, as our position excludes us
from the markets of the United States,
does it assist to open the other
markets of the world to us? No; on
the contrary, it is also the means of
Our
mother-country is a commercial and
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manufacturing nation. To support
her own people, she requires to sell

amount is not sold, she has bread
riots and starvation.
be expected to make rivals to her own
trade? How can she assist us to open
the markets of the world to our pro-
ducts and manufactures, when her
great trouble is to find markets for
her own goods? Irish manufactures
were killed because they interfered
with British goods. Can the manu-
facturers of Canada expect any better
fate ¢ They cannot, for England must
find markets for her goods so that her
workmen shall have bread, otherwise
there would be a revolution. Hence,
by our position, we are shut out, not
only from the markets of the United
States, but also from the markets of
the world.

It is said there is an offset to this
state of things. If England’s necessi-
ties prevent us from obtaining mar-

ets, she furnishes herself a market
for all our natural products, and our
efforts should be directed to agitate
& commercial union with the mother
Country. Let her, it is said, discrim-
nate in favour of our breadstuffs, and
We ought to be content to accept her
Manufactures. As this argument has
€en extensively used by the advocates
of Tmperial Federation, it would be
Well to ascertain upon what grounds
the corn laws were abolished in Eng-
and, with a view to ascertaining whe-

er English discrimination in favour
oL Colonial breadstuffs and provisions
18 possible.

The land of the United Kingdom
'S owned by a comparatively limited
Mumber of the people, and, beside own-
i0g the land, this same limited number
18 8pecially endowed with hereditary
fank angd privilege.  Liberalism in
Jngland, for centuries, has consisted
10 lessening the privileges of the aris-

oracy, and dividing political power
¥ith the people. In a country, also,
Which does not raise within”itself suf-

)
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ficient of any one commodity to satisfy

- the wants of its own people, any duty
an immense amount of goods every .
year ; and, whenever the rcquired

'

How can she

. of the duty.

placed on the importation of that arti-
cle, raises the price of it by the amount
England raises only a
little over one-half of the breadstuffs
and provisions required by herown peo-
ple,and, consequently, any duty placed
on such goods raises their price by the
amount of the duty. But the moment
the prices of breadstuffs rise in Eng-
land, the aristocracy raise the rents of
the land, consequently, placing a duty
on breadstuffs and provisivns in Eng-
land in favour of the Colonies would
only be taking money out of the pock-

. ets of the poor, half starved working

man, and putting it into the pockets
of the already too-rich aristocracy, to be
spent indissipationand luxury, ortobe
squandered in devastating Afghanis-
tan, or in slaughtering Zulus. How,

! then, could England discriminate in

favour of the products of our country,
or, indeed, of any country ¥ Even now,
Ireland is on the brink of rebellion
from shéer distress, and the smallest
rise in provisions in England would
soon bring her people to the same con-
dition: consequently, discrimination in
favour of our breadstuffs in England
is entirely out of the question, and the

.great argument in favour of Imperial

Federation falls to the ground.

The above circumstances also ac-
count for the wonderful tenacity with
which British Liberals stick to Free
trade as a liberal doctrine in all parts
of the world, though manifestly the
facts and arguments which make Free
trade the great liberal principle it is in
England have no application what-
ever in Canada, where the social con-
dition of the people is so different, and
where the lards are held by the people
generally.

It would seem plain, then, that the
present colonial position of Canada
prevents her from obtaining a proper

" reciprocity treaty with the United

States, and shuts up the markets of
the world to her goods, while giving
no possibility of securing any better
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position for her goods in British mar-
kets than that possessed by other
countries. It would also seem that in-
dependence would enable us to make
such a treaty with the United States,
and treaties with other countries, as
would enable us to gain access to their
markets without lessening our present
privileges in those of Britain. There
is no question that access to these
markets, especially to those of our own
continent, would be to the great and
lasting benefit of Canada : every one
is agreed on that.

There is also no doubt that inde-
pendence would elevate the character
and status of our people. It would
give Canada a national credit in the
money markets of the world, and bet-
ter enable it to raise money by bor-
rowing, or, by the creation of a
national currency, similar to that of
the United States, for the purpose of
building the Canadian Pacific Railway.

There is one more argument in fa-
vour of independence greater than all
the others put together. ~Without
population, a great North-West is
useless to Canada. So is a Pacific
Railway. If there be no one to use
the railroad, the money required to
build it may as well be thrown into
the sea. It will be like our present
school system—an immense expense
to Canada for the benefit of others.
Every year Canada spends millions
in educating her young men, and
the moment they are made fitted
to be of use to her, they emigrate
to the United States in thousands.
In like manner, leave Canada in her
present condition, and the chief use
of a Canadian Pacific Railway will
be to carry food to starving Indians,
or to serve the Americans. Who will
use it? There is not much use of ex-
_ pecting the peopie of foreign countries
to come hither and occupy our lands.
Qur emigration agentswere arrested in
Germany & few years ago as frauds and
cheats, in trying to get the people to
emigrate to a place where they would
have no country, a3 Canada cannot

l
|
|
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make a British subject, and she has no
citizenship of her own. Then look at
the statistics of British emigration for
the year 1878. One-half of all the
people who left the United Kingdom
went to the United States, and one-
tenth only came to Canada. What
else iz to be expected? People are
running away from England, Scotland,
and Ireland, because of landlordism,
privileges, and aristocracy. Will they
come to a colony where a scion of one
of the houses which hunted them out
of Scotland holds high appointment to
remain, both they and their children,
colonists still, when, until recently,
they could get double the amount of
land, with the privileges of citizenship,
in the United States? We never can
expect to retain even our own Cana-
dian population until we can give
them the same advantages they can
get in the United States-—that is, a
country with all that a nationality
implies and manhood suffrage. As
to obtaining the people of the old
countries, we must remain content,
so long as we are a colony, with the
poorer classes of immigrants which
charity and paid passages send to our
shores.

Apart, however, from the advanta-
ges or disadvantages of independence,
we must make up our minds to look
the inevitable in the face. ~We have
resolved not to cast in our lot with the
Americans, and their continual pre-
carious political condition confirms
our resolution. Coming events will
surely force us shortly to take up the
destiny which every one admits must
necessarily ultimately be borne.
Jingoism is on its last legs in England.
It is dead now,and A fghanistan isgoing
to be its grave. The coming elections
in England will surely be won by the
Liberals, and the escape of the army,
lately in so much peril, will not help
the Tories. The triumphant journey
of Mr. Gladstone through Scotland is
thelatestindication of the feelingof the
Scotch people towards him ; and Ire-

| land, broughe to the verge of rebellion
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by Jingoism, will send three-fourths
of her members to support him, Beer
and - other political influences are
exhausted in England, and, whether
a remedy for the hard times or
not, a change in Government will
be sought as a relief from the
present depression. Itisthe acknow-
ledged policy of the Liberals to change
all that has been done by the Tories,
and the people will support them. We
may certainly look for a great re-
action, and the recoil may be so great
as to sever the slight link which now
binds our Dominion to the Empire.

It, therefore, behoves all true Cana-
dians to be prepared for whatever
may occur. There is but little to be
done. A Governor elected every seven
years by both our Houses of Parlia-
ment, the appointment of a small di-
plomatic body, and the adoption of a
flag are all thatis needful. Surely, a
people who have an independent and
final Supreme Court is equal to this.
The flag may cause some ditficulty,
but not necessarily. We have the
colours already—it is only necessary
to place them. The red first, repre-
senting Englishmen and Scotchmen ;
the white, representing the French
who first colonized Quebec and the
French (Canadian people who now
nhabit it; and the green, though
questioned by some, is acknowledged
by all to represent the Irish. These
colours, placed vertically, with the

nion in the upper corner as now,
Would make a good Canadian flag and
attract the regard of a majority. of the
People who inhabit the Dominion.

© green, especially, would be worth
100,000 men to the Dominion in case
of any difficulty with our neighbours,
and would effectually Canadianize the
Irigh,

The near prospect here held out
ay frighten the timid, but timidity
18 one of the things nationality is in-

nded to remove. ¢You are big

*Dough and strong enough forindepend- |

hce,’ said the Tvmes, ‘and if not, the
ucation of self-reliance will soon
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make you so.” But there is nothing
to fear but weakness and cowardice.
‘We shall have 5,000,000 of brave,
hardy, industrious people, unused to
luxuries and all enervating influences.
We have a commercial marine second
only to that of America to carry a
fully developed national trade. We
have 800,000 men between the ages of
16 and 45, should they be required, to
defend our liberties. We have re-
sources in natural wealth—lumber,
coal, iron, and gold—almost measure-
less, while our agricultural lands in
the North-West give double the aver-
age of the yield of the North-Western
States. We are already Confederated
and bound together in one Dominion,
having executive, legislative, and judi-
eial bodies, the last of which is inde-
pendent, and the other two nearly so.
And, lastly, we shall have the good
will of England and possibly her
guarantee for our independence, as
she gunrantees that of Belgium, in
starting on our national career.

‘We can then look forward to the
future with hope and confidence. In
twenty years of Canadian independ-
ence, twelve or fourteen states will
occupy what is now an unbroken
solitude, whose trade, and that of the

. whole North-West of the continent,

will flow in one stream through our
territory, either through Lake Winne-
peg and Nelson’s River into Hudson
Bay, or down the Great Lakes and
the St. Lawrence to the Atlantic,
fertilizing and enriching the country
through which it passes.  Political
power follows in the steps of material
wealth, Modern nations on this con-
tinent grow with prodigious strides.
In one hundred years the United
States have passed through all the
phases of national life that took a
thousand to mould Europe, and they
are fast hastening to a premature old
age. Our country has come into
existence at a grand period of the
world’s history. Humanity, on this
continent, has advanced beyond the
evils of the old civilization. Feudalism
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slavery, and extreme ignorance and
poverty, have never been known to
any extent among us, and we shall
never be handicapped by them. Our
great competitor and rival will never
recover from the evils of one of them
—slavery., Already she shows signs of
dissolution. The evils of the old civ-
ilization amid which she was begotten,
and the corruption engendered by the

|
|
|
|

civil war, are doing their work. A '
hot-bed progress among alien and half-
assimilated people will surely accel- -

erate the end. They are in a dilemna
either horn of which is fatal. They
must either submit to the mob and the

ITERUMNE!?

integration is sure to follow. As
power steps from the disorganized
grasp of the United States, it will fall
to Canada as her natural right, making
her the first nation on this continent,
as she is now the second. United
closely, as we shall bz from the
Atlantic to the Pacific by a common
nationality, our country will go on,
increasing from age to age in wealth,
in power and in glory ; and it may not
be too much of a stretch of the ima-
gination to think, that as it is the

. latest developed portion of a new

commune, and see their cities blaze |

as they did three years ago, or to a
standing army and a general who will
destroy their institutions and make
himself dictator. In either event, dis-

world—as it was the first, by millions
of years, to nurse and cradle in her
bosom the first spark of animal life in
the eozoon,—it may be the country
where a last great, and fully developed
humanity may find its fitting habita-
tion and abode.

ITERUMNE?

BY CHARLES E. ROBERTS.

Hme! No wind from golden Thessaly

Blows in on me as in the olden days ;
No morning music from its dew-sweet ways,

No pipings, such as came so clear to me

Out of green meadows by the sparkling sca ;
No Goddess any more, no Dryad strays,
And glorifies with song the laurel maze ;—

Or else I hear not and 1 caunot see.

For out of weary hands is fallen the lyre,
And sobs in falling ; all the purple glow
From weary eyes is faded, which before
Saw bright Apollo and the blissful Choir
In every mountain grove ;—nor can I know
If T shall surely see them any more.
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T has been remarked on as signifi-
cant that, at recent meetings where
lawyers were invited to meet the pub-
lic and have a ‘legal talk,’ the tone
adopted was one of apology. There is,
undoubtedly, a great deal of unjust
misconception regarding law and law-
yers in the popular mind. Perhaps
there is no profession in which integ-
Tity is so essential to great success
ag in law, nor one in which loftiness
of character can play a more useful
part, or is surer of grateful recognition.
Our laws betray abundant marks of
haste, and to some extent explain the
largeness of the item for cutlery and
Paste in the public accounts. But if
laws are, in any case, obscure, contra-
dictory, ungrammatical, and mislead-
Ing, the farmers may feel assured this
arises, not from the redundancy, but
from the lack, of legal acumen in our
legislators.

Yet when a learned judge proved
that lawyers were blameless embodi-
ments of all the virtues, no one need
be surprised that laymen opened their
‘€yes wide, nor that one more daring
than the rest ventured to demur.
His demurrer is not met by pointing to
the noble lives lived by lawyers of
renown, the great part played by such
1N our constitutional history, the ex-
ploits hardly short of heroic, of coura-
Reous advocates in days of peril

hose shining and attractive persons
were all drawn from the ranks of the

depressing; while the attorneys, breath-
ing a much less wholesome atmos-
phere, seldom educated and often illi-
terate, brought into contact with weak-
ness, cunning, greed, treachery, and
other petty dark passions, made the
name of lawyer a by-word, the slur of
which, by persons unable, or too care-
less, to separate the advocate and law-
yer, par excellence, from the attorney
and pettifogger, has too frequently
been applied to all who are engaged in
the profession of the law.

Here in Canada, where the salu-
tary division referred to does not ob-
tain, it would be well to ponder the
causes which have made the attorney
the favouritevillain and trickster of the
novel and the stage. Some of those
causes are within our control. The
most virulent—ignorance—undoubt-
edly is. And when the immenseprivate
interests entrusted to lawyers are con-
sidered, no safeguards against charac-
ters unworthy of trusts so important
can wisely be spared.

But when.we, here in Canada, con-
template the legal profession, we have
not merely to think of getting good
attorneys ; we also want a high-mind-
ed, capable, erudite bar, whence we
may draw our Cokes, our Mansfields,
our Currans. A distinguished lawyer,
Mr. James Bethune, speaking on this

, subject at a public meeting of the Os-
_ goode Hall Legal and Literary Society,

ar, a body of men who have, in the

old.world, always belonged to a su-
Perior class, enjoying all the educa-
tional advantages of their time. These

Men, owing to the division of the legal -
Profession into two classes, have been .

' s“bj?c§6d only tothose influences in the
WMinistration of law which are, if’
R0t ennobling, certainly not morally

i
i

|

|

pointed out that a lawyer is Prime
Minister of Canada, another lawyer
Prime Minister of the Province, an-
other lawyer the leader of the Reform
party in the House of Commons, an-
other lawyer the leader of the Opposi-
tion in the Assembly, and the infer-
ence that the character of lawyers was
of some importance to the public hav-
ing regard to the highest interests of
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the State was not far-fetched. Nor
surely is it far-fetched to wonder why,
the circumstances being thus, the
Benchers of Osgoode Hall should re-
trograde rather than advance in the
matter of education.

I had intended taking the question
up, but found my friend, Mr. Gor-
ham, had already done 8o in an essay,
which will be found below, and which
is' written from the best possible stand-
point—that of a Student.

Nicaoras Froop Davix.

The law student, having paid his
fees, enters on ‘a profession whose
general principles,’ as Story says, ¢ en-
lighten and enlarge, but whose minu-
tiee contract and distract the mind.’
Some of us who, like Story, had
¢dallied with the muses in the gardens
of classic and English literature,” and
learned

‘To sport with Amaryllis in the shade,
Or with the tangles of Neaera's hair,’

have shuddered at the cold and stiff
embrace of the Common Law. Many
of us, with Lord Brougham, may have
felt it to be *the cursedest of cursed
professions,’ and, like him and Story,
vainly cast about us for some other
venture in which to engage our time
and talent. ¢ Wehave stepped across
the threshold of manhood eager to
realize the visionary future which im-
agination had painted in such en-
chanting colours. Pure in heart, rich
in affection, and sanguine in fancy, we
looked forward to life as to an Eldo-
rado paved with the golden sands of
romance. We have found on it pro-
saic dust.’” How many of us have
floundered wearily in the ‘Slough of
Despond,’ as, with exertions renewed
again and again, we have struggled
throygh, and at last conquered the
difficuities couched in what Sir Henry
Spelman termed the ‘ barbarous jargon’
of the law. It will not be inappro-
priate to recall the experience of
Joseph Story, who, as he tells us, had
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‘no cheering encouragement to light
up the dark and intricate paths of the
law.’ ¢ Beginning,’ he says, ‘my stud-
ies in this recluse and solitary man-
ner, I confess that 1 deeply felt the
truth of Spelman’s remarks when he
was sent to the Inns of Court for a
similar purpose ; my heart, like his,
sunk within me, and I was tempted
several times to give up the science
from a firm belief that I could never
master it.” Again he says, ¢you
may judge how I was surprised and

, startled on opening works where no-

thing was presented but dry and
technical principles, the dark and
mysterious elements of the feudal sys-
tem, the subtle refinements and intri-
cacies of the middleagesof the Common
Law, and the repulsive and almost
unintelligible forms of processes and
pleadings, for the most part wrapped
up in black letter or in dusty folios.
To me the task seemed Herculean. I
should have quitted it in despair if I
had known whither to turn my foot-
steps and to earn a support.’ Of his
introduction to Coke on Littleton, he
writes :—‘It was a very large folio
with Hargrave and Butler’s notes,
which I was required to read also.
. . I took it up, and after trying
it day after day, with very little suc-
cess, I sat myself down and wept
bitterly ; my tears dropped upon the
book and stained its pages.’” Have not
some of us fully or partially realized
these feelings of bitterdisappointment?
‘What one of us can say he has mas-
tered ‘the subtle distinctions incident
to landed property,’ or fathomed the
mysteries and intricacies of the prac-
tice of the law without feeling in his
doubt and struggles that nature never
intended him for the sphere of life to
which he is attempting to mould his
being? What one of us dare say he
has been able to mount the difliculties.
obstructing his path without feeling
the want of some one to level and
render less rocky his road? Do not
many of us, having gained an emi-
nence, look back upon the boulders of
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“the law, against which we wasted our
-strength in vain, and see with what
€ase we could have rolled them aside
bad our efforts heen directed by some
kind friend who had travelled the way
before. Those subtle distinctions,
those mysteries and intricacies, those
difficulties of the path, those boulders
of the law, have existed, do exist, and
will continue to exist. Let us hear
Sir William Blackstone on the stu-
dent’s introduction to its study. He
says: ‘We may appeal to the ex-
Perience of every sensible lawyer
Whether anything ‘can be more hazar-
dous or discouraging than the usual
entrance on the study of the law. A
raw and inexperienced youth, in the
lost dangerous season of life, is
transplanted on a sudden into the
midst of allurements to pleasure, with-
out any restraint or check but what
his own prudence can suggest ; with
o public direction in what course to
pursue his inquiries ; no private as-
Sistance to remove the distresses and
difficulties which will alwaysembarrass
a beginner. In this situation he is
expected to sequester himself from the
Wworld, and, by a tedious, lonely pro-
cess, to extract the theory of law
from a mass of undigested learning ;
Or elge, by an assiduous attendance on
the courts, to pick up theory and

Practice together, sufficient to qualify |

him for the ordinary run of business,
How little, therefore, is it to be won-
ered at that we hear of so frequent
Iiscarriages ; that so many gentle-
Wen of bright imagination grow weary
of 80 unpromising a search, and addict
themselves only to amusements or less
nocent pursuits ; and that so many
Persons of moderate capacity confuse
themselves at first setting out, and
continue ever dark and puzzled dur-
Ing the remainder of their lives.” Are
Dot these words in point? Do they
1ot fit the case of the Canadian stu-
ént-at-law, who is bound to ¢ submit
the drudgery of servitude and the
Danual labour of copying the trash of
2 office ;* compelled to run hither
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and thither at the bidding of a princi-
pal whose practice, at best, consists of
a monotonous routine of attendance at
Chambers. The student may become
¢ dexterous in the mechanical part of
business,” but is this the object of his.
study? It may be an object, but it
should not be the end. * Making due

‘allowance,” says Blackstone, for one

or two shining exceptions, experience
may teach us to foretel that a lawyer
educated to the bar in subservience to
attorneys and solicitors, will find he.
has begun at the wrong end.  If prac-
tice be the whole he is taught, practice
must also be the whole he will ever
know ; if he be uninstructed in the
elements and first principles upon
which the rule of practice is founded,
the least variation from established
precedents will totally distract and be-
wilder him ; ita lez seripta est is the
utmost his knowledge will arrive at ;
he must never aspire to form, and
seldom expect to comprehend any ar-
guments drawn, a priori, from the
spirit of the laws and the natural
foundations of justice” To the law
students in Canada who ‘aspire to
form and expect to comprehend argu-
ments drawn, a priori, from the spirit
of the laws and "the natural founda-
tions of justice’ the present policy of
the Benchers offers no encouragement.

Ccmpelled to serve an apprentice-
ship of (hr: ¢ or five years—compelled
to bend to the study of text books un-
aided—what wonder if he becomes
discouraged ? What wonder if he
contents himself with a knowledge o
practice, and becomes a sharp attor-
ney, and a mere case-mongering bar-
rister ¢

Is it any wonder that the student
finishes his servitude with narrowed
and distracted mind, a dulled ambition
and a meaner aim ?

We live in an age of high pressure,
and in a country where all are ex-
pected to earn their bread young. We
cannot afford to spend the half of a
lifetime in preparation before entering
upon the object of our lives. Cast your
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eyes on the three black graces. The
-disciples of Esculapius no longer smell
of the gallipots of Galen. They have
kept abreastof the times,and have their
rival schools of thought. They have
shaken themselves free of precedent.
They no longer argue because their
forefathers spent years of apprentice-
ship in the study of medicine that they
must necessarily do so. They have
harnessed philosophy and science to the
car of experience, and fearlessly ex-
plore new paths. Even the divines
have laid by on the shelf the black let-
tered folios of theology, and in the
most conservative of all professions,
we have active modern schools. The
lights of the law alone burn in the old
socket. There is heaped around them
the melted wax of former tapers. The
old wick is snuffed again and again in
the search for truth. Why should
there not be in law also a school of
modern thought? Why, to aid us in
keeping up with the times, should we
not have a school of law, in which we
may be taught the origin, the history,
and the principles of law 1
This enlightened Province of On-
tario, in the study of the law, is
at a stand-still. Look at the neigh-
bouring Republic, the decisions of
whose courts are beginning to have
weight in our own; whose schools,
and none more than those of law, are
sending forth men who guide the
councils of half a world, who are able
to contend, in diplomacy, with the
sages of Europe ; whose suggestions
®are no longer lightly considered in the
social and political countries of Chris-
tendom. Itis a common failing among
Englishmen, a failing reproduced in
-Canadians, to laugh at the American
Republic and her institutions, While
young—she has now reached her ma-
jority, though at an early age—her
efforts, no doubt, were feeble, and, like
those of the school-boy, did not com-
pare favourably with those of the
graduate. But we need only turn our
attention to the Law School of Colum-
bia College, in New Yorix City, and
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the department of Law in the Uni-
versities of Harvard, Yale, and Michi-
gan, to find institutions worthy of our
consideration, and challenging our imi-
tation, if we are only wise,

In Albany Law School is such an
institution as could be established by
the Law Society of Ontario, which
should have, to quote from the circu-
lar of that school, ¢a higher aim than
simply teaching young men the law.
It should use its best endeavours to
teach those who are intending to enter
the profession to be lawyers. This is
an arduous and difficult task. It is
training the mind to a right use of its
own faculties. It is giving it a power
over its own resources, and enabling
it to fully avail itself of its own stores
of knowledge.

¢This is to be accomplished in a
variety of ways, principally by accus-
toming the young man to do that as a
student which will afterwards be re-
quired of him as a lawyer.’

We are fast approaching either the
confederation of the British empire, or
the independence of the Dominion of
Canada. We are either to form part
of a vast empire, which will be bound
together by laws as yet unformu-
lated, or we are to become a dominion,
and one of the powers cf the earth,
recognised as an independent, self-
governing body, and amenable to the
laws between nation and nation ; and
yet notice the total want of instruction
in international and constitutional
law ; notice the total want of instruc-
tion in the science and tlie art of law
in all our institutions. Qur Legisla-
tive halls resound with the labours of
law makers. Ignorantia legis non ex-
cusat is echoed by judge after judge,
and yet there is no centre of legal
thought. To quote again from the
Albany Law School Circular—¢The
student of medicine and surgery can
resort to schools in which he can be
thoroughly instructed in all the prin-
cipal branches of his profession ; while
the student of law enjoys few oppor-
tunities of acquiring anything more
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than he is enabled to obtain by read-

ing in a lawyer’s office.” Who is to
blame for this want, which will soon
become an urgent necessity ! Who is
to blame for the total want of any in-
struction in the subjects which lead
to the degree of Barrister-at-Law 1 By
turning to the Canada Law Journal of
Mareh, 1878, we find as follows:—
‘The consideration of the Report of
the Committee on the Law School was
taken up.

‘ Moved—That the Law School be
abolished and cease, from and after the
last day of Easter term next.

‘Moved, in amendment, that the
further consideration of the Report of
the Committee on the Law School be
postponed until the first meeting of
Convocation in Hilary Term next, and
that it De referred to the said Com-
Iittee, and the Committee on Legal

ucation, in the meantime, to confer
with the authorities of the University
of Toronto, with a view to the affilia-
tion of the Law School with that Uni-
versity, and to consider such amend-
Tents in the system of legal education
a8 may appear to be desirable, the said

Ommittee to report to Convocation at
the same meeting—Lost.

. ‘ The original motion was then car-
ried,’

Notice the wording of the amend-
Nuent, ¢ to confer with the authorities
of the University of Toronto with a
View to affiliation of the Law School
With that University.” There can be
but little doubt that the authorities of

oronto University would have raised
no Serious objections to affiliation.
4 €y might have been so induced as
© have taken into consideration a
gal‘tlal alteration of their course to the

egree of LL.B., so that, on proceeding
the degree of Barrister-at-Law, by
Ittle extra exertion, the degree of
L.B. could have been obtained. The
ar‘:lmmlttee also were ‘to consider such
o eadments in the system of legal
~(Ucation as might appear desirable.’

al

e Law Society of Ontario is a -

Wealthy institution. At a meeting of
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the Benchers, in February last, the
financial report for the year 1878, as
adopted, shows that the Society had,
invested in Dominion 3 per cent.

, stock, $%50,000; in the Government

Savings’ Bank, at 4 per cent., $5,800,
besides a large balance, bearing 4 per
cent., in the Bank of Toronto, and re-
commends ‘that the further sum of
210,000 be invested in Dominion
stock, so as toincrease the permanent
reserve of the Society to $60,000." The

* receipts for that year show the Notice

Fees as amounting to %687 ; Students’

i Admission Fees, %8,940; Attorneys’

Examination Fees, $4,350 ; Call Fees,
$6,330 ; making the handsome total
of %20,307, which, together with
the other receipts, make up the im-
mense sum of $42,504. The expen-
diture for that year was $36,233.
The surplus on the whole year’s opera-
tion was £6,361. Thus, at a glance,
it may be seen the students’ fees lack
only $#990 of being the half of the
total receipts for the yeur. Have any
of those contributing to that magnifi-
cent sum received any return from the
Society in the way of instruction ?
Each student-at-law pays into the
coffers of the Law Society, at the very

i least, $225 in his course, and what re-

turn does he receive? It will be an-
swered he is to be permitted to prac-
tise in the Courts of the Province. Is
it forgotten that he will have to pay
$17 a year for that privilege? Isit,
also, forgotten that he will be taxed
for the support of those courts !

Let the students who are junior
members, and who are contributing to
the standing of this wealthy society,
demand, in tones not to be misunder-
stood, & method of instruction founded

| on correct principles and with the de-

sign of instructing them in the art as
well as the science of the law ; of fit-
ting them to enter at once upon the
successful practice of the profession;a

' course of instruction which will qualify

them to take a position in the councils
of their country and enable them to
contend not unworthily at the diplo-
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matic board with their rivals. Let be the exponents of—justice.
them demand that which they are to | TroMAs A. GorH2M,

TWO WINDOWS.
BY KATE SEYMOUR MACLEAN, KINGSTON.

I.

NE looks into the sun-dawn, and the steep
Curved slopes of hills, set sharp against the sky,

With tufted woods encinctured, nodding high
Q’er vales below, where broken shadows sleep.
Here looking forth, before the first faint cry
Of brooding bird, that stirs a drowsy wing
Above her young, awakes the full-vuiced choir,—
Ere yet the morning tips the hills with fire,
And turns the drapery of the East to gold,—
Where the far heavens unfold their glowing deep,
My wondering eyes the opening skies behold,
And ask, in the hushed silence worshipping,
If thas the gates of pearl shall slow unfold,
When earth beholds the coming of her King !

1L

Tivs opens on the sunset and the sea,

From its high casement : never twice the same
Grand picture rises in its sea-girt frame ;
Islets of pearl, and rocks of porphyry,

And cliffs of jasper, touched with sunset flame,
And island-trees that look like Eden’s, grow
Palm-like and slender, in gradations fine

That fade and die along the horizon line,

And the wide heavens become, above, below,
A luminous sea without a boundary.

Nay, wistful heart, at day dawn or at noon,

Or midnight watch, the Bridegroom cometh soon,—
By yonder shining path, or pearly gate,—

The word is sure,—thou, therefore, watch and wait.
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A Recollection of the Himalayas.

BY ARTHUR J. GRAHAM.

In your patience Ye are strong ;
Cold am‘f) heat ye take not wrnx;g H
enthe truinpet of the angel blowsEternity’s
evangel,

Time will seem to you not long.

DO you remember the beautiful
lines in that most weird of
poems ‘The Rhyme of the Duchess
May,’ addressed to the dead people in
the churchyard? They come very
forcibly upon me to-day, amidst a
Crowd of thoughts and images that
throng my brain as I stand looking
own upon a newly ‘made grave in the
Cemetery at Meerut. A plain cross
at the head with the single inscription
‘F. C,, died July 9th, 18—, was all
that marked it as the resting place of
One I had known so well. I had
travelled far and fast in response to
the summons that bade me haste to
18 side; but the great Destroyer was
Swifter of foot than I, and I reached
the station only in time to follow his
body to the grave.  And yet it was
With no feeling of regret, with scarce
one pang of sorrow, good friend as he
had been to me, that I stood looking
Upon the clay that hid his mortal
Temains for ever from my sight; rather
With g feeling of relief, a sigh of con-
tent, such as one breathes as the
Surtain falls on some great tragedy.
€ was at rest ; all his earthly troubles
Were over, and, perhaps, who knows,
€y were together. They! who?
ut I must tell the story from the

ginning if I am to explain that.
.1t was just a year ago that I fell a
¥ietim to that attack of cholera which

bad so nearly laid me in his place—
only a year, and yet it seems separated
from to-day by so long an interval
that I can hardly believe the wordsas T
write themdown. I wasthenoccupying
a temporary position as magistrate and
collector at one of the stations in the
north-west provinces of Bengal. The
hot season had been unusually severe,
and prolonged somewhat beyond its
normal duration, and as a conseqtience,
when the rains at length made their
welconie appearance, the parched earth,
dried and heated till it seemed like &
sheet of hot iron, flung off the moisture
into the air in volumes of steam, and
we seemed to move about in a per-
petual vapour bath. As we had
feared, with the advent of the rains a
considerable amount of fever and
chiolera began to show itself, both
amongst natives and Europeans.
Scarcely a day passed without some
death reported, and in the distant
cantonment we heard with terrible
frequency the ¢ Dead March in Saul,’
whose notes, always more or less awe-
inspiring, are never listened to with
such a feeling of heart-sinking as in
the cholera season in India. We all
went about our daily work like men
treading upon some ' hidden mine;
taking, all of us, what precautions we
could against the treacherous foe,
avoiding fruit and vegetables, and most
of us armed with an array of patent
medicines of more or less undoubted
efficacy, ready to be resorted to at the
first symptoms of the malady. My
own work happened to be unusually
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severe, I remember, just about that
time, and our doctor had more than
once warned me that I must take
more care of myself, so that it was
scarcely a matter of wonder to anyone
when one day, after a protracted
sitting in my Kutcherry (court-house)
listening with what patience I could
to the involved evidences of a number
of Ryots, and endeavouring, with but
small success, to get at the bottom of
a dispute that seemed well-nigh
interminable, I felt the stifling atmos-
phere, thickened as it was by the steam
from a crowd of oily natives, become
suddenly unendurable.  Court-house,
officers, disputants, all seemed to swim
before my eyes in a confused mass,
and as I fell back fainting in my
chair, I knew that I was ‘down’ with
cholera,

Thanks to a good constitution, and
the almost unremitting attentions of
that cheeriest of friends, and best of
surgeons, Dr. M , 1 passed safely
through the crisis, and recovered won-
derfully quickly; and as soon as I
was able to be moved, my kind friend
packed me into a doolie with a sick-
certificate, and started me for the cool
fastnesses of the Himalayas to regain
the strength I had lost.

I will not weary you with a descrip-
tion of my first view of those glorious
mountains (I had been stationed en-
tirely in the plains since my arrival in
India, and had been long looking for-
ward to such a visit as this), nor the
exquisite sensation of returning vigour
I experienced as the delicious bracing
air fanned my fevered cheeks, and
blew freshly over my relaxed frame.
I recovered, as though by magic, my
lost strength, and in the highest of
spirits I plunged into the pleasant
whirl of Hill Society. It was, as I
have said, my first visit to the hills,
but in India one is soon at home in
any fresh station, and at Mussooria I
found plenty of acquaintances, plenty
more whom I knew by name at least,
and with whom an introduction only
was needed to put me on easy terms.

ETHEL MAI.CHMONT.

| There were no lack of attractions; by

day every species of expedition
amidst the loveliest of scenery, by
night moonlight garden parties, con-
certs, private theatricals, balls at the
large club-house succeeded each other
with almost breathless rapidity. There
was no lack either of pleasant agree-
able companions, and but that my
heart was in safe keeping far away in
England it would have stood a poor
chance of remaining untouched in the
presenceof so much beauty and fashion.
Asit was, my story waspretty generally
known, and T was looked upon as a
‘safe man,” a, by no means, unenviable
position in such a society, and managed
to extract my fair share of amusement
from the love episodes of my neigh-
bours.

The great event of the season, to
which all Mussooria society more or
less looked forward, was a grand
fancy ball given at the large club-
house. For weeks before the question
of costumes had been discussed with
feverish eagerness by men and women
alike, and the limited staff of tailors
in the station had their work pretty
well cut out for them. The ball itself
was in every way worthy of the
pains which had been spent upon it,
and was acknowledged by all present
to be a most undoubted success. Up-
wards of two hundred visitors, in every
variety of costume, in curious medley
of incongruity, moved through the
crowded rooms, or sought the cool of
the verandahs in quaintly assorted
pairs. I was standing at one corner
of the large ball-room in conversation
with a charming married lady of my
acquaintance, watching the brilliant
throng file past us, and indulging, I
fear it must be confessed, in pretty
freecriticism of their characters no less
than their dresses, when a face, which
I had not before seen at the station,
suddenly attracted my attention.
¢ What a beautiful girl !’ I exclaimed,
almost involuntarily, for, indeed, it
was impossible to avoid being struck
by those highbred clear cut features,
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whose only fault was, perhaps, that
they seemed somewhat inanimate and
cold. Yet there lay behind them,
visible even to a superficial observer,
a certain potentiality of passion, if I
may so call it, which, 1 felt convinced,
could at times light up the eyes and
colour the cheeks—nay, I was satistied
had done so ere now. She was dressed
as Ophelia, and the plain white robe
set off her slight, somewhat tall figure,
while a mass of the most perfectly
golden hair, which even the gaslight
could not rob of its lustre, clustered
about her shoulders, and made such a
picture as would have driven Raphael
crazy. 1 did not, at first, recognise
her companion, whose bloated tigure
was scarcely calculated to fulfil the
requirements of the character he
assumed. A more repulsive Hamlet
could hardly be found. He was a man
of about fifty, fat and dissipated look-
ing, with a disagreeable spoil-sport
expression, a sort of suppressed sneer
constantly upon his lips. As he drew
closer, I recognised him as a man
whom I had met several times since
my arrival in Mussooria, and for whom
I had, without any definite reason,
8ave a sort of animal instinct, con-
ceived a violent dislike. He was a
Tetired Major, and had contrived to
hoard a considerable amount of money,
Which, people whispered, was none too
onestly come by. He was, I believe,
8 species of gentleman usurer, and,
ike most of his class, found the pro-
ession, if not a strictly honourable, at
€ast a profitable, one; while by means
of the power he held over his victims,
€ was enabled to keep his footing in
& society to which he was in no sense
80 ornament. The girl I had never
Seen before, and was more than sur-
Prised to see her in such company. I
turned inquiringly to my companion.
‘ Ah,’ she said, ‘I don’t wonder you
are struck. She is a Miss Marchmont,
one of the Marchmonts of Ii
don’t you know.’
‘ Indeed,’ I replied, more surprised
than ever; ‘then, what on earth, is

)
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she doing in company with that Llack-
guard Sharpley ¢’ 1 am afraid I felt
very much at the moment as though I
should like to kick the Major.

¢Ah, sighed Mrs. Chambers, ¢you
may well be surprised.  Poor Ethel ;
with her glorious beauty! She is fit
to marry a prince,” she cried with a
sudden access of enthusiasm,

‘Marry !’ I exclaimed, ¢ you surely

| don’t mean to say that ’

‘Yes, I am afraid so. It is a bad
business altogether, as you can easily
believe of anything Major Sharpley is
concerned in.  She is one of a large
family, and her father, a weak man,
and passionately devoted to racing, has
fallen morecompletely yearby yearinio
the Major’s power, until, at last, there
must be a final break-up, with nothing
but disgrace and ruin for Colonel
Marchmont and all connected with
him.  For the last three years that
odious little man has been after Miss
Murchmeont, and using every means
in his power to persuade her to marry
him; but, it is needless to say, without
success. Now, I have just heard, she
has yielded to the pressure put upon
her,and, at her father'searnest entreaty,
has consented to save his honour, and
the future of her vounger sisters, by a.
sacrifice of herself.  She is to marry
the Major, on condition that he can-
cels all her father's debts.’

¢ Monstrous!’ I exclaimed. ‘[mn-
possible ; she could never consent to
such a degradation.’

My friend smiled a little at my out-
burst, and added, ‘I am afraid it is
true, nevertheless, and her appearance
with him to-night seems to confirm it.’

I said no more at the time, but the
story had made a great impression on
me, and I discovered, somewhat to my
own surprise, that I was exceedingly
anxious to make the acquaintance of
the young lady herself. 1t was not a
matter of great difficulty to obtain an

introduction, and I had to confess.

myself even more charmed with the

" girl’s manner and conversation than I

had been with her face and story..



128

ETHEL MARCHMONT.

Acquaintances soon ripen into friend- | orders, permitted, as inseparable as

-ships in such a society as ours at
Mussooria, and I found myself, before
many days were over, on terms of ex-
-ceedingly pleasant intimacy with Miss
Marchmont and her family. She had
no mother, but a sister of Colonel
Marchmont’s acted as chaperon and
housekeeper to the establishment, a
Mrs. Campbell, best known in
Mussooria, and, indeed, pretty well
throughout all India, as a remarkable
pistol shot; and in other respects an
exceedingly agreeable and pleasant
-companion.

Just about this time Major Sharpley
—to nobody’s delight more than mine
-—was obliged to go down to Calcutta,
and being, as I have said, considered
“safe’ from the fact of my engage-
ment, I was freely admitted to the
society of Mrs. Campbell and her
nieces, and saw the latter alnost
daily.  As our acquaintance ripened
into intimacy, I may say friendship,
my respect and admiration for her in-
creased ; I was constantly struck by
fresh evidences of her unselfish and
loving nature, and every day increased
my indignation at the thought that so
much goodness and beauty should be
thrown away on such a being as
Sharpley.

¢ Ah,’ I thought, ‘if I could only
bring Frank Courtenay up here,
make them fall in love with each
other—Frank would be a fool if he
didn’t do so instantly—and marry
them off-hand,’ a vague project, which,
upon reflection, occurred to me as more
suited to the pages of a romance than
likely to be fulfilled in real life.
Nevertheless the idea once formed
occurred to me with a curious per-
sistency. Courtenay had been my
friend from early boyhood: we had
been inseparable at school and college ;
and when, some years after I had ob-
tained my first civil appointment in
Bengal, his regiment, the Buffs, were
ordered out to a neighbouring station,
we had renewed all our old friendship,

ever. Since then we had constantly
met, and he was now stationed with his
depdt at Meerut, at no great distance
from Mussoorie. On my arrival at
the latter place, after my illness, I had
written to ask him to get leave and
join me there, and it was not without
some thought, ridiculous as it may
seem, of bringing him and Ethel to-
gether, that I now wrote and pressed
my invitation upon him, receiving in
answer a promise that he would, at
any rate, run up and see me for a
couple of days.

Meanwhile I began to feel serious
apprehensions on the subject of Miss
Marchmont's health. As the days
went by she grew pale, thin, and list-
less, and more than once I noticed,
when she was off her guard for a
moment, an expression of pathetic
weariness pervade her whole figure. 1
had several times contemplated speak-
ing to Mrs. Campbell on the subject ;
but I desisted from a feeling of the
uselessness of uny attempts in that
quarter; and a fear, too, lest Ethel
should resent, as I felt sure she would,
any interference of that nature. Still
I felt that something must be done,
and at last, after much hesitation, T
made up my mind that I would speak
to the girl herself, and see whether
any words of mine could persuade her
to relinquish what I felt to bea wicked
sacrifice. It was not long before the
opportunity offered itself. One morn-
ing, as I was dressing, I received a
note from Mrs. Campbell, asking me
to be her niece’s escort on an afternoon
ride, in the absence of Colonel March-
mont, who had gone down to some
horse fair on the plains. ¢ Ethel looks
ill,” she wrote, ‘and seems to have lost
her nerve, for she will not ride alone,
and I am afraid to trust her with any

! of thesehair-brained young subalterns.’

Here was the very opportunity I had
been looking for. 1 eagerly accepted
the invitation, and that afternoon our
ponies stood together at the door of

‘and were, so long as fate, Her Majesty’s | Colonel Marchmont’s bungalow. As
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we let our animals stroll quietly along
over the steep inclines of a mountain
path at some distance from the muin
road, I wasmore thanever struck by the
wistful look in the girl’s eyes as she
raised them languidly to the distant
hills  whose virgin  whiteness was
beginning to glow under the ardent
kisses of the setting sun,

‘Miss Marchmont,” T said, deter-
mined to dash at once into the subject I
had at heart, ¢ you are not happy. At
your age, and with all your advantages
of mind and body, you should have no
cause to grieve, as I know well you
are grieving now.’

‘Really, Mr. Turnbull,—’ she began,
but I interrupted her.

‘ Pardon me, Miss Marchmont, I
am older than you, and have seen,
Perhaps, more of the world, 1IfI risk
losing your friendship, which, believe
me, I should be sorry indeed to do, I
must ask you one question. Do you
love Sharpley ? and if not, for your

ace gives me an answer to that, have

Jou considered what you are about to
0 in marrying a man to whom you
&ve not given your heart 1’

The colour rushed to her cheeks ag

8poke, and for a moment her lips
Curled and parted, and her eyes flashed
Indignantly ; but the colour died away
almost a5 quickly as it had come, and

er face was ashen pale when she
answered me with her eyes fixed upon
€ pommel of her sadde.

‘T was angry for a second, for I
though you had no right to ask me
Such a question; but something tells
e you mean kindly, and I do not

Low why T should not give you an

Onest answer. No, T do not love the
ajor, but I am determined to do my
duty t5 the utmost as his wife, and

At at any rate, must bring me
Peace,’

Her voice was very firm as she said
this, byt there was a weary yearning
l"l the tone in which she uttered the
3t word that was inexpressibly
tOuehing.

‘I'am sure you are quite wrong in

2
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your idea of duty,’ I said. ‘It can
never be right to marry without love,
a8 you are going to do.  Believe me,
Miss Marchmont, I take a great in-
terest in your welfare: I long honestly
to be your friend; to save you from
what I know must bring misery to
yourself and all about you.’

She did not speak, but sat stil)
looking down upon her saddle, and
playing listlessly with the ends of the
reins. I went on heedlessly, scarce
knowing what I said :

‘I have had wonderful dreams of a

' happy future for you, Miss March-

mont. I have thought of you, married
to an honest good man, who would
love you as you deserve to be loved.
Such a man, for instance, as my
friend Courtenay of the Buffs—why,
Miss Marchmont, what is the matter;
are you ill 9’

She had covered her face with her
hand, and turned away from me, but
1 saw that a deep scarlet flush had
dyed the little throat and deepened
the delicate tinge of the tiny ear.

She steadied her voice with a visible
effort before she replied.

