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CANADIAN BRIGANDS.

A THRILLING NARRATIVE

Of the exploits of-the
NOTORIOUS GANG OF ROBBERS
Wiho infested
Q U EB E ¢
In 1834 and 1835,

Transicled for the Satenrpay Repvkr from
French pamphlet published in 1837.

CAMBRAY AND HIS ACCOMPLICES.

CHAPTER V.

Expedition to Carouge--drs. O.—A practical joxe—
Burglary at Laradis’, Che rlesbourg.

“ Arrived at Quebee, Cambray and Y recom-
wneuced our visits to Mrs. As, where we found
Muathictt and G—g—n still residing, with whom
we renewed our intimacy, snd plotted further
depredations, Among other plans, it was pro-
posed that we should visit an old map ramed
Paradis, who lived at Caprouge, so we were
tald, and who, it was said, possessed a large
amount of muncy. Cambray and myself under-
took to make all tho necessary enquiries, and be
ready by the next day; this we did, but with
scarcely any success. On coming 10 tho place,
we found that Paradis had left some time before,
and that he then lived at Churlesbourg. An old
woman, Mrs, 0—, occupied the liouse with her
duughter, whero they kept a sort of tavern. As
soon as we got back to the eity, wo hastened to
our rendezvous, and informed our associates of
the particulars. -

e 2 propos! said Matbien, ‘the old woman
you speak of ought to have laid up u little
money ; she and ter daughter have been somo
time in business.  \What do you say to try that
casket to-night 2

#¢\What would be thousé of it? said I. ¢I
know the poor woman well, and am satisfied
there is not a half-penny to be found in the
house unless, indeed, the little we may have left.?

# ¢ Nover mind, we can try.

#And try we did, We burst open the door
with iron levers, and in we went, without fur-
ther cercmony.

«The poor women, frightened almost out of their
1.ves, escaped through a window at the back,
We pursued, and obliged them to return, though
sorely ageainst their will; then, opening the
cellar door, wo pushed them in, where Cambray
and Mathicu followed. .

¢ Tho cellar is the most valuablo room in the
house, said Gagoon; ¢ we could never havo
dono without it.’

« All this took place in the dark, amost neces-
sary precaution with s, considering wo never
made use of masks.

« Qur birds caged, we struck a light, and whilst
aur comparnions were indulgingin their interest~
ing téte-a-icte, wo 82w no reason vwwhy wo should
not enjoy ourselves 100 ; accordingly, wo placed
a table over the.cellar trap, And having fur-

nished it with cdibles and drinkables, doan we |
Need Isay-
our friends soon joined us,and wo had a roaring -

sat, and enjoyed oursclvos heartily,

Ume-of it.

«Sapper over, we loaded tho trap-door with’

everything we could lay our hands on—stove,
boxes, pots, stewpans—everytbing, This com-
pleted, wo sot to work to pillage tho house, and
‘having appropriated tho best articles of clothing
we could find, together with o few picces of
§ilver, wé cxtiorled our fair prisoncts to bear
paticntly with their lot, and bado them farcwell,

#The followicg day was dedicated to a new
excursion.

¢ Gambray and I wont fo hunt up old Paradis,
whom we found with little difficulty ; and Cam-
bray, by way of accounting for his presence,
asked him the way to Lake Besuport.

s But wedid nof, however, succeed in informing
ourselves sufficiently sith respeet to the gencral
arrangeinents of the premises, and Gagnon and
I returned the next day to complete our survey.
This time Gagnon pretended he wanted to find 4
Craig’s mill, showing at the samo time the ad-
dress, which bad been written on a piece of
paper; for my part, I kept out of the way, fear-
ing ho might recognize my figure. "Having re-
turned to Cambray's, and acquainted him with
our observations, that ovening wo all started on
our expedition, ~ This happoned, I believe, on
the 3rd February, 1835.

¢ Crowbars in baud, we threw ourselves all
together on the door, which gave way instan-
taucously to the shock, and in a moment we
wero in the first room. Judge of our surpriso
oy entering, to find an old groy-headed maa on
his knees, trembling fearfully, bis hands raised
to Heaven, to whom he wag crying, ¢ mercy,
mercy——a thousaud times mercy.

« This man was an old beggar, whohad taken
up his lodgings there for the night. His fears
and his prayers set us all in a roar of laughter.
Ono of us seized the fellow, another rushed at
old Paradis, who wasin bed at the time, dragged
him out by the neck, and a third opening the
cellar trap, they were both burled in to keep
each otker company.

« I sought to enter 4 little sleeping apartment,
at the door of which I found myself.

“t Don't go in there, said Cambray; ¢let us
do the thing orderly, and divide fairly and
brotherly.?

wtLeave me alone,} said I, ¢there’s a pretly
girl inside—the nieco of the old man,’

4 ¢ Stay with us—stay with us, I tell you, or
you're a dead man!

#1 was obliged to obey. On breaking open &
box, we found a great quantity of gold coin.
This Cambray put in his pocket.

“ Having made the stove red hot, we deter-
mined upon taking Paradis out of the cellar, and
sexting him upon it, This was to induce a
sperdy confession on his part with regard to his
places of concealment.

¢ Jt was an operation we had frequently to
resort to in the cases of the unruly—the
naughty—children who did not submit grace-
fully to our persuasiveness ; but we wero startled
by the discovery that some one had escaped by
the window of the room whick I bad intended
entering; the girl, doubtless, .

& Thig, gave us so much alarm that wo mado
our cscape as hastily as possible, Whea weo
were at some distance, Gagnon shewed us a pis--
tol he had wrenched from Paradis.

#Qn the rcad home,Qambray, coming close to
me, said softly, almost in = whisper, ¢ Let us
try and bumbug Gagnon and Mathicu; here,
hide this,’ audhe threw me cightecen doubloons
and fifteen dollars, The remainder bo slipped
adroitly into the linings of bis trouscrs and into
his boots.

« Arrived at his residence, he drew forth a fcw-l
dollars; he gave gixteen to Gagnon and Majhicu
8s their share, For my part, I received forty-
cight, and he retained the balance, which must
havo been upwards of six hundred dollars, sce-
ing that we had laid Parndis under a contribu-
tion of one hundred and seventy pounds.

% Mattors continued pretty much in this way ;
when we were in humour, we went on with our
work, On one occasion we broke into tho office,

of a Mr. Parke, a morchant in the Loiver Town,
and there we found littlo silver and a telescope,

which Cambray appropriated, ¢to gratify a
whim,’ he said.

# Up to this timo wo lived in the greatest hardi-
hood. We were suspected by nobody, and we
had the pleasure each day of listgning to the
details of our brigandage, and of 1woralizing
thercon, Cambray and I mixing with tho most
respeclable society. When suspicion beeame
aroused, and we were incarcerated, tho tele-
scope, of which I have spoken, was found and
identified, Nevertheless Cambray escaped pun-
isbment in this instance.

% Emboldened by these successes, we did not
stop, but pushed our robberies even into the
Chapel of the Congregation, the details of which
audacious attempt may bo found in the trisl of
Gaguon.”

—

CRAPTER VI.
Sncrilegions Robbo;’y of tho Chapel of ** La Cougrega.
tion"—1rful of Gagnon—~Verdict.

So far wo have taken our narrative from the
lips of the witness. We will now, for the mo-
ment, adopt another form, as being suited to our
purpose, and obtain oar details from the trial .
itself, namely, the sacrilegious robbery of tho
R. O. Ghapel of the Congragation,

During the night of the 9th and 10th February,
1835, the R. C. Chapel of the Congregation of
Qucbee, was forcibly entered, and velus stolen
therefrom to the amount of £92 10s., namely: a
silver lamp, £20; a crucifir, £10; a statue of
the Virgin, £50; four sconces, £10; and two
candlesticks, £2 10s,

O> the 29th March, 1837, Pierre Gagnon was
arraigned before the Criminal Court, charged
with baving been an accomplice in tho robbery
of thr. Congregational Obapel, together with
Charges Cambray and George Watcrworth,

Tao accused was 2 man young in years, but
ag~.d in crime ; nor was this his first appearance
at the criminal bar. Repulsive in appearance,
and possessed of a harsh and disagreeablo voice,
i. wagevident his carcerhad beennursed within
the walls of & prison, and was likelj to be ex-
piated only on the gallows, N

Messrs. Cazault, chaplain; Joseph Dubois,
sexton ; Joseph Peticlerc, syndic; and Eticono
Metivier, watchman,were held as witnesses to
testify, both to tho fobbary and the valae of the
cffects dlolen; and in addition fo these, was
George Waterworth,’an actomplice in the crimg,

who bad turned king’s evidence, in the hope of

pardon. .

In the month of February, ¥835, the Yritness,
Waterwofth, r q, with Cambray. ,

At about cight o'clock op the evening of the.
robbery, thty: went to Mg Anderson’s, where
they found Mathicu andGagnon, who still lived
in the same place, Having drupk together,
Cambray enteped into conversation with Gag-
non and Mathiey, but in a very low tone-of
voico; faRing an opportunity, when Mrg. Ander-
son was sbsent for & momen two last named
slipped-out and returned.sBortly afterwards with
@ crowbar. . They then Yeft the premises, and
walked throngh 8t Louis Gate towards the
Esplanade ; 4t w3s not, however, until they
‘arrived st the chapel that they fully resolved
upon eatering’it. But thero were difficulties in
the Way—people were seen to remain near it for
somo time—s0, to avoid suspicion, tho robbers
continued their walk towards St. Johu's Gate,
and then retarned to the spot in question-by a
different route. Tho people had gono. - Mathieu
and Gagnon then approached gho' door of the
building, and worked son me to cffect an
cntrance. As soon .as they hiedvspeceeded in
forcing it open, one5? them refarned to whero
Cambray was, and said to Uim: “Now that the
door i3 open, you may walk in.” The witness
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further Baid thee ho perceived they had broken
half of a window abuve tho duur, the aperture
was sufliciently large to admit the budy of o
man, and he belicced that it must Liave buen by
this means that one of them had entered, and
thus been enabled to open the dvor frum the
inside, But to procecd. Mathicu and the two
others glided into the chapel, leaving Water-
worth to keep watch without, aud give alarmin
cise of di covery, or, in the event of its being
oceasioned by one person only, tu silnce him
with o blow from a club be carried.

The three remained in-ide abuut a quarter of
an hour, during ahich tie they it a candle,
with phusphoric matihies purchased by Cambeay
from Sims, an apothecary in the Upper Town,
They then wrapped the stolen articles in mantles
and in the woman's attire with which Gitgnon
and Mathien had been disgnised on this oc-
casion. This over, they veturned to Mrs. An-
derson’s; but fearing that their movements might
attract observation, they transported their buoty
to Cambray’s. Entering by a yard at thy back,
they introduced themselves into a hay-loft,
where they again struck a light and examined
the result of their expedition.  Here it was that
the witness first set ¢yes upon the effects, which
he observed consisted of a silver image of the
Virgin, a lamp, and several candlesticks, he
also recollected that it was a matter of debate
whether one of the candlesticks was of pure
ilver.  He remembered breaking it with an
axe to ascertain the truth, they fuund it to Le
only plated. Tiaey then descended into the
stable, and having rised oue of the planks, they
concealed cverything beneath it,

A few days after this affair, Mathica and
Gagnon returned to demand their share of the
spoils. As Cambray was absent at the time—
be had gone out with his wife—the witness gave
them each a dollar or two, and told them to ar-
range with Cambray for the rest. Later on,
Waterworth and Cambray made up their minds
to take the silver to Broughton, where, as we
have stated, the relatives of the former then
lived. Accordingly, they procured two barrels,
ono of which they filled with liquor, and into
the other they put the ornaments of the Congre-
gationpal Chapel.  Waterworth then started for
Broughton ; be was driven therein a cariole by a
carter; and besides the barrels, he brought with
him several other articles. He arrived there on
the second day from the time of his departure,
having slept a night at a tavern kept by one
Morin, near St. Mary's.

Having stowed the barrels within doors, and
given specinl instructions to hissister with regard
to them, he drew from one a jar full of liquor,
which he carried to the house of a man named
Stevens, who lived .* the further end of the
township. In this visit he was accompanied by
bis sister, his brother-in-law, a man of the name
of Knox, and the carter. The witness remained
the whole night bere; but when Knox was on
the point of leaving, he desired him to conceal
the larger barrel in the snow. This was done.

Cambray made his appearance a few days
after this; and he and Waterworth harving
satisficd themsclves as to the safely of the
barrel, they both returned to Quebee.  Scarcely
bud they arrived, however, than they learned that
Cerrier, (he constable, bad lcft for Brough-
ton. This bappencdon Ash Wednesday., Fear-
ful of discovery, and determined at all risks
to ward off the impending blow, the robbers
started after him on the following day, and
traveled nearly fifty miles between five o'clock
in the afternoon and one the following morning,

On the road they met Carrier returning, and,
doubtful as to the issue of his journey, they
accosted him, asking him whese he had been.
Be aonswered that he had been to Broughton on
several business matters. They continued ques-
tioning him ; but, receiving very evasiveanswers,
Waterworth, to make sure that he had discovered
nothing, pretended to be drunk, and insisted
upon searching the constable’s cariole, under
tke pretence of looking for liquor; but finding
nothing, they continued their joucncy.

Arrived at Bronghton, the witaess made
special enquiries respecting the object of Car-
rie’'s visit, His father, who apncared decply
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affected by the thought that his house, which
hiad hitherto enjoyed an unexceptional character,
shwuld huve Leen made an object of seacch by
the police, told him that the constable had been
there, but had found nothing. This ascer-
tained, Cambray decided upun leaving ime
mediately for the aty, from which le re-
turned in the cummencement of the following
April, bringing with him two crucibles, a bushel
uf conl, and a pair of bellows, The following
uight, Cambray, Norris, Knox, and the wituess,
retired to  the  adjoining woods, where they
made a fire in the sugar cabin, and endeavoured
tu melt their silver, but being unable to attain
this, they brohe at gnto preces with a hammer,
and having rolled it up in a cloth, Cambray aud
Watern urth brought it back to Quebee,

' A mp Al m
THE LION IN THE PATH
(From the Publicher's advance sheets.)
Continued from page 21.

At the very moment that the miller was get-
ting certain in bis own mind that Lord Langton
would never be permitted to leave the place
alive, a sinister voice from amung the dense mass
of pushing, gesticulating, sword-displaying
Jacobites called out—

« Uuderstand, gentlemen, he will be a fool now
if he does not go to the king and make the best
of it! If he is obliged to give up his own plot
ivr another war, do you supuose he'll be such an
idiot as not then to go over to the usurper, and
take our lives and properties in hand? ~ Ask
him! Ask him whether he means, under any
and all circumstances, to pledge himself to stay
in esile, and play the devoted, heroic, martyr-
like sort of game he suggests!  Ask him v

body clse to ask me, what I meantodo, Ishall
go from here to our king, and then——"

“ Ay, then?” demanded many voices, noticing
his pause.

« Then,” sard Lord Langton, withjusta stight
flushing of his check—+ 1 reserve to myself the
question of the future.?

“Did I not say so? He warns you fuirly.
Who will join me to punish this loud-mouthed
troitor 7”

And then, i the rush that ensued, the bloody
business would have been consummated, but for
the appearance, on the top of the stairs outside,
of the figure of Clarence Harvey, who, open-
mouthed, his face as white as the miller’s flour,

ied to speak calmly, but was in such agitation
as to find it difficult to speak atall—

#There are men all about crouching in the
darkness!”?

What a stop, what a lull in that tumultuous
assembly was that which followed these words!
Swords dropped, and countenances dropped
lower cven than the swords.

Again came that sinister voice—

I3 not this what Lard Lzogton brought us
here for ?°

A yell rather than a cry arose—a yell of
vengeance, even in the very teeth of their own
danger.

« Defend yourself now ! shouted thje milles;
¢ friends will help you.”

As he spoke, he soatched a sword from onc of
the angry Jacobites, and confronted the mob.”

Clar¢ace Harvey made'a sccond.

And then two other Jacobites, who were too
just or too gencrous to sce such a barbarous act
committed as they saw inevitable unless protec-
tion were instantly afforded, joined the other
two ; ang, secing this sight, Lord Langlon with
a sigh of regret, drew his own bladeand started
to the front.

The aspect of the swordsmen compelled a
parley. Lord Langton held up his hand to
speak.

“No, no! down with him! he has blarneyed
us long cnough?’

Such were the cries that met him; but he
managed to silence them by his first few words.

« My friend the miller has ylaced safety in my
hands. Takeit. There is a boat i an unknown
creck—he will show you the way. Fill theboat
with as many as can get in; let others wade

¢ I tell you fraukly, withoat warng for any-;

through tho water or bold on by tho edgo,
Quick! away! I pledge my honour to you that
i you can reach that spot you have a good
chance to escape; only move in the silence of
death, or death itscil waits you {?

In two minutes the room would have been
clear of all hut Lord Langton and Clarence
Harvey, but the king's constables and sotdicrs
were too quick for them,

While the Jacobites were fast steaggling witlh
cach other to get through a narro v doorvay
pointed ont by the miller, who wentia advanee,
the points of bayonets were seen nising up the
statrcase, borne by & dense mass of men who
moved in terrible stlenco.

“Away! away! shouted Lord Langtou.
“We will keep them at bay for a munute or
twot”?

In a frenzy of alarm, the fugitivo Jacobites
did their best to escape; but their hurry was so
great as to make them impede cach other,

Lord Langton, Clarence Harvey, the miller, .
and his two new and frithful friends, now barred
the road with levelled swords,

“Yield yourselves{” said a stern voice,

“Why?" asked Lord Langton, who was
hoping to achieve a brief delay without blood-
shed,

“\We summon you as rebels. Drop your
swords, or we shall advauce through your
bodies!”

“Iamnorebel! Andif I were, I havo just
done your king a tunely service, that he ought
not thus to repay!”

“You are Liord Langton ?”

“1am”

“ You are my prisoner.”

“And these innocent persons—my servant,
and the miller, who thought it was a couvivial
meeting; and these two fricnds, who aroe as in-
nocent of rebellion ag—"

® Ag yourself!” sneercd the chief officer,

“Bxactly ! said Lord Langton.

“And where are the others?” asked tho
officer. “ButI neced not ask you, Our men
outside are, doubtless, dealing with them I?

“1 yicld, then, and beg, in the miller's name,
to invite you inside.”

Then, moving rapidly back juto the room, ke
went toward the table, intending to pass it, and
in so doing caught a glimpso of a paper. It was
the list of all the persons present at the meet-
ing!

The bead of the police saw the paper at the
same momeat, and ran forward to seizo it; but
Lord Langton run him through the sword-arm,
and then, snatching at the paper with his Icft
hand, kept the rest of tho men at bay, while ho
put the paper to & candle and lighted it.

There was & movement forward of another
armed officer, leading on the men with levelled
bayonets to stop him, and he instantly foll,
picrced to the heart.

¢ Gently, gentlemen!® said Lord Langton,
¢ This is painful work, I seek not to protect
myself. Givems a moment, then. Nay, sir, if
you will have it—" and a second man drop-
ped, while the others were paralysed to seo the
fate of their comrades, as the fateful docdinent
wus being burat.  Of course, they could havo
instantly overpowered him with the rush of
bayonets; but they scemed to be acting under
an order not to kill,but to take prisoner—doubt-
less on account of the Government's desire to
learn at the fountain head all the particulars of
the conspiracy.

And then, with a single sweep of his sword
he cut through both thc candles, and left the
room in darkness, as ho shouted—

¢ Quick, wy friends! Escape, while they cut
cach other’s throats at their leisure 1

He moved, in tho dark, to an open geindow
in a far corner, which he had proviously looked
at, and was about to leap out, whed he was
caught by a strong hand, and he heard a stera
voice whisper, amid the great confusion of the

lace—
P & Where is she—your abandoned associate?
Speak, Lord——, or you dic. Tcllme—ang you
escapel”?

“NoclI° whispered Clarence, “let him go, or
you dic. Iam here!”
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Noel did let go, and struck out his hand to
catch Clarence—or Maria—aud was successful.

