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. guilty of the crime wlereof 1 stand accused.
My sitoationis the more pitiable, as I occupy the
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A THRILLING NARRATIVE
Of the exploits of the
NOTORIOUS GANG OF ROBBERS
Who infested
Q UV EB E C
In 1634 and 1835,

Tranclaled for the Satinpay Resver from w
French pamphlet published i 1831,

CAMBRAY AND HIS ACCOMPLIGES.

Jn Easter eve, the two associates carried their
silver to the quarries at Caprouge, where they
broke into « house used by the wurkmen, who
were then absent.  They found the key of the |
blacksmith's forge, and haviug kindled the fire,
they placed their silver once mure in the
crucibles they had procured, and again sub-
mitted them to tho action of the flames, beating
and flattening the picces at times with the beavy
mallets they found in the place, in urder w
quicken the process as much as possible,

Thus they passed Easter Sunday, undisturbed
by a single accident, the fire being so ardent as |
to cause onc of the crucibles to crack. Aasthc .
image of the child, hield in the arms of the vir-
gin, was found to resistalike flame and physical
foree, Canbray, who hield it in bhis hand, turned
to Waterwortl, and said :

“Just look at this unlucky imp. He will
give us as much trouble as Shadrach, Meshach,
and Abedanego.”

Nevertheless, towards cvening, they had re-
duced all into ingots, which Cambray carricd
home with him, and which remained in his pos-
session, .

Tho prisoner hero cross-questioned the witness
as follows:

Prisoner—* Do you believe that you havea
soul 7

Witness—t Yes, I believe that I have a soul
to save”

Prisoner—t Iave you never borne false wit-
ness 7

Wilness— No, never.”

DLrisoner—¢ What! Did younot swear false-
1y when you said that,Cambray was not present
at the murder of Sivrac?”

The Court exempted the witness from answer-
ing this question,

Sceveral witnesseg-were then heard to corro-
borate the evidence given by the accomplice, as
follows:

Mrs. Anderson, to prove the jnterviesy held by
tho accused at Ler house; Cecilin Connor,
George Hall, and Eliza Lapointe, to confirm the
transactions which had taken place at Brough-
ton; and Rend Labbé, blacksmith, to give evi-
dence in connection with the usc of bis forge on
Easter Sunday.

The accused then read the following appeal
mge Jjury, from a paper which he beld in his

“Genllemen of the Jury.—It is with sincere
sorrow that 1 behold mysclf forced to addres
you on an occasion like the present, one which
will deprive me of my life, if you consider me

position of another, whose substitate I am,
“Waterworth, the king's evidence in this
cnse, the only witness who implicates me in the
Toblery of the Congregational Clapel, has
placed mo in the position of one of his own rela-

tions, Norris, the husband of hissister. To save

him, he destroys mo; to sercen a relative, ho
delivers an innocent man over to the sword of
justice. I pray of you to reflect upon this, and
also upon the choracter of him who deposes
against me. It is the man, who, ouly a_year
ago, perjurcd himself before this very Court,
when be said tha Cambray wag not the author
of Sivrac's murder, committed at Lotbinisre,
and in which he himself was complicated, IHe
swore in the face of God and man, tuat he bad
scen him purchaso the same silver spoons he,
tho witness, had assisted bim to steal. Had I
the means, I could prove this asscrtion on the
oath of no less than cight persons; but,enclosed
within the prison for cighteen months, without
money, and without protection, what was it pos.
sible for me to cffect? The subpoenas whicl I
had procured a fow days before this term, were
taken from me by my fellow prisoners.

«“The man who denounces me is he who
avowed himself an accomplice in the robbery
committed at Mrs. Montgomery’s—a being with-
out shame-—one who entered even a chu.ow, and
scized upon the sacred property, to tho insult of
divinity , and he it was who conducted the vari-
ous robleries in the Lower Town, and broke
upen and pillaged the counting-houses. Yes, it
is upon this man's conscience, unsupported by
othier cvidence, that I am now accounted his
accomplice, whereas it is upon Norris, whom it
is his interest to conceal, that the odium ought
to attach itsclf. Such is the man whose testi-
mony you have to consider.

 Remember, that, even in this Court, there
have been instances in which the innocent have
suffered for the guilty, In the case of a robbery
committed agaiust & Mr. Masse, of Point Levi,
the Crown witness accuscd four personsentirely
free from blame, when suddenly another ape
peared, whoee evidence led to the conviction of
the real offenders. The man who thus perjured
himself was Ross, who was aftervards exccuted,
and whose case created so deep asensationin this
city. Remember, too, there are in Quebec a great
number of thieves who have the wit to place their
deeds of darkness to the account of old delin-
quents; men who, having already appenred at the
criminal bar, arc more likely to be thought guilty.
I admit that it is my misfortunc to bear an in-
famous character, and to my glisgrace I have
already appeared before this tribunal; but if I
have been guilty, I have cuffered severely for my
crime,

“ if my reputation is bad, the more open is it
to suspicion. Pay, then, no attention to the
carcer of my past life—deign only to consider
the state of my present position.

« On the evening of the 10th April, on which
the crime was committed, I passed the whole
night at Mrs” Anderson's, as also a girl who
could give ber evidence to thiseffect, but thatshe
is now in the State of Maine, Another girl called
Doren could, if alive, have confessed this; but
Waterwortb, quarrclling with her, beat ber so vio.
lintly, that on the following day she was found
dead on St. Louisstreet, I can, bowever, produce
a woman named Catherine Rocque, who sleptat
Mrs. Anderson's on the same night.

# Having now submitted my defence, I desire
not that you sacrifice consciencs for my sake,
All T ask is that you will render mo justice.
May God assist you in your verdict.” .

The prisoncr bad but one witacss, the gitl,
Catherine Rocque, whom we have already men-
tioned, and who happened at that time to be in
prison. She was, however, brought before the
prisoncr with the following result:

Prisoner—*1 ask you, Miss Rocque, do you
kuow me?”

Witness—t Yes.”

Prisoncr—=** Were you not at Mrs, Anderson’s
on the 9th April, two years ago?”

Wilness—t¢ Yeg”

Prisoner—* Did not I sleep there that mght 2

Witness— Yes ; 1 believe you did. That wag
two years ago, was it not?”

Prisoner—* Did not I remain there the whole
night? Was not [ tipsy 7”

Wilness—¢1 do not know whether you rc-
mained all night, for I was a little mellow my-
sclf, I went to bed at six in the morning, and
did not get up Gl the following duy.”

Prisoner—* Enough; I have nothing further
to ask.”

In the courso of the trial, Mr. 0. Stewart,
counsel for Cambray, tovk exception to once of
the heads of the accusation, namely : that of
sacrilege—raising the question whether the Con-
gregationnl Chapel ought to rank with churches,
the robbery of which the law designates sacri-
lege, and the Court took this question ea dé-
libéré.

The Honorable Judge Bowen then addcessed
the jury. He recapitulated the cvidence fur-
nisked oy the trial, he dwelt at some length on
the various points ncecessary to be taken intu
considerntion befure rendering a verdict, the
priucipal one being doubtless the caution with
which they ouglit to receive the testimony of the
Crowa witness, bserying that it vught to be
accepted or rejected unly so far as it agreed
with the statements of other witnesses, ¢ The
Jjururs,” e added, ¢ had before them a question
of a very delicate naturc—oneo that touched
direetly on the conscienco of eachindividual, the
dictates of which would doubtless tell them
whether he had spoken the truth, or whether bo
had disguised it.

The jury then retired, and shortly after re-
tarned their verdict, nawely: * That DPierre
Gaguon was guilty of sacrilege, or grand lar-
ceny, to the value of £20.”

Such was the decision of the Courton the ob-
jection taken by Mr, Stewart,

CHAPTER VIL

Suspicions—{onspira apainst Watcerworthi~An-
r (c)thcr Ekpc«l:tlogyto u?c Island of Orleans.

Watcrworth lere resumes the thread of his
narrative :

Tho sacrilegious robbery of the Congrega-
tional Chapel gave us so much trouble, and was
the causc of so much research on the part of the
police, who all but discovered our tracks, that
for some time afterwards we were obliged to
remain inactive.  We began at that time to feel
a little distrustful of our security,and it was the
following incideat that gave birth to our sus-
picions s )

One hnndred pounds having been offercd by
the Governor for the discovery of the guilty, a
sum suflicicntly great to tempt the cupidity of
most people, & woman being at Mrs. Ander-
son's on the evening of the robbery, and having
observed us leaving the place, imagined that
possibly we might be connected with the affair.
Accordingly she found Carrier, the constable,
and proposed to communicate her susnicions to
bim, on the condition that if they led to the con-
viction of the offenders, she was to obtain half
the sum advertised.

Carricr, on his part, mentioned the circum-
stanco to certain friends of ours, from whom it
came to our cars, and it was upon meo that tho
accusers had fastened as their victim. For tbis
reason were my journeys to Broughton under-
taken, As for Cambray, bis name as yet rc-
mained untouched.

Great was the discomfitare of these
beings, when they found that their efforts had
terminated in naught; but Carticr may thank



46

THE SATURDAY READER.

{March 30

heaven that he had nothing in his cariole at the
time we met him ; for hiad it been otherwise, we
would most certainly havesaved him his journey
home, OQur determination to murder him was
fixed, and every step towards its accomplishment
had been taken with great precaution,

I believe, hiowever, that on these occasions
e permitted a spirit of indulgence, of humanity,
to triumph over common sense; for to this
systematic lenity I cannot but attribute much
that led to owr discovery  True, it was not im-
mediatein its effects ; nevertheless it brought on
further and better founded accusations.  In facet,
1 am of opinion that it was the movements of
Carrier that furnished Ceeclin Connor with the
sugpicions that we had the church silver in our
posseszion, suspicions which gradually strength-
encd, until, in the summer of 1845, they were
Inid before the Court as fiucts, on which were
based our arrest; for it must not be forgotten
that this woman was entirely ignorant of the
contents of the larger barrel, nor could she have
overbpard nuy conversation concerning it.  Her
discovery, therefore, must have sprung entirely
from her imagination ; but this is ounly conjec-
ture, for the incident has ever been n mystery to
us, something we have never been able to com-
prehend.

“«Stopamoment! Possibly youmay not have
heard that she followed you into the wood—that

she saw the image of the Virgin in the hands of |

Cambray—that from Knox she took 2 smail
silver sceptre, that ——"

#1s it possible, is it possible? ske watched us,
spied out our retreat, discovered us in the nct.
Ah?! had we only known, how casy it would
have been to have prevented all this trouble.
I could never have imagined that imbecile old
creature, such as sheis, could have dared towatch
usafter that manner. Had I thought it possible,
I would have strangled her without any remorse
whatsoever. Personal safety is the first law of
nature. Did she then follow us?  Alone? into
the woods?  Al, that T could meet her once
more.” :

In giving way to this burst of passion, the
witness betrayed the secret working of his
heart; he showed himself in the fuluess of his
wickedness, the strength of his ferocious nature
completely overpowered every other considera-
tion, and usurped at once the mild sentiments
of contrition and regret to which he had bitherto
expressed himself resigned.  Herose in hisseat,
his fists clenched, and his lips quivering with
emotion—he was indeed the picture of a blood-
thirsty villain. Shortly after he seemed gra-
dually to suppress all cexternal symptoms of
agitation; he remained quite silent for a coa-
siderable space of time, aud flually relapsed into
that marble-like coldress which had hitherto
characterised his address. “7a continued :

After the chapel silver had been reduced to
ingots, and deposited in a place of safety, I went
home to Broughton, from whicl I returned about
the middle of May.

On my arrival, we set about a new expedi-
tion. This was our first work of the kind since
the sacrilege ; it took place on the Island of
Orleans. There were four of us concerned in
the affair—Cambray, Mathicu, Knox, and my-
self; but Knox knew nothing of our conspiracy,
he had only come to take charge of the boat.

We procceded to the parish of St. Laurent,
where we broke open the house of an old
bachelor. We found him alone, and scized him
by the throat, in bed, He tried to resist, so
that we weroe obliged to treat him to a few
strokes of a stick. Our cxpedition ended in
nothing, for we found no money; nor can I be-
lieve he possessed any, after the proofs to which
he submitted. For want of something better,
we carried off his stock of provisions, and some
of Lis best wearing apparel. I admit it was a
piece of cruelty to trouble a poor old man forso
little profit.

The following was much more satsfactory,
and gave us much less trouble. It was the rob-
bery commitied at Mrs. Montgomery's, the in-
teresting details of which are given in the trial
of Cambray and Mathicu,

TI[E LION IN TIE PATH

(From the Publither's advance sheets.)
Continued from page 33.

Suddenly thero was heard a loud,dismal sound,
which lingered and vibrated shudderingly in
the stagnant air.

# What sound was that Paul 2" asked Maria,
rising nud clinging to him,

¢ What ?”

“ That—that " cried she, as it was heard
agan, ¢ Tell me what is it ?”

« That,” answered Paul,  *“'Tis but the pass-
ing-betl.  Why should it startle you ?”

[ dy not hnow. 1suppose 'tis hearing it in
the mght, and in this strange place. Shall we
not go down now into tha house 2"

« Ay, presently. But hearken, Maria, does the
tolling seem to tell of nothing but death ?°

w No. And it is hidcous—it will crack my
ears!”

« And yet, sweet mistress, / seem to lear in
it a jubilant bridal peal.”

+ Dear Paul, what mean you?”

& It scems to tell me that Marin will avcept
her husband—her onc fuithful love—in this
house, in this hour.” :

4 fIas not her heart done so long siace, my
Panl 77

# Yay, but to be his—entirely Lis—till death
do them part.”

« Oh, my love, your words would make me
bappy, but that your voice terrifies me. I fear
you hide some great sorrow. Confide it to me,
Paul, but take me anay from here—away from
the sound of that fearful bell.”

# Why should it have such terrors for you,
Maria? You have no friend who lays u-dying
this night!?

« No, no,” cried Maria, as 2 pale face and
dark, pathetic eyes rose before ler, and made
lhier clutch Paul's arm.  The bell became more
unendurable, she trembled cach time it tolled,
as if an clectric shock had gonc through her
frame.

« It has a solemn sound, assuredly,” said Paul,
« for a betrothal night.  What fancy you it is
saying, Maria, to such as may have injured the
man whose soul is passing away ? Hark! does
it threaten them, or does it sumwmgp them to the
death-bed to seck the pardon of the dying for
who knows what fearful injurics, what treachery,
what crimes?”?

The moon looked on them with a face so red
and glaring; the night was so silent, bat for the
tolling of the bell; Paul's voice was so hoarse
and strange, that Maria, full of awe, sank trem-
bling on the wall.

% Come,” said Paul, raising her, “let us go
down into the house. Why should you be dis-
turbed by such a sound? Let us go in and shut
it out, and leave it to shake such bearts as may
be guilty of embittering the last moments of the
dying—-guilty, pechaps, of cruclly bastening his
death,  Nay, why turn back, Maria 7?

Marin had broken from him as he lifted tbe
door opening on a little flight of steps, leading
down into the sick man’s room.

It was no sound from there had startled her,
but the passing bell that had so strange a fasci-
nation over her; she stood with her palms
pressed againat her brows, as if rooted to the
spot. .

Paul tried to take her hand, but she turned
upon him, wildly.

“Paul! Paul! wmock me no more, What
means that bell? 'Tis mo it threatens—me it
calls. It cracks my ears, my heart—'"twill drive
me mad. Tell me who lays a-dying. Why
have you brought me here?”

¢ To see your work, mistress,” answered Paul,
seizing her hand, and half lifting her down tke
steps.

Her hand grew icily cold in Paul's as they
reached the floor of the room, aud came in sight
of the bed and its occupaant, and within hearing
of a man’s voice, faint and hoarse, singing some
doggrel Jacobite verses—

** Twas in no distant reign, my dear,

Aud in no distant land-a,
All of one mingd, some boys combined

To take & thing in band-a.

A certain day, a certain hour—
But, oh, 'tis neatly Plunncd-a;

And stand or fall, we'lf onco for all
Juet take tho thing in hand-a.”

“ Gervase Noel,” said Paul, leading Marin's
tuttering steps to the bedside, “ I have kept my
promise,”

Tho dark eyes looked at them both vacantly,
; Maria threw herself, with ashrick, at Paul's
cet.

* 'Tis here you should kncel, Mistress Noel,"
said Paul, moving and taking the dyirg man's
hand. # See, friend, I have brought yom wife to
you—she is on her kuees, waiting your for-
giveness,”

Nocl grasped his hand, and, making & mosve-
ment ag if hie wero turning over papers, snid—

¢ Look, we turned these out last night, and
they listening and watching the house the whole
time.  You know at whose door to lay this—¢A
Treat for a Traitor ;) and this—*A Word for
a8 Waverer.! Aund these, with the Flower-de-
Luce on them, I'll drop about myselfin the right
quarters, You know what the Flower-de-Luce
stands for ? Here, let me whisper—French aid,
my boy., We hring it out in this way.”

Aud hie began to sing—

¢ Oh, why arc wo waiting, waiting, waiting?
Hark! the guest §s at tho door.
Tho oven is hot, and thoe cakes a- burning—
What aro wo waiting, waiting for?

¢ Oh, why are we waiting, waiting, waiting—
Why do wo waiting, waiting, stand?
Oh, is'hic tho guest of our inviting—
Has e the Flower-de-Luce in’shand?

“ For licaven's sake,” said the weaver, coming
to the door, “ keep him quiet. I tell you the
house is watched—they’ll be upon us direetly.
Remember Elizabeth Gaunt,

Maria dragged herself on herknces to the low
bed murmuricg—

4 Hush, Noel—hush1?

4 Or this,” said Noel, * which is a song that
scems to mean nothing.

4 Oh, the cypress for death, and tho roso for love;
ut tell me unto what use
Shall wo put that flower all lowers above—
The beautiful Flowor-de-Luce?”

¢ Oh, hush—hush!” sobbed Maria, drawing
his bead to her, and silencing the blue lips by
laying her finger on them,

# What was that?” he cried, trying to start
up. “Ha!we are surpriscd. To work, boys!
htre, throw this type among the coals! Quick,
I hear them on the stairs! Now, now!”

He sank back on the pillow, pale and exhaust-
ed.

& My friend,” said he, presently, in an altered
tone, ¢ a little water.”

Paul bent over him with the cup. He opened
his eyes, and sceing Paul's face, flushed and
gasped.

' You back.” Thenbursting into tears, cricd,
in & vojce of anguish—

¢ Ah? then she will not come.”

Paul geatly lifted tho head, so that the eyes
could sce Maria's bowed form.

A look of diviae joy softened the glassy eycs
for an instant, and makiug an cffort to reach bis
wife, and whispering ¢ God bless her!”  Gervas
Noel fell back in Paul Atkdale’s arms dead,

CHAPTRR XCVII—HOW LONDUN REVENGES I1TSELP
FOR JTS FRIGHT,

The insurrection and the assassination plot
having both failed, there remained only for
Government to try all the criminals who were
thought worthy of prosccution; for the judges
and juries to condemn and seatence; for -the
scaffold at Tyburn to be got ready ; and for the
cruel mob of London to wait gloatingly for their
promised sport.

Who are the victims to.day ?

There are fourteen of them, all Jacobites, and
amoug them are the gouty knight learned in the
law, Sir William Larkyans, also the rich brewer,
and also the, Jesuit.

Nothing can be more noble than the conduct
of the latter. He isin the centre, and the exc.
cutioner’s assistants have given him extra room,
and havoe left his hands at liberty, in order that

.
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ho may, if ho likes, cross in band, administer
pious consolation to his brother rebels.

Ho holds a book in his hand, and from time to
time reads  prayer, his voico rising solemnly
above all the roar of tho bigotry and the rascal-
dom around ; then ho speaks, now to this man,
now to that, especially directing himself to those
who seem most cast down ; and then again he
breaks out with a psalm of rejoicing, and the
whole of the unhappy Jacobites join in,

On reaching Tyburn a new and wonderful
spectacle presented itself—one that for the mo-
ment shook the cquanimity of the conspirators,
though the fecling soon passed away, and then
they seemied to acknowledge the incident usonly
a new matk of distinction,

An immense semicircle of scaffolding and
timber had been erccted in front of the gallows,
and there all tho wealthier spectators of the show
were congregated, row above row.

« It reminds one,” said the gouty kaight tothe
Jesuit, ¢ of a Roman holiday ; only they did
givethe poor wretches, the gladi- tors, a chance
against the wild beasts.  Old as I am, [ would
fight for life, if they would give me & swordand
a combatant, and say I should go to death or
freedom 17

¢« My son, my son,” said the Jesuit,  givenot
your mind to vain thoughts;” and be made the
knight repeat a brief prayer after him,

Just as the work of death was about to begin,
and the Jacobites were passed up one by one, to
the last earthly resting-place of their feet, an
extraordinary incident occurred, It was just
noon. The hour for the execution had been fix-
cd at twelve. Almost at the very instant the
clock began to give warning, a darkness came
on, and so thickly, that the executioner paused
on the scaffold to turn to look upor the sky ; the
buman ocean, the mob, became suddenly still
with superstitious fear, and the Jacobites them-
selves stood wounderingly, and trembled with
the irresistible and sudden hope of escape—some-
how. .

A wild anad foolish thought. And they knew
it was so almost before they had time to recog-
nise the thought itself; and there were few among
thom who did not then feel the bitterness of
death in all its intensity, through that wild rush
of the soul to the thought of relief.

# Rescue!” was now the cry of some friendly

Jacobite.
# Did you hear that cry ?” asked the Jesuit of
the koight. .

