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HANNAH.
A Hobel.

By Mex. CRATR, (Miss Murrock), Author of ““Jornx Hanrrax, GENTLEMAN,

CHAPTER V.

Miss Thelluson had always been lumentably deticient in the quality
which is called “respect of persons.” She tended her servant half
the night through, as cavefully as if poor Grace had been her personal
friend, and lady born. There was, indeed, much of the lady about
the givl, which was Hannal'’s great comfort in having her as nurse—
a rvefinement of manner and fecling, and a fine sense of honour, not
always found in her class. For since she had been mistress of a
large house, and many sevvants, Miss Thelluson had discovered to her
grief that, in these days, the moral standard of kitchen and parlour
was not always the same. Still, in her imurse she had always comfort ;
and Grace, probably on account of this difference, or from other
reasons—now patent cenough—had seemed to dislike mixing much
with the other servants. Her mistress could trust her thovoughly.
She was, indeed, quite a personal friend—as eveiy faithful servant
aught to he.

When the poor girl came to herself, she powred her whole sad story
into her mistress’s pationt car. '

“I had no idea I was doing wrong—no, that T hadn’t !” moaned
she. “Two or three in our village had married their sister’s hushand.
What can & poor working-man do when le is left with a lot of chil-
dren, hut get their aunt to come and look after them?  And then, if
she’s young, or indeed anyhow, people ave sure to begin talking. Tsn't
it Letter to stop theiv wicked tongues by marrying her at once, and
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making all right and comfortable ! For they're not comfortable—--T
wast't, And they're not real brother and sister, whatever master
savs. Aud Umosure they can be married : for there was our old squire,
he nurried two sisters and had bwo families—one all girls, the other
bovx, And the eldest son by the second marrviage-—young M. Melville,
—came in for the property, and is the squire now.  And nobody ever
<aid his mother wasn't Iawfully mareried, no more than, when I came
home from London, the neighbours said 1 wasw’t married to Jim.
Marvied in church, too,—4hough we* were Methodists both ; and
neither the parson nor our own minister ever said & word against it.”

Thougl the poor girl talked in a wild, rambling, excited fashion,
still there was some sense in her avguments ; and when she imploved
Miss Thelluson to speak to My Rivers again, and repeat all she said,
and ask i’ there was not o chance of his having been mistaken, ov if
he could not, at least, prevent the marriage \nth Mar v ,l)mwcs
Hannal searcely knew what to say. At Llst just to soother her- --
for, out of consideration to her mistress, Crace Tad kept her misery
1o herself for a day and a half, till it had almost dviven her frantic-—-
she promised to do her best in the matter.

< And yowll do it at onee, miss; and tell master that whatever is
done should be done at onee, or Jim will get married, and then what
is to hecome of me and my poor child? Tt isn's myself that I care
for. I didn’s do wrong—=God knows I didn’t! And I don’t mind
what folk say of me; bub it’s my poor hoy. And it's Jim, too,
listle ; I don’s want Jim to do wrong cither.”

Aund she shed a few tears, over ceven the bad fellow. who, she con-
fessed, had i his drunken fits beaten her many o time.

“But I forgive him ; for he was drunk,” said she, using that too
common, but mistaken cxcuse.  “And, then, I had the childven to
comfort me.  Such dear little things they werve, and so fond of me!
And he'll go and bring that woman Bridges to be step-mother over
them, and she is a bad temper, and she’s sure to ill-treat them,
poor lambs ! Jenny’s poor little motherless lambs ! T must go back
to them dirveetly.” And she sat wp in bed, in an agony of distress.
# Oh, miss, please give me my clothes, and I"H get up and dress, and
be oft’ by daylight.”

This bitter grief, not over her own boy—who, she said, was safe
with his «rmndmothm—bub over her dead sister’s dnl(hon, touched
Hoamah To the guick. She could understand it so well.

“ You must lic quict,” said she ; “or rather you must go back to
vour own bed heside Rosie.  You have quite forgotten LRossie.”

The right chord was struck.  The young woman had, evidently, a
strong sense of duty, besides being (,\ccssn'ely fond oi her charge ;
for Rosic was a little creature that won everybody.  So she sat up,
fastened back her dishevelled Dair, and with her mistresses help tot-
tered back to the nursery.  Soon she settlod Tierself in her customa Ny
corner, stretching out a caressing hand to the crib beside her bed,
whexc, sleeping qmtc alone, but as sweetly as if all the angels of
hcfwen were watching over hor, little Rosie lay.

< Al baby, baby,” Grace :>obbcd, “ what would have become of me
all these months withoud you, baby !

N e
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“hat would become of many a miserable woman’ if it were not for
1 im]))’ !

flow Grace had ever left her own, Hannal could not imagine; but
found afterwards it was the hard necessity of earning money, the
grandmother being very poor, and Jim Dixon having gone off' in
<weh of work, and left the whole combined families on the old
woman's hands,  Now he reclaimed his three eldest ; but disowned
Chrace’s unfortunate babe.

My hoy—-remember my boy )7 implored she, as in the dim dawn
ot the morning her mistress left her, hoping her utler exhanstion
would incline her to sleep. ¢ Prowmise me that you will speak to the
master, if only for the sake of my poor boy.”

Hurmah promised ; but when she went back to her room and
thouglis it all over-~ for she could not sleep--she was sovely perplexed.
“There might be some mistake, even though Mr. Rivers, who was a
magistrate as well as o clergyman, spoke so decidedly.  Grace’s argu-
ments were strong ; and the ease of M. Melville, whom she had her-
self met ab the Moat-ITouse, was, to say the least, curious.  She her-
self knew nothing of the Jaw, If she could ouly speak to anybody
who did know, instead of to her brother-in-law ! Once she thought
of writing to Lady Dunsmore ; but, then, what would the Countess
mmrrmcl No doubt, that she wanted the information for herself.
And Hannah grew hot all over with shame and pain, and another

feeling which was neither the one nor the other, and which she did
not stay to analyse, except that it made her feel more reluctant than
ever to name the snb_;cut again to Mr. Rivers.

Riill, Grace was so unfortunate ; so innocently wicked—if wicked-
ness there was.  And the projected marriage of Dixon seemed much
MOre $0.

“ Mr. Rivers will never allow it in his church.  He surely would
not sanction such a cruel thing, even it it be legal.  And thero is no
time to lose.  Whatever it costs me, I must speak to him at onee.”

With this vesolutionand deadening her mind to any other thoughts,
Flunnah lay down, and tried to sleep, bub in vain.  After an hour o
two of restless tossing, sbe dressed herself, and descended to the
breaktast-room,

There she found My, Rivers playing with little Rossic —contrary to
bis habit ; for hie seldom saw her of mornings. 1le looked u little
coniused ab being discovered.

T sent for the child,” said he.  ** Don’t you think, Aunt Hanuah,
she is old enough to come down to hreakfast with us?”

“ Nat quite,” said Hannah, smiling ; “but she can stay and play
abont on the floor, I darvesay she \\'111 be good—won't she, auntie’s
daurling ¥

And auntie clagped fondly the little thing, who had tottered up to
her and hid tho pretty fair head in her gown- skirb. Mr. Rivers looked
ab them, and turned suddenly away—as s he often did now.

Rosie behaved beantifully—for about five minutes !—and then began
to perpetrate a few ignorant nanghtinesses ; such as pulling down a
silver fork, and o butter knife, with a great clatter ; then creeping
beneath the table, and trying to stand upright there, which naturally
caused a bump on the head and a seream so violent, that Aunt Han-
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.
naly, frightened out of all propricties, quitted her seat aud walked up
and down the room, soothing in her avims the piteous little wailer.

«This will never do,” said papa sternly, ¢ Pray take the child up-
staivs.”

Whicn $anuah thankfully did, and staid sway some minutes ; feel-
ing that, after all, the nursery was the safest, the most peaceful. end
the pleasantest room in the house.

When she came back, her brothev-in-law had finished breakfust,
and was standing, gazing out of the sunshiny window in a sort of
dreamn. His temporary crossness had subsided ; his face, though
arave, was exceedngly sweet.  Now that she had grown used to it,
and it had gradually brightened, it not into happiness, at least into
composure and peace, Hannah sometimes thought she had seldom
seen so thoroughly sweet a face—such a combination of the man aud
the woman~that beautiful woman whose picture at the Moat-House
she often looked at, and wondered what kind of young creaturve the
first Lady Rivers had been,  Apparently, not like the second Lady

Avers at all.

It was exactly his mother’s smile with which Mr. Rivers turned
round now.

“ Qo the little maid is comforted at last. What influence you
women have over babies, and what helpless beings we men ave wich
them! Why, it is as mucih as papa can do to keep Miss Rosie quict
for five minutes, and Aunt Hannah has her the whole day. Do you
never tire of her?”

“ Never.  Nor more does Grace, who has an instinctive love for
children—which all women have not, I assure you. This is what
makes her so valuable as a nuse.”

Fannah said this intentionally ; for, not two minutes before, the
¢irl had ran after her with a wild white face.  © Have you spoken to
ihec master? Will you speak to him?  Don’t forsake me! Ask him
to help met  Oh, Miss Thelluson, T'm fond of yowr child-—think of
mine I’ Even if Flannah had not liked and respected Grace so much,
to her good heart, now open to all children for Rosie’s sake, this
argument would have struck home. '

* T hope the young woman is better this morning, and that you did
not fatigue youvself too much with her last night,” said Mr. Rivers
coldly ; and then began speaking of something else.  But Hannal:,
bracing up her courage, determined to discharge her unpleasant duty
at once.

#Tave you ten minutes to spare?  Because I have a special ruges-
sage to you from Mrs. Dixon.”

«+ What Mrs, Dixon.”

« (race.  She insists upon it she has a legal right to the name.”

« $he is under a complete delusion, and the soencr she wakes up
out of it the better.  Pray, Hannah, do not, with your weak woran-
ish pity, encowrage her for a moment.”

Alr. Rivers spoke sharply—more sharply than any gentleman ought
to speak to any lady ; though men sometimes think they are justified
in doing so—to wives and sisters. But her brother-in-law had never
thus spoken to Hannah before—she was not used to it ; and she looked
at him, first surprised, then slightly indignant.
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“ My pity is not weak or womanish, nor do I call it pity ab all. It
is stimply love of justice. Bither Grace is married or not marrvied. All
I want 1s, for her sake and the child’s, to find out the exact law of
the ease.”

“Which is just what T told her last night. No doubt she was
married, as she says; only the marringe being illegal, is null and
void.”

< But she says such marriages are not uncommon.’

* § believe they ave not, in “Uhe Jower classes.” \evcrtllcless, those
who visk them must take the consequences.  The wife is only the
mistress, and the children are base-born. I beg your pardon for put-
ting plain facts iuto plain language, but you compel me. Why \\'ill
vou meddle in this nnpleasant matter - 16 can be nothing to you.”
And he looked at her keenly as he spoke, but Hannah “id not per-

«ceive it just then.  Her interest was too strongly excited for the cruel

position of poor Grace. She recalled involuntarily an old argumens

of Lady Dunsmore on this very subject—whether any wrong could

he exactly “nothing” to any honest-minded man or woman, even
though he or she were not personally aftected thereby.

“ Pardon me,” she answered gently, “it is something to me to see
any human being in great misery, if by any posmblhty that misery
could be vemoved. Ave you quite sure you are right as to the law ?
Tt eannot always have been what you say, because Grace tells me of a
certain Mr., Melville who visits at the Moat-House "—and Hannah
repeated the story.  “ Can it be possible,” added she, that there is
one law for the rich and another for the poor ¥

“ No. But in 1835 the law was altered, or at least modified : all
such marriages then existing were confirmed, and all future ones

«declared illegal.  Melville escaped by a hair breadth only, his parents

having Len married in 1834.”

“Then what was right one year was wrong the next? That is, to
my weak womanly notions, a very extraordinary form of justice.”

Her hrother-inlaw regarded her inquiringly. Evidently he was
surprised ; did not at first take in the intense single-mindedness of
the woman who could thus throw herself out of herself, and indig-
nanily argue the cause of ancther, even though it trenched upon
ground so delicate that most feminine instinets would have let it alone.
He looked at her ; and then his just nature divining the utter inno-
cence and indifierence out of which she spoke, he said nothing—only
sighed.

"“You are a very good woman, Hannah—I know that, and Grace
ought 1o be oxcecdnwl) obliged to you. But you cannot help her—
not in the least.”

“And comot you? Could yon not, at least, prevent the man’s
marying auother woman—as he means to do in your very church
next Sunds ay 1”7

“Does he? The bhrate!” cried Mr. Rivers passionately. Then,

elapsing into his former coldness—¢ I fear nothing can be done.
'l‘he former marriage being invalid, he can contract another 'ltany
time—legally, T mean ; the moral queshxon is a different thing.”

“So it seems,” said Hannah bitterly ; for she was vexed at his
manner—it secemed so hard, so unlike his usnal warm, generous way
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of judging matters.  * Bul,” she argued, resolved to leave not a stone
unturned for her poor servant's sake, “if the marriage with Grace
was unlawful, why cannot he be prosecuted for that, as for higamy or
similine offences? Bither it was a erime or it was not. It it was.
punish it by the law ; if not—"

“You reason like a woman,” interrupted Mr. Rivers angrily.
“When I, a man, have alveady argued the question with myseit in
every possible way He stopped abruptly. < L mean, thas you
women will only see two sides of w subject—the vight and wrong.

“Yes, thank heaven t”

“Whereas there are many sides, and 2 man requires to see them
all.  But we arve slipping indo ethieal diseussion, which you and T wpe
vather prone to, Aunt Hannali.  Suppose, instead, we go and losiz
owr roses

Go and look at roses when a fellow-creature was hanging on every
breath of theirs for hope or despair!  Hannah had never thonght Ler
brother-in-law 50 hard-hearted.

“ T can’t wo,” she said. T must firstspeak to poor Grave,  What
shall T say to her?” .

“Whatever yon lke. But I think the less you say the lotter
And perhaps, i if you could gendly hing it, the sooner she leaves va the
hetter.  OF course she will have to leave.”

“ Leave t7 repeated Hannah, much startled by the new phase which
this most unlucky affaiv was assuming.  “Why ‘of cowrse 7 ¥ nover
thought of her leaving.”

“« Do you not see?  Bub no, vou cannot—iou sce nothing at i 1"
muttered Bernard Rivers to himself. < Do you not perceive. con-
tinued he carnestly, “ that we live on a house on a hill, moraliv as
well as physically T ‘I'hat w clergyman must keep himself out of the
slightest shadow of evil comment 7 T especially, both as vecior of
Easterham and as Siv Austin’s son, must expect to have my acts and
motives sharply criticised, and perhaps many « motive ascribed to me
which does not exist.  No ; T have been thinking the matter over all
morning, aud T see no alternative. Chace ought o go. I helinye
Lady Rivers and all at the Mont-House would say the same.”

Hannah drew back.  She had never resisted her brother-in-law
before—mnot even in cases where she had thought him a little w m::::
though this happened seldom.  She hadd found out that, like most men
who are neither selfish nor egostistical, he was remark: 11)11' just. Now
she felt him to be unjust. To send away Rosies fond .md fuithinl
nurse would be to the child herself avery Iarmful thing—to Grace, in
her circumstances, & bitter unkindness not to say an “actual wrong :
and Miss Thellusen was not ihe woman to stand & amely by and sne a
a wrong done to any human heing if she conld helpit.

Siill it was needful to be ver Al «'u.n'ded, and she might even have
been less cowrageous, hiad not the allusion to the Moat-House and
its opmlons—.ll\\ ays more or less shallow and worldly—stirred wj in
her something of that righteous indignation which hiazed up, guite
unexpectedly somet'mu,, fn Aunt Hannal’s quict bosom.

# Excuse me,” she said, move formally than she was used to speak,
in the free and pleasant, even aflectionate relations that now subsisted
hetween Mt Rivers and heself.  © Lady Rivers is mistress of the
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Moat-House, hut not of the House on the Hill.  When you did me
the honour to give me that position, you distinctly said I should man-
age it as I chose. I claim y right.  For Roesie’s sake T must beg
of you not io send away her nurse.”

“Good heavens! you will not see! Ilow can I, placed as T am,
keep in my house & woman who is disgraced for life?”

# Not disgraced ; only unfortunate.  Sheis a very good girl indeed.
She protests solemnly she had not an iden that in marrying James
Dixon she was doing wrong.”

#How you women do hold to your point!” snid Mr. Rivers in
great rritalion, almost agitation. “Bub she has done wrong.  She
has broken the law.  In the eye of the law she is neither more nor
fess than a poor seduced girl, mnother of a bastard child.”

. Now Hannah Thelluson was an exceedingly “proper” person; that
Is, though not ignorant of the wickedness of the world—the things
“done in seervet,” as St. Paul terms them—she agreed with St. Paul
that it was « shame to speak of them, unless unavoidable, and for
some good end.  Tf duty required, she would have waded through any
gyuantity of filth; but she did not like it: she preferred keeping in
clean paths if possible.  Oftentimes she had been startled, not 1o say
shocked, by the light way in which some fast young ladies who came
about the Moat-1Touse, and even the Misses Rivers themselves, talked
of things which she and the girls of her generation searcely knew ex-
isted, and certainly would never have sppken wlout, except to their
own mothers.  And wmong the qualities in Mr. Rivers which first
drew her towards him was one which wemen soon instinctively find
out in men—as men, they say, in women—that rare delieacy of
thought and action which no outward decorum can ever imitate, be-
cause 1t springs from an innaie chastity of soul. Thus, when in his
excitement M. Rivers used such exceedingly plain, ugly words, Miss
Thelluson looked at him in intense astonishment, and blushed all over
Ler face. '

Some people called Hannalh a phin woman—ihat is, she was tall,
and thin, and colouvless, not unlike the white lily she had been com-
pared to ; but when she blushed, it was like the white lily with a
rosy sunset gldw upon it.  For the wmoment she looked absoiutely
pretty. - Something in Mr. River's eves made her conscious that he
thought so—or, 2t least, that hie was thinking of her, and not of poor
Grace or the subjeet in hand ag all.

“IWhy do you not oftener wear white, T like it so much,” he said,
softly touching her gown, a thick muslin, embroidered with hlack,
which she thenght would be a sort of medireval compromise.  She was
s0 fond of white, that it was half-regretfully she had decided she was
{00 old to wear it.  But among her new dresses she could not resist
this one. Tt pleased her to have it noticed, or would luve done, had
not her mind bheen full of other things.

“X was going to the pic-nic in Langmead Woad, yonu kuow: hut
never mind that just now.  Before I start T shall have to tell poor
Grace her doom. A heavy blow it will be. Do not ask me to make
it worse by {clling her she must leave us.”

Barnard was silent.

“Lemmot bear to resist vowr will,” pleaded she.  “\When [ first
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came here, I made up my mind to obey you——that is, in all domestic
things, even as she would have done.  But even she would have re-
sisted you in this.  Were she living now, T wm sure she would say
exactly as I do—dear, tender- hearted Tosa!”

#Why do you name her?” said Mr. Rivers in o low tone.  “Axe
you not afraid?”

“Afraid! Why should I be?  Of all women T ever knew, my sis-
ter had the trnest heart, the quickest sense of justice.  If she thought
a thing was vight, she would say it-—aye, and do it, too—in face of
the whole world.  So would L%

“Would you? Are you onc of those women who have conrage to
dety the world?”

“J think T am, if T were tried: but 1 never have been tried. T
hope I never may be; and T hope, too, that you will save me from
doing any more in the defiant line,” .ldded she, smiling, “by retract-
ing what you said, and letting (Jl\lC(, stay.”

“ But liow can she stay? How can you keep her miserable story a
seeret?”

“ I should not keep it «w seeret at all. I would tell everybody the
whole truth, expluining that we drew the line Letween guilt and in-
nocence ; that you refused to marry James Dixon to this new wife of
his, but that the poor creature whom he had made believa she was his
wife should stay under the shelter of your roof as long as she liked.
That, I am sure, would be the just and right way to act.  Shall it
be so?”

