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A ViSIT TO THE NEW YORK AQUARIUM.*

THE New York Aquarium occupies & plot of ground most
centrally, and hence favourably, located, at the corner of Thirty-
fifth Street and Broadway. The boundary walls inclose an area
of over twenty thousand square feet, which space, on the ground
floor, is mainly occupied with the exhibition hall and tanks; the
reservoirs and engine-rooms being below, and the hallway and
naturalists’ apartment above. .

Entering from Broadway, the visitor passes along a corridor
lined with a graceful array of blooming plants and shrubs, with
the manager’s roo.as on the right and the ticket office opposite.
The first obstacle encountered is “he ubiquitous doorkeeper, who
ushers us into the beautiful realm beyond with a kindly word
of welcome.

Now we £ind ourselves on a slightly elevated platform, over-
looking a scene which the artist has faithfully, but with no embel-
lishments of fancy, portrayedin Fig. 1. A broad pavilion, bordered
with crystal walls, behind which the imprisoned wonders we have

* Our former articles on ‘° The Wonders of the Deep,” as theyare exhibited
in the New York Aquarium, were received with such favour that we give in
this number addi‘tional illustrations of the subject, together with & further
description of that remarkable institution.—Eb.

Vol VII.—No. 4.
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come to see swim and dart, as though in their own ocean home.
Here, again, at the left, and extending to the western limit of the
inclosure, are double rows of what are known as the table-tanks.

F16. 1.—INTERIOR VIEW OF THE AQUARIUM.

These, though less impos:ng in appearance, rival in interest and
beauty the wall-tanks beyond, since nature often adheres to the
custom of inclosing her rarest treasures in the smallest packages.
In front of these great and small tanks rise rows of rustic
columns, connected by gruceful archways, while above all a
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border of flowers finishes the whole. Aciose the distant end a
rustic bridge spans the pavilion, and overlooks the graud central
whale-tank. This latter is a circular structure, thirty feet in
diameter, composed of light iron frames sustaining the grand
plate-glass pines behind which his majesty, the whale, swims
and blows as only whales can; a rockery for the sea-lion, and a
pond for the seals, complete the central view.

Standing upon the platform, over the reservoir, we perceive at
our right, and extending to the furthermost limit of the pavilion,
a series of compartments which are the great wall-tanks. These
are the homes of the larger species of fresh and salt water fish,
and, with an average height of ten feet, vary in length from
sixty to six feet. These tanks are literally founded upon a rock,
as the construction of the inclosed walls was preceded by deep
excavations, and the subsequent laying of stone foundations over
the whole area covered by the tanks. At stated and varying
distances, the several dividing walls were built, being each two
feet in diameter, and composed of pressed bricks laid in coment.
The interior faces of these walls are iined with rock-work, so
arranged as to heighten the natural effect. The fourth side—
that is, the side toward the pavilion—is composed of a graceful
framework of iron, into which great panes of plate-glass, one
inch in thickness, eight feet high and five wide, are caiefully and
firmly fixed. It will thus appear that the fish, though confined,
are not imprisoned, since they have ample room in which to
display their native grace of motion, as well as their beauty of
forma and colour.

At proper distances in front of these glass walls, and below
the rustic arches alveady described, depend a series of heavy
curtains, thus separating the tanks from the main pavilion by a
dimiy lighted corridor. This exclusion of direct external light
from the faces of the fanks is an essential precaution, since it
enables the visitor to view the fish without ‘being seen by them,
and to accomplish this a series of sky-lights admit the sun’s rays
to the surface of the tanks by day; whick need is met at night
by a series of gas-jets and reflectors. But for this arrangement
the fish, naturelly timid and shy, would attempt to conceal them-
selves from the view of sthe visitor by retreating to the rear of
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the tanks, or concealing their forms behind the rocks and sea-
weed.

Along the opposite wall of the pavilion are tlie long rows of
table-tanks with which the lover of the home aquarium is
familiar, and which, as already indicated, are designed as the

2 —Jaraxese Kinoivo,

ia.

homes of the smaller, though none the less interesting and
curious, forms of fresh water and marine life.

"Tet it not be forgotten that fish, though they live in the water,
breathe air; and_hence, to confine them in a tank of water in
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which only the original supply of air is contained woull be like
confining & man iu an apartment baving absolutely no wmeans of
ventilation. So long as the oxygen asted all would be well; but
the original supply once exhausted, either a fresh quantity must
be obtained, or the creature, be it fish or man, must die. Let us
now see how this problem of air supply or aeration is solved in
the Aquarium. Here, beneath the platform upon which we have
been standing, is a room containing two steam boilers and several
pumps, and its ceiling crossed and recrvssed by a lacework of
iron and rubber steam and water pipes. Its western wall is also
the limit of an immense salt water reservoir, and near the ex-
terior base of this wall a platform of heavy masonry supports
the pumps. That polished black one will be likely to puzzle
even an expert; and well it may, for the material of which it is

purpose. It is hard rubber or vulcanite, since no other substance
will convey salt water without destruction to itself, and the
pollution of the water which it is designed to convey. A second
pump is of iron, and is designed to distribute the fresh water
only. From these pumps long lines of piping extend along and
over the several series of tanks above. At stated intervals along
these distributing pipes smaller ones depend at right angles to
it, eackr terminating in still smaller orifices a foot or more above
the level of the water in the tanks below. At either end of the
series of tanks large overflow pipes conduct the water back to
the great storage reservoir.

The salt water, originally obtained at great expense from a
long distance “ out to ses,” is conveyed in vessels and transport-
waggons to the Aquarium, where it is deposited in the great
reservoir. From this it is forceq through the whole system of
distributing pipes. . “But,” it may be asked, “ how does this dis-
tribution of the same water over and over again effect the supply
of the much-needed air?” '

In this way. As each small jet descends from the main pipe to
the tank, it passes through an intervening stratum of air. Hence,
when ib reaches the water it is thoroughly impregnated with air,
which, in the form of minute bubbles, distributes itself through-
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out the tank, and thus places within the reach of the eager fish
the life-sustaining oxygen.

In the early aquaria the supply of air was obtained by means
of simple air-pumps, which forced the oxygen into the water.
It was discovered, however, that, though this method might be

il T
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Fig. 4.—THE Sear, TaNxE—FerpiNG TIME,

of service in the smaller tanks and during the cool months of
winter, yet when the tanks were enlarged, and the summer
season approached, some plan had to be devised for cooling the
water as well as aerating it, since a low temperature is aksolutely
essential to the life of the fish. Morcover, it was also found
that, in sea-water especially, there was rapidly developed, under
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the influence of light, an active growth of minule vegetable
forms, which soon rendered the water opaque and useless. Thus
it became necessary to adopt the system above described, in-
cluding deep, dark reservoirs, where the water might be cooled
and the growth of vegetation checked, and also the hard rubber
pumps and distributing pipes. As there had heretofore been no
demand in America for a pump of this material, none was to be
had ; hence it must be procured in England, from which source
was also obtained all the heavy plate-glass for the tank fronts.

