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THE PURSER'S CABIN.
Yary IX.
WHEREIN IS NARRATED THE STORY OF THE
f““RED VEST'’—AND THE PURSER WINDETIH
TP WIS YARNS.

With evident appetite did the inmates of
Russell’s caravansery listen to the profes-
sional legend, #®cited by brother O'Devlin.
As the night was still young, the social
synod requested the learned gentleman to
favour them with another narration, a desire
which he expressed his willingness to gratify
50 soon as he had expurgated his throat of
certain cobwebs which had there heen en-
gendered.  This operation having been satis-
factorily performed, through the agency of
an clisir somewhat more potent than butter-
milk—but which, in these back-biting days,
-1 refrain from characterising more specific-
ally—the worthy Advocate once more open-
ed his mouth. and spake to the following
purport :—

THE RED VEST.

One of my pristine clients in Montreal,
was o venerable old Frenchman, yeleped
Bugene Labelle. A native of Picardy, he
had Deen. o witness of many of the horrors
of the first revolution, and sundry stories of
-that ghastly and Godless time, when Satan
appeared to be unbound, he recited to me,
over his wonted vesper debauch of cigars
and coffee.

Not the least stirring of these too true
tales, was that which mirrored forth his own
experiences, and the substance whereof I
purpose briefly to recapitulate.

Vou. VI-32.

JUNE, 1855.—N0. VI.

‘The father of Eugene Labelle was a hus-
bandman, and laboured a farm, which
though of small extent was sufficient to
satisfy his wants and aspirations. Being of
a pious disposition he kept himself studious-
Iy aloof from the restless theorists who then
agitated the land, and who strove to hurl the
Cross from its pedestal, and to crect on its
ruins the brazen image of the strumpet God-
dess of Reason.

Eugene, and an orphan cousin, named
Marie Dorion composed the family of Labelle
the clder. Very comely were the esternali-
ties of the maiden, and of cognate pulchri-
tude were her moral attributes.

Gentle,”good-humoured, witty, and impul-
sive, it is nothing strange that she captivated
the heart of my iriend. After the usual
modicum of moon-light promenades, vows
wercinterchanged by the parties, and Labelle
peré having given his consent it was arranged
that the Curé should complete the transac-
tion so soon as Eugene had attained the
status of majority.

Marie Dorion possessed another admirer

in the person of & contignous agriculturist,
called Brodeur Couchon. Most fitly did the
surname of this personage, adumbrate hig
appearance and disposition. Stunted and
gross in person—exhibiting a projecting
upper lip, and teeth which remained patent,
even the mouth was closed—and possessed
of a cranial thatch which might be more
appositely termed bristles than hair—a more
hoggish libel upon the ¢ human form divine”
could not well be conceived. When to ak
this, is added the fact, that his tastes were
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sensual, and his temper cruel, treacherous,
and revengeful, that man would be con-
sumedly unreasonable who questioned his
right to the designation of ¢ a little pig!”

It is hardly necessary to say, that the fair
Marie lent no favourable ear to the suit of
this bipedal variety of the swus tribe. In
fact, with all her amiability of nature, she
could not conceal her repugnance to his per-
son, and obtuse as Brodeur was, he failed
net to mark that the maiden’s eye fell at his
advent, and recovered its animation when
he took his departure.

As a matter of course, this state of matters
filled Couchon with rage, both against Marie
and her accepted lover. The former he
thirsted to possess, if only for the purpose
of making her miserable, and the latter he
could have torn piece-meal with allthe appe-
tite and gusto of a famished tiger.

There was one object which always had
the effect of aggravating to hoiling heat the
worst passions of his uleerated nature.
That was a red vest, embroidered by the fair
hands of Marie, and presented by her to
Eugene on one of the anniversaries of his
birth. The sight of this garment had the
same influence upon Couchan, that o scarlet
rag has upon a wayward bull. It reminded
him of the success of his abominated rival,
and so lashed him into a paroxysm of tem-
porary insanity. e could with equal com-
posure have witnessed the maiden clinging
to the breast of her betrothed, as the piece
of dress which she had fabricated.

In the mean time, the revolution burst
forth like a hurricane of hell. The scum
boiled to the top of the social caldarium.—
Religion, Rank, and Virtue'were trodden into
the mire by democratic hoofs, and murder
bedecked itself in the soiled crmine of jus-
tice.

Brodeur Cauchon joined the filthy domi-
nant tyranny, and ere long became a promi-
neat “{riend of the people.” Never was he
so much in his element, as when dipping his
heel in the blood of an aristoerat, and passing
sweet were the draughts of wine which he
imbibed from the descerated chalice of the
parish church. Whe character of the cup
lent an infernal relish to his potations, which
only the children of perdition could appre-
-ciate.

Amidst the faithless, the Labelles were
“faithful found.” With pious horror they -
regarded the demonaic scenes which were
enacted around them, and as they did not
attempt to conceal their sentiments, they soon
became obnoxious to the champions of the
¢ rights of man.”

A series of persecutions, instigated by
Couchion, was raised against the devoted
family, which terminated in the sequestra-
tion of their little property, and the driving
them forth upon the cold churlish wilderness
of penniless life.  This blow was more than
the old man could sustain. Within three
weeks from the sale of his paternal acres, the
quiet grave reccived him, and his son and
niece removed to Paris, hoping to find there
the employment and secarity which were
denied them in the once peaceful scenes of
their nativity.

"They had reckoned, however, without their
host. Brodeur, whilst revelling chin-deep
in the luxuries of crime, never for one mo-
ment lost sight of the ruling lust of his exis-
tence. The red vest, like a meteor, beckoned
him to the capital, and short time elapsed
ere he followed his intended victims to Paris,

e brought with him from the Province,
a rcputation for patriotism, which secured
him the favour and countenance of the mon-
sters who, for her multiplied transgressions,
then ruled the destinies of miserable France.
By these Ogres, Brodeur was appointed to a
responsible sitnation in the prison of the
Conciergerie, his function being that of Licu-
tenant, or deputy-in-chief to the head jailor.

This was a sphere which harmonised most
thoroughly with his taste. and inclinations.
In taunting and domineering over the hosts
of noble and virtuous vietims which con-
stantly replenished that dismal structure he
experienced a never-cnding saturnalia of
delight; and he tasked his invention to add
poignancy to his own gratification, by en-
hancing their sufferings. Amongst other
ingenious devices, he constructed a model
of the guillotine, which he eshibited in his
jocular moods to the parties who were des-
tined to fall by that instrument of destruction,
explaining to them its functions, and dwel:
ling upon the artistic manner in which it
performed its mission. Now-a-days, this

may scem an exaggeration of cruelty passing
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belief, but such episodes were far from being
uncommon during the golden reign of “liber-
ty” and “universal brotherhood.”

No small per-centage of his spare time
Couchon devoted to searching for the where-
ahouts of Eugene Labelle. Though fruitless
for a long season, his exertions were at last
crowned with success, and that in 2 manner
somewhat unexpected. The young man had
found employment in the establishment of a
blacksmith, having some knowledge of that
branch of mechanies, and was thus enabled
to support himself, and contribute to the
comfort of Marie, who pursued the somewhat
uncertain calling of a sempstress. One day
Eugene was deputed by his master to repair
alock in the Coneiergerie, and whilst thus
occupied, Brodeur suddenly came upon him.
With a yeli of mingled hatred and triumph,
the discoverer pounced upon his vietim, and
ere many seconds had elapsed, poor Labelle
was a tenant of the cell upon the door
whereof he had just been operating.

In those days it was not difficult to trump
up criminating matter against an obnoxious
party. Itisa well known fact, that o large
proportion of the unfortunates whose blood
soiled France at the close of the last century,
were condemned on grounds frivolous enough
to provoke a smile, if smiles could in any
way be associated with murder. The disco-
very of a crucifix upon the person of Eugene,
coupled with Couchon’s testimony that he
was an enemy to the republic, were held as
ample grounds for conviction, and the hap-
less lad was doomed to follow the bloody
path, which so many illustrious spirits had
trodden before him,

On the day preceding that fixed for his
exccution, or rather, I should say, his assas-
sination, the heart-broken Marie Dorion was
admitted to take a last farcwell of the “be-
loved of her eyes.” 'Tearful and sad, was the
communing of the lovers, and yet they sor-
rowed not as those whose hopes were bound-
ed by this mundane scene. The faith which
they had preserved pure and intact amidst
the prevailing floods of infidelity, enabled
them to realize the glorious celestial mon-
archy, which can never be vexed by the
“madness of the people,” and they spoke of|
their re-union in that nightless region as a
matter of certainty.

Just as she was about to depart, the last
kiss having been imprinted, and the last
embrace exchanged, Marie unfolded a small
parcel, and took therefrom an article which
caused the eyes of Eugene to hecome dim
with sudden moisture. It was the red vest!
That simple vestment had been associated
with their happiest and most sunny days,
and the sobbing givl requested that it might
be worn by her lover, at the closing scene.—
Cloddish and gross must be the philosophy
of the man, who could sneer at that wish as
being frivolous or childish. In the hour of
sharp and desolating sorrow, even a withered
leaf, plucked when life’s sky was bright and
cloundless, becomes invested with a sustain-
ing magic, strong beyond the faculty of words
to deseribe.

As a matter of course, the boon craved by
Marie was at once granted, and the twain
parted, never more expecting to meet on the
carthy side of the valley of the shadow of
death,

More than twenty fellow-sufferers were
appointed to accompany Eugene Labelle to
the secafft1d on the coming morning, and as
the hour of slaughter was to he early, it was
arranged that for the sake of convenience,
they should pass their last night, not in the
cells they had hitherto occupied, but in a sort

of common hall. Less trouble would thus be’

occasioned when they came to be assorted
and arranged for the shambles. All conver-
sant with the dark annals of the period to
which we have reference, are aware that
arrangements similar to the above, were far
from being uncommon. The multiplicity of
murders to be perpetrated, constrained the
slayers to be thrifty of their time.

Eugene having put on the vest, now a mil-
lion fold more dear to him than ever, sat
down upon his mattress of straw, and hegan
devoutly to prepare himself for the momen-
tous change which he was about to undergo.

Whilst thus occupied, his cogitations were
broken in upon by Couchon, who entered the
apartment accompanied by one of the turn-
keys of the establishment. He carried a
bottle of brandy in one hand, and his flushed
countenance, and unsteady gait, bore plain
testimony that his libations therefrom had
been in no respect analagous to the visits of
angels.
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Coming up to Labelle, who, as the evening
was raw, had covered himself with a blanket,
Brodeur pointed him cut to his subordinate,
as an object of special attention.

“Mark well what I say, you thick-skulled
dunderpate,” he exlaimed; “and sce that
you do not overlook this raseal, in the hurry
of to-morrow morning. Such mistakes have
happened more than once of late, butif a
hlunder is made in the present case, your
cwa addled head shall pay the penalty! Do
you understand me most stupid of citizens 7

The “citizen” seneschal, who most assur-
cdly, was by no means a type or model of|
intelligence, emitted a stolid grunt of assent,
and shortly afterwards left the hall, along
with his reeling principal.

As the night wore on, the temperature of

som, from chilly, had become somewhat
oppressively warm, owing to the breathing
of so many occupants. Eugene, consequently,
denuded himself of hoth ceat and blanket,
and by the light of a lamp which hung in
the vicinity of his pallet, perused at intervals
his prayer-book, which by some management
he had contrived to retain.

Le Brun, the turnkey to whose special
attention our hero had heen commended,
frequently visited the apartment during the
nocturnzal hours, evidently for the purpose of
making himself sure of Eugene’s identity.—
Like his superior officer he had been palpably
paying court t~ Bacchus, a process which by
no means brightened his naturally sluggish
wits. With all this, however, he bad not
forgotten Couchon’s startling threat, and
hence he was anxious to imprint the image
of Labeile upon his mind.

The appointed lime for exceution was
seven o’clock, and just as the deep-toned
bell of Notre Dame had ceased tolling five,
Brodeur staggered into the hall which con-
tained Eugene and his hrethren in tribula-
tion. Ilaving passed the entire night in
cavousing with some kindred souls, the
wreteh was in a state of the most insensate
intoxication. IIis bloodshot eyes glared and
rolled about with the restless energy of de-
mentation, and ever and anon, ke uttered
shrill and meaningless langhs, suggestive of
the yells of a hungry hyena robbed of her

In the course of a few minules, the gasc
of the frantic inchriate fell upon Labelle,
and the sight appeared to 1dd ten-old to his
mad furor. With one hound, he leaped upon
the half-slumbering youth, and proeceded
with spasmodic violence to tear the well-
remembered and much-abhorred vest from
his person.

“Sacre !” he hoarsely howled forth; “and
so you have got that infernal love-token once
more! Would you not like that the dainty
fingers which sewed it, were pressing your
hands, as in theolden time? By Saint Becl-
zchub, they will soon have an opportunity to
wash the blood from your abominated head,
if Citizen Sanson can be prevailed upon to
preserve it as'a keepsake for the jilt! Bat,
I tell you what, mon gargon, you must not
imagine that you are to be permitted to go to
the axe in that piece of frippery! I have
long had my eye upon it, and intend to
appropiate it for my own special use and
behoof.  Come! strip, you dog, without
gramDbling, and let your heir take possession
of his inheritance. So soon as your precious
pumpkin has been fairly lopped off, and
gathered into e basket, ¥ purpose paying my
devoirs to the coy Marie, and I have half a
notion that when she beholds me figged out
in her handywork, all her little seruples will
at once evaporate! She will appreeciate the
delicacy of the compliment, ha, ha, ha! and
when once you can tickle a woman’s vanity,
the battle is more than two-thirds gained \—
Off at once, with the rag, or I will strangle
you where you lie 1’

Poor Eugene was in no frame of mind to
resist any requisition, however unreasonable
it might be, accordingly, with a gentle sigh,
he denuded himself of the Iast frail, tangible
link which connected him with carthlyattach-
ments,

Eager to assume the garment thus coveted
after such a morbid fashion, Cauchon threw
off his hat, cloak, and doublet, and with
wine-palsied hands adjusted the vest upon
his person.

ITardly had the operation been performed
when nature, so pestilently outraged by pro-
tracted excess, suddenly gave way. A deep
and trance-like slumber settled, without even

young.

the prologue of a yawn, upon the vinous
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brate, and he fell forward against the wall
of the dungeon. Ifis face struck upon a
sharp projecting stone, ‘causing a ghastly
mutilation, sufficiently great to obliterate all
the leading characteristics of the features.

At this instant, & bright and genial beam
from the sun of hope, darted athwart the
darkness of Labelle’s soul.

Without a moment’s delay, he dressed
himself in the articles of costume just aban-
doned by the now seunseless Brodeur, who,
by the way, was nearly about his own alti-
tude. They fitted him to a hair, as if they
had been made to order and according to
measure, to use the language of sartorialism.
When Bugene completed his toilet, by put-
ting on the hroad-hrimmed, slouched hat of
the slumbering subsjailor, it would have
required a clese inspection to penetrate the
secret of the impromptu masquerade.

It is proper here to state, that during the
transaction of the passages above recited, the
majority of the condemmed were buried in
the profound sleep which usually falls to the
lot of unfortunates on the eve of execution.—
The few who were awake, paid little or no
attention to what wae going on; scenes of
violence and strife heing too common in that
mundane Tartarus, to provoke either remark
or astonishment.

On searching the pockets of his newly
acquired coat, Labelle found two articles of
priceless value in the present crisis of
affairs. The first of these was a master key,
enabling the possessor thereof to leave the
prison when so inclined. The second was
a passport, giving permission to Citizen
Brodeur Cauchon to visit any quarter of
France on the business of the Republic. Why
this document contained such an extensive
privilege was explained by a letter of in-
structions, which likewise cameinto Bugene’s
possession.  Brodeur had received a roving
commisssion to search for and apprehend
members of the detested aristocrat tribe,
and his routes could not he specifically de-
fined, it was necessary that he should obtain
the widest topographical latitude. In addi-
tion to the above veeited windfall, the young
man found that he had hecome the owner of
a hountifully replenished purse. Small

this lucre to his own exigencies, seeing that
the proceeds of what should have been his
inheritance, had fullen to the lot of the
heavily snoring Cauchon.

To make a long story short, Labelle found
no difficulty in leaving the precincts of the
Conciergeric, unsuspected by any of the
custodiers thereof. The dress of the Lieu-
tenant was well known to them all, and as
Bugene simulated the zig zag nofjons of o
drunken man, the deception was complete.
“Citizer Pig is going to cool down his
brandy fever ”—iwas the only ramark which
his exodus elicited from the drowsy turn-
keys.

Once more at liberty Labelle’s first busi-
ness was to engage a conveyance for the
transmission of himself and a companion to
Calais. By the exhibition of the passport,
and letter above mentioned, he experienced
no trouble in effecting this arrangement,
and after heing certiorated that the vehicle
would be athis devotion in a couple of hours,
he set forth in quest of Marie Dorion.

It now hecomes necessarvy that we should
return to the Conciergerie.

When the hour drew near, in which the
innocent conviets were to be prepared for
the knife, the executioner and his horrid
train entered the hall so recently tenanted
by Eugene. They were ushered in by Le
Bran, who, not oblivious of the monition
which he had received, directed their atten-
tion, in the first instance, to the dead drunk
Brodeur. As we before stated, the features
of the torpid scoundrel had been mashed out
of all distinguishing shape and form, and,
moreover were by this time covered with a
visor of dark-hued congealed blood. Le
Rrun, however, entertained not the slightest
dubitation as to his man. e had marked
well the position of the pallet which he oceu-
picd, and chiefly and above all, had taken
note of the red vest! This was the main
spur which jogzed his slow memory, and he
needed no other heacon to direct his pro-
ceedings. Desides having only rccently
become an attaché of the prison, he was
but slightly conversant with Brodeur’s ap-
pearance, and consequently it was the less
strange that he failed to vecognize him under

scruple had he in resolving to appropriate

existing cireumstances.
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All attempts to awake the slumbering
Drute, proved abortive, and so the cropping
of his gore-matted hair, and the other details
of the death-heralding “toilet,” were per-
formed all unknown to the reeipient of those
grisly attentions. When he was “fairly
trussed out for the spit,” as brother Sanson,
heing in a sportive mood, observed, Le Brun,
determined to make sure certain, carried

" him forthgupon his back and deposited him
in the cart, whose destination was the Place
de Ia Revolution, the Tyburn of those dia-
bolical days. As his face was by no meansa
type of the picturesyue and beautiful, Le
Brun, who made some pretensions to taste
for the fine arts, considerately covered it
with a napkin, and thus snoring with all the
unction of a New England nose-trumpeter,
Brodenr Couchon set forth on his uncon-
seious pilgrimage to the guillotine.

The humble apartment occupied by the
heart-broken Marie Dorion, commanded 2
view of the place of exceution, and at the
window thereof she was seated on the morn-
ing when the events under narration oceur-
red. Ierlove was quenchless even by death,
and though she felt that the effort might cost
her her life, she was determined to witness
the closing seenc of one who was dearer to
her than existence itself, and around whom
the gentle tendrils of her affections clung
like ivy to the fostering oak.

Earnestly did the forlorn maiden suppli-
eate the favour of heaven for him, who was
so soon to fill a premature and bloody grave.
With passionate devotion did she ever and
anon kiss the little silver crucifix, which
he had givea to her on that never-to-be-for-
gotten evening, when he first breathed into
her thirsty car the delicious confession of his
love. The sight of that sacred souvenir
transported her for a season back to earlier
and happy times.  She fell into one of those
day dreams which sometimes will cheat the
sorrow-worn heart into a temporary oblivi-
ousuess of the bitler and comfortless now!
Once more she was a denizen of dear Picar-
dy. Onee more she wandered in dreamy
joy by the banks of the clear, vine-fiinged
stream which laved her native ficlds.  Once
more she heard the nightingale pour forth
floods of vesper melody, ns the setting sun

tinged with purple glory the distant western
mountains.

On 2 sudden the gladsome vision of Marie
was rudely dispelled by the ghoul-like shouts
of an approaching band of fiends, yearning
and famishing for blood. Trembling in
every limb, the miserable girl rose from her
seat, and with an uncontrolable impulse
stretched forth to catch the first glimpse of
the marrow-freezing procession.

Too soon the infernal spectacle blasted her
grief-fevered eyes.  Too soon did she hehold
the ghastly cortéze, headed as usual by
troops of unsexed furies, whom it would be
profanation to call by the sacred name of
woman! Unbridled democracy has had many
satanie triumphs, but the climax of themall
was when she accomplished the translation
of mothers, wives, and daughters into vam-
pires, greedy as the horse leech for earnage,
and longing to batten upon the agonies of
crushed and writhing humanity !

And now the harsh rumbling of the vic-
tim-freighted carts grated upon the excited
hearing of the watcher. Ilow intensely she
strained her gaze to try, if possible, to dis-
cover one of the actors in that deep tragedy.
Alas, not long had she to continue her inqui-
sition! A Dbright bit of colouring stood forth
in terrible significant reality upon the mov-
ing, living panorama! With a shriek, the in-
tensity of which caused the rascal multitude
to stint for a moment their hellish Jubilate,
Marie recognized the red vest, and in one
instant she was smitten down as if by a
thunderbolt ! Cold and senseless as a mar-
ble image she fell into the arms of some one
who chanced to he behind her, and the mort
carts grated along, and the she-furies of
Paris continued their infernal anthem to the
myth prostitute divinity, as before!

The consciousness of Brodeur Cauchon did
not return till the moment when rude and
ruthless hands were binding him to the
plank, which faced the grooved promenade of
the greedy knife. Providence, as if deter-
mined that the unhappy wretch should get,
even on this side of eternity, & full draught
of the cup of retributive bitterness, restored
to him the cntire possession of his senses.
Though, of course, utterly unable to under-

stand the nature of the flood of events which
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had surged him, so to speak, upon the scaf-
fold, he knew with ghastly distinctness that
upon the scaffold he w-s, and destined never
to leave it except as u mass of carion clay.
Terrible was the glare of his eyes, fresh
opened from the trance of intoxication.
Dreadful, beyond the power of language to
describe, was the hurried avalanche of pro-
fanities and entreaties, and abjurgations
which he poured forth upon the verge of the
dark precipice of eternity. The very heads-
men, familiar as they were with all the
varied phenomena of dying scenes, were ar-
rested in their avocation, and looked with a
kind of hestial curiosity upon this novel de-
velopment of terror and despair. It seemed
as if the immortal worm had already fasten-
ed upon the lost one’s soul, and was gnaw-
ing it into the spasmodic energy of the
damned !

No one recognised Brodeur as the sub-
gaoler of the Conciergerie. Once, indeed, it
struck Sanson, as if the tones of his voice
were familiar to him, but the idea was ban-
ished as soon as entertained. Even if the
moiled and disfigured creature had been
identified as Couchon, it would have made
no difference in his fate. During the carne-
ous harlequinade of the Revolution, the ty-
rant of yesterday was frequently the vietim
of to-day, and it was not the province of the
finisher of the law to criticise the proceed-
ings of his employers.

Accordingly the limbs of the red vested one
were strapped tightly to the plank, which
speedily assumed a horizontal position. The
signal was promptly given, for there wasa
large harvest of life to reap, that dull leaden
morning, and his tongue still vibrating with
alitany of blasphemies, the head of Brodeur
Cauchon bounded, as if in sport, from the
sharp touch of the knife!

Long time elapsed ere the spirit of Marie
Dorion revived, and decp beyond fathoming
was the sigh which she breathed, when once
more the weary world opened upon her ken.

With o start, as if her nerves had been
traversed by electricity, she heard her name
cnunciated by a well remembered tongue.

“It was only a dream,” she said. “Only
adream, but oh! how very like reality it
seemed

. Once more the precious words, “ Marie!
dear Marie I” were syllabled, as if from some
biight region beyond the grave.

The maiden looked up, and beheld her
lover. “I, too, have departed,” she solemn-
ly murmured, ““and we have met in Para-
dise !

A long drawn, burning kiss of human
love, convinced her that she was still upon

the earth.

* * * %* * * *

#

“ And did Fugene Labelle manage to ef-
feet his escape?” queried the prosuic bar-
keeper of Russell’s Xotel, as he gave the
finishing act of manipulation to a sherry
cobler.

“To be sure he did, you fool I’ responded
Mr. Advocate 0'Delvin,  “ How else, in the
name of common sense, could he have be-
come my client in Montreal ?

“Both Bugens and his Marie reached Ca-
nada, sound in mind and limb,—and ¥ am
ready at any time to make affidavit thata
happier couple never dwelt beneath the sha-
dow of the Royal Mount !’

CONCLUSION OF MY LOG.

At this juncture, the boots of the caravan-
sary, whose services I had specially retained,
entered the bar-room and certiorated me
that my unecle and cousin were bearing down
in full sail upon the Iotel. On the receipt
of this intelligence, I immediately repaired
to the parlour occupied by these personages,
and in pursuance of the plan of campaign
which I had chalked out, disposed myse
behind the flowing window drapery of the
apartment.

Not long had I been thus ambushed when
the pair entered the apartment, accompanied
by a companion, who exhibited all the out-
ward tokons and types of a native of the
model republic. The name by which they
addressed him I cculd not with certainty
make out, but it sounded like Billson or
Iillson. T shall take it for granted that the
former of these “ captions” correctly adum-
brated the gent in question, and design him
accordingly.

My fair cousin carried in his hand an un-
opened letter, which, from its appearance, 1

had small trouble in expiscating was from
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the mother country. This document scemed
very slightly to touch his curiosity, as he
threw it down carclessly upon the table,

_without infringing upon the integrity of the
seal thereof.

¢ And so, Mister Billson,” ¢ried my avun-
cular relative, ““you persist in saying that
you can make sperits spake 2”

“1 caleulate,’” replied the model republi-
can, “I can do that ere trick ; and, what is
more, bring them visibly before you! The
seerct I learned from Squire Koons, ef Dever
County, Ohio, one of the most rc-irarkable
men of this here age!”

ITere Lynch the younger, who had evi-
dently been ¢ putting an enemy in his
mouth,” was brought to bed of an articula-
tion, compounded of a hickup and a whistle,
of the most withering contempt.

“'Pell that fudge,” quoth he, ““to the ma-
rines ; sailors won’t believe it !”

“Young man!” solemnly interjected the
Yankee, “have care what you sav! Little
do you know who is within ear shot! Take
my word for it, as an honest man, this house
is full of spirits !”’

“ By John and Iookey Walker !” cried
the reckless Phelim, “that is piper’s news,
and no mistake! From personal experience
I can testify that old Russell has got a capi-
tally stocked cellar! You might float the
City of Toronto in his gin !’

My uncle having charged his hopeful son
o ‘“shut up,” requested the medium to go
on with his incantations, as the night was
verging upon extreme senectitude.

The first thing that Mr. Billson did, was
to fetch in a drum of respectable dimensions,
which, together with the sound-engendering
instruments pertaining thereto, he placed
upon the floor, not far from the spot where
I stood concealed.

¢« All spirits,”” ¢ observed, in explanation
of the proceeding, “have got a tarnation
appetite for this kind of moosie, which is the
reason why they make such a confounded
rapping upon tables, when there is not a
shees of tight sheepskin handy! If you
want to save your pine furniture, never he
without a dram1”

Having delivered himself of this parenthe-
sis, the operator, (who, I may observe, ap-

peared to be acting in perfect sincerity and
good faith,) extinguished all the lights in the
room, including a gas cockspur situated
within reach of my lurking place. 'This
operation might have somewhat disorganized
my plans, hut fortunately I had about me a
box of lucifer matches, an appendage which
my nicotian habits rendered a sine qua non.

“Now,” said Billson, “whose ghost do
you want to be present P’

¢ If perfectly convenient and agreeable o
his reverence,” cried the scoffing Phelim, “I
should be happy to be favoured with the
company of Saint Patrick! There is a bot-
tle of pure stuff here, very much at his ho-
nor’s service 1"

“IIould your pace, yc reprobate!” es-
claimed the scandalized Cuthbert, who was
too devoted a son of the Church to put up
patiently with this ribaldry ; ¢Ilould your
pace, wid your profanity which would dis-
grace a haythen or Turk! Mister Billson,
my heart is set upon getting tidings o’ my
poor, misfortunate nephew, Dinis Stobo. I
would give a trifle to know whether he is in
this world or the next !

“If so be he hashopped the twig,” return-
ed the operator, “he will be beating upon
yon ere identical drum before many minutes
have sloped !

The Synod sat for some time in profound
silence, only broken at intervals by an
aleoholic snort from my excellent cousin.
At length, getting tired of the quaker like
quictude, I contrived to get hold of the drum-
sticks, and beat thercwith upon the tombour
a tattoo, loud enough to “split the ears of
the groundlings!”

Delectified, apparently, beyond measure,
was brother Jonathan, at this realization of
his prediction.

“ There!” he intoned through his nasal
clarion—did I not tell you what would
happen? Your nephew’s body has become
cold meat in death’s larder, and his spirit is
with us in this here parlour !”

“Blessed Vargin!” gasped forth my as-
tounded uncle, in tones tremulous with
terror; ¢ miracles never will cease 9’

As for my cousin he essayed to brave out
matters, “by whistling the “ Boy’s of Kil-
kenuny”, but signally abortive was the
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endeavour. The notes died away, like a
croupy lark’s attempt at cantation, and by
certain gurgling sounds, I ¢oncluded that he
was administering to himself a dose of Dutch
courage | .

“Who after this, will have the brazen
assurance,” continued Billson, “ to say a
word against tho reality of spiritualism ?
Show me the infidel who will dare to sncer
at Judge Edmonds as an old woman, or
point the finger of scorn at the glorious and
immortal Koons? Would that all Canaday
was preseni to behold the wonderful wonders
which are now being enacted! Toronto will
soon be a more famous place than Ro-chester
itself 1

In order to cut this rhapsody short, I
again fiygered tho drumsticks and performed
that cla!;ic picce of music, the “Rougue’s
Mareh”, with an artistic vigour, which
would have won for ever the affections of
Jullien,

When I had concluded this master piece
of instrumentation. Lynch seniorintimated
a desire that he might be favored with the
vision of his defunct nephew. Whercupon
the native of Dollardom, after muttering
certain hocus pocus words, commanded your
humble servant to hecome ocularly developed.

Thus abjured, I emerged from behind the
window-curtain, and drawing one of the
aforesaid lucifer matches gently over my
coat sleeve, ignited the same, and re-com-
municated light to the extiuguished cock-
spur.

“Be the town piper of Jericho”—yelled
Cuthbert—* it is the erayter Dinis Stobo, as
sure as I am a sinner! Och, when did ye
die? And how does it fare wid your poor
misfortunate sowl ?

Pulling & solemn face, and using the tone
of voice employed by the gents who person-
ate Hamlet’s murdered father, I replied in
manner after-mentioned, to wit, that is to
say i—

“In a swamp at Port Credit, opposite the
residence of the author of “Z%e New Guager,”
I'shuffled off this mortal coil! Starvation
was the cause of the catastrophe, and you
can judge of my destitution by these sordid
rags, which I w-re at the moment of my
decease ! As * uching my soul, it is en-
during all the a, nies of Purgatory . . .7

“ITold hard there, stranger,” interjected
Billson at this point of my story; “both
Judge Edmonds and old Koons’ deny point-
blank, that there is any such location 1

“The Judge, and the other fellow, then,
are & brace of jolterheads”—guoth I—*not
fit to ery hoo, to & goose 1

“ But nephgw, avic’—chimed in old
Lynch—* is there nothing, honey that we
can do for yees?”

¢ Faith uncle”—I responded—<¢a hushel
or two of masses, would come quite handy
in existing circumstances. For a matter of
two hundred pounds, or say three, when
yow’re at it, T would be set famously upon
my legs !”

‘¢ And its Phelim and meself will be proud
and happy to make that same advance,”
was the prompt rejoinder, enunciated with a
heartiness which amply demonstrated its
sincerity, The tears rolled down his fur-
rowed and haggard checks—his frame was
shaken by a rapid succession of hysterical
sobs—and earnestly did he tell the beads
which indexed the orisons he was putting
up on my behalf. At that moment I fully
and freely forgave the remorseful sinner, his
share of the act of injustice, which had so
long kept me out of my legitimate rights.

Widely different, however, was the spirit
in which cousin Phelim, received the propo-
sition of his penitent ancestor.

“If you have got the tin, old codger”—he
exclaimed—*¢ you may make the invesiment
in question, but hang me if I give ¢ne rap,
for any such purpose! Denis Stobo, as you
well knovw, was never one of my special fa-
vorites, and I have no idea of throwing
away good money upon the ghost of such a
spalpeen! If he is suffering in purgatory, he
doubtless well deserves it, and I decidedly
think that the law should be permitted to
take its regular course !”

Such language from the knave who had so
long been waxing gross upon my inheritance,
completely widowed me of all patience and
self-restraint,  With one bound, I was at the
side of the sordid scoundrel, and grasping
him by the throat, belaboured his head with
one of the drumsticks, till I was well nigh
breathless.

“Ilow spiritualism docs progress, to be

suxe ! eried Billson, as he contemplated thi
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act of extempore justice. “ Not one of the
blessed judge’s manifestations ever exhibited
such energy as has been displayed by the
very respectable ghost, with whose company
we have heen favoured this memorable and
never-to-he-forgotten night 1

“Come, come, Mr. Yankee,” I here ob-}-

served, “there has been quite enough of that
nonsense! No more an apparition am I,
than this drunken, whining vagabond ; and
if you call me ghost again, by Mahoun, 1
will make a ghost of you !’

Dirceting my attention once more to Phe-
lim, who had heen sobered by the unexpected
modicum of penance which he had received,
I commanded him to open and peruse the
letter Lefore mentioned. This missive, I
supposed was from Glasgow, and contained
tidings of the change which had taken place
in our relative positions.

My conjecture proved to he well founded.
No svoner had the trembling rascal scanned
over the document, than he yelled out:—Con-
fusion and fury, I am a beggar!” and sunk
upon the floor in all the emasculation of des-
pair. *® *

* *

I have settled an annuity upon my uncle
fully equal to his wants and wishes, and he
often declares that he now enjoys more peaze
of mind than had fallen to his lot for many
a long and weary year.

As for Phelim Lynch, I gave him one
hundred pounds, on the express conditicn
that he should evacuateCanadaquam primun.
To employ his own classic expression hewas
“glad to save any fat from the fire,” and at
once implemented the stipulation. For some
months he has bestowed the light of his
countenance upon the State of Maine, and by
the latest accounts was actively engaged in
carrying out the requirements of the prohi-
bitory liquorJaw. To speak more specifically,
he plies the honourable occupation of a com-
mon informer against publicans and thirsty
sinners, and thus, at once,  puts money in
his purse,” and gains golden opinions from
all the devout disciples of aquarianism. Most
fitting is he for such a mission, if there be
veracity in the ancient adage, which incul-
cates, that a thicl should be sct to catch o
thicf.

Icre, gentle reader, the Purser closes his
log. Prosperous be the remainder of your
voyage down life’s stream, and may genial
gales attend your barque till moored in the
haven of cternity.

GOOD ADVICE.
FROM THE GERMAN OF CIIRISTIAN F. GLLLERT.

A youthful Swain who had resolved to wed,
With myriad questions often puzzled many,
Sought from & hoary sire his sagest aid,
As to the wife he ought to marry.

¢ Friend, said the Sage, I know not this;
Thou can’st be sy indled, though thou choos’st
the treasurc;
Seck you a wife alone for blissful pleasure—
A pretty face get with your miss.

« If more inclined on state and fashion,

Than towards the pastime of an amorouslife,
Then hearken to my changed opinion:

Precious are moments and a wealthy wife.

+ But if you look through her at certain lofty
views;
That better maidens live, Iearn to forget ;—
And sec to woo some great man’s pet,
Canvass not long the choice, but quickly
choose.

<« Qr if you more regard your spirit’s unity,
Than love of body and of sin;

Then risk it, as your wishes lead—so marry—
They’ll be a learned wife to win.”

The old man’s words in laughter cease.
s« Ah! said the youth, your wisdom tells no
news,
I ask which wife ought I take care to choose,
If T expect to live’in peace ?
To live remorse and sorrow frec forever.”
«QOh! quoth the Sage, then you must warry,
never.”

May, 18535. .

A CURIOUS NARRATIVE.
WRITTEN FOR T;;:NGW.\)ZZRICAN.

IT was on the 13th of this March—justa
week ago from to-day. A heavy fog, true
London yellow of deepest die, was in the
city: my lamp had been lighted in the office
all day, and the fire, flickering in the Talf
night, made queer shadows start about the
old-fashioned furniture. I had been hard at
work all the morning at some annuity tables,
uninterrupted, when towards afternoon, a
carriage drove up, a light foot tripped aleng
the passage, and in came my little sister.

“There!? she said, “am Inot a kind

ereature {o come through such a fog just to
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cheer you up in your old-bachelor forlorn-
ness, like a benevolent fairy ? ”—* though
rather o damp one” she added, laughing, as
she drained the mist from her ringlets, and
making her pretty eyes sparkle again.

“ So—indecd~my Polly,” I said, *you
are quite a sunbeam, and, as your pet poet
8835, -

4 Staund in the midst of this poor room,
¢ Making a glory out of gloom.”

“ But what do you want now? you have
not come for nothing, risking your curls such
4 day as this, I know.”

“Now, Brother,” she said, “that is so
like you men ; you never give awoman cred-
it for a disinterested action, and, my good-
ness! what a state your room. is in! hooks
and dust and papers,—* confusion worse con-
founded’— and these nasty bones, and bits
of stick and dirty iron ¥’ (So my kind sis-
ter was pleased to designate some choice fos-
sils, and the materials for a caleulating ma-
chine I was then making.) ¢ You are real-
Iy,” she went on, ‘“not fit to take care of
yourself, and I do wish you would leave
these horrid old rooms, and take a nice res-
pectable house, and—"

“Well1” X said, “and what? get mar-
ried 7

“Why not?” she answered sharply, to
which X replicd only by passing my hand
over the gray hair that serves me somewhat
scantily for a wig.

“Now, John, that is all nonsense, you are
still very handsome,” (flattering little puss)
“and are not so old. Iam sure there are
plenty who —, now for instance, a charming
young twidow, like Lady Mary I

“Qh !—Lady Mary,” I said.

“Yes—Lady Mary! what then ?”

“ Why—my dear Polly—don’t you think
if Lady Mary is so charming as & widow, it
would he 2 thousand pitics to risk spoiling
her by re-converting her into a wife ?”

“Now, Brother John, you ought not to
tlk so.  If you yourself have no feeling
(though I know what I know), yet Lady
Mary has a heart, which,—”

“Yes,” I interrupted—* a heart, whichis
less likely to e broken hy her remaining a
widow than my peace would he by my ceas-

what you want, and then take yourself off,
for I'm busy. Is it the °Protestant soup-
kitehen’ that is out of potatoes, or is there a
failure of potash in the ¢ Ladies’ association
for making soap for the Patagonians?' ”

“Not quite that, brother, but, you see, they
havo made me secretary”  { ¢ Pretty secve-
tary 1 I said, “I pity the minute-book,”
Lut placing her litile hand over my mouth
she went on) “ secretary to the ¢ Amberabad
and Shadookiam joint female Institute for the
support of Iindoo widows.” TPoor things!
now that they are not allowed to burn them-
selves, they would starve but for us.”

« §o,”—1 said—* you would introduce the
breed of Lady Mary’s among the happy
Uindoos. Talk of female benevolence in-
deed?” Without heeding this interruption,
she continued,

« And we have our first meeting to-day at
four o’clock, and dear Dr. Dove is to make a
great speech, and the subscription list is to
be read, and X thought it would be so nice if
your name were down for a handsome sum
—<through the secretary’'—you know.”

«VWell,” I said, reaching my cheque-hook,
« anything to be rid of you.”

« And then,” she continued, “I intend
on my road to drop in at that auction-sale of
China, and there is such a sweet set of old
Dresden, and Leicester says, with kis family
(his family indeed ! Justas if it were notas
much nine,) he cannot spare moncey for such
¢trash’—and—oh Brother—I should so much
like to have it.”

I laughed, and giving her the cheque, told
her to be off without another word.

«Thank you! you dear good brother,” she
said, ““and now I’Il go, but if I should sce
Lady Mary—"

« Off with you—or I°1l stop the cheque,”
and away she went, laughing merrily.

Truly, Isaid to myself when she had gone,
it isa merey that women do not know their
own power. The world considers me 2 cold,
stern man, and so perhaps I am; but that
sister of mine can twist me round her little
finger.  Mer husband too has his full com-
plement of stabbornness, but she might har-
ness both of us to a fub and drive us as the
clown on the Thames drove his geese.

ing to he a bachelor.  So new please to say

Somechot my room scemed even gloomier

D o o mas s et =
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than before, and not feeling inclined to re-
sume my work, I closed the outer door,
turned down the lamp, and wheeling a chair
to the fire, lighted my meerschaum. Some-
thing that she had said had touched the
spring of a store of hidden memories, and
gradually my thoughts flowed back sorrow-
ing through the past to that sad event that
had turned the morning of my life into
night.

Up to the age of seventeen I had lived at
the country-farm where Iwashorn. Atthat
time, there came to reside at the ITall a widow
lady, Mrs. Worthington, and her daugh-
tex, relatives of the great family there ; the
Iatter was a fashionable beauty, and an
heiress.  How it came ahout I donot know,
for I was but 2 rough yecoman’s son and she
was as much above me in manner and cul-
ture as in fortune and rank; perhaps her
true female instinet detected what lay be-
neath thatrude surface: certain itis, wemet,
at first accidentally, then again and again,
and at last T knew she lovedme.  As to my-
sclf, my lovo for her was my whole life. To
have asked her haughty mother's approval
would have heen absurd: she bade me wait,
and meanwhile live on hope, light dict in-
deed, but the only possible; itsupported me
for a year. Then there eame among other
visitors to the Iall, a Mr. de Lannay, a
Frenchman, said to be a coffec-planter of
Ceylon and immensely rich. He was tall
and sallow with long black hair, a faithless
eye, and a weak, sensual mouth, and gave
me the idea of & wolf ; he had altogetheran
outlandish appearance, and wore heavy car-
rings. At first sight I hated him; God
knows I afterwards had cause. Presently a
rumour came to the village that he was to
marry Emma Worthington; a hurried note
from her confirmed it.  We mct once more
and she consented to clope with me.  Iow
we were betrayed I never knerw, hutas Iwas
proceeding to the trysting-place on the night
proposed, I was way-laid by three men, one
of them de Lannay himself, and left for dead.
A brain-fever followed from which I recov-
cred to find they had been married ten days
after, and had sailed direetly for Ceylen.
Their vessel, the Mary-Jane, was spoke,

diaman, that brought letters from the pas-
sengers, though, strangely enough, none
from the de Lannay’s. The Mary-Jane was
never afterwards heard of.

When the first wild outburst of my fecl-

lings had passed away, & change came over

me, Perhaps, relieved from the pressure of
an overwhelming passion, my intellect hegan
its natural expansion. I left the farm, and
went to the University, where, much to my
surprise, I found myself among the best men
of my standing. I succeeded there beyond
hope, and, ever since, my lifc has passed in
one calm and steady flow of prosperity;
wealth, station, honour have come to me, al-
most unsought for, yet all overshaded with
the one sad memory that has left me at for-
ty-five a gray old bachelor in spite of fifty
Lady Mary’s.

Slowly did all this pass in review before
me as I gazed at the fire through the
changing wreaths of blue smoke, and I was
picturing the possible fate of that unhappy
vessel, and how sh¢ had met Death with none
to support her but a hushand she must have
loathed, when my reverie was broken by the
opening of the outer door, to admit, as I sup-
posed, my laundress who usually came a lit-
tle before four o’clock. As I had an engage-
ment to dine with Captain K—— at that
hour, I wasknocking the ashes from my pipe
and preparing to rise, when a tap came
at the door, which opened atmy “ come
in,” and admitted a vwhiff of fog that hrought
to my mind (though indeed 2 London fog has
every imaginable smell, except an agreeable
one) that taint of the Seine which those who
have visited the Morgue at Paris can never
forget. Along with the fog came the rustle of
a silk dress, followed by alady, talland dress-
ed in black. I was startled, (for Iknew Ihad
closed the outer door), dropped my pipe and
upsct a chair hefore I could recover myself
enough to offer her a scat.  Shetookit with-
out speaking, and on looking at her I could
see, though the room was hut dimly lighted
by the firc and her veil was half let down
over her face, that she was no longer young,
very pale, and apparently much agitated.
As she held a letter in her hand, and still
did not speak, I offered to take it from her,

when a week out, by 2 homeward-hound In-

but her agitation seemed to increase so much



A CURIOUS NARRATIVE.