‘I did not know that Frank—Mr.
Courtenay —was a friend of yours, I
also know him.’

I was rather disconcerted for the
moment by the turn mattershad taken ;
but I thought it better to take no
notice of her obvious confusion, and
80 I answered as unconcernedly as I
could.

‘Really. T am so glad to hear it.
He is a capital fellow, is he not }’

She had quite recovered her usual
self-command by this time,

‘I think very highly of him,’ she
said ; ‘but I do not wish to meet him,
nor do I think he would wish to see
me.’

I felt confident that there was more
in this than she cared to tell me. The
girl's manner, looks and words all
went to convince me that she and
Frank were more to each other than
mere acquaintances, A hundred pos-
sibilities flashed through my mind;
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but I felt that I could not continue | I had been so impatient to make con-

the subject without offence, and so
changed the conversation, somewhat
awkwardly, I am afraid, and we
chatted on ordinary topics until we
reachedhome. Afterdepositing Ethelin
safety ather father’s,I went downtothe
club, where I had had rooms allotted
me, and that night, after dinner, I sat
until late in the verandah, watching
the moon rise and bathe the great
hills in soft light, smoking cigar
after cigar, and pondering over the
meaning of what I had discovered.
What a strange half-realization of my
dreams.  Ethel and Frank had met.
Had they loved each other? I felt
convinced that it must be so, and yet,
what had separated them? Things
were all in a muddle, was the phil-
osophic conclusion to which I came at
length. ¢ The times are out of joint,’
in fact, I quoted to myself as I got
into bed, and I fell asleep wondering
whether I were not the hapless being
‘born to set them right” To my
delight, the next morning brought a
note from Courtenay himself, an-
nouncing his arrival for the following
day. From him, at least, I should be
able to learn the truth concerning his
relations with Ethel Marchmont, and
it was with the greatest impatience
that 1 awaited his coming. The first
thing that struck me, almost as he
entered the room, was the great change
in his appearance. I bad not seen him
for six months or more, and it seemed
to me that his manner, as well as his

looks, had undergone a complete trans-

formation. There was a reckless half-
defiant air about him which contrasted
strangely with his usual easy indolent

| cerning her.

‘Why, Frank, old boy,’ I said, ‘ what
has come to you—no trouble at home,
I hope? You look quite unlike your
old self.’

¢Oh, I'm well enough,’ he replied,
with a forced laugh. ‘That is, I only
want a little change.’

¢ Well, we can’t have you looking
like that, you know.  You might be
in love, with that long face of yours.’

I spoke quite without thinking, for,
as I have said, Ethel and her affairs
had, for the time, clean gone out of
my mind ; but the whole truth flashed
upon me in a moment when I saw the
effect of my random remark.

He did not even smile, but said, in
a vexed irritable tone, ‘I don’t care for
those sort of jokes, Turnbull. 1 have
bad pretty hard work at musketry in-
struction, and a touch of fever on top
of it; so, I daresay, I don't look very
thriving. A few days of this air will
soon set me on my feet again.” Then
he plunged into a rapid conversation
on general topics, horses, racing, sport
and what not; speaking in a forced,
unnatural tone, and with the air of a
man who is talking to avoid thinking.

1 had made an appointment to ride
that afternoon with Ethel and her
father, and was pondering on the best
way of imparting this information
to Frank, intending, if possible, to
make use of it to draw from him the

. secret of the love which I felt sure

way, and when the first pleasure of

meeting had died out of his face, he
looked ill and careworn, like a man
who has passed many sleepless nights.
He softened a little as we talked, but
even with me he seemed constrained
and self-conscious, with a nervous and
excited manner that I had never before
observed in bim. For the time I for-
got Ethel Marchmont and the inquiries

|
i
|

existed, or, at all events, had existed
between them, when that gentleman
took the initiative by asking me what
1 proposed doing for the rest of the
day, declaring himself, with a touch
of his old manner, ready for anything.

‘I am afraid you’ll have to get
along without me this afternoon,” I
said. ‘I am engaged to ride with a
very charming young lady of our
mutual acquaintance, so must leave
you to your own devices till dinner. I
daresay I shall see you on the Mall;
youre sure to find plenty of people
you know ; the Vaughans are here,
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and the Ashleys (of the stud), and
several other old Meerut friends.’

¢ Oh, all right then,” he replied.
¢ Au recoir then till dinner-time.
who is the young lady, Turnbull ¥’

“Oh, I veplied as carelessly as I
could, * Miss Marchmont, a daughter
of old Marchmont of H—. You know
her, don’t you ¥’

I looked him full in the face as I
spoke, and read the confirmation of
my suspicions in his quick start at the
mention of her name, and the sudden
rush of the blood to the temples, to
recede with almost equal rapidity,
leaving his face an ashy white as he
asked eagerly : |

‘Do you mean Miss Ethel March-
mont?’ then recovering himself with
an effort, he added with an assumption
of carelessness: ‘Yes, I know her
slightly, but I had no idea she wasup
here;* then after a moment’s pause
he continued, ‘I don’t think you'll see
me on the Mall this evening; [ find
P'm a bit tired, so I think I'll stay
here with my cigar. T shall find some
books to amuse me, 1 daresay.’

‘ Frank,’ I said, ‘will you tell me
what you know about Miss March-
mont. I take a very great interest in
her, and—she is very unhappy.’

A hard look came into his eyes as
¢ answered with a sarcastic little
laugh : ‘I think you and I must be
Speaking of different people. To be
Unhappy one must have a heart, and”

the Ethel Marchmont of my acquaint-
Ance ig certainly not burdened with

any such troublesome anachronism ;’

MWust insist upon your not mentioning
188 M.’s name to me again.’

1t best to say no more on the subject;
50, with a laughing apology, I left him
to join Ethel and her father. We had
Was prepossessed and absent, and I

eard of Courtenay’s arrival. My

“rom wandering, and the old Colonel

|
|
!
|
i

But

|
\
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had the whole field to himself, and
gallantly manned the breaches in our
conversation with his long-winded
histories.

‘When I reached home again, Frank
had recovered something of his old
gaiety, and I forebore to touch upon

| the evidently unwelcome theme for

that night at least.

It was not until some days later
that I succeeded in getting my friend
to open his grief to me. He had met
Ethel some six months before while
she was on a visit at Meerut, had loved
her, and received in return the as-
surance of her affection. They had
parted but three weeks ago betrothed
lovers, and ten days after her return
to her father’s house he had received
a letter from her, breaking off the
engagement, and telling him of her
approaching marriage with Major
Sharpley.

¢ And did she give no reason for her
strange conduct 1’ I asked.

‘None,’

Then I told him what I had learned
of the matter. How shehad generously
sacrificed her own happiness to save
her family from disgrace and ruin,
and how, of course, she could not
write this to him without appearing to
blame her father. ¢She is a noble
girl, believe me, Frank,” I said; ‘and
it will only need a few words from
you, [ believe, to save her from this
horrid sacrifice.’

Courtenay, to my surprise, and
almost indignation, did not see the

, matter at all from my point of view.
adding sternly, almost fiercely, ‘I |

He was still smarting under his rejec-

i tion, and little disposed to admit any
He |
looked 5o determined that I thought |

excuse for one who had treated him so.
‘If she had a heart, she could not have
done it. And I could have given my
life for her’s so gladly.  No, no, she

{ never loved me; it was but a passing
& somewhat gloomy ride, for Ethel !

fancy, and the Major's money-bags

. are too tempting to be resisted.’
Could not help wondering if she had |
i hard.
dwn thoughts, too, I could not keep

© ¢ Ah, Frank,” I said, ‘don’t be so0
See her, give her a chance to
redeem her happiness and yours.
Don’t go down to-morrow without one
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more effort to save her from her fate.

«

Mistaken, nay wrong, she is, [ grant :

you, but self-sacrificing and noble in
all she has done. It is not too late
yet, and I shall find it hard to believe
in your love if you go away without
making an attempt, at least, to see
her.’

I was sorry for my hasty words
when I saw their effect on Courtenay.
He clenched his strong hands together,
and his face grew white and rigid as
he cried, with something like a sob:
¢ You don’t know what you are speak-
ing of, Turnbull.  Love her! I wish
to Heaven [ could leave off loving
her, poor weak fool that I am. 1
despise myself for the want of proper
pride, but my love is stronger than I,
and I must go on loving so long as 1
am myself.” And he broke down and
sobbed out loud. I had never seen
bim so deeply affected before, and
thought the kindest thing to do was
to leave him to himself for a few mo-
ments. Istepped out intothe verandah
in the soft moonlight. I had scarcely
lit my cigar when Frank joined me
withount a trace of his former emotion

visible in his face; nor, except, per-
baps, in a somewhat too demonstrative !
! you can't tell one from the other, and

galety, did his manner show any
change. He resolutely avoided any
further reference to the subject, and
our conversation for the remainder of
the night was of a purely neutral
character.

I rode with him the next day to the
foot of the hills, and when we parted,
1 thought he wrung my hand a little
more fervently than usual, and I
fancied I saw a tear glisten in his eye
as he turned away, but he did not
allude to the sulject of our conversa-
tion, and after what he bad said, 1
deemed it useless to press him further.
Poor Ethel! I had hoped so much
from his visit, and now he was gone,
and with bim, apparently, all chance
of repairing the breach between them.
I was in very low spirits when I
reached my quarters that evening,
and went to bed without, I am afraid,
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invoking a blessing on Major Sharp-
ley’s head.

T could not make up my mind to go
to the Marchmonts the next day ; but
the following evening found me seated
in the verandah talking much as
though nothing had happened to Mrs.
Campbelland herniece. Theformerwas
busy polishing ler * pets,” as she called
the perfect armoury of pistols which
lay o the table by her. As1said, she
was a noted pistol shot—it was quite a
fashionable amusement at one time
amongst the ladies at Mussoorie—and
several of the weapons she showed me
had been the gifts of admiring friends.
She was displaying these trophies to
me, and expatiating with some anima-
tion on their merits, when the mail
came in, and Ethel called out from
the other end of the verandah, where
she was sitting—

¢Do put down those horrid pistols,
Aunt Norah, and read your letter. It
is from the Nortons, I think.’

¢What a hurry you are in,’ laugh-
ingly cried the elder lady. ‘I am
coming directly. See, Mr. Turnbull,”
she continued, ‘these are my especial
friends, these two revolvers. Isn't it
curious? They are both so alike that

yet they were given me at different
times by different people—though 1
believe they were bought at the same
place. I wonder if my aim is good to-
night,” she went on, and walking to
the steep edge of the garden, she
pointed the pistol at a bottle placed in
the fork of a tree. ‘I keep them al-
ways loaded,’ she said, as she fired, and
a shower of glass followed the report.

“Not so bad,’ she cried, trium-
phantly, and, replacing the pistol on
the table, she tore open the envelope
of the letter Ethel held out to her.
Her face grew grave as she read.

¢ Captain Norton has had a bad ac-
cident out pig-sticking, Ethel,’ she
said, ‘and Mrs. Norton writes to ask
if you and I can go down to her at
once to help her. Her baby is very
small, and the little girl ill with fever.
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I don’t quite see how it is to be done,’
she continued.
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that set me wondering still more at

. her manner, but further conversation

|
¢ Of course we must go at once,’ .
said Ethel, rising. ¢ Poor Mrs.Norton!

Her misfortunes never do come singly.
All the children are quite well, and
Pupa and nurse can look after them
for a few days at least.’

It needed but little persuasion on
her niece's part to induce Mrs. Camp-
bell, kind hearted as she was, to con-
sent, and once agreed, she was as eager
18 Ethel to be off at once.

‘I am afraid we shall hardly be able
to get our bearers before to-morrow, at
sunset,” sall she, so we had better ar-
range to start then. M. Turnbull)
she added, turning to me, ¢ would you
be so kind as to make the necessary
arrangements for us ¥’

¢ With pleasure,’ I said, ‘Mrs. Camp-
b(}ll, but pardon me, this is hardly a
Nice country for ladies to travel alone
In, There are no lack of wild animals
In the Doon through which you will

ave to pass, and those cowardly nig-
gers would think nothing of leaving
you at the first approach of anything
lke danger. Will you let me accom-
Pany you at least part of the way?
Y leave is up, any how, in a few

was cut short by our arrival at the
foot of the hills where our train of bear-
ers was impatiently awaiting us. Each
doolie (a kind of canvass litter) has its
complement of sixteen bearers (eight
to cairy, eight to relieve), with a chief
bearer in charge of the gang, and our
chiefs urged us to make no delay in
settling ourselves for the journey, as
it was growing late, and they were
anxious to push through the thickly-
wooded valley and the further range
of low wild hills before nightfall. Both
valley and hills were rich tields for the
sportsman. Deer, leopards, and bears,
and occasionally a herd of wild ele-
phantsor a tiger,were to be met with in
theirrecesses; but wehadallof us passed
through the same ground so often with-
out being rewarded by the sight of a
wild cat even, that we laughed at the

© bearers’ evident anxiety, and settled

ays,and I cannot spend the remainder

of it more pleasantly than escorting
Yyou’
Of course there were many demurs

- file,

fl‘om the ladies on the score of curtail-

Ing my leave, etc., but it was finally
Settled that we should start together,
and after a short time I rose to take
My departure, Mrs. Campbell calling
alterme, with a laugh :

‘I shall take my revolver, Mr.

urnbull, so we shall be quite safe.’

It was late in the afternoon of the
Next day when we started to ride down

€ steep mountain path which led to |

the foot of the hills. I noted with
Pleasure how bright Ethel seemed to
<& and I could not help saying to her,
Why, Miss Marchmont, the very an-
(lc"Patlon of the change seems to be
's:mg you good ; it is quite a treat to
©Yyouso gay.’ She smiled in a way

ourselves quite leisurely for an un-
eventful ride. I did not even think it
worth while to load my rifle, but lay
lazily back in my doolie, and lit a
cigar.

The sky was still bright with the
glow of a glorious sunset as we round-
ed a sharp corner in the mountain de-
I had fallen into a reverie, and
was, in thought at least, far away ina
little cottage home in England, when
a loud cry from one of the chiefs
roused me from my dreams. Before 1
could put my head out to inquire the
meaning, there was a stop and a sud-
den jar, and I found myself on the
ground. I sprang hastily out on to
my feet in time to see the bearers fly-
ing in all directions, while all three
litters lay with their occupants in the
middle of the road. ¢ Hatti ahta ht
(¢ Elephants are coming!’) cried the
natives, as they hastily rushed, some
to climb trees in the vicinity, others
to hide themselves among the rocks
which lined the empty watercourse
along which our road lay. Ilookedin
the direction to which they pointed,
and there, sure enough, a thick cloud
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of dust testified to the correctness of
their suspicions. In another moment
we could make out the black waving
mass it enclosed, while we heard
clearly the trumpeting of the huge
brutes, apparently in a state of great
excitement.

There was evidently not a moment
to be lost.  Escape, for the ladies at
least, seemed absolutely impossible,
while, if the elephants were allowed to
come on they would, without doubt,
trample us and our frail shelters to
pieces. There was one hope of turn-
ing them. ¢Give me your revolver,’
I cried hastily to Mrs. Campbell, ‘and
do you lie stillin your dnolies. I have
often been told of a herd of elephants
turning tail at the report of firearms.’
She handed me the pistol with wonder-
ful coolness, merely remarking, ¢ What
a pity I did not reload the barrel 1
tired last night.
however.’

I sprang to the top of the litter
nearest the middle of the road, pointed
the weapon straight into the now
‘rapidly approaching mass and fired.
The first shot seemed to check their
speed. At the second and third they
halted, and swayed from side to side.
Taking advantage of their evident in-
decision, I fired the fourth and fifth
in rapid succession, shouting at the
same time at the top of my voice, and,
to my intense relief, after a moment’s

hesitation, they turned tail and quickly '

trotted off. ¢ Thank God,’ I cried from
my heart, as I turned towards the
ladies, who had risen from their litters,
and we congratulated each other fer-
vently enough on our almost miracu-
lous escape. The bearers too, now the
danger was past, began to come out
from their hiding-places, and advanced
one by one, sheepishly enough, to-
wards us. I handed Mrs. Campbell
back the revolver, saying, ¢ Well, one
of your pets has done us good service
this time at all events.’
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‘Yes, she said,’ caressing it affec-
tionately, ‘is it not a darling?’ add-
ing, ‘ Luckily you did not want the
sixth barrel, 5o it did not matter about
its being unloaded.’” As she spoke she
absently ‘clicked’ the lock of the pistol
whicl she was holding quite low down
at her side.

A flash—a report—and Ethel, who
was standing at my side, gave a little
moan and staggered back, shot close
by the heart. I caught her in my
arms, and as 1 laid her gently on the
ground, she turned her dying eyes up-
on me with a beautiful smile, and
gasped : ¢ Tell Frank I—loved him—
always—pocket—letter to my father
—Frank—oh, Frauk’ and never mov-
ed or spoke again.

In her pocket we found a half-tin-

! ished letter to her father, which she
* had doubtless intended to send back

There are still five, -

from our first halting place. Initshe
declared that after many struggles she
had made up her mind that it was im-
possible for her to marry Major Sharp-
ley, and that she had posted a letter to
him to that effect. ¢ My heart is not
in my own keeping,’ she wrote, ‘and
though T have given up my happiness
at your wish, 1 cannot be untrue to
my own words. I shall, probably,
never see Frank Courtenay again;
but whether I do or no, I will be ever
faithful to the memory of my love.’
* * * *

There is little more left to tell
Frank took the news very quietly ;
but he never held up his head again,
and when ayear later he was attacked
by jungle fever,he had neither strength
of body nor mind to fight against it,
but laid down his arms and quietly
succumbed to the foe. Has he found
her at last? waiting for him on the
shores of that land where men ‘ meet
to part no more?’ Who knows? I
Lave only told the story as it occurred.
Let who will, finish it for himself.
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THE LATE PROFESSOR MACKERRAS,

OANADA has not yet so many '

literary men that she can afford
to let any of them pass away without

such tribute to their memory asis their
- quent and spirited oration, spoken
; from the warmest depths of a warm

due.  The recent lamented death of
the genial and beloved John H. Maec-
kerras, late Classical Professor of
Queen’s University, is a public loss to
the nobler life of the Dominion.
such, it deserves something more than
& passing notice in the pages of a
hational review. When the prospectus
of this Magazine was first issued, the
hame of Professor Mackerras was

Blven as one whose writings, it was °

hoped, would add interest to its pages.

As

mountain and the flood.’ One of his
last evening appearances on a public
platform, about two years ago, was
the occasion of the delivery of an elo-

heart, before the St. Andrew’s Society
of Kingston. He held in no esteem
the modern so-called philosophy which
teachesthat patriotism mustnecessarily
be a narrowing and disintegrating emo-

* tion, and his own life gave the lie to

And, but forthe ever increasing weight

of bodily infirmity which latterly made

is own immediate duties a burden all
too great for his sinking strength to
Sustain, it is probable that his ripe
Scholarshipand high literary gifts would
Not infrequently have delighted and
Instructed its readers. It is doubly
fitting, then, that the Caxaprax
MoxtaLY should contain & brief
record of one whose untiring faithful-
Ness and inspiring enthusiasm as a
teacher have done much to build
‘libera]l education’ on sure founda-
tions, and to develop the intellectual
ife of a rising generation.

Professor Mackerras was not a
Bative of Canada, but was brought
hither from Scotland in early child-

ood. He was, however, to all intents
and purposes,a most loyal and patriotic
anadian, while never losing a particle
of the romantic and almost passionate
evotion which bound him to the dear

°ld traditions and associations of the -
Ome of his fathers—the ¢ land of the -

the superficial error ; for no ¢ Canada
First’ man could have been more
enthusiastically eager to do all that in
him lay to advance the highest in-
terests of our own Dominion.

It was in the infancy of Canadian
University life that John Mackerras,
a bright, ardent boy of fourteen, came
fresh from the thorough teaching of
an honoured father, then Grammar-
school teacher at Cornwall, to take his
place as a student in Queen's College.
Despite his youth, he was Jucile
princeps in all his classes, taking his
place above young men considerably
his seniors, yet 87 modest and lively,
winning and lovable, as to be a general
favourite with both professors and
students. Not a few of the truest
mourners of his death were those the
foundations of whose love and esteem
had been laid in those early student
days, only to grow broader and deeper
as life and time advanced. His blame-
lessness of character and industry asa
student continued to win for him
esteem through his whole college
course.  The old clussical languages
were his for/e and his chosen field of
study all his life.  Yet his Hebrew



136

professor, during his theological course,
was wont to remark with irrepressible
approbation, ‘That boy does every-
thing well!” Few, indeed, who could
look back over his whole career, could
find in it anything to regret, which
was the more remarkable, since even
the most superficial observers could
not fail to find in it so much to admire.
It is seldom, indeed, in our complex
human nature, where the best traits
seem often linked with the worst, that
the ‘white flower of a blameless life’ so
conspicuously crowns a nature so
abounding in ardour, enthusiasm,
force of character, and consuming
energy as that of John Mackerras!
After taking successively his degrees
of Bachelor and Master of Arts,—the
first in 1850 and the second in 1852,
he passed through the usual theolog-

ical course preparatory for the minis- .

try of the Presbyterian Church, and
was ordained, al twenty-one, over the
charge of Bowmanville. There, not-
withstanding the disadvantages of ear-
ly youth and inexperience, he proved a
most useful and acceptable pastor,
winning, during a faithful ministry of
eleven years, the love and esteem, not
only of his own people, but of the
community at large. In 1864 he was
selected by the Trustees of Queen’s
University to fill the then vacant
chair of Classical Literature, of which,
as has been already said, he had been
always an enthusiastic student. Of
his career as a professor, it might have
been said as one of his old professors
said at his funeral of his career as a
student, that ‘he was distinguished
by the same quickness and clearness
of apprehension, the same regular and
thorough performance of work, the
same exactness of information, and
the same firm grasp of his various
knowledge, which characterized him
in everything, whether great or small,
in which he was engaged in maturer
life.” When to these qualifications
are added his enthusiastic apprecia-
tion of all that was noble and beauti-
ful in the great pocts and orators who
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have so moulded much of our modern
thought and style—his sensibility to
the poetic associations of classical le-
gend and the wonderful ‘works and his-
tories of Ancient Gireece and Rome—
his power of inspiring young minds
with some portion of his own en-
thusiasm, and, above all, his power of
bringing tlie true inspiration of ¢each
old poetic mountain’ into harmony
with the inspiration which held the
deepest allegiance of his inmost heart
—the inspiration of the Cross—it
would have been wonderful if he had
not been a successful teacher! And
when to all these qualities we add his
loyal, never-tlagging devotion to the
interests of his Alma Mater ; the un-
selfish zeal which led him to exertions
in her behalf that fatally undermined
a naturally vigorous constitution ; the
practical usefulness of his judicious
counsels and the kind and genial in-
terest which he took in each stu-
dent individually, and in the vari-
ous societies for improvement which
they formed collectively ; cordially
furthering all innocent enjoyments,
while he frowned down, with in-
flexible firmness, everything dishon-
ourable or savouring of insubordina-
tion ; it will not be thought wonder-
ful that professorsand students, moved
by a common sorrow for his loss,
should mourn that luss as one well
nigh irreparable.

As alecturer, Professor Mackerras’s
natural vivacity and imagination in-
vested even the drudgery of theclassics
with an interest that relieved what
was necessarily dry. To him the old
sages and poets and dramatists were
not names, but living men, whose
charactershe had studied—whose very
faces he seemed to know ; and many
a lectwre was adorned with a vivid
pen and ink portrait of the author un-
der consideration and of the peculiar
circumstances under which he wrote
or spoke. He was never weary of
prosecuting his own studies that he
might throw more light on the path
in which he led his students. Accur-
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acy, one of his own distinguishing
qualities, he sedulously cultivated in
them, and the greatest drudgery of a
professor’s work, the correcting of piles
of exercises, received, it is hardly
necessary to say, his most painstaking
care. A season of dearly-earned holi-
day—a winter spent in Italy with the
objectof recruiting his impaired health
—afforded him, notwithstanding the
alloy of physical weakness, the richest
enjoyment and most delightful recre-
ation possible to his enthusiastic na-
ture, in the opportunities it afforded

!

him of exploring those classic scenes -

which not only delighted his apprecia-

tive eye by their natural beauty, but

were endeared to his imagination by
their association with so much that is
nobleand memorablein human thought
and action. Often, after his return,
did he speak with beaming counten-
ance of the enjoyment of that winter,
and he loved to point out to interested

Students and friends, with the aid of °
the fine photographs and engravings |
e had brought with him, the mostin- :

teresting localities of Ancient Rome,

Or the particular spot in the old Forum |
Where some specially memorable ora-

tion was delivered.
bared after his return on the Ancient

In a lecture pre- |

drama as contrasted with its modern

Tepresentative ; an effort of eloquence .

Which to his hearers it did not seem
too high praise to call magnificent ; he
gavg a most vivid presentation of the
gfnlus of the early drama of Ancient
Teece ; of its great masters; of the

actors and surroundings and accessor-

1e8 of its performances, and paid a no-

€ and worthy tribute to the great
Souls whose unperishable works em- |

dey their efforts to penetrate the aw-
ul mystery of human life and death,

:lfn and retribution, the ‘before and

ter,’ and to give the problems that -

80 held their deepest thoughts in such -

t(inswm as in the absence of a more
efinite revelation, seemed to reach

em from the Inscrutable Unseen :

6
Tflo welcome from every source
¢ tokens of that primal Force,

1

I
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Older than heaven itself, yet new
As the young heart 1t reaches to.

But his services as a professor of
Queen’s University would have been
but poorly measured by the work of
the class room. Asa member of the
College Senate, he was ever one of
the most valued advisers and trusted
friends of successive Principals. Every
interest of his college, which he loved
with single-hearted devotion, lay near
to his heart. And at a time when
heavy financial losses and the with-
drawal of the Government grant im-
perilled its very existence, Professor
Mackerras’s enthusiastic eloquence, at
a meeting of the friends of the Col-
lege, held in Kingston, in 1869, rallied
the sinking spirits of the less hopeful,
and led the van of a bold movement
to repair the pecuniary loss by the
raising of a voluntary endowment.
One of the leading clergymen of his
Church said to him after the meeting :
‘You have only to deliver that ad-
dress throughout the country, to secure
all the endowment that is needed.’

And so it proved. Not only did
the influence of the speech and of the
meeting reach far beyond those imme-
diately present, stimulating the zeal
and calling forth the contributions of
many a distant graduate ; but Pro-
fessor Mackerras, in conjunction with
the then Principal, Dr. Snodgrass, vol-
untarily traversed the length and
breadth of the land, stirring up, by his
energetic appeals, the Presbyterian
population to come forward to main-
tain the existence of the University
which their fathers had patriotically
founded. It was not alone his love for
his Alne Mater that prompted his
zeal, though that was a strong element
in it ; but also his strong appreciation
of the importance of maintaining in-
tact all facilities for thorough univer-
sity training which had already prov-
ed their usefulness, and grown with
the youth of a growing country, In
this arduous work several of his ‘ va-
cations’ were spent, scorning hard-
ships and enduring cheerfully the ex-
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hausting labour of addressing num- | bv the absence of his familiar face

berless mectings and travelling thous-
ands of miles by all kinds of convey-
ance:,  Little, however, as the brave
spirit heeded the toil, finding relief
from the pressure of graver work in
the quick sense of the ludicrous which
gleaned material for many a humor-
ous anecdote from these experiences,
his too unremitting exertions sowed
the seeds of lasting disease which
neither the most watchful care nor the
tenderest nursing could afterwards
eradicate. Yet he never grudged even

this sacrifice, so that the College might '

be placed on sure foundations.

For

himself he sought no reward but the

satisfaction of having ‘done what he
could” When his much esteemed

friend, the present Principal, accepted

the vacated office, he rejoiced exceed-
ingly, in the anticipation of the im-
pulses it would give to the success of
the University. And when Principal
Grantinaugurated andsuccessfully car-
ried on a new endowment scheme for
placing the still straitened University
on a firmer financial footing, Professor
Mackerras rejoiced with noble self-
forgetfulness in the ability of another
to carry on the work, in which his
failing strength denied %im the power
to give other aid than a hearty God-
speed. The certainty that he must
decrease while others increased, he ac-
cepted with a cheerful self-abne-
gation worthy of the original speaker
of the thought. He shared in the sat-
isfaction of all the friends of the Col-
lege when the laying of the founda-

tion stone of the new building by the '

Governor-General and Princess afford-
ed a tangible land-mark of progress,
and though his familiar voice will
never be heard in the new and spacious
halls, he had at least the satisfaction
of seeing the external completion of a
buildingstately andsubstantial enough
to be a fair omen of an assured future
to the hitherto chequerei life of his
Alma Mater.
formally opened, the brightness of

When that building is | strength, up to the close of the last

| assemblyheldin Ottawa in June, 1879.
the ceremony will be sadly shadowed !

and figure from their wonted place on
an occasion which would have afforded
intense satisfaction to his loyal heart.

Professor Mackerras’s College work
was not, however, the sole occupation
of his busy life. For many years he
held the responsible and arduous office
of clerk of the Supreme Court of the
Church, uniting in the discharge of
his duties the accuracy of a careful
secretary with a knowledge of eccle-
siastical polity and forms of procedure
which made him a valued referee on
all disputed points; while his argu-
mentative power in debate and prac-
tical common sense did good service in
many an important discussion. When
he laid aside his ever busy pen and
rose from his place at the clerk’s table
to address his brethren, all knew that
it was for no slight oceasion, and that
something would be said to which it
would be worth while to listen ; and
some of the most effective efforts of
his eloquent tongiie were made at such
times, when all the five of his ardent
spirit was roused by some interesting
question bearing strongly on the wel-
fare of his beloved Church. Yet,
while always fearless and firm in ex-
pressing his earnest convictions, and as
inflexible as energetic in his opposi-
tion where he felt it necessary to op-
pose, no man was less likely to make
an enemy or to alienate a friend. A
heart in which there was no room for
bitterness—a manner full of the at-
tractive power that we call magnetism
—disarmed prejudice and animosity,
and readily converted ordinary ac-
quaintances into warm friends. That
he enjoyed the cordial confidence and
esteem of his brethren it is scarcely
necessary to say, and many were the
glad congratulations when, after his
return from Europe, he resumed with

. apparently much of his former vigour

his official duties—which he continued
to discharge, despite his failing

His colleague in the office gave full
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testimony at his funeral to the value
of his unwearied services, too early
lost.

His pulpit ministrations by no
means ceased when he relinquished his
pastorate for a professorship. For the
last year or two, however, the state of
his health and voice almost entirely
precluded his use of a privilege which
he had been ever ready to exercise
when called to do so, and with grow-
ing usefulness and power, as maturer
and richer thoughts, a deepening spirit-
uality, and an intenser realization of
‘things not seen,’ toned down his

earlier exuberance of metaphor and

imagery, and gave to his preaching
a simpler directness and a solemn im-
pressiveness which spoke from heart
to heart. These qualities were speci-
ally noticeable on the last occasion on
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giver,’ to the very utmost of his
means, It was the unwavering faith
in which he lived which led him to
face unflinchingly the certainty of a
prematurely closed career, of leaving
his dearest earthly friends and objects
and relinquishing cherished hopes of
continued and growing usefulness, It
was the same faith which enabled him
to bear a lengthened season of acute
suffering with patient, unquestioning
submission, and which nerved him to
work on to the end, amid increasing
weakness and frequent pain ; not only
bravely and uncomplainingly, but
with a bright and cheery buoyancy of
spirit which made his friends often

. wonder whether he were really so ill

¢ as the wasted frame betokened.

No.

- man could have been more free from

which, with evident physical effort, he
addressed a congregation, on the -

solemn recurrence of a Communion
Service, onthe ¢ walk withGod ;' that
‘walk’ in which, he firmly believed,
lay the only possibility of the highest
development of humanity. We are
told in some quarters, in these days,
that religion and morality have no
real connection—that the moral life
of the world may thrive very well
though the Christian faith should
perish, It was his ever present con-

viction, which he would have died to

defend, had need been, which he did
defend by his life—that whatever is
truly ¢ pure and lovely, and of good
report ’ in the human character must
Spring consciously or unconsciously,
from the ¢ life led with Christ in God.’
It was this, purifying and sanctifying
to the noblest ends his naturally ami-
able qualities, that made his own life
& ‘living epistle known and read of

all men,” so full of loving faithful la-
bour for God and for man,—*¢ without !
rest,” most truly—but also ¢ without
haste,’ that made it so full of kindly

Sympathy, of disinterested self-sacrifice -

—of the conscientious and unfailing

discharge of every earthly duty, of the '

Unostentatious liberality of ‘a cheerful

the slightest approach to ‘ cant.’ of any
deseription, or to anything like preci-
sion or messurement of phrase or tone.
Asone who knew him well truly says,
‘there was not an untrue or a selfish
thread in his cord of life.”  Simple and
natural always, he retained almost to

! the last, the natural playfulness and

ready humour which had made him,
well or ill, one of the brightest and
most attractive of companions. Yet
it would be hard, in looking back from
the shadow of the grave, to find a

" word spoken in his lightest moment
¢ which it could be judged unfitting

that a Christian minister should
speak. He was not much given to
what is commonly called * religious
conversation,’ it was his way to live
his religion rather than talk much
about it. Yet he could find time to
visit the sick and the aftlicted, to cheer
human darkness with heavenly hope.
And when he did speak, with all his
unaffected simplicity, of the sacred
truths which were the magnet of his
own life ; and more especially of that
central one which drew forth his own
warmest love and deepest adoration,
of divine love descending to identify
itself with a sinning and suffering hu-
manity in order to raise it by the mys-
terious self-sacrifice of Divinity itself ;
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the unconscious solemnity of his ex-

1

1
i

pressive face, the deepening fervour |

of his latterly weak and broken voice,
could not fail to impress the most or-
dinary observer with its intense and
heartfelt realization.

Professor Mackerras died, as he had

lived, at work.

Except during a

period of acute and prostrating suffer-

ing, which occurred about two vears
ago, he scarcely lost an hour of his
college work ; in which, however, he
was latterly aided by an assistant. It

was just at the close of the Christmas

vacation, spent in Peterboro’, that his
exhausted vitality finally sank. The
evening before he quietly passed away
he sent to a beloved relative the mes-
sage, ‘Comfortable within, bLut dis-
tressed without.” It might have stood
for his Mfe-record for years past. His
earthly remains were brought, by his
own desire, to Kingston, to be laid in
Cataraqui Cemetery. The large church,
in which his funeral service was held,
was filled to overflowing, and chiefly
with true mourners. It is character,
after all, which tells. No brilliant
combination of dazzling qualities,—no
power of intellect or mere earthly
greatness,—could have evoked such a
demonstration of genuine feeling, All
felt that a good man—a great man—
had gone to his rest, one who would

be sorely missed—as such men are in

a world like this.

The occasion was

rendered more touching by the cir-

cumstance that the body of his aged

mother, who had died in Kingston in
ignorance of his departure, lay near
that of her son, and was committed at |

the same time to the same resting-
place. It was what mother and son
would hoth have chosen could they
have had the choice, to be thus ‘in
death not divided.” The sorrow of stu-
«dents and professors, for a revered and

beloved tutor, a loved and trusted col- |
league and associate, was manifest |

in their evident emotion, honourable
alike to him and to them. Many who
had scarcely known him personally
testified to the force with which his

i
{

H

IN MEMORIAM.

character had impressed them. ‘I
never admired any one so much of
whom I knew so little,” said one, and
this was but one testimony out of
many. His colleague and former Pro-
fessor, Dr. Williamson, in his funeral
address, said most truly that he felt
himself among not ¢ hundreds of
mourners, but thousands.” In many
a new settlement in the Far West, or
in homes more distant still, the tidings
of the death of John Mackerras will
bring sorrow to the hearts of widely
scattered alwmni who have drawn in-
tellectual stimulusand moral and spirit-
ual inspiration from his spoken words
orhisnoble life. Thoseof them whomay
read this tribute to his memory will
know that not a line is overdrawn.
And to those who were privileged to
take a last look at the peaceful face
from which the repose of death had
removed the traces of physical suffer-
ing, such a life as his—ripening and
brightening to its earthly close, with a
ripeness and brightness not of earth to
give—seemed a pledge which the
heart, at least, could not refuse to ac-
cept, of the undying continuance and
progress of that nobler life which
grew
¢ Not alone in power

And knowledge, but by year and hour,
In reverence and charity.’

Lonz had we trembled for the life
That to our prayvers was given,

And looked with reverence on a face
Touched with the glow of Heaven.

The radiance of the better land
In those clear eyes was shining ;

So pure the spirit’s flame burned through
The fragile form enshrining.

We sought to cheat foreboding hearts
With hopes to fears replying;

For listening to those cheery tones,
We could not think him dying.

And so, as sudden came the end,
As heavy seems the sorrow,

As though strong health had promised fair
For many a bright to-morrow.

We little dreamed the year,
With solemn, still transition,
Had borne that long familiar form
Forever from our vision.
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And tears, unbidden, have their way
From eyes unused to weeping;

For life looks darker for the loss,
Of him, not dead, but sleeping !

And yet it seems, to us who mourn,
Even to the heaviest hearted,
That set to music is the life
Of him who is departed ;

The music of a noble heart

That beat, with quick vibration,
To every true and earnest call

To serve its generation.

With noble deeds that knew no stint,
With all ungrudging labour,

Glad, while life lasted, to be spent,
For God and for his neighbour.

We ma{ not grudge the shortened years,
So full of truest living,

JEAN
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We may not grudge the health and strength
He gave, with * cheerful giving.

True life runs not by earthly suns,
But by the spirit’s growing,

And his are the eternal years
Where endless life is flowing.

One of God's noble ones is gone,
Yet hope smiles through our sorrow,
¢ The Resurrection and the life’
Point to a glorious morrow.,

And as we feel, with clearer sense,
That spirit hrooding o’er ns,

We fain would follow in the path
Our friend has trod before us;—-

That life divine, whose endless joy
Transcends our poor expressing,
The ‘ walk with God,’ he knoweth now
The fulness of its blessing !
FinELIs.

INGELOW AND HER POETRY.

BY FELIX L. MAX, TORONTO.

IL

lT is for its lyrical sweep and idyllic

beauty that Jean Ingelow’s poe-
try has won its place in the literature
of England.

From among her idyls let us first
take Laurance and The Letter L. They
bpth show close observation of human
life, of the delicate shades of differ-
ence between characters, and vividness
In delineation. In common with all

€r poems their interest is enhanced
¥ valuable thoughts not directly con-
Nected with the story, while beautiful
descriptions of nature Jend charm to
évery page.
. The Letter L. is a perfect lyrical
Wyl The verse is jambic and the
effect ig very pleasing of making the
a8t line of each stanza shorter by one
8yllable than the others. The rhythm
8 very musical, and there seems
% be a most natural connection be-

1
|
i

|
|
|

tween the words and the ideas they
are designed to express.
Note the fine stroke by which we
instantly see the relation which two
"of the characters bear to each other,
When the letter is written on the
sand, the girl who has been watching
the writer’s face instinctively feels
that around that letter are twisted
memories of a past in which she has
had no share ; and the sweet little
dream of happiness in which she has
been indulging is suddenly broken,
Then he tells his story, using a beau-
tiful figure to express the loss of his
love, a jewel which a woman had
scorned and cruelly flung away, but
which the girl now sitting beside him
will value as her most priceless trea-
sure if it only may once become hers.
He thinks, however, that his heart is
not his to give again. But she is one
of those more ¢ content, in their own
lavish love complete, to give’ than to
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receive. Hence, there seems to be no-
thing strange in her becoming his
wife,— accepting his friendship and
regard without his love.
gard is indeed founded on high re-
spect for her beauty of character; and
¢ trust waxeth unaware as worth is
known.” So, when after a long inter-
val he meets again the woman who
had wronged him, the ideal of his
vouth is rudely destroyed by the hu-
miliating truth of reality, and he is
overwhelmed with shame that he has

six years had been waiting for his ve-
sponse.

The interest of the story thus cen-
tres around an idea which Miss Inge-
low often expresses,—that there is a
magnetic power in love which cannot
fail to become, sooner or later, conta-
gious. The idea reappears in Laur-
ance, When Sparrows build, in the in-
terviews between Japhet and Amar-
ant in the Slory of Doom, and in sev-
eral shorter poems. Especially in this
poem and in Laurance is it expressed
with & peculiar passion and beauty.

The story of Laurance is told in
that simple, clear way which enhances
its eloquence and grace. The langaage,
as in so many pocms, is sometimes
mixed with quaint and archaic ex-
pressions which seem to very natural-

His re-
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He knows that the girl he loves has
no such feeling for him, but absorbed
in the happiness of sometimes seeing
her, and with his eyes fixed in passion-

' ate hope on the future the daysslip by
¢ till at last the bitter disappointment
" and heartache which overwhelms so

many in this world comes to him. He
has discovered that she loves another,
and will soon be married. He nobly

. resolves to hide his grief from them at
. home, to keef. them from knowing that

" his heart is ¢ wild with a mortal pain
been blind to the real love which for '

and in the grasp of an immortal love.’

. The analysis of motive and feeling just
. here shows the poet’s penetration of

mind. No one but she who has her-

; self endured sorrow could describe it
. with such fidelity and sympathy.

In course of time the bligsful dream
of happiness is broken, and to her
whom he would always have wished
to shield the bitterness and disap-
pointment also come. It is but the

| old story of deception and betrayal

. told again.

ly suit the subject. They remind usof °

the old town of Boston on the banks
of the Witham.

The poem is the record of astrong,
self-forgetful love, a kind of love
very beautiful because it is so rare.
Laurance has returned from college,
and much to his friends’ delight has
chosen to remain with them instead of
seeking his fortune elsewhere. One
reason of this choice is apparent, for
he had ‘already entered on his strife—
¢ A stirring of the heart, a quickening keen
Of sight and hearing to the delicate
Beauty and music of an altered world,-
Began to walk in that mysterious light
‘Which doth reveal and yet transform ;

‘Which gives
Destiny, sorrow, youth, and death and life
Intenser meaning ; in disquieting
Lifts up ; ashining light ; men call it love.’

She finds that the man
she is to marry already has fa wife,
and from that wife’s own lips the truth
is heard. A long illness follows, for
¢ A bitter thing it is
To lose at once the lover and the love.’
During this conflict of feeling Laur-
ance often visits her. The touches of
nature are very fine and exact just
here, and will well repay study. At

| last his love, so steadfast and true,

touches her heart hitherto so unre-
sponsive, and she, expecting soon to
die, offers to die as his wife. But as
the months slowly withdraw into the
past, death too withdraws, and Muriel
wakes to life with the consciousness

. that ‘it is folded fast, drawn to an-

other life forever more.” We cannot
put in plain prose the description of
the struggle in her heart merging gra-
dually into a faint, uncertain feeling

i of love for her husband. But one day

when he is absent a picture of him is
brought, and as she studies with deep
and strange delight that

‘ Mouth for maspery and manful work,
A certain brooding sweetness in the eyes,
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A brow the harbour of grave thought and hair

Saxon of hue,’

the love for which he has waited so
long and won by such devotion
sweeps through her heart.

The Four Bridges is also a love story,
touching nature very closely though
the characters are not so clearly and
definitely outlined as in some of Miss
Ingelow’s more dramatic poems. The
metre, however, is very pleasing.

The next poem of which we shall
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things that Jean Ingelow has written.
Her penseemshere tohavebeen inspir-

ed Itisa poem in which she fully ex-
. presses the unrest and unhappiness of
. the age, and she causes the preacher

to point out the sole cure for that sor-
row and pain which afflicts poor, un-

. cultured fishermen as well as those
* with wider wishes and broader minds.
+ His words are full of comfort and hope

attempt to give a bare outline is that °

called Brothers and @ Sermon. 1In as
far asstyle is concerned Jean Ingelow’s
greatest beauty consists in her skilful
useofrhymeand her melodiousarrange-
ment of words, but her success in this
and other poems written in blank
verse shows that she has considerable
versatility and command over a wide
range of metre.

Two brothers, strangers in a little
lishing village, are lying upon a reef of
rock which juts far out into the sea
watching the tide bringing in the
shoals of fish, meanwhile listening to

for all on whom care and perplexity
fall as life-burdens. *

The Monitions of the Unseen and
Dreams That Came True arealso poems
touching very closely one aspect of
modern life—the sorrow and suffering
of the poor, and the means by which
society is to relieve them. A. fine and
earnest ethical lesson is enforced, ex-
pressed in language of much felicity ;
while in the former poem there is a

. mystical element very fascinating to

them in his quaint, rough way the .

story of a terrible shipwreck. The
‘conversations throughout the whole
poem show a great deal of dramatic
skill and keen observation of English
life ; for instance the language put
into the mouth of the fisherman ; and
that of the yreacher too, who is a
simple-hearted man speaking to sim-
Ple listeners. He does not use words
suitable to a theological professor.
Then, afterwards, the brothers leave
these high cliffs and wandering aim-
lessly in the evening twilight find

little church where the parson of

men gathered there. The whole of its

the imagination.

