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HALIFAX, N. 8.

——

HE City of Halifax, the capital of the Pro-

vince of Nova Scotia, was founded in 1749,
by’ Governor Cornwallis, and named after the
Barl of Halifax, an active promoter of the sqltlc-
ment, The people of Massachusetts are said to
have suggested to tho imperial government, in
dew of the encroachment of the French upon
the territory of Acadia, the necessity as well a3
the great commercial advantages * - be derived!
fom the establishment of the town, Plans were
mbmitted to government,in 1748, and soon after-
wards the sum of £40,000 was appropriated by
parliament, and an expedition, under tho com-
wand of Governor Cornwallis, set sail for Che-
bucto Bay, in May, 1749.

The town does not appear to have been pros-
perous in its earlier days; for notwithstanding
{bat in a period of eight years the large sum of
£560,000 sterling had been expended by govern-

ment upon the scttlement, the people were
rapidly removing to the older colenies, and in
1757 the population was reduced to about half
its original nuribers, and subsisted chicfly upun
the moncy expended by the army an navy. The
importance, however, of Halifax as nmilitary and
naval stativn was iocalculuble. During the
Freanch war and the American war of Independ-
ence, it vas the renlezvous of several expe-
ditons , and in 1783, its population was in-
creased by the advent of large vumbers of luya-
lists from New York. During the American
war of 1812, several valuable prizes were taken
into port, and an impetus was given to the busi-
ness of the city by the circulation of consider-
able sums of muney consequent thercon.

An act of incorpuration was ubtained from
the Provincial Legislature, in 1810, since which
time great improvements have beea made in the
general appearance of the city, Halifux 13 divided
by the Act into six wards, cach represented by

three Aldermen, who with the Mayor and the

N —— -

tecorder, transact all the financial andjcivil
business of the city.

Maunntactures are as yet comparatively in
their wfancy, stll theee are n the caty and
Darmouutli five or six aron fuundnes and machine
shups, n suine of windh steam engines and
other heavy maclunes are neatly constructed.
The macliue shops of the Provincial Raibway,
at Richimowd, comprise & number of commodivasg
structures, aml give employment o {rom one
hundred to vue hutndred aud fifty meu.  Besudes
these there is an exteasive tubieeo factory, two
puanofurte facturies, several furture factories,
an extensive shoe fuctory, & powder mull, one ov
two nal factories, sawing and planing mlls,
sush factorivs, &o, all of wlach are dowg an ex-
tensive business, wind ycldug o bandsome retuen
fur capital invested. A larg: sugar refinery is
1 course of ercctiviu. A douc null has been
completad this prescul yudr, 10 conuectivn With
a large bakery, whicli s vapable of workmg off
one huudeed barrels of flour pet day,
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Tho ficst newspaper published in Halifar
* appenred in Jauuary, 1763, 1L was called tho
Nova Scotwa Chionicle, vt Weehly Guazette. In
the year 1828, thiere wero six papers published
in tho city—unow tlere are cighteen—one daily,
seven tri-wechly, and the remainder weckly.
Of these four are religivus journals sad use 18
devoted to temperance,

Hulifax cuntaing tweanty-three cliurches, which
ate pretty equally divided awong the leadiug
denominations. It cau buast alsu of fuur public
libraries and three readiug roums. There wic
also 8 number of uther public buldings which,
are generally plain aud substantial ju thur
charucter.

Siuce the upruag vnof railnay commumcation
with the interior of the Proviucy, e wily basa-
creased rapidly in wealth  Tue discuvery of guld
iu the Province, und the eatenaive mivestuent of
capital and employment of luboe i the gold
miaes, Las alsy, tu sume eatenl, aded the cun.
merco of the aty, by provadiug o new aud
valuable export with which to pay for guads
puirchased 1n Great Biitun, For the last fen

years the populativn of the ity has beew rapidly |
increasing , and with Cuntuderativn aceunplhish- |

ed, aud the cutnpletivu of projected Luis of wotu-
municativn, Hahfux wust bocoie oo of the
foremust cities in pupulation aod wealidy, ws she
is already one of the most wapurtant 1 geogras
plical positive vu the wonliueutl of Allria,

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

—

Nt Advocate” writes us, prutesting agaiust
_A_ some of the views expressed i a late num-
ber of the Reaper in the Lumirande case. With
regard to the language used an speahing of the
course pursued by the counsel fur the accused,
we would rennnd our correspundent that we
freely admitted that Mr. Doutre was a “ man of
experience and ability” in lis profession, and
we could not thercfore intend any personal dis-
respect towards that gentlauan. But the fact
remains, that Lamirande was spirited away by
undue means, and we certainly believe that
othiers, besides those acting {or the French
authoritics, were to blame 1u the matter, If these
latter secured their object through something
beyond sharp practice, 1t > phun that they
were cnabled to du su by the lach of due dih-
gence on the part of somcbody.  Was it the
judge or the counzel fuor the accused that was n
fault 2 Both, st appears to us, und such s the
general opmnion, uot only 1 thus cuy, but clse-
where,
whom they had to deal with, and they ought to
have been more on ther guard, which we have
po doubt they will be, shuuld another oceasion
of the same sort occur. We sce, however, no
special cause for soreness on their part 1n con-
pection nath this affiir, It s not the first time
that abie judges and lawyers bave been the vie-
tims of similar deception.

We nave already intimated our behwef that

Lamirande was lable to be delivered up to the |

Freach Government under the Extradition
Treaty of 1843, and our correspondents facts
and arguments have not altered our conviction
on that head ; but the discussion of such a ques-
tion would be out of place i the pages of tus
journal. We have regarded Lamirande’s sur-
render as one of the lustorical incidents of the
day, and cxcrcised our right to treat 1t as we
would any other eventof the same character.
The Resper does not pretend to be an authority
on points 6f law.

LONDON LETTER.

Loxoox, October 11th.

F court news this week, Mr. Editor, I have

only onc item o prescnt you with, as the
Qucen and her family sull keep perfectly quict
in their retreat.  The item 1n gaestion 1s con-
tained in the following paragraph, which bas
been going the round of journabism, ¢ It 1s
understood in courtly circies that Her Royal
Highness tho Princess Chnisuan of Schicswig

Judge Drummond and Mr. Doutre knew |

Holstein (Princess Helena) is fo an interesting
cuudition, culeulated to increase her dumestic
happiness.”  Mpropus of this young lady | may
stato that a bungling attempt was made a week
or two ago by onc of the Loadun journals, to
provo that the Pranco of Wales refused to give
Liis sistee away at her wedding becauwss of lug
ubjection to the age of Prince Chiristian, and not
on accuunt of the previous morgaantiv wmarnage
with which peuple credit bun,  Fur better would
it have been to have allowed the matter to rest,
uow that no guod can be doue by stirting it.

Isce in the New York Herald that your haie
vest, ke ours, bas buen well nigh ruined by
excessiveerains.  So much the worse for us, as
will as you, sinee it makes the prospect of a
y dear luaf uver bere more certain,  Already prices
j have pone an, and not u bread alune, for only
this wuruing I received o nutification from my
brewer that in consequence of the udvaneed
rates dewanded for malt and hops, he can ny |
longer serve e vu the old teems, This brings
the watter quite Lung, for aa Englisliman’s beer ’
Lics very nearlos Leart. 1 am happy to say that
fur the last weth we have bad settled dry |
woatbior, watl & cold eust wind,  Notuug could
be novre tnaly fur cleaning the land and getung
in the seud for next yoar's harvest,

The Refurin mosvement goes vn swamnuacly.
On Mouduy last the great West Ridiug of York- |
slre had o pronuncaamento. 1t was an
impuosing affair, since there asseinbled at Leeds,
fivm all the surrounding bives of indusiry, some
200,000 peouple, wost of wuom, marched 1n pro- |
cessivn tu the place of meet.ng with bands and ,
bauners,  Mr. Bright spohe i1 the evemug at a |
sceond weeting Led in the Town Hall, and was
vace more hailed as the champion of the people |
i the fuitheoming tght. It s now rutoured
that Lurd Derby mieans to bring e a Refonn |
Bil, aud, alicady, Tory lurds have been heard
to express their wish for an extension of the
saftrage. I shall have stirring ¢vents to notice
ity letters 1o you next spring.

Qur sucial scicnce fulks are nuw in session at
Manchester discussing almost everything under
the Presidency of Lord Shattesbury. Al sorts
of peuple ate wmioug them, notably some vay
“ blue” ladies among whoum says the Dady Tele-
graph, is a Dr, Mary Walker, of New York. This
pefsult it seans ¢ weans the Bloomer costume,”
and lits tahen an active part s tue discussions,
parbcularly thuse relating to bealth,  Yesterday
afteruoen the lady gave ber vpiniuns respecting
funale dress, the remarks beng oceaswued by
the reading of a paper on the destruction of hife
frum vverwork.,  She said the dress of women
hiad an ufluence upon thewr whole lives, and there
| were buth plysivlugical and moral reasons why
it should Le changed. If 1t was true, as tuey
were told, that it was impossible 1 wany cases
uf men to mury women because the latter
dressed so exteavagantly, 1t wastime there should
be a change w1 dress.

By the by, this question of female dress has
crupped up again quite strongly ; not, however,
un pbysiclogical so much as on pecumary
» grounds. The subject wasstarted by the account
tLat reached us ot 2 claim made by the father of
a New York belie on s insurance office for the
value of lis daughter's wardrobe. This at once
furmished the key note for a good deal of mascu
line grumbling, and under tae head, ¢ Luxury in
Dress,” our patres famiaram bave been veatiog
therr feelings in most of the dailies. A day or
two ago howerver, the cudgels ..ere taken up oa
the other side by & farr combatant, who I must
say bas it 2 weak point in the male armour.
She asks # whose fault is it that women dress so
luxuriously ?  Is it not the fault of the men?”
and then goes on to deseribo what took place a
whilo ago at 2 fushionable watering place. Pre-
mising that she and Ler sister were attired very
plainly, sbo says :—

As we stepped on to the esplanado a scene of
gaicty met our view.,  Young and beautiful gurls,
arrayed 1a gorgeous and costly attire, promen-
aded down the ceatre of tho parade, sunping
themselves in the smiles and calling forth the
admration ot the fentlemen who, lounging on
eitber side, surveyed tho scene with sceming
I satisfaction, commenting on the * guslit 28 of

!
|

f

1 of & house pointed out one gang to the pohi

the “fair” somewhat aftor tho manner of Law.
less 1n ¢ Frank Farleigh” ¢ What a supes
creature " remarked one, as a tall girl with by
dress fully three-quarters of a yard on the grous,
swept by, 1 feel thundenly tranthported y
tho theventh heaven,” hisped u dissipated-looking
young fellow, gazwg languishingly aftes oy
damsel 1n sky blue. Ifelt, aucontrarre, * thud:
deuly tranthported” wto the nudst of Vamty Fax
* Pray dun't let us remuin bere,” exclaimed oy
sister, don't you see how people are remarkiy

vur plaug dress? 1 am sure we are not! gotuy
sufficiently to figure here, 1 declare I wouy
rather be ¢ cunspncuous by my absence’ than afig
ts fasbion.”  Just then the lisping gentleny
levelled bus spy-glassatus,  « Wanung 1a taty)
aud dreth,” was s verdict, turning to s coz
paton,  Stylel—dress!  How mgbitInterpy
thuse two words?  As displayed, I presuwe, i,
the display of some I saw beforeme. A tram
reades brooms unnecessary, 2 clignon that mads
the wearing of tue bonnets a Juxury casity tote
dispensed with! A moment iszger we Lingered.

“ Pity those two girls are not better dresseds
fell vn iy cars, acd, fuitly driven from the field,
we were fiin to lude our dimimshed beads whex
we unght ¢ blash unseen.”

There 15 trath 1o tns, and force in the arge
mentat gives rise 1o, us your farr readers wi
twost certawnly admt,  Paterfaumhas grumble
but he would grumble more at sceing his wifeand
daughters ¥ perfect frights.”

Jelfrey, the executioner of his little boy, wa
hunself executed on Tuesday morning last ic
front of Newgate.  Not a hund stirred to sam
i, nor was a single petition so much as tujhed
uf. It seews there wasa horrible crowd preses
which kept the purlieus of the prison in a stsi
of uproar all mght. People werce hustled, robbe!
and beaten with impumty, and when the 1nmats

their windows were forthwith demolished. Thes
are the circumstances atteadant upon the laws
“ solemn lesson,”

W lile on the subject of crime 1 may meouon
that the trade outrages which formerly inade Skil
field 50 notorious, seem 1o have commenced agas,
The operatives of that great cutlery town s
very jealous of any one not belonging to ther
‘ Unions,” and have got a nasty habit of makg
itknown.  The highest form of unton vengeance
was displayed 10 this case, namely, a « bl
up.”  This is how it was done. A can such sy
workmen drink their tea and ceffee from wa
tred round with cord, to make it hold firmer, the:
tilled with powder, and, with a burning fuse
atiachied, thrown .nto the cellar of the obnogxios
wan’s house. Fortunately no damage wos dest -
to life or hmb, but the windows wero blowe
across the street, and one of the sidewalks forced -
out,

The sharcholders of the Great Eastern had th
first pleasant mecting they ever held this weet
There was sometbiug perfectly novel in (s
ancouucement of a dividend, such a thicg:
uever having occurred to them before. The.
new baronet, Sir Daniel Gooch, presided, asd!
stated that they beld £40,000 worth of shars”
in the Atlantic Telegraph, and £50,000 bad beta |
paid for the use of the bip. The shares wex
divided pro rats, and the money held in reserse
“ It is a long lane that bas no turning,” aud te !
big vessel bas at length found her mission,

Tho dead bones of London life now begingta«
stira little. Those unerring indicators, fashioz ;
able artists, aro announcing their return t;
town for the scason,and the varions societicsar ;
burnishing up their weapons for another cate;
paign. The Crystal Palace peoplo have begaa?
the famous winter concerts, while the no law*
famous Monday popular concerts follow.suil+
the first week in November.  As for the theatrss
they are in full swing. A new ono was opesed:
oun Saturday,in Holborn, with a new dramalby:
Dion Bourcicault—¢ The Flying Scud, ora Fow- ;
legged Fortune,” which seems to have bees-
tremendously successful. Drury Lane promises,
on Saturday, an claborate sotting of Goethts:
Faust, with uoprecedented effects,  Tho opess~
aro of course closed, but1 hear that Her Majestys
will opea for a short season in November. :

Whea theso attractions are displayed, the timil,
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for excursionsis protty well past. Nevertheless,
& monster party left England to-day for Brussels,
consisting of some 1000 volunteers, who go to
bold « high jinks” in the capital of Belgium,
and, some of ‘them, to try and snatch the prizes
at the annual rifle contest of the braves Belges.
They go in something like military order, divided
1nto ten companies, with a full staff of officers ;
and it is said that extraordinary preparations
bave been made to receive them,

A nose is certainly a curious thing for a Royal
Princess to give away. The Princess of Wales
has done it, however, according to the Norwich
Mercury, which says:—

Sowe time ago a pupil in her Royal High-
ness’ school at Sandringham, named Hannah
Fiddeman had the misfortune to lose her nose by
anattack of lupus. The disfigurement was
exceedingly great and ber Royal Highness,
moved by motives of compassion, commissioned
Mr. Taylor, surgical instrument maker, to make
80 artificial nose. This has been done—Mr.
Taylor having ingeniously manipulated, a flesh
coloured silver nose for the girl, which requires
SOome amount of attention to distingnish it from
the more common aud natural average of noses.

he_girl seems as pleased with her physiological
addition as the manipulator is with bis success.
With an anecdote respecting another Royal per-
Sonage, I must close my budget for this week.
When the Emperor of Austria goes out shooting
he is always attended by a Captain of his Guards,
whose business it is to announce the description
of game his Majesty hits at each discharge. One
day the Emperor struck a partridge, ¢ Part-
ridge ” sung out the captain. The next shot
struck a buck. ¢ Buck” roared the captain.
Ouce more the Royal sportsman fired but missed
Lis aim and wounded one of suite. This time
the captain, without altering a feature or tone
gravely announced # His Highness the Duke of
Wackeuburgh.”

THE CHEAP NEWSPAPER.

INCE the establishment of cheap newspapers
in Montreal, there is no getting a smart boy
to run errands or to mind an office. The young
rascals can get more by selling Gazettes,
Heralds, Transcripts, Telegraphs, and Witnesses,
on the streets, for a few hours, and then they
have the rest of the day to themselves. Some
consider these penny and half-penny papers a
ore, [ confess the working of the Fourth
Estate, which embodied, to Shelly’s mind,
‘People, King, and Law,” never before occurred
10 me in this point of view. Yet I admit it
I8 a very practical aspect of the matter. The
British Palladium thus coming into competition
Wwith Paterfamilias, for the article of errand boy.
One of my neighbours complains to me that
during the summer he frequently caught his
gardener reading the morning paper, instead of
attending to his melon pit. Another friend com-
plains ‘ that the cheap newspaper delays his hot
water for shaving, and causes the bell to be un-
angwered ; burns his toasy; and keeps back his
breakfast half an hour” Ip short, he says, «it
is everywhere—in the parlour, in the kitchen,
in the stable—everywhere you can trace its
effects.”

“ Well,” I interposed, ‘“this is some satisface
tion. You acknowledge its influence; you
trace its effects, doubtless, in an improved dili-
gence ; an increased intelligence, and more con-
8cientious recognition of responsibilty through
all grades of society.”

“I don’t know that; I do know they are a
bore. Things may go all the faster in the world
for it, but they go all the slower in the house-
hold." Qur fathers did with one paper a week ;
Why cannot we ?”

I don’t know why you cannot; but I know
Jouwill not. Ard since the public appear to
Pe 80 keenly alive to the inconveniences which
it inuocently entails upon them, perhaps it
would be as well they knew a little of the
trouble and labour which is required to produce
& sheet, which is, after all, a marvellous photo-
lsl‘&ph of the four-and-twenty hour's events of a

4rge city and surrounding neighbourhoed. I

am willing to admit that a cheap press, while it
multiplies readers, may diminish what is called
‘ real reading.” Macaulay, in one of his early
essays, “ The Athenian Orator,” illustrates this
notion in his own happy way, while alluding to
a newspaper-taught people :—¢“[ do not con-
demn,” he says, ¢ the desultory mode of study
which the state of things in our day renders a
matter of necessity. But I may be allowed to
doubt whether the changes on which the ad-
mirers of modern institutions delight to dwell,
have improved our condition so much in reality
as in appearance. Rumford, it is said, proposed
to the Elector of Bavaria a scheme for feeding
his soldiersat a much cheaper rate than formerly.
His plan was sipply to make them masticate
their food thoroughly. A small quantity thus
eaten would, according to that famous projector,
afford more sustenance than a large meal hastily
devoured. Ido notknow (adds Macaulay) how
Rumford’s proposition was received; but to the
mind, I believe it will be found more nutritious
to digest a page than to devour a volume.”