509

that I feared she was fainting, and hastily
turned to fetch a glass of water from the ad-
Jjoining room ; while doing so I heard the
outer door again open, and, this time, with
the unmistakeable wheeze and shufile of the
old laundress.  When I returned with the
water, there was the laundress stirring the
fire, but no one else. “Where is the lady ?”
I said, forgetting that the old woman was as
deaf as a post,—her chief recommendation,
indeed, for I could thus growlat her as much
as I liked without her heing in the least hurt
oy it.  “Yes,” she said, sceing me speak,
“it’s gone the three-quarters,” fancying 1
had asked her about the time.  This recall-
ed me to myself, and after a minute’s thought,
I concluded that Imust have left the door
unlatched in closing, that thelady was prob-
ably some widow, in trouble with an assur-
ance-company, who had come to consult me,
(for though I had for some years ceased to
practice my profession as an Actuary, per-
sons would not unfreqently be sent to me by
friends to have their little diflicuities solved
as o favour, so that a visit of this kind was
not unusual.)  She had probably seen that
she had come at an unseasonable hour {per-
haps also my unlucky tobaceu might haveaf
feeted her), and would eall again.  So, dismis-
sing the affair from my mind, 1 proceeded to
meet my friend the Captain, who had pro-
posed an early dinuer that we might have
time for & game of chess hefore he left town
for Brighton. Accordingly after dinner, we
adjourned to the Cigar-Divan, and were
speedily Jost to the outer worldin the subtle-
ties of the chequered ficld with our coffec and
cigws.  We had played two games with
equal fortune, and had hegun a third when
the Captain, glancing at the clock, said to
me,—
. “Now, Wilton, this game is likely to bea
hard and long one, and Idon’t want toleave
it, hut I annst be in Brighton to night—your
Queen is e prise, by the bye,~—so vou had
hetter run down with me and we ean finish
the game in the train; we don’t require
board or men you know, and you have not
ot to consult your wife, happy bachelor that
you are ¥’

“Well,” 1 <aid, * there is nbthing to pre-
vent me that 1 know, and London in o fog is

not the most cheery place thisside of heaven,
so I think I will. I shall just push this
pawn forward; my Queen can take care of
hetself.””

“Yes,” he replied, after an intent lock =
the board,* I should 'nt wonder if she could,
that’s a strong move. Suppose we go.”

So we started, calling at my rooms for «
travelling ease; und, passing into my office
for some cigars, a letter was lying on the ta-
ble which I hastily put into an overcoat
pocket, and we drove to the station where
the train was juststarting. Resuming our
game, the journey was soon over, and just
as we reached the Brighton terminus I had
elaboratedacheck-mate in four moves, which
occupied the Captain all the way to the ho-
tel hefore he pronounced itsound. After an
hour’s chat over the fire—it was about ten
o’clock,—we were preparing to go to hed
when enters the waiter.

“Beg pardon, Sir—Is your name Wil
ton?”

[ Yes.n

“ Letter for you, Sir, perhaps: come by
night-mail, sir.”?

1 took it, it was from my sister.  Thisre-
minded me of the other letter which I had
omitted to read, and I then recollected that,
absorbed in the mate, I had left my overcoat
on the seat of the earriage. The letter from
my sister ran thus :

+ EFxeter Hall Committee Room,
March 13th.

« Four o'clack ! Think of that, yvu scep-
tical hrother, who are always scolding
about the unpunctuality of ladies in general,
and poor me in particular; my watch has
been of more uscihis Zime than the ¢ micro-
scope to a monkey,” you are so fond of com-
paring it to. Four o’clock jnst struck, and
Tam positively the first (¢ for once’ I hear
you say); there is actually not one lady he-
sides mysclf yet arrived.

“You did not sey anything this morning
ahout going to Brighton, but I have found
you out, you see: and would you not like to
know Zow I found itous? Ican just picture
you with your hands behind you, trying to
look so quict, and 21l the time blazing with
impatience : you men are just as curious as
we are, only you conceal it better. Well, I
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won’t tease you any longer; sv open wide
your eyes. Iwas spoken to just as I was
leaving the auction-room (that is such
a1 love of a set that I bought, and so cheap),
by atall, pale, elderly female, dressed in
an old-fashioned suit of black silk, with a
bonnet, and curtain in front, that Noal’s
wife might have worn in the ark (they
went out af least four years ago), and
looking altogether damp and disagrecable.
She said to me quite solemnly, ‘Your bro-
ther is going to Brighton to-night; youmust
prevent him, or, if not possible, bid him re-
turn; his presence in town is imperative.
Write at once to Brighton in case he should
have gone (you know the hotel he always
sta s at), and tell him so.” I wassostartled
that I promised, and before I could recover
my wits, she was separated from me in the
crowd, though I don’t know that I should
have had the courage to ask her any ques-
tions—she looked so grim; almost as grim as
you, when you have put your dow't-tease-me
face on. Now, brother, Iinsist onknowing
whatall this isabout; who is this unpleasant
person? I awill know ; and you shall have no
peace till you tell me. But here comes Dr.
Dove, and I must break off.
Pouny.
“To John Wilton, Esa.,
Star Hotel, Brighton.

P.S.-I shall send the man with this letter to
your chambers jfirst, and if you are not there,
he will post it, but I don’t know whether
there is a mail to-night, so you must not he
cross if you don’t get it.”

Looking back now at this letter, [ am at a
loss to conceive how it came to make so little
impression on me, habituated as I had been
by my profession tv draw inferences from
small data, and cspecially from numerical
coincidences. I ean only account for it by
supposing that my brain, tired out, had gone
to sleep before the rest of me.  As it way, I}

stances flashed upon me with a vividness
almost appalling. ow could this lady have
known at four o’clock that I should come to
Brighton, when at that time I had not the
least idea of doing so? More—how could
she have spoken te my sister direetly after,
or at almost the very instant of, leaving my
rooms, when the two places are atleast seven
miles apart, and, in the state of the streets,
in no way could she have gone that distance
in less than an hour?

Irose at once, and, finding there was still
time, dressed and ran to the station, just
catching the train.  The journey seemed as
if it would never end. I could think of no-
thing but these two questions; again and
again I tried to find o loophole for the possi-
bility of a mistake, but turn and twist them
as I would, tere still stood the facts, hard,
impénetrable, and would not be denied.
Now, too, I was convinced that the lost letter
would have esplained all, and I thoughtl
mustgomad with excitement; yet, aschewing
a hullet will deaden the toothache, the very
reiteration of the same things over and over
again gradually ealmed me down ; and when
we reached London, I was in a sort of cal-
lous mood, prepared to meet any cvent of
whatsoever kind, and carcless whether it

might be what we are acenstomed to think
jof as ““natural” or not.

I drove straight to my chambers in a cab,
and from the street I could see that lights
were burning in my office. Opening the
outer door with the lateh key, I saw my ser-
cant William sitting in the passage half
asleep.

“What is it, Willlam ?”” I said.

“Lady waiting for you in the office, sir,”
ke replied, yawning, *“said you were certain
to he back to-night, and would stay till you
came.”

“Very well,” I answered, and went in.

She was there, standing hefore the fire,

merely asked the waiter what time the “P‘, and looking at me ; as T entered she smiled,
train left, and findingit to e at eleven, Idid, and I knc\\ her at once; such a smile I have
not think it worth wlulu to trouble myse]f pever seen on the face of any womun but
about what might be only 2 crazy woman’s, gne ; it was she who had once been Emma
fancy, and went to bed, when I fell *SIOQP]\Vorthmgton. Before I could speak, the

at once.

I-1mlc changed to a look of terror and almost

1 could not have slept many minutes, when' fierce impatience, and heckoning me with

I awoke with a start.

The whole circum-|{ wild gesture to follow, she passed me at the
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door and moved through the hall. The ser-
vant was just in the act of closing the outer
door; the figure moved on rapidly without
turning aside, and it was with a startling
thrill that I saw it come in direct contaet
with him and then appear beyond him.
Taller than he was, the head and bonnet were
all the time visible, but the black dress
seemed to give place suddenly to his person,
and then, as he turned on hearing my foot-
step, I could sce her on the other side of him
beckoning me still with the samelook on her
face.  William’s countenance expressed
peither surprise nor alarm ; he had evidently
not seen her.

“«William,” I said, *fetch my stick from
the bedroom.” I did this in order that he
might think I had myself let the lady out in
his absence ; and when he returned, I told
him to put the lights out, and go to hed. I
would let myself in, if I should come back.

St. Paul’s clock struck one as I stepped
into the street, where the figure was waiting
for me, and at once moved on at a quick pace;
the fog was still dense, and it was impossible
to sce many yards a-head, but I noticed, as
1 followed, that the persons we met did not
turn aside or scem aware that any one was
coming towards them when the figure came
near. I cannot say how long or how far I
walked ; it was through streets I did not
know; but at length the figure paused be-
fore 2 house, and, waving to me, went in:
I was following her up & staircase, when a
female shrick rung on our ears, and rushing
forward, we entered & bed-chamber. I can-
not remember in the least Zow I entered. I
have certainly no recollection of either open-
ing or closing any door. There were two
persons in the room; a man in the dress of
a gentleman, holding in his arms o girl who
had fainted ; thelatter was the living pictare
of what Emma Worthington was when I
knew her in life, and I felt at once that this
was her daughter. The man, turning on
hearing my entrance, and dropping the girl
roughly on the bed,came towards me fiercely,
saying, “ Who are you, and what are you
doing here?” But before T could act or re-
ply, another figure appeared suddenly hehind
him ; it was de Lannay himself. I kuew
him at once, though years had intcusified

every villainous lineament of his face into
hideous coarseness; he was without coat or
waistcoat, and his shirt was suffused with
bload, as was also a thick bandage round his
neck. Xe was rushing at me with the look
of o fiend, and, felling the other atone blow,
I grappled with him, but my strength was
that of a reed in his grasp; I fell, and, fall-
ing, felt his teeth fasten onmy throat; could
just see the figure in black throw up her
arms with a wild shriek, and lost conscious-
ness. .

When I eame to myself there were police-
men in the room; some person was stanch-
ing the blood from my throat, and an In-
spector, whom I'koew, was bending over me.

“What do you wish to be done, sir #’ he
said; ““we have searched the house, hut can
find no one in it besides women, and this
person here,” pointing to the man who was
in the room when I eantered, “and he was
Iying stunned heside you. Ile gives the
nanie of William Smith,but it is not his real
name, though I do notknow him. Shall we
remove him to the station-house ?”

As soon as I could speak, Isaid, «Tell
him who I am, and say that if he will give
me his card, I authorize you to let him go.”

This was done, and he went away, saying
with a scowl, ¢ You shall hear from me, sir.”

T had just strength to direct the removal
of the young lady, still insensible, to my
abode, and aguin fainted ; nor did I recover
consciousness till I found myself in my own
hed with my dear sister watehing me.

It was a week ago when all this happened.
I am writing these particulars for you, my
best and oldest friend, partly because, as my
exccutor, you will have to earry into effect o
division of my property, which, without this
explanation, might scem to you capricious
and even unjust ; and, also, partly hecause,
knowing your acute and restless spirit, I fear
that, unless I told you all, you would be
finding things out for yourself, and might
thus give publicity to circumstances, which,
for the sake of myadopted daughter, I would
rather should remain private. I have been
thus minute in detailing all the occurrences
of the day, so far as related to myself, in
order that you might form an opinion of the

state of my nerves and the sounduness of my
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mental action at the time ; and also, because
it was necessary that you should know the
particulars of my passion for Emma Worth-
ington, now for the first time told ; for the
rest I shall only briefly indicate for your
guidance the evidence of the other persons
concerned, which you can examine and verify
at pleasure. T'o myseclf this evidence was
quite unnecessary ; thewhole caseis as clear
in my mind as if I had read it in a blue-book.

The surgeon will give you his opinion of
the way in which the wound in my throat
has been caused.

My sister will tell you that she was called
out from the ballroom to a person who
wished to sec her; thatshe found it was the
same who had spoken to her in the after-
noon; that this person told her that her
brother had met with an accident, and that
she must go to his chambers at once; that
she drove off immediately, and arrived here
just before I was brought in.

You will compare the time which it must
have taken her to drive here with the time
which the police will tell you elapsed hefore
they arrived with me, and you will sce what
you can make of'it.

The police will also tell you how two of
them saw me enter, and knowing the house,
were going to wateh it when they heard a
shriek, saw the shadows of three men in con-
flict thrown on the window, heard a scecond
shriek, and onbreakinginto the house found
me bleeding, the girl insensible on the hed,
and the other person iying on the floor.

T enclose the card of this person; you will
see that he is a most noble Marquis. At
first he was inclined to carry matiers with a
high hand; but a hintas to the consequence
of a criminal process hrought him down, and
the substauce ofa conversation Thad with him
was briefly this—Ile had met Mr. de Lannay
several times lately, and had in fact won a
large sum of money from him. Of this, de
Launnay paid part, and offered to introduce
him to a young lady. Inconsequence he had
been brought by him to this house, and had
been invited by the mistress to come there
in the evening, which he did; that he had
mistaken the young lady’s resistance for af-
fectation, and was lhorrified to find she had
fuinted in reality, hut that, secing me in the

room on a sudden, he had suspected a trap,
which was the reason of his turning so rudely
upon me: that he had been stunned by my
blow, and was in utter ignorance as to all
that had happened in the interval before he
found himself in the hands of the police ; that
he was not aware of any one being in the
house but himself, certainly not in the room:
and that he was quite at o loss to conceive
how I had been wounded, which indecd lLe
begged to assure me no onc regretted more
than himself; that he felt the most poignant
grief at the unhappy mistake into which he
had been led by de Lannay’s misrepresenta.
tions, and that, if he could have suspected,
not for the world—and so on, till I was sick
of him. For obvious reasons, I did not wish
the matfer to go into court, so aceepted his
apologies, and bowed him out. You can he.
lieve as much of his story as you choose ; Jut
EZnow that he had nothing to do with my
injury ; no living being did that. Tor the
rest, providentially I was there in time; |
could curse him if I did not know that the
snake in his breast is already curse enough.

I give you Miss de Lannay’s history as}
took it from her own lips, so far as it relates
at all to this matter. She is eighteen years
old, and has lived, since she can remember,
in Paris; her name is Emma de Lannay.
though her father did not always go by that
name. (Poor girl, sheseemed to feel hitterly
the degradation of being the daughter of such
a man, and yet tried to sereen him as muek
as she could, and of course I did not press
her on this point). She had spent her life
in a nunnery, and believed her father and
mother did not live happily together, hui
seldom saw either of them ; her mother hal
once given her a sealed paper, which she
was only to open when in extreme difficuliy
(I opened it—it was my own address) ; about
four vears ago her father came and told
her that her niother had heen found in the
Morgue, and it was supposed had been acci-
dentally drowned.  Since that time she hal
never seen him till about a month since,
when he announced his intention of taking
her to London, and started with her at once
on the journcy. That they had lived ina
very poor place in London (she gave me the

number and street, which I enclose), and is
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much distress, though sometimes her father
scemed to have plenty of money. That on
the morning of that day he had told her he
should be out of town for some little time,
and that he would leave her with a lady who
had consented to take care of her; that she
had gone with him to the house where I
found her, and had been kindly treated by
the person referred to, who had kept her up
till very late in the evening, by asking her
to assist in finishing some needle-work ; had
at last herself conducted her to her bedroom,
and immediately on her leaving the room,
the other person came in.

The rest of the story you know already ;
of course she could tell nothing of what hap-
pened while she was insensible.

One more fact, and I have done. After I
had partially recovered from my weakness
that night, T found that my left hand was
cramped, doubtless from having seized my
antagonist with it in the struggle. When
the muscles relaxed and I was able to open
it, I foundin it the enclosed ring. It isoneof
those that de Lanuay used to wear in hisears.

This is the story. That you will dishe-
lieve it I know ; your materialist notions are
too firm to be readily moved ; nevertheless,
search, examine, and infer. Time will judge
between us.

I am writing this with my sister and the
young Emma in the room; already she has
wound herself round my good sister’s heart.
They are cheerful this morning, for the sur-

geon has just pronounced the wound to be
healing rapidly, and that in a day or two I
shall be quite well. 1, too, am not uncheer-
ful, though X know the surgeon is wrong;
for last night, as I lay in bed unsleeping, a
tight beamed in the room, and Emma, my
Emma, stood at the bed-side, no longer in
the sombre dress in which she had fulfilled
ber mission on earth of guarding her daugh-
ter, but in the brightrobes thatangels wear.
She smiled on me, and pointing with one
band upwards, laid the other on my brow,
and I sunk into a happy sleep, not broken
till the morning bell rung in the Jast day I
¢hall spend on earth. Farewell, my dear
old friend, but not for ever!

Joux WiLtoxN.
To A, McC—ro

[The preceeding narrative in my friend Wil-
ton’s handwriting, strong and unshaken to the
last letter, came to me after his death—which
happened on the morning he had completed it,
and of which the following particulars were
communicated to me by Mrs, Leicester, his sis-
ter. She and Miss de Lannay were sitting with
him—he had heen busy writing for some time,
had at length folded the papers, sealed, nnd di-
rected them to me,and then commenced a clicer-
ful conversation with the ladies in his usual
playful style : he was walking up and down the
room, and laughing at some grotesque story he
was telling, when suddenly he stopped, blood
gushed from his mouth and nostrile, he fell for-
ward, and, when they raised him, was dead.
The surgeon on ¢xamination found that the
jugular vein had been lacerated, and had burst
inwardly ; he had no doubt that the wound had
been caused by the bite of human teeth; alarze
picce of the skin and flesh had been taken out
below the jaw.

I at once set about fulfilling my poor friend’s
request to sift the matter to the bottom.  The
details of his narration were, I confess, fearful-
ly startling at the first glance, but amoreatten
tive consideration much diminished the force of
this impression on my mind. I was guided in
part by the intimate knowledge I had of my
friend’s character: a profound Mathematician
and Statist, he had withal a strong and lively
imagivation, manifesting itself in a fondness for
poctry and metaphysics, and in a certain quaint
lightness with which he would handle the grav-
est topics; a lightness, which might almost
bave been mistaken by a stranger for levity, but
which those, who knew him, recognised as only
the surface of his deep and solemn mind, like
the Inis on Damascus steel. I have always ob-
served that persons like him who devote them-
selves to the abstract sciences, where reason
gropes on the very verge of human faculty,
are more prone to superstition, more liable to
beled by fancy, than those who pursue the nat-
ural sciences, chemists, for instance, like my-
self, being more engaged in material manipula~
tions and dealing with sltogether grosser enti-
ties. I had therefore little hesitation in setting
down much of the apparently supernatural in
the affair, putting aside for the present the co-
lateral facts which might supportitby evidence
as the effect of an imagination from some cause
or other abnormally active. On conversing with

March 20th, 18—,
Vo, VI.—33,

Captain K———, he told me that at dinner on that
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day Wilton was explaining to him the detailsof 2
plan for taking the Census which Government
had requested of him, and that he did this with
yemarkable clearness and facility : further,that
the game ut Chess played in the train without
hoard or men was one of the finest they had ev-
er played, the final check-mate being really o
master-picce, and worthy of my friend in his
best mood. T inferred from thig, as well as
from what appears in the narrative, that the
day had been to him one of extreme mental ac-
tivity, and it is a known psychological fact that
such days arc genecrally followed by restless
nights or disturbed dreams, the imagination car-
rying on the excited action of the brain when
the other faculties have fallen into a dormant
condition. IHaving come to this conclusion as
regards what depended on Wilton's sole percep-
tion, I sct about verifying the statements of the
other persons involved. Neither Mrs. Leicester
nor Miss de Launay varied in the least from
what was set down; and the latter at once re-
cognised the ring as one of those her father al-
ways wore. It was therefore certain that the
person with whom Wilton grappled and from
whom he received his death-wound was Mr."de
Lannay, nor did I sce any reason to doubt that
it was de Lannay, simply himself, in his own
vile body, and without any of that supernat-
ural charvacter which my friend appears to
have given him. e must consequently have
been in that house on that evening, aad this
was the first point to be proved: here however
I was bafiled ; the people of the house, afraid
for themselves, lied through thick and thin with
such amazing volubility of contradiction that 1

ave them up as hopeless.  The police could
give no help, as their search at the time had
failed to discover any traces of the thivd person,
and as for the Marquis, (though falsehood was
written in every line of his face, and his share
in the transaction was evidently blacker than
he would confess,) I could find no plea for re-
fuging to accept his word that he had not seen
de Lannay since the morning, and that he was
uncongcious of any other man in the room, nor
could give any account of what passed while he
was insensible, in which state indeed the Police
had found him. One curious circamstance I
may note in the evidence of the two policemen
who first entered ; shewing how hard it is to
know what passes under our very noscs. While
they both agreed in stating that theybroke open
tl:e outer or house-door, with regard to that of

aflirming that they hadalso to force this, it be-
ing fastencd on the inside; the other, that it
was wids upen. It was impossible to test this
by an examination of the door itself, for it had
been torn down and broken to form a stretcher
to carry Wilton down-stairs.  De Lannay had
never returned to the lodgings from which he
removed his daughter that morning, and every
trace of him was lost ; he had left his luggage
behind, but it contained nothing bearingon my
search except a slip of paper, in a lady’s hand,
and apparently written only a short while ago,
containing the words:—

¢ 1t shall not be, s0 beware!

E. oe L7

With regard to the mysterious lady in black,
there was more difficulty. Wilton himself identi-
fied her with Mrs. deLannay,at the same time be-
lieving her to be dead,and although 1mighthave
set this down as a mistake of imagination exci-
ted by the train of thought he had been led into
on that afternoon, yet another circumstance in-
clined me to believo that he might be, and prob-
ably was, right in this identification, beingonly
mistaken in supposing he had to do with a spirit
instead of an ordinary living person.  Of the
fact of Mrs. de Lannay’s death there was no evi-
dence whatever except the mere statement of
her husband, for Miss de Lannay had neither
seen the corpse nor attended the funeral, and it
was plain that the statement of such a mun
was not to be depended on in the least. The
circumstance alluded to was the recovery of the
letter in the pocket of the coat left by Wil
ton in the railway carriage: in itsclf the letter
was of no great import in the enquiry, being as
follows :—If Jokn Wilton retains any of his old
affection for the lost Emma Worthinglon, he will
rescue her daughter frem ruin by at once going to
No. 122, Broad-St., Tower amlets. This was
the house in which the events took place, but
the Jetter had to my eyes nothing supernatural
about it, and it was in the same hand-writing and
written apparently at the same period as the slip
of paper before mentioned. I had therefore
small doubt that Mrs. de Lannay was still alive,
and that it was herself who had played so prom-
inenta part in the affair,and gradually X thought
I could follow in my mind Ler course of action,
not perhaps in o manner altogether satisfactory,
(and indecd it could hardly be expected that
onc should account reasonably for the actions of
a woman), still without leaving wide limits of
uncertainty.  Thus, I imagined, she had leit

the bed-room there was a contradiction—one

her husband while in France, perhapsafter
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years of ill-treatment, and he had imposed on
his danghter the false account of her death.
She had however still been near him, watching
over her daughter; had followed them to Lon-
don, had discovered his infamous bargain with
the Marquis, and, after attempting to deter
him from its execution by the note I found, had
resolved on appealing to her former lover, Wil-
ton. Her motive for effecting this in so mysteri-
ous a fashion I could not at the time fathom,ex-
cept thut Isuspected she might have calculated
on the effect tobeproduced by iton his somewhat
superstitious temperament. She had in the first
place gone to his chambers, prepared before-
hand with the letter; either intentionally, or
overcome by agitation, or perhaps interrupted
by the entry of the laundress, she had gone
away without speaking, leaving the letter be-
hind, which my friend had at first overlooked.
Secing him afterwards in company with Cap-
tain K——, and jumping to the conclusion that
he was intending to accompany him back to
Brighton in spite of his having reccived herlet-
ter, she adopted the plan of procuring his sis-
ter to write and summon him to town, feeling
sure (for of course she could not be aware that
Wilton would accidentally miss perusing her
letter) that he would not fail to comply; and
with this conviction she had waited for his ar-
vival.  The only real difficulty that presented
itself in this view of the case was that relating
to the time of the different events. Mrs. Lei-
cester was quite certain that it was not later
than quarter to four when the lady spoke t.
ler at the Auction Sale.  On the other hand it
appeared clear in Wjlton’snarration, both from
the coming of the laundress, and from the
appointed time of his mecting Captain K—-,
that it could not have been carlier than quar-
ter to four at the time of ler visit; the one
event must have followed the other, and yet the
places are at least seven miles apart. So again
the Police all agreed that not more than half an
hour could have elapsed between their breaking
into the house, and their arrival with my woun-
ded friend at his own chambers, while it must
have required at least an hour for Mrs, Leices-
ter to have driven there from the ball-room.
This however seemed to prove too much, for
e should thus be forced to the conclusion that
the information of her brother’s accident had
been given to Mrs. Leicester considerably be-
fore it had happened.  Persons accustomed to
weigh evidence are well aware that thereis

time of the happening of any event; thus the
time of firing the first cannon-shot at the bat-
tle of Waterloo, an occurrence one would have
expected to be pretty free from doubt, is vavi-
ously set down by different persons from seven
in the morning to past mid-day, many of them
professing to have consulted their watches at
the instant; and in courts of justice nothing is
more comnon than discrepancies of this kind,
especially when, as in this case, the evidence
of ladies is involved, who have generally as lit-
tle notion of the lapse and measurement of time
as they have of its value. On the whole I con-
sidered it less improbable that a mistake of
balf an hour should have somehow occurred,
without precisely sceing where, than that the
accurrences should have been of such a nature
as the other alternative would %ave forced one
to believe.

In the course of my after-investigation I was
led to entertain grave suspicions as to the char-
acter of this Mrs. de Lannay being precisely
that which poor Wilton had fancied. Persons
present at her marriage assured me she had ex-
hibited no sign of repugnance, and certain it
was that she and her husband had never sailed
by the Mary Jane ; of this I was certified by a
passenger who had been conveyed to Madeira
by that ill-fated ship.  As a girl, Miss Worth-
ington was deseribed to me as high-spirited and
impulsive, with no small allowance of pride—
all good qualities in women, yet, owing to their
inferior moral organization, as likely to lead
them wrong as right, much according to the
character of the masters into whose hands they
fall.  That she had been duped by an adventu-
rer (for de Lannay’s estates in Ceylon were ail.
moon-shine), and that her pride—perhaps even
a real affection for her worthless husband, had
afterwards prevented her communicating with
her friends, and thus suffered them to remain
in the belief that she Lad beenlost at sea,seem-
ed to me not improbable, and I could not also
help entertaining the doubt whether her suppos-
ed affection for Wilton bad not been merely a
delusion on his part. She was at least six
years older than himself, and it did appear pos-
sible that the high-bred beauty had,woman-like,
been only playing with the affections and the
rude but carnest nature of the lad: like the po-
et's Clara Vere de Vere, she had—

¢ Tried to break a country heart
¢ For pastime, ere she went {o town.?

Ifthis conjecture were right, one could readily

9 point so fertile of contradiction as the exact

account for much of her conduct that had.
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seemed mysterious; at any rate, neither Mr.
norrs, de Lannay could be heard of afterwards;
they had vanished utterly without leaving
trace, and ag time rolled on, the difficulties of
the case gradually retived into the back ground,
and I was more and more settled in the belief!
that the unhappy events had occurred altogether
ina natural way, and, in the main, in the man-
ner T have above indieated.

De Lannay’s ear-ring in my possession was a
singular one ; made of massivegold, unwrought
and rudely carved into the semblance of asnake
with the tail encircling the body in folds. It
must have been inserted into the car in a
straight form, and then twisted thus. In the
Jjaws of the snake was held an egg, also of gold,
with another caxving of a snake around it, its
head pointing down the throat of the former.
On a closer examination I found this egg was
loose, and by pressing the neck of the snake,
the jaws expanded, and allowed the egg to be
taken out. T saw that a fine steel point issued
from onc end, protrudinglike a tonguefromthe
head of the engraved snake, and on applying it
lightly to a picce of glass, the steel pressed in-
wards, and allowed a drop of fluid to issue.
This fluid, I discovered on analysis, to be a vi-
rulent poison, though of a kind unknown to
me; a dog with the skin punctured by it ex-
pired in convulsions in thirty seconds. Curious
as this was, it did net seem to have any parti-
cular bearing on the case. Many years after-
wards, in o letter from an antiquarian friend at
York, he mentioned that he had lately obtained
an interesting proof of the existence of the Druid
worship in parts of England where it had not
Leen suspected. This proof was a ring that had
lately been dug up at Scarbero’, of solid gold,
evidently belonging to the stone-period, roughly
wrought into the likeness of & snake with the
well-known serpent-egg of the Druids in its
mouth. On visiting this gentleman, I saw al
once that his ring was the counterpart of the
one I had, and had the pleasure of upsetting at
the same time his theory and his temper by
disclosing to him the secret of the egg; with
his assistance I had no difficulty in tracing
the ring to its finder at Searbore’, a labour-
ing man, who, however, had not dug it up,
but had found it in & chink of the floor of
& cottage that was being pulled down. Some
of the neighbours remembered having seen
it in possession of a woman who had former-

workhouse. We found this old woman in a
state of dotage, and could make her comprehend
nothing. As a last resource, I showed her the
ring, ind the effect produced by this was suffi-
ciently startling, She fell into & fit of trem-
bling, every nerve of her body convulsed, and
with many inarticulate wailings and moanings,
sobbed out the words, *I nobbut gat yan; tu.
ther wur tuk a'gates,” which my Yorkshire
friend interpreted to mean in English—1 only
got one; the other had been already taken. No-
thing more could be got out of her except a
broken repetition of the above; and as the
scene was somewhat distressing, we left her,
having ascertained that her name was Williams,
and that, though a native of Scarboro’, she had
been sometime in the south of- England, either
at Southampton or Dover, as a hospital nurse.
With this slight clue I proceeded to Southamyp-
ton, but found nothing there. At Dover, in the
hospital records of the year and day, to which
our; narrative belongs, I discovered an entry,
which I here transeribe :—

«March 13th,8 p.m.—Message from the Castle,
Inn to say & man had cut his throat ; Surgeons
Thom and Jarvis attended; found wind-pipe
partly severed; the cut pretty deep but not
fatal; stanched the bleeding and applied band-
ages; person in a state of coma. Nurse Wil
liams sent down; ordered not to disturb him
unless he woke or was choking.”

“ReMARK3.—Person male; perhaps fifty years
old; dissipated, sallow, and bad face ; evidently
aforeigner ; wears ear-rings ; otherwise dressed -
as 2 gentleman.  Landlord states he had come
down to cross by the steamer, but was too late;
said his luggage was on boord; drank some
brandy and went to bed; landlord heard a
heavy fall, and found him on the floor, without
coat or waistcoat, bleeding from the throat;
razor beside him.”

¢« Midnight.—Surgeon Jarvis reports patient
at Castle in same state ; breathing freer. Told
nurse not to disturb him.”

«March 14th, 6 a.m.—Patient atCastle dead.
Nurse states he was still in coma at midnight;
after that, she must have fallen asleep; wokeat
daylight, and found the bandages torn off, great
effusion of blood, and body cold.”

ReMARES. —Coroner’s inquest.  Verdict—~
Felo de se.  Body given up for dissection. No-
ticed that ear-rings were gone; the one fromthe
right ear had been torn from the living person.
with violence: ear much lacerated, and had bled.

Iy lived in that cottage, but was now dead,
though her mother was still alive, and in the

Left car had been cut through after death.
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Nurse Williams was accused, denied confusedly,
and is dismissed the hospital.”

Here follow some horrible details of the dis-
section, which I omit, as merely showing the
deceased to bave led the vilest of lives. One
estract only I make:—

«Tecth firm, sound, and tightly clenched; en-
tangled in them was a picce of skin and fiesh,
appavently human, and quite freshly torn;
seemed to be from the neck and jaw.”

I have nothing more to add, and here leave

the case.
A. McC.]

TIIE NEW GAUGER;

OR, JACK TRAINER’S STORY.
BY JAMES McCARROLL.

CIIAPTER XIT.
There is not throughout the whole range

of humanity, a characther so deeply detested.

by the people of Ireland, and of Connaught
especially, as an Informer. The highway-
man, such as Brennan was on Kilworth,
or the hasty unthinkin’ and unintintional
murtherer, such as Tom Carr was, who shot
Reynolds at Lurga the other mornin’ stands‘

and, afther takin’ the best cup on the hasket,
with a cacad millia faulthagh, heggars both
yourself and your little ones, and, for all he
cares, sends you adhrift, without a roof to
,shelther you, or without the king's picther
in your pocket. Success to ould Ireland for
that much anyway; for, with all her faults,
she turns the back of her hand to a cowardly
act.  She never forgives an Informer. If
you were to make him brar: new again, she’d
know him among ten thousand. The mildew
would he upon him, and it’s she that has the
nose that would discover it.

Now, the divil a man, from Belfast to
Banthry, and that’s sayin’ a good dale, ever
detested one of this breed so violently as my
uncle Corney did; andsureTam,atthisblessed

minute, that he believed the puttin’ of one of

jthem out of the way, about as dacent a road

to divine favour, as could well be taken out-
side a chapel doore. In his young days be
gave many of them a taste of the black thorn
in a style that would do credit to Micky
Photsheen himself, and was known, on the
whole counthry side, as Corny the grinder,
from a reddish handkerchief which ke used
to stick in the erown of his felt, whenever

higher in their estimation, and might count he thried his hand at a Fair or Patthern.
on 3 bit or a sup, as well as a place of shel-|You may judge then, of the great excite-
ther, when pursuit was hot and heavy, and ment he was thrown into, when, as he was

when all was dark enough around ; hut the
Informer is shut out from all this; there is
no sympathy for him; there is no hand out-
stretched to save him if death was starin’ him
in the face. No shelther, no food, no feelin.’
For him there’s no kind slip of a girlto stale
down to the bog at night, and take afew sods
of turf out of the side of the clamp that he’s
built up in, and hand him, in his dark
dbreary abode, a can of milk and 2 piece of,
oaten cake, to réeruit his sperrits, and pre-
pare him for another long day, or a nights’
journey. The colleen that hands the por-
ringer to such & man as poor Tom, feels that
he may not be a bad man at heart, but sim-
ply the victim of a moment’s ungovernable
passion, which bethrayed him into an act
that would give a dark shade to his life, and
many a long year of bitther repintance be-!

just preparin’ for mass, long Jimmy stepped
over to the house, and tould him that infor-
mation was laid against Harry, and that, the
night afore, the Informer was caught ladin’
the new Gauger and the sogers to the ould
kiln, and that the party was scatthered all
over the counthry—the Gauger made dhrunk
—every haporth saved, and the Informer
seized and tied to the ould elm, at the crass
roads near the wood, with a writin’ over his
head, waitin’ for the townland as they passed
into chapel.

¢ Iarry, or no Ilarry,” says my uncle,
“T am glad for the sake of Toomen, and the
counthry ginerally, that the spyin’ thraitor
is taken, and that the whole of the crew are
routed ; and sorry I am, that no one gave
me the win of the word, or that Mr. Doyle
there was’nt at home, so as that, ould as 1

sides; but from the Informer she would'am, we might both Iend a hand, for although
shrink as from asarpent.  Slic knowshim to he is no great friend of Thracy's, yet, many
becowld blooded and caleulatin,’ She knows a time I have harde him say, that he weuld
lim to be a thraitor who stales in upon you, !thravel miles to lay hoult of an Informer or
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a Guager, as he considered them worse than
the man that would risk his neck on the
highway.

“1 have no doubt of that, indeed,” says
Jimmy, “although there is a slight whisper
zoin’ about, that, afore he wint to Dublin,
Tie left the thrack of his hatchet behind, in
respect to the whole affair, as he thought it
would be about the hest mode of settlin’ poor
Harry Thraey, and makin’ a fool of you
Corney.”

“What do you mane Jimmy ?” says Cor-
ney, bilin’ up, and layin’ down the razor that
he was runnin’ over his chin.  “What do
youmane? Do you mane to say that Mr,
Doyle could be guilty of bhrathin’ a word that
would lade a Gauger into Toomen ?”

“I'm only tellin’ you what I hear,” says
Jimmy, “and can say nothin’ on the sub-
Jject beyant this, that some one put a paper
undher the Gauger’s doore, informin’ upon
Harry, and signed Barney Iligging, makin’
an engagement (o meet the Gauger and the
party at the lonesome corner, and lade them
to the very nose of the still. Jack and Harry
got a whisper of the whole affair, and, from
what T have seen and larned, Jack by the
merest chance was waitin’ at the gap for
Harry, when the Gauger bowled up, and
lightin’ from his horse, called out three times,
‘Higgins” The party had passed the gap
a few minutes afore; so Jack, thrustin’ to
his great resimblence to poor Barney, stepped
up, and got the counthersign out of the ould
boy, in the dark, and by the greatest manu-
verin’ that ever was since the days of Sars-
field, got him, the whole party, and the In-
former iuto his power, and played rathoch
with them. Harry lendin’ a hand by the
greatest actin’ and doin’s that ever was from
tne beginnin’ of the world to the present
moment.”

“And were you down there?” says my
uncle, greatly surprised at what he wag
tould, * for if you were, you could surely tell
whether the Informer wag Barney or not.”

“The Informer is not Barney Iiggins,”
says Jimmey, “although, I’'m sorry to hear
that such a dacent boy sides with Mr. Doyle,
and hasn’t a good word for Harry Thracy
that’s the pride of the parish as a man, as
your daughter is as a woman.”

Tt does’nt look overmuch like sidin’ with
him,” says Corney, *‘to sthrike him acrass
the mouth, in the meadow the other evenin’
when he called Thracy a dhrunkard and a
beggar.”

¢ More power to his clbow” says Jimmey,
“and, but i’s myself that never was mis-
taken in Barney Higgins; for there’s not a
red hair in his whisker, and we all know
what that manes ; and, as for his takin’ part
with Harry Thracy behind his back, afther
what took place betune them I'l say this
niuch, that he’s a man every inch of him.”

“ Spake aisy,” says my uncle, fearin’ that
Mary would hear what was goin’ on, and
knowin’ that a good word of Iarry, wasn't
likely to prepare her for Doyle’s return; hut,
cute as he was, she caught every sintince
that was said, and was out of her room inan
instant when she harde the name of the hoy
she' loved spoken of; although her hair
wasn't tied up, but fell over her shoulhers
like a black pillereen, and her eyes were
bloodshed and swelled with the night’s grief.

“What’s that you say Jimmey?” says
she, goin’ over to him, and givin’ him a
warm squecze of the hand, for she well
knew that he was a turue friend of Harry’s

“ Nothin’ more than this,” says he—for
he wished to scald the ould lad—* that your
cousin Jack, and Harry Thracy may be
looked up to as the two best and noblest
min in Toomen if not in the whole of Con-
naught this mornin ; for, no later thin last
night, through their courage and esploits,
they baffled the new Gauger and his party
who had information against poor Harry;
and came out to take every haporth that was
in the lime kiln and about it; and more then
that,” says he * they have caught the In-
former, who appears to be a sthranger, here,
altho” supposed to be an acquaintance of a
sartain Mr. Doyle who lives a short distance
from this, I believe, and who has gone to
Dublin, on some errand, I hear.”

When Mary harde what Jimmey said she
gave him a look of a gratitude that hrought
the wather to his eyes; and, afther takin’
him by the hand, once more, rethrated into
her room, for the purpose of thinken’ over
the words of long Jimmy, and given’ vent
to her poor disthressed heart in another
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flood of tears, Jimmy knew well that was
a foot regardin’ Doyle and Mary, but, bein’
away in Roscommon for & couple of months,
he determined to let on that he hadn’t the
slightest hint of the sacrifice thatould Corney
detarmined to make of Mary, and, undher
cover of that same, open » broad side upon
him ; and let me give you my word for it
that he was the very boy that could do-it in
style.

“I wasg often thinken’ Corney,” says he
«while over at Myglass, that it’s you that
ought to be proud of that beautiful crature
that’s gone along the passage into that room
there, and it’s well I know that you are, for
amore affectionate daugther and a hetther
housckeeper never throd the born globe
than she is. Look at the dairy—Ilook at the
flure—look at thie tables and chairs—look at
dhresser, and the pewther on it shinin’ like
stars on a frosty night, and all owin’ to her
own carcful hand; notwithstandin® that
Diddy is a good girl, and does the best she
can.  When she leaves you, it will, of coorse,
De a black loss to you, but then you'll have
the comfort of knowin that you have secured
her happiness by givin’ her to the noble
young fellow of her choice, and makin’ some
sort of a return for her long years of doatin’
affection and attinshun attords yourself.—
Yes Corney, dear, it will be a proud day for
you to see her lookin’ up into the eyes of
Harry Thracy, as she hangs on his arm a
lovin® wife, and they both wait for you, as
they ought to be doin’ this mornin’, at the
doore, until you are ready to accompany
them to mass.”’

“Jimmy Grady” says my uncle leppin’
round and frontin’ him with the razor, that
he took up again, in his hand, *“what the
disil are you talkin’ about, or have you lost
your sivin sinses ?”

“What am I talkin’ about,” says Jimmy,
starin’ as if he met one of the ginthry—
200d luck to them—wwhile lookin’ for a cowat
dusk.

“Yes,” says Corney, starin’ himbetune the
two eyes, “what are you talkin’ about?—
what are you talkin’ about?” )

“Well then,” says Jimmy, “ do youmane
to say that you and I have never spoken, in
shis very spot too, on Mary’s and Harry’s

marriage ? and if we have, I'd like to know,
what thraison there is in renewin’ the sub-
ject now ?”

“ Do you intend to tell me,” says the ould
lad, “that you are not awaro thatI have
althered my mind on this subject, and that
my foolish daughter that has gone in there,
is to become the wife of a dacent man who
has cnemy’s enough I persave, but wha,
nevertheless, will wiake her the kindest of
husbands; snd is able to support her well,
and, if all went to all, buy out all the
Thracy’s that ever stood in Toomen afore
two hours went over his head.”

“What?” says Jimmy gettin’ up off his
seat, and starin’ at Corney worse then ever.
“What?” says he « Give Mary Thrainer to
any other mau livin’ but Harry ?”

“Yes,” says Corney “to another man,
and that man is ITugh Doyle who lives over
there, and is worthy of ber, if any man in
Ireland is to-day.”

It was at this point, that Jimmy—ivho
was nearly aquel to Paddy at the tongue,—
drew himself up, and laid round him right
and left.

“ Corney,” says he, * there’s a black spot
spreadin’ over your once fair name.  There
was a time, and that not long ago, when no
man in the whole county, could say that
your word was ever broken when once given;
but what am I to think now? with my own
ears I have harde you say, that your child
was to become the wife of Harry Thraey,
and until you can show that the poor boy has
conducted himself since then, in a way un-
becomin’ him, and unworthy of such a
threasure you have nothin’ to offer to God or
to the world in apology for the dhreadful
resolution that you appear to have taken.
Don’t feed yourself up with the fancy that
the few palthry pince, that Doyle says he
possesses, will quiet your conscience for the
act that you areabout to commit. The pale
cheek the sunken eye and the withered
heart of Mary—remember the name Corney,
and who bore it afore her—will soon show
themselves on the debtherside of the sheet ;
—Tor, T am as sure as that you hould that
vazor in yowr hand, there, that the moment
she finds herself lost to IIurry Thraey,

there’s not a stiiring in that heart, Lut will
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snap like brusnah on a frosty mornin’, and
lave you mopin’ about the harthstone till
your own time comes. Yes, you will be the
murtherer of that child, that I have scen
settlin’ and sleekin’ them grey locks of yours,
with o tear in her eye at your cough,—a
child that would lay down her life for you
this blessed moment; and will, even now,
no doubt, sacrifice herself, sowl and body,
for you in this affair, until you waken up,
from your unholy bewitchment, over her
own white corpse.  Another thing who is
this Doyle that has thrown his comether over
you in so wondherful a manner ?  Does he
stand five feet eleven in his stockin’ soles,
with a head like an alther piece, and a heart
as pure, bright and warm asa new laid egg?
Have you ever seen him at Fair or Patthern,
or known him to stand to a friend in the
lurch. Is he spoken of from Dhrumsna to
Drumshambo as a hoy that’s as proud as
Croih Deargh, and can do twenty one feet on
the level with not more than eight or nine
yards of 2 run? Ah! Corney! Corney, little
did I think it would come to this with you,
and that Jimmy Grady would have to tell
you, in your own house, too, that you are fast
forgitten’ the love you hore her that’s gune
afore you, and that which you owe to the
likeness that she left hehind her to fill her
place till you joined her in heaven.”