 Yes. Do you know whose cry it was 7

¢ I think I do—Lord Langton's” .

it Is it possible 77

¢ Listen. This may be serious!”

The first cry of # Rescue ” had been a failure
The solitary voice was noticed, but noonc took

up the cry. .

Just then ablinding flash of lightning, follow-
ed by a terrific and almost endless peal of
thunder, caused the mob to become perfectly
ungovernable,

‘4t Rescue! Rescue! Stop the hanging ! 'Tis
the voice of God, 8s the Jesuit says,  Shall we
not listen to Him ! repeated the voice.

¢ Rescue! Rescue!” now shouted out scores
of voices.

 Yes, it was Lord Langton,” said the knight
to the Jesuit.

i I gee troops in the distance; that game is
up. So Ishall goon the other tack.”

Thus whispered a gallant youog fellow, whose
handsome features pleased the mob, and caunsed
mwany of tue women to cry out—

t Blegsings on thy handsome face. Can't they
spare thee?”"

Had the Jesuit, just for a moment, lost his
fortitade too, and thought he saw a chance to
escaps through exciting the passions of the
mob? :

Who shall say ?

Ris young friend evidently thonght this was
what the Jesuit had intended, and he saw its
hopelessness when he saw the military reinforce.
roents advanciog. But he and the Jesuit hadno
further commanication. Just as he was about
to sddress the people, and show them the use-
lessness of ariot, a regiment of horse marched

Tight upon the enormous crowd of people, justas |

though they gaw nothing of tho living wall be-
fore them, and meant to go right through it,

In an instant there was a wild ety of 1+ -rm,
and an attempt to rush away. But tite a. empt
was hopoless, except for those who, being« « the
outside, might pass from the great body by run.
ning away on cither sido of the advancing mili-
tary.

Alrcady many men and women were lying on
tho ground, and being trodden upon by the un-
dulating, frightencd mob, when the sheriff raised
his hand, and checked the march of the soldiery
in time to prevent one of the most awful epi.
sodes of an exccution tragedy.

The horsemen drew rein. The people gradual-
ly calmed down, Artillery came up and pointed
their cannon.  And then—

Why, then the Jacobites resigned themselves
calmly to their fate, and the mob had the heart.
felt satisfaction, before they left tho place, of
knowing they had had their holiday,

t Do you want to share their fute ?” asked one
man of another, wlioge back was turned to the
querist, as the mighty crowd began, lato in the
afternoon, to disperse,

¢ No, my friend,” was tho reply, over the
shoulder,

Tho two faces then met, and exchanged
glances,

“ Paul?

# Dauiel Sternc ! For mercy's sake, let me tell
the mercer and Mistress Christina that you are
gone I .

% You may. All was prepared for a rescuc,
bad there really been a chance.  The chance
having failed, all is prepared for my flight to
Rome.”

« And then ?” queried Paul.

“ Then! Ah, who shall say?
Paul”

¢ Farewell.”

And the two separated, and were soon lost in
the diverging streams of life into which they
passed.

CHAPTER XCVIl—SHOWS 1OW THE INNOCENT AND
THB GUILTY ARE MIXZD UP TOGETHER IN
TIME3 OF REVOLUTION.

Thero i3 one London household where the
ferocious thirst for the blood of Jacobites finds
no sympathttic chord. On the contrary, the
mercer, as he sits at breakfust on the day after
the exccution, reading the uewspaper accounts
of the horrid tragedy, shows by his face, his fea-
turcs, and his whole demeanor how deeply the
story moves him.

Chliristina enters the room, and comes with hor
usual Kiss and smile ; but forgets to give the kiss,
while the smile dies out, as sho sees the tearful
and agitated face of Sir Richard.

¢ No fresh calamity, papa?--no fresh calamity,
dear papa?”’

¢ I suppose, Tcena, we must call it the wind-
ing-up of the old calamity, and, therefore, in
that sense, not new; but, whatever it may be
called, fourteen gallant gentlemen have gone to
their last account for this terrible business.”

“ And my brotber, my dear brother, where—
oh, where is bo?  Ob, papa, do you think that
he is really safe??

4 Yes, I think so—~1I hope so. Butthere is an
ominous-looking paragraph in connection with
the execution, which I will read you. Open the
window, darling, for a few minutes, to let in the
pleasant air and the sun, Itis quite warm and
spriug-like.  Ah, Teena, what a sad world this
is, and what a bright one it may be I”

Tecna opened the window, and the smell of
violots came into the room. Thlen, putting ona
light cloak for protection, and drawing the
hood over her head, she went back to the break-
fast table to listen, looking & very picture of
angious suspense, even while she seemed to bo
enjoying this first promise of the spring's dawa.

A curious aud, if true, most characteristic
episods of the proceedings yesterday is nacrated.
It iz said that the scch-traitor and rebel, Lord
Laungton, was actually preseat during the pro-
ceedings, and that it was his voice that first
raised tho cry of rescue, Probably, however,
this was only the fancy of some heated partisan.
For whatever claim his lordship might have had

Farewell,

upon the clemency of the authorities, onaccount
of his maaly exposure of the murder plot, is f..e
more than counterbalanced by tho wicked and
insane attempt so soon after to carry tho conatry
into civil war.  We have had a gentleman in
our office—whose name, of course, wo are notat
liberty to mention—but he assures us, from in-
dividunl knowledge, that nothing can exceed the
personal irritation of His Mujesty the king, and
that he has said again and again these words—

“ Let him look well to his own safety ; for, if
caught, no power on earth shall save him from
the axe and the black ”

Indeed, it begins to be pretty cencrally be-
lieved that Lord Langton, though young in years,
igold in craft ;and that he has, for hisown pur-
pose, allowed the murder plot to go on when he
might have arrested it. His object being, first,
to have a strong personal claim on His Majesty
King George, in case of failure and arrest; and
secondly, in order to let the alarm of the mur-
der banish from the minds of the authorities all
thought of the dunger overhanging them of an
insurrection through him. And this is the theory
accepted, not only by the courtiers, but by the
most intelligent and candid observers.

¢ There, Teenal There .is the gratitude of »
priuce, or of n prince’s partisans ¥ exclaimed
the mercer, with great indignation. ¢ He has
saved the king's life—risked his own life in
doing it—and now the king—or, rather, I
hope, the king's ministers, are clamorous for his
blood! Well, well, Teenn, we must try to for-
get these things, or they will drive us mad! I
tremble to think how easily I might bave been
one of that unfortunate group of gentlemen
yesterday 1"

‘ No, papa, that is impossible, because you
have never given the slightest aid or couute-
nance to the scheme,”

¢ No, thank goodness! A thousand times let
me bo thankful for thut! But let me whisper to
you, Teena. You know not how easily I might
have been induced to join them, if I had not
resolutely steeled my heart against the legitimato
king by

Ho stops abruptly, Christina looks at him,
and is appatled, and then her eyes turn to look
in the same direction as the mercer’s is looking,
and she sces what he sees.

#Ob, papa, papa! Notforyou! Itcannotbo
for yout” N

A man inmilitary uniform stends there, with
bis Ieft band on the sill, his right levelling a
cocked pistol at Sir Richard, while beyond him,
on the lawn, are ranged 8 file of soldiers, with
an officer at their head.

The leader now steps into the room through
the window, and in a loud unfecling voice
8ayS—

#Sir Richard Constable, and you, Mistress
Christina Constable, I arrest you both in tho
king’s name for high treason. Tuero is my
warrant.”

“Sir, you jest! began Sir Richard. X can
anderstand that a man innocent and loyal as I
am may fall tnder momentary suspicion, bat
never before knew of gentlemen of yourquality
going about to take possession of babes and
sucklings! Look at her, sir. A mere child.
Pray do notmake even loyalty itself seem ridicu-
l?us "by warring with a simple creature liko
this.

# 1 kave looked at her,"Sir Richard, and I havo
not the slightest possible objection to your prov-
ing her innocence. Butif you ask me to judgo
of her innocence and her position by her age, I
can only reply, You aro both going where you
will have beforo you the scene of the execution
of Lady Jane Grey and her youthful husbang,
who conld scarcely have been older than this
young lady.?

Then, seeing the deadly pallor that overspread
both the prisoners’ faces, he began to half apolo-
giso_for his brutality by an excuse about the
dangess and wickedness of the time, when
assessination itself could find its iastraments in
high places.

« Onthe word of a man who has never, I dave
to say it, been convicted of a lie, or of & broken
oath, I assure you, in the deepest sincerity and
solemuity of my heart, that I and my daugater
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are clearly, unmistakably, absolutely innocent of
all this shocking Lusiness,”

. “Pity, then, Sir Richard, that you shonld talk
I your supposed privacy of a legitimate king
who clearly was not King George.”

¢ No, sir; pardon me. A fuct is & fact. I'was
n Jucobite, muny, many years ago, and the
words you overheard were merely the accidental
onics relating 10 » phrase then common among
us, and which is still true, in my sense of the
words, which was not that of sovercign right,
but merely of descent in hlgod.”

¢ Ingenious, Sir Richard, no doubt; but, as
You put these things to me, I may ask why n
gentleman who can make such exceedingly nice
distinctions in words should have been found in
act harbouring the chief rebel 2°

“Not since he leeame a rebel,” stoutly
exclaimed Sir Richard.  “I can explain every-
thing satisfuctorily, both as regards myself and
my daughter here,  Meantime, let mo tell you
there is one person who I am sure will be satis-
tied of our innocence—the Lady Hermia.”

“Indeed!” said the ofticer, with quite a new
look in his face of interest and respeet, © You
could have no more influential friend, if she be
at friend of yours,”

“1 have said all tlis,” continued Sir Richard,
“‘not because I i weak cnongh or wicked
cnongh 10 try to influence you wrongly, but
merely that I may appeal to you to soften the
blow to my dear girl, who—"

Oh, pape, papa! Think not of me!
bear, I am sure I can, if you will,”

¢ 1 will, my child,”

“ Dear, dear papa,” she whispered, nestling to
his breast, “ will they let us go together 7 Ob,
if they will only do that, I could bear even the
awful prison!”

Sir Richard put the question to the officer, who
shook his head as in doubt, but added that the
matter would rest with the governor of the
Tower.

¢ The Tower? Do we go there?” asked the
mercer in dismay,

“Yes,”

© Come, then, sir, give me and my daughter a
few minutes {0 prepare necessaries.  Take my
word, I will not attempt to escape.”

¢ You will ncither of you be permitted out of
my sight till I resign you to the governor of the
Tower,” was the reply. “ But you can take an
hour or more if you wish, You can send for
any servants you require; you can give them
your orders ; and, if it is possible that a servant
for cach of yon may be permitted to lodge in the
Tower, I dare say you may be so far indulged.”

Heavy marching steps were now heard in the
corridor outside, The door opencd, and soldiers,
unscen before, and their presence unknown, came
into the room, oac of them carryinga large tray,
filled with loose papers, letters, and bulkierdocu-
ments. Another soldier carried a stick, which
he amused himself by looking at in a signifi-
cant and inquisitive way.

¢ Thisis all that we can find of any impor-
tance,” said one of the men.

The mercer understood then that his house had
been ransacked from top to bottom—no warning
given—his most secret cabinets and most cher-
ishied treasures no doubt rifled.

This incident scemed to raise the mercer’s
courage.

&1 am glad of this, gentlemen—glad that you
know I have been surprised, and had no time nor
opportunity for concealment. I now, before you
all, challenge the proof of my guiltor innocence
by your present discoveries. If you find aught
in my house compromising me, then I acknow-
ledge boldly I am guilty, and will henccforward
ask no man's sympathy or help.”

The men set tw work to seal up into two or
three parcels all the papers, and whea the officer
had impressed his scal on the fastenings, he in-
vited the mercer to do the same with his signet,
so that he might be sure the contents would not
be tampered with before reaching the Govera-
m:nt,

“No, fear of that in your hands,” said Sir
Richard, with a sort of atlerapt at a chivalrous
courtesy that e scarccly, felt, for he noted that

Ican

some mysterious conversation was going on inna
low undertone between the oflicer and the assis-
tant who carricd the sticls,

This man turncd the stick abont in all sorts of
directions, tapped it in difterent parts with the
hilt of his sword, gave a knowing look to his
chief, and finally said-—

“That stick’s a rare curiosity, sir, T should
say, aud worthy particular examination,”

“ Whoso stick isit?” demanded the mercer.
1 never saw it before to my knowledge,
Certainly it is not mine.”

The officer took the stick in both hands, and
broke it across his kuce, and lo! the metal rod
within also broke, and in breaking broke the
paper that was wrapped round the rod! The
secret place of deposit was then discovered, and
the letter of the French king to Lord Langton
drawn forth. .

All the faces now looked very grave, It was
a matter of common report that Lord Langton
carried in his pocket or in his brain the power to
bring over & French army ; and thongh this let-
ter was metely personal and complimentary, not
political, still it was a serious thing to find such
a document in the house of & man suspected
for other reasons, of Jacobite plots,

But the man’who had made the discovery was
not long in making another. The extreme in-
genuity used in concealing the French king's
letter made him wonder swhether still greater
ingenuity might not have been nzed for the con-
cealment of a document infinitely more com-
promising,.

Taking the broken picces in hand for a more
minnte examination, ho soon dismissed as un-
profitable Jhe upper end of the stick, and bent
his attentios to the lower.

Pulling at the fragment of the metal rod, it
was not long hefore careful measurement re-
vealed to him the possibility of some very minute
chamber being furmed in the very tip of the
stick, below the base of the metal rod.

He 1roked at the tip, rubbed it with his hand-
kerchied, seraped it with his knife, and suddenly
his face lighted up.

 There's the dour! T have found it 1?

He showed then to the deeply-interested officer
a faint circle in the centre of the tip, which
implicd that there was a moveable piece fitted
tightly in,

But how to get at the secret of the key to that
tiny door no one could tell,

At last the ofticer ordercd & hammer to be
brought, and a smart, clastic kind of Llow tobe
struck on it, that should shatter the fabric with-
out too far defacing the materials,

The nut was broken open, ard the kernel
was indeed for the mercer a bitter one.

There Iny the original commission, given to
Lord Langton by the P’retender, to consult with
the Jacobites in order to prepare the civil war,

#1 am not Lord Langton!” wasall themercer
could say when this was shown to him, “Iam
innocent! Iam innocent!”

« Where was this stick found ?° demanded the
ofticer.

“#Most ingeniously hidden away behind the
skirting of a private closet, where, the servants
sy, Sic Richard kept bis money, chest and all
his private and valuable things.”

«Qbh, heaven help us, for hecaven only can!?
passionately cried Christina, her indignation
struggling with her fears—her rising colour con-
flicting with ber flow of tears,

“ Your own carriage will take you." said the
officer. ¢« They are getting it ready.”

“Will you permit mo to write a couple of
short notes while we wait ?” asked the knight.

“To whom?”

# To Liady Hermia for onc.”

s Certainly,” was the immediate rejoinder.

“ And the other to my servant, who unfortu-
nately is in Loudon, whither I have sent him.”

« No objcction to that cither,” said the officer.

The mercer sat down, wrote his two notes, and
when they were finished, handed them for perusal
to the officer, who respectfully declined to read
the note to Lady Hermia, but rcad the other
carcfully, which, strange to say, was addressed
“ To wy scrving man, Paul Arkdale!”

These were the notes:—

Diar Lapy Msauia,~You will not, I hope,
thinlk mo or poor Teena guilty of rebellion Le-
cause we happen to bo arrested as rebels; nor
will you, I amsure, shiut your heart to the cry of
your favourite, for whose wits I am seriously
apprehensive if they divide her from me in the
Tower, whither we are now going.

That was the one letter, What was the mean-
ing aud origin of the other? Perhaps the veader
may better judge after reading it ;—

Pave,—Your master is arrested, and is going
to the Tower, for matters you, my poor, faithful
boy, will scarcely ever understand.  But don’t
L-ashamed of your old master whea men tell
you heis arebel. Keep a civil tongue in your
head, and say it is not true, and that so it will
prove.

The gentleman who is here thinks the gover-
nor may kindly allow you to wait upon me
there; so bring with you a few changes of linen,
another suit of clothes, my razors, and whatever
clse you think I am likely to want. '

Ricnanp CoxsranLy,

“ Perhaps you will allow my groom to ride off
with this letter?” said the knight, ¢ Jt will
certainly be o comfort to have my man near me,
cven if he may not stay in the cell.”

¢ Oh, certainly ! If it can be managed itshall,
I will myself speak to the governor.”

A3 they were getting iuto the carriage, Sir
Richard made for the fiest time an opening to
whisper to Christina—

“It is done. I have successfully warned
Paul! They won't trap him1  He's sharp, and
witl understand my letter.”

The entrance to the tower was so well managed
by the forcthought of the officer, who proved
kinder in act than in word, that no special sight
of its terrible gateways and towersincreased the
alarm of Ghristina,

She held always the hand of the mercer, and
withan affection so tender, so profound, that the
unllmppy mau at times could not but ask him-
self—

“ Was I not in a dream when I thought her a
stranger to my blood? Is shie not more to me
rather than less, than any daughter?”

And then, as the tears coursed down his rug-
ged face, she would swipe them away, and kiss
him, and smile, and nestle in his breast as be-
fore, saying nothing, but expressing all,

But when she fonnd she was to be divided
from him, all her paticnee, all her strength, all
her fortitude gave way, and one shriek after
another rang through the terrible passages and
gloomy dungeons of the Tower.

% She will gomad?! She will gomad!” pleaded
the unhappy mercer. * Spave me, spare ber, and
sparc your king and Govermment that calam-
ity ¢

The governor himself now came in, and ad-
dressed the kuight with a respect that visibly
affected him. To him, thercfore, he urged his
appeal, in glowing and cloquent language, and
at lust succeeded.

t It i3 a scarcely warrantable indulgence, Sir
Richard,” he said; #but for the maiden’s sake
I do grant it

In a short time they were settled in their cells,
and left alone,—alone to communc together, and
to speculate, hour after hour, as to the meaning
of all these things; and, above all, as to the ter-
rible document discovered in the stick, and the
hand that must have placed it there.

« Teena,” said the mercer, passionately, ¢ if
there is one devil in a human shape more likely
than another to have purposcly concealed that
stick in my closet, it is——-"

« No—no!" faltered Christina, whea she saw
he hesitated to pronounce the name,

¢ Ah, well, I name no names, but wo shall
seel” -

Towards dusk they were interrupted. The
door was opened, & man was almost thrust in
upon them, and the door instantly re-closed.

“ Paul! Are you mad! Miserable boy, what
brings you here ?” cried the mercer, inlow stiflicd
tones,

“ Your letter, master,” said Paul, with an
affectation of playing the servitor.

““You do not mean that you have had solittle
SCREC Ag——n"
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® As to misunderstand your letter ¢ No, my
dear master, I understood it only too well, and
its noblo motive, But did you think [ would, by
flight, mako your position still worse ? Mercy for-
bid!  So here I am, innocent as yourself, and
happily able to go in and out in your service,
and Miss Christina’s.”

And then Paul and the mercer began to con-
fer, in low tones, apart. To the mercer's surprise
Paul had already been te consult with an emi-
nent legal fricnd of the knight's who had told
Paul that, without going then into the question
of guilt or innocence, there was one extremely
imporlant point to discover as soon as possible.

That poirt was thoe question of wituesses.
Two were indigpensable to the legul proot' of
an overt act of guilt,

Ilow many witnesses, he had asked, would he
forthcoming against the mercer? If not more
than two, could not one or both of them be per-
suaded to take a pleasant trip to the Continent
for the good of their health?

Two things were at Iast decided, the first,
that Paul should move heaven and earth to get
for counsel an carly siglt of the depositions, so
that Paul might discover what witnesses were
to be feared ; and the second thing was, that
Paul must show gomo sign of reality about the
menial office so suddenly imposed upon him, and
the mercer therefore sat down: to be shived,

When the door was opened to bring iu pro-
visions, while an armed guide stood uside, the
mercer and bis man were accordingly seen en-
gaged in this very domestic and untreasonable
kind of business.

Nobody doubted from that hour that Paul
Arkdale was the knight's body servant, and be-
forc many days had passed there was no more
popular person about the place than Paul Ark-
dale, once the mercer’s anprentice—now his
setvitor!

Of course, Paul had changed his dress of
gentleman tho instant after the receipt of the
mercer’s warning letter.

CIHAPTER XCIX. ANOTUER PAIR OF CONSPIRATORS.

The Lady Hermia was just sctting out for the
Tower, in hurried obedience to the mercer's let-
ter, when she saw a good looking young fellow,
in the garb of a serving man, but with the air of
a man belonging to quite another class, approach
respectfully her carriage in the coach-yard, and
beg to be permitted to speak with her.

The instant she knew from whomhe came she
descended from her coach, and went back into
the house, bidding Paul to follow her.

“#1 am very, very glad you are here,” shesaid,
4 for now I can cxplain mysclf and avoid anact
injurious ty all partics. Itismostimportant for
me, with referenco to the interests of a gentle-
man well known to Mistress Christina——?

# Pardon me, your ladyship, asking the ques-
tion. Isit best, or not best for me to tell you
what I know 2

You mean you have heard of—"

“I have the honour, madam, to enjoy the
friendship of Lord Langton, though I am no
Jacobite I

Isitso? Isit 567" And while Lady Her-
mia's cyes rested on the ingenious, animated
face of Paul, the tears gathered in the lids, and
were beginuing to fall, “Say then,” she con-
tinued, * that for 2is welfare, and for theirs, itis
most desirable I should keep aloof just now, so
that my intercession mny not be damaged be-
forchand. The state of the king's mind is ter-
rible; and my father’s is as bad, ur worse.”

