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CANADIAN BRIGANDS.

A TUHRILLING NARRATIVE
Of the exploits of the
NOTORIOUS GANG OF ROBBERS
Who infested
Q U EB E C
In 1834 and 1835.

Translated for the Satunrpay READER from a
Frencl: pamphlet published i 1237,

CAMBRAY AND HIS ACCOMPLICES.

“\What do you desite, gentlemen ?” said Cam-
bray, in affected unconcern, rising from the sofa
and crossing bis arms arroguntly uver lus chiest.

“In the name of the King, you are wy prison-
er,” said one of the mag.strates, plucing his hand
upon Cawbray’s shoulder aund signalizing the
others to seize him.

“ What do you mean? Why am I arrested 2"

* Why, Cambray, you are accused of murder,
Do you remembe- Sivrac?  You are accused of
sacrilege. Were you never in the Congrega-
tional Chapel? Have you not stolen silver in
your possession?  Is the nnme of Cecelia O'Con-
nor upknown to you? These are the grounds
upon which you are arrested.

Cambray, always cool and collected, cast his
cyes oo the warrant for his arrest, and while it
was being read, he becamo paler and palerat
every word ; mnevcrtheless he maintained his
composure throughout the eatire proccedings,
Jooking stedfustly in the face of the magistrate.

“ Sivrac was my friend,” said he at length,
with an cvident cffort to restrain himself; but
suddenly losing all patience, he stamped upon
the floor, exclaiming, * but what is the usc of all
this? ig it thus you speak to a free and innocent
man”  When you bring me before justice, I will
lnugh at yov ‘ccusations.”

Daring the arst part of thisspeech his face be-
came livid and his eyes fairly flashed with fury,
but he soon masked himself with innocence and
confidence; an expression of mockery gleamed
in his eyes and curled upon his lips ; one would
haresaid that he already bad o forctaste or the
joy of sceing his coemics confuted in their as-
sertions. .

On the appearance ¢ the magistrates, his wife
had retired into another apartment, but ber in-
terest in the ordeal to which her husband was
submitting, wes too great notto listen to it all,

“#Welt thes, come,” said Cambray, ¢ Come,
come! Ict us sce whether or not Iam the mur-
derer of Sivrac. Come!” andas Lie was prepar-
ing to depart, his wife barst shricking into the
room and threw herself towards him. Pale, trem-
bling, hier hair falling looscly over her shoulders,
it was with difficulty sbe could respire, Mute
with terror at the thoughts of his sufferings, and
auticipating his despair, with imploring eyes she
tarned to those surroundjog him; thrice did she
try to find words to give utterance to her feei-
ings, but agony had deprived her of hier voice.
At last o shrick burst from her peat up heart—
bat siich a shriek—it was scarcely human, o
wild was it, 50 touchiug, and so fall of anguish.

“Ab, what do I see? What do ¥ hiear? What
are you going to do with him ?” cried she.

For o momeant there was & decp silenco. Cam-
bray alonc had sufficicat energy to bear it.
Ho raised her with affected solemnity, and said,
“My wife, .rouse yoarsclf, bs coursgéous, and
show yoursslf worthy’ of your hosband; xemem-
ber you are the partaer of ono who never qusil-
¢d in the presenco of man; remember that and

fear nothing.  You snow me well ; now listen.
Iam accused of & creme, & most dreadful crime—
that of murder—but an accusaticn is no proof of
guilt.”

These terrible words sounded like o death
knell in the ears of his distracted wife, who fell
back into the arms of & neighbour who had en-
tered the hiouse attracted by the neise. Cam-
bray alone appearcd unaffected by the mouraful
sight, and marchbed bravely to the prison, sur-
rounded by the maagistrates, and exposed to the
jeers of the pnssers by, or the observations of
those who hung out of the windows of their
houses attracted by the unusual spectacle.

That evening Cambray was confronted with
his accusers, and thrown into'the lock-up. Short-
Iy afterwards Waterworth, his associate, deliv-
ered bimself irto the hands of the authorities, re-
solved to share his tiate whatever it might be.

Solong as Cawmbray hoped to impose upon
the public, by assuming an apparent indiffercnce,
so long did Le appear quict and submissive ; but
no sooner did he discover that the veil had been
torn aside from his iniquitous carcer—no sooner
did he learn the damning array of evidence
against bim, than he gave way to the wildest
transports of rage,

During the first part of his confinement he was
morose, at times ferocious >nd bratal in his
bearing, so muchso that even the witnesses who
wwere to depose against liim trewbled in hissight.
Not that he was afraid of death, nor ashamed of
the infamous life he had been leading. No;
what troubled him was, that he had been short
in his bey day of success,

Cambray and Waterworth, beforo * this re-
verse of fortune,” as they were pleased to term
it, were people of great distinction among their
fricnds, ahd were gencrally respected by atl who
knew them. The following 13 an account by
Waterworth, who resided the greater part of the
year in town, of the manner in which affairs were
conducted 1n Cambray's house for some time be-
fore his arrest.

It is astonishing, said he, to what an extent
bypocrisy and position operate on the minds of
the most worthy of our citizens, and it is re-
markable that the first breath of suspicion comes
gencerally from & quarter where it is least looked
for; it scerus as if vice clashes with vice for the
sole purpose of protecting society from universat
corruption. Oaly a few days before our arrest,
Cambray's houso was the resort of people of the
bighest respectability. It 1ill doubtless seem
strange to you that onc of his most intimate
acquaintances was a person of most exemplary
manaers and conduct, one morcover who's posi-
tion nlone was & guarantee of respectability.
This person could nover have known the real
character of his friend; indeed from positive
knowledge I can affirm, that ho regarded Cam-
bray as » model of honesty and truthfulness;
alas like many others he was only a dupe; under
the genial smilo of friendship lay a depth of
villany, he would bave recoiled from with hor-
ror.

The religious disposition of Cambray's wife
did much towards bringing this class to the
house, and it must be added that the cordial
manners of her husband ¢id much towards in-
ducing them to repeat their visits, He did not
however partaks of shio roligious feelings of bLis
spouse, for bo possessed none, but he believed
that the fricndship and good opinion of his
ucighbours was likely to bo aseful to him; con-
sequeatly ho aped the virtue others applauded.

I do not wish to insinaate that Cambray did
not believe in tho existence of a 'God; far from
this, his comduct proves the contracy, for in
our ianiqnitous conspiracies ho never failed to
invoke tho sid of tho devil, and thoso who
believe in an evil spirit, necessarily acknowledgo

a good one. The miserable wretch whose life
has been dedicated to Satan, and who finds his
death bed o geence of utter despair, proves the
existence of one who has filled the heart of man
with repeatance and sorrow,

As I have already stated, we were enjoying
the height of prosperity at the time of our arrest:
fortune, fame and security scemed to wait atour
doore, but the day of retribution had come,
suspicion had fallen upon us, and in & moment
all our bright hopes of the future had perished.
No sconer were we taken up, than the most
horrible of crimes, real or imagininary, were
placed to our account, and the town accepting
every detail as truthful, re-echoed with wrath
and mdignation ; thousands priding themselves
upon their perspicuity or upon their pretended
discoveries circulated the most ridiculous stories
concerning our sceret doings in all of which we
were represented as the most atrocious mon-
sters under Heaven,  The guilty too loaded us
with their own misdecds, thus hoping to escape
the vengeance that belonged to them.

This unfortanate picce of business suddenly
opened our cyes to the enormitics of our crime ;
nevertheless we did not despair of escaping
the rigor of the law, and of re-entering society
once more, trusting ihat our full purses would
make amends for our lost characters.

CHAPTER XIIL.

First Night in the ¢ Lock-up'"—Reproaches—Criminal
Reflections,

So far we have seen vieo triumphant, march-
ing with head erect, and in full defiance of jus-
tice. Icre our subject changes colour a little,
thoughts of the past arise, and fears for the
future. Let us follow our characters in their
defeat, listea to the clanking of theit chains, and
the imprecatious of their fate.

We have unfolded the rovolting details of their
nmacrous crimes; let us now unfold the conse-
quences thercof, and witness the tribulation of
their subsequeat life. We have traced them
from their first offence to the depth of their vil-
laioy; let us now judge of their humiliation and
punishment ; for who can paint repentance and
remorse ?

On the evening of their arrest, Cambray and
Waterworth were chained up in the same place.
Behold them, onc opposite the other, fastened
by massive chains to the thick walls of the cell,
wet with moisture and covered with cobwebs ;
a lamp hangs between them, and its pale and
sickly light seems to regard them wath a restless
and defiant glare.

Their forms are languid now and relaxed, and
the pervading silence, interrupted by the sighs
of one and the mutterings of the other, manifests
more strongly than could word or gesture the
nature of their thoughts. Had any one looked
into this dungeon through the only aperturc
that ndw’"tted daylight—had scen their flaming
eyes amid the gloom~-they would have belicved
them to have been two ferocious brutes crouched
in their respective coraers, each trembling in the
fear of being gssailed by his adversary.

#See,” said Waterworth, raisiug his chains,
which sounded with a deep clank ju this sub-
tecrancous abode.  * Sce,” said he, breaking at
last the oppressive silence of Whe place, “ what I
owe youn, Cambray ; see what you have brought
me t0.”

“Ah' you open youreyes at last ; Tl bot you
are sotry for what you have done,” replied Cam-
bray, with 4 mocking laugh,as he gathered him-
self into a silling posture.

¢ Heaveng ! what will my father say when ho
hearsof this?  What will he think 2 What wilt
he'do? O thatXhdd neverscen you! Cambray,
it was yoi who cati¢ed mo to commit the ncts I
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bevo donc—you who deceived mo—youalone are
responsible.”

“What would you say, you miserable cow.
ard 7" cried Cambray, throwing himself towards
Waterworth as far as bis chains would allow.
“ Would you reproach me? Hold your tongee,
or I'll strangle you with my chains; hold your
tongue, or I'! bLury you in curses; hold your
tongue, or I'll call hell to my aid. What! does
it follow that because you were more timid than
1, that you were less guilty?  And you wish to
desert me, do you? You wish to be my ac-
cuser. [3 treason already on your lips! Re-
member, 1 will not remain in claius forever.
Choose, then, between sccresy or death.”

¢ Cambray,” said Waterworth, quickly, ¥ you
are unjust. I will not flinch, even in the pre-
sence of death itself, if by it I can save you.
You know the truth of what I say—you know
that 1 could gwear to it; but would it not have
been Letter, had there been no necessity for this ?
Ah, my friend, I have followed you in a career
of crune; and if fate wills it, I shall die with
you.”

“ Bali—die—Dbah! That may do for fools.
What have we to fear?  Has not luck protected
us so far through what you have the weakness
to call ¢a career of crime, but what I would
call the road to fortune, fame, and honour, It
is true our star is somewhat cclipsed, and that
we are rather unlucky for the time. It is cer-
tainly bad enough to be under suspicion; but
let us stand up like men, and battle bravely,
and we'll roon rid ourselves of the trouble.

© The blow that levelled us came from
Broughton; it was your family that betrayed
us, had you taken my advice, you would have
dispatched them long ago. Little, indeed, were
you adapted for the part assigned you,

t Listen while I am able to tell you the ob-
ject of my intentions, for I have nover unfolded
all.  The veil is torn asunder; now we are
alune, and can speak freely, for the walls of our
prison arc discreet, and I have o reason to hide
my thoughts from you. Laisten, then, and learn
to know me. I have felt what it is to be poor,
Waterworth; I have even been on the verge of
starvation , I have experienced tbe pride and dis-
dain of the ricli ; and I sad to myself, roputation,
happiness and fame are only the results of wealth,
1 said this; and since then, Surrounded by my
fellows in miscry, and with bat a very limited
circle of acquaintances, I bave never felt the
sting of poverty. Why? Because, since then,
the world at large has been my treasury from
theentire humanrace. Ihave drawn my profits.
Had I submitted to their laws, I wight have
died from bunger; but, as their eaer~v. I have
triumphed over everything. Live and cu;.;
yourself is the only law I know; it matters not
at whose expense. True itis that you now be-
hold me stopped for the time iu the glorious
career I have pursued, enclosed between these
four walls, and accused of crimes that’may lead
me perhaps to the scaffold. You weep—you
tremble at the thought. Well, for my part, 1
laugh at it. Yve plenty of courage yet; and
what is better, plenty of gold—gold, Water-
worth. I can buy up my jailors, break my
chains, and escape. 1 can have the best of
counsel, and the most powerful pleaders, so that
1 may safely look forward to the day of libera-
tion, when I may again commence with new
houpes and strengthened vigour.”

* Do tbey know everything?” interrupted
Waterworth, ¢ have they discovered all ¥

“No; I think not. 1 have qucstioned tbem
thoroughly, and I believe I bave arrived at the
nature of their evidecuce—mere triflcs—dreams
based in 8 great messure upon their imagina-

tions. Tle affsirs of Parke and Sivrac; that's
all.”
“8irrac!  What, that feightful maurder!

Hceavens ! you were not there 77
¢ Ob, indeed, I was not there—~was I not?
True, true—an alibi, an alibi. Devil grant it,
am saved. You can prove an alibi, can't you ?”
“’I, do not kaow, I—1I was nos always with
ou.
“ What! traitor!—do you hesitate! Aro you
too scrupulous to save the life of a friend—the
friend who has fed and clothed you—who

opened to you all the cnjoymentsof life st a
time when you wanted cven its necessities.
Well way you cast down your head. Hear me,
Waterworth, Choose between my hate and
my gold., Will you swear it or not ?”

[ will awear anything, cverything, Cam<
bray. I foel like a child in your hands. There
is something about you—what, I know not—

tuat holds me fuster than even the demon spirits-

that have besieged my soul. I have henrd that
thore are certain wild animals that charmi their
prey i the power you have over e is stronger
stitl,  You ure so determined, DBut let us not
speak of what hias passed ; these walle may hide
spies, for aught we know. I do not like to
think of suclyscenes of horror immediately be-
fore sleep; my dreaws frighten me,  Heavens!
what a night we have passed! What has fute
in hand for us? Tell me not that man is master
of his own nctione; what bas brought mo to this
condition, if not fute? Fato chains us to her,
chariot wheels, aod all are crushed in turn.
From birth I must have been singled out for
crime and eternal damnation.”

¢ Such is your story,” said Cambray, “and
here is my moral : It is absolute folly to commit
crime, and then throw tho blume oo another or
on Fate; our fute remains with ourselves. Had
I wished I need never bave been better than &
mere nincompoop ; but what others respected, 1
defied—rwhat others worshipped, I have trampled
under foot—and yot I bave lived upon their
gaing. Such are my principles—such my de-
sires. 1 could have aeted differently, but I did
not choose to.”

¢ Is there anything more doleful, more me-
lancholy, than the call of the sentinel every
quarter of an hour said Waterworth; ¢ how
can I gleep with the voice of the persecutor ring-
ing in my ears 77

« It is unpleasant,” said Cambray; ““but let's
have a little music, to drive away melancholy,”
and be began to sing and shake bis chains with
such violence, that tho jailor, who was going
his rounds for the last time that night, rushed
to their coll, crying out. Ho,there,” and threat-
ening to separate them—to put each in a dif-
ferent and dark cell—if they did not stop their
noise.

By the time all within this abode of crime
had relapsed into silence, two new arrivals made
their appearance ; they stretched themselves on
the cold and wet stone fioor, and in a short time
all were fast asleep.

Next day Camhray’s wife peid him a visit.
He spoke to her through the massive grated
door of his prison. She was very pale, and
greatly changed in appearance since he had
seen Ler—completely crushed with grief, and
resigoned to tho Divine will,

At the time of her husband’s arrest she had
fainted, and her recovery was looked upon as
uncertain; but her habitual suffering, hope,
and above all, the astonishing elasticity of char-
acter with which she was endowed, finally re-
established the calmpess of her mind,

In this interview tho borror of his situation
recalled the fearful thoughts of the past. No
longer able to control herself, chie burst into
tears, sobbing violently.

Providence, injuniting this young, mild and
virtuous woman with & miscrable baadit, ac-
corded her the privilege of saccumbing to her
sufferings—of resigning a poisoned existence,

She died several months after the imprison-
ment of her busband.

{7o de continuced.)

Bamzy's Macmse ror Torring Berrs.—This
machine is wound up by & man on Satuorday
evening, and on Sanday morning, twenty
minutes before the service commences, he pulls
a bell-pull, when tho machine begins tolling,
and docs not cease till service time. The ssmeo
operation is gone through at every service, and
with o like result. The pull is placed at the
bottom of the tower, while the machine ia get
under the bell required to be tolled. It can be
regoluted at variousspeeds. In the churches in
which it .hag been introduced, it bas given great
satisfaction.

TIIE LION IN THE PATH

(From the Publitker's advance sheels.)
Continued from page 98. -

———

So saying, shie went on tiptoe to the dark ar:h,
that adwitted to the little dungeon that opened
out of thi¢ larger one, and looked in.

As she stood thero listening, she beckoned to
tho warder to come to her. Ho came, and so
near to her, that he was able to look in and see
the recumbent aud sleeping carl. And she
whispered—

¢ Dear Mr. Wharder, be as silent ag you can
while I am goue with my friend to the gate, for
my lord has hiad no sleep for a long time till I
persuaded him to lic down but now; and lo, e
slept, and, I think, still steeps peacefully.”

The warder bowed ; and then she said, in that
same low tone as before—

# We will foflow you.”

At the end of the corridor they came upon the
first scotinel; but ke, recognising both Lady
Langton and tbe lady in black that iind so
recently gone into the dungeon, allowed them
to pass with only the cessation of his walk, in
order to give them o good stare, Then, as they
descended the steps, hie resumed his walk, and
they knew they were safe from him.

The warder who generally brought the visitors
to Lady Lavgton and conducted them away,
was accustomed to leave them at the foot of
this flight of steps, partly because Lady Lang-
ton almdst always accompanied her visitors thus
far, and also because the visitors had no difficulty
then in recollecting the route,

On this occasion he did not leave them, but
moved steadily on before them, as if intending
to go with them right to tho exterior gate.

Hermia became alarmed, and whispered her
fears to her husband,

« Do you think he has any suspicion

«No. But he knows you so well, whercas tho
sentinels do not.”

«That is bad. But, on the other hand, his
very presence with us will perbaps prevent the
sentinels from taking ecven ordinary precau-
tions.”

¢ Yes, Bat hush! He is stoppingt?

They were now close to the guard-room, and
the loud buzz of voices mingled with the clang
of metal, and the grounding of heavy firearms
on the stono pavement.

“Now for danger onel” whispered Hermia,
and received in reply a fervent pressure from the
hand she bad continued to bold all the way
from the dangeon. -

As the two ladies entered the guard-room, a
non-commissioned officer saw them, and called
out in stern voice—

# Silence! Thbe lagics!”

4 Pray, sir,” said Lady Langton to this man,
who she instantly singled out as dangerous,
“can you give mo news of my maid ¥

« No, my lady, I cannot. Who is this other
lady, I beg to ask 7

¢ Mrs. Gascoigne, my friend.”

% She scems to fecl more for berself than for
your ladyship,” said tho man, bluntly,.as he
came nearer.

$ Yes, because she has been telling me every
day to hope and hope; and now, at the last
moment, wheao she i3 again gomg to the king,
she begins to fear she bas misled me.”

A burst of grief from the lady bherself con-
firmed this theory. Alrs. Gascoigne was obliged
unasked, to tbrow aside her veil and- lift tho
hood from off her head-dress, to obtain relicf,
and this cnabled the pon-commissioned officer
to get a sort of glimpse that told him nothing,
but made bim fancy had told bim all, while Mrs.
Qascoigae used her handkerchief freely, and
scemed to sink into tho earth with the burden of
ber sorrow.

They saw bim movealittle aside to ellow them
to pass, and hastened to take: advantage of this
fresh relicf, and burry o, © :

Suddenly tbo blood seemed to congesl in Lady
Laagton's icart, and ber brain 10 feel2ssmitten
with paralysis, when sho heard o volcespszking
ag with the yico of doom~~ X
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« 1 must beg you ladics to stay here o few
minutes, while 1 sntisfy myself as toLord Lang.
ton's safoty.”

¢ No need for that)” said the warder; ] took
care of that befure 1 brought the ladics awny
from him.”

« AN right! Pass ¥’ said the petty officer, in
a voice that implied perfect satisfuction, and
showing, therefore, his caution had been essen-
tlly one of & merely mechanieal kind, and not
suggested by specinl doubts,

Oh, the secret pressure of those two handsone
on another, a3 again the two weeping women
woved ou !

The second senfinel was wet, faced, and
jussed in safety ; the warder, whom Lady Lang-
ton now looked on as their best friend, still
heeping with them,

“Yonder is the man I dread!” whispered
iermia, when they reachied an arcliwvay which
opened to what way be called tho outerntost
arcle of the Tower defences, and where they
could already sce in advance the last gateway—
tlie one that, once passed, he would be free!

“STAND1” Suclh was the harsh summons
from the man she so much dreaded. Lady Lang-
tun hardfy knew which was the worst—the stern
word, or the ill-omened look with which the man
greeted her and her companion,

s My friend—DMrs Gascoigne,” timidly said
Lady Langton. ¢ The warder——" llecre she
looked sound for him, but he had gone, not
caring, perhaps, to exchange nmcnitics with this
man, who wag notorious for his evil temper.

t Let Mrs. Gascoigne show her face I* he said.
1 bad a good look at the lady when she came
! ’

« So Seager said,” whispered Iady Langton,
m anguished tones,

w Make him come to me ™ was the quick reply
uttercd under the breath, :

« My friend is too much overwhelmed with
geief, Mr. Scntinel, to understand your forms,
but if you will Kindly 1ift up hier veil and satisfy
vourselfe——"

No sooner suggested than done. The sentinel
approached, shouldering bis muske., and touched
the weeping and abstracted Iady.

