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HISTORY OF THE WAR

BETWEEN GREAT BRITAIN AXND THE;

UNITFD STATES OF AMERICA,

DURING THE YEARs 1812, 1813, axp 1814

CHAPTER X.
{xgersor, in his historical sketch, touches
but slightly on thisaffair,
and appcars indeed, to
introduce it, only for the purpose of depre-
ciating the regulars and militia. * Fort Meigs
was beseiged by Proctor and Tecumseh, with
SEVERAL THOUSAND ExaLism Axp Ixpiaxs*
who, afler many days bombardment, were
compelled to retire. Indians, even under so
valiant a leader as Tecumsch, are of little use
in besieging a fortificd place; and, witnorr
THE INDIANS, the EXGLISH SOLDIERS SELDOM PER-
FORMED ¥UCH.”

Fort Meigs.

General Proctor’s modest despatch will !

ghew exactly what was cffected.

Upper Canada, Sandwich, May 14th, 1813.

Sir,—From the circumstances of the war,
I have judged it expcdient to make a direct
report to your Excellency of the operations
and present state in this district.

In the expectation of being able to reach
the enemy, who had taken post near the foot
of the Rapids of the Miami, before the ren-
forcement and supplies could arrive, for which
he only waited to commence active operations
against us, I determined toattack him witbout

® Wegave, in our last chapter, the exact number of
regulars, Militia and Indians

i delay, and with every means in my power;
but from the necessary preparations and some
‘untoward circumstances, it was not in my
I power to reach him within three weeks of the
period I had proposed, and at which time he
might bave been captured or destroyed.
From the incessant and heavy rains we ex-
perienced, and during which our batteries
were constructed, it was not until the morning
of the 1st inst., the fifth day after our arrival
at the mouth of the river, twelve miles from
' the enerny, that our batteries could be opened.

The enemy, who occupiced several acres of
commanding ground, strongly defended by
block-houses, and the batteries well furnished
with ordnance, had, during our approach, so
completely entrenched and covered himself, as
to render unavailing every cffort of our artik
lery, though well served, and in batterics most
judiciously placed and constructed, under the
able direction of Captain Dixon, of the Royal
Engineers, of whose ability and unwearied
zeal, shown particularly on this occasion, I
cannot speak too highly.

Though the attack has not answered fully |
the purpose intended, Ihave the satisfaction
to inform your Excellency of the fortunate
result of an attack of the cnemy, aided by 3~
sally of most of their garrison, made on the
morning of the 5th inst., by a reinforcement
which descended the river a considerable dis-
tance in & very short time, consisting of two
corps, Dudley’s and Rosswell’s, amounting to
thirteen hundred men, under the command of
Brigadier-General Green Clay.  The attaek
was very sudden, on both sides of the river.
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The cnemy were for & few minutes in posses-
sion of our batteries, and took some prisoners.
After a severe contest, thoughnot of long con-
finuance, the cnemy gave way, and except
the body of those who sallied from the fort,
must have been mostly killed or taken.

In this decisive affair, the officers and men
of the 41st Regiment, who charged and routed
the enemy near the batteries, well maintained
the great reputation of the corps.  Where all
deserve praise, it is difficult to distinguish.
Capt. Muir, an old officer, who has seen much
serviee, had the good fortunc to be in the im-
mediate command of these brave men. Be-
sides my obligations to Captain Chambers, for
his unwearied cxertions preparatory to, and
on the expedition, as Deputy-Assistant Quar-
ter-Master-General, I have to notice his gal-
lant conduct in attacking the enemy near the
batteries at the point of the bayonet; a ser-
vice in which he was well supported by Licuts.
Bullock and Clements of the 41st regiment,
end Licut. Le Breton of the Royal Newfound-
land regiment. The courage and activity dis-
rlayed through the whole scene of action by
the Indian chicfs and warriors contributed
largely to our success. I have not been able
to ascertain the amount of the prisoners in
possession of the Indians. I have sent off,
according to agrecment, near five hundred
prisoners to the river Huron, near Sandusky.

I have proposed an exchange, which is
referred to the American Government,

I could not ascertain the amount of the
enemy’s loss in killed, from the extent of the
scene of action, and mostly in the woods. I
canceive his loss, in killed and wounded, to
bave been between one thousand and one
thousand two hundred men.

. These unfortunate people were not volun-
teers, and complete Kentucky’s quota, If
thic enemy had been permitted to reccive his

inforcements and supplies undisturbed, I

ﬁuld have had at this critical juncture to
contend with him for Detroit, or perhaps on
this shore.

j bad not the option of retaining my posi-

#ton on the Miami. Half of the militia had

',!eft us, I received a deputation from the

~ chiefs, counselling me to return, es they could
not prevent their people, as was their custom
after any battle of consequence, returning to
thejr villages with their wounded, their

2.

prisoners, and plunder, of which they had
taken a considerable quantity in the boats of
the enemy.

Before the ordnance could be withdrawn
from the batteries, I was left with Tecumseh,
and less than twenty chiefs and warriors, a
circumstance which sirongly proves that,
under present circumstances at least, our
Indian force is not a disposable onc, or per-
manent, though occasionally a most powerful
aid, 1 have, however, brought off all the
ordnance ; and, indeed, have not left any-
thing behind; part of the ordnance was
embarked under the fire of the enemy.

The service on which we were cmployed
has been, though short, a very severe one;
and too much praise cannot be given to both
officers and men, for the cheerfulness with
which,on every oceasion, they met the service.
To Licut.-Colonel Warburton I feel many
obligations, for the aid he zealously afforded
me on every occasion. From my Brigade
Major, Licut. McLean, I received the same
zealous assistance as on former occasions. To
Captain Mockler, Royal Newfoundland Regt.,
who acted as my Aide-de-Camp, I am much
indebted for the assistance afforded me.

Licutenant Le Breton, of the Newtoundland
Regiment, assistant engineer, by his unwea-
ried exertions, rendered essential service, as
did Licutenant Gardiner, of the 41st Regi-
ment, from his science in artillery. The Royal
Artillery, in the laborious duties they per-
formed, displayed their usual unwearied zeal,
and were well assisted by the Royal New-
foundland (under Licutenant Garden) as addi-
tional gunners. The laborious duties which
the Marines, under Commodore Hall, were
called upon to perform, have been most cheer-
fully met, and the most essential service per-
formed.

I have the honor to send an embarkation
return of the force that served under my com-
mand at the Miami, exclusive of the Indians,
who may be stated at twelve hundred.

1 also enclose & return,of our killed, wound-
ed, and prisoners, who have, however, been
exchanged.

I have taken upon me to give the rank of
Major to the six Captains of the line, as militia
were employed on the same service with them ;
some of them are old officers; all of them de-
serving; any mark of your Excellency’s appsos
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bation of them would be extremely grateful to
me.

T beg leave to mention the four volunteers
of the 41st regiment, Wilkinson, Richardson,
Laing, and Proctor, as worthy of promotion.

I have the honor to be, &e.
Hesry Procror,
Brig.-Gen. Comg.

I beg to acknowledge the indefatigable
exertions of the Commissariat.

(Signed,) Hexry Procror.
To His Excellency Lieut.-Gen,
Sir G. Prevost, Bart,, &c.

it will be perceived, by his dispateh, that
General  Proctor does
not attach quite so much
importance to the Indian force as Ingersol
would fain make out. Ile and other American
writers have always made this arm of the
“allied force” a convenient excuse for any
mistakes or failures, and we have, accordingly,
already shewn that to the dread inspired by
this force was “ Hull’s deplorable surrender”
ascribed, while, in another instance, **to the
vile use made by Proctor, with Elliot's aid,
of the terror of the savages,” all the disasters
at the River Raisin were attributed.

The Elliot here spoken of has been frankly
acknowledged by Thomson, in his sketches of
the war, to have been “an American by birth,
3 native of Maryland.” “ The thrilling tales
of cruelty and bloodshed,” so liberally inter-
woven into their narratives by most of the
American chroniclers of these times, exhibit
so much of the character of romance, that it
were idle to attempt the refutation of the
many and curious fictions ; we may, however,
remark, en passant, that whilst we do not
admit that cruelty was ever practiced, where
the British could interfere, in the present
instance the individual most obnoxious tfo
censure was acknowledged to have Leen one
of themselves. We close this pact of our
snbject, by also reminding the readers of
these ““ thrilling tales,” that in General Win-
chester’s official despateh, (as fic wrote it) he
expressed himself “ kighly gratified with the
attention which had been paid to him, his
oificers, and the prizoners gencrally, by the
British.”

2\ signal proof of Amcrican disingenuous-
nees s to be found in the suppression, or

Slaughter of captives.

rather garbling of this document, and we can
only account for this proceeding (the expung-
ing from the despatch of that part of it we
have just quoted) as ascribing it to the neces-
sity which existed, that the war should, at all
bazards, be rendered popular, and that it was,
therefore, found expedient to keep alive the
spirit of animosity which they had by this
time partially succeeded in arousing, and
which it had been their aim to establish, by
circulating tales caleulated to kindle a feeling
of revenge throughout thelength and breadth
of the Union. It will be accordingly found
that those tales are the most highly scasoned
which were produced by the Government
organs.

‘We left Commedore Chauncey with a large
ficet at Sackett’s Harbor,
ready to co-operate in
the meditated combined attack on Canads.
It had been at one time proposed that this
attack should have been commenced by a
movement on Kingston, and that the two
brigades wintering on Lake Champlain, and
amounting to twenty-five hundred men, should
be placed in sleighs, and transported under
the command of General Pike, by the most
cligible route, and with the greatest possible
rapidity to Kingston; where (being joined by
such force as could be brought from Sackett’s
Harbor) they should, by surprise or assault,
carry that post, destroy the shipping wintering
there, and subsequently be governed by cir-
cumstances, in either retaining the position or
in withdrawing from it. This plan was, how-
ever, abandoned, probably from reports of the
increased strength of the British, and the one
detailed in our last chapter, substituted. The
twoletters from General Armstrong, Secretary
at War, lay open the whole plan of operations,
and prove most conclusively how well-in-
formed the American commanders were of
Sir George Prevost’s weakness at that time,
although misled afterwards by the false reports
which ultimately led to the change in plans.
(Fi-st Letter.)

February 10th.
“T have the President’s orders to com-
municate to you, as expeditiously as possible,
the outline of campaign which you will im-
mediately institute and pursue against Upper
Canada:—

Descent upon York.
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1st. 4000 troops will be assembled at
Saclcett’s Iarbor.

2d. 3000 will be brought together at Buffalo
and its vicinity.

8d. The former of these corps will be em-
barked and transported under convoy of the
fleet to Kingston, where they will be landed.
Kingston, its garrison, and the British ships
wintering in the harbor of that place will be
its first object. Its sccond object will be
York, (the capital of Upper Canada) the
stores collected, and the two frigates building
there. TItsthird object, Forts George and Erie,
and their dependencies.  In the attainment of
this last there will be a co-operation between
the two corps. The composition of these will
be as follows:

1st. Bloomficld’s Brigade.......... .. 1,436
2d. Chandler's  do. ....eeennnnn 1,044
8d. Philadelphia detachment...... .. 400
4th. Baltimore do.  aee..es. 300
5th. Carlisle do. ........ 200
6th. Greenbush do. veseasen 400
rth. Sackett'sITarbordo. P 5 1]

8th. Several corps at Buffalo under the
command of General Porter, and
the recruits belonging thereto.. 3,000

Total...... 7,030

The time for exccuting the enterprise will
be governed by the opening of Lake Ontario,
which usually takes place about the Ist of
April.

The Adjutant-General has orders to put the
more southern detachmerts in march as ex-
peditiously as possible. The two brigades on
Lake Champlain you will move so as to give
them full time to reach their place of destina-
tion by the 25th of March. The route by
Elizabeth will, T think, be the shortest and
best. They will be replaced by some new
raised regiments from the east.

You will put into your movements as much
privacy as may be compatible with their
execution. They may be masked by reports
that Sackett’s Ilarbor is in danger, and that
their principal effort will be made on the
Niagara, in co-operation with General Ilar-
rison, As the route to Sackett's Harhor and
to Niagara is for a considerable distance the
same, it may be well to intimate, cven in
orders, that the latter is the destination of the
two brigades now at Lake Champlain.”

(Sccond Letter.)
Februarg 24th.

“Before I left New York, and, till very
recently, since my arrival here, I was informed
through various channels, that a winter or
spring attack upon Kingston was not practi-
cable, on account of the snow which generally
lies to the depth of two, and sometimes of
three fect, over all that northern region during
those scasons. Hence it is that in the plan
recently communicated, it was thought safest
and best to make the attack by a combination
of naval and military means, and to approach
our object, not by directly crossing the St.
Lawrence on the ice, but by setting out from
Sackett’s Harbor, in concert with; and under
convoy of the flicet. Later information differs
from that on which this plan was founded,
and the fortunate issue of Major Forsyth’s last
cxpedition shews, that small enterprises, at
least, may be successfully excecuted at the
present season. The advices, given in your
letter of the 14th instant, have a bearing also
on the same point, and to the same cffect. If
the cnemy be really weak at Kingston, and
approachable by land and ice, Pike, (who will
be a brigadier in a day or two,) may be put
into motion from Lake Champlain by the
Chatcaugay route, (in sleighs) end, with the
two brigades, cross the St. Lawrence where
it may be thought best, destroy the armed
ships, and scize and hold Kingston, until you
can join him with the other corps destined for
the future objects of the expedition; and, if
pressed by Prevost before such juaction can
be efiected, he may withdraw himself to
Sackett’s Iarbor, or other place of sccurity,
on our side of the line. This would be much
the shorter road to the object, and perhaps
the safcr one, as the St. Lawrence is now every
where well bridged, and offers no obstruction
to eitherattack or retreat. Such a movement,
will, no doubt, be soon known to Prevost, and
cannot but disquict him. The dilemma it
presents will be serious,  Either be mustgive
up his western posts, or, to save them, he
must carry himself in force, and promptly, to
Upper Canada, In the latter case he will be
embarrassed for subsistence. 1lis convoys of
provision will be open to our attacks, on &
line of nearly one hundred miles, and hiz
position at Montreal much weakened. Another
decided advantage will be, to let us into the
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secret of his real strength, If he be able to
make heavy detachments to cover, or to
recover Kingston, and to protect his supplics,
and after all maintain himself at Montreal and
on Lake Champlain, he is stronger than I
imagined, or than any well-authenticated
reports make him to be.

With regard to our magazines, my beliefis,
that we have nothing to fear; because, as
stated above, Prevost’s attenticn must be
given to the western posts, and to our move-
ments against them. He will not dare to
advance southwardly, while a heary corpsis
operating on his flank, and menacing his line
of communication. But on the other sup.
position, they (the magazines) may be casily
secured ; 1st, by taking them to Willsborough ;
or, 24, to Burlington; or, 3d, by a militia call,
to protect them where they are.  Orders are
given for the march of the eastern volunteers,
excepting Ulmer’s regiment, and two com-
panies of axe-men, sent to open the route to
the Chaudiére.

The southern detachinent will be nuch
stronger than I had supposcd. That from
Philadelphia will amount to ncarly one thou-
sand effectives.”

Although we are enabled from these letters
to make out what was the original plan, we
are left without much information as to the
real reason why it was abandoned. Even
Armstrong, although Secretary at War, and
commenting on this particular enterprise at
considerable length, is comparatively silent on
this point, we may, thercfore, with some
degree of confidence, ascribe it to General
Dearborn’s and Commodore Chauncey's re-
presentations, influenced doubtless by private
information gained through their spies.

Be this matter, however, as it may, on the
26th  April, 1813, Commodore Chauncey’s
flect sailed from Sackett’s Iarbor for York,
having on board Gencral Dearborn, as General-
in-chief, and a considerable force. It is not
casy to get at the exact number of troops
sent on this enterprise, nor to ascertain the
materiel of which it was composed. General
Dearborn does not enumerate them, and most
American historians have taken tiie number
mentioned by Chauncey, who says that * he
took on hoard the General and suite, and
about scventeen hundred men Ingers.
reduces, on what authority we are ignorant,

this number to sixteen hundred, but an Albany
paper, says James, actually states the number
at * about five thousand.” Thisis an evident
exaggeration, but we think we may safely put
the numbers down, after comparing the various
accounts, including the crews of the armed
vessels, at between two thousand five hun-
dred and three thonsand men.

This force reached its destination on the
27th, and preparations were immediately made
for landing the troops. York scems at this
time to have been in an almost defenceless
condition, and a very reprehensible apathy
appears to have prevailed.  James represents
that “the guns upon the batteries, being
without trunnions, were mounted upon wooden
sticks, with iron hoops, and, therefore, became
of very little use. Others of the guns belonged
to the ship that was building, and lay on the
ground, partly covered with snow and frozen
mud,” James also mentions that the accidental
circumstance of the Duke of Gloucester brig
being in the port, undergoing some repairs,
cnabled the garrison to mount, on temporary
field works, a few six-pounders. Still the
defences were of the most insignificant char-
aster, and we are at a loss to account for the
undertaking the building of vesscls in a place
s0 cpen to, and unprepared for, an attack.

Their various positions having beei: taken
up by the armed vessels destined to cover the
landing, and take part in the attack on
the batteries, the debarkation of the troops
began about cight o'clock in the morning, and
Forsyth with his rifle corps were the first
who attempted to make good a landing.

The spot at which the landing was intended
to have been made was close to the site of an
old Erench fort, and will be found onreference
to the plan at the head of the chapter ; the boats
were, however, carried by a strong breeze
and heavy sea, considerably to leeward of the
intended point, and nearly half a mile to the
westward the landing was effected. Arm-
strong says this spot was “thickly covered
with brushwood, and aiready occupied by
Britich and Indian marksmen.” lad the spot
been occupied asthusrepresented, the chances
are, when we consider with what difficulty
they overcame a mero hendful of men, that
the Americans would never have landed on
that day : in reality it was occupied by Major
Givens, with about five-and-tventy Indians,
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and a company (about sixty) of Glengarry
Fencibles.  Armstrong adds ; “in the contest
that followed, Forsyth lost some men, but no
credit.” We grant the former, as the defence
made by the handful of men,thenon the ground,
was so determined that Forsyth would have
found it difficult to effecta landing had he not
been speedily reinforced by Major King and
a battalion of infantry. The landing of the
main body under General Pike now enabled
the enemy to advance morce boldly, and to
drive back the British, (whose numbers had
been in the meantime increased by the arrival
of some two hundred and twenty militia, and
fifty of the Newfoundland regiment,) from one
position to another. The stand made at some
of these positions was very gallant, as two
companies of the 8th regiment (abovt two
hundred strong) had now joined. James
says, “the whole of the American troops, at
this time on shore, amounted, by their own
accounts, to upwards of one thousand, These
were met by two hundred and ten men of the
8th, and Newfoundland, regiments, and about
two hundred and twenty militia, who made a
formidable charge upon the American colum.n,
and partially compelled it to retire.” Rein-
forced, however, by the fresh troops that
were continually being landed, the Americans
rallied and compelled the British to retire,
partially covered in their retreat by the
Lattcries which, insignificant as they were,
had still done good service, by partially occu-
pying the attention of the cnemy’s vessels,
which bad by this time, from their light
draught of water, approachied within gun-shot,
The companics of the 8th regiment suffered
materially from their ignorance of the roads,
the grenadiers being nearly annihilated, and
t1is was the more to be regretted, as their
gallantry was without any beneficial results,
the main landing having been effected before
their arrival. General Sheafle appears to have
laid his plans very badly; by early dawn the
alarm of the enemies’ approach was given;
yet so confused does every movement appear
to have been, that we find only a few Indians
+and a handful of militia on the spct to oppose
a landing, while the two companics of the Sth
were left to find their way through woods
and cover without proper direction or guides.
We find, in addition, Adjutant Gen.Shaw, with
abody of men and a brass six-pounder, taking up

a position on the line of Dundas strect, where
he . :mained, taking no part in the action.
We do not blame Adjutant Gen. Shaw for
this, as we presume he had his orders, but
we question the judgment which placed him
in such a position, as it was not probable that
the Americans would advance by that route,
leaving in the rear, a force which,small as it
was, had kept them in check for six hours.
On the retreat of the British, a movement
cffected through the woods, the Americans
advanced and carried, without much resist-
ance, the first defence: advancing towards
the second, and observing the fire cecase sud-
denly, Pike concluded, and not unreasonably,
that it was for the purpos» >f making
proposals for a surrender, and unfortunately
halted his troops while yet at a distance of
two hundred yards from the main battery.
We say, unfortunately, as, had they advanced,
the major part of them must have perished in
the explosion which took place on the firing
of the magazine, which had been just

lown up by Sergeant Marshall to prevent the
cnemy gaining possession of a large quantity
of powder deposited there. Ingersol styles
the blowing up of the magazine * a vile strat-
agem ;" and Thomson accuses General Sheaffe
of treachcerously ordering the train to be laid,
and of artfully placing several cart loads of
stones to increase the effect.  This is quite in-
correct, as we do not think Sheafle clever
enough to have suggested sucha plan; besides,
Marshall distinctly stated that had he known
Giencral Sheaffe wished it, or had it occurred
to himsclf, he could casily have blown up the
enemy by giving ten minutes more port fire.
1Iad he done so, the destruction of the whole
column would have been the natural conse-
quence. A vast amount of nonsense, relative
to this affair, has been penned by American
historians, who do not seem to reflect that
this was an invading force, and that the mine
has always been a legitimate mode either of
attack or defence. In the present instance,
the only olject in blowing up the magazine
was to prevent General Pike getting posses
sion of the powder; it was, therefore, blown up,
and very clumsily too, it was dorc, as several
of the British troops were killed or wounded
by the explosion. We heartily agree with
James, “that even had the whole column
been destroyed, the Americans would but
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have met their deserts;” and if disposed to
commiscrate the poor soldiers, at least,we wish,
withhim, *“that their places had been filled
by the American President, and the ninety-
cight members of the Legislature who voted
for the ~r.” The explosion, partial as were
its effects, killed and woundcd more than two
hundred Americans, spreading its mischief far
and wide, and creating in the remainder much
temporary alarm and confusion. The stones
and rubbish were thrown as far as the decks
of the vessels near the shore, and, according
to Ingersol, “the water shocked as with an
earthquake.”

General Pike was literally stoned to death,
his breast and sides were crushed, and he lin-
gered in great agony till he expired. Gen.
Pike was a native of New Jersey, and isrepre-
sented to have been a gallant and thorough-
bred soldicr, and one of the best commanders
the Americans had. Iis death was a glorious
one. Through motives of humanity he halted
to prevent unnccessary cffusion of blood, and
paltry as wasthe victory gained with such over-
whelming odds, still he had the satisfaction of
knowing that he had gained a victory, such as
it was. Thompson and Ingersol are very elo-
quent onhis death; ¢ carried on board the
Con..aodore’s ship, General ‘Pike was laid on
a mattress, and asking for the Dritish captured
flag to be laid under his head, in a few hours
he nobly breathed his lastjupon it, without a
sigh"

All honor we are ready to pay to the brave
man who dies a sacrifice for his country, but
considering the immense superiority of num-
bers, by which, after along and desperate
struggle, the feat of supplanting the flag was
achiceved, the officiousness of the American
historians hasconferred more of ridicule than
of honor upon the last moments of their hero.

General Sheaffe was carcful to avail himself
of the temporary panic into which the enemy
had been thrown, and collecting what regular
force he could, and leaving to their own resour-
ces the civil authoritics and embodied militia,
he made a hasty retreat in the direction of
Kingston, destroying, as he passed along, two
ships on the stocks, and a magazine of military
and naval stores in the harbour.  The defence
of the town being no longer practicable, a
surrender necessarily followed, Ly which it
was stipulated, that the militia and others at-

tached to the British military and naval service,
who had been captured, should be paroled ; that
private property of every kind should be res-
pected, and that all public stores should be
given up to the captors. We have italicised
the words * who had been captured,” as the
Americans got possession of the ilitia rolls
and included amongst the list of prisoners on
parole, many who had never laid down their
arms, and whom it was never contemplated to
include in the list. We give Sheaffe’s dis-
patch, with his list of killed and wounded:
Kingston, May 5th, 1818.
S1r,—TI did myself the honor of writing to your
Excellency, on n.y route from York, to commu-
picate the mortifying intelligence that the enemy
had obtained possession of that place on the 27th
of April. I shall now give your Excellency a
further detail of that event.

In the evening of the 26th, information was
received that many vessels had been seen to the
castward. Very carly the next morning, they
were discovered lying-to, not far from the har-
bor; after some time had elapsed, they made
sail, and to the number of sixteen, of various de-
seriptions, anchored off the shore, some distanoe
to the westward.  Boats full cf troops were im-
mediately seen assembling near the commodore’s
ship, under eoverof whose fire, and that of other
vessels, and aided by the wind, they soon effected
a landing, in spite of a spirited opposition from
Major Givens and about forty Indians. A com-
pany of Glengarry lightinfantry,which had been or-
dered to support then, had, by some mistake (not
in the smallest degree imputable to its comman-
der,) been led in another direction, and came late
into action. The other troops, consisting of two
companies of the Sth (or King's regiment), and
about a company of the royal Newfoundland re-
giment, with some militia, encountered the enemy
in a thick wood. Captain M‘Neal, of the King's
regiment, was killed, while gallantly leading his
company, which suffered severely. The troops
at length fell back; they rallied several times,
but could not maintain the contest against the
greatly superior and increasing numbers of the
enemy. They retired under cover of our hatter-
ies, which were engaged with some of the encry’s
vessels that had moved nigher to the harbour.
By some unfortunate accident the magazine at
the western battery blew up, and killed and
wounded a considerable number of men, and
crippled the battery. Itbecame too evident that
our numbers and means of defence were inade-
quaic to the task of maintaining possession of
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York against the vast superiority of force brought
against it, The troops were withdrawn towards
the town, and were finally ordercd to retreat on
the road to Kingston ; the powder magazine was
blown up, and the new ship and naval stores de-
stroyed.  Licutenant-Colonel Chewett and Major
Allen of the militia, residents in the town, were
instructed to treat with the American cormmand-
ers for terms; a statement of those agreed on
with Major-General Dearborn and Commodore
Chauncey, is transmitted to your Excelleney, with
returns of the killed and wounded, &e. The ac-
counts of the number of the enemy vary from
cighteen hundred and ninety to three thousand.
We had about six Lundred, including militia and
dock-yardmen. The quality of these troops was
of so superior a description, and their general
disposition so good, that, wnder less unfavourable
circumstances, I shoald have felt confident of
success, in spite of the disparity of numbers. As
it was, the contest, whiclL commenced hetween
gix and seven o'clock, was maiutained for naarly
eight hours.

When we had procceded some miles ivom
York, we met the light infantry of the King's re-
ment, o".itsroute {or Fort George; itretired with
us and covered the retreat, which was effected
without molestation from the enemy.

I have the honor to be, &c.,
R. II. Surarre, Major-General,

His Excellency Sir George Prevast, &e.
Return of killed, wounded, prisoners, and miss-

ing, of the troops engaged at York, under the

command of Sir Roger Hall Sheaffe, on the
27th ultimo :—
Kingston, May 10th, 1813.

Total-—One captain, onc sergeant-major, four
serjeants, one drummer, fifty-two rank and file,
three gunners, killed: one ensign, two serjeants,
ane drummer, thirty rank and file, wounded ; one
lieutenant, four serjeants, one drummer, thirty-
six rank and ffle, one driver, wounded and pri-
soners ; six rank and file, one bombardier, three
gunners, prisoucrs; six rank and file, one gunner,
missing.

Names of officers killed and wounded.

Killed—8th (or King's regiment)— Captain
M‘Neal, volunteer D. Maclean, clerk of the House
of Assembly,

Wounded—Royal Newfoundland Regiment—
Licutenant D. Keven, prisoner.

Glengarry Light Iafantry— Ensign  Robins,
slightiy.

General Staff —Captain Loring, 104th regi-
ment, slightly.

Incorporated Militia—Capt. Jarvis, volunteer,
-~ Hartney, barrack-master,

Ricuarp LEONARD,
. Acting deputy-assistant-adjutant-general.
Epwp. BAvNES,
Adjutant-general, North America.

Terms of capitulation entered into on the 2Mth
April, 18183, for the surrender of the town of
York, in Upper Canada, to the army and navy
of the United States, under the command of
Major-Ceneral Dearborn and Commodore
Chavncey :

That the troops, regular and militia, at this
post, and the naval officers and seamen, shall be
surrendered prisoners of war. The troops, regu-
lar and militia, to ground their arms immediately
on parade, and the naval officers and secamen be
immediately surrendered.

That all public stores, naval and military, shall
be iminediately given up to the commanding offi-
cers of, the army and navy of the United States—
that all private property shall be guarauteed to
the citizens cf the town of York.

That all papers belonging to the civil officers
shall be re.1ined by them—that such surgeonsas
may be procured to attend the wounded of the
British regulars and Ca~adian militia shall notbe
considcred prisoners cf war.

That one lieutenant-colonel, one major, thirteen
captains, nine licutenants, eleven ensigns, one
quarter-master, ote deputy adjutant-general of
the militia, namely—
Lieut.-Col. Chewett,
Major Allen.

CAPTAINS.
John Wilson,
John Button,
Peter Robinson,
Reuben Richardson,
John Arnold,
James Fenwick,
James Mustard,
Duncan Cameron,
David Thompson,
John Robinson, .
Samuel Ridout,
Thomas Hamilton,
John Burn,
William Jarvis.
QUARTER-MASTER.
Charles Baynes.
LIEGTENANTS.
John II. Shultz,

Nineteen serjeants, four corporals, and two
hundred and four rank and file.

Of the field train department, Wm. Dunbar ; of
the provincial navy, Captain Frs. Govereaux,
Licutenant Green, Midshipmen John Ridout,
Louis Baupré, Clerk, James Langsdon, onc boat
swain, fifteen naval artificers; of His Majesty’s
regular troops, Lieutenant De Keven, one ser-
jeant-major ; and of the royal artillery, onc bom-
bardier and three gunners, shall be surrendered
prisoners of war, and accounted for in the ex-
change of prisouers between the United States
and Great Dritain,

George Mustard,
Barnet Vanderburch,
Robert Stanton,
George Ridout,
Wni. Jarvis,
Edward M‘Mzhon,
John Wilson,

Ely Playter.
ENSIGNS.
Andrew Thompson,

Alfred Senally,
Donald M‘Arthur,
William Smith,
Andrew Mercer,
James Chewett,
George Kink,
Edward Thompsoa,
Charles Denison,
George Denison,
Darcey Boulton.
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(Signed)  G. E. MITCHELL, Licut.-Col.
Srd A. U. S.

SAMUEL S. CONNOR, Major and
A. D. C. to Maj.-Gen. Dearborn.

WILLIAM KING, Major.
15th U. S. Infantry.

JESSE D. ELLIOTT, Licut.
U. 8. Navy.

W.CHEWETT, Licut.-Col. Com.
3rd Regt. York Militia.

W. ALLENX, Major 3rd Regt.
York Militia.
F. GAURREAT, Licut. M. Dpt.

According to the capitulation the total of pri-
soners amounted to two hundred and ninety-
three, yet some American accounts swelled
this number, one, to seven hundred and fifty,
another, to nine hundred and thirty. These
assertions, too, were made in the face of{Gen,
Dearborn’s official letter, in whichi t will 2ave
heen seen he does not, including Indians, rate
the British force at more than cight hundred.
Small as this force was, had it not been for
the unfortunate (as we deem it) halt of the
8thon their way from Kingston to Fort George,
the Americans would have had a still smaller
{orce to contend with. Sir George Prevost
and General Sheaffe deserve great censure for
this affair of York—the onc for allowing mil-
itary and naval stores to be deposited, and a
comparatively large sloop of war to be built,
in an exposed situation—the other for gross
negligence in not ordering the fortifications to
be put in order, and neglecting to take proper
measures for concentrating his troops and en-
suring somcthing like order and regularity.
General Sheaffe wasshortly afterwards super-
seded in the command, in Upper Canada, by
Major General De Rottenburg, and, returning
toMontreal, he took the command of the troops
in that district.

The Americans gained possession of a great
quantity of naval stores, of which the destruc-
tion had been neglected. The greatest loss,
however, was that of the ships—one of which
had been nearly planked. Fortunately the
brig Prince Regent had left the harbor some
three days before the attack, thereby escap-
ing capture. The stores taken at York, writes
Ingersol, “ by another mistake, were burnt
at Sackett’s Harbour,” so that the Americans
had not even this to boast of as a recompense
for the loss of so manymen. James evidently
seems disposed to accuse the Americans of
dealing harshly with the town, and states that

‘““they set fire, not only to the public build-
ings, civil as well as military, but to 2 tavern
some distance from York; and were proceed-
ing upon the same charitable errand to Hatt’s
Mills, had they not been deterred by informa-
tion of Indians being in the necighbourhood.”
Christic is, however, silent on this point, and
we are induced from the circumstance, as well
as from information gained from the actors in
the scene to consider James’ statement as
rather highly coloured. Ingersol does not
rank the advantage that occurred by the cap-
ture of York, at a very high rate, “with the
exception,” he says, “of the English General's
musical snuff box, wh'>h was an object of
much interest to some of our officers, and a
scalp which Major Forsyth found suspended
over the speaker’s chair, we gained but barren
honor by the capture of York, of which no
permanent possession was taken.”

Touching the scalp here mentioned, Inger-
sol pretends to give an official letter from
Commodore Chauncey to the Hon. William
Jones, Seeretary of the Navy, in which the
Commeodore is made to write:

Sir,—T have the honor to present you, by
the hands of Licut. Dudley, the British stand-
ard taken at York, on the 27th April last,
accompanied by the mace, over whick hung a
human scalp. ) .

“This atrocious ornament,” continues In-
gersol, * was sent to the Secretaryof War,
General Armstrong, who refused to receive or
suffer it to remain in his cabinet.” Armstrong
in relation to this affair, writes, *“ our trophies
were fewer but better taken care of One
human sealp, a prize made, as we understand,
by the Commodore, was offercd, but not ac-
cepted, as a decoration to the walls of the war
office.” It will be observed that Armstrong
does not say how, or where, Commodore
Chauncey acquired this valuable trophy, but
from the expertness of the backwoodsmen in
scalping, (we have already given one or tvo
instances of this,) it is not at all unlikely, but
that the scalp in question was that of an un-
fortunate Indian who was shot while in a tree,
by the Amcricans, in their advance on the
town, on the other hand, it may be gathered
from Armstrong's words, that Chauncey him-
sclf took the scalp,which he afterwards offered
as a prize todecorate the walls of the war office.
Ingersol devotes six and a half pages to this

~
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one scalp, raking up all the horrors of the
revolutionary war, and proving most distinctly
how safe he, in common with other American
writers, were to make up a case of cruelty,
even by implication, against the writish,

Sheaffe was superseded, as it is supposed,
Errors of the Com. for his blunders in the
munders, defence of York, and
certainly not without cause, as he appears
on the occasion to have acted without judg-
ment or any fixed plan. Numerous as his
mistakes were, they still sink into insigni-
ficance, when we compare them with those of
the Amcrican commanders, who failed in two
great points, the capture of the frigate, and
the prevention of Sheaffe's escape. Had
General Dearborn been on the field, instead
of being in safety three miles from the shore,
on Pike’s death, he might have prevented the
escape of Sheaffe with the main body of the
regulars; as it was, Col. Pierce, who succeeded
to the command, was totally without orders,
mmd knew not what to do. Thiswould have been
most important, for situated as Great Britain,
at that time, was, she could have ill afforded
w send more men to this country, and, seanty
#s were the means of defence, the capture of
Sheaffe’s force, small as it was, would have
been a fatal blow. General Armstrong, in his
letter to Dearborn, dwells particularly on this
point, and writes, “Y am assured that the
regular force in both the (anadas has at no
time since the declaration of war, excecded
three thousand men; and 2¢ the present time,
by casualtics, this force Lias heen reduced at
least one-fifth. Taking then this fact for
granted, we cannot doubt but that in all
cases in which a British commander is con-
strained 10 act defensively, his policy will be
that adopted by Sheaffe, to prefer the pre-
servation of his troops to that of his post, and
thus carrying off the kernel, leave us only the
shell.  In your Iate affair, it appears to me
that had the descant been made between the
town and the barracks, things would have
turned out better. On that plan, the two
batteries you had to cncounter, would have
been lefl out of the combat,and Shealle, instead
of retreating to Kingston, must have retreated
to Fort George.”  General Armstrong's igno-
rance of the nature of thie ground has led him
to make some remarks not quite deserved:

nor did he make allowances for the strong
cast wind; yet there is very little doubt but
that, had General Dearborn been a man of
energy, much more might have been effected.
A still more glaring instance of want of
judgment occurred, however, in the next
movement we have to touch upon ; the descent
upon Fort George, at the mouth of the
Niagara River.

Onc object of the expedition against York ;

Descent upon Fort the capture of the stores,
George. having been accomplish-
ed, the troops were re-embarked, in the hope
that they wonld bLe able to proceed to the
second and more important movement, with-
out loss of time. Baffled, however, by light
and adverse winds, it was not till the sixth
day (Sth of May) after leaving York, that they
arrived off Fort George. Ttnow cost General
Dearborn three wecks to dispateh his wounded
to Sackett’s Harbor, and bring thence rein-
forcements; as Ingersol says, ‘‘a month of
precious time was consumed before the attack
on Fort George, and then again the com-
mander-in-chief Temained on board a vessel 5

"'while Lis army, six thousand strong, attacked

and carricd the place.,”

The British force on the Niagara line
amounted, at that time, to about eighteen
hundred regulars, and five hundred milia.
The regular force consisted of the 49th Regt.
and of detachments from the Sth, 41st, Glen-
gty and Newfoundiand corps, with a smalt
tody of artillery, the whole commanded by
Brigadier General Vincent.  Fight companies
of the 49th, five companics of the Sth, three
companies of the Glengarry, two of the New-
foundland regiment, and 2 portion of the
ariillery, were stationed at Fort George,
“amounting,” says James, *to less than one
thousand rank and file™  About three hun-
dred militia and some fifty Tndians were also
stationed at this post. We have scen on
Armstrong’s authority, that the Amcricans
numbered, with the remforcements drawn
from Sackctt's Ilarhor, six thousand men. A
sufficient superiority (six to onc) having heen
secured, the \wmerican general considered
himmsclf prepared for the atlack on the post,
before which he had spent three weeks, and
on the 27th May, the batteries on the American
side of the Niagara being ready for action, and
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means necessary for transportation provided,
the combatants began their movement in
boats, along the lake shore, to Two-mile Creek,
the point designated for 2 general landing.
When Hull’s surrender had put the British
in possession of the artillery they so much
required, five of the twenty-four pounders
had been brought from Detroit, four of which
had been mounted at Fort George, and the
£ifth on a battery, en daidette, about half a
mile below Newark, now Niagara. A fire
from some field picces had been opened on
the Ameriran boats, when proceeding, on the]
20th, to the rendezvous. This had provoked
a return from Fort Niagara, by which the
block houses, some scattered dwellings near
the fort, and the fort itsclf were considerably
damaged. On the morning of the 27th a
heavy cannonade was again commenced from
fort Niagara to cover the attacking party, and
‘in addition,” (saysJames,)“ two schooners,
by the use of their sweeps, had reached their
stutions at the mouth of the river, in order to
silence the twenty-four pounder and the nine-
pounder, also planted en barbette close to
Newark. Another schooner stationed herself
to the northward of the light house, and so
close to the shore as to cnfilade the first
named battery, and cross the fire of the re-
mifining two schooners.” The remaining five
schooners anchored so as to cover the landing
of the troops. The frigate Madison, Oncida
brig, and a schooner, took up also advanta-
geous positions. The united broadside of
these vessels was fifty-one guns, many of
them  thirtytwo and  cightcen-pounders.
Against this formidable array what had the
British ?—a weak position entircly exposed to
a cross fire of shot and shells, and a scarcity
of powder—incredible as this last assertion
may appear, we are, nevertheless, borne out in
making it by James, who asserts, in speaking
of the events of the 26th, that “the guns at
Fort George were compelled, owing to a scar-
city of powder, to remain silent, while Com-
modore Chauncey, on that evening, was sound-
ing the shore within half gunshot.” The
Amcricavs, in speaking of this circumstance,
and looking-at the impunity with which Fort
Niagars kept up, almost unanswered, its
fire, may well boast that they reccived com-
panatively little injury from the British can-
mon. It would cxcite astonishment that

James should chronicle so extraordinary a cir-
cumstance as the want of powder in the prin-
cipal British fort in Western Canada, had we
not so recently seen that a frigate was built,
and a quantity of provisions and stores depo-
sited in 50 exposed and indefensible a position
as York. Whoever was the culpable party,
whether Sir George Prevost or General
Sheafle, there is very little doubt but that to
this circumstance may be attributed much of
the impunity with which the Americansmade
their preliminary movements on this oceasion.
The British force was posted as advantage-
ously as circumstances would admit by Gene-
ral Vincent, and they made a2 most gallant
resistance, being overpowered only by the
numerical strength of the assailants, and the
fire from the American shipping, which com-
mitted dreadful havoc, and rendered their
cfforts to oppose the landing of so immeasur
ably superior a force altogether ineffectual
Three times, under cover of the heavy fire
from the fort and the shipping, the Americans
attempted to land, and were repulsed, by the
persevering courago of their opponents; and
it was only at last, when considerably re-
duced in numbers, that General Vincent, who
saw the inutility of persevering in so unequal
2 contest, retired, blowing up, before his
retreat, the small quantity of powder which
yet remained in the magazine at Fort George.

The heavy fire had rendered the fort alto-
gether untenable ; General Vincent had, there-
fore, no alternative left but to retreat in the
direction of Queenston, first despatching
orders to Col. Bishopp at Fort Erie, and to
Major Ormsby at Chippews, to evacuate their
respective posts, and to move with as little
delay as possible, by Lundy’s Lane, to the
Beaver-dam. In the retreat about fifty of the
regulars unfortunately were made prisoners.
The remainder, both regular and militia, made
an undisturbed retreat, and were joined at the
place of rendezvous, by the garrisons of Fort
Eric and Chippewa. In Gencral Vincent's
dispatch* full particulars of this action will be

*From Bn'gadia~0c;cml Vincent to Sir George
Tevosl.

Foxrr-MiLe Crexx, May 98, 1818.
Sin,—I bave the honor to inform your Exceh
lency, that yesterday morning, about day-break,
the cnemy again opened his batteries upon Forg
George : the fire not being immediatcely returacd,

-
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found, we must not, however, omit to notice
oncexaggeration containedin it, relative to the
American struggle.  We allude to the passage
“Ilis whole force is stated to amount to
nearly ten thousand men.” This, in all
probability, unintentional overstatement was
quitc unnecessary, as (General Vincent made
a very gallart resistance, and, when he was
overpowered by numbers, he made a very
able retreat—coliccting by the next morning
nearly sixteen hundred men, with a position,
Burlington heights, to fall back on, which,
according to Dearburn, while it remained in
the power of the British, rendered the success-
fuloccupation by the Americansofthe Western
pepinsula impracticable.  As at York, Gen.
Vincent again saved the kernel, andleft, as the
fruits of victory, to the Americans, the shell,
consisting of a few ruined houses and untenabie
fort.

The British loss in killed and wounded was
very heavy. The 8th, Glengarry and New-
foundland detachments lost full one-half of
their united force, and the militia appear to
have also suffered severely, at least eighty-five
having been cither killed or wounded. The
total Dritish loss was cstimated at four
hundred and forty-five. Thomson, in his
“ Sketchos of the War,” makes up a very
imposing total of prisoncers; like most of his
statements, however, his account is grosely
c®aggcrated. Ie counts the wounded regulars
twice over; once as wounded, and a second
time as prisoners—he adds further, “the
militia prisoners who were paroled to the
number of five hundred and seven,” &e. Now,
in the first place, no unwounded regulars fell
into the hands of the Americans, except the
fifty who were captured at the fort. Again,
Mr. Thomson forgets to inform us how the

it ceased for some time. About 4 o'clock, A. M.
a combination of circumstancesled to a belief that
an invasion was meditated. The moring being
excecding hazy, neither his means nor his juten-
tion could be ascertained, until, the mist clearing
away at intervals, the enemy’s fleet, consisting of
fourteen or fifteen vessels, was discovered under
way, standing towards the light-house, in an ex-
tended line of more than two miles, covering from
nincty to one hundred large boatsand scows, each
containing an average of fifty to sixty wen.
Though at this time no doubt could be entertained
af the enemy’s intention, his points of attack could
only beconjectured.  Iaving again commenced a
heary fire from his fort, line of batterics, and
shipping, it became necessary to withdraw all the
guards and piquets stationed along the coast, be-
tween the fort and light-house, and a landing was
cffected at the Two-mile Creck, about half a mile
below the latter place.  The party of troops and
Indians stationed at this point, after opposing the
enemy, and annoying him as long as possible,
wcre obliged to fall back, and the fire from the
shipping so completely cnfiladed and scoured
the plaius, that it became impossible to approach
the beach.  As the day dawned, the enemy’s plan
was clearly devcloped, and every cffort to oppose
his landing having failed, I lost not 2 moment in
concentrating my force between the town of Fort
George and the enemy, there awaiting his ap-
proach. This movement was admirably covered
by the Glengarry light infantry, joined by a detach-
ment of the royal Newfoundland regiment and
militia, which commenced skirmishing with the
cnemy's riflemen, who were advancing through
tho brushwood. The enemy having perfect com-
mand of the heach, he quickly landed from three
%o four hundred men, with several pieces of artil-
lory, and this force was instantly secn advancing
in three solid columns, along the lake baok, his
right covered by a large body of riflemen, and bis
left and front by the Sre of the shipping, and bat-

terics in the fort. Asour light troops fell back
upon the main body, which was moved forwards
to their support, they were gallantly sustained by
the Sth (king's) regiment, commanded by Major
Ogilvie, the whole being under the immediate
direction of Colonel Myers, acting Quarter-master-
general, who had charge of the right wing. In
the exccution of this important duty, gallantry,
zc¢al, and decision, were cminently conspicuous;
and I lament to report that I wasdeprived of the
services of Colonel Myers, who, having received
thrce wounds, was obliged to quit the field.
Licutenant-Colonel Harvey, the deputy Adjutant-
General, whose activity and gallantry had been
displayed the whole morning, succeeded Colonel
Myers, and brought up the right division, consist-
ing of the 49th regiment, and some militia.

The light artillery under Major Holcroft were
already in position, awaiting the enemy’sadvanoe
on the plain. At this moment the very inferior
force under my command had experienced &
severe loss in officers and men; yet nothing
exceed the ardor and gallantry of the troops, who
shewed the most marked devotion in the serviee
of their king and couutry, and appeared regard-
less of the consequence of the unequal contest.
Being on the spot, and seeing that the foree un-
der my command was opposed to ten-fold num-
bers, who were rapidly advancing under cover of
their shipping and batteries, from which our posi-
tions were immediately scen, and cxposed to a
tremendous fire of shiot and shells, I decided om
retiring my little force to a position which I hoped
might be less assailable by the heavy ordnance of
the enemy, and from which a retreat would be
left open, in the cvent of that measure becoming
necessary.  Here, after uwdﬁni the approach of
the cnemy for about half an hour, I received
authentic information, that his force, consisting of
from four to five thousand men, had re-formed
bis columus, aud was making an effort to turnmy
right flank. As this critical juncture not a mo-
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five hundredand seven paroled militia prisoners
were obtained—as he has failed in this, we
must refer to James. “ No sooner had the
American army got possession of the Niagara
frontier, than officers with parties were sent
to every farm-house and kovel in the neigh-
bourhood, to exact a parole from the male
inhabitants of almost every age. Some were
giad of this excuse for remaining peaceably at
their houses; and those who made any
opposition were threatened to be sent across
the river, and thrown into a noisome prison.
We cannot wonder, then, that by these
industrious, though certainly unauthorized
means, the names of as many as five hundred
and seven Canadians were got ready to be
forwarded to the Secretary at War, so as, not
only to swell the amount of the loss sustained,
but by a fair inference of the force employed,

ment was to be lost, and sensible that every effort
had been made, by the oflicers and men under my
command, to maintain the post of Fort George, 1
could not consider yself justified in continuing
$0 unequal a contest, the issue of which promised
no advantage to the interestsof his Majesty’s ser-
vice. Having given orders for the fort to be
evacuated, the guns to be spiked, and the ammu-
nition destroyed, the troops under ms conmunand
were putin motion, and marched across the coun-
try in a line parallel to the Niagara river, towards
the position near the Beaver Dam, beyond Queens-
town Mountain, at which place I had the honor of
reporting to your Exccllency that a depét of pro-
visions and awmunition had been formed some
time since. The rear-guard of the army reached
that position during the night, and we were soon
afterwards joined by Licutenaut-Colonel Bisshopp,
with all the detachments from Chippewa to Fort
Eric. The light, and one battalion company of
the Sth, (king’s,) joined us about the same time,
ag did Captain Barclay, with a detachment of the
royal navy. :

Having assembled my whole force the follow-
ing morning, which did not exceed sixteen hun-
dred men, I continued my march towards the
head of the lake, where it is my intention to take
ap a positien, and shall cndeavour to maintain it,
until I may be honored with your Excellency’s
instructions, which I shall fcel most anxious to
regeive. Ibeg leaveto suggest the great import-
ance that exists for a communication being
opencd with me, through the mediom of the fleet.
YThe anchorage under Mr. Brandt's house is per-
feetly good and safe. , I béliavo your Excellency
need not be informed, that in she event of it be-
coming neceasary that I should fall back upon
York, the assistance of shipping would be requi-
site for the transport of my artillery. I cannot
conclude this long communicatton, without cx-
pressing 2 well-merited tribute of approbation to
the gallantry and assiduity of cvery officer of the
staff, and indeed of every individual compoting

on the part of the Dritish, in resisting the
attack.”

Our loss was very great, but that of the
enemy was quite as great in proportion—that
is, the number that fell in the hand-to-hand
conflict would be about equal, were we o
malke an allowance for the terrible execution
done by the filty-one gun broadside of the
vessels. The Americans themsclives state their
loss at thirty-nine killedand one hundred and
eleven wounded, which is very satisfactory;
and, as James has it, not. a little creditable to
the few regular troops and Canadiansby whom
the fort was defended. Onc extraordinary
bit of modesty is observable in Dearborn’s
official letter on this occasion. He does not
state that the British were superior in force—
this is particularly striking in an American—
he, however, hints at “the advantage the
encmy’s position afforded him.” e bave

my little army ;—every one most zealously dis-

charged the duties of hisrespective station. The

struggle on the 27th continued from three to four
hours ; and, I lament toadd, it was attended with
very severe loss.

I have the houor to enclose 2 list of the killed,
wounded, and issing, with as rsuch accuracy as
the nature of existing circumstances will admit.
Many of the missing, I hope, will be found to be
only stragglers, and will soon rejoin their corps.
1 shall reach the head of the lake to-morrow even-
ing. Hitherto the cnemy bas not ajtempted to
interrupt my movements. Iuformation reached
me this morning, through an authentic channel,
that he had pushed on three thousand infavtry,
and a considerable body of cavalry, towards
Queenston. His whole force is stated o
amount to nearly ten thousand men.

I send this despatch by Mr. Mathison, who
acted as a volunteer an the 27th; and I am happy
to inform your Exccllency, that his conduct was
very bonorable to his character, and merits my
marked approbation. Ammunition will be want.
ing by the first vessel.  Captain Milnes has been
kind enough to remain with me until my next
despatch.

1 have the honor to be, &e.
Jous Vixcest, Brig. Gen.

His Excellency Licutenant-General
Sir Geor ge Prevost, &c. &c. &c.

Return of killed, wounded, and missing, of His
Majesty's troops in action with the encmy at
Fort George, May the 27th, 1513.

Onc captain, one licutenant, one cnsign, one
serjeant, forty-cight rank and file, killed ; one
geucral-staff, ope major, two captaing, five licute-
nants, two cnsigns, four scrjeants, twenty-nine
rank and file, wounded; onc licutenant, thirteen
scrjeants, cight drummers, two hundred aud forty
rauk aud file, wounded and missing.
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alrcady stated the exposed position of the
British; our readers may, therefore, take
this insinuation at its proper value. 0'Con-
nor in his account, reversing the real state of
things, makes the British “five to one.”
Thomson, more modestly, says, ** the action
was fought by inferior numbers on the Ame-
rican side,” and Dr. Smith, giving no numbers,
dwells only on *the firmness and gallantry of
the American troops.”

The escape of General Vincent ard his
troops left the Americans as far as ever from
the desired undisturbed occupancy of the
western peninsula.  Ingersol observes, ¢ Vin-
cent, the British General, effected his retreat
(probably without Dearborn’s even knowing it,
for he stayed on shipboard), to the mountain
passes, where he employed his troops in at-
tacking, defeating, and capturing ours during
#il the rest of that year of discomfitures.”
Armstrong, in his remarks, has, “if, instcad
of concentrating his whole force, naval and
military, on the water side of the enemy's de-
fences, he had divided the attack, and, cross-
ing the Niagara below Lewiston, advanced on
Fort George by the Queenston road, the in-
vestment of that place would have been com-
plete, and a retreat of the garrison impracti-
cable.”

It was certainly fortunate for the British
that the Americans had generals who were
pot tacticians enough to profit by their supe-
riority in numbers. Had Brock commanded
the Americans, the campaign of 1613 might
have had a more fortunate issue for our enc-
mics.

Although the disasters at York and Niagara
were disheartening in some degree, yet the de-
scendants of the brave men who composed the
militia at that time have cause to look on both
these events with much pride and satisfaction.
It is clear, from the conduct of the militia on
each of theseoccasions, that they had attained
a high degree of military discipline, and, as a
coutemporary justly observes, “the marked
coolness and fearless intrepidity with which
the York and Lincoln militia resisted the ap-
proach of the enemy towards their shores,

would have reflected honor on a band of veter-
ans long accustomed to ¢ the din of arms.’”

We left General Vincent at the Beaver
Dam, where he had been joined not only by
the detachment from Fort Erie and Chippewa,
but by one flank and one battalion company
of the 8th, and Captain Barclay, R.N,, with a
small body of scamen on their way to Lake
Erie. To cut off this force, Dearborn, who
scems never to have been in a hurry, de-
spatched, on the 28th, a considerable body ;
bat, luckily, he sent them in the wrong diree-
tion, for had he chosen the Lake road, there
would have been a proba%ility of cutting off
General Vincent. Two days were occupied
in this fruitless pursuit, and, on the recall of
the troops, two days more were passed in a
consideration of how the lost time was to be
made ap. Dearborn’s idea was to use the
flect as a means of transportation to Burling-
ton Bay: but, fortunately for the British, the
Cabinet at Washington gave this arm of the
expedition a different diection. No alterna-
tive, therefore, remained to Dearborn but the
pursuit by the Lake shore, which should have
begun, had Dearborn possessed any encrgy,
on the morning of the 28th.

Before, however, following the fortuncs of
the brigade despatched in pursuit, we will
turn to Sackett’s Harbor, and the fate of the
expedition prepared against it by Sir George
Prevost, and a considerable body of troops
destined to act in concert with the fleet under
Commodore Yeo.

After disposing of this subject, we will re-
turn to Gen. Vincent and his fortunes, taking,
while in the west, a glance at Proctor, whom
we left just after his return from Fort Mcigs.
Another chapter will, however, be required
for a consideration of all these subjects; we
will, therefore, conclude the present one with
Ingersol's testimony as to the defence of Ca-
nada :—*“On the land the defence of Canada
was couducted with much more encrgy, en-
terprise and spirit, than the Amcricanattempts
at invasion, which failed, after a long scries of
delays and reverses, and proved abortions a8

discreditable as Hull's."
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BROCK'S MONUMENT—QUEENXNSTON.
We have introduced asketch of the first mon-
ument erected to General Brock, as, ere long, it
will be removed, and another will be raised in
memory of the Hero. We are, therefore, un-
willing to have it unrecorded that his eminent
and undisputed public services met with no tardy
recoguition by the grateful country he had been
the instrument of saving; but that while his deeds
were still fresh in the memory of all, the Provin-
cial Legislature erected the lofiy column on
Queenston Heights, reprezented in our plate. The
height of the monument, which commanded a
view of the surrounding country for about fifty
miles, was from the base to the summit one hun-
dred and thirty-five feet, and from the level of
the Niagara river, which runs nearly under it,
four hundred and eighty-five feet. The monu-
ment was a Tusean column on a rustic pedestal,
with a pedestal for a statue ; the diameter of the
base of the column was seventecn feet and a-half,
and the abacus of the capital was surrounded
with an iron railing. The centre shaft containing
the spiral staircase was ten feet in diameter.

The inscription was as follows:—
UPPER CANADA
HAS DEDICATED THIS MONGMENT TO THE
MEMORY QF THE LATE

MAJOR-GENERAL SIR ISAAC BROCE, K.B,,
PROVINCIAL LIEUTENANT-GOVERNOR AND
COMMANDER OF THE FORCES IN THIS PROVINCE ;
WHOSE REMAINS ARE DETOSITED IN THE
VAGLT BENEATIl, OPPOSING THE INVARING ENENY.
HE FELL IN ACTION NEAR THESE H&IGHTS
ON THE 13T OCTORER, 1812,

IN THE 43RD YEAR OF HIS AGE;
REVERED AND LAMENTED BY THE PEOPLE WHOM
HE GOVERNED, AND DEPLORED RY THE SOVEREIGN
TO WHOSE SERVICE
HIS LIFE HAD BESEN DEVOTED.

The remains of General Brock were removed
from Fort George in solemn procession, on the
13th October, 1824, and deposited in the resting
place prepared for them in this monument, which
deserved, now, to be regarded with more affection

than any other structure in the Province.

On Good Friday, the 17th April, 1840, how-
ever, a miscreant of the name of Lett introduced
a quantity of gunpowder into the monument with
the fieadish purpose of destroying it, and the ex-
plosion, effected by a train, caused so much dam-
age as to render the columa altogether irrepara-
ble. Lett was a naturalised Canadian, who had
beea compelled to fly into the United States for

VYOL. 11l.==¥

his share in the rebellion of 1837, and well
knowing the feeling of attachment to the name
and memory of General Brock, which pervaded
all classes of Canadians, he sought to gratify his
malicious and vindictive spirit, and, at the same
time, to wound and insult the people of Canada
by a deed which its paltriness alone prevenis our
styling * a demon’s deed.”

As may be imagined, universal indigoation was
aroused, and a meecting was held on the 30th
July following, on Queenston Heights, for the pur-
pose: of adopting measures for the ercction of
another mnonument.

We cannot refrain from transferring to these
pages part of the long and eloquent speech of
the chief justice, Robinson, who, on advancing to
the front of the hustings to move the sixth re-
solution, was received with the most enthusiasti-
eheers,

“If it were intended by those who committed
this shameful outrage, that the injury should be
irreparable, the scene which is now before us, on
these interesting heights, shews that they little
understood the feelings of veneration for the
memory of Brock which still dwell in the hearts
of the people of Upper Canada. No man ever
established a Dbetter claim to the affections of a
country; and, in recalling the recollections ot
eight-and-twenty yecars, there is no difficulty in
accounting for the feeling which has brought us
together on this occasion. Among the many
who are assembled here from all parts of this
provinee, I know there are some who saw, as X
did, with gricf, the body of the lamented general
borne from the field on which he fell—and many,
who witnessed, with me, the melancholy scene of
his interment in one of the bastions of Fort
George. They can never, I am sure, forget the
countenances of the soldiers of that gallant regi-
ment which he bad long commanded, when they
saw deposited in the earth the lamented officer
who had for so many years been their pride;
they can never forget the feelings displayed by
the loyal militia of this province, when they were
consignirg to the grave the noble hero who had
80 lately achicved a glorious triumph in the de-
fence of his country : they Jooked forward to a
dark and perilous future, and they felt that the
carth was closing upon him in whom, more than
in all other human means of defence, their con-
fidence had been reposed.  Nor can they forges
the countenances, oppressed with grief, of those
brave and faithful Indian warriors, who admired
and loved the gallant Brock, who had bravely
shared with him the dangers of that period, and
who had most honorably distinguished themselves
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in the field, where he closed his short but brilliant
career.”

Active steps are now being taken to complete
the new monument, and another year will sec a
stately column rise to mark the untimely fate, and
resting place of the gallant Brock.

— - o

MAHUOT COCQUIEL.

In the reign of Philippe the Good, Duke of
Burgundy and Count of Hainault, or, more ‘
precisely, in the year ene thousand four hun-
dred and forty-two, the neighbourhood of!
Tournay in France was ravaged by a gang
of cut-throats, who contrived to set the
gensdarmes of the Count completely at defi-
ance.

The very evening of the day on which the
burgomastcr Van Robee, accompanied by the
magistrates and principal citizens, left Pour-
nay for the purpose of obtaining an audience
of the duke respecting these cutrages, a ca-
valicr presented himself at one of the gates of
the town, and demanded entrance. According
tothe custom of those troubled times, he!
alighted from horseback, and followed to the '
guard-house the soldier whose duty it was to
arrest his further progress.  The new arrival
was doubtless in possession of an eflicient !
passport of some kind or other; for he had!
scarcely entered, when the officer of the'!
guard motioned the gatekeeper to allow
him to proceed, wishing him good night
at the same time, and treated him with
the utmost deference. It might be cleven
o'clock at night, and the moon iilumined the
turrets of the houses, and the steeples of the
town, whose vast shadows stretched out at full
length, and assumed a thousand funtastic forms
as they fell massively on the neighboring build-
ings.  All seemed buried in profound slumber.
At least, the silence which prevailed gave good
reason to suppose so. Nevertheless, in one of
the streets, which led from the principai square
to the ramparts, a bright light shone from
behind onc of the lozenged windows of the
burgomaster Van Robec’s house. Its owncr
had departed to Duke's camp witha heavy
heart at the thought of leaving his daughter
alone with the aged governess; who would
be powerless to preserve her from the assid-
uities of the gallants who ceaselessly passed
and repassed before the house. It is true that
Jeanne was soon to marry & cavalier whom her
father had authoriscd to pay her court —which
he never failed to do cvery evening—and that
this cavalicr—who was known by the name of
Philippe du Gardin—kept sufficicnt watchover
his bride to intimidate those who were tempt-
ed to approach her.

Philippe had beenan hour in company with
Jeanne, when the cavalier, of whom we have

MAHTOT COCQUIEL.

fixed in the wall of a neighbouring hostelry, he
fastened his horse to it, and moved towards
the house of Van Robec; befere which he
placed himsclf under the shadow of the front
screen of a mercer’s shep., There, with his eye
constantly fixed upon the illumined window,
this man watched his prey. 1lis hand con-
vulsively grasped the pummel of his sword,
which he drew frem the seabbard whenever
lte pereeived that a slight degrecof movement
was taking place withinthe house. At last the
strect-door vpened ; and Philippe, after hav-
ing left a kiss upon the forchead of his bride,
proceeded homewards, The cavalier, quitting
his retreat, advanced towards him.

“ 1Ialt, my gentleman!” he said. “ T amnot
mistaken. You are Philippe du Gardir, the
betrothed husband of the young girl with
whom you have just parted ?”

“Before replying, allow me to ask who you
are; and with what object you put that ques-
tion?" said Philippe. *1 do not know you, 1
have neverseenyou; consequently, 1can have
no business with you. Leave me.”

“Oh no,” returned the assailant.  “T have
not travellcd a couple of leagues on purpose
to find you, to return without calling you to
account for your insults.”

“Iusults 2"

“Yes, my dainty primrose,” replied the
cavalier. It was only yesterday that I
heard of your visits to the Dame de Beaufroid,
and you perceive I have not been slow in—"

“The Dame de Beaufroid!” exclaimed
Philippe, with emotion.

“Yes, young man! The Dame de Beau-
froid, with whom I amin love; and whom 1
mean to keep to myself.  You understand

“Your mistress!” shouted the youth, draw-
ing hissword. * Your mistress! Itisfalse!™

“ A liar, am 1?” cried the cavalier coolly,
placing himself in an attitude of defence before
Philippe. * Pray are your visits to that lady
lies?”

“No!"” replicd the youth.

“And those tender letters which T have
discovered, and which have informmed me that
while you are paying court to her you come
here to marry a dourgeoise "

“Those letters are true ; but all the rest is
false 1"

“The lady ismine ; and, as I donotchoose
that she should belong to any one else—at
least during my lifetime—make use of your
sword.”

“Sircavalier! Tn what I have spoken there
is a mystery which I amn not permitted to
reveal ; but, in the teeth of your accusations,
when I hear it said that the Dame de Beau-
froid has a favoured lover, and that you are
that lover, then, in spite of the happiness
which I expect to find in an approaching and
joyful union, I do not hesitate to accept your
challenge, at the risk of perishing in the

spoken, entered the strect.  Observing aring

struggle.”
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No answer was given to these words; but !'where she went, it was whispered, to sec some

the two swords were instantly crossed, and
sparks flew to theright and left.  Four or five
passes sufficed to disarm Philippe.