“1 will explain all this, your ladyship, to
them ; and I am sure it will comfort them to see
how wisely you purposs to act.”

And then Paul ventured, with as much of #act
2s he could, to indicate to Lady Hermiia the ex-
treme importance of Sir Ricbard's getting in-
stantly cither & copy of the depositions, or some
trustworthy notion of the witnesses who were
prepared to swear to the more important acts
that were to bo proved against the prisoners.

My good Paul, do not stay now ; my father
is here, and might question yon. I have learncd
all you want to know. There are two, and only
two, witnesses who can deposc to acts that, if
believed by thie jury, wonld be fatal. Hero are

tho names written down, and a brief memoran-
dum of the essentinl facts they are prepaved to
swear to. Give my kind regards to Sir Richard,
and to Mistress Christina tho tenderest love and
sympnthy, Tell her to place full trust in me, so
fur as I have power. Unbappily, I find my power
at present less than I thought it wad,  Quick,
now, my kind, good Paul! I want you away.”

With & charming smile she put out her hand,
which Paul, with profound respect, kissed, and
then he hurried off; she saying at the last
moment—

“ Remember that one witness will not he
enough for the prosccution. They must have
two, or fail!”

The very instant Paul got beyond the range of
vision from the windows of the earl's house he
drew forth the picce of paper, and read thus :

The scrious part of the evidence is that Sir
Richard was present at the masquerade, and,
although that fuct might by bate possibility be got
over by Sir Richard’s explanations and chacac-
ter, it would be suicidal to trust to such a con-
clusion in the face of » large amount of corro-
borative testimony againsi him, showing that
Lord Langton lodged with him, and that the
document discovered in the stick mnkes it so
extremely probable that he krew and sanctioned
the insurrection, if not even the murder,

Two witnesses only can bo found to depose
to the cspecially criminating overt act—the
appearance at the masquerade on the very night
of the initiation of the murder and of the insur-
rection. These two witnesses are the men whose
names are written below.

Crargxce Hanrvey.
Scex Goobay.

Paul’s arms went up like those of a madman
as he read the first name, and knew it meant
Maris. Aund from that time how lie moved along
—whether walking or running—he knew not, so
absorbed was he in the terrible anguish of this
discovery.

CHAPTER C.~~NEGOTIATIONS.

Panl did not after all go to the Tower with his
news. He had fortunately already prepared the
mercer for asudden and unannounced departure;;
while, therefore, he was madiy sweeping along
through the streets by the river towards Tower
Hill, the thought struck him that it would be
well for him not to tell Sir Richard and Chris-

"tina of what he was about to do, lest he should

fail, and in failing compromise them, and per-
haps by the attempt itself cause them to neglect
cffort in other directions.

 No,” thought he, # if I now disappear for a
few days, while this business is going.on, she,at
least, will urge him to cxert whatever iufluence
he had, and she will no doubt herself urge on
Lady Hermia, So be it. I resolve at once;
and now to begin” |

And a curious begioning it was! Paul began
to haunt the purlicus of Wapping, and to be
scen in low ale-houses, now in this one, now in
that, smoking, drinking, and making merry.

The ale-houses did not appear to answer his
purpose, s0 he began to stroll about the quays
and river banks of the ¢ pool.”

He was often hailed and asked if he wanted &
berth, a question to which he gaily replied—

“ \¥ell, I'm thivking about it if I can find a
berth to my mind? And so saying he always
went on board, and got into cbat with the cap-
tain, or the captain’s deputy, or the captain’s
wife, if he were not aboard.

It was noticeable that Paul did not scem to fan-
cy large ships—did not loiter near them, but
passcd on. The sort of vessel that did strike his
fancy he found at last. Strangechoice! It was
one of the most disreputable-looking of all the
huudreds of other $mall craft near.

The captain happened to be lounging on the
deck smoking, and Paul was charmed also with
him, apparently because be too had a look only
too much in harmony with bis vessel, He
scemed more like a smuggler, or what one
might fancy would be the aspect of a wrecker,
than of & fair-dealing, open, honest-hearted
British tar.

Paul's cyes glanced at him g if he werea |

newly-discovered species of wman, and one of &
particularly promising kind.

He crossed a plank and got on board the
FEmma Jane,

What say you, Captain, to n speculation,
where the profits would be all settled before-
hand, payment sure and prompt, and tolerably
liberal 27

 For self and ship 7 asked the captain.

¢ Yes, for self and shipl " re-cchued Paul,

¢ And how about cargo?

% Say passengers,” softly suggested Paul.

‘ Passengers, ch?  That's the game,
folk, no doubt.  Good reason, no doubt.”

“ Good pay, no doubt,” said Paul, imitating
with a laugh the captain’s manner.

** Auy rigk in the job??

A Tittle,  We mustn’t be caught,”

“Shall yoube with us?”

% Yes”

“Two hundred and fifty guineas, then, and
'm your mant

“ And you'll carry off for that sum anybody I
bring you??

% Ay, and without axing lim the question
whether he likes to go, if you chooso.”

¢ That's the sort of spirit, my noble Captain.
Not that this gentleman will bo brought on
board by any kind of compulsion. If he comes
he will come of his own free will.”

“ At aprice,” suggested the sly captain.

% At a price,” responded Paunl 5 ‘¢ and, as he's
a determined gambler, you and he may pass your
time very pleasantly.”

“ Ah!" cjnculated the captain, as tbough he
at once coveted and feared the risking bis netw-
ly-carned gold with & man who was probably a
better card-player than himself,

“ Well, that is whal I want to say to you.
When he docs come on board, and says he is
willing to go, then ho must'nt be alowed to alter
his mind—you know1*

4 Exactly.” .

# Now then,” said Paul, ¢ let'sbreak a six-
pence, and the matter’s settled ; we sball have
pledged faith to each other.”

The coin was broken, and the bargainsettled.

“1 expect,” said Paul, “ to havea tough jobof
it in catching my man; butforcvery day’s delay
beyond a week I shall reckon teu pounds extra.
Wili that do?”

“Ay, ay; that's haudsome and ship-shape !
Push along!”

“You'll have to keep yourzelfand the charm-
ing Emma Jane rcady at all hours of the day
and night. I must rely on that. Tholoss of a
few minutes might defeat the whole scheme.”

“Put it down ac part of the bargain, and then
you know winre am, and how to have me.”

“What hands bave you on board 2"

“ Not cnough. I shall get more.”

#\Would more help you, ifit comesto arace? "

% Of course they would! Emma Jane has
Leen a smartish jade in her time, and can go at
a spanking rate still, provided you only tell her
you mean to get cverything out of her she’s |
capable of.

¢ Very well,  Spare nothing that can increase
speed, and when all's over, if the affaic is a
success, Iwill guarantee fifty pounds extra to pay
for all odds and ends—new or mended sails, cte.”

Rich

One part of Paunl's scheme was thus happily
settled, but its value was absolutely dependent
on the success of the other part, Where was
Scum Goodman? IHow was he to bo dealt
with? No doubt he could be bribed, but un-
fortunately he had not, like the captain, a char-
acter even to sell, his was so bad in money
matters.

Pondering over the whols subject, it struck
him that it might bc worth while to visit the
private home of the Chicf of the Sceret Service. |

Then it occurred to him it would be also well
90 16 tima his visit that the chief should then be
at his office. So Paul took an apartment for a
week just opposite the chief's house, and an-
noanced himsclf as a singing man from the
country, who wanted to hear alittle of themusic
in the Abb.y, before trying for a situation in the
choir. - '
T {T0 be continued.)
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!plics Lere  According to Miss Strckland, m-;
y deed, Tyrrell actually confessed to the marder, |
ETOND ull question, the inust intaranag ( and Dightun alsy, the latter wuth the addinon,
building in Gieat Britain g the Tower of { hat ' the old priest had buried the bodies first
Taondon,  Itias situated vn the Middlesex side of | under the Waleficld Tower, and a secoud tme
the Thames, a little beduw Londor Biidge, aud | svtic place of which he had no hnowledge.”
the Luildings which compose it present the ap- | That the Bloody Tower was the lucaluy of uld,
pearance of o small furtified tunn of Germany | assigned to this crime, is certain, for in 4 com-
ot Flanders, Lis wide, deep munl, though kept | plimentary oretion to Jumes L, with wluch the
dry for sanilury tasuns, o3 capuble of bung | authorities of Uie Tower received bim upun bis
flovded, and though of cuutse wsu foriress the | firat visit thereto, (xpress mention is wade of 1t
place would be casily seduced by (e nvdern (03 such,  Tudeed, it secms probuble fiom the
applinnces of war, itis still a formidable bold, | nature of the case, since the chamber credited
The @ Ballium,” o inoer wally i imnensely | with the wicked deed clusely adyuined the gov-
thick, aud varies fion thaty o furty feet in g ernor’s house, where su mauny prisvuers of ianh
Leight,  The vauly vestige of the 10yal palace, | were confined, when security, rather then sever-
finally demolishied by Crvmn ell—=is the butteess | ity, of imprisonmeat was the object in view,
of an old atcdivay adjvining te Salt Towr—to With the caceptivn of this staa, huwever, the
the soutlietast=but must of the Luildings have ; Bloudy Tower las by no means so bad a reputa-
stubbornly resisted the attacks of Time, tion a3 others of his brethren; such as the
The Bloody Tower, uppusite the water-en- { Beauchamp Tower, swhere many a brase manand
trauce, is guimly ussuciated with the murder of | gentle Jady dragged out years of misery, from
the twu youny privees by Rickard I As the , which they were unly freed by the axe's edge;
fact of this atcvcly bas hiad sume doubts lately | or the White Tower, in the vaults of which suli
cast upont it Ly sume of thuse sceptics who busy jexist ¢ the Little Euse ™ and % Culd Harbour *
themselves in this age with whitewashing the | —very significant chamber-titles—and 1n whose
villaing of histury, as well as with depacciating § turret Matilda the Faie is said to hase been poi-
its lerues, the prescut Licutensnt Guvernor, § suned by the command of Kiag Joln, whom she
Lord de Rus, in his Munurials of the Tower, | refused to receive as her wouer,  Shess smd 1o
lately published, Las goue iuto the matter ai | have been slain by means of & posuned egg
sume length. The geuerally received tradition § (Which seems, for the Tower, to hase been qui.e
runs that Richard, after giving all necessary | & humane atteotion), aud out of that ¢gg, ac-
orders fur Lis clder nepliew's corvnation (Lere | cording to vac histutian, was hatched the Br-
is evidence that uven Lis robes were prepared ), | ish Constitution, ber murder ¢ completing the
suddenly svaided Sir Rubert Biackenbury, the | exasperation of the English barons, who flew to
Licutenant of the Tower, upun the subject of | arms, fur the purpuse of avenging the hunour of
doing away with bothluds, Biackenbury, who | the most distinguished among ther class, Lord
is said to have reccived this instruction while | Fitzwalter,” her father.
engaged in the singulaly malupropes occupa- | The Wakeficld Tower (adjuining the Bloody
tion of divine survice in St.Johu's Chapel in the § Tower) is, by comparisun with the preceding,
White Tower, declined the dreadful office. James | quite an innocent place of residence. Its large
Tyrrell was therdfure appuinted tu tempurardy | ball, howeser, bas the reputation of being the
supersede biw in bis pust. This being arrang- | spot where Henry VI, was murdered by Richard

THE TOWER OF LONDON

ed, Tyrrell cinployed Dighton and Forest to do
the deed, and the budics of the (lildren were
buried in the Tower, and uota syllable said
about them. There was not the slighiest at-
tempt to account fur their disappiarance in any
way. That every cuntempurary believed that
the princes thus met their vnd secs certain,
and hence the general. distelicf in England of
the authenticity of the claims of Perkin War-
beck. It was always a sequel of the traditivn
of the murder, that ¢ the pricst of the Tuwer™
had buried the bodics in some cuncealed place—
Shakespere makes Tyrrell confess to the fact—
*and surely it is not unrcasonable to infur,
when two children’s bodies, corresponding in
age and period of decay with the date of the
murder, were discovered in Charles 1J's time, by
some workmen, at the foot of a stai.case, about
seventy yards from the Bloody Tuw:r, that these
were the boues of the princes. The ¢ were two
consccrated burial-grounds witbin the Towar,
besides that of Burking Church on Tower-hill
close by ; and what likelibood was there, under
these circumstances, of two buysbeing buried in
this sequestered nook, under a staircase, unless
with a view to secrecy and cuncealment.,"—
Charles II., a by no means credalous prince,
bad certainly no doubt of the matter, siu.e he
went 10 the trouble and expensc of having the
remains removed, with all due respect, to the
vaults of Westminster. By his orders, as it is
said, a muloberry-trec was also planted upon the
spot where the bones were found, and so late
as 1853, a warder of the Tower was alive who
remembered seeing the stump still imbedded in
the landing of the stairs.  The extraordinary re-
wards paid to the assassios for value reccived
(but not acknowledged) must also be taken in-
to account. Tyrrell was made governor of
Guines, near Calais, and further received three
rich stewardships from Richard in the marches
of Wales. Dighton was made bailiff of Ayton,
with & pension.  Forest's widow had a pension
given lier on his death, shortly after the mur-
der; and “ample gencral pardons were granted
them, whatever villuinies might be laid to their
charge, all under tbe royal hand and secal, not
paming what offence, but covering any and all.”
Surely qui excuse saccuse is a remark that ape

(then Duke of Gloucester) , and certmnly inthe
vault beneath it, sixty or seventy of the Scotch
prisoners, in 1743, were confiued, with so hide
attention to fresh air and fuud, that more than
half of them perished. The Tower, indeed, scems
to have been a stronghold of abuses, as well as
tu have cnjoyed a bud reputation in respect to
murders and thelike, for the constables appoint-
cd from time to time ouly cousidered how money
could be screwed out of those over whom they
were set. They sold the warderships, allowed
public-bouses tv be built all over the place, and
filled every corner with paying tenements. No
prisoner was too low or tvo high but that they
put their screw on—even if the thumbscrew was
omitted in the treatment prescribed. When the
Princess Elizabeth was in custody here, the con-
stable, Sir John Gage, actually took toll of the
provisions supplied to her, until the Lords of
Council forced him to admit ber own servaats to
superintend her commissariat, Her imprison-
ment was sufliciently harsh, withoat Sic Johas
pilferings. Mass was constantly obtruded upon
her. Fur a whole moath, she never passed the
threshold of her chamber, and even when she
hiad obtained permission to take the air, she was
always atteaded by the constable, the licuten-
ant, and a guard, Even a litle boy of four
years old, who was wont to pay visits to other
prisoners as twell as herself, and bring them
flowers, was suspected of being a messenger be-
tween ber and the unhappy Earl of Devonshure,
an inmate of the Tower from twelve years of
age, “leat he should avenge his father’s wrongs”
—the reason for his committal absolutely assign-
ed—and who only cnjoyed two subsequent years
of liberty. The clild aforesaid was actually
bribed with promises of figs and apples, to fur-
nish ground for accusation .against the princess
and the earl,

In reading Lord de Ros's little volume, in-
deed, no one can fail to be struck not only with
the injustice and cruclty of thosc old times,
which certain foolish persons persist in calling
* good,” but with the basencss and cowardice of
* the authorities,” from the king or queen down-
wards. Base and brutal as was Queen Mery's
conduct, that of Elizabeth was even viler, inas-
much as.che was more causclessly vindictive.

We dv not hnow at what precise period chivalry
i3 supposed to have been at its best and palmiest,
but certamly nodern umes offer no parallel in
the way ot downnight meanness to the conduct
pursued by such a gallant kmight (for instance)
us Henry V. We have all lieard of the respect
paid by that noble prince to lus prisoncers after
Agincourt; but 1t is not so gencrally known
that he afterwards bebaved to them exactly as
vur lalian and Clinese brigauds conauct them-
selves towards thetr capuves. 1€ the ransome—
always an eatravaganily enormous oue—was
not very soon pad, s noble prisoners in the
Tuwer beguu to feel 1tan restractions and priva-
tivns, The Dukes of Bourbon and Boucicault
died there, since theiwr urgent appeals could not
extract from the tenants of their exhiausted lands
the requisite sum sct upon thar release; and
Charles of Orleans langwmshed in those ahen
walls for a quarter ofa century.

With whatever lugh-flown courtesy, too, wo-
men were treated as  queens of tourney,” and
vn great public occasions, 1n private and in pri-
son, their sex was no protection ; the cowardice
aud cruclty of ther jaiters and of those who
ruled their juilers, werebeyond anything that is
heard of now, except anong the most brutalised
of our peasantry, and towards some wretched
lanauc balf-ignurant of her wrongs, Think of
Aune Askew, for instance, so late as the days
of “ biuff king Hal,” bullied by Bishop Bonner,
worried even by the Lord Mayor about her reli-
grous opinions, next committed to Newgate, and
then sent to the Tower, to be racked by the
Cliancellor himself, ¢ so that her kmbs were so
stretched and her joints so 1njured that she was
never agamn able to walk without support!”
Lastly, she 13 taken to Smithficld to be burned
alive in the presence of the Duke of Norfolk
and the Earl of Bedford, one of whom, learning
that there was some gunpowder about the fagots
(placed Ly some good soul to shorten her
agonies), “becume frightened lest any acci-
dent should happen to Aumself.” Anne Boleyn,
by astrange refinement of cruelty, was placed
a3 o prisoner in the same lodging shie had oceu-
pred previous to her coronation; and when
Smeton had been induced to accuse ber falsely,
by promise of Ius lifc being spared (in despite
of winch promise they hung bim),she was taken
out and beheaded in the court-yard, and
her body thrown into an arrow-chest. For
the exccution of Lady Jane Grey——whose au-
togtaph may be read on the walls of the Beau-
champ Tower—there was, perhaps, in those tur-
bulent times, cnough of excuse ; but nothing can
palliate the behavior of Elizabeth towards Lady
Catherine Grey, Jane's sister~—Elizabeth, a wo-
man berself, but *wenty-five at the time in ques-
tion, aud who knew from experience the bitter-
ness of captivity, For the crime (?) of marry-
ing Lord Hertford, this young lady, with ber
husband, wag commtted to the Tower: by no
means, bowever 10 lus company ; she bore her
first child in solitude, and heard it pronounced
illegitimate, and her soarriage to be null and
void, ¢ This monstrous decision was not, of
ccurse, likely to affect the sentiments of the par-
tics concerued, after a time, by persussion ot
corruption of their keepers, the doors of their
prison were no longer secured against each
other, and the birth of a second child rekindled
the anger of Elizabeth.” A double fine was im-
posed upon Lord Hertford, and they never met
again, notwithstanding petitions to her Majesty,
setting forth ¢ how unmeet it was this young
couple should thus wax old in prison.”

The Lady Arabella Stuart was another invol-
untary tenant of the Tower, whose only faults
were her royal birth and baving wedded the
man she loved. Yer cousin, Ring James, forci-
bly scparnted the bappy pair, and they formed
& plan to cscape to France, and there be reunit-
¢d. In this they committed a crime. The bus-
band succeeded in his design, but Arabella
failed, and was committed to the Tower, where,
after some {years she died, as well she might,
distracted with her miseries. Tbis daughter of
& line of kings—but fur too much out of the
direct succession to create reasonable alarm—
was buried by night, and without any ceremony,
in Westminster Abbey, “ because, to have a
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great funeral for one dying out of the king's
fuvour, would have reflected upon the king’s hon-
our. The king's honour, of whom his own son
said, that “ he was the only man who would
hase shut up such a birdas Raleigh in a cage .
and such a cage! A cell in the White Tower,
nuw shewn to every visitor, was the limit al-
lowed to tho greatest navigator of the globe,
for eight long years, The story of his subse-
quent release, expedition, and legal murd r—
perhaps the most nudacious ever committed un-
der the shield of law—is well known ; but not
so well Jameg's answer to Lady Raleigh, when
shic complained to him that he had given her
husband’s estate away (on pretence of a flaw
i1 the title-deed) to his favourite Robert Carr,
and besought him not thus to make their child a
beggar. He received her harshly, and merely
repeated: 1 maun have the land—I maun
have it for Carr.” .

The only tenant of the Tower who scems to
Liave been able to move the heart of king or
yueen in his favour, was one of the greatest
scoundrele it cver contained, namely, Colonel
Blood, v ho stole the Regalin. Nobody knows
why Charles IT. pacdoned him, ov rather released
both him and his accomplices without trial. The
enterprising colone! evenbecamea hanger-on up-
« athe court at Whiteball, where he does notseem
to have been held a greater rogue than the rest,
for he had eventually a pension given to him, as
well ng some confiscated land in Ircland. Ed-
wards, on the other hand, the keeper of the
jewels, who had almost lost his life in their de-
fence, died unrecompensed. From the Con.
queror's time, indeed, until that of James IL, the
annals of the tenants of the Tower form one long
history of injustice. Thesingle gleamof sunshine
that strikes through these dark recordsis the
narrative of the cscape of Lord Nithsdale from
the governor's house in February,1716, the even-
ing before the day on which he had been doom-
ed to die, and it is exceedingly well told by our
author. The devoted resolution of his countess

overcoming the apprehensions of the timid, and’

stirring the phlegmntic into action; her admir-
able addressat the moment of ber husband's
flight ; her presence of mind when he had got
clear off, in imitating her lord’s voice, that his
gnards might imagine le was still within bis
chamber ; and, finally, her return to Scotland,
at the forfeit of her life, to fetch the buried
family title-deeds, for her child's sake, makeup a
spirited portrait of & noble woman.

