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THE LION IN THE PATH

(From the Publisher’s advance sheets.)
Continued from page 344,
CHAPTER LXXIII.~SIR GEORGE EXPLAINS HIS BRRAND.

The king was evidently displeased as well as
alarmed at the violence of the words used by
Sir George—as shown in our last chapter. S8ir
George saw that, and moved more warily.

The cups were placed on the table, and then
with some real, mingled with a good deal of
false emotion, the king raised the kneeling sol-
dier, and made him sit by his side on a low
stool,

Seeing his visitor was again inclined to sit in
a kind of gloomy reverie rather than speak what
was in his mind after the check he had received,
the king endeavoured to tempt him on by a
leading question.

¢ You have seen Lord Langton ?”

¢“ 1 have, your majesty ; and it is partly
because I have seen him, and with so little satis-
faction to myself, that I am here.”

Two Figures entercd representing respectively Archbishop Laud and Charles L.

“Indeed ! Does this point to his fidelity—his
honour ?”?

¢t Certainly not, sire. In brief, your majesty,
the difference between Lord Langton and myself
is this : he thinks revolutions cen be made with
rose-water ; I, unhappily, being an older man,
have a conviction that it is necessary to let
blood.”

“ You do not put it pleasantly, Sir George.”

¢ No, your majesty, that is my fault. And
there again Lord Langton and I are at issue. I
never saw a man get to work in such a hopeful
spirit to cut blocks with a razor, as that amiable
young nobleman. My notion of the true tool is
the Highlander’s broadsword.”

“* We are free to confess,” said the king, begin-
ning to revert to his royal dignities of speech,
as he saw, he thought more clearly, the serious
questions about to be raised, ¢ that, abstracted-
1y, our own views incline to those you now ex-
press.”

“Ig it go, indeed, your majesty?” said Sir
George, with sudden animation, and rising to
his feet ; when, being admonished by a grave
gesture, he reseated himself, fuming a little in

him have his own way, even if it ‘were to the
temporary prejudice of etiquette.

% Well, your majesty, the long and short of
the matter—for I am not good at words—is
this :—Lord Langton, to do him justice, is doing
for the cause all that can be done in kis way ;
but that way, if taken alone, will only bury us
deeper in the present Slough of Despond. If
an insurreclion—looked at asa single measure
—can be brought to such a state'of development
before it bursts as to deserve and obtain success,
Lord Langton will do it. He is wonderfully
clever, wonderfully agile, and wonderfully
lucky! He seems to be finding and discoursing
with—even if but for a few seconds of time—all
our best men ; yet no one of our men, so far asI
can discover, can find him.”

“ You say that ironically, Sir George?” ob-
gserved the king, gravely.

‘ No, sire—or if there be a spice of malice in
me, it is not dangerous. No, your majesty ; I
honour the young gentleman even while I
believe he is labouring under a great delusion.”

“ And that is——1?" queried the king.

“ The belief that ordinary measures will suffice
for a time that is essentially extraordinary.” -
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% If—if I understand you, Sir George,” and
the king’s voice dropped perceptibly lower in
tone, and became less loud, ‘‘ you mean that
something more than an insurrection—howevgr
well planned, and however well supported—is
needed ?”

“1 do, your majesty,” answered Sir George,
in a manner that sounded very much like strik-
ing a blow with every word.

“ And that is—=?

¢« Pardon me, gire—this is no child’s play that
1 come about.”

He rose, walked to the double doors, opened
them, saw no listeners—or possible listeners—
walked back, and standing before the king, said,
in a very searching, sinister tone— ’

¢ Sire, may I now speak—assured that there
are no eavesdroppers ?” .

¢ Assuredly,” said the king, while a faint
trace of colour fled across his cheek, and left it
colourless as before,

“ 1t is consideration for your majesty’s honour
and dignity that made me speak, no base fear
for myself. What I bave to say I think it pos-
sible your majesty would not choose to have
any one, however near or trusted, be made
acquainted with.”

“ Hal Bay you so? Sir George, one word
with you. Do you object to the presence of my
chief adviser, the Marquis of Burford ?”

“ Candidly, sire, I would much rather speak
unheard by any but yourself, But permit me to
agsk—what is the marquig’s policy ? Does he
favour bold measures or mild ones 7"

¢ Candidly, 8ir George, he is inclined to be
too bold, too original, too daring for me !”

* Then let us have the marquis in, by all
means, your majesty.”

Overlooking the familiarity of this speech, the
king smiled, retired behind the curtains that
shut off the alcove at the end of the saloon, and
then re-entered with the marquis, who, meeting
Sir (George’s signifieant look, simply laughed,
advanced, shook hands with him, and then whis-
pered—

“ If lack of boldness is your fear, trust to me
to back you up, even if you lead the way to the
very dominions of the Evil One himself! I am
weary of this inaction 1”

“ And I too,” responded Sir George.

L - L] L] »

The king has agnin seated himgelf; so has
Sir George ; while the marquis stands at the
back of the king’s chair, resting his arms on it,
and holds an attitude of readiness to whisper
into the royal ear ag occasion may suggest.

¢ Sire,” began Sir George, after clearing his
throat with some difficul.y of various interrup-
tions to speech, “ I am not going in any way to
lessen to your majesty the value of Lord Lang-
ton’s plans. I want to supplement them,”

¢« Will he know 7" demanded the king,

¢ No, sire.”

There: wag a pauge, But ag the king did not,
as he very well. might, then and there stop Sir
George, Sir George saw he was advancing—
conquering his first obstacle—and he drew fresh
courage from the fact.

“ We have twice failed, your majesty, as in-
gurrectionists—once in ’15 once in '45. I venture
to prophecy we shall again fail, unlesg—->
¢ Ay, unlegs,” echoed the king, noticing the

use.

ImSir George looked round, and the listeners did
the same, wondering if he heard anything,

¢ Unless, your majesty, we can at the same
time strike a blow that shall send terror into the
hearts of our enemies, confusion into their coun-
cils, and, in & word, throw them into a kind of
chaos and panic, and then let Lord Langton
burst out at the head of our armed forces, and
England is won!”

“ And who will strike that blow ?” asked the
king, whose face became quite discoloured with
the effect of his stifled excitement and emotion.

« ], sire—that i, if you think me worthy.”

. ¢ No man more so! No man moreso !" repeat-
ed the king, in 2 hollow, abstracted voice, as
if thinking of quite another matter,

No doubt the king wanted to know what the
bold stroke was, but had not the courage to ask.

l?r, it might be, he did not think it policy to
ask.

» At any rate, he was silent, and all the while
Sir George waited for the gerious question,

The marquis here interposed—

 Will your majesty permit me—as one deeply
interested both in your majesty’s welfare and in
that of Sir George, one of our most able tand
valued friends and coadjutors—to ask what the
measure is that he proposes, and from which he
expects s0 much 7 :

The king graciously waved his assent—but
did it so expressively that it seemed he wag sim-
ply sitting there to listen to something that was
to be said to the Marquis of Burford, and about
which he (the king) saw no necessity to interest
himself,

“ 1 propose, sire,” said Sir George, in accents
so stern, and so direct, that the king was ebliged
to acknowledge them by his fixed gaze, * I pro-
pose, by the aid of a few faithful and devoted
friends, to waylay the usurper—the so-called
King George—hurry him off to a secret place of
embarkation, where I will have a vessel ready ;
and, once in that véssel, trust fie your majesty
shall, ere many days, have him in your power,
or in that of your ally, the King of the French.”

The plot was divulged, then, at last!

But was this the whole of the plot ?

That thought seemed very speedily to strike
the premier’s notice, who, in a charmingly sercne
kind of way, began to ask Sir George if he re-
membered the anecdote of the white elephant

that an eastern prince gave to a favoured sub- |

ject in gratitude, and ruined him by the gift.

Sir George and the marquis looked at this
moment into each other's faces, and the marquis
seemed, as he turned away, that he, needed no
further answer to his question.

The king began now to speak hurriedly and
excitedly—

¢ The man, George, will be treated with res-
.pect? No kind of violence will be dore him 7"

¢ Assuredly not, your majesty : unless he is
so fbolish as to resist.” These last words were
uttered by Sir George after he had turned his
head away and in go low a tone that though it
was just possible the king might have hLeard
them, it is probable he did not.

And his first words obviously implied he had
not heard them.

“ 1 am glad, very glad, Sir George, to hear
you speak so humanely—go thoughtfully. Be-
sides, sir, it is policy. It will not do to have
kings suspected of favouring assassins.”

‘“ And should I attempt this, and fail, shall I
be esteemed in your majesty’s inner thoughts an
assassin ?” asked Sir George, in a harsh voice.

It was a ticklish question., The king felt he
had blundered somehow in his use of words. His
unfajling friend came to the rescue.

¢ Suppose, Sir George, you put the question
in a different shape, To anticipate failure is
always a dissolving, deleterious sort of influence.
Can't you ask what will be thought if you suc-
ceed 77

“ True,” said Sir George, gloomily. ¢ If one’

fails in these things, one is a fool not to know
beforehand that one loses everything, the friends
a8 well as the cause. Yes, I am prepared for
that. And I don’t mean to fail.” Suppose then,
sire, I succeed ?” ‘

% Permit me, Sir George, to venture to answer
you, even in the presence of our dear and honour-
ed sovereign himself. You are a brave man,
you are a skilful man ; you are a man learned
in the usage of the world and especially in all
that concerns the world of politics. Why not,
then, be content to do the good work in your
own time and manner, and in 8o chivalrous a
spirit, that His Majesty here shall not be compro-
mised—shall, in fuct, know nothing about it till
it is done ; and then you come to him to be
Teceived with open arms and to enjoy whatever
of reward—such as rank, office, fortune—a grate-
ful friend and fellow servant can devise, or a
grateful sovereign confirm ?”

“ I do not stir hand or foot,” struck in Sir
George, in » hard, dogged tone, “ till I receive
a written commission from the king justifying
what I propose to do, not only in my own eyes,
but in the eyes of the friends and comrades who

must embark with me, and who might think I
was deceiving them.”

‘ Let the council break up I” said the angry
king, rising loftily.

“ Nay, sire; have patience and confidence. 1
know and trust Sir George. Permit me to talk
to him apart,” remonstrated the marquis.

“ Many thanks—but tis quite useless I” loudly
exclaimed Sir George. % I am willing to risk
life, honour, everything for His Majesty ; but
not in an unacknowledged cause. My lord
marquis, farewell ! Sire, I came to you with my
heart full of devotion to the cause and to your-
self ; but I will never—that [ swear —so far
compromise myself that men shall in after times
say 1 was a hired or fanatic murderer No, if I
strike I strike as an act of war, not of private ven-
geance. But I see it is useless—my time and trou-
ble have been wasted. I will be wiser in future.”

He turned—not even observing the ordinary
rule of respect as to the mode of quitting the
presence—and strode slowly but determinedly
away,

Then, in low but rapid sequence, occurred the
follewing dialogue :—

“ This may cost your majesty the crown.”

“ Ha! Do you think so ?’

“I could draw up something that would
satisfy him, and yet leave you a loophole ”

“ Do it.”

Then aloud the king called to the still visible,
but still retreating form, which was just crossing
the threshold.

“ Sir George !I”

Sir George heard, stopped, turned, and rapidly
and eagerly advanced,

“ Be it as you wish,” added the king, as they
again met face to face. “ Qur friend here thinks
he can satisfy us both.” )

The marquis sat down and began to write,
while the king, in his usual fashion, when he
wanted to be very cordial and impressive, took
Sir George's shoulder to rest his hand on, and
walked to the window that looked into a.beau-
tiful Italian garden decorated with rare antique
sculptures.

The penman was quick at his work. He ad-
vanced to them within a very few minutes with
the ink still wet on the paper, and read as fol-
lows —

James I, by the Grace of God King of Eng-
land and Defender of the Faith, hereby autho-
rises the bearer to do from time to time such
acts of hostility against the usurping Power
that now occupies the Throne of England, and
against that Prince’s adherents, as shall most
conduce to the service of His Maje;tx. )

The king heard, looked satisfied, and was
silent, )

Sir George, after a few moments of deep
thidught, said to the minister—

“ Read it again, if you please.”

It was read again, and Sir George found the
Premier had done his work so skilfully that it
was really impossible to better it, even from Sir
Géorge’'s own view of the case. He did not
himself want to see too plainly revealed in black
and white what it was he meditated. He might
have weak brethren to deal with, who would
need to be hood-winked till the last moment.

Still he was considering his' impetuous tem-
per, wonderfully cautious in deéaling with the
meatter in hand. He took the paper from the
marquis and read it in silence to himself, thus
having a shird reading. Quite satisfed at last,
he seemed to breathe more freely a& he said—

“ If your majesty is content, sg am L.”

“ @ive it me, my lord, and I'will show my
content by my signatare,” said the king,

“ Pardon me, sire, I judge it best that the
whole should be in your own handwriting.”

“Why 7" demanded the king, in fresh irritation.

« Because,” replied Sir George, sturdily,
¢ men might say I had forged the mere signa-
ture ; ‘but they could not think any one would
bé likely to attempt to forge the whole docu-
mefit, seeing that your majesty’s caligraphy is at
once very difficult, and yet well known !”

The king turned his glance on the marquis,
who shrugged his shoulders, and seemed to
intimate he saw no help for it— the king had
bettar submit.
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‘With no good grace the king accordingly
sat down to copy the document, and when
it was done, Sir George—perhaps unconsciously,
actually took the two documents in hand to
compare them, as if he thought it just possible
His Majesty might make convenient® or incon-
venient mistakes,

The king saw this, and then it struck him so
comical that he laugiied, and the others could
scarcely do less than join. The tone of the
council then became once more genial.

“ And now, sire, have you any commands for
me, for I ghall depart at once ?” agked Sir
George.

“ You will need money ?”

% Unfortunately—yes.”

“ My lord, you will find a portmanteau in my
chamber containing nine hundred guineas, Give
that to Sir George.”

8ir George started and flushed with pleasure
at so unexpected a mark of confidence, for he
knew the king was poor.

« Sire, be sure of this—not one sixpence of it
shall be expended except in your service.”

« [ am sure of that,” replied the king. « Well,
new, can [ help you in another way ? We have
hanging about us here in Rome some dozen, or
from that to twenty, broken down, desperate
men, all trustworthy—all anxious to be employed.
What if I send these after you, by twos and
threes, to London ?”

#1t would be a most precious contribution,
indeed, sire, if only each man is carefully looked
to as to his courage, integrity, and devotion—I
mean so far as those qualities affect the business
in hand.”

“[ will see to that” chimed in the marquis.
‘ Rely on the men I send you, though the twen-
ty may probably get weeded to ten!”

“ How shall they find you?” asked the king.

“] will be in the piazza of Covent Garden on
Tuesdays and Fridays, afier nightfall, with a
white handkerchief hanging from my left coat

pocket.”
* L Ll - L d

The bold adventurer—who ¢ame with a half
idea he would castinto the shade Lord Lang-
ton's undertaking—has taken his departure
more than an hour ago, and still the king and
his adviser linger in the chill and semi-gloom of
the salood, discussing some new and weighty
thought, which evidently impresses both. The
Marquis was the first to speak.

“It would be, indeed, a masterly stroke, if
your majesty feels you can go through with it.
There is something inexpressibly chivalrous and
piquant in the very thought, but fearfully peril-
ous.” .

«1 will not decide to-night. The destinies of
our dear English peorle may now depend upon
my decision. I will resort to Him who can
alone help.” ‘

Leaving the marquis standing where he was,
the king retired to the alcove, and there knelt
before a crucifix, and repeated audibly his pray-
er for counsel, strength, and succour, though the
maruis, who attentively listened to every word,
could not help smiling, as he noticed how care-
fully the king deemed to avoid taking God into
connsel . with him ag to the exact work the for-
mer had just set going.

CHAPTER LXXIV.—ROMNEY MARSH.

About the dead of night, when the watch on
the deck of a British war vessel lying between
Calais and Daver were stamping about to keep
their feet warm, beating their arms across their
shoulders, and reckoning the time to the next
serving out of grog, a dark spot on the sea at-
tracted the attention of one of the men, who
sang out— .

# Avast there! Boat ahoy!”

“Ship aboy! We're coming as fast as we
can get. Don't be ma hurry—I aint!” was
shouted loudly, in reply, and the speaker's words
were_ followed by a horse-laugh,

.4 Did’s look much like coming,” grumbled
the first dispoverer of the boat ; ¢ looked a vast
deal more like going. Howsomever, he's English
—that's summat, I suppose!”’

The boat was new alongside, and the voice
called out in a rather unsteady tone, as if the
worse for liquor— :
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“We're laden with fish and wegetables; come
out on a speculation, to gee if you wanted any 1"

“ All right. Come on board, and let's have a
look at you,” was the reply of the officer of the
watch, who had now strolled up to the men.

The lantern hung out over the ship's side to
show the man the way up, showed also to the
Br?tish sailors the sort of man—big, determined-
looking, but appearing in dress like a plain,
hard-working labourer.

“Well, captain,” said he, with a leer, “ you'll
excuse me if [ forgets my manners, for—ha! ha !
ha!—TI've had a drop too much—leastways, I
suppose so !”

‘“ Perhaps a drop more might set you right.”

* Just my mind, your worship.”

Having had his jest, the officer began to in-
quire into the qualities of the fish and vegetables,
and found, through the half-tipsy frankness of
the vendor, that they were commodities rejected
of the market, and so had been destined to the
comfort of the British sailor. )

With a laugh, an oath, and a kick at the man
as he wag descending the ladder, the officer dis-
misged the half-tipsy vendor. For the kick, how-
ever, the officer had nearly paid very dear, so
sudden and violent was the wrench the outraged
man gave of the officer's leg and whole person,
as if about to pitch him into the sea; then, just
at the critical moment, the cry of alarm from' the
officer was followed by a drunken laugh from
the other, who let him loose, and said—

“ All in joke, honoured captain. You had
your fun out of me, now we're quits. Good-
night 1”

Instead of wishing him good night, the enrag-
ed officer was much more inclined to detain him;
but as he could not, at the moment, think of any
sufficient excuse, the dealer in stale fish and vege-
tables did not long give him an opportunity.
He slid down the ladder to his boat, and was off
in & wonderful short space of time.

As the dark speck again was watched retreat-
ing, the sound of laughter from the boat came
unpleasantly loud to the officer, who at first fan-
cied they werc making merry at his expense ;
but when the peals of laughter became more and
more uproarious, he was fairly puzzled, and be-
gan to search for the causes,

And then the unpleasant suspicion oceurred
to him ‘that he had been gulled. He remember-
ed now something in the look, something in the
attitudes, and something in the more unguarded
accents of the man, that not only suggested he
was a gentleman, but that he (the officer) had
somewhere or other seen or known him.