One thing is certain, if' the cheap newspapers,
rolled off by thousands and tens of thousands
each morning, from the numerous printing ma-
chines throughout the Province, do not give the
public time to digest one meal before the other
is served, they do not give them anything very
difficult to be digested. Each publication is but
& new leaf in the world’s ledger. Time posting
up itself; the paragraphs being the fitting
shadows cast by passing events upon a sheet of
white paper. It is true the reality of the record
often gives such reading a significance that
far higher efforts of the intellect want. De
Quincy, for instance, saw in the newspaper,
which he opened damp from the press each
morning, such tragedy and comedy—rather
more of the former than the latter—as no stage
play or stage players could produce. “ They
say to me daily (be writes in his biographical
sketches), when I ask them in passing, ‘Anything
in this morning’s paper 7 ¢ Oh, no; nothingat
all + ¢ @+ "+ But when I come to look at
the newspaper with my own eyes, I am astonish-
ed at the misreport of my informant, were there
no other section in it than that simply allotted to
the police reports. Oftentimes, I stand aghast
at the revelations there made of human life and
the buman heart—at its colossal guilt, and its
colossal misery; at the suffering which often
throws its shadow over palaces, and the gran-
deur of mute endurance which sometimes
glorifies a cottage. Here transpires the dread-
ful truth of what is going on for ever under the
thick curtains of domestic life, close behind us,
and before us, and all around us. Newspapers
(he continues) are evanescent, and are too
rapidly recurrent, and people see nothing great
in what is familiar; nor can ever be trained to
read the shadowy and silent in what, for the
moment, is covered with the babbling garrulity
of daylight. C

Nevertheless, it is because society (without
pausing to philosophise on the fuact) sees  in
its own reflection—(for they vary them with
its own varying moods and tenses), that those
daily flysheets are so universal; and it is
because seciety goes so much faster now than
it did in our father’s days, that newspaper enter-
prise must go so much faster also, to keep up
with the world, which literally “reads as it
runs.” The swiftness with which bad news
travelled was proverbial; but good and bad
news travels with equal expedition. It pours
into- the printing office so fust that it can
no longer be bayed back for seven days, as
in our father's time, though the ‘grand old
weekly” still exists and flourishes for its allotted
purposes. Look, how long in the last genera-
tion an event was finding its way to us from the
continent of Europe. Think of a privaté gentle-
wau, in a sailing yacht, bringing the first tidings
to the English shores of the victory at Waterloo,
and in two months after its being brought to
us in some lumbering ship; and then think of
daily steamers, and the Atlantic cable, and the
ordinary telegraph, and you bhave a key to the
cheap newspaper, which is the natural, or, if
you like, the unnatural consequence of both.
As an illustration of the marvellous interval be-

tween the way in which news travelled fifty or
sixty years ago and now, I know of nothing
more remarkable or characteristic than the ac-
count of the manner in which William Pitt was
informed of the Austrian capitulation of Ulm,
which was quickly followed by the battle of
Austerlitz—that fatal field, whose political
effects shortened his days. To the first rumours
of this calamity (we are told) Pitt would give
no credit. He was irritated by the clamour of
those around him. “Do not believe a word of
it,” he would say, “it is all a fiction.” The
next day he received a Dutch newspaper con-
taining the cupitulation. He knew no Dutch.
It was Sunday, and the public offices were shut.
He carried the paper to Lord Malmesbury, who
had been Minister in Holland, and Lord Malmes-
bury translated it. Pitt tried to bear up, but -
the shock was too great, and he went away
with death in his face. I remember, too, read-
ing in Bourrienne’s Life of Napoleon, that the
latter, who knew as little of English as William
Pitt did of Dutch, first heard of one of his
heaviest defeats in Spain through au English
newspaper. His secretary, reading and trans-
lating aloud for bim as usual, blurted forth the
bad news. The Emperor was astounded, and
snatched the paper from him, telling the man,
for a blockbead, be did not know English; but
he was only too soon convinced of the accuracy
of the translation.

These things are referred to, to shew how very
different was the way in which intelligence tra-
velled in our father’s days and in ours, and how
very different therefore must have been tl'ze
newsmongering trade in their generation and in
ours,

In our next impression, this subject will be
continued by reference to the mechanical,
reporting, and editorial departments.

BROUGHT TO LIGHT.

BY THOMAS SPEIGHT.
Continued from page 118.
CHAPTER XXV.—JERRY'S NEW T0Y.

As the reader will have already surmised, the
rescuer of John English was none other than
the chemist's sister. John had not unfrequently
left his lodgings for two or three days at a time
without giving Mrs. Jakeway any previous iati-
mation of his intentions; and in the present
instance, that worthy soul was entirely unsuspi-
cious that any mishap had befullen the young
photographer, Hannah was the first to take the
alarm. Herbrother had left home with the avowed
intention of being away for a week at the least ;
but late on the fourth night after his departure,
Hannah was surprised by his unexpected return;
and her suspicions that he had some black busi-
ness in hand were first aroused by the injunc-
tion which he laid upon her, not to speak
of his return to any one, as his stay would only
extend over a couple of hours, after which he
wonld again take his departure as quietly as he
had come. Presently, Hannah was startled by
a peculiar scratching outside the window; bqt
Brackenridge seemed to understan'd what it
meant, and going to the door, admitted Jerry
Winch ; and Hannah was at ouce ordered off to
bed. Hannah kissed beg brother, and went up
stairs, but only to steal down again five minutes
later,with attenuated skirts,and withouthershoes.
The voices inside the sitting-room sounded low
and muffled through the closed door, and the lis-
tening woman could only make out a wor<} now
and then ; but what she did hear was sufficient
to send her back up-stairs with a scared fuce,
when the noise of chairs being moved inside
the room warned her thatit was time to go,

Early next forenoon, without saying & word
to any one, Hannah Brackenridge setout for the
little sea-side village of Merton, which lies about
two miles north of Finger Bay. Hannah bad
some friends here in the persons ofan old fag‘mer
and his wife, whom she was in the habit of
visiting two or three times each year; and here
also lived an old admirer of hers, Mark Purvis by
rame, whose love she had cruellyslighted. But
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Mark’s memory still dwelt kindly on the pale-
faced Hannah, a fact which was well known to
her; and it was to Mark that she now looked
for assistance in carrying out her scheme. On
reaching Merton, she found that Mark had gone
out for the day, and would not be home till &
late hour ; but whatever the hour might be, she
must wait and see him. She left the old farmer
and his wife, who knew nothing of her real
errand, at her usual hour for returning home ;
and then walking out for a couple of milesalong
the road by which she knew that Mark must
reach Merton, she waited at a little tavern, hour
after hour, listening for the sound of his horse’s
hoofs. It was past ten o'clock before he came ;
and in half an hour from that time Hannah was
rowing across to Inchmallow in her lover's boat.
She had resolutely refused either to let Mark
accompany her, or to tell him whither she was
going ; only he was tomeet her at a certain time
at a certain spot, and take the boat back to
Merton. Hannab’s fatber had been keeper of
one of the northern light-houses, and the girl
was thoroughly at home in the management of a
boat. How she succeeded in rescuing John
English from the fate which at one time geemed
§0 imminent, we have already seen.

John hired a chaise, and reached home the
following afternoon, frightening Mrs. Jakeway
exceedingly with the sight of his worn white face.
He kept his promise to his mysterious preserver;
and was impervious to all Mrs. Jakeway’s hints
and half-questions as to where he bad been, and
what had happened to him, to change him so
wofully in so short a time. All he could be in-
duced to say was, that he had been taken sud-
denly ill during the time he was away, but that
he was better now. Naturally enough, he was
greatly perplexed in his own mind as to the
identity of his rescuer : that he owed his life to
the chemist's sister was a fact of which he had
not the remotest suspicion.

Brackenridge, cominglbome at the end of eight
days from his first departure, and being informed
by his sister that Mr. English had been severely
ill, hurried at once into Cliff Cottage, without
waiting to take off his travelling-things, to offer
his condolences, He was surprised—he was as-
tounded—he didn't know whether he was stand-
ing on his head or his heels, when John told
him what had befallen himself at Inchmallow.
The whole thing was almost too incredible for
belief, said the chemist. Jerry Winch had been
employed for years to take parties to the igland,
and had been a favourite with everybody. What
had put the idea into his foolish head to play off
such a dangerous trick on Mr. English, was
utterly beyond his, Brackenridge's, power even
faintly to imagine ; but one thing he would take
care of, that Jerry should never in future be
allowed to officiate as guide to the island. But
what did Mr. Englishintend to do in the matter ?
Did he intend to institute proceedings against
the simpleton?—No! Well, that was noble,
that was generous; and he must be allowed to
say that it was wise also. Jerry’s friends must
be careful that no similar responsibility should
ever be allowed to rest on him in future. But
how did Mr. English succeed in escaping from
the island ? That was a point which he, Bracken-
ridge, was much interested in ascertaining.

_ But John, bearing in mind the promise he had
given, positively declined to enlighten the
chemist on that point; and Brackenridge was
obliged to return home with his curiosity un-
satisfied. e was gloomy and preoccupied all
evening ; and about eleven o’clock he set out for
the Hund and Dagger,entering it by a back-way
which he made use of when he did not wish to
be seen by the ordinary customers of the hotel ;
and Mrs. Winch and he had a long interview to-
gether in the private room of the landlady. The
method of John English's escape from the island
lay heavily on the minds of both of them : it was
unknown, and must therefore, they felt, be to
some extent dangerous to their peculiar interests.
The chemist’s diabolical plan had miscarried,
though how or why, neither the landlady mnor
her companion could so much as guess. The
promised three hundred pounds were still as far as
ever from the fingers that itched to grasp them ;
and the widow was still as determined as ever

that her wedding-day should be postponed till
the obstacle which stood so persistently in the
path of Lady Spencelaugh and herself should be
finally disposed of. Once more Brackenridge
exerted all his persuasive powers in an effort to
induce the widow to reveal to him the nature of
the secret which bound her so firmly to the inte-
rests of the mistress of Belair; and once more
all his cajoleries proved in vain, and he had to
return home baffled and enraged, and only with-
held from throwing up the whole business by
the golden lure which shone so temptingly be-
fore his mind’s eye. :

Jerry Winch had been missing from his usual
haunts for several days, and many people won-
dered what Lad become of the obliging simpleton ;
but Jerry was in hiding, and no one in the little
town, save his mother and Brackenridge, knew
the place of his retreat, which was at a little
farmhouse about a dozen miles from Normanford,
kept by a cousin of Mrs. Winch.  On the fore-
noon of the day following that of his interview
with the landlady, Brackenridge borrowed a horse
and gig belonging to one of his friends, and set
off to see Jerry. The lad was out, a servant told
him, when he reached the house, adding that
Jerry would most likely be found at the clearing
in the fir plantation; and there Brackenridge
did find him, stealing on him unawares, and
watching him in silence for several minutes be-
fore making his presence known. Jerry was
singularly employed. At one end of a small
clearing in the gloomy plantation, he had fixed
up two forked sticks about five feet in beight,
with a third stick fastened acruss them. To this
cross-bar a piece of string was knotted, the
other end of which was firmly tied to the leg of
a miserable sparrow. Jerry, standing a few
spaces away with a loaded pistol in his haud,
waited till the bird, tired with its ineffectual
efforts to escape, perched on the cross-bar, and
the moment that it did so, he took aim and
fired. If unsuccessful in hitting it, he waited
patiently till the fluttering creature perched’once
more, and then fired again; and so on, till he
either succeeded in killing it, or else cut the string
with his bullet, and so allowed it to escape. On
a branch close by hung a wicker-cage contain-
ing a dozen or more sparrows, all destined for a
similar fate. As often as Jerry succeeded in
killing a bird, he burst into a wild fit of laughter,
that bent him double, and shook him violently,
as though he were being clutched at by invisible
demonaic fingers.

# He seems made on purpose to do the Fiend’s
own bidding,” muttered Brackenridge to himself,
as he stepped .into the opening.—* Well, Jerry,
my man,” he said aloud, “ how are you to-day ?
That’s a pretty plaything you have got there,”—
pointing to the pistol.

“ Yes,” said the lad with a grave nod of the
head; ¢ it's Jerry’s new toy. Rare fun to shoot
sparrows! Poor beggars! how they try to get
away, don't they ?”

% But how came you to obtain such a toy ?

“ It was in Milcham’s window for sale for a
long time, and Jerry never saw it without long-
ing to have it. Sohe saved up all his shillings
and sixpences till he had got enough money to
buy it, and then he gave old drunken Steve
Benson a shilling to go and get it for him. Hoo,
hoo, hoo! Rare fun to shoot sparrows! Watch
and see how nicely Jerry can knock one off its
perch.”

¢ Not now, thank you, Jerry—some day when
I bave more time. I want to talk to you about
something else to-day. By the by, how is
Pipanta ?”

“ Alas!the lovely Pipanta is dead,” said Jerry,
in a tone of anguish as his arms fell dejectedly
by his side, and the tears came into his large blue
eyes.

“Dead " exclaimed the chemist in a sympa-
thetic voice. When did she die ?”

¢ This day-week,” said the lad sadly. ‘‘ And
Jerry buried her at midnight, when the moon was
at full, under the Witches’ Oak on Pensdale
Moor. Oh! my lovely Pipanta! Never will thy
master see thee more ; never more will thy beauti-
ful head nestle in his bosom ; never more, ah me!
wilt thou dance to thy Jlord’s music. Jerry has

lost his darling for ever I

« Died this day-week, did she ?” said Bracken-
ridge musingly. Let me consider. Why, that
was the very day that Katafango escaped from
Inchmallow I

« Escaped | Has the great magician escaped 7’
exclaimed the terrified Jerry. * Then he will kill
poor Jerry, or perhaps cast a spell over him, and
turn him into a snake or a toad. Put some of
the white powder into his drink !

The chemist smiled, and stroked thelad’s hair.
¢ Jerry has no cause to be afraid,” he said ; ¢ the
charm which his friend gave him will keep him
safe against the arts of all the magicians in the
world, No, no, my poor lad; Katafango can
do no harm to you; but had he not escaped,
Pipanta would not bave died ; but now he will
take her soul, and put it into the body of a toad,
and so imprison it for ever. And the turn of
Mogaddo will come next.”

% No, no,” screamed the bhoy ; ¥ Mogaddo shall
not die I’ Then in an intense whisper, and with
his lips close to the chemist’s ear, he said : ¢ Let
Jerry kill Katafango !” .

«'Tut, tut ! my dear-boy, whatare you talking
about ?” said the chemist pleasantly. ¢ Butput
that pretty toy in your pocket, and link your
arm in mine, and let us walk together to the top
of the hill, and consider what means we shall
adopt to save the life of your pet, Mogaddo.”

Two days later, the county carrier, returning
home from Fairwood market in the dusk of the
winter afternoon, found the bleeding and insen-
sible body of a man lying in the road ; and being
a strong fellow, he contrived to lift it into his
cart, and 8o drove with it to the nearest house,
which, as it happened, was that of the station-
master of Kingsthorpe Station. And 80, with-
outany exercise of their own will in the matter,
John English and Jane Garrod were at last
brought face to face, and another link in the
chain was complete.

CHAPTER XXVI.~—JOHN AND HIS NURSE.

John English lifted his languid eyelids, and
gazed feebly around. He was in a strange room,
and there was a strange face at his bedside—a
strange face, but not an unkind one. ¢ Where
am I ? and who are you?’ he asked in a weak
voice.

“ You are in the house of Abel Garrod, the
station-master at Kingsthorpe; and I am Abel
Garrod’s wife.”

# How did I come here ? and what has happen-
ed tome ?”

% You are not to talk—the doctor has forbid-
den it. But I will answer your questions, just to
satisfy your mind ; and then you must try to go
to sleep, and I will tell you everything when you
are stronger. You were found on the road, yes-
terday afternoon, about a mile from here, and
brought to this house. You had been shot
through the shoulder, and had lost a great deal
of blood. The ball has been extracted ; but the
wound is a dangerous one, and you will be con-
fined to your bed for some time to come. One
question I should like you to answer me: Did
you see the man who shot you, or have you any
idea who he was ?

“ Let me think,” said John. Then after a
pause : “I remember everything now. I had
set off to go up to Belair with a portfolio of pho-
tographs ; and had just left the meadows for
the high-road, and was passing the clump of
larches, when I heard a rustling behind me, and
next moment a shot, and then I felt that I was
hit. I turned, and sav the dusky outline of a
figure hurrying stealthily through the brushwood,
and made an attempt to pursue it; but in a mo-
ment or two, the ground seemed to reel under
my feet, and then all was darkness. Why T was
shot, or by whom I was shot, I know no more,
than you do.”

% Not another word,” said Jane Garrod. ¢ You
have talked far more already than you have
strength for.” ’

“ My portfolio—~has it been found ?” said John
anxiously, without noticing Jane’s injunction.

“ It was picked up near you, and lies on that
table.” :

“ Then pray oblige me by having it sent up to
Miss Spencelaugh at Belair, with & message




1866.1

THE SATURDAY READER.

explaining that in consequence of an accident I
am unable to take it myself.”

“ But you-it is not possible that you know
Miss Spencelaugh ?” said Jane with a strange
look on her face,

“1 certainly have the honour of being ac.
quainted with Miss Spencelaugh,” said John with
& smile of almost womanly sweetness. ¢ Does
that fact seem very strange to you?” Then his
eyes lighted suddenly, and he added : “You also
know her; I can see it by your face, Tell me "~
But his new-found strength seemed all at once
to desert him, and with a little sigh, his head
drooped on the pillow, and Jane saw that he had
fainted.

Jane blamed herself severely for having thus
allowed her patjent to overtax his strength ; and
for the next two or three days she strictly en-
forced the most absolute silence. John tried
several times to draw her into conversation, but
Jane always refused to answer him, and left the
room if he persisted in questioning her; so that
he was fain, after a time, to wait with what
patience he might till the doctor should give him
leave to talk. His wound was an ugly one, and
his recovery was proportionately slow and
tedious ; still, there were many languid hours—
hours when his wound ceased for a time to pain
him—when it seemed very pleasant to lie there
in that snug, cheerful little room, where every-
thing was 80 exquisitely clean ; to lie there be-
tween the lavender-scented sheets and gaze
through the window across the snowy fields to
-Where a great hill shut in the prospect a mile or
two away ; with a nearer view of the spire of
Kingsthorpe church standing clearly out above
the tree-tops ; and quite in the foreground, of the
pointed roof and red twisted chimneys of Wood-
field Grange. The peaceand quiet that brooded
over everything harmonised well with his weak-
ness of body and languor of mind. He was con-
tent to lie by for a little while in this quiet
haven, and let the world, with all its cares and
turmoil, roll unheeded away—content tolie there
and think of Frederica. Lying thus day after
day, his eyes found many pleasant things to
dwell upon. There was a bunch of snow-drops.
growing in a flower-pot against the window,
every blossom of which was known. tohim, then,
outside the window, came robins and sparrows,
and other birds, attracted thither by the crumbs
scattered every day by Jane; which pecked at
the casement with their tiny beaks when the
crumbs were all gone, and peered curiously in
at quiet John, as though they were anxious about
the state of his health, Then, in the wintry
afternoon, a squadron of marauding rooks would
lazily wing their way homeward towards Wood-
field Grange, under the leadership of some wary
old bird, shewing blackly out against the bright
western sky ; and would not finally settle into
their nests till after .much airy disputation
among themselves, and many ceremonious leave-
takings for the night between friends and neigh-
bours. Then that bit of western sky, with the
white, hushed landscape below it, framed by the
diamond-paned casement, on frosty afternoons,
when the sinking sun gleamed through the rising
mists like a fiery eye, was of itself beautiful to
look upon,

Coming back inside the room, John's eyes
always lingered on the homely face of his kind
nurse. How noiseless, how assiduous, how at-
tentive to his slightest wish she was! What had
he, a complete stranger to her, done to deserve
such kindness? ¢ How can I ever repay you ?”
John would sometimes feebly murmur as his eyes
followed her about the room.

