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PREFATORY BUSINESS ADDRESS TO SUBSCEIBIR:
AND CONTRIBUTORS.

BY THE EDITOR.

Po we want a good Caxaniax Macazixe 2 The answer wo
have offon heard given to the query is—<Yes, we do.” Can we
maintain & geod magazine? That s to say—Ts there sufticient
neatice and anported talent—literary, scientific and artistic ability
in the conuntry to furnisii material of such a standard as wil)
catis{y the public taste and general eduecation 2 We are fully
persuaded there is. Have we literary and artistic skill among
us competrent to produce a periodical which will bear comparison
with our linglish and American periodicals?  Look at our
spectinen nanmber. examine it earcfully, judge impartially, decide
generously. act prompily, subseribe for the Caxaprsx Macazixe.
and recommend it to vour Ifriends and acquaintance. We con-
fidently appeal to the Canadian publie for a generous, hearty.
winiversal support.  Whatever other periodieal Jiterabure is taken
lot the < Caxapiax™ be the family magaziue, the houschold com-
panion. the domesiic favowrite. © Our Canadizn Magazine.”  Place
the proprictors by vowr padronage in such a position that they can
afford to employ and properly pay artists and literati of every
deseripiion to illustrate and enrich its pages in sueh & nwnmer
shat the magazine will be hailed as a welcome, looked and longed
for wisitor, and be an ormumnent alike to the cofitage parlour and
the ornate dvawing-room of the costly mansion. We desire and
invite the Aonest, able and carnest co-operatson of the talented. the
gifted, mnd the cducated of owr community, in farnishing articles
of such a character as will possess sttractions for the general
veader.  Of this class of literatwre ave tales, historical and hiographicni
stetehes, essays. deseriptive pleces, of loeal sceenery, incidents and re-
miniseences of travel and adventure by land and water, ficld and
Hlood, papers on scientific experiments and illustrations of art,

We shall not conline ourselves to native talent, but will give
such the preference, so far as we feol justified by the paramount
interests of owr magazine.

Lo our Poeite (;ontuoutors. especially the ladies, we will venture
to say —eclothe the richies of your imagination in appropriate cos-
tume. Meretricions display must always yield the palm fo simple
heaniy. We remember, many years ago, hcaring a few short
poems, of a pastoral and descriptive character, read. They were
productions of a bard unknown to fame, ocvond his own immediate
uweighbourhood. The writer was a poor, hbourm_a man, a hand-
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Prevatory Busiuess ddpess, it

loowr weaver.  Awmong the rest of the poems was bne descriptive of
Spring, in which the flowers received a tribute of admiring homage
to their beauty and fragrance. The daisy and bubterenp, the
primresy and May flower. the blue-bell and fox-glove, with the
vest of the wild Howers. were deseribed in simple, touching, {trnih-
ful language, which thyilled the mind by its natural, unaffeeted.
but foreibic beaury, until veader and hearers were aftected to
tears; the highest and most cloquent t~ibute which an author and
a poeb can xeceive.  Oneremark, however, was made by a listener,
which we have not forgoticn,— As vou read T could hardly per-
suade wmysclf that L did nob smell the flowers he deseribes.”

To the Jearned professions—onr Canadian preachers and teach-
ers. onr lawvers and doctors, the editor specinlly addvesses an
vitation for such papers as learned leisure mey enable you to pro-
duce whether of a literary or seientific deseription.

Many characteristic featuves of human life come under your
obscervaiion whicir if graphically portrayed, would be valuable
lessons for the thousands of onr readers.

Many of you, especially you who are teachers, pursue javoritc.
purticular studies, the results of which it would not be convenient
to publish in book form. Send these to onr pages and thus enhanec
their value by 2 descriplion, it may be—of some geological.
oryctological, or conchological rarity—an entomo’,—ichthyo’,—-
herpeto’,—ornithe’,—or mammalogical curiosity. This scems o
formidable, and perhaps to some, a ludicrous list of teclmicalities :
it is, however. gennine, but by no means exhaustive.

There are three favorita seienees to which we have not herce
alluded-- astronomy, botany, and chemistry.  Upon these subjects
short papers, which will be intelligible without wood-cuv illustra-
tion, will always receive our warmest welcome for tie scientific
part of our magazine.

"These, astronomy . botany and chemistry, ave subjects which wve of
immense practical utility, and of inoexhaustible interest ;—subjcets
to which a1l classes, high and low, rich and poor, have dirccted
their attention with great profit, mentally, at least. and which axe
now bheing investigated with remarkable results.

We snall be happy to make special arrangements with anyone
deswrous of publishing illustrated papers on any of these subjects.

Our scientifie friends must, however, remember that the great
leading aim and intention of the Caxaprax Maeazing is not the
deveJopment of seience, but literature, such as will be generally
readable, avoiding the heavy and dry, as one extreme, and the
light, frivolous and sensational, as the other,

Tt is well known that in Canada we have few who have made
literature a profession, but the ivw who have done so, speak well
for the subsequent, carcer of our native writers. It is because we
have faith in home talent, that we open our pages to encourage the
production and growth of a native literature. We intend to supply
a standard of first-class journalism from the pens of professional
writers, so that our contributors may have a model, and our zeaders
a rich mental treat. With this object in view, we are now corres-
ponding with some of our first-rate anthors, and have already



iv Business  Notiees,

secured @ very choice production from the uuthor of * .Johu
Halifux, Gentleman,” "To those who have read Miss Mulock's
(now Mrs. Craik’s) works, it is uscless to say anything respecting
tier abilities as a writer.  Po those, however, who have not vewd
any of her productions, permit us to say, that we honestly class
tier descriptions of domestic life and personal character. among
the finest to be found in the English lauguage.

The new novel we ave now publishing, ¢« Hunnal,” as she savs
in her letter Lo us, “is on a subject strongly interesting to the Colonies.
sand.on achich they und the Mother ¢« ountry digier, viz., Marriage with
o deceased wife's sister.” Another cireumstance gives pecudiar
interest to this novel ;—-she says, It will likely be my last, for, al
auy rate, some years.” We may have oceasion in a subsequent
sumber {o notice the subject upou which this inferesting and
nstruetive novel is written, a subjeet upon which so much has haen
~aid and written.

BUSINIESS NOTICES.

The Proprietors of the Caxaviay Maeazise having purchased
from Mrs. Cruik, her copyright of * Hannah,” for the Dominion.
liereby notify all persons interested respecting the fact.

The Canadian Scrial, «Royalists and Loyalists,” is being writ-
ten specially for our Magazine, and is our exclusive property.

The subscription price for the Magazine is 82 per annum :
single nambers, 20 cents.

Lo advertisers,onr Magazce will offer at very moderate charges.
a valnable wedinn.

To Conrgsroxnents.—All contributions are carefully considered.
and unaccepted MSS. are retnrned on receipt of stamps for post-
age : but the Editor will not be held rvesponsible for any aceidantal
Lass,

Every manuscript should bear the Nome and Address of the Send-
. It should be legibly written—and only on one side of cach
ieaf. Postage on MSS. is only one eent per ounce.

All manuseript communications should be addressed to R. Riva-
way, sq.. Editor Cunadian Maigazine, "Toronto.

Letters on gencral business, address, {evivg, Frisy & Co., Pub-
{ishers and Proprietors Caxaniax Macazme, Toronto.
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ADDRESS ON LITERATURE.

BY THE EDITOR,

-Much has been said and written respecting the false views of
human life to be found in some works of fiction. We admit that
such is the case, some novels throw a halo round even the most
disreputable of their characters, and make consummate villaing
into romantic heroes. Writing of this description is in extensive
demand among certain classes,—such as the sickly sentimental,the
imperfectly educated and the vicious. Many journals pander to
this sensational class by the publication of the most morbid litera-
ture. Butbecause some professed artists produce daubs and carica-
tures, true art must not be condemned. It is quite as truein
literary art as in any other, that the great masters copy direet from
nature. We remember, some years ago, hearing a long diatribe by
a public lecturer, on works of fiction, light and magazine literature,
in which he professed to show the evil effects of such reading upon
the mind, through creating a distaste for more solid and practical
literature. All such reading as novels, he asserted, was mental
poison, varied in its power according to the character of the pro-
duction, but all of which tended to paralyze the thinking powers,
because it required no exercise of the judgment. So powerfully
convinced was the lecturer of the truth of his statements, that he
experimented i propria persona, he was in private ! a great reader
of novels, and if all are poisonous, he sometimes selected such as
contained strong doses of the paralyzing virus. Such is the incon-
gistency of fallen humanity! Our best novels copy direct from
actual, daily life; and so far from exaggerating character and
facts, we think the reverse will often hold good. If we eall to
mind the remarkable divorce cases which have been reported in
European and American papers during the past twenty years, and
the extraordinary revelations which have been elicited during the
trials, we shall find facts stranger than fiction, in its ordinary
acceptation, while some of the exceptional cases rival the wildest
romance. If we turn to the records of crime arising from the love
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of money, or of place and power, we find shades of character so
dark, that to paint them in a novel, would be, to say the least,
hazardous to its success.

As regards attacks upon pure magazine literature, it matters but
little 5 if 1t give the writers or speakers a certain kind of satisfac-
tion, let them enjoy it, the world will please itself as to what it
reads, Public opinion, in the present age, has given its verdict in
favor of o cheap, general literature, one which, while it conveys
nseful instruction, will interest and amuse. Some persons are of
opinion that the very best of our novels inculcate erroneous views
of the great leading doctrines of religion. Now we could say
much on this subject ourselves, were we inclined to do so, but it is
encroaching upon ground we do not intend to tread. If novels
were written to inculcate any views of doctrinal religion, we should
each be inclined to select our own; but our impression is that few
persons suffer in this particular.

If, however, a novelist neglects to inculcate the great practical
duties of life, if he has no moral in his writings, if faitk, hope and
charity are not the galaxy of manly, as well as christian virtues, we
do not want to read his writings.

But if the writer glossesover crime,—if the seducer is exculpated
by specious excuses,—the duelhist murderer made a brave, hononr-
able man, or any other of the forms of vice sophistically gilded, we
say, away with such books, they are pollution! No such reading
can ever be permitted in the pages of the Canapran Magazing,
so long as we occupy the editorial chair, and act as literary censor.
But now about our serial tales.

Many people are of opinion that they cannot read a serial tale.
They find a difficulty in remembering the several connecting por-
tions of the story. What must we say to such persons? Shall we
be rude and cail them intellectual funnels ? Of course if people
read merely to forget, it cannot matter much what they vead or
how they read it. If we must profit by our reading, we must
carefully masticate, that we may properly digest; and by
receiving our mental food monthly, our novel as a serial, we ghall

- be following out the natural order of exercise and rest.

There is another advantage arising from receiving our novel in
.instalments: it prevents a literary surfeit,—it prolongs our enjoy-
ment of the feast. In eating some delicious morsel, how gourmand
like we desire to prolong the sensation; or when sipping some
nectar-like liquid,—some generous, pleasant wine, we defer its
dismissal and wish, as it trickles slowly from the tongue and
palate, that we could indefinitely lengthen our swallow, and thus
protract our enjoyment. The serial does this: it lengthens the
throat so that our epicurean wish can be gratified, and our feast
extend throughout the year.

It is surprising how much we can read when it comes to us in
the periodical form. How many of us have read Thackeray and
Dickens while sipping our coffee at breukfast,—while lingering
over 2 late dinner, or when in slippered feet, with tea and toast for
refreshment, the shaded lamp shedding its softened light upon the
open page, have amused and entertained the family circle by tne
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writings of those gifted men. And now a few words respecting
the serial which commences in our July number, and which will be
continned from month to month, accompanied by full-page illus-
trations,  There will be no patching-up,—no impossible plots and
clap-trap surprises. Many of the incidents and statements have
been related to the writer by the actors personally, others by their
immediate descendents, while others have been obtained by corres-
pondence or from the pages of biography and our standard histories.

Read the serial cavefully, and you will find, as it proceeds, that
both as regards history and persons, the author is endeavor-
ing, in fictitious dress of course, to give a simple representation of
facts, and a true portraiture of individual character. The writer
may fail, but he will certainly endeavour to assist in teaching a
Jesson—a great political lesson—which many are very slow to learn
(and none more so than our cousins across the line) that Canadians
are Loyal but not necessarily Royal.  'We respect tho institutions of
a free and great people, but we love our own.

We are not blind to the failings and imperfections ¢f our rulers
when such things appear, nor are we so servile as to fear speaking
m a decided manner, when speech is necessary. We have a good
and noble Queen,—long may she reign! We have unsurpassed
laws, alike in framing and administration. We have the perfection
of freedom ; freedom with proper and just restraint. Where can
we look for more! Certainly not to our neighbouts.

Since our United Empire Loyalists crossed the borders, at the Re-
volution, we have sought no connection with the States beyond na-
tional interchange and the legitimate relations of commerce and
courtesy. We know they have expected and looked for a change in
our national feeling, views, and councils, but all in vain. They have
iried threats and coercion, and have circulated fictitious reports of
general disaftection, and a desire to joiv their republic. They have
lectured apon it in their public assemblies; have preached annexa-
tion from their pulpits; have discussed the subject in their Con-
gress of States, and the various Senates and Houses of Represen-
tation throughout the country. Their newspapers and other
literature ever since 1783, have written upon it, in every foriu that
sense and non-sense could suggest ; but we are loyal as ever, true
to our convietions of duty, of self interest, of national homnour !
We have a grest mission of our own to accomplish, and we will
not be diverted from its execution. The bait may be very tempt~
ing to some, but the hook is too manifest to all. We do not
bluster nor filibuster : we have, hitherto, gone quietly and peaceably.
about our own business, and this ought to be a guarantee for our
future conduct. Qur republican neighbours draw invidious com-
parisons between our exorbitant expenditure and their own
cconomical government ; they remind and twit us about our costly,
royal establishments, and complacently twirl the moustache of
personal vanity as they speak of their own astounding institutions.
In this respect, accepting their view of the case, we are an unfor-
tunate people; but-despite- our alarming position,—our apparent
inferiority,—we pay our debts, with dignity, and neither threaten,
nor discuss the policy ol repudiation. They. sneer at our aristocracy
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and our extreme ot flunkeyism. They have, in their best journals,
designated the noblest of Inglishwomen, and & model wife and
mother,—a snob, our Queen has been called,—an ill-dressed dowdy.
‘Weore names ever worse misapplied 2 Could journalism more
effectually degrade itself? They point, with affected derision, to
the foibles and failings of our royal and noble familics. Are we
not quite as well aware of these things as they? Have we not
read the dark pages of history, and watched the progress of
modern events? But why all this outery ? Why this reproach of
our institutions ? We are brethren, why not permit us to go
peaceably on our way? Why should there be strife and contumely
between us?  Are our cousins really anxious for our improvement,
or jealous at our progress and prospoctive future? Will gibes and
sucers lead us to sever our counection with our native country ?
Will they induce us to exchange our aistocratic and noble connec-
tions for that shoddyism and genuine snobocracy which the most
intelligent observers admit is rife, and of rapid growth among
them? Have we not the clements of self-improvement within our-
selves?  Our three estates serve as a check upon each other.
Royalty and loyalty, since the framing of Magna Charta, have had
their appropriate work., W.en that chimera, the Divine right of
Kings, emboldened Charles I. to outrage the liberties and rights of
his subjeets, throngh an insane desire for absolute power, loyalty
could not brook such treatment: “ oppression makes the wise man
mad.” Royal injustice, lawless tribunals, such as the Star Chan-
ber, and High Commission Court, drove the noblest sons of Eng-
land to seek new homes in the wild forests of America, where men
could worship the God of their fathers aceording to their own
sincere convictions of duty, and in such a manner and form as best
accorded with their own simple notions of bible truth. They
loved Old England dearly ! loyal hearts beat in their bosoms, and
for their country those bosoms would have shed their blood in
defence of the right! Hampden, Pym, and Cromwell were pre-
pared to leave their homes, dear by association, by kindred ties,
by mysterious sympathies,—they were on board the ship which
was to carry them to New England, but God’s providence inter-
posed ; there was a great work for them to accomplish at home;
loyalty unquenchable, bravery unsurpassed, was recalled to resist
tyranny, and raise and fight under the standard of sacred, civil
and religious liberty, against royal dictation ani oppression ; and
nobly they did their duty ; and in doing this loyalty cut oft the
head of royalty.

Canadians are loyul, intensely loyal, in this respect, they sur-
prise many of the immigrants from England, who do not under-
stand our habits of thought and character.

As Canadians, we love the monarchical institution of Englaund,
in its limited and pure acceptation, We love our queen because
of her estimable character,—because she is a law-abiding, wise,
and prudent sovereign.

But we wish it to be understood, that Canadian loyalty is not a
blind obedience, and that it will not submit to servile rule and
gross injustice. Should royalty ever tread ruthlessly, insolently,
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upon the toes of loyalty, there will be stern and decided remon-
strance.

The above are the views and teachings of the serial we are pub-
lishing, so far as we can gather from its pages. We do not
imagine our readers will agree with every historical detail ; every
writer, however candid, will naturally give expression to his own
peculiar views as they have been created and modified by circum-
stances, and colouved by his surroundings; but we think our
Cunadian and English readers will generally and heartily endorse
the sentiments, feclings and teachings of the writer,

Did you ever visit one of those treasuries of art, a cabinet of
rare, old paintings, carvings and sculpture, and wrapt in admira-
tion at the skill and beauty surrounding you, stand gazing until
you felt the stivrings of a mysterious influence, a strong, almost
uncontrollable desire to atterapt something similar? You weve
then standing upon the very threshold of the temple of art,
and inhaling the escaping incense filling the wondrous interior
with its inspiration. Possibly in your case, the influence upon
your mind was so permanent that you were impelled to try your
own skill: you did try, and—and you failed! but you do not
regret io! you are not ashamed! It did you good. You enjoyed
the pure, ennobling pleasure of that stimulus, while it lasted, and
why should it not continue its influence? You enjoyed, more-
over, the sublime creations of true genius,—perhaps the concep-
tions of those pre-eminent masters, Michael Angelo and Raphael ;
or you revelled in the pure, broad colouring of Titian, where
extremes blend imperceptil ly, or in the gorgeous contrasts of
Rubens; no matter who the master; you admired, wondered,
attempted to imitate, and failed ; what then; there is nothing sur-
prising in this,—thousands have failed before you. These masters
of art were specially endowed with surprising faealties of form and
color, which were still forther enlarged and developed by con-
tinued, active exereise. The God of nature gifted thew, and they
went direet to Nature to produce their wonderful imitasions.

Have you ever looked at the chisellings of carving and sculpture
tili you imagined the figures were instinet with life? till you felt
that—

“ Marble breathes

Responsive to the thought and touch of Him
Whose inspiration waked it into life 2”

If you have not felt these promptings, you have yet to enjoy a
mental luxury, which tarills the soul with ideal beaity, and gives
you longings after the unseen, the spiritual creations of the Divine
artist, of which some of the rarely gifted have received faint con-
ceptions, hut which thev have vainly endeavoured to embody in
their works.  While contemplating the works of art, has it never
accurred to you that the various steps, the mechanical details:are
all unseen, that there is no grandewr in art but true art, and true art
conceals art?  Nature is true art, for it is the fountain of art, and
there you see no ¢rudities, all is beautiful harmony in light, color
and seund. Do you want to paint by your pen or pencil, a water-
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fall? go and see how nature paiuts in outline and color, in tint and
mass.

It ever you visit Niagara in winter, go down into the depths of
that mighty chasm, whose walls reverberate to the everlasting
thunder of Niagara's cataract ; and as you stand among and upon
the ice blocks which bridge the river, and look around, you will see
an illustration of majestic nature, of sublimity, of grandeur in light
and shadow, form and color. As you look at the glittering water
as it rushes over the clifts above you, repeat with Brainerd :—

“The thoughts are strange tkat crowd into my brain,
When Ilook upward to thee

Carefully note the language and scene before you, and, if you are
not satisfied, try your own descriptive powers, and candidly com-
pare the two. If you succeed in producing a sketch equal to
Brainerd’s, we shall be happy in its perusal ; if supevior, we shall
be happier to place it as a literary gem upon the pages of our
CaNADIAN MAGAZINE.

Suppose the sun is descending and nearing the horizon, as you
Iook towards the great fall, your eyes are dazzled by his glorious
rays; turn round, and you will see those rays decomposed by the
prismatic mist, and reflecied in a many-coloured bow, spanning the
gulf like a bridge of glory.

You can’t paint the bow in the cloud with living colours, but
vou can note the advancing shadows, the changing play of light in
dalliance with cloud and spray, with tree, and rock, and water.

And, as the crepuscular shadows gather, and you ascend the
heights with careful, measured step, you may profitably moralize
upon the great picture you have been studying, and the lessons to
be learnt from its history.

It has been often stated, that in this country we have
not the means, the facilities, the swrroundings tor literary
work. Toa certain extent, this is true, we have comparatively
little material in our history, our public works, our general
business, or private life, to supply us, as journalists, with subjects
for popular, interesting writing. We have »ot those old, histor-
ical, and picturesqac topographical associations and memories,—
those ancient mansions and castellated buildings, with their family
histories and adventures, to enrvich our pages with interesting
story; and if we must go to Europe for such snbjects, we must
either go in person, or we are at once placed at a disadvantage for
want of those opportunitics for reference to be obtained from local
scenery or in their public libraries and museums.

