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French pamphler published tn 1837,

—

CAMBRAY AND HIS ACCOMPLICES.

——

CHAPTER XYV,

Waterworth’s reasons for turning King's Lvidenco—
Corrcspondence betwwecu Cambray and Water
worth on this subject.

Iu tho courto of these revelations, Waterworth
bas not given any reason for having turned
King’s evidence against bLis assoclates, and it
became necessary to use much persuasion in
order 1o induce him to speak of 1t, for it scemed
45 though ho reproached himself for the act,
At last, bowever, he consented, and it was thus
he explained tho fuct : .

# I have been in the lock-up several days for
some trick I bad been guilty of, and during that
time I cxpericnced all the borror of isolation ;
my days were occupied i gining way to the
most violent transports of rage, and iy nights
by frightful dreams,

“I fancied I saw figures tracing my death
sentence on the walls around me, or busily em-
ployed in crecting my scaffold, -

# Qne day when I had exbausted myself in
ono of my fits of desperation, and felt as if all

and others are now enchained between four walls
you can escape my vengeance. When I desire
it I can find n sublerraneous passago to your
cell and strangle you; but you know I have
ever been your fricud, avd I have now the means
of saving us both, I am only accused of theft,
—the murder of Siveac is yet unpunished,—let
us like two brothers, you and I, bear wituness
against somo of the ragamulling 12 this place;
against P~—— or G— if you like.

You seo by this means we shall both be saved,
for tho murder of Sivrac was an abominable
affair, one that I almost regret, for not onc sou
did I put in my pocket. Assoon as I am once
free you shall have half of my bidings.

T must tell of a good precantionary trick I
havo taken, About twenty rascals have lately
left the brig (prison), and I succeeded in speak-
ing to them. They intend assaulting everybody
in the streets by way of rovenge. Tlus will
have the eftfect of diverting attention from us
and throwing the indignation of the public upon
them, you sce.

It's a pity you have betrayed me, but [ may
yet make a large fortune. Write me if youare
willing to arsange matters concerning Sivrac's
affair; if not, I sball have your lifo.

Caxonav.'

“ Ty this I replicd somewhat as follows:

@t Cambray !

“¢ You reproach me with having violated my
obligations and of betraying my assuciates, Lut
it is from you I have taken cxample, and now
you proposc fresh treason, stilt more contempt-
ible, for it is founded on falschood.

For a length of time you have deseived me,
representing fortune and pleasure as the reward
of brigandage; you have taken advantage of
your influence over me, and made mo the wstru-
ment of your cupidity ; but I have arisen from

the energies of lifo had departed, the juiler paid | this dream—my eyes are open—yes, I will be

me a visit, and informed me that Cambray had
bad an interview with the officers of the Crown,
sod bad volunteered to reveal the true details of
our criminal carcer, on condition of being set
at liberty on the expiration of the Cniminal Term
in September (1836), and of receiving pardon
for bis shars in the matter,

% ¢ He stipulated,’ said tho jailer, ¢ above all
to havo hisfrecdom without any delay whatever.!
This 1ed me to suspect his real motive in saying,
as he did on on¢ occasion, ¢ We have large sums
of money in reserve—as yet we have not tonched
the Congregatignal silver —and it was doubt-
less Cambray’s inteation to como out sougly,
8ud sscrificc mo for the purpose of being able
to tako entire posscssion of our mutual gains.

_“Well, since T have been betrayed, I am de-
livered from my oaths. I must be before them.’

# Qo that day, without any condition what~
ever, I offered my declaration to the officer of
the Crown, and my offer was accepted. I do
not know whether I was the viclim of any
trickery, but this I koow that Cambray swore
revengo to the death for my having played him
such a trick.

% Aswe were kept in separate apartments wo
wero obliged to write to each other. This we
oftendid.  Our correspondence generally turned
on projects of escape, or new expedients pro-
posed by Cambray, with the viow of getting out

_of our trouble. The following, howerver, I ro-
ceived last sutumn ;

4 ¢Waterworth!

¢ You bavo swora by the Devil to keep our
scerets.  You havo broken your oath, you have
tarned King’s evidencs, you gtand dishonoured
befora all your associstes as having caten your
own words, For that act you well know I have
the right to kill you. Think not that beecause I

King’s evidence, not agaiost the inuocent whom
you would charge with the maurder of Sivrae,
but against you, Cambray; aunl you will see
when my recital is made whether or not my
memnory is a faithful one.

You must be an incarnate devil to boast of
having engaged the miserable wretches who
were set at liberty to attack people in the street,
in order to divert public atteation from your-
self. You ask my motive for acting thus, here
i3 My answer—

* The devil told me I was doing well,
Andhglfll?r\mtds that my decds were chromcled in

Such is the case now~—I am no longer under

your jufluerce, and I believe [ need not respect

the criminal oaths I bavo taken any longer.
For this reason I shall reveal everytinng. I
laugh at your threats and your impotent wrath,
Rely no longer upon me. WartgeworTR.

¢ It was not without considerable effort that
I resolved upon scnding this desperate answer
to my comrade, from whom in retura I received
the following reply :
¢ Waterworth!

' Wo will yet meet, in a cell, 1n & narrow

passage, on the scaflold, pechaps, or at any mte
in hell—no matter where, but so surely as you

fall into my haands I'll choke you—I'll massacro
you. Meantime I send you my direst curses,
thou infamous traitor. Gaxprax.)

¢ At last the March Assizes (1837) came,
Cambray and his accomplices were placed apon
trial, and I rendered evidenco in the matter. I

wmust admit when I was confronted with my

former comrades my heart revolted at my posi-
tion, and remorse followed on the footsteps.of

truth,

4p or SEVEN CENTS.

¢ Alas [ wich I could see Cambray beforo I
leave. [ would not be afraid to meet him for
he is unarmed. Wo could not behold each other
without emotion, I am certain.

“ But here I must bo allowed to terminate
this recital, to draw a veil over theso sad events,
for the remainder is known to you all.”

Some days after this (Gth April, 1837,) Wa-
terworth was set at liberty, and left for ever, to
scek Lis fortunc elsewbere,

LY
CUHAPTER XVIL

Trial of Cambray and 3Mathicu — Conviction and
Sentence—"Tho First Night of the Condemnned.

During the long and interesting trial under-
gone by Cambray aud Mathieu for the robbery
committed at Mrs. Montgomery's, and of which
we have given thoe full details, the accused,
seated in the criminnl dock, overlooking the
crowd, remained perfectly calm and collected,
regarding from_time to time with mich assur-
ance and an unfaltering eye, witnesses, judges,
and jury, and casting at times disaawnful or
threatening glances at certain personages among
the crowd. Mathicu, especially, appeared im-
perturbably cool, while hisaccorplice, Cambray,
mere capable of fecling the humiliation of his
position, was, to judge from bis convulsive efforts
to repress his cmotions, siolently agitated. Not
that fear or remorse bad aught to do with these
sensations-—~rage and disappointment alone were
the cause of all his pangs. The sufferings he
bad cxperienced ia prison were deeply graven
on his countensncz, slight contractions about
his mouth marked infallibly the anguish and
mental torturc he had endured, and effaced in -
some measure his affected screnity ; and e, who
had been so remarkable for manly vigour sud
joyousncss, now appeared ill in hecith and sbat-
tered io counstitutivn.  Notwithstanding that us
guilt was manifest to all present,stil more than
one gazed on him with expiessions of sincere
compassion, while' tho more timid and simple,
looking upon a man sbove the stawp of vul-
garity, admired the spparently unwaveriog
fortitude with which be conforted hiraseif.

On Yaterworth's cateting the box to bear
witness ageinst them, they stood up and glared
at him with eyes of fire, looking agif they wished
to penetrate to the immost depths of his heart.
But the denouncer was prepared for this cn-
counter, for he raised his eyes to Cambray calmly
and collectediy, and, having gazed on him for o
moment, without evincing the least emotion, he
turped to the Court, and gave his testimony
fearlessly and with precision: it was evident bo
Liad made up his mind to unveil the whole, so
resignrd and open his confession.  Nevertheluss
the struggle with his natare was severe ero hig
could reconcilo himself to this act of treachery,
still the tenor of his conversation was not tinged
with that remarse ot confusion that so frequenty
forms the substratum of feeling in the hearcts of
the guilty, cven where every other sentiment of
honour has been abandoned. :

The evidence went sorely against theaccused ;
the only defencc that Cambray’s connsel could
make was reduced to o question of credulity on
the part of the accomplice. Mathieu's counsel
qeked Mrs. Montgomery if, whea she heard tho
name of Mathicu prounounced, it was not possiblo
that it might bave been intended for somc other
person than the prisoncer, from which arose tho
question whether it was pot a fact that the
name was & common ong.

The jury retired, and re-catered immediately,
amid the most universal anxiety on the part
of all preseat. Everybody, but especially the
prisoners, tried to read the verdictin their faces.
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There was a moment of deep silence, and then
came the fiutal senteuce :

« Charles Cambray and Nicolas Mathicu are
guilty of the crimes of which they stand accused.”

Mathien, on hearing the verdict, showed no
cmotion whatever : neither restraint nor embar-
rassment indicnted the least affectation of ealime-
ness.

Cambrry, on the contrary, appeared for the
moment violently agitated and despairirg—a
thousand thoughts rushed through his mind,
and weighed upon his imagination.

Their trial was over, and they were brought
back to prison, surrounded by a crowd of people.

Cambray, who wag ill at the tune, pretended
that he was too weak to walk, and was therefore
conducted in & vebicle.

Several days after this their sentence of death
was pronounced with imposing solemnity by the
president of the Court, 1 toues of mty, and in
the presence of an expectant but silent multstude
of spectators.

The prisoners bore up against the terriblo
ordeal wilh firmness and resolution,  Cambray
maintained a proud aud disdeainful mien, but,
rmsing his -head, several great tears coursed
down his checks—tears 1t would be difficult to
say whether of weakness or regret.  Mathicu
was also at bis ease, as much as if he bad not
had the slightest juterest in the event; he
amused himself by playing with his hands upon
the dock, a spectacle which on another oceasion
would have appeared insignilicant or ridiculous,
but which on the present left a sad and painful
impression.on the minds of all who witnessed it,

The first night of the condemned was one of
depression, horror, and mental agony too great
either to paint or analyse. Who can inspire the
healthy and hopeful with an idea of tho desola-
tion experienced by the unfortunate being whose
existence is measured by the near approach of
denth—death branded with infawy, and within
an allotted period? Every movement, every
thought, every nervous quiver, is to him a step
towards the end of his existence, a thread
diminished to the cord of existence, and added
to that which is destined to launch him into
eternity—a voice calling on him to efface the
judgment by appearing before his Creator.

Ever before his cyes are walls grated and
silent—1livid light—enormous doors—guardiaus
—chains—the bangman—and, finady, infamy
and death—death—a frightful spec ve, which
every one has gazed upon, and which cvery
oac must cxperience, and yet the existence
of which all appear to doubt, but which the
condemned felon is alone destiaed to meet face
to face. Desth is alrcady standing before bim,
inexorable and iafle. hle.

Such is the fate of the ...bhappy being upon
whose head the seatenco has fallen—the dread
certainty within & known time doubles and
“triples his agony of mind. Had he even the
poswer of convincing himself of the justice of the
sentence? but, alag! from the depths of s
heart the cry of despair comes to him in the
accents of rage. Man,—bas he a right to take
away humaa lifc 7—holdest thou not thioe from
the Creator alone? Thus does be disclaim
against society, in spite of crime, and is ushered
on to the scaffold, his heart buraing with hatred
and vengeance. Such is an approximation to
the feclings experienced by Cambray and Ma-
thicu, modificd by the individuality of each.
Cawbray’s conduct was that of & ferocious beast
bounding about in frenzy, shaking chains, yell-
ing, dashing himself down, till, overpowered by
cxcertion, he beeame calm and reflective, ferreting
his prains for ~xpedients to gain sympathy, and,
if possible, to lull the storm once more.

Mathicu, more resigned to his condition, and
less violent in disposition, retained his calmness
and serenity. He nourished no thought of
escaping the gibbet, and regarded it as the
natural consequence of his crimes.

In tho coursc of forty-eight hours the greater
part of their sufferings were over. Tho clasticity
of the mind, that which gives strength and
cnergy to the human character, which fami-
liarises us with every situation, and supports us
in the greatest trouble, gradually restored calm-
ness to the minds of our heroes) and permitted
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them « spend the day with some degreo of
indillerence, and the night in deep repose.
However, both Cambray and Mathicu requested
an interview with some minister of religion,
Mathieu had a Catholic priest , but Cambray had
priests of every denomination, aad pretended to
adopt the opinions of cach, untif, at last, the
base wretch prociaimed himself repented and
contrite—a Lunb gathered into the fuld,

“ COUSIN BELL.”

—

UR summcr vacation was over; and the
Sandburst wam ugain in full swing, when,
having nccomplished the day's drill and study, I
was sinoking my midnight pipe in company with
Juck Cluuey, pufling the forbidden ¢ bacey” up
the narrow chimney of our dormitory, while we
related the vacious adventures in the way of
sporting, larking, and love-makiug, which had
befullen us since we last parted, When wy
story was told, Jack drew a long breath ere
he remarked—

“ Then you arc as good as engaged 7 I
nodded, and ho went on. 1 suppuse you've
scen your cousin, and like her ?”

# Pretty well. She’s only a school-girl, you
know."

‘4 And she likes you, of course??

“ I didw't agk her—the governor and her
mother will put all that square,”

& By Jove! what a cool hand you are, Harry ;”
and Jack looked as if lie did not know whether
to envy or pity me. ¢ Still, I think I'd rather
picked out my own iwife, though—after all; 1
dare say you are right. They manage it your
way in France, and—but I think—"

« But come, no buts, Jack,” said I, yawning,
and procceding to knock the ashes out of my
cxhausted pipe.

‘¢ ¢ By chasto Diana’s sacred head,

X vow 1 shall * my cousin” wed."
And so to bed. Three thousand a year is not
to be sneezed at, and every fellow cannot go in
for the sentimental now-a-days. I havebeen in
love half-n-dozen times already, but it don't last
%ong, and I daro say I shall fall in love with
Bell some day. Good night, Jack.”

And so, with the stoicism of cighteen, I was
soon fast asleep. It wes quite true, I was as
Jack said, as good.ts cngaged ; and how thig
came about I had better explain. It scemed that
some ninety or a bundred years before, the old
family property, baving fallen to the share of
Jjoint heiresses, bad been divided ; after all this
lapse of time, by a singular coincidence, the two
halves came into the possession of a brother and
sister, each widowed, and cach baving ouc child.
Hence arose an arrangement between our repre-
sentative parents, to the effect that I should
marry my cousin Bell, aund so re-unite the
estates. My fatuer told me all about it when I
went home, putttog it to me in such = plain,
business-like way, that I never for an instant
thongbt of making any objection. In fact, it
scemed rather a fine thing to be disposed of;
and when Jack let the secret out among our
fellows, I gained several steps on the social
ladder.

1 did not sce Bell again until the following
summer, by which time I was an ensign in her
Mejesty's —th Regiment, and under orders to
Join the head-quarters in Canada. I had a fort-
night's leave, and as the cottage my aunt had
taken was within a mile of the menor, 1 spent
most of my time with Bell. Yet when the part-
ing came, I was no nearer being in love than
the day I met ber first.  We had not quarrelled,
simply, I thought, because necither of us cared
cnough for the other todo so. Not a word
relative to the future had passed ; and yetI was
quite sure Bell kaew all about her destiny, and
almost as cqually sure that she did not like it.

The —th bad only to completo its term of
foreign service ; go by the time B:ll had gone
through & couple of seasons, I was at homo
again.

By the death of a sister, my aunt had become
guardian to a little girl, Milly Ryan by name,
who, at cleven years o}dl was one of the bright-

est, loveliest girls I had over scen, We wero
friends at onco; I was “ cousin Hal ” by adopt-
tion, and Milly was my champion, my sccond,
my backer-up. Bell, looking on with scoraful
indifference while Milly's very impetuosity and
cnthusiast made my cousin’s coldness more
paipable: o coldress which suppressed all my
meditated attempts at love-makiug, and sonie-
how continually reminded me that it was not
necessary that we should act as ordiury engag-
cd couples Cid.

So, though we rode, walked, and drove to-
gether, spending most of our timo in each other'’s
company, [ agnin went back to my duty, and ¢ar-
ried o wholoe beart with me. When auother year
had passed, my father began urging ourmarriage.
So I wrote to Bell, asking her to fix a duy. She
made & very matter-of-fuct reply, only asking to
defer it for six monthg ; and almost before I had
time to think the marter over, tidings of the mu-
tiny in India broke over Burope; and the —th
were ordered to prepave ot erabarkation. I got
a week’s leave and ran down to Devonshire.
Bell looked, I' thought, even colder than usual,
and listened passively to my entbusiasm about
fighting, promotion, and glory. Notso did Milly,
whose fuce was a picture in itself ; her colour
would deepen, her gieat eyes kindle, and with
every nerve tingling, she would stand fucing me
a3 I spoke; sometimes, too, she would crouch
down and clasp my arm, whispering—* [ love ;ou
best of all, cousin Hal ; and I wish I was a boy,
aud then no one could stop me going with you
but girls are such stupid, uscless things, they
can do nothing.”

Tho night beforo my departure had come, and
somewhat softened by the approaching parting,
somewhat piqued by Bell’s apparent insensibility
to what the increasing intelligeuce from India
convinced everyone would be & sharp and per-
haps a long struggle, I talked rather more than
I was wont, about the uncerininty of a soldier's
lot. Suddenly Milly who Lad been sitting upon
the ground, jumped up, and cried,—

“PIll be a woman when you come back,
Cousin Hal.”

« Ay,"” said 1, bitterly, #if I ever come back,
But meny a poor fellow will bito the dust before
wo leave India again

Bell's face grew paler, and her oyelids quiver-
ed, but shesaid notliing ; until, looking at Milly,
who stood with her eyes dilated and her hunas
clagped, she said—

“You are f.ightening the child, Harry.”

# No he is not,” cried Milly, wildly clenching
ber hands. *He i3 trying to frighten you, and
you won't be frightened, because you don't love
him. Ibelieve you wounld not care a bit if he
was killed.” 4

Here Bell got up and walked across the room,
and Milly, who had lost command of her voice,
dashed away up-stairs, and returned no more.

Put off last words as you will, they must
come ; aud in the dimlittle drawing-room light-
cd only by the wood fire, I bade good-bye to
Bell with something very like £ pang at my
beart, and g newly-awakened sensation I bardly
knew how to account for. My aunt being one
of those women to whom weeping is & necessity,
there wero plenty of tears; And when I looked
back from the threshold I saw Dell kneoling
by ber mother, comforting her, of course. It was
very nice to know tho tears were shed in sorrow
for me, and I loved my aunt right dearly; bat I
was not going to marry her; end I confess I
would rather baveseen the mother comforting
tho daughter.

Going through tho garden, down tho walk by
the laurels, upon whose broad glistening leaves
the moontight ghono like ‘Frosted silver, I saw
something white standing in my path; and the
next instant Milly clasped her hands round my
arm, crying,— )

4 Did you think I was a ghost, Cousin Hal?"

“X beliovo I did. But what ou carth are you
doing hero alone?”

“Waiting for you. I wagin sach & rage I
dared not stay in the room. So I protended to
20 to bed, and camo here to waylay yon, justip
be the very last to say good-bye.”

“Good-bye them, Mitly, Make haste end
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grow a womnn, and then it Bell does not care for
e ULl marry you,”

% Will you really?  Thank you Hal.
thick Bell will care enough for you,
that? »

She started and drew closer to me, shudder-
ing, and then Jlooking down the walk I saw au-
other figure—white and ghostlike enough iu the
uncertaitt moounlight. It was just turning to-
wards the house, and evenas I eaught sight of it,
it vanished.

“ Whatis it, Hal?? whispered Milly. Do
aou think it was Bell coming to look for me?
Do como back just to the grass.”

[ went back with her, and watched her into
the house.  Then I turned and wenton my way,

I don't
Wihat's

CHAPTER 11,

During the stirring months which followed on
our arrival in India, T ‘udd little e for thought
sl less for writing.  Letters were n racity ; we
men looked with envious eyes at the despatch-
bags. Almost unconsciously [ had allowed wmy
hopes regarding Bell’s first letter to get the bet-
ter of my discretion, and found myself looking
turward to the countents as a test of herneal feel-
wgs towards me; She wounld surely say some-
thing to betray herself, cither for love or against
it.  When the fetter did come I was half-fright-
cned to open it, and turaed it over and over
befure I broke the seal, Bell never crossed her
letters, and wrote a large haud, so there were
fuur sheets of thick note-paper besides a carte of
hierselt, Nothing could be kinder and more
cousinly thau tbe letter, and yet my heart sank,
fur not one single scntence could I inany way
twistinto anyunng more tender ; and crumpling
it up, carte and all, I thrust it into the breast of
wy jacket. Iwas suill reading my dear old father's
chapter of home news, the condition of the
hurses, the state of the crops and the hopes for
he shooting season, when the bugle sounded,
and we were again under arms. This tiwe I got
the worst of it.