“ By doing as you are told,” Jane would re-
ply; “and by not talking till the doctor gives
you leave,” .

Waking upjsuddenly one evening from a deep,
refreshing sleep, John saw his nurse standing by
his bedside, gazing into his face with strangely
earnest eyes; and the same moment a sudden
light broke on him. Jane was the first to speak :
“ The doctor says that you may talk for five
minutes to-day.”

Without heeding her remark, John said:
* You.are the woman whom I saw one _evening,
8 couple of monthg ago, in the waiting-room of
the Kingsthorpe station, You, too, saw me, and
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seemed to recognise me, and the recognition
startled you. I heard you mutter something
about having # come back from the dead,” and
then you hurried away. Why did you act thus,
and whom did you take me to be 7"

Jane had pushed back the candle while he was
speaking, go that her face was now in shadow,
and John could not see its workings. After a
moment’s silence, as if to collect herself, she
said—* Before I answer your question, you must
allow me to ask you another. How did you come
by that strange blue figure which is marked on
the upper part of your left arm ?”

‘““Do you mean the coiled snake with the
lotus-flower in its mouth, which is tattooed on
the part you mention ?”

¢ The same.”

 Oh, that has been there longer than I can
remember; and, for anything I can tell to the
contrary, may have been there when I was
born.”

“ You will pardon me asking you the question,
will you not,” said Jane, *butis John English
your real name ?”

“ For all practical purposes, it is,” answered
Jobn. And a good, usefal name I've found it.
But why these strange questions ? Again I ask
you—whom do you take me<to be ??

“I cannot take you for any other than the
gentleman vourepresent yourself to be,”said Jane.
“ What strikesme in yourappearance, and did the
first time I saw you, is the extraordinary likeness
you bear to some one whom I knew many, many
years ago.”

“ Who was that person ?” said John.
 Some day, I will tell you; at present, I can-
not.”

“ But why did you agk me about the mark on
my arm ?’’ said John,

“That i3 another question which I do not feel
at liberty to answer, till I know more of your
history.”

“ More mysteries|” said John, wearily !, Then
he added impulsively : I like you. Youarea good
woman. I feel that I can trust you; and some
day, when I shall be stronger, I will tell you the
story of my life. For your great kindness to a
poor, helpless wretch in his hour of extremity, I
know that [ can never sufficiently repay you.”

“ Time is up,” said Jane abruptly. « Yqu must
talk no more to-day.”

‘ Tell me,” said John, “ did you send the port-
folio up to Belair, as I requested ?”

“1did; but Miss Spencelaugh has been from
home for a week past, and does not return till
this evening.”

‘ Then yon know Miss Spencelaugh 7" said
John eagerly., I was sure you did.”

‘ These arms nursed her when she wag a help-
less baby,” said Jane proudly. “ It was [ who
brought her home from India after her poor
mamma’s death ; and I lived with her at Belair,
tending her, and waiting on her, till my Lady per-
suaded Sir Philip to get a governess for her, and
than I was wanted no more.”

“ Then there is one more tie between -us than I
thought of,” said John: % for I too” He
stopped abruptly, and all the little blood that was
left in his body seemed tomount into his face.

“ My poor boy, do you think I am blind ?” sajd
Jane with a swmile, as she stroked his hair goftly.
“1 am going up to Belair in the morning, and I
won't fail to tell Miss Frederica how it happened
that you were not able to take up the portfolio
yourself But not another word now—not ano-
ther word.”

“ And why should it not be 7" said Jane to her-
self, as she stood with her apron thrown over her
head, gazing out into the frosty twilight, waiting
for her husband. ¢ Why should they not come
together, if he be—— But I dare not speak the
name even to myself. And yet, things do some-
times happen in this dull world more wonderful
than one reads about in story-books. But I am
deceiving myself: such a thing as this could never
happen. And yet the likeness—the likenesg I’

Jane Garrod went up to Belair the following
morning, and had a long interview with Frede.
rica ; but what passed between the two in nowise
concerns us at present. On the afternoon of the
same day, & groom made his appearance at the

station, with & present of grapes and hothouse

flowers for Mr. English ; and next morning Frede-
tica herself rode over, and halted at the door for
two minutes ; and John English, from his little
room, could hear her clear, silvery voice as she
talked to Jane Garrod, and the impatient pawing
of Zuleika.

From that time, fruit and flowers for the in-
valid were sent almost daily from Belair ; and two
or three times each week, Frederica herself might
be seen at the little station-house, She never dis-
mounted, and John never saw her, for the win-
dow of his room looked out in the opposite direc-
tion ; but he could hear the music of her voice ;
and after she ;was gone, Jane Garrod always
came up-stairs, and told him as much of the con-
versation that had passed between berself and
Frederiea as it concerned him to hear. What
happiness for him to think that it was sweet con-
cern for his health that drew the mistress of his
heart so often to that lowly roof! He never
paused to ask himself whither his infatuation was
leading him ; for him, the present was all in all,
So that time of recovery from his hurt was for
John English one of the pleasantest of his life ; a
happy, restful interregnum from all the turmoil
and petty cares of every-day existence. His re-
covery was slow, but sure. It was tacitly under-
stood between Jane Garrod and himself that he
should tell her the story of his life as soon as his
strength would allow of the exertion. Each felt
that the other had something to reveal ; each of
them held, as it were, a fragment of a key;
would the two fragments, when welded together,
prove strong enough to unlock the heart of the
mystery ?"

At length the day came when the doctor gave
John permission to venture down-stairs, and Jane
made quite a little jubilee of the eveni. Abel
Garrod left the house a3 soon as tea was over, to
attend to his trains.

“ Twilight is the best time for story-telling,”
gaid John, as he stretched his great length of
limb along thelittle sofa in front of the fire; “ and
I could hardly have a better time than the pre-
sentfor telling mine. Will you kindly reach me
that cigar-case ?—Thanks. Nous revenons tou-
Jjours d nos premiers amours; which means that,
after an abstinence of six weeks, a Havana is a
very pleasant thing,” .

He lit his cigar, and fell back into his old
lounging posture on the sofa; and then was
silent for & minute or two, gathering up his
thoughts. -

It was nearly dark outside by this time ; far
and near, the wintry landscape lay crisply white ;
but within the uncurtained room, the dancing
firelight gleamed fitfully ; and the shadows play-
ing a timorous game at hide-and-seek among
themselves, stole coyly out of the corners, hust-
ling one over another, only to disappear, next
moment, as the ruddy blaze rose and fell, i)ring-
ing into momentary relief the great black beard
and gaunt face of the young photographer, and
the brooding, earnest features of his auditor ; and
anon leaving little else visible than the glowing
tip of John's cigar. And thus it was that John
told the story of his life.

EATING CLOUDS.

Dr. LivinasTong, relating his adventures on
Lake Nyassa, thus tells of one curiosity which he
fell in with :—

“ During a portion of the year, the northern
dwellers on the lake have a harvest which fur-
nishes a singular sort of food. As we approach-
ed our limit in that direction, clouds, as of smoke
rising from miles of burning grass, were observed
bending in a south-easterly direction, and we
thought that the unseen land on the opposite side
was closing in,and that we were near the end of the
lake. But next morning we sailed through one
of the clouds on our own side, and discovered
that it was neitber smoke nor haze, but countless
millions of minute midges called ¢ hungo, (a
cloud, or fog.) They filled the air to an immense
height, and swarmed upon the water, too light
tosink in it. Kyes and mouth had to be kept
closed while passing through this living cloud H
they struck upon the face like fiue drifting snow,
Thousands lay in the boat when she emerged
from the cloud of midges. The people gather
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these minute insects hy night, and boil them into
thick cakes, to be used as a relish—millions of
midges in o cahe. A hango-enke an inch thnck,
and as large as the blue bonnet of a Scotch
ploughman, was oflered to us; it was very dark
m culowr, and tasted not unhike caviare, or salted
locusts.”

ViCTOR IIUGO.

MONG the many quaint and weather-beaten
houses of the capntal of Guernscy —houses

with gables and oserhanying storics, that lLie piled
one above the other as if some great sea-sturm
had washed them theie and left them for ever
nooked and nestled in the granite—there is one in
the principal strcet, sumewhat higher than the
rest. bath in pnintofactual clevation and of leeal
importance, It 15 Hant ville House, the home
of the greatest of modern Frineh poets, Victn
Hugn It has a belvedere, surmounted by a
flag-staff, and often, in the carly dawn, when—

* East and West, withi.at a breath,

Mix their dun hghts hke Lite und Death—
when the fiat breeze eomes nut of the gloom and
lifts the lauk pendants and streaniers nmung the
shipping—when lite b gins to murm v vn the
qnay, and the sea sings Londer 1 the comng of
tie sin—: solitary lamp is seen to twinkle and
waver from one of the windows, and the fisher-
men of St. Peter’s know that the puet is at work.

Bamshed fiom France after the coup d'éat in
1831, he has lived, sines 1854, in this rigged
island-home of his, hxed in sight of the phantom-
like coast of Normandy—at once a cer:.olativn
and a pain—and prisnned by the re-tless waves
of the English Channel. From this place he
has sent forth all his later works—*dead lraves
from the np-ronted tree” as he has somewhere
called them—works which have made 1 3 fame
where coutiless readers can never see his face,

He wmest beosixiy-fonr, at the present time |
for, if we remember rightly, hie says that this
contury wis two years old when he was born
His laur s grey, or, rather, grizzled, but hig
heart and bewd are young as ever  Sea air,
physical exercse, and a well-ordeted system of
work, have mamntained the fieshness of his
natuic and his mind undinunished and unfailing.
He sleeps in o little room of the forementioned
belvedere of Hauteville House, upon an ovdinary
couch, which i3 also used us a seat. e rises
at five, and betakes himself to his working-room,
which looks more hike a photographer's studio
than a study. Therc are a few chairs and a
little stove, a number of books strewn here and
there, a desk for working, which he has himself
built up with a stool or two aud a pile of folios,
and this is all. Bulthe room has one advan-
tage, for which a whole Pantechnicon of furni-
ture couid not compensate its occupicr—a mag-
nificent lovk-out upon the sea and sky,

e writes on large sheets of blue paper, with
2 quill, and stands at’ his strange desk. ~ Like
Bunlzac, lie alters and correcis repeatedly s he
pohishes and erases, crases and polishes, until
the hines grow to very hills of ink, capped with
tho long-sought word. Far different from lus
contemporary, the poet historinn Lamartine,
under whose fluent improvisation the swift steel
pen careers along the cream-iad without let or
hindrance, Victor Hugo dchiberates long upon
his words before he writes them down, und 1¢-
considess them when written.  “He wakes the
pen and paper creak,” said one of his contem-
poraties—* ol fuit crier la plume et le pupier?
Not seldom his copy bears hittle sketches of his
creations—formiess contours, that attest the jn-
ward struggles and stnivings of s imagination

He lets s scored and scattered sheets dry
round about um.  After the duy’s work hie puts
away what he has written, and, as a general
rule, preserves the strickest sileace concerning
it unutl the compiction of the whole. He receives
no visitors when he 1s oceupied with a fiction or
poem; he works alone, with no other wituesses
than the sea and the sky.

That these shieets of bis are worth money in
more senses than one s well known, and may
be supporied by the fact that for s last novel,
the * fuiters of the Sea,” he was offered £4000
only for the night to publish 1t 1n & newspaper—

an offer which he declined, as he objecied ¢, its
appearing i parts, Theie have been already
eleven editions of the book in France, O his
great socil romance of “Les Misérables,” pubs
lished in 1862, translationis wero sold simul-
tancously in cight capitals at once,

M. Hugo is a true poet, whatever ¢an be said
againstlim,  To the author of the magnificently
sombre “Notre Dame,” and the ¢ Last Days of a
Crimmal under Sentence of Death,” one cannot
Justly deny ¢ the vision and the faculty divine”—
the imagination to conceive, the strength and
cnergy to body forth conception. It is com-
platned that if his poet's robe is ample, he wears
il too theatrically—that he is at times vague,
obscure, trivanl, crude, insipid, cte.sete.

* Vex not the poet's mind
With thy shallow wit;
Vox not the poet’'s nuud,
‘Llivu canst not taom it

The things that aic peculiarto M. Hugosstyle
of to-day are the same as those wiich were ap-
pureut when hie st penaed the famous preface
ol " Cromwedly” wlich wade im the head of the
Rumauntic Sclivol.  He will hardly lose them
suw, wid we shivuld be tinakful that he hives w
wrnite for us.  If we care for the prospect and
the raier ar, we must mahe up our uuuds oot
Lo paut aud fict tuo much over the rugg.d and
ittegular ascent to the sumnnlt.

“ [na work by Victor Hugo,” says Mr. G, H.
Lewes, reviewang the “ Tuslers of the Seal (a
tianslativn of winch lias been prepared by Mr.

Moy Thoumas), ¢ we always feel the presence of

Iugh aitis and splendud tatent,  The greatest ot
niwdern Freuch poets, he has preserved the
dignity of lus calling without a single deroga-
tivn.  His carcer has been stormy, or, more
properly speaking, nuisy; but bhe has moved
amud the plaudits and the hisses, the shouts and
the jeers, with calm aud resolute self-respeet,
compelling by lus earuestness and abality the
homage of even thuse whoin hie most oftended
by lus assaults on their prejudices and opinions.
Applause has never seduced lum 1.to a prodigal
waste of his power.  He has not traded on Ins
reputation.  He has wrnitlen abundantly, but
uever carclessly.  On these grounds, if on only
these, cuticisin, when most unspanng, will
recognisc the value of bis works, e oftendsin
many ways, but his gewus cundounes offence.”

DARLING LILY.

1IN the winuy, wild November,
Iro tho mght-tuw! sung tor morn,
Gluwed thie cast wiili red and embor—
1t was then our cluld was born.
Darling Lily!

All with golden-colovred tresses
Falhng round her hke a veil;
All with dewy warmih ot kisses
On her chieck 50 sneet and pale,
Grew the maiden.

Milk-white fingers for caressing,
Trmd eyes o trusting blue;
Heart 1o Liess and Lea bicssing,
Beating over firm and true,
With love laden.

Winning, winmng, always winning,
W ere ner liltlo pleasant ways;
Ever was sbe ‘finid of simming,
80 she spent Lar citdhood’s days,
From morn to ove.

Of woe of others ever thinking,
Both at dawn and dayiight's close;
Wath thoughts, 100, 1 1the tuture sinking,
Grow she ble 2 sumines rose,
Xipe for blooming.
- * * * L] » L
Pining, pining, ever pining,
Bullsl :Pl daybreak and ni’night;
On ker couch vt puin rechning,
Frail aud 1aded, lily white—~
Death was coming

In tho windy, wild March moraing,
Ere tho earlivst bird had sing—
Ere the eun had chance of dawning
Through tho clouds that lowly hung,
Dim and cold,
On her bed, bnt not a-dreaming,
On hier pillow white as snow,
Gone tromn all the love-nght ﬁlcaming,
Gouotrom hope’s llusis @ glow,
Lay our cbild.
Then we Jaid her in the ground,
But wo hopo once nmiore to see,
Whea the immortal trump shall soond,
Our cl.v in picss’d 9ternity.
Darling Lilyt

MUSICAL ITEMS.

Tnr 143rd anniversary of the three choirs ¢
Worcester, Hereford, and Gloucester terminaty
on September 14, at Worcester, and has bey
the most successful, in & pecuniary point of vies,
of any previously held. The various gatheriny
were attended by no legs than 11,364 persoy
aud the receipts amounted to £1,215 173, ty
No novelty was produced.

Strauss has given £60,000 for the right ¢
giving monster concerts at the Universal Exhib,
tivn, at Paris, in May next. Verdi was offery
£4000 to conduct them, but he refused. Rosyy
vejected, with scorn, an offer of twice 1ty
amount.

It i3 stated in an Italian paper that Rossiniy
about to write a cantata for the inauguration ¢
the French Exhibition next yenr, and in the sag,
paper it is rumoured that M. Casta is abuut 4
received the honour of knighthood.

During the fdte of the 15th of August in Paxy
a poor Italian gicl of prepossessing appearancy,
who was earning & livelihood as a street migy
trel, sang, accompunying herself on the guity,
before the Café Riche, in which there happena
to be at the time several members of the lyn,
profession, amongst others Naudia, Vigter, ang
Amodio. These artists were so struck with ty
voice of the girl—which is a sweet contralto-
that in addition to haundsomely rowarding ke
then and there, they took her name and addrey,
and have since organised a fund to send her
school, and to provide for her musical educatioy
It is possible that by this act of generosity a fize
artist may bo one day furnished to the lyric pre.
fession.

Another Swedish nightingale hag been disca
vered by the Baroness de Senhensen, to whoy
patrotage we owe the brilliant talent of Mdlls,
Nielson. The new star is a Mdlle, Pethnne
Barkan, native of Gottenburg, and is but cighteey
She is now in Paris studying music under th
same professors who superintended Mdlle. Nil
son’s artistic education.

A monument is about to be crected in Itsly
fo Palestring, for which 2 Ruman committes y
collecting subscriptions,

HE AND I

——

“ (NANDIDLY, do you balieve in lovo at firgt
sight, Amy ?"

A young man asked the question, looking 7
from the novel be was reading.  And a youn;
girl, probably his cousin, blushed as she replis,
% She did not know.” .

I forget what clse passed. They wero ool
fellow-travellers in a railway-cacringe.  Mj
friend, Mrs. Muarray, who was taking me to he
home, called my attention to some place of
interest we were passing, and the young mas
resumed his book.

But the question recurred to me; and as!
leaned back in my corner [ tried to answer it
for myself, and to solve a little mystery tha
puzzled me.

Three times had T met a gentleman, a band.
some young mad, tall, dark, and listless, W
had never spoken, but his notice of me hsd
attracted my attention. At a ball ho followed
me about, changed colouc when our eyes me;,
but did not seek an introduction. At a coneen
he had stared me almost out of countenance,
yet gravely, almost respectfully.

At a pic-nic—the lagt time I had scen hiz—
he was happy, laughing and talking till be ssv
me, whea his mannor became constrained, and
in a few minutes he left the party.

There was a strange fascination in his lugs ¢

dark cyes, and I woadered if I should ever meet
him again.