A fatal touch for him !
caught by tho throat by two strong, muscular,
wiry hands; and before he had a chance of call-
wmg forth his owan superior strength, he was
Wack in the face, his tongue protruding, and
then, a few seconds more, and the tragedy was
seemingly constmmated,

Lord Langton loosed his hold, and the beavy
furm dropped to the ground, just as if it were
composed but of 8o much clay.

 Steady, Hermin—steady ! and we are safe.
No one hoggeen! Quick!”

They reached the exterior gate; there was an
inexplicable pause in the opening of"it, but it
was opened at last, and Hermia cried—

#Quick! To the king! To the king, my
dear Mrs, Gascoigne. Conjure him to give me
an audience to-morrow !”

Then, as sbe saw Christina's coach rapidly
alvancing to mect the fugitive, she turned aud
strove to calm berself, under the intense agita-
twn of snccess, by speaking to the sentinel,
when, lo! from the second gateway beyond there
came a bright flash before her eyes—an explosion,
a cloud of smoke—through which, as it cleared
away, she saw tiwe injured gentinel rising, as it
were, from the grave to confrnt her, and she
dropped, fainting and senseless to the ground.

CHAPTER CXIIl.—A STRANGE TOILET,

After the first rapturous welcome of her brother
by Christina, she gave the signal to her driver,
who in<lantly drove off at a great pace towards
~0e of the most obsoure routes within sight, and
was soon quite beyond the rangoe of eyes looking
out from the Tower and it8 vicinity. Then she
said, hurriedly— } ..

# Quick, Stephen ), off with your feminiae garb.
Do not mind me. Sce, this i3 Paul’s suit—the
gentleman in violets suit. Ishall look outat
this window 10 watch=-pray be quick I

Lord Langton did not nced a sccond invitation
to resumo & man’s garh. Id a wonderfully short
time ke touched Obristind’s arts, and sbe tarned

In an instant e was,

and gaw another * gentlenan in violet,” looking
like a decayed man of family,

“ What shall we do with this frippery ?” he
nsked, kicking the loose lheap away from Lis
feet.

“ Here is a string, and there is o heavy stone
under the seat.  'We shall cross the bridge pre-
sently, and can drop it in.”

* 4 Iixcellent I” he responded : and he soon had
the bundle ready.

“ Keep back, Stephen,” whispered Christina,
¢ So many people here will see us, and some
may know you. Now, then ; on your side there’s
nobody looking, uud tlere’s & place where you
can pass between the houses. Don't lose a
moment ”

Lord Langton quietly stepped out with his
bundle, and aided by the growing darkness of
the evenng, dropped it over the parapet into
decp water, between the sterlings, noticing, at
the same time, that he was close to the mercer’s
own place,

In returning to the carringe, he passed a man
whose eyes struck him as particularly vivid and
keen, and for the moment he could notbut fancy
they had exhibited a sudden intelligence as they
lighted upon his fuce,

The mao saud nothing, made no hostile or sus-
picious wovement, aud seemed to be merely walk-
:ng about to look at the shops and the pictur-
esque buildings of the crazy Lridge.

% All well, Christina 1" he said, as he got into
the carriage, and was once more rapidly driven
off,

It so happeaed that, shortly after, the carcinge
had to pass, at the other end of the bridge, a
place that would have been very dark but for a
powerful light issuivg from theside of the road-
way, where some repairs were going on, and
more than a dozen torches were flaring away, to
enable the workmen to see what they v-ere
about. .

“ Dou't look that way ! anxiously cried Chris-
tina.

Lord Langton turned bis face to the darkaess
scen through the other window of the carriage,
and there saw a somcthing that wonderfully in-
ltcx‘cstcd him, and for the moment, disturbed
him.

In some agitation he whispered to his sister—

¢ Qhrisuing, make the driver turn instantly,
Remember, we bave passed the bridge so as to
show we were only going to the end, after a visit
to the mercer's, in order to evade the difficulty
of turning in the middle of the crowded bridge
—remember that”

TFull of wonder, Christing still did not for an
instant hesitate. Putting her head out of the
window on her side, she called to the coach-
nan—

“ That will do. Now tura.”

¢ Louder, Christinal Somebody clse is listen-
ing that you know not of,” said Lord Langton.

* Driver, turn row 4. Don't you understand ?
I only want to turn easily round.”

¢ Excellent, Christina! Now listen. Isawa
man watcking by the mercer’s house, as if to
pick up anything likely to affect Sir Richard or
his friends politically. T noticed his keen eye,
aod thought he noticed me, Then I dismissed
it. But just now, when you made me turn from
the light, I saw the whole shadow of the coach
projected on the wall of the opposite building,
aod there was a misn hanging on underneath.
I'lIl swear iv's the same man; and if so, the cvent
is critical. He will yet prevent my escape.”

 What i3 to be done 7 Are we to fail even at
this seemingly hopeful bour 7" murmured Cbris-
ting. * Tetl us what can we do, Stephen ?

T will tell you, my sister. I am going to
submit you to a new ordeal. Had my dear,
dovoted, noble wife consulted me in advance, 1
would never have consented thus to ¢scape, and

50 leave Sir Rickard—your truc parent in love’

—to incur jucreased danger.”

“ Dauger, Stephen! Why, that unhappy gitl,
Maria, with her.dying breath exonerated him1”?

“ Ay, but they want a victim jand if they fail
of me, ho Wil assareédly die—and on this ground -
that ho did shelter ine, even after he knew of my
erraud. That was tho-deadly idjury I did him.
Shall I now leave himto take all the conseguen-
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¢es ", , the protector of my own sweet sister
—the true and brave man who bas resisted alt
the blandishments of the officials, even at the
scaffold's risk ?”

%Stephen | Stephen 1 exclaimed Christing, in
anguished tones, nud wringing her hands in utter
spandonment,

 But heed me, Christina. At the very time [
consented to escape, I formed the resolution to
do what [ am now doubly resolved upon, I deter-
mined, when once free, I would go dircet to the
king, and give myself up to him a3 the price of
tho safety of Sir Richard

# And would thiey not then sacrifice you?"

« I cannot tell, I funcy not—I hope not. But
1 must risk all. Nay, turn not from me, Do not
weep, my own darling sister. Ask your heart—
asgk your conscience, i it not the right thing to
do? You told the mercer to b ar his fate, when
it seemed fixed, rather than become infumous.
Come, now, he my confort, too.”

“ You ure right, Stephen. Bat give me
time for sccond thought, or I shall fail you.”

« Nobly said! It is now my turn to speak to
the driver.”

He put his head out of the window, and catled
out in loud, clear, penetrating tones—

« We slall be too late at the palace if you do
not drive faster. Push on ! Then he whispered
to Christina, ¢ Qur friend in the rear wally if [
mistake notleave us as soon as hic is satisfied we
are going to the palace.”

“ Why I wonderingly asked Christina.

“ To go and inform his principal of this new
and startling incident in the movements of the
escaped Lord Lauvgton, for 1 belicve he knows
me.”

True enongh, just before reacbing St James's,
where the king now was, Lord Langton saw the
spy stealing away-——saw Lim almost instantly
mect another, his superior. That superior was
the Chicf of the Secret Service, who, on his part,
hurried away to give the amazing news to the
Duke of Bridgemiaster, his patron,

#« Shall you be able to obtain admuttance ?”
asked Christina.

# 1 think so.”

% What! In your own name ?”

« Wail, dearest, wait, and you will see.”

The coach now stapped 1n the quadeangle of
the palace, and liveny serrants came out to gee
who were the visitors, aud what they waanted.

« Tell theking that the gentleman in black, to
whom he once promised to give an immediate
audience, no matter at what time it should be
asked, now demands, as a loyal subject, the ful-
filment of His Majesty’s promise.”

The two servants who received this message
starcd at the speaker, noticed his shabby violet
coat, then stared at each other, and seemed inclin-
ed to laugh at the message, or to neglect it.

« Fellows!” sald Lord Langton, sternly, * do
you know this "

He held out to them a riag, sparkling ia the
torch-light with dinmonds, and though they did
not, of conrse, recognise it as tho king’s, they
did not doubt that that was what the speaker
meant, and that they had better be careful.

With greatrespect they bowed, and wenteway
to deliver the strango message.

Two winutes had pagsed, ana the servaats had
not returned. Lord Langton and bis sister both
fancied they saw signs of moveweat, changes of
lights, and so on, at the different windows of the
palace, but ¢hey could only wait ansiously in
silence.

Otber two minutes liave gone, and still they
remain unnoticed. Lord Langton begins almost
to repent that one fecting bio had had of faith in
the king’s ultimate gencrosity, when he noted,
these seeming proofs that tho king wi!l not even
keep bis plighted faith,

Presently figares hurry past them. The Chief
of the Sceret Servico is the first. He is followed
a minute or{wo later by the Dake of Bridgemin-
ster, who tarcfully avoids even o glance at the
carriago.

The fresh clapg of arms, and fresh movements
‘of armed -men; next striko the ecar, and shake:

-Obtistina'g fast ebbing. conrage and ﬁii,th, '

78 it to5 late for you to slip cut and Ly to
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get away, while I remain here?” she whispered,
in agitated tones.

¢ Huslh ! They come!l”

¢ This way, if yuu please,” said the servants,
in o strangely hushied tone, ag if cunscivus of
impending trouble.  °

Lord Langton leaned out, gave his hand to
hig sister with stately grace aud courtesy, that
quite made the scrvants forget the stains and
threadbare patches of the vivlet coat, and followed
the lacquers through a corridor lined withsoldiers
in o hall, up a grand flight of stairs to a saloou,
and there met the king, who bad around and
behind bim a throng of courtiers and millitary
oflicers of rank, in full uniform,

At the firstmoment of recognition Lord Lang-
ton kuelt on onc knee, then rose, advanced till
quite near, and until a signal for pause was given
by the Lord Chamberlain. Then he again knelt,
and so knecling spake,

4 Sire, I have but now escaped from the Tower
to satisfy the devotion of the noblest wife with
which man was ever blessed. I have fulfilled my
promise to her. :

“Iam ready to go back at your royal word,
bnt I come before you now to entreat for the life
aud release from prison of as true and loyal a
subject as your majesty possesses iaroughout
these realms. 1 do humbly assure you sire, that
I know more than onc worthy adherent of King
Ja——of—the Pretender—ywho hath been won
to your majesty’s service by the loyalty and
loyally used influence of Sir Richard Constuble.
Sire, I, a true, though doomed servaat, do entreat
Your majesty not to let so honest and good a
gentleman be lost to you and to his country.”

A dead silence followed the escaped p. isoner’s
earnest and impassioned voice,

The king’s round cyes lost a little of their
stare of amazement, and drooped their lids with
alook of dark and sullen displeasure,

<« Come, sir,” snid he, at last,in a low, guattural
tonc, that could scarcely be beard by any but
himself and his kneeling suppliant, # you fancy
you have some right to ask thisat our hands, Be
so kind as toinform us what that is.”

Lord Langton hesitated, his check flushed.
Would he not, perhaps, gain all by ventaring a
single hint tbat none but the king nced under-
stand ?

« Have I n right, then, sire,” he said, ina
voice lower than the king’s,  tocntreat at your
bands a life in return for the life your majesty
received at mine 7

[n an instant he saw his orror, for the king’s
face lighted up with cuuscious and exultant
cunning. It was evidently what be had most
wisled to wring from kim, and with no very
tender, purpose, as the unhappy prisoner soon

saw.

“ So, getlemen,” snid His Majesty, “ behold
the hero of the black mask, who was kind enough i
to prefer driving us out of the cuuntry W murder-
ing us inour coach® Nou duubt Le thinks be can
demand the life of every rebel in the country as
his just reward. His own life he makes no

meation of, Zvabtless, ke inks that cusured
already.”

** Sire,” cried Lord Langion, romg passivaates i
15, ¢ X confess I did thik once wal o king's
life might be worth two of his subjects’ lives, I
confess noWw my bitter mistuke.  One Lfe, huw- |
cver, I do ic your majesty’s presency, and in the
presence of_these gentlemen, solemnly entreat
and demeand a8 the prico of my service to you—
the life of jour luyal servanty, Sic Richard
Constable,”

The king made & sign, and the prizoner was
led asway to the place frum wheace Le Liad come, |

That day week Sir Richard Cunstablc was
rcleased, and the sentence of imprisonment for life
was passed ob Stephen Lord Langton,

CRAPTER CXIV——TUE EVB OP SUCCESS.

It 1s.0 bitter «~cning in December, close upon
Christinas time, end Humphrey Arkdale, biswife,,
and “prectice st rowod the cellas fre Lsteniog
to the waits. C

Humphrey keeps tinic to musicby yingling some
half pence hie has ready ia hus band for the sing.
ers. He leans Vack iu his vak cibow-chair, hus,
head tlrewn 0 vne side, Lus lips repeating softly’ ;

.8“.

the words of the carel, while his cyes look to-
wards Joan with alight in them, and an expres.
sion of thaukful almost ccstatic hope, such as
as mught bo in the eyes of n belated traveller
who, after beng beset with terrors all the lung
dark night, begins at last to sce tho dawn,

Jenkyus, waving the stick with which he is
stirriug & new dye over tho fire, turns half round
towards his master, his pale face beaming with
sympathy and exultant pride,

Joau also smiles as sho leans over her work,
with hands clasped in reverence to the sacred
words, but there is neither joy notr peaco in her
smile ; tho lips wreatbe, and there ouly is the
smile, The cyes, downcast, dry, and bright,
seem at times to have no expression in them but
oue of apathy or heavy stupor.

But now and then, as & diunken man goes
reeling home from the ¢ George,” and gives a
derisive shout or groan in passing Humphrey's
door, there flashies something in Joau's eyes like
lightning over aleaden sky, and her hands clasp
one another more tightly.

Sometimes the shouts or groans are accompa-
pied by words which make Arkdale’s cheek
flush, Somectimes it is his own name—sometimes
the word ¢ inventor,” coupled with some not
very flattering epithets, .

% Shout away, my lads,” ho'says, softly. ¢« By
the mass, Joan, they make me feel a'most a great
man already 1” .

Joan looked up with a cold, wondering
glance,

“ Do not jest, I pray vou,” said she.

“ And do nut, you, Joan," answered Hum-
phrey, ¢ tako these things <o much to beart. [
shatl brave the storm ; don't be afraid for me.”

Joun's lips moved slightly, as if mutely and
half contemptuously, answering—

“ Fer you

Then, with an imnatient hand, she snatched
ber work up, and stitced with a vehemence that
made the sharp click ofher ncedle audible to ber
listle stepson in his crib, and be smiled at the
sound and kissed her cloak that covered him,
for e knew jt was his garment she was stitch-
ing.

Joan, as if the caress had reached her heart,
ros¢ and went tuwards the crib, knelt @ .wo, and
laid her bead against it.

She heard Arkdale go to the door as the waits
ceascd—heard bim give them moncy, and wish
them a merry Christimas, then the door closed,
and, glancing sharply round, Joan saw that
Humphrey bad gone out,

Her face turned a shade more pale, and it was
evident that the cuntempt she bad felt a few
moments befure as Lo lus safely, was replaced by
most painful anxicty.

¢ Jenkyns,” said she, rising and pushing back
her haury which Dock's fund little band bad puiled
abuut bea face, “surely ‘us scarce safe for your
master to go abread Wwenight, bes best wathiu
dours, when be's made Bolton streets what they
are.”

Jenkyns was busy preparing bottles for his
dye, whuch he bad set on the swnes (o cuvl. As
be could not auswer his mistress reassuriogly, |
being very anxious himsclf, he judged it bust to g
proteud o be wo _muck vecupred 10 answer at

Joaa went to the dvor and drew the boit.

* Dv you koow where your wmaster has gone,
Jenkyns 7"

13 Eh ?’1

Joau repeated ber quesuivn,

“ To get seme o' Buodle’s men to go along
with us to-morrow.”

As be.spuke hojerked bus bead in we daecuon
of & lurge, luugrsuaped vbject, cuvercd up avar
the wall,

Joan, who.was passing close by thisas Jenkyns
8poke, shuvered and drew. her skart close to ber,
that he might not touch i, but stood still and
stared at at as as.f her eyes were charmed o the
spot..
prinkyns lovked ot her and shrugged.his

the more it'll set you agen it. Come, leave it
bide—leave it bide.”

She came back listlessly to her seat by the fire,
but her bluc cyes, full of weary yeot restless pas-
siun, were drawn incessantly, as b, a loathsume
fascinattion, to the same object.

“Tell me, Jenkyns,” cricd she, suddenly throw-
ing down her work—* tell me, am I asleep and
dreawing, or is this all true? Do Ihearmy has-
baud called such names as I and mine called
Hargreaves? Has one of those vile things—
those destroyer. of the peor—been made uunder
the same roof with me—at this. fireside, where I
dare sometimes to bo happy ?  Has it been mado
here, [ say, by the hands that give mo my daily
brend—the hands t'wt put this ring upon my
finger? Ob!Jenkyns, am Idreaming, lnd—oh
am 1 dreaming? or is fhis true, true, true; nmi
docs ¢ stand there finished—finished for its
work ?”

And sho rose and stood looking at it, with her
palins pressed to her terples,

“ Finighed, sure cnough,! muttered Jenkyns,
adjusting his funnel in the bottle, # and a good
Jjob too, I should say. Ifit had been about much
longer, we sliould 'a stood a chance of havin’
our very limbs worked into it, as well ag the
saucepans and brooms.”

Joan threw herselfin the chair by the table,
and laid her head on her arms,

“ Jenkyns,” said she, in o low, half:stifled
voice, ¢ I feel asif to-morrow would never come,
or as if I should never live to see it. 'Tis bad
enough tq have had the thing here, growing and
growing into life all this weary time, but oh! to
sce it dragged out into the ligh* o’ day—out be-
fore their savage cyes, in reach of their hands.
They will tear thy master to pieces, Jenkyns. 1
know their poor desperate hearts, and oh, lad,
they will—they will!”

 Come, conte, mistress,” said Jenkyns, ¢ you
mustr’t be‘afeard if we aint.”

“But] am; and, 'tween that and shame, my
heart is a'most broken. I wonld he were in now
~—I would he were int”

“ Why, you'd do nought but rail at him if he
was,” asgerted Jenkyus, consolingly.

Joan did not answer, but sat looking into the
fire with her bands clasped in her lap.

At last Joan's eyes turned *lowly from the fire
to the door, but not for a minute afterwards did
Jenkyns hear a foorstep, and it was yet another
minute ere he recognised it as bis master’s, and
rose to open the door.

As soon as Arkdale came in be tarned and
barzed the door again. Without glancing direct-
1y towards bim, Joan could sce that he and Jen-
kyns looked at each other significantly, and that
Arkdale touched higa right shoulder and made a
wry facc. Then he came to the fireside, flashed
but smiling.

“ Well, I've secured four of Boodle's best men
for te-morr. W mornisg,” said he. * Aad now,
Jenkyns, be off, 1ad, for I shallivok for thy ugly
phiz right early.”

' Get your supper first, 1ad,” commanded lus
mistress, setticg a plate of porridge before him,

“ Do they scem pretty quictish thero now
asked JeaRyns, ia a whisper, io Jicating with his

{ rorridge-spoon the ¢ Royal Geoege.”

On the pretence of reaching theale jug, Hum-
phrey leant across and asswered, io a luw
voice—

“ Quict! Yes; and'I saw a score of hands
sbakiag over the bench—sume compact had'yust
been made between: them.”

¢ Peaceable ?° .

“ Yery, my 1ad, judgiag by the grips of the
Land they, gave one anvther, and the groxls,”

Joan gave o sharp, short sigh, end "turned to
ibo fire, . .

Arkdale Iooked.at her anxiously, and shook his
head 2adly at Jeakyns, to wam him into silence.
Tossing off his alc hastily, ke deew his'chair close
to.Joan’s and took hier hund. o

¢ Comc, lass, he sald; tedder)y, “ times aro

shoulders;

# Come, mistress,” sad he,. coasingly, as-bo,

kit a cork w mako 1t the. night maze for:the buttlo,
Le.held, ¢ let st aluno. It's liko burnt purndge,
you know—~the.mure you lovk at 1t and smell it,

‘on the turd for thée now ; .thec'lt -be & carriage
ilady ero thee know'st.woll where thee att.. And
:with thy silks and, gewgaws:'to sot theo off,.

;ishall have a pack of fine gallants casting sheep’l
liéycs atthee, snd yonderingwhere.the deate s
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could have picked up such a wifo inmy beggar-
ly days.”

“ For my carringe and gowgaws," said Juan,
*if 1 can have a paic of atout shoes, to keep tmy
feet dey when I go for the watdr, I shall be only
too thankful.” R

“ But indeed, Joan,” persisted her husband,
geatly, ¢ that such a chiunge will come to us I
am as confideut as o man can well be; and I do
think it beseems thee, as well as me, to look
furward and grow accustomed 10 the prospect,
or where wilt thou be when it comes upon
theo ?”

« Next w -ck is prospect enough for me,” suid
Joan; “and a dreary prospect, too, with no
money to meet it with, and all the town against
us "

¢ Then there is Dick.  He should assuredly
be got over certain habits of his which will, in
our new life, be constantly bringing the old lifo
to the nnpleasant remembrance of ourselves and
others.”