“Resume your sword,” sail the cavalier
coldly. “Qur combat is only to be ended by
death.”

Philippe resumned his sword again, and the
duel commenced with fury on both sides. In
a few scconds the youth fell to the ground,
pierced through his chest, and yiclded his
spirit without uttering a word. Quick as
lightning, the adversary mounted his horse,
and disappeared through the gate of the town
by which he had entered, taking the road to
the northward.

At the clashing of the arms, Jeanne and her
governess in terror had ventured to look out
trom the open window. The first object which
met their view wasthe body of Philippe, out-
stretched in that part of the street where the
moon shone brightest. A cry of despair
escaped from Jeannc’s bosom. At that cry,
the neighbours arose in alarm. What was
their surprise when they recognised the
betrothed husband of Van Robec's daughter ?
Their first care was to carry him to the burgo-
master’s house. In spite of the exclamations
and remonstrances of the governess, who re-
turned to her mistress utterly overcome, the
neighbours laid the Lody of Philippe on Van
lobec’s bed, and one of them went to fetch a
surgeon, to be authoritatively assured that life
was really extinct. Jeanne, who from the
first story of the house beheld her betrothed
lying on the ground, and who heard all the
bustle within doors, insisted on entering the
room in which Philippe had been placed.  In
vain the governess tried to oppose her wish.
In a few minutes the girl was in the midst of
the sorrowing ncighbours, who did their
utmost to tear her away from so sad a sight.
But Jeanne struggled against them, embraced
the corpse of her betrothed closely in her
arms, lavishing upon it the most affectionate
endearments. When the doctor cameat last,
he had to testify to the double fact that Phil-
ippe was dead, and that Jeanne was scized
with madness.

On leaving Tournay, the cavalier went
across the country as faras the church of the
first village; descended into a little valley,
traversed a narrow brook on abridge of planks,
and then penetrating the woods on an easterly
course, he succeeded in arriving at a hamlet
where hestopped before the gate of achdtear.
This chateaw belonged to a powerful family,
who had afforded an asylum to & woman of
from five-and-thirty to forty years of age, of
noble descent, driven from her native province
more than two ycar's previously, to live in
retirement here. The only journeys she had
made since her residence in the hamlet were
restricted to two or three visits to Tournay;

person to whom she was tenderly attached.

The cavalier passed the night as tranquilly
as if he had returned from accomplishing
some perfectly simple and natural afluirs and,
the next morning as soon 8s he awoke, his
first care was to sce the Dame de Beaufroid.
Her countenance when she received him, was
impressud with a deep melancholy ; but that
very meclancholv, adding to the paliness
which overspread her features, ¢ndowed her
with an inexpressibly captivating interest.

“Ah! itis you, Mahuot ?” said the lady in
a voice of emotion. T have passed a sleep-
less night, agitated by a thousand painful pre-
sentiments.”

“ Presentiments do not always deccive,” he
replied abruptly.

“What do you mecan?—Good God! what
is the meaning of that change in your coun-
tenance—of the harshness of your looks {”

‘It is uscless that I should conceal the fact.
I have scen that Philippe, of whom we were
talking yesterday. I could rest no longer in
the cruel uncertainty in which I was placed by
theletters which [ discovered in your oratory.
T did not choose; after having left thearmy of
the Duke of Burgundy in order to come and
ask you for the last time, whether you were
willing to espouse me and thus conclude a
tedious courtship;—I did not choose Tsay to
remain in any further doubt respecting your
conduct during my absence. This very night
I have been to Tournay.”

“And you have met with Philippe 2°

“Yes! My measures were taken, and my
information proved exact. Consequently, 1
had not long to wait. T remembered that
particular letter in which he addresses you in
the tenderest terms; in which he entreats you
to crown his happiness: and which he con-
cludes by daring to ask you to reccive his.
kisses.”

“«Well I?

“Well! he has not denied it!
contrary, he confessed —"

‘“And then?”

‘*“Then my indignation overcame all bounds.
I reproached him with his own duplicity, and
your treachery. I compelled him to take
sword in hand, the very moment after he had
betrayed you by embracing her whom he was
soon to marry.” o

“Make an end of your tale.” .

“Ikilled him 1" harshly replied the cavalier.

The lady appeared for a moment to be
utterly overwhelmed. But making a strong
effort, she stood proud and menacing before .
the assassin, and said, “Do you know whom
it is that you have stricken ?”’

The cavalier remained silent.

“But to whom do I address mysclf?” ghe
added vchemently. “I entreat Heaven to
pardon me for having ever known you, I

On the
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should beaccursed if ever I joined hands with
you. You have killed my son!”

“Iler son!” exclaimed the man, hiding his
face. The lady exhausted and stunned, fell
senseless on a sofa.

These events filled the whole province with
consternation.  Jeanne did not recover her
reason ; and the aged burgomaster, after
having in vain endeavoured to discover the
murderer of Philippe, died of grief.  The
Dame de Beaufroid quitted the chdtcau in
which she had found shelter. Some said that
she had taken the veil.  Mahuot Cocquiel had
rcioined the army of the Duke of Burgundy.
e did not remain there long; for, in the
year one thourand four hundred and forty-
four, he came to Valincicnnes, and obtained
there, no one knows how, the rights of citizen-
ship.

(I)’nc féte-day of thatyear one thousand four
hundred and forty-four, there was a great
concourse of people in Valencicunes. ‘The
streets, the squares, and the hostelries were
crowduld.  Gaiety shune on every countenance.
Philippe the Good had come to visit his faithful
and loyal Valencicnnois,

In a noted tavern, a few steps from the
Church of Saint Pierre, the throng was greater
than clsewhere.  Mahuot Cocquiel entered it,
and, obscrving a vacant table, took his place
there e scrutinised with cwiosity the
extraordinary bustle which reigned thronghout
the place, when a dourgeois named Jacotin
Plouvier seated himself beside him.  Mahuot
knew this man so slightly, that he was sur-
prised at the easy assurance with which he
seated himself at table.

“Ah! it is you, Master Coequicl;” said
Jacotin, scating himself, “Iam very glad to
have met with you.”

“ Are you ?” replied Mahuot, visibly annoy-
ed.

“T have something to say to you!"

“Tome?”

“T have to tell you some news about one
»f my relations, who lately died amongst the

auns of Liege.”

“IWhat business is that of mine!”

“Important business you will own,” added
Plouvier; *“when T have told you that her
name was Gertrude.”

“ Gertrude.”

“T here hold her last letter—her last wish.
Do you desire to be informed of it?”

“1t is no affair of mine,” replied Mahuot,
rising as if to leave the room,

“On the contrary,” said Jacotin, taking
Mahuot by the arm, and forcing him to sit
down again, *‘it is no other person’s affair
than yours.”

“What are the contentsof the letter ¥ said
Mahuot, burning with anger.

“In the first place, she orders me to find
a certain Mahuot Cocquiel. You are he!
‘Secondly, she orders me, a8 soon as I have

found him, to say to him; Mahuot, you laid
wait for & young man, who was just entering
lifein order to put him relentlessly to death!”
—That’s what she says. Well, I, Jacotin
Plouvier, dourgeois of Valencienncs, am re-
solved to avenge the deathof that boy, as well
as of hisbride, who died insanc in consequence
of your crime; and I call upon God to judge
between us!”

“Never!” cried Mahuot with so much vehe-
mence, that all turned towards the two men.

‘“Never do you say ?” answered Jacotin:
“Twill force youto it!”  And then addressing
the crowd which surrounded them, he added ;
“ Fiamands! here is a wman who is come to
take up his right of citizenship, and he is a
murderer,  He hilled one of my relations,
Philippe Du Gardin, my cousin's son.”

A long murmur of surprise went round the
assembly.

“Yes, my friends, this man is a murderer!
I oﬂi’:r to justify my accusation in single com-
bat.”

“Dravo!” shouted a sergeant-at-arms, as he
entercd the tavern with a handful of soldiers
who had been enrolled that morning for the
purpose of kecping order. “Bravo! You
shall both of you come along with me ;" and
he led Mahuot and Jacotin away.

By the law of trial by battle—a relic of
barbarism only abolished, here in our own
day—the aflair fell into the hands of the
authorities. Preparations were then made for
the duel, says the historian De Glay ' Arleux
(whom we translate), in his Notice sur Valen-
cienues; and, as it wasa grave and imposing
ceremony, Philippe the Good, Duke of Bur-
gundy and Count of Ilainault, determined to
be present. On Tuesday, the twentieth of
March, one thousand four hundred and forty-
five, the Grand Place of Valenciennes was
converted into a list, around which animmense
multitude was congregated. At nine o'clock
the champions were led in, dressed in dasane,
or black sheep’s leather, of one entire piece,
closcly sewed together from their feet to their
necks, with their heads naked and shaven,
their feet naked, and their nails cut.  They
were accompaniced by the Bretons, or masters
of exercises, who had been assigned to each
of them after their first confinement in prison,
and who carried their shiclds and their sticks.
These shields were formed of willow wood
covered with sheep’s leather; and were three
feet long. They bore for arms a cross gules
on a field argent. Thesticks were of medlar-
wo(;)d, three fect long, and sharpened at each
end.

Jacotin Plouvier, the appellant, entered the
first, made several signs of the cross, and seated
himself on a chair covered with black cloth
at one end of the list, on the side of the church
of St. Pierre. Mahuot came afterwards, kneit
down, crossed himself, kissed the ground, and

scated himself on the side of the belfry. The
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provost of the town then entered theenclosure,
and the champions swore respectively on the
Holy Gospels that their quarrel was good.
Nex* their dresses were greased, in order that
they might have less hold upon each other ;
spices were brought in silver cups to invigorate
them, and two other cups containing ashes,
with which they rubbed their hands, Whenall
was properly disposed according to the usages
and franchises of the town, the provost threw
up the glove, which had been taken up as
the gage of battle, and cried, “Do your
duty! do your duty ! do your duty!”

The champions, after having beaten ecach
other with their sticks, grappled together, and
shook each other violently. Mahuot fell ; but
instantly got up again. Jacotin rushed upon
him, threw him down once more, held him
firmly to the ground, thrust sand into his eyes,
and tortured him for nearly three-quarters of
an hour, to make him confess the murder.

Philippe the Good remained in the house of
Melchior du Gardin, the provost of the town,
and watched the combat behind a blind.  He
8ent to inquire of the magistrate if there were
no means of putting astop to thishor:ible strug-
gle. The magistrate replied that that could
not be without prejudice to the privileges of the
city, and that the conflict must have its course,

At last, after being for a long while tor-
tured by his adversary, Mahuot, utterly blind
and crippled in every linb, cried, *Enough!”
but, on rising, he endeavoured to rush upon
his foe; but Jacotin twisted his arms until
they broke.

The wretched man, acknowludging himself
beaten, and confessing the murder, had still
strength enough to cry out so as to be heard
at a distance; * My Lord of Burgundy, pity!
pity! I served you well in your war with
Ghent!” The Duke was moved even to tears.
He again asked the magistrate whether it
were possible to save the life of this unfortu-
nate wretch, or at least when dead, to accord
him burial in consccrated ground.  The pro-
vost answered, that the law must be fulfilled
step by step. Meanwhile, Jacotiz had com-
pleted his terrible vengeance with bl~ws of
his stick. He scized the bleeding co., se by
one leg and dragzed it out of the list; after
which—and this part of the chronicle cannot
be read without a shudder—he went to the
Church of Notre-Dame-la-Grande, to return
thanks to God for having caused justice to
triumph!

The magistrate gave judgment that the
murderer should be dragged on a hurdle to
the gallows, and be there, for form's sake,
strangled and hung. The Duke of Burgundy,
justly indignant at the execution which he
had] witnessed, and which, in spite of all his
power, he had been unable to prevent, swore
to abolish this barbarous custom. Thence-
forwards it was never practised in the Low
Countries.

THE CHRONICLES OF DREEPDAILY.
No. XVI.

SETTING FORTH TDE COMPETITION FOR THE PARISH
OF SCUNNER-THE-DEIL§ TOGETHER WITH TRHE
RESULT THEREOF. VERY PROVITADLE FOR TUE
PERTSAL OF ALL CANDIDATES FOR VACANT KIRKS.

TauE minister who had united the hands and for-
tunes of Peter Partan and Peggy Skate, was one
of the best specimens I had ever met with, of
the old-fashioned Presbyterian Mess John, With
matters of controversy he never intromitted, if
we may except an occasional bickering with the
heritors of the parish touching repairs desidera-
ted for the Kirk or manse, and even then he was
generally the first to cry truce, and propose a
compromise. Beloved by the poor to whose
bodily and spiritual necessities he equally minis-
tered, Mr.—or rather I should say Dr. Patrick
Pittendrum, was a welcome and respected guest
at the tables of the gentry; being himself an off-
shoot from one of the most ancient families in
the North of Scotland. It thus came to pass
that he was a living chronicle of the whole coun-
try side, and could tell you the history of every
peer and pedlar within the circuit of a hundred
miles around the city of Bon Accord, as the chil-
dren of Aberdeen term the place of their nativity.

Dr. Pittendrum having been pleased to take a
fancy to me, at the Partan nuptials, made me pro-
mise and covenant that I would spend a day
with him before taking my departure for Dreep-
daily. Accordingly in implement of my paction
I repaired to the manse one fine forenoon, and
was received with a cordiality which could not be
surpassed.

Having laid striet injunctions upon his house-
keeper, Naney Nairn (for the Doctor was free from
the incumbrance of a wife) to have an orthodox
dinner in readiness at the canonical hour, the
divine proposed that we should walk forth and
inspect the features of the neighbourhood. This
suggestion entirely jumped with my own humour,
and having done justice to a meridian refection
of oatmeal cake, checse, and a moderate allow-
ance of the national stimulant, we set out upon
our pilgrimage.

Time would fail me if I attempted to recapitu-
Iate a tenth part of the droll and out-of-the-way
stories, wherewith Dr. Pittendrum beguiled the
road to Boddam, which was to be the leading
point of our tour. There was hardly a cottage
or a clump of trees but what had its peculiar tra-
dition, and every man and woman we chanced to
meet furnished matter of appetizing gossip.
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The parish-school lying in our route, my con-
ductor proposed that we should step in for a
moment. *‘I waat you,” said he—*to see the
Dominie, as I have a quecr bit of narration to
give you touching one of his antecedents.”

Having accordingly inspected the minor uni-
versity of which the learned and lean Malcolm
McWhirter was principal, the minister, when he
had left its * classic malaria,” as be was pleased
to express himself—indoctrinated me with the
following particulars, for the truth of which he
pledged his veracity. I shall denominate the
narration :—

DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND.

When I was attending the Divinity class at
Marischal College, Aberdeen, (said Dr. Pitten-
drum) Malcoim McWhirter was reckoned the most
promising student of that period. Forsome years
he had carried off the leading prizes, and with
the exception of a fellow-alumnus, named Seru-
ton Balmauno, there were none of his contempo-
raries who ever dreamed of measuring spears
with him. Nature had gifted the aforesaid Seru-
ton with abilities not inferior to those possessed
by McWhirter, but he was sorely lacking in that
application and sobriety, without which the wost
brilliant talents are as useless as a finely-built
ship devoid of ballast. Instead of applying him-
self to his studies he spent a large balance of his
time in engendering rhymes commendatory of
the comely damsels with whom it was his chanee
to meet, and without in any sense of the word
being a sot, a tankard of humming ale, and a
pipe, possessed more charms for him, especially
when combined with good fellowship, than all
the Fathers and Seraphic Doctors of Christendom.

Malcolm McWhirter presented the very re-
verse of this picturc. e was a hard reader,
and an abstemious liver, and seldem permitted
the allurements of sociality to draw bim away
from the matter on hand. It must be confessed,
however, that setting aside his studiousness there
was very little to love about the young man.
Intense selfishness was disgustingly prominent in
his character. To gain an end he would stop at
nothing, however unamiable or disobliging ; and
there were not wanting those who unhesitatingiy
affirmed that he would not scruple to pass the
Rubicon of honesty, in order to compass some
desired object.

McWhirter and Balmanno having completed
their curriculum at the same time, were simulta-
:eously admitted into the fraternity of preachers
by the Presbytery of Aberdeen, and licensed to
wear the professional nniform of black and white.

Though differing so much in nature and habits
they kept up the intimacy which thiey had formed
at college, and lodged together in the same
house.

Shortly after the exodus of the young men
from laymanship, one of the fattest livings in the
shire of Aberdeen fell vacant, and the patron in-
timated his intention of conferring the same upon
the preacher who should most please the fancies
of the parishioners. For this prize both Malcolm
and Scruton resolved to contend, and accordingly
they braced up their loins for the contest, and
applied themselves to the work of sermon-con-
cocting with might and main.

Matters were in this position, when a bouncing
female cousin of McWhirter's answering to the
name of Delilah Dunshunner, came to pay a visit
to her relative. Delilah, who was a denizen of
Dundee, was possessed of more than the usual
proportion of the charms and attractions which
play such havoc with the sterner sex. Her age
was what the poet terms, * sweet seventeen,”
and her beautics and graces would bave required
anQvid or Robert Burns toinventory and describe.
So far as intellectuals were concerned, Miss Dun-
shunner had likewise much to recommend her.
With the lighter literature of the day, she was
familiarly conversant. IHer wit was sharp as a
newly-honed razor, and playful with all as a juve-
nile kitten ;—and being somewhat of a flirt, she
had trained herself to tickle the palates of all
sorts and descriptions of men. The greatest am-
bition of the maiden was to swell the number of
her conquests, and every new lover she beheld
at her feet, added to the cup of her felicity.

Delilah lost no time in setting her cup at Scru-
ton Balmanno, and as his temperament was like
tinder, it is not strange that the sparks from the
fair one’s brilliant hazel eyes, soon raised a con-
flagration in the young preacher’s heart. From
the period of ber advent the poor lad seemed to
lose all reason and self-controul. Forgetful of
the important ordeal which he was so soon to
undergo, he suffered hisbooks to remain unopened,
and instead of manufacturing homilies he spent
the precious hours in serenading his charmer
with a fiddle, upon which instrument he was a
tolerable proficient, and wandering with her *“up
bill and down brae "—as the old song hath it.

Matters were in tbis position when intimation
was given one Friday afternoon to the two young
preachers, that their time of trial was fixed for
the ensuing Sunday. All the other aspirants
after the living, had delivered their discourses,
snd asit was desirable that the vacancy should
be filled up without delay, it was arranged thot
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Balmanno should hold forth in the morning, and
McWhirter in the afternoon, and the election
take place on the succecding Monday.

This intelligence came like a thunder-clap upon
the hitherto dreaming, but now thoroughly
aroused Scruton! Iaving neglected his oppor-
tunity, he was as little fitted for the pending
contest, a8 he was to square the circle; and a
chill and profound gloom speedily enveloped the
horizon of his hopes. Oh, how he cursed the
facility with which he had given way to the song
of the syren, and in his bitterness he grasped the
now abominated violin, and hurled it from the
window into the garden pertaining to the house!

Afteraseason of reflection, however, Balmanno
regretted the commission of this last mentioned
gratuitously bootless deed. On former occasions
of perplexity and depression he had often ex-
perienced solacement from the strains of his
beloved Cremona, and he resolved to reclaim the
exiled instrument, and seek once more its sedative
offices.

Accordingly he left the apartment which con-
stituted at once his study and dormitory, and
pursued his way to the garden. Though the
evening was mild and genial, it was somewhat
dark, the moon being for the most part obscured
by clouds which scudded athwart her pale and
pensive visage.

During one of the brief intervals in which the
face of night's queen was unveiled, Scruton
discovered that his discarded fiddle, had found a
haven in the brauches of a densely leaved oak.
Being a proficient in all athletic exercises, he
procecded to climb the tree, and in a few seconds
the rescued lyre, (if I may so term it,) was
safely secured in his bosom by his buttoned
doublet.

Just as Balmanno was preparing to descend
from his arborical elevation he heard the sound
of approaching voices, and presently became
cognizant that his rival and Delilah were con-
tiguous to his hiding-place. Scruton detested
the idea of playing the caves-dropper, but what
could he do? If he called out or made a noise,
he felt that he would seriously alarm the gentle
and sensitive maiden, and according he resolved,
as the least of two cvils, to remain in ambush till
the pair had passed out of hearing.

Conceive, however, his perplexity when the
promenaders stopped short at the oak, and
seated themselves on a small bench, which was
situated at its stem!  The involuntary spy would
freely have parted even with his newly-reclaimed
violin to have been out of ear-shot, but there was
no Lelp for it—and the utmost that he could do

was to strive to listen as little as possible to the
colloguy, which he plainly saw was impending.

Ere many swords bad been enunciated, he
became aware that he himself formed the leading
topic of discourse, and the topic was handled in
such a fashion, that his delicacy evaporated as
speedily as a school-boy’s sixpence does amidst
the multiform blandishments of a pastry-cook’s
emporium.

 Dearest, adorable Delilah!” exclaimed Mal-
colm, enforcing his speech with a scries of
emphatic kisses upon the not unwilling mouth of
the damsel, “dearest Delilab, I trust that by
Monday evening I shall be in a condition to fix
the mnch longed-for epoch of our nuptials. Bal-
manno was the only opposing candidate of whom
I had any dread, and I think that you have
effectually settled the poor fool’s hash for him.”

“Iam glad,” responded the designing minx,
for such she now stood revealed— that I have
played my cards, so much to your satisfaction?
At first I could not conceive the reason why you
wished me to look so sweetly on the booby, but
all is now plain as daylight. Did I not lead him
a precious long dance away from books, pen, ink
and paper ?”

‘O, you delicious, enchanting little witch!”
cried Malcolm—* Venus herself mever hood-
winked grim old Vulcan with greater skill or
adroitness. The gudgeon swallowed the hait at
once, and magnificently you played him when
once the hook caught his credulous gills! So
well did you enact your part, sweetest, that more
than once I felt balf inclined to be jealous, and
shout out with Macbeth ‘hold, enough!” Right
certain am I, that the poor lad will not be able
to hold a candle to me on Sunday. I have pus
forth all my skill upon the discourse which I
bave prepared, and, thanks to your roguish eyes,
I do not believe that my opponent has so much
as culled out a text!”

Here ensued a long protracted series of oscul-
ations and cognate endearments, at the termina-
tion of which the treacherous cousins arose, and
passed on their devious way.

Scruton Balmanno, from whose lips I learned
these particulars, often assured me, that for half-
an-hour, or better, he sat in his oak as thoroughly
paralysed as if he had been smitten by a thunder-
bolt. Up to the moment when the aforesaid
revelations hissed upon his car, he had been
persuaded that the heart of Delilah Dunshunner
was exclusively his own; and that thought had
tended to cheer and comfort him amidst all his
depression. Now, he felt as if nought was cvery-
thing, and everything was nought. With ancient
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Pistol he exclaimed, ** Chaos is come again,” and
if his legs had boasted of those cinctures called
by the unlearned garters, next morning's sun
would have beheld him swinging a strangled
corpse, from a limb of the parent of acorns !

After a season the miserable Scruton regained
suflicient self-possession to enable him to act if
rot reflect. Abandoning his leafy perch he sought
his chamber, and reached the same without his
motions having been discovered. Ile seated
himself in Lis studying-chair, and opening the
nearest volume, which chanced to be Enox's
‘““Counter-blast against the monstrous regimen
of women,”—he essayed to read. Not one word,
Lowerer, out of fifty could he manage to decypher.
All the colours of the rainbow seemed dancing
Lefore his eyes; and there was a dirge—like
ringing in his ears, as of a million chimes of
funeral bells.

In process of time, however, Scruton, like the
royal hunchback, became * himself again,” and
he called a general council of his wits, in order
to determine what course should be pursued.
Indignation voted that the traitors should be forth-
with confronted, and taxed with their treason.
Trudence and Shame were of different opinions.
The latter suggested that, Delilah instead of
experiencing compunction for her double dealing
would rejoice, with the spite of little minds, to
discover that she bad had the power to vex and
worry an admirer. Again, Prudence hinted, that
by keeping the secret, the cnemy might be thrown
off their guard, and be led to betray themselves
in some way or another, to the advantage of their
victim. At the very worst, they could do no
greater harm than they had already wrought,
and their victim had the advantage of knowing
the cards of bis adversaries.

Whilst thus musing, Balmanno felt his eyes
covered by ten fair, tapering fingers, and heard
a dulcet voice simper forth ‘ guess my name!™
This was almost too much for aggravated flesh
aud blood to bear, For a few seconds the sup-
posed dupe felt inclined to grasp the decoyer by
the throat, and charge her with heartless, and
infernal deceit. With a strong spasmodic effort,
bowever, he contrived to restrain himself, and
inviting Delilah to sit down, strove to converse
in his wonted casy wooing style, as if nothing
bad intervened to chequer the current of their
love. In this he was successful, infinitely beyond
what he could have expected, and McWhirter
chancing to come into the room, saluted his
double-faced cousin with a covert wink, expressive
at once of admiration at her adroitness, and con-

tempt for the silly gull who was so easily led
astray.

That evening, as Balmanno afterwardslearned,
Malcolm read over his well- digested sermon to
Miss Dunshunner, who expressed her decided opi-
nion that it was infinitely superior to anything
which Dr. Blair (at that period the great stand-
ard of pulpit excellence) had ever produced.
¢ All that you lack,” said she, ¢isa little more
freedom in the delivery, but that you will casily
acnuire by repeating over the discourse about two
or three times more, before itsfinal preachment!”

As the vacant parish was situated many miles
from Aberdeen, it was agreed between the partics
that they should jointly hire a post chaise, and
proceed on Saturday to an Inn adjoining the Kirk
:n which the theological combat wasto take place.
Delilah having expressed an ardent desire to be
present on the momentous occasion, was invited
to take a seat in the vehicle, and the trio in due
time reached their destination without let or hind-
rance.

Having partaken of an early supper the lady
retired to rest, and the rival candidates were
not long in seeking their respective chambers.
Scruton determined to sit up all night to endea-
vour, if possible, even at the eleventh hour, to
weave into a connected homily some detached
notes which he had made. In vain, however,
were all his efforts! The events of the preced-
ing day had so pestilently distracted his brain,
that the more he cogitated the more muddy and
opacuous did hisideas become. Sheet aftersheet
of quarto paper did he head with the words of
his intended text, but somehow or another he
always stuck fast in the middle of the opening
sentence. A more hopeless and dismal case of
baflled mental parteurition never was witnessed on
earth—if we may except that of Wogarth's Dis-
tressed Poet!

“This will never do!” exclaimed the hapless
probationer. ‘I must try whether brandy wiil
not afford me some aid!”  Acting upou this reso-
lution he sought the supper room, in order to pro-
cure the wished for cordial, and just as he was
about to grasp the bottle, a crumpled letter, lying
under the chair which had been occupied by
Delilab, met his gaze. Justly deeming that no
delicacy was due to such a personage, he made
no scruple of perusing the document. It proved
to be a communication from McWhirter to his
inemorata, breaking to her the plot which was
subsequently acted upon, and giving her full direc-
tions how to carry it into effect.

Though the epistle taught bim nothing that he
had not previously been aware of, there was some-
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thing 30 sarcastically insulting in its diction, that
it well nigh drove the reader frantic. His first
impulse was to tear the infamous manuscript into
a thousand fragments, but correctly judging that
an evidence of the conspiracy might possibly come
to be useful, he carefully folded it up, and deposi-
ted it in his pocket-book. Having done so he
once more retired into his bed-room, and resumed
his pen, but with no better success than before.
His wits had gone a wool gathering, as they say,
acd resisted every attempt to fetch them home.

Whilst sitting in this distracted and unenviable
frame of mind, Scruton was startled by the open-
ing of the door of the chamber which he occupied.
On looking up to learn the cause, he beheld his
false friend Malcolm McWhirter, attired in noc-
turnal habiliments, stalk with a solemn and pre-
cise gait into the apartment. His right hand
grasped a pocket Bible, and altogether he had
the air of one who was preparing to perform pub-
lic worship.

Balmanno was just on the eve of precognoscing
his untimely visitor touching the meaning of this
extraordinary intrusion, when, on regarding him
a little more narrowly, he discovered that he was
in a state of profound slumber! His eyes were
wide open, it is true, but they were glassy and
motionless ; and it wasabundantly patent that they
communicated to their ownerno information as to
what was passingin the outer and real world. In
fact Malcolm was plainly under the influence of
somnambulism, and ignorant as a corpse of his
company and his whereabouts.

After groping a while around the room,
McWhirter lighted upon an old fashioned, high
backed easy chair, which his mazed senses appar-
ently metamorphosed into a pulpit. Stepping upon
the cushion of this rest-engendering piece of fur-
niture, he disposed his features into the expres-
sion of prim propriety becoming one who was
about toaddress an expectant audience ; and open-
ing his Bible, gave out some five or six verses of
apsalm. After waiting for a space sufficient for
the singing of the sclected stanzas, he proceeded
to offer up a prayer, according to the use and
wont of Presbyterianministers. Scruton, who by
this time had begun to pay anxious attention to
the proceedings of the slumbering man, noted that
the supplication was evidently composed with
studious care, and from some of its exprossions he
came to the unavoidable conclusion that it had
been prepared for the services of the ensuing
Sunday. Allusions were made to the momentous
choice which it had devolved upon his hearers to
make, and a passing panegyric was bestowed upon

the patron for his considerate liberality in permit-
ting the sheep to select their own pastor.

The unconscious prelector then once more un-
folded the pages of his Bible, and selecting a text,
launched forth into the mare magnum of a thor-
oughly digested,and profoundly reasoning sermon,
divided into more heads than there are hues in
the rainbow, and garnished profusely with illus-
trations at once striking and apposite.

» »* » » » » *

In the morning Scruton Balmanno, and Delilah
Dunshunmer, were the only members of the trio
whoshowed face at the breakfasttable. Malcolm
sent word that having passed a diggurbed and un-
refreshing night, he would take a slight refection
in bed, and keep the house during the forenoon,
the better to brace him for the agitating work he
had to perform in the posterior part of the day.
The lady, whoconfessed to a disorganization of her
nervous system, trusted that Mr. Balmanno
would not take it unkind, or deem it a slight, if
she also remained at home to recruit herself, and
nurse her cousin, instead of hearing his discourse,
which she was perfectly convinced would be a
masterpiece of perfect eloquence. Scruton, of
course, could only regret the causes which went
to deprive him of the presence of such a compe-
tent critic, assuring her that, in all probability,
nothing he was about to advance would be novel
to a lady so highly accomplished, and so deeply
versed in theological literature, There was a
twang and spice of sarcasm in the enunciation of
these compliments, but accustomed as Miss Dan-
shunner was, to the honied language of flattery,
she received them all ag sterling coin, and as tri-
bute to which she was intitled as a righteous
matter of course.

By this time the jowing of the Kirk bell gave
warning to Balmanno that it behoved him to be
setting forth for the session-house,or vestry-room,
as our prelatic brethren on the south side of the
Tweed prefer to designate it.

Just as he was departing, McWhirter craved an
audience of him, for the purpose of wishing him
good speed in his endeavours to captivate the
affections of the parishioners of Scunner-the-deil
—such being the euphonious name of the vacant
living. With a hyperbolical hypocrisy, which
might have furnished stock in trade to a score of
crocodiles, the traitor expressed a seemingly
anxious hope that his dear fricnd would be ena-
bled to smite the nail on the head, and come off
with colours flying and drums beating! ¢ Above
all things,” said the white-livered knave,” I sin-
cerely trust that you have committed your dis-
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course to memnvry, because, from all accounts,
the hanest folk of Seunner-the-deil, cannot abide
the idea of Leing lectured fiom black and white.
In their estimation there is no heresy equal to that
of preaching from the book, which according to
theirastute judgment is an evident sign and token
of dumb-dogship! So deeply am I conviuced of
this, that in order to save myself from the tempta-
tion of referring to my notes in the pulpit, I, this
morning, made an auto da fe of them, as you
may perceive by that heap of ashes on the hearth
stone !”

1t is proper here to mention, that whilst the
burning of the manuscript was an undoubted
verity, the remainder of Malcolm’s communica-
tion had but slonder foundation in fact. He
knew nothing about the predilections of the
Scunner-the-deilites f ~ oral, overread sermoni-
zation ; and in reality the good people, as was
generally the case at that period in this quarter
of Scotland, had never been accustomed to cx
tempore holdings forth. McWhirter’s palpable
object in trying to persuade his rival to preach
without paper, was to sccure his embarrassment,
. not eutire breaking down, in the ecclesiustical
rostrum.

Balmauno briefly thanked his mentor for the
adrice tendered, but said that his memory was
too treacherous to permit of his following it.
*What I have written,” quoth he—*I must
read, though the consequences should be a loss
of the unctuous prize for which we are both con-
tending.”

With an anxious and fluttering heart Scruton
wended his way to the cdifice where his fortunes
were to be determined. It was a grim and un-
gainly structure, and having been built after the
Revolution of 1688, presented very few features
of architectural blandishment. There was a
steeple, it is true, or rather I should say an over-
grown belfry ; but had it not been for thisappend-
age a stranger might, without the imputation of
irreverence, have characterised the templeas a
barn!

In the session-house, the candidate found a con-
clave composed not merely of elders, but of the
leading polensics of the parish. The spokesman

of theassemblage wasa little club-footed weaver, |

with small twiakling red eyes, who was evidently
the lay oracle, so fur as theological matters were
concerned, of Scuuner-thedeil. There was a
restless activity in his long sharp nose, as if he
were constantly engaged in smelling oat some-
thing heterodax; and indeed his reputation was
prodigious for uncarthing, and running dowz an

error in doctrine, however disguised it might be in
the syrup of rhetoric!

This eminent ** professor,” who answered to
the name of Boanerges Batter, took it upon him
to give Balmanno a few words of advice, as the
miunister’s man was adjusting his gown and bands,
¢ ‘Ye maun ken sir,” said he, *“ that next to sound-
ness o’ principles, the thing that we maist look to
in this hitherto highly favoured parish, is origi-
nality! Nune o' us can thole ony thing in the
shape 0’ a plagueuris (plagiarism it is to be
presumed, the shuttle-compelling sage meant.)
We opine that he who wad steal ideas, wad scru-
plelittle, on sufficient temptation, to pick pouches!
Ane o' the candidates wha preceded you, might
hae stood some chance o' being chosen, if he had
na’ borrowed a sappy sentence frae that incom-
parable master-picce o' divinity, ‘4 lowping on
stane, for heavy-bottomed belicvers " That back-
sliding sealed the lad’s doom wi' me; and as my
neighbours generally light their candles at my
bumble and unworthy lamp, he was unanimously
cut off, root and braunch, frae the leet!”

Thus premonished, Scruton was ushered into
the palpit, and the service commenced. Mr.
Batter occupied a prominent position on the
*Bench,” which his ravk of * Ruling Elder” en-
jtitled him to assume; and the probationer soon
made the discovery that more cyes were fixed
upon the gifted weaver than upon bimsclf. Du-
ring the progress of the sermon the congregation
evidently hungered 2nd thirsted to learn the
opinion of Boanerges touching its merits, and by
the expression of his countenance were their de-
moustrations of praise or censure regulated. If
at the conclusion of a head th:e *“ professor” looked
dubious, a general shaking of heads pervaded
the throng, like a bed of willows agitated by a
gust of wind. Oa the other hand, if a smile of
commendation lighted up the visage of thecritic,
the church beeame vocal with laudatory hums,
and the speaker was sufliciently certiorated that
he had made 2 point.

It o chanced and cventuated that both the
matter and manner of Scruton came up to Mr.
Batter's standard of cxcellence. Ere the tenth
division of the homily had been reached, the
weaver had folded his arms, and fixed his eyes
and nese upon the preacher, sure signs and
1 tokens that his approbation was cnlisted in his
favour. As the discoursc progresscd, the cyes
of the cengor twinkled more brightly, and his
proboscis vibrated with increased animation;
and when the peroration had beeu delivered, the
smallman could not refrain from making a motion
with his band, as if he had been flourishing a
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shuttle, under the impulse of an irresistible
enthusiasm. The balance of the congregation,
as a matter of corse, sanctioned the verdict of
their leader, and the sermon closed amidst a
perfect hurricane of admiring and fully satisfied
murmurs.

When the exhausted Scruton was unrobing,
Boanerges rushed into the “Session House,” and
grasping him in his arms imprinted a warm, and
highly onion-flavoured kisz, upon his somewhat
coy lips. “Keep up your beart, my worthy
friend ! exclaimed the fubricator of linen. “Keep
up your heart, and fearnot! Unless the man

who i3 to preach in the afternoon be a second ;

Boston or Peden, you will as certainly be
minister of Scunner-the deil as you are now
standing on that floor! A’ the parish are singing
your praises in the kirk-yard, and it it was na’
the Sabbath day, I doubt not that they would
be for carrying you to your lodging shoulder-
high!™ IHere followed another thundering kiss,
the very peculiar aroma of which lingered upon
the palate of the recipient, till obliterated by
a copious draught of Alloa ale.

Scruton having regained his hostel, found him-
self too much flurried and worn out to take part
in the afternoon’s services, and accordingly the
now invigorated McWhirter, and the fair Delilah
set forth at the appointed hour, solus cum sola
for the kirk. The congregation was quite as
pumerous as it had been in the morniug, and,
conspicuous as ever, Boanerges, assumed his
commanding perch, and scttled himself into an
attitude of austere and uncompromising attention.
There was something in the expression of his
notable nose, which scemed to warn the uncon-
scious McWhirter, to look out for squalls. Any
one conversant with its pantomine could interpret
its twitchings to say—'* Mind what you arc about
wy lad. Its no ordinary judge under whose
jurisdiction you are mnow placed! The head
which I adorn contains as much divinity as the
whole of the Presbytery put together; and if
you make a slip woe betide youl”

Malcolm, fortunately for his pcace of mind,
was ignorant of the language of noses, and con-
sequently the olfactory organ of the sermphic and
transcendent  Batter, produced no damaging
effect upon his nervous system. With all the
cool confidence of a veteran occupant of the
pulpit, he cummenced the customary solemmitics,
and scemed to feel agif the ball of triumph lay
at his foot, to be propelled before him with slight
and slender exertion,

At length, the preliminary services having
been disposcd of, the orator proceeded to enunci-

ate the text which he was to open up, and enforce.
No sooner had he read it, than the controversial
weaver gave a start ag ewphatie, as if some one
had inserted a darning-ucedle into the least
heroic region of his person. As the speaker
progressed the agitation of Boanerges increased,
and when the divisions of the discourse had been
proclaimed, he fairly stood up in his ecclesiastical
eminence, rubbing his cyes, and biting his thumb
as if to certiorate himself that he was not under
the influence of a bewildering dream. The
oracle communicated the infection of the disease
—whatever it was to his clicnts—and a stranger
entering into the kirk,and beholding the seemingly
causeless turmoil which prevailed, would naturally
have arrived at the conclusion, that alegion of
demons had taken possession of the parishioners
of Scunner-the-deil; and that the sooner they
were removed to a receptacle for the demented,
the better for themselves, and the community at
large.

As for McWhirter, he had no hesitation in
ascribing the phenomena to which we have
alluded, to the overmastering cffects of his own
cloguence and vim. The more his hearers
glowered at him, the greater did his animation
become; and a half-suppressed yell of amazement
which sueceeded the concluding flight of elocution-
ary rockets, convinced him that he had produced
an impression indelible beyond all precedent, and
that the kirk, manse, and emoluments of the
much desired parish ot Scunner-the-deil, awaited
the acceptance of the incomparable Malcolm
McWhirter. = ® ® > LA

At noon next day, according to previous
announcement, the parishioners convened in the
kirk, for the purpose of declaring upon whom
their choice had fallen. The two caudidates
(for the claims of all preceding competitors had
been igrored) occupied the minister’s pew, and
Delilah Dunshunner, looking red and pale by
turns, and making frequent applications to her
smclling-bottle, sat beside them.

Asa matter of course, Boanerges Batter was
appointed chairman, nem con, and after adjusting
his spectacles, and solacing his unique nose with
a profound pinch of su, he opened the business
of the scdcrunt.

By way of preliminary, the profound manipu-
lator of threads observed, that, as a matter of
course, the suffrages . f the meceting would fall to
be given unanimously. They had heard a dis-
course in that place yesterday, which he
would venturc to assert had not its marrow in
modern divinity. In proof of his averment he
proceeded to recapitulate the various heads of
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the composition, which had so strongly woun his
regards, and even went the length of quoting at
large some of the more prominent and striking
passages. Could any one, he asked, have the
Jdightest hesitation in awarding the palm of
victory to the preacher of that wonderful and
never to be surpassed sermon?

During the delivery of this glowing panegsric,
both the candidates concealed their faces in their
handkerchiefs, and Miss Dunshunner edging her-
self close to Malcoln, gave his band a stealthy,
but most vigorous squceze.

After a slight pause, Mr. Batter clearing his
throat, and assuming a look of stern reprobation,
thus delivered himself :—

¢ My friends and brethren, a painful but neces-
sary duty still devolves upon me, and that is, to
denounce with righteous indignation the graceless
impostor, who yesterday had the case-hardened
assurance to parade before youn, without so much
a3 a blush, the precious goods which he had
stolen from a neighbor! There he sits as inno-
cent-like as if fresh butter would not melt in his
mouth! I trow that the stool of repentance is
the only portion of this Kirk which he should
occupy by rights!”

At this period of the weaver's fulmination,
Malcolm gave Scruton a nudge with his clbow,
and whispered bim, in a tone of seeming kindness,
and sympathy, to steal quietly out of the house.
“ You perceive,” said he, “that the game is all
up with you; and there is no use in enduring the
vituperations of that conccited old ass. It isa
pity that you cribbed your sermon, and that he
had been familiar with the original, but there is
no help for it now. Pray, retire, like a good
fellow!”

Very laconic, and seemingly incomprehensible
was the reply which the falsc-bearted comforter
received. It thusran: “ Keep your own breath,
Malcolm, to cool your own porridge! Credit me,
you will require it all before the day is over!®

Batter, after another long and portentous
pause, then exchiimed—*1 supposc I speak a'
your minds, my friends, when I proclaim that our
undivided choice has fallen upon the Rev.——"
Here a fit of coughing interrupted the proclama-
tion of the verdict; but after a few seconds the
words came thundering out with a vehemence
which caused many a spider to tremble in the
recesses of its murderous web—* The Reverend
Scruton Balmanno!™

It is impossible to describe the scene which
cnsued.  McWhirter, with a look of mingled
rage, consternation, and measurcless bewilder-
ment, rushed up to the weaver, and insisted that

l

there had been some hideous mistake. “The
sermon from which you quoted,” heshricked out,
* was my own honest composition, and I never
purloined a sentence of it from living man!”

Balmanno did not lose his self-possession for a
singlemoment. * Good people,” said he, * there
is a simple way of terminating this dispute. Here
is the manuscript of the discourse which I deli-
vered in your hearing yesterday ; let my respected
brother produce his manuscript, 6o that the ¢wo
can be compared !"

The meeting at once decided that this was the
rational course to follow in the circumstances;
but I need bardly say that Malcolm McWhirter
was unable to comply with the requisition. Every
fragment of notes which he possessed had been
incremated, as before mentioned, on the preced-
ing morning !

»* » - -

» *

Scruton Balmanno died a D.D., and incumbent
of the parish of Scunner-the-deil.

Shortly before his removal from this earthly
scene, he communicated to me the secret of the
affair, which I daresay you have guessed. When
Malcolm, as previously mentioned, wandered into
the apartment of his rival, he recited in his sleep
the sermon which he purposed preaching on the
following day. Scruton deeming (whether rightly
or wrongly, I will not determine) that cvery atra-
tagem was allowable against one who had treated
him so shamefully, took the words down in ghort
hand, as quickly as they were spoken; and by
sitting up all night was cnabled to have them
fairly transcribed in full, before the hour of morn-
ing service.

McWhirter would fain have attempted to prove
how matters really stood, but Scruton made him
aware of the letter which had accidentally fallen
into his possession. The checkmated conspirator
was conscious that the publication of such a docu-
ment would ruin him for ever, and accordingly he
allowed sleeping dogs to lie, as the old proverb
hathit!

Of course he never could obtain a parish after
what had occurred, but through the influence of
his old competitor, who pitied his condition, he
was appointed preceptor of the school where we
saw him to-day.

Touching Delilak Dunshunner. When she saw
that Malcelm was laid upon his beam ends, she
made violent love to Scruton. Mecting with no
cncouragement in this quarter, she, after various
upsand downs, ran away with astrolling cornedian,
and on the stage played that douhle part which
she had 8o often cnacted off the same!
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Boanerges Batter continued to admire his pastor
to the end of the chapter. Often, however, has
he been heard to observe, that *“ the Doctor, wor-
thy man, never preached a sermon equal to his
first!”

——.

CITY LIFE FROM A NEW STAND-POINT.

Witnrx the last few years, various aspects of
London life have been presented to the
readers of the periodical press. Authors of
the highest standing have employed theiv
pens on this subject; and the degradation of
the lowest grades of the populativn bas been
described, and the dangers to the young and l
unsuspecting, arising therefrom, have been,
pointed out with an cnergy an earncstness:
becoming the magnitude of the evil. We
have had descriptions of the deplorable con-
dition of the poor needlewomen and tailors; we
have been admitted into their wretched dwell-
ing-piaces,and seen them plying their ceaseless
avocations till the flesh was wasted from their
bones, and the clothes from their backs
Under the sweating system, tosuch straits men
have been reduced, that a whole shop has
with difficulty managed to keep up a coat
for common usc; and the wearer of it for the
time being was too frequently a messenger to
gin-shops.  Want, cmaciation, filth, discase,
debauchery, debility, death followed each
other in sure and rapid succession. Is thisa
matter of wonder?  Would that this were a
state of things that we could say was associ-
ated with the evils of the past! It may be
semewhat alleviated; it is not eradicated.
Nor will it be, till Christian men and men ol
human 'ty become o be in greater eamnestness
in the work of social and moral reform.

We had witnessed a novel sight—that,
namely, of an immcnsc congregation of pro-
fessed thieves coming together in compliance
with the invitation of some benevolent indi-
viduals; and, when together, submitting to be
catechised, that some ddea might be fonued of
the depth to which they had fallen, and
whether their moral natures were at all
susceptible of any motive higher than the
love of plunder, and the love of vicious
indulgences.  We have had in operation now
for some years schools for the education and
training of the children of the destitute poor,
and for that large ciass of juvenile delinquents
with which every city, but especially London,
abounds; and who are citherdeserted by their
parenis or have been robhed of them by death.

Many persons, interested in the welfare of
that portion of the population, have visited

!

social and moral condition. They come furth
from the squalid misery and rampant voice in
which they are immersed; and, although one
may judge of their filthiness, their poverty,
their sculking meanness, or their studied
cunning, when thus made to stand out from
the dark moral picture, the depth and the
darkness of that picture itself, we can neither
fathomn nor conceive. 'To know what city-life
is, in this aspect of it, we muast go somewhere
else than to Ragged Schools, or meetings of
juvenile delinquents; we must visit other
scenes than the crowded street or the dingey
alley. In fact, we must penctrate to their
wretched dwelling-places ; we must storm the
haunts of crime and vice.

We shall go up—rather, we should say,
down—against this enemy ? Who shall throw
themselves into this moral conflict? Who
shall dive into the dens, or search the “ cribs
of Clerkenwell, and return with an accurate
description of these places of infamy, and all
abominations? Ilear what a London print
said of this locality, some half-dozen years
ag;), but which is only a too trac picture of it
still:—

“ Many of our readers are no doubt familiar
with the densely-peopled, dirty, corfused,
huddled locality which stretches around the
Middlesex Sessions House. Many of them
have, we doubt not, been bewildered amid
the dingy, swarming alleys, crowded with
tattered, sodden-iooking women, and hulking,
unwashed men, clustering around the doors of
low-hrowed public-houses, or seated by dingy,
unwindowed shops, frowsy with piles of dusty,
ricketty rubish, or recking with the odour of
coarse food; lumps of carrion-like meat simmer-
ing in greasy pans, and brown, crusty-looking
morsels of fish, still gluey with the oil in
which they had been fried. Many of our
readers, we say, have probably congratulated
themselves, with a cosy, self-satistied shrag,
as they emerged from these odoriferous haunts
into the broad theroughfare, where the shops
do mot lovk like dens, nor the passengers
ruffians and shits.  In Clerkenwell, there is
arovelling, starving poverty.  In Clerkenwell,
broods the darkness of utter ignorance. In
its lanes and alleys, the lowest debauch, the
coarsist enjoyment,the most infuriate passions,
the most unrestrained vice, roarand rivt. The
Keeper of the  fence ™ loves to set up business
there, low public-houses abound where thicves
drink and smoke—dJew reccivers lurk at
corners—Dbrazen, ragged women scream and
shout ribald repartees from window to windos.
The burglar has his “ crid” in Clerkenwell—
the pickpocket has his mart—the ragged
Irish hodman vegetates in the filth of his

Ragged Schools, have attended their annual : three-pair back. 1t is the locality of dirt, and

cxaminations, have read their printed reports,
from the most benevolent motives, and with
the closest attention; and yet they have
failed to arrive ata true conception of their

ignorance, and vice—the recesses whereef are
kunown but to the disguised policeman, as he
gropes his way up ricketty staircases towards
the tracked housebresker's den; or the poor,
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shabhy-eenteel city missionary, us he kneels
at midnizht by the foul straw of svme con-
vulsed and dying outeast.,”

broken up. The White Hart, in Turnmill
Street, opposite Cock Court, formmerly a noted
housc-of-call for footpads and highwaymen,

These are the mien to do this work—the | has long ceased to be a public-house at all.

city missionaries. The term “shabby-genteel ™
is not a term of reproach; for it has been!

Justly remarked; that men who are destitute
of private means, in consequence of demands
upon their chatity not to be resisted, find it
difficult, with a very limited income from the
missiun, to avoid a somewhat shabby appear-
ance,  And the stand-point from which they
view city life is not only weer, bat it is also
one which gives them cvery advantage in
securing a just judgment, aad enabling them
to give an accurate descripiion.

We shall draw a mest interesting woik,
entitled, “Notes and Narratives of a  Six
Years' Mission, by I W. Vanderkiste,” in
completing this paper.  Mr. Vanderkiste was
for six yeurs engaged as an agent of the
London City Mission,an institution of immense
importance, which is in receipt of funds to
the amount of £23,000 a-year, and which
employs two hundred and forty-six mission-
aties, whose labours are biought to bear upon
many of the most destitute and most miserble
localities in the great metropolis.  Here is an
extract from a general description of Clerkeu-
well :—

* Formerly, a large portion of this district
was called *Jack Keteh’s Warren,” from the
fact of the number of persons who were hung
at Newgate from the courts and alleys,
especialiy at the period when £1 notes were
in circulation, and forgeries were so common.
Aged men, who were forinerly watchmen in
this locality, have deseribed to me the des-
perate scenes which were furineily enacted.
The disturbances which ocearred were of so
desperate a character, that from thirty to

forty constables would be marched down with !

cutlasses, it being frequently impossible for
ofticers to act in less numbers, or unarmed.
The most extraordinary characters lived here.
Those who have read the ‘Newgate Calender,’
may remember a notorious female footpad,
who is described as living in Sharp’s Alley.
A woman also lived close by who was hung
at Newgate, but lived for many years after-
wards. She kept harbours for thiceves and
other bad characters for nearly twenty years
subscquently. This person was condemned
to dceath for passing furged £1 notes, and by
some means managed to introduce a silver
tube into the guilet. Prison regulations were
at that period very lax.  As many as ten, and
even more, persons would be execcuted at
Newgate at once, and the care which is now
exercised was not taken then. She was
delivered to her friends for burial immediately
after the execution, and hurried home, where,
after considerable diffice!ty, she was restored
tolife. But, as many thicves and old officers
bave informed me, tivat of the old gangs are

Twenty and thirty years ago, a systematic
confedcration of all kinds of desperate persons
existed in this neighbourhood, of whichr the
present condition is a mere relic. The old
system of parochial boards of watch wasa mere
farce. *You see, sir,’ said an old watchman
to me, ¢ there aint no comparison between the
old charleys and these new police.”

¢t Fortune-telling ™ is an evidence of ignor-
ance that prevails to a considerable extent,
and is patronized not by any means alone by
the Jowest classes. e was acquainted with
four fortunc-tellers, who lived within the limits
of a single street, and who appeared to be
visited by persons of a character that would
hardly be supposed to place confidence in
such delusion.

“It is a great pleasure to be enabled to
record the hopeful conversion of one of these
fortune-tellers, Mrs. T . When tirst I
visited her, and reproved her for the wicked-
ness of pretending to usurp the perogative of
God, she constantly contended that there was
no harm in it. ‘It was an honest bit of
bread,” she said, and made other excuses, all
of which could not for one moment be enter-
tained. On one occasion, another fortune-
teller being present, I read the account of
Elymas the sorcerer, and also of the damsel
possessed with a spirit of divination, showing
that the influcnce was infernal, and enlarging
on the consequences. The younger fortune-
teller could not bear this, and, jumping up,
darted out of the place before T conld attempt
to stop her for prayer. Mrs. T . who
was an aged woman, always listened respect-
fully to my reading in the Scriptures, instruc-
tions, and prayers; and regarding her as one
of my special cases, I had, up to the period of
her decease, (about a year since,) paid more
than ordinary attention to her case. At

y length the Word of God appeared to produce

some cffect, and she professed to feel herself
a sinner; previously, she had always main-
tained the contrary. I told her it was uscless
to talk about repentance, unless she broke off
her sins, and urged her to desist from ¢ fortune-
telling. She would not promise, she said. A
favourite phrase with her was, ‘I likes to
speak my mind, and shall tell no lies.” Aftera
further lapse of time, however, she professed
to begin to feel the sinfulness of fortune-
telling, through, asshesaid, ¢ my being always
at her.' She, however, failed in her good
resolution to practice this evil no more,
several times, and admitted to me that she
had so failed. ¢ It was for a bit of bread,” she
said. ‘What am 1,” added she, ‘buta poor
old widow? Maybe I'll be sitting here, with-

,out a morscl of firc, or a bite or sup in the

place, or a bit of *bacca; (she smoked;) well,
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just then the silly fools will come to ]I:lVC‘:
their fortunes told, to be sure, 1 suppose the '
devil sends them just then to tempt a poor’
old creature. But, please the Lord and the'
blessed Jesus you tell me about,” said she,
clasping her hands, Tl wash my hands of it!
altogether, for there's no luck in it, and I see
now, bless the Lord, its irickedness.” 1 had a!
strict watch kept upon Mys, T yand T have |
every reason to Lelieve shie kept her promise
to the end of her life, under circumstances,
too, of great temptation.

“The parish would not allow Mrs, T
any out-dooy relief, and she declined going:
into the house, for the fullowing reason. Her|
only son is a pedlar, and had been in the habit
formerly of enaciing the part of the * Tild
Indiar’ at fairs.  Some of my readers may
possibly have seen the ¢ Wild Indian, sur-
rounded bv fairies, robbers, &c., in front of
the shows at fairs, dancing a hornpipe in
fetters. T have expostulated with my poor
friends on the subject. 1 believe this man to
be a strictly honest person. He returns to
London for a day or two, from his peddiing
tours in the surrouniing counties, about once
in three weeks. The business is extremely
bad, but he has always managed to pay his
poor old mother’s rent, and leave her a loaf
of bread and one or two other necessaries,
when he goes away; and Mrs. T——would
say, ‘I likes to keep aroof for him, and to
see his face when he comes to London, if I am
helfstarved, so that he may not have to go
to any of them low lodging-houses and bad
places; for 'm his mother, you know, though
he is sixty years old.” I must not dilate upon
this case, but will just mention one cirenm-
stance, to show the altered condition of my
poor old friend, whom I have a very good
hope of meeting in a better world,  Said she,
¢I seesthe benefit of praying now, Mr. Vandi-
cum, and may the Lord Alnighty bless you
for coming to teach a poor old sinner; and 1
knows, she said, ‘my prayers is answered.
You may believe me or believe me not, but
the other day I was hunzry and starving, 1
hadn’t a bit of fire in the place, and I didn't
expect my son home for weeks; but, as I sat
at the door, very faint and low, I says, *Oh!
God Jesus Christ, I wish you would send my
son home to his poor old mother;’ and I kept
on saying that ’ere, it scemed so strong on
me, and, as I'm a living sinner,” said Mrs.
T——(formerly, she nerer would own she was
a sinner,) I looks up, and I'm blest, but if
there wasn’t Jim a-coming up the court. So
he throws down his pack, and, says he, *So
I've come home, mother.'—* Yes,” says I, ¢so
I sce.—Says he, ‘I shouldn't, but I've been
thinking very wmuch about you; but, says
hie, ‘Um very hungry, so let's have some
victuals as quick as youcan.”” Then followed
an exact account of what my friend Jim sent
out for, down to hialf an ounce of 'bacea. “ And

we sat down to a nice cup of tea and a good
fire,” said Mrs. T , “and wasn't T thank-
ful to the Almighty, for it was Lis doings, and
Jim s2id the same.”

“This was all Jim could do, to pay his
mother’s rent, and, when he came to town,
leave her perhaps the value of cighteenpence;
and & beggar-woman who lives close by, T
have often found washing her out, as she
expressed it, “a few bhits of things hecause
the poor old erittur couldn’t,” and giving her
a bit of bread sometimes, and a few tea-leaves
she had collected now and then,  Jim would,
I believe, have supported his mother like a
lady, but he had not the means.

‘1{ad a person entered Mrs. T.'s little dark
cell in B Alley, in the corner, a little
pallet would have been seen, which might
have been mistaken for a stump bedstead,
and, as a piece of cotton overit looked tolerably
clean, it might have been said, as I once did,
to Mrs. T——, ‘I'm glad to see you sleep
pretty comfortably.” 1t was winter-time, very
keen, and she looked at me with surprise,
and, after musing for a while, said, * Well,
you shall sce; but,” added she, *I don’t make
no complaint.’  On Ler lifting up the picce of
cotton and an old gown, I saw a little straw
on an old shutter, and a few bricks supported
this at each end.  ¢My bones,” suid she, ¢ I'm
so thin, gets very sore a-laying in winter,
with scarcely any food—often none. The
wonder is she hasnot perished; as it was,
there can be no question but that the dis-
tressing asthma from which she laboured was
much increased for want of food, as such
invalids require warmth internally and ex-
ternally. The gnawings of hunger she relieved
by ‘a smoke of tobacco.” I should have felt
very happy to support Mrs. T.—, but, sur-
rounded constantly by a mass of six persons
daily, whose complaints, by the admission of
the parish doctor, as often required food as
medicine, and by hundreds of persons in
extreme destitution in addition, I could not
do so.

“ For several years previous to her decease,
it was an immense toil to attend my meetings
for prayer and exposition, although she lived
close by. She walked a step, and stopped,
her breathing being very bad, and, when she
entered, was frequently obliged to be led to
her seat, gasping for breath very painfully.
¢ But,’ said she, ‘if T can crawl, I like to come,
for it's an hour’s happiness to me—a little
heaven.” 1 should suppose few persons whe
heard the impressive manner in which she
would utter this, coupled with her remarkable
appearance, would soon forget it

“Being a woman of exceedingly strong
mind, although totally uncducated, unable
even to read a syllable, which she deeply
lamented, saying, *Oh! if I could read my
bible! I could add many other very interesting
sayings of Mrs. T——to this brief narrative,
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which Tam surc would very much interest
the pious reader, but must conclude her case.
At last came that time which must come in
the history of all, *a time to die!’

“Jim did not at all like the idea of his
mother being buried by the parish, but
poverty prevented his being able to raise
funds needful to bury her. Under such circum-
stances, some undertakers perform the last
offices for the poor on condition of being paid
at the rate of cighteenpence 2-week; so he
went to onc of these tradesmen, and buried
his mother, as he termed it, ‘respectable”
Jim, the ¢ Wild lndian,’ is only an occasional
attendant on public worsiiip; but I pray the
careful burier of his mother may be himself
buried with Christ in that baptism from which
he <hall rise a member of Christ, a child of
God, and an inheritor of the kingdom of
heaven.

The condition of the Lumbler classes is
most materially alfected, both spiritually and
temporally, by the want of education. Their
ignorance is extreme on the subject of religion,
many not even knowing the name of our
blessed Saviour. This intelligent missionary
calculated that not more than one sixth could
read tolerably. Not only are these wretched
creatures cursed and maddened hy vice and
misery; they are often pressed by want, and
suffer the gnawings of hunger, and thatsome-
times when the parties are sober.

“On visiting one family in Frying-pan Alley
I found the husband, who had long been out
of work, gnawing something black,
inquired what it was; he appeared reluce
toexplain, but, upon pressing the inquiry,
it was a bone he had picked off a dunghill,
and charred in the fire, and was gn:\\\'ing.i
What little fire they had, consisted of cinders
picked off a dust-heap on his way to the
chemical works at Mile End, in search of em-
ployment, where he had worked for many'
years, and was discharged on a reduction of |
bands taking place. I am not sure my cyes
did not fill with tears. These people were
actually starving; they had been without food
for two days. 1immediately gave them some
money for food, which was instantly procured.
Another poor man, known fo me to he in
extreme distress, was describing the effects of
fasting for three days.  “The fust day,” said
he, “’taint so werry had, if you has a bit of
'bacca; the second day it's horrid, it is sick
gnawing: the third day it aint so bad again,
you feels sinkish-like, and werry fiintish.”
This man is extremely industrious, and very
sober. Heis a gipsy.

A very large amount of temporal distressis
attributable to indiseretion, and to sin. The
following is an instance:—A young woman,
named , was about eighteen years of age
at the period referred to, and far from vulgar
in appearance or demeanour. When first

and :
tant !
said

I visited her, she had an infant about six
nmonths old, and was endeavouring to support
herself and child by shirt-work and shoe-bind-
ing. The poor creature was worn to the bone
by hard work, starvation, and trouble. Only
by extreme toil could she pay the partial rent
of aroom, and obtain a couple of scanty meals
a-day—commonly 2 little breadand tea. She
was in respectable service at the period she
fell into temptation. Her child was exceed-
ingly fractious, and would not sleep in the day,
and so hindered her in her work, that she was
almost starved. She wept on several occasions,
and appeared wretched. Into what awful
circumstances of temptation may one false
step lead us!  Ilustrative of this, she told me
on one occasion she had been dreadfully
tempted. The child was so cross, she was
prevented from working much in the day, and
had to sit up in the night, hungry and cold, to
stitch shirts and bind shoes, or she *“could
not get a bit of bread at all,” and, “ when I
looked at that little thing,” she said, “and
thought how miserable and starved I was on
account of it, and, if I hadn’t it, I might be
well fed, ina comfortable place, as I was before,
I felt horribly tempted to destroy it, and it
scemed,” saidthe poor young creature, passing
her hand over her forchead, it scemed to
come so strong upon me, I was almost doing
it; when onc night I dreamed I Zad done it,
and the baby was lying dead in a little coffin.
I felt dreadful, and I heard a voice say—it
seemed like God—* Thou shalt do no murder.”
Wel))” said <he, “when I woke up, and found
the child was not dead, and that I had not
killed it, oht! how thankful I was! and I didn't
have those horrid thoughits afterwards.” The
tearsran down the poor creature’s wan checks,
and she pressed the unconscious infant to
her, with anything but the embrace of a mur-
deress.

However painful it may be to contemplate
the present state of things in many localities
in our large towns and cities, yet it is hopeful
to remark that the foot prints of the missionary
the ragged school teacher, the benevolent”
visitor among the destitute, are beginning to
be perceptible, even in such Jocalities as Clerk-
enwell, and among such a population as we
have described ; but, that the reader may have
an adequate idea, both of the evil, and the
effect of the remedy which Christian benevo-
lence s applying, he must read such works as
the one before us.  How enormousis the evil?
How inadequate is the remedy! Yet not in
kind, only in degree; for there cannot be the
shadow of a doubt, that Christian cffort can
alonc meet thismoral evil.  And, surely, when
Christian men, in all our cities, as well as in
London, are brought to look it in the face,
they will prepare themselves for the sacri-
fice and the efforts, which are indispensa-
ble to the effecting of this much peeded
reformation.
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FROM THE FRENCH.—BY W, HAZLITP.

To prevent any misconception on the readers’
part, we will tell them at once, that our hero,
except in his piteous fate, had nothing in com-
mon with the hero of Pharsalia.  On the con-
trary, he was a quict, worthy creature, free
from any taint of ambition : and would not have
shed a single tear of jealousy, had he scen a
dozen statues of Alexander of Macedon.  1le
passed a guiltless and tranquil existence, seru-
pulously fulfilling the duties and practising
the virtues befitting his social position.

