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“ Algernon ought to find a wife with a
bit o’ money,” said the old man, leoking
straight and hard into the lady’s eyes.
Theose round orbs sustained the gare, as
unflinchingly as if they had been made of
blue china.

“Jt is not at all a bad ides,” Mrs.
Errington said, graciously.

“But then he wouldn't just take the
first ugly woman as had a fort'n.”

“Oh dear no!”

“No; nor yet an old 'an.”

“ Good gracions, man! of course not

“Young, pretty, good, and a bit o
money. g‘hat’s about his mark, eh P”

Mrs. Errington shook her head patheti-
cally. “She ought to have birth, too,” she
said. “But the woman takes her husband’s
rank; unless,” she added, correcting her-
self, and with much emphasis, “unless she
happens to be the better born of the
two.”

¢ Oh, she does, eh? The woman takes
her husband’s rank? Ah! well that’s
script’'ral. I have never troubled my head
about these vain worldly distinctions; but
that is soript’ral.”

Mrs. Errington was not there to discuss
her landlord’s opinions or to listen to
them ; but he served as well as another to
be the recipient of. her talk about Alger-
non, which accordingly she resumed, and
indulged in ever-higher flights of boasting.
Her mendacity, like George Wither’s muse,

As it made wing, so it made power.

"’
H

“The fact is, there is more than one
{‘onng lady on whom my connections in

ondon have cast their eye for Algy.
Miss Pickleham, only daughter of the
great drysalter, who is such an eminent
member of Parliament; Blanche Fitz-
snowdon, Judge Whitelamb's lovely niece;
one of Major-General Indigo’s charming
girls, all og them perfect specimens of the
Eastern style of beanty—their mother
was an Indian princees, and enormously
wealthy. But I am in no hurry for my
boy to bind himself in an engagement: 1t
hampers & young man’s career.”

¢“Career!” broke out old Max, who
bad listened to all this, and much more,

. with an increasingly dismayed and lowering

expression of countenance. “Why, what’s
his career to be ? He’s been brought up
It'ud be his only chance
to get hold of a wife with a bit o’ money.
Then he might act the gentleman at his
ease ; and maybe his fine friends ud help
him when they found he didn’t want it.

Bt as for career—it’s my opinion as he'll
never earn his salt !”

And with that the old man marehed
across the passage into the shop, taking
no further notice of his lodger; and she
heard him slam the little half-door, giving
access to the store-house, with such foree
a8 to set the jingling bell on it tinkling
for full five minutes.

Mrs. Errin was so surprised by this
sally, that she stood staring after him for
some time before she was able to collect
herself sufficiently to walk majestiosily
upstairs. :

 Maxfield’s temper becomes more and
more extraordinary,” she said to her son,
with an air of great solemnity. “The man
really forgets himeelf altogether. Do you
suppose that he drinks, Algy? or is he,
do you think, a little touched ?”” She
put her finger to her forehead. * Really, .
I should not wonder. There has been a
great deal of preaching and screeching
lately, since this Powell came; and, you
know, they do say that these Ranters and
Methodists sometimes go raving mad at
their field-meetings and love-feasts. You
need not langh, my dear boy; I have
often heard your father say that nothing
was more contagious than that sort of
hysterical excitement. And your father
was a physician; and certainly knew his
profession if he didn't know the world,
poor man "’

“Was Old Max hysterical, ma’am?”
asked Algernon, his whole face lighting
up with mischievous amusement. And
the notion so tickled him, that he burst
out laughing at intervals, as it recurred to
him, all the rest of the day.

Betty Grimshaw, and Sarah, the servant-
maid, and James, helping his father to
serve in the shop, and the customers who
came to buy, all suffered from the unusual
exacerbation of Maxfield’s temper, for some
time after that conversation of his with
Mrs. Errington.

It increased, also, the resentful feeling
which had been growing in his mind
towards David Powell. The young man’s
tone of rebuke, in speaking of Rhoda’s
associating with the Erringtons, had taken
Maxfield by surprise at the time; and he
had not, he afterwards thought, been
sufficiently trenchant in his manner of
gxtting down the presumptuous reprover.

e blew up his wrath until it burned hot
within him ; and, the more so, inasmuch
a8 he counld give no vent to it in direct
terms. To question and admonish was
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the acknowledged duty of a Methodist
preacher. Conference made no exceptions
in favour even of so select a vessel as
Jonathan Maxfield. But Maxfield thought,
nevertheless, that Powell ought to have

4 bad modesty and discernment to make the

exception himself.

No inquisitor—no priest, sitting like a
mysterious Eastern idol in the inviolate
shrine of the confessional—ever exercised
a more tremendous power over the human
conscience, than was laid in the hands of
a Methodist preacher or leader according
to Wesley’s original conception of his
functions. But besides the essential dif-
ference bet ween the Romish and Methodist
systems, that the latter could bring no
physical force to bear on the refractory,
there was this important point to be
noted : namely,.that the inquisitor might
be subjccted to inquisition by his flock.
The priest might be made to come forth
from the confessional-box, and answer to
3 catechism before all the con-
gregation. In the band-meetings and select
societies, each individual bound himself to
answer the most searching 3uestio’ns “‘con-
cerning his state, sins, and temptations.”
It was a mutual inquisition to which, of
course, those who took part in it volun-
tarily submitted themselves.

Bat the spiritual power wielded by the
chiefs was very great, as their own sub-
ordination to the conference was very
complete. Its pernicious effects were, how-
ever, greatly kept in check by the system
of itinerancy, which required the preachers
to move frequently from place to place.

There are few haman virtnes or weak-
nesses to which, on one side or the other,
Methodism in its primitive manifestations
did not appeal. Benevolenee, self-sacrifice,
fervent piety, temperance, charity, were
all called into play by its teachings. But
80 also were spiritual pride, narrow-
mindedness, fanatieism, gloom, and pha.
risaical self-righteousness. Only to the
slothfnl, and such as loved their ease
above all things, early Methodism had no
seductions to offer.

Jonathan Maxfield's father and grand-
father bad been disciples of John Wesley.
The grandfather was born in 1710, seven
years before Wesley, and had been among
the great preacher’s earliest adherents in
Bristol.

Traditions of Johm Wesley's sayings
sed doings wero cherished and handed
down in the family. They claimed kindred
with Thomas Maxfield, Wesley’s first

preacher, and conveniently forgot or ig-
nored—as greater families have done—
those parts of their kinsman's career
which ran counter to the present course
of their creed and conduct. For Thomas
Maxfield seceded from Wesley, bat the
grandfather and father of Jonathan con-
tinned trne to Methodism all their lives.
They married within the “society” (as was
strictly enjoined at the first conference), and
assisted the spread of its tenets thronghout
their part of the West of England.

In the third eration, however, the
original fire of Methodism had nearly
barnt itself out, and a few charred sticks
remained to atfest the brightness that had
been. Never, perhaps, in the case of the
Maxfields—a cramp-natured, harsh breed
—had the fire become a hearth-glow to
warm their homes with. It had rather been
like the crackling of thorns under a pot.
The driest and sharpest will flare for awhile.

Old Max, nevertheless, looked upon him-
self as an exemplary Methodist. He made
no mental analyses of himself or of his
neighbours. He merely took cognisance of
facts as they appeared to him through the
distorting medium of his prejudices, temper,
ignorance, and the habits of a lifetime.

hen he did or said disagreeable things,
he prided himself on doing his duty. And
his self-approval was never troubled by
the reflection that he did not altogether
dislike a little bitter flavour in his daily life,
ag some persons prefer their wine rough.

But to do and say disagreeable things
because it is your duty, is a very different
matter from accepting, or listemng to, dis-
agreeable things, because it is somebody
else’s daty to do and say them! It was
not to be expected that Jonathan Maxfield
should meekly endure rebuke from a young
man like David Powell.

And now crept in the exasperating
suspicion that the young man might have
been right in his warnimg! axfield
watched his daughter with more anxiety
than he had ever felt about her in his life,
looking ‘to see symptoms of dejection at
Algernon’s approaching departure. He
did not know that she %ad been aware of
it before it was announced to himgelf,

One day her father said to her abruptly,
“Rhoda, you're looking very pale and ount
o’ gorts. Your eyes are heavy”’ (they were
swollen with crying), ‘‘and your face is the
colour of a turnmip. 1 think I shall send
you off to Duckwell for a bit of & change.”

Dackwell Farm was owned by Seth,
Maxfield's eldest son.

=N
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“I don’t want a change, indeed, father,”
said the girl, looking wup quickly and
eagerly. “I had a headache this morn-
ing, but it is quite gone now. That’s what
made me look so pale.”

From that time forward she exerted
herself to appear cheerful, and to shake
off the dull pain at the heart which
weighed ber down, until her father began
to persuade himself that he had been mis-
taken, and over-anxious. She always
declared herself to be quite well and free
from care. ‘“And I know she would not
tell me a lie,” thought the old man.

Alas, she had learned to lie in her words
and bher manner. She had, for the first
time in her life, a motive for concealment,
and she used the natural armour of the
weak—duplicity.

Rhoda had been “ good ” hitherto,
because her nature was gentle, and her
impulses affectionate. She had no strong
religious fervour, but she lived blame-
lessly, and prayed reverently, and was
docile and humble-minded. She had
never professed to have attained that
sudden and complete regeneration of
spirit which is the prime glory of
Methodism. But then many good per-
sons lived and died without attaining
¢ aggurance.”” Whenever Rhoda thought
on the subject—which, to say the truth,
was not often, for ber nature, though
sweet and pure, was not capable of much
spiritual - aspiration, and was altogether
incapable of fervent self-searching, and
fiery enthusiasm—she hoped with simple
faith that she should be saved if she did
nothing wicked.

Her father and David Powell would
have pointed out to her, that her “doing,”
or leaving undone, could have no inflnence
on the matter. But their words bore small
fruit in her mind. Her father’s religious
teaching had the dryness of an accustomed
formality to her ears. It had been poured
into them before she had sense to com-
prehend it, and had grown to be nearly
meaningless, like the every-day salutation
we exchange a hundred times, without
expecting or thinking of the answer.

David Powell was certainly neither dry
nor formal, but he frightened her. She
shut her understanding against the dis-
tarbing influence of his words, as she
would have pressed her fingers into her
pretty ears to keep out the thunder. And
then her dream of love had come and filled
her life.

In most of us it wonderfully alters the

focus of the mind’s eye with its glamour,
that dream. To Rhoda it secemed the one
thing beautiful and desirable. And—to
say all the truth—the pain of mind which
she felt, other than that connected with
her lover’s going away, and which she
attributed to remorse for the little de-
ceptions and concealments she practised,
was occasioned almost entirely by the
latent dread, lest the time should come
when she should sit lonely, looking at the
cold ashes of Algy’'s burnt-out love. For
she did mistrust bis constancy, although no
power would have forced the confession
from her. This blind, obstinate clinging
to the beloved, was, perhaps, the only form
in which self-esteem ever strongly mani-
fested itself in that soft, timid nature.