«“ At present I havoe as much as ever I can do
to get him cver the disappointment of not hav-
g & new coat, instead of this patched oue, to go
1o school in,” answered Joan, holding up the coat
tor Arkdale to view.

Arkdale ceased speaking to her, and set him.
self to studying his speech for to-morrow. Joun
went on with her wending,  Jenkyns wished his
muster and mistress good.nighy, aud went out,

Ho bad scarcely bLeen gone time enough to
aseend tho arca steps when a confused noise was
heard—a noise which made Arkdale and Joan
start, and turn their eyes towards the door. Hum-
phrey rose and and reached down his hat.

« Fools I he muttered ; “ would they daro lny
hands on the poor lad 2

Arkdale went out.  Joan wentto the door and
listened. A crowd bad just issued from the
« George.” Ouae man, with his bleared, uncor-
tain eyes, had espied Jenkyus, and begun to
hoot hin, and Arkdale found all the rest follow-
ing his example, and making a stoppage in the
rond.

« Hi, mates, hi! here's th’ wizard's ’prentice !

¢ Yes, 'ny boys, and here's his master,” slout-
ed Arkdule. ¢ Come, afree passage for the lad,
and consult me if you want anything. I man-
age my own business myself, as cverybody
kuows.”

4 An’ & black business, too! Look at his
hands, mates—Ilook at his hands !

This was directed at poor Jenkyns, whose
hands were much stained with thedy:. A vulley
of howls followed, in which the words, © wizard,”
« inventor,” and the # Broowbhill pond;’ were mix-
cd confusedly.

« Inventor! Yes, my lads,” said Arkdale,
# and I'll show yvou an investion prescatly that
<hall disporse ye a little quicker than yo came—
z=omething of a horsewbip sbape "tis.”

There was another prolonged yell at ihis,
and then a hurrying of feet from every stree{ and
alley within earshot,

Ackdale folt a touch un hisarm.

* Come in, for pity's sahe,” saud sho.

IvwasJuan,

Jf oy heart telling mé “us wrong. Say some-
thing, only pacify them, for the poor wives’
sakes.”
* Reason with them!" said Ackdale, turning
upon her almost fiercely. ¢ HavoI notreasoned
with them—the thick-headed sots? Haven't I
et them whenever aud wherever 1 could—in
ny own home acd in thoir humes—and talked
and reasoned with them?' 111.reason with them
in anjtler way now.” .

Joan hed never seen guch passion burst from
him beforé. She clung to his arm, aad tarncd a
weak, piteons face to tho crowd.

¢ Therey; get thet in,” eaid he, more kindly—
¢ gétthee 1 , and Jenkyns, Jad, go.thou with thy
mistreds ad keép the,place safe.”

“ And you, master 7" asked Jenkyns,

* And you,.dear Hurophroy 1" :subbed Joan.

“ I'm off to George Protts,-ho and Thomsun | wurds nught sting . bum,. the sweotness of

cifeted to comie to-right in case of arow. Ldun't
caro for’em myself, not I'; but who knows, per-

-+ Are | days can bear Witness with what gentle dignity
yvu mad, to anger the puur wreiches you bavo | aud perfet mudesty he met the storm of ap-
wro—-1I meao, try, Butapheey—tey.and paciy | plause. Ho would submat to be liomsed a little,
thetn. Give 'em. somo o' the fine reasoning you | with the amased air of & good-tempered mag
g+ me, that heeps me guist, spite of every beat ) assaded by a troop of children, who .want to
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haps the thing’s not safe with such a pack as this
round the house.”

“ Don't go through 'em, Humphrey,” said
Juan, deawing bim towards tho stops , “go round
the back way. You can got overtho wall ; can't
he, Jenkyns ??

( To be continued.)

ALEXANDER SMITH.

“Y AST things” have always a tender and

melancholy interest; and when itis death
that has closed a series of accugtomed and
expected acts, the last becomes inexpressibly sad
and sncred. One of these ““last things” is the
beautiful « Autumn Howmily ” which appearcdin
tho pages of the Quiver, on the 1st of Decem-
ber, 1866, from the pen of Alexander Smith. Ho
dicd on the 5th of January, having just entered
on his thiety-seveath yenr. One reads thesimple
lhittle homily now with deeper feching ; and there-
fore it gives out a deeper meaning. With almost
startling distinctness it wears tho features of his
mind, and marks the design of s lifo. Mo is
discoursing on autumg, and the time of life
which it represents—a favourite subject with
him. He delights in the season—in its bounty,
its fulfilment, its repose. He holds jts counter-
part 1 human life happier than youth with its
hopes, and better than maohood with its toils.
Ho paints just such an age as might have been
his own—such nn autumn as might have been
confidently predicted for his spring of oromise
and his summer of st:ady sunshine; for his
work was doue in the sunshino of a serene tem-
per and an affectionate heart. Butfor him there
i3 no harvest, and no winter. We canbut gather
the summer fruits of & mind which was ripening
to the last. Those who knew him best owaed
that there was more :n him than he everexpress-
ed, of which they caught mere glimpses, and
that he expressed more of his poetic nature in
the tercourse of friendship than in anything
bie over wrote. He bad a humour behind winch
there always sccmed a depth of pathos which
was pot uttered, and a pathetic tenderness
through which there was ever ready to break
the smulo of & bappy bumour, and neither of
these was ever fully translated by his pen.
Metther did these qualities appear to the outer
world, in which he moved a man much given to
silenco, of quick observauon, and quict unob-
trusive manners, the very cmbodiment of com-
mon sense.

In 1352 the publication of the ** Life Drama®
created **a sensation” i literary circles, and
called 1ts youthful suthor at once out of ebscur-
ity into fame, It bad been written soveral years
carlier, in the leisure afforded by his profession,
that of a pattern-designer, and, &s tho work of
a mere lad, was, and 13, oneof the most remark-
able productions of gemus. Evcry paper had
1ts arucle headed « The New Poet.” His work
was logded with extravagant prase. He m-
self was everywhere welcomed, flattered, and
caressed.  Thoso who knew him in these early

Boger lus clothes and look at hus watch. Tothe
writer of this paper ho would sometimes sxy,
with the samo smused air, as-if he were a mere
obsuever, 1 shall have to pay for this "—mean-
ing tho extravagant praise. “Thoy? (the
critics) ** will lash mo yet. Heknew thatthey
were prusing bim in the wrong place, and for
the wrung qualiucs—for the qualiues which
would pass-away .as his mind matured. And
when his words came true, and uadae. deprecia-
tion fulluwed unbounded laudation, he.held on
bhis way with the sameself-respecting. and manly 4
diguity. He was not indiffercat, He could
weigh and givo heed to discriminating criticism,
oven whua adverse. He was not callous even
of that which wag unworthy ; fr.he was void of
contompt, and. of . the mochery Which is « tho
fume of hiule minds.” But, though cuntcmpiu_\;]us

is

In his domestic rclations ho was beyond all
praise. As son and brother, ag husband and
father, lio loft uo claim on his duty and affaction
uusstisfied. o did not think that for the sake
of & divine gift ho might neglect & common
need, and hence o life wWithout roproach or stain,
and as nearly approachiug the porfection of
dutifulness a3 man’s hfo may. In 1858 he mar-
tied Miss Flora Macdonald, the daughter of
Captain Macdonald, of Ord, in the Isle of Skye,
who wps buried on the same day as his son-iu-
law; thus leaving the daughter and wife doubly
bereaved,  With hor sorrow, in the midst of her
little ones, it is not for the strauger to inter-
meddle,

Above all, Aloxander Smith had the faculty
of fricudship. He made friends, and he kept
them to the end.  He did not pick up peoplo and
drop them again, as the fashion is in our busy
time, as if life wero a railway journey, aud Ins
companions feidow-travellers for a singlo stage.
These friend:hips of his wero something old-
fashioned and idyllic as the loves of David und
Jonathan, His chivalrous admiration comes
out in hig appreciative criticism of his fellow-
poet, Sydney Dobell. In 1854 they published a
volume of sonuets together, not distinguishing
their scparato work ; and twelve years later, Mr,
Smith is pleading fervently with a disregarding
public in favour of his friend. Another friend,
of thirteen years' standing, who cap say that be
opened to bim his whole mind, writes :— His
was a heart very puro and simple, and I cannot
hope to have such communion with the like
agais.” And as his heart was so was his life,
and so also is his work,

Of his industry be hasleft ample evidence. In
1851, appointed Secretary to the University of
Edinburgh, ho discharged the duties of that
office with scrupulous faithfulness. It has been
said that these duties were fur from heavy, but
thoy had gradually increased, without bringing
any increaso of remuneraticn, and, occupying
him {rom ten to four daily, only gave bim £200
& year. All that he did, he did when the werk
of tho day was over, or when other men wero
making holiday. To take his prose writing first ;
Le was a constant contributor to one or two
papers, and to several magazines, Io 1863 he
produced a charming volume of essays, catitled
“ Dreamthorp” full of quiet, reficctive, dreamy
poetry. In 1865 he brought out an edition
of Burns, with a memoir of the poet, which
s ono of the best things he ever wrote;
and, in tho same yeur, two bulky volumes
of gketches, callew “A Sou er in Skye."
From these skoiches his power a3 a prosc-
writer may best Lo estimated ; and the esti-
mate will be & very high one, For clear-
ness of outline and delicacy of colvar hus scene-
,painting could -hardly be surpassed, and some of
his portraits—such as Father M‘Crimmon, tho
landlord, and Mclan—live 1in the memory liko
people one has known. His style is subdued
and yet imnginative, and the rhythm of his
sentences a3 masicul as verse.  Ia 1866 be pub-
lished a novel, ¥ Alfred Haggart's Houschold."
The first volums of this domestic story is tho
best, the second was written in illness, and
under the pressure of overswork. Destitute of
plot, and with the very scanticst materials—an
ordinary young couple, who have made aa im-
provident marriage, an& are rather perplexed for
‘ways and means, and their two very ordinary
children~its intercst dopends ontirely on tho
ckarm of its style and its simple fidelity to
nature ; and-—especially in tho first volume—
these willbe found more than sufficient todelight
an; reader whose taste is not depraved by .the
craving for sensation. :

Alexdnder Smith has left us threo volumes of
poetry, with popularity cariously the inverse of
their worth. The “Life Drama™ was- overla:d
with an imagery brilliant to- estravagance, and
_which, to a-gréat-estent concealed its finer
qualittes. ' Thb' ¢ City Poems,” which followed,

'in 1857, dbdfell oph%araﬁvoly- flat, wero much

ot soher in-tond'and colour, hut showed fac
“highor and, more varions - powor, and deeper- ins
‘sight into: chamoier and the play of hummn
‘fotives and passions. Yo these pocms his: G

nature begled. thy. wound ot unde, 14 pever
rankled, -

limited word-power, was placed under duoo
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vasteaint,  He had set himself not to utter fine
sounding things that signified nothing, but to
subdue his lsuguage, and exalt his thought.
¢ Edwin of Dvira,” his last and least known,
and least valued work, is hisbest, He Inboured
at it for four years; had laboured at it for two
before the ** Idylls of the King” were heard of,
and yet when the work of the laureate appeared
1t was still unfinished : he had other work todo.
When it did appear, it was sct down as a mere
imitation, and on the surfuce the resemblance is
remarkable enongh to justify the mistake. In
the ¢ Idylls,” the music of Tennyson's verse
reaches its perfection, and the verso of ¢ Edwin”
is almost equally metodious, and with the sume
pauses and cadences.  That he adimred Tenny-
son, and, to some extent, made him his model,
15 no doubt truc, but he reached lns own measure
of excellence by an independent movement
the same direction, rather than by following his
master. The unlikeness of ¢ Edwin of Deirn”
to the “ Idylls of the King,” leaving quality out
of the question, is fur Jdeeper than the vatward
rusemblance.  The greater puet, aiming at litdle,
accomplished all his aim. The younger and
lesser poct aimed far too Ligh, and accumiplished
but little of his loftier purpuse. A tale of happy
and o tale of disappointed love, a court in-
trigue,, o tragic passion and destiny, are the
materialsof the * [dylls.” No lessa theme than
the introduction of Christianity into England is
the leading subject-matter of *Edwin” Of
course, the choice of a lufty theame may signify
nuthing Lut suprewe sclf conceit.  Such themes
arc handled and profancs 'y fully cvery day.
That * fools rush iu where augels fear to tread
has passed intu tho stalest of proverbs, but the
execution of this poem, though it does not fulfil,
amply justifics the purpose of its writer, In it
the last trace of eatravagunce disappears, and
gives place to a purity ans simplicity of diction
worthy of his subject and thought. A slight
account of the poem will not be out of place,
Edwin, the son of Egbert, sccks shelter at the
court of Redwald, the friend of his father, and
fike bita, one of the Saxon kings, after having
suffered defeat by Ethelbert,
« Fatlen low,
T sce a new proportion in the world.”
says Edwin, relating his misfortunes, in words,
giving o volume of meaning in a flash of thought.
Redwald bas seven sons; the flower and first-
born, Regner, forms a sudden friendship for
Edwin— °
«The noble lovo that lives in noble men.”
They dream together of being great kings,
« giving peaco” and “raising men”  One fair
daunghter bas Redwald also, whose eyes # seem
to look through the surfuces of things,” and for
her Edwin conceives a passion, which, in bis
fallen fortunmes, ‘‘seccms unnatural as winter
breeding roses.” In ‘he midst of a stag-hunt,
which has swept on and left Bertha with Edwin,
a little out of sight, the unexpected solitude
surprises Edwin into uttering his love. The
scene, amid the murmuring wood, where he
kisses her hand while she sits,
« Blinded and crimson as tho opening rose,
And every leaf seemed watchful eye and car,”
is full of the most delicate charm of fancy and
feeling. Then Ethelbert, hearing where his de-
feated foe bas found refuge, threatens Redwald
with war, but offers, if he will deliver up Edwin,
to share with him the dismembered kingdom.
While his fate 1s being determined within the
palace, Edwin, aware of what is going on, and
more than doubtful of the issue, is seated on a
stone, a bow-shot from the gate, when n stranger
comes to Inm, and acquaints him with us future
success, laying on him a sign by which ho is to
know bim again~the sign of the cross. In the
mecantime, Bertha's tears and entreatics overcome
the caution of her father, and the messenger of
Ethelbert 1s sent away 1o wrath, Ther follows
the open declaration of Edwin's love, and his
betrothal to Bertha, before the hosts of Redwald,
headed by Regner, sct out to wat with Ethelbert.
All tho brothers go with the army, leaving the
old king and Bertha to wait for tidings. At
length tho tidings come—the ficld 13 won, but
the flower of the host bas perished, Reguer is
dead.

“The lon{: day waned,
Aund, at tho mourntul setting of tho sun,
Up through the vulloz came tho saddened files,
With Regner's body born on levelled spears;
And, whon thoy had laid tho pitcous burden down
Within the gate, with n most bitter cry
‘The loose-haired Bertha ou it flung berself,
Aund strovo in gorrow’s passlonnto unbeliot
‘To hiss dead lips to lifo.  Tho eternest lide
Were met wit ldﬂly then,  But when the hing
Was, liken chlld, led up to sco hisson
With sense of woe in Woo's own greatness drowned,
With somo obscuro instinct ot rovorenco
For sorrow sacreder than any crown
Tho weeping peoplo stood round hushed as death.”
As picturesque as the above is pathetic i the
return of Edwin to his rained city, in the re-
building of which he mnkes the first axe ring,
The people, following their king, fall to work
lik ants and repair the destruction into which
the invader had teampled their homes.  In less
than two months the town is rebuilt, with the
palace in the midst of it.  Aud then, when Reg-
uer's grave
“ Had grown & portion of the accustomed world,"”
Edwin goeato bring his bride.  The parting and
the welcome are both fine picces of smaginative
description. Deira empties itself to meet Bertha
the people spreading thick as daisies” over
the ficlds through which she has to pass intu the
town. Their domestic happiness, the birth of
their child, the wisc and gracious and severe
rule of the king, and hls sickness under s wound
inflicted by a traitor, prepare the way for the
reception which he gives to the Christian mis-
sionaries from Rome, with the result of his own
baptism, and that of his whole peus
close, there is hardly the same ‘propurtion kept
be*ween the purpose of the story aud its actors,
We hear too little of Bertha and ber boy, too
little even of the king. He 1s muxed up with
the mass in the sudden conversivn.  Those who
read the poem to its close, unless they read it
for the purpose of criticismn alone, long as 1t is,
will wishit bad been longer—that it had de-
veloped into the true cpical proportions to which
its outlines point. But then those who read epic
poems to the end, and for their own sakes, are
in a sad minority, and * Edwin of Deira ” shorn
a8 it is—an epic made easy—will never be
widely-popular. Its writer did not reach the
rank of the genius that commands the world,
and only the genuine lovers of poetry can yield
admiration, to humbler though not less valid
claims. Among such this last poem of Alexan-
der Smuth will yet be valued at its true worth
as one of the purest, sweotest, and loftiest pro-
ductions of its day.

.
.

THE STORY OF THREE HEARTS

{FROM A. PETOFI.

I
TaerE was a knight bereft of native land,
For it was crush’d beneath the focman's band,
Laid wasto and desolato; the fitful glare
From burning homsteads fill'd the heavy air;
The scorching flames, with their tll-omen'd light,
Sadly illumed the features of tho knight.
His blood, which erst was for his country shed,
Still trickled * but, alas! in vain he hled:
That blwud his nation’s fortunes to restoro
Served not; ho lives, his conntry is no moro!
Despised and banish'd from his homo at last,
Ha is a branch torn by the wintry blast
From off the parent tr- e wheredn it grow,
And wildly hurried on, the wide world through.
The tempest bore him onward, tarrying not,
But when his footsteps reacl.’d the sacred spot
Where orst his country’s boundary etone did stand,
Ho threw himself upon the burning sand,
And there the last drops of his tears he gave
Tnto the earth, now made his people's grave.
Tears woro his only fortuno now, so ho
JMust needs expend them only sparingly.
Ho then arose, to waunder far and wido,
Yiis muto gricf like o shadow by his sido.

1. . -
Y¥hen weary with bis wanderings, and distress'd,
Within a silent vale he sought for rest,
In a strango country, ‘midst a féreign nation;
And thoro it was his secret consolation
153t death would find him out more casily

Then if he wildly roam’d o’cr land and sga,

At the

‘The greatest prizo upon carth’s faco the knight
Tull surely deem'd to bo death’s blossom white.
For this ho waited fn the vale each day

Whithier i came, and where ho now would stay.

. 118
Within that valley lived o maiden fair,

A vory paragon of beauty rare;

And yet tho knight her beauty could »ot see,
His soul saw but his country’s misery.

Ho saw not how upon his countenance

Tho maid was wont to cast her timid glanco;

| o was unconscious of the fiery glow

That glance was wont upon his vrce to throw—
So pass’d tho mald’s sad days wathin the vale,
Her fuco grew paler than tho lily pale

With tho ticrco pain of yearning long suppress’d;
For she, the peasant maiden, ne'er confess'd;
{Although she was of wealthy race) that sheo
Did lovo the high-born knight so tenderly.

.
In that samo valley Jived a comely youth,
) Honest but poor, of humble birth in truth,
Ho spent his days in hopeless misery, -
And would have suroly perish'd, had not ho
From timo to time his drooping strongth restored
By gazing on tho maiden faco adored.
Only in sceret he her charms dared view
Which o’er life's gloom their magic lustro threw,
For he, who deem’d himself well off whono'or
Somewhat moro fond than usua! was s share,
How could he tell the wealthy peasant maiden
| How with love’s pangs his heart was deeply ladon?
) ct hie was happy and of cheerful mien,
Could ho butseo hor at a distance e en.

v
At length the solemu hour arrived ywhich boro
! The hapless knight to chat cternal shore
¢ Where "gaiust brave nations no proud tyrant churl
His puny thunderbolts has power to hurl.
Back to his mother carth his corpse thoy gave,
But, ah! no stone was thero to mark his gravo.
Tho maiden’s heart, with speechless grief oppress'd,
Was turn'd to stoue alrcady in hér breast;
And when the heart hath lost its feeling thus,
What charms can this vain world hold out to us?
Suo dled, born down by her great sorrow's burden,
And slept whero pain was still’d, and peaco her

guerdon.

Aud tho poor wight, disconsolato and lonely,
How could he live a life of sorrow only,
When she, for whom alone ho lived, had died !—
Ho heal’d hisbleeding heart by suicldo!

vI.
At midnight, when the graves give up thoir dead,
Tho poor youth rose from out his narrow bed,
And wander'd forth to soek tho grassy dell
Whero thoy had buricd her he loved so well.
That face now glorified ho fain would sco,
Whoso carthly oyes had beam’d so tepderly.
Yet in her tomb he found her not; alone
Had sho along tho spirit pathway gono
To the knight’s gravo, once mord to sco him theroe;
His grave was cmpty, valn was all her prayer;
Tho kunight had gone to a far land, to seo
If his dear native couniry yet was freo!

Epgan A. Bownixa.

FOUND AT LAST.