It must not, however; be inferred that we have nothing to work
upon,—-the heavens above, and the earth beneath and around us,
are rich in subjects for thought. Wherever man is to be found,
there will be something to interest us,—his peculiavities of char-
acter and habit,—his virtues and vices,—his sympathies and
repugnances ; loves and hatreds ; joys and sorrows; hopes and
fears; beliefs and unbeliefs ; victories and defeats; triumphs and
reverses ; man at his best, and man at his worst. But to treat
these subjects effectively, requires much patient study and prac-
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tice, even with those who possess large natural gifts adapted to
such work. There is much meaning in Pope’s well-known line, in
his Essay on Criticism :—

¢ PTrue case in writing comes from art, not chance.”

But even this dictate must be received in a qualified sense; for it
is a well known fact that some of the most clever and popular
works of our celebrated authors, have been their first productions.
This, however, by no means implies that both severe study and
long practice are not required for successful writing; for the first
productions of an author are usually the result of uoremitting,
long-continued study. We think it could be shown that Waverly
and Pickwick cost their respective authors far more labour than
many of their subsequent productions.

It has oceasionally happened that emboldened by the success of
a first effort, and contident in the strength of acquired repu-
tation, an author has become careless, and published works much
inferior to the first. This may account for much of that verbiage
to be found in the pages of some of our most popular writers.
But time, which trics all things, infallibly brings the stern, uncom-
promising verdict of condemnation upon all that is trite and com-
mouplace. That which costs nothing, will be valued at the same
rate. If you sit down to write for the public just as you would
write to a friend upon ordinary business, depend upon it you will
have few readers. It is just as true in literature as in commerce,
that we must give intrinsic value to pass our paper.

Literary merit is an essential article, and nothing will long serve
as a substitate. No matter what your social position, family
pedigree, money power, scholastic titles, or profession may be, if
you do not possess when writing, that

Gentus, talent, skill,
However it is known,

Or call it what you will,
Its power we feel and own,

All honor to immortal, heaven-born, heaven-inspired genius! no
matter where it is found.

It may direct the horny hand of the labouring man, after his
Qaily toil ; for the humblest cottage has oft been its home.

Samuel Drew frequently made the sole leather upon which he was
working, supply the place of desk, portfolio, and paper; but then
he had brain, intellectual power, and so he penned, and men read
his metaphysical treatise upon the immateriality and immortality
of the soul. If you feel within yon the stirrings of peculiar,
mental gifts, neglect them not; encourage their development;
cultivate them by practice ; and do not be discouraged if you are,
at the first, misunderstood and slighted. Our most experienced
editors are not only fallible, but often have been influenced by
pecuniary considerations, to reject manuscript, which, subse-
quently, has brougnt fame and profit to its writer.



AN INCIDENT OF THE AMERICAN WAR.

BY COUNSEL WEGHRIC.

The affair to which we refer, under the above heading, was one
of those local triumphs which never reached the pages of State or
National bhistory. It was, however, one of those little advantages
gained by the Confederate authorities, which encouraged them in
the prosecuiion of the Rebellion, for such we must now call it, and
led them ultimately to that disastrous war which has stamped its
impress for many years upon the country and its inhabitants.
Many of our readers will remember the taking of Fort Sumpter by
Beauregard, and the astounding effect it produced upon the South-
ern States. Such rejoicings, such interchanges of congratulation,
such boasting! None were louder in their boasting than Governor
J , who announced to all the world, at all interested, that
every square foot of his State was ¢ Sacred soil,” which could not,
under any circumstances, tolerate the dictatorial tread of Yankee
footsteps, or the domination of the Federal government. Unfortu-
nately, however, for this public manifesto, the ¢ Stars and Stripes”
were quietly waving over a small arsenal or fort in the immediate
neighbourhood of the town, and before the eyes of the magnate
who had issued this important announcemsent. This circumstance
was, of course, at once pointed out, and he magnanimously resolv-
ed that this blot upon their escutcheon should be wiped out; the
miserable “ rag” of Yankeedom should be lowered, and the foreign-
ers sent home.

The arsenal in guestion was situated npon a hill about a mile
and a half from the town, and was garrisoned by a few United
States soldiers, under the command of a lieutenant. More singular
still, this very garvison, of some forty or fifty soldicrs, had been
sent, in answer to an carnest petition of the town authorities, to
act as o protection against an apprehended rising of the “niggers”
about a year before. This insurrection among the negroes had nof:
occurred, but in place of it, & rising among their masters; and so
far from the garrison being wanted now,as a protection,the trouble
was, how they could most specdily rid themselves of it. The fear
now was, that the blacks and the “Yanks” would unite and make
common cause together. It was plain something must be done,
and done speedily! Had any one heen bold ecnough to hint that
their own violence would precipitate the emancipation of their
slaves, he would probably have been regarded as either a lunatic,or
& very dangerous citizen, and treated accordingly.

The Governor said something should be done,and done speedily;
so he invested Colonel Pufipouch with plenary powers to raise a
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sufficient force of armed men to capture the arsenal. Col. Puff-
pouch was one of the Governor’s staff, and of cowrse there were
good reasons for such preference being given. In the first place,
he was a personal friend of the Governor, and he was a resident of
the town, particularly interestcd in wiping away this indignity. He
was a lawyer and a politician. He had been a member of the
Federal Congress up to the time of President Lincoln's accession,
when, it was said, he withdrew from that body with an impress ot
air and mien that made, o some thought at the time, the Northern
members feel decidedly humble and exceedingly “cheap.” He had
obtained his title of Colonel by certain littlo jobs, not executed by
the sword, and consequently he knew as much and as little as the
majority of such militia, paper officers ; in fact he was an illustra-
tion of the singular rule which scemed to obtain, that fitnbss for
position was in an inverse ratio to rank; in other words the higher
the title the less was known.

As to courage, that was unquestioned by any one who believed
his personal record ; in fact he claimed that he feared neither man
nor ‘“devil.” The seeret of his appointment was a personal claim
for services rendered, and a conscquent right to the honor of lead-
ing his brave constifuency to battle.

The appointment to this special work inflated him to an alarm-
ing degree. Everyone who had the privilege, or could safely ven-
ture to look at him,might see that he was laden with great events.
He so far unbent from his self-contained secrecy, as to inform the
civic authorities of the important work intrusted to him, and some
little respecting the manner in wkich he intended to carry it into
execution. '

The news flew like fire in flax, the whole town appeared simul-
taneously to possess the intelligence, and strange was the excite-
ment.  Our hero, cool and caleulating,looked down upon the storm
he had raised with much complacency, proud as a wizard magician,
confident in the potency of his spells. In the common order of
things,men become heroes through the force of events in which they
have led. In thiscase, however, he was a hero in anticipation of
events,

He stalked among the vulgar populace as & man by himself :
and among his fellow citizens with a mind so apparently pre-occu-
pied that few cared to disturb such cogitations by & salute. While
travelling in the States, we were told that the Colonel's aspect and
deportment actually surprised, and for a time deceived, his own
wife, who was & remarkably shrewd, matter of fact kind of woman.
She weighed appearances very carefully, collected antecedents, and
came to the strange conclusion, that the whole affair was a * hum-
bug,” and & proof of the saying that ‘ one fool often makes wany,’
but that she was not going to be imposed on by such assumption,
He could not make a tool of her. * Iook here, Mr. Puff,” said the
irreverent spouse, * no Coloncling me, if you please, you see I am
wide awake, and it wont answer ‘no how’ Mr, Puff.” So the Col-
oxel had vo collapse. In the meantime, the flag continued to wave
over the arsenal m utter and proud defiance of braggardism, blus-
ter and fustian. The Colonel was irying negotiation, bui with
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little prospect of suecess: he sent message after message, but
whether stipulative or seductive, commanding or entreating, pacific
or threatening, all were alike unproductive, so far as concession
and surrender were concerned. The lieutenant was calm, provok-
ingly polite, stubbornly indifferent. He obeyed orders, but not
those of the furious Governor, nor of the redoubtable Colonel.

The authority he recognized was that of the Federal govern-
ment ; and to show his utter disdain of self-constituted command,
he lowered the flag and replaced it with one 1auch larger, accom-
panying this daring feat with the loud beating of drums, the shriek
of fifes, and all the grand display of & salute of seven guns. Some
volunteer in attendance upon the Colonel, saw them in the act of
lowering the smaller flag,—he rubbed his eyes, yes it is coming
down, he rushed into the office erying, “Down comes the flag,
they surrender.” Colonel Puffpouch heard the shout, and ran to
the window just in time to see it disappear. e marched out into
the anteroom,where his clerk was questioning the subaltern, ¢So,”
said he, rubbing his hands, ¢ The ¢ rag’ is down at last, the fellow
has thought better of the matter.” The cry was taken up «the
rag is down,” and all the town turned out to see and satisfy them-
selves. Out marched Colonel Puffpouch, and, as he stepped
leisurely along, the overjoyed citizens gave him an ovation of con-
gratulatory shouts, which the Colonel, to do him justice, received
with great and becoming equenimity.

The garrison were expeeted to appear shortly. All were on the
gui vive, but lo! instead of a surrender, instead of a dejected
humbled lieutenant, at the head of his men, coming in sight, up
slowly, but surely, goes another flag, larger, more conspicuous than
the former; the wind opens out its volumnious folds, and the stars
and stripes float in serene grandeur on the breeze. Then a puff of
swmoke is seen, bang ! another puff, bang! and the rolling thunder
of seven reports ran reverberating among the surrounding hills.
The Colonel was highly indignant, he was disgusted with the

ellow’s impudence; of course some one was behind the scenes,
giving him his instructions; no matter, they must be taught bet-
ter, every one knew how patiently he had borne with the man’s
obstinacy. Now, now! another plan must be tried without delay.
We must appeal to the patriotism of our young men. ¢ Citizens, I
appeal to you in this emergency, lo rally round me, and vi et armis
we will drive these hirelings from our soil.” The speech was
received with shouts of applause, immense enthusiasm prevailed ;
the volunieers flocked in from the country, in fact the excitement
became so intense, that the Colonel’s friends prevailed upon him
to limit his call for volunteers to the county, or the whole State
would rise and eat up and vut the whole town.

As it was, some fifteen hundred men were selected and organ-
ized. Such drilling, such swearing! such eating, drinking, smok-
ing and chewing, we leave these details to the imagination of onr
readers. Such terrvible preparations could not possibly escave the
notice of the licutenant; he quietly but vigilantly kept watch upon
all their movements. Oue of his men, dressed for the purpose,
occasionally went down at night to obtain all necessary informa-
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tion as to their state of preparation, their discipline, their equip-
ment, and numbers. His reports used to convulse the whole gar-
rison, and rendered them completely feaxrless as to the result of the
impending contest.

But everything must have a termination ; the drilling and
organization, with the accoutrement of the troops, was at length
congidered complete, and Colonel Puffpouch marshalled and
reviewed his magnificent brigade preparatory to the assault. The
dress and equipment of so large a number of volunteers, would
necessarily involve great discrepancy of style, colour and guality,
in the absence of a uniform government supply. The Colonel,
despite his ignorance of military matters, was staggered by the
unique and motley display : the troops were literally of all arms,
but fowling pieces were by far the most numerous.

The captain of one company created a terrific sensation, and no
little envy, by appearing in g full dress uniform of some former
period, probably that of Queen Ann, for many of the volunteers
carried muskets of her reign. He displayed his sword with great
awe-inspiring effect, for no one could doubt it had been in active
service.

It must be confessed, however, that his company were by
no means creditable to so puissant a leader, their weapons, such
at least as carried such things were more varied than their cloth-
ing. Birmingham cast iron shot guns were the choice weapons.
In the rear of the line came the artillery, drawn by mules, with of
course, negro drivers. The guns were three in number, of the old
iron construction, and evidently were representatives of some
broken-down, effete museum of ancient curiosities. Rusty as
exposure could make them, without hmber chests or eaissons : the
ammunition was carried in rude carts drawn by mules, dviven by
sereaming negro boys, who, togcther with their elders, with the
cannon, kept up the most hideous elamonr of directing, urging,but
more correctly, confusing cries to the animals wnder their charge.
Some few gentlemen joined as volunteers on their ¢ own hook,”
without any special department.

We were informed by an eye witness of the affair,who was acting
in the double capacity of spy and reporter, that he saw one old
planter, who had got for his body guard & number of negroes whose
teeth chattered, and knees trembled at the awful ¢ muss” inwhich
they were most unwillingly involved by their volunteer master.
Among them they carried powder flasks, shot, pouches, and other
portions of the shooting outfit of their master’s sporting days. One
had a rifle, another carried a double-barrelled fowling-picce, while
a third bore his master’s favourite, single-barrelled ¢ Manton.”

“ Now, Sam,” said the master, “You must take great care of
that gun, or 1t may go off and shoot you or somebody else.”

¢ No fear of dat, massa, nothink in him.”

“Why, how are we to shoot yon Yankee rascals without any-
thing in the gun?”

“Punno Sar.”

¢« Well, look here, we must put something in it.”

The gun was esamined and found to be empty. Just at this
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crisis the column commenced its mareh, and the master hurried
their movements by some pretty  tall profanity. A measure of
fine shot was put into the gun in place of pewder, which when
wadded carefully down, was covered with a charge of buckshot ;
the double-barrelled gun was treated to a similar dose, and the
})a-rty resumed their march, as the rifle was pronounced comme il
aut.

‘We have stated previously that the distance of the arsenal from
the town was oply about one and a half miles. The Colonel with
his staff, rode in front, and when they reached the foot of the
hill, hecalled a halt. Here, conscious that an important erisis in
his own and his country’s history, was at hand, he concluded to
address the troops before they entered into action. With a port
which Cwsar and Bonaparte never cqualled, ke rode along the
front,—his presence unconseiously cleetrifying all beholders, and
131 turns producing admiration and awe, as he thus addressed
hem ;—

“ Soldiers ! the eyes of our countrymen are upon you ; 2s I look
around I see that martial ardour which bespeaks victory for your
arms. You are aware the commandant of the arsenal has sent us a
notitication, that if we persist in storming the place that he will not
hesitate to bombard the town. It is useless to conceal from you the
fact that he has the power to do this unless we make short work in
our attack. Our motto must be “we conquer or die,” and each man
must be prepared to do his duty.” Just at this part of his speech,
when many hearts were failing, and many knees were weak, a gun
from the arsenal was fired as a signal, when lo ! drill and discip-
line were forgotten, many fell flat upon their faces, others satistied
they were not killed took to their heels and fled incontinently.
The Bucephalus upon which Colonel Puffpouch was mounted pos-
sessed that steadiness of nerve, and gravity of demeanour, which
often result from age and experience, so ihat instead of running
away, like some of the rest, he merely took advantage of a sudden
relaxation of the rein to commence grazing, Some of the eavalry
lost complete control of their horses, and ran so far from the
field, that they did not consider it worth while returning to the
scene of slaughter. No sooner was the gun fired than a regular
« stampede ” from the town commenced, indeed previous to the
firing of the gun the greater part of the women and children had
left to get beyond the range of such dire missiles.

While matters were in this dreadful siate of suspense, the Co-
lonel saw 2 messenger from the arsenal coming down with a white
flag. Both Puftpouch and his men were at once reanimated ; the
ranks were dressed, order vestored, and the remains of the army
waited in grim and ominous silence to hear the message. The
commandant desired a conference with Colonel Puffpouch, with
pernission to inspect the forces brought against him, so that if the
odds were such as to forbid an attempt at holding out, and would
justify his surrender, he must do so upon such terms as could be
mutually agreed upon. After a pretence at consultation the pro-
posal was assented to, and the lieutenant with one or two subal-
terns, soon atter appeared. As the lieutenant walked along the
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front, his eye took in‘at once, the whole affair. With difficulty he
maintained a gravity befitting the time and circumstances, but
when he came to the ¢ Capting " with the antiquarian dress, he
found sudden occasion for his pocket handkerchief,but convulsions
are involuntary even when they are facial ; smothering as best he
eould his cachinnatory spasms, he questioned the ¢ Capting ” as
to why they, his company, were armed in such a manner.

« Bird guns and small shot are not the right things,” said the
lieutenant, ¢ to bring against an arsenal.”

- Oh ! as to that,” saad the ¢ Captain,” ¢ it makes but little dif-
ference ; we shall fight at close quarters, or not at all, and make
short work of it.”

Turning to Colonel Puffpouch, the lieutenant remarked that
their numbers were formidable, but beyound that he could see no
cause for apprehension.”

« Numbers,” said the Colonel, ¢ numbers, why this is merely
o sham, & feint, a demonstration, our army is our reserve ; we
have numbers sufficent to eat you up without cooking.”

« T must admit that you have numbers sufficient to do all you
say, under certain conditions, but you have no equipment or
diseipline, besides I suspect you are without ammunition.”

This was said by the licutenant with a somewhat wry face, for
just at the moment, he saw the planter in a towering rage with
his bouy guard, he had just discovered that one of the powder
flasks was filled with small shot, and as he suspected, the Inte
charges were from that identical flask. His servants protested,
obtested, while he investigated, contested, detested, stormed and
swore, threatend and vowed summary and unmitigated vengeance
for such unpardonable stupidity !

« Ammunition ” said the Colonel, loftily at the same time sur-
veying the squabbling group with supreme, surperlative, superemi-
nent, indifference, ¢ we have loads of ammunition ; but what do
we want with ammunition ? if it must come to the bitter end, we
shall, though most unwillingly, resort to extreme measures : we
ghall use the bayonet sir ; and mind ! you will have no excuse for
such an unnecessary loss of human hfe !”

The lieutenant was profoundly affected by the solemn and
pathetic tone of this peroration.

« Colonel,” he said, ¢ I admire your bravery, your considerate
benevolence, your horror of needless bloodshed, and moved by
these considerations, I cannot resist any longer, I must surrender ;
but I must have honorable terms it would not redound to your
eredit to be severe.”

« My dear fellow,” broke in the overjoyed Colonel ¢ I will do
anything you desire ; I have no personal object to serve : I will
give you the best conditions, see you safely embarked and bid you
God speed from the South, which will very soon be too hot to lLold
any but our own people.”

The lieutenant returned to the arsenal to make preparation for
his departure. This movement was at once misunderstood, for
upon the departure of the lieutenant Colonel Puffpouch fell into
profound musings respecting the probable effect upon the public
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wind this military achievement would produce. The Governor
would probably be inclined to favour his succession !

Lzaving the Colonel to his ambitious meditations, we will note
what was passing elsewhere. Noticing the parting of the Colonel
and lieutenant, and totally misunderstanding the result, a volunteer
rode off in hot haste to inform the mayor of what he supposed to
be the termination of the interview and the probable bloody tragedy
next to ensue. Colonel Puffpouch, as he understood the matter,
had refused all terms but an unconditional surrender ; or h2
would storm the arsenal and show no quarter ; and that he was
now impatiently waiting a final answer, before he commenced the
deadly assault. From the Mayor downward this intelligence
created intense excitement and alarm ; the news was carried to the
fugitives from the town, and there the effect was astounding, wo-
men, and children from sympathy, serecamed, some fainted 2]l
were terrified. Perhaps we ought to have said with one solitary
exception ; but this exception was peculiar. We have previously
snentioned that Mrs. Puffpouch, was sadly wanting in marital
respect. She had formed certain opinioits to which she had to the
Colonel given free expression, now she felt it her duty in this
e¢mergency to use her sound, common sense.

* Where,” she inquired from the messenger, ¢ did you say Col-
onel Puffpouch was when you came away ?”

“ He was riding slowly aleng the front looking very serious,
and very impatient.”

«That is sufficient, friends, if the Colonel is in front I am quite
sure we may go too, at least we may go home.”

« But,” said the timorous, unsuspecting ladics, ¢ we arc rot
like Colonel Puffpouch, who cares for neither shot nor shell, ard
and would no doubt prefer that we should all remain in a place of
safety, till the carnage is over.”

¢ Depend upon it ladies,” said Mrs. Col. Puffpouch, * that all
the danger is past, that there will be no slaughter unless among
the cattle. I am well acquainted with the Colonel, and I can
assure you that he has quite as much discretion as valour, that
rashness, where personal danger is concerned, is no part of his
character, and will never lead him into peril, and for my own part
I am so completely at ease, that I shall not feel easy until I get
buck home.”

The most faint hearted and despairing gathered courage from
her looks and movement, the hysterical wept tears of joy, and al-
together Mrs. Col. Puffpouch became quite as popular among the
refugee population, as the Colonel was amoug the braver and more
gallant portion of the community. The lieutenant marched out
with fife and drum ; his forty five men, all told,with all the honors
of war. The Colonel was magnanimous, he raised his hat to the
lieutenant, as he passed, and waved him a graceful adien. The
arsenal was at once occupied amid tremendous shouting, the
hated flag of domination, was lowered, the ramparts manned,
and each piece of ordinance inspected and found to be everywhere
n good order except at the vent, which was spiked. Here was a
disappointment for the fire loving, fire eating volunteers.
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But this could not repress their triumphant, jubilant feelings ;
and if not permitted to express their exuberant joy in a salvo of
artillery, they must substitute a general and miscellaneons dis-
charge of all kinds of smull arms,

That night was memorable in the history of the county if not the
country., There was a general illumination of the town ; bonfires
blazed, squibs fizzed, crackers exploded, rockets soared, children
shouted, and men roared.