He wust havo had some reason for noticiog
me 50 steangely, fur I was not protty. No, nol
It could not be love at first sight, could it?

We arrived at The Meadows late in the ever-
ing. Mrs. Murray introdaced mo to her daughter
Lydia, a’lady some fiftcen years older than my-
self. She was the ouly child at home. Xt
John was mncried, and had the rectory. Georgs,
the aldest son, was travelling abroad.
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_Mx‘s. Murray and my mother had been school-
friends, but had been separated for years, and so
were comparative strangers till they met again
1n society, and Mrs, Murray asked me to spend
two or three months with her in the country, to
recruit my strength after the fatigue of a Lon-
don season.

The day after our arrival Lydia showed me
over the house and grounds. Harold, Mr.
John's eldest child, eight years old, came with
us,

The conservatory door was locked. Miss Mur-
ray left us to fetch the key. Harold remained
talking.

“1 shall have this horrid old place pulled
down I” he said, pulling at some ivy that cluster-
ed round the turret, He looked at me as though
expecting an answer, then resumed : “ Pa says,
if he has it he shan’t stay at the church. He
shall pull this down ; if #e don't, [ shall.”

“ But this is your uncle’s place,” said I.

“ My uncle! He won’t live long. My ma
8ays uncle George isa bad man—a wicked man.
Don’t you think he is a wicked man ?”

“ No,” said I, though I knew nothing of him.
* Little boys—" I began impressively ; but his
aunt returned, and the conversation ended.

‘“ The place would be very different if poor
George were here,” said Lydia, sadly.

“ Does he never live here ?” I inquired.

Miss Murray looked at me keenly, ¢ Live
bere! No, never. He stays for a week or two
sometimes.”

¢¢ Perhaps some day he will marry and settle.”

“ Never!” seid Lydia, stooping to pick a
flower. “Have you not heard about him ?”

“ Heard what ?" said I.

“1 shall not be a raven, and tell you.
will learn soon enough.”

Harold was standing in the doorway looking
back at us. He had large brown eyes, and
something in them made me fancy I had seen
him before, though I knew I hadenot.

So there was a secret in the family—some
mystery about the eldest son. Perhaps I was
Ev_aong, but I did wish to find it out; indeed I

id. :

I had been at The Meadows nearly a month
before an opportunity occurred. Then I paid a
visit to the rectory, taking my work, tihat I
might spend the day there. Mrs. Murray, !
fancied, got tired of having to catertain me, and
Lydia liked to have some time to herself.

Mrs. John and I were friends, so could speak
freely to each other.

 Are you engaged 7" said Mrs. John,

“ No,” said I, fancying she alluded to an opal
and diamond ring I always wore.

‘ Some girls are, so young. How old are you?”

‘ kighteen. Not so very young,”

“ No, not so very young,” said Mrs. John,
meditatively. “ 1 was only seventeen when I
was engaged.”

“ That was very young to marry.”

*Ob, I was more than that when I married.
Mamma could not bear the idea—a second son,
you know. It was nat a good match then ; but
I always said I would marry for love. Now
they are pleased enough; for poor George is
really nobody; only be keeps Joha out of the
place at present. Eventually Harold must have
the estate. It is entailed.”

“ But there is an elder brother ?” said T.

“To my husband? Yes; but since that
affaic of his he will never marry, and John
comes next. Sad affair, that! I always pity
poor George.”

Mrs. John said this very comfortably, in the
same way one pities a tradesman for having to
reduce the price of his goods, while rejoicing in
the opportunity of buying them cheaply.

- ¢ Is he very unhappy?”

As I said this I hated myself for asking it. 1
know if I had been right (as some would say,
' commonly honest,”) I should have declined to
hear anything Lydia would not tell me. Like &
good child I should have said, “ Thank you, [
must not listen, He would not like it}" but
‘“ mistre!” as a French friend of mine used to
exclaim, I am one of Eve's true daughters, and
the temptation was irresistible. I yielded to
ouriosity.

You

-been & favourite with the Colonel, and he

. “ Well, yes ;” said Mrs. Jobn, ¢ for the world
is not charitable. Of course we know the truth,
and we don’t really condemn him, But he takes
it to heart (perhaps to conscience,and that is as
bad), though it may be a shadow, after all—it
may be.”

Mrs. John emphasised the last three words,
and her straight lips again made a correspond-
ing line to the faint straight eyebrows that met
over her nose, and disappeared behind the set
curls arranged on either side of her face.

‘It is a pity he should mind a shadow: "

I spoke awkwardly, conscious of trespassing
on a forbidden subject.

Mrs. John looked up atme. # I thought all
the world knew his history,” she said; * quite
romantic it is, and sad. You know he was a
surgeon. Before his father had this property
left him by his brother, the boys were brought
up to professions. My husband to the church,
to take this living. George chose to be a
surgeon, 80 he became one; and clever, too, I
believe—very clever. Well, he had good expec-
tations, so was in a good deal of society; and
in the course of his practice met a young lady
whom he liked; in fact, fell in love with. I
suppose she returned the affection, for they were
engaged (this was before [ was married). Well,
Miss Chester, Colonel Chester's daughter, was
rich ; at least, her father was rich; the estates
were left by will in this way: if Colonel Ches-
ter died without boys, but leaving a daughter,
that daughter might inherit ; but, if there was a
son, all landed property was to go to the son,
however young; and only some dower to be
paid to Miss Chester. An unlucky kind of
arrangement, wasn’t it? Well, Colonel Chester
had but this one daughter till he married again;
then he had one son. Well, that child was born
after George was engaged to Miss Chester ; and
when it was a year, or perhaps eighteen months
old, it became ill—some childish illness, and—
the child died.” .

I echoed Mrs. Jobn's interjection, ¢ Well 77

“ Well? don’t you see. George had attended
it; was it not awkward? George had never

became suspicious, and bad his prescriptions
looked at, and the matter judged by other phy-
sicians; for Colonel Chester is an old man, and
just mad at losing the child. They said it was
right enough, quite right—medical men always
hang together, you know—but the child had
not died of any acute disease ; it had died of an
over-dose of medicine. It was, of course, the
chemist's fault, but—you see how it stands—
awkward for poor George.”

¢ He could not belp it," said I.

“ My dear, he was there three timeg a-day to
see the child (and Miss Chester), and the child
died ; the little ehild died. The world is not
charitable "

“ Nor are you,” thought I, but I only said,
¢ And Miss Chester ?”

« Her father told George what he suspected of
him. He, of course, gave her up on the spot.
I don’t know what became of her. George
will never marry, impossible; but he wanders
about like a ghost, and I do pity him. Tt was a
great temptation for a young man without
means. He had not succeeded to The Meadows
then, you know. It Wus a great temptation.”

« A little child!” said I.

Mrs. John seemed surprised and half-alarmed
at the distress I could not help feeling, so pro-
bably betraying; in justification of herself,
she added: * It was very awkward for him—
very—and people will judge; and, my dear, the
fact remains, whether it was the chemist or not,”
said Mrs. John, before taking up her baby from
the sofa where it had been sleeping. * The fact
remains,” said Mrs. John, stroking baby’s ruddy
cheek and fat arm, “ though babies live through
a great deal, this little child died I”

Two shadows fell across the window. Mrs.
John had turned to take her baby to the nur-
gery, and did not observe them till she was just
legving the room. Then she said—“ Talk of an
angel, and you are sure to see its wings” She
stood in the doorway & moment, and nodded and
smiled before closing the door and retiring, Her

husband entered the room by the window that

opened to the lawn. After him came another
gentleman, I looked up, and recognised the
mysterious gentleman of the concert, the ball,
and the pic-nic.

“ Ah, Miss Christensen!” said Mr. John:
‘ let me introduce you to my brother George.
This young lady is at your house, George, with
your mother.”

Mr. Marray bowed, and his colour changed as
he watched me collect my work and materials,

_and prepare to leave the room.

“ Pray don't let me frighten you away,” he
gaid. “ I shall be home soon.”

They were such common-place words, but my
face crimsoned, and I was glad when Mrs. John
came in. She was smiling most affectionately,
and apparently had forgotten the conversation
that I would have given.anything not to have
shared. She noticed my confusion, but did not
know I had met him before ; nor did she notice
that his hand trembled when at parting it touch-
ed mine, bat it did. I knew now whose eyes I
bad recognised when I saw Harold.

When [ returned home, Mrs. Marray was
expecting her son, for his man and luggage were
there already.

‘It is just like him,” said Lydia ; “ he comes
and goes like Will o’ the Wisp; perhaps you
may induce him to stay a little longer this time.”

Again I blusbed.

¢ Did I offend you, dear ?” said Lydia kindly,
and she passed her arm round my shoulders,
and we walked up and down the terrace to-
gether.

“ No,” said I, “ not in the least; if I influence
Mr. Murray at all, it will be to drive him away.”

Then I told her of our meetings, but of
course I was careful in what I said. * He is
very strange and moody at times, my dear; you
must not notice him.”

In theevening he came home ; but he was
not strange or moody, and during the whole
six weeks he stayed I found him rather the
reverse—pleasant, kind, considerate. He was
always waiting on his mother, going about with
Lydia, and rather avoiding me, still in a kind,
gentlemanly way. So matters went on, till one
evening [ stood on the lawn with baby in my
arms, It was a glorious sunsct; the brothers
returned from their walk, and came to my side.
Mr. George Murray had a rosebud in his hand,
and held it to the child. Thelittle thing laugh-
ed and talked at it in baby fashion, and stretch-
ed out her little hand to take it from him. Her
hand touched bis. He trembled, dropped the
bud, and turned away. Mr. John was good-
natured, and, I believe, sincerely fond of his
brother ; he took thechild from my arms, smiled
sympathisingly at George, and ran into the
house to his wife, who bad been spending the
whole day with us.  Mr. George looked very
handsome with the sunshine lurking in his soft
glossy beard, the rest of his face in deep shadow
from the broad brim of the felt hat he wore pres-
sed close on his brow. I was sorry for him, but
I did not dare break the silence, though it was
awkward, and we were quite alone. We came
back to the house side by side ; as we passed the
drawing-room window we heard Mrs. John’s
cold voice say precisely,—

% Any one would think they were lovers "

He looked keenly in my face. Iam afraid a
blush was there. He passed on to the library :
and when I rose the next morning I heard that
he was gone. Lydia was distressed and out of
spirits. We wandered together over the house
and grounds, and walked with Mrs. Murray to
the rectory, where she always spent the first
days of George's absence. When we returned,
I went with Lydia to her prother's room to put
awey the many pretty things she had arranged
to welcome him when be came home. .

« He has not stayed so long for years," said
Lydia, as she digconsolately collected the pipes
that had been left scattered on a side-table, I
can't think what sent him away again so sud-
denly, poor fellow 1" )

I did not speak; I dared not tell her Mrs.
John's remark then. So I sat, idly looking
from the window, and Lydia busied herself with
the dressing-table. There were some papers
there, loft all together just & they had been
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sorted out to take. Mr.
George must have gone’
off in a hurry at last,
and so have forgotten
them. Lydia looked
through them listlessly,
saying, ¢ Perhaps I
must send them on?’
Suddenly her band
stopped turning the
crisp leaves, and anex-
clamation burst from
her lips. I rose and
looked over her should-
er, In her hand she held
. a small square paper,
that might once have
been a leaf in a sketch-
book. On it a girl's
head had been ronghly
drawn in pencil. The
hair waved off the tem-
ples, the eyes looked up
anxiously, pleadingly.
The lips were slightly
apart. Round the throat
a little ribbon was tied,
and on the ribbon hung
a small locket. Beneath
the drawing the letters
D. C.were written, and
these two words, “ Ky-
rie Eleison.” It was
not an artist's sketch;
it was the drawing of Radlf
a hand that loved. §
Lydia held up the §
sketch, and placed her
finger on the looking-
glass before us. The
reflection was repro-
duced in the sketch, I
tur ned away, for it was
my own reflection that
1 saw, and I wassorry F
to have stumbled on
another of his secrets.
But my heart bounded,
and a new life seemed |
to come to my soul.
Lydia put her arm
round me and kissed
me
“ My dear, a red
roge ; mind, a full, rich
crimson rose, from the
second standard in the
large conservatory, and

/

“ 1 did not know myself or my weakness ;
actually I was ill. Mrs. Murray and Mrs. John
thought I had taken cold. Lydia knew diffe-
rently. When | was recovering she told me it
‘was Miss Chester's portrait I had seen; D.C.
was not Dora Christensen, but Delicia Chester, It
was my resemblance to Miss Chester that Lad
brought me so much notice from Mr. Murray. I
hated myself for the mistake, and my hatred
only increased the evil. For weeksI lay ill at
The Meadows.

Lydia would blame herself for showing me
the portrait. But we both felt that there is a
mystery in Bequence ~— circumstance must
follow circumstance. One link cannot be
severed in the chain of fate. And the
weary days of illness and convalesence passed
on ; and after & time my mother took me across
the Channel to Dieppe. We were en route for
Geneva ; but I was weak, and we waited at
Dieppe for a few days to rest. We used to watch
the steamers come in. It was the autumn, and
there were not a great many passengers. As
the boat neared the shore the day before we
intended to leave, I recognised a pair of dark
eyes looking upat me. Mr. George Murray was
on board. Ifainted. When I recovered, Lydia
was bending over me, and though we were in
an open carriage in the public road, she kissed
me as she said,

# Billy girl I

We did not leave Dieppe that day. In the
evening Lydia and I walked out together, to
have a chat, she said, about old times ; but that
seemed scarcely her intention, for when we were
alone together she wag unusually silent. We
were on the piter. Isat down to rest, and Lydia,
with some unintelligible excuse, left me. Ileaned
against the parapet, watching & boat come in.
The tide was dead ahead ; the wind only a cross
wind, 8o the task of bringing her in was not an
easy one. It wasonlya fishing-boat ; four men
were in it; each had an oar; still, as they
passed the crucifix at either side, each raised his
bat and signed the cross upon his breast, and
seemed to breathe a prayer.

Do they lose or gain by that act 7

I started so when I heard the question, It
was Mr. Murray who put it.

“ They lose a wave,” said I. * It is a ques-
tion.”

“ They believe they gain. It may be super-
stition ; still I think there is some reality in their
idea, The loss is a gain. The boat is a trifie
longer in getting in ;—each man is nearer to his
home,”

I did not understand, for my brain was stupid,
and I-felt ashamed at seeing him again : but.he
gaid no more about the boat or the men, though
we watched them out of sight. Then he sat:
down at my-side. I felt his brown eyes on me;

your long white dress.’
It was Lydia that
spoke ; she had come to
bid me good-bye for
the afternoon. She was
called from home, she
said. I must excuse
§ her and try to amuse
y my self. A bright
bloom was on her cheek,
and she looked quite
young again, though
she was dressed soberly
} in black with only a
B violet ribbon to relieve
it Those delicious hours
. ?f solitude, if solitude
B it could be called ! No,
B no; it was life! new
life! a happiness too
great to realise—luxu-
rious; a holy future, in
a sweet uncertainty
| and shadowy bright-
ness. One figure, one
face, in a thousand re-
flections, precluded the
idea of solitude. I was
companioned by the
fature. The evening
came 80 quickly., I
must dress for Lydia's
return. The rose was
plucked. I was fasten-
ing it in my hair when
she came softly to my
room. She had “been
crying, though evident-
ly she tried to compose
herself.

“ My dear,” she said,
drawing me down to
the sofa at her side;
‘“ do you think we are
responsible for the evil
we unconsciously bring
on others ?”

¢ Certainly not,” said
I, my mind going to
George and hia mistake,

She leant her head
upon my shoulder, and
a tear dropped on my
hand, as she whispered.

“ I have done you a
real wrong. I have been
a Judas to you, and
betrayed you by a kiss 1

but what passed next I can never write. 1tis
only for him and me. The minutes passed on,
each bearing away a pain from my heart, He
told me he had come to Dieppe on purpose to see
me, and with the remainder of his life endeavour
to banish the remembrance of the mistake that
had cost me so much. And I could only weep
and weep, till Lydia came back to put his hand
in mind, and ask if I would be her sister.

It is all told now. A month after, we left
Dieppe, and were married by special licence
before he took me home to The Meadows his
wife. Mrs. Murray was glad to welcome me,
and have her eldeat boy near her, happy~~though
Mrs. John was not so pleased as she might have
been. And George and I talk freely of the
past; and I, too, have learnt to sympathise in
Miss Chester's sorrow, when she wrote thoge two
sad words beneath the sketch Colonei Chester
permitted him to make from her a few days be-
fore her death.

Some day I am to travel, and stop in Madeirs,
to visit the English cemetery and see her grave.
Still he carries the sketch; but the mystery is
gone between us, and we are very strangely
bappy—He and 1. He does not tremble at my
baby, though often I see the little fingers twine
round his; indeed, I think he likes to feel the
strange soft touch of baby’s cheek against his
own.

M. B.

o+ e woaa s
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THE LION IN THE PATH

(From the Publicher’s advanced sheels.)
(Continued from pago 126.)

—
CBAPTER XXX. THE UNENOWYN HUSBAND

1t was unfortunate for Paul (as wo shall by-'
and-by discover) that just at this moment of |
tme the earl—or, as we shall cuntinue indues
catly to call him, Daniel Sterne—bLccamo very
much engrossed in affairs of his own.

“What were they ?” demanded the mercer,
anxionsly.

Sir Richard noticed, in his own secret mind,
the absence of the earl's thoughts for some days,
and then suddenly a period of busy and con-
stant pre-occupation. He did not como in when
espected at the table; he cxhibited strange
anziety on httle and secmingly unimportant
matters; he became more reserved with Chris-
tiza and the mercer; and then all at once ho
disappeared, with no other explanation than that
he should be away for some days.

“The madman I* exclaimed the mercer to his
daughter, when he heard of this; ¢ the mad-
mae! Heis going to work, afler all, at this
precions business of rebellion, civil war, murder,
and anarchy ! God protect me and you, Teena,
for baving harboured him ¥

Christina remonstrated, and said she felt sure
that he would not do thiz without taking some
important step to guard bis friend from even the
saspicion of connivance.

The mercer listened, but refused to be
comfurted. He Knew better than his daughter,
what ferocions, blood-thirsty stuff Governments ,
were then made of, and how tho merest thought
of fear of intended attacks on the dynasty

You know tho present Lord Langton pes  1ally?”

would paralyse all generosity or human cmo-
tion.

But was tho earl really leaving his friend in
this dread uncertainty ?

Nothing of the kind. Ie had been for some
days endeavouring to discover whether or no
Lady Hermia remaioed in London, and at last
had learned that she was not, but that the earl
and family bad gone to the baronial seat in
iancashire, Then it wag that Lord Langton
left Paul to his fate, and strove to obtain some
ins,,ht into the future of a fate dearer than
Paul's would be—his own and Lady Hermia's.

Let us now leave him to his own contrivances
and take a sudden leap from London to Lan-
cashire, and inquire after the doings of the
Lady Hermia.