Having completed the inspection of the concealed but essential
adjuncts to the aquarium, we now ascend to the main pavilion,
and begin a tour of general observation. We first inspect the
smaller, or table-tanks, as they are called. Here, bordering an
extended and wide passageway or aisle, are two rows of tanks,
each having an average length of four feet, with proportionate
depth and height. Those on the right are for the smaller fresh-
water fishes, while their kindred from the great sea hold posses-
sion of the left-hand series.

Among the former, the first creature which especially engages
our attention is the now famous kingiyo, shown in Fig, 2. This
fish would be simply a richly-hued gold carp, were it not for the
marvellously graceful and delicate triple tail, which waves in the
water like a delicate silk fabric. From the printed guide we
have in hand, we learn that this fish is a great favourite with the
Japanese, who cultivate and display it just as we do its less mar-
vellous cousin, the gold-fish. The extraordinary development of
the triple tail is said to have resulted from a long continuance
and careful system of inter-breeding and selection. The artist,
in this instance, as well as in many others here given, has produced
such a perfect likeness of this fish, that, were the brilliant hues
not wanting, we might almost mistake the image for its original.

Further on we view, without danger of their being disturbed
by our presence, the familiar sun-fish, bull-head, pickerel, and
the young salmon, which latter, a label tells us, were hatched in
the aquarium hatching-troughs, together with sixty thousand of
their own kind, and as many more brook-trout and white fish.
Fig.'3 shows one of the compartments of the tanks, with a
selection of their more curious inhabitants.
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The display here presented, it may safely be asserted, excels,
both in number, variety, and beauty, any that can be witnessed
even in the older aquaria in Europe. Here are to be seen species
of tropical fish never bLefore confined in tanks, and whose forms

ANVI, TIVHEM TEI—'Q ‘917

were, until now, only familiar to the naturalist. The famed
angel-squirrel and Hamlet fish from Bermuda were obtained only
after repeated attempts, and kept alive by the most carefel and
judicious choice of f~od and regulation of water supply. There
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are the anemones with their bright-hued ¢ tentacles,” which,
though apparently but the petals of a sea-flower, are, in fact,
the arms of a living creature, the control of which is evidently
vested in an intelligent will, Here we encounter the sea-horses,
whose heads give a reason for their name, but whose waving fins
and fish-like motion betray their merine origin. Further on are
the hidecus sea-ravens and the graceful gurnards, the flounders,
porgies, box-fish, and lings, and then the erabs—hermit, fiddler,
spider, and a host of others—while star-fish, sea-urchins, and a
long list of lesser marvels go to complete the roll

We have now returned to the starting-point, and have yet to
inspect the occupants of the grand wall-tanks, with whose struc-
ture a previous inspection has rendered us fawmiliar. Of these,
the first to attract attention will be that occupying the. whole
of the eastern wall, and which is known as the shark-tank.
This mammoth receptacle has but one rival in the great aquaria
of the world. It is sixty feet in length, with a width from front
to rear of ten feet. As its name indicates, it is designed for the
home of the man-eating shark, or, when not occupied by this
fierce creature, it will serve as a aporting-place for porpoises,
sturgeon, dog-fish, skates, and many other of the larger forms of
the marine life. Similar tanks, smaller in size, and yet large
enough when compared with the ordinary aquarium tank, line
the whole northern wall. Four of these are devoted to fresh
water fishes, and hence require a separate system of supply. In
these, besides the familiar cat-fish, pickerel, trout,’and carp, we
note the graceful form of the Western gar-pike, with its bird-
like beak, its lance-like body, and its motionless vigilance.
Here, also, are fine specimens of fresh-water sturgeon, eels, dog-
fish, and rays.

Passing back to the platform we encounter the seal-tank, where
Professor Butler is exhibiting the intelligence of his pets by a
series of marvellous tricks and antics. At the ringing of a bell
they will promptly make their appearance, and, by their uncouth
gambols, indicate their appreciation of their dinners; and, with
a pergsistency worthy of Oliver Twist, will ask for “more.” (See
Fig 4)

Oue of the most remarkable exhibitions of enterprise on the
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part of the manager of the aquarium was the capture and con-
veyance to his tank of a live whale. A strong seine of inter-
woven branches, strengthened with stakes, was constructed on
the shore of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, and here the agents of
the aquarium watched and waited for weeks to catch their whale.

Fi16. 6.—THE Ska-LIoNs.

At length one became entangled in the seine, and was left
stranded by the retreating tide. He was secured, not without
difficulty, and placed in a large tank filled with moss, which was
kept saturated with sea-water. Several days were consumed by
the journey to New York before the whale could be replaced in
his native element; but, as an air-breathing mammal, he was
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better able to live out of water than almost aiy other of the
inhabitants of the ocear. In the spacious tank, constructed at
great expense for his reception, he was able to disport himself, to
the great delight of his numerous visitors. (See Fig. 5.)

Scarcely less remarkable was the enterprise manifested in pro-
curing the sea-lions, shown in Fig. 6, from the Pacific Ocean.
They were obtained at the celebrated “seal-rocks,” near San
Francisco, and brought at great expense over the Pacific Railroad
to New York. In the background of the picture may be seen a
young hippopotamus enjoying his morning yawn.

Among the most repulsive looking creatures living in the sea
are those shown in Fig. 7. The sea-raven has a ferocious ex-
pression of countenance, which is a correct indication of its
disposition. Tts mouth has an enormous gape, and, with its
gogale eyes, warty protuberances, and spiny fins, give it a
hideous appearance. Tt attains a length of two feet, and a weight
of four or five pounds. Ifs colours present every shade of dark
brown, blood red, and pinkish purple, with various markings and
bands. It is often taken by fishermen in the Gulf of St. Law-
rence, and on the coast of Nova Scotia and New England. 1t is
an omniferous and voracious feeder, and acts the part of a useful
scavenger in removing decaying matters.

The lower object in the cut, with its broad mouth, thick lips,
wide-awake looking eyes, and generally cumical expression of
countenance, is the toad-fish. It gets its name from its flattened
appearance. Some species make a grunting noise like a pig. It
reaches a length of from eight to thirteen inches, and is found on
the Atlantic coast, from Nova Scotia to the Gulf of Mexico,
chiefly in lagoons or salt-water marshes. The disgusting appear-
ance of this fish, and its slimy body, have generally prevented
the use of its flesh for food. But it is better than it looks, and
it is eaten in the East Indies, where it is esteemed as a delicate,
palatable, and wholesome food.