St Peter's Chapel is,in one sense, the chief
focus of interest among all the Tower buildings;
for, in whatever portion of the place the prison-
ers ‘anguished, they were most of them laid
there at last, generally shorter by a head than
when in life. Gerald, ninth Earl of Kildare,
Lord-deputy of Ireland, i3 one of the few who
is interred there undecapitated—he only died of
a broken heart, upon hearing that his son, Lord
Thomas Fitzgerald (commonly called Silken
Thomas), bad inherited the fumily disease of
Rebellion, and declared war against the king,
Henry VII.  His forcboding was a just one, for
Thomas soon came to be a prisoner like himself
~in the Beauchamp Tower—and was banged,
one fine morning, with no less than five of his
uncles, upon Tybura Tree.  The father of this
old Lord Kildare was a chronicrebel : hecould
not possibly belp having a hand in whatever
rising happened to be taking place ; and yet be
kept bis head on his shoulders to the last, dnd,
simply because he was such an unparalicled
scoundrel, received the hightest honours, When
accused before the king in cuuncil of burning
the cathedral of Cashel, he admitted the soft im-
peachment, but defended bimself upon the
ground, ¢ that ho was positively assured that
the archbishop was inside of it.” This reply was
considered a very excellent one; and, * since it
seemed all Ireland could not govern this carl,”
Henry said, ¢ this earl shall govern all Ire-
land;” and accordingly made bim jts Lord-licu-
tenant.

Besides the great historical charatters who
have been involuntary tenants of the Tower,
there Liave heen & fow others who have had tem-
porary lodgment there previous to execution ;
among these, notably, Lord Stourton, whose de-

termined marder of the Hartgills, futher atd sun,
forms a very curious cher ter in this history. He
was the ficst peer who « v ¥ tooh silk’—cluim-
ed the privilege of Leing hung with a rupe of
that material, and he richly deserved it OQur
author takes occasion tu remark that this was
not altogethier an empty distiuction, stuce such
rope being stronger than vulgar hempen cord, is
slenderer, slips more easily upon the windpipe,
and so shortens matters,  His Lordsuip's ser-
vants wero of course supplied with tho usual
article, and subsequently * hung in chains”—an
expression, by the by, which vnly meant that
dfter hanging iv the ordinary way, *' & stout
canvas dress, well saturated with tar, was pat
upon the body, aod then a light frame of houp-
iron fitted tu theframe, with the vbjectof causing
the remains to hang togethier us long as pussible,
At the top of this framework was an iron lvop
which went over the head, and to this was
sccured the chain by which the curpse was
finally suspended tu a lofty gibbet made of uak,
and studded with tenter-houks, tu prevent any
one frum climbing up to remove the budy.”

The last criminals reecived within the Tower
walls were the Cato Street gang in 182u.
‘Thistlewood was a tenant of the Bluudy Tower,
Ings and Davidson (a negro) of St Thumas
Tower, Harrison, Brunt, Tidd, Monument, and
Wilson in the Byuard and Middle Towers, and
Hooper in the Sult Tower. The first five were
all hung. there was not the slightest sympathy
from the spectators upon their appeatance un
the scaffuld, but % when each bead was cut off
and held up, & loud and deep groan of horeur
burst from all sides, which was not soun fur-
gotten by those who heard it"—so distasteful to
our people has the sightof blood becume, which
was at onc time shed in such torrents upon
Lhait most historic cminence in Britain, Towe-

ill.

Interesting as these memorials are, and advan-
tageous as must be the position of their author
for iuvestigating hiddea matters of great moment,
we do not cnvy Lord de Ros the habitativn to
which his office entitles him. In the daytime,
the governor's house is doubtless cumfurtable
enough ; but at night, if onc werk the least in-
clined to be nervous—yet his Lordship is a
soldier, and doubtless not afraid. + More than
one sentry, however,” he admits, “ has deposed
to hearing horrible groans proceeding from the
apartment called the Council Chamber,” where
(among similar cheerful events) Guido Fawke
underwent the applicadon of the rack in its
severest form. We dare say it was * only funcy,”
but—only fancy !

THE HOUSE ON THE HILL.

Y professional duties obligc me to pass
some few hours cvery week ata certan
town, Although I had been there often, I had
never bestowed more than a look on & large
ugly red-brick house, built on a h'gh hill rising
immediately bebind this town., Of the sad
rising ground the railway station is the prin-
cipal feature, but the town proclaims itself as
having its own special interest to the neighbour-
hood, inasmuch as & number of tall chimneys
mark it as a factory town,

One forenoon I was looking at this large red
house from a window of the common room in
the ancomfortable inn, aud was wondering
whether the town had grown round the house,
or whether the proprictor could have selected so
peculiarly uninteresting a spot on which to build.
As T looked at it, a voice said:

¢ Amazingly fice house that, sic!”

1 turned, and found 1 was addressed by & man
who had come into the room unobserved by me,
and on whose face and person the smoke of the
place bad produced much tho same effect as on
the ugly building we were both looking at, but
there was sometbing pleasant under his smoky
exterior, and I answered, in deference to his
admiration: ¢ Yes, itscems a large house. What
is the name of its proprietor?” A gleam of
pleasure pagsed over his face at my sceming to
take an interestin it, and ho repeated, « Ah!
'tis aZsplendid placo that; wo used to have

’

! pleasure-partes tiete, wo fium ths factory, when
the old squire was alive; but tlus one, tlns
Honey Noads, e aun ¢ aoy of that sort, he knows

y the inside of Jus place, and the colour of lus

y woney, but he dun't care nowise that others

y obuuld kuow more of erther than he can help. 1

g could tell youa hitile sort of a tale about that

) ace, sir.”

He tuvk off his cumfurter and great-cont, and

y in his worling fnctory deess cumo and sat by me.

That house, sir, was there forty years ago, but

y bl as you see it now , it was then o small winte

j cvttage . o pretty luittle cuttage, 100, with vines

y gruwing up ity and hanging over the eaves ot

y the roof. “Twas Mr, North hived there, and he

y bad been a fuctory band, just as I am, but he

y Was us ddever as hie was goud, and all he dud,

j prospeced, When be fiese bought the little place
we thought as hie would turn proud to us, but
not & bit onit; he used to say that he would
deserve 1o luse all the guod things God had

, gisen i, if ke could render no better account

y of them than that they made bim Ingh to those
who lad been us friends,  Well; he seemed to

y turn all ke touchied 1t gold, and he built fue-
tury afier faclory, unul be became sv nch thay
he built that amazing big Louse. I was a

i widowed then, but lns wife had never been one

of lus surt,  Sue was ushamed to speak to any

of us who had huown themn before they became
gentry, and I had often seen 2 lvok ot pawn un
his face us she bas rude past any of usin her
carriage, with a haughity tuss of her pretty head,

Oue day hie told us he was like to become o

father, aud be boped, of bis cluld was spaved,

lie would grow up to dv goud tu thuse who bad

Leen less fortunate than himseif.

A few wecks after that, we saw one of the
gruoms ridiag furiously away, andstn two hours
he returned with the iost emuent doctor 1n all
Lancashire, but it was too late. A few moments
aftee Mr. North had beld bis son i bisaning, Mr,
North was a widower,

The youug squice, Master Henrey, was o great
mnterest tu us, and many a prayer was uttered
that he might grow up to bn like s father,
but bis nutses taught hun pride before he kaew
bis letiers, if any of us so much as kissed lus
hand, they would say, * You must not get talk-
g with such people us those, Yaster Heary,” or
some such remark.

There's anvther pretty place just below there,
sirc  You can see 1t1f you just lean forward and
fook to the left; thats Mr. Wickham's paper-
mill. We believed as Mr. Wickham was making
a fortune by 1t,Sudgiug from the way be lived ;
and he thought it quite & condescension when
Mr. North came to build this fine house, and he
took to visiting him; but on his death he was
found to be so ian debt that his goods were
seized, and there was a talk of little Miss Mabel
being sent to the Orphan Asylum. Thus, Mr.
North said, should.never bappen to the child as
long as he had a roof to cover him. And he
took Miss Mabel to be brought up as lus own
daunghter.

She was the sweetest fair-haired little crea~
ture as ever 1 saw, and she has grown up to be
as lovely. and asinnocent as a spting flower.
Many’s the time we have blessed her as she has
gonc past our houses, carryiag her little basket
with chicken, or jelly, or what not, for any of
us &s was sick, She scemed like any Angel
cowing among us, and that, not for what she
brought, but becanse of the light and life that
seemed to spring furth from her every look and
word.

QOac day she meets me, and she says: ¢ John,
1 amn not heppy about my father (she always
called bim her father) ; he looks worn and pale,
but when 1 speak of it to him he only smiles,
and says, ¢ There's not much the matter with
the old man yet, little one.’ And when the
smile is gone, tho look of paia returas, and he
lies back listlessly in his arm-chair, with noue
of the old emergyin his look,” As she was
speaking, & young man~-Jem Wright-—came
out from & cottage behind us, and, catching the
last words, he says: ¢ If he goes from among.
us, bis examjl: ought 1o remain; for was he not
one of ourselves once, & " did he not live to be
a blessing to alt around mm¥”
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“What?” called a voice from the door of the
cottage, ont of which the young man had come,
“ Douw’t speak of blesgings to me? Few bless-
sings enough have I ever knowed, and since
you took to fooling away all your money on that
rubbishy thing that stands in the corner, I ain't
got none of the comforts as a poor lone widow
woman should expect from her son.”

He moved angrily, as if to walk away; but
the sight of the lovely figure that was just leav-
ing us scemed to stop him, and he sad, more as
it hie was thinking aloud than spenking tv me.
“ When the minister says in chureh, * They shall
e like the angels in MHeaven,” I wonder if they
ean be more beautiful than she is,” A3 ho was
speaking, he turned to his mother, and with a
brigh. swile answered hier querulous complaint
by saying, * Woell, mother, you can't complain,
novw, of that rubbishy thing as you call it for,
since your illness, 1| have denied myseclf the
greatest pleasure of my life, and my poor little
model has remained untouched,”

That model, sir, was Jem Wright's pride ; he
had Inin awake nights thinking of it, until the
doctors told him he would grow dazed, He be-
lieved that if he conld ence work out his scheme,
it would supersede the present system of locomo-
tion. He bad dreams of becoming great, and
known to the whole world, if he could only get
his model completed. We parted at the door of
his cottage, and very soon afterwards Miss Mabel
was left twice an orphan,  She lost him who bad
been more than a father to ler.  Though she
was amply provided for in Lis will, the interest
of hier life scemed gone, And it was u sad day
for us all, when she left the great house, aud
became the guest of the minister.

The doors of the great house soon became ac
narrow agtho heart of Henry North who lived
in it, and were never opened cither to rich or
poor. e had no feeling for others, no object
or interest in life, I have many a timoe scen him
on the Fast Terrace there, smoking his pipe and
leaning over the wall, while his agent, a hard-
hended Scotchman, ground down his factory
men. He never bad a thought to try and advance
the interest or relieve the wants of those who
had scen him grow up among them, and who
loved even him someways, for his father's sake.

Once he had a gentleman come down on busi-
ness, who, I have heerd say, was something ¢f a
judge in foreign parts, and he chanced to come
to Jem's cottage while he and I was smoking
our pipes, to ask the way to the factory. Sceing
the little model in the corncy, he says: # That's
an ingenious toy; what do you call it?’ and
when Jem, quite pleased, goes on to explain, he
answers, in a lecturing sort of a way, * Depend
upon it, young man, you can turn your talents
10 far better use than this. Men must have re-
ceived an education before they can think of such
a thing as making a noise in the world,” But he
did not kunow as Jem had more learning than
many & gentleman who has been taughtata
big school. Jem's father was one of tue sort
who spend their money at the beer-shop, and he
never considered the good of his son, but when-
ever Jem could earn a few pence, he would pay
for schooling. The real first Mr, North hears
this, and puts him to the grammar-school, and he
soon becomesamemberof the Leading Library,
and every book he could get hold of he would
read half the night. He was so wild after poetry,
that during dinner-hour at the fictory he would
seratch down Dbits of verse, A gentleman got
hold of some, which hesent to the country paper,
and soon Jem became what they call a contribu-
tor, and his mind seemed te diwell on the thought
thatsome day he might r'se. And ke would say
to me, ¢ And then, Joku, who knows but that !
may be bappy, man??

It was a cold nipping day, with the snow beat-
ing in our faces, as I was standing by bim, be 2
saying this, when a carringe dashes 3t usin
the High-street, I knew from the colour in Lis
face that MMiss Mabel was in it, Hehad never
told me the secret of his life, but he knowed
well that I understeod it. I was just leaving
him, when one of our factory hands touched him
on the shoulder, and said, ** Hast heard the news,
1ad? The young squire is going to be married
10 Miss Mabel.,” He answered wildly that he was
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late for his work, and ran from us liko onc
crazed.

I waited till all was quiot in the town, and
then T went to his cottage, Tho door was fast.
ened, I knocked, but got no nnswer, so I thought
he was gone 10 bed, 1 returned tomy honse. I
heard from his own lips long afterwards what
happened to him that night,

Afier bearing with the moans of his old mother
till she went to bed, he satover the fire ; burying
his head n his hand, he guzed into the few flick-
cring embers which alone broke the darkness of
the roow, The little unfinished model was in it
old accustoned corner by his side, and he almost
savagely graspel his head as he thought:
# What do these miserable brains avail me? I
have gloried in bhaving an intellect. 1 have
vainly hoped that, through it, Imight break the
chains of this poverty by which Iam fettered,
and which make itan idle dream to aspire to
anything beyong daily drudgery. Now, Iam
alive to tho trath, at Iast, that money‘can do
what intellect is powerless to achieve without
it. Why should 1 be ground down by poverty,
while ke, young North, with his slothful indo-
lence, has all which could make this world a
paradise to me ?” While he was thus musing, his
head sunk tower, end he crouched down over the
dying embers, uttering a groan of despair.

He wag startled all ofn sudden by a voice in
his car, saying : ¢¢So, Jem, you think you could
order things much better than the Almighty! 1
offer you a bargain. Will you sign & paper
agreeing to give the young squire your intellect,
in exchange for his property and money ?°

Jem started, and, turning round, saw, peering
over his shoulder, to his surprise, the grim face
of the Scotch agent, who had never before enter-
ed his cottage, except to collect therent, e
answered angrily : ¢ Am I not miserable enough,
without your coming to mock me with messages
from Henry North, who hasall the happiness de-
nicd to me, and to which I have vainly ngpired?”

Said the ngent: * The youngsquire is the most
wretched of beings ; all hismoney cannot procure
him what he wants; nnd he will give you his
wealth and all his worldly advantages if you will
give him ydur brains. Thisis whby I am here,
Come; sign the paper, nnd your partis done.
Leave the rest to me.”

He held the pen to Jem, who, scarce knowing
what be does, putsitto the paper, and then sees,
in large distinct letters—Jaugs Wrionr,

A vague horror scemed to creep over him, He
had rcad of a man who sold his shadow to the
devil, and who for cver afterwards was a proy
to remorse. But then, he argued, # this cannot
be the same thing, Here is no compact with
an unsecn power. At worst, it is unly some
trick of the agent's, of which I have suffered
mysclf to be the dupe.” Still a weight hung
over him. Next morning he dared not go to the
factory, but remained brooding at bome, and
while he was yet thinking what evil might
come to him from having put his name to the
agent's paper, a letter was brought bim, It was
from a solicitor’s firm which bad just started
business in the town, and the words seemed to
dance before his eyes as he read that Sir John
Gore, the great judge, who had once come to his
house and noticed his model, had died childless,
leaving his whole fortune of ten thousand
pounds a year to James Wright, ns a mark of
the admiration he had conceived for a man who
was gelf-educated.

Jem rushed out of doors, with the letter
crumpled in his band, and found knots of the
factory hands earnestly speaking together. One,
coming up to him, says : ** I sce by your manner
you have heard the news.”

* What news?” =ays Jem, startled by the idea
that his private affairs should be known to many,
before he bad so much as inquired into the truth
of his letter, * What news?” Many voices an-
swered: ¢ Why, the great bank in which the
young squire had put his money has broke, and
he is ruined,”

On he weut to the solicitors, more dazed than
ever, and there be lenrned that all was trwe. He
was the possessor of ten thousand pounds a year ;
tl:le squire was ruined, and had fled no one knew
where,
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Tho house wus soon for sale, and Jem, full of
tho thoughts of the good ho would do to all
around him, bought it, But with its possession
did not como happiness. A weight oppressed
his mind, e wandered throngh the big library,
and took down one book nfter another, but none
pleased  him, e unpacked his medel, but
though he now had cvery tool and every requi-
site for its completion, his art sceined gone fromn
him. e could not remember the echeme which
had ever been working in his mind while he
lived iu the cottage ; and he thought that now,
indecd, ho was miserable, He wandered theongh
the large deserted rooms, until he camo to one
he had never before entered. It wae small and
beautifully fitted up. A bit of unfinished work
lay on the tabic, and by it n bool: of manuscript
poems. His lieart beat fust as he recognised page
ufter pagoe of his own verses copied ina hand be
kuew for he had one day found part of a letter
bearing the initials M, W., and bad kept itaga
reasure ever since. Now, lic found noted on
his poemg traced by her hand—passages marked,
in which he had deseribed her as the hope and
guiding-star of his lif:, e scized his hat and
rushed off to the vicarage. “ Fool that I am,” he
thought ; ¢ this, then is why all my wealth fails
to make me happy. She is free, Sho has a soul to
be stirred by lines written by me and jngpired by
her, I havo only to win her, and the happiness
I fuil to find in riches will come through her”

He found her alone iw the vicar's little par-
lour, sketching the mill-stream which ran under
the windcws of the home of her childhood, She
started, and a slight flush tinged her cheok, but
he stood Ly ber striving to say sometbing of the
faithful representation of a jscenc so familiar to
them both, But words would not come athig
bidding, and after a few moments of silence he
left hier to wonder wbhy he was so strange.

He haunted her walks, he followed ler wher-
ever she went; but sie shunned him. Onco
moro ho sought scclusion in his new home, and
listlessly took up tho county journal to which
he had so often contributed. The first thing in
it that caught bis eye, was a paragraph extolling
a wonderful discovery made by a young man
named Henry Nortb, about which all the gcien.
tific world was raving., As he read ow, and re-
cognised in the description, the mechanism of
his own model, he shricked in despair: ¢ Itis
mine—the model I spent years of my life in
making—the object of my wretched existence—
and be has robbed me of that too {?

In hisagony he sprang out of his chair:—I[
uced not tell you, to find himself just awake,
and alone in the darkness of his cottage. The
church clock struck three, and he thou, ‘ht-
& Can it be that the lesson of'a lifetime has heen
taught me in asleep of a few hours? The lesson
that 1 have the intellect wiveh God has given
me, and that Lought to have the steady energy
aud quiet patience and purpose to use it 9

He did useit. He left off vapouricg about
himself and nbout others. and he went to work
with a modest heart thougha Urave one. e
used his energy to good purpose, siv. He is now
a well-to-do man, though he has not the great
wealth of the young squire; but he lives in the
cottage by tho paper-mill, andit is moro than
three years sinco hie brought Miss Mabel liome to
it as his bride, and they keep their parlour-maid,
and shekeeps her pony-chair, but they live as
simple as though they were notlitng wore than
ourselves.

« THE DEATHI-WIND.”

A whitewash'd attic, a truckle bed ~

Only tho rafters over-head;

All night lom{ held thostrong wind sway—
‘Tho wind that comes to fotch souls away'!

A wasted form and a hiectic chock—
Yarch’d lips, never agein to speak;

All night long, held tho strong wind sway —
The wind that comos to fetch soul sway!

Clammy forchead and glazing oyo,

Ice-cold limbsand & shivering sigh;

All night long, licld the strong wind sway—
The wind that comes to fetch souls away'!