The house—white, palatial, cold—stood low,
ona flat Yorkshire glade. As the moon shone
on its face in the middle of the night, it looked
like & lovely spectral palace that would vanish
at sunrige.

Within, there wassilence--deep and unbroken ;
without, there was the eloquent murmur of a
ripening harvest, the murmar of orchard trees
brushing together softly, as if in fear of bruis-
ing their rich burdens, and of cornficlds shiver-
ing as with dreams of the sickle.

Overlooking tho western garden was a little
terrace, where every night, when the weather
was fair, a solitary figure came, as it comes to-
night, to sit by the terracoe wall, with its
culuured coats of arms and its busts in sunken
niches, of the iong line of the Bridgewater
family. It is a woman’s figure, with large
queenly arms, a0d t eyes that scem always
to look beyond tuc bounuaries of these fair lands
for something they can never find.

Round her neck is a cord of plaited silks,
doubtless the work of her own fingers, to which
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hangs the half of a tiny gold coin. To-night
the cord is twisted round those fingers, the coin
is in her hand, and her eyes gaze on it with a
passionate intensity, as though they strive to
read in it the story of the hidden years,

Ripe fruits fall in the fragrant darkness, and
she shudders at the sound,

The odours of dying roses steal up towards
her, and her face sickens of their smell.

The seetbing of the rich corn is heard on the
brecze—and lo! the white grand arms are
stretched forth yearningly in the darkness, as if
to catch at the robes of summer, thus rustling
and prepairing to depart,

Year after year have they been thug stretched
forth, as if to huld back Time—wrestling with
him in soul as Jacob wrestled with the angel—
demanding by way of blessing that the desire
of that solitary heart shell be graiified.

But still year after year the fruit has rotted
and dropped, the roses told the same sickening
tale, the corn been bound into sheaves, and
borne away.

Year after year has she sunk duwn upon the
wall, and cried, in unendurable anguish of soul
ag ghe cries now—

« Father of Mercies! When will thisend? My
husband ! my unknownlord! Releaset. ., orIdiel”

. Where on thissame night of September, is the
other balf of that broken coin?

Not many yards off, Iying on the breast of a
strange-looking man—tall, stately, ghost-like,
as he moves ahout, half shrouded inthe twilight
and the shade of the trees.

The stateliness of his walk does not, however,
disguise the extreme precat ion with which he
moves along the dark walks and alleys—choos-
ing always the darkest, and those in which the
thick vegetation offers the greatest facility fora
step aside into their dens. covert.
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At last—as he approached the end of the
walk where he now was—his step rose and fell
50 silently that, had anyone noticed his coming,
thsy must have fancied it was a disembodicd
spectre « the flowing garb—the balf” light—the
hour—the gliding movement and the ahsolute
soundlessness of bis step were 80 remarkable.

The walk begins to grow less wooded at the
sides, and presently he sees before him a donble
row of noble orange trees, not yet gone into
their wanter quarters; and through them comes
ghding, with step and gesture almost as super-
natural as his own, u Iady.

His very heart seems suddenly to refase to
beat, as he asks himself the question—

“Hermia? Isit?

Yes; he recognises the peculiar mingling of
tho graceful and the stately, which had so
forcibly struck him at the theatre, before he
kaew who it was.

What shall he do?

Surely he has thought all that out before
coming here ?

Yet if so, why is he thrown into such con-
fusion? He stops, half turns, as if feariog she
might enter the walk where he is; then, moving
irresolutely to one side, where there is a thick
and tall bawthorn, he stands under its dark
branches (which have been hollowed out to
give room, and to make a canopy), as if to
watch.

She advances totrvards him.
seen him?

He advances towards her, wondering at what
moment she swill notice him, and whether she
will be alarmed.

Both pause, while lhie even yetis uncertain
whether sbe hasseea him—or, at least. hie would
he, but that slic has made np start, shown no
sign of fear; therefore, hie concluded, knew not
of his presence.

Why thia pause?

it was on itccount of a new incident.  Atthe
same moment both had heard voices, not far off
engaged in carnest, low, but scemingly avimated
discourse, so contiguous was the buzz.

Lady Hermia goes back to the terrace, and to
a seat in a secluded corner, where the passers-
by are not likely to sce her, or she to be dis-
turbed by them.

Lord Langton, afier listening intently for a
moment, to learn the direction of their approach,

Can she have

steals round the hawthora, choosing the side |

neavest to Lady Hermin, and there he wuits—
aoxiousty, bat hopefully

Hapefully 7 Yes. Before everrthing else, he
wants to know what is the position of things
here—what his wife is thinking of—whntdoing,
what schemes his father has in bis busy braun |
and also his brother. Above all, he waats to
know swhether bis wife is, as he fears, devated
to the new drnasty, and therefore quite unpre-
pared to sympathise with him in the fulfiiment
of his dangerous mission, Some at least of
these questions hie hopes now ta clear up

That most sad, most fatal contingency—his
wife looking on lum as a rebel and truitor—had
not titl quite receatly accarred to him - but pow
that he was obliged to think of it it appeared
troly appalling.

The mercer, in spite of his reticance a5 to all
tbat had passed in his interview with Lady
Hermig, had not been able to conceal from Lord
Langton that she was hostile to all Jacobite
schemes.

Weil, he is here now. and he will discarer the
troth if he can, however brd it may he, before
he commits himself too fa- to retreat  AMay he
not hiave to face a woman who is not only
politically hostile, but who has ever been
nourished an hatred of himself?

The voices come nearer.  Will hie be able to
disunguish what they say ?

One is wuch louder, vounger-sounding, and
sltogether more frank than the other

L.angton listens to the most cagerly

irresistible in the Guvernment, and places yox
children in the very first rank of English nobly,
able to command even a dukedom.  With sa
vast weatth, aud such a political position as |
now myself can sccure with your co-operatioy
would yuu resign all that tor the sake of s
womnn's morbid fancies 77

“ Do you ask me whether, if she would mam
me—but only with that kind of preliminsy
understanding as to our mutual relations—
whether 1 sould then marry or resign her?

¢ I do ask you that?”

The voices had been growing so indistine,
during the last few sentences—for the speakes
had reswned their walk, and had turned top

Nad such  contingency been possible under
the circumstances, his heart would bave whis-
pered him ——

“ This is a lover of the Lady Hermias, and
lie is now pressing his suit.”

And though~knowing what he did—such a
thought was cven then quite inadmissible, an
inexplicable feeling of jealousy, of anger, of
roused pride, and almost of violence rose i his
mind, and had tv be calmed by an cffort of sclf-
control befure bic could satisfy himself he was
in a fit condition to listen to the talk that now
became quite casy to follow.

“ As to your rank, Sir Charles,” said the clder
fignre, o grave-lyokiug personage, who walked
very glowly, and seemed glad to take the anm | back the way they came—that Lord Langte
of his compnnion, ¢ as to your rank, that's but | was obliged to move and follow them, and b
a slight difficulty. My services to my kg i greatly dreaded he should lose the answer. 3
entitle me, az any moment, to ask that my son- | stole from his covert, ghded along a few yarh
iv-law be ennobled.  Your family is as ancrent | in the same direction as thetmselves, and thy
—I may say more ancient—than my own; | Stopped, just in time to hear all he needed &
50 [ sec 1o need for your scruples in that matter,” | hear.

“ Then, my lord,” suid the younger rean—swho |  “ What do you say 7 demanded the Larld
seemed to the carl not very youag cither; he | Bridgeminster. « 1 percelve you hesitate. Toy
guessed him between forty and fifty, but, of | is well, Bat now ?”
course, wag quite unable cven to guess with any | * Well, my lord, I don't want to mislead oz,
accuracy under the hall darkness— we go j norland mysclf in a false position. You opa
back to the old question, Is there any hope fur | & serivus vista, I have been looking dowait
me to see whither it goes—what it leads to. Hox.

** What think you, yourself?” ever, lifo teaches thus, if it teachies anything~

“You mean as regards the Lady Hermis,” | the necessity for wise men to compromise. 1ds |
said Sir Charles, with & certain sharpness of { Lady Hermia, I am sure, only simple justie |
tone. when I say she wounld never compromise my°

“ Yes," was the quiet reply. : ”

honour.”
Liord Langton noticed from bebind the tree # Sir Charles!” gasped tho earl, as if star;
that the two men had stopped, as if simulta-

by an adder. And again he stopped, as if iy

neously to look in cach others face, and wait | viplent indignation.

for the issue of this question. “ My lord, I honour your fecling, and I Lan
Sir Charles paused, and began to plsy with | the profoundest possible respect for your bess

the caae he held in bis hand, striking with it at

tiful daughter; but if you put things to me ias
the gravel, and sending fragments fiyiog right | business like way, I must roturn them to youi
into Lord Langton's face, whosc hot blood start- | & corresponding fashion. In brief, I am satisd
ed to his brows a8 if it had been an intentional | If the Lady MHermia will marey me, 1 shatt
insult,

esteem myself the most fortunate of men, asdi
# Well, my lord, if I were a very young man, | shall wait patiently for hec Yove after marrisg
I might »refer to delude myself, and say,© I spy | Her respect I have already I
some hope—that 1 must wait, take time, be, The carl's anger passed away as suddenly
patient, and so on.” But not being a youug ; it had come.
than, [ prefer to deal with realities. [ regretto, *“I am truly glad of tlus, Sir Charles i
say, then, that the Lady Hermia's condnet and ; said, “ for now I can open my whole hearts
attitnde towards me has been too specially | you, and cxplain matters that must at ting
marked, and 100 spe _.atly unfavourable,” , hare appeared cxceedingly incomprehensibe
“ ffow—how is that?" demanded the Earl of , WhF has iy daughter, with her rank, wealk
Bridgeminster.  And the tone boded il fur , beauty, and wtetleet, had so fow lovers? Ten
' Lady Hermia's peace of mind, if she twas in any , question at once merges into another—\Vhy ks
way inclined to have a will of her owa. . she alway refused to have any lovers? For thy
So thought Lord Langton, behind the haw. | is the simple truth. No gentleman has eser
thorn tree, even while, with a hitle laugh, he i ; been near her long, and ventured to try to dnss
his heart defied the earl her father, and all lus | nearer, without the same kiwad of repulse the
possible machinations. { you have cxperienced.”
U7« L will tell you, my lord, with entire can-.  * What does it mean??
dour At first—or rather, 1 should say, not at, “ Ab, Sir Charles,[ am about to tell your
first, but after I had cautionsly avoided every- , giest sceret—one oniy known to two or thre
! thing like the appearance of a personal aim ur ; living persons.  You know well cnough ther
ohject, and made hier see I did so;—1 guton very , was a time when all English statesmen wes
Twell.  We became really intimate. 1 found her | obliged to live in perpetual anxiety as to th
"in n state of profound melracholy, and the voice | future of the Enghish crown, the 1ssuc jost toe
of a fricnd scemed 10 bring her to a new life | scemed so uncertn. At that time I, who byd
{ We read together, walked together, rode to- ¢ held lugh office under the Stuarts, was, for 03
gether, and it was only when I thought I hiad | still devoted to the old cause, and believed ther
! cstaldished a safe position, and began to drop a - would come back and overthrow the o
word or two—very quict oncs, I assure you— } famity. Oeccrtures were wade to me—~uwt
that shc made me see what a fool's paradise I | honourable ones—on the part of his presest
had been in, by a look, a siern wword, and thea ) Majesty, but I could not conscientiously acce®
prompt withdrawal out of my way. Since thea | them. Oa the contrary, I, at that momes
I bnee, 1 own, scarcely cared to pursuc the ; alhied myself with one of the most dctermined
matter further.” of the Jacobite adherents. I am going o s=
“ [ thank you, Sic Charles, for this vers Kind, | prisc youl! Sir Cuarles, my daughter, whiles
very frank explanation. Now listen to me. You | child of ten years of age, was married scerety
«till wish the marringe, if it can be brougli to the son of the Earl of Langton, who ¥

Butitis'®
the one whith 15 the least heard that Lord '

about 7" himself but little older I”
“ Most certainly—most anxiously—mostdeter- | Is it possible,” exclaimed Sic Charles.
mincdly I « [t is, unhappilr, trae," responded the ezl

“ And yvou arc not like many weak men of
Wy aequaintance—scared by tnfies 2°

¢ What may you call trifles, my locd 2"

© Suppose she sald she didu't care for sou—

« Then is the present Lord Langton actaally
the husband of the Lady Hermia 2!

“ In asense he 3. Listen, my desr friead
You know, as a question of hustory, wheal

It 15—50 he believes—the Earl of Bridgemins- | never should care for you! Have sou so little | found it necessary to change my politics. Iaz

ter, the father of Lady Hermir.

koowledge of women's ways, so little confidence

not going to excusc the change in any way. [

But who is the younger man? Some instinct, | in yourself, that yoo would, for such & womans i glory i it. I assert st was tho most patnok
before he can bear any one complete seotence, ! reason, throw up a msatch which aniies oar; thiog 1 could do, to make such a chaoge, st
waros Lord Liaogton against that younger man ! houses, our wealth—makes them, thus unites,, to make it snddenly and swoopingly, the imaiss!
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Ibecame convinced change was necessary at all.

“ Yes, I accepted the office that had been
previously offered ime, transferred my loyal
devotion from King James to King George : and
I have had my reward—not in my sovereign's
gratitude only, butin the growing contentment
and peace of the State!

“ You can, my dear Sir Charles, understand all
the rest. The children, of course, were not per-
mitted to meet for some years, and then they
were as effectively divided as if some raging sea
lay between them. The Langtons hated me, and
did their best to blacken my character and
motives throughout Europe. I did not love
them, after the great change I have spoken of, and
after I had heard their comments upon it. See,
now, my danghter’s position! She knows nothing
of this man, cannot possibly have any personal
affection for him, hates his cause—thank God
for that!—but is weak enough to cherish to-
wards him morbid and sickly ideas of devotion,
fidelity, and so on, merely on account of that
fantastic, foolish ceremony.”

“ This is, indeed,” said Sir Charles, ¢ anawful
Tevelation. [ confess I do not understand you
at all. What possible solution favourable to
me can you be meditating? I sce none.”

‘“Indeed! Let me whisper, Sir Charles, that
I think I see many solutions. At present [shall
speak of only these :—the tender age of the
children ; the uncertainty of our marriage law
when its history is carefully gone into with a
view fo our own wants and objects; and above
all, the fact that the Langtons are Catholics,
while we are Protestants!”

¢ Ay, but, my lord, let me ask you one ques-

tion. Do you conceive that any of these solu-
tions are practicable without the consent and
co-operation of the Lady Hermia 77

“You touch me nearly there, I confess. I
think it just possible the marriage might be an-
nulled in spite of her ; but I own I am not pre-
pared to go so far. No; we must do it with her
consent, or not at all.”

“ And by what influences ?”

‘“‘Her dislike of his cause—her perception that
she cannot accept him as her husband without
breaking for ever with us—and above all, the
moral certainty I now have, and which I have
made her share, that he is taking the exact step
that will ‘most surely ruin him in her estima-
tion—that is, by again raising the detestable
banner of civil war. He is in England at this
moment—has for the moment escaped observa-
tion—may even now be coming hither secretly
to seek an interview with my daughter I

‘“ Are you keeping close watch ?”

“Iam; close as it is possible to keep without
exposing my secret wishes and thoughts to my
daughter or my dependents here.”

“ Death—an obscure death—Ii hope and be-
lieve, before he reaches a prison. I have plauned
all things to secure that end

“ And if not?”

“If not,” said the earl, slowly repeating the
words, as if he took a kind of luxurious enjoy-
mont in them, “if not—then the Tower— West-
minster Hall—back again to the Tower—and
there the bright axe—the short shrift, and—the
traitor's grave ! Farewell, Lord Langton !”

If the listening Lord Langton had needed any
fresh evidence of the almost devilish malignity
with which he was viewed by his noble father-
in-law, he had it now. There was quite a joy-
ousness in the tones of the aged earl's voice—
his step danced with .a certain elasticity of
8pirit—and the ¢ Farewell, Lord Langton "
came at the close with a sense of delicious rest
and contentment.

Lord Langton shuddered ; not at his own dan-
ger, but at the glimpse he had had into the heart
of one of the most ancient and, so to say, ** illus-
trious” of the English statesmen.

Then he turned to seek once more the Lady
Hermia, while reviewing and marshalling in
order all the many, and for him painful and sug-
gestive, facts he had just heard.

he was no longer on the terrace; she had
probably gone back to the house.  Could he dare,
even in his slight disguise, to seek her there ?

He must, and quickly. He bad only time to
shape the method. How ?7—how ?

CHAPTER XXX1.—THE DIAMOND MERCHANT.

By what art or audacity had Lord Langton
managed to be where we have seen him—that
is to say, in the very pleasure-grounds of Bridge-
minster Castle, and the most private parts of
those grounds ?

Simply through a little tact, the expenditure
of a little money, and a good deal of sccret
determination that he would be there, no matter
at what cost.

He had thus managed it. Presenting himself
to one of the lackeys—a footman, whose face
he rather liked—he asked whether it was pos-
sible for a stranger to get a glimpse of the beau-
tiful gardens, which he had heard of, when at
the other end of Europe.

“ Impossible! Quite impossible!” was the
servant’s reply. ¢ The family is all here; and
they won't allow nobody to come now anigh
’em‘"

“ Ah, well, I'm sorry," said the stranger, look-
ing wistfully towards the little gate close by,
which the servants alone used, and at the same
time putting a half-crown into the man’s hand,
“I'm very sorry,” he added, while his fingers
jingled the money in his pocket. And the lackey
thought he heard gold clinking.

So thinking, how could he help but wonder
whether the stranger was rich enough, and
generous enough, to give him a piece of that
gold if he had been inclined—which he wasn't;
Oh, no!—to have let him in.

And then, somehow, before he had quite de-
cided the question in his own thoughts, the
stranger decided it for him, by saying—

“ Come, I sce you are a good fellow ; I shouldn't
like to go back were I came from and say, I had
failed to see the ¢ Earl's Gardens, as I find they
are called in the neighbourhood, on account, I
suppose, of their extreme beauty and costliness,
So look you, here's a guinea for you. Let me
in at that gate, show me how I can get out
out without having to look for you.and I'll pro-
mise you no one shall see me. [I'll keep in the
retired walks, and draw back the moment I see
man, woman, or child approaching.”

“ Well, I don't like to refuse; but mind, I
might lose my place if you make a mess of it.”

“Tll take care; trust me,” responded Lord
Langton.

And so it was settled. The footman showed
the visitor that he could, from the inside, undo
the fastening, and then, when he drew the gate
close after him, it would remain fast.

This occurred carly in the afternoon. Anhour
or so later the servant strolled in the direction
of the gate, to see if his acquaintance had gone,
orif he wasstill hanging about. He saw nothing
of him.

But later still, when it was getting quite dark,
and just after Lady Hermia had come into the
castle, through the terrace door, and her father
and bi3 friend had followed in a few minutes by
the same entrance, the lackey was surprised and
alarmed to see the stranger actually walk up to
him—as if he, too, had come from the same
direction a3 the earl, his friend, and Lady Her-
mia, and meant to follow them in.