 Noel I *by heaven I'll stab you, if you stop
me

# You break faith with me, do you? Ithought
s0, or [ would uot bave changed sides to be re-
venged on you. But speak.”

# Nocl, you rush on your fate. I don't want
to kill you—no, no; and I don't want to bo
killed. But it Is onc of us now, if you don't
releaso me.”

The unseen struggle continued for a moment
longer; then Clarcnce Iarvey leaped from the
window, and Nocl luy bathed in his blood ou the
floor, crying out to the men who were trampling
on him that ho was one of thersclves—their
guido! .

CRAPTER XCIV. SPITALFIELDS.

Now it happened onenight, when the mercer’s
household at Blackheath were aft in bed, that a
messenger arrived, and 3*)0d demanding, with
great vehemence, to see Paul Arkdale. He shout-
cd, rang, and thumped, till both Sir Richard and
Paul had risen from their beds to sce what tho
disturbance was about.

“What now ?” cried Sir Richard, from the
stairhead ; but there was such a noise between
the indignant servants and persistent vigitor that
his voice was not heard.

# Oh, sir—oh, dear father, will you not go
dowan and seo ? Perhaps’tis Ae in danger—pur-
gucd—who knows ?”

# Teenal”

Shé had risen, and flowa along the passage in
her scarlet cloak and hood, her face whitcas a
ghost's, :

“ Go, dear futher, or Iet me. [ am sure it is
Stephen, or some messenger from him. Paul, will
you not gol” .

# Gently, Paul-—mind who you letin,” cried
Sir Richard, as Panl ran down. ¢ Devil a Jaco-
bite shall shelter here, Plague tako the wholo
tribe, I say—king and all. I know they'll bring
us to the Tower yet.” -

« Hush, father—listen! °Tis not his voice I
think.”

# Why, the child trembles like a leaf)” said Sir
Richard, supporting her as he leaned over the
balustrade, ¢ Ho, Paul! who is it beating the
devil's tattoo on my door, in the dead of a dark
night like this—eh? Make those fellows stop
their confounded bawling—-I can’t heara word.”

« It's o Spitalfields weaver, sir,” shouted Paul.

¢ And what the deuce has he spun himself here
for?”

 There's & man wounded at his house wants
to sce me.”

t Qb, father, father, listen !”

¢ Hush, child. Wants you, Pault Why, you
are not a doctor.”

t Can't you be a little quicker tban this for a
dying man 1" cried the weaver, grufly.

@ XMy poor, mad fellow, do you take usfora
house full of priests?”

¢ Corpses,” muttered the man, “ You are as
much troublo to wake!”

« Who is the man—do you know his name?”
asked Paul.

¢ Yes; Gervase Nocl. But look here,” said
the weaver, laying a pallid hand on Paul's chest,
¢ are you a Jacobite!”

« No?” answered Paul.

“ What, do you mean, you rogue I roared Sir
Richard. ¢ How dare you ask such a question
here ?”

« You sint,” gaid the weaver, fixing his eyes on
Paul;¢inore am X, YT'd be ruined if I was sus-
pected of harbouring ’em; and Fve & family of
cight. I wouldn't harbour one if ho offered me
a fortune. I wouldn't harbourone if ho threaten-
ed to burn my house down. But to-night this
chap comes to the door and drops. I knew him
directly ; there’s s reward out for him and &« de-
scription. If 'd met bim in any other way, I
should have gone and give him up and got the
money ; but when he comes to the doorand looks
in and drops, I was done. I couldn’t stop over
hishody to go and tell of him. I was done—
dono out of the reward, my rightful reward—

- donc into lugging him up and hiding him—done
into feceding him with tho children’s food—done

into running here for you, Hang it inished the
weaver, wiping his streaming bro , ¢ it's my
usual luck. I'm always done, some, ow.”

t Bless you 1" said Chiristina, who i ad descend-
ed the stairs with Sir Richard. She laid her hand
on the man'’s arm. ¢ Ieaven bless and keep you,
and may you never have worse luck, good friend,
than this kind act shall bring you and yours, it
I live till to-morrow.”

« My friend,” said Sir Richard, “ you have
given us alesson in hospitality, Come and profit
by it. Summcrs, wine here”

While the poor weaver refresbed himself, Paul
ran up-stairs and made ready to accompany him
back to Spitalfields,

# Take my sword, Paul,” said Sic Richasd,
when he camo down.

“ Nay, it may get your name mixed up in the
affaie) .

% So may you, somay the horsc; but we are
done into it, as our friend here says, Now, off
with yqu, and have your eyes on both sides the
road at once.”

The wounded man Iay in & room at the top of
a house near Spitalfields Square. Paul and bis
guide passed through a herring shop and up four
flights of crazy stairs to come to him.

The room was in darkness till the weaver
struck a light and stuck a candle in the crach of
the table,

Then Paul saw the face of the sick man, It
was quite strange to him—a dark face withlong
black lashes to the closed eyes, and finely-shap-
ed, marble-like lids, whose expression of peace
contrasted strangely with the look of passion
and melancholy on the thin, small mouth. Paul
thought him asleep.

While they stood, however, looking at him, he
said, without opening bis eyes—

# Is that yon, my kind friend? Did you find
the man ?”

¢ 1 have brought ¥Am that calls himself Paul
Arkdale, and there he stands,” said the weaver;
¢ bat he says he knows not your name nor you.’

¢ He is here on theleft, is he not?”

#Yes,» answered Paul, kindly laying hishand
on the sick man's shoulder, I awm bere, Ger-
vase Noel.”

The still face winced.

i Master weaver,” said the fecble voice, ¢ tell
him to take hishand off me. e must keep near,
because I can'tspeakloud ; but lethim not touch
me again.”’ )

“\Wel), yon are the queerish fish!?” said the
weaver; “after my going all the way to Black-
heath for this gentleman, that's the way you
treat him.”

“I am nnt afraid of him; I should like to be
alone with him, if you would not mind.”

“Not I,” said the weaver; then added to Paul,
“I know a barber round by the market as T think
would come and look at him in 2 friendly way,
being a little in his line himself. I'll run round
and fetch him.? .

« Hasyour wound not been attended to?” asked
Paul, when they were alone.

It wants no attention ; it will not trouble
me long. Arve you near enough to hear me ?”
« ] hear you quite well.”
¢ I'm afraid [ don't speak humbly enough for
man who asks a great—a very great fuvour.”
Paul was perplexed and silent.

You are there, still?”

« Yes,”

¢ And hear me 2

& Quite plainly.”

#1 have a wife”

41 understand,” said Paul ; ¢ you want us to
bring her here 27

“ A wife,” said Nocl, fuintly, “and a little
child of two years old.”

‘“You waunt to see them 27

& My little ono I shalil never see.
in the Foundling Hospital,

“Then it is your wife you wish to sec ?”

For the first timo since Paul came in, the sick
man opened hislarge dark eyes, and fixed them
on Paul's face. the sight scemed to mako him
forget what ho had intended to say, for he cop-
tinued to gazo at it with a look of passionate
revulsion, which agitated Paul strangely, he
could not tell why,

We puther

* Come,”sad hie, thinking that the man'amind
was fathing ; ¢ you were going to tell me how I
could find your wife, was not that it ? Did you
think I could bring her 7?

The durk cyes slowly filled, the damp hand
clutehied Paul'ssleeve.

»  *“DBring ber—bring her to me ! that's all I ask.
She struck tho blow I die of, but tell her ouo
sight of her before | dic will—will——"

“Hush! Pray quiet yourself,” said Paul.

“ Bring lier!” cried Nocl, grasping Paul’s arm
more tightly, and drawing himse!f up near him
till the passionate lips alrast touched his ear.
* Bring her here beforo my eyes--bring herand
with mylast breath I will bless you--you, her
lover—syou, who I know canfind her, curse you 1"

e fell back and hid himself from Paul with
helpless loathing,

While Paul sat mute, feeling convinced the
poor Jacobite was raving, Nocl looked up and
said, very quictly and paticntly—

I beg your pardon ; I forgot myself—forgot
my helplessuess, forgot that itis on you I de-
pend for the last—iust bit of comfort of my life.
Sir, [ behieve that my wife kept all this from?you ;
[ believe it possible that you may be ignorant of
whom [ speak.”

¢ Assuredly [ am,” said Paul,

Novel hesttated o moment, then gave a short,
strange laugh,

‘[ don't know,"” said he, in a voice so bitter
(it made Paul's blood run cucdle, I don't know
exactly whether a husband is expected to study
the feelings of his wife's lover, and try to soften
the blow when he bas to break the news to him
that she Aas a husband. Perhaps the best way
will bz for you to look at something you will
find in a pocket-book in chat coraer, if it “please
you, among wy clothes there. Ay, you'il find
itin the coat lappet.”

Paul, kneeling on one knee, tock out the
pocket-book, and gave it to Noel.

Noel's trembling clamwy fingers gave him
back a folded paper; and then, falling back, he
watched him as he opened jt.

e could not see Paul's fuce, for by some in-
stinct he had turned half round, rested bis elbow
on his knce, and shaded his eyes with onc hand
as he propared to read the paper he bad opened.

It was a certificate of marriage between Ger-
vase Noel and Maria Clementina Preston.

Paul remained so long in the same position
that the sick man grew weary, and stretched out
his hand, and touched him,

“ Don't waste time. Iam very ill,” he mur-
mured, fretfully, I am going fast—fust.”

Paul put back the paper, and stood up with
his eyes fixed on the floor,

Noel scanned him with restless curiosity.,

“ You did not know or guess ?” asked he.

Paul's honest cyes looked straight into his
dying ones. Noel moved bis hand, as if to say
hie believed him,

¢ I knew she would not love a rogue,” said
he, faintly, and began to weep,

% Gerease Noel,” said Paul, without moving
or lifting his eyes, # thero is but one thing I can
do for yon. Iuwidll do that thing, if it be in
mortal mau's power to do. I can say no more
than this. °1 swear most solemnly I have not
seen your wife for many days—know not where
to seek her; yet seck her I will, as if my honour
and lifc hung on the finding her.”

Nocl held out his hand. :

# Let mo thank you, Paul Arkdale, lest I be
gone when you come back.”

CHAPTER XCV.—PALL MALL,

On the morning of the following day, Clarence
Harvey, then secreted with Lord Laongton in a
fresh place of lodging, was making his usual
investigation in his master’s pockets, when he
lighted on a picce of paper that much interested
him, Ii ran thus:—

Look to your servant. Ho is not wbat ho
seems to be. A Frisyp.

¢ Thanks, sir friend; 'tis a piece of courtesy I
will remember,” said tho amiable youth, as be
stuffed the papers back into the pockets.

He stood still for o minute or two looking

down, with his cfleminate hand to his brow.
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Clarence, fortunately, ns he said to himself’
had no lunger to fear his master's suspecting him
to be other than he scemed. But as regards
other persons e still wanted to be unkunown,
So he rather cncouraged the idea that he was a
scion of some noble family, at work for ¢ the
cause,” while appearing to be anxiously cherishe
ing his secret. There was one person, however,
whom hie had o great objection to be taken for—
munely, Mistress Marin Clementing Preston. He
betiought himself, as he stood considering, how
likely that lady’s long disuppearance from ler
ususl baunts wonld be to strengthen such a
sugpicion, bad it once taken root,

1le looked out of the window, It wasa warm,
unhealthy morning ; a stuggish breeze blew from
the river; the spring sunshine seemed to be
dragging itself wearily and sleepily along from
house to house ; & warm, unfragrant gleam rose
from the miry streets, It was just such o day,
Clarence thouglit to himself, as would bring the
old fops of Pall Mall crawling out, like so many
gay-coloured beetles from the earth, The sedau-
chair bearers would bo airing their splendid
dresses in St. James's Street.  The windows of
White’s would be crowded with fine gallanis—
in fact, all the world would be abroad, How
convenient for Clavence Ilarvey if Mistress
Marin Clementina Preston could only show her-
self among her gay friends on such a day !

When Lord Langten came down to breakfast,
his young follower asked and obtained perinis-
sion to visit a sick friend in the country, and
soon set off on his charitable errand, with a
tearful eye and a well-filled purse.

Clarence Harvey had his wish, fur on the
afternoon of the very day when he went to visit
his ailing friend, Maria Clementina Preston rode
slowly into Pall Mall, with Pompey on the steps
of her carriage, and a crowd of gallants round
her.

She wore a mantua petticoat, “ tobine” and
sack of ruby-colourcd veivet, and the richness
and extravagant style of her dress, and her own
bright face—fresh, insolent, and beautful as
ever—caused asmuch ency and jealousy amongst
the women as it caused admirntion among the
gentlemen, both old and young.

She was most gracious iu recognising all her
fricuds, and, indced, many of those whom most
persons in her place would bave called enenncs.
She kissed her fingers to touchy old Lord Rich-
horough, with whom she bad once had deahings,
and who had charged her with being double-
faced, and had threatencu her with Ins stick,
She nodded and smiled sweetly to the termagant
Duchiess of Mountjoy-Llanover, who had once
hoxed her ears for haviog political business with
the duke without first consulting her Grace,
She even ventured to claim a curtseying acquaint-
tance with Mr, Iorace Walpole, having been
told that her face and manuner had beea most
flatteringly described by himin onc of his beau-
tiful ietters.

The air of insolent graciousness and patronage
with which she bowed to the most distinguished
persons, attracted much attention.

“Who is she?” was asked on all sides, by
those who had not scen her before ; while such
as knew her spread the news that the king’s spy
was again back from Rome, and looking richer
and handsomer than cver,

She alighted from her coach in St. James®
Street, where she had taken rooms opposite
White's, and going up-stairs, followed by Pom-
pey, seated herself at an open window directly
facing a window of White’s, at which a
number of gentlemen were drinking wiae.
Maria did not recognise any fricnds among
them, though she knew several by sight.  There
was a duke she had met onceat Rome; a gencral
and some young noblemen and officers who had
danced with Ler at a masquerade at Vauxhall,

Maria went out on to the wide leads, fanning
herself, and Jooking as if she had no conscious-
ness of the admiring regard of her opposite
neighbours, who had now gathered close to the
window.

Touching the dingy cvergreens with her ex-
quisite fingers, choosthg bits of the pale flicker-
ing sunshine to stand in, as she saw the gay
ladics in the strect shun them, Maria lingered on

the leads till a pleasurable flutter at her heart
told her more than one handsomo gallant h:}d
declared lier to bo * the pretliest woman in
town, by George!”

And, indeed, Mistress Preston was a pleasant
sight for a spring day, as she moved hither and
thither on the dreary-coloured leads, where.
on the deep, werm hue of her dress, and her fuir,
fresh face, showed to wondrons advantage—-as
she kuew, The gouty dundies in the steeet be-
low shook their rufiles over their withered hauds,
gave therr sticks a youthiful whirl, tossed back
their borrowed rnglets, and felt themselves gros
young again

“ Well Pompey,” said Maria, as she came in,
“1 have enjoyed myself 1o-day, if 1 die for it.
What are you staring at, child?”

Followmng the direction of hiseyes, she affectcd
to see for the first ttite, and with much appavent
confusion, thu crowded window of tlic Chocolate
House.

-\t that instant several geatlemen leaifed for-
ward, and raised their glasses.

Maria started—half turned as if to move away
—then paused, turned back to the window, smil-
cd, and curtseyed iow.

oThe interest of the distingunished group at the
opposite window increased—more forms came
to it. A passer-by, who had caught sight of
Maria’s bright blushing face, stood still by the
door of the Chocolate House.

Presently one of the gentlemen—a young
soldier—whe had been writing in his pocket-
bouk, tore out the leaf, and gave it, in Mariw's
sight, to a waiter, who soon came across with it
and something wrapped in a napkin.

“Rw down to the door, Pompey,” said his
mistress.

Pompey obeyed, and in a minute came ran-
ning up, his-face one broad grin, which it had
caught trom the waiter, nyd delivered to Marin
a tiny note and a bottle of Burgundy.

She Iet lnm bring her the paper close to the
wincow, took it with an air of childish surprise,
and read the penealled lines, laughingly—

* When beaaty s eyes of heavenly hght
Acrosg onr plasses shine,
The life, the tire, the colour bright
Deserts the rosy wine.

< Oh! dull as Lethe's tide *twill stay,
Inll beauty’s sclf shall »ip,
Aud all er'eyes have stolen away
Yieldz back her balmy lip."”

Mana pulled her laughing mouth straight,
and shook her head with an air of sweet serious-
ness as if saying, ¢“’7is too bad, gentlemen, to
play with a poor hittle girl like me”  Then she
said to Pompey—

 Really, child, these gentlemen are so gallant,
I suppose I ought to drink their bealths as they
have drank mine, Now fill me a glass and give
1t me very prettily on yourknees ; and then we'll
close the blinds and shut them out,”

Pompey came and went down on his small
knees to give her the wine, and Maria drank to
the gentlemen like a little queen pledging her
courtiers. .

As she rose from the most profonnd and charm-
ing curtsey, her eye fell, for the first time, on the
person who had stopped in the streetagainst the
door of White’s, and who had been jutently
observing her for some minutes.

Her bright smile changed to 2 look of exquis-
ite pain; she turned from the window, burst in-
to tears, and stamped her foot at Pompey, which
so frightened him that he ran and hid himself
bebind a chair,

His mistress soon looked from the window
again, and saw Paul crossing the road,

He had scarcely reached the door before the
waiter from White’s came skipping over the road
with another dainty little note,

Maria turned frem tbe window with burning
checks.

* Run, Pompey, run ¥ cried she.

Pompcey ran to the door.

. “? §t.1y, Pompey; what are you going to do
sic

“ Run, missis,” answered Pompey, showing
the whites of his eyes distractedly, as he got be-
hind another chair,

« Little wreteh ! listen.  Go and bring up the
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gentleman who will ask for me, then down with
you again and tell the waiter to takeback what
hic has brought to him that sent it.”

Pompey ran all round the table to get to the
door without coming in reach of his mistress's
impatient hand, and by the time he got to the
stairs wostep well known 1o Maria was hieard un
them,

She sank down on a chair by the table and
covered her eyes with her hand,

She heard Paul coter and pan-e at the sight
of her, and for once in her Life felt too much of
2 coward to move,

1t was o hard, Marin thought, after all she
had gonoe through for Paul's sake, and to make
herself more worthy of hini—it "was so hard
that it shonld be her fate fo meet him afier their
lo.g separation under cireumstances like these,
She had thought of such a meeting with Paul as
Paunl had had gwith his master and Christing
that night at Blackheath ; and now, to feel Paul
standing there looking on her, she was sue,
with bitter contempt!

* 1 bring you a note, Mistress Vreston, from
your friends over the way,” said Paul.

Mayia suatehed it from him, tore it in picces,
P\lmt into another it of weeping, and hid her

ice,

# Maria,” said Paul, gently,

She took her hand from her cyes, saying ps-
sionately—

Do not mock me, Paul.
tell me sot”

Looking up at him, she saw his fuce was very
pale, and his clothes travel-stained,

“ Pardon me,” said he, quictly, sceing her look
of wonder, # Pardon me, madawm, for coming to
you here amongs? your fine acquaintaaces in
such a plight as this. My excuse must be that
it s you I have been secking the whole day.”

% Secking me! And why

“ Because T have uneeded your preseace thus
day, Maria, as I have never needed it before,”

Maria rose, trembling with surprise and dedight,

“Paul,” she sobbed, standing before him
with eyes cast down, ¢ I'must scem to you very
worthless. T do seem very worthless to myself;
T ownit was my frivolous love of cxcitement
and nothing more or less to my discredit, madé
me allow such a scene as you have witnessed
just new s but, Paul, if indeed I could believe—
might dare to think you would seck me-—wounld
come to me as a refuge from any kind of gricf or
adversity, though you were 100 poor 1o buy me
bread, too sick 1o work for me, I think, Paul, in
receiving you 1 shonld receive 2 new heart,
new soul, all joy aud love, and having no room
for sin.?