When Jimmy had finished, the last word,
the razor shook in Corney’s hand, so as that
he hal to pause, every now and then, for
fear of cattin’ himself. IHowever, he
managed to get through the shavin’ afther a
rumner, and wipin’ the blade on his shirg
sleeve, he turns round pale and thremblin’,
and says :—

“ Jimmy, Jimmy, you are too hard on me
this mornin’; hut knowin’ that you have my
welfare and the welfare of my child at keart,
I didw’t mind the oflinse about my word;
you must know notwithstandin’, that my
first duty towards her, is to do the best Tean
for her, and that, I'm eadeavourin’ to do,
with 2 sartin® hope, that it will plaze God to
Tet it turn out so. This can heonly done by
placin’ her in 2 position where she will e
comfortable for life; and a union with the
by you spake of, woulld never Le the way
to awrive at that el ITarry is youny, and,

now at laste, getten’ a loose carracther. e
is engaged in 8o precarious a business, and
one surrounded with so much anxiety and
throuble, that she’d never have a moment’s
pace oraise. Besides all this, you know,
yourself, that if the affair of last night hap-
pened to terminate against him, he would
have heen left without one tasther in the
world ; and where, then would he find the
manes of supportin’ a dacent man's child
that was always used to full and plenty?
Where, I say, would he find the manes of
doin’ so, when he must be satisfied that I
have only a lase for life of the few acres
about me, and that the thrifle I have by, is
far from bein’ a wondherful amount?—God
knows, and He knows all things, that T am
glad, from the hottom of my heart, that the
foolish young hoy has escaped the thrap
that was laid for him last night, and that
the infarnel thraitor that would have robbed
him, or me, if I fell in his way, is undber-
goin’ a thrifle of punishment at this blessed
moment; for if there’s on the ecarth one
villian that’s blacker then another that thief
is an Informer. Besides, Jimmy in your
long rigmarowl ahout Mr. Doyle, you forget
that you don’t know the man. e may of
coorse, be a little up in years, but he hasthe
more sinse for that, and is the hetther able
to guide and counsela poor young thing,
like her in there.”

“What age is he?” says Jimmy, de-
tarmined to give him lawhnawala of it.

“About thirty-six, or there away,” says
the ould Iad, “and Mary is nineteen or
twenty, or somethin’ like that, for I forget
indeed.”

“Go tache your mother to milk ducks—tie
Lord pardon me for bein’ so disrespectful to
an ould man~" says Jimmy, *but its yon
that would make the nice kittle a fish of it.
Corney, yowd make a good tailor, for the
divil a bit of you would think much of turnin’
out a pair of breeches with one leg yalla and
the other scharlett.  Thirty-six and nine-
teen, or more likely forty-onc and seventeen.
Och! but you're the hoy at Vosther. Can
you do the picee of plank withont the kay?
Paddy from Paddy I can’t, hut Paddy from

Thady and Pinnis remains.  Night and day
—sunshine and shade—summer and winther
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—ITugh Doyle and Mary Thrainer. There
you bave it; and I forgot to say, oil and
wather.”

“You're very clever this mornin’ Jimmy,”
says my uncle, slippin’ on Lis coat, and get-
tin’ a little nettled at the goin’ over he got,
“ Dut let me tell you, thai you're out with
all your larniw’, for although Hugh Doyle
may be somethin’ matured and rather a
sthranger to us, he’ll make a noble hushand,
and is not over ould aither. But you have
never seen the man, or you would take a
likin’ to him av once. No maneness, no
runnin’ down of naibours about him, and tho’
it was from him, and that man of his, thatl
first harde of the goin’s on of ilarry, in ve-
gard to dhirinkin’ and poverty, Ill say this
much for him, that healways tounld the story
with great reluctance, and expressed his
grief that such a fine lookin’ young fellow,
should have turned out so badly, and be
nothin’ betther then a confirmed dhrunkard,
with scarcely a six-pence in his pocket.”

Doyle’s a damned liar,” says Jimmy
jumpin’ upon the flure, and raisin’ his voice
in 2 manner that brought Mary to the doore,
“and if I had him here, I’d tell him to his
teeth, and give him somethin’ into the bar-
gain, besides. Iarry Thraey is no dhrinker,
and never was, and has more than a thousand
six-pences in his pocket. Ile is a noble,
thrue hearted young fellow, that’ll make
Doyle sup sorrrow for this work; for its
plain enough, that the thraitor has thrumped
up this story to get into your good graces,
and supplant the poor boy in the breast of
that gir} there; which, latther, he'll never
be able to do, as long as grass grows or
wather runs.  Ah Corney Thrainer, you are
a foolisi ould man, and ought to pray to God
to guide you, for it’s you, with all your es-
perance, that’s short-sighted enough; and
Tll hould you a ha’penny, talk and all as
your goin’-on with, that you have not seen
the face of Doyle’s guinea yet.”

“ Don’t he jokin’ ” Jimmy, says he, “bhut
give up the subject, and in the name of God,
ict us be off for mass; for, friend and all, as
I'm sure you are, you cannot undo what is
dene. My mind is made up.  Hugh Doyle
marries Mary Thrainer.” |

CHAITER XTI,

words, as he was movin’ attords the doore to
lave for prayers, she rushed out of her room
with her eyes dhiry and burnin,” and throwin’
herself on her knees afore him, bent down
her head almost to the very flure.

¢ Oh! father, father ! saysshe ¢ don’t give
me away from Harry Thracy. Don’t brake
your own Mary’s heart, and send Ler down,
afore she’s ninetcen, to the cowld grave.
Dow’t, father. IIave compassion on me and
this love of mine; for its so wondherful that
I can’t manage it myself. I have tould you
afore, that I can’t get rid of it. May the
blessed Vargin pardon me for sayin’ can’t;
for sooner than let one dhrop of the blood
that houlds it out of my heart, I'd die ten
thousand deaths. Iave pity upon me then.
They are belyin’ Harry. Oh! they are,
father; and the day will come, when you
will say so yourself. So,don't take me from
him; we have gathered cowslips and pulled
sloes together, for seven years.”

The ould man was evidently shook, a good
dale, by the wild look of her, and this heart
rendin’ appale, but, believing every word
that Doyle the villian utthered regardin’
Harry, it was, still plain enough, that his
resolution was taken; so he was about to
turn away without sayin’ a word of comfort
or otherwise, when the poor girl, overcome
by the black load she was carryin’, fainted
stono dead at his feet.  She was carried to
her room, on the spot, where she was speedily
revived ; and afther extortin’ from him, a
promise that she would not give her hand to
Doyle, that day at laste, and give her a few
hours more grace, she seemed to be a little
more composed.

As Corney turned out of the house, and
started dowa for the road, Biddy and Jimmy
hegan with a word of censolation to the mis-
fortunate creature; he tellin’ her, that he’d
thry and save her from the fate that hung
over her ; as he would go to every priest in
Connaught, and make a full statement of the
case, and get the ould Iad off the notion that
took him, in some way or other.

“ God bless you, Jimmy,” saysshe, “may
the heavens he your bed ; and, bhut its you
that has the thrue heart; and well Juddy
Callaghan knows it. But, be offafther himn,

When poor Mary harde her father’s last

and keep closc to him, and see what you can
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do with him, and may God bhe with you, and
speed you, and he about you and yours, both
here and hereafther.”

When Jimmy overtook Corney he was
down near the road, walking slow enough,
with his eyes fastened on the path afore him;
but detarmined not to slacken his fire, he
was about to re-open it in a mild and deludin’
manner, when they were joined by halfa-
dozen of the naibors that were all pushin’ to
mass, as the mornin’—tho’ had the night was
—ras clear and beautiful, and touched along
the edges like a daisy.

“ Begorra, I hear,” says one of the Flaher-
tys, sidin’ up to Jimmy, “that there was
the divil to pay last night, and that all the
sogers that came to town last week, were
dhrowned, and the new Guager, an Informer,
and four or five others, were burnt alive in
the ould eastle, by a parcel of jinthry from
the other world, as black as the ace of spades,
and dhressed in fishsking, and all sorts of
divilment.”

“Be me sowkins,” says little red-eyed
Iogan, “I harde the same myself; but my
opinion is that its the doin’s of the rale
Jjinthry, good luck to them, for I was tould
by Tom Quinlan, that about two hours afore
day when he was takin’ a short cut for the
midwife, by raison of some throuble that he
had at home, that, while passin’ near the
ould castle, he harde the dhreadfullest noise
that ever was on earth, and, that on lookin’
round, he saw the whole place on fire, and
that there was upwards of 2 hundhred ladies
all dressed in the most beautiful way that
ever was seen, sportin’ about on the green at
the ould archway, as if they were all dancin’
to some music that came from within—the
Lord betune us.”

“That comes of meddlin’ with dacent
people’s property,” says another, “and sure

enough, naither man, woman, or child, that!
- - 1 . . .
would lay a single sthraw in the way of such .and though his crime is dark enough, God

:grant that he may repint; and its not for us

2 noble-hearted hoy as Ifarry Thracy can
expect anything hetther—success to him, and
everything he puts his hand to, this day.”

friend, “for indeed, I thought what I have
just said, would be about the last thing in
the world to hurt your feelin’s.”

In this way, the time slipped along, until
they all came up to the turn, where the
crass roads and the big clm stood full in their
view. Ilere, a sight met their eyes, which,
although not uncommon in Connaught, they
had not witnessed in this part of it for many
a day. All round the three, there was at
laste a couple of hundhred men and gossoons,
all wavin’ and mixin’ through other. Such
manuverin’ never was. Such shoutin’ and
hallooin.” The gossoons were goin’ through
every kind of divilment known in the world.
One fellow was measurin’ the linth of the
Informer with a string; another was makin’
a hop, step,and a lep at him, hein’ sure to
rise at the lep, within about three feet of
him, as if he was goin’ to jump clane into his
eyes; while upwards of a dozen were collect-
in’ the cgg-shells, and the few chickens that
lay about, and were crammin’ them into his
pockets ; although, after all was said and
done, not a stroke that would a hurt a wran
did he get, as he was tied.

We were all down at the spot middlin’
carly, as clane as a new pin, just as if we
knew nothin’ on earth, of the proceedin’s of
the night afore; and, aswe caught a glimpse
of ould Corney and Jimmy walkin’ up ata
brisk rate, we harde a well-known voice on
the outside of the crowd. It was Father
Phelim Conlin, who had just got word of
what was goin’ on, and rode out from town
for fear of somethin’ serious occurrin’.

“Make way there!—make way there!”
says his reverence, givin’ a taste of his whip
to some of those who were behavin’ rather
unruly for Sunday mornin’. “Make way
there, and unloose that unfortunate man,
whoever he is, and let him go his way and

sin no more; for we are all {rail cratures,

to deprive him of the time to do it in. Come,

lcomc! is there noLody to untie that man, as

“ITould your tongue,” says ould COPI\O)‘,!I say; lhere, Harry Thracy, and Corncy

turnin’ round, and knowing well that the

“Thrainer, surcly you will obey your priesht,

nudge was meant for himself, and mind your,ﬂ“s far at laste, and relase that forsaken

own business, with your goshther.”

Jerature, as you hope for marey yourselves.”

¢ No offince, Mr. Thrainer,” says II:u-ry’si With that, Iarry aud Corney howls up to
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the elm, Harry thrimblin’ like an aspen lafe,
on being so close to Mary’s father once more.
In a moment Harry was on one knee, un-
loosin’ the rope that was wound round the
thief’s feet, while Corney, not much likin’
the job, in consequence of the egas, just laid
his hand on the part that bound his arms
and shouldhers to the ould thrunk. The
moment, however, that he caught & glimpse
of the Informer’s face, he staggered back
from the three, with a shout, and then a
groan, as if some one dhrove a pike clane
through him. Every body was about him in
a moment, wondhering what on carth was
the matther with him, and fairly bewildhered
at his manuvers.

«Oh blessed Vargin! oh! Mother of Gzd,
what will become of me?” the ould chap
kept cryin’ out every succond, as he lancd on
the arm of Father Phelim, who jumped off
his horse, when he saw what took place.—
«Oh, ITugh Doyle! Hugh Doyle! Oh, Father
Phelim, its Hugh Doyle, if he is on earth;
although his face is so dark and dirty that I
scarcely recognized him at first. Jimmy
Grady, Jimmy Grady, take me home to my
child—take me home to my child, that J
was nigh desthroyin’ forever and ever.”

« Aisy, awhile,” says Father Phelim, *its
Letter and more christiandike for you to go
to mass, and thark God, for your narra
escape. Jimmy, there, will let you lane on
him, as you have got a great start, and if
you walk slow, you'll soon recover yourself.”

Toor Corney wasw’t able to make any
answer, but, takin’ hoult of Jimmy’s arm,
he suffered himself to be led away attords
the town.

Several persons present, now recognized
the villain Doyle, and had not the priesht
been there, God only knows what might
have happened. The thief, as it afterwards
turned out, hadn’t gone to Dublin atall, but
nmerely as far as Dhrumsna, where he re-
mained for a couple of days, in disguisc;
takin’ care before he left to have it spread
about, that he went to the old metropolis, so
as to lade the townland asthray.  The night
that {he paper was shoved undher the
Gauger's doore, implicatin’ poor Barny Ilig-
gins—who as he well knew had a quarrel
with Iarry—he must have walked in the

five miles from Dhrumsna to accomplish the
thievin’ act, and then walked back afore
mornin’, and remained in his hidin’ place,
until the time that Kelly was to meet himat
the lonesome corner.

When Father Phelim saw that Doyle was
relased, he left strict injunctions upon all
present, not to follow him or lay a hand on
him, “for,” says his reverence, as he saw
the thief makin’ the best of his way to
Toomen, by crassin’ an edge of the bog, “he
wont throuble you very long, or sleep in the
townland to-night.”” Then turniw’ to poor
ITarry—who, when he witnessed what took
place, was just barelyableto rache the mounille
ditch and lane up against it—*‘ come,” says
he, “ come along to prayers with the rest of
us, and give thanks to God, and maybe you
mightn’t have that pale face on you long;
for I know everythin’ and was detarmined to
intherfarce this blessed day ; but, you see,
there is One who does all things well ; One
who rules for good, and never permits the
snow of pure innocence to be throdden down
as if it was turf mowl. Come along then,”
says he, whisperin’ in his car, as all the
crowd moved off at a word, “and offer up
your thanksgivin’ to the blessed Father of
Ieaven, for turnin’ this calamity away from
your doore; and the marey that he hag
shown to you, show to others; aye, even to
ITugh Doyle, if he ever happens to crass
your thrack.”

As the good man and Harry were ahiut
to make their way towards town, his rarer-
cuce called me aside, and catchin’ a hoult of
my button, “now Jack, allanah,” says he,
“Pack to Toomen with you, as fast as ever
your heels can carry you, and don’t let one
sowl whisper o word of what has occurred,
to Mary, until you see my face again,
although you must soothe her as best you
can; and if Biddy hears a word outside, tell
her that its my sthrict injunctions, that she
must be as silent as the grave on the sulject,
until I go over to Toomen myself, which
will be attords evenin’; although I may
venture to say, that you'll hear from me
afore then.  Besides, you may tell Mary that
Corney is with ing, and will ate his dinner
with me; and that, Im thinkin’, will give
ber some little relief of itself.”
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Now, you see, I knew what Father Phelim
was up to, just as well as if I was standin,
inside of him; and couldn’t help but feelin’
that I guessed right, when I saw his eyes
twinkle and a smile light up his fine face,
and noble balded forhed till his scanty gray
hairs seemed to blazo again. Ile was the
greatest man in Ireland at what ho called
a master sthroke. There wasn’t a coortship
in the parish that he hadn’t some beautiful
little accident connected with; and it was
nothin’ strange to see him sittin’, on a fine
warm evenin’, in the summer-house at the
bottom of his own garden, talkin’ and laugh-
in’ with three or four young couple that he
managed to bring together for the purpose of
enablin’ them to spend a few hours of rale
Jjoy with aich other, and witnessin’ their
happiness himself. There was always a bit
of somethin’ to ate for them, within, when it
was gettin’ late, and their rambles were
over, and the boys got a sup into the bargain
afore they left; while the last words that
would be harde at the doore, as they all
separated with hearts almost bruck with
delight, would be, “good night—God bless
you, my children—mind and remember Him,
and don’t forget Father Phelim, in your
prayers.” Every body loved him, no matther
what their creed; and even parson Kane,
that used to prepare the boys for Thrinity,
and get them in there too, would say, when
axed to dine at any other place, whenever
he came over from Dhrumsna, “begannanics,
¥ must go out to Father Phelims, bekase I
always feel better both in sowl and body
afther it.” So you see, I knowin’ all this,
was up to thrap, and satisfied that the priesht
had somethin’ wondherful in hishead, which
I well knew he would carry out, if any
brathin’ mortial could do that same.

‘When he turncd on his heel and mounted,
I started off for Toomen, in betther spirits
thanI bhad performed the journey for the
last three months; and, let me tell you, that
I wasn’t long until I was up and passin’ the
byre where Biddy had all the cows assem-
bled, and was milking them opposite the
doore. Knowin’ that she would hear some-
thin’ of what oceurred, durin’ the day, I
tould her everythin® myself, and then repated
the injunctions ef the priesht. It cost her

the mornins’ milk ; forwhen she hardeit all,
she jumped up of the creepy, with such a
spring, that she sent the piggin, that was
full, as good as three yards from her;
‘““ wait Jack,” says she,” wait till I cry, for
I can’t stand it. Oh!” she went on, “swect
queen of heaven, its I that knew you’d
intherfare for her—hail! Mary.” Sorra
such goin’s on, did I witness in my whole
life. Throth I was right sorry that I said a
single word to her about it. The tears
spouted out of her eyes as if her head was a
tea-kettle. She caught a hoult of me by the
collar, and shook me over and over, axin’ me
if it was thrue, and when parfectly satisfied
of what I said, it was well that I ever could
hold her from dashin’ into the house, and
lettin’ the cat out of the bag. The request
of Father Phelim, however, settled the
affair ; so she gave the crass on it, that she
wouldn’t open her mouth on the mather, till
she had freclave and liberty to do so.

“But Jack,” says she to me as I was
about to step acrass the short space betune
us and the house, ““where is Doyle, or is he
kilt?” )

“No,” says I, ¢ they loosed him by ordher
of Father Phelim, and I’'m sure he’s near
home by this time, for he crossed the corner
of the bog, and took the Clooncahar side of
the Lough, so as to get round to his place,
without encounthering any of those that
might know of his doin’s last night, for no
body on the other side can have harde any-
thin’ about him as yet.”

“Take care of him, then,” says she, * for
T’ll give you my conscience on it, that he is
a desperate man. I have seen itin his face,
many atime; and, whenhe often caught me,
as he did, eyein’ him, when he was palaver-
in’ the masther, with no great rather, his
ugly countenance used to fall and turn as
black as a crow—although afther all, he
must be a cowardly dog.”

Not secin’ very clearly a-head, as to what
further damage the vagabone could do, 1
tould Biddy not to throuble herself about
that ; I detarmined, notwithstandin’ to keep
an ¢ye about me, laste the thief, who was
baflied so complately, might attempt some.
thin’ in the way of revenge, for I well knew,

that he wouldn’t sleep undher his own roof
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that night, wherever he might lay his mar-
dherin’ head, and that if he thought he
could escape, he would thry to lave the
thrack of his heel behind him, and if pos-
sible hrake some heart amongst us, afore he
left. Then, again, my mind was made aisey
on that score ; for I was sure, that it was he
himself that would be in great fear, and
danger to boot; and that his first act would
be, to place many a mile betune him and
Toomen ; and that as quickly as possible
and afore night set in, into the bargain.

CHAPTER XIV.

When Father Phelim and Ifarry got into
town, they were some what surprised to see
a whole crowd about Brien Beirne’s, and
Brien himself standin’ on the stone hench at
his doore, talkin’ at the rate of a hunt. It
appeared, from what he was sayin’, that one
of the sogers, who escaped, by some manes or
other, out of thebog, durin’ the nighthad wan-
dhered on acrass fields and ditches in the
direction of the town which he rached as
day was breakin’ and bein’ faint and wairy,
he rattled at the half doore, on secin’ the
sign, and called Brien up to give him a
dhrop, for money or the love of God,
as he was nearly kilt—and so wake as notto
be able, short of & glass, torach the harraks.
Brien got the whole story out of him afore he
left, and was, now, retailin’ it to the erowd
afore him, and advisen’ some one to go out
to the shakin’ seraw, and see if the rest of
the lads were still planted there. Terry was
beside him, early and all as it was—afther
ladin’ the Gauger,middlin’sober, round home
by a back way, so as that sorra one got even
apeep at him till his horse and himselfwere
handed over to the servant who, knowin’ his
masthers failin’, was not much surprised to
sce him in such a state—Terry, asIsay, was
there, and if he didw’t enjoy Bricn's descrip-
tion, as given by the soger it's wondherful,
indced. He roared again, and who ever
chanced to come near him, he gave him such
a thump in the ribs, by way of expressin’
his extreme satisfaction, that he had, at last,
quite an open space all round him.  When
Brien way about finishin’ his story, all at
onst there was a terrible halooin’ along the
road comin’ in from Jonny Ma’Goverins,
which led into the way goin’ up to Mick’s’

and, as every person present had an idea of
what was a-foot in the direction, off the whole
crowd sct at a race ; the priesht and Ilarry
bringin’ up the rare, for fear any disturbance
might take place. As the wholo of them
stepped out on the new road, there was a
huzza set up, that you might have harde ten
miles; for, there, right forninst them,
hobbled along into the town six of the party,
who had just got out of the bog. Therewas
hut one of them that had a cap—the rest
havin’ lost theirs in the last fright they got
in the scraw—and he was obliged to hould it
on his head with both hands, as he limped
along, for it evidently helonged to the little
fellow before mentioned.  The remaindher
had different kinds of handkerchiefs about
their heads. No hody could tell what color
their clothes, was, so complately were they
desthroyed by the black muck and dirt into
which they were rowl’d. One fellow was
totally hare-footed, while another had hut a
single high-low on, and most of them held
their shouldhers in such a quare way, that
you couldn’t help thinken’ that they were
fracthered. 'When they throtier’d thro’ the
streets, the outery was fairly definin’, nor
did it sase, until the barrak gates were com-
plately closed on them. In coorse of the
day, the remaindher of the party rached
town, in a state ten times worse, if possible:
although not one of them suffered any great
hodily injury, barrin’ the Sargent, who
bruk his collar bone when he stepped off
the spread bank.

Terry’s deseription of the bewildherment
of Kelly, which he gave aftherwards, was
amusin’ beyant everythin’.  About 2 couple
of hours afther the ould lad lay down, or was
1aid down rather, he roused the whole house
up, with his shoutin’ and swarin’.

“QOpen the shutthers Tom,” says he at
first, in a husky unsartin voice, “open the
shutthers I say, and let the light in for it
must be day.” When no person answered
or heeded him, he commenced, in airnest, to
blackguard the poor boy that was a long mile
from him, and began to kick and play
rathoch, till Terry made his appearance with
a candle.

“YWho the divil are you?” says he, “and
where are the curtains, or what kind of a
place is this 'm in?”
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“You are just on the bordhers of the town
of Mohill,” says Terry, “in the house of a
dacent man named Mick Fogarty, where you
ware a little overtaken last night, by raison
of a few tumblers of pottieen punch, which
you dhrank, and where you wisely axed for a
bed,and lay down until the present moment.”

“What ?” says he, gettin’ up on his clbo,
and lookin’ as if the house was fallin on him.
—*Do you mane to say that I stopped here
all night, without crassin’ the thrashel 2”

“In throth I do that same,” says Terry,
‘““and proud we are of havin’ it to say, that
we entherthained so dacent a gintleman.”

“TFaugh,” says he, “but answer me one
question—where’s the party 2”

“Oh! they have to go to Roosky, to a
weddin’ to day, your horour,” says Terry,
“so they did’nt wait very long afther they
carried you in here and laid you down.”

“QOhbubho! have I lost my sinses ¥’ says
he, ““or what is the fella talkin’ about.”

¢ Tsn’t it the boys you were dhrinkin’ with,
in the next room, you mane,” says Terry,
quite surprised like.

“Oh! go out of my sight,” says he, “or
yowll set me wild. And do you mane to
say you know nothin’ of the party ?”

“Begorra I do,” says Terry, *for Thelped
them to mount their horses, myself, and saw
them all cantherin’ off home to Listaddren
about midnight.”

At this point he commenced to eye Terry
very closely, as if he had some vague notion
of the figures that frightened the sowl almost
out of him in the ould eastle ; but secin’ that
Terry’s face was as white and clane as his
own—for Terry was never caught nappin—
he says over to him:—

* Tor God sake, young man, tell me where
the sogers are, and you'll confer a great
fuvour upon me, and rasave somethin’ your-
self besides.”

‘“The divil a one we have in the house,”
says Terry, “but Sunday and all as it is, I
think we’ll be able to get a couple, for break-
fast, from Mrs. Grady’s, although some peo-
ple say that they're ale wives and badly
smoked.”

“XIdon’t mane your cursed infarnal red
herrin’s,” says he, in a great fury, “butrale
sogers, with guns and belts and pooches.”

““Oh! the Lord betune us and harm,” says
Terry, ““ sure their was’nt one of them sort
of people here, at all at all. What would
they be doin’ out here your honour? sureits
surprisin’ entirely.”

“Where’s my horse then?” says he, got-
ting out on the side of the bed, and lookin’
completely done for.

“Where you tould me to put him, your
honour, in the stable,” says Terry, *“and
where I took the best of care of him accordin’
to your ordhers.”

“Where I tould you to put him,” says he,
fowldin both his arms on his breast, and
starin’ at Terry right betune the eyes.

“Yes your honour,” says Terry, never
winkin’ and appearin’ as if he thought the
question on¢ of the quarest ones that ever
was axed by mortial man.

“Go and get him then, for me, and let
me out of this place, and direct me, so as
that I may rache town by some private way,
and not be seen by any person until I get
inside my own door,” says he.

With that Terry stepped out, and had the
black charger ready saddled in the yard,
while you’d ery, ¢ who is that,”” and gettin’
himself a little touched up, prepared to ac-
company the Gauger to town, and if possible,
get him into his own house, without any fur-
ther exposure in the business.

The ould lad never opened his lips along
the road, hut appeared lost in contemplation,
intirely. Two or three times he was near
comin’ down, but recovered himself again;
and went on shakin’ his head every four or
five succonds, until he arrived at his own
place, where, as I said afore, he was resaved
by his sarvent man, who appeared not to be
put much about by the comin’ ofhis masther,
as he gave Terry a wink, when he closed the
doore and bid him good mornin’.

THE MYSTERY OF LOVE.

My heart, I bid thee answer,
How art Love’s marvels wrought,
«Two hearts to onc pulse beating,
Two spirits to one thought.”

And tell me how love cometh,
L 4It comes unsought, unsent!”
And-tell me how love goeth,

<« That was not Jove that went !
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RECOLLECTIONS OF A PORTRAIT
PAINTER.
No. IV
THE THRER WIDOWS OF FRANKFORT.

Many years ago, whilst travelling on the
continent, I was attacked by a slow fever,
which, after clinging to me for some time,
and baffling all my efforts to shake it off,
fairly got the hetter of me and laid me on a
hed of sickness at Frankfort-on-the-Maine.
The inn at which I put up was clean and
orderly ; but an inn, in its best estate, is a
desolate and uncomfortably halting place for
an invalid, and as soon as I was sufficiently
recovered for the exertion, I applied myself
to find private lodgings, as my medical
attendant declared that it would be still some
weeks before I could safely travel.

The apartments I engaged were in the
bouse of atobacconist named Openheim, who
kept o small shop in the town, and had his
private dwelling in a narrow street, near the
outskirts. I was so pleased with the neat-
ness of the dwelling and the quietness of the
situation, that I unhesitatingly engaged the
rooms for the whole term of my intended stay.

The fartily with whom I sojourncd con-
sisted of a father, mother, and three daugh-
ters,—the eldest of whom, named Gertrude,
was twenty-five years of age; the next,
Amelig, twenty ; and the youngest, a little
girl of twelve or thirteen, called Roschen;
she resided, prineipally, with a distant re-
lative, who kept o sort of school at some
distance, and, at the time of my arrival, was
absent. The two elder sisters were smart,
merry, dressy young women, not remarkable
for beauty, but still sufficiently pretty to be
belles on a small scale, and flirts on o large
one, whenever they found opportunity. The
latter quality, indeed,-had deprived Gertrude
of no less than seven lovers,—six of whom
heing neglected, in succession, for each other,
were finally avenged by the seventh, who
negleeted ker.- But, at the time my story
commences, Gertrude was in the possession
of an eighth, and he no less a person than a
banker, from Cologue,—twenty years older
than herself, it is true, and not particularly
handsome, but supposcd to be possessed of]
n0 inconsiderable share of that unfailing
beautifier—gold. Perhaps Gertrudo might

not have found Ilerr Steinbach quite so
charming as she upheld him to be, had he
been unprovided with that marvellous cos-
metie. But she was poor; and his choice
was a disinterested one, atleast, which was
enough, in itself, to win him some share of
avour.

The Openheims were possessed of very
limited means, but they seemed, onthe whole,
a happy family. They were forced to let
their first floor, indeed, and the daughters
took in fine needle-work, hut they sang their
old German songs over their tasks, with such
cheerful, happy voices, that 1t did one’s heart
good to listen to them.

Sosix weeks passed away, and, at theend
of that thme Amelia, having taken me aside
for the purpose, informed me, with much
blushing and gigling, that the ensuing Mon-
day was fixed for the celebration of her
sister’s marriage, and that she was com-
missioned to give me a formal invitation to
be present.

“ All our relations and fiiends are in-
vited ;7 said she, ¢ even my little sister
Roschen, is coming from school on purpose,
for it is the first wedding in our family, and
as itasa far better match than any of us
could reasonably have looked for, my parents
wish to do Ierr Steinbach and my sister all
possible honour.”

1 gladly aceepted the invitation, and looked
forward to the ensuing Monday with much
pleasant anticipation.

Ilere I must just observe, that though
Gertrude Openheim was about to marry o
man much older than herself, plain enough,
and very rich, there was nothing like a sacra-
fice in the whole procceding. Mer parcnts
were, undoubtedly, much pleased that she
should marry so respectably, but they loved
her too dearly to atiempt any restraint on
her feclings or actions, in so important a
matter. She had accepted IIerr Steinbach
of her own free will ; her previous flirtations
had left no very deep impression on her
affections, und, amidst all her gaiety and
good-humour, she possessed worldly wisdom
tobe quite alive to the advantages resulting
from a marriage so much beyond her expecta-
tions. Iler'Steinbacl’s offer she considered
as a perfect god-send, which it would have
been worse than foolish to refuse.
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Fraulein Gertrude had chanced upon a
party, given by a distant relative of Ilerr
Steinbach’s, who resided at Frankfort. The
féte took place in honour of her wealthy
relation’s arrival, and, though its giver stood
a little higher inthe scale of Frankfort society
than the Openheims, she was not insensible
of the value of attractive belles, on such an
occasion, and invited the smart daughters of
the tobacconist accordingly. Herc MHerr
Steinbach met Gertrude, was much struck
with her appearance and her gaiety,—in-
quired who she was,—was introduced,—and,
forthwith, beeame her devotedadmirer. They
had been engaged a few months and, for the
last six wecks of the period, the somewhat
ciderly lover had managed to let his business
detain him in Frankfort, and at length ob-
served, it was not worth while to return home
till after the wedding. So Gertrude, who, to
tell the truth was not yet tired of parading
herself amongst her young friends as the
Letrothed of the rich banker, and who, we
may suppose, was not in any violent hurry
to convert into a mere hushband, a lover of
whom she felt tolerably eertain, was obliged
to “name the day,” and accelerate her pre-
parations as much as might be.  Saturday,—
the last day but one before the important
Monday arrived,—I was, as usual, admitted
as visitor to the cheerful work-room, where
chairs and tables were now strewn with the
hundred articles of female finery deemed
indispensable for a bride’s wardrobe.—1I was
much diverted at the make and appearance
of sundry of the decorations, which might
have caused a London milliner to lift up her
hands and eyes in astonishment; and we
were all talking and laughing, in the highest
glee, when the door softly opened, and there
stood before us a creature so lovely, that I
could not suppress a slight exclamation of
admiring surprise.

This was a girl of twelve or thirteen years
of age, as might be conjectured from thelittle,
childish outline of her figure, which had
evidently neither attained its full beight or
its entire perfection of shape; but a year or
two older, if the intelligence expressed inher
countenance could be trusted. Her cyes
were intensely dark, at once soft and pene-
trating ; her forehpad so pure and smooth,

that it had more the appearance of polished
ivory than of living flesh; but the check,
with its deep but changeful crimson—the
soft, rich red lips—the dark ringlets, which
trembled in the light air that played through
the opened windows, all told, plainly enough,
that no vision stood before us, but a lovely
human bud, that should expand into o
scarcelymore Icvely flower. She was dressed
simply, in a dark travelling pelisse, of the
plainest fashion, and one hand held a large
straw-bonnet, of which she had just disencum-
bered her head, while the other was lifted up,
as if her first hurst of gladness had been
checked by the sight of a stranger.  All this
was impressed on me in & few moments, for
the sisters flew towards her, delighted, and
half smothered her with caresses.

“Roschen! dear, dear little Roschen!
when did you come! How wasit we did not
hea® you? and, whereis my aunt? Dearest,
we have been so longing for you,—and now
you must come and stay at home, to comfort
our parents for the loss of Gertrude; my
darling, darling child 2’

The moment I looked upon Roschen Open-
heim, I felt that there stood heforeme a crea-
ture as superior to those around her as the
diamond to all other gems,—that this was
one of the unaccountable instances in which
nature places in an ungenial soil a plant of
the rarest and most refined beauty. The
elder sisters were merry, good-natured girls,
but Roschin was a great deal more.—Even
in that early spring of . girlhood, there was
the stamp of mind on her countenance—of
that pure and high intellect which casts so
undefinable a glory over the perishable body
that enshrines it. The family intercourse of
weeks had produced kindly feelings in my
heart towards Gertrude and Amelia; the
silent gazing of an hour inspired me with
intense and undying interestin Zer. I once
said, in the Ditterness of my heart, it had
been well if she had made a less lasting im-
pression on my mind, butI have lived to
recall that saying.

The day of the wedding rose bright and
cloudless, as & wedding day ought to be.
The volatile Gertrude, and Amelia, the no
less volatile bridesmaid, for once looked sub-

dued and composed when all around them
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wag mirth, joy, and gratulation. Ierr Stein-
bach behaved with all due decorum, and
received his wife from the hands of her futher
with an air of tender protection, and solemn
pratitude that was really touching. The
ceremony was over, the wedding-feast was
eaten, and the happy pair, accompanied by
Amelia, set off for Cologue, amidst the bless-
ing and prayers of relatives and friends.

There was one present on that day, who
though she attracted little notice from others,
in the general bustle and excitement of the
oceasion, had withdrawn my attention repeat-
odly from the scene that was enacting before
me, and won my thoughts to dwell upon her
with an indescridable fascination. That one
was Roschen. Amidst the mirth that sur-
rounded her she evidently was ahsent and
dispivited. Ier dejection partock in no
degree of the demureness of her elder sisters ;
it was not an assumption of the hehaviour
deemed proper to the occasion, but perfectly
involuntary. I drew her aside, unobserved,
and inquired whatailed her. Iler cyes filled
with tears:

“I do not know,” she said ;5 **I never was
in this way before; I bave heard people talk
of a presentiment,—I think this must be one.”

“ Dear child,” Ireplied, *of what kind is
this presentiment?  Surely it is not respecting
your sister’s marriage with Herr Steinbach 2”7

“ Alas ”” she replied sadly, ¢ I almost wish
it were,—it might be accounted for then, for
itis natural to mistrust onc’s hopes, when
they run in the track of one’s wishes for a
person so dear. No. It is not that, but—”
She cast her eyes on the ground, and a deeper
crimson suffused her cheek.

‘“Surely something distresses you on your
own account, Roschen? You are not well,
little pet, or somebody has been unkind to
you.”?

“No one,” she answered. ¢ I had better
tellthe truth.  Last nightI dreamed a strange
dream.”

“Well, and so did I, Roschen; and so I
dare say, did half this company, if they only
remembered it. But, come, what was this
wonderfal dream 1

“I dreamed it was my—my wedding-day,
instead of Gertrude’s; and he who stood

very, very dear tome; oh, so dear, that I
love him even yet, though he was only part
of my dream !’

“ Surcly, pretticst,” said I, smiling, ¢ you
are not weeping for the love of & lover who
has no existence but in your own imagina-
tion 2’

“I know not,” replied the little maiden ;
“I only know that I never had such a fecl-
ing towards any living creature; and I feel
as if I were changed in my very soul since I
laid my head on my pillow last night. But
this was not nearly all imy dream. I thouglit
—must I tell you all ?—I thought we had left
the church, when we were married, and we
went forth, we two, alone, to walk, and he
was talking to me in a low, sweet voice. 1
remember not a word he said, save that it was
something very dear; but the sound of his
voice lingers in my ear still;—and we went
on, hand in hand, through fields and pleasant.
gardens, till we came to the side ofa Leautiful
viver. Thenthescene suddenlychanged, and
we were on the sea-shore where the great
waves rolled up to our very feet, and present-
ly I saw that Ze was not by my side, but was
struggling amongst the waves. Ile cried
aloud for help, but there was none at hand,
and I saw him swept away ; andin my agony
I awoke.”

“ And what then ?”

“ Nothing more. I tell you I awakened ;
and I never had a dream before that gave me
such a mixed scnsation of happiness and
misery.”

% And pray, Roschen, do you know any
one at all like this visionary lover! Do you
think you would know him again?”’

¢ I never saw any one atalllike him: and
yet I seemed to have known him for years:
indeed, his face is fast fading from my
memory, but his voice I think I shall never
forget.”

“Indeed, my child, the sooner you forget
the whole drcam the better. See, they are
going to dance. I wish you had a younger
partner than mysclf; but as there does not
seem to be one at liberty at present, come
with me, and let us see if 2 waltz will nothelp
to lay this spectre bridegroom !

Roschen looked up in my face almost

beside me, my husband, you know,—was
Vor. VI.—34,

upbraidingly, whilst the tears filled her large,
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dark eyes. She evidently felt annoyed ot
the jesting manuer in which Iscemed inclined
to treat her communication ; but she saidno
more, and we joined the dancers. She grew
more cheerful in the course of the day; but
when she was not talking or dancing, I per-
ceived the same expression of melancholy per-
vading her face, and felt that she was still
brooding over her ominous dream.

My after sojourn in Frankfort was too
short to admitof my completing what Imuch
wished to possess—a potrait of this lovely
child ; but I have, still, a coloured sketch
which conveys to me as perfect an image of!
what she was zhen, as the most claborate
picture could do. Long before I parted from
Roschen, however, we had hecome fast
friends Had she been a few years older
it might have heen otherwise; hut between
a man of thirty five, and a girl of thirtecn,
free intercourse might safely be allowed;
and her rich imagination, poetical tempera-
ment, and clear intellect, made her a far more
delightful and instructive companion than
most full-grown and full-educated women.
Nor could I bear that this fair creature, so
affectionate, and gifted, and heautiful, should
be tome but as a lovely vision, seen with
delight for a little time, and then lost for ever.
1t was sad to think that I should see her no
more, and that she would forget me. I re-
quested that she might write to me; andmy
petition was granted, as it was made on the
grounds of the great interest I felt in the
whole family, and my wish to improve myself]
in German composition.—Some portions of
her letters, received at different periods, Iwill
translate as nearly as I can render them.
They will help me to tell some part of my
tale, and perhaps hetter than I could do it,
in language entirely my own:—

“ Frankfort, Aug. 18.

«Your letter, dear friend, was received
with many welcomes, and pleased us much
1y the announcement of your safe arrival in
England. I can imagine your delight at
once more beholding your father-land. Ihave
never yet left mine; but I believe that I
should better fathom the depths of my love
for it, had I been absent from it for a time.

high spirits. She says that she was happicr
during this visit than ever she was hefore,
and I am afraid is not so well contented with
our little home on her return asI could wish

her to be.

I have never trusted thatdream to any but

.you, and I would not tell it to another for the
world.”

*

The following was written a few months
after:—

“Itis an old but truc sayirg that this
world is full of changes. A week ago we
were all called upon torejoice in the prospect
of Amelia’s marriage, and to-day we have
been saddened by the news of the death of
Gertrude’s new-born baby. But joy after al
is our predominant feeling, for our sorrow
of course is principally for poor Gertrude’s
disappointment. I must tell you about
Amelia’s betrothment. IIer lover is not a
cobuntryman of our own, which is some little
drawback on our pleasure; but he is s
amiable and lively, and so much attached to
Amelia, thal we cannot disapprove of her
choice. She met with him in Cologne, hut
she only mentioned him slightly to us as
« g Monsicur Alphonse Leroux, who visited
Ilerr Steinbach.” It now appears that
Monsieur Leroux was constantly at her side
while she staid with our sister, and that he
has been as constantly in her thoughts ever
since she returued.—I shall never forget how
abashed she looked when she heard his voice
inquiring for her! Surely there is nothing
we recognize so soon as a voice !

“ Amelia is to be married next month, and
she too will go away to Cologne, where Mons.
Leroux’s business obliges him to reside. I
shall naturally be grieved for the loss of my
sister, but she secems so happy in the pros
pect that I aan reconciled. They sayl must
accompany her to Cologne. I had farrather
not, for every day endears my home more
and more to me: but I suppose I wmust
comply.”

¢ Cologne, Feb. 18.

“ Amelia is married, and has been so for
more than a week, and here am I at Cologne,
I cannot say enjoying myself much.

My sister Amelia has just returned from
Cologne, whereshe left Gertrude well and in

“T had a letter from home yesterday. My
father desires that, when I write to you, !
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will tell you that the friend you speak of
will be weleome in his house ; that he remem-
bers you with much regard, and will be
pleased to show attention to any one you
estcem. I hope he will not arrive at Frank-
fort till Treturn there, forIshould like much
to sce one who has lately seen you.”

The allusion to this friend of mine will
require explanation, inasmuchashe is neither
more or less than the hero of my story. Ros-
chen little imagined that Frank Middleton
had but one errand to Frankfort, and that to
see her fair self! .

Francis Middleton was the only child of a
country gentleman of good family and toler-
able fortune; and having a taste for the fine
arts, had injured his health by over studies.
Touched by my glowing description of little
Roschen he resolved to visit Germany for the
double object of secing herand recruiting his
shattered frame.

% * % ES % %

Before he had been a week in Frankfort he
wrote to me, and the progress of his fortunes
will be best told by the following passage
from his letter :—

“T have seen Roschen, and thatis equiva-
lent to saying that I love ker, with all the
devotion of which a human heart is capable.
It was the embodying of my vision when she
entered the room where I sat, and it seemed
tomethather formand features were perfectly
familiar to me. Your account of your first
sight of her seemed transferred to my own
experience; I cannot think she is changed
from whaf she was at thirteen, though I dare
say she may he taller, and more formed.
Ier hair (do you remember her beautiful
black hair?—yet how could you ever forget
it!) was parted smoothly from her forehead,
and fell in profuse waving tresses on her
shoulders. I never beheld a face so perfect
loth in form and expression, and better, far
better, is the lovely spirit within,

“There was one singular circumstance
attending our first interview. When she
entered the room it was some seconds before
[ could overcome my emotion so much as to
speak to her. But presently, as I was
addressing some observation to her father,
she started at the sound of my vcice, and
turned full towards me with such a searching

cager look as Ishall never forget, her fuce
being first deadly pale, and then suddenly
suffused with an intense blush. When I
afterwards asked the reason of her emotion,
she replied, “that she thought she had
known my voice;” and my question scemed
to agitate and distress her so much that I
have not yet found courage to enquire far-
ther on the subject. Pray heaven that that
young and innocent heart be not already
occupied 1”

Frank had no real cause for jealousy..
The most substantial rival he had to contend
with was the dreamy phantom whose memory
through nearly two years, and those years
when thoughts and impressions come and go
in quick succession, had clung unvaryingly
to herimagination. It was the voice so long
treasured in the echoes of her heart, that
now for the first time in the living world had
strack upon her sense; what marvel if she
were agitated?  Yet here I beg most dis-
tinetly to disclaim any intention of throwing
an air of German mysticism and diadleric
over my story, for I utterly renounce the
idea that there was anything supernatural in
the dream that had troubled the fancy of the
young and imaginative girl. That there was
strange coincidence beween some of its
features and after events, I am willing to
allow, but nothing more.