“You are a courageous woman, Hannah.  But,” added he, with a
sad kind of smile, 1t is liko the cowrage of litéle boys venturing on
our frozen pond there; they do not know how deep it is. No, no;
T cannot thus run counter to my own people and to all the world. In
truth, I dare not.”

“ Dave not !’ Hannah blazed up in that sudden way of hers, when-
ever she saw o wrong douc—doubl) 50 when any onc she mrcd for
did it.  She had lived with Mr. Rivers nearly a year now, and wheth-
cr she cared for him or not, she had never scen anything in him which
made her cease to respeet himpq—until now. “ Dare not!” she re-
peated, almost doubting if she had heard truly.  **When there is a
certain course of conduct open to him, be it rvight or wrong, I always
believed that the last reason an honest man gave for deelining it would
be, ‘I dare not !’

The moment she had made this bitter speech—one of the old sar-
castic speeches of her givthood—Hannah saw it was a mistake, that
she was taking with Mr. Rivers a liberty which even » flesh-and-
blood sister had no right to take, and she was certain he feit it so.
All the proud Norman blood rushed up to his forchead.

“I never knew I was @ coward, Miss Thelluson.  Since you think
me one, I will relieve you of my company.”

Opening the French window at once, he passed out of it into the
garden, and disappeared.

Hannah stood, overwhelmed.  During all the months they had
lived under the same roof, and in the closo intimacy that was inevita-
ble under the cncumst.mcw she and her brother-in-law had never had
anything approaching to a qu.u‘rcl. They had differed widely some-
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times, Lub always aumicably, and upon abstract rvather than personal
grounds.  Those “sharp words,” which even the dearvest friends say
o one another sometimes, had never passed hetween them.  His ex-
traordinarily sweet temper—oh, how keenly Hannah now appreciated
her sister’s fond praise of the blessing it was to have a sweet-tempered
hushand —his utter absence of worldliness and sclf-conceit ; and that
warm good heart, which, as the clond of misery slowly passed away
from him, shone out in evervthing he did and said j-—all these things
made quarrelling with Bernard Rivers almost impossible.

“What have T done 7" thought Hannah, half-lawghing, halferying.
< He must think me o perfect virago. I will apologize the minute he
comes hack.”

Bat he did not come back ; not though she waited an howr in the
breakfast-roem, putting ofi” her houschold duties, and even that other,
as painful as it was inevitable, speaking to poor Grace; but he never
came.  Then, going into the hall, she saw that his hat and coat had

canished.  She knew his appointments of the morning, and was sure
now that e was gone and would be away the whole day.

Then Hannah became move perplexed—thorvoughly unhappy.  Iven
Grace’s forlorn fice, when she told her—she had not the heart to tell
more—that Mr. Rivers could promise nothing, but that she hoped he
would prevent the marriage, it possible,—failed to affeet her much
and Rosie’s little arms around her neck, and the fond murmur of
<Pannie, Tannie,” did not give nearly the comfort that they were
wont to do.

“"Tannie has been mwghty,” said she, feeling a strange relief in con-
fessing her sins to the unconscious child.  “Tannie has vexed papa.
When Rosie grows up she must never vex papa.  She must tey to
be a comfort to him @ he has no one clse.”

Poor Hamnah ! She had done wrong, and she knew it. When thiy
was the case, nothing and nobody could soothe Hannah Thelluson.

With a heavy heart, she got ready for the pic-nic—a family attair
between this house and the Moat-House, which was still full of visit-
ors.  The girls were to fetch first their brother from the school-house,
and then herself, but when the carriage came round, M. Rivers was
not n it.

“ Bernard is thoroughly sulky to-day,” said the cldest sister.  “He
doesn’t scem to know his own mind at all, whether he will go or won's;
bug perhaps he may turn up by-and-by.  Don’t let us bother about
Jiim. Such a splendid day it 18 for a pic-nie, and Langmead Wood at
its Joveliest time ! Do leb us enjoy ourselves.”

They did enjoy themselves, and certainly, Hannah thought, were
not much “hothered ” by their brother’s sulkiness, or afilicted by his
absence.  The fraternal hond is so free and eusy, that, except in cases
of very special affection, brothevs and sisters can speedily console
themselves with somebody else.

But with herself it was not so.  She thought the givls rather heart-
less in missing Bernard so little.  She missed him o good deal, and
seb down her regrets as conscience-stings.  They hindeved half her en-
joyment of the lovely wood, just putting on its green clothing, full of
primroses and hyacinths, and nest-building birds ponring out on all
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sides arapture of spring-tide song,  She searcely heard it, or heaving
it only gave her pain,

L was unkind to him,” she thought ; “unkind to a man whuse wife
is dead, who goes lonely throush the world, and newds every allovanes
that can be made for him, every comfort that can be given him.  He,
tou, who is always so considerate and kind to me ! How ungrateful
f have been !

So absorbed was she in her contrition that she did not notiee for
ever so Jong what otherwise would have interested her much-—z very
patent loveaftiir now going on hetween Adeline Rivers and this sams
M. Melville, the young squire whom Grace had mentioned. “To Lring
him “to the point,” as one of the gils confidentially told her, this pic-
nic hiad heen planned, hoping that the tender infivence of the woody
glades of Langmead would open his heavt, and turn i6 feom nebulous
courtship to substantial marriage- - marriage evidently highly accept-
able to the whole family,  Which Hannah thought rather odd, con-
sidering what she knew of the family opinions, and that it was hue
the mere chance of o mavriage happening before instead of after the
vear 1835, which saved Merbert Melville from heing in the same
position as poor Grace’s son—a “hase horn” child.

Late in the afternoon, Bernand appeared,  They were all sitting in
acirele ronud the remmants of the dinner.  He shook hands with
everyhady, ending with Miss Thelluson.  Wowds were impossibin
there : but Flannah tried to make her eves say, “Are we friends? §
am o sorry” - The apology fell hopeless © he was looking in another
direction, and she shrank bank into hewself, feeling move unhappy, in
a foolish, canseless, childish sort of way, than she remembered te have
done for at least ten years,

It

*To he wroth with one we love
both wark like madness ju the rain,”

=10 he wroth with ourselves for having wronged one wa love is pretty
nearly as bad 5 except that in such 2 ease we e able to punisic otr-
selves unlinitedly, as Haunah did, with the most laudable pertinacity.
for a full hour.  She listened with patience to endless discussions,
fele--tete, inong Lady Rivers sl her givls, upon the chanees and pros-
pects of the youny couple for whose benefit the pic-nic was made—
who, pour things knew well what they were hrought there fur, and
what was expected of them hefore returning home. At any cther
time she would have pitied, or smiled at, this pair of lovers, who final-
Iy slipped aside among the trees, out of sight, though not out of com-
went, of their affectionate fimilies : and she might have felt half amns-
ed, half indignant, at the cool, public way in which the whole matter
was discussed.  But now her heart was too sore and sad ; she just
listened politely to evervbody that wanted listener, and meantime
heard painfully every word her brother-indaw said, and saw every move-
ment he made—not one, however, in her divection.  She made s, 13
tyr of herself, did everything she did not care to do, and omitted the
only thing she longed to do—to go up straight to Mr. Rivers and sy
“Ave you angry with me still? Do you never mean to forgive me §7

Apparently not, for he kept sedulously out of her way, and yet pear
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her, though not o word between them was possible. * 'This behaviow
at last tantalized her so much, that she fairly ran away : stole quietly
out of the civele, and hid horself in a nut-wood dell, filling her hands
with blue hyacinths.

“Hannab, what are you doing?

“@athering a nosegay to take home to Rosic.”

A Drief queshon and answer.  Yet they scemed to clear away e
cloud.  Mr. Rivers stood watching little whileand then hegan Thely.-
ing her to gather the flowers.

How coutlmmll) vou think of Rosic’s pleasure. Dut you do ¥
everybody’s.  What a warm good heart you have.”

“«Have 17 1 doubt it,” answered Hannal, with « falteving voive .
for she was touched by his gcutlcncss, by that wonderfully sweet ne-
ture he had—so rave in a man, yet not unmanly, if men could 0'1{3
helieve this!  Hannah had long ceased to wonder why her hrother-ii:-
law was so universally belov od.

“T think you and I rather quarrelled this morning, Aunt Haned
We never did so hefove, did we?”

“No."” )

“Then don’t let us do it ngain.  Here is my hawd.”

Hanuah took it joyfully, tried to speak, and sighally failed.

“You don’t mean to say vou ave erying?”

“Tam afraid L am. X6 s very silly, but T can’t help it T neves
was used to quarrelling, and T have been quite unhappy all day.  Yor
see,”—and she raised her face with the innocent childdike expression
it somctimes wore—mniore childdike, he once told her, than any cres-
ture he ever saw over ten years old,—¢you see. T had behaved so it
to you—yon that are unfailingly kind to me.”

# Not kind—say grateful. O, Hannah !” hie said, with great cav.-
ostness, “I owe yon more, much more, than I can ever vepay. I was
sinking into a perfect slongh of despond, hecoming a miserable nseless
wretch, a torment to myself and everybody about me, when it cams
into my head to send for you. You ronsed me, you made me feel that
my life was not ended, that T had still work to do, amd strength to de
it with.  Hanunal, if any hwinan being ever saved another, you saved
me.”

Hannah was much moved.  8till more so when, drooping his head
and playing absently with o mass of dead leaves, from under which
biue violets were springing, he added—

“1 sometimes think ske must have sent yon to me,—do you?”

“T think thus much—that she would rcjoice if I, or auy one, wis
able to do you any good.  Any generous woman wonld, after she had
gone away, and could do vou «oo'l no more. She would wish vou te
De happy—even if it were with another woman——another wife.”

Hannah said this carefully, deliberately ; she had long waited for «
chance of saying it, that he m:«llt know e.\‘\ctlv what was her feeling
about second marriages, did he contemplate anything of the sort. Hc
evidently caught her meaning, and was p'lmcd by it.

“Thank yout. Rosa said much the same thing to me, just hefore
she died.  But I have no intention of mar rying again, - At least, not
now.”

Hanuah eonld not tell whe, but she felt velieved—even glad, The
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ineubus of several weeks was taken off at once, as well as that other
burthen--which she had no iden would have weighed her down so
much—the feeling of being at variance with her brother-in-law.

He sat down besido her on a felled log ; and they began talking of
all sorts of things—the beauty of the wood, the wonderfully delicious
spring day ; and how Rosie would have enjoyed it, how she would
enjoy it by-and-by, when she was old enough to be brought to pic-nics
at Langmead.  All trivial subjects, lightly and gaily discussed ; but
ihey were straws to show how the wind blew, and Hannah was sure
now that the wind blew fair again—that Mr. Rivers had forgiven and
jorgotten everything.

Not everything ; for he asked suddenly if she had told Grace the
hitter truth, and how she bore it ?

“ Patiently, of cowrse ; but she is nearly broken-hearted.”

“Poorsoul! And you think, Hannah, that if she—Rosa—had
been here, she would have let Grace stay 17

“ [ am sure she would.  She’ was so just, so pure, so large in all
iier judgments ; she would have seen at once that Grace meant no
harm—that no real guilt could attach to lier, only mistortune ; and
therefore, it wis neither necessary nor right to send her away.”

“Very well. I came to tell you that she shall not be sent away.
I have reconsidered the question, and am prepared to visk all the con-
sequences of keeping her,—for my little girl’s sake,—and yours.”

Hannah hurst into broken thanks, and then fairly began to cry
again.  She could not tell what was the matter with her.  Her joy
was as silly and weak-minded as her sorrow. She was so ashamed of
herself as to be almost relieved when Mr. Rivers, laughing at her
in a kindly, pleasant way, rose up and rejoined his sisters.

The rest of the day she had searcely ten words with him ; yet she
folt as happy as possible.  Peace was restored between him and her-
self ; and Grace's misery was lightened « little, though, alas ! not
smuch.  Perhaps, since even her master said she had done no inten-
tional wrong, the poor girl would get used to hetlot in time. It
could not bea very dreary lot—to take care of Rosie. And Aunt
Hannah longed for her little dmling,—wished she had her in her
arms, to show ler the heaps of spring flowers, and the rabbits with
their funny flashes of white tails, appearing and disappearing beneath
the tender ferns that were shooting up under the dead leaves of last
year,—life out of death, and joy out of sorrow, us God meant it to be.

Nuy, even the Rivers family and the vest seemed to dvop a little of
theiv formal worldliness, and become young men and maidens, ve-
joicing in the spring.  Especially the well-watched pair of lovers;
who had evidently come to an understanding, as desived ; for when,
after o lengthy absence, they reappearved, bringing two small sticks
apiece, as their contributions to the fire that was to Loil the kettle,
their shyness and awkwardness were only equalled by their expres-
sion of blushing content.

Why should not old-maid Hannah be content likewise 7 though she
was not in her teens, like Adeline, and had no lover! But she had »
tender feeling about lovers still ; and in this blithe and happy spring-
time it stirred afresh; and her heart was moved in a strange sort of
way—half pleasant, half sad.
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Besides, this day happened to be an anniversary. Not that Han-
nah was among those who keep auniversaries ; on the contvary, she
cavefully avoided them ; but she never forgot them. Many a time,
when nobody knew, she was living over again, with an ineffaced and
inefficeable vividness, certain days and certain hours, burnt into her
memory with the red-hot iron of aflliction. The wounds had healed
hut the scars remained. For years she had never seen yellow No-
vember fogs without remembering the day when Arthur sailed ; nor
cowslips, but she remembered having a bunch of them in her hand
when she got the letter telling her of his death—just as he was “get-
ing up May-hill "—as they often say of consumptive people. And
for years—oli, how many years it scemed—after that day, spring days
had given her a cruel pain; as if the world had all come alive again,
and Arthur was dead.

To-day, even though it was the very anniversary of his death, she
felt diffevently. There came back into her heart that long-forgotter.
sense of spring, which always used to come sith the primroses and
cowslips, when Arthur and she played together among them. The
world Zad come alive again, and Axthur had come alive too; but
wmore as when he was « little boy and her playfellow than her lover.
A strange kind of fancy entered her mind—a wonder what he wwus
like now—boy, or man, or angel; and what he was doing in that
land, which, try as we will, we cannot realise, and are not meant te
realise, in any way that would narrow owr duties heve. Whether he
still remained the same, or had altered, as she was conscious she had
altered ; grown as she had grown,—and suffered ; no, he coutd not
suffer, as she had suftered these ten, cleven years? Did he want hert
or was he happy without her? Would they, when they met, meet as
hetrothed lovers, or as.the angels in heaven, “ who neither marry nos
are given in marringe.”

All those thoughts, and many more, went flitting across her mind
as Miss Thelluson sat in a place she often took—-it saved talking, and
she liked it—Dbeside the old coachiman, on the Moat-House carriage, s
they drove in the soft May twilight, through glade and woodland,
soor and down, to Easterham village. And when far off;she saw the
lighy Ishining from 2 window of the House on the Hill, her heart
Jeaped to it—her heart, not her fancy—for there was her warm, hap-
py, human home. There, under that peaceful roof, centred all her
duties, all her delights ; there, in the quiet nursery, little Rosie lay
sleeping, ready to wake up next morning fresh as the flowers, merry
as o young lambkin, developing more and more in her opening child-
life—the most wondexrful and lovely sight God ever gives us, and He
gives it us every day—a growing human soul.

“ Oh, if Rosa could only see her now—the daughter for whom she
died!” sighed Hannah; and then suppressed the sigh, as frveligious,
unjust.  “ No. I think if Rosa came back to us, and saw us now—
him and her baby, and me—she would not be unhappy.  She would
say—what I should say wmyself, if I died—that when God takes our
dead from us, He means us not to grieve forever, only to remember.”
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CHAPTER VI

Haxyan was fond of the Moat-House ; in the way that we are often
iond of people thrown temporvarily in owr way, thinking : “ I should
jike you if T knew you,” but well aware that this will never happen.
Often, as in her walks she passed by the grey old walls, she could
wiite wnderstand Mr. Rivers’s strong clinging to the only home he
aver kuew, the resting place of his family for generations. She
svmpathized keenly in his admiration for its quaint nooks and corners
within—Iits quainter aspeet without; for the moat had been drained,
andd turned into a terraced gavden, and the old drawbridge into o
hridge leading to it : so that it was the most original and iuteresting
house possible.

Miss Thelluson would have gone there often, hut for a eonviction
hat its inhabitznts did not approve of this. Wide as their civele was,
and endless as were their entertainments, it was not what Hunnah
called a hospitable house.  That is, it opened its doors wide at stated
thres ; gave the mest splendid dinners and balls ; but if you went in
accidentally or uninvited, you were received Loth by the family and
sovvents with eivil surprise.  Hunmah was, once calling of an evening
aster an carly dinner; when the effort to geb her an egg to ler tea
secmed to throw the whole establishment, from the butler downwards,
into such dire confusion, that she never owned to being ¢ hungry ” at
the Moat-House again,

Nor was it a4 place Lo bring u child to. Rosic, always good at
home, was sure to be naughty at the Moat-House ; and then grand.
sannma and aunts always told papa of it, and papa came back and
vompluined to Aunt Haunah jand Aunt Hannah was sometimes sorry,
sometimes indignant.  Sv the end was that she and her child never
went there unless specially  invited ; and that paradise of most little
people—¢ grandmamma’s louse ” and ¢ grandmamma’s garden "—was
1o Rosie Rivers o perfect blank.

Nevertlieless, Annt Hannah never looked at the lovely old house
withuut 2 sense of tender regret ; for it was so very lovely, and might
Bave been so dewr.  Perhaps it would be, one duy, when Rosie, its
heir's sole heiress, reigned as mistress there. A change which another
ten o fifteen years were likely enough to bring about, as Sir Austin
wwas an old man, and young Austin, the hapless eldest son, would never
inherit anything. Everybody knew, though nobody said it, that the
Rev. Bernurd Rivers would be in reality his father’s successor. Even
iady Rivers, who was a rich young widow when she became Sir
Austin’s wife, and had a comfortable jointure house in another county,
<ypenly referred to that time, and as openly regretted that her step-son
-1id not twrn his thoughts to a second marriage.

“ But he will soon, of cowrse ; and you ought to take every oppor-
tunity of suggesting it to him, Miss Thelluson ; for, in his position, it
is veally his duty, and he says one of the great advantages you are to
him is, that you always keep him up to his duty.”

To these remarks Hannah seldom answered more than a polite
sinile.  She made a point of never discussing My, Rivers's mar lage ;
first, because if his family had no delicacy on the subject,she had ; and,
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seeond, hecause every day convineed her move and more that he was
sincere when he told her he had no present intention of the kind,

Yet he was perfeetly cheerful now—not exactly in his old buoyant
fashion, but in a contented, equable way, that Hununah, at least, liked
much better.  Theirs was a cheerful house, too. ¢ Use hospitality
without grudging ¥ was Bernard’s motto ; and he used it, as she once

.\umrestul to lmn, principally to those “who cannot repay thee”  So

the House on the Hill—the clergyman’s house—was scldom empty,

but Lad always bed and hoard at the service of any who vequired it,
ar enjoyed it.  Still, this kind of hospitality, simple ag it was, kept

Hannah very busy Alws avs. Not that she objected to it: nay, she

rather liked it ; it voused hier dormant sacial qualities, made her "talk

more and ook brighter and better-—indeed some people congratulated

Ler on having grown ten years younger since she came to 15 Sasterhans.

Nhe felt so horsolf at any e,

Besides this outside cheerfulness in their daily life, she and her
srother-in-law, sinee their quarrel and its m‘tkinrv-up, scemed to have
wob on together better than ever.  Her mind was settled on the mar-
vinge question, she dreaded no immediate changes, and he seemed to'
respect her all the more for having “shown fight” on the question of
Girace D1\0n~——.d.\s, Mrs. Dixon no longer now i—she took off her
wedding-ring, and was called plain Grace; she had no right to any
ather name.,

“ And my boy has no name cither,” she said once, with a pale
patient face, when the worst of her sorrow having spent itself, she
went about her duties, outwardly resigned.