“ Poverty or sickness, Maria, would be Iierht
in comparison with the grief that has f:lﬁcu
upon me, and that has made me come to you,”

# Oh, Paul!” cried she, * believe me, 'tis none
so heavy but Maria will think it happiuess to
share it with you. Confide in me. What is
this sorrow ? Comc,” she said, laying her hand
on his shoulder, and resting her wet check on
his arm.  © I hunger for my share of it. Paul
give it ine,” ’

Paul looked down in the sweet face and lov-
ing eyes, and his chest heaved. He stooped, and
whispered hoarsely— !

“ 1 will, Maria, Ob, trust me, T w.ll share it
with you ; but not in this place—not here, midst
this splendour and with yon brave gallantslook-
ing on.”

¢ Pompey, my hood. Quick, quick! said
Maria. & Now, Paul, to v nat corner of the carth
You will! Lead, and I follow !” .

You despise me—

CHAPTER XOVI.—THE PASSING BELL.

Darkness thinly strewn with stars was over
Spitalficlds when Paul led Maria to the good
weaver's door.

# 1tis the house of & friend, then, you take
me to?”  Maria bad asked, during their hurricd
Jjourney.

It s

. Ay, of yours; but shall 7 find a friend in
him, think you ?2—for alack, Paul, owing to my
unfortunate business, I know there are more than
youwould credit too ready to dome an ill turn,”

4 Marin, I belicve, on my soul, that tbis man
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to whom we go would not wish to harm you if
he knew every error of your life.” ,

¢ Aly, you judge by your own charity

¢ Nay, mistress by his.” ) )

The weaver, instend of opening thc.door in
auswer to Paul's low knock, softly raised the
wintlow, . )

« “Pig I,” said Paul, *How fares our friend ?”

« JIush 1" returned a voice, in a whisper full
of terror. ‘¢ The house is watched. Spics are
init. Go down to number 9; 'tis empty, Here
ia the key. There's a door opening to the leads
like mine. You can go along the three house-
tops, and get iuto his room that way.”

Paul then whispered something Matin could
not hear, and the weaver answercd— .

« t's to begin when he sces n light at this
window.” .

« Put one there now,"said Paul; and, hastily
drawing Maria's arm through lis, went towards
the house to which the weaver had divected him.

The key turned rustily in the lock, and the
door creaked rustily on its hinges as Paul push-
ed it open. .

s How dark it is!" said Maria, clinging to his
arm fearfally as he closed the door. . .

« Courage, mistress! Trast me, T will find
my way.” .

Ie half carricd her up the crenking stairs,
which he ascended at & great speed, often nearly
treading on the rats and mice that ran ap and
down in their atarm at the untimely intrasion.

Marin drew a long breath of relief when she
felt the leads under Ler feet and the fresh night
air on her face.

When they got to the weaver's roof, Paul made
her sit down on the low wall that divided the
Tiouses.

Maria was glad cnough t@ do this, for, though
she had uttercd no word of complaint at Paul’s
impetuous haste and strange manner, she was
quivering all over with alarm and fatigue. Iler
alarm, however, was for Paul. She could not
imagine what great calamity had befallen him,

She asked herself a thousand questions on the
Jjourney, and to nonc could find an answer which
scemed the true one.  Had he turned Jacobite ?
Was his life in danger? Was he thinking of
making her his wife and flying the country 7

While she sat trembling, she glanced round at
the sleeping inhabitants of the leads—the poor
weaver's pets—the singing birds and pigeons in
their rede houses, and the rabbits peeping from
their hutch and moving their long ears ner-
vously up and down at the sound of Paul's
restless step.

A large, round, copper-coloured moon iad
risen, and the forins of the crowded chimneys
stood out one by one in a strange and ghostly
manuer, stealing on the sight suddenly and si-
lently like & band of midnight assassins.

Maria’s nerves were wrought up to a painful
pitch with fatigue and suspense, and there seewea
something truly ominous and. frightful in the
night. Since she felt the first breath of air on
her face on issuing from tho deserted honse, it
seemed to her there was none to breathe. The
gaudy little weather-cocks which the children
had put on their pigeon-houses stood still, a cat
hung with her front paws and balf her body
over the front of a dovecote, and waited, with
green eyes and lashing tail, the moment to
spring.

To be Continued.

CONCERNING THE GRAPHIIOTYPE,

é S chroniclers of novel matters of interest,
literary and artistic, it becomes us to say
a few words upon & new art-process for tho re-
production of drawings which bas been before
the English artistic world for a few months
past, and which has for its object the supersed-
ing of tho process of wood-cngraving, as too
troublesome and expensive for this rapid age.
In order to appreciate the merits or value of
f process that is to supersede n system in use, it
1S necessary that we should look a little into tho
weak points of that which is fo be superseded ;
and henco we must ask the good reader to give

a moment’s attention to the principle of illustra-
tion Ly what are called—with small dignity
when we counsider tho labour of producing them
~—wood-cuta, The principal value of a wood-
engraving lies in the circumstance that it can
bo printed along with the type which forms the
text it is intended to tustrate,  This applies to
no other mode of illusteation. a lithograph, or
a copperplate, or a stecl-engraving, must be
printed separately, at a diflerent press, and by o
different method from that used in type-printing ;
aud such processes nre, therefore, untit for ordi-
nary book or periodical illustrations. But in
order that an engraving wmay be printed with
the type, it is of course necessary that it be like
the type in its character; that is to say, all
those parts which are to receive ink and give it
oft' again to the paper, must be raised, or in re-
lief, while all the parts that ave to leave clean
paper must be hollows, Now just look fur a
minute at any good wood-cut, and you will
easily see what Ilnbour i3 required to secure
these conditions. First of all & block oi hard
box-wood has to be prepaved of uniform thick-
ness, and with a perfectly true and smooth sur-
face. Upon this surface the artist draws his
picture with pencil or fine brush, just as ke
would on a sheet of paper. Then the block is
placed in the eangraver’s hands, and then the
tedious part of the labour commences. Every
portion of the surface not covered by au ink or
pencil line has to be cut away to a slight depth
so as to leave the said lines standing in relicf.
Look for a moment at the delicate dots and
lines, and what is more, examine closcly the
cumplicated cross hatchings upon which the ar-
tist relies for his cffects, and you will easily be
able to comprehend the enormons labour required
to cut away the thousands of interstices between
these, so as to Jeave the artist's lines intact. A
vast amount of Iabour is thus consumed in the
production of a single illustration, aud it is
skilled labour, too, for your wood-engraver must
be somewhat of an_artist to do his work pro-
perly. The cost of good wool-cut illustrations
thus becomes an alarming item in the expenses
of a bouk or periodical.

The principal weak point about wood-engrav-
ing, therefore, is the outlay it invelves. But
artists will tell us of another evil that they
sometimes have to suffer from it. From what
we have just said, it will be inderstood that the
artist is at the merey of the wood-cagraver, upon
whose talent and carc he bas to rely for the
proper rendering of the style and character of
his drawing. The subtle little touches of the
artist upon it may, by the most trifling modif,
cations on the part of the engraver in cutting
round them, be so perverted as to _entirely alter
their meaning. The fact is that, in a wood-en-
graving, we do not sce the actual drawing of an
artist, but that drawing ranslated by the en-
graver. Tho fidelity with which the engraver
actually does render the artist's touch is al-
most marvellous: as Mr. Holman Hunt observed,
¢ the merit of modern wood-cutters is very great,
and the care which they bestow upon the blocks
they cut, deserves, oftenties, the greatest thanks
of the designer of the work ; but, even under the
most favourable treatment by tho cutter, much
of the original character of the drawing must
pecessarily bo lost.”

Considering the enormous demand for illus-
trations of the wood-cut order, it is not at all sur-
prising that a varicty of means and schemes
should bave been tried, with a view of producing
printing-blocks of the same character at a less
cost than that at which wood-engravings can
be executed. Tt scems as though it ought to be
a simple matter to produce a design in relief;
but in practice it bas, hitherto, been found al-
most impossible to do so with any success, Ono
of the methods that have been tried consisted
in coating & smooth plate with some wax-like
composition, and forming the picture by digging
ot cutting this away down to the surface of the
plate beneath: then taking a cast from the
mould thus formed, which cast would of course
have the lines in relief as in wood-cut, But this
process was 5o clumsy and uncertain that little
uso has ever been made of it.  Another method
was a process whick may be described as re-

versed etehing, A metal plato was brought to
a smooth surfuce, and upon this the drawing
was made with waxy or greasy ink; tho plate
being then immersed in acid, all the parts not
covered with the ink were eaten away to o slight
but suflicient depth, and thus the lines were left
standing in relief, This plan also failed in
practice, becauso the acid not only cat down
into tho plate, but extended its action horizon-
tally underneath the lines, and cither entirely
cat the fine lines nway, or so undermined thom
that they crushed nnder the pressure of the print-
{ng operation, and so rendered the block value-
ess. .

Wood-engraving had little to fear from cither
of these rivaly, but now at length a rather more
formidable opponent has come forth to claim a
portion, at least, of the ground it covers. The
new process has been catled the  Graphotype ;”
and its invention affords an example of the fre-
quency with which simple nccidents bring about
discoveries that have bafiled all attempts at
dircct solution, A dranghtsman and wood-cn-
graver of notoriety in New York was making o
drawing upon a box-wood block, and having
made an error was painting it out, as is custo-
mary with & white pigment. The rateriat he
used for the purpose was the white enamel taken
off by a moistened brush from the surface of an
ordinary glazed visiting-card, priitted from =
copper-plate. By degrees he removed all the
composition forming the cnamel, and then he
found that the letters were undisturbed and
were gtanding up in bold relief from the surface
of the card ; the ink forming the letters having
protected the cuamel beneath them from the
action of the brush, while all the surrounding
parts were washed or rubbed away.

With a keen eye to application, the draughts-
man, Mr. Clinton Hitchcock, saw in the muti-
lated address card the basis of a modo of pro-
ducing a relief printing-plate without the skill
of the engraver, and he sct about experimenting
to reducs tho method to practice. e took a
plate of common cbalk and drew a picture with
2 gilictous ink upon it. When the ink was dry,
he brushed the chalk all over with a tooth-
brush: the interstices between the lines wero
brushed away, and there stood the drawing in
reliefy ready to be petrified by means of a che-
mical solution, and printed from direct, or to be
handed to the stercotypist to have n sterco made
from it after the usunl manner. The whole thing
is so absurdly simgle that, did not experience
teach us that absurdly simple things never come
by thinking of, we might well wonder why the
idea bad » ver occurred to anyonc beforo.

The pr 183, a8 it is now being daily worked
(by & “Limited Company,” of course) differs
only in refinement of means from tke rough ex-
periment above-described. In order to got a
perfectly smooth surface upon a cake of pulve-
rulent yet homogencous material, fine French
chalk is ground and sifled, aed ground and
sifted again, till it assumes the condition of an
impalpable powder. Tbis is spread uniformly
and thickly over a metal plate of the requisite
size, and a polished steel slab is luid upon it.
The whole is then placed beneath a hydraulic
pyess, and submitted to & pressure of about 150
tons: this consolidates tho chalk into n hard
cake, with a surface a8 fine as a sheet of polished
ivory. A wash of size is passed over it t¢ pre-
veat the ink running or spreading, aed it is
ready for the artist. The drawing is made with
a painty ink, and with fine hair-pencils, as pens
would be linble to scratch the chalk, and the
artist draws every lino as he wishes it to appear
in the print. In drawing upon wood certain
“effects™ aro sometimes left to the wood-en-
graver, who well knows bow to produce them
by appropriate lines, but in the graphotypo
everything has to be done Wy the artist. Al-
thouglrthis, at first sight, bas its advantages, it
has its disadvantages also: the artist must know
before he begins his drawing exactly what lines
ho wants to put down ; for when a line is once
drawn, it cannot be altered or crased, as ona
wood-block, where, after sketching his subjecy,
the artist can correct and work it up as be goes
on. All shading, too, must bo dono in hard
liges, a3 no washes of colour, whick are so cffec-
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tively employed in drawing on wood, can by re.
sorted to,

When the drawing i3 wade, the Jdnlh plate
stands in just the same pusition as awouvd-hlock
that is ready for the engraver to commence his
Jnborious work upon. The wood-bluck would
occupy many days—if the drawing were clu-
boratc—-to engrave, but the analogous opera-
tion in the case of the chalk plate is performed
in a few minutes. A brush of suitable stifthess
is worked over every part of the surface, and all
the spaces not covered by lines are powdered
aud brushed away, and the drawing is thus left
in relief. It matters not how fult of detwl the
drawing may be, whether the design be smuple
or intricate, the bristles of the brush svon clear
out every nook and coiner thit is unprotected
by the inked lines and dets that form it.  The
plate thus “engraved,” is hardened, petrified,
in fact, by immersion in a chemical solution, A
mould in plaster or other material is made from
it, and from this the ordinary stercotype plate is
cast, which plate, after being touched up by an
engraver, is ready for use as an ordinary wood-
cut.  But it is subject to the defect inhierent in
all metal-surfiice printing-blocks, namely, that
it will not yicld so soft an impressionas a wood-
block. Woud is partially absorbent, while
metal, being non-nbsorbent, yields up the whole
of the ink applied to it, and this tends to pro-
duce 2 blurred impression,

The advantage of the process over that of
wood-engraving will be manifest when we con-
sider the rapid mannoer in which the printing-
block is produced, and the conscquent small
cost entailed in this part of its production. We
are informed that a block finished in readiness
to go to the printing-press can be cxecuted
within four or five hours after the drawing has
left the artist’'s hands, and that, as regards ex-
pense, the actual cost of preducing a graphotype
block of any given drawing is about one-
tiventieth of the costs of engraving the same on
wood; but the cost of the drawing on chalk
must, we fear, be more (han that on wood, on
account of the time it takes, and the peculiny-
ity of the materials the artist is compelied
to employ, The Graphotyping Company will
not, at present, execute work at that mnmense
reduction; they reservo for themselves a good
margin of profit, at the same time doing their
work for just half the price of wood-engraving.
But there is another important advantage in
this process over wood-engraving. The trans-
formation of the flat drawmg nto a raised de-
sign is cffected by 2 means entirely mechanieal,
and therefore the artist’s work is reproduced in
exact fuc-simile ; it suffers no alteration or trans-
lation at the hands of an engraver. Thisisa
very important feature from an artistic point of
view.

Whether the graphotype will ever supersede
wood-epgraving cnurely, we are not prophets
enough to say ; the best, i everything, will al-
ways hold its ground, and the graphotype must
excel, or at least cqual, wood-engraving in every
particular before it can give the latter its coup
de grace. Considering whbat has aiready been
accomplished, there is at least & prospect of the
possibility of its doing tlus; but perfect.on is
not acquired in & ycar, and we venture to think
that the present generation of wood-cngravers
need hardly oppose the process on the ground
of any injury they themscives may sufier from
its introduction. There is room enough for all
the wood-engravers, and for the graphotype as
well.  Cheap illustrations to accompauny cheap
literature have long been a desideratum, nnd the
new process will not fare badly if it does no
more than supply this, and leaves the art it
rivals {o continue its present course,

CLOISTER ROBBING.*

R. Buchanan bas collected and translated
direct from the Norwegian and Danish o

series of ballads very few of winch bave bathierto
been placed before an English speaking public.
In our last issuc we gave one of these transla-

* From Ballad Stories of tho Affec’s .ns, from the
Scandinavian+ By Robert Buchanan

|

tions “The Two Sisters,” and now proceed to
place before our readers the following fine ballad
which 1< not without o stray twinkle of humour
hiere and there,  Sir Morten Dove loves a poor
maiden, whotn his friends determine he shall not ;
marry.  They send him into a far conntry, and l
place the fair Adelaide in a cloister, When he
teturns agam he i3 distranghit with misery and
knows not how, to recover his sweetheart; but
in & luckly moment he asks cousel of his brother.
The remainder of the story we give in the ori-
ginal Jives :

*Then whigpered with his brothier dear,
The young Sir Morten Dove ;

“aAnd how may I from cloister steal
Away my own truc love ¥’

*Go dress thy self in grave.clothics white.
And lay thee in a sheld,

Aud I will to the cloister ride,
‘The bitter tale to tell.

11¢ dressed himself in grave-clothes white,
Aud lay in carthi-shell cold :

Herr Nilans to the cloister rode,
And the bitfer tale was told.

* Hail unto ye, O holy malde,
Ana great shall be your gain,

1€ my dear brother Morten’s corse
May §n your walls be Izin !

All silent sat the holy maids,
In black, black raiment all—

Only the sweet maid Adelaide
Let work and scissors fall.

‘Then cried the sweet maid Adelaide,
With tears upon her face,

* Yea ! bury Morten, if ye list,
Here in this holy place.

* Yea, hiere, in holy cloister-kirk,
Bury his sweet young clay,

And daily whenhe hies asleep
I'll kneel ine down and pray

* 1 was alittle child when first
I heard him suc and woo ;

The Powers of Heaven knorw full well
That 1 have loved him true.

¢ 1lis crucl father drew him off
Into a strange countree,

And into theze dark cloister walls,
Agawst my will, bronght me.’

It was Sir Nilans bent his head.
Avnd whispered i her car,

* Al, dry thine cycs, Maid Adelaide,
And be of happier chicer ¢*

* Never shall I forget my woe !
Never forget my wrong *

For murdered is my own truc love,
Whom I have loved so long *

Sorely she wept, Maid Adelaide,
Aud her weteycsevere red,
When through the dismal cloister gate
They brought Sir Morten, dead.

she crept into Sir Morten’s bier,
And praycd to Heaven above ;

*1loved thee, Morten, to the end,
As never mad did Jove ¥

Sle lighted up the wax lights two,
And sat her by bis side ;

‘I would to God, dear love, that I
Had in my cradle dicg.

* Nine winters, whil s thou wert away,
Here weary life X led,

And never saw thy face again
Until T saw thee dead ¥

And bitterly wept Adelaide,
Wringing her hands so white,

$lerr Morten licard herin lus shell,
Laugled loud and roso upright.

Oh, up he stood, and gazed agalin
On her heloved tho best,

And tossced tho gloomy grave clothes off,
And caughit her to his breast.

‘Ol hearken, hearken, my own truo love,
Pufalt thy grief aside ;

Ihou shalt trom cloister follow me,
Aud be my bonnje bifde !

*Black are tho horses that await
In the kirk-yard thero without,

Aud black in suits of fron mnail
Await my henchmen stout !’

Softly Sir Morten led her forth
Out of tho chapel walls,
And over her shoulders, for
Ho threw the sablo pall,

cloak,

A} silence stood the clolster maids,
Reacding by candle-light ;

‘They thought it was an angel bore
Their sister off by night.

Allsilent stood the holy maids,
Save only two or three,

*That such an angel,’ murmured these, -
‘ Would como by night forme !’

Honour to young Sir Morten Dove!
His heart was staunchiaad stout;

He bore her to his dwelling-house,
Aud bade the bells ring out.

Honour to young Sir Morten Dove!
And to his sweet Ladye!

May more such maids bo carried oft
By angels suchas lig!

T'he roseand lilies grow bonnily.”

ABOUT TO BE MARRIED.

NDER risk of baving this article rejected,

1 dip my pen in gall. But, before enter-

ing into details of what I have undergone in

even daring to think of getting married, I must

needs relate bow such an ambition was stirred
in my blood.

A married man I now consider a hero, The
possession of a wife is in my eyes a badge of
valour—a medal indicative of struggles endured
and obstacles overcome. The ‘man whe has
married a wife cannot altogether be a coward ;
and if marriage was put as a companion test to
the requisite standard of inches, we would have
a sort of Gideon's army left—the crecam of man-
hood and bravery. Lect our commanders-in-
chicf look to it. He who can say, # I have three
maiden auats to whom I disclosed, without
flincking, the possibility of my speedily being
married,” is one worthy of all military trust: he
will be a brave man and a good soldier.