The wondrous wealth of ocean in wholesome food for man is
scarce apprehended by those who live far inland, and who derive
their subsistence from the genmerous bosom of the earth. But
among the fishing populations of the sea-coasts and islands of
the world, the sea is far more than the land the source of their
food supply. That wide, waste, tossing expanse, where the sower
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soweth not his seed, nor plough turns up the sod, nor reaper gathers
his sheaves, yet yields a rich harvest to the patient toil of man.
The personal conflicts with the tumultuous elements, the wrest-
ling with the storm and tempest, the peril and excitement of the
fisherman’s life, develop in his character at once a bravery and
recklessness, and inspire in the hearts of these toilers of the

Fi16. 7.—SBa-RaVEN AND To:m~Fxsrf.

sea a passion for its fascinating scenes that spurns the weary
labours of the shore, and is undauuted by the thousand dangers
to which they are exposed. More than any others do they see
the workings of God's mighty power. “These “see the works of
the Lord and His wonders in the deep.”



THE THEOLOGY OF AN ATOM.*
'BY THE REV. GEO. GRUNDY.

PrOFESSOR TYNDALL, iﬁ a lecture delivered at I'ree Trade Hall,
Manchester, in 1874, on Crystalline and Molecular Forces, dis-
claimed, though with a bad grace, the atheism which had been
attributed to him. His disclaimer was loudly cheered—the cheer-
ing being “again and again renewed,” showing that the audience
had no sympathy with an atheistic scientism; and yet he pro-
ceeded, in effect, to retract his retraction, casting a slur, in passing,
upon “ conventional theology,” as if to avenge himself for the
concession he had been constrained to make. The very tone of
his disclaimer showed that he would willingly, if it had been
possible, have proveci that the universe was independent of a
Creator; and in speaking of the molecular power giving us the
movement of the sap in trees, and in ourselves the warmth of
the body and the circulation of the blood, and all that thereon
depends, he says, “ We are here upon the edge-of a battle-field
which I do not intend to enter to-night, from which, indeed, I
have just escaped bespattered and begrimed, but without much
loss of heart or hope.”

If the Professor had really accepted the Bible doctrine of a
Creator and a creation, assuredly his tone would have been alto-
gether different. While, however, we thankfully accept from
men of science the brilliant results of their investigations, we
are not bound to accept their hypotheses, but claim the liberty
to interpret the facts, which, for this purpose, are quite as much
the property and in the province of the theologian as of the man
of mere science ; and we think we can show that the atom, instead
of being a witness for atheism, notwithstanding Luecretius and
his modern expositors, in a very striking manner testifies to an
All-wise and Almighty Creator.

* We have pleasure in submitting this valuable article, prepared for our
pages by an honoured minister of the New Connexion Church in England, whose
admirdble volume, entitled ¢ Ministerial Recreations,” was reviewed in this maga-
zine a year ago.—ED.
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The material universe has in all ages awakened wonder and
speculation. It was reserved for the Greeks, however, some four
or five centuries before Christ, to propound theories which in
some degree anticipate modern discovery. Democritus, the suc-
cessor of Empedocles in the physiological movement of the Greek
philosophy, first conceived the idea that a pebble from the brook
is not a blank-extended substance or dead stone, as it seems to
the eye, but a compound thing, resulting from the congregation
of multitudes of atoms, or particles incapable of being broken to
pieces, as a stone itself is broken when dashed against a rock, or
worn to powder by friction with its neighbours. It is not the
object of this paper, however, to follow the course of investiga ion
and discovery as Greek philosophers, alchemists, and school-men
have speculated on the atomic theory, or as Newton and Dalton
have expouuded it, but simply to question the atom itself.

If we are filled with wonder at what astronomy reveals to us
of the stupendous bulk of some of the heavenly bodies, we find
a wonder of the opposite kind in the atomic form to which matter
is reducible. The disclosures of the microscope are as astonishing
as those of the telescope. We can obtain only an approximate
knowledge of this ultimate form of matter. We have first to
travel down a descending series of objects, the distinguishing
feature of which is their minuteness. Tripoli, or rotten stone,
from Bilin, in Bohemia, consists almost entirely of animacules,
in the proportion of 41,000,000 to a cubit inch. “ At every stroke
that is wade with this polishing powder several millions, perhaps
tens of millions, of perfect fossils are crushed to atoms.” There
are living tribes surpassing ever these in minuteness. To these
a drop of water is an ocean; a cubic inch, it is computed, being
capable of containing a thousand times as many of these monads
as there are human beings on the face of the earth.

These minute creatures, however, are not indivisible points,
but compound bodies, with perfectly organised skeletons, and all
the conditions of sentient existence. How numerous, then, the
particles of matter which enter into the structure of each of these
monads! If each, in its minufe self, is 2 world of contrivances
and adjustments, what must be the minuteness of the atoms of
which the exquisite edifice is built up ? We seem, however, to
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advance another step when we come to the fact that a grain of
musk will continue to yield odour by throwing off fragrant
particles for twenty years without any sensible diminution of its
weight. 'What then must be their number and size ? . “Sir
William Thompson, a great living physicist, has calculated
approximately how large, or how small, atoms are; and he has
come to this conclusion—that if you were to take a drop of
water, and magnify it up to a globe of the size of the earth, then
the atoms contained in that drop of water so magnified would not
be so large as cricket balls, nor so small as shot pellets”* “ A
million million million million molecules of any gas at a standing
pressure and temperature, would weigh between four and five
grammes.” Of course the strongest eyesight, although aided by
the most powerful microscope, could not detect one of these
particles, if separate from the rest.