T was about ninc or ten montbs sinco that [
had met Laurence Thornton at Nice~—or,
rather, found him, for at that time he was ox-
tremely weak, having just recovered from a very
severe 1llness. A valctudinarian i3 not the
most pleasant companion that one can have ; but
I did my best to overcome sclfishness in the
matter. So I offéred him whatever assistance I
could give, which ho joyfully accepted, in no
way liking to be under tho surveillance of a
Freach nurse, Ho scemed to bo a very strange
feiiow , and all that I then know of him was that
bo bad been travelling, and had fallen sick at
Nice, whon just on the point of starting for Eng-
land. He was reserved, too, as to his past life,
but in other respeets he was extremely agreeable,
with rather o distingué appessance, and deci-
dedly handsome, As soon as he was able to
move about, wo set out for England, at his de-
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sire, It was altogether contrary to his physie
ciaw’s ndvice; but his cagerncss to get to his
native country 6vércame all obstacles.

Arrived in Eogland, wo had been riding all
tho morning, a very sultry day,

# \We'll take up our quartere at the next place
we come to—ch ?” asked my friend Thornton.

% Cortainly, if you wish. You look rather
knocked up. It scemed very foolish to me to
think of riding this distance, in your wenk
state.”

% [ shall be all right after & good night's rest ;
and we'll finish our journey by to-morrow.”

# [ say, Hartington, don’t you think me a
very queer fish 7 ho asked, after some little
time.

“ Well,” said I, humouring him, ¢ you would
be a very proper sort of fish if you would only
put away your despondency, and—-"

“ T can’t help i1,” ho said, almost angrily ;
the Fates are againsgt mo ! -

“ [ nover met a coward yet but he put every-
thing that went wrong on the heands of those
mythical Fates.”

% Well, what i3 it that plucks their dearest
objects from the hands of men, just as they are
about to seizo o them

“ Their own folly and indolence often,” I an-
swered, drawing a bow ata venture; “the hand
of God often.”

% Can't gee it,” he said, shortly,

#You haven't told me any thing of your affa.s,
Thornton , but, look hero. Ifyou had a little
child to take care of, and you saw 1t rushing greed-
ily afterall sorts of hurtful things, or taking good-
things from your bands with au utter distegaed
of you, how would you act towards it?"

s \Well, [—I'd—Dbut lot me think about it.”

With that we camo to the village of —,
We put up at the the only inu the place boasted
of, Thoraton feeling much too unwell to pro-
ceed any farther. After dinner be retired “to
roost,” as he termed t, but it being then only six
o'clock, I felt no inclination to follow his exam-
ple. linquired if there were any scenery or any-

thing of interest about the village that I could
go and look at. Mine host asked the stable-boy,
but that sleepy-looking individual only muttered
something about asow which bad a prodigious
number of little pigs,

I had sauntered some distance, musing on my
friend Thoraton and the strango sadness which
scemed to possess bim, when my atlention was
struck by o very pretty house. Examining it
more closely, the bhouse seemed to be uninbabited,
so I advanced up the gravel walk leading to the
hall door and rang the bell.

# 1 am exceedingly sorry to trouble you. Any-
body living here 27

¢ No sir.”.

#Whom does this bouse belong to, may Iask ??

“ To Mrs. Overbury, sir; but she's been gone
to Florenco for the Jast six months,” the house-
keeper answered. . .

#Qh, thank you. The house merely struck
me as being very protty, so I——"1did not
know exactly what to say.

“Yes, sir; I believe it i3 considered very pre-
ty—the pretticst about here—would you like to
sce the garden, sir?” sho asked.

1 followed her to the back of the house, where
the garden, I sunnosed, was situated.

“Has Mrs. Qverbury been herelong 7" T asked.

« About a year come next Scptember, sir. She
took a great objection to tho other house on ac-
count of master dying there,” replied my friend
the housckeeper.

s Oh, then, Mr. Overbury’s dead.”

¢ Yeg, sir, I'm sotry ta say, for a kinder mas-
ter never breathed.”

« Mind you don’t tread upon that plant dowr
there, sir ; Miss Clara would bein a rare stato if
it was broken,”

“ Y suppose Miss Clara"is Mrs. Overbury’s
daughter 77

“Yes, sir, she is.  Maybo you would like to
step in acd have & look at the housc 2"

Wo came into the library, and I was looking
at the picture of a very beautiful girl.

% That's Miss Clara; don’t you think she's
very pretly, sir ?"

#Yes, exceedingly; and how old is Miss

tara

“ Let mo sce : sho was twenty last May. She
srent her birthday at Floronece, I was very dis-
appointed, for you may think it rather strange,
sir, but over since she was ten years old I've
nnde her a cake on her birthday. I didn't last
time ; but no matter, for the doctor said it would
do her good.”

¢ {What, the eake?”

“Not the cake, sir; [ wasn't thinking about
the.cake, but about ber huving to go to Flor-
ency,”

“ Why, is she i117?

# Well, sir, it's more the fear of her being it} ;
ghic has had a great deal of trouble”

¢ Indeed! she scems rather young to have
trouble. If I'm not impertinent in asking—-"

“Oh, not at ally sir," she said ; “ only, you
see, it's rather a family affuir, aud I should not
like it to get to Mrs. Overbury’s ears that I had
been saying anything aboutit, If you would
not meution it again——," and sho looked
askance,

¢ Certainly not, my good woman.”

% 1Will you take a seat sir ? for it’s a long story,
and you must bo tired if you hava walked all the
way from the ¢ Black Lion.

“It's no good my sayin,; Miss Clara i3 very
beautiful, for you can sce for yourself,” my gar~
rulous friend commenced. ¢Sho had a great
many admirers, and well she might havé, and
among them was Mr. Winfred, the youngest son
of Sir Charles Manvers. e was not over rich,
being the youngest son; but, nevertheless, we
could all sco that Miss Clara was very much in
love with him, ¢ had proposed to my young
lady, and she bad accepted bim, but he kept
waiting and dawdling about a month after, balf
afraid, to ask Mr. Overbury’s consent to their
warriage, for she was a great helress, and Mr.
Overbury expected her to make a high match.
At length he did, when, as feared, Mr. Over-
bury refused him, and, after some angry words,
forbade him to enter his house agnin.

“ We were all very fond of Mr. Winfred, and
sorry that he and the master had disagreed.
Miss Clara, too, would e¢ry very much about
it, and she became very sad, poor thing;
but it was no good to speak to Mr. Ovetbury,
for he was always a very determined man, Sho
used to have letters from Mr. Winfred every now
and then, but that was not much consolation for
the poor young lady. About a month after Mr.
Winfred’s quarrel with Mr. Overbury, hs met
Miss Clara out with her maid, and after that
they geaerally used to meet three or four times
o week. He was too honourable to think of
asking her to run away, or marcy him against
her father’s express commands,”

“ But was Mr. Manver's poverty the only rea-
son why Mr. Overbury refused him ?”

8o Mr, Qverbury said; but we all thought
ke had some other.  Well, my young lady used
to meet Mr. Winfred, but that did not last long,
for, by somo chaunce or other, Mr. Overbury
found it out. The consequence was, that Miss
Clara was sent to her aunt, where she remained
about four months, when, at her, request she was
allowed to come home again, Well, sir, it s0
happened that Mr. Winfred knew when Miss
Clara came back, for, about a week after, hesent
& note by a boy & my young lady with direce
tions to give it to ber maid; but M. Overbury,
seeing the boy, asked bim what he wanted. Tho
boy, I supposc not knowing what to do, gave
bim the note. You may imagine his rage when
ho found that it was from Mr. Winfred, and, fur-
thermore, that it wastoask Miss Clara to meet
bim at some place—I forget the name of it—"

# Never mind—go on.”

“ Well, Mr, Overbury wentin a great passion
to his daughter’s room, and asked ber if she
koew anything about the nofe, or whether sho
hed been corresponding with that rascal. The
poor girl bad nothing to say. Mr. Overbury
weat out no doubt, as we cxpected, to meot Mr.
Winfred. About two Hours after, ho returned
very pale and much exhansted, it scems, From
that time nothing more was heard of Mr, Winfred,
and it was believed that Mr. Overbury had—

had murdered him, Sic Charles Janvers mado &

littlo hopes of bis recovery.

great fuss about it, and had some detectives
down from London; butall thoy could do they
could not find Mr, Winfred. Mr, Overbury was
arrested for murder, but, there being no evidence
to prove it againgt him, ne was acquitted. From
the day of tha trial he was quite an altered man;
and well ho might be—for all the gentry about
becamo very cold to him, and they would not
visit him if they could avoid it. All belioved
that he had done tho murder, althongh hewas ae-
quitted., Ho soon becameo very ill, and many of
the London doctors came down, but they gave
Ile had been too
much wortied about Mr. Winfred's affuiv, and
that, together with the unpleasactness after
caused Dis illness, and, in a little time, his death,
Mrs. Overbury and Miss Clara wero dreadfully
cutup, for so kind bearted a gentleman never
lived—more especially Miss Clara, she bad Yost
both father and lover., In a little time she be-
came alwost as thin ag askeloton ; consequently
Mes Overbury wag extremely anxtous about her.
The physician advised Mrs, Overbury to move
entirely away from tho place, aud so we came
here ; but that seemed to do no good. A warmer
climate was then proposed, and they went to
Florence, where I hear Miss Clara is already re-
covering, and nearly well by this time, 1sbould
think.”

“Thank you, my good woman ;" and I gave
her something more substantial.

The next morning we set outagain, Thornton,
notwithstanding his eakness, rodo ‘on, only
conseating to stop once in the middle of the day,
to get some luncheon. I noticed how cager he
scemed to be, not dzlaying & minute, if pozsible,
which I construed into his impatience to see lus
fricnds, He called mo a *lazy dog,” 1n lus
good-humoured mannet ; so what could I do but
drag my weary body after him?

Towards the end of the afternoon we arrived
at A——. Contrary to all my friend’s former
impaticnce, we put up at the ina there.

% You don’t mind me leaving you here for haif
an hour or so? I have given directions to your
servant to see to the horses ; so you've only to
change your things, and wo'll drive over.” And
with that he bastened out of the inn. It scemed
rather a strange proceeding, but I was well ac-
cuatomed by this time to my odd compauion, so
I forthwith went to chungo my travelling dress.

A quarter of an hour had not elapsed when
Thornton came into my room iu a very cxcited
state, and threw himself down into a chair,

“ Halloa! what's tho matter now ?” I said, as
I saw him bury his face in his hands, and burst
into a flood of tears. -

After a littlo time be somewhat recovered, and
told me that-he had heard very bad news.

#J promised you, some time ago, Harrington,
that I would tell you how I came into that place
—Boulogne, I mean )

#Don’t trouble yoursclfabout that now, Thorn-
ton. Shall [ ring for something?

“I'm all right, now, Harrington ; and it'll do
me good to tell you the whole affair ; you will bo
able to give me some advice, then. So havea
little patience, thero's a good fellow.

“ Before I went away from England, I fell in
love with themost beautiful girl that I bave ever
seen, I asked her fathers consent to marry her,
but he refused me, saying that my poverty was
the great bar to my happiness. If I had been
the cldest son he might have thought about it.
My temper was always very quick, and I called
bhim *sordid,” aud many other insulting terms,
which I bitterly repented of—tho consequence
being that 1 was no longer allowed to seo hus
danghter, Then I felt what it was to be poor—
and it might be years before I could get evena
moderate income; for I was thea preparing to
go to London, for the purpose of studying the
law. My father bad given mo money to pay all
expenses of the first year, I determiaed, instead
of using it for what he intended, to tako a pas-
sage out to Australia, and try my fortuncs at the
diggings—for I bad heard great accounts of
them. I only told one of my father® ervants
what I was going to do, 50 that he might tell
him when I had gone, The day before I wentI
wrots to Clara Over——-"
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#What!” T eaclaimed, interrupting him in my
astonislient, ** and are you Winfred Mauve,s ?”

+ Why, how did you know my name ?7*

“ My promisce does not bind me in this case,”
I thought, and I gave him the whole account
which T had heard, not omitting the pleasing
news of Clara Uverbury's convalescence,

e deemed it necessary that I shiould go over
to Manvers' Hall first, and Lreak the news of his
return,

I was shown into the drawing-room, and, a
few muinutes after, Sir Charle: Manvers came in
—a very old, grey-headed gentleman, and rather
eccentric.

“ Pray be seated, my dear sir,” ho said, ns 1

ruse upon his entering, * pray be seated , and su

I suppose you have cume tu dinner.”

f3f you will allow me to——"

% Stay ? of course I will, Something original!
I Like sumething origiual , therefore Eh?

* You uusanderstand me, sir, wy business is
entirely different,” 1 said, rather surprised.

* Business, ¢h ? Thoso rascally poachers again!
Come into the library. No later than last weck
I got that Timothy Saunders sent for trial,”

«t Pardon me, you have ontirely mistaken my
business,” I said, 1 bave not come about pouch-
ers,”

¢ Do you mean to call me a liar under 1wy own
roof, sir 2"

¢+ Tndeed, wy dear sir, you have mistaken me
altogether.”

¢ Don't labour under such a delusion  Inever
mistake people—in fact, I'm o very good judge
of human nature.” -

¢ You had a sou, Wiufred, I believe 2*

“Yes, indeed ; and another, Thomas " I saw
a tear twinhle in the old man’s eye. *“But poor
Tom died, and Wiafred was murdered— now,
don't dispute tho subject. 'l belwove it to my
dywng day. 1 told my wife so before sho dicd—
and so I'm childless,”

¢ But consitder, he may be living, You must
recolleot lus body was never found.”

“ Ah! I.wish he were, But come, we'll see
about these poachers.”

¢ Supposing he is, and that yvou could see bim,”
I said, hoping to dispel the poaching mania from
his brain.

“ Do you think there are any hopes?” he said,
eagerly ; and drew his chair nearer to mine,

“«Yes, [—

¢ God bless you! and he
hand and wrung it nearly off.

#1¢ you are calm, I think you migkt sce bim,
perhaps—perhaps, say to-night.”

I can as little describe the interview which
then took place in my sight, as I can describe
that whichI did not see, and which oceurred some
little time after. T only kocw that somebody
came in baste from Florence; that Thornton in-
troduced me to a young lady who was cven fairer
than my ecxpectations; and that be afterwards
wrung my hand, saying, * You were quite right,
old boy: I was a child, hasty and thankless;
but God has taught me my lesson, and now gives
e my reward,” H.W. AL

caught bold of my

THE EARTHQUAKE IN ALGERIA.

NFORTUNATE Algeria! What with Arab
assassinations and incendiaries, cholera,
drought, and the plague of locusts, one would
thiuk her cup of misfortuncs must be full ; but
now the earthquake has come, which 1s the worst
of all. I will describe my own experiences of
this awful calamity as simply as possible, for
unly the simple truth can give any idea of it.
We had been making a most pleasant and
prosperous journey through the provinco of
Oran, and were dining at a little town called
Relizane, on tho evening of the 4th, when the
words ¢ carthquakes at Algiers,” made us start
from our scats, and ask a dozen anxious ques-
tions at once. My cumpanion bad occasion to
be uneasy, sceing that she had near relations 1
Algiers, and a pretty country-house within casy
distance of it, Qur informer very good-naturedly
left bis dinner and his companions to tell us ail
that we wanted to know, and I cannot do
hetter than give his statement cerbatim,
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T wag dressing myself leisurely in tho Fléfel
de I'Eurepe,” he said, ¢ when all at once the
floor heaved beneath my feet with a hornble,
inexpressible noise, tho walls were vivlently
shaken, the timepicce was thrown from the
miantle-picco to the ground, and all the bells in
the house seemed suddenly and violently touch-
ed, 1 was in the street beforo { knew it to
witness & strange and never-to-be-forgotten
scene.  All the world of Algiers was out of
Aoors—men, women, and children in thelr night-
cluthes—some praying, sume clinging to each
other, somy utterly paralysed with apprelension.
The shock of tlns first carthquake lasted seven
minutes, and tovk place atthirteen minutes past
seven, and there was another shuck about halt-
past nine that same morning ; but luckily both
passed over without any more grave misfortunes
than the full of a house on the Kasbab, and
some severe cracks in the walls of otliers.  But
it is at Blidah and the villages near that the
worst misfortunes have reachied. Blidah was
shaken to its very foundations; whilst three or
four of the villages near wers utterly ruined, with
incalculable loss of lifo and property.”

This was our first account, an accouni to be
but ternbly confirmed by our own eyesin a day
or two; for when once we reached Milianah, we
were fairly within the devastated circle, and
wero witness of a panic not casy to forget.
Milianab, a little town most superbly placed
several thousand feet above the level of the sea,
had itself escaped unharmed, though the shock
had been felt there most severely.  The pale,
terror-stricken women whom we cacountered in
tho little shups where wo went to buy stamps
and other necessities for our journey, gave us
very exaggerated and varied accounts of the
carthquake. .According to one, tho Zakkar, a
mountain as Ingh as Snowdon, which rises be-
hind Miliznab, cmitted flames, and oscillated
horribly.  According to another, there were
countless cracks and splits in many houscs,
and so on. Butit was not truc that the Zakkar
saewed any siges of volcamc disturbance ; and
we iook great care to ascertain for ourselves
whother the houses named to us as being léuar-
dées were in reality so or no. They were iiot.

Thoe earthquake was net over yet, On that
very day, at Milianab, as the sun was setting
most glociously over the grand plain of the Che-
1if, there was an indescribable tremor of the
carth bencath our feet, and the solid walls
around us. For the moment, I took it to be the
rolling of somo heavy vehicle in the strect be-
low, and looked out, but was soon undeceived
by the excitement of the passers-by. Tius
passed, however, and we set off by the diligence
that evening, determining to break the journcy
botween Milianab and Algiers at one or two
stages. It is true, we wero going into the very
centre of danger, for danger still existed ; but
what were we to do? Milianah was not safe,
and the road from Mitianah was splendid. We
felt quite as secure in the diligence as in the
hotel, if not more so. .

It was a starlight, splendid night ; and as we
rattled down from the Atlas into the plain of
the Mectidja, we bad glimpses of astounding
scenery, The road wound for miles along
gloomy ravines, bristled by occasional outlines
of the tall aloo and the wild cactus with its
Briarcus-like branches, and the horses, which
were young and fresh, dashed along as if, like
ourselves, sniffing danger in the air.

By mud. zht we were down in the plain, and
halied at a little village hostelry called Bour-
hika. We had pleasant remembrances of this
same little hostelry, having breakfasted there
1 . spring when all the plain around was car-
peted with wild-flowers, and the village had
looked a very paradisc of peace and plenty,
Here we had determined to stop, and alighting,
made ourselves known ‘o our good host of*last
year, The ladies wished for beds. Certainly
they could have beds, bo said, only the room
was not orderly, and L3 was all alone, there
was no womaan to make a fire or do anything,
We wero so tired, wo said, and didn't mind
getting tho room ready ourselves. Anything
was better than going on after all the long dili-
genco Journeys we Lad lately had, Upon this

the master called to an Arab lad to show us
the room, but just as we were going off to look
at ity said . * [t is but fair that I tell you how
matters stand. I don'tsleep, and wouldn't sleep,
under a roof myself. Bverybody is encamped
in teats, and if you stay you will be all alone in
tho village.”

So wo went on to Blidad, passing through
such n sceno of desolation as made the heart
sick to witness, Mouzainville, El-Affroun, La
Chiffa, which were such thriving-looking little
French towons last year, nuw mere heaps of
ruing, whilst hero aud there, n little removed
from the ruins, the soldier's watch-fices lighted
up long lines of tents wheroslept or watched the
poor desulated peonle. Wherever we stopped,
wo heard terrible storics of sullering and ruin.
At ono place w.cre we changed lorses, a poor
man came up and lent a helping-hand, who
louked utterly beside himself for grief,

“ My sister was taken to the hospital almost
crushed to death,” he said to our coachman in a
heart-broken voice, ¢ and [ have never heard of
her since.”

% Why don’t you write 7?

 Write! here there is ncither pen, nor ink,
nor paper ; and one has no heart to do « ything,”
was the answer; then he wene away.

The villaga, Mouzainville, was a mere heap
of ruins, only the charsh remaining, and here
the luss of life was terrible. A labouring-man
gave the tollowing account of the catastrophe,
which is striking from its vory simplicity : ¢ |
bad been into my fields, and was returning
home,” be said, % when all at once the earth
trembled under my feet. At the same instant,
a cloud of dust hid the village from my eyes,
whence arose dreadful cries, now stifling, now
stified by an undefinable noise as of thunder,
This was tho falling of the ruined bhouses over
their inhabitants, At first, all who were safe
took to flight, but soon the recollection of the
wounded called them back, and men and wowmen
set to work to disinter the dead and the dying."”

How awful the panic was, may be imagined
by one fact, and that is, of the great propor”™ 1
of young children who were Killed.” Mothers
rushed out of their beds and ont of their houges,
too terror-stricken to think of tho little ones by
theirside.