But the most sublime scene was the finale, when the civie, and
other authorities presented to Colonel Puffpouch an address,
which to call flattering would be simply absurd. Then came the
Colonel's speech addressed to his trooops and a vast concourse of
citizens. As this speech was reported and published, with em-
endations and corrections by the Editor of the ¢ Bamboozle Ga-
zette,” we will give a kind of summary, premising, however; that
in so doing we lose the curiosa felicitas, the beauty and finish of
the original !

¢ Soldiers and Citizens, we have reason to be proud and jubi-
lant over the victory we have this day won. An enemy was npon
our soil ; an enemy proud and confident in his strength ; an
enemy insolent in his secuve position ; where is the enemy now ?
Compelled by the mere show of onr determination, without a blow
being struck, without a cannon being fired, without blood being
shed, not a single man wounded or killed, the enemy vanquished,
crestfallen, humbled, has been sent from our State. No cruelty
dishonours our name, no barbarie vengeance accompanied our vic-
tory. Our name and fame stand unsullied by one single act.
This day will be named in our almanac as the one upon which
the arsenal was taken without a single casuality ; Our joy is not
marred by grief for fallen valour, in the person of our friends.
For my own part, I am now willing 10 retire, from public
life, unless my country shall again demand my services ; but if
they should be required I shall not refuse! Soldiers! let this day's
trinmph be yours ; be yours the honour, the fame, the glory, and
finally,—let yours be the reward !”

Let the reader compare this brilliant magniloquent, grandilo-
quent effort with the feeble utterances of Scipio and Hannibal to
their soldiers ! Vide et crede.



The Hurmony of Love.

THE HARMONY OF LOVE.

A SUMMER MUSING.

‘When stretched upon the sweet green grass I lie,
And hear the wind among the rustling leaves,
And look np to the azure, glorious sky,
Till of its calm, bright peace my heart receives,

The grasses whisper to the bending corn,
The keen-voiced cricket gossips to the bee;
And, darting through the sparkling dews ot morn,
The oriole answers to the robin’s glee.

"Mid all the merry carols of the birds,
The sweet, soft sounds of insect stir below,
A mowrnful undertone, too vague for words,
Comes troubling the still peace with haunting woe.

The siately swans go circling up the lake,
Beneath them fairer swans serenely move—
Pushed by their snowy breasts the ripples break

Among the lilies, murm'ring low of love.

It seems all Nature hath an answering speech ;
The tiniest fly that floats is not alone :

Somewhere there swims in air a mate for each
Humming its music in harmonious tone.

Then why, my hesrt, this undertone of doubt ?
Shall bird and insect find completed hife,
And thou alone, of all the world left out,
Still question with the universe at strife ?

O lonely heart, set thine own chords in tune !
With discord’s heart, divinest music jars;
Then learn the secret of Love's charming rune,
And join the anthem of the morning staxs.

For thee shall all ereation have a voice,

And flowers, and birds, and sngels round the Throne,
‘With thee shall in sweet chorus sing * Rejoice !

The heart that loveth, never is alone.”
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HANNAH:
A Aovel,

By Mzs. CRAIK, (Miss Murocx), Author of “Jony Llarnean, Gexeneyax.”?

“ Nane ever feared that the truth should be heand,
But those whom the truth wad indite.”" —Bruxs,

CHAPTER I

“A Srravey, sad kind of letter,” said Miss Thelluson to herself,
as she refolded and replaced it in its envelope: she had a habit of
always putting things back into their 1i0ht places. ¢ I suppose I
ought to answer it at once. And yet——

She stopped ; leant her clbow on the table, her head upon her
hand, and prcssed down her cyelids. They were wet cyelids—though
she was not exactly weeping—and tired eyes; for it was late at
night, and she had had a hard day’s work, of teaching first, and
private study, in order to teach, afterwards; since, not being a
brilliantly clever woman, 16 cost her some pains to keep up to the
level of accomplishments required of a first-class governess in a
¢ high ” family.

« High ” though it was, an earl’s indeed—and though the little
Ladies Mary, Georgiana, and Blanche, now safely asleep in their
beds, were good, pleasant children, and very fond of their gov-
erness—still, as she sat in that homely-furnished, dimly-lighted
sitting-room, Hannal Thelluson looked a lonely kind of woman ;
not one of those likely to make many friends, or keep up a large
correspondence. This letter, which seemed to affect her a good
deal, was the only one which she had received for days past, and
the servants had forgotten to bring it up until they brought her
supper : it did not nmtter being only for the govelness. Miss
Thelluson was scarcely sorvy : it was best read when she was
alone. TFor it was from her brother-in-law, the husband of her
lately-dead sister.

¢« Poor Rosa!” she sighed, as her eyes fell on the big, upright,
rather peculiar hand\\mtmfr wlnch she had searcely seen since the
time when she used to bring in Rosa’s daily love-letters—¢ and
poor Mr. Rivers, too!”

She had never learned to call him anything but Mr. Rivers ;
for the marriage, which had all come about when Rosa was on a
visit, had been 2 sudden, frantic love-match, between a rich young
man and a lovely penniless girl; and during their brief bright
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year of wedded happiness, the elder sister had scen almost nothing
of them, beyond a formal three-days' visit. Dut even that had
been enough to make Hannali not regret that her dutios had stood
in the way of her pleasures, and caused her to feel by instinet that
a grave governess-sister was not likely to advance young Mrs,
Rivers' dignity in the eyes of Lady Rivers and the people at the
Mount-Ilouse, who had looked very coldly on the marriage. And
when fate suddenly broke the tie, leaving Mr. Rivers a sorrowing
widower with a little month-old daughter, instead of the lenged-
for son and heir, Hannah bitterly felt that whosoever might grieve
after poor Rosa, it would not be her husband's family.

They nmerely communicated to her the fact of the death, which,
like the birth, had taken place abroad ; and except a brief answer
from the grandmothier to a letier she wrote, inquiring alier the
baby, she had heswrd nomore.  She could not leave her duties ; she
had to sib still and suffer—silently, as working women must, and
patiently, as women learn to suffer who have been, to use that
most pathetic of phrases, ¢ acquainted with grief.” She had put
forward no claim either for sympathy or consideration to her
brother-in-lanw or his relatives, and believed that henceforth the
slight intercoursc she ever had with them was probably ended.
Therefore she was a good deal surprised to receive this letter, which
entreated of her the very last thing she would have expected—that
she would assume a sister’s place towards Mr. Rivers, and come
and take charge of his household, and especially of her little
motherless niece.

«How strange!™ she kept thinking., ¢ IHow can he want me
when he has sisters of his own 2 But then she remembered that
the Misses Rivers were young and lively women, very much out in
society, and probably not inclined to burthen themselves with the
care of a widower’s dreary house and a widower's forlorn infant,
even for the sake of their own flesh-and-blood brother. So he came
for help to his wife’s sister—who, though almost a stranger to
himself, could not but feel, he said, the strong tie of blood which
bound her to his child. He pleaded, for this child's sake, that she
would come.

Hannah could not help feeling pleased and touched. It was a
sort of compliment whicli, coming to her, a lonely woman, and from
a person of whom she kinew so little, was rather pleasant than not.
She tried to recall all she had eyer noticed of her brother-in-law—
not very much ; except that, though he was young, handsome, and
rather excitable, there seemed a simplicity and affectionateness
about him which she had rather liked. Still, in their slight in-
tercourse, the only thing the sister had ever cared to find out was
that he loved Rosa and Rosa loved him. Satisfied of these two
facts, she had left the young people to their happiness, and gone
back to her own quiet life ; which would have been a dreary life,
had she herself been a less self-dependent and unexacting woman,

And now the happiness, which she might have envied had she
geen more of it, was over and done. Bright, beautiful Rosa had
lain six months in her grave; and here was Rosa’s husband asking
the solitary sister to fulfil towards him and his child all the duties
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of a near and dear relative. lfor he addressed her as **my dear
sister ;7 and in his letter, which was impulsive, fragmentary, and
evidently in earnest, he scemed to fling himself upon lier pity and
help, as if he had no one else to appeal to.

<1 have been reading over again the letters yvou used to send
weekly to my poor Rosa,” he wrote; ** it is these which have induead
me to malke this request : for they convince me that you must be a
good woman—a woman fitted to give help and consolation to such
a forlorn creature as ITam. IHow forlorn you little know ! A man
who has had a wite and lost her, 1s the wretchedest creature on
earth—infinitely more wretched than one who has never known
that blessing. Ivery day, ever hour, Imiss my darling. Continmu-
ally T hear, In a sort of ghostly way, her step about the house, her
voice outside in the garden ; Ull sometimes, in the excessive loneli-
ness, I am actually frightened—not of her. but of myself—lest 1
should be going mad. Men do go mad with grief sometimes,
especially husbands who have lost their wives. I have read
several such cases in the newspapers lately : my eye seems to light
npon them, and my mind to retain them, with u horrible per-
tinacity. DBut why trouble you with these personalities? No
more.”

And then he began to deseribe his baby ; saying she was a deaw
little thing, but that he did not understand her.  She seemed to be
always crying, and nobody could manage her, though lie saw a
different woman almost every time he came into the nursery,

When she tirst read this passage Mannah had starvted up, hex
always pale face hot and warm. The weak point in her nature—
rather a pathetic wealness in one whowm some people called, and
she herself firmly believed to be, a born okl maid—was her love of
children. Her heart had yearned oftentimes over Rosa’s mother-
less babe, but she felt that she could not interfere with the grand-
mother and father. Now the picture of it—transferred from nurse
to nmurse, neglected or ignored—smote her with a sort of self-
reproach, as if her pride or her shyness, or both. had led hex
weakly to desert her own flesh and blood—Mher sister’s child,

T ought to have gone and seen it—-seen what they were doing
with it. I have as much right to it as any one of thom all. Poor
little baby ! Rosa's very own baby !

The tears which eame so ravely and pamfully to her eves, came
now; and they did her good. It seemed to open and warm her
heart even to think of that little baby.

Gradually her thoughts took shape and purpose. Though she
seldom meditated much upon herself, still Miss Thelluson had not
lived thirty years in this troublesome world without knowing her
own character pretty well. She was quite aware of one great want
in her nature-—the need to be a mother to somebody or something.
It came out even towards the large white cat that lived in the
school-room, and loved the governess better than any ereature in
the house. It had helped her to manage many a diflicult pupil,
and stood her in good stead with her little Laries Dacre, who, before
she came, had been rather disagrecable and wnmanageable chil-
dren.  Now they were very good, and loved her with all their aris-
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tocratic little hearts—as warm as other hearts, though perhaps
more suppressed.  She loved them also; but it was rather a sad
kind of affection, as she knew it could only be temporary. They
would drift away from her, and marry earls and dukes; and she
would be no more to them than “our old governess.”™ 1t was nearly
the same with other little folks of her own rank—the children of
her friends or schoolfellows—who generally ealled her Aunt Han-
nah, and were very fond of her whilst she was with them : but, of
course, soon forgot her when she was away. All natwral—quite
natural ; yet it sometimes scemed rather sad.

Now here was a child to whom she had an actual right of Dlood.
‘Whether or not the Rivers family had lJiked Rosa, or hersclf, they
could not abolish the fact that she was the child's aunt ; and, if the
father desived it, its natural gnardian.  The fivst impulse of strange-
ness and shrinking passed away, and as she vead over again M.

Jvers's letter, and began clearly to comprehend what he wished,
there grew up @ longing, indescribable, after that duty which was
seb belore hier in such a sudden and nnexpeeted way ; yet which, the
more she thonght about it. seemed the more distinet and plain.

She Quied her eves, and, late as it was, prepared to answer the
letter, knowing she would not have leisure to do il next inorning
before post time.  Besides, she wished to *tsleep upon it,” as people
say: and then read it over again in the calm light of day: Hannah
Thelluson being one of those people who dislike doing things in a
Ly, but who, having once put their hand to the plough, never
ook back.

She was fully aware that if she acceded 1o her brother-in-law’s
request she must not look baclk; however difficult the position miglit
Le, it would be still more difficult to quit it and retmn to her old
calling as a governess.  And that provision for her old age, which
she was year by year slowly accumulating,—with the pathetic
prudence of a woman who knows well that onl; lier own labour
stands between her and the workhouse,—that too must be given
up.  For Mr. Rivers would, of cowrse, offer her no salary ; and, it
he Qid, how could she possibly accept it ?  Was she not commg to
his house as @ sister, with all the honours and some few of the
bondages of that relationship? Her common sense told her that.
pleasant as in some measure her duties might be, they entailed
considerable sacrifices as well.  But women like her, though they
dislike taking a leap in the dazk, will often take & most difficult
and dangerous one with their eyes open, fully counting the cost.

< Yes. 1 will ventureit,” she said, after a long pause of thought.
«The risk cannot be much.—and it is only my own, after all.”

S0 she sat down to write her letter.

While she does so, let us look at her,—the solitary governess
whom few cver looked at now.

Miss Thelluson could not have been handsome, even in her first
vouth, which was past now. Her face was long and thin; her eyes
deep-set, though they were sweet eyes in themselves. grave and
tender, and of a soft grey.  Her hair was of no particular colour,--
in fact, she had no special attraction of any kind, except a well-
proportioned figure, which in motion had a willowy grace, that
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some tall women-—not all—possess.  And lier smile was very win-
ning, though slightly sad, asif fate had meant her to be a bright-
natured woman, hut lnd changed its mind, and left her so lon{,
without happiness that she lad b last learnt to dlo without it. In
this, as in most other things—external as well as inlernal-—she
was utterly unlike her sister “Rosa. A cerlain family tone in their
voices was the only resciublance that was likely in any way to give
the widower pain.

It was strange 1o write to him,—¢ My dear brother,”—she who
never had a brother—Dbut she thought she ounglit to do it, and so
she did it ; {rying hard to feel as an ‘Lhcchonate sister should to-
wards a smel\ -afflicted brother, unio whom she was bound to show
every possible tenderness. Yot it was difficult, for she was a re-
served woman, who took a long time {o know zlnybody.

CAnd I realiy know almost nothing of him,” she thought. ¢ No
Ilood relationship—no tic of old association; and yet one is ex-
peeted fo treat o strange man as one’s brother, just becanse one’s
sister has gone through the marriage ceremony with him. It I had
seen move of Mr. Rivers,—if I had lived actually in the house with
him Bat, no; that would not have done it ; nothing would
have produced what did not really exist. I can on]) hope the right
sisterly feeling will come in time, and I must get on as well as I
can till it does come.”

So she pondered, and wroie a letter; short, indeed, but as aflee-
tionate as she could conscientiously make it; suggesting plainly
that one of his own sisters would be a much better house-keeper
for him than herself; but that, if he realy wished for her, she wonld
come.  And she signed herself, atter a considerable struggle,—for
the word, which she had thought she should never say or wrile
more, cost her a gush of tears,— Your faithlul sister, Hannah
Thelluson.”

It was fully one in the morning hefore the letter was done, and
she had {o be up at six, as usual.  But she slept bebween whiles
soundly, not perplexing herself about the future. Ilers was an
essentially peaceinl nature when she had done a thing, and done it
for the best, sheusuaily let it alone, and did not < worry™ about it
any more.  Thal weak, restless disposition, which, the moment a
thing is done begins to wish it undone, was happily not hers.  1i
had heen Rosa's, even in the midst of her bright, pleasant, loved
and loving life; which, perhaps, accounted for the elder sisier’s
habits being markedly the contrary.

Yet, when her mind was made up, and she put her letter mto
ilie post-bag, iv was not without a cerinin doubt, almost a fear
whetler she lx.ul done rightly—no, righily she had little doubt ol
—Dbut wiscly, as regarded herself.” Then came her usual consola-
tory thought—* It can only harm myself.”  Still she felt it was a
serious change, and many times during the day her thoughts
wandered painfully from her duties in the school-room to ler
Drother-in-law and his child.

Nobody mnoticed her preoceupation, for it was one of the
esseutial and familiar facts of the governess's life {hat she might
be sick or sorry, troubled or glad, without anyhody’™s obscnm« it.




22 Hannah,

Wot that she ever met with the least unkindness, indeed her posi-
tion in this family was a very happy one; she had everything her
own way, and was treated by the countess with that stately con-
sideration which so perfectly well-bred a woman could not fail to
sliow to the meanest member of her honseliold.  But, necessarily,
Miss Thelluson’s life was one of ecomplete isolation; so that but for
hexjpupils, their nanghtinesses and goodnesses, she would have ceased
o recognise herself as one of the great human brotherhood, and
folt like a solitary nomad. of no use and no pleasure to anybody.
A sensation which, morbid and foolish as it may be, is not rave to
women who are neither old nor young—who, on the verge of middle
age, find thamselves without kith or kin, Imsband or child, and are
forced continnally to romember that the kindest of friends love
thiem only with a tender benevolence, as adjuncts, but. not essentials,
of happiness. They arc useful to many—necessary to none; and
the sooner they recognise this, the better.

As Miss Thelluson kissed the little Ladies Dacre in their beds—
where, somewhat in defiance of the grand nurse, she insisted upon
going to them every night-—the thought of that helpless baby, her
own baby—for was not Ilosa’s child her very flesh and blood *—
came across her in a flash of sunshiny delight, that warmed her
fieart through and through.  She began to plan and to dream, watil
at the end of that solitary evening walk through the park, which
she seldom missed,—it was sad and soothing after the cares of the
day,—she began to faney she had not half appreciated Mr. Rivers's
proposal, or responded to it half warmly enough; and to fear, with
a1 almost ridiculous apprehension, that he might change his mind,
or that something might happen to prevent the scheme from being
carried out. And she waited with a nervous anxiety, for which she
Tanghed at herself, the return post by which she had requested him
to write his final decision.

It cameIn six lines :—-

¢ 1 shall expect you. as soon as you can make it practicable.
You will be like her lost mother to my poor little girl : and, as for
me, my wife's sister shall be to me exactly as my own.™

Hapnal wondered a little how much his own sisters were {o
him; whether it was the close, affectionate bond—so free yet so
strong—vwhich had always been her unkunown ideal of fraternal
love, or the carcless tie, less of sympathy than of habit and famili-
axity, such as she often saw it in the world—for she had scen a
good deal of the world, more or less since she had heen a governess.
Also, just a little, she wondered whether, with the best intentions,
it was possible to create an artificial bond wheve the real one did
not exist, and how soon she should learn to feel at case with Mr.
Tivers, as much as if he had been her born brother.

But these speenlations were idle ; time would decide all things.
Her only present thought need be that the die was cast ; there was
no drawing back now,  She had, as speedily as possible, to arrange
her own affairs ; and first to give “warning™—as servants say—to
Lady Dunsmore.

This was not exactly a pleasant task, for the countess and her
governess had always got on together remarkably well: the one
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lady recognising calmly. and without either false pride or false
shame, that though a lady, she was also a governess—a paid sex-

vant, discharging “her duties like the rest ; the other lady receiving
and apprecx‘ttmﬂ those services as a ladv should. Therefore, no-
thing was lost, and much gained on both sides. Miss Thelluson
had been two years in the iunnl\ and it seemed tacitly understood
that she was to remain until tho vouhg ladies’ education was fin-
ished. Thus suddenly to desert her post looked almost like in-
gratitude—a vice abhorrent in all shapes to Hunnah Thelluson.

It was with a hesitating step, and a heart beating much faster
than its wont —this poor heart, strangely stilled down mnow from
its youthful impulsiveness—that she knocked at the door of the
morning-room where her pupils’ mother, young and beautiful,
happy and beloved. spent the forenoon in the ole" it emplovments
that she called duties, and which befitted her lot in life—n lot as
different from that of her governess as it is possible to ecnceive.
The two women were wide apart as the poles—in character, cir-
cumstances, destiny : yet both being good women, they had a ve-
speet, and even liking for one another. Hannah admired the
countess excessively, and Lady Dunsmore always had for her
governess a smile as pleasant as that she bestowed on the best
“ society.”

¢ Good-morning, Miss Thelluson! DPray sit down. I hope
nothing is amiss in the school-room ? Mary seems working 1nore
('hlvvcntls of late. Georgy and Blanche are not more troublesome
to you than usual 2~

“Tndeed, I have no fault to find with cither Lady Blanche or
Lady Geormn.x, and Lady Mary is as good a girl as she can be,”
veturned Hannah w armly, half amused at herself for noticing what
a week ago she would have accepted as too natural a fact to be
observed at all,—that it never occurred to her pupils’ mamma to
suppose she could have any interest beyond Lady Mary, Lady
Georging, and Lady Blanche. That their governess should have a
separate existence of her own, or any pclsonal affairs to communi-
cate, seemed quite impossible. “Have you ten minudies to throw
away, Lady Dunsmore 2 continued she. «May I have a w ord
with you about myself and my own coneerns 27

s Gert tainly ; nothing could give me greater pleasnre;” and then
with that sweet, cour teous arace she had—it might be only outside
good-breeding, and yet, as it never failed her, and all outside things
do fail sometimes, I think it must rather have been from her ]\III(U\
heart-—the countess settled herself to listen. Dut first she cast a
slight sidelong glanee of observation and inquiry. Was it possible
that Miss Thellnson was going to be married ?

But no love story was mdlcatcd by the grave, quict, dignified
wmanner of the governess,

« You ave aware, I think,” she said. “that my only sister died
six months ago.”

« Aly, I was sorry to hearit! Was she married 2

% Yes."”