‘The Sepoys had iuvented a sort of diabolical
machine by fusteniug a shell with a long fuse
mio & bag of guupowder; the powder of course
biew up first, and they calculated that the sol-
diers, sceing a sbell rolling about, would goupto
bave & look ; nor were they far wrong in many
cases, T knew nothing of tho trick, and after
the first explosion, took a'skort cut past the
shell, and cawe in for the brunt of it, one picce
smashing my arm, another pealing my shin. 1
have an indistinct notion of a terrible thud—
hardly pain, and yet something hornble—and
then I knew nothing of it all until the cffecte of
chloroform, administered to facilitate the setting
and dressing, going off, I was congratulated by
the doctor,

“ A narrow escape; an inch to tlio right, and ]

Winchester had hud. his prowotion,—tins paper
saved your life,” and he held up Bell's crumpled
leiter, matted together and stained with blood.
“Lucky for yoy the paper was thick,” went on
the Doctor ; * I've known some queer shaves for
life, but I never saw one to beat this, By the
Lord, there goes the bugle agam ; it's littlo rest
we get out here, and plenty of practice, though
it's not much T'd care if they gave us fir play,
but they dont. Sir Colin has bis petticoats to
tbe front again. I'll step in and tell the news
when I get away, Harry. Sleep is the thing
for you.?

Next day we were in Lucknow, and the doc-
tor, in a perfect fury of delight, was telling mo
of the wilful mistake mado by the galiant “skyo
blues,” when an orderly brought we my share of
another mail. S

“You must get your heart up, Harry,” said
the docfor, one day, “Sir Colin thinks the air
bere not over good for the sick. Il have you
made as comfortable as possible; we are to
march to-night. And there's the devil to pay
amoag the women: they're wanting to carcy off
every old kettle they’ve used this twelve months.
Faith I'd rather be a doctor then a commissariat
officer to-night, though its Jack’s choice, be-
tween the doviland tho deep sea.  You'll bave a
sleep at Dil Koosha without the lullaby of big
guas, that's one comfort,”

The dogtor was gs good ps bis word, I had

a palanquin on which 1 lay as comfortobly 1s on
my bed, and worse pain than mine would have
been forgotten in the excitement of moving.

It was a glorious moeonlight night, so bright
that we could sec where the bullets had pealed
the plaster oft’ the walls, or where round shot had
rent the stones and mwud asunder, leaving great
yawning gaps. 1 heard not s few lamenting
over theruin of whut had been u city of castern
splendour, I, for uy part, was heartily thank-
ful to get ont of it, nnd feel, as I presently did,
the pure country air thrilling through and round
me, There was firing from the enciny going on
the distance; butso ndmirable were the precau-
tions taken by Sir Colin, that no suspicion of
our great movement reached the mutiuncers.
Silently and stealthily the great body passed
along through the desolated ground of what once
had been the Ranee’s palace, thence to the road by
the river, where the great excitement began, and
where the enemy were actually within sight; so
that the open space along which we had tv pass
was cloked by screens of matting, behind which
we paased with bated Lreath and an unuttered
prayer of thankfulness to the wiso old man who
bad contrived so ably for our safuty.

Morning brought renewed life to the wounded
and wearied thropg, and I shall never forget the
wild delight with which the rising sun was
greeted. Women lifted up their voices and
prayed and wept, Kkissing their children or
friends ; men with moistened eyes tried tolaugh
at the fun, but gavo in to the excitement atlast;
the camp was in a buzz, and God and Sir Colin
were thanked in every dialect, from the full roll
of Connaught boys’ brogue, to the rough rich
burr of * Dauny Newcassel.”

Never had there been suchh & November ; one
had no right to beill or weank. I had princely
quarters, and got well apace. I astonished the
doctor, I astonished myself, and what was more,
I astonishe  the colonel, who kindly offered to
send me bhowwe—an offer I declined. I will not
say how much Bell's letters had to do with my
determination to remain in India ; perhaps ] was
n true soldier at heart, and having a taste fur the

service, had fairly enrolled mysclfin the soldier’s |

lot. Any way, I did not go home, and by the
time peace was restored I was fit for duty, and
rcjoicing in my promotion.

¢ Somebody has been tellingme you are going
home, Yeo," said General ——, a few months
after I had my company. ¢ Don’t be such a fool.
Youve bad the kicks—stay and have the half
pence. We want a few fellows to stick to us,
there will bo a regular exodus before the next
hot scazon, and plenty of fellows retiring, Youw'll
soon have your majority, and then may do as
you like.”

“ 11 think of it, general? said I, and while
thinking of it, another letter came from Bell.
u By Jove ! thought I, I'll show her I can be
just a3 cool as she is ; I won’t go home.”

And 1did not. Next mail brought me intel-
ligenc. of my futher's sudden death. I wrote
home, as I felt in duty bound, told Bell I had
accepted an appointment which necessitated my
remaining two years lon er, and asked her to
come out and be my wife; other women did so,
and [ thought she might. But it is well said
that it requires two to make a bargain; Bell did
not seo it in the light I did, she was willing, she
said, to wait. So two years glided by, aud then
I wrote again : again came a refusal, and in the
pique of the momeat I asked for a post then va-
cant, entailing still furtber servicr, so that very
nearly six years bad passed since 1 left England,
before I made up my mind to brave my fate and
come home for good.

The overland journey was much after the
wanaer of overland journeys ingeneral. A full
complement of mammas and children, real wi-
dows, and what are popularly known as grass.
widows, a spriokliug of men; many going on
sick leave, oneg or two, like mysel, giving up
their soldiering for cver. Thoro was the usual
amount of flirtation, scandal, anA jealousy, from
which I managed to stecr pretty clear, until I
fell into the hands of g pretty little woman go-
ing home on leave, and +who I soon found know
Devonghire.  One day at tea some one began
talking of matrimony, Mrs, Vigue gavo us her

opinion, adding a story illustrative of her expe-
rience that set the whole table in a roar.

H 1 am going to Lynmouth too, Mry. Vigae,” [
said ; “I hope you won't cut meas you did your
husband.”

“Then you know Lynmouth ; isn't it amiser-
able, dead-nlive sort of place ? nothing but ar.
tists, rending-parties, and High-church people to
be seen.  By-the-by, talking of Lynmouth, and
apropos of marriage, wy sister telis e ¢ charm-
ing story about their great heiress, a Miss Lar-
tiston ;1 dare say you've heard of bery—the story
is just the thing for a sensation mnovel ; ghe
has been engnged since she was in longelothes
to a cousin, the reason being that each of ‘them
lias half of what was once a whole estate, and
thero being o curse upon the place until some
old rhyme is fulfilled ; the rhyme is that,—

Tho curso of the Yco shall bo outrun,
When Larriston’s girl weds Yeo's son.

Of course they hato each other, and of course tho
heiress has taken to the Chureh for consolation,
aud found it in the curate. My sistor says she
expects an clopement, and rather leans to the
lady’s side ; now all my sympathies are with the
poor man.”

“They gencrally are, I am happy to see,” said
Captain Smith ; “1 am sure we ought to be aw-
fully grateful, and I am sure tlie_unlucky lover
will appreciate your kindness. Yeo, here, will
intreduce you ; I dare say ke is some relation,
as he is going down there.”

I did not know whetler Smith was throwing
out a feeler, but determined to ignore my iden-
tity, and promised to effect the necessary intro-
duction, and for the rest of the voyage had to
take care of Mrs. Vigne,

After & week in London I went down to Lyn-
mouth, the wholesome English July air giving a
new zest to my life, and somehow or other awak-
ing a strong desire to be with Bell, and a fierce
resentment against the curate, which was neither
mollified nor explained by the sight of the sweet
green hills of Devon, the fair woodlands, and
deep lancs through which the groom bowled me
in the tax-cart when ko drove over to meet me
at Barnstuple, any more than by the old ser-
vant's conversation ; for, after telling me of my
dear father’s lasi days, he launched off into fam-
ily and county gossip ; and, as I thought, pur-
posely avoided speaking of Bell, a reticence
against which I secretly fretted, considering that
thereby hung a tale. Of Milly, her goodness,
beauty, and, above all, her riding, he scemed
never tired of talking, and when I reached home
the same might be remarked of the housekeeper,
until, determined to bring out something, Isaid:
S0, the old Rector has gone, too, Mrs. Clarke 2”

“Ayc, sir, and more’s the pity, for tho new

. one don't like this place, and lives in London or

elsewhere, but he keeps a curate who works like
six ordinary parsons, up and out, carly and late,
riding and waltking till you wonder he has s bit
of flesh on his bones.  He knows every man, wo-
man, and child in the parish, what they want,
and when 1s the right time to give. Ho and
Miss Bell are thick; and if it wasn't that Y
knotved the truth, sir, of her and you, I'd believe
what the couatry says ; but then I knows bet-
ter, and more—they do say, he’s just the same
as & Rominn priest, and could not marry.?

All this did not tend to incrense my satisfac-
tiop, although it did awaken a terrible, and to
me an unaccountable tumult in my mind. The
more I tried to analyze this, the more hopclessly
perplexed 1 became, until it suddenly began to
dawn npon me that perhaps, after all, I was in
love with Bell. Then came the remembrance
of her coolness; tho six years collapsed—I read
her letters over agaim, and, taking my stick,
went off to the cottage. Bell was in the draw-
ing room, it was toodark to se¢ her face, but her
hand lay passive and cold as 1cad in mine as wo
stood togetber, waiting my aunt’s coming,

1t is a sad return, Bell” I said, and then her
band shook, but gave no sympathetic pressure.
 One expects changes in six years,” I'went on,
thinking of the_ curate, % but there aro somo
harder to bear tban death.” T

§ho drew her hand away and turned partiy
round; but, before she spoko, the door opered
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and Aunt Mary came in. Dark as it was, I
could see how broken duwn the six years had
left her,

« My dear boy," she cricd, falling on my nech,
' J began to think I too would be gone Lefore
you came home. Why did you stay away so
long, Uarry 77

I looked at Bell, she was standing in the win-
dow, only the faint vutline of her figure visible.
She moved towards us, aud touched her muther's
forchead, with a caressing hand, sayiug.

* Don't reproach Harry to night, mother, let
us be content that he has come.  Tell her of the
war, Harry, and how you were woumled, the
friend you gut to write was not explicit, and
you never explained matters.”

She gtood by the fire, leaning against the
chimney-picce, and lvaking down at me as I sat
upoa a low ottoman by my aunt's char.

¢ It is rather along story, aunt,” I said , ** but
thie gloaming is goud fur story telling, and jou
won't see my blushes. So beginning with my
landing,I went faithfully throughmy experiences.
When I reached that part relatung to my wound,
and ns I spoke of Bell's letter having obtained
the credit of saving my life, she walked back to
the window ; and when, having cuncluded my
story, I turned to look for her, the window was
open, and Bell had disappeared.

Even tho story she might in common polite-
ness have stayed to listen to, hiad it not interest-
ed her; but befure I bad time to think much of
the circumstance the door flew open and an
cager voice asked,—

“ Where is he, aunty ?  They told me he was
here.” It was Milly; and as she camo feeling
hier way among the chairs and tables in the dim
light, Umet her, and had her in my arms before
cither of us well knew, and my arm was still
round her, when what little light there had been
vanished, and Bell came in by the window again.
Milly slid away, but her band still held mine
with a warm, clinging clasp.

« How foud you are of the dark,” said Bell,
going up to the fire and fumbling about for
lighters.  Milly s» aown and her face coming
on a lewil with my hand, 1 felt it drawn forward
and pressed to her lips, then thrown avay as
she said,—

¢ Now then, Bell, light all the candles, and
let us see what he is like.”

Bell did light all the candles, and as tl.c light
fell upon Milly I was startled by the change
The six years bécame a fact at oace, sinco they
had converted the child into a blooming, lovely
woman, Somcthing of my thought must have
shown itself in my face, for Milly's cheek grew
crimson and the bonny blue eyes sank,

+t How you are changed, Harry ! cried Aunt
Mary. And turning to answer her, I saw Bellin
the full light. Sbe was a little stouter, her bair
wag dressed in a different way, there was a
brighter colour in lier face than I remembered to
have scen before, and & deeper light in the full
hazel cyes that looked back into mine, still she
scemed unchanged, and the years collapsed
again. *

« If it was not for Milly, I could scarcely k.-
lieve so many years huve passed since I went
away, aunt,” said 1, * Bell does not look & bit
different.”

« Ay growing days were over before yon went
away,” said Bell, quietly ; I cannot say you look
the same; but then climate and all that may
have changed you.” .

And so we fell talking again. It was a
strango evening ; Milly did not speak much, but
I knew she was watching and listening. Bell
1alked as quictly as if I had been away only a
week 3 and although I threw out a hint about
the curate, aed told them of Mrs. Vigne, how
she had put rae up to Devon gossip, I made no-
thing of it, and, as 1 walked home, was utterly
miserable and dissatisfied. I wisbed Milly bad
been my fiancée, and yet 1 hated the unscen
fclur:m:, and raentally abjured Bell as a heartless

irt.

When I got to the cottage next day the girls
were out, and my aunt lying down. So, shelter-
ing myself from the sun in a summer seat cover-
ed in by Roman creepers and honey.suckle, 1
lay down to enjoy a cigar and make up my mind
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how I was to begin tho conversation I had
determined on, and which was to decide my fae.
My meditations dul not last long, Bell came up
the walk aud sat down upon an iron-chair facing
the bower. She looked paler than the night be-
fore, and spoke very quictly ; but thero was
something i her face that I had never seen be-
fore, and which, though it made me look again
and ngain, T couid not understand,

Presently Mily rushed up,panting and flushed,
lier hair loosened from the net, and her hatin
her hand, . .

4 Oh, 1al P she cried, leaning against one of
the wooden pillars, aud speaking in a great
hurry , I have scen your friend , she's coniing
here with her sister, and she told me such things
about you ; and so I took & short cut over the
ficlds, and nearly ran over your curate, Bell, he
was going to call at the manor.” o

I had no gratitude or affection for Mrs, Vigne.
I rememliered too weil her story, and Milly’s
allusion to the curate was gall and wormwood.

« So you keep a pet curate, Bell,” I began,
« gossip makes wings, but youllscarcely believe
I heatd of your curate, as Milly calls bim, be-

1 landed.” .
forge" s faco flushed, and then grew deadly
pale, Lut her eyes never flinchied, looking back
wto mine with a steady gaze, defiant and yet
sad, with a something in them that set me
thinking, aud kept me S0, until & scorching
breath frum my cigar reminded me sharply of
is flecting existence. Throwing it down, I‘
uttered an exclamation of anger, .thus !cttmg off
a smsll bit of my suppressed indigoation anent
Beil. Now, it i3 n bad plan—one of the very
worst, indecd—to take an inch of latitude, when
you are sccretly angry. I glanced at Bell, as I
spuhe, and her face was cold and quiet.

« Has it burnt you ?" said Milly.

« Just cnough to make me wiser for the fatare,”
1 wswered savagely. " Anold cigaris h'ke an
ol1 love—apt to burn out, if kept long.” of
course it was an idio.c, meaningless speech, I
knew that at once, and dare not look at Bell's
face; so I went on. .

« Apropos of mnothing, Milly. Do you re-
member promising to be a woman when I came
home ?? .

« Yes, and have I ot kept my promise?”
said Milly, with o brighter colour in her face,
and ber cyes tarned away asd fixed upon the
grey feather in Bell's hat. .

« So well, that I want to keep mine,

Milly's face turncd away & little more, but I
could see a wicked smilc hovering about the
corners of her mouth, There is nothing like
uncertainty to spur a man on, and although 1
bad not the slightest intention of giving Bell up
without making o Gight for it, nor was Lin love
with Milly, yet, in spite of these things, I rushed
on, nntil I was as good as 1 for both, and hx}d
not vuices from the house suddenly broken in
upun the silence, 1 scarcely know what the
smmediate result might not have been. As
it was, Milly pointed up the lawn, where I saw
Mrs. Vigne, with o very handsome man by her
side, at whom she was Jaunching her full battery
of nuds and wrentbed smiles. ;

¢ Bell,” whispered Milly, “ she's got your
curate.” .

Bell made o reply , but, rising, went to meet
the party. I satstill ; and Milly stood watching
them with angry cyes.

“You dong. )lik{: the grass-widow, Milly,” 1
whispered.

@ Ip%mte her was the candid angwer ; and her
sister t00. 1 cannot thirk low men are such
fools as to believe in women like those.”

There was no time for more; Mrs. Vigae was
upon us, and cloquent in her reproachful inuen-
dos, as to my i 5
on board the steamer. She was still talking
when Bell interrupted, prescnting the curate,
as M. Calvert, my cousin Harry.®

Mr. Calvert's gyes met mint as we made our
mutual bows, They were blue, honest eyes,
biding = depth of meaning in the clear light,
and utterly incapable of copccnlmc_nt. In spite
of my preconceived prcjud.lcc, I liked the look
of the man, nor bad my liking lessened when we
adjourned to the drawing-room fur five o'clock

™

duplicity in not avowing myself H
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After which Mrs. Vigne and her sister de-
parted, leaving Calvert, who had proved blind
and deaf to the hints thrown out suggestive of
his being driven home, standing beside mo on
the door step, watching the ponies go down the
drive,

« Sharp.little woman, your Indian friend,”
' snid Calvert, with a queer, dry smile.

“ Women are utterly incomprehensible from
first to last,” T said, the ugly feeling springing
up.

“ What is a woman like ?” laughed Calvert.

« False-hearted andt ranging,
Uneettled and changiug,
What then do you think she islike?
Likeasand? Liko arock?
Liko a wheel?  Likoa clock?
Ay, & clock that isfways at strike.
Her head's liko the istand folks tell on,
Which nothing but monkeys can dwell on,
Her heart's Hiko a lomon—so nlco*
Sho carves for each lover a shice.
In truth she's to mo
Like the wind, like the ees,
Whosc ravings will hearken to no man,

! Liko a thief, like——in bricf—

She o like nothing on carth but—a woman,”

The curate stayed dinner, and I still liked hiw.
Not that I felt atalt like the immortal Mr. Toots.
My affections were by no means disiutercsted ;
and 1f he was really a rival, I could hate him, no
doubt ; but then somchow I could not recongile
Calvert with my notious of a rival.

¢ What a handsome tellow your curate is,” I
winspered to Bell, as we joined the girlsin the
drawingeroom. ¢ Jike him, in spite of Mrs.
Vigne's gossip.”

1 am glad of it, Hwry 3 he deserves to be
liked, and gossip dues not deserve to be behieved,”
said she.

Then, when coffec was over, she walked off on
to the moonht lawn with Calvert, and Milly hav-
g vanished some time before, 1 was left to my
meditations, and, being idle, Satan of course
kept up his character, and found me something
| to do m the shape of a thorough resuscitation of
the jealousy wiich had been partially lulled to
sleep.

1 could see thie two figures each time that they
turned at the end of the terrace, and also that
they were talking carnestly together. I envied
him his stalwart figure, his casy quict way, his
firm sense, and the manner he bad of giving it,
{ without letting it auroy you, or make him appear
{ pedantic. I did not wouder at Bell's liking him;
{ he was just the man to trust in, just the man to

feel a pride in loving, and to whoso judgment

you could look as coming right from an honest
| heart. I was horribly jealous, and yet Iliked
the man, and almost liked Bell better for has-
ing won such love as his. As I lay a-thinking,
Milly ghded very sofily into the room, and,
without sceing me, went up to the window. As
the twvo came opposite, she drew back with a
sharp, angry motion, and, leaning among the
curtaios, stood there. I could not distinguish
the expression of her face in tho dusk, but I could
sce she was watclung with an eagerness I could
not account for.

“Milly,” said I, getting up and standing be-
side her. She started violently, and tried to push
past me, but I held ber fast. Tho; spirit of the
morning was in e again, ¢ Milly,” I went on,
“] am going to ask you to keep your promise,
made the night before I wentaway., Youarea
woman now.”

“ Yeg, cousin Hal”

“You know all about the old engugement
made for Bell and me 77 .

“Yes, coasin Hal”

¢ Bell does not like it., She never did. Her
cold letters kept me in India. T didn't careif I
never came home, and when I did start, tho first
thing I heard was the truth about this fellow
Calvert and how she hated me. I did not be-
licve 1t until I saw it for maysclf. I see it now ;
so do you. Look there, Milly—look at themn
Boll likes the curate's little inger better than my
whole carcase,”

% No she doesn’t,” cried Milly, passionately :
“ but he likes her, and she goes on in her quiet,
heartless way, till, till—" But Milly began to
cry, and o new light broke uponme. Suddenly,
t chiccking her tears, Milly said, “ You arc all
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wrong about Bell. She docs not show it, as [
would ; but 1 believe she loves,you dreadfully.”

My heart gave a great throb,

“ You don't believe me 7"

¢ No, Milly dear. It's very kind of you tell-
ing moe this ; but I amn quite sure you aro wrong."

Next day T found Bell in the garden alon,
and, figuratively speaking, I took a licader at
onco. I told Bell I saw she did notlove me. [
told her I was sorry for my share in the engage-
ment, and that it had beena miserably, ill-ad vis-
cd schieme from the fiest.

“The long and short is, you would tcll me
that the engagement is broken,” she said, but
without looking at me,

« If you wish it so, Bell.”

“Can you doubt it 7" and rising from theo
gacden-chair sho turned her face to me. It was
frightfully pale, and her cyes had the samne ex-
pression I had seen the day before, * Yyu are
quite free, cousin Harry,”

“ Your freedom is more to the purpose,” said
1, fiercely, halfmad with love, disappointment,
and jealousy.

*\What do you mean ?”

