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MABEL’S PROGRESS.
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CONDUCTED U'Y CHARLES DICKERNS,

Continued from page 255,

CHAPTER 11, A JULIET UNDER DIFFICULTIES,

Some six weeks after Mabel bad left Hazle-
hurst, her mother received from her the follow-
ing letter:

¢ Eastfield, December 36, 18—,

# Dearest Mamma. My last lotter told y9u so
rauch of my life here that I have littl~ more to
gay on that score. The work is irksomoe and
incessant ; but, for the present, I am well, though
when I saw my pale face in the glass lust night,
I thought I looked quite old. What Iam cluefly
writing about now, is a discovery I mande yes-
terdny. You know that I leat Gorda Trescott
my Robinson Orusoe. Well, her father, it seems,
brought it back himself; but it was in the first
moments of our great sorrow, and I did not
think of mentioning the circumstance to you,
nor did I open the book. I don't know why I
put it in my trunk to bring away, but there I
found it when I unpacked my clothes. Last
night I came upon tho book, whict had been
lying beside my little desk ever since my arrival
at this place, and I opened it mechanically. Be-
tween the fiy-leaf and the title-page I found the
enclosed little noto from Corda. Now, dear
mamma, I mean to write to the Trescotts to agk
for Aunt Mary’s address, and then I shall send
her a letter, which I will first forward for your
perusal. I bope, dear mamma, that you will not
oppose my doing so. My life here is wretched ;
that is the truth. I would keep it from you if
there were any hope of an improvement i the
state of things, but there is none. As to my
profiting by the masters’ lessons. that 13 a farce,
1 am wasting my lifo; and for your sake snd
Dooley’s, a3 well ag roy own, I fecl that I must
make an effort  1nother direction. I promised
you to gije this school-plan a six months’ trial,
and I will keep my promise; but I am convin-
ced that it will never afford a decent livelihood
for myself, Hov, then, can I hopo to do any-
thing for Dooley or for you? Let me have your
consent to attcmpt the caveer that has been my
dream for 8o long. I think—TI believe—I conld
achieve success; at all events, take my most
solemn assurance that I cannot be more miser-
able in mind than I am hece, I grieve—oh how
I grieve !—to distress you, darling mother, but 1
know it i3 right. Love me, and forgive me,
dearcst mamms, and kissmy own sweet Dooley's
soft checks for your ever loving

 Mapzr.?

The following was Corda's little note enclosed
in the letter, and ritten in 8 large round child-
ist hand -

¢ Dear Miss Mabel. Tam very obliged to yon
for lending me this book, and T am very glad to
find thal Missis Walton is your aunt, for she is a
very kind lady, like you, and she gave we the
fairy storics and she was very kind to me, and
papa knew her in Yo.kshur, apd please aceept
my best love from your grateful little friend,

“ Ceapseia Auce Mary Taescorr”

Mabel bad indeed passed a weary time at,

who sent their children to Mrs, Hatchett's school,
were more to blame than that lady herself.
Sccond-rate tradespeople in a small way of busi-
ness chiefly composed her clientllo; and these
people cxpected that their daughters should
receive o ¢ genteel” education, at 2 yearly rate
of payment which would scarcely have sufficed
to board and lodge them in a thoroughly good
and wholesome manner. So the little girls were
crammed fourinto one small sleeping room ; and
had their stomachs filled with heavy suet-pud-
ding instead of eating nourishing food, and
breathing pure air.  But they learned to torture
a pianoforte, and they had a foreign governess
who taught them lady's-maids French with a
Swiss accent (though this was of less conse-
quence, as none of the girls were ever able to
speak a syllable of the language thus imparted),
and their parents flattered themselves that they
were doing their duty by them, and giving them
a ¢ genteel” education.

The contemplation of this stato of things was
painful to Mabel's clear sonse and upright con-
science. But she bad little leisuro to consider
the abstract evils of the case, for the pains and
penalties inseparable from a system of hollow-
ness and falsehood pressed very closcly upon her.

As she hed told her mother, the promise that
she should have opportunitics of profiting by the
lessons of the masters was a mere farce. Tho
literal words of ber engagement were, that she
should be allowed to devote her ‘¢ icisure hours”
to her own studies. She had no leisure hours,
Her days were occupied in an incessant round
of drudgery of an almost menial kind. Having
arrived at Eastfield so late in the year, it was
arranged that she should not return to Hazle-
burst for the Christmas holidays. They were
not of very long duration in Mrs, Hatchett's
cstablishuent, and Mabel did not think herself
Justified in draiging her slender purse by a jour-
ney to her home and back again for only a short
stay. So she made up her mind to wait until
Easter for a sight of her mother and Dooley.

Mrs. Hatchett was not cruel, or malicious, or
arrogant, unless driven to those vices Ly
tho Moloch whom she worshippped, and to whom
she sacrificed herself quite as much ag others.
But she was covetous, and immeasurably dull.

Mabel passed the Obristmas hollidays in utter
dreariness and desolation ; and still that phrase
can only, strictly speaking, be applied to the
first few days of that period. After a little
while, though all the outward circumstances of
her life remained unaltered, she discovered a
new ianterest and occupation.

Her discovery of the note in her copy of
Robinson Crusoe had corfirmed s vagee impres-
sio.. she had previously cntertained, that
Corda’s kind friend and her Aunt Mary might
Lo one and the same persun, It bad, morcover,
opened a possible chanoel of communicativn
with her uncle’s family. The more she tried to
peer into the chances of her future life, the
stronger grew ber desiro to attempt the stage as

her clutchies. Perhaps, however, the parents lu,o footlights which

has enchanted so many
young eyes. She was devotedly fond of her
Little brother, and awbitious to obtam fur hun
the education of a gentleman, This motive
strengthened her resolution, She would lic
awake for hours, painfully considering how 1t
would be possible fur her to make a beginning
a3 an actress. It was naturally towards her
Aunt Mary that her main hopes and expecta-
tions turned. But, in her ignorance of Mrs,
Walton’s present place of abode, she cast about
in her mind to find some practical 'and imme-
dinte object on whick to expend her energy.
She bad tho very useful habit of doing, first, the
duty that lay nearest to her.

All Mrs. Hatchett's pupils went home for the
Cbristmas holidays with tbe exception of two
little South Americans from Rio Janeiro, who
remained at the school. These children were
entrusted almost cntirely to Mabel's care.

Among the two or three books she had put
into her ,trunk on leaving home, was a pocket
Shakespeare :—a little old well-worn editior, in
terribly small print, tbat had belonged to her
father. During the holidays, when all the
sleeping-rooms werd not needed for the child-
ren, Mabel enjoyed the luxary of a chamber to
herself, On many and many a cold winters
night did the lonely girl sit on the sido of her
little bed, wrapped in a shawl, and straining her
eyes over her Shakespeare, by the dim light of
& miserable candle. She was studying the
principal female characters in Shakespeare's
plays.

Poor Mabel! As she committed to memory,
line after line of that noble music whose cadence
has so special & charm for the ear, and as she
declaimed aloud whole sneeches of Portia,
Imogen, Cordelia, Rosalind, Juliet, the sordid
cares, the monotonous drudgery, the anconge-
nial associations of her life, were all forgotten,
The mean room, with its bare scanty fucniture,
faced away, and Mabel roamed, in doablet and
hose, through the sun-flecked forest of Arden,
secing the mottled deer glance by under the
great oaks, and hearing the stream that ¢ braw-
12d along the woud” babble a murmurous accom-
paniment to the deep voice of the melancholy
Jaques, or Touchstone’s dry satiric langhter. Ur,
she walked through the quaint mazes of a gar-
den in Messina, aud sitting idden in tho .

leached bower,
Where honeysuckles ripened by thesun,
Forbid the sun to enter,
listened with a “ fire in ber ears” to Ursula and
Hero discoursing of the Sigoior Benedick and
her disdainful self.

Or, she paced the stately halls of Belmont ; or,
stood beforo the choleric old King, to speak
Cordelia's simple truths and lose her éowcr. Or,
shoe leaned forth from a balcony amidst the soft
beauty of 2 southern summer aight, and drank
m the passinato vows of Rumeo, as he stood
with upturned face whereon the moonlight shone,
beneath her windovw.

O youth, O poetry, O mighty wizards, reling

i 8 profession. The daily pressure of her present ; boundless realms of faucy and of beaaty, how
cxistence was syacezing all the buoyancy out of jat the touch of your cnchanted wands tlus

her heart, and, she feared, would crush her

“ muddy vesturcof decas  grows clearand hight,

i bodily bealth, The atmosphere of Mrs. Hat- | and wo hear all the quinng of the spheres!

chett’s bouse was slow poison to her.

She would wake to the reahiics arosad her

She bad a great enjoyment in dramatic ex-  at the closing of ber book, as oae wakes from o

pression,

She bed 3 large share of that,dream. And hasing no one to whom to confide

Eastfield. Thoschoul was by av means o fitst- ) idivsyacrasy which delights ia the portrayal , her Lopes and plans, ot frum shomsie could 1ouk

class onc. A hind of odour of puserty exhaled |

from the house. Every accessary cvmfutl was

appearances, Genulity was bor Moluch, to whum
she offered up sach little childcen as came Waitkin

of atrung emution, under the shelteriog mask of q fur sympaths with b wonder at, wod admra-

an assumed individuality. Of her owa fecliugs s ton uf, the genius whuse creauons were, fur her
pinched and pared dowa to the naruwest pos- | Mabcl was reticeat. But she thought she could y mind, iiviug, breailing, somortal resdaties, sho
sible dimensions. Mrs. Hatchet, the schoulins- y “bandon hersclf freely iu the utierance of Imo- | grew tu vk furvand tv ihe svlitaty hours speat
tress pussed her life in that most depressing of | gen's w.fely love, Curdelin’s surrows, o the in her uwa rvom as e oniy hours worth her
bumsn occapations, & struggle to keep up | witty witcheries of Beattice, Sho knew some- | living for.

i thing of the seamy side of a playor’s life, and )

© Wik her dreams, Wo, miagled at tumes bright

was aut dazaled by that scductive brillisncy of * prospects.  Visions of fawc, aud of the speet
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incenso of praise, and the triumphant music of'

applause, She was but seveutecn, and n spite
of all her practical sense and stvere repression
of too sanguine hopes, ther¢ were mowments
when her youth asserted its rich privilege of
building fairy castles in the air. Bt the castles,
however stately, were always peopled by those
she Joved.

A3 the last days of the holidays drew nigh,
Mabel studied hard, making the most of the
fow precious hours of frecdom that remained to
her, before the weary round of schyol-lifeshould
recommence.  She had studied herself nearly
perfect in Juliet, and was in the Labit of re-
aiting long passages frum the play aloud at
night, until, in ber enthusiasm, she )\'ould_ be
startled by the sound of hicr own voice raised
in passionate ¢ntreaty or vehiement grief, and
ringing through the desolate house,

One night—the last before the girls came back
—she began, while undressing, to repeat the
lung soliloquy that precedes Juliet's druuking of
the sleeping potion. Asshe spuke the thrilling
words in which the lovessick girl breathes out
the terrors that crowd upon her fancy, she
scemed to sce the lofty antique chamber into
which darted one blue streak of bright Italian
moonlight, the dark shadow-haunted recesses of
the spacious room, the dagger with rich handle
and sharp blade, the little phual on whose mys-
terious aid her fate depended. And then she
coniured up the appalling picture of the si'ent
stone-cold sepulchre,

The horrible conceit of death and night,

‘Pogether with the terror ot the place,
and all the ghastly remnants of mortality. The
unqaiet spirit of the murdered Tybalt glded by,
secking Romeo, with nn awful frown upon uts
death-pale face, and with a stifled shbrick she
raised the potion to her lips, and dashieg herself
down, fell—rot on Juliet’s couch, but, from the
enchanted realms of poetry, down to Mrs. Hat-
chett’s establishient for young ladies at East-
field. Withaheart yet beating fast, and nerves
all quivering with cmotion, Juliet Transformed
crept shivering into bed.

CHAPTER INI.  MR3 SAXNELBY TARES COUNSEL.

The receipt of Mabel's letter threw Mrs,
Saxelby into a state of considerable agitation.
It did not come upon her with the shock of a
surprise.  She had known, from the tone of the
very first letters from Eastfield, that ber child
was unhappy in Mrs. Hatchett's house, and that
the school could not be of such a class as 1o
give any credentials worth having, to a teacher
coming out of it. Mrs Saxelby was weak and
selfish, but she bad her share of maternal Jove—
of that love which is inseparable from self-sacri-
fice in some shape. Iad it been merely her
desire set against Mabel's, she might have
yiclded without & struggle But she was a
woman whose opinions (if not her tastes) were
absolutely the ccho of the opinions of those
around her. During the past five yearsshe had
relied on Benjamin Saxelby's judgment, and had
adopted his views. And how unbesitatingly he
would have condemued such a scheme as Mabel's,
she well knew.

Oh for some one toadvise her! By thig, Mrs,
Saxelby meant, some one to say  #] command
you to do this thing ” or, I tell you toabstain
fromj doing that.” She read and re-read ber
daughter's letter. ¢ IHow nice it would be,”
she thought, «if dear Mabel could be«ich and
happy and prosperous. Dear me, I've been told
that some aetregses hold quite a position ia
socicly. But, of course, if the thing be wrong
in itself, Zkat ought not to weigh with me. Yet,
I can't feel sure that itis so very wicked.
Philip did not think 50, and Mary Walton
mado his brother an excellent wife, But, then
Benjamin thought it most dangerous and im-
proper for Mabel to remain in her home ; not
that I believe she ever learned anything but
good there. Oh dear, ob dear’ I wisb I knew
what to do. 1 suppose Icannot forbid her writ.
ing toher sunt in any case. And perhaps after
all, something may happen to prevent her at-
tempting thisscheme.”

It is no disparngement to Mrs, Saxelby to
admit that she certainly did feel the chance of

a comfortable home for herself, and education
fur Douley, twitdung at hier, as a strong tempta-
tivn.  Iler Lifv at Huzlehurst was utterly dull
and colourless, and she missed Mabel every
hour,

The one day in the week that brought her a
glimpse of cheerfulness was Sunday.  When the
wenther did pot make it absolutely impossible,
there was the morning walk to church with
Douley (who hiad beeose guite a regular atten-
dant there, and had made the personal acquaint-
ance of the mild old cleryman in the sidver-
nmed spectacles). Then, on Sunday after-
noons, Clement Charlewood was a freguent
visitor,  He walked or rode over to Hazlehurst
nearly every week, and Dooley never failed to

packet of sweetmeats, the discuvery of which
occasioned ever new delight and surprise.  Did

ment’s frequent visits were not made guite disin-

that she liad always suspected that he came as
nuch to hear of Mabel as to sec herself. But I
am inclined to think that she was mistaken
there,

On the Sunday dfiernuon after the receipt of
Mabel's letter enclusing little Curda's note, the
hoofs of Clement's hurse were heard clattering
sharply on the bard frosty ruad. Dooley, sta-
tioned at the parlour window with & big illus-
trated Bible, the pictures in which formed his
Sunday diversion, announced that  Mr, Tarle-
wood was twnmin',” and ran to the door to
meet him,

“I am riding on to leave Duchess at the inn,
Mrs. Saxelby,” called Clement, lifting his hatas
he saw her at the window, * May I take Dooley
so fur with nic 7 I undertake to bring him back
safely.”

Dooley, having received permission to go,
rushed into the house again, and had his hat
stuck on his head all askew by Betty, whoze
eyes were occupied in staring at Mr. Charle-
wood and his steed ; then she wrapped the child
in a warm shawl of his motber’s ard lifted him
on to the saddle before Clement. Dooley’slittle
pink legs protruded from his bundle of wraps,
and stuck out horizoutally on cither side of the
horse. As his bhat was all awry, so his flaxen
curls were dishevelled and waving, But he
looked supremely happy as he grasped the bridle
with little frost-reddencd fingers, and incited
Duchess to put forth her mettie by many impe-
rious gees and shouts of ¥ Tum up! Do along,
Dutsess !’ and several strenuous though unsuc-
cessful efforts to make a clicking noise with his
tongue.

AS Mrs. Saxelby watched this from the win-
dow, and marked the kind smile on Clement’s
face ag he held the little fellow in his protecting
arm, asudden impulse came into her heart to
take counsel with Clement touching Mabel's
letter. “He is & very clover man of business,
and he is fond of Mabeland of all of us, and be
will be able to advise me,” thought the poor
weak little woman.

When Clement and Dooley returned on foot,
having left Duchess in a warm stable at the inn,
Mrs. Saxelby received them in the little parlour,
She had a bright fire in the grate, and the aspect
of the room was pleasant and cozy. Clement
wondered to himself, as he sat down beside the
clean hearthstone, what it was that gave to that
poor megnly furnished little room an atmosphere
of peace and comfort such as he neverfound in
any of the rich rooms at Bramley Manor. The
cottage at Hazelhurst he felt to be a home,
whereas Bramley Manor was only a very band-
some house. The difference, though undefinably
subtle, was quite appreciable.

¢ And how is Miss Earnshaw ?" said Clement,
stroking Dooley’s curls. I hope you continue
to have good news of her 7

“ Thank you, she is not ill.” N

There was o tremor in Mrs, Saxelby's voice,
and a stress on the last word, that caused Cle-
ment to look up quickly.

“You have heard nothing disngrecable, I
trust ?°

“ N——no; that is to say——1I wonder if you
would mind my reposing o great confidence in

you, Mr. Charlewood ? I have no right to ask
it, but I should be so grateful for, your advice.”

¢ A great confidenco implies & great tegpou-
sibility,” returned Clement, gravely. It was
his character to be earnest and to take things
sericasly ; and the bound his heart gave at Mrs,
Sa.elby’s words—suggestive of some revelation
regarding Mabel—made him chunge colour for
the moment,

‘1 repeat, I have no nght to burden you
weth any respousibility,” said Mrs. Saxelby,
meekly.  “ But I—I—feel towards you atmost
as to a son.” :

Clement flushed, and pressed Dooley’s curly
head so hard that the child winced.

“ Dooley my boy, I beg your pardon. Did 1

find in & certain outside puchet of his cuat a ) hurt yuu?” asked Clement, somewhat confused.

“ Qo did hurt me, but’oo is very sorry,” re-
turned Dooley, endeavouring to combine can-

Mrs. Saxclby ever entertain auy idea that Cle- | dour with courtesy.

¢ Dear Mrs. Saxelby,” said Clement, earnestly,

terestedly ¢ She uscd to maintain, afterwards, | pray do not suppose that I bhave any selfish

dread of responsibihity. I am very sensible of
your kindness and confidence. Only I doubted
whether you might not have found a more com-
petent counsellor. One who has a higher regard
for you and yours,I do not think you would
find casily. Was 1t something concermng Miss
Barnshaw that you wished to say to me ?!

¢ Yes. I received a letter from her on Friday
morning. I am afraid sbe is very far from con-
tented in Eastficld.”

“ I dot a letter from Tibby, too!” snid Doo-
ley, trumphantly.

“ Yes, my darling. Go and tell Betty to
wash your bands und face and brush your bair,
and then you may bring your letter to show to
Mr. Charlewood. 1 don't like,” added Mrs,
Saxelby, as the cbild left the room, * to speak
before him. He is very quick, and bis attach-
ment to his sister is so strong, that I really be-
lieve, baby though he 1s, it would break Ins beart
to think she was unheppy”

‘ But I hope, Mrs. Saxclby, that there is no-
thing serious.”

¢ Ab, but there is, though. Something very
serious. There! Read that letter, and tell me
your opinion.”

Mrs, Saxelby experienced a little trepidation
as she gave Mabel's letter into the young man's
hand, and felt that she had taken an irrevocable
step. Clement read the letter steadily through,
and the long sigh of relief that he drew at its
close, camu upon him almost as a revelation.
The news was very annoving, very distressing,
but—it was not hopeless, not irremediable.
What revelation regarding Mabel had Lg feared,
which would bave seemed to him so much har-
der to bear? He did not answer the question
even to himself, but he knew in the moment
when be laid the letter down, that he loved her
with all the strength of his heart, and that he
would henceforth bend the powers of his willand
energy to the endeavour of winuing her to be
his wife.

“ You don't speak, Mr. Charlewood.”

% I am not sure that I thoroughly understand
the contents of this letter. But 1 suppose I have
guessed their meaning pretty accurately. I pre-
sumeo that the carcer to which Miss Earnshaw
alludes as having been ber dream for so long,
13—is—the stage ?”

@ Yes,” said Mrs. Saxclby. * Now the truth
isout. The Aunt Mary she speaks of in her
Ietter, is an nctress. We never mentioned that
part of the family during Mr. Saxclby’s lifetime,
for he had a very strong objection to——" Mrs.
Saxelby finished the sentence in her pocket-
hnadkerchief,

“ Not an unreasonable objection, I think, "said
Clement, almost steraly.

* You think so? You really think so ? But
you ought to understand, Mr, Obarlowood, that
my sister-in-law has been an excellent wife and
mother. Quite exemplary, and”—Mrs. Saxelby
blushed a little—* and she was very kind and
good to me, and to my fatherless little girl,
Mabcl” was almost brought up in her uncle's fas
mily.

“ Do I undcrstand,” said Clement, * that you
are asking my advico as to younr angwer to Miss
Earnshaw'’s letter 77 ..



1867.)

THE SATURDAY READER.

271

“ Yes, ndeed I am. What do you think I
ought to 30?7 " Mrs. Saxelby crossed her
lmnlds, and riised her soft Lluo eyes implor-
ingly.

Perhaps no mor. sultle flattery oan be ad-
dressed to a man, than through an appeal made
to his superior wisdom and experience, by =
wormran who asks his advice, and appears to
lean helplessly and reliantly on his strength.
When the appeal is made in tho shape of a grent
confidence, which he supposes to bo entrus-
ted to himself alone, and when the appealer is
o still graceful and pretty woman, tho in-
cense is 8o intoxicating, as to be well-nigh irre-
sistible.

Clement—far from being o vain man——was not
inscnsible to this flattery. Aad though Mrs,
Saxelby had just confessed her utter inability to
furm & judgment for the guidance of her own
conduct, he had a confused impression at that
moment that she was a very sensible person, and
that ho bhad never hitherto done full justice to her
discernment.