The ancestors of Cwesar had for many gen-
erations served the noble house of Bazouge
Kerhoat, one of the most ancient, exalted,
and powerful in Brittany—the only Scigneurs,
indeed, who could at all enter into comparison
with M. de Bazouge in any of thesc respects,
were those of Ricux and Rohan.

You might have sought about a very long
time, hefore you found so fine a dog as Caesar;
for Cazsar was a dog. Mis portrait at full
length, which adorns the dining-hall of the
Chatean de Kerhoat, attests that he was 2
magnificent fellow; tall, broad-chested, firm,
ercct, and stately ; one that would receive an
attack with the firmness of a rock, or rush
upon his enemy with the resistless impetuosi-
ty of the occan wave. IHis coat was white,
with chesnut spots; and though his nose was
that of a mastiff, he had fine long ears, and
soft, silky, curly hair falling fom his back in
glossy richness. He had at once the look of
the wolf-hound, the mastiff; and the spanicl;
but we are not sufficiently versed in canine
physiology to pronounce of what particular
breed he wwas an ornament.  Arvound his neck
glittered a slight brass collar, stamped with
the arms of Bazouge, from which depended a
small silver medal bearing the initials [I. B.,
to indicate that Cwesar belonged, in especial
property, to Mademoisclie Henriette de Ba-
zouge.

In the year 1793, Caxesar was three years
old.

At this period, the fine Chiateau de Kerhoat
no longer presented that aspect of life and
happiness which bat lately gladdened the
hiearts of its many guests in those joyous days,
when M. de Bazouge kept open house during
the session of the States of Brittany. Stand-
ing three leagues from Rennes, on the borders
of the great forest of the same name, the no-
ble Chateau on all these occasions, became the
home of a large portion of the grandees who
attended the sessions from the more distant
parts of the province. Every evening the vast
saloons were crowded with a gay and glitter-
ing throng. Thousands of rich crystals in
the magnificent chandeliers cast their gor-
geous rays over the claborate carving of the
cciling and the wainscotted walls, over the
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splendid but now sombre frames of the family
portraitg, and over the glowing colours, so
learnedly blended, of the armorial bearings.
Then came the elegant suppers, whereat some
cavalicr just returned from Paris would re-
count the strange things that were passing
there, and the gentlemen grew pale with an-
ger, and the ladies were all astonishment that
there should be a woman so lovely as Marie
Antoinette, a man so ugly and yet so fascina-
ting as M. de Mirabeau. After supper came
the ball—the anti-revolutionary ball—with its
dances so grave, so graceful, so gallant; so
prince-like, so regal; so simple, yet so digni-
fied; so characteristic a memory of the noble
manrers of the days of chivalry.

But now the crystals no longer glittered ;
the vast corridors were no longer crowded
with gallant cavaliers, sweeping the floors with
their white feathers and jewelled hats, as they
handed along the ladies of their love; they
and their fuir dames were all gone.  The fes-
tival and the dance no longer sent forth their
joyous sounds; the halls were deserted and
silent; the splendour all extinet, and if, in the
silence of night, a light shone upon the aus-
tere faces of the old Scigneurs of Kerhoat on
the dark canvass, it was a pale ray of the
moon making its way furtively between the
dusty fringes and the heavy curtains. Yet
the Chateau itself remained just the same as
ever, with its four high and massive towers
rising proudly from tne four corners, guard-
ing, like sleepless sentinels, the symmetrical
proportions of the main cdifice. There still
remained the immense range of stabling on
the one side: and on the other, the offices,
vast enough to lodge at their ease, a whole
army of domestics. ~ But the offices were alto-
gether deserted; and in the vast solitude of
the stables two horses shivered by themselves.
An evil genius had hovered, with black wings,
over Kerhoat, turning its joys into sorrow, its
splendour and its power into nothingness.

Within the last two years, the present head
of the house of Bazouge, an old man of cighty
winters, had lost his four ¢ldest sons—two of
them on the Revolutionary scaffold —two of
them in the army of Condé. Ilis fifth son—
the only child now remaining to him—was in
arms for his king, in La Vendée. M. de Ba-
zouge occupied the Chitcau de Kerhoat, with
his granddaughter. 1litherto, his advanced
age, and the veneration in which he was held
by his former vassals, had secured him from
outrage at the hands of the Revolutionists.
The peasants of Noyal-sur-Vilaine, and the
foresters of Kerhoat, presented themselves
respectfully before him, when, at distant in-
tervals, leaning upon the arm of Henriette,
the old Seigncur took the air in the park
which once formed a portion of his domain,
Some of the men ventured even to say to him,
in an under tone, * God bless you, notrs Mon-
sicur;” while the women—whose moral cou-
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rage is at all times, and under all circumstan-
ces, greater than that of men—openly saluted
the young lady with a cordial, but deferential,
“Good day, notre Mademoiselle.,”  These,
however, were the ntmost marks of respect
and sympathy which cither men or women
dared to display; they were but three leagues
from Rennes, a city which, with but 25,000
souls, had no fewer than five guillotines,
whose presence was quite sufficient to suggest
prudence and caution to even the least pru-
dent and the least cautious.

The only servants retained by M. de Ba-
zouge were the gardener, and La Pierre, a
brave aund faithful adherent, whose father,
grandfather, and great grandfather, had lived
and diced in the Chiteau de Kerhoat.

Mademoiselle Ienrieite de Bazouge was a
sweet girl of thirteen, whose naturally joyous
countenance had been overshadowed with
melancholy by the heavy misfortunes which
had, in the last two years, nearly extinguished
her race. She surrounded her grandfather
with the most unceasing and respectful atten-
tions. In the morning, when M., de Bazouge
awoke, the first ohject that met his eyes was
Henrictte.  She would read to him by the
hour together; and when the sad memory of
the past brought a cloud more sombre than
usual over the old man's face, she would kneel
by his side, and sing gentle songs, whose
melody would gradually dispel the bitterness
at his heart, as the morning frost melts away
before the sun of May. Placing both his
hands upon her noble brow, M. de Bazouge
would then smoothe down the flowing curls
of her fair hair, and kiss and bless her, offer-
ing up to Heaven a fervent thanksgiving, that
at least this ange'ic being remained to him, to
console the closing hours of his life.

ivery evening the old man and the young
girl knelt down, side by side, and prayed:
the one for his four sons, martyrs in what
they deemed the holiest of holy causes, and
for the son who lived but to offer himself up
a3 a sacrifice whenever the same great cause
should require it; the other, for her father.
When the prayer was finished, the old man,
still kneeling, would ¢~y aloud, his sword-
hand raised on high, his eyc glowing with
loyal fervour, “ God save the King!™ and the
low, sweet voice of Henriette repeated, “ God
save the King !"—the same cry that, perhaps,
at that very moment the dying lips of thelast
male Bazouge were pasping forth on some
distant battle-field in La Vendée.

All this while, Ciesar lay stretched out at
full length in a_corner of the apartment; his
grey eyes fixed, beaming with devoted affec-
tion, upon his young mistress. When, per-
chance, her glance fell upon him, he would
half rise up, stretch ont his legs, and joycusly
draw in a long breath. All day long he
scarcely ever lost sight of her; and at night,

w hien she retired o her chaniber, he lay across
the door outside, after the fashion of the Gen-
tlemen of the Bedchamber of the ancient
kings of Portugal,

Whenever Henriette put her foot out of the
Chateau, Cmesar bounded round and round
her in an cestacy of delight.  Then he would
dash ofl' like lightning down one garden walk,
and up another, leaping over the great flower
beds, and, tearing back to his mistress, bound
reund and round hur again, and stick his nose
in the gravel at her feet, and roll over and
over on the grass, and go through a thousand
antics, to express his enormous happiness, M.
de Bazouge he loved; but Ilenriette he wor-
shipped. At a single word from her he would
have quitted his bone, though never so hun-
gry; nay, we are not sure that, under her in-
fluence, he wouldn't even have consented to
sign a treaty of peace with the great tom-cat
that was wont to insult him from the roof of
the stables, ard against whom he had an heredi-
tary vendetia.

Atone corner of the heme park of Kerhoat,
there was a little hermitage, where, by some
chance or other, the crucifix had been allowed
to remain standing. To this spot lenriette
daily directed her steps, when her grandfather
was reading or taking his siesta; and the
most important duiy with which Casar was
charged was the escorting his mistress on
these little excursions. As soon as he saw
her turn the key of the garden deor, his man-
ner altogether changed; his pace became
slow, his deportment grave and serious, as
though he was fully impressed with the
weighty responsibility that attached to him.
It was a responsibility, however, to wkich he
was by no means inadequate; he had a pierc-
ing eye, a powerful frame, and a sct of teeth
strong enough {o exterminate the largest wolf
that might presentitself. Unhappily the wild
beasts at that time infesting France were far
more numerous and far more mischievous than
wolves.

One day La Pierre returned from Noyal
with alarm strongly depicted on his counte-
nance. He had learned that the Revolution-
ary authoritics at Rennes were annoyed with
themselves for having left so near them, alive
and in peace, an old Royalist Nobleman, who
had to his own share more tities than half the
States put together. Accordingly, the Dis-
trict Representative was, current report said,
about to make a descent upon the Chitcau de
Kerhoat. M. de Bazouge received this intel-
ligence like a Christian and a soldicr ; though,
when helooked at Henriette, his cyes involun-
tarily filled withtears. She was so young, so
good, so beautiful; at her birth so brilliant
and joyous a destiny seemed to open before
her! Around her cradle, the assembled
family predicted for her some illustrious alli-
ance, a splendid and happy carcer. Alas!
that family was now all but extinct, and the
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jaws of death seemed to yawn for the survi-
vors!

*“God’s will be done!” murmured M. de
Bazonge, wiping away a forbidden tear.
“Long live the King!” he exclaimed, resum-
ing all his firmness,

* Long live the King 1" repeated ITenriette.

“ Long live the King I echoed a deep, grave
voice, behind them.

Cwsar leaped with transport towards the
new coiner, a man of lofty height, whose face
was concealed by the broad brim of his hat,
which bore a white cockade, while his person
was enveloped in a vast cloak. 1le paused at
the threshold,

“Who art thou?” demanded the Scigneur
de Bazouge.

'The stranger, after patting Ceasar on the
head, as if to thank hiin for his good recep-
tion, threw ofl' his hat and cloak.

“My father!” “My child!” exclaimed,
with one voice, leariette and her grandsire.

And, pressing those loved beings to his
breast, he, whom they thus addressed, re-
peated, “My father " “My child!”

It was the last male heir of the Bazouge of
Kerhoat—Henry, Viscount of Plenars. Ie
came from the neighbourhood of Baupreau,
where he had left the division which he com-
manded in the Royal and Catholic Army. His
boots were covered with dust, his spurs with
blood.

When his joy had somewhat calmed, the
old man, while his son was pressing Henriette
again and again to his heart, fell into a som-
bre reverie. At length, * Henry,” he said,
“what may I judge from this sudden return?
Is the war at an end? Is there no corner of
France left, in which we can still plant our
standard ¢"

The Viscount pointed tohiscockade. *Sir,”
he replied, *“iny brothers died as it becamme
your sons to die. I trust Ishall not dishonour
them or you. When the white flag falls, I
shall fall with it. “he war will never be at
an cnd while there remains a son of Bazouge
Kerhoat to strike a blow for his king!”

M. de Bazouge took the hand of his son,
and wrung it with passionate carnestness.

¢« Oh!" be cried, * could I but—="

“Sir,” interrupted the Viscount, *there
would then be one heroic soldier the more in
the Royal armny; but our poor Henrictte
would be left alone in the world. Ah, my
father, how lovely she is! How like her
sainted mother!”

The memory of her they had lost, brought
tears into the eyes of Henrictte and her grand-
father, and threw a cloud of deep sadness over
the features of the haughty and hardy soldier.
Throwing off the impression by a strong
effort, the Viscount drew his father aside, and
¢xplained the cause of his coming. The rigo-
rous measures adopted by the Republican au-
thorities were becoming day by dasy more

severe throughout France againstthe favorers
of Royalty; and the Viscount taking advan-
tage of a temporary check which his division
hed given to the enemy, had hastened to Ker-
hoat for the purpose of inducing his father to
fly with Henriette to England while there was
yet time,

“I ask it of you, sir,” he urged, “not for
your own sake—I know your great soul too
well—but for the sake of this poor child, who
is now our only joy, our only hope? You
will not refuse to save her life 2”

M. de Bazonge atfirst peremptorily rejected
the idea of flight. Loo old for active service,
he yet wished to brave the coming danger in
the house of his ancestors ; buthis passionate
love for his grand-daughter prevailed.

“Well, my child,” he at length said, “I
will for once turn my back upon my encmies ;
but it is that thou mayest live, that thou may-
est live for happier days.”

The Yiscount had already taken the mea-
sures he deemed necessary. He had sent a
trusty messenger to Granville to prepare ship-
ping, and his own immediate followers, faith-
ful adherents of the llouse of Bazouge, who
had accompanicd him to the Royal army,
waited in the forest, close by, to serve as an
escort for the fugitives, It was arranged that
they should quit the Chiteau the same night,
and, meantime, in order to avoid all risk of
suspicion, the Viscount returned to his follow-
ers. La Pierre immediately set about the
welcome task of preparing the travelling car-
riage.

Be as brave as you may, at the age of Hen
riette, at all events, you canvot look death in
the face without a shudder. 'When she heard
of the escape prepared for her from the
threatened danger, she was full of joy. Yet,
the moment after, a secret anguish came upon
her, at the reflection that she was about to
quit, perhaps for ever, the beloved home, in
which she had passed so many happy years.
She ran to bid adien to each well-known spot
throughout the Chiteay, followed by Cuesar,
who seemed to comprehend and share in her
varying feelings. Then she went into the
garden and gathered a bouquet, so that she
might, for a long time to come, preserve, in a
forcign land, in the land of exile, the sweet
flowers of Kerhoat, even when they should
have faded, like her fortunes. As the hour of
separation approached, everything around ber
assumed a double charm. The old Chéteau
grew more noble, more venerable, than ever;
the garden more delicious, with its symmetri-
cally ranged rich flower beds, and meandering
shrubberies; and the eaks which overlooked
the garden walls waved to and fro their mass-
ive foliage more gracefully and proudly,

Nothing in this world secms so charming as
that which we are about to lose, except, per-
haps, that which we have already lost.

As the evening was closing in, Henriette
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felt a strong impulse once more to kneel be-
fore the crucifix at the little hermitage. Tra-
versing the park under the protection of Ce-
sar, she soon reached the desired spot—a
hillock which overlooked the country towards
Renncs.  When she had offered up her devo-
tions Henriette seated hersclf upon the grass
and fell into a mournful reverie. Ceesar lay
at full length by her side.  Ilis eyes were half
closed to avoid a ray of the setting sun, which,
making its way through the folinge, teasingly
played among his eyclashes, He seemed half
asleep.

All at once, he started up and uttered a low
growl. His head firmly set on high and his
body stretched out, his great eyes became
fixed in the direction of Noyal. Henriette
followed that indication, and turned pale.  On
the road from Noyal, four men on horseback
were rapidly advancing, and she recognised
the dreaded uniform of the Republic.

She rose, and quick as her trembling limbs
would bear her, hastened to the Chitecaun.
Caesar paused for an instant, to send a bark of
fierce defiance at the distant horsemen, a chal-
lenge that was immediately answered by a
areat blood-hound whom one of the soldiers
hadin a leash.

At Kerhoat, asin all the old Chéteaus, there
were some hiding places, known only to the
Seigneur and his tamily. Henriette had the
advantage of the Republicans by a full quar-
ter of an hour, which gave her time to con-
quer the scruples of her grandfather, and in-
duce him to take refuge in one of these secret
chambers, after he had put on his uniform,
and hung round his neck the orders he had
received from his Sovereign. This was a
point the old man insisted upon; if he were
discovered, let him, at all evenis, not die in
undress.

Cesar stretched himself across the invisible
door at the chamber of refuge.

A few moments after the retreat had been
effected, three soldiers, under the command of
tho Republican Representative at Rennes,
presented themsclves at the gate of the Cha-
teau, and were admitted, as need was, by La
Picrre, who had heard nothing about their
approach, and who was immediately made a
prisoner.,

4 Where's thy master?” demanded the
leader of the party.

‘¢ At Guernsey,” replied La
hiesitation.

The visitants made wry facesat this intima-
tion, but their countenances cleared up when
they saw the travelling carriage in a corner of
ihe court-yard,

Miscrable traitor!” exclaimed the Repre-
sentative, “thou hast lied to the Republic!
Dismount, citizens: bind that scoundrel to
<ome sure place, and let us examine this hot-
bed of aristocrats.”

La Picrre was fastened to an iron ringin

Picrre, without

the stable wall. The Representative then let
loose the bloodhound.

[, Rustand! look out, good dog. To 'em!
to 'em "

The animal, long trained to the chase of
men, dashed up to the grand staircase, tilling
the Chiteau with his loud baying. Ilis masters
followed him.

Meantime, La Pierre made every effort to
relcase himself, but the fellows had bound
him mercilessly, and he made but slow pro-
gress.

“If I were but free,” said he to himself,
“T would go and fetch M. le Vicomte, and
these rascals would soon have sport on their
hands.”

But he was not free yet.

The Representative soon lost sight of the
dog in the interminable corridors of the first
story, but still followed him, guided by his
voice, urging him on with those terms of the
chace which were so hideously appropriate
to the abominable sport in which they were
engaged,

The secret chamber stood in the second
story, and opened from an apartment in
ordinary use. When the bloodhound, led by
his unerring scent, entered the room, the
door of which had been left open, Caesar
immediately rose, and the two dogs stood face
to face.

They were both fine animals, full of courage,
strength, and activity. ‘The bloodhound
shewed his tormidable range of white sharp
teeth, but Csesar did not draw back an inch.

¢ Hold on, Rustand; to ’em, good dog!”
exclaimed the Representative, from the stair-
case.

The bloodhound made a fierce rush at his
adversary ; Caesar skillfully avoided him, and
then, turning short round, caught him full by
the throat. The victim struggled convulsively
for a minute, uttered a subducd grow], stiffen-
ed out, and was motionless. Cesar let him
fall, and returned quickly to his post. The
bloodhound was dead.

“Where on earth is Rustand ¢” impatiently
cried the Representative, in the corridor; “1
don't hear him now. Hj, Rustand! On’em,
my beauty 1"

Rustand was by no means in a condition to
make an answer. The Representative fumed
terribly ; and to complete his annoyance, he
saw, through a window in the corridor, La
Picrre, at last disengaged from his bonds,
throw himself on one of the horses, and dash
off at full gallop.

“T'his is getting unpleasant,” muttered the
man-hunter.

Guided thus far, however, by the voice of
his hound, he felt convinced that the game
was not far off; and, after some ten minutes’
research in the various apartments which
opened from the corridor, the party found
themselves standing before the dead body of

-
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their dog ; while, from the other extremity of
the chamber Csesar lay glaring at them with
flaming eyes.

'We have them, citizens 1" exclaimed the
Representative, taking, at the same time, the
precaution to retive behind his men,  “ This
monster has assassinated Rustand, to whose
manes let me render the justice to say, that
he died in the service of his country. The
monster’s master is not far off; sound the
wall; we shall soon hit upon the badger’s
hole.”

One of the soldiers advanced, not without
a look of sexious apprehension at Cassar, who
lay breathing thick and short, his body
touching the ground, his limbs all in nervous
tension, his hair bristling, and his eyes on fire.
The soldier had hardly put forth his hand, to
sound the wall, when he was felled to the
ground as he had been a child, and in an
instant Caesar had resumed his position,

“Fire at this wonster, defenders of your
country !” roared the Representative.

The soldiers presented their carbineg, but
at that moment the door of the sceret apart-
ment turned on its hinges, and M. de Bazouge,
with his granddanghter stepped into the
room. Sceing that discovery was inevitable,
he came forth to mecet his fate. lis tall
figure was drawn up to its full height ; his
noble features expressed majesty and com-
mand; bis unsheathed sword was in his
haund.

The soldicrs drew back withan involuntary
gesture of respect. Their leader, when he saw
how old a man he had to deal with, plucked
up courage, and advanced with an insolent
air.

“Good day, Citizen! I am happy to find
thee at last.  Our people down yonder have
a few words to exchange with thee. Thou
art, I believe, the Citizen Bazouge 2"

The old man replied, in a grave and lofty
tone, “I am Yves de Bazouge Kerhoat,
Marquis de Bouex, Count de Noyal, Baron de
Landevy, Scigneunr de Plechastel, Kerney, and
other places, Knight of several orders, Lieu-
tenant-General in the service of his Majesty."”

¢ That will do, Citizen,” interrupted the
Representative with a gring *“there’s ten
times more than cnough to settle thy busi-
ness. Meantime, hand over thy old rapier,
citizen Margnis.”

“ Come and take it,” said M. de Bazouge,
throwing himself resolutely into an attitude of
defence.

The Representative, secure of an casy
victory, drew his sword, and made a pass at
the old man, who parried it feebly. Henriette,
ntore dead than alive, threw herself forward
to turn aside a second thrust, but Casar had
anticipated her, and rushing upon his master’s
antagonist, reccived the weapon full in his
breast.

“Mercy!™ pitcously cried the poor girl,

The Representative gave no other reply
than a diabolical chuckle, and raised his ara
to strike.

“Long live the King!” exclaimed M. de
Bazouge, resuming his guard.

‘“Long live the King!” cchoed that deep
voice which we have already heard.

The Representative’s sword, which was at
the old man’s breast, fell from his grasp, He
turned round aghast, and veceived his death-
wound from the hand of La Pierre, who, with
the Viscount and six men armed to the teeth,
had entered the room. In an instant, the
three Republicans, who offered no resistance,
were seized and strongly bound with the
cords they had brought for others.

“ And now, en route,” said the Viscount.

The travelling carriage was instantly got
out and the horses put to. M. de Bazouge
entered first; Ienriette was about to follow,
when she felt her dress pulled, and, turning
round, she saw Caesar at her feet, who, bleed-
ing and dying with a look of concentrated
affection, seemed to implore a last caress. In
the hurry and excitement of the moment he
had been lost sight of, but he had followed
them down into the courtyard unperceived—
a track of blood narking his agonising pro-
gress. When she looked upon him, Henriette
felt as though her heart was cloven, She
kuelt down, and, with an anguish too deep for
tears or utterance, kissed the bloody forchead
of her dying friend. Cwmsar’s eye gleamed
with a momentary lustre; he essayed to rise,
but in vain; then uttering a low murmur of
content and happiness, he licked her hand and
died. Henrictte fell senseless into the arms
of her father, who lifted her into the carriage.

M. de Bazouge reached the shores of Eng-
land in safety, When happier days shone
upon Fravce, Ilenrictte, noiv alone in the
world, returned thither to resume her heritage.
The memory of her noble dog had never de-
parted from her; and it was her first care to
have his story painted, by the greatest artist
Frai.cc then boasted. The picture occupies 3
prominent position in the Dining Hall of
Kerhoat, and to every visitor, the old La
Picrre, with glowing tongue and tearful eye,
would tell how Cwesar conquered in single
combat a bloodhound of the Convention, and
was, like his Imperial namesake, assassinated
by a Republican,

————— - ——

An auctionecer was lately selling a plot of
land for agricultural purposes. * Gentlemen,”
said he, ‘“this is the most delightfulland. It is
the casiest land to cultivate in the wholecounty
—it's so light—so very light. Mr Parker here
will corroborate my statement ; he owns the
next patch, and he will tell you how easy it is
worked." “Yes, gentlemen,” said Mr, Parker,
‘it is very easy to work it, but it's a plaguey
sight casier to gather the crops.”
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WINTER'S WILD FLOWERS.

'Tis dark and dreary winter-time,
The snow is on the ground ;

No rozes trail, no woodbines climb,
No poppies flaunt around,

The earth is hard, the trees ave bare,
The frozen robin drops;

The wind is whistling everywhere,—
The erystal brooklet stops ;

But I have found a grassy mound,
A green and sheliered spot,

And there peeps up a primrose cup,
With blue * Forget-me-not,”

Oh! great to me the joy to see
The spring-buds opening now,

To find the leaves that May-Gay weaves
On old December's brow,

They say the world does much to make
The heart a frosted thing,—

That selfish age will kill and break
The garlands of our spring,—

That stark and cold we wail and sigh
When wintry snows begin,—

That all Hope’s lovely blossoms die,
And chilling winds set in.

But let me pray, that come what may
To desolate this breast,

Some wild flower's bloom will yet illume,
And be its angel guest ;

For who would live when Life could give
XNo feeling touched with youth,—

No May-day gleams to light with dreams
December’s freczing truth?

———— e

A BATTLE FOR LIFE AND DEATIL
A STORX IN FOUR CHAPTELS.

I.—THOE OLD POACHER.

¢T1's a cruel cold night,” said old Joe Crouch,
stepping out from his cottage-door, and
glancing up to the sky, across which the
clouds were scudding furiously,—* it's a cruel
cold night, but it will do.”

“ Ay,” said his companion, “cold indeed,
but needs must, else there’s short commons
for us, you know.”

“True,” said Joe, buttoning up his old
velveteen shooting-jacket, “and Christmas is
close at hand, when the great folks in Lunnon
must have their game.  Matthew tells me he
must have a score brace at least by the
morning’s coach. So, we'll try and fit him if
we can.”

Aund the two strode away together into the
dark night, down the back paddock, past the
lanc-end, and hastily over the stile into the
shelter of the coppice which skirted the village
farm-yard. The loud barking of a dog close
at hand here startled them; it had been
roused by the crackling of some sticks over
which the men had trod, aud perhaps by the
suppressed conversation of these wanderers
of the night.

“There is no danger in that dog, is there 2”

asked the younger of the two. * You know
this is new ground to me, and I don't know
the beat yet.,”

“Danger! pshaw 1” said Joe, “ who thinks
of that when they go a-poachin’? But no;
it's only farmer Brown’s whelp. It'll do me
no harm, nor would farmer Brown cither, e
knows his best friends.”

“Best friends.  What do you mean ?”

“Why, poachers to be sure! Talk about
farmers’ friends,—there’s none of them all to
be compared wi'us. There's many on ’em
would be clean eaten up out of house and
home but for us. It costs the farmer more to
keep a couple of landlords’ pheasants than it
does to keep a baby of his own. And half-
a-dozen hares eat up more green crop ina
year than would find silks and satins for his
wife and daughters. Well, then, aren’t we
the real farmery’ friends if we help to rid him
of such like varmin 2"

¢ Lawks, Joe! o hear you talk, one 'ud
think we were real blessings to the country.”

“To the farmers we are—I mean it asI
say it. But for us, farmer Brown there were
a pauper. I know well enough what it is to
be eaten up by game. I bin eaten up myself,

“What? you, Joe! Iow was that?”’

“How was that? I'll tell you soon enough.
You are but strange to this part, or vou would
know, what most folks hereabout knows well
cnough, that I was a farmer i’ wny younger
days, as my forefathers were before me for
hundreds of years back. Farmers in a small
way, it's truc; still, Jike them, I got on well
enough, and managed to make the ends mect,
—sometimes cven to lay by a little matter
against a rainy day. Well, things went on
bravely,—1 married, as my father did before
me, and saw a young family rising up about
my hearth-stone. Little did I think the time
would ever come, when I, an old man, should
have to steal out at night like this, and go
a-poaching for a bit of bread.”

“ Bat who did itall, how did it come about 2"

“I'll tell you, guicic enough. Yon see our
old landlord died—a kindly man, who acted
as a sort of father among his tenants, and
would never disturb any of the old families—
he called them *his people,”—and would
neither sce them wronged, nor suffer, if he
could help it. But who should succced him
when he died, buta harumsecarum youth,—
a ncphew, or some sort of distant relation,
whom we had never before seen, and who
knew nothing about any of us. le wasa
regular tearer, you may be sure. Ile had
always about him a crew of swearing fellows,
who rode break-neck through the country
after foxes, or were drinking and carousing
up at the Hall. One of the first things he
did was to bring down a lot of keepers to
preserve the game all about, which he said
had been ¢ demnibly neglected.” So preserves
were formed round our farms, and we had
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soon birds and beasts enough of all sorts
running about eating up our crops.

“T was horribly nettled at this,” continued
Joe, “Tean tell you—but what could Ido?
I complained, but was called a fool for my
pains, and told that ¢ the game must be pre-
served.’ I stood it for a year or two, till at
last the hares and the pheasants got so rife,
that scarce a green thing could rise above
ground cre it was eaten clean off.  The hares
ran thick under every hedgerow, rabbits
burrowed in the fields, and pheasants and
wood-pigeons ate up the beans and peas before
they were ripe.  Flesh and blood could stand
thisnotonger! Isaw that I wasbut employing
myseifingrowing food for thelandlord’s vermin,
At the cnd of a few years T hadn't a crop
that would produce half the rent. Michacl-
mas came, when the rent must be paid;
and the new landlord’s steward (an attorney)
was a severe man, and would not be put
off with excuses as the old lord sometimes
had been. Buat T claimed compensation
for the damage done by the game. The
scoundrel laughed in my face, and told me
that tif Ididn’t like the farm I mightleave it.’
But my roots had struck there. What ! leave
the place where I had been born and bred!
They didn’t know what a farmer's heart is
made of, who think to flit him about like a
milch cow or a cart-horse. But he returned
£5 of the reat, saying he didn't mind being
*generous on this occasion, but remember it
wasn't to occur again.” Five pounds of
damage was but a flea-bite to what | suffered.
It makes me mad yet, the bare thought of it.”

Aunl the old man walked on, brushing
through amidst the boughs of the wood, and
seeming to be more occupied with his inward
thoughts than with the bLusiness he had now
more immediately in hand.

“Aren’'t we somewhere about the west
cover now, Joe? There across the patch of
connmon—isn't that the place?”

“ You are right, Jim, and now get that net
from off your shoulder and have it sorted out
ready for a plant. But here is a spot down
here in a swampy place where I have taken a
woadeock before,  Come hither, and I'll show
you how we set a springe in these parts.”

The old man led the way to the left, to-
wards a part of the wood through which a
streamlet ran, its little banks fringed by
osiers, sedges, and tall grass. Taking his
knife from his pocket, he proceeded to cut
down a tall willow rod, which he stuck firmly
into the ground, at a place which he knew to
be a familiar woodcock run. On the other
side of the run he fixed a peg, so asto project
only a few inches above the surface. To this
he fastened a slight stick, about a foot long,
attached looscly with a tough string, like the
swingel of a flail to its hand-staff. Then he
took another branch of willow, which he bent
into an arch, and drove both ends into the

soft ground to a considerable depth on the
other side of the run, near to the tall upright
wand.

“What an odd machine is this to catch
woodcocks,” said the younger man, laughing,
“Why in our parts we do it all by the trap.”

“That may be,” said the older man, “but
your tvap is not more certain than this ma-
chine—queer though it be  You shall see.”

He had now fixed a string to the top of the
long upright wand, the end of which he
formed inte a large running noose; while
about halfavay down, he ticd by its middle
another piece of stick about six inches long.
The long willow was then bent downwards,
when oue end of the little stick was passed
under the arch, and the other paced against &
notch at the end of the stick fastened at the
other side of the ran, across which it now
lay, two or three inches from the ground, and
supporting the noose,

“ Now,” said the old man, as he placed the
end of the little stick in the notch, “there is
the trigger fuil cock, and when the hare or
the woodcoclk’s breast touches it, the game is
ours! But let us go—there is a cloud across
the moon now,—so let us pass the common
quick, in case the crushers should be abroad.”

The pair cmerged from the thicket, and
entered upon a picce of common covered with
thick patches of gorse, from out of which
hares and rabbits sprang at the sound of their
tread, and an occasonal bird flew up on rapid
wing. The younger man had once lifted his
gun, and cocked it, as if unable to rosist the
temptation of a shot, but the old man’s quick
ear heard the click of the trigger, and re-
strained him by an impatient movement.

“1old, Bill! Are you madl Not a shot
yet—eclse you quite spoil our night's work.”

“Well, go on. T couldn’t help it, Joe. Sce
these hares—such a shot! But I won't, See
I've made the gun right now,” said he, un-
cocking his picee, and slinging it under his
arm as before.

It was a desperately cold night—raw and
gusty. The gronud was wet underfoet, and
from the charged clouds over-head, which
swept across the moon, now in her first
quarter, rain or snow scemed to be impending,

“I say, Joe, it's no fun, this,” obscrved the
younger man; “if these sporting coves had
to get their game at midnight, through mud
and nire, they’d think less of it.
they'd leave it ali for us to get then ?”

“ Ay, said Joe, bitterly, “and then farmers
mightn’t have their varmin to keep.  As it is,
they make the farmers pay for their sports,
and dearly too!”

“You haven't yet told me the rest of your
story. How did you come on?"

“IUs too long, and it's too sad  The short
and the long of it is—T was rained outright
hy the game. I could stand it no longer.” I
determined to destroy my destrayers; but [

I supposo

o
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had to do it secretly. I destroyed nests of
eggs—partridges and pheasants—wherever 1
could find them. Sportsmen may call this
cruel and despicable; but I saw no more
harm init than in destroying rats or sparrows.
I got a prime Scotch terrier, that set to work
on the rabbits with a will. e would Lring
in half a-dozen in a day. But the keeper dis-
covered him hunting, and shot him on the
spot. I found they Liepan to suspect me; but
I'went on killing. T did not hexitate to bring
down a pheasant with my gun when it came
within reach; and the brutes had grown so
tame that they would come flying from the

!

pended directly across the opening. The cld
man meanwhile had pegged down the lower
cdge of the net, so that all birds or hares
running against it while wandering in search
of food during the night, must inevitably be
caught inits meshes, The two then proceeded
into the deeper recesses of the wood.

“They call that assassination—these sports-
men,” suid the old man, pointing buck with
his thumb towards the extended net; “but
did you ever sce a butter (Jattue)? That I
jcall wholesale murder.  And yet it is their
jcrack sport. 1 had once some fifty of these
gentry striding over my winter’s wheat, which

S

coverts in troops, and light in my meagre;they worked into a puddle, killing and

barn yard, picking at my stacks as tame as
poultry,

“One day 1 saw a covey on the hedge,
feeding in my stubble. T fired; and a bird
fell. 1 leapt the hedge to pick it up, and a
keeper sprang up close at hand—he had been
on the spy, I afterwards learnt. ‘lialo
farmer,’ said he, * I've caught you at last, have
1?2 Lay down tie bird and come with e
He seized me by the collar. ¢ Unhand me this
instant,’ said 1. He held on. 1 sprang from

shanghtering pheasants and hares; while such
as I, who saw their vear's profits destroyed
by this ¢ sport,’ could only look on and groan.”

“ Ah! tell me now, what was the end of
that alfair of the farm

“The end?  Why, it’s casy to see. I was
ruined; and then I turned poacher. T was
expelled my holding, my stock was sold to
pay the rent; and I was a beggar, witha
beggared wife, and three beggared children. 1
took shelter ina wretched hut; but I amust

his grasp, and {elled him to the ground. e, do something to live by. There was sometimes

rose, with the blood streaming from his

mouth, and turned away with a curse. ‘You
shail answer to the squire for this” said he.
“I defy him, was my answer; ‘he has

already ruined me, and done his worst.” But |

Iaborers' work in summer, which cnabled us
barely to live, as you know. 1 was scowled
upon, and could not always get work. But
what was [ to do in winter, when work filed
altogether?  Nothing in the wet, nothing in

I was mistaken. I did not know the horrible; the frost; and yet wife and children to be fed.

power these game lords wicld through the
cursed laws which they themselves make, as
well as administer.

“1 was summoned before the magistrate
the two who sat on the bench were both
game preservers,—poulterers on an extensive

seale. They fined e under one of their Acts;

for destaoying the pheasant, and under another
of their acts for sporting withont a license.
I found my landlord and his attorney had
heen working against me in the back-ground.
In addition, they got the tax-surveyor to sur-
charge me for a certificate.  They sent mce
from that Court—infamously called a Courtof
Justice!—with a biack speck upon my heart.
These men do not kunow what a devil they
plant in many strong men's minds, by the
abominable tyranny of these game laws. But
here we are, at the spot I told you of!  OfF
with your net!"

It was a dense cover that they had now
reached, at the skirt of the picce of gorse-
covered common which they had just passed;
and the pair now procecded to make their
preparations at an opening of the woold
Shaking loose the light net which the younger
of the two men had carried acrosshisshoulders,
they procecded to sling it across the opening
in the wood which we have just alluded to.
The youth climbed the trees on cither side,
and attached the upper corners of the net
firmly t¢ the branchces, so that it hung sus-

i There was only cne thing remained—1I could
be a poacher as my nvighbors were. So 1
took to the woods, and learnt all the arts of
the craft. I became expert and successfuls
but T could not help being caught now and
then—of course we tnade up our minds to
that. I was fmprisoacd,—but always cume
out of prison a better peacher than 1 went in,
and a more confirmed once. T hzd ne alter-
native left but to poach—it was my trade, my
calling, my living.  Weli, here we are. Out
with the powder and shot. Remember, it
must be short work, and killing too.”

They were now in the midst of a group of
larch trees, in a thick part of the wood,—ihe
old poacher knowing that the pheasaats
prefer roosting on this kind of tree to any
other—the branches growing at nearly right
;angles to the stem, cnabling the birds to roest
with casc.

Looking up into thc boughs overhead,
through which the wind whispered and sighed
in the darkness, and against the faint light of
the sky, the accustomed cye might discern
hiere and there some datk ohjects roostiag
on the long, outstretched branches overhend,

« Now,” said the old wan,  take surc aim,
and blaze away 1"

So sayving, he approached close under enc
of these duk ohjects, and taking aiwm, fired,
The solitude of the wood was broken, and a
pang, as it werg, shot through the darkncess,
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There was a fluttering of wings, and a heavy
bird fell to the ground. Almost at the same
instant the young man fired, with equal
success. The old man bagged the birds,
proceeding to load his piece with remarkable
dexterity, and he fullowed the trail of the
pheasants—the report of a gun in the night
causing these birds to crow, and thus reveal-
ing their whereabouts to the poacher. On
they went, into the deep wood, {iving as they
went with general suceess,  Joe's shots were
the more successful of the two. *“Go ahead,”
said the young mun, “and I'll bag them as
they fall”

A great oak, which stood in their way,
scemed to raise its naked arms before them,
as if to warn them back,  The black pines on
cither side stretched out their branches and
frowned upon the midnight intruders on their
quict. The birches waved their slim taper
rods;, through which the night wind wailed in
whispers; and the tall beeches shook their
crests, as if in anger at the Jawless men who
roamed under their shade.  The alder pushed
its bare branches through the covert, and
seemed to peer into the dark to discern who
they were whose feet were tramping over the
sodden leaves and the decaying twigs shaken
down by the winter blasts Aleng these
paths, which in the flush of summer were so

many bowery cloisters roofed with green,,

kindled oft-times by the sun into gold, the
trees now stood ranged like grizly skelctons,
spectral and grim ; and over all stretched the

in our net, we shall have enough for a fort-
night forward. So let’s return, and beat the
bushes on our way back. You fetch a
circuit in that direction, and I shall take the
other. Beat your way as you go. You'll
find the hares leaping up before you, for they
are thick all over the wood.”

And off they went, beating their way.
Halfan hour afier, they met at the opening
of the wood. The old mun was already there,
and had knockea some cight hares on the
head, after drawing them from the meshes of
the net where they had been caught in trying
to strugele their way through. A number of
woodcocks in like manner had been taken in
the upper meshes, and when the game was
put into the bag, it was ncarly full) 2nd wasa
good load for one man to cairy.

¢ Now, my lad,” said the oid poacher, * do
you carry the game, and T'll take care of the
net. Let us make over to the other side,
where we left our springe set. You'll find
something there, I reckon, though we're
almost loaded as it i=”

But they did not see the springe again that

inight.  They were crossing the bit of com-

mon, when not far off the loud baying of a
dog fell upon their car.

“Curse them,” said old Joe—"it's the
keepers, and that’s their Lleed-hound—I
know his voice! Iush on, we may escape
them yet.”

The youth now ran as fast as he could, but
laden as he was he made comparatively small

black sky, threatening wind and  storm. | progress, stumbling occasionaily aguinst the
Tndeed, it is no,such thing as pleasure orlove gorse bushes which lay in their path.  The
of sport that attracts the midnight poacherto;old man then led the way, knowing the

scenes aud occupations like this in the depth
of winter.

ground better, aud thus piloted his companion
across the heath, until they had newrly reached

The old man stopped. It grows dark,”,the fringe of the young plantation along
said he, * the sky gets blacker, and we shall; which they had first come. The baying of

have a storm, if not of rain, then of snow—so
we must make haste. There's another favorite
roost somewhere here-abiouts. I think weare
at the right place.  Look about you, and sce
if you can diseern anything overhead.  Your
cye-sight is better than wine”

The youth pecred into the trees overhead
for some seconds, and then approaching old
Joe, said,—

“You arc right. Look there!  Sce where
the cloud is scudding across the moon’s face,
—on that bough there, between us and the
bit of litht' You sce where they sit—one,
two, three!”

Joc fired again, and two birds fell; their
heavy bodics falling fluttering throngh the
air, upon the ground beneath, where they
were bagged with all haste.  Ten minutes’
work cnabled them nearly to clear the roost.

“Now we must be off)” said Joc; “the
noisc wc have made may bring down the
Philistines on us, unless w2 look sharp! We
have donc a fairish night's work 113 what
with the woodcecks and hares we shall find

the dog came nearer,—it was closc at hand,

“We can't escape them, I fear,” said Joe,
“but oncof us can at least; and the game
must be sccured.  You must make the best
of your road back—you krow where to meet
the carrier, at the cross-roads.  Ilaste then,
and I'il endeavour to stop the pursuit.—Off!”

“ButT cannot consent to leave you hehind.
Yon arc old, I am young. I am a match for
any onc of them—perhaps two of them. And
then there's the guns.”

“Leave that watter to me; I'm used to
this work, and you are mot. Your life,
besides, is more precious than mine. lam
old and used up, and have little to live for.
Away then, and wastc no morc time—my
mind’s made up. Hear, the dogis close at
hand—Go!”

The youth turned and made off through
the copse, with the remark—* Blow mgc, Joe,
if you arcu't a real trump after ail I”

A sudden crack of the picee, and the dying
howl of a dog near where the old man stood,
commanding a gap in the hedge, showed that
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he had disposed ofat least one of his pursuers.
But the men who accompanied the dog were
close at hand. There were three of them—
tall, strong koepers—one of whom made a
sudden dash at the gap, but the old mun
swung his gun round his head, and hrought
the full weight of its heavy stock against the
chest of his pursuer, who fell back into the
ditch with a groan,

“ There's only one of them,” whispered one
of the men to the other; do von leap the
hedge a little lower down, amd 'l keep him
at bay here. But the old man quitted his
post at the hedge-gap, and ran hastily along
the wood, in the direction ot his companion,
who must by this time have got a good start,
ahead. But both of the keepers had now
dashed throngh the hedge, and were coming
up close at his heels. e was old, he was
tired, he was almest ready to drop down
with fatigne ; but still he held on, and ran as
fast as his feeble legs could carry him.

“Stand!™ said a loud voice behind him,
“or take that!” and a blow was aimed with
a bladgeon at his head; but Joe had turned
round at the moment, and knocked up the
stick with liis gun, bringing it< butt down on
the keeper's head, who stumbled and fell.
Before Joe could recover himself, the third
had sprang in upon him, and seized him; and
Joe Crouch was a prisoner!

IL—TIE COURT-HOUSE.
*You made him a pracher yourself, squire,
When you'd @ive nethier work nop sneat
And yonr harley-fed hares robhed the garden
A liis starvinz children's feot 1
Ree. C. Kengsley.—~In * Yeast.”

Tae County Court of the little town of Mudley
was crowded with an zndience consisting
mostly of the poorest order of labourers.
The space alotted to the public was very
limited, and 1t was miled off from the more
hallowed precints, within which sat atterneys,
landlords, azents, and others; and on the
bench, at the upper cad of the room, were
ranged the right worshipful magistrates of the
Court themselves,

The mass of heads and faces packed into
the space without the railing weuld have
afforded an interesting study to the phrenolo-
gist or physiognomist. It is a curious fact,
that almost the only portion of the « pubiic”
that takes such an interest in the prozecdings
of the courts of law as to induce them to
attend there as spectators of their great lessons,
are those whoare themselvesalways hovering
on the barders of crime.  Ten to one but you
sce some of those identical personages who
are now withort the rail, to-morrow standing
within it. Have the lessons taught them
anything but familiarity with crime? Wko

cver dreams of going to learn virtue in a
criminal court ?

Look at these heads—uost shagey and un-
Kempt, rough and large; some of them builet
heads, protuberant and massive ; others “ with
forcheads villanously low,” exhibiting in the
rézions of the moral feclings and intellect, the
very mininum of development. The faces
are mostly unwashed; perspivation bedews
them ; s:mearered and fleshy, open mouthed,
large nostrilled, and large cared.  Others are
pailid and sharpened, as if by want ; aud they
exhibit a keenness of look, watching every
word which falls from the benceh, as if their
own life and liberty were the thing at stake.
Whenany more than ordinarily severe remark
falls from somé magistrate * determined to do
s duty,” murmurs rise frem the heated
crowd, and a commotion stirs them from side
to side, which is stilled by the loud ery of the
policeman within the bayy of “ Grder in the
Court !—Silence !

On the day in question, the crewd without
the rails seemed more than usually interested
in the proceedings; there were some smock-
frocked men among them,—evidently labour-
ers out of ciployment, who had come there
because they had dothing clse to do, or
perhaps because they felt some anxiousinterest
in the fate of the privoner at the bar,  You
might also bere and there catch a glimpse of
a shagey fellow in a fustian or velvetleen
shooting-jacket—bearing on his face the marks
of exposure to rough weather—scarred and
blurred, tanned by the sun and the wind—
and through which you could detect but
litle indication of the workings of the soul
within. Only the eye, which sometimes glared
with a kind of savage light, and at other times
drooped below the ashes with an expression
of subducd cunning, gave cvidences that
human passions and feeiings worked within,
These you had little difficulty in recognising
as poachers, who swarmed in the ncighbour-
hood, both in the town of Mudley and in the
surrounding villages.

“ Now, fellow,” said the chairman of the
beneh, 2 wealthy squire in the district, who
kept several keepers on his estate, “we have
heard the evidence, and & more agaravated
case of assault I do not remember to have
met with, There you are, found at midnight,
armed with a gun, and suudry apparatus of
puoaching about your person; yen are com-
mitting  trespass upon a preserve at that
suspicious hour, and arc challenged to stand,
You aim your weapon, doubtless with deadly
intent, at the men appointed to guard their
master’s proporty. You might have stood
there before us a murderer, but happily your
purpese failed, and only a dog fell your victim.
You then proceeded to commit a st brutal
assault on these men, gricvously wounding
and maltreating two of the party, until you
were czpturcd by the gallantry of the third,
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after a desperate resistance. Iave you any-
thing to say why you should not now be com-
mitted to prison

The old man stood up—

¢ 1 have your worship, and here T wish to
say it.”

A murmur of approbation ran through the
Court, among the crowd packed below the
bar.

“Silence I” cried the magistrate;  other-
wise I shall at once order the court to be eleared.
Go on now, and cut it short. Nothing you can
say can remove the impression made by the
evidence we have just heard.”

1 don’t expect it will,” said the man, “but
still I have something I wish to say, for all
that.”

We need scarcely say that the prisoner was
old Joe Crouch, the poacher whom we have
seen taken prisoner a few nights before. e
stood there not for the first time. He had
become familiar cnough with those very
magistrates, and they with him.  In the full
daylight of the Court, we can now discern
the features and aspect of the man.  He had
been tall and well-formed in his youth, but
now he stopped with premature old age,
brought on by hardships, privations, and the
make-shift life of a halfstarved labourer.
Shuagey grey hair grew round his temples,
but the top of his head was bald, and ex-
hibited a good mass of brain in the upper
region. A cotton kerchief, which had been
redd, but now was of an undistinguishable
colour, was tied loesely around his neck; he
wore an old velveteen shooting-coat, patched
at all corners; and Jexthern breeches and
gaiters, which showed the marks of many a
brash through hriar and brake, completed
his attive.  His face was sad but full of firm-
ness. Though he stooped, there was an air
of almest dignity about the old man; and
you could not help feeling, that sunken thongh
he now was in social position,—a prisoner
standing at the bar, tricd on a charge of
poaching and agaravated assault,—he was
one who mmst have scen better days.  Even
the air of old gentility scemed yet to hover
about him.

“1 stand here,” said he, drawing himsclf
close up erect, “I stand here of your own
making and bringing up. If Iam a crimizal
now, I am just what von have made me.”

“What can the fellow mean?” said the
chairman to onc of his hrethren, a clerical
game-preserver seated by his side.

41 suppuse we arc in for a speech,” was
the reply.  “Hec's an inipudent old dog.  I've
heard him before.  Quite incorrigible—quite ;
1 do assure you!”

“Yes," continued old Joe, “I am what
vou have made me. I am a poacher beeause
you drove mc to poaching. I took to the
woods for a living, because you hurried me
out of housc and home; and the appetites

implanted by God are stronger by far than the
tyrannous laws inflicted by wan.”

“Why, this is flat blasphemy, fellow,—we
cannot allow this sort of atrocious rigmarole
to go on. It has nothing to do with the
charge before us.”

“It has everything to do with it, and I
shall show you it has. I wasa hard-working
farmer, able to make an honest living, and to
pay my rent as rent-days came roand, up to
the time that you turned my farm into a
preserve and a rabbit-warren, You sent your
pheasants to eat up my graing, and 1 daren’t
disturb them, beecause you gentry would not
have your sports interfered with. I grew
turnips, with which I meant to feed sheep,
but your hares came and ate them up.  Thus
it was you ruined me,—you gentlemen who
judsze me from that beneh there,—and T had
no redress.”

“MMy good man,” said the magistrate, inter-
rupting him, “we have nothing to do with
this. The arrangements as to game ought all
to be provided for by covenants in the lease.
If you did not sce to that, it is no business of
ours; and the fact cannot be of the slightest
consequence to the case in hand.”

“It may or it may not, but hear me out
nevertheless. T wish to make o clean breast
of this business, here where Istand. I shall
not keep you long.”

“ (o on, Joe!" “Speak upt” “Tell them
all abaut it!” was eagerly whispered to him
from the crowd bLehind, and the auditors
edged up still nearer to where he stood.

¢ Silence in the Court I shouted the police-
man within the rails.

“Yon see, gentlemen, how it was—you fed
vour hares and pheasants on my young
wheat, Inans and turnips; it was your vermin
that ate me up, and riined me; and then
there was nothing left for me to do but to
shoot and livz wpon the hares and pheasants
that had so long lived upon me.”

“In short, vou confess openly what has
long been too well known, that you lived the
desperate life of a poacher,” said the magis-
trate.

“Call it poaching if you will. GCail it
what you like. It was the lifc you have
carved out for me, and for thousands like me.
I sought work, and yeu would not give it
me, beeause T was a poacher. T sought to rent
a cottage from you, and I was refused, beeanse
I was a poacher. I had children without food,
and had none to give them: I tried the work-
house, and was scowled at there again by your
creatures, because I was a poacher.  Where
was I toseck for food but of the wild creatures
that roam the ficlds,—creatures which no man
can mark with hisbrand and clhim as hisown,
but which you have banded together as a
class to preserve as the sacred property of
your order "

“1 tell you agnin all this is nothing to the pur-
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pose. You have broken the laws, and now it
remains for us to —"

“A word more. You say I have broken
the laws! True! ¥ have poached. Your
law is o tyrant’s faw,—a law against the poor
man without money,—a law altegether of the
rich man's making, who can buy its privileges
for moncy,—a law which condemns the desti-
tute man to the harrors of a zaol because he
kills & wild anima! for food, but says nothing
to the rich man who can buy a game license,
and kills for sport,—a man who is already sur-
feited with food. That, I say isa tyrant’s law,
made only to be broken. Such a law makes
your other laws hated, and stawmps them as
the handiwork of the oppressor.

“Reaily, sir,” here broke in one of the
magistrates, “I cannot sit heretolisten to this
seditious and revolutionary language any
Tonger. Let the prisoner be committed at
once. There are other cases still to be dis-
posed of.”

“I have done, gentlemen,” said Joe, 1
have said what I had to say, and now you can
do with me what you like. But let me tell
you, that though not many, brought here as
I am, find a voice to tell you the thoughts
that are burning in their hearts, they are not
the less hitter that they remain pent up there.
You may treat us like brutes, as you have
made us and kept us, but you may find yet
to your cost that the brutes have fangs, and
venomed ones, too.”

“Take him away !” said the chairman, and
looking down to the clerk underncath him,
“make out his commital: he is a brazen
scoundrel, that’s quite clear.”

Old Joc was led from his place at the bar,
to the lock-up, amid the sympathizing glances
of the audience, who evidently thought him a
victim, and admired him for the staud he had
made against the “tyranny "—as they did
not hesitate to term it—which presided on
that worshipful bench,

In describing this scene we have merely
chronicled a state of things which prevails more
or less in every county in England. We may
shut our eyes 1o the poacher’s origin, cduca-
tion, discipline and destiny ; but there he is—
cevery gaol knows him  fumiliarly. The
majority of the prisoners in many provincial
prisons are poachers.  The game laws breed
poachers, and the poachers ripen into crimi-
nals. Thus is poverty nursed into desperation.
Poachiers are punchied on the head wherever
they are found, arc hunted down by blood-
hounds in some places,and in others shot down
when found engaged in their unlicensed craft.
We wonder at therecklessness and criminality
of the class, but cave not to think of the con-
ditions out of which they rise. Every phen-
omenon has its cause, did we but seck it. Do
the magistrates of our land ever think of the
path they are treading, and of the end of the

exasperation and sulky ferocity which broods
among the labouring classes all over the
agricultural districts? Why wonder that
reason should fiy the helm when mercy and
justice are disregarded; and that thoughts
dark and wild take possession of the heart,
which under more genial civcumstances had
been warmed with virtue, and filled with
gencrous and kindly sympathies?  We never
heard ofa poacher's fate—ending in transporta-
tion or on the seaffold —without thinking on
Thom the Scotch weaver, who in describing
the state of mind which, in his own person,
destitution and the sight of his starving family
engendered, cloquently remarked :—

“I felt myself, as it were, shut out from
mankind—cnclosed—prisoned in misery—no
outloock—none! My miserable wife and little
ones, who alone cared for me—what would I
have done for their sakes at that hour! Here
et me speak out—and be heard too, while T
tell it—that the world does not at all times
know how uscfully it sits—~when Despair has
loosed Ilonour's last hold upon the heart—
when transcendent wretchednesslaysweeping
reason in the dust—when every unsympa-
thizing onlooker is deemed an enemy—who
THEN can limit the consequences? For my
own part, I confess that, cver since that
dreadful night, I can never hear of an extra-
ordinary criminal, without the wish to picrce
through the mere judicial carcer, nnder which
I am persuadad, there would often be found
to exist an unseen impulse--a chain, with
one end fixed in Nature's holiest ground, that
drew him on o his destiny.”

You caunot make a man believe that a wild
beast, which feeds to day on my ficld, to-
morrow on yours,—or a wild bird, which
winters in Norway and sumziers in England,
isany man's exclusive property more than
another's.  You cannot tell on whose fields
they have been born ; they are wanderers of
the carth, and no propriztor can make out a
title to them.  They are found cating up the
farmer’s crops, and destroying the fruits of
his labour, yet the farmer dare not kill them,
that would be poaching!—so sayslaw. But
such a law is only a delusion—a snare! Yonr
labouring man thinks notiing of the law.
Even a scrupulously honest labourer in other
respects, who would shudder at the idea of
robbing a hen roost, or stealing agoose, thinks
it nothing venal to knock over a hare, bl it,
and catit. Industry fails him, and be takes
to the covers without any compunction of
conscience.  The game-keeper catches him—
he is tricd as a poacher—and he is made a
criminal. The poacher feels that he has
been cruelly dealt with; and he is made more
desperate. e harbours revenge, and hesitates
not to retaliate. He poaches again more
desperately than before; he is ready to de-
fend the game he takes with bhis life; he
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becomes a desperado, 2 marauder, and at
length a thoroughly bad and corrupted member
of Society. Thus do our Game Laws work!

(70 be continued.)

-+ O

TIE PARISH CLERK.
THE RESURRECTIONISTS.

At the time I assisted at ——Church, I was
much struck with the appearance of a middle
aged man, who, evidently a maniac, wasstill
so quiet as to render it unnecssary to confine
him. His sole occupation and amusement
seemed to consist in wandering through the
church yard, or lying on the gravestones; and
winter orsummer Ralph Somers (such was his
name) was still found in the churchyard. The
elements seemed not to affect him; and I have
scen him on the coldest day in December,
remain for hours stretched on a gravestene,
seemingly unaffected by the rigour of the sea-
son. My curiosity was much aroused res-
pecting this forlorn being, and I made some
inquiries from Nehemiah respecting him.

It is now about ten years (said the Parish
Clerk) since the event occurred that deprived
Ralph Somers of his senses, and never did a
more melancholy event occur since I was
elected Clerk of——Church. Ishall be as brief
as possible in my narrative, as the sircum-
stances arc too mournful for me toreflectupon.
Ralph Somers was the cldest of two sons ; his
father dicd before he attained the age of man-
hood; and, by the labour of his hands, he, for
some years, supportcd his widowed mother
and his younger brother. This younger bro-
ther, John Somers, turned out a wild and idle
youth, and at all the cock-fights, bear-bait-
ings, &c,, in the ncighhood, he was regularly
found ; vut to work he had a mostinsupcrable
objection, and vain were the efforts of his
relatives to compel him to labour for his sub-
sistence ; yet they strove their utmost to sup-
port him, though it was evident he could not
exist on the means they could furnish, For
some time, he lived in 2 most miserable way,
raising food in any honest mauner; but sud-
denly he began, to the great astonishment of
the neighbors, to display a profusion of moncy.
He regularly frequented the Griffin, where he
drank the best the house could afford, and
paid for it like a prince. Various were the sur-
mises respecting the means by which he ob-
tained his moncy; and, as his relatives dis-
claimed all knowledge of his resources, the
neighbours began to doubt the honesty of one
whom they well knew could oft have cheated
them, and escaped with impunity. At length
an event occured which revealed his means of
obtsining money, and which was productive of
the greatest misery to his relatives,

“There had been forsome time
of dead bodics baving been stolea

churchyard, and the Churchwardens instituted
an inquiry into the fact. They were so little
satisfied of the falsehood of this statement,
that they directed me to provide two or three
able-bodied men, whom they would well pay
for their undertaking, to wateh the church-
yard, nightly, for & few months, This I
readily promised to do, and soon engaged the
requisite number, among whom was Ralph
Somers, the maniac, who now frequents the
churchyard. As I was dirccted to watch
with them (though much against my inclina~
tion,) I could give you a minute account of
how we spent the evenings during the first
month ; but as no event occurred which could
possibly interest you, I shall merely observe,
that as far as good ale, good jokes, and easy
minds could make us happy, we were so.

¢ At length, on a stormy evening about the
middle of December, when the very elements
themselves scemed bent on destroying eaci
other, the objects of our wrath made their
appearance. We were stationed in the vestry,
whence we had a full view of the churchyard;
and, further, to insure success, we stationed a
scout at the extremity of the churchyard,
but under cover of a watch-box, that due
notice might be given of the approach of in-
truders. On the night I before mentioned,
after a long and fearful gust of wind which
almost shook the church to its foundations,
our scout made his appearance, and, with a
look of terror, informed us, that threc men
had gained admittance into the churchyard,
and were at the moment engaged in opening &
grave, in which a corpse had been buried that
very day. At this information we prepared for
action, and being four in number, and well
armed, we had no fear of success. Forthwith,
then, we marched, but with slow and cautious
steps, towards the place pointed out by our
informant. As we approached, we plainly
perccived three men engaged in opening &
grave, which occupation they pursued in
silence. The wind, which had ceased for an
instant, again blew with redoubled violence,
and cffectually drowned the echo of our foot-
steps, 50 that we wore upon them before they
were aware of our presence.  Ralph Somers,
as the strongest of the four, made 2 grasp at
one of the men, who was raising the earth
with a pickaxe; no sooner had he scized him,
than we, raisinga loud shout, quickly attacked
the others, but were as quickly repulsed. One
of the men, taking to his heelsand decamping,
was followed by two of our party. Willing
to show my prowess, I scized on the other, &
youngster, whom I judged to be a surgeon’s
apprentice, and attempted to throw himdown ;
but the youth was too nimble for me, and,
before I was aware of my situation, I found
myself stretchad at full length on a gravestone,
and my opponent out of the churchbyard. In
the meantime, Rolph Somers had continued

to struggle with the person he had first seized,’
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and desperate were the efforts of the latter to
escape. The pickaxe had by some means
got wedged firmly between two gravestones,
onc of the points fixed in the space between
them, and the other standing up like a fixed
bayonet. In their struggle, they came in
contact with the pickaxe, and, horrible to
relale, the foot of the resurrectionist slipping,
he fell directly on the sharp point of it, and
was picrced turough the body : the unhappy
man gave a fearful groan, and instantly ex-
pired.

“We were, as you may be well assured,
terror-struck at this appailing incident, but
our terror was trivial compared to that of
Ralph Sowmers; he was loud in his exclama-
tions of gricf and despair, and, flinging him-
gelf with violence on the ground, he vented
exccrations on himself for ever joining us in
our watch, One of our men, in the mean-
time, returned from the pursuit of the other
resurrectionists, who had escaped ; and, bear-
ing in his hand a lighted torch that he had
procured from the vestry, he gazed on the
dead man; but, when he saw the deceased’s
counicnance, the torch fell from his hand,
and he gave a shout so fearful as to make
Ralph Somers instantly spring up, and hasten
to ascertain the cause of his terror ; but what
words can cxpress the emotions of Ralph
Somers, when, on his holding the torch tothe
face of the dead body, he recognised the
featurcs of his brother!—with a loud yell he
again flung himselfon the ground, from which
he rosc a maniac; and from that hour a
maniac he has remained.

“Jt were needless to proceed further: the
source of John Somers’s riches was now
ascertained—he was a resurrectionist ; and, in
the prosccution of his unlawful calling, he
bad fallen by the hand of his own brother.”

P
-0 b

ANECDOTE OF LIFE INSURANCE,

So carly as the middic of the cighteenth
ceutury, the clause which excluded the repre-
sentatives of suicides from a participation in
the amount insured, excited attention; and an
office was established, which, for a correspond-
ing increase of premium, paid the amount to
the relatives of the scif-murdered.  One man,
decply in debt, wishing to pay his creditors,
and not knowing how, went to the office,
insured his life, and invited the insurers to
dine with him at a tavern, where several other
persons were present.  After dinner he rose,
and addressing the former, said, * Gentlemen,
it is fitting you should know the company you
have met.  These are my tradesmen, whom
I could not pay without your assistance. I
am rﬁrenﬁy obliged to you—" without another
word he bowed, pulled out a pistol, and shot
himself.—Tke Stock Exchange.

1t is astonishing how soon Gurfollies areforgot-
ten when known to none but ourselves,

THE COTTAGE AND THE IIALL.*

CHAPTER VI.

Sinllerbert Ashton's evident attentions to Marion,
formed the theme of many a conversation, among
the gossips of Willow-bank. Nor did it excite
any surprise, when Miss Sedley, on the very best
authority, announced their engagement, and, for
once was not farout. ** Frank,” exclaimed the fa-
vored visitor, bursting into the library where
his friend was sitting alone, when he and Marion
had ¢ turned up,” after about three hours disap-
pearance,—* wish me jor, my dear fellow! I
am the very happiest man living; she is mine,
she has proufiscd to be mine!” and he shook
Frank’s proffered hand almost to dislocation,
“3Why Ashton, dear old boy,” returaed the lat-
ter, his whole countenance radiant with delight,
“nothing could give me greater pleasure: not that
it has taken me quite by surprise, you know. But
where is Marion?"” and off he ran, to press his
blushing tearful sister to his heart, and murmur
blessings on her head.  For once * the course of
true love did run smooth.” Mrs, Perceval could
offer no objection to a match in every way 8o de-
sirable ; and though it was a pang to both parents
to separate from their child, they could not but
rejoice in the prospect before her. But poor
Frank missed his sister’s society sadly. “I de-
clare,” he would exclaim, as after breakfast the
family dispersed to their several occupations, I
consider myself particularly ill-used. My father
and Walter, of course, are busied in a thousand
ways; so also is my dearcst mother; but what
you, Marion, and Ashton, are about all day long,
I cannot imagine, but your way of disposing of
your time scems sufficiently engrossing, and I
am left to the society of strangers,” and he would
leave the room, singing, to the time of *“The
Days when we went Gipsering,” one of the
Percy ballads, the refrain of which is:—
“ It is the most infernal hHore, of all the bores T know,
To have a friend who’s lost his heart, a short time ago.™
The usual result of all this, however, was, that an
bour after, he made his appearance at Mrs. Mon-
tague’s gate, and considering that the society there
consisted of strangers, contrived to make himself
very particularly at home. Things went on in.
this way until onc day’s post was the bearer of
an unmistakeable packet, ¢ From Somerset House,
by Jove,” was his exclamation in no joyful tone.
“Eh, what, Frank ?” asked his fatucr looking
up from the letter he was reading, *an appoint-
ment!”