Though Gladys and her Island may
be an ‘ imperfect fable with a doubtful
moral’ it is certainly a most delight-

+ ful poem, full of exquisite little de-
the talk of an old fisherman who tells | scriptions and very rich suggestive

‘thought.

And yet it must be con-
fessed that Jean Ingelow’s powers are
not so well suited for the rather ¢ pro-
saic ingenuities’ of allegory as for the
simple delineation of life or of intense

"emotion in the form of graceful idyl

or lyric.
Gladys is a young girl with an ar-
dent poetical temperament, & nature

- throbbing with love for everything
- sublime and wondrous; but she is a
. teacher in a school for young ladies,
- and there ig little in her busy, mono-
. tonous life to feed

themselves within the porch of the |

‘ her hungry heart

* That longed to draw things marvellous to it-
Wwhom the fisherman had told them is

breaching to the rough men and wo-

grace and beauty would be epoiled !

were we to attempt analyze this
fermon. It would then be just a
lnere gkeleton of some grand, living
religious truths, whereas it is certain-
ly one of the finest of all the beautiful

self,
And yearned towards the riches and the great
Abundance of the beauty God hath made.’

The poemn is a good antidote to that

£* Mr. Thompson informe us that ¢ so strictly
18 this a sermon in form and fact that it has
heen read as such,with marked effect for good,
in the church assembly on Sunday, preceded
and followed by the usual public prayers and
hymns,’
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¢ Gospel of Despair’ with which so
many literary men favour us in these
days. Its leading idea is that though

conditions of life are such that we are

shut out from many pleasures which

others enjoy and which are usually .

thought to be indispensible elements
of human happiness, there is a world
of ideal pleasure ever ready to unfold

its wonders to us; that though weare
too poor to enter foreign picture—gal- .

leries and study the marvels of an-
cient art, we can paint mental pictures
for owrselves and endow them with all
the splendours of our own bright and
vividfancy ; thatearth in all its endless
variety,and humanity with all its mani-
fold forms are given to us to study ;
that time, oo, is ours, and by the light
of history we can explore past ages
and bring them within the circle of
our own narrow existence ; and final-
ly, though we are too lowly born to
be presented to princes or to dine with
kings and queens, we can at will come
into the presence of the kings and
queens of literature who will give us,
without asking requital, the Dest

thoughts of their most exalted and .
| however, be brief in speaking of a few

sublime hours,

This region of the ideal which is to
many the most precious reality is de-
scribed by Miss Ingelow as an Island
¢purple with two high peaks,’ the
higher peak with fell and precipice
and straight steep sides enclosing the
domain of history ; while the other,
broken with curves and covered with
verdure, represents the domain of poe-
try ; forasmuch as poetry is chiefly con-

cerned with beauty, and curved lines |

in the definition of art are alone beau-
tiful.

And so Gladys, on one of her rare
holidays sees wondrous things though
her feet do not wander beyond the
seashore near the school.

In the midst of a brief attack of
gelf-pity Decause of her hard life and

peculiar temperament, (for she some- |

times almost feels sorry that she has
so much finer a nature, so many more
aspirations than those around her who

|
|
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seem to be thoroughly satisfied with
the monotonous pleasures of fashion-
able life), she is interrupted by a wo-
man who, as she passes by, speaks toa
child in her arms in such a way as to
answer (Gladys’ unspoken thoughts.
She blames Gladys for wishing to
change her ‘greater’ for the ¢less’
of others. Can she be poor when
she can have the Islund with all
its treasures to contemplate and
enjoy ¢

This woman represents Imagination,
and in her presence Gladys catches a
glimpse of this beautiful, far-off isle.
Soon a ferry-boat very conveniently
approaches. Fancy, in the shape of
a capricious and somewhat erratic
maiden who has meanwhile appeared
upon the scene takes the sail, and
Tnagination guides the helm and off
they go, while the boat furrowed up—

“ A flaky Lill before, and left behind
A sobbing, snake-like tail of creamy foam.’

The island reached at last Gladys is
filled with ecstasy at the beauty and
variety of the vegetation, the novelty
of everything she sees. We must,

of these. Eden in all its happiness
and peace is first entered ; then soon
the treasures of old Egypt are explor-
ed, its art, religion and history almost
bewildering her with the multitude of
ideas suggested.

Coming to a gateway, Gladys breaks
a glittering cobweb which divides the
actual from the possible, and what she
sees cannot be understood without
reference to Scott’s ¢ Lay of the Last
Minstrel.” The creature who hastens
from her is, of course, Lord Crans-
toun's elfin page, who assumed such
strange shapes, and muttered so often
¢lost, lost, lost !’ (The word °tint,’
which Miss Ingelow uses here is the
Scotch for ‘lost.’) William of Delo-
raine, who sggaks of a shape in Amice
gray, refers Yo the celebrated wizard
of the 13th century, Michael Scott,
whose grave in Melrose Abbey he
visited one dark night, and took from
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the cold hands of the dead man his
mighty book which had been buried
with him. The last canto of ‘The
Lay’' explains Deloraine’s prophecy
of future peace, owing to the disap-
pearance of the goblin page amid a
burst of terrific thunder, accompanied
by the phantom of his master the old
wizard.

Late in the afternoon, Gladys ar-
rives at the Hill of Parnassus, and
hears the voices of those who havethe
poetic power to make the old world
young again ; and Gladys herself gives
several instances of heroism and cour-
age which she wishes she could em-
body in verse. Then she beholds
three characters of three great poets—
Shakespeare’s King Lear, Tennyson’s
(Enone, Longfellow’s Evangeline.
And, as she lingers on the sea shore
in the fading twilight, she makes the
acquaintance of one of Shakespeare’s
heroines—Miranda of ¢ The Tempest,”
—from Gladys' ownquickenedintellect
many things being suggested, © things
not in the story.’

The peaks of her blest island die
away in the sunset glory, and mur-
nuring

¢ Fare you well,
My country, my own kingdom 3
Till [ go visit you again, farewell !’
the happy girl with something new
and beautiful to think about once
more resumes duty.

Charm of language, fresh, beautiful
Magery and metre especiaily musicul
Are characteristics of 7%e Stir's Moru-
Ment..  But the parts of the poem are
not in perfect proportion, and are too
Carelessly put together. Being a story
Within a story, and with but little
Obvious connection between the two,

e interest is too much diffused. The
Poet would have been more successful
ad she made two poems instead of
One.  Certainly her material is fully
Adequate,

i Lhe Twy Margarets are the last poems
1 Miss Ingelow’s third volume. They
ore beautifal idyls, having the same
Xcellences of description as her earlier
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. efforts, with perhaps a more polished

i

|

style and more unity of thought than
The Star's Mowwment ov The Four
Lridges.

But it is in her short lyrical poems
that Jean Ingelow’s magic power over
words and rhythm isespecially discern-
ible. The charm and naturalness of
her idyls arehere reproduced, enhanced
by more beautiful melody,—rhythmic
music which never fails to delight the
ear. And the rhythm, in most cases,
corresponds with exquisite effect to
the thoughts expressed. ‘It rises or
falls, pauses or hurries rapidly on’ as
the imagery or the nature of the emo-
tions dictate. And thisisaccomplished
in such a way that we are seldom con-
scious of the art which produces it.

Then the grace of her trausitions
from one thought to another is every-
where strikingly manifest, while a
unity of conception connects them
all together as one whole.

There is indeed not the energetic
sweep, the force and intensity of pas-
sion in these poems that there is in
some English lyvics, but they show a
spirituality, a delicacy of imagination,
a pathos and tenderness of feeling
which many grander lyrics lack. For
instance, Songs of Seven, and Divided,
Looking over « gate at a pool in the field,
and Molher showing the portrait of ler
child are poews as fresh and sweet as
the scent from a bank of violets; while
the two former are good illustrations
of Miss Ingelow’s power to excite
the imagination, to vividly suggest
thoughts and emotions which go far

beyond those directly expressed.

It is this quality which makes some
of her poetry vague and obscure to the
reader whose imaginative power is
limited ; but it proves Miss Ingelow to
be a true artist.

A group of ‘ Songs on the Voices of
Birds,” shows a goud deal of variety in
versification and emotion. The intro-
duction, written in blank verse (the
characters being well represented in a
few words), is followed by six pvems,
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each different in structure. Of these,
though Blackbirds and Sew Mews in
Winler Time come not far behind, the
best poems are those on The Nightin-
gale which to the unsatisfied heart
sings of

“Life's fair, life's unfulfilled, impassioned pro-
phesies,’

and on the Cuckoo Bird, whose voice
brought to the poet music

* From the spheres ! as if a thought,
Having taken wings did fly
Through the reaches of the sky.’

'This last poem, in connection with 4
Lily and « Lute, should be studied as
examples of Jean Ingelow’s tendency
to seize and attempt to analyze very
subtle and unsubstantial emotions.

In the poem called 7'ired (among
the *Songs of the Night Watches’),
the mingling of Leauty and pathos
from a feeling of grief and regret for
a lost love is very fine. There are
lines here which show *objects burnt
as it were into the sharpness of out-
line which they only take in the in-
tensest light of emotion.’® Can any-
thing be more vivid than the picture
of the forsaken girl rowing out into the
river at night to catch one last look
of the face of her false lover !

Then, though the style is somewhat
obscure, The Middle Watch describes
very well the communion of the soul
with the Infinite and Divine during
long hours of sleeplessness in the night
silence.

Among another group of poems,
The Song for the Night of Christ’'s Resur-
reetion, written in imitation of Milton’s
famous ode on ‘The Nativity, dis-
plays a good deal of picturesque power
and richness in allusion ; and Swiling
Beyond Seas, a sweet, pathetic little
song which we often hear sung in our
drawing-rooms, taken in connection
with Regret and A4 Dead Year, illus-
trates the sorrow which is supposed
to have overwhelmed the poet's heart.
Of the ‘ Songs with Preludes, Wed-

* Atheneum.
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lock is very beautiful indeed, a fine
example of Miss Ingelow’s lyric charm
and grace,—her airiness of touch.

¢ The racing river leaped and sang
Full blithely in the perfect weather,
All round the mountains echoes rang,
For blue and green were glad together.

¢ This rained out light from every part,
And that with songs of joy was thrilling ;
But, in the hollow of my heart,
There ached a place that wanted filling.

¢ Before the road and river meet,
And stepping-stones are wet and glisten ;
T heard a sound of laughter sweet,
And paused to like it, and to listen.

‘T heard the chanting waters flow,
"The cushat’s note, the bees low humming, —
Then turned the hedge, and did not know -~
How could 17— that my time was coming.

¢ A girl upon the nighest stone,
Half (Llul»tfnl of the deed, was standing ;
So far the shallow flood had flown
Beyond the "customed leap of landing.

¢ She knew not any need of me,
Yet me she waited all unweeting ;
We thought not I had crossed the sea,
And half the sphere to give her meeting.

¢T waded out, her eyes I met,
T wished the moments had been hours ;
T took her in my arms and set
Her dainty feet among the flowers.

¢ Her fellow-maids in copse and lane,

Ah ! still methinks T hear them calling ;
The wind's soft whisper in the plain,

The cushat’s cuo, the water’s falling.

¢ But now it is a vear ago,
But now possession crowns endeavour ;
I took her in my heart, to grow
And fill the hollow place for ever.’

Compare with this the lyrical gems
of her third volume,—Not in Vain I
Wuaited, and The Long IVhite Seam.

With some success, Miss Ingelow
has tried her hand at sonnets, though
the rhymes are not always technically
accurate.  Funcy is the best of them.

The poem ending the second volume
is a very perfect ballad artistically
considered.  In a note, the poet tells
us that it was written *with the pur-
pose of attaining such simplicity and
plainness of narrative as might capti-
vate the minds and memories of an
ordinary set of school-children.” Her
hero is Henry Winstanley, a London
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silk merchant of the time of William
I1L., who, tived with a heroic spirit of
self-sacrifice and love for humanity,
planned and built the first Eddystone
light-house on the rocks fourteen
miles south-west of Plymouth Souud.
Though it took a fortune and almost
a lifetime to accomplish this marvel
of .architecture, its strength was
hardly sutficient to Jong withstand the

terrible power of the sea, and so, dur-

ing a violent storm in 1703, it was
swept away by the wind and waves,
and Winstanley and his workmen
perished with it. But he had solved a
problem as well asset the English na-
tion a noble example of heroism, and
Miss Ingelow has rescued from the
past a name which England might
soon have ungratefully forgotten.
Her poem for force, simplicity and
lyrical sweep, reminds us of some of
the best old English ballads. Itslan-
guage is clear, idiomatic, suited to the
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tience and care, while undue promi-
nence is sometimes given to those
less necessary for the complete pre-
sentation of the subject.

Thepoethas made good useof the few
facts in regard to the Deluge furnished
by the biblical records. She accepts
it as liteval, and there is nothing in
her most imaginative flights directly
opposed to its spirit.

Thus she represents Satan as still
invested with the dragon-like form
which he assumed in Eden in order to
tempt Eve. He has all the intellec-
tual strength and spiritual character-
istics of the fallen Lucifer, being, how-
ever, more the personification of sub-
tlety and treachery than that of pride ;
but wedded to his immaterial nature

_ and ever present to daunt it is a body

of flesh subject to pain and sickness,

. fear and every low and beastly pas-
. sion,— a condition of slavery from

time it describes, and has an anima-

tion which well expresses the nervous
excitement and determined energy of
the brave merchant. Miss Ingelow’s
effort shows that if she would concen-
trate her powers on this kind of poetry
what a master of it she might become.
In the Story of Doom, her longest
and most ambitious poem though in-
eed not equal to some of the lyrics
already considered, Jean Ingelow’s
genius takes a higher range than be-
fore, conducts us out of the region of
human life and natural scenery into
that of the supernatural. Its subject
13 original and striking, and the whole
Conception of it shows strong grasp
of mind, and the imaginative power

to get beyond the control of modern

ideas, and bring before us in clear,
hough necessarily broad, outlines the
Scenes of a pre-historic age. And yet
M the poem there is wanting that
0ysterious principle of unity, so es-
Sential to every work of art, which
¢an combine all its parts into one per-
‘ect whole. There are many fine ideas
ntroduced into the narrative which
8¢ not worked out with enough pa-

which death can only free him. Yet
among the most terrible of the evils
this body dreads death ranks first.
Thisconceptionissounlike that of Mil-
ton (who is the author of most cur-
rent ideas about Satan) that the read-
er is at first a little disappointed ; but
it shows Jean Ingelow’s genius to good
advantage, and she has worked it out
admirably. Her highest powers have
been brought to bear in the delinea-
tion of such a supernatural being. To
have presented him with an individu-
ality which keeps him ¢ distinct from
previous representationsalmostaccept-
ed as models and yet to have made
him consistent and impressive is an

! achievement deserving high praise.” *

At different times Noah has, by a
phantom-like voice, been warned of
the destruction soon to overwhelm the
world, and in obedience to its com-
mand has commenced to build the ark
which is to save him. The poem opens
with an interview between him and
his wife Niloiya when he has come
home for a brief rest in his discourag-

-ing work of wandering over the earth

* Athenzum.
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beseeching the people to repent and
turn to God.  He is sad and disheart-
ened. Men scorn him and he has
sometimes himself doubted the reality
of this message from God, doubted the
authority for his mission.  And
Niloiyn, over whose heart human love
and the grief of separation have more
influence than what she thinks to be
little more than an imaginary evil,
does nothing to help him in his strug-
gle. The description is fine of her
change of mind under his gentle con-
trol :

¢ As the quietness of night
Began to comfort her, the fall
Of far-off waters and the winged wind
That went among the trees,’

She utters the words he wishes to
hear :

‘I do avow that He which calleth thee
Hath right to call”’

The condition of the earth is terri-
ble. Men have forgotten Him who
holds the waves and has command of
the storm, and are in close fellowship
with Satan. They worship him as
especially their friend—¢ the god who
gave them knowledge at so greata
price and costly.” The angels, ¢ God’s
white soldiers,” too pure to live in an
atmosphere tainted by human sacrifice
and other abominable crimes, have de-
parted ; but Satan’s evil messengers
are everywhere, sowing discord and
hate. And so oppression, violence,
shameless profligacy reign supreme.
Men have ¢ lowered the stamp of the
fair image of God’ by taking from
among those whom they had conquer-
ed the men and women of lowest sta-
ture and feeblest intellect and will,
that the children of these might, on
account of their very powerlessness,
remain willing slaves. Then there are
not only ‘pigmies’ but giants too
on the earth, mastodons, and lizards
that have a good deal of musical tal-
ent as well as the power of speech !

In the second book theuniversalargu-
ment that the world willnot be destroy-
ed because of the lack of precedent for
such an event is further elaborated.
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It shows very well Miss Ingelow’s
reasoning power. Then Noah visits
Methuselah the Elder who,in a noon-
day trance, foretells the coming de-
struction, and the survival of his race
in the person of Noah. The trance
ended, Noah reproaches him for his
numerous crimes (for he is unfaithful
to the religion of his family), andina
strange passage he explains the reason
of his hating God, whom he calls the
enemy. The angels had destroyed his
pet lizards | The eftect of this bereave-
ment upon him, of course, symbolizes
the hardness of the human heart when
aflictions come, when they occasion
resistance and rebellion instead of sub-
mission and resignation.  Unable to
convince the old man of his guilt,
Noah twrns sadly away, and in the
evening twilight goes into the waste
to hear the Voice once more.

Iu the roof above Methuselal’s seat
two demons, invisible to human eyes,
have been lying. They hear the
strange words of prophecy and hurry
off to the dwelling-place of their chief,
stopping on the way to listen to Noah’s
prayer in the wilderness. Observe the
tine description of the dragon’s cave
as an example of the poet’s skill in
word painting.  In strange disguise
they arrive there,—in a boat which,
bursting to pieces at the cavern’s
mouth, disclose two glowing balls. At
Satan’s command the spirits impri-
soned therein come forthand breathless-
ly tell him that which the Voice has de-
clared shall surely come to pass unless
man vepent.  Fearful that his author-
ity is waning, the old serpent is in
an agony of despair.  The idea is very
fine that he dreads the influence which
the expression of God’s love will have
upon the hearts of those threatened
with destruction.

Just at this time a light among the
trees is seen and an angel with a mes-
sage comes. Though he does not re-
strict Satan’s power to still tempt the
human race he forbids him to reveal
the fact that a Messiah has been
promised to redeem it lest man should
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scorn the revelation ungratefully, and
thus add to the weight of his con-
demnation. The angel and the Lright-
nessfromhis presence quickly vanished,
and amid the darkness caused by

thunder-clouds Satan and his counsel- ;

lors discuss the danger threatening
them. The touches are very fine by
which the poet describes these evil
spirits. The vague indistinctness of
the picture shows her artistic skill, be-
cause clear, unmistakeable definition
would tuke away the mystery of the
whole scene, and lessen its effect on
the reader's imagination. The re-
sult of the conference is that the dra-
gon determines to go and stir rebellion
in the mighty hearts of the giants, for
after all he has suffered in assuming
this inconvenient form of flesh to
‘ruin God’s two children beautiful’
he will do his best to prevent his deed
from ¢ confounding him in the end.’
The fourth and fifth books give
glimpses of the domestic life and cus-
toms of the time, Jean Ingelow is
perfectly at home when she paints a
scene such as the meeting of Japhet
and Noah. Between its joy and the
disappointment caused by the indiffer-
ence of Shem and Ham there is a
noble antithesis. As we said before,
the poet has certainly been very suc-
cesstul in making everything in the
Story of Doom consistent with the
time she has undertaken to describe—
“the sense of primitiveness is well pre-
Served.”  Japhet and Amarant, Noah
and Niloiya, are not modern people
transported back into the dim, remote
Past ; the life they live bears little
resemblance to that of the 19th cen-
tury, nor have the ‘scenes in which
they figure any accessaries which do
N0t belong to the youth of the world.’
In the sixth book occurs a fine de-
SCription. From the tent door J aphet
ifts bis eyes,
,‘mfl\end day had dawned. Right suddenly
Fmiln;oon }lv1t](1ihe}% her ;lllveﬂr and she hung
By ni ?\a cloud. The ruddy flame that played
gLt on dim, dusk trees and on the flood,
Tept red amongst the logs and all the world

And al] the water blushed and bloomed. The
stars
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Were gone, and golden shafts came up, and
touched

The feathered heads of palms, and green was
born

Under the rosy clond, and purples flew

Like veils across the mountains 1 and he saw

Winding athwart them, bathed in blissful
Deace,

And the sacredness of morn, the hattlements

And outposts of the giants ; and there ran

On the other side the river, as it were,

‘White mounds of marble, tabernacles fair,

And towers helow a line of inland cliffs :

These were their fastnesses, and here their
homes.’

It is to this place, in the hope of
winning these formidable beings to
the service of God, that Noah has
come. He finds the Dragon alveady
there. In forcible, eloquent language,
Noal denounces their sins, and vividly
describes the future; but here as every-
where, his earnest words are received
with indifterence and unbelief,

The philosophy of the poem cul-
minates in this seventh book. The
whole argnment velating to the possi-
bility of miracles deserves careful
study. It shows that Miss Ingelow
i3 a deep thinker on metaphysical sub-
Jjects as well as a true poet.

The ninth book contains many sub-
lime passages. Noah has done his ut-
most to induce men to repent, and in
agonv of spirit he prays, while the
darkness thickens, and tho earth seems

o quiver and tremble in sympathy

with him. In solemn words the poet
describes the feelings of those who
alone are to survive this death of the
world. They hide their faces in terror
while Noah whispers that the door of
the ark is shut.

Whether Jean Ingelow has expend-
ed all her power on these three vol-
umes of poems is a question which
time alone can decide. She may be
even now living a life which will
stimulate her creative power, give
new strength to her imagination and
enable her to strike a still deeper
chord on the hidden strings of human
passion, love and sorrow. If she is
true to her own genius, perhaps her
best poetry is yet to come.
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THE FALLEN LEAVES.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

CHAPTER XXXVIL

under which Mrs. Farnaby had
died was held in the forenoon of the
next day.

Mr. Melton surprised Amelius by

Mr. Melton was next examined, to

. prove the identity of the deceased.
TH E inquiry into the circumstances

calling for him, and taking him to the

inquest. The carriage stopped on the
way, and a gentleman joined them,
who was introduced as Mr. Melton’s
legal adviser. He spoke to Ameliuy
about the inquest ; stating, as his ex-
cuse for asking certain discreet ques-
tions, that his object was to suppress
any painful disclosures. On reaching
the house, Mr. Melton and his lawyer
said a few words to the coroner down-
stairs, while the jury were assembling
on the floor above.

The first witness examined was the .

landlady.

After deposing to the date at which
the late Mrs. Farnaby had hired her
lodgings, and verifying the statements
which had appeared in the newspa-
pers, she was questioned about the life
and habits of the deceased. She de-
scribed her latelodger as a respectable
lady, punctual in her payments, and
quiet and orderly in her way of life;
she received letters, butsaw no friends,
On several occasions, an old woman
was admitted to speak with her; and
these visits seemed to be anything but
agreeable to the deceased. Asked if
she knew anything of the old woman,
or of what had passed at the inter-
views described, the witness answered
both questions in the negative. When
the woman called, she always told

the servant to announce her as ‘the -

nurse.’

He declared that he was quite un-
able to explain why she had left her
husband’s house under an assumed
name. Asked if Mr. and Mrs. Farna-
by had lived togcther on affectionate
terms, he acknowledged that he had
heard, at various times, of a want of
harmony between them, but was not
acquainted with the cause, Mr. Farna-
by’s high character and position in the
commercial world spoke for them-
selves ; the restraints of a gentleman
guided him in his relations with his
wife. The medical certificate of his
illness in Paris was then put in; and
Mr. Melton’s examination came to an
end.

The chemist who had made up the
prescription was the third witness. He

" knew the woman who brought it to

his shop to be in the service of the
first witness examined ; an old cus-
tomer of his, and a highly-respected
resident in the neighbourhood. He
made up all prescriptions himself in
which poisons were conspicuous in-
gredients; and he had affixed to the
bottle a slip of paper, bearing the word
¢ Poison,” printed in large letters. The
bottle was produced and identified ;
and the directions in the prescription
were shown to have been accurately
copied on the label.

A general sensation of interest was
excited by the appearance of the next
witness—the woman-servant. 1t was
anticipated that her evidence would
explain how the fatal mistake about
the medicine had occurred. After re-

plying to the formal inquiries, she

¢ proceeded as follows :

e
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¢ When I answered the bell, at the
time I have mentioned, I found the
deceased standing at the tireplace.
There was a bottle of medicine on the
table, by her writing-desk. It was a
wuch larger bottle than that which

the last witness identified, and it was |

more than three parts full of some
colourless medicine. The deceased
gave me a preseription to take to the
chemist’s, with instructions to wait,
and bring back the physic. She said,

“T1 don’t feel at all well this morning ;

right thing for me. I think I want a
tonic. The prescription I have given
you is a tonic.”
to our chemist, and got it. I found
her writing a letter when I came back,
but she finished it immediately, and
pushed it away from her. When I
put the bottle I had brought from the
chemist on the table, she looked at the
otherlargerbottle which she had by her;
and she said, *“ You will think me very
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to her bedroom to look for it. I
couldn’t find it. While I was looking,
I heard her cry out, and ran back to
the drawing-room to see what was the
matter.  “Oh!” she says, *how
clumsy Tam! I’ve broken the bottle.”
She held up the bottle of the stomach-
medicine and showed it to me, broken
Jjust below the neck. “ Go back to the
bedroom,” she says, “and see if you
can find an empty bottle ; T don’t
want to waste the medicine if I can

© help it.” There was only one empty
I thought of trying some of this medi- :
cine ” (pointing to the bottle by her
desk)—“but I am not sure it is the

bottle in the bedroom, a bottle on the
chimney-piece. I took it to her im-
mediately. She gave me the broken
bottle ; and, while I poured the medi-

© cine into the bottle which T had found

I went out at once

undecided ; I have been doubting, -

since I sent you to the chemist, whe-
ther T had not better begin with this
medicine here, before I try the tonic.
It’s a medicine for the stomach ; and
I fancy it’s only indigestion that’s the
Matter with e, after all.” I said
“You eat but a poor breakfast, ma’am,
this morning. It isn’t for me to ad.
Vise; but, as you seem to be in doubt
about yourself, wouldn’t it be better
to send for a doctor #” She shook her
ead, and said she didn’t want to have
a doctor if she could possibly help it.
“Ill try the medicine for indigestion
first,” she says ; “and if it doesn’t re-
1eve me, we will see what is to be done,
later in the day.” While we were

in the bedroom, she opened the paper
which coyvered the tonic I had brought
from the chemist. When I had done,
and the two bottles were together on
the table—the bottle that I had filled
and the bottle that I had brought from
the chemist—I noticed that they were
both of the same size, and that both
had a label pasted on them, marked
“ Poison.” I said to her, ¢ You must

- take care, ma’am, you don’t make any
. mistake, the two bottles are so exactly
~ alike.” “I can easily prevent that,”
' she says, and dipped her pen in the

ink, and copied the directionson the
broken bottle, o to the label of the
bottle that I had just filled, “ There!”
she said, “now I hope your mind’s at
ease!” She spoke cheerfully, as if she
was joking with me. And then she
said, ¢“But where's the measure-glass?”

i I went back to the bedroom to look
i for it, and couldn’t find it again. She

talking, the tonic was left in its sealed |

Paper cover just as I had brought it
from the shop.  She took up the lLot-
tle containing the stomach-medicine,
and read the directions on it: “Two
teaspoonsful by measure-glass twice a
day.” T agked if she had a measure-
glass ; and she said, yes, and sent me

changed all at once, upon that—she
became quite angry ; and walked up
and down in a fume, abusing me for
my stupidity. It was very unlike her.
On all other occasions, she was a most
considerate lady. I made allowances
for her. She had been very much up-
set earlier in the morning, when she

‘had received a letter, which she told

me herself contained bad news. Yes;

- another person was presentat the time

—the same woman that my mistress
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told you of. The woman looked at
the address on the letter, and seemed
to know who it was from. I told her
a squint-eyed man had brought it
to the house—and then she left di-
rectly. Idon’t know where she went,
or the address at which she lives, or
who the messenger was who brought
the letter. As 1 have said, I made
allowances for the deceased lady.
I went down-stairs, without answer-
ing, and got a tumbler and a teaspoon
to serve instead of the measure-glass.
‘When I came back with the things,
she was still walking about in a tem-
per. She took no unotice of me. 1
left the room again quietly, seeing she
was not in a state to be spoken to. 1
saw nothing more of her, until we
were alarmed by hearing her seream,
We found the poor lady on the floor
in a kind of fit. I ran out and fetched
the neavest doctor. This is the whole
truth, on my oath ; and this is all I
know about it.’

The landlady was recalled at the
request of the jury, and questioned
again about the old woman. She
could give mno information. Being
asked next if any letters or papers be-
longing to, or written by, the deceased
lady had been found, she declared
that, afterthe strictest search, nothing
had been discovered but two medical
prescriptions.  The writing-desk was
empty.

The doctor was the next witness.

He described the state in which he
found the patient, on being called to
the house. The symptoms were those
of poisoning by strychnine. Examina-
tion of the prescriptions and the bot-
tles (aided by the servant’s informna-
tion) convinced him that a fatal mis-
take had been made by the deceased ;
the nature of which le explained to
the jury as he had already explained
it to Amelius. Having mentioned the
meeting with Amelins at the house-
door, and the events which had fol-
lowed, he closed his evidence by stat-
ing the result of the post-mortem ex-
amination, proving that the death was
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i caused by the poison called stryclinine.

1

" heard.

The landlady and the servant were
examined again. They were first in-
structed to inform the jury exactly of
the time that had elapsed from the
moment when the servant had left the
deceased alone in the drawing-room to
the time when the screams were first
Having both given the same

* evidence, on this point, they were

next asked whether any person, be-

. sides the old woman, had visited the

| possession of the landlady.

decensed lady-—orhad on any pretence
obtained access to her, in the interval.
Both swore positively that there had
not even been a knock at the house-
door in the interval, and that the area-
gate was locked, and the key in the
This evi-
dence placed it beyond the possibility

: of doubt that the deceased had herself

taken the poison. The question whe-
ther she Lad taken it by accident was
the only question left to decide, when
Amelius was called as the next wit-
ness. ‘

The lawyer retained by Mr, Mel-
ton, to watch the case on behalf of
My. Farnaby, had hitherto not inter-
fered. It was observed that he paid
the closest attention to the inquiry, at

the stage which it had now reached.

Amelius was nervous at the outset.

. The early training in  America, which

had hardened him to face an audience
and speak with self-possession on so-
cial and political suljects, had not pre-
pared him for the very different ordeal
of a first appearance as a witness.
Having answered the customary in-

- quiries, he was so painfully agitated

in describing Mrs. Furnaby’s suffer-

ings, that the coroner suspended the

examination for a few minutes, to give
him time to controlhimself. He failed,
Liowever, to recover hLis composure,
until the narrative part of his evi-
dence had come to an end. When the
critical questions, hearing on his re-
lations with Mrs, Farnaby, began, the
audience noticed that he lifted his
head, and looked and spoke- for the
first time, like 2 man with a settled
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resolution in him, sure of himself.

The questions proceeded :

Was he in Mrs. Farnaby's confi-
dence, on the subject of her domestic
differences with her Lusband? Did
those differences lead to her withdraw-
ing herself from her lusband's roof !
Did Mrs. Farnaby inform him of the
place of her retreat? To these three
questions the witness (speaking quite
readily in each case) answered Yes.
Asked next, what the nature of tle
¢ domestic differences’ had heen ; whe-
ther they were likely to affect Mrs.
Farnuby’s mind seriously ; why she
had passed under an assumed name,
and why she had contided the troubles
of her married life to a young man
like himself (only introduced to her a
few months since), the witness simply
declined to reply to the nquiries ad-
dressed to him. ¢ The confidence Mrs.
Farnaby placed in me,’ he said to the
coroner, ‘was a confidence which I
gave her my word of honour to re-
Spect.  'When I have said that, 1 hope
the jury will understand that I owe
it to the memory of the dead to say
no more.’

There was a murmur of approval
among the audience, instantly checked
by the coroner. The foreman of the
Jury rose, and remarked that scruples
of lionour were out of place at a seri-
ous inquiry of that sort. Hearing
this, the lawyer saw his opportunity,
and got on his legs. ¢TI represent the

husband of the deceased lady,” he

said. <My, Goldenlieart has appealed
to the law of honour to Jjustify him in
eeping silence. I am astonished that
ere is a man to be found in this
assembly who fails o sympathise with
him.  But as there appears to be such
& person present, 1 ask permission,
8Ir, to put a question to the witness,
Inay, or it may not, satisfy the fore-
™man of the jury ; but it will certainly
assist the object of the present inquiry.’
he coroner, after a glance at Mr.
lelton, permitted the lawyer to put

18 qqestion in these terms :—
‘ Did your kuowledge of Mrs. Far-
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naby’s domestig troubles give you any
reason o apprebend that they might
urge her to commit suicide?’

¢ Certainly not,” Amelius answered.
¢ When I called on her, on the morn-
ing of her death, I had no apprehen-
sion whatever of her committing sui-
cide, I went to the house as the bearer
of good news; and I said so to the
doctor, when le first spoke to me.’

The doctor confirmed this. The
foreman was silenced, if not convinced.
One of his brother-jurymen, however,
feeling the force of example, inter-
rupted the procecdings, by assailing
Amelins with another question :—
¢ We have heard thut you were accom-
panied by a young lady at the time
you have mentioned, and that you
took her up stairs with you. We want
to know what business the young lady
had in the house ?’

The lawyer interfered again. ¢I
object to that question,” he said. ‘The
purpose of the inquest is to ascertain
how Mrs. Farnaby met with her
death. ~ 'What has the young lady to
do with it 7 The doctor’s evidence has
already told us that she was not at
the house, until after he had been
called in, and the deadly action of the
poison had begun. I appeal, sir, to
the law of evidence, and to you, as the

‘presiding authority, to enforce it. Mr.

Goldenheart, who is acquainted with
the circumstances of the deceased
lady’s life, bhas declared on his oath
that there was nothing in those cir-
cumstances to inspire him with any
apprehension of her committing sui-
cide.  The evidence of the servant at
the lodgings points plainly to the con-
clusion (already arrived at by the
medical witness), that the death was
the result of a lumentable mistake, and
of that alone. Is our time to be
wasted in irrelevant questions, and
are the feelings of the surviving
relatives to be cruelly lacerated to no

purpose, to satisfy the curiosity of

strangers 1’
A strong expression of approval
from the audicnce followed this. The



15¢

lawyer whispered to Mr. Melton, ‘It’s '
all right. '

Order being rvestored, the coroner |
roled that the juryman’s question was
not admissible, and that the servant’s .
evidence (taken with the statements .
of the doctor and the chemist) was the !
only evidence for the consideration of
the jury. Summing up to this effect,
he recalled Amelius (at the request of
the foreman), to inquire if the witness
knew anything of the old woman who
had been frequently alluded to in the
course of the proceedings.  Amelius
could answer this ynestion as honestly |
as he had answered the questions pre- |
ceding it. He neither knew the
woman’s name, nor where she was to
be found. The coroner inquired (with .
a touch of irony) if the jury wished
the inquest to be adjourned, under
existing circumstances.

For the sake of appearances, the
jury consulted together. But the
luncheon-hour was approaching; the
gervant’s evidence was undeniably
clear and conclusive; the coroner, in |
summing up, had requested them not !
to forget that the deceased had lost her |
temper with the servant, and that an |
angry woman might well make a mis- !
take which would be unlikely in her !
cooler moments. All these influences
led the jury irrepressibly, over the ob-
stacles of obstinacy, on the way to
submission. After a needless delay,
they returned a verdict of ¢death by
misadventure. The secret of Mrs.
Farnaby’s suicide remained inviolate ;
the reputation of her vile husband
stood as high as ever; and the future
life of Amelius was, from that fatal
moment, ‘turned irrevocably into a
new course.

i
]
|
|
i
!
|
t
|
i

. stances.
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his excuses for leaving them in a
hurry ; he expected, he said, to find a
telegram from Paris waiting at his
house.  Amelius only delayed his
departure to ask the landlady if the
day of the funeral was settled. Hear-
ing that it was arranged for the next
morning, he thanked her, and returned
at once to the cottage.

Sally was waiting his arrival, to
complete some purchases of mourning
for her unhappy mother; Toff's wife
being in attendance to take care of
her. She was anxious to hear how
the inquest had ended. In answering
Lier question, Amelius was careful to
warn her (if her companion made any
inquiries) only to say that she had lost
Lier mother under very sad circum-
The two having left the
cottage, he instructed Toff' to let in a
stranger, who was to call by previous
appointment, and to close the door to
every one else. In a few minutes, the
expected person (a young wan, who
gave the name of Morcross) made his
appearance, and sorely puzzled the old
Frenchman. He was well dressed ;
his manner was quiet and self-
possessed—and yet he did not look
like a gentleman,  In fact, he was a
policeman of the higher order, in plain
clothes.

Being introduced to the library, he
spread out on the table some sheets of
manuscript, in the handwriting of
Amelius, with notes of red ink on the
margin, made by himself.

¢ T understand, sir,’ he began, ¢ that
you have reasons for not bringing this
case to trial in a court of law 1’

‘I am sorry to say,” Amelius ans-
wered, ¢ that I dare not consent to the
exposure of a public trial, for the sake
of persons living and dead.  For the

 sawme reason, Lhave written the account

CHAPTER XXXVIII,

" of the conspiracy with certain reserves.

© I hope I have not thrown any need-

N the conclusion of the proceed- 1
ings, Mr. Melton, (having no |
further need of Amelius or the lawyer) “
drove away by himself. But he was

too inveterately polite to omit making

less difficulties in your way 1’

¢ Certainly not, sir.  But I should
wish to ask, what you propose to do,
in case I discover the people concerned
in the conspiracy ¥’
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Amelius owned, very reluctantly, -

that he could do nothing with the
woman who had been the accomplice.
¢ Unless,’” he added, ¢T can induce her
to assist me in bringing the man to
Justice for other crimes which I believe
him to have committed.’

‘ Meaning the man named Jervy,
sir, in this statement 7’

‘Yes. I have reason to believe
that he has been obliged to leave the
United States, after committing some
serious offence ’

‘I beg your pardon for interrupting
You, sir.
charge him with, under the treaty
between the two countries 1’

‘I don’t doubt it’s serious enough.

Is it serious enough to !

I have telegraphed to the persons who

ormerly employed him for the partic-

ulars. ~ Mind this! I will stick at no

Sacrifice to make this scoundrel suffer

for what he has done.’

In those plain words Amelius re-
vealed, as frankly as usual, the pur-
Pose that was in him.  The terrible
"®membrances associated with Mrs,
Farnaby’s last moments had kindled,
In his just and generous nature, a

urning sense of the wrong inflicted
on the poor heart-broken creature
Who had trusted and loved him. The
Unendurable thought that the wretch
Who had tortured her, robbed her,
and driven her to her death had es-
~aped with impunity, literally haunted

'l night and day. Eager to provide
for Sally’s future, he had followed
“rs. Farnaby’s instructions, and had
S¢en her lawyer privately, during the
Period that had elapsed between the
€ath and the inquest. Hearing that
°re were formalities to be complied
With, which would probably cause
Yome delay, he had at once announced
determination to employ the inter-
N attempting the pursuit of Jervy.
© lawyer—after vainly pointing out

© serious objections to the course
p"O‘PO.Sedhso far yielded to the ir-
:‘f’sl&tlble earnestness and good faith
melius as to recommend him to a
COmpetent man, who could be trusted

val
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not to deceive him. The same day the
man had received a written state-
ment of the case; and he had now
arrived to report the result of his first
proceedings to his employer.

¢One thing I want to know before
you tell me anything else, Amelius
resumed. ¢ Is my written description
of the man plain enough to help you
to find him ¢’

¢1t’s so plain, sir, that some of the
older men in our office have recognised
him by it—under another name than
the name you give him.’

‘ Does that add to the difficulty of
tracing him?’ .

‘He has been a long time away
from England, sir; and it's by no
means easy to trace him, on that
account. I have been to the young
woman, named Phwbe in your state-
ment, to find out what she can tell mo
about him.  She’s ready enough, in
the intervals of crying, to lelp us to
lay our hands on the man who has
deserted her. It’s the old story of a
fellow getting at a girl’s secrets and a
girl's money, under pretence of marry-
ing her. At one time, she’s furious
with him, and at another she’s ready
to cry her eyes out. I gos some in-
formation [from her; it’s not much,
but it may help us. The name of the
old woman, who has been the go-
between in the business, is Mrs. Sowler
—known to the police as an inveterate
drunkard, and worse. I don’t think
there will be much difticulty in tracing
Mrs. Sowler. AstoJervy, if the young
woman is to be believed (and I think
she is), there's little doubt that he has
got the money from the lady mentioned
in my instructions here, and that he
has bolted with the sum about him.
Wait a bit, sir, I bhaven’t done witk
my discoveries yet. I asked the
young woman, of course, if she had
his photograph. He’s a sharp fellow ;
she had it, but he got it away from

her, on pretence of giving her a better

one, before he took himself off.

"Having missed this chance, I asked

if she knew where he lived last. She
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directed me to the place ; and I have
had a talk with the landlord. He
tells me of a squint-eyed man, who
was a good deal about the house,
doing Jerv v’s dirty work for him. If
I am not misled by the description, I
think I know the man. I have my
own notion of what he is capable of
doing, if he gets the chance—and I
propose to begin by finding our way
to him, and using him as a means of
tracing Jervy. It's only right to tell
you that it may take some time to do
this—for which reason I have to pro-
pose, in the meanwhile trying a shorter
way to the end in view. Do you ob-
ject, sir, to the expense of sending a
copy of your description of Jervy to
every police-station in London ¥’

‘I object to nothing which may
help us to find him. Do you
think the police have got him any-
where 1’

‘You forget, sir, that the police
have no orders to take him. What
T'm speculating on is the chance that
lie has got the money about lnmﬁsay
in small bank-notes, for convenience
of changing them, you know.’

¢ Well ¢

‘ Well, sir, the people he lives
among (the squint-cyed man, for in-
stance 1) don’t stick at trifles. If any
of them have found out that Jervy’s
purse is worth having—’

‘ You mean they would rob him !

¢ And murder him too, sir, if he
tried to resist.’

Anmelius started to his feet. “Send
round to the police stations without
losing another minute,” he said, ‘And
let me hear what the answer is, the
instant you receive it.’

* Suppose I get the
night, sir?’

I dow’t care when you get it, night
or day.
take to identify him. Here s a dupli-
cate key of the garden gate. Come
this way, and I’ I show you where my
bedroom is. If we are all in bed, tap

answer late at

1

him that

i escaped her.
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On that understanding Morcross
left the cottage.

The day when the mortal remains of
Mrs. Farnaby were laid at rest was a
day of heavy rain. Mr. Melton, and
two or three other old friends, were
the attendants at the funeral. When
the cotlin was borne into the damp
and reeking burial ground, a young
man and a woman were the only per-
sons, besides the sexton and his
assistants, who stood by the open
grave. Mr. Melton, recognising Ame-
lius, was at a loss to understand who
Lis companion could be, It was im-
possible to suppose that he would
profane that solemn ceremony by
bringing to it the lost woman at the
cottage. The thick black veil of the
person with him hid her face from
view. No visible®expressions of grief
When the last sublime
words of the burial service had been
read, those two mourners were left,
after the others had all departed, still
standing together by the grave. Mr.
Melton decided on mentioning the cir-
cumstances confidentially when he
wrote to his friend in Paris. Tele-
grams from Regina, in reply to his
telegrams from London, had informed
Mr. Farnaby had felt the
benefit of the remedies employed, and
was slowly on the way to recovery.
It secemed likely that he would, in no
long time, take the right course for
the protection of his niece.  For the

. enlightenment which might, or might

Dead or lumn I will undop :

not, come with that time, Mr. Melton
was resigned to wait, with the dis-
ciplined patience to which he had
been mainly indebted for his success
in life.

¢Always remember your mother
tenderly, my child,” said Amelius, as
they left the burial ground. ¢She
was sorely tried, poor thing, in her
life-time, and she loved you very
dearly.’

‘Do you know anything of my
i father?’ Sally asked timidly. ¢Ishe

at this window—and I will he ready . still living %’

for you at a moment’s notice.’