4 Only what you say—that you are free, Bell,
and thatI am sorry I havo interfered so long
with your bappiness. Had I known the truth
sooner, it might have spared me much. Iwasa
blind, obstinate fool not to give in long ago ,
bat, in gpite of common scnse, I hoped against
hope. 1 thought if you did not love me yet, an.
other year might make o difference. It was not
your fault, I know, You were cold enough ; but
I loved you so dearly, J~—]——

«Harry ! Harry ! cried Bell, Do you know
what you are saying "

% Too well,” I replied, fiercely ; and then, like
a veritable madman, I let my tongue loose. I
‘told her the whole story of my life, sceing it
with a new knowledge myself; how I had learnt
tolove ber, how her coldness had crushed my
love until I thought it had died out, and how
the story I heard in the steamer made it all blaze
forth again.

Bell bad been standing when I began to speak,
but long before I finished she was sitting, her
face flushed and her hands nervously clasping
and unclasping. As I finished, her eyes rose to
mine, and absolutely startled me. [ had never
scen such lights in cyes before, Hor whole ex-
pression had changed, and thinking she might
have clonked her joy, if only for decency sake,
I turned indignantly away. The instant after 2
hand was upon my arm.

“Hany! Harry ! come back tome, Are you
blind ? Won’t you séo that it was my love, that
1 only feared you thought yourself bound to me,
that I only wanted to let. you try if you loved
anyone clse 77

But T nced not tell all Bell said, or how she
explained much which—though probably quite
lucid to the reader, who, being in the place of o
looker-on, proverbially spesking secs most of the
game—was dark and inexplicable to me, yo?il
Bell put it to me in the clear light of her Jove.
Ore thing, however, I must add. I had been
quite wrong about the curate, who was in love
with Milly all the time, and who told bis story
30 cffectually that Milly believed him. Thus
was fulfilled to tholetter the old adage—

Tho curge of the Yco shall bo outrun
When Larriston's girl weds Yco's son.

[. D. Fextox.

THE FIFTH OF MARCH IN

DUBLIN. 1

——

HAD been absent from Dublic on leave, dur-
];ing the whole month of February, When I
Ieft the city, on the 27th of January, the Fenian
conspiracy would havo scemed t0 an ordinary
observer utterly collapsed. Arrests were ocea-
sionally made, but were chiefly copfined to
Americanised Celts. If these men had been born
in Ireland, the soil and climato of America bad
« strango effect upon their constitution, Thoy
were tall, pale-faced, and bearded—in every
respect presenting the appearance of the genuino

THE SATURDAY READER.

article. My duty brought me into contact with
many of these prisoners, nud 1 found that for
ong who came from Now York, threo came from
Massachusetts.  They seemed to me to court
arrest, for they were singularly rude and inso-
lent, swaggering through tho streets, josthng
the pussers-by, and walking at n rapid pace
threo or fuur abreast when the footpath was
crowded during the fushionable hours for pro-
menading or shopping. I remarked that geveral
wore large stars of silver on their left breasts :
ugly ornaments enough; for thoy were, in all
respects, like picces of block tin.  All had liats,
4 compound botween the ¢ put at " and the,
“Jerry.” Al too, had loose overcoats of dife
ferent shades of grey,

When many were seen together, it became
plain that their dress was o k'nd of uniform,
Nothiug was found upon these men when search-
¢d. Documents they would not carry; revolvers
«nd ammunition were thrown into the river be-
fore the police cauld seize them at the quays,
On the Americon Celts money was found in
abundance; the street-rowdies of Dublin and
the importations from the slums of manufactur-
ing towns in England scldom had a shilling.
The latter wero miserable, stunted, woebegono
creatures, with o mischievous cast of countenance
not usual with the Americang. Now and then
the polico discorered pikes, swords, belts, revol-
vers, and rifles—never many together—hidden
behind shutters, between beds and mattresees,
or under the flooring., Secret information had
led the detectives to “their hiding-places, and it
was suanised by many that the information was
given by the leaders of the plot themselves.
They knew that every scizure would be magni-
fied tenfold, and made notorious through the
public press,  Thus the discontended and sedi-
tions would believe that the conspirators were
at work, and preparing for a rise. The majo-
rity, bowever, believed that Fenianism was
mercly a gigantic swiadle, intended to procure
money for the leaders. From the first, the au-
thorities, especially those connected with the
military service, thought differently. The public
did not know what information or proof the
government might possess; but while all was
in profound peace around them, they saw the
government urgently pressing forward military
preparations, as if a formidable foo were at hand.
All were puzzled, and not a few blamed the au-
thorities for creating alarm in the minds of
women or timid persons by vain and unneces-
sary precautions.

Such was tho state of things when I left
Dublio, and it did scem strange to me thay, if
danger where really imminent, * leave ¥ should
have been freely given. In my retrcat I kaard
of the fiasco at Oshirciveen, and the carious
movement on Chester. but my newspaper was
always three days late, and was read, I verily
believe, by every person in the village before it
was allowed to come to me. There were Fenians,
as I afterwards found, in my neighbourhood, and
accident taught me that the maid-servant in my
lodgings was enlisted in the plot. A sccluded
glen somo distance from my home was a favour-
ite haunt of mine, but I found that whenever I
strolled out in that direction, she placed a candie
in an upper room, the window of which could
be geen from the glen. I noticed the light, but
did not discover that it was a signal until in-
formed by the constabulary on the night before
1 left.

I wag sitting at breakfast on the morning of
the 5th of March, Wondering whether all my
fricnds had forgotten me, seeing that I received
no letters, when a jauntiag-car was driven up
beforo my window, and a boy handed me = tele-
gram, It was very bricf, containing an order
for my instant return to Dublin and my post.
I felt that “something was up,” and, telling tho
carman to wait, made my hurried preparations,
While I tvas wrapping a rug about my legs, the
servant-girl, looking piercingly at me, inquired:
« Have they kept their word 27 As 1 hesitated
not knowing what answer to give, she inquircti
again: “Are the boys up in Dublin? They
soid they would rise to-day.” ¢ Indeed?” said
1. “Youknow much more than I do.” As X
dashed down the road leading to the station, 1
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noticed that a loose pile of geraw at the head of
the grlen had been fired, and now sent up into
the clear air a rolling column of white smoke.
In ten minutes similur smoke signals were seen
on scven hillocks stretching round and past the
glen, and then I believed that there really was
** something up.”’

I travelled to town by tho Great Southern
and Western Ralway in a third-class carringe,
[ wished to hear the talk of the country people,
[ counted nine young athletic fellows in the
carringo ; they wero all singularly silent, We
took in few additional passengers until the train
reached successively Straffan, Uelbridge, Lucan,
and Cloudalkin, At the last two places passene
gers became so numercvs that accommodation
could not be provided for them. Thcere was
cvidently an understanding botweenmany of the
young peasants and two American Celts who
got in at Celbridge. The moment theso men
entered, every pipe was put out. They had with
them a stout deal box about twenty inches long
and sixteen deep, braced at the cormers with
iron, and evidently of great weight.

There was no confusion or crowding at the
terminus. I noticed that three men stepped out
from among the carriages and cabs, and ad-
dressed a very brief sentence to the two Ameri-
cans who travelled with us. The youug men
regularly “fell in” and marched rather than
walked down tho quays. Suddenly they broke
up into twos and threes, and disappeared rapidly
up the lanes leading to Thomas and James-street,
Three hours afterwards, I recognized five of
them at Tallaght.

Couming down the north side of the quays,
here and there scarcely seen—for tho gas was
peculiarly dite—I saw policemen wenring swords
standing in sixes together with their backs
against shop shutters, They lnoked like a black
wall. Further on, a group of boys, youths, and
me» would be formed around one person in the
centre, and, after receiving brief directions from
him, also broke up into twos and threes and
passed rapidly down the quay.

1 saw one group in process of formation. A
man stood motionless i the centre of the path-
way, near Arian Quay Chapel. He beat- the
pavement with 4is won-shod heel, as if to warm
his feet. Almost immediately, were heard at a
distance sinlar triple heatings of the fact, and
in an incredibly short time n group of at least
thirty formed a circle, with their faces turned
towards an individual ic the centre—to bresk
up in twos or threcs almost as soon as formed.
I counted thiv one of these groups from the
railivay termic .. to Sackville-street. But here
therc was a continuous stream of men and boys
pessing rapidly over Carlisle Bridge. For the
most part they were the gamins of the city—
horse-holders, sweepers of shop doors, ragged
nondescripts, pickpockets. Pale-faced slouching
men, smelling strongly of whisky and tobacco,
appeared among tho ruck. Now and then an
American Celt could be scen to hail a cab, into
which three and sometimes five persons would
enter. The faces were all-turned one way, and
the town scemed to be disgorging all its rabble,
I could comparo the stampede to nothing but
-the rush of people to witness o fire. Not o word
was spoken, and though very large numbers
poured out of Dublin together, there wag not the
slightest disturbance or confusion. I followed
the moving stream up Westmorland-strect, past
the college in whoso vast front not = light was
to be seen, through Grafton-street, up Stephen’s
green, aud Horcourt-streot.  Thero I left them,
and hurried home. I expected to find explicit
orders awaiting me. . .

Along the rout taken by the multitude, the
cigar-shops, oyster-stails, and gin-pslaces were
open as usual.’ In my own street overy house
was lighted up, and o large ball was being given
in Harcourt-street.  No chain was placed across
my owa hall door, and mwy servant, in answer to
wy inquiries, replied, as ceolly us if it wore a
matter of no importance, that ¢ the Fenians had
riz” In the parlourall wereat « high tca” A
blazing fire shone ont gloriously, and a joyful
welcome wag given me.  Short [space was there
for rest or warmth, A loagenvelopswaghanded:

to me, and in five minutes I left my home alone,
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to move with the Feninns up to o certain point.
They had risen, and it was believed that they
intended, when collected in numbers sufliciently
great, to pour down upon the wealthiest portion
of the city, and plunder there,

I found that the greater portion of the mass
began to move slowly in the neighbourhood of
Rathmines- a suburb cousisting mainly of a
single street of fine honses inhabited by the
higher orders of the middle class. This street
i3 three-quarters of o mile long, wih a very
wide footpath on cither side. At the extremity
furthest from the city, it opens out into n spa-
cious trinngualur place, at the two opposite angles
of which two ronds branch out: one leading td
Rathgar, Roundtown, and Rathfarnham: the
other, though an irregular line of buildings, to
Putwerston-ficlds, which are skirted by theriver
Dodder, here exceedingly picturesque There
are some very fine old trees in the neighbour-
hood; and in a magnaificent field surrounded by
wood the multitude gathered. 1 think, however
that from the first many of the Feulans passed
on rapidly, crossed a bridge over the Dodder,
and made for the rendezvous at ‘Fallaght, a vil-
Iage fully four miles *o the right. Asfur as |
could judge, there were at no time mure than
between six and seven hundered persons assem-
bled at Palmerston-fields, of whom four-tifths
were youtbs not over cigliteen years of age,
weaklings, and with a dissipated air, There
were two carts : both containing arms, as we
subscquently found. For some time the mass
moved about without any apparent object, and
I understood they were waiting for some one to
lead them. The Rathimines police-oflice is close
10 the triangular space, and from tius the htile
garrison of eight men hovered on the skirts of the
Fenians, now and then arresting individuals.
Suddenly, and without a word, this mass of
Fenians broke up : some proceeded at a rapid
pace towards Tallaght, but fully half the num-
ber, already tired ot the enterprise and alarmed
by discovering that they were really required to
fight, poured back into the city, flinging away
the arms they had received. They fuund that
the police were searching all persons passing in-
to Duhlin whose appearance was suspicious;
conscquently, they determined to nd themselves
of proofs of complicity with the rising. The
night wore on, raw and cold, with & drizzling
of sleet and rain. The romantic apprentices
shuddeed at a four miles' march to Tallaght over
an unculating country.

By this time the alarm had spread, Cavalry
from Portobello, and infantry from other bar-
racks, were on the rear of those stepping out
for Tallaght. The cavalry did not proceed very
rapidly ; for, I believe it was designed by the
aunthorities toallow the mass to meet at Tallaght.
The metropolitan police, whom I have spoken of
as standing in sixes by the sbop shutters, had
now united into a very formidable body of tall
strong men, and they moved after the insurgents
as rapidly as the cavalry. They marched silent
as death, each man fully able to deal with half
a dozen Feninns, Tired and worn out by my
long travel, 1 stepped into a friend’s house to
obtain some mowmentary refreshinent, but aftera
little rest I mounted my friend's car, and arrived
at Tallaght before the great event of the night
occurred.

Th~ lower order of Irish use the phrase,
“Tallaght-bill talk,” to ecxpress boasts and
maenaces without power to enforcethem.  From
e hill you can look down upon Dublin, ¢ the
city of the black pool;” and on asummer’s day
or moonlight night the panorama is magnificent.
St. Patrick’s cathedral stands out grandly, with
its loftly steeple, and spire, and flying buttress,
A scout placed on Tallaght-hill could ascertain,
without difficulty, every military movement in
Dublin. Ido not know theplans of the Fenans,
but I think they cxpected large reinforcements
to mncet them at Tallaght from the counties of
Meath, Wicklow, Wexford, and Kildare, and,
when all were combined, to pour down upon
that part of Dublin which, from their eyrie, they
saw to be least protected. Lord Strathnaira,
however, was too quick for them, and while he
aud biz strong force of infantty and cavalry
wers marching to cut off the apprunches to the
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city, he nad dirceted n portion of the 48th
Regiment to move from the Curragh by the
Southern and Western Railway, to leavo the
tnin at Celbridge station, and cut off the car
of the insurgents,

Bat, before the military had reacked the
Feniang, the latter were cowed and beaten.
Tho tactics of the leaders were to attack police-
stations, with their little garrison of from six to
eight men,  The coustabulary barracks are
nothing more than ordinary houses, usually one
of & number, and 10 ne way distinguished from
the rest.  The pulice barrack at Tallaght is a
weak building, incapable of resisting determined
assailants,  On the night of the 5th of March
there were fourteen consttbulary in the barrack,
when an eacited messenger gave information
that the Feunicus had risen and were marching
on the Tallaght road. Ahmost at the same
montent the sound of a very large numnber of ad-
vancing men was heard. The inspector who com-
manded the constabulury ordered his men tomove
vut and fuace the enemy. These conld be heard
and seen advancing like an irrcgular moving
wall. It seemed as il the earth had risen five or
six feet high, and were pressing forwards, When
the constabulary challenged the crowd, no reply
was given, Some order was issued to the in-
surgents, and then a volley came from the rebel
rauks, irregular and scattered, but the hight of
the ritles pointed out the insurgents to the con-
stabulary. These had knelt down, and the in-
surgents’ fire passed over them without wound-
ing a man. Then the constabulary delivered
their fire, 21l together, hike bne shot.  There was
silence for an instant, then ternfic yells rent the
air, and screams of men in agony. The insur-
gents recoiled and broko at once, I can compare
their breaking up to nothing but that of a
*school” of mackerel. They ran everywhere,
jostling, impeding, fighting cach other, in anxiety
to escape.  You could hear the pike-staves and
revulvers falling on the ground, as they were
thrown away in the panic.

The dark mass melted away, but on the ground
lay two dying men . one clutctnng at the gravel,
aud screaming out, U men! U ment” The
other was desperately wounded, and insensible.
Two others were found rext morning. They
had been thrown into a ditch to die. The bullets
of the constabulary did their work well; no one
can tell how mauy were “hurt badly” by that
one volley. I know there have beea several
clandestine burials and unhonoured graves ; and
I believe that thereare still many sorely maugled
lying in outhouses, a terror to their friends.

During the ramninder of the night, or rather
in the dark morning, the insurgents, who had
fled to the Tallaght-hill, slipped uff by ditches,
hedge-rows, and mountan-torrent beds.  When
light dawned, there were not more than three
hundred mea and boys together, the most timid
of thelot, who had fearcd even to attempt escape.
The military captared with case one hundred
and cighty-six of these miserable wretches, half
dead with fear, and utterly worn out with hun-
ger and fatigue. They were marched into Dublin,
and ** paraded” in the Castle yard. Some begged
fur water, others for a morsel of bread; many
threw themselves down on the flags to get a
noment's rest. A more dismal and disgusting
spectacle was neverseen. There my duty ended.
1 had not found the man I wag3 ordered to seck
out, though he was at Tallaght-hill. How and
where I fuund bim I may teli hereafter.

Tnr 3ew “Paris Gnide,” in French (intended
for visitors to the Great Exhibition), is to bo
publisked in one vélume. crown 8vo., containing
from 1,300 to 1,400 pages of text, aud 100 origi-
nal full-page Engravings; 26 Maps and Plans,
including a large Coloured Map of Paris; Maps
of Versailles, St, Germain, Fontainblean, Vincen-
ncs, the Envirous of Paris, the Cemetery of Pére
1a Chaise, &c. ; and autographs ofall the authors,
upwards of 100 in numnber. The introduction is
writtea by Victor Hugo, the History of Paris by
Louis Blanc aud Eugene Pelletan, and the var-
ious chapters on Science, Life, Art, Industry,
the Environs of Paris, &c., by nearly all the
best Freach literary men and artists of the day,

(Atﬂ’

THE WRONG SIDE OF THE
STREAM.

Oxcx moro do I feel the soft summer wind blowing,
Whilst it tenderlylrustles tho trees;

Agaiu tho clear water i3 teilling and flowing,
As tho rushes are bent 'neath the breeze.

The grand purple shadows are dreamily spreading
Their gloom o’or the sunshiny gleam;

Through tall nodding geasses 1 fancy 1'm treading,
Ry the side of the murmuring stream,

Al don’t you remember, aweet Amy, tho talking
You canzed down at Silverdale Hal?

How men wero all wild to attend you in walking,
Or to carry your sunshade orshawl?

You iaughed and you flirted, and wero so provoking,
For you relghed like a despot extremos

And issued your cdfcts—part earnest, part joking—
I'rom your throne by the side of tho stream.

Then you had your fav'rites I can’t help confessing,
‘Though you treated us all as your slaves—

One moment wero angry, the next were caressing,
More capricious than wind.driven waves.

*Twas then Charlio Lincoin and 1 wero both vying
‘T'o be first in your love and esteem,

Whilst swiftly the rosy young hours were flying
At your court by the sido of the stream.

Thus it often occurred in that bright sunny weather
That we both were cnsnared by your wiles;

You gave one a flower, the other a feather,
Whilst you gladdened us both with your smiles.

At lastcamb a timo of most exquisite rapture—
1ow short did that afternoon seemt—

As rosy lips pouted, I made my flrst capture,
When I met you alone by the stream.

Alcno, did I say? Charlic Lincoln had seen us;
That he had L could tell by his look;

What matter? With osiers and hurdles between us,
With a thick tangled hedge and—a brook.

*Twas all one to me, for ho could not come ovor;
So he bowed in & manner supreme,

Aund envied the lot that had cast mo in clover,
With himself the wrong side of the stream.

tHow tender and true were thoso words softly spoken *
How lovely the light in your cyes!?

t10w carnest those pledges, ne'er meant to be broken,
‘Those whizpers that melted to sighs!

No longer o fancy—my fato was decided;
No mere phantom or fairly-like dream:

I blessed the good tuck that my rival had guided,
Thus to walk tho wrong side of tho stream!

J. ASHDBY STERRY,

THE OLD HOUSE OF WYCH-
COMBE.

———

N one of the fair southern English counties,
somewhere between the days of Robin Hood
and Dick Turpin, when acorns had ceased to beo
the national dish, and the Normans had intro-
duced beef and mutton, and had given their
sanction to Saxon ale—somewhere in thoso
times there lived in pomp and dignity the proud
family of the Wychcombes, in the beautiful
manor-house of Wychcombe Hall. Itwasin the
days when the priesthood neld s\way, and when
their word was Jaw,

The family consisted of Dame Wychcombe, as
she was styled, & tall, gaunt old lady of past
seventy ; her husband, a weak old man, who
bad evidently been ruled through life by her
stronger will, and was little capable, if indecd
he had desired it, of raising a standard of domes-
tir rebellion now, in his seventy-sixth year, For
the dame was the dread of her household ; her
danghters, unmatricd old maids of at least fifty
years, cowered before her, and obeyed ber like
children. Indecd she had never ceased ‘o con-
sider them as such, so much 3o, that they them-
selres hiad no will of their own and werc accus-
tomed to bo ruled and guided by her in the
most trivial as well as the most important
thiogs. And, alas for them! but one important
thing had bappened to them in their lives, and
that was when the youngest and fairest had, at

the age of twenty, fullen in love with a young
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squire of low degree, he.d dared to listen to his
whigpered wordg of love under the shade of the
kitchen-garden wall, and when taxed with hav.
ing stayed out beyond the hour fixed for her
return, had fullen on her knees and implored her
wother, though scarcely able to speak for fright,
to sanction her union with the man to whom she
had given her heart. But she never ventured to
namo his neme again! The few words ler stern
parcat roturned in answer crushed her hopes
and her heart for ever.  She left her presence,
fecling sho must have done a deadly wrong in
even thinking that such & marriage could be
possible for her.

She never saw the squire of low degree again;
and dark suspicions were aflgat us to the cause
of his sudden and entire disappearance from his
native place. This event broke ono sister's
heart, and was such a Jesson to tho others that
they hardly dared to utter a word or move a
finger without first endeavouring to read on
theic mother’s face whether they had her per-
mission to do so,

They bad had a brother, but they hiad kuown
little of him, and now knew not whethrer he
were alive or dead.