* Continued from page 250, volume 3, (concluded)



TIIE COTTAGE AND THE ITALL.

883

“Yes, to the *San Josef,’ guard ship at Ply-
mouth.”

¢ And when must you set out, my dear boy 2"
gaid Mrs. Perceval, anxiously.

* To-morrow,” he replied sadly, * by the carly
conch, T am ordered to join inmediately.”

A melancholy shade obscured the usual cheer-
fulness of the family, and poor Frank appeared
terribly depressed.

“I am not very likely though to be sent out to
sea just yet,” he said, trying to assume the calm-
ness he was far from feeling; I shall be back
again before long, at any rate to your wedding,
Marion, 20 the sooner you fix the day the better.
I will go andmakemy adicux at the Cottage,” he
added, in as indifferenta tone as he could assume:
“farewells are never very pleasant and Iam glad
when they are over.”

He was conscious that his thoughts were too
tumultuously wild forany companionshipjust ther.,
and longed to be alone, that he might analyze the
feclings of which he was for the first time cogni-
zant. Taking the wood road therefore, which of-
fered but little fear of interruption, he set out on
his way to the Cottage for the last time. Ilow his
heart sickened at the thought that, uncertain as
is ever a sailor’s life, years, even, might elapse e're
he should again retread that well known path!

Why was the idex so torturing? He had left
home before, with bitter regret, it is true: but
now ! oh yes, he could not be blind to the fact
that it was not his home which bound him. Ile
loved, with all the passionate devotion of which
hisnature was capable, be loved Ellen Montague!
And she, did she share his feelings? He hoped,
and yet he feared. But suddenly were his rumi-
nations terminated, for there, on a rustic bench
s turn in the road revealed their subject quictly
seated and wholly unaware of his approach. “Now
shall all doubt end,” was his inward resolve ; but
as he placed himsclf beside her, the power of
utterance seemed to forsake him, and a few com-
monplace remarks alone came to his assistance.

There was somethingdo strange in his manner
thatEllenraised hereyes enquiringly tohis, ¢ What
are you reading?” he asked, taking up the book
beside her and listlessly turning its pages. She
wondered more and more why his face wore an ex-
pression so different to the usual joyous light
which beamed there, and with some trepidation
she enquired if all was well at the Hall.

¢ Very well, thank you, but rather out of spirits
st the prospect of your losing 8o very important
a personage as myself.”

“You are not going "

“Yes, to-morrow,”

Her check was paler now: her fingers played
nervously with the rose she held.

“Yes, Miss Montague, I shall soon be far from
home. From all that has madehome a paradise to
me duving the last few weeks, but the memory of
all which they have contained of happiness beyond
the power of words to express— which now that it
has fled scems but the creation of some blessed
dream—can never leave me.  Oh, Ellen ! dearest
Eilen! if T might hope, if I dared look forward to
a period, however remote, when, on my return :”

He took her unresisting hand; her face was turn-
ed from him, and he was proceeding to pour out
all his soul before her, when he started at hearing
himself accosted, and there, clese to them, stood
Miss Sediy!

Miss Sedly, who, before two hours biad passed,
would spread all through the village ber exagge.
rated account of this lover-like scene.

Frank ground his tecth with vexation and poor
Ellen’s face was scarlet, as hardly knowing what
she did, she offered theintruder a seat beside her.

‘¢ No, thank you, it would be a pity to disturd
your téte-a-téte.”

The disturbance, however, was effectual ; the
opportunity then lest could never be recalled,

Kate’s voice calling for Ellen was that moment
heard, they proceeded together to the Cottage.
Next morning Frank Perceval was on his way to
Plymouth,

CHAPTER VII. :

Ir was a bright October morning, one of those
lingering summer days which are always tinged
with sadness, because they are the last, and
Frank Perceval sat with many others in the ward
room of the old * San Josef,” anxiously expecting
the coming of the postmans’ boat, for he was
expeeting a letter from Willow-bank, informing
him when the wedding was to take place. He
would, of course, apply for leave, and be once
more at home, and—— how his heart beat at the
thought of all he should regain! At last the
wished for boat appeared, the sorting process
was got through ; a letter was handed to him by
the clerk *From Ashton,” and he flew to the
solitude of his cabin.

“The day is fixed at last,” writes Tlerbert, it
is to be the 10th, so you must lose no time. Of
course I expect your services as best man, Marion
has secured Miss Montague as first bridesmaid,
Apropos, how would you like that young lady as
a sister, Walter’s admiration is very evideat, and
I think she most certainly smiles on him, though
Marion does not se¢ it. Poor fellow, I should be
heartily glad to see him bappy, for to tcll youthe
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truth, Frank, I am scriously alarmed about his
health, and any agitation of mind appears highly
injurions.” IIc read no more, the paper swam
before his eyes—Walter love Ellen ! and she, ah,
ves, she loved him too! his noble, true hearted
brother could not but be appreciated by & mind
like hers! And all the visions of happiness
with which he had cheated hinmself for days, for
months, where were they now ? blighted in one
ghort instant! What should he do? appear at
Marion’s wedding he must: yes, he would go,
ascertain beyond a doubt the truth of Herbert’s
surmises, and then, hiding within the depths of
hisown heart the bitter, the bitter disappointment,
seek active employment afloat, he cared not
where.

All was bustle at the Hall two day3 before the
eventful 10th, when Frank made his appearance
there. Herbert looking supremely happy, Marion
blushingly beautiful. He glanced nervously at
‘Walter, and was pained to see that his fears for
him had not been groundless. Three months had
greatly altered him, and though a bright color
flushed his cheek, and his eyes shone luminously,
thesesignsdid but increase Frank's apprehensions.
Hegazed at him with all & brother's true affection,
and mentally resolved that no act of his should
ever cause cven a passing pang to that loving,
noble beart. ¢ Well, Walter,” hesaid, when they
found themselves alone; ¢ what have you been
doing with yourself, old boy : you have not spoiled
me by the frequency of your letters #”

“J have passed my time much as usual, I
believe,” was the reply, “‘except,” and he hesitated
aund colored slightly, * that I have been more at
the Cottage,—rather Miss Montague asked me to
give her lessons in sketching, and—"

“ And the result is, you bave lost your heart, I
suppose.” He spoke calmly, even jestingly—but
the words had cost a fearful effort—and he held
his breath for the reply. Walter hesitated, and
his agitation was undisguised. * Walter, be frank
with me—you love Ellen Montague **

“ Agmy own life.”

4 And she returns your love #”

“Oh, no, I cannot say, I dare not hope.”

“Pear Walter, it must be so, it cannot be
otherwise : may you be as happy as you deserve.”
He wrung his brother’s hand and left the room.

Had not Walter been himself under the influ-
ence of violent emotion, that expressed in eve.y
feature of poor Frank’s face could not but have
betrayed the truth ; but he saw it not, or at least
discerned therein but a deep interest in his own
welfare, for which he blessed him.

Ellen had heard of Frank's return with a

pleasure which told her how deeply she had re-
gretted his absence, -surely be must be here
this evening, or in the morning at farthest,”
thought she, but cvening came and brought not
the expected visitor; the next day wore towards
its close yet he appeared not. Piqued at conduct
so unaccountable, she met Frank's studiously
polite greeting with more than equal coldness,
when according to previous arrangement she
joined the party at the IHall, where she was to
spend the night, and it wrung his very heart, but
his outward manner wag calm.

I pass over the wedding. An occasion when
our most solemn, deepest feelings are called
forth, can never be one for gaicty and mirth. It
was a family party merely, if we except the
Montague's, which stood round the altar of the
little village church, when the sacred rite which
joined two loving hearts was ended: but there
were many spectators, and the crowds of happy
tenantry were afterwards entertained at the Hall
in true English style.

Frank wagnecessarily much with Ellen through-
out the day; etiquette compelled his attendance,
but he contrived to throw into his manner so
much reserve, that her womau's pride was roused,
and she too was cold. ¢ Ah, she remembers
our parting,” he thought, *and wishes to shew
me that my hopes were vain.” When with
Walter, on the contrary, she was gay and smiling,
and his heart beat with a wild hope which she
little imagined to exist. Frank saw this with far
different feelings; to suffer silently was all now
left for him, was he alone in thig?

% You are not going, dear Ellen, surely,” said
Mrs. Perceval, “X thought you would have stayed
some days to console me for Marion’s loss. You
must be a second daughter to me now, dear,”
and she kissed her check. ¢ Why, how cold you
ar¢,my child ! absolutely shivering. The evenings
are already chilly—there is a bright fire in the
drawing-room. Take off your bonnet again and
stay.” But Ellen hurriedly excused herself—she
must go home, and in the solitude of her own
chamber pour out the pent-np agony of the
wounded heart, alone with God. And had it
come, that meeting 8o longed for, prayed for,—
and this, this was the result, and bowing her
head in anguish too deep for tears, she murmured
forth a prayer for strength. Ah, yes! pray,
Ellen! in heaven alone i3 hope for sorrow such
a3 thine,

CHAPTER VIII,

Axornzz month has fled, the chill November
wind sweeps o'er the leafiess woods of Willow-
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bank. Frank Perceval has long since left, and is
now heneath a summer sky, floating on the blue
waters of the Mediterranean, in the * Regine ®
flai-ship.  Without one word of explanation ite
had gone, and Elen struguled to regiin com-
posure, but in vain. * Dear Nelly misses Marion
terribly,” was Mrs, Montague's observation to
Kate, who made no reply. A sister’s eye is very |
penetrating.  But another tiial awaited the poor
girl.  She atlength awoke to a suspicion of the
nature of Walter’s feelings, and great was the
pang it caused. Had she unwitting'y encouraged
his attentions?  She had so aceustomed herself:
to feel for him as a brother, that : he feared her,
manner had been too uureserved ; she was not
long suffered to doubt. Calling one day at the
cottage, Walter found her alone, he told her of
his love, she listened with tears and bitier grief,
but it was rejected. *Oh, Elen!” hLe cried,
wildly, *“give me but one hope, that at some
future time ~—" She shook her head sadly, but
there was no relenting, ¢ Dearest Eilen—tell
me but one thing,~do you love another?” Alook of
anguish convulsed ber features, which shook his
very soul.”

“Mr. Perceval, forgive e if I have ever
nourished hopes, which till very lately I never
even suspected you of entertaining, the sincere
affection of a——a friend I have long givea
you,” tears choked her utterance, and Walter
aeizing her hand and raising it to his lips, hurriedly
withdrew from her presence.

Drearily the winter days passed on. The
Ashton’s were not expected to return from their
continental tour until the spring. It was now
January, and the Hall had never been so gloomy
before at the joyous Christmas season, but the
iucreasing illness of their oldest son gave Mr. and
Mrs. Perceval little inclination for its gaicties.
Tue best medical advice had been sought, the
disease was pronounced inflammation of the
lungs, and a milder climate recommended; but
Walter strenuously resisted all attempts to re.
move him from home. It cannot be long,” he
said, “let me be with you till the last;" and as
they gazed on his noble attenuated countenance,
the grief-stricken parents felt that he was right.
The Montagues participated in their friend's
anxiety, and Ellen was now for whole days at the
Hall, sceing as she did the comfort her presence
was to Walter and Mra. Perceval. Onc day she
had been reading to him as he lay on the sofy,
aud had but just Icft the room when Miss Sedley
was announced. *‘Oh! Mr., Perceval, I am glad
10 see you up,"” said she. *‘Is not Miss Montague
here? I wanted to ask her about that servant

! them together in the wood.

sire was recommending.  Speaking of Miss Mon-
tague, don's you think her shockingly fallen off?
Quite thin and pale, I declare. Do you know, I
am aftaid your brother Frank has that to answer
for, but young men will flirt when they can,
of course; and to be sure, the morning I saw
I thought it was
quite a settled thing. He had her hand, I could
ssaar. And—good gracious Mr. Perceval, how
ill you look,” he had fainted. Miss Sedleys
sereams soon brought Mrs, Perceval and Ellen to
her aid, and Walter was carried to hisbed. Days
passed, ere he was strong enough to re-appear, bus
duys in which Lis mind had litile rest. He saw
All plainly now. How nearly had he unconsciously
destroyed the happin. <8 of the beings he so fondly
loved. “ But thauk God there is yet time,” he
nurmured. A sisile of pleasure greeted Ellen, a8
she approached the sofa, where he sat propped
up with cushions. “Siz down, dear Ellen,” he
often 50 addressed her now.  “I want to have &
long talk with you.”

‘* You :must ot fatigue yourself,” she said, as
she vbeyed.

¢ Bllen,” he began, calmly and solemnly ; “Tam
a dying man: with me the conveutionalities of
society have passed away. Du not, therefore,
allow a false sense of pride to influence you.
You will arswer my questions truty,—will you
u0t?” aud he took ber hand.  Wouderingly she
gazed on him while her colour went and came,
as she bowed hicr head in token cof asseqi. He
continued, * When I ouce told you of my love,”
a faine blush mantlisg to his brow, “I asked if
your heart was free—you did not speak but your
look told volumes. Dear Ellen, 1 dared not ask
i that love had been ushappy, though I feared
it. 1 dared not ask who had injured it; but now
1 caunot but think that I bave greatly wronged
you, though unconsciously. Eilen, you love my
brother!” Her lLead was diooping more and
more s e went on: now it is bowed upon her
trembling hands and her tears fall like rain.
* Dearest Ellen, do not pain me by this grief—
as there isa Heaven above us I believe Frank
loved you, too, aud you will both be happy yet.”
She raised her streaming eyes to his, but shook
her head mournfully. * Listen to me, Ellen.
What i€ for my sake he had crushed within his
heart the hopes of future bappiness? Whatif I
had told him of my love for you and he hed
sacrificed all tome? Yes, thusit was! and now,
Ellen, can you, will you forgive me?” He held
out his hand again, while every muscle of his
face quivered with suppressed emotion. Warmly
did she press it within hier own us she felt thet
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=ould she have purchased health and happiness
to the noble being beside her, at the price of all
he renewed hope springing up that moment in
her heart, she would have done so gladly. Dut
Walter was happy—his was the peace the world
can neither give or take away. “‘Ellen, I have
uow hut one earthly wish—to see you and Frank
happy before I die! He will soon be here : last
week I made my father write to sumion hiwm,

» * * * * »

Eighteen months had passed away, and Frank
Percival stood with his lovely bride in the glory
of a setting summet’s sun beside a giassy grave
in the quict churchyard of Willow-bank. They
had returned from their wedding tour the previ-
ous day, and both felt that spot must be the fivst
revisited.

¢ Dear, dear Walter,” murmured Ellen, sadly;
* he is happy now.”

“Yes,” said her husband, solemuly; “may I
die the death of the righteous, and may my last
end be like his.”

Time had restored the cheerfulness of the
family party now assembled at the hall. The
Ashton’s were there; they had come to introduce
their little baby, Walter, only three months old.
Kate was much improved in appearance, and
generally considered the country belle, a fact duly
appreciated by many an admirer, but it was
thought that the rector’s son who had latterly as-
sumed the duties of curate in his father’s parish,
would prove the favoured suitor; and in fact,
Henry Bruce was in every way worthy of the
prize. As Mrs. Montague looked thankfully upon
the happiness of her children, she blessed the
hour which had led iter to take up her abode in
the little cottage at Willow-bank.

S ML
——————— e

TOE DEAD.

What is it that makes us fear the dead ? Is
it the change from motion to stil'ness—from
speech to silence—from afiliction and suffer-
ing to cternal rest 2 With the spirit embodicd
we can hold converse, but with the act of
quitting its dwelling, it may, for aught we
know, acquire other feelings, other propensi-
ties, other passions and dispositions, and from
having been all we loved, hecome all we hate.
There is a mystery in death which defies our
scrutiny. Its imperturbable calm, acquired
suddenly in exchange for agony, mock our
sympatly. It hasput on the aspect of Nature
herself; sorrow, and sin, and shame vex it no
more. There it lies—majestic as a god,
terrible as Hades, inscrutable as eternity ; and
then its beauty—is is not something bewilder-
ing ?—Isis, an Egyptian Dilgrimaye.

WHY SHAVE?

Tuxrr are misguided men—and I a:m one of
them—who detile daily their own beards, rasp
them away as fast as they peep out fro.m beneath
the skin, mix them ignominiously with soap-suds,
and ciuse them to be east away with the offs
scourings of the house. We are at gieat puing
and trouble to do this, and we do it unwillingly,
knowing that we deprive our faces of an ornament,
and more or iess suspecting that we take away
fiom ourselves something given to us Ly nature
for our use and our advantage; s indeed we do.
Neverthelees, we treat our beards as so much
dirt that has to be removed duily from our per-
sous, fur no other reaxon than hecause it is the
custom of the eountry ; or, because we strive to
make ourselves look pretticr by assimilating our
appearance to that of women.

I am no friend to gentlemen who willfully affect
external oddity, while they ave witkin all dull and
commonplace. I am not disposed by carrying a
beard myself to beard public opinion. Bus
opinions may change; we were not alwags a
uation of shavers.” The day may ag.in come
when *°T will be merry in hall, when beards wag
all,” and Britons shall no more be slaves to
razors.

I ave never read of savages who shaved them-
selves with fliuts; nor have 1 been able to
discover who first introduced among civilized
men the tonsure of the chin.  The shaven polis
aud faces of ecclesinsties date from the time of
Pope Anacletus, who introduced the custom upon
the same literal authority of scripture that still
causes women 10 wear bonnets in our churches,
that they may not pray uncovered. Saint Paul,
in the same chapter. further asks the Coriuthiaus,
‘“ Doth not even nature itself teach you, that, if
a man have long hair it is a shame unto him ?”
Pope Anacletus determined, therefore, to remove
all shame from churchmen, by o*dering them to
go shaven altogether. The shaving of the beard
by laymen was, hiowever, a practice much more
ancient. The Greeks taught shaving to the
R-nmians, and Pliny records that the first Greek
burbers were taken from ficily to Rome by
Publius Ticinius, in the four hundred and fifty-
fourth year after the building of the city. The
Greeks, however—certainly it wasso with them
in the time of Alexander—scem to have been
wore disposed to uge their barbers tor the pruning
and trimming thaa for the absolute removal of
the board, and of that ornament upon the upper
lip which they termed the mpstaz, and which we
call—using the same name that they gave to it,
slightly corrupted—moustache. In the best days
of Greece few but the philosophers wore un-
pruncd beards. A lurge flowing beard and a
large flowing mantle were in those times ag
naturally and essentially a part of the business of
a philosopher, 28 a signboard is part in these
days of the business of a publican. So there is a
emall joke recorded of un emperor, who havin,
been long teazed by an iniportunate taiker, aske
him who or what he was. The man replied in
pique, * Do you not sec by my beard and mantle
that I am a philosopher #-—*1 gee the beard and
mantle,” said the emperor, “but the philesoplier,
where i3 he #"
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The idea that there existed a connection
beeween a man's vigour of mind and budy, and
the vigour of growth in his beard wus contivinen
by the fact that Socrates, the wisest of the Greek
philoseplors, carned pre-eminently the title ot
the beare 4. Among races of men capable ot
growng neh crops on the chin, the beard has
always heen regarded more or less as a type of
power,  Some vaces, a3 the Mougolians, do not
get wore than twenty or thivty thick coarse hairs,
and wre ag likely then to pluck them out after the
fashion of some northern tribes, as to esteem thewm
inan exaggerated way, as has been sometimes
the case in China, In the world's history the
hearded races have at all times been the most
impaortant actorg, and there i3 no pary ot the body
which ou the whole they have shown more
readiness to honer,  Among many nations, wud
through wany centurivs, development of beard
has been thought indicative of the development
of strength, both bodily and mental.  In strict
accordance with that feeling the strength of
Samson was made to rest in his hair.  The beard
becaure naturally honored, inasmuch us it isa
char.cteristic feature of the chief of the two sexes
(1 speak as an ancient). of man, and of man onty,
in the best years of his lite, when he is capable
of putting tovth his independent energies. As
years multiplv, and judgment ripens, the beard
grows, and with it grows, ovought to grow, every
man's title to respect.  Grey beards became thus
80 closely connected with the idea of mature
discretion, that they were taken olten as jts sign
or cause ; and thus it was fubled of the wise King
Numa, that he was gray-haired even in his youth.

To revert to the subject of shaving. Tacitus
says that in his time the Germans cut their
beards, In our times among that people the
growtl of a heard, or at least ot a good mystax
or movstachio, had come by the year eighteen
hundred 2 -d forty-cight to be regmded so much
a3 & mark of aristocracy that after the revolutions
of that year the Germaus took to the obliteration
of the vain wark of distinction by growing hair
ou their own chins and upper lips.  Huairs have
been thus made significant in & new way, There
are now such things to be seen on the Coatinent
a8 revolationary beards, and not long agoina
small Gernan State, a barrister was denied a
hoaring becanse he stood up in his place in the
law court, wearing a beard of the revolutionary
cut. Not oaly custom, but even to this day law
regulites the caltivation of the huir on many of
our faces, There is gcarcely an army in Europe
which is not subject to some regulations that
affecs the beard and whiskers, In England the
chin and, except in some regiments, the upper
lip has to be shaved ; clsewhere the beard is to
be cuitivated and the whiskers shaven. Such
matters may have their siguificance.  The most
signiticont of whiskers are, however, those worn
by the Jews in the East. and especially in Africa,
“who in accordance with a traditional superstition,
keep them at an uniforin level of about half an
tnch in length, aud cut them into cabalistic
:haracters curiousiy scattered about over the

ace.

Ag there are some communities especially
bestowing care and honor on the beard, and

others more devoted to the whi~kers, so there
are nations, a8 the Hungavian, in which the
honor of the moustuche is purticularly cherished,
The moustaches ot General Haynua were about
h Mfa-yard loug A Hungwmian dragoon who
uspired to eminence iu that way, and tad nursed
4 pair of woustachios for two years until they
were only sceond to Haveau'sy fell asleep one
duy after dinner with a cigar u his mouth. He
awolke with one of his fi.c 10 ¢ tails so0 wrribly
burnt at the roots, that he was oblized afterwards
to resort to an art used by mauny of his com-
puiong, and to fortify the weuk moustache by
twning into its substance actiticial hudr.

Such freaks and absurditics are, of course, in-
consistent with the mature dignity of bearded
wmen. Let us have whisker, beard, and moustache,
reverently worn, and trimmed discieetly and with
deceney. I am not for the cabalistic whisker,
the Hungarian moustache, or a beurd like that
worn by the Venetinn magnnie, of whom Sismondi
relates, that it he did not fift it up, he woud trip
over it in walking.  8till worse was the beard of
the carpenter depicted in the Prince’s Court at
Eidam ; who, because it was uine fect long, was
obliged, when at work, to sling it about him in &
Lag A beard like cither of those is, i.owever,
very much of a phenomenon in nature. The
hair of & man’s head is finer, generally, than that
on the head of women, and if left uncut, would
not grow to nearly the same length. A woman's
black-hairisan appurtenance entirely and naturally
teminine. In the same way, the development of
the hair upon the fice of men, if left unchecked
—ulthough it would differ much in different
climates, and in different individuals—would very
rarcly £o on to an extravagaut extent. Shaving
compels the hair to grow at an undue rate. It
has been celeulated that a man wmows off. in the
course of a year about six inches-and-a-balf of
beard, so thata man of eiglity would have chopped
up in the course of his life a twenty-seven foot
beard; twenty feet more, perhaps, than would
have sprouted, had he left nature alone, and
contented himself with so much occasional trim-
ming as would be required by the just laws of
cleauliness and decency.

It has been erroncously asserted that a growth
of beard would cover up the face, hide the ex-
pression of the features, and give a deceitful mark
of uniform seduteness to the entire population.
As for that last assertion, it is the direct reverse
of what is tiue.  Sir Charles Bell, in his essay on
expression, properly observes that no one who
has been present at an assembly of bearded men
can have failed to remark the greater variety and
force of the expressions they are able to convey.
What can be more portentous, for example, than
to see the brow cloud and the eyes flash and the
nostrils dilate over a beard curling visibly with
anger? How ill does & smooth chin support at
any time the character assumed by the remainder
of the face, except it be a character of sancti-
monious oiliness that does not belong houestly to
man, or such a pretty chin a8 makes the charm
that should belong only to & woman or 2 child!

Therefore I ask, why do we shave our heards ¢
Why are we & bare-chinned people? That the
hair upon the face of mau was given to him for sufli-
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cient rearons it will take but little time to show. { less than in the other sex. The hair upon &
It has various uses. physiologicaluad mechanical, | woman's head is, asx a general rule, cosreer, longer,
To take a physiological use first, we may point { and the whole mass is tnturally heavier than the
out the fuct that the formation of hair 18 one | hair upon the hewd of a mun. Here, by the way,
method of extiuding carbou from the aystemy, and | I should like to hint a question, whether sigee
that the external haivs aid after their own way in | what is gained in oue place seoms to be lost in
the work that has toobe done by the inteinal, ancther, the incrcused growth at the chin pre-
ungs.” Their use in this respect is not lessened { duced by constant shavimg muy not help te
by shaviug ; on the contrary the elimination of juceount for tore part ol the weakuess of hair
earhon through the hairs ot the face is made to | upon the ciown, and of the tendeney to premature
£0 on with unnatural ucuvity, beenuse the natural | baldness which is <0 common in English civilived

effort to cover the chiu with huir is increased in ; society ¢

the vain struggle to remove the state of artiticial
balduess, as # hien goes on laying if her eggs be
taken fiom her, and the production of hair on the
chin is at least quadrupled by the use of the
razor. The natural balance is in this way destroy-
ed. Whether the hurin 8o done is great eusnot
tell; I do not know that it is, but the strict
balance which nuature keeps between the pro-
duction of hair, aud the action of the lungs, istoo
constant and rigid to be ultogether insigmficant.
We have all had too much opporttuity for
aoticing how in people whose lungs are constitu-
tionally weak, usin people with consumptive
tendencies, the growth of nuiris excessive, even
to the evcelushes. A skin covered with downy
hair is one of the marks= ot a scrotulous child, and
who has not been saddened by the charm of the
long eye-lushes over the lustrous eye of the con-
sumptive girl!

The very anomalies of growth show that the
hair must fulfil more than a trifling purpose in
the system. There has been an account published
in the present century by Ruggiceri, of 2 woman
twenty-seven years of age. who wae covered from
the shoulders to the kuees with black woolly hair,
like that of a poodle dog. Very recently, a
French physician has related the casc of a young
lady over whose skin, after a fever, hair grew so
rapidly that, at the end of a month, she was
oovered with a hairy coat, an inch long, over
every part of her body, exceps the fice, the
palms of the hands, and the soles of the tect.

There are other less curious accounts of women
who are obliged to shave regularly ouce or twice
aweek; and it may be asked why are not all
women compelled to shave? If beards and
whiskers serve a purpose, why are they denied
to women? That is a question ceitainly not
dificult to answer. For the same reason that
the rose ispainted and the violet peifumed, there
are assigned by nature to the women uttributes
of grace heightened by physical weakness, and
to the man attributes of dignity aud strength. A
thousand delicate emotious were to play about
the woman's mouth, expressions that would not
look beautiful in man. We all know there is
nothing more ridiculous to look at than & ladies™
man who assumes feminity to please his huge
body of sisters, and wins their confidence by
making himself quite one of their own set. Tie
character of wonan's beauty would be marred by
bair upon the face; morcover, what rest would
there be ever for an infant on the mother’s
hosom, tickled perpetually with a mother's heard ?
Not being framed for active bodily toil, the
woman has not the man's capacious lungs, and
may need also less growth of hair. But the
growth of hair in women really is not much

The bair upon the scalp, 20 fur as concerns ite
mechanical use, is no de: ot the mort important
of the hair-creps grown upon the hunin bedy.
It preserves the brain from all extrenies of tem-
perature, retaine the warmth of the body, snd
trausmita very slowly ary inspression from with-
out. The chmacter of the hair depends very
much upon the degree of protection needed by
its possessor.  The same hair—whether of head
ur beard—that is in Europe stridght, simooth and
soft, becene after a little travel in hot climates
crisp and; curly, and will becote smooth sgaim
after a retwrn 1o cocler Iatitudes. By a natural
action of the sun's Jight aud heat upon the bair
that curliness is pioduced, nu it is produced im
proportion as it is requived, untl, as in the case
of negroes under ihe tropical suns of Atiica, each
hair becomes so intintutely cwmilcd up with i
neigbours as to produce what we calia woolly-
head. Al hair is wool, or rather all woul is hair,
and the hair of the negro diftess so much in
appearance from that of the European, only
because it is 8o much more curled, and the dis-
tinct haira are so much more intimazely inter-
twined. The more hair cusls, the more thoroughly
does it form a web in which a stratum of air lies
entungled to maintain <n cven tumperature on
-the surface of the Lrain. For that reasen it i
made a2 Law of Nuture, that the hair should be
cirused to curi most in the hottest climates,

A protection of considerable in.portance is
provided in the same way by the hair of the facs
to a large and important knot of nerves that lies
under the gkin near the angle of the lower jaw,
somewhere about the point of jurction hetweea
the whiskers and the beurd. Man is born te
work out of duors and in all weuthere, for his
bread; won:an wug created for dutics of anether
kind, which do not invuive constait exposure te
sun, wind and rain. Therefore man only goes
abroad whiskered and bearded, with his fase
muffled by nature in a way that shields every
sensitive part alike from wind, rain, heat, or frost,
with a perfection that could be cgaalled by ne
muffler of his own devising. The whiskerless
seldom can bear long cxposute to & sharp wind
that strikes on the bare cheek. The numbness
then occasioned by 3 tcaporary palsy of the
nerves has in man) cases Lecome permanent; I
will say nothinz of achies and psins that othes-
wisc affect the face or teeth.,  For man who gees
out to his labour in the morring, no better
summer shicld or winter covering agaiast the sun
or storm can he provided, than the hair which
grews over those parts of the face which seed
protection and descends as beard in front of the
neck, and chest, & defence infinitely more usefal

as well as more becoming than & cravst aboutthe



WHY SHAVE?—SONNET—THE MANTAC.

389

neek, or a prepared hareskin over the pit of the
stomach. One of the finest living prose-writers
in our language suffered many years from sore
throat, which was incurable, until following the
advice of an Italian surgeon, he allowed his beard
tp grow ; and Mr, Chadwick has pcinted out the
fact that the sappers and miners of the French
wriny, who arc all men with flue beards, are almost
entirely frec from affections of the lungs and air-
passages,

Mr. Chadwick regards the subject entirely
fromn a sanitary point of view. He brought it
under the discussion of the medical section en-

2ged on sanitary inguiries at the York meeting
of the British Association, and obtained among
other support the concurrence of Dr. W. D.
Alizon of Edinburch.  We name that physician
because he has since persuaded the journeyren
masong of Lis own city to wear their beardsas a
preventive against consumption that prevailed
among them.

For that is another use of the moustache and
beard. They protect the opening of the mouth, |
and filter the air for a man working in smoke or
dust of any kind; they also act as a respirator,
and prevent the inhalation into the lungs of air
that is too frosty. Mr. Chadwick, years ago, was
led to the discussion of this subject by observing
how in the cage of some blacksmniths who wore
bearda and moustaches, the hair about the
mouth was discoloured by the iron dust that had
been caught on its way into the month and
lungs. The same obgerver hag alao pointed out!
and applied to his argument the fact that travellers
wait, if necessary, until their moustachios have
ﬁ-rown before they brave the the sandy air of

cserts. He conceives, therefore, that the absence
of moustache and beard must involve a serious
Ipss to labourers in dusty trades, such as millers,
and masons; to men employed in grinding steel
and iron and to travellers on dusty roads. Men
who retain the hair about the mouth are elso, he
g1ys, much less liable to decay, or achings of the
teeth, To this list we would add, also, that apart
from the incessant dusts flving in town streets,
aad inseparable from town life, there is the smoke
to be considered. Both smoke and dust do get
tuto the lungs, and only in a emall degree it is
possible for them to be decomposzed and removed
by processes of life. The air passages of a Mau-
chester man, or of a resident in the city of
London, if opened after death are found to be
more or less colonred by the dirt that has been
breathed. Perhaps it does pot matter much;
but surely we had not better make dust-holes or
chimney-funnels of cur lungs. Beyond a certain
point this introduction of mechanical impurity
into the delicate air-passages does cause amorhid
Irritation, marked disease, and premature death.
We had better keep our lungs clean altogether,
and for that reason men working in citics would
find it always worth while to retain the air-filter
sapplied to them by nature for the purpose—the
mousteche and beard around the mouth.

Surely enough has heen here said to make it
evident that the Englishmen who, at the end of
his days, has spent about an entire year of his!
life in scraping off his beard, has worried himself |
o no purpose, has submittedto a painful, vexatious
and not inerely useless, but actually unwholesowe

castom. He has disfigured himself systematically
throughout life, accepted his share of unnecessory
ticdolorenx and tooth-uche, coughs and colds, bas
swallowed dust and inhaled smoke and fog out of
complaisance to the social prejudice which happens
Jjust now to prevaill. We all abominate the razor
while we use it, and would gladly lay it down.
Now, if we sce clearly—and I think the fact is
very clear—that the use of it is a great blunder,
and if we are no longer such a slovenly pecple as
to be afrald that, if we kept our beards, we should
not wash, or comb, or trim them in a decent way,
why can we not put aside our morning plague
and irritate our skin no more as we now do.

I recommend robody to grow a beard in sach
a way as to isolate Limself in appearance from
his neighhours. Moreover, I do not at all desiro
to bring about such a revolution as would make
shaven chins as singular as bearded clins are
now. What T should much prefer would be the
old Roman custom, which preserved the firss
beard on a young man’s face until it became
comely, and then left it entirely a matter of
choice with him whether he would remain bearded
or not. Though it would be wise in an adult
man to leave off ghaving, he must not expecs
after ten or twenty years of scraping at the chin,
when he has sthmulated each hair into undus
coarseness and an undue rapidity of growth, thas
he can ever realise upon his own person the
beanty of a virgin beard. If we could introduce
now a reform, we, that have been inured to
ghaving, may develope very good black beards,
most serviceabls for all working purposes, and a
great improvement on bald chins; but the true
beauty of the beard remains to be developed in
the next generation on the faces of those who
may be induced from the beginning to abjure the
use of razors.—Iousehold Words.

.

e —————

SONNET—TIHE MANIAC,

Sweet summer flowers were braided in Ler hair,

As if in mockery of the burning brow,

Round which they drooped and withered, sing-
ing now

Strains of wild mirth, and now of vain despsir.

Comes, the poor wreck of all that once was falr,

And rich in high endowments, ere deep woe

Like a dark cloud pass'd o’er her and laid low

Reason’s proud fame, and left no brightness

there ;
Tet you might deem that grief was with the
rest

Of all her cares forgotten ; save when songs
And tales she heard of faithful love unblest,
Of man’s deceitfulness, and maiden’s wrongs ;
Then, and tken only, in her lifted eyes
Remembhrance beamed, and tears would slowly
rise.
AGNE5 BIRICELAND.
Rrdon House, Suffolt
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“Maprn,” said my aunt, facing me sternly, and
speaking with solemn emphasis—*‘* you are low-
ered for ever in my eyes! When Mr. Ellison
comes, he shall assuredly koow of this. Go!”
she aided, with a gesture as if the sizht of me
were intolerable : ‘] sLall never have contidence
in ycu again.”

I ran out of the room into the garden through
the side-door, which always stood open in hot
weather ; but my cousing were at play on the
lawn; 80 I flew on in the bitterness of my
wounded spirit, until I found the shade and quiet
I wanted under a large hoary apple-tree, which
stood in the neighbouring orchard. Under its
spreading branches I threw myself down.

I Lave a vivid fmpression of the aspeet and
‘“feel” of that summer afternoon. The heat was
interse; the ground on which I lay eecmed
to burn the bare arms crossed beneath my lum-
bled head. I knew there was not a grateful |
cloud in the radiant sky above me; I felt there |
wag not a breath of wind stirring, not enough
even to rustle the thick leaves of the orchard

trees.  The garish brilliancy, the sultry stilluess,
oppressed me almost more than I could bear. If!
I could have hidden myself from the sight of the'
sun, if I could have cheated my own conseious-
ness, I would have gladly done so. I will not!
believe the world held at that moment a more
wretched being than I was, that any grown-up
man or woman with developed faculties ever suf-
fered more keenly from the pangs of self-con-
tempt,

Ter, let me ab once tell the reader, I was no;
vietim of injustice or miseonstruction; the words
witio whicli I had been driven from the house
were Justified by what I had dove. T was feur-
tzen yeors of age, I'had been carefally and kindly
educated, none knew better than I the differences
between right and wrong; vet in spite of age,
teaching, and the intellect’s enlightenment, Thad
just been guilty of a gross moral transgression:
I kad been convicted of a falschood; and, more
than that, it was no impulsive lic escaping me in
some cxigency, but a deliberate one, and calea-
lated to do another hurt. The whole house
knew of it—servants, cousins, and all; the com-
ing guest was to know of it too. My shame was
complete. ““ What shall I do? What will be.
como of me?” I cried aloud. “I shall never be
happy again m

It seemed so to me. T had lost my position in
the house where I had been so favoured and
happyr; 1 had compromised my character from
that day henceforward. I, who had meant to do
such good in the world, had lost my chance; for,
that sin eclinging to my conscience, the remem-
brance of which I should read in everybody’s
face and altered manner, would male effort im-
possible. My aunt had lost all confidence in me
—that was terrible ; but what was worse, I had
lost all confidence in myself. I saw myself mean,
ungenerous, a liar! I had no more self-respect.
When my cousins whispered together abous we,
or the servants nodded and smiled significantly,
I should have nothing to fall back upon. Why,
I was what they thought me; I could not dely

their contempt, but must take it as my due, I
might get angry, but who would mind my anger ?
A thousand thoughts exasperated my anguish,

I was very fond of reading, and had a liking
for heroic biographies. Noble actions, fine prin-
ciples, always awoke a passionate enthusiasm in
my mind, caused strong throbs of ambition, and
very often my aunt had lent a kind ear to the
outpouring of such emctions. The case would
be altered now. I might read, indeed, but such
feelings I must hexceforth keep to myself: who
would have patience to hear me thus expatiate ?
I was cut off from fellowship with the good.

I must give up, too, my little class at the vil-
lage Sunday-school, which I had been so proud
to undertake. Ilow could I, despised at home,
go among the children asbefore? T could never
talk to them as I used to venture to do. They
would know it, as all the world would know;
they would mock me in their hearts—each feel-
ing she was better than I. I rose up from the
grass, for my state of mind would bear the prone
no longer, and leaning against the tree, looked
around me. Oh! the merry games I had had
in this orchard. The reflection brought a flood
of tears to my eyes—I had not cried before—for
I was suro that time was past; Ishould never
have another. ‘“ Never, never!” I cried, wring-
ing my hands; “I shall never have the heart to
play again, even if they would play with me. I
am another girl now!”

In truth, my brief experience seemed to have
oldened me, to bave matured my faculties. I
saw myself in a kind of vague confused vision as
I might have been, as I could never now become.
No; life was an altered thing from what it had
appeared yesterday: I had marred its capabili-
ties on the threshold. T could get a glimpse of
the house through the trees; Tcould see the par-
lour windows where, within the shady room, tea
was even now being prepared for the expected
visitor. Ah! that visitor, with whom I used to
be a favourite, who had always been so kind—he
was now on his way with the same heart towards
me, little knowing what had happened, little
knowing 1 was lest and ruined!

Does this deseription of my state of mind, of
my sense of guilt, seem overstrained? Tt is just
possible I give a ltttle more coherence to my re-
ficctions than they had at the time, but I cannot
colour too highly the anguish of humiliation they
produced: it was all but intolerable. ‘I sup-
poge,” said I moodily to myself, for a reaction was
commeuncing—*1 suppose I shan’t always feel
like this, or' I should go mad. 1 shall get used t0
it prescntly—used to being miserable !”

Just then I heard my name shouted by one of
my cousins, but I had uot the heart to shout it
answer. No doubt tea was ready, but I wanted
no tea. Mr. Ellison might Le come, but I dreade
to see him. My cousin called, and ran on to*
wards the spot where I stood till he caught sight
of me. He was hot with the search, and angry
that I had not answered ; moreover, what bOY
about his age, in the lustihcod of a dozen sum-
mers, knowcth ought of tenderness or consxderfi:
tion? * There you arc, miss,” he said, savagely;
“and a pretty hunt I've had! You're to comé
in to tea; and another time don’t give better
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people the trouble of fetching you: they don’t
lise it, I can tell you.”

He was just off again, eager for his meal, but
T stopped lim. * Bob, is Mr. Ellison come?” I
cried.

“Hours ago; and he and mother bave been

. tence as remorge. Had Ibeen a man who had
i blasted his prospects in life by the commission of
I some deadly sin, I could scarcely have felt more
i morally lost, more hopelessabout the future. My
aunt had represented my sin in appalling colours,
‘and my whole previous education and turn of

shut up ever so long talking about you, I know; |mind made me feel its turpitude strongly: the
and don’t ** Bob”’ me, please, Miss Mabel ; I don’t; possibilty of my repairing it had not been urged
ike it!” | upon me, but rather denied. I thought it would
My spirit swelled. WWas this to be the way? | colour and prejudice my whole after-life, that I
One touch of rough boyish kindness, and I could | had lost caste for ever.
almost have kisscd his feet; now I walked back: I scarcely slept at all, and got up mentally
to the house with a Litter I won't care” gwell- | sick, physically worn out. I dared not stay away
ing at my heart. i from the breakfast-table, so I made haste to be
1 may as well say hiere, though scarcely necess- | first down stairs. The windows of our pleasant
sary to the moral of my story, that I was an:moroing-room were open; there had been rain
adopted cbild in the large family of my aunt. {during the night, and it was one of those fresh
She was a widow, and had been so ever since I | laughing mornings which I felt I should have so
had lived with her; and I, as will be supposed, |enjoyed once Once! yes, it Wwas a long time
was an orphan.  She had in her own right a good jago. The whole aspect of the apartment within,

income, though she only hield in trust for her eld-
est son the substantial manor-farm on which we
resided. I was not poor; indeed, I was in soine
gort an heiress; and Mr. Elitson, my aunt’s hon-
oured friend and her executor, was joint-guardian
over me with herself. I Lad becea brought up
to fear and reverence hiia; he had taught me to
love him. My degradation in his eyes was the
bivterest drop in my self-inixed cup.

As I entered the hall, my aunt came out to

rect me, and took me with her into aunother:

TOOUL.

prese:at.
you, but I scarcely know what we may finally de-

“fabel” she sald, Yvou are to take
vour place at the table with us as usuul for the;
I have spoken to your guardian about

lof refreshed nature without, had an cminently
. pleasant effect: or, rather, I thought it would
i have to other eyes. I took & seat in the shade;
I had a dim idea (I knew not whether it were
hope or dread) that Mr. Ellison might come in
i before the others; but he did not. Iie and my
-aunt came in together, and they were closely fol-
(lowed by the children.

| He was « man of about fifty years of age, with
,a figuic and countenance which, in youth, might
have been handsome, but which had suffered too
severely from what I suppose were the effects of
time to be so now. IHc had, too, an air of gra-
(vity and reticence, which rather oppressed a
 stranger unacquainted with the minute sympa-

cide upon ia the matter. You are tco old to be thies, the comprehensive henevolence it veiled.

whipped or sent to bed ; but theugh youare to| He came up to me where I sat dejected and
be sulfered to come amongst us, I need not say | humbled, and held out his hand. To my suar-
we shall never feel for you as we once did, or if ; prise, and, I may say, to my exquisite pain, he
we seem to do o, it will be because we forget. , spoke to me much as usual—I could alm 8t have

Your sin justifies a constant mistrust; for my
part, I can never think of you as before under
any circumstances, I ar afraid. I don’t think I
ouzht, even if it were possible.  Dut now, come
in to tea”

ST yantno tea,” said I, Litterly, I can't see
Oh! need he have known it ?”
Subel,” was the suswer, “ it would Lave been
better had you feared the lie as you fear its dis-
cuvery.” ]

I sat down on a cheir, and leaned my head on
2table near. I lLad vot aword to say for my-
seif, or against the treatment adopted. My aunt
wasa woman of severe recittude, and had brought
us sl up with doep solicitude, apd I Delieve,
praverful eare.  She thoughs lying an alinost un-
pardonable sin, for she laoked upon it as a proof
of nearly hopeless moral depravity; and my
falsehood had been an aggravated one. Many,
with a less strict sense of my delinquency, might
have been more severe. I could not blame her.
“ At least,” I said, “ you wou’'t make me come
'ln?ﬂ v

“Xp,” she returned, and went back to the
pariour.

I went up stairs to my bedreom, where I spent
the rest of theeveaing. No inquiries were made
after me. When it grew dark, I undressed and
threw myself ivto bed. T offeved no prayer for
God's forgiveness; wmine was not 30 much peni-

not
My
my

i thought more tenderly than usual. T dared
-look up as T murmured my inaudible answer.
,aunt gave me a chilling ¢ good-morning;”
,young cousins looked at me shyly, but did not
Ispeak.  No one spoke to me during beaifast ex-
- cept my guardian, and he only in conneetion with
ithe courtesies of the table; and not being alle
1o bear this, I crept out of the room as soon as I
i dared. It wasthe same at every other meal;
and all the intervals between I speut alone, ua-
i‘sought, unquestioned, suffering a fiery tiial. I
i don't dwell on the details of my experience that
rday; I have suffered much since, but, God
"knows, never more. However, as may be sap-
i posed, I slepta little that night, for nature would
i bear up no longer.

. The next day came; breakfast had passcd as
before, and, as before, I was stealing out of the
reom, when my guardian called me back.

«If you want to talk to Mabel,” said my aunt,
7 will leave you alone together.”

But Mr. Ellison begged earnestly that she
would remain, and, to my bitter regret, she con-
sented. I felt now there would be no hicpe for
me. He then placed a chair for me, and coming
up to where I stood sinking with shame near the
door, led me gently to it. Youare too forbear-
ing, my deer sir,” urged my aunt: *she is nos
anv longer entitled to such kindness,”

“Is sho not ¥ he returaed with a bitter sigh;
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and then addressing me: “ Mabel, are you truly
sorry for this sin of yours #”

The accent of generous sympathy with which
the words were spoken wrought upon me.
“8orry !” I cried in an agony; “ I’'m miserable ;
I shall be always miserable! Every one will des-
pise me all my life long—and ob, I meant to be
80 good!”

My guerdian took a seat beside me. * And!
now,” he asked, “you will give up erying 7

T looked up eagerly. *“Where would be the
use " [ said. “A lar"—the word seemed to
burn my lips, but I would say it, for I half fearcd

ter once and for ever. No one will trust me !
again, no oue can respect me.  Oh, it’s dreadful 1”
I shuddered instinetively.

“ Then what is to follow #” asked Mr. Ellison.
“Is atl effort to be given up, and this dark spot
to spread till it infects your whole character?
Are all duties to be neglected because you have
failed in one? and are you to live on, perhaps
to fourscore, incapacitated by this selfish re-
morse? Not so, Mabel »

“Yardon my interrnpting you, Mr. Ellison,”
interposed my aunt; “but this is scarcely the
way to treat my niece. You will make her think
lightly of the dreadful sin she has committed ; she
will fancy her ecompunction extreme, whereas no
repestance can be safficient. Don't try to soften
her present impression. I would have her carry
with her to the grave the salutary sense she
scems to have of what she has done.”

I, too,” said my guardian fervently, * would
teach her alesson sbe should never forget, but
it would be differently put from yours. Before
God, I grent you, no amount of penitence would
gufiice to procure that atonement, which is freely
given on.wider grounds; but as regards her
relations to her fellow-beings, to her future life,
Mabel argues wrong : men in genernl,-the world
at large, you yourself, my dear madam, appear to
me to argue wrong on this subject.”

My aunt colored. *Pardon me,” she sald,
stifly; I think we eannot understand each
other.”

* Perhaps,” said my guardian, “I have mis-
arderstood you; but if you will suffer a direct
question, it will settle the point. Suppose that,
in the future, Mabel’s eonduct should be ex.
emplary, would you fully restore her to the place
she once held in your esteem?”

I locked anxiously towards my aunt; the ques-
tion was a momentous one to me. She seemed
to reflect.

¢“1t i3 painful to say it,” she replied at length ;
“but T must be conscientious. In such a case,
Mabel would in a great measure regain my
esteem ; but to cxpect me to feel for her as I did
before she had so deeply injured her moral nature,
gecins unreasonable.  She can never be exacdy
to mic what she was before.”

“ And you think, doubtless, that she is right in
considering that this youthful sin will impair her
future capacity for good ?”

“Ithink,” answered my aunt, *that it is the
penalty attached to all sin, that it should keep us
low and humble through life. The comparatively
clear conscience will he hetter fitted for good

deods than the burdened.”

There was a pause ; my heart had sunk again.
Mr. Ellison rose and began to walk up and down
the floor.

**Suppose a case, madam,” he said presently,
and in a constrained tone—* where an honorable
men, under strong temptation, has committed
dishonorable action ; or a mercifal man, a cruel :
have they marred life, and must they go sofily
all the rest of their days? Must they leave to
other men the fulflment of high duties, the
pursuit and achievement of moral excellence ?
Would you think it unseemly if, at any after-

;period, you heard the one urging on some
he did not know the worst—*Joses her charae- |

corscience the necessity of recitude, or the other
advocating the heauty of benevolence? or must
they, conscious that their tranegression has
lowered them for ever never presume to hald
themselves erect again 2"

My dear Mr. Ellison,” said wmy aunt, looking
with surprise at my guardian, who had certainly
warmed into unusual energy—*I think we are
wandering from the point. Such a discussion as
this will not do Mabel any good, but rather harm,
if T understand you to mean that we are not
materially affected by our transgressions. It
isa ‘star:ge doctrine, sir, and a very dangerous
one.”

“My dear friend,” retarned my guardian
gently, “far be it from me to say that our trans-
gressions do not materially affect us! I do not
want to gainsay your view of the life-long humility
which a human being should feel for a eriminal
act, but I would introduce hope, and not despair,
into his mind. I don’t think the plan on which
society goes of judging the character of a man
from individual acts cr single oberrations is Just;
very often such acts are not fair representations
of the life or even the naturc of the man. They
show, indeed, what he was at that moment ; but
it may be that never before or since in bhis ox-
istence did he or will he experience such another.
Yet perhaps he is condemned by the world, and
ehunned s & lost charzcter. How bitterly hard
for that man to do his duty in life !”

“No doubt,” said my aunt, *it does bear hard
in particular cases; but it is the arrangement of
Providenco that the way of transgressors is
hard.”

“Iam not speaking,” returned wmy guardian,
*‘of the habitual transgressor, but of one who,
like Mubel here, thinks life spoiled by usingle act
of moral evil, and is treated as if it wore so. You
speak of Providence,” he continued with a smilc :
*“&n instance rises to my mind where an aggra-
vated sin was committed, and yet the sinner, far
from being doomed to chscurity and life-long
remorse, was spared all reproof save that of hi3
agonized conscience, was distinguished shove
uthers, called to God’s most sacred service, elected
to the glory of martyrdom. If remorse were in
any case justifiable, if any sin should unfit a man
for rising above it or for doing good in his gene-
ration, surely it would have been in Peter’s case.
But we krow that story. My dear madam "—
and Mr. Ellison, laying his hand op my head,
looked appealingly towards my aunt—1 desire
to speak reverently ; hut think you, after Christ's
charge, even John, Ahdiel-like disciple as he was,
ever presumed to say or feel that he could never
esteem or look upen Peter as be once did? This
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is what is forbidden us—to look upon men as
fallen below their chance of recovery.”—My aunt
was silent,but I could see she was impressed. As
for me, I felt as if a load were being slowly lifted
off my heart, and it swelled with a passionate

aspiration to recover, with God's help, my former,

standing, and press on in the upward way. And
would I net, through life, he tender and merciful
to the penitent wrong-doer?—* If I speak warmly
on this subject,” continned my guardian, *“it is
because my own experience furnishes me with a
proof of how low an honorable man may fall, and
how far the magnanimity, or rather justice, I
have been advocating may enable him to rise
again, and try and work out towards his fellow-
men—I know he cannot do so towards God—
reparat,ion for his offence. May I tell youa short
story ?

“Certainly,” said my aunt; but she looked
uneasily towards me.

“ Let Mabel stay and hear me,” said Mr. Ellison ;
¢ ghe lesson is for her to learn, and my story will
do her no harm.”

He took a few turns through the room, asif
collecting his thoughts, and then began. If my
readers wonder that, at fourteen, my memory
. retained the details of such a conversation, let
me explain, that many times since then has this
gubject been renewed and discussed by my
guardian and me.

« Many years back,” said Mr. Ellison, ** I knew
two friends. They were young men of very
different character, but, for ought I know, that
might have been the eecret of their attachment.

he elder, whom, for distinction’s sake, I will
call Paul, was o™ a thoughtful, reserved turn of
mind. He was given a good deal to speculations

about the moral capacities and infirmitiea of his !

own nature and that of his race, and had a deep
iuward enthusiasm for what he conceived to be
goodness and virtue; and I will do him the
justica to say, he strove so far asin him lay to
act up to bis convictions. The younger—we will
eall him Clement—was of a lighter temper.
Generous, frank, and vivacious, he was a far more
general favorite than his friend ; but yet, when
men of experience spoke on the subject, they
gaid, the one was, no doubt, the most lovable, but
the other the most trustworthy. Well—for I do
not wish to make a long story of it—Clement,
who had no secrecies from hia friend, had made
him long ago the confidant of a strong but un-
fortunate nttachment of his. Unfortunate, Isay;
rot but that the lady was eminently worthy, but,
alas! she was rich, and he but a brief-hunting
barrister, Clement had a chivalrous sense of
honor, and had never shewn sign or uttered word
of love, though he confessed he had a vague,
gecret hope that the girl returned his feeling.
He blushed, however, like a woman when he
made thisadmission,and would fain have gainsayed
it as presumption the moment after. He rather
wwisely, but most natarally, still visited at the
house, where the parents, suspecting nothing,
received him cordially ; and at length he ventured
to introduce Paul there too, in order that his
friend might judge for himsclf of the perfections
of his mistress.

¢ Tt is not necessary to describe the danghter;
suffice it to say, Paul found in her person anl

character not only enough to justify Clement’s
choice, but to excite in his own mind a passion
of a strength corresponding with the silent energy
of his character. He kept his secret, and heard
Clement talk of his love with the patience of a
friend, while secretly he had to contend with the
jealousy of 2 lover. DBut he did contend againss
it, and strove to master himself; for apart from
what bonor and friendship enjoined, he saw
plainly that Eleanor favored the unexpressed,
but with 2 woman's keenness, half-guessed love
of Clement. He forbore to visit at the house, In
spite of the double welcome his relation to Clement
and his own social position—for Paul was rich—
had obtained for him there. Time passed, and
Paul was still at war with an unconquered weak-
ness, when Clement got an appointment in India.
‘Before you go,” said Paul to him, ‘you will
speak to Eleanor ¥

#¢No,’gaid Clement, after painful deliberation;
‘the chances of my success are still doubtful:
when I have proved them, and can satisfy her
parents, I will write.

“‘You may lose her through your over-
scrupulousness.’

] may,’ said Clement ; * but if she loves me,
she has read my heart, and I can trust her.’

 Clement, therefore, took his secret to India
with him, and Paul was left at home to fight with
a gigantic temptation. I reed not go into the
subtleties it assumed ; but for 2 long time he was
proof against them. He would not sacrifice
honor and friendship, the strength of a good
conscience, and the principles he revered, to
gelfish passion and inclination. One evering
however, he yiclded to a weakness he had several
times overcome, and went to the house. He said
to himself he would see how she bore Clement’s
absence. Eleanor received him with a kindness
she had pever shewn before. Her parents
politely hoped, when he rose to leave, that they
were 1ot to In<e hig society as well as Clement’s.
That night cast the die. ‘I love her,’ said Paul
to himsclf; ¢ Clement does no more. I have the
same right as he to be happy.’ Madam,” added
Mr. Ellison abruptly, ¢ you guess what followed.
Paul, with his keen sense of rectitude, his
ambitious aspirations, yielded, and fell.”

My guardian paused. My whole girl's heart
was in his story: I forgot my humbled position,
and exclaimed eagerly: “But did Eleanor love
him ”

Mr. Ellison looked at me quickly, and then half-
smiled. The smile was a relief to me, for it
brought back the usual expression which he had
lost during the telling of this story.  * You shall
hear,” he resumed presently. “Paul having de-
cided to act 2 fraudulent and unworthy part,
used all his powers to gain his object. ¢ Honour
and self-respect I have lost,” he said; ‘love and
gratification I must have.! It was a terrible
period that followed, The suit he urged with
such untiring zeal seemed to gain slow favonr
with Eleanor. Her parents were already his
supporters; and with the irritating hopes and
fears of an ardent but baffled lover, were mixed
the stinging agonies of remorse and shame.
Clement’s periodical letters,long since unanswered
were now unrcad; to him, such as he now wag,
they were not addressed—that sweet friendship
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was buried with hig youth’s integrity., I will not : suffered, but I believe hLe was at this time
linger,” sald my guardian hurriedly, “ Paul won ; deeply mistaken, increasingly criminal. If a
the prize which he had sought at such a cost ; | man’s sin be black as hell—and bis was black—

Eleanor’s cousent was gained, and the marriage- | remorse cannot mend it : so long as he lives, life
day was appointed. I don’t think even then he ! requires duties and effort from him; let him not
go deceived himself as to think Le was happy. ! think he is free to spend it in this selflsh absorp-
tion.”

Moments of tuwmultous emotion, of feverish ex-|
citement, that he misnamed joy, he had, but his} **True,” said my aunt; *“ bui let him not expect,
even though he strive to rise and partially

blessedness had escaped him. Not only his I
conscience told him was Clement defrauded, but | succeed, that he is to be respected as a worthier
Eleanor was deceived. To hear her express at j man.”
any time indignant scorn of what was base or| ‘‘ A year passed,” resumed my guardian, without
mean, was a mortal torture so exquisitly acute i heeding the remark, “ and Clement returnied to
that only those can conceive it who have stooped  England. Originally, he had a noble soul;
to a like degradation. A night or two before iL)he jsanoctifying sorrow y}‘:ad made him great. He,
day fixed for the wedding, Paul went as usual to !inguired after his former fiiend, wrote to
her house. Just before he took his leave, Eleanor ; him, assuring him he could meet Eleanor now
left thelroom aﬁd rehtur]ncd wit.h a letter}. Thez'ala }‘:'ith It‘pe cahlx:ness Iof fri(;nds}gp;f and forcned
was a glow on her cheek as she gave it him, . himself upon him. 1 say forced, for, natura
have long determined, she su?d, ‘to have no Clement Izvas to Paul ayrlx accus{ng ;mge]. A};’
momentous secrets from him whois to be my hus-, agonised retribution was at hand for the latter:
band : it will be better for you to know this. | Eleanor died in her first confinement, after but a
“He took the letter. I see you guess the:few hours’ illness; her infunt even died before
sequel : it was from Clement. It told the story ; her. In this extremity, well was it for Paul that
of his long silent love, for he w23 now in a posi- | Clement was at band: in his overwhelmmg grief,
tion to satisy his own scruples and tell.it. With | the past seemed cqncclle«l; he could claim and
the fear upon his mind that even now his treasure ' endure his friend’s magnanimous tenderncss.
{nxgh§ eTczq})le him, Paul clung todit morejl\thenfhe recovered from this(‘itroke, h}(: x('loused
cnaciously than ever ; passion smothered remorse. | himself to a new existance. ement had suae-
¢ Well,” he asked, looking at her almost ficreely, ; ceeded in convincing him of his forgivness, of his
13 = - . - . < 1
does the seeret go no further | continued friendsbip even.  ‘After the first shock
‘¢ Very little further,Paul,’ said Eleanor gravely. | of feeling,’ he said, * he thought of what a nature
“Iloved Clement once, but I thouzht he trifled like yours must suffer, which had been tempted
with me; were it not now honourably oo late— I to such an act, changed. stowly, I grant, but still
Ilo‘ve you now. . I changed, resentment into syx?pathy. For my
“P ul felt a sudden impulse to confess the ! own cousolation, Istudied the New Testament ; it
whole truth, but it was transient. e had felt has taught me lessons which I think, Paul, vou as
many such an impulse before, Lbut had conquered Liell ;SMI lzz;ve missed. I won't in’sult ;;(')u by
it ; should he, on the eve of possession, with that dwellingon my free pardon ; if it i3 worthy of ac-
. m tia earg vl 91 % Jode v . » h
tL:.;‘\Ll‘;mCG x;x ils ears, )}'mld now ? . . ;kno“ledgmenb, put your hand once more to the
But, Mr. Ellison, Icnf:d, mtex‘r}lptmg‘hxm : plough, laboue for the welfare of ot}xet’s, and <o
with the matter-of-fact sagaeity of a child, ** didn’t | work out your own. e argued against remorse,
it seewn strange to Eleanor that Paul had told 'and urged the considerations which I have brought
Clenzent nothing about his engagement 9" {more feebly forward, with such effect, that Pral
. “*Ah, Mabel,” sighed my guardian, “ no great 'laid them to heart, and strove to test their truth.
&in but has its lesser ones.  Long since, Paul had , With God's forgivness sought and obtained, and
found it necessary to tell Eleanor a false story | that of the man he had iujured—with principled
concerning hiz present suspension of intercourse | drawn from a deeper and diviner source than he
with Clement.” had known before—~with a spirit humbled but not

I think this absolute lie of Paul's touched my
cunt as sensibly as any point in the bistory, for
gle broke silence.  “ And what,” she said, “ was
tue end of this wretched young man’s history ?
Are you going to tell us we must not despise
Lim?”

“QOne moment longer,” urged my guardian,

“and you shall pass your judgment. Paul
married FEleanor: you are surprised? Alas!
poetical justice is not the rule of thislife. Yet

why do I say alas? has it not a higher rule? He
married her then, each loved the other, but Paul
was a miserable man. His friends noticed it;
naturally then this wife ; but he kept his secret;
no wonder months wrought upon him the effect
of years. Nevertheless, he neglected his duties,
he had no heart for them : self-contempt, a bitter
remorse, cankered every aspiration, enfeebled

effort, sapped and destroyed his capabilities. |

Life slipped wasted through his fingers. I could
ot says Mr. Ellison, “ give vok an idea what he

crushed, he proved that life still lay before him a3
| & field for honourable and remunerative labour. I
i believe his friend respected him more in tiis
i second stage of bis experience than before; I
know he did not respect himless. Will any other
presume to do 502" asked r. Ellison, approach-
ing my aunt. “Ay dear friend, wonder not at
| my tenderness to Mabel; that is the salutary ro-
-suit of s0 eevere an experiencc: it is my own
story I have toll.”

I'think my aunt must have guessed the truth
j ere this, for she made an immediate answer.
y was silent with astonishisent. My guardiad
turned and looked at me. * Mabel,” he said
| earpestly, “let me not have humbled mysg\f be-
| fore you in vain, God preserve you from sinning
| against your own nature and Him; but where
| you fall, God give you grace and strength to 1iee
and strive again. And grant me this too, 1Y
child: in after-life you may have muchinﬂu?u?e:
for wy sake, for your own experience of suflering
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aad shaise, be merciful to the wrang-doer! Make
# one of your duties to help the fallen, even
though she be a woman, aud convince her that
all is not lost in oue faise step.  God provides
against his creatuie’s remorse—shall man be less
mercitul w hig brothee ?”

S N, Ellison,” said iy aunt, * the lite of cffort
and scli-deaial you have led condemns my severs
ity. I lhave beentoo harshis but I must seriously
revicw this argument.  Mabel, come here!'—
approacized her timidly 3 she drew me nearer.—
“COue mnst siill vepent before they can be pare
doned,” site said; “but [ think you do repeunt,
Mahi??

My tears fiowed, ¢t Aunt, forgive me.” I whis-
pered : ¢ Lawm gorey indeed. T don't like to gy
i, but I think 1 shull never tell a fie again ¥"

Shu kissed mie, and rose up ; there were tears
i horeves. * Letithe, then, as thougy it fud
;mever been, execpt to teach you M. Ellison's
Jonsare: " siic duid.  She then appruached iny guur
dis. ¢ 1 knew not,” she added in a softencd
sone, and hobding out Bier hand with an air of
respect, *how much you lost some years ago by
Clement's death,  Henceioth, you and I will be
Dettor fiienda”

Mr. Bliizon preseed her hand in silence: 1saw
ke coulil noz speak; T had an instinct that he
woul wizh to be alone, so I followed my aunt
quickly out of the room.