In an instant came a sort of lightaing flash of
intelligence.

“ By George, it's that infernal rebel Charter !
I do believe it is Sir George Charter!”

‘Then he became silent, and pondered as to
what he had best do, and ended by deciding to
do nothing, except keep his own counsel.

In the first grey of dawn the boat grounded,
and Sir George leaped out, and looked about
him; while the crew of half-a-dozen vigorous
men occupied themselves in getting the boat
ashore,

We need hardly say the fish and vegetables
were only pleasant but unsubstantial dreams
raised by Sir George to captivate, bewilder, and
disappoint the British tars,

It was a dreary spot, this landing-place; the
country far away in every direction looked so
low, it was & wonder the sea did not cover it.

A wide-spreading melancholy waste ; no trees,
no houses, no living things, except the wild
fowl, who were tolerably plentiful. A more un-
wholesome fen was at the time hardly to be
found in England than Romney Marsh presented
to the eye of Sir George Charter.

But that worthy gentleman looked about him
with & sort of visible satisfaction. No wonder.
Here he had landed, foom here he had embarked,
more ttmes than he could remember, in the per-
formance of his duties as a dignified go-between
counecting together the English Jacobites and
the foreign ones—that is, the exiles who haunted
the precincts of King Jumes’s palace at Rome,
and of the court of the French king at Paris.

The eause of the laughter that had so annoy-
ed and then so enlightened the officer of the

watch, became apparent, as the crew, having
disposed of their boat in a creek where it was
impossible to be discovered by any but a very
close eye, came familiarly up to Sir George, and
spoke in a sort of ¢ hail fellow well met ” sort of
fashion, one of them even going so far ns to give
the half absent-thoughted man a rousing slap
on the shoulder. Sir George started, Iaughed,
and then they all went on together: equals,
evidently—in a word, gentlemen. H

Yes, it was a fact; these six English gentle-.
men were now, and had for a long time been,
devoting their lives, talents, and energy to this
one business of carrying across the sea the Jaco-
bite messengers. And a superb crew they had
become : capable of great endurance, full of
practical skill and inventive resource, and so
strong, regular, and swift in the management of
their boat's progress that they could accom-
plish the most extraordinary voyage, and tell to
at hour the time of their arrival, if only storms
kept off,

To these boon companions Sir George began
to explain his first step. There was a smug-
gler, who lived in a- miserable dwelling about
half a mile off, a likely sort of fellow, who had
pack-horses at command, and who would be in-
valuable to them if he could be persuaded to
join the cause, and prefer well-paid patriotism
to ill-paid smuggling. .

‘I have seen that fellow,” said Sir George,
“at the head of thirty pack-horses, laden every
one of them, I don't doubt, with Lyons silks
and Valenciennes lace. I wish you had seen the
truculent-looking blackguard when he caught
the first glimpse of me, one moonlight night,
when I was coming to the old spot to embark,
He eyed me all over by the aid of a lantern, felt
my pockets, and when at lasthe did condescend
to speak, it was to grumble a qaestion dhat I am
sure he didn't intend seriously.

‘f Revenue service ? said he.

¢ Jacobite!’ said I, and laughed in his face.
He laughed too, and we became good friends,
and he offered to help me if ever I came to see
him. Now I am going to see him, and draw
him if [ can into the net”

The house soon appeared : a house of just two
decent, habitable rooms—a sitting-room and a
bed-room—with low, sloping pig-styes and simi-
lar conveniences annexed: no more.

The horses spoken of by Sir George were now
feeding in the marsh, scattered about within a
half mile or so of the house. Poor, miserable,
half starved creatures they looked. The smug-
gler's bad times were also their bad times. Corn
and lucrative jobs went together, just as the
dry, sapless herbage and the empty cupboard
went together,

They knocked loudly before any one came,
and then they were answered by an idiot boy,
who grinned in answer to every question ; and
when they grew impatient and angry, only grin-
ned the harder.

The man Blunt, who had seen them from the
marsh, where he had been gathering fragmonts
of wood thrown up by the sea, to serye for his
fire, came quickly homo: a heavy-browed, re-
pulsive-looking man, who glanced suspiciously
from one to another, as if dreading a sudden
revelation of strength from the preventive ser-
vice. But on recognising Sir George Charter,
his hideous face becams illumined with a3 much
of pleasure as it was capable of expressing.

The bargain was soon struck. Blunt himself,
his house, and his pack-horses, were all to be
placed at the service of Sir George and his
friends, who, Tn return, guaranteed him an in-
come, payable monthly, that far exceeded the
utmost earnings of his own vocation, and which
was only a little less dangerous than that,

It would bave been an amusing sccne for ap
intelligent spectator, if he could have been sud-
denly transported to this house and neighbor-
hood about a week or 80 later, and been invisible
while able to see all that was going on. He
would have seen heavy packages of arms being
landed almost daily, and then carried on the
shoulders of grave, dignified looking men to
Blunt's house, as a place of temporary deposit.
He would have seen inside the house an earl
bringing wood from an outhouse, to increase the
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fire; a doctor of divinity on his knees, fanning
with his breath the expiring embers (the fire
having been forgotten during a heated discus-
sion) ; a baron cutting rashers of bacon from a
monstrous flitch ; and a knight laying the cloth
(a chamber towel), and trying to do the honours
of the table with a chipped tumbler, three knives
(oue without a handle), a solitary fork, and a
handful of salt screwed up in paper.

If he continued to watch, he would soon have
seen what a wondrous centre of activity the
place was. Messengers, mostly single, came and
went at all hours of the day and night, journey-
ing between the Marsh and London, and doiug
the journey on foot, and under circumstances of
the greatest privation, so as not to draw atten-
tion to their movements, as by visiting inns, etc.
This was Sir George's ¢ postal system,” and the
gentlemen messengers were his ¢ letter carriers.”

Finally, the said spectator would have notic-
ed the curious fact that, while the post bag that
came from abroad to go to London was of most
diminutive bulk, the post bag going to Rome
and Paris from London was extraordinarily large.
When these bags arrived they were always
wrapped up like bales of milinery,'and were in-
stantly buried in the earth, to wait the coming
of the secret packet-boat.

The explanation of all his, as regards Sir
George, was that he, like all able commanders,
was providing for his % communications” before
beginning bis risky ¢ campaign.”

-But these arrangements completed, behold
him, a little later, in London, hanging about the
purlieus of Covent Garden,

But not to receive the assistants promised him
by the king. He had waited for them at Rom-
ney Marsh, examined them, returned three of the
number, and settled with the remaining seven
where ahd how to meet him in London at all
necesgary times; each man meantime being or-
dered to live apart.

What, then, is the meaning of the signal he
uses, the very signal devised by the king—a
handkerchief suspended from the left pocket of
his coat ?

Within the last few days certain men of
known Jacobite tendencies bave received letters
—all copies one of another—and running to
this tune :— .

A bold stroke is going to be struck. It is be.
lieved you will be proud to be one of the strik.
ers., Isitso? If youdare inyour heartanswer
# Yes,” then meet the writer in the piazza of Co.
vent Garden, on any evening after dark.

How will you know him? you ask. Very
easily. He will limp, and he will carry & hand-
kerchief suspended from his left pocket. If he
says to you, “ Friend, doyoulimp ?" you will re-
ply, “Friend, not for long.  This is the true way
to walk.,” Then friend will -recognise friend, by
explaining that word limp, and all else shall soon
be made clear.

Can you trust me? you will ask. Dear
friend, it is rather I who trust you. But, to put
it shortly, men are needed, not cowards. So, if
your heart fails you, stay away. ButI know
you. You will come.

The first night of assignation has arrived. Sir
George is there, so thoroughly well disguised,
that his most intimate friend could not know
him, even in broad day, whereas he works only
at night. :

He is little known in London, and scarcely, if
at all, to the agents of the Government; but
the magnitude of his risks makes him wisely
cautious to throw no chauce away, .

He appears now in the inviting costume of a
Jewish dealer in old clothes, and carries a dirty
sack on his back.

Many persons pass, but none of them limp,
and few, even, seem to take the slightest notice
of anybody’s affairs other than their own,

His disguise is too good, perhaps. The chosen
flock cannot find their shepherd. They scorn
to trouble themselves to limp before a Jew
clothesman!

So thinks Sir George. He turns a corner,
disappears down & narrow lane ; ré-appears, no
longer bent, but upright, and with no suspicion
of the clothes-bag about him,

Again he paces to and fro, and—ah! yes,
h there is one who limps.

“Do you limp, friend ?” asked Sir George,
tenderly, and as though he were, in good Samar-
itan fashion, wandering about the world to suc-
cour the infirm of limb.

“ Oh, thank you, it isn’t much 1”

Then the speaker paused, tried to scan in.the
twilight the features before him; turned, and
limped away.

“The coward! Afraid to commit himself!”
hissed Sir George between his teeth. If they're
all like that, I shall bave to whistle for my
band I”

Hour after hour he paced to and fro, with no
other sign of attention being paid to his letter.

The next evening wuas peculiarly vexatious,
even while decidedly interesting. Though not
a single man of those he met limped, there was
something in the looks, pauses, etc., of several
of the promenaders, that convinced Sir George
that they were the people he expected.

He saw their glances continually directed to
the handkerchief. This he displayed so osten-
tatiously that at last a little ragamuffin saw it,
and debated within himself whether he would
steal it, or whisk it out and politely present it
to the owner as dropped, and look for a penny in
return. He decided it to be honest, and trust to
the gentleman’s gratitude. The ¢ gemman,”
with an oath, cursed him for his impertinence,
put the handkerchief within his pocket till the
tormentor was out of sight, then he restored it
toits dependent position, and then—why, then,
only an instant after, it was gone.! It was
well for that precocious youth that Sir George
did not again come across him.

After this, of course no one would limp at him,
or speak to him, and Sir George, irritated at the
absurdity of his difficulty, went home.

But Sir George was, after all, making pro-
gress. He felt certain that some of those he had
written to, and who were personally knowa to
him, had been present on both evenings, but so
disgyised that he could only guess as to their
identity. .

The third evening ripened the fruit Sir George
was 80 desirous to pluck, and he began speedily
to reap the crop.

The first person who attracted his attention
was a swaggering, roystering sort of a blade,
bearing at once the impress of extreme, though
faded, manly beauty, and of the worst vicious in-
dulgence-—a sort of mongrel mixture of a decay-
ed Don Giovanni and of a flashing highwayman,
inclined to abandon the trade.

The worthy, who never passed a woman with-
out a leer, a compliment, or an insult, if she
were unprotected, put on a laughable halt as he
met Sir George.

“Friend, do you limp?” said Sir George, but
in a tone so careless as to show he did not great-
ly value this recruit, even though he had writ-
ten for him—if ke had—for Sir George could
not at all recognise in this rake any of his cor-
respondents,

“ Friend, not for long. This is the true way
to walk!?”

“ Explain yourself,” said Sir George.

‘“ Explain? Oh, ah; the word limp. Very
well. L, for Louis, the French king, who's go-
ing to help us; I, for King James, God bless
him! who wants to be helped; M, for the first
letter of the name of the queen, and I'll cut the
throat of any man who denies she’s the most
beautiful woman in Ohristendom ! and lastly P,
for the prince, the king that shall be, when we
all getour own! Eh??”

“ And what brought you here ?” demanded
Sir George.

“Your letter.”

¢ W hat, written to you?”

“No; to a mutual friend, who hadn’t the
courage to come, but sent me to you instead.”

“ What is your name ?” .

“ Goodman, Scum Goodman my enemies cal&
me ; but, hang them, they can’'t deny I'm a ma
of my word ; and what I bargain to do I do, no
matter how desperate.”

Sir George, with increasing interest, then read
a letter which Scum Goodman handed to him,

from one of the distinguished men he had written

to, and who, while apologising for his absence,
professed to guess what such a summoner as “S.
G. C." was likely to do, and bad therefore sent
him a valued tool : a tool only, but a strong tool,
a tool to be depended upon.

“Leave, me your address, Stay in doors from
this time till you sece me. If you want mo-
uey——"

“Jf I want money ! That's a good one!” said
Goodman Scum, with a laugh.

“ There are five guineas ; and now begone, for
there are other friends of ours waiting here, I
suspect.”

* Waiting for me ¢ to bell the cat, as they say
in Scotland. Farewell1”

As ke moved off Sir George muttered to him-
self—

“T'll see no more of you, Master Goodman, be-
fore I trust you, in spite of our friend’s recom-
mendation.”

A distinguished-looking form, closely cloaked
and shawled, asif in dread of the night air, now
approached ; he did not limp, but halted direct-
ly before Sir George, and said, in a low tone—

¢ Can I mistake my old friend?”

“ The Earl of Stanbury?”

“Hush! the same. And you, Sir Gedtge
Charter 2

“Yes, A happy meeting. My, dear lord, not
a word more here or now. We know each
other, and can place full trust. I will wait up-
on you early to-morrow morning. Letus quick-
1y separate,”

“Farewell!”

As the earl rapidly moved off, one after an-
other of the men Sir George had written to join-
ed him, and were cordially welcomed, and as
rapidly went away, with a few brief words as to
another meeting,

The last of the persons, who passed Sir George
three or four times, and refused to answer rightly
to his salutation as a Jacobite, at last introduced -
himself very suddenly, and whispered—

1 have been waiting all this time on account
of my catching a glimpse of an agent of the
Government, who, 1 thought, took special note
of you, He didn’t know me, though I happened
to know him. Pray be on your guard.”

Sir George laughed, as he replied—

“ My disguise is a tolerably good one, and my
lodging is one not easily found, butIshall never
again be seen in either the one or the other after
the next few minutes. Come with me, and I
will tell you, the first of all our gallant company,
the scheme that will save England from chronic
anarchy, bring back King James, and immortal-
ise ourselves as the doers.”

“Shall I tell you who the man was that
thought was acting the spy upon you?”

“ Ag you please.”

‘“ The chiefof the Secret Service Department.”

“ Ah, yes; he's dangerous ! I don'tlike that.
But there’s another and very different man
whom, on the whole, I dread far more.”

“ Who is that?”’

“Qur own colleague, Lord Langton. Ifhe
discovers how we are burrowing below him—
suspects what use we are making of his schemse
to forward our own, he’ll blow us up like so
many mere skyrockets. The man’s mad for
what he calls honest and humane dealing!”

‘“Honest and humane dealing!” echoed Sir
George's companion, as they walked. I wish
he knew practically, as I know, the honesty and
humane dealing of this bloody-minded Goverp-
ment. Did you know my mother ?” -

¢ No."

‘She was the woman who was burnt for the
crime of harbouring a poor Jacobite,”

With & thrill of horrar Sir George stopped,
shook his companion by the hand in deep emo-
tion, then whispered— N

# We can depend upon you, I see,”

CHAPTER LXXV.——DELICATE NEGOTIATIONS.

Instead of asking from that inscrutable per-
sonage, the Chief of the Secret Service Depart-
ment, what he was doing in the piazza of Oo-
vent Garden, at the time Sir George was matur-
ing his arrangements there, suppose we follow
§1tim on his way home, when he leaves that local-
ity.
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Shunning every broad or decently-lighted
street, evading notice from the people he met,
save when it suited him to stop them and ques-
tion them, as being his own paid agents, he soon
reached the house, in the neighborhood of the
Houses of Parliament, in which he lived when
not at his office. He was letting himselfin by a
master-key when, to his astonishment, as the
door opened, be saw the form of a man standing
there, who addressed him in a deferential man-
ner, and who soon proved to be Clarence Har-
vey.
{By what trick—what audacity did you get
admittance here, Mistress Preston ?” he demand-
ed.
“Please call me Clarence Harvey, if it's all
the same to you.”

Ay, but I don’t know that it is all the same
to me. Plots are thickening all about me, and
you, itstrikes me, are becoming one of the most
mischievous of the plotters. We must ugmask
you, pretty Mistress Preston.”

“You won't—I'm sure you won't, when you
know why I come.”

“ And why do you come ?” .

_“To show you I am loyal once more.”

‘“ Ah! Let us see how.”

“If, now, master mine, I were to say to you
that of all your enemies, or those it suits you to
call so, you shall now bave the one you most
covet given up to you, who would you choose ?”

% Does the innocent Maria suppose I shall an-
swer her ?”

“Sbhe does—she’s sure of it, because she’s go-
ing to bargain to give up that very man.”

“Come, come, I sce you know, so you can tell
me who he is.”

‘“Ah, but I shan't! Speak, and you shall
havel Frighten me, as you did before, and I'll
tell you the wrong man, and he won’t be worth
half as much to you as the right one.”

“ Well, my saucy little mistress, for once I'l]
try you. There is a man, then, for whom I've
been hunting these two years—"

% Ah, there! I knew it was not Lord Langton
you'd wan't.”

# Well, no: first, because I believe I can rely
upon your engagement to keep him always ready

- for me; and second, because this other fellow

piques me, makes it a& point of honour thatI
ghall not be much longer baffled.”

“] know him!” said Maria. ¢ There! TI've
written his name on this piece of paper to show

on.”

7 “Show, then,” said the chief,

“No,” said Maria, coquettishly, and holding
her hand out of his reach; “you must speak
first, then you shall see if I am right.”

“ Well, then, this vagabond—the man I mean
~for two years bas kept going a secret press,
which is eternally pouring out the most infamous
libels on our king, our Government, and our-
selves. The king is so irritable about it, it is
dangerous tb speak to him. He listens to no
excuse. I was to find the author or printer,
ought to have found him, and 1 haven't found
him! That's all he has got to say tome. There,
Mistress Preston, see your chance]”

“] jump at it! 'Tis a prize! I know that
man—have only too much reason to know him—
and [ come to give him up to you on terms, Read
my paper.”

The chief did read it, and saw there—

&« Gervase Noel.”

 Is that the man ?” she asked.

4 Yes."

“Ah! I know it!”

And Maria clapped her hands,

“You have had personal relations with him ?*
he asked.

“Yes,” said ghe ; “we fancied we were in love
with each other once, but that's long ago.”

«Qh, I see! He deserted you.”

«Wrong. He says I have deserted him.”

“ Ah! that, indeed! Iunderstand now. You
have other views, and find my friend of the
gecret press an incumbrance. Delighted to hear
it. We'll dispose of him for you. The terms?”

“ That you don’t let him escape,”

¢ Granted.”

“ That you don’t hurt him.”