<« 0Of course! I remember now. She died at her confinement,
and the doar little baby also 27
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“No,” returned Hannal shortly, and then was vexed at herself
for being so foolishly sensitive. What possible impression could
Rosa's cud stor y have made, beyond the passing moment, on this
beautiful and brilliant woman, whose interests were so \nde, who
had such myriads of acquaintances and friends 2 Lo expect from
her more than mere kindliness, the polite kindliness which her
manner showed, as evidently annoyed ab her own mistake, she
cudgelled her memory to recall the circnmstances, was exacting
from Lady Dunsmore too much, more than haman nature was
capable of. Iannah recognised this, and saved herself and the
countess by plunging ab once inmedius res. “Noj the baby happily
did not die. It is alive still, and my brother-in- T wisles me to
come and take charae of it, and ol his honschold.”

 Permanently 2

1 hope s0.”

- Then you come to tell me that you wish to relinquish your
position here. Oh, Miss Thelluson, I am so sorry ! At the com-
mencement of the season, too. How shall T ever find time to get a
new governess ?”

The countess’s regret was unmistakable, though it tock the per-
sonal tone which perhaps was nol unnatural in one for whom the
wheels of life had always turned so smoothly, that when there was
the least jar she looked quite surprised.

- L am very sorry, too, on many accounts,” said Miss Thelluson.
« L loye my pupils dearly. I should liked to have yemained until
they grew up, to have dressed Lady Mary for her first drawing-
room, as she always said L must, ad watched how people admired
Lady Blanche's beanty and Lady Georgina's magniiicent voice.
They are three deax little zirls,” continued the goveinoss, noi un-
moved, for she Joved and was proud of her pupils. - My heart is
sore o leave them. IBut this baby, my poor litile nicee, is my
own ilesh and bload.”

<Of conrse! Pray do not imagine T blame you, or think vou
have used me ill,” said the conntess gently. ¢ You are only doing
Wh.ll. is natural undel the cummst.xmes and T shall casily 1cp1.1ce
you—I mean I shall easily find another governess ; it will be more
diftienlt fo get a second Miss Thelluson.”

«Miss Thelluson acknowledged, hut did not attempt to deny, the
delicate compliment.  She knew she had done her dudy, and {that
under many - diftienitics—far more than the comntess suspected.
Tor hapless countesses, who are the cenire of brilliant societics,
have only too few howrs to spend in their nursecies and school-
vooms ; and ihese three little Iadies owed much, more than their
mother guessed, to their governess. It had sometimes been a com-
fort to "\haﬁ Thelluson in her dull life to hope that ihe sced she
sowed might spring up again years hence in the hearts of these
young avistocrats, who would have so much in their power for
good or for cvil. She had tried her best to make them really
“noble™ women, and it was pleasant to have her Jabour appreciated.

“And low soon do you wish to go.” asked Lady Dunsmore,
rather lugubriounsly, for she had had endless changes of governesses
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before Miss Thelluson’s time, and she foresaw the same thing over
again— or worse. '

Do not say I wish’ to go. Butmy brother-in-law requires me
much, he says, and would like to have me as soon as you could
spare me. Not a day sooncr. though, than you find convenient.
I could not bear that. You have Leen so kind; I have becu so
happy here.”

“As I trust ‘you will be everywhere,” replied Lady Dunsmore
cordially. ¢ Your brother's home—1I forget exactly where it is.”

s Lasterham. e is the Reverend Bernard Rivers, the viear
there.”

“Son to Sir Austin Rivers, of Easterham Moat-House, who max-
ried one of the Protheroes ?

» I oreally don’t know Lady Rivers's antecedents—I neve: can
remember pedigrees,” veplied Hannah, smiling. ¢« But his father
Is certainly Sir Austin, and they live at the Moat-House.”

¢ Then I know all about them. Wiy did you not tell me before?
I must have met your brother-in-law. He 1s the cldest—no, I am
forgeliing again—the second son, but talkes the place of the eldest,
who is of weak intellect, is hie not 2™

I believe so, nnfortunately. e has epileptie fits.”

¢ And is not likely to marry.  All the better for the clergyman.
I am sure T have seen him—a tall, bearded, handsome young man.”

¢ Rosa used to think him handsone.  As to his youth, I fancy
he was about five years her senior”  That would make him just my
age ; bnt men are quite young still at thivty.”

“ Women, too, I hope,” said the countess, smiling with a pleas-
ani consciousness that if Debrett had not hetrayed it, no one would
ever have imagined that she was herself folly that age. Then, as
if struek with a sudden thought, she eved Miss Thelluson keenly—
one of those acute, penetrating looks of lers, a mixture of the
shrewd woman ef the world with {he single-minded, warm-hearted
womau that she nndoubtedly was, also.

<1 am going to take n great liberly with you, Miss Thelluson,”
she continued affer a panse; * Lut I am a candid person—may I
say a few candid words 2™

-+ Certainly.  And I should thauk vou for saying them.”

= Well, then, yon are =ill & yonng woman.”

-+ Ol, no; not yonug.”

'The couniess put oub lev pretiy hand with imperative gesture,
and repeated—

< Yes; o young unmarried woman, and T am a matron and a
mother.  May I ask, have vou weil considered in every poinb of
view the step you are about to take 27

1 think I have. That there are many difficulties, 1 kuow ; and
I am prepared for them.”

¢ What soxt of difficultics 2

Hannah hesitated; but the frank, kind eyes scemed to compel an
answer.  She was so unused to sympathy that when it did come
she could not yesist it—

¢ First—I know I may speak confidentially, Lady Dunsmore—
first, there is the Moat-House. The Rivers family did not quite
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like my poor Rosa : at least they wished their son to have married
higher. They may not like me either, and they may naturally feel
offended at his choosing his wife’s sister to live with him, instead
of one of hig-own."”

‘“ He had better have chosen one of his own.”

T think so too, und I told lum this; but he makes no answer,
and, therefore, I conclude he has good reasons for not wishing it,
and for wishing me instead. Then I shall hold a most responsible
position in his household, have much pavish work to do, as much
as if I were the clergyman's wife.”

¢ He should take a wife as soon as he ean.”

Hamnah winced a moment, It is only six months since her
death ; and yet—and yet Yes! I feel with you that the sooner
he takes a wife the better; his need of help, he tells e, is very
great; but in the meantime I must help him all 1 ean.”

“Iam sure you will : you are made to help people,” said the
countess cordially. ¢ But none of these are the difficulties T was
foresecing.” :

¢ Abont my poor little nicce. perhaps 2 You think an old maid
cannot bring up a baby, or manage a house, with a man at the
head of it—men being so peculiar? But Rosa always said her
husband was the sweetest temper in the world.”

“He looked so. Not gifted with over-much strength, either
mentally or bodily ; but of a wonderfully amiable and affectionate
nature. At least, so he struck me in the few times I saw him., I
only wish I had seen more of him, that I now might judge better.”

“On my account ?” said Hannah, half-amused, half-pleased at
the unexpeeted kindliness.

The countess took her hand. ¢ Will you forgive me? Will
you believe that I spealk purely out of my interest in you, and my
conviction that though you may he a much better woman than 1,
Tam a wiser woman than you—at least, in worldly wisdom. Are
you aware, my denr Miss Thelluson, that this is the only country
in the world in which a laily of your age and position could take
the step you are contemplating 2

 Why not >—what possible reason

“Iam sorry I have put the idea into yowr head. since it evi-
dently has never come theve. No! I am not sorry. Whatever
you do ought to be done with your eves open. Ias it never oc-
curred to yvou that your brother-in-law is really no brother, no
blood relation at all to yon: and that in cvery conntry, except
England, a man may marry his wife’s sister 2

Hannah drew back : a faint colowr rose in her cheek ; but it
soon died out. The idea of her marrving anvbody seemed so
supremely, ridiculously impossiblo—of her marrying Rosa’s hus-
band painfully so.

« It certninly did not occur to me,” she answered gently, ¢ and
if it had, it would have made no difference in my decision. Such
marriages being unlawful here, of course he is simply my brother,
and nothing more,”

“He is not your brother,” persisted Lady Dunsmore. < No
force of Inw can make him so, or make you feel as if he were.
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And, I assure vou, I who have gonc about the world much more
than you have, that I have seen many sad instances in which "

But the expression of distress, and even of vevulsion, on the
governess’s face made the other lady pause.

“Well, well,” she said; “vou must have thought the matter well
over, and it is after all, purely your own affair.”

“It is my own affair,” replied Hannah, still gently, but in a way
that would have closed the subject, had not the countess, with her
infinite tact and good brecding, dismissed it at once herself, and
began consulting with Miss Thelluson on the best way of replacing
hier, and the quickest. that she might the sooner be free “to go to
that poor little baby.”

“And remember,” she added, *¢that on this point younced have
no qualms. My old nurse used to sav that an: sceusible woman,
with a heart in her bosom, could manage a haby.”

Hannah smiled. and her happy feeling returned, so that she was
able to listen with interest, and even amusement. to a vivid de-
seription which the elever countess gnve of baby's grandmother and
aunts, whom she had met in London that season.

« All Ilasterham is terra <ncoynite. to me, Lady Dunsmore ; but
I shall try not to be afraid of anything or anybody, and to do my
best, whatever happens—a very Lommonplnce sentiment ; buf,
you see, I was always a commonplace person.” added H‘mmh,
smiling,

« In which ease you would never have found it out,” replied the
countess, who had hitherto had few opportunities of any long talk
with her governess, on other topics than the childven. Now, having
both an aptitude and a love for the study of character, she found
herself interested unawares in that grave, still, refined-looking
woman, who, though perhaps, as she said, a little commonplace
when in repose, was, when she talleed, capable of so wuch and such
varied expression, both of feature and gesture—for there is a
langnage of motion quite as plain as the language of form, and of
the two perhavps it is the most attractive.

She said to herself, this brilliant little lady. wlio had seen so
much of life—of aristocratic life especially, and of the terrible human
passions that seethe and boil wnder the smooth surface of elegant
idleness—she said to herself, ¢ That face has a story in it.”

Yes, Miss Thelluson had had her story, carly told and quickly
ended ; but it had coloured her whole life, for all that.

She had no brothers ; but she had an orphan cousin, of whom
she was very fond. As childish playfellows, the two always said
they would marry one another, which everybody laughed at as an
excellent joke, until it grew into earnest. Then Hannal's father,
an eminent physician, interfered. There was consumption in the
family, and the young man had already shown ominous symptoms
of it. His marrying anyvbody was unwise; his marrying a first
cousin absolute insanity. Dr. Thelluson, much as he blamed him-
self for allowing the young people every chance of falling in love,
when it was most 1mprudent for them fo marry, was yet too good a
man franhcnllv to shut the stable-door after the steed was stoleu,
and to overstrain pavental authority to cruelty. He did not forbia
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the marriage, but hie remonstrated against it, both as a father and
a physician, m the strongest manner, and worked so much upon
Hannal's icelm«rs that she consented to be separated from her
cousin for three years, until she eame of age. Fer reason told her
that was no unfair test of 8o youthfulan attachment.  Her father's
seeret ope was that the test might fail, the affection wear away,
and the union which, though s‘mctmned by law and custom, he
believed nature totally dlsapplo\ ed of, might never come about.

It never did. Lowr before the thrce vears were ended, young
Thelluson died at Madeira of fhcizuml\ disease. Hammal restored
her betxol]ml ring to her finger, saying ealmly, I am married
now,” and s emed to Bear lier sorrow quictly onough at first. But
the quiciness grew into a stupor of despair, cmhnv in that state of
mind ahnost akin to madness, in which one dwells hopelessly and
agonizingly upon what might have been ; for some people were cruel
enough {o hint that a wife's care might have lengthiened her lover's
life, and that his grief for Haunah's loss accelerated his fatal dis-
ease. Many a time when her father looked at hier he almost wished
he had let the hapless cousins marry—running all risks for them-
selves and their possible childven. But all his life the physician
had leld the doctrine that her editary taint, physical or moral, con-
stitutes a stronger hindrance to marriage t]mn any social b.u. He
had acted according to his faith, and hLe was not shaken from it
because he had so keenly suffered for it.

After a time Hanual's sorvow wore itself out, oxr was Dblotted
out by others following—her father’s death, and the dispersion of
the l.umh- There was no mother living ; but there were three
sisters at first, then two, then only one,—her quiet, soht.u) self,
For her greab grief had left upon her an ineffaceable impression—
not cxzu:tly of melancholy, but of exceeding quictness and settled
loneliness of heart.  She said to herself, I never can suffer more
than I have suffered ;” and thenceforward all vicissitudes of fate
leeame level to ier—at least, she thought so then.

Such was her story. It had never been very publie, and nobody
ever taliced of it or kuew it now. Lady Dunsmore had not the
least idea of it, cr she would not have ended their contersation 2s
she did.

# Good-bye now, and remember you have my bLest wishes—ay,
even if you marry your brother-in-law It is not nearly so bad as
marrying yvour cousin. DBut I beg your p‘udou ;ouy tou"u(‘ runs
away with me. Al I mean to say, seriously, is that, my Tusband
being one of those who uphold the Dbill for legahsmg such mar-
riages, I am well up on the subject, and we hoth carnestly hope
they will be legalisud in time.”

«“Whether or not, it cannot concern me,” said Miss Thelluson
gently.

* The remedying of a wrong coucerns cv enbody a little—al least
I think so. How sociely can forbid a man’s marrying his wife's
sister, who is no blood relation at all, and yet allow him to marry
Lis cousin—a proceeding generally nnwise, and sometimes abso-
Iutely wicked—I cannot imagine. But forgive me again ; I speak
earnestly, for I feel eamestn.
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“ 1 am sure of it,” said Miss Thelluson.

She was a little paler than usual, but that was all ; and when
she had parted, quite affectionately, from her pupils’ mother, she
went and sat in her own little room as quief as ever, except that
she once or twice turned round on her third finger its familiar
ring, the great red earbuncle, like & drop of blood, which hiad be-
longed to her cousin Arvthur.

“What a fancy of the countess’s, to call me ¢ young,’ and suggest
my marrving!” thought she, with a faiut, sad smile. ¢ No, I shall
never marry anybody ; and therefore it is kind of Feaven thus to
make a home for me, and, above all, to send me a child. A child
of my very own admost ; for she will never remember any mother
but me.  How I wish she might eall me mother! However, that
would not do, perhaps I must be content with ¢ auntie.” But I
shall have her all to myselt, ngvertheless, and perhaps Mr.
Rivers may mary again, and then I would ask him to give hex up
wholly to me. Omnly to think, me with a child!—a little thing
trotting after me and laughing in my face—a big girl growing up
beside me, a grown-up danghter to comfort ny oid age—ol, what
2 happy woman [ should be!”

So pondered she—this lonely governess, this ¢ old maid,” whose
love dreams were long ago vanished ; and hegan wnawaves to let
the fact slip behind her and look forward to the future; to bhuild
and freight with new hopes that tiny slip-—she that had never
thought to put to sca again—to set her empty heart, with all ity
capacity of loving, upon what 2 A baby six months old!

CHAPTER II

A louse on a hill. It has its advantages and its disadvantages.
It is hard to climb to, and harder to descend from. Liverywhere
round about you may sce from it ; but then everyhody round about
can sce you. It is like the city set on ahill, it cannot be hid. Its
light shines far: but then the blacker is its darkness. However,
one need not carry oub the metaphor, which speaks for itself.

Hannah Thelluson’s ideal of a house had always been a house
on a hill.  She had a curious dislike to living, cither physieally or
morally upon low ground. She wanted plenty of breathing-room :
space around her and over her: freedom to look abroad ou the
earth and up to the sky. And, though her nature was neither am-
bitious nor overbearing, she experienced even yet a childish delight
in getting to the top of things, in surmounting and looking down
upon difficulties, and in feeling that there was nothing beyond her,
—nothing unconquered between hersclf and the sky. At least,
that is the nearvest deseription of n sentiment that was quite in-
describable, and yet as real as intangible fancies often ave.

Therefore it had given her a certain sensation of pleasure to hear
that Mr. Rivers had removed from his house in the village, the
associations of which he found it impossible to beax, to another, on
the top of Easterham Hill, or Down, as it was generally called,
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being a high open space, breczy and bright.  On it he was building
a few cottages-—a cottage convalescent hospital he meant it to be
—in memory of his late wife.

# I had planned & marble monument,” he wrote to Hannah, ¢ a
recumbent figure of hewsell, life-size, with two angels watching at
head and foot. DBut I found this would cost nearly as much as the
cottage, and it struck me that Rosa would have liked something
that was not only a memorial of the dead, but a blessing to the
living.”

Haunah agreed with him, and that little civeumstanee gave her
a favourable impression ot her Dbrother-inlaw. She was also
touchied by the minute arrrangements he made for her journcy, a

rather long one, and her reception at its end.  Some of his plans

failed—he was not able to meeb hier hiwmself, heing sent for sud-
denly to the Mont-House—Dbut the thoughttul kinducss remained,
and Miss Thelluson was grateful.

She wound slowly up the hill in her brother-in-law’s comfortable
carringe, and descended at his door, the, door of a much grander
house than she expected—till she remembered that since Rosa’s
death My, Rivers's income had been doubled by sueceeding to the
fortane of & maternal uncle.  With him, wealtll aceumulated upon
wealth, as it seems to do with some peoplc perhaps, alas! as a
balunce-weight against happiness.

Miss Thelluson asked herself this guestion, in a sad kind of way,
when she entered the handsome modern house—very modern it
seemed to her, who had been living in old castles these three years,
and very Juxurious too. She wondered much whether she should
feel at home here; able to be happy hersels, or make the widower
happy—the forlorn man, who had every blessing in life except the
crowning one of all, a good wife: the ¢ gift that cometh from the
Lord.” Was this worse or better for him? He had had it, and it
had been taken away. Hamal thought, with a compassion for
the living that almost lessened her grief for the dead, how desolate
he must often fecl, sitting down to his solitary meals, wandering
through his empty garden—Rosa had so loved a garden—and back
again to his silent room. How he must miss his wife at every
step, in everything about him, A loss sharper even than that one
—the sharpness of which she kuew so well. But then, she and
Arthur had never been married.

“ T must try and help him as much as T can—ny poor brother-
in-law !" thought she to herself as she came into the dreary house;
all the more (healy because it was such a handsome house ; and
then she thought no more either of it or its master. Tor did
it not contain what was infinitely more interesting to her—the
baby ?

Some people will smile at what I am going to say: and yet it
is truth,—a truth always solemm, sometimes rather sad likewise.
There are women in whom motherdove is less an instinet or an
affection than an actual passion—as strong as, sometimes even
stronger than, the passion of love itself; to wlhom the mere thought
of little hands and little 1eet-——-cspecmlly #ny little hands, my little
feet,” in that fond appropriation wiih which one poet-mother puts
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it—gives a thrill of cestasy as keen as any love dreams. 'I'his,
whether or not they have children of their own; otten; poor women!
when they are lonely old maids. And such an one was Hannah
Thelluson.

As she entered the house (I feel the confession is more pathetic
than ridiculous) she actnally trembled with the delight of thinking
that in & minute more she would have her little nicce in her avmns;
and hier first question was, ¢ Where is the baby 27

Apparently & question guite unexpected from any visitor in this
house ; for the footman, much surprised, passed it to the butler, and
the butler circulated it somewhere in the inferior regions: whence
presently there appeared a slatternly female servant,

“1 am Miss Thelluson, baby's aunt. I wantto see my little
niece.”

Upon this the slatternly girl led the way up a steep stair to the
nursery. It was o long, low, gloomy room, which dtruck chilly on
entering, even in full sumwmer, for its only window looked novth-
east, and was shaded by an over-hanging tree. It hadin perfection
the close nursery atmosphere of the old school, whose chiefest hor-
ror scemed to be fresh air.  Sualess, smothery, dull, and cold, it
was the last place in the world for any young life to grow up in.
It cast a weight even upon the grown woman, who loved light and
air, and would never, either physically or mentally, willingly walk
in gloom.

Miss Thelluson contemplated sadly that small pale effigy of a
child, which lay in the little crib, with the last evening light slant-
ing across it through a carclessly-drawn curtain, It lay, not in
the lovely attitudes that sleeping children often assume, bhut flat
upon its back, its avms stretched out cruciform, and its tiny feet
extended straight out, almost like a dead child.  There was neither
roundness nor colouring in the face, and very little beauty. Only
a certain pathetic peace, not wnlike the peace of death. )

¢ Don’t touch her,” whispered Miss Thelluson, as the nurse was
proceeding roughly to take up her charge. ¢ Never disturb g
sleeping child. I will wait till to-morrow.”

And she stood and looked at it—this sole relic of poor Rosa ;
this tiny creature, which was all that was left of the Thelluson
race, notable and honourable in its day, though long dwindled
down into povery and obscurity.

As she looked, there came into Hannal's lieart that something
—mothers say they feel it at the instant when God makes them
living mothers of a living babe ; and perhaps He puts it into the
hearts of other women, not mothers at all, in solemm, exceptional
cases, and for lioly ends—that passionate instinet of protection,
tenderness, patience, self-denial; of giving everything and expecting
nothing back, which constitutes the true ideal of maternity. She did
not litt the child; she would not allow herself even to kiss its Jittle
curled-up fingers, for fear of waking it, but she consecrated herself
to it from that moment,~—as only women and mothers can, and do.

Nurse, who disliked her authority being set aside, approached
again. * Never mind touching it, miss ; we often do. It only
ories a bit, and goes off to sleep again.”
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But Hannal held her arm. ¢« No. no 1™ she said, vather sharply;
&1 will not have the child disturbed. 1 can wait, Tt is my child.”