There was one person who watched
Rhoda more understandingly than her
father did, and who had more serious
apprehensions on her account. David
Powell knew, as did nearly all Whitford,
by this time, that young Errington was
going away; and he clearly saw that the
change in Rhoda was connected with that
departure. He marked ber pallor, her
absence of mind, her fits of silence, broken
by forced bursts of assumed cheerfulness.
Her feigning did not deceive him.

Albeit of almostequally narrow education
with Jonathan Maxfield, Powell had gained,
in his frequent changes of place and contact
with many strange people, a wider know-
ledge of the world than the Whitford
tradesman possessed. He perceived how
unlikely it was, that people like the Erring-
tons should seriously contemplate allying
themselves by marriage with “old Max; "
bat that was not the worst. To the
preacher’s mind, the girl’s position was, in
the highest degree, perilous; for he con-
ceived that what would be accounted by the
world the happiest possible solution to such
a love as Rhoda’s, would involve nothing
less than the putting in jeopardy her eternal

‘welfare. He could not look forward

with any hope to a union between Rhoda
and such a one as Algernon Errington.

“ The son is a shallow-hearted, fickle
youth, with the vanity of a boy and the
selfishness of a man; the mother, a mere
worldling, living in decent godlessness.”

Such was David Powell’'s judgment.
He reflected long and earnestly. What
was his calling—his business in life? To
save souls. He had no conoern with any-
thing else. He must seek out and help,
not only those who needed him, but those
who most needed him.
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All_o_onventional rules of conduct, all
!, restraining considerations of a merely
, social or worldly kind, were as threads of
| gossamer to this man whensoever they
| opposed the higher commands which he
| believed to have been laid upon him.
I Jonathan Maxfield was falling away
| from godliness. He, too evidently, was
[I' willing to give up his daughter into the
tents of the heathen. The pomps and
.! vanities of this wicked world had taken
i hold of the old man. Satan had ensnared
| and bribed him with the bait of worldly
l- ambition. From Jonathan there was no
,l real help to be expected.
: In the little garret-chamber, where he
!' lodged in the house of a widow—one of
| the most devout of the Methodist congre-
ll gation—the preacher rose from his knees
- one midnight, and took from his breast the
” little, worn, pocket-Bible, which he always
' carried. A bright, cold moon shone in at
l the unourtained window, but its beams did
! not suffice to enable him to read the small
“ print of his Bible. He had no candle; buthe
struck a light with a match, and, by its
[| brief flare, read these words, on which his
I finger had fallen as he opened the book—

“How bast thon counselled him that
” hath no wisdom? And how hast thou
( Plentifnlly declared the thing as it is ?
| “To whom hast thou uttered words P
| and whose spirit came from thee ?

He had drawn a lot, and this was the
| answer.
| The leading was clear. He would speak
|' openly with Rhoda himself. He would pray
l! and wrestle; he would argne and exhort.
l He would awaken her spirit, lulled to sleep
Il by the sweet voice of the tempter.

| It would truly be little less than a

miracle, should he succeed by the mere

" force of his earnest eloquence, in per-

j| suading a young girl like Rhoda to
'| remounce her first love.

Buat, then, David Powell believed in

HAMLET AND THE PLAYWRIGHTS.

SeAKESPEARE was long regarded, by a
very large public, much in the lightof a coat
that could not be made to fit without very
considerable altering and mending. Here
curtailment was held to be necessary, and
| much valuable matier was accordingly
| shorn away; there new-shaping was coun-
|| selled, involving serious sacrifice of original
| form and symmetry; and, now and again,
i the old garment was patched with new

i

s S ¢ ot~

cloth of very different substance and
valae. When upon the re-opening of the
theatres at the Kstomtion, the plays of
Shakespeare stole back one by one to the
stage, it was with so changed an aspect that
they were bardly to be recogmised : the
adapters had dealt with them so stran%ely.
There can be little doubt that Nahum
Tate’s judgment to the effect that the
writings of Shakespeare were as ‘& heap

of jewels unstrung and unpolished,” met
with very general support.
In the first instance the tragedy of

Hamlet escaped the misfortunes that
fell to the lot of the other plays. The
leading character was nobly snstained by
the t Mr. Betterton, and no charge
could be brought against the represen-
tation, except upon the score of injudicions
abbreviation. Some compression was of
course expedient, if only on account of
the question of time; the work is of un-
usual length, and if performed from the
first line to the last, would have occupied
the stage for at least four hours. It
may be questioned, indeed, whether the
tragedy was ever presented in its entirety,
even to the playgoers of the Elizabethan
period ; in any case, theatrical perform-
ances were then usually limited to some
two hours, as appears by the prologue to
King Henry the Eighth, and the Induction
to the Alchemist. Nevertheless, certain
of the omissions from the acting edition
of Betterton's time were quite unwarrant-
able. For instance, twelve important lines
were expunged from the impressive speech
beginning, ‘“ Angels and ministers of grace
defend us;” and it is doubtful whether
Mr. Betterton did not excise altogether the
famous address to the players.

Still the form of the work had not been
meddled with; the poet’s text had been
retrenched, but it as yet remained undis-
figured by interpolation; this forbearance
being probably due less to reverence for
Shakespeare, than to a perception of the
difficulties attending any remodelling of
his work. Then came Voltaire, strong in
his adherence to the forms of the classic
stage of Greeco and Rome, loud and lofty
in his scorn of the romantic drama of
England. It is truo that he preached one
thing and practised another: fettering
himself with regard for *the unities” only
so long as suited his convenience; and
slipping loose again just whenever he
chose. His tragedies of Brutus, Zaire,
Mérope, Tancrdde, Semiramis, all outrage
more or less those laws of dramatic compo-
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sition he had proclaimed in his professed
devotion to the prescriptions of the classical
stage. In short, he has been justly
described as “‘a writer, who, while strenu-
ously maintaining certain theories, know-
ingly and wilfully evades them, trusting
to the general stupidity of the public not
to find him out.” But he lifted up his
voice and denounced in very violent terms
the barbarous condition of the British
drama, and especially the numberless
errors and incongruities of which England’s
greatest poet had been guilty. We will
follow Murphy’s translation of the dis-
course concerning Shakespeare, which is
prefixed to the tragedy of Semiramis: “I
do not mean,” writes Voltaire, * to justify
the tragedy of Hamlet in every particular;
iv is, in fact, & barbarous piece, sbounding
with such gross absurdities, that it would
not be tolerated by the vulgar of France
and Italy. The hero of the play runs mad
in the second act, and his mistress meets
with the same misfortane in the third.
The Prince takes Ophelin's father for a
rat, and kills him : in despair she throws
herself into a river. Her grave is dug on
the stage; the Gravedigger, with a skull
in his hand, amuses himself with a string
of miserable jests, and the Prince answers
them in language equally disgusting.
Hamlet, his mother, and father-in-law,
drink together on the stage. They divert
themselves with bottle sungs (chansons a
boire), they quarrel, they fight, they Kkill.
One would imagine this play the pro-
duction of a drunken savage. And yet,
among these absurdities, which render the
English drama absolutely barbarous, there
are some strokes in Hainlet worthy of the
most exalted genius. This has always
been matter of astonishment to me; it
looks as if nature, in pure sport, diverted
herself with mixing in Shakespeare’s head
everything saublime and great, with all
that can be conceived, low, mean and
detestable.”

Murphy, in his Gray’s Inn Journal (No.
41, July 28th, 1753), published a reply to
this extraordinary effort of criticism. *Is
it thus,” he demands, *‘the elegant and
sensible Voltaire speaks of Shakespeare ?
I would ask yourself, sir, is this criticism
candid? Is it a fair analysis, a true
account of the tragedy in question?. . . .
Hamlet, sir, does not run mad; if he did,
King Lear has proved what a beantiful
distress might arise from it. Hamlet
counterfeits madness, for his own private
end. Nobody ever imagined that he thinks

he is killing & rat when he slays Polonius.
1f yon will be pleased to recollect the
passage, you will find that he takes him
for his better, meaning the King, and the
rat is only mentioned to save appearance.’
This, we may note, is but & prosaic expla-
nation. Hamlet’s explanation is not to be
understood literally, but is rather referable
to that fantastic humour distinguishing
many of his utterances, and forming a
curious constituent of a very complex
character. * Ophelia does undoubtedly
run mad,” Murphy proceeds; *the desola-
tion of her mind arises from filial piety :
her virtue and her misfortunes make her
respectable. Give me leave to add her
distress is, perhaps, the most pathetic
upon any stage. It is true she sings in
misery, and that is not usual in grave and
serious tragedy; but it occurs in nature,
and what Shakespeare saw in nature, he
transplanted into his drama. He knew of
no rules to restrain him, and if he did, he
scorned the restraint. . . . That Ophelia’s
grave is dug upon the stage, cannot be
denied ; but that very indecorum produces
& string of beautiful reflections, and such
a vein of morality as cannot be paralleled
by the scene Frangaise. I cannot recollect
tbat Hamlet ever shocked me with miser-
able jests upon this occasion; nor do I
remember that any of the personages are
such honest bottle companions, as to
carouse and sing merry catches on the
stage, &c., &c.”

Garrick’s alteration of Hamlet was
probably due, in part, to his regard for
the judgment of Voltaire, and, in part,
to the civilities received at his hands.
For Voltaire bad invited him to Ferney,
renewing, at the same time, his scoffs
at Shakespeare. Garrick had i
rather servilely: * Could I have been
the means of bringing our Shakespeare
into some favour with M. de Voltaire, I
should have been happy indeed.” Bat, in
truth, Garrick had little reai reverence tor
Shakespeare. Otherwise, he would surely
have refrained from meddling with Ham-
let, and have left unsoiled by his finger-
marks ‘‘ the rubbish of the fifth act,” as
he_had the aundacity to call it. For thirty
years he had been content to adhere to the
original text. His alterations were first
exhibited upon the stage in 1772. He was
careful not to print his revised edition.
Rumour alleged, indeed, that he grew
ashamed of his bandiwork, and that the
original copy of his adaptation was, by his
express direction, buried with him in




Charies Dickena. ]

HAMLET.