I did not hear again from either of my
correspondents for several weeks, and then
I received a joint letter from them—Frank’s
share of it glowing with joyful exultation;
Roschen’s a mixture of bashfulness and can-
dour, just what I should have expected from
her under the circumstances.

«I cannot conceal from my dear friend,”
it began, “that Frank’s love for me has
made me very happy—ioo happy, perhaps,
for this uncertain world—nor do I forgetthat
you, under God’s guidance, have been the
cause of my present state of prosperity. My
heart was drawn to you from the first day of
our meeting, and yet I never trembled at
growing fonder and fonder of you every day .
T uever shunned to look into your eyes, nor
blushed if you touched my hand. Ah! it
was not so when I began to love Frank! I
surely loved you as Zisforerunner: there was

gratitude awakening in my heart for thebless-
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ing that you were to he the means of procur-
ing for me, even though I was not then ap-
prised of it. Do you recollect the dream—the
mystical voice, that left an everlasting echo
in my heart ready to respondto the tone that
it could have distinguished amidst ten thou-
sand?  Alas! that dream had a dark side,
which too often overshadows my memory,
and I'sit and weep lest thaé too may be ful-
filled !

Three months more passed, and another
epistle from Roschen reached me by thehands
of no less a messenger than Frank Middleton
himself. IIe had heen suddenly recalled to
Fingland by the information he received of
his father’s dangerous illness, and Roschen’s
letter, sealed with black, bore tidings of
sorrow and death. She wrote thus:

“We cannot long have joy unmixed with
sorrow in this changeful world, dear friend.
The leaves are already dropping from our
houschold tree ; my sister Ameliais a widow.
Poor Alphonse Leroux was seized with a
fever on the third of this month, and died
after six day’s illness. Our grief is indeserib-
able, and the loss to Amelia will indeed be
aheavy one; for besidas the grief of parting
from so kind and attentive a husband, she is
left almost pennyless. Monsicur Leroux
doubtless intended to make a provision for
her when hisbusiness should have increased ;
but they lived up to their income during the
first year of their marriage so that beyond a
trifle there will be nothing left tor Ameclia
after all debts are paid. She will go to my
sister Steinbach for a while and then return
to us ; most likely she will come with Ger-
trude to my marriage, which, if God returns
my betrothed to me in safety, will probably
take place in six or scven months. Poor
Frank! Ile, too, is called to sluﬂ’er, for he
does not expect to find his father alive when
he reaches England. I regret bitterly now
that I did not moreurgently entreat him to
inform his father of our attachment in its
first stage. It will now, I fear, never have
the sanction of a paternal blessing.”

Even so it proved. The elder Mr. Middle-
ton lived but a few hours after his son’s
arrival at home, and died without giving him
one sign of recognition. Frank staid no
longer than was absolutely necessary for the

arrangement of his affairs, but returned to
Germany as soon as he possibly could.

His marriage with Roschen, however, was
delayed from various causes, for upwardsofa
twelvemonth after Mr. Middleton’s death,
At Iast Ireceivedan account of its celehration
in aletter written at the request of Roschen
by the widowed Madame Leroux; and cer-
tainly her epistle displayed more .ecling than
I had given her credit for in her gayer and
younger days.

After a desceription of the guests, the enter-
tainment, the apparel of thebride, and such
like weighty matters, it continued thus:

“I tried to smile, and to cheer dear Res-
chen as muceh as I could, but nevertheless
the remembrance of my own marriage, so gay
and happy as I was then, and the thought of
my present desolate condition, hung heavily
on my heart, and I fear I wags cheerful with
a yery poor grace. Indeed when Roschen
and I were alone in her chamber, just before
she left us for her own house I attempted to
speak jestingly to her, for I saw she needed
to see us all gay and glad to support her
under the trial of leaving her early home;
but it would not de—the tears would force
themselves into my eyes, and then we fell
into cach othersarms, and wept. Gertrude
was not with us, as we hoped she wouldhave
heen. She could not leave her husband,
who is far from well in health; some saythe
credit of his house does not stand as high as
once it did. T fear there wiilsoon heanother
widow amongst us, sisters.”

Her forchboding was no idle one. Ier
Steinbach died a few weeks after Roschen’s
nuptials, and the widowed sisters returned
to reside with their parents, who, poor as
they were, and hecoming daily more infirm,
could ill have horne the burden, had not their
slender means heen aided by the small anne-
ity saved from tue wreck of Steinback’s
property for the henefit of his widow, and by
frequent and freely-given assistance frem
Frank Middleton.

Seven years passed, and I seldom heard
from my friends. Frank disposed of the
greatest part of his English estate, and,
yielding to his young wife’s affection for her
native land, resided almost entirely in Ge:

many. Carl Openheim and his wife die
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within a short time of each other, and one
chile, little girl, was added to Frank’s
family cirele. At the end of these seven
years, Middleton visited Ingland for the
purpose of investing a large sum of money in
a more advantageous manner than he could
find an opportunity of doing on the continent.
Ilaving effected his object, he left London in
a small vessel bound for ITamburgh, where
he had some further business to transact.
Five daysafterwards the vessel was driven
on shore a total wreek, every one on hoard
having, as it was supposed, taken to the boat,
and perished with their fragile refuge.

But if I was shocked to the very soul by
these dreadful tidings, what was the agony,
the overwhelming horror of Rosechen, when
theyreached her 2 She, whose life appeared
hound in his—she, the beautiful, the gentle,
the imaginative being, whose whole soul was
a world of love and tenderness, was thus
rendered in one moment utterly desolate.
The deaths of her sister’s husbands had been
heavy bereavements and deeply felt, but all
seemed to understand atonce that Roschen’s
afftiction was not to be put in comparison
with those.

Sorrow, however passionate, mustsubside,
Tt is & merciful ordination of a merciful God,
that, except in a very few cases, grief, how-
ever true and abiding loses its sharpness;
and as soon 2s Roschen was sufficiently calm
to attend in some measure to what was
passing around her, it was proposed that the
threesisters, uniting their incomes—or rather
‘he incomes of Gertrude and Roschen, for
s0or Amelia had none—should residetogether
n the house that had been their parents’.
This pian was put into exceution; and the
three sisters, so prosperously wedded to all
appearance, and so early dressed in * weeds
of woe,” were soon called par excellence, * The
three widows of Frankfort.” Attached to
cach other as these sisters eertainly were,
and deay as Roschen’s little girl, Franchette,
was to all of them, they might, notwithstand-
ing all that had passed, have Lved in peace
and contentment ; but afiliction had not yet
dome with themn.  The property which should
have Leen Roschew’s and her ¢hil s, on the
death of poor Frauk, was withheld from them,
attheinstance of the heir-at-law ; and though

there was little doubt that the dispute would
finally be decided in favour of the widow and
her child, shewas mean while sorely harassed
and distressed by the cessation of the income,
on which she depended for subsistence. Ier
father’s property, with the exception of the
house they occupied, had gone to satisfy his
creditors, and the Widow Steinbach’s annuity
was quite insufficient for the support of four
persons, allowing them the merest necessaries
of life.

Gertrude’s loss of sight soon hecame total,
and she was thus disabled from dssisting in
the delicate needlework, to which Amelia
and Roschen werenow obliged to apply with
redoibled assiduity, the poor remuneration
of their toil searcely affording them a liveli-
hood. TFor two years, however, the sisters
struggled on, but at the end of that time their
prospects scemed even darker than before ;
their health was impaired by constant toil.
Roschen’s lawsuit remained still undecided,
and the Widow Steinbach, from an accident,
had become lame as well as blind.

Over against their humble dwelling there
resided a personage of some note in the neigh-
bourhood, forhis eceentric habits and his
reported wealth. Ierr Schobeln was not a
native of Frankfort, but had resided there
from bhis childhood, having been brought up
by an aunt, who at her death left him 2 con-
siderable property, which he was supposed
to have increased to an immense amount—
how was not known. Ile carried on no
visible trade or profession, but was supposed
to be ecnnected with some lucrative business
at a distance, ostensibly carried on hy others,
for he frequently disappeared at irregular
times, for uncertain periods of from oncto five
or sixmonths,andno curiosity, however cager,
had yet been satisfied as to where he went or
how he employed himself during those ab-
sences. Xe never spoke of having any rela-
tive but the aunt with whom his youth had
been spent, and who was to the full as
reserved and eccentric as himself. None
ever appeared as his visitor, and though he
was civilto his neighhours, en passant he
ucver invited any one of them to enter his
doors. Tie kept no domestic but one old
woman, and she wasonly employell for a few

hours each day, and lodged with her son in
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the next street.  Yet his manners disp]aycd'
nothing of either gloom or misanthropy ; on

the contrary, he waspeculiarly courteous in

the little intercourse he held with his fellow-

creatures, and particularly kind to his old

attendant, whom he always paid liberally.

Morcover, he was remarkably well-looking
for lis years, tall, well made, and possessed

of a high, boldforehead, slightly fringed with

silver hair, and anintelligent, open counten-,
ance. 1Ie had lived in the same house ever
sinee he came, andlong before Carl Openheim

had purchased the little messuage now in-
habited by the three sisters.  The family had
always been on good terms with Herr Scho-
beln—that is to say, they had regularly ex-
changed salutations when they met, and the
solitary had regularly sent then the first
salad of the year, raised in the plot of garden

which he cultivated with his own hands; in
return for which he as regularly received a
small basket of their finest pears when the
season came round. But they had never
exchanged a word withhim beyond a passing
“good day,” and therefore their surprise
may be imagined when, one fine summer’s
evening, Ameclia, who generally acted as
portress, opened the door to Ierr Schoblen.
Still more were they astonished when, in
compliance with the polite invitation which
Madame Leroux uttered as the sentence that
came most readily to hand on the occasion,
Ilerr Schobeln walked in ¢ with stately step
and slow,” and, after bowing politely to Ros-
chen and Gertrude, seated himself in the arm
chair which had been their father’s, with as
much case and friendliness of manner as if
lie had been on the most intimate terms with
them all his life; morcover, the lamp being
lighted, they perceived that Ilerr Schobeln
was attired with unusual splendourin acourt
suit, which he had never been known to dis
play hefore, save on the occasion of some
public r¢joicing, oron such festivalsasEaster
and Christmas. Ile did not, however, make
any attempt at commencing a conversation,
until Roschen, conquering her sense of em-
barassment as well as shewasable, inquired
to what fortunate circumstance they were
indebted for the honour of a visit from Ilerr
Schobeln?  “ Pardon me, Iadies,” replied the
guest, ¢ for having caused you some little

unlooked-for appearancein your house; and
allow me, in as few words asIcan, to exglain
its meaning,

THE STRANGE GENTLEMAN'S STORY.

“For many years I have lived in almost
entire solitude, and truly I cannot say I have
lived unhappily. I have had my hooks, my
flowers, my houschold matters to attend to,
and I ean assure you time has never hung
heavily on my hands.  Many have wondered
at my solitary mode of life, and a thousand
strange surmises have heen afloat respecting
me. I need not tell you that they have all
been incorrecet, and I am now going to con-
fide to you the true reason of my singulari-
ties. My absences from home have ocea-
sioned much conjecture; it has been sup-
posed that I was sccretly connected with
some luerative trade, which I had suflicient
cauge to keep seeret.  Iiell you at once, that
it was not so, and that what wealth I happen
to possess is that hequeathed to me by my
aunt, considerably increased, I own, by my
frugal method of life.  In early youth
I wished to travel, and I did so. Ibecame
attached during my wanderings to a very
beautiful Swiss lady, and we were hetrothed
to cach other. But, during a separation of
unusual length, several of my letters to her
were Jost, or, as I imagine, intercepted, by
one who had professed himself my friend,
whilst in reality he was my rival. At any
rate he prevailed on Blanche to forget her
vows, and hecome his wife. Ilis after con
duct to her was most erucl, and that, and the
discovery of the perfidious arts he had used to
gain her consent to he his, so preyed on her
mind, that she beeame deranged, and that so
completely, that shewas obliged to be placed
in strict confinement.  Ier hushand died a
few years afterwards, and I then sought an
interview with her, hoping that some glim-
mering of sense might be restored by my
presence. . She did not appear to know me
at first, but after a time a faint dawn of
memory seemed to steal over her mind, and
she called me by name, weeping Jikea child.
I weary you, ladies, by thisrelation ; Ihave
no right to intrude it on you, but I have a
purpose in doing so.”

The sisters all declared they were much

surprise, I bad almost said alanm, by my

hanourcd by his confidence, and deeply in-
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terested in his narrative, and they begged !solit:n’y man appealed to them for sympathy.

that he would proceed.

“ After our interview she was calmer than
she had Leen since her malady first appeared,
and in future, in her wildest moments, the
very mention of my name appeared to soothe
her, and invariably produced aflood of tears,
which seemed to relieve her much. My
occasional presence, too, seemed productive
of henefit, and it was suggested tome by one
well skilled in the treatment of cases similar
to hers that I should frequently visit her,
and remain in her neighbourhood for a
longer or shorter period, as our interviews
scemed to soothe her or otherwise. 1
removed her from the asylum where she had
hitherto been immured, to the house of a
skilful surgeon, who sent for me whenever
he deemed my presence might be useful.
Till within the last foew months I had the
satisfaction of fecling that X lessened her
suffering, and sas serviceable to the being
whom I loved hest on earth. She does not
now need my care.”

e stopped in some agitation, but resumed
in o few moments.

“Thank God, her reason was restored
Lefore her death, in all the clearness and
strengh of her youth. She knew me, and
thanked me, and her last act was to place
her wasted hand in mine, her last word a
blessing on my name. Dear ladies, the
being who oceupied my whole thoughts and
affections is gone, and the sense of loneli-
ness presses heavily upon me. My heart
has been so long used to have an object on
which to expend its sympathies, that I am
unhappy in the want of it. Why should not
we be friends ?  You have all been sufferers,
peculiarly tried, and so have I there is
much of equality in our circumstances, and
1 have come to you this evening to say what
I never said to afamily in Frankfort before—
‘Let us be friends.”  Suffer me to visit you
sometimes, to take an interestin youraffairs,
aad as far as I am able to render you my
assistance.”

The three widows were certainly much
astenished at Herr Schobeln’s manner of in-
troducing himself to their acquaintance; but
they were fouched and interested by his
story, and the carnestness with which the

They could not refuse his request, and there-
fore intimated that they should be happy to
receive him when he felt disposed to visit
them.

One of the party, however, soon began to
feel some little regret that their assent had
been so easily given. Searcely a day went
by without some present of fruit or vegeta-
bles, or other small matters, being conveyed
by the ancient serving-woman of Ilerr
Schobeln to the humble home of his fair
neighbours, and very shortly not an evening
passed in which his tall person might not
be seen occupying the large leathern chair
of the decased tobacconist. Roschen felt
somewhat annoyed, despite of the natural
kindness of her heart, heeause their privacy
seemed cffectually broken up. Amelia, on
the contrary, was seeretly delighted, for she
had thoughts on the subject, which, however,
she would not have communated to Roschen
for the world. She did, indeed, venture on
a few distant hints of good fortune to arise
from this new intimacy, though as to the
particular form in which it was to come she
preserved an oracular silence ; and Roschen
was too much wrapt up in her own thoughts
to attempt to unravel the mystery, or to
regard Herr Schobeln as anything Lut a
very good neighbour, whose visits would be
far pleasanter if they were not quite so fre-
quent.

But during Roschen’s absence from the
sitting-room. Amelia felt no such restraint
in conversing with the widow Steinbach.
They talked on the sulject of Herr Schobeln’s
visits, and speculated thereon to their hearts’
content. Poor Gertrude, deprived of the
power of making her own obscrvations on
the state of affairs, alwaysapplied to Madame
Lerous for the result of her's and their
dialpugues were generally carried on in
something of the following strain:—

“Tt is not of myself I'speak, said Gertrude ;
my infirmities are a sufficient auswer to any
thought that might arisc on that subject;
but if he offer to marry cither you or Ros-
chen, why shonld you refuse the means of
escaping from this life of toil and poverty

The tears of Ameclia were hy this time

flowing fast, but her sister continued—

L
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“You are the best judge yourself to which
his inclinations tend; [ should think he would
most hikely chose you, for Roschen’s sorrow-
ful voice alone would put such thoughts
about er out of any man’s head. It must
be you, Amelin, and I trust and believe it
will prove so, and therefore already I say,
“God bless you with him "

Amelia was much pleased at hearing this
opinion expressed by Gertrude—Ierr Scho-
beln’s attention had heen hitherto divided so
cqually amongst the sisters, that she had
felt some difliculty in her mind as to which
was the favoured fair one.  She had a real
respect for Herr Schobeln; she lived day by
day in a happy dream of the future, only
wishing that Ierr Schobeln would be « little
more explicit at once, that she might com-
mence altering her dresses for the wedding,
which she had net yet ventured to do, though
she had already turned them over many
times, and contrived how they might be
remodeled to the best advantage. Why did
not Ilerr Schobeln’s speak? IIe spoke at
last, and fo Amelia herself by herself; yet
his avowal had the efiect of a sudden
thunderbolt, shattering to atoms the fairy
palace of her hopes and anticipations.—Ile
spoke, and after a long preamble concerning
the disagrecables of solitude and the plea-
sures of a married state, he finished his
harangue by begging, humbly begging, that
Amelia would propose him as a suitor to her
sister Roschen! What Amelia said, or how
she received the unravelling of his infentions,
cannot he known, for she never knew exactly
herself.  She remembered something about
pleasure and honour, and endcavouring to
meet his wishes, and then flew to the Widow
Steinback to disburden her mind of the
astounding intelligence. But Gertrude did
not sympathize with her exactly as might
have been expected. ¢ They had been mis-
taken ;7 that was all—she saw great canse
for thankfulness that the wedding and the
wealth would still be in the family, for of
sourse Roschen, though no doubt she would

facility, observing in conclusion, that at any
rate there would be a wedding, and they
would all be at it. Very true; but it is a
different thing to he the principal person on
such an occasion, or a mere looker-on—there
is o wide distinction between the importance
of a bride and & bridesmaid, and between
béing the mistress and dispenser of this
world’s goods, and the humble recipient of
them. All this Amelia felt, and a sense of
deep disappointnent and mortification, toge-
gether with shame for the self-delusion she
had been subject to, did at first possess her
mind, though a certain pride swelling at her
heart forbade her to say so, and urged her
to acquiesce in the view Gertude took in the
matter with the best grace she could. In-
deed such was the excellence of her temper
and the elasticity of her feelings that when
a few hours after she informed Roschen of
the proposal she was commissioned to make,
she did it with a smiling countenance, and
was really distressed when her sister declared
her intention of refusing Ierr Schobeln’s
offer.

Months went by, and not only once but
many times, by the agency of her sister,
personally and by letter, did Roschen refuse
Herr Schobeln.  There was, perhaps, a lin-
gering hope in Madame Leroux’s heart that
the determined coldness of Roschen might
lead their neighbour to recollect that his
cruel fair one has a sister, neither old nor
ugly, who might not be indifferent to a sim-
ilar proposition ; but months, as Ihave said,
went by, and Herr Schobeln determined to
write once more to his obdurate charmer,
and if she still continued unpropitivus, to
leave the town where he had already been
much talked of as the r¢jected suitor of the
beautiful young widow. Roschen received
his letter, retired to her chamber, where she
remained some hours, and on her return to
the room where her sisters were sitling,
calmly but coldly announced her intention
of aceepting Ilerr Schobeln.

Let no one who reads this tale burst forth

be astonished, would never Le so mad as to

refuse him, il it were only for the sake of

ittle Franchetta.  She shifted Roschen into

the character of hride, which she had hither-

1o marked out for Amelin, with wonderful
3

with the hacknied quotation— Frailty, thy
name is woman!” Roschen had done no-
thing rashly—nothing that could passibly
subjeet her to the charge of fickiencss or
folly. The image of Francis Middleton, th ¢
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first, the only loved of her heart, was as
fresh in her memory as ever; this she had
told Ierr Schobeln, even while she acceded
to his proposal. But he was gone; lost to
her for ever in this world—her own health
was failing, and, should she die, what would
e the fate of her orphan child? who would
carry on the struggle for her rights, which
her mother had never yet abandoned? Then
the Widow Steinbach; how could Ameclia,
in the event of Roschen’s death, both wait
upon her and work for her own support?
All these things had been considered and
re-considered, and thus it was that Roschen
had consented to be the wife of Herr Scho-
beln.

The sisters, who had been apprehensive
that after all, there would be no wedding in
the family, were overjoyed at Roschen’s
decision.  Of the sacrifice she was making
for others they had no comprchension.
They were thankful that she had changed
her mind, and they had no conception of the
slow and most painful process by which that
change had been affected. Roschen wept
bitterly over her unappreciated sacrifice that
night, as she knelt beside her sleeping child’s
couch, and poured out the agony of her soul
before her Maker,

There was no occasion for the alteration
of old dresses for the bridal, as Amelia had
suppased there would be. Ierr Schobeln
sent the richest stuffs and silks that could
be purchased in Frankfort as presents both
to the bride clect and hersisters. Every pre-
paration was made on a splendid scale. The
old house, so long the subject of somuch un:
gratified curiosity amongst the towns-peo-
ple, was now filled with workmen, and the
gossips wao gained admission were much
disappointed to find it was so like other old
houses. The wealth which the neighbour-
hood had so long taken for granted, wasnow
presented to the cyes in the visible forms of’
rich carpets, curtains, and furniture of every
kind.

The arrangements for the wedding feast
were made in an equally liberal style by the
direetion of the hridegroom, and all Frank-
fort talked of nothing but the change that
was taking place in the circumstances of two
persons so unlikely to marry as the rich

hachelor and the broken-hearted widow, and
above all sc unlikely to marry each other.

Perhaps even in the early bloom of her
heauty Roschen had never looked so lovely
as on the morning of her second wedding
day.  The rich material and plain fashion
of her snow-white dress suited well with the
pure and intellectual character of her coun-
tenance, and the expensive lace veil which
shaded her pale brow lent fresh delicacy to
the outlines of her features. There was no
wildness in her dark eye; no convulsive
motion of the lip—all was hushed and com-
posed as the calm depths of her own resolved
spirit.  She felt grateful to ¥err Schobeln
for all he had promised—a home for her
sisters, protection for her child, unbounded
kindness to herself, though she felt in her
heart the last would not be long required.
Since they had conversed more frequently
and confidentially together, the hridegroom’s
feelings had undergone a change ; he loved
Roschen more than ever, if it were possible,
but his love blent with a respect that par-
took of the character of reverence. Jndeed
on the bridal day she scemed to awe even
more than she had charmed him, and he
moved and spoke in -her presence with 'a
deference that was scarcely lover-like.

The strangely assorted pair stood before
the altar, where, ten years before Roschen’s
young heart had throbbed so wildly, as her
hand was placed in that of Francis Middle-
ton, and the words pronounced which made
her his own.—She scemed to herself, in the
present instance, to be enacting a part in
some pageant in which she had-no real in-
terest.  If this ceremony meant any thing;
if she were really the bride of another, could
she stand there so calm, so self-possessed ?
It was impossible.

The cercmony began: there was a little
stir at the door amongst the crowd who
were passing in to witness it, and then
voices were heard as in altercation. The
clergyman paused and commanded silence,
but still the people strugzled, and still angry
veices sounded.  Suddenly Roschen started
and turned round, gazing carnestly towards
the door and listening with eager attention.
A moment more and the bride sprang from
her station at the altar, passed quickly
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through the crowd, who instinetively fell
back to give her way, and was caught in the
arms of a tall sunburnt man, in shabby
sailor’s clothes, whom she—and no other
—knew in an instant to be her own Francis
Middleton !

IIe had been washed overboard early on
the fatal evening of the wreck, and clinging
to a floating spar, had heen picked up by a
small outward-bound vessel, and thus es-
caped the fate which awaited those who took
to the hoat—This vessel in her turn was
doomed to disaster, heing taken by a pirate,
and all on board her were butchered or|
made prisoners. e had suffered sickness
and slavery and imprisonment, all had heen
overcome, and he had just reached Frankfort
in time to save Roschen from becoming the
wife of another.

¢ So there will be no wedding after all!”
murmured Widow Steinbach, with something
of a chagrined expression, when she was
hastily infermed of these particulars. “Of]
course I am delighted that Frank isaliveand
came home to us again, but it is a pity all
these preparations have been made for
nothing !’

“¥ would not have you to he too sure of
that,” said Herr Schobeln at her elbow, and
he spoke in a cheerful voice, very unlike
that of a man who had just experienced so
heart rending a disappointment.

Widow Steinbach treasured up the words
though she was too wary to startle Herr
Schobeln by asking for an explanation of
their meaning; but at the first opportunity
she communicated them with sundry notes
and comments of her own, to Madam Leroux.

Again did Amelia’s heart beat high with
hope, and visions of altered old dresses and
splendid new ones flitted before her mind’s
eye, together with the celebration of nuptials,
whereat she herself was a principal person-
age; and reveries would come, and hopes
would haunt her on the subject notwith-
standing her wise resolves ,against castle
building for the future.  Z%is time, however,
hér anticipations were rcalised. She became
the wife of Ilerr Schobeln, and a happy wife
too, despite the difference in their ages; and
she reigned mistress of the old house and
its handsome modern furniture, and rum-

maged every cranny and corner from garret
to cellar, just as she had pictured to herself
that she should, long before. She was not
destined to become a mother, but she was of
too contented a disposition to fret about the
matter; and her kindness, unconcentrated
by that absorbing feeling maternal affection,
flowed out to every creature around her.
Ierr Schobeln never had cause to repent the
return of Frank Middleton, and only won-
cred how it was that Amelia had not been
his choice in the first instance. The Widow
Steinbach found a home with her newly
married sister, and little Franchctte became
the recipient of all the spare affections of
Amelia’s heart, and in process of time the
inheritrix of a great part of Herr Schobeln’s
wealth. I have visited Frankfort again
within the last few years, and passed some
days at the mansion of Ierr Schobeln, and
the humbler home of Frank and Roschen ;
and I'can truly say I have seldom enjoyed
more heartfelt satisfaction than in witness-
ing the contentment and prosperity of the
three sisters who had formerly been known
and pitied as “the three widows of Frank-
fore.”

TIIE FAIRY’S BURIAL.

Where shall our sister rest?

Where shall we bury her ?
To the grave’s silent breast

Soon we must hurry her!

Goneis the beauty now
From her cold bosom !

Down droops her livid brow,
Like & wan blossom !

Not to those white lips cling
Smiles or caresses !

Dull is the rainbow wing,
Dim the bright tresses!

Death now hath claimed his spoil—
Fling the pall over her!

Lap we carth’s lightest soil,
Wherewith to cover her!

‘Where down in yonder vale
Lillics are.growing,

Mourners the pure and pale,
Sweet teaxs bestowing!

Morning and cvening dews
Will they shed o'er her;

Each night their task renews
How to deplore her !

Iere let the fern grass grow,
With its green drooping!
Let the narcissus blow,
O’cr the wave stooping !
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Let the brook wander by,
Mournfully singing!

Let the wind murmer nigh,
Sad echoes bringing !

And when the moonbeams shower,
Tender and holy,
Light on the haunted hour
Which is ours solely,
Then we will seek the spot
Where thou art sleeping,
Holding thee unforgot
With our long weeping !

TIE PRICE OF BLOOD:
ATALEOFNEWZEALAND LIFE.
BY FRIEDRICH GEBSTACKER.

CHAPTER IIL

When Thompson and Van Boon, who in-
deed gained their feet again with great speed,
had recovered from the effects of their fall,
and now looked round in amazement, Dumfry
had disappeared, and they stood there, igno-
rant of their path, bhut apparently surrounded
by danger,—and, as Van Boon feared, by
any quantity of ferocious cannibals,—in the
heart of the desolate wilderness. What to
do now ?  Await their guide, or seek their
boat without further delay, and escape?
Van Boon voted unhesitatingly for the latter
course, but Thompson decided on the other,
and very justly asserted that, if the enemy
were ip their vicinity, they would only
excite their suspicions by a precipitate
retreat; and thén, in their ignorance of the
road, they would most assuredly be cut off
before they could reach their boat.

‘But to remain quictly standing here, in
the heart of the forest, where they could not
see a couple of yards into the bushes, and
the enemy could easily come close to them,
and fire their poiso-.ous darts at them from
a safe ambush, appeared cqually unavoida-
ble; and Thompson turned his head rest-
lessty at the very idea, which movement Van
Boon immediately imitated, as if he expected
nothing less than to see his horrible appre-
hensions fully realized. A rustling was
again heard in the thicket; hut while the
seaman, firmly determined to sell his life as
dearly as possible, held his reloaded pistol
in that direction, Dumfry’s gentle, well
known whistle reached his ear; and imme-
diately afterwards his disguised figure re-

'

turned to the path at the very spot where it
had before so uickly and unexpectedly dis-
appeared.

e had again thrown back the mat, and
his face was pale and exciled:; but without
losing a moment’s time, or even replying to -
the eager questions of his companions, ho
nodded to them to follow, and led the way
through a narrow and tangled path. It was
not long ere they again reached the verge of
the forest, and quitted the fern, which had
heen such an obstacle to their progress,
although fallen trees, prickly pears, and
thick brushwood still greatly impeded them.
But these eventually heecame fewer and less
troublesome. Suddenly, Dumfry turned to
a naked crop of stone, and quickly aseended
a barren acclivity which rose behind it.
Thompson and Van Boon at first appeared
undecided whether to follow him; but an
impatient gesture from the disguised man
put an end to their hesitation, and in a few
moments they stood upon a narrow, strange-
ly-formed, and rugged ledge of rock, which
elevated them above the giant growth of the
forest, and enabled them to see over a por-
tion of the island, as well as the sea thatsur-
rounded it. s

The prospect was magnificent; the dark
areen of the trees, only here and there inter-
rupted by the light gray hue of strips of fern,
covered the country with a close, impene-
trable net-work; and closely embracing it,
and sparkling beneath the bright rays of the
sun, lay the blue, calm, and azure ocean.

At no great distance from the coast, en-
closed by the white foam and covered crests
of the coral reef, the “ Casuar” was heaving ;
while further behind it, a few sails which
were gliding past quickly and noiselessly
under the freshening brecze, broke the mono-
tony of the horizon. The sky was clear and
cloudless, except to the south, where a trans-
parent rose-coloured mist brooded over the
dusky summits of the trces. The ridge of
rock was itself quite naked, except that at
one extremity a tangled mass of wildly in-
tertwined flowers grew, from the centre of
which a few low but leafy bushes rose, and
hid the mountains in the interior of the
island.

But, although Dumfry and his compsnions,
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as soon as they had reached this spot, looked
searchingly and attentively in every direc-
tion, not one of them, although all were
moved by different feclings, appeared to be
interested in the scenery. At least not a
sound of admiration—not a single ex-
clamation—not a word of praise, reveal-
ed their consciousness of the glorious pan-
orama that surrounded them. Van Boon
examined their immediate vicinity to sce
whether any of their pursuers had come up ;
and Dumfry, who, at first, looked in the
same dircction, hut soon terminated his exa-
mination, as he knew exactly the quarter
whence danger could menace them, looked
further away, and scemed to be searching
for the landmarks that lay nearest their
track. Thompson, on the other hand, paid
no attention to the land, but attentively sur-
veyed the horizon. He first observed his
own little vessel, lying so quietly and peace-
fully with its tapering masts in the bay, and
then looked, with greater attention than the
object seemed to deserve, at the mist, which
was gradually extending in thin fleecy bands
towards the west.

“Thompson, do you see that dark rock
over there ?” said Dumfry, at length, ¢ just
to the left of the bright green of that group
of palms ?”

“ Just under the silver grey strip of cloud,
which is stretching away just out there ?”

“Yes! that is the point from which the
southern frontier line of my land, another
little stream, stretches and fallsinto the seas
about five miles below the bay where we en-
tered. Do you think you will be able to
remember the spot afterwards 27

¢ Certainly, when we've once walked the
distance,” Thompson replied, ashe returned
the pistol to his belt. I think, too, we
had better start. If we could arrange the
matter without meeting any of the red-
skinned villains, all the better; I've no par-
ticular wish to make any closer acquaintance
with them than I have already done. That
was a native who crossed our track—ch 2”

“We must not follow the boundary any
fa}'thcx‘,” Dumfry replied, gloomily, though
without answering the question addressed to
him. “You both are aware of the danger
we shall run from the natives, as soon as

they suspect us to be land surveyors; and if
we were to walk the whole distance, they
would be sure to detect us, We shall avoid
that by steering straight through the forest
to the coast, and in that way I expect to
destroy the trail which we may have left
behipd us, for by quitting our former course
at a right angle, we shall be for nearly a
mile on rocky ground, where it would be
difficult even for their eyes to follow us.”

¢ But the treasure 2’ Thompson here in-
terrupted him; ““have you given up all
hopes of fetching it, and are we going to re-
turn straight to the boat ?”

“ Yes—to the boat, of course!” Dumfry
replied; “but I hope not without that for
which I have perilled my life. You are cer-
tain that you could find the boundary line
again?” '

“Hem! Idon’t know,” Thompsongrowled,
half alpud, “ifI had to swear to it after-
wards—if we only had the plan!”

“T’ve got it with me,” Van Boon said, and
produced, from his tightly-packed pocket,
the document, which was kept in a tin box.
«Ilere, gentlemen; but I really don’t see
how that will help you—it isn’t —.

“8ee here!’ Dumfry now cried, after
hastily unfolding the paper; “here is the
stream up which we came—you know its
name, and any one on this coast will be able
to point out its mouth to you; somewhere
about here is the little fern prairie where
I marked the palm. You’re sure you’ll find
that again ?”

¢ Yes, certainly,” Thompson said.

“Well, then,” Dumfry continued his des-
cription. ¢ This point marked with a cross
is the ridge of rock on which we are now
standing, and that declivity to the south is
the same upon which the mist is lying,
whence you can follow the frontier brook to
thesea. Mistake is impossible.”

Thompson carcfully examined the plan for
some time ; at last he rolled it up, returred
it to the case, handed it to Van Boon, and .
said, pointing to the South,—

I am ccrtain of finding the place {rom
this spot, but not my own little vessel, if we
waste any more time ; it's lying in a dan-
gerous place, and there’s a storm brewing

yonder.”
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“The storms rage fearfully on this coast,”
Dumfry quickly remarked, desiring nothing
better than to hasten their return.

¢ But the treasure ?” said Vau Boon, by
no means disposed to end the adventure
without some personal gain.

“On our way to the hoat we shall pass
the place,” Dumfry replied. “And now,
quick, gentlemen ; the greater part, almost
the only dangerous portion, of our journey
is safely accomplished; all we have to do
now is to return a short distance, and long
Lefure those rising masses of cloud have
covered the sun, I hope we shall be again
tossing on the waters of the bay, and friend
Thompson may then take us back to Port
Jackson as safelypas he brought us here.”

And without waiting any reply from his
companions, he sprang down from rock to
rock. ‘I'hompson followed him with equal
rapidity: it was, however, a matter of much
greater difficulty for the unaccustomed book-
keeper, who met with great obstacles in fol-
lowing his practical comrades. Ile soon
lost his foothold, slipped, fell, picked himself
up again, but at last was forced by his own
weight to let go, and away he rolled, throw-
ing bottles and provisions in every direction,
over rough, jagged masses of rock, till he
was brought up by a young fern palm, and
found time to look back despairingly at the
hill, down which he had come with such in-
voluntary and undignified speed.

Above them, however, a dark tattooed
form crawled cautiously out of the little
lump of creepers which grew on the plateau
as far as the edge of the rock, where the
still, gently-rolling gravel betrayed thetrack
the men had followed. IHidden by the thisk
moss and a few ferns, he watched with
fiercely-sparkling eyes the movements of
the strangers, and saw Thompson and Dum-
fry walk up to the fallen man, and then,
when they discovered he had suffered no
serious injury, disappear with him in the
hushes.

The savage remained motionless in his
hiding-place for nearly a quarter of an hour;
nor was it till he had convinced himself that
the strangers had really left the spot that
his form appeared on the verge of the dee-
livity. With the speed of lightning he hurried

down ; but on reaching the bottom he made
a wide circuit round the white men’s trail;
he avoided the spot where the broken bottles
were strewn about, aud,only tock up the
trail again when the strangers, following the
rocky bed of a dried-up watercourse, had
forced their way into the forest.

In the meanwhile the ““ Casuar” was lying
quictly at anchor, and the sailors were idly
lonnging beneath the outstreiched awning,
and looking out upun the blue and gently
heaving sea, which seemed, like them, to be
sleeping away the hot, sunny day. The
wheel of the little vessel was deserted : hut
not far from it, and apparently as inactive
as the others, lay the conviet and his newly-
gained friend.

“Bill!” whispered the conviet, as he
touched his comrade’s elbow.

'The Irishman raised his head slightly, and
looked cautiously round.

“IWhen the cook calls to dinner, go for-
ward, azxd do as I tell you. I have not
given up all hope, and if my plan is to sue-
ceed, that will be the only moment to carry
it out.” »

“But how, and what?”’ the Irishman
growled; “we daren’t think of swimming
ashore, for I’d much rather remain a sailor
than be devoured by the sharks, and we two
could not possibly lift the canoc overboard.”

“No!” the convict whispered again ;
““still there’s a way of getting it overboard,
Where force can do nothing, cunning must
help.  Time presses.  Get up now, and pre-
tend to be doing something near the galley 3
but as soon as the cook begins to fill the pan-
nikins, do you call out, ‘sail ahoy ¥ if there’s
nothing to be seen, let them laugh at you
afterwards, or curse you ; but as soon as you
can do it unperceived, and, mind you, as
quickly as you can, come back here.”

“ But what good will that be ?” asked the
Irishman, in amazement.

«You'll sce.”

Bill, after leisurely stretching himself once
or twice, got up, and walked, with a puzzled
shake of his head, to the bows of the
schooner, where the greasy black cook was
busily engaged in the hot little caboose, so
that the perspiration ran down his forehead
and temples in shining drops. The sailors
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were ahout to have a holiday feast, as a sort
of compromise for their expected liberty on
shore.

Ned was aware of this, and built his plan
upon it, which consisted of nothing less than
inducing the crew of the “Casuar,” hefore
dinner-time, to lower the canoe into the sea,
and leave it there during the progress of the
meal. Not far from where he was lying
were two green varnished huckets, which
bore the name of the schooner, filled with
linen, belonging partly to the captain, partly
to the carpenter. Ned, who never let an
opportunity slip of carning money, as he
well knew that he should require it, not only
to ecffect his escape, but for his support
afterwards, had undertaken, for a moderate
sum, to keep the linen of these two officers
clean; and he now went to work, as soon as
the Irishman had left him, for a time, and
no one else was watching him.

Near the two buckets, already filled with
salt water, he now placed athivd empty one,
took some of the shirts out of the first one,
wrung them dry, then filled the last bucket
more than half full, and, after IMting it on
the bulwarks, proceeded to pour the water
he had been using into the sea.

“Youwll let the hucket fall overhoard,
Ned,” the cabin-boy called to him, as he
was going below. * If the schooner pitches,
it will be upset, and you have not a rope
fastened to it.””

¢ Attead to your own business,” the con-
vict growled, as he cast & furious glance at
the laughing boy, and procecded with his
work ; his eye, however, frequently wander-
¢d to the bow of the schooner, where Bill
was carclessly leaning against the capstan,
apparently halfasleep, and only raising his
head now and then to look at the cook. The
latter now came up from the forecastle with
the wooden pannikins, and the Irishman got
up, walked to the bulwarks, and leant against
the anchor ; he then raised himself suddenly,
aad shaded his eyes with his hand. On the
distant horizon several small white specks
had, in the meanwhile, become visible; but
the other sailors paid no attention to them.

A little clump of oakum lay on the deck
close to Ned ; he picked it up, threw it over-
board, and watched it float away. The

oakum, carried along by the current, floated
slowly past the reef, and the convict laughed
with silent delight, for the tall, thick, dorsal
fin of a shark was visible just at the spot,
apparently sunning himself on the surface
of the water. When, however, Ned turned
to his work again, he saw the carpenter
walking straight uptohim. If he remained
ncar him, the exccution of his plan would
be rendered impossible.

The Sydney-bird gnashed his teeth fiercely
as he muttered—* Has that thief of a cook

1

“Sail ahoy !” suddenly shouted the Irish-
man at the bow, and the carpenter turned,
more surprised at the shout than at the sail.
Ned, however, stepped gickly up the bui-
warks, and pushed the bucket into the sca.

See, now—did not I tell you so?” the
cabin-boy eried, who had just come on deck
again, and ran to the bulwarks to look over.
“There go the carpenter’s shirts sailing
away ; he’ll cursea bit.  Well, I must swim
after them, Isuppose.”” And as if this was
quite natural, he threw off his jacket, and
prepared to jump into the sea in pursuit of
the bucket, which was majestically floating
away.

But this in no way agreed with Ned's
plan’s.

“ Stop, in Ieaven’s name!” he eried, and
seized the daring lad’s arm. “ You would
be lost. Do you not se¢ the shark there ?”

“Ilalloa ! what’s the matter #”” asked the
carpenter, as ho walked up to the pair; but
at the same time perceiving the bucket, now
at some distance from the schooner— My
shirts! Ned, you villian, you did that on
purpose. But wait, you blackguard, I'll
stop that out of your wages, even if you have
to work a whole year for me. Won’t you
let the boy go, you scoundrel! What's the
matter with him

“IIe wanted to jump overboard, sir,” the
convict stuttered, apparently in great con-
trition, *and there—there’s a shark.”

“What does it matter to you if he risks
his skin, you Iubber?” the carpenter thun-
dered at him. “ Are you his keeper, or
don’t you wish the captain to get his shirts
back again? Orverhoard with you, my lad;
the shark won’t see you. But, stop—there’s
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no joking with the sharks here”—he sud-
denly interrupted himself, for he remember-
ed just in time that Thompson had deelared
them to be the sentries of his veseel. If he
sent the boy himself overboard, and he came
back uninjured, who would guarantee to him
that, after nightfall, & portion of his sailors
might not go overboard too, and swim
ashore ?—for a good swimmer could easily
reach land, especially if he waited for flood-
tide. The young fellow, too, after his atten-
tion had been drawn to the imminent dan-
ger, did not appear nearly so willing to
undertake the duty, and drew back almost
involuntarily.

“ Dinner lads—dinner !” shouted the coolk
at this moment.

“Stop there!” the carpenter vociferater.,
when he saw that some of the sailors wero
going to their meal. “Let the canoe down.
Here, you scamps! do you want me to call
you o dozen times? Overwithit! Where's
Bill? Come here, sivr—take your turn; it’s
owing to your silly bawling that we've
got all this trouble. Quick, my fine fellows;
do you think the bucket will wait for you?
Why, it was sailing along like a Portuguese
man-o-war;* and you, Ned, you'll eatch it
you scamp, when Thompson comes ahoard.
AT wish is, that we don’t pick up the
shirts.”

But, in spite of these violent ejaculations,
accompanied by a furious glance at the cul-
prit, the worthy carpenter gave himself t'e
greatest trouble to effect the contrary, and
pushed and thrust with his utmost strength
to get the rather clumsy boat overboard. It
was a thorough New Zealand canoe, with a
richly earved bovw, sides painted black and
red, and the stern ornamented with albatross
feathers; but, although two beautifally-
carved short paddles, such asthe natives use,
lay in it, it appeared almost too narrow and
tottering to bear two grown persons, and the
carpenter preferred getting into it alome,
and pulling after the bucket, which was by
this time at least two hundred yards dis-
tant. Ned, too, was specially careful not to
offer his own services for this end, as he
wag well aware that the carpenter would

* Portuguese man-o-war. A name given to
the Nautilus.

never permit him to enter the boat alone,
nor did he wish to excite suepicion, or his
cunning and stratagem would be rendered
futile.

The carpenter, however, before he pushed
off, called out to the sailors, who were
watching his movements, not to run away,
but to wait his return, so that they might
take the canoe aboard again directly. They
might possibly have obeyed, but just at this
moment the cook’s impatient summons was
again heard—* Dinner ready, lads! Make
haste, or it will be cold.” And the Irish-
man, well known and feared as a tremend-
ous eater, who clearly perceived what his
comrade’s intention was, thrust his hands
into the pockets of his short jacket, threw
his quid overboard, and said, as he walked
with great determination forward—

“We can have finished by the time he’s
hack.”?