“ You mean that?”

“T do."

“Go on.”

“ That you take care he shall not be subjected
to any degrading punishment.”

‘“Take care. Iam beginning to stop.”

“ That his life be spared.”

“Pooh, child! you trifle. Youwll ask me
presently to get him made a peer, and have a
handsome pension settled on him.”

“No. I shall ask nextthatyou get him trans-
ported to some one of His Majesty’'s colonies—
the farther off it is, the better I shall like it.”

“These are your terms, eh? Can’t you modify
’em a bit ?”

¢ Not one jot.”

# Well, child, I am in a good humour. What
you ask is difficult, but possibly not unmanage-
able, so if I must accept, I do. How shall we
trap him 77

“By following me. I am going to him now.”

“Hum! hum! Mistress Preston, you please
me. This is business, agreeable business, and 1
thank you. And I'll tell you this, my pretty one:
men in my position are sometimes obliged to
keep the word of promise only to the car; I will
keep this promise for your sake to the ear and to
the hope. So do your part well, and we’ll handle
him as tenderly as if he were a gigantic piece of
china that must not be chipped, defaced or
broken.”

CHAPTER LXXVI. THE SECKET FRESS.

It was about an hour before midnight that
Clarence Harvey stood at the corner of a miser-
able gi.cet in Moorfields, and whistled once,
twice, ti::ice~=shrill, sweet, prolonged—and then
dived down an almost unnoticed cellar belong-
ing to the nearest house.

That cellar was dark, bare, empty. But the
whistle caused a board to be withdrawn from an
opening in the wall of the cellar, about four feet
high, 4nd between two and three feet square,
and through that some faint beams of light stole
downwards, 28 through a shaft, into the cellar,

Guided by this, Clarence Harvey clambered
through the hole, and the board was instantly
replaced Ry some unseen hand within.

A man waited there, and was about to receive
the new-comer into his arms, when, feeling the
dress, he started back, cocked the pistol he held,
and said, in a hoarse voice—

¢ Stir, and you are a dead man!
you "

“Why, Noel I

“Maria! Itis youl What means your dress?”

¢ Take me up-stairs and I will tell you.”

“ What a fright you gave me!” said Noel, as
he led her through various dark and dismal
passages to the stairs, which he ascended to the
second floor, and there went into a room that
proved to be a bedroom,

“ Noel, you must not be surprised at my be-
haviour in keeping so long away from you.”

“If you are now come to stay, I can forget
and forgive all.”

“] am not come to stay !’

« We'll see about that!”

“ You mean you will use violence ?”

“1 mean that I will be a man, and claim my
rights. You know very well that you are my
lawful »

“Hush! We've had all that sort of thing over
and over again, and I'm weary of it. What does
it matter that we once fancied we should like
each other, and went through a sort of mock
ceremony——"

“Mock! You shall find it real, my lady!”.

My poor Noel, you delude yourself. I have
been quite recently to look at that register you
spoke of, and I assure you there is no such entry
in the book !

“ You beautiful devil—~dare you tell me that
you have destroyed it? That's a banging mat-
ter, Mistress Marial”

“Now, my dear Noel, we haven't time for
angér and nonsense, any more than for Jove-
making. I am here for your benefit, or I should
not bave come. Pray listen. I have had the

Who are

1| luck to discover that your hiding-place is dis-

covered at last, and within one hour from this
you will be a prisoner?
13 that true—how am I to believe it ?”

“Have you any loophole by which to look

forth 77
- ¢ A dozent?

% Quick, then, and judge for yourself. Unlessg
I am mistaken, they will not wait for the ap-
pointed hour, but are already here.”

Hurriedly running from point to point of the
places where he had contrived means to look
out, Noel soon discovered the dark, crouching
forms of his proposed captors, and hurried back,
in a state of terrible agitation, to Maria,

“Two years I have kept them at bay. Must
I be caught at last ?”

“ No—fly. Death is certain, if you are caught,
Your work has been splendidly done. The time
is ripe for the fruits of your teaching to be ob-
tained. Fly anywhere, so that you get out of
England, and so that I may not have the eternal
shadow on my soul of your tragic fate. Fly,
dear, dear Noel I

Noel needed not her injunction. Running to
the end of his bedstead, he began to drag itaway
from the wall. Then, in the apparently unbroken
surface of the latter, he managed to discover
two large folding doors, their place of junction
and the places where they were hinged being
most skilfully disguised by the pattern of the
paper, carefully arranged for the purpose. These
doors opened, a roomy, dark closet wag visible,
and within it the secret printing press|

Yes, that was the instrumeut that had proved
such a scoufge to the existing Government,
Never was there a single mishap in the doings
of Government, but instantly from this press
issued thousands of broad sbeets, full of wit,
humour, sarcasm, and biting malignity. Jaco-
bite songs, Jacobite prayers, Jacobite pmans of
triumph, or Jacobite wails of lamentation, the
forms perpetually varying, the substance always
the same——the glory of Jacobite kings, the un-
speakable degradadion of Hanoverian kings!

Seizing the low-wheeled platform on which
the press and its every accompaniment—cbases,
composing cases, drawers, paper wetted for the
next day's work, etc. etc.—were supported, Noel
dragged the whole forth, to Maria's great
astonishment, who fancied he was only wauting
some money hidden in the closet, or something
of tkat kind. But he hurriedly explained to her
that, as the press itself could not now be saved
from discovery and seizure, except by sacrifiving
himself, he would at all events try to corceal
the trick by which he had so often evaded detec-
tion ; and while saying this, he had so shaped mat-
ters as to make his bedroom appear as his only
printing room.

What did Mistress Preston think of thig de-
votion to a cause, even at so critical a moment ?
Why, she thought only that it wag well she had
not trusted to her own incitements to get rid of
Noel, for it was evident he would, if he could,
be at the same work again before many days had
passed.

“ Good-bye, Noel,” said she, as she saw him
going into the dark closet, as if to escape that
way.

“Won't you give me one kiss, as of grace, if -
you still, at this dark hour, deny my rights ?" he
said to her, coming back and standing on the
threshold.

 Yeg, one~sbut one only ; no time for more |

Noel took her passionately in his arms, and,
before kisding her, said—

“Maria, I am an ass—I know that—still to
care for you; but I did love you, and do love
you—1I never shall love any one but you. God
bless you, even if, as [ vehemently suspect, you
are at this moment betraying me, Judas like,
with this sweet kiss!”

The words had scarcely left his lips before
Maria shrieked, and with no dissembled alarm,
for she saw a terrible looking man, unknown to
her, standing at the head of the stairs, pistol in
hand, levelled at both—so it seemed to her in her
first fright. :

«Not me! Not mel”

“No, no, you beautiful Jezebel—not you!”
shonted Noel. ¢‘The secret's out now. We'll
reckon for this another day 1

Noel advanced towards the man inan attitude
of humllity, saying—

“I yield myself your prisoner,”
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Then, when within reach of the man’s hand
he threw a handful of black pepper into the
man’s eyes—who yelled in anguish, fired his
pistol, hit no one—and by the time he was able
to see and to distinguish the features of his chief
who stood there before him, he had only to hear
of the prisoner’s escape, and to be marched off
in bandcuffs, under suspicion of connivance.

The whole house, and one or two other houses
adjoining, on each side, hiad been most carefully
guarded. How, then, had Noel got away ?

The explanation was this. On first taking
possession of his territories, he had shaped for
himself a secret, slender shaft, by which he could
descend from his dark closet to the cellar; then
burrowed away, like a mole underground, pass-
ing from the cellar of one house to that of
another, all the cellars being little used, making
openings where openings did not exist, until he
had thus excavated, as it were, a rout to a street
g0 distant, that not even the acute satellites of
the acute chief dreamed of extending their
watch so far.

The meeting between Maria and the chief was
not a very pleasant one, after this. Perhaps we
had better pass over unnoticed the unmanly rage
and the brutal threats of the one, and the fear,
the self-reproach, and the misery of the other.

CHAPTER LXXVII. AT THE MASQUERADE,

One night a crowd, kept in order by watch-
tnen, constables, and a few gentlemen’s lacqueys
and grooms, had collected round the door of a
certain house in the Haymarket—a house to
which, for the last two hours, private coaches,
hackney-carriages, and sedan-chairs had been
bringing a motley and extraordinary essemblage.

A spectator, watching the persons issuing from
the apparently endless line of carriages at times
might have fancied himself labouring under a
kind of historical nightmare. Now the fantastic
Prince Henry (afterwards Henry the Fifth), with
points dangling from his sleeve, was sworn at
by the sedan-chair bearers of Queen Elizabeth
for stopping the way so long. And now Mary
of Scots was assisted from her coach by a gal-
1ant Cromwell, while Richard the Third,  bluff
King Hal,” Joan of Arc, and a bevy of Eliza-
bethan courtiers and maids of honour were all
seen on the lighted stairs together.

The remarks of the mob were not always re-
assuring to the maskers as to their resemblance
to the characters they had assumed. Shepherd-
esses, with tiny hats stuck on one side of their
heads, and with long crooks decorated with bows
of bright ribbon, were taken for fairies or ladies
of quality ; friars for old women; and a painted
Indian, who, with tomahawk, blanket, and scalp-
decked Lelt made the crowd shrink back and
then press forward with almost a simultancous
squeak of delight, was supposed to be an excel-
lent imitation of His Satanic Majesty.

The mob was so much engaged in applauding
this individual, eveu after his disappearance in-
to the house, that very few persons noticed a
somewhat interesting group thatdescended from
the handsome private coach which next stopped
the way. *

The group consisted of three persons, A
pretty, girlish figure, dressed as a child of the
Foundling Hospital, and leaning on the arm of
no less a personage than His Majasty James I.,
in his enormous bag-breeches, hunting-bootsand
broad-brimmed bat and feather; and thirdly a
gentleman, who, in the prevailing tint of his at-
tire, in the whiteness of his hair, shrewdness of
eye, and activity of limb, strongly rescmbled |
Mr. George Faitbtul of Coombe Valley. }

So heartily was this person laughing at the
manner in which his royal friend conducted him-
self, that he could scarcely walk steadily from
the carriage to the house,

“ Hush! Paul. Papa, pray hush!” whispered
the foundling, as they ascended the stairs.

#Hush!" answered His Majesty. “By my
goul, but I won't hush! Come, come, my lady ;
you've dragged me into this affuir against my
will all to look after this precious brother of
yours, and now, 48 I am here, and as I feel 1
could enjoy myself, let me. It seems ‘to me you
are absurdly mistaken, and that 'tis all a most

innocent piece of business; and if you had but
chosen & more beeomlng dress, and Paul too,
you might have had a merry night of it.”

“ You know, papa, we gave Paul no time to
think of any other disguise than this which he
had by him. And as for me, what could I have
chosen more likely to attract Stephen’s notice, if
he be here, than this, which he well knows, but
for you, I might have long had to wear ?”

Sir Richard looked down complacently at his
breeches and boots, and seemed, at all events,
particularly well pleased with his own dress.

“Who have we here ?” said he, as they reach-
ed the first landing where sat a masked gentle-
man in brown, with a table before him. * To
judge by the look of him he might be signing
ever so many death warrants.”

4 Tickets, gentlemen,” demanded this person
in & sombre voice. ) )

They have their cards, and, ascending to the
next landing, were received by two footmen also
masked, who showed them into a small ante-
chamber leading into the grand ball-room.

Here the master of the ceremonies advanced
towards them.

¢ Paul,” whispered Sir Richard, ‘it strikes
me I have seen this gentleman’s figure before I”

‘‘ His Majesty scarcely needs telling he is wel-
come,” said the gentleman, bowing low. Then,
taking from bis pocket tablets and a pencil, he
added, “May I presume that he and his friends
will honour us by taking part in the dancing ?”

“By my saul, sir, and did ye suppose His
Majesty and his friends just cam’ to air their
heels in the doorway? To be sure, they take
part in the dancinge What a question I”

The master of the ceremonies, who had
listened attentively to every word, now bowed,
and looked after them while they were shewn in-
to the ball-room.

% Geordy Faithful,” said King James, ¢ we
have a fancy to stand near this door. a few
minutes, that we may again hear this gentle-
man's voice, which it occurs to us we have
heard before,  See, here comes a Polish prince.
Let's hear what our friend says to him.”

The master of the ceremonies advanced to-
wards the new guest with his tablets and in-
quired— )

% Does your highness dance 2’

# That depends,” replied the prince, in excel-
lent English, ¢ whether you can give me good
music and a pretty partner.”

The master of the ceremonies did not make a
note on his tablets as he had done in receiving
Sir Richard’s answer to his question, bt nodded
carelessly, and, as the prince entered the ball-
room, turned to receive a large party—a grand
pasha and a bevy of his ladies of the harem.

When the master of the ceremonies put the
same question to the stately pasha, the latter
angwered— ‘ ‘

“Dance, 8ir? Certainly !
music plays.
for a partner.”

“ Geordy, said Sir Richard, in an under-tone
did ye hear that jingle of the same words over
and over again—¢music’ and ¢ partner ?'"

“No, I did not notice anything,” said Mr.
George Faithiful.

“Well, be silent and more watchful, and then
let’s compare notes again.”

“ And you, madam,” said the master of the
ceremonies to the forecmost lady, ¢“do you
dance ?”

“1 am my lord’s first partner, was the reply.
¢ Has the music begun 7"

“ And you, madam ?” to another lady.

«If T am not too ugly to find a partner, or
too deaf to hear the music.”

“ And you?” to another,

«“ How can you ask ?” replied the fair creature
in pink-and-white striped trousers and turban,
looking up in his face rather fiercely than
coquettishly. ¢ How can I ¥elg dancing when
such music is playing, whether ¥ have a pariner
or not "

“ And you, madam?” to & tall, powerfully
made nymph'in blue and silver.
~ “Find me a handsome partner, then," answer-
ed the lady, with a somewhat hoarse simper.
But-la! what wretched music” ' '

As long as your
You see, I am nat likely to want

“ Goordy, a word with ye,” said King James
clutching at Mr. Fajtbful's arm, and drawing
him a few ‘steps from the door. *Paul)” said
Sir Ricbard, in an alarmed voice, dropping his
character, * we are in for it now., Here we are
at a Jacobite meeting. Known, too, as intruders.

“ How sir?”

“We did not give the passwords—¢ music’
and ¢ partner. ¢ Music ” quotha. Prctty devil's
music for a fnation to dance to—the music of
civil war! ¢ Pariner I’ Ah, yes, traitorous ras-
cals, 1 know what that means—French aid. Not
bad passwords, eh, Geordy Faithful ?” i

“You say you know this master of the cere-
monies ?” asked Paul.

“1 do; 'tis Sir George Charter, the most
desperate Jacobite under the sun. He was the
master of Jesus College, Oxford, then a Jacobite
soldier, and lately he has been constantly pass-
ing between England and France on the Pre-
tender’'s business, so the rumour goes. Paul,
Paul, have your wits about you. Perhaps even
now we are watched. Do you see any one
watching us?”

“No, sir,” answered Paul, glancing round,
*only a fop who has just entered, and who
seems smitten with Mistress Christina.”

¢ Nay, Paul,” said Christina, “it 'was you he

looked at first; and see, he bows—he knows
.0u.”
e No, be bowed to you,” said Paul, “and I
certainly don’t remember him ; but one isscargely
expected to remember one's acquaintances here
I should fancy.”

“ What do you say, papa, to remaining near
the door a little while to hear if there are others
like us, who have been innocently drawn here ?
Here come two Romans—the old one a warrior
and the young one a dandy, I suppoese.”

# Listen, Geordy, your ears are quicker than
mine,” said the kunight. ‘Do they give the
words ?”

¢ No,” answered Paul; ' and the master of
the ceremonies is writing in his tablets.”

“ Come, Geordy, we may find friends in need
in these Romans,”

As they entered the ball-room, Paul and the
merchant noticed, with a significant look at each
other, that a servant was dispatched by the mas-
ter of the ceremonies to the gaily-dressed youth
who had been regarding their party with so
much interest. The servant gave him a slip of .
paper, on receiving which he immediately left
the Knight Templar to whom he was talking,
and followed the two Romans.

¢ Who comes now, Geordy ?"

t A gentleman in black velvet.’

t Ay, a Venetian grandee, Geordy. Now,
does he dance, pray ? He does not walk with
much of an air.”

it Yes,” said Paul, “ I caught both the words.”

¢ And who are these ? a lady abbess and a
nun!”

« Hark! Sir George Charter is speaking to
them.”

« Does the lady abbess dance ?

% What does she answer, Geordy ?

% The lady seems ill, sir ; she signs to the
nun to answer for her.”

The nun answered pertly—

% Dance, indeed ! who ever heard of a lady
abbess dancing ?”

* And yourself 7"

« Myself? Ah, well, I don’t know that I mind
taking a turn if my lady will let me.”

¢ They have not said the words, Geordy.”

% No, your majesty.” :

¢ S0 that besides ourselves—King James, a
foundling, and an elderly gentleman in violet—
the master of the ceremonies has down on his
tablets a Roman soldier, 2 Roman dgndy, an
abbess, and & nun, &ll strangers, to the meeting.
Remember, Geordy | Harkye, Paul,” whispered
the knight, ¢ the lady abbess is wonderfully
like, to my fancy, the Lady Hermia.”

‘ Indeed!” '

It has been often noticed that at the time of
serious commotion of men’s minds there seems to
be something in the very air itself that implies
a sympathy with the feclings excited in the
chief actors, and that sympathy seems to be
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propugated, just as light aud sc*nd are propn-
gated, only this effect i3 felt, not seen nor heard.

S0 wag atnow when two fresh figures entered,
representing respectively Archbishop Laud and
charles I~ The king was dressed in a cut vel-
vet suit of black, so well known to usin connec-
tion with Vandyke's portrait of the uufortunate
sovereign.  Sowmething in the attitude and bear-
wg of the two characters of stately, pathetic
melnucholy, and proud submission scemed to
wply that Loth were intended to appear as they
did appear on the awful days of their exccution,

1t was painful—the sudden hush, the awe,
the cessation of music, dance, song, and mirth,
as the two moved slowly on, noticing no one fur
atime, and no one carmng to speak to them,

“ \Who are they 1% was the whispered oty on
all sides.