He stared a moment at him, as if astounded
his impudende, and then grew white in the face—
angry, and insolent.

“I'say! What's this? How dare you, sir,
come this way into the castle ?”

¢ My good friend, don't be alarmed! I shall
soon explain. I came here, as I told you, to sce
the gardens; and I was going away when I hap-
pened to overhear some getlemen say the Lady
Hermia was here.”

Well, what's that to you ?”

“I will tell you, and you will see that it will
be something to you. I am a diamond merchant,
and, a3 a man of business, always have my eye
on business, even in the midst of pleasure.

“ Now, hark you! Let me whisper in your
ear. If 1 make any sales, you'll have two-and-
a-half per cent.; and my sales, I can tell you,
amount to something.”

«Eh! Do they? Well, come. T liked the
look of you before; and if that's your game, [
can help you. I'm a little sweet on her maid.
Slap up creaturs, I can tell you! Lots of sav-

ings—splendid wages. All Lady Hermia's cast-
off brocades, and silks, and 80 on ; and we mean
to make a match some day. But I ain’t in a
hurry, She is! That makes me laugh. I
enjoy the fun, Well, T'll go to her, and see if
she can manage to persuade Lady Hermia to see
you.”

“ That is the very thing!"

“Your diamonds—are they very tip-top—
finest water, and all that sort of thing 7"

They belonged to one of the proudest of Eng-
lish families, and a family that I have heard
Lady Hermia took some interest in. It is even
possible she might know some of the jewels, as
they are of rare beauty. Though I myself am
from the Continent; from France, latterly.
Tell her so.”

“Qh, I'll tell the maid all that; and she'll
make still more of the story. Wait you here.
I don't think I'd tell my business, if I could help
it, to the earl, for he hates the very sight of
strangers, and would make a row if he caught
me talking to you like this.”

“ Do what you like with me! Put me where
you will1”

“ Would you mind going into the servant’s
‘all, ‘and saying you're an acquaintance of
mine! Nobody goes there. That's our castle—
inside the castle, as we say—and we allow no
interlopers; leastways, none of our betters are
ever expected to come there, and they know it,
and don't come.”

“ My friend, T am delighted at your good
sense, spirit, and wit. What is your name ?"

¢ Halgernon Sherbrok.”

« Algernon Sherbrok! Thanks. Haste, then,
my worthy Algernon. Stay! Here's a bit of &
calculation for you. If I sell to the extent of a
thousand pounds, two-aud-a-half per cent. will
be just twenty-five pounds for you. If I don’t
self, but get a good chance of selling, by not
being disturbed, I'll give you five guineas all
the same, and wish myself better luck next
time.”

Delighted with his visitor, the flankey went
off to seek Jemima Seager, the maid, poured
the whole story into her ear, and found her
strangely puzzled and thoughtful afterwards.

Whatever her thoughts were, she did not
confide them to her proffered lover, but went to
seek the Lady Hermia, saying—

“I'm sure she won't sce him, Isit likely?
Not but that she wants some jewels for special
purposes, to complete sets and things of that
kind ; for ever since that robbery when all her
Jewels were carried off, and the thieves caught
just when they had begun to pull the ornaments
to pieces—and some of them were lost—ever
since that she's often been talking to me about
trying to replace the missing gems; so if this
stranger can help that way she might——Ah,
well! T don’t think she’ll see him !I”

Algernon went back for & moment to tell his
new friend he fearel he would be disappoint-
ed, and then returned to wait for Jemima and
her answer.

She was impatiently waiting for him,

“ My lady will see this man, if you are sure
he’'s & decent, respectable person, who won't
annoy her. She likes to meet people from
abroad! She wouldn't have seen him but for my
mentioning that! Come, do make haste! Hark!
Don’t you hear her bell 7"

When the diamond merchant received the
message he seemed to bow his head for a moment,
as if in deep respect, while he was only murmar-
ng— .

“ Now! now ! Bob, beware! It i3 not now,
for any purposes but these—to see her—speak to
her—judge of her—and, if possible, wara her of
what [ have heard, without her suspecting me !
Beyond that I must not go!”

With sedate step, erect form, proud look, as
if he expected every instant to confront the
earl, her father, he followed the lackey, who
tried to talk, but found his new friend as sud-
denly silent and inaccessible as if he had
ascended in thought a thousand miles above
him.

At the threshold of the door he paused for an
instant, seemingly to allow the footman to pre-
cede him for a few steps, but really to take onge
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long, deep breath, and summor one last stern
resolve not at present, under any temptation, to
let Lady Hermia know who he was. Then he
entered.

A superb bay, divided into a_centre and two
sides, occupied the whole end of the room,
opposite the end where Lord Langton entered.
Colonred coats-of-arms here and there sparkled,
like wondrous jewels in the growing light of
the moon. The glass chandelier, in the centre
of the lofty and beautiful apartment, was light-
ed, but the curtains of the windows were not
drawn. Lady Hermia had been sitting, as was
her custom, in that bay, watching the waning
light of the sun and the waxing light of the
moon, and not leaving it, even when the ser-
vants came to light the chandelier.

She was thus sitting, in the seat of the bay,
even when Lord Langton entered, her elbow
resting on the sill, her eyes gazing through an
open casement towards a distant part of the
sky, where & single star had emerged some time
before the appearance of the moon, as if to
mark the close of the beautiful day, and to
reveal the coming night thatwas to compensate
for the lost beauty by a successor as beautiful.
On that star her eyes had long been fixed, and
8o engrossed was she with it she had scarcely
even noticed the radiance of the larger luminary
that had been gradually filling the glades of the
park with its tender light.

The wmerchant bowed profoundly the moment
he entered the room, then advanced till he had
reached, and even passed the chandelier, for the
Lady Hermia merely moved a step or two
towards him, and then stopped—perhaps, be-
cause of his markedly prompt advance.

Whateves the motive of this movement, the
effect was clear : the light of the chandelier
was behind the merchant, and directly in front
of the Lady Hermia. He saw her well, she saw
him only indistinctly.

The first words Lord Langton heard were at
once satisfactory and unpleasant.

« Seager,” said Lady Hermia to her maid,
« you can stay.”

This was satisfactory as tending to fortify the
earl in his resolve; but decidedly unpleasant,
as suggestive of special difficulties in having to
suit whatever he had to say to two hearers, so
absolutely unlike one another in every respect
as Lady Hermia and her maid. ’

Without & word said on either side, the earl
took & morocco case, which, during the last few
days, he had caused to be made in the fashion
of & jewel-seller, and then he said—

« If your ladyship will permit me !" and went
to a little occasional table that stood near, lifted
it gently, and with 8o much of the air of a
nobleman doing an act of courtesy to a queen
that the maid became more thoughtful than ever
about this said diamond merchant. As to the
Lady Hermia, she, too, noticed the kind of
graceful dignity with which the slight act was
performed, but concluded it was merely a sign
of that superiority which foreigners so often
exhibited over her own countrymen in such
matters.

« 1 do not know,” began Lady Hermia, in &
tone that was, in spite of its strength and
dignity, tinged with so deep a melancholy as to
invest her speech with a kind of pathetic music,
« that I need anything in your way; but you
are a stranger. I hear you have come from
abroad, and we live here 8o far out of the world
that your visit to us must have inconvenienced
you. At all events,you will permit me to offer
You the hospitality of the castle for the night.”

«Qh! no, your ladyship!” ~And the tone of
those few words had a striking harmony with
that which had just been heard. ¢ I—I am
deeply obliged, but it is impossible. Business,
my lady, is a hard master. I must be far from
here before I sleep.”

He then, noticing her eyes gravely and
earnestly fixed on him, lowered his head to the
little table, and began to spread out the jewels
he had to offer.

« My maid tells me you have purchased gome
of these from an English family of distinction,
and that it was possible I might know them.

‘What family was it she referred to??
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# Lord Langton’s,” said the merchant, almost
curtly. For a moment there was no response,
but when Lady Hermia spoke again she found
it impossible, even after that pause, to conceal
the agitation she had experienced, and which
wag 50 palpable in the tremulousness of her
voice a8 3he went on.

« Lord Langton’s! Indeed! Which of them,
pray " A

Selecting four or five of the very finest and
largest gems, the merchant pushed them with
his fingers a little apart, and said, simply—

% These!”

She took them up one by one, looked at them
as she had never in her life before looked at any
wordly treasure, and when she bad thus examined
and laid down the last, she drew a profound
breath, and seemed struggling to prevent it from
being heard by the merchant as a profound sigh.

« And what is the value of these five jewels ?”

« Pardon me, your ladyship, if I say before I
mention the price, that I act only as an agent
for another, and therefore if the price I have to
mention seems to you large, I can only per-
sonally regret my inability to deal with the
matter according to my own views.

« Really!” said Lady Hermia, ¢ you are a
strange merchant. You frighten your possible
customers at the very onset. Surely you came
in the hope of achieving some result?”

« Some result, certainly !’ said the merchant,
in a tone so peculiar that Lady Hermia's eyes
instantly sought his, but he had turned his face
from her.

« Well, sir, the price ?” she said, a little im-
patiently.

« Twenty-five thousand pounds!” said the
merchant, carelessly.

« Twenty-five— 1 Pooh, the man’s mad!”
said Lady Hermia, with a laugh.

« He certainly cannot want to part with
them, my lady,” said Seager, veuturing then for
the first time to speak.

« And if divided ?” asked Lady Hermia.

4 Then, they would necessarily be more,” was
the reply.

« This diamond—how much ?"
 «Iwilllearn from my principal, if he will
divide them, and immediately let your ladyship
know I”

« Then, it is clear you do not.mean to make a
customer of me to-night " said Lady Hermia,
and, as she gaid this, she shifted her position, and
managed to get, for the first time, a good view
of the merchant’s face.

Its first effect was to make her again draw
near to the table, and busy herself in the exami-
nation of the gems, in a long and almost emba-
rassing silence, while the merchant occupied
himself by writing memoranda in a note-book.

« You, perhaps, expect to be able to restore
these jewels at your own price to the Langtons?”
said Lady Hermia, again looking up.

« That is precisely my view—nay, I may say,
it is also my wish.”

« You know the present Lord Langton person-
ally ?”

"« Slightly. I have scen him, of course, while
obtaining these very valuable jewels, and I
have heard much of him.”

¢« Bad or good 7" .

« 1 should say bad, if he be measured by his
chances and opportunities ; good, if estimated
by that very vain -and illusory thing-—aspira-
tion.”

Do you know that he is at present likely to
make everything go in the bad direction, by
raising the rebel standard ?”

« Does he think it the standard of a rebel 7”

«Ido!”

The clear, ringing, loftly tone in which this
was said, the flashing indignation in the beau-
tiful and most brilliant eyes, and the quiet, col-
lected strength and dignity of the attitude of
Lady Hermia, were something indescribable.

The merchat bowed, and said no more.

Provoked apparently at his silence, Lady
Hermia, after & renewed examination of the
jewels, said—

8o dangerous a character as I find this rebel
lord is likely to be ought to be known. Can
you describe him to me ?”

« 1 fear not; your ladyship—not well. I am
ill at operations of this kind. Iam no poet, no
novelist, no artist—only & plain diamond mer-
chant.”

¢ Ig he tall or short?”

« About my height, I imagine.”

“ Stout or spare ?”

« Neither.”

¢« Qh, the happy man !”

Was this said in sarcasm ? The diamond mer-
chant could not help giving Lady Hermia one
of those eager, scarching glances, which she had
already detected on its road more than once.

¢ The face dark or fair ?”

« Fair.”

“ Fair!” This was said not only with sur-
prise, but, the merchant fancied, half in disap-
pointment. * You mean, perhaps, scarcely so
dark as your own ?”

The merchant smiled, as he answered—

« QOh, my lady, I am considered, I believe, very
dark. Lord Langton is just a8 decidedly fair.
But I must no longer encroach on your ladyship's
time and patience. I beg to express for this
favour my profound gratitude ; and if I may
not hope to conclude a bargain for the jewels on
the terms—-"

« The terms!” interrupted Lady Hermia.
% Why, you would ruin me! Twenty-five thou-
sand pounds I”

Again Lady Hermia laughed, but this time
the laugh was genial, almost kind, Her looks
and attitude were also strangely demonstrative,
though in a delicate, refined, lady-like way, of
a desirve that he would not go 8o soon.

Secing, however, he wasbusy replacing all his
diamonds with scrupulous care in their places in
the case, she walked to the casement, and looked
out, and there stood, as if lost in contemplation
of the beauty of the night—unless, indeed, it
was that she was rather lost in a tangle of hopes
and fears that, somehow or otber, this diamond
merchant had caused to spring up.

Seeing him put the case in his pocket, and
aware that in a second or two more he would be
gone, she roused herself to advance once more
towards him, and the difference of the tone of
her voice as she now spoke was quite marked.

“ Do you think it likely you may come across
Lord Langton ?”

« [t is possible, though not at all desirable
after what T have heard from your ladyship,”
said the merchant, avoiding anything likea con-
tinuous look at her face.

« Allow me to explain,” she continued, ¢ the
interest you excited in me by the mention of this
unhappy gentleman’s name. Many, many years
ago, our families were friendly. 1 have not for-
gotten that, whatever others may do. And
because I have not forgotten it, 1 ask you—
mereiy as & question of good feeling, of—of—
humanity —to warn Lord Langton that his
present course must lead to irretrievable ruin,
whereas—whereas I—I think he might, perhaps,
succeed, by time and patience, in making his
peace with the powers that be. That is what I
wanted to say to him through you, or any friend
of his,”

« Friend! Lady Hermia, diamond merchants
and proud English noblemen are seldom friends.
1 sometimes fancy I have no greater enemy in
the world than this very lord, about whom your
ladyship desires me to be 8o much interested,”

“ As you please,” said Lady Hermis, drawing
herself proudly up. “I see, sir, I did you
wrong. You are a diamond merchant !”

Delicious was the scorn that Lady Hermia
threw into these last words. The diamond mer-
chant, so far from being offended by them,
geemed to revel in them. Hig dark face lighted
up ; his eyes gleamed with pleasure. He looked
at Lady Hermia for the moment as if he were
half capable of the impudence of thanking her
for her opinion of him,

But darker thoughts succeeded, The previous
words of that fatally.significant phrase, T do !
a8 expressing her conviction of his beinga rebel,
rankled in his heart, and overshadowed his
whole future ; so he turned to her, intending to
say his last words, with a stern though deeply-
respectful countenance.

« Should I meet Liord Langton, and tell him
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what your ladyship has commissioned me to
say, I think, from what I have heard, I could
guess his answer, and that I might, therefore,
almost deliver it in advance.”

# Indeed I” said Lady Hermia ; and again the
sense of mystery revived, as to who this strange
man could be.

« He would say, I fancy, that when he under-
took, at the desire of his king: "

« The Pretender, Mr. Merchant, in this house !”
said Lady Hermia.

 Very true, your ladyship; but I fancy he
would call him his king. May I proceed ?”

Lady Hermia gave no answer, but stood aloof,
her face half turned away, as if just now she
was more engrossed to listen than to look.

“ I was saying, your ladyship, that I fancy ke
would say that, when he undertook, at the desire
of his king, this desperate mission, he did it
knowing all his danger. Nay, worse than that,
that he had, at that moment, a mission of his
own—a private one—but personally dearer to
him a thousand times than the cause of kings
and dynasties could be ; that he sacrificed every-
thing—his command in the French army—to be
able to obey that call of nature and of God. He
told me that, my lady,” said the diamond mer-
chant, pausing, and with an entire change of
tone, “ when he made over to me all these
jewels.”

¢ Did he ? Proceed !’ murmured Lady Her-
mia, no longer able to control her agitation.

« Where was I ?” said the diamond merchant,
with a smile that was belied by the tremor of
his voice. ¢ Oh, I remember! It’s difficult, of
course, for a man like me to throw myselfinto the
feelings and views of a man like Lord Langton.”

« Qh, you do it very well, Mr. Merchant!
said Lady Hermia ; and for a few seconds Mr.
Merchant was so much puzzled by the tone, and
by his inability to understand its meaning, that
he did not obey the invitation to proceed.

At last he managed to say a little abruptly,
almost huskily—

I was only, I think, going to let him con-
clude—in what I conceive to be his manner—
that no earthly temptation should make him
swerve from the fulfilment of his pl~dge.”

« Yes—yes,” said Lady Hermia ;" and it was
with inexpressible anguish the merchant saw
the bright tears standiog in those superb eyes.
« That is just what I fancied. Ruin in the name
of duty ! Ruin to himself! Ruin to——. Sir, I
wish you a good evening.”

Thus, abruptly checking herself in the middle
of a sentence, did Lady Hermia speak. And the
pride of a daughter of one of the proudest of the
English great families, shone out now in her
whole behaviour,

The diamond merchant, however, seemed
absolutely indifferent to that, which would have
paralysed most men,

He ventured to draw nearer to her, to stand
upright before her, to gaze steadily in her noble,
but stern features, which grew more and more
awful in their repellent beauty, as she noticed
these things ; and the two, thus standing, the
merchant spoke his last words—

# Lady Hermia, I know not whether chance
has, or has not, befriended me this evening, so
as to enable me to render your ladyship some
return, however slight, for the great honour
done me in this prolonged audience; but here
the matters stands :—

« While I wandered in the grounds, a tres-
passer—having found an. open gate—I was
accidentally made a party to a conversation
between two gentlemen, that struck me as of a
startling nature. To what lady, or to what
gentleman, the conversation referred I am, of
course, not in a position to say. But I fancy
the lady must be a relative, or, possibly, a friend
of yours. By the conversation occurring n the
privacy of your own grounds, at all.events I can
commit no wrong by repeating its substance.
Efforts are to be made to obtain a divorce from
some marriage, said to be imperfectly carried
out, and another gentleman—-"

“ Did you hear his name?” demanded Lady
Hermia, interruptingly.

There was a pause, as if for reflection, before
the answer came, in these Words—

¢ I almost think I did, though I feel delicate
about names. I might, as a diamond merchant,
30 misunderstand these things.”

“ Yes——the name ?” .

« Was Sir Charles—— I did not hear the
surname. He was to have higher rank ; and
he was prepared not to be too scrupulous as to
the lady’s feelings, provided only, on any terms,
she consented. I beg Lady Hermia a thousand
pardons for venturing, in my imperfect manner,
to repeat such a conversation, and still more
anxiously do I hope to be excused for venturing
to think the matter of any interest to you. I
have the honour to wish your Ladyship good
night.”

“ tood night, good night!” said Lady Hermia,
hurriedly, and as if engrossed with the new
theme raised by the diamond merchant’s com-
munication. ¢ Seager, show the gentleman
out ; and, sce that every hospitality be shown
to him, that he will permit us to offer. Good
night, Mr, Merchant!”

% Good night, my lady !

To be eontinued.

THE OCEAN WAIF.

IN NINE CHAPTERS.—-CHAPTER IV.