But cven these ruins did not present & more
pitiable aspect than Blidah, which stood, though
totteringly, on its foundations. It was like
passing through a pest-smitten city. The dawn-
iug light shewed us nothing but lines of empty
bouscs, and strects utterly silent and deserted.
We were stacving with hunger and shivering
with cold, but it scemed a chance whether we
should get either food or fire till our arrival in
Algiers. ¢ You might as well try, what thero is
to bo bad at the JiGtel de lu Régence,” said the
coachman, “ for anyhow you have a good half-
hour to wait for the train;” so he sent an Arab
with us to tho hotel whero we had fared so
surmptuously, and had felt so entirely at home,
last year. Now all wore a wholly changed
appearance. There was not a creature in the
botel excepting ono solitary waiter who lay
asleep on a heap of rugs on the corridor of tho
first floor, and he looked pale and scared as if
he bardly knew where he was., ¢ Coffee!
madam wants coffee ? she shall have it,” he said,
shaking himself in & kind of stupor, and after
groping berc and there in the dark, ho came
back shrugging his shoulders, %I have ncither
firing, nor coffce, nor anything at band,” he
said, * but if you like, ladics, T will gonductesou
to o café close by where you are suro of getting
something,” So we followed him' to a little
cabaret close by, and there we did get food and
fire. There were a few working-men smoking
over their glasses of hot café notr, all talking of
the earthquake, and in niches of the wall two
or threo children lay fast asleep in extemporised
beds. The woman of the houso gave ug coffec,
and sbook her head when we asked if sbo were
not afraid to remain. ¢ Que youlez-vous? il
Jaut gagner pain,” sho said ; and then she point-
ed to some fearful cracksin the wall, and added.
« Le bon Dieu sait i y a d quoi faire peur.”

We then got into the omaibus, and drove to
the railway station. It was growing daylight,
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and tho first rays of the sun shewed us a sad
and strange scene. Tho little square in the
centro of tho town was covered with tents, and
tho suburb presented the appearance of an
encampment. Fires wero lighted here and there,
and by the light of thom we saw Jewesses
braiding their dark bair, Moors smoking their
carly pipe, French ladies preparing coffec, and
theie half.dressed childven peering out at us,
half-bowildered, half-pleased with the novel
seene.

Wo beard several differont accounts of the
earthquake at Blidah, but the desertion of its
inhabitants alone sufficed to tell of the universal
panic that it had Ieft behind it. And no wonder,
whe.t one remembers that, in 1825, Bhidah was
catirely destroyed in three ur four scconds, and
half ite population buried under the ruins, Ono
wonders, indeed, how even tho various tempta-
tions of a sunny climate, a ferti's soil, and every
facility of gaining one's livehhiood, ore suflicient
to inuuce people to stay there,

Fortunately, in this last shock there Lad been
no loss of life, though several honses were par-
tinlly destroyed, and all wero fearfully shaken.
The whole population rushed out en chemise in
the ficst mowent of horror, and only those who
were obliged returned to their houses. To add
to the general despondency, a heavy rain came
on; andwe were told it was pitiable to sce the
pale, drenched fugitives who came in by rail to
Algiers, some half-dressed as they had rushed to
tho station, others quite paralysed with terror.
Algicrs was, of course, only comparatively safe ;
bat glad indeed were we tosce the terraces of
white Xoorisl houses rising above the blue sca,
and the green hills of Mustapha Supéricure,

Wo reached Algiers and Mustapha without
any mishaps, and I report this from Marseilles,
where I am kept a prisoner, with ether unfor-
tanate travellers, till the suow can be cleared
from the railways., The weather is intensely
bitter, and remembering what a delicious climate
I left bohind in Africa, I half feel inclined to
forget all about (he carthquake, and spend all
my future vrinters in Algeria.

WANDERERS.
As o’er tho hill wo roam’d at will,
Ay dog and 1 together,
e marked a chaise, by two bright bays
Slow-moved amid the heather:

Two bays arch-neck’d, with tails crect,
Ané gold upon thejir blinkers;

And by their sido an ass I spied :
It was a wandering tinker’s.

The chalso roll’d by, nor aught cared I,
Such things are not in my way;

1 join'd mo to tho tinker, who
Was turning down a by-way.

X ask'd him whero ho lived. A staro
Was all I got iu answer,

As on lo truged. X xightly judged
Tho staro said, * Whore I can, sir.”

T ask’'d him if ho'd tako a whifl
Of *baccy. Mo acceded,

110 grow commanicativo too,
And talk'd as we proccoded:

Till of the tinker’s lifo, 1 think,
IXknew as much as ho did.

« 1 loiter down by thorp and town,
Tor any job XI’m willing;

Tako hero and there a lusty crown,
And horo and thero a shilling.

X doal iu overy ware in turn;
1'vo rings for pretty Sally,

That sparklo liko thoso oy¢s of her'n;
I'vo iquor for tho valot.

« ¥ steal from th’ parson’s strawbcrry-plots,
I hide by th® squiro’s covers;

I teach tho sweot young housemalds what's
Tho art of trappling lovers.

* Tho things I’ve done ‘neath moon and stars
Havoe got me Into messes:

I'vo scon the sky through prison bars,
I'vo t0TR up prison drest,
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« I'vo sat, I've sigh’d, I *ve gloom'd, I'voglanc'd
With envy at the swallows,

That through tho window 8lid, and danced
(Quito happy) round tho gallows:

¢ But aut again I come, and show
My fnco, nor care a stivor;

Foe trades aro brisk and trades are slow,
But mino gocs on for over.”

Thus on he pratticd liko babbling brook,

Then I ¢ Tho sun has slept behind the hill,

And my aunt Vivian dines at half-past six.”

So in all lovo we parted. . o Jho Hall,

1o to the villago. It was nofscd noxt noon

That chickens had been miss'd at Syllabub Farm,
C. 8. CALVIRLEY.

@he Satnedny Bender.
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BOUND VOLUMES.

Covers for binding the third volume of the
Ruapgr are now ready, and may be obtained
from the publisher, also, tho first, second and
third volumes, bound in an elegunt and uniform
styla.

THE SALE OF RUSSIAN AMERICA.

—

HNEN a telegram from Washington in-
formed us tho other day of the purchase
by the United States of the Russian possessions
on this coantinent, the news at first appeared of
a startling character, and tho alarm of trumpets
with which the announcement was accompanied
added to the cffect the fact produced. People
were taken by surprise, for it is not often that
transactions of this maguitude are undertaken
or consummated by the Amecrican execcutive in
such Ma~ "iavellian secrecy. Either the Argus
eyes of tho press penetrate into all mysteries of
tho sort, or the lack of reticenco in their public
raen generally serves to convey them to tho out-
side world. Tho course pursued is also con-
trary to the spirit of Republican institutions and
to the practice of the government in similar
matters. In fact, it is easy to discover the
hand of Russian diplomacy in the whole business,
for it has always been the policy of that nation
to work in the dark, virtil its object, whatever
it may be, has been attained.

But tho surprise caused by the affair once
over, tho cool indifference with which it wasre-
garded by people in England and here, must
have somewhat chastencd the exultation of the
smart statesmen who contrived this great diplo-
matic feat. Tho intention, we are told, was to
“hem in® the British possessions on the Pacific;
but Mr. Seward, on tho occasion, must have
borrowed a precedent from the Irish soldier who
capturcd a number of the encmy by surrounding
them, or from some cqually sage source. 1t
strikes us that the hemming in process is likely
to be all the other way, aud that the new terri-
tory, cut off from the rest of the Republic, by
the intervening British scttlements, will be very
much in the position destined for the latter by
the astute negociators. Wo will not speak of
the value of the purchase; that is the concern
of tho purchaser. But as the sterile region is
not approachable to a force by land ; as it is not
likely to attract immigration until the more
babitable portions of America aro filled to
overflowing ; and as England, if she thought
fit, might at any time, pour into it an army from
Inllia, before relief could como from tho United
States; undor these circumstances, we imagino
that we nced not much trouble ourselves about
tho matter, so far as it might bo supposed to im-
ply danger to this quarter of the world. In
fact, seeing that our shrewd Yankeo friends aro
inclined to speculato in Arctic land, we can con-
ceive no good reason why tho British govern-

ment should not 4o & styoke of Rusigess with

them in that line, and pockot & few millions of
tho dollars which they senm so anxious to invest
in rocks and ice.  There are, for isstance, Prince
of Wales Island, Queensland, the North Pole,
and numberless other  hyporborean depen-
doncices which Great Britain owus by right of dis.
covery, and whics chs might be inclined to
transfer to our goed cousing un terms such as
those lately granted ‘o Russin, We recommend
this valuuble suggesaon to the serious consider-
ation of Sir Frederick Bruce nnd Mr, Sceretary
Seward.

But it is certainly strange, that Russia, that
never willie gly parts with a foot of territury
which she anywhcere acquires by force, fraud, or
otherwise, should divest herself of this posses.
sion, Wild as the notion appeavs, it is not at
all impossible that the step is connected, how-
ever distantly, with her Asiatic policy. The
immensn progress sho has made within the
Inst quarter of a century, and cven within the
Inst fow years, in Northern, Eustorn and Central
Asia are among the mos* extraordinary ocecur-
rences of tho age.  She has advanced hier fron-
tier from & line running northward from the
slopes of the Caucasus and the western end of
the Caspinn Sea to the river Oxus in Independ-
ant Tarkistan, and will shortly be withina few
hundred miles of Cashmere, whith, though not
British territory is under British protection,
and is one-of the Western outposts of Indin,
We, in o former number, expressed our bulief
that under certain contingencies, Hindostan
might be invaded by laud, and cball not repeat
our views on that head.

That tbe Cabinet of St. Petersburg may have
some deep desiga in effucting this sale is only
consistent with the pag  history of Muscovite
diplomacy. But two centuries ago Russin was
regarded as being outside the European family
of nations and her Grane Duke as the leader of
a horde of barbariups, thialy scattered over a
stenile wilderness, in which winter reigned for
more than six months out of the twelve. At
present, the Crzar's dominions contain eighty
millions of souls, is more than double the extent
of all Europe, comprises one-thirticth of the
whole superficies of the globe, and one-seventh
of the laud. His army is.the Irgest and one of
the bravest in tue world, and the comwmerce of
the Bmpire is vast and capable of unlimited ex-
pansion, How Russia became what she now ig
does not require to be told; she has absorbed
the greatest part of Poland, large portions
of Sweden, Turkey und Persia, and the wbole of
numerous states of minor importance. Nor
does her appetite for such acquisitions appear
satiated, but grows by what it feeds on ; and we
have no doubt, that from the exteusive platcan
of Turkistan, the starting point of the Tartar
conquests of the middle ages, sbe Jooks with
louging cyes on Persia, India and Chiua, alt of
which, as well as Russia herself, were subdued
and appropriated by Timour aud his successors,
to whom the Czar has now constituted himself
beir, -

THE FALL OF THE MEXICAN
EMPIRE,

RITING on tho Mexican question, some

months ago, we said, in connection with
Napoleon's intiraation to withdraw the French
troops from the country: “ To say nothing of
his duty to the one whom he inveigled into the
enterprise, the fate of the unhappy partisans
of the cirmpire, including thousands of French-
meon residing in the country, ought to lie heavily
on his conscience, if anything can. No one
knows better han ho that their lives and proper-
ty would be at the mercy of their enemies, and
cnemies, tvo, who never spared & political or
personal opponent.” What we anticipated bas
partly come to pass. large numbers of French
soldiers captured by the Liberals have been
massacred in cold blood; all French sub-
jects have been told that they must transfer
their allegiance from France to Mexico, or depart
from the land; ard the savage acts which
marked tho contest with Spain in the war of
independence are once more repeattd, to the
disgraco of human nature and Christian civiliza.
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tion. Nor i3 this all that we may expect to
behold; the end is not yet. When they have
driven forth the foreiguers, the chiefs as of old,
ufter plundering, murdecing, and exiling the
friends of Maxiwilian, will quarrel among them-
selves, and revolution will follow revolution in
rapid succession, deluging the country in blood,
and consigning to poverty and misery its unhap-
py people whom the sword has spured. And
this is the work of statesmen aud governments,
of those whom the world delights to honour,
offers incense, and who rule the destimes of great
nations !  Louis Napoleon, first, by his mad in-
carsion into Meaico, and, secondly, by s cow-
ardly flight from 1t, lins been the primacy cause
of the evil; and Sceretary Seward’s intrigues,
and the policy of the American government, are
responsible for the rest.  Between them be it
and great reason they have to be prond of their
handiwork,  Yet if public crimes were judged
by the same standard that private crimes are,
neither party would o unwhipt of justice. But
mankind are wonderfully merciful to delinquents
in high places; the plea of policy covers all
their transgressions.  We reverse the ancient
rule, and forgive them beenuse they know what
they do. There is, however, a tribunal at which
we are taught they will find less favour,

As for pouor Maximilian, it is to be regretted
that be should longer continue the struggle in
which he has been engaged to so little good puc-
pose. He has failed as greater men have fuiled
before lum, in an cffort beyond his means and
strength to accomplish ; but he has been beaten
but not disgraced, which ts more than can be said
of the other chicf actorsin thescene,  If hie was
not able to command success, he can, at all
cvents, console hupself with the reflection that
hie deserved it The fate that is evidently in re-
scrve for Mexico will prove his best justifica-
tion in the eyes of his contemporaries and pos-
terity.

The United States have dnven the French
from Mexico: what will they do with their far
froin reputable and very unmanageable profe-
gée?  Will thase who compassed the overthrow
of the Empire look calmly on, while the coun-
try i3 turned into a shambles in which one of
the many contending parties at cternal fevd
with cach other shall be slanghtered to-day and
its opponents to-morrow. Such was wont to be
the case in former tiincs, when they had less to
fight about, than before Napolcon's intervention
added new elements of confusion to ther already
distracted condition; and we may guess how it
may be for years to come, if they arc left to
themselves. The Americans may talk of the
Jjealousy with which European nations regard
the growth of the great Republic, but they may
Test assured that not & voice would be raised in
censure against the annexation of Mexico to the
Union; and we really cannot perceive what
other course they can in cominon justice pursue,
They have rendered the pacifc mission of Maxic
milian incffectual, and they cannot play the part
of the dog in the manger without dishonour as
well ns sin,

LITERARY GOSSIP.

Mr. Hexgry Kiseseey will commence in the
next nomber of the Gentleman's Magazine a
serinl tale, entitled +¢ Mademoiselle Mathilde.”
We hear that the plot of the story will be laid
partly in England and partly in Bretagac, dur-
ing the eagbteenth century, and that Dr. Jobnson
and other literary chiaracters will figure in it

A sixTnedition of ¢ New Amenca” 1in London,
has been published. Thiscdition contains & new
preface, in naswer to the criticisms of Father
Noyes, also & portrmit of Miss Eliza Snow,
Murmon puctess and Brigham Young’s spraster-
wife.

Mr. Gerawp Massey has again taken op his
favourite subject of the Shakespears Sonnets,
addsessing & long communication on his well-
known theory of their production to the Atke-
acum.

Mr. W Carsw Haziitt says the Athearum
is about to publish, in parts, a ¢ Handbook to
the Popalar, Poctical and Dramatic Literatare

of Great Britain from the Invention of Printing
to the Restoration.” It isa great field to cover;
but the first part (which is just out) encourages
a hope that the labour will be very well nccom-
plished.  We shall wait and sce,

A Bipuiocnarmicat curiosity is come to light in
a curious tist published in the last number of the
Baoleseller. A work by Sir Richard Steele is
there mentioacd, of which no mention is made
in any bibliographical work, or by any biogru-
pher or writer on Steele. It is entitled—** Sir
Richard Steeles Acconat of Mr. Desagullier's
New-invented Chimneys, 1715-16.” It is very
strange that the writings of Steele have uever
been collected and published ; but such is the
fact. Steele, we believe, dabbled in bricks and
mortar. Did he try thie new-invented chimneys
at the Hovels at Hampton-\Wick, and then give
the world the benefit of his experiences?

Tue Imperial Court at Paris has just reversed
a judgment of the Tribunal of Commerce with
reference to the sale of Victor Hugo's © Lrarail-
feurs de la Mer®  Justa year ago, 3. Milland,
the proprictor of Le Soleil, made a contract with
Messrs, Lacroix & Co., M. Hugo's publishers, by
virtue of which he acquired the right to print
the romance in question in the feuillcton of his
jourual, in cousideration of certain payments,
=M. Lacroix & Co., at the snnic time covenant-
ing not to sell any copy of the work (until its
completion in the Soleil) under the onginal
price of cighteen francs. On the 25th of April,
however, the Ecenement announced that, pur-
suant to an arrangement with M. Hugo's publish-
crs, they were enabled to offer the three volumes
of the* Travailleurs de In Mer” as a premium to
all subscribers for six months. The six months’
subscription to the Ecéncment being only 22f.,
M. Millaud contended that Messrs, Lacroix &
Co. must have sold copics of the novel to that
journalat a price far below what was stipulated,
and that therefore the contract had not been
fulfilled. The Tributinl of Commerce dismissed
M. Milland’s action, on the ground that the
Messrs. Lacroix diud nothing to do with the terms
on which the Lréncment chose to supply tbe
work to its readers; but the Imperial Court,
thinking that the facts show an indirect evasion
of the terms agreed on, has reversed that deci-
sion, ordering Messrs. Lacroix to repay to Al
Millaud the sum of 15,000 f. received, declaring
the Iatter released from the payment of the rest
of the purchase-money, anu saddling the former
with all the costs, both of the original hearing
and the appeal.

ETHEL.

SwEET Ethel, the gleam of thy dressis
The lodo-star that leads mo to-night
\Where the moon-shimmes touches thy tresses,
But scarcely can make them more bright.
And now like & suitor beholden
To mercy, ifmercy may be,
I come with my hieart all unfolden,
31y queen, before thee.

She stands at the outermost portal
Aund rosily welcomes moe fn: |

A beantiful spirit immortal,

Too fair for humanits’s sin,
The firelight behind, =s before hor

The shecnof the starlight, falis faint,
What wonder I kneel and adore hier,

‘Oh, exquisite saint*

Slune out, happy moon, o’cr my maiden,
Smilc, $fars, over woodland and lea,
Aad, Night, bo thy bosom o'erladen
With blessings for all, as for meo:
For a word that oblivion can never
Blot out, bas been winspered through tears,
And this shall be sacrod for ever
* Alid 2l the long years.

I1. Saviie CLanxe,

Rising Grovyn.—There is something exquisito
in an American’s reply to the Eurcpean traveller,
when he asked him if he bad just crossed the
Alps, “Wal, now you call my attention to the
facy, T guess I did pass nisin ground.”

[
\

BIRDS OF PREY.

ook the Fourth.
VALENTINE HAWKEIIURST'S RECORD.
Continued from puge 104,

CHAPTER 11, — MATTIHEW HAYGARTH'S RESTING-
PLACE.

I found the house at Dewsidale without diffi-
culty. Itis s stifl; square, red-brick dwelling-
plitce, with long narrow windows, a high narrow
dovor, and carved canopy, a house which sa-
yours of the Tutler aud Spectutor ; o houst in
which the short-faced gentleman might have
spent his sumuner holidays after Sir Roger's
death,  t stands behind o high iron gate, sur-
mounted by a handsome coat of arms; and be-
fore it there lies a pleasant patch of greensward,
with a pond aud a colony of cackling geese,
which craned their necks and screcamed at me
as I passed them.

The place is the simplest and smallest of rural
villages. There is o public-house—the Seven
Stars; a sprinkling of humble cottages; n ge-
neral shop which is at once a shocmakers, a
geocer's, & livendraper's, a stationer’s, and a
post-office. These habitations, & gray old church
with a square tower, half-hidden by the sombre
fuliage of yews and cedars, and the house once
inhabited by the Haygarths, comprise the whole
of the village. The Haygarthiav houschold is
now the rectory. I ascertained this fact from
the landlord of the Seven Stars, at which house
of entertainment [ took « bottle of soda-water,
in order to sonder le terrain before commencing
business.

The present rector is an clderly widower with
séven children; an casy good-natured soul, who
is more pronc to bestow his moncey in charity
than to punctuality in the payment of his debts,

Having discovered thus much, 1 raag the bell
at tho iron gate and boarded the Haygarthian
mansion. The rector was at bome, and received
me in & very untidy apartment, par excellence a
study. A boy in a holland blouse was smear-
ing his face with his inkr fingers, and wrestling
with a problem in Euclid, whilc his father stood
on a step-ladder exploring a high shelf of dusty
books.

The rector, whose name is Wendover; de-
scended from the step-1adder and shook the dust
from his garmeats. He is a little withered old
man, with a manaer so lively as to be on the
verge of {lightiness. I observed that he wiped
bis dusty palms on the skirts of his coat, and
argued therefrom that he would be an casy per-
son to deal with. I soon found that my deduc-
tion was corrcct. .

I presented Sheldon’s card and stated my bu-
sioess, of conrse acting on that worthy’s advice.
Could Mr. Wendover givo me any information
relating to the Haygarth family?

Fortune favoured me throughout this Dew-
sdale expedition. The rector is a simple garra-
lous old soul, to whom to talk isbliss, He has
occupicd the house fire-and-thirly years. He
rents it of the lord of the manos, who bought it
from John Haygarth. Not a stick of farniture
has been removed since our friend Matthew's
time; and the rev, intcstate may have wrestled
with the mysteries of Eaclid on. the same old-
fashioned mahogany table at which I saw the
boy in brown holland.

Mz. Weadover left his books aud manuscripts
scattered on the fioor of the study, and conduct-
c¢d me to a cool shady drawing-room, very
shabbily furnished with the spindle-legged chairs
and tables of the last century. Here he begged
me to be seated, and kere we were overand saon
interrupted by intrading juveniles, the banging
of doors, and the shrilt clamour of yoang voices
in the hall and garden.

I brought all tuc diplomacy of which I am
master to bear in my long interview with the
rector; and the following is a transeript of our
conversation, after a good deal of polite skir-
mishing :

Mysclf. You sce, my dear sir, the bosiaess i
am concerned in s rewotely coanccted with
these Haygarths, Any information you will
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kindly afford me, however apparently trivial,
may be of eervice in tho aflair I am prosecuting.

