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BOOK III.
NEWS FROM IAMMERHAM.

Ruronsine from the theatre, they passed the
open docr of the kitchen on their way into the
house, and Mrs. Walton looked in to say good
evening to old Joe, who was sitting hy the turf
fire in o great chair covered with patchwork, and
smoking a long pipe.

t Good evening, Mr. Bonny, how are you to-
night 7°

© Wa.all, Missus Walton” responded the old
man‘in a slow growl, ¢ I don't know as there's
much the matter with me, ’ceptin’ asI've growed
old. My old carcase ain't good for nothin' now,
but to set still from mornin’ till night in this here
darned old clicer.”

Joe Bouny never regarded the individual whom
he was addressing, nor even turned his bead, but
habitunlly uttered his remarksin the manner of
a soliloguy, and was so slow, so gruff, and 8o
inatticulate, as to be nearly umatelligible to
strangers,

« Ah, sure, Joe,” said Biddy, bustling checr-
fully about the kitchen, ¥ don't be afther repoin-
ing now! Ye've done yer share of work in this
world; can't ye be aisy and rest comfortable ia
the evenin of yer days?”

« Yah {7 snarled Joe. ‘¢ Rest! There niver
warn't a Paddy yet as I ever heerd on, as wasn't
up to takin’ any amoudt o' that there. They
thinks a Englishman just lunattic for wantin'to
do anything eclse in the ’varsal world but
rest I

A. significant commentary on Jot's specch
was supplied by old Bridget's busy activity.
The sweet-tempered old soul applied herself to
the preparation of her lodgers' supper, now and
then stopping to alter the position of the cushion
bebind her busband's back, orto put his tobae-
co-box within more convenient reech of his
band, or to pile a few fresh turfs on the
liearth.

& Don't you find it warm enough, to do with-
out fire here in the evening ?7 said Mrs. Walton,
turning tolcave the kitchen,

« I do, ma'am,” answered Biddy; ¢ but Joe
likeg the bit of foire, the craythur. Sure he can't
move about to set bis blood cirkylatin’, and it
does be company for him when Fm obliged tolave
him alone.”

During supper Biddy licgered in the sitting-
room, on one cxcuse or the other, to cxpress ber
delight at the performance, and to retail all the
favorable criticisms which Teddy Molloy had
brought home. R

¢ Don't sit up for us any longer, Biddy,” said
Mcs. Walton. ¢ 1 am sure you must be very
tired.”

¢ Ol, sorra a bit, ma’am,” responded the old
woman, cheerfully ¢ Bat Fll wish yez all
good night, an’ pleasant dhraems, rpn’——
Arrah, see there now I she exclaimed suddenly,
¢ what & baste 1 am to be forgettin’ the let-
ther, and me having it in my pocket all the
time I?

i A letter, Biddy ?

4 A letther, no less, ma'am, and ’tis for the
young lady, God bless ber. Sure it came uot
more than foive minutes afther ye was goze to
the theatre, an, I tok jtfrom Dennis the postman

CHAPTER VIE,

my own self, and put it in my pocket, and sure
I give no muiv thought to it from that moment
to this sol didn't! There it is, miss,” Biddy hand-
cd to Mabe]l a thuek letter with the Hammerham
postmark,

% No bad news, dear, T §ope 77 srid Aunt Mary
with a searching glance at Mabel's fuce as she
read her letter.

% Oh no, aunt, thank you. Mamma
and Dooley are well. And mamma tells me
that—a friend of mine is going to be married. ”

 Hallo, Mabel1” cried Jack, in his random
way, saying what came uppermost. ¢ I hope
it isn't & case of ¢ she never told her love,
and letting what's his name, like tbe thin-
gummy, cat up the damask roscs, eh? You
look quite tragic, Is he false, Mabel, fickle,
fuithless ?”

“ How silly you are, Jack ! said Mabel, flush-
ing crimson. * The fricnd who is going to be
marnied, is a lady, an old school-follo of mine,
Miss Augusta Charlewood.”

“ Any relation to the gentleman of whose kind-
ness little Corda speaks so much 7 asked Mrs.
Waiton.

“His sister.”

There was a little shade over Mabel,

“ You are tired, dcar child,” said her aunt.
¢ Go to bed.”

Mabel rose, sbook hands with Jack, and kiss-
cd her aunt in silence.

% Shut your door, Mabel, so that I may not
disturb you when I come iuto my room. Iam
not going to bed for an hour yet, I have to re-
cover a part for to-morrow night.  Good night,
dear. Idon't know how it 1s,° continued Mrs,
Walton, when Mabel had left the room,  but it
always scems tome thataletter from Hazlehurst
puts ber out of spirits. And yet she is very
cager to get them, poer child.”

“1 think Aunt Earnshaw bothers her with
complaints ; she was always selfish,” said
Jack : who had never quite forgiven what he
c]allcd Mrs. Philip's bad behaviour to his mo-
ther, -

Mabel went into her own little chamber, and
shut the doof of communication betiween it and
her aunt's ragm, The night was warm and soft,
and Mabel opened the littie old-fashionced Iattice
window that looked across a small flagged yard
into some gardens beyond, where a couple of tall
clms stood up dark aguinst the sky. She un-
bound and brushed out her Lair, and prepared
herself for bed, glancing every now and then at
her letter. She had Iaid it on the little table
beside ¢he looking-glass: but she did not open
it agam, or read it, until she had finished her
toilet for the night. It scemed as though she
desired to devote hersedf very quietly to its
perusal ; for when she was ready to step into
bed she wrapped o dressing-gown about her,
and scating herself at the table, took up the
letter. But cven then sbhe did not open it
at once, but sat stroking ber forehead with
the cover in 4 musing irvesolutc way. At
last, with a decided movement, she took it
out of its envolope, and, beginning at the
fiest page, read it through steadily, once
more.

Mrs. Saxelby, as the reader knows by this
time, was not onc of those people who can
¢ snffer and be strong.” It was her natare and
her habit to cry out, when she was hurtin cither
mind or body : not with any passionate or un.
becoming vinlenee, but with a soft plaintive
lady-like bemoaning of her fate, and demand for
sympathy. And it was very difficult for Mrs.
Saxelby to believe that people who didn’ cry out,
suffered at all.

After the drive in Miss Charlewood's pony-
carringe, she bad sat down to relieve her mind

by pouring out some portion of her own melan-
choly and low spirits on Mabel. Not that
this was what she told herself she meant to
do, “ Of course Mabel will like to hear the
Hammerham nows, I must tell her of Au-
gusta's engagement.  Oh dear me, dear mel No
one knuws what an effort it is for me to write
sometimes!” That i3 what Mrs, Saxclby said to
herself.

So Mabel read Lier mother's letter steadily
through, The first part related small particulars
of her own health and Dooley’s, of their daily
lifg, aud of the garden and orchard, and dumb
creatures — not forgetting the famous pig.
Then came the kernel, the real bitter almond
for whose envelopement all the husk of the
letter had been constructed.  On Tucsday,
Penelope Charlewood called in the forenoon,
and brought the pony-carringe, in which she
asked us to take a drive. I was 2 little
unwilling at first to go. But it was a fine
day, and I knew dear Julian would enjoy it and
Miss Charlewood was very friendly and urgent,
so at lastI consented. X hiad not seen any of
the family from Bramley Manor for three wecks,
and Miss Charlewood excused and accounted
for their long abgence by giving me a piece of
news. Augusta i3 going to be married very
shortly. ller fiancé is a clergyman named
Dawson, belonging to an Irisk family. But
Penelope said the young couple would live close
to Eastfield, which is (for rich people who do
not care what they spend in travelling) quito
like being in Hammerham, When my daughter
wag in Eastfield it scemed & long way off. But
Mr. Charlewood is one of the fortunate ones of
this word. Mrs. Dawson-—the mother of the
bridegroom clect—is staying at the Manor on a
visit. Aund also his cousin, a Miss O'Bricn, an
Irish girl. Very handsome and dashing and
clever.  She and Clement Charlewood takelong
rides together. She is a splendid horsewoman.
And, ‘from what Penclope said, I can sce very
plainly that she is making violent love to Cle-
ment. In fact, I infer that the whole thing is
as good as scttled. I must say I felt very
downcast and wretched when I returned home
after the drive. It did seem ag if everything
and everybody that I cared for were drifting,
drifting away from me. After all that has
passed I did think that Clement would not have
consoled himself so very soon, How fickle and
sclfish men are ! But I don't believe he can
care for this AMliss O'Brien one quarter as much
as he did for you. He is just dazzled and flat-
tered, thatisall, O Mabel, Mabel! how I wish
sometimes that——but of course itis nouse wish-
ing; I know that very well;and you, who have
new scenes, new faces, and new occupations,
can scarcely imagine how bitter my regrets are
sometimes. One thing is quite certain : marry
whom you will I shall never, never be able to
fecl for him as I could have done for Clement
Charlewood. It is sc~ctimesfairly incomprehen-
sible o me how you could kelploving him, Butl
suppose there is no accounting for these things,
and it is uscless to try.”

The letter rambled on in this strain for some
page and a half longer; but contained noth-
ing morc which it imports the reader to
know for the understanding of my story,
except the few following words, added as a post-
script.

“ Walter joined bis regiment a fortnight ago
They say ho will be sent to Dablin, I wonder
if you will chance to sce bim!1 He is to be at
the wedding, of course, if he can get leave, which
they do not doubt.”

abel re-folded the letter claborately ; taking
cspecial care to keep the paper in its original
creases, and pressing Rod smoothing them

v



382

TIIE SATURDAY READER.

{August 2§

with her hand. One would have thought, to
watch her, that her attention was quite
absorbed in her task.  But in truth she did not
evon sec what she was domng, except in a
mechantcal way, from which ber mind was
absent,

* Poor mammnal!” thought Mabel, [ am so
sorry for poor mammal!” Then her thoughts,—
like a flock of wild birds that wheel aml turn
anu hover round the gpot to which their desires
tend, afraid to settle on the fecding-ground, and
yet cireling in still narrowing rounds until they
Alight at lust,—fluttered capriciously hither aund
thither about the main point of interest in her
mothier’s letter, without at nrst fastening on it,
She pictured to herself Dooley and her mother
seated in Miss Charlewood's hittle cearniage. The
country road that she kuew so well ; the look
of the cottage with 1ts chimbing roses coming
1nto bloom ; Penclope’s hiard resolute face and
keen bright eyes. Then Augusta ; what was
ker future hasband ltke ? 1t was odd be should
be Irish. And that cousin,—that Miss O'Brien
—svas she—? Ab, then the fluttering fancy
furled its wings and dropped and brooded !
What was this? Thus dull numb faeling at the
heart, that was more like & pain of which we
are dimly conscious in ounr sleep, than real
waking suffering ? What was aunss ¢ What had
ghe lost or gained since an hour ago, that made
this strange differeace in her out-luok on the
world? ¢ I told mum that day at Eastficld,” she
murmured dreaaiily, ¢ that he would find some
one who would drive the thought of me from his
raind, or at leastleave me only a humble niche
there, that be could look on with calm friend
liness. Yes.Iknewat, Isaidso. Andhewas
to sure,—so fised,~so certan that he could

onever change or waver! I hope she s worthy
of him. Heis good. I am very glad——No !V’
she cried suddenly, pressing ber hands upon her
bot brow, suffused all at once with a deep crim-
son flush. ¢ No, no, no; 1 amnot glad, How
poor I am in my own eyes! How mean, selfish,
pitiful; but T wow't lic to myself. 1 am not
glad, 1 am sorry, 7 who gave him so much
pain,—I who was so unbending with him, and
repulsed his love so firmly,—7/am grudging bim
this happioess at the buttom ot my heart, What
if he has forgotten his fancy quickly? Qught I
pot tu rejorce that the hurt 1s not so deep a one
as he thought ? 1 could aut love lum as he wish-
ed, but I told him proudiy that I should al-
way3s be his faitbful grateful friend. I was so
lofty and secure of myself, and now——For a
miserable slight to my scif-love, I cannot be glad
oy friend’s gladness 1V Mabel, Mabellareyon
vain and envious and mean ? I did not know
you to be so, Mabel Earashaw., Aud now that
1 sce you as you are, I am astomshed and
ashamed.”

Thescalding tears ran down berflushed cheeks
slowly.

She went to the open window and leancd out
The air wag still and sweet, and the clear
dark cky sccmed to soothe thie - throbbing of
ber temples. Thers was no sound save fant
snatches of a mournful Insh song that came
now and then, softened and sweetened by
the distance, from some ship at anchor s the
river.

Mabel set her thoughts to look forward into
the future. Into the carcer she hoped to make,
the toils and fears and pleasures of her art.
She thought of her uncle's story of the Ara-
bian princess, who shut her cars to the dis-
tmcﬁing voices, and ncither faltered nor looked
Lack.

¢ Ah, that looking back ¥ said Mabel to her-
self. ¢ That is fatal, I may turawhen [ amat
the top, but not yet. And then, too,” she said,
wiping her wet cyes with & chuld-hke half-sad
smile, ¢ the view is always so much wider and
better from the summit1”

CNAPTER TVII. LINGOD 13 CARRIED ATWAT BY IS

FEXLINGS.

The first two or three weeks of the theatrical
season at Kilclare were very successful. The
company advauced and sccured themselves in
public favour, Mr. Wilfred J. Percival and Miss
Lydia St. Aubert were the “ bnght pacticular

stars® of the tragic portions of the performances;
whilst comedy and force were supported by the
lively exertions of Mr. Snell, the low comedinn,
Mrs“Walton, and Miss Annctte Moffatt. The
lutter young lady had been christened Ann, and
commonly called Nancy up to twelve yenrs of
age; but after that time sho was sent to school
in France, and returncd to lier native country as
Aunette,  Miss Moffatt prided herself upon her
vocal acccroplishments, which, to say trath
were not of a very high order, She had a shrill
weak soprano voice very uncertain in intonation,
but she would rattle off an arch song, or give
forth a plaintive ballad with so much aplomb,
and such an evident conviction that she was
singing to absolute perfection, that people began
to believe she was a charming voealist in spite
of their ears Miss Moffatt chiefly professed
what she called ¢ the Vestris business ,” and
the mention in the playbill of- the character
which Miss Moffatt was to play, was invariably
followed by the words, ¢ with songs.” Aud so
much was this a matter of course, that when on
one occasion Miss Moffatt was sbout to display
the versatility of her talents in pantomime, the
priater, from the sheer force of habit, put into
the playbill the surprising annoucement, * Lisette
a damb girl (with songs), by Miss Annette
Moffatt.”

The manager’s daughter was very amiable
and condescendiug to Mabel for some time, She
was ton well satisfied with herself to be casily
jealous of Mnbel’s good or graceful manner, and
the latter was too insignificant & member of the
company as yet to call forth anything like
professional jealousy.  Miss M. A. Bell's,
histrionic effarts had so far been confined to very
small parts of & few lines, and in these~though
terribly nervous on the occasion of first having
to speak on the stage—she had acquitted herself
in so satisfactory » manuer as to give promise
of hetter things. Her first success, however, was
achieved in the character of that melodramatic
confidante whose highflown specches she bad
declared she should be ashamed to utter. When
sbe came to * My lord, I quail notat your
threats,” &e., and defied Mr. Copestake as tho
wicked tyraot, she was worked up to sucha
piteh of desperation by the combiued feelings of
nervoucness, a struggling cense of absurdity, and
a strong desire to produce somecthing of the
effert which her aunt (who was iwatching
anxionsly at the wing) had told her mightbe, and
ought to be produced, that she attered the speech
with a kind of breathless vchemence, that was
quite thrilling  Aund when at its conclusion she
burst into a storm of real tears and rushed off
the stage, her cxit was followed by a round of
very hearty and genuine applause. ¢

“ Bravo, Miss Bell I exclaimed Mr. Harcourt
Howard, the walking gentleman, ag Mabel came
off at the front entrance, where he was standing.
# Bravo! You've waked ’em up, by Jove. I
shall begin to think you're not such a novice as
you say, after all, if you go on in this way.”

& Pooh 1" snapped outold Jerry Shaw, as soon
as Mr. Howard had turped away, ¢ Trash.
Nonsense. Novice ? Of course. The child
was frightened, and lost her head. Forgot to be
Miss M. A. Bell for two minutes. That's the secret.
Balderdash!”

Mabe! could not help laughing in the midst of
hercxcitement  * Indeed, that's true, Mr. Staw,
said she, wipiag her eyes.  * There isn’t & bit of
credit duo®to me, I'm " sure. I twas inspired by
despair.”

“Don't I know it? Of course. And,look
you, though that was very well for once, it won't
do 1o give way to it. If you want to do any-
thing a8 an actress, you must learn to calculate
your cffects beforchand. ¢ i vis mo flerd—ah
you dou't understand Latin, do ye? No more
do I. I did once. But that's long ago. I put it
away with—with a good many other things one
fine morning. And if youlike to call mo a
confounded idiot for my pains, ye're welcome.
However, what I was going to say is this. it’s
all very well to uay that to make me weep you
must first grieve, and it's true, partly. Bat you
mustn’t let your emotions run away with you on
the stage. Keep 'em woll in band. Mako them
caper aud curvet and bring the people’s hearts

in their mouths, as the circus-rider3do, when they
ke their beast rare and plunge with a sly
touch of tho knco or twitch of tho bridle, and
they sitting safo and steady all the while as if
they were in a rocking-chair.”

“ Thank you, Mc. Shaw.’

« Tugh * Thank me? Ye're laughing at me in
your sleeve for aprosing old fool, I'll go bail.”

“ § beg you purdon, Mr. Shaw,” returned
Mabel, deawing hersolf up, « 2d looking full at
him. # Youare quitc mistaken, I was listening
to what you said with attention, and was grate-
ful for your hint, as I hope I shall atways Yo for
any well-meant advice from an experienced
artist.”

The old man looked at her doubtfully for an
instant, aud then, by a sudden impulse, he litted
the grotesque stage bonuet ho wore from his
head, with a gesture thut seemed to reveal n one
moment a history of long-forgotten days, so full
was it of high-bred old-fashioned courtesy.

“1 beliere you,” said he, “and 1 sincerely
crave your pardon.”

From that time forward, Mr. Shaw—influenced
according to higown account, by Lingo's mature
and explicitly conveyed opinion—seemed to
attach himself to Mabel in a way in which he
had never been known to behave to any human
being within the memory of his stage corarades.
Not that he was gentlo or even cival in his speech
to her, but he watched ber progress, in every
part that was entrusted to her to play, with
unwearied attention.  He would even sometimes
enter into long discussions on the dramatic art.
Putting forth quaint, queer theories of his own ;
and displaying an uncxpected amount of read-
ing. For le would quote long passages, not
only from Shakspeare, but from the earlier
dramatists, for Mabel's edification. And the cog-
trasy whs very singular between the old man's
evident appreciation of their beauty, and bis
utter inability to eobody his own conception by
voice or gesture ; jerking out pathetic and jm-
passioned speeches alike, in the same bard crack-
ed voice and stified brogae.

Amongst these people, and in these surround-
ings, Mabel worked out the first elements of her
netw profession.  Atteative, wdefatigable, docile
to ingtruction—for Mabel's pride was in no wa
allied to vain presumption or over-weening gelf-
conceit—the girl strove and studied to master
the mechagical details of her busiaess, without
ful} command of which no player can achieve
eminence.

“Your voice, and your face, and your figure
are the tools yuu have to work with,” said Jerry
Shaw one day to her; * and you can't carve out
your own ideas unless you've first learnt to
handle your tools properly.”

Ouat of the theatre Mrs, Walton and
beld litdde communication with the rest of tho
company. Indeed, social intercourse of any
kind was nearly impossible in the press of con-
staat occupation that took up Mabel's and her
aunt’s time. Jack, whose cmployment within
the theatre was by no means so unremitting,
took long solitary rambles, with a satchel con-
waining his colour-box and sketch-book ’s]ung
over his shoulders, and retarned in th’e Itght
summer evenings with a collection of charming
studies from the rich banks of the Clare, and all
the surrounding counry, nearly as far a3 Bally-
hiaket in one direction, and the sea in another,

The only members of Mr. Moffatt's tronpe who
had nccess to Mrs. Walton's homo were the
Trescotts, Little Corda bad become a devout
worshipper of Mabel. In Corda's opinion there
was no one $0 good or so beautiful or 5o clever
and the child was never weary of singing hcx"
praises.

Little as Mrs. Walton liked her father and
brother, she yet could nor bear to show any
coldness to the gentle motherless little girl, to
whom she felt that the society and cmmplc’; of
Mabel were useful and valuable, Mr., Trescott,
beside being leader and director of tho amall
orchestra, was cmployed to arrango whatever
incidental music mightbe needed, and to ¢
out tho baud parts. Iu this latter branch of hig
business Miss Moffatt gave bim freguent employ-
ment, for sbo was wont to introduce al] the new
and popular songs of the day that shecould fag,

ber family



1867.)

THE SATURDAY READER.

Q

383

into her parts, * lugging them in,” ag Mr. Ilar.
court Howard said, * by tho head and shoulders,
Miss Moflutt's songs were a source of constant
bitterness to Mr., Harcourt Howard ; for, ag he
usually playced bee lover, it fell to his lot to
stand and be sung to, night after night, however
ill-chogen for the Lusiness of the piéce might be
tho moment that Miss Moflatt selected for burst-
ing into song.