And she sat down on the rocking-chair by the crib-side with the
air of one who knew her own rights, and was determined to have
them. All her nervous doubt of herself, her hesitation and timid-
ity, vanished together; the sight before her scemed to make hey
strong ;—strong as the weakest eveatures are when the maternal
instinet comes info them. At the moment, and for ever hence-
forth, Fannah felt that she could have fought like any wild beast
for the sake ol that little helpless babe,

she sat 2 long while beside it 5 long enough {o take in protty
clearly the aspeet of things avound her.  Though she was an old
maid, or considered herself so, she had had a good deal of
experience of family life in the various nurseries of friends and
enplovers 3 upoit which her strong coninon seise and quick obser-
vation had made many ‘nterinad commuants,  She detected at once
Lere that mournful lack of the motiier’s eyve and hand: the mother's
care and delight in making all things orderly and bheautiful for the
opening intelligenee of her daxling, Lt was quite enough to loolk
avound the room to feel suve that tne hitle sleeper before her was
nobody’s darling.  Cared for, of conrse, up to a cerviain extent, 1n
a stupid, mechanical way @ but there was nobody to take up, with
fuil hearvt, the burthen of motherhood. and do the utmost for the
little Jaouman being. who. pliysiologists say. bears in body and sonl,
the impress of its fivst wo years of life with it to the grave.

© And this duty falls to me ; God has given it to me,” said Han-
nal Thelluson to herself.  And without a moment’s questioning,
or mnsidering how far the labour might ontweigh the reward, or
it ' owaether the rewaid would ever come at all, she added,
s0. wnly, © Thank God !”

« T shall be here again before hed-time,” said she aloud to the
nurse, as she rose.

“You can’t miss,” returned the woman, evidently bent on vesist-
ance : I always goes to bed carly, and I loeks my nursery-door
after I've gone to bed.” .

“Phat will not do.” sail Miss Thelluson. I am baby's aunt, as
vou know, and her father has given her into my charge. The nur-
sery must never be Jocked against me, day or night.  Whexe is the
key 2 She took it oub of the door and pnt it into her pocket, the
nurse looking too utterly astonished to say a word. I shall be
back here again punetnally at half-past nine.”

© My first hattle!” she thought, sighing, as she went away to
Irer own room. She was not fond of battles ; still, she could fight
—when there was something worth fighting for; and even her
first half-hour in the widower's houschold was sufticient to show
lier that the mistress of it would require o have eyes like Argus,
and a heart as firm as a vock. This was natural ; like everything
else, quite natural: but it was not the less hard, and it did not
wake lier home-coming to the house on the hill more clieerful.

It was a new house comparatively, and everything about it was
new. Nothing could be wmore difierent from the old-fashioned
stateliness in which she had lived at Liord Dunsmore’s. But then
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And she stood and looked at it—this sole relic of poor Rosa.
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there she was a strauger; this was lome. She glanced through
the house in passing, and tried to admire ik, for it was her brother-
in-law's own property, only lately borght. Nob that he liked it—
lie had told her mournfully, that he neither liked nor disliked any-
thing much now-—hut it was the most snitable house he conld find.

She went out into tie garden, and wept oub a heavtful of tears
in the last gleam of the twilight, then she came back and dressad
for the seven o’clock dinner, for which the maid—who appeared at
the door, saying she had been specially ordered to attend on Miss
Thelluson—told her My, Rivers was sure to return.

¢« Phe lirst time master ever has returned, misg, to o regnlar late
dinner, since the poor mistress died.”

Phis, too, was a trial.  As Hannah descended, atéired with her
usual neatness, but in the thorongh middle-aged costume that she
had already assumed, there flashed ncross her a vision of poor
Rosa, the last iime, though they little knev- it was the last, that
she ran into her sister’s room just before dinner ; all in white, lher
round rosy arms and uneck gleaming under the thin muslin, so
happy herself, and brightening all avound her with her loving,
lovesome ways. And now, a mile distant, Rosa slept under the
daisies. How did her husband enduve the thounght !

With one great sob HMannal smothered down {hese remem-
brances. They would make the spproaching meeting more than
painful—intolerable. She felb as if the first minute she looked into
her brother-in-law's face and grasped his hand, both would assur-
edly break down, although over both had grown the outside com-
posure of a six-months’ old sorrow.

He himself scemed in dread of & ““scene,” and watchful to avoid
it, for instead of mecting her in the drawing-room, she found him
waiting for her at the stair-foot, under the safe shelter of all the
servants’ eyes.

« T i late,” he said ; ¢ I must apologise.”

Then they shook hands. Mr. Rivers's hand was trembling,
and very cold, bub that was all.  He said nothing more, and led her
at once inlo the dining-room.

In such circumstances, how dreadful sometimes are little things
—ihe little things that unconscionsly crop up, stinging like poiso-
ned arrows. There was one—Hannah recalled it long afterwards,
and so did others—dwelling malignly upon the innocent, publicly-
uttered kindly words.

The table had been laid for two persons, master and mistress,
and the butler held for Miss Thelluson the mistress’s chair.  Struck
with a sudden pang, she besitated—glanced towards Mr. Rivers.

“ Take it,” he suud, in o smothered kind of voice; * it is your
place now. I hope you will keep it always.” )

So she sab down, in Rosa’s seab ; with Rosa’s husband opposite.
How terrible for him to sce another face in the room of that dear,
lovely ong, over which the coffin-lid had closed! it was her duty.
and she weat through it ; but she felt all dinner-time as if sitting
upon thorns.

During the safe formalities of the meal, she had leisure to take
somc obscrvation of her brother-in-law. He was greatly altered.
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There had passed over him that great blow—the first grief of a life-
time ; and it had struek him down as o man of naturally buoyant
temperament usually is struck by any severe shock—sinking under
it utterly. Lven as sometimes those whor in full health Qisease
has smitlen, die quicker than those who have been long inured to
to sickness and soffering.

His sister-in-law observed him compassionately but sharply ; more
sharply than she bad ever done before.  The marriage having been
all setied without her, she had not to criticise bub to accept him
as Rosa's choiee, and had actuaily only seen him {wice—on the
wedding-day, and the one briel visit afterwards.  Shs had neticed
him lude, antil now.  Bui now, when they were 1o live fogether
as brother and sister: when he expected her to be his friend and
companion, daily and hourly ; to soothe him and sympathise with
him, put up with all his meods and humours, consult him on all
domesiic matiers, and in short, stand io Lim in the closest relation
that any woman can stand {o any man, unless she is his moiher
or s wife, the casc was altered. 1§ behoved her 1o find out, as
speedily as possilile, what sort o man dr. Rivers was.

He had a handsome face, and yel—1his “yel™ is not so nnfairay
it seems—it was likewise a good face; full of feding and expression.
A lidle funinine, perheps—he was like his mother, the st Lady
Kivers, who hiad been a very beautiful woman ; and once Hannah
had thought it beyishly bright—Lico bright {0 inferest her much, hut
it was not #o now. he suwshine had all gone oui of it, yet it
had nat atizinea the composed dignity of grief.  Irriiable. restless,
gloomy, morbid, he seemend in that condition into which a naturally
good-tempered man is prone to fall, when some great shoek has
oversed his hattniee, and mwade Tim the cxacié opposite of what he
once War-—iding cvers thing and evory bod abont bim, and himself
most of all.

Hannah sighed as she listened, though érving not to listen {ohis
fanlt-fiuding with the servants, somelites softo voce, someiimes
barciv restrained by his lngering sensce of right from breaking out
inlo actual anger—he who was, Rosa usud 1o assert, the sweelest-
tanpered man, the mosi porfeet gentloman, in il ihe world.  Yet
ever his crossness was pathelic—like the nawghliness of a sick child,
who does noi know what is the maller with him.  Haunah feli so
sorvy for him! She longed to make exeuse for those domestic
delinguencies and el bm she would soon pud all vighi; as she
knew she conld, having been her fatlier’s housckeeper ever since
she was 2 girl of sixtceen.

She was bold nough faindy to hiet this, when they gof into ihe
deawine-roont. wheve sore {rivial neglee! had annoyved hiin exces-
sively, fuach mare ihan 1* Geserved ; and she offered {o rveclify it.

< WiHE vow reaelly 7 Will vou fake all thess common houschoid
cares wpon voursel P

« It 1= & woman’s business ; and Ilike it

“ So she used {0 say.  She used consizntly to be longing for you,
and telling me how cowforiable everyihing was when her sister was
housekecper at home.  She——she N

It was the fivsg fime the desolide 19an had ventured off the safe
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track of common-place conversation, and though he only spoke of
Rosw as “she,”—it seemed impossible to him to call her by her name
—the mere reference {o Lis dead wife was more than he could bear.
All the flood-gates of his grief burst open.

“Jsn't this a change !—a terrible, $ervvible change ! he eried,

looking up to Hannah with anguish in his cyes. A child’s anguish

could not have been more dppedlin more utferiy, 11]](]18"111\011
And sitting down, he covered his fuce Wwith his hands, and wept—
also like a child.

Hannah weps too, but not with such @ passionate abandonment ;
it was against her mmue, woman lhounrh she was.  Ter own long-
past sorrow, which, she faneied, most resembled his, and had first
drawn hier to him with a strange sympathy, bad been & grief tofally
silent. Irom the day of Arthw’s death she never mentioned her
cousin’s name. Consolation she had never asked or received from
any human being — this sort of aflliction could not be comforted.
Thexrelore she scavcely undersiood, at first, how Bernard Rivers,
wlhen the seal was once broken, poured oub the whole story of-his
loss in o continaous sircam. For an hour or more he sat beside
her, talking of Rosa’s illness wad death, and all he hiad suffered ;
thcn going over and over again, with « morbid mtcnszty, his bnex,
h.lpps married life; Ll)p.xrenily hndmg in this overflow of heart the
ntmost relief, and even allevialion.

Hannah listened, somewhat surprised, but stili she listened.  The
man and the woman were as unlike as they well conld be ; yet. thus
thrown together—bound togethier, as it were by the link of & common
grief, their very dissimilariey, and (he necessily it involved of cach
making allowances for, and siriving heariily not {o wmisjudge the
other, produced a certain mutual interest, which made cven their
first sad evening not quite so sad s it might have becu.

After o while, Hannah ixied fo lure Aixr. Rivers, cut of his absorh-
ing zmd l)111.-.1)]\' scli-absorbed grief into a few p ineiical waifers;
for she was anxious to get as clear an idea as she conld of hur own
dubies i in the houscheld and the parish: hor duties only ; hew posi-
tion, and her righis—if she had any—would, she knew, fali into
their fitting places by-and-by.

“Yes, I have & large income.” said Mr. Rivers, sighing; ¢ f.nr
too large for me and thiat poor litlle baby. She would have enjoyed
it, and spent it wiscly and well. You shall spend it instead.  You
shall have as much money as you want, weekly or monthly; just as
she had. Oh, how clever she was ! how she used to bring me her
boolks to reckon over, and make such fun out of them, and fall into
stuch pretty despair if they were the least bit wrong. 2y owu Rosal
bMy merry, happy wite l—ves, I know I made Ler happy ! Sheiold
me so,—almost her last \"01(13."

“ Thank God for that!

“Jdo.”

Hannah tried to put into the hearl-siricken man thebelief— cssen-
tially @ woman's—ihat a pexfeet 10\'0, even when lost, is still an
cternal possession—a pain so scarcd that its deep peace often grows
inio absolute content. Bui he did not scem to understand this at
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all. Iis present loss—the continually aching want—the daily
eraving for love and help and sympathy—ihese were all he felt, and
felt with n keenness indeseribable. How could the one ever be filled
up and the other supplied?

Hanuah could nottell.  She grew frightened at the responsibility
she had wndertaken. A kind of hopdlessaiess eame over her : sne
almost wished herself safi back again in ihe quict sehiool-voom with
her Tetdo ladios Daere. There, at loast, she kaew all her duties, and
couldd fuliil them ; here they already seemed so complicated that how
she conld Lirst geb them clear, and then perform them, was more
than she knew,  However, it was not her way to meel evils before-
hand, or to iry and put more than the day’s work into the day.
She was old enough to have ceased to struggle afier the
impossible.

So she sat watching, with a pity almost motherly, the desolate
man, with whom, it seemed, for a time, at least, her lot was cast ;
inwardly praying {hat she might have strength to do her duly by
him. and secreily hoping that it might not be for long, that his gricf,
by ils very wildness, might wear itself out, and the sccond marriage,
whick Lady Dunsmore had progunosticated as the best thing which
could happen o him, might gradually come about.

¢ Rosy would have wished it—even Rosa,” the sister thought,
choking down a not unnaiural pang, * could she se¢ him as I sce
him now.”

It was a relief to eateh an excuse for a few minutes’ absence—
she took out her watch, and told her brother-in-law it was time to
go up to the nursery.

¢« Nurse does not like ib—1I see that ; but still Imustgo. Tvery
night before I sleep I must take my Iatest peep at baby.

¢ AL, that reminds me—~1I have never asked you what you think
of buby. I don’t know how it is—1I fear you will think me very
wicked,” added the widower, sighing, “ but I cannot lake theinterest
I ought to take in that poor child. I suppose men don’t carve for
babies—not at first,—and then her birth cost me so much.

¢ 1t was God’s will things should be thus,” answered Hannah
gravely. “Ifshould not makeyoudislike yourchild-—Rosa’s ¢hild.”

¢ God forbid!—only that I cannot feel as I ought to feel
towards the poor little thing.”

“You will in time.” And Hannah tried to draw a picture such
as might touch any father’s heart—of his wee givl toddling after
him ; his big girl taking his hand, and heginning to ask him ques-
tions; his sweet grown-up girl becoming his houselieeper, companion-
and fyiend.

Mr. Rivers only shook his head. A, but that is a long time to
wait. I wanta friend and companion now. How am I ever to get
through these long, lonely ycars !”

¢« God will help you,” said Hannah solemnly, and then felt half
ashamed, remembering she was preaching to a clergyman. But he
was @ man, too, with all a man's weaknesses, every one of which she
was sure to find out ere long, even already she had found out a
good many. Bvidently he was of & warm, impulsive, affectionato
nature, sure to lay upon her all his burthens. She would have the
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usual lot of sisters, to share most of the caves and responsibilities
of a wife, without a wife’s blessing or a wife’s love.

« T must go now. Crood-night,” she said.

“ Good-mght 2 Nay, surcly vou ave coming back to me again ?
You don’t know what a velief 1t has been {o talk to you. You cunuot
tell how terrible to me arve these long, loncly evenings.”

A moan, to Hannah incomprehensible.  For her solitude had no
terror—had never had. In early youth she would sit and dream
for hours of the future—a future which never came, Now she had
done with dreaming ; the present sufficed her—and the past. She
liked thinking of her dear ones living, her till dearer ones dead,
and found in their peaceful, unseen companionshipall she required.
Never was there a person less dependent on outward society. And
yeb when she had it she rather enjoyed it—only she never craved
after it, nor was it any necessity of her existence. On such wo-
men, who themselves can stand alone, ofthers always come and
lean—men especially.

As Miss Thelluson quitied him, Mr. Rivers looked after her with
those restless, miserable eyes of his, from which the light of happi-
ness seemed fled for ever.

¢« Pray come back soon,” he said imploringly. ¢ I do so hate
my own company.”

“Poorman ! How sad it would be if we women felt the same?’
thought Hannah. And she, who understood, and could endure,
not only solitude but sorrow, took some comfort to hersclf ;—a
little more, also, in the hope of imparting comfort.

A child asleep ! Painters draw it ; pocts sing about it : yet the
root of its mystery remains a mystery still.  About it seem to
float {he secrets of carth and heaven—life and death : whence we
come, and whither we go : what God does with and in us, and
what he expeets us to do for onrselves. It is as if, while we gaze,
we could catch drifting past us a few threads of that wonderful
web—whicl, in its entirety, He holds solely in His own hands.

Hannali Thelluson lnoked on this sleeper of six months old with
a feeling of not merely tenderness, but, awe. She listened to the
soft breathing—which might have to draw iis last sigh—who
knows ? perhaps eighty years hence, when she and all ber generas
tion were dead, buried, and forgotten. The solemnity of the
charye she had undertaken ecame upon her tenfold.  She stood in
the cmpty nursery, appavently left deserted for two hours, for
the five was out, and the candle flickered in its socket. Strange
shadows came and went ; among them one might almost imagine
human shapes—perhaps the dead mobner gliding in to look at her
lonely child. Even as in some old ballad about a cruel stepmo-
ther—

“The nicht was lang and the bairnies grat,
Their mithershe under the mools heard that.

“She waghed the tane and buskit her fair,
She kamed and plaited the tither’s hair;”

and then reproached the mew wife, saying—the words came
vividly back upon Hannal's mind—
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s 1 left ye candles and groftf wax-light—
My bairnies sleep I the mirk o’ night.

“ 1 left ye mony braw bolsters hlaec—
My bairnies ligg  the bare strae.”

A notion pathetic in its very extravagance. To HannahThelluson
it searcely scemed wonderful that any mother should rise up from
¢ under the mools,” and come thus to the rescuce of her children.

¢ Oh, if this baby’s father ever brings home a strange woman to
be unkind to her, what shall I do ? Anything, I think, bowever
desperate. Rosa, my poor Rosa, you may rest in peace !  God do
so to me, and more also, as the Bible says, if ever I forsake your
child.”

While she spoke, half aloud, there was a tap at the door.

¢ Come in, nurse.” but it was not the nurse ; it was the father.

¢« I could nob rest I thought I would come too. They never
let me look at baby-"

# Liook then. Isn't she sweet 2 Sce how her little fingers
curl round her pap.+’s hand already.”

Mr. Rivers bent over the crib—nob unmoved. ¢ My poor little
girl ! Do you think, Aunt Hannah, that she will cver be fond of
me ?”

“ I am sure she will.” X

« Then I shall be so fond of her.”

Hannah smiled ab the deduction. It was not her notion of lov-
ing—aespecially of loving a child. She had had enough to do
with children to feel keenly the truth that, mostly, one has to
give all and expect nothing—at least, for many years. DBut it was
tseless to say this,or to pub any higher ideal of paternal affection
into the young fathers bhead. e was so completely a voung
man shll, she said to horself ; and felb almost old enough, and ex-
perienced enough, to be his mother. ]

Nevertheless, Mr. Rivers scemed much affected by the sight of
his child, evidently rather a rare occurence.

¢« T think she is growing prettier ,” he said ¢ Anyhow, she

.looks very peaccful and sweet. I should like to take her and
cuddle her, only she would wake and seream.”

¢« T am afraid she would,” said Hannah, smiling. ¢ You had
better go away. Sge, there comes nurse.” Who entered, in some-
what indignant astonishment, at finding not only Miss Thelluson
but Mr. Rivers, intruding on her domains. Whereupon the latter,
with true masculine cowardice, disappeared at once. But when
Aunt Hannah—who accepted gladly the welcome name-—rejoined
him in the dvawing room, she found him pacing to and fro with
agitated steps.

« Come in, sister, my good sister. Tell me you don’t think me
such a brute as I have been saying of myself I am. Else why
should that woman have thought it so extraordinary—my coming
to look at my own child > But I do not mean to be a brute. I
am only a miserable man, indifferent to everything in this mortal
world. Tell me, shall Iever get out of this wretched state of mind ?
Shall I ever be able to endure my life again 2"
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What conld Hannah say ? or would there be any good in saying
it 2 Can the caperience of one heart teach another 2 or must
each find out the lesson for ilself 2 I fear so. Bhould she—as
with the strange want of vebicence wiich men soinctimes exhibib
much more than we women, he poured forth the anguish of his
life—open to him that long hidden and now healed, though never-
forgotten, woe of hers? Bub no! she could not. It was too sacred.
All she found possible was gently to lead him back to their old
subject of talk—common-place,practical things—ihe daily irterests
and dutics by which, 2s a elergvman, he was necessarily sarrounded
and out of which he might take some comfort. She was suve he
might if he chose ; she toid him so.

“ Oh no,” he said bitterly. ¢¢ Comfortis vain. 1 am a broken-
down man. I shall never be of any sood to anybody ! But you
will fake cave of my house and my enild. Do just as you fancy.
Have everything your own way.”

# In one thing I should like to have at once my own way,” said
she, rushing desperately upon a subjeet which she had been resolv-
ing on all the evening. ¢ I want to change rooms with baby.”

“Why ? Is nob yours comfortable? “Thosc horrid servants of
mine ! I desired them to give you the pleasantest room in the
house.”

« So it is ; and for that very rcason baby ought to have it. A
delicate child like her should live in sunshine, physically and
morally, all day long. The nursery only catches the sun for an
hour in the day.”

¢ How can you tell, when you have not been twelve hours in
the house ?”

She touched the tiny compass which hung at her wateh chain.

« What & capital idea! What a very sensible woman you
must be.”  And Mr. Rivers smiled—for the first tme that evening.
Miss Thelluson smiled too.

¢ What would become of a governess if she were not sensible ?
Then I may have my own way ?”

« Of course! Only—what shall T say to grandmamma ? She
chose the nursery, and was quite content with it.”

« Grandmamma is probably one of the 0ld sehool, to whom light
and air were quite unnecessary luxuries—say, rather annoyances.”

« Yet the old school brought up their children to be as healthy
as ours.”

« Because they were probably stronger than ours : we have o
pay for the crrors of a prior generation ; or else the stroug
ones only lived, the weakly ones were killed off pretty fast. But
I beg your pardon. You set me on my hobby—a governess’s
hobby—the bringing-up of the new generation. Besides, you
know the proverh about the perfectness of old bachelors’ wives and
old maids’ children.”