To John Dalton} the Manchester schoolmaster, belongs the
praise—by his skilful use of the discoveries of modern chemistry
—of establiching the accepted atomic theory, the low of definite
proportions, by which it is proved that certain atoms have an
affinity for each other, electing and mixing with each other in
certain fixed proportions. From the operation of this law, it
appears that the ultimate particles of which matter is composed
are not uniform. By a process of reasoning upon the results of
experiment, Dalton was able to ascertain the relative weights of
atoms, He could not take a single atom and weigh it, but he
could ascertain the relative weights of the atoms ; the proportion
whieh existed, for instance, between the weight of the atom of
oxygen and the weight of the atom of hydrogen, and in 1803 he
read a paper giving the relative weights of twenty-one elementary
substances. Modern tables of atomic weights differ greatly from
this. But although the details have been changed, as the result
of more recent experiment, the principles upon which Dalton
founded his theory remain firmly fixed, and all subsequent in-
vestigation and discovery has only served to illustrate the truth
and value of the labours of this grand old Quaker.}

The atom still shrouds itself from actual inspection, but we

* * Professor Roscoe, F.R.S.
+ Professor Roscoe.
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have thus learned much as to its properties and the laws by
which it is governed. It dues not exist at random, does not fall
or fly without relation to intelligible laws. It addition to the
primary qualities of extension, impenetrability, and inertia, with-
out which it could not be matter at all, it is endowed with other
secondary properties, as gravitation, cohesion, magnetism, and
crystallization, together with that beautiful law of chemical
affinity, by virtue of which the elementary atoms cowbine with
each other in definite and unchanging ratios of quantity, and
yield up, when their compounds are decomposed, those identical
ratios. Everything is accomplished by weight, measure, and
number, and with geometrical accuracy. The expansion of solid,
as well as liquid and gaseous bodies, when heated, and their
dissipation into vapour under intense heat, proves that they are
made of minute particles; and that these particles remain—that
they are still real, though invisible, is clear from the fact that
the process can be reversed, the vapour condensed into the
liquid, and the liquid into the solid.

What, however, are the theological teachings of the atom?
To what conclusions are we brought by the facts as they are
known ? There is nothing more surprising than the loose, off-
hand, illogical manner in whicn eminent men of science an-
nounce their theoretical conclusions. Professor Tyndall insists
that the marvellous and magnificent results in the natural world
in form, beauty, fragrance, musie, life, and its mysteries, are the
products of the atom itself. His admiration of the-effects of
molecular action amounts to an idolatrous worship of the effects
instead of the cause* He finds in that matter which, he says,
“we in our ignorance have hitherto covered with opprobrium,
the promise and potency of every quality of life.”f Professor
Huxley is, if possible, still more confident and specific. “All
vital action,” he says, “is the result of the molecular forces of
the protoplasm which displays it” « The thoughts to which I
am now glvmo utterance, and your thoughts - m retra:rd’ to them

Sy )’ .

* e Ma.(:ter I define as tlm.t mystenous. thing by whlch all this is necom-
plished, How it came to have this power s a question.on which I never vanmed
to give an opimon. "——Forlmghtly Review, November,* 1875,

*t Belfast Address, [ ot

20
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are the expressions of molecular changes in that matter of life
which is the source of our other vital phenomena.”*

Affirmations like these, we say, greatly astonish us, since these
distinguished men utterly fail to prove, or to indicate in the
slightest degree, any connection between their humble premises
and their immense conciusions. No nexus, no transition-point,
po power of causation, is ever pointed out between the atom and
life, even in its humblest forms, much less intellectual and
moral life. The old doctrine of spontaneous generation is dis-
proved and discarded by Mr. Huxley himself; and his attempt,
some time since, to trace the origin of life to protoplasm was an
egregious failure. Professor Tyndall admits the “ mystery ” of
the process by which the tree grows : the admission meaning that
he is unable to discover the process by which atoms perform the
functions of life in the vegetable world. What, then, must be
the depth of the mystery when mind and its infinite activities
have to be accounted for ! It is true that Professor Huxley says,
“There is every reason to believe that consciousness is a function
of nervous matter, when that nervous matter has attained a
certain degree of organization.”

For these abundant reasons, however, we look in vain. Itis a
faith without facts. The only kind of evidence which Mr.
Huxley has on which to rest his faith is such as this. “If it
were given me to look beyond the abyss of geclogically recorded
time, to the still more remote period when the earth was passing
through physical and chemical conditions which it can no more
see again than a man can can recall his infancy, I should expect
to be a witness of the evolution of living protoplasm from non-
living matter !” Of what value is such reason as this, which
has to rest, not on the solid basis of known, present facts, but
on the supposition of what might possibly have been witnessed
some few millions of centuries back ? But this is the kind of
evidence, and the only kind, on which the attempt is made to
destroy confidence in the Bible revelation as to creation. as the
work of a Creator—a personal God and Father. We are asked
to credit a dogmatic scientific hypothesis, on mere grounds of
imsgination and supposition, while the Scriptures, with all the

* Lay Sermons, p. 138.
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evidence on which they rest, the facts which they announce, and
all the glorious doctrines resting on the facts, are to be set aside
as fables, because they do not harmonize with the conceptions of
the scientific imagination.

The first conclusion to which an examination of the atomic
theory brings us is, that the atom is not ¢tself God. Numerous
and beautiful as are its properties, neither independeunce, nor
volition, nor life is one of them. It is a thing dependent and
controlled. Its qualities are simply those which fit it to serve,
not to coramand : to fulfil the purposes of an intelligence outside
itself, not to regulate or originate its own movements. Granting
that atoms have “hooks and claws,” and polarity, yet these are
nothing but mechanical properties, and these are essentially
different from the powers of the machinist. Professor Tyndall’s
own admission is very remarkable: “1 do not think that he
(the Materialist) is entitled to say that his molecular groupings
and motions explain everything. In reality they explain nothing.
The utmost that he can affirm is the association of two classes of
phenomena, of whose real bond of union he is not in absolute
ignorance.” We cannot escape from this ignorance by attributing
to the atom powers which it does not possess. It does not
possess a self-regulating intelligence. It falls under the control
of intelligence from without. It obeys every created and finite
mind. How supple it is to the will of man! What an infinity
of shapes it takes at his bidding. Even those elemeuts which
seemed to elude him by their subtlety, or to defy him by their
power, have yielded themselves to his dominion and service.
His intelligence, Orpheus-like, has drawn to him all the material
elements, whether dull or stubborn, or active and etherial, to be
directed, combined, and used at his pleasure; and, if thus obe-
dient to the mind of man, huw absolute must be its subjection
to the Infinite Mind? Notwithstanding the reasonings of a
materialistic philosophy, it is still abundaitly clear that matter,
Lowever refined and subtle, is not wmind, but its servaut, differing
from it in its nature, its action, and its ends* On this topic,
indeed, Professor Tyndall himself makes tue following satisfac-

* ¢ T do know that the pen with which I now write is made of that which,
to me, is known as matter ; but 1 do not know that the ideas which are expressed
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tory admission :—* You cannot satisfy the human understanding
in its demand for logical continuity between molecular processes
and the phenomena of consciousness. This is a rock on which
materialism must inevitably split whenever it pretends to be a
complete philosophy of the human mind.” 1If, then, between
molecules and the hwman mind there is a gulf which evolution
cannot bridge over, we may confidently affirm that these mole-
cules cannot be divine any more than the particles of clay can be
identical with the potter who moulds them.