“Wever mind ! Hannah replied, with a choke in lier throat.
st make himself one.”
discussed it no more.

Neither did she and her rother-in-law open it up again. It was
one of the sore inevitables, the painful awkwardnesses, best not talked
about,  In truth—in the position in which she and Mr. Rivers stood
to one another—how could they talk about it !

The Rivers’s family did sometines § they had w genius for discussing
unpleasant topics. But happily the .\pproaching marriage of M.
Melville and Adeline sunihilated this one.

“ Under the circumstances nobody could speak to him about it,
vou know ; it might hurt his feelings,” said the happy bride-elect.
* And pray keep Grace out of his way, for he knows her well ; she
was brought up in his family. A very nice family, ave they not 17

Hannah allowed they were.  She sometimes watched the dowager
Mrs. Melville among her tribe of step-daughters, whom she Trad
hrought up, and who returned her care with unwonted tenderness,

thought of poor Grace, and—sighed.

Adelinc’s marringe was carried out without delay. It scemed a

drent satisfaction to everybody, and a relief hkewise. Young Mr.

Melville, who was rather of a buttertly temperament, had ftuttered
about this nosegay of pretty givls for the last ten years.  He had, in
fuct, Joved throu"h the fmmly—-—be«nmunfr with the eldest, when they
were play fellow«s then transferring his aftections to Helen, and bem"
smpposed to receive a death Dlow on her engagement ; which, how-
ever, he speedily recovered, to earry on a long Hivtation with the

“ He
And then they laid the subject aside, and
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handsome Bertha ; tinally, 1o everybody’s wonder, he settled down to-
Adeline, who was the quietest, the least pretty, and the only one out of
the four who really loved him.

Bertha was vexed at first, but soon took consolation. ¢ After ali,
1 only caved to flive with him, and I can do it just as well when lLeis
my brother-in-law.  Brothers ave so stupid ; but a brother-in-law, of
one’s own age, will be so very convenient. Miss Thelluson, don't
you find it s0?”

Haonah seaveely answered this—one of the many odd things which
she often heard said at the Moat-House.  However she did not consider
it her province to notice them. The Riverses were Bernard’s
¢ people,” as he affectionately called them, and his loving eye saw
all their faults very small, and their virtues very large. Hannab
tried, for his sake, to do the same.  Only, the better she knew them
the more she determined on one thing-~to hold firmly to her point,
that she, and she alone, should have the bringing up of little Rosic.

“T davesay you will think me’ very conceited,” she said one night
tv Rosie’s father—the winter evenings were drawing in again, and
they were sitting together talking, in that peaceful hour after ¢ the
children are asleep "—* but I do believe that T, her mother's sister,
«an bring up Rosie better than anybody else.  First, Lecause I love
her best, she being of my own blood ; secondly, because not all women
—ai0t even all mothers—have the rveal motherly heart.  ShallT tell
you a story I heard to-day, and Lady Rivers instanced it as * right
discipline 2 But it is only a baby-story ; it may wewry you.”

“ Nothing ever wearies me that concerns Rosie—and you.”

“Well, then, there is an Easterham lady—you meet her often af
dinner-parties—-young and pretty, and capital at talking of maternal
duties. She has a little git] of six, and the little girl did wrong in
some small way, and was told to say she was sorry. ‘I have said it
mamma, seventy-times-seven—to myself.’ (A queer speech ; but
children do say such gueer things sometimes; Rosie does already.)
¢ But you must say it to me,’ said mamma, ‘I won’t,’ said the child,
And then the mother stood, beating and shaking her, at intervals, for-
nealy an hour. At last the little thing fell into convulsions of sol-
bing. ¢ Fetch me the water-jug, and T'll pour it over her.'  (Which
she did, wetting her throngh.) ¢ This is the way I conquer my child-
ren’ Now,” said Hannah Thelluson, with fiushing eyes, “If auy
strange wonun were ever to try to * conquer’ gy child "

“ Keep yourself guiet, Hannah,” said Mr. Rivers, half smiling, and
gently patting her hand.  “ No ‘strange woman’ shall ever interfere
between you and Rosie.”

“ And you will promise never to send her to school, at Pavis or
anywhere else, as Lady Rivers proposed the other day, when she is
old enough? Oh, papa” (she sometimes called him “papa,” as
compromise hetween ¢ Bernard,” which he wished, and ¢ M.
Rivers ") “I think I should go frantic if anybody were to take my
child away from me.”

“ Nohody ever shall,” siid he, earnestly pressing her hand, which
be had not yet let go.  Then, after a pause, and a troubled stirring of
the fire—his habit when he was perplexed—he added, “ Hannal,
do you ever ook into the future at all1”
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“ Rosie's futme ?  Yes, often.”

“No ; your own.”

“J think—not much,” Hannah replied, after slight hesitation, and
trying to be as trathful as she could. ¢ When first I came here I
was doubtful how our plan would aunswer; but it has answered ad-
mirably. I desire no change. 1 am only too happy in my present
life.” ’

¢« Perfectly happy !  Ave you guite swe? ”

“ Quite sure.”

“Then I suppose 1 ought to be.”

Yet he sighed, and very soon after he rose with some excuse about
& sermon he had to look over ; went into his study, whence, contrary
to his custom, he did not emerge for the rest of the evening,

Hannah sat alone, and rather uncomfortable. Had she vexed him
in any way? Was he not glad she declared herself happy, since, of
necessity, his kindness helped to make her so? For months now
there had never come a cloud between them. Their first quarrel was
also their last. By this time they had, of course, grown perfectly
used to one another’s ways ; their life flowed on in its even conrse ~-
a pleasant river, busy as it was smooth. Upon its smface floni -l
peacefully that happy, childish life, developing into more beauty ey ery
day. Rosie was not exactly a baby now ; and often when she trotted
along the broad garden walk, holding tightly papa’s hand on one sifo
and auntie’s on the other, there came into Hannal's mind that lovely
picture of Tennyson's :—

‘¢ Aud in their double love secure
The little maiden walked demure,
Pacing with downward eyelids pure,”

Thut was the picture which she saw in a vision, and had referred to—
why had it vexed the father? Did he think she spoiled Rosie? But
love never spoils any child, and Aunt Hannah could be stern, too, if
necessary. She made as few laws as possible ; but those she did make
were irrevocable, and Rosie knew this already. She never cried for
u thing twiee over—and, oh, how touching was her trust, how patient
her resigning !

“T don't know how fur you will educate your little niece,” wrote
Lady Dunsmove, in the early days-of Hannah'’s willing task ; “but T
am quite certain she will educate you."

So she did ; and Hannah continually watched in wonder the little
new-born soul, growing as fast as the bedy, and spreading ong its
wings daily in farther and faiver flights, learning, she knew not how,
more things than she had taught it, or could teach.

Then Rosie comforted her aunt so—with the same sweet, dumb
comfort that Hannah used to get from flowers, and bivds, and trees.
But here was a living flower, which God had given ler to train up
into beauty, blessing her with twice the blessedness she gave. In all
her little household worries, Rosie’s unconscious and perpetual well-
spring of happiness scothed Hannah indescribably, and never more so
than in some bitter days which followed that day, when Mr. Rivers
seemed to have suddenly returned to his eld wmiserable self, and to be
dissatisfied with everything and everybody.
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Even herself. She could not guess why ; but sometimes her bro-
ther-in-law actually scolded her, or, what was worse, he scolded Rosie;
quite needlessly, for the child was an exceedingly good child. And
then Aunt Hanuah's indignation was roused. More than once she
thought of giving him a severe lecture, as she had occasionally done
before, and he declared it did him good.  But n certain diftidence re-
strained her.  What right indeed had she to “pitch into him,” as he
had laughingly ealled it, when thoy were no bloud relations #—if blood
gives the right of fault-finding, which some people suppose.  Good
friends as she and Mr. Rivers were, Hannah scrupled to claim more
than the rights of friendship, which searcely justify a lady in saying
to a gentleman in his own house, “ You are growing a perfect bear,
and 1 would much rather have your room than your company.”

‘Which was the truth. Just now, if she had not had Rosie’s nursery
to take refuge in, and Rosie’s little bosom to fly to, burying her head
there oftentimes, and drying her wet eyes upon the baby pinafore,
Aunt Hannah would have had.a sore time of it.

And yet she was so sorry for him—so sorry: If the old cloud were
permanently to return, what should she do? What possible influence
had she over him? She was neither his mother nor sister, if indeed,
cither of those ties permanently affect a man who has once been mar-
vied, and known the closest sympathy, the strongest influence a man
can know. Many a time, when he was very disagreeable, her heart
sank down like lead, she would carry Rosie sorrowtully out of papa’s
way, lest she should vex him, or be made naughty by him ; conscious
as she clasped the chiid to her bosom, of that dangerous feeling which
men sometimes rouse in women—even fathers in mothers—that their
children are much pleasanter company than themselves.

Poor Bernard ! poor Hannah !  Perhaps the former should have
heen wiser, the latter more quick-sighted. But men are not always
Solons; and Hannah was a rather peculiar sort of woman.  She had
so completely taken her own measure and settled her voluntary des-
tiny, that it never occurred to lier she was not quite the old maid she
thought herself, or that, like other mortal creatures, hev lot, is well
as her individuality, was liable to be modified by circumstances, When
Bernard once told her she was a well-liked person, growing very popu-
lar at Easterham, she smiled, rather pleased than not; but when he
hinted that an elderly rector, a rich widower, who had lately taken to
visiting constantly at the House on the Hill, did not visit there on
his account, but hers, Miss Thelluson at first looked innocently un-
comprehending, then annoyed, as it her brother-in-law had made an
unseemly jest. He never made it again. And soon afterwards, either
from her extreme coldness of manner, or some other cause, the rector
suddenly vanished, and was no more seen.

Presently, and just at the time when she would have been most
glad of visitors to cheer up her brother-in-law, their house seemed to
grow strangely empty.  Invitations ceased, even those at the Moat-
Houso being fewer and more formal. And in one of her rare visits
there, Lady Rivers had much annoyed her by dragging in—apropos
of Adeline’s marriage, and the great advantage it was for girls to get
early scttled in life—a pointed allusion to the aforesaid rector,and his
persistent attentions.

[V
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“Which of course everybody noticed, my dear. Everybody notices
everything in Easterham. And allow me to say that if he does mean
anything, you. may count on my best wishes. Indeed, I think, all
things considered, to marry him would be the very best thing you
could do.”

“Thank you; but I have not the slightest intention of doing it.”

“Then, do you never mean to marry at alll”

“Probably not,” replied Hannah, trying hard to keep up that aiv of
smiling politeness, which she had hitherto found as repellent as a crys-
tal wall against impertinent intrusiveness.  “But, really, these things
cannot possibly interest any one but myself. Not even benevolent
Easterham.”

“Pardon me. Benevolent Easterham is taking far too much inter-
est in the matter, and in yowrself, too, T am sory to say,” observed
Lady Rivers, mysteriously. “But, of course, it is no business of
mine.”

And with a displeased look, the old lady disappeaved to other guests,
giving Hannah unmistakably “the cold shoulder” for the remainder
of the evening.

This did not atilict her much, for she was used to it. Of far great-
er consequence was it when, a little while after, she saw by Bernard’s
looks that his spirits had risen, and he was almost his old self again.
It always pleased him when his sister-in-law was invited to the Moat-
House, and made herself agrecable there, as she resolutely did.  The
habit of accepting & man's bread and salt,and then making oneself dis-
agreeable in the eating of it, or abuging it afterwards, was a phase of
fashionable morality not yet attained to by Miss Thelluson. She did
not care to visit much ; but when she did go out, she enjoyed herself
as much as possible.

“Yes, it has been a very pleasant evening; quite lively—for the
Moat-House,” she would have added, but checked herself. It was
touching to see Bernard’s innocent admiration of everything at the
Moat-House. The only occasions when it vexed her was when they
showed so little appreciation of him.

“QOh, why can he not always be-as good as he is to-night!” thought
Hannah, when, as they walked home together, which they did some-
times of fine evenings, instead of ordering the carriage, he talked
pleasantly and cheerfully the whole way. They passed through the
silent, shut-up village, and up the equally silent hill-road, to the smooth
“down” at its top. There the extreme quietness and loneliness, and
the mysterious beauty of the frosty starlight, seemed to soothe him in-
to a more earnest mood, imparting something of the feeling which
bright winter nights always gave to- Hannah—that sense of nearness
to the invisible, which levels all human griefs, and comforts all mortal
hain. .

P Perhaps, after all,” said he, when they had been speaking on this
subject, “1t does not so very much matter whether one is happy or
miserable during one’s short life here; or . ne is inclined to feel so on
a night like this, and talking together as you and I do now. The
only thing of moment seems to be to have patience and do one’

dn ."

“yI think it does matter,” Hannah answered; but gently, 8o asnot
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to frighten away the good angel which she rejoiced to see returning.
“ Poople do their duty much better when they are happy. I cannot
imagine a God who could accept only the sacrifices of the miserable.
We must all sufter, less or more ; but T never would suffer one whit
more, or longer, than I could help.”

“Would you not?”

“Noj; nor would I muke others suffer. What do you think the
child said to me yesterday, when T was removing her playthings at
bed-time? T suppose I looked grave, for she said, ‘Poor Tanuie !
Isn’t Tannie sorry to take away Rosie’s toys?” Tannie was sorry, and
would gladly have given them all back again if she could. Don’t you
think,” and Hannal lited her soft, grey truthful eyes to the winter
sky, ¢ that if Tannie feels thus, so surely must God?”

M. Rivers said nothing ; but he pressed slightly the arm within
lns, and they walked on, taking the “sweet counsel together,” which
is the best privilege of real friends. Tt was like old days come back
again, and Hannah felt so «l.ul

“Now you may perceive,” Bernard said after a little, apropos of
nothing, “why the charming young ladies who come atbout my sisters,
and whom they think I don’t admire half enouglh, do not attract me
as I suppose they ought to do. They might have done so once, before
I had known sorrow ; but now they seem to me so ‘young,’ shallow,
and small.  One half of me—the decpest half—tliey never touch :
nor do my own people neither.  For instance, the things we have been
talking of to-night T should never dream of speaking about to any-
body-——except: you.”

“Thank you,” replied Hannah, gratified.

Had she thmwht herself hound to tell the full truth, she might have
confessed that there was o time when she, on her part, thonght M.
Rivers as he thonght these girls, “young, shallow, and small.”  She
did ot now.  Kither he had altered very muc]n, or she had much mis-
judged him.  Probably both was the case. He had grown older,
avaver, more cnest.  She did not feel the least like his mother now:
he was often much wiser than she, and she gladly owned this. - Tt
would have relieved her honest mind to own likewisc a few other
trifles on which she had been egregiously mistaken.  DBut in some
things, and especially those which concerned herself and her own feel-
ings, Hanuah was still a very swy woman.

“Not that T have a word to say against these charming givls,” con-
tinucd ke, relapsing into his gay mood.  “No doubt ﬂlq\' ave very
chavming, the Miss Melvilles and the rest.

+* *He that loves u rasy cheek,
And a coral lip admires,’

may find enough to admire in them.  Only---oniy—you remember the
last verse?”  And he vepeated it: with a fender intonation that

sather surprised Hannaji—

< +But a tree and constant mind,
Gentle thoughts and calm desives.
Hearts in cqual love combined,
Windle neveradying firez.”
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Thut is wy theory of loving—is it yours?”

“I should fancy it is most people’s who have ever deeply thought
about the matter.”

“ Another theory T have, too,” he went on, appavently half in earn-
est, half’ in jost, “that the passion comes to different people, and at
difierent times of their lives, in very contrary ways. Sowme ‘fall’ in
love as T did, at fivst sight, with my lost darling,”—he paused, a full
minute. * Others walk into love deliberately, with their eyes open ;
while a few creep into it blindfold, and know not where they are
going till the bandage drops, aud then "

“ And which of these do you suppose was the case of Adeline and
Mtr. Melville?”

“ Good heavens ! 1 was not thinking of Adeline and Mr. Melville
ab all.”

He spoke with such needless acerbity that Hannah actually
laughed, and then begged his pardon, which scemed to offend him
only tho more. She did not know how to take him, his moods were
so various and unaccountable.  But whatever they were, or whatever
he was, she felt bound to put up with hiwa ; nay, she was happier
with him in any mood than when far apart from him, as when he had
held himself aloof from her of late.

“You are very cross to me,” siid she simply, “but I do not wind
it. T know you have many things to vex you, only do please try to
be as good as you can.  And you might as well as not be good to
me.”

“ Be good to you !”

“Yes; for though I may vex you sometimes, us 1 seem to have
done lately, I do not really mean any harny.”

“Harm! Poor Haunah! Why, vou wouldn’t harm a fly. And
yet ? he stopped suddenly, took both her hands, and looked
her hard in the face, “there arve times when I feel as if I hated the
very sight of you.”

Hannah stood aghast.  Such unkind, causelessly unkind words!
Hate her—why 1 Becanse she reminded him of his wife!  And yet,
except for a certain occasional “fumily™ look, no two sisters could
be morce unlike than she and Rosa. Even were it not so, what a silly,
nay, cruel reason for disliking her!  And why had not the dislike
shown itself months ago, when he seemed to prize her ull the more
for belonging to the departed one, whom he still fondly called his
“lost darling.”

Miss Thelluson could not understand it at all.  She was first
startled ; then inexpressibly pained. The tears came, and choked
her.  She would have yun away if she could ; but as she could not,
she walked on, saying nothing, for she literally had not a4 word to say.

Mr. Rivers wadked after her.  “I beg your pardon. T have spoken
wildly, ridiculously. You must forgive. You sce, I am not such a
calm, even temperament as you.  Oh, Hannah, do jorgive me. I did
not mean what I suid—I did not indeed.

# What did you mean then?”

A question which some people, well versed in the science which Mr.
Rivers had just been so eloquently discussing, may consider foolish in
the extremc, showing Hannah te bave been, not merely the least
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self-conscious, but the most purblind of her sex.  She was neither.
But there are natures so exceedingly singlemind d and straight-
forward, that what seems to them not a right or fitting thing to be
done, they no more think of doing themselves, or ¢ aspecting others
of doing, than of performing that celebruted feat of “jumping over
the moon.”  Besides, her idea of herself was, in many ways,as purely
imaginary as her idea of her brotherindaw. The known, notable
fact, that “ hate™ is often only the agonized expression of a very op-
posite feeling, never once suggested itself to the innocent mind of
Hannah Thelluson.

They had by this time reached their own gate.  Her hand was on
the latch, not reluctantly. He took it off.

“ Don’t go in—not just this moment, when you are displeased with
me.  The night is so fine, and there is nobody about.”  (What would
that matter 2 Hannah thought.)  +Just walk a few steps farther,
while I say to you something which I have had on my mind to say
for weeks pust :—a message, no, not . message, but o sort of commis-
sion from a friend of mine.”

By his hesitation, his extreme awkwardness and uncomfortableness
of manner, Hannah guessed directly what it was.  “ Bt tu, Brute 1”
she could have bitterly said, remembering the annoyance to which
she had just been subjected by Lady Rivers; whom she had seen
afterwards in close conclave with Bernard.  Had he, then, been
enlisted on the same side—of the obuoxious rector? Well, what
matter?  She had better hear all, and have done with it.

But there was delay, and for fully ten minutes ; first by Bernard's
stlence, out of which she was determined not to help hin: in the least;
and sceondly, by their encountering & couple out walking like them-
selves, the village apotheenry and  the village milliner,—known well
to be lovers,~—who looked cqually shy at being met by,and astonished
at mceting, their clergyman and his sister-in-law out on the hill at
that late hour.  Mi. Rivers himself looked much vexed, and hastily
proposed turhing homew:rd, as if forgetting altogether what he had
to say, till they once more reached the gute. )

“Just one turn in the garden, Humnah—I must dcliver my
message, and do my duty, as Lady Rivers says T ought. T beg your
pardon,” he added formally, it is trenching on delicate ground, but
my friend, My, Movecamb, has asked me confidentially to tell him
whether you have any objection to his visiting our house.”