“Dear Mrs. Saxelby, I appreciate your con-
fidence very highly indeed, and I feel diffident
in offering advico on so delicate and importaut
a matter. But, since you ask me, I will frankly
tell you, that if Miss Earnshaw were my sister,
or my—my cousin—] would not hesitate to put
a decided veto upon her schem .

¢ [ thought so. ” returaed Mrs, Saxelby, ¢ I
fancied that would be your opinion. But what
am I to do with her? You sce what she writes,
And after all yon know, Mr. Charlewood, her
chicef anxiety is for mo and Doolcy.”

f¢ Miss Earnshaw is the most excellent young
lady I know. Believe me, I have the highest
admiration and—and—respect for her. Butitis
the duty of her true fricnds to shield her from the
consequences of her own generosity and inexpe-
rience. Of ¢ourse, as her mother, you feel that
strongly.”

¢ Mabel is not casily turned from what she
thinks right, Mr. Charlewood.”

¢ Undoubtedly. Butif this course could bo
shown her to be not right? ¥

« Ab, how is one to do that? I may have
my own convictions” (Mrs, Saxelby never did
have her own convictions being always will-
ing to cling to otiter people’s); *¢ but to per-
suadz Mabel of their correctness—that is rot so
casy.”

¢ She would not disobey your commands 2"

¢ No. She would not do that, She has al-
ways been a loving and Jutiful child. But how
can [ havo the heart to condemn her to thehope-
less drudgery she is now engaged in? You seo
she fears that ber health may absolutely give
way.’

¢ But, Mrs, Sazelby, it does not follow that all
her life need be sacrificed to this drudgery.
Surely a better position might bo found for her.
And, besides: would you not like, Mrs. Saxelby,
to sce your daughter, and talk to her yourself t*

« Ob, somuch ! But that is out of the question
until Easter. The Clristmas holidays are just
over.”

t¢ Y mean, could you not run over to Eastficld
for a day? 1 have long been intending to ask
my fricnd Dooley to a bachelor dinner, If you
would come too, 3rs. Saxelby, Ishould esteem it
o great honear.”

¢ To dinner?”

¢ Yes; at Eastfield. I have business that
will oblige me to go there, at the end of the
week, We could dine at the hatel, and I would
convey you and Dooley home in the evening.
Youmight thus have an opportanity at once of
speaking to Miss Earnsbaw, and conferring an
obligation on me. ”

** You are very good ; but—"

% Pray don't raise any difficultics, dear Mrs.
Saxelby. If it were summer-time, I would
bring & carriage and drive you over. But in
this weather I fear I must ask you to come by
the train, You will be warmer, And the jour-
ney will be so muchghorter for Dooleyat night.”

Mrs. Saxelby hesitated only at tho idea of
going to Eastficld as Clement Charlowood's
gaest, for she bad an uneasy sense that Mabel
would disapprove of her doing so. However,
Clement's strong purpose prevailed; as almost

any strong purpose, strungly urged, was sure
to prevail with Mrs, Saxelby, She at last con-
sented to accept the invitativn ; meanwlhile, she
would write to Mabel to prepare her for the visit,
without returning any decisive answer to her
letter,

“Of covrse you will hold my confidence
sacred, and mention whatl have said to no one,”
said Mrs. Suxelby, as Clement was about to tuke
his leave,

“I shall certainly mention it to no one with-
out your express permisgion. I did think at one
time of asking onc of my sisters to play hostess
for ug at our little diuner; but, under the cir-
~umstances of our visit to Eastfield, you will
prefer that no othier person should be asked 1°

“Oh, please no. Idon’t want anybody toknow
a word. If Miss Fluke were to hear "

% Miss Fluke!” exclaimed Clement, with a
start. “The last person on this carth to be
tt ughuof! If she were to speak to your daugh-
tcr on this subject—whiclishie would not refrain
from doing—would be certain to do if confided
in—she would drive Miss Earnshaw tocxtremity,
and offend her beyond forgiveness. Miss Fluke!
In Heaven's name do not think of Miss Fluke!”

‘ Benjamin thought very highly of ler,” said
Mrs. Saxelby, in a deprecating munner.

“ Good-bye till Saturday, aad no Miss Fluke!
I will send o fly for you at twelve o'clock, if
that will suit your convenience, aud will meet
you myself at tho station in llammerham,”

“ Good-byo; and thank you very, very much,
dear Mr. Charlewood.”

Dooley had been standing wistfully for some
minutes by Clemeut's side, holding a letter in
bis hand, finding himself unnoticed, he bad
crept away to tho window, where he climbed
upon a chair, and knelt with his forehead against
the glass.

“ Good-bye, Douley 1" said Clement, coming
behind him.

“ Dood-bye,” said the little fellow, in a Jow
voice, but he neither moved nor looked round.

“ Won't you shake hands ??

¢ No,” returned Dooley, dryly.

“ Dooley, I'm ashamed of you,” cricd his
mother. ¢ Not shake hands with Mr. Charle-
wood 7”

“Dooley turned round slowly, and held out
his tiny hand, then they saw that the child's
eyes were full of tears,

#\Why, Dooley, my boy, what's the matter ?
asked Clement,

No reply.

“ And there’s your sister's letter, that you
never showed me, after all. Mayn't I sce it
now ?”

« No."

&« NO ?u

¢ Qo don't want to tee it," said Dooley, check-
ing a sob, and turning resolately towards the
window again, with the letter pressed agaiust
his breast.

% Ah)” said Mrs. Saxelby aside to Clement,
“1 gee what it is. He is so sensitive about any
slight to Tibby. Her letters are his great joy
and pride, and he fancied you did not sufficiently
appreciate the privilego of seeing one.”

Olement took the child in his arms, and kissed
bis forchead with almost a woman's tenderness,
« Dooley,” said he, # I will be so grateful to you,
if you will let me sec Mabel's letter. I will in-
decd. I love ber, Dooley,” he whispered, press-
ing his cheek against the child's. Dooley looked
at him with a solemn searching gaze, and then
gave tho letter into his hand without a word.

Clement read it and duly admired it, and was
carcful to remark that it was addressed to
“Dooley Saxclby, Esq., Hazlehurst, near Haw-
merham ;” upon his reading which direction
aloud, Dooley chuckled with irrepressible glee,
aund stuffed a corner of his pinafore, still wet
with tears, into his mouth,

Clement walked to the village inn for his
horge, mounted, and rode briskly toward Ham-
merham. His head was full of whirling thoughts,
and tho beat of his horse’s hoofs secemed to bo
keeping time to the rhythmic repetition of a
namo.

What namo ?

Mager, Maser, Maper, Earvsmaw.

CliAl, IV, THE TRESCOTTS AT HOMNE.

“ T’y blow -1 if this ain’t & rum game!” ex-
claimedd iMr, Alfred Trescott to his father, cnun-
cinting the words with some difficulty, by reason
of the cigar which he held between his teeth,

The Trescott family was nssembled in Mrs.
Hutchins's front kitchen on the Sunday even-
ing on which Mrs. Saxelby had taken counsel ot
Clement Charlewood. The mistress of the houso
was from home, and the master had retired to
the attic in which he slept.  Mr. Hutchins, poor
hard-working man, always went to rest atabout
seven o'clock on Sunday evenings, and usually
enjoyed a long and uninterrupted slumber, to
judge by the sonorous snores that made the tath
and plaster of Number 23, New Bridge-street,
tremble.

Mrs. Hutchims had become an ardent disciple
of Miss Fluke, and wasg, at that moment, listen.
-ing to tho supercrogatory sermon which Miss
Fluke denominated ¢ Sabbath cvening lecture.”
Mrs, Hutching found, to her pleased surprise,
that she got nearly as much excitement out
of Miss Fluke’'s spiritual exercises as from
Rosalba  herself ; and sho found, too, that
whereas she must  fraukly own to seeking
Rosalba for her own personal amuscment and
delectation, 1t was possible to lay claim to great
merit and virtue on the score of her frequent
attondanco at the religious meetings held under
the patronage of the Reverend Decimus Fluke
and Lis family. In short, the profession and
practice of the Flukian school of picty combined
the usually incompatible advantages of eating
onc's cnke and having ittoo. So Mrs. Hutchins
was at present a model parishioner, and had—to
use the jargon in voguc amongs the congre-
gation of St. Philip-ia-the-Fields—¢ got con-
version.”

Little Corda, still pale and delicate, but quite
recovercd from her accident, wag sitting ona
wooden stool before the hearth, with her head
leaning against her father’s knee, and her mus-
ing cyes fixed on tho glowing caverns in the
coal fire. Mr. Trescott was copying music at
the deal table, which was strewn with loose sheets
of manuscript orchestral parts, gritty with the
sand that had been thrown upon the wet ink to
dry it quickly, and save time. Alfred took his
cheap cigar from between his teeth, and repeated
vith more emphasis and distinctness than be-
forc that he was blowed if this wasn’t a- run

ame.

« Alf,” said Corda, looking up very seriously,
* I wish you wouldn’t talk like that. I wish
you wouldn’t say blowed ¢ and rum.’ They're quite
vulgar words, and you ought not to use them.
People might think it was because you didn't
know any better, But you doknow better, dun't
you?”

“ Pussy-cat. I haven’t time for your unon-
sense, * was her brother's gracious reply ; “ I was
talking to the governor.”

® YWell, well, well,” said Mr. Trescott, irri-
tably, *what is it? What do you want? One,
two, there, four—tut ! you've made me write 2 bar
twice over.”

% Don't be crusty, governor,” returned his
son, coolly. Alfred was of an irascible and
violent temper himself, but his father’s nervous
irritability usually made him assumo a stoically
calm demecanour. He felt his own advantage
in being coo!, and besides he had an innate and
cruel love of teasing, which was gratified by
the spectacle of powerless anger. ¢ You needn’t
flare up: it'll only make youbilious, and I shan't
be frightened 1nto speaking pretty. I was say-
ing that the letter of 3Miss Earnshaw’s is & rum
game.”

Mr, Trescott finished the page of manuscrint
on which be was engaged, sprinkled some pounce
over it, plied the loose sheetsous upon tho other
in & neat packet, and then, gently moving Cor-
da’s head from its resting-vlace, turned his chair
round from the table, and stared at the fire with
hands buricd deep in his pockets, and a thought-
ful frown on his face.

“I¢'s very natural,” ho said, after a long
silence, ¢that if Mrs, Walton i3 her aunt she
should want to get her auot's address. X was
sure, from tho first moment I saw that girl's

ace, she was very liko some one I know.” And

’
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its Mrs. Waltun's blind husbund, of course, :momhs' vacation. We must cut it, ag soon as | He drew a brief for the defence of o Scotch

There's a likeness vetween her and Polly, tov,
but Polly isn't 2o handsume,”

“But ain't it a litle vdd, dun't you thnk, [ manage to hang on about the nerghbourhood & P

that Miss Eunshaw shouldn't huow lier owy |
people’s aldress, but should huse to write to us |
for 1it? Oris that very nataral tvo ?” f
¢ Well, said Me. Trescott, I will send her |
the last address I heard of their being at, That's
all T can do. T suppuse Mrs, Walten is stll i
the York circuit.”

o Umph!” said Alfred, with a dry mochag
Jaugh, **1 wonder what my Ligh polite frnd
Mr. Clement Charlewoud would say if he huew,
s foths all go to old Fluke's shop, and fall
wto sky-blue convulsivug at the very wention of
o theatre. T pich up a lot about them from that
young ass, Walter.”

« What shvuld Mr. Clement Clarlewood say
if e huew?  What is it to him?' asked Mr.
Trescott,

«\Why, 1 should think it wouldu't suit his
stuck-up airs to have a wife whose rclativns
went cadging abuat the country, as the Waltuns
did when we fiest knew them.”

o A wife,” |

Alfred nudded emphatically, “1 aint going
1o spin & yarn as long as my arm to explain it,
governor, but I have goud reasun to behieve
that its o case of unmitigated spoons with my
friend the hodman.”

Corda was listening attentively, She asked
with flushed checks and eager cyes. «Is Mr, |
Charlewoud going to marry Miss Mabel, AIf 2" |

«# I don't knuw, pussy-cat,” rcjummed her
brother, carelessly. ¢ Bat louk here, young
ap: Just you heep your little tungue between

-our little teeth.  Don't chatter to the fair Mrs,
1., or to any ong, about what I may say before
you 7"

3 « I pever talk to Mrs. Hutchins,” said Corda,
with a mortified expression of countenance;
sand I'm sure would never chatter about what
you say to anybody. But I should hke Mr.
Charlewoud and Miss Earusliaw to be married !
They re both so nice, and hind.  Wouldn't it be
beautiful, papa ??

« Perhaps it might, darling. But we know
nothing about the matter.”

Alfred laughed provokingly, and nodded
again.

« Weli, said lie, 1 don't care a rap for the
whole boiling. They may all go to the devil,
head-foremost, for me!”

«1 do care,” said Mr. Trescott, nursing his
Jame leg, and beating the svund foot upon the
ground rapidly, *“I do care.”

« That's & blessing for all parties,” sad Al-
fred , **but if you take that family under your
patronage, you Il bave your hands full.  Walter
13 playing a nice lLitle game with Skadley. Those |
chaps at the barrachs are scitling bis business as
clean as a whistle, Ha! ha! ha! 'Pon ‘my
soul, it was as good &s a play tu see ‘em the
other night at Plumtree’s! That fool Wat
Charlewood thinks hie can play billiards. Lord,
bow they gammoned Lim! Old Charlewood
will have to stump up tu some tune, if Master
\Wat goes on much longer. Skidley s got lots
of his 1.0.U.s.  Su's Fitzmaarice,”

«#Set of scoundrels! muttered Mr. Trescott
between his teeth.

«Well, pretty well for that,” said Alfred,
¢ hut they can't do me.”

« Ah, Al, AM" said his father, with a sigh,
« T wish to Heaven yuu would give up that sort
of thing altogether !

Alfred shrugged his shoulders impaticatly,
but made no reply. There was a long silence
amongst the three. A sdence broken only by
the loud ticking of that clock which Curda had
listened to so many nights in her sick-bed.

«T spoke to Copestake yesterday morning
about the closc of the scason,” said Mr. Trescott
at length. Copestake was the manager of the
Hammerham tbeatre,

« Well 7" said Alfred.

« Well, he don't see any chance of golug on
much aficr Baster, and it falls early this year.
He wouldn't re-open tll Scptember. 7 dont
quite know what to do.”

¢ What to do? Why, we can't afford n six

we get a chance.”
“f was thinkmg, Alf, whether we mightn't

without going quite away,
Like tlus, there are always chances of sometinng
todo. And 1 have a few pupis atready.
there are peoples concerts, round about,
perhaps  could get a httle copymng to do,and so
cke 1t out till neat seasor.. 1 thwk 1ts so much
better to take 1ootin a place of possible, So
much better for Aer,” he added, glancing down
at Corda.  (His face always softened when he
looked at Ins hittle girl, but now 1t grew sad as
well.)

“Ab, you'll find that won't pay, governor.
No; better eutat. I would write to old Moflatt
atonce, if 1 was yon,and go to Ireland, bag and
baggage.”

He had no strange degiro to ¢ take root,” as
Ins father phrased it.  Alfred "Trescott never
cared to remain long in one place, e was con-
8rious of possessing very considerable musical
powers ; and many of those who heard the lad
play in his carly youth, still maintain that he
had gifts which might have gained him an Eu-
ropean reputation ; but they perished, for want
of the one talisman that alone can ensuro suc-
cess—industry. It was strange to listen to the
tones breathing exquisite tenderness and feeling
which his bow produced, and then to hear him-
self the next moment uttering hard insolent
cyuicisms that chilled the heart, Ile could make
hus violin discourse eloquently and pathetically,
carrying one's very soul aloft, as it secmed, on
the goaring sounds. But the music ceased, and
the ;musician remained cold, seifish, cruel, and
cunning ; snecring at sentiment, and denying
goodness. Nevertheless, he was possessed at
tunes by a fevzrish ambition, and indulged in wild
dreams of brilliaut success, and of all the sweets
that such success can bring. Then bo would
delude himeelf into thinking thatin a new place
among strangers, and surrounded by other
scenes, he could, a3 he phrased it, # make a fresh
start,” and work his way upward. But the fresh
start must have been within him; and no out-
ward circmmstances or surroundings could avail
him anything.

ON LITTLE HATERS.

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS RALA.

OCTUR JUHNSON is reported to have

saud that % he loved a good Hater,” Tuc
asgsertion i3, in the first place, a paradox; for
Hatred is one of the worst of human faculties,
and clearly denvable from the Devil, who, if he
was the first ywhig (another Johnsonmsm), was
likewisc the first Hater, seeing that he hated
Good, and rebelled againstit, and was so thrown
down mto the 1t Dr. Johason’s paradox may
be allowed to pass, however; for that learncd
and prejudiced, but good man, dearly loved to
be paradoxical. It is oxtremely questiouable
whether, tbroughout nis long hfe——cmbittered
as 1t wag by discase, by poverty, by bereave-
ment, by superstition, and by hypochoadria—he
ever smcerely hated anybody— excepting, of
course, the First Whig aforesaid, whotn he must
naturally have detested as the sworn foe of all
good things. But he was too noble to hate, in
the real segse of the word, any buman bemng,
His temper was violent. * e was frequently
provoked,” writes Lord Macaulay, # to striking
thhose who had offended im.,” He quarrclled
ficrcely with booksellers. Oace upon a tiwme he
knocked onc down with a folio, le morally
floored Andre v Miller with & cruel gibe. He
thonght Henry Ficlding o “low dog.” He was
furiqusly angry with the Hanoverian party for
hanging Doctor Camcron. But I canno$ sce
that be absolutely o~ actively bated anyone,
He was coatinuous! and unjustly sarcasuc
towards Scotland and the Scotch, and with
narrow httle pebbles of obloquy and disparage-
ment paved a broad lmghway for the brilhant
and toumphant revenge taken forty years after
his death by Sir Walter Scott; yet Ins most in-
tunate friend was the “ brawest ” of Scotchmen.

In o musical place | ¥ J ,
! | Teceived with tho most curdial hospitality by

Aund ) the 1 ) !
And | Now, if we bate & man we don't go to dince with

schuulmaster charged with cruelty to bis pupils;
and he undertovk, in tho decline of his life,
leasure journcey through Scotland, even to
districts thew mvst difficult of access, and was

people he had so persistently maligned,

hum, save with the Borgian view of poppiog a
pnch of puison into his pea-suup, We do not
ordinarily take the person whom we bitterly
hate to be vur chum a. 1 boon companion. You
can't drwnk rum-punch with & mat you hate,
unless, as I hinted, you have pat some Prussic
acidmat. I may be sumewhat weakemug my
uwn argument by granting that Jolnson felt
sometlung akin to hatred towards Voltawe,
But 1 am persuaded that the pious, bigoted old
Ductor did not hold Mongicur Arouet to bo a
human being., e esteemed him & fiend, the
eldest son and heir of the First Whig, seat on
carth=hke Mr. Southey’s walking demon—to
sec how his “snug littde farm got on.” You
may quote the case of Signor Piozzi agamst
me, aad maintain that the Doctor hated him,
Ile had some reason to do so. Piozzi was hig
rival,  Piozz: had supplanted him in the favour
of & woman whom, if he did not love, he ad-
mired an¥ revered beyond all women, and for
whose health and bappiness he prayed night
and day. That confounded Italinn music mas-
ter plucked—all involuntarily it may be—the
cushion of soft duwn from under” the weary
lmbs of & hipped and broken invalid. Ie
robbed him—quit¢ unconsciously I daresay—of
tho nice dinners, the choice brown legs of pork,
the warm bedroom at Streatham Park, the obe-
dient lacqueys, the not less obedient circle of
admirers. ; The old, the tired, tho fecble, the
gouty—those who should have had enough of
hife, yet cling toit, and are desperately afraid
to dic,—ab! what an inexpressible solace it
must be to them to be tended by a comely and
graceful woman—to feel the pressure of kind
young bands, to hear tho silvery freshness of g
young voice. Can you imagine a more horrible
Iot than that of Jean Jacques, gray and poor and
infirm, and bullied by a cross, ugly, unfaithful
old woman? Can you imagine u more delight-
ful expiry than that of lus fortunate rival, Vol-
taire, crowned in hisnonagenarianisraby nymphs
of the opera, and surrounded on his dying couch
by court beautics? Was it o delightful expiry,
though? Was Mirubeau's delightful? He bad
wine and beauty to the last. Was Charles’s?
He was gambling and toying with his mistresses,
and hstening to * the French boy singing love-~
songs 1 that glorious gallery,” as Mr. Frith
shows us 1n s good picture, until within g
week of death. To inquire whether this was
the best way of making an end of it, would
take me too far. I return to Signor Pjozzi, and
1 repeat that, the lost dehights of Streatham
Park and the fulling away of Hester Theale
notwithstandmg, 1t is not at all cstablished
that Doctor Jolinson entertained for the Italian
an actual feehing of hatred. He despised him—
that was all, e contemned bim because he
wag a professional singer—because be earncd
an honoutable Jivelihood by the exercise of rare
vocal talents. Tacre was nothing eclse to be
sud agawst Piozzi, who, by all accounts, was a
most anuable and honourable and even an in-
structed and witty man. The Doctor, howerer,
classed m with fiddlers and jongleurs, with
the ambubama and pharmacopole, with buffoons
and quacks who wept at tho death of Tigellus;
with the minstrels and “all the rascal com-
pany” described in the old ballad as bemng
turned out of Smicus’ heuse.  As Mr. Hayward
has observed in i adourable book on Mrs.
Thrales’ Life and Lrtters, the haughty old Joln-
son, had ho lived . this age, might havo re.
garded with equal scorn a Mario, Sims Recves,
or o Santley. Dit we not indeed sce the pa-
lest reues € tuc Johusonian contempt in the
snobbisbness of the stack-up purists who pro-
tested against the Brighton schoolmaster num-
bering among s pupils the son of an eminent
English actor and bonourable English gentle-
man, Mr. Alfred Wigan? Jobnson bed cvery
reason to he proud of lus own attmnments and
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celebrity. But Piozzi could mect Lijn on grounds
a3 honourable, thuugh of a different nature,
L'un valait Pautre. 1f 1 were a famous author,
I should deem Signor Sivori my equal, and my-
self the cqual of Professor Owen.  On thie score
of birth or original sucial position, Johuson kad
not the slightest claim to contemn Pivzai, who
wag an Italian gentleman.  The Ductur »as the
son of a trodesman, He had been a schoul-
master, amd an unsuccessful voe to boot. He
had been a bookseller’s hack, and neat dvor to
# beggar; and be despised Pivesi, and thought
that a London brewer's wife had brought ler-
self to undying shame by marrying a furciguner
with u fine viice aud cultivated taste, who had
been wise cnough to turn his talents into
gnineas.  The Doctor is not to be blamed per-
haps, however much we may argue in this in-
stance against the narrow-mindedness of one
who was usually the largest-hearted of humani-
tarians, Doctor Samuel had his full skare of &
quality which I call “British becfiness"—a
quality by no means extinct among us at this
day. My grandmother, who was as baughty an
old lady as you would wish to meet on o dny’s
march, used to say that there were two kinds of
pride—* proper pride” and “stinking pride.”
The adjective i3 not pretty; but my grand-
mother was born in the last centary. # Stink-
ing” pride decried George Canning asan ¢ ad-
venturer” beeause his mother was an actress,
¢ Stinking” pride, although it is forced politi-
cally to eat humble-pie and accept Mr. Disracli
as a leader, does not consider Mr. Disracli tobe
quite up to the mark of tho ¢ county families,”
because his grandfather was a Venetian Jew,
and because he himself once sat on astool inan
attorney’s office, and afterwards wrote novels for
a living, It was the real, malodorous, beefy
pride that impelled one of the best and wisest
men that ever breathed to despise & harmless
Italian vocalist ; and I have often thought, when
reading and re-reading the incomparable Life of
Savage, that the biographer—old friendship to
the contrary—would not have been quite s0 in-
dulgent to the hero, whom he knew to have
beenan idle, drunken, lying; worthless profligate,
had hoe not always borne in mind the story—
since pretty well ripped up and shown to be a
bare-faced imposture—of Richard Savage being
the bastard son of a Pecer of the realm.