Lhe Reclor. ‘To be sure, to be surel But, you
see, though Pve heard a good deal of the Hay-
garths, it is all gossip—the merest gossip.
Peoplo are so fond of gossip, you know,—cspe-
cinlly country people: L have nodoubtyou have
remarked that,  Yes, I have heard a great deal
ahout Matthew Haygarth. My late clerk and
sexton,—n very remarkable man, nincty-one
wlen e died, and able to perfurma bis daties
very creditably within a year of his death—~very
creditably ; but the hard winter of '56 tovk i
oft, poor fellow, and now I have a young way,
—old Andrew Hone—that wag ny lute clerk’s
name—vas employed in this house when a lad,
and was very fond of talking about Matthew
Haygorth and bis wife. She was a rich woman,
you know a very rich woman—the daughter of
21 brewer at Ullerton, and this house belonged
to her—inherited from ler father.

Myself. And did you gather from your clerk
that Matthew Haygarth and his wife lived bap-
pily together?

The Rector. Well, yes, yes; I never heard
anything to the contrary. They were not a
young couple, you know, Rebeeca Caulficld was
forty years of age, and Matthew Iaygarth was
fifty-three when he marred, so, you see, one
could hardly call it a love-match, [Abrupt in-
road of bouncing damsel, exclaiming Pu'.'"]
Don’t you see I'm engaged, Sophia Louisa? Why
are you not at your practice ? {Swdden retreat
of bouncing damsel, followed by the scrambling
performance of scale of C major n adjoning
chamber, which performance abrupily ceases after
[five minutes.] You sce Mrs. Haygarth was no!
young, as I was about to observe wheu my
daughter interrupted us; and she was perbaps
a litle more stendfast in her adherence to the
newly-arisen sect of Wesleyans than her bus-
band, as a Church-of-Eungland nan, could ap-
prove. But as their married life lasted only
year, they had little time for domestic unhap-
piness, even supposing them not to be adupled
to each other.

Myself. Mrs. Matthew Haygarth did not marry
again?

The Reclor. No; she devoted herself to the
education of her son and lived and died in this
house. The room which is now my study she
furnished with a small reading-desk and a cou-
ple of benches, now in my norsery, and miade it
into a kind of chapel, in which the keeperof the
gencral shop—rwho was, 1 belicve, cossidered a
shining light amongst the Wesleyan community
—mwas in the habit of holding forth every Sun-
day morning to such few members .of that sect
as were within reach of Dewsdale. She died
when her son was nineteen years of age, and
was baried in the family vault in the church-
yard yonder. Her son’s adhierence to the Church
of BEngland was a very great trouble to her
[Inroad of boy in holland, very dejected and inky
of aspect, also exclaiming “ Paf’] No, Joln;
not till that problem is worked out. Take that
cricket-bat back to the lobby, sir, and return to
vour studies. - [Sulky withdrawal of boy.) You
see what it is to have a lacge family, Mc—Shel-
don. I beg pardon, Mr.— .

Myself. Hawkehurst, clerk to Mr. Sheldon.,

The Rector. To bosure, 1bavesome thoughts
of the Law for one of my elder sons; the Church
15 terzibly over-crowded. However. as I was
on tho point of saying when wy boy John dis-
torbed us, thoogh I have heard. a great deal of
gossip about the Haygarths, I fear I can give
syou very littlo substantial isformation. Their
conncction with Dewsdale lasted little more than
twenty yeass. Matthew Haygarth was married
in Dewsdale church, his son John was christened
in Dewsdale church, and hio himself 1s buned 2
the churchyard. That is about as much positive
information as Ican give vou; and you will
perhaps remark that the parish register would
afford you as much,

After questioning the good-natared old rector
rather closely, and obtaining little more than the
above information, I asked. permission to see the
house.

“ 0ld forniture and old pictures aro apt to bo

suggestive,” I said; “and perhaps while wo
are going over the house you may happen to re-
call some further particulars relating to the Hay-
garth fuwily.”

Mr. Wendover assented, He was evidently
anxioug to oblige me, and accepted wy expluna-
tion of my business in perfect good ‘“ith. He
conducted me from roum to room, waiting pa-
tiently while I scrutinised the panclied walls and
stared at the attenunted old furniture, I was
determined tu observe George Sheldon'’s advice
to the very#lotter, though [ had lutle hope of
making any grand melodrmmatic discovery in
the way of documents hidden in old catnnets, or
moulderin,, belind sliding panels,

I asked the rector if he had ever found papers
of auy kind 1n forgotten nooks and corners of
the house or the furniture,  Iis reply was s de-
cided negative. He bad explored and investi-
gated cvery iuch of the old dwelling-place, and
had found nothing.

So 1nuch for Scidon's idea.

Mr. Wendover led me from basement to garret,
cncounttering bouncing daughters and boys in
browa holland wherever we went; and from
basement to garret I fuund that ull was barren.
In the whole of the house there was but one
object which arrested my attention, and the in-
terest winch that one object aroused in my mind
had no refation to the Haygarthian fortune.

Over a bigh carved chimney-picce in one of
the bed-chambers there huang » littde row of mi-
niatures—old-fashioned oval miniatures, pale
aud faded—pictures of men and women with the
powdered hair of the Georgiun period, and the
tlowing full-bottomed wigs fumiliar to St
James's and ‘Tunbridge-wells in the duys of inof-
feusive Anne.  There were jn all sevea minia-
tures, six of which specimens of antique portrai-
ture were prim and starched and artificial of
aspect. But the sev:nth was different in form

| aud style : it was the picture of a girlish face

looking out of a frame of loose unpoivdercd
locks; a bright innocent fueg, with gray eyes
and marked black eyebrows, pouting lips a little
parted, aud white tecth gleaming between lips
of rosy red ; such a face as one might fancy the
inspiration of an old poet. I took the miniature
gently from the little brass hook on which it
hung, and stood for some tiwe looking at the
bright frack face.

It was *%e picture of Charlotte Halliday.
Yes; I supposethere is a fatality in theso things.
It wvas one of those marvellousaccidental resem-
blances which every man has met with in the
course of his life. ilere was this dead-and-gone
besuty of the days of George the Sccond smiling
upon me with the eyes and lips of Philip Shel-
don’s step-daughter!

Or was it only a delusion of my own? Was
my mind so steeped in the thought of that girl,
was my heart so impressed by ber beauty, that T
could not look upon a fair woman’s facé without
conjuring up ber likeness in the pictured coun-
tenance 7 However this may be, 1 looked long
and tenderly at the face which secmed to me to
resemble the woman I love.

Of courso I questioned the rector as to the
original of this particular ministure. Ilc coald
tell mo nothing about it, except that ho thought
it was ro? onc of the Caulficlds or Haygarths.
The men in the full-bottomed Queen-Anne wig
was Jeremiah Caulficld, brewer, father of
tho pious Rebecea; the woman with the high
powdered head was the pious Rebecea herself;
the man in the George-the-Second wig was Mat-
thew Haygarth. The other three were kindred
of Rebeecen's, But the wild-haircd darsel was
somo unknown creatare, for whose prescace Mr.
Wendover was unable to account.

I cxamined the framo of the muniatare, and
found that it opened at tho back. Behind the
ivory on which the portrait was painted therc
was a lock of dark hair cacased in erystsl; and
on tho inside of the case, which was of some
worthless metal gilded, thero was scratched the
name ¢ Molly.”

How this Molly with the Joose dark locks
camo to be admittsd among tho prim and pious
Cnnldﬁclds is certainly moro thsn I can urder~
stand,

My exploration of the bouse having resulted
ouly in this little romantic accidert of the like-
ness to Charlotte, I prepared to take my depar-
ture, no wiser thun swhen I had first crossed the
threshold.: Tho rector very politely proposed to
show mo the church; and as I considered that
it would be well to take a copy of the Haygarth-
ian entries in the register, I availed myself of his
offer. He despatched a muid-servant to summon
his clerk, in order that that functionary might
assist in the investigation of the registers. The
girl departed on thiswerrand, while hier master
conducted me across bis garden, in which there
is now & gate opening into the churchyard.

It is the most picturesque of burial.grounds,
darkened by the shadow of those sulemn yews
and spreading cedars.  We walked very stowly
between the crumbling old tombstones, which
have alinost all grown one-sided with time. Mr.
Wendover led wme through a little labyrinth of
lowly graves to & high and ponderous ircn rail-
ing surroundiug a square space, in the midst s€
which thero is a stately stenc mogpument. In
the railing there is a gate, from which a flight
of stone steps leads down to the door of a vault,
It is altogether rather a pretentious affuir, where-
in one sees the cvidence of substantial wealth
unclevated by artistic grace or poetic grandcur,

This is the family vault of the Caalfields and
Haygarths,

 P've brought you to logk at this tomb,” said
the rector, resting his hand upon the rusted rail-
ing, * beeausce there is rather a romantic story
connected with it—a story that concerns Aat-
thew Haygarth, by the by. I did not think of
it just now, when we were talkiug of bim; but
it flashed on my memory as wo camo through
the garden., It is mather & mysterious affair;
and though it is not very likely 10 have any
bearing upon the object of your inquiry, I may
as well tell you about it,—asa lecaf out of family
history, you know, Mr. Iawkchurst, and as a
new proof of the old adage that truth is stranger _
than fiction.”

I assurcd the rector that I should be glad to
hear anything lic could tell me.

+ % I must premise that I only tell the story as
I got it from iy old clerk, and that it may there-
fore scem ratber indistinet ; but there isan entry
in the register yonder to show that it is not
without foundstion. Hotwever, I will waste no
more words in preamble, but give you the story,
which is simply this——"

The rector scated bimself on aditapidated old
tombstone, while I leaned against the mils of
the Haygarth vault, looking down upon him.

# Within a month or two of Matthew Hay-
garth’s death, a kiud of melancholy came over
bim,” said the rector, “ Whether he was un-
happy with his wife, or whether he felt his bealth
declining, is more than I ¢an ssy. You must
remember that my informant was but a lad at .
the titno of which I speak, and that when he
talked to me about the subject sixty years after-
wards he was a very ¢ld man, and his impres-
sions were thereforo more or less vague. But
upon ceain facts he was sufficiently positive;
and amongst the circumstauces he remembered
most vividly are thosc of the story I am going
to tell you, - -

“ It seems that within & very few weeks of
Matthew’s death, his wife, Rebeeca Haygarth,
started on an expedition to the north, in tho
company of an uncle, to hear John Wesley preach
on some very special occasion, and to assist at
a love-feast. She was gone moro than a fort-
night; and during ber absence Matthew Hay-
garth mounted his horse carly one morniag and
rodo away from Dewsdale,

“ His houschold counsisted of threo maids, s
man, and the 1ad Andrew Hone, afterwards my
sexton. Before departing on his journey AMr,
Haygarth had said that he would not retamn till
lato the next cvening, and had requested “that
only the man (whose name I forget) should sit
up for him. T

“ He was punctiliousiy obeyed. The house-
hold, always of carly Labits, retired at nine, the
accustomed hour; and the man-servaat waited
to receive his master, while tho Iad Andrew,
who slept in the stables, sat up to keep his fel-

low-servant compaoy.
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At ten o'clock Mr. Haygarth came home,
gave his horso into the chargo of the lad, took
his candle from the mman-servant, and walked
straight upstairs, as f going to bed. Tho man-
servant locked the doars, took his master the
key, uud then went to his own quarters. The
boy remained up to feed and groom the horse,
which had the appearance of having performed
o hard day’s work.

¢ He had nearly concluded this business when
he was startled by the slaauning of the buek door
opening inte the court-yard, in which were the
stables aud outhouses,  Apprehending thieves,
the boy opened the door of the stable and looked
vut, doubtless with considerable caution,

“ It was broad moonlight, and he saw at a
glance that the person who had opencd the door
wis one who had » right to open it.  Matthew
Haygarth was crossing the court-yard ag the lad
peeped ont. He weore o long black clonk, and
his head drooped upon his breast, ag if he had
been in dejection.  The lad—being, I suppose,
inquisitive, after the mapner of country luds—
wade no more ade, but left hig uafinished work
and crept stealthily after his master, who came
straight to this churchyard,—indecd to this very
spot on which we are now standing.

¢ On this spot the buy Andrew Houne beeawe
the seerut witness of a strange scene,  He saw
an open grave cluse agaiust the rails yunder, and
he saw a little cuftin luwered silently intu that
grave by the seaton of that time and & streage
man, who afterwards weat away i a mourmng
cuach, which was in waiting at the gate,and 1o
which doubtlese the stranger and the litule coffin
had come.

“ Before the man departed lie assisted to fill
up the grave, and when it was filled Matthew
Haygarth gave moncy to buth the men—gold 1t
seemed to the Iad Andrew, and several picces to
vich person.  The two mea then departed, but
Ar. Haygarth still lingered.

“# As soon as he fancied himself alone, he
knelt down beside the little grave, covered his
fice with his hands, aud either wept or prayed,
Andrew Hone could not tell which, If he wep,
he wept silently.

“ From that night, my sexton said, Matthew
Haygarth faded visibly  Mistress Rebecea came
homne from her love-feast, and nursed and tended
her busband with coasiderable hindaess, thuugh,
so far as [ can mahe out, she was at the best a
stern woman. He died three wecks after the
event which I have described, and was buried un
that vault, close to the little grave.”

I thanked Mr. Wendover for his succinet nar-
rative, and apulugised for the trouble 1 bad oc-
casioned him,

* Do nut speak of the trouble,” he answered
kindly , " I am ased to tllhing that story. 1
Lave hieard it a great maoy tumes from poor uld
Andrew, and I have told i a great many umes,

“ The story has rather a legendary tone,” I
said , * ] shoold bave scarcely thought such a
thing possible,” -

The rector shrugged his shoulders with a de-
precating gesture.

% In our own day,” he replied,  such an oc-
currence would be almost impossible; but you
must ranember that we are tatking of the last
century—century in which 1 regret to say the
clergy of the Church of England were sadly lax in
the performance of their dutics. The followers
of Wesley and Whiteficld could searcely bave
multiplicd as they did if the focks had not been
craclly neglected by their proper shepherds. It
was n period in which bencfices were bestowed
constantly on men obviously unfitted for the
holy officc—men who were gamblers and drunk-
ands, patrons of cockpits, and in mwany cascs
open and shameless reprobates. Ia sach an age
almost any thung twas possible ; and tinsmidnight
and ushallowed interment may very weoll bave
taken place either with the consent or wathout
the knowledge of the incumbent, who, I am told,
bore no high character for picty or morality.*

“? ;‘Lnd you say there isan entry in the regis-
ter

“ Yes, a careless scrawl, dated Sept. 19th,
1774, recording the burial of one Matthew Hay-
garth, aged four years, removed from the burial-

ground attached to tho parish church of Spots-
wold."”

“ Then it vas a re-interment 2

s Bvidently”

“ And i3 Sputswold in this county ?”

“ Yes; it is novery small villnge, about fifty
miles from bere.”

** And Matthew Haygarth died very soon after
this event 2°

‘ He did. He died very suddgnly, with an
awful suddeoncss, and died “intestate, s
widow was left the possessor of great wealth,
which increased in the hands of lier son John
Haygarth, a very prudent and worthy gentle-
man, and @ credit to the church of which be
was.a member.  He only died very lately, 1
believe, and must thereforo have attajned a
great age,”

It is quite evident that Mr. Wendover had not
seen the advertisement in the Zimes, and was
ignorant of the fact tha! the accumulated wealth
of the Haygarths and Cauliields 13 now waiting
a cluimant,

I asked permission to see the register contain-
ing the entry of the mysterous intennent; and
after the admunsteation of » shilling to the
clerk—a shilling at Dewsdale being equal to
half-a-crown in London—the vestry cupboard
was opened by that fuuctionary, and the book I
required was produced from a goodly pile of
such mouldy brown leather-bound volumes,

The following 1s a copy of the entry s

* On Thursd.y last past, being v° 19 Septr,
A.D. 1774, was mter’d ye bodie off onne Mat-
thewe Haygarthe, agd foure yeres, remoovd
fromwn ye Churcheyarde off St Marie, under y©
il Spotswolde, 1n this Co.  Pade fore so dou-
ing, sevven shill.”

After having iuspected the register, I asked
mavy further questions, but without cliciting
much further information. So I expressed my
thanks for the courtesy that had been shownme,
and took my departure, not wishing to press the
matier so closely as to render myself a musance
to the worthy Wendover, and . aring in mind
that it would be open to me to retura at any
future time.

And now I ask myself—and I ask the astute
Steldon—what 1s the meaning of this mysterious
bunal, and 1s it lihely to have any bearing on
the object of vur scarch? These are questions
fur the consideration of the astate S,

1 spent my evening 10 jotung down the events
of the day, 10 tho abuve free-and-casy fashion
for my own gmdance, and 1n & more precise and
business-like style for my cmployer. I posted
my letter before ten o'clock, the hour &t which
the London mail 13 made up, and then smoked
wy cigar in tho cmply streets, overshadowed by
gaunt square siacks of building and tail black
chimneys, and so back to my nn, where 1 took
a glass of ale 2nd another cigar, and then to bed,
as the worthy Pepys might have concluded.

tTo b Cuntinued.)

A TRIP TO SADOWA.

—

EFORE Ileaviog for Moravia and Boberma,

I remained 2 few days in Vienna, to sce
whetker the improvement in this vastly increas-
cd city had been at all delayed by the recent
war, and also, as far as it was possible for a
stranger to find out, to leam the state of fecling
amongst the peopleatthe present time. X should
say that both the Londoner and the Parisian, on
first visiting Vienpa, must be somewhat disap-
pointed with it. Vicnna has played alvzays so
prominent o part in continental affairs, and so
much is always said of its socicty and grandcar,
that one is naturally led to expect a city cover-
ing a large arca, with streets as haodsome as
those in Paris; bat the very fitst worning’s walk
tirongh Vienna proves such not to be the case.
Tho streets, crooked and narrow, much resemble
somo of those in our own city, but are very bad-
Iy lighted at night, aud many of them without
foot pavements; but within the last half-dozen
years Vienna has beeome & fast improving eity.
The inner ring of fortifications, wwhich used to
crcircle thie cty, has now been removed ; the

ditches filled up, and replaced by boulevards, as
in Parig, with paved strects on either side for the
carriages, and parts reserved in the centre for
riding and walking. Tho trees, which bave only
been planted somomonths, appear to he growing
very well, and help to make both houses and
boulevards attractive. Of the Austrian people
generally ono cannot speak too highly. I have
ever found them a civil, obliging, and warm-
hearted people: and not only did I uotico this
amongst the upper classes, but nlso with such us
railway oflicinls, officers on board the steaers,
&c.—the very class that in some countries seem

Lto take a delight in being uncivil, and in invent.

g stead of removing obstacles.  But I must
not run on any nioro about Vienna and its plea-
saut iuhabitads, or we shall never proceed on
our journey.

The first place I booked for was Briun, ninc-
ty-four Enghsh miles distant, and neurly due
north of Vienna. After the battle of Sndowa,
and until about the bLeginuing of September, 1t
was garrisoned by the Prussizus, and mude the
headquarters of the southiern duvision of that ar-
my. Brann is the capital of Moruvia, with a
fast incrensing populution, at present of nbout
30,000 sounls. [tisvery preutily situtated, partly
in a pretty valley, and partly on the slope of
two hills. On the most westeriy of these hills
is the castle of Spiclberg, formerly the citadel of
Bruun, but when 1ts fortitications were destroyed
by the Freénch, it was converted into a state
prison. Bruua is of considerable importance as
a manufactuning town, and is justly celebrated
fur 13 cloths and woollen goods; in fact, it is
the Leeds of the Austrinn empire.  But here the
machinery is almost altogether worked by wa-
ter power, so that, instoad of being black and
dirty, Britnn is so clean that it quite resemblesn
German watering-place.

To get from Brinn to Olmutz I determined on
deserting the railway—uwbich would have en-
wiled a round of some very considerable dis-
tance—and on going dircct by the mail-coach.
The Austeian mail-coaches are very comfortable
and roomy, only carrying four iuside and one
on the box with the driver. The distaneé was
ouly forty-three Eoglish mules, though wo were
travelling exactly twelve hours, The whole of
tho counuy betweea Bruan and Qlmiitz consists
of undulating downs, almost withont trees or
hedges, so that tho cold along this read in win-
ter is extreme, and there is ne shelter whatever,
Even at this timo of the year, in tho middlc of
the monath of October, tho cold wind was so
sharp thatI gladly borrowed a borse-cloth to
wrap around me. About ten miles from Briinn,
and two 1. 1.3 to the south-cast of tho Olmutz
road, is thc far-famed field of Austorlitz, on
which was fought the battle of the second ot
Dccember, 1805, a battle that determined the
destiny of Europe and tho saccess of the First
Nspolcon.

The country through whicl I passed was alt
moro or less in a cultivated state, cither plongh-
cd up for next year's whedt, or planted with
beetroot for tho sugar manufactorics; of which
in this country thers are & nunitkr. On reach-
ing Olmuitz, 1 found it to'bo & smail butstrongly-
fortificd place, and owing to a glight rise in the
centre of the town, it is quils picturesquen, 1o
spite of its being in the middle of an aimost
treeless plain.  Olmfitz, ond of the strongest
fortresses in Austrin, is situated on the river
March, or as it is called in the Mozavian lan-
guage, Marawa, with & populationr of some 12,-
500 inhabitants. Besides being g fortiSed town,
Olmiltz contsins several religions, literary, and
charitablo institations, Formerly it was the
capital of Moravia, but it kxs now girer place
to the manufacturing and moro woaltby &ty of
Brinn. In 1758 the Prussisns besciged Olmitz,
bot without success; and this s, perbaps, the
reason why hore the Austrian garrison wore this
year left in peace.

