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CHAPTER XI.—(Continued.)

€ol. Clark’s letter, takenin connection with
our previous remarks,
will show the loss of
$0 many stores actually necessary to the
vitality of the American army,* as must have

Ool. Clark’s letter.

Chippewa,
July 12th, 1813.

*Sie,—I have the honor to report to you, for
the information of Major-general de Rottenburg,
that the detachment under the command of Lieu~
tenant-colonel Bisshopp, cbnsisting of a dct.ac}b'
ment of royal artillery, under Licutendnt Avm-
strong, forty of the King’s-regiment, under Lieu-
tenant Barstow, one hundred of the &1st, under
Captain Saunders, forty of the 49th, under Lieu-
tenant Fitz-Gibbon, and about forty of the 2nd
and 3rd Lincoln Militia, embarked at two o’clock
on. the morning of the 11th instant, to attack the
caemy'’s batteries at Black Rock.

The detachment landcd balf an hour before
day-light, without being perceived, and immedi-
ately proceeded to attack the, batteries, which
they carried with little opposition; the enemy
heard the firieg at their advanced posts, and im-
mediately retreated with great precipitation to
Buffalo. :

"The block-hoases, barracks, and navy-yard,

. with one large schooner, were burnt; and such
of the public storesas could be got off were taken
ession of, and carried across the river by the
troops. Before the whole of the stores were
taken away, the enemy advanced, having been

considerably added to the perplexities of the
war party at Washington, increasing, asit did,
the drainage on the resourcesof a young
country, with a public chest by no mecans
overflowing, and a commerce as effectually
suspended as if their whole mercantile marine

whom they posted in the woods on their flanks
and in their advance; they were gallantly op-
posed by the whole of the troops; but finding
the Indians could not be driven from the adjoin-
ing woods without our sustaining a very great
loss, it was deemed prudent to retreat to the
boats, and the troops re-crossed the river under
& heavy fire.

I am extremely sorry to add, Lieutenant-colo-
nel Bisshopp fell, severely wounded, on our re-
treat to the boats; fortunately the detachment
did not suffer from it, everything having been
arranged and completed previous to his receiv-
ing his wounds.

Knclosed are the returns of killed, wounded,
and missing, with the exception of those of the
49th regiment and militia, which have not yet
been received.

I have 2ls0 caclosed the returns of the ord-
naunce, and other stores captured.

Lhave the honor to be, &c.
THOMAS CLARK,

Lieut.~col. 2d Lizcoln militiz.

To Lieat-co). Harvey,

Deputy Ad.-gen.

Return of killed, wounded, and missing, on the

morning of the 11th instant.
July 13th, 1813.

Total—13 privates killed; 1 inspecting field-
officer, 1 Licutenant-colonel, 1 Captain, 1 Ser-
geant, 1 Corporal, 19 Privates, wounded; 6 Pri-

vates missing.

JOHN HARVEY,
Lieut.~col. D. A. gen.
Retura of ordnance destroyed and captured from
the enemy at Black Rock, July 12th, 1813.
Total—4 guns, 177 English avd French musk-

reinforced by a consideradble body of Indians,

ots, 1 S-pounder travelling carriage, § ammuns-

L2 A o s ek § TS e

P e eynesg oy

LT e

o

,“ ,



550 HISTGRY OF THE WAR OF 1812,

had been swept away. Still this successt may
be considered to have been dearly purchased
by Bisshopp's death. Young and indefatigable
in his duties, to his active co-operation much

of General Vincent's successful attemptsi
to enclose General Dearborn and his army
within the limits of Fort George, may be
ascribed.

tion kegs, a small quantity of round and case
shot, (quantity not yet known.)

Taken and deatroyed.

Two iron 12-pounders, 2 iron 9-pounders.

R. 3, ARMSTRONG,
Lieut.-col. R, A.
Retarn of stores, &ec., &c., captured at, and
brought from, Black Rock, on the 14th July,

1812,

One hundred and twenty-three barrels .of salt,
46 harrelg of whiskey, 11 barrels of flour, ¥ bar-
rel oftar, 2 large bales of blankets, (about 200,)
70 large blankets, loose, 5 casks of clothing; 3
cages, containing 396 soldiess’ eaps, 16 bars of
iron, 1 bar of steel, 1 side sole leather, 17 sides of
upper leasher, (some of them marked serjeant
Fitzgerald, 41st regiment, and taken from Fort
Firie, to be returned to the 41st regiment,) 7
large batteaux, 1 large scow.

THOS. €LARK, .
Lieut.-col. 2d Lineoln Militfa.

181r,—TX presame that you are willing to award
honor to whom honor is due, and I therefore
address you to make a small addition to your
account of the attack made under Col. Bisshopp
ou Black Rock. Col. Fitzgibbon has long been
known in Canada in both & civil 2nd militavy
capaceity, and if he were now present he would be
able to give you much interesting and valuable
information. At the time of this attack he was
a Lieutenant in the 49th, and his daring spirit
and energy of character was well known to the
whole army. General Vincent had placed him
in command of a sort of independent eompany of
Rangers. Volunteers from the different regiments
were asked for, and strange to say, so many men
of other regiments offered that it was difficult to
decide who should be permitted to go from the
numerous yomig subs desirous of joining him;
he selected his friend Lieut. Winder of the 49th,
wbw Dr. Winder, Librarian to the House of As-
sembly at Quebee.  Volanteer D. A. McDonell
of the 8th. Volunteer Augustus Thompson of
the 49th, and another youngster of the 49th,
were permitted as a great favor to join hia corps.
We were all dressed in green uniform made from
clothing which had been captured frem the
epemy ; we called ourselves ** Fitzgibbon’s green
‘uns,” We were the firat to cross the river on
the ecxpedition in  question, and Fitzgibbon
pushed on 8o expeditiously, that the block-house
was in our possession long before Col. Bisshopp
wag ready to move forward. For this piece of
impertinence we were repaid by being sent on
in advance without any breakfast to watch the
encmy near Buffulo, while the army was em-
ployed in carrving off the stores. Asaoonas this
had beer accomplished we were ordered to return
and cover the re-embarkation. Col. Bisshopp,
who appeared nettled at not having been infront
during the advance, seemed now dotermined to
be the !ast in retiring, .

We had all embarked anmolested, but ssareely
had we pushed off from the shore, e'er the
enemy's Indians commenced firing on us frony
the bank, to which, unperceived by us, they had
crawled. For the Green 'ans to disembark and
dzive the encemy to the woods required but a few
minxutes, but we were not fairly seated in the
Loats again, before the attack was renewed by
the Indians, reinforced dy the American advance
gaard. Out we all leaped-a second time, and
Nichie and his backers were glad to take shelter
in the bush again, We new foond that we hac
“ Qetched a Tartar "—Porter with his whole force
was upon us. ‘‘Sauve qui peut,” was now the
cryy angd as a matter of course the rush to the
boats was a very devil take the hindmost affair.
In the confusion, some ears in the beat in which
Col. Bisshopp embarked, were lost overboard, and
she drifted down the stream, while the enemy
followed on the bank firing into her, The gallant
Bisshopp, the darling of the army, received hia
death wound ; never was any officer, save always
the lamented Brock, regretted more than he

was,

All the fighting en this eccasion was done by
the Green “aus, and if any merit be due, Fitz-
gibben is entitled to it. In conelusion, I may as
well add, that a part of the ** Greens™ were over
at Fort Schlosser, commanded by Lt. Winder, in
Col. Clark’s expedition; in truth Winder com-
manded. On the day following the attack on
Schlosser,alarge detachment erossed from Buffalo,
and the remainder of Fitzgibbon’s corps, about
twenty-five in number, under Thompson, attacked
them. They made a running fight o1 it of three
ngles before they reached their boats and got
off.

1 am, yours,
A GREEN 'UN.

$S1x,~~To your account of the battle of Stony
Creek I wonld like to add a few particulars which
may not prove uninteresting to your readers, and
you will find that they differ a little from your
account of the surprise.

At eleven o'clock at night the Light Company
and Grenadiers of the 49th were under arms;
every flint was taken out and every charge was
drawn, Shortly after we moved on in sections,
left in front, the Light Company leading the way
towards the enemy’s camp. I had been driven
in that afiernoon from Stony Creek, and was well
acquainted’ with the ground. The cautiouns
silence observed was most painfol; not & whisper
was permitted; even our footsteps were not
allowed to be heard; I shall never forget the
agony caused to the senses by the stealthiness
with which we procecded to ths midnight
slaughter. I was not aware that any other'force
accompanied us than the greuadiers, and when
we approached near the Creek, I ventured 3o
whisper to Cul.xHarvey; * We are close ‘to ‘the
enemy's camp; Sit;" ** Hush ! Fkoow-it," was his
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This affair, too, led to the Americans
throwing off the mask, and, after all the
vituperations so freely lavished on the British,
making usc of the same “ savage arm of the
service” which they had so bitterly and un-
ceasingly condemned.

In describing the British retreat to their
boats, we purposely italicised, in our enume-
ration of the attacking bodics, the words
some Indians, in order to direct the reader's
attention to the fact that the American
Government had called in to their assist-
ance, along the shores of the Niagara,
* the ruthless ferocity of the merciless sava-

ges,” (for this expression see History of the’

United States, vol. 8, page 228.) The plea
for this was the invasion of the United
States territory, (** the pollution of a free
s0it by tyrant governed slaves,”) but it did not
perhaps strike Mr. O’Connor that this admis-
sion must sanction on the part of the British
au alliance with Indians, also—inasmuch as
General Hull had set the example of inva-
sion. The Americans appeared certainly as
liberators, but, then, the Canadians were so

blind to theirinterests as not to perceive the
blessings of freedom which Huls proclama-

tion held out ; hence the Indian alliance.

When the public journalists of one nation
Indian alliance. Rea- 1AVE bf:en collectively
fgm éssigucd forform- descanting on & particu-

lar enormity observable
in the course of action pursued by another,
should that particular course be adopted by
the party previously condemning it? It then
becomes the duty of the historian to seek into
the reasons for the change, and to ascertain
either the causeor the apology.

We have already shown that, from the ruth-
less character of the border warfure which
had so long been waged between the Ameri-
cans and Indians, it was hopeless to expect
that they would at once bury the hatchet, and,
along with it, the recollection of all the wrongs
and crucltics inflicted on them. It became,
therefore, the policy of the Government, see-
ing that their own past, “ruthless ferocity
precluded any hope of alliance, to prevent the
British from secking that co-operation and
friendship denied to themselves. Hence
Hull's first proclamation, and the subsequent
tirades against “savage warfare,” &c.

We have, also, already shown that, inas-
much as Hull's invasion of Western Canada
preceded the occupation of, ot incursionsinto,

the American territory, Mr. O’Connor’s ples,
*

reply. Shortly after a sentry challenged sharply ;
Lieut. Danford and the leading section rushed
forward and killed him with their bayonets; his
bleeding corpse was cast aside and we moved on
with breathless caution. A second challenge—
who comes there?—another rush and the poor
sentinel is transfixed, but his agonized dying
groans alarmed a third who stood near the watch-
fire ; he challenged, and immediately fired and
fled. We all rushed forward upon the sleeping
guard ; few escaped; many awoke in another
world. The excitcment now became intense;
the few who had escaped fired as they ran and
aroused thesleeping army. All fled precipitately
beyord the Creck, leaving therr blankets and
knapsacks behind.

Qur troops deployed into line, and halted in
the midst of the camp fires, and immeédiately
began to replace their flints.  This, though nota
very lengthy operation, wis one of intense
anxicty, for the enemy now opened a most
terrific fire, and many a brave fellow was laid
low. We could only see the flash of the enemy’s
firelocks, while we were perfectly visible to them,
standing, as we did, in the midst of their camp
fires. It was a grand and beautiful sight. No
one who has not witnessed a night engagement
can form any idea of the awful sublimity of the
ssene. The first volley-from thé enemy coming
frora & 8pot as ** dark a8 Erebus™ seemed Jikethe
bursting forth of a volcano. Then agrin‘all was

dark and still. save the noans of the wounded,
the confused click! click! noise made by our
nien in adjusting their flints, and the ring of the
enemy’s ramrods in re-loading. Again the flash
and roar of the musketry, the whistling of the
bullets and the crash of the cannon—* Chaos has
come again.” The anxious moments (hours ir
imagination) have passed; thetremblingly ex-
cited hands of our men have atlast fastened their
flints; the comparatively merry sound of the

ramrod tells that the charge i driven homej,
soon the fire is returncd with animation; the sky”

is illumined with continued flashes ; after a sharp
contest and some changes of position, our men
advance in a body and the enemy’s troops retire,
There were many mistakes made in this action,
the two greatest were removing the men’s flints
and halting in the mnidst of the camp fires, this is
the reason why the loss of the enemy was less
than ours, their wounds were mostly made by
our bayonets. The changes of position by differ-
ent portions of each army, in the dark, accounts
for the fact of prizoners having been made by
both partics. I must give the enemy’s troops
great cred's for having recovered from their
confusion, and for having shewn a bold front so
very soon after their having been 8o suddeniy
and completely surprised. ’

ours,
: 'A'@?x_‘sx_MAN,.
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*The invasion of New York State,” cannot be
considered tenable; we must, therefore, look
further for the cause of this * unnatural alli-
ance with savages.”™  Mr. Thomsont declares
that it wasdone “by way of intimidating the
British and the Indians, as by the Americans
incorporating into their armies, the same kind
of force, the habitual stratagemsof the savages
would be counteracted, and their insidious hos-
tilities defeated,” and yet, oddly enough, adds,
“inthe hope, too, of preventing arecurrence of
previous barbarities.” Smith,{ by way of
proving this, we suppose, cites the following
remarkable instance :— ]
¢ Of the influence of & cultivated pcople,”
writes Dr. Smith, “whose manners and reli-
gion the savages respect, to induce them to
resign their ichuman treatment of their pris-
oners, Major Chappin gave an instructive ex-
ample immediately after uniting his force with
the warriors of the Six Nations. A corps,
composed of volunteer militia and of these In-
dians, had completely put to rout a party of
the encmy in the vicinity of Fort George. In
a council held before the conflict (for all things
must be done itmong them by common con-
gent), the Indians, by his advice, agreed
amongst themselves, besides the obligation of
their general treaty, which they recognized,
.that no one should scalp or tomahawk prison-
«ers, or employ towards them any species of
savage inhumanity. Accordingly, after the
battle, sixteen wounded captives were com-
«mitted solely to their management, when,
.governed by a sacred regard to their covenant,
«and the benevolent advice of their command-
er, they exhibited as great magnanimity to-
«wards their fallen enemy, as they had shown
Dbravery against their foes in battle.”

We can casily understand James's aston-
ishment that any American writer should
have been found to promulgate the fact that
sixteen British captives, writhing under the
anguish of their yet bleeding wounds, were,
by the orders of an American officer, “com-
mitted solely to the management ™ of a party
of hostile Indians, to determine, by way of

- experiment, whether those ruthless savages,|

* History of the War

1+ 8ketches of the War,

1 History of the United Stdtes.

| We earefully employ none but the terms taught us

that faithless and perfidious race would listen
to the advice of their white and civilised
brethren ; and to ascertain whether ¢Ze influ-
ence of a cultivated people would impose any
restraints upon the known habits of Indian
warfare. The artful advice to an infuriated
mob who had just secured their victim, * Do
not nail his ears to the pump,” fades in com-
parison with this example of American: feeling
for their prisoners. After the battle of the
Miami, when the British guard (sce chapter
nine) in charge of the Awmerican prisoners,
were overpowered, and some of them killed
and wounded in defence of the helpless cap-
tives committed to their charge, when forty
Americans fell victims to the fury of the In-
dians, the whole Union resounded with the
most exaggerated accounts of British perfidy
and cruelty.* This outery, too, was raised
only on the unconfirmed statements of the
American press, yet here have we found onc
of these same historians gravely chronicling
an experiment, as to whether the Indians
would act the part of good Samaritans, or scalp
and otherwise torture their victims, Torture
to the feelinigs of the captives, it must, under
all circumstances, have been; a wanten sport-
ing with the fears of his prisoners on the part
of the American officer. James expresses
himself very strongly on this subject. * Hap-
pily, amidst all that hasbeen invented by the
hirelings of the American Government, to
rouse the passions of the people and gain over
to their side the good wishes of other nations,
no British officer stands charged with a crime
half so heinous as that recorded to i.ave been
committed by the American Major Chappin.”
It is clear from this passage that James, at any
rate, does not attribute the American alliance
with the Indians to the desire to render less
horrible or cruel the warfare of the red men.

Another reason has been assigned, and we
will investigate its pro-

Licut t Eldridge’s
massacre. . bability. We will begin

* In our account of the slaughter of Col. Dudley and
his party, we adopted Major Richardson’s version of
the matter (although bearing more hardly on the Brit-
ish), in preference to James’s,in which tho affair is thus
described—* Colouet Dudley and his detachment were
drawn into an ambuscade by a body of Indians, station-
ed in the woods. Here fell the Coloneland the greater
part of his men,’§

by American writere,
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with Mr. Thomson's statement.* On the
8th of July Licutenant Eldridge, of the 13th
regiment, was ordered to the support of some
American pickets with a detachment of some
forty men, In the execution of this service
he fell into an ambuscade, and, after a hard
contest, his party, with the exception of five,
were cut to pieces, by the superior force of

British and Indians. These five prisoners|I

along with the wounded were then, (according
to Mr. Thomson,) “inhumanly murdered,”
and their persons so savagely mutilated that,
“the most temperaterecital of the enemy’s
conduct would, perhaps, scarcely obtain be-
lief” Mr. Thomson here dwells at some
length on the atrocities perpetrated—* split
skulls,” and * torn out hearts” forming part
of his catalogue of horrors—be then adds,
¢« Lieutenant Eldridge was supposed to have
experienced the same fate.”
What were the real facts of this case?
Some stores of which the British were in
particular want, had been left concesled, at
the time of the retreat from Fort George, at a
.8pot not far from an American outpost. The
Indian chief Black Bird having been informed
of the exigencies of the case, volunteerrd to
bring them into the camp, and he accordingly
departed on his expedition with some one
hundred and fifty of his warriors. In the
performance of his undertaking Lieutenant
Eldridge and his party were encountered and
captured. After the American officer had
surrendered, he drew forth a concealed pistol
and shot one of the chiefs, in whose charge he
was, through the head, endeavouring to make
his cscape, for this act of treachery Licut.
Eldridge very deservedly lost his life, and to
those who are cognizant of the Indian
character it will not appear strange that some
of his party should have also paid the penalty
‘of their officer's perfidy. Not one iritish or
Canadian was present on this occagion, (this
is proved by Mr. O'Connor himself, in his
account,t in which he no where alludesto the
British,) yet, Mr. Thomson’s rabid feelings
have induced him to cite this act of cruclty
on the part of the British as a cause for the
indian alliance,
A reference to dates will further disprove
Mr. Thomson's statements. “This * act of

« James quotes this case, also, in bis histcry,
+ History of the War, psgo 106,

cruelty " was perpetrated on the 8th of July,
now the declaration of war by the six nations
of Indians was made three days antecedent,

and could not thercfore have been occasioned
by this “ case of barbarity.”

#We, the chiefs and counsellors of the Six
Declaration of W , by Na.tlons of Indians, re-
the Six Natins of siding in the State of
ndians. New York, do hereby
proclaim to all the war-chicfs and warriors
of the Six Nations, that war is declared on
our part against the Provinces of Upper and
Lower Canada. Therefore, we do hereby com-
mand and advise all the war-chiefs to call
forth the warriors under them, and put them
in motion, to protect their rights and liberties,
which our brethren the Americans, are now
defending.—By the Grand Counseliors.”

It would have been far more honest bad

. American writers come

anlc%.al causes of i boldly forward and justi-
fied, on their real grounds, the alliance which
they had all along desired to form. They would
have been then spared the trouble of inventing,
and the disgrace of circulating, all those
marvellous tales which disgrace their pages.
The credit of being forecmost amongst the
ranks of these modern Baron Munchausens is
certainly due to the government organ, in
which the © Head of the English Church™ is
first vehemently denounced as an “ally of
Kell-hound murderers,” and then contrasted
with the United States Government. ¢ From
the organization of the governmant of the
United States, the constant care of every
administration hasbeen to better the condition
of the Indian tribes, and preserve profound
peace with them. Such is the spirit of our
republican institutions. We never began a
war with them, or placed the tomahawk in
their hands. When the British, in alliance
with them, ravaged our frontier and com-
mitted murders, until then, unheard of, we
advised this restless people to peace, and
resisted their importunity to retaliate on the
enemy the wrongs they had inflicted. They
have been sometimes «mployed as spies or
guides but in no other capacity. At this
moment (April 1818) the United States could
let Joose on the British in Canada, upwards
of one thousand Indian warriors, impatient
for the field of battle, thirsting for blood, But
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the same policy prevails; they are retained by
force, or persuaded, or pensioned to remain
quiet.” What a glorious contrast.

It would appear, however, that the Ameri-
cans discovered that there is a limit beyond
which human patience can no further go—
hence the expediency of employing them as
a means of counteracting the wiles and stra-
tagems of the hostile tribes, and of gradually
instilling into their savage minds the lessons
of moderation and christian forbearance.
Would it not have been far more honest, we
repeat, to have frankly admitted, that by rep-
regentations, and presents, the object of the
Americans had been gained, and that some
of the Indian tribes had, forgetting past
wrongs, rallied under the American standard.
This, fhowever, would not have suited the
purposes of the American government, which
was, even at the time of completing the
treaty with the Indians, meditating farther
treachery and violence against the haplessand
persecuted red man. At the very time of the
completion of the treaty,the government organ
writes: “Jt appears as though the extermina-
tion of the fuithless race was indispensable to
our safety. We have evidences of their jfero-
city that it would be criminal to jforget.”
What follows is even more at variance with
the lessons of {moderation and forbearance
which the humane and considerate command-
ers of the American army had it so at hearg
to inculcate. “In the nature of things it
will be impossible for them to defend them-
selves, nor can Great Britain give any security
by treaty. She may abandon or support as
policy dictates. Thus the time is at band
when they will be swept away from the face
of the country as with the besom of destruc-
tion.” We can scarcely believe that any one
who reads the above, can be at aloss to ac-
count for the inveterate and determined hos-
tility evinced by the Indians towards the
Americans. Most unfortunately for the case
of moderation, and so forth, which American
writers are so desirous of establishing, Niles
Register institutes a comparison between the
use of the Indians by the British asanalogous
to the use of blood hounds in Cuba by the
Spaniards,* & most unfortunate comparison,

as in Mrs, Stowe’s late work (the world wide
known Uncle Tom's Cabin.) ‘Prok! pudor!
the enlightened Americans of the present
day are represented as following the same
atrocious customs with reference too, not to
their enemies, but to those in whom nature
has implanted the same burning desire for
frecedos: which we presume inflimed the
breasts of a Washington, a Jackson, or a
Lawrence.

This digression is, perhaps, scarcely rele-
vant to our subject, but when we find such
atrocious paragraphs in American books, pro-
fessing to be * Historical Registers,” we feel
bound to retort the calumnies and fix the
stizma of cruelty on the nation to which it
more properly beiongs, *The United States.”

American writers may place what colour-
ing they please on thiy alliance, and may
assign any reason they think proper—but
the real fact of the case stands thus—the
capture of York, the occupation of Fort
Eric and Fort George, and Proctor's with-
drawal of his forces from the territory of
Michigan, gave an appearance of reality
to the vapouring and gasconade of the
Americans, and enabled them to hold out
such reasonable hopes of conquest or plunder
as were sufficient to overbalance that deadly
animosity which was the most natural feeling
for every Indian to cherish, to whom mémory
had not been denied.

We omitted, in our account of General
General Clay’s Mani-  Clay’s defeat at the Mi-
festo. ami, to introduce the
manifesto issued by him previous to that ac-
tion. It will, however, serve here as an illus-
tration of the lesson of moderation inculcated
by the American Commanders. It will be
remembered that General Clay’s army met
with precisely the same fite as their butch-
ered brethren whom they were burning with
haste to avenge.

@eneral Orders.

SoLpiers, You are now about to leave the
shores of Kentucky—Many of you can boast
that she gave you birth—She is indeed dear
to us all.

*Below will ba found an account of the educa-
cation of the blood-hounds introduced by the
Spaniards into St. Domingo, firat to destroy the

Indians and afterwards the fugitive negroes. All
who have written upon the settlement of America,
have endeavored to give immortality to the cruel-
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Kextuckiaxs etand kigh in the estimation
of our commen country. Qur brothers in
arms, who have gone before us to the scene of
action, have acquired a fame, which should
never be forgotten by you—a fame worthy
your emulztion, '

I feel conscious you would rather see your
country no more, than retura to it, under the
impression, $hat by an act of yours, the high
character of Kentucky had fallen.

To support this reputation, purchased by
valor and by blood, you must with fortitude
meet the hardships, and discharge the duties

ties of the Spaniards in this particular ; and many
British historians are singularly eloquent on this
great theme for censure. But who had the aston-
ishing audacity to justify the Spaniards on the
plea that these blood-hounds could not be res-
trained from thrusting their heads into the bow-
els and tearing out the living hearts of their vic-
tims? No one has had the impudence to do this;
but the blame is universally lid where it justly
applies, and the Spariards, who used the dogs, are

idered as responsible for the enormities they
commiited.

From the famous speech of Lord Dorchester
to the Indians in 1794, to the present day, the
British in Canada have constantly trained savages
for the very work they are now engaged in. This
is not mere assertion. It can be sustained by
hosts of testimeny; and will be received as an
established fact by an impariial posterity. A war
with the United States has always been regarded
by the British as a probable event, sooner or
later; and his “gracious majesty’s® officers in
Canada have been unremittingly employed to
attach the biped blood-hounds to themselves,
while they excited their hatred to the Americans,
by every means in their power.

NOTE.~—BLOOD-BOUNDS,

The following is the mode of rearing blood-
hounds and the manner of exercising them by
chasseurs:—

The moment the blood-hounds are taken from
the dam they are confined in kennels, with iron
bars in front, like the dens used by showmen for
confining wild beasts, where they are sparingly
fed on the blood and entrails of animals. As
they grow up, their keepers frequently expose in
front of their cage a figure resembling a negro,
male and female. and of the same color and dress,
the body of which containg the blood and entrails
of beasts, which being occasionally suffered to
gush out, the figure attracts the attention of the
doga as the source of their food. They are then
gradually reduced in their meals till, they are
almost famisbed, while the image i8 frequently ex-
posed to their view; and when they struggle
with redoubled ferocity against their prey the
image is brought nearer at intervals; till-at last it
is abandoned to their hunger, and being of wicker
work, is inau instant torn to pieces, and thus

of soldiers. Discipline and subordination
wark the real soldier—and are indeed the
goul of an army.

In every situation, therefore, the most per-
fect subordination—the most rigid discharge
of duty will be expected from all. Partiality
or injustice shall be shown to none.

I have the most perfect confidence in your
attachment and support through every diffi-
culty we may encounter.

It is upon you—it is upon your subordina-
tion and discipline I rely, for a successful
issue of the present campaign. Without this

they arrive at a copious meal. While they gorge
themselves withthis, the keeperand his colleagues
caress and encourage them. By this execrable
artitice the white people ingratiate themselves
with the dogs, and teach them to regard a negro
as their proper prey.—As soon as the young dogs
gre thus initiated, they are taken out to be exer-
cised on living objects, and are trained with greas
care, till they arrive at the necessary nicety and
exactness in the pursuit of the poor wretches
whom they arve doomed to destroy. The common
use of these dogs in the Spanish islands was in
the cliase for run-away negroes in the mountains.
—When once they got scent of the object, they
speedily ran him down and devoured him, unless
he could evade the pursuit by zlimbing a tree, in
which case the dogs remained at the foot of the
tree yelping in a most horrid manner till their
keepers arrived. If the victim was to be .pre.
served for a public exhibition or a cruel punish-
ment, the dogs were then muzzled and the priso-
ner foaded with chains.—On his neck was placed
a collar with spikes inward aud hooks outward;
the latter for the purpose of entangling him in
te bushes if he should attewpt to escape. If
the unhappy wretch proceeded faster than his
guard, it was. construed into an attempt to ron
from them, and he was given up to the dogs, who
instdntly devoured him. Not seldom on a jour-
ney of considerable length, these causes were
feigned by their keepers.to relieve them from
their prisoners; and the inhuman monster, who
perpetrated the act, received a reward of ten dol-
lars from the colony on making oath of his having
destroyed his fellow-creature! The keepers, in
general, acquire an absolute command over these
dogs; but while the French army used them in
their late war against St. Domingo, while they had
possession of the Cape, the dogs frequently broke
loose in that neighborhood, and children were
devoured in the public way; and sometimes they
surprised & barmless family of laborers (who had
submitted and furnished the French themselves
with necessaries) at their simple meal, tore the
babe from the breast of its mother, and involved
the whoie party in one common and cruel death,
and returned when gorged, with their horrid jaws
drenched in human blood. Even the defenceless
huts of the negroes have been broken into by
these dreadful animale and the sleeping inhabit-
ants have shared a like miserable fate,
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confidence and support, we shall achieve
nothing honorable or useful.

The same destiny awaits us both. That
which exalts or sinks you in the estimation of
vour country, will produce to me her appro-
bation or condemuation.

Fecling this same common interest, the
first wishes of my heart are, that the present
campaign should prove honorable to all, and
useful to the country.

Should we encounter the enemy—ReMEM-
BER THE DREADFUL FATE OF ovr BUTCH-
ERED BROTHERS 4T THE RIVER RAISIN—
that Britisk treachory pooduced their slaugh-
ter.

The justice of our cause—with the aid of
an approvirg Providence, will be sure gua-
rantees to our succoss.

GREEN CLAY,
BRIGADIER GENERAL,

The tone of this manifesto, and the spirit
breathed in the concluding paragraphs, re-
quire no comment on our part. The words in
capital lotters are exactly as they appeared in
General Green Clay's own document. Inthe
teeth of such a manifesto the Americanshave
dared to impute cruelty to the British, while
carefully suppressing the well known fact—
that just at this very time General Vincent
hadsatat the head ofa commitiee by whom, as
the best means of putting an end to any
cruelties, it had been resolved, that ten dol-
Jars should be paid, tu every Indian, for every
American prisoner brought in alive, This
resolution, James declares, appeared in a
Boston paper, but we regret to state that not

general orders issued on different occasions
from head quarters, The movements of the
right division were undoubtedly attended with
the most important and beneficial results, and
when we consider that their force very rarely
exceeded in numbers a single regiment their
exertions and encrgy become more remark-
able. .

Expedition sgainst General Proctor was in-
Fort Meigs. duced, towards the end
of July, to prepare, at the instance of Teaum-
seth, to repeat his attempt on Fort Meigs.
Tecumseth’s plan, according to Richardson,
was. as follows :—* Immediately in rear of
Fort Meigs, and at right angles with theriver,
ran the road to Sandusky, distant about
thirty miles, upon, or near, which the chief had
been apprized by his scouts that General
Harrison, (who with a large portion of his
force had left the fort soon after its relief from
Gieneral Proctor’s presence,) was at that
moment encamped., Having landed some
miles lower down the river, the whole of the
Indian force was to march through the woods,
and gain, unperceived by the troops in the
fort, the Sandusky road, where a sham engage-
ment was to take place, leading the garrison
to believe a corps, hastening to their relief,
had been encountered, and attacked by the
Indians, and inducing them to make a sortie
for their rescue. The moment they had
crossed the open ground, intervening between
their position and the skirt of the wood, we
were to rise from our ambuscade, and take
them in the rear, making at the same time a
rush for the fort, before the enemy could

one of the numerous officers and men saved
by its instrumentality, ever had the good
fceling to acknowledge to what cause their
safety was due,

have time effectually to close his gates.”

This plan was certainly, to all appear-
ance, a good one, and the attempt was
made accordingly, but, whether the Americans
suspected the ruse or not, they did not stir
from the protection of theirifort, although,
according to Richardson, the fire had become
so animated and heavy, as to leave the British
half in doubt whether the battle was a sham
or real one.
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General Proctor and the right division of
Proctor’s movements the army now demand
in the West. our attention. We can-
not, however, concur with Major Richardson,
who claims for this corps, the proud title of
“the fighting division of Canada.” We do
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not mean by our denial to detract one whit
from the laurels won by the right division,
but only to assert the claim of the other
divisions of the army, whether composed of
regulars or militia, and this claim weare borne
out in making, if we refer io the various

The surprise of Fort Meigs by stratagem
having failed, and as any attempt to reduce
it by siege was out of the question, what
guns there were,being only light six pounders
—it was resolved, (Major Richardson says

at Tecumseths’ earnest request,) to atlempt
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the reduction of a fort vhich had been con-
tructed on tho west side of the Sandusky
river. This fort, about forty miles from the
mouth of the river, stood on a rising ground,
commanding the river to the east; having a
plain ¢o the north and a wood to the west.
“The body of ihe fort was about one hundred
yards in length, and fifty in breadth, sur-
rounded, outside of all the other defences,
by a row of strong pickets twewe feet
high from the ground; each picket armed
at the top with a bayonet.”™ Just outside
of this fence, with the embankment reaching
to the foot of the pickets, was a ditch twelve
foet wide, and seven deep, thus forming a
glacis of nincteen feet high, The ditch was
protected by a bastion and two strong block-
houses which completely enfiladed it, thus
forming a very sufficient and formidable line
of defence. 'We have no means of ascertain-
ing correctly the number of troops that formed
the garrison, but as an American account
places them at ‘“‘an effective force of one
hundred and sixty rank and file,” we may
safely and without fear of cxaggeration, put
the numbers down at two hundred and fifty.
Of the British there were three hundred and
ninety-one officers and privates. Of the
Indians there were but two hundred, and
they withdrew to a ravine out of gunshot,
almost immediafely on the action commencing.

On the first day of August a landing was
effected, under an ineffectual discharge from
the enemy’s gnns, and & position taken up in
the wood, on the skirt of which the British
sixpounders were placed. On the morning of
the second a fire was opened on the fort and
continued till three, p. m., by which time it
having been ascertained that the five from the
light sixes would affect no breach on the
stockade, General Proctor resolved to carry
the fort by storm. Forming his men accord-
ingly into three columns,about 4 p.m. he began
his attack, and although exposed to a most
destructive fire, the gallant body reached the
ditch. “Not 2 fascine” says Richardson,
“had been provided, and although axes had
been distributed among a body of men sclec-
ted for the purpose, they were so biunt, that
it would have been the work of hours to
cut through the double line of pickets, even

* History of the War, page 181,

if an enemy had not been there to interrupt
our progress.”

In defiance of this difficulty, the axe-men
leaped without hesitation into the ditch, and
attempted to acquit themselves of their duty ;
but they were speedily swept away by the
guns from the batteries, charged with musket
balls and slugs and directed with fatal preci-
sion, The troops had cstablished themselves
on the edge of the ditch, but it was impossible
to scale without the aid of ladders or fascines ;
and within a few paces of the enemy only,
they saw their comrades fall on every hand
with no hope of avenging their deaths. The
second division had only two officers attached
to it. Brevet Licutenant-colonel Short,of the
41st, was killed while descending the ravine
at the head of his column, when, the com-
mand devoiving on Lieutenait Gordon of the
same regiment, that officer encouraging his
men, and calling upon them to follow his ex-
ample, was one of the first in the ditch, and
was in the act of cutting the picketing with
his sabre, when a ball, fired from a wall-piece,
struck him in the breast. Although danger-
ously wounded, he refused to abandon his
post, and continued to animate nis men by his
example, until a second ball, fired from the
same piece, and lodging in his brain, left the
division without an officer. The action had
continued nearly two hours without produ-
cing the slightest impression on the enemy,
when the bugles sounded the * cease firing,”
and the men were ordered to lie flat on the
ground on the cdge of the ravine. The first
division were so near the enemy, that they
could distinctly hear the various orders given
in the fort, and the faint voices of the wound-
ed and dying in the ditch, calling out for wa-
ter, which the enemy had the humanity to
lower to them on the instant.  After continu-
ing in this position until nine o’clock, the col-
umns received an order to effect their retreat
in silence, which was done accordingly, the
enemy merely firinga few vollies of musketry,
producing however no material effect. The
troops having been re-embarked the same
night, the expedition descended the river, and
returned to Amherstburg. Our loss in this
affair was severe—three officers, one ser-
geant, twenty-two rank and file killed ; three
officers, two sergeants, thirty-six rank and
file wounded; and one sergeant, twenty-eight
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rank and file missing. Of this number, the
proportion of the first division alone, consist-
ing principally of the light company of the
41st, which had attacked the strongest point
of the position, was five and thirty men.

During the assault, no assistance whatever
was afforded by the Indians, who, unaccus-
tomed to this mode of warfare, contented
themselves with remaining quiet spectators of
the scene.

It isa curious circumstance that we do nct
find in James, Geheral Proctor’s official de-
spatch on this subject. Richardson writes,
“The only British document referring to the
matter at all, is the following brief notice by
Sir Gearge Prevost, evidently founded on a
more detailed communication from General
Proctor. We give Sir George's gencral order,
and the Amecrican official version* The only
one we have been able to get at will be found
below in our notes:—

General Order.
Head Quarters, Kingston,
Adjutant General’s Office, 8d Sept. 1813.
His Excellency the Commander. of the
Forces has received a despatch from Major
General Proctor, reporting the circumstances
of an attack, made by a small portion of re--
gular troops and 2 body of Indian warriors,
on the 2d of August, on the American fort of
Lower Sandusky, which, owing to the strength
of the enemy’s works, which recisted the fire
of the light field guns brought against it—so
that a practicable breach could not be effected
—as also from the want of sufficient co-opera- -
tion on the part of the Indian warriors, unused
to that mode of warfare, the assault was not
attended with that brilliant success which has
so uniformly signalized the gallant exertions
of the right division. The Major General ex-
tols the intrepid bravery displayed by the
detachment under Brevet Licutenant Colonel

*Copy of a lelter from Major Croghan to Gen,
Harrison, cated
Zower Sandusky, dugust 5, 1813.

Dzar Sin,—1I have the honor to inlarm you,
that the combined force of the enemy, amounting
to at least 500 regulars, and as many Indians,
under the immediate command of Gen. Proctor,
made its appcarance before this place, early on
Sunday evening last; and assoon as the Gereral
had made such disposition of his troops, as would
cut off my retreat (should I be disposed to meke
one), he sent Col. Eliiott, accompanied by Major
Chambers, with a flag, to demaud the surrender
of the fort, as he was anxious to spare the effu-
sion of bload; which he should probably not have
in his power to do, should he be reduced to the
necessity of taking the place by storm. My an-
swer to the summons was, that I was determined
t0 defend the place to the last extremity, and
that no force, however large, should induce me
to swrrender it. - Sosoon as the flag had returned,
2 brisk firc was opened upon us, from the gun-
boats in the river, and from 2 five-and-a-half-iuch
howitzer, on shore, which was kept up with little
intermission throughout the night. At an carly
bour the next morning, three sixes (which had
been placed during the night within 250 yards
of the pickets), began to play upon us—but with
little cffect.  About four o'ctock r.x, discovering
that the fire, from all his guns, was concentrated
against the N.\V. angle of the fort, I became
confident that his object was to make a breach,
and attermpt to storm the works at that point. I
therefore ordercd out 2as many men as could be
employed, for the purpose of strangthening that
part—which was 30 cffectually sccured, by means
of bags of flour, sand, &c., that the'picketing suf-
{ered litdle or no injury ; notwithstanding which,
the cnemy, about 500, having formed in close
columa, advauccd to ‘assault our works, at the

expected point; at the same time making two
feints on the front of Captsiu Hunter's lines. The
column, which advanced agzainst the north-west-
ern angle, consisting of about 350 men, was 8o
completely enveloped in smoke as not to be
discovered, until it had approached within 18 or
20 paces of the lines; but the men being all at
their posts, and ready to receive it, commenced
80 heavy and galling a fire asto throw the column
a little into confusion ; being quickly rallied, iv
advanced to the outworks, and began toleap into
the ditch; just at that moment a fire of

was opened from our six-pounder (which had been
previously arranged, so a8 to rake in that diree-
tion), which, together with the musketry, threw
them into such confusiop, that they were com-
pelicd to retire precipitately to the woods. Dur-
ing the sssault, which'lasted about half an hour,
an inceseant fire was kept up by the enemy’s ar-
tillery (which consisted of five sixes and & how- -
itzer), but without effect. My whole Joss, during
the sicge, was onc killed and seven slightly
wounded. The loss of the enemy, in killed,
wounded, and prisoners, must exceed 150. One
Licutenant Colonel, a Licutenant, and 50 rank
aud file, were found in and about the ditch, dead
or wounded; those of the remainder, who were
not able to escape, were taken off, during the
night, by the Indians. Seventy stand of arms
and scveral brace of pistols have been collected
near the works. About three in the morning the
enemy sailed down the river, leaving behind
them a boat, containing clothing and considerable
military stores.

Too much praise cannot be bestowed on the
officers, non-commissioned officers, and privates
under my command, for their gallantry and
good conduct during the siege.

Yours, with respect,
G. GROGHAN,
Major 17th U.S, Inf. commanding



HISTORY OF THE WAB OF 1812, 59

Short, in endeavoring to force a passage into
the enemy’s fort, and laments the loss of the
brave soldiers who have fallen in this gallant
although unsuccessful assault.

Return of killed and wounded.

Ono captain, one lieutenant, one sergeant,
one drummer, twenty-one 1ank and file killed:
One sergeant and twenty-cight rank and file
missing. Two capiains, one licutenant, two
sergeants, one drummer, thirty-five rank and
file wounded.

Killed—Brevet Licut.-Col, Short, Licut.
Gordon, 41st regiment, Lieut, Laussaussiege,
Indian department,

Wounded—Capt. Dixon, Royal Engineers,
Capt. Muir and Licut, Macintyre, 41st regi-
meat, ali slightly.

By his Excellency’s command.
Epwarp Barnk, Adjutant General.

Although we have such positive evidence

. as to the share that the
mﬁﬁﬁs“ﬂa‘i"" Indians had in the at-
tack on the fort at Sandusky, the American
‘writers are determined to drag the Indians
within' the limits of the ditch which had
proved so fatal to the British troops. “The
Indians,” says Mr. Thomson, * were coraged

and mortified at this unparallelled defeat, and
carrying their wounded from the ficld, they
indignantly followed the British regulars to
the shipping.” In all the account given by
this-writer in his misTory, not the slightest
notice is taken of the heroic bravery exhibited
by Col..Short and his men, although the most
lavish encomias arc bestowed on Majer
Croghan and his “band of Aeroes” who
snugly ensconced behind. their pickets com-
pelled an army ten times superior to retreat
tngloriously. Mr. O'Connor, more artful
although not more liberal, leavesit to be
understood that the Indians joined in the
attack. “Itis a fact worthy of notice,” says
this gentleman, *‘that not one Indian was
found amongst the dead, although from three
to four hundred were present.”

Before following General Proctor’s motions,

General  Proctor’s after his retreat, we
movements. must return to the
Niagara frontier, faking a glance, as we pass,
at York and Commodore Chauncey’s second
descent upon it. The movements also in the
lower province demand our atfention. So
many important events require, however, a
fresh chapter.
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o

CHAPTER XII.

B

Maule, who commanded at Burlington Heights,
Col. Battersby by a forced march of extra-
ordinary celerity, arrived with his reinforce-
ment, aud the American commodore, finding
that his reception was likely to be warmer
than he either anticipated or desired, prudent-
ly kept his men out of reach of harm, con-
tenting himself with the capture of a few of
the ncighboring inhabitants. Ilaving ascer-
tained, however, that Col. Battersby’s depar-
ture had left York undefended, he determined
to swell the number of * American victories
by “a second siege and storming. &c.” of that
place. He accordingly scized his opportunity,
and bore away for that port, which he
<ntered on the 81st July.

Amongst the officers whom Commodore

Col. Scott breaking Chauncey had embarked
parole. fortheexpedition against
Burlington Heights, we find the name of
Licut. Col. Scott. Now, according to Sir
George Prevost, Licut. Col. Scott was at that
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Coumovore  Chauncey having completed
Commiodore Chaun. D€ cquipmt.znt of the
ﬁep);’g fﬁﬁﬁ'd descent General Pike, a new
vessel of about the same

tonnage as the Wasp, and manned with a
very large crew, about onc hundred and
twenty of whom had been drafted from the
Constitution, while the restof her complement
had been made up from other vessels in the
Atlantic ports, again appeared on the lake to
resume offensive operations. We have been
particular in noticing the mode in which the
General Pike was manned, as a body so large
as one hundred and twenty from one vessel,
all trained to work together, must have in-
spired her commander with the greatest con-
fidence, cspecially when aware that, with the
exception of the few thorough bred scamen
who had been brought from Great Britain by
Sir James Yeo, the remainder of the crews of
the British Canadian navy were fresh water
scamen, picked up hastily, and possessing few
recommendations, save dauntless bravery, and
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an ardent attachment to the cause in which
they had been enlisted. Commodore Chaun-
cey’s fleet now consisted of fourteen vessels,
making up a force of over twenty-seven hun-
dred tons, and manned by about twelve hun-
dred picked men.  Sir James Yeo's flect was

time an unexchanged prisoner of war, on his
parole. Breaking paroieis a severe charge to
make against an officer, especially one who,
as General Scott, has occupied, since, s0
prominent a place in the world’s history,
nevertheless, on Mr. James' authority, and
with but faint denial of the charge from

just one third inferior to his adversary in
tonnage, guns and men ; what his men lacked,
however, in numbers and discipline, was in
somo degree made up by the spirit and zeal
which animated them.

American historians, we fecl compclled to
avow our belief that Lieut. Col. Scott did
actually forfeit his pledged word of honor as
a soldier, on the occasion of the second descent
upon York.

We will now enter on our proof of this
charge. Al lists of prisoners paroled or ex-
changed, were necessarily transmitted to the
commander-in-chicf. In this case it will be
found in Sir George Prevost's despatch of the
Sth August* to Lord Bathurst, that colonel
Seott s expressly mentioned as an unparoled
prisoner who had forfeited his pledged word.
A faint attempt has been made to clear
colonel Scott, from the imputation on the
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Commodore Chauncey’s first object wasthe
Yomonstration azainst capture, o destraction,
the atores ab Burling- of a considerable quan-
ton Heights. tity of stores that had
been collected at Burlington Heights, and
which he had ascertained to be but slenderly
guarded. Col. Harvey, anxious for the pro-
tection of these stores, and suspecting, from
Chauncey’s manceuvres, his designs, des-
patched Licut. Col. Battersby, with part of
the Glengarry regiment fo strengthen Major

.
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plea that “ he believed himself to be an ex-
changed prisoner,” but ag no shadow of proof
has bcen brought forward, the defence can
not be entertained—The following was the
form of parole signed by licutenant-colonel
Scott and others when taken prisoners, “we
promise, on honor, not to bear arms, directly
or indirectly, against his Britannic Majesty,
or his allies, during the present war, until we
are regularly exchanged. We likewise en-
gage that the undermentioned non-com-
missioned officers and privates, soldiers in the
service of the United States, who arc per-
mitted to accompany us, shall conform to the
same conditions.” This is no accusation
trumped up at this late period to impugn
Gen. Scott’s character as a man of honor—on
the contrary, it was miade at the time, and

.while licutenant-colonel Scott was yet un-

known to fame, and of no’ more importance
in public estimation than any other American
officer. It is therefore of consequence, that
his friends should, if they can, at least make
the attempt to wipe away the imputation.

An extract from James will throw some
additional light on the subject, and prove that
there were other officers besides colonel Scott,
who did not scruple to break their parole,
when a convenient opportunily presented
itsclf. *To thedoughty quarrel between Mr.
President Madison, and general James Wil-
kinson, * of the American army, we are in-
debted for someimportant disclosures relative
to the paroled prisoners. The general very
candidly tells us, that licutenant George
Read, a witness examined on the part of the
prosccution, at the general court martial,
held at Troy, in the State of New York, in
February, 1814, deposed on oath, “that on
tho 24th December, 1813, while a prisoner
on parole, he reccived from colonel Larned,
an order to repair to Greenbush, in the fol-
lowing words:— - .

‘I am dirccted by the secretary of war, to
call in all the American prisoners of war, at
or near this vicinity, to their post, and that
the offieers join them for drilling, &c.—You
will therefore repair to the cantonments at
Greenbush, without loss of time.” *Licute-
nant Read further deposcth, that he repaired
to Greenbush, in pursuance of the order, and

® Wilkinson’s Mcmoirs, vol, 3, page 197,

made no objectxons to domg duty that on
general Wilkinson's arrival at Waterford, in
the ensuirg January, licutenant Read called
upon him, and cxkibited the order received
from licutenant-colonel Larned; that general
Wilkinson thought the order very improper,
and afterwards issued the following order,
dated, Waterford, January, 16th 1814.

‘A military officer is bound to obey
premptly, and without hesitation, every order
he may receive, which does not affect his
bonor; but this precious inheritance must
never be voluntarily forfeited, nor should any
carthly power wrest it from him. It follows
that, where an officer is made prisoner, and
released on his parole of honor, not to bear
arms against the enemy, no professional
duties can be imposed on him, while he con-
tinues in that condition; and under such
circumstances, every military man will justify
him for disobedience.”

“Such,” adds James, “are the principles
upon which Mr. Madison conducted the late
war. Licutenant-colonel Scott, although per-
haps not one of those American officers, who,
like licutenant Read, ‘made no objection to
doing duty’ in compliance with the shameful
order of his Government, certainly gave his
parole at Queenston, and yet subsequently
appearcd in arms, both at Fort George, and
at York.”

‘We take pleasure in mentioning, that licu-
tenant Carr, of the United States army, also a
prisoner at Queenston, declined obeying the
order to perform duty, on the ground, that it
was always contrary to the parole. This
meritorious case being an exception, as it
would appear, cnhances its value; and it
ought to opcrate as a lesson to that govern-
ment, which could thus stab the reputation of
its officers, to facilitate the means of conquest.

Itis perfectly clear that Lieutenant-Colonel
Scott broke his parole in cvery scnse,
a3 he not only joined what might be called
the non-combatants in their usual garrison
routine of drills, &c.; but he took, according
to Sir George, an active part in the more
stirring scenes of the campaign, thusrendering
his dereliction from the path of honor doubly
flagrant. We have found that American
writers have been always ready to lay hold of
the slightest charge (witness the case of Capt.
Mauners at Stony Creek) against British
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officers, it will bo well for them then in the
present case to direct their attention towards
clearing the character of one of their most
distinguished men from the stain of dishonor
resting on it.

Te return, however, from our digression, to
Second d Commodore Chauncey,
> escent upon R

York by Chauncey. whom we left just after
his appearance, a second time, before York.
This place being left by Colonel Battersby’s
departure with the Glengarry” fencibles, un-
defended, the* Americans landed without
opposition and took quiet possession. The
first thing done was to lay hold of everything,
in the shape of stores, that could possibly be
construed into public property, and the decision
resting not with a court of judicial enquirers,
but rather with men not overburthened with
scruples, it may be ecasily inferred that some
private property did by mistake find its way
to American owners. Their other acts seem
to have been attended with the same evidences
of republican license, as they opened the
gdoland liberated the prisoners, some of whom
were in confinement awaiting their trial for
capital offences. The few men in the hospital
who were so ill as not to bear moving, even
in the opinion of American prisoner-hunters,
were paroled—the others were removed as
trophies won at the *“second battle of York.”
The public stere-houses were then all destroy-
ed, and by mistake some of the store-houses
of the inoffensive inhabitants with large
quantities of provisions, were first sacked, and
afterwards burnt. This was a fair day’s work,
and accomplished without so much fighting or
lossof life as the capture of the depét at Burl-
lington would have occasioned. A commander
of energy or daring would, perhaps, have been
scarcely satisficd to leave himself open to the
charge of having been frightened by s handful
of men, and prevented, in consequence, from
accomplishing an cnterprise of some import-
ance. Commodore Chauncey, however, knew
hetter, and as we suppose he must have been
the best judge of the value of his character,
we Ieave our readers to form their own esti-
mate of the affair. A second landing was
made on the next day, and an expedition fitted
out which procceded a mile or 20 up the Don,
under the pretext of searching for public
stores.  The real object was to prosure fresh

provisions cheaply for the shipping. Having
succeeded in_all their objects, towards evening
they embarked, and the fleet sailed for Niagaras
taking with them, or having destroyed, five
guns, eleven boats, with a quantity of shot,
shells and other military stores. Sir George’s
dispatch™ will bear out all we have asserted
relative to the injuries inflicted by the enemy
on private individuals, by whom, indeed, this
visitation was almost entirely felt. Thisisa
circumstance which must not be lost sight of
by the reader, as we shall soon have to show
how loud was the outcry raised by both the
American people and government when
retaliatory measures werc adopted by the
British. Christic mentions a curious coinci-
dence, viz :-that on the very day the American
commander and his troops were burning the
barracks and stores at York, Lieut.-Col,
Murray was no le§s actively employed on the
same busipess at Plattsburg—we shall, how-
ever, have to treat of this in.its proper place.
The American fleet remained quictly at
Niagara until the appearance of the British
fleet on the 8th of August. Sir James had
sailed from Kingston, on the 81st of July with -
supplics for the army, and having duly landed
them, he looked into Niagara in hopes of
tempting Commodore Chauncey to leave his
anchorage. The challenge was accepted and
the Americans bore down on the British line
with whom they manceuvred for nearly two

* Xrom Sir G. Prevost to Earl Bathurst.
Head.quarters, Kingston,

Upper Canada, August 8th, 1813.

My Lord,—I huve the honour to acquaint your
lordship, that the enemy’s fleet, of 12 sail, made
its appearance off York on the 3lst ultimo.
The three square rigged vessels, the Pike, Madie-
on, and Oneida, came to anchor in the offing;
but the schoouers passed up the harbor, and
landed several boats full of troops at the former
garrison, and procceded iroin thence to the town,
of which they took poss~ssion. They opencdthe
goal, liberated the prisoners, and took away three
solders confined for felony: they then went to
the hospitals, and paroled the few men thatcould
not be removed. They nextentered the store-
houses of some of the inhabitants, scized their
contents, chiefly flour, and the same being private

? | property. Between 11 and 12 o'clock that night

they returned on board their vessels. The next
morning, Sunday, the 1st instant, the enemy
again landed, and sent three armed boats up the
river Don, in search of public stores, of which
being disappointed, by sun-set both soldiers and
sailors had evacuated the town, the small barrack
wood-yard,.and storé-house, on Gibraltar Poist,
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days, losing four small vessels during that
time, two of them, (the Julia and Growler)
by capture, and the other two, (the Scourge
of eight guns and the amilton of nine,) by
their being upset in & squall* The entire
crews of these vessels, with the exception of
sixteen who were saved by the British boats,
were lost.  Commodore Chauncey, somewhat
disheartened at the loss of four of his vessels,
and so many men, bore up for Niagara, from
whence he sailed soon after to Sackett’s
Harbor, where he arrived on the 18th of
August. As the reader may be scarcely yet
aware of the actual superiority in point of force
of the Americans over the British fleet, we
will give a few extracts from the Naval
Register with the defailed account of the
occurrences of the 9th and 10th of August.

We will follow Sir James Yeo through all
< . his operations from the
3‘:&2‘2?’ Yeo on Lake date of the returnof the
fleet, after the Sackett’s Harbor attempt, to
the affair now under consideration.

We have already shown the valuable ser-
vice rendered by Sir James, in the attack on
the Americans, at the Forty Mile Creek,where
it may be remembered much valuable camp
equipage, stores, provisions, &c.—were, thro’
his instrumentality, captured. On the 18th
(June) he made prizes of two schooners and

- some ‘boats containing supplies, and learning
from some of the prisoners, that there was a

baving being first set on fire by them; and at
dayl-!ight the following moraing the enemy’s fleet
sailed.

The plunder obtained by the enemy upon this
predatory expedition has been indeed trifling,
and the loss hasaltogether fallen upon individuals ;
the public stores of every description having been
removed ; and the only prisoners taken bv them,
there, being confined to felons and invalidsiu the
hoepital. .

The troops which were landed were acting as
marines, and appeared to be about 250 men;
they were under the command of commodore
Chauncey aud licutenant-colonel Scott, an unex-
changed prisoner of war on his parole, both of
whom landed with the troops. The town, upon
the arrival of the enemy, was totally defenceless;
the militia were still on their parole; and the
principal gentlemen had retired,-from an appre-
heusion of being treated with the samo severity
used towards several of the inhabitants near Fort-
George, who had been made brisoners, and sent

_*Churistic saya, “upsct through press ofsailin endetvor-.
iug to escape™ .

depdt of provisions at the Genesee River he
directed his course thither, and succeeded in
securing the whole. On the19thhe captured
another supply of stores and provisions from
Great Sodus, and returned on the 29th to
Kingston.

On his next craise, after landing the stores
at Burlington we found him, as aiready de-
scribed, inviting the American fleet to leave
the protection of their batteries. We will
now quote from the Naval Chronicle:

“The Americans, by their own admission,
had fourteen vessels, armed, also by their ad-
mission, with one hundred and fourteen guns.
Nearly one-fourth of the long guns and car-
ronades were on pivot carriages, and were
consequently as cffective in broadside as twice
the number. The fourteen American vessels
were manned with eleven hundred and ninety
three guns.”

When SirJamesYeo made hisappearance off
Niagara, the Americans could scarcely inters
pret his manceuvres to aught but what they
were intended to convey—a challenge—we
therefore find that * Commodore Chauncey
immediately got under way, and stood out
with his fourteen vessels, formed in line of
battle; but, as the six British vessels ap-
proached, the American vessels, after dischar-
ging theirbroadsides,woreandstoodundertheir
batteries. Light airs and calms prevented Sir
James Yeo from closing; and, during the

to the United States. Lientenant-colonel Batters-
by, of the Glengarry fencibles, with the detach-
ment of light troops under his command, who had
been stationed at York, was, upon the appcararce
of the encmy’s fleet off that place, on the 29th
ult. ordered with his detachment and lighs artill-
ery to procecd for the protection of the depots
formed on Burlington Heights, where he had
joined major Maule's detachment of the 104th
regiment, and concentrated his force on the fol.
lowing evening. The enemy had, during the
course of that day, landed from the Heet 500 men,
near Brandt's house, with an intention of storming
the heights; but finding major Maule well pre-
parcd to receive them, and being informed of
licutenant-colonel Battersby’s march, they re-em-
barked, and stood away for York.