We infer further, from what we know of the atom, not only
that it is not itself God, but that it has a Creator. Sir John
Herschel speaks of it as being evidently a “ manufactured article.”
That matter is not eternal may be concluded from its having all
the marks of being a secondary, not an original or independent
substance ; from the fact that it is not necessarily existent; and
from the further fact that its actual combinations and motions
point both to a commencement and an end. Did matter, then,
make itself? If so, each individual atom is its own creator,
for each is distinct from, though related to, the rest; and then
there are as many creators, as many gods, as there are atoms.
How divine is the universe of an Atheist! And how surprising
that these atoms should have created themselves so much alike
as to be capable of combining, in all their countless billions,
harmoniously together ! No theory can account for the existence
of an atom in its presert®state, with even a show of reasoning
consistency, which does not admit the fact of its creation by an
intelligent being. The article made implied a maker, the atom
attests a God.

And it exemplifies the wisdom as well as testifies to the exist-
-ence of God. Itsinfinitesimal smallness is simply an adaptation
to the ends it was designed to answer. We can readily imagine
matter to have been created in much larger particles. But had
even the grain of sand on the sea-shore been selected as the
smallest size, could the purposes for which matter has been

in this writing are made of any like substance, nor even of any substance like the
brain. On the contrary, it seems to me that these ideas cannot be so made, and
that there is an absolute difference between thought and the extornal substances
which it thinks about.”—Duke of Argyle, in Nineteenth Century, April, 1&77.
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created have been answered ? Would this universe of magnifi-
cence and beauty, amidst which we are placed, have been
possible ? Where would bave been the splendour of the light,
the fragrance of the flowers, and their rainbow tints? Where
would have been the marvels of chemistry, electricity, and
magnetism?  The world of microscopic life, which displays the
wisdom, power, and goodness of God more strikingly, if possible,
than astronomy itself, could have had no existence. Life, in any
of its present conditions, indeed, would have been impossible.
Why is it that we cannot see the process of growth in any living
structure, even with the aid of the most powerful instruments ?
Simply because life performs its functions by the ceaseless move-
ment of particles to small for observation. Its nutriment is of
such degree of fineness, such wenderful minuteness, that its
transfer to the organized structure eludes the detection of the
closest observer. Particles of no smaller dimensions than sand
grains would thus be as unavailing as mountains. With that—
the grain of sand—as the size of the atom, and with the ends to
be answered which matter now serves, its creation would have
been an utter failure. Whatever might have been the quantity
of matter, it would have been “ A lump of death, a chaos of
cold clay,” unlighted, unfertilized, unbeautified, and useless. Can
it be rationally doubted that God foresaw this, and therefore
created wnatter with this marvellous minuteness of its ultimate
particles, which, while it bafles human scrutiny, proclaims the
perfect intelligence and wisdom of the Creator?

The same lesson is taught by the laws which govern it. What
are called the laws of mattier are simply the modes of its action
which God has appointed or impressed upon it, and it may be
conceived of as existing without some of the most beautiful of
them, as attraction, crystallization, and chemical affinity. That
matter does not observe these laws merelv vy virtue of its
existence as matter, is evident from the fact that those laws are,
in some instances, suspended in their operation for the attain-
raent of special ends. Thus, by the inter-diffusion of the gases
which compose the atmosphere, the law of specific gravity is
made void. Universally as it operates, with this exception, here
it is neutralized—that mysterious force, the law of gravitation
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itself—suspended for the accomplishment of an obvious purpose,
not otherwise attainable. Here, then, we see the evident control
of intelligence over the laws of matter; ‘for to assert that the
atmospheric elements so arranged themselves is to assign effects
without a cause. We are, then, shut up to the conclusion that
these laws are not independent of the will of the Creator, but
the expeession of that will. They are, therefore, a test of the
Divine wisdom. How wondeirfully this wisdom displays itself
in the Jaws impressed upon the atom, is clear from the fact that
they fit it to fulfil the manifold ends for which it was created.
The proof and illustration of this is found in the facts of all the
physical sciences These countless facts are all beautiful in
themselves, and they show that the atom never falls to do the
work assigned it. It takes every required shape, and enters intg
every desirable combination. It thus becomes the tenacious
clay, the fertile soil, the massive granite, the precious metal, and
the sparkling gem. It enters, then, into the endless variety of
vegetable forms. Nor do we here reach the limit of its capa-
bilities. After undergoing the transformations which we admire
in the vegetable world, into myriads of graceful forms, flowers of
all hues, and distilments of rich perfume, it passes into a still
higher department, and performs a thousand offices in connection
with the development of animal life; and in all the gradations
and varieties of that life, from the insect up to man, it is equally
at home. Whether required for the solid skeleton, the blood, the
eye, with its delicate lenses, and its “ miraculous” retina, the
ear, with its “costis organ—an instrument of three thousand
strings, built adjsceni to the brain, and emvployed by it to sift,
separate, and interpret, antecedent to all onsciousness, the
sonorous tremors of the external world "*—whether required for
the net-work of nerves or the tints or the cheek, it answers to
the summons with & promptness and perfection which prove it—
not to have intelligence in itself, for of this there is no trace or
indication—but to be the product of perfect intelligence and
power ; the creation of an All-wise and Almighty God.

* Professor Tyndall.

RiroN, England.
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A STILL DAY IN AUTUMN.

BY MRS. WHITMAN.

I LoVE to wander through the woodland hoary,
In the soft light of an Autumnal day,

When Summer gathers up her robas of glory,
And, like a dream of beauty, glides away.

How through each loved, familiar path she lingers,
Serenely smiling through the golden mist,
Tinting the wild grape with her dewy fingers,
Till the coul emerald turns to amethyst.

Warm lights are on the sleepy uplands waning
Beneath dark clouds around the horizon rolled,

Till the slant sunbeams through their fringes raining
Bathe all the hills in melancholy gold.

The moist wind breathes of crispéd leaves and flowers
In the damp hollows of the woodland sown,
Mingling the freshnees of Autumnal showers
With spicy airs from cedar alleys blown.

Beside the brook and on the cumbered meadow,
Where yellow fern-tufts fleck the faded ground,

With folded lids beneath their palmy shadow,
The gentian nods, in dewy slumbers bound.

Upon those soft-fringed lids the bee sits brooding,
Like & fond lover loth to say farewell,

Or with shut wings, through silken folds intruding,
Creeps near her heart his drowsy tale to tell,

The little birds upon the hillside lonely
Flit noiselessly along from spray to spray,
Silent as a sweet wandering thought, that only
Shows its bright wings and softly glides away.