My conclusion on the whole amounts to this,
that thero caunot be such a thing asa ¢ good
Hater.” I not only mean that & good man can-
not hate, but I deny the possibility of ¢« good”
hating. We hato badly, or not at all. Ignortnce
and Envy are tho grand parents of Hatred,
and there cannot be anything good in Envy or
Ignorance. The savage, priest-ridden populace
of Toulouse, who loathed the Calais family be-
cause they were Protestants, and industrious,
aud virtuous, and who hounded on their law-
ofticers to destroy them cven to the second and
third generation: is an apology to be found for
tho hatred of these ferocious wretches in thejr
ignorance ? Are the Dominicans who persecuted
Galileo Galilei, are tho Florentines who mur-
dered Savonarols, to be free from blame because
their hatred was prowmpted by ignorance? Are
the Capuchins who burned Urbain Graundicr as
a sorcerer, and in fiendish mockery beld a red-
hot crucilix to his lips cro the first faggot was
lit—are such demons to be beld scot-free becnuse
their hatred was the child of Envy? Yet all
theso creatures were of the ¢ good Hater” tribe
whom Johnson in a capricious moment declared
that ho loved. The odium theologicum ¢ Good
Haters” abound among the talapoius aud
medicine-men: yet is their bateed “good?”
Dalvin sending Servetus to the stake, Milton
and Salmasius wallowing in mutual invective
and insult; Warburton hating half the bench
of bisliops, and being hated by the other half;
Gibbon flinging mud at the English universitics
infoot-notes, and the English universitics throw-
ing rotten cggs at Gibbon in pamphlcts; and,
finally, Tom Paine running a-muck against
everything in a black cassock and bands, and
the rawest curate, preaching his first sermon,
inveighing against Tom Paino as tho “fraudu-
lent gauger and impious bankrupt staymaker”
—1 could go on multiplying examples of ¢ good
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hatred,” that is, vivlent, veliement, venomous
detestation, but [ will never admit that the
peoplo who hated so were M good haters,”
Thero have Leen Great IHaters and Great
Hatreds, that [ havw, Nilsun hated the French
in a noble, grandivse manuer, e did notknow
much about them personally, it is teue, and he
ignored many of their guod qualities, but 1igno.
rance wag not the chief guserning motive of the
dislove which he cntertained fur Gaul,  That he
must have been fully aware of the chivalrous

bravery uf their soldices and sailors, aud the high |

sense of hionour prevalent amonyg their oflicers,
may be, with almost certainty, assumed. It
is quite certain that he would have disdained to
treat a captive Frenchman with rudeness or
contunicly, But he Lated the Freuch collectivily
and personally, nevertheless,  1le deemed them
to be deadly and implacable fues of his King, of
his country, of the House of Lords, of the
Church of England, of tho British uavy, of
everything which he, Horatio Nelson, the Suf-
folk parson’s son, leld in luve and veneration.
He prayed against them, actively, ferveatly, and,
wo are bound to believe, sincerely. Had he
been a swearer—the which he was not, I think—
he would have d—d the French as roundly as
our fathers were wont to do over their port-
wine. And he beat the French whenever he
could—which was almost always—not only be-
cause it was his duty, but because he detested
them. It cannot be said that the French—the
government and tho naval officers who had felt
his terrible swift swyord always excepted—hated
him, His victories were kept a profound sccret
in France, and I question if at the present day
ten Frenchmen out of twenty have ever heard
of the Battle of Trafulgar,’or whether more than
twenty per cent of the cutire French nativn
ever heard of Horatio Viscount Nelson and
Duke of Brunte. Every Frenchman has heard
of the Duke of Welliugton.

* Faut que Lor' Vilainton ait tous pria

I’y o plus d’argent dans co gueux de Paris
So sing “ ces demorselles” in onc of Béranger's
earlier ballads. ‘The name of the conqueror of
Waterloo—always translated, however, into
“ Yilainton,” and never rising higher in the peer-
age than ¢ Lor "——was familiar to the lowest
and most degraded classes of the French popula-
tion, Yet I question if they really hated him,
The ultra-Bonapartists of cour se—the vicwz de la
vielle, who had been at Salamanca, at Vittoria,
and at Mont St. Jean—aVbhorred bim. Thie upposi-
tion journ.ls held himup to odivm for political
reasuns. A craca Srained fellow, who afterwards
turned grocer in Brussels, made an attempt to
assagsivate bim. But these cbullitions apart, I
fancy that it was in r ther & comic disparage-
ment that the French held “ Lor Vilainton.” 1
bought a French carricature of the Great Dake
the other day dated 1815, and almost good
enough to be by Carle Vernet. The Wellington-
ian type is wonderfully preserved, although the
nosc is monstrously cxaggerated. He is riding
down the Champs Elysées, mosinted on a bony
¢ screw,” the plumes of his cocked hat, his short
cloak, and his horse's tails flying “ all abrond.”
The back-ground is composcd of nursemaids
and children, crying in chorus * Aow! beauti-
fulle!” XNow this does not look like real, virulent
hateed. Itis not, at all ovents, the kind of ha-
tred which, during the year of occupation, the
Freuch had for the Cossacks and the Prussians;
nay, it did not cqual in intensity the loathing
with which they regarded their emigrant nobles
and their own Bourbons. To hate a man tho-
rotghly you must have felt his power, hiscrucl-
ty, and hiswickedness. Wellington had thrash-
ed the French & good many times; but it wag
always a long way off—in Spain and Flanders.
In 1814, after Toulouse, his march to Paris was
an upinterrupted military promenade. So was
the march from Brussels to Parig in the follow-
ing year. It is true that our Guards wero en-
camped in the Champs Elysées, that our High-
landers stood sentry at the Louvre, and that as
“next best friends ™ to the King of Holland, we
were forced to insist on tho restitution of some
priceless Flemish and Dutch pictures, but wo
didn't take anything for ourselves; we didm't
waut to blow upany bridges ; we didn’t burn the
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'crops and crack tho champague bottles in the

Rlivims cellars as the Austritns did, wo didn't
stable our horses in the ball-room af Chantilly
ag the Prussians did; wo didn't cat the tallow
candles and drink up the train-oil in the lamps
as the Cussacks did.  Wo did not, in fact, lay
waste fertile provinces with fumine, fire, and

Slangliter.  As Mr. Thackeray told us in Vanuty

Euir, the Duke of Wellington's army was cssen-
tially vno ‘¢ that paid its way ;" and there is not
& prettier passage in John Scott's Paris Revisited
than where he describes the French farm-wife
guing tranquilly out to her labours in the field
and leaving Dooald the Highlandman, who is
Lilleted on her, to rock the baby in tho cradle.
No, I will not Lelieve that our quondam ene-
mics acruss the Straits really &ated Wellington
and his brave soldiers. But they are incorrigi-
L'y muding, grinning, parodying people. Thew
frevenge” for Waterleo was to invent an abe
surd myth of the English general—a preposter-
ous creature with red whiskers, gleaming white
teeth, a swallow-tailed coatee, and MHessian
bouts, and prodace him over and over again for
sixty years in vaudevilles, ballets, woodcuts,
pictures,” and comic songs. Their “ revengo”
for Blenheim and Malplajuet is'the inoxpressibly
ubsurd and senscless ballad called ¢ Malbrouel
s'en va ten guerre.” There is no more venom
in it than in our * Yuung man from the coun-
try;” and a people among whow such a silly
chant as this could have become popular could
not have felt any very decp hat 4 for the for-
midable John Churchill.  As for Marlborough
himself, I don't think be hated the French., Ho
had served in the French army. He had been a
friend of Turenne. For the rest, he loved him-~
self and his wife and his moncy too much to
hate anything very deeply. So, too, I think
that Duke Arthur did not hate the French so
activeiy as his compeer Nelson did. Ile had
been to school in France. He spoke French
tolerably if not fluently. IHe must have respect-
ed the talents and bravery of tha French mar-
shalls whom he had encountered and beaten, ho
regarded ¢ Bonaparte” as & ¢ person” whoso
cxistence was dangerous to the peace of Europo
and whom it was his “ duty ” to put down ; but
his inimical feclings were of a passive nature,
and may be best summed up ja that word
tduty.” Altogether, perhaps, the Duke’s real
sentiments towards Napoleon bave always been
passably ineaplicable. He ¢ put him down ” very
cumpletely, and should have been inwardly
proud of bis conquest, but he bragged about it
no more than he exerted himself to ;ave-the life
of Marshall Ney, or t: <ubled himse® " to intercedo
with the gaolers of Napoleon tv »  (age the hor-
rors of exile captivity. He thought it, perchance,
no part of his “duty ” to take such steps. IHe
must have had some inward consciousness that
Napoleon was a great man, and that it was
rather a big thing to have beaten bim , for there
were pictures and statucs of Prometheus vinctus
all over Aspley House, and the duke himself
owned that he considered the presenco of ¢ Bona-
parte® on a ficld of battle to be cqual to a rein-
forcement of fifty thousand men. : But he hag
said less about his mighty antagonust, either fur
or against him, than perhars any uther promi-
nent public men of his time has done. I could
never help fancying that the duty-loving duko
always looked upon himself as a kind of inter-
national superintendent of detective police. It
was his duty to hunt down the great criminal
against the tranquility of Europe. Thoe criminal
1rd him a pretty dance, and gave him an iofinity
of trouble, but he caught him at last, and, after
& terriblo tussle, succeeded in throwing and
handcuffing bhim. After that, what became of
the criminal was no concern of the superinten-
dent. He bad left him to justice and the inter-
national Qld Bailey.

Napoleon hated much and bitterly. Hehated
Pichegru, he bated Morcau, he hated Toussaint
I'Ouverture—tho poor bruve black man—he
hated the Queen of Prussia, he hated Sir Georgo
Cockburn, he hated Lord Bathurst, and be hated
Sir Hudson Lowe—not a very loveable man
under any circumstances, it may bo admitted;
but still it was a little too bad of Napoleon to
loathe the unbappy governor as he did so soon
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ag he set hiscyes upor Lim, and, after Lis fiest in- ! Lugs. €. People whu are uncasily aware that
terview with him, tu send anway untasted acup of | your wife doesu't like them. 7. People abeut
cuifee,declaring that the guverno's very luvk dind | whom you have ha.arded the unlucky verbal
poisunedit.  But I'liase no wish to re-vpen that | Llunder known as * good things.” The little
old St Helena sore. Lot by goucs bu Lygones. | hater nover forgives a joke ul lis expense.
The camp-bud at Longwoud waa not predisddy a8, People with whom you have refused to dine,
hed of roses; and at fifly-one, ruined, banished, | knowiug as you do that their wine is bad, their
in gaol, scparated from your wife aud dild, jiclled butter excerable, and their guests are
Wistering vn o roch or shivering in o leahy y bosea, U, People who hwve failed in some very
Lungalow, with your cuat out at clbows, multun | little enterprise, while you have succeeded in
at two-and-elescopence a pound, wnd wv salud | sumie large undataking of an analogous nature.
oil obtainablea=with e huonladge of haviug | 10 People on whose tees you have accidentally
slaughtered a guod wany inuvecnt ne n, aud It tiodden, or the ¢ gatiiers” of whose skirts (these
many thouzands of widuns aud viphans—with jaie ludy hatoes) you have accidentally torn.
all this, and an uleer cating anay yout stumach, | 11, People who are aware that their children
it is rather hard not to be allowed tu liate your jare ugly or abuminable little nuisances, and
ucighbours with feveuish fivreencss.  But the | know well that you don’t like them, and so hate
carlier hatreds of Napoleou weie fur Jess eacus- [ you. 12, People about whum you kuow too
able, and they were the wor.t of W) hatreds— | ruuch. Stay, there shall be a baker's dozen. In
the little ones,  1Ie was pretty joalous of Murcau | the thirteenth and wost malignant category 7
aud Bernadotte.  He was afraid of the shrewd- | cluss the people who dow’t know yorat all.  They
ness and envious of the wit of Madawe de Stael, | hate with a vengeauce.

and bated her nccordingly. His dislike of the
patriot of St. Dowiugo was as ludicrous as it
was wicked; and, with infernal ingeuuity, Le .
caused thclhot-bloodfd ngro, accustomerl to
swelter in the ropical sun, to be cuvped up in a o X . . o
cold damp casemate, there to have clillsand ! A STORY I3 FOUR CUAUTERS, BY 1. D. FENTON.
rheuwatism $ill he died. e hated his brother CHAPTER 1L

Louis pettily, miscrably, because Louis was | FRVIE wists Lad Llown over next day, the sun
quict and unambitious and cunscichtivus, .md,. AL was out again, and the sea calm and
caring nothing for lis crown, was still deter- § Dlie, Lettice accounted for her pale face by
wined to do his duty to Lis subjects afier heliad | swying she hnd o headacle, and thus got off’ ac-
been thrust on to a thione, He luted Sir Siduey | companying licr aunt to the castle, where there
Smith, too, with a mean pursoual hatred, because | tu be o furmal giving over of linen.  As soon
ke drove bim from before St. Jown d'Acre. He | as the huuse was cleared, she brought down her
lated Ducis because he would not pen fawniug | Batand set off for her fuvouite seat amongst the
lines in his praise ; and Admi al Biucys—whom | rucks, where, with the sea lashing and breaking

LETTY'S TEMPTATION.

hie would bave struch with a Ywrsuw Lip at Bou-
logae had not the admiral 1aid Lis hand on bis
sword—because Brueys as a sailur huew his
duty better than the emperor. I suppose there
is not, among Englishmen, a greater fanatic in
hero-worship, and amore enthusiustic worshipper
of Napoleoa the Great, than I am. If there can
be demigods—if Hercules was one, so too was
Bonaparte. But I cannot be blind tu the fact,
that immeasurably great as was my licro, he
cundescended to hute in a very mean and paltry
manner, But are there not spots on the sun?
His hatreds were little, but I shrink from cun-
_sidering him as a Little Hater.

Ab, it is the Littlo Hater, after all, who is the
meanest of the mean, the vilest of the vile, the
crawlingest of the cranlers!  Heius all hunille,
He is bad from the tip of Lis nosc to the end of
his tail. He las no goud qualities, e cogs,
he lies, be bears false witness, he wriggles and
ramps, he crawls upon his belly in the sand,
covering your boots with slime, till he is strong
enough to raise himsclf on his binder end, when
he sliakes his rattle and spits forth his poison,
And he hates always. lis batred never dies.
e will malign your children before they are
born, and libel you after youare dead. Ie will
whisper that you committed larceny when you
were two years old, and that yor bad an ancestor
who was hanged for coining bwse money in the
reign of Edward IV. IHe gocs on hating until
his hair is white and bis Lmbs are paralysed ,
and if you arc so fortunate as to survive him,
you wiil find that he Las left you an insult 1
the preamble to his will, He would luvk out of
his heerse and curse you on Ins way to Kensal
Green if he could.  As it is, you bave the couso-
lation of knowing that heis hating you down
below, in brimstone, as virulently as ever.

Littlo Haters may be dividedintotwelve prin-
cipal clagses. 1. People to whom you havelent
moucy, who are too dishonest or too mcan to
pay it, and who hate you for hawving lent it.
2, People whom you have belped, not pecuniari-
1y, bat by a timely word or letter, when they
werc obsure and poverty-stricken, ahd who hate
you when they bave become prosperous because
you koew them when they were in the mud.
3. People who imagiue that the women tuey
know like you better than they like them,
4. Pcople who bave written little poems, and
whose poems you have refuscd to purchase, to
read, or to criticise, These are among the most
implacable of all little haters. 5. Pcople whom
you have detected and exposed as arrant hum-

j oty the rochs at her fee., the gulls shricking
over }:-ad, she thought she could look her fate in
the face, and form some plan to avoid a meet-
ing withs the Squire.

She had not been on the rocks balf an hour
whea a quick, firm footfall sent the blood to her
clieehs, and she aud her false luver were face to
face.

It would bedifficult tu say which was the more
confused—Gawain, who Lad svught the meeting,
i ur Lettice, who Lad been telling herself it must
come,

He was the first to speak, but he made no at-
tempt to approach nearcr as he did so.  He sxid,
My wife found your car-ring, and then I knew
who Mrs. Lloyde's nicce was.” . :

1cttice held out her hand meghampally, but
instend of putting the car-ring into it, Gu\v?.in
clasped it clusely, bursting into an explavation
of hiis actious, excusing, condoning, and lament-
ing lus course in one breath, .

Lettice was powerless while he spoke of his
love and of the bright hopes he once held out,
but when be tried to excuse his marriage, and
told ber he hiad taken a rich wife 10 retricve his
fortune, the girl's indignation and outraged love
spoke forth.

Mr. Gawain was prepaced for this. It only
showed him that Letty’s heart wag still his, that
however lier judgment might condemn or virtue
plead, thie power he had once was as strong
as ever, Secrag tis he could afford to listen pa-
tiently.

“ 1 will do nothing to tor:nent you, Letty ; be
merciful to me, that is all. I am reaping the
pumsbment of my sin. I did not seek you out,
ictty, wo have met for some good end, For
God s sake, do not drive me desperate, give me
some chance of happincsg, or, at lcast peace. 1
never was a good man ; but if you do anything
rash or cruel now, you'll drive me to destruction,
Do not avoid the Castle for fear of secing me;
my wife wisies to have you. I will be out of
the way. The terms are not so hard for youas
for me,~and what they are to me you can ne-
ver know, A man’s love is a different kind
from a woman's, in spite of what the poet says;
pumbr s it 1s because men seldom give all ther
love, as I did.”

And with a bitter laugh, he went away, and
Lettice, left to berself, did what was only natu-
ral and womanlike—she sat with her Lead on
her knees and cried, little thinking that anyone
saw vo: agony ; but there, glaring out from a
crevice between the rocks, were the bloodshot
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cyes of Sam, who had brought all the cuaning
of madness to aid bim in concealing himself, and
thus kopt constant watch upon Lettice, and for
this he bad toiled through many a dark night,
hollowing out a Nidingplace which he could
reach without geing along the path round the
point.

Letty lind no casy task to perform: it was
impossible fur lier to avuid going to tho Castle
without giving a reason for so doing, and that
reason she, of course, could nor give, There
was nothing fur it but to trust in Mr, Gawain's
promise, and fur & time there seemed no cause
to doubt it she never saw him, and began to
speculate upun her own strength again, telljng
herself that he could never bave loved her as he
professed, or that it would be impossible for him
to act as calmly and coldly as he now did,

So reasoning, Lettice fell into the habit of
spending day after day with Mrs. Gawain. Many
o time during the next six or cight weeks
there.stole over Lettice an undefined senso ot
danger, She would start from her slecp in the
dead of the night with tears strenming down her
fuce, and her heart throbbing wildly. Once or
twice, while sitting at her favourite place among
the rocks, she had been seized with a sudden
fear, and, impelled by some uncontrollable feel-
ling, had run home, not even daring to look be-
bind ber,  Lewis met her one day when this fit
was on her, and thequarrel that had separated
them was madeup, o saw lier pale, wild face,
and interpreted it to his own satisfuction, and
she, harrassed and perplexed as she was, filt
comfort and strength as Lewis put his arm
round her, and told bher how she had torment-
ed him, nod that henceforth he meant to take
charge of her entirely, and not let her sit dream-
ing by tho sca. Poor Lettice! the temptation
was sorq.  Liewis was gentle and humble that
night, and, after all, what right had she to exact
so much, or why should she be jealous of what
had gouc before? Would he still care for her
if her own story was told, and worse still, lher
heart laid barc? Lettico thought not; but de-
termined then and there to risk it, aud confess
all at the first oppertunity. Not that night} she
must wait and tell Mrs. Gawain first, then she
would be happier. And in the meantime Lew:s
and she would meet as usual ; there would be no
engagement, nothing more than there was at
the present; but he would stay at Liome more:
and when she was at the Castle he would cowne
to fetch her home; for the nights were dark
now, and Mrs. Gawain often kept her until night
bad set in, and only let Lettice escape when the
Squire was returning from shooting, Mrs.
Gawain bad taken a violent liking to Lettice,
and now that she was ill and weak, Rachel
would not allow her niece to thwart her in her
fancy to seo her every day, saying such faucies
were excusable under the circumstances.

One night, late in October, Lettice started for
home; she was earlier than usual; the wind
was coming over the bay in fitful gusts, bring-
ing heavy drops of rain. Just as she turned out
of the grounds into the fields, she met the Squire
coming home from shooting.