Tho companions were walking away, as if
finnlly to leave the rqoms, when the Kunight
Templar, fullowing them, said to King Charles—

‘¢ Sire, will you permit nie, a red cross knight
of another cra, to Lave the lLonour of a brief
conrersation 7Y

4 Brief let it be,” said the masked monarch.

The Templar started at the sound of the
voice, and then again walked on by the side of
the two figures, as if wishing to retard them,
yct doubtful as to what he ought to do,

Watching his upportunity when they reached
o tolernbly cmpty part of ong of the rooms, the
Templar came close to Charles, and whispered—

¢ Is this wisc? Is it right? With sucl vast
interests at stake, I implore you to end, without
onc momcut's delay, a course that will paralyse
all friends, and give to onr cncmies cliances

If in such a meeting it was conceivablo that
any man or men dared to jest with events so
st and tragic that even yet their influence
turitied through the hearts of all present when
thus recalled, there were a dozen other men pre-
gent who would have buried their swords in the
breasts of such wretches, as they would have
esteemed them.

But no ; in such an assembly thatsupposition
was inconceivable.

« Who, then, were they ?

It began to be talked of that they had been
permitted to pass in without the usual testing
question, If the fact were so, what did that por-
tend?

Once and once only did either of the men
remove the mask from his fiace, and that was to
show it to a ludy of striking beauty, about
“whom 1t was whispered that she enjuyed the
. special fuvour-of the * hiog over the water.”

The lady saw that face, and her own fiace
whitened ag if with approaching death, her
jumbs fost their power of sclf-suppurt, and she
dropped fainting, senscless, bach on the couch
from which she had just before risen.

The masked Charles took no further notice,
left the lady to her fate, and passed on,

The commotion excited by this ingidentso hurt
the genial tane of the asscmblage, that the ma-
nagers began to bustle about, ordering the mu-
sicians to go on playing, urging the danceriagain
to their enjoyment of the stately minuet, while
in the courtyard fireworks began to be let off.

The magked Charles now satdownin a corner,
as if to be out .of obsarvation for a tune, and so
facilitate the efforts being. made for the success
of the masquerade. R

1t so happened thattheresaton thesame scat s
man who, judging by his garb, had a very good
claim to inquire into the proccedings of the said
unfortunate monarch.

“ Why, Charles, boy,” said this personage,.in.
a good-humoured voice, ‘¢ Dinna ye recognise
your ain father ? By my saul, but I know ye well
cncuch! Look at me—at my brecches, and plead
sic shameful-ignorancenolonger. Gin ye. are.
Charles the First, am not L James the First?
Wherere's your loyalty, mon, to say nacthing of'
your duty as a son 2%

. “TFather,” returncd & deop, grave, and most
serigus:voice, Lhaving no.touch of.sport.or mas:
querading. about. it, #'these. are. tires.-indead]
when men need.to be reminded of their loyalty
Have you, Sir Richard, no thought of that kind 2”

“ You know me, do you! Tell me who you
are, and. 1 will answer you.”

« It matters little who I am, Men:pass:away, |

but tue cause yemning. Beware, Sir-Righard,
that you do not, at'your last hour, rceall thiz
meetingowith & pang of regret for wasted oppor-
‘tunities, What.you were, God above knows
and Tknow. Whatyou. are, it is for yoursclf’
now-to.show. beforc-allmen. Earewelll” |

The statcly figure rose, and walked away to
a distant apartment, where be had teft Laud.

When Le rejoined the archbishop, he foupd-
Lim in conversation with a Kuight Templar, and
the. attitude of the tyo.men jtapligd 4 deep, abs.
sorbing interest in eachrotlier’s conversation..

Had Lord Langton (the Knight Templar)
madea discovery as to the person who represents
od Laud? If s0, that discovery did not yet

they never dreamed of.”

¢ o would not come Lither if our servants—
thuse we esteemed faithiful to us—had been more
conscious of theic duty,” was the reply, uttered
also in & low tone,

Low as the tones were, they made poor Arch-
bishop Laud look about him in extreme trepida-
tion, and appeal in dumb show to both the men
to cease their conversation.

¢ Is that reproach icvelled at me 2 demanded
the Templar.

# What says your own conscience " was the
reply. .

* My conscicnce acquits me of every thing but
delay.”

“ And is notdelay fatal ? What crime great-
er?” responded the musked Charles, in =
harsh, grating voice.

“ Town my fault, but it is being remedied,
This mecting has work to do to-night that—-"

“ We appear here in the hope to stimulate
that work.”

% You paralyse it—you paralyse me by fears
that I dare not put into words. If you really
trust me, show it now by giving moe the heartfelt
assurance that ere another hour passes, you will
be returpiug to that place from which—pardon
my frankness—you ought never to have come.”

s JIe speaks boldly, does he not?” said Char-
lcs, turning to Laud, yho 2eplicd———

“He is in pext right, I think ;.and,. at all-
events, 1, for my part, recojmmend that now that
we have been hiere, and have done that which
will redound to our glory s brave mén, willing
to share in tbe dangers of the bravest—I say,
having done that,'T belicve we ought to accopt
the Terplar's advice; and-depart.”

 So be'it. Farewell }”

¢ Farewell 1" responded the Templar, making
a half movement. as if to kneel
bimgelf.in time..

wliispered about, amid looks, and’ tones, and
interjections of extraordinary interest, excite-
ment, and cnthusiasm, that the king—their
revered, their deveted, their.courageons monarch
~—lad actually ventured not simply to meet"the:

own dominions, but had, like another Daniel,
thrown himself into a very den of lions, confid-
JIng-in providence
-canse: o

T To. be.conlinued.

LITERARY GOSSIP.

P .

‘¥ftss-Muroch bas-published;-in-Londog; a-new
-novel; called--“-Two Marriages” A-new-work-
by the anthor of « Jobu Halifax,is surc to be
well.received. - :

Librarics-states-that these-institutions -npw- oon-4
tain 116,170 volumes, of whith 38425 are books
of reference; and that tho average number of
.volumes daily lent is 1,063,

Tug third volume of Moutalambert's % History
of the Monks of the West” has just boen publish-
d: 1 Montalambert-hag-passed-thtough:a-tedlous:
and painfal illhess; and i3 now convelescent,

Messgs, Cassell and Co., of London, aro now
bringingtout, underthe auspices of MF, T. Hood,

extend to the now comer, the stately, melancholy..
locking-King-Charles: -~ - - 3" -~ -

Sk -

, but correcting |

A few. minutes afterwards it was-céerywhere |

lion in the path that barred- hig entrance to his |

_and ju- the goodness-of his’

. mu-onr—of~t_h,&~yanc§ute§.‘{§qgluqd; Free- >
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Addison, Dickens, and other authors, and also
well illustrated,

Tug Athencum announces that it will shortly
print five hitherto unpublished letters from Lord
Chesterfield, which arc characteririic both of the
writer and his times.

Brrwsr Lyrroy is said to have re-writlen a
portion of ¢ The Lady of Lyons,” for Mr, Fechter,
who appears as Claude Melnotle.

Ricugriee's head is making some stir in the
foreign newspapers. It appears that several
heads afe in eXistence, aceredited to the great
Cardinal, Ono was lately buried at Sorbunne.
4 Taai oorrespondent of the Londoun Star says .
“ Merimée assures t Lic country that he possesses
another; and now we are informeéd that there
hag been discovered, ip the Rue des Boulangers,
on.a dust heap, a human skull bearing the follow-
ing nscription : ¢ This is the true liead of Car-
dinal Richelicu.” “The commissaire de police of
the quartier—having remarkably little to do,
during this rainy weather—is going to institute
inquiries as to whence this occiput is derived.”

Tue London Reader says:—' The copyright
of all Byron's picces has not yet ceased to.be the
property of Mr. Murray, and, besides, he has the
invaluable advantages ot possessing the original
M8S. in the poct's handwritiog, Often as
¢ Lord Byron- has been printed, it would scem
that a careful collation of these has disclosced
the existenco of numerous errors in the text of
every preceding edition.  Mr, Murray has wise-
Iy resolved to check unprincipled-competition—
unprincipled because its productions are neces-
sarily imperfect, and a fraud upon the public—
by issuing & ¢ pearl edition,’ printed in-cfown
octavo, and on toned paper, so perfect, and

-at such a price, that no one wbo sees it will

be misled by any counterfeit. We have read
that Byroh left behind him somo fragments of a
fifth canto of ¢Childe Harold, containing,
amongst other things. a description of an crup-
tion of Stromboli, seen by the poet, on his last
voyage to Greece, and also a plan of the ¢ Don
Juan.” Aro theso in possegsion of Mr, Murray ?
These remains must be known to nd small
number of persons, yet the secret has beehr well
kept.” .

BONNIE AGE LORRAINE,

Waex the burn flows glancing
Through the balf-o’crshadowed dell,
When the lights of eve are dancing’
On tho heatlior’s purple bell,
When carth is calm as heaven above,
But for the merle’s sweet strhin, T
Tis sweet to walk withi'her I love,
Afybonnio Agg Lorralne?
Lovoly's tho.curtain’s fuld
That veils the beaming west;
Earth swathed in green and gold—
A garden of tho blest,
Ok, wlillp sho Jeans upon my arm,
Tis pleasure—alinost pain, ’
To dwell upon cach pieerless clisrm
Of bonuic Agg Lorralue!
Full dear, I trow, islight .
To dalsici on thelos, .
Moi-ofdég,’tivix!. eve and night,. -
Her kisscs unto mo: .
Thestrcam with tofter murmur flows, |
Of brighter green’s the plain,
Aud redder.is the red moss-rose.
_ YWhenmearto Aggy Lorratne!
Yot the pefals of the roso.
Injtho hush of eve are fair,
When in sylvan-glory flows
Thobirch’s streaming hair,
Whickrthe sunbesms ficker througls

.

{

.2
Likc showers-of goldenrain, | - !
Anad stray among, all gemmed with dew,
The curls of Agg Lorraine.
No fragrance has tho mignonetto
Beside her breath's perfiomo,.
Np tolowrhns tUTQITUAW-wWet,
Besido her cheekof bloom.
Far bo the wrotch would biight her yo
And-the villain that wor  pain
The héart of fanocenco and truth—

B
mt;
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~

a sgries of #Peony Readings;’ judiciously se-
-lected-from-tlie Works-of-Shakspare; Goldsmi

et o
PR

The-hesrt-of Agg-Lormainet
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MANCIIESTER.

Thig city, the great cenire of the cotton
manufactures of the nurthwest of England, is
situated on the river Irwell, about thirty-two
-niles to the northeast of Liverpool. The
borough of Salford, on the west side »f the
Irwell, ie connccted with Manchester by 2 num-
ber of bridges, and is considered as virtually o
part of the city.

Manchester was incorporated in 1833, made
the seat of a bishopric in 1847, and received the
title of city in 1833. Its population at the
census of 1861 was 357,604, whilst that of Sal-

furd, at thesame pirivd, was 102,114, The clicf
trade of Mauchester is sploning and manufac-

“turing cotton, but it has also considerable

! manufactures of sitk:, mixed goods, machinery,

and tools. In 1860, it had 95 cotton mills, 13
silk mills, 48 iron-foundries, and 43 nachinists’
workshops. About 60,000 persons are ordina~
rily employed in the cotton mills who earn

- $150,000 per week ; and at Ieast 700Q shilled
- mechanics are constantly engaged 1 the pro-

duction of steam-cngines, spinning mules, looms
and other machinery ; these again need some
1500 Jabourers to assist them.

Manchester was the first Lorough to iuhe
advantage of the imperial Feee Libraries Act,
which allows an appropriation of a penny in
the pound on the local assessments for parks,
libraries and muscums. The first freo lending
library in England was established thero : three
branch lcnding libraries and a museum have
sinco been added, also one reference library
and an excellent muscum in Salford.  Manches-
ter can also boast of three public parks, each of
about thirty acres in extent. Tho principal
public buildings are the Town Iall, the Royal
Exchange, the Royal Institution, the Free Trade
Hall, and the Assize Courts; the latter cost
about $500,000. Many of the twwarchouses of
the mercbants are palatial in appearance, and
the business transacted is quite in accordance
with the magnitude of the buildings. Tho
floor of tue Royal Exu.'nge contams about
1800 square yards, and 13 yet too small for the
numbers who throng it on market days. The ca-
thedral, built in 1442, isa very fino gothic strue-
ture, and hag within the past few years under-
gone a very cxtensive progess of restoration in
its original style. Somo of the Catholic and

-w‘ﬂ
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Manchester.

dissenting churches are also very fine. Man-
chester suffered severcly during the crisis pro-
duced by the American war, but it is satisfac-
tory to know thatit has recovered from its tem-
porary depression, and i ngain active and pros-
perous.

SCRAPS OF LAW.

SECOND PAPER.

L RASTMAS is o merry and festive season,

and brings with it joy and gladness to all:
,l the juvemles old Santa Claus comes with i
lus far-tamed sleigh, dravwn by the eight uny
ren-deer, sud laden with gifts. and presents
beyond the conception of the most vivia imagi-
nation of childhood; to tho seniors, old Father
Christmas arrives with his cleerful family
s gatherings, and his solid roast beef and plum-
pudding; and the advent of tins season causes
joy and mirth and the voice of melody through-
out the Iand.

New Years is a gay and happy day, when |
hundreds of prancing horses are dasinng hither
and thitbier through the crowded streets, draw-
ing to the merry sound of tinkling bells sleighs
freighted with living and smiling loads of visit-
jors, eager to pay thewr annual homage at the
various shrines of the three Graces—Youth,
Beauty, and Wealth, But, notwithstanding all
this mirth and rejoicing to many—aye, to
most—there arise anxious thoyghts of a skeleton
in the cupboard; while they laugh over the
Jyear that is goue, and say, *a jollier year weo
ishall not see,” sull in their innermost hearts
they think,

 Old year, wo'll dearly rue for you,”
(a3 with the mind's cye, like scers of old, they
ybehold innumerable letters pounng in upon
them ; not charming billels-doux, nor invitatious.
to balls, partics.and muffin-fights, in sweet little
white and tintéd envelopes, addressed in fairy
Italian  hand; but horrible yellow-covered
literature, with their patronymics scrawled on
the back with lnge fantastic flau.ishes, aud
cuntsining remunders from vulgar butchers and
grocers of the cost of the beef and pudding they
have just devoured, and of whatever else may
have been taken to sustain tho carthly frame
during tho last thrce months, And gaziog still
further into the future, many of them seo visions

.
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(but visions, which,alag! will become too surely
sad realities) of other letters from the servants
of the law, teding in sterner and more deter-
muned tones of the year thatis past. bat which
unfortunately has left so many pernicious relics
behind; and thenm, like hideous nightmares
come the thoughts of writs and judgments and
costs. And totheso gentlemen aund ladies, who-
ever they may be, who thus have their digestion
interfered with by these sad and dreary thoughts
and .ears, we would of¢ our most sincere and
heartfelt—condolences ? no — congeatulations,
And we would tender our congratulations, be-
cause thesc poor crentures, who, like the mother

j of Maud's lover, are vexed with lawyers and har-

assed with debt, and are sometimes tempted to
say, in the words of Marianna,

1 am aweary, aweary,
X would that I were dead,”

live in this frec and enlightened Canada of ours,
and in the gentle ninctcenth century ; if they
bad chanced to live in the time of their fore-
fathers, they would bave suffercd ratlher more
severcly frum the rigors and asperities of the
law than they now possibly can do.
Throughout the Roman Empire, by the law of
the Twelve Tables (which was a digest of the
wisdom of the an~ients), creditors might, if they
felt so inclined, do even more than the Jew
Shylock wished to do, when he was going to
cut & pound of Christian flesh from the very
iteart of his unfortunate but high-minded debtor
—for they were allowed to chop the debtor's
body in pieces, and cach of them take his pro-
portionable share (though it is impossible to
sec what they could do with tbeir scraps of
buman flesh, unless they traded with the inhabi-
tants of tho Feejee Islands, and suppliced these
intcresting savages with mince meat for their
Christmas festivities). 1€ the creditor was pos-
sessed of & large supply. of the milk of human
kindness, he would do no more than .mprison
the debtur in chains, or subject him %o stripes
and hard labour ; or he might sell him, with his
wife and his littlo ones, into perpetual slavery
in zgome foreign country. And c¢ven in coun-
tries over which the meteor flag of England is
wont to wave; and tbroughout the length and
breadth of which bands of fre¢-born Saxons
were continually playing in their most jubilant
strains, * Britons never shall be slaves,” until
very recently, if an unfortunate debtor was tardy
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in settling his little accounts, the sheriff and his
myrmidons pounce upon him, and, by virtue of
a letter from the Queen’s most excellent majesty,
styled a capias ad satisfaciendum, would seize
hig body and cast it ruthlessly into prison, until
be had paid the uttermost farthing of the debt,
damages and costs. But now, thanks to the
tender heartedness and merciful dispositions of
our legislators (arising probably from the un-
willingness they felt in themselves beholding the
inper walls of a debtor's prison, when -their
voices had ceased to reverberate through the
legislative halls), imprisonment for debt, except
in a few cages, is among the things that were.

On the thirty-first day of December, when the
old year lies adying—when, having given birth
to three hundred and sixty-five suns, his hoary
head, white with the snows of winter, is brought
down through age and decay to the briuk of the
grave, and it is plain to all around,

‘ He lieth still: he doth not move:

He will not see the dawn of day;”’
and, pheenix-like, a new year is preparing to
spring from the ashes of the dead, at such a so-
lemn time, even the most thoughtless and hard-
hearted among the denizens of this world can
scarcely avoid Having some thoughts flit through
his brain of the time (which, perchance, is not
far in the future) when be himself will lie down
to die ; and then, if he is wise, he provides for
the disposition of his worldly goods—he makes
his will.  This wise practice of making wills is
very old—yea, almost antideluvian—for, ac-
cording to some, it may be traced back to the
time of Noah, who, as it is said by Eusebius and
some others, not only made his will, but wit-
nessed it under his seal, and in it disposed of the
whole world to his sons and the children that
should ‘come after them, Francis the First of
France once referred to, and wished to look
intoy a will even older than that of Noal's, but
could not find it; for, when the Pope, in the
exercise of his supposed right as Vicegerent of
Heaven, gave the whole of the continent of
America, from the aurora borealis in the north,
1o the cold and biting land of fire in the south,
to the King of Spain, the Frenchman, in a huft,
said that he would like to see the clause in
Father Adam's will which bequeathed so vast an
inberitance to the Spaniard. If auy scoffer,
Colenso-like, casts any doubt upon these proofs
of the antiquity of wills, we will most submis-
sively draw in our horns, and content ourselves
with saying that we have them referred toaway
back in the remote ages of antiquity : for who
does not know that the most ancient book in
the world contains a passage in which the
patriarch Abrabam speaks of making a will in
favour of his steward Eliezer of Damascus ; and
Jacob bequeathed to his beloved Joseph an in-
heritance double to that of his brethren, and the
provisions of this will were carried into effect,
when hupdreds of years afterwards the Holy
Land was divided among the tribes, by the fami-
lies of Eplraim and Manassch, the two sons of
Joseph, each having a portion assigned to them.
Solon introduced wills into Athens, and the
compilers of the Twelve Tables into Rome.
In KEngland, in former times, a man could only
bequeath a third of his personal property ; before
the conquest a Saxon could devise all his lands,
but after the fall of Harold, until the reign of
bluff King-Hal, land was not devisable at all;
by & statute passed in his reigu a freebolder was
enabled to dispoge of two-thirds of his property ;
and in Charles the Second's time, the law was
made the same as it had been before the advent
of William the Norman.