-

[April 8,1876.] 7

Westminster Abbey. But some acconnt
of this amended Hamlet has been pre-
rerved by the actor’s biographer, Tom
Davies, in his Dramatic Miscellanies. The
first act, which he held to be immoderately
long, he divided into two—the first ending
with Hamlet's determined resolution to
watch, with Horatio and Marcellns, in
expectation of seeing the Ghost. In con-
sequence of this arrangement, the original
third act now hecame the fourth, and the
Inter scenes of the play underwent violent
change. was rendered a more
estimable personage, his plot with the
King being entirely altered. Hamlet,
having escaped from Rosencrantz and
Guildenstern, returns, firmly resolved
upon revenge. The Gravediggers and
Osric are omitted from the list of dra-
matis personze. No information is fur-
nished touching the fate of Ophelia, who

ietly disappears from the scene. The

een, instead of being poisoned upon the
stage, is led away in a state of insanity,
due to remorge. Hamlet rushes upon the
King, who draws his sword and defends
himself, but is slain in the combat. Hamlet
snd Laertes die of their wounds.

It should be stated that the public did
not objeet to the amended Hamlet. The
omission of the Gravediggers would, it
was apprehended, greatly disappoint the
gallery; but the performance passed off
tranquilly, if it roused no enthusiasm. And
even after Garrick’s retirement, his version
continued in possession of the stage. It
was not until 1780 that the original
text was revived, and Garrick’s alteration
banished from the theatre for ever.

On Garrick’s behalf, it is to be said that he
was encouraged by many of the best critics
of the time : by Stevens, for instance, who
accounted the alteration “a circumstance
in favour of the poet,” such as he had
been longing for; and held that, after the
third act of the tragedy, the gemius of
Shakespeare * retires, or only plays bo-

through the rest of the piece;” by

r. Hoadly, who thought too little, rather
than too much, had been altered, and pro-
poeed various other deviations from the
text; and by Murphy, who, although he
professed to censure the revised edition of
the play, was qnite prepared to concede
that the original feneing-scene was “a
wretched expedient,” and that, if Garrick
bad there plied the pruning-knife and
added, * from his own invention, something
of real importance to bring about a noble
|| catastrophe, he would have shown his

judgment.” Altogether, we may conclude
that if Garrick was, in this respect, no
wiser than his generation, he was, at any
rate, just as wise. :

Tate Wilkinson, as a provincial manager,
bethought him of introducing the altered
Hamlet to the playgoers of the country, and
applied to Benjamin Victor, the treasurer
of Drury Lane, on the sabject. “If is not
in my power,” wrote Victor in reply, *to
send you the corrections lately made in
Hamlet; no such favour can be granted
to anyone. I presume the play will never
be printed with the alterations, as they are
far from being universally liked ; nay, they
are greatly disliked by the million, who
love Shakespeare with all his glorious
absurdities, and will not suffer a bold in-
trader to cut him up.” But this was
a mere flourish on Mr. Victor’s part; the
million cared little about the matter,
and Mr. Victor's love for Shakespeare was
in truth very inconsiderable; at any rate,
it had not hindered him from himself
cutting up the Two Gentlemen of Verona,
altering and adding to the comedy, treat-
ing it very freely indeed, to render it, as
he believed, more effective in performance.
Tate Wilkinson was not to be beaten, how-
ever. Failing Garrick’s version, he re-
solved upon revising the play himself, and
he has ventared to print his *jumble,” as
he justly calls it, in the first volume of his
Wandering Patentee. It is professedly on
the plan of Cibber’s alteration of Richard
the Third ; made up, for the most part, of
extracts from the other plays. ‘ The reader
will meet,” says Wilkinson, “several obso-
lete passages from Shakespeare that to
one not very familiar with that author's
wonderful productions, may afford some
entertainment.” In this precious edition
of tha tragedy, the first act ends with the
line, * Though all the earth o'erwhelms
them to men’s eyes; "’ the second with the
line, ¢ That ever I was born to set it right.”
The third and fourth acts are the second
and third of the original. Wilkinson's
fifth act begins with * There's matter in
these eighs,” and goes om regularly to
Laertes’ speech, *“Too much water hast
thou poor Ophelia ; ”’ then the catastrophe
is suddenly brought about. The Grave-
diggers and the funeral of Ophelia, Osrie,
and the formal fencing scene, are all dis-
pensed with. Hamlet returns and accusing
the King of murder, “they fight rourd,”
so runs the stage direction, while the
Queen “rushcs out shrieking.”” The King
falls, and dying * makes no sign ;' a liberal
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extract being here introduced from the
scene of the death of Cardinal Beaunfort in
the second part of King Henry the Sixth.
Laertes entering, fiercely attacks Hamlet,
crying, “This for my King and sister;
This for my father’s death!” Cries Horatio:
“My Prince in danger! Let me bare my
breast!” and, according to the stage
direction, he rushes between; Hamlet re-
ceives a first then a second wound, and falls
into Horatio’s arms. Captain and guards
enter.
Hamlet. Rash youth, thou’st slain thy King, nay,
more, thy friend.
The loas of life afflicts me not, Laertes;
My blood is due for thy dear father’s death,
% &bedh unknown v_ieﬁll::eirtl’oor (o) melis!
nising W r
Tg:n slngeagr‘;maon drops th;egx:ord ‘l,las drawn.
. Horatio. It may be yet within the power of art—
Hamlet. Dream mnot of art, nor stir in my last
moments ;
I feel Death’s arm, nor shrink within his grasp.
_Laertes. I'm lost. Thy ways, O Heaven! are
intricate ;
If I have erred, impute it not—

Hamlet. When thou hast learnt the mystery from
Thou'lt ity aad forgive. Al T request

ou’lt pity and forgive. uest is,
Comfortpm; hnplessrsx:lother—eal‘:ger sOrrows—
Relieve my country from distracting broils.

I could disclose; but, oh! I die. Horatio,

Thou livest—report me and my cause aright

To the unsatisfied.

and so on to the end. ¢ This,” says Wil-
kinson, “ was acted at all my theatres, and
well received, whether with any degree of
desert I will not presume to say.” -

Of another extraordinary edition of
Hamlet, Boaden gives some account in
his Life of John Kemble. The biograpber
had found the book in the actor’s library,
and hastily assumed it to be ‘ the very
copy of the play upon which Garrick’s
alterations had been made,” conjecturing,
further, that Kemble had received it as a
curiosity from Mrs. Garrick, when she
had presented him with “the cane with
which Mr. Garrick walked abroad.” There
i8 no evidence of this, however; and in
the two editions there are many varia-
tions — the mangling has been done
“with a difference.” In this version
the voyage to England, the execution
of Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, the
funeral of Ophelia; “all the wisdom of
the Prince and the rude jocularity of the
Gravediggers ” are omitted. Hamlet bursts
in upon the King and his.court, and
Laertes reproaches him with the deaths of
Polonius and Ophelia. The exasperation of
both is at its height, when the King inter-
poses: he had commanded Hamlet to
depart for England, and he declares that
he will no longer endure such rebellious

conduct, but that his wrath shall at length
fall heavy upon the Prince. ¢ First, feel
you mine!"” cries Hamlet; and he in-
stantly stabs Olaudius. The Queen rushes
out, imploring the attendants to save her
from her son’s violence. Laertes, behold-
ing treason and murder before him, and
desirous of avenging his father, his sister,
and the King, fiercely attacks Hamlet,
who falls mortally wounded. Horatio is
about to cross swords with Laertes, when
Hamlet commands him to desist, assuring
him that it was the hand of Heaven which
administered, by Laertes, ‘that precious
balm for all his wounds.” The andience are
then informed that the miserable mother
had dropped in a trance ere she could
reach ber chamber-door. Hamlet implores
for her “ an hour of penitence ere madness
end her.” He then joins the hands of
Laertes and Horatio, and commands them
to unite their virtues and form a sort of
coalition ministry, * to calm the troubled
land;” the play concluding with the
original lines a8 to taking up the bodies.
The alterations were written in “a mean
and trashy, commonplace manner;” and,
as Boaden held, sullied the page of Shakes-
peare not less than they disgraced the
taste and judgment of Mr. Garrick.

We will now turn to certain operations
upon the tragedy performed by continental
surgeons. Hamlet was first translated and
equipped for representation upon the
French stage, at a time when the Théatre
Frangais was absolutely governed by con-
ventionalism, was devout in its reverence
for “the unities,” and for the antique
forms of dramatic composition. As yet
war had not been declared between the
classicists and the romanticists, if indeed
the latter can be said to have yet existed
in France, as an organised and represen-
tative faction. Hamlet was taken in hand
by M. Ducis, and duly placed upon the
Procrustean bed of classical prescription.
The tragedy was to be shaped anew, to
suit the traditions of the Frangais. The
adapter cat and carved, lopped and
topped, with his eyes upon the examples
of Racine, Corneille, Voltaire, and other
of the great contributors to the strict re-
pertory of French tragedy. The Ghost was
strack from the list of dramatis persons.
“Buried Denmark,” though often dis-
cussed, is never visible to the audience;
it was feared that a Xrench pit would not
tolerate the spectre. Had there not been
scofing at the ghost in Scmiramis?
Claudius was made to descend from the
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i throne: he was no more a monarch, but
appeared in the reduced form of a common-
place conspirator, who had been concerned
in murdering the late king. Ophelia’s
perentage underwent change; she was
converted into the daughter of Clandius,
Polonius being otherwise deprived of all
importance in the play. rtes was
omitted altogether, while Horatio was
renamed Norcestes. Osric and the Grave-
diggers shared the fate of Laertes, and
were forbidden a share in the representa-
tion. The conduct of the play was, indeed,
altogether altered. The hero does not
make his appearance until the second act.
The royal palace of Denmark is through-
out the sceme of action. Says a critic of
fifty years ago—* There is nothing finer
on the s than the entréo of the French
Hamlet.”” A group of courtiers express

neral alarm at the violent conduct of
gn.m]et, who, uttering frightful outcries,
8 rushing through the palace, fancying
himself parsued by the ghost of his father.
“In an instant you hear his frantic and
broken exclamations, and he rcns on the
stage, which he courses with terrific wild-
ness, productive of the most wonderful
effect. The entrance and powerful acting
of Talma, in this scene, drew down
thunders of applause, loud and long con-
tinued, as ever shook the walls of a
theatre.” The introduction of an urn of
classical pattern, supposed to contain the
ashes of the dead king, forms the loading
incident of the fourth act. Ophelia is not
drowned, nor is Polonius stabbed. Hamlet
is left alive at the end. Claudius, with
due regard for classical propriety, is
quietly disposed of behind the scencs. The
Queen perishes by her own dagger at the
close of the play. Talma’s Hamlet was,
from all accounts, nobly sapported by the
Queen of the great tragic actress Madlle.
Duchesnois. As Hamlet, Talma wore
| robes of white and black, “sim ly but
beautifully composed,” and altogether un-
like “ the highly improper costume which
has obtained such illegitimate authority
for itself, npon the English stage. The
era of Hawmlet was that of Macbeth, and

of our own Edward the Confessor, at
# whose court the Royal Dane was received.