She turited Kindly vound, and despatched me
on sonte message as of okl 5 1 felt I was forgiven !
Before tultilling it, { ran into wy voom and shut
ghe doue  tien knecling down by the bedside. §

ved a3 [ had not hefore doue, with goftencd
e and-comtrite tears, for Guid's forpivhess,
Tisose few hours linve inllacuced a difetime.

SONNET—THE VISION.
Fhe rose Liefure him in the loveliness
And light of davs loug vanished ; but her aie
Was marked with tender xadnesz, a3 if care
Had lef 2= traces written, though distress
Was felt o longer.  Through her shadawy dress
And the duik ringlets of her lowing haie
Trenhled the silvery moonheams, ac ghe there
8ro0:d uidst their weeping glory motionless,
And prle as marble statue ot 2 tomb,
But there were waits more heavenly in her face,
Than when her cheek was radiant with the bl
Which his false love had blighted;
Came iike some angel minister of grace,
And Tocked forgiveness of his broken vaw,

AGNES STRICKLARD,

When we denounce “the world™ we should
romenshor that we form part of it

Brware of jidzing hastily 3 it is hetter to sus-
pend an opiinn than (e reiract an assertion.

We give swar unthing =0 generously, and e
oelve wothing v reluctautly a3, advice.

PRETYY MARY.*
BY JOUN MEKWYL.

“Of course, of course,” replivd thesteward,
bowing pulitety, but mentally resolving that
the docrof communication should he bolwed,

Flicir hostess now taking the light, preceded
themn up a large, old, wooden stuircese, from
which they emerged upon a covered gallery
running along the front and two wings of the
house ; and though the night was coning on
very dark, they could peseive that the view
was on a farm yard,  They passed nincrous
doors and windows of chanibiers giving on this
gallery, which evidently had not beenin much
request of late, for the doors were haif une
hinged, and every now and then swung back-
wards aud forwards as the wind, pow vising in
the forest, came whistling through the hnge
desolate building. Mary stonped at oue of
the last of these in the front paet of the inng
it scemed in bietter condition tizan the rest,
and was prabably that of the 100t most in
use.  Her key suon opened ity and she Jighted
the strangers in. - The apartuy ot consisted of
two comfurtably large rovms, with iuany beds,
but scanty furniture, and a most disserecable
superabundance of doors and windows, Un
the whaole, 2 more gloowy atiair could not
easity bo conceived, It struck chift even to
the heart of the steward: but the hostess cut
shart the exuostulations she sue hovering on
the old man’s lips, by assuring him these were
hier very best roomns, and she bad v e other
ready in the bouse,

“«Well," said he, “as they are not very
gay, aud or suppur was not over plentifl, we
really want sowzething to cheer us up—some
nice warm evening cap, such as you cuce
Kuew how to prepare so well, aud used to cail
wy night cap, you pretly rogue, do you re-
wember 7 and thehand of ber former avquiiin-
tance would have volunteered *he paternal
caress of other days, but Mary shirunk from it
as if it bad heena blow. ’

* T will bring you somcthing aver which to
smoke your piges,” and, having lightad a cou-
pie of tallew candles that weore «n the tuble,
she withdver,

The bookseller had kindly taken charge of
the singulasly clongated packsge thst excited
so much solicitadde In the lalian’s Lreast,
whilst the latter groaned under the weight of
his two cnormnus saddle bags,

“Juis very light for so lonz a thing,” said
the hookseller, putting his Lwthen on the
talde as he spoke; *it was & mere nothing to
pop it under sy arm; here goes what is heae
vier—(hats my portmantean,”

“ And hiere goes what'sas beavy.” sqid the
steward, following his examyple by denoxitin
his luad on the table, whilst the Ttalian pil
his bags by the side.

*Continucd frou jege 316, volumes.
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% One might alizost think,” said the youn-
ger Geaman, *that there wasno other living
ercature in the house but this dark-looking
womnr, b never saw so desolate an jon”

“ 1 have iy 1easons tor believing it less
lencly than you imagive.” replied the Halian,
S there was 1o meat for onr supper, there
was an abundant sunpiy of it for others, Who
these others may be—here he shrugged his
shoulilers—* God knows, but it bodes us no
good.”

 {ow came you to find that out 2” remark-
ed the loolsaller,

“Oh! by the merest zecident in the
world,” repiicd the ethers I happened to
100k in at the Kichen nindow, and saw two
stout weazhies preparing cuoughemeat for ten
individualy”

“ Were vou seen” aked his interrogator.

“T think not,” he quickly answered, *“but
the waids exedungred sech glenees of jntelli-
genee that 1 shoutd net be surprised il was,?

4T hese peaple have certainly cote down in
the worid sine T was last hery,” said the
steward, “hut 1 did uat expect to find it so
poor a plice, or 1 shonli—-"

The words died o his lips, for Mary re-en.
tered, bringing in what be had desired.  She
louke ! severey at the Yudian,

“You had net a very goad mend of it,” said
she, *“addressing him in o sotmewhat marked
manncr, “for althaigzh we had better provi.
sions zhout the piave than 1 could atford to
give vou, I was ollized 10 reserve them for
the farms hoyvs, whoin 1 expect every moment.
from the fields; or yea kuew)” wdiled she,
turniay to the steward, *farming is our chief
occupaiion, and the ine is mevely a secondary
branch of industry.  Gf course 1 could wot
think of devanging the poor provle’s usual re-
past, aiter a Eard day’s wark, for chance visi-
tors;” and, with anything but a fiendly
smile, she withdrew,

*You hinve been seen,” obscrved the ook-
actler o the Lalizn, with 2 somnewhat crest-
failen air.

“She pravides well for her peaple,” replied
the hatian g * Fihing few faomboys ave better
treated. 1 owish we were well out of this
place: I disliked it from the very first, and
ovarythiing since has aded (9 my saspicion.”

1 crunat Ining wvseltio think thereisany
Barm shout 31" said the steward, “1 have
known pretty Mary . long. True, neither
she nor fier ei-oustances seem jmproved of
Tate, but yet 1 eanned shave your donbits”

“Whence dstes vour acquaintance” in-
terrupted fhe Daban, pastiing back witis his
hand the proffered deught which the young
Gerian was taslering him, and fixing his
quick carer glance upan the steward whilst
he reptied ;

“ 1 isa lang stors to 1), hat if it amuser
you 'o listen to it wver your glass, Tam quite
ready to give it you”

& Under the present circumstances, nothing
can have more intero =t for us than an account
of this woman. Pray begin— weare all can”

The bookseller had by this tiue opened the

 pear] tobaceo bag i Dorotlea hed wrought

for him, aud having drawn fromhisc ) ockethin
travelling pipe, he prepaved to sonthe hin
growing alarme, and posibly the tedionsness
of the tale, with the delight of the saporife-
rous herb, and echoed the wish of his neigh-
bour. «

“ftis many years hack—I shorld think
about fifteen,” began the steward, *when 1
first saw pretty Mary  You both smile, and
shake your heads, at (ke cpithet which, fromn
habit, I still apply to her.  Sie is faded now,
and you cannot possibiy imagine Low traly
she once deserved i, Ay, ay, [ rewcmber
her well, with her bricht evesand resy checksy
white teeth and merry tauch, Jhere was not a
comclicr or more huxon lass in the whole
villaze. She liked to be 1ol she was pretty
—and where’s the harm? 10 for my part,
have always thonght her more gididy and fool-
ish, but less guilty than atbers have done—"

“Perhaps you may have heen ineder the in-
fluence of the bright eyesand rosv chieeks you
have just described,” said the Malian, with &
sly look.

4 Sir, I was an o'l m:an avd the fthier of a
family," gravely repiicd the steward, “and
therefore could take in Mary oaly the niost
fatherly interest.  She was forn uot far from
the Castle Rantzan, mud her parenty, who
were poor lahourers, sent her carly to service
in the little inn of our village, Welido T re-
member the sensation she ore ted on her srri-
val. Nothing was 1oord of but her beauty,
In loss than a week e of {nined universally
the cognomen by which 1 call Ler, and whid
she has kept to this doy i our village; in &
conple of weeks more the watronsef the place
declared her to be a saney, filpant givd, whose
acquaintance they forbaie their daughters,
and prayed their sons to avoiid. 1, myself
saw no harm whatever abeui the girl—she
was merry and frec in Ler mnuners (o he sure,
but she wonld hand an olid man like e bis
can of beer with as goad a grace. m-i winning
a smile, as i€ T had heen thie fiishiest 1ad in
the village. Tmust teld you hat fion Rant-
zau {0 the willage it i a nwere wall) and one
which I was in the halit of takivg nlmost
cvery cvening, for the space of many years,
this walk always hronzght e ta the nent, idy
tittle inn, kept by 1y fiend (e post-naster,
where T regularty sinehediny pipe, nid Sipped
iy beer, in compuny witk 2 fow oid tied
friends, reading our newspuper, tuthing over
the poiitics of the day, and diseussing the
then scandals of aur viilags, ang these of our
vouth, A pleasant time we had of it—but,
lack-a-day, our rank« are thinned sinee then
———ah! where wac {?  Protey Mary had not
long Leen in the i as chief maid—my old

)
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friend the post-master was dead, and his son,
slad T had dandled on my knee, had suc-
ceeded to the business, for his old mother
knew no more ahont i than the cuckoo. It
was as neat an excd Bzlunent as a man nced
to have; a snug inn i was—with wellilled
oellars—{ive post-Lorses in the stable—a few
postidions, who ccrved as farm-boys at the
same time, 1n short, pothing could be more
complete. 1 must not forget to add that he
likewise kept our only post-oftice. Ie wasa
good-tocking, good-natured, obliging fellow us
ever lived.  Muy be he had one or two little
follies, such ais lutting his moustachios grow,
and wearing a green coat like my lord's chas
sour, and that, too, after I had warned him
against sach apishricss, but, on the whale, he
was 2 good boy, and 1 loved him well, both
for his faiher's sake and hisown,  1s0on saw
how matiers stood between him and Mary.,
Ay, had siae chosest ity she might have been
tha honest, Liaj py wife of as thriving a lad as
say we havae in our parts,  Not that Mary be-
grudged him Ler swiles or her soft looks, hut
at the botte:n she doved another,  The thing
passed thus—the posi-master’s old mother,
who had been very strictin her day—God
assoilize her—[{ere gues io her memory, gen
tlemen 1”  So saying, the henest old steward
empticd his glass, wihich had stood for seme
time untasted befere him,

“Well, she wauld not hear of the match,
sad wished to turn pretty Mary out of the
house, saying sie was over light for the like
of her son, and :hat if his wife were poor she
should, at least, be honest.  The boy did not
belicve hor, and vould have married Mary for
all that, being much of my opinion, that she
had too wmany asdmirers among the jen to
have the good will of the women. The girl
had consented, and the wedding was to take
place very shorily, when a conversation he
accidentaliy overheard in his own stables
proved to him, that, had he concluded the
affair, he would have been greatly duped, and
that if it were any cne’s duty to repair the
peor maiden’s honour ke certainly was not the

r: ¢n whein this duty ought to devalve,

e truth is, my geod fiicnds, her true afice-
tion was given to a squinting, red-haired pos-
tillion, by name Peter Sticber.  He was asill-
favoured, and as ill-bohaved 2 man as ever
happened to sce—very much addicted to
drink and profligate habits, and the little we
koew of him—for he was not of our village,
bat came from a distant part of the country—
made us dislike him every day more and more,
Not so Mary. ler whole heart, it would
soem, was bound up to this man, at least so
her after Lehaviour would lead me to belicve,
The postmaster, who had already often
theught of dismissing him for his dissolute
habits and frequent and unaccountable ab-
osmoe, now hesitated no longer, and uncer-
smgpiously disturbing the téte-a-téle he had

£o opyortunely overheand, he turned out Peter
Sticber that very hour. But hie could not
find it in hisheart to do the same by pretty
Mary, however eruelly she had deceived him g
fur he well knew such a proceeding would at
once complete ber ruit in ihevillage, that hee
wany rivals would greatly joy in her shame,
and vopay her former scorniul and sneering
manner to them with every Litter insult the;
conld think «f. Hlis geodness of heart tn-
umphed, and so he left pretty Mary withouta
word of reproxch 3 but the eusning week found
a gentle, prudent gir! of the neighhourhood
Linvested with all the honours of postiistress
atshe quiet, little inn,  Great, doubtless, was
Mary's disappointment; and whether her
proud spirit couid ot trook to ofny where
she once thought to command, or whether it
was that the young wifi- was not without her
Jealousies about Mary and made her uincomfor-
table, or, it way be from zome other causes,
Mary soon after jeft the inn, und ruuoved to
another in the neighbowing town., Affairs
aiten brought me to her new residence. Here,
although her beauty was stiil an oliject of re-
mark, it did not excite the same heart-burn-
ings and jealon-ivs which it bind oecasioned inm
our viilage; nad for a very simple reason.  She
no longer soticed the young men of the placs,
having cvidently given up all hopesof an hoa-
onrable establishuient, and kept all her coquet-
ries for chance travellers who put up at her
waster's house, It went on very well for a
time but some of the better sort of visitors
complaincd of her bioldness and obtrusiveness,
and her irregularities at last hecame such and
so glaring that the innkeeper put her out of
doors, -

“Pretty Mary, in the course of a couple-of
years, experienced precisely the sawe fate in
several of the better hostleries of the neigh-
bouring towns and villages, and disappeared
all of a sudden frain that part of the country.
The poor girl had so lost hersclf, that none
even of her past admirers thought it worth
while to inquire into the matter. I was one
of those who, ¥ Lelicve, pitied her most sin-
cevely. T maust teil you that from the moment
of his dismissal by the Postmaster, Peter
Sticber had never becn secn nor heard of
more. Now, putting that together with the
complaintsall Marv's successive masters made
of her, nawmely, that she constantly ab-
senting herself without being able, or willing,
to account for it in any way, and the g::
mystery in which she tried to envclope
absences—all this, I say, lcd me to conclude
that Pcter Sticber was not far off, that he still
exercised an undue influence over poor Mary,
and was the cause of many of her follies; mer
wasI far wrong, as you will soon perceive, A
few ycarsafter pretty Nnminguhr disap-
pearance, the affairs of my the Count of

Rantzau brought me this way ; what was
mymwintgﬁndbertho wxdwiﬁd

AY
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Peter Sticber, and mistress of a large and com:
fortable inn. 1 could not help suspecting
Mary’s beauty had somewhat contributed to
the comforts T saw around them.  That she
was not quite reformed several circamstances
led me t belivve; and although Peter Sticber
was wore active than [ had known him, T
could wasily perecive that he had made a bru-
tal hashand, and a drunken, disobliging host ;
but Maryy poor soul, in spite of all her levity,
scement devotudly attached to him,  Besides,
ghe received me with so frank and cordial a
welcome thut 1 could not have harboured an
unkind thought of her, vor did I choose to
dwell o much upon her past existence.”

“ave you performed this journey often?”
inquired the bovkselier.

“ Never from that day to this,” answered
the steward ;. “andsad isthe change that has
taken place since then, bothin the peopleand
the objects around them.  Pretty Mary’s
friendly smiles have disappeared with her
beaury, and the whole concern seems to have
gone to ruin, [ dare say all this has been
effccted by Peter Sticber's evil propensities,
and that sorrow and suffering have made of
the poor girl what she now is."

“1id you sleep here on that occasion?”
sgain interrupied the bookselier.

T4 Ay, that did T, and spent & part of the
next day iicre into the bargain, although the
Count was anxiously expecting his monies—
for [ was bhent on precisely the same errand
as that which now takes me to F——, but it
wasa gy time in this part of the country—it
being Kirmess—and the inn so crowded 1
could not have a private chamber for love or
moncy, and was obliged to spend the nightin
the public room with numbers of other people,
and they drank, and sang, and made them-
sclves so merry, thatIcould not close my eves
all nizht.  But still I 1eft the place with re-
gret, and Little dreamed 1 should ever find it
20 altercd.”

“ How comes the woman by so accurate a
knowledge of your journcy and its objects?”
still persizted the inquisitive bookseller, shak-
ing the ashes out of his expiring pipe, whiist
the Italian continued to listen in siience, his
large hright eyes graduaily iucr asing in size
and lustr- 25 the steward’s story came to a
close, and evidently sharing the young Ger-
man’s cariosity.

“ Why, Mary was born on the estate of the
Count, and of course knows well the time at
which we collect the rents,—knows, too, pretty
well to what they amount, and did not fail,
whilst at tie inn of our village, to J-ick up
some information about our atfairs™ lere
the honest steward, having given due empha-
ais to the significant plural, drew himself up
with agreataicof dignity and selfimportance,

Yooking from cne face to another to enjoy the | ed,

effect it should have produced. But he was
diappointed ; the bookseller’s countenance

expaessed nothing but perplexity and care,
whilst the forcigner secmed lost in abitiae
tion,

* What on earth make youlook 50 moody,
comrade ¥ suid the ol man, addressing his
countryman. “lIs it the recital of preity
Mury's misfortunes, or this evening's wretched
accommodation "

“1 was reflecting,” answered the hook-
seller, “on the very bad character which,
from your own account, it would seem
the people of this house deservedly em-
Jjoy, and how far it may be likely to aflect us
on the present ocension,  The woman knows
of a large sum being in the house, ind thereis
no Kirmess, I can tell you, however snuch
your vivid recollection of heronce rosy checks
and warm smiles may veassure you, 1, who
huve seen nothing of cither, feel anythirg but
comforted by the story of her past lite.”

“1t is strange,” replied the steward, 41
cannot take that view of the case; and you,
Sir,” added he, turning to the ltalian, *“ a wo-
man may be light and not criminal--Eh

“In my wanderings through the werid, T
have often found the one thing led to the
other,” replied the Italian with a swmile that
seemed but little in harmony with the sulject
in discussion anc the words he uttered; “ and
if you, indeed, wish to know my candid opi-
nion, which, after all, may not be useless to
you, [ think you had better frame your minds
to that which will cortainly take places X
mean a night attack, for which, howcver, gen-
tlemen, if I understand you aright, durinz the
course of our short acquaintance, you are both
fully prepared.”

The Italian's mantion of & night atiack, and
the tirm decided tone in which he spoke, pro-
duced a starting change in bis two compan-
ions,

“How sot What do youmean?” cxclaim-
cd the bookseller, turning deadly palc, and
rising in alarm, whilst the steward gazed at
himn, aghastand speechless, some dawaing fears
beginning to clcar up the mists of his sone-
what dense comprehension.

“ You, Sir,” suid the stranger, firstanswes-
ing the booksellur’squery, *havencverceased
vaunting the flectucss of your good hoise ; and
you,” hie continued, addressing the steward,
*“if I am not mistaken, have pistols.”

“Sancta Maria! do you think I ever load
them?” cried the now terrified steward, ex-
panding his pale blue eyes to their utmost ea-
pability, the roscate hue that had forsaken his
cheeks to refugiate itsclf in his capacious rose,
rapidly (urning to blue.

** And how am I to et at my horse ¥ pite-
ously added the no less frightened bookseller,

“ Certainly neither unscen nor unprevents
"' said the Italian,

“ What then shall we dot"

“Ach! ach!” sighed the steward; “but
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we must be mistaken—it cannot be that we
are in any danger here,”

“Let us fly this minute,” cried the book-
sgeller, making towards the door with uncer-
tuin steps,

“Hold! What are you about?" said the
Ttalian. ¢ Had you never entered this place it
would have been wiser, but as it is, precipita-
tion would only seal your doom,”

As neither of his compasionsoffered to stir,
and he would not for worlds have crossed the
threshhold alone, the arguments of the stran-
ger prevailed ; and, without furthzar discussion,
the bookselier returned to hisseat,

“And vow, gentleten,” continued the Ita-
lian, who, although his sallow countenance
grew paler, gave no other outward signs of
emotion than might be betrayed by the com-
pression of his lips and the lighting up of his
¢y, *suflerine toretire to the separate apart-
went you were kind enough to provide for me.”

“uh! No! nol—youare without defence!”
screamed the steward, to whom the sight of
the forcigner's calmncess and collected air gave
the only scrap of courage he could muster, now
such horrid doubts had taken possession of
hissoul, “Lct us ramain together—we can
always be some protection to you;” and his
trembling hand sought that of the diminutive
stranger, butonly caught the inordinately long
queue which, according to the fashion of the
g:{adependcd from that worthy’s dark shock

“ And I—I will stand by you to the last,”
murmured in faint accents the young book-
seller, making a desperate effort to tuke hold
of him,

“Thank you—thank you both,” sid the
siranger, shaking them off; “but T will tell
you, for your consolation, that I am better pre-
ﬁ:re.x for the struggle than you fancy—per-

ps better than yourselves.,” Here ne gave
them one of his pecaliar and sneeriu’g smiles.
“1 am not without arms, gentlemen;” so say-
ing, he dragged his last saddle-bag into the
adjoming room, to which he had aircady hur-
ried his luggage since the close of Mary's
story, and deaf to all intreatics, he shut and
bolied the door behind him.

Great was his companions’ consternation,
snd bitterly did they repent having so incon-
siderately banished the stranger trom their

room.

“Alas! that1should ever havebeenobliged
toleave my family and quiet frieside, to expose
myseif to such cnormous perils,” groaned forth
the steward in the bittorness of his heart,
“and that for no good that is cver likely to
wcruuo to megom‘my 'l;isks.; the pal

“My poor Dorothea,” sai e young
-man, with quivering lips, ** what will become
of her if harm be&llgmg"‘

“What would my family— nay, the Count
Simself, do i{ my carthly career be thus cut
short? Where will Lie find & man so trusty,

so able, so devoted, so courageous,—ach!
ach!” und he wrung his hands in despar,

“If I come not buck she'ii break her beart "
lere the bookseller drew out his pocket hand-
kerchief, unable any longer to control his emo-
tions.

“Tam only sixty-three,” said in a lunenc
table tone his old companion.

“She is only nincteen,” sighed forth the
bookseller.

“My father dicd at eighty-five, and T am
only sixty-three.” Here the worthy steward
burst into & passion of tears, whilst hix young
friend chimed in with bis sobs,

The scenc was every moment augmenting
in pathos. Toadd to their terror, tie storm
without, which had been gradually vising since
sunset, now blew a hurricane; the thunder
rolled atintervals, the lightning played through
the large, desolate apartment, throwing into
fantastic shape with strong light and bLlack
shadow the few objects it lighted upon. Their
lamentations grew louder and louder, and their
sorrow was increasing in violence, when it was
suddenly checked by the strange sounds that
procecded from the stranger’s chamber, Ever
since he had been there he had shown quite
as much restlessness as on the previous eve;
but so long as they heard nothing reimurkas
ble, the two Germans were too much wrapped
up in their fears, and busy with their own
complaints, to pay the least attention: but
now, even in spite of their critical situation,
their curiosity became roused, and their tears
ceased to flow as they listened intentiy to the
smallest movement of their singular associate.
Previously they had distinetly heard him
dragging the furniture allabout the room, and
they naturally concluded he was barricading
himself in ; now, however, to their extrcme
surprise, they fancied they heard him unpack-
ing. They came closer to thie door—listened
more attentively—they were not mistaken,
the trailing of ropesand unlocking of padlocks
was too familiar 2 sound not to be recognired,
They immediately ducided he was seeking his

istols; but when the unpacking continued
for solong & space of tiine that it rather scemed
like the operations of a traveller-returned
home after a journey and setting all to rights
about him, and when the bustle increased
from minute to minute, the wondering Ger-
mans were lost in conjecturcs. The circum~
stance had, however, one good result for them
—it enabled them to forget, in some measure,
the alarm that had ncarly distracted them,
The thought never onceoccurred to ther minds -
that they might profit by the exsmple of the
foreigner, barricade themscves in, and make
at least a show of resistance. Indeed, had
they possessed sufficient coolness.to take such
a determination, they would still have rcjected .
the plan as unsafe, and only likely to aggra-
vate their danger.  Asitwas, ahappy change” .

had come over theirspirit.  Timid minds poss: ;
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sens a proper ¥ hizhly agreeable to them i
depressing virsumetanees, and which consixts
in disputing, or completely denying, the exis-
tence of danrers which they know neither how
to face nor wvoitd.  From having given way to
utter hopclessness, they suddenly passed to
fresh douhts amd new hopes,  The transition
was so congenat! to thur natnre, they felt <o
by the iden of having heen misted by

relieved
their own weahness, and that the Italisn had
excited their tenrs werely in jest—for they
could not othewise account for his coolnes:
and Dis smite—all these considerations were
80 encomaziisras to banish fiom their breasts
theunuleasant i, ¢ iug whichhad, by 2 mement
before, such entire possession of them,  They
thougi:t thems dves gradually into perfent come
posurs, and heecane altogether oceuoied with
the ereatiings, pallings, haulings, aud varvious

PRETTY MARY.

only tusinuating the clause that veal danger
wust have been incurred.

“Thatll not fail,” said the steanger, * of
that rest assured. 1 wish 1 could he as securs
of your gratitude as I am that there will be
cause for it,  Now listen to me. 1o not fol-
iow me into my chamber, but sit so near to it
as to be able to rushiin at the very first alarm,
I shalt leave any door but half closed for the
purpose.  Remember, the moment you enter
to hide yourself bebind the first otjeet of con-
cealizent you finc.  Mind, gentlemen, Texpect
you to be us true to your word as 1 shall endea-
vour to be mine” So saying, he withdrew,
gently pushing the doorto without absolutely
closing it.

The Germans dragged  their portmanteaus
quite close .to the door, and cowering dowa
upon them, began, for the first tinze, 10 agitate

other extraotdmary noises the [taian con- | the question behind them, whether they had
tinued to waky,an 1 which, had net the Ger- | not 1s much to apprehend from their singwlar

man been convinced by their own eyesof his
being tie solitary tenant of the apartment,
they coukl never have aseribed to one indivie
dual alone.  Indoed, it was to them a perfect
wonder what lie conld beabout, and their sur-
mises ¢oiw ~tning this mysterious person pro-
longed their conversation until a very late
hour. True, hic moverents were of a nature

assecinte as from the bad Peter Sticher him-
self; but without heing able to come to any
finul conclusion or resolve, Another heavy
quarter of an hour passed without anything
arising that could justify their uncasinees.
They were already beginning to grumble at
the comfortless night their companion had
again contrived to make them spend, when

not to sulfer iheircurinsi y to relax, Now he | suddenly the door flew open, and Mary, with

seemed to be clinbing the walls—now to be
serubbing the {luor—-now to pile up furniture,
and then agnin to knoek it about. At last he
secme! frivly tired out,—a pauseensucd,—the
eyes of the Gurmans were fixed on the door,—
the Lolis were withdrawn, and he appeared
before them wiih so scrious an aspect as again
to cliil the hearts of the two companions,

“They have delayed it long,” he said;
“longer than | had expected, but now they
will soonceme,  low is it, gentlemen, that [
find you so unprepared? Have vou nothing
wherewith to defend yoursclves! Or have
you not ihe spitit to do sot” he concluded,
with & tlashing eye.

“1i there wereanything to dread,” said the
steward, * we liave no means of averting our
fate; Lutl do notsee what real cause we have
to give way to such terrors.  Itisnear twelve
by my watch, and yet nothing bas stirred in
the house.”

% Came, sir, do not throw your life away in
that mannc:. I doubt not it is very dear to
you. I have my treasures, too, but unfortu-
uately they are not.of a nature to make me
very rich.” A bhitter smile passed over the
Italian's [ace as he spoke these words, “A

in is 2 bargain—will you }ny me well if

Tam the means of saving your lives ™
The booksellerunlicsitatingly replied—* Sir,
stadl not name any swin within my power
1 wain, if vou bhat restore me to my Doro-
thea.”  This prafierwas so warmly made that
the old wn- + . st hut follow his cxample,

a wilder look than she had yet worn, rushed
towardsthem,

“What on carth brings you here so late!"”
said the steward, rising, in surprise and ne
small fear, for Mary looked like a ghost with
her ashy cheek, and large, fierce eyes.

“TIheard you talking so late that I thought
you would never retire to rest,” she said, “ and
came to ask if you lacked anything {0 make
you comfortable; *“but whilst she spoke she
threw a rapid glance firstat their persons, them
allaround the chamber.

There was something so strange in her in-
vestigating look that both the men quailed, ter-
rificd, before it.  Suddenly a smile of satisfae-
tion crossed her face—but such a smile—it
turned theirbearts sick tobeholdit.  She then
gave a shrill piercing whistle—the hurried
tramp of heavy feet was heard along the pas-
sage—a pause ensued, then she clapped her
hands three times, and several mer poured
into the room.

At first the Germans were rooted to the
spot with bewilderment; but this sight
brought back their senses, and they both rushe
ed with onc accord into the Italian’s chamber.
Here was ai! total darkness, and the light they
had left in the other room suddenly going ont,
they were compelled to grope their way along
the wall, cach ensconcing himself, as the Ita-
lianhad recommended, behind the first objest
that afforded protection.

(7o de continued.)

Every difference of opivion isnot a difference of
prinniple.
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No. XII.
A fow leaves gathered by the wayside

A WALK TO RAILWAY POINT.

TuirTr years ago, the emiigrant who desired to
settle himself and family in the townships, north
of Ricc Lake, on reaching its southern shore,
after a weary day's journey through roads deeply
cut by ruts and water-worn gullics, could obtain
0o better mode of conveyance across its waters
thau what was affurded by a small skift or canoe,
unless he committed himseclf and his wordly
goods to e safer keeping of a huge,flat-bottomed
ark, called a scow, which usually took two whole
days to perform its toilsome voyage up the long-
winding Otonabee; the navigation of which in
these days, aud indced for many a long year
after that time, was considerably obstructed by
rapids, on the spot now occupicd by the fine,
substantial locks, which afford an casy entrance
to the little luke; and may be called the key to
Peterbora',

Ten years passed on, and the wants of the
traveller who was wending bis way northward,
were met by a small steamer which plyed on
Rice Lake, and took passengers and goods part
of the way, being met by the scow whea the
water was low in the river some miles below the
town, At a certain part marked by a tall pine,
called the Yankee Bonnet, from its top bearing a
vesemblance to that article, Scanty as were the
accomodations on hoard, the advent of thia boat
was liailed with infinite satisfaction, and great
praise was bestowed on the spirited proprietors,
geutlemen and merchants of Cobourg, who had
thus met the requirements of the public, and
doubtlesaly greatly facilitated the settiement of
Peterboro’ and her back country.

By degrees a better class of steamers were
launched on Rice Lake. At this date, no less
than four are cleaving its waters, and enlivening
the lonely shores of the Otonsbes river. And
here it is but just to remark, that where a public
beuefit is to be conferred, the men of Cobourg,
whatever may be their politics or private opinions,
are roadyto come forward heart and hand to
peomote the work.,

" Roads have beea constructed to enable the
traveller after crossing the winter flooring of Rice
Laks to roach Peterboro’ and the surrounding
couutry by the shortest possible route, but ice is
but & treacherous foundation to trast to, and
moreover, there are intervals in oarly winter
Dbefore its anfety has been tested, and in early

VOLo UL—Y

spring, when the sun is exerting its power over
the ice-locked sticams, that a total stop is put
to journcys, cither business or pleasure, unless by
a civcuitous route through the worst of roads by
the head of the lake,

To meet the wants of the fast increasing
population, and to enable Peterboro' to send
forth her abundant stores of lumber, grain, wool,
and dafry produce, to a rveady macket, some.
thing more was requivred,—and lo! ero the
blessing was asked, it was as it were cast
into her lap. No sacrifice of labour, time or
money, was demanded. Let us hope that the
townsmen of Peterboro’ will unite in gratitude
towards the enterprizing men of Cubourg, the
spirited movers of this great work, and national
bencfit—a RaiLroap axp BrinGe Across THE
Rice Lake. A work which when completed will
entich even the poorest of hier backwoodsmen,
and be the meaus of opening out a wide extent
of unreclaimed forest; a field for the future
labours of the industrious farmer, and skilful
mechanic, Will not & work like this ultimately
prove more bezeficial to the Colborne District
than the discovery of mines of silver and gold in
her vicinity ®

As a lover of the picturesque, I must confess
that I have a great dislike torailroads, I cannot
help turning with regret from the bave idea of
scenes of rich rural beauty being cut up and dis-
figurcd by these intersecting veins of wrought iron,
spanaing the beautiful old romantic hills and rivers
of my native land ; but here, in this new country,
there is no such objection to be made, there ave
uo feelings connected with carly associations, to
be rudely violated; no scencs that time has hal.
lowed to be destroyed. IHere, the railroads run.
through dense forests, where the footsteps of man
have never becn impreased, across swamps and:
morasses on which the rays of the sun have
scarcely ever shone, over lonely rivers and wide-:
spread lakes, that have never echoed to the dash
of the oar, orreflected aught on their bosomsbut.
the varied foliage of the overhanging woods.

If little can be said in behalfof the picturesque
beauty of a railway, it may be observed on the
other hand that it is quite as pleasing a sight to.
the eye of most personsasa chaotic map of fallen
pines, and decaying cedars stretching across each
other in wild confusion; that & rail-car is at least:
as'sightly as an ox-cart, or lumber-waggon.. If
its presence does not embellish, neither can it
mar a country where it interferes with none of
our natural beauties, or ancient works of art.
Nay, in future years will ¥ not be looked upon

with veneration and admiration, as were many
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of the public roads and viaducts of ancient
Rome?

Here we have scope and verge enough to act
upon, without offending the cye of taste, or in.
truding upon any man's prejudice or taste. If
the old settierbe in the neighborhood of a railroad,
he can remove elsewhere, and dispose of his
lands to great advantage: the new comer need
not purchase in ita vicinity, if he does not value
the advantages that it offers. The benefittoa
new country, so deficient in really good roads,
must be great; thercfore, I say, let the work go
on, aud prosper—let it stretch from Eastto West;
from the shores of the Atlantie, even to the
Georgian Bay.

Twenty years ago, the mostsanguine speculator
would have emiled sceptically at the suggestion of
a bridge apanning the wide extent of the waters
of Rice Lake,~five years ago, he would have
laughed at such an idea. Nay, within the last
twelve months, the scheme was regarded as an
impossibility, and, behold, it is now half com-
pleted, The difficulties have vanished before the
enterprise and skill of engineers and mechanical
operatives, incited by the assurance of certain
remuneration from the Shareholders.

Quictly and steadily has the work progressed;
the neighbourhood has not been disturbed by
scenes of riot or drunkenness; there has been
no bloodshed nor disorder among the hands; no
man's property has been pillaged, and no one has
suffered wrong ; strict order has been observed,
greatly to the credit of the overseers, whose
respectability of conduct deserves all praise.

In a few weeks longer, and the great work of
pile-driving will be completed, and the shores of
the Township of Hamilton and Otonabee will be
linked together by an enduring monument, greatly
tothe creditof American ingenuity, and Canadian
enterprise, Were I as well skilled in the science
of political economy, 28 Miss Martineau, I might
have enlarged on all the advantages to be derived
from the railroad, butI must leave it to wiser
heads thanmine, to discuss such matters,

It was on a bright summer afternoon, in the
early part of July, that accompanied by my eldest
daughter and some young friends with whom we
were spending the day, Iset out to visitthe works
&t Railway Point, for as yet I kuow no other

more 8'guificant name for the site of the Railway
statiox and future village on this side the lake.
We thankfully accepted of the escort of the mas-
ter of the house, who graciously gave up some
important out-of-door work to accompany us, &
sacrifice of time for'which I hope we were all suf-
Siciently thankful,

The sun was so0 hot that we were glad more
than-once to rest under the shade of some noble
butternut trees, which spread their most refreshe
ing branchesacross the narrow sandy rood, and as
I looked up among the broad-spreading leaf
boughs, I marvelled at the size of the trees which
had been only saplings when first I passed along
that very road some twenty-one years before.
Near the spot where formerly stood the old inn
at the landing place, known as Sully, the path
turned abruptly in 2 direction parallel to the lake
esstward, and we crossed a crazy log bridge over
a small creck and a wilderness of the blueiris and
righes, thistles and wild camomile, and entered
on a newly.cut road which had been opened by
the Railway men for a more ready communication
with the Sully road.

Through an old bit of marshy clearing, thick
covered with rushy grass and small bushes of
dwarf willow and alder, lay our path: the black
sphagnous soil, owing to the long draught was
fortunately for us dry, but an hour's rain would
have made ourfooting far from agreeable. Through
this meadow ran a bright stream which was un-
bridged, save by sundry blocks of granite and
fragments of limestone which afforded a stopping
place to our fect ; from this poiut our way lay
through a regular growth of forest trees, lofty
pines, maple, bass and oak, the dense thicket of
leafy under-wood shutting out the lake from our
sight. You might have imagined yourself in the
very beart of the forest; many rare and beautiful
flowers we gathered, flourishing in the rank soil
among the decaying trunks and branches that
strewed the leafy ground. There, among others,
was that gem of beauty, the chimaphila or shining-
leafed wintergreen ; rheumatism weed, assome of
the natives call it, its dark glossy leaves of holly-
green, and corymba of peach-coloured flowers, its
amethyst-coloured anthers set round the emerald
green, turban-shaped pistil, forming & coutrast of
the most perfect beauty. This elegant flower
might well be called by way of distinction, the
“Gem of the Forest.™ There were pink milk
weeds as fragrant as beautiful, white piroles, and
the dark rich crimson blossoms of the red Sower-
ing raspberry, with many others with which we
quickly filled ourhands ; nevertheless, we were not
sorry when we emerged from the close sultry
forest path, and felt the delicious breéze from the
lake blowing fresh uponus. Theérelay the bright
waters glittering in the sunlight full before us.
The ground in front sloped gently down to the
shore, forming & little peninsula; on one side &

deep cove wooded on its banks to the water's edge,
in front the long line of piles stretching towarde s
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small island on which a station-house is to be
erected for the keeper of the gates, which are to
admit of the egressand regress of boatsand rafts.

Far to the eastward, the shores rose, rounded
with dark forest trees, forming bold capes and
headlands, with bays and inlets, Full in the
apposite shore, lay the extensive clearing of the
Indian village, with the green slopesof Anderson’s
Point, once the memarable scene of an extermi-
pating slaughter between the Mohawks and the
Qjibhewa Indians; their bones and weapons of war,
axes, arrow-heads and scalping knivee, are still
to be found on turning up the now peaceful «oil,
where the descendents of the war-cliefs now reap
a harvest of golden grain, and bow the knee at
the bloodless altar beneath the roof of that
humble village church which silently points
upward to that gracious Saviour who gaid to his
disciples ¢

“ My peace I give unto you, not as the world
giveth it

Many there are who can recall the time when
the very men who inhabit that village knew not
the Lord, but wandered in the darkness of
heathenism, whose hand was against every man,
and every man's hand against them, but who
now worship their God in spirit and in truth,

It is somewhere castward of the church that
the bridge will strike ‘the shore, and so stretch
on through the low lands, which we may call
the vale of the Otonabee, towards Peterboro'.
Further on, westward of the Indian village, ave
the two mouths of the river, divided by a low
swampy island ; and there,on the Monaghan shore,
far up towards the head of the lake, are sunny
clearings and pleasant farms, looking bright and
checrful in the warm beams of the afternoon sun.

Qurown southern shore is the mostpicturesque;
but to obtain a sight of it we must go out upon
the water; but just now we are glad to rest on
the broad bench benecath a clump of bowery
basswood trees, which have been mostjudiciously
1eft on the cleaved space to afford a shady seat
for the workmen at noon-time ; and here we can
sit beneath the thick foliage which shuts out the
sultry summer sun, and look atthe busy scene
before us. The shore is all alive with workmen,
From that long low shed rings the clank of the
blacksmith’s hammer; that column of blue smoke
riiing among the graceful group of silver birches
and poplars, points to the forge. There isaboat
building at the edge of the water ; there is a scow,
and a small steam-engine is being fixed to
move the hammer of that pile-driver; it will be
the third or fourth in operation ; boats, skiffs, and
8cowSs are moving t0 and fro, each guided by

some band who bas his appoiuted labor in the
bee-hive, On that little eminence stands a young
man, whose figurc and bearing mark his situation
to be one superior to the common mechanic.
The sun’s raysfall with dazzling effect upon some
brass inatrumient that rests on & high stand, e
courteously returns the greeting of oue of our
party, and informs us * If¢ is taking an observa.
tion of the level of the bridge,”

Those three principal buildings are, a boarding-
house for the workmen, and two stores, where all
the necessaries of life may be purchased iu the
shape of groceries, provisions, and ready-mada
clothing, You see no women in this temporary
village: but there peeps out a sweet baby-boy,
with fat-dimpled shoulders and bright cuils; his
gay red frock scts off the whiteness of his skin,
and you are sure a mother's gentle hand has
brushed those sunny locks from his broad white
brow, and made those hands so clean, though she
herself is not visible,

The eye follows that line of posts, four abreast,
which stretches its leviathan length far far across
the rippling waters of the lake. There, at the
utimost limits, is the mighty machine that looksin
the distance like a tall gibhet, against which g
huge ladder is leaning, but that dark figure mid-
way on the scaffold is no miserable felon, but a
goad, houest, hard-working Yaulkce, who directa
the movements of the ton weight of iron that
now slowly ascends between the sliding grooves
in the tall frame; and now, at the magic word,
“All right!” descends with lightring $wiftuess
upon the head of the pile that has just been con.
ducted to its site. It is curious to sce the log of
timber, some twenty-five or thirty feet in length,
emerge from the depth of the lake; you do not
see the rope that is fastened to it, which that man
in the skiff tows it along Ly—it scems to come up
like a buge monster of the deep, aud rearing
itself by degrees, climbs up the side of the frame
like a living thing; then fora second swing to

.and fro, till steadied by the least apparcnt exer-

tion on the part of the guide on the scaffold,
Now it is quite upright, plumb—I suppose the
carpenter would say—then at the sigual, clack,
clack, clack, goes the little engine on the scow:
slowly aloft mounts the great weight, down,
down, down, it comes—the first blow fixing the
timber in its destined place-—-and sends a shower
of bark flying from the pile; when the weight
comes down on to the head of the pile the jerk
disengages & sort of claw that is attached to it
this ascends and again comes down, seizing the
ring of the weight in its own grasp, and bearing
it again triumphantly upwards—again to deacend
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tpon the pile with unerring aim—lower it sinks,
and every fresh blow comes with accelerated
force, till it is brought to the level of the others.

rou a uarter of an hour to twenty minutes is
the time employed in sinking cach of these posts
—that 33, if the lake is calm; but when much
gwell is on the water the work is carried on much
siower, or the pile-driving is delayed after for
souze days.

To obtain a acar view of the process, a boat
was procured, and we were rowed within a few
fect of the machine; and there,as we lay gently
rocking to and fro, we could see the whole of the
process, and enjoy the delightful scenery of the
soathern shore, the green-wooded island, the
told Lills, with the sunny slopes where the grain
w25 beginning to acquire a golden hue, the grace-
ful trees relieving the open clearing, with their
refreshing verdure; even the new sheds aud build-
inzs on the little point seen among the embower-
iag trees, had a pleasing effect—so truly does
¢ distance lend enchantment to the view,” and
Lkarmonize in natere all objects to one pleasing
whole.

But the bang of the last hammer has ceased to
wibrate On our cars, the little skiff is turned to-
wards theshore, and, fearing that my unartist-like
description will convey but 2 faint idea of this
great work, I will Jeave it to abler peus than
niiue, aud only close my article witli wishing suc-
cess to Canadian enterprize and American inge-
ruity, and may they ever wotk in brotherly unity,
2=d be a mutual support to each other.

NoTe.~T was assured by the contractor, that the
Vridae,when completed, weuld he agreaterachicvement
a5 & work of enginocring skill than the bridge over
Lzl Cimmplain, oin account of the superior depth of
e waters The distasice fromn shore to shiore of the
Lice Lakeat this point is about three miles; the aves
r2zc depthins faras thicy had hitherto sunk the piles
<id not exceed fifieen fect; Hut the decpest part was
suposcd 2o be siorth of Tick Island.

Man wastes his mornings in anticipating his
afternoons, and he wumhisdlanominmxggm-
his miomnings.

The greater part of the goodness at any timein
the world is the zoodness of commou character;
the chicf part of the good work dove must be
O oy ing wieh e

verything uscful or neccssary is pest ;
waliing is the wost wholesome exercise, water
e host drink, and plaia food the most nowtish-
Ing and healthy diet ; cven in knowledge, the
mos? useful is the casicst acquired.

Carual joy, Jike a land-flood, is muddy and fu-
tious, and sovngone, leaving nothing behind but
pollction and marks of ruin; spiritual joy resem-
tles a pure, perennial stream, which adoras and
eztiches the grounds through whick it flows,

3oy

THE SLAVE.SUIP.

BY J. G. WIITTIER.

e “That fatal that perfidious
Built i* the cclipse, and vigged with curses dask,
Miltow's Lycidas.

The French ship e Rodeur, with a crew of
twenty-two wmen, and with onc hundred and sixiy
negro slaves, sailed from Bouny, in Africa, April,
1819. On approaching the line, a terrible malady
broke out, an obstinate discase of the eyes,—
countagious, and altogether beyond the resources
of medicine. It was aggravated by the scarcity
of water among the slaves {ouly halfa wine-glass
per day being allowed to an individual), and by
the estreme impurity of the air in which they
breathed. By the advice of the physician they
were brought upon deck occasionally ; but some
of the poor creatures, locking themselves ineach
other's arms, leaped overboard, in the ope, which
50 universally prevails among them, of being
swiftly transported to their own howes in Africa.
To check this, the captain ordered several, wio
were stopped in the attemnpt, to be shot or hanged
before their companions.  The disease exteuded
to the crew, and one after another were smittea
with it, until one ovly remained unaffected. Yot
even this dreadful condition did uot preclude
calculation; to save the cxpense of supporting
slaves rendered unsaleable, and to obtain grouncs
for a claim against the underwriters, thirfy-six of
the negrocs having become blind, were thrown i:lo

the sea and drowned !

In the midst of their dreadful fears, lest the
solitary individual whose sight remained unaffeczed
should also be scized with the walady, = sail was
discovered,—it was the Spanishslaver Jeon ; the
same discase had been there, and, horrible to tell,
ach othor, the vessels parted,  The Spasishehip
each other, the vessels 3 1 ship
bas never since Leen heard of ; the Rodeur
reached Guadaloupe on the 21st of June; tte
only man who had escaped the discase, and had
thus been enabled to steer the slaver into port,
caught it three days afier its arrival.—Specck of
AL Benjamin Constant in the Frenck Chamier of
Deputics, June 17, 1620.

“ Ary ready ¥ cried the captain,
Ay, ay!” the seamen said ;

% Heave up the worthless
Thedying and the dead.”

Up from the slave-ship's prison
Fierce, bearded heads were thrust;

“ Now let the sharks look to it,
Toss up the dead cues first !I®

Corpse after corpse came up,—
Death had been busy tbe‘:"e

Where every blow is mercy,
Why should the Spoiler sparc?

Corpse after corpse they cast
Sullenly from the sbip,

Yet bloody with the traces

Of fetter-livk and whip,
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Gloomily stood the captain
With his anns upoa his breast,—
With: his cold brow sternly knotted,
Aund hisiron lip compressed 3
¢ Ave all the dead doys over?”
Growled through that matted lip;—
“The blind ones ave no hetter,
Ley's lighten the zood ship,

Bark? from the ship’s dark bosom,
The very sounds of Helld

The ringing clank of iron,—
The maniac’s short, sharp yell!

Tise hoarse, low curze,—throat-stifled,
The starving infant’s moan—

The horror of 2 brenking heast
Poured through a mother's groan.

Tp from that loathsome prison
The stricken Llind ones came;
Below, had all been dakness—
Above, was still the same;
Yoz the holy breath of lieaven
Was sweetly breathing there,
And the heated brow of fover
Cocled ia the soft sea air.

# Qrerhoard with them, shipinates!®
Cadlass and dirk were plied 5

Forzered and blind, one after ong,
Piunged down the vessel's side.

Tiie sabre sinote thove,—

Beaeath the lean shark lax,

Taiting ~ith wi-le aud bloudy jaw,
is guick aud butan prey.

Got of the Farth! what cries
Rang upward unto Thee?
Yoices of agony aud Yiood
From ship-deek and from ssa.
Tha last dull plunge was heard,—
The st wave crught iis stain,—
Anid the unsated shatk looked up
For buman krearts ia vaia.
- » - -
R glowed the Western watars;
The setting sun was there,
Scattering afize on wave and cloud
Iis fovy mesh of hair:
a group in blindness,
A solitary eve
Gazed from the burdensd slaver's deck
1uto that burning sky.

Am

4 A storm,” spoke out the gazer,
& Is gathiering, and &L hand
Curse qi't I'd give ay other 58

Tor one fimm foot of laad.”
Aud then he laughed,—init only
ifis cchocd laugh replied.—
For ti:e bliuded and the sullering
Afoae were at bis side.

Night settled on the waters,
Aud on a stormy kHeaven,

While swiitiy on tias lonc ship's track
The thunder-gast was drivea,

a4 A sai thank God, 7 sailt"
Aud az the helmaman spoze,

Tp shiraugh the stotmy murmur

4 shout of giaduess broke,

Down came the stranger vessel,
Unheeding ou her way,
So near, that on the slarer’s deck
Fell off her driven spray.
“Ho! forthe love of merey,—
We're perishing and blind!”
A wail of utter agony
Came back upon the wind,

“Help us! for we are stricken
With blindnesz every une;
Ten days we've Joated fearfuliy,

Caneting star ar sun.
Our ship’s the slaver Leon,—
We've but a score on board;
Qur slaves are ail gone over,—
Help, for the love of God!”

On livid brows of agony
Tae broad red lightning shone,
Bue the voar of wind and thunder
Stificd the answering groan;
Wailed from the broken waters
A last despairing crr,
As, kindling in the stormy light,
Tie strauger ship weut Ly,
& L. - LY L3
I the sunny Guadaloupe
A dark-hull'd vessel lay,
With & crew who noted never
The nightfall or the day.
Thie blossom of the orange
Was white by every steean,
And tropic leaf, and flower, and bird
Were in the wari sunbeam.

And the sky ~as bright as ever,
Aud the wmoonligat slept as well,
On the palm-trees by the hill-side;
And the streamlet of the dell;
And the glances of te Creoie .
Were siill as archiy decp,
And Zier swiles a8 il as ever
Of passion 2ad of sleep.

But vain were bird and Hlossom,
The green carth and the sk,
And the smile of humau faces,
To the ever darkened eve;
For amidst a world of beauty,
The slaver went abroad,
TFith his ghastly visage written
By the awful curse of God!?
L]
——rr—————

A humorous old gentleman having handed
A few coppers to an initerant music grinder,
has cntered his disbursements in his petty
cxpenses book as “ organic change!”

The opprobrious title of bum daylirfy, s
constantly bestowed on the sheniffs officers i,
according to Judge Diackstone, ouly the cor-
ruption of hound baylire, every shenffs officer
heing obliged to enter into bonds and to give
security for his good behaviour, previous to
his appointment. ’

Gunias lightsits own fire, but itis conelantly
collecting materiais 0 keep alive theflame,
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A PEDESTRIAN EXCURSION.
DY A MEDICAL STUDENT.

PART—I. THE WOCD NTMPH.

“T cannot conceive a more deluding error,”
said Dob Wiyte, a fillon-student, ¢ than to ima-
gine that a man, becacse heis devoted to pursuits
of scienee oy philosophy (for you must be aware
that it is now generally cousidered desirable to
astach adificrent meaning to these two words—
understanding the first to include all investigation
of the propaerties of matter—using the second to
desiznate all inguiry into mental phenomena),—I

aunot conceive,” he continued, *a more palpa-
bLle blunder than to fancy that a man, hecause he
is cven enthusiastically given to such subjects,
niust be therefore & cold, grave, abstraeted being,
unwitting of the creature-comforts of this life—
who revels not in the sunburst of woman's cves
nor cares by 2 meeting of lips to inhale into his
systom her dew-heladen breath, the gaseous sub-
lizzate (to indulge in a chemical metaphor) of her
gentle belng—ungifted with an eye to look with
Byrou"s on Mount Jura—unennobled withamouth
to expand withal into a guffaw at Hood's last and
brightest.

4 The tree of knowledge was surcly not 2 thorn-
tree—ng, it blooined in the widst of a garden,
and bore fruit 20 luscious as to tempt to the first
and greatest of all rebellions!  So it is still—so
shotld it be. To shroud the beauty of the bright
goddess, stuor, undera pall of melancholy gloon:
—2 forhidding curtain of dust and cohwebs—is
15 bad ais to hang the ascetic veil before the sweet
siztie of the Madonna, Religion.

“ For instance,—now here are you and ¥, Grim,
(to me, the Medical Student, bricfly and affection-
ately), to flatzer oursclves we are up 2o a wrinkle
©or 1wo on some rather abstruse point.  Prithec,
who broke his collac-bune ot football Yother day ¢
Who Lshied Lord What's-his-namc’strout-streams,
and be never the wiser? Who was drusk o
Wednesday ?  Who wus caughi—"

¢ No more of that, Boh, if youlove me; geton
with the atfir you are at”

Now thisaffuir was the manafacture, with a
blow-pipe and spirit kuup, of a curious liwle bit of
glass apparatus, whick hie intended to use in
cxhibiting to the Soundsonian Scicatific Society,
a rew mothod hehad hit upon of making the salts
of manganese,

We were seated together in the workshop
attached to the magnificent apparatus-room in the
ancicut University f Soatdse, Bofore us was a

snug little furnace, surmounted by a sandbath;
on one side a turning-lathe, on the other a modet
system of pulleys, Undera table in a cornerhad
been shoved a large plate electrical machine out
of repair; while on shielvesand racks all aroun
the place bristled every description of tools and
utensils, chemical and mechanical.  Iavd by wos
the apparatus-room itsclf, a Jarge clongated apart.
ment, crowded with air-pumps, model steam
engines, globes, prisms, telescopes, microscopes,
kaleidoscopes, ar* all othier kind of scopes (the
scope of Bacon by I'rofessor Nupier, excepted,)
magnets, preumatic troughs, fiiction-wheels, Lexe
den jars, and fac-similes of strange machinery for
every purpose, from raising a sunk seveaty-four
to punching the slit of a steelpen.

Lord of ail this domatn was Dob Whyte, my
fellow-student and chum. e held the office of
Conservator of the Scientific Apparatus to the
University, and Assistant to the Professor of Nag-
urad Philosophy, with a tolerable income consider-
ing, and admirable facilities ¢f acquiring know-
ledge; and certainly made the most of both.

Oh, dear old Soandsonian University, dearer
apparatus-room, and dearest little workshop—
dear in yoursclves, but how much more on account
of him who was, for a petiod, the most intimate
of miy iutimates—my mentor, Ty protector, guide,
philesophier and friiend—him whose every joke
conveyed instruction—whose very fun was philo-
sophical—who loved me with an induigent and
enduring affection—bhetween whom and myself
therenow fow some thousand wiles of salt water?

Bob was, however, studying medicine with a
view to the profession, and hiad been for some
vears. He had nearly completed his term, Hut
was in no hurry, for his saliry came well wp to
his wants; aud, as far as study went, the noble
library, apparatus, and all other resources of the
university were at his command,

Iiig age was about twenty-four years (iny owa,
at the period I allude to, bicing seventeen,) and
hic was of habits at once studions and frolicsone,
attentive tocveryshing around, and yet appareatly
regardless of anything. At one time he would
give you a simple and succinct analysis of Adam
Smith’s celebrated ¢ Theory of Mora!Sentiments,”
which he would tell vou hic considered the stand-
ard of systematic morality ; nextminate ke would
be proposing a “night of it” at the sign of the
Boot. Anon he would explein that the proper
and scientific way of compeunding puiich wss to
pour in the spirits last of al}, as the aicoho) mate-
vially interfered with the perfect solution of suzar
in water,

A fdllow of most excellont humour was be—
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the warmest iu feeling, aad of a spirit devoted to
all sorts of merriment ;—
But the heart that is soonest awake to the flowers

Is always the first to be touched by the thorns;
and thiere were moments when my boyish heart
was melting to sorrow as he spoke, with a deep
but manly pathos, of bitter disappointments in
love and in prospects—of difficulties hard to be
sarmounted-—of Lopes long protracted—poverty
aud, of all the most galling, the scorn of the uu-
worthy.

I have rarely known such a bright genius as
Bob’s. With the principles of nearly every science
he was familiar, especially such as are usually
treated of ina course of what is called natural
philosophy, or of chemistry. These scicnceswere
his Living—by them he carned bis bread, and of
course he knew themas a workuan does histrade.
A niost retentive memory he possessed, which,
like a pool of water, received and retained every-
tiing that fell upon its surface, whether of the
metallic gravity of philosophic truth, or the snow-
flake lightuess of mere ornamental elegance.

Whatever treatise he read, his mind at once
absorbed, letting no fact escape; whatever process
of mavufacture he saw, he forthwith remembered,
and could explain throughout the complications
of cach progressive step. In gonversation with
him, you would thiuk him a walking encyclopadia,
were it not for the continual bursts of fun, scinti-
Dations of bright wit, or flashes of poctic fecling
that irradiated all his presence. The pursuit of
kuowledge, with kim for a compauion or a guide,
became anything but

Harsh and crabbed, as dull fools suppose.
XNay, rather as Milton continucs.
Musical as is A\pollo’s lute,
And x perjretual feast of Nectar'd swoets,
Where 20 crade suricit reigns,

Ile was 2 most muscular sutject, Bob, more-
over; and had given notalittleattention (amongst
othier sciences) o the theory of pugilism and sin-
gle-stick.  But Lis exterior was the worst of him ¥
Le was short in stature, and of no particular
beauty of countenance save in as far as went a
general expression of infinite good bumour, and
an cve (a splendid bazel oue) actually glistening
wita glee.

By the by, there was a curious property con-
nected with this cve of Bob's. If ke happened
to glauce or ~ ink it atany young woman passing,
slic would immediately start into a perfeetly erect
g2tc, and brush the soles of hor shoes swartly
glong the pavement for the next halfa-dozen
steps or so. I could never account for this most
uuiform aed rewarkable result. I asked an ex-

planation from himself once, e said it was &
psuchological phenomenon.

Such was the companion that sat with me ia
tlie little workshop.

Just as we were speaking, the doorwasopened,
and in stepped our most worthy professor of nat-
ural philosophy—known among oursel.cs by the
endearing abbreviation of * the Profl.,” e had
con:e to enjoy in seclusion the quiet luxury of
pipe, and the relaxation of an hour's confab, with
out restraint, with bis assistant and pupil.

We immediately stood up, but, bLeing most
affably desired to be on no ceremony, rescated
ourzelves, and resumed our several proceedings,
and a conversation ensued, broken by frequent
cachinnations on the part of the professor.

When this began to take somewhat of a scien-
tific turn,—

Y have heard,” said the Proff, * fromseveral
sources, that the porthern vicinity of Soandso
affords a very rich and interesting ficld for geolo-
gical and mineralogical study, andjthat some valu.
able specimens of either description are to be
found in the neighborhood of the village of Driten-
Lreeks, on the banks of the little river Dritten.”

“That was where our ingenious friend, Alr.
Coal Hunter, found his fossil cow, wasit not? A
most appropriate result to geological ruwina-
tions.”

“Yes, and asthe weather i3 beautiful, T do oot
soe why you should not go out some Saturday
with the view to aninvestigation. You can make
a regular scientific excursion of it, and try if you
can't collect & few tolerable specimensfor lecture.
We are sadly in want of gome, let me tell you.
The distance, morcovcr, is but a joke to 2 young
chap like you—cight or nine miles ouly, by the
footpath across the hills.”

¢ I musteertainly cubrace the proposal,” cried
Bob. *“I will be off on Saturday first; the day
after toamorrow, isu't it*™ (turning to me—X as-
seuted.) “And you shall go with me, Grim !
Ay cyes! won't we makes day of it?  Aaexcur-
sion, geological, mineralogical, and generaliy funo-
logical! Suchan cxcursion is right aftermy own
heart. T bave long entertained the notion, and if
it don't afford me some entertainment in veturz,
there is nosuch thing as gratitude left in humau
ideas.”

“Yes, and as you are botanical,” coutinued the
professor, “(though I can't say I care much for
the science myself)) this is just the very scason
for you—and the very weather—and for entonw-
logy, too, if you have given any attention toit.”

“Oh, haven't I? I have studicd it with somo

interest, T promise you.
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4 Bless me, your acquirements are endless!
TWhat charmn conld this study have for a medical
Student 3

“The greatest of all—to render him fly, to be
sure,”

“Mr. Whyte, Mr. Whyte, take care.”

Tpon this the sage drew forth his pipe from a
recess behind the furnace, lighted it, and, draw-
ing his chair closa to the fender, was speedily lost
in the mazy depths of some Archimedean problem,
which I sincerely hope he smoked his way to the
bottom of; while Bob and I, entering into eager
discourse, began to lay the plan of our intended
excursion,

But first we agreed that, as soon as the pro-
fossor withdrew, the porter of the rooms should
be despatched for a supply of that singular and
anomalons fluid which had been denominated
Edinburzh Yill—the investigation of whose con-
stitution and qualities I would beg here carnestly
to recommend to the scientific reader, convinced
as T am that an inquiry, instituted and carried out
on the principles of the induetive or experimental
phiiosophy, would be rewarded by the most over-
whelming results,

Next day, towards evening, two original-look-
iag youths were seen (by those who had nothing
hetter to do than look at them) meandering arm-
in-arm, through the streets of Soandso, wending
rather a zigzag way towards a certain thorough-
fare, whose unusual width was narrowed fo a
lanc by immense battalions of old bedsteads, eup-
boards, grates, sign boards, chests of drawers,
rickety tables, and mirrors of misanthropic ten-
dencies—that is, if one might judge from the un-
natural reflections they cast upon the houest folks
around,

Long did they trace their devious course
through this maze, now knocking their shing
againsta second-hand eradle, anon startled by the
apparition of a ready-made coffin, with such an
alarming announcement as—** Deaths undertaken
on the shortest notice.” It was ourselves—Bob
TWhyte and his inseparable adherent, Grim, whose
pea is now teacing these lines.

Well, up and down we wandered, tillat length
we stambled on the identical article of which we
were in scarch—viz, a sguare wooden box of
portable dimensions, with a padlock and key, and
a broad leathern strap attached, whereby it might
he slang across the shoulders—a pedler’s case,
in short. This valuable ohject we seccured by
immediate purclase, and hore it away rcjoicing.

On the succceding morning, Saturday, June
22nd (I am particular in dates, having been up
the Levant, where they grow, siuce then,) we

met at an hour when the widow Night, putting
away her sables, was going into half-mourning—
excuse me, readet—we met in the apparatus-
room of the university, and arranged our accou-
trements previously to sallying forth.

When fully equipped, I contemplated Bob.
ITis broad muscular shoulders were cased in a
middle-aged velveteen shooting-jacket; other
clothies of the lightest woollen stuff completed his
apparel, and slanting on the curly pate of the fel-
low was perched a broad-brimmed white beaver,
of a2 most knowing cut. Across his back was
slung the box, and his right hand grasped a
cudgel, of whose dimensions the club of Hercules
may give an idea correct cnough for all general
purposes.

This stick, which Bob had christened his * Ja.
cobin Club,” from its Ievelling propensities, was
of weight enormous, and hirsute with knotty
spines.  Tpon its frowning head were certain
spots(not stains?) which he averred were received
when it had formed his crrant sirc’s cicerone once
at Ronnybrook. In a gencrous fit one day he
presented it to me; but when he went away
across the sea I restored it to him, telling him
that, as he was going among strangers, e wight
possibly find it a useful friend in opening his way
among the heads of society in his adopted land,

The box at his back contained a telesecpe, a
geologist’s hammer, a box of clalks for érawing,
a hook of blotting paper for preserving fiowers, a
tin reeeptacle for insects. Xooker's Diltish
Flora™ (latest cdition, containing the crvypto-
gamia) and a soda-water bottle, filled to the
stopper with genuine Farintosh, the mere aroma
of which made your soul feel that the Arabian
alchemists, who, in secking for gold, discovered
alcohol, had no cause to grumble at the zierna-
tive.

For me, a boy’s blue dress was my ou:ft, and
on my back, in vain emuiation of Bob, I borea
;studeni’s Japanned case of tin, whose contents,
thongh scarcely botanical, were still of 2 Joury
description, consisting of numerous hot solls,
whose scooped interiors afforded room in each for
a rich stratum of ham—in short, 3 kind of half-
natural sandwich.

Having ascertained that we were all rizht, we
left the apparatus-room, and, giving the key in
charge to the porter, emerged into the sirest. and
marched along to the sound of a Yively air. which
Bob whistled with admirable precision and effect,

As we went, happening to pass several edifices
in Grecian taste, we forthwith began to Jiscuss
the subject of architecture.