Both sisters bad a clear recollection of wak-

ing vp one night in a long-bygone winter and
hearing words of fierce altercation in voices
they knew, one their mother's, the other their
brother's, and now and 1 en another, winch
they did not know,—a gentl  voice pleading, as
it scemed, with both, and cnding with a wild
shrick. Then a door banged loudly, amd all
was still. Theeldest sister stood shivering and
wrembling at her bed-room door for nn hour or
more, till she heard her mother come upstairs
with aslow and heavy tread, muttering to herself,
and the only words that could be distinguished
were, “ A girl like that iy daughter-in-law!
Never. Now—No one heard——not even the
splash—though he tried—but 1 am strong too—
ha! ha!” Shaking with terror and frightened
“to death, the listening girl retreated into her
bed-roomn, the darkness concealing the fact of
her door being ajar. The two sisters never dared
to ask an explanation of what had passed that
night ; but they never saw their brother more!

Neitber was Dame Wychcombe in good répute
amongst her neighbours, for there were dark
stories of her early life; and her tyranny to her
husband and daugliter 1, vemarkable even in those
stera days, was well known abroad, But none
dared remonstrate, and the power and wealth of
the family placed her in such & position as to be
above feeling the dislike of ber neighbours. A
distant respect was all she sought, and that
much they were obliged, as far asappearances
went, to concede to her. But in the hearts of
all she was hated, and few, if any, knew how
deeply that hatred was deserved. For seventy
years she bad faced the world with unflinching
indifference ; for seventy years she had borne the
insinnations that she heard faintly murmured
aroupd her without changing a muscle of her
hard countenance; for soventy years she had
stood there shrinking from notbing, rejecting no
investigation, repelling no question, fearing no
discovery. For who would question a rock?
Who would seek to undermine a rock to see
what lay beneath? Would not the rock crush
them first 2 Who wonld venturce such a risk ?
And, indeed, it was nobody’s interest to examine
into tho private affiirs of that proud family,
Exclugive and cold, common curiosity shrank
from their very name!

And 80 it was till the threescore years and ten
bad passed, and the tall, gaunt frame began to
stoop, and the cold grey eyes lost some of their
fire,'and the thin cheeks grew yellow and wrink-
led, aud all could sce that ago was doing its
quict but inevitable work. At last her iron
constitution gave way under the weight of’
years, and then, indeed, the sing of her past life
crowded into agony on her soul. Indomitablo
as sho had ever been, there was one who in ber
strongest days had had some slight influcnce
over hier; and now this man, the village priest,
was tho only ono who had any power at all
over her still despotic will. She declared she
would seo 2o one. He quictly entered her room
sho bid him fiercely bo gono, He calmly sat
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down by her bedside, and watched her without
speaking, while she raved at him. But her
power was slipping out of ber haunds: his was
as strong as over, for it lay in his eyes, with
which he scemed to mesmeriso her and coerra
her nto passiveness before he spoke, in the quict
bat firm tone habitual to him.

¢ You are dying,” ho said. ¢ You had need
to make one more confession ere you die, or the
blessing of absulution will not be yours.

“ I have confessed and confessed,” she cried,
“ and I have no more pence than if I had nover
spoken, I will coufess no more.”

“ Once more,” he continued, in the same
tone; * once more. Recollect the darkest page
in all your life. All your other sins I know,
and may the Holy Virgin forgive you, for they
arc many.”

# Absolution, fither,” she cricd imploringly ;
“ you promised me absolution after I had told
.ou____li

“ All” he added, for she hesitated ; ¢ and you
have not told me all.”

« And all you shall never know,” she said,
passionately; « for I will die without telling
you, and the grave will keep my secret.”

“ Die, then,” he said ; * die without absolu-
tion, and with all your sins on your own head,
and the vengeance of Heaven—"

¢ Stop! stop! and I will tell you. Here,
listen; hold your head down—lower, lower,
lower, that none may bear., ln? what was
that? I heard ascream! Hal he is comiug!
Oh! Heaven have mercy on my soul!” cried the
raving woman,

“ You have but little time on cartu—but little
time for repentance,” said the priest, in his cold
mensured voice, glancing at the sun, which was
sinking low in the crimson sky.

% Give me time !—only give me a little time.
When the sun sets I witl tell you.”

They both watched it—the priest with eager
impaticuce, the dying womaun grudging every
second that fled by of her last day on earth, and
it was with an cffort, a3 the last ray vanished
beneath the dark purple horizon, that she turued
to the priest and said, nlmost gasping—

* Now, father, I will tell you all,
down and bear me.”

He listened, and his face grew white as she
whispered her last confession into his ear—
white as that of the wretched woman who had
burtered her very soul for pride.  What she told
him was worse, fur worse, than what ho bad
thought,

* Woman ! he cried, as she ceased and sank
back on her pillow, ¢ you are lost—lost beyond
redemption. Absolution is not for such as you.
There'is no time for penance—no time for for-
giveness for such black deeds as yours. You
are lost !’

“ Lost!” she cried in frantic despair; “lost!
never! Surely the firo that has burat in my
heart till it was seared in agony must count for
something? Father, set me what penance you
will, I have lifo in me 10 do it yet. Speak,
aud quickly; what more can 1 do ?—what more
can I suffer ?”

The priest hastened to speak.

« Lands to the Church,” he said. * An ample
gift might purchase prayers that would release
a s¢ icven such as yours from purgacory, and
save it from ecternal destruction. But what
tiches are yours—rwhat lands could you bestow ?”

“ Give mo but hope, father, 1 will provide
the means. My bhusband—where is he? and
fetch a notary ; aund, father, bo yourself a wit-
ness.”

« It shall be done,” answered the priest, as he
rose to fetch the old man, who, awed by the
nearness of death, entered the room with a
look of solemnity which the mere prospect of

parting with his wife could hardly have called
u

Stoop

p.

« My husband,” said the weak and gasping
voice, ¢ you see me dying. Grant e one last
boon—the very last.”

¢ What have I over denied you, that you
should ask liko this?” he answered.

“1 havo'been a worldly woman,” she said.
«Y have not done for the Churchall that X ought

to have done; and, now that my last hour is
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come, I have nothing I can call my own to
ofter as a mark of my coutrition and humidity.”

# Truly,” thought the old man, ¢ there is need
of proof cre I believe in your humility ;* but
aloud ho only said, * What is your wish? I
will grant you whatever you desire.”

# 1 only ask this,” she said, * only this.
see how weak Iam. My voico i3 fuiling, my
strength is gone. I pray you to let me rise,
and promise me faithfully <hat so much of land
as [ can watlk over may be given from hence-
forth and for ever to the Church.”

¢ [ promisc you that, and welcome,” said the
husbaud, with a covert smile, for he felt certain
that her first step from her bed would be her last
in life. She caught the smite, though, and her
spirit roso within her; for, with the ¢ ruling
passion strong in death,” the desire of disap-
pointing her busband gave her even more
strength tban the fear of the flames of purga-
tory. .

She rose, supported by the pricst, and stag-
gered to the door. Though scarcely breathing,
yet, ag the door was opened the fresh air of the
evening blew down upon her and revived her
wonderfully.  With uuexpected cnergy she
crawled a few yards, then, to the growing alarm
of her husbang, she raised herself up-right, and
absolutely walked; but walked so far and so
steadily that he, old and lame, could scarcely
keep up with her, aud struggled pehind, iuvok-
ing a thousand curses on her head, as, step by
step, he saw the best part of his property pass-
ing away into the hands of the Church. QOn
she went, and more than one gate was opened
by the eager priest, and more than one obstacle
cleared out of her patb, creshe gave pp tho race
with death, ana sank at last on the bare earth.
Her husband came up just in time to hear her
last words—to hear her calling down Heaven's
bitterest judgments on any member of the
family, however distant, who should alicnate
these lands, which ker dying encrgies had gain-
cd, from the Church—to hear her invokiung a
special curse on his head, should he attempt to
forego his promise—aund to hear her last words
of all,* And when these broad lands bave pass-
ed away from the Church may the family bave
a male heir never more!”  And so she died, out
in the night air, with a curse on her lips.

The confessor stood by her side triminphant;
her husband raging, swenring, and stamping as
only a deceived man can.

Still he made over the broad lacds to the
Church. IHe was too much awed to cheat them
of as much as a square inch of it. And when
he hiad delivered over the parchment deed, duly
signed and attested, the priest poured into ing
astonished cars the news that, though his son
was dead, bis grandson survived, and was heir
to the place, impoverished as it was by the large
piece taken from it,

« And where is be 27 asked the widower, who
was beginning to find consolation for the loss
of his lands in the fact that he had lost his wife
also, and to whom this possession of a grandson
opened a vista of comfort for his declinng years.

« Not fur off,” said the priest. « That youth
who works in the monastery garden is your
grandson.” .

¢ But my son died childless, so it cannot be,”
continued the old man, returming to despon-
dency. * He died abroad, just after his motber
refused to consent to his marriage.”

« He was married already, and his child was
born when their last interview took place,” said
tho priest, cautiously. .

“ He was!” he exclaimed, with surprise.
« But speak out, man speak out. You know
more than I do. Why should not I know all?
Thero is no one to prevent me now.” And he
laughed with some bitterness. ’

« What I know,” said the pricst, * I learnt
under the seal of confession, and way not tetl.”

# You must provo to me that my son was
marricd, that I may believe that that lad is my
grandson,”

# Docs not big likeness prove it?" asked the
priest. - .

¢ It may, it way,” said the old man, musingly.
“ But,” he ndded, with his voico lowered to o
bissing whisper; # my son, what of him??

You



148

# Your son was murdered,” said the priest,
boldly, “and by the hands of his mother; and
you will fimd Ins bones in the decp well belund
the fir wood. If you find them you will believe
me, and may believe me, too, when 1 say that
that boy is your grandson. And [ ean give you
written proofs, besides,”

The old man's eyes were glazed, and he stared
transfixed at the priest.

« Horrible ! fioriible™ were his only words.

They sought and found the bunes.  The buy
was indeed and in truth the gramdsun. His
gentle though low-born mother was fur the first
ume acknowlrdged as the daughter-in-law of
the house, and cordially welcomed by the grey -
haired but still warm-hearted olil sisters.

The rest of the story is soon told.  So long
as the lands over which the resolute old woman
had walked were left 1 the peaceable possession
of the Church, an heir male was never wanting
to the family of Wyclicombe, But whea, a
hundred years or so after the death of the wick-
ed dame, they were commuted wnto money, and
a yearly summ pud—bat pad arregularly and
scantily—in ther stead, daughters ouly were
hura to the house, till at length one heiress, who
either pined more than the others fur a son, or
was more devout, and believed the old story,
restored the lands in o bond fide gift to the
Church. She was blessed with many 2 son, and
ever singe, in spite of nusfortune and strange
adventure by land and sea, an heir ma'e has
never beecn lacking to the vroud vld house of
Wychcombe, \

INTERESTING DISCOVERY.

—

VERY interesting discovery has just been
made in St Patrick's (better known as
Marsb’s) Library, Dublin,—=a curious collection of
old books, in 2 dusky old building which scems
as if it had not been: touched fur gencrations,
Certain papers have there turned up i the hand-
writing (at least, so it is believed) of Dean Swift,
Tho library, which is in the cathedral close, is
known to bave been one of the great satinst's
haunts, and the fragment which forms the most
important of the papers just discovered has cer-
tanly all the character of Swift's gening and all
the marks of his manner, though considenng
what ingenious imitations have been made ere
now, we should perhaps do well in receiving the
passage with a reasonable amount of caution
until we have some authoritative statement as
to the genuineness of the handwrinng. The Pall
Mall Gazell», which publishes the fragmeut,
says :—*% Therelics brought to light are, itscems,
for the most partmere scribblings ; scrawls made
as if to try & pen; words written duwn as though
10 test sume question of orthography (spelling
was still rather arbitrary 1n 1720, aud Switt was
somewhat of a precision on that bead) ; some-
times, too, words which lovk hike expernuents in
the Houyhnhnm language, put down to verfy
the monstrosity of their appearance before their
admission into the manuscript, and here and
there a stray note of page or reference to an
author. Of the very few that deserve title of
writings, the one which we are enabled to lay be-
fore our readers is in many respects the most
curious and interesting. Why Swift excluded the
fragment frum its proper place in the fourth part
of * Gulliver ' must be left to cunjecture. Pro-
bably it was from the fear of giving offunce to
some of liis oldest and dearest friends.  Writing
in Ircland, be was no doubt aware in a gencral
way that a passion forracing and turf speculatio..
then prevailed in England; that the Darley Ara-
bian was spoken of in terms that would have
seemed extravagant if applied to the “under of
a dynasty, and that ¢ Newmarket fame wnd judg-
ment at a bet’ were mare valued in society than a
reputation for witand wisdom. But when he made
his journey to London in the spring of 1726, he
found that the mania had infected bis own circle
of friends, Pope, indeed, busy on the ¢ Dunciad ’
had escaped, and Arbuthnot’s Scotch caution had
kept bim safe ; but Bolingbroke,to the peril of
his then newly recovered patrimony, had takea to
bookmaking with that eaergy which he threw
into everything he attempted; and Gay, not
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cured of gambling by the South Sea Bubble, was
investing the procecds of ¢‘The Captives” by
baching the Duke of Queensberry's stable m the
most reckless manner and at the most ruinous
prices.  Qthers there were, no doubt in the same
case, but it was enough that these two might
possibly be hurt by his strictures on the turfto
induce Swift to suppress them.” The passage
(which seems to be bave been intended for the
tourth chapter of the Voyage to the Houyhn-
limnz) contains a bitter sntire on the rascahty of
bettingmen, jockeys, and the rest of the confea-
ternity, and 1s certainly in Swifcs keenest and
moust masterly style.  Itends in the mddle of a
sentence, but is two long for quotation here.

THE NEW NATION.

Tie deed is done! Qur country stands
United, hearts and hopes and hands,
) rum veean to the fur-ofl west,
In peace tho nation wakes to life,
Nu bloudy stmns of angry stnfe
Redd'ning her virgin crest.

‘To us the 215t remains no more,

Save whero its pago is sprinkled o'er
With records of each noble deed;

tlow brave men conquered in the tight,

liow statesmen struggicd for the right,
Eachiin hi3 country's nced.

But bright the future gleans beyoad,

And quick our hopetul hearts respoud
As down the vista long wo view,

The comung glories of our land;

And fast they throng on cither hand
In this our cra new.

Increasing commerce, with its sails
Moved by the breath of favoring gales,
Anddotting ocean's heaving breast;—
At home the wealth that Iabour yiclds
Augmenting cver, and the fields
In waving plenty drest.

Iucreasing love of country, strong
Ty save the right, avenge the wrong,

And to protect our northern hotnes;—
While feom the world boyond the se.,
Lured by the sweets of liberty,

Unnumbered thousands come.

Such pictures pass before the eye
Of him who essays to desery
Thefuture of our infant state;
To prosve them truo or false remains
With us,—we now may forgoour chains,
Or make our country great.

Men of the north! whose sturdy hands
Have caused vur gluomy forest lands
I'o bud and blussom a3 the rose!
‘The prospect fair before you lies,
Steep not your noble energies
In indulent repuse.

But bend your sninds, your strong good 3ense,
Your wisdom, your intelligence,

T'o start the nation on its road,
While mother-England cries, * God speed *?
What more, Canadians, do wo necd?—

‘Tle blessing of our God!

Let then the warm petstion rise,
Where villago spires point to the skics,

Where city thousauds mect for prayer,
That Canada may ever be
VUunited, happy, brave and free,

And honoured everywhere!

H.K.C.
Qucbee, April, 1867,

LITERARY GOSSIP.

Tug Rev. Dr. John Campbell, cditor of the
Britisk Standard, and other periodicals, and the
author of several works, chiefly of a controver-
sial character, has died at the age of severty-
two. He was o miniater of the lndependeat or
Congregational denominativn, and aD.D of St.
Andrew’s University. It was he who a few
years ago came into collision with the Satur-

day Review, and as long back as 1839 he had a
controversy with the Queen’s printers on the
Bible-printing monopoly, which resulted in o
Inrge reduction in the price of the Scriptures,

Messes, D, Appleton & Co. aunouace, to he
published shortly, ¢ The Iistory of the (0.S.)
Navy.” By the Rev. Charles D. Boynton, D.D.,
Professor at the U, S. Naval Academy and Chap-
lain of the Honse of Representatives. The work
will be issued in two clegant octavo volumes of
about five hundred pages each, embellished and
ilustrated with some ten full-page engravings
in chromo tintg, and with the same nunbes of
wootlcuts, portraits on steel of distinguished
ofticers, and numerous vignettes from sketches
made by Commander M. B. Woolsey, U, S. Navy,
and with numerous maps and charts from gov-
ecamnt surveys and official plans, furnighed for
«is work exclusively. The publishers stawe
that every desived facility has been extended
De. Boynton by the Navy department for obtain-
ing information from original and reliable
sources, and that they will spare neither paing
nor mosiey in the production of the work, It
will be printed oan beautiful paper, of cxcellent
quality, in large, clur type, and handsomely
bound in various styles.

The Carlisle Lxaminer publishes some selec-
tions from a rccent work of “ the Poet Close,”
to whom Lord Palmerston granted & pension of
we belirve, £50 sterling, The book is a mix-
ture of prose and verse, dedicated to Dr. Rooke,
F.G.S, of Scarborough. The first poem of any
pretengions in the volume is that entitled ¢ Qur
Blue Coat Boy,” composed in memory of Colenel
Lowther's kindness in presenting Poet Ciose's
son to Clrist's Hospital, It contains the follow-
ing stanza ;—

¢ May God reward tho Colonel kind
Who gave us such a boon;
Whose §ilndncss got him fn this School
At such an ago 80 soon.
Well may we lovo Colonel Lowther’s name,
Long Lifo may he enjoy :
Whose patronage has crowned our Sob,
Made a—Blue Coat Boy.”
The next piece §s in honour of « the distinguish-
cd Miss Hill, who had built & church at herowa
expenge in the village of Great Asby.” This is
the style in which Miss Hill is celebrated ;—
«\We link thy name with glorious 5re. F
Whose Virtues live for ever!--never dio?
Aliss Burdett Coutts, Gh, noble Womon Threo !
Nobler kicarted Jadics there cannot bo!*”
There is an ode on Thorley’s cattle field, with o
note at the bottom, saying who is sole agent for
Kirby Stephen; and there are a pair o. stan-
zas on Tiukler's pateat prize churus. One of
the most delicious things in the volume, how-
every is the following; It was expected that
Mr. Close might have dined (at Kirkbythore)
with a certain Parson, who has a living worth
£1,000 per annum, but he chose to remain with
Mr. Thom and his dear litdle Wife, who wel-
comed the Poet in their usual hearty style—a
roast Goose and otber dainties graced the table,
and, need we add, no doubt Mr, Thom’s famous
Black Dottle was there also? At dinner, the
Poct said, ¢ Mr. Thom, I am afraid your Goose
will come alive again, and make a great noise
over all Westworeland; that thousands, when
they ride by Rail, will point out your House,
and say, ‘ That's the place where poor Poct
Close feasted like a Prince of the Blood, and
never enjoycd himself more in his life.” When
geese sing tho praise of Poet Clc-o and his
patrons, it cannot be denied that they have a
large circle of worshippers.

Ax avroarart of Qliver Cromwell, at a recent
sale in Worcester, fetched the price of six
guineas, which, as tho sgignature was mercly
« Qliver P.,” was at the rate of nearly a pound
aletter, Mr. Carlylo may be pleased to know,
that his favourite is not, in a mercantile phrase,
deprecinted in the market, and that, in autogra-
phical sense, Cromwells are looking up.

Messns. Harcaarp & Co., of London are
about to publish & sequel to that well-known
work for young children, the * Pecp of Day,” the
title of which will be ¢ Precept upon Precept.!
Of the ¢ Peep of Day,” 250,000 copics have been
sold in Englaznd, and a liko number in the
United States. .

s
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BOUND VOLUMES.

Covers for binding the third volumo of the
READER are now ready, and may be obiained
from the publigher; also, the fiesi, second and
third volumes, bound in an clegant and uniform
style. Subscribers who did not receive the index
to the second volume of the Reaoxr, can now be
supplied upon application to the Publisher.