¢ My dear, you will never see your
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father. T must be all that the kindest
father and mother could have been to
you, now. O my poor little girl !’

She pressed her arm to his as she
held it. ¢ Why should you pity me ¥’
she said. < Haven’t I got You?’

They passed the day together quietly
at the cottage.  Amelius took down
some books, and pleased Sally by
giving her his first lessons. Soon
after ten o’clock she withdrew, at the
usual early hour, to her room. In her
absence he sent for Tof ; intending to
Wwarn him not to be alarmed if he
heard footsteps in the garden, after
they had all gone to bed. The old
servant had barely entered the library,
Wwhen he was called away by the bell
at the outer gate.  Amelius, looking
Into the hall, discovered Morcross and
Signed to him eagerly to come in.

he policc-ofticer closed the door
cautiously behind him.  He had
arrived with news that Jervy was
found.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
HERE has he been found ?’

<
‘ Amelius asked, snatching up
his hat,

 There’s no hurry, sir, Morcross
answered quietly. ¢ When 1 had the

onour of seeing you yesterday, you
8aid you meant to make J ervy sutter
or what he had done. Somebody
€lse has saved you the trouble. le
Wwas found this evening in the river.’

‘ Drowned 1’

‘Stabbed in three places, sir; and
Put out of the way in the river—
thay’y the surgeon’s report. Robbed
Of everything he possessed—that's the
Police report, after searching his
Pockets,’

Amelius was silent. It had not
ntered into his calculations that crime

reeds crime, and that the criminal
Might escape him under /et law, For

© moment he was conscious of a
Sense of disappointment, revealing
pl‘“nly that the desire for vengeance

!

like.’
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had mingled with the higher motives
which animated him.  He felt uneasy
and ashamed, and longed as usual to
take refuge in action from his own
unwelcowe thoughts. ¢ Are you sure
it is the man 1’ he asked. <My des-
cription may have misled the police—
I should like to see him myself.’

¢ Certainly, sir. While we are about
it, if you feel any cuviosity to trace
the stolen money, there’s a chauce
(from what | have heard) of getting
at the man with the squint. The
people at our place think 1t’s likely he
may have been concerned in the rob-
bery, if he hasn’t committed the
murder.’

Inan hour after. under the guidance-
of Morcross, Amelius passed through
the dreary doors of a deadliouse situ-
ated on the southern bank of the
Thames, and saw the body of Jervy
stretched out on a stone slab. The
guardian who held the lantern, inured
to such horrible sights, declared that
the corpse could not have been in the
water more than two days. To any
one who had seen the murdered man,
the face, undistigured by injury of
any kind, was perfectly recognisable.
Amelius knew him again, dead, as
certainly as he had known him again,
living, when he was waiting for
Phawbe in the street.

¢ If you're satis‘ied, sir,’ said Mor-
cross, ‘the inspector at the police-
station is sending a sergeant to look
after “ Wall-Eyes ”—the name they
give hereabouts to the man suspected
of the robbery. We can tuke the
sergeant with us in the cab, if you

Still keeping on the southern bank
of the river, they drove fora quarter
of an hour in a westerly direction,
and stopped at a public house. The

sergeant of police went in by himself

to make the first inquiries.

‘We are a day too late, sir,” he said
to Amelius, on returning to the cab.
‘Wall-Eyes was here last night, and
Mother Scwler with him, judging by
the description. Both of them drunk
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—and the woman the worse of the
two. The landlord knows nothing
more about it; but there’s a man at
the bar tells me he heard of them this

morning (still drinking) at The Dairy.”

* The Dairy ?" Amelius repeated.

sary explanation. ¢ Anold house, sir,
which once stood by itself in the
fields. It was a dairy a hundred
vears ago; and it has kept the name
-ever since, though it’s nothing but a
low lodging-house now.’

‘One of the worst places on this
side of the river,” the sergeant added.
‘The landlord's a returned convict.
Sly as he is we shall have him again
vet, for receiving stolen goods. There’s
-every sort of thief among his lodgers,
from a pickpocket to a housebreaker.
It’s my duty to continue the inquiry,
sir; but a gentleman like you will be
better, I should say, out of such a
place as that.’

Still disquieted by the sight he had
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police were on the spot keeping the
people in order.

Morcross and the sergeant pushed
their way through the crowd, leading
Amelius between them. ¢ Something

i wrong, sir, in the back kitchen,’ said
Morcross interposed with the neces- |

one of the policemen, answering the

. sergeant while he opened the street-

door. A few yards down the passage

; there was a second door, with a man

. on the watch by it.

‘ There’s a nice

- to-do down stairs,’ the man announced,

recognising the sergeant, and unlock-
o t=] y

. ing the door with a key which he took

. from his pocket.

‘The landlord at
The Dairy knows his lodgers, sir,’
Morcross whispered to Amelius ; ¢ the
place is kept like a prison.” As they
passed through the second door, a

- frantic voice startled them, shouting

seen in the deadhouse, and by the as- |
sociations which that sight had re-

called, Amelius was ready for any ad-
venture which might relieve his mind.
Even the prospect of a visit to a
thieves’ lodging-house was more wel-
-come to him than the prospect of go-
ing home alone. ¢ If there’s no serious
objection to it,’ he said, ‘I own I
should like to see the place.’

‘You'll be safe enough with us,
the sergeant replied. ¢ 1f you don’t
mind filthy people and bad language
—all right, sir! Cabmar, drive to
The Dairy.’

Their direction was now toward the
south, through a perfect labyrinth of
mean and dirty streets. Twice the
driver was obliged to ask his way. On
the second occasion the sergeant, put-
ting his head out of the window to
stop the cab, cried, ¢ Hullo! there’s
something up.’

They got out in front of a long low
rambling house, a complete contrast
to the modern buildings about it.
Late as the hour was, a mob had as-
-sembled in front of the door. 'The

inarticulately from below. An old
man came hobbling up the kitchen
stairs, bis eyes wild with fear, hislong
grey hair all tumbled over his face.
‘O Lord! Have you got the tools
for breaking open the door?’ he asked,
wringing his dirty hands in an agony
of supplication. *She’ll set the house
on five ! she'll kill my wife and daugh-
ter !’ The sergeant pushed him con-
temptuously out of the way, and
looked round for Amelius. ¢ Tt’s only
the landlord, sir ; keep near Morcross,
and follow me.’

They descended the kitchen stairs,
the frantic cries below growing louder
and louder at every step they took ;
and made their way through the
thieves and vagabonds crowding to-
gether in the passage. Passing on
their right hand a solid old oaken door
fast closed, they reached an open
wicket-gate of iron which led into a
stone-paved yard. A heavily-barred
window was now visible in the back
wall of the house, raised three or
four feet from the pavement of the

: yard. The room within was illumi-

nated by a blaze of gaslight. More
policemen were here, keeping back
more inquisitive lodgers. Among the
spectators was a man with a hideous
vutward squint, holding by the win-
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dow-bars in a state of drunken terror.
The sergeant looked at him, and beck-
oned to one of the policemen. ‘Take
him to the station ; I shall have some-
thing to say to Wall-Eyes when he’s
sober. Now then! stand back, all of
you, and let’s see what’s going on in
the kitchen.’

He took Amelius by the arm, and
led him to the window. Even the ser-
geant started when the scene inside
met his view. ‘By God!’ he cried,
“it’s Mother Sowler herself !’

It was Mother Sowler. The horri-
ble woman was trampling round and
round in the middle of the kitchen,
like a beast in a cage; raving in the
dreadful drink-madness called deli-
rium tremens. In the farthest corner
of the room, barricaded behind the
table, the landlord’s wife and daughter
crouched in terror of their lives. The
gas, turned full on, blazed high enough
to blacken the ceiling, and showed the
heavy bolts shot at the top and bot-
tom of the solid door. Nothing less
thar a battering-ram could have burst
that door in from the outer side ; an
hour’s work with the file would have
failed to break a passage through the
bars over the window. ¢ How did she
get there 7 the sergeant asked. ¢ Run
down-stairs, and bolted herself in,
While the missus and the young un
Wwere cooking’—was the answering
cry from the people in the vard. As
they spoke, another vain attempt was
made to break in the door from the
Passage. The noise of the heavy blows
redoubled the frenzy of the terrible
Creature in the kitchen, still trampling
Tound and round under the blazing
gaslight. Suddenly, she made a dart
at the window, and confronted the
Ten looking in from the yard. Her
8taring eyes were bloodshot ; a purple-
l'eq flush was over her face; her

ar waved wildly about her, torn
Away in places by her own hands.
Cats !’ she screamed, glaring out of
¢ window, ¢ millions of cats, and all
'®lr mouths wide open spitting at me !
Ire! fire to scare away the cats!’
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She searched furiously in her pocket,
and tore out a handful of loose papers.
One of them escaped, and fluttered
downward to a wooden press under
the window. Amelius was nearest,
and saw it plainly as it fell ¢Good
heavens!’ he exclaimed, ‘it's a bank-
note !’ ¢ Wall-Eyes’ money !’ shouted
the thieves in the yard; ‘she’s going
to burn Wall-Eyes’ money !’ The
madwoman turned back to the middle
of the kitchen, leapt up at the gas-
burner and set fire to the bank-notes.
She scattered them flaming all round
her on the kitchen floor. ¢ Away with
you !’ she shouted, shaking her fists
at the visionary multitude of cats.
¢ Away with you, up the chimney!
Away with you, out of the window !’
She sprang back to the window, with
her crooked fingers twisted in her hair.
‘The snakes!’ she shrieked ; *the
snakes are hissing again in my hair!
the beetles are crawling over my face !’
She tore at her hair ; she scraped her
face with long black nails that lace-
rated the flesh. Amelius turned away,
unable to endure the sight ot her.
Morcross took his place, eyed her
steadily for a moment, and saw the
way to end it. ‘A quarternof gin!’
he shouted. ¢ Quick ! before she leaves
the window !’ 1In a minute he had
‘the pewter measure in his hand, and
tapped at the window. *Gin, Mother
Sowler ? Break the window, and have
a drop of gin!’ For a moment, the
drunkard mastered her own dreadful
visions at the sight of the liquor. She
broke a pane of glass with her clenched
fist. ‘The door!’ cried Morcross,
to the panic-stricken women, barri-
caded behind the table. ¢ The door !’
he reiterated, as he handed the gin in
through the bars. The elder woman
was too terrified to understand him ;
her bLolder daughter crawled under
the table, rushed across the kitchen,
and drew the bolts. . As the mad-

- woman turned to attack her, the room

was filled with men, headed by the ser-
geant. Three of them were barely
enough to control the frantic wretch,
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and bind her Lhand and foot. When
Amelius entered the kitchen, after she
had been conveyed to the hospital, a
five-pound note on the press (secured
by one of the police), and a few frail
black ashes scattered thinly on the
kitchen flnor, were the only relics left
of the stolen money.

After inquiry, patiently pursued in
more than one direction, failed to
throw any light on the mystery of
Jervy’s death. Moreross's veport to
Amelius, towards the close of the in-
vestigation, was little more than in-
genious guess-work,

¢ It seems pretty clear, sir, in the
first place, that Mother Sowler must
have overtaken Wall-Eyes, after he
had left the letter at Mrs. Farnaby’s
lodgings. In the second place, we are
Jjustitied (as I shall show you directly)
in assuming that she told him of the
money in Jervy’s possession, and that
the two succeeded in discovering Jer-
vy—no doubt through Wall-Eyes’
superior knowledge of his master's
movements. The evidence concerning
the bank-notes proves this. We know,
by the examination of the people at
The Dairy, that Wall-Eyes took from
his pocket a handful of notes, when
they refused to send for liquor with-
out having the mouey first. We are
¢ also informed, that the breaking-out
of the drink-madness in Mother Sow-
ler showed itself in her snatching the
notes out of his hand, and trying tu
strangle him—before she van down
into the kitchen and bolted hevself in.
Lastly, Mrs. Farnaby's bankers have
identified the note saved from the
burning, as one of forty five-pound
notes paid to her cheque. So much for
the tracing of the money.

‘I wish 1 could give an equally
satisfactory account of the tracing of
the crime. We can make nothing of
Wall-Eyes. He declares that he
didn’t even know Jervy was dead,
till we told Lim; and he swears he
found the money dropped in the
street. It is needless to say that this
last assertion is a lie. Opinions are
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divided among us as to whether he is
- answerable for the murder as well as
: the robbery, or whether there was a
third person concerned in it. My
own belief is that Jervy was drugged
by the old woman (with a young
woman very likely used as a decoy),
in some house hy the riverside, and
then mardered by Wall-Eyes in cold
blood.  We have done our best to
clear the matter up, and we have not
succeeded.  The doctors give us no
hope of any assistance from Mosher
Sowler. 1t she gets over the attack
(which is doubtful), they say she will
die to a certainty of liver-disease. In
short, my own fear is that this will
! prove to be one more of those mur-
‘ ders which are mysteries to the police
| as well as the public.’
i The report of the case excited some
 Interest, published in the newspapers
! in conspicuous tvpe. Meddlesome
treaders wrote letters, offering com-
? placently-stupid suggestions to the
l police.. After a while, another crime
tattracted general attention ; and the
é murder of Jervy disappeared from the
~public memory, among other forgotten
; murders of the bygone time.

CHAPTER XL.

FPYHE last dreary days of Novem-
ber came to their end,

No longer darkened by the shadows
i of crime and torment and death, the
Clite of Amelius glided insensibly into
the peaceful byways of seclusion,
“brightened by the companionship of
- Sally. The winter days foliowed one
another in a happy uniformity of oc-
cupations and amusements, There
were lessons to fill up the morning,
and walks to occupy the afternoon—
and, in the evenings, sometimes read-
ing, sometimes singing, sometimes
nothing but the lazy luxury of talk.
In the vast world of London, with its
monstrous extremes of wealth and
poverty, and its all-permeating malady
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of life at fever heat, there was one su- I
premely innocentand supremely happy
creature. Sally had heard of Heaven,
attainable on the hard condition of
first paying the debt of death. I
have found a kinder Heaven,’ she said,
one day. ‘It is here in the cottage;
and Amelius has shown me the way
to it.’

Their social isolation was at this
time complete: they were two friend-
less people, perfectly insensible to all
that was perilous and pitiable in their
own position. They parted with a
kiss at night, and they met again with
a kiss in the morning—and they were
as happily free from all mistrust of
the future as a pair of birds. No visi-
tors came to the hiouse ; the few friends
and acquaintances of Amelius, for-
gotten by him, forgot him in return.
Now and then, Tofl’s wife came to the
cottage, and exhivited the ¢ cherubim-
baby.” Now and then, Toff himself (a
musician among his other accomplish-
ments) brought his fiddle up-stairs;
and said modestly, ‘A little music !
helps to pass the time;’ and played |
to the young master and mistress the
cheerful tinkling tunes of the old vau-
devilles of France. They were pleased
With these small interraptions when
they came ; and they were not disap-
Pointed when the days passed, and
the baby and the vaudevilles were

ushed in absence and silence. So
the happy winter days went by ; and
the howling winds brought no rheu-
Matism with them, and even the tax-
gatherer himself, looking in at this
¢arthly paradise, departed without a
Curse when he left his little paper be-
hind him,

Now and then, at long intervals,

€ outer world intruded itself in the

orm of a letter.

Regina wrote, al ways with the same
Placid affection ; always entering into
the same minute narrvative of the slow
Progress of dear uncle’s’ return to

falth. He was forbidden to exert

Atmself in any way. His nerves were

M a state of lamentable irritability. |
4
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‘I dare not even mention your name
to him, dear Amelius; it seems, I can-
not think why, to make him—O0, so
unreasonably angry. I can only sub-
mit and pray that he may soon be
himself again’ Amelius wrote back,
always in the same considerate and
geutle tone ; always laying the blame
of his dull letters on the studious uni-
formity of his life. He preserved,
with a perfectly easy conscience, the
most absolute silence on the subject
of Sally. While he was faithful to
Regina, what reason had he to re-
proach himself with the protection
that he offered to a poor motherless
girl? When he was married, he might
safely confide the secret to his wife,
and then Sally would live with them
as his wife's sister.

One morning, the letters with the
Paris post-mark were varied by a few
lines from Rufus,

‘ Every morning, my bright boy, I
get up and say to myself, “ Well! I
reckon it's about time to take the route
for London;” and every morning, if
you'll believe me, I put it off till next
day. Whetherit’s in the good feeding
(expensive, I admit; but when your
cook helps you to digest, instead of
hindering you, a man of my dyspeptic
nation is too grateful to complain)—
‘or whether itsin the air, which re-
minds me, I do assure you, of our na-
tive atmosphere of Coolspring, Mass.,
is more thanI can say, with a hard
steel pen on a leaf of flimsy paper.
You have heard the saying, ¢ When
a good American dies, hegoes to Paris.”
May be, sometimes, he’s smart enough
to discount his own death, and ration-
ally enjoy the future time in the pre-
sent.  This you see is a poetic flight.
But, mercy be praised, the moral of
my residence in Paris is plain :—If [
can’t go to Amelius, Amelius must
come to me. Note the address, Grand
Hotel ; and pack up, like a good boy,
on receipt of this. Memorandum :
The brown Miss is here. I saw her
taking the air in a carriage, and raised
my hat. She looked the other way.
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British — eminently British!

But, ‘

there, I bear no malice; 1 am her most |

obedient servant, and yours affection-
ately, Rurus.— Postscript: [ want you
to see some of our girls at this hotel.
The genuine American material, sir,
perfected by Worth.’

Another morning brought with it a
few sad lines from Phabe. ¢ After
what had happened, she was quite un-
able to face her friends ; she had no
heart to seek employment in her own
eountry —her present life was too
dreary and too hopeless to be endured.
A benevolent lady had made her an
offer to accompany a party of emi-
grants to New Zealand ; and she had
accepted the proposal. Perhaps,among
the new people, she might recover her
self-respect and her spirits, and live to
be a better woman. Meanwhile, she
bade Mr. Goldenheart farewell ; and
asked his pardon for taking the liberty

of wishing him happy with Miss .

Regina.’

Amelius wrote a few kind lines to
Pheebe, and a cordial reply to Rufus,
making the pursuit of his studies his
excuse for remaining in London.
After this, there was no further cor-
respondence. The mornings succeeded
each other, and the postman brought
no more news from the world outside.

But the lessons went on ; and teach-
er and pupil were as inconsiderately
happy as ever in each other’s society.
Observing with inexhaustible interest
the progress of the mental develop-
ment in Sally, Amelius was slow to
perceive the physical development
which was unobtrusively keeping
pace with it. He was absolutely ig-
norant of the part which his own in-
fluence was taking in the gradual and
and delicate process of change. Ere
long, the first forewarnings of the com-
ing distmtbance in their harmless re-
lations towards each other, began to
show themselves. Ere long, there
were signs of a tronbled mind in Sally,
which were mysteries to Amelius, and
subjects of wonderment, sometimes
even trials of temper, to the girl herself.
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One day, she looked in from the
door of her room, in her white dres-
sing gown, and asked to be forgiven if
she kept the lessons of the morning
waiting for a little while.

¢ Come in,’ said Amelius, ‘and tell
me why ?’

She hesitated. ‘You won’t think
me lazy, if you see mein my dressing-
gown ¥’

¢Of course not! Your dressing-
gown, my dear, isas good as any other
gown. A young girl like you looks
best in white.’

She came in with her work-basket,
and her indoor dress over her arm.

Amelius laughed. ¢ Why haven’t
you put it on ¥’ he asked.

She sat down in a corner, and
looked at her work-basket, instead of
looking at Ameiius. It doesn’t fit
me as well as it did,” she answered.
< T am obliged to alter it

Amelius looked at her — at the
charming youthful figure that had
filled out, at the softly-rounded out-
line of the face with no angles and
hollows in it now. ¢Is it the dress-
maker’s fault?’ he asked, slyly.

Her eyes were still on the basket.
¢It’s my fault,’ she said. ¢ You remem-
ber what a poor little skinny creature
I was, when you first saw me. I—you
won’'t like me the worse for it, will
you i—I am getting fat. T don’t know
why. They say happy people get fat.
Perhaps that’s why. 1 am never hun-
gry, and never frightened, and never
miserable now—'  She stopped ; her
dress slipped from her lap to the floor.
¢ Don’t look at me!’ she said—and
suddenly put her hands over her face.
Amelius saw the tears finding their
way through the pretty plump fingers,
which he remembered so shapeless and
so thin. He crossed the room, and
touched her gently on the shoulder.
¢ My dear child ! have I said anything
to distress you ¥’

¢ Nothing.’

¢ Then why are you crying ¥’

¢ don’t know. She hesitated ;

l looked at hiin ; and made a desperate
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effort to tell him what was in her
mind. ‘I'm afraid you'll get tired of
me. There’s nothing about me to
make you pity me now. You seem to
be—not quite the same—no! it isn’t
that—1 don’t know what’s come to me
—DI’'m a greater fool than ever. Give
me my lesson, Amelius | please give
me my lesson!’

Amelius produced the books, in
some little surprise at Sally’s extra-
ordinary anxiety to begin her lessons,
while the unaltered dress lay neglected
on the carpet at her feet. A discreet
abstract of the history of Eugland,
published for the use of young per-
sons, happened to be at the top of the
books, The system of education
under Amelius recognised the laws of
chance: they began with the history,
because it turned up first. Sally read
aloud; and Sally’s master explained
obscure passages, and corrected occa-
sional errors of pronunciation, as she
Went on. On that particular morning,
there was little to explain and nothing
to correct. ¢ Am I doing it well to-
day 9’ Sally inquired, on reaching the
end of Ler task.

‘ Very well, indeed.’

She shut the book, and looked at

er teacher. ‘I wonder how it is,’
she resumed, ‘that I get on so much
Ctter with my lessons here than I did

& the lome ? And yet, it’s foolish of |

e to wonder. 1 get on Dbetter,
ause you are teaching me, of course.
B,llt I don't feel satistied with myself.
n the same helpless creature—I feel
Your kindness, and can’t make any

return to you—for all my learning. T | look at me,after thatbeautiful creature

should like—’ She left the thought in
€ unexpressed, and opened her copy-
ook, «T’|l do my writing now,’ she
8aid, in g quiet resigned way. ¢ Per-
P8 I may improve enough, some
day, ¢ keep your accounts and write
your letters for you.” She chose ler
" 2 a little absently, and began to
Amelius looked over her

Shoulder ang laughed; she was writing
) Mfame.  He pointed to the copper-
Plate eopy on the top line, presenting
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an undeniable moral maxim, in char-
acters beyond the reach of criticism:—-
Change Is A Law Of Nature, ‘ There,
my dear, you are to copy that till
you're tired of it,’ said the easy master;
‘and then we'll try overleaf, another
copy beginning with letter D.

Sally laid down her pen. ¢I don't
like “Change is a law of Nature,”’
she said, knitting her pretty eyebrows
into a frown. ‘I looked at those
words yesterday, and they made me
miserable at night. I was foolish
enough to think that we should al-
ways go on together as we go on now,
till I saw that copy. T hate the copy !
It came to my mind when I was awake
in the dark, and it seemed to tell me
that e were going to change some
day. That’s the worst of learning—
one knows too much, and then there’s
an end to one’s happiness. Thoughts
come to you, when you don’t want
them. I thought of the young lady
we saw last week in the park.’

She spoke gravely and sadly. The
bright contentment which had given a

new charm to her eyes since she had

been at the cottage, died out of them
as Amelius looked at her. What had
become of her childish manner and her
artless siiile? He drew his chair nearer
to her.  “What young lady do vou
mean ?’ he asked.

Sally shook her head, and traced
lines with her pen on the blotting-
paper.  * O, you can’t have forgotten
her! A young lady, riding on a grand
white horse. ~ All the people were ad-
miring her. 1 wonder you cared to

had gone by. Al, she knows all sorts
of things that 1 don’t—she doesn’t
sound a note at a time on the piano,
and as often as not the wrong one ;
she can say her multiplication table,
and knows all the cities in the world.
I daresay she’s almost as learned as
youare. If you had her living here
with you, wouldn't you like it better

.than only having me?’ She dropped

her arms on the table, and laid her
head on them wearily. ‘The dreadful
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streets !’ she murmured, in low tones ' without absolutely realizing it.

of despair. < Why did I think of the
dreadful streets, and the night I met
with you—after I had seen the young
lady? O Amelius, are you tired of
me? Are you ashamed of me?’ She
lifted her head again, before he could
answer, and controlled herself by a
sudden effort of resolution. ‘I don’t
know what’s the matter with me this
morning,’ she said, looking at him
with a pleading fear in her eyes.
«Never mind my nonsense—I'll do
the copy !’ She began to write the un-
endurable assertion that change is a
law of Nature, with trembling fingers
and fast-heaving breath. Amelius
took the pen gently out of her hand.
His voice faltered as he spoke to her.

*We will give up the lessons for to-
day, Sally. You have had a bad
night’s rest, my dear, and you are
feeling it—that’s all. Do you think
you are well enough to come out with
me, and try if the air will revive you
alittle?’

She rose, and took his hand, and
kissed it. ¢ I believe if I was dying,
I should get well enough to go out
with you! May T ask one little favour?
Do you mind not going into the park
to-day ?’

¢ What has made you take a dislike
to the park, Sally ¥’

‘We might meet the beautiful
young lady again,’ she answered, with
her head down. ‘I don’t want to do
that.’

¢ We will go wherever you like, my
child. You shall decide—not I.’

She gathered up her dress from the
floor, and hurried away to her room—
without looking back at him as usual
when she opened the door.

Left by himself, Amelius sat at the
table, mechanically turning over the
lesson books. Sally had perplexed
and even distressed him. His capacity
to preserve the harmless relations
between them, depended mainly on
the mute appeal which the girl’s ig-
norant innocence unconsciously addres-
sed to him. He felt this vaguely,
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By
some mysterious process of association
which he was unable to follow, a say-
ing of the wise Elder Brother at Tad-
mor revived in his memory, while he
was trying to see his way through the
ditficulties that beset him. ¢ You will
meet with many temptations, Amelius,
when you leave our Community,’ the
old man had said at parting; ‘and
most of them will come to you through
women. Be especially on your guard,
my son, if you meet with a woman
who makes you feel truly sorry for
her. She is on the high road to your
passions, through the open door of
your sympathies—and all the more
certainly if she is not aware of it her-
self.’ Amelius felt the truth expressed
in those words as he had never felt it
yet. There had been signs of a changing
nature in Sally for some little time
past. But they had expressed them-
selves too delicately to attract the
attention of a man unprepared to be
on the watch. Only on that morning,
they had been marked enough to force
themselves on his notice. Ouly on
that morning, she had looked at him,
and spoken to him, as she had never
looked or spoken bLefore. He began
dimly to see the danger for both of
them, to which he had shut his eyes
thus far. Where was the remedy ?
what ought he to do ? Those questions
came naturally to his mind—and yet,
his mind shrank from pursuing them.

He got up impatiently, and busied
himself in putting away the lesson-
books—a small duty hitherto always
left to Toff.

It was useless ; his mind dwelt per-
sistently on Sally.

When he moved about the room he
still saw the look in her eyes, he still
heard the tone of her voice, when she
spoke of the young lady in the park.
The words of the good physician whom
he had consulted about her recurred
to bis memory now. ¢The natural
growth of her senses has been stunted,
like the natural growth of her body,
by starvation, terror, exposure t0
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cold, and other influences inherent in

the life that she has led.’

And then

the doctor had spoken of nourishing |

food, pure air, and careful treatment
—of the life in short which she had
led at the cottage—and had predicted
that she would develop into into ‘an
intelligent and healthy young woman.’
Again he asked himself, ¢ What ought
Ttodo?’

He turned aside to the window, and
looked out. An idea occurred to him.
How would it be if Le summoned
courage enough to teil her that he
was engaged to be married ¢

No! Setting aside his natural

dread of the shock that he might in- j

flict on the poor grateful girl who had
only known happiness under his care,
the detestable obstacle of Mr. Far-
haby stood immovably in his way.
Sally would be sure to ask questions
about his engagement, and would
never rest until they were answered.
It had been necessarily impossible to
¢onceal her mother's name from her.
The discovery of her father, if she
hearq of Regina and Regina’s uncle,
Wwould be simply a question of time.
hat might such a man be not capable
of doing, what new act of treachery
Wight he not commit, if he found
1mxelf claimed by the daughter whom
he had deserted? Even if the expres-
8100 of Mrs. Farnaby's last wishes had
Not been sacred to Amelius, this con-
Sideration alone would have kept him
silent, for Sally’s sake.
e now doubted, for the first time,
If he had calculated wisely in planning
trust Sally’s sad story, after his
Marriage, to the sympathies of his
¥ife. The jealousy that she might
Baturally feel of a young girl, who

1165

wasg an ohject of interest to her hus-
band, did not present the worst diffi-
culty to contend with. She believed -
in her uncle’s integrity as she believed
in her religion. 'What would she say,
what would she do, if the innocent
witness to Farnaby’s infamy was pre-
sented to her? if Amelius asked the
protection for Sally which her own
father had refused to her in her in-
fancy ; and if he said (as he must say):
‘Your uncle is the man ?’

And yet, what prospect could he see
but the prospect of making the dis-
closure, when he looked to his own
interests next, and thought of his
wedding-day? Again, the sinister
figure of Farnaby confronted him.
How could he receive the wretch whom
Regina would innocently welcome to
the house ? There would be no longer
a choice left ; it would be his duty to
himself to tell his wife the terrible
truth. And what would be the result?
He recalled the whole course of his
courtship, and saw Farnaby always on
a level with himself in Regina’s estim-
ation. In spite of his natural cheer-
fulness, in spite of his inbred courage,
his heart failed him when he thought
of the time to come.

As he turned away from the win-
dow, Sally’s door opened : she joined
him dressed for the walk. Her spirits
had rallied, assisted by the cheering
influence of dressing to go out. Her
charming smile brightened her face.
In sheer desperation, reckless of what
he did or said, Amelius held out both
hands to welcome her. ¢ That's right,
Sally !’ he cried. ‘¢ Look pleased and
pretty, my dear; let’s be happy while
we can—and let the future take care
of itself !’

( To be continued. )
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MORALITY

MORALITY AND RELIGION.

AND RELIGION.

BY WM, D, LE SUEUR, B.A, OTTAW.A.

rTYHE above is the title of an ar-

ticle in which the il news-
. paper very courteously refers to my
remarks in the last number of the
MoxTHLY, under the heading of ¢ The
Future of Morality.” As the whole
question at issue is one upon which
the minds of all thinking men in this
generation are much engaged, I shall
not, perhaps, be regarded as pursuing
the subject too far if I attempt a few
words of reply to my candid and con-
siderate critic,

My position, it may be remembered,
was—to put it briefly—that morality
is a thing of natural growth, that it
consists essentially of the exercise of
certain just and benevolent feelings—
with their appropriate outcome in ac-
tion—towards our fellow-beings, and
that no system of religion, past or pre-
sent, can claim to have invented it, or
to be alone capable of maintaining it
in vigour. No ¢ apostolic doctrine of
the cross,” I held, was needed to save
the world ¢ from becoming altogether
corrupt.’

‘What has been the place in history,
or what have been the special rela-

gious systems that have so powerfully
swayed men’s thoughts, are questions
that I did not attempt to discuss ; but
I may here say that, in the light of
the evolution philosoply, it is diffi-
cult not to believe that some great
conservative purpose must have been
served by systems so powerful and
widespread. From a naturalistic point
of view they have been the product no
doubt, to a large extent, of men’s needs
and of the working of the blind in-
stincts of humanity. Like the govern-

ments of the past, thev have had their
faults, yet, like them also, they have
contributed their share to the work of
human civilization. They have fur-
nished leading-strings to thought, mo-
tives to effort, and stimulus to imagi-
nation. They have powerfully helped
to consolidate society, and at the same
time thev have strengthened the indi-
vidual against society, that is to say,
cherished his individual life by intro-
ducing him to a region of thought in

. which social distinctions and the vari-

ous accidents of time and place disap-
pear. Tobelieveall this isonly tobelieve
in a ¢ soul of good ’ in all that has been
very persistent, and at the same time
very potent, upon the earth. To re-
gard religion, as some thoughtlessly
do, as having been always and every-
where and in every way the enemy of
the human race, is to show a radical
incapacity for dealing with historical
problems. Once adopt such a view,
and farewell to the ¢ scientific method.’

The view which the writer in the
Muil thinks it important to put for-
ward is that, in point of fact, the

. morality of today is permeated by
tions to morality of the great reli- |

Christian sentiment, and essentially
founded upon Christian hopes and
fears. Supposing we grant that for
argument’s sake, what follows? That
the Christian system of doctrine is
true? No such conclusion is legiti-
mate; nor would any one seriously at-
tempt to prove the truth of Christi-
apity from such a consideration. The
&rly propagators of Christianity had
to step forth into a world that was
not permeated by Christian senti-
ment, and had to gain adherents to
their cause by arguments drawn from
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the nature of what they taught. The
position of wmatters to-day is that, from
-every pulpit in the land, the cry goes
forth that scepticism is making havoe
in society ; that in fact the work of
the early Christian centuries is being
undone. What imports it then to
know that modern morality bears a
Christian stamp, and that even our ad-
vanced philosophers are, so to speak,
metamorphic with the glow of under-
lying beliefs ? What we are concerned
to know is how far the disintegration
of belief which we see taking place
around us will proceed, and what will
happen if it should become complete.
Any man who speaks to either of
these questions will speak to the times;
and, if he is earnest, will have earnest
listeners. But a man who simply
points to what he holds to be a present
fact, without furnishing or attempting
to furnish any guarantee that the fact

will be an enduring one, does not say |

What any oue particularly wants to
hear, unless it be those who particu-
larly want ot to see the true issue that
18 before the world. And, after all,
there are enough such to make this
mode of treating the subject far from
unpopular.

I find, however, in the article to
Which I am referring, not a few con-
ﬁr}nations of the leading views con-
tained in the contribution which it
Criticizes, ¢ As a matter of fact, says

e writer, ‘we know that human
Worality has always been enforced by
Teligious sanctions of some sort or
Other’  The very word ¢enforced’

ere employed, points to the independ-
**nt origin and authority of morality,

Or that which enforces cannot be one
With the thing enforced. The fact is,
48 stated in my last article, that mor-
Rty springs up-—a natural product of
s UMan relations—and then religion

P8 1n and takes it under its patron-
% not in general, without more or
;:;s Seriously perverting its character ;

ut,whl!e 1t ‘ enforces’ certain natural
168, it weakens their authority by

o

lating them with a number of
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purely arbitrary precepts, and often
giving to the latter a decided prece-
dence. Thus, under the Jewish law,
a man could be put to death for vio-
lating the Sabbath, while he who beat
his slave to death, went unpunished,
provided only the unhappy victim did
not actually die under the lash. Surely,
with such an example as this before
our eyes, the patronage of morality by
religion is not a matter for unmixed
congratulation. The founder of Chris-
tianity recognised that the true moral
law, that which he summed up in two
great commandments, had been ren-
dered void by the traditions of men,
and that, under the blinding and par-
alysing influence of priestcraft, human
consciences had lost nearly all spon-
taneity of action : so it has heen in
countless instances in the world’s his-
tory—tleology has grasped morality,
and all but strangled it.

¢ With the question as to the dog-
matic value of the various theologies,’
says the Muil, ¢ we have nothing at all
to do here ;' it is enough to know that
morality has always been enforced by
religious sanctions of some sort or
other. Is this said seriously ? For, if
so—if the writer is not assuming and
taking his stand upon the supreme
value and authority of the Christian
theology — then I would ask why
should not the fate which has confess-
edly overtaken the other theologies
overtake the Christian also ! And why
should not the world survive the lat-
ter catastrophe as it has done former
ones of a similar kind? Christian-
ity, we are told, ‘found hollow and
worm-eaten faiths, and their conse-
quence a decaying and utterly debased
morality,” and it replaced them with
something better. But how do faiths,
let us ask, become hollow and worm-
eaten? What is a hollow and worm
eaten faith? Might we not almost say,
modifying a well-known phrase: s
exemplum queeris circumspice? Isa

faith becoming hollow and worm-eat-
.en when the intelligence of the age is

more and more passing it by ; when its
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supporters, as a rule, prefer evasion to ( natural order of things?

vague sentimentalism succeeds to the
rigorous logical processes of earlier
times, and all clear statements of doc-
trine become increasingly unpopular ;
when it seems a dangerous thing to so
much as touch the text of sacred writ-
ings, even with a view to bringing it
nearer to the exact words of inspira-
tion ; when, for everyone who pro-
claims his doubts or his disbelief on
the housetop, scores tell the same tale

argument ; when augurs try not to | which I latelyattended, I heard thanks
laugh in one another’s faces, when a | offered for the interposition of Pro-

in private ; and, finally, whenthe whole °

intellectual interest of the age is with
those thinkers who are pursuing their
several lines of thought and discovery
with the least possible reference to the
declarations or assumptions of the still
dominant theclogy ? If these are the
signs, which of them, I ask,islacking
in our own day ?

surely the words fall with an ominous
sound upon the ear. Let anyone think
but of the change that has come over
society within the last generation in
the matter of belief in the miraculous ;
let any man of mature years compare
the intellectual atmosphere of to-day
with that which surrounded him as a
youth ; Jet him but glance at our lit-
erature, and see how it has thrown
off the fetters of theology ; let him
but think of our science with its fun-
damental assumption of unvarying
law, and if he does not conclude that
the faith which found other faiths
‘hollow and worm-eaten’ is itself
yielding to decay he will be blind, in-
deed, to the signs of the time. True
the land is dotted everywhere with
churches and more ave rising ; but are
these churches, or those who minister
in them, grappling with the real pro-
blems of the age, are they helping to
clarify human thought, or to simplify
human conduct, or are they, mainly,
distracting and enfeebling the minds
of their followers by impossible blend-
ings of mundane with ultra-mundane
morality, and of a natural with a non-

!

MORALITY AND RELIGION.

In achurch

vidence in the case of a fireman who
had fallen through the roof of a burn-
ing house without being killed, and
then a petition—almost in the same
sentence—that, inasmuch as in the na-
tural order of things a certain number
of firemen would perish in the pursuit
of their calling, Divine grace might
be extended tn them and Divine com-
fort to their families. Here were two
absolutely contradictory ideas present-
ed almost in a breath. If however,
the reverend gentleman who prayed
in this wise were to become a life in-
surance agent, which of the two orders
of thought wouldhe adhereto? Would
he not confine himself exclusively to
the human order, and charge a pre-
niium on the lives of firemen (if he

. insured them at all) that would cover
‘Hollow and worm-eaten faiths:’ |

all the risks of their calling, without
the slightest reference to the chances
of Divine interposition? Would he
abate the smallest fraction in his rates
on the score of ‘special providences ¥
I trow not ; business is business ; and
when it comes to business, the faith
of the most sceptical philosopher in
the constancy of averages is not more
profound or unfaltering than that of
the man who, when on other ground,
seems to recognise Divine interposi-
tion everywhere.

The question then, I say, is—when
the vitality of a creed is under discus-
sion—not how many churches that
creed has called, or is calling, into ex-
istence, but what the churches are
doing. If they are in the van of hu-
man progress, visibly raising men and
women in moral and intellectual stat-
ure, reading, with a deeper insight
than is elsewhere possessed, the riddles
of human existence, carrying whatever
is best in human nature to its highest
expression, giving to each the highest
philosophy of life that he or she can
grasp, looking into the eyes of all
with a gaze of utter truthfulness and
of intensest faith, then, I say, the
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creed that has called these churches
into existence is, and must be, the
mistress of the world. But if, on the
other hand, every line of this descrip-
tion suggests what is wanting rather
than what is present, then we may
declare that these churches, numerous
ag they are, are built not upon a foun-
dation of firm, vigorous and vital be-
- lief, but upon mere human weakness,
and that desire for aggregation that
comes of weakness, or, put it at its
best, upon a social instinct which finds
an ancient tradition a convenient ob-
Ject round which to rally.
It is admitted by the writer in the
Mail—who in this, of course, only fol-

lows St. Paul-—that those who have

not had the benefit of revelation are
‘alaw unto themselves,’ a fact which
he explains by saying that the Divine
Being ¢has left upon the tablets of
their heart the solemn traces of his
Creative touch.’
Planation, however, Le shows that he
Was not serious in professing to take
Up a position of neutrality among the
conflicting theologies ; for this is an
essentially Christian assumption. The
road fact that, everywhere, we see
traces, however rude, of moral feeling
18 precisely the foundation upon which
my whole argument is built ; men can-
Not live together unless they are par-
tially moral ; unless, in other words,
Some general good results from their
ssociation. To try and snatch this
act from me by expressing it in terms
of g theology is, as the argument lies,
& mere petitio principii.
'veare also told that ‘a break-up in
liefs has always entailed a moral cat-
i‘lc]y 8m,’ and that this fact may be
8'eaned anywhere and everywhere in
® history of nations ancient and
o ern.’ 8o it does not matter what
el;il‘BSt}tlons have established them-
*8 1n any age or country: once
ﬁ?b{}Shed they are the bulvgarks of
I tl?" 1ty.  Surely to prove this, which
oo ink would be difficult, is to prove
ia L uch, and the suggested analogy
R0t pleasant for those who wish to

In giving this ex- |
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believe that Christianity is more than a
superstition. Wearethreatened with

a calaclysm if the dams of orthodoxy
burst, and are pointed to the cata-
clysm that followed when the dams
of various ancient mythologies burst.
Had an enemy constructed this argu-
ment one could understand it ; but,
when seriously tendered in support of
the orthodox cause, it has a distinct
Hibernian flavour. 1f I remember
rightly, the early Christian apologists
accused the heathen roundly of de-
mon-worship;there wasnotalkin those
days of the salutary moral influence
of all religious beliefs whether true or
false. That we have landed in such
talk to-day is a most significant fact.

It is assumed by many persons, and

+ distinctly so by the writer to whom I

am referring, that morality is every-
where puritied and strengthened by

. alliance with theology. The contrary,

however, is only too often conspicu-
ously the case. Does devotion to a
church always make a man a better
citizen ?—does it quicken his interest
in public questions and make himn
more conscientious in dealing with
them? I have heard men say, with
something like a pious shudder at the
thought, that they had never cast a
vote at an election in their lives ; their
interest was all in ‘the second com-
ing of the Lord.” I have heard others
who were pre-eminent for submission
to ecclesiastical authority refusing to
condemn the enormous civic offences
of such a criminal as ¢ Boss’ Tweed.
To do them justice, they apparently
had no organ or faculty by the exer-
cise of which they could condemn
civic misdeeds, though their zeal for
religion and reverence for its mys-
teries were unimpeachable. I have
heard religionists confess that they
would rather remain ignorant of the
arguments that could be brought
against their creed; as what they

~wanted was not truth, but an easy,

comfortable frame of mind. There
are, indeed, large sections of the reli-
gious world where the idea of loyalty
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to truth has no recognition,and where,
therefore, it is enough to condemn
any opinion to say that it isan ‘un-
comfortable ' one. The most wide-
spread symptom of all, however, and
the most disheartening one, among
pious people, is the absence of all high
idealism, as applied, at least, to the af-
fairs of this world. A moral ¢rule of

thumb’ is good enough for them ; and
i happiness.

they look askance on any one who
proposes to use a better.
A true morality, it will be seen

more and more as time advances, re- :
quires the acceptance of this life, not .

as something provisional merely, but
as the appointed, and, so far as we

know, the only theatre of man’s ac- |
‘We shall never treat life with

tivity.
due seriousness, we shall never make
full proof of its resources, so long as
we cling to the idea that it is as no-
thing compared with a life beyond.
That detachment from the things of
earth which is regarded as so eminent
a spiritual grace is, from the point of
view of natural morality, simple trea-
son to huntanity. Granted that there
be a life beyond, surely our business
is to make the best of the life that
now is. If we are mnot faithful in
that which is our own, how shall we
be so in anything else? The servant
who had received but one talent de-
spised that, and hid it in a napkin;
it was too small a capital, he thought,
to work upon. And in the same way
many to-day think this life too poor
a thing to do anything with; their
thoughts, their hopes are all beyond.
Health, intellectual vigour, kindly so-
«cial relutions, the beaming faces of

children looking out upon the world |

with a fresh curiosity and minds un-
warped by superstition, the joyousness
that waits upon a mind freed from all
sophistry and full of light from single-
ness of eye—these are but shadowy
or unattainable goods, and not worthy

to be compared with some ¢glory that |

is to be revealed ’ hereafter. And so,
in the days when consistency was
more’common than it is now, men

. substitute for Christianity.
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fled into deserts or immured them-
selves in monasteries, that they might
give themselves wholly to spiritual
things. And there they emaciated
themselves and saw -visions and
wrought miracles, and gave them-
selves to profound meditations and
severe ascetic exercises, but brought
little to light for the improvement of
human life or the increase of human

We are asked what we propose to
My an-
swer is that no argument which I or
any other can use can have any effect
upon a mind not fitted to receive it.
In so far as we influence men, we in-
fluence them individually, and shall
the man who feels that what I say is
true, turn to me and ask what new
belief I propose to give him, as if he
were a child whom I had robbed of a
toy. Let the man who puts this
question—I mean nowany man—stand
forth, and let me ask him : ¢ Are you
convinced, or are you not? If you
are not then your question is an idle
one, seeing that no one has disturbed
your belief. If you are, do you think
you can throw upon me the responsi-
bility of working into your scheme of
life the new truths to which I have
awakened you. Surely that is your
Lusiness not mine. If I tell you that
you are on the edge of a precipice, do
I thereby incur the whole responsibil-
ity for leading you to a position of
safety. If I persuade you that the
bank in which your money is invested
is insecure, must I proceed further and
select, on my own responsibility, a
new investment for you? Yet you’
might as well hold to the aflirmative
in either case, as to say that I must
furnish you with a complete set of
positive opinions, because 1 have
shown you that certain of your former
views were erroncous.’