“You'd hetter stop here, Bill,” a couple
cried to him ; “the carpenter will curse and
swear the whole day afterwards.”

“If he likes it, he can do so,” Bill growl-
ed, without paying any attention to the
warning. “I don’t care.”

He walked quietly towards the smoking
pans, and the example was decisive, for the
others knew him too well. When Paddy
had once set to work, late comers usually
only had the pleasure of lookingon: so that,
while the carpenter was pulling with all his
strength after the bucket, the crew of ihe
“Casuar” rushed toward the forecastle, and
fell upon the edibles with intense satisfac-
tion. Ncd alone remained aft, and awaited
the return of the canoe. The carpenter did
not detain him long—he had looked round
once, and soon found that all his people had
deserted their post; he could easily imagine
what they were busied with now. With the
best will, therefore, he laid to his paddle, and
muttered curses, not loud, but deep, first at
the greedy villains, then at the “dog of a ca-
nary bird,” whom he was mentally punish-
ing and rope’s-ending, Ilesoon reached the
bucket, lifted it into his light canoe, then
turned the hows towards the schooner. Al-
though he had to contend against the full

'force of the current, the New Zealand boat

was 80 sharply built that he could easily
overcome the resistance. When he drew up
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alongside the schooner, Ned threw him a
rope. e quickly made the eanoe fast, and
then climhed on deck without further delay.

“ And the other scoundrels !” he cried, as
he threw the bucket on deck, and angrily
stamped his foot.

“They’re at dinner, sir!” the conviet
humbly replied.  “I begged them to wait
for youy hut they said I might be hanged.
You—you—"

“1Well, what, you ?—outwith it I”” the car-
penter said fiercely. “Why are you stam-
mering ?  What about me ?”

“I can’t help their saying it,” the Syd-
neyite implored, falling hack astep.

“What did they say, you scoundrel?” the
carpenter now shouted in a furious passion.
“Will you sing, you canary bird, or must 1
loosen your tongue?”’

“ They said you'd eat the whole lot when
you came,” Ned stuttered out, and drew
hack still further.

" The carpenter, without making any reply,

seized a short rope’s end that lay there, and
walked quickly up the starboard gangway
towards the forecastle; at the same time,
however, and as soon as he had reached the
water-casks piled up amidships, the Irishman
came aft in a stooping posture along the
other gangway, and just as Ned—for the
moment for action had arrived—swung him-
self over the bulwarks, and into the canoe,
which oscillated fearfully from the shock,
Bill humourously seized the bucket, which
the carpenter had recovered with so much
labour, and followed his comrade, at the mo-
ment when the latter, in order not to lose
time in casting the canoe off, cut the rope
which held it, and pushed off with the speed
of lightning,.

The whole scenc had only occupied a few
seconds for its performance, and the fugitives
would have gained a sufficient advantage, at
least to get out of reach of any danger from
the schooner, had not two eyes, by no means
friendly to either of them, been watching
their movements. The cabin-boy appeared
on deck, just at the moment when Bill left
it, and, without wasting any time in calling,
which, as he well knew, would have been
perfectly uscless, he ran forward at full
speed, and his appearance soon told the

whole crew, as well as the temporary com-
mander of the schooner, what had occurred.

The old sailor bounded aft, but it was too
late; the light-boat was just leaving the
schooner, and Ned, who had thrown himself
in its stern, secized the paddle, and waved it
in friendly salutation {o the furiouscarpenter.

“Good-bye, sir,” he added, laughingly,
“we'll take the shirts ashore for the captain
—he'll be very grateful for our attention—
something very pleasant to be able to change
one’s shirt on such a broiling day. Pay my
best respecets to the Governor of Sydney.”

The carpenter, who perceived the posture
of affairs at a glance, rushed down into the
cabin, seized the rifle that always stood load-
cd in the corner, opened the little portholein
the stern, held the mouth of the gun out, and
thundered after the runawlys—

¢ Stop, étop, I say, or I'll fire!”

“ Stoop, BillY” the convict shouted, who
looked back just at the moment, “down
with you!” and at the some time he threw
himself flat on the bottom of the canoe. The
Irishman, however, alarmed partly by the
oscillating movement of the frail boat, partly
by the words addressed to him, turned quick-
Iy round at the carpenter’s summons, and so
greatly increased, though, of course, uncon-
sciously, the danger of his position.

At this moment a bright, vivid flash burst
from the cabin window of the “Casuar,”
and the Irishman threw himself on the side
of the canoe with a yell. The convict rose
instantly, and tried to keep the boat balanced
by throwing himself on the other side; but
the wounded man rolled heavily over, and
the canoe, which was flat-bottomed, like all
these dug-out boats, not able to resist the
pressure, discharged its freight into the waves
that rushed over her, then filled, as the Irish-
man held her gunwale convulsively, and sank.

The carpenter’s shout of joy was heard
from the “ Casuar ;” but the sailors watched
with silent horror the consequences of this
fearful shot; for not a hundred yards from
the overturned canoe, the dorsal fin of the
shark became again visible ; they could
plainly perceive the monster of the deep
drawing gradually closer to the unfortun-
ates, who had again risen to the surface ; and

they held their breath, as they saw their
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horrible fate was almost inevitable, and yet
they could not help them. The canoe could
not quite sink, owing to its lightness, but
floated slowly along with the current, with
its gunwale just above the surface of thosea.
Ned, who came up again close to it, tried to
thrust his arm beneath it, in order to empty
out o part of the water, but soon found that
he was not sufficiently strongfor such a task.
IIc turned quickly to his comrade—his glance
went beyond him in the dircction of the reef.
Ileavenly powers, that dark point on the
glistening sea! A wild, piereing pang pene-
trated his brain, and, almost involuntarily,
his eye measured the distance to the schoon-
er. But it was only momentary; even had
ke desired to return to his chains, he could
no longer do so ; he could not swim such a
distance against the current.

“¢Ned,” hiscomrade groaned, “Ned, Pm
wounded ; he shot me through the shoulder.
Let us—Ilet us get the hoat afloat. I am
still strong enough, hut I feel that I am
growing weaker every second.”

“We shall not be able to empty the
canoe,” Ned cried hurriedly, and his pulse
stopped when he saw the shark’s fin turned
directly towards them. If tho monster
scented them, one of them was irrecoverably
lost. *Come, Bill, we must swim ashore.
"There’s a shark close by.”

“ A shark 1” the Irishman yelled, and it
seemed almost as if this word, and not the bul-
let, had given him his death-blow. It is the
most fearful word that can reach a swimmer’s
e, ~nd its effect is like that of a stunning,
destroying blow. A shark?” he repeatéd
tremblingly, and clutched frantically at the
boat, which was sinking beneath his weight.
“Iloly Virgin, we are lost )”

Ned hesitated for & moment. Should he
quit the canoe, and seck safety by his own
strength?  But his comrade—and here his
eye rested on the unhappy fellow, who,
slightly supported by the boat, raised him-
self above the surface of the sea, and looked
with a pale, rigid countenance, at the ap-
proaching foe—at the same time he saw that
a red, traitorous stream of hlood was pouring
from him, and dyeing the sea for several
yards aréund.

Vor. VI, 35.

ON SOME FLOWERS FROM A GRAVE.

They look bright in the sunshine above thy
peaceful grave,

In caln and sacred loveliness above thy dust
they wave ;

The flower of ¢ softened sorrow”* speaks of
patience from that spot,

And, born of tears, thou liftest up thy prayer,
“Forget-me-not."

And art not thou, thou snow-white flower, an
emblem from the “ I am,”

Of those, whose souls are shining in the white
light of the Lamb?

There, where for aye the white-robed choirs one
hallelujah sing

With radiance incffable upon each snowy wing.

Ye bring to us a voice from Ieaven, ye sunny,
carth-born flowers,

Ye tell us of the heritage, that Mercy has made
ours ;

Ye bid us mark in your changing forms, bright
flower, and lowly weed,

The flesh in the wither’d calyx—the soul in the
winged seed.

* Heart's ease.

BIOGRAPHICAL PARALLELS.—IIL

ZZNODOTUS, ARISTARCIIUS, AND LONGINUS.

One of the most striking circumstances in
connection with the history of Greek litera-
ture, is the progressive regularity with which
it passed through successive phasesof change,
cach one being, as it were, the natural con-
sequent of its antecedent. Political convul-
sions, which one would have expected would
have broken this progression, and given a
new impulse to the national genius, seemed
invariably to fall in with, and promote its
course. Thus the successive stages to ma~
turity and decay can be traced with a preci-
sion impossible in any other language, and
the study is interesting, as affording a com-
plete view of what seems the most natural
order in which the human mind moves on in
its changing cycle of development.

In the infancy of a people, great thinkers,
especially as in the case of the Greeks, where
they have no foreign literature to feed upon,
must exercise their independent powers,
with a freedom and originality which their
successorsare incapable of displaying. Their
speculations and productions must have a
freshness and vigour which we shall look for
in vain in the works of a later age. No

traces of imitation can possibly be detected
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where the workmen had no model, whose
peculiarities he eould copy. Thus, the first
adventurers into the field of intellectual
exercise, have an advantage which is denied
to later comers. Iowever exalted the genius,
no man can be independent of the influence
of his predecessors. There is a sceret sym-
pathy ever at work, urging him to study
those productions he cannot but admire.
Habitual study begets habitual, though un-
conscious imitation. The necessity of inde-
pendent thought likewise diminishes in the
exact proportion that this inducement to
imitate increases. Can we wonder at the
inevitable result? Among the Greeks the
wonder is that the torch of genius burnt so
brightly to so late a period of their troubled
history.

In the fourth century before our era, the
petty republics of Greece all sank heneath
the ascendency of the rising kingdom of
Macedon. Their previous period of freedom
and of national emulation had, however, suf-
ficed for the full development of that estra-
ordinary genius which had bheen nurtured by
the institutions they had severally cherished.
All the great authors whose works are still
the delight of the civilized world had passed
away. Liberty had produced its full fruits
on the human mind, and the abuse of liberty
had prepared the way for the imposition of a
foreign despotism. Othermodes of thinking
would now supplant the simplicity of the
ancient method. It became a question what
would become of the established models.
Would the sentiments they contained become
distasteful, and the works themselves perish
through the neglect of a degenerate race,
whose unprofitable lives were spent amid the
license of civil conflict, or in the torpor of a
slavish resignation?

But the course of the world runs not after
the fashion of man’s fears or expectations.
When the mother-country grew careless, a
new home was unexpectedly found, where
the treasures which were in danger of|
perishing found a secure refuge, and where
they were guarded with the most vigilant
precaution. Alexander the Great was now
commencing his extraordinary career. King-
dom after kingdom fell before his victorious

nothing less than universal empire. In the
yoar 331, B.c., to signalize his conquest of
Egypt, he founded tho city of Alexandria,
naming it thus in honour of himself. Ilc
intended it to he the port of communication
between the eastern and western world. e
lived not to see the rapid fulfilment of his
views, nor could he anticipate the vast influ-
ence that city was to have upon affairs far
more important to the world even than
commerce.

Upon the death of the conqueror at Baby-
lon, his huge empire was divided among his
generals, and Egypt fell to the lot of Ptolemy,
the founder of the dynasty which was extin-
guished in the person of Cleopatra. The
first care of the new sovercign was to establish
on sure foundations the prosperity of his
infant capital of Alexandria; and he founded
numerous institutions, which, through the
active patronage of his son and successor,
flourished to an unprecedented extent.
Among these, the celebrated Library and
Museum deserve especial notice.

We frequently read of collections of hooks,
in ancient times, which were made for publie
use; and in the best days of Athens several
individuals owned valuable libraries, which
they frecly opened for the inspection of
strangers, But all such establishments sank
into insignificance when compared with the
famous library of Alesandria. This became
the most splendid public library that had
ever been seen in the world. No cost was
spared to render it as complete as the cir-
cumstances of the time would allow, and
visitors from all parts of the world gazed with
admiration and awe at those masses of
manuscripts, which enshrined the intellectual
wealth of all ages. In addition to the library,
there was also an institution called the Mu.
seum, of a novel nature, and intended for the
promotion of learning, and the support of
learned men. It was a large building, ad-
joining, or rather forming a part of the royal
palace, containing cloisters, a lecture room,
a dining hall, and other apartments requsite
for the convenience of its members. 'These
were supported by pensions from the revenues
of the state, and the institution flourished
for centuries, attracting to Alexandria the
chief men of learning and ability from all

arms, and his grasping ambition aimed at

the surrounding countries.
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These two institutions at once fostered that
taste for comment and eriticism to which
already a large class of the public writers of
Greece had devoted themselves; and for us
it i3 most fortunate that such encouragement,
at that peculiar time, was given to this branch
of literature. I'he immense debt which we owe
to the Alexandrian school of criticism, has
gcarcely heen sufficiently recognised. It was
by the diffusion of classical studices in the
fourteenth and fiftecenth centuries, that the
darkness of the middle ages was dispelled,
and our present advanced intelligence is to
he attributed. But the works of the ancient
Greeks would have become as unintelligible
to us as the hieroglyphic inscriptions upon
an Egyptian obelisk, had it not been for the
continued labours of successive schools of]
criticism which they had previously esplored
and explained the meaning of those pro-
ductions, and thus preserved the instruments
by which our civilization was to be achieved.

Of such labourers, Zenodotus of Ephesus
was celebrated in his age for his intimate
acquaintance with the ancient Greek poets,
and for the industry with which he applied
himself to the elucidation of their textual
difficultics. In our times he is principally
remembered as having first held the office of
superintendent of the Alesandrian Library.
This appointment he owed to the favour of
the king, who thought so highly of his
abilities, that he nominated him tutor to his
song. The principal duty in his literary
capacity which was appointed him, was the
correction and editing of the old Greck poets.
A good library edition of them, with critical
and explanatory notes, was wanted for the
new institution, and the work was entrusted
to Zenodotus. He chose two colleagues, and
in the apportionment of the work gave to
one the task of collecting and revising trage-
dies; all the extant comedies were assigned
to the share of the other, while he reserved
for himself the department of epic and lyric
poetry. Amid this extensive range, Zenodotus
could not hut feel a greater partiality for
some of his authors than for others, and ac-
cordingly we read that his peculiar care was
exercised in his recension of the works of
Homer, The edition was thought to reflect

ries styled him the first and real editor of the
poet, and his edition obtained immense
popularity. The labour which he bestowed
on the grammatical construction of his author
wag at that time quite new, and without a
precedent ; and the results of his Iabours
were comprised in two goodly volumes, which
were long esteemed as invaluable helps to
the accurate understanding of the original
text.

But the man who, in ancient times, ob-
tained the greatest renown as a eritic, was
the famous Aristarchus, a native of Samo-
thrace, but cducated at Alexandria. So
celebrated did he become, that his name was
once used as synonymous with the word
critic. e flourished about the commence-
ment of the third century, n.c., and he like-
wise devoted his ehief attention to the poetry
of Homer. What Shakspere is to us, so in
some measure Iomer was to the Greeks;
only that, still less, in fact we way say that
nothing at all was known of the personal
history of the Greek poet ; and his writings
were in a far more mutilated condition than
are the plays of Shakspere. The consequence
was that Ifomer became the subject of endless
disquisition and comment. Schools of com-
mentators arose, each pretending to fix the
text on some surer basis than had been pre-
viously done, and to have obtained a truer
insight into the author’s meaning. The
followers of Aristarchus, however, magnified
the labours of their chief as eclipsing in
value those of all other grammarians; and
the emphatic testimony of posterity has con-’
firmed their judgment. Iis recension of the
old bard bas formed thebasisofallsubsequent
editions ; and to recover that recension in its
original integrity, has been the great labour
and ambition of the most eminent modern
scholars. A few fragments of his com-
mentaries have come down to our times,
sufficient to indicate the vastness of their
author’s knowledge, and his rare critical
sagucity. The phraseology, the proper pro-
vince of the grammarian, was not the sole,
or even the chief object of his attention. Iiis
idea of the office of the critic induced him to
search out all available knowledge that might
in any way contribute to illustrate his author,

80 much credit on him, that his contempora-

while the value of the poems, as works of
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art, he tested and confirmed by the most
searching analysis.

We know little of this great critic’s life.
Ile was warmly patronised by Ptolemy IV,
the first of the Egyptian monarchs who
exhibited vices pernicious to the safety and
prosperity of the kingdom ; but who retained
that love for letters which, to the Iast, adhered
to the most abandoned of the race. In the
reign of Ptolemy VIL., who, as well as his
father, had heen pupils of the eritic, though
far advanced in years, he was compelled, in
conjunction with several of his contempora-
ries, to abandon Exypt, through the violent
conduct of the king, and he died shortly
afterwards at Cypras.

.ot us now pass on {o the third century of
our eva,and the well-known nameof Longinus
arrests our attention.  Though celebrated in
his own times as a philosopher, his skill as
a critic won for him a still greater reputation.
Though one of the most learned men of the
day, his natural sagacity was in no degree
blunted by his universal taste for reading;
and his readiness knew how to avail itself at
any moment of his accumulated stores of
information. Of his numerous writings one
only has descended to our times, and that in
a fragmentary state, his celebrated critical
essay on the “Sublime,” one of the hest
specimens of ancient eriticism.  In lis life
he experienced morevicissitudes than usually
fall to the lot of men of letters. Ie was horn
about a.n. 213, but the place of his hirth is
uncertain.  Ifis mother was a Syrian, and it
has been, therefore, thought that he was
Lorn in the country of his mother. Ilowever
that might be, it is certain that he was sent
to Athens for his cducation, where hic was
placed under his uncle, who was a teacher
of rhetoric there. Ile travelled extensively
with his parents, and cvery where sought
out the socicty of the most eminent philoso-
phers to acquire from their own lips the
knowledge of their respective tenets.  For a
Tong time he placed himself under the Iearned
Origen, as his pupil, and ardently studied
the writings of the aucient philosophers,
especially of Plato; and by the commentarics
he wrote on this author, he excited some
ridicule from the philesophiers of that day,

2 method opposed to that mystical interpre-
tation of ancient authors which was then
hecoming fashionable. After several years
spent in the most assiduous study at Alex-
andria, the ardent Longinus retnred tc
Athens, aud opencd a school of his own. Of
his namerous pupils, the most conspicuous
was the celebrated Porphyry, who afterwards
beeame the great support of the Neo-Platonie
school of philosophers.

After a long and prosperous carcer af
Athens, Longinus repaired to the east, pro-
bably with the view of visiting his friends
there, and hecame acquainted with Zenobia,
the Queen of Palmyra. That famons city
was then in the height of its prosperity,
although for some considerable time it had
been tributary to the cmpire of Rome.  Ze-
nobia, a woman of masculine character, and
of literary accomplishments, established
Longinus in her city as teacher of the Greck
language and literature, and likewise resorted
to him for advice on questions of political
interest. On the death of her husband, Lou-
ginus hecame lier chief adviser; and it was
at his instigation that the chivalrous Queen
ventured to shake off the Roman yoke, and
defy the whole power of the empire. The
chastisement of the act was speedy and
signal.  Palmyra became @ ruin, Zenobia
was carried away captive, and weakly im-
puted all the blame of her actions to her
advisers, of whom Longinus, being the ¢hicf,
was instantly esecuted.

Thus fel], at the age of sixty, this eminent
scholar and eritic, who, in an age of declining
intellect, exhibited a masculine strength of
judgment which would have made him emi
nent in any age. Afier his time criticism
Deeame a mere vapid compilation and re
arrangement of the labour of othexrs. Orig:
nality and vigour of thought became extinet,
Even taste grew vitiated, and the second-bard
remarks of some obscure commentator wert
esteemed of greater value than the text they
were originally intended to illusirate.

A PROBLEM FOR THE INGENIOUS.

To five, and five, and fifty-five,
The first of letters add,
Youw'll sce a thing to shame a king,

for his clear, eritical examination of the test,

And make @ wisc man mad.
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LADY JANE’S MERLIN.
A TALE OF WINDSOR CASTLE.
BY THE AUTHOR OF *LONDON IN TIIEOLDEN TIME.?

Awako, awake. T bring, lover, T bring,
The newis gled, that blissful is and sure
Of thy comfort ; now laugh, and play, and sing,
Tor in the heavens deeretit is thy cure””
Zhe King's Quair.

Fair and royal castle of Windsor! rising so
proudly above thy circling forest, and looking
down onva landscape well worthy thee. What
scenes of knightly prowess, of royal pomp, of
strange adventure, or of wild and varied in-
terest, hast thou not witnessed since the first
conqueror of France reared thy fair structure,
and summoned the chivalry of Europe around
him! Since Chaucer, in reckless joyousness
of heart, pourcd forth his glad numbers like
the throstle, welcoming the sun and the sum-
mer blossoms; or, since the poet-monarch of
Scotland, like the caged nightingale, beguiled
his long captivity with song.

Vision-bringing, history-telling castle of
Windsor! all the great, and noble, and far re-
aowned of pastagessweepby whenwelookonthee
—while thou, vuchanged, unmoved, catchestthe
first ray of morning, and growest with the rose-
tints of evening; and thy forest renews its rich
vesture, as of yore, and thy river rolls on in its
pride and its beauty.

Arise, then, yc long vanishbed days! when
the warder stood on the bartizan, and the
archer band guarded the gateway; when the
first beam of the midsummer’s sun glanced on
e picturesque dresses of the yeomen of the
King's bow, who were holding the stag-hounds
and raches for the chase, and the hooded
falcons for the gentle sport of hawking; and
the company of minstrels, in their parti-colored
Labits, who, with harps and rebecks, stood
beneath the princely towers of Windsor, ready
to summon, with the wild butinspiring ¢ Hunt's
up,” the Duke of Glo’ster the Regent, and the
fair and noble company, to come forth and par-
take the delights of “¢‘ye mysterics of ye wode
and ryvere.”

Up, rentles, up? for the dappled sk
Tellsth that sun-rise is dravrr‘ing nig{\:
And the stars are vanishing otie by one,
And tho facrics have flected away, lest the sun
Shauld espy their gambols; and goldin, and sorite,
Andnizhitmare, that stalked throuzh the fearful nighd
Hare ficd with the shadows, and exch fair thirg
In the morning’s hen is awakeniug.

The hawks are in hond,

_Qur houuds fleed and goad,
And slag is aroused in the merry greenwool.

Up, Iardings, up? arice and mark
The nierry lay of the Vithesome lark:

While, on leaty #pray, to her song replying,
The sweet-voleed throstle full loudly singeth,
His hymn to the morning,—to her that bringeth
Suft dews, and falr lowery, and sweot sunlight, |
Chasing away sprite-haunted night.

Shnhi that wild sonyg

Trill s0 sweetly along,
Nor rise yo and join our jocund throng?

Up, ladyes, up! 0, bo not outdone
By every swert flower that opes to the sun
Her witehing eye, and looks Llithely thyongh
Her glittefine veil of the matin dew,
And biddeth the jocund sun good morresw,
Rise, fairer tlowers—0! well might they borrow
Leauty trom ye. ‘They bavo oped their eyes
Long since—~fir damsels, arige, arise!

Come forth from your boviers,

Ye breathing tlowers

Add new brightuess aud joy to the sunny hours!

Such was the wild lay that rung along the
battlements of Windsor, and echoed among the
fair spreading oaks of her forest; but the fair
and noble company did not come forth.

¢St IHubert! the hunter’s malison on all
minstrels,” exclaimed a stout yeoman, who was
holding in, with considerable difficulty, o couple
of noble stag-hounds, decsrated with gilt col-
lars; < what, the sun rising, the dews drying,
four brave bucks and three hearts of greece in
yon covers, and we must stand here like priests
at a funeral!—and all through singing and
minstrelsy, keeping the good compauy up till
past ten of the clock 7

“The saints wot well it was not through
me,” returned the principal musician, who bore
the high designation of *“king of the minstrels;”
g Dhad night was it for me, forI had prepaved
the Lay of Ypomedon, and Syr Thepas, and a
new romaunt that Thomas Chester, hath just
put into vhiyme, from the French, Syr Launfal;
but an outlandish minstrel came and played on
the harp so much, and sung so, that I was fain
to go to the buttery-hatch and solace myseif
with & gquart of Mahmscy.”

4 No bad solace, truly, Master Amelot,” re-
turned the yecoman ; * but who was he 27
#That no one knows, I trow,” replicd
Amclot, *for he was disguised somewhat like
a Christmas mummer; we could sce nought of
his face. Methinks I could play any day better
than he; but the noble company thought high
of him! and my Lord of Somersct gave him two
broad picces, and the Regent a fair gold chaing
but he would take nought but a rese from my
Lady Jane.”

“Then e cannot belong to your craft, if he
vefuses lavgess,” said the yeoman, laughing.
«No, indeed,” snid the king of the min-
strels; ¢ hieis some young springal, with more
marks than wit, methinks, and therefore ke

With dew-spreat wing to the eavens up fiying,

thinketh to go about disguised, like King Horn
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in the romaunt. Sir Amias sorely wished to
see whither he went; but my lord the Regent
would not suffer it. Ile is some knight in dis-
guise, perchance, performing a vow, said he;
therefore let him depart as he listeth.”

“I would he had sooner departed,
muttered the yeoman; ¢ farewell to the sports
of the merry greenwood ; our nobles will not
come forth to-day. Come, good Ameclot, ano-
ther ¢ Hunt's up,” and make the towers ring
again.”

Scarcely had the impatient yeoman uttered
the words, ere the pondrous castle gates rolled
back, and knight and baron, squire and lady,
took their way to the forest.

And a goodly sight, well harmonizing with
the bright hues and clear sunshine of a midsum-
mer morning, was that merry throng bounding
past so joyfully! The knight, his ponderous
armour laid aside for the silken surcoat and
forest-green mantle, the sword and lance ex-
changed for the horn-handled hunting kuife,
and

¢ Shefe of peacockes arrowes bright and kene

The baron, in cloth of tissue vest, on his gaily-
caparisoned palfrey; and the high-born damsel,
her long flowing gown gracefully caught up,
and confined in full folds beneath her bhroad
girdle, her fair tresses filleted with gold and
pearls, half-concealed by the flat velvet cap or
broidered hood,—the dclicately-inland buw
borne in her hand, and the gold-banded bugle
and quiver by her side, sweeping by on Ler
Spauish jennet, like a vision of faery land.
And many a noble, and many a beantiful
damsel that morning took her way to the forest;
but the last was the noblest and fairest—the
Lady Janc Beaufort.

¢ Qur lady’s benizon on thy sweet face,”
cricd Pierce, the yeoman, dofling his bonnet as
she passed, with as much, nay, perhaps more,
heartfelt devotion than if he bad bent before
the image of < our ladye.”

«Now, Master Amclot, and ye¢ had a song in
honour of our” fair Lady Jane, or even of the
merlin that sits on her wrist, I could listen till
curfew-tide.”

“Nay, my Lady Jane was sung enow last
night by that strange minstrel; she would heed
nought of my singing,” returncd the sovely dis-
pleased #King of the minstrels.”

“Well, then, good Awclot, what say ye to
the merlin—~fir mistress aud fair bird, Take
heed, my fair Lady Jaue,” continued the yeo-

man, apostrophizing as though she had been
present, ‘ay, take heed that her creance be
strong, or, with this fresh wind, ye may not re-
claim her.”

And, unconcious or indifferent to the admira-
tion her charms excited, the beautiful daughter
of Somerset, surrounded by a crowd of attend-
dntsand obsequious knights, advanced toward
the temporary stands, gaily adorned with green
boughs, where the noble company awaited the
turning out of the game; and, all carcless of
the gay scene around her, the Lady Jane saton
her fair palfrey, smoothing with her taper
fingers the silken plumage of her merlin, and
addressing to it those terms of endearment
which ladies of the ‘¢olden time’ were accus-
tomed to bestow on their feathered favourites,
while the beautiful bird arched her neck, half
expanded ‘her glossy wings, shook the silver
bells attached to her feet, and looked up into
her lady’s face with an eye almost as bright as
hgr own.

The noble company werc soon assembled
within the arbours—th. master of the sport
(according to ancient usage) sounded three long
notes on his horn, the signal for rousing the
game. The stag-hounds were uncoupled, the
raches were unloosed,—the first noble stag
bounded past ; while the forest rung with the
bugles of the hunters, the tinkling of the bridie
bells, the deep bay of the stag-hounds, and the
shouts ox the jsrfl company. Lady Jane was
among the last who joined in the pursuit, and
many a knight lingered near her bridle rein;
but the inspiring ardour of the chace prevailed
over gallantry, and she was, erc long, left be-
hind. The lady turned toward the proud
towers she had quitted, and again carvessed
her merling then swiftly untwisting the silken
thread, termed the creance, which secured the
bird from escaping, threw it offher hand. The
mierlin, joyful of her newly acquired liberty,
wheeled playfully round her mistress’s head,
and then darting upward was lost in the Dlaze
of morning.

The lady scemed, in thought, to follow ler
flight; she again gazed carncstly on the fair
towers of Windsor, and with flushed clicek and
gentle smile, struck into the forest.

The sun had nearly attained his height, and
the noble company, wearied with their anima-
ting but fatiguing sport, were, one by ong,
veturning, when a young man, inthe garb ofa
forester, threw himselR at the foot of onc of
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the oaks, and began warbling to himself a wild
ballad.

0! my lady is like tho blossom white,
That telleth rude winter's gone by
And my lady is like the star of the night,
That first peepeth forth on high:
And my lady'slike thee, fair morning light,
Flashing clear from the eastern sky.
For the whitethorn bloometh more sweet to see
On her leatless branch than on Jordly tree ;
Aud when day has fled from the coming nizht,
Then peepeth eve's star with her gentle Jight,
Aud the bright beam ofworning more gladly falls
On prison towers thanon lordly halls.

¢ Good morning, youngforester,” said Pierce,
the ycoman of the king's bow, advancing from
the opposite thicket, ¢ truly ye can sing & merry
lay in the greenwood as wellas draw & good
bow ; we feared ye had been a ghost, for ye
vanished so suddenly—only ghosts walk not by
daylight.”

The young man arese,—there was a flush of
agitation, it might bo alarm, on his check, and
he turncd away.

«“Nay, ye shall not go hence, young forester,
until ye try a shot with me,” cried Pierce,
seizing him with no gentle grasp; ¢ for, saints
preserve us,” added he, ¢“never was stag so
fairly brought down; and my Lord Somerset,
and Lord Rivers, and all, so praised ye. Il
seck him out, said I to Wat Iabershaw, and
try o shot with him for love; so come, young
master, let’s try.”

«What did you say of Lord Somerset?”
said the young forester eagerly.

“Why that he never saw a hart of greece
struck so fairly between the horns, and ye full
four-score paces off—Piexce, saith my Lord
Somerset, tell that young forester, if he will
take livery of me, he shall have eight marks by
the year, a coat of Lincoln green every mid-
summer, a gallon of ale by the day, and vert
aud venison to boot.  So up, young man, and
let me see if "twas good archery, or good luck,
that brought down the hartof greece.”

The young forester, though apparently uot
greatly pleased with his new associate, could
not decline his challenge.  Ife listlessly took
up the bow that lay beside him, sclected his
arrow, and drew his bow-string with the air of
a person occupied with far different thoughts.
Not so Pierce; he turned up his sleeves,
frushed his arrows, and paced backwards aund
forwards impaticntly.

“Now my good master can'st thou hit the

¢« A plague on thee!” cried Pierce angrily—
¢could ye not wait till we had wagered some-
what? Where were you born and bred '

¢ In the north,” answered the young forester,
proudly; but ye need not complain, ye would
but have lost your wager.”

“We'll try once again,” resumed Pierce;
sT'll shoot first, and if you shoot beyond me
ye shall tako this good brass hugle, that for
twenty years hath made Windsor Forest ring
again; and, if I win, I will have that gold, or
rather that parcel-gilt brooch in your bonnet.”

The young man took oftf his cap, and seemed
to look with surprise, not unmixed with vex-
ation, at the brooch that fastened the silken
band.

“Ye shall have my bow and arrows,” said
Le.

#Nay, nay, young forester,” replied Pierce,
<1 have bows and arrows enow; if I win, the
brooch for me; but, alack! I may rather say
farewell to my good brass bugle, for ye seem to
have the true craft of archery. Yelook at the
mark instcad of the arrow-”

Again the two archers prepared. Dierce's
arrow sung through the air, and strack just
beside that of the young forester’s.

« Now, my fair master,” said the well-
pleased yeoman, “shoot beyond, or put in your
shaft right atween these two, and I'll say ye're
worthy Robin Hood himself.”

With greater care than before did the young
forester prepave for the trial; he cautiously
measured the distance with his eye, and drew
the bow-string close to his ear; at this mo-
ment the shrill sound of a silver whistle was
heard.

«There's sore work,” said Pierce; ¢‘some
of our ladies have lost their merlins; St.
Hubert grant it may not be my Lady Jane.”

Again and again the silver whistle sounded;
at the last sound the young forester looked
anxiously around, while the arrow, pointed
with so much skill, flew wide of the mark, and
was lost among the neighbouring bushes.

< Your brooch, my fair north-couuntry archer,”
cried Pieree, joyfully. ¢ What! inCharnwood
and Sherwood, will 2 hawk’s whistle spoit your
archery 2

«Pierce,” called a voice from the opposite

wark on yon old oak, just beyond those clm:
trees!”

The young man drew his bow with a steady |
hand, and the arrow struck the mavk.

thicket, “my Lady Jane hath utterly lost her
merlin—Lord Somerset is sorely displeased—
seek about for her.”

«¢ Alack, that beautiful bird! exclaimed
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Pierce.  “Did I not say, when my Lady Janc
passed this morning, that if she let her fly with
this high wind, ten to ono if she might re-
claim her.”

« Go,” continued he, addressing the last
speaker, “go instantly to the keep; she was
trained there by Ralph, the constable’s falconel
—the wild haggard ! A hawk’s bell to an carl’s
baldrie if ~he may not be sitting on the battle-
ments. Off! I'Il follow thee.”

Picrce turned to where the young forester had
been standing, but he had vanished.

¢ Saints preserveus!” cried the bold yeoman,
¢ this archer playeth at hide and seek, like

Robin Goodfellow on a misty night. Truly,
unless I know somewhat more of him, I shall
searce like to wear his brooch.”

Another glance at the richly chased gold
brooch, which the half-affrighted archer still
held in his hand, determined him, notwith-
standing the mysterious disappearance of the
forester, toretain it, as a token of his mastery.

«T will keep it inmy pouch till after dinner,”
said he, ““and then I'll make them all guess
where I found it.”

So saying the bold yeoman set off to join the
ineffectual pursuit after Lady Jane’s merlin.
The lady scemed to bear the loss of her favour-
ite with so much composure that not a few of
her kind companions hinted, with arch smiles,
that she, perhaps, was better acquainted with
its place of concealment than any one else in
the castle; while her father, offering great
largess to any one who should bring it back.
joined himself in the search, with the dissatis-
fied air of a man who has just discovered some
mystery which he is unable to fathom.

Day passed away, and while the parti-
coloured light streamed with increasing
brilliancy through the richly emblazoned win-

dows of the hall, as the shadows of evening
deepencd—and while the fitful sound of music
and merriment bore witness to the prolonged.
revelry of the fair and noble company—Pierce,

heard, caused the good yeoman to advance with
hesitating footsteps, and looks of anxious
caution.

¢ Good Dicree,” said o voice, which he re-
cognised as that of the king of the minstrels,
«look about, and tell me if thou canst sce
aught of that strange minstrel who played here
last night. Our lady! would I might catch
him, I would soon know to what craft he be-
longed, and cudgel him soundly to boot. ¢We'll
have no minstrelsy to-night,” said the regent,
¢ Amelot will not do after him we heard last
night'—and I had got Syr Lybeus Disconius by
heart; and a marvellous sweet ballad, made by
Master Lydgate, concerning Sir Hector of Troy ;
and they would not hear me! Look !—there
he goes.”

Picrce saw a shadow glide along the trees, but
he could not: distinguish the form.

¢ That’s he,” continued Amelot, ¢¢ I saw him
before farther down yon green alley, avd he was
singing, too; and then T heard his voice over
yonder.”

«T tell thee, good Amelot,” returned Pierce,
¢ T like not such slippery beings; by daylight,
truly, I care not who I meet; but I love not
chasing goblins by moonlight, If this minstrel
were some knight in disguise, as yo think,
would Le not go boldly to the castle, and pray
admittance, instead, of wandering about like a
deer-stalker 2 What if he should have come
from the dead, like the black knight who rua
three courses in the tournament, as father
Gregory tellsus? Andmind yenot Giles of Max-
loe, who was found on the morrow of Candlemas,
half-drowned among the rushes at Datchet, be-
cause he followed a goblin-huater.”

1 would soon find out an he were goblin or
mortal, could I catch him,” replied the irri-
tated king of the minstrels. )

¢Then I would ye could watch here for me,”
said Pierce. ““Q! a merry life is the hunter’s
when the sun’s np, the dews drying, and the
hounds are in cry, and the stag flying so

gallantly before him! but, methinks, he needg

cursing the ill fortune that prevented him from'anotber draught of ale and :mother pottle
longer partaking the boisterous mirth of the, of charncco, to lie watching the game when
buttery took his way to the forest to incpcctl-xll good christians are asleep, and goblins
the toils placed for the deerin readiness nf"unﬁt and night mares, aund things belonging
the morrow’s sport, and to sce that the 5oun"lncxthcr to heaven or kell, are abroad.  So, good
yeomen-prickers were at their duty. Althou"h Amclot, bid Adam of the buttery-hatch send
twilight yet lingered, and the rising moon yet; Ifugh with a pottle of charneco to keep up my
more dispelied the shadows, still the combined|courage; and if there was a clove or two, and
influence of the deep potations he had taken,|a race of ginger init, ‘twould be nought the
and the tales of wild marvels which he Lad'worse; but be sure to tell Ifugh not to shout or
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sing; but tread as softly as in alady’sbowcr—-—'tho shrubs behind, and perceived the young
for two hrave harts of greece are harboured in forester, whose mysterious disappearance, the
yon cover.” day before had so excited his astonishment, lean-

The king of the minstrels 'duly performed 118 against a tree, with Lady Jane's own merlin
his kind embassy, and Adam of the buttery- onhisfinger; hisforester'sfrock wasunbuttoned,
hatch, sympathising with the night fears of 2nd a glittering baldric was partially visible
the bold ycoman, sent him a pottle of such in-:bencath, while a richly-chased goldenbugle was
spriting and cordial liquor, that, bidding suspended by its silken bands from his wrist

defiance to all spirits who walk by moonlight, |** St. Withold., who qucllcd: the x}ightmare w
he threw himself on a bank of fern, and laying murn.lurf:d Picrce, shuddering with horror,
2 sprig of witch-clm under his head, and repeat- I;;ﬁe‘:‘i dl;dectg’ no ;1;1‘:;10 1;13;15 : ; ﬁ?:sﬁ::ﬁ(;f
ing his night-spell as well as he was able, he; 1:d hiuntsman 1!
stretched himself along, and soon fell asleep. doqms:day,——of the bold archer so ’{reachcrously
The fresh breeze that springs up just before 's;;"n in the greem\'o:])d, Wh"ic spmtfy i“‘ l;aunts
ustli . the scenes once 50 dear to him,—of the farery
davn, rustling among the branches, or long ‘king with his golden bugk;, the strange

aroused the bold yeoman; a faint sound of itol £ vwhos low ¢ tal
music struck on his ear, and he looked anxiously Wiehery of whose metlow fones no morial may
resist,-—all rushed overpoweringly on the mind

around. In the gray and misty light, e\'ery]of the terrified yeoman. <Xt és the king of the

object took an uncertain and mysterious form, . .

. ifaeries, and he loves the fairest blossom in the
—the branches scemed wreathed into strange,, e indsor; the merlin knows him f00
fantastic shapes, and as they swayed across thc'_a fery doubtle:s Alas! there he stan d;

pathway, in the breeze of the morning, the! -7 " . . s e
imagination might casily conjure up figures of',“;th:“s n;ugxc hot‘ln, and r:xsxs :;x;xlmg(]: s::;,;;]‘:,;
ghost, goblin, and facry, flecting away to their;® " lr c(;x s ant °"‘,’,‘," 2 lat dp ‘; -
infernal prison, before the :spritc~tlispm'sing‘:S'“Wt acy 3t£rotlcc n:lc.h (;)301.1(1 © dt c.tf:)o:
crow of the coek.—Pierce sat up and looked YOOMAR With clasped uands; and wi

wildly around, while o strange wild melody, !vnzl‘cnt fet:;&:ttbhc t;x;ncd awa):l. i The 1‘:15?}1 "8
unlike any which he had been accustomed to'ntoxse o cd lx;m:c s a;ouse -d cll)x'xy.s crious
hear, seemed to proceed from the thicket be-, SrAnger, and he sprang forward.  ieree, i a

paroxysm of terror (for he who is discovered

hind him. The voice drew nearer, and now.: A , . .
he distinguished the following words :— «intrading on o fuery’s haunt must die), buried

himself among the fern, scarcely daring to draw
Ifenco, fuir merlin! the morning gray e ? y >

{5‘ ,cddc,,igg tf;;sl:,,._:l\w;‘y! away ! e ; his breath. The flutter of the merlin’s wings,

Thou spreadest thy glossy wings with glee,— PN 1 H 1

ATt ticod with thy shorb-capticity? gleey as thoug.h preparing for ﬂngln‘,3 and the txx}klo

ngti;‘ mrai full dli}tle flhoudktr;‘owcstl trow, 1 of hier silver bells, struck on his well-practised

10] oy elayed, an 0 SOrrrow and woe . . 2,

of mﬁ? )'e:ux-;s of a{:qnm,—yet all their pain ear; but heraised not his head. Commending

1avo Leen turned to joy by my Lady Jae. Limself to our lady and St. Hubert, the terri-

o thee, fair merlin,—away ! away! H 3 3

Tell my Indy X bloss that. morns A May f‘xed yeonman lay paunting with terror, udtil the

)\'h&m ]\vtiltlhdf?eryufoo:ssep, s %igh(. and free, joyful crow of the cock, and the glad song of
nd clotir n beauly’s regality, - . - ) .

%m met my ﬂ}zw mt:o the (}aw:f{:ni; }I;:'ht, the lark, gave signal that all spirits had fled :
urning my prison to a palace Lright; ik x R

And waking any. heart 16 many a stete thcz:, l}ke the bold moss-trooper of Branksome,

Of gladness, in honour of Lady Jano. sSpringing up,

Away, gentlo bird,—away! away! « fTo joyed to sce that morning light,

Tell my lady, though far from my realm I stray,

Though I may not in battle, or tournay, daro And sang Ave Mary as well as h\{migb(.”

Ta set lanco in rest, for my lady fair,

Though, like phant’om, Iwander, hier charms to seo, The merry sounds of the hom’,the full ery of

'}:rt,tsix;}]\ is her malgie wilglﬁx:‘ie, 2 the hounds, the loud shout and joyous halloo,

A josful captive to Lady Jage. < n, again cchoed through the green alleys of

;')ﬁv hc?ma' L:xh ?e?i"\i_a“y!t?myfx . Windsor forest, as knight, and noble, and il‘:lur
ell my Iady dark clouds eannot long dola; 1 itehi ime: 3

Tho waleom neht of 1ho Joewnd o :;sy'__ ¥y lafly !)ursued their mtclun_g pastime; while,

;:m‘t!\vimry s}lm'msl niay not l{la‘sfi th;a spring,— with light heart and gay smile, the Lad yJane,
hat heavenwill, erelong. some Tright chauge bring. g3 H 3

But vain wero tho warrior's high renown, 5 S Iher fugitive merlin again seated proudly on her

The minstrel’s fame, or the monarch’s crown; broidered g]ovc, took her way to the green-

And pomp. and honours. and joyaunce, all vain,

Without tho sweet smile of my Lady Jane. wood.

As the wild lay concluded, Picrce, in an{ ¢ Good Pierce, whathas come to thee 27 said
agony of terror, pulled aside the branches of:the king of the minstrels, looking with surprise
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on the pale and haggard looks of the bold yeo-
man.

¢ Saints protect all hunters,” said Pierce,
devoutly. crossing himself;- ¢ ye know not what
I have scen, nor heard, either. Aiack, the
strange minstrel, and strange forester, are both
the same person, and weare bewitched, or alike
be, for he is the king of the faeries!”  *

“Qur lady!” ecxclaimed tlie king of the
minstrels, crossing himself also, nothing doubt-
ing the veritable existence of the monarch of
facry-land; ¢but, good Pierce, how did ye
know it was he?—had he his golden hunting
horn slung about his neck 27

¢ Ay, marry, ho had the gold bugle on one
wrist, and Lady Jane’s merlin on the other;
and now Ibethink me, when yesterday I wanted
to try a shot at the pricks with him, he seemed
strangely unwilling, and yet I would; and
then, morever, I must take his brooch out of
his cap, which is all the same a3 though I had
sold myself to the devil.”