My three maiden aunts, however, had a cer-
tain show of excuse for acting as they did.
When 1 first became acquainted with my Mary’s
father, he was a choleric old captain, retired
upon half-pay, and living with biswife and only
daughter in a pretty little place at Forest-hill,
Surrey. By some means or other Ibecame very
intimate with the captain and his family, and
often went down from the City on a Saturday
afternoon, to stay over the Sunday with them,
So fur there was nothing to shock the inexpres-
sibly delicate nerves of Miss Caroline, Miss
Augusta, and Miss Jemima Potts. But in pro-
cess of time Mrs, Whitebell died; and from that
moment the captain’s descent was slow, but
fatally sure. He¢ had never been much of a
tectotaller; and now, with his wife's supervision
removed, he drank deeply. Mary in vain en-
deavoured to keep him straight. In a word, he
drank himself out of money, and out of home ;
and in the end became the proprietor of some
billiard-rooms in the Strand. .

Clearly this was no place for my gentle-bearted
girl.  Though my salary was small enough
in all conscience, I deemed it better that she
should leave ber father and enter upen married
life, even at the risk of meeting with some iu-
convenience and annoyance at the outset. I
spoke to her upon the subject; put the matter
plainly before ber ; she acquiesced in all I said,
and it was resolved we should be married with
as little delay as possible.

My aunts Jemima and Augusts then lived in
Buckiogham Road, Islington; Miss Caroline
Potts dwelling by herself in Upper Clapton. The
three ladles were joint proprictors of a some-
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what mystical ship called the ¢ Chow 'I‘sun,"‘

trading between Shanghai and London ; and not
unfrequently did these lndies indulge in a little
quict speculation on their own accm}ut, by
importing from Shanglai a cargo of China and
Japan cotton, It was an understrod thing
amongst them that I'was to be heir to this ship ;
and it was expected of me that I shouldin all
personal matters be under the immediate super-
vision and control of my three relatives.

Not without trepidation did 1 approach that
jutensely solemn and proper-looking house in
Buckingham Road. The, little maid-seryant at
once ushered me into the parlour \vhere;éy two
aunts were sitting, I had been in that *parlour
on many an occasion, 1 had counted its articles
of furniture over and over again, while listening
to the meandering harangues of my stately
relatives ; for obstinately did they persist in
cousidering me quite & boy, though I had petted,
and coaxed, and twisted a pale grey moustache
into very presentable shape. From the one
yenr's end to the other, there was not a square
inch of difference in this apartment. There were
the same fire-place ornaments, mostly of foreign
manufactore, the same books placed angularly
on the same table, the same antiquated glass
bottles, containing samples of the first China
cotton whick the Misses Potts had imported, still
arranged, in the same manner, on the same little
side-table. And in the hand of my Aunt Au-
gnstla, at this moment, was a portion of the
same material,

¢ \We are in difficulty, Harry,” said my Aunt
Augusta.

« Indeed,” I replied.

# You see that cotton ?”

1 signified that I did see the cotton,

« Qriginally worth nineteen and a balf per
pound, it is now not worth sixpcnce a pound.”

 Fourpence,” suggested my Aunt Jemims,
1aconically.

« These natives,” said Aunt Augusts, with her
cold grey face opposite mine, and her cold grey
eyes fixed upon me, ¢ these natives are villaing.”

« Beasts,” said Aunt Jemima.

# The cotton having been packed, they must
have bored a hole in each bale, and, inserting
therein 2 hollow tube—"

« A cane,” said Aunt Jemima,

& A caue, must have poured in waler to in-
crease the weight of the bale, whereby the fibre
is rendered quite uselesg, and the buyer has
thrown up the contract, It is aggravatingt”

« Abominable!” said Auat Jemima.

I had come at an unlucky roment. 1 wishied,
for the time being, the # Ghow-Tsun,” and all
its cargo of cotton, at the bottom of the sea.
But, if the truth must be told, Mary Whitebell
was awaiting me outside to learn the result of
my mission, and no time was to be lost,

“ Well, Aunt Augusta,” I said, with a con-
siderable gulp in my throat, ¢ I'm very sorry
about the cotton. You'lll get the insurance,
however, I suppose—"

“ The insurancel” said she, contemptuously,
o why——>"

¢ But I just called in for a minute now to—to
say—to let you know that there was a—that I
—in fact that I intend getting married, Aunt
Augusta.”

“ Boys will be boys, Jemima,” she said, with a
little smile. ¢ And so you have come dutifully
to ask our consent. Well, you have itt—has he
not, Jemima "

% Certainly, Augusta,”

« But stay, who is the favourcd one 7"

« You mean the young lady—swhy, an old
friend of yours, Mary Whitebelll”

s Mary Whitebell 1"

My aunt sank back in her chair, as though
she would have fainted; then suddeanly sprang
up, and lifting up her right band, said—

“He's ruined, ruined, rained —Jemima, he's
ruined! Ob, Jemimal”

I was so taken aback by this appalling
announcement that I could not reply.

“ He says nothing. He acknowledges it. He
koows himself to be au cvil-doer, a reprobate, an
outcast from society! Ob, Jemima, that it
should come to this! After all our carly train-
ing of him, when our sainted Susan departed;

nfter all our wateaing of him, and fostering of
him, that it should come to thisl”

“Tell me,' I broke in, ¢ why you should—"

“Tell him—tell him—1 O, Jemima, he
wants us to tell him! JIs he not afiaid the
carth will open and swallow him up? To
pollute our family—our whole family—by bring-
ing iuto it a worthlesy, disveputable, low-bred
woman "

“ Stay, Angusta, you may wound his feelings,”
said Miss Jemima Potts. .

“ You have done so quite sufficiently,” I said ;
 you thought I would always be your message-
boy, and go your errands: for you, and dress as
you wished nie, and do nothing naughty for fear
of a whipping—(you see I was getting bitter in
my indignation)—¢ I'll be so no more, You
may take your old tub of a ship and fill it with
bricks and sink it, if you like. You may try to
dam the Thames up with your old musty
cotton; and you may—-"

« Oh, Jemima I?

I had to pruse in order to throw a tumbler
full of water on my Aunt Augusta’s face. As
she slowly recovered, I said—

“ I'm sure [ did not intend to be so violent.”

# Violent! violent! Oh, the monster! The
unfecling monster! Take him away, Jemima—
take him away! He has ruined our family he
has ruined himsclf! henceforth he is not one of
us—no connection, none! Ob, that I should
live to see the day that my sister's son should
come to me and say such things. Do you ever
think of your sainted mother, sir,in heaven?
Are you not afraid to think of her? Ob, you
vile monster "

“ Gome away,” said Aunt Jemima, in a voice
of portentous melancholy, * you Lave estranged
yourself from us for ever.”

Ilified my hat in the hall, and walked out.
In the next street Mary met me with a sweet,
inquiring smile,

“ Well, my dear, the interview has not
altogether—that is, you know, they do not say
guythiug against you—nothing in the world—

Rt em——

« [ understand,” she said, quickly, with tears
coming into her soft blue eyes; “ they spoke of
my father, and consider I am not worthy to be
your wife.”

“ Well, darling, they have some sort of absurd
prejudice, you understand, about—-="

Here & hand was laid upon Mary’s shoulder,
and a3 we both simultancously turned, there
stood before us my Aunt Augusta, with her
grey eyes inflamed with passion.

“You impostor!” she cricd, vchemently
addressing my little pet, ¥ you vile impostor,
thus to seck to gain an entrance into a respect-
able family! And would you bring your bil-
liards, and your low drunken associates to us?
Haviog entrapped this poor boy, would you seck
to rifle us of our honestly carned money? You
sent him in, did you, to sce wha* chance of spoil
there was? Ob, you minx

What could I do? She was awoman. Oppor-
tunely a cab was pagsing atthe moment, and 1
hailed the driver. He brought bis vebicle to us,
and T told Mary to get in. But my aunt was
not yet done with her harangue, aud in her
excitement she caught Mary by tho shoulders.
As a last resource 1 swmiled significantly to the
« bman, and be, being a person of penctration,
at once understood the hint.

“ 1 see,” he said, with a surreptitious wink,
¢ a little touched, poor thing!” I nodded. He
stepped forward, and deliberately discogaged my
aunv's hands from Mary’s shoulder.

“ Now go home, my pretty little dear,” he
said to the clderly lady, in a tone of genuine
compassion, ¢ and your mamma will give you
pretty lollipops.”

Mary and I just caught one glimpse of that
look of mingled horror, amazement, and indig-
nation, which dwelt upon my aunt’s face; and
then we were rolling away in the cab, home-
wards.

So far I had not been very successful, tut at
all events I bad accomplisied tho tadk of an-
douncing what was to happen, .

With my Aunt Caroline I expected to get on

more satisfactorily. Miss Caroline Potts was o

literary Iady  In heryouth she had contributed
to some chesp periodical, and bad never been
paid therefor; yet the chief pleasure ol her
hfe was to boast of these juvenilo literary en-
deavours, aml she generally managed to intro-
duce the subject by a tirade against publishers.

Mary would not, of course, nccompany me on
this expedition ; g0 [ went alone.  Qneday only
had clapsed, and I fancied [ should have to
break the news to Aunt Caroline, as I had done
to my other aunts, But Miss Caroline Potts, as
I discovered to my horror, had that morning
received a visit from her sisters! She welcomed
me with an excess of courtesy, and blandly in-
quhicd after my health. [ replied that I was
well,

% You will require all your health, my poor
boy,” she said.

I ventured to ask the reason.

¢ Late hours,” .

I conlessed to lier that I was as yet in dark-
ness.

¢ Private tables, A good idea.”

T was more bewildered than ever, and sought
in vain for an explanation in that cold, grey
face, which was even colder and greyer than her
sisters.”

4 Not very reputable, you know, but still a
good idea. Save lots of money, and retire to
cultivate respectability, Very late hours, though.
Will you apply for a beer-license 77

¢ Aunt Caroline,” I said, ¢ I now see what
you mean. I perceive my Aunts Augusta and
Jemima have been here, and have poisoned your
mind with their foolish prejudices. Now let me
tetl you—--"

“ Pray bo calm,” said Aunt Caroline, with-a
queenly sweep of her armj ¢ you are misled,
and one cannot expect you to understand clearly.
You are bound; and until you're loosed one
can’t expect a Jucid explanation. Aht”

Aunt Caroline smiled ; and though I recognis-
ed the flavour of an old burlesque pun, ] was
too much annoyed to heed the petty plagiarism.

#1 came heve simply to tell you of wy
approaching marringe, As I perceive you
already know of it, my duty is done; and 1
daresay the sooner I go the better

® You are out of temper through my obser-
vations. That is foolish, My sister Augusta is
passionate: my sister Jemima bilious; I am
reflective.  Being reflective, I observed the
wisdom of your choice, In opening o private
billiard-saloon—-"

« Aunt Caroline, if you please, I shall not
stay to be insulted. When you wish —>

% Oh! insulted! I should have fancied that
when you made up your miad to marry Mary
Whitebell, you also resolved never to be insult-
ed. Those people only should place themselves
in equivocal positions who arc incapable of
receiving an insult,” .

t I gee it is useless for me tv argue with you,
Aunt Caroline, I lhiave placed myself in no
equivocal position. In resolving to marry & good
aod honest girl—"

The look and smile of incredulity uporn my
aunt's face at this moment were too much for
me. Without a word I rose, took my hat, and
walked out, still pursued by the phantom of that
cold, sceptical smile. I hurried as quickly as I
could to Mary’s house,and told her tbat nothiog
sbould ever induce mo agrin to enter the house
of any oue of these, my sole surviving relatives.

That done, 1 felt happy. What were the
oceasional twittings of my male companions?
the sulkiness of my landlady when I told ber T
was about to leave?2—what were all the petty
troubles and annoyances of taking and farnish-
ing a house to me? Notbing! I lavghed, and
blew them away as feathers in the wind, ~ The
geim countennnces of these she-griffivs no more
haunted my dreams. The spcctral ¢ Chow-
Tsun,” riding over me with all its weight of
moist cotton, no tonger made the night hideous.
In place of apprebension by day, and terror
while asleep, I had now visions of sunny July
afiernoons in Surrey © o pretty house, 8 pretty
garden, and, prettiesy <. all, a pretty wife, who,
as [ write, is at this moment engeged.in manu-
facturing certain incomprehensible little gar-
ments of snow-white cotton and lace,
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WON'T YOU TELL M, WHY ROBIN?

Wonps axp Music nv CLARIBEL.
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STREET WAIL.

By Ggeo. MARTIN,

Frox morn till noon, fromnoon till night,
*  Pacing tho skiewalk, always In sight,
Who lins not scen the mysterious wight?
Is hie man or ghost?
I3 lie crazed or lost?
Does lie walk with tho fiendsor the splrits of light?

Answer, yo flagatones thatecho his tread;
Answer, yo cold winds that buffet his head
Tell ug, yo clouds, that with pinions outspread,
Smite him with fire,
And mock at his {re, .
Shuns ho the living for Jove of tho dead?

Through the long lapse of the changing year
His crumbling garments unchanged appear,
‘The old drab coat, angd the thing so queer
Stoek to his pato!
All out of date,
‘Ferpling the beggarsto point and jeer.
“ Poor Waif!”
Troor Waif? "tis an answer L will not receive,
Yedemous that goad him, ye sugels that grieve;
‘I'ell me the seeret whoso whispers bereave
His eyelids of joy;
Preserve or destroy,
Crush him in merey, or graut a reprieve,

1as he been guitty of some dark deed ?
Surely no crime in that brow could breed!
S0 lotty, o mild in its terrible need;

11as e betrayed

An innocent matd?
Or plundered the poor to surfeit his greed?

11as hie, for sake of & crumb and asip,
With loyalty's cry evermore on his lip,
Counsclled the uso of a merciless whip
When fajlure brought blame
On the Patriot’s name,
Andtyrants their hot-sided beagles let slip?

o

t1as he been cruel to nearest of kin?
The mother who loved him, and pleaded to win
Her prodigal back from the desert of sin;
11as ho struck in Lase ire
‘The cheek of his sire?
Then plungo him in Aclicron up to the chin.
« Poor Iaif'”

That tender refrain which the Fons repeat,
Tho Fons, that hover o'cg alley and street,
Let me interpret its sound as {s meet,

*Tis a pitiful cry!

*Tis the sob of tho sky!
1s hio tho victim of woman's deceit?

Oh, yo invisible shapes of tho air,
Spirits, or angels, or Eons declare,—
Sces hie naught clse but a face that Is fair?
Murmuragain
The tender refrain,
1f that, and thatonly, hath wrought his dcsp.:\ir.
“ poor ayf!”
Then have 1 wronged bim! and gricve atlus fate;
But lovo’s load of sorrow no love can abate,
Naming, still naming her carly and late;
A dim drean of bliss,
Tho soft light ofa Xiss,
Only may enter through memory’s gate,

Within, what a ruin® arch, column and cope,
The palaco of wisdom, ambition, and hope,
All broken and blasted! what spectres now gropo
Through tue blue chamel gloom
Of ench desolate room!
Blind, shrivelled, and maimed, they but mumble
and mope.
¢ poor Waif!"
Nowam I certain that beauty's false art,
A maid’s broken promise, hath broken his heart;
No othor evil such look could Impart
To manhood's fair brow;
Only speak of her now,
Andmarkhow tho eye-drowning sorrow will start!

ild-eyed, but crect as a goldier-king,
Throughtho Rue St. Jacques, witha tirclessswing,
Onward ho strides; let the fire-bells ring,

Aund their terror outpour,

Whilo the rod flames roar,
Nothing carcs he for the summons thoy. ing.

And why should he caro? why linger, or start?
‘Tho fierce-hissing tongues that tho fire-fiends dart
From window aud reof, from the gguare to the
mart,
Are harmiess and mild,
As the laugh of a chilld,
Cowmpared o the tempest of flame in his heart.

Why care? when tho thousands who sweepthrough
the city,
The Judgoe with black cap, and the maid with her
dity,
Bestow on love’s ruin no question of pity ?
The crowds that 1ie mcets
On the merciless streets
Only smito bim anew with soine word that {s witty.

Iind ghosts, whose compassionato voices I hear
Highup tn tho alr, comoe hither, come near!
Closo down his eyelids and fushion bis bier;

O let bim pass

Under ttower and grass!
Mon uro too busy to grant hima tear.

Good Angels! and Fons! oh! bear him away

Out of the ¢ity's tumultuous fray,

Tenderly kiss his parched lips, and then lay
1Tis body to rest
On the mountain’s lone breast,

Where shadows and sunbeams in happiness play!
¢« I'oor walf? poor waif!"

Montreal,

The Saturdlay Beader,
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THE CLUE SYSTEM.

tgam

HE Publisher of this Journal, resolved
to extend its circulation largely, offers additional
aud very liberal inducements for tho formation of
Club: At tho toot ol this notice will bo found a list
of vulugble works forming a small library in them.
sclves, and it is believed that there are but fow towns
or villages in Canada, in which an active friend of tho
Ryaper, may not obtain a suligignt number of
subscriliers, to cntitlo hihin to tho whole list, freo of
cost to himself. Where, however, tho whole list
may not bo readily obtainable, a very slight ex-
ertion will cntitle our fricnds to select, from it in tho
fo)lowling proportions. 1¥e¢ may add that the books
:l\’m al‘ll new copies, and well—many of themelegantly—
ound,
Any person obtaining 3 new subscribers and for-
warding subscriq.tlons in advanco will Lo entitled to
select one book from the Jist.

5 New subscribers, cash in advance, 2 books
10 " " 4 "

16 7
20 10
or a sct of the Mount Royalcditipn of the Pocts, com?
prising Moore, Burns, Scott, Milten, Thomson, Golce
smith and Beattie, Cowper, ope, {Vordswortl and
Shakspeare {2 vols.); in all cleven volumes, printed on
toned paper, {)rofuscl illustrated, and clc(;amly bound
{n green cloth, full gitt. Vublisbed at S11.00.

40 new subscribers, with cash in advance, will entitlo
tho gotter-up ot the club to the completelist, comprising
25 elegant volumes;

LIST OF BOOKS.

D Isracli's Curiositics of Literature,complete edition.
b Fireside Stories aud Sketches, By W. & R, Cham-
ors.

Good Words for 1861. Bound volume,
° " 1863- “
“ 1864,
" 18G5,
Habits of Gooqd Society.
- Garncau’s History of Canada, vols,
gaul 3uixoxe, completoin 1 vol,

..
““

“«
g

&
“

as,
Arabian Nights Entertainments, corspletein 1 vol,
Shakeipeare, completo in 1 vol.
Biographics of cetcbrated Canadians,
Moores I'ogtical Worke, elegantly bound.
Bums . [}
Scott's
Milton‘s
Ehomson’s

) T's
Powlzg *
-(Goldsmith’s andBeattic’s
Wordsworth's
Shakespeare’s ¢ «  2volz,

- Bunyan's Pilgrim’s Frogress, Itustrated.

If preferred tho publisher will mail o sixth copy of
“t]‘% Aeader mﬂfg&r onoiav‘(inr t;)titx;o &g)n\‘arder of &4 ¢lub
of bnew, subs 19, with cash vance; or
. Totho forwarder of o Avb of 7newsubscriliers, cash
-in_advance, & copy of Cartitie’s History of Canada 6
vols,, published at'$8.00. -

‘“
‘"

IMMIGRATION AND EMIGRATION.

ON this subject wo confess to lean to an opin-

ion not unliko that which the great poli-
tical cconomist, Launcelot Gobbo, professed in
the matter of converting Jews to Clristianity,
{I2 feared that it would raise the price of pork,
ond insisted that thero were already too many
Curistinns in the world, We adwit that in cn-
teitnining such a view of this important ques-
tion, we open ourselves to a chargo of hetero-
doxy; and it is probable enough that we arein the
wrong. But we reatly cannot pereeive the wais-
dom of taking trouble and making sacrifices to
eatice strangers into the country, when our own
people are leaving the Provinco in thousands.
We can understand how it is desirable to import
Coolies into the West Indies, to supply the de.
mand for labour caused by tho indolenco of le
Negroes; but our people flock into the United
States to seck the work which they cannot $u.,
at home, Until this point is satisfactorily ex-
plained, and the cvil remedied, i€ poasible, we
would not, if we had our way, expend a cent on
immigrativn or fmmigrants, who, of course, are
welcome to come among us if they come at theiv
own expense. What e object to is their do-
ing so at ours, under the peculiar circumstances
to which we have alluded. Why shonld we
send the better men away to get worse, as is
generally the case?