The fact is, however, that mno
convinced person makes this pre-
posterous demand. It is chiefly used
by those who are fighting against con-
viction, a8 a means of gaining a little
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breathing-time ; and asked by these, it
does not call for an answer.

Let me not, however, hLesitate to
say that many in this generation are
willing to take their stand, and live
their lives, upon the basis of such
truth as tlfey can discover in nature
and in human relations. Nor does
the universe become to us ¢vague,
dark and blank,” nor is ‘the kindling
fire of the heart’ extinguished. Hu-
man ties are not less tender or precious

for the knowledge that we hold our '
treasures in earthen vessels, and that |

our opportunities of ministering to
their happiness are but limited. The
witchery of beauty in a flower, the
fading splendours of a sunset sky, do
Lot penetrate our souls the less deeply
because we compare their evanescence
with our own ; nor shall our hands do
less faithfully that which they find to
do because we know that the night
cometh when no man can work. It
has been said of Galileo’s discovery
that it had the effect of placing the
earth among the stars, of making it
(in men’s thoughts) a heavenly body
Instead of a mere low-lying plain.
What we need now is that some Gali-
leo or Copernicus shall place the life
of man in this world at its true level,

Y encouraging us and enabling us to
believe that here we may have our

eaven. By cherishing such a hope,
and working towards its fulfilment, do
We cut ourselves off from aught of
80od that blends itself with the uni-
Verse? Do we tie our thoughts down
%o any mere system of negations ! As-
Suredly not. Grant that we have
abandoned many things that we for-
Merly held as true, no immanent Di-
Vlm'ty we ever recognised can have
Vanished from the universe. Dagon

May fall in its temple, because he was

wilfully set up by human hands ; and
some of the lamentations we hear
are lamentations over the fall of a
mere idol, cherished because it
seemed to lend itself to the gratifica-
tion, or at least to promise the grati-
fication, of selfish and wholly unspirit-
ual desires.  'We cannot answer for
Dagon ; he is falling every day ; but
we know there is that enshrined in
some human hearts that survives all
intellectual shocks, and sits ever

¢ Like light in the sun, throned.’

But time and language would fail us
to tell what human life might be, if
men but ceased to despise it, and to

place elsewhere their higliest hopes
and aspirations, if they but thought
of this earth, humble though it may
be in comparison with some distant
orb of which we know nothing, as
their kome, if they felt themselves re-
sponsible for its moral order and
beauty, and did not indolently sigh
over its miseries, and comfort them-
selves with the thought of some great
rectification to come. 'What we want
is a ‘natural piety’ that shall link
our days together in continuous effort
for the advancement of purely human
objects, and link us in thought and
sympathy with both the past and the
. future of mankind. Then, in the
fulness of time, shall appear

‘ the crowning race

Of those that eye to eye shall look
On knowledge, under whose command
1s Earth and Eartl’s, and in their hand
Is Nature, like an open book ;

No longer half akin to brute
For all we thought and loved and did,
And hoped and suffered is but seed
Of what in them is flower and fruit.*’

*In Memoriam,
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HOUGH tangled hard life’s knot may be,
And wearily we rue it,
The silent touch ot Father Time
Some day will sure undo it.
Then darling, wait ;
Nothing is late
In the light that shines forever.

We faint at heart, a friend is gone;
We chafe at the world’s harsh drilling ;
We tremble at sorrows on every side,
At the myriad ways of killing,
Yet, say we all,
If a sparrow fall,
The Lord keepeth count forever.

He keepeth count. We come, we go,
We speculate, toil, and falter :
But the measure to each of weal or woe,
God only can give or alter.
He sendeth light,
He sendeth night,
And change goes on forever.

Why not take life with cheerful trust,
With faith in the strength of weukness ?
The slenderest daisy rears its head
With courage, yet with meekness.
A sunny fuace
Hath holy grace
To woo the Sun forever.

Forever and ever, my darling, yes—
Goodness and love are undying ;
Only the troubles and caves of Eurth
Are winged from the first for flying.
Our way we plough
In the furrow “now ” ;
But after the tilling and growing, the sheaf ;
Soil for the root, but sun for the leaf,
And God keepeth watch forever.

—From ‘“ Along the Way.”
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THE COST OF GOVERNMENT IN CANADA.

BY W. MCDONNELL, LINDSAY.

IN a late number of the Canapiax

MoNTHLY, some comments were
made on the Indemnity question,
and on the more imporiant one of
Tax Bxemptions. The latter subject,
though claiming much consideration
at the present time, is but one of the
many which should engage the serious
attention of the Canadian public. We
are apt to boast of our political insti-

tutions ; and, to a certain extent, we | can count up 660 of all sorts and

have some reason for doing so ; but,
as times are, and as things are now
drifting, another very weighty matter
obtrudes itself—that is, the Cost of
Government in Canada.

Not very long ago a leading Con-
servative paper, after having made
Some remarks on this suhject, made
the following comment :—* No coun-

try in the world pays so dearly for

government, and if Ossa is to be piled
on this Pelion, either the people’s
back will break under the burden, or
they will unload and try a change,
which would, in effect, be a revolu-
tion, a quiet, but still a disastrous, one
for Canada.’
It may be well to ask, Is it neces-
Sary that, in order to have the Cana-
lan people properly governed, they
should have to keep, support, and in-
demnify their so-called rulers and
‘Statesmen as follows, viz : — One
Uovernor-General, at a salary of
850,000 ; eight Lieutenant-Governors,

Whose united salaries come to about.

$.72»000; sixty-five Executive Coun-
cillors, or Ministers of the Crown, who
'annually require about $250,000

among them to enable them to live in
proper style; thirteen *Speakers,
who, in addition to each sessional
allowance, receive $17,500 every year
to keep up the dignity of office. Then,
for our swarm of legislators, includ-
ing ¢ Ministers,’ ‘Senators,’ ¢ Mem-
bers of the Commons,” ¢ Members’ of
petty ¢ Legislative Councils, and
¢Members of Local Assemblies,” we

. sizes—a grand battalion of law-makers
+ —who, in addition to the amounts
i already mentioned, withdraw from

the public funds nearly one million
dollars more; and when depart-
mental salaries and other outlays are
added, the annual cost swells up to
several millions. A very fair esti-
mate of the increasing expenses for
the government of the Dominion ap-
peared ashort time ago in the Mail, and

. oneof its leading articleson the subject,

written towards the close of the past
year, concludes as follows :—¢To sum
up, the total cost of government—
Dominion and Provinciai—exclusive
of the amounts spent on immigration,
police, penitentiaries, debt manage-
ment and interest, hospitals and chari-
ties, Indians, public works, mainte-
nance, &c, is upward of $10,750,000
a year, or over $2.50 per head of the
population. In addition to this load,
moreover, we have to carry our muni-
cipal governments, of the cost of which
it is impossible to form an estimate.
It needs no argument to prove that
all' this is a tremendous tax upon the
energies of the people ; noris it neces-
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sary to go into arguments to show !

that a reduction is desirable.” In an
article still later, the same paper said :
¢ The public burdens have become al-
most intolerable, and men do not
hesitate to say that we have far too
much government. It is certain
that, unless a radical change is made,
the revolution he (J. 8. Mucdonald)

foresaw will spring up, and that be- |

fore manyyears. Theagitation against
the cost of local government is not
confined - to Ontario; it is general
throughout the Dominion. In one or
two of the Provinces they have abol-
ished, or are about to abolish, the
Legislative Councils, while in others
Local Union is proposed.’

Now, strange to say, that in this
matter of needed retrenchment, the
Mail, nominally a Conservative paper,
is for Reform ; while the Globe, which
assumes to be Reform par excellence,
has not yet taken the initiative, but
is on this question, which is of such
importance to the public, rather Tory
in its proclivities, taking it for grant-
ed that things are well enough, and
should be let alone. It however ad-
mits that there is a demand for econ-
omy, but declines to say how needed
retrenchment is to be effected. We
rvead in the (7/obe of JunelOth last :—
¢ The cry of economy in the adminis-
tration of the finances has ever been a
popular one in Canada, and the rea-
son is not far to seck. The great ma-
Jority of the people have to eurn their
living by hard work, either of head or
hand, and with most of them economy
in the management of their own aftairs
is a life-long habit. There is nothing
they dislike more than the wasteful
expenditure of either their own money
or the public money, of which they are
all part owners. However excellent
a Government may be in other re-
spects, let the idea once get abroad

!

'

that it is extravagant in dealing with .
the public funds, that it is spending |

money on unworthy objects, or too
much even on worthy ones, and it
will soon be driven from power.’

!
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The (lobe will scarcely need to be
informed that an idea has ‘got abroad’
that our multifarious governments are
‘ extravagant in dealing with the public
funds,’” and that they ¢spend money
on unworthy objects,” and ¢too much
even on worthy ones.” John Sandfield
Macdonald, it will be remembered, was
opposed to Confederation principally
because he no doubt foresaw that it
would become a den for third or fourth
rate political wolves or foxes, who, to
serve their own ends, and strut around
in all the fancied official importance
of aspiring statesmen, would proclaim
the greatness of the Federal System,
the necessity for ¢ party’ even in petty
Local Governments, and the greater
necessity for placing additional im-
posts on the people to support in
proper style the parvenw clamorous
adherents of this fresh political ex-
periment,

As it would be tedious to enumerate
and classify the different legislative
bodies in the Dominion, and set down
the annual cost of each, let us draw
breath and then see what, in addition
to the cost of the Dominion Govern-
ment, we have to pay for our Local
Government in Ontario.

With a population in the Province
of about 1,700,000, we have a

Lieutenant Governor with a

sulary (house rent free) of  $10,000
Six ‘Miunisters,” whose un-
ited salaries, as lately re-
duced,are............ 25,000
Departmental and  Legis-
lative salaries ....,... 140,000
Contingencies ........ .. 32,000
Indemnity for 83 members
of Assembly, as lately re-
duced .............. 52,800
#259,300

Accordiug to the estimates for 1877,
the cost of the Government of Ontario
was set down as follows ;—

Salaries and contingencies $159,000
Cost of legislation, i. e,
indemnities, salaries of
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Spenker, Clerks, &e.. ..

£281,000

t must be remembered that, not-
withstanding the late reduction, the
total amount for the indemnity of the
members of the Assembly and Depart-
mental salaries is still much more than
it was under the management of John
Sandfield Macdonald, and that the
people are not now so able to pay as
they were at that time.

Now, therefore, the great question
for consideration is, cannot the people
of Canada have the public affairs of
the Dominion, as well as their respect-
ive Provincial affairs, managed at
much less expense ! It can be shown
that we pay far more, in proportion to
our population and resources, for our
numerous Governments than is paid
for the General Government, and for
those of the separate States of the ad-
Joining Republic; and we have many
ore representatives according to our
humbers. But even could it be proved
that the Americans are more extra-
Vagant than we are, we should not
follow their example. We claim to

e more democratic than they, and if !

Wwe could teach them economy without
eing mean or penurious, or spending
0o much ‘even on worthy objects,” it
Would be so much to our credit to be

" 1n advance of the United States.

As it has been shown that there are
oud complaints against the cost and
€xtravagance of our separate (fovern-
WMents, 1t is therefore in order for some
Person to suggest a remedy. But
then, take care, a remedy might be

Ut & ‘rash experiment, and we are
Cautioned by the Glube to beware of
Such.  Better, you know, ¢ to bear the
s we have than fly to those we know
Dot of’ The cure might be worse
an the disease, and it might be only
sut of -the frying pan into the fire.
® Reform journal referred to, says
and who knows bettert— What
' wanted in this Province—as the
ult of the late contest proves
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122,000 ' beyond a doubt—is not a series of

new startling departures in legisla-
tion, or a series of rash experiments
in admiuistration, but judicious
economy and wise liberality in deal-
ing with the public funds.” That is
to say, things are well enough if you
only let them alone. Beware of ‘ new
departures,” and shun ‘rash experi-
ments.” Don’t be mean in business
transactions, and don’t be cowed into
a spirit of false economy, but show
off a little—there’s something even in
tinsel—and encourage ‘a wise lib-
erality in dealing with the public
funds.’

That’s the point—but stay | If it is
not this so-called ¢wise liberality’
which has led us into the course of
extravagance against which we would
urge, even of which the Globe affects
to insinuate a complaint, and which
has been such a drain on the public
funds, it would be well to have the
meaning of the term better explained,
and to be informed how we are to
bring about a reform in the shape of
a judicious economy, while openly en-
couraging what may be called an old
Tory plea of ¢ wise liberality.’

Yes, cautioned by the Globe, any
remedy under present circumstances—
our party in the Province being in

power—must be looked at with wise

suspicion. A remedy, you know,
might be but a rash experiment, and
experiments in general are but inno-
vations ; and though it must be ad-
mitted that these are the principal
foundation-stones of progress, yet
innovations, some way or other, upset
old notions, and disturb things gen-
erally. They ar2 the main hobbies of
crotchety people, and as a rule should
not be encouraged.

With respect to the Dominion Gov-
ernment but little can be said in the
present article. An idea prevails that
the tendency among modern statesmen

-is to have legislatures altogether too

unwieldy, A great number of persons

" almost indiscriminately chosen seldom

. add to the wisdom of deliberative as-
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semblies, and we all know by experi-
ence —and that, too, of the most costly
kind —that the increased mob of law-
makers, such as generally compose our
parliaments, do not make them more
respected,or the hap-hazard Acts which
are ordinarily run through, more equit-
able or readily understood. Thke Do-
minion Parliament has now about 210
members. Why have so many 1 Scarce-
ly one elector out of twenty will admit
that the majority of these are of any
more use than to fill up the required
constitutional number of parliament-
ary representatives ; and facts prove
that most of those sent to represent
the people in the Dominion Parlia-
ment are not men of very particular
ability; for it must besaid, with re-
gret, that some of them, intellectually,
would not be properly qualified to per-
form the duties even of much less im-
portant public positions. Nothing
more is heard of them during the par-
liamentary session than that, if pre-
sent, they vote ¢ straight’ for the par-
ty that elected them and accept their
indemnity. It is well known that
there are but few men in the House
<ompetent to make laws or even to
offer useful suggestions as to their en-
actment. One would think that the
principal reason why we are to have so
many representatives is that out of
the total number the chances will be
that a few dozen will turn up who will
be competent to perform the duty of
legislators. 'Were there but half the
present number, or say only one
hundred, the electors would, in all pro-
bability, be more careful in the selec-
tion of representatives, and there
would not be the same encouragement
given to so many incapable men to
roam about as agitators clamorous for
distinction ; neither would we find so
much successful mediocrity > acting
as an obstruction to needed reforms
and useful legislation.

The sub-division of counties into
ridings was one of the Acts of very
-doubtful propriety which has tended
unduly to swell thelegislative bodies.

THE COST OF GOVERNMENT IN CANADA.

Instead of this were counties grouped,
giving a representative to so many
thousand of the population, our Do-
minion Parliament would he of more
reasonable dimensions, business would
be facilitated, and last, but not least,
by having a House with only one hun-
dred better qualified members, many
of whom would probably be men
of legislative experience, the annua
saving in indemnities alone would be,
say $110,000.

Next we have the Dominion Sen-
ate, a body of about eighty members.
For what good or useful purpose they
exist is still very questionable in the
minds of fully a majority of the peo-
ple of Canada. Were this Senate
swept out of existence to-morrow, few,
perhaps, would deny that the whole
country would be benetited, and that
a further vast annual saving might be
effected. ~ Mr. Mackenzie, the late
Premier, in his speech at Galt a few
weeks ago, retlected on the action of
the Dominion Senate, and said that,
¢ Nothing can be conceived more lu-
dicrous, sometimes, than the proceed-
ings of what should be an august
branch of the Legislature,’ and he
further said, ¢ There may be some who
doubt the necessity of its existence at
all.” And as a hint of what might be
an effort of future legislation with re-
gard to the Senate, when another
change of political places occurs, he
added, ‘This and many other questions
have yet to occupy the attention of
Reformers.” Mr. Mackenzie must get
the credit of bheing deliberate in
thought and by no means precipitate
in action. He has now, perhaps, time
to think over the matter, and if, upon
his return to power, he will take
measures to put an end to the exist-
ence of this costly and ‘august’ in-
cumbrance, it will be hailed by the
country as one of the greatest reforms
of the day. Still it would be a matter
for congratulation should our present
rulers effect the needed reform and
deprive Mr. Mackenzie of all chance
of ever realizing this anticipated
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triumph : even he himself would pro- | upon as an expensive incubus, how

bably not regret the disappointment. | ridiculous it it that there should be
1f the Dominion Senate is looked \ Provincial Legislative Councils.

BALLADS OF FAIR FACES.
BY CHARLES PELHAM MULVANY, M. A.

No. 6.—IN NEw BRUNSWICK.

WEARY current of Life ; languid tide !
O phantom days that pass and perish so!

Idols of cave, camp, mart, that come and go—
Ye bring one form, one face that shall abide.
And me, though dust and final darkness hide,
“Thus much of mine surviving, that who so
Would see Her then, to him this verse shall show
Bright face, fair heart, and white neck’s tower-like pride—
So, when this poor life-drama’s tale is told,
And with the scene the actor disappears—
Be Love unfettered though by Death set free,
Her hand in mine without reproof, to hold,
To gaze without rebuke where through the years
‘Those pure, true eyes the better Life foresee.

No. 7.—AFTER THE FRAGMENT OF SAPPHO.

Blest as the gods are blest in heaven’s completeness,
Who sitting silent in his place so near you,
Can, as I cannot,—soul of perfect sweetness,

See you and hear you !

Smiling like her whosc smile lost Sappho sings of,
Loveless as her whose heart the Lesbian drew not,
Sphered in your languid eyes a soul the wings of

Love can pursue not !
5
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THE IRISH LAND QUESTICN.

BY JOHN CURRAN, ORILLIA.

HOUGH an actual residence in
Ireland is necessary io a full
knowledge of the relations existing
between landlords and their tenants,
the pinching of many on the one hand,
and the exactions practised on the
other, yet a view of the position of
the parties can be given to outsiders
that will assist them to account for
the agitation for a reform in the land
laws now in force.

It must be borne in mind, in deal-
ing with the question, that the tenants
have made all the improvements,
fencing, draining, and erecting all
dwelling and office houses, that are
now found on the estates.

It should also be kept in view that
when the forefathers of the present
occupiers got possession of the soil, it
was then waste land; that the rent
then claimed by the landlords was
only two or three shillings per acre;
and that nothing has since been done
by them but to steadily increase the
rent as the tenant made the land more
valuable.

The principle that the tenant has a
definite right in the farm he occupies
has always been recognised by custom
—a custom which has always allowed
a tenant to sell to another under cer-
tain conditions. Indeed, it would seem
very foolish for a landlord to allow a
tenant to realize twelve or fifteen or
twenty pounds sterling an acre for
property he had no interest in, yet
these prices, and even more, have been
paid, and are being commonly paid,
for possession, with the full knowledge
and sanction of many landlords.

But notwithstanding that the tenant |

|
|

i

. evietion.

provements on his holding, or bought
them, there is no existing law that
secures to him the benetits of these im-
provements, or protects him against
True, the custom handed
down from earlier times is recognised
by a great number of good landlords;
but even they take advantage of their
position, for though they allow tenants
to <ell to a proper person, yet they ad-
vance the rent entirely on the strength
of what the tenant has done. Besides,
they hold their tenants in a moral
thraldom that is most degrading. To
keep the tenants within their grasp,
six month notices to quit are sent out
over whole estates to every tenant by
the agent semi-annually, so that the
occupiers are, in these cases, not for a
day out of suspense as to what may
come of the proceeding. This proceed-
ing accomplishes several objects for the
agent. 1f five or ten per cent. is to be
added to the rent—though the land-
lord has not spent one shilling to im-
prove the land—the threat of eviction

! is very convenient, and the way pre-

paved for it, should the tenant demur
on theground that that would be taxing
his industry. Then, before an election,
it is a capital means of securing votes
for the nominee of the landlords, who
is brought forward to support legisla-
tion that denies to tenants any
rights beyond those graciously con-
ceded by the landed gentry. Again,
the power thusacquired over a tenant is
usedin intermeddling with his domestic
affairs.  On some estates a farmer’s
family (the females) must not dress to®
gaily, as that would savour of pride
and independence. On others the

has reclaimed and made all the im- ! purchaseof a jaunting car isprohibited,
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lest self-indulgence “should beget in-
dolence. On others again the number '

of hens and ducks to be kept is fixed.
This last is to he seen specified in
leases given for a short period on an
estate in County Down. On a great
many estates the tenants have to doa
given number of days’ work of man
and horse. On the same estates they
must raise puppies and train them for
the squire to sport with; and they
must also accept eggs sent to be
hatched, and rear the fowl for use in
the ‘Manor House.” On all estatesitis
the rule to impress on tenants the
necessity to preserve the game for the
landlord. No tenant has the privilege,
except by special permission, to shoot
or snare game, though they may be
destroying his grain.

A case in point. A farmer friend
of mine in County Armagh had several
acres of grain almost destroyed by
rabbits out of the landlord’s demesne;
and when the game-keeper would do
hothing to drive them away, hethought
he might fire a few shots to preserve
what grain had been left.  On being
charged with shooting the game, he
manfully avowed doing so, and stated
Wwhy it was necessary. Instead of
Judging reasonably, the agent and the
bailiff ‘and gamekeeper insulted him
grossly —so much so, that, though the
threat of eviction was not carried out,
l1e sold out ut a great sacrifice of his
lmprovements and left his farm.,

I mention this case because it bears

on a particular phase of the agita- .

tion. From those interested in per- |

betuating the present degrading posi-

Sertion that the movement is the work
of Roman Catholics carried forward
0 promote scctarian ideas. In the
Case of my friend, not only is he a
rotestant but an Orangeman, while
€ proprietor who so treated him was
Or many years the representative of
the Orangemen of the County in par-
liament,
So much for the sectarian ery and
%0 much for the stupidity that cannot

" dispossess their landlords.
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detect the reason why such a cry is
raised. If the people of Ulster were
to take & common sense view of the
situation and drop the bug-bear of
popish supremacy so persistently kept
before them by the tools of landlords,
a reform in the land laws would speed-
ily be enacted. Sectarian strife is,
therefore, a strong card with the land-
lords and by it they have kept the north
and the south in an antagonism that
has, while standing in the way of land
reform, injured every industry of the
country. But even in Ireland the ig-
norance that gave such power over
the people to landlord and priest is
fast giving place to an intelligent ap-
preciation of what ought to be. It
would then be the wisdom of the land-
lords to agree to a fair and equitable
adjustment with their tenants.

The reforms needed to put the Irish
farmer in a fair position in relation to
his lanilord have been so misstated
and misrepresented that the case is
hardly intelligible to the people of this
country. During thirty years of my
life, in ten of which I was competent to
form a pretty correct judgment, and
had special opportunities of informing
myself, I saw nothing, and heard
no whisper, that could be construed
into a desire on the part of tenants to
What
they do desire, and what seems rea-
sonable is, that they be protected in
the enjoyment of the fruits of their
labour. What is now a custom spor
adically carried out where it obtains,
and not recognized on many estates,

A g : ought to have the force of law all over
tion of the Irish tenant comes the as-

the country. If a just landlord is
willing that his tenant should, in a
transfer to another that would in no

. way injure his interests, receive the
t market value of his good-will, why

|
!

i should not another and worse landlord

be compelled to do likewise ?
Another gross existing injustice, is
the power landlords have to tax ten-
auts who improve their farms. I[n
circumstances where every drain and

| fence made, and every building erect-
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ed, supplies the landlord with an ex-
cuse to put another two shillings or
80 per acre to the rent already paid,
there is not any great motive to be
industrious ; and prosperity and con-
tent to any great degree cannot be
expected.

But worse than even these is the
moral thraldom in which tenants are
kept. An agent may insult you,
threaten you, abuse you, order you to
vote at an election for his candidate,
make your family affairs and arrange-
ments subjects of inquiry; in fact, may
bully and interfere to an unlimited
degree, and you have no redress.

Now, why should such a relation be
allowed to exist between Her Gra-
cious Majesty’s subjects, the one just
as loyal and true as the other? 1Is it
too much to expect common civility,
or to be placed above such influences
and annoyances

Through the misrepresentations of
landlords and their tools, and through
the ignorance of English politicians,
who get their information from par-
ties interested in advocating the
views of landowners, the Irish land
system, with its obnoxious concomi-
tants and evil results, still mars the
land and causes bitter feeling, but it
surely cannot long continue the re-
proach of English fair play and fair
dealing.

‘When Englishmen come to fully
understand that the feudal lords of
Ireland—little kings within the king-
dom—are trampling down the rights

REPUTATION.

and manhood of their fellow-subjects,
of Protestant and Catholic alike, their
help to reform will not be withheld.
Their conduct may of course be
modified by the apparent apathy—only
apparent,—of some of the people of
Ulster. In that province, as in other
parts of Ireland, the masses are heart-
ily tired of the present unsatisfactory
relation existing between landlord and
tenant. Hence ‘tenant-right’ asso-
ciations are established in various
counties to resist unjust demands and
defend the helpless tenant who may
be brought into court, as well as to
promote by legislation the reforms
needed. Nor will the people of Can-
ada withhold their sympathy, when all
that is asked by the tenant is: lst,
That they be secured in the possession
of the land they have inherited or
purchased, on payment of a fair rent;
2nd. That Jandlords be deprived of
the power of putting on an extra rent
every few years as the tenant im-
proves his farm ; 3rd. That tenants be
placed beyond the bullying of agents
in domestic and political matters ; that
the payment of rent, given and re-
ceived, be on the same basis as any
other commercial transaction; 4th.
That the Bright Clause in the Land
Act of 1870 be facilitated as much as
possible by giving tenants the first
chance to buy lands placed in the
market, and lending them part of the
purchase money ; and 5th, if I may
add it, to make landlords rear their
own puppies and hatch their own eggs.

REPUTATION.

AN EPIGRAM.

STRUCTURE troublesome to rear
Is Reputation, don’t begin it !
Its building takes up many a year,
Its fall takes but a minute ;
Though built of many a separate stone,
The whole depends on each alone.

ToroNTO.

GEeo. E. SHAw.
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UNDER ONE ROOF:

AN EPISODE IN A FAMILY HISTORY.

BY JAMES PAYN.,

CHAPTER XLIX.
AT THE OLD HUMMUMS.

JMMEDIATELY after the, ladies

had left the dinner-table, Gres-
ham told the strange story of Elise’s
adventure to Mayne and Dyeley.
Neither of them were disposed to be
Jocular on such a subject, though
Perhaps for different reasons.

‘Tam afraid Miss Hurt has been
taking too much out of herself of late,’
Observed the former. ¢Our life in

ondon is & great change from the
quiet routine of Halecombe. As for the
8host—I confess I don't believe in
Bhosts within the Metropolitan dis-
trict,’ .

* 8till, for her own sake, the matter
88ould be investigated,’ said Dyneley.

Mayne shrugged his shoulders, It
eems to me to be a case of nerves,

O treat such a hallucination seriously
Yould be to give it a substantial
orm, which is the very thing to be
&voided. Besides, you can’t go to the

Ummums, and inquire of the head-

Waiter whether a gentleman’s ghost

&ppened to be just now on the pre-
Mises. Don’t you think—with Miss
Peénce’s experience so fresh in our
Winds—that we have had almost
nough of ghosts.”
‘That is the very observation I
a’:‘de myself,’ observed Gresham,

Oughtfully. < Of course, the whole
th 81r 18 absurd, but Iam bound to say
!6“ Elise is not one of the hysterical
Hrt. Will you come with me to the

"mmums, Dyneley ¢ We shall prob-

ably see some old gentleman who besrs
a strong resemblance to my poor uncle,
when the matter will be explained at
once. We need not be half an hour
away, and Mayne can tell the ladies
we have gone to smoke a cigar.’

¢ I will go with you of course,’ said
Dyneley. ¢I think with you that the
matter should at once be cleared up
for Miss Hurt’s sake. Evelyn would
never think so seriously about it un-
less there was something in it.’

At this Mayne chuckled and mut-
tered something about female influ-
ence, which brought the colour into
the cheeks of both of them ; and as
they went down stairs, ¢ My best com-
pliments to the ghost,” were his last
words to them over the banisters.

It was certainly a somewhat ridicu-
lous expedition. Their cab took them
to Covent Garden somewhat quicker
than Gresham wished, for he had not
made up his mind how to proceed
when they arrived at their destination.

¢ | suppose we had better ask to see
the Visitor's List ?’ suggested his com-
panion as they paused before the door
of the hotel. ‘

“All right, old fellow—only they
won't show it us, even if they have
one.’

Indeed the waiter informed them
that parties’ only left their names
when they were going away. 1If the
two gentlemen were in search of any
particular ¢ party,’ he could no doubt,

‘however, give them the information

desired.
Now the waiter was young, and as
Gresham thought, mightbe new to the
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place, and never have heard of his
uncle ; else, since the baronet’s death
must surely be known to the hotel
household, he could hardly have
brought himself to make his next in-
quiry ; ‘Is Sir Robert Arden staying
in the house ?’

“Sir Robert Arden? Yes, sir;
came last night from Liverpool. Sit-
ting-room No. 4, first floor.’

The two men interchanged looks of
amazement.

‘If you know the gentleman very
well,” said the waiter, perceiving their
embarrassment. * I will take up your
names, but otherwise—he has just
dined, and——-

¢ Take this card up; I am his ne-
phew,’ said Gresham. ¢ We must see
this out, Dyneley,’ he added in a
whisper. ‘The man has taken a name
that doesn’t belong to him, I should
not be astonished if we found Walcot
at the bottom of this.’

‘But the likeness !’ gasped the
curate.

¢True, 1 had forgotten that, an-
swered his companion as they followed
the waiter upstairs. ¢This is tre-
mendous. I would give fifty pounds
if we had Bevill here.’

The waiter knocked at the sitting-
room door, went in with the card, and
after a slight delay came out again.
‘Walk in, gentlemen,’ he said.

Gresham entered first, and Dyne-
ley, following, was careful to close the
door behind them.

A tall figure, with a cigarette in
his mouth, rose from the sofa to re-
ceive them ; an older and thinner
figure than when they had seen it last,
and with a face inexpressibly weary
and dejected, but the face and figure of
Sir Robert Arden, and of no other.

¢ 8o you have found me out already,
George !’ were his first words, and he
held out a wasted hand.

“Is it possible that I see you alive,
uncle?’ exclaimed Gresham. ¢ Dyne-
ley, are we dreaming ¥’

“Yes, I am alive,’ returned the old
man, wearily, ‘though it would be
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better for me, and for you, if it were
otherwise. 1 trust all are well at
Halcombe ?’

Gresham nodded assent : he could
not find voice to speak?  Astounding
as it was to behold this man, appar-
ently risen from the dead, it was still
stranger to hear him talk in this in-
different strain; his tone indeed was
melancholy and depressed to un ex-
treme degree, and his face wandered
from one to the other with pitiful and
appealing looks, Lut the wonder was
that his own position did not seem to
appear to him as in any way abnormal
or inexplicable,

‘You gaze at me with wonder,” cou-
tinued Sir Robert, * as well you may,
but you have no reproaches to heap
upon me. And yet I have behaved
ill to both of you. You are a clergy-
man, Dyneley ? what must you think
of one who las left those he loved
without a word, and sown distress and
pain broadcast among them, at the
bidding of a scoundrel ¥’

¢ We know you have been deceived,
sir,” said the curate gently.

“Deceived ! Yes, I have been de-
ceived,” answered the other, with a
sigh that bespoke as much bitterness
as regret. It was cruel, it was vile in
him.  But, oh, that I could think it
was all deceit! Can Lucifer, think
you, Mr. Dyneley, have angels under
him—Ublessed spirits that obey his
wicked will 3’

‘No, sir,’ answered the curate
gravely. ‘He may pretend to have
such, being a liar and the father of
lies, but it cannot be so.’

Sir Robert shook his head, and
sighed even more deeply than before.
‘You do not know what I know, you
have not seen what I have seen,” he
said.

‘We do know, we have seen,” an-
swered the curate, *if,as I judge, you
are referring to certain manifestations,
professing to be spiritual, and in con-
nection with one very dear to you who
has passed away.’

¢ What do you mean?’ inquired the
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baronet, eagerly.
wy sainted Madeline—George, Dyne-
ley, what have you got to tell me?’

¢ Nothing, sir, but what mere mor-
tals can tell, continued the curate,
solemnly.

¢ Isit possible that | me some time, man.

¢We pretend to no cogni- -

zance of matters that have been hid- :

den from the cyes of man since God
created him. We make no claim to
pry into matters beyond the grave.
But by great good fortune we have
found out a villain who has made use
of such pretensions—his name is Fer-
dinand Walcot.’

¢Oh, Heavens, her own brother !
It is impossible !’

Robert, who, at his instigation, per-
Sonated your dead wife.’

‘The woman who personated my
Madeline 7’ .

‘Yes, sir.  The voice you heard was
her voice, the face you saw was her
face. It was Annabel Spence—the
«<ast-off mistress of yourbrother-in law.
She shall confess it to you, if need be,
with her own lips.’

Sir Robert put up his hand with a
gesture of abhorrence.

‘ Blasphemous and accursed de-
ceiver,’ he muttered ; ‘how dared she
do it1°

It was not her doing, Sir Robert,’
answered the curate firmly.
Wag merely the instrument of another;
Jour poor wife was nothing to ker, but
In this Walcot—*“her own brother,”
48 you have just said—it was infam-
Ous, blasphemous, or what you will.

ou took a serpent to your bosom, and

© stung you.’

Sir Robert held up his hand in a

©precating manner.

‘Have you not even yet, sir, the
‘Courage to cast him from you?’ con-
tinued Gresham. * You have forgiven

I already, it secms ; it is well. But
You still owe a duty to others—to
those whom you yourself say you have
¥ronged ; I'am not one of them, and

erefore I may speak——

‘ Mercy, mercy,’ cried Sir Robert,
Qlaspmg his thin hands together; ¢ give
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You don’t know
what you ask. Can I pluck out my
own heart strings ’

‘Is it possible, then,” pursued the
curate, ‘that, in spite of all that has
happened, you still cling to this mis-
creant} There must surely be some
misunderstanding in your mind.’

‘No, no, I perceive that he has de-
ceived me; I have known it long ago,
when he left me at Marseilles to cross
the world alone.’

¢Then you did not return to Eng-

¢ land with him,” put in Gresham, whom

a certain awful question constantly

. recurring within him had hitherto
‘We have seen the woman, Sir .

“She !

. municate with her by letter.

made silent. ‘If this is indeed my
uncle,’ it ran, ¢ who then was the man
I saw lying dead at Salton Point, and
whom we buried at Halcombe ?’

‘I?' No. He left the ship and me
that night, and I went to Australia all
alone. We had no quarrel, but there
were some matters—they had refer-
ence to vourself, George—on which
we had differed of late. I had al-
ready begun to repent, too, of having
alienated myself from my family, and
he had remonstrated strongly against
what he called my weakness in that
respect.’

‘He felt in fact that his influence
over you was losing its power?’ sug-

.gested Dyneley.

‘Yes; that was no doubt the cause
of his deserting me so suddenly. I
did not think so at the time, but dus-
ing that long and lonely voyage I had
plenty of time for thought, and my
eyes were opened upon many things.
Among others T perceived clearly how
harshly, cruelly and ungratefully I
had been induced to behave to those
who had been so dear to me at Hal-
combe. Asto Lady Arden, the shame
that consumed me upon her account
was such that, though an opportunity
twice offered itself in vessels we spoke
with, I had not the courage to com-
Before
the ship reached Australia, however,
I had resolved to make a clean breast
of it, and would have done 80 on the
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instant, but that the telegraph to Eng-
land was out of order.’

Here Dyneley and Gresham inter-
changed a significant glance. It was
the news then of the telegraphic com-
munication having been re-established
between the two countries that had
so alarmed Walcot during his in-
terview with Mr. Raynes, and which
had caused him instantly to fly to
Sweden.

*What I suffered,” continued Sir
Robert, ‘on finding myself cut off, as
it were, from my repentance by this
circumstance, no tongue can tell. The
strange country, the new scenes, were
lost upon me; I was consumed with
an insatiable desire to make my peace
with all of you; and it monopolised
me wholly. I took passage home by
the first ship—ah, what a voyage it
was! Imixed with none of the pas- |

sengers; I was a recluse feeding on |
my own miserable thoughts and memo-
ries. I grudged every hour of our
tardy course till we came in sight of
England ; and then—then fear and
shame took possession of me. I came
up here last night, yet dared not make
my presence known to any of you.
What might not have happened, dur-
ing my long absence, to those I had
deserted ; what change might not
have taken place in their own feelings
towards me !’

‘ There has been no change, my dear
uncle, so far as their affection for you
is concerned,’ interposed Gresham,
gently. ¢ There have been other
changes, however, of which it seems,
you do not know anything.’

‘But you told me all were well.
Oh, Heavens | what has happened 1’

‘ Nothing has happened, sir, thank
Heaven, to either Lady Arden or the
children; they areeven nowin London.’

‘So near!’ exclaimed Sir Robert,
with a start of joy. ¢And yet’ he
added, with a sigh, ‘they may be no
longer near in the sense of dearness.
It is impossible but that my conduct
must have estranged them.’

‘It has not estranged them, sir, '

You will find a genuine and loving
welcome from them ; but ’

¢ But what, George?’ inquired Sir
Robert, impatiently. ¢ What care I
what has Lappened, if they arc alive
and well, and have forgiven me ¢’

¢ The fact is,’ said Dyneley, ‘events
have taken place which exhibit Ferdi-
nand Walcot in the blackest colours.
I have laid before you the deception
practised on yourself—which you ap-
parently admit as a fact ; and yet—or
so it seems to Gresham and myself—
you still entertain towards him a cer-
tain misplaced kindliness, which awak-
ens doubt—suspicion—of your own
strength of purpose. Should this un-
happy prejudice in his favour he made
apparent to Lady Arden, reconcilia-
tion with her would, in my opinion,

i be rendered impossible. I must add,
! in my opinion, justly so.’

‘ And in my opinion,’ said Gresham,
bluntly, ‘the man is only fit to be
hung.’

Sir Robert turned from one to the
other with a pained look. ¢I had not
expected this,” he said. ¢ I had fond-
ly hoped you would have spared me.
It is impossible indeed that you should
understand what my unhappy brother-
in-law has been—nay, I confess is—
tome. If Isay he has been in my
eyes a link between heaven and earth,
to you it must needs savour of exag-
geration. Yet “sacred is the flesh and
blood to which we link a faith divine.”
You will retort,  But he has deceiv-
ed you.” To some extent he may
have done so ; and indeed I know he
has. But who shall separate the false
from the true in such unsearchable
things? Let it suffice that I helieve
what you have told me ; that this man
and I have parted for ever in this
world. His name shall never cross
my lips, but on the other hand let me
not hear it associated with evil doing.
The fear that it would be otherwise
has—I confess it—lain at the bottom
of my hesitation to communicate with
Lady Arden.’

‘ But you do not know what the
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man has done, sir,’ urged Gresham, |
firmly, ‘
‘Nor do T want to know. Let him
be dead to .me and mine henceforth.
To those whom he has wronged,
through me, I am prepared to make
every reparation inmy power— though
1t includes my own humiliation and
self-abasement. But of what he has
done amiss to myself let me be the
Judge. What matters it to you, or
any one, if I acquit him? For days,
and weeks, and months, of late, he has
been as it were arraigned at the bar
of my own conscience. His case has
been pleaded, both for and against, be- |
fore me. He has been convicted of |
Mmany things. I have heard, it is true, |
rom your lips a still more damning °
charge than any heretofore brought
agfiinst him, but I had already con-
Celved of such an accusation ; it does -
ot take me by surprise although it .
Pains me beyond measure ; and 1 have
Do doubt that you can proveit. Never-
t']J(EIess, 8o far as I am concerned—
and it is I who am mainly concerned
I acquit—no, I cannot acquit—but
forgive hin. All confidence between
Im and me is over and gone ; but I
Mourish no ill-will against him. I
et the white against the black ; the
Defits he has conferred on me against
© Injuries he has committed against
e ; and I cry quits.’ ‘
‘In other words, Sir Robert,” ob-
Served Dyneley firmly, ¢ you prefer to
Persist in your infatuation. Are we
understand that you wish to re-
Main ignorant of recent events; that
70U resolutely close your ears against
ofe (‘:vidence we have to offer you |
this man’s treachery, fraud, and
8reed I’
. ‘Yes, I do,” answered the other
Urtly. " <1 do not wish to hear.’ He
:083 from his chair, and paced the
¢ Stay, there |

is°°m Wwith hasty strides,
a one thing to state, in Jjustice to Fer-
Band  Walcot, before leaving this
]I:::]ef“l topic, I trust forever. He may

’ A€ may even in a sense have been

_baronet’s glass,

been treacherous, indeed I grant 1
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fraudulent ; though as the -treachery
and the fraud concerned myself alone,
it is for me, not for you, to judge him ;
but you err when you accuse him of
greed. Through all the years I have
known him, and notwithstanding the
influence he possessed over me, it was
never used—yes, I may say “never '~
—to hisown material advantage. I
paid him a certain salary—a small
one considering the services he did me
in return—but that was all he ever
received from me, though he well knew
he had only to ask and have, had it
been thousands. He was masterful,
and fond of power, but loyal and just
in his vicarious exercise of it; his
spirit was altogether free from those
gross instincts of which you speak ; it
was marred and soiled, no doubt,

i though I once thought otherwise, hut

it was never polluted— else’—here Sir
Robert paused. ¢ Gresham, Dyneley,.
there are some matters upon which I
cannot speak—and I will not—even
to you.’

‘There is no need, sir, answered
the curate quietly. ¢ Upon the mat-
ters to which, as I conjecture, you re-
fer, we will agree to differ and be si-
lent. But I may remind you, since
you say Mr. Walcot never sought his
own advantage, that you once made a
a will in his favour?’

Sir Robert started. ‘That is true,’
he said. ¢ No doubt contingently, that
is in case of my demise ’

*One wmoment, sir; that will was
dictated to you at Halcombe under
certain circumstances, and since you
are now aware of them, you can hard-
ly deny at Mr. Walcot's instigation.’

Sir Robert’s pale face flushed from
brow 1o chin. ‘1 suppose it was so,
he said ; ‘ indeed it must have been so.
Well, that will is now waste paper.’

¢ Not altogether, Sir Robert ; allow
me.”  Dyneley took up a decanter of
wine from the table, and filled the
*When you have
drunk that 1 will tell you something.’

Sir Robert obeyed mechanically ;.
his eyes fixed themselves inquiringly-
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upon the curate’s face, as he emptied
the glass, and set it down with trem-
bling tingers.

‘ That will was proved in Doctors’
Commons, and Ferdinand Walcot has
gone off with the money.’

Sir Robert sank into his own chair,
and gazed on the speaker with wild
amazement.

¢ That will—my will—was proved !
What, as though 1 were a dead man—'

“You were dead in the eves of the
law, and of the world. Your dead
body—or what was supposed to be so
~—was brought over from Salton Point
by Ferdinand Walcot, and buried in
Halcombe churchyard. I read the
service over it myself.’

CHAPTER L.
POOR DYNELEY.