« You are not like an old maid, and still less like & governess.”
He meant this for a compliment, but it wus not accepted as such.

s Novertheless, I am both,” answered Miss Thelluson gravely;
« nor am I ashamed of it either.”
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« Certainly not; there is nothing to be ashamed of,” said Mr.
dvers, colouring. e could not bear in the smallest degree to

Lt people’s feelings, and had painfully sensitive feelings of his
own. 'Then came an awkward pause, atter which conversation
flagged to a considerable degree.

Hannah began to think, what in the wide world should she do if
she and her brother-in-law had thus to sit opposite to one another,
evening after evening, through the long winter's nights, thrown
exclusively upon cach other’s society, bound to be mutually agree-
able, or, at any rate, not disagrecable, yet lacking the freedom
that exists between husband and wife, or brother or sister who
have grown up together, and been used to one another all their
lives, It was a position cqually difficult and anomalous. She
wished she had known Mr. Rivers more intimately durving Rosa’s
lifetime ; yet that would have availed her little, for even that in-
timacy would necessarily have been limited. A reticent worman
never, under any circumstances, caves to be very familiar with an-
other woman’s hushand, even though he be the husband of her
own sister. She may like him sincerely, he may be to her a most
true aflectionate friend, but to have his constant exelusive socicty,
day after dey and evening after evening, she would either find ex-
tremely irksome—or, if she did not—God help her ! Lven under
the most innocent circumstances such an attracltion would be a
sad—nay, a fatal thing, to both parties. Pcople talk about open
jealousies; but the secret heait-burnings that avise from mis-
understood, half-misunderstood, or wholly false positions between
men and women, are much worse. Ifis the unuttered sorrows,
the wunadmitted. and impossible-to-be-wvenged wrongs, which
cause the sharpest pangs of existence.

Not that Miss Thelluson thought about these things ; indeed, she
was too much perplexed and bewildered by her new position to
think much about anything beyond the moment, but she felt suf-
ficiently awkward and uncomfortable to make her seize cagerly
upon any convenient topic of conversalion.

¢« Are they all well at the Moat-House ? I suppose I shall have
the pieasure of sceing some of your family to-morrow ?”

¢ If—it you will take the trouble of calling there. I must apo-
logise”—and he looked more apologetic than seemed even neces-
sary—* I believe Liady Rivers ought to call upon you ; bub she is
growing old now You must malke allowance.”

His was a tell-tale face. Iannah guessed ab once ihut she
would have a difficult part to play betweon her brother-in-law and
his family. But she cared not. She scemed not to care much
for anything or anybody now—aoxcept thab little baby up
stairs.

“ One always malkes allowance for old people,” answered she
gently.

« And for young people, t00,” continued Mr. Rivers, with suvme
anxiety, ¢ My sisters are so gay—so careless-hearted—thought-
less, if you will.”

Hannah smiled. ¢ I think I shall have too busy a life to be
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likely to sec much of your sisters.  And, T promise you, I wi]l, as
you *sny ‘make allow ance, '—exeept  in one’ thing.” And
there came a sudden flash into the deep-seb gray eyes, whlch made
Mr. Rivers start, and doubt i his sister-in-law was such a very
quiet woman after all. ¢ They must not interferc with me in my
bringing-up of my sister’s child There, I fear, they might find me
a little—diflicult.”

# No ; you will have no difficulty there,” said he hasitily. « In
truth my people live too much a life of socicty to trouble them-
selves about domestic concerns, especially babies. They scareely
ever see Rosie @ and when they do they always moan over ler—
say whabt a pity it is she wasn't a boy, and that she is so deli-
cate she will never be reared.  But please God, they may be mis-

taken.”

« They shall,” said Hannah, between her teeth : feeling that, if
she could so bmg.nn thh Prov idence, she would ¢ladly exchan“e
ten or twenby years of her own pale life for that little life just be-
ginning, the destiny of which none could foresee.

My, Rivers went on talking. It scemed such a relief to him to
tallk.

« Of course, my father and they all would have liked a boy best .
My cldest brother, you are aware—well, pcor fcllow, he grows
worse instead of better. Noue of us ever see him now. I shall be
the last of my name A name which has desceuded in an unbroken
line, they say, for centuries. We are supposcd to have been De
la Riviere, and to have come over with William the Conqueror.
Not that I eare much for this sorb of thing.” And yet he looked
ag if he did, a little ; and, standing by his five-side, tall and hand-
some with his regular Norman features, and weli-knit Norman
frame, he was not an unworthy representative of a race which
musthave had sufficient elements of greatness, physical and moral,
to be able to keep ilself out of obscurity all these centuries. “Iam
rather Wiggish myself; bub Siv Austin 1s & Tory of the old school,
and has certain crobchets about keeping up the family. Things
are jusl a little hard for my father.”

“ What is hard 2 I beg your pardon—I am afraid I was
not paying much attention To what you saidjust then. Ithought.”
Hannah lau"hed and blushed a little, ¢ I thought I heard the
baby.”

Mr, Rivers laughed too. ¢ The baby will be Aunt Hannah’s
idol, I see that. Don’t spoil her, that is all. Grandmamma is
always warning me that she must not be spoiled.” Then sceing
the same ominous flash in Miss Thelluson’s eye, he added, * Nay,
nay ; you shall have Rosie all to your self, never fear. I am only
t0o thankful to have you here. I hope you will make yourself
happy. Preserve for me my fragile little flower, my only child,
and I shall bless you all my days.”

Hannah silently extended ber hand : her brother-in-law grasped
it warmly. Tears stood in both their eyes, but still, the worst of
this meeting was over. They had rezched the point when they
could talk calmy of ordinary things, and consult over the mother-
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less child, who was now first object to both.  And though, whether
the widower feld it or not, Hannah still felt poor Rosa’s continual
presence, as it were: heard hermerry voice in pauses of conversation ;
saw the shadow of her dainty little form standing by lier hushand’s
side,—these remembranees she knew were morbid, and not to be
encouraged. They wonid fade, and they ought to fade, gradually
and painlessly, in the busy anxicties of real life. Which of us,
in dying, would wish i to be otherwise 2 Would we choose to be
to our beloved a perpetually aching grief, or a tender, holy memory ?
I think, the latter.  Hannal, whokuew sometbi g about sorrow,
thought so loo.

“ Good-night,” she said, rising not vegretfully the instant the
clock struck ten.  “ I am an carly bird night and morning.  Shall
you object to that ?  No house goes well, unless the mistress is
carly in the morning.”

Themoment she had said the word she would have given anything
to unsay it. That sweet, dead mistress, who used, to come flutter-
ing down-stairs like a white bird, with 2 face fresh as a rose,—
would the time ever come when her husband had forgotten her ?

Not now, at any rate. ¢ Yes,” e answered with evident pain ;
“ Yes ; you are the mistress here now. I put you exactly in her
place,—to manage ecverything as she did.  She would wish it so.
Oh, if we only had her back again !—just for one weck, one day !
But she never will come back any more !”

He turned away ; the forlorn man whom God had smitten with
the heaviest sorrow, thesharpest loss, that a man can know. What
consolation could Hannah offer him ?  None except the feeble one
that, in some measure, she could understand his grief ; because
over her love too the grave had closed. For a moment she
thought she would say that ; but her hips, when she opened them,
scemed paralysed. Not yet, at any rate,——not yet. Not till she
knew him better, and, perhaps he her.

So she only took his hand, and againsaid “Good-night;” adding
softly, « God bless you and yours !”

“ He has blessed us, in sending Aunt Hannah to take care of
us.” ’

So that first evening, which she had looked forward to with no
small dread, was over and done.

But long after Hannah had retired, she heard her brother-inlaw
walking about the house, with restless persistency, opening and
shutting door after door then ascendingto his ownroom with weary
steps, and locking himself in—not to sleep, for he had told her
that he often lay awake till dawn. She did not sleep either ; her
thoughts were too busy, and the change in her monotonous life too
sudden and complete for any thing like repose.

She sat at her window and looked out. It was a goodly night,
and the moon made everything bright as day. All along the
hill-to p was a cléar view, but the valley below was filled with mist,
under which its features, whether beautiful or not, were utterly
indistinguishable. That great white sea of vapour looked as mys-
terious as the to-morrow into which she could not penetrate ; the

-
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new life, full of new duties and ties, now opening before her just
when she thought all was ended. It interested her a little. She
wondered vaguely how things would turn out, just as she won-
dered how the valley, hid under that misty sea, would look at six
o’clock next morning. But soon her mind went back, as it always
did in the moonlight, to her own silent past—her own people, her
father, her mnother, sisters, all dead and buried--toher lost Arthur
with whom life too was quite done. He seemed to be saying to
her, not near, for e had been dead so long that even his memory
had grown phantom-ike and far away, but whispering from some
distant sphere, words she had read somewhere the other day—

¢ Oh maid most dear, I am not here,
I have no place, no part :
No dwelling more on sea or shore—
But only in thy heart”

“In my heart! in wmy heart!” sherepeated to herself, and
thought how impossible it was that anyliving love could ever have
supplanted—ever conld suppiant—the dead.
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A JULY SONG.

BY EMMA J. 3. R.

. At early morn the song,
The hum, the stir, among
The insect tribes was rite
With life and strife.

Now July’s noontide beams
Pour down in blistering streams ;
The busy sounds are mute

Of man and brute.

Now swooning Nature sleeps ;
The babbling brcok slow creeps ;
The cricket’s voice is dumb,

No chirp or hum.

As afternoon descends,

The tired siesta ends,

And road, snd field, and plain
Show life again.

ToronTo, June 5th, 1871,
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PICTURES OF THI LAKT.

BY THE EDITOR.

The mirror of the lake,
How its placid polished face
Reflects, with truth and grace,
The caxth, the sky,

The low, the Ingh,
This mirror of the lake.

The xipple on the lake,
How it flashes back the light,
How it changes to the sight,
‘What hues it gives,

How short it lives,
The ripple on the lake.

The wave upon the lake,
How it swells and rushes on
As the shorc it breals upon.
How high its wash,

How strong its dash,
The wave upon the lake.

The storm upon the lake,
How it booms upon the ear,
How it sounds afar, then near,
How loud its roax
On rock-bound shore,

The storm upon the lake.

Toronto, May 80th, 1871.
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TRAVELLING ON TIE RIINE.

BY V1ICTOR HUGO.

Translated from the French.

Sinee my boyhood I have slways devived extreme delight from
travelling on foot, for in many of my pedestrian trips I have met
with adventures which have lelt a pleasing impression behind.

"Che other day, about half-past {ive in the morning, after having
given orders for my luggage to be transported to Bingen, I Teft
Lorch, and took o boab to convey me to the other side of the river.
If you should ever be here, do the same.  The Roman and Gothie
ruins of the right bank are much more interesting to the traveller
than the slate-roofed houses ofthe left. At six I was seated, after
a somewhat difficult ascent, upon tho summit of a‘heap of extin-
guished lava, which overlooks I"urstemliurg Castle, and the valley
of Dicbach. After viewing this old castle, which in 1821, 1632,
and 1689, was the seab of Kuropean struggles, I descended. I left
the village and was walking joyously along, when I met three pain-
ters, with whom I oxchanged « friendly ¢ good day.” Iivery time
that I sce three young men travelling on foot, whose shining eye-
balls reflect the fairy-land of the future, I cannot prevent myself
from wishing that their chimeras may be realized, and from think-
ing of the three brothers, Cadenct, Luynes and Brandes, who, two
hundred years ago, set out one beautiful morning for the court of
Henry IV, having amomgst them only one mantle, which each
worein turn, Fifteen vears afterwards, under Liouis XIII., one of
them became Dulke of Chaulnes; the second, Constable of France;
and the third, Duke of Luxcmbourg! Dream on, then, young men
—persevere !

Travelling by threes seems to be the fashion upon the borders
of the Rhine, for I had scarcely reashed Neiderheimbach, when I
met three more walking together.

They were evidently students of some of those noble universities
which tend so much to civilize Germany. They wore classic caps,
had long hair, tight trock-coats, sticks in their hands, pipes in their
mouths, and, like painters, wallets on their backs. They appear-
ed to be conversing with warmth, and were apparently going to
Bacharach, In passing, one of them cried out, on saluting me,—
“ Dic nobis domine, in qua parte corporis antmam veteres locant
philosopht 2"

I returned the salutation, and veplied, *Jn corde Plato, in san-
guine Empodocles, inter duo supercilic Lucretius.”

The three young men smled, and the eldest shouted—
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“Viear Gallia regine ™ T replied, ¢ it Germania mater

We then saluied each other, and passed on.

Above Neiderheimbach is the sombre forest of Sann, where, hid
among trees, are two fortresses in ruins ; ihe one, that of Heim-
burg, & Roman castle: the other, Sonneck, once the abode of
brigands. ‘Lhe Emperor Lodolph demolished Sonmeck in 1212;
time has since crumbled Heimburg. A ruin still more awe-strik-
ing is hidden among the mountains,—it is calied Falkenburg.

I'had, as I have already stated, lett the village behind me.  An
ardent sun was above, but the fresh breeze from the river cooled
the air avound.  Tomy right, between two rocks, was the narrow
enlry of & charming ravine, abeunding wiih shadows. Swarms of
little Lirds were chirping joyously, and in love chasing each other
amongst the thick leaves: a streamlet, swollen by the rains,
dashed, {orrent-like, over the herbage, frightened the insecis, and,
when falling fron stone {o stone, formed litile cascades among the
pebbles. T discovered along this siream, in the darkness which
the trees shed around, a road, that a thousand wild fiowers——the
water-lily, the amaransh, the everlwsting, the iris—hide from the
profane and deck Tor the poct. You are aware that there ave
moments when I almosi belicve in the intelligence of inanimate
things ; 1t appeared to me as if I Lieaxd a thousand voices exclaim,
“Where goest thou ? Seckest then pleces univedden by human
foot, but where Divinity has Ieft its trace?  Thou wishiest thy soul
to conmmuue with solitude 1 thow wishest lighi and shadosw, musr-
murings and P ace. chaiges and serenily @ thow wishest the place
where the Word is rcard in silence, where thow seest life on the
surince and ctornity ab the bowtom @ thou lovest fhe deseri ; thou
hatest not man ; thou seckest the greensward,the moss, the huwnid
leaves, tall branches, birds which warble, running waters, perfume
mingling with the air.  Well, enier; this is thy way.” Tt required
no consideration. 1 entered theravine. Do tell you all that I did
there, or rather, what selitude did for me-~how the wasps buzzed
rvound the violets, how the wings of bixds rusiled@ among the leaves
—thai which startled in the wmess, thet which chirped in the nest,
the soft and indistinet seuud of vegetation. the beauty of the bull-
fly, the activity of the bee, ihe puticence of (the spider, the opening
of flowers, the lamentations, the distant cries, the siruggling of
inseet with inseet, the exhalations of the vacks, which, sighingly,
reached the car—ihe rovs of Jeaven, which piereed through the
trees,—the drops of water that foll, like tears, from flowers—the
half revelalions which came from the cahn, harmonious, slow, and
continued labour of ali those crealures wnd of all those things
which ave more in connection with God than with men ;—i{o tell
you all thai, my friend wonld be fo express the ineflable, to show
the invisible, to paintinfinity ! Wlhai did I do there 2 T no longer
know. As in the ravine of Baint Goarshaasen, I wandered, rumi-
naied : and, in adering, prayed!  Whatl was I thinking of ? Do
not ask me.

There are moments, you ave aware, when our thoughis float as
drowned in a thousand confused ideas.

1 at last reached-—L do not know how—ihe summit of & very
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high hill, covered with short broom. 1In all my excursions upon
the banks of the Rhine, I saw nothing so beautiful. * As fir as the
eye could rench were prairies, waters,and magie forests resembling
bunches ol green feathers. It was one of those places where we
imagine we see the tail of that magnificent peacock which we eatl
Nature.

Behind the hill on which I was seated, on the sunumit of a
mount covered with fir and chesnut trees, 1 perceived a sombie
ruin, @ colossal hicap of browst basalt, in the form of a citadel
What castle was it 2 1 could not teil, for I did not know where
I was. To examine a roin al hand is my manic ; thereiors, ab the
expiration of @ quarfer of an hour, I was wandeving shrough it,
seavching, {oraging, and turning over huge stones, with fie hope
of finding an inseriplion which wonld throw some light upon this
venerible rain.

On leaving the lower chamber, the corner of a stone, one end
buried in the rubbish, strack my view. 1 immediately stoopad,
and with my hands and {ect cleaved everything away, under the
impression of finding upon it the name of this mysterious ruin.
On this larze block of sione the Jizuve of & man, clothed in armonr,
but without o head, was senipiured @ and under his {vet were the

following lines t——

“Vaw taeelt periit e,
Now redt et reil endbra vir carel in temba qro coret effigies.”

I was still in ignovance. ‘Luis castle was an enigma. I had
sought for words ; L had found them : thabis, an inseripiion with-
oud a date—an epitaph withont & name-—a statue without w head.
While buried in reficetion, a distinet sound of voices vaached me. [
listened. It was a quick dizlogns, a few words only of which I
conld distinguish mid the shouts of langhter and of joy. These
were, Sl of the mountain—Sublerrarean passaye—\Very bad jool-
path.”  On xising from the tombsione, Ihaheld three yonng givls,
clothed in white, with fair faces, smiling checls, and bright blue
eyes, Nothiug could be more magicul, more charming, for o
pevenr, so siluated, than this apparition. It would have Dbeen
pardonable for w poet to have taken them for angels, or saints of
Heaven; I must aflirm that, to me, they were only three English
girls.

1i suddenly crossed my mind that by profiting by these angels,
Lmight find without farther trouble, the nume of the castle. They
spoke Buglish; thevefore, I concluded they belonged io that
country. To give wme countenance, I opened my portlolio,
called to my aid the lidtle Buaglish of which I was mas-
ter, then began to look inie {he ravine, murmuring to myself,
« Baaubiful view ! very fine! very prefly waterfall I &e., &e.

Phe young girls, surprised 2 niy suddcsn appearance, began,
while stiiling their laughs, to whisper to cach other.  They looked
charming, bub were evidently laughing at me. I summoned up
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courage, advanced o fow sieps towards the blooming group, which
remained stationary, and saluiing with my most gracious air, the
cldest ol the three, nitered, ¢ What, if vou please, is the name of
this casile 27

The sweet girl swmiled, looked at her two companions, and,
slichtly blushing, replied in French, 1 believe, sir, it is called
Falkenburg, At least, a French gentleman who is now speaking
with my father in the Grand Tower, said so.  If you will take the
trouble to go round {hat way, Sir, you will meet them.” These
words, so much fo the point, and spoken with a pure French
aecent, sufliced {o convince me of my misiake ; bub the charming
creainre {ook the irouble of adding,—*“We are not Buglish, Sir;
we ure French ; and you are from France.”

“ow do you know,Miss,” Lreplied, “that I am a Frenchman 2

“ By your English,” the voungest replied. ‘The cldest sister
looked ai her with un air of severitv—-ihat is, if beanty, grace,
vouth, innovence and joy, can have a severe alv.  For my part, I
burst inio 2 it of Inuglter.

¢ Bug, voung ladies,” T said, ¢ you, vourscives were speaking
English a few minutes ago.”

¢« I was only for mnnserent,” the youngest replied.  ““For exer-
¢ise,” said the other, chidingly.

This fiat and motherly rectification was lost upon the young
girl, who ran gaily to the tomistone, raising slightly her gown, on
account of the stones, and displaying the prettiest foot imaginable.
«Qh! she eried, * come and see this. It is a staiue—is has no
head—it 1s o man 17 '

The other two joined iheir sister ; and a minuie alterwards all
three were upon e tomb, the sun reflecting their handsome pro-
files upon the granite spectre. A few minutes ago, I was asking
myself the names of the yvoung girls; and I ¢cannot tell you what 1
{elt when secing thus together, those iwo mysteries, the one full of
horror, the other full of charms.

By listening to their sofi whisperings, I discovered ihe name of
the seccond.  She was the preftiest—a frue princess for fairy tales.
Her long eyclashes half hid the bright apple of her eye, that the
pure light pencirated. She was belween her vounger and her
eldest sister, as pudenr belween adivetd and grace, bearing o faint
resemblance {o boih.  She looked at me {wice, bub spole not ; she
was the only one of the three whose voice T had not heard, and the
only onc whose name Lkuew. At one time her younger sister said
to lier, ** Look, Stella " T al no former period so well understood
all that is limpid, luminous, and charming in that name. The
youngest made these reflections in an audible voice: ¢ Poor man !
they have cut his head off. It was then {he time when they took
off the heads of men!”  Then she exclaimed, ** Oh! here’s the
epitaph. It is Latin: ¢ Yoo tacuit periit e It is difficult to
read. I should like to knmow whai it says.” «Let us go for
father,” the cldest said ; “ he will explain it to us.” Therefere,all
three bounded away like fawns. They, did not even: deign to ask
me; and I was somewhat humbled on thinking that my English
had given them a bad opinion of my Latin. 1 took a pencil and
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wrote beneath the inscription the following translation of the
distich :— :

Dans la nuit la voix se tue

L’ombre eteignit le flambleau,

Ce qui manque a la statue
Manquea Phomme en son tombeanu.