Wao would also hint a doubt if the great Amer-
ican idea of cxpansion is that best calculated to
secure the permanent interests of a nation,  Itis
with new countries as with young mca; there
may be growth without strength, nay, over-
growth is usually accomwpanied with weakness,
which <hows itself sooner or later. To attain a
sound state of body, in cither case, development
is 03 necessary as increase of size,.  Rome, as the
proverh tell us, was not built in a day; the
oak ignot the product of a season ; and the most
perfect of the works of God and man, are those
which arrive most slowly at maturity. We do
not join in the lamentations of those who de-
plore the emigration of Canadians from the Pro-
vince, and regard the fuct as « sign of decay.
Considered by itself, it appears to us, on the
contrary, & bopeful and encouraging indication
of theawakening spirit and energy of our French
Canadian fellow-subjects especially, Switzer-
land and Scotland have for ages sent forth their
young men 10 scek their fortunesin other lands;
yet both the:~ countries have been eminently
progressive all the time, and are now among the
most progperous communities in the world, New
England supplies the rest of the Urited States
with a perennial stream of emigration from its
adventurous population; yet New Eongland ex-
hibits no symptoms of decliae, cither as the
cause or consequenco of this continuous exodus,
Still, in our own instance, the circumstance is
not without its meaning to our statesmen and
legislators. Upon one of the lessons which the
fact inculcates, we have already touched.

There is much prejudice to contend against in
dealing with this question of Immigration. When
Mr. Macdougall was chief commissioner of
COrown Lands, he stated in the House of Assem-
bly that almost all the good lands once in the
hands of the Government, had been disposed of,
and he encountered such a storm of indigna-
tion, both in parliament and throughout the
country, that ho has been prudently silent in
the premises eversince. Nevertheless, it isto be
doubted if Mr. 2acdougall went further than
simply telling the truth, ~ Many persons coineid-
ed in opinion with the Hon. gentleman, and
many more are beginning to suspect that thero
hias been not a little false doctrine and false sen-
timent indulged in by some among us in con.
nestion with immigration, Weo are at one mo-
meat told of the wealth that immigrants bring
along with them ; and on the other hand, weare

-appealed 1o, on the score of humanity towards

our poorer countrymen at bome. Of the wealth
wo bave notseen very much, so far; and as for
the second view of the case, wo are inclined to
believo that not ono ina hundred of these senti-
mentalists would give a dollar out of their own
pockels to carry out the object they profess to
advocate. Forour own part, we are hard-hearted
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enongit tosuppose that the classes representing
the ignorance, poverty, and vices of Europe,
wonld not be a desirable addition to our popula.
tion, though the better classes might; and we
are strong in the belief that the best thing we
can do with immigration is, to leave it to its
own resources. Laisses fuire is a good rule in
this as well as many others matters,  From this
slight gossip on n grave subject, it mnst not be
inferred that we consider Canada to be in-
capable of sustaining a very large population.
Far from it. But we imagine that there arc

othier wetholds of mitaining that end than thnl!

which has hitherto Leen tricd in vain, and perse-
verance in which will only do harm in the alter-
cd state of the country.

REVIEWS.

Qun Metean Fugxp, By Chas. Dickens.  Bos-
ton: Ticknor & Ficlds.  Monteeal : R, Worth-
ington.

This is the sccond volume of the Diamond
edition of Dickens’ works now in course of issue
by Messrs, Ticknor & Fields. We noticed the
first volume in o late number of the # Reader,”
and have only to say of the voluine before us,
that it equally sucrits the commendation we be-

.stowed upon its predecessor.  The illustrations,
specially prepared for this edition, are numncrous,
and, with a few exceptions, swell executed, and
the binding and typography leare little to be
desired.

Tug Test ox THE Beacl, axp otuen Porus. By
Juhn Greenleaf Whntter.  Boston : Ticknor
& Fields, Montreal: R. Worthington.

The principal poem in this volume relates how
Mr. Whittier, in company with two friends—
Bayard Taylorand James T. Ficlds, we belicve—
camped out on the scashore somewhere in Mas-
sachusetts during the heats of the summes
vacation. After the friends and the poet are
introduced, the pocm touches bricfly upon the
surroundings of their camping place, and then
hasteus on to an ¢vening. when the two friends,
joined by a lady from a ncighbouring tent, sat
listening to some picces which the poet read
them—they in turn making their comments.
The remarks of the friends are characteristic,
whilst those of the lady furnish occasion for the
introduction of those moral and religious truths
which generalls form a part of Mr. Whittier’s
pocms.  The picces read by the poct were % The
Palatine,” “ The Dead Ship of Harpswell,” ¢ The
srother of Mercy,” and other picces, with which
the readers of the Atlantic Monthly are already
familiar. Following & The Teat on the Beach ”
are the “National Lyrics” and # Qccasional
Pocms,” a collection of short pieces, which help
to filt up this little volume, which we regand as
a very pleasing contribution to the poeticlitera-
ture of the day.

BIRDS OF PREY.
Baook the Thiro.

Continued from page 12.

&1 think papa had better let me come
10 scc bim at his lodgings,” shesaid, © wherever
they tmay be, for 1 should scarcely care about
Air. Sheldon secing himn. No onc here knows
any thing dchinitc about my bistory ; and as it
is just possible Mr. Sheldon may have encoun-
tered my father somehow or other, it would be
as well for him to keep clear of this house, 1
could not venture to say this to papa mysclf,
Tt perhaps you could suggestit without offend.-
ing him. You see I iave grown very worldly-
wise, and am leamning lo protect my own in-
terests in the spirit which you bave so jostilled
into me. 1 don't know whether that sort of
spirit is likely tosccure opc’s Liappiness, but I
have no doubt it is the wisest and best for this
world.”

Miss Paget could not refmin from an ocea-
sional sneer wlen ske wrote to ber old com-

panion. Ile never returned her sneers, or no-
ticed them.  His letters were always frank,
friendly, and Lrotherly in tone,

¢ Neithermy good opinion nor my bad opinion
is of any consequence to him,” Diana thonght
bitterly,

It was late in August when Captain Paget
and his protégé came to town.  Valentine sug-
gested the wisdom of leaving Diana in her new

' home uncompromised by any past assaciations.
I But this was a suggestion which Horatio Paget
conld not accept.  Hisbrightest successes in the
way of schieming had been matured out of chance
Cacquaintanceships with eligible men. A man
| who coutd afford such & luxury a8 a companion
for his daughter must needs be cligible, and the
I Captain was notinclined to sacrifice hisacquaiut-
! ance from any extreme delicacy.
“ My daughter scems to.have made new friends
! for herself, and T should like to sce what kind
of people they are,? he said conclusively. “We'll
look them up this evening, Val?

Mr George Sheldon dined at the Lawn on the

f day on which Horatio Paget determined on
i & looking up” his danghter’s new fricods, and he
and the two girls were strolling in the garden
when the Captain and Mr, Hlawkehurst were
arnounced, They had bean told that Miss Paget
was in the garden.

% Be geod cnough to take me straight to her,”
said the Captain to the boy in buttons , # 1 aw
her father.”

Horatio Paget was too old a tactician not to
know that by an uncercnuonious plunge into the
family circle he was more likely to sccure an
easy footing in the houschold than by any direct
approach of the master. He had seen the little
group in the garden, and had istaken George
for the Lead of the housc.

Diana turnced from nale to red, and from red
to pale again, as she recognised the two men.
There had been no announcement of their com-
ing. She 23 not even kaow that they were in
Laugiand.

¢ Papat™ she cried, and then held out her
haid and greeted him; coldly cnough, as it
sezmed to Charlotte, who fancied that any kind
of real father must be very dear.

But Captain Paget was not to be satisfied by
that cold greeting. 1t suited his purpose to be
especially paternal on this occasion. e drew
his daughter to his breast and embraced her
affectionately, very much to that young lady’s
surprisc.

Then, having abandoned himself entirely for
the moment 10 this tender iinpulse of paternity,
be suddenly put bhis daughter aside, as if he bad
all at once remembered his duty to society, drew
himself up stifily, and saluted Miss Halliday and
George Sheldon with uncovered head.

¢ Mr. Sheldon, I believe 2” he murmured.

% George Sheldon, answered thatgentieman,
“ My brotaer Philip is in the drawing-room
yonder, looking at us.?

Philip Sheldon came out into the garden as
Georgesaid this, It was onc of those sultry
evenings on which the most delighful of gothic
villas isapt to be too stifling for endurance
and in most of the prim suburban gardens there
were people lounging listlessly among the flowar-
beds. Mr. Sheldon came to look at this patri-
cian stranger who had just cmbraced his daugh-
ter'’s companion ; whercupon Captain Paget in-
troduced himsclf and his friend Mr. Hawkehurst.
After the :ntroduction Mr. Sheldon and the Cap-
tain fcll into an casy conversation, while the two
girls walked slowly along the gravel pathway
with Valentine by their side, and while George
loitered drearily along chewing the stalk of a
geranium, aud nondering the ohscure reminis-
cences of the last oldest inhabitant whose
shindowy memorics he had cvoked in his scarch
after new Links in the chain of the Haygarths.

The two girls walked in the familiar school-
girl fashion of liyde Lodge, Charlotte’s arm en-
circling the waist of lier friend, They were both
dressed in white muslin, and looked very shad-
owy and sylph-like in the summer dusk. Mr.
Hawkchurst found himselfina new atmosphere
in this suburban garden, with these two white-
robed damsels by his side ; for it scemed to him
that Diana with Charlotte’s arm round her waist,

and & certain shy gentleness of manuer which
was new to him,- was quite a diflerent person
from that Miss Paget whose wan face had Yooked
at him so anxiously in the saloons of the Bel-
ginn Karsaal,

At fiest there was considerable restraint inthe
toue of the conversation, and sonace little of that
unnccessary discussion as  to whether this
evening was warmer than the preceding evening,
or whether it was not, indced, the wamest
evening of all that summer, Aud then, when
the ice was broken, Mr. Hawkehurst began to
talk at his ease about Paris, which city Miss
Halliday had never seen ; about the iast book,
the last play, the last folly, the last fashionable
bonnet : for it was one of the specinl attributes
of this young Robert Macaire to be able to talk
about any thing, and to adapt himself to auy
society, Charlotte opened her cyes to their
widest extent as she listened to this animated
stranger. She lhad been so wearied by the
Dryasdust arguments of City men who had dis.
cussed the schemes of great contractors, * which
will never be carried o, sir, while moacy is at
its present rate, mark my words,"—or the chan-
ces of 1 company “ which is eaten up by deben-
turc-bonds and preference-shares, sir, and will
never pay its original proprietors one sispenee
of interest on their capital,” with a great deal
more of the samc character ; and it was quite
new 1o ker to hiear about novels, theatres, and
bonnets, from mascaline lips, and to find that
there were men living who could interest them-
selves in such frivolities. Charlotte wasdeligh-
ted with Diana’s friend. It was shio whoencou-
raged Valentine every now and then by some
exclamation of surprise or expression ofinterest,
while Jliss Paget herself was thoughtful and
silent.

It was not thus that she had hoped to meet
Valentine Hawkehurst, She stole a look at him
now and then as he walked by her side. Yes, it
was the old face—the face which would have
been so handsome if there had been warmth and
life in it, instead of that cold listlessness which
repetled all sympathy, and scemed to constitnte
a kind of mask behind wlich the real man hid
himsclf,

Dianalookedat him, aud emembered ber part-
ing from him in the chill gray morning on the
platform at Forétdechéne. le had let her go
out alone into the dreary world to encounter
what fate she might, without any more appear-
ance of anxiety than bie might bave cxhibited
had stie been starting for a summer-day’s boliday 5
and now, after a year of separation, ho met her
with the sume air of unconcern, and could dis-
course conventional small-talk to another wo-
m:n while she walked by bis side.

While Mr. Hawkchurst was talking to Mr.
Sheldon’s stepdaughter, Gaptain Paget had con-
trived to make bimsclf very agreeable to that
gentleman himself, Lord Lytton has said that
st there is something strange, and almost mes-
merical in the rapport between two evil natures,
Bring two honest men together, and it is ten to
one if they recognise each other as hionest; dif.
ferences it terper, manner, even politics, may
make cach misjudge the other. But bring to-
gether two anen unprincipled and perverted—
men who, if born ina ccllar, would have been
food for the hulks or gallows—and they under-
stand cach other by instant sympathy,” How-
ever thismight be with these two men, they had
speedily become upon very easy terms twith cach
other,  Mr. Sheldon’s plans for the making of
money were very complicated in their nature,
and he had frequent need of clever instruments
to assistin the carrying out of hisarrangements.
Horatio Paget was the exact type of man most
likely to be uscful tosuch a speculator as Philip
Sheldon. He was the very idecal of the ¢ Pro-
moter,” the well-dressed, well-masunered genile-
wan beneath whosemagic wand new companics
arise asif by magic; the man who, withouta
sixpence in his own pocket, can sela small Pae-
tolus flowing from the pockets of other people;
the man who, content himsclf to live in humble
second-floor at Chelsea, can point to gigantic
hotels which are as the palaces of a monarch of
Brobdignag, and say, Lo, thosc arosec at my
biddiog!” Alr.Sheldon was alwayson the alest
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to discover any thing or any body likely to
serve his own interest, either in the present or
the futare ; and hie came to the conclusion that
Miss Paget’s futher was a person upon whom an
oceasional dinner might not be altogether
thrown away. .

¢ Take o chop with us to-morrow at six,” he
sid, on parting from the Captain, “and then
you can hear the two girlsplay and sing.  They
play remarkably well, I believe, from wha other
people il me, but [ am not a musical man
myself” o

Horatio Paget accepted the invitation as cor
dially asit was given. Itis astonishing how
genial and friendly these men of the world can
beat the slightest immaginable notice.  One can
fancy the striped tigers of Bengal shaking paws
in the jungle, the vultures hob-nobbing in a
mountain cleft over the torn carcass of a stag,
the kites putting their peaks together after
dining on a nest of innocent doves.

& Then we shall expect to sce you at sharp
six,” said Mr, Sheldon, ¢ and your youny fricmd
Mr, Hawkelurst with you of course.”

After this the two gentlemen departed ; Va-
lentine shook hands with Diana, and tovk a
more ceremonious leave of Charlotte. George
Sheldon threw away his chewed geranium-stalk
in order 10 bid good cvening 1o the sitors,
and the little party walked to the garden-gate
together. .

« That Sheldon scems a very clever fellow,”
said Captain Paget, as he and Valentiae walked
towards the Park, which they had to crossou
the’r way to Chelsea, where the Captain had
sccured a convenientlodging. I wonder whe-
ther he is any relation to the Sheldon who is in
with a low set of money-lenders 2°

#1Vhat, the Shieldon of Gray's-inn 7" exclaimed
Ar. Hawkehurst, “ We can easily fiud that
out.”

Horatio Pagetand Valentine Hawkcehurst were
frequent visitors at the Lawn after that first
evening. Mr. Sheldon found the Captain useful
to bim in the carrying out of certain business
arrangements on more than one occasion, and
the relations Ectween the respectable stock-
broker and the disreputable adventurer assumed
a vory friendly character. Diana wondered to
sce 5o spotless a citizen as Philip Sheldon hand-
and-glove with her father. Mrs. Sheldon and
Charlotte were delighted with the Captain and
his protégé; these two penpiless Bohemians
were so much more agreeable to the feminine
mind than the City men who were wont to sit
in the dining-roown slowly imbibing Mr. Shel-
don's old port in the long summer cvenings,
while their wives cadured the abomination of
desolation with Georgy and Charlotte in the
druwing-room. Captain Paget paid Mrs. Shel-
don flowery compliments, and told her delightful
stories of the aristocracy aud all that shining
West-end world with which he bad once been
familiar. Poor simple Georgy regarded him with
that revercatial awe which a middle-class
country-bred woman is proae to feel for o man
who bears upon Lim that incffaceable stamp of
high birth and good breeding, not to be destroyed
by a half a century of degradation.  Nor could
Charlotte withbold her admiration from the man
whosc tone was so infinitely saperior to that of
all the other men shie had cacountered. In his
darkest hour Captain Paget had found his best
fricads, or his casicst dupes, among women. It
hiad gone hard with bim when his dear friend
had withheld the temporary accommodation of
a five-pound note; but it had been much harder
when his friend’s wife had refused the loan of
“a litde silver.”

Valentine Hawkehinrst came very oiten to the
Lawa; sometimes with bis friend and patron,
sometimce? alone.  He brought the young ladics
small offerings in the way of & popular French
novel fit for feminine perusal, or an ocessional
box for some theatre which had fallen upon evil
days, and was liberal in the circulation of
“ paper” He met the two girls sometimes in
their morning walks in Kensington-gardens, and
walked with them in the leafy avenues, and ooly
.=ft them at the gate by which they departed.
Somuch of his life was a listless waiting for the
arising of new chances, that he had ample time

to waste in feminine sociely, nnd he seemed very
well inclined to loiter away the leisure hours of
existence in the companionzhip of Diana and her
friend,

And was Miss Paget glad of his coming, and
pleased to be in his company ? Alns, no! The
time had been, and only within « few months,
when she had sickened for the sight of his
familiar face, and fancied that the most exquisite
happiness life could afturd her would be 1o see
hi once more, any where, under any circume
stances. She saw hitn now ahmost daily, nud
she was miserable.  She saw him; but another
woman hiad come between her and the man she
loved ; and now, if his voice took a softer tone,
or if his eyes assumed n tender carncstuess of
expression, it might be Charlotte’s influence
which wrought the teansforintion.  Who could
say that it was not on Charlotte’s account he
came so often, and livgered so Jong? Diaun
looked at him sometimes with haggard angey
eyes, which saw that it was Miss lalliday who
absorbed his attention. It was Charlotte,—
Charlotte, who was so bright and happy a crea-
ture that the coldest heart must needs have been
moved and melted by her fascination, What
was the cold patricinn beauty of Miss Paget's
face when compared with the changefal charn
of this radiant girl, with the flashivg gray cyes
and piquaut features, apd all those artless capri-
ces of manner which made her arch loveliness
irresistible? Diana’s heart grew sick and cold
as she watched these two day by day, and saw
the innacent school-gitl’s ascendanecy over the
adventurer, The atwributes which made Char-
lotte charming were just those very attributes
which Valentine Hawkchurst had been least
accustomed to discover in the womankind he
had hitherto encountered. He hadseen beautiful
women, clegant and fascinating women, without
number; but this frank girlish nature, this hap-
py childlike disposition, wasentirely new to him.
1low should he have met bright childlike crea-
turcs in the pathways which he had troddea?
For the first time ia his life a fresh young heart
sevealed its treasures of purity and tenderness
biefore his world-weary cyes, and his own heart
was niclted by the niew jofluence. e had ad-
mired Diana ; he had beer touched by her girlish
fancy for him, and had loved her as well as he
had believed himsclf capable of loving any
woman. But when Prudence and Honour coun-
selled him to stific and crush bis growing affec-
tion for the beautiful companion of his wander-
ings, the struggle had invelved no agony of re-
gret or despaic.  Me had told himsclf that no
good could ever come of bis love for Captain
Paget's daughter, and e had put aside thatlove
before it bad taken any vital root in his heart,
He had been very strong and resolute in this
matter—resisting looks of sad surprise which
would have melted nsofter nature.  And be had
been proud of his own firmness, “Better for
hier, and better for me,” be had said to himself;
let ber outlive her foolish school-girl fancies, and
wait paticatly till her beauty wins her arich
husband. As for me, I must marry some pros-
perous tradesman’s widow, if I ever marry at
all.”