As may naturally be supposed, some very
strange and rather comical wills have been
made by different persons at different times ;
some who, while they had a prospect of retaining
their wealth, would not have given even a cup
of cold water to a beggar, by their wills leave
enormous sums (for which they have no further
use) to endow a college, found an hospital, or
for the benefit of gome other charitable institu-
tion, hoping to win heaven, aud make atone-
ment for their Mnm of heart and grasping
rapacity and avArice; othars, fond of quarrelings
and bickerings, leave bghind them wills which
excite the hitterest feelings and animosities

among their surviving relations, Some wills
are remarkable for their conciseness and per-
spicuity ; others for their unprecedented shapes
and curious contents; and others for their ex-
traordinary piety and great contempt for all
things earthly. One man provides for a church,
another for his dog ; while one maiden lady, of
an uncertain age, leaves an annuity for the com-
fortable and respectable maintenance of her cats,
and orders her horses to be shot. One John
Hodge, unwilling that his euphonious and aris-
tocratic patronymic should become lost to pos-
terity, and that he himself should lie in his last
resting place unwept, unhcnoured and unsung,
gave twenty shillings a year to a poor man to
prowl about the parish church of Trysall, dur-
ing divine service, to keep people awake, and
dogs out of the sanctuary, whenever the sermon
was not of an awakening or alarming nature.
David Marmett, of Calcutta, while giving direc-
tions to his execator, says: ¢ As to this fulsome
carcass, having already secen ecough of worldly
pomp, I desire nothing relative to it be done,
only its being stowed away in my old green
chest, to save expenses.” He then bequeathed
to one man the debts he owed, and to another
his sincerity. A Lancasire gentleman, in the
last century, haviog kindly given his body to
the worins of the family vault, bequeathed an
ounce of modesty to the authors of the London
Journal and Free Briton, giving as his reason
for the smallness of the legacy, that he was
“ convinced that an ounce will be found more
than they'll ever make use of.” Another testa-
tor, after having stated at great length in his
will the number of obligations he was under,
bequeathed to his benefactor ten thousand—here
the leaf turned over, and the expectant legatee,
turning to the other side, found the legacy was
ten thousand thanks. One who evidently either
kindly intended to thwart his relatives and be
a benefactor to the lawyers, or else was an
eccentric mathematician of the first water, gave
to certain persons “as many acres of land as
shall be found equal to the arca inclosed by the
centre of oscillation of the earth in a revolution
round the sun, supposing the mean distance of
the sun twenty-one thousand six hundred semi-
diameters of the earth from it.” While another
genius, a professor in Oxford, left a sum of
money to his executors wherewith to have his
corpse skinned, the skin tanned, and then on it
to have printed the Iliad and Qdyssey of Homer.

The following are some extracts from the will
of an Earl of Pembroke, who lived during the
troublesome times of the Stuarts = Lnprianis—
For my soul, I confess I have heard very much
of souls, but what they are, or what they are
for, God knows, I know not; they tell me now
of another world, where I never was, nor do I
know one foot of the way thither: therefore, if
my executors do find I bave & soul, I give it to
him who gaveittome, Item—I give my body, for
I cannot keep it to be buried. ltem—My will is,
that I have no monument, for then I must have
epitaphsand verses, and all my life-loug [ have had
too much of them. ~ /tem—I give nothing to Lord
Say ; which legacy I give him, because I know
he will bestow it on the poor.” Jtem—To Tom
May I give five shillings: I intended him more :
but whoever Las seen his History of the Parlia-
ment, thinks five shillings too_much, Jtem—I
give Lieutenant-General Cromwell one word of
mine, because hitherto he never kept his own.
{tem—I give up the ghost.”

Some have been so enamoured of the worship
of the tuneful Nine, that they have even written
their wills in verse. The following is one
which has been proved in the Prerogative Court
of Canterbury ;—

“ This fifth day of May,
Being airy and gay,
And to hyp nat inclined,
But of vigorous mind,
And my body in health,
I'll dispose of my wealth,
And all 'm to leave,
Qu this side of the grave,
To somo one or other;
And, I think to my brother,
ﬁctzuse .lbforeaaw a

rethren in law,

lf? cﬂy not take care,
Would come in for a share,
Which I no wise intended,

Till their manners are mended,
And of that God knows, there’s no sign,
I do thercfore enjoin,
And do strictly command,
Of which witness my hand,
That nought I have got,
Be brouight into hoteh-pot;
But I give and devise,
As much as in me lies,
To the son of my mother,
My own dear brother,
To have and to hold,
All my silver and gold,
As the affectionate pledges,
Of his brother,
Jou~N HEpGEs.””

In former days the law paid much greater
attention to the private religious views, opinions
and behaviour of its subjects than it does now.
By acts passed in the reigns of Elizabeth and
James the First, absentees from divine worship
forfeited one skilling to the poor for every Lord's
day that they neglected to shew themselves at
church, and twenty pounds to the king, if they
continued such default for a month together ;
and if they kept any inmate thus irreligiously
disposed in their houses, they forfeited ten pounds
per month. What a blessing it would be if
these old laws were now in force in this Pro-
vince of ours! Then there would be no neces-
sity for making special collections for the Que-
bec sufferers, for poor funds, or for any of the
innuwerable charities, for which one has to be
continually diving his hand down to the very
bottom of his pocket ; and doubtless even some
of our taxes might be considerably lightened ;
our finance minister might knock a few cents
duty off tobacco, or sugar and tea, for the
especial benefit of onr respectable church-going
parents,

Blasphemy dgainst the Almighty, and profane
scoffing at the Holy Scriptures, were punishable
by fine and imprisonment, The last person suc-
cessfully prosecuted for this crime was an emi-
nent and respectable publigher for issuing an
edition of Sbelly’s “ Queen Mab.” By a statute
passed in the reign of George the Second (and
which is in force here), every laborer, sailor or
soldier, profanely cursing or swearing, is finable
one shilling; every other person, under the de-
gree of gentleman, two shillings; and every
gentleman or person of superior rank, five shil-
lings. This fine also went to the poor of the
parish; aud, on a second conviction, it was
doubled.

A word in conclusion for the ladies. In
the Hindu law of husband and wife, there
are many judicious and extremely interest-
ing enactments. Thus every Hipdoo who
lays any claim whatever to respectability, is
enjoined not to marry “a girl with reddish
hair,” or ¢ with inflamed eyes” or who is
“ immoderately talkative,” but one who * walks
gracefully like a phenecopteros or like a young
elephant.”  (Oh ye gods and little fishes, where,
in the name of goodness, on this terrestial orb,
could the unfortunate lord of creation, who con-
sidercd these laws binding upon him, find one
with whom to enter into the holy estate of matri-
mony,—not among Greeland's icy mountains,
nor on India’s coral strands, nor where Africa's
sunny fountains roll down their golden sands,
nor even where a brighter vision breaks o'er
Canadian woods and lakes!) These wise laws,
for the purpose of insuring respect for the wife,
very properly forbid the husband “to eat with
his wife, or look at her eating, or sneezing, or
yawning, or sitting carelessly at her ease.”
(For what can be more déstructive of all
romance, and the belief in the etherial nature
and heavenly disposition of the delicate and
tender-hearted wite of one'a bosom, than the
sight of her ruby lips and pearly teeth iearing
and destroying the limbs of some cooing doye
or bellowing bull; or to see her gylph-like
angelic frame convulsed as in a cataleptic fit
with a hideous at-chissym.)  Thes eastern sagos
occasionally enunciate sentiments which deserve
to be framed like apples of gold in pictures of
gilver, as for instance, this one; % A man, both
night and day, must keep his wife so much in
subjection, that she by no means be migtress of
her own actions; if the wife have her own free
will, she will behave amigs.”

The Gentoo law thus sumg up the feminine
character in a way which some, perkaps, may
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think savors slightly of tho acrimony of satire:
“ Women have six qualitics : the first, inordinate
love of jeweols and fine furriture, handsome
clothies and nice victuals; the second, strong
passions; tho third, violent anger; the fourth,
deep resentment; tho fifth, another person’s
good appears evil in their cyes; and the sixth,
they commit bad actions.” XNotwithstanding Ul
this, these laws hold out some rewards for the
fair sex, for thoy say ¢ that it is proper for a
woman, sfter hee busband’s death, to bura her-
self in the fire with his corpse ; and every wo-
man who thus burns kerself will remain in para-
dise with ber busbaod for three score und fifty
lacks of years.” Qh, what happiness! what
bliss beyoud compare! such a destiny would be
1o many of our Canadizn mnd American ma-
trons (7)

BIRDS OF PREY.

ook the Seeonv.
cuapTER IL— IlEART DARE, BEART nvyeny,
VERY roon.”
Continued from page 519,

Diana Paget left the Kursaal, and walked
slowly along the pretty yustic street, now dawd-
ling before a little printshop whose contents she
Lkoew by heart, now looking back at the great
windows of that temple of pleasurc whicls skc
had just qeitted.

#3Vhat do they care what becomes of me?”
she thoughit, &s she looked up at the blank vacant
windows, for the last time before she left the
main street of FPordtdechéne, and turned into o
stragglivg side-street, whose rugged pavement
sloped uptward towards the pineclad hills, The
house in which Captain Paget had taken up bis
abode was a tall white habitation, sitnated in
the narrowest of the narrow bye.ways that inter-
sect the mein streot of the pretty Belgian water-
ing-place; alane in which the inhiabitants of
opposite houses may shake hands with oze 31-
other out of the window, and wkere the odour
of the cabbages and onions so liberally employed
inthe-cuisine of tho native offends the nosc of the
foreigner from sunrise 0 sunsot.

Diaua pansed for a moment atthe eatrance to
his Yane, bus,after a brief deliberation, walked
onwards,

“43Vhat isthe use of my going howme 7™ she
thought; * fhey ‘won’t be home for howrs o

E 4

come?

She-walked slowly . along the hilly street, and
frot the street into a nasye pathway winding
upward through tho pine-wood. Hereshe was
quite alone, and tuo stillocss of the place
soothed her. St ook off kier hat and slung the
faded ribbons across her arm; and the wamm
breese lifted the loose bisir:from the -forchead as
she wandered upwards, It wasa very beastiful
face from whichithat loose dark hair was Jifted
by the summer wind. Diana Paget inberited
something of the.soft lovcliness of Mary Anne
Kepp, sud a litle of the patrician beauty of the
Pagets. The oyes were like those which had
watclied Horatio Paget ox kis bed of sicknessia
ToMliver's Tersace. The resolote -curye of the
thin-flexible Yips nad tbs finc modelling of the
chin were boteditary atiribates of the Nugent
Pagets ; and a resemblance. 1o the lower past of
Afiss Pagor’s face mjght have been drmced in
maoy-a sombre portrait of dane snd cavalier at
Tliorpehayea Manor; where a Nuygent Paget,
who acknowledged a0 kindred.with the dispepr-
table Caplain, was.now mmas(er.

The girl’s reflections as she slowly climbed the
hill'weto oot pleesant.  The thosghts of youth
should” be very beantiful; but youth that has
been apentiasthe ‘campasionship of repr bates
aad tricksters is somcething worso than age ; for
experionoo has.taaght it to be bitter, while Fwe
has not taughtitto be patieat. ForDiazs Br‘gct
childhood- tad been joyless,and. giclhood lontly,
Thoe blank 2ud.desolate tegion, that droary dlat
‘of fenny waste .ground betwpen Vauxball and
Battrraes, on which the child's oo bad first
loaked, 1iad been fypical-pf her loveless child-
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hood. With her mother's death faded the one
ray of light that had Muinived Ler Qdesolation,
She was shifted from one nurse to another, and
her nurses avere not allowed to Juve her, for she
remaned with thew as an escumbrance and a
burden. It was so diffieult for the Captain to
pay the pitiful sum demavded for his dnughter’s
support : or ratherit was so quch casier for him
not to pay it. So there always cawe a time
when Diana was delivered ot her fathor's lodg-
s like a parcel, by an indignant nurse who
proclaiuied the story of ler wrongs in shrill,
ferminiuo treble, and who was politely informed
by the Captmn that ber claim Wwas o common
debt, nnd that she bad tbe remedy in lier own
hunds, but that the same code of laws swhich pro-
vided bier with that remedy forbade 2oy obnoxious
demonstrationof herangerina gentlemau'sapart-
meut.  And then Miss Paget, after bearing all
the tumult and discussion, would be lcft alone
with her father, and would speedily perecive
that bier presence was disagreeable to him,

When she outgrew the age of bumble foster-
mothers aud cottages in the deariest of the out-
lying suburbs, the Captain scut bus daughter to
school : and on this occasion he deterinined on
patroawsing o person whom hehad once been too
proud to remember amnong the list of his kudred.
There are poor and straggling braunches upon
every family tree, and the Pagets of Thorpehaven
had needy consius who, in the mghty battle of
life, were compelled to ight amongst the rmak
and file. Oae of these poor cousins was a Miss
Prizcilla Paget, who at an carly age had exhitnt-
ed that aflection for jatellectual pursuis and
that carclessness as to the duties of the toilet
which .are supposed te distinguish the predes-
tined Llue-stock:ng, Left qute alone in the
world, Priscilla put lher cducational capital to
good usc; and after holdiug the position of
principal goveraess for uearly twenty years ina
progperous bearding-schiool at Browmpton, she
follosved Lier late emploger to Ler grace with un-
.sdccted sorrow, and within 2 month of the fune.
ral invested hier savings in the purchacs of the
business, and cstabliskied berself as wistress of the
mansion.

To this Jady Caplain Paget confided his
dayghter’s education ; gud in Priscilla Pagets
house Diaua found n shelter that was almost iike
a bome, until her kinswowpan became weary of
protuises that were never kept, asd pitiful sums
paid on account of a debt that grew Liggerevery
dny—very weary likewise of coanciliatory haw-
pers of game and bareels of oysters and sl the
flimsy devices of a debtor who is practisedan the
varied arts of the gentlemanly sywwindler,

The day cazoe svhicn Miss Paget resolved to be
tid of hier profitless charge; aud once more Diana
found herself deiivercd Iike & parcel of unordered
goods at the door of ber fatlier's lodging. Thoese
arc paccocions children who learn their first les-
sons in the school of povertys and the girl had
been vaguely.conscious of the degradation in-
volred in this process at the age of five. How
much wore keeuly did shic feel the shame at the
age of fifteen!  Priscilla did her best to lessen

the pain of her pupil's departaze,

¢ tisn"t that I've any fault to find with you,
Dians, thoagh you wmust remember that i hare
heard somoe complaints of your temper,” she said
with geatly gravity s * but your father is too
trying ! If he dida’t make me any promiscs, 1
should think better of nm. If.lic told we frankiy
Abat be conldn’t pay e, and ssked me fo keep
J03, out of ckarity—" Djana drew herself up
with a little shiver at1his word—* why, I migbt
tam it overin my-mind, and see if it could be
done. Bat to be decgived timeafer time, as Pre
oeen deccived—yonr know the solemn langoage
sour fxthor hag used, Dians, for you've beard
Xim; and to rely upon @ sum of money on &
cendain date, asTbave rlied again and again,
after Horatio's assurance that 1.might depend
upan him—it’s too Dbad, Disan, it's more than
apy one can cadure.  JE¥on were two. o7 three
Joars older, and further advaaced jn youredoca-
tion, 1might manage to.do something for youby
1iking you useful with the little onss; bat 1
¢de't 2fford to kecp you and clothe you during
the pext three years for noghing, and soLbaveno

allerpative bat to.send  you lgom_c.'

:sbe had noncieft to bestow upon
‘Her fatbersvictims might be miserable, but was

The * Bowe to which Dinua Paget was taken
upou this occasion was » lodgiog over a loyshop
in the Westininster Road, where tho Captain
lived in cousiderble comfort on the procecds of
a friendly nod Philanthropic Loau Saciety.

But no very cordial welcome awaited Dianain
the gaudily-furnished drawing-room over the
toyshop. She found her fathir sleeping plgcidly
in his ensy-chair, whilea youny man, who was a
stranger o her, sat at a table near the window
writing letters. It was a dull November dny—a
very dreary day on which to find oneselfthrown
suddenly ou a still drearier world ; and in the
Westminister-ridge road the lamps werealready
making yellow patches of sickly light amidst the
afternoon fog.

The Capuain twitched his silk handkerclief off
his face with an impaticut gesture 2s Diana cn-
tered the roon:,

‘! Now then, what is it ?” he asked peevistly,
without looking at the iutruder.

He recognized her in the next moment; but
that first impatientsalutation was about as warm
& welcome as any which Miss Paget received
from ber father, Ia sad and bitter trutly, hie did
not care for her,  His marriage with Mary Ann
Kepp had been the one grateful impulse of his
life, and eveu thesentiment which had prompted
thatmarriage had been no by means frec from the
taint of scllishness.  But he had been quite un-
prepared to find that this grand sacrifice of his
fafe should anvulve anothier sacrifice in the main
tenance of\a daughter be did not want, and he
was very much inclined to quarrel with the des-
tiny thathad given him this burder.

“1f you bad been a boy, I might have made
you useful to me sooner or later,” the Captain
said to his daughter whea be found bimselfzlone
with her 1ate on the night of her return; ¢ but
what on earth am I 10 do with a daughter, inthe
unsettled Jife Ilead 2 However, since that old
harridan has seat you back, you must manage in
the best way you can,” concluded Captain Paget
with a discoatented sigh.