My lastaccounts from major-general De Rotten-
burg are to the 3d instant, when the encmy’s
flect had anchored oft Niagara. I have received
no tidings of our squadron under sir James Yeo,
since its sailing from hence on the S1st ultimo.

X bave the honor to be, &c.

Gzrorox Paevoer,
Eul Bathurst, &c. &c. &c. -




- - § oy S o e R R
o T e T ¢ .
. o a . i vt 13 H TR, - L
Sen o ST vt oy (re3a o g g 2, . .
ToRL e g e My < e TR D S i, 110 —er e
T P - B P - e e ol == %

P
A e st et s 3y

£ n ey

564 HISTORY OF THE WAR OF 1819,

night, in a heavy squall, two of the American
schooners, the Zlumilton and Scourge, upset,
and their crews unfortunately perished, On
the 9th the two parties were again in sight of
cach other, and continued manceuvring dur-
ing that and the succeeding day. On the 10th,
at night, a fine breeze sprang up, and Sir
James Yeo immediately took advantage of it,
by bearing up to attack his powerful oppo-
nent; but, just as the Wolfe got within gun-
shot of the Pikeand Madison, these two pow-
erful American ships bore up, fired their stern
chase guns, and made sail for Niagara ; leav-
ing two fine schooners, the Julia and Grow-
ler, each armed with one long thirty-two and
one long twelve pounder on pivots, and man-
ned witha crew of forty men, to be captured
without an effort to save them. With his two
prizes, and without the loss of a man, and
with no greater injury to his ships than afew
cut ropes and torn sails, Sir James Yeo re-
turned to Kingston.”

We have examined with some care the min-
isterial organ, (IViles Register) for some notice
of this affair, with the intention of giving the
American account at length, and we were the
more desirous of doing this from our having
lighted, during our search, on the following
choice paragraph—* A Montreal paper speaks
of Commodore Chauncey as ‘not having
learned even the rudiments of war. "Wehave
sent him (says the same paper,) a most able
teacher (Sir James Yco) who will carry him
through all the inflections peculiar to it in
much less time than a school-boy can be
taught to conjugate a verb, or understand its
principal.’”

“One would think that this paragraph was
written by Sir James himself, for it is quite
his character. 'We shall scc when Chauncey
gets along side of him—*“¢that’s all.”

After reading this clegant extract which
will be found on the two hundred and twenty-
seventh page of the fourth volume of Niles
Register, we were quite prepared for finding
a full, true, and particular account of Commo-
dore Chauncey's “brilliant victories over an
enemy double his force,” and perhaps the
surest evidence of Sir James Yeo’s success
may be found in the fact of Commodore
Chauncey's no¢ having captured the whole

British fleet on paper., We give an extract of

the Commodore’s modest official letter* thatthe
reader may compare it first,with our version,
and, sccondly, with the only notices’in Niles
Register which bear distinctly on the subject,
and which are found in volume five, page
twelve. ¢ Commodore Chauncey fell in with
the enemy’s squadron j of whom, after a good
deal of manceuvring, he got the weather gage.
¢ The DBritish bore away, and he then chased
them to Kingston. * It was thought that the
enemy would not give a chance for the com-
bat so carnestly desired by the officers and
crews.” “It is positively stated that two
schooners were captured for wantof obedi-
ence to orders; perhaps by having too much
eagerness to meet the foe. It is agreed upon
that our gallant Commodore never yet had
the power to bring the enemy to action—his
vesselsin general sailing much better than
ours, The Sylph, however, is a valuable aux-
iliary in catching the foe.”

*Extract of aletter from Commodore Chauncey to
the Secretary of the Navy, dated on board the
ship General Pike, at Sackett’s Harbor, 13th
August, 1813.

Sir,~I arrived here this day with this ship,
the Madison, Oncida, Governor Tompkins, Con-
quest, Ontario, Pert, and Lady of the Lake, The
Fair American and Asp I left at Niagara. Since I
had the honor of addressing you last, I have been
much distressed and mortified ; distressed at the
loss of & part of the force entrusted to my com-
mand, and mortified at not being able to bring the
enemy to action. The following movements and
transactions of the squadron, since the 6th inst.,
will give you the best idea of the difficulties and
mortifications that I bave had to encounter.

On the 7th, at daylight, the enemy’s fleet, con-
sisting of two ships, two brigs, and two large
schooners, werc discovered bearing W.N.W.,
distant about five or six miles, wind at west. At
five, weighed with the fleet, and mancuvred to
goin the wind. At nine, having passed to lee-
ward of the enemy’s line and abreast of his van
ship (‘the Wolfe), hoisted our colors and fired &
few guns, to ascertain whether we could reach
him with our shot; finding they fell short I wore
and hauled upon a wind upon the starboard tack ;
the rear of our schooners then about six miles
apart. The enemy wore in successionand hauled
up on a wind on tho same tack, but soon finding
that we should be able to weather him upon the
next tack, he tacked and made all sail to the
northward. As soon as our rear vessels conld
fetch his wake, tacked and made all sail in chase.
In the afternoon the wind became very light, and
towards night quite calm, The schoouers used
their sweeps all the afternoon, in order to clese
with the enemy, but without success,
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SIR ROGER II. SHEAFFE AND THE
DEFENCE OF YORK.

Fam play has always been, and is our mot-
to,—we therefore most readily givo insertion
to the following letter, regretting that it did
not arrive in time to introduce it among our
notes in the present number of the war. We
however, wish it to be distinctly understood,
that we do not indorse onc line of it, nor do '
we see any proof brought forward which would
induce us to alter one tittle of what we have
written, respecting the battle of York and
Sir R. IL Sheaffe. In the letters of Veritas,
(page 50,) and in Christie’s history, (page 75,)
preciscly similar opinions are expressed as
those which we adopted and gave publicity
to in our notice of the affair—opinions which
were based on the testimony of men who
could with “Truth” say,  we also saw those
things.”

We should be glad if “ Truth” would ex-
plain for us the reasons why Sir Roger Sheafle
was, almost immediately after the battle of
York, superseded.—In conclusion, we would
remark, that our observations were, in some
degree, influcnced by the opinions which we
have had an opportunity of forming of Sir
Roger Sheaffe personally; we shall, however,
be most ready, if convinced that we have pen-
ned aught that is harsh or unfair, to make
promptly the *amende honorable.”

[Zo the writer of * the War of 1812.”]

Siz,—In your October number, giving an ac-
count of the battle of York, you bave ad¢pted
some idlereports detractingfrom the military char-
acter of Sir R. H. Sheaffe: permit me to set you
right. It was but too prevailing an opinion in
those times, that because Sir Isaac Brock had
frightened Gen. Hull out of his propriety, cvery
other commander must do the same, and that in
all cases, and nnder any and every disadvan-
tage,our troops must be vistorious. Even at this
day unthinking people forget thatin the dusk the
American ought to be more than a match for the
British soldier. The former from his childkood
has been accustomed to the woods,he is at home,
he wasborn in them ; his dress is not conspicu-
ous, be can change his position almost without
being seen ; he is accustomed to act independ-
ently without separating from his comrades, aud
having the Anglo-Sazon stamp on him—his cou-
rage is undoubted. The latter from the impossi-

sure mark for the quick and unerring aim of his
enemy’s rifle; and being taught to depend on his
officer and act in conjunction with the rest of his
company, he is at fault and confused the moment
he loses sight of them in the forest. IHis oflicer
is quite as green as himself ashe is equally unac-
customed to act in the bush. In truth, the only
way during the whole warin which I have known
the British troops to be entirely successful in a
bush fight was where they pushed forward and
dislodged the enemy,trusting to the bayonetalone.
Premising thus much, I now come to grapple
with your charges.—Until the flcet came to an-
chor it could not be known at what point the
Americans intended to land ; as soon astkat was
ascertained, no time was lost in marching to op-
pose them, and the very circumstance mentioned
by you of “the wind driving the boats farther to
the west,” prevented the Sth from meeting them
at the shore. The men in the first brigade o
boats had therefore effected a landing and taken
cover under the bank which effectually protected
them from our fire, while the underbrush onthe
top of it completely concealed then: from our
view. A body of riflemen was thrown out in ad-
vance,—these we quickly destroyed, and our fira
was directed against the second brigade of boats
approaching the shore, two of which were sunk
from the effects of it; but the moment the gren-
adiers approached the bank they were eut down
like grass before the scythe. Repeated charges
were made to get possession of the bank, in the
first of these the gailant Capt. McNeil was shot
thro’ the head. Still the brave fellows rushed
forward only to be shot down by an unsecn foe,
“Show us our cnemy” was their constant cry and
tho’ falling by dozens, no persuasion could induce
them to take the coverof atree. This was their
first action in the country, and perhaps many of
them had never been in & wood before. Their
strength wes 110 in the morning, and I believe
they raustered about 40 in the evening. Ihave
witnessed many acts of individual gallantry, but
never such unyielding determination in a body
of men. They never thought of retreating until
called off by their officers who found that the in-
creasing numbers ¢ 2 enemy had out-flanked
them, and ncarly gained their rear. It has been
stated, with whattruth X am not aware,that three
days after the battle one of them was found with
both legs broken; he had fallen in a pool of wa.
ter and sustained life by drinking of it. Ile never
complained, and died the day be was found. AJl
the other troops, regulars, and militia,conducted
themselves with great bravery, but from the pe.

bility of concealing his scarlet uniform, becomes a
VoL, NL—E

sition they occupied did not suffer so severely,—
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Sir R. II. Sheaffe did right in not bringing his
men forward and exposing them to the fire of the
ghipping ; they came forward at the proper time
when the enemy had ceased firing for fear of kil
ling their own men. If they failed, from the na-
ture of the ground and the distance they had to
maveh, in arriving in time, it was neither the fault
of the troops nor the commander. I feel con-
vinced that n¢ military man will condemn Gen.
Sheafle for having placed a portion of his force
to protect the only road by which the enemy
would gain his rear ; this wasa necessary precau-
tion never to be neglected.  Some have ventured
to predict that had the enemy been attacked after
the explosion of the magazine, it would have
proved an easy conquest. You might as well
have expected to accomplish this by throwing
your own magazine at their heads. You must
recollect that it was necessary for the commander
to place his own troops beyond the mark of the
explosion, and, although youaffirm the contrary,
he did do <o, and this causeda distance of nearly
two miles to intervene between the two armies,
It was rather an impossibility to ascertain at such
a distance, that a panic had been cauged, and
quite impracticable to make a sudden attack be-
fore it had subsided. It strikes me very forcibly
that our sadly crippled remaining force of some
four or five hundred would have cut a very sorry
figure had they attempted to make a rapid move-
ment for fwo miles to attack an army of two
thousand, long after they had had time to recover
from their confusion.

Serjeant Marshall no doubt thought himself a
very clever fellow, but Ishould like to be inform.
ed by what rule he intended to compute the time
which Gen. Pike proposed to take in marching to
the magazine. If he had made no halt, you ad-
mit in your account,that, the “port-fire” wasjust
the right length. The truth is, theintention was
to give our retreating troops time to avoid the
danger, and to prevent the enemy getting the
powder, leaving him to bis chance of broken
heads. However clumsily it may have been
doune, is nothing to the purpose, that was Sergeant
Marshall’s fault. The object was gained and as I
happened to be with the rear guard, I am quite
certain that none but stragglers could have been
injured. You say that he appeared to have no
¢ fixed plan.” He could have had but one, and
that was to oppose the landing. This he tried.—
He did every thing which the circumstances ad-
mitted, and the means within hia power enabled
bim to do. His troops fought and fought brave-
ly; yet they were repulsed. Your own state-
ment of the numbers engaged and the list of kil

led and wounded on both sides sufficiently prove
that our little band did all that men could do
against such a superior force. Therc was no
hope left—there was no fortification to retire
into, no broken ground, no heights, no passes
which could be defended, no expectatior: of rein-
forcements, no arms to place in the bands of the
militia from the country had they come in.—
What more could have been done? Mad Gen.
Sheafle decided upon making another stand, no
doubt the men would have fought bravely—ano-
ther list of killed and wounded would have been
added *to gild the bitter pill” of defeat, and sat-
isfy Jobn Bull's pugnacious idea of a never give
up fight. ButIask “ Cuibono? The general
is responsible for the lives of his men, and * foul
fall bim” who unnecessarily sacrifices the life ot
one brave soldier to pander to the patriotic senti-
mentality of those * Gentlemen who live at ease.”
Gen. Sheaffe was a brave and good man,—we do
not find any military authority making a charge
against him. Instead of being called to an
account, he has been since rewarded by his Sov-
ereign with 2 Regiment. e has had no oppor-
tunity of confuting the charges made by scrib-
blers at home, or scribblers in Canada, during his
lifetime. He died at a very advanced age, and
to the last retained the esteem and respecs of
those who koew him best. I am not aware that
there is one of the regular army in the country,
who was present at the battle,to defend him, but
myself, and I trust that in common justice to the
dead, this letter, lengthy though it be, will find a
place in your next issue.
Iam, yours &c.,
TRUTH.
Cornwall, November, 1853,

————etl O s
ST. JOHN—NEW BRUNSWICK.

Tue province of New Brunswick was, until the
close of 1783, merely a county of Nova Scotia,
with but a few inhabitants, who, scattered here
and there along the banks of the mag, ‘ucent
streams which every where intersect the coun-
try, gained their subsistence by the products of
their industry as fishermen or hunters.

In 1783, it became the home of many most
respectable and influential families who bad been
in the British service, and who, on retirement,
settled in the United States; but, in consequence
of their attachment to British monarchy, were
obliged to abandon the republican territory and
seck an asylum under the British flag., In 1784,
the first Governor, Honorable T. Carlton, entered
on office and continued for two years to conduct
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the administration with universal satisfaction.|in this province from ten to thirty years ago,
I{e was succeeded by Ifon. G. G. Ludlow, who | have risen into opulence and independence, and
held the office seven years, and was succeeded | are now occuping very prominent and influential
in 1803 by the Ifon. E, Winslow, who presided | places in the commercial legislative ranks of
for five years, and was succceded in 1808 by | New Brunswick. Such men are the Ion.J* *
Gen. M. Hunter, who with an intervegnum of a) R * * * and the Hon. D * * W ** the one a

few tonths, (during lis absence Lieut. Col. G.
Johnson holding oflice) was succeeded in 1811

by General W, Balfour. In 1812, General G. 8.

Smith wag appointed Governor, who, with one or
two interruptions, during absence on the public
service of the country, was succeeded in 1824
by Gen. Sir Howard Douglass, after whosc re-
moval in 1829, the ITon. Wm. Black, president
of the present L. L. Council, held the reins of
administration for a time. In 1831, Sir Archi-
Dbald Campbhell ¢btained the office of Governor,
and was succceded by Gen. Sir John Iarvey in
1837, and he by Sir William Colebrooke in 1841
—a most mild, pacific and excellent man, under
whose administration the province advanced
very rapidly in all its interests, civil,ecclesiastical,
commercial and agricultural.  On his removal to
the government of the leeward W. I. Islands,
Sir Edmund Head was appointed, who is the
present Governor, and a man of very considera-
ble talent and shrewdness, possessing tactenough
to steer clear of the shoals which usually impede
colonial administration. He wisely gives his
council full scope, and thus keeps clear of scrapes.
He is a very highly accomplished gentleman, and
a few years experience in the colonies will make
him a first rate diplomatist. He has one man
in his cabinet possessed of talent enough to
govern any colony under the British crown.
We refer to the on. J. R. P * * & —without
whose head it would be difficult to form any ad-
ministration which would continue to govern
New Brunswick with any degree of peace for
any length of time.

The province is divided into fourteen counties,
with a population of about 200,000, including
1116 pative children of the Milecete tribe. In
1851 the census showed that the ratio of emi-
grants to this province, was as follows:—

From England.....eeeeneen..o 3907
From Scotland.eeecesessseesso 4855
From Ireland......ccoevees...28776
Other British possessions....... 1550
ForeigncountrieS. . ceveesessses 1844
With a negro population of... ... 2058
It is obvious that the Irish element is numeri-
cally by far the strongest, although a vast amount
of the commerce of the province is under the
control of Scotch housesand managed by Scotch

native of Scotland, the other of Ulster, are alike
an honor to their native land and a Denefit to
their adopted country.

During the first thirty years the province ot
New Brunswick did not grow rapidly, not being
known in Britain a8 a very inviting field for emi.
grants; but, so soon as its vast resources for
lumber were made known in the mother country,it
became a point of attraction to hundreds of young
men of enterprise—and the great commercial
metropolis, St. John, then a litile fishing village,
began to rise rapidly in importance, and, inabout
fifty years, this city contained a population of
some thirty thousand inhabitants, although its
progress had been much retarded at different
times by the destructive element of fire, A
view of the growing city will be seen in our
frontispicve, and in situation, so far as scenery
and especially commercial advantages are con-
cerned, the site wasadmirably sclected. Indeed,
the state of the tiae, and the falls at the head of
the harbour, scem to have conspired for the pur-
pose of making the promontory, on which St.
John stands, the seat of a large and powerful
city. But for the falls St. John would never
bave exceeded in dimensions or commercial im-
portance, a small fishing village. Fredericton
would have been the capital, both commercial
and civil, but the navigation of the riveris so.
much interrupted by the falls or rapids as to.
prevent vessels of large tonnage from going:
higher taan the harbour, which is navigable at
all times. The high tides of the bay of Fundy
render the harbour of St. John one of the safest
and most commodious on this continent, and this
fact ccmbined with the inexhaustible and as yet
undeveloped resources of the province must ulti-
mately make this city one of the largest commer-
cial sea-ports in the British Empire. On the
landing of the loyalists, upon the 19th of May,
1783—a day which is still commemorated by the
inhabitants of the city, by firing guns and other
demonstrations of joy,—the city consisted of a
few wooden shantics, scattered along the bold
and frowning promontory, which has since been.
crowned with large and mazgnificent buildings,
andis now the emporium of an immense amount
of British merchandise. The rugged rock in
whose yawning :revices the little log hut was:
sheltered—scarcely affording a wretched home

headsandScotch capital. Many men who seitled
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to the fisherman and his family—has been shiv-
ered, and the huge fabric of massive granite oc-
cupies its place. Their cottages which were bus
a few rods from the harbour, and were then al-
most inaccessible from being surrounded by
dense and bushy thickets, have disappeared, and
in their place are found large and magnificently
furnished stores well replenished with British
imports, and resounding with the busy hum of
Anglo Saxon and Celtic industry. On the rug-
ged rocks and over the muddy swamps, where
seventy ycars ago the fish-hawk watched its
finny prey and the partridge nestled, are now
seen large rows of streets cutting each other at
right angles and enlivened by the evidences of
intelligent industry—along the wharves where
the dark cedar grew, and the slimy serpent sun-
ned itself in the summer day—may be seen im-
mense piles of new houses and store rooms. On
the rugged and bold high land, which stretches
North West, and which the eye of the reader
will noticcas the site of two churches built away
from the body of the city, some fifty years
ago nothing would have been found save the
rude wigwam of the wandering Indian; and
along those capaciou wharves, which often fur-
pish safe anchorage for 100 sail of vesselsof the
largest tonnage, was naught save the frail canoe
attached by its bark fastening to an overhanging
tree or projecting rock: triumphant evidencesall
of the change a few years make on a colonial
city, and proving the wonderful vesults that flow
from the active industry of men who understand
and cultivate the principle of selfreliance,—
that capital which, based on industry, i3 the
most productive in a young country, and is the
boon which the all-wise and beneficent Creator
has bestowed on every son of Adam.

We have adverted to the site of the city; a
word or two on the topography of this commercial
city. Indian tradition and geological observation
unite in bearing testimony to the fact, that the
ancient embouchure of the river St. John wasin
the rear, and not, as now, in the front of the city,
by some convulsion of nature the current was
forced through a region of limestone, about two
miles above the harbour, called now the Nar-
rows, where the stream empties itself into a very
large basin, on which the bustling village of In-
dian Town stands, and from this poict the navi-
gation of the river by steamers and other craft
commences. On the southern extremity of this
basin Yies alarge breastwork of solid rock, through
which the water must have forced itself, falling
$nt the harbour witha tremendous velocity. The
.ock is now called split rock, and the Falls, so

called, possess this peculiarity, that, at low water
the fall is into the harbour, while the high tides
at St. John force, in their ebb, the strcam back
again, and reverse the Falls at high water. The
Falls are unnavigable from the strength of the
current, but at a certain state of ebb and flow the
surface is quite smooth, and vessels of some ton-
nage might pass. The Falls have recently been
spanned by one of the finest and most substantial
wire bridges on this continent, constructed by
W. Reynolds, Esq. The stock of this great un-
dertaking is said to be paying a large per centage,
and must still further improve, as it is the only
outlet, except by ferry boats, for the entire traffic
and travel west, and the only inlet, by land, for
all the travel from the United States during the
winter season.

Between the ancient and modern bed of the
river, the rocky bluff, on which the city of St.
John now stands, rises in majestic boldness, and
lhaving been laid out by the founders of the city,
in blocks, cach forming a complete square, is
now capped by a beautiful and bustling city. The
streets cut each other at right angles, correspond-
ing with the points of the compass. Parallel
with the harbour, as represented in our plate,
is Prince William Street, which is cut at the south
end by the water of the harbour, and terminates,
on the north, in front of the beautiful residence
of the late Chief Justice Chipman, a distinguished
lawyer, and son of one of the loyalists,

Cutting Prince William Street, which is one of
the main business streets, at right angles and
near the centre of our woodeut, i3 King Street,
which runs east and west, connecting the waters
of the harbour with the Bay, which sweeps the
eastern part of the city ; the western end of this
broad street (exceeding in breadth Broadway,
New York) is called King Street, and the castern
end Great George Street, while, between the two
andin the very midst of the city, is a noble square,
called King Square, planted with treeaand clothed
during the summer in the richest verdure. In
the centre of that square iserected a magnificent
fountain.

St. John is sustained principally by the lunber-
ing business, and by ship-building, very large
quantities of squared lumber and large timber,
both cutand uncut, being brought into this port for
shipment to the British market, and vessels of the
largest tonnage, from European and American
ports, may be scen riding in the summer season
in this harbour.

The Ashburton Treaty, and, more recently, the
amendment in the Navigation Laws of Great Bri~
tain, created a temporary panic in the commerce
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of this goodly city, but it has survived and tri-

umphed over these commercial difficulties, and it

is, at this moment, flourishing as rapidly as any

American or Canadian city.

The following list will give our readers an idea
of the commercial importance of St. John:—
In 1850, Imports to St. John from—

The United Kingdom......£387,398
British America..ce0v.e... 129,466
United StateSieveeeeeee ... 283,457
West Indies. covvvvienasa. 2,049
Elgewhere. coeeeeceessssss 18,107

£710,477

Exports for same year, from St. John to—
United Kingdom..........£458,853
British America........... 54,853
United States...cevveeee.. 65,230
West IndieS.eueeeoe ouees 11,637
Elsewhere. ..evvvenveeae.. 138,203

£603,771
710,489

£166,700
The following list of shipping will also afford
an idea of the amount of business done in this de-
partment alone:—
INWARDS. OQUTWARDS.

Nos. Tonnuge. Nos. Tonnage.
United Kingdom 233 ... 95,393 766 ... 303,019

British Colonics.. 1318 ... S1,42¢ 1248 ... 70,155
United States..... 1457 ... 212,104 937 ... 27926
Elsewhere.......... 63 ... 17,70 25 ... 3284

Total...... 3039 ... 436,622 2671 ... 464,983

The excess of import zbove the export for 1850,
shows a balance in favor of the city alone of
£166,700. Now, when it is taken into account
that this was just at the close of the fearful
depression consequent on the Irish famine, it
must appear obvious, that the city was then ina
stable and healthy state, and much more 3o isit
now, owing to the railroad speculations, which
are infusing fresh vigour into the Province.

The great article of manufacture in this city is
the merchantmen, and strangers on arriving at
St. John, are not a little surprised at sceing some
twenty large ships on the stocks around its
suburbs, each varying from seven hundred to two
thousand tons burthen. It was at the Courtenay
Bay ship-yard that the celebrated ship Marco
Polo was built, under the superintendence of
James Smith, a man of great spirit and enterprize,
whose industry and good conduct have not only
enriched himself, but the Province also, and
brought its capabilitics before the empire in

such a way, a3 to create & new epoch in the
history of its commerce.

The Australian acd Californian gold fever has
enriched St. John to a very great extent in this
way. Since the emigration to these gold
countries began, upwards of six hundred ships of
large tonnage have rounded the Capes never to
return. Some bave been sold for local trade,
others, for the Pacific trade, and the remainder
have been employed as floating residences in and
around San Francisco. This continued drain
upon the Imperial and Colonial ports, has neces-
sarily given & great impulse to the ship-building
trade, and hence the demand on St. John,
and the Province of New Brunswick generally
has been very great, and fortunes have been
made or greatly augmented, within the last twelve
nionths, from this cause.

The dry goods’ business has been a source of
great wealth to several houses in this city. Many
of the merchants from St. John cross the Atlantic
once or twice every year, to select in the home
market goods for the provincial trade, and with-
in the last fifteen years new firms have sprung up
rivalling the mushroom, in their rapidity of growth
and the oak, in stability ; and men who arrived in
the city almost penniless, by their industry and
perseverance have now reached the retiring point.
One of the handsomest and most costly blocks of
buildings in St. John, on Coffee House .Corner,*
a block which is at once an orpament to the city
and to the two streets on which it stands—is the
property of John Gillis, Esq., a retired merchant,
and a man of large views and liberal spirit.

There are in the city and suburbs three Roman
Catholic churches—one in the City proper,
another in Portland, towards the foot of our
frontispicee, and the third in Carleton, which is
a ward of the city, but separated from it, as our
reacers will observe, by the harbor. There are
six churches connected with the Church of Eng-
land ;—old Trinity, the Stone Church, St. James’
Church in Lower Cove, St. Georges’ Carleton, St.
Luke’s in Portland, the most remote on the
frontispiece, and the Valley Church, a neat little
building, of which the sitc and the church itself,
were a liberal bequest of the late Chief Justice
Chipman.

There are also four Presbyterian Churches in
the city, viz: the Old Church of Scotland, two
Free Churches of Scotland, and one Reformed
Presbyterian,~—besides, four Methodist, four

*In thocarly days of the city—the leading commercial

corner, was ornamented by 2 small coffee house, from
which it still refains its old Heraldic name,
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Baptiat, and one Congregational Church. The
social element is very strong among the various
religious bodies in this city, and on the occasion
of the Anniversary of the Bible Society, all
Protestant denominations meet most cordially on
the same platform.

The people of this city are social, charitable,
and kindly disposed to each other, and to
strangers, yielding in this respect to no city on
the American continent, and there are few spots
on the face of our globe in which the iubabitants
as a whole attend so regularly upon the public
ordinances of religion.

——.r———————
THE CHRONICLES OF DREEPDAILY.
No. XVIIL.

WHEREIN ARE RECORDED SUNDRY MARVELLOUS
AND GNLOOKED FOR PASSAGES ; AS THE DILIGENT
PERUGSER WILL DISCOVER.

THE Baron of Boddam, (continued Dr. Pitten-
drum,) when speaking of the events now uader
narration, used frequently to dwell upon the
singular expression of countenance presented by
the way-farer, who obtained shelter in the castle
on that stormy Christmas Eve. Though his face,
unquestionably, was striking and majestic in its
outlines, there was something about it which
repelled rather than attracted the beholder. A
smile gencrally played about the finely shaped
mouth, but it never seemed to derive its origin
from thelheart. It conveyed the idea of a hyena
welcomii g the prey it was about to devour,—and
with all its sceming mirthfulness it was chilling
as a sunbeam of mil-winter, resting unlovingly
upon the peak of an ice-berg!

Cunning indeed must have been the limner,
who could have transferred to canvass a definite
presentment of that bewildering and most incom-
prehensible visage. Never for two minutes did
the features thereof tell the same physiognomic
story. At one time they reminded the beholder
of ihe ancient sculptures of the demon-God Baal.
Anon, they wove thiemselves into the similitude
of Odin. And presently the contemplator would
have sworn that he had beheld them portrayed
in some illuminated biography of the saints, as
appertainingto Heaven's arch-rebel when writhing
like a crushed worm under the retributive paws
of Michael! Kentigern towards his mysterious
guest, found himself drawn by a potent and
irresistible attraction. Nor was this much to
be wondered at. Strangely fascinating was the
manner in which he conversed upon alinost

a cultivated and thoughtful mind. Familiar was
he with all the whole range of art and science,
and ere half an hour had elapsed, Keith had
learned more from his oral communications than
he bad been able to acquire by the toilsome study
of years. No problem was too complicated or
abstruse forsolution by this incomparable Magister
Artiwn, who appeared to have at his finger-ends
the concentrated knowledge of every terrestrial
university. If the circle could have been squared,
unquestionably Boddam castle would have wit-
nessed the performance of the feat,that memorable
night !

With theology, likewise, the incognitoappeared
to be as much at home, as a seraphic doctor,
though, to speak the truth, Kentigern by no
means deemed him the most orthodox of ex-
pounders. He evidently made but small account
of faith, and brought cvery proposition which
came upon the tapis, to the touchstone of
human reason. Intellect, he placed, if not above
Revelation, atleast on a footing of perfect equality
therewith, and magnified it as the supreme
principle which was destined to make earth a
second Paradise, and man the co-cqual of his
Creator!

So intimately acquainted wags the Baron's
strange Aospes with the most minute details of
history, that one would almost bave deemed that
he had been present at the occurrences which he
described. The motives of statesmen and poli-
ticians he dissected with abold and discriminating
hand, and many personages the world had written
down us patriots, werc demonstrated by this
caustic censor to be as unmigitated self-seckers
as their neighbours.

The effect produced on Kentigern Keith by
the disquisitions of his unknown mentor, was
bewildering and morally chaotic in the highest
degree. Truths which he had previously regarded
as being beyond question or challenge, became
invested with a dull haze of dubiety ; and proposi-
tions which yesterday he recoiled fromin horror,
began to wearbrighter and more winningaspects.

Great as were the stranger's multiform attrac-
tions, they were not masterful enough to act as
opiates to the disquietude of an anxious, and
despairing lover. Ever and anon, sharp and
feeverish thoughts of the misery which the
conming day would assuredly witness, sickened bi
heart, and damped his brow with clammy perspira-
tion. In order to drown reflection he had
recourse, with unwonted frequency, to the wine-
cup; and as a natural consequence he greatly
lost the command of reason and jndgment.

It was at this period that the guest suggested

every topic which could engage the attention of
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to his entertainer, that as the night was still
young, & match at chess, then as now a favorite
pastime, might agreeably occupy some of the
remaining hours, Of this aristocratic game the
Baron was a devoted admirer, and he gladly
closed with the proposition, hoping thereby to
elude for a period the cares under whose thraldom
he was suftering such misery,

For a season the players contented themselves
with risking but slender stakes upon the chances
of the game. The deep draughts of malvoisie,
however, which Kentigern continued to drain
created an appetite in him for more extensive
ventures, and producing the two hundred pounds,
which it will be remembered constituted the whole
of his remaining means, he invited his opponent
to play for that amount. The challenge was
promptly accepted, and after a short but keen
contest, the Baron, by a lacky check-mate doubled
the amount of his slender fortune.

Flushed with his success, Keith continued the
exciting tournament, and fortune attended him
at every step.  Ere long, his winnings began to
be reckoned by thousands, and hope, for a weary
time a stranger to his breast, reassumed its
genial sway, “The fair Margery may yet be
mine,” was his tumultuous mental ejaculation, and
with a brighter cye and more elastic pulse, he
applied himself to the prosecution of the cam-
paign.

At length the gold which he had acquired,
amounted to one-half of the marriage portion
which Sir Humphrey Montealto demanded for his
daughter, and as the rapid advent of midnight
interposed a veto to much longer gaming, Kent-
igern resolved to visk his fortunes upon one de
cisive contest. Challenging his opponent to play
for five thousand pounds, he met with a ready
consent, and the parties devoted themselves with
redoubled energy and zeal to their task,

Alas! the fickle and treacherous Goddess de-
gerted her votary in this hour of his utmost need.
Every movement which he made proved unpro-
pitious, and just as the deep-toned bell of Boddam
Castle proclaimed the birth of a new Christmas
morn, Kentigern Keith started from the table a
stunned and half-crazed bankrupt!

For a season he paced the stone-floored hall
with rapid and agitated steps, tearing his hair,
and bitterly anathematizing the hapless hour of
his nativity. The future gloomed before him a
churlish, sunless desert, and not a speck of
green relieved the monotony of misery which it
prosented.

In the midst of this paroxysm of despair, the
stranger, who had never lost his self-possession,

grasped the unhappy youth by the arm, and
forced him to resume his chair. ¢ Listen to me,”
he said in a tone at once soothing and command-
ing, *You have lost what I set but little store
upon, for treasures are at my devotion, before
which the handful of gold on that board would
dwindle into the most utter insignificance. What
I covet is not money, but mind! My ambitionis
to be the lord of intellect! Become my vassal,
and the means of accomplishing your cherished
desires shall be placed at your disposal this very
hour. Sign this bond, placing yourself at my
command on the expiry of twenty years, and
thrice the sum for which we have been striving
will wait your acceptance!”

Like a sapling in the whirlwind, the miserable
Baron trembled at the enunciation of this pro-
posal, and shook his head in rejection thereci.
‘* Avaunt, avaunt!” he cried, “my extremity is
dismul, but I may not pay such a ghastly price
for relief! Hence! begone! andleave me to die
at Jeast ihe death of a Christian man!”

* Ag you please,” the tempter quietly rejoined.
‘*Methinks you make a mighty pother about no-
thing! I offer you good hard cash in return for
your autograph, and I trow that no usurer in
brozd Scotland, would give a doit for such a
thriftless commodity!”

“But my soul!" faltered forth the unhappy.

Baron. .

‘Your soul " sarcastically cricd the dealerin
intellect, *‘How can you tell that you have got
one? Did you ever see it, or feel it, or touch it,
orsmellit? Tush, man! Rise superior to the
silly prejudices of a doting age, and spurn
not an offer which, I can assure you, will never
be repeated! If there is a fool in the transac-
tion, it is myself, who am willing to pay so much
to gratify an idle whim.”

Still Keith answered not, though his resolution
appeared to be somewhat shaken. Brightly
shone the glittering picces in the light of the pen-
dant lamp, und intolerably tantalizing was the
jingling which they made, as the owner thereof
rattled them about.

At this crisis a soft but hurried footstep was
heard on the stair, and the door of the chamber
being thrown open, Margery Montealto rushed
in with her hair dishevelled and garments in dis-
order, and threw herself wildly at the hapless
swain’s feet ?

This was more than mortal flesh and blood
could bear. With a yell, compounded of love
and despair, he clutched a pen, and glared around
him for the inkstand. Not discovering the object
of his search, he dashed bis fist upon the table in
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a paroxysm of frenzied impatience, causing a
copious emission of blood.

With an casy and debonair off-handedness, the
stranger unfolded the unorthodox document, and
pointed to the warm fluid, which had so recently
coursed through the veins of the sore, distraught
Kentigern.  “Dip your keelivine in this, my
friend,” he exclaimed, with a grin.  “You know
the ancient saw, any karbour in a tempest! 1
shall not prize your signature the Iess, because it
heareth a crimson instead of an ebon huc?” Ere
he could well finish the sentence, the act which
Iic prompted was completed. The Baron, with
averted eyes, adhibited his subscription, and,
overcome by conflicting feelings, sank down be-
side the prostrate Margery!

» - * » *

When he had recovered the full possession of
his senses, the mysierious chess-player had con-
veyed himself away. The scroll was nowhere to
be seen, and Eentigern might have fancied the
whole affair had been merely an extra-vivid
dream, did not the substantial heap of shining
Jacobuses which lay upon the board,testify to the

- reality thercof.

The primary impulse of the Baron was to raise
up the poor damsel, for whosc love he had done
a deed which he could not bear to contemplate;
but here a bewildering marvel awaited him.  In-
stead of the gloriously-shaped Margery Montealto,
he clasped within his arms the withered, de-
formed person of the ancient Castle drudge,
Dridget Bachles, who was busily employed in
scouring the floor from stains of blood! His
knowledge of glamourie cnabled him at once to
divine how the deception had been produced ; and
troubled as he was, he could not avoid admiring
the astutencess by which he had been precipitated
to iiis doom!

From the epoch of cock crowing next morn-
ing, the mansion house of Montealto presented
sigus and tokens of unwonted hustle and vitality.
fIugelogstiazed and crackled in itskitchen's ca-
pacious fire place. A generously fattened ox,
breathed forth its ultimate breath under the hands
of the butcher; aund more than one sheep, to-
gethier with geeseand other feathered bipeds be-
voud calculation, bid adicu to all mundane cares
and solacements.  Bauldie Brose, the cook in
chicf, bustled about as if the fate of broad Scot-
land depended upon his almest preternatural ex-
crtions, and loud was tie clangor of spits and

frying pans which resounded without intersuis- |

sion through his savoury domnin.  As for Plook,

|

dormitory, the strength of his brain not being
sufficient to bear up against the combined effects
of the liquors which, as in duty bound, it de-
volved upon him to 4~ste on that eventful Christ-
mas !

Let it not be supposed that such hogpitable
demonstrations were common at Montealto Hall,
cven at the most famous festivals marked down
for celebration in the ecclesiastical calendar. On
the contrary the very reverse was the general
rule; and the mendicant Friar would rather have
looked for a Chrisimas symposium from the poor-
est cotter in the north countrie, than at the sordid
and unappetizing board of the penurious Sir
ITumphrey.

But this was « day of days! Before evening,
the fate of the fair Margery was to be irrevocably
decided ; an: the gustatory preparations above
alluded to, had reference to the solemnization of
the anxious maidens nuptials!

It will be readily imagined that her frame of
mind was troubled and feverish in the highest
degree. Kentigern had lacked courage to inform
her touching the failure of all his mammonic
speculations, and conscquently she cherished an
expectation that he would be in a condition to
comply with the exacting behests of her mercen-
ary sire. On the other haud, however, the ab-
sence of any cheering comuunication from her
lover, tended to smother the flickering flame of
hope which bound in her gentle heart. She could
not avoid arguing,that if Kentigern hadbeen fa- -
voured by fortune, he would have made her a
sharer in his felicity ;—and altogetherthe feclings
which she experienced were more germain fora
burial than a bridal.

Again the dogged silence preserved by Sir
Humplry, touching the other candidate for her
hand, aggravated in no small degree the distres-
sing quandary in which the poor damse! wis
placed. To lose lier bLeloved Baron would be
bad enough in all conscicnce, but to be chained
for lifc to an obnoxions mate, was a contingency
which filled her with loatting horror!  Bitterly
did she weep in her bed chamber, up to the pe-
riod when she was sunmoned to accompany her
uusympathizing ancestor to mass, and itis very
questionable whether Niobe Lerself ever siied
more tears within the same space of time!

The religious scrvices of the morning having
been concluded, the father led his child into the
great haii of Montealto, which was already filled
with ali the retainersof the family. A the up-
ver end of the chamber was placed a smail table

McPimple, the buttler, he was at an carly hour of ; containing writing materiais, on one side whereof
tic day constrainied 10 seck the solitude of lis{ stood Father Bethune, the domestic chaplain,pro-
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pared to rivet the bonds which the skeleton
hands of death alone could undo. At the other
extremity was seated the Baron of Boddam,
clogely euveloped in a capacious cloak,—an arti-
cle of costume sclected rather to conceal the
thread-bare condition of his doublet and hose,
than as a protection against the winter's temper-
ature.

When Margery entered the room leaning upon
Ler father's arm, she darted a keenly scrutiniz-
ing glance at Kentigern, in hopes to expiscate
how the land lay, but all in vain. Her physiog-
nomicat skill was thoroughly baffled, and failed to
decypher oneline graven upon that incomprehen-
sible countenance. There might be hope there,
and there might be despair—or percharce a
sample and combination of both. When her
eyes had intermitted their investigation they left
their perplexed mistress as much in the dark as
ever.

Sir Humphry Montealto having deposited him-
selfin his chair of state, commenced proceedings
by vigorously clearing his throat, and arming
his nose with a huge pair of barnacles.

‘¢ Baron of Boddam,” quoth he—*I am, as all
Aberdeenshire knows, a man of my word, and
having promiscd you the first offer of my daugh-
ter's hand, I now proceed to itpplement iy agree-
ment.  Are you prepared to comply with your
portion of thie covenant? To make a long story
short, have you got such a matter as ten thou-
sand loyal and sterling Jacobuses in your posses-
sion, and if so, will you have the kinduess to pro-
duce them before this assemblage?”

These words were enuneiated by the kiln-dried
knight, with a considerable dash of sarcasm and
mockery. The tone of his voice was very much
analogous to, what it would have exhibited, if he
had been inviting the questioned individual to
leap over the moon, or stow away Ben Nevis in
his breeclies pocket !

Without rising from the settle which he occu-
pied, Kentigern pointed to the drooping and
trembling Margery, who half supported by the
frieudly avm of Father Bethune, looked like a
snow drop clinging for succour to a tender
hearted red cabbage.  This latter similitude was
naturally suggested by the genial hue of the ex-
cellent ccclesiastic’s frontispicee, which bespoke
a not unfamiliar acquaintance with distilled
waters !

“Have you the heartof a father, Sic Ilum-
phrs ¥ he exclaimed, pointing as aforesaid—
‘4 Is it possible that you can weigh the happiness
of rour child agninst a handful of yellow dross?
Will all the gold in christendom compensate for

blighted affections? Is there virtuein therarest
gems of the cast to cure a broken heart

“A withered crab apple for your blighted
affections !"—interjected the matter of fact
knight.—* Wo are assembled not to talk about
broken hearts, but anent good sound cash! I
always thought that this would be the spring you
would be playing, but if you calculate upon our
dancing to such piping, you are pestilently off
your egzs! There has been cnough, and more
than enough, of this tom-foolery. By the winks
and signs ¢ Bauldie Brose, I am certiorated
that the vivers will be sorely moiled if this din-
ner be longer delayed, and Father Bethune look-
cthas if he ought cre this to have uftered Bene-
icite over the sirloin! To abbreviate matters,
therefore, I shall take the liberty of introducing
a worthy gentleman who I hope, ere half an hour
hath been measured upon the dial, to greet as
my affectionate gon-in-law 1"

Having thus spoken, Sir Mumphry knocked
with the dudgeon of his dagger upon the table,
and the door of an anti-room slowly opening,
there emerged therefrom the ungainly tabernacle
of Dr. Fergus Foxglove! His native squint was
more portentously repulsive than ever, and his
club feet re-echoed through the hall like a dead
march played upon 2 muffled drum of Tartarus!

Wild was the shriek which the agonised, and
now thoroughly horrificd Margery, uttered, when
this monstrous libel upon humanity blasted her
vision! Her soul became saturated in one in-
stant with the most overwhelming disgust,—and
if she had been certiorated that her destined
husband was Mahoun himnsclf, not onc additional
drop of bitterness could have been added to her
cup. It was already brimful, and running over!
As for the Baron he preserved the same uaread-
able expression of countenance, and regarded
the hidious lcech as a phenomenon, unpalatable,
indecd, but one in which he took no special con-
cern.  This iudifference was almost as over-
whelming to the hopeless maiden as the sight of
the incarnate night-mare who gloumed before
her, and she felt ag if instant death would be a
climax of merey, now that she was assured of
the cold-heartedness of hier professed adorer?

Stumping and shambling up %o the table, the
frightful suitor placed thercon an iron bound
casket, aud a parchmeut document. ¢ Here,
Sir Humphry,” ke exclaimed, ia tones harsh
and unmuxical as the voice of a superannuated
carrion crow—*"here I have brought the price
which you demand for the adorable Mistress Mar-
gery. In thisark you will find six thousand
yellow beautics, fresh and fair as when they
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emerged from the mint—and that parchment is iordium, the sum of two thousand five hundred
a mortgage over the castle and domuins of Bod- | pounds, which I opine will balauce accounts be-
dam, in security of five thousand pounds, ad- |tween us!™
vanced by your humble servant to our mutual |  The check-mated medico listened to these
angd esteemed friend the baron of thatilk! Hav- ‘ words, as if he had been in a dream—nor was
ing thus more than ccme up to the mark, I his self-possession materially restored by Kenti-
crave leave to salute my bonnie, blusking bride,  gern producing a dropsical-looking leather bag
and to suggest that the sooner mother church | from beneath his cloak, and telling therefrom a
has made us one, the better!” series of glittering coins! Fain would Fergus
So saying Foxglove, with the leer of a Satyr, "have now represented that his offer had been
made his way to the half inanimate Margery,and | made merely in sport, but it was too late to ad-
before she could prevent the outrage pressed his | vagee successfully any such plea.  Scores of
blubber lips upon her pale and shrinking cheek. | witnesses professed their readiness to depene
This was meore than the seemingly phlegmatic | that the transaction was a business one, and the
Eeith could tolerate. Starting up he grasped mortgage fairly redeemed.  Father Bethune

his 1ival by the throat, and harding him from the
lady, exclaimed—* Back, thou accursed usurer!
—repeat that sacrilege and I will trample thee
to merited perdition !”

The doctor did not appear to be much put
about by this unceremonious greeting. Coolly
adjusting his deranged coliar, he winked with
his sinister unit optic at the baron, and observed
—* 1 pardon your choler, fair kinsman, seeing
that I can well afford so to do.  As the homely
saw hath it—jyolk may laugh who win! Touch-

threatened to excommunicate the recusant upon
the spot if he persisted in refusing to hold a bar-
gain made cxandmo ; and even the knight, de-
sirous as he was to favor a brother miser, was
constrained to take the same view of the gues-
tion.

“You have got back your infernal dirty acres,
for half nothing,"—at length hissed forth the
crest-fallen doctor,—* but may the foul fiend
slay me in sight of Boddam castle, if Ido not
cheat you out of your lady love! Yes, pride-

ing my usury, it is nothing strange to find the | some madam! though you regard me as little
spendthrift borrower, revile the lender, whenall jagif I was an unsavoury brock, the time will
is spent and gone; but Iam not so chwlish | come, and that speedily, when you shall Le
a skin-flint as you would fain have this goodly , humbly assisting to compound the pills and mix

company to believe. In the presence of all who
hear me, do I inakea tender to thee of this
bond, if thou wilt pay me down on the nail one-
half of the amount thereof! I would fain prove
to the incomparable Margery that my character
has sustained foul injury at thy reckless hands!”
Iaving thus delivercd himself, Fergus pitched
¢he parchment towards the baron, making at the
same time a covert gestare for Sir Jumphry’s
special beloof, as if inviting him to relish the
jest which he was playing off upon his impover-
ished relative.

Kentigern, neither by word nor Jook expressed

the lotions of your lord and master, your hume
ble servaut to command videlicet! Come, Fa-
ther Bethune, get your marrying tools in order,
for by tle great toe of Galen and the hip bone
of Hippocrates, Margery Montealto shall answer
to the surnamce of Foxglove before the world is
ten minutes older!™

“XNot so fast, neighbour!™ again interjected
the provokingly imperturbable Kentigern, The
longest purse, you hnow, gains the day.  Isnot
this the law, Sic Humphry 7 A grim nod signi-
fied the acquicscence of the knight, who by this
time was beginning to feel 2 keener appetite as

the slighitest mmbrage at this piece of practical  to how the matter would terminate.  * Come,
impertinence.  On the contrary he made a polite ; now, —continued the baron—*let us decide the
congé to the doctor, and after opening the parch- | affair at once, or assuredly we shall have to dine
ment to assure himself that it was the document | this day upon bumned and over-sodden viands!?
represented to be, quictly deposited it in his | lere, I place ten Jacobi upon the table, do you
pocket.  Foxglove terrified least the joke should | follow the exampic, and the party whose purse
Ve carzied a trifle too far, loudly insisted upon the | hivlds longest out shall win the faic Margery !®

restoration of his property, but was met with a;  To this proposition no feasible objection could
firm, thongk perfectly civil refusal.  ** No, uo, [ be urged, and for svme minutes nothing was
my lewrned cousin™—said Keith—**a bargain is; heard in the hall save and except the mtiling of
a Dargain, all the world over, so I will just make ; coin upon the hoard.  Aftera scason the doctor’s
bold to retain possession of this dusty picce of | instalments hegan to come forth somewhat cos-
sheep's skin, and hand ou over, by way of ex- ! tively, aud at length, a joyous exclunation from



TIIE CHRONICLES OF DREEPDAILY. 575

the bride, who had been breathlessly watching} cally longed for by the baron, was the most emi-
the financial combat, proclaimed that victory re- | nentjurisconsult who then adorned the Scottish
mained with her adorer. Tpon the last Jacobus | bar. Hundreds of necks had his astuteness
tabled by Foxglove, Keutigern Keith trium-|rescued from the halter, when they were almost
phantly clapped down ten, and enfolding the en- | spanned by the hangman’s fingers—and no cause
tranced maiden in his arms, he imprinted upon | was ever regarded as hopeless for which his good
her not unwilling lips, a running fire of oscula- | offices had been bespoken and sccured. Kenti-
tions, which were audible from the warder’s pep-{ gern had transmitted to this favourite son of
per box turret, to the vinous den of Plook Mec- | Themis, a statement of the peculiar difficulty in
Pimple! *  x W * *oo* which he was placed, accompanied with a hono-

“ A murrain confound these picces!™--ex-(rarium sufficiently bountiful to induce him to
claimed Sir Humphry Montealto, whilst counting | promise 2 visit to Boddam castle on the afternoon
over his daughter’s dowery in the evening, after | in question,
she had become the lady of Boddam—*A mur-{ Ten o'clock wasannounced as having been born
rain confound these pieces, how pestileutly do and expired, and still no tidings of the tardy in-
they smell of sulphur. b * * # terpreter, (or, shall we say, mis-interpreter?) of

Twenty years from the date of the passages, laws and statutes. Keith could no longer retain
recorded as above, the baron of Boddam washis seat, so great did his nervous impatience
seated in his hall, with only one companion. It }become, but jumping up he strode to the main
was again the eve of Christmas day, and won |window, and pressing his flushed forchead
drously quict and genial was the night, for that,against the cold bars, strove to picrce the ob-
hymencal season. The moon's pale visage was‘scurity which enshrouded the high-road from
unobscured by a single envious cloud, and so soft | Edinburgh.  As for good Father Bethune, he
was the voice of the whispering wind, that it continued to mumble forth the aclievements of
drowned not the sob of the rippling wave, amor- | his favourite Dunstan, without once lifting his
ously Kissing the shells which slumbered upon | bleared eyes from the brass clasped folios to dis-
the sandy beach! cover whether his auditor gave heed or not.

Il at case the baron evidently was. i3 flag-;  Just as the maturity of cleven o'clock had been
gon of wine stood untasted at his clbow, and | proclaimed, the jog-trot pace of a methodically
ever and anon as the warder proclaimed the, progressing steed was heard, and presently Ad-
lapse of another half hour, he gave a convulsive | vocate Flawfinder was ushered into the presence
start, and glowered at the door, as if anﬁcip:xtiug‘ of his half deniented client.
the advent of some uundesired, and dreaded; Denuding himself of a host of upper garnents,
vision I and neck bandages, which the period of the year

“Calm thyself, my son™—at length observed, rendered prudently precautionary, the pleader
his associate, who was neither more nor less than | proceeded to do justice to a substantial repast
our quondum fricnd Father Bethune, now cx- placedat his devotion.  Of the wine cup he was
ceedingly aged, aud fast approaching the dotage , more sparing, observing in reply to his host’s in-
of senility. *“Calm and compose thyself my | vitations, that * though a long spoon was desira~
son, and give car unto me whilst I recite from  ble when supping contiguously to = certain per-
the golden legend, how the blessed Saint Duus- [ sonage, a shallow goblet was then and there
tan did shrewdly blister the nasal member of the ; equally necessary! It isa kittle case we have
fiend, with a pair of heated tongs. Lo! behold | to manage,” continued the Advocate, *“ and you
amongst the glowing cmberson yonder hearth, | know the proverb teaches that when the drink is
a corresponding weapon, which I have sprinkled | in, the wit is out I”
from the well of the canonized Ninian, and am | IHardly had these words issued from the law-
prepared to use after a costesponding fashion, | ver's mouth, when a fourth personage was be-
and questionless with similar success 1” held seated at the table! Not for twenty long

This assurance appeared to afford but slender | years had the Baron gaz:d upon that indescribes
consolation to the moody Kentigern.  He gave x| able countenance, but once seen, it was never to
sceptical glance at the indicated forceps, and|be forgotten. = = » = * &
Gaculated with  deep drawn sigh of anxicty—| Father Bethune first took up the cudgels in
**Would that Advocate Flawfinder were come! | defence of his penitent, Every species of ex-
ilc should have been here an hour before sun-}orcism and anathema, which he could call to
down* mind, hic hurled at the hiead of the intruder, but

The lawyer whose presence was so cmphati-| without success.  In vain did he command him
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to betake himself with all convenient speed to
the profundities of the Red Sea, threatening him
with the canonical pains and penalties in the
event of non-compliance. The stranger thanked
bim cordially for his attention, but declared that
he was per.ectly comfortable where he was, and
besides that he was no special admirer of the cold
water cure! Finally the bothered and baflled
ecclesiastic had recourse to his carnal weapor,
aud grasping the red hot tongs, made a grab at
the proboscis of the unwholesome and nameless
interloper! It was, however, a bootless essay!
The fiery utensil fell short of the mark, and re-
coiling upon the sconce ofits wiclder, singed
away the few gray hairs, which, like a coronet of
snow circled his bald climax! * Verily the
mantle of Saint Dunstan hath not lighted upon
my unworthy shoulders,” exclaimed the honest
confessor, ashe sunk down exhausted into his
casy chair, and drained a copious bumper of
Rhenish to brace his relaxed and shaken nerves!

The Advocate who beheld this scene with pro-
found indifference, not to say contempt, next in-
terposed his offices.

Addressing the unbidden visitor, in the most
cool and business-like manner, he introduced
himself as the legal adviser of the Baron of Bod-
dam, and as such entitled to investigate the
validity of any demand made cither upon his per-
son or property. “Without hinting a suspicion as
to who you are, or what you may be,” said the
grave and formal practitioner,—* I have to cer-
tiorate you that in this realm no one is above or
below the law; she does not make fish of one
and flesh of another, but treatswith kindred impar-
tially, peer and peasant, devil and demi—God!”

““Do you mean any thing personal by that last
allusion, ? exclaimed the unknown, somewhat
pettishly. “If you do, I can tell you that I did
not come here to be insulted by any rascally
pettifogger in or out of Christendom! Isimply
claim the implement of a regular agreement.
My own is all that I require, and my own I am
determined to have!

Mr. Flawfinder blandly waved his hand, and
requested the personage, whoever he was, not to
put himself into a flurry about nothing. ¢ Ac-
cording to my instructions,” said he, *¢ you hold
a certain mortgage, or bond, over that chatiel of
my constituent, commonly called ¢his soul.
Now I demand an inspection of that instrument,
before its conditions be carried into cffect.  If
executed in a legal and formal manner, you may
do with the Baron what you please ; if not, I defx
sou to touch bim with the tip of your little
finger1?

The stranger—for so he must be termed, in
default of a more definite designation—did not
seem to relish the lawyer's imperturbable self
possession, which amounted almost to stolidity.
Hehitched and wriggled about in his seat, as if
the cushion thereof had been replete with thorns ;
but at length, unable to refute the averments of
his opponent, he at last drew forth the deed.
“There,” said he, dashing it down with an irate
flourish, *“there is the document, and you may
make a kirk and a mill thercof, as the denizens
of this churlish region say. 1 defy you to ferret
outa single flaw or mistake. It would be some-
what.surprising if you could, sceing that the bond
i3 an exact counterpart of the one which con-
veyed away the soul of the renowned Doctor
Faustus, The regularity of that transaction was
never questioned by the most famous members of
the Italian bar, and I humbly flatter myself that
what held good there, wiil bold better in Scot-
land !

“That i3 to be seen, neighbor,” was the quiet
rejoinder; and unfolding the parchment, the law-
yer, having first wiped and adjusted his spec-
tacles, procecded to bestow upon ita rigidinspec-
tion.

Daring this process, the Baron looked the very
incarnation of anxiety. The stranger pretended
tc be unconcerned, but ever and anon cast the
tail of his inexplicable eye upon the reader, ag if
he was not quite free from harm from that quarter.
As for the excellent Father Bethune, he sat look-
ing faggots and halters atthe mysterious one, and
rapping out, every other minute, one of his
thriftless adjurationa.

It was close upon the midnight liour ere Mr.
Flawfinder concluded hisexplorations. Whenhe
had done so, he pitched the writing from him
with a contemptuous pshaw, and snuffing care-
lessly at a pouncet box, declured that it was
worth no more than the value of the raw material.
“If you get a groat for it, as a covering for a
drum,” quoth he, * you may think yourself pre-
cious well off.”

¢ And wherein is the deed defective, I should
like to know?” exclaimed the now thoroughly
alarmed boudholder.

“1Why, I could march a troop of archers
through a dozen holes in it with ease,” was the
curt rejoinder.  “ But to say nothing miore, it
neglects to stte the place and date of subscrip-
tion, and lacks the signature of witnesses, so that
according to the lex loci contractus, it is essen-
tially and incurably nuil and void! Get outof
my sight, you miscrable, bungling vagabond !
continued the indignant pleader. * You would
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have the assurance to speak of the lawyers of
Tialy and Scotland in the same filthy breath!
Begone, you scoundrel, and the next paction you
make, secure the servicesof a person who knows
something about such matters!”

Just as the excited advocate had concluded
this tirade, the bell of the castle struck twelve!
All of a sudden both fire aud lamps were extin-
guished, as if by some stifling, noxious vapour.
A clap of thunder, overwhelmingly sonorous,
shook the castle from its very foundation, and
was followed by a shrick of mingled rage and
chagrin, such as never was uttered by mortal
voice !