The scentless flowers, in the warm suulight dreaming,
Forget to breathe their fullness of delight :

And througa the tranced wood soft airs are streamiug,
Still as the dew-fall of the Summer night.

So in my heart a’sweet unwonted fecling
Stirs, like the wind, in Ocean’s hollow shell,

Throuzh all its secret chambeors sadly stealing,
Yet finds no words its mystic charm.to tell.
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THE DAYS OF WESLLY.
X.

THREE months since I wrote a line in these pages! The last
words seem faint and distant, like a voice across a chasm, as if
the earth had opened beneath my feet and made a great gulf
between me and the day when they were written.

One day mother and I were sitting sewing at the great window
of the hall, and talking of Jack. We had written to him some
time since begging him to come back to us, at least for a time,
saying that we were all longing to have him with us again, aud
then at all events we could talk over his future plans together.

We had not bad any answer. We had explained to each other
again and again hownatural it was there should be some delay,
the posts were so irregular at all times. We were planning how
the country might be made less dull for him, when suddenly a
horseman galloped on a foaming horse into the courtyard, making
the old walls echo and the windows vibrate with the noise.

“Sit still, Kitty. Let Betty see what it is.”

“ Bless your heart, Mrs Kitty, my dear,” said Betty, “don’t
look so scared. It’s only a servant of Sir John Beauchamp’s;
nothing but some fancy of Mrs. Evelyn’s, startling folks out of
their wits.”

It was indeed & letter from Evelyn to me.

It began with tender, soothing, lingering words, quite unlike
her usual way of dashing into the midst of things. It was meant
to “breal the news.” It ouly threw my brain into such a be-
wildermgut, that when I came to the news my heart beat and my
head swam so that I could scarcely read it. But when I did
take it in, I was calm again in an instaut. For 1 could only
think of mother.

1 stood a minute afraid to look at her, and irresolute wiat to
do, when she said softly,—

“ Kitty, don’t read it, tell it me. I know quite well it is not
good news. And it's about Jack.”

I looked at her. She was sitting with her hands clasped as if
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in prayer. And I knelt down by her and whispered (how, I can
never remember, for the words seemed to hiss from my_ lips like
some one else’s voice), that Jack had done something for which
lie was arrested, and was in prison at Newgate.

“ Kitty,” she said, “there is no time to be lost. Go and fetch
your father.”

Poor father! When I found him, and told him, he never
uttered a word of reproach against Jack or any one. He said,
“ Poor fellow, poor fellow, I was too hard with him!” and that
was all.  'We walked home across the fields in silence.

When we returned mother beckoned to us from the window of
the porch-closet. Father joined her there. I remained in the
hall below. In a few minutes mother called me, and I went up.

“It is quite plain, darling, what we must do,” said mother, “it
is a great mercy it is so plain.”

“Father and I must go to him at once,” said 1.

“Yes,” said mother, “ to-morrow.” And she pointed to a post-
script of Evelyn’s letter, which in my excitement I had not
noticed, and in which she desired us, if we liked, to send the
servant home by sea, and take his horse to ride to London on at
once.

Everything was arranged before dawn the next day.

Father was to take his own horse, and I the man’s. We might
be in London in less than a week, and have besides the great
comfort of making the journey alone, not exposed to the questions
or prying looks of fellow-passengers.

Betty was too thoroughly one of us not to know our trouble, at
least as far as that Jack was in prison. She believed it was for
debt; indeed we scarcely understood ourselves whether it was for
that or worse.

All night she was up making provision for the journey,
insisting that I should keep quiet in my bed. In the morning as
I was dressing, she said in a rapid, eager way, as she was packing
and pressing my things into as small a bundle as possible, with-
out pausing a moment in word or work so as to give me a chance
of interrupting her:—

“Mrs. Kitty, I have put five guineas in an old stocking in a
corner of the bundle. I should have given them to Master Jack
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when he went to the wars. But mother told me to keep them
for my burying, and I promised I would. But I've been think-
ing well about it, and I don’t see it would be any sin to break my
word. '

“For a long time I have been of two minds about it ; for what’s
the use of a fine burying to me, any more than to the rich man
in the Bible? Fine buryings won’t keep sinners out of the fire,
nor will the sores of the poor body, nor the lickings of the dogs,
poor fools, keep off the blessed angels from carrying the soul
home. When I die, Mrs. Kitty, it’s my wish that the class
members should carry my body to the grave singing Mr. Wesley’s
hymns, while the angels are carrying my soul, singing their hymns.
Not that I'm altogether sure, Mrs. Xitty, the angels even will be
wanted ; for Heaven seems nearer a good bit now, since the Lord
died, than it was before; and maybe we shall step into it all at
once, quite natural, without help from any one. But that’s
neither here nor there. It wasn’t the burying that made me of
two minds, but my word to mother. I've prayed many times
about it; and last night I saw it all as clear as the sun. It’s my
belief that we are to do as we’d be done by, by the dead as well
as by the living. And if I were dead and had got any one to
make a foolish promise like that I should think it the greatest
kindness if they broke it and put the money to a better use. So
I shall do the same by mother, Mrs. Kitty. You needn’t say
anything to Master Jack about what I've told you. But it’s my
belief motherll be smiling on them guineas from Heaven if she
knows about it, if it helps Master Jack; which is more than she
could do in conscience, if they were spent making brutes of folks
on rum and gin at my burying.”

So saying Betty limped down the stairs, leaving me sobbing
out the first easy natural tears I had shed since the dreadful
news came.

Mother insisted on coming down to breakfast with us, and she
bid me good-bye: she looked so calm and cheerful, I could not
help saying,—

« O mother, don’t keep up so. You will break down so much
the worse when we are gone.”

“No, Kitty,” she said, “ I shall not. I am not keeping up. I
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believe T am kept up. I cannot understand myself. 1 cannot
feel hopeless about this. I have a persuasion, not like persuading
myself, but like a prophesy, that good is to come out of this for
Jack and all of us, and not evil, and the hope strengthens me to
pray for him as I never prayed for him in my life.”

And so we parted.

It was certainly a comfort that the rapidity of our journey
depended not on the will and convenience of indifferent coachmen
or suilors, to whom we could not have explained our terrible
reasons for haste, but on our own exertions and on those of our
horses.

I only remember distinetly two incidents of that journey,
so completely were we absorbed by its purpose.

One was on a fine clear morning as we were riding down a
steep, stony hill in a narrow lane, when we saw before us a
gentlemar, in clerical dress, on a horse which was shambling
along at its own pace, with the reins on its neck, whilst the rider
was reading from an open book laid on the saddle before him.