From this time Dixna Paget bad Tahabited the
nest of the sultares, and every day had brooght
its new lesson of trickery and fulschood. Therc
are men—and bad men too—who would have
tricd to keep the seeret of their shifts and mean-
nessess hidden from an only child ; bat Horatio
Paget belicved himself the viclim of man'singra-
titude, and bis misdoings the necessity of an evil
destiny. * 1t is not easy for the unsophisticated
intellect to gauge those moral depths to which
the man who lives by Lis wits must sigk before
his career .5 finisheg, or to understand how, with
cvery step in the swindlersdownward road, the
conscicnce grows tougher, the perception of
sbame blunter, the savage scifishuess of the animal
natore stronger.  Disna Paget had discovered
some of her father's weaknesses during her miscra-
ble childhood ; ard in the days of ker unpaid-for
schooling ske had known that his most solemn
promses were no more to be relicd oa-than the
capricious breath of a summer bretze. So the
revelations which awuted her under the paternal
roof were not utterly strange or catively unex-
pected.  Day by day she grew more accostomad
to that atmospherc of frand and falsehiood. The
scnse of shame neverleft-her ; for thereds apride
that thrives amidst povery and degradation, and
of suchpride DianaPaget posses:ed nosmailshase.
She writhed under the coasciousacss that she
ag the dagghier of 2 man who had forfcited all
Tight 10 thp esteem of Lis fellow-men. She valu-
cdthe.good opinion of others, and world fain
hare been beloved and admired, trosted and re-
spected,, for she was ambitious ; ard the thought
that she might me day do something which
would lift her above the valgar luvel was the
day-dream thiat had consoled ker in masy an
‘hour of humiliation and discomfurt. Diana
Paget felt the Captain's sbame =s bo.nly as her
mothes had felt it; but the remorse wlich ‘had
agonised gentle Mary Anoe, the tender compas-
sion for vthers which bid wrang that fond and
faithifol heart, had noplace-in-the bréast of the
Capixin's ‘daughter,

Diana felt so muck compassion for herself, that
other pedple.

ot she-infmitely more-wretched 7 The landlads
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who found her apartments suddealy tenantless l

and ber rent unpaid might complain of the hard-
nesg of her fortune; but was it not harder for
Diang, with the sensitive feclings and the keen
pride of the Pagets, to endure all the degradation
involved in the stealthy carrying away of
luguage and a secret departure under cover of
night?

At first Miss Paget had been inclined to feel
aggrieved by the presence of the young man
whom she had scen writing letters in the gluomy
dusk of the Novemberafternoon , but in due time
she came to accept him us a companioy, aud to
feel that herjoyless life would hiave been drearier
without him He was the sccretary of the
Friendly and Philautiropi= Loau Society, and of
any other society orgauised by the Captain, e
wits Captain Paget's munaudensis and represent-
ative: Captnin Pagets tool, but not Captain
Paget’s dupe; for Valentine Hawkchurst was
not of that stuff of whicl: dupes are made.

The man who lives by his twits has need of o
faithful fricnd and follower. The chief of the
vultures must not Le approached tvo easily.
There must be o preparatory ordeal, an outer
«C:amber to be passed, before the victim is intro-
duced to the sanctuary which is irradiated by
the silver veil of the prophet. Captain Paget
fouud an able coadjutor in Valentine iiawhe-
hurst, who answered one of those tempting ad-
vertisements jo which A, B. C.or X, Y. Z. was
wout 1o offer a salary of three hundred a-year
to any gentlemanly person capable of perform-
ing the duties of secretary 10 a newly-establish-
¢d company. It was only after responding to
this promising offer, that the applicant was in.
formed that he must possess onc indispensable
qualification in the shape of a capital of five hun-
dred pouads. Mr. Hawkehurst laughed aloud
when the Captain imnparted this condition with
that suave aud yet diguified manner which was
peculiar to bim.

¢ 1 ought to Lave koown it wasa dodge of
that kind,” said the young man coolly. « Those
very good things—duties hight and easy, hours
from twelve to fuur, specdyadvancement certain
for a conscicntious and gentlemanly person, and
so on—are always of the genus do. Your ad-
vertisement is very cleverly worded, my Jear
sir; oaly it's like the rest of them, ratber foo
clever. Itis sodifficult for a clever maa not to
be too clever. The prevailing weakness of the
human intellect scews 10 me to be exaggeration.
However, as 1 haven't 2 five-pound note in the
world, or the chanceof getting one, I'l wish you
good morning, Captain Paget.”

There are people whose blood would have been
turned to ice by the stony glare of indignation
with which Horatio Pagetregarded themaa who
bad dared to question Ius probity. Bat Alr
Harkehurat had done with strong impressions
long before he met the Capiaio ; and be listened
to that geatieman's freezing reproof with an ad-
tairing smile,  Oat of this very uapromising
beginning there arose a kind of fricndship be-
tween the twomen.  Horatio Paget had fou some
time been in need of & clever tool, and in the
Foung roan whese cool insolence rose superior to
bis owa digaoity he perceived the very individoal
whom ke bad long been secking. The young man
who was tnsbashed by the indigoationof 2 scion
of Nugeats and Cromics 22d Pagets must be
utter]y impervious to the scase of 2ll, and it was
Jjust such an f:mpervious young man that the Cap-
tzin waanted as his condjutor. Thus ateso the
alliznce, which grew stronger every day; uatil
Valcntiae took up his abode under the roof of
his employer and patron,a=d made bimself mere
thosoughly at home ibere than the anwelcome
daoghter of the house.

The history of Valentine Hawkeburst's past
existence was tolerably well known to the Cap-
tain; but the oaly Listory of the young man's
carly life ever heard by Diana was rather vagae
aad fragmentary.  She discovered, little by Litule,
that be was the son of a spendthrit Llterateur,
who had passed the greater part of bis caren:
within the rules of the King’s Bench , thathe had
ran away frum bome at the age of fifleen, aad
Lad ined bis fortane in all those professions
which require no cducationsl ordeal, and which
scem to offer themselves invitingly to the scape.

grace and adventurer, At fificen Valentine
Hawkehurst had been errand-boy 1 & newspaper
oflice; at seventeen a peany-a-liner, whose flimsy
was pretty sure of admission in the lower class
of Sunday papers. In the course of a very brief
career he had been a provincial actor, o man-
ége rider in a circus, a bihard-marker, and a
belting agent. It was after having exhausted
these liberal professions that he cucountered
Captain Paget,

Such was the man whom Horatio Paget ad-
mitted t2 companionship swith lus only daughter.
It can scarcely be pleaded in excuse for the Cup-
tain that he might hase adnutted & worse man
than Valentine Hawkeharst to his family circle,
for the Captain had never taken the trouble to
sound the depths of hus condjutor’s nature. There
is nothing so shurt-sighted es selfishness; and
beyond the narrow circle immediately surround-
ing himself, there was no man mere blind than
tluratio Paget.

¥t was dusk when Diana grew tired of the
lonely pathways among the hills, where the har-
monies of A bank stationed in the valley were
wafted in gusts of music by the fitful summer
breeze.  The loncliness of the place soothed the
girl's feverish spirits; and, seated in a litile
classic temple upon the summit of a hill, she
tovked pensively downward through the purple
mists at the newly-lighted lamps twinkling
faintly in the valley.

“t Onc docs not feel the sting of one's shabbi-
ness hure,” thought Aliss Paget : ¢ the trees are
all dressed alike.  Natare mnakes no distinction.
It is only Fortune who treats her children un-
fairly?

The Captain's daaghter walked slowly b :k to
the little towan in the deepemng dusk, The :odg-
ing occupicd by Horatio Paget and his household
consisted of four -oomy chambers on the second
story of a big rambling house. The rooms were
meaely furuished, aad decorated with the
tawdry omamentation dear to the continental
mind ; bot there were long wide windows and
an iroa balcony, on whichi Diana Paget was often
pleascd to sit.

She found the sitting-room dark and empty,
No dinner had been prepared; for onlucky days
bie Captaio and his protégé were wont to dine
at the table £Abte of one of the hotels or to feast
sumptuously d la carfe, while on aunlucky days
ther did notdine at all. Dianafound a rolt and
some cream Cheese in a roomy old cupboard that
was favonred with mice; and after making a
very indifferent meal inthe dusky chamber, she
went oat upon the balcony, and sst there Jook-
ing down upon the lighted town.

She had been sitting there for nearly an hoar
in the same attitude, when the door of thesitting-
room was opened, and a footstep sounded behind
ber.  She knew the step; and although she did
not lift her head, her eyes tooka new brightness
in the sumaer dusk, and the listless grace of her
attitude changed 10 a statoesqee  rigidity,
t!;ﬁngu there was no change in the attitude it-
self.

She did not stir i1l a hand was laid softly on
Lier shoulder, and a voice said,

¢ Diapal?

The speaker was Valentine Hawkchurst, the
young man whose entrance tothe golden temple
had beea soclosely watched by Captain Paget’s
daughter.

She rose as he spoke, and torned to him.

* You hiava beenlosing, I suppose, Mr, Hawke-
hurst,” she said, * or you would not bave come
home 7°

“ I 2m compelled to admit that vou are right
in your premise, Miss Paget, and your dedaction
i3 scarcely wortly discassion. Ikavebeenlosing
~-confoundedly ; and as they don't give creditat
the board of greea cloth yonder, there was no
excuse for my staying. Your father bas not
been holding bis own within the last hour or
two, but when I left the rooms he was going 1o
the Hotel @'Urange with some Freach fellows
for a quict game of écarté. Oarfricnd the Cap-
t2inisa grest card, Miss Paged, and has a delight-
{ul talent for picking up distinguisbed acguaint-
ance?

Theze are few danghiers whowould bave cared
to bear a father spoken of in this free<and-casy

manner; but Diana Paget was quitc unmored
She bad resumed her old attitude, and sat ook,
ing towards the lighted windows of the Kursa,
while Mr. fawkeburst lounged against the
angle of the window with his hundsin Lis pockes
and n cigar in lus mouth.

For three yenrs Valentine Hawkehurat hag
lived in constant companionship with the Cayp.
tn's daughter; and in that time his manner o
her had undergone considerable variation. f
fate 1t had been something in the manner of ay
clder brother, whose fraternal breast is imperri.
ous to the influence of a sister’s loveliness ar e
sister’s fascination. I Diana Paget had beea o
snub-nosed young person with red hair and whit
eyelashes, Mr. Hawkehurst could scarcely har
treated her with a more friendly indifference, s
more brotherly fumthiarity,

Unbappily this line of conduct, which is per.
haps the wisest and most honourable plan thata
man can pursue when he finds himself throws
into n dangerously familiar association with 2
beautiful and unprotected woman is the very line
of procecding which o beautiful woman, can never
bring berself to forgive. A chivalrous stiffacs;,
a melancholy digaity, a frozen frigidity, which
suggest the fiery bubbling of the lava flood be.
neath the icy surface,—these are delightful to
the feroale mind.  But faendly indiffercuce asd
fraternal cordithity constitute the worst inscit
that can be offered to her beauty, the most bitter
outrage upon the majesty of ber scx,

“ I suppose, it will be midnight before paps
comes howme, Mr. Hawkeburst,” Diana s
abruptly, when ber companion had finished bis
cigar, and had thrown the cnd of it over the bal
cony.

“ Past midaight more likely, Miss Paget. May
1 ask how I bave bécome Mr Hawkehurst all
of 2 sudden. when for the last three years |
have been usually koown as Valeatine—or
Val 2®

The girl turned herhead with a gesturo in whics
the carciessness of bis own meanner was imitated
She stole a rapid look at him as she answend
s What does it matter whether I call you by oae
nawme or another 77

“ \What docs any thingmatter? 1believe Mr,
Toots was an unconscious philosopher. Therex
nothing in the werld of any consequence, exoept
money. Go and lookat those poordesils yonde;,
and you will sce what ghat is worth,”’ he cried,
poinung to the lighted Kursaal, ¢ there yos
behold the one great truth of the universe iz
action. Thereis nothing but money, and mea
are the slaves of money, and life is only anotbe
name for the pursuit of mones. Go and logkat
beauty yonder fading in the light and heat; at
youth that chaoges to age befure your cyes; st
friendship which tums to bate whea thechance
of the game are with my fricnd and against me,
The Kursaal is the world 1o little, Diana; aad
this great globe of ours isuothing but a gigaat
gaming-tablo—a mighty temple for the worship
of the golden calfl?

“ Why do you imitate thoso people yonder, ¥
youdespisc them so heartily 77

¢ Because I am like them and of them. I tell
you that money is the beginning and cad cf all
things. Why am I here, and why is oy li%
made of baseness and lies? Because my father
wwas an improvident scoundrel, acd did not leare
me five hundred s year. 1 wonder whatlshonld
bave been like, by the by, if1 had been Llest with
a hondred 2 year,®

4 Horeat and happy,” answered the girl car-
estly. She forgot her simulated indifference, and
looked at him with sad c=mmest cyes. He met
the glance, and the expression of his own face
changed from its cymieal smile to a thooghtfal
sadness.

¢ Honest perhaps; and yet ¥ aimost doubtif
any thing under five thousand a yoar would bave
kept oo hionest.  Decidedly not bappy ; the mea
who can be happy oa five hundred & year an
rosde of & daller siuff than the clay which serves
for 2 Hawkchurst®

“ You talk about not being happy with fire
bundred & year I° Diana exclaimed impatiently.
% Sarcly any decent existeace would be bappines
to you compered to the miserable life you lead,—
tho shameful, dograded life which shats yoa oat
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of the society of respectable people and reduces
you to tho level of a thief. If you had any
px;de, Valentine, you would feel it as bitterly as
Ido

 But T haven't any pride.  As for my life,~
well, T suppose it is shameful and degraded, and
1 know it's often miserable; but it suits mo better
than Jog-trot respectability. I can dinoone day
ypon trufiled turkey and champagne, another

day upor bread and cheese and small beer; but]

[ couldn’t cat beefand mutton alwaye. That's
what kills people of my temperawent. There
arc born scamps in the world, Dana, and I am
ono of them. My name is Robert Macaire, and [
was created for the life I lead. Keep clear of
me if you have any hankering after better things ,
bat don't try to chango my nature, for itis wast-
«d labour.?

¢ Valentine, it i3 50 cruel to talk like that.”

% Cruel to whom 27

i To—those—who caro for you.”

It was quite dark now; but even in the dark-
ness Diana Paget’s head drooped a little as sho
said this.

Mr. Hawkehurst laughed aloud.

# Those who care forme !? he cried ; “ nosuch
people ever lived. My father was a drunken
scoundrel who suffered his chlidren to grow up
about him a3 he would have suffered a litter of
puppies to sprawl upon his hearth, only because
there was less trouble in letting them lie there
than in kicking them out. My mother was a
good woman in the beginning, I know; but she
must have been something more than a mortal
woman if she had not lost some of her goodness
1n twelve years of such a life as she led withmy
father. I believe she was fond of me, poorsoul ;
but sho died six months before I ran away from
a lodging in the Rules, which it is the bitterest
irony to speak of as my home. Since thenbave
been Robert Macaire, and bave about as many
friends as such a man usually has.?

¢ You can scarcely wonder if you bave few
friends,” said Miss Paget, “since thercis no one
in the world whom you love?

She watched him through the darkness after
saying this; watched him closely, though it was
too dark for her to see the expression of his face,
and any emotion to which her svordsmight have
given riso could be betrayed only by some
gesture or change of attitude. She watched him
in vaid, forbo did not stir. But after s pausc of
some miantes he said slowly—

% Such a manas I cannot afford to love any
onc. What bave I tooffer to the woman Imight
pretend to love? Truth, or honour, or honesty,
or constancy? Those are commodities I bave
zever deald in. If Tknow what they are,and that
I haveneverpossessed them, it is about as much
as I do know of them. IfI bave any redeeming
grace, Diana Paget, it lies in the fact that {
know what a worthless wreteh I am. Yoar
father thinks he isa great man; a noble suffering
creature, and that the world has ill-used him. 1
know that[amascoundrel, and thatlet my fellow-
men treet me as badly as they please, they can
never give me worse usage than I deserve. And
smIamantotalk abount love, ortoaska womanto
share wy life ? Good God, what anoble partaer
I should offer her! whata kappy existence 1
could assure her!”

But if tho woman loved youg, she wounld enly
love you bstter for being unfortunate.”

4 Yes,if sho was very young and foolish and
romantic, Baut don't you thisk I should be a
villain if Itraded on her girlish folly 2 She would
love me for a year or two perhaps, and bear all
the changesof my temper; but the day would
como when sho would awake from ber delusion,
and know that sho bad beea sheated,  She
wozuld sco other womoa~-icss gifted thanberself,
probably—and would soc the market they Bad
maede of their charms; would seo them rich and
bonoured and heppy, and woald stand eside in
the muddy streets to be splashed by the dirt
from their carrisge-wheels. And thea she would
consider the prico for which she bad bartered ber
youth and beauty, and wonld bate the manwho
had cheatod ber. No, Disos, I am not such a
villain as tho world may thivkme. Iam down

in the dirt myself, and_I'm used toit. I won't

drag a woman into the gutter justbecause I may
happon to love her.”

There was a long silenco after this—n silence
during which Dinna Paget sat looking down at
the twinkling lights of the Kursanl. Valentine
lighted a second cignr and smoked it out, still
in silence. Tho clock struck eleven as he threw
tho end of his cignr away; a tiny, luminous
speck, which shot through the misty atwosphere
below the balcony like a falling star.

‘“ [ may as well go and sco how your futher
is getting on yonder,” hc said, as the spark of
light vanished in the darkness below.  Good
gight, Dirna. Don't sit too long in the cold
night-air, and don't sit up for your father—
there's no knowing wlcn be may be home.”

The girl did not apswer him, She listened to
the shuttiog of the door as it closed behind, and
{ben folded hier arms upon the iron rail of the
balcony, 1aid her bead upon them, and wept
silently. Her life was very dreary, and it scemed
to her as if the last hopo which had sustained
her against an unpatural despair had been taken
away from her to-night, |

Trwelvo o'clock sounded with a feeble little
carillon from one of the steeples, and still she sat
with her head resting upon her folded arms.
Her eyes were quite dry by this time; for with
her tears were very rare, and the passion which
occasioned them must ngeds be intepse. The
night-air grew chill and damp; but although
shie shivered now and then beneath that creep-
ing, penetrating cold which is peculiar to night-
air, she did not stir from her place in the balcony
till she was startled by the opening of the door
in the room behind her.

All was dark within, but Diana Paget was
very familiar with the footstep which sounded
on the carpetless floor. It was Valentine Hawke-
hurst, and not her father, whose step ber quick
car distinguished.

“ Diana® he called ; and then be muttered in
a tonc of surprise, ¢ all dark still. Ah!shehas
gono to bed, I suppose. That'sa pityt® The
figure in tho balcony csught his eye atl this
momeat.