“It's a cold, lonely walk, Miss Lettice,” he
said, stopping, while the keeper walked for-
ward ; bat Lettice only dropped* a curtsey, and
passed on. Then he followed her, repeating the
words, but in a lower tone, and adding, ¢ How
cross you are, Letty ; here am I out all day, wind
or rain, to make it more comfortable for you at
the Castle, and even when I meet you by chance
and speak a civil word that any man might say,
you won't vouchsafe & look even. What bave I
done to make you treat me this way? *

¢ Indeed, I dont treat you any way wrong,
sir.”

4Sirt” exclaimed Gawain, with an oath;
“ what do you think I am made of, that you
mock me? You didn’t call me ¢sir’ in the
happy days I am always thinking of and curs-
Tng myself for having lost the right to make you
remember.  Why don't you speak, Lettice? ' he
went on, presently. # Why don't you scold, re-
proach, bully me? I deserve it all, for I am &
sclfish beast to remind you of old times, and tell
you how miserable I am; but I must bs selfish
still. I meant to meet you to night; I have
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sumething to tell you that you must hear. Will
you stand still here a fon minutes and listen, ur
sit down apon the hill?7—it iz dry and shelter-
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“ But I've never seen this buy abuut,’ people saud how white lus face looked, and that
“ He was beating for ug last Friday, you re- | ho staggered in Ins walk as ho drew near. Nor
menber, sic, the cucks you shot tight and Ift | were they wrong, and good enough cause

ed a little from this cursed wind,  ITwishTcould [ Sam flushed thew.”
see your face, Lotty , I'vo not seen it this weeh,
except in my dreams, aud then it always lovhs
as it did that day saw you again on the rueks,”

“ You wanted to tell me sumething,” said Let-

tice, desperately. All this talh waus play to

Ind and the il of repudaon that had crossed
him at the time, and made up his wmind to speak
tu Mrs. Lluyde abuut at.

Tustead of guiug strught to the Castle next

Lewis had for both; for when the intelliger .o

The Squite s uid ko moie, he remembered die § of the murder reachied lam, there had flashed

apon his nund, like the visivn of & drowning
man, the many quarrels, the anger, and tho evil
temper ho had 50 often vented upon the helpless
boy, and the very last time he had scen lnm, us

him, but death to hery she could not listen to | duy, Lettice weat 1o the tochs,  She had no j hand had beea on the lad's neck, whoso usual

Lis vuice or feel hee dress toudd b wathout the | vppuiianity to unk quietly at the tarm, whoe
vld puison stealing through b life again,  She | there seemed to bea conununl bustie, and where
was woith as @ cluld i lus proscuce, wnd n ier ) Lee auid was now full of Jauentation about the
Liear. shic was wishing that Lewis, who genvtals | young Syuite's surtow, about his leaving su suun
ly came to meet hegy, would coie. agaiu, and the cinnees of the wife dy g before
#If 1 beard him coming, I would speah vaty— | the Yaby sun Light, Down wneng the tocks aud
shame would mwaken ¢ a butter girl,” shie thuuglit, | by the sea, dark, sturing, andnoisy as it was,
But Lewis did not come, and M1, Gawain told | Lettice huew shie could tinh , accordingly thei
her what he had W say—told her that his wife | shie went and there Me. Gavain fuund her.
was dying, that the ductur who had scen her “I have cume fur my answer, Letty,” he said,
the weck before, had confirmed the opiniun al- | sitting down by herside, and barring hur escapo,
ready given that she might live until the spiing, | ¢ By Juve! what & night it was, 1 hope jour
but only by going to a warmer climate. * We [ cousin made himself ugrecable. Ifall one hears
must go at vnce ; and Letty "—he paused, and | is true, he's rather a dangervus cumpanion fur a
drew a little nearer, she could feel Lin: stvop- | younyg lady to chouvse as aa escurt every uight,
ing overher, and fancied she heard his heart | My keeper rather amused me by his account
beating her own, was throbbing su fast that { of the young gentleman's dvings. It seems he
she had to consider ~gain befure she was quite | does not keep his love aluirs secret cither, ur
sure that she hud heard his next words vight : | let them lose in the telling.”
“ Come with us, Letty,” Le said, speaking low Lettice’s cheeks grew hiery red, and Gawain
hurriedly , “‘and whea Lam fice you shall be | saw hie had gaiued vue step, and weut on witha
my wife!” laugh. ¢ Ab, well! it douw’t much matter. To
The wind was blowing harder than ever, beat- | you Letty, he s on lus goud behiavivur of course.
ing duwan the slender Leads of the young fie- | for their ways down hers are uot like our ways,
woud through which the yath lay, scattering ; Lewis will suw his wild vats and settle down
their perfume around, and all Lcr life after a | into a respectable farmer sume day, and populate
waft of scent frum a fic-plantation brought Lack | the laad o gitimately. Well give bum the Church
to Lettice the scene of her temptation—tempta- ; Fart, it's the best next to his mothers, which of
tion which Providence suddenly turned aside, | course gues to Bvau, Now, Letty, tell mo you'll
for clear upon the cold blast came the ring of a | go with my wife.”
man’s whistle. * No, no! you kanow I cannot, How could
#Who's that?” asked the Syuire, as Letty ;I ? You told me once you luved me tuu dearly
sprang to her feet, to wrong me, and so left me; and now you
« My cousin Lewis, be alnays cumes tomect | would mahe me the vilest thing living.”
me,” said Lettice, a sense of protection cuming [ You are wrong, Leity,— befure Gud, you
upon her, although at the same moment she fult | are wrong ! I'll never speak to you—cume near
as if she loathed and Dbated her cuusing, and all § you—without you permissivn, you'll unly Le
the love and old visions of Luppiness flushicd up | there with ler, aud whea I am free aguin—
—love and happiness nuw oftered her, but ere Lettice gut up, hier fuce white aud hee cyes
she bad time to think, Gawain had thrown bis | flashing,
arm round her, and pressing his lips to her fuce, “ Do not tampt me agan, fur pity s sake.”
whispered passionately,— You know I am weak—yuu kuow once 1d
# Tako care what you do, for, by G—! I am | have given up everything for you; but you left
a desperate man! I bartered you away once yme then. I could never trust you nuw.”
fur money, but the Mint itself sball not cume | He stretclied lis hand outy and caught hold
between us now if I can belp it.” y vf ber dress. ¢ Sit duwn, cluld, you cannut get
Tho whistle was close to them now, and the | away, the tide has turned.  You are my prisoner
footstep audible, With a desperate ¢ffurt Let- |--at wy merc§, Leily, for the aext six hours!”
tice freed berself from Gawain, and clambered | With a bewildered, helpless louk, Lettice sat
uver the stile, almost falling into Lewis's atmg, | duwn, cuveriug her face with hier haads,
and tbe Squire heard him exclaim,— “ Am I su very terruble, Lietty, that you dare
*Hallo, Letty! what a hurry you arc in. | not stay with me for a few bours? My pet, I
Why you arc shaking like a leaf, darling. Has , wouldu't burt & haue of your hiead for worlds !—
anything frightened you? Why didn't y vu waut, | only Lsten to me."
and I'd have been at tho gate. I am rather | And Lettice listened to the old story, and
late, for the Squire has been up at the farm, and | tried to thunk that there was Lappnuess an siore
mother stopped me to tell me how he’'d been | fu. her.
saying bis wife was ill, and had to go away.”
And then their voices died away in the dis-
taunce, and Mr. Gawain turned humewards, com-
ing up with the keeper where he bad left him a
quarter of an bour befure, and balf imelined to
think be bad been watchiug him. He gave the | which, wasked up and left by the tide, lay face
modn o ratiog that he did not furget in a burry, | uppermust amongst the ingle. Whea the torn
and which, curiously enough, raised Letuce  coast and shirt were tancu off, there were thuch
greatly in his opinion, concluding that she, | blue seals, where blows had fallen,
baving given the Squire “a settingdown,” had | Morder, fuul and cowardly at all umes, is
thus rufficd his temper. some cuses cspecially so.  The lad had Leen
As they walked on, a figure came slouching | afflicted from his birth, harmless, and like most
along the path, close under the hedge. of his kind, rather o favounite in the village, and
»Who's that? said Mr. Gawam, drawing | loud were the denunciations agaiust the atrucity
back. of the deed, and the guilt of the door.
+ Sam Bach, sir, ke lives ap at the farmy and | Men lovked suspivivusly into each others
fullows Miss Lettice about like a shadown,” faces as they stood round the public-huuse wto
¢ Is ho o lover of hers?” which the body had been carpied, and at the

CHAPTER 1V,

Nust morning there were pale faces and hue-
rying feet upon the beach, where a crowd soon
gathered rvund the budy of Sam, the 1diot boy,

The keeper laughed, * He's an idiot, sic.” duor of which was a policctusu. Evan Llorde
« A madman! and suffered to run abuut this | was there. he lad been riding past, and lent
way 1" his borse to carry the messenger for the doctor,

« Sure, be's safe enougb, sir, He's botter than
a watch-dog to Miss Letticc. She's kind to bim,
and saved him masy & tlhrashing from yuung
Lewis.”

while anuther man bad nddewn off tu the nearest
magistrate.

Lewis was nut thure thon, but presently he
too came down the hill, and afterwards the

] Lewis.

outery of * murder ' seemed tv ring agan, like
a futal warning n lus ears,

1le bad thought all thns when lus mother came
o tetl lnmy and although ho would have rather
cat off lus nght hand than fuce the crowd and
louk at the body, lie was tvo great a coward to
yich! to lus fears.

“ Youre not used to death, Lewis, .aid the
ductor, luoking in lns white face, as he stood 11
the roum winle the exammnation of tho body went
on.
* Nu," said tho other, shuddering, ¢“I dont
kuow how you fellows are so cool.”

“ Wiltul murder,” was the verdict, and the
fullowing day Lewic Lloyde was arrested on
suspicivn. No one ventured to charge him with
deliberato murder. but even manslaughter, with
a man of such well-known violence of temper,
would go hard.

Rachel was inconsolable, the arrest of her
Loy was a disgrace deep aud deadly, and loudly
as she asserted his innocence, a cold shudder of
apprelicnsion fell upoa her ag she recalled the
varivus scenes of passion sho had witnessed, and
felt, + If the evideoce 15 too strong for him, they
will swear to the batred between the two;
theres not w man or cluld abuut the farm that
has not scen it."

When they came to take Liewis away, Lettuce
had fainted, and passed from one fuinting fit
into another, so that every oue, even the sorrow-
?trickcn muther, said or saw ¢ hiow she bad loved
him.”

Circumstantial evidence went hard against
Upon the night preceeding the finding
of the body—the night when it was conjectured
the murdor had been donc—Lewis could not
accuunt for himaelf, true, he said that expecting
to meet his cousin Lettice coming home from
the Castle bo bad waited up till midoight, and
unly upon getting home fuund that she bad come
in by another way, and gone up to her bed-room
directly.

Then some one spoke of the way in which the
idiot had attached himsclf to Lettice, and the
case against the unbappy man grew stronger.
At this juncture, huwever, a tutally new aspect
was given to the trial, for, to the consternation
and amazement of all who know him, his sweot
temper, well-regulated mind, and universal kind-
ness to every living creature, Evan Lloyde stood
forward and took the guilt of the deed upon
himself. He had seen the boy dogging his cou-
sin's steps, and baad often apprebended mischief;
that day be had caught him at her favourite
resting-placo among the rocks, evidently waiting
for her coming,; wor Yshad grown high, the boy
grew angry and flew at his master, who, losing
his temper, struck him, and as they struggled on
the narrow platform, threw him accidentally
over the cliff.

The explanation was simple enough, but not
a word of 1t fell wath any appearance of convic-
uon upon the Listeners. Lewis was, of course,
Liberated, and svught to remain with his bro-
ther, but this Evan refused, bidding him go
home and .omfort Lettice and their mother,
adding, * They will be more merciful to me than
they would have been to you.”

He went bome, but comfort was a mockery ,
there was nuthing but disgrace and misery. In
the midst of her anguish Rachel had taken it
wto her head tbat Lettice was somchow at the
buttumn of it, and all the tu.y of her outraged
pride, and all the agony of her fear for her child’s
safety, concentrated themselves against tho girl,
who wandered about the house apparently more
dead than alive.

¢ Take her out of my sight,” said the miser-
ablo woman to Lewis, as he stood by herc. 1,
trying tu svothe and rcason with ber.  * It's all
her dving, this curse fell upon us the day she
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crossed the de or-way,”  And Lewis, seeing no-
thing clse for i, went over to the Castle und
told Mrs. Gawain what Jus mother said, and
Lettice found w home fui *he time being, and
finally accompanicd them te the south of France,
Lowis perswading her to consent o the ofler,
Lettice weakly opposed the plun; but nuthing
she saill now seemed W hias o apy wifluence. The
shock had fallen hke a blight upon her; aad
though Lewis was safe, they said that it would
take time to restore her nervous system And
Lettice's naume, Lettiee's unhappy lot, and Let-
tiew's great love were as much spuken of as the
crime itself,

The assizes at which the trinl would come off
wete held in the spring, awl the long winter
wonths, duting wineh her tiest-burn lay ma Juil,
completely bleached Rachel Llvyde's dark e,
It was . tervible time fur her whea the day of
the trial came—worse still when the sun went
down and the ease stood remanded,  Then the
next day fresh evidence was called, and as she
sat in the inn parlour, the parson and his wife
on either hand, Lewix burst into the room.

The verdict had been brought in ¢ Manslaugh-
ter,” the sentence mitigated four year's penal
servitude ; and when the worst danger was past,
the mother knew how great the mercy of God
had been. Neighbours and people she had
never seen or heard of pressed forward to con-
gratulate her and bid her be of good cheer. The
Squire, who had come over from Franze tobe
present, bad worked day aud night, had spared
no time or expense to briug about this result,
and the public mind was divided between adwmi-
ration for him and relief as to Evan’s sentence.

¢ The Squire had worked limsely to death,”
they said, so ill and fagged did he look, and so
restlessly excited and busy had hebeen. There
was ono pecnlianty about his conduct—he
would no see Evan, This was scarcely notic-
ed at the time; but, afterwards, as i3 generally
the way with the multitude, even this became a
virtue, and when he went back to his dying
wife, he carried with him the adwiration and
blessings of the whole neighborhoud, a burthen
Mr. Gawain scemed to find both irksvme and
painful. .

Before leasing the Castle, Mr. Gawain gave
the Church farm to Lewis, then feriunately at
his disposal; oflering, moreover, to lend suffi-
cient to stock it thoroughly, besides draining
and rebuilding,  And it was very soon said and
very soon seen that the Squire did not seem to
think he could do too much for the Lioydes,

For three or four months after she bad left
Pembrokeshire, Lettice had written pretty regu-
larly to Lewis. Then the letter: grew fewer,
and at last, after & lapsg, of nearly a month,
there came @ sbort letter, Lidding him forget
her. Strange to say he took the matter very
little to heart. In spite of the way the old folks
shook their heads over the new-fangled notions
Lewis was adopting in his farming, things pros-
pered. Everytlung he put his hand to turned
out well, and Mrs. Lloyde began to hold up her
head again. The bitterness of the first shame
was being lost in the success that had been
showered upon them ever since the day of gricf,
Evan wrotc often. He was well, and, as far as
circumstances would permit, bappy. Most of
the letters were filled with questions about
Lewis, and for the first year never one came that
did not refer in some way to Lettice, and ex-
press & wish to hear that she and Lewis had
made up matters.

Three years had gone by, when one day the
post brought Mrs. Lloyde a letter whichstartled
her, It came from Evan, and toid her how he
bad got a ticket of leave, and was, therefore,
comparatively a frec man, ; that he would not,
however, come to the old farm, but intended to
settle in some other part of the country, where
everythink would be new, and where, by chang-
ing b’s name, he could start clear of the cloud
that would always rest upon lim where the
past was known. The letter ended by asking
hier to meet him in London, giving her the day,
the place where she would find him, and full
directions about the route.

There was not o word about Lewis, * You'll
g0 with me ?" said his mother, as be gave her
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back the letter ; but Lewis did not answer, His
face grew dark, and the veins in his temples
sprang up.

“ You onght to see him, Lewis,” pleaded Ra-
cliel.  “Sute 1f he's brought trouble on us, he's
still your brother, and the Lord's been gracious
to us m many ways.  Yowll never let your old
mother ask i vain

“Yes, Tll go, mother,” answered Lewis,
hoavsely.

“ There's my own dear lad, always the <ame,
always ready to do s good tutu, We'll go
together to your poor bigther.”

Evan had given such clear directions, that
there was no difliculty in the journey,

“He'll be changed,” was the thought that
filted the mother’s heart,  But BEvan was little
alterert 5 a httle graver, perhaps a little older;
but handsomer than ever.

“This i3 good of you, Lewis,” he said, hold-
ing out one hard to his brother, while with the
other he clasped his mother. ¢ 1 did not bid
vou come, I thought you might notlike, Iallo!
Lewis, lad, what's the matter?”

Lewis bad burst into tears, and thrown him-
self upon a sofn.

“ Let mo alone, mother,” he schued, shaking
off Rachels hand.  # Oh, Evan, I didn’t do it.
Brother, brother, [ didn’t murder the 1ad.”

“ [ know you didn't, Lewis.”

Lewis lifted up his face for an instant,

“ My God! Evan, you never did ?”

% No, Lewy ; neitier you nor [ did, though
we've both sutfered for it, I thought wrong of
you at first, brother : you'll forgive me that ??

Lewis threw his arm round Ius brother's neck,

«Ag |t hope God will forgive me.”

# That's right lad ; and him, too, the unhap-
py man who did it. Say you forgive him too;
he's been punished worse than cither you or me,
and he's tried to pay you back tenfold, Lewis.”

A deep flush crimsoned Rachel's face, as she
bent forward, listening cagerly. Lewis shud-
dered, and whispered almost too low 1o be
heard,—

¢ Why did he do it, Evan? tell me that first.”

“1t's a long story, but it must be told sooner
or later. Motiier, dear, for my sake be merci-
ful” He crossed and laid his band upon Ra-
chel's shoulder, looking down into her flushed,
exciting fice.

“ Merey,” she eried, bitterly, ¢ Merey! Ab,
lad, the mercy he showed you, may he meet the
same. Mereitul l—ask a mother to be mereiful
to the man who blighted her fairest drcams—
who's brought disgrace and shame upon her
name—who's—Oh! Evan, Ecan, shame on you!
Shame on you! wWhat was he to you?”

“ Be calin, mother; you must bear it sooner
or later.”

And what the reader already knows of Let-
tice’s history, Evan repeated. The boy had fol-
lowed her to the rocks upon the day Gawain
made his last appeal; the Squire had seen him,
and sogry at being watched and in the boy’s
power, had strack him ; in avoiding the blows,
Sam sprang back and fell over the cliffs.

“Sull, 1 don’t see why you were to let them
call you the murderer,” said Rachel bitterly.

# Mother, I thought Lewis had done it, by
accident always, but still that it was his hand;
and you remember how Lettice was struck
down? Iloved her, mother, from the first day
I saw her; but she hiked, or I thought she tiked,
Lewis better, and when I saw her so broken-
hearted, I said to myself, why did I care for life
that I should let my brother div? Besides, mo-
ther, I did not thi- k it would go so hard with
me, and I knew tuat any punishment would be
lighter than seeing ber fade before my cyes, and
die for the brother I could save. But it's not
all told ; * mother. Lewis, give me your hand,
I've been sclfish after all, I've been but a sham
martyr—DLetty is my wife.”

Lewig sprang up and threw both his arms
round bis brother.

«'Chen you're not angry, Lewy 9

# Angry ! no. Thank God you've won some-
thing, Mother, coro and kiss him; she was
too good for me, and never cared rightly for me,
though I made ber think so when I thought so
myself, Where is she? Come, mother, thisis

Wuly s
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the best news of all+ Whero is she, Evan 2"

“ You'll take her, mother, and forgive me?”
whispered Bvan.  “ You gave me a strong heart
mother ; and him that you took as the Imsbami
of your youth taught me that a ¢ true heart is
better than gold!  You've not forgotten hiw,
mother.  And now may I bring them to you ?*

“Them, Evan!?

¢ Ayo! them, mother; Letty and my baby

Then a great cry broke forth from the wo-
nman’s heart,

4 Qh! Evan, my son, my son, bring them that

I may bless them, even as the Lord will bless
ron,”
y Littlo remaing to be told. Evan took his
family to Australia to begin a new lifo. Lewis
and his mother followed the next year, and the
farm bas changed hands more than once; so,
indeed, has the Gawair estate, for shortly after
the Lloydes left, the property was sold, au2 re-
port said that the Squire had left the country for
good,

SONG OFF THE TROJAN CAP-
TIVE.
(Freely translated from Hecuba, 905.)

1.
O uy Hion! once wo namned thee
City of unconquer'd men;
But the Grecian spear hus tamad thee,
Thou canst never rise again.
Grecian clouds thy causeways darken;
Ah! they cannot hide thy glory !
Ages hence, shall heroes hearken
‘To the wonders of thy story,

1.
O my Jhon! thoy have shorn thee
Of thy lofty crown of towers;
Thy poor daughter can but mourn thee
In her loncly captive hours.
They have robbed thee of thy beauty,
AMade thee foul with smoke and gore,
Tears are now my only duty—
I shall trcad thy streets no more.

ur.
O my Hion! I remember—
"I'was tho hour of sweet ropose,
And my husband in our chambor
Slept, nor dreamt of Greciau foes.
For tho song and feast were over,
And the spear was huug to rest—
Never more my hero lover,
Aimed by theeat foeman's breastt

Iv.
O my Ilion! at the mirror
1 was binding up my hair,
When my face grew pale with terror
At the cry that rent the air.,
Hark! amid the din, the Grecian
Shout of triumph, ** Troy istaken,
‘Ten years' work have now completion
Ilion’s haughty towers are shahen.”

v.
O my lion! forth I hied mo
From his happy homo and mine;
Haplges! soon the Greeks descried mo
As I sat at Phaebe’s shrine.
‘Then, my husband slain before me, °
‘To tho shore they hurried me,
And from all I loved they toro me
Fainting o’er tho cruel sea.

Jonx ReAbE.

Ax ENGINEER'S PRESORIPTION.~—~When the last
Conway tube was being raised, the following
colloquy took place between Alr. Stephenson
and another distinguished engincer :—Mr.
Stephenson :  Hallo! what is the matter with
you, Mr.———7? you seem out of sorts,” Mr.em-:
“] am & martyr to a periodical nervous head-
ache, and must go up to town to bo gupped.”
Mr. Stephonson: “ Cupped! pooh! nonsense !
lessen the supplies—cat less at meals; it is
always better to damp the firo than to blow off
steam,”
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THE BATTLE OF A MINORITY.