X am glad to think,” said Bob, “I am gld
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to see it daily more evident, that the strange and
most questionable taste of valuing everything that
is ancient in literature and art is on the decline—
in fact, about specdily to go out altogether. I
amn not aware of any humbug that has so long
withstood the march of sovercign ccmmon sense
as this. A man that can grope through two dead
lanzuages is even yet held in more honor than
one that can walk over Europe without an inter-
preter, while our ears are dinned and our eyes
blinded with affectationabout the sublimity of the
Greek tragedies, the wisdom of old heathen phi-
losophers, or the astounding eloquence of Roman
orators, and, at the same time, ten to one but the
honest folks, that are so kavering in speech and
on paper, are altogether unacquainted with what
they are ranting about, unless perchance by means
of a translation by some clever modern, many
times superior to the old original.”

1 endeavored to combat this sweeping criticism,
but Bob would only agree with me on one point.

“Yes,” said he, * their architecture i3 indeed
worthy of all the praise it gets, and more than
can be given to it. The Greek temples must
have been perfection; but they do not so much
excite my admiration as the stupendous remains
of the more olden eras—the temples and pyramids
on the banks of the great river of Egypt. Now
the temples—and most noble they are—raise my
wonder, and all that—but all i3 in a measure
plain and ahove-board with regard to them—and
there is pleasure interwoven with the astonish-
ment. DBut then these pyramids—there hangs
around them a kind of magnificent mysterious
obscurity—a strange, vague, indefinable, semi-
supernatural sublimity, different from that which
clothes any other carthly object. There they
are, but how, when, by whom, or for what pur-
pose they were placed there, who ean show?
Maur 2 long rigmarole have I read of them, and
mauy a history and many & use have I scen as-
cxibed to them, but all is uncertainty—hardly de-
serving the name of hypothesis. I have seen
them proved to be tombs, treasuries, observato-
ries, altars, gnomons of mighty sun-dials, pene-
tralia for superstitious mysteries, and, quaintest
of all, images of Mount Ararat, standing amid the
inundations of the river, as it stood among the
waters of the Deluge, and erected to be wor-
shipped as types of the Saviour mountain, the
tale of which, marred by tradition, had thus de-
scended to the sons of Ham. Now I would but
add another opinion to the list, to render the
puzzle complete—it is, that they are monuments
gct up whereby to remember great cpochs, It
is and has been the custom of men, in all places

and at all times, to mark irdportant events by the
setting up of stones, single or in heaps, rude or
highly wrought, according to the state of civiliza-
tion. Now I would suggest that one of these
may have commemorated the expulsior of the
Tales Hycsos—shepherd kings, or whatever other
name chronologists may have gone to logger-
heads about them by ; anotiier might have—"

4 Stop,” eried I: *if you arc going on at that
rate I can give you another explanation, about as
probable, and certainly more original, viz., that
they were just rough heaps of stones piled up in
a geometrical figure (the Egyptians doing every-
thing on such principles), to be at hand when
wanted for useful purposes, such as the erection
of temples, fortifications, &¢., the same as piles of
made bricks in a clay-ficld. You are well aware
that there were no quarries in the valley of the
Nile, and to think thut the material was brought
stoue by stone from the mountains, as buildings
were in process of being raised, is absurd. An-
other fact I could bring in support of my hypo-
thesis is the insignificance of the chambers they
contain, compared with the bulk of the piles them-
sclves, of whose builders the sole object seems
to have been the heaping together of the greatest
possible quantity of stone in the sialless possible
space and safest possible figure.

“Bah!” interjected Bob.

Thus conversing we padded along, while the
rising sun poured around usall the glorious fresh-
ness and fragrance of a midswmmer morsing. -
Leaving behind us the seattered outskirts of the
populous suburbs of Soandso, we marched north-
ward along a road winding through cultivaied
fields and dense plantations, everything around
us rejoicing in the beauty of carly day, and rais-
ing in our heartsa feeling of exhiliration like that
excited by the clear laugh of a youthful muiden’s
glee.

Now the path would ascend a gentleinclinasion,
from the summit of which we could see a bright
expanse of landscape, stretching far before usand
on cither side, with the sinvous road winding
through it, like a tangled picee of vellow tape,
now hid behind a wood-crowned eminence, now
lost amid a spreading flood of deep green follag
far and widriy inundating the noble prospect;
scattered also over which were to be caught fre-
quent glimpses of skyey water, which theere de-
lighted to puzzle itseif withal, endeavoring to
trace them into ariveror lengthencd lake; while
in the front distance upsprangbefore the viewthe
lofty hills, the object of our travel, steepedins
rich and vapory acrial ting, that vaied o its
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warmth from the deepest blue to the lightest and
most heavenly rosiness,

Then, as we descended the acclivity, while this
brizint scene seemed to sink from the sight around
ug, we weuld have, haply on one side the way, a
Lay-fiell, with the farm-people, male and female,
crowding jocund at their early lubor, and laugh-
ing and talking loudly a3 they turned and tedded
the odorous grass.  Anon, when we reached the
bottom of the hollow, a strcamlet would salute
us, rattling cheerily between and under its
bosky banks, dipping suddenly beneath the road,
then popping its noisy prattle out at the otherside,
and ruming menily away, like a pretty child
playing at bo-peep with you.

Nay, the very airthrilled with the clear melody
of birds about and over ug, and once from out a
thick green wood, about two ficlds off or so, a
dulect music came floating to our cars, which
Bob, standing still in a rapture, averred, upon
his credit, 1o Le that of the nightingale, Heaven's
owz high chorister,

Presently, as we walked on, our eyes would be
attracted to the sombre pinnacle of some dusky
old ruin, the castle erst of grim baron or gallant
knight, rising majestically dark from out the deep
grees foliage that surrounded it ; and half a mile
fartber we would come toa princely modern man-
gion, with pillared gateway and sweeping avenue,
far ¢p which could be spied a man walking with
a gun in his hand and a couple of dogs at hisheels
—the gamekeeper on his morning rounds.

All was brightness, warmth, fresiness, and pro-
mise, and as we murched along we ceased to talk,
and whistled and sang in very lightness of heart.
Fariker and farther, as the morning advanced
into cay, the highway became thronged with
couniry folks, young men and maidens crowding
ivto the town, for it was a great corn and cattle
marker day; their quaint dresses coatrasting
strangely in cut and texture with what we had
been used to sce worn by townspeople. Fre-
Guent herds of cattle and flocks of sheep passed
us, axd earts, cars, and wagzons, and now and
then 2 group of young horses, prancing along
with their cars {launting with gay ribbons,

Bat when we had travelled thus for two or
three hours, stopping frequently to adwmire poiats
of view, to chat with young country girls tripping
fightly to the fiir, to sketcha cottage near 2 wood,
or v smoke a cheroot under a green tree, at
leagih our stomachs (admirablo chronometers?)
began to indieate the hour for breakfast. The
firss syinptom of this came from my companion,
who solemaly declared that the vacuum of Torri-
celli was v joke to what existed in his interior,

and that though the former, in some opinions,
might be actually filled with the vapor of water
or of mercury, yet the latter, in his own opinion,
required a supply of a decidedly more stimulating
description,

To this T replied by proposing an immediate
dttack upon the contents of my plant-case. This
was negatived by my friend, whose idea was that
we should retire from the public path, and in
some sequestered spot enjoy the lusury of a rustic
breakfast, with a rest at the same time., Witk
this view he was about tolead the way up a beau-
tiful green lane, when suddenly our attention was
attracted to a figsure which, rounding a turn in
the road a short way in advance, cawme into view
moving swiftly toward us.

It was a slight but very well made youngman,
in age apparently a littie beyond twenty years,
He wore a short round coat, of what had once
been green corduroy, a waistcoat of a thick beavy
shawl stuft, very brilliantin its pattern, but some-
what frayed and buttonless, yet clean. It was
open, cxposing a shirt of a blue check, round
which a Turkey-red cotton handkerchief had been
tied by way of neckeloth. Iis other garments
were of that kind, a thin pair of which, when in
company with a light heart, is wisely said to have
an amazing facility in going through the world.
Brave boys. To one side of his head drooped
gracefully a glazed cap, glistening in the sun-
beams, and over his shoulder he bore a long
sword, with an old leather hat-hox dangling from
its point behind him. The fellow, like all other
vagabonds, had curled hair and a good-humored
face, and came along whistling loudly and clearly
the air from *Fra Diavola,” * On yonder rock
reclining.”

Ashe came up, Bob accosted this remarkable
specimen with—

“Would you scll your whistle, comrade 2”

“Xo, but I should like to wetit, if it's all the
same to you,” was the reply.

¢ Youshall wet it, and whet your appetite too,”
cricd Bob. “Come with us; we are just going
out of the way to enjoy a quict breakfast; come
aud share it—you are most welcome, Never
fear, there's lots of grog!”

“\VWhy, for that matter, gentlemen,” quoth ke,
] have myself some slices of cold corned beef,
half a loaf, two hard-boiled eggs, aud a flask of
gin, and with your leave I shall be glad to join
you. More than that, I have some niggerhead,
a short pipe, and a gun-Qlint and a bit of steel in
my pocket, for a light.”

“ Never mind,” said Rob, as we moved up the
lane together; “my young friend there carsies &
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lens of singularly concentrative power, one of old
Dolland’s; and if that fail I have in my pocketa
phial of Nordhausen sulphuric acid that would
bura Beelzebub's eye out.”

We might have gone a couple of hundred
yards up the lane, rounding two turnings in the
way, when we camo to a high old Gothic arch,
spanning a small stream. This came down
through a scooped channcl, the sides of which
were plentifully overhung with birches and wil-
lows, with abundance of bushes and red-berried
ouutain ashes intermingled. Nevertheless, along
the sunny side of the water there ran a long
rounded strip of most vivid green sward, witha
narrow edging of white pebbles.

We were at once unanimous in sclecting this
8pot a3 the scene of our repast ; aud so, onc after
the other, jumping over the corner of the bridge,
we found our way to the bank, over sweeter than
which Titanfa herself never led the revels.

I was the first down, being the lightest of the
three; but the moment my foot touched the
sward I stood fixed, whilst escaped me the half-
smothered exclamation, *“ Dorothea washing her
feer” for my thoughts were flown with on the
instant toa scene in that most witching of ro-
mauces, the adventures of the dear old Don of
La Mancha.

It was a beautiful young damsel that I saw, and
she sat on the grass, by the water’s cdge, with
one foot on ber opposite knee, whereat she ap-
pearad to be gazing most earnestly and pitifully,
unconscious of our vicinity. Her thick chesnut
hair fell loosely over her shoulders, for it had
neverbeen humbugged with oil or any other cos-
metic, and her little cottage straw bonnet lay on
the grass beside her, a thing unwonted to her,
the virgin snood of blue satin ribbon being her
usual head-dress. Her face was most singulurly
gweet and simple, he- figure light and girlish, and
Lier whole aspect expressive of innocent youth,
prettiness, and rusticity.

As soon as she saw us she sprang up, and, with
ber face sweetly red as a robin’s bosom, stood
gazing at us, balancing herself ou her heel, and
trembling violently,

“Bless mel” cried my friend, “she has a
thorn in her foot ;" and stepping gently forward,
he took from his waisteoat-pocket a pigmy case
of surgical instruments (the manufacture of his
own hands, for Bob had a genius) and, himself
Blushing a little, offered his aid.

The girl, apparently not knowing what better
to do, allowed hiin, and ina trice he had extracted
the obnoxious thorn, and with a little bit of lint,
and a tiny strap of lead plaster, dressed the puuc-

ture, 50 as almost entirely to remove the pain.
Thereupon, her color flushing and paling, a smile
of bashful pleasure filled her countenance at the
relief she experienced, though her modesty could
not in words express the gratitude she felt. But
Bob, lifting from the grass her shawl of dark-
coloured tartan, threw it upon her shoulders, and,
while she hurriedly clubbed up her hair behind,
took her bonnet, and, going round in front, drew
it upon her head, and, as he moved it this way
and that way, to make it sit prettily, there echoed
under the arch, and all among the rocks, trees,
and hushes, a sound which those skilled in wood.
notes wild would infallibly have pronounced to be
asmack. Upon this, the creature sprang from
us, and ran lightly up the bank. But she paused
upon the bridge, and giving us one glance, pro-
bably to see if we were not looking the other way,
bounded off like a startled fawn,

Asshe did, Bob knocked his heelto the ground
with vehemence, and, dropping upon the grass,
pulled the bottle from his box, clapped it to his
head, and remained for a while gazing fixedly up
to heaven. Then it passed to me, and from me
to the stranger, who, drawing from his pocket a
little leathern cup, took a quantity which he tem-
pered with water from the stream, for his stomach
was a southern one, of a Yorkshire fabric, and not
at all calculated for the geyser fluids of the far
north.

Seating ourselves upon the grass, at a spot
where the scattered foliage of & young willow
afforded a kind of half-shade, half:sunshine, weo
opened our several stores, and commenced upon
proceedings, which I am certain would at once
have convinced a naturalist of the unstable nature
of his theories with regard to the indestructibility
of matter.

\Whilst this went on, frequent were the jests,
the quips, and cranks, that flew from each to
each, nor was the laughter that resounded among
the rocky ledges less clear and cheerful than the
merrry rush of the limpid waters near us,

But when we. had concluded our repast, the
propertics of my lens were called into requisition,
and, having procured a Promethean spark from
the sun, I returned under the shade, where, com-
municating the fre to my fricnd and the stranger,
we reelined at length upon the bank, and forth-
with began to fling into the air clouds of incense,
fragrant as ever ascended before Diana's shrize,
for I had in a pocket of my jacket a case of
Vanillas stuffed to the full; morcover, in the
crown of my friend’s hat was a brown paper parcel
containing as many more, of as rich a quality.

At length my comrade, taking the cheroot from
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his mouth, pointed with it to the bed of the
stream, and remarked,—

“T remember a certain passage in /Eschylus, I
think, where he compares the muscles of a strong
man in action to the rounded water-worn stones
in the bed of a rivulet—a most happy and original
simile, is it not "

Tpon my acquicscing in its aptness, our com-
panion asked who was this Mr, What’s-a-name.

“ An old Gracian,” said Bob, * that my friend
here and I have been intimate with; but we
should not have mentioned him-—probably you
don’t know about these things®”

«“Oh, don'tI? I should surmise it's not the
first time I have tried it on.  Look ye here.”

And, springing up, he threw his symmetrical,
‘taough slender frame, into certain violent but by
no means unpicturesque attitudes, which he in-
formed us constituted the ** Grecian statues,” as
done Ly the first performers, beginning with
“Ajax defving the lightning,” and concluding
with “the fighting and dying Gladiator in six
positions.”

All this, which he went through with an amus-
ing jauatiness of demeanor, was highly entertain-
ing to us, and we acknowledged, by mutually un-
derstood signs, that we had stumbled upon an
orizinal.

We thanked him for his display, and handed
him another cheroot, when, throwing himself
carelessly upon the sod, he entered with amazing
spirit and volubility into a rambling conversation
about all sorts of theatrical masters, in the course
of which he displayed a singular freedom and
commuuicativeness in talking of "iis own fortunes.

He had been a player from his infancy—from
his birth, in fact, having come into the world be-
hind the scenes, in a barn, during the perform-
ance of “The Devil to Pay,” toa crowded and
enthusiastic andience. Thercafter he had per-
formed all kinds of parts, {from the baby in the
pantomime, and the child in Pizarro to Aling
Lear and <Ali Pasha—tragedy, comedy, farce, or
melodrama coming alike indifferently to him.
Morcover, he had practised as ventriloquist, rope-
dancer, posturer, clown of a circus, tumbler, and
Indian juggler, and the sword ke bore with him
had been swallowed into his stomach and brand-
ished against the Earl of Riclnond with equal
frequency and effect.

e had all along felt a singular interest in him,
he appeared so good-humored, so regardless, so
much a child of Providence. Never did I see one

scemingly so wellacquainted with the world, and |

yet 50 casy, sO unsuspecting, so blessed with
animal spirits, and withal so unpresuming; and I

began to feel a kind of regret that a few minutes
would sever ug, probably never to mee: more.

Possibly similar feelings were passing through
his mind; for, after a pensive silence of some
duration, when he remarked that in this his
checkered career he must have been a witness to
many strange scenes, he came out abvuptly and
without preface, with the following ancedote,
which I here introduce as Episode No. 1, of this
my narrative, christening it with a drop of inik by
the title of

“ THE EQUESTRIAN'S CHILD.”

4 It is about three years since I wasengaged to
play in an equestrian company. It was managed
by a Mr. Codini, of Italian extraction, and of
much respectability, Fora short time previously
I bad been an ill-remuncrated member of a
dramatic circuit, in which low comic paits had
principally fallen to my lot. This person, taking
a faney to my powers in that way, made oifer to
me of the tempting salary of two guineas a week
to become clown to the ring in this exhibition,
I must confess I had some qualms. The descent
from the legitimate drama was sufficiently bitter
to the feclings of a young actor, and I feared that
for the future my pretensions to respectabiiizy
would be four-feeted like those of my quadraped
fellow-performers (I beg pardon, for I shan' ex
a second time)—Dbut I put the affront into my
pocket, and the two guineas into the opposite
one; when, finding my cquilibrium perfecs, I at
once deserted the boards and took to the saw-
dust—threw up the sock and buskin, and donned
the cap and bells; and very excellent fooiing 1
made, believe me.

Mr. Codini’s establishment was a very superd
one, in fact the most sv of anything of the kind
that ever existed in Eugland, out of the metro-
polis. Hetravelled with it from one to another
of the great provincial cities, erccting, where he
could not have access to the theatres, immense
buildiugs of wood, which often in solidity and
splendor seemed more calculated for permanent
public structures than the more portaile fabrica
of a season.

“The building I was engaged to play in wasof
this description, and I believe the largest he had
ever erected. It was in an exceedingly populous
and wealthy manufacturing town, and, as the
support he met with was very liberal, he, in re-
turn, made every sacrifice to merit this, which
the possesion of a considerable capital, honestly
accumulated in his profession, enabled him to <o,

¢ The extent of ground the building occupied
was very great, for, besides a large place for"ex-
bibition, it contained stables for 2 stud of ity
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boraes, dressing-rooms for biped and quadruped
performers, saloons for the audience, and aparte
meuts for above a dozen servants connected with
the concern, who lived constantly there,

‘¢ The circus itself, or place of exhibition, con-
gisted of, first, the circle or arena, a large round
space, ahout fifty feet in diameter, depressed to-
wards the centre. From this, stretched back on
two sides, were tiers of seatsof spectators, on a
level with the open space for some yards back,
but heyond that, ascending more and more, till
the last touched the lofty roof. One of these di-
visions was named the gallery ; the opposite one,
which had the seats cushioned and backed, was
called the pit. The other two sides were occupied
each with a double row of boxes, pierced with
two wide curtained entrances for the performers,
Tiie fronts of these boxes, as well as the various
piliars and supports about the place, were orna-
mented with medallions and shields, baving upon
them armorial bearings and paintings, very well
exccuted, of such subjects as Mazeppa, horses in
a storm, a horse attacked by a lion, &c., or per-
hiaps portraits of celebrated race-horses or hunt.
ers. Several vases with flowers, standing on
small ornamented shelves between, gave an air
of taste to the place, much heightened by a pro-
fusion of little silken flags, disposed in hanging
groups where they could not iuterfere with the
view of the performances.

¢ The roof which was slated, was very high,
and concealed on the inside by a ceiling of striped
silk of red and white, star-shaped, through the
centre of which was suspended a very large gasi-
lier, with a profusion of jets perfectly dazzling to
the eye. The aspect of the place altogether was
magnificent in the extreme, and at the same time
quite tasteful in keeping; and you may well sur-
mise that I'soon got proud enough of my new line
of life, aud cocked my hat in the faces of my old
fellow-strollers of the legitimate school, with an
air sufficiently superciliousand self-gratulatory.

¢ But if the building was thus meriting all praise,
not onc whit less 8o was the conpany—a most
numerous and well-appointed one, consisting alto-
gethier of at least a hundred individuals, several of
them equal—nay, some of them much superior—
to the general run of metropolitan performers,

¢ But the chief attraction when I joined the
corps, and that which nightly filled the great
amphitheatre to overflowing, was a female eques-
triau, whose enactments were of a most original
and interesting—nay, often startling excellence,

¢ She was a woman of striking beauty, which,
though a little past its prime and begiuning to
fade, was, nevertheless, by a little ait and trouble,

capable of & perfect reatoration to its originalbril
liancy. She was & universal favorite, and the
applause she nightly drew down was most unani
mous and decided, and she seemed fully alive to
it—in fact, her features used to eshibit a strange,
glowing pleasure in the noise that thundered
around from every quarter of the vast and sono-
rous edifice, of a nature which I have never seen
depicted on the countcnance of any other player,
A kind of anowalous enthusiastic delight, itseemed
of an altogether unexplainable expression,

¢ ITer face was regular in its beauty, save that
a fow might have considered it somewhat too
long, and was of a decidedly Jewish cast, Ier
eyes were large, black, and rolling, with a remarke.
ably yellowish glow about them, something like
that reflected from a mirror in a room where there
is a fire, but no other light. Her hair was short,
somewhat thin, but eilky, and black as the very
raven down of darkness itself.

¢ Her figure again was the perfection of sym.
metry, and the lightness and elegance—the easy,
confident, swimming grace wherewith she went
through her evolutions on horseback, accompanied
by the sort of absent mystical smile of strange in-
ternal pleasure she constantly wore in such cir-
cumstances—rendered her an object which the
eyes of the spectator felt pain in being removed
from for one instant, from her first entrance till
her final exit.

“But there was another without whom she
hardly ever appeared in the circle, and who per-
haps constituted a principal part of the charm
that hung around her—her daughter, a tiny child
of about three years old, exceedingly small for its
age, but of much intelligence and beauty. Its
face seemed absolutely angelic, whilst its little
frame rivalled its mother's in grace. It was &
light-tinted, flaxen-haired girl, altogether unlike
its parent in features, save that its eyesof laugh-
ing hazel might possibly have been fragments from
the dazzling dark orbs of the mother.

40f this child she was immoderately, dotingly
fond, She was continually caressing it and talk.
iug to it in some foreign language, and never for
amoment allowed it away from her sight; her
very heart seemed wrapt in the infant.

“Daily in the public promenadcs she might be
seen walking along, talking and smiling with an
ineffable sweetness to her darling, and apparently
careless, or ratherscornful, of the numerousyoung
wmen that watched her, croesing the street, and
crossing agein to get glimpses at her face, and
see whether that beauty whieh had 8o fascinated
them amid the glare of gas, the crash of music,
and the flutter of drapery, would bear the test of
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sober day; or others, who, by various schemes
and affectations, endeavored to draw upon them-
selves one of those looks of love, which she lav-
ished in such profusion on her little companion.

“Dut if she bore toward her daughter such
affection, the child seemed to return it with a de-
votion scarcely less ardent, It was never happy
but when fondling and fondled by her, and was
always pining and moping, “bhad”® (to usea tech-
nical term,) when her avocations led her from its
society. On thisaccount it never was that favorite
among us which its beauty and intelligence might
otherwise have rendered it.

¢ T may state that she wasa weman of very low
moral character—an abandoned and utterly pro-
flizgate person, indecd—-apparently without any
one redeeming feature, save the engrossing attach-
ment to her infant. T shall say no more on this
poin, but leave you, considering her station in
life, to guess the rest.

¢ Her name was Clara Benatta, as was also that
of ber daughter, She was said to be an Italian
Jeiwess, though we could only surmise her origin,
as she never talked of any of the past events of
her life. At all events she bad played for a con-
siderable time at Franconi’s, in Paris, where a son
of Mr. Codoni engaged her.

¢ The child and she used coastantly to perform
together on horseback, or on the tight-rope or
slack-wire, on all of which she displayed consum-
mate proficiency and grace, but especially the
first, They were wont thus to assume such char-
acters ag Venus and Cupid, Psyche and Cupid,
Hebe and Ganymede, Aurora and Zephyr; and

the confidence, the total absence of fear displayed’

by the little one, when apparently in the most
dangerous positions—nay, its look of wild delight
when in such circumstances—its shrill, joyous
laughter and exclamations, and the clapping of
its tiny hands, conspired to take away cvery feel-
ing of anxicty from the minds of the spectators,
and leave them lostin delight and wounder,

“The animal, too, that she chiefly used, as if to
render the exhibition perfect, was one of excecd-
ing spirit and beauty. It was a young blood
mare, black as a coal, which, having been ren-
dered unfit, by an casily concenled accident, for
the turf or chase, was purchased by our manager,
and trained for exhibition in the arena.

¢YWell, our season—a perfectly successful one,
though prolonged to the utmost—at length was
over, aud the henefit-nights came on,

4 1t was Clara's benefit, and she had advertised
some of her most beautiful and attractive perfor-
mances. The great building, as might be ex-
pected, was crowded to the utmost in every part,

but especially the gallery, the low rate of admis.
sion to which caused it to be frequented chiefly
by the inferior and more juvenile portion of the
community.

‘A gorgeous spectacle commenced the er-
tertainments, and when it was over, Madame
‘Clara and her child were announced amid contin-
ued rounds of applause. The black mare was
first introduced, and led round the ring by two
of the scrvants of the establishment, who ran at
its head, for asyet it had not become so habituated
to its occupation asnot to be startled by the glare
of gas, the shouting of the audience, and the car-
piercing music of our band.

“Then Clara bounded lightly into the arena,
attired in a drapery that set off her unrivalled
symmetry of person to an admirable degree, 1t
was intended to picture her as Ariadre; and
round her loose, short, black curls was bound a
garland of roses, lillics, and vine-blossoms—all
artificial, of course, but perhaps better calenlated
than real for a scenic display.

“When, with onc of ler strange, enchanting
smiles she had curtsied lowly to the house, in
jumped her lovely child, attired in a close-ftting
skin-colored dress, with two tiny butterfly wings
like a little Cupid, bearing in one hand a thyrsus,
or bunch of grapes, aud in the other a small gilded
chalice.

“In a twinkling this little Bacchus had sprung
with a clear cry of joyous laughter into her arms,
and, kissing the creature with an appearance of
the utmost fondness on the lips and brow, she
took a few quick stepe, and with a bourd seated
herself on the unsaddled back of the black mare.
Upon the instaut the grooms let go its head, and
away it darted, galloping furiously round the
circle, while the band struck up a most fairy-like
and beautiful strain, one of the dance airs in the
opcra La Favorite of Donizetti, and the two men
retreated to the centre, alongside of the riding
master and myself,

“For a time nothing was to be heard save the
muffled-sounding rapid tread of the horse’s feet
among the sawdust, and the fitful rise and fall of
the wild meclody from the lighter instruments of
the band, with perbaps now and then an insup-
pressible cxclamation of delight from scattered
mcmbersof theaudience.  With these exceptions
all was breathless silence and admiration, as the
fair equestrian and her child went on with their
daring and graceful evolutions.

¢Now she would recline at length on the bare
back of the flying steed, with an appearance of
utmost case and unconcern, whilst the tiny Bae-

chus nestled in her bosow. Anon she would
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gently rise, kneel upon one knce in an attitude
classically graceful, and look round and upward
to the little one that, perched on her shoulder
and embracing her flower-girt brow, would seem
to be laughingly pressing the juice from the
grape-cluster into the chalice she held aloft in
her hand.

¢ Ail this while, the smiling look of warm and
passionate affection to the infant never left her
lovely features, though it was occasionally
mingled with the blushful glow of strange inward
exultation, so characteristic of her, at tho quick,
ghort rattles of applause that seemed to burst at
ance from the whole enraptured audience,

¢ Then she rose gracefully to her fect, cvery
change of posture being marked by the most
poetical elegance of motion, and, skipped lightly
on the bare croupe of the wildly-galloping mare,
whirling the young Bacchus about her head the
while, or rather sceming to make theinfant deity
fly with its little fluttering wings, as she danced
in swimming gyrations.

“The way this latter feat was managed was
simple enough. A system of bands, of thin but
strong leather, passed under the child's dress
round its waist, beneath it, and over its shoulders,
These all met and were sccured together at the
bend of its back to a strong steel ring, which she
wore round three fingers of her hand, with the
fourth and thumb controlling by a wire the two
little gauze wings at its shoulders, which were
mounted on small spiral springs, so that she
could make them quiver, or fold them to its back,
&8 she pleased,

¢ Well, while she was thus flying round, and
while the house was all cye for her, and all car
for the admirable musical accompaniment—rwhilst
the horse was galloping at its most furious speed
—at once, just as she was opposite to the pit,
the winged Bacchus seemed to leave her shoul-
der, and fly towards the ground.

“ Agit fell, one of the wildly flung-up hind
hoofs of the animal met it, and the next instant
it was tossed lifeless and almost headless iuto the
eir, and its little body, with its painted wings and
gaudy frippery, lay dead and motionless, like a
crushed butterfly, among the dust of the arena.

¢There was a strange, sudden bustle among
the spectators at first—they rose to their fect by

" masses; many screamed abruptly with dread,
others gave hurried words of direction, and num-
Lers jumped from the pit together unconscious,
for the first moment or two, of the harrowing
event—their eyes following the cqually uncon-
scious equestrian, asshe was borne with lightuing
speed round the circle,

“The riding-master and myself, stunned with
the sight for a second, as soon as we could com-
mand our limbs, sprang from the centre, where
we stood, to raise the shattered body of the
child; but ere he had time to touch it, the Sery
gallop of the black mare had swept its rider
round the ring, and she appeared on the same
spot.

¢ Ag she came near she seemed paralyzed with
surprise and horror, standing in an attitude
forcibly expressive of these emotions, on the vack
of the animal, (wherecon, from mnechanical habit
taerely, for it could not be from eflort, she con-
tinued to maintain her bhalance,) and with start-
ling eyes, uplifted brows, parted lips and {eatures
the deadly pallor of which was fearfully evident
beneath the warm, artificial complexion they
bore, regarding the steel ring upon her hand, to
which a fragment of leather was ull that was now
attached.

“ But when she saw the mangled frame of her
heart’s idol motionless among the dust, with the
wild shrick of a mother’s despair she leaped from
the place, and fell, frantically grovelling on the
ground beside it. A strange uunatural scream
was that!—such as shall ring through my brain
when age or discase shall bave made my cars im-
pervious; and it rose in loud and louder waves
of picrcing sound, till it filled the four corners of
the vast ampbitheatre, and was sent hack in
echoes and reverberations to lacerate avew the
hearing, quashing the tumult of tiie alarmed and
excited audience, as the erash of thunder in a
tempest drowns the turmoil of the waters..

Al was confusion and uproar, amazement
and terror, among the people; women fuinted,
and children were crushed aud trodden upon,
and they struggled bither and thither apparently
without any object—a strong panic secwing to
have taken possession of them; while over the
whole floated a deafening roar of mingled noises,
louder than the loudest applause that had ever
sounded there,

¢ Mcauwhile the band went on with the musie,
blowing aud striving their utmost to be heard
above the clamor in the arena; for they were
placed behind a gereen in one of the entrance-
passages, to allow the orchestra tc be filled with
spectators, and were not aware of what had hap-
pened.

“The horse, morcover, riderless, and frantic
with fear and excitement, flew round and round,
tossing its head in the air, and flinging aloft the
dust from its heels. Several of the compauy and
servauts, rushing in from without, made attempta
to catch it, in which I also joined, DBut they
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were in vain; for the affrighted creature, darting
from ite course, dashed across the circle, and
springing wildly over the barrier that enclosed it,
was the next instant kicking and plunging, strug-
gling and snorting, among the densely-crowded
audience in the space called the gallery, who, mad
with tervor, and screaming to heaven for aid,
crushied backwards with fierce struggling from
around it, as if a very dewon in a palpable shape
had come among themn, .

“0Oh, the terrors of that dreadful night—terrors
to which the dazzling glare of light, the gorge-
ously-decorated scene, and the thrilling music
lent a strange sublimity approaching to the super-
natural !

“As I sprang from the animal with a coil of
rope, which I had hastily seized somewhere about
the place, and which I intended to throw over it,
§0 as to obtain, by entangling its head and limbs,
some purchase whereby to restrain its plunging
and drag it back into the ring, I got caught in
the working vortex of the terror-stricken crowd,
aad, after a few struggles, found myself crushed
to the ground between the seats, and the next
moment trampled overby a hundred feet. After
some bard but uscless attempts to rise, I became
insensibie, and what happened thereafter I only
heard by report many days afterwards,

41 recovered consciousness in the wards of the
surgical hospital of the place, where I lay—my
frame a mass of bruises. It was more than a
month before I was dismissed cured ; and by that
time tie circus had been removed, no trace of it
remaining, save the hollow space where the saw-
dust, mingled with the sand, indicated the site
of the arena. It was shut up the day after the
sbove cvents, and Mr. Codoni, with his troop,
lefe the place and wentto America, When they
had performed there for some time it was broken
up and dispersed, the manager returning tc
Europe, and settling somewhere in his own coun-
trv.

“Of course I found my occupation gone, and
once more returned to the legitimate line of my
profession.

¢Clara, I learncd was 2 maniac—the inmate of
a publicasylum. Here she still remains; atleast
she did when I was last at the place, but she
is now quite (quiet, cheerful and docile; indecd,
8o far recovered as to have a kind of authority
entrusted to her over other female patients.

“Since then I bave played in other concerns of
the Lind, but never in any one approaching in the
remotest degree to the splendor of Mr, Codoni's,
For a couple of years I was part proprietor of one
wyself, which did very well till, in an unlucky hour,

having introduced, (my old passion) someregular
dramatic pieces among our performunces, the
patentee of a royal theatre, on whose preserves it
appears we had been peaching, instituted law
proceedings against us, and *fixed’ us all in
prison. After that, for some time, J could get
nothing to do; and what it is to be an actor,
without an engagement, and with no other means
of earning his bread, thank heaveun! you can
never know,

“Iam now on my way to Soandso, where,
among the exhibitions at this, the mavket-time, I
hope toobtain employment as actor, Mr, Meryman,
tumbler, spotted Indian, or I don’t care what.”

‘When he had completed his discourse, for which
we thanked him sincerely, we rose, mounted the
leafy bank, and moved along the lane towards the
highway. Upon reaching it, this, our companion
of an bour, shook our hands warmly, and, baving
been presented with a few of our cheroots, went
on:his way, and neither of us ever saw lis face
again,

We spoke not a word for some time after we
had parted with bin:, Atlength, said Bob, drawe
ing a deep breath,—

¢ What a strange tale it is that he has told us,
and how strangely he has told it! If that young
fellow had a good education and a smattering of
genius, and possessed of both, knew himself, it
strikes me he would make a tolerable romancer,
as literature goes now-a-days.”

$Nay, it appears to me that his tale is too
strange, too highly wrought, too unnatural.”

“Pardon me,,’ cried my friend ; too naturalis
what you mean ; for with such vividuess did he
bring Lis picture before my mind's eye that I fan-
cied I really saw the whole scene, with every in-
cident, pass before me, and was affected in my
feelings as if I had positively done so. Now this
I consider the triumph of a romancer, when he
can produce, by his description or narration, the
precise emotions that would be excited by a per-
sonal view of it, or participation in the eventshe
supposes, as if actually occurring. Inordertodo -
this, the grand requisite is in all things to copy
nature to the utmost. Now, were I possessed of
a talent for writing, such is the course I would
embrace. In beauty and deformity, in good and
evil, in charity and in crime, I would copy nature
as exactly as I could. I would not depict her as
innocent and virtuous, nor in her holiday dress;
nor, although taking her all in all, she is most
lovely, would I disguise one spot upon her face,
or call one wrinkle by the name of dimple. The
very sores upon her limbs (for we koow she is
subject to such things,) from them would I make
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no scruple to snatch away the bandages, The
most violent-and debasing passions (for we know
they often affecther) I would bring to the metal-
lic mirror wherein to fix their reflection, The
most atrocious crimes (and we know she will com-
mit them) would find no softening or glossing
over from me. Guarding always, thatan idea
shovld never escape me calculated in the remotest
degree to call the blush to the cheek of purity.

“ What ! must wegive all our admiring attention
to the Apollo and Venus, and turn from the Gladi-
ator or Laocgon as overstrained, and approaching
the horrible? Must webe continually imagining
milk-and-water scenes of beauty, virtue, and
bappiness, nor remind our dainty readers that
there are such things in this woful world as crime,
famine, misery, discase, danger, death?”

“Nay, but,” interrupted I, *you know that
there has lately sprung up a school of authors,
who, by picturing scenes of a fearful or horrible
description, or actions of a deeply atrocious char-
acter, endeavour to terrify the minds of their read-
ers by feelings of what they call intense interest.”

“Yes,” said my friend, “and there would be
pothing wrong in this, if they did it naturally,
modestly,and sparingly,but they do not : theypaint
murders, robbers, and seducers, asheroes. Now,
one thought will convince you that this is quite
against my rule, for in the actual study of nature,
we find that such a state of things never existed ;
there never wasin real life an heroic robber,or
assassin, or forger, or any one willfully guilty of
crime who was not, ia all respects, a most con-
temptible and excerable being. If then infiction
you describe one of the heinous deeds that fiction,
10 be a picture of real life, must exhibit, deseribe
it a3 you see such occur in nature, with all the
horror and repulsivencss that really does hang
around such actions and the miserable actors in
them ; but never allow yourself—as is done in a
popular modarn piece—to paint such a thingesa
high-principled, well-educated gentleman, com.
mitting a dastardly marder on a wretched, Jow
individual; with whatmotive®—money; to what
purpose ?—t0 increase his powers of obtaining
knowledge !

Just a3 Bobarrived at this point ofhis discourse,
we discovered, all on a sudden, that we had lost
our way.

We had for some time left the highway, and
were now in search of the path over the moors
that saved some three or four miles distance in
our journey ; but, having got entangled in a maze
of little cross lanes, and seeing nobody at hand,
we felt ratherat a loss about our route, and stood
stock still, looking queerlyinto each other’s faces.

oL, 11, =2

But, a8 we were about to go off iuto a guffaw,
our attention was caught by twofigures apparently
in the same predicament with ourselves, and the
oddity of whose aspect and fit-out immediately
fixed our admiration.

(T be continned.)
ODE TO THE PEN.
BY G. D.
All heill thou glorious instrument,

We fear, yet love thee in cach varying mood ;
Nurse of man's burning thoughta thou'rt sent

At once a messenger sublime and rude.
Inspired we hail theo held, by sacred men,
Through Japse of ages, still we praise their pen.
For thee the lofty dome has risen,

The cloister deep, the silent prison ;

And e'en the hermits’ cells
Can solace give to Wisdom's sigh,

He knows through thee it canunot die,
And though with death he must comply,

On carth its spirit dwells,

Tradition’s handmaid! far outshining
Thy humble mistress, long divining

Back in the misty realms of time,
Wile Memory divides the paim,

Gives thoe more truth—reflection calm

Teaching the soul aloft to climb,

And Fable, gracefully contending
To prejudice no longer bending,

Yields, but still retains its charm.
Thou rapid instrument, so quickly telling
Of all the warm affections dwelling

Within the throbbing heart—

Of passions glow, of calmer love

Thrilling through every part,

We hail thy power, gently swelling
The rising hope, and anguish quelling,
How oft, indeed, thy work can prove
Affection’s happiest chart!
Thee! when th’ ambitious despot wields,
The widowed home, the bloody ficlds,

Too surely tell thy might
A simple stroke!—the grave is filled,

So passion leads the flight ;

But despots tremble at thy power
The varying fortune of an hour
Teaches Ambition not to build
Nor take too high s flight.
Forernnner of the wond'rous type!

Afay ever noble hands yet hold thee ;
We trace thy work in ages past,

The sparkling thoughts the brain hath told skee;
And in Time’s course of coming years,

With higher hopes and lessened fears

Mny Reason’s mantle still enfold thee,




418 THE EMBROIDERED GLOVES.
THE EMBROIDERED GLOVES.

Ix that beautiful suburb of the city of Bath
called Bathwick, there is a stately and curions old | gravelled walks, the pavilicns, alcoves, fountains,
Luilding, over the facade of which the word!land statues, were bathed in a fairy light; and
S Viila? is carved on the stone. Itis situatedthe beaus, belles, dons, and duennas of Bath
some distance from the streets, and stands in the | clustered and rustied over the glittering scone
midst of a verdant wilderness of patchy gardens|like the bappy people of an eachanted land.
usnd high hedges of quickset, hawthorn, and]| Among the pecple of mark in the city at this
aider, O the western side of it the Avon flows, | time were Sir John Farquharson and bis daugh-
aud the narrow green lanes whick: twist andjter, aud a young gentlewan of the name of
tewine round it, form & labyrinth asif it were in-| Blanoin, a descendan: of an ancient Welsh famils.
tezded for the centre of a * puzzle.” Miss Farquharson was in her twenty-first vear,
I the latter part of the last centurr, this was ! and was gifted with personal attractions of so re-
& favourite place of public resort for the inhabi- | markable a character, us 10 gain her preceidence,
taats and visitants of the city. The glory of jamongst the gay conuoisseurs of such endow-
Bath was then at its height.  For a long series of | ments, before all the young beautiea who thea
years, suecessive kings and queens had come to]shed lustre over thie Bath entertainments. Sic
dtink ti:e health-restoring waters of her miveral | John, in consequence of the improvidence of
springs; the world of fashion flocked thither for|sundry. generations of grandfathers, was by no
aportion of each year; and the notabilitica of | means wealithy, but wasin the enjoyment of suf-
politics =nd lotters rendered the place illustrious ! ficient means to enable him to move in fashion-
by making it their chosen scene of recreation. | able society, and to gather friends around him by
Tae last ceatury hardly produced a single Eng- |a judiciously-conducted systemn of quiet and re-
Lsih memoir, or yielded materials of biography to | fined hospitality ; and the consideration which
Le produced in this, in which the city of Bath, [ such a mode of life secured for Lim was, as may
itz fashionable company, its imperious rules of | be imagined, deepencd and vivified by his cloee

place. The house and grounds were illuminated
with great taste: myriads of many-coloured
lamaps were festooned from tree to tree; the trim-

ciquette, its hot waters, its floating sarings and
Lan-mots, its palatial streets and cresceuts, its
kilis and vales—do not make 2 preity consider-
able figure. The Bathwick Villa was then the
centre of a charming pleasure-ground—the Gar-
dens as it was called—set out with pavilions,
fountaina, and statues, in that p:im and classic
gtzle which characterised fisst-rate places of en-
tertainment at the period ; and here. during the
summer months, the volaries of fastion and piaa-
€270 were wont to congregate for society anden-
joyment. The fine old house is now little better

relationship to a young Iady of almost peerless
beauty, who imparted a degree of spleadour w0
his lhousehold, and attracted interest and atten-
tion to all his movements. * Sir John Farquhar-
son and the divine Clara!” was the toast d'amour
of all the gallants of the day. Stephen Gerrard

Blannin, the young gentleman of good family

mentioned sbove, had been for some months the
recognised aud accepted suitor of Miss Farqubar-
o?n. e :a in his twenty-third year, of very
elegant and prepossessing appearance—was im-
pulsive, passionate, and restiess as even Welsh

&z 2 ruing but you may trace in its curiously- { blood could make him; and in his manner of
mnamental construction, in its ground-fioor of | dress and mode of life, affected astyie of Lisown

tesselated marble, in its wide and bandsome stair-
cases, somc reminiscences of its olden grandeur.

Time plays queer tricks with the fine places of
the world. The Villa is now divided and subdi-
wided, aud is inhabited by a uumber of poor
famities; and the % are cut up into the

2eh of lanes and allotments spoken of above.
It is 1ot surprising that many 2 story and snatch
©f ron:atce should be current in connectivn with
a place which, fora long series of years, was
the constaut resort of fashion, in whose 2rain the
idle, the dissipated, and the gay. alwars move.
Tie greater portion of these are idie tales, well
exouzh to hear when you arc on the spot, but
kardly worth remembering or repeating. The
foilowing, boweve will perhaps be decmed sufi-
cantly singularto warrant its being written down.

A grand gala was aunounced to take place at
the Vilia Gardens on the 10th of July, 1786, on
which occasion several then famous Izalian musi-
cian3 were to perform utder theleadership of the

which gained him distinction amongst his fellow-
beaux, and readered Lim in a measure an objece
of public attention.

Sir Johu, his daughter, and Mr. Blanxis, were
among the fashionables who attended the gala of
the 10tk of July, and, as usaal, were courted,
quizzed; and lioniscd.

The same evening, a new constellation made &
first appearance in this briliiant frmament. A
tall young lady, extrewely well-looking, of parti-
cularly graceful and majestic deportment, aud
dresscd to the verr cxtreme of the mode, was
observed among the concourse, walking hither
and thither in compary with a lady of between
forty and fifty years, also of striking stature and
demeanour, u'xid%undsomc!y :zhuud. Th.:ie were
fresh faces anid figures upon the scene, very
few kaew who they were or anything about them.
There were black ribbons, indicating mourning,
in various parts of the young lady’s costume, and
the elder lady wore & sott of modified widow’s

culenrated Rauzzini, of whom Christoplicr Austey, jcap. The curiosity of the company, who, with
Horace Walpole, and Fanny Burney bave made i the exception of these, were all either on speak-
fregue::t ruention ; after which, there were to bejing terms with each other, or were persoually
£reworks and a fncy-ball.  The weather was de- | acquainted, was strongly excited br the accession
Jightful, the entertainment was one of great}of the strangers; a thousand remarks, q

attraction, the prestige of the Villa Gardens]andsuppositions were whispered respecting ther,
wag at its height, and in consequence, an unusy- llﬂd all their movements were watched with per-
iy large and brilliaut compauy focked o tae'severing sclicitude. The gemeral ecquicy at
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as well, my dear,” auswered the fond mamma,
with & look expressive of unhounded confidence
in her daughter’s abilities, and satisfaction in her
present appearance. * There is nothing Miss
Farquhiarson could do that you could ot do, wy
Fauny,” shie added.

“Oh, mamma, we do not know that Miss
Farg’son made them,” said Fanny,

“Why, to be sure ghe did,” returned the
penetrating madam: “don't you see whas the
letters are? It's a love-gift for Mr. Blaunia, of
course.”

Fauny iavoluntarily sizhed. Stephen Blannin
was a handsowe, brilliaut young gentleman, and
ther eye had sought him many times that evening.
She was volatile, passionate, and headstrong as
Stephen was himself, Once or twice their glauces
had met, aud without a word heing spoken, that
hap-hazard inexplicable clashing of soul to soul
lad passed between them, which may only be
experienced once in a life-time. There wus ia

leng:h elicited the required information. A well-
kunown physician proved the oracle of the ocea-
sion. e had attended the late husband of the
elder lady for many years, uutil abont a twelve-
month before, when an attack of bronchitis had
proved fuzul, at ogee depriving the patient of life
and tire physician of a by nomeans contemptible
itew in hisaunual income. He was a Mr. Ranne,
by occupation a brewer—a man who, froia »n
Lumbic sphere aud with auwmble means, had
riz2n to opulence by force of energy and aagacity.
“ Died immensely rich,” whispered the doctor
emphatically to whomsoerer he communicaied
the much-converted material for goisip—* im-
mensely rich. Widow and daughter must be
worth one hundred theusand between 'em, Take
my word for it
Thefashonables were at first somewhatalarmed
at the idea of the widow and daughter of a
Urewer of obscure origin being amongst them ; but
the reputation of great wealth, so strongly in- | expr
siztcd upon by the judicious physician, mollified | their natures the moral affinity which stares s
the stringency of aristocratic sentiments, aud |mysterious response, like 2 lightning-flash, before
preserved the straugers from angthiong like a dis- | 2 question is asked or a syllable uttered.
plar of rudeness or contempt. The ladies, t0o,] They entered the ball-room. Al was light and
were persouages who really mads & very stylish | bright, gaily-attired groupes of youngand old were
and distiuguished appearance; particularly the | promenading, strains of music fiosted over the
younger one, in whoac noble carriage, finuly vet{scene. Again Fanny stepped towards Aiss
delicateiy-chiseled features, rich dark bair, and | Farqubarson with the glovesinherhand. Stephen
briglit fashing eyes, there was something gueenly | Blannin turned as she approached, and & warm
and imperious: 80 the Aabifués made no objec- | blush #pread over her features as again she met
tiou o the manager of the place respeciing their | his bright black eve. *Miss Farq’son has dropped
Preience there, but resolved to observe a passive | pair of gloves,” repeated she.
behaviour, leaving the new-comers to shift for| **Ob, thank you,” said Mr. Blanuin, taking the
themavlves, aud procure society aad countenanee | gloves with 3 low bow: “your kind atteution,
as they might happen to find opportunity. Miss Ranne, deserves ourbest acknowledgments.”
Tise concert and the pyrotechnie display being | As he addressad her by name, the blush deepened
brought to a termination, the ladies and gentle- | upon her face.
mea proceeded totheirrespectiveroomstoprepare|  * Miss Targ’son dropped them in the dressing-
for the ball; in other words, to set aside bonnets | room,” added Fanny: “I spoke to her at the
-and bats, and to retouch various particulars of | time, bu; she did not hear me.” .
the toilet, Clara had been engaged ia conversation with
“You have dropped 2 pair of gloves, Miss Far-{ her fathex and scrae young friends who clustered
quharson,” eaid Miss Ranne, pickiog up the arti-}them. She heard now, xnd turned quickly
cles mentioned, and hastening 0 give them to|towards her lover and Miss Ranne, with 2 look
the young lady, who had dropped them before | full of eager inquiry and surprise.
#3e ielt the tiring-room. “This young lady, Clars,” exid Mr. Blannin,
But the beautiful Clara, fresh from proud com- | “has kindir handed to me & pair of gloves which
mution with ber mirror, her thoughts triumph- | you dropped in the ladies™room.”
ant's busied with Stephen Blannin and the com-| Clara started with evident agitation as she at
ing pieasures of the ball, hieard not the friendly | onee perceived what had happened ; possibly she
intination, but passed quickly on. Her father|cherished a beliefin omens. She took the gloves,
and Stiphen were waiting for herat the door; | thrust them roughly into the pocket of her dress,
she pasied her arm through that of the latter, | bowed coldly and baughtily to the restorer of
and they proceeded dizecily towards the ball-{them, and turned again towards the party with
007, whom she bad previously been eonvain&. Fauny
Aiss Ranne sad her mother followed the for- | tossed her proud head, ard without another look
mer, waiting & couvenient opportunity to bandjat either ten or Clars, moved slowly away
the pair of gloves to Miss Farqubarson, Asshe]with her mother. She was affronted, acd
walked on sirc looked at them, and the one|immediataly resolved to be revenged.
irresisti i 1o a few minutes, dancing commenced,snd the
ball was fairly opened. Th: the evening,
the parvenu strange:s continued 10 attract a large’
share of the atteotion of the company; the fine
with delicate piok sitk—the initials “ 8. G. B."{Sgures and handsome attire of the mother and
worked upon the wrint of the right hand glove, | daughter, and thereport of their wealth, succeeded
and “C. F." on that for the leR baad. With a|in gaining for them vo small degree of considera-
covert swile, she shewed tiem to her mother,|tion and countevance, notwihstanding the late
and asked if they were not elegaat morsels of | Mr. Ranoehad been abrewer, 1nd bad commesced
workmanskip. “ Very preity; bt voucould do ! Hc with small means. Miss Raane, 09, Aanced

c
Tittle paic of es—made vi the Guex, shiniest
white satin, th> seams wrought sud
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supeshly, and evinced in ¢very movement and
every phase of hier behaviour, the peculiar air of
grace and distinction of style which always mark
the highly-bred and fine-spirited young lady,
Hitiierto, Clura Farquharson had been regarded
by common cousent as the bielle of the asserblies,
as undoubtedly she still deserved to be, on ac-
coune of rer extreme beauty; but now there was
a presence of another description upon the scene,
—a beauty not 30 correct and sweet, bus of a
gtronger and more impressive character—which
already began to divi¥ the empire of the young
Queen of the Rall.  Defore a couple of hours had
passed, before half the programme of gavottes,
mizudts, quadrilles, and contre-danses, had been
accempiished, Fanny Ranue aud her mamma
for:ned the centre of a tolerably aumerous greup
o¢ iabitués, who, for the hour, courted their
society and acquaintance; and the most noted
galanss of the company contended at each
saccessive dance for the Lonour of Fanny's hand.
In shost, the appearanice of Miss Ranue was a
deciied bit, and crcated the speciea of interest
whish, in the fashionable circles of the tinie and
the place, wasdenominated a sensation.

Stapher Blannin observed thie course of eventa
with the acutences and watchfulness of one who
passed kis dife amid such scenes. aud who aspired
10 establish for himncdifthe chimacter of a thorough-
geoing Bean,  Having danced with Clara twice or
tzice, he left her for awkile, and not long after-
wards was to be seen by the side of Miss Ranne.
He solicited the favour of her hand for & minuet
—solicited it with the exsy grace of one who has
been brought to bolieve tue refusal of such a
Tequest impossikic—but the Lonour was declined
with frigid hauteur; and amid smirks and whispers,
ke, Stephen Gerard Blannin, Esa., waiked away
discomfited. The refusal was o d and concise:
£he did not say that she was u'vady eugaged,
that she was disengaged for the .iext dance, or
ibe uexs after that; she made no vemark atall,
out merely declined the honour with ¢ slight and
contemptous bow, Stephen was intenseiy piqued.
He Lad never endured such a defeat betor, He
at oace atributed it to the ccld, indecd, slinost
rade manner in which Clara had reccived the
resiored gloves, and felt particularly out of temper
witi hier, with nimself, and with every one clse.

*Well, Clare,” said he, a3 2e veturned to ker,
+ have you lott your gloves again?”

4No, surelv. Why?" roturned she, divectly
taking them from er pocket, and starting again
as she Temembered the rowontre to wlich they
tad aiready given rise.

* Becruse if you had," «aid Stephen diily, I
siiould hope noene would be gnod enough to
periorm e thaukless task of fuding them and
wiaging them to you.”

Clara blushed deeplr, but made no replr. She
put har arm within Stephen's, and drew him into
arecers. She unfolded tae gioves with nervous
wewbling fingers, and seemed strangely agitsted
2l &t once, %:cp’nen leaned agaiast the marble
pillar, silent and displcascd.

*Jtaphen,” said she presently, offericg the
gloves 1 bim, I made ihem with my own
Eands for vv1. Your initials are worked upon
she w:ist of oce glove, and my own upon the
otker. Thia being the case, it annoyed me much

to think I had been careless enough to drop
dﬁem. ”and afford every one a chance of inspecting
them.

* Oh, is that it ?” exclaimed Stephen, moliified,
immediately by an explanation, so sufficient,
especially 10 bimsclf. ¢ Well, I had no idea of
anything of that sort for 2 moment, or I should
not have thought your conduct so strange. They
are pretty, upon my word—very pretty ; and I
am much obliged to rou, my dearest. I will put
them ou at once; shall 13

‘“ Oh, to be gure; if you like.” She was pleased
to licar hix exyressions of epproval and gratifca-
tion; but the quickvess with which his wind
passed to the mere use of the things—to putting
them on—checked the warm thoughts which had
rendercd the making of them such a delicious
task. They werenot intended so muckh for skierw,
for wearand tear, as for amementa of affectiop—
not so much for the bands, as for the heart.

Stephien took off the gloves hio hiad Leen wear
ing, and cased his hands'in the love-gift. Really,
it wasa charming pair of gloves—certainly the
finest aud daintiest in the room. He declared

e should be very proud during the remainder of

the evening ; and Clara laughied, half with plea.
sure, half’ with pain, as he gaily said so. They
left the recess, and slowly returned to the wmore
thronged parts of the room.

“Shall we danze this minuet, Stephen " asked
Clara, as the strain of the spproahhing dance
commeuced.

¢ J—J—1I think not--not this time,” rctured
he, somewbat absently and uneasils.

Clara lovked up at his face: he was staring
fixedly towards another quarter of the saleon,
where Miss Ranne and a showy young gentlcman
were just takicg their places for the minuet.

“Not dance this time, Stephen ?

“No—not this time, Clars. Indecd, I will not
dance any morc to-night: my head aches—the
place is so hiot—phew? the heat is stiding!™

Clara was niarmed.  She thought she Lad bet-
ter sit with her father for awhile, 0 that Stephen
might bave an opportunity of going out iuto the
fresh air.  Ie adopted the suggestion without 8
moment’s hasitation, banding her to Ler father,
and hivself leaving the rcom. He got his hag
fron: tuc Jressing-room, walked out iuto the gan
den, and “here brooded over the first discomS-
ture he & « cxpericnced since he had succeeded
in establishing himedl as 3 * presence™ at the
assemblies. lis pride bad raceived a poiguant
burt, and at the moment his very thought was
engaged in considering how he might recover iiis
lost ‘ground in some signal maoner, aud resicre
the feeling of sclisuflicicacy which had received
such a rough shock.

He coutinued pacing up and down the ganden-
walks & considerable tizue, and was at length
about 10 re-enter the Lhouse, when bis niovemernts
wese arrested by the approach of e pariy from the
bailroom. In some excitement Le recognised
Mrs. and Miss Ranne, who were escorted and ur-
rounded by several gentlemen. They were ail
talking and laughing gaily save Miss Ranne ter-
elf, who seemed 10 be of 2 nature too proud aad
haughty for dircct participation in any absolute
lesity, She walked slowly on with her head
erecs, gratified, no doubt, by the auentioas paid
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her, but receiving them passively, as if she cared
nothing about them. Blannin eagerly noticed
this peculiarity of her demeanour. There was
something about the high-spirited, sclf-conceited
girl that touched him strongly, Suspecting, from
av pearances, that the mother and daughter were
gving home, he turned back, and hurried by 2
circuitous path to the gates which opened upon
the road to the city, and there remained till the
party came down to the carriage, which was wait-
iag without, As they approached, he drew him-
self up to his full height, and walking steadily up
to Miss Ranne, brought them all to a stand-still.

“I beg leave, before Miss Ranne quits this
place to-night,” said he, with a light bow, “to
express to her my deep regret that she sheuld
bave been treated with incivility by & person with
whom I have the honour of an intimate acquain-
fance—my regret that her kind politeness should
have been received with bebaviour not far short
of rudeness. I beg to assure her nothing of the
sort was intended—that it was all the merest
chance of the time and occasion. Whether Miss
Ranne may think it worth while to care anything
about it or nct, I, for my part, should not have
beer satisfied had I allowed her toleave this place
without offering a formal apology.”

Hebowed stiffly, raised his hat, and was about
to move away, apparently not caring whether any
answer were returned to him; but Miss Ranne,
with a quick, decisive movement, held out her
band to him in & manner which rendered his
abrupt departure impossible, As he took the
proffered hand, and bowed, she looked him full
ia the face, and then passed on. It was not so
much the act of & bold woman, full of belicf in
her charms and their porwer, as the inspiration of
& strong and wilful spirit which has formed 2
certain desire, and will not scruple to procure its

sifiment by whatever meaus it can; for there
was something in the mannerin which, for an in-
stant, she gazed—it was more than a glance—at
Blannin, that made him tremble with a strange
emotion ; and had there been noone by, he would
have cast himself at her feet. The beautiful
Clars seemed like & myth in comparison to the
powerful, imperious reality which his heart and
soul ised in this remarkable young lady.
Sha might have made him follow her to the ends
of the carth, without speakiug a word to him,
The spirit of romance was strouger, and the regu-
lation of the affections less a matter of considera-
tion in those days than ia thepresent and Dlan-
oin, in recklesslr surrendering himuself to the
intluence of & newly-found attraction, was by no
means oat of the fashion. e followed them to
their carriage door for the purpose of bidding a
formal adieu. Miss Ranne merely bowed to the
Test, but returned his farewell, and shook bia
band, it appeared to those standing by. with ome-
thing like ostentatious emphasis. To him she
became talkative all at once, az the moment of
separation seemed to have arrived—remarked
upou the beauty aud good order of the Villa Gar-
dens, the pretiness of the illumination, the charus
of the music, the pleasaituess of the ball.  Mrs.
Raune took her place in the carriage; and the
gerddemen who bad formed the cacort from the
ball.room, exchan mﬁ siznificant looks, vetired,
laaving Blanuin behind, — -

Do youreturn to the ball-room, Mr. Blaunin $”
asked Miss Ranne.

¢ No,” answered he quickly—then adding, with
some hesitation and embarrassment: *‘at least
only for & minute or 80 to perform anact of
politeness, which will be expected of me. I shall
dance no more to night.”

“Then why go back?”

“] have a reason, I—I—regret to sar.”

“Well, zo back and go back, and by that
means you will be enabled always to rerain both
tho reason and the regret.” She stepped into
the carriage, and took her seat opposite her
mother. Blannin was wonderstricken ard indes-
cribably touched by the bold, carcless energy of
her manner.,

4 Rather than do that, I will not go back,” said
he, a sharp thrill of pleasure darting through him
at the inference he could not help drawing fro:a
what he had heard. “I will go home at once.
May I ride ¥

That pight, it became ramoured all throagh
the fashionable circles of the city that the maxch
between Mr, Blanuia and Miss Farqubarsoa wag
tobe broken off—that Mr. Blaonin had beea
smitten at first sight by Miss Ranne, the rich
brewer's daughter—thbat he had lefe Miss Fare
quharson in the care of her father to wet home
bow she could, while he himselt had ridea bome
with the Raunes. The next dav gave sirong
confirmation t0 the rumours. Dlanuin and Miss
Ranne were observed for several hours riding
about on horseback ia all the most fishionabie
quarters of the neighborhood.

Sir John Farquharson examined the blade of
hissword. He bade Lis daughter never mention
Blannin’s name 2gxin, aad instructed his sqgranty
never to adwit that gentleman to his Louse, and,
if he insisted upon entering, to eject him by force.
The secoad day after hie conceived himseif to
bave been insulted, and the horor of his family
slighted, he went to Biannin’s resideace, and not
finding him, rode straightway to that of Mrs.
Ranne, where Blanrin and Fanoy were together.

On tho ovening of the same day, Clama Far-
qubarson was sitting in her boudoir, when aloud
knocking was heard at the door, 2 hasty step
ascended the stairs, and a tall imperious fgure
entered the room in disorderly agitation.

“Miss Farq'son,” exclaimed Fanny, for she it
was, “again I restore to you your gloves. Look
at them, aud you will sce Lkow much tiey have
cost me!”

She dashed the §!oves apon the table 20 she
spoke, using her left bend—the gloves upoa
which poor Clara bad spent many an izdustrious,
lovedorn hour! Clara’s facce flushed, and she
ros¢ immediately from her chair, for she hsd
spirit and passion in her, though nathingin com-
parison to the headstrorg, impulsive creature
who now addressed Lier.

“ Loox at them, I sax, and sec how much they
have cost mie!” réneated Faany Sercely, “ Aad
be satisfied with vour revenge”

Clara looked av the gloves, and uttered a
shrick of afiright. The one for the right hand,
on which shie nd wrought the fnitials of Swephen,
was bathied in blood, with the exception of the
three outeide finzer-parts, and the sazin wascut
hraugh close bezeath thoss portions which were
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unstained. She took up the glove, and looked
more closely at it. Horrible! ~ There were the
Lalrea of three human fingers remaining init!

4 They are mine!” cried Fanny, witk frantie
impetuosity—*‘they are mine! Kecp them as
#n assurance of vengeance wreaked upon me for
1be wrong that has been done you.” :

She raised her right hand from beneath her
shaw], and the frightened Clara saw that three of
Ler fngers were cut off, and that the short
siumps had been roughly bandaged. Before
another word could be said, Miss Ranne left the
house with the same vehiement hasie as had dis-
tinguished her coming.

Sir John and Mr. Blannin had been left alone
at tie request of the former; high words had
zrisen between them, and in the paroxysm of
their quarrel, swords had been drawn without the
formality of a ducl. The house was alarmed ; but
none had baen courageous enough to interfere so
instantaneously as Miss Ranne, who rushed
beuween theny, and her hand coming in contact
with the svord of Sir Joun, three of her fingers
were cut off.

Intanse excitement was occasioned by this
remarkable affuir.  Sir John and Clara left the
Qitx, and Mr. Blannin and Miss Ranne became the
observed of all observers. Fanny's hand was
skilifully doctored, and, after much suffering, the
remains of the fingers were healed; which con-
sumaaiion being happily arrivad at, she resumed
her horse-riding, attended by Mr. Blanrin; and,
peraaps to her satisfaction, her appearance wus
always thesigna! for gaping, whispering, remark,
and gossip, and other syptoms of personal
celedsgy. The pair who had met so strangely,
an sgrangcly wooed, were shortly afterwards
married, and lived in great style, as far as the
world could see, whatever might have been the
state of domestic affairs, The beautiful Clara
had sufficient pride to wean her heart from the
remembrance of the faithless Stephen, and was
aico married, perhaps the more quickly in conse-

zence of the adbove circumstances, and lived
long and kappily.