After 2 season, the clear moonbeams became
once more visible, and disclosed a scene of strange
devastation. The walladjoining the great window,
was shattered as if by the action of lightning,
several massive Stones being dislodged and pre-
cipitated to the ground. Upon the table lay the
shrivelled and charred remains of the ominous
indenture, nothing of its contents remaining save
the blood-engrogsed signature of KentigernKeith !

* »* » » »

Next morning the mangled corpse of old Dr.
Foxglove was discovered in the couri-yard.
“‘What had brought him to the castle at such an
untimelyscason, was never thoroughly discovered,
butitis conjectured that having witnessed thear-
rival of the Advocate, hecame an eaves-dropping
to try and find out the nature of his mission, for
be was cver of a prying disposition. The miser-
able creature had been crushed to death by one
of the disrupted blocks of granite; and thus his
impious imprecation uttered so many years be-
fore, was accomplished, it is to be feared, to the
very letter!

As Fergus died intestate, the Baron succeeded
1o his plethoric hoardings as next of kin, and a
large per centage thereof he devoted to masses
for the repose of the defunct.

[ Such,” concluded Dr. Pittendrum, *is the
legend of Boddam Castle, and should any question
the verity thereof, the rent wall stands there to
speak for itsek!”]

- —————

The improbabilities of experience are many, the
impossibilities are few.

Litcrature is a garden, books are particular
views of it, and readers are visitors.

Let every one protect himself from a sullen,
egotistical spirit, for there can be none worse.

Nomanis wholly intolerant; every one forgives
little errors without knowing it.

Did you ever know a pic-nic go off without
the awfal apparition of & * wops ?*

A Cextieepe v Tamrn—One evening we
were sitting in the American hotel playing o
game at enone, while nearly the whole native
population of the place was walking up and
down beforethe house, It was about haifpast
seven o’clock, and we heard the girls outside
laughing and talking with one another, when
there was suddenly a quick repetition of loud
screams in a female voice. We of course
threw down our cards, and ran to the door to
see what was the matter.  'We had not far to
go. Justbefore the entrance wefounda group
of persons, and in the centre a young lady
was hard at work stripping hersclf of every
particle of dress she had on; and when she
had accomplished this—a matter of hardly
five seconds—she was surrounded by a crowd
of young girls who wrapped their parens
around her. The dress was left untouched in
the middle of thestreet. *Whatin the name
of common sense is the matter 2 our captain
cried, seeing that no one would even go near
the garments, The answer was short and
perfectly satisfactory. A centipede,” the
natives cried; and they all tried to get their
naked feet as far away as possible from the
place where the much-feared inscct was.  The
girl had felt the monster in her dress, and
had thrown off her things as quickly as pos-
sible, to get rid of the danger of being stung
by this, in fact, very poisonousinsect. Having
already a bottleful of such enormities, but no
centipede as yet, I gave chase, and gathered
up the whole of the girl's dress without the
least remonstrance from the natives. I carried
it, followed by the two skippers, into the
American hotel, to unkennel the encmy. It
was rather a delicate thing to search a lady’s
wardrobe in such a way, but a naturalist may
go to many places where others are not allow-
ed; and it was not long before we caught the
animal. I got it at last in a tumbler half full
of brandy, and with a cover upon it the prize
was safe.——Gerstaecker’s Journcy Round the
World.

Parents cling to their child, not to his gifts.

Did you ever find a ““professional” win a game
of billiards of you without assigning your defeat
entirely to his « flukes?”

Did you ever find a Continental shopkeeper
whose “priz fize” might not be proved a lucus-a-
nonentity ?

Did you everstart upon a railway journey with-
out hearing the immorial observation ““ Nowwe're
off?

Did you ever know an * alarming sacrifice,”
which in practice did not prove to be completely
one of principle?

Did you ever in your life hail a City-bound
omnibus that wasn't going *‘almost directly”
back to Bayswater ?

Did you cver know & penny-a-liner whe, in
speaking of a fire, could abstain from cailing it
the devouring clement?®”
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A PEDESTRIAN EXCURSION.*

BY A MEDICA{, STUDENT.

PART 1L HONESTY THE BEST POLICY.
NatueLess, frequent were the pinnacles and
precipices that stood up, gray in their craggy
nakedness, although the great majority were
covered with ivy, or mantled by overhanging
screens of bramble or other creeping brush-
wood, while cver and anon a spruce fir, or
other golden-leaved tree, or haply a scarlet
mountain ash (the dear rowan-tree of the
north,) would vary, by its richer tint, the
every-shaded green.

The Lottom of the ravine was a series of
tiny cataracts, rolling down a kind of star-
like descent, formed by numecrous huge
masses of rock, tumbled confusedly together,
and fised in the most wild and grotesque
positions,

Onc vast block there was that appeared
almost to dangle by two corners across from
precipice to precipice, while the water foamed
and bubbled through beneath. Another
stood up on one point, like a ponderous weight
on the chin of an expert balancer; whilst
another again had been arrested just on the
bank of a lofty ledge, over which the stream
made a frantic bound beside it, and looked as
if the next heavy rain would hurl it and des-
truction sheer down into the black pool many
fathoms below.

And yet, amid all this rugzedness, vegeta-
tion was most luxuriant; there was not a lit-
tle bank of sand brought down by the stream
in winter that the summer sun had not
changed into grass and flower-bearing soil—
nay, from every hollow and crevice of these
isolated masses of stone shot forth knots of

with intermingled wild flowers of white,
yellow, or blue. Sometimes the ravine nar-
rowed to a strait, through which the water
had barely room to make a hurried gush;
elsewhere it expanded into rounded cup-like
hollows, down into which the sun shone most
Jjoyously, the bottom being occupied by a
rock-encircled bank of grassy ground, or a
deep pool, which on one side washed the base
of a precipice, on: the other shoaled away to
a beagh of white pebbly sand.

Nor less eminent in beauty and wildness
of aspect were the waterfalls,  Some of them
were of a most striking and original descrip-
tion, if I may apply the latter term to a natu-
ral object. In onc instance there was a
round pit-like place, with inaccessible, yet
completely leaf-concealed sides, and into this
was pitched a branch of the strcam, from a
height so great that it was broken up by the
air into myriads of drops, and fell a drizzling
shower upon the large stones at the bottom,
rendering them continually dark, mossy, wet,

*Coutinued from page 532, vol. 8

and slippery to the tread. But at the point
where the column of water fell asunder thus
into rain, a most lovely Iris bent her many-
]tinted brow from tree to tree across the hol-
ow.

At another place the whole body of the
stream was projected from a high horizontal
shelf of rock completely hollowed out beneath,
and fell with a dead sonnd into the centre of
a deep circular pool. You could walk quite
round behind the falling water, and in the
farther point of the rock-roofed recess a rude
seat had been hewn in the soft stone. Here
Bob Whyte and I sat down together, and en-
Jjoyed a cheroot and a discussion with regard
to the geologic phenomena around us.

Upon one side of this dell, and down the
opposite, a rude footpath had been worn by
the feet of pilgrinis of the picturesque, which,
however, to render it passable required in
some placesthe aid of ladders several fathoms
in height. These, composed of stout beams
of wood, wedged between rocks, were con-
structed by the villagers. The whole aspect
of the place, in short, was less like what you
would expect to meet with in nature than
what you would look for in the fantastic de-
signs on a tea-tray, or the imaginative scenery
of a romantic melo-drama.

For hours we rambled over this ravine,
climbing trees, chipping rocks, collecting in-
sects and wild flowers, scrambling over preci-
pices and into caves. Finally, emerging at
the upper end of the chasm, we roved about
upon the hill-side till the sun had sunk low in
the sky. Then, hurriedly descending, we
again traversed it, till we came to a beautiful
clear pool with a rounded grassy bank, from
which an old tree stooped its branches till
within a couple of feet of the water’s surface,

As soon as we had raised our heads above
the surface, and while swimming about, exult-
ing in the delicious refreshment of this bath
after our travel, we observed an individual
on the bank lay down a fishing rod, and, with
an inquiry as to the temperature of the water,
plunge in along withus, and we soon all three
were laughing, splashing, and diving about,
springing from the branches of the overhang-
ing tree into the pool, and capering away in
all directions. When we had our full of this,
we donned our “ toggery” again, and, shoul-
dering our boxes of scientific specimens,
whilst our new companion slung his well-
filled basket across his haunch, away we
started together down the ravine to the inn
where we had bespoken dinner.

As we went, I took cognizance of the ap-
pearance and conversation of our companion.
He was 2 slight, middle-aged looking man,
with features well marked and decided, whose
habitual expression appeared to be a smile of
good humor dashed with a degree of conde-
scension. He wore a. sporting suit of light

cotton stuff that fitted admirably ; everything

v



A PEDESTRIAN EXCURSION, 579

about him was evidently clean and neat, and
from his bosomn to one pocket hung a slender
and very graceful gold chain.  He displayed,
as he talked, a very correct taste, abundance
of information on all subjects, and a firm
though unassuming way of stating his opinion.
From all these circumstances T concluded him
to be one of that class of beings entitled to
be colled “gentlemen™ by more than their
own assumption of the name.

lle had been enjoying u day’s sport, he
told us, in the upper portion of the stream,
and his bheavy basket bore witness to his
success.

Twenty minutes after reaching our inn, a
most respectable country dinner was set
before us, during which the stranger and Bob
kept up the spirit of the conversation. When
we had concluded the repast, we drew the
table o the open window, and sat down to a
bottle of admirable sherry, which had been
cooled in the stream at the foot of the inn
garden.

The window looked to the west, and the
view of a magnificent summer sunset, the
feelings of rest after much fatizue, of a satis-
fied appetite, and of the delicious, warm calm-
ness of the evening, combined with the rich
flavor of the wine, and its exhilarating effect
upon our spirits, rendered us as happy as it
is possible for carc-beset mortals to be.

Our discourse was of lighter scientific
objects—later discoveries—recent works—
their authors—phrenology—mesmerism—su-
pernaturalism, Ilustrative of the last topic,
the stranger related an anecdote, which cer-
tainly was a curious one, and shall, in all pro-
bability, make its appearance in these remini-
scences some day or other,

PART NI BOB WHYTE'S EXTRAORDINARY STORY.

[IN connexion with the remarkable narrative which
follows, the anthor begs the readerto acquit him of
any desire to compel his belief in the truth of the
position therelaid down, but he would at the same
time ask, if he himself cannot call to mind some
particularcircumstances oroccasion, when his ima-
gination had so played with his senses, as to render
him, for the time being,a believer in the super-
natural.}

There was a pause thereupon, and, he hav-
ing requested my friend to relate any instance
of a similar kind that hid come under his
knowledge, Bob White, while the pensivelan-
guor of the ebbing and dewy twilight was
falling upon us, filled his glass, and_ slightly
sipping as he went on, narrated Episode No.
1L, in the shape of

THE FOOTSTEP.

_ I think there is one particular period in the
life of every man to which he can look back
as_the most miscrable he has cver scen, a
poiut to which there was jn his affairs a regu-

lar descent, and which passed, there has been
again a progressive ascent—the ¢bb as it were
in the tide of his fortunes. This crisis was
very marked in my case, and I r¢joice to think
that it happened in my youtk, for I have seen
it occur in old age. Misfortunes of every
kind were heaped upon me—sudden poverty
struck me—and my aged and only parent and
I, saw no prospect but wretchedness.

“Now, then,” thought I, *“all my dreamns
of honorable independence, nay, of scientific
distinction in the world, are dashed to the
ground, and I must forego those darling stu-
dies and pursuits in which my hopes were
bound up, to go out and earn, with toil of
body and heaviness of spirit the bread of sor-
row for myself and the one who has none but
Heaven and me to depend on. O must Ileave
this dear land, of which my very heart seems
part and parcel, and go to scrape gold from
among the sun-scorched sands of fever-
guarded climes?”

The friends of prosperity forsook me, and
I skulked on the shady side of the street,
whilst they strutted in the sun and contemnpt-
uously looked the other way. Nay, my own
relations no longer received me with common
kindness; the very bread I ate, which came
from them, was given with a grudge, felt and
shown if not expressed, and many a taunt
was flung at the fool that had aimed at a
rank for which by nature and fortune he was
totally unfit, and had miserably failed—of
course.

All this was bitter—bitter! T felt it cut
into my very soul: moreover, I was smitten
with a severe and prostrating illness, from a
wound received in dissection, and was now
but slowly recovering comparative health.

A friend I had too—ours was a schoolboy
friendship—he was my most intimate com-
panion—my more than brother—with whom
I bad lodged, studied, and grown up to man-
hood—in whom I had placed more confidence
than in any other being—from whom I had
no hope or purpose concealed: bright pros.
pects were opening before him, and in my
distress (alas! for love without wings!) this
friend forsook me, and laughed and gloried in
the act—he called it “ cutting the connexion.”

But all this I thought I could bear up
against, and I did so, hoping with patience
and self-denial to surmount my difficulties—
at least to fall before them disputing every
inch of ground, and returning to all, scorn for
scorn. But the hand of fate was heavy on
me. Another visitation came and crushed
my spiritutterly. I bowed to the dust before
it, and became as those who have no hope.
There was one I loved, and she was fair—
oh, how very fair! Do not doubt this from
the fact that she doted on a being so uncouth
asTam. She was the cenwe to which allmy
thoughts did gravitate—the golden evening to

the morrow of my hopes.
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I never loved another; and when love
arises in a mind like mine, it is more than a
sentiment or & passion—it is something clse,
which mental philosophers have not classified
or found a name for, never having experienced
it, and of course ignorant of its existence.

We had known each other long, our ages
differed but in a few months, and our disposi-
tions harmonised most closely. Itis not to
be believed, I know, but it is true, that never
in our long intimacy did one word of ill humor
pass between us; for she was one whom no
one could find it in his heart to vex—a soft,
mild creature, gentle as the lapse of streams,
and while her mind was of strength to appre-
ciate the nature and value of my studies, and
the zeal with which I pursued them, yet with
all the diffidence and all the amiability of her
sex she was cminently adorned,—kindness
and pity hung around her in a palpable grace,
and her sweet quiet laugh made the hearer’s
heart dance in his bosom.

Ours was not that passion which leads to
evil. It scemed to consist of a soul-engross-
ing desire for each other’s good, and a feeling
of unspeakable rapture in cach other’s society.
In me it acted as a kind of conscience, for no
bad thought, no malice, envy, or hatred, durst
arise in my heart while it was there, and it
was there always, Mo itI am convinced §
owe those habits of studiousness from which
I now feel it painful to deviate, for all that
time my thoughtsbut moved from the subject
of my reading to the object of my love, and
back again by a dear reaction, Often, long
after midnight, when my lamp burned low,
and the extinguished embers rattled coldly in
my grate, has my mind been quickened to
renewed activity as the thought of her last
fond smile arose before its vision.

She had a fortune, small comparatively, but
still placing her far above my rank in life.
Yet her friends were not averse to our union,
for they saw that in spirit we were already
one, It had been agreed upon between our-
selves, and many fond day-dreams did we
indulge in, how, when I had obtained my
diploma, we should have a year's roving to-
gether on the continent, and then return again,
when I should wait, with but her and my
books for my companions, till a practice should
spring up around me.

About two months before the time I par-
ticularly allude to, she had gone with her
mother to reside temporarily at & country

lace in the south of England. From timetio
time I had letters from her. Heaven knows
they were my only comforts in my daily in-
creasing distress. ~ At length one came telling
me that she had been for some time ill—that
she had not hitherto liked to mention it, but
now that she was confined to her room she
thought it as well to write to me. The next
was short, and apparently written under great
excitement. It stated that the complaint was

styled ancurism, and that all she could learn
with regard to it was, that it was a myste-
rious and fatal disorder. In a week I had
another, long, and full of passionate tender-
ness. There was an exzpression in it, *“if
anything should happen to me,” that struck
coldness to my very heart. The next was
from her mother—my angel was removed.

This was the consummation. The weight
was now indeed more than my strength could
bear, and, shutting myself up for several days,
I resigned myself to the flood of my misery.
In adversity I had often before experienced
great relief in mind from wandering out at
nights and walking alone about the country
for several miles round the city. On the third
night after the receipt of this information,
when my anguish was at its height, I resolved
to try for similar relief—at all events a change
of place.

Though the streets must have been very
considerably peopled, for it was little past ten

‘at night, I have no recollection of seeing any

one, nor of the course I pursued, till I found
myself in a lonely street on the south side of
the river, just opening on the country, and
inhabited by persons of a superior station in
the world.

It was very loncly, with tall, dark houses
on one side, and an open park on the other,
and not a being did I see—not a watchman
nor any moving thing along the extended
way, while the few and unfrequent gas-lamps
twinkled feebly amid the darkness.

As I walked slowly up the pavement,
strange and incoherent ideas filled my brain.
Despair, like a black and heavy curtain,
seemed to encompass me, till its voluminous
folds were all but palpable to my senses.
There was a lifting in my mind as if some
mighty force from beneath were about to
upheave the foundations of my reason and
lay the temple, a broken ruin, in the dust.

Presently, as I moved, my ears were filled
by a sweet strain of music. It was some time
before it found its way from the ear to the
mind, in such a tumult of excitement wasthe
latter, and then it was some time before I
could satisfy myself it was not a delusion. At
length my notice was attracted, and I stood
still. The sound came from a house in front
of which I was. I listened attentively—it
was that beautiful hymn called * Rousseau’s
Dream,” and was sung with a piano and horn
accompaniment.

The performancewas very good, and the rich
harmony descended like a medicated balm
upon my bruised and weltering spirit. I had a
strange fecling as if something within me was
about to give way. I grew faint, and sat down
upon the stone steps of the house-door. Pre-
sently the music ceased, and I could hear clear,
cheerful voices talking and laughing, and ap-
parently complimenting the performers,

(70 be Continued.)
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OBSERVATIONS ON SOME OF THE IMPOR-
TANT FUNCTIONS OF THE VEGETABLE
AND ANIMAL ECONOMY,

In every part of the works of creation, we per-
ceive the clearest evidence of design, and most
indubitable proofs of wisdom, goodnessand power-
The structure of this material werld, is not like a
rude and undigested mass formed without order
and regularity ; but the rocks and materials of
which it is composed, cousist of a series of strata,
always deposited in a uniform manner, and so
arranged as to become accessible to man, and
subservient to his wants and exigencies : the coal,
the iron and other metals embedded in the bowels
of the carth, and extracted from the different
stratn, are in perfect adaptation to our necessitics,
and have proved of the greatest utility to our
comfort and happiness ; without which our con-
dition as civilised beings could not well be main-
tained. Andif we consider the operations that
are continually going on, on the surface of the

earth, io conuection with the rivers, the oceans, !

and the atmosphere, we perccive no less proofs
of design ; the principles of evaporation, radiation
of heat, and deposition of dew and of moisture ;
and the influence which these exert on the
vogetable and animal economy ; demonstrating a
first and a great intelligent Cause.

But it is in the structure of the vegetable and
animal kingdom, that we perceive the clearest
evidence of design, and adaptation of means to
ends that the human mind can contemplate, as
each individual is possessed of a distinet and
separate existence in itself; and at the same time
formed npon a type, and under the influence of
laws which pervade the whole of animated nature.

But to comprehend this subject more clearly,
let us consider the differezice which exists between
matter in the inorganic and orgarnised world—
between matter as it comes under our observation,
in the rocks and strata which compose the globe,
and matter as it appears in the vegetable and
animal kingdom. If we examinea stone orpicce
of wood, we perceive that it consists of one
simple homogencous substance, the particles of
which are cxactly similar, each particle being
united to another by what is termed cohesion.
No vesscls pervade its structure, and there are no
changes that are taking place throughoutit. But
if we examine the structure of a vegetable or an
animal, we perceive that it is composed of
different tissues, and permeated by innumerable,
small vessels, through which fluids are actively
circulating, and changes continually going on

at one time appears as the simple seed or the
swall shoot, afterwards becomes the noble oak,
or the stately pine. But in animals there is not
merely a building up of the system by the ad-
dition of new materials; there is also a constant
removal of the old, New particles are added
and old particles are removed, by a distinct set of
vessels appropriated to these specific functions,
till the atoms of which the body is composed
become completely changed, and that not merely
in the soft and muscular tissue, but in the bones,
the brain, and every part of the structure. Mau
is not the same individual to-day that he wae
yesterday, aud it has been stated that in seve.
yearshis whole frame becomescompletely changec
and re-created but from rccent esperiments, it
appears to be accomplished in 2 much shorter
period than this.

2d. The Laws which regulate the operations of
inorganic matter, ave entirely different from those
which we witness in the vegetable and animal
cconomy. Matterinitsinorganic state is possessed
of certain properties, termed hard or soft, porous
and compressible &c., and its operations are
under the influence of certain fixed and de-
terminate laws, as the Jaws of gravitation and

of chemical action, the laws of heat and of
clectricity &c. A stone when propelled from the
hand speedily falls to the esrth, because it is
attracted by the power of gravitation. Mercury
ascends in a tube in vacuo, becausé it is counter-

balanced by the weight of the atmosphere, Tke
study and investigation of which laws, coristitute
'distinct branches of science, such ag those of
‘natural plilosophy and of chemistry &c. Andit
isby a hnowledge of theselaws, that those impor-
tant picces of mechanism have bLeen produced,
and those wonderful changes effected that are
witnessed in an advanced state of civilisation—
the result of human skill and human ingenuity.
But the functious of the vegetable and animal
cconomy cannot be accourted for by any of
these laws. No principle with which we are
acquainted as belonging to chemical and mechan-
jcal science could explain the reason of the ascent
of the sap in the vegetable, and the circulation
of the blood in an animal, still less could they ac-
count for the important functions of respiration and
secretion. These all belong to what are termed
the laws of vital action, and take place in living
organised beings.

It is owing to this principle of vitality that an
organised structure has such a power of resisting
operation of external causes; and that we are to
account for the remarkable phenomena of seeds

towards its jncrease and growth, Heuce what
yor. MI—L

being found in a state of perfect preservation
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after a lapse of centuries. Thereare sceds lately
discovered in the mummies of Egypt, which
must have remained there for several thousand
years, and yet arc as perfect as if they had been
recently deposited.  When sown they germinate
and grow like the grain of the present day,
because their vitality is unimpaired.

What constitutes the principle of vitality is a
question that we may never be able to determine
a5 we do not even know what constitutes matter,
It is only the properties of matter, and laws by
which it is regulated with which we are acquaint-
ed. Some physiologists consider that vitality is
the result of organization—that it is because a
structure i3 organised, thatit is possessed of life.
Others believe that life is a distinet principle
from organization, though inscparably connected
with it. But, perhaps, the most correet view,
which can be formed of this subject, is that the
functions of an organised structure, comprising
its growth, nutrition and reproduction of the
species, depend upon a cause, and are under the
influence of laws, entirely different from chemical
or mechanical action.

3d. If thelawswhich belong to living organised
beings, (to vegetables and animals,) are so differ-
ent from the laws of matterin its inorganic state, it
follows that an organised structure must in every
instance be considered the result of a distinct
creative power, as no physical cause or fortuitous
congurrence of atoms could account for the sim-
plest form of life and organization. A notion had
long been entertained by mankind, and some
philosophershad even countenanced the idea, that
certain forms of vegetable and animal existence
could be produced by the action of air, and solar
light and heat on *“ organic molecules.” Water in
which there has been an infusion of vegetable and
animal matter, when allowed to remain at rest for
a short time during the heat of summer, on being
examined by the microscope, appears to teem
with life — with numerous animalculee termed
infusoria. Many substances on being exposed
to damp, become affected with a species of mould
which by the microscope is shown to belong to
what are called the cryptogamia and Fungi tribe
of plants. Mr. Crosse,a chemist of England even
went so far a8 to maintain that by diesolving
neutral salts, on gimilar inorganic substances in
water combined with an acid; and passing a
galvanic current through the liquid, that animal-
culn were formed at one of the poles of the
battery. Aud he collected these animalcule
and exhibited them in & glass tube at one of the
meetings of the British Association for the
advancement of scicnce.  But the ablest chemista

of Eugland on repeating the experiments have
not been able to obtain gimilar results.  Aund Mr,
Crosse, we believe, has of late sumewhat modified
his views on the subject. He states that in per-
forming chemical expetiments, when silica and
some inorganic compounds had been placed in
strong sulphuric and murintic acids, on passing
galvanic currents through the misture, he beheld
ina few days, some remarkable animalcul emerge
from the liquid. Mr. C. however dares not say
that these animalcule were formed there from
inorganic clements. All that he now maintains
is, that these animalcul appeared under new and
unexpected circumstances, by emerging from a
liquid which has hitherto been considered de-
structive to animal life. But this view does not
at all affect the question of cquivocal generation,
as it leaves undetermined how the animalcule
were produced.

And with regard to the simplest forms of vege-
table or animallife being produced from *“organic
molecules,” by the action of air, and solar light
and heat, Mr. Schultze of Beilin appears t¢ liave
set at rest the question. As he has shewn that
in all these cases the germ from which they were
developed were contained in the air, and con-
veyed by it to the liquid, and that where air was
perfectly purified by being passed through sul-
phuricacid beforc being admitted to the infusion,
the animalcule never appeared. “I continued
my experiment,” says he, ‘from the 28th of
May till the beginning of August, without being
able by the aid of a microscope to perceive any
living animal or vegetable substance, although
during the whole of the time I made my obser-
vations, almost daily on the edge of the ligquid;
and when at last X scparited the different parts
of the apparatus, I could not find in the whole
liquid the slightest trace of infusioria, of confervee
or of mould; but all these presented themselves
in great abundance a few days after I left the
flask standing open.”

In short it appeares to bea general law which
pervades the whole of the vegetable and animal
kingdom, that life proceeds from life—that every
form of organized structure—the most simple as
well as the most complicated—the smallest monad
as well as the lofty cedar—the almost invisible
animalcule that inhabits the water, as well as the
largest animal that moves upen the land, owe
their existence to a similar organized structure;
and that the comimencement of the series was the
effect of creative power, and affords tho most
conclusive evidence of a firstand a great intelli-
gent cause.

Hence, it is evident, we know nothing of the
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manner in which matter became organized and
endowed with life, or in which the vegetable and
animal kingdom were called into existence. All
that comes under our obsersatiou and is the sub-
ject of legitimate investigation, is the laws which
regulate the system after it has commenced, by
which it is maintained and perpetuated in its pre-
sent existing state.  The principles which are in
operation are counected with the continuation of
the system, not with the commencement of the
series.

We forbear to prosecute this subject further, or
enter on an enquiry where data may not be
afforded to deduce legitimate conclusions, but we
conceive the following remarks are warranted.
It is considered an established fact in geological
acience, that the earth has undergone various
revolutions at successive periods of its cxistence,
as manifested by the deposition of the different
strata and the organic remains found embedded
in them ; and if the organic remains that are dis-
covered in one series of strata are of an entirely
different character from those that are found in
preceding strata, then it follows, that there must
have been not ouly different epochs in thisworld's
history, producing the physical changes that are
indicated, but different periods at which distinct
creative cnergy was cxerted, in calling these
several and successive specics of animals into
existence. Nothing could have produced these
effects but the fiat of Omnipotence.

From these preliminary observations we shall
proceed to consider some of the important func-
tions of the vegetable and animal economy, and
shew the intimate relation that exists between
them ; and it may be stated as 2 general law in
nature, that all vegetables and animals, whether
thoy inhabit the land or the water, subsist on
food and on air, and their organs, however vari-
ously they may be modified, are constructed in
adaptation to the attainment of this specific end
——1st, to the appreheusion of the food—2nd, to
its being broughit into contact with the air before
it be fitted for the growth and nutrition of the
system. For the elementary substances which
enter into the structure and composition of a
vegetable, and the body of an animal, require to
be brought into contact with the air and undergo
an important chemical change, in order to be
employed in the function of nutrition. How then
is all this effected ?

A vegetable consists of the root—the stalk or
stem—and the leaf. The root is employed not
merely for fixing the plant in the ground, but for
abeorbing the elements from the soil on which
the plant subsists, and this is accomplished by

the numerous small fibres that the root extends
in every direction. The stalk may be considered
as the body of the plaut and siwilar to the skele-
ton of an animal, being employed for its strength
and support; and the leaf is the organ of respira-
tion, und performs a function to the vegetable
similar to that of the lung of an animal, the sap
being there brought into contact with the air
and undergoing an important chemical change,
before it is applied to the purposes of nutrition
in the vegetable. But there is this important
difference between the function of respiration in
vegetables ard in animals, that whilst animals
breothe pure air or oxygen, plants breathe foul
air or carbonic acid, the air thathasbeen expelled
from the lungs of animals and is no longer fitted
for their respiration. In this process the plant
fixes the carbon of the carbonic acid, and appro-
priates it as one of its constituent elements, and
sets free the oxygen; and thus a constantly puri-
fying process is going on in the air of the atmos-
phere by the leaves of vegetables, the leaves
absorbing the carbonic acid or fou! air and giv-
ing out oxygen or pure air for the respiration of
animals. Light has also a strong influence on
the functions, as plants always absorb most car-
bonic acid in sunshine; and rather the contrary
effect is produced in the dark, as then the plant
absorbs to some extent oxygen, and gives out
carbonic acid. In hot and swampy countries also,
when vegetation is very luxuriant, plants give
out considerable quantities of carbonicacid, which
they are unable to consume, and this renders
such countries injurious to animal life. But upon
the whole, a much greater proportion of carbo-
nic acid than of oxygen gas is absorbed by
vegetables, and thus a perfect equilibrium is
maintained in the clements of the atmosphere by
the respiration of vegetables and of animals.
All aniwmals, breathing pure air and deteriorat-
ing it, and the vegetables breathing foul air and
purifying it, and rendering it again fitted for the
respiration of animals,

During the process of growth or vegetation,
the numerous fibres of the root are actively
engaged in absorbing from the soil the water and
elements that constitute the sap or food of the
plant. The sap on being taken up by the root
ascends directly along the stem till it arrives at
the leaf; where it undeigoes an important chemi-
cal change, as we have shown, by absorbing the
carbonic acid of tue atmosphere. It is now elabo-
rated or nutritious sap, and fitted for the growth
of the tree or vegetable, and descends along the
under surface of the leaf and the inner part of
the bark, but not in straight and direct tubes as
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the ascending sap, but in a zigzag manner,through | process of nutiitiou in the absoiption of the food
a beautifully constituted network of vessels, sup- | or chyle, as it may be more propetly termed, is
plying in its descent, every part of the tree, with | exactly gimilar to that which we have deseribed

materials for its growth, and forming a new and
additional layer of wood in the course of a sea-
son. In this manner the circulation of the sap
is performed, and the tree increases not merely

in the vegetable. Ience an aniinal may be said
to be possessed of roots aswell as a vegetable;
but its roots are within it, and constitute a part
of its internal structure, that they may act upon

in length but in breadth. Hence we can deter- | the food whilst it undergoes the process of diges-
mine the age of a tree by counting the rings or | tion.  And at that part of the alimentary canal
annular segments of which the wood consiats, as where real digestion has commenced—where the
there is in general an additional laycr of wood | food has been converted into chyle—a soft proeta-
every year. cious substance like milk, and rendered fit for

But thefibres in the performance of their func- | the nutrition of tle body, numerous small vessels
tions do not absorb or take up indiscriminately , termed lacteals are distributed over thie intestine

every element from the soil with which they
.come into contact. They select as it were the
materials and take up only those elements that
are fitted to the nutrition cf that particular cluss
of plants, The fibres of the wheat absorh one
particular element or substance from the soil—
viz. that which is suited to its growth. The

to absorb the chyle, which are in most vigorous
| exercise during the process of digestion, absorb-
ing through the course of the alimentary canal,
portion after portion of chyle as it is formed. The
‘ chyle on being absorved, i3 corveyedto a fine
tube situated along the internal part of the left
side of the chest, termed the Thoracic duct which

fibres of the roots of the flax tuke their othcr: conveys it to the blood in tneleft subclavian vein,

ingredients in the soil that are appraopiiate to its
nourishment. And the fibres of the clover, of the
pea, and of the bean, their other elements by
which they are supported. Each sclecting with

{ with which it is immediately mixed and straight-
! way distributed through the lungs, to be purified
i by the oxygen of the air, converted into arterial
'blood, and rendered fit for the nourishinent of

the greatest care their clements, and those alone , the body. Itis then sent to the heart to be trans.
on which they subsist. Aud should these cle-! mitted by the arteries to every part of the system.
merts become exhausted in the soil, this classof | The lungs, as we have stated, perform a func-
plants will languish and decay for want of food. , tion in the animal economy, exactly similar to
But another cluss of plants whose clements of that of leaves in the vegetables, only with this

putrition are somewhat different from these, if
placed in the same soil, may find an abundant
aupply of nourishment, as the food on which they
subsist has not been exhausted. On this princi-
ple you will perceive, depends the iniportant sub-
jeet of rotation of crops—of changing the vege-
tables of a ficld in regular succession, that each
individual class may find in the soil a sufficient
supply of those elements that are ueccssary to
their increase and growth. And it is of the
utmost importance in the science of agriculturs
to be able to determine the species of food or
elementary substances that are adapted to each
species of vegetables. A problem which has
beean solved by Licbig: he burnt tho plant, and
by anslyzing the ashes, ascertained the chemical
constituents of different clusses of vegetables,
and shewed that these clements were contained
i n the goil and constituted the real food of the
plant,

The character and structure of an animal
appears to be very different from that of a vege-
table. It is possessed of the power of locomo-
tion, and cnabled to move from place to place in
search of the food on which it subsists. But the

difference, that whilst animals breathe pure air
or oxygen gas, vegetables breathe foul air or car-
bonic acid gas. Every time that the cavity ot
the chest expands, which in the human subject,
in a state of health, is about cighteen timesin a
minute, a certain quantity of atmospherie air
enters ; the oxygen which it contains is absorbed
by the blood as it circulates aloug the fine vessels
in the lungs, and at the same time, an equal pro-
portion of carbonic acid or foul air is given off,
or exhaled from the blood. In this process con-
aists the important function of respiration—that
of purifying the blood—of changing it from dark
venous into red arterial blood, and preparing it
for the nourishment of the body. A function—
the due performance and regularity of which
appears much more indispensable to the health
of the animal economy than the digestion of the
food. For whilst man and many animals can live
for several days without food, they cannot survive
many minutes without a due supply of air.

We perceivo then, how analogous, the func-
tion of nutrition in animals i3 to that of vegeta-
bles. The lacteals or absorbent vessels spread
over the intestines, take up the digested portion

|
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of the food from the alimentary canal, in the
same manner as the fibres in the roots of vegeta-
bles absorb the clements from the soil on which
they subsist. And these lacteals or absorbent ves-
scla do not absorb indiscriminately every fluid or
substance with which they come into contact,
They select as it were their materials, and absorb
only that portion of food which has been properly
converted into chyle, and reject the other portions
ag not applicible to the natrition of the body.
They then pour their contents into the thoracic
duct which conveys it to the venous blood,
with which it is intimately mixed and sent jimme-
diately to the lungs, as the sap in the vegetable
is sent to the leaf of the tree, where being freely
exposed to the action of the air it i3 purified and
prepared for the nourishment of the system.

But if such a resemblance exists between the
organic functions of vegetables and animals, in
what, it may be asked, consist the difference
between a vegetable and an animal 2

1. Vegetables differ from animals in the law of
their development. A vegetable develops itself
from the centre to the circumference or extremi-
ties. The stalk and the roots prolong themselves
indefinitely. ‘They form no organic centre as an
important part of their structure, but in their
nature and growth new organs are added to the
old. Leaf succeeds to leaf and flower to flower.
This is a gencral law which obtains throughout
the whole of the vegetable kingdom, and what
Physiologists have termed the law of centrefugal
development. In animals, on the contrary, the
development proceeds most from the circumfer-
ence to the centre, and always tends to consti-
tute organic centres—as the brain, the throat,
and the vertebral column.  This is a general law
in the animal economy, and hasreceived the name
of centrepetal development.

2d. Animals are endowed with the power of
focomotion and enabled to move from place to
place in quest of food. Vegetables are fixed to
the soil and coufined to a very limited spot, from
which t.cy derive their nourishment. But this
isnot a grand characteristic distinction between
s vegetable and animal,  There are some animals
situated at the verge of the animal scale, as the
sponge and polypus, &c., which arc as firmly fixed
to the root, on which they wmay be said to grow,
and as limited in the sphere of their operation, as
a vegetable.  Destitute of the power of locomo-
tion they send forth their tentaculo and seize the
prey which is within their reach, and thus pro-
long the period of their existence. But a very
remarkable phenomenon, connected with the life
of these Polypes, is that whilst the parent animal

is fixed to the rock, where it isdocmed to pass
itsdays, their eggs, contrary to what obtains with
the eggs of the higher order of animals, are
endowed with the power of locomotion and capa®
ble of transporting themselves from one place to
another, till they ultimately fix upon a place
where they are permanently to remain—thus
shewing, as Dumerticr observes, that nacure has
not isolated her laws.

3. Vegetables subsist on inorganic substances
or decayed vegetable and animal matters con-
tained in the soil. DBut animals can only live on
what has been alive—on what has gone through
a process of life and organization. Even the
carth-worm which consumes cousiderable quanti-
ties of earth is nourished by the innate particles
of org.nic substances which it contains. The
inhabitants of some countries, as the Otamocs and
negroes of Guinea, &c., eat considerable quantities
of earth, to which they more particularly have
recourse in scasons of scarcity, but the custom
generally reoves injurious to health, producing
what is termed mal d’estomac or disease of the
stomach. But if there be any nutriment which it
contains, jt must be derived from the organic
remains of which such carths are generally conei-
dered to consist. Accorcing to Professor Retzius,
the earth at Regentforo, on the frontiers of Lap-
land, which is eaten in times of secarcity by the
inhabitants, made into bread with the flour of
corn and bark of trees, contains the remains of
nincteen different forms of infusoria with siliceous
carapaxes, several of which are similar to those
belonging to some of the animalcule met with in
a living state near Berlin—see Davidson and Tru-
man on Diet. Hence whilst vegetables can appro-
priate theinorganic elements of the soil to become
a part of their structure, animals can only subsist
on organized tissue—on vegetables or animals.

But the great characteristic distinction between
a vegetable and an animal consists in this :—That
an animal is possessed of a stomach or internal
cavity for the reception of its food, of which a
vegetable is entirely destitute. There is nothing
like an approach to a stomach throughout the
whole of the vegetable cconomy. They extend
their roots into the carth and depend on the ele-
ments contained in the soil for their natrition,
But an animal, even the most simply constituted,
ag the Polypus, has aninternal cavity into which
the food is received and where it undergoes
digestion; and as we ascend in the animal scale,
this organ becomes more highly developed in
adaptation to the character of the animal.

Having made these observations respecting
the intimate relation that exists between the
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vegetable and animal economy, let us devote our { and the surface is covered by an unctuous sub-
attention more particularly to the functi-n of | stance it is evident that the mode of respiration
vespiration in the different classes of animaly, and | adapted in the case of the earthworn, by nume-
see the varions modifications which these organs ] rous pores permeating its body, conld not be
undergo, and the unity of desiun that prevails | maintained here, a3 these air tubes would be con-
throughout the whole. stantly liable to be filled up and obstructed by
The organs of respiration are constructed on | this unctuous matter; the consequence of which
one grand type in the different orders of animals, | would be that the air could nut gain admission 10
the principles to be obtained being, that the oxy-{ the blood, and death would inevitably be the
gen of the air may be admitted in due proportion | result.  In short, on this principle the life of the
tothe blood to purify or arterialize it, and render | animal could not be maintained. Iiow then is
it fit for the nutrition of the body. And these | respiration efiected? In a very simple manner.
organs undergo various wodifications in the dif- | Instead of a bloodvessel running along the body,
ferent classes of animals, according to the nature { there is a large air-sack or eavity filled with air
and habits of the animal, whether it reside upon | immediately behind the head and communicating
the Lnd or in the waters. Nature, however, | by an open orifice with the atmosphere, and situ-
always cconomises her power and employs 'utcd along the back of the animal; and a beau-
means to the attainment of the end, the most! tiful net work of bloodvessels are spread over the
simple, and at the same time the most complete. | surface of this cavity, so as to expose the blood
In the structure of the earthworm, for example, | frecly to the action of the air which it contains,
which occupies a low place in the scale of organ-| by which it Is pnrified and rendered fit for the
ization, there isncither distinct organs set apart; nutrition of the body. The animal hias the power
for the process of respiration, nor a heart for the | of contracting this cavity, to expel the air when
circulation of the blood. But respiration is as|it has become deterrorated, and of opening or
effectunlly accomplished, and the oxygen of the ! expanding the cavity, to obtzin a fresh supply—
air as duly supplicd as in the higher orders of | an effect which is produced by the movements of
animals, and the mode by which it is effected is | the animal as it cranls aleng the ground.  In this
thiz:— simple mamer the function of respiration is car-
There is a long biood-vessel situated in the i ricdon in the snail, and it isin beautiful adapta-
internal cavity or body of the animal in which | tion to the structure of the body of the animai;
the blood undalates or moves from one extremity j and exactly similar to respiration by cells in the
to another, and the whole surface of the body is, Jung of the vertebrata.  In short, the air, &c. of
permeated by numerous small pores or air tubes | the seail, is a rudimentary type of the lung of
through which the osygen of the air is freely | cold-blooded animals.
admitted to the blood, and coustantly renewed | Tje respiratory apparatus of insects as the fly,
according to the demands of the system. Whenlyye yee, the butterfly, &c, demand peculiar
the animal moves or contracts its body, the air | ayeention, and their internal structure will be
is expelled through these air tubes, and again af Gund 1o present a subject of no less interest to
fresh supply of air is admitted; and when the ;g0 Physiologist, than their beautiful forms, their
animal erawls quickly along the ground, the pro- |, ovements and habits afford to the Naturalist.
cess of respiration is carried on with great vigor, Every one who has contemplated these winged
as the air is admitted and cxpelled through these {jneccts on 2 fine summer's day, flying from ficld
air tubes according to the successive movements § ¢, ficld, and extracting their food from every
of the antmal. Simple then as may appear the opening flower, must have been struck with the
structurc of the carthworm, the process of respi- energy and vivacity which they display. But
Tation is most complete; and whatever obstructs | twere are fow who are aware of the beautiful
the passage of theair alongy these air tubes 1o the | greanization of their frame, and the evidence of
bload, as the application of any unctious sub-§ wisdom which it affords. They possess no dis-
stance to the surface of the body, incvitably §yincy organs of respimtion, 55 the construction of
producos thie death of the animal. It dies asphyxi- Iungs. This would have added materialiy to the
ated, as it is termed, esactly similar to sttangu- weight of the body and impeded their flight;
lation in the higher order of animals. and would morcover, have required another com-
In the snail, on the other hand, the organs of j plicated apparatus of circulation, as the heart,
respiration undergo a considerable modification | arteries and veins for conveying the blood to the
in adaptation to the structurc of the animal. As]organs of respirtion to be purificd, by being
the body of the snail consists of an adipose tissuc, ! freely exposcd to thc intluence of the air. But
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this would have implied a waste of power in the [uir before it gains admission to th - tubes—thus

structure of the animal, as it would have been
cmploying 2 very eonplicated apparatus in the
attainment of an end, when a more simple means

cxcluding the minutest portions of dust which
might prove injurious to the health of the animal.
On the same principle~moustaches and the wear-

would have been equally efficient—a thing which  ing of the beard have been recommended for the
we never witness in any part of the animal eco-y health of artisans engaged in occupations where
uomy. Bat by the plan adopted in the rcspim-: they are much exposed to theinhalation of minute
tion of insexts, any complicated system of appa-. particles of dust. It is a well known fact that
ratus is dispensed with—the weight of the body  needle pointers, fork grinders, stone masons,
is dimini-hed to the greatest possible dcgrcc—, miners, coliiers; &c. are liable to pulmonary dis-
and at the same time the blood is as perfectly | ease, from minute solid particles catering the
purificd a5 in animals far higher in the seale of | windpipe during the act of respiration. Of the
organization. If we examine with the micro-{ fork grinders of Shefiicld, few live beyond the
scope the internal structure of one of these, age of thirty-six years; and of the stonc masons
winged insects, we discover numerous air tubes | of Edinburgh, who are constantly engaged in the
extending along the wings and proceeding to the  hewing and polishing department, few survive

head, the stomach, the limbs, and every portion | beyond the age of forty years, being cut off by

of the body—dividing and subdividing like the
branches of a tree, so as to convey air to the
entire system.  Imleed, the whole body of an
insect may be considered as a species of lung,
employed in the function of respiration, and this
produces two important results :—1st, By render-
ing the animal exceedingly light, it cnables it to
poise itself in the air and continue its flight from
place to place with great case and freedom. 2.1
It endows the animal with great vigor, in accord-
auce with that general law of nature, that whea-
ever a part is well supplied with blood that is
highly oxigenated, it is possessed of great power
aud energy; and as we stated, it is astonishing
the vigor which these insccts uanifest. ¥

We neced not eater into 2 minute description of
the various modifizations which these air tubes
assume in different casses of insccts, in accord-
ance with their situation and habits. In some
cases they present an indulatory structural
appearance, being enlarged at successive intervals.
In others they are dilated into capacious cells in
which air is retained in great abundance. DBut
there i3 onc particular structure affording the
clearest cvidence of design to the attainment of
a specific end to which we must advert. An
additional means i3 provided torender the animal
more adapted to its external circumstances.—
Thus insome classes, themouths of these airtubes
are surrounded by o sort of muscilar substanee,
which cnables the inscct to shat them at plea-
sure, to prevent the eatrance of any extrancous
matter to  which it may be exposed. And in
beetles, which crawl along the dusty ground, the
extremitics of the air tubes arcinvested with a
densc portion of minute stiff hairs, which act in
the capacity of a sicve, and filter as it were the

* The energy of musaular eontraction appears fo be

greaterin inscclsin preportion to their size,

pulmonary discase produced by the inhalation of
minute particles of matter. To prevent these
injurious cffects, Dr. Alison and other eminent
medical gentlemes, of Great Britain, have recom-
mended the constant wearing of moustaches,
and a long beard, as a prescrvative to the
lungs in preventing the centrance of minute
particles of matter to the windpipe—the same
principle as the investment of minute portions
of stiffhair at the mouth of the air tubes of insecta,

“The energy of muscular contraction appears
to be greater in insccts, in proportion to their
size, than it is in any other animals. Thus
aflca hias been known to leap sixty times its own
length and to moveas many times its own weight.
The short-limbed beetles, however, which inhabis
the ground, manifest the greatest degree of mus-
cular power.  The Lucanus cervus (stag beetle)
has been kunown to gnaw a hole of an inch diame-
ter, in the side of an iron cannister, in which it
had been confined. The Geotrupes stercorarius
(dung or shard-borne beetle) can support uninjured
and even clevate a weight equal to at least 500
times that of itsbody. And asmall Carabus hag
been seen to draw a weight of §5 grains, (about
24 times that of its body,) up a planc of 2593
and a weight of 125 grains, (36 times that of its
body) up a planc of 52; and in both these
instances the friction was consideable—the
weights being simply laid upon a picce of paper
to which the iuscct was attached by a string 1™
—Carpenter’s Physiology, 396.

Aunother remarkable circumstance connected
with these air tubes is the manner in which they
are keptpatescent and prevented from collapsing,
It might e thought that tubes so exceedingly
fine as those which ramify through the bodics of
insccts, and generally require the aid of the
microscepe to discern them, would with difficulty

-
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remain open, to allow a sufficient supply of air to
the system. But this is accomplished in a very
beautiful manner—a spiral thread, placed between
the two layers or membranes of which the tubes
copsist, runs throughout the whole length, even
to their utmost ramificationg, and is so coiled as ,
to produce a cylinder of sufficient strength to
prevent the area of the tubes from being dimin-
ished. Another objectis attained by this structure
—the tubes are not mercly kept open, but are
possessed of great flexibility in adaptation to the
movements of the animal. 1lad they been rigid
and unyiclding tubes, they would have been
wholly unfit for the purpose which they were
intended to subserve, as they would not have ad-
mitted of that clasticity of body, and freedom of
action which we perceive these beautiful and
exquisitely articulated animals possess.

From the description which we have given of
the respiratory apparatus of insects, the reader
will perceive, that the passage which the air
traverses in the air tubes for the arterialization of
the blood is entirely different from the passage of
tac food to the stomach by the mouth, con-
sequently an inscct has no voice, and the peculiar
sounds which we hearin the different tribes of
ingeets, as the buzzing of the fly, the humming
of the bee, &c. &c., have been thought by
Burmaster,* an cminent physiologist, to depend
on the vibration of the air streaming rapidly
in and out of the orifices of these air tubes. But
we¢ are rather inclined to think that these peculiar
sounds are to be accounted for by the rapid
vibrations of the wings of insects, which it has
been computed, amount in some insects, to many
hundred or even many thousand ia a sccond of
time.}

We shallnow be more able to comprehend the
functions of respiration in reptiles, as the frog,
salamander, crocodile, &c., which belong to the
class of amphibious animals, and arc capable of
living on the land or in the water. In the
respiration of insects, we saw that the air was

brought into contact with the blood to purify it,

and prepare it for the nutrition of the body ; but

here the reverse takes place, the blood is brought

into contact with the air to be arteralized, organs

are constructed for this purpose. These animals

have organs specially constructed for the functions

of respiration, by the lungs, where the blood is

freely exposed to the action of the air, and
purified and prepared for the nourishment of the
body. In connection with the lungs are a
heart, arteries, and veins for propeliing the blood
and conveying it to and from every part of the
system, thus producing what is termed the
circulation of the blood. Thelungs situated in the
cavity of the chest consist of aseries ofair tubesand
air cells, over the surface of which are distributed
a beautiful net-work of blood-vessels; and the
blood on being propelled from the heart and
entering the lungs, passes along this net-work of
vessels, by which it is freely exposed to the
air contained in the chest, and by absorbing its
oxygen ischanged from dark into red or arterial
blood. But as the lungs of cold-blovded animals
are constructed on 2 very simple plan with large
air cells, and not minutely sub-divided, the blood
has only alimited surface along which it circulates,
on being exposed to the action of the uir. Hence
itis not so fully arterialised as in the higher
order of animals.  Besides on entering the heart
it is again mixed with the dark or venous blood,
and in this condition distributed to every part of
the body, so that the blood which circulates
through the bodies of reptiies is only partially or
imperfectly purified or arterialized, and this is
the principle which constitutes then cold-blooded
animals, and renders their tenperature low and
only a little clevated above the surrounding
medium. In consequence of which they are
unable to move about during the severity of
winter, but retire to their recesses, where they
remain till the return of the genial days of spring.
In fact it is a law in the animal cconomy, that in
proportion to the quantity of ir which an animal
co! in respiration, so does its temperature

®* Or Gmat’s Comparative Anxtomy.

+ * Haller calenlated that in the Hmbs of adagat
full speed muscular coutractions must take place in
1css than onc-two-hundredth part of asccond for many
minutes at Ieast in succession. Al tlese instances,
however, are thrown into the shiade, by those which
mry be drawn from the class of Tnsects.  The mpidity
of the vibrations of the wings may he cstimated from
the musical tone which they produce, it bang wasily I
ascerlained hy experiments, what number of vibwations
a7¢ reqitirex to produre any note in the seale. Prom
these data, it appears (o be the necessary resnlt, that
the wings of many wiseets sinke the mr many huadred 1
or cven many thousand Limes Ik every  sccond.”— ‘
Carpealer's Physiolvgy, p. 397,

become clevated; and as reptiles corsume but a
small quantity of air in proportion to the higher
order of animals, their temperature is com-
paratively low, which constitutes, as we have
stated, their physiological condition of cold-
blooded animals.

But as reptiles breathe air, and have distinet
organs constructed for aud appropriated to this
important function, how docs it happen that
they arc capable of making the water their abode
as well as the land, in other words what consti-
tutes their character of awphibious animals ?
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All this is accomplished in a very simple man-
ner—in o manner which affords the most striking
evidence of design, and adaptation of means to a
specific end—all in unison with the character and
condition of cold-blooded animals. The aorta, or
large vessel which conveys the blood from the
heart to be distributed to every part of the body,
conveys also the blood which goes to the lungs.
And whilst the animal remains upon the land
breathing air, a portion of the blood constantly
circulates through the lungs to be purified and
prepared for the nourishment of the body. But
the moment the animal descends into the water,
the function of respiration is suspended—the
animal ceases to breathe, and the blood, instead
of flowing to the lungs, continues its course on-
wards, and gocs to be distributed to every part
of the body. In thismaunerthe blood circulates
till the animal comes to the surface of the water
to breathe, and then a quantity of fresh air being
iubaled, the blood tlows to the lungs to be puri-
fied, aud the circulation of the bloodis maintained
a3 before.

But if all the blood in the animal's body had
circulated through the lungs, instead of a portion
of it, the animal could not have remnained many
minutes under the water without certain suffoca-
tion. When the air ceased to enter the lungg,
tiie blood would have ceased to flow—that would
have transmitted its influence backwards to the
heart, and averted its motion; and the general
circulation would immediately have been brought
to a stand, and death the inevitable result. In
short, the animal would have died trom the want
of air to the chest—the same as an animal that
is drowned. For in drowning, neither man nor
animal dies because water enters the chest, and
arrests the action of the lungs—there being scl-
dom any water found there at the moment of
death. For the ¢piglottis shutsimmediately upon
the mouth of the windpipe, and prevents the en-
trauce of the water. But they dic because air
has been excluded from the lungs, and the func-
tion of respiration arrested—the sune as in an
animal that has been strangulated.  But by the
mode adopted in the respiration of reptiles all
these cffects are prevented, and the animals have
the power of desceading into the water, and of
making that clement their abode for a cousider-
able period, tll the wants of the system dewmand
a supply of fresh air, and then they come to the
surface to breathe; hence these reptiles are, pro-
perly speaking, land animals, formed to breathe
air, but by the peculiar construction of their re-
piratory orgaus, they have the power of des-
cending into the water, and continuing there

for some time without injurious effects co their
system.

A very remarkable phenomenon connected
with the life of reptiles, as the frog, sala-
mander or water-newt, &c., is, that in the carly
period of their existence, and during their tad-
pole state, they assume the character of a fish,
and breathe by gills, and are totally destitute of
lungs and unable to live on the land. But asthey
continue to grow, the lungs are gradually devel-
oped, and the gills shrivel up; and then the
whole body of the animal undergoes a complete
metamorphosis, 10 adapt it to the new element,
air, for which it is destined. The tail disappears,
the four limbs are formed, the heart undergoes a
great change in its structure. The stomach and
intestinal canal become shortened in adaptation
to the food on which the animalis to subsist, and
the vertebral column loses the type of the fish
and assumes that of the reptile.

But should the animal be excluded fiom the
influence of solar light and heat, whilst it is un~
dergoing this metamorphosis the process is ar-
rested?  The animal continues to grow as a tad-
pole, but is no longer changed into the character
ofafrog. Dr. Edwards of Paris performed some
interesting experiments on this subject. e took
tadpoles, and supplied them with food and a con-
stant renewal of fresh water, but excluded them
from the influence of solar light. The animals
continued to grow, but it was as tadpoles; their
metamorphosis into frogs was arrested, and did
not again proceed till exposed to the rays of the
sun—showing, in a remarkable degree, the in-
fluence of light upon the animal economy..

We perceive, then, how admirably adapted
the structure of every creature is to the circum-
stances in which it is placed, and the clement in
which it moves, and that, however great may be
the modifications which particular organs may
undergo to the attainment of specific ends, they
are all accomplished inaccordance with the grand
general laws of the animal cconomy.  Which
shows how superior the works of naturcare to the
lofticst productions of humau skill and human in-
genuity. A picce of mechanism, asa watch con-
structed by man, however beautifal the workman-
ship and valuable the materials, is designed for
ouc important purpose, which it snbserves and
that alone, and cannot be appropriated to a dif-
fcrent purposc without a total change of the whole
materials. But in the structure of the animal
cconomy, by a slight modification of the organs,
various and important ends are attained, and the
animal is adapted to the air, to the land, or to the
waters, and yet the principle is onc and indivi-
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590 THE WITCH HAZEL—THE PAGOTA.

dually the same—which demonsuates that the
whole system is divine, and has been constructed
by one great Avchitect, the Creatorand Governor
of all; which should lead us in studying the
structure and iny estigating the laws of the animal
economy, ong of the invst interesting and, at the
same time, most instructive subjects that the
human mind can contemplate—to advance a step
further, and “look fiom nature up to nature's
God.'—T>e** < Bownanville.
———ge e
THE WITCIH HAZEL.

“The singularity or witchery of this plant con-
sists in putting forth its blossomns atthe same
time that its leaves are falling, and when the
germens of its neighbors have turned into peri-
carps. It flowers in October and November,
the fiuit being produced the next year; thus the
ripe fruit 2ud fresh blossoms are frequently com-
ntingled on the same trees.—Comstock’s Botany.

When the fiost hath dyed the forest
With arich and gaudy sheen,

And the crimson’d maple vieth
With the constant pine’s deep green,

When the faded leaves flit earth-ward.
Ia 2 sad funeveal train,

And cach sight and sownd bespeaketh
The approach of winter's reign:—

Blooms a mystic shrub serencly
When exch summer flower is goue,
Spreading forth its tender petals
While its leaves fall one by one;—
Fearless of the snows of winter
Or the icy frosts” keen breath,
It exists a living garland
Mid the sad remains of death.

What to it the meadow’s verdure
Or the balmy gales of spring?
When the tree and shrub are joyous,
To be gay were no hard thing.
But its wast it bravely sheweth
In the Giver of all good,
Who providetl: for the widow
And still finds the ravens focd.

True and faithful plant, the lesson
Thou impartest all should icarn,
Not to droop before misfortune,
But with calinness face the storm.
Let the Hazel be our cmblem!
Yes! no other badge display !
With its blossoms shining brightly
Mid the passing years decay.

THE PAGOTA.—A VENETIAN STORY.

(FROM THE FRENCH.)

CHAPTER 1.