In the coach there was no other passeoger
besides mysolf, so that instead of being deposited
at tho door of tho post-offics, I was at onco dn-
ven to the ¢ Goliath Hoté)” which was in the
market-place, and according to tho driver’s re-
port, the prineipal hotdl in tho town,

The arrangements in this gasthof wero pecaliar
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inthe extreme. The bedrooms wero farmed out
to tho chiamber-maig, tho salle 3 manger to a
waiter, whilst & third person bad contracted to
perforin the duties of shogblack and valet. An-
other peculiarity in tho Moravian Lotels is that
the sheets are sewn on to tho two mattresses,
tho upper of which, filled with feathers, is in
licu of blanketsand counterpane. 1 cannot sny
that T prefer this upper feather bed to the Eng-
lish fashion of blankets and counterpane, as, be
the temperatura what it may, there is no regula-
ting the amount of clothing ; besides which, this
;_xfnnrcss is invariably too short to cover one’s
eet.

Olmittz is nearly surrounded by pleasant pub-
lic walks, which, prior to the war, were shaded
by avenues of fine old trees; but last June they
were all cut down by the engincers and taken
away, leaving the walks very bare and desolate,

For Pardubitz, I bad to start by a train ad-
vertised to leave Olmutz at midnight. As usual,
the hotel omnibus conveyed us to the station a
good balf hour or more before the train wag even
due; but, to my surprise, on our arriving there
the booking-oftice was still closed, and, on in-
quiry, the official simply replied that the train
was late seven quarters of an hour—as be ex-
pressed it in German—and that it was usually
an hoar or so behind time, owing to the number
of extra military trains on the line.

The nights, although only the middle of Octo-
ber, were bitterly cold, and I found myself sit~
ting in my thin sdmmer overcoat snrroanded by
passengers 50 cnveloped in furs as to make it
difficult to discover either their features or na-
tionality. Shortly after I had taken my seat in
the train, 1 had occasion to refer to my Brad-
shaw, which at once attracted the attention of
one of my furry companions, who proved to be
an Englishman, and in connection with a very
well-konown Euglish firm. He was living at
Bohemia, for the purpose of supplying tht flax-
growers in Bohemia and Moravia with the ne-
cessery mtchinery and steam engines for work-
ing up their flax into a rough but saleable form,
ready for exportation.  For some few years pre-
vious to tho war be had resided in the littie
town of Trantenau, not fur distant from the
Prussian boundary. At the commencement of
the war he went awny, but, anfortunately, left
tiig office fall of Jdesigns and models of engines
and machinery, &c. “Whea tho Prussians enter-
¢ed the town, some of the soldiers broke into bis
house and laid bands on all his things, smashing
and destroying all that was no good to them, or
100 heavy for them to takeaway, so that all his’
designs —many of considerable valae—twere
broken up ortorn up in sheer wantouness, This
geatieman also told me that whilst the Prussians
were marching through the main street of this
towp, onc of their officers was wounded by a
stray shot. The Prussinns immediately suspect-
ed that this shot bad been fired by one-of the
townsfolk, and revenged themselves by taking
many of them prisoners. Onc of the first honses
they cntered was a little inn. The landlord
promptly deoied that hre had fired at the tenops;
bat, in spite of tlis, ho was ordered to be placed
in irons, upon which an Baglish mechanic—be
it spoken in his praise—knowing the landlord
to be innocent, backed his depial; but, instead
of lus evidence being reccived, the unfortunate
mechanic was ordored into irons for contumscy,
and his hand wes chained to the landlord's foot
for somo two or threo weeks. These, and many
other such interesting incidents of the war did
my friend tell mo; but at Pardubitz Janction I
had to bid adien to him, and tako another train
for Kéaiggetz, some tiwelve or thirtcen miles to
the north, oa tho Josefstadt Railway. Thotown
of RKéniggritz is about a mile and & qoarter to
the east, whdst Chlum, with the small hamlet of
Sadowa, a couple of miles farther on, is four
miles due west from the station. To find the
way from tho station to the battlefield was by
no means a difficalt task. The hill of Chlam,
with its chinrchi-steeple and cluster of trees,stands
considerably aborve the surrounding downs. The
first thros miles I walked along the Pragae road,
untit I came toalitde cluster of neatly-made
black wdodén crosses; each matking o separato
grave. This, cvidently, maost have been n hot
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! corner. Hence I took my way through tho vil-
lnge of Rosberitz, and then by a rough cart road
up to Chlum church. The whole country with-
in a radius of one and a half miles from this
church was dotted with graves, those of the sol-
diers being marked with black crosses, to dis-
tinguish themn from the mounds of carth that
covered the dead horses,

The road up to Chlum is still scattered with
old knapsacks, sword-scabbards, and other such
military appurfenances; but everything that
could in any way be agnn made use of, had
long before this been ¢arried off' by the military
ot pensantry. Some of the country had been
already ploughed up and sown with wheat ; but
the graves had not only beea preserved, but
carcfully made up by the ploughmen. All
around Chlum village these grases appenred in
larger clusters, presenting a vesy melancholy
appearance. 7The village consisted of a church
and gome twenty cottages scattered about the
bill. Scveral of the wooden c-es had been de-
molished by fire, leaving only theic ruined chim-
neys standing. Neither had the church beea
spared ; nearly all the windows were smashed
Ly the shots, and several round sbot had penc-
trated tho roof. At Chlum I wasunable to gain
mauch information from the peasantry, as few of
them understood German, and of the Bohemian
langunge 1 was, of course, perfectly ignerant.
But, though uafortunate in this respeet, 1 had
with me the full account of the locality, and the
events that took place thereat, written by Dr.
Russell for the Times, and this account I found
marvellously correct—at least, as far as it refer-
red to the topography of the country—and I
could hardly have beliered it possible for any
one not having previonssy beer over the actual
ground to have given s perfectan account of it.

At the church, the aged sexton did the hon-
ours, and allowed me to enter and clamber up
the old staircase to the sieeple, whence I got a
first-rate view of the surreunding country. In
this church & considerable number of Austriaus
wete tnken prisoners; there being but one cn-
trance, the Prassiauns had only ¢o guard the door,
and the unfortunate Austrians were caught like
mice in a trap, and resistauce was out of the
question. After the battle, this church was fill-
ed with the wounded of both armies, and nt the
time of my visit it had acither been reconsecrat-
cd, nor badits walls been purged from the blood-
gtains.  Before the battle; the villagers bad
ample time to escape and taks up their quarters
in Pardubitz, or villnges even farther off. The
old sexton's house had been 1eft antouched, and,
with a keen cye to business, be bad sct upa sort
of wooden sbanty, for visitors to refresh them-
selves with bread, cheese, and questionable
beer He bad even gone so faras to stdrta visi-
tors* book,. From Chium to the Sadowa wood
I passed by séme more cottages in roins, and
over some fields with e trampled corn still
rotting on the ground, jast asit hnd deen left
after the troops hiad trodden itdown on the 3rd
of July. The Sedowa wood i3on the left of the
Prague road, abdut a mile from Chlam church.
An English oficer told nie that the Iast of the
dend bodies bad only just been buried, after hav-
ing lain for weeks on the spot where they fell,
Letters, note-books, regimental lists and orders,
lay strewn about the wood. Somo of these let-
ters had ¢vidently been written just before the
battle, and were full of hope, cheering up the an-
cient couplo at home, or promising a speedy Te-
tarn and lastly fidelity to some fair sweetheart
in the north,

This wood cxtends halfa mile on the Ieft of
tho Praguc road, and a short distance-beyond it
is tho little hamlet of Sadowa, consisting only of
a roadside inn and some hatf~dozen bouses, Sa-
dowa, (pronounced Sadora) igquite a misnomer
for the- battle, as in that bamlet, I suppose, not
s sioglo shiot was fired. More properly it shoald
have boen ealled the battle of Chlum; bat, as
it-is, the Prussians talk of it ag Sadows, whilst
tho Xustrians, when they do ailade to it, which
is soldom, call it the batde of Xdniggesitz or
Chlum. The superiority of thé Prussian rifle
over that of the Austrian is Yy many people
considered sufficient to aceount for tho Austrian
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the Prussian superiority moro to their numbers
than to their needle-rifies. The battle was
brought toa close the moment the Crown Prince's
division were in possession of Chlum hill ; and,
if the information I received from soveral sources
is to be relied on, the Crown Prince's division
met with litite or no resistance in their advance
on Chlum, and for this simple reason, that the
Austrians had no more men to bring to the
front; and it is very doubtful whether thero ever
were as many men by some thousands oa the
field as stated in the official accounts. As to
disaffection amongst the Italjan regiments, I be-
lieve thero is no truth at all ; and the report that
shouts of “ Viea Garibaldi!” from these regi-
ments wero heard duriag the battle, is as absurd
ag it is untrue; as it must bo remembered, in a
battle, each one fights for his own life, and it is
by no means casy to inform the engmy that yon
wish to change sides.

This most disastrous battle to the Austrians
was only surpassed by a still more disastrous
retreat.  With their clothes still wet from the
heary shower of the morning, without cither
food or driuk all day, those blessed with a strong
constitution dragged their weary limbs ag best
ther could towards the pontoon bridges, hoping
to cross the river above Koniggritz ; whilst the
weaker, unable to continue their hurried march,
gave in, and actually died in the corn ficlds from
sheer futigue and hunger, Many of the infantry
perished in cndeavouring to cross the pontoon
Lridges; for such was the rash, that many were
pushed off'the bridges into the river, and drown-
cd.

But enough of so sad a history. Let us, in
conclusion, bope that the contincntal uations
have learned a salutary lesson from this short
but sanguinary battle; and though, perhaps, a
selfish wish, may we—as long as we can do so
with honour—keep out of suct fruitless and un-
profitable bloodshed. B

A. B

VENETIAN TALES.
HE three following stories are really Vene-
tian, being part of a collection made by
icorge Widter and Adam Wolf, two travellin
Germans, who noted down the talk of ol
women and girls in the more obscare villages
in the Venetian territory r bont twenty-five sears
ago, and recently publisk 4 themin a periodical
review devoted to certain branches of literary
archaology.®
To the learned in popular stonies cuch tales
are chicfly intercsting, so far as they farnish ma-
terial for that specics of archwmological investi-
gation in which the conncxion between varions
nations is sought in the rescmblance that exists
between their waditions.  Qar choice in making
known "tie three following tales has, on the
other hand, been determined by the fact that
there is aboat them something different from the
stories within the reach of the ordinary reader,
although the erudite will.find in them poiats of
contact with many traditions of Germany. - Wo
should obscrve that though wo have told the
stories in cur own way, instead of simply tran-
stating them, we have not modjficd the incidents
in the slightest particular,
I
Once upon a time lived & mighty king, who
had a lovely wife, but no children. The defi-
cienes vexed bim to sach o degreo as to force
from him a declaration that, if the BEvil One
himself gave him ) son, the bantling should be
right welcome.  ShorUy afler tht utteranco of
this conditionsl promise bo was honoured with
& visit by n distinguished foreigaer, whom he
cotertained hospitably in his castle. In the
course of conversation, the lack of an heir to the
throno was mentioned, and the stranger mado n
most beral offer, saying that the king shounld
have two children within the courss of a year,
if be would present him with oune.
Finding that no reasonable objection conld bo
mado to this proposal, the king closed withitat

* Jalnduch fur Romanischo und Englisho Litera-

defeat atSadowa; but I aminclined to attribute | ta
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once, and before a twelvemonth had passed, his
queen had blessed him with a pair of twins, »
hoy and girl, both as beautiful as the day, He
was so highly delighted, that the coutract he
had made nearly fuded from his mind. Iow-
ever, before another twelvemonth was gone his
memory was refreshed by a visit from the
stranger, who asked whiclt of the clildren he was
to have? The king, with a dismal face, made
the awkward confession” that he would rather
not part with cither  The boy was necessary as
heir to the throne, and the girl was her mother's
pet; so what was to, be done? The stranger—
who, of course, was the Evil One, but who
clearly mnde good the proverb, which states
that be is not so black a8 he is painted—as
touched by the king’s solicitations, and told him
that hie would let him have both the children for
five years longer. = At the end of that period, he
would assuredly return,

On rolled the five years, and back came the
stranger, to find the king more unwilling than
ever.  Hard words were spoken on both sides,
till at Jast a compromise was cffected. The
stranger was not to return until the girl bad
completed her sixteenth year, and the kg was
then to give her up without resistance.

Years glided dismally away, and the father’s
spirits became lower and lower ais be approached
the sixteenth anniversary of his daughter’s
birthday. His increasing melancholy attracted
the n-tice of his son, & youth of singular preco-
city, who did his best to learn the truth, but
failed in every attempt. At last the boy be-
thought himeelf of histutor : a priest of imminent
picty : who, a3 soon a3 he had heard his pupil's
report, at once proceeded to the royal sufferer.

“ T have sold my daughter to the—,” was
the brief but pregnant confession of the inclan-
choly king.

The priest was not courtier c¢nough to dis-
semble his opinion that transactions of this kind
were highly improper, but he comforted the
mourner with the assurance that the case was
not quite hopeless, If ke only knew the exact
time at which the bateful visitor was expected,
he would be on the spot and prove a match for
all the mysterious strangers in the world.

The specified birthday arriv_d, and so did the
visitor : but he found the priest at the princess’s
chawmber door, clad in all the insignia of his holy
office. IHe durst not enter the room. An alter-
cation ensued, which ended in the retreat of the
enemy : not, bowever, without a declaration
that he would bide his time.

As long as the worthy pricst lived, the girl
was well protected, and throve exceedingly , Lut
when at the cod of two years he died, she fell
sick and did not long survive him. Wkile on
her death-bed, she cntreated her father not to
bury bicr at once, but to allow her to lic for a
week in the cburch, under a strict guard. With
this wish the King complied, and the princess
was Inid on & magnificent bier erccted in the
church, while & sentinel was placed at the dour.

On the very first midnight, a faghtful event
occurred. The princess, stactiag frow her coffin,
shricked aloud: * Where s my abominable
father 2 and without more ado scized on the
seantinel and tore him to picces. In the morn-
ing the church door was open, the princess was
quict in her coflin, and the remains of the senti-
nel lay scattered in various directions. Intelli-
gence of these awful facts spread far and wide,
and a sccond sentinel was not easily to be ob-
tained. Lots, however, were cast for the ap-
pointment of a person to fill up the undesicable
vacancy, and the victim thus sclected was a
young soldier who was in the habit of paying
his devotions every evening to an image of the
Holy Virgin. After ferveatly praying, be sct
off for the church, and met on his way an old
woman, who, asking the cause of bis melancholy,
and learning the danger with which he was
menaced, urged him to present bimself at the
altar of ihe Madonna when he bad entered the
church, and to close the rail behind him.

\Vith this advice he complied, and when wmid-
night arrived the princess again raised herself
from the coffin. ¢ Four-and-twenty hours have
passed,” she said, “since T have drank haman
blood.  Where is my nbominable father, that I

may tear lim to picces for hiz dastardly pro.
mise 7" Again she raged about the church; but,
not perceiving the sentinel, returned to her
coflin without doing further harm,

The sentinel was terribly frightencd, but the
king, convinced that hie hnd got the right man
in the right place, persuaded him to keep guard
another night, Again the young man performed
his habitual devotions, and again e met the old
woman. The incidents that now occurred swere
nearly identical wath thosc of the previous night,
only the indicated spot of refuge was the confes-
sional, and the deceased princess was more vio-
lent than before. It may be taken as a general
rule that, in the popular stories of all natious,
the second of three adventures ig gencrally as
similar as possible to the firt,

The king found some difficulty in persuading
the young man to perform the awful daty of
guarding the princess for a third night; but his
entreatics, and still more his representation that
the safety of a soul was at stake, ultimately pre-
vailed.  On his way tu the church, after he Lad
prayed with unwonted fervour to his protectress,
he met, not the old woman, but a stately lady,
who went with him into the building, and told
him to lold in his left hand a bottle of mixture
which she gave him, to take the onstrance
from the tabernacle, and hold it in his right
hand, and thus armed to sit dvwn close to the
high altar. She also warned him of the novel
ciccumstances for which be was to be prepared,

After the departure of the stately lady, the
sentinel awaited the signal of the midnight hour
in great uneasiness. At the last stroke of the
clock the princess again arose, with fire darting
frome her eyes and mouth, cursing her father
more bitterly than cver, and seeking with in-
creased violence a victm for her wrath. Pre-
sently four men made their appearance, who
seized ber violently, and standing twe on each
side of the church, tossed her backwards and
furwards like a shuttlecock. At the end of this
strange perfurmance, they spread a carpet over
the altar-steps, and, flinging the princess upon
it, were about to chup her to picces with a huge
sword. Warned that the time for action was
now come, the seéntincl flung the monstrance,
contaiming the Host, at the smpious four, snd
they 2ll vanished, leaving the the princess gasp-
ing at his feet, i :

Folding the carpet, the sentinel laid the prin-
cess gently upon 1t, and touched her with the
contents of the bottle till she fell into a profound
sleep. On the following morning the king found
his daughter and her guardian, ncither of them
awake. Causing them to Jbe raised gently, he
had them cunseyed in a four-borse carniage to
his palace, where he assigned to each a separate
apartment.  Scarcely had the princess awoke,
when she called for her futher and mother, w.
were anxiously watcling at the foot of her bed,
and cxpressed her dehight that, after her long
and heavy sufferings, she could once more em-
brace them.  Nexy, she calied fur ber denverer,
vowing that she would have no other husband,

Oa that very day the princess and the scats-
nel wwere married ; and in grateful remembrance
of tbeir deliverance from peril, the image of the
Madonna was placed on the altar of the chapel
in the royal palace.

An old man was once blessed with a gawky
son, who united within himself the by no means
1ncompatible qualities of tallness of stature and
unwillingness to work. Tired of sceing him do
nothing, tho old man put to bim the plain ques-
tion: ¢ Will you work on your owa account, ot
will you go o scrvice?” The latter of the two
alternatives was accepted by the son, and the
father told him that if the Evil One himsclf con-
sented to engage him, he (the father) would feel
perfectly satisfied.

One fine day, off they both went together in
quest of & suitable place, and met on the road a
person of singularly gentieman-like appearance,
who inqaitiog the object of their journey, ob-
tained a correct answer,

“ I want a porter,” said the gentleman, # and
this young cbap looks stout and hearty. What
wages sball you want, my lad ??

i Threopence-halfpenny a year,” was the mo-
dest reply.

“ Nay, you shall have tenpence, and very little
to do,” retarned the generous stranger. ¢ Your
only duty will be to open and shut the door, and
woe betido you if you peep int”

The situation was accepted, and the young
porter was surprised to observe that although
numbers of people, many of them high in station,
and even his own grandfuther, went in at the
door at which he stood, nobody cver came gut
of it. At last ho guessed the quality of hismas-
ter, and when a year had passed, he gave notice
that ho was about to leave. The gentleman,
koowing that he would have to look out for
another porter, was very unwilling to let him
go, and endeavoured to change his purpose by
showing him a large chest full of gold, and tell-
ing him ho might take out as much as he pleased.
The porter, however, would have neither more
nor less than his due ; and, taking the tenpence
agreed upon, stalked merrily off, and did not
stop untit he came to & poor man who solicited
almns.

“ Take twopence-halfpenny,” said the man of
property, * then I shall have twopenco left for
tobacco, twopence-halfpenny for bread, and
threepencofor wine”” A second beggar received
the same pittance as the first, which reduced the
prospects of the philanthropist to three ha'porth of
tobacco, sud bread to an cqual amount, and two-
penoy worth of wine. A third beggar, relieved
to the same extent, caused the tobacco to be
struck off the list; the remaining twopence-
halfpenny, mentally appropriated to the purchase
of bread, was soon bestowed on the fourth mendi-
cant, who received the usual donation, the donor
remarkiog at the same time that ho would hence-
forth be relieved from the trouble of calculation.
When a fifth beggar appeared, the man of charity
could only 1nform bira that there were no effects,
and that most probably he limself would be-
come & beggar in his turn, Pelighted with the
obviously good disposition of the penniless lover
of mapkiad, the mendicant declared that he
stood in no need of his bounty, but, on the con-
trary, would bestow on him any three gifts hio
pleased to name.

The late porter at first fancied that the beggar
was joking; but, being assured to the contrary,
he chose, as desirable gifts, a gun that would
never miss its mark, a fiddle which would make
everybody dance, and 8 sack into which cvery
one would be compelled to leap at the command
of jts otwaer.

Enriched with his new property, the young
porter procceded on his journey till he saw a
bird, which was flying bigh above his hcad, and
would, ke thought, serve as a satisfactory test
of his gun. But as he was about to fire, two
friars came up to him, and laughed at his attempt
to make a musket do the work of & cannon: one
of them offering to jump into the adjoining
thicket, clad in Adam’s earliest costume, and
pick up the bird if the marksman succeeded in
bringing it down. Down came the bird indeed,
and the friar, who had undertaken to pick it up,
faithfully kept his promise; whereupon the
marksman took up his fiddle, and forced the two
asceticg todance. The one who had remained
in the road did not fare go ill; but his brother
in the thicket tore neariy all tho flesh from his
bones, .