Thestruggle's over? once more tho blast

Camo sweeping by as tho Spirit passed;;

A stormy night~-at the dawn ot dsy

‘The wind's loud sobbing had.diod a™~ay!
EveLyx Forear.
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NAPOLEON'S HISTORY OF JULIUS
C.ESAR.

attach their names to them ; and among

1 bold acts of Louis Napoleon, perhaps onc of
the most daring was the publication.of the life
of the great Roman conqueror and statesman,
openly proclaiming himself the author of the
work. When Frederick of DPrussin published
his ¢ Anti-Macchiavel,” desirous as he was of
attaining literary eminence, the secret of its
paternity was guarded with jealous care from
all but Voltaire and a very few others, Nor
ficed this be cause of surprise; for however
ready courticrs and sycophants are to flatter
even the failures of royal authors, thess meet
little favour in the xepublic of letters, beyond the
imnicdiate sphiere over which their influence
extends. If Napoleon, for instance, could con-
trive to muzzlo the critics of France, he could
not silence those of forcign countries. DBut he
has bravely entered the literary arena, as an or-
dinary writer, with a simplicity and manliness
worthy of all commendation,

In weighing the merits of ¢ The Life of
Cuwesar,” the fuct that it is the production of an
emperor ought to be kept out of view, which is
not gencrally the case, especially by its de-
tractors. It is admitted on all hands that, as
regards style, tho work is not calculated to
please cither the fastidious studentor the genera?
public. It is harsh and unmusical, withoue
cpigrawmatic point or eloquence, qualitics in
which the great Erench writers are so eminently
distinguished, As a mere history, teo, of the
events which preceded the fall of the Roman
Republic, it is objected that it is wanting in
originality and research, and that Napolcon has
almost wholly ignored the new lights throwanon
the subject by Nicbuhr, Arnold, and others,
who have demolished or cast suspizion on so
many incidents comprised in the annals of an-
cient Rome. We must confess, for our own
part, that we do not quite agree with those who
blame Napoleon on this liead., Nicbuhr and his
followers have destroyed much history, without
substitutivg anything in place of what they
destroyed, The story of Romulus and Remus,
of Numn, of Lucretia, of the clder Brutus, and
the like, may be idle traditions of the pcop{e, or
the fictions of poetry; but they might as well
be left to the historian to relate for what they
are wortly, so long a3 they were not out of keep-
ing with the periods at which they arc said to
have occurred, sud not incompatible with fucts
founded on more relinble testimony. To some
of them, at least, the Jtalian saying is applicable,
st nom e vero e ben (rovalo—if not true, they arc
truth-like; and we should remember that if we
discard what is called the fubles of Livy and
the old historians, we shall be without a history
of Rome, for several centuries, altogether, or
with one a3 meagre ag that of the Jews woutd
bLe prior to the timc of Alexander, without Josc-
phus or the Bible.  Historical archaology has
done much good in clucidating the truc charac-
t°r of modern and medimval évents; and mana-
scripts such as those given to the world by the
¥French and English Go. rnments, and thosc
discovered at the Spanish monastery of Siman-
cas, have wholly: changed the stream of history
§n several instances, and gives it & new direc-

‘N '7'131-:}: princes write books, they seldom
th

tiou aul aspect.  But with Roman history it is
different; thereare no buried documents in con-
nection with it 10 be diginterred, and conse-
quently, though wo may pull down the old
fabric, we cannot build up n new one on its
ruins. Napoleon, then, may not have acted so
unwisely in the courso he has pursued,; partien-
larly as it answers the object he evidently had
in view in writing the Life of Ciesar, yuite as
well as the opposite methiods would, It is ad-
witted Ly the most competent judges that his
account of the war in Ganl, his appreciation of
the strategic genius of the Roman general, and
the topography of the eight wonderful eam-
paigns in that country, are a masterly perform-
ance, far surpassing anything hitherto produced
on the subject,  Napoleon's early eCucation and
studies placed him thoroughly at home in deal-
ing with this portion of his task.

But bo the value of the work what it may in
a literary and historical sense, these were,
plainly, but sccondary considerations in vro-
ducing it. It is not so much a biography or a
history as it is a political pamphlet on an exten-
sive scale, Its design i3 to inculcate the gospel
of Imperialism ; first by instituting a comparison
between Rome and France, and sccondly be-
tween Julins Cavsar and Napolcon Bonaparte.
The civil war in which Sylla upheld the privi-
leges of the patricians, and Marius maintained
the rights of the plebeians, with the turbulence,
contusion,and corruption that succeeded it, offer,
he says, & parallel ¢o the great French revolu-
tion and its results, Ceesar was intrusted with
a providential mission to save Rome from utter
destruction, as Bonaparte was the destined
saviour of France. DBut his meaning is best
conveyed in his own words: # My object is to
prove that when Providence raises up snch men
as Cresar, Charlemagne and Napoleon, it is in
order to point out to the nations the road which
they have to follow, to stamp with the sign of
their genius & new cra, and to accomplish in o
few years the work of many ages.” He promises
happiness and prosperity to those nations who
understand them, and follow their precepts,
while he denounces tribulation and woe to those
who reject them, and whom he likens to the
Jews, who crucificd tbeir Messiah, This cer-
tainly is carrying hero-worship sufficiently far,
and quite,in the Carlylian fashion. It isnotvery
dissimilar to what the Mormons assert respecting
thv believers and unbelievers in their prophet
Joc Smith, Some of Iouis Napolcon’s oppo-
neats meet hig arguments by denying the cor-
rectnessof his premises, declaring that the Roman
empire was not a necessity, and agreeing with
Cicero that & ¢ good man” in Cresar’s position
might have preserved the Republic,  Insupport
of this assumption they instauce the change
effected by the English revolution of 1688; but
the parallel will not hear examination, It is
true that previous to thie occurrence in question,
there had been a civil war in England; that
under the two last Stuarts faction and corrnp-
tion raled supreme; that the lawsaud the courts
of justice were iustruments of tyranny ; and that
the constitutional rights of the nation ccascd to
be resperted or observed. DBut tiere was no
farther resemblance between the two cases,
Cato, Brutus, Cassius, Metellus, Lucullus, Cicero,
and many other #good men,” conld not save
Rome ; men assurcdly not superior to them in
virtue, patriotism and talents, saved England.
And why? Beecause, at the respective eras,
there was no Roman people, and there was an
English people. The Reman popaulus no longer
existed, and that was the real cause of the full
of the Roman Republic, and not the many jn-
inadequate sources to which it is usually at* --
buted. From the letters of Cicero and his
friends, we learn that in travelling over Italy
in their day, one met with nothing but patriciiag
and their slaves—a preguunt fact to which suf-
ficient importance has not been given inthis con-
troversy. Divested of thrir lands by the usurious
practices and management of the patrician and
knightly classes, the people erowded into Rome,
depending for their subsistence in & _reat men-
sure on tho tributary corn derived from Egypt,
Sicily and Africe, The masses consequently

-Became a populace or a rabble, and their ranks

being  recruited by strangers and  freednen,
ell an easy prey to demagogues such ag
Clodius and Milo, and perhaps Catiline, for
whether Catiline was a demagogue or o patriot
admits of doubt. In England, on the other
hand, the people vemained in their integrity,
though the politicing were steeped m vice and
corruption, It is so also with France now, amd
that is the great error in Louis Napoleon's rea-
soning and policy, as set forth in his history of
Julive Civsar, It scems even puerile to say that
there wog any thing in common hetween Reme in
the days of Cresar and Franco in the present
day. Republican governmentmay have become
clleto in the one afier centuries of existence : but
in the other free institutions are still in their
infancy. 1€ in the former they failed at Inst,
aftee o long and successful trial, in the latter
they have scarcely had a teinl at all, The
weakness of one was that of age; of the
other, it is that of childhood. ‘The oak and the
sapling may alike yield to the storm, but it is
from ditferent canses,

If Louis Napoleon's talents were to bo julged
by his Life of Casar, he would not, we be-
lieve, be cntitled to rank among men <7 (ne
highest order of intellect ; but there are many
quitlities constitating an able vuler which do not
appear in the books he may write.

TIIE CRETAN INSURRECTION.

ECEXNT accounts from Europe tend to the

conviction that the bold attempt of the
Uhristian inhabitants of Candia to free them-
selves from the yoke of their Turkish musters,
must for the moment, resultin failure. We counld,
indeed, scarcely expect anything else, if the
insurgents wore left to their owa resources, or
cven to tho aid which they might receive from
their countrymen of the other Istands aud the
continent. The inhabitants of Candin cannot
number over 300,000 sonls, and of these a con-
siderable portion are Mabometans. They could
not therefore ofler a long resistance to the com-
bined force of Turks and Egyptians arrayed
against them. Itis true thatapart of the islund
is mountainous, and offords strong positions in
which a guerilla warfare could be carried on
for ycars; but unforiunately, Candin, though
pro “ucing abundance of frait, and raising wany
articles of commercial value, does not grow
sufficient corn to feed its own population, for
much of the whedt which they consume is im-
ported. They would conscquently, sconer orlater,
be starved into submission, even if their means
of resisting the attacks of the enemy were greater
than they are. A very few ships of war could
blockade their ports, while the open country
would be laid waste, in accordance with the
usuatl Turkish tactics in such -matters. The
contest has been an unequal one; yet if com-
pelled to succum, it is only for n time, for no
arrangement that can be made with their Mostem
ralers, with or without the interference of the
great powers, can satisfy the Candiots with
thoir lot as subjeets of the Sultan. Nor is this
to bo wondered at; even amid the gencral
oppression and misrule of the Turkish dominions,
Candin was proverbial as the worst goverred
country in the civilized world. As might be
expeeted, then, its history isa series of insurrec-
tions following each otherin frequentsicceession.
The Candiots took an active and promineat
part in the Greek war of independence; but
they were sacrificed to the necessities, or sup-
posed necessitics, of European diplomacy, aud

"handed over to the tender mercies of their old

oppressors, with the safeguard of certain guaran-
tees, which, of course, were wholly disregarded
by the Turkish Government when theemergency
had passed away,

Making every allowance for the difficulties of
the Eastern question, it is to be reeyetted that
the diplomatists of Europe did nue embrace the
oppottunity presented by the recent outbreak to
detach Crete and the other Greck islands from
Turkey. No treaties or concessions can recon-
cile these people to Mahometan rule, for they
hate the tyrants even more than they hate the
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tyranny. Besides which, all the Hellenic race { last recorded words, 1 think I must come back
entertain a craving desire to be annexed to the | to the Homestead. 1 feel a little worn," are
kingdom of Greece, wholly uncounected with = pregaant with pathetic meaning, and cuntain a
the character of the government urder which § foreible moral.
they live, This fecling was strongly evinced | We cannot congratulate Miss Thomas on the
in the case of the Toninn Islands, From 1815, ; brobability of the incident whicli is the main
until recently, these islands were a petted and | cause of all the hervine's trouble,  What that
spoiled dependency of England, under whose | incident is we are not about to reveal. It may
rule they attained 10 a degree of prosperity and g be found in Chapter xxxix. centitled © The
freedom which they had not known for nges. | Journey up ™ and though it may actually have
But they could not rest contented until they be- | occurred at some time or other in real life (for
came incorporated with Greece, though well  most novelists simply detail incidents which they
aware of the misersible condition ef that countrs. | have either scen, heard or read of) still we hold
‘The result unfortunately has been: that the lon- | it to be uuskilfully introduced, aud even if true
ians are already returning to the state of anarchy | it would unly prove that trath is often stranger
in which England found them more than half 2 | then fiction, and that 4 Ze rrai ne'st pas toujours
century ago, \We may well guess, however, | le vraisembluble.”
how strougly the sentiment of nationality per- | We are fur from admiving Maurice Byraoe, the
vades the Mellenic race, from a consideration of | sensational male character of the book. AN
this fuct alone, and we way also imagine with | heroes, whose ¢ fingers are straight slender bars
what detestation a people who rejected the | of iron ;" whose “eyes have a habit of causing
mild, liberal and beneficent protection of Britain | the one on whom they fix thewmsclves, to fecl
must regard the brutal domination of the Turk. | rather helpless;” and whose # voices are deep
If there be truth in the report that serious dis- | and monotonously sweet, just a few notes of a
putes have arisen between the Paslia of Egypt ) grandiy-toned organ ” (p. 41.) are, in our opinion
and the Porte, the circumstance may hasten | simply lusus nature, and supreme humbugs.  1a
the Jiberatidn of the Cretans, as well as other | penning such nonsense as that above quoted and
Christisn subjects of Turkey. We should not, | even worse than this, Miss *Thomas is” poaching
indeed, be surprised if the rumour were well | on the manors of Mr. Lawrence, author of « Guy
founded ; for it is undoubtedly the interest of | Livingston,” and Miss ¢ Quida,” (whoever she
Egypt to sever itself from all connection with may be) author of « Strathmpre,” ¢ Chandos,”
the Turkish empire, and so escape the destruc- | and other cruditics. She is of course wellaware
tion impending over the latter, the consumma.  of thig, but deliberately prefers writing  this
tion of which may bLe delaved, Lut not finally | bulderdash because it is sure to sell, to using the
prevented, languageof her own good sense, which assurcdly
ought 10 be cqually saleable, Her power of
humor is considersble, and the descriptions of
the Collins fawily and the Petherton Alliance
are extremely clever.  Her satire, howeves, is
dirccted too lwar;.aislcntl);) :‘gainsts éxcx!' own sex,
. RS and is occasionally 100 bitter. e has in this
]‘\lc“‘“‘t:{} -Dil‘::x;gr!?:gblzroﬂwrs, Publishers. novel apparently broken hersclf of some bad
~on N N 3. babits. In ¢ Theo Leigh® there was an undue
Among the female novelists who, during the ; amount of profane swearing. The baronctswore,
last few years, have produced somany clever | and was naturally imitated by bis servants. The
storics of English cvery day life, Miss Thomas i literary man of course swore, and cven a clergy-
occupies a bigh position. Her novels arc not | man swore in what Miss Thomassiogularly calls
machine-made. ler work, food, bad, or in-|* a sonl-relicving way. In # Played Qut™ we
different is at any rate “all made out of the | are happy to say that itisonly avulgar gin-dis-
carver's brain.® Without calling to her aid “Mur- { tiller, who, as fully rccorded at p. 82, veats bis
der, Mystery or Aachination,” which mway be | wrath against well bred socicty in the traditional
termed the three magic m's of Miss Braddon and | British manner. A tendency to the usc of slang
ber disciples, shic possesses in an eminent degree | was observable in some of Miss Thomas's former
the faculty of sustaining the rcader’s interest | novels: but in Ler prescat book she bas checked
from the first page to the last: and though the | this tendency, and writes, for the wmost part,
morality of her ordinary charactersisnotalways | pure and idiomatic Engliskh, Wemcet oceasion-
of an exalted type, still, as she simply claims to | ally with a Japsus ; as wlen at p. 18 she speaks
sketch life as she sees it, her portraitures may | of the hero as ‘* not being expected to do any-
after all be faithful photograpls of a certain | thing beyond swinging round inunison witi: the
class of society. The fitness of the rather Ameri- | straius, and not suffer Ais partner toslip.” Again
can title which Miss Thomas Las adoptcd, isnot | in describing Ler hieroine as babited for ariding-
perfectly intelligible until the final paragraphs { lesson she is guilty of the vulgarism, *sbe had
of the book, and the salisfaction of the reader { gof up with considerable care this moming.”
would, we think, bave been decidedly greater, | At p. 81 we read “ Nemesis rides neck and-
bad this title not been rendered necessary by the | neck with us on most occasions, bat ke heads
unsatisfactory conduct of the heroine. fickleness and inconstancy unfailingly." On
The story, asis not unusual with Miss Thomas, | this we may remark en passant that though the
has little or no plot. It describes a yearor so | parentage of the mythological Nemcesis is not
in the lifc of u girl who isall nerves and passion, { traced so  distinctly a® we could wish, still
and who, by force of a temperament that she | nobody but Miss Thomas hias bitherto doubted
makes no cfforts to control, is a consummate and | the female sex of the Divinity.
incorrigible flirt. Fond of excitement, greedy | But these and other slight blemishes of style
of admiration, and living only for the present | are hardly worthy of mention, and detract bot
momeat, Kate Lethbridge is often cruelly re- | little from the real merit of Miss Thomas asa
gardless of the feclings of the hero, Roydon | clear and forcible writer of fiction.  MHer most
Fleming; and “verily shc has her reward.” | serious fault, against which she bas frequently
Teuder and dutifuil as a daughter, she might | been warned, is that she writes fartoo hurried!ly.
casily have tutored herself into Lecoming & good | But so long as publishers will offer money, and
and faithful wife: but admiring one man (an | the public will read, it must be hard to refrain
intellectual giant) merely with Ler brain, and | from writing two, or even three tolerable novels
cncouraging the attentions of another (& fashion- | in time which is barcly suflicieat for one good
able dandy), from pure love of flirtation, | one. .
though her heart in reality never swerves
from the onc object of hier affections, she
at length loses the prize in the game of life
on which she had staked all her lopes, and
finds herself in the words of the American-sound-
ing title, “*Played Out® Left asshe isat the
cnd, hopefal of nothing save that *the fever
called living ™ ‘would soon wearitself away, she
cxcites our pity to an extent perhaps not war-
ranted Ly her character or conduct: and her

REVIEWS.
Pravep Ovr. A novel, by Annic Thomas;
Author of # On Guard ” ¢ Denis Donne,” &e. ‘

Prixciria Latica, parts Land I, By Witttax
Swita, L.LD., and Hexry Dristzg, L,.LD., New
York: Harper & Brothers, publishers, Mon-
treal : R, Worthington.

The study of the two classical languages will
ever hold a prominent place in the course of
instruction of the best schools, The sclection
of these languages as the basis of a liberaleu-
cation is justified on the ground that they bave

a more logical grammar, & more regular struc-
ture, acd tincer models of style than any others;
that they are the key to the languages of modern
Europe, and, above all, that tho very difliculty
of mastering them is a most important feat of
miental gymnastics,

In the Umiversity of Alabama, & seminary of
learning where no bigoted adherence to tradi-
tion can be suspected of prevailing, a committee
wag appointed a few years ago to enquire
whether studies of more immmediate utitity might
not be substituted for the study of the clussies.
The question was asked : 1s the classical
scholar as well fitted as persons trained in other
ways for doing the things that need to be doue
in Such times as these in which we live? Do
we find this classical training to be the best iu an
active, jostling and sticring age like the present,
for the senate, the bar, the platform, or the
press?  %he answer of the committee, given
it bold and decisive terms, but unfortunately
too lengiby to be here quoted, was unhesitat-
ingly in favour of the dead languages. If, then,
the study of Latin and Greek is admitted, even
by practical Americans, to be so mlugble an
element in education, it is surely of vital im-
portance that a boy’s introduction to this study
should be brought about in as pleasant a man-
per as possible. The asceat to the antique
regions should be accomplished Ly a gradual
and casy slope. The classical pill should be
somewhat gilded to induce the young to swal-
low it. In the present day no onc can reason-
ably complain thatsuch is not the case. Scholar
after scholar has toiled to simplify the initiatory
rites, which must be performed before a neophyte
is permitted to enter the sanclum sanclorum of
classical lore; and we have only to compare the
clementary books of to-day with those which
were used by our fathers, to sce how all difficul-
ties, nccessary and unnccessary, have of late
years been cleared away for the benefit of the
youthful student. )

The two works before us afford an admirable
proof that our assertion is correct. The first
volume is entirely the work of Dr. William Smith
(cditor of the well-known Dictionaries of Greek
and Roman Biography, Mythology, &c.), withthe
exception of & few uscful alteratiors and ad-
ditions made by the Amcrican editor, Dr.
Drisler. It has been compiled with the view
of combining the advantages of the older and
the more modern systems of instruction; but
the syathetic method has been mainly preferred
to the analytic, inasmuch as the ressoning
facultics of a boy, when he commences Latin,
are of course far less powerful and active than
bis memory. The work consists of two parts;
the first, containing the Grammatical Forms,
with Exercises in double translation after each
Declension and Gonjugation; the second, the
more important rules of Syatax, with explana-
tions of the most frequent idioms, cxemplified
by exercises. This first volume, containing in
itself Grammar, Excrcise-book, and Vocabu-
larics, is all that the stadent of the elemeats of
Latin will require for a considerable time.

The sccond volame of the seriesis a “First
Latin Reading Book,® compiled partly by Dr.
Smith, partly by Dr. Drisler. Dr. Smith's first pazt
in the original edition consisted of foursections,
viz: Fablcs, Anccdotes, Mythology and Geo-
graphy. For these Dr. Drisler bas judiciously
substituted Dr. Woodward's Epitome of Caxsar,
extending from the beginning of the first book
of the Commentaries through Caxsar's Gallic
campaigns to his departure from  Briwin.
This “Casar simplified,” by Dr. Woodward,
classical masterin Madras College, St. Andrews,
lias obtained extensive popularity &s an admir-
able introduction to the original text of the
Gallic War. Professor Pillans, of the Univer-
sity of Edinburgh, has thus commended u3¢
work in oncof Lis Essags: ¢ Dr. Weodward, in
performing Lis task, has sbewa so much judg-
rocnt, and so intimate an acquaintance with the
nature of the young mind, that I have no hesita-
tion in proncuncing the book 1o be, 3o farasl
know and am able to judge, the dest book for
iniliating the pupil inlo the practice of constraing
Lalin>

Dr. Smith's sccond partisareprintofa work exe-
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cuted more than sixty years ago by M. L'Homond
(Emeritus Professor in the Unircrsxty‘of Paris),
and entitled ¥ De viris illustribug urbis Rom:.”
It consists of suitably selections from Livy,
Valeriug Maximus, Florus, and other historical
writers, all well adapted to stimulate the
curiogity aud form the cliaracter of the young.
Dr. Smith has contributed the historical, and
Dr. Drisler most of the grammatical noter in
this part; while the dictionary to the whole
hook hasbeen a joint labour. In the grammati-
cal notes the rule of Syntax is always quoted in
full (generally from Zumpt), in order to impress
it upon the mind of the pupil, who might pus-
sibly neglect to refer 1o his gramnmar,

There can be no doubt that the first two
volumes of this serics will greatly facilitate the
study of the Latin language, and we can recall
no other works of a similar character which
arc better calculated in every respect to attain
the end for which they were undertaken.

Loxpoy Socizry.—\We have received from
Messrs. Dawson & Bros. the March number of
this magazine, The contents are of the usual
varicd and amusiag character, and comprise 2
paper by the # Amatenr Casual,” entitted # The
Private Life of a Public Nuisance™—a sccond
article on * Club Gossip,” a continuation of the
interesting scties of sketches of the ¢ English
Bench and Bar,” a further instalment of Miss
Anpie Thomas' new novel, together with a numn-
Ver of light and interestiag shorter articles.

BIRDS OF PREY.

ook the Thitd.
Continued from page 40.