Oar own inexcusable dress-mongers attire
him precisely in the finery of the French

Henry the Fourth, or the English James
. the First. Can anyone invent an apology
for the sad and blundering infatuation
that continues to us, at such a period as
the present, an error, merely because it is

prescriptive, which any schoolboy might
be supposed capable of pointing out?”
It will be observed that there was not
wanting an advocate for correctness in
the matter of stage costume, even so far
back as 1816.

By way of further note upon the Hamlet
of Daucis and its interpretation by Talma,
we may quote from the Diary of Haydon,
the painter, .who, with his friend David
Wilkie, visited Franco in 1814, during
the brief peace that followed upon Bona-
parte’s exile to Elba. “ At Versailles we
saw Ducis's adaptation of Hamlet to the
French stage. The innocence and weak-
ness of Ophelia were lost, and Hamlet was
a blubbering boy. Bat when Hamlet was
talking to his mother, and fancied, for a
moment, he saw his father's ghost, Talma
was terrific—it really shook my ortho-
doxy. The Ghost was not seen. There
was really a cause for this stupor, and his
talking, as if he only saw what we did not,
frightened us all.

“In the next scene, Hamlet brings in
an urn with his father’s ashes —this was
thoroughly French; yet, when he made
his mother swear on the urn that she
knew nothing of the marder, and touch
the ashes, there was an awful silence
throughout the house. Dacis has entirely
lost that feeling of ¢grief which passeth
show '—his Hamlet's grief is all show.”

A later adaptation of Hamlet to the
French stago dealt with the play, less with
a view of forcing it into a classical mould,
than with a desire of converting it, as
much as possible, to melodramatic uses.
The adapters were Alexandre Dumas and
Panl Meurice. This was in 1848, when
Dumas bhad opened his own Théitre His-
torique, in rivalry of the Porte St. Martin.
Le ghevalier de Maison Rouge having run
its course, Hamlet was produced. The
alterations were considerable; the play
lost very much of its original complexion.
Now, there was borrowing from the stiff
artifice, the pompous demeanour and de-
clamation of conventional French tragedy;
now, there was ranting and raving, after
the latest fashion of highly-seasoned boule-
vard melodrama. It is scarcely worth
while to examine the Dumas version scene
by scene; we will turn to the last act, and
note the new turn given to the catastrophe.
Hamlet, it will be seen, is not slain by the
poisoned rapier of Laertes ; and the Ghost
reappears, to speak the ‘tag,” and con-
clude the performance. Claudius is killed
by the difficult process of compelling him

[Aprils, 18783 9
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to drain the poisoned cap, from which
Gertrude has already sipped death. Laertes
dies, indeed, the victim of politeness. He
acquiesces in & change of weapous, and is
then wounded by his own “unbated and
envenomed ” foil. He has failed to hit
Hamlet, however, who thus escapes alto-
gether uninjured. As the reader will bear
in mind, the original stage direction in re-
gard to the final fencing-bout runs thas :—
‘ Laertes wounds Hamlet, then, in scufling,
they change rapiers, and Hamlet wounds
Laertes.” But this, in the version of MM.
Domas and Meurice, is altered to: —
¢ Hamlet strikes up the foil of Laertes. It
Yalls: Hamlet picks it up and offers, instead
of it, his own, to his adversary.”
Laertss. Your pardon, but this foil
Is yours, not mine.

Hamlet 2courtemul .) A change of arms.
Laertes (aside.) I'm gped! [They play.

The text is then followed pretty accu-
rately up to the moment of the Queen’s
drinking from the poisoned cup. But from
this catastrophe the tragedy assumes a new
form, the concluding incidents and speeches
being the distinct invention and sole pro-
perty of the French playwrights. Ouar
translation, we may note, is borrowed from
the Athensum of January 22nd, 1848,
when, in a printed form, the new French
Hamlet was submitted to the examination
of an English reviewer.

Hamlet (forcing the King to drink.) Inocestuous
murderer! Thou shalt drain the cup.
Ah, curst one! Findest there thy pearl ?
[The GBoST a; 3, visible to HAMLET only.
The Ghost! The Ghost!
Comest thou to see thy slayers slain, dark shade ?
[To the CourTIERS, on the GHOST making a sign to

him.
Forth with ye! Leaveus. . . Ho who steps this
way

Bhall make no second step. What! I am King,
King of your lives, King of their ugonies.
Betwixt us five we must play out our play.
Go! [Exeunt CourTiERS slowly.
Turn! Behold ye aught, ye dying ones ?

Laertes. Heaven's mercy! The deud King!

The King. My Brother!
The Queen. My Lord!
Laertes (to the GHoST.) Mercy!

The Ghost. Thy hot blood urged thee towards

the ab{sa,
Laertes! Heaven hath stricken thee by thy crime;
But thou wilt find, where every heart is known,
Ite sentence less severe! Pray thou, and die!

[LAERTES dies.
The Queen. Pity! O pity!
The (Ghost. Thy sin was all of love,
Too feeble one! Heaven loveth those who love.
Go! tears have washed the stain from off thy soul.
Here woman! Queen in Heaven! Hope thou and

die! [The QusrN dies.
The King. Pardon!
The glhos't. Vile murderer! Pardon? None for
ee !

For thy foul crimes; within its burning round,

Hell’s cruellest torments are too mild reward ;
Incestuous traitor, go! Despair and die!
[The Kixa dies.

Hamlet. And1? Maost I remain, sad orphan ! here
To breathe Earth’s sir impregnate with such woe ?
IAfc}o'rli whom God didﬂiln %:s ye‘:lmth sflect,

ill-read my part, ill-p my play,

Scared by my task—weary, ere yet ?twas tried—
In place of one—I have done four to death,
Say, will Heaven lean its heavy hand apon mo ?
What chastisement awaits me ?

The Ghost. THOU SHALT Live !

[THE CURTAIN FALLS.]

This new way of ending an old play is
certainly surprising. It is difficult to un-
derstand how the Ghost, merely upon
Hamlet's bidding, is able to become sud-
denly visible to the King, Queen, and
Laertes, who had previously been un-
conscious of the spectre’s presence. Nor
are the playwright’s views upon the sub-
ject of poetic justice particularly intelli-
gible. Hamlet is sentenced to live by
way of punishment—not for having com-
pelled Clandius to drink poison—bat in
that his dilatoriness in killing the King is
supposed to have brought about the deaths
of four others—Ophelia, Polonius, Laertes,
and the Queen. Prayer and death, hope
and death, and despair and death, are the
respective dooms allotted to Laertes, Ger-
trude, and Claudius. But MM. Damas
and Meurice did not, perhaps, affect any
great regard for the designs of their
author; they aimed chiefly at bringing
the curtain down upon an effective catas-
trophe. And it should be said they con-
tented their public. The new version of
Hamlet was relished all the more for the
new French method of dressing and serving
it up; crowds flocked to the Thédtre
Historique, and M. Melingue’s melo-
dramatic interpretation of the leading
part won for him extraordinary applause.
Nor can Englishmen, after all, with any
sense of fairness or decency, censure this
Gallic treatment of their poet. Hamlet
had been grossly tinkered and tampered
with, as we have shown, by Garrick and
Tate Wilkinson; and yet the outragehadnot
moved the British lion one jot. In trath our
playgoers had long tolerated, and in such
wise connived at, & systematic maltreat-
ment of Shakespeare by adapters of all
kinds. Few had been found to object, at
any rate no hissing was heard, when
Romeo and Juliet, and King Lear, were
provided with comfortable, in lien of
tragical, conclusions—the Capulets and
Montagues became fast friends, Lear was
restored to reason, and lived happily ever
afterwards, his daughter Cordelia having
become the fond wife of his faithful sub-
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ject, Edgar; Macbeth had been permitted
a lnst dying speech and confession; the
t had been re-fashioned by Dryden ;
aming of the Shrew caut down to
a fnree the Midsummer Night's Dream
ennverted into an opera; and, to make an
end of enmmeration, Richard the Third
altered out of all recognition by Cibber.
All this catting and wounding of the poet
bad, indeed, met rather with the appmva.l
than the reprebension of the public. Nor,
while blaming the doings of the past, have
we altogether cause for self-congratulation,
upon the proceedings of to-day. For even
now, when Richard the Third oocupies
the stage, it is the tragedy according to
Cibber’s text, and not Shakespeam 8, that
is presented to the public.

CURIOUS OLD CHINA,
IN THREE PARTS. PART L

Lixg other mild forms of insanity,|*
chinamania has its peculiar phases, and
attacks different individuals in very dif-
ferent ways. Chinamaniacs of a broad
catholic turn of mind, collect largely, and
mhm crockery of every kind, while

ists confine themselves to a
particular sohool, and care for nothing
beyond it. One harmless creature abandons
itself to majolica, and another to early
English china; one values the peculiar
character of the paste, or the glaze, and
raves about lustre, marsacotto and Bristol
mnl another, afflicted with Chaffers on
, labours to commit to memory
the works of that enthusiastic guide, and
8 thoroughly prepared to discuss for
bours the vexed qnestion, whether the
famous Bow figures and Bee pots were
made at Bow or at Chelsea. Others—
but these are weaker vessels—really care
whether the things are pretty or not, and,
like shallow pretenders, allow artistic
feeling to inflnence their purchases. I
hardly know whether these people de-
serve the name of Chinamaniacs at all,
any more than those who collect only
such pieces as possees a ocertain historic
interest, and I may premise that it is to
this latter class that my present remarks
are mainly addressed.

It may perhape be objected that many
of the specimens mentioned by me hardly
ecome under the denomination of china,
bat leaving for the moment all fine dis-
tinections as to what is and is not china, |is
the comparative merits of Oriental and

porcelain, the virtues of hard

paste and soft paste, and the proper dis-
tinction between pottery and porcelain, I
will at once proceed to descant upon
those curious examples of the fictile art,
on which the canning hand of the potter
has impressed the tastes and fashions, the
popular sentiments, and the political
passions of his time.