—

N tho arenn of tho House of Commons resist-

ance is rarely exerted to excess. The pre-
ponderance of the majority once proved, the
minority generally nceept defeat and docility.
The minority, however, arc but men ; defent is
never pleasant: temptation occasionally arises,
delay may procuro what argument could not
accomplish, This temptation is strongest when
prorogati ‘-tide approaches: in the dusk of
the session, tho scason of Parlinment drawing
to a close, the loss of aday may involve the loss
of the bill. By utter wearinuss the majority
wny bo driven to yield that day; and repented
divisions upon reiterated motions for adjourn.
ment, are the instruments by which this weari-
ness is produced,

Resistanco in such a form has no inteliectual
dignity wherewith to commend itself: it is
wholly physical. Consequently, this course is
rarely adopted against measures of signal im-
portance, or when the Houso is thronged. What-
ever bo the result,—of tho mode of gaining that
result the minority bave never rcason to feel
proud ; certainly not while it i3 in action. A
spectacle more singular than seemly is then
presented by the House of Commons. Division
rapidly succeeds division ; every ten minutes the
s-anty gathering of mambers is dispersed into
tho lobbies; and each proclamation of the
dwindling nambers of the assembly is greeted
with louder shouts. Pussion heats; order in
conduct alnost disappears, in debate almost en-
tirely. Speeches are solely directed ¢o the en-
couragement of ceaseless obstinacy : are declar-
ations that divisions shall continue while there
exists a leg to move. To such speeches, yells,
groans, and delirious laughter form fitting res-
ponse. And so the Commons go round and
round, dancing out the small hours, through each
division lobby ; made as much “like unto a
wheel,” as their enemies could desire. At last,
the clear grave grey of dawn-light brings utter
weariness to the body, if not conviction to the
mind. Of what was “ excellent srort, © faith” at
two o'clock—* would it were dune” is felt at
four.

The # Waterloo” among parliamentary battles
of this kind was fought on the 12th of March,
1771. The gameo of obstinacy was then played
out to the full, Delay solely for delay’s sake,
and annoyance only to annoy, wero that day
inflicted by Edmund Burke upon tha House of
Commons. Led by him, the minority did all
their possible to obstruct tho majority ; and as
their object was freedom of the press, we, at
least, may pardon an obstinacy that scemed in-
stinct with faction.

Theo year 1771 was central, it will be remem-
bered, in the period of national unrest that pre-
ceded Pitt's supremacy. All classes of society
then wero aiming at mastery ; but master there
was none. Riots disclosed the power of the
people, and libels of the press. Tho strength of
Parlinment was shown by arbitrary exertion of
their privileges. The city of London addregsed
ueconstitutional languageto the sovereign ; and
he extended unconstitutional influence wherever
he could reach. Everybody’s hand was against
everybody ; but it was only to irritate. ” The
Lords quarrelled with the Commons, and tho
Commons with the Lords, nud both with the
people. Tho King quarrelled with bis Minis-
ters, and would have quarrelled with his Par-
liament, had he not preferred to bribe it. One
power alone maintained its ground, namely, tho
power of the pamphleteer; nor was that without
wial. Printers were fined and imprisoned by the
Lords : tho Commons reprimanded and commit-
ted them to the Serjeant. Tho Crown gave to
these nroceedings both countenance and coun-
sel. But it was in vain. The orders of Parlia-
ment were evaded : the laugh was turned against
it; and laughter usually bespeaks the winning
side,

The evening of 13th Mareh, 1771, was tho
climax of the stroggle between Parliament and
the press. Tho libeller, however, was not then
selected for attack-: it was only the mero pub-
lisher of parlinmentary debates.  Andif popular
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feeling was too strong for Parliament, when the
cause of literary decency was advocated, suc
cess was hardly to be anticipated in the case of
a mere breach of privilege. Then, as now, pub-
lication of parlinmentary debates was a direct
infraction of the orders of both llouses; nor
had the spirit of the rule, though departing,
ceased to animato the latter. The efficacy
of that order was this year, for the first time,
openly tested. The magazines were com-
mencing to priut the debates, giving, without
disguise, the names of the debaters. Nor was
this aftor the session had coucluded ; the nar-
rative of parlinmentary transgctions was made
public, while the Houses were sitting, This
was a signal proof of the audacity of the
press. By stealth only, however, the reporter
still exercised his calling ; and to impose undue
concealments on n harmless cffort, often acts as
g prompter to harmfulness. Undeserved obscur-
ity tempts an undesihioble publicity. Reports
of the debates were accompenied often by most
irregular comments : members were not only
wmentioned by name, but openly abused. And
newspapers naturally attacked those that would
naturally attack them. The two Onslows, for
instance, the Colonel and George, were by fam-
ily tradition specially bound to maintain the
dignity of the Commons. They were son and
nephew of the late Speaker: their very name is
still redolent of a parliamentary savour. ¢ Cock-
ing George,” “ paltry, insignificant inscets,” and
“ scoundrels,” the  greater and the lesser,” were
profixes too commonly appended to their names.
Tbo Ouslows not unuaturally did what they
could in return. Enrly in this session of 1771,
at their instigation, the Commons ordered two
printers into custody. It was competent to the
House to make the order; to enforce it, proved
impossible. London sided with the printers;
the messengers of Parliament were hustled
away; they returned to Westminster empty
handed.

This sign of tho times was, however, unheeded
by the champions of privilege. On the 12th
Mareh, 1771, Colonel Onslow lodged a formal
eomplaint against ¢ the printed newspapors in-
tituled” Zhe Morning and The St. James's Chron-
icle, The London Packet, The Whkitehall Evening
Post, aud The General and The London Even-
ing Post, and against their printers and pub-
lishers, Woodfull, Baldwin, Evans, Bladon, T.
Wright, and J. Mitler, The charge was made
with due formality. It was alleged that these
newspapers contained the debates, and misre-
presented tho speeches of mombers of Parlia-
ment, “in contempt of the orders, and in breach
of the privileges of this House.” Then followed
the great battlo of delay. The mmajority at the
outset mustered 140, and the minority 43; these
numbers dwindled to 72 and 10 during the
twelve hours’ struggle that ensued.

Lord North, then in the sccond year of office,
led one party; aud Edmund Burke the other,
The side befitting the King’s * own” Minister
neced not be stated. The fury of the two On-
slows tcok, indeed, the matter out of his hands.
North supplied the authority of Government :
but they led the attack. And with them ranged
Welbore Ellis, a veteran placeman; and also
another placeman, not quite so old in office, bear-
ing o name rather more celebrated, namely
Mr. Charles Fox, he was then a member and o
Lord of the Admirealty of two years'standing.
Ho had, in body, barcly attained tho legal age
of manhood : he certainly bad not then reached
full mental maturity.  His impulsive nature,
swayed by the arbitrary principles of his father,
made him zealous for authority. He did not
spenk much ; but ho was diligent as division-
teller. The party opposed to liberty thus in-
cluded, by the accident of a year, this noble,
gtill-loved man. Otherwise the roll of well-
known names among tho minority, would have
been indced preponderant,

There was their leader, Edmund Burke, fore-
most cve - way. His cousin William fought
under him to the last. So did Sir William Mere-
dith, whose memory will live with the history of
our religious liberty; and Governor Pownall
algo, taught by the sound judgment that inclined
him to tho right viev® of the great question of
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that era. Al these, indeed, having maintained
the couse of freedom beyond the Atlantic, were
not likely to forget tho printer at their door : and
in both cases they were content to play what
acemed to be an utterly losing game. Col. Bar-
1, 100, who gave the help of his rude and ready
tongue. And, thanks to the * Rollind,” we find
among the rank and file a name not quite uadis-
tinguishable — Sir Joseph Mawbey’s, who was
coupled with Thralo in the representation of
Southwark. e dealt somewlat in peetry, but
moro in pigs, a conjunction of aim that prompted
that scoff'of the satirist, that has given duration
to the name of Mawbey. And one who, if ho
lives at all in our recollection, owes that life to
the hireling writers ho abused, appears in the
characteristic attitude of a neutsal : for

“To p::rsuade Tommy Townshend to lend hima
vote,*”

scems on this occasion to have been unattaina-
ble by Burke. If, according to the receipt of
cpic poetry, description of a coming storm wa3
ushered in by invocation to the genius of disor-
der, the invocation would be claimed by the de-
monaic Wilkes : for the tumult was not only to
his heart, but of his making, He it was, who
incited the press to an open publication of par-
liamentary debates; and his influenco was pre-
sent during the evening of 12th March, 1771,
though not his person, for thai was under sen-
tence of expulsion from the House of Commouns,

Mischicf was Wilkes' element; and nothing
would have pleased him more than to hear speak-
cr Cust put tho first question in that debate, for
not less than forty motions were 1o spring out of
that unpretending sentence, and forty-fold irrita-~
tion to that impatient gentleman. The first
question put was, # That the said paper, intituled
The forning Chronicle, Monday, March 4th,
17171, printed for W, Woodfall, be delivered in
at the table, and read.” The House “ divided,”
as the Journal tellsus; “the Yeas went forth.”
and were 140 againt 43,

Such was the comme. cemont of the sport that
Coloncl Onslow Lad provided for the Commons.
He undertook to bring before them * three brace
of printers.” His argument was, “ that it is
‘“ nonsense to have rules, and not to put them
¢ . force;” and, having got the newspaper read,
ho moved that Woodfall be summoned before
the House. George Onslow seconded the mo-
tion; and a member spoke in its favour. Lan-
guage used in parliament, he said, was con-
stantly misrepresentod by the magazines;
though, with a mighty simplicity, he admitted
that the reporters * often made for him a better
“speech thau he could have made for bimself.”
The namo of one so honest should survive—it
was a Mr. Ongly. To him responded Mawbey,
the poctic pig-dealer. In pleading, however,
tho counsel of moderation, his cockney tongue
brought on him derision. He reverted incau-
tiously to Coloncl Onslow’s metaphor, “ the
three brace of printers:” he desired to exhibit
humour; he begged the Houso to refrain from
“ hunting down the covey."— Who ever heard
of hunting partridges 7" was Lord Strange's
crushing retort. My lord was also strong for
dignity of the Houge.

The tactics of opposition being unmatured,
Woodfall was ordered to the bar without oppo-
sition, and the summoons of a second printer was
proposed. The spirit of cootroversy here arous-
ed itself. Sir . Oavendish, our ear-witness,
jots down on the paper in bis hand, ¢ very
warm.” And in auswer to exclamations—
“ wweary out the printers, weary out their pock-
ets,” «this is no trifling matter, it must and
shall be punished,” is heard a threat,—¢ [ will
divide the House on every one of these papers.”

The idea is caught up by the minority : it is
improved on by Goloncl Barré. He proceeds to
invent an amendment that te be apprecinted ve-
quires explanation. The reporter to the S¢.
James's Chronicle, the culprit then in question,
had sioned thus against proprioty. Inh;.nar-
rative of a debato, he suggested that Mr. Dyson,
Webmouth's representative, was *“the d—n of
this country.” This stood for bigoted Qonser~
vative, or veteran placeman in the languago of
tho day. So delicato an indication of dislike to
Mr. Dyson was, howover, sonzew hat veiled. The



218 ‘

THE SATURDAY READER.

(July 6

nume of the borough was substituted for that of’

the member- “ Jereminh Weymouth” was de-
clared to be Eugland's curse. This feature in
the Jibel was taken hold of by Bareé. Mo advo-
cated strict aceuracy. It wns s ¢ correct that
that mis-statement should be entered on their
procecdings : no member bore the name of Wey-
mouth. So Barcé clothed the point in parlia-
mentary shape, and put into the Speaker’susnth
i motion, ¢ That Jereminh Weymonth, Esq , the
“#de—n of this country, is not a twember of this
“ House.” The question was gravely argued.
‘The Premier rose to reply  Aud to parry this
formal absurdity another formality was used :
the % previous question ™ was resorted ta; and
by & wajority of 82 it was determined ¢ That
that question be not now put.”

The Jereminli Weymouth motion was thus
warded off.  But the joke wis too good to let
slip: the unwearied minority started another
technical difliculty.  Colonel Bareé and Mr.
Onslow rose together.  * As being first in the
Speaker's eye,” Onslow claimed priority in de-
bate. That Barré had stood up first was us-
serted by his party.  With swhom lay the right
of speech was tenaciousty disputed.  The oppor-
tunity for vexationand delay was most accept-
able, Motions and smendments were originat-
ed, some comic, some serious. Rurke, with
mock earnestness,—of course, atlength,—irgued
upon the point of « the Speaker’s cye” 1t was,
ke said, a novel doctrine- he desired to be
shown the passuge in the Journals that contain-
cd those words, “ the Speaker's eye” And, with
that curious observance of order in disorder
that marks the Hounse of Commouns its Journals
were examined up to the reign of Queen Eliza-
beth.

The appetite for  precedent’s ™ bring thus
satiated, the more common tactics of delay were
persistently employed.  These for amoment be-
came exhausted, though the paticnce of the mi-
nority was not. The question from which the
House had been severed by an interval of some
hours’ duration, was replaced in the Speaker's
mouth ; and Mr Baldwin's summons to the har,
as printer of the St. Jumes’s Chronicle, was final-
1y moved and carried.

He was, however, but the second offender in
the motion of complaint, Six hours had ben
spent.  Only one of the three brace of printers
was, to use Mawbes’s phrase, ¢ hunted down.”
Symptoms of distress arose - a member queru-
lously remarked that it was half-past ten o’clock;
that at the rate at which they were proceeding,
it would take, at least, thirteen hoursto procure
the committal of the four remaining printers.
This was much 100 feeble 2 remark to please
uny one. The House was still ¢ very wamm.”
A few quotations will show the state of the at-
mosphere.  Mr. Onslow exclaimed, ¥ Good God,
#35ir? let any one think of the language used in
wthe newspapers, and say whether it is not
“high time for the House to interfere.” Sir
Wm. Meredith retorted, “So long as I have
# health and streagth I will stay hiere to oppose
«this wretched proceeding.” ¢ I shall not be
«hinderced from going on with these divisions be-
« cause geatlemen call it a childish business,”
added Burke ¢ Coastitutions are in such a
« case of little consideration ; I am for goingon
“ till te-morrow night,” nsserts anather member
Nor were these plucky declarations left unfulfill-
cd. Both sides were properly obstinate. It
took seven more motions and divisions to pro-
cure the summons of the printer who stood next
upon the list of proscription.

Mr. Whitworth bere distinguished himself by
& successful sally upon the victorious majority.
He claimed that if the printes did come before
them, it should *¢ be together with all his com-
 positors, pressmen, correctors, blackers, and
tdovils™ The idea pleased Mr Burke - his
fancy kindled at the absurdity. The printed’s
train snggested analogons illustration.  # These
“are the fitting symbols of the printer's voca-
st tion,” he said; ¢ without his *blackers and
@ devils? o printer would be no more than the
« Speaker would be without the mace, or a Firs?
“ Lord of the Treasury without his majonty.”
To o polite car onc of the printer’s satellites hnd
a name quite intollerable, It was plended that

the word “devil * should be omitted frum the
sentence. The proposal came from onc of Burke's
own bund, bat in vain, The devil might notbe
spared @ % he is the most material personage in
“ahe whole business,” was the leader’s answer,
Respeet for the unseen world could not hold its
ground in the House, nor could respect for the
solemn vecord of its procecdings.  The speaker
is plaintively appealed to. 4 Can, Sir, such a
“disgeacetul motion as this be placed on our
“votes?'  The Speaker makes plaintive reply,
“This motion will go into the Journals, What
will posterity siy 77 The motion kas gone inty
the Journals, it certainly has a stugular ap-
pearance on pages generally so solemn.  The
hope that the Speaker is not now as annoyed by
this entry, a3 we have been amused, is all that
is left to posterity to say.

The journal dated Mareh 12, 1771, has truly &
singular aspect.  The page contuias, of course,
thuse samples of an extra-parlinmentary voed-
bulury.  The words also, ¢ the House divided,”
are repeated, time after time,  The page is per-
fectly studded with the records of these divi-
siens.  The Yeuas go forth—the Noes go forth.—
it is being perpetually woved that +¢ this House
do now adjourn ; ” that * the said paper be not
delivered in and read ;™ that #the question be
now put:” and all these motions ure as persis-
tently negated as they are afliomed. A review
of that e¢venings debate suggests a rejoinder to
Speaker Cust's interrogatory.  Posterity must
say for its own part, that, extraordinary as is the
lovk of that Journal page, the conduct of the
Speaker himself must have been stitl more cx-
traordinacy.  He incrensed, rather thao dimin-
ished the indecorum of the scene. To besulemn,
unbending, statuesque, is the demeanor that is
expected of the occupant of the chair.  But, and
not otice only, ejrculations such as these were
heard issuipy from beneath the canopy : “ 1 am
weary, sick, tired” ¢ 1 am heartily ticed of
this business ;"=—cries only auswered by Barré's
ironical condolence, ¢ 1will have compassion on
“you, Sir; I will wove the adjournmnent of the
“ House” A very doubtful act of sympathy,
that causes at least an balf hour’s further de-
tention.

Even stoutest parlinmentary ¢ zealoters "must
yicld to utter weariness of body. Sir . Caveu-
dish, to whom we arc indebted for an insight
into this singulur debate, went away before the
close ; and with ns disappenrance, disappears
the scene. Unknown must remain the jests,
threats of farther resistance, 2nd argumentative
incoherencics that attended the conclusion. The
Journal, however, reveals a continuance of di-
visions and motivns, and that the game was car-
ried on 1till the voters dwindled down to a
majdrity of 72 and 2 minority of 10. After a
struggle of twelve hours' duration, the last of
the six printers were ordered toattend the House,
no onc coutradicting. Five o'clock had siruck
before the combatants separated.

Though beaten outwardly, the minority in
reality were the victors. Burke stated, in justi-
fication of conduct that appeared so unjustifin~
ble, that it was with deliberation that e+ aban-
doned argument for adjournment : ¥ that he had
succeeded in his object, that those twenty-threo
divisions * will mmake gentlemen sick of the busi-
ness.” So it was. This stubborn opposition,
this proof that cocrcion of the press should be
“as troublcsome as possible,” was a lesson not
thrown awayr. Though subjected to occasional
exclusion, and much incouvenicnce, reporters
were never again wholly debarred fromn excrcise
of their uscful Inbours. And with the sense of
power came the feeling of propricty. Touching
this debate, as we bave seen, Speaker Cust ap-
peals for sympathy to a future age  Burke did
the like; butit wasin a tone ofexultation, Ex-
pericace teaches us to agree rather with Barke
than Cust: ¢ posterity ™ does ¢ bless the perti-
nacity of that day ™ Recisawp Parcrave.

A work of great literary interest (says the
News Zealand Herald) has been accomplished—
viz., a complcic translation of the Old Testa-
ment into Maori, copies of which have been pre-
sented to the Bishops of New Zealand and Wel-
lington, by the Rev. Dr. Maunscll.

BIRDS O PREY.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘¢ LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,” &c,
Continued from page 263,

Look the Jixtl.
THE HEIRESS OF THE UAYGARTHS.
CHAFTER 11—\ ALESTINE'S RECUBL CONTINULED.

October 16th, I left Umega-street for the
city betore noon, after a hasty brenkfust withimy
friend Horatio, who was somewhat under the
dominion ot his blick dog thes mormng, and fur
from pleasant company. 1 was notto present
myself o the worthy John Grewter, wholesale
stativner, before the afternoon; but I had ne
particalar reason for staying at home, and ! had
a fancy for strolling about the old city quarter
in which Matthew Haygarth's youth had been
spent, I went to look at John-steeet, Clerken-
well, and dawdled about the nnedinte neigle
buirhood of Smithfield, thinking of the old fuir-
time, and of all the rioters and merrymakers,
who now were so much or so little dust and
ashes in city churchyards, until the great bell
of St. Paul's boowmed three, and I felt that
might be & leisure time with Mr, Grewter.

1 found the stationer's shop as darksome and
dreary as city shops usually are, but redolent of
that subtle vdour of wealth which has a mysu.
cal char for the nostrils of the penniless one.
Stacks of ledgers, mountains of account-books,
filled the dimly-lighted warchouse. Somo clerks
were at work bebind a glass partition, and al-
ready the gas flared high in the green-shaded
lamps above the desk at which they worked,
wondered whether it was 2 pleasant way of hfe
theirs, and whether one would come to feel an
interest in the barter of day-books and ledgers
if they were one’s dmly bread. Alas for me!
the only ledger 1 haveever known is the sainted
patron of the northern racecourse. One young
man came forward and asked my business, with
a look that plainly told me that unless I wanted
two or three gross of account-books I had no
right to be there. I told hum that T wished to
sce Mr. Grewter, and asked f that gentleman
was to been seen.

The clerk said he didn't know ; but his tone
implicd that, in his opnion, I could not sce M-,
Grewter.

« Perhaps youcould go and ask,” I suggested.

“ Well, yes. Is it old or young Mr. Growter
you want to scc ?”

¢ Old Mr. Grewter,” I replied.

“ Yery well, I'll go and sce.
send in your card, though.”

I produced onc of George Sheldon's cards,
which the clerk looked at. e made a little start
as if an adder had stung him.

&t You're not Mr. Sheldon?”? he said.

¢ No, Mr. Shcldon is my employer.”

*\Vhat do you go about giving pcople Shel-
dou’s card for 7" asked the clerk, with quite an
aggrieved air. ¢ I know Sheldon of Grays-
mn”

¢ Then I'm sure you've found lnm = vers ac-
commodatng geatleman,” I replied politely.

“ Deuce take his accommodation! He nearly
accommodated me uto the Bankruptey Court.
And so you're Sheldou's clerk, and you want the
governor. But you dou't mean to say that Grew-
ter and Grewter are—"

This was said in an awe-stricken undertone.
1 hastened to reassure the stationer’s clork.

« [ don't think Mr. Sheldon ever saw Mr.Grew-
ter in his life,” 1 said.

After this the clerk condescended to retire
into the unkuown autres behind the shop to de-
liver my wessage. I began to tinnk that George
Sheldon’s card was not the best possible letter
of introduction.