EXTRADITION

THE LAMIRANDE
CAS

F§ VUIS cause célébre hag derived additional no-

]_ toriety and interest from the publication of
the sorrespondence and other documents connect-
ed with it Inid before the Imperial Parliament;
some copies of which have recently reashed this
country, Many of the facts brought forth aro
not a littlo curious, and will probably afford
matter for more than one sensational tale, Eng-
lish a3 well as French ; for several of the inci-
dents are quite in the style of the present school
of romance, of which roguery and vice arc the
staple commodities, and the herocs accomplished
candidates for Botany Buy and tbe galiows. Miss
Braddon, or Mrs. Wood, or Mr. Charles Reade,
would, we have uo douabt, convert the Lami-
rande affair into & most thrilling narrative, with
very littlo aid from imagination, for they would
find tho materials, to & great extent, ready-made
to their hands. Statesmen, governors, judges,
lawyers, detectives, policemen, crowd tho scene,
whose characteristics as paiated by themselves,
require but few touches from the skill of the
artist. We have no inteution of encroaching
on the manor of the novelist, and shall content
ourselves with a simplo rclation of tho leading
circumstances of Lamirande's story, his crime,
his flight, bis capturc and the international ques-
tions to which they gaverise. These, itis true,
have been largely discussed in the Canadin-,
English, and French newspapers; but the faci.
have becn so distorted by legal subtleties and
partisan zeal, that most persons have becn able
to form but a very confused notion of them,

At the date of March, 1866, Ernest Surreaun
Lamirande had been for about ten years caghier
1o the branch of the Bank of France, established
at Poictiers in the department of Vienne. On
the 12th of that month, Mr. Bailly, the local di-
rector, informed Lamirande thata million franes
10 gold would bave to baimmediately forwarded
by him to the branch at Angouleme, and that
on the following day a further sum of halfa
million francs in silver must be sent to the same
place, Lamirande, during tho morning and af-
ternoon of tho 12th, was busily employed in
preparations to despatch the money ; but in the
evening be left his post, took the railway, and
crossed the froutier, after taking considerable
precaution to avoid early pursuit. He had cir-
culated & report in the town that his nephew
was dangerously ill at Chattellerault, andehe
had written to Mr. Bailly, the Director, that he
was called away by this misfortune, but that he
would be back in sufficient time to attend to the
transmission of funds to Angouleme. "He had
at the same time sent his keys to another em-
ployée of the bank, with a request to act for
bim in his absence. No suspicions were enter-
tained at first, but on the 13th the sacks of sil-
ver intended for Angouleme having been re-
moved from the bank vault. and weighed, they
were found to be deficient to the extent of two
bundred francseach, In short, the sum deficient
in the vault was oz examination, found to amoant
t0 219,000 francs, But Lamirande in transmit,,
ting his koys to the person he requested to per-
form his duties temparar.7, bad vetained the
key which opencd the compartment which held
the current cash for daily use, and of which,
a3 cashier, ho was sole custodian. Upon
forcing open this place, it was discovered that
all the Iarge notes of 1000 francs were missing,

!
and that many bags which ought to have con-

tained 10,000 irancs in gold were partly filled
with silver pieces to the samo bulk. The made of
the extraction was sufliciently simple: Lami-
rando took gold from the bags and supplied its
place with silver; he took silver and replaced
it with paper; then made false returns of the
cash on hand, Nothing but great carclessness
on tho part of the Directors and Superintendants
could hnve enabled him to carry on his frauds
for 8o long a period; and the demand for Am-
goaleme of a million and a half, at once put an
cnd to his operations. It appears that if he
could have kept his balances right in his own
particular cash account, any deuciency in th.
vaults would have been laid at the door of
soveral other persons in common with him;
and his chief object seers to have been to man-
age matters so that this result should be attain-
cd. Tho total amount of his speculations was
ovor 704,000 francs, a considersble portion of
which he carried off with him,

In the meaatime the defaulter bad found his
way to England, whitber he was followed by E.
J. Melin, Inspecteur principal de Police at Paris,
instructed to demand that he should be delivered
up under the extradition treaty between Eng-
land and France; but the bird had flown, hav-
ing left Liverpool for New York. Thither
Melin also took his way, and soon discovered
him. passing under more than oue false name.
At first, a civil suit ,was instituted against him
for recovery of the monics of which he had de-
prived the Bank of France; but as soon as
certain necessary documents had been received
his extradition was demanded in the name of
the French Government. There could have been
little diffculty in delivering bim up by the
United States, for the extradition treaty between
that country and Frauce, provides for the crime
of embezzlement, with which Lamirande was
plainly chargeably by the laws of both nations,
But be that as it may, he contrived to evade
Americax: justice, and to escape into Canada;
and here beging our connection with the afluic,
On the 18th July, 1866, the Consul-General of
France, for the Provinces of British North
America addressed to the Governor General,
throngh the Provincial Secretary, & requisition
for the extradition of Lamirande. The Gover-
nor on the 26th of the month issued a warrant
for his apprehension, and on the 7th August, he
was taken into custody and lodged in the
Montreal jail, to be dealt with according to law.
After a protracted trial before Mr. Brehaut,
Polico Magistrate, it was adjudged that the
prisoner should bo surrendered for extradition.
This judgment was rendered on the 22nd Aug.
at half past seven o'clock p.m. Next morning,
Lamirande’s attorney served a notice for Habees
Corpus on tho gentleman represent:ng the At-
torney General, and on the 24th the case was
argued in chambers before Mr. Justice Drum-
mond of the Court of Queen’s Bench. From
some occult cause the issuing of the writ was
postponed to the next day, and thereby hangsa
tale, In the course of the night Lamirande was
tt gpirited away” in a manner so strange that
people have been unwilling to beliove that the
incident could have occurred in a community
such as onrg. But the authentic details now
produced leave no room for doubt on the sub-
ject. The accounts of the transactions hereto-
fore within our reach were incomplete and often
contradictory.

Lamirande seems throughout to have beea
impressed with the coeviction that, whaterer
the decision in bis case might be, he was destined
to be cacried off by the Detective who had so
persevering followed in hig track ; and his coun-
sel, Mr. Doutre, declares that ¢ from the begin-
ning of the proceadings, tending to the extridi-
tion of the prisoner,” he, Mr, Doutre,  anticipat-
ed that tho said prisoner would bo arbitrarly
and illegally dealt with by the Magistrate and
officers prosecuting his extradition”  Conse-
quently, while the question was pending before
Mr. Brehaut, a petition was forwarded to the
Governor General, stating these apprehensions,
and praying him to give no order for Lamirande's
surrender, withont allowing him time to sue out
o writ of Habeas Corpus, Mr, C. L. Spilthorn,

who had acted as the accused’s attorney in New
York, delivered this document personally to His

Exccflcncy, whoin a despatch to thoe Secretary

of the Colonics alludes to it in theso terms: “ It

is truo that I stated to Mr. Spilthorn, "when he

pregented a petition to me on the subject at Ot-

tawe, that timo should be allowed to the prison-

er ‘o apply for a writ of Habeas Corpus,” Mr.

Dou‘re still entertainiug suspicion on this head,

said, when applying for tho writ, that although

he coued not show cause by affidavit for tho ne.

cessity of a speedy decision, he felt bonad 10 ex-
press the intense fears of the prisoner that he
should not bo fairly dealt with; that he had
been threatened that, law or no law, he would
be carried back to France; tha! attcmpts had
been mado to bribe his captors; and that thoe
French detective Metin had boasted that ho had
an unlimited control over the funds of the
Bank of France to sccuro that object. The re-
presecatative of the Attoruey General indigoant-
ly repelled these insinuations, siamefully dis

paraging to tho institutions of the country, when
the prisone was fully protected by thoract that
ho could not be surrendered except on the war-
rant of the Governor General. Lord Monck's

warrant was, however, on its way from Quebec
at that moment, if it had not reached Montreal.
Mr. Doutre in an affidavit declares that on the
evening of the same day-—-the 24th August—
between 8 and 9 o'clock, he was called upon hy
partics who told him that they had credible in-
formation that Lamirande was to be carried
away that night. He thereupon repaired to
Tadge Drummond’s house, and made & deposi-
tion of the facts related to him., The Judge
accompanicd hiw to the Grand Trunk Railway
Station in Bonaventuro Street, where they found
Melin, the High Constable Bissonette, and ano-
ther constable, Judge Druumond informed Mr.
Bissonette of the facts that had come to his
knowledge, adding tbat he would hold him rg-.
sponsible for anything that should happen; to
which the high constable replicd that he knew
nothing of the affair, and had received no orders
in conunection with it, Tho Judge then drove to
the jail, where e left written justructions to de-
tain the prisoncer in custody. 7The closiog sceno
is geaphically described by Mr. Spilthorn ina
statement made Ly him on oath. Ho had been
at the Bonaventure Station with Judge Drum-
wmond and Mr. Doutre, and says:

“A few minutes after, the Quebec train being
in motion, Mr. Doutre advised mo to go down
to Quebec, and do as circumstances would re-
quire. I did so; but the train stopped at Point
St, Charles, and we were all detained there un-
till o’clock A.M. During that interval I walk
up and down, and saw that tho train was divided
in two parts, some three or four cars having been
left some distance behind. About one or two,
minutes before the final departure of the train
the two parts were coupled together. Having
more thaa suspicions about what was going on,
1 tried to look into those cars. Onme of them
wasa baggage-car, having a kind of balcony pas-
sage. Secing light in that car, I went in toe
passage snd sav Lamirande through the win-
dow. The door was locked. Around Lami-
rande I saw High Coustable Bissonnette, the
French detective Melin, and one or two others
1did not know. I called Lamirande by his
name, and ho made a move towards me, but
ho was immediately brought down by force, and
the light inside was blowa out. I did not see
him before reaching Point Levi, near Quebec,
on the morning of the 25th of August. On the
way down I prepared two telegrams, one ad-
dressed to the Governor-General, the other to
lawyers of Quebec. I applied to five stations to
have my tclegrams sent to their destination,
In two of them I found no operator; in two
others I was told that they were not in
working order ; and in the'last, objection was
made to my telegrams because they were written
in peacil. We arrived at Point Levi at about
10 o'clock. Imet Lamirande at the ferry-boat.
I asked his guardians under what authority they
were coaveying him. They answered at first
that they had noaccount to give, but at last
thoy said that they bad the Governor's warrant,
1 rtminded Bissonnette of what had be-n. told
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. . . !
him by Mr Justice Deuninond in my presence.

He answered that when he had the Governor's
warrant he lavghed at Judge's orders. Bise
sonuette’s assistants were saying the same; this
alt amidst threats of violence and arrest against
me il I said anything more.

“aumascus ”* laying at the Quebee whaf, and

waiting for the ferry, under steam.  Lumirande

was immediately transferred  on the steamer,
which left a few minutes afterwards,

All this is not a little welodramatic and sen-
sational; but it is considerably out of charncter
with the sober routine of Britishs and Canadian
justice.  We shall resutie the subject in our neat
number.

REVIEWS.

Black Sheep: 2 Novel, by Eostvsp Yares, Au-
thorof *Land at Last” &c. &e¢.  New York:
Harper & Brothiers. Montreal : Dawson Brothers

FIMHIS 13 & repriut of 4 story by Edmund Yates,

one of the younger English novelists, who
is rising rapidly in public estimation.

worthy of bewng added to Harpers ¢ Library of !

Seclect Novels™ as it has already enjoyed more
than usunl honours.  Originally written for
Dickens' periodical ¢¢ Al the Year Round,” it
has been republishéd in the columas of the
# New York Albion,” and also in the pages of
4 Every Saturday.”  Belonging to the school of
writers, of whom Sakuis perhaps the cleverest
aml best-known representative ; a minute pho-
togeapher of every day lite, and a keen observer
of character, Mr. Yates has hitherto been suce
cessful in all bis literary ventures.  His last
novel ¢ Land at Last” bad 2 considerabie run,
but at the same tune 2 cry was nmised by wany
who had the best reasun to be wellanformed,
that Ins sketches of Buhemman Artist Lafe, far
frown buing true to natuce, were utterly unhke

apytinng that s met with 1n that sgalar and ¢

fantastic world wiuch was so wonderfaily des-
cribed by poor fHenrt Murger. ‘
In the present story a far darkerand less well-
kuown phase of life is des~ribed, the two lead-
ing actors init being Stewart Routhand Harnet,
s wife.On the poririut of the Iatter all the skill
of the novelist bas been lavished : and though
we can scarcely consuder her character a proba-
ble one, still wo cannot but feel deeply interest.
¢d in her fortunes, ns ber various qualitics are
called into active play during the development
of the plot. Stewart Routh is the son of an
fionorable and honored old Herefordshire Squire.
Educated at Eton and subsequently at Oaford,
hic is detected at the latter place in the act of
s« securing ” some dice, and is expelled from the
University by the College anthorities,  His fa-
ther disowns him—crasts his dishonoured name
from the family bible, and the cast-off prodigal
becomes almiost a cheralier 'industrie, living on
his wits, or, what amonnts’te the same thing, on
the want of wits in others. A deadly fever,
during which he is deseried in affright even by
the servants ina hotel at Baden, makes hin
acquainied with Harriel Creswick, (the gover-
ness in & noble family), who gives up Licr situa-
tion to tend her loncly countryman in his hour
of ueed.  Uunder hier care and kind treatinent
hie recovers, and partly in aspirit of grautude,
partly beeause his quick pereeption detects in
tier, the woman who, by her physical and men-
tal qualitics, is exactly fitted to be his partaer
in the game of life, arrics her.  Nor has he
cver reason to repent of the step which ne takes.
The process by which, after one fruitless hintat
the possibility of reforming and leading a higher
life, e wife gradually asaimilates to hier hus-
band, until at length she dircets all his schiemes,
and is an accomplice_in all his criminality, is
described with considerable power. How the
threads of Wicir existence beeame inextricably
entwined with the life of George Dallag, the
hero of the tele, it is not for us to say. The
pivot on which the main interest of the novel
turny, is the murder, in the streets of London, of
no American stranger, who is a gambling ac-
quaintance both of Routh and Dallas, Thisman,
koown 1o us at first as Philip Deane, but who

All the while the X
ferry-boat was dirceted towards the steamer

Itiswell !

turns vut afterw ards to have been Arthar Felton,

cousin of the herv's, is, we think, the worst
‘ drawn chameter in thework; in fact, o deaded
| failure,  The xketeh isa gross cancature, dé-
- sigued merely from fancy, with but shight refer-
cnee to nature,

The denoucment of the tale is highly drama-
tic; nud the fute of Harriet, the most loving and
devoted of wives to her worthless husband dur-

ing all his criminal carcer, excites, ina high de-
j gree, our interest and pity.  Her character calls

to mind, and to & great extent renhzes for us
1 those wonderfully passionate lines of Moore,
. Which have bren suoted by Edgar Allan Poe, ns
containing e very soul of the most ardent
i earthly love,
; + Oh! what was love made for, if ‘tis not the same

Thro® joy and theo® togment, thro® slory and shame?

1 Kkaow nog, 1 ask uot, it guilt’s i that Deart,
1 1 butknow that I Jove thee whatever thou art.

"Thot liast eatl’d e thine Angelin momentsof blars,

c A thine angel Ul be, ‘mbd the horrors of this—
1hre’ the furuace unshrinhing, thy steps to pursue,

, Andsliekd thee, or stve thiec,—or penish there too !

i Frederick the Great aud his Family: An His-

tonical Novel, by L. Meueracu.  Translated

i from the German by Mrs. Chapman Coleman,

I and her Daughters, with Hlustrations.  New

York : Appleton & Co. (From Davwson, Bros.)

Louisa Mublbach’s historical novels have been

extremely popular in hier own country, and well

: merit the honour of translation for the Western

. World of novel readers.  The sesies in which

' Frederick the Great figures, is pacticularly

satteactive; and although we think that in the

fpresent volume, some of the scenes in Fre-

‘ derick's life are described with unnecessary

b

I

1

minnteness, and ata tedious length; still on
the whole, the story is an interesting one, and
the characters of the principal dramatis persona
arc well sustained. The style is mather dife
fuse, and the wmoral reflections ave oceasions
ally rather trite, but the momty of the book
15 at any rate sound; aad there is considera-
bly more plot and action than mere reflec-
tion in the tale. It would be impossible in our
narrow limits, to attempt any analysis of the
| story, which is, if we have mghtly calculated,
i fully equal n length toa four volame novel. We
, are aware that this sounds fornudable ; but the
| reader, when once fairly started on the jouruney,
witl not find the road tedious or the company
unpleasant.  The transiation in a few iustances
is not safliciently idiomatic, but on the whole
seems creditably executed.  The illustrations
hardly add to the value of the book, and mighe
have been omitted without causing regret.

BIRDS OF PREY.

BY THE AUTIOR OF ** LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,” &¢.

Continucd from page 120.
ook tie Fourth.
VALENTINE HAWKEHURSTS RECORD.
CUAPTER 1. MR. GOORGE'S WISDOM,

Uctober 5th, My dreams last night were
Launted by the image of grey-eyed Molly, with
her wild lvose haur.  She must needs have been
a sweet creature, and how she came amongst
those prim fishy-cved men and women with ab-
sund headgear 1s much more than 1 can ander-
stand.  That she should wmix hersell up with
Diana Paget, and vlay rouge-et-nour at Forctde-
chduc in a tucked-up chintz gowan aada quilted
satin petticoat in iy dreaws Iast might—that 1
should meet lier afterwards i the little stucco
teauple on the Belgian hills, and stab ber to the
heart, whereon she changed into Charlotte
Halliday—is only in the natare of drcamns, and
therefore no subject for wonder.

On referring 1o Sheldon s letter 1 found that
the next people to be looked up were descend-
nnts of Bricc the lawyer; so 1 devoted my
breakfast-hour to the cultivation of an intimacy
with the oldest of the waiters—a very antique
specimen of his brotherhood, with a white stub-
Llc upon his chin and a tendency to confusion
of mind in the matter of forks and spoons.
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# Do you know, or have you ever kuown, an
attorney of the nnme of Brice in this town?” 1
agked him,

He rubbed the white stubble contemplatively
with lis hand, and then gave his poor old heud
a dejected shake, I felt at ouce that I should
get very little good out of kim, -

% No,” he murmured despoudently, ¢ not thuat
I can call to mind.”

1 should like to know what he could call to
mind, piteous old meanderer!

“ And yet you belong to Ullerton, I sup-
pose?”

“ Yes, and have belonged to it these seventy-
five years, man and boy ;" whercby no doubt
the dreary  confusion of the unhappy being's
wind. Figurez donc, mon cher Qui-que-ce-soit,
fifty-five yenrs or so of commercial breakfusts
uud dinners in such a place as Gllerton, Five.
and-fifty years of steaks and chops; five-and-
fifty ycars of ham-and-cggs, indifferenty-butter-
ed toasts, and perenninl sixes of brandy-and-
water!  After rambling to and fro with spoons
and forks, and while in progress of clearing my
table, aud dropping the different items of my
breakfust equipnge, the poor soddened faded face
of this dreary wanderer became suddenly illum-
ined with a faint glinmer that was ahmost the
light of reason.

# There were a Brice in Ullerton when I were
a lad; I've heard father tell on him,” he mur-
murcd slowly.

¢ Anattorney 77

¢ Yes.. He were a rare wild one, he were!
It was when the Prince of Wales were Regent
for his poor 0ld mnad father, as the sayiang is, and
folks was wilder like in general in those times,
and wore spensers—lawyer Brice wore a plum-
coloured one.”

Imngine then again, my dear, an_attorney in
a plum-coloured spenser! Who, in these en-
lightened days, would trust his business to such
a practitioner? I perked up considerably, believ-
ing that my aged imbecile was going to be of
real service to me.

# Yesy he were a rare wild one, be were,” said
my ancient fricnd with excitement 5 “ 1 can ree
member hint as well as if it was yesterday, at
Tiverford races—there was races at Tiverford in
those dnys, and gentlemen-jocks, Lawyer Brice
rode his roan mare—Queen Charlotte they call-
cdher. Butafter that he went wrong, folks said
—speckilated with some money, you sce, that
hie didn't ought to have touched—and went to
America, and died.”

# Died in America, did he? Why the deuce
couldn't e dic in Ullecton? I should fancy it
was a pleasanter piace to die in thanit is tolive
in. And how about his sons?’

© Lawyer Brice's sons 77

¢ Yes, of course.”

My upbecile’s lips expanded into a broad
grin.

# Lawyer Brice never had no sons,” he ex-
claimed, with  tone which scemed to express a
contemptuous pity for my ignorance;  he never
marricd.”

« Welt, well ; his brother. He had brothers, 1
suppose 7°

4 Not as 7 ever heard tell on,” answered my
imbecile, relapsing into hopeless inaunity.

1t was clear that no furtiicr help was to be
obtauned from lam. I went to the landlord—a
brisk busincss-like individual of Trnsatlantic
go-nhcadism. From him I lcarned that there
were no Brices in Ullerton, and never had been
within the thirty years of lus expericnee in that
town. Hc gave mean Ullerton directory incon-
finpation of that fact—a ncat lhittle shilling
volume, which 1 begged leave 1o Keep for o
quarter of an hour before returning it

Brice was evidently a failure. 1 turned to the
letter G, and looked up the namc of Goodge.
Goodge, Jonah, minister of Beulah Chapel, resid-
cd at No. 7 Waterhouse-lane—the lane in winch
I had scen the chinpel.

I determined upon waiting on the worthy
Goodge. He may be ablo to enlighten meas to
the name of the pastor who preached to the
Weslcyan flock mn the time of Rebecea Canlfield,
and from thc descendanis of such pastor 1 may
glean some straws and shreds of information,
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The pious Rebeees would have been likely to
confide mutch to her spiritual director, The carly
Wesleyans had all the exaltation of the Quiet.
ists, and something of the lunatic fervour of the
Convulsionists, who kicked and screamed them-
selves into epilepsy under the influence of the
Unigenitus Bull, The pious Rebecen wus no
doubt un enthusiast,

I found No. 7 Waterhouse-lane. [t is o neat
litle six-roomed house, with preternaturally
green palings enclosing about sixty square feet
of bright yellow gravel, adorned by a row of
whitewashed shells.  Some scarlet geraniums
bloomed in pots of still more vivid scarlet; and
the sight of those bright red blossoms reeatled
Philip Sheldon's garden ut Baysswater, and that
sweet girl by whose side [ have walked its trim
pathways.

But busincess is business; and if I am ever to
suc for my Churlotte’s hand I must present my-
selt before her as the winner of the threo thou-
sand. Remembering this, I lifted Mr. Goodge's
knocker, and presently found imyself in conver-
sation with that gentleman,

Whether ordained piety has a natural ten-
deney to become greasy of aspect, and whether,
among the many miracles vouchsafed to the
amiable and really great Wesley, be received for
his disciples of all time to come the gift of a
miraculous straightness and Iankiness ot hair, I
know not; but I do know that every Methodist
parson I have had the honour to know has been
of one pattern, and that Mr, Goodge is no excep-
tion to the rule.