 If [ could oven make fices ot her when ghe
sings out of tune,” snid Mr. Harcourt Howard
confidentially to hig wife, ¢ it would he some
comfort ; but I'm obliged tolook as if Iliked
it

Mr. Trescott, howover, whoso facial expres-
sion was of comparatively small importance,
since he sat with his back to tho audience, rather
approved of Mis3s Moffatt's manin for singing , for
the arrangement and copying of the hand parts
produced him some littl cmolument over and
above his salury ; but being so constantly
occupied, ho was very seldom able to visit Mrs.
Walton's house. Alfred lounged in and out on
various pretoxts ; to bring Cordelia to spend the
afternoon ; to fetch her away again; to make
appointments with Jack for long rambles into
the country—which appointments Alfred seldom
kept, however—or to bring messages from his
father to Mrs. Walton. e was always careful
to inquiro after hier husband and Miss Janct, and
gave maoy hints about looking furward to seeing
a good deal of them in the winter, for he and
his fath .« were engaged by the Dublin manager
for next season, Another circumstance which
contributed to put young Trescott onan intimate
footing in Mrs. Walton's family, was the follow-
ing. In accordance with her aunt's express
stipulation with Mr. Moffutt, Mabel was to have
the part of Ophelia, Mr. Wilfred J. Percival
had sclected the play of Hamlet for his benefit
night, which was rapidly approaching, and
Mabel, thoroughly mistress of the words of the
part, had yot to learn the tuncs of the snatehes
of song interspersed through the mad scenes,
« T know them well enough when I hear them,
Mabel,” said Aunt Mary, ¢ but I can’t attempt
to sing them correctly enough to teach them to
.ou.”

in this dilemma Alfred Trescott, with much
apparent diffidence, offered to bring his vivlin
and play over the tunes to Mabel until she should
bave learned them by beart, Accordingly, he
came to their lodgings ncarly every day for a
week, and made tue little sitting-room over the
shocmaker’s shop ring with the sympathetic notes
of his fiddle. Mabel had but little voice, but it
was pure and fresh, and her car was remarkably
accurate. She caught from Alfred's violin, not
only the notes that she bad to sing, but also a
certain accent aud musicianly phrasing that
gave a strong yet simple pathos to the quaint
old melodies. Her aunt was delighted, ."'“d
predicted o great success. Mabel was anxious
and timid, but & few twords that her aunt
. dropped braced her nerves and streegthened ber
resolution. She gathered thaton the.rcsult of her
performance of Uphelia might possibly depend
her chance of being re-engaged by Mr. Moffatt
for the following season, and even—~who could
tell? perhaps an appearance at tho Theatre
Royal, Dublin, itself! and then she would earn
a salary, however trifling, and thea she would
10 longer be a burden on ber aunt, and then—
and then—she might send for mamma aend
Dooley | Oh, she would be strong and steady and
brave, and do the very best that was i her.

She thought of her part at every leisure mo-
ment, trying to form a clear conception of the
hapless Danish gir), and to put herself; her own
individuality, out of sight s much as possible
in repeating tho words. She and Corda woul’d
ramble out in the early moraing whenever Mabel's
presenco was not required at rchearsal, accom-
panying Jack in his sketching cxcursions along
tho banks of the lovely river Clare, and then
Mabel would pull her little well-worn Shaks-
peare out of her pocket, and sitting down on &
gmooth green velvet patch of turf, would put
the book into Corda’s hand and degire ber to
« hear her through her part.” A task of which

tda was not a little proud. .
00(Jn one of these occasions, Alfred had joined

the party as they sat on the rive s bank undcl
the trees, thy two girls busy with Jphelia, and
Jack dbsorbed in an endeavour to transfer to his
sketch-book some wonderfully rich effects of
colour in the rocks and folinge on the opposite
sido of the silver Clare,

¢ T was strolling past,” said Alfted, * and
caught a glimpse of pussy-cat's chiesnut curls
glinting through the green leaves, Now that I
j [ hiere, may I stay, Miss Earnshaw 7°

# May you glay 2 Surely you havea right to
be here, if you choose.”

1 have no right—ug, at all cvent, no wish—
to e troublesome to you by my presence.”

' e spoke with a sort of proud humility that
touched Mabel,
You don't trouble mo at all, Mr. Trescott, she
answered. “ Corda and I will go un with Uplichin
yjust the same.  Won't we, Corda ?"

The child, whoso cleck was flushed with
pleasure at tho sight of her brothér, smiled and
nodded eagerly ; and Mubel resumed.

‘ And 1 of ladics most deject and wrotched,
That sucked tho honoy ot his music vows,

Now sco that noblo and most sovereign reason
Like sweet bells fangled, out of tunc and harsh *

Tho young man threw bimself on the grass
beside his_little sister, and clasping his hands
above his head, listened in silence.  The morn-
ing sun was shinmng down on the two young
faces—Mabel's so carnest and absorbed, Corda's
so smiling and cager. Little flickening lights
and shadows from the leafy boughs above touched
their glossy hair, and passed and charged as the
breeze moved them. At their feet the river ran
gurgling over its pebbly bed, and Mabel's pure
voice rose thrillingly into tho clear quet aur,

¢ Do you knew Beethoven's Moonhght sonuta
fo. the pianoforte, Miss Earnshaw ?” asked
Alfred, when Mabel bad ceased her recitation.

¢ I have heard it,” answered Mabel, ¢ and
exquisitoly lovely itis. Butmy skill asa pianist
never reached so far as to execute it fittingly.”

“ 1 think your Oplelia will be just like the
first movement of the moonlight Sonata,” said
Alfred turning his dark cyes upon her dreamily.

At that moment a short angry bark close to
his car made young Trescott spring to his feet

with a stifled exclamation, whick would have
been a loud unmistakable oath but for Mabel's
presence, and a fierce threatening gesture.

¢ Why, Lingo, Liogo—good dog—poor old
fellow--don't you know us?” gaid Mabel, Liold-
ing out her haund, into which Lingo immediately
theust his nose bastily, and then turned to bark
at Alfced again,

« Qh, Mr. ‘Shaw!” cricd Mabel, as old
Jerry appeared between the braaches of under-
wood, #I'm so ashamed of Lingo this moraing.
He doesn't know his friends.”

Mr. Shaw stood leaning with both hands upon
a thick goarled stick thathe always carried, and
gazing at the group before him with an inscra-
table face.

The dog ran up to his master, and looking
into his fuce, wagged bis tail in an apologetic
manner,

« Docsn't know his friends, Miss Bell 7 Faith,
I never konew him make & mistake that way yet,’
said the old man, shortly, Then turning to
Lingo with an sir of confidential remonstrance,
such as one might assume towards a friend whom
one respected, but who bad been burried into an
imprudence. * What did I say to ye,” said he,
¢ when we were talking togetber this morning
before breakfast? You're too hasty and out-
spoken altogether.”

Lingo ceased wagging his tai!, stretchied him-
self at his master's feet with his nose to the
ground, aud gave vent to a mufiled sound that
was ncither a bark nor 2 growl, but something
between the two. i

<« Of course,” said Jerry Shaw, with jmper-
turbable gravity, ¢ so you remarked this morn-
ing, and I dare say you're right. Butit don't
do to say these things, and so I'd convinco you
if you weren't as obstinate as the deace.”

‘Alfred Trescott stood leaning against the
trunk of a trec with folded arms, and con-
templated Lingo and bis master with a sidelong
sinister scowl. ]

« Il toll you vhat it is, Mr. Shaw,” said the

. -

young man, * you ought to try and teach that
dog of yours better manners, If it had been a
stranger he'd conte up to just now, tearng and
barhing, ho might have chanced to get an ugly
kick, Pcople dun’t liko to be startled in that
way by a strange dog.”

Jeiry Shaw remamed as motionless and un-
woved whilst Alfred was speaking as though
buried in a profound meditation that deadencd
Iiis senses to all outward things. But, a3 soon
as tho young man held lus peace, Mr, Shaw
turned on him with surpusing suddenncss,

“0h, it's you, is it, Mr. Aifred Trescott ' saud he,
ag though becoming aware of Alfred’s presence
for the flirst imo. % [ hope I sce you well, Glad
to find you abroad so early this worning, Noth-
ing like early rising fur young people. I've been
an carly nser frum my youth upward, and you
can all see what it has done for me.” And old
Jerry laaghed a short, bitter, abrupt laugh, that
came out of his throat withuut causing & musclo
of his face to move. * Good morning, Miss Bell.
Take care of yourself. Ive known it to be
dangerous sometimes, sitting out on the turf.”

“ Dangerous "

% You might—catch—cold, snapped out the
old man, winding up with an usually prolonged
sniff. ¢ Come along, Livgo. I suppose you
Lave furgotten there's o ten o clock call, sir, that
you re sctthing yourself there for the day. Good
morning to yuu, ladies and gentlemen. Ob, by
the way,” added Mcr. Shaw stoppng short, and
fising lus lacklustre grey eyes full on Alfred
Trescott. I would advise you to give up any
iden of kicking Lingo. Hemightn't like it. And
I have a curious mfirnuty that perhaps I snight
as well mentivn. I always find kicking catching.
And old Jerry Suaw tramped away through the
crackling brushwoud, with Lingo trotting
soberly atbis beels.

( To be continued.)

TRAFALGAR.

O

N 1803, Napoleon, having secured theallianc ;
of Spaiv, ran his sword through the Treaty
of Amicns, and war then broke out between Eng-
land and France. Lord Nelson was appointed
commander of the Medicerranean fleet, and for
fourtcen months blockaded the harbour of Tou-
lon, watchful as a cat for a mouse. On the 18th
of January, while the English were anchored
off Sardinia, the French flect slipped off to sea,
but Nelson was upon their track the instant the
nows reached him.

Although only forty-six ycars of age, Nel-
son was already & shattered man. Fragile,
thin, and sickly, weakened by ague in childhood,
beaten down by fever in the East lndies, almost
killed by dysentery at Honduras, always sick at
sca, an oye lost at Corsica, an arm at Cadiz,
cat about the head at the battle of the Nile,
struck in the side in another engagement, his
cough dangerous, he scarcely hoped to fight more
than one more battle. Yet bis heart was sound
as cver, and the unquenchable lion gpirit glowed
witbin him, io spite of all vexatious disappoint-
ments, the French reluctsuce to a fair open sea-
fight, and all the mean Admiralty iantrigues,
shuffles, and ingratitudes, ‘ My own flect,” said
the sea lero, in bis own fervid way, “is well
oflicered and well manned, would to God the
sbips were half as good !’ Tho ships were, in
fact, scarcely fit to sustain the alternate fretfuls
ness and violenco of that stormy winter in the
Mediterranean. ¢ The French fleet,” he wrote
home, ¢ is in high feather, and as finc as paint
can make them ; but our weather-beaten ships,
I have no fear, will makoe their sides liko a
plam-pudding, and some day we shall lay salt
upon their tails.”

The pursuit was tedious and baflling—be-
tween Biche and Sardinia, to Naples, then quick
to snap them off Egypt; then a sweep across the
channel between Sardinia and Barbary; next
frigates discharged likerockets at Gibraltarand
Lisbon ; after this a dash to Barbadoes, and back
home again, fevered, chafed, and vexed; then
on to Cadiz, a sweep across the Bay of Biscay,
a cruise towards Irclang, a visitto Cornwallis
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at Ushant, and lastly o desponding and angrey
return to I’orlsmout?x. The sailorg, who loved
¢ Nel, and vowed that hie wag ¢ brase as o lion
and gentlo as a lamb,” shared in the regret and
vexation of their commander. A great oppor-
tunity of glory had beeny lost, above all, a
chance of thrashing the French. [ would not,”
hie once wrote to Mr Etliot, the muuster at
Naples, “upon any consideration have a French-
man in the flect except as o prisoner, they are
allalike. Not a Frexchman comes here.  For-
give me, but my mother hated the French.”
'hat was the clue to the prejudice which was
part of Nelson’s blood and of his brain. Admi-
ral Latouche had boasted that hie had once
chased Nelson, our hero kept the letter con-
taining the boast, and swore if hie ever 100k the
writer, he should eat it. e wag never cruel to
Frenchimen, yet his advice to his midshipmen, to
whom he was always gentle as a father, was.

** Hate all Frenchmen as you do the devil ,

“ Qbey orders without questioning,

¢ Treat every one, who hates jour hing, as
your enemy.”

At Portsmouth, Nelson lcarned that Sir
Robert Calder had fullen in with the French
tlect off Finisterre, and had only scratched thewm
when he ought to have run his cutlass through
their hearts, The Victory unloaded. Nelson,
embowered down at ever-pleasant Merton, mak-
ing bay, watching sheep, catching trout in the
winding Wandle, idolising Lady Hamilton, that
beautiful but wanton woman, forgot ambition,
and grew more intent on rick awanings than
French canvas  One day break, Captamn Black-
wood brought word that the French had refitted
at Vigo and got into Cadiz. Nelson paced “ the
quarter-deck ” walk in his garden restlessly.
He pretended to be indifferent, and quoted a
playful proverb ¢ Let the man trudge 1t, who's
lost his budget.” He was happy, and bis health
was better. * He wouldn't give sixpence to call
the king his uncle.” Lady Ilamilton knew the
heart of the brave man she loved, and pressed
bim to go  The French fleet was lus property;
it was the reward of his two years' watching,
He would be miserable if aoy one else had 1t,
¢« Nelson, offdr your services.,” The tears came
into his eyes at her heroism. At half-past ten
that night be started in a post-chaise for Lon-
don. Iis diary for that day lays bare bis heart
before us ¢

¢ Friday night (Sept. 13), at half-past ten,’
he says, ‘I drove from dear, dear Merton;
where I ieft all which I hdld dear in this world,
to go to serve my king and country. May the
great God, whom I adore, enable me to fulfil the
expectations of my country! and, if 1t 18 His
good pleasure that I skonld return, my thanks
will never cease being offered up to the throne
of His merey. If it is Hisgood providence to
cut short my days upon carth, I bow with the
greatest submission, relying tbat He will pro-
tect those so dear to me, whom I may leave
behind' His will be done. Amca! Awment
Amen!”’

The probability of bis death had entered bis
mind, that is evident; presentiments are never
anything, after all, but such probabilities,

Thke embarkation of Nelson at Portsmouth
was a scene worthy of Grecian history, Al-
though be teied to steal secretly to bis slap,
crowds collected, eager to sce the face of the
hero they venerated Many of the rugged sailors
were in tears; old men-of-war's-men kaelt auvd
prayed God to bless him as he passed to the
boat. They knew he was the sailur s fricad aud
father: they knew bim to be as humanc as he
was fearless, uuselfish, and eager to pourout his
blood for England. No bascly-carned moncy
had defiled his bands, his heart was pure erys-
tal: it bad no flaw. As Soutbey says finely,
«Neison bad served his country with all msheart,
with all his sonl, and with all bis steength, and
therefore they loved him as truly and fervently
as he had loved England ”  That one-cyed, one-
armed, shrunken iavalid officer, was still the
tower and the bulwark of his native land.

On arriviog at Cadiz, Nelson took all aa old
sportsman's precautions not to flurry the game
be had bLeen so long stalking. The French
wanted cacouraging.  They were shy, Nelson
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kopt his urrival us secret as possible. The ! At duybreak, the French fleet of thirty-three
Gibraltar Gazette did not publish the nmnber of ! sail of the line, and seven large frigates, formed
lus vessets, He kept tifty miles to the west of'n crescent, in close line of battle, oft Cape Tra-
Caduz, near Cape St. Mary ; for it hasbeen often | falgar, near the southernmost point of Andalu-
observed, rats wonw't bolt when terriers nve too ! sia, They were on the starbeard tack, abowt
near the holes. Ile instautly seized sl the | twelve miles to leeward, and standing to the
Damish vessels carrying provisions to Cadiz for | south. Eigfteen of the euemy were French, and
the French fieet.  1is final stratagem wag the | fifteen Spanish,  Nelsun had twenty-seven sail
bait that at last drew forth the eneiny  He de- | of the line, aud four frigates,  The French ves-
tached some vessels on un imaginary service, | sels were larger and heavier than ours, and they
knowing that fresh ships were almost daily ac- X had on buard fuur thousand skilled troops, and
nving for lnm from England, This brought ont ' many dreaded and extremely skilful Tyrolese
\:tlencuve at last, althongh hic had jue* declared | riflemen,
in a council of war that he wonld not stir from ! Sovon after daylight, Nelson was on deck,
Cadiz tall his fleet was one-third stronger than | cagerly eyeing the French crescent,  He hadon
the Euglish, his adwiral's froch-coat—lus ** fighting coat,” as
Nelson stll wanted frigates, ¢ the eyes ¢ the | he called it—which ho lad worn in tmany vie-
fleet,” as hie always called them ¢ morcover, he | tories, bat lie did not put on the sword which
dreaded the junction of the Carthagena fleet on | his uncle, Captain Suckling, had used, whey,
the one side, and of the Brest squadron on the ! on that very day many years before, he had
other, Yet at tlus crisis, with only twenty-three be‘mcn oft & French squadron, Nelson had
Enghsh slups to face thirty-three Freneh, his | wished this day to be the day of battle, and had
great heart and romantic chivalrous naturce | even half superstitiously expected the coinci-
rouscd hnm 10 an act of the utmost generosity.  dence.  He wore, as usual, on his left breast,
Sir Robert Calker had to go back to England | four stars of various orders of knighthood, one
to be tried by court-martial for his behaviourin  of them being the Urder of the Bath, which hie
the last action off' Finisterre. Sir Robert was | specially valued as the personal and free gift of
onc of Nelson's few cnemies, and he therefore | the king, Dr. Scott, the chaplain, Mr. Scott,
treated bim with the most considerate respect. | Lord Nelson's public secretary, and Mr. Beatty,
He wished hun to share in the glory of the com- | the surgeon, trembled when he thus made him-
mg battle, but Sir Robert being eager for bis | sclf a consprcuons mark for the enemy by these
Justification, Nelson sent him home in his own | decorations, * In hienour,” he had exclaimed
mnety-gun ship, which could ill be spared. ' on a former similar occasion, I gained them
This was chivalry carried almost too fur for the ! (the orders), and m honour 1 will die with
national good. them,”  Owher captains had been more prau-
Un the 9th, Nelson had written to his favourite | dent, others equally reckless,  Captain Rother-
oflicer, the brave aund simple-hearted Colling- | ham, of the Royal Sovercign, bad been warn-
wood, enclosing him his plan of attack, wishing | ed not to wear lus large gold-laced cocked-hat
to guve full scope to his captain’s judgment in | ¢ Let me alone, ' said the otd bull-dog, testily ;
carrying out s intentions. “ I have always fought in my cocked-hat, and I
“ My dear Coll,” ke said, in his hearty way, | always shall.” Aud so in bhis cocked-hat he
“we can have no little jealousies, We have  paced the deck and went mto action. Colling-
only one great object in view, that of annihi- | wood, that brave Newcastle man, could be
lating our encmues, and getting aglorions peace | brave and prudent too. He ordered his lieute-
for our conntry. No man bas more confidence . nant (Clavell) to pull off lus boots and put on
1 another than I have in you: and noman will | silk stockings, as he himself had done. * For,”
render your services more justice than your very | said be, *if we should gets shot in the Jeg, it
old friend, NeLsox axp Broxre” would be more manageable for the surgeon”
The order of attack was grand in its simpli- H He was also very particular that his boatswain
aty, The true sea-warrior instinet and expe- | bent all the old sails, to save newer canvas.
rience had struck out a plan as admirable as ifl The blue liquid battle-plain was ready for the
it bad been forged by the brain of a Newton, ; figut, There was no nced of digging graves in
The fleet was to move in two lines, and like two | that vast cemetery., Furope and Africa were
swift sword-fish pierce into the enemy , it was , watching the combatants. Already the shot
to be preceded by an advanced squadron of | was piled, and the powder passed up from the
eiglit of the swiftest two-deckers  Collingwood | magazines. The sailors stood laughing by their
was to chiop the enemy in two about the twelfil | guns, thinking what o fine sight the captored
vertebra from the tail ship  Nelson himself was | French vessels would make at Spithead. The
to give the coup de grace at the centre—the | men thatin half an bour would be stretched dead
beart—rwlhlst the advanced squadron was tocut | and mangled on the red and splintered planks
off about three or four from where he would | were busy getung their tompions and fire-buck.
break through. Ia thisway the assailantswould | ets and cartridges ready, or lashing cutlasses
always be one-fourth superior to those portions ;| round the masts ready to hand. As the men
they broke off.  There was professional genius ; were clearing Nelson's cabin and removing any
12 these well-aimed blows, bulkheads that were still left, they had to dis-
Nothing was sham, myslerions, nor inflated | place the picture of Lady Hamilton—that high-
about his directions, His « preciso object” was | spirited and beautiful woman, originally a maid-
a close and decisive action- therefore, ®if; servant, then anartuist’s model, who had obtain-
signals were not seen or clearly understood, no | ed so extraordwary a hold over Nelson’s mind
captarn would do wrong.” he said, * if he placed | —the admiral called out to the men, anxiously
s shp alongside that of an enemy.” One of | ¢ Take care of my guardian ange] I” i
Ins last orders was that the name and family of [ This picture (probably by Romuey) was at
every man killed or wounded in theaction shiould | once Ins idol and talisman. He also wore a
be, as soon as possible, returned to him, 10 trans- | mininture of Lady Hamilton next his beart.
mt to the Patriotic Fund. Nelson seldom began a battle without prayer
About half-past ninc on the morning of the | He bad always a profound sense of God’s omni-
19th, the Mars, the nearest of the line of scout- | presence and ommscience [fe now reficed ta
shups, repeated the signal that the enemy was at | his cabin, and wrote a ssmple but fervid prayer.
1ast stealing out of port The wind was light, | IIc anpexed to this prayer in his Giary a sort of
with partiat breezes.  Nelgon instantly gave the | will—his last request to bis country in case He
signal for a chase in the south-cast quarter. | fell,as he seems to have expected to do. Tt was
About two, the repeating ships announced the | beaded. * October 21, 1805~Then in sight of
French fleet at sea  The next day, secing no- | the combined fleets of France and Spain, distant
thing, and the wind blowing fresh from the | about ten rales.”
south-west, Nelson began to fear the French had He recommended Lady Hamilton to his coun-
run back to shelter. A little before sunset, how- | try for her great services to the nation. 1, For
ever, Blackwood, in the Eurgalus, reported that | obtaining, in 1796, the letter from the King of
the French were still pressing westward, and | Spain to the King of Naples, announcing bis
that way Nelson bad determined they should | intention of declaring war against England,
not go but over his sunken fleet  Still, how- | which had given to Sir Joha Jervis an opportu-
cver, thinking they were inclined to run for | nity of striking a first blow, which, howerver,
Cadiz, Nelson kept warily off that night, he did not do. 2, For using ber influcnce with
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the Queen of Naples to allow the fleet to be vie-
tualled at Syracuse, which enabled it to return
to Egypt and destroy the French fleet at the
Lattle of the Nile. e also ieft to the benefi-
cence of his country his adopted daughter, Ho
rativ Nulson Thompson (and gloriously o grate-
ful nativn—i. ¢, ministry —attended to this last
request),  This adopted daughter, really his
own, was then five years old, ana Nelson's last
woments at Mecton had been passed in peaying
over her as she tay asleep in hee little bed,  The
singular document ended thus:

““Phese are the only favours 1 ask of my king
il country, at this moment when [ am going
to light their battle.  May God bless my king
and country and all those [ hold dear! My re-
lations it i3 needless to mention , they will, of
course, be amply provided for.”