“Our house?  Certainly not.”

“But the house meauns yon,—visits paid to you. with 2 certain
definite end,—in plain terms, he wishes to marry you™

“And has confided that intention io you, and to all Easterham !
How very kind! But would it not have been kinder to put the
question to me himself, instead of making it public through a third
party 2"

“If by the *third party’ you mean me, I ussure you, I was no
willing party , and also, that I have sedulously kept the seeret forced
upon me.  Even tonight, when Lady Rivers was questioning me on
the subject, T was caveful not to let her suspect, in the smallest
degree, that there was any foundation for the report L:eyond Easter
ham gossip at Morecamb’s frequent visits. I kept my own counsel”

P




o s i

Hannah, 151

ay, and submitted to be rated roundly for my indifference to your
interests, and told that I was hindering you from making aflgood
marringe. Isitsol” :

“You ought to have known me better than to suppose T should
ever make a ‘good’ marriage ; whieh means in Lady Rivers's voeabu-
lary, & marviage of convenience.  She is very kind, to take my afiairs
so completely into her own lunds. 1 aum deeply indebted to her-—and
to you.”

The tone was so hitter and sativical, so uulike hevselt, that Bernard
turned to look at her in the starlight,—the pale pure face, neither
young nor old, which, he sometimes said, never would he cither
younger or older, becituse no wear and tear of human passion troubled
its celestial peace.

“1 have offended you, 1 see.  Can it be possible that

“ Nothing is impossible, appurently.  But 1 should have supposed
that you yourself would have been the first to put down all remarks of
this kind ; aware that it was, at least, highly uprobable T could have
any feeling concerning My, Morecamb—uniess 1t was resentment ai
his haviug made me a public talk in this way.”

“ He could not help it, T suppose.”

“He ought to have helpedit.  Any man who really loves a woman

will hide her under a bushel, so to speak,—shelter her from the faintest
breath of gossip, tuke any trouble. any blame even, upon himself,
ather than let her be talked about. At least, that is how T should
feel if' T were & man and loved o woman,  But I donw’t undevstand you
men—less ard less the more I know of yon.  Yon seem to see things
in o different light. and live after a different pattern from what we
women do.”

“That is only too true,—the move the pity,” said Mr. Rivers, sigh-
ing.  “ But as to gossip : the man might not be able to prevent it.
There might be cireumstances——— What doyou think Morecamb onght
to have done?”

Haunah thought a moment.  * ¢ should have held his tongue till
he knew his own mind fully, or guessed mine.  Thex he should have
put the question to me dircet, and I would have answerved it the
same, and also held my tongue.  Half the love-miseries in the world
arise, not from the love itself. but from people’s talking about it. T
say to all my young firiends who fall in love, whether happily or
unhappily,— Keep it to yowself: whatever happens, hold your
tongue.””

“ Oracalur advice—as if from 2 prophetess superior to all these
human weiknesses,” suid Bernand bitterly. A pity it was not given
in time to peor Mr. Morecamb.  What do you dislike in him—his
age:”

# N1 it is generally a good thing for the man to be older than the

vonan-—cven much older™

# His being & widower then t”

# Not at all ; but—" and Hanuah stopped, as indignant as it she
had really loved Mr. Morecawb. That her brother-inlaw should
be pleading the cause of 2 gentleman who wanted to marry her, or
that any gentleman shonld be wanting to marry her, scemed equally
extraordinary. She could have lwghed at the whole matter ‘had she
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not felt so strangely, absurdly angry. She stood-—twirling her hands
in and out of her muff, and patting with fierce little feet the frosty
gronnd, and waited for Mr. Rivers to speak next.  He did so at length,
very formally.

< I have, then, to convey to my friend a simple negative, and say
that you desire his visits here to cease!”

“ Not if he is your friend, and you wish them to continue. What
right have I to shut the door upon any of your guests? My position
15 most awkward, most uncomfortable.  'Why you did not spare’me
this? If you had tried, I think—1I think you might.”

Lt was a woman’s involuntary outery of pain, and appeal for pro-
tection—until she remembered she was making it to a sham pro-
tector : @ man who had no legal rights towards her ; who was neither
husband, father, nor brother ; who, though she was living under his
roof, could not shelter her in the smallest degree, except as an ovdi-
nary friend.  He was that anyhow, for he burst out in earnest and
passionate rejoinder.

“ How could I have sp.u'ul you—only tell me? You talk of rights
—what right have I to prevent the man’s secking you—to stand in
the way of your marrying, as they tell me I do? Oh, Hannah! if
you knew what misapprehension, what blame I have subjected myself
to, in all these weeks of silence.  And yet now yon-—even you—-turn
round and acense me.”

“T accuse you !”

“ Well, well, perhaps we ave taking a tov tragical view of the whole
matter. You do not quite hate me?”

“No; on the contrary, it was you who said you hated me.”

And that sudden change from pathos to bathos, from the sublime to
the ridiculous, which, in talk, constantly takes place between people
who are very familiar with one another. came now to soothe the
agitation of both.

“ Let us make a paction, for it will never do to have another
quarel, o oven a coolness,” said Mr. Rivers, with that bright, plea-
sant meuner of his, which always warmed Hannah through and
thra u«h like aunshme she whose life, beforce she came to Eusterham,
hart been, if placid, 2 htt-lc sunless, cold, and pale.  “I know. when-
ever you tap your foot in that way, it is a sign you are waxing
wrath.  Presently vou will burst out, and tear me limb from limb, ag
—allegorically speaking—you delight to do, you being a ¢ big lion,’
as Rosie says, and I as innocent as a lamb the whole time.”

Hannah iaughed, and “got down from her high horse,” ashe used to
call it, immediately. She always did when he appealed to her in that
1rresxshbly winning, good-humored way. It is one of the greatest of
mysteries—the influence one human being has over-another.  Oftener
than not, because of extreme dissimilarity. Upon Hanmal’s grave
and silent nature, the very youthfulness, buoyantness, and frankness
of this young man came with a charm and freshness which she never
found in grave, silent, middle-aged people. Even his face, which she
had once called too handsome—uninterestingly handsome,—she had
come to look at with a tender pride—as his mother (so she said to
herself at least) might have done.

“Well, papa,” she replied, “I don’t know whether you are a lamb
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or u lion, but you are without doubt the sweetest tempered man I
ever knew. It is a blessing to live with you, as Rosa once said.”

“ Did she say that? poor darling! And-—snd do you think it?
Oh, Hannah !” and he lifted up in the starlight a suddenly grave,
even solemn, face ; “if you knew everything—if she were looking at
us two here—would she not say—1I am sure she would i

But the sentence was never ended ; for just as they stood at the
hall door, a scream resounded from within—an uninistakable woman's
seream. .

“That is Grace’s voice. Oh, my baby, my baby !” cried Hannah,
and darted away, Mr. Rivers following her.

TO CLORINDA,

WHO ATTENDS THE LADIES LECTURES.

Ah no, Clorinda ! pout or frown

Won't alter my determination :
T'm most inexorably down

On “Woman’s Higher Education.’

This heart was once serenely guy,

But now it’s positively bleeding,
T date my sorrow from the day

Clorinda took to heavy reading.

You once (and would you did so still !)

Thought Wisdom much the same as Folly,
Before you worshipped J. 8. Mill,

And voted Logic ‘awful jolly.’

The ‘Masor Premiss’ you inclined

To fancy held the Queen’s commission,
And such were never in your mind

Connected with a Propesttion.

But now vou argue this and that,

In terms obscure and cabalistic;
And prove me ignorant and flat,

By rules severely syllogistic.

And figures did not once, you know,

(Except quadrilles) employ your leisure ;
You thought the Vulyar Fraction low,

And you disdained the Commeon Measure.

But now you feed your tender mind

On Cubic Roots : you try Quadratics:
With secret pleasure, too, you find

I'm shaky in my Mathewatics.



N A AR A Fdan s o -

Y54 Phe Sun and the Worlds Avound ITim.

Oh happy days, before you proved
The laws of Astronomic action !
You cared not how the planets moved,
And Gravity had no attraction.

But now you roam the Milky Way,

And realms of science voll hetween us;
And how shall T aspire to play

The satellite to such a Venus?

I have the wedding-ring, it’s true,

(I rather think you'd like the pattern)
But rings ean have no charm for you,

Except, perhaps, the vings of Saturn.

And so farewell, too-learned fair!

Farewell ! T feel you can’t have still a
Love for one who, you declave,

Is but a civilized gorilla,

OhL Woman ! all owr woe and pain

Avose from your desire for knowledge ;
Then do, for pity’s sake, restrain

This fatal zeal for Class and College.

But let them smile, or let them frown,

I make this solemn declaration :
T'm most inexorably down

On ‘Woman's Higher Education.’

ALLAN A’ DALk

THE SUN AND THE WORLDS AROUND HIM
BY OMRICON.

SECOND PAPER.

‘When we look at the sun through a good teicscope, we find that it
is not a body of spotless light as it appears to the naked eye ; scattered
here and there, spots are seen, intenscly black at the center, surround-
ed by o margin of lighter shade; they are of various sizes, some of
them many thousands of miles in diameter, others so small, that in the
most powerful telescopes they appear as mere points. A careful study

. of these spots has given additional light on many questions connected

with the sun.

First. Tt has been found that the spots move across the sun’s disc ;
we see & spot on the sun’s edge, and we find that every day it gets
neaver the center of the sun ; then passes outward, and after moving
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across is 1o+t at the opposite side. The time of the transit of these
spots has been carefully watched, and it has been found that in some
cases it is greater than in that of others ; the shortest transit of a spot
across the sun of which we know is 12 days, 1 hour, and 6 minutes ;
and the longest, 14 days, 5 hours, and 30 minutes. The motion of the
spots is divect, or in the same divection in which the planets move.

The foregoing fact shows that the sun must rotate on its axis and
carry the spots wround with it; this may be vegarded as the first
lesson which sun-spots teach us.— 2'he sun rotates.

But we have just alluded toa very important tact : the spots do not
¢ross the smn's dise in equal times.

This fact teaches usa second lesson : the spots cannot be fixed bodies
like the lwnar mountains but wmust, some of them at least, have a
motion of their own.

K. C. Carrington of England has cavefully watched and mapped the
spots which appeared on the sun for several yemrs in succession, and
his observationslead to the following very interesting result.

The spots which are nearest the sun’s equator moves more rapidly
across the dise than those neav the poles.  In other words, the greater
the solar Iatitude in which a spot may happen to be situated, the longer
it will be visible from the earth. Spots then have a proper motion of
their own ; and this motion is in the opposite direction to the sun’s
rotation ; its motion is dirvect, that of the spots retrograde.

Tt would thus appear, that spots may have about the same nmount
of proper motion ; and as a given number of miles at the equator, is a
smaller avc of the sun’s surface, than the same number of miles will be
near the poles, spots at the poles are longer visible than those on the
equator.

It is by observing the time of the passage of spots across the sun’s
disc, that astronomers find the time of the sun’s rotation ; but it is
plain from the foregoing, that till we know the rate of the proper
motion of spots, the time of the sun’s rotation caraot be certainly
known.

But another fact which may prove of importance is this; spots
do not break out on cvery part of the sun’s surface, so far as latitude
is concerned. They form two belts, one on each side of the equator ;
and what is strange, those belts of spots sometimes approach each
other, and lie near the equator, then they separate again, and are
seen at a greater distance from cach other. It is surmised that this
is in some way, divectly or indivectly,produced by planctary influence,
but so far as the writer is aware, on this point nothing has been
proved ; it remains to reward some future investigator, and perhaps
when the numerous beautiful solar photographs, taken by Mr. Ashe,
our Astronomer at Quebee, are published to the world, this question,
and many others of equal importance may be answered.

But another fact in relation to sun-spots must be noticed.  They
are not always equally numerous. Sometimes we sce the sun crowded
with spots ; at other times we may look for spots in vain, none ave
visible.

Schwabe, of Dessau, has shown that the appearance of spots in
great numbers, is subject to a kind of irregular periodicity. He com-
menced observations in 1826, and has continued them without
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interruption up to the present time. In 1826 one hundred and
eighteen spots were observed, the number had increased in 1827, and
in 1828 it amounted to two humdred and tweny-five. During the next
five years there was a gradual decrease, until in 1833 only thirty-
three new groups were seen,  ‘Che number then increased gradually,
and in 1837, threc hundred and thirty-three new groups were ob-
served. The number then deercased and reached the minimum in
1843, when an increase again commmenced.

Wolf, of Zurich, has collected and carefully tabulated all the
records of sun-spot observations during the last 130 years, and from
the evidence before us we learn the following lessons :

First—The number of spots on the sun’s sueface are subject to
perindical change.

Second—The interval between the maxima (in other words the
period) is not regular ; for instance, there was a maximum in 1788,
the next took place in 1804, showing an interval of sixteen years;
but there was o maximum in 1829, and another in 1837, in which
case the interval was only eight years.  The sun-spot period then
s Trregular.

Llird—There is another important fact to be noticed in this con-
nection.  Zhe minima scarcely ever occur midway betweer two maaima.

During the few last sun-spot periods, the interval between a maxi-
mum and the following minimum has been greater than than the
interval between the minimum and the following maximwn., But
this is not a necessary consequence of any law ; nor has it always been
the fact. In the interval between 1823 and 1833 the opposite was
the case, therc being only about three years from the maximum to
the following minimum.

Though these facts may scem rather dvy, we shall find ther im-
portant, should we ever endeavor to find the cause of this strange
phenomenon, the periodicity of solar-spots.

The size of some sun-spots has been truly cnormous.  Schwabe
speaks of one whose diameter was 74,000 miles ; and in the telescope
these spots are sometimes scen to undergo tremendous changes. They
not only shift their position in relation to each other, but they often
undergo extraordinary changes in themselves.  The black centre, or
umbra, has been seen to divide, and portions to drift outward into the
sun’s photosphere, and undergo many other changes. Such was the
case in relation to one observed by Mr. Ashe, in April, 1866, and by
the writer, in September, 1870.

Sun-spots are not formed immediately with their full dimensions.
The writer has seen them grow from very small black points, having
no penumbra, to spots of considerable size.  Chacornac says that a
number of small spots usually appear, first of all isolated and devoid
of penumbra ; then they gradually become swrrounded with the grey
tint which chavacterizes the latter, whilst the spot continues to in-
crease in size. The neavest of the small spots are connected together
by portions of penumbra, and they at length unite into a common
penumbra ; and, finally, the increasing nuclei blend into one spot of
large dimensions. Sir W. Herschel has actually seen large spots
formed by the augmentation of a small black point ; and he has also
witnessed the disappearance of spots by a gradual shrinking of the
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nucleus, which often divided itself into several distinet nuclei. A
spot is at present breaking up in this manner. T fivst noticed it when
uear the limb on the 10th of July, siuce which time it has greatly en-
larged, and now—July 19th-—geetns to be breaking up and dissolving.

Whatever theory we adopt to explain the nature of sun-spots, the
foregoing appenrances must be accounted for.

We have been speaking of spots which appear dark on the sun’s
surface, but there wre other spots of quite u different character near
the edge of the solar dise, and, especially about spots approaching the
edge, very bright streaks of diversified form, sometimes entirely sepa-
rate, ut others uniting in rvidges and network. These appearances,
termed facnlae, are the most hrilliant parts of the sun.

Faculie are of all sizes, from softly-gleaming, narrow tracts 1,000
miles long, to continuous complicated heapy ridges 40,000 miles in
length and more than a thonsand broad.  Such ridges often swrround
a spot, and hence appear more conspicuous.

The reader will now doubtless b¢ ready to enquive, what arve these
spots?  But hefore we angwer this question we must look at a few
more facts.

Two eminent astronomers, Secchi and Chacornae, have found that
sun-spots ave the coolest portions.of the solar surface, and the latter
tells us the faculie are the hottest parts of the sun. We must pass on-
ward and glance at the discoveries of the last two or three years.

It has been long known that during solar eclipses some appearances
become visible which are overpowered by the sun’s light at other
times. Red flames have been seert extending outward some distance
from the sun, they had beeu cavefully examined and drawn by the
Astronomer Royal, Airy, and others ; and since the discovery of the
spectroscope they have been subjected to close investigation by Lock-
ver, Janssen, and other observers. Thosc ved Aames or prominences,
as they have been called, assume many fantastic shapes, sometimes
rushing outward from the sun to an cnormous distance, and they
have in a few instances been scen to detach themselves from the solar
surface, and appear to float in what seems to be the solar atmosphere.
[n 1868 one of these flames, observed in India, had somewhat of a
spiral shape, rushing outward and turning round at the same time ;
the basc of these flames is usuaully connected with an envelope of the
same matter which is seen to surrcund the sun ; and to which the
name of chromosphere has been given ; in fact these flames seem to
be portions of this solur envelupe driven outward by some enormous
force which seems to come from the body of the sun.

From the observations of the solar eclipse of 1868, it has been
proved that those red flames are not solid or liquid particles in the
sun’s atmosphere ; the light emitted by them is not coutinuous, but
concentrated in a few bright lines, proving the flames to be glowing
or incandescent gas ; and the position of the lines shows the gas to
consist chicfly of hydrogen.

We must vefer to another fact now clearly established.  Those
flames avo usually seen in the neighbourhood of spots, and appear to
be in some way connected with them. Prof. Respighi, who has de-
voted much time to the observation of these flames, suys that they
usually come out-around the margin of the spots,not throngh them, ex-
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cept in rave cases ; and other observations appear to corroborate the
same view,

One fact more must be referred to, and before we bring the present
paper to u close.  During total solw eclipses, the darkened sun is
secn surrounded with a radiance ov glow of light, known as the coronc.
It has been questioned whether this light was a solar appendage or an
atmospheric phenomenon.  This point would scem to be settled by
the observations made in December, 1870 ; at least, the weight of
evidence scams to favour the idea that this appearance is rveally con-
nected with the sun.

We have stated many facts, but offered very few explanations.
The questions : What are the spots? 'Why are they more numerous
at some periods than at others?  Ave the changes on the sun’s surface
in any way connected with changes in the earth’s atmospherel—are
full of interest; but these, aud many others equally impertant must
form the subject of another paper.

A SEPTEMBER SONG.

BY MISS EMMA J. M, R,

Glad September ! thou art come,
Welcome as a lov'd one home,
Month of beauty, pleasant time,
Choice of seasons in thy prime.

Woods and orchards in full leaf,
Dressed in sweetest hues, too brief,
‘With their loads of nuts and fruit,
Giving food to man and brute.

Summer’s fierce heat now is gone,
Milder radiance vests npou,

All the Iandseape, in a glow,

Rich in colour, form and show,

All around scems to rejoice,
Shall we join the general voice?
Join the chorus, sing the song,
Swell the anthem loud and long.

Thou art not a reverie dream,

But a beautious living theme;

May thy glories never fail,

Sweet September thee we hail !
ToroNTO, August, 1871.
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GRIMSBY SCENERY.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “SKETCHES ON THE HUDs0ON.”

‘With the exception of the worldwvenswned Falls of Niagara, few
localities in Canada have greater natural attractions than the country
surrounding the little village of Grimsby. True,its renown is not very
widespread, for it is a pluce of little commercial importance ; but
those who visit it, whencesoever they come, speak loudly in its
praise.

Let me invite my veaders to a wumble with e in this vieinity.

Herve we ave at the depot, and our train has hurried away, leaving
us to pursue as best we can, our trip in search of the beauties of
Canadian scenery.

The village itself presents little of interest, but yonder mountain,
rising up boldly near it, ab once arvests our attention. 'Fo climb thab
steep must be our first achicvement. It is not & mountain, properly
so called, but a prominent part of that greut and singular escarpment

-which may be traced from the Manitoulin Islands of Lake Huron,
around the head of Lake Ontario,and far into the State of New York,
At Hamilton it forms the well-known Buvlington Heights, famed as
the seat of a military camp during the war of 1812. At the Niagara
river it is known as the Queenston Heights,also still more celebrated on
account of the gallant bravery of Sit Isaac Brock ; which is commem-
orated by a suitable monument.