1 am bound to record that I found him a very
civil person, quite willing to afford me any help
in his power, and far more practical and business-
like than the rector of Dewsdale.

It secms that the gift of tongues descended
on the Goodges during the lifetime of John
Wesley himself, and during the earlier part of
that teacher’s carcer. It was a Goodge who
preached in the draper’s warahouse, and it was
the cdifying discourse of a Goodge which deve-
loped the piety of Miss Rebecea Caulficld, after-
wards Mrs. Haygarth,

# That Goodge was my greuat-uncle,” said the
courtcous Jonah, ¢ and there was no one 1 Ul-
lerton better acquainted with Rebecea Caulfield.
I've heard my grandmother talk of her many a
time. She used to send him poultry and garden-
stuff from ber house at Dewsdale, and at his
instigation she contributed handsomely to the
crection of thie chapel in which it ismy privilege
topreach.”

I felt that I had strack upon a vein of gold.
Here was o sharp-witted, middle-aged man—
notan ancient mariner, or 2 meandering imbecile
—who could remember the talk of a grandmother
who had known Mattiew Haygarth's wife. And
this visit to Mr, Goodge was my owrn iden, not
prompted by the far-sccing Sheldon. I felt my-
sclf advancing in the insidious arts of a private
inguirer.

“1 am employed in the prosccution of a
business which has a remote relation to the Hay-
garth family history,” I said; ¢ und if youn can
afford me any information on tbat subject I
should be extremely obliged.”

I emphasised the adjective # remote,” and felt
mysel!, in my bumble way, a Talleveand.

“ What kind of information do you require ?°
asked Mr. Goodge thoughtfully.

% Any information respecting Matthew Hay-
garth or his wife.”

Mr. Goodge beeame profoundly meditative
sfter this. .

“ 1 am not given %o act unadvisedly,” ho be-
gan—and I felt that 1 weas in for a littlo profes-
sional discourse ; ¢ the creatures of impulse are
the children of Satan, the babes of Lucifer, the
infauts of Beelzecbub. I take counsel in the sil-
ence of thy night, and wait the whispers of
wisdom in the waking hours of darkness. You
must allow me timo to poader this Lusines in my
heartand to be still.”

I told Mr. Goodge that T would willingly
await his owa time for affording me any inform-
ation in his porver to give.

‘ Thatis pleasant,” said the pastor blandly

“ the wordly arc apt to rush blindly through
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life, n3 the roaring lion rushes through the forest,
I am not one of those rushing worldlings. I
presume, by the way, that such information as ¥
may afford islikely to become n source of pectni-
ary profit to your cruployer.”

I began to see that my friend Goodge and the
rector of Dewsdale were very different kind
of people, and thgt I must play my cards ac-
cordingly.

¢ That will depend upon the nature of your
information,” I replicd diplomatically ; ¢ it may
be worth something to us, or it may be worth-
less.”

“ And in case it should be worth sowme.
thing 7

“ In that case my employer would be glad to
remunerate the person from whom he obtained
i

3r. Goodge again became meditative,

It was the habit of the sainted Wesley to
take counsel from the Scriptures,” he said pre-
sently ; € if you will call ugain to-morrow, young
man, [shall bave taken counsel, and may beable
to entreat with you.”

1 did not much relish being addressed as
“young man,” cven by such a shining light as
the Rev. Jonah Goodge. But as * wanted the
Rev. Jonal's aid, I submitted with a toler-
able grace to his patriarchal familiarity, and
bade him good-mornivg, after promising to
call aguin the following duy. I returned to my
inn and wrote to Sheldon in time for the after-
noon mail, recounting my interview with Mr,
Goodge, aud asking how far T should be autho-
rised to remunerate that gentleman, or to pledge
myself to remuuncerate bim for such information
as he might have to dispose of.

Oct. 6th. A letter from Shcldon.

¢ Dear Hawkgnerst,—There may be some-
thing very important behind that mysterious
burial at Dewsdale. Go without delay to Spots-
wold; examine registers, tombstones, &c.; hunt
up oldest inhabitant or inhabitants, from whom
you may be able to discover whether any Huy-
garth or Haygarths ever lived there, and all
that is known respecting such Haygarth or Hay-
garths. You have got a clue to somelhng.
Follow it up till it breaks off short, as such
clues often do, or till you find it is only leading
you on a wild goose chase. The Dewsdale
business is worth investigation. Mem.: How
about descendants of Jawyer Brice ?
Yours 1ruly, G.S.
¢ G.'s Inn, Oct. 5th.”

Before starting for Spotswold it was ncces-
sary for me to sce 3fr. Goodge. I found that
gentleman in a pious and yet busiuess-like
frame of mind. He had taken counscl from the
Scriptures, like the founder of his sect; but I
fancy with ruther less spiritual aspirations.

“ The text upon which the lot fell was the
12tk verse of the 9th chapier in the Book of
Proverbs, ¢ If thou be wise, thon shalt be wise
for thyself;!” he said solemnly; * whereby 1
perceive that I shall not be justificd in parting
with that whicl: you seck without fitting recom-
pense. I ask you therefore, young man, what
¥you are prepared to give.”?

The Rev. Jonal's tone could scarcely have
been more lofty, or his manner more patronising,
if he bad been Saul and I the humble David;
but a man who is trying to carn three thousand
pounds must put up with a greatdeal, Finding
that the minister was prepared to play the
huckster, I cmployed no further ceremony.

“The pricc must of course depend on the
quality ot the article you have to sell,” I said;
*§ must know that before 1 can propose terms.”

#Suppose my information took the form of
letters 7?

¢ Letters from whom—to whom??

“ From Mrs. Rebecea Haygarth to my great-
uncle, Samson Goodge®

“ How many of such letters have you to scll 2

I put it very plainly; but the Rev. Jorah's
susceptibilitics were not of the keenest order.
He did not wince.

# Say forty odad letters.”

I pricked up my cars, and it needed all my
diplomacy to enable me to conceal my scnse of
triumph.  Forly odd letterst  Theremust be an

enortnous amount of information in forty odd
letters; unless the women wrote the direst
twaddle ever peancd by a feminine correspond-
ent. .
# Qver what period do the dates of these let-
ters extend 2 [ asked,

“ Qver about seven years; from 1769 to
1776.” _

Four years prior to the nmrriage with our
friend Mutthew ; three years after the marriage.

“ Ave they tolerably long letters, or mere
scrawls 7°

“ They were written in a period when robody
wrote short letters,” answered Mr, Goodge sen-
tentiously,—* the period of Bath post and dear
postage. The greater number of the epistles
cover three sides of a sheet of letter-paper; and
Mrs. Rebeeea's caligraply was small and neat.”

“ Good!” Iexcluimed. I suppose itis no
use my asking you to let me sce one of these
letters before striking a bargain—eh, Mr.
Goodge 1"

*Well, T think not,” answered the oily old
hypocrite. ¢ I have taken counsel, and I will
abido by the light that has been shown me. ¢ If
thon be wise, thou shalt Le wise for thyself;”
such are the words of inspiration. No, I think
not.”

“ And what do you usk for the forty odd let-
ters ?”

# Twenty pounds.”

¢ A stiff sum, Mr. Goodge, for forty sheets of
old letter-paper!”

“ But if they were not likely to be valuable,
you would scarcely happen to want them,” an-
swered the mimster. #1 have tuken counsel,
young man.”

¢t And those are your lowest terms 27

I cannot accept sixpence less. It is not in
e to g£o from my word, AsJacob served Laban
scven years, andagain another seven years, hav-
ing promised, so do 1abide by my bond. Having
said twenty pounds, young man, teaven forbid
that I should take so much as twenty pence less
than those twenty pounds I’

The solemn unction with which he pronounced
this twaddle is beyond description. The pretence
of conscientious feeling which he contrived to
infuse into bis sordid bargain-driving might have
done honour to Molitre’s Tartuffe, Secing that
he was determined to stick to his terms, Ude
parted. 1 telegraphed to Sheldon for instruc-
tiouns as to whether I wus to give Goodge the
money he asked, and then went back to my inn,
where I devoted myself for the next ten minutes
to the study of a railway time-table, with a view
to finding the best route to Spotswold.

After a close perusal of bewildering strings of
proper names and dazzling columiss of figures, I
found a place called Black Harbour, “for Wis-
borough, Spotswold, and Chilton.,” A train left
Tlerton for Black Harbour at six o'clock in the
afternoon, and was due at the latter place at
8.40.

This gave me an interval of gome hounrs in
which I could do nothing, unless I received o
telegam from Sheldon. The chance of a reply
fram him «cpt me a prisoner in the coffee-room
of the Swin Inn, where I read almost every line
in the local and London newspapers pending
the arival of the despatch, which came at Iast.

¢ Tell Goodge he shall have the sum asked,
and get the letters at once. Moaney by to-night's
post.”

This was Sheldon’s message ; sharp and short,
and within tho cighteenpenny limit.  Acting
upon this telegram T returoed to the abodo of
Mr. Goodge, told him his terms were to be com-
plied with, showed him the telegram, at his
request, and asked for the Iatters.

1 onght to have known my reverend friend
better than to imagine he would part with those
ancicnt documents cxcept for money on the
counter.

He smiled 2 smile which might have illaminat-
cd the visage of Machiavelli.

¢ The letters have kept a long time, young
man,” he $aid, after baving stadicd thotelegram
as closely as if it bad been written in Punic;
“and lo you, they are in no wise the worse for
keeping : so they will keep yet loager. ¢ If thou
be wise, thou shalt be wiso for thysell! You



152

THE SATURDAY READER.

[May 11

can como for the letlers to-morrow, and bring
the money with you. Say at eleven A"

I put on my hat and bade my fricnd good-da,-.
I bave often been tempted to throw things at
people, and have withield my hand , but L never
felt Satan so strong upon meas at that moment,
and 4 very much fear that if I had had any thing
in the way of a kitchen-poker or a earving-hnife
ubout me, I should have flung thut missiteat the
patriacchal head of my saintly Jonuh, As it
wag, [ bade him good-day and returned to the
Swan, where 1 took a hurried repast aud started
for the station, carrying a light carpet-bag with
me, as 1 was not likely to return till the follow-
ing night, at the carliest.

I arrived at the station ten minutes before the
starting of the train, and bad to endure ten
minutes of that weariness called waiting. 1
exhausted the interest of all the advertisements
on the station walls, found out how I could have
my furniture removed with the utmost cou-
venience—snpposing mysclf to possess furniture |
discovered where I ought to buy a dinner ser-
vice, and the most agreeable kind of blind to
screen my windows in sunny weather I was
still lingering over the description of this new
invention in blinds, when a great bell set up
sudden clanging, and the down train from Lon-
don came thundering into the station

This was also the train for Black Harbour
There were 2 good many passengers going north.
wards, a good many alighting at Ullerton ; and
in the burry and confusion 1 had some difliculty
in finding a place in a second-class carriage, the
passengers therein blocking up the windows
with that unamiable exclusiveness peculiar to
railway travellers. 1 found a place at last, how-
ever: but in burrying frow carriage to carriage
I was startled by an occurrence which I have
since pondered very seriously.

I ran holt against my respected friend and
patron Horatio Paget.

We had only time to recognise cach other with
exclamations of mutual surprise when the clang-
ing bell rang again, and I was obliged to scufile
into my seat. A moment’s delay would have
caused me 10 be left behind,  And to bave re-
mained behind would have bern very awkward
for me; as the captain would undcubtedly have
questioned me as to my business at Ullerton.
Was I not supposed to be at Dorking, enj ying
the hospitality of an aged aunt?

Tt would have been nnlucky to lose that train,

But what “makes" the gallant Captain in
llerton? That is a question which I deliberated
a3 the train carried me towards Black Hatbour.

were turned o o of the cuach at Spoutswold, which
in the gloom of night appeared to consist of
half-a-duzen houses shut from the rond by
ghastly white palings, a grim looming ¢hurch,
aud & low-roufed mn with o fecble hight ghm-
mering athwart a red stull curtain.

At this inn 1 was fuin to take up my abode
for the night, and was conducted to o little white-
wazhed bed-chamber, draped with scanty dimity
and smelling of apples—thio humblest, com-
mounest cottage-chamber, but clean and decent,
and with a certain countryfied aspect which was
pleasing to me. I fuacied myself the host of
such an inn, with Charlotte for my wife; aud it
seemed to me that it would be nice to live in
that remote and unknown village, ¢ the world
forgetting, by the world forgot,” I beguiled
myself with such foolish fancies,—I, who have
been reared amidst the clawour and riot of the
Strand !

Should T be happy with that dear gicl if she
were mine?  Alas' I doubt it. A man who
has led a disreputable life up to the age of
seven-ant-twventy is very lihely to have lost all
capacity for such pure and perfect happiness as
that which good men find in the tranquil haven
of a hiome.

Slanld I not hear the rattle of the billiard-
balls, or the voice of the eroupicr calling the
main, as I sat by my quict fire-side ? Should I
not yearn for the glitter and confusion of West-
end dancing-rooms, or the mad excitement of
the ring, while my innocent young wife was sit-
ing by my side and asking me to luoh at the blue
eyes of my first-born?

No; Charlotte is not for me  There must be
always the two classes—the sheep and the
goats, and my lot has been cast among the
goats,

And yet there are some people who laugh to
scorn the doctrines of Calvin, and say there is no
such thing as predestination.

Is there not predestination? Was not I pre-
destined to be born in a goal and reared in a
gutter, cducated among swindlers and scoun-
drels, fed upon stolen victuals, and clad in gar-
ments never to be paid for?  Did no Eumenides
preside over the birth of Richard Savage, so set
apart for misery that the laws of nature were
reversed, and even his mother bated bin 2 Did
no dismal fatality fullow the foutsteps of Chat-
terton”  fias no ysterious ban been laid upon
the men who have been called Duhes of Buck-
ingham?

What fuolish lamentations am I scribbling n
this diary, which is intinded to be only tho

j interrogate my ancient,

sive square tower of an old church, so far out
of propertion to the pitiful cluster of houses,
that I muagine 10 must be the remnant of sowo
wonastic sctilement.

Towards this church I mado my way, under
the dispariting desp, drip of the rain, and accom-
panied by a feeble old man, who is sexton, clerk,
gravedigger, aud anythung or everything of an
official nuture,

We went into the church after my ancient
wariaer No. 2, had fumbled a good deal withs o
bunch of ghostly-looking keys. ‘Thedooropen-
cd with a dismal scroop, and shut with an_ap-
palling bang. Grim and dark as the church is
without, it is grimmer and darker within, and
dwnp and vault-like, é fuire fremir. There are
all the mysterious cupboards and corners pecu-
liar to such cdifices; uan organ-loft, from which
weird noisesissue at every opening or closing
of & door; & vaulted roof which echoes one’s
footsteps with a snoan, as of some outraged spirit
hovering in cuupty space, and cjaculating pite-
ously, “ Another impious intruder after the
sacranment plate ! another plebeian sole tramp-
ling on the bragses of the De Montacutes, lords
of the manort® t

The vestry is, if anything, more ghostly than
the general run of vestries ; but the busines mind
is compelled to waive all considerations of &
supernatural character,  For the moment there
flashed across my brain the shadows of all the
Christmas storics I had ever read or heard con-
cerning vestries; the pbantom bridal, in which
the bride’s beautiful white hand changed to the
bony fingers of a skeleton as she signed the re-
gister; tho uncarthly christening, in which alt
at once, after the cercmony having been con-
ducted with the utmost respectability, to the
cdification of the unauthorised intruder hiding
behind & pillar, the godfathers and godwmothers,
purse aud baby, priest and clerk, became in a
moment dilapidated corpses; whereon, the ap-
palledintruder fell prone at the foot of Ins pillar,
there to be discovered the next morning by Ins
fricnds and the public generally, with his hair
blanched to an awful whiteness, or his noble in-
tellect degraded to idiocy.

For a moment, the mewmory of abouta hun-
dred Christmas stories was too much for me—
so weird of aspect, and earthy of atmosphere,
was the vestry at Spotswold. And then, ¢ being
gone” the shadows of the Christmas storics, 1
was a man and a lawyers clertk agun, and set
mysclf assiduously tQ search the registers and

I found that:ndividual a creature of menta

Sheldon warned me of the necessity for secereey, , baldest recurd of events! It is so natural to ; fogginess compared with whom my oldest in-

and I bave peen ns secret as the grave

Paget can have any idea of the business I am
engaged in, e is the very man of all othiers to

t

resort to pen and inh. {
I devoted my cvening to conversation with )

It is mankind to complan that, hasing no car in y babitant of Ullerton would have been a Pitt,
therefore next to an impossibility that Horatio | which to utter Lis disconicnt, a waa s fain to ;| Earl of Chatham,

But 1 questoned and cross-
questioned him until I had in & manner turned
lus poor old wits the scamy side without, and

try and supersede me if he had an inkling of my | the landlord aud his wafe, but found that the y had discovered, first, that be had never knowwn
plans ; but [ am convineed hie can have no such | name of Haygarth wasas stemnge to them as af | anyone called Haygarth in the whole course of

iukling.

Aud yet the advertisement of the Iaygarth | tomb of (e Iharavhs.

it had been taken from an inscription in the
I inquired, about the

thyse seventy-five years's vegetation which polate-
ness compelled me to speak of as lug “ life ;?

property in the Times was as open to the notice | fow Juliabitauts of the sillage, and ascertamed | secondly, that be bad never knowa anyone who
of all the world as it was oprn to the notice of | that the oldest man in the place is the sexton, jknew a Haygarth, thudly, that he was inti-

George Sheldon

What if my patron should | na'isc-burs, and suppused by wmine Liost neser to § mately acquainted with every creaturo i the

have beea struck by the same advertisement, and | have travddled twealy miles from his birth-place. § vallage, and that be knew that no onc of the in-

should have come to Ullerton on the same busi-
ness.

It is possible, but it is not likely When I

1lis namc is Peter Drabbles,  What extraordin-
ary nawmes that class of people contrive to bave !
My first busincss to-mosrow moraing will be to

habtiants could give me the smallest shred of
such information as I required.
Having cxtorted g0 much as this from my

left town the Captain was engaged in Philip ! ind my fricnd Drabbles—anotlier aucicnt mari- | ancient with unatterable cexpenditure of time

Sheldon's affairs

He has no doubt came 0! ner, no doubt—and to exanune the parish regese

Cllerton on Philip Sheldon’s business. The| ters.

town, which seems an abomination of deso-

Ol Tth. A misty moraing, and & perpetoal

and trouble, I next set to work upon the regsters.
If the ink manufactured in the present cen-
tury is of no more durable nature than that

Iation to a man who is accustomed to Loun- | drizzle—ty say avthing of & damp, pencteating ; abuminable fluid cmployed sa the penmaaship of
don and Paris, is nevertheless a commereial | cold, which crecps through the thickest over- a4 hundred years ago, I profoundly mty the
centre; and the stockbroker’s schemes may in- | coat, and chills vnc to th bone, 1donot thunk ; gencrations that are to como aftec us. The
volve the simple Ullertoniane, as well as the  Spotewald can have much brightness or pretu- ¢ registers of Spotswold might puzzle a Bunscn.

mare experienced children of tho metropolis

uess even un the fairest summer mwming that

Howcver, beating in mind the incontrovertible

Having thought the business out thus, I gave | ever beautified the earth. 1 hnow that, scen as j fact that three thousand pounds 18 a very agree-

myself no further trouhle ahout the unexpected
appearance of my fricnd and beaefactor

At Black Harbour I found a coach, which | dreary.

I see it to-day, the placc is the very archetype of
all that is datksome, dull, c.svlate, dismal, and
(How odd, by the war, that all that

cazried me to Spotswold, whither I travelled in | family of cpithetsshiould have the same initial )
a cramped aud painfal position as regards my | A wide stretch of movtland lies arvund and | bernid o thns churche-yarde, over agaiost 3°
legs, and with o pereading sensation which was | abont the little sillage, which crouches in g twmbe of M Marttia Suleman, o bout 10 fete
like a determination of luggage to the Urain, 50 | hollow, like sume puur dejected anunal that y fromm y© olde yue tre.  Febevane oth, 1953,

close to my oppressed head was the heavily laden
roof of the vebicle It was pitcli-dark when 1
and two fellow-passengers of agricultural aspect

-

secks to sbelter itseif foum the bitter blast, Un
the cdge of the moorland, and above the strag-
gling cottages aad the little inn, niscs the wmas- |

able sum of moncy, I stuck to my work for up-
wards of twvo bours, and obtained as a result the
following cntrics:

1. Matthew Hagygarthe, aged foure yenres,

2. Mary Haygarihe, aged twenuic sevenc
Feers, bernd uader 3¢ yue tree, Nov. 21, 1754.
After copying these two cptries, 1 went ont
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into the churchyard to lou? for Mary Haygartli's
grave,

Under n fine old yew—which had been old a
hundred years ago, it seems—I found huddled
amongst other lieadstones one so incrusted with
moss, that it was only after scraping tho para-
site verdure from the stone with my pen-knife
that I was able to discover the letters that had
been cut upon it,

I found at last a brief inscription:

Hero lieth ye body of
Mauny Haveantu, aged 27. Born 1727,
1754,

This stone has been set np by one who sor-
roweth without hope of consolution.