Blackwood aud Hardy were the witnesses.

The wind was now from the west, light breezes
with along beavy swell,  Blackwoud, who came
on board the Victory at about six o'clock, found
Nelson in good spirits, but genve and calin, and
wot in that glow and exultation which be had
shown before Abuvukir and Cupenbagen,  He had
alicady expressed bhis belief’ that the French
wounld make a dead set at the Victory. The
French had now tacked to the northward, and
to Nelson's great regret, furmed their line on the
heboard  tack, thereby bringing the shoals of
Teafalgar aud St. Pedro ander the British lee,
and leaving the port of Cudiz open for them-
selves. Nelsou at once gave signal to prepare
+0 anchor, and the necessity of this measure was
strongly on his miud to the last.  He told Black-
wood to use the frigates as much as possible,

« I mean to-day,” be said, * tobleed the cap-
tains of the frigates, as I shall keep you on board
until the very lnast minute.”

« During the five hours and a half)” says
Blackwood, * that [ remained on board the
Yictory, in which 1 was not ten times from his
sude, be frequently asked me what I should con-
suder as a victory ?  The certainty of which he
never for an instant scemed v doubt, although
fiom the situation of the land he questioned the
possibility of the subsequent preservation of the
prizes. My answer was, * That considering the
handsome way in  which the battle was of-
fered to the encmy, their abparent determination.
fur o fair trial of strength, and the proximity of
the 1and, 1 thought if fourteen ships were cap-
tared it would be a glorious result.’ To which
he always replied, ¢ I shall not, Blackwuod, be
satisfied with anything short of twen,, * A tele-
smphic signal iad been made by him to denote
tant heintonded to break through the rear of the
cuemy’s line, to prevent their gettinginto Cadiz,
I was walking with him,” couatinues Captain
Blackwood, ¢ on the poop, when he said, ¢ I'll now
arouse the fleet with a sigaat, aad he asked if [
did not think there was one yet wanting. 1
answered, that I thought the whole of the fleet
scemed very clearly to understand what they
were about, and o vio with cach other who
should first get ncarest the Victory or Royal So~
vercign., Theso words were scarcely uttered,
when his last well known signal wasmadc, ‘ Exg-
LAND EXPECTS EVERY MaN witt po ms Dyry.
The shout with which it was received through-
out the fleet was truly sublime.”

Thero bas been a good deal of paltry Qiscus-
sion as o whether Nelson wrote or only modi-
ficd this signal. It matters little; hesanctioned
it, and it was that sanction alone that gave it
immgrtality. ‘The shout that welcomed it was
hke a roll of thunder, because thesignal scemed
like & voice from England and from home. It
was an omen of victory.

About seven o'clock the French wore, and
stood in a close linc on the larboard tack towards
Cadiz, the sun full upon their sails, their three-
deckers rising from the water like floating cities.
About ten, Nelson beeauso anxious to close with

tho encmy. .

«They puta good face on it,” hesaid to Black-
wood, * but I'll give them such such a dressing
as they never had.”

« At this critical moment,” says Blackwood,
« 1 ventured to represent to his lordship the value
of such a lifc as bis, aud particularly in the pre-
sent battle, and I proposed hoisting his flag in

the Buryalus, whenco he could better sce what
was going on, us well asto what to order in
caso of necessity.  But hie would not hiear of i,
and gaveas bis reason the forco of example ; and
probably he was right. My next object, therc-
fore, was to endeavour to induce his lordship to
allow the Téméruire, Noptuue, and Leviathan
to lead into action before the Victory, which
then was headmost,  After much conversation,
in which I ventured togive it as the juint opinion
of Captain Hardy and myself huw advantageous
it would be to the fleet for his lordship to keep
a3 long as pussible out of tho battle, he at length
consented , to allow the Téméraire, which was
then sailing abreast of the Victory, to gu ahead,
and hailed Captain E. Harvey, to say such were
his intentivus if the Téméraire could pass tho
Victory, Captain Hacrvey being rather out of
lail, his lordship sent me to communicate his
wishes, which [ did, when, o returning to the
Victory. [ found him doing all he could rather
to increase than diminish sail, so that the Té-
méraire vould not pass the Victory , consequents
ly, when they came within gua-shot of the ene-
my, Captain Harvey, finding his effurts ineftec-
tual, was obliged to take his stativn astern of
the admiral.”

Nelson then went over the difterert decks,
where the mea stoud grouped in eights round
their favourite guns. He spoke to them in his
own kind and pleasunt way, and saw that the
preparations were vverywhere complete.  As he
ascended the quarter-deck ladder it was as if he
ascended to a throne, and the men greeted him
with three cheers.

The French fleet, commanded by Admiral
Villencuve in the Buceataur, included Nelson's
old antagonist, the Santissina Trinidada (of une
fwndred and forty gans), two vessels of one hun-
dred and twelve guns, one of one hundred, six
of cighty-four and eighty, the rest being seventy-
fours of a Yarge class, togather with seven fri-
gates of heavy metal, forty-four and forty guas
cach, besides other smaller vessels. The Span-
iards were commanded by Admiral Gravina, who
had under him Vice-Admiral DonJ. d'Alivaand
Rear-Admiral Don B. M. Cisneros. Villencuve
had under him Rear-Admirals Dumanoir and
Moyon. Four thousaud troops were embarked
on board the flect under the commaud of Gene-
ral Contarini in the Bucentaur, amongst whom
were several of the most skilful sharpshooters
that could be sclected, and many Tyrolese rifle-
men, Various sorts of combustibles and firc-
balls were also embarked. The Spaniards ap-
pearcd with their heads to the northward, and
furmed their line of battle with great closeness
and correctness , and as the mode of attack by
Nelson was unusual, so the structure of their
line was new. It formed a crescent convexing
to leeward, and Adwital Collingwood, in lead-
ing down to the centre, had both the van and
rear of the enemy abaft his beam, They. were
formed in o double line thus:

i 2 3
4 5 6

French and Spaniards alternately, and it was
their intention, on out breaking the line astern
of No. 4(which mauwuvee they expected we
should, as usual, put into cxccution), for No. 2
to make sail; that the British ship in bhauliag up
shiould fall on board of her, whilst No. 5 should
bent up and take her, and No. 1 bring her
broadside to bear on her starboard bow, This
manceuvre only succeeded with the Tonnant and
Bellerophion, which were amongst the ships that
suffered most. Before their fire, therefore, open-
¢, every alternate ship was about & cable’s
length 10 windward of her seccond ahead and
astorn, forming a kind of double line, and ap-
peared, when on their beams, to leave a very
little interval between them, and this without
crowding theit ships. Admiral Villeacuve was
on board the Bucentaur, cighty guns, in the
contre, and the Prince of Asturias bore Gravi-
na's flag in the rear.,

Collingwood 1ed our lee line of thir*ecn ships.
Nelson, the weaker linc of fourtecn. Nelson
steered two points moro to the north than Col-
lingwcend, in order to cut off the cnewmy's retreat
towards Cadiz. The lec line, therefore, was fiest

engaged. Villencuve was desperate ; ho had

resolved to fight against the wish of the Span-
inrds, partly beecaunse ho thought that Nelson
had not arrived, and beeause ho knew that Na-
poleon, furious at his poor success with Sir
Robert Calder, had already sent M, Rosaly to
supersede him. Ilis crews werein & feverish cla-
mour of bragging excitement, every one shout-
ing at the same time, as usual . .th the Gaul at
moments of danger. .

Nelsun's eyes brightened with dehight sehen ho
saw Collingwood, in the Royal Sovereign, go
straight a3 an arcow at the centre of the enemy’s
line, chop it through astern of the Santa Aununa,
a three-decker (112), then open fice and engage
that vessel at the muzzleof her guns on the star-
board side.

“Sec !” he cried, ¢ see how that noble fellow
Collingwood carries his ship into action.”

Collingwood at the same moment looked back
exultingly at the Victory, and said to his captain
(Rotherbam of the cocked-bat) : ¢ Rotherham,
what would not Nelson give to be here?” Only
the day before Nelson had reconciled Colhing-
wood and Rothecham. Saying. « Look ! yonder
are the cuemy,” made them shake hands.

Villeneuve was watching the Enghsh advance
from amid a group of bis moustachioed and chat-
tering oflicers, the English camo on gay and
confident as boys starting for cricket,

¢ Nothing," he said, * but victory can attend
such gallant conduct,” At half-past cleven the
French guns opened on the Royal Sovereign ,
as the Victory came sweeping down, the French
ships ahead of her, and across her Lows, at fifty
minutes past cleven began to try the distance
they fired single guns. Perceiving a shot pass
through her maintop gallant-suil, they opened a
feud'enfer, chuefly (as is their custom) at the rig-
ging, to disable her before she could grapple.
Nelson instantly ordered Blackwood and Cap-
tain Prowse, of the Sirius, to go on board their
ships, and tell all the line-of-battle captains as
they passed to disregard his plan of action if in
any other way they could get quicker and closer
alongside an cnemy. “He then,” Blackwood
says, ** again desired me to go away, and as we
were standing on the frout of the poop, I took
his hand, and smd, ¢ I trust, my lord, that on
my return to the Victory, which will be as soon
as possible, I shail find your lordship well, and
in pussession of twenty prizes! QOa which he
made this reply. ¢ God bless you, Blackwood,
I shall never speak to you again '

The two columns, led ou by their brave chiefs,
continued to advance, with light aws and all
sails se,towards the vanand coutre of the cncmy,
wbos. ine extended about N.N.E. and S.S.\V.

Neison gave orders to hoist several flags on
the Victory, for fear that a single onc might Lo
shot away. The French, strangely enoush, showr-
cd no colours till lats in the action, wuen they
required them as sigoals of striking. As usual,
the English admiral bad forbidden musketry in
the tops, &s he considered it a paltry mode of ho-
micide, which mightkill 2 commander, but could
not decide a battle,

He then ran straight on the bows of the San-
tissimo Trinidada, a monstrous four-decker, the
ninth ghip in the van of the French double cres-
cent line, the Victory openecd on her with her
Iarboard guus at four minutes past twelve,

Meanwhile, Collingwood, baving poured a
deadly dose of a broadside and a half (full
measure) into the stern of the Santa Anoa, had
jawmed into the French ship, so that the yards
of the two vessels were locked together. His
hands were soon full, for the Fougueux came
malignantly on his lce quarter, and three more
of the enemy’s French sbips soon bore on the
bow of the Royal Sovercign. The Victory, silent
and stera as if its crew were invalnerable, never
fired o shot, but moved on, calm as Fate and
irresistable as Death, till fifty of her men wero
struck down, thirty wouunded, and her maia top-
wmast, with all her studding-sales and booms,
shot away. Nelson said that, in all his battles,
he bad never sccn men 8o cool and resolute A3
his, At lesgth the simple word was given, and
the Victory spoke at last, vomiting out spouts
of fire, and belching her winged thunder to the
right and to the left.

It was not possiblo to break tho enemy’s lino



without running on board ono of their ships:
Hardy informed the admiral, of this, and asked
him which he would prefer  Nelson replied .
“Take your choice, Hardy ; it does not signify
much”  The master was ordered to put the
helm to port, and tho Vietory ran on board the
Redoutable, just as her tiller-ropes wero shot
away, The French ship received her with o
broadside ; then instantly let down her lower-
deck ports, for fere of being boarded through
them, and never afterwards lired a great gun
durig the action,  Her tops, like those of all
the encmy’s ships, were filled with ritlemen,

A few minutes after this proof of distrust,
Captain Harvey, in the Témdéraire, also fell on
board the Redoutable, and the Téméraire had
atso an enemy on her side, so that the four ves-
scls now lay 1n a compact tier, their heads jn
one way as if in doeks but Nelsou soon
pounded her antagonist deaf and dumb, passed
astern of the Bucentaur, hanled in on her star-
board side, pouring in a slaughtering hroadside
m passing, then stood for that loating moun-
tun, the Santissima, playieg her lachaoed guus
with mcredible rapidity on both the Bucentaur
amd the Santissima, while the starboard guns of
her middle and lower decks were steadily de-
voted to that rather tough sutagonist the
hedoutable, It became necessary for the Victory
1o fire at the Redoutable with depressed guns,
three shots each, and with reduced charges of
powder, for fear of the shiot passing through the
Frenclnan and injuring the Témémire. ‘The
guns of her lower deck touched the Redoutables®
stde: so, for fear of the Frenchman catching
fire and destroying both vessels, the fireman of
each gun stood ready with a bucket full of
water, which he immediately dashed into the
hole made by the English shot.

The remaining ships of Nelson's columm, after
the Téméraire, which pressed forward to his
support, were the Neptune, 'I'. F. Fremantle ;
Conqueror, Isracl Pellew, Leviathan, H. .
Boyntoun ; Ajax, Licutenant J. Piltuld, Urnion,
Ediward Codrington ; Agamemuon, Siv Bdward
Berry ; Minotaur, C 1. M. Mansficld; Spatrite,
Sir ¥. Laforey ; Britanuia, Rear-Admiral Earl
of Northesk, Captain Charles Bullen; Africa,
Henry Digby. Owing to the judicivus mode of
attack which Nelson had adopted; bis fast sail-
ing ships, like sharpshooters in an army, had
half joined the battle before the slow-sailing
ones came up fresh and vigorous to their sup-
port, and, as a corps of reserve, helped the
better to determine the day.

The Victory was fighting hard amid a cease-
less blaze of flame. Luckily, the Freuch were
not such good seamen as Nelson, and, in conse-
quence of keeping the wind nearly on their
beaw, lay in a deep trough of the sea, and rolleq
so heavily that their broadsides sometimes flew
over and sometiwes fell short of our ships. Sull
a raking fire swept the Victory's decks. .

Mr. Scott, the admiral’s secretary, was kille
by onoe of the first caunon-balls, whilst in con-
versation with Comtain Ilardy, and near to Lord
Nelson. Captain Adair, of th~ Marines, who
soon sfterwards fell, immedintely endeavoured
to remove the mangled body, but it had already
attracted the notice of the admiral.

#1s that poor Scott,” said he, ¢ who 3
gone ??

Presently, whilst Nelson was conversing wath
Captain Hardy on the quarter-deck, durning the
shower of musket-balls and raking firc that was
kept up by the cumemy, a double-headed shot
came across the poop and killed cight of the
marines. Captain Adair was then divected by
Nelson to disperso his men more round the ship.
A few minutes aflerwards a shot struck the
fore-brace bits on the quarter-deck, and, passing
between Lord Nelson and Captain Hardy, drove
some splinters from the bits around therw,
braised Captain lardy’'s foot, and tore off his
shoe-buckle. They mutgally looked at cach
other, and Nelson, whom no danger could affect,
swiled and said,

¢ Thig is too warm work, Ilardy, to last!

This was the climax of the battle. OQOur
brawny sailors, stripped to the waist, their hugo
cable pigtails dangling at their backs, their
king black with powder or smeared with blood,

-
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were running out the guns, loading savagely,
and firing fast as tho wadded shot could be
driven in, The captains were bellowing through
their speaking-trampots, the gunner’s boys ruu-
ning to and from the mugazines throngh showers
uf shot and sphuters; the widshipmen firing at
thie cuemy's tops with alt the glee of schoolboys
vut at theie fiest partridge shooting. The
musketeers in the Redoutable’s tops fired
especially sharply whenever the smoke-clond
rolled away from the Victory, and there cawme
a glint of the cpaunlets of our offizers, In the
Irench mizen-top there was a keen-eyed L'yro-
lese, in glazed cocked-hat and white frock,
especially active, He was a fellow who, after
hours of crag-chmbing, had known a week’s
fuud and profit depend on the ono shot at a stein-
Lock, and he did not throw away his cactridges.

At fifteen winutes past one, a quarter of an
s hour befure the Redoutable steuck, Lord Nelson
. und Captain gllardy were walking near the
widdle of the yuarter-deck ; the admiral had
Just comuended the manner in which one of the
ships near huan wag fought. Captain  lHardy
'advanced frum hint to give some necessary dicee-
f tiong, Nelsun was near the hatchway, in the act

uf turning, with his face towards the stern, when

« musketsball struck the admiral on the left
shuulder, aud entering the epaulet, passed
through tus spine, and lodged in the muscles of
his back, towards the right side. Ie iustantly
fell with his face on the deck, in the very place
that was covered with the blood of his secretary
Mr. Scott. Captain Hardy, on turning round,
saw to his horror the sergeant of marines rais-
ing Nelson from the deck. .

¢ Hardy," said his lordship, “1 believe they
have done it at last; my backbone is shot
through,”

Some of the crew bore the admiral down to
the cockpit, several wounded officers and about
forty men being cartied below at the same time,
amongst whom were Licutenant Rann and Mr,
Whipple, captain’s clerk, both of whom died
soon afterwards.  Whilst the semmen were con-
veying Lord Nelson down the ladder from the
widdle deck, he obscrved, careless of his own
sufferings, that the tiller-ropes had not been re-
placed, and desired one of the midshipmen to
remind Caplain Hardy of it, and to request that
new ones should be immediately rove. e then
covered his fuce and stars with his handkerchief)
that he might be less observed by hismen. He
was met at the foot of the cockpit ladder by
Mr, Walter Burke, the purser, a relation of the
great orator, who, with the assistance of a
marine supporting his legs, with some difliculty
conveyed him over the bodies of the wounded
and dying men—for the cockpit was extremely
crowded—and placed him on a pallet in the
midshipmen’s berth, on the larboard side. Sur-
geon (afterwards Sir William) Betty was then
called, and very soon afterwards the Rev. Mr.
Scott, Uis lordship’s clothies were taken off)
that the direction of the ball might be the bet-
ter ascertained.

“You can be of no use to we, Beatty,” said
Lord Nelson; “go and attend to those whoso
lives can be preserved.”

When the surgeon had exccuted his melan-
choly office, and found the wound to be mortal,
he repressed the general fecling that prevailed.
He bad again been urged by the admiral to go
and attend to his other duties, and ho reluctantly
obeyed, but continucd to retarn at intervals. As
the blood flowed internally from the wound, the
lower cavity of the chest gradually filled ; Lord
Nelsun, therefore, constantly® desired Burke to
raise him, and, complaicing of an ecxcessive
thirst, was fanned and supplied by Scott with
lemonade. In this state of suffering he anxiously
inquired for Captain Hardy, to know whcther
the annihilation of the enemy might be depended
on; but it was upwards of an lhour before that
officer could, at so critical a woment, feave the
.deck; and Lord Nelson became apprehensive
that his brave associate was dead. The crew of
thic Victory were now heard to cleer, and he
avnxiously demanded the cause, when Licutenant
Pasco, who lay wounded near him, said that
ono of the opponents bad struck. A gleam of
joy at cach shout lighted up the countenance of

Nelson, and as the crew repeated their cheers,
and marked the progress of his victory and niore
captures, his satisfaction visibly increased.

At haif-past two tho Santa Auna steuck to
Collingwood. When the Spaunish captawn cameo
on the deck of the Royal Sovercign, ho asked
the name of the conquering vessel. When they
told him, he patted one of the guns with his
hand, aud said, smilingly .

“1 think she ought to be called the Royal
Devil.”

The Bellerophion had also dene well, At
half-past twelve she had broke through the
cnemy’s line, astern of tho Spanish two-decker
Monaca., She engaged her at the muzzles of her
guns, blew up her hanging-magazine, and cap-
tured her.  Sho then ran on board of L'Aigle,
a vessel erowded with troops. The tremendous
fire soon left only fifteen of our men alive on
the quarter-deck ;, but the fire from our lower-
deck drove the French from thar guns, and
L’Aigle soon afterwards struck to the Delinnce.
The lower-deck men had chatked on their guns,
us their motto, the words, “ Victory or death?”
‘The Bellerophon was three times set on fire, and
three times the fire was put out, yuietly, nnd
without fuss or excitement. A captain of the
marines, on his way to the cockpit to have his
arm aemputated, had apologised to Lieutenaut
Cumby for quitting the deck # for so trivial an
occasion.”

‘Tho Spaniards had fought well, but they, too,
now gave way. The Argobauta and Babhama
had cach lost four hundred men, tho St. Juan
Nepomuceno tltree hundred and ifty.  The men
of the Santissima, unable to endure our fire,
leaped overboard, and were helped into the
Victory. The crows of five of the French ships,
fought by us muzzlo to muzzle, had shut thejr
lower-deck ports, and deserted theie guns,

In the meantime, Nelson lay in agony and in
great anxicty about the action. He kept saying:

#Will no one bring Hardy to me? lie must
Le killed; I am certain that be is dead.”

Mr. Bulkly, the captain’s aide-de-camp, then
came below, and, in a low voice, communicated
to the surgeon the particular circumsiances
respecting the fleet which had detained Captain
Hardy, but promised that he would take the
first moment that offered to leave the deck. The
excessive heat of the cockpit, from the number
of the dead and wounded, increased the faint.
ness of the dying admiral, and his sight now
became dim.

“ Who brought the message?” he said, fecbly.

 Bulkly, my lord,” replicd Burke.

“It is his voice,” said Nelson. * Remembher
me, Balkly, to your father.”

Captain Iardy came down from tho deck in
about {ifty minutes, aud anxiously strove to con-
ceal his feelings. The friends shook hands in
silence.  Nelson spoke first:

« Well, Hardy, how goes the day with us?”

“ Very well, ten ships, my lord, have struck.”

“ Bat none of ours, I hope ?*

¢ There i3 no fear of that, my lord. Five of
their van have tacked, and show an intention of
bearing down upon us; but I have called some
of our fresh ships round the Victory, and have
no doubt of giving them a drubbing.”