““What in goodness’ name has kept you out
there all this time 7 he asked ; ¢ do you want to
catch your death of cold 7°

He was standing by the mantelpicce lighting
a candle as he asked this unceremonious ques-
tion. The light of the candle shone full upon
his face when Dispa came into the room, and
she could sce that he was paler than usual,

¢ Is there any thing the matter ?° she asked
anxiously.

¢ Yes; there is a great deal the matter. You
will have to leave Forétdechiéne by the earliest
train to-morrow moraing, on the first stage of
your journey to England. Look here, my girl}
I cnu give you just about the money that will
carry you safely to London ; and when you are
once there, Providence must do the rest.”

“ Valeatine, what do you mean 2?

t 1 mean, that you cannot getaway from this
place—you cannot dissever yourself from the
people yoa bave beea living with, too soon.
Come, come, don't shiver, child. Take a faw
drops of this cognsc, and let me see the colour
come back to your face before I say any more”

He poured the dregs of 2 bottlo of brandy into
& glass, and made her drink the spirit. _ Hewas
obliged to fores the rim of the glass between bar
set teeth before he conld succeed in this.

# Come, Dianz,” he said, after sho had drunk,
‘*you have been a pupil in the school of adver-
sity so long, that you onght to be able to take
misforinnes pretty quictly. There's & balancs
struck somchow or other, depend upoan it, my
girl; and the prosperons people who pay their
debis have to suffer, a5 well as tho Afacaire
family. Tm a scamp and & scoundrel, but P
your true friend nevertheless, Dianx; and yon
must promise to take my advice, Tell me that
Fou will trust me?

¢ havo no one cls: to trust?

¢ No onc clsc in this place. Baotin England
you have your old fricnd,—the woman with
whom you were at school. Do yoo thick she
would refuse to give you a temporary home if

you sued her in forma pauperis °

“No, I don't think she would refuso. Sho
was very good tome. Butwhyam I to go back
to London 7

“Because to stay hero would be ruin and dis.
graco 10 you ;. because the tio that links you to
Horatio Paget must bo cut at any hazard ”

“But why 7

“For the best or worst of reasons. Your
father bas been trying a trick to-night which
las been hitherto go infallible, that I suppose ho
had grown careless as to his exccution of it. Or
pethaps he took a falso measure of the man ho
was playing with, In any case, ho has been
found out, and has been arrested by the police.”

 Arrested, for cheating at cards!” exclaim-
ed the girl, with a look of upspeakable disgust
and horror.  Valentine's arm was ready to sup-
port her, if she had shown any symptom of faint-
ing; but she did not. Sho stood ercct before
him, very pale, but firm as a rock.

“ And you want me to go away ?” sho said.

%“Yes, 1 want you to disappear from this
placc before you become notorious as your
father’s daughter. 7%at would be about the
worst reputation which you could carry through
life. Believo mo that I wish you wcll, Diana,
and be ruled by me?

I will,” she answered, with a kind of despair-
ing resignation. It scems very dreary to go
back to England to face the world alone, But
1 will do as yrou tell me.”

She did not express any sympatby for her

*father, then languishing under arrest, whereby

she proved berseif very wicked and unwomanly,
uo doubt. But neither womanly virtues nor
Christian graces are wont to flourish in the
school in which Diana Paget had been reared.
She obeyed Valentine Hawkehurst to the letter,
without any sentimental lamentations whatever.
Her scanty possessions were collected, and neat-
Iy packed, in little more than an hour. Atthree
o'clock she lay down in ber tawdry little bed-
chiamber to take what rest she might in the space
of two hours. At six she stood by Valentino
Hawkehurst on the platform of the mailway
station, with her face bidden by a brown gauzo
veil, waiting till the train was made ready to
start,

It was after she was seated in the carriage
that she spoke for the first time of her father,

¢ Is it likely to go very hard with him 22 she
asked.

<1 hope not. We must try to pull bim
through it as well as we can.  The charge may
break down at the first examination. Good
bye.

J“ Good-bye, Valentine?

They bad just time to shake hands before the
train moved off. Another moment and Miss
Paget and her frllow-passengers were speeding
towards Liege.

Mr. Hawkeharst drew bis bat over bis eyes zs
he walked away from the station.

# The world will secem very dull and empty
to me without her,” he said to himself. «1
bave done an unselfish thing for once in my
life. 1 wonder whetber the recording angel
will carry that up to my credit, and whother
the other fellow will blot out aay of the old
score in consideratien of this ono litte bit of
self-sacrifice.”

To be contiaued.

AN ILLICIT STILL.

AN IRISE 4DVENTIGRE.

A young officer, we will call him Satherland,
was shooling onc day oa thoe mountains of
Innisbowen., The weather, which bsd been
dark and cloudy all the morning threatening
rain, had fnally setiled down into s thick, beavy
mist &s the evening closed in. M

‘The sportsman counld hardly sce s yard before
him. There was no path to gaide him over the
moor, and the long slopes of beather and bog
as he surmounted them successively, gave no
distinguishing marks by which to direct bis
steps. He was cold, hungry, tired, ntterly and
irrecoverably lost

All of & sudden a tall, shadowy figuie rcae
up before him out of ths mist.
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« My good fellow,” he shouted, * can you
gutide mo to tho neighbouring town 7”

“ I3 it the town, ava? Shure, your honour, [
could not guide mysclf there, let alono nnother,
on such aturky night,” was the frank, buarty
reply.

# Can you dircct me to sume place of shelter,
then, and I will pay you well?”

The figuro came close up to him. a great
Leaweny, broad-shouldered Cclt, with twinkling
black eyes and a broad, grinning mouth,

¢ Let me luok at yonr honour's face.” The
young soldier turned his open, honest eyes to-
wards him. ¢ I o fair one if the world don't
spoil i1,” the man mattered. * Now, sir, I'll
deal fairly with you, if you'll do the same be-
likes to me.  Will you give your word that
you'll never let on to any man, woman, or child
what your cyes may sce, or jour cars hear, this
blessed night ?”

The promiso was given,

“ Come, then, your honour, and I'll give you
the pattern of a lodging, and the best I can
offer, and may be something more besides.”

He then led the way in a contrury direction
1o that in which the youug soldier had Leen
going, and after about a quarter of 2 miles
walking pansed. The sportsman listened ; he
thouglit that he heard the wmurmur of voices
near him, but he could distinrguish no sign of a
dwelling.  Presently, however, he thought that
he perceived na black sinoke rising up out of the
heather through the mist, and btcame more
certain of it as the vapour was mingled occa-
sionally with sparks of fGire.

His guide came nearer to him, and put his
finger to Lis mouth, with an odd good-natured
look of warning.

 Your promise, your honour—you mind it ?”

« Qn my oath,” was the reply.

¢ Gome on then,”and Sutherland followed his
guide to the side of a hillock, in which was a
rude door, from whence the smoke aund the
flames and voices clearly procecded.

The man now gave a low whistle, which was
answered from within, aud a rugged head was
thrust out from the door, and a short parley
casucd, at the close of which his guide returned
1o Sutherland, saying that it was all right, and
then, clasping his hand and uttering more
stornly than before his bricf adnonition—# Re-
member your promise™—led him into the secret
chamber.

It wa3 in a cave hollowed out in the hill, and
only consisted of onc apartment, at the end of
which blazed an cnonnous turf fire, with a
huge caldron upon it, containing what Suther-
Iand knew at once (o be a private still, sv that
the mysters of thesceret habitation aud promise
was at once explained.

There were no persons in the cave but tha
ouner of the rugged head afuresaid, an old
blear-cyed man, who appeared to be thuroughly
smoke-dricd in his vocation, and 2 bare-legged
urchin of twelve who attended to the fire.

Qn the whole, barring the smoke, it was a
cazy enough lodgang to fall in with apona culd,
dark, misty night, apon thv Larren mours, and
Sutbierland felt no scruple of conscicnee in
making bimsclf thorouglly comfortable, He
was no informer, and he had no atentivn of
becoming one, so he wanmed himself and dricd
his cluthes by the great turf fire, and ate heartily
of some vatmeal bannocks and capital putatues
which wefe et before him, and he took = very
fair quantity of the very best potheen that had
cver passed through his lips, drinking s9!fo socc
to the kexlth of the King, and openly to that of
his host and ould Ireland, in cvery fresh panni-
kin ; the only remtark Chat Paddy condescended
to make daring tho intervals between his
draughts heing—

¢ Hedad now, this bates Pacliament enticels.

Well, the end of it was, that what with the
cold and the hunger,and the thirst, and the means
resoried 1o counleract them, the suldic: and
sportsman accepted with gratitude tho ¢ wrap-
raseal” or fricze coat of his entertainer, acd lay
dowan beside the fire, and was soon asleep.

He had not slept long, as he thooght, before
he wasawakened by the huge band of his host
being 1aid upon bis shoulder. Hc started up,

L

... [ Slmre, then, it's yourself thut have had an
illigant nap, as ye well may, whose heartis light
and bones weary, but you must get up now, sir,
for the morning’s breaking, and it would be
better for all parties that you were away from
this before daylight comes.”

It was even so, the night had passed rapidly,
but refreshingly . Sutherland rose as fresh ns
lark, and & hasty bite and sup, consisting of somo
remains of the lust aight's meal and o glass of
the staple commodity of the cabin, sent him oft
bappily upou his journey, and a lileral douceur
;q the Inme man and boy lett happy faces bekind
him.

_His guide of tho preceding night accompanied
lim for o short distance, untal he brought him
10 the track which, a3 he told him, led to a hill,
from the top of which he would be able tosce the
town, and then, having accepted with reluctance
the gift, and with a broad grin the thanks nnd
hicarty shake of the hand which accompanied it,
ho bade tho yoang soldier remember his pro-
wise; and left lum and went iug way,

Now fur the sequel.,

Sutherlaud smd notlnng about s adventure,
and very shortly  afterwards was summoned
buwe by the sickness of his father, who was an
old man, and had been long failing. He found
him in so weak and precarious a state that he
was unable to leave higy, aud conunacd with bum
until, after six weeks of anxiety and watclung,
the old wan died.

The necessary arrangements for the family,
and the distibution of the property, and adni-
pisteation of the will detained him some time
funger, so that st was more than threo months
tefore be returned to lus reginent.

During that time he had heard frequently
from lus brother officers, but the news.contatned
in onc of their letters affected him strangely.

# We have been still hunting,” said the wri-
ter, * and have made a capture. Information
was Jaid before the excise officer of the existence
of a still in the mountains above us, and I was
sent with my parly to protect the gaugers.
Nasty work, 1 hate it. Why won’t the Govern-
ment make better whiskey and sell it cheaper?
they say that if they did it would not be so good
as the old potheen, beenosa it could not be made
in such small quantitics. I am no judge of
what mught be, I Iike the stuff as it is, and
have no cnmaty to the povr fellows who make it,
and here am I obliged, not only to punish, but
ruin them ! I bad mshier punish the informers.”

Not very loyal this of Sutherland’s corres-
pondent, but such sentiments were not uncom-
mon with yoang officers in those days.

¢ Well,” continucd the writer, ¢ wo went out,
made our point, and found the still; I will spare
you the details. It was in a subterrancan room
or cave in the middle of the moors. The distil-
lers had escaped, the informer got the twenty
pounds, and I n cold roilg lout” .

I have said that this intelligezce annoyed
Sutherland greatly ; he could not help fancying
that the @ stisl,” so captlured, was the samc
whosc existenco be had promised to conceal, and
on his return tothe regiment, his suspicions were
turned into certaiaty by a description of the
place from twheace it had been taken.

Time went on.  Again Sutherland was out
shooting upon the moors at some distance frum
the spot of his former adventare, again the
mists gathered ronnd bim, again he lost his
way, and tho night drew in. His position re-
called vividly to bis mind the cvents of the first
cvening, and as if to make the resemblance
greater, out of the thick darkness rose a tall
figure, which the sportsman immediately recog-
nised as that of his guide and host in the seeret
chamber,

The recogmtion was mutual, bat to the officer
tho idcas which it awakened in his mind were
far frum pleasaat,

" Th.s guut feliow,” he said to himself, @ will
most certainly connect me with the Toss of his
still. It is a loncly place to meet with an angry
and desperste man, and ho bas doublless com-
panions within call, I am in for it surc enough.
Well, if ] must fight 1 must, bot I will speak him
fair at all events.” So he logked gravely in his

old noquaintance’s fuce, who roturned tho glancoe
with 2 quict smile,

“So yo are lost again, aro yo?? ho said;
ftsure it's a pity but them yo belong to don't
tahe better care of you, ava, nnd yow'll be want-
ing a lodging ngain, Pll bo bYound for it, such
us you had onst before.”

And lus countenanco to Sutherlaud’s suspj.
cious cye assumed an ominous expression.

I hinve heard of your loss,” hie said; ¢ and [
swear to you that I had notling to do with it,
I keptany promise fuithfully. L was away when
youe propertly was taken; { never mentioned it
to avybody before or afterwards, I assure you
upon my honour.”

« Is it your promnse, sir 2" replied the Insh.
man, ¢ shure and why wouldu't you keep it?
and dido't I know when I took ye ta the ould
place that you would keep 1t, by your honest
young fuce? Would I have taken you there at
all at all if Ihada't? Is it the likes of you
that would turn informer? Bad cess to the whole
sced and generation of them; the cursc of
Crumwell be upon all those informing villians!

« Well," said Sutherland, I am glad that you
did me the justice to think that [ kept the s2cret,
However, it got abrond.”

“ Keep the stcret, your honour!” said the
other, with an inexpressible look of slyness upon
his good-natared face, ¢ will your hunour keep
another if I tell you ono 77

¢ Surely,” replied the. officer, ¢ if you like to
trust me.”

« Well then, by dad,” Iaughed Paddy, ¢ I
don’t see how I am to help it if yon are to get
food and lodging, nnd may be a thnfle of drink,
this night on the lone moors. It was the infor-
mer that your honour was spaking about, and
the ould pot, the poor ould pot, which is gone
entirely anyhow”  And Le shook his head withy
2 comical air of gravity.

¢ Aund troth and she was & poor ould pot,and
you sec, she was worn out to next to nothing,
and she done e many a good turn thege last’
ten years, more ot less ; and sho was not, so to
say, good for much when I swapped her first;
and 50 just because she was of no use and I had
nothing but tinpty pockets to bu another with,
1 just—whist, whist, was tiata foot I heard 72—
no, all safe—I just went and informed against
her myself, the creature, and they weat and got
the sogers and carricd ber off in state; it was
honour for the likes of her, and I got the
informer's money. It was not so dirty ag may
be it might have been, and I just went and—put
Your car down, sir, and I'll whisper it to you—
got a bran new onc oot of tho notes, and if
yc'll como with me a little beyondst ye'll find
a place the very pallern of the last, and, maybe,
pannikin of the right sort out of the new still,
Long life to his Majesty, and the back of my
hand and tho solo of my foot to tho blackguard
gaugers who paid for her.?

MY FIRST (AND LAST) DESCENT
INTO A LEAD-MINE. :

———

HAPPENED to bo slaging at a friend’s
house in one of the nosthern coonties of
Eogland onc summer, when it was saggested by
our host that 1 should ride over to Autho
and sce the splendid hydmulic engine whichhad
been recently erccted for the parpose of draining
the lead-mines. My srdonr was but alightly
damped when I was told that an inspection of
the cngine was not to be accomplished withont
the hazard of a tiring and comparativoly dan-
gerous descent of the  climbing way.®
There were at the time I speak of but fow
bydraulic cagines of the kind wo proposed to
visit, so the resolve to mnke the inspection - way,
in spite of its comparative danger to a novice,
quickly formed. On arriving at the mine, wo
sent for the “caplain” of the works, and uader
his directions, divested ourselves of all our
clothes, and substitated tho comnton working-
dress of the miners; and cach of us was for-
awshed with a lnmp of clay aboat the sizs of an
ofange, into which (a holo being mnde with
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rour thumb) a half-penny candle was inscrled.
wur party consisted of the eaptain, ono of the
miners, my cousin, and mysolf.

A few yards distant from the « coe” or hut in
stuch wa bad made out toilets, was a trap-dour
shout o yard square; and this bejug openced, dis-
aosed o nasty blach-lovhang hole, that might
mro been “any depth,” but which was, it
wews, only siaty feet.  On two of the oppusite
sees of the mine, and resung on hule ledges
n the angles, were long  picces of woud
stwat three inches wide, by about an inch
sud a half thick, and eighteen inches one
sbove another. The captain (whom we will
il Mz, Daraton) first descended, after him the
ouner, then my cousin, aud last of all your
Samble servant.  The mode of progression con-
asted in digging the outside edge of the soles of
sour boots intu the sideof the shaft, so as to get
all the hold you could of the narrow ledges of
the 4 stemples,” asthey are called ; and as to your
bauds, you were cautioned not to lay hold of
the nearest stemple to your shoulder, but eather
w stoop and rest on the lowest one practicable;
s thaty in case of a fout slipping, the muscles of
we arms nught not be suddenly called opon
shen in the comparalicely relezed position of a
Sent elbow.

Sixty feet of this sort of work brought us to a
gailery about five yards m leagth, and at the
end of this was another sixty feet of climbing
way, and then another gallery, and so on, until
we reached the ¢ level,” 1to which, at quarter-
minute intervale, a tranendons body of water
rushed through a cast-iron pipe about twenty
mehies 1 diameter. Tus wtcrimticnt lllllc
nver—for 1t really was one 1n mimature—was
the water hifted by the engine at every strohe—
and shie was making at that tune four strokes o
minute.

Qur difficultics now had thieir commencement.
«~The engine, geatlemen,” said our very intelli-
gent guide, #is at the other end of that pipe,
and the pipe is fiftcen feet long, We must crawl
through it, one at a time; and I can tell you it
is rather an awkward journey. I will go first,
and you can form an idea of the way of crawling
by secing what T do. Be canful to raise your-
selves as high as you can when Fou hear the
valve of the engine clap-to, for that is a sign
she is beginning her stroke, and the water will
be throvgh like a shot; so mind and letit run
uader you, and take care it does not put your
candle out.”

We promised to observe all his cautions, and
be at onco crept into the pipe. There was some-
thing frightful about the whole affair, and the
danger secmed magnified by the tremendous
noise of the valve every time it went-to on the
retarn stroke. It was, even at our end of the
pipc, like o clap of thuader, and seemed toshake
the solid limestone rock against which we
stood. .

After about n minute’s interval, we heard
Darnton shout to us to come on, but to bo eare-
fol, and not to ¢nter more than ono at & time,
anil for each to wait till the other had well got
through.