Dicd

A strange epitaph ; no scrap of Latin, no text
from Scripture, no conventional testimony to the
virtues and accomplishinents of the departed, no
word to tell whether the dead womeun had been
maid, wife, or widow, It was the most provok-
ing inscription for 2 lawyer or a gencalogist, but
such as might have pleased a poct.

I faucy this Mary [Ilaygacth must bave been
some quict creature, with very few friends to
sorrow for hier loss. Perhaps only that one
persen who sorrowed without hope of consol-
a0,

Such a tombstone nught have been sct above §
tiie grave of that simple maid who dwelt » be-
side the banks of Dove.” l

|

This is the utmost that my patience or in-
geanuity can do for me at Spotswold. I have
cshausted every possitality of obtmmng further
information. So, having written and posted my
report to Sheldon, I have no more to do but 10
return to Ullerton. I takeback with me notlinag
bat the copy of the two entrics in the register of
hurials. Who this Matthew Haygarth or this
Mary Haggarth swas, and low related to the
Matthew, 12 au cnigma not to be solved at
Spotswold,

Here the story of the Haygartbis ends with the
grave under the yew-tree.

Favcoys as Messexcers.—If falcons could be
once more trained to carry messages (where the
telegraph was destroyed), they might be uscful
servitors to the army. Their swittness is thus
defined =—1It bag been calculated that a hawh
will fly not less than one hundred and fifty miles
an hour. Major Cartwright, on the coast of
Labrador, found, by repeated observations, that
the flight of an cider duck was at the rate of
ninety miles an hour. The flight of the cummon
crow i3 nearly twenty-five 1miles an hour, and
Spallanziui found that of the swallow to be about
ninety-two miles, while he conjectures thiat the
rapidity of the swift is nearly threc times
greater. A falcon, belonging to Henty IV of
France, flew from Fontainebleau to Malta in less
than twenty-four hours, the distance being one
thousand threo hundred and fifty miles, and it
i=probable that bis flight was about seventy-five
miles an hour, as such birds fly in the day-timo
only These facts show how casily birds can

‘ to pubksh, or not to publish.” Misgs M. A. Brad-
don's ¢ Belgravia” continues to be issued, but
we notice in the * Athenieurn ? of January 26th
the following advertisement: ¢ Literary pro-
perty for sale.  The right to publish a iagazine
under the title of ¢ Belgravia, o magazine of
fushion and amuscment, is to be disposed of.
Particulars of editorinl arrangements, &¢., may
be had of the publishers, St. Bride’s-avenue,
Fleet-strect, London, E.C.” This evidently
emanates from the proprictors of the other « Bel-
gravia” It may be diflicult to set n moncy
value on “the right to publish a magazine” un-
der a particular title, which right is judicially
declared more than doubtful,

LUXEMBOURG.

VIE Luxembourg question still continues to

- excite the apprehension and to spread
panic through the exchanges of Europe. Even
the promised Eahibition, winch wasso confi-
deatly regarded as a sccurity for the preserva-
tion of peace during the present year, has no
longer any tranquillizing cfivet on the public
mind, Both in Germany and in France there
are unmistakable signs that the popular fecling
is becoming engaged in a manner wineh threat-
ens to override, or at least to control, the actioa
of the Goverunments; while there 1s unfortun-
ately no reason to  belicve that cither the
Emperor Napoleon or Count Bismarck re-
quires much pressure to move in the direction of
war. ‘The one is bent on restoring lus damaged
prestige 3 the other upon mmintaining the in-
flucuce and power which Prussia bas lately ac-
quired. To the former a great and striking
success i5 almost amatter of necessity ; but that
success i4 is imperative upon the latter to pre-
vent. If'weare to place reliance upon author-
it ywhich is apparently trustworthy, the Emper-
or has only been resteained Ly the remonstrances
of his Ministers from despatching an ultimatum
to Berlin ; and no one can doubt in what manner
such a document would have been met. Although
hopes still coutinuc to be expressed that war
may be tenporarily postponed in cunsequence of
the unprepared state of the French army, it is
difficult to belicve that the Emyperor would have
raised a question of this hind autil he felt um-
self in a positivn to take decisive actwon.  Even
if we suppose (which i3 not improbable) that
in the well-known confertnce #t Biarritz, Count
Bismarck lLeld out the annexation of Luxem-
bourg, as one amongst the baits by whbich be
secured the neutrality of France during the late
war, Napoleon must by this tine have lexrat
tke value of the promises with whick b was
then fed. is reputation for sagacity has suffered
previously from many recent failures, but we
must impute to him absolute futuity if wo imnn-
ginc that be ever cxpected to get the Prussians
out of Luxcmbourgby means of & conveation with
the Kiug of Holland. It is not impossible that
he so far underrated the national fecling of Ger-
many, as to think that bhe might attain his ob-

1~complish their extensive migrations, especially | ject by a demoastrativn : but he must ba aware

when we consider that a favourable wind
materially helps them on their voyage.

Vicissirones oF FaxiLies.—Count Charles de
Basserole, who occupicd tho position of game-
keeper near Ruffee, recently died near Paris.
Acother mnember of the same fanily, a grandson
of a major in the army of Condd, is a joiner at
Paris. The clhiucf of onc of the oldest hionses of
Gomtat Venassin. the Marquis de Poreclets, 18
n business n the South at a very tnfling remu-
nctation. A member of the house of Bridiers,
an offshoot of the princely family of Albret, s
a woodcutter in Beery.  Count Lows de Aont-
morency i8 a clerk in a government offico in
Vicana, In the ceatre of France the great-
grandson of a marshal of France is redaced to
keep cuninn,

“Brioravia."—The Chancery suit, betseen
two Loandon publishiers, as to the right, from
priority eatraunce of the title at Stationers’ Hall,
1o issoc_a magazine called ¢ Belgravia,,” has
been ended by a judgment which wholly dis-
misses the case, and leaves cach party ot liberty |

that to make a demonstration imposing 1t must
be supported by a military force capable of tah-
ing the field with cffect.  The cquipment of the
French army is probably not so defective as
some persons represent , and it is notorious that
the Minister of War has publicly stated that he
is prepared for any cventuality. Besides, it is
most likely that if inadequate supply of breech-
loaders should make the French Government de-
sirous ot postponing the issuc which it bas raiscd,
that very circumstance woald only make Count
Bismarck morc desirous to precipitate cvents.
That statesman has never concealed his own be-
lief that war with France is sooncr or later
inevitable. Ho knows now that his countrymen
not only share that impression, bat are quite
prepared for a conflict from which they scc no
chance of permanent escape.  Ifhe were to de-
claro jncategorical terms to-motrow that Luzem-
bourg is & German fortress, and that uader no
circumstances will hio abandon the right to hold
itby a Prussian garrisun, he would reccive an
cnthusiastic support frum onc end of the Father-
1and to the other. Now itis as ccrtain as any-

thing well can be, that when Count Bismarck
feels himself strong enough to act, ko is not tho
man to stand idly by while an antagonist pre-
pares to attack him. If ke is satisfied that war can
only be postponed, but cannat be provented, ho
will not allow the French to choose the time
for waging it that may be most convenicnt to
themselves.  If ho has reason to think that they
aro not so well prepared to fight no* s they will
be at some future time, that is exacty the thing
to mnke him resolve upon bringing about & cri-
sis, Weo do not, therefore, belicve that a solu-
tion of the question can be adjourned, and, in-
deed, it is bardly desirablo that it should be. A
prolonged period of 3uspense, during which two
great nations are visibly arming themselves to
the teeth, is almost as bad as war itself; nor is
there any reasonable chance of a peacenble set-
tlement after the passions of both peoples have
been cxcited by an claborate and unconcealed
preparation for war,

We canaot profess to bo at all sanguino
that tho negotiations winch are now going on
between the French and Prussian Courts will
have any satisfactory result.  Unfortunately, on
both sides, the question is taken up rather as a
matler of national dignity and honour than as
onc of interest.  In spite of the recent develop-
went ot the commercial spirit amongst them, the
French are still o great degree the victims of
their old craving for predominance in Europe.
They arcuot content to hold an influential posi-
tion. ‘Lhey long for a certain ascendancy, of
which the consolidation of Gennany has depriv-
cd them. Under any circumstances this would
be mortifying cnough, but by a succession of
Llunders and false moves the Emperor has con-
trived greatly to intensify their sense of humi-
liation. By all accounts, 2 war with Prussin
would now be popular amongst all ranks and
classes ; and it 1s doubtful whether, even if there
were no difficultics on the other side, the Empe-
ror coulil now, without scrious loss of prestige,
accept that which, to impartial obscrrers, seems
the natural settlement of the difficulty. It is
clear enough that, if neither of the fwo great
Powers desired more than to obtain a fair secu-
rity against the cncroachment of the other, it
would be casy enough to provide for this by
declaring Luxembourg neutral, and razing the
fortress. Thepeople of Luxembourg do not wish
cither to jJoin the German Confederation or to
become absorbed 1a the French empire. They
do not want to maintain n fortress which is not
only perfectly useless to them. but ig, in fact, a
constantsource of peril. And, on the other hand,
there can beno doubt that the possession of that
fortress by either France or Prussinn does lay
the terntories of the other very dangerously
open to invasion. If it were destroyed, both
would stand on a footing of perfect equality,
and nesther would bave any real reason to ap-
prehiend attack from the neighbouring State.
Unfortunately that simple way of setting the
matter at rest scems to find no favour on either
sidc. The French do not care for Luxembourg
without the fortress; the Prussians will not eva-
cuate a8 strong position which they hold, and to
which they can mantain their nght by plausitle
arguments. For although the Paris journalists
assert that Prussia hes in her favour only the
bare fact of possession, such is not the case.
Her right to place a gamson n Luzembourg
docs not depend upon the Grand Duchy of Lux-
embourg being a member of the now defunct
German Confederation. It rests upon a separ-
ate canvention between the King of Holland as
Grand Duke and the King of Prussia; and there
is good, or at any rate tolerable, ground for con-
tending that this isin no wise affected by the
dissolution of the Bund. It may be very welt
for the French diplomatists to say that the Prus-
sians only hold tho placein trust either for the
old Confederation or for the King of Holland,
and that they have therefore no right to retain
it when tho one is dead and tho other wishes to
scll it. Butit is cqually open to Count Bis-
marck to aphold a contrary construction of the
treaty, and the poiat cannot bo sad to beso
absolutely clear that either sido s palpably in
the wrong. ,

It would, howerer, be a waste of tme to enter
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into the diplomatic controversy ona point which
will certainly not be decided by the weight
of argument, but cither by the application or
the threat of force, From the speeches of
Lord Swunley and the Marquis de Moustier,
and from the declarrugns of the Prussian oflicial
press, we gather that both parties have already
appealed to the great Powers who signed the
trenty of 1839, under which Luxembourg was
guatinteed to Hollund, Wealso know thatboth
England and Russin have expressed an opinion
that that treaty does not in any way contravene
the proposed cession ; does not in the present case
<atail any right or responsibility of intervention
upon the Powers, who beeame parties to it, and
leaves the matter entirely for Prussia, France,
and Holland to scettle amongst themselves. It
has also been intimated that the King of Holland
has withdrawn from the discussion ; and so fiar
as we are at preseut informed, the controversy is
now entirely confined 1o the two former States,
There we trust that it will be allowed to remain,
so far as England is concerned.  Neither our
duty nor our interest requires us to intervene in
any other way than by the offer of any good
oflices we may be able to exercise in the way of
mediation. At the same time wo shall not be
absolutels juditferent spectators of a war, should
one break out. As amere matter of vight, Prussia
las certainly o better title than France 0 our
sympathy, beeause although the Luxemburghers
do not wish to separate from Iolland, theee is
no doubt, that as Germans, they would infinitely
prefer 10 joru their compatriots, thau to be sold
to Frauce, There is indeed something utterly
detestable in this mercantile trunsaction of o
slave-trding Kind, the real character of which it
is vainly sought to cover by abypoctiticalappeal
to universal sutfrage ; and we caunot belp fecling
that in stunding out for her right to Keep the
fortress of Luxembourg, Prussiais also, to a cer-
in exteat, protecting the people of the minor
State. Nor is that all, If either France or Ger-
many must be aggrandised, we should prefer the
giin to rest with the latter; because we know
there is fuf lessrisk that she will use any advane
tage of position for offensive purposes. There is
no danger that she will seck to annex Hollund
or to invade Belgium. But there is no security
that if France gets to Luxembourg she will be
coutent to remain there, After alf, the little
Duchy is but a paltey compensation for the
strength which Germany has gained during the
fast twelvemonths. There will be s great tempta-
tion to use it as a weans to further advance, Its
posscssion would materially facititate an atiack
upon the Rhiue provinces, but it is more im-
portant for us to observe that its occupation
would enable France to chieck any German army
which should advance to the assistance of Bel-
gium, in case the independence of the latter
country were threatened. Now, as England has,
in common with other Powers, guaranteed that
independence, it is* clearly not our interest that
any difficulty should be placed in the way of our
cu-signatorics—of winch Prussia 15 one—fulfil-
ling their obligations. We cannot 00 strongly
deprecate o war the legitimate cause for which
might be so easily put an cnd to by the destruc-
tion of the fortress of Luxembourg ; but if a con-
flict should brenk out, considerntions both of in-
terest, and of » larger and more generous kind,
arising out of our respect for the principle of
nationality, will necessarily incline us to desire
the success of Prussia rather than of France.—
Border Revicw.

A PuoronaGyeTiC Cospass.—An ingenious
contrivance has been recently invented by a
navai engineer, M. Corridj, for nscertaining a
ship's course during & voyage. On the @ial of
the compass, instead of the star which indicatcs
the north, a circular opening is made, furnished
with & small lens. The light shining upon the
compass penctrates through the lens, and traces
a black mark or linc on a sheet of sensitive
paper underneath, which is made to moveat a
certain speed by means of clockwork. The
sensitzed paper turns with the ship, and ag the
needle remains perfectly steady, every deviation
or alteration of the course is photographed on
the paper.
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PIPES AND TOBACCO.

N these days,when onths are kept as carcfully
out of n lady’s hearing us groy hairs avo from
her sight—alas! much more earefully than vice
of another description, and which our ancestors
forty or fifly years ago, wincbibbers and blus-
phemers though they might be, would have
Wushed to speak of even to their sons,—in these
days, I say, itis ratber diflicult to imagine the
stato ol society, when one of a gentleman’s qua-
liieations wus w string of oaths which would
put a Billingsgate fishwoman to shame, sud it
was in those days that the ancedote from which

I btve borrowed my title took place.

An uncle of my father’s (a geutleman fully
accomplished as the times went, compotent to
drink and swear, ride and attend cock-fights,
with the greatest nobleman in the laud), hap-
pened to be one of three passengers inskle the
night mail from Edinburgh vi¢ Neweastle to
London. He had taken his place from the first-
mentioned city, though he did not intend to
occupy it until the *lighily 'r” stopped to Lhange
horses at & small country town nawmed \Wooler.
Having greeted the coachman, admired the team,
and fortitied hitsel£ with astitf unnbler of beaudy
and water, he proceeded to arrange himself in
his corner, and had just placed bis legs comnfor-
tably on the seat opposite, when the two pas-
sengers who had travelled all tho way from
Edmburgh, and bad been sefreshing the inuer
wan in the dining-room of the ¢ “Laukerville
Anmns,? appedtred.

“ Fricnd, thou hast taken my place,” said one
of them, smiling blandly, and puinting to my
uncle’s legs, which were removed with a proper
compliment of expletives. The stranger, still
smiling, tovk possession, the second followed,
and oft went the eager teau,

My uncle knew every acre of ground for the
next twenty or whirty miles, and coming from an
agricultural family, he made no attempt to con-
ceal his approval or dissapproval of the systemn
pursued by the different men whose farms lay
along the turnpike.  Of course, each exclama-
tion began, coutinued and ended with the usual
string of oaths,—at last be was induced torelate
an event, which, though of 1o moment in this
history, had caused considerable excitement in
the neighbourhiood.  When he had finished, his
opposite neighbour, whom we bave already men-
tioned, remarked—

“ Priend,[ cau can tell thee a better story than
thine, and one thou will do well to remember
and ranark.—A neighbour of mine—pipes and to-
bacco '—was,—pipes and tobacco t—yes, he was
—pipes and tobacco '—going out.  Oh !—pipes
and tobacco!—to walk, when—pipes and to-
bacco '—who on this— pipes and tobacco!—
carth, should he meet but the—pipes and to-
bacco! parson, walking along with his—pipes
and tobacco!—fiace as loug as to-day and to-
morrow. My friend started, yes sir l—pipes and
tobacco!—he started, and, said he — pipes nad
tobacco ! e My uncle had gradually stared
harder and barder, something in the speaker’s
face, made him think there was a good story,
but if it went on in this way, what could he
make of it; 50 out of all paticace bie shouted :—

“«D—n it, sir! what the devil's the good of
saying, ¢ pipes aud tobacco 7"

% Even so, friend,” said the quaker, smiling;
# thou perceivest it to be a foolish, useless expres-
sion, marring the interest of my tale, and yet it
is harmless.  Pipes and tobacco offend not the
Spirit of God ; but thou, friend, didst condemn
thy soul and my cyes to hell twenty times in the
space of five short minutes. Thy expressions
not only marred the interest of thy discourse,
but made me tremble lest the Maker thou blas-
phemest shouldst calt thee to fulfil thy choscn
fate.

It is fromn this story, told e by my dear mo-
ther, that I have chosen my title; and having
effected that most difticalt of all things in writ-
ing an arlicle, namnely & beginning, I shall go
on to say what I iutcuded about % Pipes and
Tobacco.”

When tobacco was first introduced into Europe,
is & subject upon which there appears to be con-
siderablo doubt. Onc thing, howerver, is certain,

—nobody smoked before the 15th century in that
portion of the globe, In that eventful era, the
mighty continent of America wasdiscovered,and
amongst other wonders related by Columbusand
his compnuions touchiug the inhabitauts of this
new world was that they # carried fircbrands
about with them, and putfed smoke from their
motths aud noses.” Qvivdo, the historiau, catls
it very pernicious, and states that it brought on
insensibility, going to say that they inhaled it
through the nostrils by means of a forked tube
or caue, the shape of thedetter Y, Be this agit
may, Columbus, on his return, stated that the
inhabitants of Preaguay opposed his men land-
ing, by charging them with theic mouths full of
a herb called tobaceo, the juice of which they
squirted into th¢ Spaniands’ fuces, aiming clways
ut their eyes.

Fraucisco Lobez de Gomont, Chapliin to the
expedition which,under Cortez, conquered Mex-
ico, speaks of smokingas the vsuxl amuscment
of tho people; and another writer, of the same
date, in nareating his personil adventures in
Americn, says, © There are some bushes, not
very large, like reeds, that produce a leaf in
shape like that of the walnut, though rather
larger, which (where it is used) 1s held jn great
esteem by the natives, snd very mach prized by
the slaves whom the Spaniards have bought
from Ethiopia, When these leaves are in scason
they pick them, tie them up in bundles, and sus.
pend them near their breplace till they are very
dey s and when they wish to use them, they
take a leat of theie grain (maize), and putting
one of the others into it, roll them tight toge-
ther; then set them on fice at one end, and put-
ting the other end to the mouth, they draw their
breath up throngh iv; wherefore the smoke goes «
into, the mouth, the throat, the head, and they
retain it ag long as they canj for they find plea-
sure in it; and so much do they fill themselves
with the cruet smoke, that they Yose their reason,
and remain the greater part of' the day or mght
stupefied.”

Harcot, in writing his account of the voyage
on which he accompained Sir Walter Raleigh,
says the untives of Virginia looked upoa tobacco
as the especial gift of their gods, using it as in-
cense when they wmade sacrifices, The North-
Awerican Indiaus have a tradition of somewhat
similac tendency ; namely, that in ages gone by
a goddess descended from the heavens, aund on
being hospitably treated by the chiefs promised
they should be nmply rewarded, and that upon
the very spot whero she stood they would, thir-
teen moons heuee, find certain things that cheer
them tbrough all ages. At the appointed timo
they returned, and found maize, kidney-beans,
and tobacco.

They have, since then, made use of the pipe
both as a daily comfort and suacred sign of peace.
The same habit extends among the aatives of
the west coast, and in most of the Pucific
Islands. \When .old graves have been opened,
pipes of every shape and material (many hitherto
unknown) come to light, and puzzle mankind
by their quaing devices. Some of these are so
formed that, being fitted to the top, 2 vessel con-
taining tobacco, a dozen or more tubes could be
inserted, and thus a party of fricnds smoke the
social pipe together. This description, though
now unknowu, scems to have, ata remote period,
been very common, and are made of a peculiarly
hard and close-grained clay. A

No dimiuution in the prevailing habit has
taken place among the few that remain of the
aborigines of America. The pipe still holds its
wonted place at feast or gathenng, and the
sacred pipe of peace is stil the most inviolable
pledge they make use of : it 18 under the protec-
tion of their gods, and is carcfully preserved
until occasion makes its sanction necessary.
Catlin, in his dclightful account of North Awme-
rica, relates many new and interesting ance-
dotes and incidents connected with the calumet
as the pipe of peace is named, and deseribes it
as surmounted with ¢ war-vagles ” !quills, and
never allowed to he used on any other oceasion
than that of peace making, when the chief brings
i\ into treaty, and unfolding the many bandages
which are carcfally kept around it, has it ready
10 he mutually smoked by the chicfs, aftgr the
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terms of the trealy are agreed upon, as the
meaus of solemnising it, which is dono by pass-
ing tho suered stem to each chief, who draws
one breath of smoke only through it, thereby
passing the most inviolable pledge they can
give for keeping the peaco.” He says further :—

t There is no custom more uniformly in com-
mon use amoungst the poor Inditus than thuat of
smoking, nor more highly valued. 1lis pipe is
his constant compunion through life, his mes-
senger of peace; he pledges his friends through
its stem and its bowl ; and when its care-drown-
ing fames cease to flow, it takes a place with
him in bis solitary grave, with his tomabawk
and war-club, companions to his long-funcied
mild and beautiful hunting-grounds.”