Botb, as might be expected, were highly ja-
censed, and informed the police of the nearest
town, that a dangerous magician was practising
his tricks ia the ncighbourhood. As soon,
therefore, as the ex-porter of the Evil Ooe show-
ed his face within the walls, he was summoned
before the commissary, and contrived to wait on
that important functionary exactly at dinner-
time.

The commissary was grumpy. ¢ Stop till I
have done my dinner,” eaid he, .

¢ That 1 will certainly,” said tho courtcous
vagabond, “ and to make the meal rmoro agree-
able, I will accompany it with a litde music.”
Accordingly b struck up o tane, which made
not only the commissary, his wifc, his childres,
his maid-servant, his usher, and his cat, but even
the tables and chairs, the plates and disbes, join
in a lively dance,
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“ Go to the devill” was tho first cjagulation
of the commissary when he had recovered suf-
ficient breath to say anything; whereupon the
adventurer once more set off’ and went his way,
till e met his old master,

¢ Jump into the sack,” ho cricd, opening wide
the untelpting receptacle, and with this com-
mand the Evil One was forced to comply. The
sack, with its precious contents, lie tuuk to the
nearest smithy, informing the master of the cs-
tablishment that he wanted him to hammer out
a lot of iron.

“# Take it out, and I will go to work at once,”
said the smith.

“No; I want to bave it bammered in the
sack.”

“ Do you? Then { have only to tell you that
1 don't choose to hammer out what 1 can't see.”

Without wasting more words, the adventurer
took up his fiddle, and fiddled the smith and all
his workmen jnto compliance.

¢ Will you hammer now ?”

 Yes,” answered tho smith, «if Old Nick
himselfis in the sack.”

 That,” returned the young fellow, © i3 actu-
ally the case”

“ Pity you did not say so at once!” retorted
the smith.  “ I would have gono to work with-
out makiog any fuss, and a world of trouble
would have been saved. However, bere goes.”

The blows of the sledge-hawmer having been
bestowed with sufficient liberality, the crest-
fallen fiend was liberated from the sack. The
expression of his countenance was by no means
agreeable, and be warned his former porter that,
if he had an opportunity of repaying him, it
would not be thrown away.

Elated with his last success, the adventurer
again st off, and met a pretty peasaut gicl, by
whom he was not a little smitten. He asked
her to become bis companion on his travels, and,
on meeting with a refusal, told her that she
would be forced to accompany him, whether she
liked it or not, The reply to this assertion was
a sound box on the ear, whjch incensed the ad-
venturer 50 grealy that he not only apened his
sack and wrathfully told the offens .r to leap
into it, but closed it with so much baste that
her head emerged from the orifice, and she could
call lustily for assistance. Off he ran as fast as
ke could, with the sack on bis shoulder, and the
shouting head sticking out of it; but bhe was
now 50 hotly pursued by the peasants, who were
attracted by the noise, that he threw down his
burden and betook himself to his gun,

By shooting down one of his pursuers, ke was
soon abead of them all, and succeeded in reach-
ng a village in safety, though ount of breath.
Here he mcet an old woman in tatters, and asked
her to procure him, if she could, a night's lodg-
ing. Answering that she was willing to do so,
she led him into & majestic palace, the rooms of
which were alf brillinntly lighted, while in the
grand ball a table was superbly laid out, though
not o person wag to be seen.  The solitude was
just to his taste. Ho was heartily pleased to
regale himself with the dainty viands and choice
wines, and then to restin a bed, which he found
in a swall ante-room,

Waking at midnight, be saw the great hall
filled with gentlemen, clad in cloaks and huge
periwigs, who danced about with solemn faces,
until at last they vanislied, and he then found
bimself in asea of fire. “I must get ont of
this,” he exclaimed ; and a3_a troop of cavalry
passed through the hall, holeaped out of bed npon
a horse that bad no rider. The animal dissolved
beneath him, and Lo sank down, down, down,
till he reached the gate atwhich he had stood
s porter, little more than a year before, and
which was now opened to him by his successor.

ut.

At Cogolo, o village at the foot of the moun-
taing, a new church bad been built,which, though
otherwise admired, was found too large for the
old steeple. A meeting was accordingly held
on the subject, and tho very natural proposal
was made that the old stecple should be pulled
dowa and a new ono crected in its stead,  This
plan tho-villagers regarded as too expeansive,
and they accordingly listened to tho following
speech, gravely delivered by the schoolmaster,

« Men of Cogolo,—If you wish your stecple to
be larger, feed it liberally, and [ will answer for
its incrense in butk. Only look at our priest.
He came to us in skinny condition, and you sec
what a portly man he i§ now. -It stands to
reason that what ig good for the priest must be
good for the church likewise.”

Moved by this discourse, tho villagers brouglit
together their whole domestic store of sausages,
and hung them a1l around the stecple to its very
summit, making the venerable pile of masonry
look more like the cstablishment of a pork
butcher conducted on a colossal scale than o
portion of n sacred edifice.

Those who suppose that the schoolmnster
was a blockhead like the rest, are mistaken,
He was very ill paid, and his sclieme was con-
trived to supply the deficiencies of his salary.
At nightfall he proceeded to the church, and,
under the shelter of darkness, removed the top-
most row of sausages, leaving a portion of the
masonry uncovered. The peasants, who as.
sembled in tbe morning to asceriain the result
of their liberality, were in ecstacies.

« Look ! cricd one, ¢ the steeple has already
begun to eat, and it has grown a good span
above the sausages already V?

The bare part of the masonry was again
covered by the peasants with a fresh supply of
saugsages, and was again uncovered by the
schoolmaster; and the two operations were re-
peated for several daysand nights in succession,
sides of bacon being contributed when the
sausages were cxhausted. Having sufliciently
stocked his cellar with savoury provisions, the
sltihoolmastcr at last addressed the villagers
thus:

¢« Men of Cogolo,—You perceive that the
steeple increases in height, but not in breadth,
Now, if it grows any taller, it will perbaps
prove to be too high for its foundation, or may
even be blown down by the wind.”

So the steeple was fed no more, and the villa-
gers remarked with pride their brifliant success
in supplying bacon and sausages as a substitute
for bricks and mortar. .

PASTIMES.

ARITHMOREY.

00 and Ha' row (a philanthropist).
50 ¢ vio(anadjective).
1500 ¢ aturn (s county in England).
1 * soursup (counterfeit)
101 ‘ arent (a Scottish lako).
300 ¢ throo(a Trojan hero).
60 <« areten (everiasting).
650 ¢ for if(an Irish town).

The énitials read downwards will namea celebrated

astronomer.
LOGOGRIPH,

Complete, I'm an articlo commonly found.
In tho palzco as well as tho cot;

Behesd me, I head you, without the least doubt,
Whatever your age, scx, or lot:

Beliead mo sgain, I'm couducivo to heslth,
I think thata good enough clue;

Curtail and behead me, and without I mistake.
The remainder will stand wellfor you.

ANAGRAMS.
TNiles of Dooks.
1. Tell the sceret art.
2, All creamy hioles. -
rd H

2 can zeal.
4. Georgo's faithfal pet at Lee.
CHARADES.

1. In days gone by, my first wasfound
or miﬁ:?y uso 0{1 hanting-ground;
And by it on tho battlo plain
Many.a valicnt man was slain.
Without my lastno plant could grow,
Ur flourish on this spbere below;
Ay whole's an article of food,
And for thesick fs very good.
2. M{ first is an anlmal; my sécond & chred; and my
whole is'a flower.
8: My first mav bo secn in a beok; my next is an fu-
gect; sud my wkhole is & show or display.
4 MMy firstisa part of your face; my second aletter;
and my ichole Is used at breakfast, dinner, tes.
5. My first s awoman; my second 8 man; and my
wholcis s man, A

. ENIGHMA.,

YVolccless am X, yet let not that
To our acqugintance bo & bar;

[

You candidiy appesl to me—
I'll tell you what you arc,

Folks say I nover think, but that
Isacandal, I suspect;

Belleve it 1f you liko: I know
I really do reflect,

Hard truths I toll, yot am I frail,
And folks that hate me know
Thatif I tell too much, why thoy

Can kill mo with a blow.

I ¢gon't think I'm a favourito
With men excepiet morning,

But ladies Jove mo morn, noon, night,
When thoy’ro themselves adorning.

You ask me. I must answer trus,
For truth itse)fam I ,

Decelve yourscives, You can’t cheat me,
For know I never Jio.

« Jado that i'ou are,” said Xeldn,
*“ Why toll mosuch a story,
False, lying thln{;!" 80 smashies me,
Aund gone Is allmy glory.
AsTtLEY 1. B,

ARITHMETICAL PROBLEMS.

1. I havoa cistorn which can be glled by one tap in
25 minutes, by another in 20 minutes, and it can be
cemptied by a third in 12 minutes:—how long would it
tako to fill it if all threo taps were left open?

2. Find fivo numbersin arithmetical progression the
sum of which i3 25,and the sum of their fourth pow-
ers, %69, .

C. BRADBURY.

ANSWERS TO DECAPITATIONS, &c.

NO. 84.
Decapilations ~1. There, here, three. 2. Clineh,
inch, chin. 3. Stone, tone, one.

Square Words.—1. G EAR. 22O DER.

EBRDO. DOZE.
A RE A. E Z R A
R OAR. REAL
Charades—1. God Save the Queen. 2. Per-
severance,
A ~Ay, tear her ensign dowm,
nagran Loyng h:.s l‘trwa“vs on high,
And many an eye has danced to seo
‘That banner in the sky.

Iencath it rung the battle sbount
And burst the cannon's roar;

Tbe metcor of the vacant air

Shall sweep the clouds o more, -~
Oh better that her shattered hulk
Should sink beneath tho ware;

Her thunders shook tho mighty deep,
And thero should bo hier grave.
Nsil to tho mast the hox tlag

Let every threadbare sail,

And Fi\-e her to the God of storms
Thelightning and tho gale.

Riddle—Madam.
Enigma~The letter O.

ANSWERS RECEIVED.
Decapitations.—All, Bericus, Alto, H. H. V.,

y Argus, Camp, 1st and 3rd Polly, Geo. B, 3rd

Violet,

Square Words.—Both, Argus, H. H. V.
Violet, Niagara, Alto, 1st Polly, Geo. B, W. TV,

Charades.~Polly, Bericus, . H. V., Violet,
Argus, Niagara, Alto.

Anagram.—Polly, Violet, Bericus, Acgus,
Niagara.

Ruddle—Bericus, Geo. B., Niagars, Polly, Ar-
gus.

Enigma.~Alto, Polly, Argus, Bericus, W. .,
Camp,

Received too late to be ackuowledged in our
last~~Den, who answered all,

A French paper tells & story of a soldier who.
while serving under Poter the Great nearly o
hundred and 6ty years ago, was frozen in~Sib?-
ris, and whose last expression was, It is
ex——->2 In the summer of 1860 some French
savans found the stiffly frozen body, and gra-
dusally thawing it, actually restored animation,
when tho soldier concluded his senience, With
—3¢ ceedingly cold.”

Napoleon sexnt for Fouché, and in a great
age, told bim he was a fool, and not fit to be at
the béad of tho polico, for he was quite ignor-
ant of what was passing. ¢ Pardon me, sire,”
said Fouché, interrapting him, I know that
your majeaty has my dismissal, ready signed, in
your pocket? This was the case; it need not

 ha added that Napoleon instantly cha_nged his

mind, and kept his minister.
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TO CORRESPONDENTS,

Letters addressed for the Edltor should be addressed
‘¢ Katitor of Saturduy Reader, Drawer 401, and com-
munications on business to L, W orlhlnglon, pub-
hisher.”’

E. R, 8.—Charles Dibdin wes born in 1745,
and died in 1814, At the early age of smoon
hie made dus literary début in London by wnung
an opern enlled 2%e Shvpherd s Arlifice, which
was produced at Covent Garden Theatre, of
which e afterwards became musical master.
Dibdin composed upwards of' 1200 sea songs,
mmong the happiest of which are Poor Juck and
Poor Lom Bowling. Ho retired from public lite
in straitened ¢ircumstances in 1803, when govern-
ment granted him o pension of £200.

GrorGE B, F.—We are afraid it would offend
many of our readers, so mnst dechne it with
thanks.

NEwcasTLE.—The Vulgate is the only trauns-
lation of the Bible acknowledged by the Roman
Catholic Church to be authentic. It was trans-
lated from the Greek of the Septuagint,

C. H. S.—The papers nientioned have not
found their way to Montreal as yet; nor do we
think it likely they can be procured unless
specially ordered from London or Paris, The
translation for which we are obliged will appear
in an early number.

W. II. T \r.—Sheridan is said to bave written
the best comedy—the « Schoul for Scandal,”
the best opera, the “ Duenna,” and the best after-
piece—the # Critic in the English language.”

H. C. Wiss.—Porcelain is so-called from the
Portuguese word ¢ porecllana™ a cup or vessel

M. 8. G.—The tradition of the cleven thou-
sand virgins is as follows: When Conan with
eleven thousand warriors founded the kingdom
of Armorica, or Brittany, in the fourth century,
Dionatus, king of Comwall despatched Ursula
his dnughter with eleven lhousnnd of the elite
of the British virgins to be their wives, The
fair ndventuress being cast ashore by a tempest
among the Picts, and declining their addresses,
were all barbarously murdered.

Apa Z.—We regret that we cannot aceept the
story ; our principal objection is that it is too
long. Do not however be discouraged, but
cultivate the talent you cvidently possess. 1f
you will favour us with your address we wiil
return the MS.

Orpore PeTTIFOGGER IS derived from the
Freoch words petit vogue, of small credit or
reputation.

Wory T0 A Spavow.—Danicl Lambert, an
Englishman who diced in 1809, is supposed to
have been the heaviest man that ever lived ; he
weighed seven hundred and forty pounds.

May.—Respectfully declined.

A. B.—Many thanks for your kind letter ; we
hope to bave the pleasure of hearing from you
frequently.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

M. Satxte-Crae Devitie found that a solu.
tion of fluoride of calcium in hydrochloric acid
was quite as suitable ag fluoric acid for engrav-
ing on glass, and it did not possess the inju-
rious property of causinag dsngerous wounds
like the latter substance,

Taere has lately been on trinl at the chief
office of the London District Telegraph Com-
pany, in Cannon Street, a telegraph instrument
which appears to be the ncarest approach to
simplicity and perfection hitherto available for
public or privats use. Jtis a prmnng instru-
ment, producing letters printed in ordinary type
by mcans of pressing small keys bearing the
respective letters. It is worked by a combina~
tion of clockwork aud cleclricity, and has now
been in use for some wecks w ithout a single
derangement.

MADANE GUEmisEAU, sister of tho eminent
traveller, Lalande, has' plnced 4,000 francs in
the honds of M. Drouya de Lhn)‘s, President of
the Society of Acclimatisatiop, to be awarded
by the Society to the traveller "who shall bave
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been miost instrumental in improsving human
food by discoveries and researches in the anitnal
and vegetable world.

The Prussian Government have resolved not
to despatch an expedition to the North Pole,
which, it was believed, would have been orga-
nized this spring,

Pror. Acassiz, whu hag lately been engaged
in examining the fish of the river Amazon,
states that he has not found one fish in common
with those in any other fresh-water bugin, that
different parts of the Amazon have fishes pecu-
liar to themsclves; and as an instance of the
teeming variety of the Amazon, he adds, that a
pool of only a few hundred square yards showed
200 different kinds of fish, which is as muny ag
the entire Mississipi can boast. In the Amazon
itself 2,000 different kinds exist, a great pro-
portion of which are most excellent eating.
Several are extremely curious, one especially,
which has the power of watking or creeping on
dry land, and of worming its way up the trunks
of trees.

CIESS.

The Nlustrated London News says: « We have re-
fraincd from speaking of the Ches? gathering until
something defiuito was announced by its promotery.
At present all we know is; that tho chicf French plny-
ers aro in hopes to organize o grand Chess meetin
; all nations, tu take place i the International Clu

the Exhibition It Isrmposcd to hiave a grand handi-
cap tournay open to all the world, a problem tournay,
and a match by telegrapl bo.\\cen threo of the most
cminent French players, seated in Paris, against three
of the 1nost distinguished Englishones, seated in Lon-
| don. Kor this awmicable and intoresting contest tl\o
L xnpcrﬁr of the French has pronused, we hear, to
a handsote prize, in theshapoof an object of art.
the rest we can say nothing until the programme uo“
wo beliove, in preparation reaches us.”

——
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PROBLEM, No. 6.
By Gro. E. Canrexter, TaReTTOWS, N Y.
BLAOK.
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WaITE.
TWhite toplay aud date in two moves,

SOLUTIOX OF PROBLEM, No.63.

WHITE. Brack.

KtoKR3 P moves.
2RBtoQ 8 K or P moves.
3 Bto QXtG. X or )’ moves.
4 }\t w K ht 5 Matc.

The following gamo was ln ¢d, some time ago, in

Bernnuda, between Dr. D, (White) aud tho lon, M G.
K. (Black).
(Muzio GANBIT.)
WiTE, Brack
1PtoK4. 1Pto K4,
2P0 K B4, 2 1’ takes 1%
3Kttwo KIS 3Pto K Ktd.
1H8t0Q B4 4 Pto K Kt5.
5 Castles. 5 to Q K4,
6 Il to Ki3, GPtoQX4.
7 Kt to K5. TRKtto K 1t 8.
8L toQ4. 8Pto QRG.
9 Q I takea I, 9 Ptakes K B.
10 15 takes K Kt. WBe Yy,
11 K Kttakes B L. 11 Bto k G(ch.)
12 Kto Rsq. 12QtoK R 5.
13 Kt takes 8. 13 " to K KtG.
M PtolR3. 14 LtQ4.
35 Q to k& BS. 16 K Bto his7
16 Qto K BT (ch.) 16 K10 Q 3q.
17 QtakesQ £ (ch) 17QB o2
18 Q takes ¢ R. 18 Q B takes R .
19 Y takes kt (ch) 19 @ B ret. to his 2q,
covens (ch,), and dis.
mnate.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

Tug 05T ATTRACTIVE COURSK FORr J.ADIBS.—
The course of true love.

Tur Burcuar's Coupaxiox—~—How to bone
anything locked up. Use a skeleton key.

WaxTED To Know.—If a man toasts the girl
of his heart, is that a reason why he shonld be
debarred from any but her ?

Tue lady who took everybudy s eye, wust
have a lot of them.,

How To Avoip DrowNixa.—Always keep your
head above water.

Opp.—That rivers should be so full just where
they empty themselves.

Tgacn your children to help themselves—but
not to what doesn't belong to them.

Wuy ought a fop not to object to being liorse-
whipped 7—Becanse it would be making him
smart.

Woar is the difference between n looker-on
at an auction mart and a mariner 7—One sees
the sale, and the other sails the sea.

Epitons, however much they may be biassed,
are fond of the word  impartial. A Connec-
ticut editor once gave an “impartial account of
a bailstorm.”

Tneopore Hook once said to & man at whose
table a publisher got very tipsy, * Why, you
appear to have emptied your wine-cellar into
your book-geller.”

A StUpESNT at a veterinary college being ask-
ed, * If a broken-winded horse were brought to
)ou to cure, what would you advise ?” promptly
rephcd © To sell him as soon as possible.”

‘T'oe man who was bemmed in by a crowd has
been troubled with o stitchin his side eversiace.

Surewp inquiries are being made whether the
cup of sorrow has asaucer. Can any one tell
us?

IncipwNTAL REMARRS.—Why is the profession
of a dentist a most anomalons one ?—Because
the-more he ¢ stops” the faster he gets on..

Ax luporTant Lrcatr, Mararn, axo Sociat
Question.—Is being tender to another man's
sweectheart ot wife a ¢« legal tender?”

« WHEN may a man be said to be literally im-
mersed in busiuess 7—When he'’s giving » swim-
ming lesson.

ExceprioNAL.—In a parish school the master
was examining a class in orthography. ¢ Spell
and define floweret,” said he. F-l-o-w-c-r-e-t,
floweret, a little flower.”—# Wavelet."—t Wea-
v-c-l-e-t, wavelet, & little wave,’—¢ Ballet,"—
« B-u-l-l-t-t, & little bul),” shouted urchin num-
ber three.

{Vay is a hotel ghost like, a policeman 7—Be-
cause it is an inr-spectre.

« Wiar are you laughing at ?” said the priest
to some giggling girls ot tho c\mrch door.
 Nothing at all, plase your rivirence,” was the
teply of one of them. ¢ Nothing ! said he;
s what is nothing ?"—Shut your eyes, your
rivirence,” retorted the girl, * and you'll seo it.”

Mz. YouxG supplies a better version of the
story of the Scotch student in theology, taken
from Dean Ramsay ;— A simple country lad,”
he says, © weat up for cxammauon previous to
his receiving bis first communion. The pastor,
knowing that he was- not very profound in his
theology, began by asking him how many Com-
mandments there were, to which hoe cautiously
replied, # Aiblins (perbaps), a hunner.” The
pastor, of course, told the youth that he must
wait and learn more, On his way home ho mct
a fricnd, and on learning thathe, too, was going
to the manse for cxamination, shrewdly asked
him, ¢ Weel, what will yo say, neo, if the min-
xstcr speers how mony Commandmenis there
are 7"—% Say! why, I shall say ten to be sure.”
To which the other triumphantiy replied, ¢ 'Cen !
Try ¥e bio wi' tenl I tricd him wi’ & hanner,
and he wasna satisfied.” This story was rélated
to the Dean by & minister of the Established
Church who had the names of plact and per-
sons.”

.