Having said this, he found himself unablo
any longer to suppress his tears, and ho hurriod
away,

The firing contioued, and tho cheering of the
men was occasionrlly heard amidst its repeated
peals, With a wisk to support his spirits, that
were in somo degree shaken by bavieg scen the
fricnd he so sincerely regarded, and from the in-
creased pain, the agonies of excessive thirst, and
the great difficulty of respiration, Burke said:;

1 still hope, my lord, you will carry this
glorious news home,”

‘ Don't talk unonsense,” replied the admiral.
% One would, indecd, liko to live alittle longer;
but I know it to be impossible. God's will bo
done. I bave performed my duty, and I devout-
ly tbank Ilim for it.” A wounded scamen was-
lying near him on & pallet, waiting for amputa-
tion, aud, in the bustlo that prevailed, was hurt
by some person passing by, Nelson, weak as he
was, iudignantly turned bis head, and, with his
usual authority, rebuked the man for not having
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more humanity, Some time afterwards, hie was
ngain visited by the surgeon.

“«You know I am gone—I feel it. I fing,”
said he,® something nising in wmy breast, which
tells me” ¢putting his hand on Ins left side) ¢ 1
shall svon be gone, Gud bo praised that [ have
done my duty. My pain is so severo that I de-
voutly wish to be relensed. Yet,” aaid he, ina
luwer voice, “one would like to live a little
longer too! and after a few minutey, in the
same undertone, he added, * What would be-
come of poor Lady Hamilton if she kunew my
situation {”

A sprrited, ficree, rapid firo had been kept up
from the Victory's starboa.t guus on the Re-
doutable fur about fifteen minutes after Lord
Nelsou was wounded , in which time Captain
Adair and about eighteen seamen and marines
wete killed, aud Licutenant Bligh, Mr. Palmer,
midshipman, and twenty scamen and marines
were wounded, by ihe enemy’s musketry alone.
The Redoutable had been twice on fire in her
fure-chining and on the forecastle, and, by throw-
g some combustibles, had set fire to tho Vic-
tory’s boom ; the alarm was given, and it reached
the cockpit; yet neither hurry nor trepidation
appearcd, and the crew having putout the flamnes,
immedintely turncd their attention to the Re-
doutable, and rendered her all the assistance in
their power. On the colors of that ship being
struck—twenty mioutes after Nelson fell—and
thicre being no possibility of boarding her, from
the state of ruin of both ships, the great space
between the two gangways, and the closing of
the enemy’s ports, some scamen immedintely
volunteered their services to Licutenant Quillam
to jump overboard, aud, by swimming under the
bows of the Redoutable, to endeavor to sccure
the prize. But Captain Hardy thought the lives
of such men too valuable to be risked by so des-
perate an attempt, When the ficing from the
Victory had in some measuro ceased, and the
glorious results of the day were accomplished,
Captain Hardy immediately visited tho dying
chief, and reported that fourteen or fifteen ves-
sels had already struck.

¢ That's well t” cried Nelson, exultingly ; ¢ but
{ bargained for Zwenty.” Then ina louder and
stronger voice, hesaid, * God be praised, Hardy;
bring the flect to an anchor.”

Captain Hardy hinted at the ccmmand de-
volving on Admiral Collingwood, Nelson re-
plicd somewhat indignantly :

« Not whilst I live, I bope, Hardy!” vainly
endeavoring at the moment to raise himself on
his pallet. ¢ Do you,” said be, “ bring the flcet
to anchor.” .

Captain Hardy was returning to the deck,
when the admiral called him back, and begged
him to come nearer, Lord Ne®3ioa then deliver-
ed his last injunctions, which were, that his hair
might be cut off and delivered to Lady Hamil-
ton, and that bis body might not be thrown
overboard, but bo carried home to be buried, un-
legs his sovereign should otherwise desire, by
tho bones of his father and mother.

«Take carc of my dear Lady IHamilton,
Hardy ; take care of poor Lady Hamilton.”

He then took Captain Hardy by the hand, and
observing that he would most probably not sco
bim again alive, the dying hero desired his bosom
associate to kiss himn, He did so on the check.
He stood for a few minutes in silentagony, ¢ n,
kneeling dowan, ho kissed s dying friend's fore-

ad.
he“ Who is that 7 said the hero.

« Tt i3 Hardy, my lord.”

& God bless you, Hardy! replied Nelson,
feebly. i

Hardy then left him for ever. Nclson after-
wards said :

T wish ho had notleft the deck; I shall soon
be gone.” 3 .

Death was rapidly approaching., He said to
the chaplain, “Doctor, I have not been a great
sinner” And, after a short pause, ¢ Remember
that I leave Lady Hamilton and my daughter
Horatia as a legacy to my country

His voice then gradually became inarticulate,
with an evident increase of pain; whep, after a
fechle struggle, these last words werc distinctly
heard : .

“1 have dono my duty; I praiss God for
it."

Having said thiz, the hero turned his fuce to-
wards Burke, on whose arm hoe had been sup-
ported, and c¢xpired without a groan at thirty
minutes after four, threo hours aud a quarter
after he had been struck,  Within a quarter of
an hour of his going Lelow there were only two
Frenchmen left alive on the mizen-top of the
Redoutable, Oune of them was the Tyrolese who
killed Nelson.  An old quartermaster recoguized
his hat and white frock.

This quartermaster and two midshipwen, Mr.
Collingwood and Mr. Pollard, were tho only
persons left in the Victory's poop ,—the two mid-
shipmen kept ficing at the top, and he supplied
them with cartridges.  One of the Frenchmen,
attempting to make his escape down the rigging,
was shot by Mr, Pollard, and fell on the poop.
But the old quartermaster, as he cried out,
“That's he—that's he,” and pointed at the other
who was coming forward to fire agan, received
a shot in the mouth, and fell dead. Both the
midshipmen then fired at the same time, aud the
fellow dropped in the top. When they took
possession of the prize, they went iato the miz-
cn-top, and found him dead, with one ball
throngh Lis lhead, and another through his
breast,

The last guns ficed on the cowed and flying
cnemy were beard o minute or two betore Nel-
son’s great hieart ceased to beat.  ‘They were his
trivmphant knell,  Rear-Admiral Dumanoir,
with four of the van, fired, as they passed, into
the Victory, the Royal Sovereign, and the cap-
tured Spanish vessels, to the indignation of their
vanquished allies, But the fugitives were un-
lucky, for Sir Richard Strachan bagged them all
soon after,

Our loss in this great and crowning battle
was oue thousand five hundred and cighity.seven
men. ‘Twenty of the enemy’s ships struck, but
only four were saved. A stiong gale coming
on that night from the south-west, Collingwood
found it impossible to anchor. The Spanish
vice-admiral, Aliva, died of his wourds. Ville-
neave was seat back to Irance, and dreading o
court-martial, destroyed himself on the road to
Paris.

At bome the greatness of the victory scemed
to be forgotten in the greatness of the nation's
sorrow. England now felt what & hero she had
bred. Not the poorest mun in the country but
felt the loss as if his father had died. The na-
tional gratitude surged over, Nelsou's brother
was made an carl, with a grant of six thousand
pouunds a year, ten thousand pounds was voted
to each of his sisters; and one hundred thou-
saud pounds granted for the purchase of an es-
tate. A public funeral was decreed, and a pub-
lic monument in St. Paul's. The leaden coffin,
in which he was brought home, was cut into
relics. As bo was lowered into the vault of St.
Paul’s Cathedral, the sailors, as i by agreement,
tore the flag that covered his coffin into strips, to
keep till their dying day, and then leave to their
children as heirlooms and incitements to glory.
Nor was brave Collingwood forgotten. He was
nade a baron, and had a pension of two thou-
sand pounds fur his life, with an annuity after
his death of one thousand pounds to his wife,
and fivo hundred pounds to his two daughters,
Two days after the battle of Austerlitz the dead
body of Nelson arrived off Portsmouth. Aus-
terlitz was a great blow, but it did not make up
for Trafalgar. The body of Nelsou lay in state
at Greeawich on January 5, on the Sth it was
taken to the Admiralty, and on the 9th it was
interred in St. Paul’s, the Prince of Wales being
present, and ten thousand soldiers of the line.
Thirty-four years before, a thin, sickly boy, the
son of a Norfolk clergyman, had joined his
uncle’s skip the Raisonanble, of sixty-four guns;
this same boy, afterwards the bulwark of Eng-
land, was now laid in his sumptuous grave,
and upon his grave feil the tears of a grateful
and sorrow-stricken nation. Our hearts of oak
may turn to iron, our rough sailors to dex-
terous cngineers, but will the memory of
Nelson ever bo forgotten while the blue gea
girdles the chalk ramparts of Old England?

THE BRIDE OF EBERSTEIN.
A LEGEND OF BADEXN,

FOUR buurs distant from the city of Baden,
. near the market village of Malsch, on a
Luld prujecting wood-crowned emiuence in the
Bluck Forest, stood tho Castle of Waldenfuls,
It is now a heap of ruins, and searcely can the
traveller discover the spot which was formerly
the residence of an opulent and powerful family.

In the thirteenth century, Sir Beringer, last of
his race, inbabited tho castle of Waldenfels, His
latoly departed consort had bequeathed him an
only daughter, Rosowins by name, In bygono
years Sir Beringer had oftimes felt distresged
that he would leave no male heir to propagate
the name and celebrity of hisancient stock ; and,
in this feeling, hie had adopted Henrich von Gert-
ingen, an orphaun boy, the son of an early friend
and companion in arms, and the representative
of an ancient but impoverished house, to whom
he proposed to bequeath bis inheritance and his
name. Not long, lowerver, after this event, his
daughter was born. And as Rosowiaa, after
her mother’s early death, advanced in the blos-
som of youth, she became the pride and happi-
ness of ber father’s age, and never caused him a
sorrow, suve in the reflection that some day she
would leave the paternal for the conjugal hearth,
Al now that troubled him was his adopted son.
‘The growing boy, while manifesting a becoming
taste for koigshtly accomplishments, and obtain-
ing success in their display, nourished in his
breast the germ of fiery passions ; whicl, while
they caused distress and anxiety to the Lord of
Waldenfels, impressed his daughter with terror
andrevolted feeling. At length, when Rosowina
had attained ber sixteenth year, she becamo to
1Iciurich the object of a wild and desperato de-
votion, He repressed the sentiment awbile, but
at length yielded himself to its slave. He per-
secuted Rosowiva with his ill-timed and terrible
addresses ; and one day baviog found her alone
in the castle garden, he cast himself at her feet,
and sworc by all that was holy und dear that his
life was in her hand, and that without her he
must become the victim of an agonising despair,
Rosowina's terror and confusion were boundless;
she had never experienced the smallest feeling of
affection for the youth, but ratber regarded him
with aversion and alarm, She knew not at the
monient how to act, or what to say., At that
instant her father appeared. The confusion of
both sufficiently discovered what had occurred :
in a burning rage Sir Beringer commanded the
unhappy youth instantly to quit the castle for
cver.  With one wild glance at Rosowina, Hein-
rich obeyed ; and muttering, ¢ The misery thon
hast brought upon my life come upon thine
own,” rushed despairiugly away. Nextmorn-
ing his body was found in the Murg, his coun-
tenance hideously distorted, and too welt ex-
pressing the despair with which he bad left the
world,  Efforts were made, so far as possible, to
conceal the horrid truth from Rosowing, bat in
vain, time, however, softoned the features of the
ghastly memory. She had now completed her
seventeen year, and was already celebrated as
the beauty of the surrounding country, And
not only was her beauty the subject of universal
praise ; her maidenly modesty, her goodness of
heart, her pradent, thoughtful, intelligent cast
of wind, were the themo of commendation with
all who had enjoyed the privilege of her society.

A few hours’ distance from the Castle of Wal-
denfels, in the pleasant valley through which
rush the clear waters of the Alb, stood the mon-
astery of Herrenalb, The Holy Virgin was pa-
troness of the foundation, and the day on which
the church celcbrates the festival of her Nativity
was annually observed as tho grand boliday of
the convent, when the monks, to do bonour to
this occasicn, exbibited all the splendour and
magnificence which Christian bounty had placed
at their disposal, and sparcd no cxpenso to en-
tertain their guests in the most hospitable and
sumptuous manner. And now Sir Beringor 6f
Waldenfols *~d promised his Rodowita'to ride
over to Herreualh with hor the next St. Marys
day. He was ever & man of bis word, how
should he now be otherwise, when that word

assured a pleasure to the darling of his heart ?
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Bright and geaial vose the aututsnal morning |
when Sir Beringer and Rosowina, with a small |
rotinue, rode over the hills to Herronalb,  Tho |
knight and his daunghter were courtcously and
Lospitably received by the Abbot aud hismonks,
The presence of the noble heiress of Waldenfels
excited much iuterest aud observation in the
minister church; but the maiden herself appear.
ed unconscious of the fact. Seldom, however,
a3 sho found hersel{ disturbed by worldly
thoughts in her dovotionsin the eastle chapel at
Waldenfels, the splendour of the monustic
church and services, and the innumerable hosts
of worshippers, were to her so new, that she felt
temptad, from time to time, to give a momentary
glance around her.  On one occasion her gaze
encountered a pair of eyes which seemed to rest
on the attraction of her countenance with an
earnest yot respectfu expression, and, inexperi-
enced as she was, she was at no loss to compre-
liend its meaning. The gazer was a stately
youth, who was leaning against a pillar. 1is
strong-buily and well-proportioned frame, his
noble and expressive countenance, and even bis
rich and tasteful apparel, weee well adapted to
fix tho attention of & youthful muiden of seven-
teen, while his whole demeanonr convinced her
how deeply he was smitten with the power of
hier charms,

The service over, the worshippers dispersed, |
and the sumptuous abbey opened its hospitable
gates to all who could advance any claim to en-
tertainment. A sister of Rosowina's mother was .
a nun in the cloister of Frauenalb, and Rusowina
was permitted occasionally to visit her, and had
heie enjoyed the opportunity of making the ac-
quaintance of several noble young ladies of the
neighbourhood. She met some of them on this
occasion, whom siie accompanied into the spa-
cious garden of the convent. Among these were
the young Countess Agnes of Eberstein, with
whom as she was saunterinyg through an avenue
of umbrageous beeches, suddenly there stood be-
fore her the Abbot of the convent and the young
rian who had attracted her attention in the
church, who, side by side, had emerged from a
side-way path into the main walk., Rosowina
trembled in joyful alarm as she recoguised her
admiver: her ticst thought was to return or re-
treat, but, without a manifest discourtesy, this
was now impossible, Neither was the Countess
Agnes at all willing to escape, but rather forced
torward the reluctant Rosowina, welcoming at
the same time the youthful stranger as her be-
loved brother, the Count Otto of Eberstein.
After mutual salutations, Agnes introduced Ro-
sowina to her brother, who was delighted to re-
cognise in the objeut of his adimiration the friend
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gee and his daughter rode on beside the crystal '
stream, nor could Rosowina suppress lhcl
thought how she nnght ere long nscemd the

steep winding pathway to the castle no longer ¢
its visitor, but ats mustress. Sir Otto met s !
guests at the castlo gate, and, with eyes beam- ¢
ing with joy, mure especully as he suw the joy
was mutual, liftced Rosowinu from her palfrey. |
After brief rest and retreshment, the inspection ¢
of the castle began. Hulls and chambers were
duly examined, and at iast the party ascended
the rampart of the lofiiest tower, whence an
enchanting prospect met the eye, Fur below
them the Murg rolled its restless waters, now
flowing peaceful between banks of lively greew,
now toilsomely forcing its passage between wild
mnsses of rock. On cither sido the dusky hills
towered above the scene; and here and thee
now glimmered out of the shadow of the “urest
a solitary mountain village, now a mass of
mighty cliffs; and as the eye descended the
rapid mountain streawm, it rested on the bloom-
ing plain of the Rhine, where, iu the violet tints
of distance, arose the awful barvier of 1he Vos-
ges  Lost m the magaiticent spectacle stood
Rosowina, unnble to satinte her eye on the
glo.ives picture, and unaware that Otto was
close beside her, contemplating  with  secret
pleasure the beautiful spectatress. At length
the involuntary excluaation escuped hery ¥ A
paradise indeed ?”

Then found she herself softly clasped in a
gentle arm, and her haud aftectionately pressed,
while & well-known voice uttered, softly, ¢ Aund
would not Rosowint make this place *a para-
dise indeed,’ were she to share it with mel” 4

Unable now to supress bier feelings, Rosowina |
replied by a glauce more expressive than any
words, She returned that cvening with her
futher to Waldenfels the happy affianced bride
of Count Otto of Eberstein.

On a bright spring morning, symbolising
well the feclings of the lovers, the mmrringe
soleumity was held at the Castle of Neueber-
stein, with ali the pomp and state of the period,
whicl: few understood better than Otto to dis.
play. From towers and batiements inpumer-
able banuers, with the Eberstein cplours and
blazoury, floated galiantly in the morning
breeze, and the portul, adorned with wreaths
and arras, cast wide its bospitable gates.
Towards noon appeared, in the midstof a glitter-
ing pageant, the bride, magnificently arrayed,
but brighter in her incomparable beauty ; and
all praised the choico of Otto, and agreed that
he could have selected no worthier object to!
grace his halls, Rosowina, however, felt unac-
countably distressed,

1t was not thie confusion !

(August 24

“f come, honeured Count of Eberstein, on
the purt of my master, the powerft:l monarch of
Rachenland,* to whose court tho celebrity of this
aceasion and of your bride has cume, to assure
you of the interest which ke takes in yomr per-
son, anud his gratification in the event ol this

| day.”

His speech was intecrapted by a puge, who
knceling, preseuted him with a goblet of wine.
But the stranger waved aside the honour, awd
requested, as tho highest fuvour that could by
shown him, that he mightlead the fiest danes
with tho bride. Noue of the company had beard
of Rachenland ; but the kuowledge of distant
countries was not then extensive,and the repre-
sentative of' u mighty priuce could not be re-
fused the us..! courtesy.

Rosowina, however, at the first appearance of
the stranger kanight, had experienced an wnac-
countable shuddering, which amounted almost
to terror, as, leading her forth to the dunce, he
chilled her whole frame with the freezing touch
which, even through hig gauntlet, scemed to
picrce her very heart,  She was forced to sum-
mon all ker strength to support hersell during
the dance, aud was painfully impatieat for its
couclusion. At length the desired moment ay-
rived, and herpartner conducted her back to hee
seat, bowing courteously, and thankiag her,
But at that instant she felt even more acutely
the icy coldness of his hand, while his glowing,
penetrating eye, through his vizor, scomed to
burn for a mowment into her very soul, Asho
turned to leave, n convulsive pang rent her
heart, and, with a shrick, she sank lifeless on
tho floor. [ustant aud vuiversal was e alarw
all rushed to the sceno of the calamity , and in
the confusion of the moment the stranger
knight vanished.

Inexpressible was the grief of all. In the
bloom of beauty and rich fulness of youth lay
the bride, cold and inanimate, a stark and sense-
less corse.  Every concuivable appliance was
tricd to recal departed Life; but departed it had
for ever, and all attempts were vain; and when
it was n3certained beyond a doubt that not the
smallest hope remained, the guests in silence left
the house of mourbing, and the inhabitants of'
the castle were left alone with their sorcow.

Three ‘days had now passed awa . The corpso
of Rosowina rested in the vanlt of the castle
chapel, and the mourners, after paying tho Inst
honours to the dead, had again departed. Otto,
left alone at Bberstein, refused all human con-
solation, The first stupefaction of sorrow had
now given place to a clamorous and boundless
despaiz  He cursed the day of his nativity, and
in bis wild desprration cried aloud that he would

of bis sister. He made advances towards a con- | of mmden mudesty—it was not the embarrass- ! readily sacrifico the salvation of his soul, and

versation, but the Abbot, whoso heart was less
sensible to beauty, would not, even for a few '
short minutes, postpone the subject of their dis-
cussion. At the banquet, however, which fol-
lowed, it was easy for the Count of Eberstein,
from his high connection with the monastery, to
choose his place, and he placed bimself opposite
Sir Beringer and his daughbter. The knights had
met occasionally hefore, aud a nearer acquaint-
ance was soon made. To an engaging person
Sir Otto united the attractions of polished man-
ners, of knowledge extensive for that period, ac-
quired by residence in most of the courts of
Burope, and of a lively conversational talent,
which rendered bim everywhere a  welcome
addition to socicty. With so mwany ciaims on
her regard, it was little wonderful that Roso-
wina should accept with pleasure the homage of
the Count, and encourage in his breast ‘"¢ most
delightfut of hopes.

About that time the Count of Eberstein had
built & new castle above the beautiful valley of
the Murg, not far from the far "y residence of
their ancestors. The splendour of Neucberstein
was the subject of umverssl conversation, and
all who had the opportunity of seeing the new
palace were cager to embrace the privilege. An
juvitation from Count Otto to the Kaight of
Waldenfels and his daugbter was only natural,
and wag no less naturally accepted with especial
welcome.

Warm and mild shone the bright autumn sun
on the lovely valley of the Murge, as Sic Berin-

ment of the bride—that troubled the serenity !
of her heart. She kauew nothersedf what it was - !
but it weighed upun her nund like the forebod-
ing of a threatening misfortune. An image,
moreover, arose to her thought which long had
seemed to bave vamshed from her memory, even
that of the unhappy Hewrrich von Gertingen.
She cndeavoured to repress her anxiety, and ¢
succeeded so well that the happy bridegroom
saw nut the cluud of surrow that shaded the
faic brow of us bride,  But when the priest had
spoken the words of blessing, the last spark of
gloomy foreboding was extnet, and with un-
troubled tenderaess she returned her bride-
groom's nuptial kiss, reproaching him smilingly,
and yet serwously, for exclmmmng, as be did,
with solemn appeals, that all the joys of para-
dise and all the bliss of heaven were poor and
iusipid pleasures in comparison of the happiness
which he enjoyed 1a calling ber bis own,

The nuptial banquet followed. It was served
with profuse splendour ; but when the joy was
at its beight, and the castic resounded with
jubilant vuices, and the dance was about to be-
gin, & page announced a stranger knight, who
wished to spenk to the bnidegroom ; and forth-
with a figure walked 1ato the hall. The
stranger’s armour and mantle were black, and
be wore his vizor down. He proceerded with
sta.cly advance to the place where the newly-
wedded pair were seated at the table, made a
low revercnce, and spoke with a hollow and
solemn tone :

renounce his claim on eternal happiness, were 1t
only granted him to spend the rest of lfe at
Rosowina’s side.