Just as I was finishing the last line, I heard the young girls
shouting, ¢ This way, father—this way 1" I made my ecscape,
however, before they uppeared. Did they sce the explanation that
I had loft them 2 T do not know. I hastened to a different part
of the ruin, and saw them no more. Neither did T hear anything
further of the imysterious decapitated chevalier. Sad destiny !
What crime had that miserable man committed 2 Man had bereft
him of life; Providenee had added to that forgetfulness. His
statue was deprived of a head ; his name is lost to legends ; and
his history is no longer in the memory of man! His tombstone,
also, will soon disappear. Some vine-dvessers of Sonneck, or of
Rupperisberg, will take it and trample upon the matilated skeleton
that it perhaps still covers, break ihe stone in two, and make a
seat of i, on which peasants will sit, old women knit, and childrven
play. In owr days, both in Germany and France, ruins ave of
utility ; with old palaces new huts are constructed. But, my
friend, allow me to return to ¥alkenburg. It is cnough for me, in
this nest of legends, to speak of this old tower still ereet and
proud, though its interior be dilapidated. If you do not know the
adventures that transpired here—the legends that abound respect-
ing this place—a reeital of a few of them may ammse you. One
in parlicular, that of Gantram and Liba, starts {vesh in my
memory. It was upon this bridge that Gantram and Liba met
two men carrying a cofiin ; and on this stair that Liba threw her-
self mto her lover’s arms, saying, smilingly,—“ A coffin ! No, it is
the nuptial bed that you have seen!” It was in this court, at
present lilled with hemlock, in flower, that Ganiram, when con-
ducting his bride {o the ultar, ssw—to Inm alone visible—a man
clothed in black, and a woman with a veil over her face, walking
before him. It was in kis Roman chapel, now ermmebling. where
liviug lizards now creep upon those that are sculptured, that,when
Gantram was pabling the wedding-ring upon the taper finger of his
bride, he suddenly felt the cold grasp of an unkuown hand—it was
that of the maiden of the castle, who, while she combed her
hair, had sung, the night long, near an open and empty grave.

I remained several, hours in these ruins—a thousand ideas
erowded upon me.  Spiritus loci! My next loiter may contain
them. Hunger aiso came; but, thanks to the French deer that
& fair voyugense whom I met, spoke fto me about, I was enabled to
rench a village on the borders of the Rhine, which is, I believe,
called Trecktlingshausen—the ancient Trajani Castrum.

All that is here in the shape of auberye is a taverne a biere ; and
all that I found for dinner was a tough leg of mutton, which a
student, who was smoking his pipe at the door, tried to dissunde
me from eating, by saying that a hungry Englishman, who had
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been an hour before me, had tried to masticate it, but had left off
in disgust. I did not reply haughtily, as Marshal do Crequi did
before the fortress of Gayi—¢ What Barberousse cannot take,
Karbegrise will take ;” but I ate of the leg of mutton.

I set out as the sun was declining, and soon left the Gothic
chapel of St. Clement behind me. My road Ilay along the base of
sever 1 mountains, on the' summits of which were situated three
castles—Reichenstein, Rheinstein (both of which were demolished
by Rodoluvh of Hapsburg, and rebuilt by Count Palatine, and
Vaugtsberg inhabited in 1848 by KRuno of Falkenstein, and
repaired by Prince Frederick of Prussia). My thoughts turned
upon & ruin that I knew lay hetween the place where I was and
Bingen—u sirange, wnsightly ruin, which, between the ¢ mflux of
the Nahue and tho Rhine, stands erect in the middle of the river.

I remember from childhood a picture that some German ser-
vant had hung above my bed : it represented an old, isolated,
dilapidated {ower, swrrounded with water ; the heavens above it
were dark, and covered with heavy clouds. In the evenings, after
having offered up my prayers to God, and before reposing, I
looked attentively at the picture. In the dead of the night I saw
it in my dreams, and then it was terrible. The tower became
enormous, the lightning flashed from the clouds, the waters
roared, the wind whistlea among the mountains, and secemed every
moment as if about to pluck them from their base. One day I
asked the servant the name of the tower, and she replied, making
the sign of the cross upon her forehead,—‘Mausethurm.” After-
wards she told me the following story :—

At one lime, there lived at Mayence a cruel archbishop named
Hatto——a miserly priest—who, she said, was ¢ readicr to open his
hand to biess than to bestow in chavity.” That one bad harvest
he purchased all the corn, in order to sell it again at & high price :
money was the sole desive of this wicked priest. That at length
famine Decame so great that the neasants in tho village of the
Rhine were dying of hunger-—-thet the people assembled in the
town of Mayence, weeping and demanding bread—and that the
archbishop refuseil to give them any. The starving people did
not disperse, bui surrounded the palace, nitering frightful groans.
Hatro, annoyed by the cries of starvation, caused his archers to
scize the men and wowen, old and voung, and to shut them up in
a granary, to which he sct fire. ¢ It was,” added the old woman,
g spectacle that might have caused the stones to weep.” IHatto
did nothing but laugh, and as the wretched sufferers screamed in
agony, and were expiring in the flames, he exclaimed—

¢ Do you hear the squeaking of the rats 2"

The next day the fatal granary was in ashes, and there were
no longsr any inhabitanls in Mayence. Thetown secmed dead and
deserted; when suddenly a swarmof rats sprang—Iike the wormsin
the weers of Assuérus ~from the ashes of the granary, coming from
under thegronnd, appearing in every crevice, swarming the strects,
the citadel, the palace, the caves, the chambers, and the alcoves. It
was a scourge, an aflliction, a hideous fourmillement. Hatto, in
despair, quitted Mayence, and fled to the plains, but the rats fol-
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lowed him ; he shut himself up in Bingen, which was surrounded
with walls, but the rats gained access by creeping under them.
Then the dispairing bishop caused & tower to be erected in the
middle of the Rhine, and took refuge in it ; the rats swam over,
climed up the tower, gnawed the doors and windows, the walls and
ceilings, nnd, at last, reaching the palace, where the miscrable
archbishop was hidden, devoured him. At present the malediction
of Heaven and of man is upon this tower, whica is called Mause-
thurm. It is deserted—it is erumbling into ruins in the middle of
the stream ; and sometimes at night o strange ved vapour is seen
issuing from it resembling the smoke of & furnaco :—it is the soul
of Hatto, which hovers round the place. There is one thing re-
markable. History, oceasionally, is immoral ; but legends are al-
ways mosal, and tend to virfue, In history the powerful prosper,
tyrants reign, the wicked conduct themselves with propriety, and
monsters do well; a Sylla is transformed into anlionourable man :
a Louis the Ileventh and other such die in their beds. In tales
Hell is always visible. There is not a fanlt that has not its pun-
ishment—not a crime, which leads not to inquietude-—no wicked
men but those who become wretched. Blan, who is the Inventor
of fiction, focls that he has no right to make statements and leave
to vague supposition their consequences : for he is groping in durk-
ness—is sure of nothing : he requires instruction and counsel, and
dares not relate events without drawing immediate conclusions.
God, who is the originator of history, shows what he chooses, and
knows the rest.

Mausethurm is & convenient word, for we may find in it what
ever we desire. There are individuals who believe them-
selves capable of judging of every thing, who chase poesy from
everylhing, and who say, as the man did to the nightingale—
¢« Stupid beast ! won't you cease to make that noise.” These
people affirme that the word Mausethurm is derived from maus or
mauth, which signifies ¢ custom-house ; that in the tenth century,
before the bed of the river was enlarged, the Rhine had only
ono pasgsage and that the authorities of Bingen leyied, by means
of this fower, & duty upon all vessels that passed. Tor these grave
thinkers these wise-acres the cursed tower was a douwane, and Hatto
was & custom-house officer.

According to the old women, with whom I freely asrociated,
Maousethurm is derived from maus or wmus, which signifies a rat.
The pretended custom-house is the Rat Tower, and its toll-keeper
a spectre.

After all these two opinions may be reconciled. It is not alto-
gether improbable, that towards the sixteenth and seventcenth cen-
tury,after Luther,atter Krasmus, several burgomasters ofnerve made
use of the tower of Hatto for a custom-house, Why not ? Rome
made a custom-house of the temple of Antonius, the dogana. What
Rome did to History, Bingen might well do to Legend.

In that case Mauth might be right, and Mause not be wrong.
Let that be as it may, one thing is certain—that since the old
servant told me the story of Hatto, Mausethurm has always been
one of the familiar visions of my mind. You arc aware that there
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are no men withont their phantoms,as there are none without their
whims.

Night is the time of dreams : at one time a ray of light appears,
then a flame of fire ; and, according to the reflection, the same
dreamn may be a celestial glory, or an apparition of hell.

I must admit that the Rat Tower, n the middle of its agitated
waters, never appeared to me but with a horrible aspect. Also—
ghall I avow it 2—when chance,by whose fantasy I was led,brought
me to the banks of the Rhine,the first thought that struck me was,not
that I should see the dome of Mayence, or the Cathedral of Cologne
or the Poalz, but that I should see the Rat Tower.

Judge, then, of my feelings, poor believing poet and infatuated
antiquary that Lam! Twilight slowly succeeded day ; the hills
became sombre ; the trees dark ; and a few stars twinkled in the
heavens. I walked on, my eyes fixed on obscurity: I felt that I
was approaching Mausethurm, and that in a few minutes that
redoubtable ruin, which to me had, up to this day, been only a
dream, was about to become a reality.

I came to & turning in the road,and suddenly stopped. At my feet
was the Rhine,running rapidly and murmuring among the bushos ;
to my right and left, mountains, or rather huge, dark heaps, whose
summits were lost in a sky in which a star was scarcely to be seen ;
at the base, for the horizon, an immense curtaiu of darkness ; in
the middle of the flood, in the distance, stood a large black tower,
of a strange form, from which a singular red light issued, resem-
bling the vapour of a furnace, casting a glare upon the surround-
ing mountains, showing a mournful-looking ruin on the left banlk,
and reflecting itself fantastically on the waters. “There was no
human voice to be heard; no, not even the chirping of a bird.
All was solitude—a fearful and sad silence, troubled only by the
monotonous murmurings of the Rhine.

My eyes were fixed upon Mausethurm. I could not imagine it
more frightful than it appeared. All was there—night, clouds,
wountains; the quivering of the reeds ; the noise of the fiood, full
of secret horror, like the roaring of hydras under water; the sad
and faint blasts of wind ; the shadows, abandonment, isolation ;
all, even to the vapour of the furnace upon the tower—the soul of
Hatto!

An idea crossed my mind, perhaps the most simple, but which
at that moment produced a giddiness in my head. I wished at
that bour, without waiting till nexs day, or till day-light, to go
to the rmin, The apparition was before my eyes; the night was
dark ; the phantom of the archbishop was upon the tower. It
was the time to visit Mausethurm,

But how could I do it? where could I find a boat in such a
place 2 To swim across the Rhine would be to evince rather too
great a taste for spectres. Moreover, had I imagined myself a
good swimmer, and been fool enough for such an act, the redoubt-
able gulf of Bingerloch, which formerly swallowed up boats as
sea-dogs swallow herrings, and which is at this identical spot,
would have effectually deterred me. I was somewhat embarrassed.
Continuing my way towards the ruin, I remembered that the tink-
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ling of the silver bell and the spectres of the dungeon of Velmich
did not prevent the peasants from propping the vine and exploring
the ruins; I concluded that near a gulf, where fish necessarily
abound, I should probably meet with the cabin of some fisherman.
‘When vine-dressers brave Falkenstein and his Mouse, fishermen
might well dare Hatto and his Rats.

I was not deceived. I continued, however, walking for some
time before I met anything ; but at Iength reached a point of the
bank where the Nahue joins tne Rhine. I began to give up all
hopes of meeting a waterman, but, on descending towards some
osiers, I deseried a boat of a strange consiruction, in which a
man, enveloped in a covering, was sleeping. I went into the boat,
awoke the man, and pointed to the tower; but he did not under-
stand me. I then showed him one of the large Saxon crowns,
which are of the value of six franes each; he understood me
immediately; and a few minutes afterwards, without exchanging a
word, we, speetre-like, were gliding towards Mausethurm.

When in the middle of the flood, it scemed to me as if the tower
diminished in size, instead of increasing.

It was the Rhine which made it appear less. As I had taken the
boat at a place which was higher up than Mausethurm, we descend-
ed the river,advancing rapidly. My eyes were fixed upon the tower,
from the summit of which the vague light was still issuing, and
which, at cach stroke of the oar, I saw distinetly increasing.
Suddenly I felt the bark sinking under me, as if we werein a
whirlpool, and the jerk caused my stick to roll at my feet. I
looked at my companion, who, returning my gaze with a sinister
smile, which, seen by the supernatural hght of Mausethurm, had
something frightful in it, said “Bingerloch.” We were upon the
gull. The boat turned. The man rose, seized the anchor with
one hand and a chord with the other, plunged the former into the
surge, leaped on the gunwale, and began to walk upon it. This
manceuvre was accomplished with admirable dexterity and mar-
vellous sung-frotd.  We landed. Y raised my eyes. A short dis-
tance from where I stood, on a little island not observable from
the land, was Mausethurm, an enormous, formidable castle, dilapi-
dated and in fragments, as if gnawed by the frightful rats of the
legend, :

TLe faint light that I observed was a red flame which shed rays
along the mountains, giving to cvery crevice the appearance of the
meuth of an enormous lantern. It also seemed to me as if I heard
in that fatal edifice a strange continued noise—a sort of gnawing
sound.

I looked at the waterman, told him to wait my return, and
walked towards the ruin.

It was truly the Tower of Hatto—the place of rats. Mause-
thurm was before my eyes, and Iwas about to enter. In directing
nmy steps towards a low door in the fuecade, through which the wind
from the river was whistling, I was startled by some black living
creature, which ran rapidly by my feet. It appeared to me to be
8 huge rat running towards the rceds. On reaching the door, I
ventured to look into the room, from which the strange gnawing
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gound and the extraordinary glare of light still came. I will tell
you what I saw :—

In an angle opposite the door were two men, with their backs
turned to me. One was in a stooping posture, and the other
geated upon a kind of iron vice, which a person of discernment
might have talken for an instrument of torture. Their feot and
arms were naked, their clothes tattered, and each wore a leathern
apron. Oue was old—his grey hair testified it; tke other was
young—1I saw his fair locks, which, from the reflection of a large
lighted furnace in the opposite angle, appeared red. Theold man
wore, like the Guelphs, his ¢owl inclined to the right; and the
young one, like the Gibelins, had his upon the left side. DBut
they were neither Gibelings nor Guelphs, demons nor spectres.
Two blacksmiths wero before me. The light—the soul of Hatto,
changed by Hell into & living flame—was the firo and smoke of
the chimney ! the gnawing sound, the sound of files !

The two blacksmiths were worthy individuals. They showed me
the ruins; pointed out the place in which Hatto had taken shelter ;
and then lentme a lantern,with which I ranged through the whole
of the little island.

After having cxamined the ruin, I left Mausethurm., My water-
man was fast aslecp, but was no sooner roused than we proceeded
forthwith to cross the Rhine, when I again heard the noise of the
two blacksmiths.

Half an hour afterwards I arrived at Bingen ; was very hungry,
supped : after which, althongh fatigued, although the inhabitants
were asleep in their beds, I explored the Klopp, an old castle in
ruins which overlooks Bingen, where I witnessed a spectacle
worthy of closing a day on which I saw so many things, with so
many ideas crossing my mind.
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ROYALISTS AND LOYALISTS.
An SHistovienl Hovel,

By the Author ol “Occasionar Pavers,” ¢ WHar SHaLL WE Do?”’
“War Skercues,” “Tue Two Nmeusouss,” &c.

‘[ can tell you a tale, Sir, that will both interest and atfect you; thatwillsome-
times make you laugh, :m(f perhaps cry too;—but bless you, Sir, 1t's only like life
itself, everywhere; {t's mnade up of lights and shadows, the world over. My tale
is about Royalists and Loyalists, just as you like to call them, for they are not
always the same; sometimes there 1s a wide difference between them.”

THE OLD FARMER,

CHAPTER I.
TIE JUMPING MATCH.

It was after sunset of 2 summer’s day, towards the end of last
century, that a pedestrian stranger euteved she village of Dingle-
dale in Cheshire. The foot traveller was a man of massive, pow-
erful frame, great breadth of shoulder and depth of chest. His
build was such that, although six feet in height, from a cursory
glance, few persons would have thought so.  Iis dress, which

bore marks of travel over dusty roads, bespoke nautical service ;

his trousers were wide and flowing from the hip; he wore a
rough, loose jacket, and a cloth cap, the latter indicating the un-
lress of a naval lieutenant, or atleast a travelling modification.
The evening was very fine, and as might be expected, the young
aen and boys were out in large numbers on the village green,play-
g at the various games then comumon, ov cxeveisine themselves
ftsuch gymnastics as leaping,running or wrestling, The maidens
narver to the houses skirting the common, were also enjoying

" thmselves at such feminine pastimes as suited their respective

facies. The old men, and in many cases women also,wore sitting
attheir doors smoking and chatting, quietly enjoying the scene
wich reminded them of former days. These weve the elders, the
grndfathers and grandmothers of the village. The middle-aged
maq were chiefly collected in groups, discussing the news of the
da, and talking over those startling events which were agitating
boh Europe and America.

Vhile things were progressing in this way,the general attention
of {d and young was attracted by loud shouts and avary alterca-
tiojamong & number of young men who had beer jumping.

he excitement was 50 great and continuous, that the other play-
erseased their games and ran to the scenc of dispute. These were
sooifollowed by a number of the men,who were anxious lest their
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own gons might be engaged in the brawl, and at the same time,
desirous to interpose the authority of age to prevent the quarrel
ending in a fight, 2 by no means unusual, though very unsatis-
factory mode of adjusting diftarences of opinion. The cause of
the uproar was a dispute respecting a leap which had just been
made; one party asserting that the jumper had not tairly footed
the mark, the other just as stoutly contending he had.  The com-
petitors had both obtained a local celebrity in this exercise, which
was much practised. The younger jumper had been gradually
gaining upon the other, who was several years his senior; but at
length they were so nearly matched thatno one could decide which
was the better, sometimes one and then the other taking the lead.
This circumstance had created a strong feeling of rivalry between
the two young men: the elder naturally desiring to maintain his
superiority, or rather, to regain it; and the younger equally desir-
ous to outstrip his formidable competitor. Another circumstance,
however, had tended to embitter thisharmless competition, this was
the discovery that they were rivals for the good graces of Sarah
Bently, the reputed beauty of the village, if not of the whole par-
ish. It was generally understood that Sarah was a little inclined
to flirting, and was keeping both in suspense as to & decided pre
ference. The old folks, especially her futher, very much preferred
the younger man, and had positively forbidden the elder’s coming
to the house. Both the young men belonged to the middle class
of workers, and were in comfortable, but still, cemparatively,hum-
ble circumstances; the one being a hatter, and the other a carpen-
ter, though the latter lived with his mother upon the farm, and
assisted the family during his spare hours. One of the nld men,
who had gone to see what there was amiss, suggested that the best
mode of ending the dispute would be to have the scores eftaced, o
better still, sclect another place, and each to make one or mor
jumps.  The elder, who was th¢ hatter, and who had made tlé
disputed jump, objected to ihis mode of settling the difliculti.
“He had,” he said, “made a far jump, there were the markings
as plain as any thing need be, and what could he do more, if ie
jumped all night; it Ronald thought he conld do it, why not ty,
and if he conld not, why not acknowledge at once, that he 1as
beaten.” Just then some one called out, ©Make way, here cores
the young ¢Squire, let him decide the matter.”  The crowdat
once opened for this important individual, who rode rapidly ujfon
a fine black horse, and who, as he reined up in the closing citle,
was greeted with an amount of deference, which, towards onj of
bis age, was ahmost painful to witness, and yet when the cirglm-
stances are understood and considered, not at all surprising. The
young “Squire,” as he was called, was about twenty-one yeay of
age, rather tall and well-looking : Lie had been petted and spiled
by his mother, who was a weak-minded woman, but prod as
Lecifer, of her family pedigree, and who had, accordingly, eduated
her son to regard their tenantry, and in fact cvery one elf, in
subordinate positions, as little better than serls, whose hojage
was his birth-right, even where there was no vassalage.

Wytcher Hall, the birth-place of the young squire, was ot of

!
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those large irregularly-built mansions to be found in various parts
of England. THouses in which you may lose yourself, and yet with
all this room, often exceedingly uncomfortable except in the
modernized and improved portions. The low, dark rooms, heavy,
gloomy-looking furniture, black oaken stairs,leading to unexplored
localities; closets dark as crebus; and long passages terminating
nowhere in particular, unless in a blank wall. Occasionally you
may enter & chamber by crossing o lower portion of voof, leaded
over, and out of this you open to a stair, which ascends to a tur-
ret: or descending, you land in a terra dncognita, the rooms
tapestried with numberless cobwebs hanging in thick festoons,—
an earthy, decaying smell pervades the atmosphere, which feels
heavy, and ¢hills the body,—an oppressive breathing soon follows,
and you arc glad to find 2 broken casement where yoa can get a
mouthful of fresh air. Your guide informs you that this part of
the hall has been shut up for many years, but caanot say exactly
how long.

Ina small parlor vou notice a dark stain, and you are informed
in o whisper, that here was enncted a dreadful tragedy, and that
oceasionally a man in full dress armour, has been seen looking from
the windows, or heard with heavy tread, pacing the floors. The
wainscotted walls echo your footsteps, and you are in momentary
expectation that some one of the panels will slide back in its frame
and discover this ghostly warrior with stern countenance, beckon-
ing you to follow him into subterrancous or unknown apartments,
to reveal some fearful mystery which has for years prevented his
repose.