The clerk returned presantly, followed by a
tal], white-bearded man, with a bent figure, and
a pair of penctratling gray-cyes—a very promis-
ing specimen of the oclogenarian,

e nsked moe my business in asharp suspicious
way that obliged me to state the nature of wy
crrand without circumlocution. As I got far-
ther away from the Rev. John Haygarth intes-
tate, I was lcss fottered by the necessity of se-
crecy.  linformed my octogenarian that I was

You'd better



1967.)

pmscculingu lega) investigation conuected with
s late iuhabitant of that street, sud that I had
mhen the liberty o upply to him, in the kope
ihnt hie might be able to afford me some intor-
mation.

He looked at me all the time § spoke us if he
thought I was going 10 entreat peeuniary selict,
and I dure say 1 huve something the air of n
vegging letter writer.  Hut when he fbund thut
1 ouly wanted information, his hard gray eyes
softened ever so little, and he asked me 1o walk
into his pariour.

His parlonr was scircely tess grucsome than
tis shop.  The furniture looked us if its manu-
factare had been coeval with the time of the
Mevuells, uad the ghastly glare of the ges seem-
ol % kind of anachronism.  After a few prelimi-
aary obscrvations, which were not enconraged
hy Mr. Grewter's manner. I inquired whether he
had ever hieard the name of Meynedl.

« Yes,” hie said ; *there was a Meynell in this
sreet when I was a young mun ~Christiau Meg-
zell, carpet-tnaker by trade. The busiuess s
sl carried on—aud & very old business it s,
for 3t was anold business in Meynell's time—
bug Meynell died before T married, and his name
w pretty well forgotten in Adlergate-strect by
this time.”

« Had he no sons ?° T asked,

& Well, yes; he had one soun, Sanuel, a kind
of compavion of mine. But he didw't mke to
e business, and when his father died he Lt
things go anyhow, a3 You ttay say. e was
ratlier wild, apd he died two or three years after
his father.”

“Did ke dic unmarried ?”

& Yes. Thece was some talk of bis smaeryiug
a Miss Dobberly, whose father was a cabinet-
maker in Jewin-steeet , but Samuel was too witd
for the Dobberlys, who were steady-goiug peu-
ple, and he weut sbroad, where v has tehen
with somo kind of fever and died.”

« Wag this son the only child ¥

¢ No, there were two daughters. The young-
¢z of them arried; the clder went 1o livewith
her~and died unmarried, I've heard say.”

# Do you know whom the younger sister mar~
tied ?” 1 asked,

#XNq., She didn’t marry io London. She went
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! ceased to luok at we with sharp, suspicious
i glancees, and he scemed annious to aflord wme alt
the help o ¢ould,

“ Was Christinn Meynell's fither called Wil-
lhuan 20 T asked, after having puused to make
some notes inmy pockev-book,

- That I caw't tell you, though, if Christian
 Meyn it was living to-dny, he wouldu’t be ten
:'\'curs ulder than me, s father died when |
, W3 quite a buy ; bat there must be ofd books
; ot the warchouse with his nasse in them, i they
haven't been destroyed.

{1 determined to meke inquiries at the carpet
watehouse ; but [ had little hope of fimding the
books of nently @ century gone by, 1 iid ano-
ther question,

“ Do you hunow whethier Chaistian Meynell
was an ondy son, or the only sunt whe attained
manhood 27 T asked,

My elderly friend sbook his bead.

¢ Chriatian Mey nell never bad auy brothers
that 1 heard of,” fwe said, « but the parish regs-
ter will tell you afl about that, suppusing that
his father befure hun hred a8l bis bfe 1 Alders-
gatesstreet, as Lye every reason to believe that
bie did.”

After this Lasked & fow questions about the
ncighbouting chucches, thanked Mr. Grewtes
for his civility, aud depurted.

[ went back to Omegaestreet, dined upon uo-
thing particular, and devoted the rest of my
evening to the seranling of this guurnal, and a
tender reverie, in winel Chartotie Halulay was
the centm figure, :

How bitter poverty and depentdence have mnde
Diaua Pager! She used to be a nice gird too.

Oct. 16th.  To-day’s work las been confined
to the investigntion of parish registers—a most
wearisome business at the best. My labours
were happily not without resnlt. In the ine old
church of St. Giles, Cripplegate, 1 found regs-
tries of the baptism of Oliver Meynell, son of
Williar and Casoline Mary Meyell, 1768 ; and
of the Vuria} of the same Oliver 1 the fol-
lowing year. 1 found the record of the baptism
of a duughiter to the same William and Caroliue
Mary Meyuell, aud farther on the bunal of the
said daugliter, at five years of age. § also found
the records of the bapusin of Christiny Meynet!,
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wto the country to visit some fricuds, aand she ; son of the same William and Carolme Mary Mey-
married and settivd down in thoss parts—whre- § nelf, in the year 1772, and of Walliam deynell's
vet 't might be——ana I never beard of her coming | decease in the year 1793, Later appeared the
back o London again. The carpet business was | cutry of the burial of Sumab, widew of Christian
sold directly after Samuel Meynell's death. The ¢ Meynell.  Later still the baptism of Samuel
new people kept up the name for & good twenty | Meynell; then the baptism of Suszu Meyuell
sears ; ¢ Taylor, late Meyoell's, established 1643, y 2ud finally, that of Glurlotte Meyunell,
that's what was painted on 1he board above the;  These were all the entries respectiug the Mey-
window—but they've drepped the name of Mey- ; nell family to be found in the registey.  There
el now. People forget old names, you sce, and j was 1o record of the burial of Caroline Mary,
if's no use keeping to them after they're forgot- | wife of William Meynell, nor of Ghristian Mcy-
ten.” ‘ nell, sior of Samuel Meyaell, his son ; and [ kaew
Yes, the old names are forgotten, the old peo- | that all these cutries would be necessary to my
ple fade off the face of the earth, The romance | astute Sbeldon beforo bis casc would be com-
of Matthew Haygarth scemed to come to a lame | plete. Aftermy search of theregistnes, I went out
azd impotent conclusion in this dull record of | into the churchyard to grope for the family vault

dealers o carpeting.

: You can't remember what part of Eugland
it wag that Christian Meyuell's daughter went
to when she married 2"

“ Na. It wasn't apatter I took uuch fnterest
m. 1 don't thiok I ever spoko to the young
woman above three times in iy life, though she
heed in the same street, and though her brothier
and I often maet each other at the Cat nad Sa-
Intation, where there used to be a great deal of
tslk about the war and Napolcon Bunaparte in
those days.”

“ JIave you any idea of the ime at which she
marricd 1 ¥ enquired,

% Not as the exact year. T kaow it was after
1was married; for I remember my wifo and §
siting at our window upstairs onc summer Sun-

dsy evening;, and sceing Samuel Moyaell's sister |

go by to church. I can remember it as well as
if it was yesterday. She was dressed in a white
gown and & green sitk spencer, Yes—and 1

of the Mcyaclls, and found'a grim square monu-
{ ment, eaclosed by a railing that was almost eaten
away by rust, and inscribed with the names and
virtues of that departed house. The burial-gronnd
is interesting by reason of more distinguished
¢ company than the Meyuells, John Milton, John
i Fox, author of the mastyrology, and John Speed
thc chironologer, rest in this City chucchard,

In the hope of getting some clue to the missing
data, I ventured to ;uake a second call upon Me,
Grewter, whom I found rather inclined to be
suappish, as considering the Meynell business
unlikely to resalt in any profit to himself, and
abjecting on priaciple to take any troudble not
likely to result n profit, I believe this is the
mercantile wanner of looking at thhngs in a ge-
neral way.

1 asked bim if ke could tell me where Samuel
Meynell was buried.

« I supposc ho was burried in foraign parts,”
replicd the old gentloman with considerable

didn't marry my first wife till 1814, Butl as to | grumpiness, “ sinco he dicd in forcign parts.”

telling you exacily when Miss Meynell left Al
dergate-steees, 1 can'l”

These teminiscences of the past scemed to ex-
ereise rather o mollifying influcncs upon the old
man's mind, commonplace as thoy were, He

% Oh, died abroad, did he?
where 77
“ No, sir, 1 cant,” seplied Mz, Grewter, with

Cau you tell me

i increasing grumpiness, « I didn't trouble mysclf

about other pooplc’s affairs then, and I don’t
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teouble myself about them} now, aad I don't
purticularly care to be troubled about them by
strangers.”

3 made the meckest possible apology for my
intrusion, but the outraged Grewter wus not
appeased,

* Your best apology will be wot doing it
agaiw,” he replicd.  “ ‘Those tbat know my habits
know that 1 ke half-an-hour’s nap ufter dinuer.
My consutution requires it, or 1 shouldu't take
st. 16 1 dida't happen to have a strauge ware-
houseunan on the premises, you wouldn’t lwve
been allowed to diaturb me two ufternoons run-
uing.

Puading Mr. Grewter unappeasable, 1 left bim,
and went to seck & more placable spirit in the
shape of Autlouy Sparstield, carver and gitder,
of Barbican,

Ifound the establishment of Sparsield and
Son, carvers aud gilders. It was & low dark
sbop, in the window of which were exbibited two
or three bandsomely carved frames, very mnch
the worse for fhes, and oue oil-painting, of a
mysterions and Rembrantish charcacter.  The
old-gstablished ais 1l prevaded almost all the
shops in this ncighbourhood was pecularly appn-
reut 1 the Sparsticld establistuncat,

In the shop I found a wild-faced wman of about
forty engaged in conversation with u customer.
L wated puatieqtly while the customer finished «
minute Qescription of the kind of frame he wanted
mnade fora set of proof engravings after Landseer ;
and when the customer had departed, I asked tho
mid-faced man if I could see Mr. Spursfield.

« [ am Mr. Sparsfield," be replicd politely.

« Not Mr. Authony Sparsfhicld ¥

“ Yes, wy nawme is Aothony.”

“ I was given to understand that Mr. Anthony
Sparsficld was a much older person.”

0, Isuppose you mean tay father,” replied
the mild-faced 1oan, My futher ir advanced
in years, and does very little in the business
nowadays; not but what his head is as clear as
ever it was, and there are some of our old cus-
tomers like to see him when they give an order.”

This sounded hopeful. I told Mr. Spacsticld
the younger that 1 was not a customer, and then
procecded o state the nature of my business. 1
fouud Lim as courteous as Mr. Grewter had been
disobliging.

e aud futhier are old-fashioned people,” hie
smd; “aud we're pot above hving over our
place of business, whick most of the Barbican
tradespeople are nowadays. The old gentleman
is takioy tea in the parlour upstairs at this pre-
sent moment, and if you don't mind stepping up
10 bim, I'm sure be'll be proud to give you any
nformation he can, He likes talking of oid
times.”

This was the sort of oldest inhabitant I want-
¢d to meet with—a very differest kind of indi-
vidual from Mr. Grewter, who doled out cvery
answer 10 my questions as grudgingly as if it
had been a five-pound notc. .

1 was conducted to a sung httle sitting-roo
on the first floor, where there was a chieerful fire
and a comfortable odour of tea and toast. I was
wvited to take a cup of tea; and as { perceived
that my acceptance of the invitation would be
accounted n kind of favour, I sasd yes. The ten
was very weak, and very warm, and very sweet;
but Mr. Sparsficld and lus son sipped it with as
great an air of conjoywment as if 1t had been the
most inspiring of beverages.

Mr. Sparsfieild the clder was more or less rheu-
mauc and ashmatic, but a cheerful old man
withal, and quite ready to prate of old times,
whea Barbican and Aldersgate-street were plea-
saater places than they are to-day, or had scem-
cd so to this clderly citizen.

o Meynell i he exclaimed, “I kuew, Sam
Meyncll as well as I knew my own brother, and
1 kunew old Christian Meynell almost as well 3
1 knew my owa fatber.  There was more socia~
bibity n those days you sce, sir. The world
seems to have grown too full to Jeave any room
for friendship. It's all push and struggle and
struggle and push, as sou may say; and a man
will make you a frawe for five-and-twenty shil-
lings that will look more imposing like than
what I could tura oat for five pound. Qualy tho
gotd-leaf will all drop off after & twelve-month's



280

wear , and that's the way of the world nowadays.
There's & deal of gilding, and things are made
to look uncommon bright , but the gold all drops
off 'en before long.”

After allowing the old man to mucalise to his
heart’s content, { brought him back politely to
the subject in which I was interested.

¢ Samuel Meyaell wasas guod a fellow asever
breathied,” he said, ¢ but e was too fond of the
tavern, There wep: some very eice taverns round

mne.
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! terday, and had a long interview with him yes-

terduy morning.
He went carefully through the infurmation I
| had collected, and approved my labours.
. * You've dune uncommonly well, considering
, the short time you've been at the work,” he
snid ; “and you've reason to congratulato your-
self upon having your geouud all laid out for
“you, as my groumd has never been laid out for
The Meynell branch seems to be narcotw-

about Aldersgate-street in those days; and you ! ing itself into the person of Christinn Meynell's

see, sir, the tines were stirring tines, and folks
liked to get together and talk vver the day's news,
with & pipe of tobaeco and a glass of their favou-
rite liquor, all in a seciable way. Poor Sam
Meynell took a littie too much of his fuvourite
lipuor; and when the youug woman that he had

been keeping company  with—Miss Dobberty of |

Jew in-street—jilted him aud married a wholesale

butcher in Newgate Market, who was old enough |

10 be her fathar, Sam took to drinking, and ne.
gleeted his business. One day he came to me
and snid, ¢ I've sold the business, Tony,'—for it
was Sam and Tony with us, you sece, sir,—¢and
I''n off to France.! This wae soon after the bat-
tle of Waterloo ; and many folks had a funcy for
going over to Frauce now that they'd seen the
back of Napoleon Bonnparte, who was gencrully
alluded to in those days by the name of monster
or tiger, and was understood to make his chief
diet off frogs.  Well, sir, we were all of us very
wmuch surprised at Sum's going to foreign parts;
but as he'd always been wild, it wasonly looked

upon as & part of his wildness, and weren't so,
much surprised to hear a year ur two afterwards

that hed drunk himself to death upon cheap
brandy—odyvee as they call it, poor ignorant
creatures—at Calais.”

¢ He died at Culais?”?

 Yes,” replied the old man; I forget who
brought the news howe, but I remember hearing
it.  Poor Sdm Meynell died and was buried
amongst the Mossoos,”

¢ You are sure he was buried at Calais??

“ Yes, ns sureas I can be of anything. Tra-
vdling was no easy matter in those days, and
w forcign parts there was nothing bt dili-
geaces, which I've heard say were the laziest-
gmng velicles ever invented. There was no one
to bring poor Sam's remains back to England,
for his mother was dead, and his two sisters were
settled somewhere down in Yorkshire.”

In Yorkshire! I am afmid I looked rather
sheepish when Mr. Sparsficld senior mentioned
this particular county, for my thoughts took
wing and were with Charlotte Haliday before
the word had well escaped his lips.

 Miss Meyucll settled in Yorkshire, did she ”
[ asked.

“ Yes, she married somcone in the farming
way down there.  Her mother was a Yorkshire
woman, and she and her sister weut visiting
among her mother's relations, and never came
back to London. Oneof themn marricd, the other
dicd n spinster.”

* Do you remember the name of the man she
married 27

@ No,” replicd Mr. Sparsfield, “1 can’t say
that 1 do.”

“ Do you remember the name of the place she
went to—he town or village, or whatever it
was.”

* T might remember itif T heard it,” he res-
ponded thoughtfully ; * and T ought to remem-
ber it, for I've neard Sam Meynell talk of his
sister Charlotte’s homic man, t time., she was
christened Charlotte, you sce, after the Quecn.
I've a sort of notion that the name of the village
was something ending in cross, as it might be
Charing-crosg, or Waltham-cross.”

This was vague, but it was a great deal mare
than I had been able to extort from Mr. Grew-
ter. I took n sccond cup of the sweet warm
liquid which my new friends ealted tea, in order
to have an excuse for loitering, while I tried to
ohtain more light from the reminiscences of the
old frame-maker.

No mor light came, however. So I was fain
to take my leave, reserving to myself the pri-
vilege of calling again on a future oceasion.

Oct. 184, 1 sent Sheldon a statement of my
Aldersgate-street researches the day before yes-

T daughter and her descendants, and our most im-
2

portaut business now will be to tind out wijen,
where, and whom she married, and what issue
arose from such murriage. This [ think yon
ought to be able to do.”

1 shook my head rather despondingly.

¢ 1 don't see any hope of finding out the name
of the young woman's husband,” I said, * unless
I can come ncross another oldest inhabvitaut,
gilted with 2t better memory for names and places
than my obliging Spacsficld, or my surly Grew-
ter.”

“ There are the almhonses,” said Sheldon;
t you haven't tried them yei ”

# Noj; I suppose I must go in for the nlm-

houses,” I replied, with the suolime resignation
of the pauper, _whose poverty must consent to
anything, * though [ confess that the prosiness
of the almshouse intellect is almost more than 1
can cndure.”

& And how do you know that you mayn't get
the name of the placee ontof your friend the carver

and gilder 7' said Guorge Sheldon ; “ he has given
you sume kind of clue in telling you that the
name ends in cross.  He said he should know
the name if be heard it; why not try him with
ie?”

 But in order to do that, I must know the
name myself,” replied I, ¢ and in that case 1
shouldn’t wact the aid of my Sparsficld.”

 You are not great in expedients,” said Shel-
don, tilting back his chair, and taking a shabby
folio from a shelf of other shabby folios. * This
i3t British gazeteer,” he said, turning to the
index of the work before him. W'l test the
ancicnt Sparsfield's memory with every cross in
the three Ridings, and if the faintest echo of
the name we want still lingers in bis feeble old
brain, we'll awaken it iy patren ran his
finger-uail along one of the columns of the in-
dex.

“ Just take your pencil and write down the
names as Icall them, ” he sud. @ Here wo
arc—Aylsby-cross , and here we are again——
Bowford-cross, Callindale-cross, fuxter's-cross,
Jaranam-cross, Cingborough-cross.”  Then,
after a careful cxamination of the column, he
exclaimed, # Those are all the crosses in the
county of York; and it will go hanl with us if
you or I can't find the descendnnts of Christian
Megnell's daughter at one of them, The daughter
herself may be alive, for anyhing  we
know."

© And how about the Samuel Meynell who
dicd at Calais? You'll have to find some record
of his death, won't you? I suppose in thesce cascs
onc must prove everything. ”

“ Yes, I must prove the demise of Samuel,
replied the sanguine genealogist; #° that part of
the business I'll sce to myself, while you hunt
out the female branch of the Meynells. I waat
an onting after a long spell of hard work ; so
I'll run across to Calais and search for the re-
gister of Samucl's intcrment. 1 suppose some-
body took the trouble to bury him, though he
was a stranger in the land.”

* Aund if Iextort the name we waat from poor
old Sparsficld's recollection 2

“ In that case you can startat onco for the
place, and begin your search on the spet. It
can't be above fifty years since this woman mar-
ried, and there must be some inhabitant of the
place old enough to remember her.—0, by the
byc, I supposc youll be wanting more cash
f?rl expenses,” added Mr. Sheldon, with o
sigh.

e took a five-pound note from his pocket-
book, and gare it to me with n piteous air of
self-sacrifice. I know that hie is poor, and that
whatever moncy he does contrive to carn 13 ex-

torted from the accessilies of hus acedicr brethren,

v
{Julvg

Some of this money he speculates upon the chan.
ces of tho Haygarthian succession, as ho hag
speculated his money on worso chances in the
past. ¢ Three thousand pounds!” he said to
me, ag he handed me the poor little five-poung
note, * think what a prize you are workg for
und work your hardest. The nearer we get to the
end, the slower onr progress seems to me; and
yetit has been very rapid progeess, considering
all things.”
o be conlinned,

“ FLIRTATION.”

1.

Bending ovor a faco that Is smiling and fair,
I somo pleasant sceno of rotined dissipation,
Exchanging soft nothings for lighter than air,
1s what we may term an incipient tlirtation,

.
Sitting far from ¢he crowd, in sonto sombre retreat,
Ofher voice and her hair lost in deep admiration,
1ts touch is so thrilling, those tones aro so sweet,
Aund there we no doubt have a budding flirtation,

.
Hardly ever seen apart, and a blushi whou they e,
On both sides to open a sott trepidation,
A taste for the stilt lanc instead ¢f tho street,
And we fear it is almost beyond 2 flistation?

v,
A Parson, a ring, and a bevy in white,
Of tears and white inushs, a merry ovation,
A hissing of hands till they aro both out of sight,
And there is the end of your quict flirtation?

CaLEDS.

A STORY WITH TWO ENDS.

Miss Frurrers at home ?

Miss Flutters was at home, John said, in the
drawing-room. AMr. Flutters had left word be
shonld be home soon, but had not yet returned
from his club.

That didu't matter; Miss Flutters would do
as well asher papa. John looked doubtful. He
had old-fashioned notions, and approved of chs.
perones, and the street door was held partly opee.
What was to be done?

Between the hall and the drawing-room there
was a great gulf fixed ; the resolute old hanger-
on resembled adamant. I represented that ©o
an cngaged man ctiquetto slighty unbends, bat
this John could not be brought to see, and tke
return of Mr. Flutters would probably hare
found me still hovering on his door-mat, hsd 1
not unexpectedly found anadvocate,

Stowly across the darkened hall came n litte
figure in a white pinafore, with bright cucls fali-
ing round a sober little face, and grave astonish-
cd cyes, wondering at the unwonted souods
that were breaking the stillness of the twilight
hour,

¢ Conny,” I said, with new hope, bom of
tho little figure before me, ¢ mayn't 1 coae
in?”

« John, what is this ? " said my small defender.
¢ Why don’t you let Mr. Stevens comein ? Opea
the door dircctly. ™

“ Beg pardon, Miss Conny,” said the old maa
giving way before authority, ¢ but Mr. Stevens
wants to scc your papa, and your papa isat
in- n

At this unanswerabloargument, Conny looked
puzzled. * Why don't you go away, then? ™ she
said, frowning a little ; for my behaviour scemed
to her unreasonable, and Conny had begun to
read # Mill's Logic, ® and was no countenances
of folly.

Music was heard from the drawing-room—1thst
drawing-room from which I was oxcluded—and
1 became desperate.  The minutes were slipping
by , precious minutes when spent in the draw-
ing-room’, and she who might have saved me
liad gonc over to the opposition, and sided with
the butler.  “ Conay, " I said, speaking sensibly-
as an appeal to her understanding, and loohu‘g
wretched as an appoal to her heart: © I dost
want to scc your papa until ho comes io, but
I'm ured and cold, mayo't I como in and rest
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and warm myself a little at your drawing-room
ﬁm?"