At Grimsby the “mountain,” as it is popularly called, is about
three hundred fect high, and is almost 2 perpendicular elevation, As
we approach it on this hot July morning, how attractive look its
leafy coverts, for its sides are densely crowded with tall trees, that
almost totally exclude the burning rays of the sun.  "We must climb
however to yonder sunmit that we may feast our eyes upon the view
it presents.

Various kinds of vegetation, peculiar to the woods, lie under our
feet, and make us wish it was the season when wild flowers abound,
that we might search for some new species to add to our Herbariums.
As we near the top the ferns become very abundant, and especially
are we delighted to find some very beautiful specimens of the lovely
Maiden Hair (Adicntum pedatum), so universally admired wherever
found. Now the ascent grows more and more difficult, and we must
-drag oursel ves up this well-worn pathway by the roots and branches
of fir and cedar trees that grow out among the rocks. But now at
last we have reached the top. A few steps more,and we stand gazing
upon the beautiful view below us.

Of course it is by no means so grand as the view from the Catskill
Mountains on the Hudson, which embraces an area of nearly 4,000
square wmiles, and parts of four States,nor is it at all to be compared in
sublimity to the views among the magnificent Alps of Switzerland,
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but for quiet and picturesque beauty of landseape, [ know not where
to find it surpassed.

Yonder lies beautiful Ontavio, the pride of the Province whick
bears its name. It seems more beautiful than ever from this point of
view. Its peaceful waters lie quietly below us, and stretch away to
the eastward far as-tho eye can reach.  Not a ripple even mws its
placid surface ; it is resting—basking in the sunshine.

Far out on the deep blue waters, we see ships that look like specks
of white, and seem not to move ; while vonder, plying its daily course
between Niagara aud Tovonto, rides a stenmer well known to tourists.

On this clear day we can see, in places, the other shore.  Yonder
glittering dome, just visible, and almost directly opposite, is the
Lunatic Asylum of Toronto—thirty miles away.  And, as we twn
our eyes westward, we see the blue line of coast, wheve lies Oakville,
Port Credit, and Wellington Square.

That dimly visible line across the head of the fake is a sand-bank,
called “ the Beach,” covered with fishermen’s huts : and the part of
the lake cut off by it is Burlington Bay.  This narrow strip of land
hetween the mountain and the lake, and reaching far ag we can see
both east and west, is a delightful picture.  From this eminence it
appears as perfectly Jevel as the lake beyond. It is variegated in
colors, each division of farm and field, orchard and wood, presenting a
different shade.  Tho fences, too, appear mere lines, and the herbage,
which gives the variety of colors, is searcely distinguishable. Here
grow fruits of every kind for which the climate is adapted. The
peach, the pear, the apple, and the quince, among the larger fruit,and
the strawberry, the raspberry, the cherry, the blackberry among the
smaller, arc cultivated in abundance. This region along the south
shore of Lake Ontario, is well known to produce the finest apples for
exportation, of any part of Canada : and being protected from early
and late Srosts by the united influence of the lake and the mountain,
peiaches and grapes ave here largely grown, while o mile south these
fruits eannot be cultivated with any snceess.  So vemarkably is this
part of the Niagara peninsula adapted to fiuit, and so luxuriant is
the vegetation both natural and cultivated, that it has become known
as the “Garden of Canada.” Turning our eyes to the east, and fol-
lowing the brow of the mountain as far as it is visible, we can just
discover @ tall needle-like object, that excites our curiosty. Fortu-
nately one of our company has brought a telescope, and by its aid we
discern “ Brock’s Monument.”

Wandering hack from “The Point,” as this height is called by the
villagers, we follow a narrow footpath winding along the side of adeep
ravine. Through this ravine a creek has been flowing for ages, until
what may once have boen & fall rivalling Niagara in height, is now «
diminutive one, 2 mile back from its original falling place.  Along
the sides of the ravine, so-called “petrified moss” is to be found, form-
ed by deposits of lime in the growing moss.  Some fossils of lily en-
crinites and brachiopods ave found here among the rocks of the Nia-
gara formation ; and now and then a beautiful specimen of fucoid
(Arthrophyecus Horlani) marks the Clinton division,

Returning from “Beamer's Falls,” as these are locally designated,
we rambled along the brow of the mountain westward. ‘The thick
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growth of trees makes the way almost impassable, unless we follow «
narrow footpath. Now and then an opening between the trees and
bushes gives ug churming views of the luke and country below us.
We are in quest of one more pluce of intercst before we leave the
mountain. It is called “ The Fair View,” Lecause of the clear and
delightful view which it affords.

It is almost sunset ere we reach it. A few clouds ave hovering in
the western sky, and Phebus is driving his golden chariot behind
them. We shall miss the great object of our long ramble, viz., to be-
lold a sunset from * The Fair View.” But no! as if pitying our dis-
appointient, lie again emerges below the clouds, and is sinking away
in unsurpassed glory. These clouds are edged with gold and silver,
and a fiery baud lies parallel with the Lorizon—DBut why attempt to
describe the indeseribable!  The glory of God’s works is beyond de-
seription, It brings to mind those beautiful lines by Moove :—

“Thou art, O God, the life and light
Of all this wondrous world we sce ;

Its glow by day, its smile by nigh,

Ave but reflections-caught from thee!
Where’er we turn, thy glorics shine,
Aud 2ll things fair and bright are thine.

When day with farewell beams delays
Among the opening clouds of even,

And we can almost think we gaze,
Through golden vistas, into Heaven,
Those hues that mark the day’s decline,
So soft, so vadiant, Lord, are thine.”

From this same Fair View,in 1868,I witnessed the eclipse of the sun
—now I have beheld his setting; and it seems to me that from no
other point of view in Canada would these scenes have appeared, the
one so awfully grand, the other, so rich in splendour.

But the day is almost gone, and we must seek some resting place
for the nmight. Near by a carriage road winds along by a gentle des-
cent down the mountain, and of it we take advantage. At the foot
is a cosy cottage, nestled away behind locust spruce and fur trees ; half
hidden from sight. Itis the homé of one of our party, who with
generous hospitality desires us to rest bemeath his roof.

To another day,then, we must leave the rest of ou rambler in questr
of Grimsby scenery.

PYRAMUS AND THISBE.

(AN ADAYTATION FrROM OVID, METAML 1V.)

LY WILLTAM BOYD,

So slowly passed the day; -
-And, like as watchers-wish its rvise,
She ‘wished it Were away.

TFanThisbe breath’d & thousand sighs,
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XKecn anticipation speeds

Swifter than those matchless steeds
‘Which Pheebus drives at equal pace with time:

So the maiden sighed for night,

Yet she sighed at thought of flight,
Restless as one who meditates a crime.

But when Proserpine’s sceptre sway'd,
And day in night was lost,
The daring Babylonian maid
Her father's threshold cross'd;
Nerved by conscious helplessness,
Urged by ardent love no less,

‘With winged step, and beating pulse, she sped;
Braving night and parents’ wrath,
Wondrous power that Eros hath !

She passed the gates, and from the city fled.

And through the desert night she hied,
Tho’ grimmest terrors hover
Around each bush the maid deseried,
Her thoughts were of her lover.
Heiz lit the desert night
TWith her hallow’d silver light,
And guided Thishe to the placo she sought,
Where, a limpid fountain nigh,
Spread a lofty mullberry ;
But only she had reach’d the appointed spot.

At length strange sounds her ear impell'd,
And creeping fears encroach ;
Lo! horror-stricken, she beheld
A lioness approach ;
Stalking to the forest spring,
Fresh from recent slaughtering,
Its shaggy front still dripping with the gore.
Startled by Thisbe’s sudden flight,
Slow it woke to wrathful might,
And, springing forth, her fallen mantle tore.

When slaked her thirst, the lioness
Departed to her lair,
Came Pyramus, all eagerness,
No Thisbe found he there !
When he mark’d upon the ground
Tracks of savage beast, and found
The well-known mantle, torn, and stain'd with gore,
He exclaimed, “0 wretched 1!
Have I brought thee liere to die 2—
This night shall see us twain cross Lethe’s flood!”

‘With mortal wound he smote Lis side,
And:sank upon the ground;
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‘When to him came his stricken bride,
And thus her loved one found.

‘Who-can tell her wild despair?

‘Who i fathom love so rare?

She laid k. down close by her lover’s side 3
Grief s great from love so deep,
Sovrow « it forbids to weep;

Unwounded, save by hapless love, she died !

EASTERN OFFICIAL LIFE.

.

BY RAMSAWMY SIVAJEE, ESQUIRE.

StAr Ba—a thousand pardons for this lapsus calami ! My
natwral penchant for slang—1I mean, for the discarded beauties of popu-
lar parlance—sometimes leads me beyond the strict limits of parlia-
mentary diction. With this neat apology for a yudeness which I had
so unwittingly approached, I think I may safely assume that the
reader has already anticipated my most rvespectful salaam* in
conjunction with “tke assurance of my highest counsideration and
esteem.”

[ shall not, I think, be accused of egotism (but only a pardonablo
pride), if T remark en passent that the foregoing little “gem ” is not
wholly unworthy of the earlier literary traditions of the House of
SivAJEE.

I \vill]now ask the reader to accompany me through that pretty
Iittle bungalow in which I received such kind hospitality on my first
arrival at Madras, and which was described in the City House-
Register as “ Lhe Dove’'s Nest” ; premising my observations with
the remark that the description thereof will apply generally to the
domiciles of all Indian bachelors.

Thero were three occupants—my swell guide (Afr. Benjamin Beau-
clerk Spiffin was the name with which he usually retired to rest) ; his
cham (M. Arthur Wellesley Jones) ; and myhumble self—all government
servants, and no mere “ pop-guns” either in the cstimation of the
sable inhabitants of tho locality in which we resided. :

Mr. Jones (or ¢ Nosey,” as we called him) held alucrative appoint-
ment in the Foreign Department, and was oxceedingly well posted in

* Eastern usage prescribes this mode of salutation on all oceasions.  The Mobus Orzraspr is
thus :—In approaching the object of his respeet or fricndship, whether it be a god (ido)) or man,
the Asiatic politely exclaims * SALAAM, Sanm " and then (suiting the action to the word) bends
This body until it Teaches the contour of an irregular curve; and at the same instant he mises
his right hand, which he places across his forchead and right eye 0 as o conceal a well-known
sarcastic gesture on the part of that facetious o;sﬁc. Remaining in this position forsor s

ds, he slowly r the ndicular, folds hisarmsacross his breast, and imparts to
his features & “ pensive melancholy,” indicative at once of abject servility and deep hysoaut{;
the “dcgree” of the latter being regquilated by the cir st of the ion, and by the
status, divine or social, of the stick: stone, or person gﬁeud [For further information on this
intcrmiirg subject, seo MILTox's ¢ Obscrvations on The Last of tho Mohicans,"—chap. XV.,
page 5S.
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the intrigues and mysteriés of the various native courts at which our
Political Residents* were accredited; and was also a high authority on
all matters which cawe under discussion at their respective Durbars.t

The building contained one sitting-room (or parlour” or ¢draw-
ing-room,” whichever you may please to call it), and three separate
bed-rooms with a4 dressing-room and bath-closet attached to each.
There was one other room, or rather ¢ crib” which, being fitted up
with shelves, we called L%e Pantry. The whole of these apartments
were on the ground-floor ; the upper storey (so to speak), or space
between the ceilingand the apex of the roof, being hermetically sealed
in perpetual gloom, and assigned. to.the Incubrations of the rats and
snakes which held the undisputed fee-simple of that portion of the
tenement. f

The vacant bed-room which fell to my lot was, strange to say, the
best situated, best ventilated, most convenient and most cheerful of
the three ! In the ordinary occurrences of life the last-comer usually
takes the refuse orrubbish discarded by those who precede him, but
my case was evidently a bright exception to that rule of selfishness
which centres in the genus homo.  Spiftin dwelt in touching pathos
on the consideration due to an “illustrious stranger™ (for such he
termed me), and then expatiated in glowing terms on the disinterested
abnegation of self displayed by him in not having hitherto appropriat-
ed those “splendid diggings ;" while « Nosey ” feigned the utmost be-
wilderment at the fact that Ze too had so strangely, so stupidly, omitted
to “stick kis spade in that rare lot” long before. In fine, the whole
affair appeared (to e you know) simply unaccountable—incompre-
hensible !  But, more anon !

The articles of furniture which ornamented the sitting-room were
few and inexpensive.  There was a Side-bowrd (an “indispensable ”
in every Indian bungalow) which was well stocked with “first-
chop ? Manillas and with certain “ other supplies,” all of which were
of the “choicest brands.” There were also a half-dozen arm-chairs
with cane bottoms (seldom used) ; 4 easy chairs, with theis attend-
ant hassocks (one for each of the Salibs§ and one for any “pop™
visitor who might “drop in”; a “Cleopatra ” couch ; a tea-poy ;
a card-table; an “Argand” lamp ; o rvound blackwood centre-
table ; onc or two side-tables 5 a few yacks of playing cards; a crib-
hage board ; and a book-case containing a fair selection of standard
~works, as also one copy of “ The Life and Surprising Adventures of
Robinson Crusoe of York, Mariner.” .

The bed-rooms were furnished as bed-rooms usually ave, with the
addition of mosquito-curtains, fly-traps, and other appliances which

*The position and dutics of these officersare similar to those of British Ambasedors at Forcign
Courts.

{ The word “DurBaAR” in its oriental sense significs a Couxcit Haul in which the affairs of the
Government arc discussed by the Head of the State in iation with his Confidential Ministers.
Dunnars held by the Governor-General, Governors, and Licutenant-Governory, &c., of British
India, are simply Avniesce CHAMERRS in which those exalted personages receive, on behalf of

Her Majesty, the fealty and submission of the native Princes, Chicfs, and Nobles of the country.
Thaesc pageants are usually conducted on 2 scale of great magmificence and oriental splendour,

__There ate not (as' 2 rale) any upper storeysin the houses occupied by Europeans, for the
simple reason that THE FUX OF CLIMBING STAIRS IS NOT APIRECIATED in any ceuiitry castward of
the Cark or Goop Hore. : :

§A term of Tespect used in addressing persons 6f superior station. In the case of a lady the
words * Na'ax Samp " are used. :




. A e S W

73 ek

Eastern Official Life. 165

contributed in no small degree to the comfort of their weary and ex-
hausted occupants. In short, when I say that they were Slecping
Elystums-—unmistakable ¢ duckies "I simply state a fact which
admits of no question or doubt !

The Pantry was—ah! that’s a sneezer I—well, it was supposed to
be a receptacle for—let me sce—yes! we Liad a bottle or two of
« Crosse and Blackwell's” Chlutney, Pickled Onions and Chow-Chow ;
one of Worcestershire Sawuce (the nobleman’s recipe, that of the “ Clergy-
man of the County” having been discovered to be a “base and
worthless imitation ;") several pets of “Day and Martin's ” Black-
ing ; a rattrap*; a rusty sword ; 4 sets of boxing gloves (for
in-door amusement during ¢ the monsoon ;") a complete cricketing
474t ;7 a few superannuated boots aud slippers * of sizes ;” besides
some pieces of old frayed-ont rope-ends which, when knotted together
did becutifully for packing !

The interior management of the houschold was administered by a
Mahommedan butler, who had carte blunche to kick, beat, and bully
every other domestic on the establishment, without fear, favor, or affee-
tion. A list of these blessed encumbrances will doubtless be intexr-
esting to “ friends at a distance : "—

Barber—To perform the daily duties of the tonsorial department ; and
to retail the more important items of current gossip.

Water-Carriecr—to supply the cook and bath-closets with a mixture
of mud, animaleul, and an aqueous liquid bordering on putres-
cence.

Sweeper—To protect spiders and their webs from molestation ; and to
cover the walls and furniture with an adhesive combination of
dust and fine sand (a nice yellow.)

LPorter—To trim lamps—clean boots—run messages—cut tobacco and
fill pipes—and to help the cook in divers capacities, such as
cheating the Sahibs and cribbing their “supplics” out of the
side-board. »

Cool—To live, move, and have his being, in an outhouse misnamed
a kitchen, (baving neither window nor chimney ;) and there to
catexr for the Sakibs in the mysteries of Asiatic gastronomy amid
fumes of charcoal and an eternal atmosphere of smoke.  (These
fellows can stand the “ZXicking” process better than any other
class of servants.)

Gardener—To trim the lawn and water the flowers in the early morn-
ing ; and to chew beetel-nut, and sleep for the remainder of the
24 hours;

Washerman—This gentleman's sole aim of life was apparently to
attack our wardrobes with indescribable, imperceptible astute-
ness, and to furnish us with food for pugilistic digestion every
tenth day throughout the yeax.

3 Horse Keepers—To groom the Sahib’s Arabs; and to-eat the grain
provided for those noble animals -(our grass too, used to disap-.
pear very rapidly !) .

* Qur cupboard and meat-safe heing usually clear of superfiuous viands—that is to say, sMere
—this “* PRIMITIVE ACCONMODATION POR TIAVELLERS® was scldom patronized.  Besides, “¥o-rat-
‘with any social preténsions, wouid cord d to visit the' lower chanibers of an establish m
which the attractions of a good cuisine were by no means evident to the sense of sinell,
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3 Personal Attendants—(body servants)—To attend their masters on
all occasions; and to assist the butler in the daily chastisement
of the other domestics, whether they deserved 2t or not !

In addition to the separate functions here defined, these worthies
are bound to perform certain other and not less important dutics
(which they owe to themselves) in combination with each other,under
the general guidance of the butler, whose experience in this role emi-
nently qualities himn for operations in which the nicest tact and most
consummate address arve essential to success. To this end, the whole
body corporate are, practically, a co-operative association, formed for
the benevolent object of preying on the monetary vitals of their
respective lords. 'This beautiful type of moral rectitude is one of
those inherent traits of Asiatic character which, being in strict accord-
ance with the precepts of the Koran, receives the sanction of time-
honored custom, and is therefore shorn of the criminal aspect it would
otherwise assume.

Our daily programme was somewhat simple, and (like the Zonor-
able Company’s Regulations)—uniform ; viz. :—

6 a.m., Cup of Coffee ; and walk or ride.

7 a.m., Bath and Toilet.

8 a.m., Breakfast; and kick the cook (the latter only when
necessary or in the interests of discipline.)

10 a.m. to 5 p.m., Office ; with Z'{jfin (luncheon) at 2 p.m.

6 p.m., Dress ; and drive out.

7 p.m., Dinner; (the ¢ after-dinner kicking” process deputed to
the Butler, for obvious reasons.)

The remainder of the evening was devoted to easy chairs and slip-
pers, conversation and pipes, and a certain other solace which
revives the drooping energies.

Having arrived in Octobier, I was just in time for al) the guieties of
the Madras season. Spiffin (or “.Spif;” for the sake of brevity) was
“up” to everything on the cards, and I had thevefore little difiiculty
under Zis tuition in effecting an entree to the more sclect and exelus-
ive drawing-rooms of the “benighted "* city. These social gatherings,
however, are all very well when taken mildly and in easy doses ; but I
confess that my physique was not sufliciently enduring to be proof
against the evil effects of the incessant round of balls, pic-nics,
theatres, and other amusements, for which Madras was then dis-
tinguished.  Besides they had a tendency to unfit me for the duties
of my appointment, not that they were very pressing (indeed official
duties seldom aro), but that somnolent habits were gradually stealing
apon me. “Spiff” however consoled me by his assurarice that when
he was a “griff™ (fancy !) he ¢ experienced a similar inconvenience ”
but that in course of time I should become habituated to-the pleasures
of the afternoon siesta.  Spiff was quite correct, inasmuch as Ze de-
voted one hour daily (4 to 5) to a quiet “indulge” just before
leaving office ; but it is only justice to him to say that in me he
eventually found an apt scholar, and a disciple worthy of the doctrine
of “masterly inactivity.”