No tourist in Italy can have failed to observe
with pleasure the female water carriers of
Venice, running at a gymnastic step,and with
an air of haste and business, over the flags

Fwhich pave the canseways of the great square

of St. Mark.  Although they speak a dinlect
but little different from that of the Venetiang,
it is evident, from their smaller stature, their
more picturesque costume, and their more
delicate featurcs, that they arve not of the
same race. They bear thename of Bigelante
and Lagote ; the first of them appertaining to
their trade, the second to the country whence
they come—rviz, Pago—a small and sterile
island in the Adviatic, situated near the slo-
ping shores of Croatin.  In all the large cities
of the Continent, there are certain species of
industry which are never cxercised except by
foreigners, and the pursuit of which long use
and custom have rendered the peculiar privi-
lege-of aliens.  After this fashion, the nurses
of Paris are all Normans, aud all its coal-veu-
ders are natives of Auvergne; and in the
same way, at Venice the water-carriers all
come from Pago. From the far end of the
Dalmatian Archipelago, they come—for they
are mostly femaics—to Venice to gain their
dowries by carrying waler for the hourgeois
of ‘the city in the sea’ These gained, by
means of heavy labor and frugality, they re-
turn to their own country, where their flances
arc awaiting them, and marry upon the fruits
of their industry.  They only receive a Vene-
tian sou for a jug of water, so they must curry
a vast number of them before they can amass
a sum of moncey suflicicnt to enable them to
set up house-keeping: but their brazen jugs
arc not of the largest kind, so they can make
many journeys toand from the cisterns in the
day, and the young men of Pago do not look
for quite such dowries with their brides, as
are expected by Parisians with the belles of
the salons.

During the summer of 18145, which in
France was onc of the wettest and coldest
upan record, the heat at Venice was intolera-
ble. The atmosphere was filled with heavy
and suffocating vapours, which gave to the
heavens such a sombre and gloomy hue, as
to scem to announce the near approach of
some of those wonderful events whizh are pre-
dicted in the Apocalypse.  The waterof the
lagoons being of little depth and hut seldom
renewed by the feehle tides of the Adriatic,
attained o degree of hieat so clevated, that
baths became for the time an impossibility.
It was in the nights alonc that the air was at
all respirable, and the consequence was, that

L. N.

the whole of the inhabitants of the city were
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out-of-doors, wom sunset till three or four
hours after midnight.  One day, my padrona
di casa, 1o use the Venctian expression, com-
passionating my state of physical prostration,
proposed that I should have a bath in my own
lodgings, made principally of well-water. I
cagerly accepted the proposal, and accord-
ingly there was brought up into my room a
large wooden bathing-tub; and when this had
been filled about one-third tuil of lagoon wa-
ter, a Pagota was hired to add thereto a
somewhat larger quantity of fresh water, and
the result was, that a hath was formed into
which I could manage to plunge without fear
of scalding. The Pagota cemployed in this
work was a young girl, whose countenance,
unless exceedingly deceitful, hore witness toa
beart at once pure, imocent and good;
whilst a look of simplicity, and yet deep mel
ancholy, with which the observer could not
but be struck, threw around her a charm en-
tirely incxpressible.  As for her costume, it
was the general one of her class, thongh ra-
ther neater and more clegant than common,
and at the same time less coquettish. T'wo
large clustersof rich brown hair hung over
her ears, from which were suspended two
large pendants of real gold, whilst upon her
head wasa felt hat, of elegant shape, but
without Dbrim, and ornamented by a sprig of
cvergreen.  She had no shoes on her feet,
which was not because of poverty, but merely
that she might the better keep her footing
when treading upon the banks of the lagoons,
upon which is often deposited by the watera
green slime.

Whilst the Pagota was passing to and fro,
from the wells to the bathing-tub, and from
the bathing-tub to the wells again, Iperceived
that tears, which from time to time she wiped
away with the back of her hand, were con-
stantly trickling down her checks in silence,
and I'scized the first opportunity which pre.
sented itself to inquire of her the cause of her
subdued grief. She fixed upon me, thercupon,
her large bluc eves, as though endeavoring to
discover whether my question were dictated
by mere curiosity or not; and then replied,
¢You arc free to think of my sorrow what
you will, excepting one thing, and that is,that
any ill conduct of my own has brought it
upon me.’

This proud response augmented my inter-
est, and I wished to insist upon her takin
me into her confidence, but she had by this
time empticd her last scechia, and she has-
tened away, saying only, ‘Jagno pronto I
Happily, however, my padrona had learned,
by snatches at various times, all that 1 was
desirous of knowing respecting the Lagota,
and I had only tospeak one word to call forth
as full and prolix an account thereof, asany
one could possibly be wishful to obtain.
Love, as I had conjectured, was the cause of|
tho young maidens sorrow. Her griefs,how-

ever, had then only just commenced, but, asI
remained for the whole of the ensuing year
in Venice, Thad opportunitiesof watching to
the end the progress of the drama in which
she was the chief actor, and the first few
scenes of which had thenas yet alone been
represented,

Digia was the Christian name of the Pa-
Igota, and she was the sceond daughter of a
poor tavernJiceper of Pago, who was burden-
ed with a heavy family.  VFor the last ihree
months, she had exercised in Veniee the pro-
fession of water-carrier.  Her clder sister had
preceded her there by some months, and had
left her on her return to Pago, a considerable
clientile amongst the inhubitants of the ses-
tiereof St. Mark. Already she had been ena-
bled to forward succours to her father, and in
a corner of the little chamber in the Clnareg-
qio which she inhabited, she had hiddena
little treasure, the frnit of her frugality. It
was all in copper picees, and would not have
weighed upon even one hand very heavily,
supposing it to have been converted into sil-
ver. Digin always left her dwelling at the
break of day, and many of the most indus-
trious servants were still asleep when she
knocked gently at their doors with her jug
upon her shoulder. It was a long way from
her dwelling to St. Mark’s, and on her way
thither in the mornings she had to pass twenty
bridges, and amongst others that which
touches upon the vestibule of the palace of
the Taliero, whose facade recalls so cloquently
the rigour of the laws of the middle ages.
Somewhat beyond this bridge, in a rio which
describes a number of capricious curves, two
boatmen were generally cleaning and prepar-
ing their gondola. Both wore the belts and
the black bonnets of the nicolitii—those in-
veterate night-rovers and contrabandists, and
mortal enemies of the red-capped gondoliers,
or castellani,® as well as the green-habited
ofticers of customs.  ‘The cldest seemed about
twenty years of age, the youngest about four-
teen.

The nicolitti believe themselves to be of no-
ble descent, and are as proud now of their
oars as their ancestors were of their swords.
Too independent to suffer themselves to enter
into any contiact which shall bind them to
give their labor to one employer for any
lengthened period, they will willingly bind

5| themselves by the year or by the month, pro-

vided theirpatron be any ancient Scigneur of
the Golden Book.  As for forcigners, the ni-
colitto never offers his services to them, ex-
cept with the mtention of duping them. To
sce and observe him in his native clement, it
is nccessary to go and seok him in the Can-
areggio, an inextricable labyrinth from which
herarely departs, and in which even Venetians

* Tho war of the nicolitti and the castclani dates

from theldth century,
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arcvery apt to loose themselves. Without
knowing anything correctly of the history of
his country, the nicolitto regrets vaguely those
old Gothic irstitutions which are impossible
to-day, and of which le is incapable of judg-
ing. It is sufficient for him to know that du-
ring five centurics they made the glory and
the fortune of the Venetians, His character
is fickle and inconstant as the old Athenian’s,
hisintellect lively but frivolous, his language
of somewhat more than nsual clegance, and his
aptitude for repartee almost incredible. A
bon-mot, a pun, or a witty tale, amuse him
above all things; and ceverything graceful and
clever, from a turn of cardsto an opera tune,
excites his enthusiasm, whilst the sightof a
fair girl ccpecially clates him. Al his tastes
arc those of the man of civilization, buta
nameless malady saddens and consumes him
~—2a malady which resembles more than any
thing clse noetalgin, aad theaccesses of which,
taking place as they do mostly in the night,
inspire those songs imprinted with a gloomy
sadness which proceed in the darkness from
the gondolas of the nicolitti, and to some of
which, upon an ever memorable evening, the
mortally wounded hcart of the unfortunate
Desdemona responded with a melancholy and
plaintive echo. It is the gondolier of the
present day—whoem Roscini listened to—who
is accustomed to sing thus, and not the gon-
dolier of the time of Othello. The Miguno of
Gocthe was born in the land of the sun, and
transported to the cold clime of Germany, she
wept her far off country ; the songs of the ni-
colitto weep the death of Venice.  Interrogate
him sympathetically, and he will forget his
hunger, to complain of wearivess. Thence
arises his insubnrdination, his penchant for in-
fringing the regulations of the police, and his
taste for contrabandist enterprises.

When Digia,visen from her nest at the same
hour as the birds from theirs, and running, as
her custom always was, came up to the but-
tresses of the palace of Faliero, the cldest of
the two gondoliers seldom failed to accost her.
Sometimes he offered to take her to the place
of her destination in his gondola, sometimes
he inquired whethershe were not on her way
to some rendezvous, and whether the gallant
she was going to mcet was a merchant of the
Merceria or the Rialto. The Pagota, well
knowing that such skirmishes with the gon-
dolicrs of Venice were very apt to end in un-
pleasant scenes, always quickened her pace
and lowered her eyes as she passed by the
two nicolitti; but in the cvenings, as she
passed by the same spot again, she sometimes
cast & stealthy look upon the elder of them,
for at such scasons she often saw him lying
with his back upward and his head buriedin
his hands, in the attitude of & man sunk in
despair; and in such cases her heart was
filled with comnpassion for him, for she doubted
not that his sadness was caused principally by

an inability to procure employment for his
robust arms during the day. Une morning
as she passed the 7éo at her customary step,
the nicolitto apostrophised the young girl in
a more serious tone than ordinary, and beg-
ged her to stay a moment, and render him a
service. Instead of fleeing as fast as she
could, as she did usually when he accosted
her, she stopped as requested, and lookingtho
black gondolicr full in the face, replied, *I
hope, for your own honor, that you are not
mocking me ; and if you are not, 1 will wil-
lingly do anything Ican for you, on condi-
tion ’that you ccase to annoy me when I pass
you.

“Do not fear, gentle Pagota,” replied the
nicolitto, “I will not jest with you, but will
speak to you likean archbishop I want you
to repair the vest of my little brother, Coletto.
This noble signor whom you see here will hire
our gondola for the entire day, on condition
that ite rowers appear in decent trim: but
this condition is imperative, since we are
wanted to conduct the ladies of his family
to the salt-wells of St. Felix. But Coletto’s
vest is torn right down the back, and Iam
but a poor hand with the ncedle; therefore I
would beg you, since you have risen before
the sun, to come for a fewr moments to the
aid of the poor gondolier. Take this needle
and thread and repair the rent, and you will
render us a great service.  If you refuse, Col-
letto and I will miss an important engage
ment, and lose our day.”

Digia, upon this, took the vest of the little
Coletto, whose clothes scemed to have been
made of an old curtain, or of the cover of an
arm chair, and having threaded her needle,
scated herself on the edge of the bank, that
she might sew the more at ease.

“Although shy,” the nicolitto continued,
after a while, *I knew that the fair Pagotine
was a brave girl.  Andnow,” he added, turn-
ing to a fourth person who was present, “if
agreeable to your lordship, we can make our
contract.”

The individual thus addressed was a little
man, of about fifty years of age, with a grey
head, a pale countenance,and a slender frame,
together with winking eyes, and an open
mouth, whi:h spoke of butlittle intellect, and
still less character. Onc would have said
that he was stupid, had it not been an expres-
sion of cunning which lighted up his features
every now and-then into animation. Ilis
black coat, with the shanks of its buttons all
plainly visible; his hat almost napless, but
brushed with extreme care, with his gloves a
dozen times darned, and his shoes as many
times mended, all bore witness to desperate
resistance to theassaults of the most cruel of
miseries—that of the man weil born, but
without riches, whose cducation, name, and
station in socicty oblige to endcavorat all ha~
zards, to *“keep up appearance,” and preserve
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a decent exterior.  The black gondolier was
not in error in treating this personage as a
signor di quulite, for he was in reality the
last scion of the most illustrious of all the
families Lelonging to the ranks of the Vene-
tian avistocracy. e counted several doges
amongst his ancestors, one of them being the
author of the celebrated coup d' etat, known
as the serraz del consiglio, which reduced to
seven hundred the number of Venctian fami-
lies whose members could exercise any pud-
lic functions. From time immemorial the
ancestors of this man had occupied the high-
est offices in the state, and fullilled the most
difficult cinployments in a government, by
turns, so supple and so iuflexible, which held
itsell at the head of Europe during the whole
half of the sixteenth century.

“Our contract!” responded the great
personage; “it is already made You know
well enough what your day's wages are
worth."”

“Yes, signor,” replied the nicolitti; ¢ Aa
Napoleone &' Argento,” .

“ Ha Nuyolecone!” exclaimed the man of
quality ; * but you are joking without doubt!
Think you Ihave risen so early to make a
bargain such as that? But let us tak of
Venetian moneys and not foreign coins, so
pleasc you.”

“ Well, then, how much is it that your ex-
cellency will choose to give us?™ asked the
gondolicr in answer; but the grand signor
replied only by a gesture, raising four of his
fingers in theair, and when he had done this,
suddenly closing his hand.

“It is very little,” said the gondolier, when
he had in this way named the sum. “Buat
he who only gives little ought at least to pro-
mise. Ihave an idea that your cxcellency
will ere long become a senator, perhaps even
doge : or, more still, the state inquisitor. Pro-
mise me this, that you will in that day re-
compcense me further when Iprostrate myself
in your path, and that you will place me in
your house, when the republic is accorded to
us, and then I will willingly serve you for four
francs.”

The patrician, sceing to what class of
dreamers the gondolier belonged, jumped at
the chance of striking a bargain. * By my
ancestors, the conquerors of Cyprus,” ex-
claimed he, “Iwill promise you. You shall
be, when we have succeeded, my first gon-
dolier, or, if it plcases you better, that of my
wife.”

“No, yours, yours, magnifico signor,"” said
the gondolicr; “Iknow the signora by repu-
tation, and it is said she is somewhat difficult
to please. I havethe promise of your pro-
toction, and it suffices me. But may I claim
farther that of the dogaressa for my wife.
For, if the republic comes quickly, it will not
be long before I marry.”

Thi: was still a new ides, and the futare

doge saw in a moment that it might still
more tighten his bargain. T will place your
wife amongst the fulluwersof wmine,” he an-
swered, “as soon as the schemes we have
contrived succeed, on condition that you
conduct mo to-day to St Felix for three
francs,”

 Done, cried the gondolier, and then turn-
ing towards Digia, he contineed,  Gentle Pa-
gota, you have heard the words of the mag-
nifico signor, wil you not partake with me
the benefits which he will Lestow upon me?
You are handsome, and ! am not ugly; we
are both of the stme condidion .o Iife, and are
both industrious. Accept me for your hus-
Land, and let his excellency give us the bene-
dictivn of the first magistrate of the republic.
My name is Marco; are you agreed, fair little
Pagotine t”

Digia was not much acquainted with poli-
iical affairs. She knew notuing of the treaties
of 1815, and was ignorant of the country to
which belonged the caron upon the Piazetta.
The isle of Pago, whicl had always belonged
to Venice, had cver beea attached to its me-
tropolis; and though the Pagotes were accus-
tomed to drink to thesuccess ol the Venetian
borghese this only proved that they considered
them as their patrons aud their masters, The
Pagotes, wereaware, it is true, that the ducal
palace was descrted, and that the affairs of
the city were administered by soldiers in
white habits, who came there from a distance ;
but this state of things se:mcd to them evi-
dently only provisional. This being the case,
the proposal of the gordolier to Digia ap-
peared to the latter Loth courteous and sage,
thanks to the protection of the generous pa-
trician. That which there was absurd and
chimerical in the hopes and dreams of Marco,
did not appear so in any wise to Digia, and
was indced just that which the most struck
her imagination.

“ Marco,” she replicd to the nicolitto,“your
language appears that of an honest man; but
onc cannot marry, you know, in this way at
first sight. Anud, besides, Tum hindered by
other and graver motives. Before quitting
Pago, I contracted a species of engagement
with a young Croat, the son of a fricnd of my
father, who has demanded me in marriage.—
Francois Knapen is a violent youth, whose
humor very little agrees with mine, and I did
not suffer myself to be regularly betrothed.—
T have only promised him that I will not en-
courage another lover without giving him no-
tice. At the bottom, Iam not very fond of
him, and so I will tell him of your proposition
and of our providential encounter with the
thrice magnifico signor, who condescends to
interest himselfin us; and if Francois, aston-
ished by so many extraordinary circumsian-
ces, gives me my liberty, and if my father does
not require me to return to Pago, I will will-
ingly become your wife, as truc as my name

prrev e
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is Digia Dolomir.  You sce [ speak candidly ;
and now that you know all, I give you my
hand, to seal o bargain under the conditions
1 have named.”

“That is right, my children,” said the pa-
trician, *“be Llessed and united couditionally,
lilke the hatchet and the handle, fur perpetu-
ity, unless some accident occurs to separate
you. And since Coletto’s vest is at last re-
paired, let the gondola attend mein three
hours, at the bark of the St. Moize. Itis
there that my wife and daughter wish to em-
bark, in order that thic beaw munde, in passing
the Bocca-di-piazzn, may sce them depart in
their gala-dress.  The worksat St. Felix were
terminated yesterday, and the French engi-
neer, the associate of the most rich Ronzilli,
is to give usin conscquence amost regal feast.
He is an acquaintance whom I mean to make
of great importance to the success of my vast
projects.  Good day, Digia! And Marco,you
know, you will serve e regularly at the rate
agreed, for I shall often have occasion to go
to the wells with my intimate friend, the as-
sociate of the immensely rich Ronzilli. In
return, you know I have promised you my
protection, and have said that when we tri-
um!,)h you shall be the first gondolicr in Ven-
ice.

Marco, astonished at the imaginary gener-
osity of the patrician, and intensely occupied
with the idea of hisown fancied great good
fortune, did not observe the cuuning smile
which spread itself over the features of this
future doge; and Digia, regarding with at-
tention the new lover who had fallen to her
so uncxpectedly, and with so many astonish-
ing recommendations, from the clouds, had
no eyes excepting for the encrgetic figure of
the gondolier. Coletto, whose part in the
grand things to come, both of the political
and the other sorts, might be well expressed
by the equation 1—1, hadalone p.recived any
thing of the truc nature of the bargain just
concluded. In the corner in which he smug-
gled himself] rolled uplike a cat, ke kept mur-
muring of his brother’s folly, and of the bad
bargain he had made: but ncither his brother
nor Digia took much notice of what he said,
for they were too much occupied with their
own golden dreams, and with the gorgeous
visions of future happiness and greatness
which their warm imaginations painted and
unrolled before them.

After the departure of thesignor, Digia and
her lover scparated, promising to meet and
talk matters over together every morning in
the same place. The Pagota made her way,
in the first place, to the office of a public
writer, and after a short time came out of it
again with two letters, one of them for her
father, the other for Francois Knapen, Then
she ranas fastas she could towards the ducal
palace, and soon reached the wells to the left
of it, where she found that most of her com-

panious were gath.ered together, and rendered
uneasy by her non appearance.  'This done,
she once more sct about the performance of
her duties as a water-carrier.

Towards nine o'vlock, alittle fleet of gondo-
las passed through the lagoons towards St
Felix. The boatmen rowed with all their
might, as is their custom when on pleasure-
parties. Marco and his brother were the only
nicolitti amongst the band, and they strained
every nerve not to Le beaten by the red-
caps.

“What a fine trade we're driving!” said
the little Colctto, as the perspiration poured
down his face. * To think of rowing in this
way for three livres!”

“What does it matter 2" responded Marcos
‘*do you not see behind us the gondola of the
French engincer, the associateof the thrice
rich Ronzilli, who could buy all Venice and
all Italy, if it were fur sale? ~ Ttis not without
design that a patrician of a dogal family keeps
company with such as him. e will need a
loan of ten millions of svanzicks, to cnable
him to re-establish the Council of Ten and the
Republic.”

“The French engincer,” replied Coletto,
“ and Ronzilli, and the ten million scanzicks,
are all humbug. I tell you your friend the
to-be-doge has mocked you.”

“ And what for, imbecile? he would not do
so without a motive.”

¢ Certainly not—to save a dozen sous!”

CHAPTER IIL

The great salt-works of St. Felix, which,
with all the works belongng to them, were
completed in eightecn months, belong to the
number of those grand creations of mechani-
cal skill for which the inhabitants of southern
Europe arc indebted to French genius. The
Venetians, who love better to fold their arms
and talk, than to set to work and labor, were
fond, during its progress, of discussing the
great enterprise, and criticising the details of
its execution. Xnowing that unforeseen diffi-
cultics are always met with in such underta-
kings, the midnight talkersof the cafés as-
sured each other during the wholeyear and o
half, that the engincer was deceived in his
calculations, and that his laborsin the end
would come to nougk:t, and he and his work-
men perish. N

It was in order to put an cnd io all such
criticism and incredulity that the engineer of
the works, on the occasion mentioned, invited
a number of the first Venctians to inspect
them, and partake of 2 little banquet upon
the spot. The great reservoirs, embank-
ments, sluices, and canals, together with the
two steam engines which they saw there, were
exhibited to them in such a manner as to re-
move cvery doubt from their minds with res-
pect to the durability of the works, andthe
possibility of manufacturing salt in them ona
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vast scale, and to great profit. The distin- Nisten to the music of the military band, with
guished visitors did ample justice to the col- | all the fashion and rank of Venice. Untilthe

iation which was served up, as did also, at
another table, the gondoliers who kad brought
them thither, and the two hundred workmen.
As for the gondoliers, they cvinced their ad-
miration for French genius by getting tipsy;
and little Coletto himeelf, animated by the
wine and the nice tarts, when he saw the en-
gineer offering fruit to the wife and daughter
of the patrician, was ready to believe in the
vast cflicacy of the protection of the future
doge, in the friendship of Ronzilli for him,and
in the fortune of Marco.

In spitc of the fatizue occasioned by this
trip to St. Felix, which is a little island about
ten miles from Venice, Marco was at his post
before the Faliero palace, on the morrow,long
before the rising of the sun, Irom the sum-
mit of a little bridge ata short distance, Digia
saluted him with her hand, in the Italian
manner, and then ran to seat herself beside
him, for a short time on the bank, to hear his
recital of the eventsof the preceding day, and
to listen to his description of the voyage to
St. Felix, and the splendor of the féte. His
momentary intercourse with so many patri-
cians had excited the warm imagination of the
nicolitto, and had caused it to build number-
less *chateaux en Espagne.”  As soon asthe
patrician had contracted his loan of ten mil-
lion svanzicks, his gondola would be hired by
the year, and ornamented with curtains of silk
and a Turkey carpet. He, and his brother,
clothed by their patron, would be given gor-
geous vests to wear—rvelvet ones for winter,
and nankeen for summer.  As for his bonnet
and his girdle, they would still remain black,
and the doge would consequently see himself
engaged to remain by the nicolitti. in oppe.i-
tion to the castellani, all his reign, which
would bea grave circumstance to be record~3
in the future annals of Venice. Digia, less
excited than her lover, observed that Marco’s
stockings were very old, and promised, en
attendant the curtains of silk, the vest of vel-
vot, and the Turkey carpet, inher leisure mo-
ments to knit him a new pair. By the time
she had made this promise, the tinkling of
the Angelus announced the sumise, and she
rose immediately, to go about her business.
Scarcely was she gone away, ere the patrician
arrived, bent upon the performance of new
diplomatic stratagems. This time it was a
marrirge that he talked of. The French en-
gincer had fallen deeply in love with the sig-
norina, whilst handing her a glass of wine;
and although this was but a poor match for a
daughter of such a house, yet he must bridle
his passion, and consent to it, in order that he
might not lose the succours and support of
the most rich Ronzilli. To carry the matter
to a proper ending, it was nccessary tomake
some little show of Juxury, and to go every
evoaing in an open gondola to the Fresco, to

re-cstablishment of the republie, the future
doge could only afford for such a puipose a
single livre per evening. This was only a
quarter of the usual price; but in the good
time to come, it would be abundantly made
up to Marco, who would ris¢ to—no one could
say what great elevation, The patrician pro-
mised as freely as need be, and the uicolitto,
dazzled by the prospect of so much good for-
tune in the future, willingly concluded so very
profitable a bargain, in spite of all the oppo-
sition that the little Coletto haditin hispower
to ake.

On the cvening of the sccond day, the pa-
trician perceived that, uufortunately he had
not his purse in his pocket, and his fi¢ of for-
getfulness on this head lasted two or three
days. Inthe end, it became the cause of a
slight modification in the contract with the
gondolicr, and it was agreed that henceforth
the patrician should pay only once a month,
paying then for four week's daily trips all in
one sum, The gondolier made no objection
to this arrangement, and indeed he was hap-
Py to be thus enabled to associate his fortune
with that of his generous patron.  Life must
he supported, however, whilst the first
monthly payment was being waited for; and
therefore it was necessary to take a little
credit.  Digia, partaking the faith and the il-
lusions of her lover, frecly offered him her lit-
tle treasure and her daily savings; and thus
it came to pass, that on the poor Pagota fell
the principal portion of the task of maintain-
ing the two gondoliers of the magnifico sig-
pnor. A half-hour’s chat per day duringa
week sufficed to establish between her and
the nicolitto that community of sentiment
which quickly entrains a community of inter-
ests. Moreover, a letter from Pago brought
to Digia her parent’s authorisation of her mar-
riage with the gondolier—the good man, her
father, having too many children, to object to
them beingtaken off his hands and establish-
ed in life; whilst Francis Knapen, having
never answered her cpistle to him, the Pa-
gota, attributing his silence to cither indiffer-
ence or pride, rcbelled against him violently
in_her heart, and considered herself entirely
delivered from her engagements to him.—
Love grows rapidly in the heart of an honest
girl, when duty does not interfere to forbid it;
and it is not strange, therefore, that the new
penchant of the Pagota, being encouraged by
the approbation of her parents and the abdi-
cation of the young Croat, should shortly
break all bounds, and leave no longer any cor-
ner of her heart, for either prudence or doubt
to think of dwelling in.

At the end of a month, the young couple
began to think of making preparations for
their marriage, and of endeavoring to purchase
the ring and other necessaries. It was the
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day in which the little savings of the Pagota
found themselves exhausted ; but it was now
time for the to-be-doge to pay a month’s
wages to his gondoliers, and the sum duc to
them was Javger by some livres than that of
Digia’s expended savings. It was one of the
evenings in which the patrician was wont to
proceed to the Fresco to hear the music, and
Marco spent the greater portion of the day
in makiug up a fine speech with which to re-
quest payment of his wages.,  When the even-
ing was come, he attended the patrician atthe
usual place and the usual time; but, some-
how or other, the patrician did not come.
Having wzited awhile in an agony of anxious
expectation, the poor gondolier sct out to-
wards the gencral rendezvous without his
usual ficight. Arrived there, he found that
the band was already playing, and surrounded
by a pufcct shoalof gondolas.  Marco looked
about him, but counld not sce the doge, nor any
sign of him. Coletto, however, was a little
more suceess{ul, it would scem, fory after hav-
ing placed himself in an observant position for
some moments, he suddenly turned towards
his brother with a rucful countenance, and
exclaimud, “What should you say if 1 said
that the patrician was deceiving us?  There
he is, with kis wife and the signormna, in the
four-oared zondola Lelonging to the engincer.
The two adics have each a new white
robe and a new fan, and the magnifico signor
himself has a new hat, shining like a lantern.
T'li be bound he bought it with the money he
ought to havepaid us with!”

“Pshaw!™” was the response of Marco to
this last suggestion.  “ But, by Bacchus!” he
continucd, after 2 moment’s thought, “this
close intimacy with the engincer is a certain
sign of gieat success! The new hat and the
new fan together prove as clear as noonday
that the loan is already agreed upon, if not
actually made. Soon, then, the vests of velvet
and the fixcd yearly wages!”

“What a fellow you are!” said Coletto,
shrugging his shoulders.  “Of the velvet
vests, and the vearly wages, and the loan, you
will receive just nothing, and even the patri-
cian will ncver even pay you what he owes
you. Jle has no necedof youany longer; and
alt he'll give you for your past servicesisyour
conge. Not having money to pay you with,
he'll find it most convenient to jorget his
debtor!”

“Impossible!” murmured Marco, * Indulge
in no such supposition. to do so, is to out-
rage the majesty both of ancient and modern
Venice. Desides, it will assuredly bring upon
us misfortune.”

« But we've had no dinner to-day, and how
are we to sup?” asked Coletto, “Let us
think a little also of the majesty of empty
stomachs!”

“Well, I'll go to the hkerbiere, and find
cousin Ambrosio, who sells roots, and see if

he will let me have a measure of potatoes upon
credit.”

And Marco went accordingy to the kerbicre,
which, situated behind the ancient palace of
the Twkish ambassadors, is conseerated to
the sale of flowers, herbs, and fruits, Ile went
just at the hour at which the provisions on
sale at the Lerbicre are usually at their lowest
price, and at which, in consequence, econo-
mical cooks and housckeepers are accustomed
to make their purchases. A tall, broad-
shouldered woman, whom you would have
taken for a mendicant, were it not for the
chapeau—albeit it was an old one, and much
sunburnt—w hich she wore, was in close con-
ference, when he ot there, with Ambrosio,
and was doing all that in her lay to abate the
price of a dozen of artichokes. The seller
asked nine sous, hut the beggar offered only
three, anying, that that was all jthey were
worth, since she took only the bottoms, and
left the leaves. At last Ambrosio descended
to five sous, but the woman made a feint ¢f
going away, and then he called her back
quickly, and gave theinat her own price. She
accordingly placed them in her basket, which
already containcd a good-sized fich, and drew
out her purse, that she might pay for them.
It cantained four Venctian sous, and the gar-
dener only required three to pay for the arti-
chokes ; but the lady—who, Marco had dis-
covered by this time, was the wife of the pa-
trician—told him that he would require to
have the last piece also, for it was necessary
for her to take with her additionally a couple
of platefuls of dessert. By means of much
adroitness and much cunning, she managed
to obtain for this onc sou as many cherries
and mountain strawherries as her basket
would now hold (aud as many as she ought to
have paid four sous for), and she then tock
her departure.

As soon as she was gone, Marco stated his
own errand, and had no trouble in obtaining
the wished-for measure of potatoes,with which
he immediately set out again homewards. On
his way, as he passed by the palace which
bears the historic name of the patrician, he
perceived the engincer’s gondola stationed at
its water door, with its cabin lifted off| and
placed, with the oars, under the vestibule. At
this sight, Marco stood still for a sccond or
two, lost in conjectures, when suddenly the
patrician came out of the palace, and passed
before his creditor with as indifferent an air as
though he now saw him for the first time in
his life. 'When Marco saw that he had fairly
passed him, he ran up to him, and whispered,
in a low voice, “A waord with me, your ex-
cellency, for pity’s sake!”

“What do you want with me #” replied the
patrician, stopping, and knitting his eycbrows,
into a frown; *what do you want with me?
I know nothing of you, and dont sce that you
can know much of me.”
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“What!" cried Marco in astonishment, |knocked gently at a littledoor, From the in-
“what! your excellency! Do you notrecog-|terior some onc answered * dvanto !” and
nize your servant the nicolitto? Ilave you|Marco recognized the accents of the French
forgotten who has carricd you so often lately | engincer. It was him; and the task he was
to the Fresco and to St. Felix, with the sig- [ engaged in was that of preparing the wages
nor and thej signorina, and +vhom ‘you have | of his workmnen, piles of écus being ranged on
promiscd to make the first gondolicr in Ven- | the table before him, glittering with the most

ice, when the repubtic comes?”

fascinating splendor. ~ As soon as he had en-

The patrician saw this time that it would | tered, the patrician, raising his hand towards
be difficult to deny his knowledge of the nico- ‘h? heavens, exclimed, O my fiiend, bo-
litto, and he, therefore, for the time at least, | hoid into what an abyss T have at last fallent
changed the plan of his operations. Ile hesi-{Sce what kind of creditors it is whose re-
tated for a moment or two, and then * Impru- { proaches I am obliged to bear! e s a poor
dent youth!” he whispered, in a mysterious gondolicr, a miscrable furcarol, who is come
tone,”“will you betray me and my conspira- | t0 ask me his wages, and I cannot pay them.
cies? Ttisalwaysso. Whenevera patrician Speak, Marco, and tell my generous fijend
meditates to strilc some stroke for the general | yourself how much T owe you.

welfare, there cver comes some man of the

The gondotier, quite confused, alrcady re-

people to betray his secret, either by purpose | pented of the step he had taken, and he could
or by want of cautiousness. Lookat me. Am |only murmur out an inarticulate reply.

1 no longer the nephew of the conqueror of; The Frenchman, however, quickly came to
the Candiots? Ilave you no confidence in|the rescue, and, addressing the patrician, he

me "

said, with a slight smile, “Do not distress

“T have as much faith in you,” replied the | yourself atall, signor, I will lend you the sum
gondolier, *as thuugh you were my father. | that you have need of to discharge these little
But how comes it that you no longer employ {debts.  We will speak of the matter again te-
me to take you in the evenings to the Fresco, fmorrow, but I warn you that I don't meam
and how is it that the gondola of the French- jto be duped. It is not customary with Ve-

man is moored here as though at home?”

netians ever to salute the people who have

¢ Accursed wreteh ! youknow my projeets, {opened their purses to them, but I shall re-
and yet question me in this way, said thejquire you, if you please, to act diffcrently
patrician, in a tone of despair.  * Learn, then, | with me. T shall expect you to give me
however,” he continued, after a moment, { from month to month a small sum on account,
“ that the engineer is living with me, having jin part repayment of what T lend you, evenm
commenced yesterday to partake of my hospi'- 1if your instalinent—and I will leave the size

tality. To-night he dines with me, and—

of them entirely to you—Dbe only of the value

“Not a word more, vour excellency,” in-jof five francs. Do you agree to this?”?

terrupted Marco; “I divine it all. But still

“Delightedly, my generous friend,” replied

it is necessury for me to have bread, and you  the patrician; “my heart is not that of a
Al

owe me the little sum of —="

¢ Silence!” put in the doge, emphatically.

“The profoundest secrecy.”

Judas. I would "
* Come, no rhetoric, signor, and no exag-
geration,” interrupted the engineer; “busi-

“Yes, | understand,” interrupted Marco; i ness requires neither.  To-morrow you shall

“but when will you pay me?”

have the moncy, if you promisc to repay it by

“In fifteen days, or peraaps a month,” re- | monthly instalinents. Do you promise

sponded the doge; “and till then you must

not stir.”

# No,"” answered the gondolier, “I will not.
May I be strangled, if I give cven the least
sign of life!”

But, in spite of this oath, Marco—for he was

¢ Promise?” asked the doge. “ I promise,
by the sun that is enlightening us, by the
green earth we tread on, by all those who
h?Ve bgme before me the illustrious name
o ——

* Nonsense ! cried the engineer, with diffi-

a true child of Venice, and no conspiracies or | culty restraining a hearty burst of laughter.

secrets will prevent a Venctian creditor de-
manding his money from those who owe it
him—Lknocked the next day at the door of the
magnifico signor, and asked him for the
wages that wore due to him. The patrician
at first strode about the chamber without
answering; then, as if a sudden thought had
strack him, he cried, ¢ You have just arrived
at the right moment—follow me."  And leav-
ing the apartment, he beckoned the gondolier
to do likewise.

‘When he had reached the end of a long
gallory, entirely bare of furniture, the doge

VOL, 1II,~~X

“Keep these solemn declarations for more
important occasions than this. But there is
another point we will agree upon; how much
will you give me next month, as the first in-
stalment #”
“Let me sce,” responded the patrician;
“did you not mention about three francs
“Five,” replicd the engineer; * but three
will do, if you like it better, and will prove
yoursclf a man of your word.”
‘ Well, three, it shall be then,” answered
the doge, *“and you will sec whether I fib or

not. But I have still another favor to beg of
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vou; and it is, that you will put the crown
to your gencrosity, by engaging not to men-
tion the matter to my wife.”

“'To no one in the world, my dear neigh-
hor,” was the reply. * You may rely upon
mv discretion.  But now, au revoir.  Pardon
me for not reconducting you, and remember
that the moncy will be ready for you to-mor-

W

Upon this, the patrician made his adicu in
a loftv style, and then left the apartment, fol
fowed by Marco. Wkhen he reached the
chamber in which the nicolitto had first found
him, he made a few delighted gambols, and
seeming utterly incapable of containing him-
sclf, kept excleiming, * To-morrow, to-mor-
row” and repeating the words of the engin-
cer, *‘To-morrow your monrey will be ready
for you.”

Marco partook of his joy also, and could
not restrain himself from crying repeatedly,
“The loan is contracted, and so, llurrah for
Venice! Hurrah for the vest of velvet and
the yearly hire!”

But at last he managed to calm himself,
and gently to insinuate a request that the

and “to-morrow’” should see his wages
paid. Upon this, the doge entirely changed
hismood, and assuming his accustomed stupid
look, replied, ¢ Tt is doubtful; the interests
of the state, you know, must be seen to, be-
fore the interests of an individual.”

“But, your excellency,” responded Marco,
«T can wait no longer.  Everything T had I
have now parted with ; T have londed myself
with debts, and shouldhave been long carried
to the cemetery in the gondola of the paupers,
if Digia had not offered me her savirgs.”

“What, silly man!® cxclaimed the patri-
cian in reply, “had your mistress savings?
Why did you not tell me of them, and then
she could have placed them inthe great bank-
ing concern which I am about to establish
with the ccus of Ronzilh, which the engineer
has just agreed to lend me, and 1 would have
paid her six per cent. interest.”

«“WWe want no interest, but the capital—to
marry upon,” was Marco’s answer, rather
harshly uttered. . .

“Vyell, you shall have it,” was the patri-
cian’s reply ; “but to-morrow I shall be very
much engaged; you cannot contract a loan
with a rich financier, without doing a deal of
writing and going through many formalities.
But do not forget to come for your money the
next day, at the dotto, ncither earlier nor
ater—do you hear” .

“Yes, signor,” answered the gondolier;
« you need not fear that I shall forget.”

“Nor did he; bat it isnecessary to say that,
when he knocked at the door of the doge's
palace, on the day after the morrow, at the
exact time specified (an hour after mid-day),
he found no one at home? I believe not, for
the reader will have divined that the magni-

fico signor had only indicated the precise
hour and the precise day, in order that he
might have an opportunity of taking himself
out of the way before its arrival.  Ten times
during the afternoon and the next morning,
the poor gondolier renewed his attack upon
his patron’s door, but all in vain, and by the
next time that he succeeded in medting with
his debtor, the latter had had opportunities
of inventing a thousand fresh excuses. The
misery and the debts of the poor nicolitto
were thus left to increase themselves day by
day, and as the courage and activity of the
Pagota were not suflicient for the support of
three persons, Colctto, who had very long
teeth, commenced to rebel. One evening,
Marco, leaning over the parapet of a bridge,
observed that a flood of light which illumin-
ated the waters on all sides, was issuing from
the windows of his patron’s palace, and soon
after he saw gondoliers pass under the bridge,
and set down ladies decked in ball attire at
his doors, whilst pastry-cooks also procecded
thither with baskets upon their heads. It
was thus cvident that the magnifico signor
was giving a grand {éte, and Marco, not being
able to conceive the slightest reason why the
patrician should object to pay his little debt
out of the millions which he imagined he had
received from the most rich Ronzilli, especially
when he couldgive a splendid banquet like the
present, felt his love for the descendants of
the conquerors of Chypre profoundly wounded.
Still, he continuced to belicve in the future
doge's excellent faith, and in a gorgeous
future, to be bought but by these privations.
Coletto said it was all fudge, and that the pa-
trician was a baukrupt.

¢ And may God punish you, Marco,” further
added his little brother, *for having ceased
to be a contrabandist, in order to become a
lacquey, like a red gondolier.”

“Well,” replied poor Marco, in a fit of in-
dignant anger, *a malediction upon all mag-
nifico signors! May accidents for ever defeat
their projects, and may the Madonna of the
contrabandists, touched by my repentance,
accord her protection to the returned wan-
derer!”

In order that the reader may judge exactly
as to how far Coletto’s verdict with respect to
the state of the finances of the magnifico sig-
nor was a true one, we will introduce him for
a moment into the necessitous patrician's
household.

(70 be continued.)

——rr————————

‘We should use a book as a bee does a flower.
Pompous fools mey be compared to alembics, for
in their slownesa of speech, and dulness of ap-
prebension, they give you drop by drop, an ex-
tract of the simples they contain.

Men are made to be eternally shaken about,
but women arc flowers that lose their beautiful
colours in the noise and tumalt of life.
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THE FATHER AND THE DEAD CHILD.

BY J. STANYAN BIGG,
Ah! ’tis but yesterday when thou didst come,
Dower'd with all graces, from God's great
right hand ; .
Thou loveliness epitomised—thou stray,
Wild ray of glory from the starry land!
Thou wert attended by ail blissful things ;
White-winged sunles acvoss thy face were
driven,
Bright, holy, and divinely beautiful,
Like busy, gleaming memories of heaven!

Ah! ’tis but yesterday the living words
Leapt from thy lipa as innocent as fawns;
But yesterday thy rich and mellow Jaugh
Ran like a river o'er the sloping lawns !
Bat yesterday the sweetest lustre shone
Like starlight on a lake, amid thy tears;
And througn thy soul, as through a haunted
wood
Went crowds of angel hopes and hooded fears.

But yesterday, along the garden walks,

Thy little feet went bounding in wild glee,
And from behind the tree-boles thy young face
Peep’d radiant as a stac at night, for me ;—

But yesterday, and thou didst strive to hide
Behind the tangled greenery of the bowers,
But thy gold tresses glimmer'd through the

sereen,
Aud gave a richer sunlight to the flowers.

It is but yesterday, and thy sweet talk
Opewd rich wonders to my eager view,

Like ancient pictures with their golden mists,
And forms of shining angels shimmering

through ;—

But yesterday, and all this weary world
‘Was sanctified and lovely as a shrine,

For God was near me, speaking through thy lips,
And making my life beautiful through thine,

Oh, I remember thee, my child! my child!
All lovely things that beautify the globe,
Stars, flowers, and vainbows, aud the sunny
heavens,
Gather'd about thee like a gorgeous robe.
Even the night with thee forgot her gloom,
And came out calm and holy as a priest,
And the rough storm exchanged his angry roar
For the glad gambols of a sportive beast !

But now! oh, now !—a little, empty chair

Casts its lank shadow on my cottage floor,
And a dark memory ever, ever broods,

Like a black mute, before my open door j—
These, and this little grave, are all of thee

‘Which the world offers to my straining sight :—
The world how poor!—but, oh, the wealthy

heaven
That holds this new-horn angel in its light?

Did you ever know a strike which did not hit
the workmen harder than the master?

Did you ever know & hotel-keeper, whose
“wax” lights would bear the test of a tallow-
chandler#

THE CAMBL.

The Camel is an oddity in his way. IIc looks
very well in a picture or on a desert standing un-
dera palm tree ; he looks well ata distance with
a family of Bedouins on his back ; he looks well
lying down by the ruins of an old mosque ; in an
artistical point of view, he looks well almost any-
where ; yet when you come to analyze his char-
acter, and consider all the fine descriptions that
poetical writers have given of his patience, his
gentleness, his powers of endurance, his admira-
ble physical construction, aud all that, I am ra.
ther dispoged to regard him in the light of a hum-
bug ; and I take the more satisfaction in express-
ing this opinion because it has ahealing influence
upon the bruises that I received when Saludin
and myself were rolled down the hill.  As to his
gentleness, he is gentle from pure laziness, He
can be vicious cnough at times. Letany body who
would test the mild spirit of the camel, place his
fingers hetween the teeth of that gentle animal,
at certain periods, when he has been pelted, and
there will soon be no further room for doubt on
the subject. The camel i3 gentle when he is not
savage ; patient, when he is not impatient; af-
fectionate when he wants something to eat ; do-
cile, when he is taught to understand that the
absence of docility is usually filled with a stick.
As to his physical strength and powers of endur-
ance: Can hejumnp asfarasa fliea? Canhe
carry as heavy a load on his back ; can he endare
half the amount of cold 2 I mean in proportion
to hissize. Let any body who admires thé beau-
ty of the camel stand behind one and see him ge-
down hill ; cast 2 look at his feet and legs ; and
ask himself, Is that beautiful? isthat picturesque ?
ig that graceful ? and he will sce how ridiculous
the idea is, and what an awkward, ungaiuly, ab-
surd animal the camelis. I hold that Tokina, the
Prince of Asses, has more beauty in his person
and more sense in that long head of his, than all
thecamels in Syria. I am perfectly satisfied with
my experience in camels. Once, during a go-
journ in Zaunzibar, I mounted a camel, and was
thrown over his head before I had travelled ten
paces. On another occasion, a3 I was walking
by the sea-shore one morning, three frisky old
caniels, by way of a frolic, ran afterme. I was
rather brisk at running—especially when three
large animals vith whose habits I was not fami.
liar were after me—and I gave them a very fair
race of it for as much as a mile, and probably
might have made them run a mile or two more,.
had I not runinto some quicksand. The camels
van all round the quicksand twice or three times,
and then went away about their business, which
was more than I did, for I was up to my arm-pits
by that time ; and I remained there perfectlysa-
tisfied that I was gainingon them up to that pe-
riod, and that I would eventually have beaten
them had I retained the free use of my legs, I
was not satisfied, however, with the way I was
going then, so I ehouted to sorae Arabs whe
chanced to be near, and they pulled me out.~
Ever since that period I have been prejudiced
against camels, nor has that prejudice been re-
moved by my experience in Syria. I would re-
commend all camels in future tokeep clear of any

body that lookslike & Generalin the Bobtail Mili-
tia.—Yusef, @ Crusade in the East.
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DEAD RECKONING AT TIIE MORGUE. "lowcd to have the clothes and other cffects
found upon the deceased. All the reports
Ox the island of the city of Paris, stands the relating to the bodies talen to the lower gaol,
Palace of Justice, with its numerous courts of ,as well as the orders of interment, were to
law and echoing IIall of the Lost Footsteps | be inscribed in a register kept for that pur-
(Salle des Pus perdus) ; its near and necessary , pose at the prefecturesof police ; and a similar
neighbor, the Prison of the Concitrgerie, once  book was to be kept at the lower gaol itself,
vomiting indiscriminately into the guillotine-  in which, day by day, were to be inscribed the
cart crime and innocence ; the Holy Chapel,  admission of dead Lodies, their appearance,
that marvel of Gothic architecture; the great | the presumed cause of death, and the date of
flower market, which, with its rival on the {their removal.  When fragments of a corpse
Place de Ia Madeleine, supplics all Paris with | were fished out of the Seine, those who dis-
Louquets; the Prefecture of Police, wherecovered them were to give intimation of
strangers must go or send, if for no other the fact to the nearest comumissary of police,
purpose than to have their passports indorsed 5 who was to take the same steps with re-
the great cathedral of Nowre Dane, alone, gard to them asif the body had been found
worthy of a pilgrimage: the hospital of the|entire.
Hotel Dicn, always dedicated to humanity, | ‘This ordinance remained in force for four
and once called by that name, when the virtue , years ; but it being then thought advisable to
was scarcein Parss: and, notthe least carious, | have a building expressly devoted to the
though, to the maiority of sight-seers, perhaps  exposure of the dead, the present Morgue
the least agrecavle, the Morgue, or “dead-;was constructed close to tie north-castern
house.” extremity of the bridge of Saint Michel, on
Why the Morguc is so designaled, few the Marché Neufl Mo change took place in
except philologists can tell. According to‘tlw regulations above cited, nor has any
Vaugelas, morguc is an old French vord sig-, material alteration been made in them since
nifying face 5 and it is stiil used o express ay the promdgation of the original ordinance,
consequential leok orhaughty mannaridlected | The establishment of the Alorzue was par-
drom the countenanse.  In former times there  ticularly intcuded 10 apply to that class of
used to e a small lobby just witlin the en-peisons, rospecting whese habits of life and
trance 1o all the prisons which, in Fiance, was | place of abade it was difficult to obtain such
called the margue ; beeause it was there that . information as would enuble the authorities
the gaolers examined the margue or face of  to register thar deaths in a proper mam.er;
cach prisoner before he was taken to bis cell, and the object which the administration
that he might be recognised in case of at- hoped to aftzin by the institution, was that
fempted evasion, At alater period, it was in jof universal identification.  This has never
these ante-chambers that the bodies of sucir, Leen aitagetlicr possible, but great progress
as were found dead in the sticets or elsuewhere, (has been made towards it.  For instancy, in
were expesed, for recegnition, to the gaze of jthe year cighteen hundred and thirly, the
the public, who pecped at them throtgh a, proportion of bodics recognised was not more
wicket in the prison door. In Paris, the than four out of ten, wlile at present they
general place of exposure wasin the iower jamount te nincetenths of the whole number
gaol or morgue of the prison of the great exposed; with this material addition that,
Chatelet, and the principal regulations to be, whereas the bodies formerly remained for the
obscrved in giving cfiect to the measure were full period prescribediby law, and sometinies
set forth in a police ordinance of the ninth cven cxceeded it, the average time within
of the wmonth Floreal, in the year cight, which jwhich recognition now takes place is little
means ‘iz twenty-cighth of April, cighteen jmore than twenty-four hours.
huudreq, as follows :(— This informativn, with what will further be
Assoon asacorpse was bLrough! to the detailed, was communicated to me in a very
lower gaol, it was to be exposud to public, business-like, an? 1 had alinost said, a very
view, with all the respect duc o decency and | pleasant manner, by Monsicur Baptiste, the
propricty, the clothes of the deceased hanging | intelligent gregjier or clerk of the Morgue.
beside it, and it was thus to remain for three|  No “mysterious disappearance of & gentle-
days. In case of the body being recognised, { man,” or lady, such as with us produces an
those who identified it were to make their jadvertisement in the Z%mes, was the cause of
declaration before the magistrate of thejmy “looking in™one fine sunny morning
quarter, or the nearest commissary of police, [ while on my way, by the route which most
and he, having farnished the necessary paper, { people take, to Notre Dame. I was simply
.the prefect of police would give an order for | passing along the Marché Neuf when, from
the delivery of the remains and their inter- | the open door of a wine-: hop, three or four
ment in the usual wmanner. Those wholmenin blouses, accompanicd by a woman,
<laimed the corpse were expected, if it was in [ suddenly rushed out, and exclaiming loudly,
their power, to pay the cxpenses atlendant]“Ah!it is he then!™ ran hastily across the
upon finding and cxposing it, and were al-{strect and dashed into the Morgue, Ihad

J;
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often glanced, with an involuntary shudder,
at the cold looking vaultlike building, and
had always hurried onward; but on this oc-
casion @ feeling of curiosity made me pause.
I asked myself who it was that had excited
the sudden emotion which I had just witness-
ed? and, as I put the question, I found 1 was
proceeding to answer it by following those
who I had no doubt were the’relatives or
fiiends of some one newly discovered.
Passing through a wide carriage gate, I
centered a large vestibule, and, turning to the
left, saw before me the Sille &' Erposition,
where 5o many ghastly thousands, the victims
of accident or crite, had been brought for
identification after death. It was separated
from the vestibule by astrong barrier, which,
supported a range of upright bars, placed a
few inches apart and reaching to the ceiling,
and through the interstices everything within
could be distinctly scen; this barrier ran
the whole length of the chamber, dividing
it into two nearly equal parts. It had need
to have been strong, if the grief of all who
pressed against it had equalled the passionate
sorrow of the woman who now clung to the
barin her frenzied cagerness to clasp the
dead. I soon learned, from her own sobbing
voice, that it washer son. The factsattending
his exposure were of cvery-day occurrence:
hie had been fished out of the Seine, and there
he lay, livid and swollen; but, whether he
bad accidentally fallen into the river, or had
committed suicide, there scemed to be nothing
to show. So at least it appeared to me;
but the mother of the drowned man—he was
under twenty, and she herself had scarcely
passed middle age—thought otherwise; for
cvery now and then she moaned forth a
femaie name, which the friends who stood
beside her cndeavored to hush, and from
this I inferred that the deceased had proba-
bly acted under one of thosc impulses of
jealousy which, when it docs not scck the
life of a rival, resolves to suppress its own.
But, come by his death how he might, the
identification was complete, and defeatured
as he was, his mother found the sad task
no difficulty. Indeed, the manner of exposure

opposite. One of the party remained behind.
1le, too, had identificd the body as that of his
cousin ; and, upon his declaration, the grefier
proceeded to draw up the document, which
was to be taken to the commissioners of
police before the bedy could be removed
from the building, although it was now with-
drawn from the salle d'exposition and placed
in another apartment. Perceiving that I
lingered in the vestibule after the departure
of the cousin, Monsicur DBaptiste accosted
me, and civilly conjectured that, as I was
alone, perhaps it would afford me some
“amusement ™ to see that part of the build-
ing which was not usually shown to the public.
1le placed himself entirely at my disposition.
I aceepted his courtesy with many thanks;
and, having crossed the vestibule, lic opened
advor on the right hand, and introduced me
into the office overwhich he presided. “1lcre,”
he said, with aslight flourish of his hand, “all
the important forms attendant upon the
several entries and departures were filled up
by himsclf—a function which he knew he
need not assure me, was a highly responsible
one. To discover a dead body,” he added,
“was asufficiently simple process—1to dagucr-
reotype it in pen and ink was another.  Even
if that salle d'exposition did not exist, Mon-
sicur, here,” he exclaimed, tapping an enor-
mous folio with brazen clasps, ®could be
seen, in my own handwriting, all the proofs
necessary for establishing a secure identifi-
cation.”

I ventured to suggest, with humility—for I
was & stranger in Paris—that some impedi-
ment might be offered to this mode of giving
general satisfaction, in the possible fact that
the relations of at least one- half of the unfor-
tunate people whose bodies were taken to the
Morzue might not be able to read.

“Then,” replied Monsiour Baptiste, un-
dauntedly, “I would read my description to
those poor people.”

Of conrse, it was not for me to doult the
skill of the worthy little gregjier, but cruld
not help fancying—from a certain recollection
of the portraiture of passports—that it was

quite as well the hali of exposure and identi-

offers cvery facility for recagnition. The!fication did exist.  However, T made nocom-
clothes are hung up over the corpse in such'ment upon Moensicur Baptiste's triumphant
= manner that they can be readily recognised, | rejoinder, and we passed on.
The body itself is placed on a dark slab,|  Apart from a little pleasant personal vanity,
slightly inclining towards the spectator, withi I found Monsicur Baptiste a very intelligent
the head resting upon a sort of desk or!companion. From the officc he condtcted me
low block covered with zinc; so thatthe'to the salle dantapsic (dissecting-room), in
features arc clearly to be scen benceath the! which were two dissecting tables, one of them
light, which comvs from windows higl up{supplied with & disinfecting apparatus, com-
in the wall behind the corpse. There is a tap lhmunicating  with a_stove in an  adjoining
in the wall for turning on watcr, which runs'apartment.  Beyond this was the remiss
off by a small gutter at the foot of the slab. |(coach-house) containing the waggon-shaped
This is all. : hearse, which conveyed to the cemetery—
It was only after extreme persuasion thntiwithout show, and mercly shrouded in =
the mother ofthe deceased suffered herself to coarse cloth—such bodices as were cither un-
be led away from the Morgue to her dwelling ! claimed or unrccognised. The next chamber
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DEAD RECKONING AT THE MORGUE.

was called the swlle de lavage, or washing-
room. It was flagged all over, and supplied
with a large stone trough, in which the clothes
of the persons brought in were washed; it
served also for shuicing the Lodies.  Similaly
flagzed throughout was another apartnent,
the salle de deyagement, or private roowm,
situated Letween the salle de lavage and the
walle d'cxposition, where temporarily  depo-
sited on stonc tables—ont of the reach of
inseets, from whose attacks they were pro
tected by a covering of prepared cloth—lay
the bodies of those who had been identified,
such as were in too advanced 2 stage of de-
composition to admit of recognition, and such
as were destined for interment.
gpartment in the Morgue that remains to be
noticed, but which I did not enter, was the

combles, a sort of garret, in which that one of

the two attendants siept, whose duty it is to
pass the night on the premises; his sleep
beinx very frequently  distwibed by fresh
arrivals,

< And how many admissions fake place in
the Morgue, in the course of the year#' ]
inquired of Monsicur Baptiste.

¢ Faith,” replied he, shrogging his should-
ers, “ of one kind or other, there is scarcely
a singde day without something fresh.  Ob-
serve, Monsicur, they do not come in regi-
lariy. Natatall.  Somelimes we are quite
empty for days; amd then, again, we are
crowded to such a degree as scareely to be
able to find room for ail that arrive.  In the
extremes of the seasons—tlic height of sum-
mer and the depth of winter—the numbers
are the greatest. But if Monsicur is curious
0 know the precise facts, 1 shall have great
pleasure in inferming him.”

Thercupon Monsicur Baptiste invited me
once more {o enter his office ; and, having
accommodated me with a seat, he appealed to
the Lrazen clasped vohume to correct his sta-
tistics, and connnuiicated to e the following
pariculars,

The Mergue, he szid, was sapplied not only
from the foriv-cight quarticrs into which
Paris is divided ; but received 2 considerable
shiare from: the seventy bt comanunes of the
tunlicuc, or townships within the jurisdiction
of the capital; from the comnannes of Stvres,
Saint Clond, and Meadon ; fram Argenteuil,
Saint G: rmain,and from uthier piaces burdering
on the river. The average nmuber perannum
amauntud to three hundred and  sixty-four,
which Monsicur Baptiste arranged as foilows:
including the separate fragmenis of dead
bodics, which he tated at cleven entrics, there
were bruught, Le said, thirty-vight chikiren
prematurely  born, twemy-six  that had
reacked the full term, and of adults two
hundred and thirty-cight men and fifiy-one
women. He divided the two last into cale-
gories.  Of secret homicides, there were the
hodies of three men and two women; of such

as had died from sickness or very suddenly,
thirty-four men and cleven women; of the
aceidentally hurt where death bad supervened,
sinty-six men and four women; and of
snicides, the large number of one hundred and
thirty men and thirty-five women.

T remarked that the disproportion between
the sexes was much greater than T had
firagined ; indeed T had rather expected that
the balance would have inclined the other
way.