4 There's n firo in tho dining-room,” said
Conuy, shrewdly guessing now that John was
protecting the drawing-room, and not fecling
quite sure herself as to the proprioties; “won't
that do 7"

« Well, no, Conny,” I said, « [ don't think it
will, iU's so cold and draughty ; it made me dread-
fully ill last time. I couldn't bend my back for
1 week.”

Conny's pity began to show itself in hereyes;
she looked at John for instruction, ready to give
w, 1f her ally were so inclined, but that worthy
wi3 quite untnoved,

4 1vs all nonsense, Miss Conny, » he said, with
a grim smile; ¢ thedining-room ajn't draughty
abit. Mr. Stevens can go in there if ho likes;
there's & beautiful fire, and I'1l let hiim know when
your papa comes in.”

o fine, John was not be dono—could by no
reans be got over ; so I nccepted the compro-
niso, and walked dismally in, followed by Conny
who evidently considering herself in the ‘light
of my jailor, procecded to lay herself out ton
considerable amouut for my benefit. She shut
the door firmly, poked the fire into a bright
blaze, satisfied herself that the atmosphere was
st of a bakehouse, and sat down on the
tearthrug at oy feet, prepared for conver-
sation.

But I woulda't speak, and soon the pain in
a5 back caused sundry groans dismal enough
w awake pity in Conny’s soft hittle heart.

4 What is it 2" ghe said, after she had borne it
a5 long as she could in silence. ¢ Your back ?
o't the fire warm enough? 7

Warm cnough! I should think it was. Conny
zusthave been a salamander to have mentioned
the subject without a blush.

#Jt isn't the fire, Gonny,” I groaned, *it's
the draught; never mind, you can’t help it. I
aust bear it us well as I can till your papa comes
al

#1 can't understand, * Conny said, with some
mpatience at this limit of lier knowledge ; ¢ the
door's fast closed ; # and she shook it as
woof.

«Its tho chinks, Conny,* I groaned, in an
sgony ; ¢ ok, this i3 very bad."

Conoy took a resolution.  Propriety was one
ding, but illness, sudden death, was ano-
ther.

# Gome up-siairs, ¥ she said, witha little sigh
1d a long-drawn breath ; and up-stairs I limped
xith some difficulty.

# Madeleine, ” said Conny, witha littlo quiver
mber voice : ¢ Mr. Stevens has got a stiff back,
trough sitting in draughts.”

4 Very well, Conny deer,” said her sister;
“ 171 take care of Mr. Stevens ; yor run and play
with your dolls, or read Mill's Logic, ifyou pre-
&rit.  Would you believe,” she said, turniag to
¢, # that that child reads logic at her age 7 Of
course she can’t understand ten words of it, but
mps will have it. She’s to do as she likes,
1 thiok it's a mistake mysclf, it makes her so
ict and solemn, always poring over books she
an't understand. Not like a child.”

But I couldn’t speak against Conny, whose
warm little heart was even now working under
ber pinafore forimaginary woes, so 1 took n safe
~foge in silence.

¢ Can I do anythung 7" asked Conny, rcluc-
unt to go, feeling asif in some inexplicable way
s3e was tho sole supporter of life 1n my frame,
st with her absence I should droop and fall;
“shall I run and feteh some sal volatile, orsome
size] wing?”

Conny's sister took sal volatile; but Conny
berself took steel wine, aud belicved 1 s cffi-

“ No, no, Conny,” said her sister, with a
faller faith in her own powers of healing =s
cmpared with steel wine, “Mr. Stevens is all
right now . he will do very well till papa comes
A

“ TIl come and tell you the very moment he
&es, " declared Conny at the door; and having
dministered this consolation, she departed,
Yopping on ono foot solemnly down-stairs.
Conny was disposed of. 3Ir. Flutters was from
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bome. Delicious and raro combination of cir-
cumstances, for I hud a bone to pick with Made-
leme. A bone that could by no possibility have
been picked before Conny, whose well-balauced
mind thought lightly of sentiment, regarded all
love-making as beneath her notice, and brought
Mills to bear upon every occasion,

This was the bone:

Madeleine, the queen cf coquettes, engaged
to me, was yet, I feared, encotraging another
man of the name of Prior: a man from our club
well dressed, good-looking, if not jntellectual-
looking, of gentlemanly manners but inordinately
conceited, and a confirmed flivt. There wns a
pleasant character to have about a house! A
house, too, where the father was casily pleased,
easily satisfied, fond of society, and ready to have
any number of gentlemanly fools about him;
where the lady of the house was a mere gisl, at-
tractive, charming, fascinating, intensely lovable,
but a coquette; where the youngest daughter
alone absorbed the seuse,

¢ Mndeleine,” I said, gracefully blurting at
once into the subject the moment we were left
alone: 1 find you hare got to know Priorduring
my absence from town,”

No jealousy, I flattered myself, inwmy tope ; no
discontent that it should be so.

“ Yes,” said Madcleine, taking up 2 pinafore
of Conny's, and settling down to work like a
staid littie woman to whom coquetry was un-
known.

 You won't thiuk me a bore, Madeleine, or
that I wish in any way to interfere with your
choice of fricnds, but—don? you find Prior an
insufferable coxcomb ? 7

“ No"” said Madeleine, intensely interested in
the formation of button-holes: #1 don't know
that I do. Is not he generally liked, then? Paps
thinks him so very agreeable. »

“ Since you ast me, Madeleine,” I said ;
“ and, mind, it is a thing I should ncver have
mentioned of my own accord; I may tell you
that, so far from being generally liked, to know
that he was intimate at a house would be quite
enough to prevent many men fron visiting at
it.”

# Fancy ' ” said Yadeleine, holding up the pina-
fore to be ndmired.

¢ I among them," I went on.

% No ?” snid Madelcine, quite unmoved by the
assertion,

It was becoming evident that my challenge
would not be accepted, and that Madeleine decli-
ned to show fight,

So, ns afier war the next best thing is
peace = ¢ Perhaps he does not come here often,
after all, " T said; “ I should think, indeed, you
would not allow yourself to be bored by him
frequently.

# Qb, 1 don't know, " said Madeleine, “I think
I am very often bored, one way and auother,
it dosen’t so much matter by whowm, you
kaow.”

Whereby it will be seen, not only that Made-
loine’s views were liberal in the cxtreme, but
that she understood toa nicety the art of evading
delicate questions, and driving lhierlovers to des-
peration.

Jack Stevens was the most ensy-going fellow
in existence, but it was possible to drive him too
far. Aliss Flutters was relying too much on his
sweetness of temper  He had now reaciied his
limit. The lion within his British breast was
beginniung to requive attention.

1 put a dircct question to her, and waited for
an answer.

“3adeleine, "I sid, “ how often has Mr. Prior
been hiere during my absence?”

#1 haven't an idea, ? said Madelewne, slipping
at once into femiaine resources and accusing her
memory. “ Conny may recollect, perhaps; but
it docsn't matter, does it 7

Another feminine resource.  Madeleino aban-
doned lier pedestal of indifference when she saw
I was really aogey, and descended fo conx-
ing.

* What can it matter? You're not going to
pretend you're jealops of Afr. Prior, Jack 7

The ¢ Jack 7 did it. I was hier devoted slave,
not in the least jealans, and fall of wonder st my
own suspicions.

¢ Well, now, " said Madeleine, when the pina-
fore had been duty ndmired, and small picces of
my heart had been sewn on to it in a Greek pat.
tern with braid, and we had both approved of
the effect = ¢ I will be candid with you ; you shall
never say I don't tell you everything, Mr. Prior
has been here a good deal.®

Madeldine's candour always gave me palpita-
tions of the heart; I never knew what was
coming next. However, I gulped down this first
edition, with the conviction that it would dis-
agree with me when [ came to digest it, happily
smiling.

“ You won't make nie jealous now, Madeleine, ”
I said, kissing her; and the pinafore fell from
her lap,

“Clumsy!” said Madeline, pouting. ¢ You
won't lel me work. PoorCon! I'm ashamed of
you, Jack. You don't behave half ag well as Mr.,
Prior; ke never does such things?

That is to say, reduced to English, Mr, Prior
was not in the habit of kissing Miss Flutters.

1 should never have imagined he was, mysclf';
but Madeline was so terribly suggestivo that I
began to feel uncasy, and the lion within me
gave a voar.

¢ Madeline, if I imagined such & thing pos-
sible, 1 should at once resiga all claim over you,
without even waiting to speak to Mr. Flutters
on the subject, or wish good-bye to your sister.”

“ That's just what I say” said Madeleine,
quietly ; “so you needn't flare up so, or I shall
not be able to be as candid as I wish. Mr, Prior
hag not only been here a good many times
already, but he is coming to dinner;” here Ma-
deline coughed a little: “to-night. IUs very
unfortucate for me, as well as for you, for of
course I don't want hua here the very first night
of your return ; bat he asked himself, and papa
couldn't very well refuse him then, could he?
though I frowned at him to makeihim say ¢ No®
till I thoaght my forchead would never come
straight again ; and Conny wa3s specchless from
surprise.”

« 1t is unfortunate,” I said, in as groff & voico
as I could manage, with the little jewelled bands
pressing me 80 closely, and the bluo cyes glanc-
ing—I suppose by accident—at the engagement-
ring.

“Yes, isn't it 77 snid Madeleine, cagerly ; and
then added, trying to tnke me by storm, and
trusting too much to the softening circum-
stances: “ Thats not the worst, citber. Mr,
Prior makes love to me, and I can't tell what te
do to make him leave off. He wilf do it, no mat-
ter what 1. do. He will to-night.  You'll sce.”

To be told, after a few weeks's absence, that
the girl to whom I was engaged was being made
lovo to by the man I most dishiked in the whole
world ; and that he would do it!

¢ Now, you're not angry with me 7" said Ma-
deleine, passing over Mr. Prior’s off¢nce, and
taking care of number onc in a ladylike way,
¢ because it has not been my fault”

% No, I'm not nugry with you, Madeleine,” 1
said, * but of course there must be a stop put to
it. Leave him fome. He'll not make love to
you to-night, I fancy.

This was said with a sncer so very cffective,
that Madeleine was beginning to look frightened
when the door opened a very little way, and
Conny looked in.

% Papa’s not come,” she eaid,  but thenursery
teais. Come, Madelcine. Perhaps Mr. Steveus
will come tow,” she added, politely, suddenly
seeing me in the light of an obstacle to the aur-
sery tes, which it was nccessary to remove be-
fore she could obtain her sister.  “ Ten will do
him good, It's so refreshing, nurse says.”

# [ ghould lik2 nothing etter, Conny dear,
and [ can carry you up-stairs on my back, if yon
like.”

Conny’s oyes sparkled at this proposal, and
her cheeks grew bright.

 That would be nice,” she said, and prepared
to mount; then stopped saddenly short. ¢ Your
back,” she said ; #it'H hurt your back.”

I assured her it wonld not, and carried her up,
whon the quneen of tho morsery dismounted,
placed her horse (myself) in a low chair by tho
fire, and heg sistet :n, another, and procceded to
Gistribute bread-and-butter, aud tes in mugs.
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% You can't have the prettiost mug of all, 'm
sorry to say,” Couny informed me, when she had
satisfied hersell 1 could want nothing iore;
s herause 1 broke it last week, I'm nut generally
clumsy, you know, but [ did do that, aund it had
ruses on it, and green leaves,”

I expressed my conviction that it must liave
Lieen very attractise, prufcssing wyself at the
same time full of admiration of the mug I was
using, and Counny’s sense of hospitality was
satistied.

“ Conld you tell me a story ? she inquired,
sidling down trom her high chair, when all the
bread-and-butter was eaten up, and her sister
had refused to cut her any more : **or dont you
feel well enough 2

“ 1k tell you what, Con,” said her sister, de-
cisively, * you'll get no story till youre dressed
for dessert, Go and bave your har brushed, -
your hands washed, and your trock changed, and |
then you may come and sit with Mr., Stevens
while I dress for dinuer,’ '

So Conuy ran off, and I was left with Made-
leine, with the warm glow of the nursery fire
throwing red lights on her browan hair, and
brightening her sweet face into new beauty. At
such a moment, who could have believed she
was a coquette, before whose witchery young
and old fell alike, fondly believing the while
they had “made an impression”? Long I sat
thus, drinking in long draughts of happiness,
building castles of colossal height, all to be in-
habited by onc cnchantress whose wickedness
took the form of beauty, whereby she catangled |
the hearts of men, wouwng them to love her by
her gentleness, anving them to madness by the
laugh in her eyes.  But tlus beautiful witch had
said that she loved ine, had promised to come
and live in Y, fine castleg, and inhabit my gh
towers, and from henceforth the sole responsi-
bility of controlling her rested with me and my
restruning band.  And I was no ways afrad.
Love 15 a strung subduer; now, situng besude
me, her bands clasped in mine, and her blue
eyes watctung my castles fade and die outan
the fire, Prior was as far from her thoughts as
from those of little Conny, who, 1n white frock
and coloured rtibbons, had returned from ablu-
tons, as fresh and as bright as a daisy, and was
now standing beside me, watching our quict
happiness with sumc impatience and a httle
scorn.

“ Poor Con,” said Madeleine, rousing = little,
and blushing under the cluld’s scrutiny 2 ¢ how
stupid we all are, arn't we? [ should soon have
gone to sleep if you had not come in. I think
1t st be the tea; that and the fire combined.
How are you going to amuse Mr. Stevens while
I'm Qressing for dinner 7”

«J' shall show him things,” said Conny,
promptly. Aud Madeleine left me to amuse-
ment,

# Now for the story,” T said, drawing Conny,
two puzzles, and & toy pump, up to a place on
my knee, and stroking her curls. ¢ What'sit to
be about? I can tell youa story about any-
thing you like,” I declared rasbly ; and Conny
instantly put me to open shame.

“Then tell me,” she said, holding on by her
pump, and settling herself into a position of per-
fect ease, with a delighted consciousness that it
would be beyond niy powers: ¢ tell me the story
Madeleine tclls me the nights you don't come
here.”

1 was completely taken aback. Some story
of Madecleine's?  Madeleine, whose brilhant
imagination could keep Couny quiet fur an hour
together ?

“ You would never guess, I see,’” said Conny,
s what 12 g, and if yon dont guess, you cant,y
of course, tell it.  Shall T tell it to youinstead ?,
I know it now as well as Madeleine, I think,*

« You have heard 1t very often, then 7°

“ Very often,” assented Conny . “ every night
when you don't come here, Madeleine comesand
sitg 1n that low chair, and takes me on her lap. |
She turns up her pretty grey silk, you huow, for
fear I should creasc it aud 1 sit on hier petticont,
and she tells me the story.”

% Alwways the same onc?”

¢ Always the same,” said Conny, shaking hcrl
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cutls, “but T don't get tived, it's su pietty, and
the end is ditferent sometimes,”

“The end is different, Conny

“Phere are two ends 1 said Conny, explitin-
g, Yune s very pretty indeed. Madeleine likes
that one beste 1 think she tells it oftenest, but
sumetimes she tells the othier end, aud then she
is su yuiet and grave, awd viice when 1 Kissed
her, her fiace was all wet.”

“I'm afeaid it will be toosad, Conny , | think
I't] hear the othier end first,  Begiwg, please.”

“Well, dun’t wriggle,” said Conny, evidently
beginning from the usual starting-point, and the
story was commenced,

« Once upon & time,” said Conny, “ there was
a young lady who had two lovers, one very good,
and one very bad,  They were both very fond of
hery and very polite.”  (Conuy’s nution of love-
making was politeness carricd to its extreme
Hmit)  “ And she liked them both, one in her
heart, and one in her manaer,”

Here Conuy gave a little gasp,
like it,” she asked.

¢ Excessively,” I assured her, “but 1 dont
understand, Conny, famd one in her manner.’
That was rather odd, wasn't it ?”

¢/ thought s0,” sud Couny, doubtfully, % but
Madeleine said, ¢ Nv, it often happened.”  And 1
suppose she knows 77

¢ Probably,” I agreed, and the story went on,

# The good one, the one she liked in her heart,
you know, had to go away fur a long time,
where he couldn’t see herat all.  And while he
was gone, the bad one came in, aud brought her
bouk+—story-books, I suppose~and gave her a
paint-bos, aud o doyg with a collar, and went out
for rides with her, and touk her at night to hear
music.  Very polite, wasa't it 2" Couny looked
up in my face, aud she didw’t understand the ex-
pression she saw there.  “ You don't Like it
she said; « 1 shall leave off.”

“[ do like it, Conny , it's my ba.k makes me
lonk so  Go on, dear. 1 want to hear the end.
\What did the young lady do? Tahe the things
he brought her? Enjoy the rildes and the music?
Throw the ab:ent one over ™

¢ 1 don't understand you,” said Conny, in her
most sensible manner. % How conld she throw
him over when he was away ; and what should
she throw him over 2 Very silly " Having ex-
pressed her opinion, Conny went quickly on,
that she might not be blamed for having givea

“ Do you

.

¢ Well! ITe tatked, and talked (the bad one
did), and said suchnice things, that sometines
he didu't seam bad at all, Madeleine said : though
he was always really, you know.  Andshe could
not help liking him very much,and thinking it
would be very pleasant to bave all his beautiful
things for her very own, and go and live with
him in bis fine large bouse. Did 1 tell you he
wanted her to go and hive with him?” asked
Conny, breaking off.

% The end, Conny; did she say she would ?”

“ Why, no,” said Conny,at once sensibly, and
with impatience: “that wouldut have been
ending happily, would it, when the other one
was good ? He was the best fellow in the world,”
Madeleine said.

# Goodness is not always appreciated.”

Taere was bitterniess in my toue, and Conny
lifted the pump i reproof. |

& Always,” she said, ® whea things end hap-
pily.”

She bad no intention of moralising, but im-
agined she was stating a fact,,

« \Well, Conny 7

“ Well, shie thought all this, till she remem-

bered the other one, and hew fond he twas of

her, and how polite hic bad ahways been, though
he had not nearly such beantiful tiungs as the
bad one had, which, of course, prevented him
froin bang as polite as could have been wished.
When she remcinbered this, shic told the bad one
hie might live in his fine house himself, and keep
all Lz Leautiful things (here Conay got con-
sulerably excited, she spohe with flasbing eyes,
and hauds that gesticulated, dealing me bluws
with her puzzlies and pump), # that she dida't
want them, and wouldn't live with him, because
she loved the good onc better than she bad ever,
cver, ever, ever, loved him.  And so do 1, said

Conny, winding up rather nbruptly, and siding
with virtue,  “[Isn't it preity 7”

The pull up was so very sulden that 1 was
not prepared with an culogium.

“Don't you like it?" asked Conny, disap.
pointed at my silence. “It's so pretty when
Madeleine tells ity and much longer. T thiuk |
spoilt it with my words.”

“ Like it? [v's peifectly charming.
thinking it over, Cun dear,
liear the other end now.”

“ I always say, ¢ If you're not tired,"” said
Conny, suggesting.

I repeated the formula, and wag indulged di.
rectly.

« The other end is pretty, but very sad. When
the good one came back, he found that the beaw.
titul young lady—>Madeleine didun't say she wag
beautiful, but 1 like to think that shie was—had
—gone—so—fur—with—the—bad—one ¥ (the
words came very slowly bero; Conny was evn.
dently speaking from memory)—¢¢ that—there
—was—no—drawing back.”

¢ What bappened then?” I asked ; for the soft
voice broke off suddenly.

“ [ don’t kuow,” said Conny, looking fright.
ened.  “ I'm afraid sho forgot the good one, and
went to live in the big house, among all the fie
things, and that they dida't made her happr, for
Madeleine cries so—at least she does sometimes
—and sometimes she only kisses ine, and sing,
till 1 go ofl' to slecp in her arms such pretty sad
songs "

‘There were no red flashes from the fire now,
the room was fast filling with shadows.

 Isu't that sud ”" whispered Conny, clingiog
tome a little, not diking the silence, and secretly
afraid of the dark.

“ Very sad.”

It duesn't do to mind it, thougl,” she sa.d,
trying to cowbine consolation with sense, © be.
cause it's only a story, aud not really true, you
Kaow. I douw't supposc there ever was a beaut.
ful young lady with one bad and one good , anl
you know there were two cnds, and [ wean t
believe the bappy one. Won't you?”

¢« Dinner, Jack !" said a beautiful young lads
ina grey silk dress, and I rose at the sound o
lier voice.

The dinaer was perfection ; all my favourit
dishes had been thought of.  Never had I see
Prior to such advantage. Ic monopolised Mr.
Flutters, and rarely approached the silk dres:
Madcleine and I had it all to ourselves, Aci
charming as she always was more than evers
on this cvening; happy, I suppose, in the cox
sciousness of her singular beauty, set off t0 ©
much advantage by the groy gown, the fallis
Iace of which showed her white shoulders as!
pretty round arms uncovered.

¢ Papa,” said Madcleine, when dinner wy
half over, taking a rose from a vase and fastec-
ing itinto ber belt, and looking at it & mowment.
“ 1sn’t Splutters 1ate??

Splutters was the only boy of the family, %
catled by a facetious uncle,

“ Is Master Tom in, John 7”

¢ Just in, sir,” {said the butler, grinning a lit
tle; ¢ but he's all over green paint.  He most
bave knocked up against something, 1 thiok
hie's gone up-stairs to change his things, I wa
to tell you, miss; and he'll come in to dessen
with Miss Coustance.”

¢ Dessert!” said Prior. % I know very little
of Tom, if dessert will do for him.” Aol
Madcleine piled up a plate with solids for Splu-
ters.

Presently the door of the room opened with
rush, and the hope of the honse walked in, fo-
lowed by the sccond Miss Flutters without her
pinafore.

Conny pushed n chair between me and het
sister; Splutters plauted himself beside me, 224
stared at Prior.  * Late again, Splutters,” ss%
his father. “ Take your clbows off the table
sit, and don ¢ stare.”

“ Cold I' observed. Splutter, Jiscontentedl,
making digs at the solids with bis fork. * Cold
greens and lukewarm pic!  \Who's going to est
that, I wonder?”