ON TOE EFFECIS OF WHICH THE DIS-
COVERY OF AMERICA MAY BE CON-
SIDERED THE CAUSE.

Ir mav be looked upon as presumptuots, to

ttempt to trace, to their beginuing, cvents
which at our day bappen, and ia ages to come,
will happen on this vast contincat, Had America
20t been discovered! In the supposition of such
ap alternative we are lost in conjecture, and we
may be continuaily forming to ourselvcs ideas of
the probable state of the Eastern emisphere,
overburthened as it might bave been with an
jncreasing population, with no graad continent
far away 20 the westwand offericg iuducements to
its surplus caterprize, sud where the struggle,
betveeaso mary, folive, might have hadalarming
eYects oa Le constitution of sociely, just astbe

moment when the dark ages of the world were
passing away, and mankind was beginning to
approach the graces of those periods which
immediately preceded the downfall of the Roman
Empire,

It is all lost in conjecture as it must ever be.
There is, however, an overruling Providence in
it all—a Providence which inspired Columbus, at
the moment when society began to be over
burthened by its thousands, and while the new
home which was thus pointed out to the count-
less myriads of his and of succeeding ages
relieved, and still relieves, all the impendicg
errors of a population becoming too large for its
means of support.

To solve the great moral problem, it was
an opening for the discharge of all those evil
passions, which in crowded comiaunities have
perplexed statesmen, have baflled philosophers,
and have induced philanthropists to give up in
despair the hope of reforming mankind ; whila by
a shange more wonderful than was ever cffected
by magician’s art, faction in the old world ba-
comes patriotism, in the new!* the adjuzcts of
porerty become the stepping stones to riches, and
the busy cmotions of maun’s braing, which in one
world prompt to evil, in the other, aford
at once the greatest impetus to cnterprize,
while a generous rivalry in all the arts and
sciences, which enoble and adorn the human
Tace, i3 created betweon the two hemispheres.
Conjecture is again lost whether these boundless
tracts of fertile lands spreading far and wide can
ever become overburthened with a popuiation
which in time will seck yet undiscovered woslds
to meet such an emergency.

Could Columbas have forcseen the present
state of this continent, could the skilful navigator
in his deep glimmerings of its cxisteuce, have ob-
served the spleadid reality which it now presexnts,
who kuows but that to his ardent mind the coa-
templation of such effects might have been some
recompense for the ccolness, the repulses and
the trials which this cnterprising sailor had to
expericace! And inthe discovery of such aworld,
could Columbus have met with rosal sympathy
and patronage at once, and have inspired mora
confidence and belicf in bis expectations, there is
& probability that the effects following his dis-
covery might bave been slightly differcnt.  Had
the commercial mind of the Seventh Il2nry
entered h2artily into this project, this monarch,
desitous, ashe was of making hisreignremarkatle,
would Lavefound a field for his enterprize bound-

*Doulthil—ED. A. A MaG.
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less in extent, and in wkich the glory of his
country would have been more rapidly enhanced
0y its discovery. But although the enterprize of
England was tardy then, it was afterwards left
to Englishmen to follow up with more substantial
sieps the beginnings made by another nation.
The accomplished Raleigh passes before our eyes,
—the scientific navigator, the brilliant poet, who
in the new world complimented his royal and
virgin mistrees in naming a colony. We pause
to coatemplate the life of this distinguished
scholar, por {can we disconnect the idea of his
sorrowful death from one of the melancholy effects
of his dangerous enterprise. Referring more
closely to our subject, we see colony after colony
rising into importance. The names of the
monarchs of England and France to this day
remain inseparably connected with the countries
which bear them. The pllegmatic Dutciman
whon nothiug but commerce could inspire, leaves
his dykes aud canals for the mountains and rivers
of America. We see these colonies increasing
daily in riches and productions; every breeze
that blows fills more sails, and either hastens or
relards the adventurer eagerin quest of riches
and novelty, or the barks deeply laden with the
curiositics of another hemisphere. Further
down the stream of time, we se¢ the yeomanry of
Englandin arms for their religion, and theirrights
&3 free men, cither prepared to bring their
Sovereign to the headsman’s-axe, or seck in the
new world (which Columbus hadlately discovered)
& refuga from the political troubles +hich
agitated their native land.  We sce the Pilgrima
on the Plymouth rock—the men whose sternideas
of duty would lead them to the sacrifice of the
Lord's anointed, reiinquishing home, friends,
Linsmen and children for the sake of principle,
sincercly trusting in the rectitude of their con-
duet, and begetting a posteritr, oaly too proud
of the spirit which actuated their forefathers—a
pride inculeating an egotism acceptable at home,
Yut disagrecable abroad; and which, while truly
honourableinitself, threatens, like an ill-set jewel,
20 obscurc the value of the gem by its paltry
decorations.

These may be some of the effects of the dis-
covery of America in the new world itsell In
the Eastern Henisphere, while depicting the
state of its western riral, we should not forget to
contemplate the cffects springing from a con-
sciousness which it must have had of the exis-
2ence of this vast continent, In ail the sciences
a fres impetus was gives. Astronomy couid
delight in making the irutbs of our solar system
2ore palpable to ke mam of mankicd. Gso-

graphy burned to lay the frosh wonders of crez-
tion before the public gaze. History, anxious to
pierce the cloud of mystery, in her unwearied
agsiduity, sees, in the wild natives themselves,

the descendants of ourscriptural patriarchs; axd
a8 in mankind, reads that the awe-struck traveiler
gazed upon the thundering cataracts and followed
inland waters of glorious magnitude—now ex-
panding to a sea, and anon contracting to nume-
rous channels between beauteous islands, un:il
the narrowing strait shewed a departure from oze
great lake only to open upon a larger, in almozs
endless succession. The various emotions and
passions which prompt and agitate the human
mind, found in these far-off lands a picture of re«
pose and happiness. The patriot, bursing with a
sense of his country's wrongs and ashamed of
his country’s apathy, fancies he sees some con- i
nexion between the wildness of nature in the New

World and that liberty which he has, perhaps,

been worshipping in & questionable shape, and

here selects an asylum where he can indolently

indulge hisvague ideas of freedom. Yes, Amex-

ica i3 looked upon a8 a great refuge. The Minis-

ter of State, in considering the great paradox of,
how so many thousandsare to be maintaiced and

fed, and Lkept out of idleness in his own country,

cuts the matter short at once, and proposes emi-

gration. The artisan who finds his business de-

cayingand his family increasing, proposes emigra-

tion, and all whom vice and folly have driven

from the usual walks of society, propose emigra-

tion. And they do emigrate, and the cry s,

“still they come!”

Here isa most extraordinary effect of such 3
combination with the thousands of bardy, al-
though unlearned, sons of %oil, who bring moro
physical force than intellectual waalth into the
land, joined to the strength aud ingenuity for
£00d or evil, possessed by those who, if they &il
1ot leave their native land to escapo from justice,
at least, came recklessly to follow fortune. 2o
they bring cousolation with them? It would
almost secm at first sight, that which honerable
industry established, would only too readily be
destroyed by the cvil mind less bridled in its ex-
‘ercise, The result is far diffcrent, and asan effoct
following the discovery of America, we have pre-
sected to our view atonce & great people come
posed of a heterogenous mass of all nations—:n
an incredibly short space of time assuming a cha-
racter of quickness and iatelligence, with an
aluost intitive enterprize, the very nature of
whose country being boundlessin extent, encour-
ages, and is suggestive of the unlimited exercise
of the intell2ct, who live in an age in which tze
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wildest speculations of their boyhood are realised
Lefore they attain manhood, while a golden pros-
pect te the poor and adventurous of the whole
world is still held out.

Such are only s few of the results—the most
glorious of which pertain to Great Britain. We
se¢ her laws introduced and obeyed; we hear
her language spoken everywhere. Without the
discovery of America, it is almost impossible to
conjecture what Great Britain would have been;
thougk we can still fancy that country holding its
place amongst the nations of Europe—Iless splen-
did, perhaps, in its Eastern possessions than at
the present time, and with all the difficulties
erising from 8 crowded population, still having
toe philanthropy and wisdom of which our laws
and constitution are said to be the offspring.
But at once the brilliant prospect opens. Britons
commence another nation, and although centuries
Lave passed away, it is still mindful and proud of
its origin, and Britannia herself, watching the
woaderful effects of thoe early enterprise of her
sons, can row look upon their children, and with
a shadowing of futurity applying to everypart of
this vast continent wherever her language is
spoken, sho sces them, although under another
raue, like the offspring of ancient Troy,

“Terre potens arvis atque ubcre gleban”

@

o
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HORACE, ODE XIX, LIB I

TRANSLATION,
Venus, mother of the Loves,
Daughter of the azure sea,
And the merry, joyous boy,
Bacchus, son of Semele;
Frolic License joined with these,
Cruelly my heart inspire
To restore the smothered fiames
Of Love's all-consuming fire.
Ah! thy charms, sweet Glycera,
Turer in thy brilliancy
Than the Parian marble, which
Frecly yields the palm to thee.
Ah! thy pleasing wantouness
And that winning face of thine
Fire my goul to bow anew
To the God of Love divine,
Venus, girt with all her strength,
That she might my heart beguile,
Left, with ail her wonted train,
Cyprus, much-beloved isle,
Nor permits me to recount
Tales of Scythia's noble deeds,

Nor of Parthia’s boldest, when
Mounted on retreating steeds ;
Nor of aught but what relates
To her unrelenting sway ;
Me, whose heart she kindles thus,
Must her every look obey.
Here, ye boys, the verdant turf
And the vervain quickly place;
Here, the sacred frankincense
Purchased from the Arab race;
Here, the wine which, two years since,
‘Was from the Latin vineyards pressed ;
Venus, thus iwplored, will send
Gentle Love to Glycera’s hreast.

GGSTAVE.
——— -G G

LITTLE BITS.

Do we doubt that pictures and decorations,
of a very graceful kind, depend upon little
bits? Have we heard nothing about mosaics,
and inlayings, and buhl, and marquetrie, and
parquetric, and nicllo, and petro dure, and
tessolated pavements, and encaustic titles?
All these are but so many applications of
little bits—Dbits of enamel, bits of glass, bits
of gems, bits of stone, bits of warble, bits of
wmetal, bits of wood, bits of cement, bits of
clay. Marked developments of skill and
patience are connected with the working up
of these little bits; and all the world knows
that productions of great beauty result
Ename), pebbles, marble and clay, irrespective
of metal and wood, form a very pretty family
of little bits, as a brief glance will casily show

us.
The Ilttle bits of cnamel which constitute
mosaic arc the subjects of & most minute and
tiresome routine of processes—perhaps more
than the products are worth, A true mosaic
picture consists of au infinity of little bits of
enamel, disposed according to their colours,
and imbedded in & frame-work prepared for
their reception. Enamel is nothing more than
opaque glass, the colours being given by the
admixture of various metallic oxides. The
numbir of varieties is quite enormous; for in
order to produce all the hues of a picture,
there must not only be every colour, but
wany shadesor tints of cach. The Pope him-
sclf is & mosaic manufacturer. He keeps up
an cstablishment ncar St. Peter’s; and, at
this cstablishment there are, it is asserted, no
fewer than seventeen thousand tints of enamel,
all arranged and labelled in boses and dravwers,
whence they are selected as the compositor
would sclect his type. The enamel is cast
into slabs; and cach slab, by means of ham-
mers, saws, files, lapidary-wheels, and other
mechanical aids, is cut into tiny bits; or else
the enamel, while hot and plastic from the
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furnace, is drawn out into threads or small
sticks ; for some of the bits for a small picture
are as thin as sewingthread. A back or
groundwork for the picture is prepared, in
marble, slate or eopper; it is hollowed out to
& depth varying from a sixteenth of an inch
to an inch, according to the size of the picture.
The cavity is filled up with plaster of Paris;
and the artist draws his design with great
care on the plaster. When the ground and
the enamels are ready, the mosaicist begins.
He digs out a very small portion of the
plaster, in accordance with particular lines in
the design, and fills up this cavity with a kind
of putty or soft mastic, into which the little
bits of ename] are pressed one by one. Thus
hour by hour, week by week, and even year
by year, the artist proceeds; guided by the
design on the plaster in scooping out each
little portion ; and guided by the original
picture or sketch in selecting the colours of
the enamels, When the picture is finished,
it is ground perfectly level with emery; and
any ‘minute defects or interstices are filled
with a mixture of wax and ground enamel,

The works produced in this enamel-mosaic
arc in some cases really wonderful. When
Napoleon was lord of the destinies of Italy,
he ordered a mosaic copy of Leonardo da
Vinci’s celcbrated picture of the Last Supper,
the same size as the original, twenty-four fect
by twelve. Ten mosaicists were employed
for eight years on this work, at a cost of more
than seven thousand pounds. The Emperor
of Austria, we believe, now possesses this
extraordinary production. The face in a
portrait of Pope Paul the Fifth is said to con-
sist of more than a million-and-a-half of Vits,
cach no longer than a millet-seed. There was
exhibited in London, in cighteen hundred and
fifty-one, 2 mosaic table-top, containing a
serics of beautiful views in Italy. Perhaps
the most wonderful specimens ever produced
were two which had no back or groundwork
whatever, presenting & mosaic picture on
each surface. They were formed of coloured
enamel fibres fitted side by side, and fused
together into a solid mass. One specimen
was an ornamental device; the other was 2
Tepresentation of a duck ; and both exhibited
great delicacy of outlines and tints by the
occasional employment of transpareat coloured
glass intermixed among the opaque coloured
enamecls. Sominutely were the details worked
out, that the eve of the duck, and the feathers
on the breast and wings, were imitated almost
as exactly as could have been done by a
minature painter. It was one consequence of
the mode in which these singular mosaics
were produced, that the picture on one surface
was areverse of that on the other: the duck’s
head being to the right in the one, and to the
left in the other.

True mosaic pictures are not common iz
thiscountry,being very expensive productions.

In an artistic point of view, too, there is a
limit to the ecxcellence; for there must
necessarily be a certain hardness of outline,
unless the bits be almost infinitely small and
almost infinitely varied in colour. Ifa mosaic
be examined, all the separate bits will be
readily seen, joined by lines more or less
visible, according as the work is coarsely or
finely executed. Like a young lady’s Berlin
pattern, the little squares are of many colours,
but each square is of one definite uniform
colour ; indeed, we do not see why Berlin
work should not be honoured with the name
of mosaic.

The theory of little bits is as susceptible of
practical application with humble glass as
with imperial enamel., There is a substance
known as Keenc’s cement, which becomes as
hard as marble, and receives a polish very
little inferior to it. An ingenious artist has
contrived so to combine little bits of coloured
glass as to form amosaic adornment to articles
fabricated in this cement ; the white polish of
the cement, and the coloured brilliancy of the
glass contrasting well with cach other. Pro-
ductions of a very fanciful kind hare in this
way been sent forth ; one consists of a pair of
twisted columns upon pedestals, six or seven
feot high, and intended to hold lamps or
vases; the columns themselves are made of
the cement, and the glass mosaic is introduced
around the spiral shaft of the column in bands
of different patterns; while the pedestal
exhibits the mosaic in a geometrical rather
than an ornate style. The bits of glass are
imbedded in the cement while wet, and the
whiteness of the cement assists in rendering
apparent the colours of the mosaic.. It is
cvident that, if once this art should tickle the
fancy and open the purse of bhis majesty, the
public, aninfinite variety of a;;pl’xcations would
be forthcoming—to walls, table-tops, chimney-
pieces, pilasters, and so forth. It must be
admitted, however, that this sort of mosaic is
2 very humble competitor to that in enamel;
it is upholsterer's mosaic instead of artist's
mosaic.

There is an _elegant kind of mosaic or in-
laying practised by the Italians, and called by
them %)ictm dura, or hard stone. It consists
of little bits of pebble imbedded in & slab of
marble. The stone is really hard, for it com-
prises such varicties as quartz, agate, jasper,
chalcedony, jute, cornelian, and lapis lazuli;
and the formation of these into 2 regular
pattern calls for the exercise of much patience
and inienuity. The artist first takes a slab
of black marble, level in surface, and very
little exceeding an eighth of an inch in thick-
uess; he draws upon this the outline of his
design; he patiently cuts away the requisite
portions by means of files and saws; and he
has thus prepared the ground-work on which
his iabours are to be hereafter bestowed. He
ther attends to the pietra dura, the gems,
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the little bits; every piece is, by lapidaries’
tools, cut to the cxact size and form necessary
to fit it for the little vacancy which it is to
occupy ; and all are thus adjusted uniil the
mosaic pattern is completed. The thin fragile
tablet thus prepared would never bear the
wear and tear of active service unless further
strengthened ; it is on this account applied as
2 vencer to a thicker slab of marble or other
stone. This is an extremely difficult art to
accomplish with any degree of success; for
in the imitation of natural objects, or in any-
thing beyond a mere geometrical design, it is
necessary to exersise great judgment in selecte
ing the colours of the stones, and in fashioning
each to a particular shape. The Florentine
artists are especially skilled in this elegant
art; they generally use pebbles picked up on
the banks of the Arno. The Russians also
show a fondness for these productions, which
they vary by applying the small pebbles in
relief on the surface of a slab; but this is not
properly mosaic—it is a sort of stone-modelling
in relicvo, or it may deserve the name of
cameo-mosaic, which has been given it. The
Jjaspers and other pebbles, found abundantly
in Siberia, enable the Russians to imitate
various kinds of fruits with surprising correct-
ness, in this camco-mosaic. But the Hindoos
excel both Florentines and Russians in pietra
dura work; their designs are more elegant,
and their workmanship more mioute and
delieate.

If a variegated marble pavement be called
mosaic—which may be done by applying the
theory of little bits to big bits—then we have
many mosaicsin England. But even here the
Italians beat us hollow ; for that isa land in
which marble scems especially at home. The
pavement of our own St. Paul’s Cathedral
shows how rich a design may be worked out
by this application of marble. The artist, of
course,sketcheshis designsoriginallyon paper;
and by giving to cach picce of white or gre
or black marble the size corresponding wit
the proper ratio, the design becomes developed
on the whole area of the pavement.

But there are other appiications of marble,
approaching a little more nearly to the char-
acter of mosaics. As the pattern is made
smaller, so can the details be made more deli-
cate, more pictorial, more approaching to a
work of art. Indeed, every one can see at 2
glance, that as stone can be cut into very little
bits, so can these bits be combined in ornate
or mosaic forms. Derbyshire is 2 redoutable
workshop for such productions, on account of
the numberless vari .ies of stone, marble, and
spar which it possesses; most of them very
readily cut. Devonshire is another of our
counties in which this mosaic art is practised.
Sometimes a pattern iscut, in intaglio,in a
solid block or slab of marble, and the cavities
are filled up with a mosaic of small coloured
pieces; whereas in other specimens a thin

veener of mosaic is formed, and is then ce-
mented upon a slab of inferior stone, or clseis
cemented down piece by piece without being
previously formed into a vencer, The Derby-
shire mosaics produced, until recent years,
were scarcely worthy of the name, beinglittle
more than & jumble of bits, placed side by
side, because they differed in colour and shape,
and imbedded in cement ; but they now ape
proach to the excellence of Florentine mosaic
or pietre dura ; and some of the works pro-
duced at Derby, Matlock, Buxton, Bakeswell,
and Castleton, arereally beautiful, Chimney-
ieces, table-tops, chess-boards, panels, cas-

ets, and ornaments, are thus produced by a
combination of British marbles in the natural
state, stained marble, Sienna and other foreign
marbles, malachite, aventurine, shells, and
glass—forming a rich if not artistic kind of
mosaic. There are not wanting, and are not
likely to be wanting, those who can and will
produce marble mosaics, if purchasers can and
will pay for them. Three or four years ago, a
German artist, Herr Ganser, a pupil of the
distinguished sculptor, Schwanthaler, eshib-
ited in London a mosaic which must have
called forth a vast amount of time and patience.
It was about. a yard in length, and aot much
less in breadth. It represented the Gemini
—CQCastor and Pollux—on horseback. The
two naked youths were buiit up with little bits.
of marble, varying in tint to imitate the lights
and shades of the nude figures, the whole hav-
ing more or less a warm or reddish tinge;
while the two grey horses were represented
by numerous tints of grey and white marble,

Little bits of granite, of freestone, of lime-
stone, and of such-like building materials,
would be out of place; we shouid as soon
think of sefting an clephant to dance on the
tight-rope, as to make a mosaic picture of
such bits. Yet, can we imagine that Liouses,
and terraces, and pavements, by a judicious
combinationof warm-tinted, and yellow-tinted,
and blue-tinted stones, might have an effect
given to them agreeable to the cye, without
degenerating into meretricious tawdriness;
all would depend on the taste with which this
was done. Since the art of polishing granite
has become better know and more practised,
the dark varietics of this stonc have been
much used to give & pleasing contrast with
stones of a lighter coloor.

Little bits of clay have been formed into
mosaics since the times of the Romans cer-
tainly—perbaps long before. We call such
mosaics by the learned names of tesselated
pavements and encapstic tiles.  The red bits,
at least, in the Roman pavements, are clay;
but the majority of the pieces are formed of
stone or marble. The best and costliest pave-
ments (such as that still existing at the Baths
of Caracalla) were made of coloured marbles
of various kinds; but the inferior productions,
such as those occasionally dug up to light in
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England, and other parts of Europe, are usu-
ally made of such coloured stonesas happened
to be found in the vicinity. As thereis no
casily-obtained stone having so bright a red
colour as burned clay, it was usual to employ
the last-named material for this tint. In res-
pect to the name, a tessera was a cubical piece
of stone or other substance; a fessele was a
smaller piece of the same shape ; and thus a
pavement of small cubical pieces came to be
called a tesselated pavement. The pavement
found at Woodchester, some years ago, had
grey tessela® of blue lias, dark brown of grit-
stone, light brown of hypiat limestone, and red
of fine brick. The tessele, in the rougher
specimens, had joints, exhibiting gaping vacu-
ities, which were filled up with cement,

When our pottery-pcople, or (to be more
respectful) our porcelain-manufacturers, began
to make clay pavements and slabs, they were
puzzled to decide on the best combination of
materials. One plan was to inlay tessele of
stone with coloured cement; another was to
inlay tessele of terra-cotta (baked clay) with
similar cements. Dut it wss found that in
such combinations the tesselee and the cement
were of unequal hardness, and that the pave-
ment consequently wore away into holes.
Another plan twas to use tessele of cement
coloured with metallic oxides; and a fourth
consisted in the substitution of bitumen for
the cement, At length, the experiments
arrived at the method of employing clay in
varying degrees of softness, and t.reatedy by
very ingenious processes.

There are three methods, altogether dif-
ferent, now cmployed in producing these clay
mosaics for pavements; we may call themthe
soft, the liquid, and the dry methods. Inthe
soft method,’clay of fine qualit? is coloured in
different tints; thin slabs are formed in each
colour; small cubes orother shaped pieces are
cut from each slab, and the tubes are cemented,
side by side, upon any required ground-work.
The surfzse of such & mosaic would wear well,
because the clay tessele, after baking, would
have cqual density. In the liquid method,
the pavement is built up of square tiles, in-
stead of small tesselee, and cach tile is made
in stiff clay, with the pattern cat out to the
depth of a quarter ofan inch ; amould is taken
for this, having, of course, the pattern in
relievo.  Stiff coloured clay (perhaps brown)
is forced into {his mould by means of a press,
and there is thus produced a damp heavy
square tile with a sunken pattern. To fill up
this pattern, liquid clay is prepared (perhaps
yellow,) or clay with a honey-like consistence ;
this is filled into the cavities with & trowel or
knife; and the tile, after being very slowly
dried, is scraped level and clean at the sur-
face, baked in a kiln, and glazed—making its
final appearance as an ornamental highly-
glazed brown and yellow tile, which may be
combined with its brother tiles in the forma-

tion of a pavement. The fact required in this
art is, to select such maierials that the liquid
clay shall shrink in drying just as much as
the stifter clay, and no more: this is essential
to the production of a sound and level surface,
The third or dry methodis a very remarkable
one. When flint and fine clay are reduced fo
powder and thoroughly mixed, they may be
brought into a solid form by intense pressure,
without any softening or liquelying process.
The ground materials are mixed with the re-
quisite colouring substances—black, red, blue,
yellow, green, and so- forth—and are then
forced into small steel moulds with such enor-
mous force as to reduce the powder to one-
fourih of its former bulk, Thus is produced
an intensely hard and durable solid cube—or
it may have a triangular or a hexagonal or &
rhomboidal surface, Having thus provided
himself with anarmy of tessclz, little bits, the
maker unites them into a slab by a substra-
tum of cement, and lays this slab upon any
prepared foundation.—Zouseliold Trords.
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BRIGHT TINTS ON A DARK GROUND.

BY MRS, CROWE,

Wz have all heard and read a great deal about
the atrocities of the first French Revolution
let us for once take a glance at the other side
of the picture, and recall to memory some ex-
tenuating circumstances, and a few of the
generous deeds that relieve the horrors of
those terrible scenes—deeds little known,
their mild light having been too much over-
looked amidst the lurid glare that surrounds
them, .
Perhaps one of the most frightful passages
in the history of that period is the one which
records the events of the month of September,
1792, when the mob of Paris, in a paroxysm
of insanity, broke into the prisons, then
crammed with the victims of political fury,
and massacred the captives, on the plea that
thev werearistocrats, Napoleon, when at St.
Helena, asserted that it was less cruelty than
fear that prompted this gencral slaughter.
The couniry was threatened with a powerful
invading army, and the people who were
called upon to go forth to defend it, dread-
ing re-actioa in thcir absence, made a wild.
resolution to leave no cncmies behind them,
Danton said, * You must terrify the Royal-
ists!” “Ii faut de Paudace! eucore de I~
audace! toujours de I'audace!” (You must
be bold! bolder! ever bolder!) And, wrought
into fury, they steeped their arms to the clbow
in blood to appeaseit. And yet it is remark-
able, that in these savage September masse
acres, the Princess de Lamballe was the only
woman that perished. The slaughter com-
menced on Sunday, the 2d, 2 day when all
the mob of Paris was in the strects; for there
was & great deal to be seen on thatday. The
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red flag waved from the IHotel de Ville, and
at the door of each of the forty-eight sections,
and scaffolds, ornamented with green boughs,
were erected in every square and open place,
to which 60,000 Parisians were hurrying to
talie the oath of allegiance, before marching
to the frontier to repel the enemies of the re-
public; whilst cvery two minutes the deep-
voiced cannon of alarm boomed forth a lugu-
brious warning that the country was in danger.
In short, Paris was frantic, and it was just at
this moment of fury and excitement, that four
hackney-coaches, containing amongst them
twenty-four priests sentenced to banishment,
passed along the Quai, on the way to the pri-
son called I'Abbaye. The people inquired
who these prisoners were? “They are aris-
tocrats,” replied the Marseillais who escorted
them; “villains, traitors, who boast that,
whilst you were away resisting the Prussians
and the Emigrants that would invade our
hearths, they will murder your wives and
children.” The poor prieststried to draw up
the glasses, but their gunards objected to this,
and, instead of hastening, slackened the pace
of their horses. AMaddened at this, and at the
insults they reccived, onc of the prisoners
stretehed forth his arm, and struck one of the
escort with his cane, in return for which the
man made a thrust at him with his sabre.
This was the signal, the key-note that gave
the tone to all that followed. Three only of
these unfortunates escaped, through the gea-
erous aid of a watchmaker called Monnot:
and one of these three, happily for the world,
was the Abbé Sicard, afterwards so much
idolized in France as the pupil and successor
of the famous Abbé de U'Epée, teacher of the
deaf and dumb. In the 1818, the writer of
this article enjoyed the honor of an interview
with the venerable Abbé Sicard, a pale, thin,
benevolent-looking old mwan, whose life was
wholly devoted to carrying out the system of
instruction invented by his predecessor, for
the development of faculties which had heen
hitherto supposed out of the reach of cultiva-
ti

on.

The Ssptembriscurs, as the assassins of that
particular period were called, next proceeded
to the Carmelites, where upwards of two hun-
dred priests were slain ; for in the beginning
it was only against them that the fury raged.
To cach of these the question was first put—
“TWill you take the oath of allegiance to the
Republict™  “ Potius mori gquam frdari,®
was the noble answer of all.

In the progress of the mob from prison to
prison, they generally experieuced very little
delay at the gates, the jailors being but too
willing to throw them wide on the approach
of thesc savage visitors; fear aud inclination
both combining to forbid resistance. But there
were one or two honorable exceptions to this
rufe. In order to get through their business
the quicker, the assassins had separated into

bands, each taking a department for itself, and
it happened that the party destined for the
prison of St. Pelagie, finding themselves ex-
hausted with their hard work, stopped at a
tavern on their road, to renew their energies
with wine. In this interval, some one secms
to have given warning to Bouchotte, the jailor,
for, on arriving at the gates they found them
closed ; neither was any notice taken of their
knocks or cries foradmittance. All withinwas
silent as the grave. ‘The citizen Bouchotte hag
been beforehand with us, I fancy,” said their
leader; ¢ he has done the job himsclf, and saved
us the trouble,” Hereupon, tools were pro-
cured, and an enttance being effected, the jail
was found emptied of all its inmates, except
the jailor and his wife, whom they found fast
bound with cords.

“You are too late, citizen1" said Bouchotte;
“the prisoners, hearing of your intentions,
revolted against ourauthority, and after serving
us as you see, have made their cscape.”

The assassins were deceived, and after re-
leasing Bouchotte and his wife from their
bonds, proceeded on their bleody errand to
the Bicétre; nor was it disclosed, till no dan.
ger could accrue from revealing the secret,
that the prisoners had escaped through a
private door, with the connivance of the jailor
and his wife, who had suffered themselves ta
be bound in order to deceive the mob, and
thus escape the penalty of their virtuousaction.

At Bicétre, the September carnage was
terrible.  According to Richard, the worthy,
excellent jailor, who survived to relate the tale
many years afterwards, there were one hun-
dred and sixty-six adults and thirty-three
children slain; and the assassins complained
that the latter were more troublesome to kill
than the grown people. ¢ There was,” says
he, “a mountain of little bodics inone cornep
of the court; some were sadly mutilated,
others looked like angels asleep. It was s
sight to melt the heart of stone. This
Richard is the man who had the courage to
treat the unbaxs)gy Marie Antoinette with hu-
manity, when she was placed under his keep-
ing in the Conciergerie.

Though there were three thousand prisoners
in Bicétre, and although they were fully aware
that the mob wasapproaching with murderous
intentions, there was no disturbance; on the
contrary, the universal sensation wasindicated
by the most profound silence ; ¢ you might
have heard the buzzing of a fly,” said Richard.
About three thousand, too was the number of
the assailants, but not more than two hundred
took part in the affair either as judges or exe-
cutioners—for judges they appointed—and
this is the one redeeming feature in the case,
namely, that, as soon as their rancour against
the priests had been allayed by their blood,
they sought to temper their cruelty by a wild
kind of justice. They selected, amongst the
wost respectable, a certain number to sit in
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Jjudgment in the Registry, and having obliged
the jailors to lay before them the books in
which the names, offences, and characters of
the prisoners were enrolled, they carefully
perused them, calling for each individual in
his turn. Those who were so paralysed asto
be unable to speak, or who fell to the ground,
their limbs refusing to sustain them, were at
once condemned. * Conduct the citizen to
the Abbaye,” was the form in which the pre-
sident pronounced sentence. Two men then
took the prisoner by the arms, and led him
forth between two files of executioners, who
slew him with theiraxes,,or pikes, or whatever
weapon they happencd to have. All were
killed in this manner, as it bas been generally
believed, As soon as the victim was dead,
they stripped the body ; the clothes were ap-
propriated by those who needed them, which
were not a few; but the watches and money
were panctually carried to the Registry, and
there deposited, Those who were acquitted,
were cheered and embraced, and at fivst they
were set at at liberty, amidst cries of ¢ Vive
la Nation;” butthemob afterwards considered
that, as many of these persons were homeless
and friendless, and had been shut up for one
crime or another, it might be dangerous to
let them loose on society all at once; and it
was resolved to confine them provisionally, till
the section should decide how to dispose of
of them. Of course, it was against those
they considered aristocrats and royalists that
their enmity wasdirected, not against ordinary
criminals. The judges were twelve in number
and were relieved every three or four hours.
The sick, the decrepit, and the insane,
were all left unharmed; and, indeed so
anxious were the people that no mischeif
should befall them, that they had them shut
up io the dormitories, to keep them out of
danger.

At night the carnage was intermitted ; the
executioners needed repose; it was no light
matter to extinguish so many lives; many
had clung tenaciously to existence, and dicd
fearfullyhard. Theassassins passed the night
in the prison in company with the functionaries
attached to it, and on the following morning
resumed their temrific Jabours.  On this day,
which was the 4th, the children were slain—
“ the slanghter of the innocents!” It was
three o'clock in the afternoon before their
work was concluded, and they quitted the
prison. When they were gone, and the
keepers had time to look about them, the sur-
vivors were called over, and the dead buried,
betwixt two beds of guicklime. Oae of the
most extraordinary features of this affair was,
that during the massacre cvery thing was
conducted with the greatest order. Except
the cries of the victims, there was no noise;
the gates were kept closed; none of the in-
habitants were allowed to appreach the win-
dows, lest the mob without should firc on

them; and whole internal business of the
prison went on as usual,

Itis nsserted that, before commencing this
destruction of life, a council was held, in order
to discuss what mode of exccution was pre-
ferable. Some proposed to set five to the
prisons, others to assemble the prisoners in
the cellars, and drown them like rats by means
of the pumps; but this indiscriminate slaughter
not suiting their rude ideas of justice. indivi-
dual assassination after a form of trial was
decided upon,

Atthe prison named ' Abbaye, the Besoane,
asthey called it, secms to have been conducted
with less decorum, owing to the president of
the t:ibunal there being of brutal character,
Ie was called Maillard, but was surnamed
Tapedur (Strike Hard), an appellation which
speaks for itself, Ile wove a grey coat, and a
sabre at his side, and stood nearly the whole
time at the end of a table, on which were .
bottles, glasses, pipes, and writing materials.
The rest of the judges, some of whom wore
aprons, or werc without coats, sat, or stcod, or
lay their lengths on the benches, as it hap-
pened to suitthem. Trwomen, in shirts stained
with blood, and with sabres in their hands,
guarded the wicket; and one of the turnkeys
kept his hand upon thebolt. M, Journiac St.
Méard, who had the good fortune to be one
of the acquitted, relates, that the president
having taken off his hat, said to the others,
“T see no reason for suspecting this citizen,
and I grant him his liberty. Do you agree?”

The judges assenting, the president com-
missioned three persons, as a deputation, to
go forth and inform the people of this decision,
“The three deputics were then called in,
and I being placed under their protection,
they bade me put on my hat, and then led me
into the street. As soon as we were there,
one of them cried, “Hats off! This is he for
whorr your judges demand help and aid™
The executive power then took possession of
me, and placed me between four torches, forit
was night, aud I was embraced and congrar
tulated by the people, amidst cries of “Vive
la Nation!” These honours eatitled me to
the protection of the mob, who allowed me
to pass, and I proceeded to my own residence,
accompanicd by the three deputies who had
been commanded to see me safe there.”

\When, after the usual examination, the
president, instead of an acquittal, said, “Ala
Force!” it was a formula of condemnation,
‘The prisoner followed his guides, expecting to
be transferred to another prison, butat thelast
wicket he was felled to the earth, and quickly
dispatched.  On the night of the 2d of
Septemnber, one hundred and sisty bodies were
stretched lifeless in the court of the prison,
and amongst them several personsof worth
anddistinction. Some hadresignedthernselves
at once to the fate that awaited them; others

sought to escape by force or cunning, which
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only served to prolong their sufferings. M.
Nouganet relates, that an ecclesiastic, whilst
waiting lis turn to be summoned hefore the
Jjudges, bLethought himself of throwing off
his robes, which were sure to condemn him,
and, having rolled them in a bundle and hid
them, he attired himsell in some wretched
cast-off rags, which had beenleft by a vagrant
on the floor of the dungeon. When interro-
gated before the tribunal as to the cause of
his imprisonment, he replied, “Iam a poor
bezgar, and because I begzed my bread in
the swreet, I was seized and thrown into jail.”
Upon this answer, to the correctness of which
his rags attested, he was discharged.  Intoxi-
cated with joy, he hastened home, but in the
street in which he lived, he met two of his
neighbours, one of whom was a butcher and a
savage Jacobin. ‘¢ Rejoice with me, my
fricnds !” cried he; by this disguise I have
escaped death, and regained my liberzy. »
These were his last words ; another moment
saw him a corpse at their feet, pilerced with
wounds.

Qur readers will think, whilst perusing the
record of these horrors, that we are forgetting
the extenuating circumstances and the gene-
rous deeds we promised them. It is difficult
indeed to excuse such enormities as these;
but, as regards the mob, the extenuation is
to be found immediately in their fears, and
remotely in their sufferings. There is no
doubt that thesc monstrous murders were
committed under the influence of a panic, and
we all know what blind fools or frantic wild
beasts men become under that influence.
Their leaders, for their own purposes, roused
their terrors, and instigated them to violence,
which they told them was the only means of
counteracting the cunning devices of the
aristocrats; and the people had too lively 2
recolicction of the oppressions they had
endured, not to be thrown into fury at the
prospect of again falling under the yoke. Yet,
in the 1widst of their frenzy, they paid a
homage to justice; and, to the best of their
rude capacities, avoided taking the lives of
any whom they did not believe dangerous to
their newly-acquired liberties,

A few days previous to the fatal 2d of
September, Mademoisclle Cazotte, then only
seventeen years of age, who had been thrown
into prison with her father, under the usual
accusation of being an aristocrat, was dis-
charged ; but she would not leave him, and
with some difficulty she obtained the favor of
still sharing his confinement.  When theday
of massacre arrived, M. Cazotte, being con-
dewined by the judges, was about to perish
beneath tie weapons of the assassins, when
she threw herself before bim, erving “Kill
me, but spare my father!” Her beauty and
devotion touched these savage hearts, and
there was a cry of “ Grace ! Grace ! repeated
by a hundred voices. The file opened to let

them pass; and this virtuous daughter had
the happiness of restoring her father to his
home and family, But her joy was of short
duration; the old man was again arrested,
and his daughter’s devotion could not save
him, though she accompanied him to prison,
and attended him to the last moment of his
life. He was condemned this time, not by
the illegal, but by the legalized assassins, and
perished by the guillotine, at the age of
seventy-four.

Cazotte was an author, and man of letters;
but is now chiefly remembered by his
daughter’s devotion, and by the singular
prophecy which he delivered in & moment of
(apparently) inspiration, in the year 1788,
when he foretold to a company of eminent
persons the fate whichawaited each individual,
himselfincluded, in consequence of the revolu-
tion then but commencing.

Another devoted daughter, Mademoiselle
de Sombreuil, more fortunate, preserved the
life of her father, which the assassins granted
to her, on condition that she drank a cup of
blood! At a later period, when Madame de
Rosambo accompanied her father, the venera-
ble Malesherbes, to exccution, she said to
Mademoiselle de Sombreuil, “ You have had
the glory of saving your father: Ihave the
consolation of dying with mine!”

As we before observed, the celebrated
Abbé Sicard was one of the twenty-four
priests who were attacked by the assassing
on their way to the prison of the Abbaye.
Just as he was about to fall beneath their
pikes, the watchmaker, Monnot, threw him-
self before him, crying, “It is the Abbé
Sicard; a man who i3 @& blessing to his
country. You shall only reach his body
through mine!”

Sicard then addressed them:—*I instruct
the deaf and dumb,” said he; *‘and since this
wisfortune is much more common amongst
the poor than the rich, I belong more to you
than to them.” L.

The people were moved, and taking him in
their arms, they would have carried him to
his home in trimnph, but now a scruple
seized him, and he represented to them, that,
having been arrested by a Jegal authority, he
did not feel himself justified in sccepting
freedom at their hands. He therefore pro-
ceeded to the Abb:.gc, where, during the
ensuing forty-cight heurs, he was sevesal
times on the point of being massacred. He
was, however, restored to liberty on the 4th.

Beaumarchais, the celebrated dramatic poet,
relates, Lt having been arrestedand brought
before th: mayor, his examination proving
satisfastory, he was about to be released,
when a little man, with black hair and »
ferocious countenance, stepped forward, and
whispered something to the president, which
chaoged the state of affairs, and he wasre-
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conducted to the Abbaye. This little man
was Marat,

There were one hundred and eighty-two of
us (says he) confined in eighteen stall rooms,
and, aswe knew that the enemy had taken
Longevy, and were expected to enter Verdun,
we apprehiended that which actually ensued;
namely, that the people would be seized with
& panic, and that we should probabiy be all
assassinated.  On the 29th of August, how-
ever, as we were sadly discussing this un-
pleasa at prospect, I was called out by one of
the turnkeys.

“Who wants me?” said L.

¢ Monsieur Manuel, and some members of
the municipality,” he replied.

He went away, and we looked at each
other. Thicrry (who had been first valet de
chambre to the king) said, “He is your
enemy, is he not?”

¢ Alas!” I replied, “ I hear he is, although
I never beheld bim. Doubtless my hour is
come.”

They all cast, down their cyes, and were
sileut.

When I entered the lodge where the
municipality were, I asked which was Monsicur
Manuel.

“It is 1,” said one of them, adrancing.

¢ Sir!™ I rcjoined, “though strangers to
each other, we have had a public dispute on
the subject of certain contributions. I assure
you I not only paid my own, but those of
many others who were unable to do it for
themselves. My situation must have become
very imminent, when you think it necessary
1o lay aside the public business, to come here
and occupy yourself with mine.”

“Sir!” answered Manuel, “the first duty
of a public officer is to relcase a prisoner un-
Jjustly confined.  Your accuser has turned out
4 rogue, and it is to efface the memory of our
public difference that I bave come in person
to release you.”

This was on the 29th of August; on the
24 of September, Beaumarchais, hearing that
free egress from the city was permitted, went
into the country to dinner. At four o'clock
the tocsin sounded, and tho massacre com-
menced.

Manuel committed many horrible crimes;
he not only foresaw the crisis that was ap-
proaching, but was one of its chiefpromoters;
yet hesaved Beaumarchais, and certainly from
no private or interested motive,

‘A worse monster than St. Just the annals
of the Revolution scarcely exhibit, yet we
have & good deed to tell of him too.

The Abbe Schneider wasa concentration
of all the sin and wickedness that the con-
wulsions of France developed or disclosed. As
active as crucl and unscrupulous, he commited
every conceivable atrocity in the name of
liberty. One of his favorite feats was to invite
himself to diue with some respectable family,

who from fear entertained him with profusion;
and as soon as the dinner was over, he would
call in his myrmidens, and, under color of
some absurd aceusation, condemn and exceute
the unfortunate emphytrion within his own
walls!

‘This wretch had formerly been a monk,
and, wishing to efface this stigma on his
patriotism, he changed his name, and deter-
nined to take a wife. The bride he sclected
was a young lady of great beauty and merit,
who resided near Strasburg, and her father,
who was a very rich man, was in prison asan
aristocrat. Him Schneider released, and
then, inviting himself todinner with thew, he
communicated his intentions. Exactly opposite
the windows of the apartmeat in which they
were dining, was drawn up the ambulatory
guiilotine, which was rcady to chop off ber
father's head, if she refused; so, pretending
to be extremely grateful and flattered, she
cntreated her parent's consent to the match,
which of course he durst not refuse,

“Jam so proud of this distinction,” said
she, “that I request the ceremony may be
public, and that I may be married in the
city, in order that every one may know I am
the chosen bride of our first citizen.”

Scineider consented.

On the following day, the cavalcade, con-
sisting of the bride and groom in an open
carriage drawn by six horses, preceded by
four outriders, and followed by a number of
gentlemen on horseback, entered the gates of
Strasburg; the procession being closed by the
heary car which bore about the guillotine and
the executioner. The Abbé was quite in his
glory. In their progress, however, they had
to pass under the balcony where stood St.
Just, out of compliment to whom the prozes-
sion paused. When the young lady saw him,
she leapt from the carriage, and throwin
herself upon her knees on the pavement, an
raising her arms, she cried aloud, *Justice,
citizen, justice! I appeal to the Convention I
And in & few words related her case. St. Just
granted her his protection.

“YWhat would you havedone, had youbeen
obliged to marry him$” asked he.

“Killed him to-night,” shereplied, showing
him adagger shehad hid in her bosom. *Now,”
she edded, “I ask you to pardon him."”

But Schaeider, after being dragged about
the city, tied to bis favourite guillotine, was
thrown into prison, and afterwards executed.

These last were the good actions of bad
men; they were exceptional, but we now
come to record a casc of a different kind.

The name of Labussitre was almost forgot-
ten in France, when Fleury, the cclebrated
French actor, who, amongst others, owed him
his life, restored bim to the memories and
gratitude of bis countrymen, by publishing a
sketch of his morits and services. Labussiere
hod himseif been a performer of low comedy
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parts in one of the humblest theatres of the
Fambourg St. Antoine,and, according to Fleury,
he was one of the first actors in that particular
line that Paris has produced. He seems to
have been a sort of Grimaldi, a clown who re-
ceived blows and kicks with infinite grace, and
was the delight of the grisettes and artisans of
the faubourg. “Well,” says Fleury, “this
incomparable simpleton, who threw his au-
dience nightly into roars of laughter, proved
himself one of the most noble, subtle, and
audaciously courageous men in France. Hun-
dreds of thmes did Labussiére risk bis own
life 10 save that of others, who had often no
claim on his gencrosity but their need of it
Never was there seen such devotion, such self-
sacrifice, nor such dexterity and finesse, as he
displayed in the execution of his benevolent
schemes.

As was the case with so many others, La-
bussiére's fortune was ruined by the Revolu-
tion, and whilst he wislooking about for some-
thing to do, 2 friend in power who knew him
to be suspected as an aristocrat, proposed to
him, as a measure of safety, to arficker his re-
publicanism, by becoming a member of the
Committee of Public Safety. Labussiére re-
flected a little, and then accepted. The first
officehe held was in the Burcau de Correspond-
ance, to which all the denunciations frem the
departments were addressed. Ilere the in-
humanity of the accusers and the falseness of
the accusations soon disgusted him so much,
that he wished to resign; but his protector,
hiating that to resign was to offer his head to
the guillotine, kindly transferred him to the
Bureau where the names and offences of those
already in confinement were registered; “a
blessed event,” says Fleury, “for the Comedie
Francaise, and for hundreds of innocent vie-
tims whum his sitnation enabled bim to save
by destroving the accusations and the lists;
for in this oftice were kept all the papers which
were to be produced against the prisoners on
theirtrials. At first he felt his way cautiously,
abstracting & paper here and there, but, as
€oon as he saw how little order there was, he
set to work on a larger scale; for neither was
there any strict account kept of the prisoaers,
nor was it well known who was dead or who
alive; insomuch that an order was very fre-
quently issued to release people who had been
exccutedmonthsbefore.”  “Onone occasion,”
says M. de ¥ Espinaud, “an order arrived for
the liberation of eighty persons, when it was
discovered that sixty-two of them had already
been guillotined.”

“I setmysel, in the beginning,” said La-
bassitre, to save the fathers and mothers of
familics, of all raaks, rich or poor. I hoped
this wouli bring me goodluck. I first dexter-
ously slipped out their papers, and, when I
fourd an opportunity, I locked them carefully
n a private drawer. Then, in the middle of
the night, Ircturzed to the office, with steal-

thy steps, and in the dak, and clutched the
fruits of my day's pilfering. But now came
my greatest difficulty. Going in was easy
enough, and I could have found an excuse,
had T been observed; but coming out with
the papers was another affair. The packets
were often bulky ; fire there was none, and,
with the slightest suspicion, I lost my own
head, and my protegés’ too. The first time I
tried this, I was nearly at my wit's end; and
my agitation and anxiety were so great, that,
to relieve the headache they occasioned, I
felt about for a bucket of water that waskept
there to cooi the wine. Suddenly a thonght
struck me. By wetting the papers, I could
press them into a small compass! O, my
God, I thank thee!” cried I: it was like an
inspiration. Dut it was summer time, and
fires rare; so, to annihilate all traces of these
fatal papers, I used to go daily to take a bath,
where I subdivided the large lumps intosmall
ones, and these I let float away into the river.
Ina very short period, I bad thus saved near-
ly a thousand people.” By and by came com-
plaints from the committee, to the effect, that
the lists were getting more and more imperfect,
with a hint that there must be some traitec in
the garrison; but Labussigre dared op, and
made his paper bullets nevertheless,

The whole company of the principal theatre
in Paris was at this period in prison, and, as
their detention was a matter of public notorie-
ty, it was exceedingly perilous to abstract
their papers, the more especially as they had
been repeatedly called for; but, when he could
withbold them no longer, Labussitre resoived,
at all risks, to destroy them. Having selected
a night that appeared favourable to his pur-
pose, he had made his way to the office, and
had got possession of the packet, when, to his
horror, he heard the voices of St. Just, Collot
@' Herbois, and Fouquicr Tinville, the one
proceeding from above, and the others from
below, so that he found himself between two
fires. In this dilemma, he suddenly recollec-
ted that there was a large chest at hand, in
which the store of wood for the winter was
usually deposited. It was now nearly emptr,
50 he jumped into it, and shut the id. In a
moment more, down camoe Fouquier Tinville,
and seated himself upon it, whilst herated his
colleagues for their want of zeal, aud then came
Collot 4’ Herbois, and, seating himself beside
him, began to play the * Devil's Tattoo” with
hisheel against the side. By and by, hovever,
they arose and departed, and when he could
no longer distinguish their voices, the prisoner
stole out, and, through many difficuities and
dangers, at length succeded in sending the
perilous parcel down the stream, after those
which had preceded it. The accidents and
dangers this worthy man encountered, in order
to save the lives of persons who were often
utter strangers to him, would fill a volume;
yet be survived to tell the tale, which he used
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to do with extraordinary vivacity and dra-
matic effect, beginning quictly and softly, and
becoming more and more animated, as he
drew nearer to the moment when his prisoner
was safe,

We will conclude this paper with an ance-
dote that belongs to another period. After
the French Revolution of 1850, many persons
were arrested under suspicion of republican-
ism; amongst these was Zanoff, a Swiss of
humble condition. e was seized two hun-
dred miles from Paris, whither he was forced
to march, handcuffed and on foot, like a thicf
or an assassin, to be thrown into prison. But
this was not the worst. Zanoff had a wife
and child, whom he adored, and his confine-
ment robbed them of their bread. They fol-
lowed him to Paris, where both mother and
infant soon fell sick. What was to be done?
As soon as she was able, she sought for work;
but, alas! the times were hard, and she could
get no employment, except on condition that
she scparated herself from her chitd, Every
day she came to the parlour where the prison.
ers saw their friends, and Zanoff shared his
miserable pittance of food with them; but it
could not support them all; she saw him
wasting away daily, and preferred starving to
taking it. The poor man became distracted.
One day he went to M. Laplain, a Swissgentle-
man also in confinement for the same offence,
and asked him if their trial would soon take
place,

“ Alas!” returned M. Laplain, they have
Jjust deferred it for another month!”

“Sir!” said Zanoff, “if one of us died,
would our wives and children be deserted by
the party we have saffered for¢”

“Fy, Zanoff?” said M. Laplain, “honest
rﬁe}x never forsake their allics. But are you
g

“Very ill, sir.”

* Then go to bed, and if Fou want anything
fet me know.” Zanofl' did as he was bid, had
a feverish night, and in the morning sent for
M. Laplain, and repeated his question, “If I
dic, will iy wife and child have bread ¢

¢ Assuredly they willy make yourself casy,
and rest.”

“I will,” said Zanoff, in a firm voice.

On the following day, Zanoff committed sui-
cide. e was discovered before he was dead,
and they tried to save him; but he tore off
their bandages, and would not be saved.

“Shut up here,” said he, “ I caunot work
for my family ; when I am gone, they will be
provided for.”

Yet on Zanoff's breast was found, when he
was dead, a golden fleur de lis of considerable
value, which he would not scll to purchase
that bread he voluntarily died to procure. He
was in reality a Royalist of the ancien regime.

It is better to stoop at a high doorway thanrun
against a low one.

YOIL. Iil,~A

“TO ALL OUR ABSENT FRIENDS”

A TOAST—BY G. D,

While festive mirth reigns round the board,
And gladdened hearts respond ;

We'll think of home—our native land.
Endeared by memory’s bond.

And whilst we with affection dear,
Call up each well known spot,

We'll turn to joys that we have here,
And glory in our Jot,

Though happy here, we can look back,
And cherish with good will

The feelings of the dear loved isle,
For home! we call it still.

And whilst that word will make us look,
To where our friends abound ;

We'll bless our present happy state,
‘Where friendship still is found.

Then wreath the goblet, drain the bowl.
While memory brings to view,

The friends,—long since you've parted with,
Where first affections grew.

And now your bumper high is raised,
Your heart, a zest it lends 3

Throughout the world—no matter where,
“ To all our absent friends,”

THE KNOWING SHOPKEEPER.

Several years ago, when the north side of
Edinburgh had hardly commenced cither to
be a place of residence or public resort, gome
ladies of distinction sauntering about in the
iligh Street, oneof them proposeda walk to
the Meadows, being ait that time the fashionable
promenade. “Iam very willing,” answered
another; “but firstlet us call at Milng, the silk-
mcreer's, merely to divert oursclves by turn-
ing over his goods™ They werethen at some
little distance from the shop. Milne, however,
though notobserved by them, happened to be
but a little way behind, and within hearing of
the conversation. Bring aware of the ladies
intention, he hastened to his shop, so tha: he
might be behind the counter to receive them.
The usual routine of a lady’s shopping wisit
passed, in tumbling over the articles, and cager
inquirics about prices and fashions. Mr. Milne-
was all civility, though he knew well that no,
purchases wercinview., At last,aftergratifying
themselves with the sight of every piece of f-
aery worth seeing, they took theirleave, *We
are much obliged by your attention,Mr, Milne."
“ Well, may I now wish you a pleasant walk
to the—Meadows.”

He whose soul does not sing need not try tode.
it with his throat.
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COMMENCEMENT OF THE EUROPEAN AND
NORTH AMERICAN RAILWAY, ST.
JOHN, N. B,

September 15, 1853.

There was a gencral holiday here yesterday to
celebrate this auspicious event  the different trades,
draymen, carters and freemasous, formed a pro-
ceasion 1.early two milestong ; each had its appro-
priate dresses and emblems, among which were
eonspicuous a curpenter’s shop in full work, a
printing press striking off haud-bills, and several
model ships. After walking through the princi-
pal streets, the procession reached the ground.
Lady Head turned the first sod ; His Excellency
the Licut. Governor followed ; appropriate ad-
dresses were delivered by him and the President
of the Company, and a number of salutes fired.
In one respect at least the proceedings are strik-
ingly contrasted with what took place on the open-
ing of the Crystal Palace, New York. There, the
procession was entirely composed of militia and
politicians ; here, it was mainly mechanics and
other workers as such. In the United States there
is much talk about the *“diguity of labour,” but
thatis all; in the British Colonies they act it.
Here iabour is honored, for no slave polluteth the
soil ; there, for a contrary reason, it is degraded.

After the procession wasa lunch, at which over
four hundred persons were present. Whentherou-
tine toasts were finished, His Excellency the
Licutenant Goverr.or proposed the health of the
President of the United States, and subsequently
that of Commodore Shrubrick, U. S. N., who was
present. In answer to the toast of “ The Sister
Colonies,” Mr. Johnston, of Nova Scotia, said that
New Brunswick and Maine had beean energeticin
doing theirshare. Maine—having united Portland
to Montreal,had now arisen like a giant refreshed—
but certainly not with wine—and would put it
through in another direction with like energy.
Railways would bind the Colonies in 2 union much
closer than one merely commercial. An inhab-
itant of a small isolated colony was sometimes apt
to swell out considerably in order to secure res-
pect abroad, but with an inhabitant of “The
United Colonies of North America,” the case
would be entircly different, His country would
be everywhere known and respected.

A gentleman from Prince Edward Island said
<hat there too the people wanted Railways; their
products of grain had increased four-fold withina
few years; that of potatoes had doubled ; their ex-
ports of horses had increased from twenty-two iu
1843, to eight hundred in 1852. All these pro-

ducts lihey could double in two years if facilities
.of trausportation were provided.

Commodore Shrubrick also replied, in a very
felicitous manner, to the toast in favour of him-
self. He had come down here, he said, to watch
the intcrests of American fishermen, but he
found that the steamers were not required at all,
and the fishermen, both English and American,
only wished that the steamers would keep away,
and not scare the fish with their paddles (faughter.)
The gallant Commodore proceeded at considerable
length, and went to show that, descended from
the same stock, our interests should be identical,

Mr. Jackson suid, the way to get railways was
to sink all jealousies: let each act for the interests
of all, and rest satisfied that his turn would come.
Conflicting interests on the Halifax and Quebec
line were much less than they had been in Canada;
—yet in the latter country all difficulties and dif-
ferences had been overcome, and the people went
as one man for the amalgamated railronds. He
had seen the effects in England of every place
wanting a railroad of its own ; they had thus sunk
seventy millionssterling. Colonists cannot afford
this. It was said their firm only wanted to make
money out of the Colonies: they meant to do that,
but could only advance their own interests by
promoting those of others: he believed he was
¢ properly posted up,” as the people of United
States have it, in the resources of all parts of Bri-
tish America; he considercd the wealth of the
Bridish Colonies inexhaustible: in Canada West
they had more wealth on the surface in the shape
of a rich, fat, fertile soil, than Great Britain had
below it.

He said that he had seen aud travelled through
these Colonies, from Halifax to the extremity of
TUpper Canada; that he had made himself fully ac-
quainted with the value and capabilities of these
Provinees; that on behalf of distinguished capi-
talists, in connection with nimself, wko had con-
structed many of the Railways of Europe, and
who had undertaken great Railway operations in
the British North American Colonies, he felt fully
satisfied that whatever he did in connection with
this great measure would be fully appreciated by
the whole people of New Brunswick. He trusted
to their honour in carrying forward this great
object, and he felt satistied that it would advance
the interests of the North American Colonies, and
connect them closer in commercial relations with
the United States.

Mr. Poor, of Portland, also gave an excellent
specch, and referred to the unity which was to
spring up between the Colonists and the United
States.

Mr. Thresher (formerly of Cuba, now of Louis-
ians,) said that the principles of ths “ Young
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American” party to which he belonged, were to
encourage free intercourse among all nations ; to
maintain the dignity of labour and to increase its
reward ; to clevate mankind on the plane ef an
advancing civilization. He rcjoiced, therefore,
that an cnterprize had been commenced here
which would facilitate communication between
British America and the United Statea; between
the United States and the mother country.
The South had been blamed for seeking a closer
alliance with England: he was not going to
“ filibuster,” but he knew that the people of
Cuba were much more enterprising and intelligent
than was generally thought ; improved machinery
of all kinds was there in common use; they had
left their mark—in produce and manufactures—
in every country in Europe, in spite of the res-
traints to which they were subject; he was
happy to witness the prozress and union peace-
ably taking place here, but to obtain thesc ends
means must be taken with reference to time and
place.

Mr. John Neal, of Portland, t} ought Com. Shru-
brick’s testimony in favor of peace principles of
great value, Some United States fishermen a short
time since made a complaint in St. John's of the
conduct of a (supposed) British cruiser. Com-
modore Shrubrick, making inquiries on his arrival
bere, found it was Ais own vessel they had com-
plained of. Mr, Neal severely censured the con-
duct of a portion of the press in fomenting dis-
sensions about the fishery question.

Afteraddressesfrom the Mayor of Portland and
others, the assembly dispersed.

That portion of the road now commenced is
from St. Joha to Shediac, on the Gulf of St. Law-
rence, a distance of about one hundred and twenty
miles. The opening of this portion of the road
will save several hundred miles travel between
St. John's and Qucbec, and render profitable a
much larger trade bet:vzen Canada West and
these Provinces. Merchandise has now to go
several hundred miles out of the way, or pass
through the United States at great cost and an-
noyauce. Itis expected that, on the completion
of this portion, stcamers will run between Qucbee
and Shedise, and that this will be the thorough-
fare from Canada to the Eastern Provinces for
travel 2nd traffic.  Some cheaper and pleasanter
route than by the United States, and quicker one
than by sea, between Canada and these Provinces,
is much required.

WHICH 13 THE WEAKER sxx?
Females are called the weaker sex, but why ?
Ifthey are not strong who is? When men wrap
themselves in thick garments, and incase the

wholein a stout overcoat to shut out the cold,
women in thin silk dresses, with neck and shoulders
bare, or nearly 80, say they are perfectly comfort-
able! When men wear water-proof boots over
woollen hose, and incase the whole in India-rubber
to keep them from freczing, women wear thin silk
hose and cloth shoes, and pretend not to feel the
cold! When men cover their heads with furs, and
then complain of the severity of the weather,
wornen half cover their heads with straw bonaets,
and ride twenty miles in an epen sleigh, facing a
cold north-wester, and pretend not to suffer at all,
They can sit, too, by men who smell of rum and
tobacco-smoke, enough to poison a whole house,
and not appear more annoyed than though they
were & bundle of roses. Year after year they
bear abuses of all sorts from drunken husbands, ag
though their strength was made ofiron. And then
isnot woman’s mentalstrength greater than man's?
Can she not endure suffering that would bow the
stoutest man to thecarth? Call not woman the
weaker vessel, for had shenot been stronger than
man, the race would long since have been extinct,
Hers i3 a state of endurance which man could not
bear.
A SERIOUS MISTAKE.

Near some little town in N. America, a carrier's
horse happened to drop down dead. His owner
immediately proceeded to the townin quest of a
farrier to skin the animal. Not long after, another
horse, in a farmer's cart, dropped down also near
the sameplace; the driver, however, being sensible
the horse was only in a swoon, weut to get some
oats in his hat by way of medicine. No sooner had
heleft his charge than the farrier made his ap-
pearauce, and mistaking the living horse for the
dead one—as indeed there was very little differ-
ence in their appearance—proceeded to the opera-
tion of flaying. = After making considerable pro-
gress, the animal began to revive, and, at the
same time, the driver returned withthe oats. The
consternation ofall parties may be easily conceiv-
ed; but how the matter ended, the American
paper, from which this occurrence is ~opied, does
not say.

NECESSITY FOR VARYING INTELLECTUAL LABOR.

One of the worst results of overworking the
brain, in any exclusive direction, is, thatit
tends, when it does not absolutcly break down
that organ, to produce mental deformity, As
the nursery maid, who carries her burden
with the right arm exclusively, is afflicted
with spinal cwvature, so the thinking man
who gives his inteilectual cnergies to one
subject, or class of subjects, gets a twist in
his brain. Those, therefore, who are chained
to mental labor, and cannot give the brain
repose, should try to vary their labors, which
is another form of repose. Intense aundl pro-
Tonged application to one subject is the root
of all the mischief. As our body may be in
activity during the whole of the day, if you
vary the actions sufficently, so may the brain
work all day at varied occupations. Hold out
a stick at arm’s length for five minutes, and
the muscles will be more fatigued than by an
hour’s rowing : the same principle holds good
with the brain.—ZLiterary Journal,
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SEDERUNT XVI.

Masor.—Why, that T was most particularly

{The 3Major and Laird are discovered sitting at a disgusted, as I strolled along, at observing the

table with books, papers, dec. before them.]

draggled state of the garments which swept past

Lamp.—1 think, Major, in my young days, we ,me. I do think that womens' dress, as at present

were mair observant o' the rules o’ politeness
frae the young to the auld; here we've been;
wasting mair nor an hour for that harum scarum
seamp o’ a doctor.

Masor.—Don't be impatient,Laird. Our medical
friend rarely infringes on the rules of propriety,
without a cause. Were you walkiug to-day after
the rain ?

Latrp.—Aye, I was up by day-break, and
went oot for a walk, and maist delightfu it was.
1 do love the early dawn, there's something in it
melts the human heart, and suggests feelings
no" to be described by the pen. It has aye been
my joy to hear the first whistle o the blackbird,
or the dainty love note o' the mavis, Their
matin hymus aye cheer my soul with visions o’
greater promise than can be found on our sphere,

Masor.—~Why, Laird, you're quite * the old man
eloquent.” You seem to have drunk deep this
morning at the vintage of the beauty of nature;
for my part, I strolled towards the market, and
returned with my head occupied with nothing
but women’s petticoats,

Laikp.—What an auld sioner! T'll tell Mrs,
Grundy. '

Mausor.—You are quite out, for once in your
life, my old friend. I assure you my obscrvations
on this particular branch of feminine garments was
anything but complimentary to the sex.

Latro,—What do ye mean?

$

arranged, i3 liable to the objections of dirt,
danger, discomfort, and though it may scem &
paradox, from its extreme length, indelicacy.