“If Monsicur would permit me,” said the
polite Baptiste, ** 1 would cause himto observe
that men have more reasons for conunitting

The last ,

suicile than women; o, if this be disputed,
that they are less {enacious of existence than
ithe other sex, who understand that their
“mission is to bear. A weman's hope, Monsicur,
:is almost asstreng as her love, often they are
the same. " But a man! before the face of
adversity he turns pale; the pain of the pre-
sent is intelerable to him; in preference to
that, he severs ties which a woman shudders
{0 think of breaking. A woman never forgets
that her children are a part of herself; s
man frequently considers them a mere ueci-
dent.”

“But, afler ali,” T remarked, “the sum
total which you have named appears to me
"ot cnormious, considering the extent of
Paris and its denendencies, the number of its
Pinhabitants, and,” 1 added, after a short
pause, * the impressionable character of the
people.

“That observi.ion wounld bLe perfectly
jus,” returned Monsieur Baptiste, “if all
who et with vielent deaths in Paris wwere

"y
L

transported to the Morgue. But the factis
differeat. Those chicfly—1 might alinost say

i those only—are breught here, whose place of
1 abode is uuknown in the quarter where they
are found. The persons accidentally killed
at work, 2 proportion of those who are run
over or injured by animals, the victims of
poison, or charconl, or hanging, or ducls, have
for the most part 2 fixed residence. and to
Lring then. to the Morgue for identification
wonld be unnccessary.  Bven such as try the
vater, and they furntsh the wajority of cases
(this act being the tast premeditated), have
homes or the dwellings of friends or masters
to which they are cenveyed hy witnesses of
the deed. It is the solitary, homcless snicide,
who, in the widlile of the night, leaps from
the parapet of the bridge, and is found in the
meshes of the filels des neorts (the dead-nets)
that comcs to this establistment.  That this
is a fact the general returns ofticially deciare;
for the number of drowned persans who are
exposed in the Morgue are only enc-sixth
of those whose remains are taken to their
own ducllings; and this proportion isex-
ceeded in most of the other cases.”

I ventured to suppose that where cvery-
thing was so methodically ordered, some ap-
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proximation as to the cause of the numerous
suicides—the last scene of which was wit-
nessed in the Morgue—had been arrived at in
the establishment. Monsicur Daptiste told
me [ was right. Diligent inquiry, voluntary
information, and conjecture based upon long
expericnee, had, he believed, arrived very
nearly at the truth, and these conclusions
were thus sct forth,

Taking one hundred and sixty-nine for the
snnual aggregate, the nuwber of men who
comnmitted suicidein a state of insanity or de-
lirium, was twenty-two; of woinen cight. Oun
account of domesiic troukle, the numbers were
cighteen and six ; of drunkenmess, fifieen and
two ; of misery, thirteen and four ; of disgust of
life, cleven and three; of disappointed love,
ten and three; of misconduct, eightand two;
of incurable n.aladies, cight and one; dread
of judicial investigation, seven and one; em-
bezzlement and  defaications, six and one;
whiie, on account of causes that could not be
ascertamed or guessed at, there remained
sixteen men and five women.

It appeared from what Monsieur DBaptiste
further stated, that selfactivity in procuring
the means of death was much greater in the
men than the woren,

“ A woman, Monsicur,” said the grefiier,
“when she has made up her mind to dic,
chooses the speediest and most passive form
of suif-destruction.  Shrinking from the
thoughis of bloed, she seldom cmploys fire-
arms ora sharpinstrament—these area man’s
weapons; for those who shoot themsclves,
we have ten men and only one womanj by
the kuife three mea alone; it is merely on
the stage that 2 woman uses the dagger. In
suffocation by the fumes of charcoai—the
casiest death known—the women exceed the
men, the numbers being three and two; in
cases of drowning, the general proportion
holds twenty-six women and nincty-seven
men selecting that mode of death.  Sixteen
men and two women hang themsclves, four
men and three women throw themselves from
high places, two men end their lives by
poisots ; and in this way, Monsicur, the sum
total is made up.”

7 have,” I said, “but one more question
o ask now. Wpat is the period of life at
which snicide is most frequent 2”

“ A man’s tendency to shorten his days)”
replicd Monsicur Daptiste, “is principally
developed between the ages of twenty aud
fifty ; it is strongest in women before she
reaches thirty, duninishes (rom that age to
forty, subsides still more within the next ten
years, revives again for another decade, and
then bLecomes almost extinet.  Old men
become weary of life towards its close much
oftener than women. In that salle dcxposi-
Zion 1 have seen in one year the white hairs
of four mua of cighty, wore or less; but of

Monsieur, the Morgue isnota very gay place
to live in, but it is a great teacher.”

>

TIE SNOWBERRY.

On cv'ry hill, in ev’ry glade,
Mantled o’er with driven snow,
Rest in sleep the flowers of summer,

Till the April breezes blow;
Hidden alt the grace and beaunty

Of their loved famiitar forms,
Safe they le with buds protected,

From the winter's ruthless storms.

Safe they lie 'mid forests rocking,
To the wild December blast ;
Calm they sleep in mossy hollows
Till earth's dreary hour is past;
Save one plant, despis'd, neglectd,
Mid her brighter sister’s bloom,
Who now bends a mourning vestal
Q'er their white and chilly tomb.

Sad above their graves she bendeth,
With her paliid, anxious face,
Which reflecteth ¢’en the color
Of the shroud that wraps her race.
Sweet and loving plant! thy modest,
Unassuming grace and worth
Makes thee loved by all whose favor

Is a recompeuse on carth,
R. N,

Thir native plant, the Symphoricerphera Race-
mosa, is well known, having been long cultivated
in the garden, and is deservedly an universal
favorite.

LANXNA TIXEL.
Usoer a stilf hollybush cut like a dragon,
the chicf glory in the garden of her father,
the Burgomaster, little Lanna Tixe lay with
her face to the grasy, sobbing and quivering.
Ten minutes ago she had passed silently out
of her father's sick chamber with a white
face and cyes large with terror; she had fled
through the great still house into the garden,
and fallen down under the dragon to give
way to the agony of somecthing more than
childish grief. ~ Poor little Lanna ! Sheltered
by the prickly wings of that old garden
monster, she had wept many atime for the
loss of a pale, bluc-cyed mother, who had
gone from her to be oncof the stars; but that
was a grief full of love and tenderness, that
led to yearnings heavenward.  She lay then
grieving with her tearful cyes fixed on the
blue sky, walching the clonds orwondering
which of the first stars of cvening might be

aged women never more than two. Ab,

the bright soul of her szint.  Now she had
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her face pressed down into the earth—-her
father was on his death-bed; but there was
something wilder in her agony than childish
sorrow. In the twilight the green dragon
seemed to hang like a real fiend over the
plump little child that had been thrown toit,
and that lay cowering within reach of its jaws.

So perhaps thought the sallow-faced Hans
Dank, the leanestman in the Low Countrics,
and yet no skeleton; who, after a time, had
followed the child down from the sick cham-
ber, and stood gravely by, lending his car to
her distress, e might have thought so,
though he was by no means imaginative, for
he had facts in his head that could have,
by themsclves, suggested such a notion.
“Lanna!” She heard nothing.  *“Your
father asks for you.” She rose at once, with
a fiecrce shudder, and Mr. Dank led her in-
doors by the hand,

Burgomaster Tixel was the richest and
most friendless man in Amsterdam. e loved
only two things, his money and his daughter,
and he loved both in a wretched, comfortless
and miserably jealous way. e wasignorant
and superstitious, as most people were in his
time—two or three centuriesago. If he could
live to-day, and act as he used to act, he
would be very properly confined in Bedlam.

He lay very near death in a large room,
gloomy with the shadows of evening and
hung with heavy tapestries.
Lannato his side. “You will conquer your
fear, darling,” said the Burgomaster, with a
rattle in his harsh voicc. “If you have loved
me I prepare for you a pleasure. If you
have not loved, if my memory is never to be
dear to you—be punished.”

«0 father I”

“You are too young to think—but twelve
{)c:ns old—it is my place to think for you, and

ank will care for you when I am gone,
because, dear, it is made his interest to do so.
‘When you know the worth of your inheritance
you will not speak as yon have spoken.  You
are a child, what do you know ¢”

“She knows,” said Mr. Dank, in a dry
matter-of-fact way, ¢ the value of a father's
blessing.”

¢ True,” said the Burgomaster, glaring at
the child ; the signal lights of the great rock
of death on which he was fast breaking to
pieces, glittered in his cyes.  “True, Lanna.
Your obedience is the price of my last
blessing.”

“J will obey you,” she said, and he hlessed
her.  Then the litte girl fell in a great agony
of fear over his hand crving, “O0 father, I
should like to dic with you!”

“That is well, darling,” said the Burgo-
master.  “Those are tender words.”

He made her nestle on the bed beside him
and then put an arm about her; pressing her
against his breast. ¢ Now,” said he * let the

Mr. Dank led!

Church were celebrated over the Burgo-
master, while his little daughter remained
thus imprisoned. And the dead arm of the
Burgomaster, when his miserly and miserable
soul was fled, still pressed the little girl to
his dead heart.

Eight ycars after the death in Amsterdam
of Burgomaster Tixel, there was born at
Blickford, in Devonshire, the first and last
child of Ilodge Noddison, a tiller of the soil,
with a large body, a hard hand, and a heart
to match it. He was not naturally 2 had
fellow, but he was intensely stupid (as hand-
labourers in those days usually were) for want
of teaching; and so through sheer stupidity
he was made callous, obstinate, and cruel
He beat his wife every day more or less;
amused himself on holidays with bratal sports,
and very much preferred strong drinks to the
coarse bread then eaten by the poorer classes
in this country. Noddison had been twelve
years married and had only recently been
blessed with a child, solely in consequence of
the aid of some scrapings from the tooth of a
crocodile, mixed with a little hedgchog’s fat
and caten off a fig-leaf.

One May cvening Iodge Noddison was
rolling home by the ficld path from a rough
drinking party at the Bull Inn near Blick-
ford, when the fat ribs of the fattest man in
Devonshire came in his way, and he was
not sober enough tosce reason why he should
not pummel them. To work he set with
such drunken exasperation, that he wue-
laboured hisvictin teo frantically to find out
that he was driving, as fast as he was able,
the lifc out of the tyrannical Du!chman whom
hie called master 5 the dreadfnl old Dank, upon
whom at that time, himself, his wife, and his
first-born were dependent for bread.  The fat
old forcigner roared and screamed and bel-
lowed with pain to such an cxcess, that his
crics flew over the blossoms of the blackthorn
hedge from the ditch in which he was lying,
and reached the cars of Mrs. Noddison.
Qut she flew; and found Dank, although not
seriously hurt, lying insensible behind the
hedge.  Noddisen’s wife had time to discover
what deed had been done, and to take coun-
sel with herself, before law and vengeance
knacked at the door of their miserable shed.

They lived in a sort of grotto, made by a
rude heap of stones piled together on the
cdge of a great moor.  There was a piece of
muddy water close by, known to the Blickford
people as Nick’s Pond, in which it was the
customn of the place to drown all the black
kittens that were born, and through which
all the black cats of the parish had gone
down to perdition years ago.

Mrs. Noddison got her hushand home with
difficulty, and commenced maturing her plans.
It was quite evident that he would not get
any work sgain on the Dutch farm, and

priests come in!™ and the last rites of thelshe did notmind that, for the cstate was



LANNA TIXEL. 605

not in good repute among the neighbours;

not. No lamentation hindering, he wasat

it was also evident that he would be re-{once bound wrist and ancle and dragged,
quired to go to jail if he could not escape the | grunting like a pig, to jail.

constables. Ifow should he do that when

On the same cvening, but somewhat carlier

he had his liquor to sleep off, and wasalready | before the night clouds had begun to flock
snoring at full length on the carthen floor?]into the sky, a young English soldicr, captain
Her good man might be carted off to safety ;| of a regiment, had ridden from the stables

but she had no cart, and he was much too]of the manor house,

heavy to be carried pick-a-back.

leaving the squire,

There | his father, comfortably coiled under his own

was no chimney up which he might be dinnertable, and had galloped down the lane,

thrust ; there was, of course, no cupboard;

between the hedges full of May blossoms, to

for indeed there was not so much as a second | pay a visit to his neighbours of the Grange,
room in the fine old cottage where they'known commonly asthe Dutch Farm. 1le
dwelt, all of the olden time. There was the!saw from his saddle over the hedge-top how

straw they slept uponj but there was not
enough of that to cover him.
there had been chimneys, cupboards, or whole

Ilodge Noddison was helping his unsteady

Besides, if]homeward walk by steering with his cudgel.

Moreover, he was not sorry presently to see

wageon loads of straw, how could they con-|the portly frame of Mr. Dank, surmounted

ceal 2 man who snored so mightily ?

Mistress Noddison, living in a lone place,
had no near neighbors to whomn she might

by his very saturnine and ugly face, moving
towards him, with his back turned to the
Grange. The soldier greeted Dutch Dank

run for counsel; great was her joy, therc-| With unwonted cordiality as he rode by, whis-
fore, when Goody Fubs happencd to come|Dering to himself, *Lanna will be alone.”

in, late as it was, with a bit of frog’s bile,

The Dutch Farm answered to its titleg

which she had promised and avowed, as a god- | Cuyp might have painted scenes out of it.

mother, should be her present to the baby.

The Grange itself had a trim, closely shaven

A most precious remedy against all mundane Jaspect; and, on a wide smooth lawn that

ills.

“Do you think, Goody, it would put my
husband out o’harm?” Mrs. Noddison added
to her question an exceedingly long narrative.
Mrs. Fubs responded with long maledictions
on the Dutch; and wished to know what
right forcign wenches had cating up the corn
in Devonshire,  Mrs, Noddison didn't so
much mind the wench ; she was a bitmad to
be sure; but if, asfolkssaid, the heretics were
out in her own country, and the powers of
evil were let loose, and there were burnings,
and quartering,, and cannonroarings, perhaps
she was no fool to have come to Devonshire
for peace and quiet. For hersclf, too, she
was free cnough of money and pleasant
enough.—* YWhen she is not possessed,” said
Goody Fubs. The gossips then proceeded to
discuss how far the evil one had power over
Lanna Tixel, who had a queer stare betimes
sbout the eyes and wandered aboui unseemly
and—Holy Mary! what was that?

A white figure flitted, like a phantom, by
the open door. The two women looked out
together. It was she of whom they talked.
It was Lanna.s When the moon shonc out
from among the flving clouds they recognized
her, hurrying along like one pursued.

They came in and shut the door, and fas-
tened it, and shook their heads at oneanother.
Goody Fubs presently drawing 2 long breath
hoped the Dutch witch might not be off to
meeting. She looked, said Mistress Noddison,
asif she had a mighty way to travel before
miduight. A loud knoeking at the door aroused
them, and its clumsy fastenings were almost
in the same instant burst open.  The women
overlooked Hodge altogether; justice had

stretched before the windows of the house,
there were yew and box trees cut into fan-
tastic shapes of cocks and men, and cven
fishes; one tree, a large hollybush, was being
clipped and trained into the form of a green
dragon with expanded wings. There were
no fragrant flower-beds or pleasant bowers;
there was nothing gayer than a clump of
gueldres roses and laburnums near an open
window.

At the window Lanna sat and saw the sol-
dier coming.  She was a girl of twenty, lovely
asa girl can be who has a colourless face.
She bad a great wealth of brown hair, and
had alsolarge blue wondering eyes. Sheknew
that she looked well in a white dress, and
she, in some odd, boding way, expected Capt
Arthur—the young soldier, in his father’s
neighborhood, went by hrs Christian name—
she was, thercfore, dressed in white.

“ Dear lady, you have never before looked
so pale,” he said.

The captain’s horse was soon ticd by its
bridle to the hollybush, and Lanna, hurrying
out upon the lawn, expressed her regret that
Mr. Dank was absent.  Yet, since she loved
Captain Arthur—the first man who had taken
pains to win her heart—with all the ardor of
a young girl whois fatherless and motherless;
who lives exposed to daily check and chill;
in whom a flood of repressed feeling has for
years been accumulating, she could not have
regretted much the absence of the watchful
steward. Captain Arthur was no genius, as
Lanna would have known had she been ten
years older, but he was in a passion of what
they call love, with Lanna.  And he had per-
sisted in it, notwithstanding much that he had
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heard. e did not care if it were true, as
the old squire swore, indignantly, that she be-
witched him with her glances.  To say that
of a young lady is now a very pretty album
phrase. Then it conveyed coarser imputations
than can decently be specified.  Lanna, holy
as an angel in her maiden’s heart, guessed her
friend’s love, and wishud to hear it spoken.

Capt. Arthur did not disappoint her wishes.
He spolie boldly ont.  When he would have
placed the trembling girl upon a beneh erected
close under the clump of gueldies roses, she
laoked at him, and gaid with a quivering face
that would not lend itsell to an attempt at
smiles, “Let us sit vader the dragon  So
they did sit under the dragon; and there the
captain made an cnd of speaking, and left off
s0 confident of her answer, that, while she re-
mained fixed as the statue of a listener, he
must needs turn from the main theme to ask
her why her humour favored that extremely
ugly hollybush, and why she must pronounce
his sentence under such a canopy.  Lanua
broke out into a wild fit of sobbing; Captain
Arthur comforted hicr clumsily ; but suddenly
she became calm.

“Ilere,” she said, “is vest; I shall talk to
this dragon when you are gone. We had such
a dragon that knew my scerets at home.  If
you would know my scerels this is a good
tree for yon to be under.  IHere is your horse
close by within reach. Should the wish sud-
denly seize you toleave me alone and forlorn,
you have but to mount and fly.”

The captain moved restlessly 5 did she mean
to confirm the worst suspicions of the parish
before answering his question? “T have no
right to say what I would say to you,” he be-
gan, *“but there is an odd question T would if
1 dare"—He stopped suddenly—the stars of
evening were coming out, and Lanaa looked
up at them.

“Ilelp me, mother ! she cried; and Capt.
Arthur, running his thoughts on in the old
groove, remarked that she demanded help of
mother svmebody, and (a suspicious fact) did
not cry, *lelp me, God!”

“T cannot le. my heart loose, or answer you
any question that takes o mnuch hesitation to
ask,” Lanna said, “until you know the ter-
rible condition by which torment is prepared
for any man who marries me.”

The captain shrank from her side, and
looked up with a shudder «t the wings of the
green dragon under which they sat ensha-
dowed.

“There is a doom upon me,” Lanna mur-
mured ; “and it is I now, who am wuiting to
be sentenced.”

The captain had risen, and was stroking
nervously his horse’s mane.

“Yet it is no great thing,” Lanna conti-
nucd, *that it should so much affright me.
You are # man, and perhaps may laugh at it,

and teach me to langh at it with you.” Still

she spoke in a reckless, hopeless way, and
Capt. Arthur was more shocked than he had
been before.

¢ Leave your horse but for one minute,”
Lanna said, *““and come into the house.”

The captain wavered for a little while; but
there was yet love—or his sort of love—inan-
fully wrestling in his heart with superstition,
e followed Lanna through the rambling
passages of the great house, 1it dimly by the
twilight out of doors.  With a key taken from
her girdle she opened the way for him into a
room, over the fluor of which he walked some
steps and instantly turned back in affvight,
and mceting her on the threshold, with up-
lifted hands and an imploring face, he pushed
her from him with a heavy hand, mounted his
horse and galloped away. She reeled ; but
the blow gave no pain to irerflesh. It scemed
to her that but an instant passed before she
heard the rapid gallop of his horse.  The first
impulse she obeyed was absurd; she followed
him. 1f she had told her story more method-
ically it could never have affected him so
much, although it would no doubt have ended
in his quitting her.  She must explain all, or
what would he think? But Captain Arthur
galloped as though he were pursued by some-
body not quite so innocent as Lanna Tixel.
A few minates of running through cool even-
ing air caused that {irst impulsc to die out.

Then she sat down under the blossomns of
a Maythorn hedgze, picking industriously atits
leaves; and so she sat in a long reverie, till
the moon rose, and she heard groans of which
she had not carlier been conscious. At the
same time she saw, behind the opposite hedge
a face covered with blood, which she took to
be a dead face. Tt was the living face of Mr.
Dank, who bad returned to sense after his
thrashing. She could not go home to rest.
Terrified and vexed ingspirit, she fled, looking
like a shrouded corpse herself, towards the
moor, and thenit was that she interrupted the
gossips’ learned conversation.

“And how does the frog’s bile act#” asked
Mrs. Noddison.  “That,” said Goody Fubs,
“ T quite forgot to ask, I had it from a gossip
who is dead. No doubt it must be caten.”
Mrs. Noddison was not at all comfortless over
the departure of her husband. Free he would
carn nothing, after his last cvening's work.
IIe might as well therefore be fed in jail. Iler
skin too would be the sounder for a rest. The
baby was just onc of those puny squalid
things that used to perish by thousands in the
wretched hats of a fine old English peasantry,
all of the olden time.  Mrs. Noddison was full
of mother’s care about it. Goody Fubs was
full of neighbourly advice, and very cloquent
upon the subject of hernostrum, a black fetid
mcess contrining nobody knows what.

While the two gossips talked, the flying
clouds let fall a flying shower. Lanna was
still on the moor, and the suddea rain recatled
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her to a sense of her position. She was out,
she recollected, at a strange hour. 1t must
be at the carliest ten o'clock, an hour later
than bed-time. Lanna turned homewards,
though there was no place so terrible to her
as home.

“Well, then, if you will hold the child,”
said Goody Ifubs to Mistress Noddison, “T'll
give it the remedy, and then i* never shall
know harm again in this world” ¢ Amen,
Guoody, and thank you.” When the child
felt the frog's bile in its throat it began to
scream mightily and choke, but the staff ne-
vertheless was swallowed. At that instant,
as Goody statedafterwards, the rain suddenly
ceased to patter on the shingles. The child
sereamed more and more. It went into con-
vulsions. The hut door had been left open,
and indeed almost broken to piecces by the
constables. A white figure glided by. ‘“ Ave
Maria!” groancd old Goody Fubg, not to be
heard through the screaming of the child,
“there’s Lanna Tixel ™ The child’s face was
black. The fierceness of the screaming caused
Lanna to turn back, and stand irresolutely in
the doorway, ready to enter and bring help if
she were able, Goody Fubs made a great
cross with her fingers over her own wrinkled
forchead, and then flew at the delicate cheeks
of Lanna with her nails. Ianna fed again,
followed by loud shricks from Mrs. Noddi-
son ; the child's voice was gone, it lay dumb
in a death struggle.

«“Q, the bile ”” moaned Mrs. Noddison.

“The witch I” groaned Goedy Fubs.

The two or three domestics living in the
Grange were in attendance on the barber sur-

geon, busy, Lanna found, with Mr. Dank, who ;

had been waylaid and beaten, as she under-
stood. She knew then that it was no ghost
she had scen, and, pitving his condition,
though he was no friend to her, she tended by
the steward's bedside half the night through,
after she had paid a visit to her secret cham-
ber. llis bruises were not serious, the cat
upon his head had been bound up, he had
been comfortably shaved, had been bled in the
arm, and had reccived an emetic.  1Jis case,
therefore, promised well, and towards morning
the surgeon left him quictly asleep, and re-
commended Lanna to retive. at the same time
suggesting that she should bathe her swollen
nose with vinegar, and take a powder, for she
scemed to have had a very ugly Rl

Lanna slept heavily for a great many hours,
and in the morning found that Mr. Dank,
though very much weakened, wasnot conlined
to his bed; he was up and out, gone to cn-
counter Naddison in a formaland judicial way
before the Squive and his brother justices.
Lanna, with aching heartand throbbing nese,
and a wide border of black round one of her
blue eyes, endeavored to go through her usnal
routine of duties. In the course of the day
they took her into Blickford.

Two little hoys at play in a ditch about a
quarter of a mile out of the village, leaped up
when they saw he  coming, and seampered on
before as fast as they were able, shouting her
name aloud. They had been put there as
=cou s orlook out men, and had heguiled their
time while on thdir post with pitch and toss.
Lanna understood nothing of that, and could
not at all tell what it meant, when a turn in
the road bronght her in sight of the first
houses in Blickford, and she saw the whole
village turning out with brooms to meet her,
Goody Fubs advancing as the village cham-
pion, struck the poor orphan with her broom,
and then throwing away the weapon, grappled
with her.  Men threw stones at her, women
pressed round, grappled together, and fought
for the privilege of pinching her and pulling
at the rich locks of brown hair that Goody
their leader had set fioating,

“ Nick’s Pond !”? was the ery.  The young
foreign witch must be tried by water—inno-
cent ifshe drowned, and guilty if she swam.
In a wild and terrible procession of the whole
population of the village, with the children
sereaming and dancing joyonsly about in the
excitement of a witch-ducking, Lanna was
dragged to the moor, where Mistress Noddison
flew from her cottage as a tigress from lher
lair, and tore the flesh and garments of the
witch, and showed her the dead child.
Mounted constables were hurrying in the di-
rection of the riot, but they ouly came in time
to drag the wreiched girl out of the pond inte
which she was thrust, and they came not to
protect but to arrest her. There was fresh
evidence, come of the men hinted to the vil-
lagers, and a most aggravated case against her.
| She was therefore carried to the round-honse,

and spent the next thivty hours, half suffo-
cated, and locked up with very filthy people.

Then she was brought out on onc of the
last and finest days of the merry month of
May, and taken into the presence of the jus-
tices, with Squire Caufte at their head, who
had long been of opinion that she had be-
witched his son by wicked arts, and now was
sure of it.  The case was then gone into,

It was shown that on a certain cvening
Hodge Noddison maltreated the comyanion of
the accused, a forcigner named Ilans Dank,
who, it was now ascertained, had sceretly
made his eseape ont of the neighbourhcod,
and had gone no one could find ont whither.
It was presumed that she reccived instant in-
jormation from some imp of the deed that
Noddison had done, for she was out in the
direction of Noddison’s house before any
human tidings could have reached her. It
was proved that Noddison was cast into a
deadly lethargy, during which the witch was
seen flitting 2bout on the moor before his
door, and that, immediately after she had van-
ished, Neddison was taken by the constables.

1t was proved that in further punishment of
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Noddison, the accused Lanna Tixel did by her
arts throw his only child into violent convul-
sions, during which she again appeared at the
door and gazed in upon the child with her
large blue eyes, immediately after the infliction
of which gaze it died. It was shown, also,
that the rain ceased when she appeared, and
that Goody Fubs lost a young porker, and
suffercd more than usually from her rheuma-
tism on the day that she assisted at the duck-
ing of the wicked woman.

These revelations were not necessary to in-
duce Captain Arthur to appear against the
siren who had practised on him with her arts.
He proved that when he had been drawn by
her devices—especially, he thought, by her
large eyes—to declare love towards her, she,
believing that she had him in her toils, con-
fessed to him in plain words that she had a
familiar in the shape of a dragon or a holly-
bush with which she often talked, and that it
was acquainted with hersecrets, The dragon
on the lawn was, therefore, part of her en-
chantment, and it was natural to consider that
the strange figures of cocks and fishes to be
seen on the Dutch farm, though they looked
like box, and yew, and holly trees, must be
really and truly demons. The captain further
proved, that being in some trouble, and sob-
bing, the witch called for help upon a certain
Mother Somebody, he did not catch the name,
because she, the said witeh, sobbed while she
was spexking,

In answer to a question from the bench he
said that it was not “ Mother of God.” “ She
further,” he said, * ventured so far as to tell
me that I was to marry upon the condition of
suffering cternaltorment.”  (Ilere a thrill ran
through the whole assembly.)  “She told me
that she herself was doomed, but that it was
a light matier, and that we might laugh at it
together.”

During this revelation Lanna fainted.  She
showed no trace of her former beauty, for no
change of dress or means of cleanliness had
been provided for her since she was taken
from the filthy pond, and sheappeared to have
cauzht sume kind of fever in the round-house.
When she recovered she was compelled to
stand up, that her face might be seen duriang
the rest of the examination. Iler house had
been searched. A white object was brought
through 2 lane made in the shuddering crowd,
and suddenly presented before Lanna. She
was scized with violent hysterics. It was the
waxen image of 2 corpse robed in its grave-
clothes—an exact effigy of the dead body of
her father.

¢ She took me to a room,’. said Captain
Arthur, #in which lay thisimage. T thought
it had been taken from the grave, and felt at
once that she was onc of the worst kind of
witches. I see now that it is made of wax.”

While Lanna remained still insensible, a
learned pricst stood forward, and gave evi-

dence that the use of these waxen images by
witches was well known, They were the fig-
ures of men to whom they wished evil. The
witches moulded them and caused them to
waste slowly, and as the wax wasted, so
wasted the vietim’s flesh.  They also pricked
and stabbed them, and when they did so, the
true flesh felt every hurt that was inflicted.
This was undoubtedly the image of some per-
son whom the witch Tixel had killed by her
enchantments.

The learned justices then waited until Lanna
was so far recovered that she could be made
to speak; pains being made to expedite her
recollection of herself by means not altogether
free from cruelty. She said, howerver, very
little. There was noescape for her, she said,
and she desired none. She had lived too long.
But she desired Capt. Arthur to reflect upon
the words she had used, and hear now, if he
would, the story she designed to tell him.

She was ordered to address the court, and
did so, Captain Arthur being present.  “ That
image was the doom I spoke of. Itisthe
image of my father as he lay dead when, if 1
might, T would have died with him. Ie was
superstitious, as you all are who accuse me
here to-day of witcheraft, e was jealous of
my love, and wished to be remembered by
me daily when I had his wealth, I would
have rejected that, for his desire was horrible
to me. But next, on the peril of losing his
blessing, I was made to promise that, where-
ever I lived, I would preserve the efligy of my
dead father, every day cat my dinner in his
presence, and every night kiss it before I went
to rest. I was a child then, and a terrer
seized me which I have never been able to
shake off. I have not dared to disobey. Hans
Dank was my father’s steward, who was privy
to it all, and who was made by will my guar-
dian and inquisitor. Let him prove that I
speak truth in this. There is one thing more
which concerns me little now. My father
thought that while the image of his body
lasted, the body itself would remain whole in
the tomb, awaiting mine that was to be placed
beside it.  Then our dust was to mingle. He
was & superstitious man, as you are supersti-
tious men. I shall be burnt: you will defcat
his wishes. That is the truth which T wish
Captain Arthur now to hear. My mother died
when I was four years old. I am friendless;
and there is no one but the man who offered
me his love for whose sake I care whether or
not T die disgraced.”

The squire was very wroth at these allu-
sions to his son, and said, when she had made
an end of speaking, * Witch, you know truly
what will be your end. If your accomplice
were indeed here, he could not save you, but
vou can have no support from him, because,
knowing his guilt, he fledwhen he first heard
that these proceedings would be taken. For
your tale, by which you artfully endeavor to
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mislead my son, it cannot serve you. It
touches in nothing what has been proved
against you in the case of the Noddisons, your
victims,  With what mysterious designs you
caused th's dreadful image to be made, and
kept it secretly within your house, we cannot
tell, nor does it concern us very much to
know, The meaning of the image we know
well, and weknow also,” said the squire, with
a malicious grin, * to what good use it can be
put. Truly it will be a fine thing to save fag-
gots in the burningof a witch so worthless.”
And the law took its course, and solemn
trial led in due time to solemn sentence, and
Lanuna Tixel, with the fatal waxen efligy bound
in her arms, was made the core of a great
holiday bonfire, which enlivened the inhabit-
ants of Blickford. When the wax caught,
the blaze made even babies in their mothers’
arms crow out, and clap their hands with

pleasure.
A Dbrilliant ending to this very pleasantstory !
of the good old times! They are quite gone, |

and never will come back again.  And so, no-!

thing is left for us to do, but to regret their-
memory, we puny men, we miserable shams!

MY GRANDMOTUER'S GIIOST. i

FINE TALES FOR THE CURISTMAS HEARTIL

My grandinother was a singularly shrewd woman
—not onc easily led away by flights of imagi-,
nation herself, and very intolerant of any thing
approaching to superstition in those about her, |

agshe descanted upon the sin of breaking the
ninth commandment; how at church did her
old severe eye scek out the offender when the
minister in emphatic tones read :—*“thou shalt not
bear false witness against thy neighbor.” Truly
it were well for all country places, where scan-
dalous stories are circulated, without due and
careful consideration of the facts, that there were
more such women as my revered grandmother
residing among them; but I bave been led aside
from the subject, and, in describing one of my
grandmother's characteristics, have forgotten what
I proposed when I put pen to paper, which was
to treat of her dishelief in ghosts, witcheraft and
all spiritual delusions, asshe termed them; but
while deriding her grandchildren or servants for
their folly in listening with eager ears, as we un-
doubtedly did, to all marvellous tales, she af-
forded us infinite amusement by recording a num-
ber of instances which had come within her own
especial knowledge, to prove to us the fallacy of
giving credit to such stories, however well attest-
ed they might seem to be.

One of my sisters who took a special delightin
the wild and wounderful, just for the excitement
that it created, would often slily dance a ghost
upon the carpet, just to mount grandmamma on
her hobby; we were then sure to hear 2 good
ghost story, or perhaps if she were Jjudiciously
contradicted, a dozen.,

As spiritval agencies, spirit rappings, mes-

she Jaoked on both sides of a subject Lefore she | meric influence, animal magnetism, and all these
gave her assent to it.  She was a rather rave ! mysteries ha~e received an interest in all mat-
specimen of & reasoning woman, faith she had  ters connected with the old beliefin ghosts and
none but what rosc from positive conviction; she , witcherafis,—the power of mind over matter as
would sift a matter to the bottom, cross question | exerted by the strong over the weak—a few pages
in every direction, and often ended by trinm-; devoted to a subject which has always possessed
phantly eliciting the truth, when every other:an interest for old as well as young, may not be
person had quictly settled down into a belief \ out of keeping, and some of my gradmother's
or dishelief of a story. She was a tiresome audl stories may serve to shew how often persons of
inconvenicnt person in a gossipping neighbor. | credulity have been deccived by artful actors, or,

hood, for her incredulity and love of truth often
put s stop to a scandalous story that was going
the rounds of the village, some people declare it
was merely out of spirit of contradiction that she
resolutely refused to believe or to circulate a
tale to the discredit of dier neighbors till she had
proved every part to be correct, and woe to
him or her, especially if the delinquent was young
who had been the inventor or exaggerator of evil
reports when after having gone through the
ordeal of my stern old grandmother's cross-ques-
tioning, they were weighed in the balance and
found waunting—with what a torrent of words
did she visit the detected slanderer; then did
she draw her tall, thin figure to its fullest height

 for want of due consideration, by natural causes.
I will not confire mysclf to my grandmother's
stories alone, but will vouch for the authenticity
of others as coming within my own actual know-
ledge.

The first anecdote that I shall relate i3 not a
ghost story, but. it may scrve to prove how de-
ceptions are often practiced by people who bear
the reputation of fortune-tcllers.

When I was a young girl of fiftcen years of
age, said my grandmother, I came up to London
to stay with an old friend of my mother’s, who
had a daughter about my own age—she was very
pretty, but weak and vain as pretty girls often are,
she fancied herself in love with a young man who
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had paid her some attention, and was very de-
sirous of knowing if she were to be his wile, but
as she could not ask him his intentions, she took
it into her head to adopt the advice of a female
servant, (bad advisers ignorant people of that
rank are,) and go to a furtune-teller or cunning
man to hicar her destiny or fate us she called it.
he confided to me her planand I consenmed to
bear her company, for I had some curiosity to
hear what the fortune-teller had to say, I thought
I should be wise enongh to discover some
trickery if I kept my eyes and ears open.

We put on our connmnonest clothes not wishing
to be detected, and after some difficulty found
outthe necromancer or astrologer, for he chose to
be called by those high sounding titles; we knock-
ed at the door of a dirty shabby forlorn looking
house in a narrow  dirty lane leading out of High
Holborn into Chancery Lane, where we saw none
butslip-shod women and dirty unwashed children
and suspicious looking men. This secmed to me
a singular place for a man who had the fortunes
and destinies of all ranks of people in his hands,
as it were. We were ushered into a half furnish-
ed miserable apar ment, and bade to wait our
turn, as the great astrologer was engaged with a
lady of quality. This sounded well and my
friend and I sat down on one old fishioned
rickety chair that looked as if it had been a frag-
ment of houschold furniture saved from the
deluge. .

We began as girls will do, to talk to one an-
other, to surmise this and that about the fortune-
teller, or to speak of the young gentleman we
were interested in. My friend was very confi-
dential and discussed herhopesand fears without
reserve to me, a piece of folly which young wo-
men are only too apt to practice, often to their
owa great disadvantage. At last baving worn cut
our theme we began to grow weary, and my eyes
wandering about the scanty furniture of the
room noticed & paper folding screen at one end,
it nearly reached the ceiling, and formed as I
supposed a partition for another room. My eyes
fell by chance on & dark shade at the foot of
the screen, and my suspicions being awakened,
1 kept my eye riveted on the floor till I ascertain-
ed that the dark shade was caused by the feet of
some one in light slippera of cloth or felt.
There then was the sccret agent throug! whose
help the revelations were made thas startled the
most incredulous into faith in the hidden lknow-
nowledge of the astrologer. I silently pointed to
the fect beneath the screen, and rising said to my
companion, we will call another time when the
astrologer isless engaged ; this was a useful les-

son and cured us both of such folly as going to
fortune-tellers.

My grandmother lived in Greenwich at the
time that the Cocklane Ghost made such a stir in
the neighbourhood, She was a decided sceptic
in the reality of this mysterious piecc of jugglery
and ridiculed Dr. Johnson for tuking any interes:
in the matter. Indeed, that learned man sank
below zero in her estimation on that account.
She used to relate to us an adventure that hap-
pened in the house of my grandmother, where
she was on a visit in Dorsetshire, which T will
give as nearly as I canin her own words:—

MY GRANDMOTHER'S GHOST STORY.

My aunt Russell was arich widow, who lived
in the old Grange at White-hollow—~a place noted
in past ages for having bee, once a convent of
white nuns, and for being haunted by ghosts in-
numerable. My aunt was a woman of fearless
courage, She wasa good woman, very charitable
to the poor, read her Bible very faithfully, and
had too much good sense to put any trust in the
wild stories that ignoraut people were foud of re-
lating. It was from having been brought up
so much under her influence that I date my own
want of credulity, which was confirmed by a cir
cumstance that occurred one autumn that I was
on a visit at the Grange.

“ Among my aunt’s relatives on the paternal
side, was a cousin, whose parents had died, leav-
ing their only daughter, a woman of thirty years
of age, with very scanty means of support. She
was neither handsome nor pleasing; her temper
was soured by disappointments, and there was a
degree of closeness and oddity about her that
made her far from being considered an agreeabls
companion. She was tolerated among her rich
relations rather on account of her helplessness
than from love or respect. She was mean and
artful ; there was a crooked twist in her mind—
in other words, she was a great hypocrite. She
fawned upon mny aunt, and caballed with the ser-
vants, acting the part of the unjust steward and
striving to make hersclf fricnds of the mammon
of unrighteousness.

She always viewed me with an evil eye, and I
must confess there was little love on my side to-
wards her.  Among her other eccentricities, Miss
Rainer wished to be thought a very small cater—
nay, she carried this affectation so far that she
excited the pity of every onc who saw her at
meals. She fasted like the most rigid anchorite.
In those days the strict high church people ap-
proached very much nearer towards the members
of the Roman Catholic Church than they do now.
We were, in fact, all rank Puscyites, only we



MY GRANDMOTIIER'S GHOST. 611

knew nothing of those modern distinctions, and
fancied ourselves good Protestant reformers. We
obeyed the regulations of our Church, because
we thought our worthy old bishops and divines
Linew best what discipline was good for us, having
made these things the study of their lives.  Miss
Rainer passed amung the houschold for a self-
denying pious woman. My aunt, good soul, was
uneasy lest her health should suffer for her ex-
treme abstinence, and often tried to tempt her to
eat—but she only gave her a wan smile, shook
her head, and zealously adhered to her dry bread
and cold water regimen.

About this time rumours began to get abroad
of strange sights and wnysterious steps being
heard in the long gallery at midunight, and a white
flitting figure had been observed crossing the
stone hall. The old terrors of white nuns and
shrieking ladies, and a hundred other wild tales of
the sort, began to be rife in the village. The
tradesmen—such as the butcher and grocer—
made hasty calls for orders, and scemed uncasy
if the shades of evening were advancing before
they left the house. The servants began to talk
of leaving on account of the ghosts, The Grange
was hau.ted, and no mistake. My aunt Rusgell
was annoyed; the whole quiet economy of her
houschold was disarranged. Miss Rainer alone
scemed unmoved, she lectured most piously on
the sinful state of the souls of thease poor deluded
creatures whose consciences were 80 easily
alarmed; she spoke pharisaically of her own pur-
ity of heart, which no evil spirit had power to
affright. But all her sermons and my good aunt’s
entreaties were of no effect—fear was stronger
even than respect to their mistress or their
worldy interest. Men and maids all came to us
one day in a body, and declared that they must
g0, The laundry-maid had met the ghost in a
long white shroud, with saucer eyes and fiery
breath, which had blown out her candie in the
butlery passage, and flesh and blood could stand
o more such terrors. The poor girl had been
sick ever since, and believed that she was going
to die-~that the spectre had come with a special
warrant to warn her of her death. My aunt rea-
soned; Miss Rainer smiled scornfully; and I
tried to comfort the poor girl; but nothing would
do, and that very day threc out of the six ser-
vants departed to spread the fame and terrors of
the ghost of White-hollow.

¢ Something must be done. My aunt con-
sulted with the old whiteheaded butler; she said
20t & word of her plan to Miss Ruiner or myself’;
but that very night she sat up alone in the dining
room. It was s moonlight night, and she burned

no candle. The butler also took his post in a
little back room where he kept the plate; it
opened on the passage where the butlery or large
pantry was situated—the two dooss being oppos-
ite—for it was in this long passage, which com-
municated by a fiight of steps with the large
stone hall into which the sitting-room, dining-
room, drawing-room, and the great staircase all
opened—that the ghost had been most generally
seen.

It was about one o'clock in the morning that a
rustling sound and very cautious footfall was heard
by my aunt. On Jooking towards the open door
she very distinctly saw, by the light of the moon,
whick fell through the range of windows that
lighted the hall, a tall figure wrapped from head
to foot in a white sheet; a small dark lantern,
held against the breast of the figure, shed a
ghostly radiance on the thin, white hand that held
it, and cast its rays upwards on the pale face of
the ghost.

“The glance of that fice was sufficient. The
spirit passed on down the stairs and into the long
dark passage, the phantom might have made
a stout heart tremble, but Mrs, Russell was not
easily daunted, she began to suspect it was a
mortal form that was enveloped in the winding
sheet, a vague suspicion had crossed her mind
more than once that day as to the identity of the
ghost. With swift noiscless steps the figure
moved forward. With caution, and keeping in
the shade as much as possible, my aunt followed.
Presently the hand of the ghost turned the key
in the butlery door, opened it, and soon was
decply engaged with the contents of the wire
safe. The shect was thrown aside, the slides of
the lantern opened, and by the light which fell
uponthe face, Mrs, Russel discerned her relative,
the pious abstemious Miss Rainer. Slice after
slice was cut with dexterous hand from a fine
Westphalia ham, a cold chicken pic next was
attacked, with considerable relish, a delicate
custard and a slice of Stilton chcese with white
bread finished the repast. The ghost was now
satisfied, and resuming her ghostly robe and
lantern prepared to retrace her steps, when the
firm hand of my aunt Russel was placed upon
her arm, and uttering a fearful cry, she sank
down on her knees. The noise awakened the old
butler, who now came forward and recognized in
the pale, agitated female at his mistress's feet,
the lady whom he had so often pitied for her
want of taste in preferring a dry crust to the
good nourishing food that was placed on the
table before her. The despicable hypocrite
humbled and degraded in the eyes of her rolative
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and the old man, after many abject apologies was
allowed to retire, but left the Grange the next
day. My aunt from that time allowed her a
euall annuity in preference to her company. The
old butler who was a disercet man, did not like
to expose the young lady to public ridicule, but
said she had walked in her sleep in her white
night-dress, and this had been the cause of so
much alarm in the house.

“When wmy father was a young man he was a
devoted lover of the angle, and often stole a
boliday from his business to wander with his rod
and line along the favorite haunts of old Isaac
Walton, especially the banks of the Lee, which
possessed for him a double attraction, as ina
pleasant ccttage somewhere within sight of its
sylvan meadows lived a widow lady, a niece of
the great Sir Isaac Newton's, and with her, her
two dayghters, the clder of whom a young lady
of great personal beauty, had entangled the heart
of the young fisherman with cords more difficult
to break than were his most trusty lines. Every
Saturday morning saw the lover walking the
green meads of Waltham and Cheshuat, a locality
oice renowned for its beautiful nuns, now equally
celebrated for the loveliness of its graceful
women, who are free to choose and to he chosen
as those fiuir but hapless recluses were not, till
bluff King Hal seized upon one of the richest
avbacies in England, and left openthe temptations
of the world to the monks and nuns of Cheshunt
and Walcham.*

¢ 8o very strict was the mother of my fathers
lady love, that though he was an aceepted suitor,
under no circumstances was he permitted to pass
the night at Woodford : as soon as the band of
the dial poiuted to ten o'clock, my father was
obliged to depart, the decree was inexorable,
were the night ever so dark or dismal, go he
must. The way was a lonely one, so he seldom
returned to town, but usually passed the night at
the old abbey inn at Waltham, a large old-
fashioned tavern that had once formed a part of
the abbey, many of its spacious corridors and
dormitorics having been in use before the refor-
mation was cven dreamed of. The very room
was shown, and I believe exists to this day,
where Henry VIIL. of unblessed memory was
entertained by the Abbot of Waltham. He
played him a scurvy trick in return for his

* There isan old record cxtant, how the Abbot of
Waltham suspecting clandesting mestings between
the monks and the fair nuns of Cheshunt, sct pit-falls
in certain meadows where the lovers met, and entrapped
scveral of therecreants, to the no small scandal of the
neizlbo: conveat.

hospitality, and finally stripped this wealth y
house of its accumulated riches. Many are the
Listoric legends related of this famed place, but
itis not the ancient tales we have to tell just
now, but of an adventure that befel my fathe v
one night on his way from Woodford to Waltham .

“To cnable barges and crafts to go upte
London, a new canal or embanked cut from the
old river Lee had been constructed with a cradle
bridge, which opened to let them pass and pay
toll, a narrow biidge for foot passengers was also
established, which was ascended by open steps.
This bridge was neither very safe nor very
pleasant for nervous passengers to pass over om
very dark nights, After passsing the cradle-
bridge, a steep path led down to the foot of the
bank of thé river, which then lay highabove. A
narrow foot-path lay close to the foot of the high
embankment on the otherside, this path ran by a
broad and deep ditch, skirted hv a row of stunted
old willows. So narrow was this foot-path, that
two persons could with difficulty pass each othee
without risk of one or the other falling into the
ditch. This lonely spot had been the scene of
more than one fearful murder, and few persons
cared to frequent it. My father was a man of
much personal courage, he feared neither ghost
nor robber, relying on the aid of a very powerful
frame and a formidzble weapon in the shape of &
walking stick, which consisted of a sea unicorns
horn, topped with silver. The weight of this
trusty shilelah he had more than once tested ; &
was of pure ivory, very white and very solid ; it
is still held in reverence in my mothers house.

¢ On the night ir: question, he left Mrs Brett's
house at the usual hour, it was very dark, the
moon nor stars being visible, the wind sighed
through the trees in fitful gusts, it was certainly
far from inviting, but he knew that there was ne
appeal. The laws of that house, like those of the
Medes and Persians, altered niot, <o grasping his
good white staff, he bade a tender fareweli to his
lady fair, and departed through the darksome
night.

“It was lale when he reached the cradle
bridge. Dark and sullenly the waters gurgled
along the piers, he could just distinguish the dull
gleam of the river between the open steps of the
bridge, and wuas not very sorry when he was
over it, and had safely descended to the narrow
path at the foot of the bank. e had not pro-
ceeded more than half-a-mile, when he hearda
sound that rung on his listening ear like the dull
clanking of a heavy chain, this was followed by a
groan, and then another and another, then the
rattle ofthe chain aud a lumbering noise asif some
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body was being dragged along the path. My
father stopped and listened intently, there was
also a cessation of ‘he chains, and the groans
seomed fainter, he tried to pierce the darkness
and to discern the cause of these strange and
appalling sounds, but nothing could he make out,
The breeze swept through the dark elders and
waved the long, sickly, faded branches of the
willows to and fro, murmuring with hollow
cadences through the long sedges that skirted the
banks of the ditch, but he saw nothing, and
moved briskly on. Agaia came the rattling
chaing, again the heavy groans, and now a figure
appeared in sight, within a few yards of him, it
was wrapped in a white robe, and seemed of
gigantic dimensions, nearer and nearer the
phantom came, and a desperate courage nerved
my father's arm, he raised his ivory stick, and
advancing excinimed aloud, ¢ Whatever thou art,
man or devil, one of us two must go down into
the ditch. ¢IHorr, horr, horr,’ groaned the
gpectre, the hot breath now pauffed into the fice
of the speaker. With a violent blow, my father
struck the advancing figure, there was a rattling
dull sound as if the blow had been aimed on the
bare ribs of a skeleton, a deeper groan, and then
a heavy plunge, and thé waters received the
fearful spectre, and closed over it with sweeping,
bubbling sound. Not long tarrying I ween was
my good father, brave though he was, he never
stopped till he reached his inn at Waltham
abbey, where to wondering auditors he related
his adventure. The quiet inn was soonin a
bustle. The story was circulated in the village,
late though it was, and the towns folk came
crowding in to hear the fearful tale, and make
their surmises upon it. Tales of ghosts and
murders, of wrong and robbery, were rife in every
one’s mouth. My father would have returned
with a lantern to ascertain who it was that had
found a watery grave that night, for that some
one had been struck down he was certain, but no
one dared second the move. A person had
lately been robbed and murdered on that lonely
path among the willow trees, and doubtless the
mysterious person wrapped in the white shect
and with the clanking chain, was cither the ghost
of the murdered haunting the acene of its
disastrous death, or the wretch who had done the
deed watcbing for other victims,

As soo0n as the first streaks of light brightened
the east, my father accompanied by a party from
the village, hastened to the scene of the catas-
trophe, and a load of painful feeling was removed
from his mind, when the body of a large super-
annuated old grey horse of wasted, skeletor-like
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appearance, to whose hinder foot was attached
a wooden clog and chain, was discovered in the
ditch, it had been turned out to graze at large,
and had found its way by some means on to the
green bauk of the river, its groans arose from its
asthinatic state, The adventure ended in my
father having to stand treat to the good people
whose rest had been so disturbed the night before,

“The inn itself, however, was the scene of a
midnight adventure which I must defer till
another month,”
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LAND OF DREAMS,

FROM “FLIGHTS OF FANCY.”
"Tis night; but through the welkin dark
A lambent meteor gleams;
It shines for me—uo eye can mark,
Save mine, its luring beams.
It shines afar, like a glimmering spark ;
I have set my sails, I have trimmed my bark
For the shadowy * Land of Dreams.”

Oh! the Land of Dreams is a fairy land
Of never-fading flowers,

And blighted hopes bloom sweetly there
That withered so fast in ours,

I stood upon its golden sand
Bencath the enchanted clime,

And the breeze that fanned that dreamy land
Rolled back the tide of Time;

And the bright, bright dreams—regretted dreams
Of Life's gay morning hours

Were glassed upon the crystal streams
That laved its dewy flewers.

But alas! alas! for a land so fair
In vain we heave a sigh;

For never bark was anchored there,
Beneath its cloudless sky.

Though its ever-cbbing and flowing waves
May walt the lost ship fair.

And we sport awhile o’er the nameless graves
Of young hopes buried there,

As surely its returning streams
‘Will waft us back again ;

And we cry, alas! for the land of dreams,
‘Who must live in a land of pain,

Still, come with me to the land of dreams.
Though not to «l so fair;

For the raven croaks, and the night-bird screams,
And the corpse-light glimmers there;

And the pale-eyed ghosts of cherished thoughts
Stalk in the speli-bound air.

And there are castles dark and grim,
And moon-lit hapnted towers,
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With eaverns deep and valleys dim,
Where bloow, nor trees, nor flowers,

And long, long dreary wastes to pass
Where we nwust grope eione,

Wiere serpents hiss among the grass,
And satyrs hoot as on.

Yes Ly s streamns and on its shorea
Hepe spreads her sunmy wings,

And Faney heaps her golden stores—
Brigly uncreatzad things!

Strange shadowings in the twilight sky
That flash in rays of light,

Which mack alike the mind, the eye,
And transient, are as bright

Faint halos of the bright uvseen,
Far glories that wise

12 the spirit land, as through a screen;
And veilzd from mortal eyes.

Tis, bliss to tread its shores and quaff
The pure Lethean waters,
To list the song and merry laugh
Of Faney's blue-eyed daughters.
Tis there I am a sceptred king,
And wear a wizard crows.
cail to the spirits of air, they bring
My wish cre wished, and I proudly fing
My earthly trammels down.

1 stretch my wand o'er the lordly seas,
And on their bosom rise

Green isles, with glittering palices

Azd banners flapping iu the breeze,
*Neath ever-cloudless skies.

There is a vocal sound above, around,

The voice of the fair, the gay, and young.

Far down the flowery vales of spring

1 Zicar the shrilly laughter ring
Of girlhood’s sitver tongue.

1'm monarch of this phantom threng,
And wear a diadem ;

But yot, but yet I sigh and fret,
1 am not onc of them;

1 call them from the rayless shades.
They come right merrily,

With laugh and song—a smiling throng,
But the smile is not for me.

1 see them flit around me now.
That maiden of pensive wien
ith the sweetest tongue that ever rung
Iufevered mortal’s car!

She comes to me in the dreamy land,
With her pale, sad thonghtful brow :

Yet she is not of the phantom band,

T've kissed her ehieek, and clasped her hand
Full many a tiwe cte now.

Why does shie wait life’s dreary weird,”
On carth still left to roam ?
Or has the shepherd's voice heen hieard
To call that loved one home?
* * * » .
Are these but thoughts that haunt the brais,
In Reason’s pale and sickly reign?
When chaos broods around her throne,
And only to the moonstruck known ?
The harping low of breeze-waked stritigs~—
Sensation strange that viewless wings
Are hovering o'cr us.  Are they all
But presage sad of Reason’s full?
They come to me mid night and noon—
The breezy round, the * guict tune,”
The preser.ce felt of the unseen,
When ficlds are waste, when fields are greea,
On thoroughfare, in forest weod,
Quickening the current of the blood ;
QOver the wasteand waters wide,
Flowering the desert and peopling the void,
Until they have becoume to me
A faith and a reality,
Busawnackszn,

——— - S
FLOWER-BELLS.

Sort Midsumnicr air, cheery with sunshine and
perfumed with all the scents that it had robbed
out of his nursery garden, crept in through the
monthly roses at the porch and half-open cottage
door, to make itself at home in George Swayne's
room. It busied itself there, sweeping and
rustiing about, as if it had as much right to the
place and was as much the tenant of it, as the
gardener himself. It had alsoa sort of feminine
and wifely claim on George; who, having been
spending half an hour over a short letter writter
upon a large sheet, was invited by the Midsum-
mer air to look after hisgarden. The best cfforts
were being made by his gentle friend to tear the
paper from his hand. A bee had come into the
room—George Xept bees—and had been hover-
ing about the letter; so drunk, possibly, with
honey that he had mistaken it for a great lily.
Certainly he did at last scttle upen it.  The lily
was a lcgal document to this cffect :—

“Sir—~Weare instructed hierchy to give you notice
of thedeath of Mr. Thomas Querks of i}dmonton, the
last of the threclives for which yourlcase was granted.
and to inforin you, that you way obikina rencwal of
the smeon payment of onc hundred guineas to the
undersigned.  Weare, Sir,

“Your (here the bee sat on the obedicnt scrvants),

“FLINT A%D GRINSTON.”

Mr. Swayne granted himself a rule to consider
in his own mind what the lawyers meant by their
uncertain phrascology. It did not mean, hecon-
cluded, that Mcssre, F. and G. were willing, for
one hundred pounds, to renew the life of Mr.
Quecks, of Edmonton; but it did mean that he

® Weird used by the Scotch for destiny or fate,
a'though differently rerdered by Joknsen.
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must turn out of the house aund grovnds (which
had Dbeen Swaynes Nursery Gawden for three
generations past) ualess he would pay a layge
fine for the renewal of Lis lease. He was buta
young fellow of five-and-twenty ; who, until rve-
cently, had been a2t work for the support of an
olld tather aad msther.  1is mother had been
dead 2 twelvemonth last Midsunmuner-day 5 and
his father, who had been well while his dume
was with him, sickened after she was gone, and
died before the apple-gathering was over, Thej
cottage aud the garden were more precious to
George as 2 home than as a place of busiuess.
There were thoughts of pasting—like thoughts
of another loss by deatk, or of all past losses
again to be sutfered freshly and together—which
50 clouded the eyes of Mr. Swayue, that at last
he could scarcely tell when he looked at the let-
ter, whether the bee was or was not a portion of
the wriiing.

An old woman came in, with a Midsummer
cough, sounding as hollow as an cmpty coffin.
She was a poor old crore who came to do for
George smail services as a domestic for an hour
or two every day; for he lighted his own fires,
and served up to himself in the first style of
cottage cookery his own fat bacon and potatoes,

¢I shall be out for three hours, Milly,” said
George, aud he put on his best clothes aud went
into the sunshine. “‘I can do unothing better,”
he thought, * than go and see the Jawyers.”

They lived in the City; George Jived at the
east eud of London, in a part now covered with
very dirty streets; but then covered with copse
and ficld, and by Swayne’s old fashioned nursery
groune ; then crowded with stocks and wallflow-
ers, luping, sweet peas, pinks, lavender, heart's-
case, boy’s love, okl man, and other old-fashioned
plants; for it contained nothing so tremendous
as Schizanthuses, Escholzias, or Clarkia pulchel-
las, which are weedy little utomies, though they
sound big cnough to rival any tree on Lebanon.
George was an old-fashioned gardener in_an old-
fashioned time; for we have here to do with
events which occurred in the middle of thereign
of George the Third. George, then—I mean
George Swayne, not Georgius Rex—marched off
to sce the lawyers, who lived in a dark court in
the Gity.  He found their clerk inthe front office,
with a marigold in one of his buttan-holes ; but
there was tiothing clse that looked like summer
in the place. It smelled like a mouldy shut-up
tool-house; and there was parchment enough in
it to make scare-crows for all the gardens in
Kent, Middlesex, and Surrey.