"V HEN the new lhistory of Cre-

dulity, Imposture, and Super-
stition comes to be compiled, it will
have to be recorded of the dupes of
Spiritualism that for the most part
they were not unconscious that those
who professed themselves to be links
between this world and that beyond
the grave made money from the exhi-
bition of that faculty ; that being pos-
sessed of certain spiritual attributes,
unspeakably tender and ethereal, they
turned them into hard cash ; that hav-
ing established relations, such as have
been yearned for in vain for a hun-
dred generations of men, with deni-
zens of the unseen world, they took
<commissions for introducing them to
less favoured fellow-creatures. A faith
that survived this, one would think,
ought to have moved mountains, in-
stead of leaving everything—geogra-
phically or otherwise —exactly whereit
found it. The explanation, of course,
lies in the gross view which the dupes
themselves take of spiritual matters,
which prevents them observing the
anomaly, far less the irreverence, of

)
I
|
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the frauds of which they are the
victims.

With Sir Robert Arden this was
not so ; he had been fooled: to the top
of his bent, and, even when he lad

; suspected duplicity, had stuck to his
. colours; the memories of his in-

. tercourse with

* and ill-behaviour.

Ferdinand Walcot
were so dear, and mingled with such
unutterable mysteries, that they had
survived the knowledge of his deceit
There seemed to
him something of the priest’s office—

+ nay, of the priest's attributes—about
. Ferdinand Walcot still,though he had,
© as it were, poisoned the sacramental

elements.
But when it was once made clear
that the man had been actuated by

. mere greed, then in the long hood-
. winked, but pure, eyes of his victim
. he fell to pieces at once like some rot-
; ten thing. The means which he had
i taken to accomplish his villainy—stu-

pendous as they were in their ingenu-
ity —were lost in the baronet’s view
in the villainy itself. That terrible
revelation of the curate, ¢ Your body
was buried in Halcombe churchyard,
and myself vead the service over it,’

; went home to Sir Robert Arden like

a cannon ball; he fell back in his

* chair under them, as though he had
* indeed been dead ; but his first words
 were not of amazement, but of self-

abasement and contrition.
‘I have been fooled,” he said, ¢ and

. fooled into evil doing from first to last.’

To hear him say so, with his grey
hair bowed before them, and his hands

* clasped in mute appeal to their pity,”

went to the very hearts of his Learers.
So forlorn and melancholy was his
condition that it was arranged that

. Gresham should take up his quarters
. at the hotel for the night, while

Dyneley went back to the ladies to ex-
plain matters as best he could. This

- was not an easy task, nor one that
; could be procrastinated, since that

‘little stroll to smoke a cigar’ which
Mayne had given as a reason for the
young men'’s absence had extended to
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some hours, and excited an anxiety it
Wwas necessary to appease.
fice to say that the curate accomplish-
ed his mission without the interrup-
tion of hysterics. Lady Arden wept,

Let it suf-

but the tears she shed were those of -

silent juy. It was curious that the

thought of doing away with all mis-

understanding between herself and Sir
Robert scemed to afford her a satis-

faction almost equal to the knowledge

of his existence.

‘Thank leaven, that villain can

hever again come between my hus-
band and me,” she said.

Although, too, the absorbing topic
for them all

was the almost miracu- :

ous re-appearance of Sir Robert upon
the stage of life, there were other mat-
ters demanding discussion of a scarcel y

ess amazing kind.

At midnight a note was brought

Into Lady Arden in Sir Robert's hand
Writing, She kissed it reverently, and
When she read it, turned to Elise Hurt.
‘ My dear liusband,’ she said, with
3 tear and a smile, ‘ has sent you a
Tuessage, Elise ; he is bent upon con-
CITing happiness on others, as he ever
Yaz,  He bids me tell you that his
. Inopportune appearance,”as he terms
% isnot to delay by a single hour
Your union with his nephew.’
‘That is so like dear papa,’ cried
velyn ; “no one save himself could
at such a time have been so thought-
ul, even for those they love.’
lise said nothing : her heart was
too full for speech ; but she raised
e dy Arden’s fingers to her lips, and
'8ed them. Not an eye of those
ﬁreSent was dry, nor closed that night
a Slumber, The events that occurred
d the marvels incidental} y disclosed
—or r
all too overwhelming an excitement.
¢ ladies, however, were persuaded

‘B Yneiey alone together.

giviny Jove,’ .excla.imed the former,

bres g for th(_a first time a natural ex-

e l0N to his feelings, ¢ this is a most
ndous business, ch?’

é . other, you say.
Tetire to their rooms,leaving Mayne | had some hand in the substitution

¢ himself,
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Not even your cloquence, Mayne,
can exaggerate or enhance its import-
ance,” answered the curate, drily.

‘But the ladies don’t seem quite to
see it," urged the other. ¢ They per-
ceive, of course, that a miracle has
happened in this turning-up of Sir
Robert; but that's nothing to what
we now know has gone before it ; not
to mention what is to come after it;
I mean its consequences. Instead of
Gresham having £12,000 per year—
for one thing— he will now only have
what his uncle chooses to allow him.
For the estates, of course, will revert
at once to their former owner.

¢ There will, no doubt, be great
changes,” replied Dyneley, slowly ;
his voice was grave, and even sad ;
but the other was too full of excite-
ment to notice it.

‘ Yes, and there /aze been, begad,
too ; who wasit that got exchanged for
Sir Robert, think you ; died at Salton
Point in place of him, and has been
trespassing all this time in the family
vault at Halcombe ? 1t doesn’t seem
to strike you as being anything very
remarkable to bury the wrong man—
I suppose clergymen are used to it.’

‘My dear Mayne, it is not only re-
markable, but astounding. I am lost
in wonder at the network of intrigue
and villainy in which this fellow Wal-
cot enmeshed us ; but so far as the
dead man is concerned, there scems
to have been no crime involved be.
yond that of duplicity. One person
was merely substituted for another;
the man, whoever he was, can:e to his
end by natural means ; there was no
foul play.’

¢ My dear Dyneley, for a divine of

. the Church of England you are really
ather half disclosed—begot in i

the very coolest hand ; one dying per-
son was ‘merely’ substituted for an-
But I suppose he

He didn’t die at Salton
Point instead of somebody else to
Please Walcot, 1 suppose, however

" persuasive that gentleman’s manners

may have been. Moreover, even if
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he did, it strikes a mere layman as |

rather a ghastly sort of thing for a fel-
low-creature to do—this sailing under
false colours to the very brink of the
grave.’

‘It was very wrong and horrible
altogether,’ assented the curate in a
wechauical tone. ¢ But the mystery
will be explaine |, no doubt, one day.’

‘One would really think by your
way of speaking about it, replied
Mayne, ‘that you had got hold of
one end of the mystery already ;
it seems, however, to have escaped
your recollection that Gresham him-
self went down to Salton Point, and
saw liis uncle after death, when, as a

way to Australia. The subject of
miracles may pall, and fail to interest,
in your reverence's case, through
familiarity, but this little incident, 1
confess, strikes me as the most note-
worthy of all.’

¢ Nay, it only proves that Gresham
was deceived in the identity of the
-man in death, as we were in his
burial. The difference between two
dead old men is by no means so
marked as between two living ones ;
and from what I know of Gresham’s
character—though he is as brave as a
lion—he would shrink from such a
spectacle rather than narrowly inves-
tigate it. Bevill, if you remember,
never saw the body.’

¢ True, true, exclaimed Mayne,
beginning to pace the room, as his
custom was when greatly excited ; ¢ I
wish Bevill were here now ; though
at the same time I would not deprive
him of a certain person’s company
for an instant. My dear Dyneley,
you will set all my blood boil-
ing. You think I am a happy man,
no doubt.’

‘You ought
Dyneley, sighing,

¢ Ought, yes ; but “ought” stands
for nothing. I shall never be com-
fortable, nor quiet, until [ have per-
formed my mission in life. Do you
know that thal man has got clear

to be,” answered

!

~ doing sc.
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away to Sweden with something like
sixty thousand pounds! Whatever
doubts youmay have had on the matter
—for you did doubt ; it is a peculiarity
of you parsons to dotibt, when every-
body else is certain, and wfe versa—
it is now proved that Ferdinand Wal-
cot has roblbed Sir Robert of three
thousand a year for ever.’

¢ He will not enjoy it,’ observed the
curate, calmly.

¢ Well, let us hope not—- for ever ;
at present, however, he appears to Le
Bevill writes me that the

+ villain is living like a fighting cock in

Christiana. Whenever I think of

. that, you can't imagine how like a
matter of fact, Sir Robert was on his |

fighting cock I feel mysel”, T wish I
had your philosophic calm, old fellow.
I positively feel too savage to go to
bed. I shall try the morning air, and
another cigar.’” And lie went out.
He was mistaken in attributing to
his late companion a philosophic culm,
though the curate did his bist to be
resigned and patient. The shadow of
a bitter disappointment had projected
itself upon his spirit, and in that night
of wonders had renderel him indif-
ferent and unsympathetic in his
friend’s view. By the retnrn of Sir
Robert all the old obstacles to the
curate’s marriage with Evelyn had
suddenly sprung up anew. At her
own implied request he had, as we

' have seen, put off, out of respect for

. the baronet’s memory, a direct appli-

cation for her hand, and lLow could
he make it now, when she was no
longer comparatively dowerless, but
had become as before the possible re-
cipient of great possessions? Nay,
although Sir Robert, it seemed, had
given his consent to the union of
Gresham and Llice, it was by no
means likely that his nephew, having

i made so unwished for a choice, would

now be made Sir Robert’s heir. The
broad lands of Halcombe were more
likely to be left to his wife’s family,
and especially to his favourite niece,
than ever. John Dyneley was too

! good a man to regret that the house
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to which he was so closely attached,
by bonds of friendship had regained
its head and its protector ; but the

circumstance, he felt, had dashed the i

cup of happiness from his own lips.
If it is an ill wind that blows nobody
good, it is equally true that that is a
very favourable gale of Fortune, in-
deed, which wrecks the hopes of no
nan,

CHAPTER LI
A MATRIMONIAL TEA-PARTY.

UNALLOYED, for the most part,
as was the joy of his family at
Sir Robert Arden’s return, it was by
N0 means free from embarrassment ;
to put the matter vulgarly, and as 1
am afraid it was actually put in the
domestic regions of Halcombe Hall,
‘What business had he ever had to
ave gone away, drat him?’ (But
this, it is fair to add, was before it
Was understood that the legacies left
each member of the household were
ot to be revoked.) Sir Robert him-
Self was more deeply penetrated by
the sentiment thus expressed than any
one. He was, to say truth, thoroughly
ashamed of himself. But being as
Sound at heart as a bell, however
Wanting in moral strength and mental
3cuteness, he had not that fear of rid-
‘cule which in most persons under
Such circumstances would have been
Well-nigh insupportable.  His chief
°8r was lest his late ill-judged pro-
‘c‘?edlngs should have done an irreme-
le wrong to any one but himself;
®Xtreme gensitiveness prevented his
':‘?"el‘t&ining this by direct inquiry, but
'8 eyes and ears were open while his
i 8ue wag dumb. Unfortunately,
e it was understood that concern-
trl:g & certain personage (who, never-
a ; ©88,0ccupied everybody’s thoughts)
. cm:%reet silence was to be maintained,
Self"el‘satlon for a time between him-
wh and family was difficult, and the
-&n(ﬁis of domestic life were clogged
8mpered. At the first meeting |
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. and for the few days during which

they remained in London, Mayne was
wont to declare that the whole party
were only saved from total collapse by
the Great Baba, to whom Sir Robert’s
return was merely a gratifying inci-
dent—involving endless treats and
presents—without anythinganomalous
or remarkable about it. He considered
dear Papa had played a very clever
and amusing trick upon society in
putting somebody else into the feather
coach instead of himself, and .then
popping up again unexpectedly.

¢ 1 sord you first,” he said, as though
it had been a game of Hide and Seek,
in which he had been the tortunate
discoverer. ¢ Elly (Elise) sord you
second, after I cried “ I spy.”’ "All
remembrance of Mr. Ferdinand Wal-
cot had apparently vanished from his
niind, until one day, fortunately not in
Sir Robert’s presence, he hazarded a
hope suggested by the pit picture in
¢ Joseph and his Brethren,’ that it was
Mr. Walcot who had been put into the
pit-hole instead of Papa.

‘Let us trust so,’ said Franky, pi-
ously, whose spirit, to say truth, had
been slightly dashed by dear Papa’s
return, lest it should involve that of
hateful Uncle Ferdy.

In London, Sir Robert’s resuscita-
tion was only what is, by courtesy,
termed a nine days’ wonder—in the
metropolis no wonder lasts in reality
half so long, but is overlapped by and
gives place to another upon the prin-
ciple of the ¢ dissolving views.’ But
at Halcombe a good deal was both said
and thought about it, and for a very
considerable period. An observation
of Mr. Raynes upon the subject, ac-
companied by a most tremendous gtin,
was not only characteristic, but per-
haps embodied the secret thoughts of
a good many people.

‘Well, I tell you what,” he said ;
‘ things may be a little uncomfortable
at the Hall, but they might easily
have been a good deal worse. What

‘with Gresham and the young ladies all

choosing their sweethearts—which is a



190

kind of game everybody likes to join in
—it's a deuced good thing Lady Arden
herself didn't get engaged to anybody.’

Perhaps the wisest course, as well
as the kindest, which Sir Robert could
have taken was his insisting upon the

place at Halcombe upon the date al-

" his own eyes in other cases.

UNDER UNE ROOF.

For ex-

. ample, though her presence at the

Hall must needs have been distressing

¢ to him, he insisted on Annabel Spence

retaining her old position there; he

¢ had had enough, he said, of punishing
marriage of Gresham and Elise taking '

ready fixed for it : for there is nothing |
like a wedding for monopolising one’s

neighbours’ thoughts and talk, and for
dwarfing all other objects of interest.
But for that, the exhumation of that
interloping body in the family vault
—with a view of course to its identi-
tication-—would have caused not a lit-
tle stir, and once more turned all
minds to the topic which Sir Robert
would fain have had them forget.

‘We may here say it was exhumed

in vain ; neither more nor less was

found there, alas, than is to be dis-
covered after the very best and noblest
of us have mingled for a few weeks
with the dust we came from. It only

mouths agape.
neighbourhood like that of Halcombe,
which had had no topic to talk about
since the pedlar was frozen to death
on the moor early in the century, such
a superfluity of incident was over-
whelming.

Their power of absorption was not

for slumber, ‘they become lethargic —
gorged.

The marriage of (eorge Gresham
finished them ; their glutted curiosity
could ouly feebly grasp this last inci-
dent presented to their notice, and Sir

the innocent in place of the guilty ; it
was but fitting that the remembrance
of his transgressions should thus be
kept alive within him ; and, moreover,
it was the only way that just now pre-
sented itself for keeping the penitent
girl under the curate’s spiritual eye.

Dyneley himself was in higher fa-
vour with his patron than ever, and
was admitted more than any one
to his inmost confidence : which,
greatly to his indignation, caused Mr.
Mayne to confer upon him the title of
Ferdinand the Second,

The wedding was a very quiet one,
and beside Mr. Mayne there was but
one marriage guest at Halcombe with
whom we have any near concern. He

. was a friend of both bride and hride-
added another mystery to the romance !

that overhung the Hall, and set all |

But to a secluded -

. latter only smoked,

groom, and was welcomed accordingly
by the whole household, but with no
one did he ¢cotton’ (as he himself
expressed it) so closely as with Mr.
Mayne.  They were sailors both, and
were consumed with a comunon pas-
sion for tobacco, which, however, the
Commodore

. Pearce (as he was always called at
i Halcombe, because it was understood
ejual to it ; and just as the boa con-
strictor, who is made lively with a '
rabbit, is,after a yokeof oxen, inclined

he liked it) both smoked and chewed.
That this little eccentricity was tole-
rated, even out of doors, by Lady Ar-
den, was a proof alike of the Commo-
dore’s popularity with her, and of the

~ improvement in what the doctors with
euphemions vagueness termed her

Robert and his late proceedings hence- -
forward scarcely occupied any space

in their minds.
The baronet himself almost for-
got his own humiliation and self-re

proaches in the happiness he had con- :

ferred upon his nephew ; and indeed
he had hit by instinct upon the best
method of rehabilitating himself in

nerve centres. The events that had
tuken place within her recent experi-
ence had had beth morally and physi-
cally a favourable eflect upon her ; her
ladyship had had in her time detract-
ors of the base sort who had asserted
that ‘ what she wanted was a good
shaking ;’ and this recipe, which had
certainly been applied, had really
achieved the best results, Like
naughty children, who have been
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given ‘somcthing to cry for’ which

they have not desircd, she had now :‘

learnt not to cry about nothing. A
better wife than the present Lady
Arden—though built upon very dif-
ferent lines from those of his ¢ sainted
Madeline —the Baronet could have
hardly found ; while as a mother there
was no room for improvement in her.

191

‘I am sorry to hear there is even
one,” replied Dyneley.
‘Tam sorry too, especially as this

i has happened in a quarter where I
© looked for better things. Of course I
© make allowances for the peculiar cir-

cumstances of the case ; my unexpect-

- ed return has put everything so top-

On the day after the departure of

the young couple, Sir Robert had a
long talk with Dyneley at the Manor
Farm of so confidential a nature that
even the above fact was hinted at.

¢ I am more fortunate, my good fel-
low,’” he said, ¢than I ever knew my-
self to be, until now ; and happy far
indeed beyond my deserts. How un-
true in my case is the sad reflection of
the poet :—

Could the dead resume their life,
That they would find in child and wife
An iron welcome when they rise.

edly—have matters been with me.
And then only look at Gresham :

The hard heir strides about his lands,
And will not yield them for a day

has no application to him, I'm sure.
One would think he had gained twelve
thousand a year by my reappearance
on the stage of life instead of having
lost it.  Of course I have made him a
handsome aliowance, but what is that
Compared with his prospectsof a month
ago §’
. Your nephew is incapable of a sor-
(‘lld thought,’ replied the curate warmly,
and is thoroughly deserving of your
iberality,’
‘1 am sure of it ; it is fortunate in-
ed that T have such a noble nature
to deal with—I could not endure to
think that my coming back was a
Source of disappointment to anybody.’
‘I am sure you could not,’ answered
the curate,
‘Everybody has behaved in the most
and generous way to me,’ con-

de

tinge
tion. ’

sy-turvey that I sometiines feel I
ought to have never come back at all ;

i moreover,l hadso mismanaged matters

of late’ (here the colour came into Sir
Robert’s face) ¢ that there is no won-
der people have lost confidence in me ;
still I did hope that I should have
been given credit by the person I have
in my mind for good feeling, if not for
some generosity of spirit.’

‘I have never heard any one deny

. you those qualities, Sir Robert ; if he
t has done so, he is one who does not
. know you.’

‘But this person knows me very

: well ; and yet he has not only attribu-
How different—though so underserv-

ted to my nature an undue regard for

| wealth and position, but has supposed
! that recent events have taught me no

lesson in that respect. When a man
has been deceived on the one hand,
and on the other has had his eyes
opened to real worth and true nobility
of character, as has happened to me,
is it likely that he should still set store

.on things evanescent and accidental,

and hold lightly such qualities as
goodness, truth, self sacrifice, and
gencrosity }’

I know no one, sir, who supposes
that you hold them lightly,” answered
the curate simply.

‘Well, Ido; it is the man who
stands before me. How is it, if you
not so misjudged me, that you have
never breathed a word to me of your
love for Evelyn 1’

¢ Ah sir, I felt—1I feared’
mered the curate.

* You felt I was an ass, and feared
to prove it, Dyneley. Well, it was
not paying me a compliment, but let
that pass. You have been punished

stam-

d Sir Robert, ¢ with one excep- | sufficiently by your own doubts of my

sanity—for they were nothing less.
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‘When a man has been kept so long in
the dark, ag I have been, he does not
see things so quickly as other people;
if you wish to know who opened my
eyes it was Mrs. George Gresham. I
agked her if there was anything 1
could do to complete her business, and
she said, ¢ Yes; make Evelyn happy
too.” There is a straightforwardness
about that young woman I greatly ad-
mire ; moreover, the Commodore has
told me such things about her—when
the ship was wrecked—as convince me
that Gresham has won a woman
worthy of him. And I can say the
same, Dyneley, in your case, with re-
spect to Evelyn.’

The matter-of-fact and taking-for-
granted method of dealing with the
«curate’s passion saved that modest
youngfellow a world of embarrassment;
but even as it was, he did not find it
easy toexpress his sense of Sir Robert’s
kindness.

‘Tut, tut ; I am as pleased to give
her to you,’ said the baronet, ¢as you
are to take ler, only you must not

take her away. Halcombeand I can- |

not spare her; I am come over here
this morning to see what can be done
to the Manor Farm to make it suitable
for a married parson — and at the same
time, since I hate evictions, to keep
on Gilbert Holm as my tenant. When
you have overgrown it, you can have
a wing at the Hall and welcome.’
Thecurate was inthe seventh heaven
of happiness, and therefore scarcely in

the precise state of mind adapted for

the consideration of building altera-
tions ; never was tenant so prompt to
agree with every plan proposed by
landlord.

¢ This is ridiculous, you know,’ said
Sir Robert; ‘1 have suggested three
sorts of windowsfor the drawing-room,
and you have said of each that it
couldn’t be better.” One must be
better than the other, my good fellow.
I'll see Evelyn herself about it—you’ll
have to ask her, I suppose, when the
wedding is to be?’

‘Well, yes, sir, I suppose so.” The
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i curate was far from wishing to throw

any obstacles in the way of the mat-
ter in question ;and quite sympathised
with Sir Robert’s obvious desire that
there should be as little delay as pos-
sible ; but he felt he could scarcely fix
a young lady’s wedding-day without
putting the preliminary question to
her, of ¢ Would she marry him ¥’

¢ Young people are so different from
what they were in iy time,’ contin-
ned the baronet, ¢and take everything
so precious coolly. Now, there’s
Mayne, for instance, a most capital
fellow, no doubt, and who will make
Milly an excellent husband. In his
case there is plenty of money, and no
sort of reason that I know of why he
shouldn’t marry her to-morrow ; yet,
when I hinted as much to him the
other day, he hemmed and had, and
said, *“ Well, not to-morrow, Sir
Robert, the fact is I have a visit to

! pay to an old friend abroad first.”

“ Well,” said I, quite out of patience
with the fellow, “I hope it isn't a
lady friend, at all events.” And he
assured me that it wasnot. You had
better talk to him, yourself, Dyneley,
and find out when he does mean to
marry Milly ; and then you and Evy
can be married the same day you
know.’

The curate expressed his approval
of this arrangement, and secretly re-
solved to carry the tardy Mr. Mayne
on his shoulders, if it were necessary,
to the brink of Matrimony, and then
pitch him over.

CHAPTER LIL
ON BOARD THE ‘ RUBY.’

Vl\HERE was this redeeming point

even in Sir Robert’s eyes, in
Mr. Mayne’s desire to pay his Conti-
nental friend a visit before becoming
a Benedict, namely, that he was ob-
viously in a hurry to get that visit
over. On the second day after Gres-
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ham's marriage, he left the Hall, ac-
companied by his new friend the
Commodore, and with the full permis-
sion and approbation of the only per-
son to whom bhe owed allegiance.
Milly knew not whither he was bound
nor for how long; but she had not
only confidence in his fidelity, but the
conviction that it was no mere caprice
that was depriving her of his presence.
He had assured her of that much, and
had besought her to forgive him for
withholding a secret from her on the
very threshold of their married life.
*On the other hand, I promise you,
my darling,’ he added, fondly, ‘to
ave none such after marriage.’
There was no reason so far as she
was concerned why Millicent should
not have been told whither her lover
was going, but it was absolutely ne-
cessary, for the present at least, to
concea) it from Sir Robert ; any re-
ference to his brother-in-law was tac-

itly forbidden to every member of the |

family, nor would he have approved
of any action, no matter with what
object, that would have brought Fer-
nand Walcot’s name (and his own
Unhappy connection with it) into pub-
1¢ notice. And the fact was that the
destination of Mr. Frederick Mayne
Was Christiana, and his object the
I’!aying out of that return match with
18 enemy which had so long been
Postponed sine die.
here were difficulties about it that
™Most men would have pronounced in-
Superable, but of these Mayne thought
Jut lightly ; there were objections to
', that in the eyes of men both wise
and Just mighthavebeen thought fatal,
30d it wag for this reason that Mayne
Pt his own counsel on the matter. If

18 plan should fail, none but himself :

:" the Commodore (who, in fact, had
f‘;é!gested the scheme) could be blamed
B:, X, and only one person—the trusty
. Vill—need be cognisant of his ill
Mr%ess' Per contra, if he succeeded,
— Ferdinand Walcot would have to

:m that 60,000/, which he had

®xed 50 cunningly, to its original
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possessor. The game was certainly
worth the candle, and over and above
the stakes—and what afforded even a
greater attraction for the player—was
the possibility of crying quits with one
who had brought upon him personally
an undeserved humiliation, who had
committed a gigantic and successful
fraud, and who doubtless considered
himself too clever by half to fall with-
in the scope of retribution,

On the second day after leaving
Halcombe, Mayne set sail from Har-
wich in his own yacht, under the
command of Commodore Pearce, who
was not unacquainted with high lati-
tudes, nor for the first time had
threaded the green islands that stud
the quiet firth that leads up to Chris-
tiana. Mr. Mayne had business rela-
tions, as we know, with a certain
house-timber merchant of that place,
with whom he had kept up constant
communications of late, and whom he
had informed of his present expedi-
tion. Acting under his advice, M.
Mayne himself forebore to gratify his
traveller's curiosity by going on shore
at all, but on his arrival at the port
kept himself in strict seclusion on
board his yacht, and explored Chris-
tiana by deputy in the person of his
skipper. The Commodore himself did
not show much energy in investigat-
ing the public buildings or other lions
of the place, but took up his quarters
at the Hotel du Nord, and passed a
considerable portion of his time in the
reading room thereof, where he fell in
(not altogether Ly accident) with an
English gentleman vesident in the
town, but who had himself only set-
tled there of late months. This per-
sonage, though of attractive appear-
ance, good address, and of undeniably
ample means, had his enemies among
his fellow-countrymen in the town,
who by their machinations and slan-
ders (as he averred) had caused him
to be looked upon with distrust, and
prevented him from taking his proper
position in local society. The cloud
that overhung him was but temporary,
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the calumnies that had been dissemi-
nated against him were dying out, un-
able to confromt the quiet dignity of
his blameless life, but in the weantime
he was denied admittance to the
Athenzzum, where the chief intellec-

tual society of the place was to be met "

with, and where not only English
works of reference were to be found,
but the London newspayjers were filed,
an opportunity for perusing which to
an exile like himselt would have been
very desirable. The frecborn citizen
of the United States sympathised with
this victim to the exclusive and pre-
judiced ideas of Lis fellow-countrymen,
and offered him, by degrees, tke right
hand of fellowship. It wasimpossible,
of course, for him permanently to
remedy his isolation, but such ameli-
orations of it as were in his power he
placed at his service. Among other
things, ¢ Would he do him the honour
to dine with him on board the fiuby 1’

Suspicion at once showed itself in
Mr. Walcot’s expressive features. He
was not partial, he said, to being on
board ship, even in harbour, and could
enjoy his new friend’s society on shore
without trenching on his hospitality.

Then followed a few searching ques-
tions es to the yacht and its owner-
ship, to which the Commodore replied
with a frank audacity that went
further, perhaps, with his new friend
than the most earnest simplicity
would have done. ¢ He was but the
skipper of the vessel,’ he said, ¢which
belonged to a rich young countryman
(one Sir Charles Parker) of Mr. Wal-
cot’s, but, as a matter of fact, he had
the sole control of her mevements.
Sir Charles was a minor, sent abroad
by his guardian in the forlorn hope
that his health, weakened by excesses,
would be rebabilitated by a cea voyage.
Unbappily the young man could per-
sue his favourite vice as easily on
board The Huby as elsewhere; and
the truth was he was seldom or never
scber. He had not even had the
curiosity to set foot on shore since he
had arrived at Christiana. He did
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nothing but booze in his cabin and
read old newspapers, of which he had
an extraordinary collection,

¢ Do you mean that he files them ?’
inquired Mr. Walcot.

*Well, yes. I think he has The
Times up to the last ten years; I
reckon, however, he only reads the
police cases. I can’t say he is an
agreeable cuss to meet at table; but
if you would have come on board, we
could have dined together very pleas-
antly and quite independent of him—
he would rather have a bottle of
brandy to himself than the best com-
panion in the world.’

There the matter dropped for the
time; but the fact was that this
isolated Englishman was interested in
certain matters that had taken place
in his own country since his departure
from it, and had no opportunity, or
had missed it when it had offered
itself, of reading any account of them.
And after a day or two, during which
the Commodore studiously avoided the
topic of the yacht, his fish rose to this
same fly.

¢If your friend, Sir Charles, could
be got out of his cabin for half-an-hour,
Captain Yule’ (for the Commodore
had thought it wise to drop the use of
a name which Walcot might have
heard and remembered in connection
with Gresham’s shipwreck), ¢ I should
feel really obliged to you if you would
let me look at those old Times, some
day.’

Sir Charles is never vn his cabin
after eight o'clock at night, but is
swung in his berth, drunk. Why
don’t you come and see the papers
then ¥’

‘To be sure; there is no reason
why I should not,’ mused Mr. Wal-
cot. ‘Let us say to-night, then.’

‘To-day 1 dine with the American
Consul,” answered the Commodore
quietly; *‘but I am always aboard
the craft by 7-30, lest I should be
wanted to see to poor Sir Charles.
T'll call for you here at 7 to a minute,
if that will suit your book.’
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Whether Captain Yule did really
have that engagement to dinner with
the American Consul or not, he ap-
peared at the Hotel du Nord at the
hour appointed, and in evening dress,
having certainly paid a visit to his
yacht in the meantime ; and the two
gentlemen started off together, arm in
arm, for their destination. The yacht
was anchored in the harbour, but one
of her boats was waiting for them at
the quay, into which they stepped,
and were conveyed at once to Zhe
Ruby. The yacht had borne another
name before Sir Charles Parker had
bought her, and Captain Yule had
been appointed her skipper, so that no
suspicion was evoked in the visitor’s
mind.

There was a moment’s hesitation as
he left the boat to set foot upon the

deck of the vessel, but he quelled it

with an effort, and at once followed
his host down the cabin stairs. The

apartment had, as Captain Yule had |

promised, no other occupant but them-
selves: the fittings of it were hand-
some but plain, as becomes a sailor’s
drawing-room ; and there was no smell
of wine or spirits such as, under the cir-
cumstances, might have been antici-
pated. Moreover, there were a couple
of well-lined bookcases, which a per-
8on of Sir Charles’s unfortunate habits
would scarcely have been expected to
Possess.

All this Walcot’s quick eye took in
at a glance; and it was with a some-
What uneasy air, though in a tone he
contrived to render suitable to the
‘Occasion, that he inquired where, amid
Such order and neatness, the Baronet
kepr, his old newspapers.

¢ In the billiard-room cupboard, at

alcombe,” replied the Commodore
<oolly, with his back to the cabin
door,

Walcot's hand dropped into the
Pocket of his shooting-jacket.

‘If you tuke that hand out, Ferdinand

alcot,” said the Commodore, at the
Same time covering him with a revol-
¥er; ‘you are a dead man. I can
o

- [P,
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shoot as quick and as true as any man
in the States or out of them, and
before you can bring that pistol of
yours to bear on me, you will be in
kingdom come. If you shoot me you
would be none the nearer to getting
out of this; for a man stands on the
other side of that cabin door who has
come from England on purpose to re-
new hig acquaintance with you, and
who will not be baulked of it for a
trifle.’

¢And who the devil is he, or you,
who dare to lift finger against me, or
have any right to stop my coming or
going 1’ inquired Walcot fiercely.

¢ Well, as to the right I am not so
sure; but as to the might, I'm certain,’
answered the Commodore coolly. ¢ You
have done things yourself, as I hear,
not altogether lawtul ; and, therefore,
might make allowance for those who
are driven to the same shifts. And as
to who it is that has taken upon him
to take such strict charge of your
respectable person, here he comes to
answer for himself.’

The door opened and Mayne
entered, closing it carefully behind
him.

At the sight of him, Walcot's keen
face grew so black, that the Commodore

pointed significantly to the revolver.

¢ 1t is no use,’ he said ; ¢ we are too
many for you even here; and at the
top of the companion stairs there are
two sentries, who have orders to cut
you down if you ever attempt to pass
them. So 'cute a cuss as 1 took you
to be should know when he is beaten.
Come, give up that pistol.’

Walcot drew the weapon from his
pocket and thirew it on the table.

¢ What is it you want of me? You,
sir,’—he turned to Mayne—* who call
yourself an English gentleman; I
appeal to you. 1 call you to witness
that though I have made no resistance,
I protest against this outrage.’

‘ Who has harmed you 1’ inquired

~ Mayne, coolly.

* Harmed me? Do you not see that

| my liberty is threatened ? I demand
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protection of you as a fellow country- ;

man, This man has induced me by a
false representation to come on board
this vessel of his, and now prevents
me leaving it.’

¢The vessel is mine,” answered
Mayne, sternly ; ‘and you will never
leave it to set foot on Swedish shore
again.’

¢What? Do you mean to murder
me, then, out of revenge for a personal
grudge? Just because 1 played that
trick on you at Halcombe ¥’

¢ It was a very scurvy trick, indeed,
Mr. Walcot, since trick you call it ;
but as to the wrong you did me, it is
swallowed up and forgotten in a far

greater wrong that you have done to :

another: a man who trusted in you
(which I never did) as a woman trusts
her priest, and whose confidence you
repaid by a cunning and cruel fraud.

As to moving me by soft words, you |

may spare your breath. I know you
to be a heartless villain: you once
played upon the fear of an innocent
child.  You have doubtless forgotten
it—it is lost in the wilderness of your
crimes ; but if you bad never done
worse than tyrannise, by help of your
perjured tools, over that unhappy boy,
80 help me Heaven ! I would make
you suffer it : for that I would have
had you flogged with a rope’s-end, and
then, perhaps, let you go; but, as it
i, you have sinned in other ways, and
your retribution must be of another
kind. That noise you hear is the
weighing of 7le Ruby’s anchor; she
sails to-night for England, and you sail
with her.”

Walcot started up in violent agita-
tion. ‘What? Would you kidnap
me } Do you know that that’s a hang-
ing matter }’

¢ One moment,’ interposed the Com-
modore; ‘so i8 murder! You must
really give up that other pistol, Mr.
Walcot. I must trouble you to take
it out of your pocket with your left
hand, or I shall shatter your right—I
draw a dead bead on it as I speak—to
a certainty.’
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With a frightful curse, Walcot pro-
duced a second weapon and placed it
by the side of its fellow.

¢ Thank you,’ continued the skipper,
quietly apprupriating them both. ¢ I
interrupted you as you were talking

| about kidnapping, I believe; forgive

me, sir, and proceed.’

‘I was about to say, Mr. Mayne,”
continued Walcot, his pale face grown
vivid with bate, humiliation, and
baftled rage, ‘that such a crime as you
meditate is held outrageous in every
land ; that neither in Sweden nor
England will it meet with palliation,
no matter what the motive that
actuates you to commit it. This man
here, your confederate, as it seems, is.
either ignorant of this, or perhaps
reckless of the consequences ; but let
me tell you that a heavy and disgrace-
ful punishment will most surely fall
upon those who remove me hence by
force.’

¢One must risk something, Mr.
Walcot, for sixty thousand pounds,”
returned Mayne, drily. ¢ You risked
something for the same money.’

¢ You speak in riddles, Mr. Mayne.
I have no such sum as that of which
you speak.’

¢ Well, it may be a few hundreds
more or less. Mr. Hayling has the
exact tigures.’

¢ Mr. Hayling ! What has he to do
with my property 1’

‘Oh! nothing; he has only to do
with the property you are holding in
trust— let us say—for your brother-in-
law. Under the mistaken impression
that he was dead—you see I have no
wish tobe offensive—youadm:nistered,
it seems, to his will, and filled your
own pockets. As you might feel dis-
inclined to empty them in Sweden, I
am bringing you back to England.
There is nothing like one’s native air,
it is said, to recruit the system—per-
haps it may also stimulate the con-
science.’

¢Oh! your intention in thus out-
raging the laws of nations is to extort
money from me, is it?’ exclaimed
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Walcot bitterly. ¢ You little know
the man you have to deal with.’

‘I know romething of him,’ replied
Mayne coolly ; ‘and from what I do
know, I think, much as he loves

!
i

money, he will prefer to part with his f
* to the day on which you got the better

ill-gotten gains to enduring twenty
years of penal servitude !’

‘Ah! Isee. You flatter yourself
that with the results of this honour-
able expedition Miss Millicent’s dowry
will be increased.’

‘ Indeed, my good sir, replied
Mayne, you are paying too great a
<compliment to my commercial intel-
ligence. T may tell you, in confidence,
that if the money were mine, you
should have no choice between im-
Prisonment and rvestitution; I would

- confessed all,

simply give you up to the police, who -

have a warrant for your apprehension,
the first moment we touched shore ;
but the iffterests of other persons have
to be consulted.’

‘ You will find that they will not be
much benefited,’ sneered the other.

‘ Very good. 1In that case my own
Particular wishes will be gratified, and
Jou will wear a ring round your ankle
for life.’

‘Ah! there speaks your true nature,’
®Xclaimed Walcot bitterly. ¢ Because

humbled you in the presence of an-

Other, you can never forgive me. You
re one of those excellent young men ;

of whom I have heard so much, who
8re incapable of a baseness—till their
“Mour propre is wounded.’
This was the best move that Walcot
! made yet in the losing game at
Which hefound himself so involuntaril y
+ Player. His menaces and his appeals
ad been alike fruitless ; but his sug-
8estion that Mayne’s behaviour was
oetuated by a selfish motive had,
Ough it was untrue, a sting in it :
Or the young fellow had certainly
ot forgotten that morning on which
" Robert, had dismissed him in dis-
3 from Halcombe Hall.
Y I don’t deny, Ferdinand Walcot,’
© Teplied, ¢ that T take some personal
Ure in being the instrument of
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your punishment; but revenge on my
account forms but a small item in my
satisfaction. Every one has his little
prejudices, and men who ill-treat
children and women are my particular
abhorrence. Youhave made a reference

of me at Halcombe ; but you omitted
to mention that it was through the
perjury of an accomplice—Annabel
Spence ’

The face of Mr. Ferdinand Walcot,
which had been gradually recovering
its native hue, here began to grow
leaden again.

‘Yes,” continued Mayne, she has
Do not flatter yourself
that anything you can henceforth do,
or say, can have the smallest influence
on your brother-in-law. He knows
you for what you are. I think I need
say no more.’

‘I do not believe he knows that
this outrage has been committed upon
me !’ exclaimed Walcot, with a keen
look.

‘* Your judgment of character is as
correct as usual,’ returned Mayne ;
‘he does not know it, nor if he did,
would he, in all probability, approve
of it.’

Walcot answered nothing, and
would fain, no doubt, have concealed
the satisfaction that flashed from his
eyes.

¢ Moreover,’ continued Mayne, ¢he
will never know it, until the money
of which you have robbed him hasg
been returned, or you are safely lodged
in gaol.’

‘That is what the law calls com-
pounding a felony,” observed Walcot
coolly.

‘Just so; the law has all sorts of
names for all sorts of things, and will
fit your case, no doubt—though it is
an exceptionally bad one—to a nicety.
The dilemma to which you refer is a
serious one, and has had my best con-
sideration; the result is that you
must make up your mind as to the
course you will pursue before you
leave this cabin. At present the
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question is one of mere equity, the
responsibility of which (if I am in
error) I take entirely on my own

shoulders. Once in the hands of the . answered the other, drily, *and also

police, who are awaiting your arrival
upon English soil, there will be no
alternative either for yourself or for Sir
Robert. Of course it will be very pain-
ful for him to have to listen in open
court to the recital of your deceptions
and of his own folly ;—you calculated
upon that, I see, as your last chance ;
the last chance is gone—the Law,
which condemns you, will alse give
him no escape.’

Ferdinand Walcot had a great com-
mand of feature, but his jaw had
dropped like that of a dead man.
There was a long silence; then in a
hoarse voice he said, ¢ What, in the
devil's name, do you want of me !’

‘I want—and I mean to have—a
full confession of your crimes under
your own hand, including the story of
the sick man who died at Salton
Point, which is still a mystery to us;
and also the securities in which you
have invested your ill-gotten gains.
That is my ultimatum. You have
time enough, even with this fair wind’
—the yacht was going at great speed,
by this time having reached the open
water—* to make up your mind before
we touch English ground ; but having
once done 80, your decision will be ir-
revocable. Here are pens and paper;
whatever else you wish for shall be at
your service ; for the rest of the voy-
age, however, you must excuse my
company. It remains with you to
decide whether, when I see you again,
you will wear handcufis or not.’

1t was more than an hour after
Mayne thus took his leave before the
Commodore rejoined his friend upon
the deck of the yacht,

‘My good friend,’ exclaimed Mayne,
smiling, ‘what on earth have you
found to talk about with thatscoundrel
below stairs? He has the tongue of a
serpent, and if you are not deaf to its
charming will presently convince you
of his innocenc>. For iy part I loathe
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him so thatl ¢ uld endure his presence
no longer.’
‘He is a clever cuss, no doubt,”

as you say, very agreeable. He has

+ been sogood as to offer me ten thousand

pounds to put him ashore anywhere
between this and the Sound.’

‘I am afraid you would never have
got the money,’ said Mayne, laughing.
‘He is not, strictly speaking, a man
of his word.’

‘Well, I guess I should,” returned
the Commeodore, coolly. ¢ While you
were talking toour friend in the cabin,
I was watching him pretty close; it
was lucky for you, by the bye, for
when you talked of giving him the
rope’s end he looked snakes I promise
you, and when you said, * she sails
to night for England, and you sail with
her,” you were within twenty seconds
of Eternity. If he had but known
how to shoot from his jacket pccket
you'd ha’ heen there.’

‘I knowit, Pearce,’ answered Mayne,
earnestly. ‘ Oneof the things I have
been thinking about, under the stars
here, is what one should say—and do
—to a man who had saved one’s life.’

‘Tut, tut ; let that lie where it is.
There is no such merit in a man’s
having sharp eyes ; they are tolerably
well-skinned, mine are, and I noticed
that when you mentioned ** securities,”
our friends fingers went up with a
twitch, to his side-pocket. Moreover,
he did not say a word—such as was
only to be expected—about the diffi-
culty of paying money in England
when one has one’s purse in Sweden.
It was but natural, one would think,
under the circumstance, that he should
have asked (o go ashore to get it.’

‘He knew me by this time better
than that, I fancy, Commodore.’

‘Very likely, but still it was a
chance. And there again, I never saw
8o clever a cuss, and at the same time
snch an audacious one, so utterly cast
down. By the living Jingo, when he
offered me that ten thousand pounds it

. struck me, putting this and that to-
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gether, like a flash of lightning, “ Why
this fellow carries his fortune ahout
with him !” I've known men, bless
ye, out West, with forty, fifty thou-
sand dollars in notes in the waistbands
of their breeches!’

¢ But this man ¥’ interrupted Mayne,
impatiently, ¢ did anything happen to
corroborate your suspicions in this
case ]’ .

¢ Corroborate? Well, T don’t know

about corroboration,’ drawled the Com- |

modore, at the same time transferring
a quid of tobacco from the right side
of his mouth to the left, ¢ but here’s a
pocket-book, which speaks for itself,’
and he produced a Russia leather case
of great size, both strapped and
clasped.  ‘If that ain’t full of money,
its full of documents as is worth
mnoney, or my name ain’t Pearce.’

‘ But how ever did you become pos-
sessed of it?’ inquired Mayne in
amazement.

¢ Well, I thought he might hide it,
like a magpie, in some draweror locker,
or perhaps even drop it out of the
cabin window in sheer malice; so I
Jjust called in Neal and Jack Bruce
“to search a thief,” as I told ’em, and
Lor’ bless yer, in half a minute our
friend yonder was as bare as when his
mother bore him.’

‘Do you mean to say you took it
from him by force?’  cried Mayne,
aghast with horror.

‘ Why, no ; his clothes were on my
side of the room, and he was on the

other, and I just took it out of his |

Side pocket without any force at all.
It is true that he did cali it Robbery
With Violence from the Person ;” but
that only shows what a liar he is.’
‘Buat really, Pearce, I think this
Was going a little too far,’ remonstrated
ayne.
‘ Well, give it him back again, and

let him drop it into the sea : that is |

Just the devil’s trick he will be up to
Tatherthan let the man he has wronged
®me by his own.’

‘There is something in that, to be
Sure,” said Mayne, reflectively. ¢ More-
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over, the fivst thing the Policeman
will do to whom he is given in charge
will be to search him. You have,
therefore, only anticipated the action
of the law.’

¢Of course not,” observed the Com-
modore, ‘and if we were to hang him
at the yard arm we should be doing
ditto, and saving folks a world of
trouble.