The finest specimens of majolica are
adorned with paintings of scriptural, my-
thological, or allegorical subjects, and are
therefore devoid of positive historical
value; but the minor efforts of the Italian
potters are fall of interest. Presents of
majolica were frequently interchanged
among the nobles of the sixteenth century,
and in these cases the plates end dishes
were adorned with the arms and portrait
of the donor or the recipient, and some-
times with the arms of both. Onse class
of these presents is peonliarly interesting.
Plates )ugs, or deep saucers, oalled

‘amatorii,”” were offered by & cavalier
to his ladye-love, painted with her
portrait, and inscribed with her name,
with the complimentary addition, DIVA
or BELLA —as CECILIA BELLA —
GIULIA DIVA. These portraits at the
present moment are less interesting as
memorials of dead and gone loves and
vows, fragile as the material upon which
they are recorded, than as exact records
of the costame of the day. Wide latitude
seems to have prevailed. One young lady,
MINERVA BELLA, at the bottom of a
plate, has her hair in multitudinous plaits,
and wears a handsome dress with a “ low
body;” while the beautiful CECILIA,
smiling on a jug, wears her wealth of
yellow hair in a few ringlets, looking like

*front,” and rolled up in an enormous
mass behind, as big as the head altogether,
and confined by a green ribbon. This
young lady, by no means unlovely, is also
dressed in a “low body,” from which
springs the mysterious covering known in
America as an “illusion waist,”’ sar-
mounted by a lace ruff, closing round the
throat. The lady’s name is generally
written on a scroll, often oddly disposed.
At the South Kensington Museum will be
found at the bottom of a dark blue and
yellow platean, a picture of a lady who is
clearly endeavouring to read bher own
name on the curly scroll before her. The
contraction adapted by the artist has
evidently puzzled the fair Susanna, who

is trying to hunt up the wandering letters,
SVANNA BELLA. Another lady, on a
plate of ruby and gold lustre, is looking

%:l
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rather gloomily at the motto inscribed on
a ribbon, curling about in front of her.
“He who steers his bark well is always in
port,”’ may be a sententions maxim, but it
has little of the dash of the amorouns
cavalier. Sometimes, in place of the
lady's portrait, was adopted a humbler
decoration, somewhat after what I may
call the *Valentine” style of art—such
as two hands clasped over a fire, and
above them a heart, pierced with darts.
A beautiful specimen of this kind of
amatory dish is at South Kensington.
The male band is adorned with a thumb
ring, the female with two rings on the
second and two on the fourth finger. The
heart above them is in raby lastre, trans-
fixed with three arrows (why three ?) and
underneath the hands is a fire, the flames
in yellow lustre. The border is of rays in
golden lustre, between which are flowers
in ruby on a white ground, with pale
greyish blne outlines and shading. This
may have been an engagement or betrothal
plate. At the Britisansenm are several
of these amatories. On one of these
Cupid is riding on a stick, on another
the god is mounted on a bird—the first
is & fine specimen of Gubbio ware, of
which middle-aged chinamaniacs will
recollect a large quantity was bought
for the Museum, at the sale of the Bernal
collection. Verymuch after St. Valentine
is a design mentioned by Marryat, “a
heart transfixed with a sword and an
arrow, over a burning flame, bedewed by
tears falling from two eyes placed above,”
also these, *“a greyhound with a heart in
its mouth,” and the two following, men-
tioned by Passeri. One of these is signed by
the famous Maestro Giorgio Andreoli—a
female head, having beneath, DANIELLA
DIVA, and ahove a wounded heart, with
“ Qimé " ! These dishes were not presented
empty, but filled with fruit or flowers. Now
that a fashion has sprung up for costly
valentines, perhaps we may live to see
this pretty old Italian custom revived. It
would at least afford the artists of the
nineteenth century an opportunity of
doing something original, if only in the
wa{VOf amatory designs.

hile the finer majolica was enlisted in
the service of love, the coarser kinds of
pottery were frequently employed to cari-
cature, as well as to celebrate, public men.
The brown stoneware jugs made in Ger-
many, and pow generally culled *grey-
beards,” were in KEngland christened
¢ Bellarmines,” in derision of Cardinal

Bellarmine, and in compliment to that
Scottish Solomon, King James, who had
produced a rejoinder to the celebrated
letter in which the cardinal sought to
detach English Roman Catholics from
their allegiance. As the art of potting
advanced in England, the humour of ‘the
people frequently found vent in quaint
pocket-pistols of brown earthenware topped
by the heads of political celebrities, such
a8 Lord Brougham and Daniel O’Connell.
In France, the Nevers ware of the later
and coarser period formed an excellent
vehicle for the expression of popular sen-
timents. It may be denounced as vulgar,
both in paste and in mottoes ; but, on the
Macanlay principle of sometimes reading
history by the light of a street ballad, it
is none the less valuable on that account.
During the eighteenth century, the Nevers
faience reproduced all the popular songs
and sayings, and the bouts rimés, which
in our day are confined to dessert crackers.
Persons setting-up house had their china
made for them at Nevers; pieces were
presented to the parish priest; and many
more bore designs of a bacchanalian cha-
racter. It was on the pedestal of a water-
jog, consisting of a figure of Bacchus
astride on a barrel, that Victor Hugo
scribbled these lines in pencil :—

Ja suis fort triste, quoiqu’ assis sur un tonneau,
D’étre de sac & vin devenu pot A 'eau.

M. Champflenry has collected a whole
geries of plates and salad-bowls, by the
help of which may be followed the suc-
cessive movements of the popular mind,
from the approach of the revolution of
1789 to the year 1831. Oddly enough,
at the time when the tricolonr waved
trinmphantly, and inspired public and
patriotic legends, no such colour as red
existed on the palette of the potters of
Nevers, so that it had to be replaced on
crockery by yellow; the tricolour consist-
ing, therefore, of white, blue, and yellow.

n the beginning the king appeared,
according to this crockery chronology,
to be popular enongh. We find the crown
supported on either hand by the helmet and
tlie mitre, and lilies were still a favourite
decoration. At about the same time we
find Necker immortalised on a milk jug,
with the motto—*‘The hope and stay of
France.” With the fall of the Bastile all
was changed. The hated prison figured
on hundreds of plates, and displayed from
the topmost turret, ‘“Live free or die.”
Mirabeaun's death was made the occasion
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Sarcasm found vent in plates, on
which is a peasant supporting the whole
weight of the crown, the sword, and the

\g of a wviolent crockery demonstration of

|| crosier. This design appears to have been
a great favourite, and underwent many
variations. Sometimes Jacques Bonhomme
is bent double under a sword and a cross,
and leaning on his spade exclaims, “I am
tired of carrying them.” In 1792 came s
notable change. Crowns and lilies dis-
appear, and popular crockery displays a
spade supported by cannon.
Onafavourite inkstand of M.Champfleury

is the motto “‘Liive free or die.” Another,
of very uncompromising character, pro-
|| claims on one side * Death to Tyrants,”
‘ and on the other side has the device, attri-
buted to Chamfort, ‘ War to the castle,
peace to the cot.”” Plates are painted with
‘ trees of liberty, and the motto, ‘ Liberty

or death,” and are dedicated to “The
Mountain.”

“Vive le Roy >’ was now supplanted by
“Vive 1a Nation,’’ the constitntion (of the
time being, 1792) duly celebrated; and
finlly appeared @ plate painted with
rustic implements, spades, hoes, rakes, &o.,
and the motto, *¢ Vive ll;ﬁgncnlt?irei:’ By
degrees the Phrygian bonuet and the tree
of liberty réplaoeci“ the spade and plough.
At the bottom of a salad bowl children
dance round a tree of liberty crying, ‘ Let

us dance the Carmagnole. Hurrah for
” the sound of the cannon.” Fiercer grow

the designs of 1793. Patriotic potters
produce trophies of trees of liberty, flags,
drums, and cannon—motto, “Ca jra.”
Under the Directory and the Consulate
| the pottery of Nevers became intensely
military ; great events, such as the taking
of Mantus, being limned on soup plates and
salad bowls. Also an undoubted spirit of
reaction is showm in the plate representing
s weary traveller walking towards the

Hitel do 1a Paix—saying, “I wish I could

T Ty BN

in another inscribed

L 24 and
Eeltnib:?-te;e’withont Licence.” Under the
Empire the potters of the Nivernais pro-

i beyond esagles sprawling over
mdwl;::?and the restoration of the Bour-

nly celebrated by a soli

hows w::h: p{:oclaimed thaty“ The l'i;:i:z
bring back peace.” But the Revolution
of July revived for & moment the enthu-
siasm of the potter, soon, however, destined
to die out in » last feeble effort represent-
ing the crowned Gallic cock surrounded
by tricolourflags above the motto, ‘Liberty,
Order.”

The intensely aristocratic prettiness of
Sovres renders it singularly barren of
historic matter, unless, indeed, the record
of the curious succession of marks and
monograms employed under the various
governments which have afflicted France
for the last hundred years can be called
history. Nevertheless, France produced
a pair of notable vases in the porcelain
of Sévres, celebrating the battle of Fon-
tenoy, made long after date of battle—
a handsome but stale trophy, not struck
off in a moment of national enthusiasm,
but carefully elaborated *de par le roi.”
The vases are esteemed good specimens
of pte tendre, with a rose groundwork,
veined with gold and blue, decorated
with green palms and triumphal crowns
—painted, moreover, by Genest, after
Morin, with military scenes on two large
escatcheons ; here the French troops carry
the works defended by artillery, and spike
the guns; there they drive back the enemy
into the orchards a little way out of the
village of Fontenoy.

As a general rule, however, such interest
a3 attaches to the pite tendre is entirely
that of association. For instance, a mag-
nificent—to some tastes over-splendid—
service in the possession of Sir Richard
Wallace, and by him liberally exhibited
with hundreds of pieces of the best period
of Sdvres at Bethnal Green, is interest-
ing from having been the gift of Louis
the Fifteenth to Catherine the Second
of Russia. Scattered about in various
collections are numerous pieces said to
have belonged to Marie Antoinette, and
often painted with her monogram. It
i8 well, however, to warn sentimental col-
lectors that the soft paste of Sévres is sus-
ceptible of & falsification which cannot be
practised upon old Chelsea. Mr. Marryat
tells us that ‘at the conclusion of the long
war, the old stocks in the royal mana-
factory of Sévres were put up to anction,
and bought by certain individuals, who
algo collected all the soft ware they could
find in the possession of other persons.
The object of this proceeding for a long
time remained a mystery, but at length
the secret transpired that the parties had
discovered a process which consisted in
rubbing off the original pattern and glaze,
and then colouring the ground with tar-
quoise or any other colour, and addin
paindings or medallions in the style of the
old ‘pite tendre,’ thus enhancing a hun-:
dredfold the value of the pieces. With
any other desoription of porcelain the

=¥
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adoption of this process would have been
impracticable without discovery, but the
soft paste was found to have absorbed in
the first firing such an excess of glaze, that
the second application of heat had the
effect of bringing out a fresh portion,
sufficient to cover the surface where the
original glaze had been filed away, and
thus giving the appearance of the original
process. The uoise was found to suc-
ceed the best, and, therefore, more revivals
of this colour exist than of any other.”