Father was so impressed with the peril of the proceeding, es-
pecially as the clergyman’s horse made a very awkward stumble
Jjust as we passed him, that he took off his hat, and said to the
stranger,—

“ Sir, you will excuse an old soldier; but i should think myself
safer charging a battery than riding in that way on that beast of
yours.”

The stranger bowed most politely, said something in a ‘alm,
pleasant voice about himself and the horse understanding each
other; but as he thanked father for his advice, his face quite
beamed with that cloudless benevolent smile no one who had
seen it can forget; and I saw it was Mr. John Wesley.

The second incident which stands out from the dreary mist of
anxiety which hangs about that journey, happened on the next
morning. )

It was not five o’clock and still rather dusk. We were always
in the saddle as soon as we could see. But at the end of the
town we were leaving, a large crowd was already gathered. We
had to ride through it, and I never liked the look of faces in a
crowd less. Many were of the very lowest type, dull and brutish,
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or fierce with a low excitement, and above them rose a dreadful
black thing with arms. At the outskiits of the crowd we en-
countered some rough jests. But when we got into the thick of
it, all was quite still. Every eye was riveted on one spot, and
every ear was listening to one calm, solemn voice, fervent and
deep, but always natural and never shrill (he held it a sin to
scream) ; and before we came in sight of him I knew it was Mr.
John Wesley preaching.

“ Come on, Kitty,” said father, in a low, trembling voice, laying
hold of my rein as I paused an instant; “ don’t you see what the
people are waiting for ?”

I looked at his quivering lips, and did not venture to ask.
But as T glanced back for a momeunt, it flashed on me what it was.
It was Mr. Wesley preaching to a crowd collected to see an execu-
tion. That terrible black thing with arms was the gallows.

I shall never forgdt the respectful kindness with which Uncle
Beauchamp welcomed father when we reached Great Ormond
Street, nor his tender gentleness to me.

Evelyn explained everything to me, as Uncle Beauchamyp did
to father.

Jack was in Newgate ; not on the debtor’s side, but worse.

He had taken some money from that Company, only anti-
cipating his salary, he said, by a few weeks, and, of course, in-
tending to replace it. Put the law does not deal with intentions,
and the act was felony, and he had to stand his trial. Uncle
Beauchamp and Uncle Henderson had engaged the best lawyers
to defend him, and Evelyn said they assured them there was
much hope.

. “But if the defence fails,” I said, looking into Evelyn’s face,
“what is the penalty ?”

« It may be anything, or it may be nothing,” she said, avoiding
my eyes with evasiveness quite unusual with her, “ the law is so
uncertain, every one says.”

“ It might be anything !” Evelyn and I understood each other,
and we said no more. .

Father and I went the next day to Newgate. It was arranged
that we should each see Sack alone to spare his feelings.

Grim walls with the windows placed so as to let in as little
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light and pleasantness as possible, clanking of chains on prison
bolts, grating of clumsy keys, the careful locking behind us of
reverberating iron-doors, and through all a sense of being watched
by cuarious prying eyes, and then the dreadful certainty that to
so many these cells were but the ante-chamber to a dishonoured
grave, made me feel like a prisoner myself, almost like one buried
alive myself, as I stood alone in a gloomy little room with barred
windows looking on a dull court, trying to pray, trying to think
what I would say to Jack, but unable, try as I might, to do any-
thing but mentally repeat words without meaning, and count the
window-bars and chimney-stacks; so that when at last father came,
and I was led inte Jack’s cell and left alone with him, I was
entirely unprepared, and could only throw my arms around his
neck, and sob out entreaties that he would forgive me for all the
rough and cross words I had ever spoken to him.

“ Poor little Kitty,” he said with a deep voice more like father’s
than his own, “ my poor little sister, you and father are both alike,
not a reproach, not a complaint;” and then placing me on a chair,
while he paced up and down the cell, he said, “I did think he
would have been in a passion, Kitty, and, I am sure, I wish he
bad ! It would have been much easier.” Thep, after a pause, in
a tone more like his own old easy, careless way, “It is the most
unlucky thing in the world. I am the most unlucky man in the
world. Ouly three days and wmy salary would have been paid,
and everything would have been right. However, one must
vever look on the dark side. Something may turn up yet.”
And then he asked eagerly all that the lawyers thought.

I said they seemed tn have much hope of success.

He seized at this in his old sanguine way, as it success had been
certain, and after talking some time about his unluckiness, he
concluded.—

“But you know, Kitty, it’s a long lane that has no turning. I
always knew that there would be a chancve ‘of fortune for me some
cay. Aud now 1 shouldn’t wonder, if it’s on the point of begin-
ning; for, to confess the truth, they were rather a low money-
ma.kmg set after all, that Company. The secretary’s a screw and
a perfidious hypocrite into the bargain. Although not exactly in
the way oue might have chosen, I've no doubt it will turn out a
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good thing in the end to have done with them. And as to any little
hasty words you may ever have said, Kitty,” he coneluded, as we
heard footsteps approaching, “never mention such a thing again,
We all have our little infirmities, and you were always the best
liv'ie soul in the world.”

But as I drove back with father my heart seemed absolutely
frozen. Here were we all breaking our hearts about the sin, and
doing what we could to make it weigh less heavily on Jack.
And his conscience seemed as light as air. He seemed to have
no conception that he was anything but unlucky.

How could he ever be made to understand about right and
wrong ?

The next evening Uncle Beauchamp came to me from an inter-
view with the lawyers, in the greatest perturbation. They said
Jack would not enter into their line of defence, and it seemed
doubtful if he could ‘be got to nlead not guilty.

“ You must go and talk to him, Kitty,” he said, “ and persuade
him. If any one can you will. For as to myself,” he added,
“people’s idea of morality and religion seem to me so in-
comprehensibly turned upside down since the Methodists came
into the world, that I cannot make out anybody or anything.”

So next morning early I was admitted to Jack’s cell.

“ Uncie Beauchamp says ycu and the lawyers cannot under-
stand each other, brother,” I said, “ and I have come to see if I
can be of any use.”

“ The lawyers and I perfectly understand each other,” said Jack.
“They want me to swear to a lie, and I can’t. T did take the
money ; and if my only defence is to swear I did not, why then,
Kitty, there is no defence, of course, and I see no way out of it.
I thought they would have found some other way, but it scems
they can’t.”

I felt my whole heart bound with a new hope for Jack, and I
went up to him, and took his hands, and said, looking up in his
face,— .

“You would rather suffer any penalty than tell a lie, brother ?”