There was a pretty sharp row about that
evening’s upset, and I believe the captain apolo-
gised to Major Horton about it. I don’t think
the old soldier thought any the less of the cap-
tain on account of it, for they kept very good
friends ; but I never, during the next four days,
once saw the ladies on deck alone; while, as
for Hicks and his party——well, I have geen a few
ill looks pass in my time, but I never did see
anything quite to equal some of them as were
sent from that party after the gray-bearded old
major, '

e were a crew of eighteen men—all told—
four of ’em being fresh hands, shipped at Sydney ;
and on the fourth night after the upset, it being
our watch, Tom and me leaned over the bul-
warks together, talking quite low, for Hicks’
party had a table and chairs close by, and were
sitting smoking and drinking.

“Jack,” says Tom to me all at once, for he
was a deep, quiet chap, always thinking, and
putting this and that together—‘Jack,” he
says,” there’s something up.”

« All right,” I says;  what is it?”

“ Them four chaps as shipped at Sydney.”

“Well, what about ’em? They're regular
swabs anyhow.”

“They're a bad lot,” says Tom; and then
Hicks’ party got up, and came sauntering along
towards us.

“1 watches my chance,” says Tom in the same
tone; ‘“and the next time as he come under,
down goes the harpoon, and I hit him glap. He
pulled hard enough, but}I had him ; and arter
80 much salt tack, a bit of fish is first-rate, if it
is only bonito.” )

“Eh?" I says, for I couldn’t make him out.

“ Keep dark,” he says; ‘they’re a-coming
back.”

“You know,” says Tom, going on again, “all
you have to do is to look sharp, and aim
straight : any fellow could doit; and if the
skipper'll let us, we'lle—— There,” says Tom,
¢ they're gone down now, and our watch is up ;
so let’s turn in.”

Oaly that I knew t'other way, I should have
said as Tom had been splicing the mainbrace ;
and I followed him down, and turned into my
hammock close aside his, hardly knowing what
to make of him.

“ Now, I tell you what,” says Tom, beginning
again, ¢ there's something up, my lad.”

““ Well,” 1 says.

‘“How- came them six passengers to be so
thick with Rudd, and Johnson, and Brock, and
Perkins 77

“ How should I know ?’ I says. “ Why, what
an old mare’s-nest hunter you are, mate,”

“I've been reckoning ’em up, Jack, for above
a week; and I knows a little more than they
think for ; and now I just want to get one more
knot undone, and then I shall lay it all afore the
skipper.—~You're asleep, ain't you?”

% No, I ain't,” 1 says, rousing up, for I had
been next door to it.

« Wel, I tell you what,” he says, “they mean
that gold—that's what they mean !”

“ What, their own?” I says, getting in-
terested ; for though I chaffed him, I thought a
good deal of what Tom Black said.

% No, no,” he says— the treasure; and I'm
blest if I don’t think as them three chests o’
theirs is all on 'em dummies.—Now, then, what
d’yer think o] that, lad ?”

1 was so took aback for & bit, that I didn’t
know what to think ; so I says: “ What makes
you think so ?”

“What do they want to be such good friends
with them four chaps for, when nobody else is
there ; and not know ’em when somebody’s a
looking on?”

Ididn’t say anything.

« What do they want to know so exactly
where the ship is, and to get her place marked
on the chart for ?”

I didn't angwer.

“ What do they pretend to know nothing
about the sea for, and always call every sheet
and bit of tackle by the right name, and have
their sea-legs as soon as they come aboard ?”

I didn't say nothing.

“ 1 tell you what it is, Jack Cross,” he says,
¢ it's my belief as there'll be a fight afore long,
and p'raps a change o’ skippers ; and if so, why,
the Lord ha’ mercy on them two poor gals.”

“Tom,” I says, growing quite husky, ¢ surely
not quite so bad as that.”

“ Mate,” he says, “ there's fifty thousand pound
worth o' gold in them little boxes, and what
some chaps would do for that——-'

“ What's the matter ?" I says in a whisper for
he'd stopped short..

He didn’t answer, but leaned over and clap-
ped his hand across my mouth, and of course I
lay still as could be, listening,

After a minute, he takes his hand away, and
says : ¢ There's some devilment up, Jack Cross,
and 'm hanged, mate, if I don't think it's on
to-night.”

He spoke so huskily, too, and seemed so
warm, that I could feel my heart go ¢thud,
thud,” like & pump.

% Why, what's up?” I says.

“ Mate,” he says, ¢ there’s two o’ them Sydney
chaps in the watch as relieved us; and when I
stopped you, I know I heard some one a-steal-
ing up the companion-ladder.”

«Phew!” I says very softly.
we do ?”

¢ Let the captain know,” says Tom.

W If we can,” I says; for something struck me
that if it was as he said, we should be stopped.

«Ah! if we can,” he says; and we slipped
out quietly, and were both ready in a minute.

« Hadn’t we better rouse up these chaps?” I
said, for there was half-a-dozen down besides

“What shall

us.

« Wait a kit,” says Tom : ¢ p'raps it's only a
hum after all.”

So we stole under the hammocks to the lad-
der, and as I was first, I crept up, raised my head
above the combings, and looked round, but did
not see anything particular; so I crawled
quietly on to the deck, and waited for Tom. He
was aside me in a moment, and we were begin-
ning to feel rather foolish, and to think we had
both of us better go down, when, as we knelt
close under the shade of the long-boat, we heard
a bit of a scuffle aft, and then there was a faint
cry, and a heavy plunge in the water, and then
another cry, but fainter,

“ Hush | says Tom, grasping my arm; and
then several dusky figures ran by us, seemingly
bare-footed, for you could bear the ¢ pad, pad’
of their feet on the deck, and directly after there
was another short scuffly noise—the sound of
some one trying to shout with a hand held over
bis mouth—and then another splash in the
wadter.

«Come on,” says Tom; and I followed him,
and we crept along by the bulwark, and then
darted down the cabin stairs, stopping a moment
to listen, and then we heard them closing the
hatch we had come up, and there was the sound
of rope heing piled on it,
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We were at the bottom in an inatant, when I , could have cricd hkeo a chuld, but after a bat I , there were only six men in her, and the yoy

was geized by the throat, aud a vuice gruwled ,
* Who's this? What's the ship's coursu altured
for?”

“ Look out, Mr, Smith,” hissed Tom. * mutiny!
They’ll be bere in 2 moment.”

“Damn nonsense,” roared the old fellow,
pushing by us, and runuing on dech , and as we
banged at the captain's and Major Hortou's door
we heard s gurgling cry, an oath, and & heavy
body full. Directly after, there wasa rush dowu
the stuirs; and as Major Horton's cabin door
opened, some one struck me a tiemendous blow
on the heud, and I fell, but was cuusuous
enough 1o sce the major, with a light in one
band and a pistol in the viher, scnd one fellow
down; to bear the piercing screams frum the
1wo poor gicls, whom [ could nothelp , and then
to hiear the sound of shots und oaths, and bluws in
the captain’s cabin, fur a fow moments, aud
then all was still—except the shricks of the
poor girls ; while dircctly after morelights were
brought, and I saw lying acruss a chiair, with
his head and legs upon the floor, the budy of
the poor old major; aud then all scemed (o be
blank for a bit.

The next thing 1 recollect was hearing Hick's
voice giving orders, and I heard him say :
 Qver with him ,* and then there was the souud
of a heavy body being drugged alung the flour
of the next cabin, and then [ heard the head gu
* bump, bump * up the cabin stairs, then scrape
along the deck; aud then came o heavy plange
in the waler.

* That's the poor shipper,” I thinks to my-
self; and just then somebudy walked right over
we, and futo the cabin, and I saw it was Hichs.

#Serve this old beast the same,” be says, apd
Phillips aud Johuson takes huld of the pour oid
gentleman's legs, and deags bim alung, and as
they knocked the chair duwn, ther was o oy
from the inner cabin.

“Silence ™ roared Hicks, dashing the buteud
of bis pistol against the deor, and then 1 felt
the body drawa over me, and the warm bluod
dsip on my face, and smear acress it, as it was
dragged ulong  Then fulluwed the * bump,
bump® of the head up the stairs; the creeping
rustling noise on the deck , and then a splash
tuld me the poor old gentleman was goue.

Now, just then I was in a sort of slecpy,
Areamy state—balf-witted, I may say. I could
sce aud understand all that passed, and yet did
not seem either in pain or afraid. I rawember
thinking that it would be cither iy turn or else
Tom Black's neat, fur I suppused he was
knocked on tire hicad too, and lying in the cap-
tain's cabin; unud I remember, too, feeling very
sorry for those two girls, and then two fullows
caught hold of my legs, dragged me up the
cabin stairs, across the deck, and then I filt
some one give me & bit of a licave, and felt the
shock as I'strack the water, and then it wasas
if new life rushed through e, znd ns I rose to0
the surfuce, I streck out, and dircctly after folt
the ship’s side

I suppose that one of the first things they
raust bave done, aud the thing which pou: Tuin
«nd I heard, was to pitch the man at tho wheel
overboard ; for the sbip was rolling in the trougn
of the sea, very gently, for there was no brecze
on; aund very fortunate this was for me, as I
was able 10 swim along the side and climb up
to the rudder-chains, where I had just strength
enough 20 lash mysclf with my handkercher,
wken T turaed dead-sick again, aud veatly shp-
pred back into the water  But, somelow or an-
other, in a balfsstupified way, I managed to
cling where I was, getting my legs well twisted
roynd; and there ] hung, drenched with the sea,
shivering with the cold, but getting brighter and
clearer in the bead, which I now found was
badly cut: but itsoon stopped bleeding, and
you may well suppose mine were not plensant
thoughts, boldiug on there oader the slern of
the ship—cold, aad sick at beart, and waiting
for the morning.

COAPIER Y.

If any poor wretch ever longed for the coming
of daylight, I was that poor fellow, as clung
ibere, fecling 50 weak and bad at times thay 1

thought of my bacea, and got a bitin my mouth
and it did seem such a comfort. Deing quite
clear in my head now, and only in pain—pretty
sharp pain, too, from the cut—I could thnnk of
ull the eveats of the night without getting mud-
dled and confused, as I did at fiest when [ tried
to, and nuw 1t scered nil clear cnough, and
Jjust as puur Tum thuught, tur 1t was a decp-lad
plot tu get the treasure, and one which had
succeeded ouly o well. And then I began to
think about how many had been killed, and 1
counted up—two of the men w the watch; old
Swith, the mate, the skipper; the puoor old
majur, und Tom Black, sic . and then | wondered
whetber they'd hitled the pour girls; but at
that sume mument I thought about Hicks and
Phillips, and a regulur shudder, and a sense of
guitg balf mad, ran threugh me, so that tor a
tow munients 1 felt half bhind, as though blood
ran o my cyes, and thats how I felt every

timee 1 thought of these two scoundrels, t

The mure [ thought of the bloody deed of the
past night, the wore impossible 1t seemed ; for
though we used to hear tedd of such things, and
the uld-salts knew mavy o pirate yarn, yet at
didu’t scem to belong to these umes, and |
almost funcied I was making a fool of mysclf,

But thiere was tv decet abvut 1it—worse tuck
—ad suvn 1 Legan w cuant up how many chaps
were left, and 1 reckoned thered ve eagh,
“and not one of 'em as would turn pirate, 1'd
swear,” I says to myseif.  And then I wondered
what they'd do with them, for they were all
wiged up safe 1n the furecastle.  *Why, they'il
shute thews o one of the quarter-boats wath the
ladies, and cast thew adnft,” 1says,

Mourmng at Jast: first, & fa:nt hght; then, a
red glow , aud then, with a rush, up came the
sun, seenung to make every wave a mass of
Jewdds dancing 1n a flovd of red gold, winle the
shy looked so assuring and sociabie, that 1t
seemed impossible that such a bloody deed
should have been done in the darkness,  Every
warm ray served to cheer e up, and give hope
of life, ull 1 thoughbt agamn of what was to be-
witne of me. was { to be shot, or to fall off for
the sharks, or be drowned, or what? Butanother
glance at the warm sun and the bnght sky
cheered me on agam; and I thought I'd wait
il they sent the rest of the crew off 1 1 boat,
and thea I'd swim off tv thew, and nsk the
sharhs.

Aund now there scemed some moving about,
fur the rudder was shified, and the shup made
sutue way , but, directly after, 1t fetl calin, aod |
she swung round, so that [ got the full glow of
the sun, which began to dry me a Wit, and
warmed my suflencd and clistled limbs, Then
I could hear them dashing water about, and
swabbing the decks, as busy as could be.

«Thats to get rid of the blood,” I says; and
svon after I hears 2 good deal of noise, and talk-
ing, avd swearing ; and then there was a pistol-
shot, and directly after a splashan the water ;
aud after a it Isaw a body fleat along, and
knew the fuce as that of a mate as had been in
my waich—a good man and truc—aad while I
was luohiug sorrowfully at him, there came a |
sharp fush in the water, and then be was drag- |
~cd ‘under, and I saw him no more; but at the
same moment from above my head I heard a
tfmint scream, and the whisperiag of voices, and
thien the closing of a window.

The sound of thuse voices revived me, so that |
[ roused up, or I beheve 1 should bave shpped
imto the water, Ifelt that sick and dizzy, and
then the sharks would have had another meal.
I suppose 1 was aveak from loss of blood, and
besides, I had never seen any horrors before ;
while there had been enough dunng the last
few hours % upset any poor fellow. I
must ave gone; for I bad ued my handkercher |
tvund my head, because the cut was painfal, \

By and by, I heard the boat lowered, and |

splesh in the water; and after a bit, asaf they | butan a few

——

ladies wero not there ; while, after a bit of stg
of the faces, I mudo out as 3L was the cook thy
was left behind.

“ Poor gals, poor gals!” I muttered to oy
self, and I shrunk back 1n the chains, and
there thivking, and giving up all hope of goisy
with the boat, for 1 didn't feel asf T could;
and so, without seeing me, the poor chaps rowe
unay, and at Jast got to be quite a little spect,

The heat of the day came, and stil 1t wy
cilm; then the evemng, and I'd sat there wiy
nothing to keep me up but a bt of tobacco; axf
uow 1 kuew 1 would soon be sunset, for thesy!
was getuing all glorous agamn. I had not head
any more of the young ladies, though I fane
once the window opened ; but from where I wey
I could not climb up, nor yet sce; and sol su
and wauted, meamng 1o try and chimb on deg
when it was dark, for [ felt famnsbed.

Every now and then, 1 could hear the fellon
shouting and smging, and 11 was evident
there was plenty of grog on the way., Tinsw
me thinking again about Hicksand Phillips, 284
I could feel now as nothing was too bad for ts
vitluns; and I tried whether I could not chzd
up to the window where the ladies were, koow.
ing all the time that I, single-hauded, could ¢
notling. But I soon found out that I could gt
maugge 1t, and made up wy mind to wait ully
was dark, when perhaps they could baug ox
sutething to help me.

1 was situng waiing for the mght, svhen gl
of 2 sudden [ heard the window-glass up abose
me dash out, and the fitt)e pieces fell spattengg
mto the water; and then I know, for a fex
moments, I went mad, and frothed at the mouts,
Shniek afier shrick, and the nwisc of struggling:
prayers for mercy, help, ity and allm tie
most heart-rending tones; the knocking i
gether of furmture and breaking of glass; ad
still above all those pituful cries for help, thee
came the angry voices of men and oaths; oae
I felt sure, blows; aud suil the cries continued,
and all at once ceased. Then there was theload
bunging of « door, and noise and sweanng @
the deck; and all the winle I was bolding &y
head ught agawst the side of the ship, to kety
it from splitung, for it seemed as though =y
brain must burst wy skull.

After a bit, I heard a loud wailling sob, azd
such a bitter cry as brought the pitying tea
coursing down my rough cheeks, and thatseen-
cd 1o dome good, aud I tried to make ber &
cricd hear me. Butl could not, and thes |
bistened again and 1 heard a choking voics sy
« Gud! Fathier, forgive us, for we cannot hve?
and then 1t was quite dark, and I heard 1n th
stllness of the mght those two sisters biddieg
one another good-bye, so sweetly and lovingly,
and my tongue stuck to the roof of my moutd,
for a borrid ciult ran through me, uud 1 knes
they were gowng to jumpan.  “Stop, Stopl®!
cried at last, in a voico that I didn't knovw for
mine.

« Who spoke ?’ I heard from above me.

“ Hush?” 1 winspered, leamng out as farl
could—¢ hush! 1t 15 me—John Cross? A
then 1 heard a sound as if some ono had faia
on the ground, A few mnutes afler 1 heax
the voice agamn,

4 Pray—pray, save us! For Heaven's sake,
help?

« Yes, yes!” I sad ; ¢ but speak low, or we
sball be heard.—\iss Mary ¢

* Yes,” cried the vorce eagerly.

« Is there a rope of any kind there 2"

There was silence for o minute, and thea bt
sud: « Nol” X

“ Are you listening ?” I said.

“ Yes,” she winspered. )

« Then take the sbeets from the cots, and te
them ughtly together, and then fastzn oneexd
10 tbe table ¢ ugbuly, and.” ]

1 waited while 1 coutd hear ber busily toilisg,
moments the voico whispered des

were putting in provision and water, I beard ber | para2ly : I can never tic them ughty
push off, and made ready for a swim, or clse to | cnough.”

shout to thern.  So I leaned out as faras I could

+ Never mind," I said; ¢ only tio thew, ad

and watched till ghe came in sight ; for I darcd | Yo €5u nnd, together, and lower them down.’

not let those on deck sco me; but when at last !

1 did sce her, my brart scemed guite to sink, for :

coon after, someftug white was lowes
frora the cabin wiadow, and hung down, swajisg
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backwards and forwards ; and at last, after
many tries, I reached it. More and more came
down, till there was far more than I wanted,
when I made the knots fast, and whispered to
her to draw up. * Now,” 1 said,  as soon as it
is tight, twist all vou have round the table-leg,
and hold on.”

In afew minutes, I found the sheet-rope would
bear my weight, and directly after, I was holding
on by the cabin-window, with those two poor
girls clinging, crying to me, and begging me to
save them.

I felt most mad, as Ilooked at them by the
light of the cabin lantern. Hair torn down ;
dresses half dragged from their shoulders;
while, right across the face of Miss Mary, wasa
mark as of a blow, while her poor lip was cut
and bleeding.

¢ Oh, pray—pray, save us ;" she cried, putting
her poor hand on mine, as | clung there.

* As I bope God may save me,” I said ; “ or
I'll die for you.”

And then there was silence for a few moments ;
and if [ had dared, I should have kissed the soft
hand that nestled against mine so trustingly, but
I thought it would be cowardly, and I did not.

“ And now,” 1 whispered, “l'm going on
deck.”

“ Ah! don’t leave us,” sobbed Miss Madeline.

“ It is totry what I can do to get you away,”
I whispered ; and then the poor girl, who
seemed balf fainting, sank down, kneeling on
the floor, and her sister leaned over her, aud said
10 me : ¢« We'll pray for you, Cross.”

‘ Then I shall succeed,” T said, for I felt that
I should ; and so I left them, feeling nerved to
have done anything in their defence.