“I'm glad it is cold,” roturned his father
“ If you cant come in, n time for dinner, yO3

I was
I should so like to
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don't deserve to get any. No, Madeleine, he
shan’t have it warmed ;" for Madeleine was look-
ing pitcous, and commencing an order to the
butler,

# IC1] not Lurt him, Miss Flulters,” said Prior.
 I've often gone without a diuner myselfbefure
1lis, ivil do him no harm.”

« Oh, won't it?” burst out Splulters, delight-
ed 1o have scme one to piteh into. ¢ How do
you kuow 7 Who are you, I sLould like to know,
putting inyour oar?  You think yourself very
graud, I dare sny,  Nobody else does,”

“ If you're going to be impertinent, Splutters,
lenve the room,” snid Mr. Flutters,

“ He's so precious checky,” Splutters explain-
ed, ¢ coming bothering here every day, and or-
dering me abont ! I've had about enough of him,
What does he mean by it? Maddeine don't
want his bouks, nor Lim ncither. Stevens is
worth three of him.”

« Be quiet, Tom, this minute,” flashed Made-
leine, turning as red as the rose in her belt,

“Tomn's a very naughty poy, isn’t he, pet 77
asked Mr. Flutters of his youngest little dangh-
ter, who bad listened to this cdifyingscenc with
praiseworthy attention, and had brought her
whole intellect to bear upon it.

“ Very,” returned Conny. “1 dont like
Mr. Prior myself, but Splutters shouldn't talk
s0.”

And Conny swept lierself and hier sister out of
the room. | .

All this was damping. We were so very dull,
that Prior, who was easily bored, preferred the
suciety of the ladies, and absconded to the draw-
wng-room, whithier 1 should certainly have fol-
luwed him bad not Mr, Flutters (who hed as
much tact as could bave been expected from the
father of sucha boy asTom) been so very anxious
to know the exact point to which stupidity
could carry me on thesubject of“ Reform,” that,
without positive incivility, I found it impossible
to leave him. When, however, it had been clear-
Iy proved what a fool 1 was, there seemed
nothing furtber fur which to rumain, and I left
my future father-in-law to discuss the affairs of
the nation with his son,

The evening passed quictly cnough, enlivened
by snatches of song from Aladcleine, who scemed
100 restless to go steadily through anything, but
made the room sweet with beginnings and ends.
Tea was placed on the table, and I completely
swamped myself in that liquid, Madeieine hold-
g te uncomfortable theory that the more
domestic & man was, the nmwore tea he wounld
accessarily take into his system; so Prior and
1 ran a race for reputation, and Prior won by a
cup.

% Going my way 2" said that hero at length,
admiring his hands in lavender kids, and then
generously offering them all round.

1 assured him I was not; so, looking surpris-
¢, he took bis departure.

« Mr. Stevens,” said Madeleine, in a low
chair, quict and grave: like the heroine of
Conny’s story, when she had made up her
nind, it would be very pleasant to have beauti-
fol things © for her very own”: “ ] have made a
wistake,”

I thought the assertion so very likely to be
correct, that 1 made no attempt at contradic-
tion.

« While you have been away,” said Madeleine,
teiling a story I had heard before, ¢ Mr. Prior
made love to me, as I told you. Itried at first
1o prevent bim, and, indeed, he knew I was en-
gaged to yon, but he went on all the same.  He
brought mo all the 1ast new novels, and—"

# And gave you & paint-box, and a dog with
a collar, and took you at night to hear music 2°

The words were Madeleine's, and she recognis-
ed them at once for ber owa,

“ You know alll” she said. And thero was
silence between us. Can you forgive me?”
the said at length, nestling up to my arms, and
laying her bright head down on my coat. « I'm
so sorry, Jack! I can’t think what made me do
%0, for I knew all along he conld never makemo
bappy, for 1 love you~—"

% Better than yon could ever, ever, ever love
tim” 1said. * Conny toldme so. O, Made-

leine darling, this is much the pretticr ending of
the two I”

Madeleine seemed to think so also. She smiled
through her tears, and looked up at me from un-
der her eyelashes.

“I'm 50 sorry,” she said again,

1 instantly said 1 was sorry too (that being
the correct thing to sny under the circumstan-
ces).

“ Oh, my eye, what a game it is1” said Spint-
ters, with his usual tact, bursting into the room
at break-neck speed. # 'I'here’s been such a jolly
row! The govenors been pitching ino Vrior
about coming here, and Prior says he's ¢« Jeft for
ever! Ain'tit fun? It's an awful sell, though,”
said Splutters, suddenly, with a face that had
lengthened considerably. # Prior was going to
have given me sitkwormns,”

*¢ Talking of pets,” I said, carclessly, trying
to attract Splutters into friendship, but serupul-
ously addresssing Madeleine: “1 am quite
overrun with them, you know. I have so many
dormice I don't know what to do with them;
and as to my guinea-pig——nbut him, of course,
I must getrid of.”

« Give itus,” said Tom, speaking in the plural,
but by no means intending that Madeleine should
share in the gift; and Splutters and I were
friends for cver,

So happily the weeks went on to the eve of
my wedding-day. It was getung dusk, and 1
was sitting by the fire in the dear old drawing-
room, holding Madeleine’s little hand in mine,
and gazing at the sweet face that was so soon
to belong to my wife; when to-morrow’s lJittle
bridesmaid appeared at the door, in a white
frock, and with long white mists floating back-
ward from her pretty curls,

« Yow very nice, Conny!” I said, for she stood
quite still to reccive comphiments ; ¢ very pretty
indecd, dear.”

I rather wish she would go away, for I was
enjoying a last téte-a-téte with Miss Flutters,
and telling myself that to-morrow I should lose
that young lady for ever, and how would that
feel! But Conny had caught sight of her sister
down on the hearth-rug, and sprang to her with
a little ¢ty of pain that made me feel a wicked
brute, and completely upset poor Madeleine.

¢ Hush, hush, darling,” she said ; * don't cry
so, Conny. Ishallsoon be back, and then you're
coming to stay with me, you know, and papa
and Splutters and all.”?

But Conny had lost all ber sense.  She gave
herself alittle shake, and the frock and the mists
were much injured,

“ Conny,” 1 said, taking her from her sister's
arm: white as the veil that now hung limp
around her, wot with her tears: no longer an
emblem of to~morrow’s joy : ¢ listen to me. You
shall keep Madeleine. I'll not take her from
you”

.0h, hush, Jack," said Madeleine. « Poor
little Conny !”  But Conny herself looked up.

“ Really ?” she asked ; “ not a story ?”

¢ You sball keep ber,” I said, # If you say
50.”

After this there was a pause, during which I
gave vent to some very affecting sighs,

« What will you do?” asked Conny, atlength,

Inying a carcssiog check against mine, and
covering me up with her veil.

12 Oh, I sball go away, Conny ; the beauti-
ful young lady won't come to me.”

““ Was that you ?” asked Consy, in great sur-
prise; ¢ were you the good one, and was Made-
leine the beautitul young lady? OLt”

« How shall the story end, Conny "

“Conny looked up with a flash of her old
quickness, but the dear head went down again
on my shoulder.

“Shall I finish it, Conny?” said her sister,
softly ; and Conny’s grasp tightened round my
neck.

¢« Say * Yes,' ™ she whispered. Sol said #Yes,”
and Madeleine finished the story.

Glycerine paste for office use may be prepared
by dissolving one ounce of gum arabic and two
drachms of glycerine in three ounces of boiling
water,

v
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PASTIMES.
MODERN HISTORICAL ARITHMOREM,

‘]' 600 and Oendure A == A cclebrated battle

2 1 “ tar O = c-nkc‘ml \;l‘l\o was
mado King of Napies.

3. .01 “ FEsraStut =A colebrﬁtcd buI:'JO.

14 W ¢ Norye = An English admiral.

6. 101 * wnot P, <A t;oncral killed at

N Waterloo.

6. 101 * X arobber = An Englist general.

T. 000 * Owasa = A cclebrated battle,

8, 10 ¢ Leah K = An American gener-

al.
9. 101 «“ afur = Is not found in tho

e Now World.
The inilials of the above read forward will name a
Turkish goneral. . BERICUS.
SQUARE WORDS.
My first i3 a flower, of a beautiful hue,

And will lead imperceptibly, my second to you;
My third is a look res;}ccmgllityyhmcs. ¥

A tar's delight my fourth *‘mongst his shipmates.

My sirst is an ingredioat, much used in our fare;
My second congcientlously is, ** I declare;”

4 name s my tlurd, ‘'mongst Jews often heard;
My fourth in'music is a familiar word,

JAMER Q. PENNY.

CHARADES.

Mi';,n‘rsl crawls slowly on,

... But still it hag its use,

Though many cruel boys
Qfttreat it with abuse;

More useful still’'s my second
As everybody knows,

We could not do without it,

I very well suppose:

My whole's a noted shrub, I ween,
Which you perhaps Liave often seen
. I am composed of 16 letters. My 11,5, 2,13
i3 an article of dress; my 16, 5, 3,7,8is a
county of Ireland; my 15,9, 10,2, 13,12, 1 isa
maw’s name; my 4, 13, 7, 14,6 is a bird; my
13, 12, 5, 15, 4 is a blood-sucker ; my 7, 2, 11,
10, 13 is an opponent. My whole names a general
who greatly distinguished himself during the
Indian Mutiny. N
LOGOGRIPH.

Yesuvius from out its mouth, flames to my whole

Dxtscl;arg!ng tloods of lava o'er which none have con-
rol;

Reverse and chango the sceno. Iam ever on the move
And yet no living mortat my uFo shall ever prove;
Again my naturo chango, and if' you now transposo
Un looking in your larder, your chécso may e dis-

close;
A;;'!::li:“ transpose. I may be large or may be very

But tako this for a hint, I'!n of consequenco to all.
ARITHMETICAL QUESTION.

Three of my friends A, B, G, owe me some
money. Forgetting both the sum and particu-
lars, I remember that the debt of A and B is 47/,
that of A and C 71l, that of B and C 88l.,
How much do they each owe me?

ANSWERS TO DOUBLE ACROSTIC, &c.,
No. 94.

Double Acrostic, Evr;ngclim, Longfellow.—1
Ethereal; 2. Verona; 3. Aspen; 4. Nag; 5.
Guif; 6. Embrasure ; 7, Liverpool; 8. Instal;
9. Nero; 10. Eycbrow.

Cryptograph.——

On sho came with a clond of canvas
Rightagainst tho wind that blew,
Until the cyecould distinguish

Tho faces of the crerw,

Charade—Dieu et mondroit,

Riddles.—1, The Ginour; 2.
bere.

Double Acrostic—Fenian,Canada—1. Frolic;
2. Elba; 3. Napoleon; 4, Ithaca; 5. Add; 6.
Neva,

Decapitation.—Pearl-pear-ear-rape-ape.

Arithmetical Question—Wife's sbhare $4096,
Ist daughter's $3072, 2nd daughter’s, $2304,
3rd danghter's $1728.

ANSWERS RECEIVED.

Double Acrostic.~—B, N. C., Edith H, H. H.
V. Argus. A, W,, Niagara.

‘Cryplograph.—B. N. C.

Charades.—~Bericus, Bdith H., -A. W Argus,
Camp, Niagara, George B., Allons.

Riddles.—Allons, B. N. C., Bericus, Geo. B.,
Niagara, Argus, X. Y., F. W,

Double Acrostic.—Bericus, Geo, B., Argus,
B.N.C,X. Y.

Decapitations—B. N. C., Edith H,, X. Y.,
Niagara, Geo. B., F. W,

Arithnetical éuexlion.-—B. N. C., Bericus,'X.
X., Gzo. B,, Niagan.

Nowhere-now-
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T0O CORRESPONDENTS.

——

A M. Y.—The Knights of Sainte Ampoule,
or the Holy Phial, were limited to four in numn-
ber, who were usually the first in point of rank,
faumly and fortune m the province of Cham-,
pagae. At the coronation of the French Kings
they were delivered to the Dean, Priors, and |
Chapter of Rheims as hostages for the return, by !
the great officers of the crown, of the holy phinl
in which thio coronation oil was kept, and which,
according to the legend, was brought from Hea-
ven by the Holy Ghostin the form of a dove, |
and put into the hands of St. Remy, at the coro-
nation of Clovis—an enormous crowd having
prevented the messenger from bringing in time
that wiuch had been already prepared.  The
peculinrity of this order was that the knights
were only knights for a day.

H. Carrsr.—We cannot give a definite reply
to your question.

A Supscrier.—The Provincial Secretary's
recommendation to observe the first of July as
a general loliday does not constitute that day
a legal holiday ; consequently the banks will be
compelled to keep open their doors, and notes
and other obligations maturing on that day will
be protested if not paid.

J. M. Y.—In Eugland the following ceremony
i3 observed in giving possession of a benefice to
a clergyman,  Having received the Bishops
mandate to make the induction, the inductor
takes the clergyman by the hand and lays it on
the latch of the church door, then opens the
door and puts him into tho church and generally
the church-bell is tolled to give notice to the
parishioners,

Mariax.—We have no recollection of them.
Can you send us another copy ?

Arces.—An ensigney in the infantry or a
cornetcy 1n the casalcy custs £450 sterhing.,
There 13 no standard height for officers,

B. G.—Kyrie Eleison is a Greek invocation,
used in the Litany of the Cliurch of Rome, and
translated in that of the Church of Englaund by |
the words ¢ Lord bave mercy upon us” JItis
also the commencement of the 12th Mass,

Lizzie E.—As we no not know frum what it
anises we cannot advise you,

J.—The tale is respectfully declined. We
cannot undertake to criticise rejected contribu-
tions.

P. R.—Philip is from the Greck, and means
¢4 lover of hurses.” Reuben—behold a sup—
i3 from the Hebrew.

A Mzreororocicat Crock.—Father Secchi,;
the celebrated Roman astronomer and natural
philogopber, is now in Paris, and passes the
greater part of the day at the Great Exhibilion,'
where & curious clock of bis invention is to bc'
scen, which automatically marks down on a
lung strip of paper that is unrolled at one end
and rolled up at the other, the hour, the dirce-

tion and the intensity of the wind, the quantity |-

of rain that has fallen within a given time, the
height of the barometer, and the hygrometric
state of the atmosphere, All this work is cf-
fected by half a dozen pencils constantly in mo-
tion, and which perform their task with unerring
fidelity.

The following extract from the old Worcester
ncwspaper of 1715 affords & curious illustration
of jonrnalism and credulity in those dayg:—
« Aymstry, 4 miles from Levminster in Hereford-
shire, August 20. A strange Dragon ofa vast
magnitdde, baving  Wings, 1 Legs, a long Tail,
large Scales, of & brightish Colour, has been seen
hercabouts. It inhabits about the Black Hill,
o, mile from hence, We hear it has this day
destroyed many Sheep.  Peuple are in such fear
that nooc darc pass that way. They bnvey
bought Powder and Ball t cndeavour to des-
troy 1t, but 1t most commonly keeps in the Cav-
rens of the Rocks. I

CHESS.
PROBLEM, No. 6.
By St. Epyuxp.
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WINTE.
White to play and Mate in two moves.

SOLUTION OF PRUBLEM, No. 73.
RLACK. WHITE,

1QtoQ I3 & KtoQGor(a)
2 BtoKt3. Any move.
3 QmatesatQsqor K 3.

(@) }— —— KtoK4.

o
2RtoK BS. KtoQ3ior()
3 QtoQ BT Mate,
&b) 1t Black plays 2. K to K 5, or Q G, Mato givon by
. QoK 3;if 2 K to K B3. Whito untes by 3. Q to
Kt 5; and ir2. Kt moves, White replies with 3. ( to
K 13 ¢ Mate,

MACKENZIE-REICHIIELM MATCH.

This match for the champiouship of the United
States was ¢ 1 at tho L'inladelplua Athenum
on the morning of May 23th.  Of the abilitics of the
combatants it i8 hard necea-unr{ to spcak, as they
are famuhiar to our readers, Mr. Reiehhicim has been
cousidered vno of the strungest American players.
Mr Mackenzic came to New York from Englaud about
thireo years ago with a reputation estadblished by his
victory over tho distinguished Anderssen in tho
Handicap Tournament in conuection with the Con-

ress of tho British Chess Association, hicldat London

0 1862 In this match the Prussian yseldod the slight
odds of I'awn and Move, and thg celerity with which
he was defeated proved that Capt. Mackenzie wasen-
titled to rank as u first-class player.  Sinco hisarrival
in this country constant practico has improved his
play, and wo beuevo tho ablest Euvropean players
would tind iu him a diflicult adversary. In play hois
periectly cool and collected. Mr. Muackenzie's gaines
givo evidence of & thorough knowledge of all tho open-
1ngs and minutix of the game, and we know of very
few players whose games will stand the test of analysis
better.  Tho accuracy wath gwhich he conducts “his
endings §s especially remarkworthy. At the conclu-
stu of the contest the score stoud, Mackonze, 7.
Reichholm, 0; drawn 2 Wo give below tho fimt

game.
PRENCH DEFENCE,
Wiite, ﬁ‘_\lr. Mackenzie.) BLACK, (Mr. Reichlelm.)
PtoK 4. 1"to K 3.
2P 10Q4. 2ltoQ 4.
3 I takcs . 3 Ptakes P,
J KKtto B3 4 KKtwoB3
58Bt0Q3 | 6BtQ3
0 (astles, G Casties.
7 Btoll Kto TPOKRS.
8 BtoR 4 SPrtoK Ktd(a)
9 13 10 Kt 3. 4 B takes B.
10 B 1'takes B lu Ktto h 5.
11 P togQ B4 11 QRitoB3.
12 Q Ktto B3h) 12 Wt takes Kt.
13 1* takes Kt. 13 BtoK3.
14 I takes I i4 B takes 17,

16 Kt tukes Kt.

1

|

i

|
16 I’ takes ht I 16 QoK 2.
17 Rto B 6. 1 17 Qtakes} (¢)
15 R takes 1. | 18t K 6.
19 B takes I8 19 Q takes B.
20 Qtolk 5 | 20 Gtok 4.
2l FloK K 4. 21 Q RtoQsq.
ZQRtoKE sq 22 Kto Q3.
BQRW KBG () 23 Qtakes K.
24 X takes R. 21 1 takes X.
25 Q takes 1*(ch.) 25 Kto X Kt 3.
2 QKRS { 26 tto Q3.
W PtoK Ktd T K RtoQeq
28 to K R 6. 1 28P0QBA
29 Pto R 6. | 29 R to Kt3,
80 Pto Ktb. , S0 Rto K BXq.
31 QoK 7 31 RtoK3
rtoK Ri(ehy ' and Reichhiclm resigns.

NOTES.

(a) Injudicious.

W Ql to I8 2 appesrs to bo a still stronger move.

{¢) This move loses the gama. e should bave play-
ed K to Kt 2, and, on his adversary retorting Qto R
5. Rto K Rsq.

) Winosug the Qucen for two Rouks.

Kingston (N, Y.)Journal.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

¢ ExtgrramiNg ” KxowrLspog.—Ascertaining
the cost of a dinner party.

Wiy is n dishonest bankrnpt like an honest
poor man ?—Because both fuil to got rich.

How does the Irish Cupid inflicthis wounds ?
—With hig ¢ Arrak, be jabers 1

To all this tho ruffian made but ono answer,
He clenched his fist, and striking out at her,
felled her with a blow,

A Max in the City has got so deep into debt
that not one of his creditors has been able to
see him for months,

Wy is it impossible for a person who lisps to
believe in the existence of young ladies 7—He
takes every miss for a myth.

Tue Wrsrcul—A correspondent suggests
that “‘mum™” i3 used a3 a title for ladies on
account of their well-known love of silence,

ApAxpoxep.—A moral debating society out
west is engaged in a discussion on the follow-
ing question:—*If a wman deserts bhis wife,
which 15 the most abandoned, the man or the
woman 7

“OxE might bave heard & pin fall,” is a pro-
verbial expression of silence; but it has been
eclipsed by the French phrase, “ You might have
heard the unfolding of a lady’s cambric hand.
kerchief?

Ax editor says he has become so hollow from
depending on the prioting business for bread;
that he purposes to sell himself for a stove-pipe,
—Amertcan Paper.

AN Awgwarp TraNsrosiTion.—A writer, in
describing the last scene of ¢ Qthello,” had this
exquisite passage :—* Upon which the Moor,
seizing & bolster full of rage and jealousy,
smothers her.”

Os Dit.—A new paper will shortly make
its appiarance, and most likely its disappear-
ance. Itisto be the organ of the hotels and
chop-houses, and will be called The Fresh-eggs-
haminer.—Punch.

Friexpauie.—* That's a very stupid brate of
yours, John,” said & Scotch minister to his -

parishoner, the peat-dealer, who drove his

merchandise from door to door in a small cart .

drawa by a donkey, “1 never sce you but the
creature is braying."—* Ah, sir,” said tho peat-

dealer, “ yo ken the heart’'s warm when fricods .

meet.” .
A uax advertised for o wife, and requested
each candidate to encloss her carte de visite, A
spinited young lady wrote to the advertiser in
the following terms :—* Sir, I do not enclose my
carte, for, though thero is some authority for
putting 2 cart before a horse, I know of nope -

for putting ono beforcan ass”

Tae late Dean Buckland is said to have been

so mtimately acquainted with the properties of

all the geogical formationsof England, thathé
g one night belated, and not knowing where

he wag, he alighted from his horse, took vp.a -

clod of carth, and examined it, when he immes’
dintely exclaimed, ¢ Ubridge!” and proceeded.
on his journcy. .

Wrzx Dr. Jobnson asked the widow Portertd
be lus wife, he told her candidly that he was of

mean cxtraction, that he had no money, and

that he bad an uncle hanged, The widow re- :

plicd that sho cared nothing for bis parentage,.
that she had nomoney herself, and though she-

had not bad a relative hanged, she had fifty who.

deserved hanging. So they made a match of
it. '

Apvice 1o Youne Lapies.—Josh Billingsin:

the Troy News, gives us weekly scintillations of”

ripest wisdomn. The last is in the form of advice. .

to a young lady as to how she shall receives
proposal. ¢ You ought to take it kind, looking

down hill, with an expreshun about balf tickled.
]pop iz over,if yure
don't think f would |

and half scart. After the
lavver wants tew Kiss you, d
say yes or no, but let tho thing kind of take its
own course, There iz one thing I havo alwsys.

stuck tew, and that iz, give mo long courtships *
and short cngagements.” : o
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