The ianfluence of the world in wwhich his life
had been spent bad degraded Valeatine Hawke-
hurst, and bad donc much to barden him ; and
yet he was not altogether bard. He discovered
bis own weakness very soon after the beginning
of his acgnaintance with Mr. Sheldon’s step-
daughter. He knew very well that if he had
been no fitting lover for Diana Paget, he was
stitl less a_fitting lover for Charlotte Haliiday.
He knew that though itmight suit Mc. Sheldon's
purpose to make use of the Captain and himself
as handy instruments for the accomolishment of
somewhat dirty work, hie would be the very last
man to accept one of those usclul instraments
as a husbamd for his step-danghter. He knew
all this; and kaew that, apart from all worldly
considcrations, there was aa impassable gulf be-
tween himself and Chazlotte.  Whatcould there
be in commmen between the unprincipled com-
panion of Horatio Paget and this innoceat girl,
whose darkest sin had been a neglected lesson or
ae jll-written exercise? I he could have given.
her a home and & position, an untarnished nsme

and respeetable associations, he would even yet
have been wnworthy of her atfection, unable to
assure her happiness,

“Inm a sconmdrel and an adventurer,” he
said to himself in his most contemptuous spirit.
1 some henevolent fuiry were to give me the
brightest home that was ever created for man,
and Charlotte for my wife, [ daresay I should
grow tired of my happiness in a week or two,
and go out some mght to look for apluce wlece
I could play billiards and drink Ueer, I3 there
any woman upon this carth who could render
my existence supportable without billinrds and
beer?”

Kuowing himself much better than the
Grecian philosopher seemed to think it possible
for human nature to know itself, Mr. Hawkeburst
Jdeclded that it was his bounden duty, both for
his own sake and that of the young lady in
question, 1o Keep clear of the house in which
Miss Halliday lived, and the avenucin which she
was wont to walk. He told himsclf thisa dozen
times a day, and yet he made his appearance at
the Lawn whenever hie had the poorest shadotw
of an excuse for going there; and it scemed asif
the whole business of his life lay at the twoends
of Charlotte's fuvourite avenue, so often did he
find himself called upon to perambulate that
especial thoroughfare. e kuew that he was
weak aund foolish and dishonourable; he knew
that he was sowing the dragon’s teeth from
which were to spring up amned demons that
would rend and tear him.  But Ciwrlotte’s eves
were unspeakably bright and bewitching, and
Charlotte’s voice was very sweet and teader. A
thrilling consciousness that he was not alto-
gether un indiffercat person in Charlotte’s con-
sideration, had possessed him of late when he
found hiwself in that young lady’s society anda
bappiness which had bitherto been strange to
lim gave a new zest to his purposcless life.

He still affected the old indsffercnce of manner,
the idte listless tone of a being whio has finished
with all the joys and sorrows, affections and
aspirations of the world in which he lives. Bat
the pretence bad of late become a very shallow
one. In Charlotie’s presence he was eager and
interested in spite of lhimself; childishly cager
about the veriest trifles which interested her.
Love had taken up the glass of Time; and the
days and hours were reckoned by a new stan-
dard; every thing in the world had suffered
some wondrous change, which Valeatine
Hawkeburst tried in vain to understand. The
very carth upon which he walked had under-
gone some mystic process of transformation ;
the very streets of Lioadon were new to him,
He had knowan Keansington-gardens from his
boyhood ; but not those enchanted avenues of
beech and elm in which he walked with Char-
lotte. In the plainest and most commonplace
phrascotogy, Mr. Hawkehurst had fallea inlove.
This penniless adventurer, who at cight-and-
twenty years of age was steeped to the lips in
the worst expericaces of & very indifferent
world, found himsel{ allat once hanging upon
the words and lising upon the looks of an
ignorant school-girl.

The discovery that he was capable of this
tender weakness had an almost overwhselming
cffect upon Mr. Hawkechurst. He was ashamed
of this touch of humanity; this foolish affection
which had awakened all that was purcst and
best in nature that bad been so long abandoned
to degrading influences. For some time ho
fought resolutcly against that which he con-
sidered his folly; but the training which bad
made him the master of maoy a perplexing posi-
tion had not given him the mastery over hisown
inclinations; and when hefound that Charlotte’s
socicty had become the grand necessity of his
life, he abandoned himself to his fate withont
further resistance.  He et himself drift withthe
tide that was so much strouger than himself;
and if there were breakers ahead, or fatal rocks
lurking iavisible bencath the bluc waters, he
mast take his chance, His feail bark roust go
to picces when her time came. In the mran-
while it was so delicious o float upon the sum-
mer sea, that 2 man conld afford to forget futare
possibilitics in the way of rocks and quick-
sands,
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Miss Paget had known very few pleasures in
the course of her uncared-for youth; but she
hitherto had expericnced no such anguich as
that which she had now to eudure in her daily
intercourse with Valentine and Charlotte,  She
underwent her martyrdom bravely, and no yry-
ing cye discovered the sutlerings which ber
proud nature supported in silence. “#Who takes
any heed of my feelings, or cares whether I am
glad or sorry 2 she thought ; “kc does not,”

CHAPTER VI.—TUE COMIACT OF GRA S INM,

The sands which ran <o swifily in the glass
which that bright voung urchin Love had
wrested from the hand of grim old Thne, ran
with an almost cqual swiftness in the hour-
glagses of lodging-house keepers and trades-
people, and the necessities of every day dentanded
perpetual exertion on the part of Mr. IHawke-
hurst, let Charlottes eyes be never so bright,
amd Churlotte’s  society never so dear. For
Captain Paget and his protégé there was uno
such thing asrest; a0 we ingenious Captain
took carethat the greater part of the labour shonld
be performed by Valentine, while the lion's share
of the spoil waspounced upon by the ready paw
of the noble Horatio, Just now he found his
pupil unusually plastic, unusually carcless of
his own interests, and ready toserve his master
with agreeable blindness,

Since that awkward little affair at Fordétde-
chiéne, that tiresome entanglement about a King
of spades which had put in an appeamnce at o
moment when no such monarch was to be ex-
pected, Captain Paget had obiained the means
of existence in & maurer which was almost re-
spectable, if not altogether Lonest ; for it is not
to Le supposed that honesty and respectability
arc by any means sygonymous termns, It was
only by the exercize of superhuman address that
the Captain had extricated bimeeil from that
perplexing predicament at the Belgian watering-
place: and it may be that the unpleasant ex-
periences of that particular evenihg were not
without a salutary c¢ffect upon the adventurer's
future plans.

¢ It was touch-and-go work, Val,” e said to
his companion; ¢ and if I hadu’t carried matters
with a high hand, aud sprng my position as an
officer in the English service npon those French
ruftians, I dow't know where it would have
caded.”

It might have come to a metallic ornamen-
tation of the ankle, and some amiable 444, who
has murdered his grandmothier with a red-hot
poker and extenuniating circumstances, for vour
companion,” munnurcd ¥alentine, ¢ 1 wouldu't
try it on with that supererogatory King again
on this side of the Chanuel, if I were you.”

The Captain bestowed a freezing look on his
flippant protégdé, and then commenced a very
grave discussion of future wars and mneans,
whichended in an itnmediate departure for Paris,
where the two men entered npon an unpreten-
tious carcer in the cominercial line as agents
and travellers for the patentees of an improved
kind of gutta percha, which inaterinl was sup-
posed 1o be applicable to every imaginable pur-
posc, from the sole of an infant’s boot to the roof
of a eathedral. Thereare times when genine must
stoop to pick up its daily pittance; and for
twelve months the clegant Horatio Paget was
coutent to devote his best encrgices to the per-
patual praise of the Incorradible and Indestruct-
ible and Incombustible India-rubber, in consi-
deration of a very modest percenisge on his
commercial transactions in that material. To
exert the persunsive cloquence of a Burke or a
Thurlew in order to induce a man 0 roof his new
warchouses with a fabric which you are aware
will be tomn into ribbons by the first run of
stormy weather, for the sake of obtaining two-
and-a-half per cent on Bis investment, may nct
be in nccordance with the honourable notions of
a Bayard, and yet in 2 commercirl sense may be
strictly correct. It was only when Captain Paget
Lad made a comfortable little purse out of his
percentage upon the Incorrodible and Incom-
bustible that he discovered the extreme degra-
dation of his position as agent and traveller,
He determined on retamning to the land of his
birthh, Joint-stock compaunics were beginning
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to multiply in the commercial world at this
period 5 aud wherever there are many schemes
for the investment of public capital, there is
romn for such & man as Hortio Paget; o man
who, with the aid of 2 hired brougham, can in-
spire confidence in the breast of the least during
specntator,

The Captain came, accompanied as usual by
that plastic tvoland subaltern, Valentine Haw he-
lmrat, who, being afllicted with a chronie wear-
iness of evervthing in lify, was alwags eager to
nbandon any present pursnit in favonr of the
vaguest contingeney, and to shake off the dust
of any given locality from his vagabond feet,
Captain Paget and his protégé came to London,
where a fortanate combination of circnmstances
threw them in the way of Mr, Shehton,

The allinnce which arvse between that gentle-
man and the Captain opened a fuir prospect for
the Iatter.  Mr. Sheldon was interested in the
formation of 2 certain juint-stock company, but
had his own reasons for not wishing to be iden-
tified with it. .\ stalking horse is by no means
a difficalt kind of animal to procure in the cattle-
fairs of Lundon; but a stalking-lorse whose
paces are suflicicatly showy and imposing—a
high-stepper, of thoroughbred appearance, xud a
mouth seusitively alive to the lightest touch of
the curb, easy to ride or drive, warmanted neither
a kicker nor 2 holter—i3 n quadruped of rarve
excellence not to be met with every day,  Just
sueh a stalking-horse was Caplain Paget; and
Mr. Sheldon lust no time in putting him into
action. It is scarcely necessary to say that the
stockbroker trusted lis new acquaintance only
so far as it was absolutely necessary to trust
bim, or that the Captain and the stockbroker
thoroughly understood each other witliout affect~
ing to do so. For lomtio Paget the sun of
prosperity arvse in unaccustomed splendour. He
was able to pay for his lodgings, and was an
cminently respectable person in the eyes of his
landlord. He enjoyed the daily use of' a neatly-
appointed brougham, in which only the most
practised cye could discover the taint of the
livery stable. He dined sumptuously at fashion-
able restanumnts, and wore the fresheisof lavender
gloves, the mwst delicate of waxen heath-blos-
sums or creamy-tintes exotics i the button-hole
of his faultless coat.

hile the chicf flourished, the subaliern was
comparatively idle. The patrician appearance
and manacrs of the Captain were a perenial
source of profit to that gentleman ; bat Valentine
Hawkelurst had not a patrician appearnce ;
and the work which Mr. Shcldon found for him
was of 2 more uncertain and less profitable char-
acter than that which fell to the share of the
clegant Horatio. But Valentine was conteat,
e shared the Captain's lodging, though he did
a0t partake of the Capiain's dinners or ride in
the smart linle brougham. He had a roof to
shelter him, and was rarely unprovided with
the price of some kind of dinner ; and as this
was the highest onder of prosperity he biad cver
known, he was content. He was more than
conient; for the first time in his existence he
knew what it was to be happy. A purer joy
than life had cver hicld for him uniil now made
hita carcless whether his dinner .cost cighteen
pence or cighteen shillings ; whether he rode in
1he most perfect of broughams or walked in the
mud. He took no hoed for the future ; he forgot
the past, and abandoned himsclf Leart and soul
to the new delights of the preseat.

Never had Philip Sheldon found so willing a
too), so cheap a dmdge.  Valentine was ready
to do any thing or cvery thing for Charlotte's
stepfather, since lis relations with that geatle-
man chabled him to <pend sv much of s life
with Charlotte,

(7o b conrtinued)
o

¥ Euia."—Mr. Moxon, the London publisher,
has brought out a new cdition of the © Essays
of Elia,” and advertises it with the following
notice  ** This cdition passcsses the Dedication.
and Lamb's explanation of his pscudonym, now
published for the first time ; all other editions aro

therefore incomplete,”

{March 23

TABERNACLE LODGE.

FHERE are mysteries that may he guessed-;

mysteries that may be guessed af; and,
finally, mysteries that witl never be guessed nt
all. The interpretation of many a dark enigma
that, in its time, moved the hearts of thousands
with a curiozity almost painful, lies in the seeret-
Keeping earth, the component elements indistin.
guishable dust,  Nothing, perhaps, remaing but
the recollection of a sort of confused drama,
played in snntches, ont of earshot, by very-much-
m-carnest actors, till the curtain ceased to rise,
and there was only silence, and a taste of
tears,

It was—nnlesz we accept the one solution
which will be offered nt the end—a mystery ot
this last description that, ncarly a century ago,
in the little hamlet of Holyton, between Garcosh
and Thankerton, in Westmoreland, supplicd foori
fur conjecture not only to the dwellers in that
chucstcrcd neighbourhiocod, but the conntry at

arge.

{olyton, in the last century, was but an irre-
gular clump of little detached dwellings, nestling
in the bepd of n valley, and holding itself coyly
aloof fro. the restof the world. The highway
from Garcosh to Thaukerton passed within o
mntile, and, as if suddenly remembering that thene
was such a place as Holyton, shot oft” a by-road
—ilinty and forbidding enough—in search ofit,

ITolyton's wants were few,and it's one little shop
went near—with the exception of meat—to sup-
ply all the cssential needs of life.  There were
no poor in the village. At least one-half of the
timited population were Quakers. Those who
were not of that brotherhood were accustomed
to walk four long miles to their place of worshuip
at Thankerton; and this little Sunday procession
—zole link between Holyton and the world—
afforded to its contented people all the excite-
ment they desired.

There was one exception to this habitual non-
intercourse with the rest of mankind, comprising
an excitement the quict folk did not desire—and
that was the periodical visits of Nin Small, a
travelling tinker, a man of savage aspect, of co-
lossal size, of bellicose propensitics, and of temper
when in bis cups, which can only be compared
to that of a bull, naturally irritable, exasperated
by toothache. Ar. Small was reported to be
o gipsy descent. He bad, indeed, not attempted
to conceal that his ancestors had been lords of
Little Egypt, until expelled by the Saracens on
account of their Christian faith, which, notwith-
standing, they scemed somchow to have left
Yehind them. Mr. Small’s manifest short-comings
in this particular, not to speak of his uastable
temper, caused great uncasinessat Holyton ; bat
the carnal aid he afforded—for he wasa first-rate
and most expeditions workman—was too valua-
ble to be lost.  Morcover he was an embodicd
news-letter.  Great was the mass of tidings, six
months old, he bad to relate ; and nosooner was
the burly ruffian, with his barrew seen tamping
up the hitle-frequented thoroughfare, than it
was who should catch him first—tired, indeed,
and thirsty, but fairly civil, and foll of news and
work. The joy, in fact, at his arrival, was only
surpassed by that which hailed his depastare!

Quaker houses are proverbially neat; but the
last, and largest, cottage in the village, where
resided a widow, Doreas Hodgkin, and her little
daughter, was both neat and pretty.  Hodgkin
had net with some reverse of fortune, followed
quickly by his death, leaving his wife and child
in circumstances that threatened to compel them
to part with the home cndeared to them by the
recollection of many tranquil days, Thero seemed
but onc alteraative, and that Doreas did not
fike. Bntitdid not matter, for the chance of
finding a satisfactory lodger, ataplace so seclu-
;!ed as Holyton, scemed beyond the pale of

hope.

It happened that old" Adam Parslet, who in-
habited one of the smaller tenements, had  crejt
out into his very diminative garden, and, while
potiening antong his lettuces, beecame nware of a
horse’s rump and the astounding phkenomenon
of a stranger passing throngh the village, leading

his borse by the bridle,
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Casting impatient glances right and left, the
stranger deseried Adam, and halting, leaned upon
the paling.

“ Mo, there, old Adam !

# Thee knowest my name?” snid the old man,
in some surprise,

s | sce your occupation, which was Adam'’s”
replicd the steanger, with a sneer, * 13 there
wever a forge at band ? See how my gooud horse
is Inmed by your cursed roads.”

# Execration will little mend taem, friend, and
nay do tuceselt very gricvous hurg,” siid Adam,
The steanger uttered a short hollow langh,

Adam goticed that his fiave was very thin and
pate, uud hiseye somewhat sunken,  The fea-
tures, however, were cast in a refined mould aud
but for their expression, which, when it was not
one of profound melancholy, smackedd of disdam,
he might bave been esteemed o sufliciently per-
sonable man, ot about thirty. Iis hair fell in
jeuy ringlets over the collar and cape of his
riding.cont, which, like the rest of his dress,
was of fine material,  His horse was 2 maguifi-
cent roadster—one of those for which, in days
when this manly mode of travel was i vogue,
no price was considered too high. Pistols in
the holsters, and & smadl valise strapped to the
back of the saddle, completed the ordinary cquip-
ment of'a well-to-do traveller of the time.

¢ Good morrow to thee, Jolin the less,” said
old Purslet to 4 Quaker youth, who passed and
smiled to him,

€ Are yeul! ¢ ducks in this neighbourhood 27
ingnired the stranger.

“ I by ¢ ducks' thee meanest Friends, hadst
thce not better say so,” returned Adane Purslet,
¢ seeing that the tenm hath not obuwined among
us?”

The traveller repeated his sepulchral laugh,
and again inquired, withi some impatience, wheth-
cr 2 forge enisted in the neighbourhood.

Adam replied that there wus none nearer than
Thankerton, at which the stranger croaked 2
laugh,

Aud John the less, who had lingered near,
regretted that Nin Small was not just then at
hand, as he that restored Dorcas Hodgkin's
voiler to a condition rather better than new,
could surcly construct a horse’s temporary
shoe.

 When would this Tubal Crin return?* in-
quired the traveller.

& 1f thee hast stadied thy Bible only to devise
ill-fitting names, I have fear of thy condition,
friend,” said Adam.

“ When, Task you, will this fellow be back
bither 7”7 repeatted the stranger, with a mised
voice.

# We look for him very shortly,” said the
lesser John,

¢ Today T

& In four months,” said John, cheerfuily.

The traveller turncd his sunken eyes upon
them, for a moment, in silence.  Then, as sud-
denly resolved, hie said @

# Good. I'll wait for him.”

st Thee hasmore patience than 1 shioulit have be-
licved of thee,” remarked the plain-spoken
Adamn, % Wait four months to have thy poor
beast shod, mther than put him topain? 1 stand
rebuked before thee”

#* The place scems quict as the grave,” the
stranger remarked, looking up and down the
little strecy, in which no sign of life was visible,
1 need repose and stillness, Is there any house
of entertainment or lodging in this—what &'se
call it?—Holyton ®

Inn there was none. As for lodging—
Adam hesitated, for he knew that Doress
Hodgkin lhad conceived theidea of accepting an
inmale, could such Le found, in prefercnce to
abandoning lier much-cherished home.  Yet
something scemed to whisper him that the
strange, pale pilgrim, who wanted repose and
stillacss, would not prove an cligible tenant.
Nevertheloss, the conscientions Adam could not
deny that the protticst cottagein the place stood
in need of alodger; and, as the stranger, n0-
ticing his hesitation, pressed him on 1he subject,
but & few miautes elapsed before Mrs. Hodgkin
hiad 10 descend and give audicace 10 an uncx-
pected visitor,
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No record of the dialogue was preserved, ex-
cepting that the stranger, on learning the pro-
posed rent, produced a bundle of notes, and was
with difliculty prevented from paying two years
in advance, With regard to references, he had
observed that, thongh he was not in the habit
of earrying ahout his churacter in his pochet, he
would obtain one, by un carly post from the
metropolis, of such 1 nature a8 to oceasion the
most poigount regret to the Friends among
whom lic hoped heneefortly to sajourn, that he
did not actually belong to their fraternity.

Gentle Doreas Hodgkin thought littde of the
seavcely covert sueer, for, stange to say, the
fice and ntnner that had o untiwvourably im-
pressed ncighbour Parslet, had, upon ser, the
precisely opposite effect,  She saw, in her in-
tending lodger, & man aged before his tiwe by
ment:tl and bodily ills of no common kind  1lis
soft voice and most melancholy smile conveyed.
she thonght, an appeal for ihat sympathy only
the more precious to haughty natures because
itis not sought in words. Even his curious
hollow laugh exacted pity, for it told some-
thing about the chest and lungs which might
require more than repose and solitude to st it
right,

Thus it came to pass that the stranger, who
announced that his name was Lopré, novk up
his abode at Tabernacle Lodge, nud began,
without delay, to reap opinions ot the most au.
riferous nature from all sorts of men.  Uis merit,
it must be adwitted, was of 2 negtive charae-
ter. e bore limself like a man of breeding,
and he did no harm. Some baggage, including
sundry huge brown books sccured with brazen
clasps, arsived from southwards, and the bringer
took back Monsicur Lopré’s horse, to be sold,
fur what he would fetch, nt u ncighbouring fuir.”