«YWhat have ye done with it ?”

¢ Alack, here it is; P11 throwitinto the brook
aswo pass, and get father Gregory to shrive
me; for all the saints well wot, that had
I thought him the king of the faceries, Ihadfled
away from him as fast asyon stag from the
hounds, of a bevy of quails from a falcon.”

¢ This is not faery gold,” said the king of
the minstrels, turning the brooch about and
narrowly examining it, ¢’tis a brooch fit for
o prince, and marvellously chased and graven.”

“Pierce!” said a commanding voice; while
the poor yeoman dared not turn his liead; lest
he should meet the withering glance of the
king of the faeries. ¢ Up, Pierce! doff your
bonnet;” continded Amelot, ¢’tismy lord the
Reégent.”?

¢“Q! my lord Duke,” said Pierce, looking
bewildered around him, ¢ iwenty years liave I
ranged this forest, butnever before saw what I
did last night; alack! no wonder evil spirits
ghould have power over me, for I have taken
feary gold.”

Tho dukeé took the brooch, and he exaimned
it with cvident marks of surprise, and listened
with attention to the bewildeting account of
the poor yeomaw's trisl- of skill with the
forester ; his subsequentencounter at daybreak;
iis mysterious possession of Lady Jane’s merlin,
¢which,” said Pierce, *I well knew to belong
to my lady from the length of her train, and
her speckled wings, andher Milan bells sounded

with silver ;”—and then the wild ballad about
realms, and crowns, and phantoms, which
seemed to him irrefragable evidence of the
singer béing no less important a personage than
the king of faery-land:

¢ Comfort yourself, by good yeoman;” said
the Duke of Glo’ster; ¢¢the king of the fairies
shall'no longer affright my bold foresters; I
know & strong spell to exorcise him, and he
shall no longer walk there by moonlight.”

The duke returned to the castle, and sum-
moned the constable of the keep before him.
A mcssenger was dispatched to the Eaxl of
Somerset, while the noble company, who ere
long assembled in the great hall, weary and
hungry with the gay sports of the morning,
cast many an anxiouslook toward the door at
the upper end, impatiently anticipating the en-
trance of the Regent, and the welcome signals
of dinner. And many anxious surmises, and
many mysterious whispers, circulated among
the noble company; and many a look of suspi-
cion, not unmixed with concern, was glanced
on the fair Lady Jane, who, with her beautiful
merlin still sitting on her wrist, stood alone in
tho recess of one of the richly-cmblazoned
windows, her eyes mournfully cast up to the
keep, and the tumult of her mind too plainly
visible in the changing colours of her check.
At length the Regent appeared, surrounded by
his nobles, ahd, followed by a long train of
knights, esquires, and yeomen, took his seat
beneath the cloth of estate. ¢ Come forward,
my fair Lady Jane,” said he, with an arch
smile, ““and tell m& how ye recovered your
merlin!” The lady stood before her uncle,
her eyes fixed on the ground; while the
Regent stooping, as though to caress the fair
bird, suddenly broke the silken thread that
secured her, and she quitted her lady’s hand,
and alighted on the wrist of 2 young man stand-
ing behind.

«Q, my fair cousinh Jane!” exclaimed the
Regent, laughingly, beckoning the young man
forward; ‘commend me to your merlin’s
fidelity, cather than to her secrecy, for she hath
discovered s, My lords,” continued the’
Regent, ¢ we have for many years here keptin
durance 3 young and roysl prisoner, who hath
sought to beguile his long captivity bylove for
our fair cousin Jane. I have dicovered that
depending on his knightly honour, our cou-
stable of the keep hath ofttimes permitted bim

to go forth in disguise, and wander in the forest.
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Great ransom hath been long offered for him;
then what say ye, my noble lords and coun-
sellors, if King James of Scotland return in
freedom to his kingdom, while, to sceure his
good faith and brotherly love towards us, we
place him in the gentle custody of my Lady
Jane 27

¢ And truly, my good king of the miunstrels,”
said Pierce, the morning that witnessed James
of Scotland’s final farewell to the princely
towers of Windsor, to receive the hand of Lady
Jane, and take possession of his kingdom;
“yes, truly, Master Anmelot, I was not wholly
wrong, for though I did not, indeed, meet the
king of the faeries, yet that forester was a king,
1 thank the saints that I did not throw his
goodly brooch into the river. Ill wear it in
my bonnet right proudly, for few yeomen, be-
side Robin Ifood, can boast they have chal-
lenged o king; and when we sit round the fire
at Christmas, and drain the wazsail bowl, and
tell old stories, methinks I shall tell as good o
one as any of ye, for it shall be about King
James of Scotland andmy LapyJaNe's MERLIN.”

THE IIONOURABLE FRANCIS HINCKS.
WITH A PORTRAIT.

We some time ago announced our intention of
giving occasionally illustrations of notable per-
sonages connected with the History of Ganada,
and in accordance with our plan, several por-
traits have appeared. This month, our design
is continued—the Portrait of the Hon. F.
Hincks—and hope to present these illustrations
with more regularity than wehave hitherto done.

The following memoir of Mr. Hincks is
copied, with a few unimportant alterations,
from the Illustrated Magazine of Art :—

¢ This gentleman, to whose enlightened
mind and patriotic spirit, Canada is so decply
indebted, is the fifth and youngest son of Dr.
Hincks, of the family of Hincks, of Brecken-
brough in Yorkshire, which traces its origin to
William Hincks, an alderman of Chester in
1641. Dr. Ilincks, who setttled in Cork in 1791,
was an active member of the various benevolent
socicties in that city. e was miuister of the
Princess Street, Presbyterian congregation, and
secretary of the Cork Institution; and was also
distinguished for his success in the instruction
of youth, several educational works that he
published having had a large circulation, and
many of his pupils have risen to eminence in

their respective professions. In addition to
the ordinary branches of school education, he
gave lectureofi'natural phiflostphy, cheémistry,
and natural history ; which were open to others
as well as his immediate pupils, and which led
to the establishment of the Cork Institution, of
which ke may be regardcd as the founder. In
January 1S15, he removed to Fermoy, in con-
sequence of obtaining the mastership of the
classical school there founded, by John Ander-
son, Esq. ; and ia July 1821, to Belfast, having
been eclected head classical master and pro-
fessor of Hebrew in the Royal Institution of
that city.

Edward, the cldest son of Dr. Hincks, ob-
tained a fellowship in Trinity College, Dublin,
in 1813, and is now rector of Killyleagh, a col-
lege living which was formerly of considerable
value. He is the author of several papers in
the transactions of the Royal Irish Academy,
on subjects connected with Egyptian, Persian,
and Assyrian archxology. In the two latter, .
his discoveries have attracted much attention,
in connection with those of Col. Rawlinson, the
same results having, in several instances, been
obtained almost simultaneously, by tho one at
Killyleagh, and by the other at Bagdad. He
was the first to determineé the forms and values
of the Assyrian numerals, from an examination
of ancient inscriptions at Van; an account of
which was published in the journal of the
Asiatic Society.

The second son, William, is distinguished as
o naturalist; he was the first professor of
natural history in Queen’s College, Cork, and
hag for the past year or two, held a similar
situation in the University of Toronto.

The third son, Thomas, has been curafe of
Belfast, and is the Prebendary of Cairné Castle;;
he has the character of being one of the most
active and efficient clergymien of the Established
Church of Ireland.

Francis, thoe squect of the present notice,
commenced his education under his father; at
Fermoy, and continued it in the classical and
mathematical school of the Belfast Institution;
then presided- over by Dr. James Thompson,
afterwards professor of mathematics in the
University of Glasgow. In the month of Novem-
Dber, 1822, he entered the collegiate department
of the Institution, and attended the Logic and
Belles Lettres, and the Greck and Latin classes
during the winter session. But in May, 1823,
he expressed a desire to be o merchant, and it

was finally arranged that he sh ould be articled
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for five years to the house of John Martin and
Co., previously to which, however, he had three
or four menths jaitixtien jnto .Lusiness habits
in the office of his father's friend, Samucl
Bruce, Esq., notary public and agent. The
period for which he was articled terminated in
QOctober, 1828, but he continued with the firm
until the beginning of 1830, when he sailed to
tho West Indies as supercargo of ono of Messrs.
Martin and Co’s, vessels. e visited Jamaica,
Barbadoes, Trinidad, and Demerara, but not
meeting with an inducement to settle in any of
these colonies, he agreed to accompany a Cana-
dian gentleman, whom he met at Barbadoes, to
Canada, and procceded toMontreal and Toronto,
his object being to ascertain the nature of
Canadian commerce and business. IHaving
gleanad the information he desired, hereturned
to Belfast in 1881, In the following summer,
having determined to settle in Canada, he mar-
ried the second daughter of Alexander Stewart,
Esq., linen merchant of Belfast; and soon after
sailed to New York and proceeded to Toronto,
whero he became the tenant of a house and
store belonging to and adjoining the residence
of Mr. Baldwin, who had emigrated from Cork
several years previously. From him, Mr. and
Mes. Hincks and their youthful family received
attentions and services, of which, Mr. Ilincks
often speaks with grateful recollection. Ife
soon obtained a high reputation for knowledge
of business, and when Mr. Mackenzie attacked
Mr. Merritt and others respecting the Welland
Canal, and obtained a parliamentary investiga-
tion, he was chosen, with another merchant, to
examine the accounts. e was also appointed
secretary to the Mutual Insurance Company,
and cashier to a new Banking Company.

. On tho appointment of Lord Durham to the
Government of Canada, Mr. Hincks commenced
the Ezaminer newspaper, in the editorship of
which he displayed such remarkable vigor and
talent, that he was invited to become o candid-
ate for the representation of the County of Ox-
ford in the first Parliament held after the union
of the Upper and Lower Provinces. The elee-
tion was held in March, 1841, when Mr. Hincks
was returned by & majority of thirty-one over
his opponent, a gentleman named Carroll.
Shortly after his election, he was appointed by
Sir Charles Bagot,Inspector Generalof Finances,
and was obliged, in consequence, to vacate his
seat and return forre-election. He was opposed
by John Armstrong, Esq., who abandoned the
contest ap noon on the third day, Mr. Ilincks

having a majority of 218, When Lord Metcalf
dissolved the Canadian Parliament in 1844, M.
Hincks was defeated, his opponents being Robt.
Riddell, Esq., who was returned by a majority
of twenty over Mr. Hineks, and the Ion. Thos.
Parke, who did not go to the poll. In 1848,
however, he was agnin elected by the large ma-
jority of 335 over his old opponent, Mr. Carroll.
Having for the second time accepted the office
of Inspector General of Finances under the admi-
nistration of his fivst friezd in Canada, he was
re-clected without opposition.

Upon the reconstruction of the Ministry, con-
sequent on the retirement of Mr. Baldwin,
owing to his impaired health, Mr. Iincks was,
through the strong expression of public opinion,
named Prime Ministex by the Governor General,
and he has, until lately, held that post with dis-
tinguished honour, and with the confidence and
respeet of all the good men of every political
denomination in Canada. Nor is this a higher
meed tlian he deserves; for it is mainly to his
financial ability, his enlarged views as a politi-
cian, his great practical knowledge of what is
conducive to the material interests of Canada,
and his tact and experience asa parliamentary
debater, that the Province occupics its present
position, and has before it the brilliant pros-
pects that are constantly opening up.

When Mr. Hincks visited England in 1852,
he had the honor of being presented to the
Queen, who received him with much courtesy.

On his return to Canada, he was elected to
represent the County of Osford for the fifth
time, by a majority of seventy-nine over his
opponent, John G. Vansittart, Esq. Mr. Shen-
stone, Clerk and Census Commissioner of the
County of Oxford, has, in his ¢ Oxford Gazet-
teer,” borne powerful testimony to the value of
Mr. Hincks’s patriotic and praiseworthy exer-
tions. In dedicating his useful work to that
gentleman, he says: ¢ I find that the first mu-
nicipal act, giving to the people great powers;
the amendment of it, whereby these powers
were greatly increased; the establishment of
township councils; the new elective law,
whereby a poll isopenedin each township; the
amendment of the clective act, whercby sheriffs
are ex officio returning officers, and township
clerks ¢z oficio deputy returning officers; the
division cowrt act, the assessment act, the new
jury act, the new post-office act, and cheap
postage—all of them date their existence from
the time of your first clection to represent this

County, and in all of them your masterly hand
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is unmistakeably discerned. In addition to
these inestimable and invaluable blessings, en-
Jjoyed, in common with us of this County, by the
whole Province, I may add that, although the
Great Western Railroad and the London and
Hamilton Plank and Gravel Road had long been
in contemplation, and repeated unsuccessful at-
tempts had been made to forward them before
your election, it required your information,
energy, and perseverance to complete the one
and place the other in its present prosperous
and promising condition.” It was he, too, who
first appreciated the necessity of a great system
of railways throughout the Province; and it is
to him that the credit of the Grand Trunk Rail-
way of Canada in its present extended propor-
tions is due. IIappy, indeed, would every
colony of Britain be, if its councils were dirccted
by a Minister as patriotic and as enlightened as
Francis Hincks!

A DAY AT HAMPTON COURT.*

Of all the palaces in the 0ld World, thereis
not one so rarely rich in historic interest as this
gloricus structure which Cavdinal Wolscy built
and gave away !

“Why are you building a palace so much
more splendid than any of mine 2 his jolly old
master, Henry the Eightl, inquired of the Lord
Chancellor.

¢ T'0 make it a present to your majesty,” was
the ready and wily answer of the ambitious
Wolsey.

It stands on the Thames, twelve miles out of]
London, and is the great resort of the public,
for whose pleasure the grounds and halls and
galleties of art are now freely thrown open. Its
Listory I shall give as I go on with the chapter.

It was Friday morning when I rode out there,
Not the pleasantest morning I could wish, but
the only day I could command before leaving
the city; and if I did not eee the palace now,
I never should. I must not pause to speak of|
the many classic spots I passed in that morning;
ride : the haunts of Pope, of Thomson, of Gay,
of Cowley, of Oliver Cromwell, and & host of
others, known in their country’s story. I
reached the palace about eleven, and was sur-
prised to find myself alonc on tho ground. The
armed .sentinels were pacing the great door-
ways, which-were open as if anarmy as well as
a single traveller might enter, but I was speedily

# From “Travels in Europe and the East,” by Samuct
Trenwus Prime, Harper, Brothers, New York.

summoned to stand. ¢ There is no admission
here to-day : itis Friday.”

This was a blow to my hopes, and I asked if
the rule was inflexible.  ¢¢ Oh, yes,” was the
answer; ¢ there’s a great many comes here
Fridays who don’t know the rule, but they
never gets ing they try to hire somchody to
show them the apartments, but the porters is all
gone, and there’s nobody to show them. You
can’t get in at all.”

Here was a dead failure. A ride of twelve
miles to sce a royal palace, and any one of
my guide-books would have told me it was
closed on Fridays, but thoughtlessly I had come
on the only day when it was shut, and the only
day I had to spare before leaving. I was more
than disappointed—vexed at my own dullnessy
and made resolutions not to be so careless in
future. The gardens were open, and I walked
among the beds of flowers, and under the
howers of beauty, graveled and shaded walks a
mile in & straight line, and lakes with gold-fish
and sparkling fountains on either hand; but
even these, more Iuxuriant and paradise-like
than I had ever scen, scemed but to aggravate
my disappointment. I sat down in an antique
chair in a lovely nook, and promised mysclf not
to mention my visit to Ifampton Court to any
of my friends. Several parties had been out
to see it, and returned home with glowing de-
scriptions, and now I had come alone, and was
to xeturn asIcame. A thought struck me.
Finding & scrvant on the grounds, I asked if
there was a gentleman any where who had any
connection with tho palace, to whom I could
apply for some information. He led me toa
door, and gave me the gentleman’s name. I
called upon him: sent him my card: he in-
vited me in, and received me courtcously. I
told bhim I was ashamed to say I had come on &
fool’s errand: cavelessly bad visited Hampton
Court on Friday, ard must now return to Ame-
rica without sceing it, unless I could find access
to-day. He said that during his residence there
he had never known of the apartments being
opened escept on the appointed days: that
crowds, varying from 500 to 6000, were there
daily, and sometimes 15,000 had visited it in a
single day: and on Friday the doors were never
opened; dut—and then I began to hope—but,
said he, it would give me great pleasure to
walk with you through the palace: the porters
are all away, but if T can get tho keys we will

be our own porters, and take our own time.”
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And he soon found the keys ; and we mounted
the king's staircaso and entered the halls of
Henry the Eighth.

The story of Wolsey, the Prime Minister
of Ienry VIIL, is familiar to every youthful
reader. And it should be. Hislife is the grand-
est lesson for statesmen, and indeed for all man-
kind, the English history presents. By rapid
strides he rosc from obscurity to be more pow-
ful, more wealthy, and far more luxurious than
his monarch; and then he fell like Lucifer, and
perished miserably, by peison, to escape the
shame of the scaffold. In the days of his great-
ness he resolved to make a palace of unrivaled
glory. e called on forcizn and domestic doc-
tors to select the healthiest and the fairest spot

_ in the vicinity of London, and this being chosen,
he bought up thousands of the surrounding
acros, and converted them into parks, and gar-
dens, and hunting grounds, e lavished untold
sums of gold in building a house that covers
eight acres of ground, with apartments to lodge
and entertain some thousands of guests; and
these he embellished with the most costly paint-
ings, and every lusury that the wit of man
could suggest or a voluptuous imagination con-
ceive. The records of the revelings that once
made these halls jocund for successive months,
appear like romance to us who live in days when
vice is less publie, if not less common than in
the times of our ancestors. The king accepted
the present of the palace in 1530, and here he
set up his royal residence, and right regally
he held sway in these now peaceful courts. I
have just been in the Chiapel Royal, where suc-
cessive monarchs have heard prayers. Here
Edward VI. was baptized, with Archbishop
Cranmer for godfather. Here Jane Scymour,
his mother, died a few days afterward; and
here the many-wived Henry VIIL, having dis-
posed in various ways of five, was married to
Lady Catharine Parr. Iere, too, James the
First presided at the famous conference between
the Presbyterian and the Established Clurch,
and out of that conference grew our present
trauslation of the English Bible. Queen Anne,
his wife, died here. Charles I, was monarch,
and Crorawell was master after him, and here
cclebrated the nuptials of bis daughter. After
the restoration, successive sovercigns resided
here; but I will not weary you with the history.
William IIL. adorned the palace and made ex-
tensive improvements, and there are monuments
of his taste on every hand, Buc what is now

the use to which it is ail applied ? The state
apartments embrace a series of magnificent
rooms in the central palace, a quadrangle with
a fountain court in the centre, Ilere is the
Guard Chamber, the King’s Presence Chamber,
the Audience Chamber, the King's Drawing-
room, the King’s Bedroom, the Queen’s Bed-
room, the Queen’s Drawing-room, the Queen’s
Audience Chamber, the Great Hall, hung with
the most remarkable tapestrics and emblemati-
cal flags. These, and many other apartments
I have not named, are now hung with paintings
all but innumerable, by the most illustious mas-
ters, making galleries of priceless value: por-
traits, of the most distinguished men and the
most beautiful women, in the costume of the
times in which they lived, on many of which I
could deseant at any length; but in such o wil-
derness of paint, T know not where to begin.—
I could more easily recite the great men whose
portraits are not here.

I was hastening on, lest I should be tréspas-
sing dn mykind friend’s courtesy, but hie insisted
on my procecding leisurely, sud studying all
that T wished to master. And there we enjoyed
the silence and solemn quict of those old halls,
looking upon the faces of men and women that
had once shone in those very courts. One cham-
ber containg all the frail beauties of the licen-
tious court of Charles II. Another is filled with
scenes from Holy Writ, making strange contrasts
now, as of olden time; here is the portrait of a
little man, Sir Jeffrey Hudson, who was so very
small that, at a feast given to Charles I., he
was actually served up alive in a cold pie; and
then we have a full length portrait of a man
seven feettwoincheshigh. Philosophers, poets,
and painters, kings, queens, and statesmen,
priests and people, are here in endless ranks.—
Tt was so much better to be alone in this study
than in the midst of a crowd, and my guide was
so familiar with the pictures, that he enlivened
the hours with anecdotes new and entertaining,
and I was not unwilling to give him one or two
in return. And when we had at last completed
the circuit, he sent for the keys of the old
kitchens, unused for two hundred years, where
the cardinal’s feasts were prepared. The fire-
places were sixteen feet across, and the iron
bars still stood in them on which the spits
rested to roast the meats before huge fires; and
then we explored the old vaults where the rich
wines were stored, and we thought, for a cardi-
nal, Wolsey must have had things quite comfort-

able.
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¢ And now it is dinner time; come and dine
with me,” my. new friend said to me, a3 we
emerged from the lower regions. And in spite
of all my protestations to tho contrary, he in-
sisted, and the rest of the day was spent at his
hospitable board, We had a good time there
too. And was not all this as handsome a speci-
men of kindness to a stranger, as genuine urba-
nity and hospitality as you ever met with? I
refrain from the mention of his name, for I
should offend him if I did not; but I take a plea-
sure in recording it as not only English, but
beautiful, and an incident that I shall cherish
when I return to my own land, where such at-
tentions to strangers will never be uncommon,
as they are not here. In America, we have
thought our English brethren sclfish, cold, and
disinclined to open their hearts to strangers,
especially to those from our country. I have
not found it so. A gentleman is always kind.
But few are so kind in any Jand as he was to
whom I am indebted for one of my mest agree-
able days in England.

I inquired at table to what use the scores of
apartments in these long wings are put, which
we have not yet explored. .

¢ These,” he replied, “are all occupied by
families of distinction and merit, by the kindness
of the government, which thus confers upon
them free of rent, a home, when by a reverse
of circumstances they are in nced of such pro-
vision. Itsometimes occurs that the widow and
children of an officer who has fallen in his
country’s service are thus made easily comfore-
able for life by being housed in these grand
old halls, where they may live in a style that
suits their taste and means, surrounded by
elegant grounds, and every thing to please the
cye and promote the health, though there is
nothing of it all they can call their own.”

It is very much the same with the richest and
greatest amongst us.  What can they have but
what they may eat, drink and put on? They
may gaze on the parks and fountains, and so
may the deer that browse in them, and the beg-
gars that look through the gates. And when
they die, there is the end of it. Still it is,
doubtless, a fine thing to be the owner of such
grounds a3 these.

And so I returned to the city, musing on what
I had scen and felt during the day. Ihaddined
in the palacoof the sovereigns of England; had
trod the courts where Henry VIIL, and Edward
VL, and Charles I., and Cromwell, and Charles
I, and Willinm IIL, and others of the royal

line had feasted, and I asked myself, is any one
of them happier or higher than if he had never
been menarch of England?

Itwould have been a gratification to go through
Buckingham Palace, in the city of London, but
it was never convenient to do so when tho Queen
was absent, and strangers are not admitted when
she is at home. The present Queen of England
justly enjoys the respect and love of her subjects.
All classes speak in equal terms of loyal attach-
ment. Well they may. As s monarch, as a wife
and mother, her example is worthy of the high
station she adorns, and that example of social
virtue is felt in all the circles of private life,
from the Court to the humblest hamlet in the
land. ¢ God save the Queen,” and spare her

long to reign over her willing and faithful
people.

VIENNA.*

A better specimen of “confusion unconfused”
you will never find in the way of a city than in
this Vienna. From the vicinity of St Stepfmn’s,
the streets are supposed to radiate in all direc-
tions, and the lofty tower of this cathedral is
the beacon by which you may regulate your
steps in almost any part of the town of
400,000 inhabitants. Its palaces of the em-
peror and princes, who rival in the extent and
magnificence of their residences; its bastions
converted into promenades, and furnished with
cafésand gardens for the pleasure of the people;
its Prater, which is a poor attempt to be what
Hyde Park is to London, or the Bois de Bou-
logne to Paris, all give Vienna decidedly
brilliant appearance, though the people are the
least lively of any of the Germans. Business
is dull. Prices ave high. Pcople are suspicious.
The government is hated. The police is inso-
lent. Virtue israre. Viceis rampant. Cor-
ruption, public and private, social and domestic,
prevails to such a degree that all the founda-
tions of society are out of place. Every thing
is rotten in Austria,

The German name of Vienna is Wien, from a
dirty little stream that crawls through the city
into tho Danube, two miles off. Strange that
so foul a place has so much beauty. Some of
the streets are narrow, but others are wide and
handsomely built; some of the houses large
enough to accommodate three or four hundred

* From “Travels in Europe and the East,” by Samuel
L Prime.
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persons, and one or two are so large that two
thousand people live in them, families taking
suites of rooms as they do in Scotland. Some-
times the street leads underground, or at least
under arches, and for a long distance you are
out of sight of the houses, and wondering where
you are coming to, but you emerge again into
the wilderness of brick and mortar. As our
hotel was near the Cathedral, we were fond of
terminating all ourramblesthere, and studying
n its cool and silent, though gloomy walls, the,
sculpture, of richness ravely surpassed, and
the great windows of stained glass, one of them
a wheel of exceeding heauty; the pulpit of
carved stone most exquisitely wrought, and the
monument of Frederiek IIL., on which no less
than two hundred and forty fizures and forty
coats of arms have been cut, with Frederick’s
device of the five Roman vowels, 4, B, I, 0, U,
which arc interpreted to read, ¢ Austrice Est
Imperare Orbi Universo”—¢ It is for Austria to
rule the world i a prediction not very likely to
be fulfiled. The tower of this cathedral rises
465 feet, and has a bell weighing 85,400
pounds, with a clapper of 1100. The bell was
made of 180 Turkish cannon. In the clock-
room stands a watchman, furnished with a tele-
scope aud a chaxt of the city, so perfect that,
when hie sees a fire, he can determine in what
strect and number it is.  Instantly he puts it
upon paper, drops it to the ground in a hollow
ball provided for the purpose, and & runner is
" despatched to the fire department.  Underneath
the cathedral are vast catacombs filled with
dead bodies, but they are no longer open to the
curious.

I went to the Chuvch of the Capuchins, to
visit the royal ‘'mausoleum. A monk took a
torch in his hand, and lel us down into the
vaults beneath the church, where some seventy
or cighty coffins, the narrow houses of cmper-
ors and cmpresses and princes, lie side by side.
Here lies Marin Theresa, who, for thirteen
years after the death of her husband Francis,
came cvery day to mourn by his coffin, till
death permitted her tolie by his side.  Ilere is
the mortal part of Maria Louisa, and the Duke
of Reickstadt, son of Napoleon I. What a
throng of cmotions crowd on the mind in the
midst of such remains! What a linc of heredit-
ary grandeur and power has bad its end in
these cellars!  The most of these coflins contain
the ashes of whom few can remember more than
they once had a place in the list of royalty, and
now they arc no better than the common herd,

heaped by thousands into the catacombs of tho
cathedral. The old Capuchin monk would hold
historch over cach coffin to which he came,
and mumble a few words of history, passing on
to another, and hastening through the service,
which he had performed a hundred times, and
was tived of it.

On Sunday we walked out to St. Charles
Burromeo. Workmen were busy driving piles
in the river, but the shops were generally shut;
so that it seemed as if the people were disposed
to suspend business on the Sabbaih, but the
government keeps it going. We found the
church, a magnificent structure, rich with silver
and gold, with all the ornament of painting and
sculpture, and the blazonry of the most superb
embellishment of any church in Vienna, crowd-
ed with worshippers, apparently very devout.—
At various altars in side chapels, priests were
saying masses; and one group, a father and four
children, secking the repose of the soul of a
wife and mother, attracted my attention, and
awakened sad interest, as, with tearful affection
they looked on and joined in the senscless cere-
mony. From the far-away orchestra came o
burst of music that thrilled me, and as I thought,
the vast assembly. Rarely have I seen females
in the choir of 2 Rowish church; but here were
four women with exquisite voices, and as many
male singers.  Elaborate and glorious anthems
pealed from the great organ; and as I stood
behind the pillars of this splendid temple, and
felt the power of music stealing into my soul,
now stirring the loftiest aspirations as it soared
among the stars, and now m:elting me into tears
as the softest and tenderest strains came down
into the lowest depths of my being, I had some
conception of the part which music may be made
to bear in tho service of a chiurch which is the
mightiest imposition ever practiced upon the
ignorance and superstition of man.  Around me
were many who kad all the appearance of being
thebest born of Vienna. I admire this feature
of Romish worship everywhere. The rich and
poor meet together before the altar; side by
side they kneel and pray; rags touch robes,
and soil them sometimes, but all arc on a level.

The next day we speat among the pictures
and sculptures, the antiquitics and other curi-
ositics of Vienna. The Imperial Jewel Officeis
to be catered, we were told only by ticket tobe
obtained from some government office; but we
found that a few zwangzijers were quite as
effectual, and even more so, for the grateful
porter, dressed like & gentlewan, and vay in-
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telligent, while he left the ticketed crowd to
look at the jewels and guess at their nawes and
history, attended us constantly, and gave us
all the information we desired. Of the value
of the precious stones here gathered I am
almost afraid to speak. Iere were lying, all
unconscious of its worth, as true merit ever
seems, the famous diamond weighing 133 carats,
which was lost by Charles the Bold in Battle,
and when found was sold for a dollar or two.
And near it shines another of 2980 carats. But
more than all the rest, I admired a bouquet of|
diamonds, of priceless value, a coustellation of
brilliants which fairly dazzled the eyes, and
when the value was told, tempted & brexch of
the tenth commandment. IHere too was the
crown and all the jewels which Napoleon wore
when he made himsclf king of Lombardy; but
the jewels are not real oncs, mere imitations,
just as good for show, and nobody could tell the
difference without testing them. But there is
no sham about the crown of Charlemagne, which
was taken from his grave and used for centuries
by the Emperors of Germany. Besides these
precious stones, these chambers are filled with
articles of virfu, rare and beautiful, muny of
great historic interest, and others of such cle-
gant design and workmanship that they would
seem to have cost & man his bifetime.
Schonbrun, the counury palace of the young
Erperor, is fine.y situated in view of the city
and 2 noble range of hills, the great hunting
forest of royaity, where wild boars range unmno-
lested till they are apnually chased by the
cmperor and his suite. Napoleon was here in
1809, aud here his son died in the carc of his
grandfather. In the beautiful garden behind
the palace, a German student attempted the
life of Napoleon, and was pui to death on the
spot. Hundreds of people from Vicnna, two
miles off, are wandering through these grounds,
and in the Znological Gardens adjoining, where
a few beasts are caged for the amusement of
men.  The monkeys in wire houses were cvi-
dently German monkeys, not half so lively as
the French, whose antics in the Garden of
Plants, in Paris, excited peals of applause from
delighted multitudes.

MODERN SPIRITUALISM;
OR
SPIRIT RAPPING UNVEILED.

“Incredulity,” says Aristotle, ¢is the foun-
dation of a1l wisdom.” The truth of this asser-

tion may safely be disputed, and as far as human
experienco goes, wo find it much casier to be-
lieve that credulity is the foundation of all
folly. A certain extent of credulity, or, more
properly, belicf, may, indeed, be considered ab-
solutely necessary to the well-being of social
communities; for universul scepticism would be
universal distrust. Nor could knowledge ever
have arrived at its present amazing height, had
every intarmediate step in the ladder of science,
from profound ignorance and slavery of intellect,
been disputed with bigotted incredulity. Much,
therefore, as we may be inclined to Jaugh down
and ridicule the doctrine of Spiritualisin, we
would not be dving justice to ourselves orsociety
were we to do so, without devoting to it a cer-
tain amount of attention. It was purcly on
this account that a latter entitled-SrimiTuarnisy
1N Onto appeared in the last two numbers
of our Magazine. Some say that this letter was
too gross an absurdity to warrantits appear-
ance under any circumstances; but let such be
careful lest the charge of ¢ bigotted incredulity
should apply to them. Itis not our inteution
to review this letter, indeed we would hardly be
justified in such a proceeding; our design is
merely to give our readers our experiences in
Spiritualism, and attempt an explanation of
the phenomena.

It is a curious task to investigate the gradual
developement of rational belief, as exhibited in
the proportionate disbeliefand exposure of those
things which, in carlier ages, were considered
points of fuith, and to doubt which was a dan-
gerous heresy; and how, at first, the arts and
sciences were weighed down, and the advantages
to be derived from them neutralized, by. the fal-
lacies of misconception or fanaticism. We are,
in spite of oursclves, the creatures of imagina-
tion, and the victims of prcjudice, which has
heen justly called the wrong bias of the soul
that effectially keeps it from coming near the
path of trath; a task the more difficult to ac-
complish, since error often bears so near a re-
scrablance toit.  Error, indecd, always borrows
something of truth, to make her more accepta-
ble to the world, seldom appearing in her naked
deformity ; and the subtilty of grand deceivers
has ulways been shown in grafting their errors
on some material truths.

Many, and even contradictory, causes might
he assigned for the constant disposition towards
credulity; the mind is prone to believe that for
which it most anxiously wishes; difficulties

Vor.. VI.—36.
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vanish in desire, which thus becomes frequently
the main cause of success.

Belief is often granted on trust to such things
18 are above common comprehension, by some,
who would thus flatter themselves with a superi-
ority of judgment; on the other hand, whatall
around put faith in, the remaining few, from that
circumstance, easily believe.

Our attention was first excited on the subject
of Spiritualism by hearing of and reading a
pamphlet giving an account of the Mysterious
Noises heard in Rochester, and the Western part
of the State of New York, in 1849 530,

It appears that the sounds were first heard in

.a small villagenamed Hydesville, Wayne County,
during a portion of the years 1846 and 7 by a
Mr. Weekman, who states, that one evening
about nine ¢'clock, ho heard a rapping on the
outside door, but on opening it he saw no one.
Soon the noise was repeated, and being again
foiled in catching the person rapping, he stood
bLehind the door, with his hand on the latch.
Again the rapping was heard, and springing in-
to the.street discovered—no one,

For our part we sce nothing supernatural in
the above occurrences, remembering well the
tricks played by boys on nervous old ladies and
testy gentlemen, by tying a piece of string to
their knockers, and if the house was a low cot-
tage getting on top and rapping away as mys-
teriously as cver a Rochester spirit did.

However, Mr. Fox, in Dec. ’47, moved into
Mr. Weekman's house; and in the latter part
-of March following the Fox’s (what unfortunate
names!) first heard the rappings, after they
had retired for the night. It appeared to be in
one of the bedrooms, and sounded as though
gome onc was knocking on the floor, moving
chairs, &c. Several of the family got up to
ascertiin the cause, but on scarching, nothing
could be discovered. They stated that a per
-geptible jar was felt while standing on the floor,
or when placing their hands on the bedsteadsor

-chairs. But this is very easily accounted for,
as the result of imagination; they certainly
must have been dreadfully frightened, and we
bave little doubt but that a trembling motion
could be communicated through them to whatso-
cver they touched.

piritual Rapping, or Manifestationsso called
are'by no means a new phenomena.  John Wes-

‘ley published in the Arminian Magazine a curious
account of strange disturbances which occurred

and as it will most probably be new to most of
our readers we give it placo :

When I was very young, I heard several
letters read, wrote to my clder brother by my
father, giving an account of strange distur-
bances, which were in his house at Epworth,
Lincolnshire.

When I went down thither, in the year, 1720,
Icarefully inquired into the particulars. Ispoke
to cach of the persons who were then in the
house, and touk down what each could testify, of
his or her own knowledge, the sum of which
was this:—

On December 2nd, 1716, while Robert Brown
my father’s gervant, was sitting with one of the
maids, a little before ten at night, in the
dining room, which opened into the garden,
they both heard one knocking at the door,
Quickly it knocked again, and groaned. It
is Mr. Turpine,” said Robert; ¢he has the
stone,;and used to groan so.” IHe opened the
door again twice or thrice, the knocking being
twice or thrice repeated; but still seeing no-
thing, and being = little startled, they rose and
went up to bed. When Robert came to the top
of the garret stairs, he saw a hand-mill, which
was at a little distance, whirled about very
swiffly. The next day, he and the maid re-
lated these things to the other maid, who
laughed heartily, and said :—*“What a couple
of fools you are! I defy anything to fright
me.”  After churning in the evening, she put
the butter in the tray, and had no sooner
carried it into the dairy, than she heard a
knocking on the shelf where several puncheons
of milk stood, first above the shelf, then below.
She took the candle, and scarched both above
and below; but being able to find nothing,
threw down butter, tray and all, and ran away
for life. The next cvening, between five and
six o'clock, my sister Molly, then about twenty
years of age, sittingin the dining-room reading
heard, as if it were, the door that led into the
hall open, and a person walkingin, that seemed
to have on a silk nightgown, rustling and trail-
ing along. It scemed to walk round her, then
to the door, then round again; but she could
sce mnothing. She thought, It siguifics no-
thing to run away; for, whatever itis, it can
run faster than me?” So she rose, put her
book under her arm, and walked slowly away.
After supper, she was sitting with my sister

Sukey, (about n year older than her,) in one of

‘in his father’s house at Epworth, Lincolnshire, |the chambers, and telling her what had hap-
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pened.  She made quite light of it, telling her,
“I wonder you are so casily frightened; I
would fain see what would fright me.” Pre-
sently @ kuocking began under the table. She
took the candle and looked, but could find no-
thing. Then the iron casement began to clat-
ter, and the lid of a warming-pan. Next the
Jatch of the door moved up and down without
ceasing. She started up, leaped into the bed
without undressing, pulled the bed-clothes over
her head, and never ventured to look up till
next morning. A night or two after my sister
Hetty, a year younger than my sister Molly,
was waiting, as usual, between nine and ten, to
take away my father’s candle, when she heard
onc coming down the garret stairs, walking
slowly by her, then going down the best stairs,
then up the back stairs, and up the garret
stairs; at every step it scemed the house shook
from top to bottom. Just then my father
knocked. She went in, took his candle, and
got to bed as soon as possible. In the mornipg
she told this to my eldest sister, who told her,
“You know I belicve none of these things;
pray let me take away the candle to-night, and
I will find out thetrick.” She accordingly took
my sister Hetty’s place, and had no sooner
taken away the candle than she heard a noise
below. She hastened down stairs to the hall,
where the noisc was; but it was then in the
kitchen. Sheruninto the kitchen, where it was
drumming on the inside of the screen. When
she went round, it was drumming on the out-
side; and so alwaysto the side opposite to her.
Then she heard a knocking at the back kitchen
door. She ran to it, unlocked it softly, sud
when the knocking was repeated, suddenly
opened it; but nothing was to be scen. As
soon as she had shut it, the knocking began
again. She opened it again, but ~ould see no-
thing. When she went to shut the door, it was
violently thrust against her; sheletit fly open,
but nothing appeared. She went again to shut
it, and it was again thrustagainst her; butshe
set her knee and her shoulder to the door,
forced it to, and turned the key. Then the
knocking began again; but she let it go on,
and went up to bed. However, from that time
she was thoroughly convinced that there was
no imposture in the affair.

The next morning, my sister telling my
mother what had bappened, she said, “If X
hear anything myself, I shall know how to
Judge.” Soon after, she begged her to come
into the nursery. She did, and heard in the

corner of the room, as it were, the violent rock-
ing of a cradle; but no cradle had been there for
someyears. She was convinced it was preterna-
tural, and earnestly prayed it might not disturb
her in her own chamber at the hours of retire-
ment; and it never did. She now thought it was
proper to tell my father. But he was extremely
angry, and said: ¢ Sukey, I am ashamed of
you; these boys and girls frighten one another;
but you are & woman of sense, and should know
better. Let me hear of it no more.”

At six in the evening he had family prayers,
asusual. When he began the prayer for the
king, a knocking began all around the room
and a thundering knock attendedtheamen. The
same was heard, from this time, every morning
and evening, while the prayer of the king was
repeated.

Being informed that Mr. Hoole, the vicar of
Haxley, (an eminently piousand sensibleman,)
could give me- some further information, I
walked over to him. He said, ¢ Robert Brown
came over to me, and told me your father de-
sired my company. When I came, he gave me
an account of all that had happened ; partica-
larly the knocking during family prayer. But
that evening (to my great satisfaction) wo had
no knocking at all. But between nine and ten
a servant came in and said, ¢0ld Jeffrey is
coming, (that was the name of one that died in
the house,) for I hear the signal.’ This, they
informed me, was heard every night about a
quarter before ten. It was toward the top of
the house, on the outside, at the north-east
corner, resembling the loud creaking of a saw;
aor rather that of a wind-mill, when the body of
it is turned about, in order to shift the sails to
the wind. We then heard a knocking over our
heads; and Mr. Wesley, catching up a candle,
said, ¢Come, sir, now you shall hear for your-
sclf.” We went up stairs; he withmuch hope,
and I, to say the trath, with much fear. ‘When
we came into the nursery, it was knocking in
the next room; when we were there it was
knocking in the nursery. And there it con-
tinued to knock, though we came in, particu-
larly at the head of the bed, (which was of
wood,) in which Miss Hetty and two of her
younger sisters lay. Mr. Wesley, observing
that they were much affected, though aslecp,
sweating and trembling exceedingly, was very
angry; and, pulling out a pistol, was going to
fire at the place from whence the sound came.
But I catched him by the arm, and said, *Sir,

you are convinced thisis something preterna-
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tural.  If so, you cannot hurt it; but you give
it power to hurt .you.’ IIc then went close to
the place, and said stexnly, ¢Thou deaf and
dumb devil, why dost thou fright these children,
that cannot answer for themselves? Come to
me in my study, that am 2 man.’ Instantly it
knocked his knock, (the particular knock which
he always used at the gate,) as if it would
shiver the board in picces, and we heard no-
thing more that night” Till this timo my
father had never heard the least disturbances
in his study. But the next evening, as he at-
tempted to go into his study, (of which none
had any key but himself,) when he opened the
door, it was thrust back with such violence as
had like to have thrown him down. Howerver,
he thrust the door open, and went in. Pre-
sently there was knocking, first on one side,
then on the other; and, after a time, in the
next room, wherein my sister Nancy was. He
went into that room, and (the noisc continuing)
adjured it to speak; but in vain. He then
said, ¢ These spirits love darkness; put out
the candle, and perhaps it will speak.” She
did so, and he repeated his adjuration; but
still there was only knocking, and no articulate
sound. Upon this he said, ¢ Nancy, two
christians are an overmatch for the devil. Go
all of you down stairs; it may be, when Tam
alone, he will have courage to speak.” When
she was gone, & thought came in, and he said,
s If thou art the spirit of my son Samuel, I
pray knock three knocks, and no more.” Im-
mediately all was silence; and there was no
1aore knocking at all that night. I asked my
sister Nancy (then about fifteen years old)
whether she was not afraid when my father
used that adjuration? She answered she was
sadly afraid it would speak when she put out
the candle ; but she was not at all afraidin the
daytime, when it walked after her asshe swept
the chambers, as it coustantly did, and seemed
to sweep after her; only she thought he might
have done it for her, and saved her the trouble.
By this time, all my sisters were so accustomed
to these noises, that they guve them little dis-
turbance. A gentle tapping at their bed-head
usually began between nine and ten at night.
They then commonly snid to each other,
«Jeffery is coming; it is time to go to sleep.”
And if they heard a noise in the day, and said
to my youungest sister, ¢‘Hark, Keazy, Jeffrey
is knocking above,” she would run up stairs,
and pursue it from room to room, saying she
desired no better diversion.

A few nights after,'my father and mother
were just gone to bed, and the candle was not
taken away, when they heard three blows, and
a second, and a third three, as it were with a
large oaken staff, struck upon a “ehest which
stood by the bed-side. My father immediately
arose, put on his night gown, and hearing great
noises below, took the candle and went down;
my mother walked by his side. As they went
down the bruad stairs, they heard as if a vessel
full of silver was poured upon my mother’s
breast, and ran jingling down to her feet.—
Quickly after there was a sound, as if a large
iron ball was thrown among many bottles under
the stairs; but nothing was hurt. Soon after;
our large mastiff dog came and ran to shelter
himself between them. While the disturbances
contined, he used to bark and leap, and snap
on one side and the other, and that frequently
before any person in the room heard any noise
atall. But after two or three days he used to
tremble, and creep away before the noise began.
And by this, the family knew it was at hand;
nor did the observation ever fail. A little be-
fore my father and mother came into the hall,
it secmed as if a very large coal was violently
thrown upon the floor, and dashed all in pieces;
but nothing was seen. My father then cried
out, *Sukey, do you not hear? Al the pew-
ter is thrown about the kitchen.” But when
they looked, all the pewter stood in its place.
There then was & loud knocking at the back
door. My father opened it, but saw nothing.
1t was then at the fore door. e opened that,
but it was still lost labor.  After opening first
the one, then the other, several times, he turned
and went up to bed. But the noises were so
violent all over the house, that they could not
sleep till four in the morning,.