Before the door of the vault ju which the young
Countess slept the wakeless sleep, Gisbreett
kept watch and ward. Gisbrecht was an old
man-at-arms of the house of Eberstein, which he
had served fuithfully for more than forty years,
He was a warrior from his youth, and had stood
loyally at the side of his master, and of his mag-
ter’s father and grandfather, in many a bloady
conflict ; fear, except the fear of God, which ho
diligently cultivated, was a strangor to hus soul,
With slow and measured tread he paced up and
down at his station, meditaticg the sudden death
of the young atd beautiful Countess, and thence
passing in thought to the instability and no-
thingaess of all human things. Often bad his
glance fallen on the entrance to the vault, but
now—what was that? Scarcely did ke trust his
eyes; yet it was so. The gate opened, and a
white-robed figure came forth from the depths
of the sepulchire For a whilo, Gisbrecht stood
motionless, with bated breath, but fearless, while
the apparition approached him. But when he
gazed nearer on the pale, ashy countenance, and
recoguised beyond a doubt the features of Roso-
wina, the horrors of the spirit:world came upon
him ; and, impelled by an unutteradle terror, he
rushed up the steps, and along the corridor
which led to his lord’s chamber, unheeding the

* Anglice ** theland of vengeanco.
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call of the white figure, which followed close
upon his track. .

Count Ltto, in his despair was turning him-
self from side to side upon his bed, wlien he
heard a heavy knock upon the door, and, as he
roso nud opencd it, there stoud old Gisbreeht,
pule, trembling, with distorted features, and
scarcely able to stammer out from his trembling
lips:

0 o, oy Lord Count! the Lady of Walden-
fels—"

& Art mad, Gisbrecht?” cried the Count, as-
tonished at the manner and words of the old
man,

« Pardon me, Lord Count,” continned Gis-
brecht, stammering ; ¢ Imeant to say the young
departed Countess—-"

¢ O Rosowinal? exclaimed the Count, with
an involuntary sigh.

+ Here she is—thy Rosowina ! cried a pallid
female form, which, with these words, precipi-
tated herself into the Count’s embrace,

The Gount knew not what to think. e was
overpowered with astonishment. Was it a
dream? was it an apparition? or was it Roso-
wina indeed? Yes, it was indeed she. It was
her silver voice, Her heart beat, her lips breath-
ed, the mild and angelic features were there.
It was Rosowina indeed, whom, wrapt in the
cerements of the grave, he held in his embrace,

On the morrow, the wondrous tale was every-
where told in the castle and tae neighbourhood,
The Countess Rosowina had not died ; she had
ouly been in a trauce. The sacristan, fostunate-
1y, had not fustened the door of the vault, and
the Countess, on awakening, bad been cnabled
by the light of the sepulchral lamp to extricate
hierself from the coffin, and to follow the afiright-
ed sentinel to bis master's chamber,

And now at Castle Eberstein once more all
was liveliness and joy. But boundiess as had
been the despair of the Count at his logs, he did
not feel happy in bis new good fortune, It
seemed as though a secret unknown something
intervened between him and his youthful bride,
He found no more in her eye that deep expres-
ston of soul that so oft had awakened lus heart to
transpozts of joy ; the gaze wasdead and cold, He
scemed to hold a stark, chill corse ir his cmbrace.
The warm kiss imprinted on her ca.lly lips met
never a reauen.  Even her character was oppo-
site to all be had expected.  As a bride, loving
aud gentle, trustful and devoted, open and sin-
cere, now was she sullen, testy, and silent.
Every hour scemed these peculiarities to unfold
themselves more ; every day they became more
unendurable. Often was his kiss rejected, some-
times with bitter mockery, if be left her awhile
through aunoyance, she reproached him, and
filted the castle with complaints of his neglect
and aversion , when busiuess called him abroad,
she tortured him with the most frightful jea-
lousy. Even in her wanners and inclinations
the Countess of EL rstein was an actual con-
trast to the heiress of Waldenfels, all in her was
low, ignoble, and mean, one habit was chiefly
remarkablo in her, always to cross her husband,
to distress and annoy him, to embitter all his
joys, to darken all his pleasures. And soon it
becawe the common saying of the neighbour-
hiood ; * The Count of Eberstein thought he had
been courting an angel, but he had brought
liome & dragon from an opposite world.”

With inexbaustible patience, with impertur-
bable equanimity, Count Otto cndurcd these
annoyances. No complaint, no, reproach, ever
passed his lips, He bad loved Rosowina too
faithfully, too catirely, to let the conduct of her
whbom he now called his wife so soon extinguish
tho passion of his heart. But these disappointed
bopes, this perpetual struggle between love and
despiscd self-esteem, and this concealment of the
sharpest pangs of his soul, gnawed at the very
germ of life, and destroyed it at its core, A slow
fever scized him, and he was now visibly decay-
ing, and a- nroaching the grave, One mornicg
he was found unexpectedly in the death-struggle.
He asked for the chaplain of the castle, in order
to make his dying confession ; but the holy man
only arrived in time to witness his last most
agonizing gronn. At the same moment a fright-
ful crash ghook the foundations of the castle, the

doors of the burial vault sprang open, and some
of the domestics suw tho spectral form of Roso-
wina gweep into ity and vanish in the durkness,

The deserted castle of Neueberstein savk in
ruing, uninhabited for many centuries; the po-
pular Lelief being that Otto and Rosowinu con-
tinued to appear in its haunted apartents, and
to set forth thereby tho solemn lesson, that %e
makees the most foolish and wicked of burga.ns,
who gaws cven the whole world, if helose his own
soul,

Hexny Tnoxrsox.

VOLUNTEER DRILLING.

Swerr Amy said, with pleading eyes.
* Dear Charley, tell me {will you?)
The words I've heard your captain sny,—~
1 should so like to dritl you.”

“ What, Amy, pet, you tako commaund?
Well! Amy, I'm quite willing:

In such a company as yours,
I can’t have too much drilling.

* Stand over there, and sing out clear
Like this— Squad—stand at eaze* *'—

« ON, Charles, you'll wake papa up-stairs,
Don't shout like that, dear, please.”

o { stand at casoelike this, you sco,
Aund then I scarce need mention,

The nex? commmand you'll have to give
I3, “ Now then, Squad—attcution.’

* Now, Amy, smartly atter me, *
You're sure, dear, it don’tbore you,
¢ Forward *—* Quick March'—* Halt '—* Frout '—
¢« Right dress;’—
There now, 1’m close beforo you,

¢ Peesont arms.'—\Well, it does look odd;
(You don't believe I'd trifle;)

We hold our armns straight out liko this
In drill withiout tho ritle.

« Now say, ¢ Salute your officer,’ **
«Qh, Charles, for shame, how can you?
1 thoughtthat you were at somo trick,
You horrid chicating man, you."'

Charles ‘ ordered arms;** withiout command
Sho smoothied her rutnpled halr,

Pouted and frowned and blushed —and then—
Said softly, *“ Asyou were.”

PARISIAN FIRE-EATERS,

Frasce is tho seat of * honour " in the techni.
cal sense, and Paris is its capital. Itis not
every Englishman that has the audacitr of
Colonel Dawkins, who, 1f we recollect right,
challcnged his rival at the last election to mor-
tal combat at Wormwood Scrubs. This proceed-
ing rather shook the nerves of quiet English-
men, who imaginated personal viotence and
duelling bad become extinct spite of the re-
grets of some military men. But how shall we
account for the prevelant quarrelsemcness of
French public and literary men? A short time
since M. Weiss, the cditor of the Journal de
Paris, thought fit to criticisc certain official acts
of M. Duruy, Minister of Public Instruction.
Thereupon, the Messicurs Duruy, fils—who are
both in Government cmployment, the elder as
Chef de Cabinet to his father and the other as
Sceretary-Genoral to the Prefect of Jthe Depart-
ment of the Lot—in company with a friend,
waited upon M. Weiss, and endeavoured to ad-
minister to him a thrashing, No doubt this
was all donc in the way of their office as
connected with Public Instruction ; it is no sin
to labour in your vocation, and as improvised
schoolmasters they endeavoured to administer
correction to a refractory pupil. As this attempt
had not the desired effect, M. Weiss was summon-
ed before the judge dinstruction, who would
doiibtless have read him a lesson he would not
sooa have forgotten. 1. 1s clear that such a les-
son was greatly nceded ; for in speculating as
to tho cause of this summons, M. Weiss igno-
rantly mantained that the summons could not
be on account of his reclacitrancy uander whole-
gome punishment, He says it could wot be

“ for having been struck in our own house and
from having forgotten ourselves so far as to
return the blows we received without asking for
previous anthorization from the two young per-
song’ father.," However, M. Duruy has given
M. Weiss another chance, by withdrawing the
complaint e had lodged against him.  In futuce
if M. Weiss chooses to attack any one, let him
choose as his victim some wretched scribbler
liko himself,

However, such is the state of the atmosphere
that he cannot reckon upon impunity even in a
case like this, Some tweaty years ago one
Beauvallon was tried for killing in a duel—in
connection with which Loln Montez figured
prominently—a man named Dujacrier.  Beau-
vallon was said to have used pistols with which
he had previously practised. An allusion to
this matter by M. Vermoul, the editor of the
Courrier Francuis, & week or so ago, arouscd
the wrath of M. Granier de Cassagnac, the edit-
or of the Pays, n deputy of the Le,cislative
bady and brother-in-law of Beauvallen, A ne-
phew of this gentleman, M. Louis 4y Cussagnae,
uadertook to vindicate thc honor of his name,
and the mode in which he professed to have done
s0 was related in the Pays, He publishes a bul-
letin, which is headed ¢ Courage of M. Vermoul,"
in which he states that he met his encmy, lean-
ingwon the arm of a friend, and that he accom-
prenied bim fifty paces, ¢ covering with his spit-
tle every featnre of his face. His friend received
at tho sawme time some splaches, which M. Louis
de Cassagnac withdraws very willingly, M,
Vermoul, thus accompained to the foot of his
staircase, went philosophically to chango his
linen.” This is the way in which M. Louis de
Cassagnac thinks such a thing should be doue ;
but we regret to be compelled to say that this
picture is only that of an ideal, and not o® a
thing which had a real existence. Like many a
brilliant repartee, it was ap afterthought, con-
ceived in the quict hours of the night, probably
M. Vermoul, writing to the Prefect of the Police,
suys the account given by M. de Cassagnac is
t a filthy and disgusting lie,"—for these geutle-
men are accustomed to express themselves ener-
getically, M. Vermoul asserts that “all was
confined to verbal insults;* that it proves
that som: people bavo not even the courage of
the ignoble braggart;” and he communicates
with the Prefect in order that he may take the
necessary steps ¢ to preserve the public peace
and cleantiness.” In consequence, the Prefect
issucd orders to his subordinates to be watchful
lest the peace should again be broken, The af-
fair, however, discloses « style of manners which
clashes rather rudely with our received notions
of Parisian politeness. We*might perhaps con-
gratulate ourselves that such scenes are impos.
sible in England ; but unfortunately the remenm-
brance of many affuirs of dubious character
which shocked public deccncy some years ago,
and others of later date, check the msing exul-
tation. We inay, however, perhaps believe that
it is impossible a Minister of State should be
concerncd in sach an affair,, though bere again
wo see & faint adumbration of the horrid reality
in the fracas between Me. Layard and Mr, Har-
vey Lewis only a short time ago, At the very
least, however, we will not deny ourselves the
gratification of reflecting that we do not beag of
our politeness, as Englishmen always admit, and
arc even vehement in asserting, the superior po-
liteness of the French, which, perhaps—us the
late Marquis of Normaundy once remarked in an-
swer to a lady who insisted upon our own ad.
missions—only proves our sup:riority in polite.
ness.

We have not yet done with the amenitics of
French life. A short tin.e ago a nwue affuir of
the same kind caused considerable amusvanznt
to the lookers-on. It appcars that M. Sainte-
Beuve in the course of a discussion in the Senate
respecting the choice of books for the peoples'
library at St. Etienne, took occasion to refer to
some remarks of M. Lacaze, also a member of
the Senate. M. Lacaze uttered several excla.
mations not of the most gentle character during
these animadversions, and in particular used “a
word which was printed in the Moniteur,” where
it may be seen by those whom it conceras, 8o
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fur the offence scems to be all on one side  But | ¢« And when shall you make your overtures to
M. Lacaze, acting upon the maxim © they ne'er | Mr Sheldon 7 I asked ata loss to understand
pardon who have done the wrong,” bethought | that iutent look.

him that he would demaud “ gatisfaction” for | Not until the last links of the chain are put
the injury that he had inflicted. M. Lacaze dis- | together.  Not before [ am ready to make my
cluims so modestly any tasto for literature, that ! tirst move on the Chaucellor's chessbuard, Per-
we would on no account accuse him of having : baps not at all”

read Chaucer, even in a translation; butawsure | “How do you mean ?”

instinet led him to apply the priuciple upor ' “If@can tide over for a little time, 1 may
which the Wife of Bath niways took care to be ! throw  Philip overboard altogether, aud gret
the first to complain—* whoso first cometh to | some oue else to manage Miss Halliday for me.”
the mill first grint”  He accordingly proceeded | ¢ What do you meau 2"

to choose as his sccond the Baron de Hevckeren, 1" el yon, Hawkehursy," answered my pa-
who communicated with M Sainte-Beuve in the ! tron, resting his clbows on the table by which we
charming style adopted by «men of honour™ ! were sitting, and looking me through with those
M. Sainte-Beuve, however, liked not such grin. ' penetiating black eyes of lus, My brother Phil
ning honour, and returned answer that he did ' played me u shabby trick a few yearsago, which
not accept so reachly as might Le supposed the | [ have not forgotien or forgiven. So I shouldn't
s sutnmary jurisprudence which cousists in stran- uind p:\):inghim ot in some of Ing own coin. Be-
gling # question and suppressing an individaal '_}'ond which, I tell you ngain, I dow't like the
in forty-cight hours ;” and he frankly confesses | ul.(':t of his having a finger in this business.
to M. de Heeckeren that among his numerons and | Where that kind of wan's finger can go, his
devoted friends e has not under his hand two, | whole hand will follow , and if once that hand
or cven one, understanding the laws of duelling. ! fastens ou Jubn laygarth's money, itH be bad
Thisis bad enough ; but it is still vvorse when he | times for you and me.  Miss Halliday counts for
goes on to describe to a “man of honour” the | exuctly nothing inmy way of reckoning. If her
complexion of the poor creatures he calls his ! stepfather told her 10 sign away half 2 million,
feicnds. He says, ¢ My friends in geuneral are ! she'd seribble lier nawe at the Lottom of the pa-
versed in subjects relative to thinking, writing, ! per, and press her pretty little thumb upon the
#ud speaking ;# that they have taken no degree Pwater, without asking a single questionas to the
of Doctor of Arms; but nevertheless, with | signiticance of the document, And, of course,
unabashed forchead he dares to claim for | she'd be less inclined to make objections if it was
them the title of men of honour, In his an. | her husband who asked her to execute the deed.
swer M. Lacaze scouts the notion that his an- ;| Aba! my young friend, how 1s it that you grow
tagonist has avy choice about the matter, and | first red and then white when I mention Miss
insists that he must bave his ¢ satisfaction * | Halliday’s husband 27

while he resents the allusion to Doctors of 1 have do doubt that 1 did indeed Llanch when
Arms, and says Z4is friends are not men X that portentous word wasuttered 1n conjunction
of any intellectual cast, but simply * men of ' with my darling’s name. Mr, Sheldon leant a
honour,” and as Peter Bell would say, ¢ nothing : little further across the table, and bis hard black
more”  We can quite believe this statement. M. | eses penetrated a little deeper into the recesses
Sainto Beuve, however, is not to be caught in , of iy foolish beart,

such o trap, and insists thatan appeal to the, ¢ Valentine Hawkebuest,” he said; ¢ shall we
President of the Senate (after the fashion of Mr. | throw my brother Phil overboard altogether?
Layard and Mr. Harvey Leswis, but not in emu- | Shall you and I go shares in tins fortune ?2?

Iatien of those gentlemen we imagine) is the
ouly proper course, the matter being inno respect
a personal one; and finally when pushed to

extremity, he appeals t9¢ the whole \vorld,"’

surcly a rather large aud mixed court. ie
describes the constitution of this tribunal as
¢t that sanc one who bas more shrewdness than
avy individual, and who bas as much honour
as any on¢ whatever-—hionour which is not the
point of hopour, and in which reason las its
place” To this dignificd answer M Lacaze

reiterates that M. Sainte-Beuve mistakes the role .

which is simple cnough, and is merely that he
should come out and be wmade a target, and wear
his heart upon his sleeve. N Sainte-Beuve

however, steadily declines, and laughs in Lis |

sleeve at his adversary, who is left to take
up ac he can with the position of second
hest,

In England ducliing has been extinct almost
since the famous affir of Jefrey's—

“\When Little's lcadless pistol met lis cye,
And Bow-street myrmidons stood laughing by *

¢ Upon wy word aad honour, I don’t under-
stand you,” I replied in all sincerity.

¢ You wmcan that you won't understand me,”
answered George Shieldon impaticatly 3 “but I'll
muke myself pretty clear presently ; and as your
own interest is at stake, you'll be very unlike
the rest of your species if you don't find it easy
cnough to understand me.  When first I let you
in for the chance of a prize out of this business,
neither you nor I had the slightest idea that
crcumstances would throw the rightful claim-
ani to the Haygarth estate so completely into
our way. I had failed so many timmes with other
cases before 1 took up this case, that it's a wone
der I bad the courage to work on. But some-
how or other, I had a notion that this particular
business would turn up trumps. The way seem-
cd a little clearer than it usually is: but not
clear enough to tempt Tom, Dick, and Harry.
And then, again, I had learnt a good many sc-
crets from the experience of my failures. I was
well up to my work, I might have carried it
on, and I ought to havo carricd it on, without

In fact, the practice dicd out under a storm of belp, but I was getting wora-out and lazy, so I

ridicule. We hope it may never be revived.

BIRDS OF PREY.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,” & 2
¢ At Ullerton. A half share in & hundred thousand

(Continued from page 375.)

a0k the Surth.
THE HEIRESS OF THE HAYGARTIHS.

¢ Of course not,” answered my employer, with
contemptuous impatience of my dullness; ¢ but
wy brother Phil is not the man to wait for Iegal
power. His ideas will be Miss Halliday s idcas
in this business. Wher my case is ripe foraction
1 sball make my bargain—half the fortunc to be
wine from the day ofits recovery. A deed con-
taining these conditions wust be exccuted by
Cbarlotte Halliday before I hand over a singie
document relating to the casc.  Now, asmatters
stand &t present,” hie went on, looking very fix-
cdly at me, * her exccution of that deed would
rest with Phitip.”

let you mto my sceret, having taken it into my
head that I could ventare to trust you.”
¢ You did'nt trust me furtber than you could

{ help, my friend;” I replicd with my usual can-

dousr, * You never told me the amount left by
the reverend intestate s but I heard that down

pounds 1s worth trying for, Mr. Sheldon®

«They call it ahundred thousand down there,
do they 77 asked the lawyer with charmiog in-
nocence. ¢ Those country people always deal
in ngh figures. However I don’t mind owning
that thosum 15 & hdndsome ong, and if youand 1
play our cards wisely, we may push Philip out of
game altogether, and share the plunder betwegn
us,?

Again 1 was obliged to confess myself unable
to grasp my cmployer’s meaning.

“ Mnrry Charlotte Halliday out of hand,” ke
said, bninging his eyes and bis clbows still near-
cr to me, until his bushy black whiskers almost
touched my face. “Marry her beforo Philip
gets an inkling of this afiair, and then, instead

of being made a toal of by him, she'll bo safe in
your hauds, and the money will be in your handg
into the bargain. Why, how you stare, man!
Do you think I haven't secn how the land lics
between you two? IHaven't I dined at Buys-
water when you've been there? and could any
man with his wits about him sce you two senti-
mental young simpletons together without seeing
how things were going on? You arein love
with Churlotte, and Clinrlotte is in love with
you. What more nutural than that you two
should make o match of it? Charlotte is her
own nusteess, and hasw't sixpence in the world
that anyone but you and I know of; for, of
course wy brother Phil will continue to stick to
every penny of poor old Tom'’s money.  All you
have to do is to follow up the young lady; it's
the course that would suggest itself to any man
in the same case, even if Miss Halliday were the
ngliest old harnidan in Chiristendom, instead of
being a very jolly kind of ginl, as girls go.”

My employer said this with the tone of a man
who had never considered the genus girl » very
interesting partof creation. I suppose I looked
at lum ratber indignantly ; for he Jauglbed as be
resumed :

“I'll say she’s an angel, if you like,” he said,
“and if you think her one, so much the Letter,
You may consider it a very lucky thing that
you cawe in my way, and a still more lucky
thing that Miss Halliday has been silly cnough
to full in Jove with you. I've heard of men
being born with silver spoons in their mouths ;
but I should think you must have come iuto the
world with & whole service of plate. However,
that is neither here nor there.  Your policy will
be to follow up your advantages; aund if yon
can persuade the young lady to change her
name for. Hawkehurst on the quiet somo fine
morning, without stopping to ask permission of
her stew-futber, or anyone else, so much the bet-
ter for you, and so much the more agrecablo to
me. I'd rather do business with you than with
wy brather Phil; and I sha'n't be sorry to cry
quits with that gentleman for the shabby trick
tic played me a few years ago.”

Ar. Shelden’s brow darkened as he said this,
aod the moody fit returncd. That old grudge
which 1oy patron entertaius ageinst his brothes
must bave relation to some very disagrcable
business, if I may judge by George Sircldon’s
manner.

Icre was a position for me, Valentine Hawke-
hurst, soldier of fortune, cosmopolitan adven-
turer, and child of the nomadic tribes who call
Bohemia their mother country! Already blest
with the sanction of my dear love’s simple
Yorkshire kindred, I was now assured of George
Sheldon's favor, nay, urged onward in my par-
adisaic path by that upsentimental mentor.
The situation was almost too mach for my be-
wildered brain. Charlotte an heiress, and George
Sheldon eager to bring about my participation
in the Haygarthian thousands?

And now I sit in my little room in Omega
street, pondering upon the past, and trying to
face the perplexitics of the future.

Is thistobe? Am I, so bopeless an outsider
in the race of life, to comoe in with & rush and
win the prize which Fortune's first favorite might
envy? Can I hope or Velieve it? Can the
Fates bave been playing o pleasant practical
joke with me all this time, like those fairies who
decree that the young prince shall pass-his child-
bood and youth in the gaisc of a wild boar,
only to be transformed into an Adonis at last
by the hand of the woman who is disinterested
cnough to love him despite his formidable tusks
and uagsinly figure?