The official section of Indian socicty (black as well as white) is an ever-

+ This adjective has from time immemorinl been placed before the word MADRAS—n gross libel.
on the civilization of that great Presidency { )
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moving, unsettled, and migratory crop of wwifs and strays, about whom
nobody dreams, cares, or inquires, save those alone who are directly
interested. in their presence, patronage or protection. Silent, unob-
trusive, and seemingly unimpressionable spectators of the eventswhich
make up the monotonous journal of Oriental life, their supremacy is,
nevortheless, felt. It permeates every stratum of the social combina-
tion, and seats itself at the basis of institutions which have ran their
course: and survived the despotism and political convulsions of
centuries! It exercises.a hidden censorial influence over the mani-
festations of the popular will, and countrols the caprices of public
sentiment !  Hence it is that the waters of so many diverse national
currents recede to make way for the great tidal wave that searvches
out by the mere force of its own irresistible onward impetus the un-
guarded approaches to the national instinets ; imparting as it runs,
health, vigor, and tone to the existing standard of public morals !

[T venture to hazard the suggestion that if the foregoing bo no
“unworthy the earlier literary traditions, &e.,” it may, in justice to
R. 8., be viewed as “gem” No. 2; and I shall therefore feel much
gratified if the reader will do me the favor to note it accordingly—
( Sic ttur ad astre!). One more suggestion—the interchange of theso
innocent and sportive courtesies gives o pleasing charm to newly-
formed friendships, which the writer trusts may never he seriously
affected by occasional differences of opinion.] .

Although no alien to the amenities of eastern life I was nevertheless
a stranger to the glorious halo which surrounds domestic independence ;
that is to say in having unrestricted freedom of action—ifree to stand
—free to sit—free to laugh—ifree to talk, and free to let it alone—
free to give orders.in the autocratic and “ don’t-comenear-me ” style
peculiar to the genius of the Anglo-Indian, and which, I may add,
was, until recently, typieal of a peculiar institution of the Southern
States of the American Union.

Yes! I felt liberty in all its phases of freedom of speech, convivi-
«lity, and unlimited “weeds;” and so I settled softly down on the
official couch with a calm and tranquil mind, and thus .passed the
happy hours.away, in sweet unconsciousness of the outer worry and
responsibilities of life !

And yet I was not wholly free free from those perplexities which
hang like a forbidding cloud over all human affair; ! Snug, happy,
and indifferent to the fluctuations of the Madras Frxchange as we
three bachelors ‘certainly were “pro fem.” (as my respected confrere
« Spiff,” used to say), still our chronic tranquility of body was not
unfrequently disquieted by certain atmospheric disturbances which
are by no means unconnnon in Southern India during the advent of
what is known as “Z%e Return Monsoon.”* 1 have already hinted
at the self-denjal exhibited on the part of ¢ Spiff” and “Nosey ” in
their having so deferentially permitted me to occupy the “superior”

* Tie.** Monsoon,” PAR EXCELLENCE, is & wind. which blows from the 8. W. of the Indian
Ocean, across the penjnsula of Hindestan, between the months.of April and -October, and is
called the “ Sou=WesT MoNsooN.” During the remainder of the yéar it Vlows in a_directly con-
trary dircction, from the N. W, of Asia, andis (inits carly phase) termed * The Return Mon-
soon.” The S. W, Monsoon ‘is_sccompanied’ by i ¢ rain and thunder-storms of awful
srandeur and magnificence ;- and is therefore distinguished as.the “wet? or *‘rainy " season,
 confradistinction to the N. W, wing, which is'dry and bracing except in October and Novem-
ber, when its advent is herald¢@ by copious showers at uncertain intervals.
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sleeping appartment, which (by the merest chance, of course) Zappen-
ed to be vacant on my avrival,

Al “Spif,” you only anticipated the “spats;” and you, “Nosey,”
just sniffed from afar those watery vapours which annually baptized
the “splendid diggings”—the “rave lot”—to which you consigned
me in all the plentitude of your benevolence and charity for an ¢il-
lustrious stranger.”

¥ think I had enjoyed the society of my two domiciliary friends
and that of the bewe monde of Fort St. George for a brief period of,
say 11 days—perhaps only 10—it may have been twelve (but I
desire to be cautious in committing myself to a statement which
might involve my veracity), when I experienced the first “tropical”
of the season—*Spift” assured me it was the first, therefore I have
no hesitation in committing myself to a vepetition of that assertion.

Being still young, and of cowrse the self same innocent ““ stupid of
other days,” I had some little difficulty in understanding the precise
meaning of the word “tropical” in its relation to a shower of ordi-
nary magnitude ; but my ever-faithful friend and tutor was promptly
at his post to enlighten me on this point, which he succeeded in doing
Ly means of an historical fuct which he related, and which I will
now take the liberty to record for the information of the reader and
for that of posterity. [Your kind attention is respectfully invited to
the foot note marked thus +.]

With a laudable inclination to ponder over and digest the great
Juct communicated to mo by my esteemed friend (and ¢ pitcher "t)
T retived, with a somewhat elevated and distingue air, within the ter-
ritorial limits of that ‘“rave lot” of which I was the reputed tenant-
at-will ; and having taken a furtive glance at the face of external
nature in the vicinity of my window, I calmly and cantiously
dropped into the lorizontal—n position, by the way, which (in my
case) bore a close aflinity to a frog taking prelimninavy ¢ bearings”
for the maritime survey of a pond.

Coeval with my distended recumbency, the “first tropieal of the
season’’ was proclaiming itself in rather boisterous accents in the
immediate neighborhood of the humble couch on which I was spread.
The noise of thunder tearing the firmament and bursting over one’s

’

1The Historical Fact.—His Higuxess Susrren-ow-Konna, the second Nizam of the Deccan, was
an carnest and faithful devotee at the shrine of Bacchus, and was long distinguished for the
rieht royal “spreads” which he gave at the court of Hyderabad (the ¢ City of Hyder”—the first
Nizam). On those ocasions the most costly wines that could be procurcd on the European con-
tineng were handed round to his courticrs who sat cross-legged in two concentric circles, and
quaffed the rosy nectar out of golden goblets which were nlaced for that purpose around the
outer edge of the royal carpet. — Owing to the immense quantities of Port E d at those
festivities H. H. was induced to issue the following edict to the then Lord Steward of the house-
hold (the renowned Sullimonjec Babajee): “With the vi-w of obviating oft-repeated and un-
¢ necessary hookums (orders) H, . hereby commands that_all future supplies of Port shall be
<“obtained by the lac (100,000) instead of by the dozen.” in complying with the new system
thus inaugurated, the untutored merchants who flourished in that memorable reign, billed H.
H. for “oneclac-i-port " [s1¢].  Asany difect pun upon these words would have bech vieweéd ag
high treason and puunished by the immediato decapitation of the offender, the letters wereinvert-
cd by the Editor of the * Hookamsnivvey” (one of the dailies of the period) 5o s to read ““trop-
jeal,” and thus the Jaw of treason was evaded by the adoption of a well-concealed ** jeu de
mots,” which has ever since béen'applied to all “liquids in & superabundaut quantity {*

“You perceive,” said Spiftin, ¢ that that fully and satisfactorily accounts for the presence of
the cream in the interior of the cocoa nut!”

| Accepting with many thanks the lucid explanation embodied in this interesting and touching.
narrative, I'bowed with becoming dignity and withdrew from ““the presence,”—R.S.]

t I extremely regrot my inability to trace the root or origin of this word, in thé sense in
which it ishere used ; but I trust that the fact of my having given it a place in the text may he

considered a suflicient preof that the cxpression is q\mc'adm?isiblc and appropriate.
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head is not (from a medical point of view) in harmony with the laws
which govern a placid nervous system, and is therefore, to that extent
wnpleasant. But when that thunder in all its terrible proportions ex-
pends its fury in loud and deafening peals suggestive of the simultan-
eous crash of ten thousand crates of glass (that side downwards)—
when countless arrows of electric fluid shoot forth with uncertain
range and plant their fiery lines and bastioned contours in rflangerous
proximity to—

¢¢The fairy spot

Where steals the soul to sleep.” .
—DBuxvax’s Prv. PrRoG.
—then—then 1t 1s, that the nervous fabric becomes so paralyzed that
the sufferer, in the exercise of a patient resignation, seeks a tranquil
solace in the discussion of—n sweed ! [Tt may not, perhaps, he super-
fluous to add that I “lit-up” at this erities! juncture.]

There is a sublimity—an indescribable sweetness of repose, in the
enjoyment of a quiet “pufl)” which other and more pretentious occu-
pations do not confer on prostrate humanity.  Still, I confess, I felt
cheerless and disquieted ; for (to quote Chaucer) “ever and anon”
amid the twmultuous roar of ¢ Jove's dread clamowrs ” the celestial
flood-gates sent forth their mighty torrvents, penetrating every fissure
and eavity, transporting pools into reservoirs and brooks into rivers!
Such were the features of that memorable storm as I lay in awe-
struck contemplation of the grand sublimity of the picture, when—
pat-a-pat ! pat-a-pat ! pat-a-pat! pat-apat! a succession of lachrymal
spurts, entering from the roof above, fell heavily on one of my cheeks:
and rolled over into the nearest orb—shutting up that delicate organ
with the rapidity of a *stopper from the right shoulder /” [“Gem™
number three, please—with the usual conrtesies.]

Recovering from the effects of this casual inconvenience I took a
sweeping survey of “the situation,” and thereby discovered a picture
which I will now endeavor to pourtray. I have alveady stated, and
I now vépent—there was @ roof on the house! That roof had been
converted into an enlarged modification of a duiry-sieve. Through
innumerable ventilators which had been formed and pexforated by
the action of the previous year's *tropicals,” that precious roof ad-
mitted into my sanctum a series of brooks and rivulets, converging
into a central stream or flood which thus received the waters of a
thousand slender but faithful tributaries.

Unhappily I was not alone in my misery, for I perceived a mighty
multitude of ants moving down the walls in seven separate columns.
from a point dappui placed beyond the ceiling.  Proceeding en
echellon they bivouacked on the bed-posts, curtains, and mattress, and
then quietly located themselves in, under, around, above, below, every
habitable square inch of that luckless cot and its appurtenances !

Nor wasthis all. An exodus of rats, accompanied by their respec-
tive families, then flew past, in search of happier homes, as if acting
in concert with the insect tribes which preceded them. [Itis needless
to say that the ancestors of these fugitives had in earlier ages ex-
cavated certain portions.of the foundations, which now afforded ample
accommodation for these, the homeless wanderers of posterity.] i

But the greatest horror of all had yet to come. The rats had
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haxdly put their little ones to sleep in-their new quarters, whon my
wretched domicile was invaded by scveral snakes of repulsive and
malignant aspeet, which had been similarly dispossessed of their heri-
tage in the rafters. Dropping, one Dy one, with a splash on the
flooded carpet, they crept stealthily along, in quest of any hole or
crevice in which to lurk and coil their abominable forms !

Appalled at the bave thought of night in such -a Louse of Refuge
for eriminal destitutes, I seized my stick, bade “ good evening” to
“Spif” and ¢ Nosey,” and pressing down my “ tile " until the circum-
ference thereof rested in depressed security (like myself), I sallied
forth into the centre of that ruthless storm, and obtained a temporary
habitation in the neavest hotel that lay in my path. This establish-
ment was presided over by a so-called Christian, named Ramchunder
Borax, in whom I found that dry comfort which had been denied me
in the “Dove’s NVest,” (horrid misnomer !)

Being just in time for dinmer, I had the pleasure (and fun) of
“showing off” a little to two or three “ unappropriated spinsters,”
who had put up there for a few days before proceeding to the mofus-
sil.t They were of the masculine, full-power type (vegistered), and
had evidently “ struck their colours” in despair, as they bore mani-
fest traces of having gone over a considerable distance of the measured
pilgrimage allotted to man. Next morning, as they took their seats
in the Dawk Glharree,l en route to Bangalors, I had ample opportu-
nity for contemplating the costumes of the previous generation ; and
the picture (as £ viewed it) was one which impressed me deeply with
the transient, fleeting character of all things human! Looking at
those antique memorials of the past—those faded coiffures and the
stunted streamers that flew from their lofty crests—and then giving
a passing glance at the curious profiles beneath them—I felt trans-
fixed in contemplation of the scene before me! And then I was
reminded of the old and favorite college parody on Moore’s Cavaliers
of Old .— :

¢ Oh ! for the bonnets of former time,
Oh! for the girls that wore them

When deck’d with flowers, they look’d sublime,
And lovers fel) before them !

(Zo be Continued. )

KATE'S ALBUM—“COUSIN GEORGE.”

—

BY MISS H.

Tt is one of the aceepted usages of modern society to amuse, or try
to amuse, our visiting friends, by placing before them at suitable mo-
ments the most select of the photographic albums which adorn our
drawing-room tables.

Unquestionably, people do find; pleasure in looking over strange
< collections,”~—not that the occupation is always interesting, but that

$Anywhere.in the country, beyond the Presidency towns.
3 Stage-coach. o - ’
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it affords such excellent pastime in “reading faces,” and guessing at
supposed peeuliarities, temperament, disposition, and other traits of
charactor. In this respect the amusement is, at times, not only en-
tertaining, but instructive ; especially so when the “greater orbs and
glories” of the hook are well-known “Bewuties of the Period,” * Ea-
quisite Swells,” « Men of Note,” and other  Public Claracters” of the
generation and circle in which we live and move.

The wear and tear and worry of home life require some relaxation;
and surely no in-door amusement can surpass this ideal conversation with
the inanimate yet “speaking” shadows of our living contemporaries.
These ave truly the “Clurlosities of Photoyraphic Literature,” over and
amongst whom we hover on the wings of fancy, and sit in judgment
on the virtues and the vices, the weaknesses and the susceptibilities of
human nature.

To me each carte and its “nicke” (so to speak) ave miniature repre-
sentatives of Elysian groves and fairy bowers, scattered and dotted
over velvet swards and grassy uplands, where the imagination sports
and revels with unrestricted freedom. There we.can trace with fan-
cy's eye the topographical surface of that living facial curtain which
conceals the mind and intellect of man, and is yet an indew to the pro-
pensities and characteristics which lie hidden behind that miraculous
work of God. It is thus that we contemplate the unseen faculties of
that poor, frail, earthly being whose privilege it is to wield, for good
or for evil, those-mighty powers which, being neither passive nor un-
productive, are ever searching, ever solving, and ever creative of other
and mightier forces,

Viewed prosaically, and from a less poetical stand-point, tho mere:
examination ¢f an album, simply as a domestic Gullery of d1t, is ab
any rate a means of occupation—a change in the rotatory motion of
our daily labours, which refreshes {the mind and rests the physical
powers in a half-hour’s quiet intellectual enjoyment. Such, indeed,
was exactly my case one day last summer, when I had just arrived on
a visit to an old and inuch-esteemed school-fellow, then living in a
little town in North Germany.

I felt rather exhausted after the journey, and so was glad when my
young hostess enjoined me to lounge at my ease in undisturbed posses-
sion of the sofa and of the pretty album which she had so kindlyand
considerately placed there formy especial entertainment.  She would
sit close behind e, and was ostensibly engaged in working at a piece
of embroidery, but really in watching and accompanying me in my
photegraphic excursion, as a kind and faithful “guide.” This atten-
tion cn her part wasg all the move valued by me, because I felt con-
strained at intervals-to trouble-her for information regarding certain
“people” in the album ; and she usually had a little story to relate-of”
each individual whose portrait I thus presented.

I was in the act of turning over one of the pages without noticing
the particular carte attached to it, when Kate (such was my friend's
nauie), looking up.momentarily from her work, caught a glimpse of the
passing portrait and exclaimed, “Oh! do look at that. one well:;. that's .
‘Cousin CGeorge;’ youwll;see him to-night.” :

As desired, I did look at the likeness again and again, and:found'it--
10 be that of a gentleman of some 30 years of age, and of the exact
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type which foreigners associate with that of the “Englishman.” The
face was long; the eyes rather good-natuved-looking ; the nosc almost
straight ; but the mouth was characterized by «n extraordinary want
of decision.  There was no moustache, but the whiskers were long and
Iuxuriant, in the style vulgarly known as “Dundreary’s.” The whole
face and figure were stamped with a don’t-careish expression which
seemed to indicate that the owner was perfectly indifferent as to his
own personal appearance. Still, the tout ensemdle of the man bore all
the impress of polish and refinement.

Turning to my friend, I enquired, “Well, Xate, and who is “Cousin
George? and what about him ?”

The responsive glance that met mine in answer to that very simple
question was arch to o degree, as she replied, “Thereby hangs o tale.
If you wish me to relate it I shall be happy to do s0.” (I bowed as-
sent.) ¢ Dut,” said she, “before I commence I must ask you to look
at two other pictures.”

Here she turned to two photographs which faced each other in the
album, and then replaced the book before me.

The cartes represented two ladies, each of whom appeared to be the
perfect opposite of the other, not only in character, but in features.
One was a young and beautiful givl, with gentle, loving eyes; but
with a mouth which indicated so much sensitiveness and pride that
a person would pause before breathing a word that might wound the
owner. The other was a lady of, say fifty, whose hair was quite white,
and surmounted by a large hideous-looking cap. The face was one
which (I cannot account for the impression) somehow reminded me of
a cat! Tt was not suflicient that I should look at her featuves once.
I was induced, or rather impelled, to take a second glance—perhaps
I took a third ; and at each scrutiny I felb more and more convinced
that that woman had ever made Aer will triumph over that of others.
There was something very peculiar in the digital system (if I may so
term it) of her hands, which lay strewn about, as it were, all over her
dress. In what particular portion of the system the peculiarity lay, I
am unable to explain satisfactorily ; but those hands did seem to hint
that they could hold with a tenacious grasp anything they once scized ;
that those long tapering fingers were but animated wires clothed with
human skin, and capable of tracing the finest clue, or of “feeling ” the
most intricate lines ‘of communication, with the nicest accuracy, and
with the precision of the magnetic needle! Pride was not pictured in
Ler face ; nor did her features show the faintest declaration of will;
indeed, a casual observer, looking at that photograph en passant,
would in all likelihood be impressed with the belief that she had al-
ready reached that point in the pilgrimage of life where Pride resigns
her long-usurped supremacy, and puts on the habiliments of Reason ;
when the soul begins to seek peace in meditation ; hope, in the un-
trodden path that lies before her; and solace, in retirement from the
strife of a wicked and perverse world.

‘Would that such a charitable interpretation were correct, and that
she were not the monstre—the humdan boa-constrictor, from whose
folds no mortal could escape ere her designs ere fully developed
and accomplished. :

I was slow—very slow—in my scrutiny of the two cartes, and
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would probably have continued a little longer in silent contemplation,
had not Kate interposed with a remark that “the young lady was our
“Cousin Annie’” (i.e., George’s cousin and ber's), and that “the other
was formerly o ‘Miss Carvruthevs.”
Resting my hand on the open folio of the album, I withdrew slight-
Iy from the hook, and reclined backwards, by way of intimation that
I was prepared to hear with pleasure Kate’s little narrative in connec-
tion with Cousin George's carte. She then regaled me with the fol-
" lowing interesting story :—

“Cousin George is, and always has been, noted for his piety; in-
-deed, when only a boy of fourtcen, he had charge of a Sunday-school
clags, composed (strange to say) wholly of little girls. He came to
live here when about twenty-five years of age ; and the nature of his
daily occupation was such as to necessitate his travelling about a great
-deal. Still he generally contrived to be at home on Sundays, when
(true to his early habits) he displayed as much interest as ever in the
female class of our parochial Sunday-school.

‘When he had been here about two years, he evinced much anxious
solicitude regarding the moral and religious tone of the young lady-
vesidents of the place-—that is, the Inglish-spenking ladies, of whom
there were many. So he sought permission to form a speeial class

Jor them atone.