Laro.—~Hoo, in the name of wonder, do you
mak oot that?

Masor.—Very easily. Women who have a
natural respect for common cleanliness, a8 natu-
rally endeavour to preserve their skirts from
contamination, and I can assure you that I
beheld, this morning, ladies holding their dresses
80 high, that a most unseemly display was the
consequence, as the poor things were unpro-
vided with proper coverings for their legs.

Lairp,—You're vera richt, my auld freen'; it’s
just sickening to see hoo silks and satins ure
made to go aboot doing the wark o' sweepers’
besoms.

MaJsor.—It is & mystery to me why women do
not put on proper under-garments, 8o as to allow
them to shorten their petticoats.

Lamp.—Ye're surely no an advocate for the
** Bloomers.”

Mijor.—By no means. I utterly disclaim any
admiration of the exaggerated and ridiculous cari-
catures exhibited on the stage and in our shep
windows, under the head of ** Bloomer costume.”
Such a style of dress will never be adopted by
any sensible woman; but I do recommend that

amodificd pbase of the dress should be judiciously
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substituted for the present inconvenient and ab-
surd long petticoat.

Lairp.—Why, Major, if ye dinna tak tent, ye'll
be having all the thick-ankled women in the toon
aboot your lugs!

Major.~I know it; and I know, also, that it
will be only from them that any diffieulty will
arise. I know that their conceited prejudice will
operate strongly against the desired reform: but
T am also sure that you will see the same women,
who will raise the greatest outcry about indeli-
cacy, and so forth, to be the most ready to com-
mit what is, in my opinien, a much greater breach
of dclicacy—expase their necks and bosoms.
Heaven forbid that I should, in the most remote
manner, wish to neutralize the exquisite and
charming constituents of woman's real modesty.
Neither am I a raving enthusiast seeking to prove
women entitled —go to speak — to wear the
breeches, but still Tam convinced that the women
might be fnvested with a freer, safer and cleanlicr
style of attire than the present, without being
disqualified for her legitimate duties,

Larp.—What wad ye recoramend, then?

Masor.—I daresay Mrs. Grundy could suggest
something. Iam not learned in these matters;
but this I know that I would like to see the wo-
nen of the present day cover their bosoms, and
wear such under-garments as would ensure them
the free use of their legs. (Enter the Doctor.)

Docror.—What's in the wind now, Major, that
you seem 8o excited ?

Lairp.—Naething av a', but that the Major's
gaun demented aboot the lassies’ petticoats.

Doctor.— Oh, never mind them for the present.
1 have something elsc to show you. (Zurning o
Laird.)—Do you remember, Laird, what I recom-
mended in our last Shanty, about the Esplanade ?
Here i3 a plan which embodies all my ideas on the
subject, and I think it so good that I have had a
plate prepared, to give our rcaders, geaerally, an
idea of its nature. The plan is by Mr. Kivas
Tully. Shall I read it, Major ¥

Major.—By all means.

Docron.—I will skip the first few paragraphs,
which only go to show why the plans proposed
atourlastsederunt cannot be adopted, asthe objec-
tions to each have turned out to be many, and
shall begin with the pith of the matter. (Reads.)

As the presiding officer of the City Council,
and as a citizen, who I am aware has ever taken
an active and practical interest in the prosperity
of this City, I take the liberty of addressing you
on a subject, which for sometime past has engaged
the public attention, and is of the utmost import-
ance to the citizens generally.

In my communication dated 10th February Jast,

and laid before the Council, I stated that, * with
the prospect of a considerably increased traffic,
additional accomodation will, of course, be re-
quired, and this can only be supplied by construct-
ing thelong-talked-of Esplanade, with the wharves
and slips attached ;” also, ‘It is time, therefore,
that this subject should be seriously taken up and
disposed of by the Council. A general plan suit~
able, and if possible, to accomodate all parties,
should be drawn up by an experienced engineer
and forwarded to the Governor General in Council
to be approved. By so doing the speculations
and conflicting interests of the several Railway
Engineers, will be set at once and forever at rest.
The Wharfingersand Lesseesare deeply interested
in the matter. The Esplanade should be at once
constructed, to edable them to compete with the
Railway wharves which I can tell them are about
to be constructed.”

As no general and comprehensive planappears
to have been prepared, I again pressthe matter on
the attention of the Councll, being fully satisfied
that the longer the adoption of a general plan ia
deferred, the greater will be the difficulty in ar-
ranging it to accomodate all parties,

Two or three plans bave been suggested, but
none of them have been officially recognized by
the Council, and with all due respect for the au-
thors of them, I do not think any plan that hag
yet been proposed can be considered satisfactory,
to all parties and suitable to the general public.

It is now nearly eighteen years sinte 1
first commenced in the Council,as some of the
present members can testify, to press the import-
ance of the subject on their consideration, Many,
are well aware, that I wished to defer the quess
tion of granting a lease of the Market Block pro-
perty, as a passenger station to the Northern Rail.
way, in the hope, that some arrangement would
have been made with regard to the construction
of the Esplanade, which would prevent the rails
from being laid on Front Street, and consequent
dange: to life and property.

Carrying out the views which I then enter-
tained, I claim the right of having first called the
attention of the public to thisimportant matter,—
and also I claim the impartial consideration of the
Council, in reference to a Plan which, if adopted,
1 feel assured will be found to be the most economi-
cal, and at the same time the most practicable.

In the first place, I would recommend that the
original plan, with probably some slight modifi-
cations to suit the Railway curves be adhered to,
as the delay and difficulty in altering it would be,
a source of endless trouble and expense—whilst
gxe Lessecs and Wharfingers would suffer by the

elay.

In order to comprehend the question fully, I
have classified the different interests in the follw-
ing order :—

1st. Railway interests, as tending tobenefit the
City generally.

2nd. The Lessees of the Water lots, who have
as it were the keys of the City, aud as Tenants of
the Council, have a right to be protected.

8rd, The City Council as Arbitrators between
all parties, and protectors of the public interest,

By alato Act of the Provincial Parliament, the
power to carry out this important projectis placed
in the City Council,—and I have no doubt the
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duty will be faithfully and impartially per-
formed.

The plan which I propose, contemplates a
union of the Railway and Public interest. By the
Railway interest I conclude, thatan insulated line
of communication in front of the City, connecting
with the Railways East and West must be pro-
vided,

By the Public interest, including the Lesseesof
‘Water lots, Iconsider that the thoroughfares must
be maintained, and access procured atall timesto
private property, North and South of the insulated
line of Railway.

The Railway and Public interest must be iden-
tified, and in fact cannot be separated—at the
same time the Railway interest cannot be admit-
ted to be paramount—for instance the Directors
should not have the power to place their rails
where they choose, to the detriment of the Public
interest, and thz injury of private property. All
that can be demanded by the Railway interest
from the City, is a right of way along the front,
with a convenient space for their Stations.

. The City Council are the guardians of the Pub-
lic interests of the citizens, and it is their duty to
see that they are not infringed.

This union I think can be carried out by the
following arrangement :—

Wherever slips and streets are shown on the
original Plan of the City frontage, I propose to
divide the sixty-six feet equally, South of Front
streei, one half to be bridged so as to carry the
level of Font street over beyond the Railway line
with an inclination to the wharves. The other
half to form an inclined plane from Front Street
to the level of the Railway line; thereby main-
taining the communication north and south of the
insulated Railwayline. The width of these Streets
?eing sixty-six feet, I propose to divide as fol-

ows :—

Bridge,..eoovionee.....26 feet

Parapet ope-balf......... 1 *

Sidewalk....o0oveneees. 6 ¢ 83 feet.
Street.e.cevoecancessas 26 teet
Retaining wall one-half... 1 ¢
Sidewalk.ieeevseenaees 8 ¢ 33 feet.
66 feet,

The Esplanade which is 100 feet wide, I propose
to divide equally ; alsoappropriating the southern
half for Railway interests, and maintaining the
11")ublic thoroughfare on the North half as fol-

w8 :—

Esplanade...ceoeeeo... .43 fect

Fence one-balf.......... 1 ¢

Sidewalk.eeveanacoaer. 8 4 5O feet.
8linesof Rails 12 feet each.36 fect
Pierfor Bridge, one-half.. 8
Sidewalk for Railway..... 4 ¢
Fence..coooeieenneaess 1 ¢
Sidewalk...cceievevess. 6

50 fect.

100 feet.
The Esplanade, which I wouldrecommend being
called Union Street, would be nearly equal to the
width of King Street, with six feet side-walk
for foot passengers. If the space appropriated

for railway purposes would be sufficient—the Di-
rectors of the different lines would have to pur-
chase a right of way south of the Esplanade, from
the different parties through whose property the
railway passes. They should also be accountable
for any damage done to private property, as in
other cases.

To explain my proposition more fully, I have
prepared a diagram showing the arrangements as
the intersection of tiie streets, which I also sub-
mit to the Council.

The railway line is placed on the southern side
of the Esplanade for greater facility for trains out
to the wharves, only crossing a side-walk, and it
would be advisable to prevent the railway from
crossing the street on the northern side.

When the railway stations are contemplated,
bridges on the Front Street level could be con-
structed, to connect the buildings north and south
of the railway line, so that a level crossing world
be avoided. The number of bridges that would
be required for the whole front, as shewn on the
original plan, would be fifteen, from Simcoe Street
on the west, to Berkeley Strect on the east.

For the present traffic, five might be considered
sufficient, the remainder to be eventually con-
structed as a matter of justice to all parties.

It would be out of place at present to enter into
a more detailed explanation of the proposed ar-
rangement. Should the Council consider my
plan worthy of adoption, I am prepared to furnish
a plan of the whole city frontage, showing the
general arrangement, so as to combine both the
railway and public interests, without injury to
private property.

With respect to constructing the breastwork on
the southern limit of the Esplanade of stone, I
cannot see the necessity of doing so, unless the
line is removed south to command a depth of nine
feet of water at the lowest period; this would
bring it nearly to the windmill line. The lessees
of water lots have the power also of filling up
their lots to the windmill line, so that theexpen-
sive stone fencing would be covered up in many
instances.

A timber breastwork, twelve feet wide, is all
that would be required for the present, sufficiently
close and strong to prevent the bank from being
washed away by the action of the water.

At the slips opposite the streets, a stone facing
sloping to the water would be judicious, and
would be ¥ great improvement on the timber con-
trivances which have already cost the eity pro-
bably as much as would have made permanent
and substantial slips.

West of Simcoe street where there are nopro-
tecting wharves at present, and beyond the line
contemplated by the original plan, I would re-
commend the stone facing to be constructed, with
jetties to be used as public wharves. In all the
propositions that have been laid before the public
not one of them makesany provision for the gene-
ral drainage along the front of the city. Are the
drains allowed to deposit their refuse in the slips
where they empty themselves? No,surely not;
Some provision must be made for remedying this
increasing evil; otherwise the health of the citi-
zens will be endangered.

The evilis very great evennow; witness the
rank vegetation round the wharves; what will it



THE EDITOR'S SHANTY.

439

be when this city numbers 100,000 inhabitants?
Provision should therefore be made for drainage
conjointly with the construction of the Es.
planade.

Inmy communication in February last, this sub-
ject was also discussed, and I recommended** that
a covered channel 10 feet wideand 6 feet in depth,
should be constructed in the centre and beneath
the intented Esplanade, from the river Don to
the Queen's Wharf. The drains of the city to be
extcuded to this channel, and a portionofthe cur-
rent of the River to be turned into it by draining
the present chanuel, and allowing the surplus
water to flow into the marsh as at present, over
a waste wier one foot in height above the present
level of the water.”

I have not altered my opinion since that time,
and if the plan should not be thoroughly success-
ful, it would be the most effectual method of pre-
serving the purity of the water of the Bay, and
getting rid of an increasing source of unhealthiness
1o the city.

The importance of these subjacts to the citzens
generally, and the advantage to be desired by the
adoption of a general plan, combining the Railway
and Public interest, with a due regard for general
improvement—is, I think a sufficient reason for
having again, gratuitously expressed my opinions
on matters, on which & free discussion has been
invited.

Docror.—There is the plan—now, what do you
think of it ?

Masor.—Really, I think it a very judicious
combination of the best points of the plans dis-
cussed at our last sedsrunt. Eh! Laird?

Lairp.~It's a maist sappy amalgamation o’
conflicting interests, but what say ye, yoursel,
Doctor ?

Docror.—Well, if you have patience, I will
just recapitulate, under heads, what I consider the
main advantages to be derived by the adoption of
this plan—but before I begin, I think one point
worthy of note, viz: the dilatoriness of the
Coungcil in not having adopted some plan before
the present time; passing this over, however—
the first advantage is, that this plan does not
interfere with any other existing right, and it
would be, therefore, unnecessary to apply again
to Parliament, the originel line remaining un-
altered; this would be a saving of much valuable
time.

A second benefit is, that of preserving an insu-
Iated line along the front, with a thoroughfare
running parallel to it. Thirdly,—I like the
suggestion of dropping the word Esplanade, which
T thinkparticularlysuggestiveof nursery-maidsand
squalling children, who, I opine, can have no
business in what must eventually be the most
business part of the city. Again, it obviates the
folly of compelling owners of water.lots to con-
struct cutstone breast-works, a very important con-

struction, as there would be a chance of all this
work buing hereafter shutin, for we must not forget
that the power exists to carry the line of frontage
out to the wind-mill line.

Fourthly,—It meets the necessity of having
stone-ships and landings at the foot of each street,
a thing as essential to health as convenience.

Fifthly,—I consider the importance of having
& public, permanent, wharf for landing passengers,
80 a¢ to do away with the present odious tribute
now exacted, much to the disgust of every new
arrival, whois exposed moreover, to the chance of
tumbling through the rickety apologies for
wharves. This would certainly be accomplished,
as the Harbour Commissioners have offered to
build such a wharf, if the Corporation give the
building-site ; so that the citizens would not be
divectly taxed for this improvement. Another
serious consideration i3 the health and comfort of
the citizens, which must be always seriously
affected so long as the drains continue to be
emptied at the foot of each wharf. This dis-
advantage is well met by the proposal contained
in Mr. Tully’s plan, in reference to the tunnet
drain.

Another point is that, in the dry arches under-
neath the bridges could be constructed public
baths, wash-houses, and other conveniences for
the poorer classes. These may not be absolutely
required now, but the day is not far distant whea
they will be imperatively called for.

I think, however, we have had enough of
the Esplanade for the present. Laird ring thebell,
or ag you would say, cry ben Mrs. Grundy. I
wish to know what she has done in the way of
“ gatherings " for the month.

(Enter Mrs. Grundy.)

Good evening, Mrs, Grundy, I am anxious te
know the state of your budget before I inform
the Laird of the fate of that pile of facts which
1 see before hin. !

Mrs. GruNnY.—Are you ready so soon for me?
I was in hopes we were to have had something
more from the Major touching his rip to Barrie.

Major.—All in good time; I intend ere long
to take a trip up to the Sault Ste. Marie, so I will
reserve the rest of my observations till I can add
to them and amend them, but in the mean time
I vote as it is yet early, that we have a chat be-
fore the * facts™ or the *fashions.”

Docror.—**I'in agreeable,” as a modern and
clegant phrase has it. I had a letter yesterday
from our friend the Squireen, and he commissioned
me to present you with his best regards.

Lairp.—And whaur may the auld bo -trotter
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be hanging oot noo? I have *a’ heard a word
aboot him for mony a lang day.

Docror.—He dates from the town of Wooden-
Nutmegville, in Ohio, where he has established a
cold-water-cure shop, and having combined table-
moving, and spirit-rapping with the douche, he is
driving an overwhelming business. Amongst his
inmates, at present, are three *strong-minded
.women,” & brace of “Judges,” and some half-
score of ** Generals,” and asthe geese have plenty
of auriferous feathers, Paddy is waxing fat upon
their pluckings.

Lairp.—Ay, ay! Let a Hiberniae alone for
filling his pouches, when he fa’s in wi' fules ready
and willing to part wi' their baw-bees! 0d, they
are a queer set,'the Yankecs after a’!  They can
mak’ sillar, like the Jews, when other folk woutd
be sturving, and at the same time every mounte-
bank wha' presents them wi’ some new whigma-
leerie, constrains them to dance to his piping,
and throw their dollars into his creechy hat! As
honest auld Commodore Trunnion gaid aboot
sailors, oor republican neebours *earn their
muney like horses, and spend it like asses !”

Maror.—True for you, old stump-extractor,

Docror.—Our friend at Wooden-Nutmegville
has transmitted me a volum., which he says
contains more juicy and appetizing matter, than
any duo-decimo published since he last took a
horn in the Shanty.

Lairn,—Is it the buik you hae under your
oxter?

Docror.—1It is.

Masor.—Pray trot out the new comer.

Docror.—Thus runs the title page, * Personal
Sketches of his own times, by Sir Jonak Bar-
rington, Judge of the High Court of Admirally
.in Ireland, &e. &c., Redficld, New York.”

Major,—Why that is an old acquaintance of
mine! It i3 fully thirty years since I first
perused it.

Docror.—The work has been long out of print,
and to many of the present generation must
possess all the charm of entire novelty.

Major.—Though somewhat given to moralize
‘and be otherwise prosy, Sir Jonah is one of the
most piquant story-tellers which Ireland has pro-
duced, and that is saying a good deal. The
realities of the garrulous knight are quite as
sprightly as the fictions of Lover or Lever.

Lamrp.—As it never was my chance, to fa’ in
wi' the production, maybe ye will let me pree the
viands ye praise s¢ highly ?

Docror.—Mcst  willingly, thou prince of
“ plough compellers,” as Dan Homer hath it. The
only difficulty lies in selecting. So great is the

variety of good things, that like the monied school
boy in a pastry cooks, one knows not when to
commence, and when to leave off,

Latrp.—0o, just gie us the first sappy gobbet
that comnes to haun’,

Docror.—Here is a sketch of the famous bull
engenderer Sir Boyle Roche :—

““He was married to the eldest daughter of
Sir John Cave, Bart.; and his lady, who va8 a
‘bas bleu,” prematurely injured Sir Boyle's
capacity (it was said) by forcing hin to read
¢ Gibbon’s Rise and Fall of the Roman Empire,’
whereat he was so cruelly puzzled without being
in the least amwused, that in his cups, he often
stigmatized the great historian as a low fellow,
who ought to have been kicked out of company
wherever he was, for turning people’s thoughts
away from their prayers and their politics to what
zh? dfgvil' himself could make neither head nor
tail of.

‘ His perpetually bragging that Sir John Cave
had given him his eldest daughter, afforded Curran
an opportunity of replying, *Ay, Sir Boyle, and
depend on it, if he had had an older one still he
would have given her to you.” Sir Boyle thought
it best to receive the repartce as a compliment,
lest it should come to her ladyship’s ears, who,
for several years back, had prohibited Sir Boyle
from all allusions to chronology.

“This baronet had certainly one great advan-
tage over all other bull and blunder makers: he
seldom Jaunched a blunder from which some fine
aphorism or maxim might not be easily extracted.
When a debate arose in the Irish house of com-
mons on the vote of a grant which was recom-
mended by Sir John Parnel, chancellor of the
exchequer, as onenotlikely to be felt burdensome
for many years to come—it was observed in reply,
that the house had no just right to load posterity
with a weighty debt for what could in ne degree
operate to their advantage. Sir Boyle eager to
defend the measures of government, immediately
rose, and in a few words, put forward the most
unanswerable argument which human ingenuity
could possibly devise. *¢What, Mr, Speaker!’
said he, “and so we arc to beggar ourselves for
fear of vexing posterity! Now, I would ask the
honorable gentleman, and this still more honora-
ble house, why we should put ourselves out of
our way to do anythingfor posterity : for whathas
posterity done for us 2

“Sir Boyle, hearing the roar of laughter +hich
of course followed this sensible blunder, but not
being conscious that he had said anything out of
the way, was rather puzzled, and conceived that
the house had misvnderstood him.  He therefore
begged leave to explain, as he apprehended that
geuntleman had entirely mistaken his words: he
assured the house that *by posterify, he did not
at all mean our ancestors, but those who were to
come immediately afier them. Upon hearing this
explanation, it was impossible to do any serious
husiness for half an hour.

Lairp,—Ha, ha, ba, O, Sir, Boyle must hae
been a broth o' a boy, and no mistake!

Doctor.—As you belong to the Orange body,
Crabtree, the following particulars touching an
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ancient Dublin club, must prove intcresting to
yOu =

“This curious assemnblage was called ‘The
Aldermen of Skinners’ Alley:’ it was the first
Orange association ever isrmed ; and having, at
the period alluded to, existed a full century in
pristine vigor, it had acquired considerable local
influence and importauce, Its origin was as
follows: after William 1II. had mounted the
English throne, and King James had assumed the
reins of zovernment in Ircland, the latter mon-
arch annulled the then existing charter of the
Dublin corporation, dismissed all the aldermen
who had espoused the revolutionary cause, and
replaced them by others attached to himself. In
doing thir he was certainly justifiable ; the deposed
aldermen, however, had secreted some little
articles of their paraphernalia, and privately as-
sembled in ca ale-house in Skinners’ Alley, a very
obscure part of the capital: here they continued
to hold anti-Jacobite meetings ; elected theirown
Jord-mayor and officers ; and got a marble buts of
King William, which they regarded as a’ sort of
deity! These meetings were carried on till the
battle of the Boyne put William in possession of
Dublin, when King James' aldermen were im-
mediately cashiered, and the Aldermen of Skin-
ners' Alley rcinvested with their mace and
aldermanic glories.

“ To honor the memory of their restorer, there-
fore, a permanent association was formed, and
invested with all the memorials of their former
disgrace and latter reinstatement. This organ-
ization, constituted near a century before, re-
mained, I fancy, quite unaltered at the time I
became a member, To make the general influence
of this association the greater, the number of
members was unlimited, and the mode of admis-
sion solely by the proposal and seconding of trieu
aldermen. For the same reason, no class, how-
ever humble, was excluded—equality reigning in
its most perfect state at the assemblies. Generals
and wig-makers—king's counsel and hackney
clerks, &c., all mingled without distinction as
brother-aldermen: a lord-mayor was annually
appointed ; and regularity and decorum always
prevailed—until, at least, toward the conclusion
of the meetings, when the aldermen became more
than usually noisy and exhilarated—King Wil-
liam's bust being placed in the centre of the
supper table, to overlook their extreme loyalty.
The times of meeting were monthly: and every
member paid sixpence per month, which sum
(allowing for the absentees) afforded plenty of
eatables, porter and punch, for the supping
aldermen.”

Masor.—Barrington, though a Protestant was
no friend to the admirers of King William, and
consequently his description of the Skinners’
Alley Aldermen must be taken cum grano.

Docror.—Aaron Burr, and Randolph of South
Carolina, being in Dublin, requested Sir Jonah to
introduce them to the celebrated Henry Grattan.

“YWe went to my friend's house, who was to

leave London next day. I announced that
Colonel Burr, from America, Mr, Randolph, and

mysclf, wished to pay our respects, and the
servant informed us thut his master would receive
ug in a short time, but was at the moment much
occupied on business of consequence. Burr's
expectations were all on the alert! Randolph
also was anxious to be presented to the great
Grattan, and both impatient for the entrance of
this Demosthenes, At length the door opened,
and in hopped a small bent figure, meager,
yellow, and ordinary; one slipper and one shoe ;
his breeches' knees loose; his cravat hanging
down ; his sbirt and <oat-sleeves tucked up high,
and an old hat upon his head.

¢ This apparition saluted the strangers very
courteously, asked, without any introduction, how
long they had been in England, and immediately
proceeded to make inquiries about the late
General Washington and the revolutionary war.
My compaunions looked at each other; their
replies were costive, and they seemed quite im.
patient to see Mr. Grattan. I could scarcely
contain myself, but determired to let my eccentriz
countryman take his course, who appeared quite
delighted to see his visitors, and was the most
inguisitive person in the world. Randolph was
far the tallest and most dignified looking man of
the two, gray-haired and well-dressed ; Grattan
therefore, of course, took him for the vice-
president, and addressed him accordingly. Ran-
dolph at length begged to know if they could
shortly have the honor of secing Mr. Grattau,
Upon which our host, not doubting but they
knew him, conceived it must be his son James for
whom they inquired, and said he believed he had
that moment wandered out somewhere to amuse
himself.

‘¢ This completely disconcerted the Americans,
and they were about to make their bow and their
exit, when I thought it high time to explain ; and,
taking Colonel Burr and Mr. Randolph respect-
ively by the hand, introduced them to the Right
Honorable Henry Grattan,”

Larp.—I dinnalike the idea o' writing accounts
o’ great men, in sic daft like predicaments. If
ony ane had ca’d at Bonnybraes on a certain
afternoon during the late hot weather, he would
hae catched me in a fine mess, Girzy was
mending my breeks, and during the operation I
was sitting at the house end smoking my cutty,
wi' naething on my lower regions except a
petticoat o’ the damsel's. Noo suppose the editor
o' a paper—say the Kingston News, or the
Hamilton Spectator, had stopped at my dwelling
to get a drink o' butter-milk, or maybe something
a trifle stronger, and seen me sitting like a
clockin’ hen! What wud ye think o' the land-
louper if, for lack o' something else to say, he
made & leading article oot o' me and my honest
sister’s habiliment ?

Magor.—Your indignation is rightcous, most
cxcellent flail-flourisher! Nothing can be more
abominable than authors running, like gossiping
elderly vestals, to the press, with every item of
tittle tattle about fricnd or foc which they can
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grub together. I would, if an absolute Satrap,
condemn such gentry to wear in perpetuity the
article of costume which you only assumed pro
tempore.

Docror.—In connection with this subject,
permit me to read you a few passages from a
recent number of one of our Canadian journals.
The writer after detailing how a certain cditor
made public capital, out of some expressious
dropped by a brother of the big *wx™ thus
proceeds:—*‘ Let the precedent be generally
followed, and what an unmitigated Pandemonium
would society become, so far at least as the
editorial profession was concerned. Men would
be coustrained to talk continually on the square,
when meeting in the street, or at the convirial
board. In fact their conversation would be
neithér more nor less than recited editorials, and
each word would be painfully weighed before
being uttered, from a dread, if not a positive
conviction, that it was destined to obtain typo-
graphical publicity.”

Lamp.—Gie us another precing o' Sir Jonah,
to put the grewsome taste o' sic a fouty topic oot
o’ our mouths.

Docror.—Queer places must the Irish theatres
bave been in the worthy kuight's calf days.

“‘The playhouses in Dublin were then lighted
with tallow candles, stuck iuto tin circles hanging
from the middle of the stage, which were cvery
now and then snuffed by some performer; and
two soldicrs, with fixed bayonets, always stood
like statues on each side of the stage, close tc the
boxes, to keep the audience in order. The
galleries were very noisy and very droll. The
ladies and gentlemen in the boxes alwavs went
dressed out nearly as for court; the strictest
etiquette and decorum were preserved in that
circle ; while the pit, as being full of critics and
wise men, was particularly respected, except when
the young gentlemen of the university occasionally
forced themselves in, to revenge some insult,
real or imagined, to & member of their body; on
which ions, all the ladics, well-dressed men,
and p ble peopl \ly, decamped forth-
with, and the young gendemen as generally pro-
ceeded to beat or turn out the rest of the audience,
and to break eversthing that came within their
reach. These exploits were by no means un-
common; aud the number and rank of the young
culprits were so great, that (coupled with the
impossibility of selecting the guilty), the college
would have been nearly depopulated, and many
of the great families in Ircland enraged beyond
weasure, had the studeats beea cxpelied or even
rusticated.”

Laizp.—Docs he say ony thing aboot the
actors?
Docrox.—Yes. Listen.

“ remember secing old Mr. Sheridan perform
the pact of Calo at one of the Dublin theatres; I

do not recollect which: but I well recollect his
dress, which consisted of bright armor under a
fine laced scarlet cloak, and surmounted by a
huge, white, bushy, well-powdered wig (like Dr.
Johnson’s) over which was stuck his helmet. I
wondered much how he could kill himself with-
out stripping off the armor before hie performed

'that operation. I also recollect him particularly

({even as before my eyes now) playing Alexander
the Great, and throwing the javelin at Clytus,
whom happening to miss, he hit the cupbearer,
thicn played by one of the hack performers, a Mr,
Jemmy Fotterel. Jeumy very naturally supposed
that he was hit designedly, and that it was some
new light of the great Mr. Sheridan to slay the
cupbearer in preference to his friend Clytus
(which certainly would have been a less un-
justifiable manslaughter) and that therefore he
ought to tumble down and make a painful end
according to dramatic custom time iunnemorial,
Iimmediately, therefore, on being struck, he
recled, staggered, and fell very naturally, con-
sidering it was his first death; but being deter-
mined on this unexpccted opportunity to make
an impression upon the audience, when he found
himself stretched out on the boards at full length,
he began to roll about, kick, and flap the stage
with his hands most immoderately; falling next
into strong convulsions, exhibitingevery symptom
of exquisite torture, and at length expiring with
a groan 80 loud and so long that it paralyzed even
the people in the galleries, while the ladies
zeliedv'ed that he was really killed, and cried

o

“Though then very young, I was myself so
terrified in_ the pit that I never shall forget it.
However, Jemmy Fotterel was in the end, more
clapped than any Clytus bad ever been, and even
the murderer himself could not help laughing
most heartily at the incident.

“The actresses of both tragedy and genteel
comedy formerly wore large hoops, and when-
ever they made a speech walked across the stage
and changed sides with the performer who was
tos] next, thus veering backward and forward,
like a shuttlecock, during the entire performance.
This custom partislly prevailed in the continental
theatres till very lately.

“X recollect Mr. Barry, who was really s
remarkably bandsome man, and his lady (formerly
Mrs. Dancer); also Mr. Digges, who used to play
the ghost in ‘Hamlet’ Oac night in doubling
that part with Polonius, Digzes forgot on ap-
pearing as the ghost, previously to rub off the
bright red paint with which his face had becn
daubed for the other character. A spirit witha
large red nose and vermillioned cheeks was ex-
tremely novel aud much applauded. There was
also a famous actor who used to play the cock
that crew to call off the ghast when Hamlet had
done with him: this performer did his part s0
well that everyhody used to say he was the best
cock that ever had heen heard at Smock-Alley,
and six or eight other gentry of the dunghill
specics were generally brought behind the scenes,
who on heaning him, mistook him for & brother
cock, and sct up their pipesall together: and
thus, by the infirity of crowing at the same
moment, the hour was the better marked, and
the ghoat glided back to the other world in the
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midst of a perfect chorus of cocks, to the no
small admiration of the audience.”

Major.—Permit me to make you acquainted
with an exceedingly pleasing, and unassuming
writer, George Barrell, Junr.

Lamp.—Barrell, said y¢? 0d, that's a queer
name. To my mind it's strongly suggestive o
Lochfine herring, and Edinburgh yill!

Masor.—George has produced a very modest,
and most readable volume, entitled ** The Pedes-
trian in France and Switzerland.”

Docror.—Did the writer really traverse the
lands specified, upon the steeds with which nature
had gifted him ?

Lawgp.—Tut man! Can yeno' say shanks
naiggie at once, and be done wi' it !

Major.—Yes. Ie travelled, as he tells us,
“almost entircly on foot, and nearly in the garb
of 2 peasant.” Thus he bad an opportunity of
mixing with that portion of the population, least
generally seen by tourists, and of beholding
scenes which the more fastidious tourist would
have sought in vain,

Docror—Iun these circumstances the book
ought to be amusing, provided the tourist made
use of his eyes as well as of his feet.

Masor.—1shall read you a passage, from which
you can judge for yourself. Mr. Barrell coming
to Caen, finds himsclf amidst the festivities of a
fair.

¢ Presgs through this mass of men and women.
You find yourself on the edge of & vast circle, in
the centre of which 2 small carpet is spread ; on
it are two lean men in very ancient * tights,” dis-
playiug their gymnastic accomplishments.

¢ Un peu plus de courage, Messicurs!® said one.

‘Un peu plus de courage, Messsicurs!’ said
the other.

“What was intended by thecir wishing the
gentlemen to have a little more courage, was
this: They were desirous of having money thrown
tothem! Some two or three did have ‘a little
more courage,’ which, instead of satisfying the
performers, made them yct more desitous of
receiving an increase. And it was amusing to
see them tun here and there, collect the sous
and liards (halfsous) thrown upon the carpet,
and yet observe there was not sufficient courage
shown!

“ ¢ Come, gentiemen, a little more courage, if
you please,’ said the leanest of the two, and you
shall see me me raise that weight; alittle more
courage, if you please!’

*What a tremendous racket is made by that
drummer and fifer. See the people run togetlier,
and collect around the coach with its capacious
postillion’s seat! Who is going to display him-
self? At Caudebec there was a druinmer and
¢ Cymballeo,” and & ‘professor from Paris’ was
geen; perbaps a satan from the same centre of
tlggblimcllccunl world will now make hitnself
nsle,

 Some one ascends the coach, takes off hishat,
and makes a bow to the audience. It is, no
doubt, a dentist. Yes, it is one; for he opens a
large book, and displays it to those around him.
In it you see representations of all kinds of teeth,
those with straight, and those with corkscrew-
shaped roots. Then he turns a page, and again
shows the book; but does not either smile or
move his head—his whole appearance being as
of one who understands the science of dentistry
to perfection, and only condescends to muke a
public exhibition of his knowledge. .

“ The music ceased. Making another inclina-
tion of the head, he commences a learned speech,
and gives birth to many Latin quotations, which
are, llowever, ¢ Greek’® to his hearers. He under-
stands them, perhaps, about as well as they.
Then he invites some one to ascend, and he will
astonish him—with hislearning. Aftera whilea
youth mounted, being tormented by a front tooth
in the upper row. The orator examined it for a
momeut, and then drew a white handkerchief
from his long-tailed coat. This the patient ties
over the cyes of the dentist, who, standing like
the professor of Caudcebec, behind the subject, .
upon the seat, felt for the tooth, and pushed it
out! A clapping of hands cnsued, and the youth
quickly put his finger in his mouth, to discover
whether the right one had been removed. He
found the place where once it was, and then
testified to the skill of the operator.

1 hope the dentist is usually more fortunate
than he was upon that afterncon, as he failed
most signally in trying to extract a double-tooth
from a woman, e wrapped a handkerchiet
around the handle ofa terrible looking instrument,
and then commenced twisting. But the tooth
would not stir; and the woman, turncd deadly
pale, while a cry of indignation arose from the
men below: it was only after 2 second trial, and
with a vigorous wrench, that it was rcmoved.

“A wilitairc had a back tooth jerked out as
quick as a flash, but he sercamed with pain,
clapped his hand to his face, and turned as pale
as the woman. The dentist quickly pourcd some
water in & cup, and dropping thercin a small
quantity of liquid contained in a vial, gave it to
the sufferer.

“*Do you fecl better? he asked after the
other had cleansed his mouth.

W Yes? .

“*The pain has entirely left now, hasit not?

¢ No," said the militaire, ¢ not by any means!’

 ¢Hcre, gentlemen and ladies,” said the pro-
fessor, *you sce a most wonderful liquid? It is
an clixir which will remove all pain from the face
and tecth in an instant of time; and though very
powcrfulin its curative effects, would not harm an
intant, were he to drink the cntire contents of
this flask.’ Hc then poured svme of it in a glass
which he drank, to show that he spoke the truth,
*Aud, continued he, * though it is both so harm-
less and yet powerful, if you were but to smell it,
you would imagine yourself in a ravishing country,
where millions of the most superb flowers fill the
air with their delightful perfume! Hold forth
your handkerchiefs, gentlemen and ladies, and
let me drop a little upon them—hold them forth !

“In au instant were thrust upwards an hundred
handkerchiefs of all sizes and colours; and the
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dentist dropped a little of the magical fluid upon
each ; but, finding the number to be so immense,
sprinkled the audicuce, and put the empty bottle
in his pocket. This act of generosity had the
desired effect. The woman’s agony and the
soldier's scream were forgotten ; and whenever 1
passed the coach during the rest of the afternoon,
the Iacky dentist was torturing his fellow-
creatures.”
(3rs. Grundy jumping up.)

Dear me! I smell the sausages burning—jyou
must excuse me for a moment, gentlemen.

Lawro.—( With a very lugubrious expression of
countenance) quotes—I never loved a sausage
fried, but it was either burnt or dried. Heigh ho!
we puir mortals are born to disappointment.
(&frs. Grundy enters.) Weel, Mrs. Grundy, arce
they ' spoiled ? °

Mgs. Gruspy.—By no meang, only we must
go to supper first and talk after—I have ordered
it to be dished and by this time it is on the table.

[Exeunt.

AFTER-SCPPER SEDERUNT.

Masor.—The rage of hungerand thirst having
been now appeased, we will proceed to finish our
sederunt. Come, Laird, facts are good things to
begin with,

Lazn.—Ilere are some remarks upon the way
they should manage at Hamilton, and awa down
at Montreal, at the exhibitions, By the by, do
ony ¢’ ye ken anything aboot them?

Docron.—I thought that it would be better
not to atte:npt doing onything this month, as it
would have made our issue a late one, besides
these exhibitions are of no merely cphemeral
importance, and the interest attaching to them
will Keep fresh for amonth,  What have you got
Mrs. Genndy ?

Lairp—\What does the callant mean? Do ye
think I am gaun to be fobbed off wi’ my pouches
fu’ o papers, 2' 0 importance, every ane, ha ha!

Docror.—Needs must, Laird. I can give you
two pages and a-half, and you have chosen to £ill
them, asitappears, with onchomily. Cowe, Mrs,
Grundy, T can only give you one page.

(Z%e Laird, aficr muck grumbling, begins to
read Lis re; wrks on autumn exhibitions.)

THE AUTCMN EXHIBITIONS.

Autunin is again upon’us, and with it theaccus-
tomed round of anuwal fetes of rural industry com-
mence, at which the best products of the farm and
garden are to be bronght forward for comparison
and competition. The amount of moncy and
time spent in this country annually on these occa-
sions is cnormous; but so far it has been well
spent, for they have awakened a spirit of improve-
ment that hias conferred vast benefits upon the
industry and resources of the country.  They are
not mere holidays with us, devoted to frivolous

amusements, sight-seeiug, and dissipation ; people
go to these exhibitions to learn, and they bring
with them the produc.s of their skill and industry
to compare with that of their neighborg’, for
mutual instruction and encouragement. The mere
love of novelty cannotinduce so many thousands
of intellizent people to leave their homes and bu-
siness, and to incur all the toil and expense of
attending these fairs, They have a higher pur-
pose in view—they seek information; and in
proportion as these shows afford facilities for
obtaining this, will they become worthy of public
patronage and support.

Hitherto the want of experience on the part of
those who have been entrusted with the manage-
ment of exhibitions has stond greatly in the way
of their usefulness, and great dissatisfaction has
arisen from people being unable to gain the in-
formation which they had just reason to expect.
It is poor satisfaction for a man who hastravelled
bundreds of miley, and made great sacrifice of
personal comfort, to be jostled about in a crowd,
scorched with heatand choked with dust, on the
show grounds, and yet not be permitted to see the
objects exhibited insuch & mauner as enables him
to understand their merits.  No pains should be
spared in arranging and classifying all objects,
not only on the grounds and on the tables, but in
printed catalogues, in such a way as to enable
Jjudges to discharge their duties easily and accu-
rately, and spectators instantly to understaud the
position that cach article occupics, and the degree
of merit that has been awarded it.

Weare glad to sce that this matter is receiving
attention, though it has not yetbeen carried out as
far as necessary.  We shall confine ourremarks
chicfly to the department of horticulture, Take for
instance the department of apples. Now, suppose
thata dozen individuals should compete for this
premium ; cach onc should be required to show
just twenty varieties—neither more nor less—and
the twelve collections should be placed side by
side on the tables, so that not only the judges but
thespectators might casily make theircomparisons.
Each one should be designated by a aumber only
until the judges have made their awards, and
then the names of the exhibitors can be displayed
as well ag the awards.  We have served envagh
on conumnittees to know that somesuch anarrange-
ment is absolutely necessary to ensure accurate
decisions,  IHerctofore the gencral practice has
been for every exhibitor to display his objects
where he close, and a dozen competitors for such
a premium as we have quoted, would exhibit in
a dozen different places, and have these twenty
vavieties of apples mixed up with twenty other
varicties and a great collection of other fruits,
leaving it for the committees to sclect varietics as
they thought proper, and run about from one
table to another to make their comparisons, thus
losing their time and scarcely ever arriving at
correct couclusions, because it was impossible to
do §0 under the circumstances. So we would
haveit in regard 1o “the best ten varictics of
table apples,” ** the best seedling apple,” * the
besttwelre varietics of pears,” and, in short, every
special objcat, or class of objccts, for which a
prize is offered. Let them be placed togetherand
cach be conspicuously designated, so that judges
aud spestators may kuow at once what particular
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merit the exhibitor claims for Iis articles. Then,
again, amateur and professional cultivators should
be assigned separate tables or departments, and
not be permitted to mingle their contributions;
and each of these departments should be con-
spicuously designated, that no doubt could be
cutertained as to what class they belonged to
Then, again, every exhibitor who shows twenty
varieties of apples, or ten varieties, orsix varieties,
or any number of varieties of apples or other fruits,
should prepare a list of the sume, and then when
the judges have decided, they should insert in
their reports the names of the varieties to which
they awarded the prize and state the principal
points of werit, which could be done in a few
words., If this were carricd out, we should have
useful reports instead of mere barren qnnounce
ments that such a prize was awarded Mr. A., and
another to Mr. B., which amounts to nothiug in
the end, as fur as the great aim and end of the
show is concerned.

Another great diflicnlty is generally experienced
in securing the services of faithful and competent
judges, who appreciate the importance of the
duties assigned them, and are willing to discharge
them with care and patience. No fault can be
found in general with the sclections made by the
Society ; but it very often happens that of a com-
mittee of four or five nut more than one or two
will make their appcarance, and the vacancies
must be filled by such as can be found on the
grouud. Now, it is & responsible and delicate
duty that comuwittees have to perform, requiring
caveful and patient investigation and sound judg-
ment, and, therefore, the greatest care should be
taken in filling vacancica. There are always a
number of persons ready to offer their serviceson
committees, and especially on * tasting tom-
mittees,” who regard the duty as being simply to
eat up everything that comes before them, if at
all eatable. To allow such persons to associate
themselves with committees is a manifest outrage
uponthe exhibitors as well asupon publicdecency.
Every year we are surprised to see how far this
thing is carried by persons of whom better might
be expected. Committees should understand
that thiey have no right, more than others, to cut
up, cat and destroy people’sfruits, and when they
do so they should be exposcd aud punished. A
mere taste 1o test the quality is all that is neces-
saty and all that dcency would permit. We

~think it would be well for every society to define
the rights and dutics of its committees and have
them printed on every schedule of prizes, so that
there could be no mistake.

There is another point atill to which we must
call attention, and it isthis: Both committces and
exhibitors are generally at fault in not having
gheir arrangements completed in good season.
‘We have seen it happen more than once, that in
the horticultural department of our Fairs all the
dishes for the display of fruits had to be procured,
and all the fruits arranged, after the hour when
all should have been subwmitted to the inspection
of the judges. The consequence was that there
was nothing but confusion aud grumbling onall
sides; nothing wastight—nobady pleascd. Timels
and ample arrangements shoild by all means be
wade, It is much easicr 2o make them before a
crowd of uncasy exhibitorsarrive, than afterwards

Abundance of water, dishes of various sizes, vases,
pitchers, &c., &c.,should all be in the hali in good
season and placed in the hands of a person whose
daty it would be to give them out as called for.
Then officers should be in waiting to assign every
exhibitor his position immediately on his arrival,
s0 that he would not be subjected to the trouble
and aunoyance of inquiring all around where he
could place his articles for exhibition. Exhibstors,
too, would save themselvesmuch trouble by being
early on the ground and having their arrange-
ments completed before visitors are admitted,
Judges, too, should have their duties all discharged
before a rush of spectators is admitted to inter-
tupt or annoy them,

We feel it to be a very important matter for
the country that these great shows be conducted
with the strictest regard to order and regulariiy.
The points to which we have called attention
briefly, arc but a few among the many that should
receive attentive consideration, in order that the
greatest possible amount of good may be derived
from the time and money expended.

NETTRALISING OFFENSIVE OI'ORS.

The North British agriculturist furnishesa state.
went of Lindsey Blyth, in relation toa very
successful experiment for destroying a most
offensive smell in a stable, arising from the de-
composition of urine and dung. He tried the
mixture of Epsom salts and plaster of Paris,
(zypsum)—**the most wonderful effects followed,
the stable-keeper was delighted.”  Previously,
the stable was damp and unwholesome; and if
closed fora few hours,the ammoniacal vapors were
suffocating. After sprinkling the sulphate under-
neath the straw, and along the channel of the
drain, the smell disappeared, and even the walls
becsme drier. Herecommends asan economical
preparation for this purposc aud for sewers,
magnesia limestone dissolved in sulphuric acid,
(forming sulphate of magnesia or Epsom salts,)
with a portion of super-phosphate of lime (made
by dissolving bones in sulphuric acid)—these, a$
the samc time that they retnin the escaping
ammonia, also add greatly by their own presence
to the value of the manure.

EXPERIMENTS WITH POUDREITE.

As all who till the soil are intercsted in the
subject of manures, let me give you the parfial
result of some cxperiments tried during the few
past years,

Inthe first place, I had alawn of about an acre
in extent, which had hitherto yiclded only a light
crop of grass, and which became quite brown and
dry during mid-summier. As it was not con-
venient for me to break it up aud sced down
afresh, T determined last spring to ry the value
of sowe kind of top-dressing ; aud as suflicient
barn-yard and manure could not be had for this
purpose, I resorted to the foliowing exprdicats :—-

Dividing my grounds into several portions, ¥
spread on the first part a light dressing of pou-
drette, (at the rate of about fifteen bushels to an
acrc)—on the second a more liberal dressing,
with the addition of & compost made of a little
barn-manure mixed with rotten sods and other
refuse; on the third a heavy coat of poudrette,
(at therate of thirty bushels to the acre,) with the
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addition of unbleached ashes sufficient to cover
the poudrette, and on the fourth a good dressing
of ashes alone.

The grass throughout the whole lawn came up
earlier, and grew more vigoroualy than it did
last year. In the first part it was lightest, and
most infeated with weeds. The second and third
gave a very good crop of hay, the difference
between them being hardly perceptible. The
fourth was a little better than the first. T ought
to add that my soil is a clayey loam, inclining to
become parched and eracked in summer.

So far asa jadgment can be formed at this
acason of the year, and from a single experiment,
I think there can be no doubt of the value of
poudrette asa top-dressing for grass. On stiff,
dry soils, a good compost from the barn-yard
might be preferable, as that, by mechanical
action, loosens the ground and protects the tender
roots of the grass from the heats of the wnid-summer
sun. This region, (Oneida Co.,) is now, (July
25th,) suffering from drouth, and yet my lawn
looks much fresher than it did in the midst of a
similar drouth last vear.

I have tried poudrette also in my garden, on
corn, beans, agparagus, grape-vines, &c. In the
growth of corn, squashes and beans, there is, thus
far, a perceptible improvement. But of these
and some other things, I can give you a more
complete report next fall,

VIIFAP WELLS.

It must be adm tted that the present mode of
digging and finishing wells for the supply of
water for farms and dwellings, is rather behind
the modern progress of labor-saving machinery.
The shovelling and picking, aud the slow and
laborious turnings of the windlass, day after day,
as the depth is gradually increased under these
tedious and heavy labors, should give way to
something nearer the horse-power and steam-
engine principle. Wells are needed by every
farmer, and are as necessary as food and clothing,
and an improvemeut in making them would
benefis millions. We are not about to propose
anything, but merely to suggest the suhject to
ingenious men; and in the meantime, by way of
assisting such suggestion, we furnish a few of the
interesting facts in relation to wells, stated at a
late mecting of the Royal Agricultural Society of
Englaud.

In soils free from stone, and consisting of sand,
clay, marl, or gravel, successful experiments
have been recently made, at a very moderate
cost, by the following mode :—Instead of digging
the common large well, to be walled with hard
brick or stone, a hole was first made with an
ordinary boring auger, or cylindric scoop, which
brings up the soil to the surface. A castiron
cylinder, halfan inch thick, five inchesin exterual
diareter, and four fect in length, its lower end
being brought to a sharp edge so as to penetrate
the carth, is then driven down into the hole by
means of a heavy mallet, or beetle. To keep
it steady, a collar of wood made by perforating a
plank, i8 piaced around it on the surface of the
grouud. The earth enclosed within it is again
removed withthe auger; and in order to obtain a
further downward passage for the cylinder, a tool
8 uscd for the rcwoval of the carth in the form

of a circle beneath its cutting rim. It consists of
of a rod with a cross-handle like that of an
auger, and at its lower end a claw at right angles
to the rod, so that in turning the rod, this claw
turns round and cuts the earth below the lower
edge of the cylinder, which is then again beaten
down with the mallet., Successive cylinders are
placed one upon another, as they descend. In
this way, a well of ordinary depth, or twenty feet
decp, i3 commonly completed in a single day,
the sides being incased with iron cylinders from
top to bottom. A bed of gravel is then thrown
into the bottom, and a metallic pump inserted.
It was stated at the meeting above mentioned,
that the expense of such wells, where a business
was tade of it, did not exceed eight to fifteen
dollars for a depth of twenty feet, including
pump with lead tube; the cost of the iron
crlinders is not mentioned, but if they are five
inches inner diwmeter and half an inch thick,
calculation would show that they would weigh
about 37 1bs. to the foot in lengh, and could not
therefore be afforded in many places in this
country at less than a dollar per foot, unless
made smaller and thinner. It may be that in
soft earth, and cspecially soft sand, earthen
tubing like drain tiles,with the addition of glazing,
might be strong enough, and wight be adopted
to .great advantage, especially as some of the
speakers at the meeting stated that the use of
iron had been found to impart a rusty appearance
to clothes washed in the water. From the state-
ments of other members, it appeared that some
had found a scrious inconvenience from corrosion
in the use of iron pumps, while others had ex-
perienced no evil whatever, owing undoubtedly
to the difference in the water in differentlocalities,
and in the subsiances held in solution. The
same difference has been found in the corrosion
of lead-pipes, some water not affecting them at
all, and others eating them away in a few years.
We have known a similar difference in the effect
of water in this country. But it may be laid
down as a rule that should in no in.tance be
departed from ; the water from lead-pipes should
never be used for cooking or as drink, which
remains any length of time stagnant in the pipe
instead of merely passing through.

The preceding mode would be applicable to
such localities as contain large subterrancan strata
of water in beds of gravel, from which it pours
out freely. Thereare many such, well determined,
in regions where stone would not impede the
sinking of the tuhes. In other places where it
is important to excavate larger reservoirs for
holding slowly collec:ing waters, this moede would
not be applicable.

Artesiay WiLrs.—Will vou please to inform
me as to the implements used, and manner of
using, to make Artesian Wells? If proper, 1
would ask for a drawing of the implements, or g0
niuch that I may understand the process.

Doctor.~I will. Come, Mrs. Grundy.

(Mrs. Grundy reads :)

DESCRIFTION OF PLATE,

Silk dress, the skirt with five rows of black
lace, set on quite plain: bowsof ribbon thecolor
of the dress ; crnamecat the front of skirt cn fa-
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bliere : high body & revers closing about half way
to the throat; the silk redvers is covered by one
of lace ; the dasquine is rounded in the front, and
has a row of lace set on quite plain; the point at
waist, and terination of the revers are each fin-
ished by a bow corresponding with those on the
gkirt. Fanchon cap of honiton lace.

REMARKS ON PARIS FASHIONS.

The adaptation of the fashion of past times to
the costume of the present day, contributes to
produce most charming models; butthe mmense
variety, both iu form and embroidery, renders it
quite impossible to give anything like a length-
ened detail.  The peiguoirs worn for morning in
the couutry have a plastron formed of insertions
of embroidery and narvrow tucks, and are com-
posed of uansouk, trimmed with deep-poiuted
embroidery and insertion of Valencienues. Some
ladies have their peignoirs of tulle de Berse, or
taffetas flammable, lined with gros de Naples,
Casaques are still in favor; they are of taffetas,
trimmed with fringe, and worn over a4 skirt of
Euglish embroidered muslin. Morning caps are
very small, with long floating strings; they are
made of cwmbroidered muslin and narrow Valenci-
ennes, or plain net insertions. The new comb,
with double galerie, just invented, may be worn
under these caps, as well as with all styles of
coiffure ; and is particularly pretty for evening
dress with a wreath of flowers or a bouquet of
roses. Evening dresses for undress parties are
composed of white muslin, with three skirts
trimmed with Mechlin lace ; of tarlatane trimmed
with fringe ; or taffetas skirts may be worn with
muslin bodics. Walking or riding dresses are
high to the throat when madeof taffetas. Printed
musiin, bardges, and taffetas d'ltalie skirts are
worn with canezous of muslin, embroidered in
small dots; a taffetas shawl, edged round with
stamped velvet and Chantilly lace, clear muslin
scarf, or bartge scarf with fringe, or an echarpe
mantelet of {affetas with a ruche 3 Ia veille upon
a ground of black tulle. Leghorn bonnet trimmed
with plid ribbon, embroidered with fruit and
flowers, or faucy straw trimmed with ribbon and
straw flowers. The glacés sitks have given place
to the taffetas gorge de pigeon, which is always
beautiful for demi-toilette. Nothing can be pret-
tier than a robe formed of one of these patterned
taffetas, trimmed with four flounces, on the edge
of which is sewn an amaranth of green velvet;
the body is flat, open en coeur allonné ; chemis-
ette 2 1a chevalitre of muslin, in small tucks be-
tween insertions of embroidery. Open-worked
straw bonnet, trimmed with smo!l bunches of
bows; mancines of violets and daisies. English
green is still in fashion. A taffetas robe of this
shade is distingu¢e. The number of flounces is
left to the taste of the wearer; five or seven are
mostly worn; and usually in patteras of colored
wreaths, orbunches of flowersin scallops. China
crzpe shawl, bonuet of rice straw, and bouillonnés
of crape with Brusscls lace fall; a cactus at one
side complctes this clegant toilette. Velvet being
more than ever in vogue as trimming, we find it
applied 1o mantillas, which incresses their beauty
and value. The stamped velvets are brought to
great perfection, and harmonize well with all de-
acriptions of cmbroiderics; flowers and feuillage,

en relief, are fastened on the groundwork with
chaiu-stitch, and are beautiful ornaments both for
robes and manieaux.

Fall mantelets are in shape the same as the
summer style, but made of different colored taf-
fetas, and trimmed profusely with deep black
lace over rows of violet ribbon.

Tarlatane scaifs are worn over colored crépe
lisse, with a wreath embroidered round the edges,
and the ends trimmed with a deep fringe. These
scarfs are very handsome, and beautitully light.
An ingenious novelty bas just appearcd—the
searf, witha double face, composed of two tarlat-
anes of deep colors, so blended as to produce a
most surprising effect; for example, scarlet and
blue, green and pink, white and maize, or gold
color, They can be worn either side outwards,
thus forming two toilettes. Bardges will always
be worn, as nothing can be fouud more useful
for smnmer wear; but, in order to prescrve the
material from becoming teo common, it is made in
the most expensive patterns and colors. The
flounces are in most beautiful designs, or the
skirts ornamented with bands of the same de-
scription; we must mention some. A robe of
dustcolor with five flounces; atthe edze of each,
three rows of small checks, embroidered in white
silk so brilliant as to appear like silver when the
refiection of the sun falls upon it. At the head
of the top flounce a double row of these checks
is embroidered on the robe. Thebody is open
in front, and trimmed like the flounces. The gar-
niture forms a shawl upon the chest, turns round
to the waist, and descends to the top flounce. The
sleeves are loose, and reach half way down the
arm; they.are covered with five rows of narrow
frills in the same style s the flounces. This toi-
lette i3 accompanied with & white China crape
shawl, and a goipure straw bonnet, trimmed with
large bouquets of white roses with crape foliage,
and white rosebuds inside.

Rich silksare also employed for full-dress robes,
and are rendered more expensive by the prodi-
gality of diamonds with which they are orna-
mented. The little chaperons & PElizabeth are
also much worn, and are equally ornamented
with precious stones.

Fancy straw is much used both for bonnets and
trimmings. Rosettes of narrow-pattern straw are
mixed with 1ribbons both for outside and inside
ornaments of these light and graceful bounete.

Capotes are often composed of a amixture of
straw and taffetas, or tulle. Taffetas bonuets are
also worked with an embroidery of straw in
wreaths or detached flowers.

Young ladics’ bonnets are mostly composed of
white taffctas; the crownsare plaited en coquille,
with & ruche of pink taffetas across the head
and edge of the front, which is made of a stripe
of taffetas and one of pluited crepelisse; bunches
of long ends of narrow white ribbon at cach car,
and small flowers inside.

Black-lace bonnets continue to be worn, and
are much trinmed with flowers and light-colored
fancy ribbons; the crowns are loose, and floating
in the fanchon style.

Docror—Now for my musicand chess. Core, I'11

give chess first—just a page—and then wind up
the evening with my song.
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CHESS.

CrapreR I,—THE GaME,

Amusemenc has ever been found an indispen-
sable requiite in human life. Whether it be
adopted for the sake of relaxation from the toils
and anxieties of business, or from the perhaps
still more severe stress of pursuits especially
mental, experience has proved that it is not only
pleasing but necessary. Many who have been
stimulated by the promptings of duty or the de-
sires of ambition, have endeavored to do without
that rest of the spirit which is found in the en-
gagement of time without any directly profitable
objéct in view, and which is usually lesignated by
one of the two terms that we have anplied to it
above; but no one ever did so with: impunity.
Unremitted labour will cause a strain, and even
the cheat which care has often attempted to put
upon itselt of obtaining the end desired, by a
change of occupation, instead of a cessation of
fatigue, hasover proved delusive and vain. Since,
then, amusement cannot be dispensed with, the
first consideration, and an important one it is, is
that- the means which are taken to procure it
should be innocent, and the next is, that they,
nhonld if possible, have a tendency to be useful.
Various devices have been resorted to for this
purpose; but among them unqguestionably the
first in importunce and value is the Game of
Chess. It possesses not only the attraciion of in-
tense interest, ‘but 50 effectually calls forth, nay,
absolutely requires the use of.the faculties in the
nobility of their power, that we will venture to
affirm there are few species of discipline so influ-
entially permanent and effective. Indeed, one of
our best writers has not hesitated to assert that if
two individuals were to'set outin the world gifted
with equal ability, placed under the same circum-
stances, with the same education, and having the
same opportunities, one of whom played chess
well, and the other not, the first would inevitably
checkmate his friend in every situation in life,
when they should be brought into contest.

Chess is acknowledged by all writers to be the
most entertaining and scientificgame in existence.
It allows: the greatest scope to art and strategy,
.ad glves the most extensive employment to the
mingd. Lord Harvey, in an essay on Chess, says
that “Chess is the only game, perhaps, which is

played at for nothing, and yet warms the blood |:

and biain as if the gamesters were contending for’

- the deepest stakes, No person easily forgives

himself, who loses, though to a superior player.

No person is ever known to flatter at this game
by underplaying himself.”
YOL. t—3

Deep and abstruse as this game isin its prine
ciples, and comparatively complex in its move-
ments, it is yet so ancient that we have no certain
account of its origin. However, to a short ac-
count of the History of the Game, we will devote
another chapter.

We are tired of making apologies for the non-
appearance of our chess type: when they come,
we assure our readers that we will use them.

ENIGMAS,
No.?. By Mr. Meymott.
Whire.—K at K B sq. ; R's at K Kt 4th, and
Q7th; BatK Tthy Kt at K 4th ; PsatKR
8d, KB 4th, and Q 4th.
Brack.—X at K B 2d; R's at X Rsq., and Q
Kt3d; Bat KR 2d; Kt at Q B7th; PsatK

‘Kt 4th, and K 8d and 4th.

W kite to play and mate in four moves.
No. 8. ByMr A, G. McC.
Wumre—~K at K R 2d; Qat QKtsq.; R'sat
K Ktsq., and QKt 3d; B’s at B8th and Q
Kt 2d; Ktat K Kt bth P's at K R4th & Q6th.
Brack—K at K Kt 8q.; Q at Q Kt 2d; Rat
%R?d KtsatK B 7th and Q B 4th; PaK
9
White to play and mate in three moves.
No. 9. By D.B.
Wrire.—E at K Kt 3d; R at @ Kt 5th oKt

at KB 6th; B at Q 4th; Ps atK R 2d and X.

Kt 4th,

Brack—K at K Kt 2d; Qat her 7th; RatK
Rsq.; P'sat K Kt 34, and K B 6th,

Either party to play and mate in fourmovu

——

GAMNE BY CORRESPONDENCE, JUST 'rxmmwu:n.
CETWEERN STOCKHOLM AND UPSALA.

(The moves appwed ongmally in the Stockholm

Aftonblatt, evenmg puper.)
BLACK (Stockholm), waire (Upsals).
1. K P two K Ptwo
2. KXt to B3d QKttoB3d
3. Bto QB 4th BtoQB 4th
4. QKt P two Btakes QKt P
5. QB Pone BtoQR 4th
6, Castles BtoQKtSd
7. QP two QtoK 22
8, Ptakes K P Q Kt tak elP
9. K Kt takes Kt Q takes
10. Qto Q Kt 8d QtoKINth
11. K Ponesq KKtto
12, KtoR8g Castles
13, QBio R 8d Q take lKP
14, KttoQ 2 QP tw
15. QRto K 8q QP kesB
16. Kt takes P Qto Q4th
17. B takes Kt RtoKaq
18, Kttakes B Q takes @
19. R P takes Q R P takes Kt
20. B to Q 6th Btost
21. BtakesQB P QR toQ 3%
22. B takes P QR takes P
23, QEt P onssq
Drawn Game,
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JULIEN'S CONCERTS.

Wonderful as is Julien's band for the vastness of
its organization and the perfection of its detail,
for its almost stunning power and yet marvellous
delicacy, in no respect is it more extraordinary
than in the number and excellence of its solo
players. Of these we now purpose to speak.

Koenig on. the cornet, Bottesini on the
double bass, Wuille on the clarionet, Lavigne on
the “oboe, and Reichart on the flute, constitute
thefirst class of soloists ; and the Brothers Mollen-
haur on the violin, Schreus on the viola d'amore,
Hughes on the ophiclede, Collinet onthe flageolet,
and Hardy on the bassoon, the second class.

First in importance, a8 in popularity, we men-
tion Herr Koenig, whose performance on the
cornet & piston has given him the highest position
in the estimation of the public. Of him, as
indeed of all the firat class soloists, it may be said
that he stands confessedly at the head of his
profession. He has no peer, he i8 par excellence
the player of theworld. His tone is distinguished
for its purity, fullness, clearness, and correctness,
Considered as a mechanical player he surpasses
all others in the rapidity and distinctness of his
execation and the perfection of Lis trille. His
phrasing and expression are tho mostcorrect and
srtistic; but his crowning influence consists in
the beautiful delicacy of his intonations and his
fine sympathetic powers. Every note is replete
with sentiment and pathos; a poetic feeling
pervadesall ; whilst the intensity of his expression
is 80 great as to produce a tremulousness of tone
a8 rare as it is delightful upon this instrument,
One of his greatest effects is the wonderful echo
which he produces in such a telling manner in

the ¢ Echos du Mont Blanc.” The peculiar
strength of lip required to produce this effect may
be best appreciated by those conversint with the
mechanieal difficulties of the instrument. As a
mere mechanician, Herr Koenig has no equal;
and when we add that unimpeachable good taste
characterizes every phrase and note, we need not
wonder at the hold he bas taken of yopuhr
feeling.

Bottesini is at least an equal prodigy on the
ponderous instrument, from which he extracts
such wonderful tones. In his hands the contra-
basso becomes entirely metamorphiosed. vaested
of its usual orchestral character, it rises to the
diguity of a singing Concert instrument. No
longer confined to the dull ordinary routine of
orchestral substratum, it goars into the regions ot
the violincello and violin, and vies with these
instruments 'in the delicacy and subtlety of its
tones. And yet it loses none of its elementary
characteristics, but retains all the fullness, depth,
and firmness of tone, which gives it its funda-
mental importance in theorchestra. Itis incoms
prehensible ta us, how Signor Bottesini with his
fragile physique,- manages to wield this gigantic
instrament, requiring as it does the utmost
rapidity and dexterity, with the greatest strength
of hand and fingers for the production of the
lower notes. His harmonics, and that too, in
running passages, are equal to those of Ole Bnll
or Paul Julien. In the * Carnival of Vemce »
he gives the most remarkable example of his
wonderful facility in passages of execution, and
in the solos from “Sonnambula™ the artistic
feeling in singing sostenuto ‘passsges are not sur-
passed by any artiat of the Italian Opers. Ho is

unapproached and unepproachable in the world.