George saw tie junior partner, Mr. Grinston,
who told him, when hic ieard hisbusiness, thatit
was in Mr. Flint’s department.  When he was
shown into Mr. Flint's room, Mr. Flint could only
repeat, he said, the instructions of the landlord.

“You sce, my lud,” he said, “these holdings
that have been let hitherto for thirty pounds per
annum, are now worth fifty. Yet my client, Mr.
Crote, is ready to renew the lease for three more
lives at the very slight fine we hare named to
yoa. What would you have more reasonable?”

¢ Sir, T make no complaint,” George answered ;
“only I want to abide by the ground, and I bave

cnough mouey for next year's seeds and roots,
has been the most that I can manage. I have
saved fifteen pounds.  Here it s, siv: tuke it, if
it will help me in this business.”

“Well, Mr. Fiint suggested, * what do yousay
to this? Liake no promise, but I think 1 can
persuade Mr. Crote to let you retain possession
of your fand, for—shall we say 9—two years, at
the rent of {ifty pounds; and, at the cexpiration
of that term, you may perhaps be able to pay the
fine and to renew your lease.”

“T will aceept that offer, sir,” 2 homespun
man clings to the walls of home. Swayne's nur-
sery would not support 50 high a rental; but let
the future take thought for itself—to postpone for
two years the doom to quit the roof-tree under
which his mother suckled him was gain enough
for George.

So he turned lomeward and went cheerfully
upon his way, by a short cut through narrow
streets and lanes that bordered on the Thames.
His gardener's eye discovered all the lonely little
pots of mignionctte in the upper windows of the
tottering old honses; and, in the trimmer streets,
where there were rows of little houses in all
shades of whitewash, some quite fresh lookiag,
inkabited by people who had kept their windows
clean, he somctimes saw as many as four flower-
pots upon a window sill. Then, there were the
squares of turf, put, in weekly instalments of six
inches, to the credit of caged larks, for the slow
liqnidation of the debt of green ficlds due to
them. There were also parrots; for a large
number of the houses in those river streets were
tenanted by snilors who brought Lirds from
abroad. There were also all sorts of grotesque
shells; an2 one house that receded from its
neighbors, bad o small garden in front, which
was sown over with shells instead of flowers. The
walks were bordered with shellinstead of box, and
thire were conchs upon the wall instead of wall-
fowers. The summer-house was a grotto; but
the great centre ornament was a large figure-
head, at the foot of which there was a bench
crected, so that the owner sat under it3 shadow.
It reprosented aman with a great beard, holding
over his shoulder a large three-prongd fork;
which George belicved to be meant for Neptune.
That wasa poor garden, thought George; for it
never waved nor rustled, and did not, by one
change of feature—cxcept that it grew daily
dirticr—shiow itself conscious of the passage of
the hours, and days, and months, and scasons.

Itinterested George a great deal more tonotice
here and there the dirty lcaf of new Kinds of
plants; which brought home by some among the
sailors, struggled to grow from sced or root,
Through the window of one liouse that was very
poor, but very neat aud clean, he suw put upon g
table to catch the rays of summer sun, & strange
plantin blossom. It had a reddish stalk, siaall-
pointed Jeaves; and from ¢very cluster of leaves
hung elegant red flawer-bells with purple tongues.
That plant excited him ‘grcatly; and, when .he
stopped to look at it, he felt some such cmotion
as night stir an artist who should sce 2 work
by Rubens hung up in = pawnbroker's shop.
window. He knocked at the green door, and &

not 80 much moncy as you require. I owe no-
body a peouy ; and, to pay my way and lay by

pale girl opened it. holding in one hand » piecs
of unflnished needlework. Her paleness left her
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610 FLOWER-BELLS.

for 2 minute when she saw that it waga smmgerl “ Doces Harry love a flower better than your
who had knocked.  ler blue eyes made George | health and cownfort 2 pleaded Harry’s sister,
glance anay from thens beforehe had finished hig! A long debate was carried on in fow tones,
respectiul inguiry. I beg your pavdon,” helwhile George Swayne endeavored to look as
said, **but may Iask the name of the flower jn ! though he were a hundred jiiles off, listening to
the window, and where it came from 2 { nothisg.  But the loving accents of the girl de-
“Will you walk in, if you please, sir,” gaid 1 bating with her mother tenderly, caused M
the girl, “mother will tell you all she kuows! Swayne—a stout and true-hearted youny feliow
avout it iul twenty-five—to feel that there were certainly
With two steps, the young gardener strode ' SOme new thoughts u.ud‘ sensations working in
into thie sinall fiont room where 2 sick and foeble  him. e cousidered it important to discover
waman sat in an armecliair.  The room was clean | Fom her mother’s manner of addressing her that
and little furnished.  There was only sand upon ' the name of the yow.g woman was Susan.
the floor; and, on the tabie with some more of ! When the old lady a3 Jast consented with a sigh
the girl's work, was part of a stale loaf, flanked i 10 Geerge’s offer, Le placed ten guineas on the
with two mugs that contained some escwdiugly”“blc beside the needienork, and only stole one
blue and limpid mitk,  Georae apologised for his ¢ glanee at Susan as he bade good-bye and took

-zould; hicis so wonderful broad-chested. He's

iatrusion ; but sanid what is calliug was, and!
pleaded in excuse the great beauty and novelty
of the plant that attracted him.

Ay, ay, but I prize it far more than that,”
said Mr3. Ellis, *it was brought to me by my
son. He took it asa cutting, and he Lrought iz‘
a long way, the dear fellow, all the way from the
West Indies, snusing it for me.  ORen ke let his
own lips pareh, sir, on the voyage that he might
give water cnough to the flower that he took |
home for his mother. e is « tenderhearted
boy, my Harrs.”

“e is young then ¥

“Well, he isnot exactly a boy, sir; but they
are all boys on board ship, you understand. e
could caity off the house upon his back, Harry

just gone a long voyage, sir, and I'm feared I
shall be gone a lenger before he comes back;
and he said when ke went, ¢ Take care of the
plant, mother, it il have hundreds of bells to
ring when I come back to you next year’ Heis
always full of his fun, sir, my IHarry.”

“ Then, Ma'un,” George stammered, “it's a
plant you wouldn't like to part with.”

The poor woman looked angry for a moment;
and then, after a pause, answered gently, * No,
a&ir, not until my time comes.”

The young gavdener—who ought to kavegone
away—still beat over the flower. The plaut was
very beautiful, and evidently stood the climate
well, and it was of a kind to propagate by slips.
George did not well know what to say or do.
The gitl who had been nimbly stitching, ceased
fron work and looked up wonderingly at the
stranges, who had nothing more to say and yet
remained with them. At last, the young man,
with the colour of the lower on his checks, said,
% I'm = poor man, Ma'am, and not much taught.
If I'm going to say austhing unbecoming, I hope
you'll forgive it: but, if you could—if you could
bring your heart to part with this plant, I would
give yon ten guineas for it, and the first good ent-
ting I raise shall be yours.”

The gir) looked up in the greatest astonish-
ment. ¢ Ten guineas!” she cricd, * why,
mother, ten guineas would make you comfortable
for the whole winter. How glad Harry will be!”

The poor old woman trembled nervously:
“Jarry told me to keep it for his sake,” she
whispered to her daughter who bent fordly over

the flower-pot away, promising again carnestly
that he wonld bring back to them the first good
cutting that took root.

George Swayne then, having the lawyers put
out of his head, carried the plant home and
duly busied himself in his green-house over
the multiplication of his treasure.  Months went
br, during which the young gardener worked hard
and ate sparely,  Ie had left to himself but five
pounds for the general maintenance of his gar-

tdeny wore was neecded, and that he had to

pinch, as far as he dared, out of kLis hmmble food
and other necessaries of existence. e had,
however, nothing to regret.  The cuttings of the
tlower-bells throve, and the thought of Susan
was bLetter to him than roast beef. He did
not agrin visit the widow’s house. e had no
right to go there until he went to redeem his
promise.

A year went byj; and, when the next July

Leame, George Swayne's gavden and green-houses
’, .} ) o o

were in the best condition.  The new phint had
nultiplied by slips and had thriven more readily
than he could bave ventured to expect. The
best plant was set by until it should have reached
the utmaost perfection of blossom, to be carried in
redemption of the promise made to widow Ellis.
Insome vague way, too, Mr. Swayne now and
then pondered whether the bells it was to set
ringing after Harry had returned might not be
after all the bells of Stepney parish church.
And Susan Swayne did sound well, that was cer-
tain.  Not that he thought of marrying the pale
girl, whose blue eyes hie had only scen, and whose
soft voice he had only heard once; but he wasa
voung fellow, and he thought about her, and
young fellows liave their faucies which do now
and then shoot out in unaccountable dircctions.

A desired cvent happenced oue morning. The
hest customer of Swayne's nursery grovad, the
wife of & city knight, Lady Salter, who had afine
scat in the ncighborhood, alighted from her car-
Tiage at the garden gate.  She had come to buy
flowers for the decorations of her annual grand
summer party; and George with much perturba-
tion ushered her inte his greenhouse, which was
glowing with the crimson and purple blossoms of
hisnew plant. When Lady Salter hiad her admin-
tion duly heightened by the information thatthere
were no other plants in all the country like them
—that, in fact, Mr. Swaync's ncw fowers were
unique, she instantly bought two slipsat a guinea

ber,

each and took them homein triumph.  Of course
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the flower-bells attracted the attention of her
guests ; and of conrse she was very proud to
draw attention to them. The result was that the
carriages of the great people of the neighbor-
hood so clogged up the road at Swayne’snursery
day after day that there was no getting by for
them. George sold, for a guinea each, all the
glips that he had potted; keeping only enough
for the continuance of his trade, and carefully
reserving his finest specimen.  That in due time
he took to Harry's mother.

The ten guiness added to the produce of Su-
san’s labor—she had not slackened it a jot—had
maintained the sickly woman through the winter ;
and, when there came to her a letter one morn-
ing in July in Harry’s dear scrawl posted from
Portsmoutls, she wus half restored to health. He

would be with them in a day or two, he said.
The two women listened in a feverish state for,
every knock at the green door. Next daya;
knock came; but it wasnot Harry.  Susanagain

opened to George Swayne. le had bronght

their flower-bells back ; and, apparently, hand‘,
somer than ever. e was very much abashed

and stammered something; and, when he came i
ia, ke could find nothing ta say.  The handsome
china vase which he had substituted for the
widow's flowerpot, said something however, for
him. The widow and her daughter greeted him
with hearty smiles and thanks ; but he had some-
thing clse to do than to rveturn them—sonething
of which he scemed to be exceedingly ashamed.
At last he didit.  ““I mean no offence,” he said ;
* but this is much more yours than mine” He
laid” upon the table twenty guineas. They re-
fused the moncy with surprise; Susan with
eagerness. Ile told them his story; how the
plant had saved him from the chance of being
turned out of his home; how he was making
money by the flower, and how fairly he cousid- |
cred hlf the profits to be due to its real owner.

Thereupon the three became fast friends and I)c-l
gan to quarrel.  While they were quarrelling
there was a bouncing knock atthe door.  Mother
and daughter hurried to the dour; but Susan ¢
stood aside that Harry might go fiist into his |
mother's arins.

“1lere’s u dne chime of bells," said arrr,
looking at ki, plant o ter a few winutes.  * Why
it looks ne *andsomer in the West Indies. But
where eve. did vou get that splendid pot ¥

Georqe was immediately introluced.  Tie
whole story was told, and Harry was made referee,
upos the twenty guinea question,

“Gad bless you, Mr. Swayne,” said Harry,
“keep that money if we are 10 he friemis. Give|
us vour haud, my hoy ; and, wother, let us all}
have something to eat”  Tiey made a litde fes-
tival that cvening in the widow’s house, and |
George thought mare than ever of the chiming |
of the bells 2s Susan laid her ncedlework aside to
bustle to an-d o, Harry had tales to tell over:
his pipe; “and I tell you what, Swavne™ said,
e, “*I'm giad vau are tise hetter for my Jore of
rooting. If T wasw't a siler myself I'd be a,
gardener.  I've a sanil cargo of ronts and scods
W wy hox that T br mght home fir mother to try
what s a1z do with, My opinies is that veu're
the mau to tum “em to account; and so, aate
sou skall Lave'om. If you zct a lucky penuy

out of any one among 'em, you're welcome; for
it’s more than we could do.”

How these poor folks labored to be liberal to-
wards each other; how Harry amused himself
on holidays before his next ship sailed with rake
and spadeabont hisfriend’s nursery: how George
Swayne spent summer and antumn evenings in
the little parlour: how there was really and traly
acime rung from Stepney steeple to give joy to
a little needlewoman’s heart : how Susan Swayne
beeame nnch rosier than Susan Ellis had been s
how luxuriously George's bees were fedupon new
dainties ; how int and Grivston conveyed the
narsery-ground to Mr. Swayne in frechold to him
and his heirs for ever, in consideration of the
whole purchase money which Suayne had accu-
mulated: how the old house was eularged : how,
a year or two later, little Harry Swagne damaged
the borders and was abetted by grandmother
Ellis in so doiug: how, a year or two after that,
Susan Swavne the lesser dug with a small wooden
spade side by side with giant Unele Harry; who
was a man to find the centre of the carth under
Swayne’s garden when he came home ever and
anon from beyond the seas, alwavs with roots
and seeds, his home being Swayne's nursery: and,
finally, how happy and how populous a home the
house in Swayne's nursery grew to he—these are
rezults connecting pleasant thioughts with the
true story of the carliest cultivation in this coun-
try of the flower now known as the Fachsia.
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SARA'S VENTURE.

OxE morning, just as T had finished breakfast,
[ reccived a note from my friend Sara Ilal),
begging e, if possible, to go over for a few
hours in the course of the day. “Don't be
alarmed,” she added in a postseript; “ noth-
ing is the matter.”

I was therefore not alarmed, but T was
somewhat curiousy and as T harried over my
lizht domestic dutics, being housckeeper in
my mother’s absence, I taxed conjecture as
to what could have prompted so urgenta
summons. 1 had seen her but two days be-

| fare ; what coald have arisen since then?—

The character of my friend stimulated my
anxiety. [ weas afraid fest the selfewilled, ve-
hement, over-indulged girl should be medita-
ting some wild unheard-of scheme, in which
she wanted my en-operation.

“Twili not giveit,” decided T with laudable
firmness, unless T heartily andspontancously
approve. At length 1 had seen my two bro-
thers fairly off' on their way to the City of
Londm Schonl; had made every necessary
arrangement for their carly dinner at one
o'ciock, and my fithar’sand wine at five; and
felt myself at diberty 1o follow my wishes,and
make my way to M« Hall's house,

It was an intensely  cold hut clear day in
the early part of January, ut { enjoyed such
weather. T walked quickly, but taking in, as
cas my wont, the effect of things.  The buil-
dings stood vut hard and well defined against
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the deep blue sky ; above ali, T grected with{tually cooled on the wild sea-sh.ore, over the
kindling glance the superb cupola and majes- ! fender, definnt of the impropriety, and pre-
tic proportions of St. Paul’s. 1lovedand ad-1pared to wait in patience and ‘in comfort.
mired that magnificent cathedral, as perhaps [ While waiting, T made a fow obscervations 3 1
none but ane born under its shadow can. [ 'saw that Sara’s escritoire was covered with
had studied it from childhood: T knew how 'seattered manuseripts, and that upon them
it Jooked under every aspect of sexson mml!lay a lettersealed and addressed. Tknew my
weather from every point of view; without | filend's avoeations too well to he surprised at
cver having set my foot out of England,f was the sight of manuseripts, but the letter, the
prepared to maintain its absolute superiority  direetion of which I could not help reading,
over every edifice in Europe. 1 gave it now  przzled me not a little. Amongst  other
my proud all hail! as I hurried past.  When ; things, [ noticed the charzeter and beauty of
I got into Cheapside, there was nothing but Sara’s face, and that its habitual expression
humar faces to study, and I was amply oceu- { of pride and dissatisfaction was more strongly
pied with them, and in taking my somewhat  marked than usual.  ller figure was particu-
presumptuous measure of the individual from | laly small and gizlish, but what an air of res-
atlive, expression and gait. Thivre was one,olution it nevertheless possessed!

point, however,—a picture-dealir’s shap win-;  Presently she drew the escritoire close to
dows,—at which I always halted,and T did so | the fire, sat dvwn before ity and folding her

now.

There was a large painting promirently ex-
hibited, aud it deserved its position. 1L rop-
resented a wild sea shore, girt withlow black
rocks, the peaks of which were wonderfully
aglow with the settingsun, as were the foamy
erests of theincoming waves,  There was not
a trace of vegetation, not a symptom of hu-
man life. A sterile 2uhjeet some would say,
but it captivated me.  That setting sun pour-
ed its rays through a boundluss auno:phere;
that sca stretched beyoud the jnits of the
picture into fathomless Immensity; these
rocks comveyed palpably a sense of silence and
solitude.  Amidst the turmoil of the graat
thoroughfare, my imagination had penetrated
into the very lucality. ¢ Now,” thought I,
% beneath this clear frozen sky that sea is
this moment raging.”

I walked on to my destination in a some-
what ureamy mood, until my proximity to tire
house recalled my thoughts to the matter in
hand.  Mr. Hall was a surgeon in excellent
practice, and it was at the doorof one of the
stately but not aristceratic mansions in Fins-
bury Square at which I knocked.  Sara was
an only child, and uncontrolled mistress of
her father's house-hold, for Mr. Hail had lost
his wife very many years ago.

A few moments more found me in my
friend’s pretty private room: it was as cle
gantly fiiled up asa fashionable lady’s bou.
doir, and dersarved to be so ealied, bud Sarn
set her face resolutely against all unnecessary
Gallicisimg, and would never suffer the appel-
lation.

“1 am glad you are come,” said Sara cm-
phatically as T entered, and giving me a chair
by the blazing fire: but then ecame 2 pause,
and she resumed the occupation | had fora
moment interrupted—that of walking up and
down the room. Knowing her temper! left
her to deelare her business in her own time
and way : and divesting mysclf of honnet and
shawl, ensconce:d myse fin the luxurions -
sy-chair, crossed my feet, which Ihad ctice-

arms over her papers, fixed her glittering
|bl::(~k eyes on my face. ’ y
“ Carry,” she said, peinting to the letter
“do you see what I meantodo”  The letter
being addressed toa celebrated west-end pub-
lisher, and scen in conjunction with a heap
jof manuseripts, did not leave much to natural
jsng:lcit;{. 1 mentioned the conclusion I drew
therefrom.

¢ Put Sara,” T asked, *swhat has become
of your old opinions? What is the motive,
when you do not want money, and have al-
ways asserted you did not care about fiunejat
least such as you were likely to get ?” :

“1 have the reputation of being capriciouns,”
waxhor answer, *and I am disposed to think
it T get what I deserve, T shall care about
fame. Do you think T <hall be likely to find
any difliculty in getiing iy novel pnblished ¢

I was quite ignorant of such matters, but 1
asked, with an air of competent authority :
“QOn what terms do you mean to offer jt?”

“On condition that T may publish it under
an assumed name, and that my sceret is sed-
ulously kent - that is the first and most im-
portant item.  Sceondly, that all pecuniary
risk is horn by the publishersy as for pecuni-
ary profits, I care nothing about them; Messrs,
may casily make with me a most unfair
hargnin.”

“Perhaps,” said 1, drily, “they wan't at-
tempt to take advantage of your indifference
to profit; if reputation is all yon cure about,
you ought to be pretty sure of the deserts of
vour work.”

“T am pretty sure,” said Sara, turning over
the leaves

T reflectes, then ventured to say; “Iam
not”  Nara looked up quictly. I went on.—
“Yon arc aware,” said 1, playing the eritic,
“ 50 much is required now-a-days, in a novel.
They muaite # sort of science of this kind of
iterature, and judge it by such strict rules.—
“Asa workof art,” begin the reviewers—my
dear Sara, as a work of art, what have you to
say for your novel”
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“Nothing,” rveturned she with cool con-
tempt.

“You think the power it shews, and the
promi:ze¢ it has, will cover a multitude of defi-
ciencies?” asked 1, ¢ Well, I hope others will
think #o tov; «tiil” T hesitated, but
Sara insisted on my saying ~11 T thought,  ¢]
belicve you have wiidenii as a sort of safety-
valve for the cmotions, passions, and opinions
vou do not choose to show and express, and
which, perhaps, you ought not to express, in
vour intercourse withthe world,  Could you
encure Sata, to have what you have written
with such deep conviction and intense car-
nestness, sneered at and ridicaled by some
cold-blooded, sharp-witted reviewer?”

Sara’s cheel flushed.  “Fhat is possible,”

she said, drawing a deep breath; “and it

would be hard to bear; still™ Now she
paused in her wurn, and pushing back her
chair, resumed her pacing of the room. I
could see heow her mind woiked; there was

something more in that contlict than she suf-

fered to appear.  -Ater a while she came back
and leaned over the mantcl-piece. I waited
for her to resume the conversation, which she
did presently.

“Tlow do you think my book would appear
to a noble,discrinsiuating,unpn judiced mind ¢°
There wasa vibration in the tone of her voice
that made me look steadily at her.  She was
gazing into the fire with a dreamy, seflened
expression of countenance.

¢ Most interesting—most attractive,” said I
with fervor, “as shewing 2 mind cnamoured
of moral grcatness.  Such arcader would not
carp at the clevation of your ideal, or say
yours were impossible principles; but then,
Sara, such minds are not very common, and
are not those likely to seize upon the last new
novel.”

“How long, Carry, have youtaken outa
judae’s patent? asked Sara smiling. “I
shall publish my novel—if I can.”

In the way of dissuasion T said no more,
and we immediately fell to a discussion of ways
and means. | wasto take the manuscripts up
1o —— Street; and Sara had arranged that
all communications on the subject shonld be
addressed to me.  She had Iaid her plans so
well, that there was little chance, we thought,
of heridentity being everdiscovered. Whenwe
hiad exhausted the topic of possibilities connec-
ted with the rejection, re-application, accept-
ance, and public reception of her work. 1
asked, * But what has induced this sudden
vesolntion? I heard nothing about publication
on Tuesday.”

“ All my resolutions are sudden, the result
of mere impulse,” was her answer.  “1 have
ng other explanation to give.”

I said no more,atthough I was not salisfied.
There was that in the repressed energy and
excitement of her manner, that convinced me

some second, or rather primary motive lurked
behind.

The next day Tleft the manuseript at the
publisher’s. I had rather dreaded this ex-
ploit ; but T found nothing formidable in it.
A grave-looking man met me on the very
threshold of the office, took the packet T tim-
idly presented, gave it a quick glance, and
then set it down in a dusky corncr of the dus-
ky room, where 1 had an uncasy dread it
would be forgotien, and moulder away in that
obscurity.

‘“Very gocd,” he cnunciated, “ quite right,”
and T felt there was not another ward to sy
on the subject, and forthwith took my depar-
ture. I must, however state, that before Sara
teok me into her confidence, she had written
to the finm, asking if they were disposed to
' examine her maunuscript, and had received a
civil reply, expressing their good pleasure so
todo, and begging her to forward it

A period of intense anxiety set in while we
waited for the result.  When alone, Sara and
I had but onc topic, but it was an exhaustless
one. Then our dire ignorance of these mat-
ters pressed heavily; we had no idea what
would be considered arcasonabletime to give
before we could venture to request to be fa-
tvored with a decision; a step the impatient
'haughty young authoress would soon have
Mtaken had T not restrained her. My sceret
'anxiety was—of course neverbreathed {o Sara
—ithat the manuscript had never found its
way to the proper person.  ILife, however,did
not stand still in sympathy with our suspense;
Sara, indecd, scemed fuiler than cever of that
restless vitality which I sometimes found al-
most burdensome. It was evident to me it
was not only the chances of her novel that
harassed her; but she was a strange girl,
and T did net veature to question her At
length a Jight fell uron my understanding.

I came one afternoon o spend a few days
with Sara, leaving strict orders at home that,
any letters addressed to me should be brought
by my brother Charles. My friend wasdres-
sing for dinner when Tentered her pleasant
warm bedroom, and [ hadnot been in it many
moments before T discovered tbat she was
taking cspecial pains with her toilet.

“Is any onc coming 2" Iasked.

“Yes,” said Sara with asudden glow and
a scornful laugh; “Mr. Godfrey Knight is
coming.”

I was comypletely puzzled. Thadneverseen,
hut T had heard a good deal of this gentleman,
By profession he wasa barrister, and of'rising
repute; but in society he was less successful,
T had heard somc of my young lady-friends
wercilessly ridicule the plinness and insig-
nificance of his appearance; and cven Sara
had made some mest ungenerous but ironi-
cally witty observations thercon.  From better
authority, Thad heard strictures on his dis-
pleasing deportmeat in seciety, his uncouric-
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ous silence as if he considered himself a spee-
tator of the scene, or his cynical severity, as
if he bad the right of censorship. On this
poifnt, too, Sara had strongly expressed her-
self.

“ What arc you going to do ?”” asked Ianx-
iously; ‘not condescend to play the coquette,
surely?”  Sara smiled, but without giving me
any satisfaction on the point. I had no par-
ticular fault to find with Mr. Knight. Plain
indubitably he was, and what was far worse
—short; but then he had an expression of
intelligence which would have refined coarser
features. True he spoke but little; but he
was atteniive to the courtesies of the table,
and Mr. Iall's organ of language prompted
him at all times to take the burden of conver-
sation chiefly on himsclf. Sara, too, talked
a good deal—that is, whenever Mr. Knight
said anything sufficiently near an opinion for
her to oppose, or whencever her fathers dis-
course gave her an opportunity of stating sowe
unheard of or paradoxical sentiment. I had
never seen her insuch a mood before, or heard
her say so many extravagant or absurd things
in the course of anevening. Mr. Knight let
her bave all her own way, listening to her
with an irritating smile, and never defending
his own words. When we retired to the
drawing room I expressed my feclings.

“You must have been trying to appear ri-
diculous,” said I, “is Mr. Knight's contempt
worth so much pains?”

She gave me an angry, almost fierce look,
but softened immediately.

“1 am playing no part, Carry; that is
what his presence always makes of me. e
despises girls from the bottom of nis heart;
he tempts mebeyond my power of resistance
to justify his estimate."

Isaw her lip quiver asshe spoke, but it
might be with wounded pride; to the same
fecling I attributed the glow of her checks
and the unusual glitter of her eyes. I did not
pursue the subject, and when the two gen-
tiemen came in to tea, they interrupted a_de-
bate on the usual topic.  After tea Mr. Hall
asked his daughter for some music ; she com-
plicd with unnsual eagerness.

“But Mr. Knight," she said, pausing on
ker way to the piano, “detests music.”

“The feeling is not quite so strong,” said
that geutleman, taking up a book. “Tshall
scarcely hear you.”

Sara sat down to hier instrument, and play-
ed for about haif an hour cartain claborate
tuncless rondos and divertissements she had
learned at school. T feli it must be by de-
sizn, for music, in the true aceeptation of the
phrase, was her prrtienlar talent, and her pre-
seat performanee had no merit but exactness.
Tier futher fell into a dose at length, and then
Sara rose.  Mr. Knight had been readin < his
boak very diligently, but he closed it politely
crough as the mu icceased, and the wusiclan

drew near to the fire. Sara leaned over the
manfel-picce in the graceful careless attitude
which was habitual to her.

“That is an unnccescary courtesy,” said
she, addressing Mr. Knight, and stretching
out her hand to take from him the book he
was on the point of putting down. She turn-
ed to the title page, and remarked with rather
a doubtful smile; “I should never have sup-
posed you read poetry.”

“Tread it so little, that your supposition is
Jjustified.”

Sara stopped here, but T asked : “Don’t you
like poetry ¢

Mr. Knight smiled, perhaps at the ignorant
way in which ] proposed my @uestion, and
Saraadded: “ T should like to know whether
you consider it above or below your atten-
tion 27

“ T have never given attention to it—Ilack-
ing time and opportunity ; so I can scarcely
answer the question. Amongst the talents
committed to my keeping, leisureis not one.”

“ A strong natural love of poetry,” said Sa-
ra, “would have enabled you to make leisure
to indulge it.”

“ Well, then, T can safely say, I have not
such alove. Pray,” he added, smiling, *“is
this deficieney very great in your eyes¢”

“Very. Tt is a deficiency that involves
so many others.”

“ Perhaps,” said I; “you are not a reader
of hooks at all?2”

“No; not what you mean by a reacder.—
The few books I do read indispose me for the
many."”

“1 am happy to say,” remarked Sara, “my
mind is not above my genaration.”

Mr. Knight swiled vay comfortably under
the satire, and took his lcave as soon as Mr.
Hall roused himself. ] made no comment to
Sara on her behaviour, but drew quietly my
own inferences.

The next morning th:e servant brought me
a letter, left by my brother on his way from
school. I recogunized it at once as a missive
from —— Streei. On one puint T am con-
vinced ; no letterreceived before or since cver
excited snch a tumlt of feeling. Tt was not
for me, however, to break the seal, and T car-
ried it to Sara. Thad 2 hunt through nearly
all the rooms in the house hefore 1 found her,
and when T did find hery, she was in no re-
sponsive moeod. She was standing in the cold,
cheerless drawing-10om—ihe fire never being
lighted till mid-duy—with the moining news-
paper spread out on the table Iefore hier, over
which she was bowed in a posture indicative

s

! 71 threw the letter play fully on the paper be-

of no ordinary absorption in its contents.

“8Sara,” T cried, holding the letter above m
I Al ] o y

head. “look here?” She did not scem to

'gncss what it wag, for she made a movement
lol'inm:uicucc, and looked down at her paper

again,
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fore her cyes. She snatched it up asif it
could have conveyed some kind of pollution
to the page, znd in so doing perceived what it
was. Then her indifference changed to ex-
citement. “ Open and read it, Carry,” she
said; “I cant.” :

The first glance was cnough. I madea
little bound of joy. Sara, catching the result
from this very expressive gesture, took the
letter from me and read it herself.

“Maparx—TI am desired by Messrs, —— to
inform you, that they are willing to undertake
the publication of ycur novel on their usual
terms.” Then followed a business-like state-
ment of these terms, which, vovice, as T was
at that time, scemed to me very magnificent.

“That will do” said Sara; “but I must know
how soon they will publish it.”

There was an expression of softened exulta-
tion in her face, and I observed that her eyes
dwelt on the newspaper,  * You see.” said I,
reading over the letter to myself, “we have
no means of contradicting their statement.—
‘We have only their word for it that these are
their usual terms”

“True, but T care nothing about the mon-
ey; let them publish my book, and they can’t
cheat me of my object.”

Ina few days, the whole matter was set-
tled ; formal agreements were drawn up and
gigned, and the bock was to appear immedi-
ately. Popularauthors during the preceding
months had been pouring forth their favours
on the public, and weiv naw resting on their
oars and receipts. The novel-reading world
just then was uncmployed; it was the exact
point of time for 2 new writer to make herap-
peal.  No objection had been made to her
pseudo name, and in order the better to pre-
serve her sceresy, the correction of the proofs
was taken ofl her hands. Tt was evident to
my mind, from the complaisance of the pub-
lishers, that they considered that they had got
a good thing,

“Sara,” I said one day, “Thegin to think
this book will make yov famous.”

Sara shook her head

“Ifit does,” T asked, pradently desirons
of preparing for an cvent that might never be
realised, “will you declare yourscl{?”

ST will wait till T am fainous before T de-
cide,” said Sara, who, so far as T conld see,
was ahinost as indiffevent to the famne as to the
profit.

During this period Mr. Knight was so fre-
quent avisitor, that we had little chance of
forgetting him.  Why he came T could not
tell, for he was avery different man from Mr.
1all, whage loquacity obviously wearied him:
and Sara did not seem to attract him. e
watched her a good deal, it was true, but it
secimed less from individaal interest, than from
the philosophical tendency to examine care-
fully cvery new subject presented to him.—
Sara, too, always showed under her worst as-

pecet in his presence. Tn her behaviour to him
she was rude and satirical; in her behaviour
to others before him, extravagant and even
frivolous. T tried to hope that Mr. Knight
would detect her real character beneath the
disguise she so strangely assumed; then,
again, I thought it was requiring too much
from his penctration. For my own part, T had
a growing admiration and esteem for him. T
had learned that of his public and private life
which indicated a character of no ordinary de-
cisionand purity of principle. A late politi-
cal lawsuit, in which he had borne a distin-
guished part, had raised his reputation beyond
all dispute; in society far higher than ours,
we knew he was courted and flattered.—
Moreover, more than once at Mr. Hall's I had
heard him defend certain principles and opi-
nions which had been carelessly or malicious-
Iy attacked, in a manner that had aroused a
warm response from all the best part of my
nature. lle was not by any means a rhetor-
ician ; his strength lay inthe clearnessand
force of his thoughts, andin the pure relation
his words bore to them., Truth never received
any artificial adornment at his hands; it was
her naked beauty he worshipped and pre-
sented for worship. Then he was thoroughly
in carnest; his strong self-conviction carried
conviction to the candid hearer. My friend
Sara, had a far more emotional and pavsionate
admiration than T for moral greatness; and
at such times as those to which 1 have refer-
red, it was beyond the power of her art to
check the glow of enthusiasm that rose to
her cheek, or to hide the Kkindling glance of
recognition and sympathy. My only regret
was, that it was precisely at these moments
that Mr. Knight, intcrested in his subject, did
not look at her.

Then, also, T knew that Sara sceretly ad-
mired him ; she followed the lawsuit through
all its windingg, and read Mr. Knight's speech
es with a diligence I was unable to emulate;
for, good as no doubt they were, they were
very dry. T had heard her once defend him
with an cloquence from which he might have
learned a lesson, and with so minute anac-
quaintance with his individual cxcellencies,
that T discovered that hitherto Thad done him
very imperfect justice.  With all my female
ingenuity and  knowledge of my friend, I
could nat quite reconcile her couduct with
her sentiments, and her own cxplanations
thereupon only involved the matter more and
more.

At length a new interest ealled me off from
Mir. Knight.  Sara’s novel was announced for
publication ina way calculated to whet public
curiasity, but that strongly displeased the au-
thor,

“Such tricks of the trade humiliate me,”
<he said, *“ T almost hope they will defeat their
own end"

There was one singnlarity in this transac-

oAt
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tion that T had noticed before; Sara uh\'aysl through to the end with no interruption be-
spoke as if her interests were quite separate : yond Mr. Liall's keen enjoyment of its coarse
from those of ker publishers. The book eame | wit.  Merciless ridicule was the sole weapon
out duly; and, tosum up its success in a:cmployed; it had cvidently been dictated by
phrase, created a perfect furor. Sagacity was ! a mind thoroughly antagonistic to the writ-
on the rack to discover the author, but saga- | er's, for there was much cordiality in ifs in-
city wasat fault.  Sara i, together with ! vective. A book, such as T have before de-
the rest of the world, read the new novel, but, seribed Sara's, presented streng temptations
was wore spaning of her opinions thereupon | to sach mode of attack—my wonder was that
than was her custom. What she had said! it bad not been had recomrse to before.

about her indifference to fame, her conducii It is clever,” said Sara, putting it down ;
justified. 1 was far more full of exultation | “and perhaps the writer is honest ; but it is
than herself; she would put. down the most| unjust,”

Taudatory 1eview with a dissatistied sigh; shey  Dmarvelied at her sclf- command, but it was
would hear it praised and wondered about in | not perfect; there was a deep flush on her
society, with scarely a change of color. 1jcheck, a scintillation in her eyes she could not
had repeatedly  expressed my curiosity toj control. 1 observed that Mr. Knight sat gaz-
Enow whethier Mr. Knight had read it, and | ing at her, scemingly in a state of abstraction.
one tieniug, wien he happened to call during, When he took his leave, he said to her, “1

R L A Sy

one of 1wy visits, [abraptly put the question
to him,

“I never read novels,” he answered, “1
havenot time.”

“But so remarkable a one” I suggested,stu-
diously avoiding looking at Sara.

“Well,” he said relentingly, “if it comes
m my way.”

Ilunged to ask himif ke expected the book |

shall read that book, and form my own judg-
ment; it is but an act of justice.”

I could sce that night that Sara was strongly
excited, though she repressed the signs as
well as she could.  Iatuibuted it to the re-
view, but on saying something in the way of
sympathetic indignation, I found my condo-
lences were quite superfluous.  The next few
days, Sara was very quiet and self-contained,

would meet hing, but I dared say no more [but T detected an under-current of cinotion

He appeared to Le reflecting on the subject,
for presenily he asked, “Have you read it,
Miss Hall¢”

“Yes," said Sara, with a self-possession no
amount ui' training would ever enable me to
attain.  The next question was inevitable.

and anxiety, which aiways seemed at its flux
as the evening drew nigh. It was evident to
me that <he was expecting Mr. Knight.

After the lapse of a week, he came late one
evening.  If anything had been needed to
confirm the idea I entertained, Sara's flush

“ What do you think of it #” he asked.

“More than T can say at & moment’s not-
ice,” replied Sara, turning away with her usual
incivility.

A few minutes after, Mr. Hall came in with
an cvoning paper in his hand.

“ Here's a cut-up,” he exclaimed, rubbing
his hands, as if it were a personal gratifica
tion. “lHere’s a cut-up of the new novel!
Late in the ficld, but the slaughter's tremen-
dous! Sara, my girl, you're a capital reader,
Iet us have it algud—we have all read the
book.”

I was never so nearly committing mysclf in
my hif, but Sara restored meto a senseof the

present necessity.  She took the paper quictly

her fatiier held out to her, and his perceptions
were not quick enough to see that her hands
trembled. It was the only sign of agitation.
She sat down, and carelessly glanced it over
before commencing again.

‘“ Mr. Rnight has not read the book,” she
said, wancing up at bim; *“it is perhaps

of color wouid have supplied it.  To my ex-
treme disappointment and annoyance, Mr.
IIlall at once engaged him in some political
discussion. Sara went to her piano, and played
| some exquisite airs in Norma as no one clse,
in my opijnion, could have done. I watched
Mr. Knight with interest.  Laugh at my wo-
man’s intuition, dear reader, if you like, but I
felt certain he had read Sara’s book, and,
more than that, had divined that it was hers.
I saw his eyes rest upon her with an expres-
sion that told me more than that; that a veil
had been lifted from the past; that, by the
aid of that crude but noble production, he
read my friend’s character aright. Did he
read more than this?  Mr. ITall was presently
; called out on some professional cmergency,
and then Mr. Knight drew near Sara’s piano.
“I have read that book,” he said; *would
you care to have my opinion ?”

Surely, intercsted in the matter as I was, 1
had a right to his critical observations; never-
"'theless, an instinet kept me in my scat, which

bardly fuir for the author.”  There was a vi- | was at the further end of the room. Sara

bration i her voice that I am sure the person
addyesscd must have fult.

“ A disparaging criticism,” he replied, “has
often dispored e favorably towards the book
condemned.”

Sara began to rcad, and read the article

softiy touched the keys while he spoke—at
least she did at first; after a while, the sound
ceased ; she lifted up her before bowed face,
flushed and radiant,  As hebent towards her,
I slipped out of the room.

Still, as T walked up and down Sara’s room,




could not quite understand it, and having
perplexed myself in vain, resolved to wait for
the explanation 1 was determined to extract
from my friend.  Wait in trath T did.  More
than one hour passe:d, and the sccond was far
spent, when T heard Mr. Ifall’s impatient
Kknock at the house-deor, and a feww moments
after I heard Sara’s coming footsteps. * Sara,”
{ exclaimed, tryingto seize her floating skirts
as she ran past the door—* Sara, I must say
one word.”  She evaded me, however, shak-
ing herselfl free with a mocking langh, and
locking herself securely in the stronghold of
her bedroom. 1t was too bad ; but there was
nothing for it but submission.

But the next morning T secured her at the !

confessional.  ““ Awm I then to understand,”
asked I, in my untiring cffort to comprehend
the mattes fully—* am I, then, to understand
that your chicf mative in publishing this novel,
was the chanee of Mr. Knight's reading it, and
teking a true measure of your character
thereby ?  Have yon loved him so long?”
“Bven s0,” said Sara, with crimsoning
cheeks.  “It was a romantic venture—a
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Some cautiously and geptly raise the lid,
Yet stop half-way and fear to open wider ;
As though it were Pandora’s box, or hid,
The winged steed, with its enchaunted rider.

Others, less chary, spread them forth to view,

i By world wide gratitude and fzme rewarded ;

, None in Time’s records have been found 10 rue
The use of gifts which timid misers houd.

. Yet must those gems still in their casket lie,

i And oft imperfect be the light they render:
“The lids may be uncovered, but no cye

Of mortal mau piay see their fullest splendour.

Let them blaze forth with w1l the brillianee, now,
That they can yield within their earthly prison ;

i With gleawing wealth 2 darkened world endow,

To serve its need, till endless day has risen,

1

Tue Arrivery Berweex Sciser axp Rz-
VELATION.—We have little doubt that the
ultimately converging, though itmay be, tran-
siently discrepant conclusions of the sciences
of philology, enthology, and geology (in all

chance, as you call it; but I could think of s 22 o)y > N
no other means of showing him what I really vof which we nmylestaas.mcd great dmcour!es
. N X cas mistaken.” jsre yet to be made), will tend to harmonise
was—how much he was mistaken. with the ultimate recults of ore thoronet

“But you took such pains to mislead him, | ¥ : SHiLS Ol @ more tnorougn
Sara study of the records of the human race, as
Sara.

e T contained in the book of Revelation. Let us

Carry, how ignorant you are! Could 1 be permitted to imagine one example of such
possible harmory. We think that the philo-
logist may engage to make it out, on the strict-
est principles of induction, from the tenacity
with which all communities cling to their lan-
guage, and the slow observed rate of change
by which they alter; by which Anglo-Saxon,
for example, has been tiansformed into
English, Latin into Ttalian, and ancient Greek
into modern (though these languages have
been affected by every conceivable caase of
variation and depravation); that it would re-
quire hundreds of thousands, nay, millions, of
years to account for the production, by known
natural causes, of the vast multitude of totally
distinet languages, and tens of thousands of
dialects, which man now utters. On the
other hand, the zoologist is more and more
persuaded of the comparatively recent origin
of the human race. What, then, is to har-
monise these conilicting statements?  Will i
not be curious if it should turn out that
nothing can possibly harmonise them but the
statement of Genesis, that in orderto prevent
the natural tendency of therace to accumulate
on one spot, and facilitate their dispersion
and destined occupancy of the globe, a pre-
ternatural intervention expedited theoperation
of the causes which would gradually have
given birth to distinet languages? Of the
probability of this intervention some profound
philologists have on scientific grounds alone,
expressed their conviction."-Logers on Reason

venture to show him how solicitous I was for !
his good opinion? T cared so much for it,!

there was no middle course open to me.”

“Sensible men,” said I sententiously,
“should be carerul how they guage the cha-
racter of u high-spirited, frivolous-sceming
girl.”

“IIe had exercised more penctration than
most sensible men,  He had formed a pretty
fair estimate of me before he guessed T wrote
that book, or hal readit. What gcnerousl
things he said last night,” added Sara, with |
a flush of ardor. “Undor his guidance, I
may do better things than that.”

“They say,” said I, laughing, “that pure
fame is never enough for 2 woman.”

“'That heart,” returned Sara, with a well-
pleased smile, * whether belonging to man or
woman, must be narrow indecd which pure
fame would satisfy. Carry, I long to sce you
as happy as I am now!”

_——tly -

THE CASKET.

—

Within a easket of corporeal clay
There lies enshrined a vast unvalued treasure;
Whose sparkling gems flash brightly day by day,
Duzzling, or soothing, in their various measure.

Some lock the casket jealonsly, and hide
It3 britliant wealth within the dark recesses;

That not a truant sparkle thence can glide
To full inn secret on the world it blesses.

and Truth.
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624 ART OF DESIGN AND TIE ARTS OF PRODUCTION. .

LECTURE ON TUE RELATION BE-
TWEEN THE ART OF DESIGN AND
THE ARTS OF PRODUCTION.

BY CARDINAT, WISEMAN.

(ABRIDGED.)

I'nur: topic on which T have to address you
is the conneetion or relation between the arts
of design and the arts of production. By the
arts of production 1 mean naturally those arts
by which what is but 2 raw material assumes
a form, a shape, a new existence, adapted for
sOmMeE necessity orsome use in the many wants
of life—such as pottery, such as carving, in
various branches, whether gold, or wood,
or stone; such as the working of metals,
whether of gold, or silver, or brass, oriron:
such as the production of textile matters,—or
objects of whatever sort and for whatever pur-
pose, such as constraction in its different
branches, whether commencing  with the
smallest picee of furniture or ascending to a
great and majestic edifice. By the arts of de-
sign, T understand those arts which represent
nature to us in any form, or which brings be-
fore us beanty, whether m form or in colour.
Now, these arts onght, asevery one agrees, to
be in close havimony the one with the other;
but that harmony which T wish to establish
between them must be an honorable union

an cqual compact, a noble league. There is
not to be the one the servant, and the other
the master.  Each must be aware of the ad-
vantages which it can receive as well as of
those which it can confer. Thus the art, for
instance, of desizn will have to give elegance
of form, grace of outline, beauty of ornament,
to what is produced by the other class of arts;
and they, in their turn, have to transmit, and
maltiply, awl pernetuate the creations of the
arts of design.  Now, it isagreed on all hands
that, as yet, this complete harmony does not
exist, that we have far from arrived at that
mutual appli= tion of the one class tothe other
which gives usa satisfactory result. It is un-
necessary, [ believe, to bring evidence of this,
Aswe proceed, T trst opportunities will pre-
sent themselves of bringing hefore you autho-
rities enough for that assertion.  But T may
say at the verv outset that the report just
published by the Department of Practical Art
is almost based upon the acknowledzement,
that, as yet, we have not attained that appli-
cation of the arts of design to the arts of pro-
duction which we desire, and which it is most
advisable, cven for our own inferests, to ob-
tain, It acknowledzes the existence of @ ne-
cessity for much more instruetion than has as
yet been wiven, It aliows that afier several
years, thirteen yearsat least, of the existence
of schosls of design, they have not been found
fully to attain thdr purpose; and a new or
ganiztion and a new system have now hegun
(0 Le adopled. No one can appreciate, ¥

trust, more than I am inclined to do myself,
the advantages which must result from the
multiplication of these schools of design as ap-
plied to manufactures, and of the great im-
provement which they have already begun to
confer, and will continue, no doubt, still more
to bestow upon the industrial classes, I be-
lieve it is most important to propagate to the
utmost the love of art ; Tbelicve it most useful
to every child, even to its first rudiments, its
clementary state; T think that if we can make
drawing a part of universal education, a great
deal will be gained.  But this, certainly, can-
not be enough. T am willing, also, to grant
that we shall have a great improvement upon
what we have produced, until now, in the form
of art; T believe that we will see better de-
signers, persons of richer imaginations, men
who understand the harmony and combination
of colours hetter, and who can give to the art-
izans patterns which will greatly improve every
department of our industry.  But, I may ask,
Is this sufcient? Will this bring art up to
what we desire?  This is the great question;;
this is the subject upon which I am going to
treat.  And it appears that there is a simple
mode of arriving at it, and it is the one, con-
sequently, which T will adopt. 1t is a ques-
tion partly of experience. Itis alesson, much
of which history can teach us; and T desire
to bring before you such facts as secm to me
to bear upon the question, and to enable us to
come to a satisfactory and piactical conclusion.
I will endeavour to put my view before you,
1o state the question under a very simple, but
perhaps it may appear, not a very practical
form, There is now a great desire to form,
not only in the capital, but also in all your
cities, where industry prevails, muscums
which should contain all the most perfect spe-
cimens of what antiquity in every age has left
us of beauty in design and elegance in form.
We wish that our artizans should have fre-
quently before them what may be consi-
dered not merely actual copies of such works,
but such objects as will gradually impress
their minds with feelings of taste. Now, 1
should like to have the constraction, the forma-
tion of such amuseum as this city should enjoy ;
and in desenbing it, T will confine mysclf en-
tirely to one small department—that of clas-
sical art, classical antiquity, because T know
that for a museum intended to be practical to
the eves of artizans, there is a far wider range
of collection to Le taken than that to which I
confine myself. T imagine to myself a hall at
least as large s this, and of more clegant and
classical architeeture. T will suppose it formed
on a more classical form. Around it, in places
adapted for the purpose, wonld be not merely
copies or plaster casts, but real marble statues
anit busts collected from antiquity. T would
arrange them round the room so that each
couid be enjoyed atleisure by the student, so
as there could be room for the draughtsmen
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to take 2 copy at the least. In the centre, I
would have spread out a beautiful Mosaie,
such as may be found in the museums of
Rome - a pavement in rich colours, represent-
ing some beautiful scene, which should be
wost cavefully railed off; that it might not be
worn or soiled by the profane tread of modern
men. There should be cabirets of metals and
seulptured gems enclosed carefully in glass, so
that there should be no danger of accident.
There should also be the finest specimens of
the old Etruscan vases of every size, of every
shape, plain and coloured, enriched with those
beautiful drawings upon them which give
them such character and such perfection.
And, on the other side, I would have collected
for you some specimens of the choicest pro-
duce of the excavations of Ierculancum.
There should be bronze vessels of the most
clegant form, and of the most exquisite curve.
And there should be all sorts of even house-
hold utensils, such as are found there, of the
most beautiful shape and exquisite finish. On
the walls 1 would have some of those paint-
ings, which have yet remaincd almost un-
harined after being buried for so many hun-
dreds of years, and which retain freshness
and glow upon the walls, and clothe them
with beauly, and, at the same time, with in-
struction. And then I would have a most
choice cabinet, containing medals in gold, and
silver, and bronze, of as great an cxtent as
possible, but chicfly sclected for the beauty of
their workmanship. And so with engraved
gems, every one of which should, if possible,
be a treasure in itself. Now, if sauch a mu-
seum could be collected, you would say, T am
sure, that classical antiquity, classical so far as
art goes, we have everything we could desire;
and we have as noble, as splendid, as beautiful
a collection of artistic objects as it is within
the reach of modern wealth and influence to
collect. In fact you would say, if you could
not make artists now by the study of these
objects, it was a hopeless matter, because here
was everything that antiquity has given us of
the most beautiful, Now I am afraid, that
while you have been following me in this
formation of an ideal muscum, you have
thought it required great stretch of imagina-
tion to suppose it possible that such a collee-
tion could be brought- together in any city.
I will ask you, then, to spread your wingsa
little more, and fly with me cven into a more
imaginary idea than this. Let us suppose
that, by some chance, all these objects which
we have collected were, at some given period
in the first century of Christianity, collected
together in an ancient Roman house ; and let
us suppose that the owner of that house sud-
denly appeared amongst us, and had = right
to claim all these beautiful works of art which
we s0 greatly prize, and which we have taken
80 much trouble and laid out so much money
to collect. What does he do with them

when he has got them back? Why, what
will he do with these statues which we have
been copying, and drawing, and adwmiring so
much?  Pliny finds great fault, is very indig-
nant with the people of Lis age, because he
says they had begun to form galleries, that
such a thing was unknown before, that no
one, no real Roman, should value a statue
merely as a work of art, but that a Roman
ought to value them as being the statues of
his ancestors. And this Roman values them
as nothing clse. e takes the statues and
puts them, not in the centre of a room to be
admired, but as they are to him a picce of
furniture, he puts them with their fellows into
the niches from which they were taken, and
where, perhaps, they are in a very bad light.
His statues, if they do not represent his an-
cestors, it ig very probable that, instead of
allowing them to remain in a very beautiful
hall prepared for them, he will send them to
the garden to stand out in the open air and
receive all the rain of heaven, The Mosaic
which we have valued as such a beautiful
piece of work, he will put most probably in
the perch of the house to be trodden under
foot by cvery slave that comes in and goes
out. Andnow he looks about him at that
beautiful collection of Etruscan vases which
we got together. He recognizes them at once.
“Take that to the kitchen, that is to hold oil;
take that to the scullery, that is for water;
take those plates and drinking cups to the
pautry, I shall want them for dinner; and
these beautiful vessels which yet refain, as
they do, the very scent of the rich odors for-
merly kept in them, take them to the dress-
mg room; I want these for the toilet. This
is the washing-basin I must use.  'What have
they been making of all these things to put
them so carefully in expensive glass-cases, and
treat them as works of art?’  And so of the
beautiful vessels; some belong to the kitchen,
some to other apartments, but every ore is a
new piece of furniture. And then he looks
into the beautiful cabinet ; and he sendsthose
exquisite gems into his room to be worn by
himself and his family—they are but their
ordinary rings. And your gold medals, and
your silver medals, and your bronze medals,
he absolutely puts in his purse; for to him
they are only common money. Now, then,
here your magnificent collection of the arts of
design we have treated as the result, the pro-
duction of art; and in reality thesc were but
the fruits of the arts of production. Now,
what are we to say to this¢—That there was
a period in Rome, and there were similar peri-
ods in other countrics at different times, when
there was no distinction between the arts of
design and the arts of production ; but those
very things which to us are now so great ob-
jects of admiration as artistic works were then
merely things made and fashioned as we see
them, for the ordinary use to which we adapt
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other things of perhaps similar substance, but
certainly of different form. For, in fact, if you
had these vessels, you would not know what
to do with them. We could not cook a dinner
in them. Wecertainly coull not adapt them
to our common wants. But to the Romans
they were the very objects which were used
for those purposes. And although now in
reading the old writers, and trying to make
out the dreadful hard names by which all these
different kinds of pottery were called j yet,
Tearned and classical asall that may be, whenwe
come to transhite those high-sounding Greek
names, we get to very humble results—pipkins,
pitchers, flagon.;, ewers, and such like homely
names as these. Now where istheart there ? 1s
it that these were designed by some man of
reputation, and then that they were all care-
fully copicd, exactly imitated from his design ?
—Oh, certainly nothing of the sort. The
art that is in these beautiful things is a part
of themselves—is bestowed upon them in their
very fabrication.  You may take an Etruscan
vase, and you may scratch away from it if
you please every line which has been traced
by the pencil of the embellisher upon it; and
after that, the seal of mutual design, grace,
and elegance of true art are so stamped upon
. it, that if you wish to destroy or to remove

them you must smash the vase. It is inher-
ent init. Itwascreated with it. Then what
we, I fancy, desire is that we should bring
art back to the same state in which the arts
of design are so interwoven with the arts of
production, that the one cannot be separated
from the other; but that which is made, is
by a certain necessity made beautiful. And
this can only be when we are able to fill the
minds of our artisans with true prucipies,
until real taste pervades their souls, and until
the true feclhing of art is at their fingers™ends.
You will see, I think, from the example which
I have given you, what is the principle at
which I am aiming, and which I wish to es-
tablish. It is this, that at any period in
which there has been a real close union be-
tween the arts of production and the arts of
design, it has resulted from the union in one
person of the artist and the artisan. Such,
now, is the principle that I am going to de-
velope. And in doing so, I must distinguish
between arts of production belonging to two
distinct classes. There are those in which
necessarily there is manipulation, the use of
the hand or of such instruments as the hand
directly employs. There are those in which
mech: nical ingenuity is employed in the art
of production. It is clear that these two
must be treated distinctly ; and I begin with
the first, which affords the greatest number
of illustrations and examples in proof of the
principles which T have laid down. We will
begin first, then, with illustrations from metal-
work. Now the period in which there was
the greatest perfection in this sort of work,

as is universally acknowledged, is from about
the fourteenth century, 1800 till 16500, It is
singular that in that period five at least, very
probably more—but we have it recorded th ¢
tive—of" the most distinguished scalptors,
whose works are now most highly prized,
were originally working goldsmiths and sil-
versmiths, These 2s given us in their re-
spective lives are Vasari, Cellini, Ghiberti,
Brunelleschi, and Bandinelli—all of whom
began as mere silversmiths, jewellers, work-
men, and developed most extraordinary
tulents as sculptors. Now, how was this
done? Can we conceive now a person merely
engaged as a journcyman, for instance, work-
ing upon such plate as is put before him be-
coming a man of the very highest character
inart? Thére have been examples, as we
shall see, but they are rare. But here wa
“ave five men within a limited period becom-
ing most eminent. What was the reason of
that ¢—Because the” jeweller, the silversmith
who worked with his hands, was considered
of necessity to be educated not only as an
artist, but as an artist of the highest class;
and Vasari observes that in these times no
man was reputed a good goldsinith who was
not a good tradesman, and could not work
well in relief (in those days, not simple cast-
ing). We have, therefore, a principle estab-
lished in the working of the finer metals,
that the person who did the material work of
them must be an artist who could draw and
model, and who could not only draw a model,
but do the same also with the model itself;
for that is the nature of the work of which I
have spoken. Now take the life of Cellini.
There was a man who originally was put to
a totally different employment. His father
had no higher ambition for him than that he
should become a great player on the flute ;
and he teased him during the best years of
his life because he had no taste for this, but
ran after goldsmiths and others, and thus
learned different branches of his profession.
He led a most trying life. He went about
from place to place. One day he was at
Rome, on another he was at Naples, and at
Florence a third, and at Venice, and so on to
France. Then he would go back again. In
fact, it seems incredible thathe didany work ;
but any one who'reads Lis life will soon learn
the numerous subjects which he brought to
light. He did not travel by train, or any
public conveyance. He travelled on horse-
back, each time, from Rome to Paris. He
had no luggage. He was a poor man; and
wherever he came, he began by starting a
shop. Then he commenced business by
making his own tools and worked with his
scholars, who were generally young men who
afterwards became cminent, in the little shop
looking to the street, There he hammered,
and cast, and shaped, and did whatever else
was necessary for the work. Ile was trulya
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working goldsmith. And he beauty of hix
works consists in this: that the jinpress of
ingenuity is so marked in them, that it is
easy to see that they were not designed by
one person and exccuted by another. There
is to such art only one language; in cvery
enamel, in every setting of a stone, it i3 ex-
actly as nature designed. Nor does he speak
in treating of himself in any other way. le
went on from step to step, until he produced
the most magnificent works, on a large seale,
in marble and brass. And he describes how
he constructed his furnaces. IIe went and
bought one day the materials, and began to
build; and when he was casting that most
magnificent and exquisite statue of the Perseus,
which is said to be one of the wonders of art,
he had every sort of misfortunc. His fur-
nace was built up, an explosion took place
which blew off the roof, and the rain came
down in torrents in the fire. By his inge-
nuity, by his extraordinary perseverance,
instead of being baffled by the accident, he
kept on and brought out, almost without
flaw, that most exquisite piece of workman-
ship. We may, however, imagine the state
to which he was reduced, when, as the metal
was ready to be poured out, the explosion
took place. He had no remedy, but to run
to the kitchen and take all the pans, and
goblets, and coppers he could find and throw
them into the fire; and from those, that
splendid statue came forth. It is a glorious
instance of the man’s ingenuity. He tells
us, on one occasion, that a surgeon came into
the shop to perform an operation on one of
his pupils. Upon looking at his instruments,
he found them so exceedingly rude and
clumsy that he said, “If you will only wait
for a little, T will give you better instruments.”
And he went into the workshop, and took a
piece o steel and brought out a most beauti-
fully-finished knife, with which the operation
was successfully performed. Now, this man,
at the time you thus sce him working as a
common workman, was modelling in the most
exquisite manner in wax, spending his even-
ings in the private apartment of the Grand
Duke, assisting him in his presence with a
hundred little trifles which are now consid
ered treasures of art. And so, wherever he
was, under all circumstances, he acted as an
artist, but at the sametime as a truly labour-
ing artisan. It was the same with othersin
the same profession. He was not the only
one, by any means, whose genius was so ini-
versal ; becauce we find him telling us re-
peatedly that when ke heard of a goldsmith
(and in those days a goldsmith was a real
artist) who excelled in any branch, he labored
to rival and excel him. Thus he rivalled.
In fact, there was not a branch of the art
inwhich he did not consider it his duty toexcel.
With this spirit, it is wonderful that men of
really great taste should have been produced