My cousin mow essayed the journey, and
being, as ho was, asixteen-stone man, and forty-
four inches round the chest, I felt exceedingly
nervous.on the score of his safe arrival at the
otter side. Having waited for the next lift of
water to run off, he instantly entered tho pipe,
bat on gettiog half-way through, he tarned his
shoulders too square, and was for a few moments
quite fast, and before he conld right himself
sgain, the engine made another stroke, tho con-
sequenco being that the water was instantly
dammed up to his face, and the candie put out.
A violent struggle and aa involuntery raising
of the body allowed the water to get awsy, ana
ko bad fortunately jast time to get his breath
and bo ready for tho next rush of water, which
came wath 123 usnal tremendous force, but he
was able to allow it to pass under. By dintof
grest exertion, bo cmerged on the othersiloy =i
safe, but & good deal frightened.

1 would now most willingly bave retraced my
sieps, but did not ko being “ chafled,” so *ook
my turn, and being of a thin habit of body, k.t

safo tarough between the strokes of the eagine,
and now we wero in presence of the monster.

I could not accurately describo this splendid
picce of machinery without the aid of dingrams,
Suflico it to say, that she is driven by an upright
column of water about two hundred and eighty
feet high,and takes the presgsuro just as asteam-
engino would—namely, by the opening ofa slide-
valve, She can work readily up to five huudred
hurse-puwer, and would then make seven strokes
aminute.  When I saw her, she was about haif
her power. To give some iden of her size, I may
wention that the joints alono of the upright piston-
rod were at least the sizo of a furming-waggon
body ! The operation of taking in the water for
each stroke, accompanied as it was by the in.
ward opening of the valve, and the sound of the
water, was awful cnough, but, as I said pre-
vivusly, the closing of the same valve by the
sudden pressure of a column of water equal to
five hundred horse-power, was ¢ a thing to re-
member.”

The shaft in which we now stuod was about
a hundred and thirty yards ia depth, and fiftcen
feet diameter, and in this awful place was the
stupe.Jous engine cunstantly going night and
day, in a darkness made almost more invisible
by our little carndles.

And now came a serious question—Shall we
return through that horrible pipe, or shall we
ascend by the ladders in tho cugine-shaft, The
alternative wasas follows, 1f we went through
the pipe, thero was the danger of sticking fast;

_and if by the main shaft, there Was was no sort

of protection in case of a slip off a ladder; and
these ladders were ranged one above another in
lengths of about thirty feet, and as nearly as
possible perpendicularly, with no sort of fence
or guard. At the top of ¢ach length was s small
platform of wood, about a yard square; and
thase were the only resting-places. Darnton
told us thatif we decided to go up the main
shaft we must, when once started, g0 forward ;
that no retracing of onc's steps could beallowed,
aud that we must not attempt to look down.

Aftera few minutes’ deliberation, wa resolved
to go up by the ladders. I wentlast; and what
with the darkness, tho tremendous noise of the
engine when she took a stroke, and last, not
least, an incident that I hope never 10 expericuce
again, [ never was more uacomfortable in tay
life. Wc bad arrived within about twenty
yards of the top, and I felt very much futigued,
and the tallow from the candle I held had run
all over my right hand, which circumstances
rendered a2 hold of the Iadder-staves less sccure.
To rest my aching arms, 1 happered to lean
back with all my wesght, when about the top of
the last 1adder bat two, and this caused the nail
fastening that side of the Indder ncarest to the
wall lo draw out, and the ladder uself {o lwist
round ! It is now almost thirty yearg ago, bat
I can almost at the present day feel my haic
stand on cnd, as it most assutedly did at that
instant, Thank God, the other sido held, and
I got safely to the top; but I resolved that for
the future my proceedings should be best de-
scribed by the words composing the beading of
this article.

PASTIMES.

—

FLORAL ANAGRAMS.

1. Cobbler &at on hat.

2. Mzin sublo,

8. Coolsunlyy V.

4. Time I saw woll,

5. Raps rurl, M
6. Marthz asurn.

ENIGMA.

Todorneath the promd I lic,

Usoful to light London by,

Round about tho walls I stray,

T wash Londondirt away:

Ina blackbird’s throatam I,

Full of chcerfal minstrelsy .
"Trixt a ploughman’s lipe I l:”'

civis

WWhitst raronnn::)dr;: vidons 4it,

Alry and un. elves:

Th;{z his fantastic 28 thumsclres.
Crowd foto-the rustic’s braia,
Tougas I with him remain.

1n your cellar am 1 foudd.
\Atleast, 1 tsust so) undergroond,

Tul) of Nquld rudy red.

Lying on n rawdust bed.

Now lct this my solf-praiso cease,
Smoke with o the pipo of peaco.

CHARADES.

1. b:Pon my first Dame Margaret rode
- ‘0 t'l;u xm(\lrkct g;\\ 1, wdku)!')l
owels, and napkioe, and ta Totl,
And frosts or}mpcry. e-cloths,

The worthy faniner's wifo tho cost
Ofall the gear had mckono‘l‘fos

Buot sho fusistod thoy should bo
The finest of my sccond,

When home sho rode, 0! sho espled
Upon the kitchion wall,

Auycsoreto 8 matron's sight;
Forthwith sho raised a syual],

¢ llere, Molly, hasey that you are,
How daro you idle stay ?*°

50 duchlss Molly sculded thus,
Soon eleared myte hole anay.

AIL B,
My 4,3, 5. 7.9, 4,6is an Island in Xurope.
My 411, %, 15,6,12,9, 14, 10 fa 2 flonor
My 1,6, 6.9,71sa Iargocfty.
as; Aly b, 3, U, 7, 12 you troquently cat and sometimes

ink.
My whole is generally dangerous,

1

Porrix.
REBUS.

Tho initials of thu words hero cnumeratod, and
:llinsmr finaty, give the names of two lghly popular
CS :—

A besst, furions, subtle, sloek, and wild.
Aun exclamation, * Hero hie s, dear chud.”
A virgin fair, who a Serce Hon tamed,

A Popish eetrvico in four letters named.

A sturdy son of the ould ** Emeraid Isle.””
A singlo stonic sn 2 gigantic pile,

A character fu ono of Byron's rhymes,

An cpithet for your beatfuiend, at times.
A fuid withiout whick 1 could not writo.

A nnmber which the Muses kuow at sight.
Aud what 1 hope you alt will beto-night,

Al B,
SQUARE WORDS.

An animal,

A man's name.
Part of the body.
To pull dowa.

PROBLEAL

A man aud boy agreed to run a race, the boy
recaiving 100 of his owa stepsin advance at the
start, aud taking 5 steps for the man's 4 ;s bat 3
of the man’s steps are equal o 4 of the boy’s:
How many steps must the man take to overtake
theboy ?  (To besolved without algebra,)

J. Morrarr.
ANSWERS TO REBUS, &¢.
No. 3.

Geographical 'Rebus.—Lord Clive.—~1. Lou-
mun. 2. Urder. 3. Roca. 4. Denmark. 5. Cor-
dilleras. 6. Laslaud, 7. India._ 8§, Varna,
9. Ebro.

Anagrams—-1. Woollen socks. 2. Javenile
balls. 3. Mufls and boas. 4. Minco pies.
{Note.—In question No. 2, for “Jane™ read
“June;” and in No 4, for ¢ Jee? fead #ice’]

Riddle—~Iu the time of No & (Noah).

Charede.—1. Geoeral Lindsay. 2. Long-
fellow,,

Double Acroctic.—Peabody — Imerica — 1.
Tatnx. 2. Epic. 3. Alibi. 4. Brother. 5
Umbre. 6. Dream. 7. Yea,

Problem~~Tho amount of the policy was
$4900.

ANSWERS RECEIVED.

Geographical Rebus.~Argus, Camp, H. B. V.,
Dido, Vesta.

Anagrams.—1st and 3rd—Geo. B., A.R. 7T,
Argus, L H. V.

Riddle.— Bericns, Atfus, Geo. B,, Dido,

Charades~Poppic, Argus, Bericus, Camp,
Dido, Vesta,

Double Acroslic—Bericus, Camp, H. H. V.,
Argas, Dido. :

Prodlem~H. 11, V, Geo. B, & R.T., Argus, .

Camp.
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

—

Letters intended for the Editor, should be addressed
‘ Editor Saturday Reader, Drawer 401;” and com-

munications on businesg {o R. Worthington, pub-
lisher.”

——

ALFRED H.—The circumstances which led to
the composition of the grand song of the first
French Revolution are ag follows. In the be-
ginning of 1792, when a column of volunteers
was about to leave Strasburg, the mayor of the
city, who gave a bunquet on the occasion, asked an
officer of artillery named Rouget de Lisle to com-

biece, Chant de
Next day it was sung with rapturous
enthusiasm, and, instead of 600 volunteers, 1000
marched out of Strasburg. The 80ng was un-
known at Paris unti] the following July, and
was introduced there by Barbaroux when Lie sum-
monkd the youth of Marseilles to the capital, It
Was received with transport by the Parisians,

ignorant of its real authorship, named it

Hymme des Marseillais, which name it has ever
since borne.

Susscriner, WHITBY. —Will fing that the an-
noyance she complaing of will be removed by
applying Murray and Lanmaw’s Floridg Water
immediately after having uged g gocd rough
towel 1o dry her face with; if however the pe-
culiar greasiness stj]] remaing Violet Powder,
Will remove jt, « Subscriber” shoulq on no
account use the cheap scented soaps for the skin,
but always purchase the very finest quality,

M. L. A—Although o creditable composition,
i the mark for publication.

AMY.—The hej
five feet one inch
HeraLp.—
the kuights
ent figures tg
ey became hereditary in famil;
end of the twelty century,

QUOTATION.—PO e is the author of the fre-
quently quoted lineg « Men change their fortune,
manners change with climes, Tenets with hooks,

- and principles wit], timeg,”

W. S, Kivaston.—Wo admit and admire (he
modesty of our correspondent's request, and re.
gret that we canpot comply

ght of Queen Victoria is about

With it.  What 4
sadly mistaken notion 1t ig that passable rhymeg
constitute poetry,

GRAMMAR—Agkg

Which of the two forms of
sentence is correct: « The Government is re-

8ponsible ” or « The Government gre responsible,”
rrect, Government is g noun of muj-

titude, and may be used ejther in the singular or

the plural,

E. L. A.—There ig 8uch & word as abeceda.
rian, and it means a teachy

er of the alphabet,
ARGUs.—The verses are respectfully declined,
H. H, V.—We shall Have Wuch pleagure in

complying with our correspondent’y request,
—_——
CHESS.

—

Twenty.one DPlayers entered the Tournament. of the

New York Chess Club, and at last accounts eighty-ning

88mes had been Jost and won, Not many even games,

t;g llr.dbave come off between the best players, and even
6se do p,

ot appear 10 have been recorded.—Captain
Mackenzie hgg Played twelve games, for the most part
g1VIDg immenge m{ds, and out of this number his great
skill and remarkah] i

© Drecision have enabled him to
Place eleven 10 the crogjy 8ide of his score,

A match at chess between the Edinburgh and Glas-
gow Clubs, was lately playoq simultaneously in the
club rooms of the two cities, Twelve players from each
club took part in the encounter 8ix of the Glasgow
Club Playing in Edinburgh, and the same number of

0 - The arran ement

the Edinburgh players in Glasgow
ﬁ pair should Flaythree 8ames, making in
thirty-six; ‘and as each club wag represented b

y
their beit players, the match was throughog extreme-

THE SATURDAY READER.

[Feb, 9
e

!l contested. On time being called atsix o’clock,
iii::g-four b;ames had been played, of which number
Edinburgh had scored fifteen,

and Glasgow thirtcen.
There were six games drawn,

TO CORRESPONDENTS.
SOLUTION ToO PROBLEM, NO. ¢1.
Received from T. R, M. B., Hamilton, and Alma
Brantford; and to No. 51, from Victor, Montreal, A, 14,
w., Sherbrooke, anq Oceola, Cobourg,
LR;M. B, HaMivron.—There is nnothorvariqtiml
for the defence in Problem 49 which we haveexplained
by letter,

S. D., Lownow, C. W.—Thanks for the enclosures,
Your appreciation of our efforts is indocd gratifying,

PROBLEM No. b4.
By G.H. L, MoONTREAL,
BLACK.

VA

i) 7
7, ez

; |
Yz

WHITE,

Wolhite to play and mato in three moves,
SOLUTION OF PROBLEM, N0, 52,

WHITE,

% Qto K }S(t E;
- Qto Q8 (eh.)
3. %matcs.

Brack.
KtoKtg (best, )
KtoB4or R2(a.,)

(a.) If the Black Kin,

g is moved to any other squaro,
then the Q mates.

A smart skirmigh between two Toronto amateurs,

Muzio Gangrr,
WHITE, (Mr. B.)

BLACK, (Mr, J.)

1PtoK 4. 1Pto K4,

2 PtoK B4, 2 P takes p,

8 K Kt to B3, 3 PtoK Kt 4.
4 BtoQ B4, 4P to K Kt 5
b Castles, 5 P tukos Kt,
6 (Q takes P, 6 QtoK By,
TPtoK T Q takes K P,
SPto Q3. 8 Bto K R3.
9Q Ktto B3, 9 PtoQ K53
10 QBtog2. 10 K Kt'to K 2.
11 Q Rto K sq. 11 Qto Q B4 (ch.)
12 RtoB2(a.) 12 Pto Q4.

13 B takes () P, 13 Castles,

1 QKtto K4 4 QtoQ K3,
15 ttoKBG(ch.) 16 K to Kt 2,
16 BtoQBa3. 18 tn%s .
17 Kt to Q 7 (dis. ch.) 17 Kto tg(b )
18 QtoKKt4(ch.) 18 Bto K Kt 4.
19 B to l(4§ch.) 19 KttoK B 4.
20 Q takes Kt (ch.) 20 Kto R4,

21 QtakesKRP(ch ) 21 BtoK R 3
223toKB3(ch.) 22 K to Kt 4.
28 Pto K R 4 (ob.) 23 K takes P.
2¢ Q takes B (ch) 24 KtoKte,
25 Qto K R 8 Mate.

(@.) K to

Rsqis usually pla,
(b.) I’utting his head into ¢
game is now irretrievably logt,

ed at this point,
e lion’s mouth. The
————

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL,

—

It is & heauty's privilege to kil] Time, and, iy
revenge, Time kiilg beauty,

Tue real man is one who
€Xcuses for others, and never excuses himsgelf,

Tne earth, with its searred face, is the symbol
of the past; the ajr and heaven, of futurity.

Vicks, like shadows, towardg the evening of
life grow great and monstreug.

It i3 not always the
but sometimes tl)e dim

always findg

darkness whigl, hinders,
eye.

- iod that
Firxess should everywhere be studicd,

means may be adapted to ends. reat insults
Hr who gains the victory Ov?ll.kf;;t' go it 18
is often overpowered by the sma i
with our sorrows. nds, 7S
THERE are moments when the :%Ollll ';J’;lz:;e it in-
if it wanted ell.ow-room in the Ilt;f‘]gsu,prisc ,
habits ; and it is then 1}1.:1L a man :tcd a mean O
amazed, at hig ever having committ t
cruel action. 1 to ac
WhaT woman needs is not as a nginnnt:ﬂlect to
orrule, but as a nature to grow, nsi; unimpeded;
diseern, as a soul to live freely an en her when
to unfold such powers ag were giv
we left our common home. .
Maxkg the best of yourself; therg :siu
of your learning too much. Rea of judgmen
for the sake of gaining maturlly o opporte
and a well-disciplined mind. L;)b(ihcr it promi*
nity of attaining knowledge, whe 1t is 20O
ses to be of immediate use or not. al strengthen
its own sake. Its acquisition WlI pody.
the mind as exerciso strengthens the

itualistic
Wuy do young ladics confess .th“t?iBec&usc
curates are a desirable speculutu::;/«l'
they are pretty in vestments.—Pu

danger
ndoy’ think,

. 1,” sald
“T po not say that that man “"“g litﬁftl’was a
an American witness on a trial, b round.”
chicken I'd roost high when he was & sidel‘ﬂtior,l,

A DERATING society has under Ct":: tawyer !
the question, ¢y iy wrong to Che?but impossi-
the result is expected to be, ¢ Noj
ble.”

“Ir is well to leave something fl'o w b
come after us,” as the hoy said w ‘cn w
his hoop in the way of a policema
chasing him,

ho
hose W
rt  threw

ho was

« Essay OB
AN nuctionecr put up D"ew’sd dfjvnyto
Souls” for sale, which was knoclff? he bad any
shoemaker, who gravely asked 1ll
more articles on shoemaking to sell. went into
A Frexcn newspaper critic lately

n-
oble m0

ecstasies over what he called tlllllfb?atcd Iris!

ody of Sir Thomas More, the cele in his

inni iin alone 10
poet, begmumg, “We left him
glory.” .
“ My native city has trented me ’
i i bond on le
said an mtemperate vagabon

"
ry badlys
cn{/ing the

T
C in the othe
presence of the magistrate in D}i}’l,,lf_u Bed“d.!
day, adding, «but 1 love her still. till 13

A «her 8
true, fuith  replied the policeman,
all you do loye 17

. . H Ci-
WiHAT is the greatest virtue in & 8
—Wrecklessness,

y in
Wiy is the letter F a great stumblit
—Becuuse it makes all sall.

- . i

A BACHELOR arithmetician say lsélrg
when she causes one to sigh for her. ind-saw-
a blin ”

AN Amecrican cditor, speaking of

captain ?
g-block ?

1l is & UM

.

. e canl 88V

yer, says, “although he can’t see, he ale martyt
A roet intended to say, ¢ See the p rinter

in a sheet of fire ;" instead of wlucht t:lfvlijl his
made him say, « See the pale marty
shirt on fire.”

Never chew your words,
and let the voice come out. rati
asked, « Can virchue, fortxchudeilgis a
quiechude dwell with that man W
to rectichyde ?” s min

Wauar key will unlock most men
Whiskey. ;

Man and wife, like verb and nom
should always agree.

THe young lady who gives herself &%
Lier self-possession. ?

Wiy is the letter G like the sun
it iy the centre of light,

WaNTED to know—whether the VO
sound has yet been found ? i ¢ rudeness

Wikn does a farmer act with gl'e,’:s oars.
towards his.corn ?—~When he pul%s ' o Cocker

SQUARING THE Omcm‘——Accordmugcirc]c, it 18
although it is impossible to square " are. ore-
extremely possible to get round a 8q thing for the
over, a round sum is often the best
squaring of accounty,—Punck.
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