Monsicur Lopré, who was French in nothing
hat his name, turned out, in fact, the pearl of
lodgers. He gave so little trouble, that Doreas
felt almost dissatisficd. There was no chanuel
of approach by which she and little Ruth—her
mother's active and interested ally—could make
kuown to the sblitary wan the sympathy they
felt for his evidently failing health and broken
spirits. e ate little; and drank less. A slice
of brown bread and a cup of cream forbreakfust,
an omclette or o couple of rashers of farm-bacon
for dinner, appeared to be the objects of his
choice ; but if, for these, a dish of tomtits or a
stewed gguierel had been substituted, Doreas
felt, with o heavy hieary, that her Jodger would
have accomplished his meal with unchanged
indifference. His time seemed to be about equally
divided between cager study of his mighty
books and meditative wanderings——sometimes
protracted farinto the night—among the dense
neglected woods that, beginaing just without
the village, clothed the adjacent slopes for miles
around.

Some weeks had clapsed in this fashion, when
Dorcas’s interest in ber singular guest was in-
creased by liearing, as slic fancicd, sounds of
deep distress issuing from Lis chamber.  This
occurred ore and more frequently 3 and,
though it was manifest to the listener that cvery
cffort was being made by the unhappy man to
suppress these tokeas of suffering, it was equally
clear that Lis anguish, whatever its nature,
could not be tamed to silence. At such times
he would move about the room for an hour to-
gether, until, apparently exbiausted, e would
sink hicavily upon the couch, when choking sobs
aud halfaasticulato cjaculations bore testimony
to the tempest that continlicd to rage within,

QOn ono of these oceasions—it was about noon
—Dorcas was passing his door, when an excla-
mation struck her car, having so much the tone
of actual corporal suffering, that, acling upon
womaoly impulsc, she opened the door and went
in.

Loprd was scated at the table reading. He
hiad onc of his great books open Lefore bim, over
which, as she entered, he spread blis hiand-
kerchicef, and he gazed at Dorcas with an aicof
indifcrent question, so welt aud hastily assumed,
thiat, but for his still quivcring lip and the drops
thiat stood upon kis brow, she might have fancicd
her cars bad been decsived.  As it was, mur-

wmuring an apology, shie witbdrew.
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Ruth conld not scold her mother ; but she
did hazard the undutiful remark that, had she
beea in that mother's place, she would lave
ventured more.

Ruth was a very pretiy littie damsel of ten,
beyond hier years in intelligence, and the most
precise of little puritans, She dressed, and en-
deavoured 1o demean herself, exnctly like her
mother. She had the selfeposses  m of middle
age, and her remarks were ofien wore in har-
wony with that period of life than witle her own,
She wasg, perhaps, the only creatare in the village
who had never expericnced that mysterions
feeling, not absolutely wmingled with tear with
which Monsicur Lopré, with his eccentric habits,
haughty demeanour, and unspoken griefs, was
beginning to be viewed. But the child's heart
wus sorcy for the loncly man, and the wistful
expression of her soft blue eyes, as she occusion-
ally ministered to his wants, had attracted the
notice of the rectuse, and perhaps inducsd him
to break his habitual silence, and exclunge «
word or two with his little attendant.

One morning they met upon the stairs <

“ Here's a letter for thee, Augustus,” said
Ruth. aud put it in his hand.

“ You have learned my name,my little maid 2?

“f Augustus® is on by letter,” observed
Ruth, in a tone of gentle r, .hension, It
that be thy baptismal name, thou shouldst have
told us sooner, Augustus. Tliou necds not to
hide what is {it and true.”

“ Are you not a mnrvcllous little atom, to
lL;lclnrc an clder thus ?” said Lopsd, mach amus-
¢

“ 1 have more to say to thee still,” said Ruth,
calely.

© Say on, little grandmother.  ILear," replied
the lodger, opening his letter with an agitated
hand.

# 1 do not like thy ways.”

 What 3" cexclaimed Lopré, in a tone so
fierce, that poor little Rath turned pale, and
began to lose heart, Bmt she made an effort,
aud added ¢

¢ Jt—it—is—for thy own sake, Augustus.
Thou art not Lappy, and 1 fear thouw art not in
the way to beso.  Thon h.tst not once attended
thy steeple-house—and——-"

¢t Steeple-house ! Walk ten miles to licar some
droning booby misquote other idiots' dreuns 27

# ] would not connsel thco o go for suck 2
purpose,” said Ruth, # but that thon mightest,
peradventure, be stirred 1o prayer. .Augustus,
thou neglectest that exercise.  Canst thou say
thy catechism?”?

“ My catechism and thine are different, my
pretty little saint,” said Lopré, with a grin that
made his cadaverous face more ghastly still,
 But, see, you mustscold me no wmore fo-duy.
We arc going to be busy, for once.  Say toyour
wother that I look for a friend to dine with me.
This letter warns me he will be here at six,
evening.  He is young, andrich, and sclftindul-
gent, and will look for a delicate repast. Spare
no cost. Here’s money” 1e put 2 purse of
guineas in her hand. “ For the wine, 1 will
take care of that.”

# Doth the steahger rest here ?inquired Ruth,

 He-—rests—yes—no—that is, he will depart
Iate to-night,” replied Lopré, with some con-
fusion of manner.

But Rutls hospitasle thoughts were now in
the ascendant, and, -after avother word or two
of necessary directions from Lopré, she tripped
away to licr mother.

According to the accounts subsequently col-
Tected, it was near dusk when theexpected guest
cantered up the village street, and dismounting
at Tabernacle Lodge, threw his rein to John the
less, who, as the least employed member of the
community, was ofien made of use when help
was needed.

The age of the new comer scetned bardly to
exceed cighteen.  He was a very handsomo
youth, but pale and dissipated-looking, and a
somewhat hicavy eye and Ianguid gait t0ld too
plainly of the incvitable tax that debauchery
and cxeess tad began to levy upon a frame and
constitution intended by nature for long and
vigorous life,

The fricnds grected each other with great ¢or-
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diality, embracing, and—as was not unnsual
—kissing cach other on the chieek, after which
Loped led his young gaest to o chamber, and
while the lattar made sume Jhaege in his toilet,
busivd hinmsscdl’ in prepading the materinls for
what cromized to be a cunvivial evening,

The resources of botli Gareosh and Thauk-
crton had been taxed for that supper, the like
of which had never been heard of in Holyton
but the Kindly Dorceas was glad to see her
monraful-tenant roused and cheered, and did her
wtmost to gratity the epicurexn visitor.

It is to Le inferred that she suceveded, fur the
mirth and merrimeat that began from the woment
the stranger rjuined his host ceased not for
hours to stactle the quict Friends of the imme-
Jdinte vidinity with unseemly shout and song.
The younger pevadler had o sueet and musical
voice, and the Lyiics bie selected, though, being
—perhaps fortunately —in the French tungue,
their purport was to the listeners unintelligible,
sounded pleasant to the car; and, judging from
the incessant croah of Lopré’s laughter, afford-
el to that gentleman, at least, unmitigated
satisfaction.

Oune thing, to the credit of the latter, was
obzervable—that, whenvver little Ruth was pre-
sent, he exercised o certain cuntrol over bis
companion’s wild and rechless talk , and unge,
when the young libertine, attracted by the dittle
damsel’s extrene beauty, began to address her
with silly words, Lupré silenced him with a lush
no man could misunderstand.

When at length they came fucthy which was
not till long after moonrise, and the guest's
hurse, in the custudy of the lesser Jolin, was
heard paning at the gate, the yuath showed
fewer signs of the carouse than did the far more
tunperate entertainer, The latter lovhed flush-
ol was agitatdd, and had Lis arm rousd his
fricnd’s shoulder. Was it in affection, or to
steady his owa steps ?

= Farewell, my Frath,” e said, as Lis fricad
put fout in the sticrap. )

The young man lovked up to the star-sown
sky.  The light Ruth was holding fll upun lus
uplified fice, and showed it carivnsly grave and
pale.

“lm oant to b guided by that stag,” hie saud,
“and it has gouc out.  How singular!”

“Most of her sisters will have followed suit
before yoa get through the wood,” said Lopré,
*But you cannot miss the way. None have
dont so yet

“What the devil do you mean by giving a
fellu. God-speed in such a tune as that 2 1—I
teli youwhat, Augustas,” he added, irresolutdls,
* 1 am loth to part with you sv svon, and [

“You shall nof, then,” interrupted Lopré.
Il walk bestde, and put you in the was. My
cloak and hat, Ruth.”

She brunght them, and thy stranger leading
his horse, they walhed away together.

#Thy fricnd bath furgutien his weapons of
wrath, and T am glad of it, Augustas,” s«id little
Ruth, next morning, saddealy cxibuting a pae
of pistols.

Lopré gave a quick start, and the colour rose
to his brow, as hic snatched them from her.

*I marcel not that lie was ashamed of them
in a house of peace, and so hid them beneath thy
reading-chalr,” cuntivacd the Little damsel, with
some severity.

Lopré lauglicd, and the circumstance was fur-
gotten.

Frank’s visit scemed to workh a remachable
change for the better in the tenant of Taberna-
cle Lodge. He gained colour and flesh,  His ap-
Intite improved. He was cheerful—alinust so-
ciable. No accents of truth were heard, as be-
fore, issuing frum Lis chamber.  He delighted un
Ruth, and held long bantering conversations
with her—sometites opposing her arguments
and exhortativns, sumelimes cxhibiting tokens
of most suspiciously sudden conversion.

It was probably aboat threc months after
Fraok's visit, that the appearance of Ninian
Small—that desred 3ot dreaded tinher—roused
Holyton from its accustumetl turpor. Having
been absent somewhat lynger than usual, Nin
had his hands full, and it was not till the closc
of the fourth day that ke had leisure to commence

the drunken orgic that, surely as day follows
night, succeeded his intervals of labour.

ft was custemary with the quaher purtion of|
the cummunity, as svon as it was satisfuctorily |
ascertained that Me. Small was diuuk, to with-
draw into their respeetive tabernades or dwells |
ings, and mahe the entrances theeeto as secure
as possible.  But, at present, Nin was i a stage
20 little advanced as to be havmless company, ,
and more than one Friend lingered round the,
spot where Mr, Small, seated npon an inverted |
bucket—which e preferred to any description,
of chaie bitherto i use—amused a koot of vil-,
fagers with news from Loadon.

He had got through bis political Ladget, and
cume to subjects of a4 miscellancous character, in |
which may be termed court and  criminal gossip
bure & cunsiderable share, amld mightily nterest- |
ed the listening circle. It anust be confessed
that Me. Small hept his imagivation ander no
tery stern cunteol, and wlien he fuuad, from the,
open mouths and eves about him, that he had
got hold of a goud thing, usually went in fur,
what would, in this age, be called ¢ seusation.”

“Ses the king—God bless'n” (hats, except,
thuse of the Friends, temoved), “ses he, (T
nivie stand it, Charlotte, dyemind e 2 Iwon't, |
Hu's my godson, is Geurge Frank,  Beiu' a sui-
verig and o godfather, my parlyment shall offer |
a‘nnsum reward,  Twenty Pounds.”

¢ Cume, that worn'teatravigant, furalond,”,
gronled a lastander.  * But he never come
back ?*

* Never more heeed on,” said Ninian, ¢ He
had spent all his fortune. But his jewels, his
nags, his picters, bis . Wl wlhiatever else
my lord tuuh dus pleasures in, they was kft, as if,
Jicmeaut to come bach nextday. Fae pounds,
nas added to the renard (purwidin® he was
fuutd mardered) , and—here’s the Lill—no "taia't
—I spiled it wi' a sausage—but it was gic' out
that, * Whereas the Lord George Francis Olli-
phant bau disappeared, aged cighteen, and no-
buly Knuw’d what the devil had becume of bjm, ,
but thuaght that a cruel, barkarous, and detes-,
table mucilier had buen connmtted on bis warcase
—tlus here rewnacd, exetterer, Groros Rex. "

The recital of this important and authentic,
ducument juastified a pause and a draught, the
former short, the latter long, after which Mr.
Small resumed :

« He had been heerd Ly his vally to say be
were iuvited to visit an old friend, whose name
ke didn't mention, and twhich lived nowheres
about, Consequently, it was thought to be one
Captain Gullayae, avery nice gentleman indecd, ,
but anluchy at play, and had touh, it was,
thought, to the road,  The captam, ben’ adver-
tised in the Flyin' Postman, tellin’ him a aunt
hiad died at an advanced age, and left him a le-,
gacy, declined to answer—and was accordingly ,
described, Fufty gancas reward. He was a
pale, thin,—a—pale—a th——"

The sprakers voice faitered, and became in-
articalate.  His massive jaw dropped, and lus,
great cyes seaned glued to some obje without ;
the circle. It was the face of Lopré, stes.. and,
whitc ns the moenlight, exactly fronting him.

“Go on, my worthy friend,” he said, quictly. ,
¢ The descripion.  You have it in your ponch.”,

~"Ti3 lust—be cursed to ity said the tinker,,
sullenly. But bie ceased to fumble in lus pucket,,
and suddenly changzed bis subject and his man-,
ncr  together.  Swallowing another bLasy
draught, he rosc, and, with = powerful kick,,
sent the bucket spangiag among the shins of lus,
audicnce.

¢ There's cnough of stories!”
“* tnore ale, there.  Hilloo for arouse 27

And Nr. Small, throwing his gigantic person;
v an attitude that might be accepted cither as,
an invitation to drink or fight, gave notice by
this gesture that the moment bad arrived when,
the lovers of peace and order mught. graccfully
retire.

Two or three Friends could be scen slippingy
away, like rabbits to thar burrows, and eveny
the* Tip us a stave, Jchoshaphat I" addressed to
one of them, as he trundled off, failed to arrest
that gentlemans fight.  Lopré had passed on;
his way, and there remained only two or three,

-

he bellowed,,

rough fellows who were accustomed, so long as,

; acted as an incentive.

their means permitted, to share the potations of
the convivial Small.

Nunian continued to driuk and roar, but evine-
@l leas sucial dispusition than usual, and final-
Iy staggered away, furbidding his friends to ful-
low, Bat, fiest, leaning—or, rather, fulling—
against the shoalder of the nearest, he tanaged
to blurt out the question: .

“Where do ‘e live ?”

“ Who live ?" inquiced his friend.

“ Pale  face—gellyman—=" explained Mr,
Small,

‘Ihie uthier informed him, adding, however, that

¢ the party in question was, probably, at this mo-

ment, in azcordance with his well-known habit,
rambling in the woods.

Mr, Small thrast his friend from him, playful-
1y indeed, but su furcibly, that the latter recled
some paces and fell, being asked at the same
time, what the sumething he meant by leaning
upun fum, Snall?  This done, Ninian tacked
away in the divection of the woods. As he
went, his muddled brain wrestled with alittle
sam,

#Fifty guineas—and t-twemy pounds is—
s-sevecnty pou—ucl mind th'od shill—.and
fipvutnure—make hundern—I must have it all—
all—  Stay, where's 'Scripsion”?  But he had
blundered into the wood-path, and could ne
longer sec at all,

Lopré had nul taken his accustomed ay.
He had goneslowly home. At the gate he found
Dorcas, with a pale and anxious expression on
her usually cumposed features, watcbing and
listening. The poor woman did not attempt to
conceal her uncasiness.  Little Rath, who was
in the habit of going twice & week toa farm-
Luuse, nearly a mile distant, across an Angle of
the woods, Rath, who should have returned two
hours since, had not made her appearance.

While she was yet speaking, the disturbance
made by the brawling tinker reached their ecars,
and & neighbour, who passed, told Dorcas that
the ruffian had reeled asay, mad with drink, to-
wards the woods.

The mother tarned whiter yet—and made a
faiat step in the dircction indicated.

s« Iic is a savage creature, in these scasons of
drioh,” she said, ¢ he might not even respect my
wnocent. I'll—"

Lopré touched her arm.

“ Have no fear, I will seck her,” he said, and
strode away.

“Thee wilt be carcful of theeself, too ericd
Dorcas, after him. * Strive not, if thou canst
help it, lest he proves stronger than thou.”

Lopz¢ tarned his face in acknowledgment of
this discreet cunasel; bat his shiort holluw laugh
was the only reply.

Ruth, fearless Little messenger, had been de-
layed fuc beyund her usual time, but, neverthe-
less, refused all cscort, and was already half
through the darker portion of her way, when she
became conscivus of theapproach of the drunken
guaat, who, swaying about his mighty arms, and
roanug feagments of a ribald song, appeared to
be secking an outlet from the wood. Suddenly,
as if abandoning the effort, he flung hLimselt
dowa at the side of the path.

Rath hoped hic would go to steep.

“ Then,” she thought, « I can slip by.”

After & paase of some minates, the atiempt
was made.  But, unhappily, Mr. Small was not
only awake, but active. If Ruth had twalked
coolly pastit is possible he might not have mo-
Icsted her, but the manifest purpose of escape
e made a swoop at the
little flitting figure, and clutched her dress.

) Ruthshricked, for shehad an intense dislike and

dread of the man., -

« Stop your something screeching, you some-
thing'd little somethingl® growled Small, toss-
ing her from onc arm to the other, as though she
were.a doll.  “ Kiss me, or I'll drown yo in the
ditch! \Vhat, scratch me, will ye?* bellowed
the infuriated ruffian, ¢ then, here goes.”

He lifted her high in the aiz, with what fell
purpose who can say ? for at that instant the
child attered another cry.

“Ah! Augustus! Dost thou sce?”

A band of steel was twisted in his neckerchicf.
Another band caught Ruth as she fell, fo. the
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arms and knees of the drunken man relaxed, and,
after a second struggle, Ins ponderous frame re-
mained an inert mass 10 s assmlant's grasp.

Pour Ruth was smoothig her rufiled plumes :

I thauk thee., The Lord bless thee, Angus-
tus! But oh, Augustus, he is choking!  loose
thy hand. Thou must not slay the violent un-
couth man.” . .

“ Quick, then, child—bring water.  Thero's
sume tn the diteh beliad ws,” cried Lopré, mpa-
tiently.

Bat the merciless gripe did not reliax—no, not
while Lepeé's other haad searched  the wretely's
puchet, and drew out the printed « Description !
—until Rutl, wath b hamdkercluel saturated
like a spunge with water, ran back to lns sude.
Together they untied his neckeluth, threw open
the rugged chest, aod sprinkled water on the
face and head, but one of them knew full well
that the veean stself and a college of doctors to
buut, cuuld nut resture viie gasp to N Small,

& Jt is drink, not I, that did this—the sottish
hound I said Lopré, as he rose from bis knees
and, with little ceremony, pushed the body from
the road. *Home, now, my little maid. We
must repurt at once what has happened,”

He tuvh the ¢luld's hand and led her, tottenng
and hurror-stricken, home to the village.

Great, a3 may be supposed, was the disturb-
ance created by this untoward event, and the
proceedings of the district coroner in reference
to it. Opinions were divided as to the actual
cause of death, but not as to the innocence of
Lopré of auy homicadal intention (who was
there to suy how long and how ficrcely the
death-gripe continued ?). Vidlent passion—
sudden eftusiva of bloud wpun the already stu-
pefied brain—accideatal Lnjury—the  clubbed
wits of u sapient twelve, and an aduurabie con-
Jusion—¢ Homicide by misadventure.”

If Dorcas Hodgkin had follo wed the bent of her
secret inclination, she would have requested hier
pearl of a lodger, absulved thuugh lie was, to
seek another hume. However blameless -
tention—and something whispered that was not
too certain—Uc had sluin o man, and Tabernacle
Lodge was not preciscly the ity of refuge she
could have desired. Often did she resolve to
speak, and asoften did the careworn melanchioly
face appeal to the good woman's sympathies and
transform her suggestion that he should change
his abiding-place into the expression of a hope
that he was comfortable where he was,  Ab!
that she kad acted upon the first wholesome
thought!