No!' a thousand times no! The woman I love,
and the fortune I have so often desired, are not
for me. Every man has bis owa especinl Fates;
and tho three sisters who take caro of me aro
grim, hard-visaged, barder-hearted spinsters, not
to be mollified by propitiation, or by the smooth
tongue of the flatterer.  The eup is very sweet,
and it scems almost within my grasp, bat be-
tween that chalice of delight and tho lips that
thirst for it, ab, what a guaif!

Noo. 13th. The above was writlen 1ate at
night, and uader tho inflaence of my black dog.
What an ill-conditioned cur heis, and how he
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mouths and mangles tho roses tbat bestrew his
pathway, always bent on finding tho worm at
tho core!

I kicked the brute out of doors this morning,
on finding a letter from wy dear one lying in my
plate. ‘ Avaunt, aroiut thee, foul fiend!” [
cried. “Thou urt tho veritable poodle in whose
skin ophistopheles hides wheu Uent on dicest
mischief. I will set the siga of the cross upon
thy threshold, and thou shalt enter no more.”

‘This i3 what I said to myself as I tore open
my darling’s envelope, with its pretty little mot-
to stamped on cream-colored sealing-wax,
« Pensez @ moi  Ah, love; ‘while memory
holds a seat in this distracted globe.” Isaw
the eyes of my friend Horatio fixed upon me as
I opened my letter, and kuew that my inncrmost
sentiments were under inspection, Prudence
demands sll possible caution where the noble
captain is concerned. I canunot bring myself to
put implicit faith in his account of his business
at Ullerton. He may have been there, as he
says, on soiae promoting spec; but our meeting
in that town was, to say the least, a strange co-
incidence, and I am not a believer in coinci-
dences—off the stage, where a gentleman in-
variably makes his appearance directly his
friends begin to talk about him,

I cannot forget my conviction that Jonah
Goodge was brought over by a rival investiga-
tor, and that Rebecea Haygarth's letters were
tampered with; nor can I refrain from counect-
ing that shapely but well-worn lavender glove
with the person of my dandy friend, Horatio
Paget. The disappearance of a lotter from the
packet entrusted to me by Miss Judson is an-
other mysterious circumstance; nor can I do
away with the impression that I heard the name
Meynell distinctly pronounced by Philip Shel-
don tho last time I was at the villa.

George Sheldon tells mo the secret cannot by
any possibility have been betrayed, unless by
me; and I bave been prudence itself,

Supposing my suspicions of Mr. Goodge to be
correct, the letters abstracted from Mrs. Rebec-
ca’s correspondenco might tell much, and might
evcn put Horatio on the track of the Meynells,
But how should he get his first inkling of the
business ?

Certainly not from me or from George Shel-
don. But might not his attention bave been at-
tracted by that advertisement for heirs-at-law to
the Haygarthian estate which appeared in the
Times?

These are questions with which the legal in-
tellect of my Sheldon may best grapple. For
myself, I can only drift with the resistiess stream
called life; and my motto shall be Carpe dicin.”

1 was so ugfortunate as to make my appear-
ance in our common Sitling-room five minutes
after ay patron. Thero had been timo cnough
for him to cxaminc the superscription and post-
meark of my letter. Ho was whistling when I
went into the room. People who have been
looking at things that don't belong to them al-
ways whistle,

1 did not care to read my Charlotte’s first let-
ter with those bawk’s cyes fixed upon me. Sol
just glanced at the dear bandwriting, as if run-
ning over an ordinary letter with the ¢yo of in-
difference, and then put the document into my
pocket with the best assumption of carelessness
1 wwas capabloof. How I longed for tho ¢nd of
that tedious meal, over which Captain Paget
lingered in his usual epicurcan fashion!?

My fricnd Horatio bas shown bimself not af posses

little curious about my late abscnce from the
joint domicile. I sgain resorted to the Dorking
ficion—my aged aunt breaking fast, and requir-
ing mauch propitiation froma dutiful nephew with
an ¢yo t0 ber testamentary arrangements, I Igud
been coppelled 10 cndow my shadowy rclative
with a comfortable little bit of money, in ordet
10 account for my devotion; sinco the powerful
mind of my Horatio wounld Lave refused to grasp
the idca of disinterested affection for an ancient
kinswoman.

There wasan ominouls twinktic intho Capu;in's
8 cyes whea I gavo this acconnt of my
amcgc,“ :{ndy I sotely doubt his acceptance of
1his second volume of the Dorking romance.
Ah, whata lifo it is wo lcad in the tonts of Ish-

maol, tho castaway! through what tortuous
pathways wander tho nomad tribes who call
Hagar, the abaudoned, their mother! what lies,
what cvasions, what provarications! Horatio
Paget and I watch euach other liko two cunning
fencers, with a stercotyped smile upon our lips
nud an cager restlessness in our eyes, aud who
shall say that one or other of our rapiers is not
poisoned, as in the famous duel before Claudius,
usurper of Denmork?

My dear one's letter is all sweetness and love
in n gencral way. She is coming homo; and,
wuch as she prefers Yorkshire to Bayswater, she
is pleased to come back to town for my sake—
for my snke. She leaves the pure atnjosphiere of
that simple country bome to become the central
point in a net work of intrigue ; and I am bound
to keep the secret so closely interwoven with
her fate. I love her more truly, more purcly
than J thought myself capable of loving; yet
I can only approach her as the tool of George
Sheldon, a rapacious conspirator, bent on secur-
ing the horded thousands of old John Haygarth.

Ot all men upon this carth I should be the
last to underrate the advantages of wealth—I,
who have been reared in the gutter, which is
Poverty's cradle,  Yet I would fuin mny darling’s
fortune had come to her in any other fashion
than as the result of my work in the character
of a salaried private inquirer.

(Zo Le continued.)

THE VALUE OF CRONACIIL

HE Widow M‘Bawish and her daughter had

sscldom travelled beyoud the hills which
buunded tbeir prospect to the scanty fields
about their Highland farm. They found plenty
of interest aud work in the quict nook where
their lot was cast, for except onc or two * men
folk" for out-door labour, the widow and her
daughter kept the farm themselves.  They were
cxcellent company te cach other,—the widow
had abundant stores of legendary lore, and she
had given bher daughter the best cducation in
her power, and though Elspetl’s reading was, of
course, limited, it was not superficial, and she
possessed all the originality usually attributed
to Celtic blood.

But now, their comfort was about to be dis-
turbed, A great proprictor near bad resolved
on annexing the widow’s land, and though she
would fain have kept the fields which her hus-
band bad cultivated, ber cxperience of events
among ncighbouring farmers had convinced ber
that opposition was worse than uscless, since it
generally ended in the ruin of the weaker com-
batant. So she and Elpseth were going to the
town to receive from this nobleman's stew-
ard the sum whbich that gentleman considered
their due compensation. .

They bad first to walk to a neighbour's house,
whenco they could rido on in this neighbours
wagon. Naturally enough, they were not inhigh
spirits. The furm was the scene of their house-
hold joys and sorrows, There they had toiled,
and spared, and cared, often in anxicty, some-
times nearly in waat, and Elspcth bad once or
twice fancicd almost any change must be for the
better; but now that change was nigh, it was
very bitter, The ownership of the rude house
and sterile acres of Cronach, scemed far mors
precious than the little bag of cash they would
8 on their return.  The impulsive High-
land girl almost longed to bide ber face among
the dewy heather, and never more confront a
world which scemed suddenly very hard and

cruel,

But Elspeth did not show this, Whea once
the affair was settled, sho took care to display
its snony side. She put on her trimmest apparel,
and bustled aboat, a8 if the visit to town was
really the treat it might bave been, under otber
circumstances, and when she joined her mother
in the best room, and glanced at the one look-
ing-glass of tho house, sho was almost astonish-
cd to sco how littlc her face belrayed the pain in
her beart,

& Of courso wo cannot zltogetber liko it,”
sbe said to her mother, wisely admitting what

she could not deny : ¢ for there is no place like
old places, but, still, Cronach was once strango
to our grandfathers, niid the new home-—whore-
ever it be—will be just as dear to our great-
grandchitdren,”

 Great-grandchildren!® echoed the widow,
sadly ; nny, Elspeth, child, I know the words
are teae, that ¢ Hope deferred maketh the heart
sick,’ and so, Elspeth, I warn you to give up all
expectation of Malcolin Peder’s return; and well
I know you will marry no other.”

For just one moment Elspeth M‘Hawish turn-
ed hee face aside, In her eager consolation she
had uttered heedless words, for that young girl
of two-and-twenty had no dreams of a careful,
matronly future, Four years before, crea certain
Malcolm Peder had departed for Australis, a
long quict conversation between he and she had
ended in a promise, that whea he returned, he
wonld find her still Elspeth MtIHamish,

She heard from him as often as the fluctnating
coionial post permitted, until two years after he
had left, when there ¢came a rumour that he was
returning—rather suddenly—in a vessel called
the Heatlflower ; and oll that was seen of the
Heathflower, after she left Sydaney, was a bottle
washed ashore, which heldascrap of paper with
the words: * The ship is filling with water—her
sails are gone. Our trust is in God.”

And that was the end of Elspeth’slove-story ;
but still she meant to be Elspeth M‘Hamish
when she and Malcolm should meet again !

She regained her composure in an instant.
“ That was only nonsense, motlier,” the said; %1
am the last of our ruce, and had all things gone
on the same, Cronach and the M'Hamishes must
have parted ina few years. Wo might grieve if
you had sons, mother; but, as it is, I am not so
brave as you are, and if you had grown old here,
and I bad become mistress of tho house, how
frightened I should have been—J—whostart ifa
straying stranger comes near us after dark "

“QOnly because she hopes for poor Malcolm,”
thought the widow; but she said nothing.

“We will live at Peterhead—close to the
beautiful sca,” Elspeth went og, % aund you shall
sit like a grand lady, and watch the ships whilst
I knit, aud spin, and embroider for us both.”

1t is she who will watch the ships ! thought
the mother, again.

They found their neighbour in his cart ready
for them, but it was quite zoon before they got
to tlic rambling Highland town, and past noon
cre they had sigoed the formidable decds which
gave to Cronach a new owner.

They were almost silent during the whole of
the homeward journey , they did noteven speak
when they reached tho farmhouse door. Elspeth
took thekey from the little ledge where italways
lay when they were out, but before they entered,
they paused and gazed around. It wasalovely
scene—it was the home of their forefathers—and
the house to which Malcolm Peder uscd to come.

“Jvsjust the Lord’s will,” said tho widow;
% its no use denying it's bard coough, lassic; but
Ict us look to him for strength, and then give
bim the glory ¥

«0h, if it were Bible-days!” sobbed Elspeth,
“ then angels might come down to change all
the troublo into joy! But thosc times are over
now {7 :

¢ Don't say that, Elsic,” said the widow, quick-
1y, * the Lord always works his owa will in his
way, and if the ways change, the will doesn't,
and it's our Father's will, lassic! Angels visits
were wonderful ¢no’, but not more wonderful
than the working of what we call little common
things. We don’t know where we're going,
Elsie, nor what will bappen; but the Lord does,
and when bo shows us, we shall see cverything
has drawa towards that end like a plan.”

Then they went into tho house, and without
another word about the coming chasge, resamed
their asual round of duties.

It wasautamn : and the evenings were draw-
ing in, and becoming chilly. Elspsth lita little
fire, beside which she and ber mother sat and
worked, baving carcfully deposited ¢ the value
of Cronach” in tho old carved chest. It bad
grown quite dark out of doors, when the daugh-
zggs quick car det-cted an unusual sound out-
side,
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“ Only the falling leaves,” said the widow,

But they both listened, and the noise was re-
peated; it was tike an animal’s whine, nccom-
panied by divers scratchings on the door.

| think iU's o dog,” said Elspeth. They had
none of their own; an aucient favourite huving
died not long before,

The widow opesed the window to sce their
singnlar visitor, It was a large black dog, who
bounded towards her with every demonstration
of joy, and as she put forth her hand to caress
la, he netually leaped through the casement!

« The M-Hamishies never turned nway a guest,
nor asked questions,” said the widow as she pre-
pared food for the panting stranger, “3so0 it
doesn't matter that their visitor can't answer.
But still thisis odd, Elsie—lc's none of the
neighbours' dug.”

& No, and f he belonged toa traveller, its lit-
tle likely he'd leave his master tu come to a
strange bouse. He's a fine fellow, and seems
as fend of us as poor Monit was, But what shall
we do with him, mother??

“ Give him supper and lodging if he likes,”
smd Mrs, MeHamsh, #and see what te-morrow
brings. He'd bewelcome to stay at Cronach,

cd to the kitchen, sat down, and soon fell
asleep,

She awoke suddenly: the room was bright
with sunshine, and John Munro stood at her
side, his ¢ bounet” inhis hand, and an wwed lovk
on his weatherbeaten face.

“The Lord's been vera guid to you, Miss El-
speth,” ho suid, solemnly, ¢ After his wondesfu'
providence the night, ye'll no doubt aught too
guid for his lovingkindness the morn."

“The Lord is very goud to us,” said Blspeth,
mistily ; ¢ you know I think so, John,”

“When you thoct of the resurrection day,
miss dearie, bas it no bLeen sweet to ye to ken
that then the sea wad gie ap its dead 2"

¢ John, what do you mean ?” she exelaimed,

“Wist? wist! he said, laying his hand on
her arm,—*%don't ye flutter so—the Lord s gude-
ness doesna vanish like a faicy favour ; an’ when
lie sends us back our wissing oues, they're inthe
flesh, an® na will-o™-the-wisp ghaists.”

In another moment Elspeth M-lamish was
solbing in the embrace of Malcolm Peder, and
her wother was uroused by svunds seay different
fromn those of the right.

%1 did not take passage in the Heathflower,!

but be'd be out of place in Peterhend lodgings : ! he explained, us he sat betneen them, * but an 1t
yetas we need'nt think of that now, we won't.” | I sent home Ealf of my savings, to pay my poor
An old plaud which had been Mon:'s sleeping- | father's debts, and as they are now At the bottum

cuxluon, was brought out for tie dog, who scem-
cd highly sadsfied in his new quarters, and gave
no sign of remembrince of wmuster out of doors.
Before Mes, Medanuzh and her daughter retired,
he was curled up in a sound slumber,

They went up-stairs to their simple chamber,
aud for some time they Iny whispering together,
and gazing on the broad harvest moon, us she
rode peaccfully over the ginnt hills, and then
they sank to sleep.

But in the dead of night, they were suddenly
awakened : their faces blanched as they listen-
¢d, for they heard the stealthy steps of midnight
robbers i the garden-path, followed in 2 second
by a sharp crasb, which announced that ths
primitive fustenings of the outer door were for-
ced away,

* The money in the chest '™ gasped Elspetb, as
she clung to her mother’s band.

But i xn tustant there arose a fierce and in-
describable tumult, overturning of furniture,
shrnieks, vaths, and growlings unutterable. Star-
tled from their sleep, neither mother nor duaugh-
ter conll at first understand the positiote of
things, but they were soon expliined by shouts
below,

» You said there wasn't 2 dog, and there’s &
horaible brute—yah—h—h?!"

“ Come out, cotmre out ! there wust be some one
staying there—come away, for your lives!”

They tramped away, furionsly banging the
door to keep back the dog, and hurried down
tt= rough path, cuwsing as they went. When
the subducd growls of their protector reassured
the two women, they gota light and creptdown
stairs. They found the strangedog in anccstacy
of delight, the chairs overturned, some crockery
smashed, and torn linen strewed over the floor,
but the oxken chest containing the tempting
“valuc of Cronach ? was untouched.

« Wherever you came from, God seat you,”
saxd Elspeth, caressing the dog.

“ Yes,~as he sent the angels in olden times,”?
whispered the widow, gently.

They could not go to bed again, but sat close
together and read the Bible until daylight; then
they fook a litile breakfast, and fed the dog,
and Elspeth persuaded the mother to get some
breakfast, while she put the kitchen into some-
thing like order.

She moved about in that dreamy condition
which follows x troubled night. In the mirror
she saw a face so wanand worn, that shescarce-
Iy recognised it as her own,  Ghosily footsteps
scemed to follow hers, and when she sat down
she feared 10 turn hier head. It was » great relief
when Jobn Munro, the farm-servant, came from
his hut, aud she could relate their adventure,
and show thieir strange guardian, who, though
by no weans biostile towards the worthy Scotch-
man, offered him nonc of the friendly overtures
he bad made to Eispeth and her motlier.  Then,
reassuted by John's trusty presence, ske return-

of the sea, 1 have come home with the remiind-
er, tor I conld not rest while any vue conld say
he had lost by wy people.  And so P sull a
poor man, Elspeth- I must begin again out there
as poor as ever.”

What did she care for that ?

“ You should get a bride with a tocher,” said
the widow, with apnarent gravity,

4 No, no,” e replied, pressing Elspeth's Mang,
“the Peders were always ready to work for
money, or waant it, but not tomarry or luve forat,”

“1We've told vou we're going o leave Cro-
nach,” said Mrs, MHamish, “ { don't believe you ve
given it twa thoughts.  Perhaps you widl, when
I tell you we mean to take a fazm in Australia,

Elspeth had never heard this before, and she
started quite as much as Malcolm.

“ But I'm ower old to manage st farm,” the
widow added, “ and so I shall ¢'en find an hon-
est, seusible mau to da it for me. I've one in my
wind now, but it all depends upon himscif; his
name is just Malcolm Peder.”

% JUs the Lord's plan,” she said, after the first
ecstaciss of thank{ul joy were over, %1 should
not have thought of selling Cronach, if I had
not been obliged by the guidings of Providence;
and then the stmuge dog was sent to guard us
in our danger—and so we and our little wenlth
are safe and sure, when Malcolm is restored to
us.  Elspeth, is the Lord's arm shortencd that it
caunot save?”

“1 am speiring after that bonny dog,” said
John, putting his hiead in at the dvor,** I cannot
find him no gate.  Will Miss Elspeth cn’ 27

But all Joha's “speiring” and ail Elspeth’s
calls never brought Inm back.  As hie came, so
he went.  The would-be robbers were detected
through the injuries he had done their apparel
and themselves, and the tale spread farand wide ;
but no one was found able to nccount for the
animal’s mysterious appearance, or departure,
and 10 this day it remains * a strange story.”

Mrs. M‘Hamish tells it to her grandchildren,
as they sitin an Australian farmhousc,, with their
father's ficlds stretching far and wide around.
Sheis very proud of those ficlds, and though
she still snys ¢ there is no place like the ofd
place,” she does not regret that some of them
were bouglit by * the valuc of Cronach.®> 1. F.

Scrgeant Cockle, a rough, blustering fellow,
once got from n witness more than he gave. In
a trial of the right of fishery lic asked the wit-
ness, ** Do you like fish 27— Ay," replied the
witness with a grin, © but T dinna like Cockle
sauce with i,?

SCENE IN AN OMNINUS,

Fal woman xwith o ful daby : « Must get in.?

Freach gentleman @ Impossible, madam,” (To
the conductor): “You full?”

Conduclor * Youw're n fool yourself. Squeszo
in there

DAVY JONES, JUNIOR.

BY DUTTON COOK.
CHAVTER 1§,

LTHOUGH they admitted that she might
possibly, by some people, bo accounted
“ pleasing, ” Miss Naney Block's friends always
said of her © that she was certainly not pretty,”
for, a3 they were good cenough to explain, % she
had ot o feature in her face”  ‘Fhie observation
was not, of course, to be interpreted literally.
It was indisputable that Miss Block was in
pussession of certaan hineaments which answerd
sufliciently well all the purpeses which features
are presumed to serve, and are ordinarily ap-
lied to, albeit they might not satishy the critical
requirements of her friends, nor accord complete-
ly with their ideas on the subject of abstract
beauty. But our friends, 1t may be noted, are, as
arale, a little exacting in this and some other
mattets,  Theyare disposed to constitute thems-
selves onr crities, and tojudge us by arather su-
perivr standard,  They are fond ot holding the
scales concerning us,—our mental and bodily
endowments ;—and they held them up a little
too high sumetimes,  Itis one of their privileges
tv prosounce freely and fraukly upon our defects
and short-comngs; and the privilege, so far as
one can see, is not likely to suffer abatement
frum fulling into disuse, Miss Bluck’s friends
spohe thetr minds in regard to her with a can-
dour that waus excessive : almost disngrecably
so,  For candour is one of thosc good things, of
which, the provert aotwithstanding, one can
have too much, *

No doubt the motive of this openness of speech
on their part was pruseworthy enough, * They
did not want,” they averred, « nonseusical ideas
w get mto the giel's head.” A misfortune of
that kingd, they were determined, should not
happen of they could helpit.  And they deemed
1t ¢ a nonsensical idea” that a gicl should think
berself pretty. Whatever might be the real state
of the case as to her looks, it was far preferable
that sheshonld consider hierself plain § or, at any
rate, that she should be content with a very in-
ferior cstimate of her attractions. Upon this
subject Miss Block’s friends, (especially those
of her owa sex, who were of an age riper than
hier own, and of an aspect which Time had pro-
bably altered for the worse,) held forth with un-
tiring, if somcewhat wmonotonous, cloquence.
They were never weary of recounting—and al-
ways with especial reference to Miss Block’s
personal appearance, and for her particular bene-
fit,—thatbeauty was but skin deep; that looks
went fornothing ; that intellect waseverything s
that handsome was who handsome did; with
other valuable statements of like cffect, much
swollen with commentaries and disquisitions.
Miss Block always Listencd, or appeared tolisten
paticntly, or, at all events, silently. The dis-
course fur & time concluded, she hurried to hey
chamber, and looked in her glass. She found
there a mute but adequate answer to all that
had been saud, and sbe swiled with coquettish
contentment, For, from herown point of view,
she beheld in the glass a reflection of & very
clarming young person. Insomuch that her
fricnds’ Iabours to porsuadc her that even if she
might bo * pleasing,” she was certainly not
¢ pretty,” were, upon the whole, of the nature
of tkat anprofitable toil which we associate with
the fable of Sisyphus and bis stonc.