Buat even in this sublimated state of mind Mr.
Hawkchurst was not exempt from the great ne-
cessity of Mr. Skimpole and humanity at large.
He wanted pounds. His garments were shabby,
and be desired new and elegauntraiment in which
to appear to advantsge before the eyes of the
woman Le loved. It bad been his privilege
on several occasions to escort Mrs. Sheldon and
the two younger ladies to a theatre; and even
this privilege bad cost him money. He wanted
pounds to expend upon those new booksand mu-
sic which scrved so often as the cxcuse fora visit
to the Lawn. Ie wanted pounds for very tri-
vial purposes; but he wanted them desperately.
A lover without pounds is the most helplessand
contemptible cf mankind.

In his dilemma Mr, Hawkehurst resorted to
that simple method which civilisation hasdevis-
ed for the relief of pecuniary difficulties of 2
temporary nature. e hiad met George Sheldon
several times at the Lawn, and bad become toler-
ably intimate with that gentleman, whom bLe now
kaew to bz ¢ the Sheldon of Gray’'s-inn,” and the
ally and agent of certain bill-discouaters. To
George he went one nioroing ; and afier request-
ing that Captain Paget should know nothing
of his application, explained his requirements.
It was & very small sum which he asked for,
modestly conscioas that the security be had to
offer was of theweakest. Hconly wanted thinty
pounds, and was willing to give 2 bill at two
moaths for fire-and-thirty.  °

There was & good deal of Liesitation on the
patt of the lawyer ; but Valentine bad cxpected
to meet with some dificulty, and was not
altogether unprepared for & point-blank refasal.
ile was agrecably surprised when George Shel-
don told him he would mansge ¢ that little mat-
ter ; only the bill must be for forty” Batin
proof of the liberal spirit in which Mr. Hawke-
hurst was to be treated, the friendly lawyer in-
forraed him that the two months should be ex-
tended to three,

Valeatine did not stop to consider that by this
fricndly pro.ess Lic was to pay at the rate of
something.over & hundred and thirty per ceant
per anaum for the use of the money he wanted.
He knew tht this was his ouly chaace of get-
ting money : 30 be shut his eyes to the éxpensive
natare of the transaction, and thanked M., Shel-
don for the accommodation granted 1o him.

“And now we've settled that little business,
1 shocld like to bave a few minutes’ private chat

with you,” said George, * on the understanding
that what passes betweea you aud me is stnctly
confidential.”

“Of conrse I"

# You seem to have been leading ratheran idle
life for the last few months, and it strikes e,
Nr. Hawkebhurst, you're too clever a fellow o
care about that sort of thing.”

“\Well, I have been in some measure wasting
my sweetness on the desert airy” Valentine aun- |
swered carelessly, ¢ The governor scems to
have slipped iuto o good berth by your brother’s |
agency , but 1am not Horatio Nugent Crome
Paget, aud the brougham d#nd lavender kids of
the Promoter are not for me.”

¢ There is mouey to be picked up by better
dodges than promoting,” replicd the attorney
ambiguously ; * but] suppose you wouldn’t care
for anything that didn't bring imnediate cash ?
You wouldi't care to speculate the chances,
lhiowever well the business might promise 77

#Ccst selon! That's asmay be,” answered
Valentine coolly. ‘¢ Yon sece those affairs that
promise so much are apt to fuil when it comes to
a question of performance. I'm nota capitalist ;
I can't afford to become a speculator  1've been
living from hand to mouth lately vy means of
occasional contributions to a sporting weckly,
and a little bit of business which your brother
threw in my way. I've been ableto be tolerably
useful to him, and he promises to get me some-
thing in the way of a clerkship, forcign corres-
pondence, and that kind of thing.”

¢ Rumph!" muttered George Sheldon; ¥ that
means cighty pounds a year and fourteen hours’
work a day, letters that must be answered by
this mxil, and so on. I don't think that kind of
drudgery would ever suit you, Hawkehurst.
You've not serced the right apprenticeship for
that sort of thing; you ought to try for some
higher game. What shiould you say 10 an affuir
that might put two or three thousand pounds in
your pocket if it was sucenssful 27

1 should feel very much inclined to fancy it 2
bubble ; one of those dazzling rainbow-tinted
globes which look so bright dancing about in
the sunshine, and explode into nothing dircetly
they encounter any tangible substance. How-
ever, my dear Sheldon, if you really have any
employment to offer a versatile young man who
is not overburdencd with vulgar prejudices,
you'd better put the business in plain words.”

] will,” answered George ; “bat it’s notan
affuir that can be discussed in five minutes.  It's
Tather & serious matter, and involvesa good deal
of consideration. I know that yowre aman of
the world, and a very clever fellow into the bar-
gain ; bot there's something more than that
wanted for this business, and that is patience.
The bare is a very finc animal iu her way, you
know; but 2 man must have a little of the tor-
toise in him if he waats to achieve any thing
out cf the common run in the way of good luck.
I have been working, and waitiag, and specula-
ting the chances for the last fiftecn years, and I
think I'v2 got a good chance atlast. But there's
& good deal of work 10 be done before the busi-
ness is finished; and I find that I mast have
some one to help me®

© What sort of busincss is it 27

«The search for the heir-atlaw of aman who
has died intestate within the l1ast ten years.”

The twomenlooked at cach otherat thisjunc-
ture; and Valentine Hawkchurst smiled sigaifi-
cantly.

¢ Within thelast ten years 72 hesaid.  “That's
rather 2 wide margin.®

“Do you think you would be a good hand at
bunting up the missing links in the chain of a
family history 7" asked Mr. Sheldon. *its ra-
ther tiresome work, yon know, and requires no
common amount of patience and perseveraace.”

4] can persevere,” said Valentine decisively,
#if you can show me that it will be worth my
while to do 30. Your want an heirat-law, and
T'm 10 Jook for him. What am I to get while
T'm looking for him? and what is to be my re-
ward if I find him 7

#1711 give yous pound & week and your trevel-
lingexpenses while you'reemployed in the search,
and Tl give you three thousand pounds on the

day the beir gets his rights.”

“ Humph!” muttered Mr. Hawkehurst rather
doubtfully, & three thousand pounds is a very
respectable haul.  But Jien, you sce I may fail
to discover the hicir; and even if I do find him,
the chances are ten to one that the business
would be thrown into Chancery at tho Jast mo-
ment 3 io which case I might wait Aill doomsday
for the reward of iy labours.”

George Sheldon shrugged his shoulders impa-
tiently. He expected this peaniless adventurer
to catch eaperly at the chance he offered.

“‘Phree thousand pounds are not to be picked
up in the streets,” he said.  “If you don't care
to work with e, I can find plenty of clever fel-
lows in London who'll jurap at the business.”

# And you want me to begin work—?"

¢ [oamediately.”

« And liow am [ to pay forty pounds in three
months out of & pound & week 2°

& Never mind the bill,"” said Mr.Sheldon, with
fofty generosity. #1f you work heart and soul
for me, I'll square that little matter for you ; Il
get it renewed for another three wonths”

¢ In that case I'm your man. 1 don't mind
a little hard work just now, and I can live upon
apound a week where another man would starve.
So now for my instructions.”

There was a brief pause, during which the
lawyer refreshed himself by twalking up and
down his office two or threc tinies with his hands
in his pockets. After which relief he secated
himself before his desk, took out a sheet of fools-
cap, and sclected a pen from the inkstand,

H1r's just as well to put things in a tho-
roughiy busincss-like manacr,” he said present-
Iy. 1 supposc you'd have no objection to sign-
ing & meworandum of agreement—nothing that
would be of any use in a court of law, you know
but « simple understanding between man and
man, for our own satisfiction, as a safeguard
against all possibility of misunderstanding in the
future. I've cvery reason to consider you the
most honourable of men, you kuow ; but hon-
ourable men turn round upon cach other some-
times. You might ask me for something more
than three thow'—if yousucceed in your search.”

“ Precisely 5 or I might make terms with the
hicir-at-law, and throw you over. Perhaps that
was your idea”?

@ Not exactly. The first haif of the chain i3
in my haads, and the second half will be worth
noth.ng without it. But to prevent all upplea-
santness we may as well put oor intentions upon
record.” .

i I've not the least objection,” replied Valen-
tine with supreme indifference. ¢ Deaw up what-
ever memorandum you please, and I'll siga it.
If you don't mind smoke, I should like to con-
sole myself with a cigar wbile you draw the
bond.”

The question was a polite formuls, the atmos-
phere of George Sheldon's office being redolent
of stale tobacco.

¢ Smoke away,” said the lawyer; * and if
you can drink brandy and soda at this time of
day, you'll find the de guoi in that cupboard.
Make yourself at home”

Ar. Hawkeburst declined the brandy and soda,
and regaled himsclf only with a cigar, which he
took from bis own case. He sat inone of the
second-floor windows smoking, and Tooking
dreamily into the gardens, while George Sheldon
drew up the agreement,  He was thinking that
any hazard which took him away from London
and Charlotte Halliday might bea fortanateone,

The lawyer finished his document, which he
read aloud for the benehit of the gentieman who
was to sign it. The agreement was in the ful-
lowing terms:

& Nemorandum of agreement between George
Sheldon on the one part, and Valentine Hawke-
hurst on the other part, wherby it is this day
mutually agreed by and between the parlies
hercto as follows s -

t¢ 3. That, in consideration of 2 weekly salary
of one pound while in pursuit of certain inqui-
ries, and of the sum of three thousand pounds
1o be paid-upon the arising of a certrin event,
namely, the establisghment of a2 heirat-law to
the estates of the late John Haygarth, the said
Valentine Hawkehurst sball act as agent for the
said George Sheldon, and shall not at'any time
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during the continuance of this agreement do any
nct to prejudice the inquiry or the steps nov:
being taken by the said George Sheldon to dis.
cover and establish an heir-nt-law 1o the estates
of the Inte John Haygarth,

2, Flhat at no e hereafter shall the said
Valestine Ilawkeburst be entitled to n larger
recompensc than i3 herinbefore provided: nor
shall he be liable to the said George Sheldon for
the return of any moneys which the said George
Sheldon may advanee on account of the saud
inguiries in the event of the sime not resulting
in the establishment of an heice to the estates of
the late John Haygarth,

3, That the sxid Valentine Hawkehurst shall
not alter lis charcter of ageat to the said
George Sheidon during the prosecution of the
said inquiry ¢ that he shall deliver over to the
said George Sheldon a1l documents and other
forms of evidence that may uarise from his, the
said Valentine Hawkehurst's inguiries ; and that
hie shiall week by week, aud every week, and as
often us may be necessary, report to the suid
George Sheldon the result of such inquirics,
and that he shall not on any pretence whatever
be at liberty to withhold such fruits of his
researchies, nor discover the same to any one
clse than the said George Sheldon, under a
peaalty of ten thousand pounds, to be recovered
a3 lquidated damages previously agreed between
the parties as the measure of diumages payable
10 the said George Sheldon upon the breach ot
this agreement by the said Valentine Hawke-
hurst.

4 In witness whercof the partics hercto have
this 20th day of September, 1562, st their hands
and aflixed their seals.”

4 That sounds stiff cnough to hold water in a
court of law,” said Valentine when George
Shcldon hiad recited the conteuts of the docu-
ment.

“ I don't supposc it would be much good in
Chancery-lane,” returnced the Jawyer carclessly ;
% though I daresay it sounds rather fonuidable
to you. When oue gets the trick of the legal
Jargon, it's not casy to draw the simplest form
of agreement without a few superfluous words,
1 may ag well call in my cletk to wituess our
siguatures, 1 suppose.”

¢ Call in any one you like.”

The clerk was summoned from a sunless and
airless den at the back of Ius principal’s office.
The two men appended their signatures to the
document ; the clerk added his in witness of the
genuine nature of those signatures, It wasan
affair of two minutes. The clerk was dismissed.
Air. Sheldon blotted and folded the memorandum,
and laid it aside in onc of the drawers of his
desk.

 Come,” he said cheerily, ¢ that's a business-
like beginning at any mate. And now you'd
tetter have some braudy and soda, for what
I've got to say will take somnc time in thie saying
of 1t.”

On this occasion Mr. Hawkehurst accepted
the lawyer’s hospitality, and there was some
little delay before the conversation proceeded.

It was & very long conversation. Mr. Shel-
don produccd & bundle of papers, and cxhibited
some of them to his agent, beginuing with that
advertisement in the Times which had first
attracted his notice, hut taking very good care
not to show his ~oadjutor the obituary in the
Olsercer wherein the amount of the intestate's
fortune was statcd. The ready wits which had
been sharpened at so wmany different grindstones
proved keen cnough for the occasion. Valentine
Hawkchurst iad had littlo to do with genealo-
gics or baptismal cegisters during his past
carcer; but his expericnces were of such =a
manifold nature, that hic was not casily to be
Laflled or mystificd by any new cxpericnce.  1c
shiowed lLimself almust as quick at tracing up
the intricacics of n family tree as Mr. Shcldon,
the astute attorney and practised gencalogist,

I have traced these Haygarths back to the
iotestate’s great-grand father, who was a car-
peater and & Puritan in the teign of Charles the
Fiest. Hc scems to have made moacy—lhow, §
Lave not been able to discover with any cct-
tainty'; Lut it is morc than probable hicserved in
the civil wars, and camc in for some of the
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plunder those crop-cared, psalm-singing. Pierce-
the-brain - of - the - tyeant -with-the-nail-of-Jacl
scoundrels were always in the way of, at the
sack of Royalist mansions.  The man made
money ; and his son, the grandfather of the in-
testute, was a wealthy citizen in the reigns of
Anne and the ficst George, 1o was o grocer,
and lived in the market-place of Ullerton ir
Leicestershire, an out-of-the-way sleepy place
itis now, but was prosperous cnough in those
days, 1 daresay. This wan (thoe graudfuther)
began the word well-ofty and amassed a large
fortune Lefore e had dono withit,  The Incky
beggar lived in tho days when free-trude and
competition were unuhnown, when tea was some-
thing like sixty shillings a pound, and when o
psulm-ginging sleck-haired fellow with a repa-
tation for wealth and honesty might cheat bis
customers to his heart's content.  Ile had one
son, Matthew, who scems, from what I can
gather, 1o have been : wild sort of fellow in
the carly part of his carcer, aud not to have
Leen at any time on the best possible terms with
the sanctimonious dad,  This Matthew married
at fifiy-three years of age, and died « year after
his marriage, leaving one son, who afterwands
Lecame the reverend intestate, with whom,
according to the evideace at present before me,
euds the dicect line of the Haygarths” The
lawyer paused, turned over two or three papers,
and then resumed his explanation. ¢ The sanc-
timonious grocer, Jonathan Haygarth, had one
other child besides the son—a daughter called
Ruth, who married a certain Peter Judson, and
became the mother of a string of sons and
daughters; and it is amongst the descendants
of these Judsons that we may have to look for
our heir at-law, unless we find him nearer home.
Now, wy ides is, that we skall find him ncarer
home

# \What reason have you for forming that
idea?” asked Valestine,

“« Pl tell you. This Matthew Haygarth is
known to bave been a wild fellow. 1 obtained
1 good deal of fragmentary information about
bim from an old man in some almshouses at
Ullerton, whose grandfather was a schoolfellow
of Matthews. He was a scapegrace, aod was
always spending wotey in London while the
resgectable psalmesinger was  hoarding it in
Ullerton. There used to be desperate quacrels
hetween the two men, and towards the end of
Jonathan Haygarth's life the old man made balf
a dozen differcnt wills in favour of half a dozen
differcut people, and cutling off scapegrace
Matthew with a shilling. Fortunately for scape-
grace Matthew, the old manr had o habit of
quarrelling with his dearest friends,—a fashion
not quitc cxploded in this enlighteued nincteenth
century,~nnd the wills were burnt ouc after
another, until the worthy Jonathan became as
helpless and foolish as his great contemporary
and namesake, the Dean of St. Patrick’s; and
after having died ¢ firsst at top,” did kis son the
favour to dic altogether, inlestule, whereby the
roysterer and spend thrift of Soho and Govent-
garden came into a very handsome fortuue. The
old man dicd in 17966, aged cighty ; a very fine
specimen of your good old English teadesman of
the Paritanical school. Tlie roysterer, Matther,
was by this time forty-six years of age,and, I
suppose, had grown tired of roystering. In
any case he appears ta have settled dowa very
quietly in the old family house in the Ullerlon
market-place, where e married a respeciable
damsel of the Paritan school, some seven years
after, and in which housc or in the neighbour-
hood whereof, hic departed this life, with awlul
suddenugess, one year after his mamiage, leaving
his son and hicir, the reverend intestate. And
now, my dear IHawkchurst, you're a sharp fel'ow,
and I daresay & good Liand at guessing social
conundrums ; so pechaps you begin to see y
ideal

# 1 can't say [ do.®

& )My notion is, that Matthew Haygarth may
possibly hiave marzicd before hic was fifty-three
years of age.  Mcen of his stamp don't often live
to that ripe age without Leing caught in matri-
monial toils somchow or other. It was in the
days of Flect marriages,in the days when young
men about town were cven more reckless and
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more likely to becomo the prey of feminine
deception than they aro now. The fuct that
Matthew Haygarth revealed no such marriage is
no conclusive evidence against my hypothesis.
He died very suddenly—intestate, as it scems
the habit of these Haygarths to die; and he had
never made any adjustment of his afiics,
According to the oldest inhabitant in Ullerton
almshouses, this Matthew was & very handsome
fellow, gencrous-iearted, open-handed ; u devil-
may-care kind of a chap ; the type of the rollick-
ing heroes in old comedies; the very man to
fall over hend nud ears in love before lie was
tweaty, and to go throngh fire and water for the
sahe of the woman hie loved. In short, the very
last man upon carth to live a biachelor until his
filty-fourth year.”

¢ e may—"

& He may have been a profligate, you were
going to say, and have had haser tics than those
of Church and State. w0 he may; but if he
was a scoundrel, tradition flatters him. Of
course 2l the mformation onc can gather about
aman who dicd in 1774 must necds be of a very
uncertain and fragmentary character. But if
can tenst the rather hazy recollections of my
oldest inhabitant about what his father told bim
his father lhad said of wild Mat Haygarth, the
voung man's wilduness was very free from vice.
There is no legend of inuocence betrayed or
infamy fostered by Matthew Haygarth., Ue
appears to have enjoyed what the young men of
that day calied life—attended cock-fights, beat
the watch, gambled a little, and was intimately
acquainted with the interior of the Fleet and
Marshalsea prisons. For nearly tweaty years
he seems to bave lived in London; and during
all those years he was lost sight of by the Uller-
ton people. My oldest inhabitant’s grandfather
wwas clerk to a merchant i the city of Loudon,
and had thercfore some opportunity of knowing
his old schoolfellow's proceedings in the metro-
polis. But the two townsmen don't seem to
have scen much of each other in the big city.
Their meetings were rare, aad, so faras I can
make out, for the most part accidental, But, as
1 said before, my oldest inhabitant is somewhat
hazy, and cxcruciatingly prolix; his chaff is in
the proportion of some fifty to onc of his wheat.
I've given 2 good deal of time to this casc
already, you sce, Mr. Hawkehurst; and you'll
find your work very smooth sailing, compared
to what I've gone through.”

¢ T darcsay that sort of investigation israther
tiresorne in the carlier stages.”

% You'd say so, with & vengeance, if yon had
10 do it answered George Sheldon almost
savagely. % You start with the obituary of
some old Lloke who was so disgustingly old
when he conscented to die that thiere is no one
living who can tell you when be was born, or
who were his father and mother; for, of course,
the old idiot takes care not to leave a blessed
document of any kind which caa aid afellow in
his rescarches. And when yowse had the
trouble of hunting up Lalfa-dozen men of the
same name, and have addled your wretched
brains in 1he atlempt to patch the half-dozen
men—turning up at different periods and in gif-
ferent places—into one man, they all tamble to
picces like a child’s puzzlc, and you find your-
sclf as far as cver from the man you -want.
However, yeu won't have to do any of that
work,” added Mr. Sheldon, who was almost in a
passion when he remembered the tronble he hiad
gone through. © The ground has been alt 1aid
out for yon, by Jove, s smooth asa tea-garden;
and if you look sharp, you'll-pick up your threc
thon' Wefore you know where you are”

41 hope I shall” answered Valeatine coolly.
He was not the sort of person to go into rap-
tures abont three thousand pouads, though such
a sam must nceds have scemed to him the wealth
of & small Rothichild. I know I want maney
badly cnongh, and am veads and willing to
work for it conscientiously, if I get tho chance.
Bul to return to this Matthew Haygarth, Your
idea is ‘that there may have been amarriage pre-
vious tu the onc at Ullerton”

u Precisely. Of course there may have been
no such previons marriage ; but you sec it’s on
the cards; and since it is on the cards, my notion
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is that we Lad better hunt up the history of
Matthew Huygartl's lifs in London, aud try to
find our heir-at-law there, beforo we go in for
the Judsons. If you knew how the Judsons
have married and multiplied, and lost themselves
among herds of other people, you wouldn't care
about teacing the ramifications of their family
tree,” said Mr. Sheldon with a weary sigh,

#'So be it,” exclaimed Mr. Hawkeburst eare-
lessly ; ¢ we'll leave the Judsons alone, and go
in for Matthew Haygarth.” .

He spoke with the air of aun archieological
ereules, to whom difliculties were nothing., It
scemed as if he would have been quite ready to
# go in” for somo sidereal branch of the Plan.
tagenets, or the femaledescendants of the Havdi-
canute family, if George Sheldon had suggested
that the intestate’s next of kin was to be found
there.