Scveral gentlemen and clergymen now
carnestly advised my father to quit the house.
But he constantly answered, ¢ No; let the devil
flee from me; I will never flee from the devil.’
But he wrote to my eldest brother, at London,
to come down. He was preparing so to do,
when another letter came, informing him the
disturbances were over, after they had con-
tinued, the latter part of the time, day and
night, from the second of December to the end
of January.

We must noto that Mr. Wesley wag not him-
self a witness of these occurrences, and indeed
scems to have mado no inquiry until four years
after. We all know how soon a tale, in the
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first instance slightly marvellous, will quickly
assume 3 most superanatural character on re-
peated relation, and such must have been the
case with the Wesleys.

The Rochester spirits were not long in finding
out a means of communicating with their friends
on earth, the means adopted was that of spelling
out the alphabet, the spirit indicating the letter
it required by a rap. In November, 1849, the
following communication was addressed to
several persons who were assembled together
for the purpose of investigating the mystery:
« You all have ¢ duty to perform. We want you
o make this matter more public.” Itissaid that
the investigators while discussing this commu-
npication, brought forward many objections to
their acting upon it. They knew the odium
that would attach to any person who should
attempt to prove in the presence of a public
assembly that the sounds they heard were made
by spirits. While thus speaking they reccived
another communication: ¢ That will be so much
the better—your triumpk will be the greater !”

Who could have imagined that five years after
this message the whole world sould become
inoculated with spiritualism! that there should
be thousands upon thousands of mediums! that
raps and communications should be heard and
received from all quarters! and more than that,
that the communicating spirit should become
visible ! What may we not expect? At this
rate five years hence our friends will mo
sooner be dead than they will revisit wus;
yes, perhaps while we are mourning over the
clay, the disembodied spirit will gently raise
ug, and pointing to his clay form, bid us
weep no longer, for he is not dead, but has
spiritually veturned to comfort us. Or msy
we not, aided by our spirit friends, visit
the spheres! Why not, reclining on their
wings, be borne aloft and penetrate the myste-
ries of the stars! If those things we read of
have really taken place we belicve that our
anticipations may be realized.

Have we any grounds for believing that the
manifestations recorded have really occurred?
Personally none. Have we ever investigated
the phenomena with patience and candour?
We have, and have been informed spiritually
that we were a first-rate medinm.

Do we believe in Spiritunlism?  We do not;
but think it a subject worthy of every attention
an enquiring mind can bestow on it. Why
shonld we stand on our planet, and stoutly

maintain the sun revolves round us, ﬁérsecuting
those who think differently? Let us rather
lear their reasons, and if they can be maintained
and our’s proved fallacious, let us believe,
There is nothing that is unworihy of investi-
gation.

Our first essay in table-turning took place in
1853. Having read of various accounts of per-
sons moving tables by merely applying their
hands to its surface and all unitedly wishing or
willing the table to move in a particular direc-
tion, and its movements being invariably ii
accordance with the desire of the operators,
We tried the experiment and succeeded. At
first we were deccived, and fancied for the
moment that the mind really controlled the
various motions of the table. If such were the
case, we reasoned, and many persons could
move a large table, surely & single individual
could move & small one. But in this we were
disappointed, for after wasting hours in willing
our table to move we could never succeed unless
we applied 2 certain amount of muscular power.
However, failing in this, we waited on mediums
who could move & table by themselves, and saw
it repeatedly done, and could not detect any
voluntary exertion on their part; yet all the
movements accomplished by them we could
imitate by so slight an exertion on our part as
not to be detected by a looker-on. We can,
therefore, believe thatimposture in table-turning
is and has been frequently practised. By the
same means & table could be made to rap out
any communication the operator might desire.
We must, however, state that we are far from
believing that all instances of table-turning and
table-rapping are the results of imposture. On
the contrary -we have scen the feat performed
by those in whom we have every confidence,
but think it is the result of involuntary muscular
action on their part, the motion being controlled
unconsciously to the operator by the will. We
have also met writing mediums, and bave seen
and reccived communications from them, but
these mediums have been generally weak, hys-
terical females, and their communications so
wretchedly written that it has been with diffi-
culty they could be made out. Communications
coming from such a class of persons ave not to
be relied on, and must only be looked upon asa
curious resultof a peculiar diseased state of the
nervons system, and forms an interesting fact
worthy of the attention of the Physiologist.

Never have we scen an inaunimate bedy



566

OLD SUPERSTITIONS.

moving without an apparent cause ; never have
we detected spiritual lights moving about a
room; never have we heard spiritual voices;
never have appeared untotus spiritual forms;
and until such are brought before our notice,
and we are made to feel their reality, we must
enter our protest againt MoDLRN SPIRITUALISM.

OLD SUPERSTITIONS.
BY CUTHBERT BEDE, B.A.

1—THE DOVE, THE PROPHET OF DEATH.

Country villages and hamlets have ever been
the stronghold of superstitious fancies. There
arc they nourished and brought up in their
strength ; there they boldly maintain their
ground, and refuse to budge an inch before the
advapoce-guard of knowledge. There scems in
the rustic mind a greater readiness to lay hold
upon any thing in which the spirit of supersti-
tion may in any way be mixed, than is to be
found in any other class of people. Yet it must
be confessed that this craving for the marvellous
and mysterious is by no means confined to them;
but, in a greater or less degree, pervades all
ranks. Perhaps there is none of us but has
some little closct of the mind, in which a certain
love for what we cannot comprehend, would be
found stored. And this is not surprising; for
we live in a world of wondcr, where marvellous
things, which no earthly science or knowledge
can surpass, are daily working out their mys-
teries avound us. Events occur to which we
can assign no cause; coincidences (as we call
them) come about in ways that startle and
confound us. And while this is the case, we
may perhaps be excused if we suffer the clear
streams of Belief to be somewhat tinged with
the hue of Superstition.

There is a superstition which has gained some
credit in country parishes, that a person about
to die, is often forewarned of his or her disso-
lution, by the appearance of a dove or pigeon:
and this belief has been entertained by other
than rustic minds. Lord Lyttleton’s is a well-
known case, where the dove figured as the
prophet of death : but in that instance the body
of the bird was supposed to be tenanted by the
soul of & lady whom the wicked nobleman had
grossly wronged.  And springing from a similar
belief to this, was the Duchess of Kendal's
fancy, that George the First flew in at her
window in the shape of a raven; and the Wor-
cester 1ady’s havmless whimsicality, in hanging

her pew in the Cathedral with cages full of
singing birds, under the impression that the
soul of her loved daughter was thus preserved
to her. And Byron has made poetical use of
this superstition in his “Bride of Abydos,”
wheré the wild notes of & nightingale singing
over the grave of Zuleika, are supposed to pro-
ceed from the sorrowing spirit of her faithful
lover. But the superstition which I am now
about to speak of, is of the appearance of a
dove being o prognostication of death. The
cases I shall mention came vnder my own im-
mediate notice, and are in every particular true,
In a picturesque village in one of the midland
countics there lived a respectable cottager
named Phillips. He had many children, but
the pride of the family was little Kate; fresh,
rosy, and bright-looking, and quite the picture
of a country child. She was indeed the pet of
all the villagers, on whom her sweet and artless
ways had won insensibly; and many were the
kind words spoken to her as she tripped to and
from the village school. Here, little Kate,
though by no mecans the eldest, was the chicf
learning, and displayed ¢such a wonderful head
for schooling,” that she was the prime favourite
of old Dame Weston, who .swnyed the birchen
sceptre of the scholastic throne,
Tt wasalovely dayin May. The bright fresh
green of spring was spread over the land, the
hedge-rows were white with snowy hawthorn,
the orchards here vich in bloom like the creamy
foam of dark green waves, the gorse was golden
on the heath, the cowslips thick in the meadows,
the cuckoo was heard in the copse, and the
nightingale poured out his soul in melody. The
cry of lambs came from the folds, and the cattle
plunged deeply in the cooling streams. Every
thing in nature spoke of life, and health, and
renewed vigour; when suddenly the stroke of
death fell upon the village. The children were
in school, and little Kate Phillips in her usual
place, apparently in the bloom of the purest
country health. Lady W. and her -daughter
were paying one of their oft-repeated visits to
the school, and as Kate was as much a favourite
with them as with others, they took great notice
of her, and now called her to them to heax her
read a chapter in the Bible. She was doing so,
with her usual fluency, when she was suddenly
seized with an inability to pronounce the words,
and turned deathly pale. Imagining it to pro-
ceed from faintness, Lady W. had ordered some
water to be brought in, when a pigeon or dove

flew to the open window, and settled there. Aud
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now comes tho only part remarkable about this
tale,—if, indeed, the fact of a dove fiying to a
school filled with children, is not in itself strange,
such & circumstance too never having happened
there within old Dame Weston’s memory. As
soon as little Kate saw the bird, she pointed to
it, and said, ‘‘Oh! I shall die! the dove bas
come to tell me so!” And, in whatever way
she had learned this superstition, she was so
fully impressed with the truth of it, that she
mentioned it to her mother as soon as she was
removed home, and frequently recurred to it as
she lay upon her little bed. Sho never rose
from it; and after three weeks pain and wasting
away, Death came to her as the Dove of Peace,
and found her gentle spirit so looking forward
with a childlike faith to the home where angels
were waiting to receive her, that she could
truthfully say, ¢Oh! that I had wings like a
dove! then would I fiee away and be at rest.”
And soon the chestnut blossoms fell on the little
green grave which was the last carthly home of]
Kate Phillips.

The second case I would mention, as conneeted
with the superstition in question, is the follow-
ing:—

A surgeon, in a large manufacturing town,
was one day summoned to & boarding-school in
the eastern environs of the town, to attend a2
young lady, who had been there only a few
weeks. She lived in a large country house
about five miles on the western side of the town,
and the surgeon had been the medical attendant
of the family. 'When he reached the school, he
found her so ill that it was impossible to have
herremoved iome, and her mother was of course
immediately sent for, and did not leave her
only daughter until all was over. She did not
linger long ; though it was once hoped that her
illness had taken a favourable turn. One duy,
she felt so much revived, that she sat up in bed,
supported by pillows. Gathered around her
bed-side were her mother and brother, the lady

same time recognised it as being her favourite
dove, that had always been accustomed to feed
out of her hand. They went to the window,
against which the dovestill continued to beat with
its breast as though anxious for admittance to its
dying mistress; but, on the lady of the school
throwing up the sash for this purpose, the dove
flew away, not wavering in its course, but
bearing directly towards its home. Its young
mistress, feebly smiling, said, ¢ My dear dove !
I shall never see it again. It flew from home,
to tell me that I was about to die!” and she
bade a last farewell to those around her. The
dove was a true Prophet of Death, for the young
lady died that same cvening.

Now, it i3 to be reresrked, that in this case,
the dove’s flight was at least for five miles, and
directly over a large manufacturing town, with
tall smoking chimneys; that the young lady
had ouly late!y come to the school, and that the
dove had never been brought to her; that it
had never been in the habit of flying far from
the house, so that its absence at the time in
questionwasparticularly noticed by theservants;
and that the school was an extensive building,
with many windows, and near to several other
houses. How did the dove find out the house,
and the window of the very room in which its
yoang mistress lay? Was it by chance? Those
things which we call chances and accidents,
however trivial they may seem to be, are all
fixed in the determinate counsel of an Almighty
Being. Let us not sncer at them too contemp-
tuously, because we cannot unravel their mys-
teries. There are more things in heaven and
earth than are dreamt of in our philosophy.
And this suggests to me the subject of the
following superstition.

1L—THE TARICEDREAMT DREAM.

“Jf you dream the same dream three times,
it will come true.” So whispers Superstition
into the ear of Credulity ; and many there be
that listen to its voice when it cries, ¢ Lend me

who kept the school, the nurse, and the surgeon. | your cars.”

The young girl was conversing with her mother
in faint, but cheerful tones, when a slight

When I was at Brazenface, I was walking one
day with Marston, of St. Vitus’, along the river-

tapping at the window attracted her attention. |side towards Nuncham, when our conversation

The cyes of all in the room followed hers, and

turned on Abercrombie’s theories regarding

saw a dove fluttering against the window-pane. |dreams; and on this old superstition of the

The invalid bent anxiously forward, and said
hurriedly, and in louder tones than she had

thrice-dreamt dream. “I could tell you of a
dream,” said Marston, “that is a curious testi-

before used, *Mamma, mamma! there is my|mony to the truth of this popular belicf; and
little dove! It has come to warn me that Ifas it has never been in print, it is likely to bo a
must die!” Her mother and brother at thelnew tale to you.”
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¢« Tell on, then!” said I, “for I am like the
Athenians of old, and love to spend my time in
hearing some new thing.” So Marston began.

¢« I've heard my old grandfather often relate
a dream which savours slighly of the marvel-
lous, but which he took so much trouble to
substantiate in every particular, that you may
fully receive it as ‘an ower-true tale.” The
hero of the narrative was a magnificent New-
foundland, named ¢ Truro;” and between him
and one of my grandfather’s servants there
had sprung up the warmest friendship. This
was old Robin, whom I very well remember.
He had been with my grandfather nearly fifty
years, and was quite his factotum. Well! one
day Truro was missing. Search was made
everywhere, even I believe to the very water-
spouts, but without success, The bell-man was
sent round, proclaiming a reward for his re-
covery; but still, no Truro appeared. Old
Robin was plungedin grief, and went about like
a gloomy spirit. One day, he came to my
grandfather, in a very disturbed state of mind :
he had dreamed that Truro had been taken toa
house in a back strect of a sea-port town about
twenty miles off. 0Q!d Robin had never been to
this town, but he described very minutely the
appesrance of the house he had seen in his
dream, and felt quite confident that he should
find ¢ similar one at the ser-port town in ques-
tion. And he said, that in his drcam, he had
gone into that house, and that there he had
seen Truro, and yet, that it wasn’t Truro! My
grandfather entertained the latter idea, and
¢ pooh-pooh’d the matter accordingly. The
next morning, Old Robin came again, and said
he had dreamed exactly the sume dream ; but
still my grandfather said * Fudge!” But, the
third night, Old Robin had the same dreum
over again; and being a devout believer in
that superstition of the truth of a thrice-
dreamt dream, he was roused to such a pitch
of excitement, that without saying another
word to his master, he started off by the mail
which ran to the sca-port town in question.
Arrived there, he wandered about among the
by-streets, and all those places where marine-
storce-dealers and stealers ¢most do congregate,’
and at length, to his great joy, came in front of
a house exactly resemblirg that which bis
dream had so vividly depicted.  Old Robin was
only pleased, not overcome with this singular
confirmation of his dream, for he had such
perfect faith in it, that he leoked for nothing

door, and arough sailor-looking fellow opened it.
No sooner had Old Robin begun to ask the man
some made-up and artfully-conceived question,
than there fell gratefully on his ears the loud,
deep barking of a dog. ¢Trure! Truro!’
shouted the old fellow at the top of his voice,
much to the other man’s confusion, and im-
mediately taxed him with having got his dog
his possession. The man saw the case was too
clear, but said he’d bought the dog from an-
other man, and would’nt mind giving bim up
¢for a bob and & drop o’summut short.’ Old
Robin was too glad not to consent to this, and
was very quickly embraced by Truro, who had
heen completely metamorphosed by being
daubed over with black paint. So, after all, as
Old Robin had said, ‘it was Truro, and yet it
wasn't Truro !’ ”

Not long after this, I again met with another
example of the thrice-dreamt dream coming
true; and it was a dream, too, which I fancy
Abercrombic would find it difficult to account
for: for it proceeded from no pre-occupation of
thought on the same subject, it effected no ob-
ject, and was as purposeless and useless as
dream could be.

Portman’s rooms were close to mine, and he
and I had entered into one of the agreeable
compacts of college life, and used to boil one
kettle between us.  One morning that we had
both cut morning chapel, I went into his room
to breakfast, and as soon as we had well set to
vrork, he told me as follows:—

“Isn’t it queer? I dreamt last night of an
old gentleman and his niece, whom I once used
to be slightly acquainted with, but had pot
heard of anything for a long time—certainly,
for many years. What should make me think
about them I can’t imagine ; if Thad chanced to
think abont them at all,it would be only as Paddy
would say, to remember that 1 had forgotten
them. And, besidesthis, they lived at separate
ends of the kingdom. However, I thougit [
saw the old fellow lying very ill indeed; and
there was his niece by his bedside, waiting on
him. Then he gradually got worse, until he
died. Then I thought the nicee was ill, and
that she died also; and then there came two
hearses, and a long black funeral procession.
I dreamed all this with great exactness, the
dream appearing to be extended over several
days. And then I awoke, and heard the death-
watch.

“Yes, it’s all very well to say it's a common,

clse than its fulfilment. Ie knocked at the

harmless inscet, and is only miunding its ewn
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business, and dosen’'t wish to interfere with
any one else’s; but it’s got such ugly sssoci-
ations tied on to it, that one doesn't like to
hear it, in the middle of the night, just after
dreaming about hearses aud all that sort of
thing! Well, I got to sleep at last, and pluck
me! if I didn’t have the same dream over
again; and again I woke, and again I heard
that most unpleasant death-watch. At last I
got to sleep again, when—I dare say you won't
believe me—I dreamt that same identical dream
overagainforthethird time. Now, isn’titqueer?”

We had just finished breakfust, ‘when the
scout brought in the letters. Among Portman’s
was one from his sister, and in it she casually
mentioned that the old gentleman and his niece,
of whom Portman had dreamed, had died of
typhus-fever within two days of each other;
the nicce having been on o visit toher uncle at
the time. Portman read the extract to me,
and we smoked two or threc pipes before weo
had come to the conclusion that it was—very
queer indeed.

THE EDITOR’S SHANTY.

THE EDITOR’S SHANTY.
SenerusT XXXVIL
[ Major, Purser, Laird, Doctor.]

Docror.—Whilst lounging yesterday forenoon
in Maclear’s bibliopolic emporium, I solaced
myself by listening to some gossiping strictures
upon the Anglo-American Magazine enunciated
by & manling, whose chin, evidently, had never
rendered tribute to the razor.

Masor.—And what was the sum and sub-
stance of the hirsuteless criti¢’s verdict, upon
the child of our affections and toils?

Docror.—Upon the whole he opined it was
a vastly creditable affair, all things considered,
but stringently denounced the latitude which
was conceded to our socius Bonnie DBraes, at
our periodic symposiums.

Lamrp.—What did the land-louping loon mean
by latitude, can ony body tell me ?

Doctor.—JIe meant that it was decidedly
infra dig to permit so much of the lingo of
North Britain to be sported in the Shanty, It
was consumedly vulgar; he said, and added
that several good judges were of & corr.spond-
ing opinion.

Larp.—Indeed! Div ye mind whether my
gentleman condescended upon the nameso® ony
o' the refined and competent judges ?

Docror.—Oh yes! He ran over a bead roll
of nameg, long as old Hosaer’s inventory of
ships. Irogret that I did not jot them down
for your cdification. None have adhered to my
memory with the exception of Romeo Petrarch
Endymion Skunk, a very promising young hair-
dresser of Ethiopian extraction, who manipu-
lates the lyre as well ag the curling tongs ; and
Jabez Casslor, one of ¢ nature’s nobility,” who

A A A e e

being last year a ploughman now flourishes the
ferula, thunks to six months grinding in the
mill of the Normal School!

Lamp.—And sse I hae been convicted o’
vulgarity by ‘a negro shaver, and a hot-bed
dominie answering to the name o’ Jabez !

Docror.—I presume that without delay you
will now put yourself under the tutorial care of
your townsman Professor Q’Squeel, in order to
acquire an inkling of the Anglican tongue ?

Lairp.—Ruling Elder though I be, Sangrado,
dinna infringe too far, upon my patience! I
can tell you what sir, my forefathers, simple as
I noo sit before ye, helped to win a battle
called Bannockburn, and if their descendant
should ever be ashamed o’ the language o’ the
Bruce, may he die in a ditch, and hae corbie
craws for his executors!

MaJor.—But Laird—

Lamrp.—T'll listen to nanec o’ your buts!
When my countrymen senta king to England,—
T mean Jeems the Saxt ¢’ that name,—did they
send alang wi’ him their distinctive nationality ?
Deil a bit! Though they entered into & politi-
cal partnership with the gormandecezing South-
erps, they never covenated to part wi’ their
ancient laws, or customs, or ssngs, or cookery,
or, aboon &', wi’ their kindly and expressive
decalect!

Magor.—Granted! If modern public opinion,
however, brands the language of Scotland as
vulgar, how are you to swim against the stream?

Lamrp.—Surely my lugs hae turned traitors
to their owner! Can it be possible that T hear
Crabtree—the fossil Crabtree—the Tory Crab-
tree—the Jacobite Crabtree, standing up as the
henchman o’ modern public opinion ?
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Masor.—[winking at the rest of the conclave,]
Quare Non?

Larp.—I ken nacthing aboot Quarry Nan, or
any other Nan, but this I do ken, that modern
public opinion is, generally speaking, a brazen
faced, randy slut! A principle scorning lim-
mer, that deserves nae better sunkets than the
cauld water, and mouldy bread o’ Bridewell !
Is such a Jezebel to sneer down the classic
tongue o’ Christ's Kirk on the Green, and the
Gentle Shepherd, and the Colter's Saturday
Night, and Tum o' Shanter? O that some spirit
medium could raisc Robin Burns fraoc his rest-
ing lair in Dumfries, for half an hour, to gie you
your kail through the reck for sic monstrous,
and rank-smelling heresy !

Magsor.—I think I feel his ploughshare coming
in contact with my sconce.

¢ Triumphant crushin’t like @ mussel
Or lampit shell!?”

Purser.—Seriously speaking, however, many
people object to the dialect of the land o’ cakes,
as being the language merely of the uneducated
classes.

Lamrn.—Listen to what Lord Jeffrey—Francis
Jeffrey, ye ken—says on that text. ¢ The
Scots is not to be considered as a provincial
dialect—the vehicle only of rustic vulgarity, and
rude local humour. It is the language of a
whole country, long an independent kingdom,
and still separate in laws, character, and man-
ners. It is by no means peculiar to the vulgar;
but is the common speech of the whole nation
in early life, and with many of its exalted and
accomplished individuals, throughout their
whole existence; and though it be true that, in
later times, it has been in some measure laid
aside by the more ambitious and aspiring of
the present generation, it ig still recollected even
by them, as the familiar language of their child-
hood, and those who were the carliest objects of
their love and veneration. It is connected in
their imagination not only with that olden time
which is uniformly conceived as more pure,
lofty, and simplo than the present, but also with
all the soft and bright colours of remembered
childhood and domestic affection. Al its
phrases conjure up images of school-day inno-
cence, and sports, and friendships, which have
no pattern in succeeding years. Add to all
this, that it is the language of a great body of
poetry, with which almost all Scotsmen are
familiar; and in particular of a great multitude
of songs, written with more tenderness, nature,
and fecling, than any other lyric compositions

that are extant—and we may perhaps be al-
lowed to say, that the Scots is, in reality, a
highly poetical language; and that it is an ig-
norant, as well as an illiberal prejudice, which
would seek to confound it with the barbarous
dialects of Yorkshire or Devon !”

Masor.—Gentlemen—

Larp.—Stop & blink! I hae got another
witness to bring before ye. Listen to the words
o’ the great Robert Hall o’ Bristol, ane o’ the
profoundest thinkers which this century has
produced. ¢ The Scottish language”—quoth
he—¢ has & fine Doric sound. When spoken
by a woman, it is incomparably the most
romantic and melodious lauguage to which I
ever listened.”

Masor.~~Gentlemen of—

Lairp.—Dinna’ be in a hurry! A serious
accusation has been laid at my door, and I am
anxious to purge mysel’ o’ the same, root and
branch.

DocTor —¢¢ Pray then”—as the man in the
play says—¢ that your expurgation be brief!”

Lairp.—Suffer me to gie you a specimen o’
this same tongue—my dear auld mither's
tongue—that modern, puppy refinement would
fain hound frae society like & mad dog. The
passage, though doubtless familiar to ye a’, is
like & March violet ever fresh and gratefu’. It
is the impassioned appeal o’ that glorious
canonization o’ the Scottish female peasant,
Jeanie Deans, to Queen Caroline, in behalf o’
her condemned sister.

“My sister, my puir sister Effie, still
lives, though her days and hours are num-
bered! She still lives, and a word of the
King’s mouth might restore her to a broken-
hearted auld man, that never in his daily
and nightly exercise, forgot to pray that khis
Majesty might be blessed with a lang and
8 prosperous reign, and that his throne, and
the throne of his posterity, might be established
in righteousness. O, madam, if ever ye kend
what it was to sorrow for and with a sinning
and a suffering creature, whose mind is sae
tossed that she can be neither ca’d fit to livear
die, bhave some compassion on our misery!
Save an honest house from dishonour, and an
unhappy girl, not eightcen years of age, from
an carly and dreadful death! Alas! it is not
when we sleep soft and wake merrily ourselves
that we think on other people’s sufferings. Qur
hearts are waxed light within us then, and we
are for righting our ain wrangs end fighting
our ain battles. DBut when the hour of trouble
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comes to the mind or to the body—aund seldom
may it visit your ladyship—and when the hour
of death comes, that comes to high and low—
lang and late may it be yours! Oh, my Leddy,
then it isna what we hae dune for oursells, but
what we hae dune for others, that we think on
maist pleasantly. And the thoughts that ye
hae intervened to spare the puir thing’s life
will be sweeter in that hour, come when it
may, than if & word o’ your mouth could hang
the haill Porteous mob at the tail o’ ae tow.”

MaJgor.—Gentlemen of the shanty! You
have heard the charge which has been brought
against Bonnie Bracs, of talking after & vulgar
fashion. You have listencd, likewise to his
defence. What is your verdict ?

Purser.—Not guilty, upon my honour !

Docror.—Iaving no desire to be locked up
sans prog, coal, or candle, I adhibit my endorse-
ment to brother Stobo’s opinion.

MaJor.—James—first Laird of Bonnie Braes,
—1I have much pleasure in returning to you
your quart pot and pipe, and pronouncing that
you leave the bar without a stain upon your
reputation! IHenceforth, and for evermore,
cnunciate and intone the lingua Scollica when-
ever the spirit moves you so to do! And I
hereby prohibit and discharge all sentimental
African barbers—new fledged dominies—and
#nobs of every class and degree from flouting
or jeerirg at you, when enunciating as aforesaid!

Docror.—The Laird and his lingo being thus
satisfactorily disposed of, let us now call & new
cause, I notice before you, Crabtree, one of
Routledge’s shilling volumes, entitled, ¢ The
Serf Sisters: or the Russia of to-day.” 1Is it
worth any thing ?

Masor.—Indeed it is. Within the frame-
work of a very interesting and dramatic story,
the author, John Harwood, lays before us a
large mass of information, toﬁching the social
and domestic condition of Russia.

Doctor.—I should predicate from the name
of the narrative, that it was rather of a painful
nature.

Major.—Your conjecture is correct, but in
accordance with our ¢standing order” anent
works of fiction, I shall give you no inkling
cither of plot or catastrophe. As the advertise-
ments of our Canadian shopkeepers have it,
“examine, and judge for yourself!”

Lamp.—Sae far as I am concerned, I'll do
nae sic a thing!  If L am spared to witness the
return o’ the guid auld gowden age—when law-

yers and tailors will cease to torment Christians
wi’ their “little bills”—when wheat will bring
twa dollars a bushel, without the whip and spur
o’ war—when strong-minded women will devote
their energies to the rocking o’ cradles, and
the reformation o’ schismatical breeks—when
Bauldie Stott will no’ mak’ a stramash, if he
disna’ get tea and flesh meat oftener than three
times a day—when our sons will be content wi’
the hame-spun garments that served the turn o’
their ancestors, and our daughters come to
learn that & cart load o’ haberdashery is nae
enhancement to their charms. I say when sic’
a blessed and genial millennium eventuates, 1
may think o’ reading stories o’ a painful nature,
but no’ till then! Seeing that

There's nought but care on every haun,
In every hour that passes, 0!”

I'll no’ spend my odd shillings upon the
lachrymalities o’ literature! The man that is
obligated to sleep on nettles, has nae occasion
to buy & blister!

Purser.—When on the subject of Routledge’s
economical publications, I would bring under
your notice a brace of very seasonable works
recently issued by that firm, viz: Russia as it
is, and Turkey past and Present, both from tho
pen of J. R. Morell.

LAIrp.—What is the cost o’ the affairs?

Purser.—For a trio of shillings currency,
you may add both of them to the inventory of
your personal means and estate.

Lairp.—If I'm spared till the morn, I'll get
the productions.  Lang hae I been on the look
out for some such treatises. Folk like to bo
decently posted up at present, in matters bearing
upon Turkey and Rooshia, but a bit farmer
body, like me, has nae time to wade through
droves o' fat octaves, and big belied duo-
decimos,

Purser.—In Mr. Morell’s manuals you will
find all that you desiderate. They abound with

well arranged and well digested matter, and
contain a vast amount of reading for the price.
Lamep.—Hoo does it happen, that you lads
ay get the start o’ me, in finding out new works
o’ mark and merit? I wish that I had some
means o’ keeping up wi’ the publications o’ the
day. .
Masor.—Why man, have you not yet fallen
in with The Canadian Literary News Letter 2
Lawp.—I never sac muckle as heard the
name 0’t,
Masor.—Indeed! You are as bad as Mr-

Ferres, M. P. P., who recently declared in the
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““Hon. House,” that no literary periodical was
published in this Province !

Docror.~—1Is that a true bill ?

Magor.—1I assure you it is a fact !

Docror.—Well! well! And Ferres a mem-
ber of the fourth estate !

La1rp —But respecting the News Letter.

Magor.—Here it is.

Latrp.—The vers, identical thing that I want!
Lists o’ new books issued in Earope and Dollar-
dom, wi’ the publishers’ names and prices, to-
getherwi’ extracts frae Londonliterary journals.
Oh I’ll noo be able to hand my ain’ wi’ the best
o’ ye, and to crack like & pea gun aboot the
freshest bibliopolic news,

Magor.-—Messrs. Armour & Co. merit high
commendation for their spirit in instituting
such a useful monthly serial, and for the busi-
ness like manner in which it is got up.

Purskr.—In looking over this volume of
Burng’ works, I have lighted upon an epistle
from the poet to his musical correspondent
George Thomson, which with your permission
I shall read.

Lamp.—Read awa’.

Purser.—It is dated from Brow, on the Sol-
way Frith, and thus runs: —

¢ After all my boasted independence, curst
necessity compels me to implore you for five
pounds. A cruel wretch of a haberdasher, to
whom I owe an account, taking it into his head
that T am dying, has commenced a process, and
will infallibly put me into jail. Do, for God’s
sake, send me that sum, and that by return of
post! Forgive me this earnestness; but the
horrors of a jail have made me half distracted.
I do not ask all this gratuitously ; for, upon re-
turning health, I hereby promise, and engage to
furnish you with five pound’s worth of the
neatest song genius you have seen.”

Lairp.—Puir Robin! Puir Robin!

Masor.—If my memory is not at fault, the
bard died shortly after the above letter was
written. -

PursER.—It bears date the 12th of J aly, 1796,
and on the 21st of that month, when his atten-
dant held a cordial to his lips, he swallowed it
eagerly, almost wholly rose up, spread out his
hands, sprang forward nearly the whole length
of the bed, fell on his face and expired.

Lairp.—Waesock | waesock!

Doctor.—Pray, Master Purser, is it be a
legitimate question, what may have brought to
your mind at the present moment, the inspired
ploughman of Ayrshire, and his debt-embittered
death-bed ?

Pupser.—It was the following paragraph

from a recent number of Bent’s Literary Adver-
tiser s

AuToGrAPHS OF ROBERT BURNS.—At the salo
of the late Mr. Pickering’s collection of MSS.
and autograph letters, by Messrs. Sotheby and
Wilkinson, were some highly interesting relics
of the poet Burns, which realised extraor-
dinarily high prices. The greatest attraction
was Lot 277, being the celebrated ¢ Scots wha
hae wi’ Wallace bled,” written in a fine bold
hand, as if the subject had inspired the very
handwriting of the bard; this sold for £30, and
was purchased for America. The original docu-
ment, signed and sealed, appointing the poet an
exciseman, produced £512s. 6d.  The other
letters and poems, all holograph, sold for high
prices.  Létter to R. Cleghorn, with the first
stanzas of ¢ The Chevalier’s Lament,” £5 2s.
6d.—Letter to Mrs. Dunlop, thanking her for
friendly criticisms, ¢ Not the blasting depreda-
tions of a canker-toothed caterpillar-critic,”
£5 15s. 6d.—Letter to R. Miller, declining the
offer of an engagement to write poetry for the
Morning Chronicle, £5 12s. 6d.—Part of a letter
to Mrs. Dunlop, containing ¢ Auld lang Syne,”
and other verses, £9 2s. 6d.-—Part of a letter to
Mrs. M’Lehose, containing the beautiful lines,
¢“To Mary in Heaven,” £7 10s.—¢ The Brigs of
Ayr,” one leaf, £10 10s.

Lairo.—Hech sirs, to think o’ sic sums being
paid by posterity for specimens o’ the hand-
writing o’ a gigantic genius, wha in his life-time
was driven half demented for the lack o’ five
pounds ! Why, noo a days, the very letter he
wrote to Thamson would hae realeezed three
times the sum that he craved after sic a frantio
fashion !

PurseEr.—Yes—and then consider that with-
out fee or reward he had contributed no fewer
than sixty of his imperishable lyrics to the pub-
lication of the man from whom he almost
begged the above pittance! Amongst these lyries
were all the songs alluded to in the Literary
Advertiser, and the manuseripts whereof pro-
duced no less a sum than £52 15s.!

LA1rp.—Oh but this is a dour, and cross-
grained world, that honest folk like huz, hae
the misfortune to inhabit! It will snarl, and
growl, and glunch at an author, if he only asks
the aumos o’ a crust o’ bread and a whang o
cheese; and when he is laid in the kirk-yard it
will spend as muckle sillar in adorning his
grave, as wun hee kept him in beef steaks and
London porter during the entire period o’ his
natural life ?

MaJoRr.—And yet there is something strange-
ly captivating in the idea of posthumous
renown !

LaIrRp. —Posthumous fiddlesticks ! Gie me a
baggis when I hae appetite to enjoy it, and
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breath to cool it, and posterity are at perfect
liberty to mak’ bools o’ the marble oot o’ which
they intend fabricating a monument for Bonnie
Braes!

Doctor.—A monument for you!

Lairp.—I hae said it, and T'll stand to it,
auld vinegar cruet! The Anglo-American Maga-
zine, wi' o’ its backslidings and imperfections
will ay form a section in the history o’ Cana-
dian literature, Maister Ferres o' Montreal to
the contrary notwithstanding! And when the
pine sapling which I planted last fall in our
family lair at Streetsville, has become a stal-
wart tree, stern and rugged wi’ the experience
o’ a century, passing pilgrims will point to it
as the guardian, which protects the banes o
the Laird o’ the Shanty frae

<« Summer’s heat, and winlers snaw !”

Doctor.—Where is now the haggis?

Larep.—Confound you and your haggis into
the bargain, sordid, crawling, mechanical earth-
worm that you are!

Major.—Temper your vim, Oh planter of
parasolic pine saplings, with this poculum of
hoary-headed half-and-half |

Larep.—Heres to ye! May never waur be
amang us!

Docror.—Many thanks for the compliment !

Lamp.—Q0o, ye needna’ be in sic a hurry
wi’ your thanks! I only meant to express a
hope that Clootie might never intrude upon our
sederunts. He’s the waur I had reference to,
and I question muckle whether he is mony shades
blacker than a certain compounder o’ cathar-
tics, that shall be nameless!

Docror.—A cheer for Bonnie Braes !

Lamrp.—Haud your peace sir! Div you tak’
me for a Coroner? Oh, I hae half 2 mind to
follow the rule laid doon by a high legal func-
tionary, and gie ye ““a clip” that will ¢ flatten
your nose like a pancake!”

Masor.—Returning to the above mentioned
vendition of Burns’ manuscripts, how galling
the consideration that the original autograph of
Scots who hae wi Wallace bled, should have
been purchased for Dollardom.

PursER.—Why 80 ?

Major.—]I marvel that you can ask such a
question! Is it not excraciating to every lover
of liberty, that a relic sparkling—I may say
blazing—with the sacred fire of freedom, is in
the foul custodiership of mercenary brigands
who sell their darkhued brethren like swine?

Lamrp.—What a rage would Robin hae been

in, had he gotten a Pisgah glimpse o’gic a blis-
tering catastrophe! He would hae torn the
sheet into a hundred fragments, wi’ a hot
malison upon the mendacious miscreants, wha
wi’ ae side o’ the mouth exclaim that o’ men
are born free and equaly—and draw] through the
ither—ten dollars, additional, for that there bull
niggar!

DoctorR.—Why, oh Laird, are you not pre-
sident of the Toronto Anti-Slavery Society ?

Lamrp.—Diel kens! Modest merit is aye
elbowed into the goose dub! But there is a
guid time coming, lad, there’s a guid time
coming !

Doctor.—Yes! when you will not have
breath wherewith to overcome the caloric of a
haggis!

Lamrp.—Let that fleestick to the wa’! Ye
mind me o’ bairns, that when they get haud o’
a rhyme continue to ring it in your lug till
you’re sick o’ the very sound o’t!

Masor.—Apropos of rhymes I recently fell
in with a tiny little volume published by my
old friend David Robertson of Glasgow, and
named Nursery Songsé, which exhibits a vast
amount of originalty and quaint humour.

Lairp.—It’s no in my line!
weans at Bonnie Braes!

There are nae

Masor.—Still I think you will relish the
Dorie flavour of the following canticle ;—

WILLIE WINKIE,

Wee Willie Winkie rins through the town,

Up stairs and doon stairs in his nicht-gown,

Tirling at the window, crying at the lock,

“ Are the weans in their bed, for its now ten o'clock ?”

“ Hey, Willie Winkie, are ye coming ben ?

The cat’s singing grey thumbs to the sleeping hen,
The dog’s spelder’d on the floor, and disna gi’e a cheep,
But here’s a waukrife laddie! that winna fa’ asleep.”

Onything but sleep, you rogue! glow'ring like the moon,
Rattling in an airn jug wi’ an airn spoon,

Rumbling, tumbling round about, crawing like a cock
Skirlinyg like a kenna-what, wauk’ning sleeping fock. '

¢ Hey, Willie Winkie—the wean’s in a creel !
‘Wambling aff a bodie’s knee like a very eel,

Rugging at the cat’s lng, and ravelling &’ her thrumbs—
Hey, Willie Winkie—see, there he comes!”

‘Wearied is the mither that has a stoorie wean,

A wee stumpje stoussie, that cannarin h's lane,

That has a battle aye wi’ sleep before he’ll close an ee—

But a kiss frae aff his rosy lipsgi'es strength anew to me,

Lairp.—Losh me, but that metal rings trye !

It would maist tempt a body to invest some
bawbees in a leeshence, & plain gold ring, and
a cradle!
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Masor.—Here is another stave, grateful and!mind the shadows of coming cvents. Still, I

fragrant as

« a red, red rose,
That’s newely sprang in June.”

Tt is entitled—

LADY SUMMER.
Birdic, birdie, weet your whistle!
Sing a sany to please the wean;
Let it be o' Lady Sununer
y Walking wi' her gallant train!
Sing hitn how her gaucy mantle!
Forest green trails ower theles,
1 oider'd frao the dewy Lem o't
Wi the ficld flowers to the knce!
IHow her fout s wi® duisies buskit,
Kirtle o’ the priznrose hue,
And ler ce sae like my laddie’s,
Glancing, laughing, loving blue!
How we et on hilland valley.
Childreu sweet as fairest flowers,
Buds and hlossoms o' aflection,
Rosy wi' the sunny hours.
Sing him sica sang, sweet birdie?
Sing it ower and ower again;
Gar the notes fa’ pitter patter,
Like a shower o° suminer rain.
“ Hoat, tout, toot ! the birdie's saying,
¢ Who can shear the rigg that'sshorn?
Ye've sung brawlie simuer’s ferlics,
1'll toot on anither horn.”

Lamn.—The heathen that could sneer at that
gentle lay as being vulgar, would burn a kirk,
or pick a pocket on the slenderest provocation!

Doctor.—As Louis Napoleon is & peculiarly
prominent personage at present, the volume
which I hold in my hand <“captioned” Z'ri-
colourcd Sketches in Paris, and recently issued
by Harper and Brothers, will be perused with
special relish.

Magor.—I agree with you, the more especi-
ally that it is written in a very lively, graphic
vein, and bears every mark of authenticity, so
far as details of facts are concerned.

Prrser.—Who may be the anthor!

Doctor.—The book is anonymous, and con-
sists of articles written from France, for publi-
cation in & New York daily journal.

Purser.—What period doces it embrace ?

Mocror.—From May 1851, to Jannary 1854,
During the Coup &' Etat, the writer was in
Paris, and he gives the following account of
the manner in which that epic piece of politicat
brigandisin was carrried into cffect.

On the cvening of Mounday, the 1st December,
T was at the President’s reception, at the Elysée.
The rooms of this little palace were all crowded,
though not over five or six hundred persons
were preseat. Three-fourths were military
men; and the predominance of martial insignia,
glittering upen stalwart forms, cast before my

must confess that 1 did not suspect that, before
the sun should dawn, the men around us would
transform Republican France intv a Military
Empire.

. The general aspect of the scene was not gay,
though brilliant Jights shone: over fair woman
and brave men. Therc was no music, no danc-
ing. The President himself, usually grave and
impassible, had a touch of that sealed and stony
look attributed to Napoleor on certain occasions
—as if the sou was toointensely centered with-
in to spare a ray for outward illumination. He
scarcely smiled, and his manner, usually gra-
cious, wae cold and reluctant.

In the crowd I noticed & considerable number
of Catholic priests, several decorated with the
cross of the Legion of Honor. The plump and
happy physiogunomy of Garibaldi, the Pope’s
nuncio, contrasted strangely with the thin
spirituul features of the AbLé Lacordaire. The
tall, bent form of Lord Normanby was secen
moving in the mass, his countenance wreathed
in a smile suitable to him and the occasion.
General Magnan, commancer-in-chief of the
army of Paris, an athletic personage, six feet
in height, conversed rapidly with several offi-
cers, and shot the glances of his small sinister
eye restlessly over the crowd and through the
shadows of the ceiling. Some thirty ladies,
sparkling with jewels, and still brighter glances,
graced the assembly. Half of these were our
country-women, and well sustained the fame of
American beauty.

A few ice creains, a few glasses of syrup and
water, were handed round.  The pageant lasted
for an hour, and at ten o’clock the visitors
entered their carriages, and dispersed to their
several homes.  How impatient must have been
Louis Nopoleon and his coadjutors for this hour
of relief—of darkness, of enterprise! Little
sleep had they that night. At four o'clock in
the morning, Changarnicr and other dreaded
leaders of the opposition were arrested, and as
the citizens crept forth, they saw posted up at
the corners of the streets the decrees which dic-
solved the Assembly, declared Paris in a state
of siege, and placed the destiny of France in
the hands of Louis Napoleon !

By noon the streets were full to overflow.
The crowd, as they came in sight of the prepa-
rations, saw at a glance that the President was
it earnest, that all his measures had been taken,
and that the strong arm of power had laid its
grasp upon every point of the city where a
manifestation might bemade. Insight of these
precautions, every thought of yesistance faded
away, and every menace was hushed half-form-
cd upon the lips. Throughout the day I did
not hear of a project for retaliation, or a single
hope that the people would rise in revolt: s
uscless did any attempt scem to wrest the sway
from him who, by some marvellovs means,
appeared to hold the city in the hollow of his
hand.

Densc masses of people collected at the points
where the decree and appeal of the President

were posted.  When all could not geta sightof
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them, some one made himself spokesman, and
read aloud to the rest. Blousesand black coats’
appeared in about equal numbers. Neither one
nor the other bore an air of concern, of dizap-
pointment or of anxiety. The aspect of the
people was positively gay, without being care-
less. The loss of the Republie did not seem to
sink deep into their breasts.