There was another ceasun fur pecmtting lum
toremain.  Since the tragical affaie i the wood,
Ruth's intercst in thar ludger had wcreased
tenfold. Not for an instant did the little maiden
doubt that, under Providence, she vwed her hife
to bis timely interposition, and how could she
repay him bettee than by redvabling her care for
his soul ? She took him firmly in hand, and, if
patient listening and iadulgent acqaicscence be
tokens of conversion, Ruth Lad cvery teason to
be conteat with her disciple.  The latier, on Ins
part, scemed to grow ever more and more at-
tached to his little friend, and could not bear
that she should be many hours together out of
his sight. 1e¢ was fund, but never famihar,
teeating ber very much asa well-grown child
might treat & governess, young i years, but
honourable by virtue of her office. They ocea-
sionally strolled through the wouds together,
and, at tho period at which wo now arrive—
that is to say, about cight months subscquent to
the death of the tinker, Small—this had grown
to be almost a daily custom.

Lopré's health had declined somewhat rapidly
of late. What was worse, the tokens of some
gnawing affliction, Lodily or meatal, or botb,
biad retarned, and sobs and balf-stifled cjacula-
tions of the sufferer oficn broke upon the mid-
night silcaco of Tabernacle Lodge. The only
scasons of relief appeared to b those in which
the two singularly assorted fricnds lost them-
selres in the mazes of the wood, and the cul-
minating peaco was when, seated under some old
tree, Ruth's sweet voice would dwell upon that
cternal rest to which her innocent heart panted
to direct her hearer’s,

A terrible incident suddenly occurred. Little

Ruth, who had gone out, at noon, on one of her
farm-liouse journeys, was brought home, in the
arms of two labouring men, frightfully injured,
unconscions, and plainly dying. ‘The wmen had
found her lying, asaf asleep, within a few yards
of the very spot at which Ninian Small had met
his violent end. 'The child lay in an casy at-
titude of rest, her dress composed, not a lmir
disordered, no soil, no scrateh, no sign of violent
usirge ; but closer examination revealed the evi-
dence of a hieavy blow on the back of the skull,
and a deep puncture in the chest, which secemed
to have bled internally.

The mother’s shrick, as she realised the fitul
teuth, rang throughthe house.  Asitdjed away,
the ghinstly fuce of Lopré peered forth from his
chamber-door, us 1w inqury. Dorcas saw him,
and her frenzy took a different turn.

« Begone, man of evil '—man of biood ™ cried
the bewildered woman, tn her anguish.  ® [t is
thou—surely then—that bring’st this trouble on
us. Look, lovk! Mine innocent!”

Lopré made a step forward,

s#[—I¢ What does she mean? What has
happened?  Who is—is dead 77

4 Nobody said she was dead but you,” snid
ouc of the men, with gruff pity. ¢ But she was
hard struck—and such a little one !

They told hum what had happened.

Lopré's face could uot look more corpse-liko ;
but Ins quivening lips betrayed his emotion, and
could scarcely enuuciate words:

¢ }las sho spoken ??

Bemg answered m the negative, he staggered
back into his room, and closed the door.

A silence, almost of the grave, reigned in that
syrrowful house durmy several hours. Then a
vuree, almost awtul 1 the hush, and the abrupt
breaking of 1ty said, at Liopré's door :

“She hus spolcen.” -

t And—thea 27 gasped 2 chioking voice within,

«wShe calls for thee”

Lthe one walkang in  frightful dreamn, Lopré
came forth aud foltowed Dorcasinto Ruth's little
chamber.  The dyieg child lay with her face
tonards the door, and the large heavy eyes grew
brighter as e eutered.  The little band made o
fecble gesture, in obedience to wbhich, and a
wlusper to hie mother, the latter requested thy
doctor and others who were present to retite,
herself accompanying them beyond the door.

What precisely passed was uever ascertained,
and our narcative can only be framed in bar-
mony with the singular surmise bereafter to be
mentioned.

&1 rejorce that thou art come. Kneel beside
me, Augustus, for nonc but God mnust hear us
now,” smd Ruth,  «1 have been wondering why
thou didst raise thy hand against so weak a
thing as I; one who loved thee heartily, Augus-
tus, and ever strove to mwister to thy welfare,
both of body and soul, 1as I noteven entreat-
ing thee to meckness and to clarity, when thou
didst nise and use me thus ?”

Lopré only gazed at her, and groaned.

* There 18 merey i thee,” the child continued,
“else thy wrathful weapons had not fhailed, Thou
hiast not pierced my heart, Augustus; dul thou
hast broken i, 1 shall not dic of thy wounds,
but of thee—of sorrow and fear of thy eternal
weal, unless thou scest how thou art captive to
the power of darkness, urging th~e to deeds of
cruelty against thy better will. I was suffered
to be iy help, thy good, thy staff aund stay, and
thou hast cast me suddenly, broken, from thy
hand. Think of me the more, Augustus, when
I am gone. Go burn thy lawless, wicked books,
thie traps of Satan to cusnare thy soul—burn
them, 1 say; thy dymg teacher bid thce.  Add
not rebellion to witchermafl, the sister-sin, now
that thou art shown the trath ; but turn thee
quick to the Atoncr, that 1 may meet thee there

The heavy cyes rolled upwards, then closed,
and a lonely smile settied on the gentle face,
which had not passed away, when, some hours
later, all that pertained to earth, of littlo Ruth,
was dressed for its catly grave.

That very strong suspicions should attach to
Lopré was only to be expected.  Although no
one had scen him return home, it was known
that they had gone out together, and tad been
scen walking apart, but conversing with that

quict tenderness that had, of late, invariably
marked their interconrse, One of the mun who
had brought the child home was, for somo unex-
pluined reason, so impressed with Lopré's guly,
that hie had, on his own responsibility, hureted
away to the nearcst magistrate and demanded
his arrest.  This, however, occupied some time ;
and it was very widnight, or rather carly morn-
ing, when those charged with the warrant reached
Tabernacle Lodge.

During this period Lopré had remained se-
cluded in his chamber, aud was often heard
moving busily about, as if preparing for depar-
ture. The door was therefore watched ; but he
made no attempt to escape, and, on the arrival
of the constables, it was thought advisable to
defer his captule till dawn, cspecially as the
blinds permitted an oceasional glimpse of their
intended prisoner, and a strong light in the room
confirmed the suspicion that ke was merely de-
stroying papers.

With the first streak of day, the watchers, not
withiout caution—approachied his door. Before
they conld summon bhim, Lopré stood before
them, holding forth his hands as though to re-
ceive the bhandeuffs, Disordered, haggard, yet
with eyes ablaze with insane fire, his spectral
aspeet almost daunted the stout thicf-catchers.
But the war was «ll within. He was quict—
totally dumb—and exhibited no outward sign
of emotion, but ence, when, on the way to the
gate, e was suddenly asked if certain dark-red
stains on hie sleeve were the blood of the mar-
dered child.

In this mute, half conscious condition, theun-
bappy man remained for a week, growing weaker
and weaker, until all idea of subjecting hum to
an examination was necessarily abaudoned. Un
the ninth morning of his imprisonment, tho
watchers in his cell made this report:

About widnight, Lopré, who, though slways
preserving silence, had been unusually restless,
tossing ou his truckle-bed, and breatlung hacd,
sank into a torpor. This Lad lasted about half
a0 hour, when a sudden sound and movement
startled the custodian then on duty. The pu-
soncs had risen to a sitting posture, his cyes
staring wild, his band grasping the mg, e
was trying to speak, and he did get out some
words, but they were ¢ nothing, no meaning, as
£ could sce,” said the watcher. Pressed on thns
poing, he explained that the words, “so's he
could remember,” was only this :

My little saint ... .. Aly saint 1?

That, having uttered these meamingless words,
he Jropped suddeuly back, and seemed to slecp.
-t daybreak, observing that he remained still an
the same position, very quiet, they went to ex-
amine their prisoncr, and found be had expired,

Two incidents succecded Loprd's death—the
arrival of 2 London constable, who identificd the
body as that of the once-renowned gamester
and debaucher, Captain Gallagde, and, sccond-
1y, the discovery of the remaias of Lord George
Francis Olliphant, whicb, with skall fractured,
and a ball through the breast, had been buried
in the wood.

And wherefore these apparently motivcless
crimes?  Shall we refer them, without comment,
to the great assize, where scerets cannot hive?
Or can we accept the idea suggested by a wrater
of the day, and founded upon some scorched
pages of onc of the volumes Lopré, cr Gullayae,
had sought to destroy, namely, that the study of
certain treatises, now happily obsolete, conceru-
ing occult pliilosophy and the black art,” act-
ing upon a brain half-maddencd by every species
of excess, had beguiled the unhappy studentiato
the belief that e had cmbraced the service of
lh.c]\l];nwcrs of evll, and must blindly work ther
wi

Tus Late Prorsssor Avrous.—M. Theodore
Aartin, joint author, with Mr. Aytoun, of the
Bon Guultier B allads, issnid to be wating the
biography of bis fricnd, with copious selcctions
from his correspondence. Mr. Agytoun, who
dicd in 1865, was son-in-law to © Christopher
North,” whom he succeeded as principal contri-
butor, and adviser to ¢ Blackwood’s Magazine”
—a periodical which, from the first, has been
cdited by its founder or onc of bis sens.
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T0O CORRESPONDENTS.

A Sersenrinkr—3arshal Ney was tried for
Ligh treason, by the Frenceh House of Peers, and
senteneed to be shot, Tt is not alleged that the
Duke of Wellington signed any sanction ‘or ap-
proved of the decision of the Chamber of Peers,
bt that it he had interposed, he might have sav-
ed Ney's life, '

J. T—Afinity signities relationship by mar-
tiage only ; consanguinity, velationship by blood,

Gro. H.—The calculation is quite simple,
You can count 160 or 170 :minute, but suppose
you go as far as 200 in 2 minnte, then an hour
will produce 12,000 ; o day, 286,000 ; anda year
or 365 days, 105,120,000, Supposing that Adawm,
at the begmning of his existence, vad begun to
count, and continued to do so, and was counting
still, he would not now, according 10 the usual-
Iy veceived clionotogy, have counted nearly
enough. It would require 9,512 yeurs 42 days
5 hours and 20 minutes, nccording to the above
rale, to count a billion, ora million times 2 mil-
lion.

Jor.—1t was long a fashion with royaliot wri-
ters to represent Oliver Cromwell as a monster
uf cruelty and hypoensy ; stman who made use
of nligious phsseolugy, merely tu subserve bis
vun awbitions cods. Sacke o view, after the pe-
searches of Carlyle, Guizot, aud others, c¢an no
longer Le upheld.  Cromwell’s religion; instead
of buing aere profession, seems o base been
the very essence of the man.  Neither can the
chiurge of bigote) be sustained against him ; for
so far as he could eftect his purpose, he would
sufler no one to be prosecuted for religious opin-
fons,  Cromwell grazped power aud was often
arbitrary, but we think all candid men must ad-
mit that he sought earnestly to promote the
prosperity, happiness and glory of his native
Tand,

Usose.—The tale is vespectfully declined.
We would advise you to selecta less diflicult
subject, and think you will thes succeed. Please
aceept our thanks for your cflort to extend the
circulation of the ¢ Reader.”

C. H. S—Your name has been placed on cur
mail list, and you should receive the ¢ Reader”
regularly.

Cuyma.~Ductylology is the art of communi-
eating thonghits Ly the fingers.

L. S.—We arc unable to give a satisfactory
reply to your question.

Weston.—Cindad is the Spanish word for ¢ a
city,” and is used asa prefix corresponding to
the English aflix, fown, as Ciudad Rodrigo (Ro-
deric’s Town).

ArvesT.~—Received—much obliged,

PASTIMES.

GEOGRA PHICAL REBUS.

. A town in Scotland.
. A river in England,
A town in Njpaun,
« A county in Ingland.
S0 A town in Ireland.
6 A river in Arica.
% A city in Yersia.
The aatals, pead downwards, will name a welle
huown author.

uh_{:l,‘.

ARITHMORLMS.
NOTED PAIXTERS.
1. 1,052 and Ne'er ansicers.,
2, (01 Youn Groreck serf
30262 ¢ Nue a way.
. 50 0 bun’s pay.
5. 51 o Us so Harry Jonces.
N 101 * DPrcy stéer.

SQUARE WORDS.

A sharp run.

To scream deliriously.
A Kitchicn apparatus
A portable lodgimng.

CHARADES.

1. My 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7 isalways unfortanately,
found i mny 8, 9, 11, inmy 8, 9, 11 my whole
is also often found; my 8, 9,10, 11,12, 13, 14
once contained my 1, 2, 3, 4, 3,6, 7 which las
caused much crime and wisery.  What is my
whole? A, MarTugws.

Crrmas,
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2. My 5,9, 3,8, 1 is a useful proverb.
My 5, 2,6, 7 waganciently used in battle,
My 1, 9,4, 10 meuns chief,

Csrias,
ENIGMA.
Nor form nor substance in iy being share,
1'm neithertive nor water, earth nor afr,
From numerons sourees, 1y birth derive,
Yot ne'er can die, for never was alive;
Aud yot with such extensive emmpire 1eign,
‘That very few escape my magle chnin,
Nor timé, nor place, my witd excurlons bound,
1 break all order, nature’s luwa contounid, »
Laise schemes without contrivance or dexign,
Anmd makeapparent conlmdlclions{oin.
The sleeping dead T summon from the tomb
Andoft anticipate tho living's doomn,
Awed by no checks, iy roving tlight, can soar
Beyond imagination's ictive power,
Can view cach conntry of the spacious cartly,
And visit realing that never yet had birth,
So awill my operations, in an hour.
1 can destroy o town or build a tower;
Oft to tho good b{ heaven fn merey rent,
1've armed thefr thoughits againat gome dire event,
As ot in chalug tho hardened villain biud.
And haunt with restless fears the gu“ly\l‘l_lillll.
1L,
Short answers in verse are fuvited to the above

chigma.,
PROBLEM.

A farmer brought to market soma horses, cows and
gheep. Fwoeninthz of the prico lis obtained for each
hurse, equalled threefiths of the pnee he obtained
tor cach cow, and three-tenths ol tho price he abtain-
ed for cach cow equally four fifths ot the price he
obtained for each shieep,” He solil tawice ax many cows
a% horeses and thrico as may sheep as cows. Ho receive
ed from his siles S$3—how many had ho zold of cach
and at what priees? CELIAS,

ANSWERS TO BEBUS, &c., No. 7.
Relus.—The Lion 1 the Path.—1, T'toy.

2
“

Herodotus. 3, Eris. 4, Lyeurgus. 5, Iceni.
6, Urod, 7, Neptune., 8, Isis. 9, Nechos. 10,

12, Buterpe. 13, Plato,
16, Hector.
2, Um-

Themis. 11, Hymen,
14, Arvistotle. 13, Terpsichore.
TLranspositions.—1, Niagara Falls.

brella. 3, A blue stocking.
Square Words—M A S T.
. AREA,
SEEN.
T AN K.

Churades.—Victoria Skating Rink. 2, lligh-
way-man. 3, Avchimedes,

Enigina.—Earth,

ANSWERS RECEIVED.

Rebus—Den, Bericus, 1, 1. V., Argus, Bella,
Camp,

Transpositions.—Arthur, Bericus, Den, Violet,
Argus, Bella,

Squarc Words.—Bericus, Bella, Arthur, Den,
Violet, H. H. V., Argus, Camp.

Charades.~\iolet, Cunp, Bericus,Den, Arthur,
H.H. V., Ovid.

Lnigma.—Bericus, Violel, Argus, Bedford,
Uvid, Ellen B, Cacounn.

Received t0o lJate for insertion in our last.
1. J. Orr, Lemuel 1., and Geo. B.

WITTY AND WHINMSICAL.

BrAU T0 A Gooss—Gander.
Tue CatTLr Pracur.—Flics.
Grousp Rexts.—The cflect of an carthquake,

Fatnoutess Deerns.—~The depths of a
womau’s heart.

% Uxgquat RaTine.—4A big wife scolding a
little husband,

Apvics 70 Brockneavs.—Stupid people may
caty but they should not talk. Their mouths
mway be well cnough as banks of deposit, but not
of issue.

Curious Jrst.—)r. Northcote tells us thata
clergyman, a friend of Mr. Opic'’s, declared to
him that hic once delivered froimn the pulpit one
of Sir Joshua Reynolds's discourses to the Royal
Academy as a sermon, with no otlier alteration
but it such words as made it applicable to
moruals instead of fine arts.—NorTicors's Lifc
of Reynolds.

¢ Shure, which is the catrance out 7° asked
aa Irishman at the Coventry Station the other
day.

Tux Soir: ox Music.—Over the door of n cob-
bler, who teaches music, is the following cou-
ilet 1

* Delightful task to mend the tender boot,

Aund teach the young idea how to flute.”

When is a storm liko a fish after o hook ? —
When it is going to abate (a bait),
Desiasisg Mes.—~Architects,

CHLESS.
TO CORRESPONDENTS.
G. G. Se. CaTiARINER, C.W.—~Your vequest has
been attended to. Buclosure sately recelved.

C. ¢ B Caxajonani, N, Y.—The back Nos,
have been anailed to vour address.  Have younothing
s on the stocks?”  Will write shortly.

J. G. A, MostreaL.~Thanks for your kindness.

Prous.uy, No, 88, Correct solutions received from
Alplia, 8. 1lull, J. Mcl,., and E. L. N,

—

TROBLEM, No. 60.
By 1 Heavey.
BLACK.
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White toplay and mate in threo moves.

Wutte. Brack.

KtoQ4or(a)

-
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SOLUTION O I'ROBLEM, NO. 58.

1Qto .

2 8 to ﬁ&l‘\lt 4,

3 Q 1o Q7 Mate,
(a.)},—-—;

2 Qto K Kti(ch.)

3 (¢ to K Xt G Mate.

I takes 1%

KtoR4.
K mnoves.

— -

A spirited game between Herren Kolisch and An-

dcerseen.
ALLGAIER GAMDIT.
winTe, (Jerr Kolisch.) BLACK, (Herr Anderssen.)
1 toli 4. 1PtoK
21to KB4, 2 K P takesT,
3 KKttol3, 3PtoK Kt4.
4 Pto KR4, 1 Pto K Kt5.
5 K KttoK {5 (c.) 5rtoK R4,
G K It to B4, 6 K Rtohis2.
TPt Q4() TPtoX B6
§ Kt P takes I S$110Q3.
9 X Ktto Q3. 9K DBtoK2
10QBtoK3. 10 Btakes R P’ (ch.)
11 htoQ2. 11 l!wK Kt 4.
12 Q Ktto B8 3(g.) 12 X D takes B(ch.)
13 K takes K BB, 13 Qto Kt 4(ch.)
M Pto K14, 1§ Qto KKt2,
I PtoKS. 15 QBtoB ¢
16 QKttohis 5 (k) 16 Q Kttoll 3,
17 h I’ takes !’ 17 Castles, Q R, A
1S K Ktto K 6. 13 B P takes 1°,
19 K Kttakes 1% 19 QR 10K sq(ch.)
20 Kt Q2 20 h to Q Ktsq.
21 K Kttakes P. 21 gnm l\'Bsq. .
22 Qto K2 (i) 2 Q Bto Ktg, ™
mQRtOKaq. 23 QKtto his§(5.)
2% YtoRKBS, 24 Qto X R3(ch.)
25 K to Q B 3, and Herr Anderssen rosigned.
¢.) Weacknowledgoe it to be but pro ting & vul-
x:a(r]:on;or 't’o call this variation of the Attack an
uA A

oT. .
“) A brilliant bat unsound attack, and one mnot to
bo"{ried on Herr A, js now to.bc got by giving the

twominor pleces for it and B ¥
Vo It wre topush the P upon the ad-

{g-) It wcre better play
verso B,
Ar excellent zeve.

7. o
s‘ga‘.))'mrcatcn!ng to cspture B, and then matostK's

{1 - .
i.) The defrnce bas s bad game; bt Q to K B 3rd.
lo{al& much moro promising than this.