Miss Nancy Block beheld in the glass for onc
thing, 2 thoroughly English maiden’s blush-rose
and milk, piok and winte sort of complexion,
Evcn ber most conscientious and ¢andid fricnds
admitted that her complexion was unimpeach-
able. But then, they urged, there was nothing
in that. The young womnn was not eatitled to
credit on such account ; because it was well
known that time out of mind the Blocks had
Leen poted for their mice complexions. And
after all, her skin wasn't nearly so clear and
fair as had been the skins of certaun other mem-
bers of her family, who pertained 10 the past ma-
ther than to the preseat.  Morcover, she freckled
quitc dreadfully in the sunoy weather; as for
her blae eyes,—well, there they were—as blae

s the bluc on a willow pattern plate, for those



.who cared for trifles of that natuve,

1563.]) .

Miss
Block's friends, for the most part, preferred eyes
of any other-colour; black or hrown, gray, or
even green, Nor did they set greater store
upon the long silky lushes, the daintily arching
brows, the coralered lips,or the pearl-white teeth
which Miss Block also had an opportunity of
contemplating when she consulted her mirror.
They prefecred to pass over these items in the
sum of Mis3 Block's looks, and to dwell rather
npon the fact that hee nose had a kind of heaven-
ward aspiring inclination about its tip; and
that a thread of golden-red was here and there
woven into the glossy texture of her tresses.
They agreed in lumenting that her nose was
¢ such asnub,” aud that her hair seas ¥ so dread-
fully sandy ;" for in a fashion thus coarse aud
extravagant did they presuine to allude to very
simple and by no wmeauns unattractive facts in
connection with Miss Block's personal charac-
teristics.

Her figure, they decided, was unformed, and,
therefore, not worth considering. (They were
plainly people who would disparage a rose-bud
because it wasu't o full-blown rose.) As for
her ;imnd ; Miss Block's friends glanced upward
and raised their hands ; theirlooks and gestures
signifying hopeless despair. She kad no mind,
they affirmed ; none whatever! For her dispo-
sition, poor thing ; well, perhaps it was not so
much ker fault—she had been badly brought up
—thoroughly spoiled by ber absurdly indulgent
old father.

Mr. Block's daughter, if she is still living,
(aud [am npot certain whether she is or not,)
must be now a very old lady ; though, I will
venture to say, a very nice looking old lady,
whatever may be asserted to the contrary ; re-
narkable, at any rate, for that goodness which
is the chief beanty of old age, and an irresistible
attraction at all tlimes. For it is now more
than balf a century since Miss Block was in her
teens, * pleasing but not pretty,” and when the
circumstances occurred which I am about to
narrate. i

Mr Block styled bimself ¢ a ship breaker;™ that
i3 10 say, he purchased the hulls of old ships of
all shapes and sizes, aud broke them up in order
to sell again, piccemerl, the wood aud iron of
whicl they were constructed.  His wharf was
on the south bank of the Thames, in the parish
of St. Mary, Rotherhithe. In thosg days traders
made its rule to live where they carried on
their business. Mr. Block lived in a small com-
fortable house attached to bis wharf-pramises,
and looking on to the river. He traded under
the name of ** Block & Co.;” and had lately
taken into partnership a young man named God-
feey Starkie, who had been of much service to
him as clerk, book-keeper, and general assistant,
Mr. Block was regarded by lus acighbours as a
prosperous, ¢ well-to-do " man. He was about
sixty years of age, remarkable in appearance for
his clean, clear, family complexion, und for the
silvery whiteness of his bair. e was amiable
and beacvolent, and it had been said of him
that his only cnemy was himself.  Iewas fond
of his case and of good-living ; indced to his ex-
cessive partiality for port wine jand punch, the
ailing hiealth 1o which of late bic had been liable,
was very generally attributed. IHis wife bad
heen dead some years.  His only child was the
Miss Nancy Block of whom somo mention bas
already been made, and to whom Lo was ten-
derly attached.  His cstablishment consisted of
onc female servant, who acted as cook and
housemaid, and who, having originally been
Miss Block's narse whea that young woman was
an infant in arms, had of course been many years
in the service of the fawmily, and obtained its
entire confidence and regard ; and an appren-
tice, onc David, or, as hie was more often called,
Davy Jones, a workhouse Iad, deserted by his
parents, and brought up therefore, by that un-
pleasant step-motlier the parish.  His appella-
tion, it may be stated, was due to the active and
somewhat jocose fancy of the beadle of St.
Maty’s, Rotherhithe, who was pleased to discover
in the swarthy little imp of & child left naked at
the workhouse door, some resemblxnce o that
arch encmy of fmankind—and old offender with
msoy an aliss—Who has oftentimes answered
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to tho sobriquet of Davy Jones among other nick-
names: nick-names being quite the right word
to uso under all the circumstances of the ease.

1t was a real misfortune to the boy that e
was thus designated. He was in truth a dog
with & bad name; and many people were
found to predict for him the customary fate of
dogs so circumstanced. If he ncglected his
duties in any way, (and in times past an ap-
prentice’s duties were very multifarions: he
was oftentimes an additional domestic servaut
quite as uch as an apprentice) if he broke a
plate, or a window, or neglected to clean the
knives or his master's boots, the question was
intariably asked what else could be espected
of & boy named Davy Jones? Yét it was
hardly the boy's fault that hie was thus called.
Certainly le did not choose his own name; it
was given him at a time when he had no will
of his own in the matter, or any knowledge
at all of what was happening to him, How-
ever, e had to make the best e could of it ;
rather hard work, because everybody clse
would persist in wmaking the worst they could
of it. But he never knew any other name,
His parents never cawe forward to claim bim.
If any romautic incidents were connected with
his birth, they were never brought to light,
Probably there was no poetic character about
the affuir at all ¢ jt was very plain prose,
most likely. Such an cveryday commounplace
matter as sin and suffering and destitution,
He remained Davy Joues to the end of the
chapter.

He was a small, spare, black-haired, dark-cyed
Iad, still very swarthy ; and his natural dinginess
of hue was heightened artificially.  Grime from
the saucepans, from the blacking brushes,
from the kitchen grate, from up the chimacey,
always scemed to fiud 2 home and a resting-
place on Davy Jones's face. His hands were
for ever sviled with the mud of the river, or
the clay of the wharf, the rust of old jron, or
the pitch and tar of the shipyard., He carried
about with him incessantly, visible sigus of his
visits to the coal-cellar. Certaialy he was a
dirty boy. And hic was said, morcover, to be
mischicvous and ill-tempered, sullen, and dis-
posed to evil. But his reputation in those res-
pects might have been born of 13 unfortunate
name.

¢ Jlow can you bear to be so dirty, Davy ?”
Miss Nancy Block said to him one day, as she
tossed ber chin, disdaiufully,

#Please, I can't help it,” the boy answered ;
&« I suppose that’s the reason, Miss Nauey.”

© But you're always dirty. 1 can’t bear dirty
people.”

+ You'd. be dirty, too, Miss Nancy, if you
had all these boots to clean, ” the boy said.

st Don't call me “Miss Nancy.' You should say
Miss Block. You're always grumbling about the
boots you've got 1o clean, What a discontented
Loy You must be!”

¢#No, I'm not a discontented boy, Miss
Nancy—well, Miss Block, then. Pd go on
cleaning your shoes till 1 dropped-—you know
I would! And the fMasker's too—~I'm not
afmid of work. But for that Starkice's shoes—I
should like to chuck them in the river!” Aad
in a lower voice, he added, # And him after
thena ¥°

# You don't like Mr. Starkie 27

& Say I hate him,—that would be nearer the
mark.”

« You shouldn’t hate anybody, Davy ; it’s
very wicked and un-Christian,” and Miss Block
shook lher head gravely and held up & warn-
ing forefinger, after a fushion muchk favour-
cd in the pulpit. * Youshouldw't bate anybody.”

“Well, I don't hate eversbody,” aid Davy,
as though that significd wmuch the same
sort of thing, and was asdccent an approxima-
tion to goodness and Ghristianity as could he
cxpected of a boy in his situation and of his
chamcter. ¥ But as for that Starkic, with his
white face, and his white hands, and his white
stockings—>"

% You hate him because bic’s clean and you're
dirty, Davy.?

# Perhiaps s0. But I'm not kis scrvant. T was
bound to the master, not to Aim: yet he treats

me like a dog. Ile never gives me so much asu
good word.”

“Well, do J ever give you a good word, as
you call it 2

 Youre for ever giving me good looks,
Jiss Nancy ; vou sece, you caw't help doing
that.”

. Miss Nancy smiled.

“ I'm uot a fine gentleman as he is, and never
shall be, of course { know that,” the lud continu-
ed ; and tlien he added, glancing curiously at
his master’s dauglter as he spoke, ¢ and of course
you'd never let mekiss your hand, as you let him.
Notif I lived for & thousand ycars you wouldn't.
It isn’t to beexpected you would ; isit notw, Miss
Nancy 7

““You wicked boy!” cried Miss Block, blush-
ing and angry. ¢ How dare you say such
things ?7

“ He did kiss your hand, because I saw him
do it,” Davy Jones said, simply ; #I was looking
through the crack of the door.”

“How could I help his kissing my hand ?
He would do it. I didu’t want him to. I'd
much rather he hadn't done it. It was very
rude of him. And—and it's very mean to
look through the cracks of doors, and to
watch people, and play the spy upon them,
Davy.” Miss Block was altogesher very much
distressed.

1 couldn’t help it, Miss Nancy. I didn't
intend to be playing the spy upon you ; but do
what I will, my eyes seem always to be fol-
lowing you about, They're never tired of
going in search of you; they're never so
happy as when they're resting on you. I'm
sure I didn't want to see him kissing your
hand. It made my lheart ache sorely; and
if yow'd but given the word, I'd have had him
on the floor in & minute, and given his white
neckcloth a twist he wouldn't have liked.
Anything rather than that such a fellow as that
sbould have kissed such a hand as yours, Miss
Nancy.”

Did Davy Jones come of Irish progenitors ?
Butitavails not to ask the ask the questior, for no
answer can be given toit. Perhaps an Irish
nurse had tended lLis infancy in the workhonse.
Certainly there was & sweet aand tonching and
especially Irish plaintiveness now and tlen in
his voice and manner when he addressed bLis
master’s daughter,

“ There’s sixpence for you, Davy,” said
Miss Block, in a softened tope, as she drew the
coin from ler long silken purse. * Don't you
ever tell anyone what yon saw throngh the
crack of the door, theres a good bor. You
won't scc me agaia for some little time, though
you look through the cracks of doors never
so; nor I shan't sec Mr. Starkie. We're going
to Margate, father and I are, to-morrow, by the
hoy. 1hope the change will cure poor father's
asthma, and make him well again. Mind and
bekave properly while we're away. Don't
get quarreling  with Mr. Starkie. Do you
hear, Davy ? No good will come of your
quarceling with Mr. Starkic, but only harm.”

# J won't quarrel with him if he wou't quarrel
with me,” said Davy.

“ And if you'd only be a little more tidy and
wash your face, Davy—"

% Well, what then, Miss Nancy 2” the boy de-
mandced, eagerly.

“ Why, you'd look ever so much nicer and
cleaner. What @id you think [ wa3 going to
say 2” And she tripped away from him with o
laugh,

David remained speechless and motionless for
some time. Then hickissed the sixpenze, tossed
itin the air, as though be were having a little
solitary gambling with it; finally, ,afler much
trouble, he bored a holein it with a brad-aw), and
tied it round bis neck under his shirt with n bit
of string.

On the next day Aiss Block and her fatber,
accompauicd by their female sercant, drove in
a cart to Geeenwich, and there embarked in the
hoy for Margate. Mr. Block was said by bis
friends to be by no means the raan he had been,
bat to be looking very ailing and fecble indecd.
All hoped his trip to the sea might restore bim
t0 health,



394

THE SATURDAY READER.

{Auw gusty

CRAPTER 1L,

Apjoisixa Mr. Block’s wharf stood the, well-
known, old-establivued, river side tavern,
‘fhe, Traveller's Joy, kept by ono Mrs. Barford,
s widow woman, much respected in  the
neighbourhood. It was a well-conducted,
house ; its tap-room much frequented ULy
Thames watermen, sailors, aud colliers, and
its parlour the resort of such sensible, sociable
tradesmen of the district as liked a genial
glass, o friendly talk, and a peaceful pipe
Lefore they went to bed. The Traveller's Joy
bore a good name. Its liquors were excellent,
and its patrons were, for the most part, peace-
ful, orderly people. It was oftentimes said
thereabouts that Mrs, Barford managed her
bostelry as well as any man could—better, if
anything. There had hardly ever been any-
thing like disturpance or discomfort known in
the house,

Some days had passed since Mr. Block's
departure for Margate. It was an autumn night,
cold for the time of year. A thick, unwhole-
some mist hung about the river and its
banks. Mrs. Barford was very busy in her
bar, for her customers made frequent demands
upon her for warm and cordial glasses
which counteract the unpleasantness of the
weather. In the tap-room it was unanimously
agreed that it was ¢ an uncommon nasty night,
to be sure,” The parlour was of opinion ¢ that
we should have Christmas upon us now before
we knew where we were” Mrs. Barford, a
stately woman with a glowing face, tall as a
grenadier, and almost as muscular, was ¢qual
to the occasion, In truth, she was cqual to
most occasions She stirred the bar firo till
the kettle sang again, sbe replenished glasses,
she squeezed lemons; her punch bad seldom
been so bot or so strong, or so thoroughly admi-
rable altogether, as on that disagreeable and un-
seasonable autumn night.

A man entered hurriedly, and stood for a mo-
ment irresolute in the passage of the Traveller's
Joy.

“ Why, mercy on me, Mr. Starkic, how white
you look!” exclaimed Mrs. Barford. ¢ He's
white at most times you know,' ghe said after-
wards to Betsy, her assistant handmaid in tho
bar, “ but I never saw him look so white as be
looked tben.”

The new-comer was tall and well-propor-
tioned. He was snid generally to be ““a fine
figure of a man.” [iis features were very regu-
1ar, handsome, and clean cut, and from his com-
plexion being so colourless there was a look as
of an ivory carving about Lis head. As he
lifted his broad-brimmed hat (the hat wag then
in a transitional siate; having abandoned its
old three-cornered form, it was on its way to
the chimney-pot pattern of our own times, but
its crown was as yet low and undeveloped), his
hair was seen to be carefully combed and crest-
cd on his forchead, after the fashion then preva-
lent, His dress was of a sober kind, yot 1t was
worn with a certamn air of pretence. His coat
was of snuff-colourcd cloth, double-breasted,
high in the collar, and adorned with close rows
of bright pewter buttons, His waistcoat was of
a broad striped taffeta. His ribbed cotton stock-
ings were spotless and white as bis cambric
neckeloth.  His shoes were brilliantly polished.
It scemed as though he were proud, as he had
some reason to be, of his shapely legs and small
feet. A broad green silk watch ribbon, with o
cluster of seals and keys attached, depended
from his fob, Altogetlicr be looked somewhat
superior to hig real position, which was simply
that of junior partacer in the firm of Block & Co.,
Ship-breakers.

# Did yoanot hear the report of fircarms 7?
he inquired anxiously of the landlady of the
Traveller's Joy.  His voice trembled somewhat
as lic spoke.

% When? Just now? Two minutes ago?
Well, 1 did hear somctbing. BatI was so busy,
I'd hardly time to give it a thought. Yes, I
remember now, I hicard n gun go off. I thought
it must have been fired from some police-boat
on the river, in cbase of smuogglers. But then
the parlour-bell rang——-"

Tt was fired at me,” said Mr, Starkie, grave-

 You never mean ity Mr. Starkice! that you
don’t.

@It was fired nt me as J satalone in Mr.
Block’s parlour fucing the river, The bullet
passed close over my head and lodged in the
wall behind me. It was weil aimed, An inch
or two jower, and { had been a dead man.”

Whom did he suspect? He did not know
whom to suspect. He could not think that the
shot had been intended for him. He had no
enemies that he knew of. He was inclined to
think that the shot must have been intended ;or
Mr. Block. .

“ But why for Mr, Block 7 asked the land-
lady, ¢ Surely Mr. Block had no encmies cither,
No one could dream of attempting the life of
good old Mr. Block.”

That wwas so, certainly—Mr. Starkic confessed
himself wholly at a loss to understand the mat-
ter. But Mr. Block was in the habit, it was
well known, of sitting at night in the parlour
fucing the river. If any one had fancied him-
selfaggrieved by the firm—it could but be fancy,
yet who could account for fancy?—he would
surely seck to avenge himself upon the senior
member of the firm rather than the junior—
who had until quite recently been Mr. Block’s
clerk and servant. It was by the merest
chance that he, Mr. Starkic, had been jn the
parlour at all.  He had been taking care of the
house and managing the business in the absence
of Mr. Block at Margate. He was quite alone
in the house at the time.

“ Quite alone?” repeated Mrs. Barford.
“« Where then was the 1ad Davy Jones?”

“ Was he not at the Traveller's Joy 77 Mr.
Starkie asked in some surprise. He bad sent
the boy out some twenty minutes before, to get
two dozen oysters and some ale, for his (Mr.
Starkie's) supper. He admitted that he bad
some words with the boy—who was a very idle
aud jll-bebaved boy. Mr. Starkio bad frequent-
1y had occasion to reprimand him for his care-
lessness and inattention apd neglect of duty;
and Mr. Block was constantly complaining of
him.

“ A voung limb, if cver there was one, its
well known,” Mrs. Barford commented.

Yet still Mr. Starkic couldn’t belicve that the
boy had any hand in the attempt upon his life.
It was curious, however, Mr. Starkic was com-
pelled to admit. The boy bad been a long time
gone upon a very simple errand.  Ie could
have done all that he was reyuired to do in less
than five mmutes, Mr. Starkie had fully ex-
pected to find Davy Jones at Mrs. Barford's
house. .

A little group had by this time assembled in
the passage of the Traveller's Joy. There had
been a suspension in the supply of drinks, and
the thirsty had emerged from both the parlour
and the tap-room, to make personal inquiry
why their necessities were not heeded. But
they forgot the object with which they had ap-
proachied the bar, a3 they found themselves
auditors of the interesting converse betwecn
Mr. Starkic and the landlady. Presently they
were agrecing that things looked very black
indeed 83 against Davy Joncs; and Mrs. Bar-
ford’s solema denunciation—*depend upon it
that young limb's at the bottom of all the mis-
chicf,” mer with gencral support, It was the
universal opinion that the boy had pot been
called ¢ Davy Jones,” for nothing.

Just then the door opened.  The boy himself
entered, carrying a dish of oysters.  He walked
to the bar as coolly and unconcerned as might
be, and ordered a jug of strong ale for Alr.
Starkic,

He was questioned as to what he had been
doingg? where he had been? why he had loit-

cred? He answered with prompt impudcnc«:i "

“that that was Ais basiness: and that he ba

seen no reason to harry over Mr. Starkic's
errands, who was 70 master of his® Being
pressed and tbreatencd, he was a little discon-
certed.  Finally he admitted “ that i they must
koow, he had been playing ¢ pitch-and-toss;
with Tom the pot-boy,—of whom they might
mako inguiry on the subject, if they listed,

Tom the pot-boy was discovered, and confirmed
tho story, Ho said “they hind been playing
¢ pitch-and-toss’ for a matter of ten minutes—
or, it might be, a quarter of an hour. And if
they had been playing pitch-and-toss” both
boys demanded, with one consent, where was
th;) harm, and what need all that to-do about
it

“We know what pitch and toss leads to, my
fine fellows,” said a bystander, severely, But,
upon the whole, Davy’s judges were somewhat
sbaken, Hc was, they held, ecither altogether
innocent, or else a hardencd criminal; thelatter
for choicc. Suddealy Mrs. Barford placed a
lighted candle on tho ground. ’

‘¢ If he's been out in Jlock’s wharf this night,’
she said, ¢ his shoes will be covered with wet
clay.!

But submitted to this test Davy came out
triumphant, Iis shoes were a3 clean as were
Mr. Starkie's. Indeed bis appearance generally
wes distinguished by an order and a neatness
altogether new to him, Thero was even some
evidence to the cffect that his hands and faco
bad been washed recently in soap and water,
and that his hair had received the unaccustomed
beaefits of brushing and combing.

“ It doesn't prove very much,” said Mrs. Bar-
ford, thoughtfully, as she took up lier candle;
“for ho had time to change his shoes.”

¢ It would be difficult,” Davy remarked, quict-
Iy, “scelng that I've only got one pair of them,”

“ 'l see to the bottom of this, if I dic for it,
I can’t have such a scandal as this going on in
the neighbourhoad of the TravellersJoy. Who's
man enough to go round with me nnd search
the wharf?” demanded Mrs, Barford, resolutely.

Thisg inquiry had rather the cffect of thinning
the group that had collected about the bar,
Many went quietly back to their seats in the
tap-room and parlour, They were men of peace.
It was not their vocation to go in quest of mut-
derers and such like. Least of all on such a
night as that, Besides, who knew but that the
man whe fired tho shot had other shots in store
for those sceking hig arrest?

8till two or three proclaimed themsclves men
enough for Mrs. Barford’s purpose. Thereupon
the landlady lighted a stable lantern which she
gave to Mr. Starkic to carry, took down a blun.
derbuss from over the mantelshelf jn the bar, pat
out the old-fashioned head-gear known as ¢ a
calash,” prudently removed the massive silver
watch which swung from her girdle, (worn very
high upe-short waists were the vogue,) and
procecded upon the proposed recounnoissance of
Mr. Block’s premises,

“ Hold up thie lantern, Mr, Starkie,” said Mrs.
Barford. * Be very carcful where you tread, all
of you, The sbot was fired level with the win-
dow. The man who fired it must have stood on
this part of the wharf. The shot couldn't have
come from the river, It wouldn't in that case
have struck the parloor wall where it did.  We
shall find foot-prints ia the clay, depend upon it
~cloge under the window.”