The Chinese claim tho privilege of being the
first nation who made use of this all-prevailing
hubit, and, strange to say, many of the old pipes
dug np in America are so carved as to bear a
strong 1esemblance to the Mongolian cast of
feature. But for this, little attemtion would
have been paid to the Chinaman's assertion, s
every one who knows anything of them or their
literature, must be conversant with the fact thay
whatever is good or excellent they claim as their
own, and it is well-nigh impossible to get one to
allow that there is anything new under the sun,

‘Pobacco was hot the name the plant was first
made known by, hut that of vicotinng, from the
name of the Lord of Villemain, who prescuted
Catherine de Medici with several plants, calling
it, in complinent to ler wmajesty, Herbe Medicée.
The name soon gave place to Lis own, which is
kept up in that of nicotine, the scientific desig-
nation of the oil extracted from the tobacco;
finally, the name given by the Spauiards, and
brought by them from America, superseded all
others, and is now used 211 over the world, cach
nation, through varying the orthography, ad-
heripg to the same sound.

It was to its medicinal qualitics that its first
popularity in our realm is due; all bowed to a
decree of science, and tobacco began to be esti-
mated as the sovereign cure for almost every
complaint known. Doctors lectured, old women
gossiped, and Europe consumed fabulous quan-
tities of kerbu santa, most of which was culti-
vated in France and England.

Pocts of that date vie with each other in sing-
ing the praise of tobacco, and the stage fteemed
with witty discussions, always resultiug iu the
triumph of the weed. So rapid was its progress
in favour, that, in a curious old book, published
in 1614, called * The Honestie of this Age,” we
find recorded :—* There is not so base & groome
that comes into an alchouse to call for bis  ot,
but he must have his pipe of tobacco.”

Year after year served to increase the haoit,
until it grew to such an excess as to be consid-
cred a general evil, and o crusade against all
growers, user, or sellers of the pernicious leaf
was cormmenced. Pope Urbain the Eiglth, is-
sued an cdict of excommunication against every
one who made use of it in churches.  James the
First—Kiug Jamie—wroto his famous Counter-
blast, and not content with that, farther wrote
in #A Collection of Witty Apothegms,” that
« Tobacco was o lively image and pattern of
hell, for thut it had, by allusion, in it all the
paris and vices of the world whereby bell may
be gained, to wit: First, It has @ smoke, so are
all the vanities of this world : secondly, 4¢ de-
hghteth them who take i, so do the pleasures of
the world delight the men of the world : thirdly
it maketh men drunkoen and light in the head, so do
the vauities of the world, men arcdrunken there-
with; fourthly, ke that takelh tobdacco saith ke
cannot leave it, it doth bewitch him, cven so the
pleasures of the world make men loath to leave
them: and farther, besides all this, it @s like
kell in the very substance of it, forit is a stink-
ing, loathsome thing, and so is Aell.?

Thus wrotc the King—tho genticman who,
according to the clever author of the “Ingoldsby
Legends:®

“In t}uiltcd doublet and great tronk breeches,

Hcld 10 abhorrence, tobacco and witches.”
Not satisfied with writing against the obnoxious
weed, the King put a heavy tax upon it, which
Charles the First found very uscful in replenish-
ing the exchequer, Nor did Nol Cromwell hime

self object to it, but rather agrecing with King
James, that the plant injured the soil, he sent
his soldicrs to beut and tread down all tho to-
bacco-fields they could find; yet, in spite of
their pretended zeal and the Protector’s good
example, the soldiery smoked at their great ge-
neral’s funeral, which Evelyn records as, ¢ ‘The
joyfullest funeral he ever saw, for there were
nono that cricd but dogs which the soldiers
hooted away, drinking and taking tobacco in
the streets ns they went,”  Yet still there was
no doubt that a strict Puritan held it in abhor-
rence, and it was tifly said or sung, he .

“ Abhorres a satin sult and velvet cloak,

And rays tobacco is the devil's sinoko.’

When Charles IT ascended the throne he con-
firmed the laws for the suppression of its cuftare,
extending the prohibition to Ireland 5 and itis
historically asserted, that among other edicts
pronotuced at the University of Cambridge was
one against smoking. Yet, in despite of the
royal dissapproval, the habit coutinued to be
general.  Authors, and particularly poets, as-
serted that it brightened their imagination, and
under its exhilarating influence, their verse,
whether in praise of beauty, valour, or wealth,
flowed wore freely, and with & more even ca-
dence, while at the same time, it had the power
to awaken the soul, and excite the imagina.
tion. East, west, north, and south, tobaceo held
undisputed sway, until ut last royally itself ac-
corded its sanction.

Now, in the nineteenth century, a boy i3 scar-
cely out of the nursecy, when you catch him
with a pipo in his month, or picking up the ends
of Tow’s cigars; and shortly enough, having
gone through the usual probationary term of
sickness incidental to acquiring the habit, he
blinks his watery eyes and struts along, trying
to remember all his cousin said, aud thinking
in his poor, innocent heart, what a jolly thing it
must be to be grown up, and have a horse, be-
sides being able to smoke without feeling queer.
Al he little knows what & chauge a few years
will work, and how often that samo chattering,
chaffing cousin, wishes he was a boy again,

What a desperate sensation that samne smok-
ing sickness is? Talk of sea-sickness, it is no-
thing to the other ; nud having once experienced
it, I have wondered ever since at the pluck and
determination of boys in conquering this cnemy
to smoking. If they worked half as hard, and
with a quarter as good will, at any ene branch
of their studies, what clever sons wo should
have! How mothers dread the first cigar, and
look upon the cutty pipe as the stretch of depra-
vity!

1 am no smoker myself, and never was, yet 1
can, and do, understand that it may be a solace
and luxury to thousands, whether overworked
or underworked; both nced comfort at times,
and, of the two, I verily believe the last aremost
to be piticd. An overworked man may growl
a little and look with some sort of envy upon
his idle confréres, but he has small cause; for
could he take one glance behind the curtain, he
would return with gladuess to the weariness of
head or band, rather than the terrible self-de-
basing weariness of heart and fecling.

Qur greatest as well as wisest men have
acknowledged the soothing companionship of a
pipe. As for poets, bave not Kyron, Moore,
Scott, Campbell, aud, in our own days, Teany-
son, sung its praises? Dr. Parr, the great au-
thority on pills and longevity, smoked, it is
written, as maay as twenty pipes in one even-
ing, and yot nobody can deny that his state of
nerves and health bore up to the last, Sir
Isanc Newton smoked and worked until his
death at an old age ; and our own great novelist
and satirist says, in his ¢ Fitzboodle Papers :°—~
“ What is smoking that it should be considercd
acrime? I believe in my beart the women are
jealous of it as arival. The fact is, the cigar is
arival to the ladies, and their conqueror, too.
Do you suppose you will conquer? Look over
the wide world and sce; your adversary has
overcomo it.” )

Loxnoxy Damies.—The circulation of the
# Daily Telegraph® is stated now to be 138,704
per dicm—abdut Joublo that of # The Times

PASTIMES.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

A Greek Island,
A celebrated publio school,
A river in France.
An Asfatio {ale,
A river fn Prusgia,
A town fn BEogland,
Tho initials will give the namo of a celebrt
Adumiral, and tho finulsa loss he xsustuhwd.cdc rated

DECAPITATIONS,
1. My wchole is meant to bo a guide;
Beliead, nud I am Iarge and wide.,
2. When bebeaded T often look in my whole; be-

hicad me again, aud I amastupld anhnal; tran
iy head and body, and 1 am u'llght. # fratspose

'z,

Crrias,
FLORAL ANAGRAM., .

Leavo rum for Feraxonz,

SQULARE WORDS.
A mark ot honour.
Anallowance in weight,
Space.
A past participle.

ENIGMA.

A tiny creature, shortly named,

In lay and legond Lwas fawmed;

1 dwelt amid tho tield or tlood,

Or in tho tloweret’s opening bud;

A fairy sprite, sny homo I tound ™ -
In carth, or ajr, or underground.
But n‘?'ou crown me with au S,
Great fsthe metamorphosis:

1 am au esseuce half divine,

‘That clings to you, but still i3 miue;
That lives in action or in case,

‘Ihat all men over strivo to pleaso;
‘Thiat every hving creature loves
Mory than aught else that rouund him x::oves.

CHARADES.

1. A word of ietters two,
A proposition reckon’d
)Ivrurst is: and you'll tind
Mon always uéar my second;
Aly thirc stands for myselt,
My sjourth provents an eutravce,
My whole tho judges does toa caso
Before he passes scutence.

Faranons.

2. Je suls composco de vingt lettres,
es 16, G, 12, 12, 20, est un trust,

AMes 8, 13, 8, 8, 17, est une relation.”

Mes 14, 2, 19, 4, 19, est le nom d'un homme.

ez 9, 10, 7, 14,14 0, est une partioQ’un vaisseau.
Mes 3, 2, 11, ¢st un pronom.

fMes 1, 15, 12, 18, 17 est unto chanson religicuse,

JMa toute ost I1a doviso d*«n ordre de chevalerie.

Benicus.
PROBLEM.

A speculator invested all his capital in grain:
10 per cent, in rye, 30 per cent. in wheat, 25 per
cent. in barley, and 35 per cent. in corn. He
sold his ryec at 8 per cent. gain, his wheat at 10
per ceut. gain, his barley at 5 per cent. gain, but
he lost 124 per cent.on his corn. He nett gain
was $405.00. What was tho amount of his
original capital. Ceruas,

ANSWERS TO ARITHMOREY, &c.
No. 86.

Arithmorem.=—Herschel—1. Howard; 2. Evil
3. Rutland ; 4. Spurious; 5. Catrine; 6. Hector ;
7. Eternal; 8. Lifford.

Logogriph.—Chair-Hair-Air-1.

Anagrams.—1. The Scarlet Letter. 2. Charles
O'Malley ; 3. Roland Cashel; 4. The greatest
plague of life.

Charades.—1. Arrow-root; 2. Cowslip; 3.
Pagennt; 4. China; 5. Bridegroom.

Enigma.—Looking-glass.

Problems.—1. In 2 h. 30 m.
are },3,5,709.

ANSWERS RECEIVED.

Arithmorem—Bericus, Polly, Feramorz, B.
N. C., Argus, Ellen B, H. H, V., Violet,

Logogriph.—~Polly, Feramorz, Bericus, Argus,
Ellen B., Niaraga, B, N. C.

Anagrams.—Argus, H. IL. V., Niagara.

Charades.—All—H. H, V., Argus, Ellen B,
1st and 2nd—Fcramorz, Polly. 1st, 2nd, 3rd
and 4th—B, N. C,, Bericus, Niagara, Violet,

Enigma—B. N. C., Polly, Bericus, Feramorz,
Argus, Violet, Ningara.

Problems—~Ceplias, B, N. 0., Argus, H.H. V.,
Niagara,

Received too late to be ackrowledged in Qur
last—B. N, C., and J. Stuart,

2. The aumbers



156

THE SATURDAY READER.

(May 11

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Sattors addressed for tho Editorshould be addressed
“ Editor of Saturday Reader, Drawer 401" and com-
fecations on busj to “Ii. Worthington, pub.
lisher,”” . .
AvpsrT.~—~The Dred Scott case, which excited
so much interest Loth on this continent aud in
Eurape, was brought for final discussion before
the Superior Court of the United States in 1856,
Dred Scott, together with his wife and two chil-
dren, had been held as slaves by a Dr, Emmer-
son in the State of Missvuri, After the death of
Emwerson, Scott, with his funuly, claimed to be
free, on the ground that they had resided for
soma time with their Jate proprietor vn a free
territory , So that having, as Scott alleged, been
free in that territory, they could not nuw be held
to slavery. The result of the Litigation was that
Dred Scott and lis family were sull held to be
slaves,

Atpia.—The paper you mention was discon-
tinued someo months since.

L. D. L.—Itis legal but not advisable,

Tuosas Cusnisa.—Machinery is largely em-
ployed in the manufacture of files.

Lex.—In the middle ages Ircland was desig-
nated ¢ The Isle of Saints,” on account of the
rapid progress which Christinnity jmade in that
country, and the number of learned ecclesiastics
which it furnished.

GeorGe B.—Edwr 'd Cocker, born in T.ondon
about the year 1631 or 1632, was the author of
an aritbmetic which has served as the model of
almost all school-treatises since published. The
expression « according to Cocker™ became com-
mon through its frequent uscin the title pages
of arithmetical treatises following his method.

D. .—We are very much obliged to you fur

calling our attention to the matter.

C. K.—Professor Sceley of University Col-l

lege, London, is said to be the author of Ecce
Homo, and wec believe he hos not denied the
impeachment.

Eunny M.—Declined with thanks,

* ¢+ __The lines ¢ To a Mother on the death
of her Child " arcregpectfully declined.

A. F.—We have no recollection of the lotter,
and think it almost certain that we did not re-
ceive it.

Hanrer's Macazine.—~We have Yreceived from
Messis. Dawson & Bros. the May number of this
magazine. It containsinaddifion to the lighter
entertainment  served up for its readers, a
clever sketch of the Hon. B. Disraeli, and a well-
writlen paper on the Creton question. The re-
cent visit of Ristori to our city will give addi-

tional interest 1o a lively sketch of tiyp romantic | (2)1

carcer of that incomparable actress, The May
number completes the thirty-fourth volume of
the wagaziue. .

MISCELLANEA.

——

Sir Philip Sydney said, “I am no herald to
inquire of men’s pedigrecs; it sufliceth me if I
know their virtues.”

The largest and oldest chain bridge in the
world is that at Kingtung, in China, where it
forms a perfect road from the top of one lofty
mountain to the top of another,

BowLinG.~Bowling is anold English game, and
was very common as cadly as the thirtcenth cen-
tury. Charles I played at it, and it was a daily
sport of Charles 11, duriog his stay at Tunbridge.

AxciexT Maxcscriets.— The most ancient
manuscripts are written without accents, stops,
or scparation between the words, nor twas it
until after the ninth century that copyists began
to leave spaces between words.

CEMENT FOR Stoves.—~When a crack is dis-
covered inastove, through which the fire or
sraoke penetrates, the aperture way be effectually
and readily closed with a compesition consisting
of wood-asheg aud common salt, made into a
paste with water. Plaster this over the crack.

Onraxcg Synrup.—Sclect ripe and thin-skinned
fruit ; squeeze the juice through n sievo; to
every pint, add o pound and a half of powdered
sugur. Boil it closely, and skim as long as any
scum rises; you may then take it off, let it got
cold, and bottle it off, Be suro to sccure tho
corks well. Two tablespoonfuls of this syrup
mixed in melted butter make an admirable sauce
for a plum or batter pudding, and it imparts &
fine flavour to custards.

Ax Ispra-nepngr ToNGTE— writer from Paris
! speaks of meeting a Parisian coachman, to whom
Y misfortune had given a curion. celebrity, Some
‘ timo since a cancer in his ton, ue rendered am-
| putation necessary. This op cation was per-
" formed by the surgeon of the Totel Dieu, who
Ishortly afterwards replaced tl » lost tongue by
one of india-rubber. Althougn the coachman
" cannot speak, ho tastes, swallows, and smokes
his pipe with apparent enjoyment.  After eating
he takes out his tongue—as one takes out a st
of teeth—to clean it; and between his repastshe
generally finds it more convenient to carry it in
his pocket.

CHESS.
PROBLEX, No. 67.

. End game between two Port Dover, C.WW. amatours,
in which Black (3{r. G. D. Lawson) having to play,
annouunced mato in five moves.
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Black joplay and Mato in five moves,

SOLUTION OF PROBLEY, No. 63,

Wmre. BLAck.
1Ktto KBS Ktakes Ktat R 5 or(a. b. ¢}
2 Q to K 5 Alate. .
a ——e———— Ktakes Ktat B 3.
2 Q takes I" Mate
() l————— P takes Kt.
2 Q takes I’ Mate.
©) X PtoK7T.

3 1t to B G Mate.

The_following game, which wo extract from tho
“ Book of the ¥irst American Chess Con " was
contested between Yaul Morpby and his uncle, Mr.
Earnest Morphy, in November 1858, This beautiful
specimen of the Evan's Gambit will amply repay tho
student for its cxamination: .

Wiuts, (Pawl Morphy.)  BLAGK,(E. Aorphy.)

1P to K4, 1PtoK 4.

2K KttoD 3, 2QKttoB3.

3KBtoQ B4 3hBtoQB4.

41 toQKt4, 4 K B takes Kt Y.

6I’toQB3. b KBtoR4.

6 PtoQ4. 6 K P takes P.

7 Castles. . 7K B takes B P,

$QKttakesK B SQPtakchKt.

9CGDBtoRR 3. 9 t0Q3.

10 CtoQKt3. IO KKttoR 3

n ({takcsBl'. 11 QtoK B3.

12Pt0 Kb, 12 gl‘takwr

1B K Rto K sq. 13BtoQ2.

14 QRtoKtsq, 13 Casucsgn

I,k BloQRG. 15 QKtto Rt 4.

16K R0 Q Bsq. 16 8toQ B3,

17 Qtakes Q Kt. 17 Kt P takes B,

18 Q takes & P (ch.) 18 Kto Q2.

19 K R takes B. 19Qto K B4,

20 R takes B ¥*(ch.) 2 KtoK sq.

21 Qto Q B g (ch.) 21 Qto Q2

2 ﬁ!t 0 Q K18, 22 Qtakes Q.
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WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

NEW BOOKS.

“Barney's Landlord,” by the author of ¥ Sir
Jasper’s Tenant,”

“Aerely a Brick,” by the author of ¢ Qnly n
Clod.”

 Deviating yet Straight,” by the author of
“ Erring yct Noble.”

A powerful new American novel—* Sally Ann
Crow, or the Unfortunate Inguest,” by the au-
thor of ¢ Marian Rourke; or, in Quest of For-
twe.”

“ Pure Butter,” a Tale of Bygone Times, by
tho author of « Chastelard,” a Tale of the Times
of Mary Queen of Scots,

“The Duughter of the Water,” by the author
of « The Son of the Soil.” .

“Blind Man's Buff)’ by the author of * Mide
and Seek.”

¢ The Dilapidated Cow Shed,” by the author
of « The Ruined Homestead,”

“Tho Boy in Blue,” by tho author of #Tho
Woman in White,”

# The Lucky Funeral,” by the author of ¢ The
Fatal Marriage.” |

# As you like it,” as tho servant said when
ho drank bis master’s grog.

¢« A winter's tale,” as the churchwarden said
when the pauper asked for somo coals,

Tuxr Nose.—Hearing a pbysician remark that
a small blow would break the nose, a rustic ex-
claimed, ¢ Woll, I dunno about that. I've blow-
ed my nose a great number of times, and Pve
never broke it yet”

A Sone Test.—To ascertain if your gun is
loaded, put your foot on tho hammer, and blow
into the muzzle, letting the bammer slip from
under the foot, and descend with smart force on
the nipple. If the gur is loaded, you will bhe
notified of the fact.

It two hogsheads make a pipe, how many will .

male a cigar?

«*Noxs BUr THE Brave DESERVE THE FAIR —
No, and none but the brave can live with some
of them.

You may wish to get & wifo without a failing;
but what if the woman, after you find Ler,
happens to bo in want of a husband of the same
character 7

Tae ScHOLAR AS ACUTR AS ms MasteR—
t Now, then, fust boy in ’rithmetic, how many
white beans air there in ten black ones?2”—
Ten, sir, if you skin ‘em,” was the reply.

 Anything to please the child,” as the nurse
said when she let the baby craw) out of the nur-
sery window.

John Phillip Kemble, while performing one
cvening, was interrupted by a baby crying, and
in nervous excitement came forward to the foot-
lights, and said, * Ladies and geatlemen, if the
tragedy does not stop, the baby can't go on.”

“How well he plays for one so young,” said
Mrs, Partington, as tho organ-boy performed
with 2 monkey near the door; ¢ and how much
his little brother looks like him, to be sure.”

Mrs. Partington cannot understand either Afr.
Gladstone or Mr. Disraily, that they should be
so anxious to pass a Bill in Parliament to give
the peoplo “universal suffering” and “ vote by
ballast.” For her part she thinks thero is suffer-
ing cnough among the poor speople, without
making it universal, Reform indeed! they
should reform themselves first, without thinking
to reform tho people.

Boware of women who seem very sweet.—
Dealers in sugar-candy are not always candid.

A teacher said toa girl at school, “If a little
naughty girl should hurt you, like a good gird
you would forgive her, wouldn’t you ? "—¢ Yes
ma'am,” ghe replied, #if I couldn't cateh her!”

A back-woodsman, finding himself one night
in a theatro of a bordec town, whers the masic
was somowhat interrupted by the crying of a
baby, shouted out, ¢ Stop them fiddles and let
the child ery ; I baven't heard such music these
ten years 1?
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