—men  who, observe, looked upen cvery
branch of productive art as really a branch
of the highest design, and thus in one person
combined the power of the two? There was
another celebrated jeweller of that time, An-
tonio Foppi, who is better known in the his-
tory of art by the pame of Caradoro, which
he received in Spain, and which sionities a
bear's face.  Cellini deseribes to us the pro-
j cess by which he produced his warks. They
were so carefully executed, and reqnired such
accurate knowledge of art that, ashe acknow-
ledges, he must have been viry superior
indeed in the arts of design.  As an instance
of what was the latitude, the extent of art,
and how really a jeweller or a goldsmith in
those days was not above werk which now a-
days no one would dare to offer to a person
of that profession, we have a case recorded in
the history of a very particular friend of Cel-
lini, of the name of Piloto. Ile was a jewel-
ler, a goldsmith. He went to the Grand
Duke of Tuscany when building his palace,
who gave him the commission to make the
metal blinds for the ground floor of it. And
it is considered a pily that a work of so noble
a nature should have perished, because there
can be no doubt whatever, that it was a work
of exquisite beauty. So that, you sce, upon
what may be_considercd the lowest stage of
common production, the artist was not
ashamed and did not feel it beneath him to con-
descend not only to give designs,but to doiit, to
execute it himself. We have in the collec-
tions, particularly of Italy, in the palaces,
evident proofs of the great extent to which
this combination of various arts must have
been carried in works exceedingly complica-
ted, extremely beautiful, and at the same
time necessarily requiring a great deal of
ability to execute. There are the rich cabi-
nets in which may be found mixed together
works in marble, in wood, in stone, and in
metals, and in enamelling, and in painting,
and all combined together, and by one idea,
and all executed by one hand, but of the
authors it seems impossible to find any good
trace. They were probably produced by
these men who, while called goldsmiths,
as I said before, could work well upon
any of these sudstances, and thus bring them
harmoniously to form one beautiful whole.
Now let us proceed to what may be con-
sidered a higher branch of art, and that is
sculpture. We shall find exactly the same
principles go throughout. All the greatest
artists of the most fJourishing period were
men who did their own work. You are
probably aware—many, no doubt, arc—that
at the present day, when a sculptor has to
produce a statue, he €irst of all makes his
model in clay. It is probably a drawing first,
then a small model, then a model of the same
size ag he intends the statue to be, fuil sized
and cawapletely finished. From this a cast is
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taken in plaster. The block of marlle is ggi\'c your opinion, and tell me candidly what
placed beside it; a frame is put over it, from  you think of it.” e said immediateiy, **That
which hang threads with weights attached. ' figure is not a figure of Christ, but a’peasant.
These form the points frum which the work- | Donatello was indignant. It was perhaps one
man measures every corresponding line, first | of the most beautiful specimens of carving
to the model, and then thse from the cust to . which had ever been preduced, and he used
the mukde itself; and by means of a mere | an expression which became proverbial; and
mechauival process, he gradually cuts away I cannot help remarking how many expres-
the marble to the shape of the cast, and often sions of artists under peculiar circumstances
brings it so near to the finished work thatthe  have assumed the form of proverbs. The
artist hinself bardy spends afew weeks upon . expression, when rendered into English from
it. 'This was not how the ancients wrought. 'the Halian, means, “'I'ake you a picte of
They knew perfectly well that more fecling in | wood and make one.”  Brunclleschi did not
touch can be imparted by a master’s hand, freply. e went home. lle got a picce of
even in tire very beginning of a work, than wood. He said nothing to Donatello, and
there can be in the slow and plodding process [earved his crucifix.  When it was aquite
of amechanical labourer. And we find dmtiﬁnishcd, he met Donatello and said,  Will
those raally oxquisite sculptures of ancient  you come and sup with e this evenng §'—

times were those of their own workmanship. | relate the anecdote to show what artists were ;
Vasard tells us of Oresgni that he made in a jthat they were not great gentlemen living in

portico in Florence seven figures, all with his
own hand:, in marble, which yet exist.  Now
Oresgnit was certainly 2 remarkable person.
He way a scuiptor, painter, architect; and
was so justiy vain, if 1 may so speak, of this!
varicd character of his arl, that upon hisi
monuments of sculpture he calls himself
painter, and upon his paintings he designates
himself a sculptor.  1is paintings are to be
found in the cemmnetery at Pisa. The most bean-
tiful and splendid ot his works is in achurch
at Florence, of which, I am glad to say, an
exact copy is te have a placein thenew Crys-
tal Palace. 'This avtist, whose weoks were
most beautiful and most finished, did the

any particular style.—* I will do so with
pleasure,” said Donatello. - Then, ceme
along ;" and Brunclieschi, as they were going
home, bought some eges aud cheese for sun-
per. e put them in his apron, and said to
Donatell o, ¢ Wiil you bring them { - *he house,
while I purchase some other thines, and 1
will follow you shorlly?” JDonatelio con-
sented.  He entered the room, saw the cruci-
fix, started in astonishent, let fall the apron,
and smashed his cggs.  Brunclieschi soon
followed, and found Donatello, with his hands
stretched, his mouth open, and looking in-
tently at the wonderful work.  “ Come,” said
he, ¢ Where is my supper?” “1 have had my

work with his own bhands, carved the whole, supper, you get what you can out of what is

of the marble himself.
to speak of another celebrated artist under
another head; and I therefore mention one
who became very celebrated, and from whose
life it wits very evident that he did the whole
of the carving with his own hands, that is
Brunclleschi. e lived at the period when

art was becoming most beautiful, the period | as

which just preceded tac appearance of still
greater artists, but who in some respects de-
parted from the purest principles of art.  He
was the conicmporary of Donatello; and
both were great friends and worked in the
same church.  Au ancedote is related in the
lifc of Donatcllo, which will show us that
Brunclleschi was one who not merely calied
himsclf a sculptor but a carver, who per-
formed the work with his own hands. He
tells us that Donatello received a commission
to carve a crucilix in St. Croce, and that he
produced what was considered a very fine
work. DBut hc wasanxious that his friend
Brunelicseli should see it and approve of it
He invited him, therefore, one day to inspect
it. Bruncileschi went. The work was cov-
cred up, as usual, during its exccution. Bru.
nelleschi looked at it when the covering was
removed, and said nothing. Donatcllo felt

1 shall have occasion | 1ft.”

hurt, and s2id, “I have brought you here to

And then he leoked at his riend, and
the noblc-hearted, generous artist took him
by the hand, and said, “ You arc made to
represent Christ, I to represent peasants.”
This shows us, as 1 said before, that those
poor artists carved or worked with their own
hands, shut up in their own hLouse; in fact,
asari tells us, they kept thus werking,
and never allowed any onc to sce it until it
was quite completed.  There can be no doubt
that, among all the names celebrated in art,
Llereis not one that can be put in compari-
son with that of Michael Angelo, 2 man, who
not merely from his follower, disciple, and in-
timate friend, Vasari, hut even from the jeal-
ous, cnvious, and ill-tempered Cellini, receives
constantly the cpithets of “ The Divine.” No
man, certainly, cver had such a wonderful
tastc for art in cvery department—his
great creations—as 2. architect, his Moses
and his Christ ; asasculptor,hislast Judgment
and the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel ay « paint-
cr, are all monuments which must have made
the cternal fame not of three, but of a hun-
dred artists in different departments.  Great,
noble, gencrous, and though, perhaps, some-
what in his temper not amiable, but yet sternly
honest in all his dealings, he scems to have
been the great centre around which art at this
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period revolved. There was no one so great,
so sublime in any branch of it that did not
look up to Michael Aungelo, and codsider him
as superior. It is considered that Raphael
stole into the Sistine Chapel to see his won-
derful work, and changed his style entirely
upon beholding it and it is perfectly acknow-
ledged by writers of that time, that in other
departments he was considered equally su-

was when he was seventy-five years of age.
Vasari gives us an interesting account of how
he worked. e saysthat he was remarkably
sober; and while performing the greatest of
his works, such as that at Rome, he rarely
tool more than a crust of bread and a glass of
wine.  This sobriety made hi.a more vigilant,
and requiring not so much sleep. And there
he worked away with his chisel, having made

preme.  Now, one might consider that this; for himself a sort of helmet, or cap of paste-

man, upon whom commissions poured in
every day for great werks, would have em-
ployed a number of artisans to assist him,
that he would have carefully prepared models,
made and entrasted to skilful artificers, so a3
to lighten hislabour. No such thing. There
is every cvidence, from the beginning to the
end,that Michael Angelo performed every piece
of work which he undertook, that he began
with the blocks of stone taken from the
quarry, that pretty generally he did not con-
descend to make designs in wax models, but
immediately set to work with his chisel
and mallet until he brought out the figures
already existing in his imagination, and which
he knew were as truly lurking in that inani-
mate block, Vasari shews us in fact from his
unfinished picces in what way he must
have chipped out the marble from the block
which he himself had begun to fashion, and
which many afford as a reason for his having
somany unfinished picces abouthim. Either
the idea did not come out, or he drove the
stroke too far into the marble,—and so spoiled
it; but certain it is, that most, if not all of
the gigantic works which he exccuted were
actually the prodncts of his own hands, as
well as of his own intellect. When he was
matting an old mian; when he was about the
age of scventy-five, Vasari tells us that he
used to be justas indefatigable with his ham-
moer and chiscel as when he was a young man.
He had near his bedroom, if not in his bed-
room itself (for he lived in a primitive and
simple manner), & block of marble; and
when he had nothing to do he used to be
hammering at it; and when he was asked
why he continually wronght at this branch
of his art, he ased to reply that it was for
smusement, to pass away his time, and be-
cause it was good for his health to take
cxercise with a mallet.

He undertook 2t that advanced age to cutout
of the cnormous block of marble four figures
as large as life intended to represent the De-
scent from the Cross. He had ncarly com-
pleted the figurcofour Lord, when, happening
‘to meet wit alarge vein, he broke it one day
into half a dozen picces. It was seenin thiy
state by onc of his friends, who got them put
together again, and transferred it to Florence,
where it is now to be scen.  But Vasari says,
that'in order to give himself occupation, he
got-another equally large block of marble, and

began another group of the same sort.  This
Yor. 1iL—0

; board, on which he put his light, so that the

shadow of his body was never thrown on the
work. Apropoes of this, Vasari tells us an
ancedote, which, though it does not dizcctly
bear on this subject, has been and is interest-
ing, as showing the character of Michael An-
gelo and his times.  Vasari observes that he
never used wax candles for the purpose of
working with, but candles of goat’s tallow,
waich Vasari says ware particularly excellent.
Wishing to make him a present, he sent his
servant one day with a large box of these
candles, containing about forty pounds. The
servant brought the box in, and Michael, who
never accepted presents, told him that he
might again take it with him. The scrvant
said that he had no idea of taking it back, as
his arms were nearly broken from having car-
ried it the distance he did. “Then do what
you like withit,” said Michael. * Well,” said
the scrvant, “I will tell you what I will do;
as I was coming, I observed before the door
a e~ bit of hardened earth; I will go and
stick the candles in that, light them, and leave
them all burning.” Michael s2id, “I cannot
allosw such confusion as that would make at
my door; you may, therefore, leave them.”
‘This shows iiic homely friendly way in which
the artists lived among themselves.  Now, we
have a very interestingaccount of the manner
in which he used to work at his marble by
another contcmporary writer, & Frenchman,
Speaking of this subject, he says, “I can say
that I have seen Michael Angelo, when he was
past sixty years ofage,and then, when at work,
he would make the fragments of the marble
iy about at such a rate, that he cut off more
ina quarter of an hour than three strong young
men could have donc in an hour—s thing
mast incredibic to any one who has not secen
him, And he sct to work with such fury,
wiin such an impetus, that U was afraid that
he woud have dashed the whole marble in
picces, making at each stroke chips of three
or four fingers thick fly about the air, and that
with 2 material in which, if he had only gone
2 hair's breadth too far, he would have totally
destroyed the work, which could not _be re
stored like plaster ot clay.” Bernard Palissy
was an artist, a painter; buthe teems to have
been & painter of rather humble pretensions.
He tells us that he used:$o-paint figures of
images, and so on ; but sk he was an artist
to some cxtent. He tclld s, in his biography
written by himself, that in 1541 there does-
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not scem to have been anything approaching
to ornamental pottery in France. He hap-
pened {o sce an Italian eup, wlich struck
him as being very beautiful ; and he thought,
“Why could not this be produced in France ¢”
He set to work. e was a poor man. He
had a good talent for chemistry, and was par-
ticularly desirous of finding out a system of
enamelling pottery, and especially that white
enamel which he contrived to make himself.
1le took his work to be baked in a glass-
house, but found it completely failed.  He set
to work in his own house, and built a furnace.
He set the ingredients in it, but found that
they would not harden.  Having nothing left,
he pawned all his clothes. Iie burnt every
article of furmture wiich he possessed. e
went to his garden, pulled up the trellis, took
the floor out of lLis house to keep up the fire,
but his proportions not heing exact, he could |
not get the glazing to set. Still he persevered. l
People charged him with being mad. He was |
subjected to every sort of annoyance, but still
heveent on.  Finding that his furnace would
not act, he built another, carrying the sand
and water, mixing the lime, and building it
with his own hands. e sat six days and six
nights watching it. Hereceived a little money
from a commission, and returned to his work
again, and this in the midst of the trials and
anneyances to which hie was subjected.  lle
had everything set, the furnace hghted. lle

was sitting watching as before, when he heard
crack after crack in cvery dircetion around
him ; the pebbles in his monar flew out and,
stuck in his enamelled models and vessels, so
that they were completely spoiled.  He set to
work again. llc prepared materials once
aore: he put them into the fire, and this time
there was a tremendous explosion, and all his
work was again spoiled. He says that fo";
sixteen years he persevered in this way, and |
at the end was crowned with success. He
produced the {irs’. specimens in beautiful pot-

ary, such as to this day arc sought by tl.»
.srious. Ie afterwards received a situation
14 the king's houschold, and ended the rest of
his days in comfort and respectability. We
are told by Pliny, tu whom we must constant-
ly recur for information on the subject of
ancicnt 2rt, that it was in the time of Augus-
tus that the practice was introduced of paint-
1ng the walls of houses Temples had un-
doubtedly been painted before,  The whole of
the walls were covered with paintings. He
tells us himself that when the temple of Ceres,
near the Circus Maximus was restored, they
.cut away from the walls the works of Damo-
philus and Gorgasus, and framed them, as we
do with picturcs we wish to preserve. We
know that on on oncoccasion the city was
saved, when Demetrius besicged it, because
he wasafraid thatif he destroyed it, the beau-
tifal paintings which it contained would be

Jost. Now, observe that this painting of the

walls correspondsto our paper-hanging. They
did it by the craft and skill of the artist. How
did they do this? I again must refer you to
the cities of Herculaneum and Pompeii. They
covered not only public buildings, but also
private house: with beautiful paintings. ‘Lhey
are not mere arabesques ; they arc not merely
ornaments ; but they are such a mixture of
ornament and figures, perfectly designed and
coloured, as show that there was no distinc-
tion between the architect and the painter of
the house. The artist was himself the per-
former of the work. And ¢o beautiful are
these that we have hardly anything in mod-
ern things 1.zt is superior to some of thesc
paintings, and they were so common that they
were in all the houses.  And wemay observe
that they are found on the walls of cities re-
mote from the capital. They give a specimen
of the condition of the provincial cities of the
cmpite. Thus we find that great artists con-
descended 1o paint the walls of private houses
as well as of public buildings. We have an
instance in modern times, perhaps forming in
itself one of the moest heautiful productions of
art—the painting of the gailery to which 1
have already alluded.  Raphael urdertook to
do what we would not now think of commit-
ting but into the hands of a commen decora-
tor. There was no distinetion, in his time,
between the higher and lower state of art
The whole of art was cne thing. A great
artist considered thatitwas hisplace, and inhis
power, and in reality what he professes to de,
even to make the smallest work, that was in-
significant in itself, great and noble, and to
stamp the very Lighest impress of art upon
the commonest and most ordinary commis-
sions that were given to him. 1 must now
say a few words on another class of art, both
of design and production, which will probably
interest you more than any of those to which
I have already adverted. It is art applied to
textile fabrics. T must observe that there is
a great difference between what art can do in
this department, and what it can do in those
others through which Thave passcd. Because
the thers are of a permanent and lasting na-
ture, which are to continue for 2 tinie, they
are worthy, therefore, of the care and atten-
tion of the artist of the very highest class. The
others are perishable, and in all respeets ca-
pricious, and always changeable; thercfore it
is impossible to bestow upon them the time,
the lcisure, and the degree of labour that is
necessary to produce a great work of art. 1
have read with pleasure, and bear testimony
to ‘e important suggestions contain * in a
lcc.are delivered by Mr. Potter in this city.
He is quite correct in his cstimate of the
somewhat exaggerated ideas which may exist
on the power of art in conucction with that
which is not durable, and in reality has ne-
cessarily its value only for a bricf period. 1
agree with bim, therefore, in all that refers to
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that subject ; but, on the other hand, T accept
his concessions that, even with regard to that
amount,that extent of art, which is compatible
with the nature of the substance on which
it is to be displayed, we do not what we
ought to do, and that we fall short of our
neighbors, that while in that whichisof a
secondary nature, we have, by degrees, by

Now, though wise kings do by advantage play
With other states, by setting tax on toys,
Which, if leagues do permit, tlxcly.quictly may,
As punishment for that vice which destroys,
Of real things yet must they careful be,
Here and abroad to keep their custom free,

To which end power must nurserics crect,
And those tradescherish which use many hands,
Yet such as more by pains than skill effect,
Aud so by spirits more than vigour stands, _
Whereby each creature may itself sustain;

[P
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perseverance and study, attained equality with
them, yet therc is a point more delicate and
perfect which we have not yet reached. This
isa convession which is important to what I
have to say. It appecars that there is some
reason why in France they can produce, even
in printed fabrics, a sup2uiar, a wmore delicate,
and a more beantifnl artistic effect than can
as yet be given here. I shall have to speak
upon the reason of this, which you will find
accords in principle with what I have said.
Because, observe, in these works, not made
actually by handicraft, but with the assistance
of mechanical skill, there must be a distinction
between the designerand the mere workman,
the man who puts the machine in motion, and
puts work through it ; althougl: there can be
no doubt it is necessary for the designer also
to have considerable acquaintance with the
process through which the design is brought
out in actual manufacture. I only wish to
observe, however, how the principle comes
out here.  You know the cartoons—the most
perfect, the most finished work of art that ex-
ists—the cartoons of Raphael at Hampton
Court. They are the labour of ycars; for
they were all worked by his own hands; and
nothing can be more beautiful than the per-
fection of ontling, the artistic distribution of
the different parts of the paintings, and, in
fact, the whole of their merils. Now, what
were these cartoons? Why, they were
simply drawings for the Joom. Raphacl did
not think it again below him to draw patterus
which were to be sent to Holland and Bel-
glum, and there cxecuted by mechanics who
wrought at that occupation. This shows,
therefore, how the very highest talent may
bend without degradation to assist practical
art with allits powerand with allits resources
—and that where the union of the two cannot
be got in the same person, then we have to
think of the means by which the harmonious
combination of both may be brought to pro-
duce onc cffect. While upon this subject, from
the difficultics which oppose the bringing of
this sort of art toits perfection, I am tempted

to quote some beautiful lines upon the sub-

ject from one of our oldest but wiscst poets—
‘onc who calls himsclf upon his tomb the ser-

vant of Queen Elizabethand the counsellor of
King James.  I'mean Lord Brooke. Consi-

dering that in those days the principal im-

pulse to industry had to be given by the rul-

ing power, he speaks of the duty of that

power in regard to the production of manu-

facturcs; and he writes in these words:—

And who excel, add Lionour to their gain,

Perhaps you will excuse me having taken up
this quotation, but I will read you another
that occursin *he same page, because it scems
at that time to be so wiscly prophetic of what
may be considered the commercial policy of
this day—that policy which owes its greatest
impulse, if not its origin, to this city. He
says:—
Troviding clothand fond .0 burthen bear

Then equally distributing of trade,
So as 1o une rule what we cat or wear,

Or any town the gulf of all be made:

For tho' from few, wealth can be hadand known,
And still the rich kept servile by their own;

Yet no one city rich or exclicquer full,
Gives states such credit, strength, or reputation,
As that foresceing, lone-breathed wisdom will,
Which, by a wel disposing of creation,

Breeds universal wealth. gives all content,

Is both the mine and seale of govermnent.
In conclusion, let us look upon art as the
highest homage that can be paid to nature.
Aud while religion is the greatest and noblest
mode in which we acknowledge the munifi-
cence, the all-wise wmajesty of God, in what
ilc has done both for the spiritual and for the
physical existence of man, let us look upon
art as the most graceful tribute of homage
which we can pay to Him for the beauties He
has so lavishly scattered over creation.  Art,
then, is to my mind, and I trust it is so to you
all, a sacred and a reverend thing, and one
which must be treated with all noblencss of
fecling, alt dignity of aim. We must not de-
pressit.  Wemustnot lower it.  Th: educa-
tion of our artists must always be tending
higher and higher. We must fear the possi-
bility of our creating a lower class of artists,
who will degrade the ligher department, in-
stead of endeavorieg to blend and harmonize
every departinent, so that there shall ceasc to
cxist in the minds of men the distinction be-
tween high and lowart.  And I conclude by
reading another beautiful sentiment taken
from the ssme poct:—

The bee may teach thee industrious care:
A worm i skill thy waster thouinust awn;

With higher spirits wisdom thou dost share;
But Art, O man? hast thou alonc! '

——l - e

People should travel, if for no other reason
than to receive cvery now and then a letter from
homej the place of our birth never appears o
beautiful as when it is out of sight.

Did you ever know & Continental tourist who,
if he unfortunately bappened to speak English,
didn’t everywhere discover he was clarged at

les. ; double for it?
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SONG OF THE VILLAGE CHURCH BELL,

——tae

Up with the rooks where none can reach,
A goodly priest am I,
And the world may hear my loud voice preach
As the busy winds go by ;
Over the bridge with her orange flowers,
Over the dead man's form,
Now I make merry the bridal hours,
Then I arouse the worm,
Ding, dong! I ring or I toll
¥or the young child's life or the old man's soul,

Tp where nothing but moss can grow,
And the arms of the ivy trail,
I chime with the mourner’s sob below,
And the new-born infant's wail,
The banner has waved o'er my belfry home,
While I’ve pealed with a nation’s pride,
Bat ere that day had passed away,
I proclaimed that a king had died.
Ding, dong! I ring or I toll
For the young child’s life or the old man’s soul.

TUp with the rooks where none can reach,
A poodly priest am I,

And the world may hear my loud voice preach
As the busy winds go by.

OL ! many shall wake and many shall sleep
’Neath the varied tales I teli,

And many a heart shall dance and weep
o the tune of the Old Church Bell.

Ding, dong! I ring or I toll

For the young child’s life or the old man’s soul.

FANCY'S SKETCH.

Strercaep at full length on two sofas, which
occupied opposite corners of an immense fire-
place, were two young men busily engaged smo-
king from long Turkish pipes.

*“\Vhat is the matter with you, Alfred? You
are not saying a word.”

“Nothing in the world. I was waiting for
you to break silence.”

“Then we might have waited long enough for
each other.”

¢ I wag thinking of a most delightful adventure.”

“1Well, then, you might as well think aloud.”

% With all my heart, anly that you may think I
play somewhat ©d conspicuous a part in it.”

“Pray begin; I promise you only to believe
half.”

“#Jt i3 now ahout a week since I received a
card of invitation to a ball. The name was
wholly unknown to me, soI lighted my pipe with
the note. But stay; I must £ill it now. There.
Aud now to proceed.

“xome days after, fecling rather depressed and
a little out of sorts, I thought a little gay society
would do ine no harm. ‘By my faith,’ said I to
myself, ¢ Ioughtto have gone to this ball” And
s :aoment after I said agein, I wish I bad gone
to this ball.’ 1al thereis actually a scrap of the
invitation left; and it is for this cvening. What
is to preventmy going?  Accordingly I Cressed,
and that, be it remarked, en passant, for reasons
best known to wy talorand myself, was a matter

of no slight difficulty. My toilet once muade,
such as it was, everything went on smoothly
enough. 1sent the porter for a cab to take me
to the appointed house.  You know the honse—
that magnificent one in the Rue 8t. Honor¢, in
front of which are those two splendid statues,
before which I have so often stocd lost in adn i-
ration. Ientered, was annomunced, and could see
that my name made 2 great sensation. I made
my way to the lady of the house to pay my res-
pects, Beside her was a young lady, evidently
her daughter, who blushed deeply, and appeared
somewhat embarrassed as I approached. In o
few moments, there being no listeners near us, she
whispered quickly to0 me—

“Be sure you do not forget that it was Ernest
gave you an introduction.”

Thereupon she left me, and joined a lady whe
had just entered the room.

Not to forget that it was Ernest gave me the
introduction! But who and what was this
Ernest? Why had be given me an introduction?

As I was puzzling over it all, I was accosted by
a stout gentleman—

“You are taking nothing, sir. The refresh-
ment room is quite rear.”

I answered by a bow, and he immediately led
the way to it.

“Where is Ernest? I want to thank him for
having brought you to us.,”

“On the contrary, sir, it isI who am deeply
indebted to Ernest.”

“Can you tell me how this law-guit is going
on?”

“ What law-suit 2”

“Qh, the great family suit.”

“Qh! it i3 going on exceedingly well.”

“J am glad to hear it. Have you spoken to
1y wife and daughter

“Yes, I have had the honour.”

“ Now tell me honestly, do you follow Ernest’s
example?”

“Follow Ernest's example! You may fancy
how embarrassed I was to find a ready answer to
this question, but a hemu and a haw got me out
of the scrape, for my stout friend went on to say—

““Ernest is good for nothing; he neither plays
nor dances.” .

4], on the contrary, am very fond of dancing,
and if I am not, as I fear, quite toolate, I would
beg permission to engage your daughter.”

# J rather think her card must be full by this
time. Still I know that she generally reserves a
Gance or two for any late comers she may wish
to favour. Come, I will make your request for
you." And so saying, he ledme up tohis daugh-
ter, whose first words, when her eye fell upon
us, were—

“Isee you have not forgotten our engagement
for the next quadrille.”

S How is this #" inquired my portly fricnd ; you
said just now——"

1 was as much surprised as he was, but bas-
tened to say, * I had asked the young lady, butshe
turned to speak to some onc who was just coming
into the room, and left me in doubt whether she
would accede Lo my request.”

* So you sce my mediation was guite unneccs-
sary; and vow I will lcave you. When you see
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Ernest, pray tell him I have got something to | you the subject of every thought, the object of

say to him.”

cvery hope. No! no! for ever, no! If you

Being left alone with my own thoughtsin the | will not allow me to say to you how much I love
midst of this perfectly strange world, I begru to | you, I will write it ten'times 2 day. If you will

try and bring them into some order. Everyoody

here, thought I, seems to know me, and I koow

not a human being. It is very evident this fair

damsel is wondrously smitten with me, and
would have no objection to a little love-making.
It is casily guessed what she wants to say to me.
At all events I shall soon know ; but what am I
tosay to her? If I only knew who this Ernest is.
In the meantime the music for the quadrille
began, and I hastened to secure my partner. She
iza handsome fine-looking girl of about twenty,
We danced the first figure without uttering a
word, but when the tuen of the side-couples came,
the young lady said to me:
‘¢ As far as papa is concerned, there is no dan-
ger, but do not trust Ernest.  le knows nothing,
as you may easily perceive. He is a friend, 2
sincere friend, but I should be quite ashamed of
his knowing, and yet it was necessary that we
should come to some explanation. You may
speak without any risk now.”
“What was I to explain? I was perfectly
bewildered.  Fortunately, we were just at this
moment separated by the figave of the danee,
and when we rejoined cach other, she had, to my
inexpressible relief, entirely forgotten that it was
my turn to speak. I conld quite understand the
poor girl's falling in love with me at first sight,
but the previous knowledge of me implied utterly
perplexed me. She herself resumed the conver-
sation by saying,—
“The first thing I must do isto return your
letters.”
This is confusion worse confounded, theught
I; I haveto my knowledge never written & line
to herinmy life. But she continued :—
* You could have been guilty of no greaier
imprudence than to write to me in such a man-
ner. It has always heun my habit to hand my
mother every letter I receive before I break the
seal, and it was by a most lucky chance that I

not concede me the privilege of seeing you in
your own house, I will station myself as a shoe-
black opposite your door, brushes and all, and
never leave my post for an instant.”

** You terrify me!”

*Oh! could I ever have thought, ever have
expected, to mect only hatred in return for such
undying love and devotion.”

‘1 did not say thatit was only hatred I felt for
you, but this I say, thatitis the only fecling it
would be allowable for me to express.”

The country-dance came at length to an end.
AsT led her to a seat, I whispered, ** Remember
the shoe-brushes.”

She swiled a3 I left her, and mingled with the
crowd. I had enough to occupy my thoughts in
trying to unravel of what romance she was
naking me the hero. What part did this Ernest
play init, and who ishe? Still, however thas
might be, T saw in the whole thing up to this
nothing but a rare frolic. I wasto be favoured
with another country-dance after three other en-
Eagemcn:s which my fair partner was obliged to
keep.

The time came, and our conversation was
resumed.

I have been thinking ever since, fair lady, of
my polishing brushes.”

**Aud so have I, but I am afraid of them.”

“ You have only to forbid me to do it, then.”
*Oh certainly; I forbid you most positively.”
“A thousand thanks.”

“PFor what? I do not understand you.”

“For what? For the permission you give me
to visit you very often.”

“‘ Indeed, I do not see why you may not come.
Mauny other young people visit here. But first,
you must renew the pledge you gave me in your
last letter.”

I was again in the mire, and deeper than ever.

What promise had I given? But there was uo

did not do so with either of yourletters. I have|time to hesitate, so I answered boldly—

no¢ replied to them, as I thought it better to do
50 by word of mouth. But I would not venture
to have a private interview with you: here

“Iswoe dear lady, by my love to you.”
She smi.d.
“This is a strange way of juspiring me with

amongst so many people I shall have more cou- | confidence in you.”

rage. You must really not write to me any more,

“What can youmean? 1 swore by all that

nor remain for so many hours before my door. | is most sacred and precious to me.”

There i3 no kuowing what people may say.”

¢ Ah! so by your Jove you swore never more

My gooduess!  What a game of cross purpo- | to speak to me of your love.”

ses! I who stood before the dvor merely tolook

*** This thenis what I bad sworn. I wag all

at the statues! However, now I saw my way, | right again.’

aud I auswered boldly, that being once admitted
into her house, I should no longer have occasion
to remain standing before the door, and that if
she would perinit ine to speak to her, 1 need not
write.

Another movement of the dance again separa-
ted us.  After which my fair partner went on:

“No, it is far better that we should not see
cach ather again. [ am, as you know, engaged
to another, and all intercourse ought to be hence-
forth out of the question™

*“What, madamn, not see you again?  After
devoting my whole lifc for so long a time to you

“ Dear me, dear lady; I will not deceive you.
I will say whatever you wish; I will converse
with yon on any topic you pleasc: but you are
to remember that benceforth whatever I say, be
the subject what it may, I shall alwaysiuean one
and the same thing—1I love you.’

* But what is to be done with Erncst®
“tBah! what on carth is Emest to me ¥

¢ But heis much to me, and his feclings must
be spared as much as possible.’

“*Oh, I will be as considerate to him as you
could wish.”

slore; after having accustomed mysclf to make

¢ Thank you, that will oblige me greatly.”
¢ But I do not know him.’
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FANCY'S SKETCH.—THE WONDERS OF OMNIBUS TRAFFIC.

“*Tow? You do not know him! Was it not
he that took you the invitation®

‘¢ The note was given to my porter without a
word being said of whom it came from.

““¢He told me he knew you very well.”?

¢ ¢I have not got a single acquaintance of that
name.’

‘In short, dear friend, by the time our long
conversation was at an end, I had learned part of
the secret and guessed the rest.

¢ Mademoiselle de——had seen me countless
times standing before her door, admiring, as you
know, the statues. She had also received two
anonymous love letters, in which, amongst Jther
impassioned phrases, was the following:—*The
sweetest moments of my life are those which I
spend gazing at the spot privileged to hold you..”
As Mademoiselle de— was fully persuaded that
I was desperately in love with her, so these
letters were most naturally put down to my
account. Some days after, she was going out to
drive with a friend, as I came in front of the door.
Her companion saw me, and said—

¢ Look, there is M. Alfred de Bussault.’

¢ Who, that young man 2

“¢Yes,’ said the friend. ‘Do you not know

him ¥
“¢No. Are you acquainted with him®
¢QOnly by name. He is a celebrated young

artist.’

“ What a handsome, interesting face! Alto-
gether he is quite divine,’ said my inamorata.”

But here Alfred was interrupted by his auditor.

““ Heyday, man; who on earth reported this
conversation to you

 Nobody. This is part of what I told you I
guessed.”

‘“ Oh, I understand ; very well, go on.”

* You will allow this was not doing badly for a
first appearance.  The two young ladies, particu-
larly my fair friend, were so charmed with me,
that they settled between them that I must be
iuvited to the house. But how was this to be
managed

* Some days after, the conversation was dexter-
ously turned upon the young artist, and they
repeated many flattering things which, according
to them, were publicly said of my unworthy scif.
Ernest, who had been so long engaged to her
that she had time to forgetihat he was her lover,
though she did not forget to claim from him
every attention, and the fullest submission to her
every caprice,—Ernest, who was always at hand
precisely whenever he was wanted, was not with-
out his hiobby ; and this was, a desire to be con-
sidered as the particular friend, or the acquaint-
ance at least, of any person of notoriety. And
87 whenmy name was mentioned he said at once—

¢ Bugsault, I know him intimately.?

¢ Do bring kim then to pass an evening with
us. But you must take the whole thing upon
vourself, with my father. If I were to ask papa
myself, he would insist upon mamma’s admitting
some ohd twaddle to our party, and this wouid be
paving too dear for M. de Bussault’s presence.

¢« Very well; T wili ask your father for a card
for one of my friends, and will bring him to you.’

““And thus it happencd that Ernest who did

hoping, before the cvening of the ball, to find
some one who would introduce me to him; but
some family circumstances obliged him to leave
Paris unexpectedly for some days. Meanwhile,
I went to the ball, and told you the delightful
evening I had, and the conquest I bad made.”

*“ Ah! pow I understand why you were in such
a deep reverie. I cannot, however, help saying
that the whole story appears to me a little
improbable. Be candid with me. Lay aside all
the embroidery and let me see the naked canvas,”

“With all my heart. The truth, the plain
truth, unadorned and unvarnished is simply this ;
—~—While smoking, I was thinking of an invitation
which I actually had to a ball given at this young
lady’s house, and which quite surprised me, as I
knew none of the family. It came off the day
before yesterday, and all that I have been telling
you is just tancy’s sketch of what it is most likely
would have taken place had I gone to the ball,
which I should have done, but that my black coat
was somewhat too shabby, and my tailor would
not listen to reason.”

—~y-

THK WONDERS OF OMNIBUS TRAFFIC,

There are daily plying through the streets
of London 8,000 omnibuses, each carrying
300 passengers daily, or 2,000 a weck, which
makes for the entire omnibuses 6,000,000 a
week, or the enormous number of 800,000,000
passengers a year. Supposing each passenger
paid a threcpenny fare, the amount expended
annually upon omnibuses would be £8,750,-
000. An omnibus coachman driving an om-
nibus 60 iniles a day—which is below the
average—although he may not drive a greater
distance than five miles each journcy, yet
passing the same ground over and over again,
would in the course of seven years perform
the extraordinary distance of 173,560 miles,
or 521,640 miles in twenty-one years, which
several coachmen have done without varyin
their route—say from Chelsea to the Bank
And yet, after all this labour and all thistra™
velling, although each day they carry in their
hands, from cight, A. M. to ten, P. M., 2 hun-
dred and a half (the supposed weight of the
strain upon the horses,) they have not but in
very few instances, saved sufficient to pay
their funcral expenses. The manual labour
employed comprises the following:—Coach-
men and conductors, 6,000; horsckeepers,
3,000; occasional drivers and hangers-on,
2,000; total, 11,000. 'The value of the me-
tropolitan omnibus establishments is estimated
at £962,000,, viz., horses worth £600,000;
omnibuses, £300,000; harness, 6,000; and
sundries, 2,000. The expenditure figures
£787,000 for corn; £225,000 for straw;
£750,000 for hay; and £7,S60 for horseshoe-
ing; to which are to be added £156,000 for
wear and tear, and £150,000 for harness, ex-
clusive of stabling and its accidentals. The

ust know me in the least, hut who easily found ; Governinent duty, at 11d. per mile, amounts
out where I lived, neerely seat me the invitation, ! to £393,756.
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DONNINGTON GIBBET, A LEGEND OF

BERKSHIRE.
ABovUr 150 years ago, during the reign of King
Charles II., there lurked about these parts a most
daring and dangerous villain, who had from his
vouth upwards lived a lawless life of plunder and
outrage. His parents, poor but honest folk, per-
baps unfortunately for him, but certainly most
fortunately for them, died while he was yet a
mere boy; but, youngas he was, he had already
discovered talents of no common order for that
turn of life which alone his evil mind led him to
look on with pleasure. Learning of every de-
seription was his particular aversion, and the only
evidences on record of his being aware that there
wag in the village such a building as a church,
were the many attempts which he made to pilfer
from it the few valuables it contained. He was
a8 ugly in his person as he was deformed in his
mind; and his swarthy complexion, and dark-
shaggy hair and eyebrows, had gained for him
from his carliest years the nickname of ¢ Black
Tom.”

At a fair held at Donnington Cross, the place
we had just passed, and to which he had, when
about fifteen years old, gone in the hope of there
exercising to some profit his petty larceny pro-
pensities, there chanced to come an old woman
not a little celcbrated throughout Berkshire for
her skill in fortune-telling, and whose peculiar
dwelling-place had obtained for her the familiar
appellation of the Witch of the Wood. Between
this person and Tom there existed, from what
original cause i3 not known, settled enmity and
continued warfare. Two of atrade, they say, can
seldom agree ; and it may be supposed that on
more than one occasion this pair of practitioners
in theart of abstraction had interfered profession-
ally one with the other.

With the truce cunning of her art, she of whom
we speak, on arriving at the present scenc of
action, of course promised more or less of pro-
sperity in the world to her vouthful customers
accordingly as they varied in the amount of the
retaining-fee offered at the shrine of her mystical
knowledge. Toin, who had, unobeerved, for some
time stood by in sullen silence, at length caught
her eye, and, sceing that she changed the expres-
sion of her features the moment they rested on
his, he cried out, with a mixture of spite and
banter—

¢ Now, mother, dont you know your favorite
son "

st Ay, that I do, and much better, too, than he
thinlks or likes,” was the ready replys.

A titter, which ran tbrough the surrounding
crowd of half and fullgrown urchins, did not seem
to increase Tom’s smallstock of good humor, and
with his tecth set and his fist clenched, he blus-
tered up to the old woman, the juvenile bystand-
ers, to whom his prowess in the fight was most
fully known, making at the first moment most
respectful way for him. For an instant
there seemed to be some doubt in the mind of
the sibyl us to whether her divine art might prove
sufficient defence against this flesh and blood as-
sault; but her confidence in it being suddenly
restored by the appearance of the parish beadle,
she mustered up her forces, and, putting on her
most inposing air, she exclaimed, * Never swell
nor swagger here; I am nota chicken in Farmer
Grouse's hen-roosttobefluttered at by yon,stretch-
ing out your felon fore-paw.” Thislittle allusion to
one of Tom’s well-known pastimes was only mak-
ing bad worse, and there is no saying to what
extent of violence that, and the loud laugly which
it caused, might have driven him, had he not just
then caught sight of the great parish authority
before alluded to—the only human being, indeed,
for whom Tom had ever known to be guilty of
the smallest sign of respect. In a moment,
changing his scow! into a bitter smile, he said—

“Well done, mother! I forgot that or my
last visit to neighbor Grouse you were my help-
mate ; and yet I might have remembered it too,
for by the same token I well recollect who it was
that ate the chicken, broth, barley, bones, and
all. Bat, come, I bear you no grudge for it,
and, if you answer me one civil question, we'll
part friends as usual.”

The old woman looked at him a moment, and
then, as if impatient to hear what he evidently 1n-
tended should be a poser, she exclaimed—

¢ Qut with it, then, in a breath, and don’t make

as many mouthfuls of your words as you did of
the oatcake you stole this merning out of Nelly

Jones's corner cupboard.”

“\What! peaching again!” said Tom, with
great coolness; for he hadby this time recovered
himsclf sufficiently to be a match, as he thought,
for all the chattering old women in the country,
“now, I tell you what, mother, from this time
you and I dissolve partnership. I am not going
to run whole risks for half profits; at any rate, [
won't be such a fool for one who can't keep her
tonguc between her teeth; so answer my ques-
tion, and then good bye.”

“ Qut with it, I say again, limb of the devil I”

“So I will, hag of "

The remainder of the compliment was lost in
the Joud cry which was at this moment uttered
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on the sudden coming in contact of the beadie’s
staff with the speaker's sconce; but this was
caused more by surprise than by suffering, for to
the latter he was tolerably havdened, and in a few
moments, looking round at the burly functionary,
who was, with all his wonted dignity of office,
wotioning him to withdraw from the scene of ac-
tion, he muttered out, *“ Well, let her answer my
question, and I will.” The gold-laced hat was
observed to move in token of compiiance, and
Tom, gathering up his scattered powers, durted
on the subject of hisinquiry onc of his most hide-
ous scowls, and then said—

“Tell me this—When will you be ordered your
first whipping at Donnington Cross "

The look was returned with interest, and with
cool and slow delivery this answer was given—

“The same day that you get your second
hanging on Donnington gibbet.”

This strange reply evidently had its effect
both oh him te whom it was addressed, and on
the bystanders, for it caused even the great staff
officer himself to open his eyes, and to raice their
brows in wonderment ; nay, he actually went so
far as to break through the proud silence which
he was wont to observe whenever he was clothed
in his gilded robes of statc; and something of
“gecond hanging—umph ! first generally—umph!
quite sufficient—umph!” actually escaped his
lips; but, perceiving, at this moment, that his
upusual Joquacity was causing lis astonished
hearers to approach his person with far too much
of familiarity, he gave a most awful clearing of
the throat, struck his ponderous mace with
violence against the ground, and wasina moment
himself again.

Tom had kept strictly to the articles of agree-
ment, for, whether he liked not the old woman’s
reply, or from whatever other cause, he was by

*this time nearly clear of the crowd, and mingled
no more with it that day. But although the
actual scene was thus brief; the concluding words
of it were long remembered by those present,
who used, in after years, while sitting in their
chimney-corners, to recur to them with the same
wonder as to their fullilment as was excited as to
their meaning when first they had heard them.

1 could go on for an hour detailing to you
various minor events of Black Tom's Jawless life,
but time, and fear of tiring you, equally forbid
it; I shall, therefore, content myself with a
recital of the singular circumstances which put
the final close to his criminal career, and which
were of such a nature as to bear out, in many
people’s minds, the strange prophecy uttered

concerning him ten years before by the Witch of
the Wood.

A very extensive robbery took place in this
immediate neighbourhood. It had been planned
by London practitioners in the art of plunder;
but, as they were in want of some important
local information for a due execution of the
project, they naturally addressed themselves to
Tom, who, for a promise of a sufficient share in
the booty, ungertook to be their pilot. This
proved an unlucky job for him; for one of the
gang, being afterwards taken, and carried before
the magistracy there, compromised for the sparing
of his own life by denouncing Tom, of whose
part in the crime till then no suspicion had exist-
ed. The evidence, however, was so clear, and
the feeling so strong against him, that his trial
was a mere ceremony ; at the close of which
sentence of death was passed upon him, and he
was condemned to be exccuted, and afterwards
hanged in chains, the shortest time the law
allowed then, being given to him for prepara.
tion. The gibbet was erected at Donnington-cross,
on a spot ever since called Gallows Corner; and
to this the unfortunate malefactor was led early
on the day appointed for his execution.

Such a spectacle being then, happily, of rare
occurrence in thesc parts, vast crowds were
attracted to the spot by that strange curiosity
common to common minds, which can find excite-
ment alike in scenes of mourning or of merriment.
At the eleventh hour, however, a difficulty, as un-
expected as it was unwelcome, arose; for it was
necessary that theiron hoops which were toencircle
thebody immediately after death should, for that
parpose, be fitted on during life; and the smith
(the only one in that part of the country) proving
but a bungler at his trade, had, it seemed, wofully
mistaken his measure, so thut on the day of exe-
cution, when this tailor of death brought home
his client’s *last suit,” merely basted as it were
together, to be tried on, it was found to be in
some instances as much too ample as in others it
was too scanty. The ccremony was, therefore,
delayed while the knight of the iron goose
endeavoured to alter and adjust his work; but
so completely were the few wits, which he at cooler
moments possessed, now scattered by the novelty
and responsibility of his situation, that hour after
hour passed away, and still found and left the
last work of the law unfinished. Towards
evening the spectators, who had long been mur-
muring at the inconvenient delay thus occasioned,
begau to vent their dissatisfaction more audibly,
and more palpably, both in word and in deed.
Hisses, und groauns, and sticks, and stones, were
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heard and felt, and the rising storin was, for a
short time, hushed only by the following occur-
rence :—

“ Just as the evening sun was sinking behind
the neighbouring hills, there appeared suddenly
upon the ground a lengthened shadow, which ran
along it, stretching on to the fatal gallows-tree,
and there terminating on the very face of the
condemned, whose glazed eye that instant fell
on the gaunt figure of the Witch of the Wood.
For the moment a cold tremor seized him as he
recollected her last parting words to him; but,
as if ashamed of quailing before her of all people,
he almost in the same breath called for a glass of
strong liquor, which being supplied him, he tossed
it off to her health, and then, with a bitter
jocularity, he thus addressed her :—

¢ Now, mother of darkness, what do you there,
standing between Heaven's sun and your own,
to make us believe we have seen cach other for
the last time-—and how is this? I thought you
promised me a treat in this world before I left it.
Keep you not your word, false hag! Where is
the whipping you were to have the day that I
get my hanging 2"

All faces were directly turned towards the new
comer, who, after remaining portentously silent
for a few moments, thus slowly answered :—

“The mother of darkness can cast nothing
but shade; but that matters little to eyes like
yours, that never yet could bear to look on the
light of truth; and, for the whipping—if your
sore fright at going out of the world can let you
remember anything that took place in it, look
back to my words of ten years since. I promised
you then that Donnington-cross should hear me
ordered my first whipping, the day that Donning-
ton gibbet should see you get your second hang-
ing; and as sure as hemp shall make the lash
that shall almost flourish over me, and the noose
that shall quite strangle you, so sur¢ shall my
words come true.”

“ With the conclusion of this mysterious sen-
tence she strode from the spot, and the impa-
tience of the multitude being only inereased by
this momentary check to its expression, now
burst forth with more than ~newed vigour ; and
goon, the violence swelling into open tumalt, the
civil authoritics were attacked and dispersed, and
Jack Ketch himself with his friend the iron smith
were glad to compound for their personal safety
by the abandonment of the latter's handiwork,
and by the hurried and half complete performance
of the formet's.

The fast coming-darkness of the night hid
from the view of almost all the assombly the

agonized fuce of the victim, as to the last he
struggled for life itself, while the noise and cen.
fusion of may tongues drowned his single cry for
mercy. In a few momeuts all was over, or at
least was thought to be so, for the cause and ob-
ject of the affray having given what was believed
to be his last convulsive movement, those to
whom he had just before been everything, now
turning their thoughts to some more substantial
excitement, as by universal conseut, dispersed
over the face of the country. This was done
with so much of haste, that where there had
lately been but noise and life, there now remain-
ed but silence and death., The first sound that
broke upon the stillness of the scene was that
of a solitary pair of wheels, and theresoon arriv-
cd upon thespot thelight cart of a market-garde-
ner and his son.  On their way home from a dis-
tant employment, they had fallen in with some
of the retiring multitude, and, to the great re-
gretof the younger of the two found they had
arrived just in time to betoo late. Increasing
their speed, however, they made for the gallows,
and driving straight to its foot, they sat some
time looking up in a sort of stupid wonderment
at that which, as Macbeth says, * might appal
the Devil.”

The night breeze was just then rising, and as
it sighed through the branches of the neighbor-
ing trees, and slightly stirred their fading leaves,
both sight and sound gave such solemnity to the
scene, that by degrees, a natural awe came over
tie minds of those rade sons of the soil, who had
at first regarded the breathless corpse only as
they would have looked on a withered cabbage.
This new fecling once aroused, grew on them
with a rapidity known only to those that have
but impulse to guide them ; and, when itis re-
membered how strong is the effect produced by
the contemplation of the lifeless, soulless body
upon all reflective minds, that never pause in

| their maddest gaiety, to think that to this com-

plexion they must come atlast, it cannot be mat-
ter of wonder that to these children of ignorance
such aspectacle acted as a perfect bewildermens
of all understanding. Each turned his eyes
ever and anon from the dreadful object to seek
in the other some look of encouragemnent, some
gesture of animation; but the mutual hope
was, ag a matter of course, a mutual failure.
Whether market-gardeners, like modern ladies,
have or bave not those troublesome appens
dages called nerves, I cannot take upon me
to decide; but this I know that in a very
short space of timo the unfortunate pair of
whom 1 am speaking wore in such a state of
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highly wrought excitement, that to their sight
the body actually moved. It might now be truly
said of them that “their eyes were made the
fools of the other senses, or else were worth them
all,"—and they were worth them all for
the body did move: not as it had already
done in one mass, slowly swinging in the breeze,
but by parts and portions: now a hand, now a
foot, and now both at once! They nearly fell from
their vehicle with horror and affright, when, at
that moment, to crown all, a moan came upon
their ears. They stared and stood aghast—they
looked and listened. It might be the wind along
the summer grass, or through the hawthorn
hedge. No, it was neither, for a second came—
a clear, distinct and human moan—and this was
immediately followed by a convulsive movement
of the whole frame, so long and strong, as to
remove any doubt that there was yet life in the
supposed defunct.

“He is not dead !” they both cried out at once,
and, at that instant, a voice replied, * notdead!”

““ Who's that?” exclaimed the father, almost
screaming with affright.

“Not I,” replied the son, in a similar tone, and
then, after a few moments, he added, *it must
have been the echo! come, father, sce how the
poor wretch struggles! shall we not save him?”

‘“Save him!” cried the same voice which they
had before heard, and which this time seemed to
come from behind the spiuny by which the
gibbet was backed, and again their alarm was, for
a short space, at its height; but common com-
passion soon took the place of uncommon terror,
and, setting to work heart and hand, they quickly
cut the rope, and divested the sufferer of the
noose, which, in the hurry and fright of the un-
skilful practitioner, had been so put about the
neck as to cause only half-strangulation. They
then stripped the body, and, with their strong
bands, well rubbed the vital regions to restore
circulation, and, finally, opened the clenched
teeth, and poured down the throat a good dose of
that invigorating fluid of which they were them-
selves too fond ever to stir any distance without
it. The effect of this treatment was soon ap-
parent, for the dead-alive opened his eyes, and,
after some small but homely expressions of doubt
as to which world he was actually in, he was
eagily prevailed on to tike another draught of
brandy in order to prove beyond a doubt that he
was not in the land of spirits, By repeated ad-
ministrations of this much-praised, much con-
demned liquid, which Black Tom thus at his
second entranee intv iife sucked in like mother’s
milk, which it had always been to bim the work

of restoration was completed, and in less than an
hour he was by the side of his humane com-
panions on his way to their hospitable fireside,
where bed and board and every care were
lavished upon him.

Thus passed the night; and in the morning,
when the dismayed and defeated authorities
returned to Donnington-cross to complete their
work, by enclosing Black Tom in iron hoops, as
ordered by law, what was their astonishment to
find no vestige of the body! Consternation, was,
for the time, the order of the day, which soon,
however, settled itself down into the quiet belief,
on the part of the better informed, that the
culprit’s friends bad been at hand, and, ready and
active to take advantage of the confusion, had
carried him off in the hope of restoring animation,
while the more ignorant were, as is their wont,
not slow to attribute to mankind’s arch enemy
himself this peculiar care of his favorite offspring.
In the mean time, the worthy gardener’s com-
passion did not stop at this mere point of restora-
tion: it had, indeed, been well for him if it bad
done so; for, if ever the gallows-tree grew to any
real good purpose, it was to hang such a heart-
less, hopeless, unvaried, and unmitigated scoun-
drel as was he who had just escaped his well-
merited doom there.

The honest, well-meaning pair who had saved
him from death, and who afterwards concealed,
sheltered, protected, and supported him, in the
new life they might be szid to have given him,
too soon, and too severely, felt the sting which
this human serpent, warmed into existence by
their kindness, first darted upon his preservers
and benefactors. He began by such petty pilfer-
ings and small outrages as were scarcely per-
ceived, or speedily «verlooked. But it was not
in his nature to stop at these; and not a twelve-
month had elapsed, when, after one particular
occasion, for which, in consequence of his mis-
doings, his host had ventured to call Lim to a
severe account, he quitted the house, abstracting
at the same time such articles as were most easy
of removal. The good folks were too glad to be
rid of such an inmate at any price to make any
serious stir about his departure ; besides that, for
their own sakes, remembering what they had
done in the face of the law, they judged it more
prudent as well as humane to be silent. Fate,
however, had willed that they should suffer still
more for their misplaced compassion; and thus
Black Tom, having speedily associated himgelf
with others of a like spirit, rc-commenced his
quondam trade of duily plunder and nightly
marauding ; and, in the fulness of his gratitude,
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soon marked out his late protectors for his pre-
gent prey.

Being so well aware, as he naturally was, of
their habits and movements, he was of course
enabled to shape his plan of attack tothe best
advantage ; and thercis no doubt that their pro-
perty, and if necessary their lives, would have
fallen the sucrifice, but for an act of his own,
arising out of his revengeful nature. Accident
just then brought him in contact with his old ene-
my, the Witch of the Wood, and, suspicions hav-
ing fallen on her of being by her spells the cause
of a foul disease amonggst the cattle then preva-
lent in the neighbourhood, Black Tom, in order
to insure her punishment, having first disguised
himself as a wayfaring traveller, came volun-
tarily forward, and deposed to the midnight
spells and sorccries on her part, to which,
a8 he swore, he had by chance been wit-
ness. His statement was so clear, and hig inter-
ference scemed so completely the result only of
a kindly feeling for the sufferers, that it was
readily believed, and the reported witch was sen-
tenced by the purblind old magistrate, who had
heard the case in his own parlour, to be severely
whipped at Donnington-cross. The beadle was
about to remove her for that purpose, when,
thrown off his guard by his extreme joy, her
accuser stepped up to her, and whispered in her
ear, in his own natural voice—

* 8o, mother, they’ve ordered you your whip-
ping at Donnington-cross.”

¢ Hat!” exclaimed the prisoner, at once recog-
nizing her inveterate foe, ““’tis Black Tom; I
know him now, in spite of his sandy wig.”

¢ Black Tom!"” cried the feeble old magistrate.

¢ Black Tom!” echoed the burly beadle.

““Then,” continued his worship, *“the devil
has not yet got his own; seize on the villain and
hold him fast.”

1 will,” replied the functionary; but before
fie could put his ponderous weight in movement
Tom had burst through the glazed door, that
opened on the lawn, and throwing off as soon as
he could the heavy driving-coat which formed
his chief disguise, he darted with lightning speed
over hedge and ditch, and had soon distanced all
pursuit. Intent upon one desire of securing the
flying criminal, no one heeded her who had so
lately been the object of universal attention, and
she had just the sense to profit by the turn things
had taken, and to withdraw herself cltogether
from that by which she had nothing to gain and
everything to lose. Not to throw a chance away,
she, however, very quietly took up the coat which
Black Tom had abaudoned, never disdaining to

accept of what might be useful even from an ene-
my. She found on a cursory inspection that its
appearance without was not of a very promising
nature, but, like Hamlet, it had *‘that withia
which passeth show;" for, on a more careful
examination of the pockets, to which indeed,
her usual habits naturally led her, she found
among somo papers cf inferior import one by
which her attention was in a moment riveted.
This was the plan entered into between Tom and
two confederates, with whose names she was
acquainted, to rob, that very night, the house of
his former protectors, situated some miles from
the spot where she then was, and the plunder of
which it was agreed should be shared equally
among them. This intention, however, having
by these extraordinary means become known to
the Witch of the Wood, she, with all epeed,
repaired to the dwelling of the devoted father
and son, and in all haste warned them that in a
few hours it would be attacked by thieves. They
were instantly for secking aid from the civil
power, or at least from their friends; but this
their informant would not hear of.