It is said that the white Derby soft paste
is now used for this process of conversion,
the snpplg of Sévres being exhaunsted.
The frand is so exceedingly difficult of
detection, even by connoisseurs, that a
deceased china dealer owed to it the im-
mense fortaune which he left behind him.
‘Want of vividness in the colour, 8 want of
evenness on the surface of the glaze, and
now and then the marks of a second firing
may betray the frand, when the operation
has been unskilfally performed; but good
conversions defy the most practical eye,
unless it be backed by a brain stored with
the forms and styles made at Sévres at
every date. The following is an amusing
instance of the impudence begotten by im-
punity. A certain person, having care-
fully “ doctored ” a breakfast service with
portraite of Louis the Fourteenth and the
principal ladies of his court, actuallyoffered
it to Lonis the Eighteenth, in 1816, as
having belonged to his grandfather, Louis
the Fiffeenth. It was sent to Sévres to
ascertain its authenticity. The irregularity
of the marks, added to the anomaly of the
forms, particularly that of the platean
which was of one not invented until 1788,
furnished easy proof of thefrand ; and the
service, being of no further interest to the
king, was placed in the Museum of Sévres
a8 a specimen of frandulent imitation,

Facts of this kind should render pur-
chagers extremely cautious respecting all
presumed relicsof Marie Antoinette; indeed
the name of that unbappy queen shounld
act rather as a beacon to warn, than a focus

to attract. In the kindred matter of old

lace, it is well known that the only difficulty
is to find a fine piece that has not belonged
to the wife of the royal locksmith.

The illustrious monarch, whose deeds
have been superbly portrayed by Mr. Car-
lyle, and to whom Hogarth dedicated his
March to Finchley, as ‘“the King of
Prusia (sic), a patron of the arts and
sciences,” to revenge himself on the little,
peppery George, who “hated boets and

bainters,” was greatly interested in
china. About 1751, the manufacture
of hard-paste porcelain was established
at Berlin by Wilhelm Gaspar Wegeley,
and was carried on for about eight years
by the founder, who, as is usually the case,
lost his money; and, becoming disgusted
with the venture, abandoned it in 1761,
when Gottskowski, the banker, purchased
it, and, investing oconsiderable capital,
brought the manufacture to %reot perfeo-
tion. In 1763, it was bonght by Frederick
the Great, and became a royal manufac-
tory. In order to stimulate his modellers
to the highest efforts, he made presents of
superb services of Berlin china to several
German princes, in 1766. When he occu-
pied Dresden, during the Seven Years'
War, he shipped off many of the best
modellers and painters to Msissen, to form
his royal manufactory, among whom were
Meyer, Klipsel, and BShme; and also
transported a large quantity of clay and
part of the collection. Moreover, in order
to mecure the commercial sucoess of an
enterprise employing five hundred persons,
he restricted the Jews residing in any
part of his dominions from entering into
the marri state until each man had
obtained a certificate from himself, which
was only granted on the production of a
voucher, from the director of the manu-
factory, that porcelain to & given amounnt

had been purchased, and that there was
reasonable cause for granting the indul- °

nce. As might have boen expected, the
§zws more readily disposed of their pur-
chases than the general dealers; and this
bit of paternal legislation was attended
with complete saccess. Magnificent work
was produced at Berlin, equal in quality
and finish to anything produced at Meissen.
In 1776, seven hundred men were con-
stantly employed, and three thousand
pieces of porcelain were turned out daily.
Lithophanie—white biscuit plagques, with
a design produced by the graduated thick-
nesges of the paste, which, when placed
against a window, form transparent pic-
tures—was invented at Berlin, as was
Lithogeognosie, or transfer printing, on
porcelain, by Pott, who published an 1llus-
tryated book on this system as early as
1758.

A ificent service was presented, by
Fredm to the Emperor Joseph the
Second, on his coronation, adorned with
highly-finished portraits; and, at a later
date, the Berlin manufactory achieved a
signal trinmph in the magnificent servioe
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presented, by the King of Prussis, in 1818,
to the Duke of Wellington. To the last,
old Fritz took & keen interest in his china,
and was very anxious that his work should
equal that of Dresden ; and even went so far
as to choose a somewhat similar trademark.
Instead of the Saxon crossed swords, he
adopted two crossed sceptres; but some-
times only one sceptre—a very sword-like
one—was used, concerning which the Prince
de-Ligne recounts a pleasant anecdote of
his visit to the King of Prussia, in 1780.
“One day, I had turned a plate, to see of
what porcelain it was.” (Prince evidently
himself & chinamaniac.) “ Where do you
think it comes from? ” said the king.
“I thought it was Baxon; but, instead of
two swords, I see only one, which is well
worth both of them.” “It is a sceptre,”
said the king. “I beg your majesty’s
pardon,” replied the prince; ‘ but it is so
much like a sword, that it might easily be
mistaken for one.” This sally met with a
doubtful reception, for the prince-adds,
“I don’t quite know whether he was in-
finitely pleased with my little allegory.”
The ** Protestant Hero " not only owned
8 porcelain manufactory himsslf, but was
immortalised in English crockery. In the
collection of Lady Charlotte Schreiber is
a teapot, made at Bow, adorned with a
portrait of the Great Frederick, holding a
marshal's bdton, Fame heralding, and
Victory crowning him. It is dedicated to
the PRUSSIAN HERO. Curious fictile
memorials of Fritz are also to be found
in the Museunm of Practical Geology.
Among the specimens of salt-glazed ware—
a cream-coloured fabric, nearly approach-
ing to porcelain in quality, shaped by
pressing the moist paste into metal moulds,
and thus securing a sharp relief—is a cir-
cular plate, with a preesed border, in com-
partments, containing in relief a military
trophy, the Prussian eagle, & portrait of
Frederick, and the motto, * Success T0 THE
Kisc oF Prussia anxp u1s Forces.” The
chief glory, however, of the admirable coi-
lection in Jermyn-street is the Worcester
jog, dedicated to Frederick, and printed
by *“transfer ” over the glaze. The jug is
curious in itself; but its value has been
increased a thousand-fold by the following
which occurs in Mr. Thomas Car-

i lyle’s History of Friedrich the Second,

called Frederick the Great :—

* A Pottery-Apotheosis of Friedrich.—
‘There stands on this mantelpiece,” says
one of my correspondents (the amiable

| Smelfungus, in short, whom readers are

acquainted with), ¢ a small China Mug, not
of bad shape, declaring itself, in one obscure
corner, to be made at Worcester, “ R. 1.,
‘Worcester, 1757 (late in the season, I
presume, demand being brisk); which
exhibits, all round it, a diligent Potter’s-
Apotheosis of Friedrich, hastily got up to
meet the general enthusiasm of English
mankind. Worth, while it lasts unbroken,
a moment’s inspection from you in hurry-
ing along.

Froutside, when you take our Mug
by the handle for drinking from it, offers
a well-meant China Portrait, labelled,
KING OF PRUSSIA : copy of Friedrich’s
portrait, by Pesne, twenty years too young
for the time, smiling out nobly upon you ;
upon whom there descends, with rapidity,
a small Genius (more like a Cupid who
had hastily forgotten his bow, and goes,
headforemost, on another errand) to drop
a wreath on this deserving head—wreath
far too small for ever getting on (owing
to distance, let us hope) though the art-
less Painter makes no sign; and, indeed,
both Genins and wreath, as he gives
them, look almost like a big insect, which
the king will be apt to treat harshly, if he
notice it. On the opposite side, again,
separated from Friedrich's back by the
handle, is an enormous image of Fame,
with wiogs filling half the Mug, with
two trumpets going at once (% bass,
probably, and a treble), who flies with
great ease; and between her eager face
aod the unexpectant one of Friedrich
(who is 180° off, and knows nothing of it)
stands a circular Trophy or Imbroglio of
drums, pikes, muskets, cannons, field-flags,
and the like, very slightly tied together ;
the knot, if there is one, being hidden by
some fantastic bit of scroll or escatcheon,
with a Fame and one trumpet scratched on
it; and high out of the Imbroglio rise
three standards inscribed with Names,
which we perceive are intended to be
Names of Friedrich’s Victories—standards
notable at this day with Names which I
will punctually give you.

“¢+Standard first, which flies to the west-
ward or leftward, has ¢ Reisberg”’ (no such
place on this distracted globe; meaning
Bevern's Reichenberg, perhaps), * Reis-
berg,” “ Prague,” “ Collin.” Middle stan-
dard ourves beautifully round its staff,
and gives us to read ‘*“Welham” (nom--
extant, too ; may mean Welmina or Lobo-
sitz), * Rossbach” (very good), *Breslan”
(poor Bevern’s, thought a victory in Wor-
cester at this time!). Standard third,
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which flies to eastward or right hand, has
“Neumark ’ (that is, Neumarkt and the
Austrian Bread-ovens, 4th December) ;
“Lissa” (not yet Leuthen in English
nomenclature), and ‘ Breslau ” again,
which means the capture of Breslan City
this time, and is a real success, 7th—19th
December, giving us the approximate
date, Christmas, 1757, to this hasty Mug.
A Mug got up for temporary English
enthusiasm, and the accidental instranction
of posterity. It is of tolerable China ; holds
s %ood pint “To the Protestant Hero, with
all the honours,” and offers in little a
curious eyehole into the then England,
with its then lights and notions, which is
now so deep hidden from us, under volcanic
ashes, French revolations, and the wrecks
of a Hundred very decadent Years."”

EASTERTIDE IN GERMANY.

IN the old German heathen religion,
each great Christian feast found its cor-
responding festival. In December, the
sun was supposed to be born anew to the
world, after having completed his annual
course. Early or later in spring, according
to the situation of the ccuntry, the festival
of the goddess Ostara was celebrated ; and,
at the season of Whitsuntide, the German
tribes were wont to symbolise in various
ways the victory of summer over winter.

Pope Gregory the Great acted on the
principle of adapting the Christian festivals
to these seasons, partly that Christianity
might be more readily accepted by the
worshippers of Wodan and Donar, and
partly to give a sacred character to those
rites from which the people could not be
ensily detached. It is curious that, in
Germany, both Christmas and Easter
should havo retained their pagan names.
At the beginning of the Middle Ages, the
priests did their utmost to substitute
* Christmessen ”’ for the ancient “ Weih-
nacht ”’ or “ Holy Night,” and ¢ Paschen”
instead of ‘Ostern,” which showed too
plainly its heathen origin. But their
efforts were unsuccessful; and it is onl
in the Lower Rhine dialect that Easter is
known by the name of * Poschen.” Even
Luther, in his translation of the New
Testament, speaks of the Passover as
 Ostern.”