 Mat Haygarth, by all means,” he said, e
was on jollv-good-fellow-ish terms with the
dead and goue grocer’s son alrcady, and had the
tone of a wan who had been his friend and boon
companion. ¢ Mat Haygarth is our man, Bat
how are we to ferret out his doings in London ?
A man who was born in 1720 is rutlier a remote
kind of animal.”

s The secret of success in these matters is
time,” answered the Inwyer sententiously ; aman
must have no ead of time; and he must keep
his brain clear of all ather business. Those two
conditions are impossible for me, and that's why
1 want a coadjutor: now you're a clever young
fellow, with no professicn, with no particular
social ties, 18 I can make out, and your time is
all your own; crgo, you're the very man for
this business. The thing is to be done: accept
that for a certainty. It's only a qucstion of time.
indeed, when you look atlife philosophically,
what is there on earth that is not & question of
time? Give the crossing-sweeper between this
and Chancery-lane time cnough, and he might
develop into a Rothschild,  HHe might want ninc
hundred years or so to do it in; but there's no
doubt he could do jt, if you gave him time.”

Mr. Stcldon was becoming expansive under
the influcnce of the braundy-and-soda; for even
that mild beverage is not without its cffect on
the intellectual man,

# As to this Haygarth case,” he resumed, after
the consumption of a little more soda and a
little more brndy, # it's a suro success, if we
work it properly ; and you know three thou' is
not to be despised,” added George persuasively,
% cven if a fellow has to wait some time for it”

¢ Certainly not.  And the bulk of the lHay-
garthian fortunc—I suppose that’s something
rather stiff;” returned Valentioe, in the same
persuasive tone. )

¢ We'll, you may suppose it's a decent figure”
answered Mr. bticldon with an air of depreea-
tion, or how could I afford to give you thiee
thou' out of the share I'm likely to get ?°

¢ No, to be sure, 1 think 1 shall take to the
work well enough when once I get my hand i
but I shall be very glad of any hint you can
give me at starting.”

# Well, my advice is this: begin at the begin-
ning; go down to Tllerton ; see my oldest in-
habitant; I pumped biim as dry as I could, but {
couldn’t give myself cnough time for thoronghly
cxhaustive pumping; onc has to waste a smalil
cternity before one gets anything valuable oat of
those hazy old fellows. Follow up this Matthew
from his bicth : see the place where he wasborn;
ferret ont every detail of his life, so faras it is
to be ferreted ; trace his way step by step to
London, and when you get him there, stick to
him like & lcech. Don't lct him slip through
Your fingers for a day; hunt him from lodging
to lodging, from tavera to tavern, into jail and
out of jail—tantivy, yoicks, hark-forvard! I
kaow it's deuced hard work; buta man must
work uncommonly hard ‘in these days before be
picks up three thou”.  In o few words, the game
18 all before you ; so go in and wig,” concluded
George Sheldon, as e pourcd tho last amber
drops from the slim smoke-coloured bottle, and
a:d:l!owcd his glass of brandy undilated Ly
& :

{Tobe conlinued.)
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UNDER GREEK FIRE.

l)lll\';\'l‘-} advices from Athens tell us how
men, younyg aml old, are flocking to join
the Cretan tusurgents, while wives aud modhers
gladly see them go whencee they ave never likely
to return, Even boys cannot be restrained, and
the sons of many noble Athening families have
gone from their mothers' sides togive their yonug
liver 10 the cause of Greeee and freedons, What-
ever may be the issue of the present strugygle, it
is certain that the hatred off the Turkish race,
which burns in the heart of every Greek, will
uever slumber long, and it were well perhinps for
the interests of the Bustif the undying virulence
of that hatred were better understood than it is.

A striking instance of the true nature of this
deadly cnmity came to the knowledge of the
writer of these pages during a residence on the
spot where the event oceurred, and where the
survivor in *he tragedy was then still living,
aud, althou,n it tovk place many years ago, it
i3 su perfect an exemplification of the spirit that
is this moment agitating Grecce through the
length and breadth of the land, that it may be
well to give a simple statement of the ficts—
premising only, that, however diflicult of belicf]
they are strictly true.

Near the foot of Mount Pentelicus, and a few
miles distant from Athens, & tranqguil little vil-
lage lies in the heart of a thickly wooded hol-
low: it is surrounded by olive trees of greatage,
and every little flat-roofed cottage has its tiny
vineyard attached to it, or at least its garden,
contsining n pomegranate or fig-tree, as thesole
revenue of its possessor. In winter the Cephisus
runs through it with that delicious sound of
flowing water which is so refreshing in an arid
climate, and in smumer its dry bed, filled with
sparkling picces of white marble, is alwost hid
by the lovely rose laurels which cluster over it.
In the centre of the village stands the little
church, with its Byzantine architecture, its
ever-burning lamp, and its open door, through
which atdawn, and again at sunset, soft clouds
of incense are seen to roll, while thenonotonous
voice of the priest is heard chanting the old
words that have cchoed down to hiwn through
more than a thousand centuries. Near it is the
fountain, where the peasant women comein their
graceful Albanian dress, with brown capote and
long white veil, to fill the carthen jars they bear
on their shoulders, and which, in shape, are pre-
ciscly the same ns thosc depicted on the vases
found in ancient tombs. Iwmmediately behind
the village is the great myrtle-clad mountain,
whuse marble quarrics have yiclded up the
treasures which to this day give life tothe classic
memories of Greece—and on the other side, it
needs but to ascend a little rising ground to
catch sight of the gleaming pillars of the Parthe-
non, which scems, when spiritualized by the
cffect of strong sunlight, like the pure white
vision of some heaverly temple in the air.

1n one of the best housesof the village, whicly,
nevertheless, only consisted of onc large roomn
with an carthen floor, thero lived an old man
named Apostoli, with his son Costandi aud his
daughter Xanthi. Mo was looked upon as a
considerable proprictor, for he possessed two
olive trees of his own and some bechives; and
when ho went, as alkthe other men did, to smoke
Lis pipe in front of the hittle café in the cvening,
a place was always rescrved for him beside the
papas as the post of honour, although thic good
priest bimsclf differed in no respect from the
other villagers, excepting that he kuew the
Liturgy of S. Basil by hieart,  Arostoli and his
son had both taken arms against the Turks, and
they possessed one gnn between them, which had
done good exccution inthe timo of need. Xanthi
was fifteen, and beautiful as a Greek miriden of
that age often is, with her long almond-shiaped
cyes, clear olive complexion, aud splendid coils
of dark bair, which when left to hang loose
touched the ground at her feet. She wore it
twisted roand her litde red fez, with theee gold
coins hanging from it ovar hier forchead, which
counstitated all the mones that Apostoli and his
fathers before him hiad ecer possessed.  The soft
white vail with which she had- Leen taught to

cover the lower part of her faceleaving only the
cyes visible, when sho met any man, usually fell
in gracaful folds on her shoulders; her grey pe-
lisse, of # thick woollen material embroidered in
red, reschied her knees, nud below this she wore o
long whate garment with wide hanging sleeves,
which was contined to the waist by o silken
searl’; red slipperscovered hersmall brown feet -
and thus atured, in theidentical dee which her
dead mother and graudmother had worn Lefore
hier, little Xanthi looked us classical a figure ns
could well hiave been scen. 1t was a calm hot,
sunner everng, and, like all the other women in
the villuge, Xantbi wis seated on the ground,
ontside fiee own door, talking to the inlibitant
of the next house, who was in stsimilar positiow.
The contrast presented by these two neighbours
was very singulur, although their dress was pre-
cisely the same,  Xauthi was at the ripest hour
of lier young beauty, and Diamanti was not ouly
the oldest woman m the village, but probably
the oldest in Greece, for she bad numbered ot
hundred and twelve years, and looked the most
withered, wrmkled%ld muammy it is possible to
imagine. It almost seemed as if she had Leen
dricd up to such astate of complete preservition
that she must last for ever; and there was no
sign of hfe about her when her fuce was in re-
pose, except the dim black eyes which looked
out upon the world with an uncertain gaze, as
thongh 1t were steange to them. She was speik-
ing now, however, and the shrill, wuflled voice
seemed to come from a distance,

“Yes,corizi mou (my daughter),” she was saying,
“t1t 13 s 1 tell you—the saints have forgotten me
—1 am tired of living, and they ought to have
taken me years ago; but they have niever troub-
led their beads about me, and it is very unkind
of them, especially of Swunt Dimitri; for ftis 1
that have given hima taper on his feast-duy every
year, and letitburn dowa to the end, because
be was my husband’s name saint: he onght to
remember me at least: buthe don't—lie can take
Petrachi, the barber, who was only cighty, and
Stamina, the papas widow, who was uot so
much : but hie can't think of e, oh no "

“ Lell about your litsvand, miterss mou (ny
mother,)® smd Xanthi, interrupting the old
woman's grumbling. ¢ What was he like??

¢ How shiould I vremember? be has been dead
a hundred years. 1 married him when 1 was
cleven, and hic died the year after”

“Dead a bundred years ago? excliimed
Xanthi, letting her distall’ fall from her hand,
¢ and you a widow all that time! but you can
tell me if you liked hiw, surely, aud if you were
sorry when hie died 27

“ Notl, indecd! Iknow nothing about it, I
marricd himws because my father said I must do
s0, without wy ever having scen him befure the
wedding day, as you will uarry your bridee
groow, poulaki mou (ny hittle bird), when the
time cumes.”

Xaathi knew well in truth that this was the
fate before hier; marciages suuong the Greek
peasants are invariably arninged by the pavents
without the persons most concerned being con-
sulted in the smallest degree; but although so
little room is thus left for any romance of the
affectiong, it i3, neverthieless, round the detyils
of their betrothal and marsiage that the thoughts
and dreams of the young Greck wmaidens centre
entirely. It i8 iudeed, the ouly subject on
which their imagiuative aud nieatal powers, such
as they are, e exercise thuwselves, for thee
is litcrally nothing in their simple lives to
awaken thought ou those mysteries of life and
death which must, in some measure, be brought
before the lower classes in our country by the
uiere atwmosphere of religion aud cducation thaw
surrounds thew, The peasant gicls of Greecoe
spin their flax, roast their Indian corn, and pre-
pare pipes and coffee for the nen of their house-
hold, ull through the week in unvarying rou-
tine j and on Sundays and feast daystbey go 10
the church, aud Kiss the fect of the sacred icons,
and the haud of the pricst, aud once or twice i
year they perfonn other religions dutics, and
arc convinced that ull will be well with them in
that future beyend the grave of which they
ucver think—and thus the coming bridegroom,
whom their father is certaia to find for them, i3
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the only object cxternal to their everyday lives
on which their thoughts can dwell, and the
only object also which can touch ever so lightly
the slumbering depths of passion that lie hid iu
the ardent Eustern nature.

# But, mitera mon,” said Xanthi, still pursuing
ber researches into the history of the puor old
worn-out heart that wus beating so feebly now
with the last remnant of life, ©if you lived n
whole year with your busband, you must re-
member if you grew to love him, and if' it scem-
ed to you when he died as if the sun had gone
out, as I am sure it would to me?”

« [ tell you, poulaki, I remember nothing about
him. I know { got the public mourners to come
and shrick when he died, for I always did my
duty, I did—but { don't eure anything about 1t
—1I waut to die, if only Saint Dimitri would
act like a Christian, and take wme.”

« Well, mitera mou, you are very old, 1
know,” said Xanthi with a sigh, © but I do not
think if 1lived ceven as long as you have Jone
I should wish to die, I shuuld not like to have
my best clothes put on me, gnd be carried away
to be hid underground, I want to live; [ do
not want ever to die.—0h, life is sweet!” Her
voice grew tremulous, and her cyes shoue with
a softented light as she turned them to a distant
point in the olive grove, which scemed to sug-
west some thought to hier that lay fiur deeper
than her words.

@ Ah, well,” grambled Dinmanti; # yon will
not find it so pleasant when you hive no teeth
to eat even olives with, and when you canuot
see whether it is o grape or a blue beetle you
are putling in your mouth, as it happened to
me yesterday.” Just at this moment Apostoli
came slowly up, pipe in hund, and told Nanthi
to come into the louse, as he had something to
say to her.,

Shie obeyed, and the old wan scated hitmself
cross-legged on the divan, where o little square
carpet formed his bed at night, while his daugh-
ter sat down on the ground at his feet. Apostoli
smoked in silence for a few minutes with great
solemnity, and then said :

# My daughter, you are now fifteen, are you
not ??

# Yes, father; I began my sixteenth year on
the feast of the sleep of the Virgin?

1t Itis & greatage,” said the old man, gravely ;
« you should have gone home o a husband last
year, but I have been so occupicd with those ac-
cursed Turks that I have neglected my duty to
you ; howerver, itis all settled now. I have found
you a brudegroom, and you will be married next
week?

Nanthi started violently, while the sudden
colour dyed her ficq with as rich aglow as that
whbich blushes over Hymettus when the sun is
sinking.

¢ Oh, my futher, no!” she exclaimed.
not wish to marry.”

Apostoli took his pipe out of his mouth, and
stared at her in utler anazement.

« Xanthi, have you slept under the moon and
gone mad that you speak such words? You
ouglt to hide your face forshame that you are not
marricd alrcady ; but there will be no more de-
lay now; yourgodfather and godnother are pre-
paring your crown, und the papas hias promised
to have the wedding next Sunday.”

¢ But wlo is the bridegroom, father 27 asked
Nantli, clasping her bands with a movement of
pain.

! # Xanthi, is that a proper question for you to
ask 77 said Apostoli severely, ¢ What bad spirit
is come to you to-day 2°

The young girl bentdowa her hiead in silence, §
tears dropping from her eyes.

# You can ask me, if you like, what I intend to
give you for your portion, and you will sec you
have o good fathier, I have promised that you
are to have three beehives and your mother's
clothes. The bridegroom's father is to give two
olive trees and the house furnished. Ab!itis
a good bargain”—and hie stroked his head in a
self-satisfied manner.

“ Do I know the bridegroom’s father?” asked
Xanthi, with apparent uncorcern.

# No, you have never seen bim; he is the
demark of Keflesin)” said the old man, falling
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into the trap, # and Manolaki is his only son, so
he is willing to do greas things tor him.  Now,
my little baed, Chave told you thus carly of your
wedding in order that you mny hieve time to get
the sweetments ready, and the gold threads to
mix with your lair, and it may be as weil to
have your cycbrows and eyclids painted to-
wworcow 5 but your godmother will see to all that
—she is coming a3 soon as the sun rises.”

While he spoke Costandi came throngh the
gacden and into the house with the peeuliarly
hanghty, atmost insolent bearing  wlich the
Greek peasantis so apt to assume; ho had the
delicate profile and short upper lip of his race,
and was & fine-looking youth, full of encrgy nud
vigour——stranegely ditlferent, indeed, to what he
was later in hife when he was known to the wri-
ter as & worn, moody, restless man, who wander-
ed about an the deadly sunshive when every one
clse was sleeping, us ift haunted by fatal memo-
ries that would not die.

* 1 have told Xanthoula said Apostoli,
adsdressing himy,  that the bridegroom yon kuow
of 13 comnng for her on Sunday.”

Al it s time, indeed, said Costandi, @1
an ashamed to see her still in her futher’s house
there 1s pot o mmiden in the village so old as
she iz, and unmarried 3 you should have seen to
it earlier, patera mon.”

% Is at wy fault?  Could { bring bridegroowms
down from heaven when they had all gono off to
figlit with these dogs of Turks? but we shall
soon sce her taken home now.  Xanthij, are you
dre:uning, that you do not fill your brotber's
chibonkt? Do not you sce that hie is waiting
for 117"

Xanthi had been sitting with her eyes hidden
in her hands ; she now rose with a heavy, sullen
look on her beautiful face, and, dragging her
feet slowly along, went to fill Costandi's pipe.

Soon ufter the fumily prepared t0 go to rest
for the night, and as itwas extremely hot Apos-
toli and his son took their carpets from the
divan which forraed their couch in colder wea-
ther, aud went sut to sleep in the garden. Xan-
thi had already luin dows on u mat near the
door, aud appeared to be sunk in a pro-
found slumber.  There was, in reality, bow-
ever, no sleep uander those long eyclashes
wet with tears, and the wild beating of
ber heart might almost bave been hicard iu the
intense stillness that soon fell on all around.
For an hour or two the Greek girl lay perfectly
still, then cautiously she sat up and listened,
with lier large dark cyes glancing from side to
side like those of a young fawa when it fears an
cnewmy. There was not o sound, howerver, ex-
cept the little green frogs chirping in the trees,
and the perpetual creaking noise of the cigala.
At last shie rosc—laid aside ber slippers—ga-
thered her veil over her face, and stole out of
the house. She passed her father and brother,
who both lay buried in deep sleep,with the utmost
caution, and then witha swift and noiseless step,
her naked feet scarce touching the ground, she
fled away through the village, and out into the
olive grove beyond, never stopping till she
reached o spot in the centee of the wood, marked
by thbe traces of some very ancieat ruins, IHere
she paused. Her feet, thoughShe knew itnot,were
on the site of n temple once dedicated to Pallas,
whileatalittle distance from her were the remains
of a chapel which bore the evidence of four differ-
ent cpochis unmistakably on its crumbling walls,
A bas-relicf, in good preservation, showed that
here a temple had stood in honour of Venus; an
ioscription somcewhat lese ancient told that it
had been converted” into a Christian church in
the carliest ages of the faith; a round Byzantine
dome, rem:uning entire, indicated that it had
next been changed into w Turkish mosque, and
now again the lamp burning before the broken
altar proved that it was in the hands of those
:ivho style themsclves pre-cminently the ortho-
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But Xanthi cared nothing for the classic asso-
ciations of the spot, nor yet for thc unspeakable
beauty of the night, which must bavo filled al-
most with a sense of joy a heart less troubled
than lier own. The glorious stars of Greece
were gleaming in the deep blue heaven with an
intense brightness which was only rivalled by

the flashing of tho great meteors that darted
to and fro a8 if on mysterious messages ; below,
the vast expanse of the olive grove, silvered by
the pure light, shimmered and glistened like tho
waves of the sea, while the soft purple of the
hills wmelted into the c¢loudless sky, with an
cllnc1rcnl delicacy of outline which was exquisitely
lovely.

But there was only one good {u heaven or in
earth for Xauthi in that hour, and she was wait-
ing for it now with longing eyes und parted lips,
and hauds clasped tight to still the throbbing of
hier hieart, Soon the-sound which was the music
of life to her came fuintly on the air, She heard
the galloping of ¢ horso coming ever nearer and
nearer towards ier.  Now her eyes grew larger
with joyful excitement, her chest heaved, her
preathing became short and hurried—unearer and
nearer—throngh the trees she can discern the
beantful Arab mare that was bearing to her the
desire of her heart, and in another mowment the
horseman was at hee side.  He flung himself to
the ground and canght her in his arms, while
she let her head fall on his bLreast with a fuint
cry of delight,

But now the terror and the curse of Xanthi's
fate is seen, for tho lover whom the Greek maiden
has welcomed with such rapture isa Turk! A
noble-locking man indeed ; but a Turk wearing
a green turban, which marks him as a descend-
ani of Mabomet, and a scimitar which bad often
been reddened by the blood of Greeks.

Xanthi bad loved her country and hated the
Moslem once, and she knew but too well the
infumy and loathiag that would fall on her name
if it were known that she showed fuvour to the
tyrant of her people—but she loved him! She
loved him with the devotion of a first affection—
with the firc of youth—ith the passion of her
Eastern nature—country and home—{father and
friends~all were nothing to her now in com-
parison of oue touch from that hand, one look
from thosoe cyes.

# Oh, Achmeti!” she said, as they sat dowu
together at the foot of au olive-tree; ¢ it is well
we were to meet to-night, for you must save me
now, or it will be too late for ever,” And she
shuddered, squeezing her little hands into his as
if she wanted him to hold her safe from the grasp
of others.

# What has happened 2" bie said, drawing ber
nearer to him,

«t My father is going to bring a bridegroom on
Sunday to take me away.”

© A bridgeroom!” said Achmet, scoffingly.
“Iam your bridegroom, Xanthoula, and none
othier shall you have,” .

“ know it, Achmeti mou, I would rather
dic than go with another; but what shall I do
when my fatlier brings bim to marry me? Qb,
don't lct him take me away!”

« Fear nothing, my little bird, he shall never
come near you, for you must do now what should
have been done long ago.  Youmust come with
me to wy strong tower in Negropont, where you
will be safe for the present, and then, when I
can get a ship, I will teke you to Stamboul,
where you shall live in my harem, and do nothing
bat amusc yourself all day long.”

« Oh, Acbmet, if only you were a Greek!”
she said, putting her arms round his neck,

¢ Can you not love me as I am—Xanthi, can
you not 7 he answered, holding back her head
that he might look into her eyes.

« I do, 1 do, better than life; but my father—
my brother—if they were ever to know I had
gono away with & Turk!® and she shuddered
from head to foot.

# They never will know it, angelaki moa (my
littlc angel) ; you must como With me now—at
once. My good Arab will have placed you in
safety before they bave awakened to miss you.
Come, my thrice beloved—light of my heart
~—we must not dclay another instant.”

He rose, and drew Xanthi to her feet, She
stood for o moment trembling and changing
colour, Lier eyes full of tears, her lips quivering;
her country, her religion, her father, were strain-
ing on the chords that bound them to her heact
~hile before her was tho face which was the
sun of her existence.

« Choose, Xanthi,” said Achmet, who was
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watching her keenly ; #if you do not come with
me now, you will never se¢ me again,”

With a cry sho flung herself into his arms,

s Achmeti mou, you must be my home, my
country,my attt?

Without a word he lified her on the horse,
took his seat behind her, and in another moment
they were flying through tlie olive groveas if the
beautiful Acab had wings to his feet.