“Of course, I couldn’t swear lo a lie, Kitty. What do you
mean ¢”

“Thank God,” I said; and I could not help bursting into tears.
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Jack paced up and down the cell a minute or two, and then he
paused opposite to me and said very gravely, “ Are you surprised,
Kitty, that T will not tell a falsehood ? that I will not perjure
myself 7 Did you think I would? Did you think because I had
anticipated a few days the salary due to me from a set of beggarly
trades-fellows, I could tell a deliberate lie, and take a false oath?”

“Oh, Jack,” 1 said, hiding my face in my hands, “ how could
I tell, since you took what did not belong to you ? It troubled
us so much !” ,

Jack turned from me angrily, and as I sat leaning my head on
my hands, I heard him pacing hastily up and down. And then,
after some miunutes, not angrily but softly, and in slow, deep
accents, very unlike his usual careless manner, he said,—

“I understand, Kitty ; you thought if your brother could steal,
ke could do anything else.”

“But you will not, Jack!” I said, kneeling beside him.
“ You will not. You will suffer anything rather than do whast
you feel to be wrong—to be sin. Thank God, thank God.”

He sat for some time quite silent, and then he said, a little
bitterly—

“You seem very thankful, Kitty, for what every one might not
think a very great mercy, to have the way cleared to the gallows,
as it is to me. I suppose you know a poor woman was hanged
the other day for stealing sixpence; and I have stolen fifty
pounds. Do you think father and mother will be as glad as you
are ?”

“Oh, Jack !” I said, “you know what I mean—jyou feel what
I feel. We will move heaven and earth to get you set at liberty,
and I feel such a hope that we shall succeed. I feel that God is
on our side now, brother. And He is so strong to help.”

But I felt that if we succeeded beyond wy brightest hopes
(and I was full of hopes, for there was prayer, and I thought of
a plan), I think I shall never know a truer.thrill of joy than that
morning in Jack’s gloomy cell, when he chose anything rather
than do what he felt wrong.

For it seemed to me my brother was then for the first time his
true self, the self God meant him to be. He was in the far
country still, in the country of husks, where no man gave him even
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husks ; but might T not hope he was “ coming to himself ?"—that
the sin foresgn to his character was (as Hugh once said it might)
awakening him to the sin habitual to his character, which was
indeed Avs sin 2 - ~

My plan was at first regarded as exceedin ly wild by every
one but Evelyn. But at last one objection after another gave
way ; and Cousin Evelyn and I were suffered to drive in Auug
Beauchamp’s coach to the residence of Elias Postlethwaite, Esq.,
Secretary of the Original Peruvian Mining Company.

Mr. Postlethwaite wore beautiful rufiles and very brilliant
jewels, but his face wanted that indescribable something which
makes you {rust a mag, and his manners wanted that indescribable
something that makes a gentleman. He received us with most
officious politeness, taking it for granted that we bad come for
shares (many fashionable ladies, Evelyn said, having lately ac-
quired a taste for duch gambling as more exciting than cards).
He was afraid that at present rot a share was to be purchased at
any price. The demand was marvellous. Buat he did not seewm
much relieved when Evelyn told him we had no intention of
investing in the Company. And his manner changed very
decidedly when I contrived to stammer out the object of our visit.

“It is a most painful business, youny ladies, a most painful
business. The young gentleman was, moreover, an intimate friend
of mine. I thought it would have been an opening for the pour
young fellow.”

I pleaded Jack’s youth, Ipleaded his refusal to plead not guilty,
I even pleaded for father’s sake and mother’s, though it seemed
like desecration to make them and their sorrows a plea with that
man. But he could not be moved. He said it was exceedingly
painful, and quite against his nature, but there were duties to the
public which young ladies, of course, could not understand, but
which, at any cost, must be performed. Auviast he grew impatient,
the boor’s nature came out under pressure, and he remarked with
a sneer that those kind of scenes were very effective on the stage,
in facy, always brought down the house; but that, unhappily,
society had to be guided not by what was pretty, but what was
necessary. In conclusion he said that, in fact, it did not rest
with him ; the Governors were suspicious, and had found fault
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with the accounts before, and it was essential an example should
be made.

Meantime Evelyn had been reading (I thought absently) over
the printed paper on the table, describing che objects of the Com-
pany, and giving a list of the Governors, and at this moment,
fixing her fingers on two or three of the principal names, she read
them aloud, and said calmly,—-

“These are the Governors, Mr. Postlethwaite; and you say the
decision rests with the Governors. We will drive to their
houses at once. Lord Clinton is one of my father’s most
intimate friends.”

The manner of the Secretary changed again. “Lord Clinton,”
he said nervously, “Lord Clinton, madam, knows very little of
our affairs. In fact, he will no doubt refer you back to me.”

“We will see, sir,” said Evelyn coolly, fixing her calm, pene-
trating eyes on him.

He winced evidently.

“Lord Cliuton,” he said, pressing his forefinger on his forehead,
as if endeavouring to recollect something; “ah, I remember, there
was a little mistake there, a little mistake which, but for press of
business, should have been corrected long ago. Lord Clinton’s
name was put down inadvertently, without his having been con-
sulted.”

“ Then the Hor. Edward Bernard, or Sir James Delaware, will
dc as well,” said Evelyn; “come, cousin,” she added, rising,
“there is no time to be lost. I suppose, Mr. Postlethwaite, those
two gentlemen were consulted before their names were printea

“ Certainly, my dear madam, certainly!” he replied. “But,
excuse me, what will you siy to thes: gentlemen that they do
not know already, or that I could not explain as well, and save
you the trouble ?”

“Thank you, the trouble is nothing, Mr. Postlethwrite,” said
Evelyn quietly. I will recommend these- gentlemen,” -2e con-
tinued very deliberately, “ who, yo: say, have had their suspicions
roused about the accounts, to look into the accounts, and to see
if no other victim can be selected for the office of scape-goat
except my cousin, Mr. Trevylyan.”
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His keen, fox-like eyes quailed visibly before her clear, open
gaze.

“My dear madam,” he said after a pause, “ Mr. Trevylyan is
your cousin ; your,cousin, and an intimate friend of mine. The
Governors, 1 confess, are much irritated, but we must not too
easily despair. Leave the matter to me, and we will see what
can be done.”

“Very well, sir,” said Evelyn; if yow will see what can be
done, I will not. You will let us know to-morrow.”

And she swept out of the room, Mr. Postlethwaite bowing her
to the steps of the carriage.

“What do you think will be the end of it, Evelyn ?” I said
when we were alone in the carriage, for I felt very much be-
wildered.

“The end of what ?” said Evelyn.

“ Of this terrible affair of Jack’s,” I said.

“1 cannot see quite as far as that, sweet little cousin