You become nervous, and, under the pretext that your curiosity
is fully gratified, you hurry your leisurely guide to return to a
healthier atmosphere and better light.  Your guide, who is some-
thing of a wag, ina dull way, wonders whether you would not
like to sce the vaults, where it is said two knights were nearly
starved to death by getting accidentally shut in and forgotten;
you shudder, and fecl a stifling sensation, and dropping the man
his shilling, hurry along to freedom and daylight, feeling thankful
that although you bear the name of your father, (because it is
considered disreputable, and often inconvenient in law, if through
accident or informality you hiave to bear your mother's) you have
no historical namesake,—an ancestor, compelied by mysterious
influences to wander among deserted vooms, along dreary corri-
dors, up and down cold, desolate stairways, dressed in heavy
armour, and probably very rusty at that, with no fiiendly armourer
to vemove the heavy covering ; you shudder at the thought, and
as you emerge into the light of day, you try to shake yourself free
{from oppressive, melancholy veflections,—the incubus of supersti-
tion.  Wytcher Hall, or as the old people called it, ¢ Heal
Wytcher,” was & Saxon mansion, but Lady Wytcher was of Nor-
man descent, and very partial to everything which reminded her
of the fact. A great part of the furniture had at different periods,
come from the continent or been made by workmen in the Nor-
man style. Much 1 this furniture was in excellent condition,
covered with a heavy couting of wax,which shone like firie varnish ;
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but a great deal of it was worm-caten and totally worthless for
anythnm but show. It had probably been purchased, or taken
during the wars, and some of it dated as far back as the carly
part of tho fourteenth century, dwring the veigns of the threo
Edwards. Lady Wytcher professed an -xbnhty to trace her descent
to a companion of Rollo the Normanmnamed Dalreg,the left-handed,
and a model scambler he must have been, according to the tradi-
tions of the family, for his first act on landing in France was to
carry oft the d.m«rhlcn of a French noble. DBnt acts such as these
must be judged of hy the period and person.

At that time, and long after, ‘might was the only right’
acknowledged, and what iu the baron would pass as romance,
would have been pem]ous to the franklin, and death to the vassal
or ceorl; as to the ‘ villains,” and serfs proper, they were property :
and this continued, gradually improving, to the Tudor period,
when true Inglish history may be said to commence. At the very
commencement of the reign of Stephen, the Barons obtained tho
privilege of hunting in their own torests, and of building new
castles on their ests ltes, and there can be little doubt that the old
and deserted portion of Wyteher Iall was built at that time.
During the Norman period, the houses of the mgher classes were
of the Tudest deseri iption, strength and safety,r ather than comfort,
were the chief requisites, and nrenomlly the roofs were of thatch,
but this was not invariably the case.

Wytcher Hall was covered with the heaviest description of
slate, and of so hard a texture from long exposure, that it
resembled flint, in fact such was its composition, a mixture of free
stone and silex.  The walls, indeed the whole structure was of the
most massive and gloomy description. Lady Wytcher was fully
persuaded that it was for a short time oceupied by King John, as
a royal residence, a very questionable honour to say the least; but
then she was a firm believer in divine right, hereditary pxelo'r.mve
class distinctions, and the inherent quflhtlcs of Dblood. A son
trained by such a mother, and with such notions daily instilled
into his mind, and gradually becoming a part of his daily experi-
ence, must naturally possess strong perceptive iaculties,and & well-
balanced judgment, i he is not supercilious in his demeanour, and
perhaps worse, to those inferior in social position or d(,puldcnt
upon him. And yet this Squire Wytcher was liked by a certain
class, and was in some respeets popular among the tenantry on the
estate. Iond of out-door exercise, cspuu.lll) equestrian, he might
be seen summer and winter, when at nome, taking long 1‘1des
through the country ; and it was when returning from one of these
that his attention was attracted by the crowd, and unusual cxcite-
ment upon the village green, and as he professed to take a strong
interest in all their aftairs, and in this lay the sceret of his popu-
larity among the villagers, he rode up to see what the noise and
stir was about.

“ What's the matter now, Sertum?” enquired the Squire, casting
a cursory glance, and secing how the matter stood. The question
was given in a tone which “indicated a certain kind of familiavity

L]
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and patronage not easy to explain, but which the crowd around
were quick enough to observe and appreciste.

Eacouraged by the Squire’s manuer, Sertum, who had made the
disputed jump, related in a rather confident manner, his version of
the dispute, or morve properly, attempted to relate, for the Squire
catching his meaning before the prosy narration could unwind its
length, said ;—

“You think Ronald ought to show that ke can leap as far, and
not you repeat the jump just to humouwr him and his set.  What
do you say, lads, are you quite satisfied that Sertum jumped fairly,
and as far as the marks 2"

The Squire's evident partiality caused very prompt testimony in
Sertum’s favor, In fact it was quite singular to see the effect this
partiality had upon the memories of the respoctive individuals con-
cerned. Those who had supported Sertum, were jubilant; others
who had tried to act impartially, suddenly discovered sound rea-
sons for decision in Serinm’s favour, and ceven those who had been
loudest in KRonald’s favour, began either to waver in their testi-
mony, or slunk away in the ¢rowd, fearing to opposo so awful
an authority as the young Squire, so that Ronald seemed in 2 fair
way of being deserted altogether,and of course was proportionably
discouraged by the turn things had taken.

At this crisis, however, an ally appeared in the field who cre-
ated a sensation decidedly starvtling to the spirit of submission and
cringing servility, which conld sacvifice truth to curry favour,
regardless of the outraged feelings of one of their own class,

¢ This i3 a miserable spiritless way of settling the dispute vil-

lagers,” said a grafl powerful voice.
The person who gave expression to this independent opinion was
the pedestrain stranger, who secing the erowd had joined it almost
unnoticed, in the excitement of the oceasion, but was now honored
by the startng curiosity of all present. The squire unaccustomed
to such contempt-of his presence and opinion almost lost his bal-
ance in the saddle, with the start oceasioned by the sudden inter-
ruption, together with the authoritative tone and mauner of the
stranger, who without noticing the astonishment of the gaping
crowd, turned to Ronald and said ;—

“ Have you any objection to jump against thas young fellow,”
pointing to Sertum.

“ None at all,” answered Ronald, ¢ and with fair play I can
beat him too.”

“ Good,” said the stranger, “wc'll have fair play and no favour,
those are the terms and no other,” and turning to Sertum, who
stood in wild amazement at the man's coolness, he held up be-
tween his {orefinger and thumb a crown piece,and said ;—

“Look here young fellow,if you or any of your friends or backers
are inclined to make a venture on a crown, just say the word and
1 back this young man, youcall Ronald against you ; and if you do
not like the terms, offer your own or just own up for once that
yon dare not and be done with it.”

Sertum looked at the stranger from head to foot as though ex-
pecting to discover some pecuharity of construction, and then
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glanced ut the squire, as much as to say, ¢ what are your instruc-
tions for I'm afraid of this man’? The Squire understood the
cowed, enquiring glance, and at once responded.

“ You do nothing of the sort Sertum ; there is no oceasion to
contest the matter agamn at the present, my award is suflicient, at
least we dont want the opinion-of vagabouds, and blacklegs ram-
bling about the country.”

The powerful black horse on which the Squire was seated,
snorted an cndorsement to his master's dictate, and shewed
great impatience at the delay.  The stranger seemed to noiice and
value the horse much more than its rider, for after looking at the
two for a short time, he quietly observed in answer to the Squire’s
insulting remarks,—

“ That is merely yowr opinion, young man, and as your horse is
beginning to chafe, you had better let him carry you home, while
we will try to do without you.”

¢ Who are you ?” said the Sgnire, boiling over with indignation
at such familiar language from a stranger in plain, almost shabby
atiire.  * Who are you, to be young manning me, and interfering
in matters with which you have no concern. I havea good mind
to horsewhip you.

The young Squire showed wmmnistakeable signs of a desive to
suit his action to his assertion.

“I have no doubt,” said the stranger, ¢ that were you but as
able as you are willing, you would do so: but you will consider
the matter over very carefully before you experiment in that way,
for I can assure you that I am not the person to submit to inso-
lence quictly: and as to personal violence, boys must be very care-
ful, and men cauntious, how they act.”

The Squire had carclully examined the stranger’s build and
appearance, duving his speech, and seemed to think the advice
given was worth considering, for after making a few enquiries as
to what, or who, the man was, and finding that no one could give
him any information, he rode slowly away, followed by his minion
Sertum.

CHAPTER II.
PLOTTING.
After riding some distance, the Squire said, ¥So you don't
know you fellow.”
“No, Sir,” said Sertum, I never saw him before, and T don’s
think anybody knows him hereabout.”
Curious,said the Squirgin asoliloguizing manner ; “very curious,
T have an idea I have met him in some place before, can 1t be the
same, of course its the same. I remember the varlet now, the
very same, a bold uncercmonious, cool headed fellow.”
Sertum was walking beside the Squire’s horse, and  concluding
the conversation was for him said,—
“ 3o you know the man yourself Sir”
“ No,” smd the Squire, © I don’t know him.”
© Oh,” said Sertam, © I thought from your remarks that you
had seen him before™
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“« Well yes. I have, so I imagine,” said the Squire, “ and if it
be as I think, the samme, 2 mostinsolent, diabolical scoundvel he is,”

« He ought to be taught Letter manners, Sir,” said Sertum, “ he
should be taught better than to treat a gentleman in the way he
has treated you, and if yourhonor has no objection, Dick Sands and
me could teach him alesson to night, that is if he’s stopping here,”

The Squire rode slowly along appavently musing upon the pro-
position but without returning any answer. At length soon after
they had entered the park, the Squire suddenly reined np.

¢« Sertum,” he sad,aud his voice fell to a much lower und im-
passioned tone, * You must give yonder vitlain o lesson he will
not forget for a while, bug mind now that my name does not get
mixed up in the business.”

« Depend on-me, Sir,” said Sertum, as he bowed a parting sa-
lute and disappeared among the trees.

The young Squire allowed the reins to fall upon the neck of his
steed, and rode along absorbed in thought.  The young man as
naturally he would, felt »ugry, humiliated. This was the first
public rebuft he had ever received, he had not received mamy of
any kind, and this coming from, as he thought, alow fellow, some
kind of wravelling vagabond,he was proportionably mortified atthe
whole circumstances.  What will the viilagers think and say ? there
is no telling who will hear of the affair. Such was the soliloguy, or
such were the thoughts which occupied his mind as he rode zlong.

In the meantime Sertum by erossing the park in a direct line
emerged near the stables where he found, as he expected the
hostler and Dick the coachman, Dick had been brought up in the
house and regarded himself as one of the family.

*« Has the young Sguire returned yei ?” mquired Sertum.

# No,” said Dick. * what for.”

¢ Oh, nothing particular, but I thought I'd just run up and tell
you how he’d been insulted and see whether we are to let the
fellow, who did it, off quietly.”

“ The Squire insulted, said Dick, his mnostrils dilating ¢ just
let me know who durst do it and I'll fix his flint for himnever fear.
The Squire insulted ! and on his own estates, and among his own
tenants, that’s going it. I wonder whether we ave to have a revo-
ltution like the Yrench have had, and the King and Queen and our
Noblemen murdered in cold blood. DBut let’s hear the particulars.”

Sertum narrated the circumstances, carefully exaggerating those
points he thought most likely to excite Dick's indignation, and in
this respect he succeeded quite beyond his expectation.

# I I'd been there,” said Sands, ** I'd a gone at him.”

« 1 dont know about that,” said Sertum, * he's no trifle of a
fellow to go at, besides it strikes me, he’s something of & Nob. But
even supposing I'd been able to give him a drubbing. I dont
think thav was the best time or place to do it, when so many were
by to sec what passed.”

¢ But Le shall have one or I'll be busy,”"said Dick.

Just then the sound of a horse’s hoofs in the paved yard attracted
their attention and they went oub to meeb the Squire.

“ Well Sertum you got here before me; I suppose you could
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not rest, until you'd told Dick about your jumping matech. You
must tell him about yond sauey braggart that interfered when
everything was sottled.”

“ I was just telling them Sir, when you came into the court.”

* Al well, go in and get somo refreshment and you ean talk
over matters there.”

As soon as the Squire had left the Village Green, the villagers
began to disperse, most of them, as they sauntored away, ¢ taking
stock” of the stranger who formed the chief subject of conversation.
Many and various were the surmises respecting him. What ox
who could he be 2 The prevailing notion, and the favoured one,
was that he was some great man travelling in disguise, and so he
would not care about offending the Squire.

« Happen,” suggested ono village sage, “ he's » Duke or a Loxd,
and so ¥0' seen he does n't care for nobody. I -should n't be no
ways surprised if he were followed by & lot of his men on horseback
in grand style : depend on’t he's no comamon fellow.”

AL said another, * I'm prewty weel satisfied on that point,
for did yo’ no' notice what & wateh he had, my ! but it wor « topper
an’ no mistake : ib were solid ! gowd.”

“It were o good job anyhow.” said another that th’ young Squire
did not strike him, for if he had there were no teiling what might
have been the consequences.”

« T think,” said one original, I ean tell you one consequence
that would have been pretty sure to have followed .—the Squire
would have been pulled off his horse before he'd used his whip twice
and as to the rest we'll say nothing abous it.”

The subject of these conjectures stood watching the various
groups ss they stood gesticulating or walking away to their respec-
tive homes.

The round red moon was jnst showing her full disk over the
hills and the balmy zephyrs scarcely rustled the loaves of the tall
white poplars, which skirted the common. It was one of those
ealm lovely evenings, which invites and inclines the lover of beau-
tiful naturc to linger like the twilight, apparently unwilling to re-
sign those teauties to davkness and concealment.

While the siranger stood gazing around him, Ronald,who had been
talliing to some of his companions,advanced up to him and said,—

“ Are you going to stop in the village all night Sir.”

As the stranger made no answer he Iaid his handon his arm. The
wan visibly staried but politely enquired what Ronald was wanting.

« I was enquiring,” said Ronald ‘¢ whother you intonded stay-
ing in the village to night or are thinking of going further.”

#0Oh,” said the stranger, ¢ T am just deliberating about the mat-
ter, and I think I will take some little refreshment at the inn yon-
der, and then resume my journey ; the night is so remarkably fine
that it will be pleasant walking.”

“# I you have no objection, Sir,” said Ronald, ¢ I would like you
to come with me, I don't live very far off. In what direction are
you travelling 27

« I want to go as far as Chester, to-night,” said the stranger.

« Oh, it won’t be any oub of your way, then,” said Ronald, “and
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as soon as we have had supper, I can show you a field-path that
will cut off quite & piece of the journey.”

“I am agreeable,” said the stranger. So without further ceremony
the two started: as they were going along,the stranger observed,—

“ 1 suppose this is your native place.”

¢ No, Sir,” said Ronald ; “ 1 was born in Pennsylvania.”

“Why you are & young Loyalist ; what age are you ?”

« About nineteen, Sir.”

¢ And your height is ?”

« T am about six feeb four inches without my shoes.”

“Well,” said the stranger, “you will be a very fine, muscular
young man in a year or two more, if nothing happens unfavorable.
‘Wh at business do you follow 2"

«Lam a carpenter by trade, Sir, but 1 help our folks on the
farm. My brother and my vwo sisters,and sometimes my mother,
work at weaving, and so I'have to attend to the cattle. We have
o small freehold here, that has belonged to my mother's family a
great many years. My brother Joseph is one of the best young
men in the country, but he is rather delicate.”

¢« And your father.”

« My father is dead, Sir; he died when I was about fiftcen ; they
say I take after him, but T guess it will be a good while before my
shoulders are as broad as his were ; but Iam quite as tall.

«T suppose your father would take part in the American War ?”

«Yes, Sir, he was one of the first volunteers from our part of the
country; he joined General Howe at New York, and I've often heard
him say, that if General Howe had been allowed his own way, he’d
have snuffed out the rebellion soon after the faking of New York.”

# T have no doubt about that,” said the stranger, ** but,we never
have had any war more thoroughly mismanaged,—I ought to say
botched, than the American. Oivided counsels at home, indecision,
and misplaced sympathy for rebels, because they were our own
countrymen by descent, were the real causes of our repeated de-
feats, and the triumph of rebellion. Of course we had other wars
to divide our energies and tax our strength, for, besides our
colomes, our war against Irance with her confederates, Spain and
Holland, we had to keep a sharp look-out for the Armed Neutrality,
which means, simply, that Russia, Sweden and Denmark were
watching for an opportunity to attack us at any unguarded point.”

“I've often heard my father tallk about these things,” said Ron-
ald, ‘¢ morc especially about the cowardly action of the French in
offering assistance, and aiding the rebels to throw of their allegi-
ance to the British crown.”

«Well they’ve suffered for it, but it's hard to say whether they
will profit by it or not.”

“Yes.” snid Ronald, ¢ they’ve suffered, but who can sympa-
thize 2 ¢ My father said “ he never could forgive Liouis XVI. for
his treachery; but he signed his own death-warrant, and very
likely that of the ancient monarchy of Irancze, as he found to his
own cost. My father was a great stickler for the Hanoverian suc-
cession, and used to say, ‘I was born under the Georges, and I'll
live under their rule.”
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« AL 17 said the stranger, ‘“ he was a Royalist! T hear,true blue,
good metal with the right ring about it. IHe did not believe in
republican government, in getting all you can, by any means, and
giving nothing in exchange  He wanted respect for vested rights,
established institutions, royal rule, for a noble aristocracy, and an
equally noble landed gentry of good descent, old families that have
been in quict, unquestioned possession of their estates for genera-
tions. Well, well, I honour your faiher's memory, and should
have been glad to make his aequaintance ; I hope his sons will do
him eredit. 1 think you will. I hope so. I entertain the same
sentiments as yowr father did, and I am prepared to fight for them
too. There arc many good loyal hearts who do not see things in
the same light that I do, but they are loyal, and will fight for the
unity ot the Kmpire, just as bravely as Cromwell fought for consti-
tuted Jaw against the aggression of royal power in his day.”

«“Yes,” said Romnald, “I know that is so, for my brother is as
true and loyal in his feclings and prineiples, as my father was, but
he eannot sce things jusé as my father did. He heartily despises
American brag, and alwavs says, ¢that American patriolism is
simply a question of dollars.  The Americans, as a people, remind
me of a bad pie. Theerust may be gencrous, but inside, rapacity
and greed are painfully predominant.” But here we ave at the
house, Sir, thisis our cottage.”

+ Like Thomas Hancock and other merchants of Boston, who made themselves
rich by smugsling.

Some of these merchants smugzled whole cargoes outright; while others paid
theking’s duty on a part, gave ‘‘hush money” to the under-otlicers of the cus-
tomy, and run the valance. Hancocl’s plan was to put his tea in molasses hogs-
heads, and thus RUN it, thatis, import it without payment, of duties.

These merchants of Boston bad dealings with Spain and her colonies, France,
Portugal, Holland, the Canarics, and even with Guined and Madagasear.

The contraband trade with these countries was enormous, and there can be
little doubt that the real cause of revolt among these men was, the determina-
tion of the British Government to put a stop to their illicit tratfic. Boston was
the port most interested, and here, @t one tinme,twelve ships of war, mounting no
fewer than two hundred and sixty guns, were assembled for revenue service on
the Atlantic coast. One-fourth of the signers of the Declaration of Independence
were bred to trade, or to the command of ships, engaged in illicit. commerce.
(We have quoted feeely hut carefully, from Sabine's historieal essay, to which we
would refer the interested reader.) What a fuavee presents itself tothe thougbtful
reader of that_famed insurgent. document, the Declaration of Independence in
Congress, 4th July, 1776. John Hancock’s name, written in large half-text,stands
the first, and very tittingly, for he ‘- was, at the time, respondent in the Admir-
aity Court, in suits of the Crown, 1o recover neary half 2 million of dollars as
penalties alleged to have been incurred for violations of the Statute book.” These
men asserting “equal, certain, inherent and inalienable rights, &c.,” Isa strikin
iNustration of human inconsistency and moral perversion.  Our first thought
when reading that document, in the light of known historical faets, was, that it
should be inerlined over thie erasure following are, and would then consistently
read,—* inalienable rights, that among these are,”—that he should smuggle who
has the cunning, and he should pay who hasn’t; for many of these signers had
been vioating in the most shameless manner, the laws of the parent govern-
ment_which had protected their commercial interests, and defended their coun-
try. We =ce. in the presentgeneration, the same far-secing, keen-dealing char-
acteristics, the same casy, adaptable consclences possessed by the old Boston
traders, In fact, these traits of character are an inheritance from thelr torefathers,
like any other hereditary peculiarity.

Yankee cufeness, iilustrated by wooden nutmegs and bass-wood hams, has
recently developed its grasping avarice in the piracg of our fisheries, in greedily
accepting compensation for the St. Alban’s raid, but persistently ignoring our
Jjuster ¢laim, and much larger, for loss by Fenian invasion,—openly organized, if
not encouraged 1n the present. erisis, how carefully should Canadian statesmen
examine the terms and bearings of the present treaty, and not. permit our sacred
rights to be infringed, our inalienable property to be bartered, without full and
jusy equivalents, to an uuscrupulous, unreciprocal, grasping nation, who, if they
succeed in driving a bard bargain, will chuckle into a grond national grin over
tho famous trade with the Joint High Commission.
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