Now I must tell you that Cousin George was, and is still, consid-
-ered to be & most unexceptionable young man in all that relates to
the temporal welfare of his fellow-creatures, and the importance of
.an unceasing preparation for that great eternity which lies beyond the
grave. More. 1lis suavity of manner and gentle disposition had
made him so great a favorite, that so soon as his inteations were fully
«circulated, there was a general rush of candidates, all eager to serve
ander his banner, and to receive from him those guiet friendly ad-
monitions which are so seldom fruitless, when they spring from a pure
and spotless heart.

I need hardly tell you that he admitted all of thera to his class—
gave to each and all a heavty welcome; and, moreover, took the great-
est pains with them,—mnot ‘only in the exhaustiveness with which he
treated his little unpretentious “discourses,” but in his endeavors to
make them interesting, pleasing, and attractive. He visited them at
their own homes, and even wrote to them when business -called him

away from their society.  On these latter oceasions he kept up a cor-
respondence with them in reference to the progress of his class, indi-
vidually as well as collectively.

Of course, it was quite natural, and by no means improper, that
any or all of the givls should be in love with him ; but that Ze should
reciprocate any such eaxthly passion was ab. once repudiated as an
atter absurdity by all the oldest residents of the parish. Be this as it
may, there were no known cases of girls “refusing good offers for his
sake.” Consequently it was assumed that their lovers were no more
Jjealous of Zinv than of any of their dear ones’ lady friends.

There was one person, however, whom George could nevex induce

~to attend -his class——that was Cousin Annie! She would persist in
.attending the class of the. dear old pastor who had taught her from
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childhood. There was nothing unnatural in this ; but it was deemed
by many people to be a stramge persistency, for several good and
cogent rcasons, one of which was that Cousin George was in the case
—that was all !

Some persons ventured to attribute her conduct toa want of proper

appreciation of George's mierits and religious habits. There was

- nothing to justify such an opinion. Indeed, it would havo been
impossible to convince George that. any person endowed with dis-
criminative visual organs could be so blind as not to perceive that
Annic loved him with all her loving and impressionable heart. Miss
Carruthers held the same opinion, and, strange to say, both were cor-
rect, for Annie did love him with as deep a love as over woman had
for man—and that fecling was reciprocated by George !

Anuie was just what she looked in her photograph—intelligent,
well-educated, and refined. Tt was with her, as it very often is with
really clever women—* her heart had run away with her head "—she
loved George with her whole soul! But she concealed it so well that
nobody, save Miss Carruthers, ever suspected it.

Still, George appeared to be in no hwurry to marry. Probably he
may have had to contend with constitutional bashfulness, or with that
unaccountable hesitation or want of courage which some men exhibit
at the very time when they have only to ““go in and win,” and when
“ to propose s to be accepted.”

George knew well, or had abundant reason to know, that his
“ attentions” were always most graciously and pleasingly accepted by
Annie, and that she only awaited that tmportunt question, for which
she was prepared with an ever-ready affirmative reply. DBut—George
was slow and (so far as Annie could perceive) undecided in his views.

Now I must tell you that Miss Carruthers had been living here for
about six months with an old relative of hers; but in consequence of
some misunderstanding which occurred between them she was
obliged to leave and to accept a situation as first or principal governess
of a school in the interior of Germany. She was then aboutforty-five
(though she looked much older), and was a yemarkably well-informed,
agrecable woman, She had attended George’s class regularly during
her six months’ stay; and had during that period watched and studied
all the salient points in George’s character.  Occasionally she would
assume an ineredulity in respect of some doctrines propounded by
George, and then, after an explanation on his part of such matters as
were not quite clear to her, she would yield, as it were, in deference to
his superior culture, with that childlike simplicity which indicates
inferiority of mind and reasoning power; in other words she never
omitted an opportunity of impressing upon George in the most indi-
rect and fascinating manner, his great mental superiority. As George
was only human nature, after all, it was not strange that his better
judgment and native modesty should fall before an attack so syste-
matically planned—so warily executéd ! She gained his respect ; and
thus accomplished by flattery the ulterior designs she had preconceived
at the time of the formation of that special class ! This success, how-
ever, was as yet only known to herself.

Before her departure for her new situation, Miss Carruthers had of
course to pay her farewell visits; and it may be taken for granted that
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she did not forget to call upon her dear young spiritual guide. She
thanked him for his instruction. She blessed him for having been
the means of saving her from Rationalism ; and, finally, in friendly
conversation, told him of many of hor plans for the future, and solic-
ited his advice on several matters of real or assumed importance. In
return, George confided to hor admiring ear that he himself was hope-
ful of the future, and that he looked forward with the greatest felicity
to the auspicious day when his darling Annie would be his wife!
Miss Carruthers expressed real (or what seemed to bo real) delight
ab this strange news—so sudden, too /—she wished him joy, as if he
had already been accepted ; and then remarked that Annie was in-
deed o fortunate givl ! She then took leave and came divect to this
fouse to pay her last (yes—her last) visit to Annie,

The darling girl was “at home” and received Miss Carruthers
with more than ordinary courtesy and politeness. After the usual
interchange of civilities, Miss Carruthers, without much preliminary
ceremony, ‘congratulated Annic on her approaching marviage with a
gentleman who had been paying her “attention” for some time, and
who “it was even said” had made her an offer of marriage, but had
been refused.

Annie assured her visitor that she was quite mistaken on every
point—and that she had been grossly misinformed ; whereupon Miss
Carvuthers merely remarked that she must have misunderstood her
informant, but that she was led to believe that her cousin George had
sald sometling of the kind, and that ke seemed to think #¢ a very
good marriage, too,

Annie made no reply to that last observation which had caused her
intense mental suffering—so much so that she felt powerless for the
moment to enter into further conversation ; and Miss Carruthers,
porceiving tho embarrassment, immediately rose and teok leave. As
she passed the front of tho house, poor Annie stood at the window,
transfixed and inunovable as a statue, and gazed with pitiable
wretchedness at the departing shadow of that evil spirit !

Sadness now stole upon those lovely features; and with downeast
look and weary step, she turned away to go to her bed-room. I met
her crossing the hall, and was rather startled by the expression of her
features. She was pale, very pale, her eyes sickly-looking, and the
fingers of her left hand stretched without exertion along her cheek as
if to give.emphasis to the general grief in which she was absorbed. I
spoke to hor, but she made no reply, nor did she seem to hear or see
me. She entered her room, closed and locked the door, and we saw
no .more of her until the following day, when she appeared
to be tolerably well, except that her features bore the trace of
that great inward.struggle of the previous day. She also seemed to
me to be looking a little older and perhaps less animated than before.
She was certainly changed in manner, as if still suffering from inward
pain. Still, she looked noble and beautiful; and the very tears which
at mtervals trickled from her pretty blue eyes only made them look
brighter and prettier than before! And yet she was hot crying.
Those tears seemed to be but the expiring tributes of a heart already
breaking—messages of undying love from that spirit which was then
passing on imperceptibly, and in silence, to the tomb—ithe pulsations
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of a visionary dirge uttered in the darkness of despair, and heard and
felt by her ~lone !

I must ‘waw the veil over the few days which followed ;—not that
anything of importance occurred, as having a direct bearing on the
main event of the story. Indeed, one circumstance only deserves to
be mentioned. I gathered from her one evening, in the course of con-
versation, that ¢George’s cold, unmanly, and dishonoring speech, ag
conveyed to her by Miss Carruthers, had almost shaken her reason
and driven her to madness!’

* * * * * * * * ®* % *

Well, it was not long after this, when a My, Franz Engelbrecht (a
gentleman who had on many occasions shown marked attention to
Annie, came on a visit to her; and during the interview—proposed !

Whether he had ever done so before, and been rejected, I am un-
able to say.  Flowever, he was now accepted,—on the condition that
the engagement should be kept seeret ; an wnusual procedure in Ger-
many, and one which always involves much pain in the case of an
honorable German lover. Still, he loved her ingensely, and as he felt
confident that he could place the utmost reliance upon her honer, he
assented to that condition! And so that visit was brought to o close,
and he took his leave.

Again a few days elapsed, and another visitor was announced,—
Cousin George, this time !

Anuie and I were sitting together working, as he walked in; and,
after the usual salutations, he took a seat midway between my chair
and her’s.

I did not notice Annie’s manner at the time, as my attention and
conversation wero just then devoted to George, who appecred to be
Little less self-possessed thaie wsual.  Fou understand why, I suppose?”
asked Kate Jaughingly.

I smiled in response, and she continued :—

Having taken his seat, his eyes wandered in the direction of Anne,

when suddealy he drew himself up and looked fixedly at her; and .

2
then with a voice full of affection and love for the idol of his heart, he

asked her in a low, tender, and soothing tone, ‘Anmie, have you heen
il1? you look so changed ¥

Annie’s features exhibited a subdued and care-worn expression, as
she replied, ¢‘Oh no, thank you; I am quite well, only—sometimes—
I feel my hesrt—a—'

She could get no further ; and using her handkerchief in the man-
ner of a fan, to moderate the mid-day heat, she resumed her work.

George traly felt for her—he looked intently and compassionately
at her——he took her by the hand—and again her gaze met his! He
could not speak ; but slowly and silently diew from his card-case a
recently-executed photograph of himself, which he presented to her
with a request that she would accept it.as another little souvenir of
his love.  She accepted it very graciously, but silently. .

Fecling that under the civcumstances three persons wore not.com-
pany on this oceasion, I rose to vetive ; bub, strange to say, George
did exactly the same thing, at.thic same instant ; and thea in the most
kind and- feeling manner ho took leave of Annie, expressing a.heart-
felt hope that she would be much better next duy.
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‘Well, next day came, and so did George. With the same tender-
ness—the same anxious look—the same aftection—he enquired if she
felt better than yesterday. And then there was the same reply as
before—the same embarrassed look—the same action with the hand-
kerchief.

George appeared to feel the greatest pain, and sat in dejection and
silence, contemplating as it were the departing beauty of Lis love.
And then that card-case was again opened, and another souvenix
drawn from it, in the shape of a coloured sheet of note-paper. Un-
folding it, he presented it to her, and she received it as graciously as
she did the photograph. He asked her to read it, but she excused
herself on the ground that at present it gave her pain to read any-
thing, either prinfed or written. George then asked her whether /e
might read it to her, as he felt sure she would be pleased with the
sentiments it contained—besides, they were the promptings of his
own heart ! Yes, he was sure she would be pleased to hear them !

Annie looked up from her work, and with a smile which would
havo been fascinating and beautiful had it not been spoiled by a sigh,
replied : “You are very kind, George. Do, please, vead it 1"

Drawing his chair closer to hers, and pressing her hand to his lips,
he then read the paper, of which the following is a copy :—

Ador'd be Him, whosc mighty arm
Descends to shicld the poor and weak,
Ere Horr—that transient blissfal charm-—
Li%hts up, and dries, the tearful cheek !
All praise to Him whose boundless love
Inmerey wipes that tear away—

Dispels the cloud that hangs above,

Ere sorrow haunts the cheerless way !

Ephemeral bliss ! O heav'nly shrine !

Limpid, endless, be that stream of thine!
Ethereal flowers, thy waters everrear,

And those alone the virtuous ever wear!

No lovelier chaplet. doth the brow enshrine,

Or sweeter-grows with the onward pace of time !
RADIANT, AND PURE, BE TUE HALO EVER THINE!

Desponding thonghts come not from God ;
Eternal, infinite, 13 Hislove !

Sometimes, indeed, His chast'ning rod
Too surcly meets the wand’ring dove.
FE'en then, His mercies banish sadness
Relief he gives—and, reconciled,
XRestores to-boundless joy and gladness
Every wayward, erring child !

Knock at that door, whose portals speak

“ Ever—for ever—it is thine to seek—

¢ EVER—FOR EVER~~IT IS THINE TO SEEK ! ¥

Loud be thy knock, and sincere thy pray’r

In thy solicitude to enter there !

Nor cease to ask—nor court despair

GOD GUARDS THAT DOOR—GOD HEARS THAT PRAY'R

(To be Continued.)
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SONG,

‘WRITTEN FOR THE DINNER OF THE YORK PIONEERS, ArriL 17, 1871.

.

BY W. B. PHIPPS, ESQ., TORONTO.

Should old acquaintance be forgot,
And friendship cast away,

‘When limbs are growing stiff with age,
And locks are turning gray ?

Ah! no: let friendship warmer grow,
‘When youth is past and gone ;

And let the evening’s ruddy glow,
Be brighter than the morn.

Should memory fail to take us back
To days of early toil,

‘When first we sought a forest home,
To battle with the soil :

When first we struck the sturdy oak,
And felled the lofty pine,

And robbed the maple of its sweets,
In days of auld lang syne.

‘We struggled through the tangled brake,
To reach the distant mill ;

Or chased the shy and bounding deer
Across the breezy hill.

‘We gnined the treasures of the lake,
‘With homely rod and line; -
And gathered fruit from bush and tree,

In days of auld lung syne.

And when our country called to arms, .
‘We met the battle shock,

And taught the foe a lesson stern,
Led on by gallant Brock.

And .now we mcet, a brother band,
To pledge in rosy wine,

The memory of the early time,
The days of auld lang syne.
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SKETCHES OF CANADIAN WILD BIRDS.

BY WiI, KELLS, NORTH WALLACE, ONTARIO,

In presenting these sketches to the public, my object is two-fold.
In the first place, I am desirous of directing atfention to Canadian
Ornithology; and in the secondplace, to supplyto a certain extent, a
vacancy in this neglected branch of Canadian Natural History. I
may premise that the subject here treated of has ever been with
me a favourite study.

From eatly childhood, I have listened with delight to the many
solos of our feathered songsters, and beheld with admiration their
little arts, and the beautiful plumage which adorns many of the
winged tribes which yearly visit or permanently vemain in the
country. The study has afforded me much real pleasure and
cheered many a weary hour, which otherwise, might have been use-
lessly spent.

I have, when opportuniiy served, taken notes of the various habits
of our feathered friends, and often during the cold and long winter
evenings, my leisure hours have feund ample employment in add-
ing to and revising the work of the past, with the hope that the
youthful reader may derive pleasure and profit from its perusal,
It may also be_ the means of interesting them in the study of
the beautiful and instructive science of Ornitholoyy.

As faras my kunowledge extends, this branch of science
is almost wholly neglected by Canadian writers; every other subject
receives some share of attention ; but no pen has recorded the sim-
ple annals of our field and forest birds and placed their names on
the :pages of history. Year after year, they come and go with
scarcely a passing notice from men whose senses of sight and hear-
ing they were created to delight. This is not the case in other
countries; the birds of the United States, have been described by
Wilson, Audubon, and others. Sweden has had her Linnacus, France
her Cucier, and Brituin a host of Oruitholoyical writers. Is it be-
cause the birds of Canada have no musical powers to charm the
lovers of natural melody 2 Or are they clothed in such homely
garbs, that they cease to attract the eye of the beholder, and are
therefore, unworthy the attention of the student of nature? Or
are their serviees so small to man that they may easily be dispensed
with? None of these charges,though they may be brought against
our birds, have any foundation in fact. In confirmation of this
statement, I will quote part of an article on the song of birds of
Canada, the only article I have ever seen on this subject, from the
pen of & Cunadian writer, previous to my Shketches on Qur Winter
Lirds. The writer says:— ‘ ’ .

* We hear people-remark that'we have no singing-birds in Can-
ada; or that.they do not sing like those in Europe 5 the majority
of such persons have nevexr cndeavoured to-ascertain what constitu-
tes good singers, and what does not, and if they had they would
be prejudiced in favour of ftheir own country’s birds, which is nat-
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ural enough as the songs of their Larks and Thrushes bring to mind
childhood’s happy liours, and other kindred essociations. Still
that is no reason why they should libel our birds as no singers.
As songsters the birds of Canade compare very favourably with
those of Europe, and in point of variety and beauty of plumage they
far excel them. s yeb they ave placed at great disadvantage, being
strangers to the many, and being known only to the few, while
those of Europe have not only been voluminously written upon by
Zaologists, but immortalized by poets as well.  The people, too, of
Europe have the good taste and judgment, to study Natural History,
a branch of education that is much oveslooked mn this country.
Another reason why the birds of Ewrope are by many considered the
best singers, is because they frequent the hedges and open ficlds,
which bring them uuder more general observation, while most of
our song birds inhabit the deep shades of the forest, and are conse-
quently, seldom seen or heard.” It is therefore in some measure
to fill up this existing vacancy that we give these Sketches of Cana-
dian birds to the public, hoping that some more able and eloquent
pen may soon be employed in giving this interesting subject the
justice which its uscfulness and importance demands. The feath-
ered race have an important office assigned to them, for which they
are admirably fitted by the hand of nature, and well do they fill
their appointed tasks, and exercise the talents committed to their
trust, Liet us consider the facts, the Fayle and the Hawlk prey
much on small animals, which if left to inereage would do vast in-
jury to the crops and perhaps render vain the labour of the Agri-
eulturist. The Tulture and the Carrion Crow delight to feed upon
filthy and decayed matter, which, if not thus removed, would taing
the atmosphere, and render that vital element a prolific source of
disease and death. The numerous small birds, which frequent our
fields and gardens, and the different species of Swallows, which on
tireless wings, pursue their insect prey through the pathless air,
from early morn until the dusk of the evening, destroy a vast mul-
titude of insects which, if allowed to remain and increase their
numbers, would not only be a great source of annoyance to man-
kind by rendering the air almost uubreathable, but would
eventually destroy every green thing, and change the most beauti-
ful and fertile regions into a barrcn and desolate waste. Bub be-
sides this, by their varicd plumage, they adorn and enliven the
landscape, and the sweet melody of their voices makes the wilder-
ness rejoice, and renders glad the solitary places. The various
ways, in which many others of the feathered tribes contribute to
the comfort and happiness of man, is obvious to all intelligent per-
sons, and need not here be dilated upon, suffice to say, that the ser-
vice rendered by our wild birds, to the farmers of Cunadu is wholly
indispensible. It is true that some birds are mischievous and
sometimes commit serious depredations, among the domestic
fowls, upon the newly-sown fields and among the garden seeds and
ripe fruit ; but for all this, as we have endeavoured to show, they
make ample compensation. About a hundred different species of
wild birds, yearly visit, or permanently remain upon the shores or
in the rural districts of Western Canada. These represent every
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order into which this class.of the animal kingdom is divided by
Naturalists, and of every size from the gigantic White-headed Eagle
and great horned Owl, to the little tree-creeper and tiny humming-
bird, which darts through the sunbeams on invisible wings and
luxuriates among the honey-yielding flowers, and of alinost every
hue which the brush of the artist can paint. But many of these
birds carefully avoid the presence of man, and love to dwell in the
most retived and unbroken rccesses of the wild woods; naturally
preferring such places, to cleared fields and cultivated scenery. An
occasional glimpse of their elegant forms and gaudy plumage is
sometimes obtained, by the watehful naturalist, as they flit from
branch to branch, and suddenly disappear amid the dense foliage
of the smrrounding vegetation, as if afraid that a close inspection
would prove fatal to their wild native freedom. It is consequently
difficult to attain a certain knowledge of their habits, and the fam-
ilies and genecra to which they belong; though the greater part of
them belong to the Passerine (migratory) order. In these re-
searches, however, the persevering naturalist finds much for his
active spirit to work upon. He may plunge into the labyrinth of
pathless woods, and Dbrush-covered swamps, or marshy grounds,
encounter untold difficulties, and suffer many disappointment and
discomforts, arising from the obstructing materials he meets with
and the vast swarms of tormenting insects which assail every step
of his progress; and having, perhaps, obtained a few specimens,
discovered and examined some nests, and collected & confused mass
of information relating to Omithology, he must breathe over them
his own creative spirit, ¢’er they are exposed to the vulgar gaze.
It will therefore be seen that the path of the Canadian Naturalist,
who would attempt to reveal the mysteries of Ornitholoyy, though
by him pursued with pleasure, is often a difficult and thorny road.
But what can be more delightful, to an intelligent and educated
mind, than a morning walk through our woods and fields in the
early part of Summer. The sun is just rising above the eastern
horizon, the dew is heavy on the vegetation, the air is calm, and
the cmerald foliage and blossoms with which the woods, and orchards
are clothed, render the scene delightful ; but above, all the varied
melodies of our wild birds, which greet the ear on every side, en-
rapture and delight the student of nature. Prominent among our
feathered songsters at this carly hour, is the Robin, the Bluebird,
the Songthrush and Bulfineh; the song, whistling, and Woodsparrows,
the Fly-catcher, and the twittering Swallow, while as the day ad-
vances, the twittering notes of the Wren, the war cry of the King-
bird, the pleasant lay of the meadow Lark, the soft melody of the
Scarlet Tanager, and the flute-like notes of the Oriole, intermirgled
with the warbling of lesser songsters are heard echoing through the
fields and woods. And again when the solar orb is sinking in the
western sky, and the shades of cevening approach, the feathered
tribes pour forth their sweetest notes to the departing day. Not
even when the last rays of the setting sun have ceased to illuminate
the western horizon, and the dim twilight has wrapt in its dark
folds the surrounding landscape, not even then are the-feathered
tribes wholly silent, for then the Owl sends forth his gloomy notes
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and sallies out on his work of nocturnal destruction. The niyht

awl: i on the wing in pursuit of his insect prey, and repeating his
“beet”-like notes, while in the dark and solitary woods the beau-
tiful whip-poor-will begins his evening hymn,

As the Autumn advances, most of our wild strangers become
silent, or utter sad and mournful notes, and to a stranger visiting
the backwoods during the Winter season they, at a distance, pre-
sent & desolate and unanimated appearance. Jlost of the feathered
race, impelled by migratory impulses, and the alirms of winter,
have fled from our hills-and valleys to the more temperate regions
of the south. Yet the naturalist finds much to contemplate and ad-
mire, even in the depths of winter. There are still some dozen
of different orders, who like true friends in misfortune, forsake not
their native woods, even when the Zcy Monarch has divested the
trees of their snmmer foliage, frozen the murmuring brooks, and
covered the landscape with a carpet of spotless snow. The loud
“caw” of the Currion erow is frequently heard as he roams oyer the
frozen fields in search of his prey ; the White owl and the Kite hawk:
are often seen on the same mission; the Cross-bill, the Chipping-bird
and the Snow-bird, often alight in the barn-yard ; the noisy calls of
the Blue Jay, theloud tapping of the Sup Sucker while in quest of his
wormy prey, upon some old tree, and the thunder-like noiso of the
Dartridyes wings are well known to the hunter, while if the weathér
is calm, though the air is cold and the frozen snow glitters like
brilliant gems in the solar rays, the pleasant lay of the Chiclk-a dee-
dee, the laughing ditty of the Nanny-bird, and the low melody of
the Tree Creeper fall on the listening ear and delight the student of
nature. A more particular account of some of those birds who
thus brave the cold and storms of the Canadian winter, and render
vocal our woods and fields during the summer, will be found as we
progress onward.