¢ They are but three,” said she.

“But three!” was the reply.
you that?”

“No matter,” she rejoined. “ What I know,
and not how I kunow it, is all that you need mind ;
I tell you they are but three:” and then drawing
herself up to her full height, she added indig-
nantly, ¢ are not we the like number 2"

Those she was addressing seemed somewhat
astonished to find that the old woman thus inclu-
ded herself in the number of defenders; but
their wonder was much greater when she thus
proceeded—

“ How know

“Talk of calling constables and neighbours,
indeed! What for, unless it may be to listen to
Black Tom’s story of who came between him and
the just sentence of the law last Lammas-tide #”

The father and the son stared at each other in
utter amazement ; for this was the first time they
ever heard a suspicion breathed that they were
suspected of having had any handin the removal
of the body from the gallows.

At length, ¢ Black Tom,” :aid the father, “ s
he not dead!”

% Not dead!” exclaimed the visitor, with a
tone of emphasis which it scemed to them they
had heard before.

*t And ifhe was cut down the night he was

hanged, what had we to do with that?" asked
the son; and then with an attempt at a search-
ing glance, as if to discover how much the re-
putod witch really knew, and how much she only
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pretended to know, he added, * we did not save
him,”

‘Save him!" ejaculated the hag; and in an
instant both father and son recognized the pecu-
liar voice and the self-same words which they
heard with such terror on the night of the ex-
cution. Their looks fell to the ground, while the
hag, regarding the pair for a few moments with
the most contemptuous composure as she leaned
on her long staff, thus spoke :—

“Ttell you no list'ner need heat aloss,

For an ccho there lives around Donnington Cross:
Aund though what was done there to no one wasknown,
Yet Dounington gibbet would soon have its own.”

“What do you mean mother?” asked the
young man anxicusiy.

“You shall know time enough,” answered she
quickly. ‘“At present there is business to be
done ; put out your lights, bar your doors and
windows, look to your firelocks, and above all,
call up a manly courage to your breasts. Come,
my warning's worth a dram at least, we weak
women need something to support us when we
are to do the work of men. With braudy you
brought the dead culprit to life, and now ’tis
brandy shall help the live culprit to death:—
there ;" continued she, drinking off the full mea-
sure they gave her, “and now, I say, once
more—to business.”

Thisfemale commander now disposed her small
force to the greatest advantage, and then all was
silent, until the hour arrived at which she knew
the attempt was to be made. It was bright
rooonlight, and, as the first footsteps were heard
treading the narrow footway that separated the
dwelling from the high road, the besieged, from
the concealed corner in which they had stationed
themselves, took deliberate aim, and fired on
their assailants. A loud cry was heard, and one
fel), the other two, without the delay of an in-
stant, betaking themsclves to flight.  The party
within immediately d ding, approached the
prostrate man, and quickly discovered it to be
Black Tom himself. The wound had taken effect
about the knee, but being only from duck-shot,
was clearly not of 2 dangerous nature; and, lift-
ing him up with too little caution, the father
nearly fell 2 sacrifice to his hecdless haste, for
the villain, who was armed with a kuoife of for-
wmidable dimensions, seized a favorable moment
and struck at him with all his vengeance. A
loud cry, however, from the witch, who had fol-
lowed them closely down, gave notice to the son,
who with & heavy blow, felled the miscreant to
the earth. Then, wrestling the knife from him.
be would in his rage have put an ond at once to

his crimes and his life, but hi3 arm was at that
moment stayed by the tone that had before urged
it on.

“ Hold! hold?, said she, * the fates must be
fulfilled. Heisnot to die by lead or steel, but
by oaken board and twisted cord. Out at once
with your cart, harness your fastest horge, and
bring your strongest rope; give me the knife in
this haud, and let me get the other well about
the catiff’s throat ; nay, never writhe and wrig-
gle, man!” continued she, as her victim vaiuly
eudeavourcd to release himself from her savage
grasp. “Your neck must be grappled tighter
than this before your breath is quite squeezed
out.”

She now scemed so completely the master-
spirit of ¢he whole scene, that the others appear-

|ed only as subordinate agents to do her bidding.

Accordingly, the vehicle was quickly brought
out, the prisoner fast bound and placed init;
then, all thrce mounting, they drove over bhill
and through vale as she directed them, until, by
a by-way known to few but herself, they sud-
denly came upon Donnington Cross. Here they
stopped ; and, in the shortest time in which it
could be accomplished, the culprit was, in spite
of his cries and struggles, once more fastened to
the very beam from which nota twelve-month
before he had been cut down; and the very
samc hands that then bhad rescued him, now
themselves did the work of death upon him!

HOW TO CHOOSE A DOMESTIC.

«Qld Pk gent to the register-office that
he wanted a good girl for general housework.:
About the time he expected an applicant he
laid 2 broom down in the yard, near the gatc.
Presently a girl comes up to the gate, opens
it,and stroils up to the house; the broom
being immediately in the path, Miss Betsy
strides over it. The old man was on the
watch, and the first salute the girl got was,
“Jdon't want you!" The girl sloped, and
suddenly another bullet-headed Nancy ap-
pears.  Sccing the old broomin her way, she
gives it 2 kick, and waddles up to the house.
“You won't suit me, that’s ccrtain, Miss
Mopsy!” bawls P***  She disappeared in
a hurry; and finally a third appears, opened
the gate, and coming into the yard, she care-
fully closes the gate behind her, and walks
up—the broom is still in the path; this she
picks up, and carrics along to the house,
where she deposits italongside the wood-shed.
Before the girl could explain her business
theie, P bawls out, * Ycs, yes, come in,
vouwll suit me!” And she did; for that girl
lived with P*#** geven years, and only quit-
ted it to go housckeeping on_her own hook:
and a capital wifeshe made. P¥¥** wasright.”
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SEDERUNT XVIIL.

{Zhe Laird, Major, and Doctor.]

Latp.—Iech! Iads, ye're uuco warm onbaith
sides, and if ye gang along that gate for a ony
time Deil a fit nearer we'll be to a settlementand
the hail, or, perbaps, absit pun,I may just say the
Haley question at issue. So, instead of answer-
ing your question, Doctor, or yours my estcemed
and gallant Major Il do a much better thing;
in plain English, or. what's better still, in guid
lowland Scotch, I'll just play Procses or Modera.
tor. Sae, now, just ding awa ladsand I'll call
you to order, as need may be.

Major.—Be it as you please thou man of Sco-
tia, but X still maintain that Jam right and the
Niagara critic is right, too.

Docror.—Aund of course that Mr. Haley and I
are miserably wrong, eh? Complimentary that?

Msjor—Can’t say I secany very fitting occa-
sion for compliments. The real question is just
simply this, has or has not Mr. Haley most pre-
sumptaously set himsclfup as the Censor of the
greatest Naval hero the world ever yet saw or is
ever likely to see? Has nothe, & mere individual
though a tolerably clever writer, as:witness his
Night at Niagara, with which I am exceedingly
well pleased, has he not most presumptaously set
himself up as the Censorof that great warrior who
for fity years bas been the idol of England and
the wondee of the world? To me it séems that
he bas done #0,and Tam not only not grieved that
the Niagara writer bas given himarap on'the
lmuckies, but I'would have you add to the force
of that rap by » few words of censure from your
owa pen. What! Speak of Neleoo as though he

were some common man, for common men to
judge by common rules! I declare I have no
patience.

Docror.~Not toomuch : thut I will at once con-
cede to you, though Istoutly oppose all the rest.
So faram I from feeling inclined to join in the
censure of which you so highly approve, that I
cannot, after a fair and yet severely critical re-
perusal of his article, see how he hag in the
slightest degree misrepresented or undervalued
Nelson. If any man were to deny the conn'ge,
the fiery and chivalrous courage of Nelson or.his
roarvellous skill, or his sleepless vigilance and
activity, Ishould setthat man down asa mere
madman or a mere idiot, and assuredly his article
containing such absurd denial would find its way,
not into the Magazine but into the fire. But how
does the case really stand as to this much cen.
sured article? Mr. Haley as distinctly and.as
emphatically admits Nelson's great fighting mer.
itsas yon and Ido. He—-"

Majox.—Really, really my dear fellow, you
must hot defend him. Admits his fighting mer-
its! Yes, but does he not impugn his moral
character, does he not call bis very courage——

Lanp.—As Procses of this respectable,though.
not very numerous assemblsge, I must -remind
the galiant Major that in all cases of disputation

ane ataetime’s guid English forbye Scoteh, for falr -

pisy. The Doctor has possession-of the floor?
Mason—I bow to your decision; Doctor pro-
oood..
Docron.—It seems to me, then, that the wholy
1ntent of the article about which you are 20 an:
gy, is precisely to show that Heroes, and -more
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especially naval and military heroes are most
thoughtlessly,and upon very insufficient grounds,
set up for public worship, As Xlave already
#aid, not one word js eaid against the courage or
the skill of Nelson, on the contrary they are fully
and frankly acknowledged, and the very brevity
of the terms in which they are so only proves
that Mr. Haley shares our own opinion, that those
merits so undeniably and so pre-eminently be-
long to Nelson, that deniul of them would be
ridiculous,and that even an acknowledgement of
them is in some sort a mere supererogation.—
But Mr. Haley speaks of Nelson as being by no
means so great as a man as he was as an officer.
Well! Was it so, or was it notso? All thatyou
say about presumption is, forgive me for remind-
ing you, altogether beside the "question. If a
veteran writer is to be silenced because he ven-
tures to enquire instead of taking for granted,
and to discriminate instead of either lauding or
censuring, just simply because other men, laud
or censure, what security, I pray you, should we
have for either public morals or public liberte ?
Presumption, indeed! I well know, Major, that
you feel warmly on the subject :

“ A fellow feeling makes us wondreus kind;”
youto whom a tale of war is stirring aud inspir-
ing as the war trumpetto the war steed most
naturally feel a strong sympathy with all that is
gallant. But you must remember, that in this
same working day world, men have some other
duties besides fighting, however bravely. The
question raised by this so much censured article
is not whether Nelson fought bravely and skil-
fully, but whether he was, morally that, all but
perfect, that benevolent, and, above all, that ex-
clusively patriotic captain that the world bas so
jong persisted in calling him. Instead of censu-
Ting & writer in general terms for this or that as-
serticn, would it not consist better with both
moral justice and sound logic to enquire into the
truth of Lis assertions? Did Nelson habitually
use,in his letters language indicative rather ofa
frantic ferocity,of a cruel tone of war and blood-
shed for their own sake,than of thecalm and half
sorrowing and fighting courage that becomes the
Christian hero? Did Nelson * disgrace himself,
and us,as his admirers,by an infamous connection
with an infamously bad woman,and did he,to grat-
ify her vile malice, murder the old Garaccioli,an
officer and a veteran? If these things be not
true, then indecd, the article was unfit for the
Magazine: if they are true, as, unhappily we all
know that they are, then the article, by diserimi-
nating between the good and the evil qualities of
saman whota the world has hitherto inidscrimi-

natingly idolized, seems tome to beas fully justi-
fied as any candid and truth-loving article can be.

Major-—Truth itsclf ought not rashly to be
forced upon our attesntion. I cannot endure to
see such a man as Nelson brought before the bar
of public opinion as though he were a common
man.

Docror.— Why should he not # There lies the
gist of the dispute. Truth, truth above all things
should be the object of all our literary labours,
and I really must say that Mr. Haley appears to
me to be quite right in censuring the world for
allowing a kind of impunity of vice precisely to
those men to whom God has given the powers
and gifts which should preserve from vice.

Masor.—So absurd, too, of the man to talk
aboui Nelson’s ferocity! Would he have Nelson
to be cold-blooded asa Quaker—not love the stir
and the glow of war, not feel the certaminis gau-
dia, ‘the rapture of the fight ? Pray who among
us, fighting by land or fighting by sea does not
so ? ‘

Docror.—Do not be unjust cither to yourself
or to your gullaut profession. I can readily
conceive that in the actual hour of combat, sabre
in haud, and leading on your serried squadrons,
you have felt all that rapture, the mere memory
of which caused your eyes to kindle and your
tones to fall upon ones ears as loudly and almost
as itspiringly as the blast of the trumpet. He
would, I dare say, make but a poor commander,
cither on land or at sea, who could not, while in
actual fight, experience that fierce joy, that very
agony of duing and of prowess. Shame to the
man who would dare to censure our brave Nclson
because, bravest of the brave, he also felt this
enthusiasm in the fight, But, out of the fight,
do his letters indicate one touch of that equally
humane and philogophical temper which made
our other great hero, the hero, par excellence,
of your own gallant service, the glorious Wel-
lington, look upon war as a very sad, a very ter-
rible necessity.

Major.—Something in that, something in that,
no doubt; but it somehow jars sadiy in one's
ears to hear Nelson spoken of as aught less than
:he hero of heroes.

Docror.~I tbink that we may be well con-
tented to call him, as we can with truth, thefear.
less knight, without also, which we cannot with
truth, calling him the irreproachable; and after
all that we have been saying, and all the time
that we have consumed in saying it, we shall
probably do no better than look back to the arti-
cleitself,. What says Mr. Haley? Does he do-
ny Nelson's really great qualities? Hear him:



THE EDITOR'S SHANTY.

643

¢ After all due allowance is made for the useful-
ness of Nelson, for his skill and for his daring,
how much, how very much there is to detest in
the moral nature of the man.” Now, major, set-
ting aside all mere prejudice, professional or per-
sonal, can either of us, a3 moralists or as logi-
cians, deny this. If not can we blame the
author becduse, speaking of the romance and
reality of life and literature, he took, as one
among many, Nelson as an illustration? I trow
not.

Masor.—Enough, enough,—* Convince a man
against his will, and_he’s of the same opinion
still,’—in spite of all that you have said, I still
must say that I adore the memory of Nelson and
that I do not like the article in question.

Docror.—Exactly so; and I fear your dislike
of it is only another proof that the very best of
us, cultivate both heart and head as we best
may, still remain and are still likely to remain,
what some quaint old author calls *“a great bun-
dle of prejudices,” hating this, that or the other
for the profound reason of the school boy :

“I do not love thee doctor Fell,
The reason why I cannot tcll ;
But this I know, aud know full well,
1do not love thee doctor Fell.”

Larp.—How say ye, ihen, gentlemen, the
article is not censured ?

Masor.—Nor implicitly adepted.

Docror.—Surely not; there are few articles
which, unless written by one of ourselves, and
discussed and corrected by us all, which I, for
one, should care to adopt in every work;
and in the case of the very article in question,
you may remember that I added a foot note in
express and very sincere dissent from the au-
thor's censure of that admirable writer, Mr,
Charles Dickens. But we must not forget that
it is no morc possible for all writers to think
alike on all things, than for all men to be of the
same stature, Within certain limits a magazine
should allow of a very considerable difference of
opinion among its contributors.

Latrp—Aweel, aweel; I'm no that fashed
that ye're baith amaist agreed, and quite done
upon this unlucky article; for my certes the lad
that wrote it’s no that blate, he's sent an oreegi-
nal article aboot that pawky Abbott's Napoleon.

Mayor.—Ah1—Of course praising Napoleon
up to the skies, and only wishing that Abbott had
1aid on the praise a little thicker.

Docror.—Ony thing but that, major, ony

thing but that! giving full credit to Napoleon | $5%;

for all that he either did or had of good or great;

and that gentleman’s hero, in & style to do every
English heart good. Such a heartiness of denun-
ciation, such a keenness of perception, alike of
the short comings of the New York critic, and of
the evil nature of the deified French tyrant,Inever
remember to have scen. The article will make
from four to six insertions, the first of which is
to my great regret crowded out of the December
number, but shall most certainly go into the
January number. The series, some four or at
most, as I just now said, six papers will serve as
the best possible introduction to Bourrienne’s
work, which, with literally invaluable notes,
you are aware that we are thinking of giving in-
sertion to.

Larp.—~(Who has been reading)—Hech man !
but yon Haley’s a braw lad, at plain speaking.
Wow! but the New York lads will look about
them. Never tell; but I could fancy that I was
reading ane of thac slaughtering reviews in
Blackwood, when Wilson and Lockbart were in
their prime. Pity’s sake, doctor, ha2t in this
verd nimber, nae mitter what stays oot.

Doctor.—A sheer impossibility or it should be
done; had it arrived a week earlier, in it should
have gone; but Mr, Haley probably thinks that
we are as late in going to press here as they are
in London: I shall take care to let him know
how the case stands with us. Well, major, Isee
you also have read apage ortwo. Pretty strong,
ch?

Major~—By Jove, yes! Both strong and
just. -~ .

Lairp,—(Who has just taken up another
book.) Just, wha is talking aboot justice,
od man but it is time we were just to oorsels—
hear till this major.

Major.—What on earth are youinterrupting us
for Laird ; what is the matter now?

Latro.—Just listen: I've been looking over
the last report of the Grand Division of the sons
o temperance, and I hae just come upon this:

Seysosr WEsT, Feb. 2, 1853,

“Intemperance in this townsbip is fearful.
The corporation have increased the license duty
to £7 10s., with the view of checking it, but X
am afraid-it will not abate the dreadful curse. In
& population of about 2500 souls, one store-keeper
alone sells 200 gallons per week; one small
tavern-kecper buys 200 gallons ata time ; besides
which we have three other store-kcepers who
take out licenses to retail liquor, and I make no
doubt, sell an immense quantity. Several parties
gell by the glass, without taking out license,
and from the dislike people have of informing
sgainst their neighbors, seldom or ever get
punished, The Reeve is the only acting magie-
trate within eight or ten wiies, 50 that persons

ho at the same time handles both Mr. Abbott,

who might give information are often deterred,
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from the great distance they have to travel. You
of course are aware that I do not belong to any
temperance organization, but wish them every
success in their endeavors to stay the horrors of
intemperance, One reason that our township
consumes so much alcohol is, that it is the resort
of Lumbermen, but the inhabitants I really be-
lievato be worse than they are.”

Noo, major, what can you say to that—is it
na maist fearsome to think o', the reading o't
maks me sick—rax me my hat, doctor, I'll
awa and sign the petection for the Maine law
this vera nicht.

Docrar.—Not so fast, Laird, let us argue the
point first.,

Latrp.—I want nane o' your arguments. It's
a' vera weel for you and the major to argue while
sae mony o' oor brethren are just ganging head-
dong to perdition ; but I say act, and without loss
o time.

Docror—So we are acting—look here,~in

the grand division you will find alone that there
are seventcen thousand, seven hundred and
forty-nine members, all true and faithful sons of
temperance; this, too, does not include those who
formerly belonged to the society and who, though
not belonging to any particular section, are still
setting an example to the rising generation
through every corner of the country, and may
fairly be estimated at as many more. We have
besides the cadets of temperance, who muster
one hundred and fifty sections amounting to over
gix thousand members; and last, though not
least, we have Father Matthew's society, uumber-
ing in Toronto alone four thousand three huudred
aud fifty members, of whom, I am happy tosay,
there were only fifty-seven backsliders in the last
year. Inaddition to these figures we bave to
add those who belong to Father Matthew’s order
in other parts of the province, (and they make a
formidable muster, I can tell you,) in London
alone there arc onethousand; so you see, Laird,
we have not been idle; still, I grant you that in.
temperance has increased most fearfully, and I
really begia to think that something ought to be
done.

MaJor.~]t i3 a grave subject, doctor, and not
to be approached rashly; but I think the plan
X can suggest, will meet your wishes and the
Laird's. Open the pages of the .Anglo to writers
on the subject, and let the proposal of & prohibi-
tory law receive fair play—even at the present
raoment, the question has been brought forward
in England, and we shall thus have the benefit
of the opinions expressed by our statcsmen and
political economists at home.

Docroz.—Ard in the meantime I will trouble

any opponent of the Maine liguor law to anewer
satisfuctorily the following extract, from this re-
port which I have just come to. (Reads).

‘“And in this sense, who can say that the sub-
jeet of Temperance isnot one of a grave political
character, and a proper subject for legislation ?
Or, to present it in another light—Political eco-
nomy i3 defined ¢ the science of national
wealth.) A nation’s wealth consists not in the
hoarded acquisitions of the miser; but in riches
properly expended in promoting its greatness
and true prosperity—in such an application and
disposition of the property of each citizen, that
while it promotes the comfort and security of the
individual, it at the same time advances the
interests of the public generally. Now, surely
anything which interferes with such a disposition
of wealth, and turns it into chaunnels in which it is
wasted, or worse than wasted, employed in
deluging the land with streams of corruption,
may well be denominated a subject of the first
political importance. Again, an eminent politi
cal writer says:—*The cheapest defence of na-
tions, I suppose to be, the exercise of public
justice and benevolence. Certainly, anything
which obliterates all sense of justice, and crushes
every fecling akin to benevolence, i3 a subject to
which statesmen and patriots, legislating for their
country’s good, may with propriety direct their
attention.

Consider the influence of intemperance upon
the morality and virtue of our country; and not
only the propriety of, but the urgent necessity for,
legislation on this subject, cannot fail to strike
every reflecting mind. If there be in this fair
land of ours an’ evil of giant power, coufined to
no class or individual, but insidiously pervading
all classes—polluting our courts of justice and
balls of legislation-—desecrating the pulpit, cor-
rupting society in its very foundations, and in all
its ramifications—Ilaying its death-dealing hard
upon the young and rising generation, and fore-
ing them, with hasty strides, to irremediable des-
truction, or, with unerring certainty, preparing
them not to be benefactors of their race, but
foul and hellish destroyers of all that is pure and
good. I say if there be such an evil a5.this, then |
verily is it one which the voice of the eloquert
should be raised to denounce, and to arrest
which, the abilities of the wisest statesmen and
patriotic politicians, should be exerted to the ut~
most; and one which demands immediate legisla-
tive action. s there then such an evil abroad
in this land? There is, brothers, there is, In
our family circles, around our firesides, in our
social intercourse, on the highways, in the houss
of God, the monster meets, and confronts us;
and worse than all, by the present laws of the -
land, we cherish, encourage, invite him to the
work of destruction in the communities ‘wheré
we live. So rapidly is this evil.growing, that,
ere long, legislation of any kind will be too Jate
to arrest it. X again urge you to give this mat-
ter your careful consideration; and should our
deliberations on this occasion result in .mothing
but the devising of an efficient emnd effectual plan,
not only. of bringing-this important subject again
before our legislature, but also for actually secur-
ing & wise and judicious prohibitory liquor law
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for this province, our seesion will not have been
held in vain. Wo should not be content .with
merely prescribing a plan, and recommending the
prosecution thereof by others; but all ghould
zealously and actively so work together as to
secure-a successful rosult, What we need is, as
happily expressed by the late M. W. P. Carcy:
‘¢ A missionary spirit—a spirit that will be con-
tent to labor and suffer, practise self denial, and
not yield while there is a distillery or a grog
shop, or a drunkard to curse the earth. We
must not listen to the clamors of pretended
friends, nor fear the vengeance of enemies. *
» * » - » - »* -

We must be united in our determination to ex-
pel:the enemy from his legal fastnesses, tear off
his judicial vestments, and show him in all his
naked and vile deformity,® *. * *

Docror,—I say Laird, what in the name of
Trophonius has come over you? Since you en-
tared the Shanty, not one pinch of pulverised to-
bacco has solaced your nut-brown proboscis; and
you have been looking as miserable and devour-
like as a tailor caught in the act of abducting &
gooae !

Lairp.—'Deed, my man, I hae some cause to
exhibit the symptoms of. which ye hae given sic
an accurate dig-a-moses, a8 you jflay bottomists
say! The stark naked truth is that two days ago
Ivowed a total abstinence frae sneeshin, and I
hae been in a state bordering ‘upon dementation
ever gince !

Docrox.—How long had you been in the prac-
tice of using the olfactory stimulant?

Larrp.—1If by that grand encyclopedian phrase
ye mean black rappee, itis better than thirty
years since I first carried a mull,

Docror.—Small wonder then that your nervous

.system is a fraction out of order. What prompt-
ed you to make such s sacrifice ? '

Larp.—0o, you see, that I had gotten oot o’
a' bounds in my consumption o’ the stimnlant, as
-you term it. For the last eighteen months I'had
discarded a box, and carried the snuff in my
waist-coat pouch. At'night I had aye a.worstod
soek: fu-o' the commodity, pinned at the head
of ‘my bed;—and at meal times a- tea-cup.fu’ o’
the.game did duty on the -table, alongside o’ the
mustard pat. In fact, to mak’a langstory short,
began to fear that I was becoming theslave o'
a bad habit! :
Docror.—Becoming.indeed !
Lamp.—Weel, I made up.my mind on:Monday
Jastto -*strike & blow for liberty,” as the Irish
‘pawtriot said when-he broke the.head o’an-ex-
ciseman! §0.I got up wi skreigh ‘0’ day ae
cauld morning it was—and emptied my entire
sstock—halfs pound :at the very least—on-the
midden: : ’
oL, 1.—r

Docror.~What were your gensations after
this plucksome sacrifice.

Latrp.—For the firat half hour, I didna expe-
rience ony thing very remarkable, except an in-
clination to stap my finger and thumb into'the
accustomed pouch. Ere lang, however, my head
began to grow dizzy as if T'had been standing on
ae leg on the tap o’ & loftypine. Then my knees
commenced to shake and tremble as if I had been
beholding the ghaist o’ my great-grandfathet, and
my hands got so unsteady that I could nae mair
hae wriiten my name than danced a reel on the
point o' a needle! .

Docror.—And what kind of rest had you du-
ring the night ?

Lairp.—Dinna mention it! The horrora o
that nicht Pl never forget, if I should reach the
age o' Washington's ‘black nurse, or auld Parr!
I didna sleep, and I waina’ wakin! I was the
Laird, and yet I wasna’ the Laird! Brawly did
1 ken that I was in my bed at Bonnie Braes, and
yet I was just as positive that I was some where
else!

Docror.—A second edition of De Quiney's
confessions ! .

Lamrp.—The adventures I passed through
were of the most varied and tantaleesin deserip-
tion.

Docror.—@Give us a gample thereof?

Lamp.—I had been wandering for the better
part o’ a month through an Arabian desert, the
sand o’ which wasnearly red hot,and I couldna see
sae muckle as a kail stock, let alane a tree, toshel-
termy blistered pow(which I may add was shaven).
frae the fiery beams o’ the cloudless sun! During.
&' this weary time I'had naething to eat but saut
herrin without 2 mouthfu 0> water to slocken
the infernal thirst that fevered my craig! At.
length Y cam in sight o’ the sea, and‘lo and be--
hold instead o’ brine the fluid whilk compoeed.
it wag gingerbeer! Hoo I rushed to the'shore,
spittin saxpences as I rani Hoo I tirew my-.
sél on'the beach, for the purpose o’ sookiu in the
glorious, eutrancing, bizzin beverage !

Docror.—Most enviable moment ¥

Latrp.—Enviable! Preserve us &’ fraé sic en-
vy! Just as ¥ dived doon my neb, presto?! the ef-.
fervescing flood receded, leaving naething belind
bat :its-maddening:odour! ¥p I'got; aud onl
ran; but back, -back, back rolled:the -treachetous.
tide! Back for thousinds and millions o> miles;.
till it cam to the edge o the warld; and there it
emptied: itself into-spaceless: chacs, leaving me
parched as s mummy. or & birsled pex ! Oh what
aheavy heart I had:as T-retraced my steps; tread-

‘ingevery minute upori-rusty -cofk-screws; votten
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oorks, and the necks o' stane bottles wi which
the chaune! was replenished instead o’ shells!

Docror.—Alas poor Laird!

Lairo.—After this adventure, I found myself
a prisoner under sentence o’ death, for a crime
that Ihad never committed—to wit, murdering
our respected friend Mr. McQuarto. The Major
and you did your best to get me oot o’ the con-
demned cell, and got a key conveyed to mein
the heart o’ a prime doo tert. Wi’ this implement
X opened a' the doors o’ the prison, and soon
stood on the public street. Just at this moment
T took sic a cramp in my left leg, that I could na’
progress a single inch! There Istood in help-
less despair till Mr. Allan, the Governor o’ the
Jail, on looking out in his night cap to see what
kind o' & morning it was,discovered my position!
Back was I carried to the cell! Ten tons’ weight
o chains were riveted (0 my ancles, and pie was
strictly prohibited to me as an article o’ diet for
the balance o’ my short lease o’ life!

Docror.—Well, what pext ?

Larrp.—The days sped on, and the night prece-
ding my execution arrived. Till twelve o’clock the
minigter (worthy Dr. Scaud-the-deil!) sat wi’ me,
urging me to confess, but, of course, I wasna gang-
ing to dee wi’ a lee in my mouth! When heleft,
he advised me to try and get some sleep, and
following his counsel, I dropped aff intil a slum-
ber. Oh, hoo sweet were my dreams! I was
sitting below the big hawthorn bush at the west
end o’ Bonuie-Braes Cottage, reading The Gentle
Shepherd! The sangs o’ birds were in my lugs!
The odour o’ new-mown hay, mingled wi’ the
scent 0’ roses and apple ringy, delectified my
smell. And Girzy stovd beside me wi’ a bowlfw’
o glorious, snow-white curds for my solacement
and sustentation !

Docror.—Rural felicity, and no mistake !

Lairp.—A’ on a sudden, a craw, which had
perched in the bush under which I lay, geid a
hoarse cry, and I started up. Alas! I wasna’ at
JBonnie-Braes, but in the gousty prison, and my
cell was ringing wi’ the hideous knocking o' the
carpenters, puttiug the finishing toach to the
scafiold on which I was to die like a dog!

Docror.—Most miserable of agriculturalists!

LaIrD.—At sax o'clock the turnkey let in the
minister, and lang and sair he wrastled wi’ me to
mak a clean breast, but, of course, &' in vain.
Seven o'clock cam, and Mr. Allan sent me
.some toasted bread and coffee, but I couldna’
.swallow a morsel! Half an hour after, the
Sheriff arrived wi’ the hangman, wiaring an auld
“battered cocked hat, and having his face covered
«wi’ crape. O, hoo I shuddercd, mair wi' disgust

than fear, when the wretch took hold o' me and
tied doon my arms wi' a rope! The touch o'
that monster was waur than the idea o' death
itsel!

Docror.—Rather an undesirable valet is Mr,
John Ketch, I must admit !

Lawro.—Eight o'clock chappit, ard the proces-
sion moved or ; and before I could ken whaur I
was, I was standing exposed to the glower o
thousands! It was dreadfu’ to think that each
ane o' thae gaping, cruel, idle faces was fixed
upon me, and eagerly marking every flush o’ my
countcnance, and every shudder that my limbe
exhibited! I noticed, too, scores and hundreds
o' women, young and auld, some o' them wi'
weans in their arms, who had come oot frae their
warm hames that cauld, grey morning, toeeea
fellow-being put to death by inches! Confound
them! The jauds looked like sae mony deils in
petticoats, and their brats like sooking imps!

Docror.—I thoroughly coincide with you in
your estimate of female amateurs in hangings.

Lamrp.—Let me gang on wi' iny tale, Just as
the executioner was. drawing the stiff linen cap
ower my een, wha do you think X saw coming to-
wards the prison? Wha, but Mr. M‘Quarto, the
very man for murdering whom I was aboot to be
launched into eternity, as newspaper writers ex-
press it !

Docror.—The plot waxeth interesting!

Lamrp.—Though our friend was a considerable
way off, I could notice a paper sticking oot o’ his
pouch, and my een, doubtless rendered super-
naturally gleg by the circumstances in which I
was placed, plainly decyphered the endorsement
thereof. It wasto this effect—* Parnox 10 TBE
Lawmp!”

Docror.—How delicious your sensations xaust
have been at that moment !

Lamp.—Delicious! Preserve me frae sic
deliciousness! There was I standing wi' the
rope aboot my thrapple, wi' naething but a thin
board between me and the invisible warld.
Instead o' hurrying on, as ony rcasonable man
would bae done in a matter o' life and death, the
worthy man progressed wi’ a’the deliberation o' s
fiy through a glue pot. X roared to him to mak’
haste, but catch my gentleman putting himsel’
oot o' his snaillike pace. The cap was drawn
doon over my face, but through ahole I could
see, as weel as before. ** Look sharp!” whispered
the sheriff to the hangman—*‘and draw the bols
when I make the signal.” Still the auld sinner
lingered. * Make ready!” again interjected the
sheriff—and lo the tardy pardon bearer became
stationary! He bhad fallen in wi's friend, and
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commenced to indoctrinate him touching the
late discoveries in the speerit warld.  ** Off with
him!" higsed the sheriff-—and the drop fell!

» - » * » » » »*

Docror.—Did you struggle much?

Latrp,—] dinna ken! When I cam’ to mysel’,
there was I lying on the floor, the cords o’ the
bed having given way; and Girsy, and Bauldie
Blain, my hired man, were trying to extricate me
frae the ruins o’ the demolished couch.

Docror.—Why you must huve been almost in
as bad a case as that of

“The auld wife ayont the fire
‘Wha dee’d for lack o’ sneeshin.”

Masor.—Our friend the Laird having recounted
his non-snuffy experiences, let us now call a new
cause. What have you been reading, Doctor,
gince our last sederunt ?

Docror.—Why not much, if the truth must be
told. With the exception of Fredrika Bremer's
new work, “ The Homes of the New World,” I
have mentally masticated nothing.

Major.—~I trust that you found the affair
appetizing ?

Docror.—Tolerably 80, but there was too much
of it. Miss Bremer is inclined «t all times to be
long-winded, and forgets the adage which incal-
cates that a dog may be choked with a plethora
of pudding.

Major.—Pray help us to a few morsels of the
pudding aforesaid.

Docror—With pleasure. I take them just as
they come to hand.

A BRACE OF ESCAPED SLAVES,

“This gentleman bronght to us two lately
escaped slaves, William and Ellen Craft, She
was almost white; her countenance, which was
rather sallow, had the features of the white, and
though not handsome, a very intelligent expres-
sion. They had estaped by means of her being
dressed as a man; he acting as her servant. In
order to avoid the necessity of signing her name
in the travellers’ books, for she could not write,
she carried her right arm in a sling, under the
plea of having injured it. Thus they had suc-
ceeded in teavelling by railway from the South to
the Free States of the North. They appeared to
be sincerely happy. ’

¢ Why did you escape from your masters
T asked ; ‘did they treat you with severity 9

‘¢ No,’ replied she; *they always treated me
well; but I fled from them because they would
not give me my rights as & humian being, I
could never learn anything, neither to read nor.
to write.

. “I remarked in her the desire for learning
peculiar to the white race. .

Masor.—Hold there. I deny that in toto—

, Misa Bremer evidently either ‘knows nothing

whatever of what she is describing, or she wilfully

adopts the absurd fables respecting the colored
classes having no desire for learning. I can
declare from my own observation that the reverse
is the case, and the crowded state of the schools
throughout the West Indies will prove my
agsertions. In one small island alone, where the
colored population wasnot more than thirty-seven
thousaud, there were seven thousand eight hun-
dred and fifty-nine children at school. In this
number too, I do not include the chiidren of the
wealthier colored class, but ouly those who at-
tended the schools which answer to our common
schools here ; however, go on.

¢ How isit,’ said some one in company to the
negro, ‘that the assertions of the anti-slavery
party regarding the treatment of the slaves,
that they are often flogged and severely beaten,
are declared to be false? Travellers come to
the North who have long resided among the
plantations of the South, aud have never seen
anything of the kind.’

¢ William smiled, and said with a keen expres-
sion, ¢ Nor are children whipped in the presence
of strangers ; this is done when they do notsee.’”

CIARLOTTE CCSHMAN,

“Iwas two evenings at the theatre, and saw
Miss Charlotte Cushman—the principal actress
in the United States—in twocharacters, in which
she produced a great effect, both here and in
England, namely, Meg Merrilies and Lady Mac-
beth. Miss Cushman, immediately on my arrival
in New York, had written very kindly to me,
offering to be of any use to me in her power. Here,
in Boston, she placed a box at the theatre at my
service, which was very agreeable to me, as 1
could thus invite my friends to accompany me.
Miss Cushman is a powerful actress; she pos-
8esses great energy, but is deficieut in feminine
grace, and wants more color in her acting,
especially of the softer tone. This has reference
principally to her Meg Merrilies, which is a fear-
ful creation, Miss Cushman has represented in
her merely the witch, merely the horrible in
nature. But even the most horrible nature has
moments and traits of beauty ; it has sun, repose,
dew, and the song of birds. Her Mey Merrilies
i3 & wild rock in t*& sea, around which tempests
are incessantly roaring, aud which unceasingly
contend with clouds aud waves. She was alto
too hard and masculine for Lady Macbeth. It was
merely in the night scene that her acting struck
me.as beautiful, and that deploring cry so full of
anguish which she utters when she cannot wash
the blood from her hands, that—I feel I shall
never forget, It thrilled through my whole
being, and I can still hear it; X'can hearitin
gloomy moments and scenes.

1 like Miss Cushman personally very much.
One sees evidently in her an honest, earnest, and
powerful soul, which regards life and her voca-
tion with a noble earnestness. She has, through
great difficulties, made her own way to the
position which, by universal recognition and with
universal esteem, she now occupies. She belonga
to an old-Puritanic family, and:after her father'’s
migfortane, she supported by her talent, fos
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sotde years, her mother and her younger sister.
She locks almost better in private than on the
stage; the frank blue eye, the strong, clever
forehead, and the honest, sensible expression of
her whole demeanor and conversation make one
like to be with her.”

WHITTIER.

“I had almost forgotten—and that I ought
1ot to do—to tell you of a visit I have had this
evening from the Quaker and poet Whittier, one
of the purest and most gifted of the poetical minds
of the Northern States, glowing for freedom,
truth, and justice, combating for them in his
songs, and against their enemies in the sacial life
of the New World—one of those Puritans who
will not bend to, or endure injustice in any form.
He has a good exterior, in figure is slender and
tall, a beautiful head with refined features, black
eyes full of fire, dark complexion, a fine smile,
and lively, but very nervous manner. Both soul
and spirit have overstrained the nervous chords
and wasted the body. He belongs to those
natures who would advance with firmness and
joy to martyrdom in a good cause, and yet who
are never comfortable in society, and who look
as if they would run out of the door every mo-
ment, He lives with his mother and sister in a
country-iouse, to which I have promised to go.
Ifeel that I should enjoy myself with Whittier,
and could make him feel at ease withme. I
know from my own experience what this nervous
bashfulness, caused by the over-exertion of the
beain, requires, and how persons who suffer
therefrom ought to be met and treated.”

Laiep,—Hech! sirs, but the lassie Bremer
speaks highly of the Quaker poet.
YANKEE FINISHING SCHOOLS.

« These tinishing schools for young girls give
unquestionably a deal of finish, various kinds of
koowledge, demeanor in society, self-possession,
&c. Bat are they calculated to develop that
which is best in woman? X doubtit; and Ihave
heard sensible women in this country, even
among the young, doubt also, or rather deny
that they are. They mey be good as a temporary
neans of leading women into those spheres of
knowledge from which they have hitherto been
excluded. Thus these young ladies are univers-
ally commended for the progress which they
make, and for their skill in mathematical studies,
in algebra, and physics. But it is clear to me
that the pursuit of these scholastic studies must:
involve the neglect of much domestic virtue and:
pleasure. The young girl, in her zeul to prepare
hier lessons, snubs her mother, and looks cross at
her father, if they venture to interrupt her. They
calt forth her ambition at the expense of her
heart. They lay too much stress upon school
Jearaing. The highest object of schools should

be to prepare people to do without them. At

all events, the life of the young girl ought to be
divided between the school and home, 8o that the
school may bave but.a small part of it. The good
home is the true high school.”
SOUTH CAROLINA.
1 see a fecble Southern beauty reposing upon
a‘uxuriant bed of fiowers in a nectarive grove,

surrounded by willing slaves, who at her vod
bring to her tho most precious fruits and orna-
ments in the world. But all her beauty, the
splendor of her eye, the delicate erimson of her
cheek, the pomp which surrounds her couch,
cannot conceal the want of health and vigor, the
worm which devours her vitals, This, weak
luxurious beauty is—South Carolina.”

Larp—Y see & novel at your oxter, Major,
entitled ¢ Clouded Happiness,” and purporting to
be translated from the French of the Countess
D'Orsay. Is it worth onything?

Major.—There i8 no lack of ability in the work,
but its morality is more than questionable. The
authoress muy be a virtuous woman, and boast of
a pure mind, but if so, her novel is & strange
anomaly.

Docror.—How so?

Masor.—~Why in almost every chapter you
stumble upon the most revolting exhibitions of
human depravity, which it is possible to conceive,
and trested in a wondrously off-hand, matter-of-
fact manner. The noble widow (for the Oountess,
you are aware, wears the insignia of bereavement,)
deals with seduction and adultery ascoolly as she
would deal with lace and gimp.

Laiep,—~Wha publishes sic unwholesome
trash ?

Major.—The Harpers.

Lakp.—~1 opined that the Harpers had mair
sénse o' morality and decency than to trade in
wares o’ that description.

Masor.—It would be too much to say that this
novel we are discussing is absolutely indecent.
A Frenchman would deem it, perchance, to bea
fraction overly precise. It presents no warm
colouring, and, in the upshot, vice is punished, and
virtue rewarded, according to the morality of
melo-dramas. What I would mean to infer is
that the unhesitating glibness’ with which widow
D'Orsay refers to the doings of rakes and demi-
reps, makes me suspicious that ezperience has
something to do with the matter. At all events,
Lasird, put not this book into the fair hands of the.
virtuous Girzy. 'With my concurrenceino female
should ever peruse it.

Lamp.—Thanks for your caution Crabtree.

‘Though Girzy kas seen the sunset-o’her forty-

second birth-day, and is garnishéd about the
mou’ wi’ a wheen-biack hairs, there.is nae.need.
putting harm in her road. I mind o' -seeing a.
spinster upon the cutty stool in Carmunnock
wha for fiy years preceding, had born an un-
exceptionable character; but, Doctor, P'm sick
0" 'books—gie's a-sang, or tell us hoo you liket Ole
Bull'sconcert.

‘Docror.—I am sorry to say that I have not had
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time to get a song for this number, and, if even
there had been time, there would not have been
room, for I am sorry to tell you, Laird, that your
facte must be of the-shortest; and Mre. Grundy,
too (Major, ring the bell for Mrs, Grundy), will
be, Iam afraid, not over well pleased at theli-
mited space I can afford her. [Enter Mrs.
Grundy.] 1 rustask you, my dear Madam, to
make your observations for this month as short
as possible. We are already rather late, from an
accident which has happencd to Mr. Taylor's
paper mill, and has thrown us a little behind
hand. We must, therefore, husband both our
space and time. I have, however, reccived tho
chess type, and I have prepared a problem, which
I'will now read. Laird, I will tell you about Ole
Bull by and bye. In the meantime, listen.
[Doctor reads.}

PBOBLEM XNo
BY A CANADIAN.

BLACK.
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WHITE.
White to play and mate in three moves,
CHESS.

Ogsp. 111.—THE OLD WRITERS ON CHESS.

It is said that the first book printed-in Lon.
don was a work on chess, and entitled * William
Caxton of Chesse,” it appeared in folio, with
figures, in the year 1474,

Damiano, a Portuguese, was the first chess
author of any note, the date of his birth is un-
certain, but he died'in 1544. His treatise ‘was
originally written in Spanish and Italian, and
early editions are now ‘very 'scarce. The best
portion of ‘his works are the problems, which, in
point-of simplicity, beauty, and akill, have rarely,
" if ever, 'been surpassed. About thirty ‘years

after this publication, appeared a work by Ruy
Lopez, a Spaniard, Towards the end of the
sixteenth century, chess seems to have been
much studied, if we may judge from the many
excellent players who flourished at that time.
Among the most celebrated may be mentioned
Paoli, Boi, Lionardo, Gianutio, Salvio, and Car-
rera,

In the year 1598, Gianutio published his trea-
tise on chess, at Turin; and the superior work of
Alessandro Salvio made its appearance in 1604.
Sarratt published translations of the above an-
thors, but they are of little value, owing to his
abridgments, An excellent translation of Car-
rera’s work, by W. Lewis, was published in 1822,
Carrera’s recommendation of chess is very quaint
and worth quoting. He says—*“I do not deny
that the time which is spent in playing might be
better spent in holy and praiseworthy works; but
human weakness does not permit us to find ease
in the constant practice of virtue, so we are easily
inclined to pleasures, to vanities, and to vices;
and in order not to be led into them, aud offend
the Creator, we choose to apply ourselves to ex-
ercises of the body and mind. Whence, that
youth who employs himself at chess, tbot;gh he
may bave played all day, will have gained this
much, that hehas not played at dice, and that he
has eschewed idleness, which abounds in gina"?

Contemporary with Carrera was a noble author,
Augustus, Duke of Brunswick, Luneburg, who
published a work under the cognomen of Gusta-
vus Selenus. The next author on our list was a
very brilliant player in his day, Gioachino Greco.
His work aboundsin brilliant and instructive situ-
tions, and the-attacks in some of his games are
conducted in so brilliant a manner, that a careful
study of his works cannot fail to delight the stu-
dent. A small work, called ¢ The noble Game of
Chess,” by Capt. Bertin, was published in 1735.
Stamma, & native of Aleppo, published, in 1738,
a small work, :.composed chiefly of situations and
ends of -games.

In 1760, Ercole del Rio published his work,
under the name of “The Anonymous Modenese.”
This same work was, in the year1768, the ground-
work of Lollis' great work on .chess, which Mr.
Walker pronounces to be the most classical work
on chess extant. Philidor, the greatest player
of-his time, publisheéd his celebrated analyau
of chess in the year 1749. In 1786, a very re-
markable work ‘on chess, by a society of ama-
teurs, who frequented the cafe de Ia Regentce,
was published, under the title of “Traite des
Amateurs.,”" Portions only of this capital work
have'been translated into English.
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In our next we will speak of themore modern
writers who have given to the world works on
this most intercsting game.

CHESS ENIGMA.

No. 15 by Mr. W. Bone.
Wmre—K at K 4th; Qat KB 3rd; RatQ
B 6th; Bat QR 6th; P at K Kt "th,
Brack.—K at his sq.; Q at Q Kt 6th; RatQ
4th; B at KR 3rd.
White compels Black to mate in three moves,

Now, Laird, your facts.

Lamp.—Hoeo much do you want?

Docror.—Read, and I will tell you where to
stop. (Laird Reads.)

FINTS ON THE MANAGEMENT OF SWALL GARDENS,

OxEof the finest features in the country towns
of America is that almost every dwelling has
its garden—small in many cascs it may be,
but still a garden, and capable of yiclding
many of the comforts and pleasures of garden-
ing. The most active improvers of our day,
the men who are really doing most for the
diffusion of a taste for gardening, are the re-
sidents of country towns and villages, with
their acre, half acre, and even quarter acre
lots. Taking this view of the subject, we na-
turally regavd the management of small gar-
dens with much interest ; and therefore pro-
pose, now and hereafter, to offer a few hints,
in order, if possible, to «stablish more correct
views in regard to the principles which should
regulate their formation and treatment.

From pretty extensive observation, we have
come to the conclusion that one of the most
serious and prevalent errors in the manage-
ment of small gardens, i attempting too
much. This grows very naturally out of the
desire that every man feels to gather around
his residence the greatest possible variety of
interesting scenes and objects; in other words,
to make the most of his limited space. In
laying out a garden, the design may be good,
and it may, in the first place, be properly ex-
ecuted ; but no sooner is this done than new
trees or plants are fancied, and prohably a
neighbor’s garden suggests some new walks
or divisions—and thus one little alteration
after another is introduced, until the original
plan is cffaced, and the whale becomesa piece
of patchwork. 'We have scen many charming
little gardens utterly ruined in this way. Now,
the beauty of a small garden, and the ples-
sure it may afford, lies not in a great variety
of embellishments, but in simplicity and high
keeping—few walks and few {rees.

Numerous walks destroy the unity and ex-
tent of 2 small piece of ground, and add very
materially to the cost of keeping ; and asare-
gular gardener is seldom employed in such
places, the walks become neglected and grown
over with grass and weeds, resembling more

a cattle path than anything else. The prin-
ciple, there, should be rigidly adhered to, of
having only such walks as are absolutely in-

.| dispensable, and these to be kept in the best

order. A good, well kept walk is not
only a great beauty but a great comfort,
whereas nothing is so usecless and ill-looking
as a bad or neglected one, In most cases &
single walk, and that a foot walk, six or eight
feet wide in proportion to the exteat of the
ground, will be quite enough.

The position of the entrance gate and the
course of the walk must be determined by the
shape of the grounds and the sitnation of the
front door of the dwelling. If the space be-
tween the house and street be narrow—say
twenty-or thirty feet—and the front door be
in the centre of the building, the most conve-
nient, and probably the best, arrangement is
the common one—having the gatc opposite
the door, and the walk straight. It would be
much better if houses of this kind were so
constructed as to have the main entrance on
one side, so that the ground m front of tlie
principal rooms might be kept in a lawn, em-
bellished with a few appropriate trees. This
would be a more agrecable sight from the
windows than a gravel walk, and persons ap-
proaching the house would not be directly in
front of the windows. When the house stands
back a sufficient distance, even if the front
door be in the centre facing the street,
the «alk should approach it by as easy
curves as possible from one side, leaving the
ground in front unbroken. A curved walk,
bowever, is not unly inconvenient, but obvi-
ously inconsistent, iu a very limited space.

Box, and all other kinds of edgings, to walks
that run through grass plots, are not only out
of place, but add greatly to the expense of
planting and keeping. Such things are only
appropriate in flower gardens, to mark the
outlines of walks and beds. Hedges of privet,
red cedar, or arbor vite, are occasionally
planted along the edges of walks, bnt are en-
tirely superfluous, and havea bad effect, unless
to screen a wagon road to out-bnildings, or to
scparate & front garden or lawn from the
kitchen garden, or such objects as it may be
desirable to conceal. Such hedges have also
a very good effect when placed immediately
behind an open front fence, forming, in that
case, & background to the lawn, when viewed
from the dwelling.

Docror.—That will do. Now, Mrs. Grundy,
will you oblige us, and pray remember to give us
nothing but what it is absolutely necessary that
our fair countrywomen should be informed of.

(3re. Qrundy reads.)

DESCRIPTION OF THE.PLATE.

“Dress of light purple silk: the skirt,
opening in the front on a breadth.of white
lutestring,has the cdges slightly festooned and -
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trimmed with a broad black lace laid on
plain; bows of pink ribbon with floating ends
are placed three on each side the opening.
Jacket body opeiing to the waist, with
double revers of black lace narrowing to a
point in front and furnished by a small bow;
two oihers are placed above this on the
chemisette: the jacket is trimmed round with
lace and ornamented with small bows. The
sleeves reach only to the elbow and have
three rows of black lace, the last row form-
ing a deep ruffle: a how of pink ribbon is
placed in the front of the arm under the se-
cond a fall of lace, and another at the point
of the clbow. Chemisette of plaited cambric
with lace collar and frill.”

LONDON AND PARIS FASHIONS.

I our present number we commence our
series of Winter Fashions, with explanations
of the styles which will be worn the ensuing
season : we give also a further indication of
those which our Artistes des Modes have
been engaged in inventing, and which have
been the most approved of by the Courts and
Aristocracy of London and Paris.

The caraco and jacket bodies ave still worn,
with various modifications of the pagoda
sleeves; some of the aristocracy are giving
their exclusive patronage to the full bishop
sleeve, and the bouillon sleeve, which has
the fulness divided by narrow bands into
several puils; they are exactly in the same
style that we gave last winter in our plates
of costume. IFlounces for morning: dresses
are worn trimmed with fringe or black lace.

Cloaks are trimmed with a profusion of
black lace: others bordersd with moire
antigue or watered silk, with deep fringe on
the capes and collars. The Empress Mantle
js still a great favourite, For the warm win-
ter cloak, the Windsor Cloak can be made in

cloth, recuna or any othér warm material;|

different shades of drab or grey are the most-
fashionable ; this is ofa light drab trimmed
with ruby velvet; the cloak fits close on the
shoulders, and falls in fall folds at the back;
the top is trimmed by three rows of velvet,
in the form of a collar or cape; the fronts
are faced with velvet, vandyked at the edge
Docror.~That will do, my dear Madam. Now,
Laird, I will give you my opinion of the concert
which was very well attended. I wag; as every?
one must be, thoroughly delighted with Ole Bull's
execution, which is everything that the world has
given him credit for. Butl candidly cenfess I
was disappointed with the music which he played;
which was. with only one exception ,entirely his
own. Strakosch is not only a brilliant but a moat
expressive pianist, aud one little piece, in particu-
lar that he played, *“The youth, love, and folly
Polke,” was a most graceful and delightful mor~
ceau, Of the little prodigy, Adelina Patti, I can

@

only say that her execution is most wonderful;
but her voice, a3 you may easily imagine, wants
sostenuto, and I noticed that when she cameto a
high note, she did not, as singers with a more
powerful organ would have done, grapple with it
boldly, but approached it, as it were, by feeling
her way. Sheis, however,a most charming little
girl, and would sing very sweetly in a room
where she was not obliged to strain her voice.
And now for my books for the month, [Doetor
reads.)

The Tell tale, or Home Secrets, to!d by old
travellers, by H. Trusta, author of *“Sunny Sids,”
Prillips, Sampson, & Co., Bostor, 1853." Tenth
thousand.

The last leaf from Sunny Side, by H. Trusta,
author of * Peep at Number Five)” d&ec. Tenth
thousand., Boston ; Phillips, Sampson, & Co.,
1853, :

Pe?‘ at Number five, by H. Trusta. Thirty-
| first thousand, Phillips, Sampson, & Co., Bos
ton, 1853.

Father Bright Hopes, or, an 0ld Clergyman’s
Vacation, by Paul Creyton. Fourth thousand.
Phillips, Sampson, & Co., 1853.

Hearts and Faces, or Home life unyeiled, by
Paul Creyton ; Phillips, Sampson, & Co., Boston,
1853.

The five little volumes arranged in the above
list, are books of peculiar interest and have re-
ceived an unprecedentedly rapid sale in the Uni-
ted States. They are grouped togetherinthe or-
der noticed above, because they are uniform in
style, structure, letter press, and binding, and
are entitled to a high place in our juvenile Liter-
ature.

H. Trusta, has become almost as renowned as
Mrs. Beecher Stowe, *“Sunny Side,” is quite
the rage at this moment in Great Britain as well
as in America, and one edition is hunting another
through the press with railroad speed.

We would therefore commend the perusal of
these interesting little volumes toevery one who
has any taste for the wutile and dulce.

Thé Shady Side, or Life in a Country Par-
soncge, by a Pastor's wife. Thirty-second thou-

san
Boston, Jokn J. Jewett & Co., 1853.

T. MACLEAR.
Sometime ago a work appeared by H. Trusta,
Learing the title of Sunny Side. The scop» and
tenor of which were appropriately indicated by
the title adopted for the strange but truly inter-
esting work. ‘The pastorand the pastor's houge-
hold were well and graphically sketched ; but afe
ter all the book only gave one side of the picture,
and the other side was wanted. In the volume
before us we have the admirable offset to the
former., Here we have a most graphic pictare
‘of the gloomy side, or life in a country parson’s
house, all that he is to be, to do, and to suffer,
are sketched to the very life. The work is ob-
taining & very deserved and most extensive cir-
culation in the old couutry. Nor are we aware
that any work on thissubject has ever gone forth

from the American press, so deserving of univer
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sal circulation. The book ought to be read in|

every parish of this country that people may see
the TrutH, and be ashamed of it, and it ought to
be read in every manse in the mother country
that the beauties of the ministerial life in Ameri-
ca muy be corrently understood in the Tmperial
dominions.

Similitudes from the Occan and Prairie, by
Tucy Lacram, Boston ; Jokn P. Jewett & Co.,
1853. T. Maclear. i

This is one of the most engaging little things
we have ever read.  In travelling from Boston to
Springfield, at four hours run, we managed to run
through the subjects chosen as the basis of moral
reflection and found in the vastamplitude of cre-
ation. The sketches are admirably drawn—the
powers of description which this little book dis-
covers are worthy the genius of a Byron, and
might be most profitably brought to bear on sub-
jects involving a more elaborate treatise. The
use and application of these metaphors, as illus.
trating great moral principles and leading the
wmind to serions reflection, shews the tone of the
author’s own mind and renders the book at once
pleasing and profitable.

“Omne tulit punctum, qui miscuit ulile dulei”

Memoir of the Life and Labours of the Res.
Adomiram Judson, D.D., by Frances Weyland,

‘ly )
Wi
’,'/ Y/ 3

iy

Fagozrick.—* Geod

President of the Brown University—2 volumes.
Buston ; Phillips, Sampson, & Co., 1853,

There i3 no species of Christian Literature so
well calculated to promote the good of the mas-
8es, as the biography of the pious and the good.
Nor is there any argument in the whole compass
of Christian evidence so convincing as the argu-
ment derived from the cxperience, and the Jife
and the labours of the man who from the pure
love of the truth devotes his entire time and tal-
ent to its propagation. There are few evenin
the humbler ranksof a Christian life whose expe-
rience would be uaworthy of publicity, for the
benefit of others, but such men as Dr. Judson are
set forth by Providence as great models for our
imitation. In them the work of grace has been
very signal, and we ought to copy their excel-
lencies and seek for their spirit. This eminent
and honored divine was a missionary in Burmah
and after many faithful services rendered to the
cause of Christianity, amid privation, imprison-
ment, and peril, died in peace. His life is pour-
trayed in these pages with a master band, and
“He being dead yet speaketh.”

(¥rs. Grundy interrupting the Doctor.)

Mgzs. GroNDY.—Stop, my good Sir, I forgot to
give you the last fashion for wearing the hair;
hereit is:—
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Angelica, you doa't mean o

£o out with your hair in that style ¥
Axgruica—" Indeed, Sir, T do. Its extremely classical,

and taken o thie * Toniel” ?