The last observation did not in
Mayne's eyes go to strengthen the
moral position, but on the whole he
Jjudged it better to keep the pocket-
book which, without opening, he placed
in an envelope and sealed in the pre-
sence of his"companion.

CHAPTER LIIL

THE RETURN MARCH.

FOR twelve days the solitary cabin
- passenger on board the Ruby
continued resolute in his expressed in-
tention of making no terms with
‘thieves and kidnappers,” as he un-
graciously termed his host and the
Commodore ; but on the thirteenth
morning, when they had come in sight
of the white cliffs of Albion, Mr.

. Pearce announced a capitulation,

‘The coon has come down, Mr.
Mayne,” he said ; ‘only he would like
to speak a few words with you before
he parts with his skin.’

Mayne at once repaired to the cabin,

' where he found his prisoner looking

thin and haggard enough, no doubt
from his mental struggles (for his ap-
petite had been excellent throughout
the voyage), but perfectly calm and
quiet.

‘ To the victor belong the spoils,’ he
said, pointing to the table on which
lay a few sheets of manuscript. ¢There
is my confession, as you will term it :

. the narrative of how I possessed my-

self of the property, the wholeof which,
or nearly so, is already in your hands.
Read it.
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The statement was drawn out at
some length ; but, as we are already
acquainted with the principal facts, it
is unnecessary to recapitulate them.

Let it suftice to relate what had hap-
pened in France and Salton Point.

Although there had been no quar-
rel between Sir Robert and his brother-
in-law at Marseilles, the latter had had
reason for supposing that his influence
was on the wane. Every day it be-
came necessary for him to combat the
other’s scruples us to Lis conduet to-
wards the family at Halcombe, and
now that he had lost the assistance of
Annabel Spence, bis spiritual weapons
were no longer equal to this task. It
was only, as it were, with a dead lift
that he had persuaded the baronet to
go to Australia, whither from the very
first he had had no intention of accom-
panying him. He wished to remove

him from England for as long a space '

as possible, in order to put a certain
plan into execution, which required
time for its development. The ship
was to touch nowhere on its way to
the Antipodes, and the Australian
telegraph was out of repair, so that
he would have many months before
him during which no news of or from
Sir Robert could reach home. Even
with that advantage, the obstacles to
accomplishing his purpose might well
have deterred a less audacious and
reckless spirit. ife intended (as, in-
deed, it happened) to slip away from
the ship on the very night of its de-
parture, leaving his companion to cross

the seas alone ; then to forge a certi. :

ficate of Sir Robert’s death and burial
in France, and to come home and
prove his will, which his position as
sole executor and trustee would afford
him facilities to effect. But an unex-
pected event occurred which offered
a much easier method of effecting his
object. In Mr. Bevill's ¢ Reports’
from Marseilles, there was mention,

it will be remembered, of a certain |

Mr. Marshall, an invalid, whose ac-
quaintance Walcot had cultivated, and
with whom he had greatly ingratiated

)
|
|
|
|
!
|
|
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himself. This man, the victim of a
complication of disorders, was in the
last stage of illness. Among other
things he suftered from, though he had
neitherkithnorkin, was liome-sickness,
from which the doctors denied him re-
lief, since his strength was quite un-
equal to a journey of any kind, ¢Let
me reach England, if it is only to die,’
was his passionate appeal ; and in the
end it was not made in vain.

After Sir Robert had taken leave of
this gentleman, Walcot repaired to his
hotel, and, pretending some change of

. purpose in his own movements, offered
- to be himself his escort to England.

The dying man grasped at this pro-
posal with gratitude and joy. On the
same night the Artemis sailed for Mel-
bourne a trader was to start for Wey-
mouth, and on board this ship, the
Meduse, Walcot procured accommoda-
tion as for himself and Sir Robert.

. The invalid was alveady in such a state

that it was to the last degree unlikely
that he should be made conscious of
the substitution of names; and, in-
deed, so it happened. The boat that
conveyed him from shore called at the
last moment for Walcot on board the
Artemis, and everything (except Mr.
Bevill’s witnessing that occurrence, of
which, of course, Walcot knew no-
thing) went as smoothly as could be
desired. He found himself in charge
of his dying companion on board a
vessel manned by foreigners, with
whom, even if they had entertained
any suspicion, deception was easy.

It was afterwards suggested by
some who were made acquainted with
these facts, that Ferdinand Walcot

i never intended to let his charge arrive

in Weymouth a living man ; that if
the device of landing him at Salton
Point—which the captain of the ship
himself recommended—had not been
put in practice, a still darker crime
than any which stained Ferdinand
Walcot’s soul would have been laid to
his charge. But of this doubt let him
have the benefit. His companion, as
we know, was landed at Salton Point,
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and died there, in his bed—a natural

death. Mr. Howard’s testimony may
be held conclusive upon that point. It

tion to Walcot to find in this gentie-
man an old friend of George Gresham’s,
since, provided only that he did not
take upon himself to communicate
with the family at Halcombe—in
which case all was lost—he had in him
secured a witness of the greatest value.
All his marvellous powers of pleasing

his object.
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a visit to his uncle’s death chamber,
that, as we have seen, he almost dis-

{ suaded him from going thither at all,
was upon the whole a great satisfac-

and rendered his momentary presence

. there merely formal and perfunctory.

When that last difliculty was sur-
mounted, Walcot had merely to carry
home what all men believed to be the
corpse of his patron, and to enter upon
his own inheritance.

Even if Annabel Spence, tired of his

i delays and excuses, and bereft of her
were exerted to win his good word,
and, as we are aware, he succeeded in

The sick man, although -

Prostrate and almost senseless, was in- |

deed ‘an unconscionable time in dying,’
and every hour of his existence was,
of course, laden with extreme peril as
regarded Walcot. When he did die,

€ wrote at once to Gresham, but re-
turned the letter, which he feigned to

last hope of his making reparation for
her wrongs by marriage, bad then
turned upon him (as she eventually
did), and exposed his treachery, he
had made sure of his main object—

. Sir Robert’s money.

drop into the post oftice into his own

Pocket, his object being to delay the
Joung man’s arrival, if not until the
I{Ody should be interred, at all events
Gl it should be past recognition. In

© meantinie, under the pretence of
going to London on business, he un-
ertook that expedition to Halcombe,
Which so nearly resulted in his cap-
ture by Mayne and Gresham. It is
difficult to account for the rashness
of this enterprise, but the probability
18 that, judging others by himself, and

€ Interest at stake being so enor-
Mous, he dreaded lest Sir Robert’s
Will, the secret receptacle of which
:’88 known to him, should be dis-
overed and destroyed. Even when

© gained possession of it all was not |

}: a1n sailing ; tardy as was Gresham’s

?vl.‘:lllm!?d (for he bad made it his study)
18h that young gentleman’s sensitive
cOUIdSOmewhat fagtidious nature, he
Secret not be certain that his ghastly
all might not be discovered after
to .dr or thl{i reason he took occasion
Burge‘)P & hint or two to the young
Grogo? of the morbid character of
with tam Smind, and so impressed him
© mischief likely to result from

Tival, and well as Walcot was ac-

For all that, Walcot did not lose an
hour in realising such portions of his
ill.gotten gains as were immediately
convertible into cash, so as to be ready
for flight at a moment’s notice. That
he had long ago some well-shaped in-
tention of acting as he had done seems
evident from the fact of the legacies
to Gresham and the rest being made
payable from the sale of the landed
estate, which otherwise would have
deprived him of so much ready money.
Why the landed estate had not been
disposed of, no matter at what pecu-
niary sacritice, seems somewhat inex-

plicable ; perhaps he shrank from beg-

gaving his patron ; perhaps, which is
wore likely, he hesitated to commit
a fraud so gigantic, and to punish
which, wherever he might hide him-
self, some unusual means might be re-
sorted to. At all events, with that
single exception of the Four Acre
field, in which he showed a tendency
to accommodate Mr. Raynes, he made
no attempt to sell a rood of ground.
At the end of Mr. Walcot's state-
ment was given an account of the in-
vestments, both English and Conti-
nental, among which the proceeds of
the sale of Sir Robert's stocks and

_shares had been distributed; a very

large amount of the securities them-

. selves were in the pocket-book taken

from his person, which likewise con-
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tained memoranda as to the rest that
put any concealment respecting them
out of the question. With none of
this, however, did Mr. Mayne concern
himself. No sooner did they anchor
off the port than a hoat pulled from
shore, bringing a stout little gentle-
man with a twinkling eye, but of seri-
ous deportment.

¢ Sceing your yacht in the offing—as
I believe it is called—TI could not re-
gist, my dear Mayne, from coming on
board to shake hands with you, and
to take a bit of lunch.’
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- never done while he was writing out
* the confession of his crime.

Nothing more passed between them
save the lew grave words that busi-

' ness necessitated, but when the lawyer

" brother-in-law to Australia.

Nothing could be more natural, or -

at the same time more opportune.
Mr. Sturt happened to be taking a
brief marine holiday at Harwich — if
you had seen him in his straw hat and
the scanty jucket that afforded such
development to his lower limbs, you
would have understond that at once ;
nothing was less like his usual appear-
ance when engaged professionally ; but
since he was there, und an old friend
desired his advice upon a business
matter, it was, of course, at his service.

‘ These securities seem all right,” he
said, after he had examined them ;
‘and if your friend wishes to make
them over to his brother-in-law, for
value received (here his eye twinkled
more than ever) the affuir can be
managed in a few days. It's a friendly
gettlement, as 1 take it, but these
memoranda must be certified.’

¢ Just so,” replied Mayne, ‘and in
the meantime my friend will continne
to partake of my hospitality.’

Not until the moment came for the
final arrangements to be concluded did
Mr. Sturt make the personal acquaint-
ance of his new client, though when at
Mirton he had been, as we know, with-
in a few miles of him.

¢ What ! Charles Archester !’ were :

his first words upon beholding him.

¢ Archester or Walcot, it is no mat-
ter,’ returned the other sternly; he
was doubtless not unprepared for the

and Mayne went up on deck, the latter
at once expressed astonishment at
what had passed below.

‘Yes; I knew that man years ago,’
said Sturt. ¢ Nor is it the first time
that 1 have acted for him profession-
ally. I understand now the reason
why he was so loth to accompany his
He has
been there before as a convict.’

¢ A conviet !’

‘Yes; I was engaged for the de-
fence at his trial, but the proofs
against him were overwhelming, and
the jury found him guilty without
leaving the box : he was a forger. He
passed under a false name, but it was
understood that he was of good family
and great attainments. He was said
to have a sister who was passionately
attached to him’

* Poor Sir Robert must never know
of this,” sighed Mayne,

“Of course not. Nobody need
know save you and me. When I
think of what he was when I first saw
him I could almost find it in my heart
to pity the scoundrel.’

‘I do pity him,” answered Mayne,
softly. ¢ What a wretched and wasted
life 1’

‘Yes, but how he lias wrecked
others ; remember Annabel Spence.
Old Pam used to talk of Rubbish be-

i ing something valuable in the wrong

place. Now Pity in the wrong place
—is Rubbish.’

Mayne answered nothing, but mur-
mured to himself those classic lines in
which hope is expressed that ¢ Auld
Hornie’ may mend his ways, and find

© things pleasant after all's done.

recognition, but it was noticeable that

his hand trembled during the process
of signature that followed, as it had

The thoughtful silence that had
fallen upon both men was interrupted
by the incisive tone of the Commodore.

‘Our friend below, Mr. Mayne,
would hav> a word with you before he
starts on his home voyage.’
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Walcot had agreed to leave that
very afternoon by a Harwich steamer
bound for Christiana ; indeed the war-
rant that was out against him was a
sufficient guarantee that he would
never trouble his old acquaintances
with his presence in England. Mayne
at once repaired to the cabin.

Walcot was standing beside the little
table, just where he had left him, with
his hands folded across his breast, and
his head bowed. He raised it a little
on the other’s entrance, and addressed
him thus:

‘I have done many a base thing in
my life, as you are well aware, but I

never yet stooped to ask a favour of an -

enemy. I am about to do so now.’

¢ There you are mistaken, Mr. Wal-
cot. Iowe you no ill-will upon my
own account, nor do I wish you any
harm, nor even to be hard upon
you.’

¢ You have your foot upon my neck,

that is,’ answered the other grimly,

‘ yet forbear to tread with your whole
weight. Well, that is something, and
shows a certain generosity upon which
I am about to trespass. Just now a
nan came here who recognised me as
—asaconvict. He told you all about
1t, I see. Well, I have to ask you—
to beseech you—to keep that shameful

knowledge from one particular per-
son.’

‘That is already granted ; rest as- ;
Sured that Sir Robert shall never

now it.’

‘ You are generous, indeed, but I
Wwas not thinking of him. Pray, sir,
keep it also from the ears of Evelyn
Nicoll.?

‘ Upon my honour, I will.’

‘I thank you, sir.’

And after a few more words they
Parted.

Mayne kept this strange appeal
even from Mr. Sturt, but it moved

im greatly. He told him, however,
What he thought was much to Wal-
Cot’s credit, that the latter had refused

Certain pecuniary assistance from him, .

Which he had offered at the last mo-
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ment, lest poverty should be his ex-
cuse for his reverting to dishonest
courses.

‘You were afraid, I suppose,” said
Mr. Sturt, smiling, ‘that these ftifty-
five thousand pounds or so out of the
sixty had almost denuded the poor
fellow of his cash, or that the eight
per cent. commission was not a suffi-
cient recompense for his pains and
trouble? I don’t think you need dis-
tress yourself. Mr. Ferdinand Wal-
cot is a gentleman, if I am not mis-
taken, who has feathered his nest
whenever the opportunity offered, and
to whose hands money has stuck
whenever it has passed through then.
The very ease with which he disgorged
50 vast a sum is proof to me that there
was plenty more where that came
from. However, you did quite right
not to squeeze him too tightly. He
is not a nanto drive into a corner.
And I am bound to say you have
made a most capital job of it. It was
risky—very risky—to the last mo-
ment. He could have kept his swag
at the expense of his skin at any time.
And without a policeman handy, you
had no pull upon him whatsoever.’

“Ah! but I had a policeman,’ re-
plied Mayne. He whistled shrilly,
and, as if from a trap-door upon the

.stage, there appeared at the top of the

companion ladder a guardian of the
law in full uniform ; stout and serious-
looking. He made his salute, and
stood at attention.

¢ Take him away, take him away,’
cried Mr. Sturt, hurriedly turning his
back upon this apparition; ¢ I would

. not be recognised as being connected

with this matter—for, though there is
nothing wrong about it, it is very un-
professional, very —upon any consi-
deration whatsoever.’

‘But, my dear sir, he knows you
perfectly well, answered Mayne,
laughing. ¢Policeman X, don't you
know this gentleman ¥’

To the lawyer's horror the appari-
tion nodded assent.

‘I know Mr. Sturt, of Burleigh
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Giardens, as well as my own brother,’
said he,

‘What does he mean? Damn his
impudence! Who is he?’ cried the
incensed attorney.

‘Don’t you know your own detec-
tive?’ cried Mayne, holding his sides
with laughter ; ¢ why it’s Mr. Lander-
mann, of Christiana and London.’

¢ What, Bevill ¥’

‘Yes, sir; it's me, replied that
worthy. ‘I came with Mr. Mayne,
in case my gentleman down yonder
might have any special business to be
done for him by deputy in Sweden ;
and also to make myself generally
useful. Between us, I don’t think
Mr. Mayne and me have forgotten
anything, down to these pretty little
-ornaments’—and he produced from
his pocket a pair of handcuffs.

‘I see, exclaimed Mr. Sturt ad-
miringly.  ‘You could have given
your gentleman a good fright, and yet
even at the very last have let him go
again.  Well, I must say, Mr. Mayne,
that this return match of yours has
been very well played out from first
to last.’

CHAPTER LIV.
HAPPY HALCOMBE.

HE breaking of Mr, Mayne’s
news, though it was such good
news to Sir Robert, was a little diffi-
«cult. It was quite certain that he
would never have given his sanction
to that ‘cuttingout expedition’ on
which the gallant little Kuby and her
vaptain had been engaged, but now
that it was over, and its end attained,
there was not much left for him to
object to, especially as his own legiti-
mate share of the prize-money was
fifty-five thousand pounds. Mayne
told him as much as he thought proper
of what occurred, and was only asked
one question.
‘Has this unhappy man gone back
- again}’ and on being informed that he
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was, and for good and all, the baronet
heaved a sigh of relief.

‘This dividend, as you call it (for
Mayne had laid great stress upon it
not being the whole sum), is as much
more than I expected, as it is more
than I deserved, and I hardly know
what should be due to you for sal-
vage.’

¢Ob, as to that I shall not take a

; shilling,’ said Mayne, laughing; it

was a private enterprise entered into
for my own satisfaction, and if you
will only acquit me of having wanted
to escape from matrimony, I shall be
more than satistied with the result. I
really had a reason for postponing the
happy event, but now——"

*You may be married to-morrow so
far as I am concerned, my dear fellow,’
interrupted the baronet, ‘and if you
won’t take the salvage, Milly shall.’

¢ Indeed, sir, Milly will have enough
and to spare,” said Mayne, ‘but if I
might venture to suggest such a thing,
and quite between ouiselves, suppos-
ing you were to give it to her sister ?
I am sure it is what Milly would wish.
Evelyn is going to marry a com-
paratively poor man, you see.’

- ‘He won't be so poor as you
imagine,” answered Sir Robert, drily.
¢ But your proposal is just what it
should be, and like yourself. Well,
now for the Yankee. He's a most
capital fellow, and it seems devised
the scheme that has restored to me my
property. What can we do for him?’

¢ The Commodore, sir, will take no
money ; it was with great difficulty
that I persuaded bim to accept a
present from me for which I had no
further use.  Since I am going to be
a benedict and a landsman, | have
given him 7/ke¢ IL'uby to do what he
likes with; and "he is as pleased as

. Punch at being captain of his own ship
. for the first time.’

¢ At least there is Mr. Bevill,’ said
Sir Robert.

¢ Indeed, sir, I am Bevill’s own em-
ployer, and have been so for some
time. I could not allow him to receive
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douceurs from what he would ecall ¢

‘“another party.” If you really do
wish me to suggest a little investment,
however, T will.’

‘1 do, said the other, impatiently.

¢ Well, sir, there is Annabel Spence.
She has a claim upon a certain person
which has never been acknowledged,
and she has been cruelly wronged by
him. I could scarcely appear in such
a transaction myself after the imputa-
tion the young lady was induced to
put upon me, but if you—having long
ago, as I feel sure, forgiven her tres-
pass against you—would settle a
thousand pounds or so upon her; she
has no friend, poor girl, nor home—’

¢ Not another word, Mayne; you
are quite right. “ Let bygones be by-
gones” is a principle that I above all
men have need to practise.  The girl
shall be well provided for ; though as
to a home, I understand she will re-
main with Evelyn.’

From that hour, in spite of some
Previous prejudice, Mayne stood in
Sir Robert’s favour only second to his
nephew and the Curate. This was
Dot because of his sagacity and vigour
he had saved so much for him, as Mr.
Sturt expressed it, ¢ out of the fire’—

or mere material matters had never
Weighed with him as with most men—
ut on account of the magnanimity
and tenderness he had exhibited
towards others, and also, without
doubt, for the tact and delicacy with
Which he had narrated his late ad-
Yenture. He had referred so slightly
to the object of it, that that feat of
reciting Hamlet without any allusion
the Prince of Denmark had almost
€en equalled ; Ferdinand Walcot
Va8 gall and wormwood and bitter
aloes to his listeners, and was never
Uttered save with bated breath beneath
the roof of Halcombe Hall. One great
a‘d"&ntage of his antipathy in the case
the Master of the house was that it
“38% a deep shadow of doubt upon cer-

matters in which this man had
affecteq
W
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Walcot having Leen proved utterly
false and fraudulent, he began to
entertain no little suspicion of the
truths of his Gospel.  As time went
on he learnt to cherish the memory of
his departed wife without seeking to
lift the veil which Heaven has placed,
doubtless for their common happiness,
between the Living and Dead.

As to his relations with those about
him, they became more tender and
gracious than they had ever been.
Dyneley used to say that it seemed to
him that Sir Robert almost fulfilled
the dream that supposes one to have
returned from beyond the grave purged
from earthly follies, and convinced
that the only true happiness lies in
conferring happiness on others. At
all events, in so doing, Sir Robert
passed the remainder of his days.

. Moreover, having tried and faithful

to be his guide; in other -
Ords, the Apostleship of Ferdinand |

folks to deal with, he did not make
those mistakes into which, in the
practice of their benevolence, the
most well-intentioned men so often

fall.

There were no three happier couples,
nor better suited to one another, than
those who looked up to him as to a
common father,

The union of Dyneley with Evelyn,
and of Mayne with Millicent took
place, as Sir Robert had promised
himself, on the same day, by which
time Gresham and his Lride had re-
turned to Halcombe, to fill up the
gap in that loving household made
by their temporary absence.

But Mayne and his wife were often
at the Hall ; and Mr. and Mrs. Dyne-
ley settled at the Manor House, as
had been agreed upon. In every
sense there was never a more ¢ united
family ’ than that at Halcombe ; or a
more paternal government than of
its rule, The despotism of the Great
Baba, indeed, was inflexibly main-
tained ; but then everybody loved him

.a8 the Russians used to love the Czar.

The double marriage was celebrated
with much greater éclat than that of
Gresham and his bride had been, for
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Sir Robert had now gained courage to !

face the world—though it was but a
small one. All his friends and neigh-
bours were accordingly invited, a cir-
cumstance that would scarcely have
been worth mentioning, but that a
difficulty arose as to one of them in
whom we have taken a passing inter-
est. There was no doubt of his being
a neighbour, both in a scriptural and
local sense, but there was a very
grave doubt as to whether he should
be a wedding guest. It had always,
it will be remembered, been a ques-
tion whether Mr. and Mrs. Raynes,
of the Laurels, should or should not
be reckoned among the County So-
ciety ; and though Sir Robert and his
lady had decided in their favour, a
certain circumstance had recently
come to light which rendered this nice
point still nicer. This was no less
than the discovery of what Mr.
Raynes had been before he had taken
up the role of country gentleman—a
problem that had detied the intelli-
gence of the neighbourhood for many
a year. Even the subtle young peo-
ple who guessed the double acrostics in
the country paper had been foiled in
this. How it was solved I know not ;
but, somehow or other, it did perco-
late down to Mirton Moor that Mr.
Raynes had made his money asa clown
in a circus. The instant that the fact
was divulged, every one recognised
its fitness, What man out of a circus
had ever been seen to grin like Mr.
Raynes? His wife had been the
Columbine in the same travelling
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company, by the way, but that was
nothing; the circumstance of the Mir-
ton church-warden having been a
clown, outweighed and overpowered
every other feeling in the public
mind ; even the Master of Halcombe’s
experiences of the other world paled
beside it.

Of course, as Mr. Raynes paid
higher wages to his labourers than
any other employer, it was one of his
own men who first threw his late
profession in his teeth. Hodge and
he had had some words about turf-
wittling,” which ended in the son of
the soil losing his temper, and saying,
¢ Well, at all events, I was never a
fool in a circus.’

¢ Well, I was,” admitted the other
frankly, ‘and got 600L a year by it.
I wonder how long the sort of fool
you are would take to realize that
income.’

The young folks at Halcombe very
much applauded this reply ; but Lady
Arden was dreadfully shocked at the
revelation of Mr. Raynes’ past, and I
hardly think would have got over it
(so far as to ask him to the wedding
at least), but for her husband’s ad-
vocacy of his claim to their hospitality.

‘He is an honest man with a kind
heart,” was Sir Robert’s own view of
the matter, ‘ andastohis havingbeen a
fool, 1 know one who was a great deal
bigger one, and who, instead of gain-
ing a livelihood by his folly, almost
lost a fortune.’

THE END,
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¢CHIVALROUS HOMAGE’ TO WOMEN.

BY O, =

IN his recent biographical sketch of

Thackeray, Mr. Anthony Trollope
says: ‘To give some immediate pleas-
ure was the great delight of his life—
a sovereign to a schoolboy, gloves to
a girl, adinner to a man, a compliment
to a woman.’

The selection of gifts supposed to
be appropriate to the different sexes
amusingly suggests the masculine
view of the way in which the good
things of the world should be divided
between men and women. Money
which he may spend as he pleases to
the boy ; an article of dress, which she
has not even the privilege of choosing,
to the girl ; to the man a dinner, the
symbol of all an Englishman most
prizes ; to the woman the Barmecide
feast of a compliment.

This appropriation of pudding to
Wen and praise to women is quite in
accordance with the theory of chiv-
alrous homage to the weaker sex, of
which Mr. Trollope so much approves,
and which he particularly expounds in
his book on ‘Tasmania and Victoria.’
In connection with some remarks on
the manners of the ladies he saw
during his visit to those colonies, he
€numerates the privileges which the
chivalrous homage of men has con-
ceded to women, with an emphatic
Warning that these privileges are only
8ranted in deference to feminine
Weakness, and consequently, should
Women ever cease to be weak, this
chivalrous homage will vanish, and all
Tespect and reverence for womanhood

16 out of men’s hearts.

Now let us briefly consider the
Worth of those privileges which the
clllvalry of Mr. Anthony Trollope, and

the men who hold his opinions, are
willing to concede to women as long
as they remain weak.

* Women all the world over,’ says
Mr. Trollope, ¢ are entitled to every-
thing that chivalry can give them.
They should sit while men stand.
They should be served while men wait.
Men should be silent while they
speak.’

These are conventional rules which
help to give grace and refinement to
polite society; but which are seldom
much observed in the privacy of
domestic life, and certainly not at all
by the great masses ignorant of
‘culture, sweetness and light,” amongst
whom a system of manners the very
reverse prevails. Mr. Trollope, as a
practised observer of social life, must
also be aware that even in the most
polished circles there are men whose
outward observance of all the forms of
chivalrous homage does not prevent
them from treating those women who
are under their control with the ut-
most injustice and tyranny.

But let us return to the list of wo-
men’s privileges.

‘They should be praised,” Mr.
Trollope says, ‘even without desert.’
But here we must pause again, and
ask, can it really be deemed a privilege,
can it be anything but an insult and
an injury to a woman to be praised
when she does not deserve it ?

¢They should be courted, Mr.
Trollope continues, ¢ even without wit
or beauty. They should be worshipped
even without love.” The meaning
Mr. Trollope attaches to these last

" two privileges requires some explana-

tion, so we let them pass as high-
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sounding phrases which might have
had some reality Lehind them before
¢ Cervantes smiled Spain’s chivalry
away,’ but never since.

¢ They should be kept bharmless
while men suffer. They should be
kept warm while men are cold. They
should be kept safe while men are in
danger.
live while men die in their defence.’

Would any unselfish, true-hearted
woman desire such privileges, or take
advantage of them if she could pos*
sibly help it? Is it not undeniable
that in all times of trial, women will
strive to take upon them, and will
gladly endure even more than their

full share of pain and privation; .

bravely bear their part in men’s
perils and hardships; and heroically
encounter every personal risk that
they may alleviate men’s sufferings,
or lessen their dangers? Yet it is to
women capable of such noble deeds of
heroism as ancient chronicles, or
modern histories, record, women
among whom, in our own day, a
Florence Nightingale and a Grace
Darling have lived,and laboured, that

SCHIVALROUS HOMAGE’®

They should be enabled to :

Mr. Trollope offers the chivalrous !

homage of drawing rooms, and the
ignoble boon of selfish ease and safety
as privileges sufticient to satisfy all
the needs and aspirations of

A being breathing thoughtful hreath,
A traveller between life and death ;’

—to women who have again and ;
again proved their possession of those |

high qualities—

‘ The reason firm, the temperate will,
Endurance, foresight, strength and skil!,

70 WOMEN.

Lamb, ‘that there is some such prin-
ciple influencing our conduct when
more than one-half the drudgery and
coarse servitudes of the world shall
cease to be performed by women.
Until that day comes, I shall never
believe this boasted point to be any-
thing more than a conventional fic-
tion, a pageant got up between the
sexes in a certain rank and at a cer-
tain time of life in which both find
their account equally. I shall even
be disposed to rank it among the
salutary fictions of life when I shall
see the same attentions paid to age as
to youth, to homely features as to
handsome, to coarse complexions as
to clear, to the woman as a woman,
not a beauty, a fortune, or a title.’ «

Since Lamb wrote, there has been
much improvement in the legal and
social position of women; but the
boasted point of chivalrous homage
remains the same conventional fiction
it was then. Sensible and clear-
sighted women know this as a matter
of course, and are perfectly well aware
that the drawingroom superiority it
allows to women has apparently been
conceded as a compensation for infe-
riority everywhere else. Theysee that
‘womanly weakness,” however much

: admired and reverenced in theory by

which Wordsworth ascribed to the -

¢ Perfect Woman.’

Now let us turn for a moment to
the Essiys of Elia, and see on the
essay on Modern Gallantry what
Charles Lamb thought of that chiv-
alrous homage which Mr. Trollope
believes worth more to women than
moral strength and intellectual en-
lightenment.

‘1 shall begin to Velieve,’ says

every chivalric gentleman, gets little
consideration in practice where the
drudgery of the world and who is to
do it comes in question ; and, there-
fore, instead of cherishing this weak-
ness as a ‘sacred attribute,” they will
try to get rid of it, and the faults that
belong to it, as quickly as they can,
sure that if through such conscientious
efforts at improvement they lose chiv-
alrous homage and all it professes to
give them, they will find a reality far

¢ better than any fiction, however time-

; honoured and attractive, could ever

© be.

Weakness, in fact, can never be

_ anything but a poor and pitiable ne-

. gation.

All the hest things earth has
tobestow,and the Kingdom of Heaven
itself, are won by strength. Strength
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of skill, energy, and endurance—
strength of courage, hope and will,
give that success in practical life be-
fore which the world bows down ;
strength of virtue, strength of intel-
lect, strength of sympathy and love,
strength in all things pure and noble,
win ¢ honour, love, obedience, troops
of friends ;’ the delights of knowledge,
the joys of beneficence. Such strength
Commands no merely conventional
and fictitious homage, but a respect
sincere and spontaneous, unsullied by
those baleful flatteries and poisonous
Insincerities which it degrades and
corrupts men to give, as well as wo-
Inen to receive,

And now a few words about the
Phrase ¢chivalrous homage.” Tt was
not for her weakness, but for far other
Qualities, that woman was glorified in
the days of chivalry. Was it not the
ewoic valour and strong soul of Joan
°f Arc, in combination with her
Maiden purity and noble beauty, that
Inspired the chivalry of France with
S8uch an enthusiasm of courage and
votion? Would England’s chivalry,

With Sidney at their head, have wor.
Shipped and adored a Queen whose
Yomanly weakness was her only claim
their devotion as they worshipped
30d gadored, the brave and strong-
inded Elizabeth? And was it not
© courage and high spirit, the force
Ot will, and greatness of mind of the
8reat Empress-Queen, as much as her
Jouth anq beauty, which conquered
€ reluctance of the haughty Hun-
8aTian nobles to be ruled by a woman,
9 flled them with that wild fer.
U of devotion which found voice in
‘We will die for our King,
Theresa !’
W 788 to the chivalrous ideal of
®Manhood that chivalrous homage
out Ppaid, and this ideal was formed
POWOf the highest conceptions of the
the 31‘ and influence of women over
P estiny of mankind the ages had
“09‘(71- It blended the image of the

divi
Wine enus of the early Greeks, the
7
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eternal principle of beauty and love,
withthe Christian conception of Mary,
the mother of Jesus, who, without
desecration of her virgin purity, en-
dured the pangs of motherhood, and
through suffering, brought new life
and redemption to the human race ;
intermingled with that grand heroic
type of womanhood, as inspired poet-
ess, prophetess, warrior and queen, of
which examples are found in the le-
gends and histories of all nations, and
through which the women of the early
Gothic tribes held so high and hon-
ouruable a position.

When men fell from the lofty ideal
of chivalrous knighthood, the chival
rous ideal of women fell also, and
women ceased attempting to realize it
in their lives. The large-minded her-
oic men of Queen Elizabeth’s time
were, through various phases trans-
formed into the profligate fops and
wits of thereign of the second Charles 5
and later still, into the coarser and
brutal sots and sensualists of the
Georgian era. Inthisdownward course,

! the men were most dutifully followed

by the women. The sexes are inter-
dependent we know, and act and re-
act on each other, but as women are
the weaker, and havehitherto been un-
der masculine control, they, like other
poor dependants, naturally did their
best to adapt themselves to the tastes
and requirements of their lords and
masters, and in so doing lost the re-
spect and reverence which had once
been given to them. A comparison
between the exquisite strains in which
the English poets of Elizabeth’s reign
sang of women's beauty and virtue,
with the coarse sneers, heartless ridu-
cule, insulting scorn and move insult-
ing praise, bestowed upon the sex by
men of such fine intellect and genius
as Congreve, Prior, Pope, Swift, and
Gay, would of itself sutfice to prove
this,

Out of the moral degradation in
which contempt of women had its
birth, both sexes have since emerged
Nearly all the great poets of the nine-
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teenth century have treated women
and the relations between the sexes in
a pure and noble tone. Once more all
that was best and highest in women
found a generous recognition in men,
and their minds grew larger, stronger,
and more enlightened under the genial
influences of sympathy and apprecia-
tion. Stimulated by such favourable
circumstances, women have risen to
greater heights of genius and intellect
than ever before, and many, with a
noble-self sacrifice, have devoted them-
selves to the task of raising to a higher
level, the moral and intellectual stan-
dard of their sex. Yet it cannot be
denied, that of late symptoms of an
evil reaction have appeared, especially
among the women of what is called
¢ Society.” Otherwise how could such
a satire as ¢ The Girl of the Period’
have found a place in the ¢Saturday

bella Trefoil, in Mr. Trollope’s ¢ Ame-
rican Senator,’ been depicted by one
who professes to draw from the life
and manners of the day. And more
conclusive still, how could certain
popular novels by lady novelists, con-
veying the most odious and hateful,
though apparently quite involuntary
and unconscious, satire on the writers
and on all their sex, have ever had an
existence ! This reaction has, no
doubt, sprung from various causes ;
but past experience seems to prove
that as long are women are taught to
believetheir chief end in life isto please
men, their worth and dignity can ne-
ver have a sound and secure founda-
tion. They will always be tempted to
seek their object by ignoble and debas-
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: ing means, and to sacrifice delicacy,

truth and principle in the pursuit.
These women, who are now incur-
ring so much ridicule and obloquy in

. their efforts to raise the position of

their sex, do not ask for their clients

i anything so fanciful, capricious and

. homage.

unreliable as modern chivalrous

They know that, to the

, majority of women, even in the most
i civilised countries, it has no more ex-

istence than the laws and customs of
Fairyland, and to the fortunate mi-

; nority who are permitted to partici-

pate in its rites and ceremonies it is
but a summer pageant, pleasant in the
sunshine of prosperity, but vanishing

. before the cold blasts of adversity.
i The *privileges’ they ask for are, as
. they Lelieve, far more important to
* the welfare and happiness of women

~in this workaday world than any
Review,’ or such a character as Ara-

which ¢chivalrous homage,’ even if
it were a reality and not a pretence,
could bestow, besides having the
supreme merit of benefiting the whole
sex, not one small class only.

It seems probable that, before long,
their efforts will be rewarded with
success, and woman will be permitted
to occupy the place which, through all
the obstacles that have opposed her
progress, she has again and again
proved herself capable of filling. That
place is one in which she will be re-
garded as neither a slave nor a divinity
—neither as domestic drudge, nor a
drawing room idol ; not raised on a
pedestal over man’s head, nor lowered
to a footstool beneath his feet, but
walking by his'side, legally, politically,
and socially his equal.
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DRINK AS AN EXCUSE FOR
CRIME.

( OME very painful thoughts are rais-

b ed by the discussion which has
lately taken place as to the pardoning
of Ryan, the wife murderer, after
he had spent a year or two in prison.
With the action of the Executive [ do
hot want to meddle; bat I think we
cannot too strongly reprobate the avow-
ed sentiments of the temperance advo-
cates who interested themselves in that
cowardly culprits behalf,

1 have long noticed a growing ten-
dency on the part of judges, magis-
trates, moral statisticians of « certain
class, and all the miscellaneous speakers
of a Temperance Lecture Commit-
tee to attribute crime to King Alco-
hol, as they are pleased to call forment-
ed liquors. To such a pass has this
Come that all the hatred and detestation
inspired by the crime is gifted upon the
head of the Alcoholic scapegoat, and the
criminal himself, — poor blighted being !
—only comes in for a good deal of pity.

he sound old doctrine that drunken-
Ness was an aggravation and not an ex-
Cuse for a misdeed committed by a

funkard is forgotten. Listen to the
reductio ad absurdum of this modern
angoid growth of sentimentalism, in

¢ case of the man who brutally beat
out his wife’s brains :

‘L am sorry,” says this interesting
convert of the Teetotallers, *that you
Ud not know of my heavy drinking,
which deranged my brain and resulted
Ve the death of my dear wife.” In his
Prison this murderer looks at his crime
48 something guite apart from himself,
U0 action of his, a deed done by the
Yhiskey-bottle, not by his own hand.
.. € can afford to express detestation of
1%, becange (as his good friends tell him)
the law which allowed him to drink
‘thkey is the real criminal. He be-
‘Omes almost maudlin in his remarks
A%out his < amiable wife” “No man
Could be |

Ten’ than he was, and as for himself,

appier with his wife and chil-

© figuratively applied.

what says he? I am a cruel murderer,
~—a savage,—a man whose hand is im-
brued with innocent blood? Oh ' dear
no! ‘I am avietim to this dangerous
trafic ' Cain and Abel have changed
places, and Cain, forsooth, is the ¢ vic-
tun !’ He hopes no one will suffer as
much as he has done—his nervous 8ys-
tem is shattered ;—his doctors tell him
not to look back upon *kis misfortunes.!”

Remorse is bad ;—but my theological
friends must excuse me if T say that the
deepest and most despondent remorse
would be a wholesomer frame of mind
for such a man to be in, than that self
satisfaction of spirit which casts off its
burden of guilt upon Alcohol, and sees
nothing in the record of its past crimes
but its own misfortunes and its own
losses.

F. R.

THE USE OF THE WORD ‘FEA-
TURE.’

It is not to be assumed that, in the
course of our somewhat gossipy ‘ Table
Talk,” we are to dare to undertake the

* onerous task of reforming the style of

the literati of our country. Of course,
not. Possibly the whole of us who sur.
vound this board, are not collectively
capable of such an achievement, Still,
it is probable that ‘a thing or two’
might be done, amongst us, in that way.
At present, I beg leave only to make a
few remarks upon the outrageous mis-
application of only one word. Can you
not, dear friends, do something in be-
half of the much-murdered word, fea-
ture? According to the definition of
one of the most appreved English dic-
tionaries,its literal meaning is ‘the form,
sign, or cast, of any part of the face ;
any single lineament.” When the lite,-
ary meaning is so simple and so easily
understood, one would suppose there
could be little difticulty in perceiving
where it could ever, with propriety, be
But what is there,
either perceptible or conceivable, which
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is not, in these times,called a ‘feature ¥’
This unfortunate word is made to do
duty for almost every abstract, or col-
lective, noun—nay, for almost every
common noun, in the language. When-
ever a writer of a certain class is at a
loss for a name for any conception
whatsoever, simple or complex, he is
sure to call it—a feature. Do you doubt
it? Take note for yourselves. I once
had the curiosity, during my readings
of the current periodical literature for a
short period, to jot down the multitu-
dinous meanings to supply which this
abused word was misappropriated. The
list would have made a more extraor-
dinary exhibition than has ever been in
any dictionary of any language. Who-
ever will be curious enough to try the
experiment will be amused, and per-
haps astonished, at the result.

This highly diversified and often very
comical misapplication of the word in
yuestion, like some cthers which might
be cited, indicates a gross indolence on
the part of writers, who will not take
the trouble to think what it really is
that they do mean ; and when thus at a
moment’s loss they say— feature. 'Then
when writers of acknowledged reputa-
tion toss words about in this slovenly
manner, of course those of lesser note
follow the bad example. And when
once a literary vice gets abroad, be it
even the abuse of a single word,it would
seem as if it were to prevail for ever.
For instance, we may, every day, read
of a ‘“St. Petersburg.” Where is St.
Petersburg? Everybody in Russia pro-
bably knows, and every reader outside
of it ought, by this time, to know the
locus of Petersburg, built by and named
for the Czar Peter 1., who, whatever his
other pretensions might have been, cer-
tainly never pretended to be a saint.
But, among writers and speakers of
English, Petersburg seems doomed to
be * St. Petersburg’ forever. Still, may
not the persistent desecration of feuture
be discontinued ?

P. 8. H.

CARDINAL NEWMAN AND
‘TINEA!

I was sorry to see in the last number
of the MoNTHLY that ‘ Tinea’ loses tem-
per in discussing the criticisms on Dr.
Newman. He-—I must say he this time
—is evidently offended becanse 1

used the words ‘he or she’ in speak-
ing of his former article. It was the
feminine sound of the name rather than
the weakness of the argument that led
me to suppose it might possibly be of
fewinine authorship. I had no thought
of giving offence.

‘Tinea’ does not seem to be aware that
the phrase ‘glittering generalities
was first used by the present English
Premier. The phrase has a very happy
application to many of the large, sweep-
ing expressions by which some writers
reach conclusions that are at variance
with the particular facts of the case.
When Dr. Newman says that ‘the
Church has raised the condition of wo-
man, destroyed slavery, encouraged lit-
erature and philosophy, &ec.,” the
phrase of Lord Beaconsfield applies ex-
actly. In the latter two instances, espe-
cially, the statement is totally at variance
with the facts, not only of history, but
of the annals of the present time. One
has only to consider the conduct of the
Church to such philosophers as Roger
Bacon, Galileo, Biuno and others, in
the one case, aud the fact that slavery
and the slave trade still exist in the
Spanish colonies, without any protest
from the Church, in the other, to be
satisfied of this. If ¢ Tinea’s’ suspi-
cions, afterwards converted into cer-
tainty, that 1 do not know what a gen-
erality is, were not so overwhelm-
ingly self-evident, he would see a very
good instance in his own article, where
he says, that * emancipation was due to
nothing so much as to the ever-increas-
ing incongruity between slavery and
Christianity.” This in face of the facts,
that when Christianity had been in ex-
istence eighteen centuries, the worst sys-
tem of slavery the world had ever seen
was in full force, unrebuked by any of
the churches—fallible or infallible—and
that it still flourishes in what Dr. New-
man, at least, would describe as the
most Christian country in Europe.

Coming to the other quotation from
Dr. Newman, ¢the Catholic Church
holds it better, &ec.,” I spoke of it as
being doubtful whether it was really
part of the doctrine of the Church of
Rome. I treated it as the expression of
his own individual belief, and if I did
not, as ‘Tinea’ says, proceed to criticize it
‘not as being true to its particulars,
but as revealing a state of mind, &c.,’
it is because the idea is so monstrously
untrue to its particulars that to any
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sane mind, not possessed by priestly as-
sump'ions, it is wholly unnecessary to
pointit out. Ihave not been able to find
out whether this doctrine is avowed by
the Church of Rome. I do not thinkit
probable ; but, though it is. it may be
founded on false generalities, just as
much asif it were the private opinion o
Dr. Newman. It is founded on a large,
vague and reckless estimate of the value
of the Solar System. The mere adoption
of suchan idea as a doctrine by a Church
does not change its nature. ¢ Tinea’
waxes strong on this point, and gets
abusive in his Janguage ; a tolerably sure
sign that the facts and arguments he sets
out to combat are too obstinate to be
disputed.

With regard to the trustworthiness of
Lecky as a historian, it is well known
that opinions differ very widely. My
remarks were not much concerned with
the value of his work as a history ; as I
said before, in testing the truth of the
Cardinal’s statement, 1 preferred to ap-
Peal to the annals of our own time, and
these are amply sufficient for the pur-
pose.

It is gratifying to see that ¢ Tinea’ ex-
bends the most of his energies and his
temper on the meaning of the word ‘gen-
?rahty,’_ and on the position of the word

and’ in a seatence,—I should like to
now why it comes in rather ¢funni-
1y’ ;—the most his hypercritical inge-
Duity could Go would be to show that it
Was superfluous.  There does not seem
:ﬁa&)e anything remarkably funny in

Dr. Newman's statement of belief
that the telling of an untruth by a hu-
man being is a greater evil than the de-
astruction of the Solar System, with all
the sentient life on it, is so extraordi-
Dary that it is to be hoped there are few
of his admirers who, any more than
N nea,’” would venture to defend it. Dr.

eWman’s writings have thrown a glam-
OUur over a certain class of minds,
Which prevents them dealing with reali-

2‘93, or seeing distinctly what is going
D before their eyes. = ‘Tinea’ is not

#Ware that therc is a new foundation
t(;ll: Mmorality coming into sight; he

l?ks my seeing it ‘looming up’ is part
N the most typical example of mental
onfusion that ever came to his notice.’
erhaps if he had given more attention
€ current thought of his day, and
to the ridiculous attempts of Dr.
eWman to revive Medicevalism, with

lesg

all its darkness and cruelty, he would
have seen it ‘loomingup’ too. It is
‘looming up,” and its light will get
stronger from year to year. At no dis-
tant day it will deliver men from the
bondage of ecclesiasticism and supersti-
tion.