They found none, however. The night was
very dark—all was quict, save only the distant
sound of the Thawmes licking its mud banks, A
man could hardly have escaped from the pre-
mises by means of the river, for it wasquite low
water, and if he had attempted to leap from the
raised platform of the wharf, he must have
broken his neck by the fall, or bave been smo-
thered in tho densc, deep mud below. On cither
side were wooden palisades of frail make, which
maust have given way had any one climbed them
cndcavouring to scck refuge in the adjoining
premiges. They had been lightly constracted,
especially with that object. Yet tho palisades
remained whole; thero had apparently been no
escape over them,

It wag very strange,

Was the man still bidden in the wharf?
Search was made among the grisly skelctons of
decayed ships, Here was a fragment of tho hull
of the Clive, Xast Indiaman. The matilated
figure-head pointing significantly with its broken
tight arm to the parlour where Mr, Starkic had
been sitting when the bullet strack the wall at
his back. Hero wero capstans, windlasses,
cranes, chain cables, anchors, mastheads, and &
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thousand other items strewed about in rusty,
rotting heaps: the stock in trade of Messrs,
Block & Co., Shipbreakers, Yet never a trace
was found of the man wholad fired at the junior
purtner in the firm, The search of Mrs Barford
and her party was diligent but fruitless.

“ Tl advertise in the newspapers, Tl print
handbills,” said Mr, Starkio; “I'll offer a re-
ward of fifty pounds for the discovery of the
offender. That is, of course,” he added with a
change of tone, ¢t if Mr. Block consents to my
doing so. I can do nothing withiout his permis-
sion.”

“Well sit up all night with you if you like,
Mr. Starkie,” seid Mrs. Barford, speaking for
herself and her friends.

Mr, Starkic thought it would not be neces-
sary. He was under no fear.  He did not think
that there was any more danger for that night,
at any rate. The offender would not return.
Besides Mr. Scarkie slept in an upper chamber
wway from the river front of the house. Mrs.
Barford complimented him on his courage, but
insisted on leaving with him bher blunderbuss.
“ And now,” she said to her party, * there's a
rummer of hot grog at the Traveller's Joy for
whoever likes it,—and without charge. We
shall none of us be the worse for it, I'm think-
ing. Such a night a3 it is too!”

CHAPTER 111,

Soon it was known in the neighbourhood that
Mr. Starkie bad written to his partner, inform-
ing him of what had bappened; and that Mr,
Block, much disturbed by the intelligence, and
little benefitted in bealth by bis sojourn at the
sea~side, was returning to town, personally to
investigate the matter.  Popular suspicion still
pointed in tho direction of the boy Davy Jones,
though it did not appear that the case against
him bad gained strength in any way. Yetit
was held generally to be & sort of outrage on
common sense, and the nature of things, that
there should bo mischief done upon Mr. Block’s
premises, and that the boy Davy Jones should
have no hand in it. The cowpany meeting
nightly in the parlour and tap room of the Tra-
veller's Joy, formed themselves into a sort of ex-
tra-judicial tribunal, and sat in judgment upon
the case. Without much regard for the princi-
ples of law or the rules of evidence, they de-
cided that the boy Davy Jones was guilty of the
attempt upon Mr. Starkie’s life. Forif he wasa't
guilty, why then, who could be? they demand-
cd. The case was narrowed to that issue. And
upon Mrs. Barford frankly stating her opinion
that the boy ¢ was a limb who wasn’t born to
be drowned,” an upanimous verdict was given
agawst Davy Jones, and it was adjudged that
hie certainly ought to be hanged in Horsemonger
Lane at the very carliest opportunity, or, at the
very least, transported to His Majesty’s planta-
tions in the West Indies for the rewainder of bis
natural life.  Meantime, however, no formal pro-
ceedings were taken, Tho officers of the Crown
did pothing. It was belicved that they were
waiting until the public advertisement of aband-
some reward had stimulated their well-known
zeal for the discovery of crime. As yet Mr.
Starkic bad not issued his handbills, and it was
understood that he bad refrained from putting
himself in communication with the police on the
subject. This forbearance, supposing it to arise
from clemency towards the boy Davy Jones, was
regarded by Mrs. Barford and her fricnds a3 Ve-
yond anything weak and mistaken and prepos-
terous,

The return of Mr. Block was awaited and
witnessed with much interest,  He appeared to
bo in & worse state of health than when he had
quitted London. He could hardly walk into
his houso without assistance. Bat then ho had
been much upset by the news of the attempt
upon his partners life. Moreover, the Margate
hoy had met with vory rough weather on its
passage to London. Both Mr, Block and his
daunghter had suffered very much from sca-sick-
ness,  Still he had shown a proper spirit on the
occasion. He had: declared that he wosldn't
rest a moment until the offender had been dis-
covercd and brought to justice. He had already
had long deliberations with Mr. Starkic on the

subject. Ho lind determined that a handsome
reward should be offercd, and that the Bow street
oflicers should bo at once consulted.

Miss Nancy Block had also been mmch dis-
tregged. Sho fearcd that all this excitement
would have a very injurions effect upon her fa-
ther's health. At Mr, Sharkie’s request she had
favoured him with a private interview in the
counting house, She had come forth pale, and
shivering, and faint, with strenming eyes, and
encountered the boy Davy Jones close outside
the door.

¢ Listening and spying agai, Davy!” she
said, in a tono of rcproach, yot still gently and
kindly. Sho scemed not to possess strength
cnough to be angry. .

¢t | couldn't hear what le said—I couldn’t see
anything. The door was shut so close, But
you're crying, Miss Nancy ?"

«Ohl Davy, if what he saysis true? That
my father. But I ought not to tell you”

¢ What did hesay? Did he insult you? Can
I help you, Miss Nancy 2 Oh! if I only could!
Let me belp you—Ilet me try and help you, Miss
Nancy. Don't cry so—it breaks my heart to sce
you crying so.”

¢ You're & good boy, Davy.”

¢ You're the first that's ever said so much for
me. Bless you for it, Miss Naucy,” Davy inter-
posed, softly.

“] know you'd help me if you could; but
you can do nothing, nothing. le¢ says—I must
tel] some one~he says my father’s a ruined man;
that even if he regains his health, he must give
up all ho possesses; and thatif he dies he leaves
1ac o beggar, Not that I care for that; but my
poor father! If I should logse him! Anrd then
—then he spoke-~he spoke again of his Jove for
me,” and Miss Block blushed, and bowed her
head upon her breast.

«He did, did he 7" muttered Davry, between
clenched tecth, ¢ And you, Miss Naacy; what
did you answer him? You didn’t tell him you
loved him; don’t say tbat, Miss Naocy. You
didu't tell him you loved him? You never
could have told Inm that 1"

¢ Could I talk—could I think—atsucha time,
of his love, or of mine, or of anybody's ?”

“You couldn’t, Miss Nancy, of course you
couldn’t,” Dary acquiesced, cagerly.

% Hush, not a word morec now. There’s a
footstep.” And they separated, as Mr, Starkic
approached them.

In the course of the cvening following Mr.
Block’s return to town, his usual medical at-
tendant, a near neighbour, one Mr, Jasper, called
upon him. The doctor gave, upon the whole,
& not unfavorablo account of his patient’s state.
He bad great hopes of Mr. Block's speedy re-
storation 1o health; though he admitted he found
him somewhat nervons and excited, and a little
the worse for his rough journcy from Margate,
** But care, and attention, and quiet,” said Mr.
Jasper, “ will do,much, very much fur us. We
have an admirable constitution; a good nurse
in our daughter, Miss Block; a trusty man of
business, who'll relieve us from all unaccessary
trouble, in our axcellent partner, Mr. Starkic.
Well, we couldn't ask for much more, could we,
now?” And so Mr. Jasper bowed politely, and
went his way,

(To be concluded in our next.)

The late Bishop Russell, of the Scottish Epis-
copal Church, when incumbentat Leith, gained
much favour from the late Duke of Wellington,
when commander-in-chief, on account of the
manner in which he discharged bis dutics as
chaplain to the troops at the Picrshill barracks.
YWhea the bishop was in London, the great duke
paid him marked attention, and invited him to
dinner. At tablo he addressed him as “ My
lord.” After dinnee the bishop took occasion
to remind his grace that Scottish bisliops, as a
voluntary body, had no claim to such title, the
see being unconnccted with Parliament or with
the State. ¥ Yes, yes, I know that,” said the
duke ; * butif{ did not call you ¢ My lord,’ the
scm]zlnts wonld not believe you were a bishop
at all” :

PASTIMES.

—

ANAGRAMS.
FavormiTe Soxogs,

. Henloft: Headstone.

Lay on! guard rib,
. Thick blight: lame slave:
. Death dew on tho brow.
. Wa quit the halls,
. Fresh as ether.

6 LD 2S

S &

B. N, C.
DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
ere skill alono, not ¢hance, decides tho fray;
1here chance may win §n spito of skilful play.’
+ In mazes I can show tho way.
He still! ol, make no noise, I pray.
. Dying with me the weary say.
. If L attend, get on you may.
. Farin the west I closo the day.

v e £5 S

CITARADES.

1

When wearicd out with toil and care,
My first is welcomed eagerly;
In my next you, on your chair,
Most likely have your seat;
My whole, without my firse,
Would never be complete.
0

Before the fire, on wintry nights
My jirst has often sat{y B
My next a note in music i<,
Oft sharp, but sometimes flat;
At Christmas time, to cheor us up,
And make our hearts feel light,
Buruning beforous on tho grate,
My third i3 brought to light;
When Edward to tho libra 008,
My choleis oft-times souag:
:\‘ow. reader, have you found this out?
Cause, if you've not. you onght,
8. My jirs¢ is in my thole, which i
second. Y ' Is made of my
4. 1 am composcd of sixteen Jotters.
Wiehs e
y 13,14, 7, 8, 5, is & part of tho body.
My10,4,6,2,18,isa s?:at. 4
My 9, 11,7, 8, 16, is to faston.
My 15, 3, 12, 14, 13, i3 a crecping thing,
My wholeis a person engaged in a scientific dispute.

DECAPITATIONS. .

1. I'm connected with the sea; transpose me, I*
animal; beliead and transpose me, 1’:?3. ﬁowc'rf man
2, I'xxrnxootllcn given to tho poor; behead and trane
fpose me, I'm a conveyance; once more beh
and trangposc me, 1'm an animal. cad me,
3. I'm a boat; behead and transpose me, 'm con-

Iiorsatlon; onco more behead me, I'm sn article of
ress.

ARITONMETICAL QUESTION.

A farmer bought a Jot of oxen, shoe! d horacs
127Z, cach horso cost 15/, each ox 101.?;\:,(11 elgh sh o
‘&a{wdfgr;dhthe nun:!bcr of :t;hcep was equal to twice

10 horses and oxen A
bbbty ogether. Howmany did

ANSWERS TO ARITEMOREM &e¢., No. 101.

170 —AriTnNOREY.—Trinidad—Dominics, thus:—
TashkenD, RealejO, Ishi), Nas i, Delb
AtlantiC, DalmaitA, » Naxia, IndiaX, Delb,

166.~Extana~—Eill 11 (doublo 1) 1.—Fi
to an Enﬁmh cll; six to & F:cxzch ﬁ'?nﬁ&"ﬁ’:
{; )lcxg]xg}lb ‘i:cr;z I;Ith: mﬁsure Was onco extensively nsed

3 e co tho G
inch aud he will take anxc,fl?";erb— Givo a man an

Answers.—1. John Dryden; 2. N :
,‘;‘;;:;’g Cibber; 4. Thomas Wharion: o Alfrec T

Esach of thieso Poet Laurcate,

Decapitations.—1. Swarm; 2, Folio.

Charades.—Christopher, Conundram.

Double Acrostic—Thief—~booty— .
cogit0, ExpliciT, FeY. o o0t¥—TuB, Hero, In

Arithmetical Question.—1It 1
el Questi would tako 93 w

,000 gallons in 93 day.
Tons 12 B hours mrers in & daye, and 12,

ANSWERS RECEIVED.

Arithmorem.—B. N. C.
s l;llby. h » Argus, Soldier, Violot, W.

Enigma.—A , Soldier, HLIL. V., 5
magn.kn. }«T’s er, H.IL V. Violft,(;co.n.

Poctical Arithmorems~H. H, V., . B, W. B,
Soldier, Niagara, Argus, A, R. Y.,v x(ieo B.W. B.,

Decapitations—Argus, B. N. C., X.Y., Geo. B.
A K.Y, Whithy” » Gieo. B,y

Soldier, Niagara, t
Ch s —Niagara, Ellen B, ,X.T.
LK Ar Violot, B N, 0.0 D ATBus, X. T, Soldier,

Double Acrostic,~B.N. C., d
VioRy Agroglic,—B.N. C., Argus, X. Y, Elen B,

Y.drgthgutioal Question~Niagara, L, E. A, A, R.
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Ly —Bachelor of Music is a title of distine-
tion given at the universities to a musician who
has obtained Ius first degree in music, one of the
qualifications for which honour is, to compose
an exercise for voices and instruments in six
parts.

R. A.~—The order of the Legion of Honour
was instituted by Napoleon in 1802, while con-
sul, for civil and military merit. It consists of
difterent grades of merit, as grand crosses, cross-
es, commanders, officers and legionaries, all of
whom receive pensions with this mark of dis-
tinetion,

BerTua, — Aflinity signifies relativnship by
marriage only , consanguinity, relativmship Ly
blood.

J. M. P.~¥illam the Conqueror introduced
into England what was called Troy weight, from
Troyes, a tuwn in the Proviace of Clumpagoe,
now in the department of Aube, where a cele-
brated fuir was held. The English were dis-
satisfied with this weight, because the pound did
not weigh so much as the pound in use at that
time in England. Hence arose the term # Avoir
du poids,” which was a medium between the
French and Englisb weights.

H. Rowe.—Asbestos is a fossil stone which
may be split into threads or filaments,

D. C. C.—There are two Lord Mayorsn Eng-
land and one in Ircland,

W. M.—Among English writers, Horace Wal-
pole is admitted to be one of the best models for
hively epstolary correspondence.  In Freuch
literature, Madame de Sevigaé stands unrivalied
as a letter writer,

M. P. S.—The music in Macbeth was com-
posed by Matthew Lock, an Euglish composer
of great celebrity. He was a chorister 1in Exeter
Cathedral, and was instructed 1n the elements
of music by Wake, the organist. He wrote the
music for the public entry of Clasles Il into
London at the Restoration, and was afierwards
appointed composer to that king.

B. B.~We think you are liable and had better
compromise the matter.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

To cut glass to'any shape without & diamond,
Liold it quite level under water, and with a pair
of strong scissors clip it away by small bits from
the edges.

A man in Connecticut has manufactured a
knitting raachine that will knit fifty pair of
stockings n-day, and is so constructed that the
stitch can be changed from 2 rib toa plain stitch
alimost instantly.

A correspondent of the Chemical News offers
a suggestion relative to the extinction of fires re-
sulting from burning oil. He proposes that in
such cases clay or lime should be thrown upon
the flames. It is the only means of extinguish-
ing oil fires, as has been proved in several in-
stances.

Every cigar maker knows the difficulty of
keeping cigars dry on shipboard, and of pre-
serving the aroma of 2 Havana on the sea coast.
Travellers and sojourners at the sea shore who
have been at their wits' end to devise & means
10 protect their cigars from the influcnce of salt
air, will find a simple remedy in the use of a
common glass fruit jar, fitted with an air-tight
metallic or glass stopper.

The sewing machine is likely to have a rival
in an American invention recently perfected, by
which wearing apparel of alt kind—shirts, pan-
taloons, vests, Jadies’ mantles, jackets, coats, &c.
—are both woven and sewed at the same time.
The sewing of the sears is stronger e¥en than
hand sewing, and perfectly smooth and even,
and the articles arc woven and sewed to any
pattern, of wool, silk, cotton, or any other ma-
terinl,

CeMeNT FoR CuMicAL Grasses.—Miix equal
parts of wheat flour, finely-powdered Venice
glass, pulverized chalk, ard a small quantity of
brick-dust, finely ground; these ingredients,
with a little scraped lint, are to be mixed and
ground up with tho white of eggs ; it must then
be spread upon pieces of fine linen cloth, and
applied to the crack of the glasses, and allowed
to get thoroughly dry hefore the glasses are put
to the fire,

BerTrooT-suaar 18 Axsrica—~The ultimate
success of beetroot-sugar manufacture in Ameri-
ca appears certamn, A consignment of over 27,-
000 1bs. of this sugar from the Germania Sugar
Company at Chatsworth, Iavingston County,
Ilinois, was, on June 22, reccived at Ghicago.
| It is stated to have been made last March, from

beets whicli had been kept in the pits duning the

winter, This fact 15 noteworthy as indicating

the richness in saccharine of the becets produced
l in America, and the length of the manufac-

turing season as compared with that of the beet-
sugar countries of Europe.

CIESS.

——

PROBLEY, No. 82,
By S. Lovyp.

B W

mam B W

White to play and Matoe in three moves.
SOLUTION OF PROBLED, No. 80.

WHITE, BLACK.
é ﬁ :?’k&ssl\t. Anvthing.
4 1B Mates.

Game between Mayet and Neumanu, in Berdin,
Nov. 1861, Mayct having the move agaiust Ncumanu.

_BISIOI'S GANDIT, *
wmre. (Mayet ) BLACR. {(Neumann.)

1PtoK4. 1YtoK4.
2PtoRK B4, 2 I’ takes I’
3BtoQ B4 3PtoK B4
4 Qto h RS (ch)(a.) 4 Pto K Kt 3
5 QoK 2, b P takes 1
6 1) takes I* {ch) 6QloR?
TQKttoB3 T to QB3
S I3 takes Kt 8 Rtakes B
91I’to Q3. 9 Pto K Kt4
10 Ptok R4 10 Ito K1t 3
11 T takes 1% | 11 Ptakes .
12QBo Q2 12 Q4.
1I3QtoK2 13 QB to Kt

Lred
-~
o
2
=
[
-
£
—
=

15 Castles Q R 156 Q takes Q

16 Kt takes Q. 16 Castlos,

1T QRtoKsq. 17 XBto Q3.
1BQKtto Q4. 18 1 takes Kt.
19 1* takes IS, I9Ktto K 4.

20 QRioKBsq. 20 Rto K Rxq.
21 K 1o Q &q. 21 K10 Q2.

22 K Rto htaq 22 K R tolitsq.
23 Rto K Kt2 23 I'to Q B 4.
21 Ktto Q Kt§ 24 P to QR3.
25 Kt takes B8, 25 X takes Rt.
26 Ko K2, 2 QRto K sq
27 KtoK B2 2T hto K 3. -
23 QRto K Ktsq. 23 Kto KB4(b)
29 Bto Q RO. (¢.) 29 Rto K 3.

0 BtoQ2 0 RtoK RS

Neuwmann wins. e will play Rto KR 6.

(a) Ridiculomsly bad, sosing mere thaa the nove.

(4) Queens being off the board, observe what use
fine players can mako of Kings.

(c) We cannot sce the meaning of this.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

Woumax's Drsriny.—To make fools of men.

To ManniaGeantE Baouerons,.—¢ Beware of
the paint I

When is a ship st sea not only on water 7—
TWhen it is on fire.

When a young lady marries a rake, she must
not be surprised if she has her feelings frequent-
ly harrowed. .

In ancient days the precept was “ Know thy-
self.*  In modern times it has been supplanted
by the far more fashionable maxim, ¢ Know thy
neighbour, aud ceverything atout him,”

Wastep —The lid of a box vu the ear.
handle of the cup of aMlictiva, The cow that
gave the mitk of loving kindness, A leafof the
halm of counsolation. .\ fuw hairs fium the tale
of woe,

Sir WaLTER ScoTT, in lending a book one day
to o friend, cautioned him to be punctual m
returning it. ¢ This is really necessary,” said
the poet, in apology ; * for though all my friends
are bad arilhmeticians, [ observe almost all of
thom to be good book-keepers.”

Keupre aAxp MaTHEWS.~— When Kemble retir-
cd from the stage he distributed his costume of
Coriolanus amongst his brethren, To Mathews
e gave his sandals, upon which the comedian
exclaimed, “I'm glad I've got hig sandals, for [
am sure I could never tread in his suoes.”

Josh Billings says—**I conld never find the
meaning of the word ‘collide’ in Webster, but
riding the other day on the New York Central
Railway, I saw it all. It is the attempt of two
rains to pass each other on a single track, 1f
1 remember correctly, it was a shocking failure.

Tut following is said to be one of the Jongest
pauses on record :—An old gentleman riding
over Putney Bridge, turned round to hisservant
and said, % Do you like eggs, John ?2'—¢ Yes,
sir.” Here the couversation ended. The same
gentleman riding over the same bridge that day
twelvemonth, again turned round, and said,
“ Jow 77 — ¢ Poached, sir, ” was the answer,

Rowland Hill was one day going down the
New Cut, opposite bis chape), and heard a
brewer's drayman, who was loweriog some bar-
rels, sweariog most fearfully.  Mr. Hill rebuked
him very solemnly, and said, “ Ab, my man, I
shall appear asa swift witness against you.—
& Very likely,” rejoined the offender; * the big-
gest rogues always turn king’s evidence.”

In a school recently, & teacher took occasion
to relate an anecdote of the little girl who tried
to ¢ overcome evil with good,” by giving a New
Testament to a boy who had ill-treated ker.
The story was appreciated, for o few minntes
afterwards, one boy struck another: being
asked the renson, said be was “trying to-geta
Testament.” This was a practical bearing alto-
gether unexpected.

The credit system has been carried to a pretty
fine point in some of the rural districts of Ame-
tica, if we may judge from the following dia-
logue, said to have recently occurred between &
customer and the proprietor:—*Ilow's trade,
squire ?"—* Wall, cash trade’s kinder dull neov,
mnjor.”— ¢ Dun anything yesterday?”—Wall,
cnly a little—on credit. Aunt Betsy Pushald
has bort an egg’s worth of tes, and got trusted
for it till her speckled pullet lays.”

AxecpoTs oF FonrE3ELLE.~He had a great
liking for nsparagus, and preferred it dressed
with oil. Oune day a certain don vivanl abbé
came unexpectedly to dinner. The abbé was
also very fond of asparagus, but liked his dress-
ed with butter. Fontenelle offirmed that for a
friend there was no sacrifice of which he did not
feel himself capable, and that half the dish of
aspatagus he had ordered for himself should be
done with butter. Whilst they were talking,
waiting for dinner, the poor _abbé suddenly fell
down in a fit of apoplexy. Upon which Fonte-
nclie instantly sprang up, scampered down to
the kitchen with agility, nnd cried out to his
cpok, ¢ The whole with oil! the whole with oil,

Sat first <

The