The name is derived from the goddess
Ostara, and probably our own word
Easter comes from tbe same source. Not
much is known about Ostara, save that

she was the goddess of spring and the
returning sunshine, and that she was
peculiar to the Teutonic race; but her
ancient importance is testified by the fact
of the great Christian festival being
allowed to bear her name. The month of
April was algo known as ‘““ Oster Monat,”
or *“ Easter month.” In her honour the
Easter bonfires blaze to this day, despito
all endeavours, secular and clerical, to do
away with the custom. As early as 752,
when the first Church Synod was held at
Regensburg, S. Boniface condemned the
Easter fires as a heathenish practice.

Nevertheless, the Church adopted the
original signification in the Easter candle
and Easter lamp, which burn throughout
the year. According to an old tradition,
they must be extingunished before Easter,
and relighted from virgin fire, kindled by
flint and steel, not from any already burn-
ing. From this sacred flame the whole
parish used, in former days, to fetch a
light for their hearth; but this castom is
now almost forgotten. On Kaster Eve the
fire was kindled in the churchyard accord-
ing to the above-mentioned manner, and
the old holy oil was burnt; after which
the candles were lighted.

Formerly the baptismal water was also
consecrated at this time, the peasants
fetching it on Easter morning to sprinkle
their houses and stables. The legend says

‘that on Easter Eve, like Christmas E?ve,

all the water in the wells becomes wine,
and likewise possesses supernaturally heal-
ing powers. Whoever bathes his face
with running water on Easter Eve will
not suffer from his eyes, or become sun-
burnt doring the ensuing year; and if he
take some home to drink, he will be suc-
cessful in love, but perfect silence and
solitude are always requisite. Easter water
is also given to horses and pouliry to
drink. In Roman Catholic districts, ar-
ticles of food, especially eggs, are conse-
crated in church on Easter Day. Generally,
a snow-white Paschal lamb, formed of
butter, and holding a tiny red flag, crowns
the bread, cakes, bacon, and other contents
of the artistically-arranged basket.

The Easter Fire is not a universal cus-
tom. Its chief home appears to be in
North and Middle Germany, but it also
takes place in Tyrol and Bavaria. In
some places the Tyrolese peasants call it
Burning Judas. The ashes and charred
logs are taken home and buried under the
stable door to keep the cows in good
health and to drive away witches: they
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also serve to make the fields fruitful.
There are no fires in Swabia at Easter,
bat bonfires are lighted on the first Sunday
in Lemt, which therefore goes by the name
of Funken-Sonntag, or Spark Sunday.

In parts of Westphalia, a resurrection
bymn is sung whilst the flames rise, and
the people walk round in solemn pro-
cession, bearing torches of birchwood.
The practice of having bonfires was
nowhere more general than in the Harz
Mountains. In 1853, fifteen were seen
blazing on the mountain crags in ‘the
neighbourhood of Osterode. The pre-
parations begin six weeks before Easter,
and everyone contributes either wood or
else momney to buy it. In the Halberstadt
district, brooms (on which the witches
are supposed to ride to the Brocken) and
tar-barrels are preferred for the purpose.
At Osterode everybody tries finally to
snatch a brand from the embers, and then
leaps about with it; the longer it burns,
the better omen it is. An old woman
at Osterhagen declared that anyone who
gazed at the sun through a black silk
bandkerchief on Easter Day could behold
the Paschal lamb dancing. In Westphalia
and Swabia, the lamb is said to be reflected
in a pail of water.

The belief that the sun dances on Easter
morning appears to be very general. Some
sixty years ago, the Westphalian peasants
were wont to ascend the highest mountain
in the neighbourhood at sunrise to behold
this spectacle, and a similar custom existed
in Swabia.

At Langenei, in Westphalia, pancakes
were baked on Easter Day; after which
the egg-shells were filled with holy water,
and carried to the fields to protect the
crope from being injured by storms. Con-
secrated palms are still set solemnly in the
meadows at Easter for the same reason.

On Easter Day it was castomary for the
inhabitants of Velmeda, on the Ruhr, to
vigit a cavern which is situated above the
town. The maidens then called down the
almost perpendicular descent to the cave,
“ Velleda, gib mir ein Mann !” (“Velleds,
give me a hnsband!”) To which the echo
responded, “Han!” (“Shalt have!”) The
peasants also inspected the interior of the
cave, which contained wells, for the height
of the water foretold whether the ensuing

r would be fruitful or the reverse. In
the village youth perform a like
pilgrimage, with the addition of placing a
banch of spring flowers on the waters of
the small pool within the cavern. They

also drink of the water, and take some
home. This custom evidently refers to
former sacrifices to Ostara.

We now come to the universal custom
of Easter s, which exists all over
Germany. efg Swabia and Hesse the
Easter Hare is popularly supposed to lay
them, and the Swabian mothers, when
they prepare the eggs for their children,
generally place a stuffed hare on the nest.
The Carinthian peasantry say that the
church bells go to Rome on Maunday
Thursday to fetch them. It is genmerally
considered the duty of sponsors to provide
their god-children with the brightly-
coloured eggs. Red is the favourite hue,
a preference derived from heathenism, as
red was sacred to Donar, and the Easter
eggs are always, if possible, taken from
those laid on Maunday Thursday.

It is known that eggs were employed as
a sacrifice at the ancient Spring Festivals,
and this is very likely the reason why so
much magical power has always been
ascribed to them. The writers of the
Middle Ages, such as Cesarius von Heis-
terbach, relate numerous staries of be-
witched eggs; they were said to fly
towards the sun of their own accord,
they moved, and on being opened were
found to contain toads, snakes, or lizards,
which were the well-known transforma-
tions of the heathen deities. Moreover,
there was the celebrated egg laid by a
seven years old cock, which, when hatched,
produced a basilisk. A curious significa- -
tion is attached to eggs in Westphalia,
when a young peasant comes wooing. If
he is regaled with coffee or porridge, it is
reckoned a friendly, honourable reception,
but he thereby understands that he is only
admitted as a friend and not as a suitor.
Should turnips or other vegetables be set
before him, they signify that he is totally
unacceptable; but an omelette with green
herbs, or eggs alone; is a sure token of
welcome, and he need then fear no refusal.

Easter eggs are believed to have peculiar
properties, and a maiden can awaken love
in a man’s heart by sending him an egg
which she has boiled on Easter Eve. The
Tyrolese peasant casts an egg, laid on
Hﬁ; Thursday and consecrated on Easter
Day, over his roof-tree. He then buries
it where it falls, and this will preserve his
house from fire and lightning.

There are also Easter games, called
Eierklauben, or Qathering the Eggs.
They exist in North and South Germany,
but they are held on the grandest scale in
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Tyrol. The following account is from an
Lunsbruck paper of 1856.

The Eierklauben takes place either on
Easter Tuesday or the White Sunday, as the
first Sunday after Easter is called. Two
youths go round to xll the peasants’ houses
beforehand to ask for eggs, and, as the
game is very popular, they obtain a con-
siderable quantity. The young men as-
semble on the appointed dayand choose two
noted ranners from their number. Froma
hundred and seventy to a hundred and
seventy-five eggs are then laid along the
road with an interval of five feet between
each, every tenth egg being a coloured
one. When afternoon service is over, the
youths appear, clad in various costumes.
Some represent legendary beings, such as
Fanggas and witches, while others are
arrayed in the garb of gipsies, Turks, or
Moors. Of course there is an immense
concourse of spuctators from all parts.
Preliminaries having been settled, the two
ranners, adorued with flowers and ribbons,
step forward and begin their race. Oune
hastens to the eggs, each of which he
must pick up singly and carry to the
basket which stands by the first egg. In
the Swabian game he is allowed to break
a certain number of eggs, but if he exceeds
it, he is declared the loser. This, how-
ever, is not the case in Tyrol. . Whilst the
egg collector is thus engaged, his rival
must run over the Zamser Inn Bridge to
Lotz, Perjen, over the Purschler Bridge
to Landeck, and thence back again to the
basket of eggs at Zams. Whoever first
completes his task is hailed with thunders
of applause from the crowd. The Landeck
runner is generally the victor, for, although
he has a long distance to traverse, still it
i8 not such a tedious business as placing a
hundred and seventy-five eggsin the basket.
When the race is over, a sort of Carnival
commences. The Sultan, surrounded by
Turks and Moors, advances, followed by
the rest of the masqueraders. Then the
Sultan demands, * Tell me what news is
there in Zams, Landeck, Fliess, Grius,
Stanz, and Bchonwies P  Thereupon one

outh after another comes before the
ussulman and mukes his report of un-
known love affairs, tricks, &c. After this
the whole company repair to the inn, where
& huge omelette is made of the eggs, of
which all partake. The performance con-
cludes with dancing, which sometimes lasts
till the following morning.

The same newspaper gives an account

of another Easter game, which is, however,

not so harmless, so far as its victims are
concerned. It takes place on Easter
Monday, and appears to be peculiar to
Tyrol, unlike the Eierklauben. The
Ostereierfahren, or Easter eggs driving,
i8 mneither more nor less than a practical
joke, and consists in every article, on
which the village youths can lay their
bands, being put in its wrong place. In
spite of all precautions, taught by previous
experience, the Baner awakes, on Easter
Tuesday, to find his manure-heap care-
fully laden on a cart, and hoisted on to his
roof, along with ploughs, fluils, harrows,
and other farming utensils. The milkmaid
seeks her pails in vain, for they are lying
in the trough of the village-pump, with
the churn to keep them company. The
church is completely barricaded with
waggons, benches, doors, faggots, &c.
Mich’l misses his new pipe, and neigh-
bour Jos’l, his brindled cow; but the
latter’s absence is easily accounted for,
when the priest’s good old housekeeper
goes into the garden to water the lettnces.
She might have saved herself the trouble,
for the brindled cow has made short work
with the vegetables. It may easily be
conceived that the sufferers are not choice
in their language towards the perpetrators
of the mischief; but there the matter
restsa. No harm is done, and the missing
goods and chattels are soon recovered by
their rightful owners.

The Tyrolese peasantry believe that
supernataral powers may be acquired by
him who dares to go where four cross
roads meet on Easter Eve. He will be-
hold all manner of apparitions, comical
and horrible, but he must keep strict
silence, and neither laugh, nor weep, nor
pray. At last the devil himself appears
in the form of a huntsman, and endows
the bold adventurer with the qualities
of being always successful in games
of chance, being victorious in wrestling
matches, being bullet proof, being * frozen,”
or having the power of making himself
and others rigid, and becoming invisible.

Not many years ago a solemn procession
used to be held in the Stanz Valley at
Easter, with either a plough or an Easter
Lamb.