MaJyor.—By your leave, Sangrado, we shall
say nothing more, at present, touching France
and her Emperor. It is not convenicnt to refer
to such matters in the language "of veracity,
when the flavour of Our Sovercign Lady’s wine
is still upon thelips of the ex-prisoner of Ham!

Lammp.—Ham! I wish I could get asliceo't!
I am as hungry as a hawk! Nuething had 1
for denuz' the day, except a quarter o' lamb,
and that’s puir nicking for a man in the farm-
ing line!

Docror.—Ilere follows a somewhat droll
illustration of French morality :—

A Spanish girl, assassinated some weeks ago
in this city, lett behind her a little boy some
four years old, who, upon the death of his
mother, was placed provisionally at the Found-
ling Hospital. In the mean time Alice Osy, an
actress of the Variétés, addressed aletter to the
prefect of police, requesting permission to adopt
the boy, and promising to give him 2 good
education, and to make of him an honest man,
if possible. In her letter she says that the
c¢hild would be a great conselation to her, “as
she has no children of her own.” The intense
Frenchiness of this remark will strike you at
once when I say that Alice Ozy is a demoisclle.
If she had said that she Zad children of her
own, no onc would have wondered at it, but the
extreme raivete of the remark from an unmar-
ried lady has made even the Parisians smile.
She seems to speak of it as a remarkable and
regretable circumstance that Heaven has blessed
her with no increase.  Her request was granted
by the proper authorities. Alice Ozy is more
distingnished asa femme gaZante than an actress.
Aud yet no onc doubts that she will make a
most excellent mother for the boy, and all are
ready to applaud the authoritics for granting
ber request.  She means to atone, by an act
of graceful benevolence, for the numerous
errors of a jeunesse orageuse.

Lamn.—Miss Alice Ozy puts me in mind o'
Peggy Jardine that had to make her appearance
before the Kirk Session o' Strathbungo, for
adding to the popnlation o’ thy parish, in a
contraband manner.  The minister, honest
man, having just lost a plea wi’ the heritors,
aboot an augmentation o’ his stecpend, was
particularly snell upon the frail backslider, and
lectwred her till he was red in the gills. Yegey,
at length, thought that the matter had been
caried a trifle too far, and cxclaimed, ¢ Deed

minister, the sin wasna sac great after o, secing
that the bairn, puir thing, was unco wee !

Masor.—I have just been reading an amus-
ing series of essays entitled Odds and Ends from
an 0ld Drower. Whilst Bonnic Braes is dis-
cussing his pipe I shall read you therefrom the
following cogitations on—

THE “TIMES” ADVERTISING SHEET.

1€ Dr. Jedler lived in these days, and I wished
to combat his facetious idea that ¢ Life was o
capital joke, nothing serious in it,” I should
put into the good natured old gentleman’s hand
a copy of the Zimes newspaper. 1f there is
anything terribly in earnest in the world it is
the advertizing sheet of this paper. Was any-
thing ever more fearfully alive? Every adver-
tisement seems to fight with its neighbour for
pre-eminence and distinction, and each page
seems to writhe and wrestle all over, like  dish
full of maggots. What flcets of vessels are just
ready to start for the lands of gold, each one
possessing the best accnmmodation, and boasting
the ablest captain.  What stalls of horses fill
up another column, each one a greater bargain
than the other. What galleries of old masters
just ready to fall under the hammer, each pic-
ture the most genuine of the lot. What ranks
of servants out of place, all ticketed with their
respective *wants.”  What groups of poor
young gentlewomen ¢ secking a comfortable
honse” in the nurseries of the fortunate.  If the
spectator for a moment stops to dwell upon
such advertisements, the iron cnters into his
soul, and he must seek relief by a philusophic
contemplation of the muss. At the top of the
cclumn Love now and then stands, making signs
with finger upon lip— Florence” gives «a
thousand kisses'” to her distant and sccret lover.
A mother implores her darling boy to ¢ return
home and all will be forgiven;” or an injurcd
wife, with vehement words, leaps to the first
reconciling words of her lord. Above the
shouting of chapmen, the pufling of quacks, and
the thousand voices of trade, we hear these fervid
outbursts of the human heart, and solitary cries
of anguish, with a strange and startling dis-
tinctuness.

Sometimes, like Garrick’s face, the pages will
appear half in tragedy, half in favce.  Mark
that long list of hospitals, crying out for aid
for the maimed and sick—and then besides it
the sprightly row of theatres, smilingly display-
ing its tinsel attractions. Iere an economic
undertaker calculates for bereaved relatives
what he can “do” a gentleman’s funeral for,
with ¢ hearse and piumes and two coaches and
pairs,” or for what he can afford to put a
defunct artizan under ground, by means of the
Shillabeer buss. In the very next advertise-
ment an cnterprising stationer boasts the largest
assortment of wedding cards, and iinds every-
thing (but happiness) for the bride. Then
again, *The original Maison Deuil” draws
attention to its * poignant grief mantles and

inconsolable trimmungs.”  Every ingredient
of life sccms mixed in this ever open book ; we
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Iaugh, we cry, we pardon, pity, or condemn, as|ent letters of the alphabet addressing cach
wmorning after morning it brings before us the {other in terms of the most frantic grief or
swiftly-shifting scenes of this inortal life. gentle reproach. A. B. is implored to return
In the ancient Greek theatres, wheve the|to his sorrowing T. T. X. X. wishes to meet
actors had to give their recitations in the open lL' M., not at Phillippi, but at 6r.x. Ina
air, they made use of a brazen mask, which brief paragraph we catch a misfortune so pro-
projected the voice to a sufficient distance to be found as to check at once the langh at which
heard by a vast maltitude of people. we greet the more vulgar and curious adver-
The brazen mask of the preseat age is this tisements that surround it. I remember once
advertising sheet, bekind which all conditions  reading a line to this cfiect:—¢¢ The assistance
of people day by day plead their wants to the came too late—she died in the night.” Wlo
entire nation. What a strange crowd in one!was it that thus passed out of life the moment
continual stream passes through the doors of -aid was at hand? who is it that remains to re-
the little roum in Printing-house Square, where proach himself with his tardiness 2 The reader
this mask is erected ! The poor shrinking girl, pauses for a moment and wonders what tragedy
who, for the first time, is obliged to come in lies hidden in this brief space, and then relapses
contact with the hard world, brings her adver-linto the contemplation of the fierce struggle for
tisement, offering herself as 2 governess for the jthe world's goods which the vast mass of the
sake of “ha. comfortable home"—the cicver acvertisements represents.
schemer, who muakes a living of the postage- . . ) .
stamps he extracts from those to whom ke DOCTO’-“_T!IQ Times was the only Eurepean
offers some extraordinary advantages—the cn-newspaper which my old college chum Mungo
thusinst who brings his five shillings to have the i McMango of the Bombay medical staff, ever
:l,:d of the ,":'lo“m lﬁ' °Lil‘"med byt o ﬁert&i{x‘ ‘:‘Ut' - perused during his twenty-one yeurs’ sojourn in
6 poor widow who has come to plea o the \
bcng‘olent” for her destitute chil(ll)rcu—aud the the land of rupees. Generally (I speak of o

agent of the millionaire advertising for a loan

of millions— all shoulder each other in this,

roum. What passages of life might not the
attendunt clerk read, to whom this continual
throng, as it were, exposes the secret necessities
of the heart!

period prior to the cra of ocean steam naviga-
tion) Mungo would reccive two or three months'
ipapers at once, and he made a religious rule of
perusing them in strict chronological order, and
only one per diem. Often when some matter of

How anxionsly next day cach individual extra moment was on the tapis, he would long
searches the wet page for the all-important consumedly for the advent of the period when

advertisement. liow the glossy curls of the : 1 th
young girl riddle over the shect as shcihe c?ult} m:foldafrcih sheet, <o :\st‘o]em‘n ¢
Teads her own wants proclaimed aloud. It |verdictin an engrossing murder trial, or the
almost takes her breath away—she, the timid'«livision upon a hotly coatested Parliamentury
little thing, t}“’f to speak out as boldly as the gebate. On the investigation of the charges
best of them ! The thought arises in hermind, |, 1o conduct of Queen Caroline, Mr.

that some good lady who has a daughter like
herself is reading it, and will have pity on her

it might be, that some abandoned wretch has;

the paragraph at the moment under his eye,
and is plotting an answer that will bring her
under his clutches.  The schemer, ere the boy
has come round for the horrowed paper, has
succeeded : piles of letters from peuple eager
to partake of the wealth he offers them bave
found him in postage stamps enough for the
wants of the week. The proclamation of the
coming end of the world bas raised a laugh or
two from the casual reader, and cast a thousand
Muggletonians into sack-cloth and ashes, and
into the hourly expectation of hearing the last
trump. The millionzire has sent the funds
down a quarter per cent., and so it moves. Al
theso people have cried aloud, yet with closed
lips, through ¢this ever open book” of the
press.

To the general reader how much is there to
amuse; how many many pictures of the little
weaknesses of human nature, of pride, and
nffectation, to be feund in these daily announce-
ments.

The top of the sccond column of the first
page of the Zunes is the place where the print-
crs ‘“ pile the agony.”  Here we find the differ-

McMungo was nearly thrown into a fever from
his anxiety to be indoctrinated with thedecisicn
of the House of Peers, but though he could have
arrived at the result in a couple of minutes, he
had the self-command to leave the papers un-
opened till the proper time for their perusal had
arrived.

Lan.—That’s ane o’ your awf{u’ lecing like
'storics!

Doctor.— It is a veritable Lill, I can ascure

ou.

Punser.—Ilave any of you perused The
Litcrary Life and Correspondence of the Coxntess
of Blessington ?

Masor.—I waded through the affair, having
nothing better to do at the time, and 2 more
-arduous pilgrimage, of the description, never
fell to nuy lot. Madden is the pink and quin-
tessence of bare-faced book-makers. Like 3
scavenger employed to fill up a ditch for 0
much the square yard, hecmpties every variety
of stush and rubbish intoe his volumes, without
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“the slightest regard for the miserable reader!
1f I were the Czar I would make the fellow eat
a dozen pages of the empirical olla podrida,
fried in the rankest and most antiquated goose
grease, and that ‘every morniag, till the whole
was consumed.

Lairp.—The puir vagabond would dee o’ in-
disgeestion the first week !

Docror.—Of course Madden attempts te
whitewash the fishy demi rep ?

MaJsor.—He does, but with about the same
success that would attend the scouring of an
Ethiopian! Partial asis the booing biographer,
he leaves you with the confirmed impression
that the Countess wasa vain, frivolous, Leartless
creature, whose immorality was bat slenderly
concealed by a few fig leaves ef sickly senti-
ment.

Purrser.—I never thought much of her lady-
ship's writings.

Masor.—No man, worth ehooting, could
relish her polished insipidities.

Lairp.—}ioo then cam’ she to gel sic a
namec ?

Masor.—She flourished when the Annual
cpidemic rifely prevailed.  Her lot was cast in
that emasculated era, when the English pur-
chased gilt edged, picture story books by tens
of thousaads, if they only purported to emanate
from the brains of Honourables, and Right
Honourables !  Providentially the madness
subsided, and then the pinch beck Countess
sunk into her native mud, like an exhausted
sky-rocket!

Lammp.—To think o printing twa gutty
volumes, aboot a puff paste limmer like that!

MaJor.—The correspondence forms the only
redeeming featuresin the svork. I shall read
you 3 lively letter from Charles Dickens:—

¢ Appearances are againstme. Don’t believe
them. I bave written you, in intention, fifty
letters, and I cau claim no credit for any one
of them (though they were the best letters yon

ever read), for they all originated in my desire
to live in your memory and regard.

¢ Since I heard from Count D'Orsay I bave
been beset in I den’t know how many ways.
First of all I went to Marscilles, and came back
20 Genoa. Then I moved to the Peschicre.
“Then some people, who had been present at the
scientific congress here, made & sudden inroad
on that cstablishment, and overrsn it.  Then
went away, and I shut myself up for one
month, close and tight, over my little Christmas
book, ¢<The Chimes.’ AR my affections and
passions got twined and kunotted up in it, and 1
beeame as haggard as a murderer long before 1
wrote ¢ The End.’ When I had done that, like

Yor. VI, 37.

¢ The man of Thessaly,” who, having scratched
his eyes out in a quickset hedge, plunged into
a bramble-bush to stratch them in again, I fled
to Venice to recover the composure I had dis-
turbed. From thence I went to Verona and to
Mantua. And now I am here—just come up
from under ground, and earth all over, from
secing that extraordinary tomb in which the
dead saint liesin an alabaster case, with spark-
ling jewels all about him to mock his dusty eyes,
not to mention the twenty franc picces wlhich
devout votaries were ringing down upon a sort
of skylight in the cathedral pavement abuve, s
if it were a couuter of his heavenly shop.

“You know Verona? Youknow every thing
in Italy, Jknow. I am notlearned in geogra-
phy, and it wasa great blow to me to find that
Remeo was only banished five-and-twenty miles.
1t was 2 greater blow to me to sce the old house
the Capulets, with their cognizance, still carved
in stone, over the gateway of the court-yard.
It is a most miserable little inn, at this time
ankle-deep in dirt; and noisy vetturini and
muddy market-carts were disputing possession
of the yard with a brood of geese, all splashed
and bespattered as if they had their yesterday's
white trowsers on. There was nothing to con-
neet it with the beautiful story but a very un-
sentimental middle-aged lady (the Padrona, I
suppose) in the doorway, who resembled old
Capulet *u the one particular of being very
great indeed in the family-way.

«The Roman amphitheatre there delighted
me beyond expression. I never saw any thing
so full of solemn, ancicnt interest. There are
the fourand-forty rows of seats, as fresh and
perfect as if their occupants had vacated them
but yesterday; the entrances, passages, dens,
rooms, corridors; the numbers over some of
the arches. An equestrian troop had been
there some days before, and had scovped out a
little ring at one end of the sreng, and had their,
performance in that spot. I should like to huve
seen it, of all things, for its very dresriness.
Fancy a handful of people sprinkled over one
corner of the great place (the whole population
of Verona wouldn't fill it now), and a spangled
cavalier bowing to the echoes and the grass-
grown walls! Tclimbedto the topmost seat,
and looked away at the beautiful view for some
minutes ; when I turned round and looked
Jdown into the theatre again, it had exactly the
appearance of an immense straw bat, to which
the helmet in the Castle of Otranto wasa bahy;
the rows of scats representing the different
plaits of straw, and the arena the inside of the
crown.

¢ had great expectations of Venice, but
they fell immeasurably short of the wonderful
reality. The short time I passed there went by
me in a dream. I hardly think it possible to
exaggerate its beautics, its sources of interest,
its uncommon novelty and freshness. A thou-
sand and one realizations of the thousand and
one nights could scarcely captivate and enchant
me more than Veuice.

«Your old house at Albare—Il Paradiso—
lis spoken of as yours to this day. What & gal-
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lant place it i~! 1 den’t know the present in-
mate, but I Lear that ke bought and furnished
it not long since with great splendor, in the
French style, and that he wishes to sell it. I
wish I were rich, and could buy it. There isa
third-rate wine shop below Byron’s house; and
the place looks dull, and miserable, and ruinous
enough.

“0ld is & trific uglier than wher I
first arrived. lIfe has periodical parties at
which there are & great many flower-pots and a
tew ices—no other refreshments. He goes
about constantly charged with extemporaneous
poetry, and is always ready, like tavern-dinners,
on the shortest notice and the most reasonable
terms. e keeps o gigantic harp in his bed-
room, together with pen, ink, and paper, for
fixing his ideas as they ow—a kind of profane
King David, but truly good-natureu and very
harmless.

“Pray say to Count D’Orsay every thing that
is cordial and loving from me. The traveling
purse he gave me has been of immease service.
1t has been constantly of ened. Al Italy seems
to yearn to pui its hand init. Ithink of hang-
ing it, when I come back to Zngland, on a nail
as o trophy, and of gashing the brim like the
blade of an old sword, and saying to my son
and heir, as they do upon the stage: ¢ You sce
this notch, boy? Five hundred francs were
Iaid low on that day for post-horses. Where
this gap 1s, a waiter charged your father treble
the correct amount—and got it. This end,
worn into teeth like the rasped edge of an old
file, is sacred to the custom houses, boy, this
passport, and the shabby soldiers at town gates,
who put an open hand and a dirty coat-cuff
into the coach windows of all Forestieri. Take
it, boy. Thy futher has nothing else to give!’

¢ My desk is cooling itself in & mail-coach
somewhere down at the back of the Cathedral,
and the pens and ink in this house are so
detestable that 1 have no hope of your ever
getting to this portion of my letter. Butl have
the less misery in this state of mind from know-
ing that it has nothing in it to repay you for
the trouble of perusal.

CuarLes DicKEss.

DocTor.—Very characteristic of Boz.

Masor.—And the following is equally charac-
teristic of Captain Marryatt, who, ung estion-
gbly, was a very ill-used man.

¢« In reply to your kind inquiries, allow me
first to observe that I have two most ‘splendid
grambles on my list, so splendid that I hardly
know how to part with them.  Now for grumlle
the first: When Sir James Graham was at the
Admiralty, he was pleased to consider that my
professional services entitled e to some mark
of his majesty’s approbation, and accordingly
he asked his majesty to give mo the star of the
Guelph, and knighhood. To this request his
majesty, King William, was pleased to reply, in
his usual frank, off-hand way, <Oh yes—
Marryatt, I know—bring him here on Thurs-
day, (the day of application having been Mon-

)

ness was ripening,’ some kind friend informed
his majesty that 1 had once written a pamphlet
on Impressment.  And when Sir James saw his
majesty on the Wednesday, the king said to him,
¢ By-the-by, Marryatt wrote a work on Im-
pressment, I hear’ (whether for or against, his
majesty did not deign to inquire). I won't
give him any thing ;’ adding, in his wonted free
and easy style, ¢ I'll sce him d—d first!’ Now
the request of a cabinet minister is supposed to
confirm the claim, and it is not usual for the
sovereign to refuse ; indeed, his majesty seemed
to be aware of that, for he said, ¢The Guelph
is my own order, and I will not give it unless I
choose.” Sir James Graham, of course, did not
press the matter after his majesty’s opinion
1o frankly expressed. And there the matter
dropped; so that, instead of the honor intended,
1 had the honor of being d—d by a sovereign,
and have worn my travelling name ever since.
You'll allow that it is a capital grumble. Now
for grumble No. two:

“« Twenty-six years ago, soon after the peace,
I was requested by Lloyd’s and the ship-owners
to write a code of signals for the merchant ser-
vice. Y did so, and in the various annual re-
ports of these societies, they have stated that
the saving of lives and property by the means
of these signals hasbeen enormous.  They were,
at the request of Lloyd’s, supplied to the British
mer. of war, to enable merchant vessels to com-
municate their wants, &c. ; and eventually they
have been used in all the English colonies and
dependencies by the government, to communi-
cate with vessels, &c., along the coast. The
French, perceiving their advantage, hrd them
translated, and supplied to their men of war and
merchantmen.

¢ Now, independent of the value they may bo
to the country in saving lives and property, and
the claim which I have on that account, 1 have
one also in a pecuniary way, for during the
twenty-six years that they have been established
they have always been supplied gratis to the
British navy ; and if it is considered how many
vessels we have had in commission, had this
been paid for, it would have amounted toa very
large sum.  For this service I have never re-
ceived any remuneration whatever from our own
government. When I was at Paris some years
ago, Admiral de Rigney, the French first lord,
sent for me, and, without any application on my
part, informed me that, in conscquence of the
important advantages derived by the use of my
signals, the King of the French bad been pleased
to give me the Gold Cross of the Legion of Hunor
(equivalent to the C. B. in England:) so that I
have been rewarded by a nation for whom the
signals were not writter, and from my own
government have received nothing. I beg par-
don, I did receive something—a letter from Lord
Pahinerston, forbidding me to wear the distinc-
tion granted to me by the King of the French.
Now I call that also a capital grumble. Ihave
asked Sir Robert Pecl to give me cmployment,
and I did so because I consider tnat I have dono
some service to the Conservative cause—at all

day). Dutit appears that, while my ¢great-

events, I have worked Lard, and suffered much
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in purse. The cont~~t of the Tower Hamlets
cost me between six a.d seven thousand pounds,
which is a serious affair to & man with seven
children, all with very large ideas and very
small fortunes; and I have felt the loss ever
since. I have invariably labored very hard in
the cause, never neglecting to infuse Conserva-
tive ideas in all my writings. I have written
much in the newspapers, and never yet sent
any article to the ¢ Times’ which was not im-
mediately inserted. One Conservative paper,
which was dying a natural death, the ¢Era,’
weckly paper, I re-established, and it now cir-
culates upward of five thousand; I did this out
of good will to the proprictor and zeal for the
cause, for I never received a six-pence for many
months’ labor. The ¢Era’ is the Licensed Vie-
tualers’ paper, and I argued that wherever that
paper was taken in, the ¢Weekly Despatcl’
would not be; and that were the man who draws
the beer is a Conservative, those who drink it
will become the same. It is well known that
it was chiefly through the exertions of the
Licensed Victualers that Captain Rous was re-
turned for Westminster.

¢« As to my professional services, it is to the
Admiralty that I must look for remuneration;
and as for my literary reputation, it is an affair
between me and the public; but I think you
must acknowledge that I have claims for omis-
ston und claims for commission ; and when I see
the Whigs giving away baronets to Easthope,
&c., for literary services, and Clay, my opponent
at the Tower Hamlets, for contesting clections,
I do feel that the party which I have supported,
now that I have decided claims upon the coun-
try should not throw me away like a sucked
orange; if they do, why—virtue must be its
own reward. It will be all the same a hundred
years hence.

¢ I have now let it all out, and I feel a great
deal better.

«¢F. MApRyYaTT.”

Lamp.—I wonder what we are to hae for
supper? I’m as boss as o drum!

Masor.—Not being in Mrs. Grundy's secrets
1 cannot say. If, however, we could get o
realization of the following receipt by Marryatt,
we could not be ill off :—

«Split a cod’s head, and put it with two had-
docks, my dear countess, into a kettle contain-
ing two quarts of cold water, and an ouion
chopped fine. When it has boiled a quarter of
an hour, take out ail the fish, cut off the heads,
trim and fillet the haddocks, pick out the best
part of the cod’s head—such as under jaw,
tongue, &c., andlay them aside. Put back into
tho kettlo the remains of the cod’s head and
trimmings of the haddocks, and let them boil
until the liquor is reduced to a pint and o half,
and then strain off.

“ Thicken the soup with the yolks of two eggs
well beat up; add some chopped parsley and «
little salt; then put in the fillets of haddock
(each cut into four picces) with the portions of
the cod’s head ; boil till sufticiently done, and

you will have a capital soup & tres boune
marché.
¢F. MARRYATT.”

Docror.—I say, Laird, as ycu so anxiously
conserve all older customs, I presume that you
will not forget Friday, the 8th day of June?

Larp.—What happened upon that day ?

Docror.—It is the anniversary of Lady Go-
diva’s ungarmented ride.

Docror.—I forget noo 2’ aboot her leddyship.

Docror.—After the following manner does
Sir Henry Ellis, recapitulate the legend: ¢ Leo-
fric, Earl of Mercia, Lord of Coventry, imposed
certain hard and gricvous services upon tho
place, which his Countess Godiva, out of feelings
of compassion for the inhabitants, frequently
and earnestly implored her husband to free
them from, but without effect; and, unwilling
to give up an exaction which tended so much to
his profit, he at length commanded her to urge
him no more on the subject. Godiva was not
thus to be diverted from her purpose, and
resuming her importunities, he thought to si-
lence her at once, by declaring that he never
would accede to her wishes, unless she would
consent to ride naked from one end of the town
to the other, in the sight. To thisextraordinary
proposal, however, he heard with astonishment
her reply in these words, ¢ Zut will you give me
leave to do so 2 and being compelled to answer
¢« Yes,’ the good Countess woon afterwards upon
a day appointed for that purpose, got upon her
horse naked, her loose and flowing tresses
forming a complete covering down to her legs,
and having achieved her undertaking returned
with joy and triumph to her husband, who
faithfully redeemed his pledge, by granting to
the inhabitants a Charter of Freedom, in the
words of an old chronicler jfrom servitude, evil
customs, ana cxactions. The city legends relate
that before her good patroness performed her
task, an order was issued requiring all the in-
habitants, on pain of death, to remain within
their houses during her progress; but that a
tailor, whoso curiosity was not to be restrained
by this denunciation, was resolved to have a
peep 8t tho fair Countess, and paid for his pre-
sumption and inquisitiveness by the loss of his
sight. In commecmoration of this incident, o
figure whoso name and fame tro widely spread,
called Peeping Tom, is still to be scen at the
‘corner of Hertford Street, in an opening at the
’;nppcr part of & house.”

Lamp.—In what manner is that queer ride

commenorated ?
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Doctor.—The following extract from the
Coventry Herald, of June, 1848, conveys an an-
swer to your question: ¢“Large as was the

influx of visitors contributed by common stages, |

horse, and foot, it was prodigiously augmented
by the torrent of human beings which poured
into the town in rapid succession by the railway
trains, which, from authentic information we are
enabled to state, brought into Coventry on that
day the amazing numberof 15,600 persons. In
various parts of the town had been erected
triumphal arches of great height, ornamented
with flowers and evergreens, and many private
houses were also similarly decorated in front.
The cavaleade startedat eleven o’clock, headed
by Mr. Wombwell's elephant bearing a castle,
and thus forming a living and literal represent-
ation of the city arms of Coventry. Madame
Wharton’s performance of Godiva was regarded
as highly satisfactory. She was attired in a
close-fitting elastic silk dress of pinky-white
colour, entire from the neck to the toes, ex-
cepting the arms, which were uncovered; over
thi: u simple white satin tunic, edged with gold
fringe, completed her riding habit. Her only
head-dress was a perfectly unartifieial and not
very profuse supply of glossy black hair, simply
braided in front, and hanging down, slightly
confined bebied. Mr. Warton, her husband,
rode a short distance in the rear, as Edward the
Black Prince, clad in & suit of mail. Queen
Margaret, Sir John Falstaff, Robin Hood, Friar
Tuck, William and Adam Botoner (the celebrat-
ed Mayors of Coventry) also found representa-
tives in the procession. Last was a sylvan
bower bearing the Shepherd and Shepherdess,
a capacious platform furnished with flowers,
fountains, and foreign birds in golden cages.
The fleeccy lambs and faithful dog farmed obh-
ccts which attracted all eyes, while the arbour
of evergreens rising and tapering off to the
height of forty fect, formeda magnificent finish
to the cavalcade.”

MaJor.—Well, Bonnie Braes, what think you
of getting up a Lady Godiva doing in Strects-
“ville?

Larn.—I would like it brawly; but whaur
could I get a woman to play the part o’ the
Coontess ?  If Lucy Stonchad na’ got married,
she would hae answered brawly; but, of coorse,
she's oot o' the question nvo !  However, Mat-
tie, that keeps the yill house, will likely hae
nae objections to tak the job on hand. Il
pop the question to Mattie, us soon as I get
hame!

Docror.—By the bye, Major, I had nearly
forgotten to mention that our friend Whitefield
has returned.

Major.—Aye, has he? And brought many
moro views of our Canadian towns, I sup-
pose.

Docror.—Yes. e has taken Galt and some
others; but I did not see his sketches. Ile
tells mo that Galt will make & fine picture, and
that the Galtonians huve subscribed liberally
towards it.

Lairp.—Weel done. Wha should tak’ mair
interest in his productions than the inhabitants
o’ that place? Were he to come oot to Streets-
ville, I'd bet twa bawbees to ain that &’ the bo-
dies in the place wad set doen their names.

Masor.—I am sure Mr. Whitefield would be
only too happy to pay you a visit, did he think
he should meet with suck wholesale patronage,
Laird.

Docror.—He had with him a couple of proofs
of Ottawa City, late Bytown, one of the Upper,
the other of the Lower Town. They were per-
fect gems. That of the Lower Town I admired
}in particular, and think, asa work of art, it is
the most effective picturchehas as yet produced.
It will sell everywhere.

Masor.—I am glad to hear you speak so
highly of it, and trust that he will be amply re-
munerated for the expenses he is at in getting
out so many Provincial views. He is doing an
honour to Canada, and Canadians must support
him.

Daocror.—Besides these views, he had one of
Kingston, whick makes a most effective picture.
Indeed, no place in Canada shows to such ad-
vantage as Kingston. Builtasitis on a crescent-
shaped pieco of rising ground, almost every
house 18 seen.

Masor.—Our friends in Kingston, then, can-
not complain of justice not being done them to
their city’s presentment.

Docrtor.—I should think naot, for Mr. White-
field has a happy knack of always hitting on
the best point from which to make his gketch.
added to the masterly manner in which they are
executed, is sure to please.

Masor.—Friends, counttymen, and lovers, I
call for a bumper ¢ pottle deep!” We have
now finished the third year of our sacial co-
partnership.  Let us dedicate a libation to the
memory of the many happy scderunts we have
enjoyed, and to the increased prosperity of the
AxGLo AMERICAN Macazisel
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DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING BOUQUETS AND FLORAL
ORNAMENTS.

In fulfilment of the promise made to you, I
proceed to offer o few practical directions, in-
tended principally for the amateur florist, for
making bouquets and floral ornaments.

But before commencing, allow me to make a
few preliminary observations in regard to the
importance of adhering strictly to the laws
and dictates of a cultivated and refined taste in
order to ensure success. And first I would re-
mark that there is a prejudice existing in the
minds of many in regard to the arrangement of
flowers in claborate designs and ornaments—a
prejudice which makes no distinction hetween
the manifest absurdity of attempting to imitate
in flowers objects which are entirely destitute
of either beauty or adaptability, such for in-
stance, as the monstrosities in the shape of
monuments, fountains, tables, &c., which
yearly disgrace some of the horticultural exhi-
bitions in our large cities, and the forming of
ornaments or designs natural and graceful in
conception, and elaborate and artistic in exe-
cution. How often do we hear from such per-
sons theremark that a bouquet formed of flowers
cullpd at random, and put together in the most
carcless manner, is far more pleasing than one
of o, moro claborate character, and yet should
one arranged with good taste, and a due regard
to the harmony of colors, be eshibited, what
exclamations of delight and admiration would
reward the artist for his labor. To a person
whose highest conception of a bouquet or floral
ornament does not exceed & bunch of IHolly-
hocks and Asparagus, with, perhaps, the
addition of & P’zony or two, the directions here
given will appear useless and trifling; but
when such an one witnesses the result he will
perbaps change his opinion.

With theso few remarks I pass to the more

practical part of my subject; and first in order
are the requisite tools and material.

The tools required in making a bouquet are a
flower-gatherer—which is a pair of scissors
that holds the flower tight after it is severed,
and which can he obtained at any of our horti-
cultural warchouses—a sharp penknife, and a
good strong pair of ordinary scissors. The
materials for forming the frame-work of a
bouquet, are a good, strong, straight stick, from
twelve to eighteen inches long, according to the
desired size or height of the bouquet, ohserving
to have it long enough to leave room to hold it
in the hand at the lower extremity until the
bouquet is completed, when thestick isto be cut
off even with the lower end of the bouquet; a
handful of straight switches from trees or
shrubs, of sufficient strength and stiffness to
sustain the weight of a good sized flower when
attached to their upper extremities, and about
eight inches long ; also a small quantity of the
whisk from an old corn broom about six or
eight inches long, o single straw of which is
used for supporting the heads of small flowers,
such as Violets, &c. In addition to the above,
procure two coils of unannealed, or very pliable
or flexible, copper or iron wire, one¢ coil of
which should be about the thickness of a
pretty good sized pin, and the other the
finest almost that can be procured, not larger
than fine spool-cotton or horse-hair. The
first mentioned is used for attaching Camelling
and other large flowers to the switches, or arti-
ficial stems, and the latter for the smaller
flowers, and is much preferable to twine or
thread, as it does not require tying, but is
merely passed four times around the flower and
its support and is then cut off with the scissors.
I would recommend that copper wire should be
used, particuiarly the larger size, as iron wire
if left in the green-house soon becomes rusty
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and soils both the hands and the flowers. The
comniercial gardeners generally use iron. A°
ball of good strong hemp or cotton twine, or
tie-yarn, is requisite for putting the bouquet to-
gethier and must be keptin a flower-pot at your
feet to keep it from rolling about. A quantity
of evergreen such as Cedar, Arbor Vite, or,
what is better than cither, the small evergreen
vine, or Lycopodium, which grows in profusion
in many localitics, and is used for making
wreaths for ornamenting churches at Christ-
mas, for filling in the interstices between the
flowers and for finishing the lower part of the
bouquet.

Before describing the modus operandi of
making or putting together the bouquet, allow
me to say a word or two in defence of the
practice of using flowers with short stems.  Of|
course when a collection of plants is very ex-
tensive, or when the kinds used are not mostly
of a veluable kind, there is less necessity for
economy ; but where the reverse of this is the
case, I know of but one objection that can be
urged, and that is that the flowers will wither
sooner than if their stems reached the water.
This objection has been found by experience
to be far less serious than it appears at
the first glance to be, for if the insterstices
between the supports of the flowers be prop-
erly filled up with any kind of materials, such
as evergreens, moss, or the like, to retain mois-
ture, and the bouquet is turned upside down
once or twice a day and water poured on it, it
will retain its beauty and freshness for a week
at least, and I have seen & houquet two weeks
old so fresh that it called forth the admiration
of all who inspected it.

Before quitting this branch of my subject, I

will offer a few suggestions in regard to the
cconomical use of flowers which will be found
of considerable importance where the demand
is greater than the supply. By a careful ex-
amination of the hotanical structure of various
plants, it will be found that a number of them
producé their flowers in clusters or umbels,
and that in many cases the upper buds expand
sometime before the lower ones, consequently
if the whole head is cut off the later bloom is
entirely lost. This is especially the case with
Geraniums, (particularly the scarlet,) Prim-
roses, Bignonias, etc., and it will be found 2
considerable saving to only cull the expanded
blossoms.  There are also other plants which

suchas the Acacias, the Euphordic Jacquinaflora,
the Spirea prunifolia, and others, all of which
can be divided into pieces from one to two
inches long and will have quite as good an ap-
pearance in the bouquet as if the whole stem
were used. Again, there are other plants, and
among them some of the most gorgeous and
showy descriptions, whose flowers are too large
to be used entire and consequently require to
be divided; among these are the Poinsettia
pulcherrima and the Strelitzia regina. The first
of these produces a flower of no beauty, but it
is surrounded by scarlet leaves or bractse of
tue most gorgeous splendour, the heads
measuring in some instances twenty inches in
diameter ; these bractoe have a fine effect when
introduced singly or in pairs. In dividingthem,
insert your knife at the top and pass it down
perpendicularly dividing the flower and stem
into two equal parts; then sub-divide these un-
til you have but one or two bractm with a small
piece of the stem attached to each; these sec-
tions are then to be tied to supports and aro
then ready for use.  The Streletzia produces a
flower or rather a succession of flowers,
of a singular shape, but of a beautiful comb-
ination of colors. They appear in triplets
of two beautiful orange and violet petals,
and after one set withers they are sue-
cceded by aunother set from the same calyx or
spathe.  Should you cut the whole head you
would find it too large and unwieldly, and at the
same time lose the succession of blooms. Itis
therefore advisable to sever the connection and
take out the bloom without injury to the rest
of the head, and tie it on 2 stick as before di-
rected.

There is perhaps no plant so much injured by
injudicious cutting as the Camellia. Itis of such
slow growth that should two or three inches of
the stem be cut with the flower the plant would
not increase one particle in size and the bloom of
the following year would be entirely lost. It
is therefore absolutely necessary that the flower
alone, should be gathered and an artificial stem
supplied of either wire or wood, or both. Itis
a fortunate circumstance that this flower de-
privedTof its stem is of longer duration than
any other.

There is a great diversity of taste as to the
shape and size of bouquets. That most generally
preferred, however, for hand-bouquets is flat or
slightly oval on top, and about cight inches in

produce their flowersinlong spikes or garlands,

diameter. I am aware that they are frequently
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MRS. GRUNDY'S GATHERINGS.

made much larger, but in my opinion they ap- I;[:Icu plus foxce, &e. They are generally worn
pear heary and cumbrous. The ilat bouquet with tlounces; and in almost all the patterns

possesses two important advantages over the
pyramidal or cone-shaped, in not requiring near
80 many flowers, and also in allowing every
flower to be scen at one glance. The pyramid,
or cone-shape, is however preferred for large
bouguets or table designs.

In my next I will continue the subject and
describe the process of putting together the
voquet.

L J

MRS. GRUNDY’S GATHERINGS.
DESCRIPTION OF PLATE.
CARRIAGE COSTUME.

Robe of maroon-coloured cordedsilk, trimmed
with graduated rows of velvetof the same color,
extending from the bottom of the skirt to the
waist. A black velvet mantle of the Mousque-
taine form, with loose hanging sieeves, and
slightly fitting to the figure at the back of the
waist. There aredouble sleeves, one pair demi-
close and of the bell form, and the other pair
loose, and slit up in front of the arm. The
sleeves and the whole of the mantel are lined
with blue silk, wadded and quilted. Bonnets
of white therry velvet, trimmed witu bias folds
of dark blue velvet. At cach side a bow com-
posed of black velvet. Strings of blue velvet
ribbon. Under trimming, acap of white blonde,
with bows and end of blue velvet.

PARIS IASIIIONS.

Flounces are not so much in favour ashither-
to, and dresses can be worn with plain skirts,
the patterns being placed crosswise, and
lessening towards the waist. They are cut out,
and placed upon & plain ground for flounces;
or they are left altogether upon the ground,
and thus form a plain skirt. Almost all the
grounds are @ petits quadrilles, very dclicate,
and the patternsare of coloured watered bands,
and garlands of fiowers of soft and very varied
shades. Basques seem to be coming up again.
The dresses bave a disposition that forms the
first flounce, and falls over npon the plain skirt.
One of the newestrobes is the Robe Neapolitaine,
of all shades. The ground is of taffetes, with
& pattern woven in colour, and fcrming a
draught board; the pattern diminishing to-
wards the top of the skirt. The cersage has
tiree trimmings for the sleevee ir smaller
quadrilles, a3 well asthe front of the corsage
and the border of the basve. Other robes are
of vert ccladon, upon vert pre, bleu Louise upon

of the lower part there is black, to contrast
with these light colours; or the pattern is une
Grecque, or e quadrille. But when they are
garlands of flowers, or sprinkled bouquets, no
other shades than those of the flowers are em-
ployed. Robes trimmed with garlands are
called Corbeilles de Flore. Almostall the flounces
arc trimmed with a fringe. DBlack taffetas
mantles are trimmed with deep Chantilly lace,
falling over Lalf the length of the skirt, and
crossing in front. This kind is more recherche,
and is in greater favour than the paletots with
sleeves, which fit closer to the figure.

The most distingue bonnets are white. Those
of paille de riz with alternated bunds of white

blonde, will be most worn. They are orna-
mented with tufts of straw-coloured feathers,

shaded rose towards the end. Many white
feathers are also worn, with black. Bonnets
are as small as ever; but, to make up for it,
the curtain falls very far behind the neck. It
is proposed to have boots to match the
shades of walking dresses; but the inmo-
vation is not a happy one. We recommend
black or gold-coloured English leather.

The toilette worn by the Empress at Long-
champs, was composed of a pearl-gray taffetas
robe ornamented up to the centre of the skirt,
with liserons woven in silk of the same shade:
upon the front width the embroidery was con-
tinued up to the point of the corsage. The
corsage was flat, montunt a pointe, and without
basques. It was closed by small delieate peart
buttons, and worked upon the breast with
liserons, like the smaller ones. Similar em-
broidery ornamented the flounces of the sleeves,
The collar and the sleeves (called @’ Imperatrice,
and described by us last February) were in
point a laiguille. A magnificent shawl of In-
dian gauze, with 2 white ground, embroidered
in relief with flowers and fruit, woven with
threads of gold and silver. The bonnet was of
paille-de-riz and dands of blonde; tufts of
muguets des boie were placed on each side.

ROSE LIP SALVE,

Take eight ounces of sweet almond oil, four
of prepared mutton suet, one and a half of
white wax, two of spermaceti, and twenty
drops of ottagf roses; step 2 small quantity
of alkanct root in the oil, and strain before
using. Meclt the suet, wax, and spermaceti

together, then add tho colored oil and otto.
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(To Correspondents.)

F. W. S.—Your Solution to the Indian Problem is the
correct one.  Wo will withhold it another month.

AMy.—The best three move problem is by the Rev. Mr,
Bolton, Weshall give it jusertion in our next, if possible:

Solutlon to Problem in Iow A WoRLD waS Woy, by
& Subscriber, J. B., and J. H. R. are correct.

Solution to No. 18, the INpiaN Prosiey, by ¥F. W. 8, J.
B, and J. H. R. are correct,

Solutions to Enigma in our last by G. P, Amy, and F.
. 8. are corruct.

SOLUTION TO PROBLEM IN II0W A WORLD WAS

WON. Pago 440,
White, Black.
1. Rto K Kt §th (ch). R takes R,
2, Ik to KB 8th (ch). R takes R.
3. K P one (dis ch).

Q interposes
4. B mates. -

—

PROBLEM No XIX.
By A. M. 8., of Toronto.
"BLACK.

7 a1
% //%%/4/,/
%//5/// ////, /
W ”‘// /4 ////
//// // ///////
BE BB

WHITE.
White to play and mate in four moves.

\\\

//lll

//mv///

Ex1GMas.

No. 52. By M. D'Orville.

Wmre.—Kat Q Rsq; Q at K R6th; Rat{a

QB Gth; Bat Q Kt 7th; PsatQ 4thand QR
3d.
Brack.—K atQ 4th; Qat QR 2d; ReatK
R sq, and Q B sq.
White to play and mate in three moves.
No. 53. By the same.
Wnire.—K to bic R sq; QatK R 5th; Rat
QB 8th; Ktsat Q B 2d, and @R 4th.
Brack.—K at Q Kt 6th; Qather Gth; R at
KB 7th; BatQR2d; PatQ R 7th.
W hige to play and matc in three moves.

ANNUAL MEETING OF THE TORONTO
CHESS CLUB.

The second annual meeting of the Toronto
Chess Club was held at their rooms on the 3rd
ult., when the revort of the committee wasread,
detailing the progress of the Club during the
|past year. We regret to find that, according to
| this report, which we are unable to give to our
readers, on account of its length, that the en-
couragement received by the Club in the at-
tendance of members isnot that we should hogg
expected from a place boasting of somany ama-
teurs in the noble game. In the election of
officers, Mr. Cherriman and Mr. Chewett were
respectively elected President, and Secretary
and Treasurer for the ensuing year; Messrs.
Fripp, Crawford and Robertson the Committee.
After the business of the evening was over, the
members immediately attacked one another over
the-chequered field, and fought their battles to
an early hour.

‘A GAME BETWFEN MESSRS. S———

ANL H 3
White (M. H.). Black (Mz. S.).

1. Pto K 4th. P to K 4th.

2. KKttoB3d. Q Kt to B 3d.

3. P to Q 4th. P takes P.

4. K Kt takes P. Q to K R 5th (a).

5. K KttoQKt5th(8). Q takes P (ch).

6. KBtoK2d, Q to K 4th.

7- P to K B 4th. Q to Q B 4th.

8. Xt tks Q B P (ch). K to Qsq.

9. Kt takes R. K Kt to B 3d.
10.-Q Kt to B 3d. K Bto K2d.
11. Qto Q 2d. R to K sq.

12. QKtto QR 4th. Q to K B 4th.
13. Castles. Kt to K 5th.
14. Qto Q 3d. Q to K 3d.
15 K B P one sq. Qto K B 3d.
16. QBto KB4th. KBtoQ2d.
17. B takes B. Kt takes B.
18. QR to Q sq. Q Kt to iis 5th.
19, Q takes Kt. Q takes Q.
20. R takes Q. R takes B.
2. PtoQB3d. Kt to Q B 7th.
22, P to K B Gth. P to X Kt 3d.
23. KRtoQsq. Kt to K 6th.
24, QRtoQ2d. R takes K Kt P (ch).
25. Q R takes R. Kt takesK R.
26. Rto K 2d. 2 to Q Ktad.
27. RtoKsq. P to Q Kt 4th.
28. QKtto Q B 5th. Kt takes Q Kt P,
29, R to K 7th. Pto Q 3d.
30. Ktto Q Kt 7th (ch). B takes Kt.
31. R takes B. Kt to Q B 5th.
32 Rtakess KBP. Kt to K 4th.
33. R takes Q R P, and wins.

Noles.

{a) This move is not considered agood ons.
{V) This is an Ingenious move.