I soon was over the poop, and crawling close
under the bulwarks, when [ found that the man
by the binnacle-light was fast asleep, for the ship
made no way at all. I stopped in the darkuess
for a few minutes, listening, and could hear
voices in the fore-cabin ; and it was evident
there was a good deal of drunkenness and
carousing going forward. Half-a-dozen stanch,
well-armed fellows could have secured the ship,
I felt sure, as I opened my knife that hung by a
lanyard to my waist, and then shoving it open
in my belt, I crawled to the skylight, and looked
down into the passengers’ cabin, where I could
see Hicks, Phillips, and two more playing cards,
while another lay on the bulkhead asleep. It
was a good thing I had no pistol in my hand, or
I should have had that Hicks’s blood upon my
bead then,

I crept away from the skylight and under the
bulwarks again, though it was as dark as pitch,
and began making my way towards the other
boat as hung from the davits ; when all atonce,
some one had me by the throat, and tried to
turn me on my back ; but I was too quick, for
I bad my knife against his ribs in a moment,
and hissed out: ¢ You're a dead man if you
stir.”

That was sharp practice, for we were both on
our knees close against the bulwarks, and I could
teel his hot breath right in my face, as he must
have felt mine. Just then, he gave a bit of a
shift, and my knife pricked him, for I meant
what I said then ; but the prick made him start
80 that he a bit got the better of me, and had
tight hold of my hand which held the knife.

‘% Now, you mur@ering, piratical scoundrel,”
he hissed between his teeth ; and I began to feel
that if I didn’t look.sharp I should have the
worst of it. * Now give up the knife, you dog,
or I'll strangle you, if it's only for poor Jack’s
sake.”

% Hullo ! I says in a whisper, slackening my
hold,

“ Hullo ! he says in a whisper, slackening his

old.

‘“ What, Tom, Matey!” I says.

¢ What, Jack, old lad " he says; and I'm
blessed if we didn’t hug each other like two
great gals, hevd knock N

 Why, I thought they’d knocked you on the
‘head,” Iys’ays, & 7 .

“ Why, I see them pitch you overboard,” he
Bays.

“ Yes,” I says; ¢ but I got on the rudder-
chains,”

‘and I dragged those out that were in the cots,

“ Ah! he says; “ and in the tussle-I was
knocked down ; but I got down below after,
and got in that empty water-cask. I ain't been
out quarter of an hour.”

“ Who's on deck ?"’ I eays.

“ Quly that chap at the wheel,” he says, ¢ for
I've been all round.” .

And then we had a whisper together for five
minutes, which ended in our creeping up to
where the boat hung.

‘ There's water in her,” says Tom.

“ And there’s safe to be some biscuit in the
locker,” I sayse

‘ But,” says Tom, “ hadn’t we better stop in
hiding ? We shall be starved.”

“ Tom, mate,” I says; and then I whispered to
him about what I'd heard and what I'd seen,
when he stopped me.

“ Hold hard, mate,” he says ; * just see if the
boat-hook and the oars are in. I'm with you.”

Everything was in its place ; and then cau-
tiously we undid the ropes, and began slowly to
lower down the boat, meaning to fasten the lines
at last, and slide down. The blocks ran easy
enough, but on such a silent night, do what we
could, there was some noise ; and at last one of
the wheels gave such a chirrup, that the noise in
the cabin stopped, and we stopped too ; and
directly after, some one came up the cabin stairs
and on deck ; and as we cowered close together
under the bulwarks, bolding on to the ropes,
and trembling lest we should let them slip ever
so little, Hicks—for I knew his step—walked
close by us right forward, and then back on the
other side, where he kicked the man by the
wheel savagely, and spoke to him once or twice,
but there was no answer, and then muttering to
himself, he went below again.

“ That was close,” said Tom, for he had almost
brushed against us ; and then we each took a
long breath, and, gnudst a good deal of noisy
talk, the boat kissed the water, and we lashed
our ropes fast.

“ Now, if we only had some more prog,” said
Tom, “ I wouldn’t care.”

“ Don’t stop, mate,” I says ; % there’s lines in
the locker, and p’raps they’ve something in the
cabin.”

% Allright,” says Tom; and he slid over the
side, and was in the boat in a moment ; but not
without rattling one of the oars, and I trembled
again for fear he should have been heard. But
all was quiet, and the next momentI was beside
him ; and as we couldn’t unhook the boat, I cut
the ropes fore and aft, and then Tom slowly
worked her along and under the cabin window
where those demons were sitting ; then past the
window of the captain’s cabin, round the rudder,
and then there was a joyful cry, for I had fast
hold of the sheets hanging down.

¢ Make her fast with the painter, Tom,’ I said ;
and up I went, and next minute stood between
those two pour creatures, both of them clinging
to me in that sad way—it was pitiful.

¢ Hush 1" I said—“ not a sound ;” and then
drawing up the sheet, I just looked at the knots,
and made it fast round Miss Madeline, for Miss
Mary would not go first. Poor girl, she tried
all she could to help me ; and so, she creeping
out herself, I lowered Miss Madeline down into
the boat, and the shaken sheet told me all was
right.

¢« God bless you for this,” whispered Miss Mary,
as | made the sheet-rope fast round her. ¢ Be
kind to us, for we are in your hands.” .

I didn’t say anything, but I did kneel down
and kiss her hand that time. She was a deal
more active than her sister ; and in another
minute, 1 had her lowered down into the boat,
and Tom cast off the sheet.

“ Shy down some blankets,” he whispered ;

and threw them down, and the pillows too. On
the table was biscuit, cheese, meat, and cake,
and these Ielipped into a pillow-case, and low-
ered down. In the lockers, too, were biscuit-
tins, and two wicker-covered bottles ; and these
I lowered down, for I felt safe now, knowing
how soon I could slip down, and that the ladies
were out of danger ; for I knew, if discovered,
pursuit would be vain in the dark. So, as fast
as I could, I lowered down cases of preserved

meat, and wine, and everything of use that I
could find ir the lockers, when, giving a glance
round, I thought, now I'll go. I thought the
sheet-rope might come in, though, a3 an awning,
8o I stooped down to untie it, meaning to slip it
round the leg after, and slide down with it
double, 80 that I could then loose one end, and
draw it afier me. It was hard work, though,
for the knots had been strained, and I kneeled
at last, and tried my teeth ; but they were no
good ; and 1 pulled my knife out of my belt, cut
the knot, drew up enough so as it should give
double, and was passing it round the leg, when
I heard a noise, started up, and leaped on one
side, just as Hicks stood in the door, and fired
at me. He had lowered his revolver to cock for
another shot, but he had not time, for I was on
him in an instant, with my knife driven deep
into his throat and chest; and then, as he fell
with a wild gurgling cry, I wrenched out the
knife, dragged to the door, and was out of the
window, just as Tom was climbing up by means
of the boat-hook, for he could not reach the
sheet.

“ Back,” I says—* back quickly, and cast off
the painter ; and while he was getting out of
my way, I had time enough to see Hicks give
twoor three clutches at the carpet, and then lie
still. The moment after, I was in the boat, and
with one tremendous shove, sent her yards
away from the ship, as it were into g thick baunk
of darkness,

*“ Lie down,” I whispered to the ladies ; and
Miss Madeline crept to her sister's feet, while
Tom and 1 got out the oars, and as quickly as
possible paddled away, not daring to make a
sound, for there was a noise on board, and three
or four shots were fired at random out of the
cabin window. Then we could sse them on
deck, and some one fired a pistol off again ; but
the bullet never came near us.

“ They're going to try and launch a boat, I
expect,” said Tom with a chuckle; * and
there’s the dingey, as 'll hold two comfortable H
and as for the long-boat, I don’t think they’ll
get her over the side to-night.”

‘ Pray—pray, row fast,” cried Miss Mary.
‘ Can’t we help ?” and she moved forward as 'if
to get to an oar.

* God bless you, no, miss!” Isaid in a whis-
per; ¢ we’ll bend to it directly.” And then we
paddled a little further off, till I thought they
couldn’t hear the oars in the rowlocks, when we
both bent to it, and rowed stroke for stroke for
a good hour, and all on right through the
thickest darkness I ever saw, and long after the
lights in the cabin window of the good ship
Southern Star had disappeared.

All at once Tom stopped, and threw in his oar.

% What i3 it ?” I says.

‘ Matey,” he says, “ I haven’t had bit nor sup
since tea last night ; and I think we shall work
better after somethin,"”

I hadn’t thought of it before ; but I knew
how weak I felt, and so I pulled in my oar too,
and Tor pulled up one of the biscuit-ting, and
found the cheese and a bottle,

“ Lend me your knife, Jack,” he says, and
my hand went naturally enough to my belt;
but the moment after [ shuddered, and told him
to break the cheese, pretending I could not get
at it.

Just as we pushed off, I could see by the
cabin lights that Miss Madeline had crept down
at her sister’s feet ; but on feeling now in the
dark, I found they were sitting side by side; so
I got one of the blankets over them, and then,
after & deal of persuading, managed to get them
to take some of the biscuit and cheese, and some
wine, Tom and I took a sup each, and put our
biscuit and cheese on the seat by us, and made
ready for a start again, eating as we went on,
and tlien rowing as true as we could, so a3 to
keep the boat’s head the same way ; and without
any more stoppage, for we kuew what trouble
those poor gals were in, starting ag they wereat
every splash we laid down to our work, and
rowed on, hour after hour, right away into the
thick darkness.

e .

“MaTCHLESS MIskey !"—Having a cigar, and

nothing to light it with,
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PASTIMES.

—

ARITHMORENMS.
BEASTS.

('4)31 and 801‘2 ! »

. “ Opa! push top.

101 ¢ sore lufm

50 ¢ hen tape.

“  mor wee.

56
302 “ Ha! H.N.
BIRDS.
1,061 and go fan.
100 ¢ aunt.
1,001 ¢
600

=3l el oo

Pat rang.
“ ' rook weep.
601 ¢ A.ran.
1,100 ¢ roar not.

ENIGMA.

Brave Nelson’s in naval nd

The first in the rank of those heroes must stand,

Who are now to pass under review. Then bring forth

That once highly reverenced god of the North,

Who flourished in Denmark some centuries since,

As a warrior, a poet, 8 prlest, and a prince.

Then turn your attention to Marathon’s field,

‘And think on that chieftain whose sword and whose
shield :

Proved the bulwark of Greece, which the proud Per-

sian foe.

Led on by oppression, had sought to lay low.

Mantinea and Leuctra shall aleo maintaln X

The 1ri,;ht.x;i of their champions, though ranked with
the slain;

While Athena holds forth an illustrious son,

Who at Salamis fought, and the victory won.

To these you must add an Assyrian queen;

Their initials point out, and *twill quickly be seen

That the blue of Heaven still claims your regard.

Now ponder—success will your labours reward.

CHARADES.

1. My first will drive my second well, I ween,
ho’ it by mortal eye was never seen; X
My whole at morn, at noon, or by the moonlight
al

S oun o

G
Ispscen on many a lovely hill or dale.

st is found in every ship
hat sails upon the sea;
The volunteers stood in my next,
When halted on the lea,
My whole’s & bird to most known well,
wyhat ig it now ? I pray you tell!

3. On my first, in sunny eastern lands,
"The pariah takes his rest;
My second is a useful grain,
And cometh from the west;
My third is what most men do want.
and sometimes one hath stole; .
Most often, when on folly bent,
"~ 1le contemplates my whole.

DECAPITATIONS.

1. Complete I am in the Church ; beheaded I
am in the sea; transposed I am far from the
truth.

2. Complete I am a fish ; beheaded I become
a small stream ; again behead me and I am un-
well.

3. Complete I am used by barbers ; beheaded
Iam a snare; curtailed and transposed I am
an animal.

ARITHMOREMS.

BrITISH WORTHIES.
1,606 and an hen, Joe.
1,212 ¢ t

2001 “ sore as Thor.

1,706 ¢ see o’er A,
1,061 ¢ onefee A.

550 ¢ Joan the Gy.

. 1,02 ““ keep Sarah’s W.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES, &c., No. 59,
Puzzle—Who give in a trice give twice.
Rebus.—Intemperate—temperate—temper.
Charades.—1. Liook before you leap. 2, Plea-

bl ol o o

sare, 3. Sol-ace.
Anagrams.—1. Oraig Street. 2. Sanguiaet
Street. 3. Saint Paul Street. 4. Lemoine

Street.

Arithmorems.—1. Geoffrey Chaucer. 2. Percy
Bysshe Shelley, 3. Oliver Goldsmith, 4. Wil-
liam Cowper, 5. Joseph Addison.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

AN immense- deposit of sulphur has been
discovered in the Island of Saba, in the West
Indies.

Ax Austrian chemist has invented an electric
bullet which explodes on  entering a body with
the effect of lightning.

A miFLg, the invention of & Mr. Thomas
Wilson, of Birmingham, on the breech-loading
principle, is said to be a great improvement on
the Prussian.

A rirM of Scotch warehousemen in London
have in their employ a knitter who has dis-
covered the art of knitting two stockings at one
time on the same pins. When finished, the
stockings are drawn away from each other.

TR Scotsman states thata gentleman residing
in the neighbourhood of the river Esk has, after
repeated observation and experiment, discovered
that the solid refuse of shale used in the manu-
facture of paraffine oil is a perfect purifier of the
filthiest water.

Tae Lipxer GuN.—This gun, which has just
been tried in the presence of the Emperor of
Austria and a special commission, has given the
following results :—In the space of five minutes
a single gun fired forty shots, which all per-
forated an oak plank an inch and a-half thick
at a distance of two hundred paces. An im-
provement on the Prussian musket has there-
fore been obtained ; for the latter, at two or three
hundred yards, only inflicted wounds which were
cured in three weeks.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

Tae RigaT Baxp ror A WEDDING PARTY.—A
hus-band.

A Passing TroueaT.~—The great difference
between the young and the old is this—the
young have the world before them, whilst the
old are Behind the world. :

A Goop Ipa.—“1 wish I could prevail on
neighbour Rinder to keep the Sabbath,” said
good old Mr. Jones. *I tell you how to do it,”
exclaimed young Smith—¢ get somebody to lend
it him, and I'll be bound that he'll keep it. He
was never yet known to return anything that
he borrowed.”

A Norice To A CorrespoNpENT.—The San
Francisco News Letter is very severe on a poeti-
cal correspondent. It says :—¢ the best line in
your poem ig—
¢Ri tol iddy diddy dol, whack fol de riddy dolderay.’

But we have grave reasons for believing it is
not original, We have seen something very
like it before.”

« MarriaGE,” said an unfortunate husband,
« is the graveyard of love.” ¢ Yes,” replied his
wife, ¢ and you men are the grave-diggers.”

A Tawy, thin, square-built gentleman was seen
walking down the street a few days ago, when
all of a sudden he was observed to turn round.

WanTED, the receipt which is given when a
gentleman ¢ pays his respects.”

A Brave Man.—One who isn't afraid to wear
old clothes until he is able to pay for new.

Way are the English people like the act of
reasoning? Becadse they are a racy-hossy-
nation (ratiocination).

A GENTLEMAN Was always complaining to his
father-in-law of his wife’s temper. At last,
papatin-law becoming weary of these endless
grumblings, and being a bit of a wag, replied :
« Well, my dear fellow, if I hear of her torment-
ing you any more, I shall disinherit her.”

Swinoing A Car.—A friend once visiting an
unworldly philosopher, whose mind was his
kingdom, expressed surprise at the smallness of
the apartment. * Why, you have not room to
swing a cat?" ¢My friend,” was the serene,
unappreciative reply, # I do not want to swing a
cat!” ’

Waar is the difference between an auction
and sea-sickness? One is a sale of effects, the
other the effects of a sail,

Waar two fish will make the best apple pie ?
Cod-ling.

Way should young ladies make good rifle
volunteers? Because they are accustomed to
bare arms.

Sugar.—The man who, oh account of the
high price of sugar, attempted to sweeten his
coffee with his wife's smiles, has concluded to
fall back on the  granulated juice of the cane.”

Somg mischievous wags, one night, pulled
down a turner’s sign, and put it over a lawyer's
door; in the morning it read, * All sorts of
turning and twisting done here.”

Ay excellent bull is attributed to an Irish coro-
ner, who, remarking on the recent excessive
mortality in his county, said he could not ac-
count for it, but it was a fact that great numbers
of persons had died this year who had not died
last.

AN editor of a Yankee paper writes to his
subscribers :—¢ We hope our friends will over-
look our irregularities for the past few weeks.
We are now permanently located in the county
gaol, with sufficient force to insure the regular
issue of our paper in future.”

A party of friends were dining not long ago
at a certain limited hotel, in a fashionable quar-
ter, to which they had been attracted by the
high reputation of the cook. The bill was so
enormous in proportion to what they had had—
it was so outrageously and humorously extra-
vagant—that they summoned the manager, and
ventured on a gentle remonstrance. The honest
fellow did not defend himself or his prices at all ;
he merely said, with rather a piteous shrug,
« Gentlemen, you have no idea how difficult it
is to return ten per cent. to the shareholders.”

I ancient days, says a contemporary, the
people of Grimsby formed an admirable notion
of the wisdom required for corporation honours,
The burgesses assembled at the church, and
selected three of themselves as candidates for the
mayoralty, The candidates were conducted, with
a bunch of hay tied to each of their backs, to the
common pound, in which they were placed blind-
folded with a calf; and he whose bunch of hay
was the first eaten by the oalf was thereupon
declared mayor for the cnsuing year.

UxcoMMox IMpUDENCE.—~The passengers in a
first-class English railway carriage, on arriving
at the terminus, were addressed by the guard with
the customary request, “ Gentlemen, show your
tickets.” Among them Wwas one man rather
showily attired. He produced a ticket of leave.

A Sovupier’'s CoN.—The late Field-Marshal
Lord Combermere, known in the Peninsular
War as Sir Stapylton Cotton, was in command
of the troops employed in the reduction of Bhurt-
pore in 1826, A general officer, who served
under this distinguished soldier during the
operations, put the following riddle to his
brother officers at mess the night before that
famous fortress was stormed :—¢“Why is the
Commander-in-Chief certain to carry Bhurt-
pore? Because Cotton can never be worsted.”

OxE AT A Tixe.—Dr, Thompson took occasion
to exhort his man David, who was a namesake
of his own, to abstain from excessive drinking,
otherwise he would bring his grey hair prema-
turely to the grave. ¢ Take my advice, David,”
said the minister, ‘ and never take more than
one glass at a time.” ¢ Neither I do, sir,” says
David—¢ neither 1 do; but I care unco little
how short the time be atween the twa.”

A young lady reprimanded her shoemaker for
not following her diréctions respecting a pair of
shoes she had ordered, and,among others, insisted
that they were not fellows. Crispin replied that
he purposely made them so, in order to oblige her,
well knowing the modesty of her digposition, and
that she was not fond of fellows.

Tue Culpepper Observer (American) has the
following :— Wanted at this office, an editor
who can please every one. Also a foreman who
can so arrange the paper as to allow every man's
advertisement to head the column.”