Xanthi was misscd as soon as her father and
brother awoke, for it was & circumstance so un-
precedented that o Greek peasant girl should
be absent from her Lome, that it excited alarm
and suspicion at once, Costandi went without
deluy into the village to try and obtain sowme
tidings of her, and iu the course of an hour he
came back to bLis futher, with his fuce so trans-
formed by furius passion that the old man rose
appalled from his seat, and could only gasp out
¢ Ay daughter?!”

 Your danghter and my sister no more,
fatlier,” snid Costandi, grinding his teeth, * the
sccursed woman has given hersclf to Achmet,
the Turk—yes, the Turk!—und i3 gone with
him to his home!"

The old man gave a cry almost like that of n
wild beast when his prey is torn from him,

% [t cannot be—it cannot be,” he groaned
out; “that son of a dog may have carried her
off, but sbe has not consented.”

# She has,” said his son. He came up to
Apostoli, and spoke in a voice of deep passion.
@ Listen, father; the papas met taem in the
olive grove—she wos on, the borse in front of
the Turk—the priest thought she was being
stolen away, and he caught the bridle, and be-

sought that hound to give her up to him ; then
Xanthi—Xanthi, fathert—turned and put her
arms round the Turk, and said she would never
leave him—she would go with him wherever he
wents she was bis own, his wife!”

Apostoli stopped his cars. ¢ Euough,” he
said. liesat down on the divan, his face chang-
ing to a livid bue and a dark expression of con-
centrated rage aund hate. At last he slowly
steetehed out bis right haud and said: ¢ Let
her be anathema.”

¢ It is not cnough only to curse her, father,”
said Costandi, very stowly. The old man look-
¢d up and met his son’s eyes. He understood
the meaning they expressed, uud his ghastly fice
became convulsed in the agony of the terrible
conflict of fecling that was rending his heart.
Costandi continued to meet his almost implor-
ing gaze unflinchingly ; at last the old may, in
a faint, broken voice, whispered : # My son, must
ithe?”

4 Father, are you a Greek,aud do yonask me 7"
With a groan Apostoli drew his capote over his
Lead, laid his face on his arms, and remained
motionless, €ostaadi took his gun from the
corner of the room and went out.

It was night once more—sweet, beautiful, and
calm, as that which had witnessed Xanthi's
final apostacy to her country and her faith; and
the solema loveliness of the hour was ¢ven more

cxquisite in the pine-grove of Souli, where she
now enjoyed it, than in the familiar scene where
she bad beheld it last. This grovelics along one
side of the plain of Marathon, in the ghade of
the mountaias that encircle it, and forms the
only break in that wide expanse whose edge is
washed by the rippling waves, with the excep-
tion of the tumulus in the centre, where the
bones of the long-remembered heroes yet rest in
peace,

The sea was lying now under the soft starlight
like a sheet of molten silver, screne as the cloud-
1ess sky that looked down on the calm sceac of
ancient strifo]; and the hush and stillaess in the
air were so completo that one might well have
fancied ono could bave heard, according to the
old tradition, the phantom horses of the Persinns
neighing in their agony, and the shout of the
Grecks as they rushed to their death. Within
the pine-grove tho shadows lay soft and decp,
but there was light enough for littlo Xanthi to
busy herself in preparing a repast for her lover
with the provisions which he had carried off
from a Inckless Greek peassut, whom ko had
met on the mouatain path going home with a
well-laden donkey, Achmet had brought Xanthi

shore, Butthis is certain—the deadiy hatred to

to this spot to rest till the heat of the day was
over, and they intended to resumo their journey
in an hour ot two, Xanthi was moving about
with o light sfep and a sunny smile, arranging
the grapes and bread and the skin of wine at
the foot of a tree, where her lord could recline
at ease, She hud given hierself up for the time
to the intoxicating sweetness of the love she no
longer carcd to concenl; they were together,
free and alone, and sbe had flung out from her
heart all thought of Greece in its oppression,
and her father iu his anger and misery, Achmet
wis with lier, and what was all the world beside
to her 7 This, she felt, was the crowning hour
of hur Jife, the best, the swectest 5 and true jt is,
that the brightest and loveliest hour of duy is
often that over which the sun cast his lasts
rainbow-tinted rays before e leaves the world
to gloom and night.

Presently Xanthi discovered that the wooden
water-bottle, which Achmet carried slung from
lis saddle, was empty, and that it must be re-
plenished as much for the sake of the horse us
for theic own, The Turk ot once said that he
kuew there was a little mountain stream not
very far up the hill-sidd, where ho would go to
fill it: and smiling at Xanthi's entreatics that
he would come back as quickly as he could, he
swung the bottle over his shoulder, and disap-
peared among the trees. Still she husied her-
self in preparations for his comfort, and at Inst,
having made every arrangement she could think
of that was likely to please him, she weut and
stood quictly leaning against a tree, with her
beautiful bright face turned in the direction
from which she expected to secher lover return,
After o littlo time her ear detected a foot-
step coming towards her; she leancd eagerly
forward, callingoutin a joyous tone—* Achmeti,
my thrice beloved, are you come 2?—and a voice,
a voice she knew too well, answered, hoarse
with rage—t Accnrsed woman! it is I who am
come!

The arms stretelied out to embrace her lover,
fell at hier side; her large eyes, dilated with un-
utterable terror, became fixed and glassy; her
lips refused to form even a cry for help ; frozen
with the awful presage of her fate she stood like
a statue, waiting the approacl of the avenger.
Soon, from among the trees, hier brother appear-
cd, and stopped a few paces from her, where the
full starlight fell upon his cruel, inexorable face.
Stowly be raised his gun—then a wild shrick
burst from tne unhappy girl; she fell on her
kaces, and clasped her hands.

¢ Amaua! amaun!? she cried, in a voice of
stifled agony. This word, which means simply
merey, is a Turkish expression; but it is cur-
rently used in Greece, aud at another time it
would not have been remembered from what
language it was taken; now, if anything could
have added to Costandi’s implacable wrath, this
would bave done it,

¢ You do well to ask mercy in Turkish: it is
a fitting word to be the last on the lips of o
false-hearted Greck, and now, in your own
blood, will X wash out the stain of your infamy 1"
He fired, as he spoke, with asure andsteady aim.
Xanthi, struck to the heart, fell over on her side,
and on her beautiful face, upturacd to the star-
light, death stamped the scal of its mysterious
calm, effacing for ever the look of horror and
fear which had marred its loveliness in the last
awful moment of consciousness,

Costaundi drew ncar and looked at ber, not to
mourn the fair young lifc he had destroyed, but
to assurc himself that tho work was well and
surely done, and that the child of their common
parents could be false to Greeee no more. Then,
whea he had fully satisfied himgelf that Aclmet
would find only a corpse where he Lad Ieft a
form of living beauty and a heart beating with
love, he turned calmly from the spot and disap-
pearcd among the trecs.

Costandi lived many long years after Greece
bad been frec, and the Moslem drivea from bier
faircst possessions. Hc may be living still—~
possibly he i3 one of those old men, of whomn we
have heard, who bave renewed their youth in
tbe causc of Crete, and are ¢ven now fighting,
hand to Land, with their ancient foes on her

the Moslem, which nerved his hand to shed tho
blood of his young sister, and lny her sweet life
in the dust of death, is burning now in the heart
of every Greek, with ns quenchless a fire as
ever in those dnys of more visible conflict ; and
whatever the future may have in store for the
East, that fire will uever dio out while Turkey in
Europe can be said to exist.

IIELGA AND HILDEBRAND.*

Helga sits at her chamber door—

Gad only my heart from sorrow can sever*
She soweth tho sumo scam o'cr and o'er.
Let metell of the sorrow that lives for ecer !

What shie should work with g thread,
Sho works alway with sik instead ;

What her fingers with silk should sew,
She works away with gold, 1 trow.

One whispereth fn the ear of the Queen,
o Helga §s rewing tmorning and e'on !

Haor seam i3 wildly and blindly done
Down on the seams her tear-drops run

The good Queen hearkens wonderingly .
1u at the chamber-door goes she.

* Hearken unto me, little one !
Why is thy scam so wildly done 2

¢ My seam §s wild and my work {s mad,
Because wny heart is so sad~s0 sad !

My father was a Ring so good—
Fifty kuights at his tablo stood.

My father Jet me sew and spin.
Twelve knights cach strove my luve to win :

Eleven wooed mo 83 lovers may,
‘Fho twelfth o stole my heart away 3

And lie who wed mo was Hildebrand
Son to a King of Eungelland.

Scarce did wo our castle gain,
Wheon the news was to my father ta’en.

My father summoned his followers then :
¢ Up, up ! and arm ye, my merry men ¢
Don your breastplates and helmets bright,
For Hildebrand is a fiend in fight ¢*

They knocked at the door with mailéd hand
¢ Arisc and hither, Sir Hildcbrand ¢

Sir Hildebrand kisscd me tenderly :
* Name not my name, an thou lovest e §

Even if I biceding bo,
Natino me nover till lifo doth flce ¢*

Qut at the doar sprang Hildebrand,
His good sword glistening in his hand,

And cre tho lips could mutter a prayer,
Slew my five brothers with goldon hatr,

Only tho youngest slew not ho—
My youugest brotuier so dear tome.

Then cricd I loud, ¢ Sir Hildobrand,
I tho name of our Lady, stay thy haad ¢

Oh, sparo the youngest, that he may ride
With the bitter news tomy mother's sido ¥’

Secarccly the words wero uttercd,
Whacn Sir Hildebrand fell bleeding and dead,

To his saddle my brother, fierce and cold,
Tied me that night by my tresscs of gold.
Qver valtoy and hill he s s 3

With thorns aud brambles my body bleeds.
Qver valley and hill we ficot

Tho sharp stones stick in my teuder feet.

Through deep fords the horse can swim ;
Ho drags mo choking after him.

Wo came unto tho castlo great ;

My mother stood weeping at tho gate.
My brother built a tower forlorn,

1o paved it over with fliut and thorn 3

Aly cruel brother placed me there,
With only my silken sark to woar.

Whene'er I moved in my tower forlorn,

My fect wero picreod with sharp, sharp thorn,
Whensoever I slept on the stones,

Achos and pzins were in all my bones.

My brother would tortare me twentyfold
But my mother begged 1 might besold.

A clock was tho Rﬁée they took for me—
It hangs on"tho hirk of our Ladie.

And whea the clock on the kirk chimed first,
The heart of my mother asunder burst.*”

13

Ero Helga all ber tale Lath said,
{ God only my keart fYom sorrow can sever!)
On the arm of the Queen sho is lying dead.

( Zet me tell of the, sorrow that lives for ever!)

* From Ballad Stories of tho Affections, from the
Scandinavian ; By Robert Buchanan,
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Letters addrexepd forthe Editorshould he addiessed
« Bditor of Saturday Render, Drawer 4015 aud come
municutions on business to R, Worthingtes, pub-
Hsher.”

R. E.—Wassail is derived from the old Anglo-
Saxon Was hael—* Be in health The drinkmg
of healths is of very ancient date ; but the aj-
plicativn of the word « toust” is modern, having
had its origin in the practice of putting 1 piece
of toasted bread n a jug of ale—hence called
oq toast and tankard.”  The custom of so using
the word is stid to have had its rise at Bath
the reign of Charles 11, Tt happened that on
public day a celebrated beauty of thuze times
was in the lurge public bath, and one of the
crowd of her admivers took a glass of the water
in which the fair one stood, and deauk her
health to the company,  There was in the place
a gay fellow half tipsy, who offered to jump in,
and declared, though he liked not the liquor, he
would huve the toast, e was opposed in his
1esolution ; yet this whim gave foundation to
the present honour which is done to the lely
we mention in our liquorz, who has ¢ver since
been ealled & toast—2utler,  Begun in the form
of toasting beauties at private parties, toasts
were in time given on all sorts of subjects at
public festivities,

A. B.C.—Wlien, on the side-walks, two persons
proceeding in diflerent directions are about to
pass, each should pass to the right-hand of the
other.

W. W. B.—The article s respectfully declined.

A Coxstast REAper.~\We cannot say posi-
tively, but we will endeavour to armnge in
fature that the scrinl tale or tales shall conclude
with the volume.

Mavpg.—The lines entitled ¢ Days of O™ arc
declinted with thanks,

Gro. D. L., Port Dover.—We have entered
vour name as i subscriber for the club, and
Tanded the problem to our chess editor, who
will report in due course,

V.—The publisher will retpin the Canadian
copyright of the prize story, but the suthor will
be att liberty to republish in Great Britain. We
can give no definite reply to your other question.

DsLr.—The phrase, ¢ Mind your P'sand Q's,”
is said to have originated in the tavern practice
of scoring debts due by customers, the P’s sig-
nifying pints, and the Q's quarts. It was, and,
for aught we know, is still, custorcary in the
rural districts of England to scorc these debts
with chalk upou the inside of the bar-room deor.

A Stnscminer—2A Morgonatic marriage is one
that is cclebrated with the understanding that
the issue of such marriage will not inherit the
title or ostate of the father. Such a marriage
Jdocs not sanction the having two wives at the
same time.

A. J—Much obliged. We
specimen copics for your canvass.

DBorrox.—Decdined with thanks.

AnTicr We—Yes,

will forward

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

A Carib being asked if he remembered 2 cer-
tan benevolent missionary, calmly replied, © He
was 2 good man. Me ate part of him.”

« Do you like fish-balls, Mr. Wiggins 2" Mr.
Wiggins, liesitatingly—* I really don't kno,
Miss Robinson ; Incverrecollect attending one.”

« 1 have just packed my cight childrea off to
sclicol ; how would you like the care of so
many 7” said a mothier 10 an old bachclor. “Why,
1 should Zate it,” he replicd.

« \Would not you, sir, start as Mr. Garrick
doeg, if you saw a ghost 7 said Jemmy Boswell
to Samucl Johnson, 1 hope not,” replied
Johnson, «if I did 1 should frighten the ghost.”

¢ One miglt have heard a pin fall,” is a yro-
verbial expression of silence; but it bas been
cclipsed by the French phrase, ¢ You might
have heard the unfolding of a lady's cambric
handkerchicf”

THE SATURDAY READER.

ce e eewema e

Dr. Browne having long admired a very heave
tiful young lady, made a point of always giving
her for his toast,  Being once told it was time
to change it, ho replied, 1 believe it js; for
though 1 hanve been tonsting her for these tweaty
years, I have not been able to make her brown
yet.

Dr. Dosey wag ill : his teiend, the Rev, Peter
Quick, applicd 10 the patron for the next presen-
tation 3 but the Doctor recovered, and uphraided
the Rev, Peter with such o breach of friendship,
saying, 4 You looked for my death”—¢ No, no,
doctor,” said Peter, # you quite mistake ; it was
your living I looked for.”

“ Alls well that ends well,” as the gentleman
said when he wrote the posteript to his letter.

“ Measure for measure,” as the chemist said
when hetook a bad sixpence for a black draught,

PASTIMES.
FLORAL ANAGRAMS,
1. Why zero pert ¥
2. O dred hora ugd.
3. A bard led 2o J. C.
4. Y. his hut can.
) Brrices,

SQUARE WORDS.

1, A sign.

Ananjmal,

A luke in Ircland.

Want.

FHERTHIEN

2. Lo transmit,

Always,

A Roman Emperor,

A particle of water.

INRERNAN.
TRANSPOSITIONS.

1. PANTRISTONSIO. A rort of puzzle,
2 RALSIRCHARLIEMORBEB. A British gencral,

CHARADES. ,

I amaword of mmueletters, My 1,2,7ig a beves
ragos wy 5, G, 7.1, 2 isa uscful article; my 5, 6,2, 7,
1 eignities power; 1y, 6, 7, 8, 4isa fruit; my 9,4,
7, I'signitics warmth, my 8.4, %, 6 {sa fruit, my 1, 4,
7.6, ixto rend; my G, 4,7, 8 is to cut down; my 5, 7,
1,9,2,8isto {nck up; my 8. 2,4,3 istopare; iy 7,
3,2 is a malt liquor; my 9, 7, 3, 4 is heartys my 7, 8,
4 isan animal; wy 9,4,7, 3istocure; my '3, 4,7, §, i
tojumr: wy 3,4, 3 i3 a part of tho body: my2,4, 3,
isatish; my 9,4,7, Sistoring: my 1,6, 7, 8 is tv
catch. dly rwhole {3 a usetul Iuvention,

My jirst is drawn on paper, to convey
Distinct ideas of’ what it does pourtray’

My nest’s 2 word that to tho French Leiongs,
Jt's also found in loman poct's songs;

My 1chole, a wander as its name implics,

O its appoiuted path untiring flics.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
Two words, of five letters cach, tho letters in cach

to bo thesame. The five words forming the acrostic
to contalu the samoe number of letters cacl,

1. Half of’ a relation,

2, A siall fiddle.

3. A card,

4. A boverage.

6. An animnal.

ENIGMA,

Tread lightly, speak low, nay, profound silence keep,
1f so be that you mean not to break on my sleep;
My dreams you can't hurt, for, though strange rz may

F. F.

scem,

T courd xlumnber for ayc, unmolested by dream,
Impar. not to me \\'lmtf'ou wish to couceal;

I'm % tell-tale, and ail chiat I catels I revesl:

So bcm\rg what you say, if you're wiso—do youmind

mer—
For you know not in what Jurking place you may find
)

me.

And trua it will prove, as my voice that is heard,

That whene'er 1 discourse, I must havetho last word;

Yet in converse with me when you hiappen to fall,

¥ epeak what you wish, or 1 epeak not at all.

1 reo in all tongues, and havo oft uscd thoworst,

Always ready to prate, but I never speak tirst;

Like = cunuing disputer, "tis with mea fixed plan, sir,

To mect question with question, always shirking au
RAnwer,

Where once I am found, or in grotto or glen

130 assured you may slways detect me swain,

For where naturo or art hias determined m; lot,

As a truo lover constant, I cling to the spot.

And there 1 could slumber, unuoticed, unknown,

Without growing fainter, when ages had flown,

ANSWERS TO GEQGRAPHICAL BE'BU-S,
&c., No. 80.

Geographical Rebus, Tamcrlanc.—1 Tay, 2
Alsace, 3 Matapan, 4 Estramadurs, 5 Rhodes, 6
Lyons, 7, Alabama, 8 Nottingbam, 9 Egypt.

Square Words.—S H E D.

o

ok
b
(> it
e

(March 30

Riddle.~Ice,

Charades—1 Woman, 2 Washington Irving, 3
Oxford, 4 Capital, ' ° &

Problem.—Original cost was 312,000,
Decapitalion —Grace-race-nce,
ANSWERS RECELVED.

Lebus—llero, Vivian, J. J, I Argus, Geo,
B, Ellen,

Syuare  Words— Bericus,
Camp, Ottawa, J. J, 11,

Riddle—~J. J, 11. leru, Bericus,
B., Prescott.

Charades—Bericus, Argus, Ellen, Geo. B
Ottawa, Camp. .

Decapitution,—Ellen, Camp, Bericus, Geo. B,
Argus.

Problem.—Argus, Bericus, Geo. B, J. J. 11,

P

Argus, Vivian,
Argus, Geo,

)

L}

CHESS.

YROBLEM, No, ¢1.
By «Mepico,” Wartenvicny, C. E,

IL//////Z'ﬁﬁy//' %//2%/ %y/ %

L BLE B
%y’%///%%/ %7 /%7, ;

WHITE. g .
White toplay aud mato in four'movos,

SOLUTION OF PROBLEY, NO.. §9.

wiare. Brack,
1QtoK2. K takes P,
2QtoKS. K moves,

3 G to B 3 mate.

The following gamo was rccently contested b
member of thoghlout.rw Clicss mzb, against m{-o:
amateurs cousulting:

DLACK, (Mr. A.) WHITE, (The Allies.)

11toR 1TtoK4.

2KBwQB4, 2K KttoB3.

3QXttoB3. .| 3PwoQB3a
41°t0Q4. 4 KBtoQktS

5 QtoQ3. E§PtoQ4

6 K Puakes Q1™ € Kt takos P(a.)

T Btakes Kt 7 Qtakes B,

SBtoQ2. 8 Q takes K Kt

9Qtwoh l} 9QBtoR R6(D)

10 ¢ takes I, 10 Q takos 1.
1SS0, | BNRES,
Q takes * (ch. < 2(c.
13 Castlcs 13 g takes l?t. (e
Hipixpg@ | HEoERE |
* takes . cs ch.)(e.
18 @ tdkes B, 16 1* takos B, {ch)e)
17 QtoQ R3(ch.) 1T rtoQB4.
I8 K Ktto B3. 18 Qto R Kt7.
19Qt0 Q3. IDhRWQs].
2) QtoQ6(ch.) 0V KtoKeq
21 @ to R 6 (ch.) mhwmg.
22 QtoK B5(ch.) 2Ktk 2(f)
23 Kt takes ¥’ 23 Q takes Kt (ch) {g7)
2lqukch(ch.) ﬂgh&onufi
U Y¥tKG 25 Ktto K B3,
25 Q takes Q B I*{ch)) %watuk
ggzl‘itﬁq T RWQeA)
o
and in afew moremoves, tho Allics struck their colors.

{a) T takes I scems preferablo

(b)-'{hisunouo;iooduitlooks.

{c) Well playod, {f Black now takes B with Q (ch),
White 1ce 00 P, putting the Q en prise, followed
by Q takes Kt {ch), :

{dY Unoxpected, no doubt,

{e) Thmtcnhl:ftowlu tho Q:

{/) 1t matters little whore the K

S bk B v

wo Vi move
e lext only Lastens tholr defoat, i

-