SEPTEMBER.

BY THE EDITOR.

Delightful portion of Canadian clime—

Subdued, yet gorgeous, beautiful, sublime—

We hail thee ! fairest season of the year,

September, pleasant, Summer cool, fine, clear.

We place a chaplet wreath upon thy name,

And crown thee Queen of Months, and write thy fame.

Ladén with luscious fruits and tropic spoils;

‘The crowning harvest of kind Nature’s toils ;
The ripe, sweet apple, and the mellow pear,

The plum and peach, thie grape and melon, share
Their well-known riches, and give, what they can,
Choice, esculent, rich, héalthy-food to man.
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‘We need not write of other fruits and flowers,
Strewn, wild and cultured, over ficlds and bowers,
‘Where Nature, in her varied forms, is seen

In tints of every shade, embowered in green :

A. carpet or a canopy is spread,

The head to shelter, or the feet to tread.

~ But thy matured beauty seems to say—
“ My charms are passing, soon. will come the day,
When Autumn’s chiller breath will bring decay ;
When lovely forms of petal, leaf, or spray,
And colours bright as gems in sunlight's play,
Shall in their turn have changed or pass'd away.”

So Spring to Summer ripened ; Summer lies

In thine embrace entranced ! and thus she dies

A happy death ! with Love's bright halo crowned,
A glorious sky, a mystic haze around ;

Thus Autumn enters with its sober dress,

From Winter to receive its last caress.

ToronTo, August, 1871.

TO HER.

[

[ When will the hour of thy rising be 2*’—Mgs. Hmmx.;;.]

gering round thy lonely grave, these wand'ring thoughts of mine,

Entice my soul to listen there, for that sweet voice of thine !

"Tis vain! for then thy “ A7ss of Peace,” and voice of praise and
pray’r,

In mem’ry whisper thou art gone, and 7 alone am there !

They whisper thou wilt rise-again/ burst thy tomb ! and be for ever
free, , ’ )

In bright and. vast eternity, where a Crown of Glory waits for thee!

Awake, my love! and tell me when will that sweet hour of thy

rising be.!

“ When Gop proclaims the end of Time,

. Of human wickedness and crime,
Of sun, and moon, and stars, and earth, and sea—
Deay s THEN will the howr of my rising be I”

o S J. 8. W,
Toroxro, August 7th, 1871.
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ROYALISTS AND LOYALISTS.
n Historicwd Wovel,

By the Author of “OccastoNaL Pavers,” « WHAT SHaLL We Do?”’
“War Skercuzss,” ¢“Tue Two Nricnsours,” &c.

———

CHAPTER IV.
BORDER WARFARE.

During the rebellion of 1745, many families of respectability,
owning small landed estates, became involved in the msing in
favour of the Pretender, James IIL represented by his son Charles
Edward Stuart, the ¢ bonuie Prince Charlie,” the hero of so many
Jacobite songs. Among others, there was a family called White;
theeldest son of which, more from the persuason of his friends, than
any political bias, joined the ranks of the Pretender in Edinburgh
and marched with the army into England.

On reaching Manchester, White visited some relations, who suc-
ceeded in persuading him to desert the forlorn ranks, already medi-
tating retreat. His own opinion, privately formed while marching
through the various towns on the route, favoured thisz advice,
so laying aside his regimentals, such as they were, he started for
home disguised as a pedler: his expedition was such, that he was
passing through Westmoreland as the rebels entered Derby.

When he arrived at home, it was deemed advisable that he
should leave the country before the prosecutions, sure to follow
defeat, were commenced. Acting upon this suggestion, he sue-
ceeded in getting away to France, where he had hopes of obtaining
some military employment. In this he was much dizappointed but
at length succeeded in 1746, in getling an appointment in an expe-
dition going to Nova Scotia.

On the third day of May, 1747, they were intercepted by a Britisa
fleet under Admiral Anson and Rear Admiral Warren, when out
of a fleet of six large men of war, six frigates and four well equip-
ped East Indiamen not one escaped.

A large portion of the transports, numbering thirty merchant ves-
sels, escaped in the darkness, and fortunately for-White, he was on
board one of these which landed him at Quebec, from whence he
was sent, soon after his arrival, to Crown Point, on Lake Cham-

lain. Here he made the acquaintance of an adventurer, named

ent, in company with whom he joined an expedition sent to sur-
prise one of the Euglish posts. In this the French were unsuccess-
ful, and from some cause or other, much blame was thrown on
‘White for the part he took in the attack, some going so for as to
openly charge him with indifference, if not with down-right
treachery. ’
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Being o Scotchman he was regarded (and not without reason)
with a kind of suspicion. He professed to be o follower of James
IIL., called on the Continent the Chevalier de St. George, bt the
truth was that his sojourn in France, and a few peeps behind the
scenes, with which he had been favoured, while there, had modi-
fied, if not changed his views respecting Jacobin Royalty ; but
neither family pride nor personal safety permitted his return to
Scotlind.  Now he was obliged to profess a loyalty, which had
certainly lost all its avdor, if it still existed, that he might in safety
agsociate with the French in whose service he was engaged.

His position was not only eml.arrassing but dangerous, and the
expedition in which he bad been engaged had nearly proved fatal
to his continued conceulment. IIad it not been for his friend Bent;
he would most certainly have failed to satisfy the suspicious French-
men, and it was considered advisable under the circumstances to
male their stay at the fovt as short as possible. It may be as well
to explain here, at least in part, what this Bent was, for we shall
have occasion to say much respecting him. We previously stated
that he was an adventurer, but this by no means conveys a proper
idea of his true character. He was a smuggler, spy, hunter and
trader just as it suited his strange vagaries of temper and eccen-
tricity of mind. He could speak several of the Indian dialects im-
perfectly, but the Mohawk fluently, and had learnt sufficient French
to converse in a bungling way.

This man had taken a fancy to White, 2nd by inviting his confi-
dence had learnt not only his history, but his true sentiments with
regard tw his present position. He told White that the English set--
tlers were preparing to repay with interest the recent inroads, and
said that if he was disposed to join them he would assist him in
doing so0, but he must wait and follow his instructions.. .

The constant disputes between the French and English colonists
respecting the boundary lines,.at this period, led to the appoint-
ment of commissioners to settle this question but while these.com::
missioners were professedly engaged upon this matter, ex-
amining maps, records and. documents, the wolonists were fighting
for what they considered their respective rights. It was a border
warfare between the English aud French settlements, in which the
Indians, on the part of the French, were encouraged to participate
and which led to so many dreadfulscenes of massacre and inhuman.
outrage. '

The St. Francis Indians were particularly hostile and blood~
thirsty to the New England colonists, and some idea may be form-
ed of this from the.fact, well authenticated, that when, in 1759,
Major Rodgers with his. provincial rangers astacked their principal
settlement, St. Francic village, he found upwards of six hundred
English scalps dangling in-their wigwams. '

A war party of these Indians, some forty or fifty innumber, called
one day at the fort, while White was out fishing ; ihis wus.a mar-
auding party that bad been tvoward Albany, and which, among
other spoils bad brought two women, two iittle girls and a.
boy. After some negotiation with the commandant,. they decided:
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to leave these captives while they went off in the direction of
Oswego.

Beut managed to got into conversation with the women, and
soon found out where they were from and all the particulars of the
outrage, so far as they had seen.

The elder woman was the wife of a farmer called Gordon, and
the children were hers; the younger woman was her husband’s
sister, on a visit at their house when the attack occurred. The
house was plundered and then, with the other buildings, set on fire
but the Indians durst not stay for further depredations for two of
their neighbours, who could see the house, caught the alurm and
soon the settlers were on the move. Horns were blowing, dogs
barking, and answering shouts were resounding through the clear-
ing, as the men hurried home for their rifles, and other weapons to
chastise the invaders. The Indians rapidly loaded the booty,
mounted the women and children on horses and started through
the woods. .

“So,” said Bent, “you think that a party have come in pursuit.”

“Y am sure of it,” said Mrs., Gordon.

“Very Good,” said Bent, “we muss see what can be done, but
don’t say 5 word to any one else, as there is but one man in the
fort, beside me, you can trust, and he is not here just now.”

Bent left the fort and sauntered down in the direction White had
taken and soon after joining him he informed him of what had
oceurred and what he proposed to do, and to do at once.

“ Now,” he said, *is the time for action. Yon vermin may be
back in a day or two, and if we must do anything it must be before
anyone else ¢an interfere and forestall us.”

“Well,” said White, “ you know more about such matters than
I do, and whatever you think best to be done, I'll assist in as far,
and as well, as I can.”

* Good,” said Bent, “ put away your tackle then and let us start;
I don’t, think we shall have far to go, but we had better be on the
move,’

As he spoke, he raised up a great mass of wild vine, which
stretched its luxuriant growth dowa to, and into, the water, the fish-
ing implements were placed underneath and the two started. Bent
led the way with rapid, and unhesitating stride, glancing, occasion-
ally, at the way-marks, to him intelligible, as they moved rapidly
forward.

The phrase,  pathless forest ” is only correct when applied in a
certain sense, for to the experienced hunter there are paths and
trails which he can follow, assisted by other signs, such as the
Streams, the tree moss, and bark, and similar aids which convey,
to the unexperienced, no information, and lend no aid. . .

At the period of which we write theré were, many Indian trails
between the “ Lake-gate of the country,” and the head waters of
of the Hudson and the Mohawk Valley. It was onc of thesetrails,
more recently inade; that Bent was following. .

- As they were ascending a gully leading up to the summit of a
small range of hills, Bent suddenly paused, motioned to White
and glided behind: a projecting’ mass of carth formed by the up-
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turnod roots of a tree and the accumnlations of years of growth
and decay. White cropt behind some bushes, watching and listen-
ing, for he was quite mystified, having neither seen nor heard any-
thing to attract unusual attention. He had not to wait long, how-
ever, before he thought he could make out something like the
gniet, cautious tramp of approaching footsteps; he felt quite
excited by the novelty of his situation, not quite assured of his.
safety, and still not afraid, although he had no weapon more for-
midable than a strong, hunting clasp-knife.

He kept his eyes fixed upon Bent watching for some movement,for,.
to outward appearance, he might have been some sylvan statue,
motionless and still as the trees around. Suddenly Bent stepped
from his concealed position, and looking up at a binfl’ immediately
above and opposite to them he quietly enquired,

“Say, friend, are you looking out for some one ? "

The man he addressed was holding on to a young tree, as he
leant forward over the edge of the bank, staring intently down the
ravine. When Bent spoke, he started back, evidently very much
surprised, but seeing that Bent had no rifle, and assumed a pacific
manner, he became reassured and said,

“Yes, I am, which way have you come ? '

“From Point Fort,” said Bent, * there are two of us, and we
are looking for a party of men from about Albany.”

“We are the men,” ho answered, “go on, and you'll find us up
above.”

At tho head of the ravine, resting after a hurried march, were
betweentwenty and thirty men, evidently farmers and artisans : they
were all well armed and appeared to be a very resolute, active
body of men. The young man acting as scout had apprized them
of their coming, for they were all watching their approach. The
leader of the party, a tall, handsome man, of superior address, and
carrying a rifle beautifully mounted in silver, stepped forward to
greet them,

- “Hallo, Bent, you here;” was his first exclamation.

“I’mbhere,” said Beat, ¢ Andthe women andchildren are in Point
Fort, so far good. The next thing will be to get them quietly
away without giving any alarm to the garrison.” _

“ Where are the redskins gone to?” enquired the ieader, whom
we will now call Johnson.

“ T understood they were going towards Oswego, but that might
be a blind ; they ave after some deviltry no fear, and if we could
get some assistance, and intercept them on their return, we might
give them a lesson they want badly. But now for my plan.

If we possibly can do it, we'll smuggle the women and children
away from the fort before dark,if not as soon after as possible.
Remain herewuntill I come.”

As Bent and White were turning to go, Gordon stepped forward
and taking Bent by the hand said:”

«If you succeed in rescuing my wife and children I shall be
your -debtor for life, and although my home has been burnt and
mostof my property destroyed: or carried off; I shull try to give
you some token of my esteem, if I have to sell my farm.to do it.”
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“Yes,” said his brother, who was the young man they had first

scen, “ and we must see thut our friend here, who has so little to
sayf for himself is not forgotten, and.I will undertake that part my-
self. .
‘White disclaimed any desert in connection with the affur, but said
hle) was very willing to assist in so good a work, as well as he was
able, :
It was about sunsct when they reached the fort, carrying with
them some fine salmon trout which White had canght previous to
starting in search of the pursuing party. Just outside the stock-
ade they found the women and children seated upon a banit; and
White following the impulses of his nature, picked up the littlegirls
m turn and kissed them. He looked at the mother and nodded
pleasantly, bidding her good evening, and repeated the same to the
younger, bub as he did so, his look or glance lingered upon her
swelling bosom, and tear stained face, for she was weeping when
they came up, and had hastily wiped away the tears from herface.
‘White was overcome, for he had a tender heart; and to hide his
cmotion he stooped to converse with the boy.

While he was doing this, Ben asked the women if they could see
the crooked pine near the lake, it was perhaps half a mile from the
fort, they could tell it at once by the remarkable top.

“Now,” le said, “Iwantyou to ramble along in that direction,
and, if you get there before me, you can wait till I come, mind, I
shall not come after you, and you must not hurry, but just stroll
along with the children as though taking a walk.

“There were some Indians here a while ago,” said Mrs. Gor-
don, ¢ asking about you, I think.”

« How were they dressed, and how many were there ?” enquired
Dent, forgetting, for the moment, that few could describe the pecu-
liar markings by which tribes could be distinguished by the initi-
ated.

“Why they are coming again,” she said, “there they are,”—
pointing to seven fine looking fellows stalking gravely along from
& patch of wood to the south. )

“ Good, very good,” said Bent, who, as hé looked arcund. recog-
nised some old friends,—* we're in luck for once anyhow, here’s as-
sistance for us, and no mistalke ; now you can start, and remember
whatI told you,keep up your spirits,and don’t on any account hurry
about your movements.”

The Indians came up as the women and children sauntered away,
they were Mohawks of the Wolf tribe; a chief with his six sons.
They all saluted Bent with great gravity, and Bent introduced to
them White, as afriend of his, an English brave. Bentand the
chief commenced an earnest conversation in Mohawk, and White
went o his quarters and commenced a hasty preparation for, osten-
sibly, a hunting excursion.

Everything seemed to favour their design; the day being,as White
was informed a French festival, there wasan unusual amouni of
gaiety, and a proportionate relaxation of ordinary discipline. It
had occurred to Bent during the conversation with the chief that as
the two youngest Indians were still without rifles, the present would
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be a favourable opportunity for smuggling out a couple for them,
with a due supply of ammunition for all. Singular as was the
coincidence, White had noticed that the two youngest had no rifles,
and looking around had selected two of the short military kind, com-
mon at that period. '

‘When Bent went into the fort he asked the two lads to accom-
pany him, and loading them with his traps, he carefully concealed
a rifle for each under their blankets, so that the careless guard per-
mitted them to pass out without question. When they returned fo
their brothers, who were waiting for them outside, they could not
restrain their joy at the possession of what Bent had told them
should be theirs, but displayed their valued prizes, at the sight of
which, the chief smiled grimly. Bent and White followed immed-
intely after the young Indians, in complete hunting dress, and each
carrying rifles of very different manufacture to those given to the
young Indians. As they left the fort the guards wére closing the
gates, and White told them that he was going with Bent on an
excursion and should not return for several days. Bythis time it was
getting dark, and it was evident that the absence of the women and
children had been quite overlooked.

As they passed down from the fort they came suddenly upon two
of the St. Francis Indians seated in the edge of the bush near to
the road. Dark as it was they knew Bent and he knew them, and
it at once occurred to him that they were there for a purpose, and
that it was highly desirable to know what that was, lest it should
disconcert his own movements and defeat his intentions.

“Why,” he inquired, *“are my red brothers come backso soon ?”

“We came to see what the pale faces ave doing. Do they want
their women and children 2"

“But,” said Bent, “the English settlers have not come here

et.”

“ gfy brother should listen in the woods, the pale faces talk too
much.”

Had Bent had his rifle in position, he would, at that moment,
have forgotten prudence and pulled the trigger. Had he caught
these men dogging his own footsteps he would not have hesitated
to shoot them down as wild animals, hut still he hesitated at se-
cret attack and stealthy assassination ; but there was another rea-
son why he did not attempt immediate violence. To fire upon these
men, under the circumstences, was simply to alarm the French
which he was anxious to avoid.

Pondering upon thése considerations, but keeping a calm, un-
concerned exterior, he moved away accompenied by White; the
young Indians were waiting for him some distance furthér in the
woods, and he was just wondering where the chief and his sons
were or where he should meet with them, when a cry of anguish,
short, stified, and discordant, broke the stillness of the forest for &
. moment, and then all was again hushed.

They hurried forward to the place of meeting at the tree, at the
foot of which, in a state of no little alarm, they found the women.
The little girls had fallen asleep, but the boy, only about :seven
years of age, was wide awake and ready to move,
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