I am afraid the readers of the MonTH-
LY will get tired of the subject,or I would
furnish some more instances to * Tinea.’
He may try, as in the former cases, to
strip off a word here and there, but un-
derneath he will find nuts of truth too
hard for him to crack. I will only di-
rect his private attention to the passage
—1 am sorry I have not the work by
me to give chapter and page—where Dr.
Newman lauds the Jews for the great
service they have rendered to the world
by their steadfast adherence to the doc-
trine of the Unity of God, seemingly
oblivious entirely of the fact that the
infallible Church has taken the lives of
millions of them, for rejecting the doc-
trine of the Trinity! Also to another
passage where he defines the nature and
powersof conscience with suchan amount
of exaggeration and lnose generality of
expression as, I think, even ¢Tinea’
himself would decline to endorse.

The works of Dr. Newman have done
much mischief in their time. They
have influenced for evil a large class of
minds ; but their effects will be but tem-
porary. He and they who think alike
with him cannot put back the clock of
time. or arrest the process of evolution.

In the era which is just dawning, in

the ever-increasing light and power of
science, his works will soon be forgotten.

J. G. W,

FIRE-ARMS AND THEIR INDIS-
CRIMINATE USE.

I THINK most of the readers of ‘Round
the Table’ must have noticed the unusu-
ally great number of accidents—more
or less serious, some of them fatal—
which have resulted from the indiscrim-
inate use of fire-arms during the past
year. It is also a fact that the propen-
sity, which almost every boy, sooner or
later develops, to go out with a gun
and shoot the first living thing he can
hit, is seriously despoiling our woods

- and waters of our beautiful and innocent

songsters and onr water fowl. Some
check must be put upon this evil, or we
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shall soon have our woods almost life- '

less wildernesses.
the country—during September and
October more espeaally—are perpetu-
ally annoyed by the peppering of guns
in the hands, not of true sportsmen,
but of idle youngsters and loafers ; and
they even carry their destructive pro-

Those who live in ;

pensities so far as to try to hit birds and

waterfowl from the decks of our passen-
ger steamers.

Now is it not quite time that we '
should have some such restriction on °
this sort of thing as a shooting license

would create ? Suppose it were tixed at
ten dollars—not an extravagant sum, I

think—or even at five, none but bona !

Jide sportsmen would take out licenses,
and we should be spared the perpetual

usal of paragraphs describing the loss
of life or limb by some careless or inex-
perienced marksman. I recommend this
suggestion to the consideration of those
who have the power to meet the evil by
devising judicious legislation. Some-
thing must be done, and that soon, to
save human as well as animal life from
needless destruction. In my opinion,
such a measure would, be far more
reasonable, far more humane, and far
more useful than is the present dog-
tax, as it exists and is carried out
in cities. Of course there is need
for regulations which shall protect sheep
from being destroyed by roving dogs,
and also such as shall protect our streets
from being infested by savage ones.
But neither of these requirements is
met by the present dog-tax, since the
owners of savage dogs can, of course,
protect their safety by the simple pay-
ment of one dollar—the sum charged
for the smallest and most inoffensive
canine pet. The tax is, moreover, I
think, an unjust one, In this country
there are few dogs which could be con-
sidered valuable as property ; and the
only other ground on which the tax
could be defended—that of protecting
the safety of the streets—is, as 1 have
said, not covered at all by this tax. It
is, I think, unworthy of a free country,
and oppressive to the poor man, to say
that no one shall have liberty to keep a
dog, however harmless; without paying

 different matter.

i the privilege of keeping his dog.
peppering of guns and the perpetual per-
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a dollar for the privilege ! I have seen
it pleaded that the poor man has no
right to keep a dog. I think the poor
man, who has few enough friends, has a
right to his faithful canine friend, pro-
vided he does not stint his children for
its support. And the children, in most
families, would willingly share their
crusts with the atfectionate playmate,
which is often one of their few treasures,
while the dog thrives well enough, in
general, on the scraps and bones that
tall from the children’s table. But to
pay a dollar for him is, in hard times, a
No one who has ever
seen and appreciated Landseer’s exqui-
site picture, ‘The Shepherd's Chief
Mourner,” would grudge the poor man
Be-
sides this, the regulation as it exists, even
in small places, 1s hardening and brutal-
izing. Village constables are, of course,
ready enough to carry out the idea to an
offensive and barbarous extreme when
they can get half a dollar for every un-
taxed dog they can find ; and village
boys, and town boys too, are easily edu-
cated into cruelty when they find a poor
unprotected animal on which they may
wreak the instinct for torturing which

. lurks in 8o many of our youthful popu-

- lation.

I saw, last summer, a mob of
boys dragging about an unfortunate dog
which had no fault but that of belong-
ing to nobody, and which in its extreme
inoffensiveness had permitted them to
bind it with the ropes by means of
which they were trying to haul it to a
place of execution !  Most of them were
sons of ‘respectable parents’; and the
only boy, who interposed a protest
against their barbarity, was a poor little
boot-black. I have no hesitation in say-
ing that if the dog-tax were abrogated
and the tax on shooting licenses imposed
in its place, the interests of both mo-
rality and physical safety would be very
wuch promoted,—and we should get rid
of what is certainly an anomaly in a free
community. Wa do need regulations for
the protection of sheep ; but we need
something much more effectual than the
imposition of a tax upon dogs in gen-
eral—great and small, savage and harm-
less alike.

F.
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The Egoist, a Comedy in Narrative ; by
GEORGE MEKEDITH. No, 90 Franklin
Square Library. New York : Harper
Bros. ;5 Toronto: James Campbell
& Son, 1879.

It is seldom that the reader of mo-
dern novels comes across a tale that will
bear reading twice. As a rule we are
grateful if the first perusal proves at-
tractive enough tomake us persevere to
the end ; and, when we have finished,we
Pitch away the volume without the lest
desire to hear it spoken of again. This
18 most decidedly not the case with ‘ The
Egoist.’

To be frank with our readers we must
Warn them that Mr. Meredith's style is
Peculiar, even to eccentricity. Some
examples of its crabbedness we will give;
but the worst (that is, the first chapter)
18 so0n over, and, once fairly launched
In the tale, we contrive to forget the
anthor’s mannerisms in the interest we
take in his characters.

But the first question we shall be ask-
ed is as to the position Mr. Meredith
Occupies in fiction—what school does
he belong to, in short ? Upon the whole
we should say he has formed himself,
Judging from this novel, upon George
Eliot, and with more success than might

ave been cxpected. The whole scope
of the plot is one in which our great au-
hQress would have felt herself at home
—the dialogue is conducted in her style,
T-and original thoughts are enunciated
M a condensed and telling form which
almost parodies the construction of

¢orze Eliot’s sentences.  On this last
Puint we would give the folluwing para-
Eraph as an example: ‘In the first
gush of our wisdom drawn directly from
®Xperience there isa mental intoxica-
on that cancels the old world and estah-
_Wheg a new one, not allowing us to ask
it is too late.” For similarity of char-
acters we would compare Mrs. Mount-
Stuart Jenkinson to the inimitable Mrs,

adwallader, in ¢ Middlemarch.’ Utterly

Mmenta) calibres are yet very similar, and

iferent in their positions in life, their '

> ward leprosy.

Mrs. Jenkinson says things that would
fit the parson’s wife adinirably. Take.
her remarks on conversational powers :

‘ Delicate vessels ring sweetly to a
finger nail. most of the people
ove has at a dinner table are drums. ~ A
rub-a-dub-dub on them is the only way
to get a sound.  When they can be per-
suaded to do it on one another, they call
it conversation.

But it is on Sir Willoughby Patterne
and Clara Middleton that the interest
of the tale centres, and Mr. Meredith
displays no ordinary powers in unfold-
ing their characters to us. Sir Willough-
by is one of those men who would have
been passed by with disdain by the old-
er novelists, as affording no opportunity
at all upon which to exercise their art.
His better qualities are all so patent.
Good sensible people go on adoring him
to the end of the book without shock-
ing our sense of the probable. And vet
a more contirmed egoist it would be im-
possible to conceive. He conducts him-
self with thie greatest possible show of
propriety and even of generosity, but
the more he does this the more we gra-
dnally learn to detect and loathe his in-
The effect of this slow
unveiling of his nature upon the deli-
cate mind of Clara Middleton and her
struggles to escapefrom her engagement
with him, form the basis of the plot,
which strongly reminds us of the posi-
tion which Gwendolen and Harcourt
occupy towards each other in ¢ Daniel
Deronda.” Itisonly the modern novel-
ist who cau depict the villain of the
piece masking hisevil (ualities with the
cloak of gentlemanly conventionality,
and putting his victims in the false pos-
ition of knowing his baseness while un-
able to appeal to any outward manifes-
tations of 1t.  Of course, there is a vast
difference between Clara and Gwendo-
len. Miss Middleton has none of the
pride and little of the spirit of her pro-
totype, she never sinks to such depths
nor is she capable of rising so high. It
is perhaps to this absence of pride that
she owes her happier fate.  But to do
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justice to the long duel between Clara
and her lover, we must refer the reader
to the book itself.

Some specimens of our author’s style
remain to be given. Ladies may apprec-
iate (certainly lovers and hair-dressers
will) the minuteness which penned this
description of the nape of our heroine's
neck. ‘This way and that way the lit-
tle lighter-coloured irreclaimable curls,
running truant from the comb and the
knot—ecurls, half curls, root-curls, vine
ringlets, wedding-rings, fledgling feath-
ers, tufts of down, blown wisps,—waved
or fell, waved over or up or involutedly,
ot strayed, loose and downward, in the
form of small silken paws, hardly any
of them much thicker than a crayon
shading, cunniuger than long round
locks of gold to trick the heart.” There !
one draws a long breath, and yet we did
not begin any where near the true be-
ginning of this sentence !  And this,
too, is thrown in over and above a long
half column portrait of Clara, from
which we learnt that her nose was ¢ not
actually interrogative or inviting to
gambols,” and that her hair merits the
epithet (slightly unmeaning we are
afraid) of ¢ winter-beechwood.” These
little eccentricities can however be par-
doned for the sake of the many felici-
ties of diction which occur when Mr.
Meredith deizns to be natural. What,
forinstance, conld be neater than the ex-
pression (anent Sir Willoughby’s voyage
round the world)—*holding an English
review of his Maker’s grotesques.’ 7 1t
is indeed when the author tries to force
more weight into the matter than the
argument will allow that he fails the
most. The second chapter is one in-
stance of this. It is headed ¢ Sir Wil-
loughby,” but its real text is a remark
of Mrs. Mountstuart Jenkinson’s to the
effect that he (Sir W.) has a leg.  The
different constructions and meanings
put upon this curious remark afford
scope for much ingenuity of an amusing,
but misplaced description, ending in a
passage out-Hugoing Victor Hugo him-
self. ~ Still speaking of the leg, he says,
¢ And its shadows are an ambush, its
lights a sarprise. 1t blushes, it pales,
can whisper, exclaim. It is a peep, a
part-revelation, just sufferable, of the
Olympian-Goiu—Jove playing carpet-
knight.’

Everything, however, “ pales its inef-

fectual fires” before the diction of the !

Prelude. Such asentence as this, *“ In-
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ordinate unvaried length, sheer longini-
quity, staggers the heart, ages the very
heart of us at a view,” certainly stag-
gers us a little. ¢ Monstrous monoto-
nousness has enfolded us as with the
arms of Amphritite’ is another good
mouth-filler. = And why the north of
Scotland should be described as ‘the
last few poor pudmonary snips and
shreds of leagues dancing on their toes
for cold’ passes our comprehension.
But in spite of all these defects we can
and do recommend this tale as one of

the best novels we have seen for some
time.

The United States and the Dominion of
Canada—Their Future. By Arnexax-
DER MoNRO. St. John, N.'B.: Barnes
& Co., 1879.

THis is an ‘annexation bray’ from the
Lower Provinces of the loudest kind
that has yet been heard. 1f Mr. Mon-
To is to be considered as speaking for the
New Bruuswickers and Nova Scotians,
there is, to say the least, no uncertainty
about the sound he gives forth. ¢“ These
Provinces,” he says,  are large pro-
ducers of oats, potatoes, hay, butter,
beef, cheese, eggs, farm stock, and other
agricultural products. And all these
products could be largely increased if
there was any encouragement to do so.
But surplus is a drug. However, we
can use what we require at home, and
for the want of a free market in the
States, we can sell the remainder at half
price. And our loyalty has also become
adrug. It is this thing called loyalty
that has kept the Dominion of Canada
behind even a single State of the Union
in the scale of progress.”

It appears from the preface of the book
that Mr. Monro has not always been an
annexationist. In other works of his,
such as, we presume, * The History,Geo-
graphy,and Productions of Nova Scotia,
New Brunswick, and Prince Edward Is-
land ;" and, ‘The History,Geography and
Statistics of British North America,’ he
flattered himself and his readers with
the pleasing idea that the country was
capable of being formed into a nation :
but this was the result of too easy belief
in the official and other reports repre-
seuting vast arcas of unoccupied lands
suitable for settlement in nearly all the
Provinces and Territories of British
North America. Wider observation and



BOOK REVIEWS.

experience gained by more extensive
travel as a Surveyor and otherwise, led
him to abandon this idea for another,
viz., that we are geographically unfit
ever to become a natiom, indeed ever to
become anything worth mentioning un-
less we become part and parcel of the
Great Republic, as predicted by John
Bright, whose glowing words on the
great future before us, he quotes.

The main argument of the bhook, to
brove the hopelessness of separate na-
tionality, and the necessity and certainty
of ultimate union with the States, is the
extreme leng'h, narrowness, and dis-
Jointed character of the cultivable land
belonging to the Dominion. We have
1ength withont breadth. Our actual
rear is not the North Pole, but the
8ranite Laurentides,stretching fron: the
valley of the St. Lawrence to the Red
R{\'er of the Noxth, a distance of 2,000
Miles.  All that we possess south of this
ron wall consists of two small areas
€ach about 10,000 square miles,the pen-
sula of Ontario, and part of the lower
Vvalley of the Ottawa, with part of the

Lawrence valley. Besides these
areas, there is no land to the South of
the iron wall,  “The great Laurentian
Tegion, except a few isolated spots, will
€ver remain outside the pale of habita-

¢ and food-producing country, * * *

€ unfortunate position of this region
o rocks so far south, or, in other words,

€ International boundary being so far
;mrt > can hardly be realized at present,
Specially in regard to the future of the

Ominion of Canada.”
ou ut the Laurentides are not al ways in
ang rear, they turn at Lake Winnipeg

hide themselves in the arctic snows,
\ at about the 1,000 miles extending

9nl’t’he Red River to the “Sea of Moun-

87 that make up British Columbia ?
th:;. %Ionyofs description of this part of

o hasogilxlrl;:]on"ltlhcl most elaborate one
Pleasedonr " will please, or woulfl have
om at one time, the Hudson’s Bay
val bany. With t}}e exception of the
?y of the Red River, the unsurpass-
Vaml(:rtlhty ‘of which he admits, the
Wi ted fert}le belt of the North West,
l'ass}llts arctic slope, treeless wastes, and

e “0%'pers, 18 a delusion and a snare.
I’roga,]o g‘s Archbishop Taché with ap-

acks) Ut Grant and Trow, Alexander

owe “}fle, and the late Hon. Joseph
boaats, i ¢ ranks among the * proud and
W pioneers who have substituted
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fiction for truth, and awakened hopes
that can never be realized.”

Mr. Monro's great mistake,though he
may be correct in his physical geography,
lies in the assumption that a nation can-
not exist except on first-class soil. On
these very Laurentides and along the
narrow slip of worthless lands be-
tween them and the sea,the great Amer-
ican mation was born, and there its
wealth and influence are still wielded.
There is much in the book, however,
from which we can hardly dissent, and
its perusal must have a poweriul effect
on many readers.

The Political Destiny of Canada, being
determined by its Financial Policy. Re-
printed from the Cunadian Spectator.
By a British Immigrant of fifty-six
years standing. Montreal, 1879.

Tuis brochure which may be noticed in
connection with the work above men-
tioned, as a future quota to the literature
of the anuexation question, deals chiefly
with figures, showing the rapid accumu-
lation of our national debt, its inevitable
and probally enormous growth in the fu-
ture, and the consequent utter hopeless-
ness of our financial out-look, unless we
join the Union. True or false, it is
powerfully written, and will set people
thinking.

High Spirits: heing certain Stovies written
in them, by James Payy, No. 83
Franklin Square Library; New York :
Harper Bros. ; Toronto : Willing &
Williamson.

THESE amusing little tales, for they
are all short, form capital reading mat-
ter for a hcliday season. Mr. Payn
h: 5 a genuine vein of humour, although
he will pardon us for saying that it is
not always of the deepest kind. Cer-
tainly his motto, taken from Oliver
Wendell Holimes.—*“ And yet I do not
dare to write so funny as 1 can,”—ap-
pears a little inappropriate to us. We
think Mr. Payn has written his funniest
in these tules, even if by so saying we
seem to arrogate to ourselves a greater
knowledge of Mr. Payn’s humour than
he has himself. But the reason for our
opinion is this, than even in these tales

- the author occasionally goes perilously

near the verge of burlesque. The one
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called “ A Mediaval Mistake” will serve
as an example, where an impossible
peer, dating in the present century, apes
the feudal baron,drinks *‘ypocras,” eats
porpoise,lamipreys, beaver’s tail,and pea-
cock, and has in his four lovely daugh-
ters, to serve the pastry and offer the
guests, golden finger cups.

1t must not, however, be supposed
that all the tales are like this, Most of
them are stories of the present day,short-
ly and pleasantly told, although not
tough enough 1 structure to bear
vivisection by a critic.

The two last, ** The Fatal Curiosity”
and “ The Cruise of the Anti-Torpedo”
are the least interesting, the latter be-
ing in fact very commonplace. Among
minor faults we way notice that “Jona-
than Mugyins, Q. C.,” although a very
vulgar man, would hardly put those
magic letters after his signature at the
end of an ordinary letter.

Church Rambles and Scrambles; by a Per-
ambulating Curate. Toronto : Hun-
ter, Rose & Co., 1880.

Maxy novelists have depicted types
of clerical life and character, and geu-
erally with success. It wonld take too
long to explain the causes which under-
lie the attraction in this quarter or which
account for the absence of the usual
percentage of failures in Clerical novels.
Whether it 1s that tlhiere is something of
a clerical nature in the outward embodi-
ment of ministerial character which

makes Rectors, Vicars, and Curates '

apter than the ordinary puppets on the
show-board of modern fiction, we will
not stay to inquire into, but will at
once proceed to give some account of
this, the latest, contribution to the light
literature of the ¥nglish Church.

* Church Rambles aud Scrambles,’ as :

the name would denote, do not plunge
us into any very severe disquisition on
theology or morals; nor do they lead
us through the ‘ mighty maze’ of a plot
in search of a more or less problematical
denovement.  They are, in short, easily
written, gossipy fragments, descrip-
tive of clerical life and surroundings,
from the stand puint of an earnest Ang-
lican Curate, whose knowledge of Cana-
da gives him a somewhat broader view
of things in general than falls to the lot
of many of his brethren who have never
crossed the narrow seas. The book
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opens in England, and it is easy to see
that the author has had considerable
experience among the agricultural poor
there. In fact, the most powerful pas-
sages of the work consistof descriptions
of poor Gile’s privations and uncom-
plaining heroisms. Here is a picture of
a rainy day aud what it entails on the
farm labourer—our author remarking a
little grimly that ‘rainy days are many
in England.’

‘He plods along the road for three
miles to his work, with a large hunch of
bread and cheese and an onion in his
pocket. Tn the evening he returns, his
coat feeling somewhat like a wet sponge.
How is it to be dried? Look at the bit
of fire in the grate ! You could put all
the live coals in a quart pot. * % *
There is a rush-light on the table, whose
flickering light reveals a damp stone
floor. No wonder it flickers, for the
sleety wind blows with searching power
underneath the door. * * * The
man who has been wet all day crouches
over the few red coals and is soon join-
ed by his wife, when they both tugether
help to keep the fire wcarm.’

A not less life-like and more amusing
sketch is the study of the Curate, who
can’t bring himself to understand that
sickness, want of food, and gloomy pros-
pects can dishearten the ordinary rustic
beyond the power of a tract to revive
him, The conversation which this in-
dividual has with the cottager’s wife,
accusing her of luck of faith because she,
not unnaturally, objects to the prospect
of the landlord selling up her bits of
furniture, is very characteristic. It is
well wound up, too, by the hearty ejac-
ulation of the relieved housewife. “Oh,
I wur glad when he went out o’ house—
[ never kuowed anybody talk more
about ‘appiness, but nobody ever made
me more miserable. He wur always a
bustlin’ about. There sartinly was a
zale about the man o’ some sort, but 1
reckon it wur more in his shoes nor inhis
art)

Some very sensible remarks on the
dificult and delicate subject of those
severe fits of religious depression to
which finely wrought natures are often
liable, may be mentioned as showing
that our author can rise above some
customary prejudices of his cloth, If &
man believes he has committed the ‘ un-
pardonable sin,” and will not listen to
ordinary fair argument, we quite agree
that the best thing to be done is to call
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in a skilled physician and ‘shut out
the patient from religious disputation.’
Pray for the sufferer, by all means, con-
tinues our Curate, buf, wof in his pre-
sence, as that would only foster the in-
tensely morbid personal feeling which is
at the root of the evil.

The latter part of the book transports
the author and sume of his favourite
characters to Canada. We may be al-
lowed to remark that some of his ideas
savour a little of that Churchisin which
18, after all, nothing but sectarianism.

‘nless we much misread the drift of .
a passage in the volume, our author -
considers that young children should .

not be brought out to Canada unless we
can be assured that they will be placed
With families that attend the service of
the Church of England. Better leave
them in poverty in England, he con-
siders, than run the risk of their going
to swell the numbers of the Methodists
or Presbyterians. As he is by no means
Unaware of the probable fate of these
children if left at home, we must con-

clude that he has a very exaggerated

idea of the evils of nonconformity.

In other matters too, the bias of the
Clergyman peeps out. We may be ex-
Cused for saying that there is the true
clerical non-sequitir involved in his ar-

ent preference for astronomy over

geology, Tue latter he considers is a |

ebasing study of matter and tends to
Materialism. “Apparently le fails to see
the glorious orbs whose sweep and cir-
Cuit he would have us study are comn-
Posed of just such matter as the ground
¥e crumble beneath our tread, and that

€ mind which fails to learn lessons of
Wonderment and humble awe from the
Study of the Earth's Crust will be as im-
Pervious to all the gentle influences of

Teturus and of Orion,

The Parson, o Dumford. By GEORGE
MaxviLLe Fexy. No. 87, Franklin
Square Library. New York : Harper

& Bros.; Toronto: James Campbell &
Son

Trig jg g disappointing tale. Mr.
£ could have done better ; and all
8 faults are intentional to the verge

:;crlminality. He can work easily and

o ecti"fely ; and his command of dialect
agzollsxdemble. With all these advant-

% he deliberately proceeds to spoil his
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tale by constructing it upon a burlesque
basis. For it is nothing less than bur-
lesque to introduce such a character as
Sim Slee, the Trades Union leader and
professional agitator. However amus-
ing the man may be, it is simply absurd
to imagine that any body of English
workingmen would submit to the leading
of such an arrant wind-bag and coward
as Slee is. It has been the fashion of
late to write novels about strikes and
lock-outs ; and the master-spirit on the
side of the strikers is usually depicted a
stereotyped braggart like Slee. But if
the untonist is an unnatural character,
his protagonist, Richard Glaire, the
owner of the foundry, is simply impossi-
ble. Coward is too good a name for him ;
he is utterly and irredeemably base,
treacherous, revengeful and dastardly.
In real life, no one could ‘abide him’
(in homely parlance) ; but here he gets
on fairly enough, and is only jilted at the
altar by the heroine. Then there is the
muscular and extremely unconventional
parson, who gives his name to the tale.
He is good but broad, very broad ; and
his breadth is perpetually asserting itself
so as to ‘scrooge’ the other characters
considerably at times. The book can be
read, for the tale in itself is lively ; but,
for reasons we have given, it affords no-
real satisfaction.

Family Creeds. A Romance ; by W
McDosNeLL. Belfords, Clarke & Co.,
Toronto and Chicago.

It will be'well for the world when it
learns what this thoughtful book pro-
fesses to teach, that the jangle of creeds
tends to human misery. Whoever reads
the work will doubt of ever finding com-
fort or an object to live for, in the pro-
fession or defence of theulovical dogmas,.
unrelieved by the spirit of Christianity.

THE CANADIAN ACADEMY OF ARTS. Its.
Constitution and Laws. Ottawa, 1879.

IN one of the of the latest speeches he
delivered, before leaving Ontario, Lord
Dufferin congratulated the Ontario So-
ciety of Artists upon the good fortune

“which was sending out to this country,

in the person of the wife of the new

. Governor-General, an accomplished mo-

dellist and sculptor, and an artist of

i considerable experience with pencil and
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brush. The practical proof, of this anti-
<ipated good fortune, lies to some extent
within the covers of the little pamphlet
now before us,

It remains, of course, to be seen how
far the Canadian Academy of Arts will
carry out the intentions of its projectors
and patrons,

The methods by which the Academy
desires to promote the encouragement of
Design and Art Education are announced
to be, the institution of a National Gal-
lery, the holding of periodical and peri-
patetic Exhibitions, and the establish-
ment of Schools of Art and Design. The
body of the Society is to consist of forty
Academicians, and an indefinite number
of Associate Academicians, and the gov-
erning body consists of a President,
Vice-President, Council and General
Assembly. The Council is made up of
twelve academicians taken in rotation,
SiX going out of oftice every year, and it
has power to make by-laws subject to the
approval of the General Assembly (which
meets once a year), and to the approba-
tion of the Governor-General. We may
here mention that considerable power is
reserved to the Governor-General who is,
er officio, a sort of superintending head
to the Institution. How this is to work,
when a Philistine may come to sit in
the Governor-General's chair, may well
be doubted, and a keen imagination
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might almost piclure a constitutional
crisis over the grave question whether
the Governor’s discretion should be ex-
ercised with or without the advice of his
constitutional ministers. While nien-
tioning this, which may be ¢ nsidered by
some & defect, we would also draw atten-
tion to the somewhat unnecessary prodi-
gality of resource which has endowed
our infant Academy, in addition to the
ordinary Professors, with an Antiguary,
a Professor of Ancient History, and a
Professor of Ancient Literature, officials
who, we may safely predict, will be more
ornamental than useful.

Annual exhibitions are to be held in
rotation at the following cities : Ottawa,
Halifax, St. John, Quebec, Toronto and
Montreal, one feature of which is to be
the Loan Exhibition, by no means the
least interesting one, if well managed and
cordially supported. One regulation we
cannot too much recommend, although
it will fall heavily on the ears of some
of the exhibitors in Fine Art Depart-
ments at the Local Shows. ¢ Noneedle-
work, artificial flowers, cut paper, shell-
work, models in coloured wax, or any
such performances shall be admitted into
the Exhibition.” With these words of
good omen for the future of Canadian
Art, we wish good-speed to the new
Academy.

MURSIC.

Tue Musicar Recorp of the month
of January in Toronto has been very
slender. A few minor concerts were ail
that local effort was able to produce,
while visiting performances were limited
to the Remenyi Concert, on Friday the
23rd, which in some of its features was
an event that will long dwell in the
memory of music-lovers. Edouard Rem-
enyi, like many others who are to-day
foremost in the ranks of musical virtuosi,
is a Hungarian, and has a romantic his-
tory. He presents one of the many in-
stances where a passion for music has

broken down all trammels of wealth and
position, and has driven its possessor to
the ever-fascinating platform. The great
promise of his youth, through and after
the stirring events of 1848, was abun-
dantly matured and fulfilled by earnest
and conscientious study ; and Remeny!
now comes before the Cis-atlantic world
as a violinist whose style of playing an

whose tone are singularly pure and free
from mannerisms and eccentricities. His
bowing is correct and quiet to the last
degree, and gives one the idea that he 18
always husbanding his resources. It 18
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slow, but produces a full, broad tone,
Whether loud or soft, and from its very
slowness, gives him a command over the
shading and phrasing that enables him to
Produce instantaneous contrast without
apparent physical effort. His power of
tone is marvellous; at times the volume
of sound produced by the violin in forte
Passages rises above and completely
overpowers fortissimo chords on the
Piano in the accompaniment.  His pia-
Nissimo passages, again, are wonderful-
ly distinct, and always full, rich and
melodious, while such diminuendos were
never heard here before. Long, exqui-
Site gradations of tone, brought the
Sound almost to nothingness, and to the
ast vibration the same fulness of tone
Prevailed. His execution is complete,
and entirely free from any appearance
oI physical effort.  His double stopping
Was wonderfully true, and varied, while
'S harmonics were brilliant, full and
Tound, and never out of tune; they
Were of a strength and breadth that sug-
gested the flute rather than the vio-
M. Critics have been divided in opi-
Mon as to whether his power of inter-
DPretation of the compositions and ideas
2 others, or his own individuality were
€ most predominant, but in his per-
Ofmancs in Toronto it was unques-
tionable that the colouring was Rem-
“nyi’s.  His power of expression is so
8reat and diverse that he can give more
Variety in his interpretation than most
Other violinists, and he probably sup-
Plies effects that lay in the minde of the
®mposers, but which have not found
PXPression at their or their followers’
ands, Tt g difficult to judge the cor-
Toctness of an artist’s taste in embellish-
ing the compositions of others when that
3rtist is to be heard onl y one evening,and
bit D he is naturally expected to exhi-
1t all his powers of techis ique at the same
me, and it s especially  difticult
- €1 the artist has such infinite resour-
Si: 8 Remenyi displays. _ His very de-
leael 0 please an enthusiastic audience
v him to give not only every bar,but
&nflry Single note its fullest expression,
heapioe leaves the concert with this
dOel'tfelt satisfaction, that if Remenyi
giv ® Ornament the composer’s work, he
legg " YOU nothing superficial or purpose-
ear o o1y sound and every shade you
N Create the impression that they
an de absolutely essential to the correct
pla Complete rendering of the number
Yed. * The programme announced
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by Herr Remenyi consisted of 1. Ernst's
‘Otello Fantasia'; 2. A selection of
Heroic and Lyric Hungarian melodies ;
and 3, Nos. 21 and 24 of the Paganini
studies. In his rendering of the first
number, all his power, pathos and ex-
pression were exhibited when he played
over the beautiful theme,indeed through
all his work runs a soft, not unhappy
sadness that can only be called Schirer-
muth. 1t was the finest legato passage
ever played in Toronto. The immense
audience clamoured for re-appearances,
after each performance of Herr Rem-
enyi, the applanse was loud and
long ; in fact no artist but Jenny Lind
and Nillson ever had such receptions
here. Herr Remenyi good naturedly
responded in the most generous man-
ner. In answer he played at various
times : a setting of Schuberth’s * Seren-
ade’;  ‘Auld Robin Gray; ¢ The
Campbells are coming ; “The Carni-
val of Venice; ‘God Save the Queen,”
and the Hungarian National Anthen..
He was ably supported by Herr Julian
Heinze, a pianist of no mean order, and
an accompanyist of rare merit. Herr
Heinze’s accompaniments deserve more
than a passing word; they were truly
artistic, full yet never obtrusive,—char-

| acteristics as rare as they are necessary

to a perfect performance. Of the re-
mainder of the support, little that is
good can be said. Mrs. Emma C. Thurs-
ton (a name that sounds suspiciously
like Emma C. Thursby !) is a lady who
is both in voice and method quite un-
fit to accompany such an artist as Rem-
enyi. The same may be said of Mr.
Edmond de Celle (!), the tenor.

The Y. M. C. A., under whose aus-
pices this Concert was given, deserve
the greatest credit for their enterprise
in giving Toronto such an excellent
treat, and it is to be hoped that their
future efforts in this direction will meet
with the same financial success as re-
warded them in this instance. It is ex-
pected that they will arrange with the
great pianist Rafael Josefly, for a
Concert during February, Among other
events to come off during the month,
i8 a concert on the 2nd, at which Miss
Thursby will appear, assisted by Herr
Frauz Rummel, a pianist whose reputa-
tion is world-wide, and who met with a
hearty reception at the Philharmonic
Suciety’s Concert during the visit of the

rincess Louise last summer. On the
5th the Philharmonic Society perform
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Mendelssohn's ‘Walpurgis Night,” which
they have been rehearsing for some
months ; and on the 6th the St. George's
Church Glee Club give théir second
Concert.

Lovers of the Drama will be pleased

THE ‘MONTHLY'S’ SCRAP-BOOK.

to learn that the Grand Opera House
will re-open on Monday the 9th Febru-
ary, with Miss Neilson in ‘* As You
Like 1t.

. CROTCHET.
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Whatis man ! ‘A pinch of phospho-
rus and a bucketful of water,” answers
a German Chemist.

Said an author to Douglas Jerrold,
¢ Mr. Jerrold, 1 understand that you
have told Mr. Blank that my last book
was the worst I ever wrote.” The reply
came swiftly : ‘ No, I did not; I told
him it was the worst book anybody ever
wrote.’

The Congregationalist tells of a wash-
erwoman who, being commended by her
pastor for her regular attendance and
close attention at church, said, ¢ Yes, af-
ter my hard week’s work is done, I git
80 rested to come to church, and sit and
think about nothin ?

An aged lady thinking she was dying,
said in a penitential mood : ¢ I've been
a great sinner for more than sixty years,
and didn’t know it.” To which her old
negro servant, who had lived with her
from childhood, responded : ¢ Good
gracious, 1 knew it all the time !’

‘Your handwriting is very bad in-
deed,’ said a gentleman to a friend more
addicted to boating than to study: ‘you
really ought to learn to write better.’
‘Ay, ay,’ replied the young man, ‘it is
all very well for you to tell me that ; but
if 1 were to write better, people would
tind out how I could spell.’

¢ Man alive,” exclaimed the Judge, in
a heated discussion of a tangled theolo-
gical point with his friend, ‘1 tell you,
you are a free agent. You do not have
to obey any one.’” * Yes,’ said Mr. Good-
man, meekly, ‘but I do, though.’
“Who I’ shouted the Judge, ¢ who ¥
¢ My wife, her two sisters and the baby,’
®owled the good man, meekly triumph-
ant.

Queer women they had two hundred
and fifty years ago. A writer in Nofes
and @ueries says that there yet remains
to be seen on a pane of glass at Little
Moreton Hall, in England, the fol-
lowing distich, cut with a diamond, and
dated 1621 :—

‘“Man can noe more knowe woman’s mynde by
Y G
teares,

Than by her shadow judge what clothes shee
weares.”

Said the Rev. John Brown to his theo-
logical students: ‘Young men, you
need three things to make you good
ministers—Ilearning, grace, and common
sense. As for learning [ will try and
set you in the way of it ; as for the grace
ye must always pray for it; but if ye
have not brought the common sense
with you, ye may go about your busi-
ness.

The sun comes up and the sun goes down,
And a hundreA jokes are the same as one;

The paragraph fiend and the circus clown
Sigh for a find of new-laid fun.

Oh, little we reck of the moonlit gate,
Of the apple green and the noisesome dun ;
For the hours fly by while the printers wait,
And a hundred jokes are the same as one.
And what is it all when all is done?
A joke is the same in a thousand climes ;
Here, fill up my column with reckless tun,
Set up this joke a hundred times,

A Glasgow mason finding it necessary
to flit, resolved to do so some nights be-
fore the term, and got assistance from a
chum to carry the scheme into operation.
While the two were carrying an eight
day clock down stairs they accidentally
made some mnoise, which brought out
the landlord, who lived in the same flat.
The mason, getting a glimpse of his
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lordship’s night-cap, with great presence
of mind cried out to his fellow, ¢ Hold
up the man’s head or he'll choke ' The
landlord, thinking a drunken man was
Zetting a carry, quietly withdrew, and
the procession marched past.

Writing to the editor of an English
Magazine, Mr. Ruskin gives utterance to
the following characteristic dehortation
~‘Young men have no business with
Politics at all ; and when the time is
¢ome for them to have opivions, they
will find all political parties at last re-
Solve themselves into two—that which

olds with Solomon that a rod is for the
fool's back, and that which holds with
the fool himself that a crown is for his
head, a vote for his mouth, and all the
Universe for his belly.’

Brown (picking up a volume from club
table): “ Ullo! what’s this/—¢Is Life
Vorth Living I’ What do you say,
‘m going to have curried lobsters and
elsh rabbit for supper, yes! If I've
ad curried lobsters and Welsh rabbit
0T supper, no ! But I've not had cur-
Yed lobsters and Welsh rabbit for sup-
Per; you see ; and, what’s more, I'm not
gomg to. So I give itup!” Brown :
‘SodoT!” (Exeunt, each to his re-

SPective business or pleasu re, as the case
May be.)

Be and continue poor, young man,
While others around you grow rich by
fraud anq disloyalty ; be without place
T power, while others beg their way
WPWward ; ‘hear the pain of disappointed

©obes, while others gain the accomplish-
Mment of theirs by flattery ; forego the
Rracious pressure of the hand, for which
Others cringe and crawl.  Wrap yourself
D in your awn virtue, and seek a friend
And your daily bread. If you have, in

I & conrse, grown weary, grown grey

With Wnblemished honour, bless God
die,
br'says an English critic :—¢ When a
shlde goes to the altar conscious that
loe 38 played out all her trumps and
st the game for power, much of what
goe fench call Iimprevi of marriage is
enlt]e and the girl feels that she is simply
) €Ting upon a humnidrum state of life,
.neose betty miseries and general drear-
on ii are known to her beforehand. 1f ,
¥he fe other band, it is the bridegroom
dop J€els that he is about to enter into
estic bondage, his face may possibly

ones!”  Jones: ‘ H'm!itdepends. 1f

i ‘Thanksgiving Day.
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not wear that serene expression which
one is glad to see upon a wedding day.’

First Pagan, then Christian—tlis is
the text on which the Caleutta comic
paper preaches to its fellow religionists.

Soldiers. yours the work of vengeance !
Slow to spare and swift to slay

Be your arms when next the Afghan
Shall confrout yon in the fray.

Let your father Viking’s tiercenese
Quell all thoughts of mercy, say

To the dotards who would stop ye,
We are Odin’s men to-day.

Thor and Odin against Maliomet
Till the accursed walls are tHat 5

Till our comrades’ Lones are rescued—
We'll be Civistian after that,

The following conversation between a
senior and an inquisitive freshman, says
the Amherst Student, was overheard on
East street the other evening. Fresh-
man (confidentially): “I say, Smith,
didn’t you find Greek plaguey hard when
you were a freshman?” Senior (non-
chalantly ): ¢ Greek ? No; Greek came
pretty easy to me.” Freshman (awe-
struck): ¢ What ! Didn’t you find Greek
hard?” Senior (meditatively): ¢ Hold
on. Lemme see. Greek ! Ts Greek
the stuff with the funny little crooked
letters{”  Freshman (in astonishment ):
‘“ Why, yes!” Senior (emphatically ):
“Oh! yes. Greek was deuced hard !”

Teetotallers would have us believe
that alcoholic drinks are peisonous.
Without giving an opinion on this phy-
siological question, we would rather re-
fer the matter to the famed eccentric
Doctor Abernethy when consulted by a
worthy Scot on a kindred subject, the
use of narcotics—* Tell me, doctor,does
tobacco, or snuff, or ardent spirits, in-
jure the brain !’ “Nay, verily,’ said the
eccentric M. D. * Weel, I'm real glad
at that,” said the querist, *for I like a
bit snuff among hauns, an’ whiles a
draw o’ the pipe, an’ when it’s woner-
fu’ cauld I'm fond of a bit nedfu o
spirits.” ¢ Well,’ said the fun-loving
doctor, ‘ Drink, smoke, and snufl as
much as you like, neither of these things
will injure your brain, for I never saw
a wan that had any brains use any of
the specified articles of poison.’

Soon after the late Salmon P, Chase
assumed the gubernatorial chair in Ohio,
he issued his proclamation appointing ¢
To make sure o

| being orthodox, the Governor composed
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his proclamation almost exclusively of
passages from the Bible, which he did
not designate as quotations, presuming
that every one would recognise them,
and admire the fitness of the words, as
well as his taste in their selection. The
proclamation meeting the eyes of a de-
mocratic editor, he pounced upon it at
once, declared that he had read it before
—he couldn’t exactly say where ; but he
would take his oath that it was a down-
right plagiarism from beginning to end !
That would have been a pretty fair joke;
but the next day the republican editor
came out valiantly in defence of the
governor, pronounced the charge false
and libellous, and challerged any man
living to produce one single line of the
proclamation that had ever appeared in
print before.

It would be idle for any one, stand-
ing beside his strawberry-bed in Juue,
to try to determine how much of its
matchless flavour the scarlet fruit owed
to a congenial svil, how much to moist
mulchings, how much totimely showers,
how much to the kissing of the sun-
shine. Yet that would be an easier task
than to determine the relative potency
of the multitude of influences that have
a hand in shaping personal character.
We are apt to think that sermons and
lectures and newspapers and Bible-class-
es and mass-meetings and magistrates
must do most of the work of making
men and women what they ought to be.
We have great faith, nowadays, in ma-
chinery. But, if it were possible to
pick out all the interwoven inflaences
that have given form and colour to
the fabric of personal character, pro-
bably every one of us would be surpris-
ed to see how much, in his own case,
what is due to the life and character
of the men and women whom he has
known —men and women, too, who nev-
er exhorted him or elbowed him, but
simply lived their faithful lives before
him.

Here is a true and amusing story of
the ‘distress’ in Ireland. The landlord
is sitting in his library collecting such
of his rents as he can secure, and there
enters to him the occupier of a small
farm. ‘So you have come to pay your
rent, Flanagan? he asks. Flanagan
sighs heavily, and assumes an aspect
of deep distress. ‘Shure,your honour,
the times is cruel hard, and it’s wanting
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to do my duty T am, but it's a mighty
difticult thing to scrape a few pounds
together,” he answers. ¢ Well, and what
do you propese to do,Flanagan ‘Well,
your honour, I wish jt was my rent I
could pay,the whole £150f it; but scrape
and scrape as I might, it is only the £10
note I could get together, and I had to
sell the pigs to make that) Flanagan
exhibited the note ; but is reluctant to
part with it, and looks at it lovingly,
though he cannot read the inscription.
¢ That’s all I could tind by all of pinch-
ing and scraping, your honour, and 1
was hoping that, seeing how bad the
times is, your honour might be plazed to
forget the rent for the half year, for the
crops is nothing, and it's buying every-
thing I'll have 10 be.’ The landlord,
however, stretched out his hand for the
note.  ‘ Times are hard, Flanagan, as
you say, though your crops are scarcely
as bad, I fancy, as you make out. I’'m
afraid I must take the £10, but Il give
you the change. You have taken the
wrong note out of your cash box ; this
one is for £100

A writer in one of our weekly cotem-
poraries who signs himself ‘Jack Spratt,’
contributed the following to his paper
a week or two ago. Under its grotesque
garb there is more truth and true feel-
ing than often appears under finer forms
of writing :—* Yes, [ know Young Mug-
by. He was a good plucked ‘un, he
was. He commenced life with ’osses
an’ cabs at fifteen, and he died lag’
week at tweuty-seven. No, it ain't
long for a man to work, but that Young
Mugby did work. He worked among
all o’ his mates, and got ’em to insure
their lives, and to join heaps o’ henefit
sossieties. An’ he wur about the best
cabby as I know ; that’s the reason, sir,
as 'ow you see 80 many cabs a-following
him to his grave.’

He wor only a eabby, you know, sir,
An’ never lived out o’ the rank,

But he kinder like ruled just a king, sir,
And he knew he wor right as the Bank H

For if ever a old whip wor dying,
With nothing to leave to his boys,

He d send for Younyg Mugby, an’ sighing,
Say, “Find em in grub and in toys.”

And he worn't but so-so a scholar,
But he allus was gentle to all ;

Though his Christianity worn't on the holler,
He ever wor goud to grief's call ;

An’' he told us to save and be careful,
S0 now up aloft as he’s gone;

We're oping he's driving God’s brougham,
A-singing a cab-angel’s song