In the Hungerbrunnen Thal in Swabia,
there is a spot which was formerly marked
out with boundary stones, and was looked
on in the light of a sanctuary. A small
fair and a dance were held here at Enster,
in olden times. Even now the young
people go there on Palm Sunday, and buy
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Pretzeln, from the bakers, who set up a
booth for the occasion. The youths give the
Pretzeln to their sweethearts, and on Easter
Day the pilgrimage is repeated, when the
maidens return the present with an egg.
After a short stay, all go home singing.
A custom still existed about forty
back in the Bavarian Highlands, called
the * Oster bock.” This ram was carried
down to church on Easter Day, and after-
wards distributed among t{e peasants,
who each bad a right from time imme-
morial to a particular piece. The ram, all
ready ocut up and roasted, was laid on a
bhand barrow, which was covered with
fresh moes, and decked with garlands and
fir branches; ite horns were richly gilt,
and the head was wreathed with flowers ;
buat it required considerable art to combine
the joints of the animal in such a manner
as to give it a natural appearance, and to
divide them judgmatica%y, every house-
hold in the parish being entitled to a part.
The Oster bock was provided by each
Bsuernhof, in turn, and it was a matter
of great rivalry which shounld uce the
specimen. . After service, a pro-
cesgion conveyed the ram, amid strains of
mausic, to the grass plot in front of the
village inn, where the Biuerin herself
i the meat. The head, with its
gilded horns, was always the landlord’s
portion, but he was not suffered to take it
away in . On receiving his booty,
he was obliged to perform a dance, all by
himself, holding the head in his hand,
whilst the music played a merry jig, and
the spectators shouting and singing formed
a circle round ll:nt.iw until he I;:cceeded in
breaking throug ring. Dancing then
became general. Here gwe can glainly
trace a reminiscence of the rams which
were formerly slanghtered in honour of
Ostara. But this ceremony is now only a
vague tradition and no longer occurs.

A SILENT WITNESS.
BY EDMUND YATES.

BOOK III. CHAPTER IIT. A FATAL TEST.

ToE earlicr portion of the journey was
in ordinary conversation. Remem-
bering how Anne had always shrunk from
any allasion to Mr. Heath, Grace made
but the slightest occasional mention of
that gentleman, and amused herself by
recounting to her companion the principal

incidents of her life since they had parted,
and the most interesting episodes in her
London career. Amused herself, and, at
the same time, did exactly what Anne
would most have wished; for she could
sit by and listen, throwing in here and
there an ejaculation of surprise, which con-
tented the narrator, while all the time she
was tarning over in her own mind the
manner in which she counld bring about
the revelation which sooner or later must be
made. But, even in all her preoccupation,
Anne was sufficiently attentive to notice
the undoubted improvement in Grace’s
mental faculties; the childish ways had
gone, and in their place there was a mix-
ture of dignity and firmness which argued
ill for the success of any one endeavouring
to turn the heirees from her setfd deter-
mination, or to interfere with the exercise
of her will. It was evident, too, that Grace
had a thorough appreciationof Mrs. Crutch-
ley, and of the various members of the
‘Waddledot family ; and of them and their
machinations she spoke with such genuine
sarcastic humour, that Anne was, from
time to time, roused from her reverie to
give more than usual attention to what
her friend was saying, and pay her the
tribute of & smile.

It was at Brussels, their first halting-
place, that Anne determined to tell her
friend as much as was necessary of what
had transpired, to explain to her the
deception she had practised upon her, and
the imperative necessity that existed of
her having been brought away from Lon-
don. Bhe knew the difficulties that lay
before her, the danger she incurred of
being misunderstood, the poseibility of
Grace, in an access of rage at having been
played upon, declining to ackmowledge
the service which bad been remdered her,
and, determining to be governed solely by
her own thoughts, wishes, and impulses ;
but Anne knew also that she bad acted
rightly in electing to discharge the duties
she had prescribed to herself, even though
it might have a baneful effect on her
future, which was even thon not too
hopeful.

They arrived at Brussels in the after-
noon, and put up at the Hotel de Fiandre,
securing two rooms at the back of the
botel, far from the mnoisy trouble of the
Place Royale, and looking on to the
palace, at that season of the year silent
and deserted, with its blinds drawn down,
and a couple of sentries sleepily sauntering

on the terrace walk. There would be

:B:
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disturbance later on in the mews im-
mediately underlying the hotel windows,
when the carriages came back from
‘Waterloo, and the other excursions on
which they had taken the English tourists,
when the big Flemish horses would be
planging about the paved yard, and un-
willingly submitting themselves to the
washing and cleaning preparatory to their
short rest. But at that moment all was
silence and tranquillity; the hot air was
filled with fragrance from the flowers of
the royal garden, and a delightful sense
of nothing-doing pervaded the place. Not-
withstanding this, however, and the fatigue
congequent upon her journey, Grace found
it impossible to secure the sleep upon which
she had been reckoning.

It is%f no use,” she said, arising from
the couch on which she had thrown bher-
self, in her white peignoir, after having
unbound her hair, and let it fall over her
shoulders. “I am uncomfortable and
restless, and sleep seems impossible to me.
And you too, Anne, you are working away
a8 though you had only just risen, instead
of having been cramped up for hours in
that dreadful railway carriage, and that
worse than dreadful steamer.”

“I am only patching up a rent made in
my gown, in getting out of that ¢worse
than dreadful steamer,’ as you call it,”
said Anne, with a smile. Then changing
her tone, she added, “I am glad, however,
dear, to find that you are not disposed to
sleep just now, as I have something of
great importance to say to youn.”

“More somethings of great importance,”
said Grace, petulantly; *“ when shall we bave
done with them and get a little peace ?

“What I have to say to you now,” said
Anne, “will probably try your patience
and self-command, will require the exercise
of that love for me, which I know you
have, and your belief in that clearness of
thought and common sense for which you
used to give me credit, of your apprecia-
tion of my devotion to you, and your
intereats.” )

“Tell me, quickly, what it is,” said
Grace. ‘I have lost the habit of guessing
riddles since I have been in London, and I
am ancxious to know what this important
news can be.”

“I will tell you, then, plainly,” said
Anne, after a moment’s pause. ‘I have
done evil, that good might come of it. I
have deceived youn.”

“Deceived me !” cried Grace, with
already flushing cheeks. ‘‘ In what way?"”

I have brought yon away from London
becaunse I knew it to be a mafter of the
deepest possible impertance to you that
you should come; buat I have used a false
pretext to beguile you here. Your aunt,
Madame Sturm, though very ill, is not
worse than when I last wrote you.”

“Madame Sturm not worse—not dying!*’
cried Grace. “All that story about her
desiring to see me an invention ? What is
the reason that you have brought me away
with you ?”

“To save you from inevitable destruc-
tion,” said Anne; * to prevent your mar-
riage with & man who would have rendered
your life & burden and a disgrace.”

“What ?” cried Grace, springing to her
feet. * You have taken this step with the
idea of preventing my marriage; you have
dared to impose upon me with a falsehood,

.in the hope of interposing between me and

the man I love ?”

‘It was my only chance of getting you
to come,” said Anne. ‘It was impossible
for me to give you the real reason while
you were in London.”

“ And do you think that absence can
make any difference ? ”’ asked Grace, with
a sneer. “Do you think that I am more
likely to give him up in Brussels than I
should have been in Eaton-place ? Do yonu
think that he will be more willing to sur-
render me, becanse he is asked to do so in
a letter posted abroad ? "

“ There i3 no question of your giving
him up,” said Anne, calmly; “and as to
Mr. Heath, he has already expressed his
intentions on the subject.” :

 George—expressed his intentions! To
whom P—where ? ' asked Grace, breath-
lessly.

“To you, in this note,” said Anne,
handing to ber friend the letter which
Heath had written in the bank parlour.

Grace seized it and read it eagerly. I
cannot understand it,”’ she said, after run-
ning through it a second time. * What
does it mean? He says that it is impos-
sible for him to fulfil his engagement; that
you have reminded him that he is not free,
and that he leaves any further explanation
to you.”

Anne bowed her head in silence.

“ What does that mean? ” cried Grace,
fiercely : “how did you know that George
Heath was not free to marry anyone he
chose ? how did you know aunything about
him ? and what do yon know P”

Her eyes were filled with tears of rage
and disappointment, her voice shook, and
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ber lips, tightly as she endeavoured to
compress them, quivered: her tone and
action wero alike aggressive and defiant.

Anne, with a dead weight at her heart,
but with her sense clear and her outward
aspect calm, marked all this; she saw in
an instant that what she had long dreaded
had come to pass, that the long existent
friendship between her and Grace had
melted like wax in the blaze of Grace’s
wrath at the loss of her lover, that she
had applied the one test to her friend’s
feelings which they would not bear, and
that further concealment beyond a certain
point was useless. She was silent while
she was revolving this in bher mind, and
was recalled to herself by Grace's angry
voice repeating, “ What is it you know
about him ?”

“Much,” said Anne, sorrowfully; “ more
than T ever dared trust myself to think
about, more than I should have ever dared
to think of repeating, had not the force of
circumstances brought out this explana-
tion. You have never said anything; for
you were too kind and tender-hearted to
do 80 ; but you cannot fail to have noticed,
after we met again in Paris, that I was
wholly reticent about all that had occurred
during the interval of our separation.”

“I did notice it,” said Grace, ‘“‘and
thought it strange; but I forbore to ask
you about it, as you say, because I
imagined the subject was disagreeable to
you, but if what happened then had
nothing to do with your recent act, it is
your duty, as it shounld be your wish, to
make a complete disclosure.”

“Tt is my duty, and it shall be done,”
said Anne, gravely. *“You must know
then, that during that interval I was
thrown into constant communication with
Mr. Heath; he and my father were old
acquaintances, they were mixed up together
in a thousand schemes of what they called
business. I had already had to confess to
you that my father was a bad and wicked
man, and when you learn that Mr. Heath
was his constant associate—his prompter
rather, a8 being by far the cleverer of the
two—you will be able to form some
opinion of him, from whom——"

“ to your story, please,” inter-
rapted fiercely. ‘My opinions are
not likely to be warped or moulded by
your comments.”

“ The result of this constant communi-
cation was that I was engaged to be
married to Mr. Heath.”

“What!” cried Grace, in a considerably

softened tone, * you, my poor Aune, were
engaged to be married to George, and he
deserted you for me ? ”

‘ Not quite so,” said Anne, shaking her
head ; *“1 will do bim no injustice. Before
I came to Paris—long before you left
Bonn for England, the engagement between
us was broken.”

“ By him ? ” agked Grace, quickly.

“Yes,” said Aune, after a moment’s
hesitation and reflection, “ by him; by the
force of circumstances, apon which it is
not necessary for me to dilate, we were
parted, and he was, as I believe, unaware
of my existence, until I felt it to be my
duty to assert my claim on him as the
only means of preventing you from falling
into a snare, and marrying one utterly
unworthy of you.”

 Mr. Heath must have been very deeply
in love with you at the time when you
were engaged,” observed Grace, with a
sneer; “since your influence over him
even now is so great P "’

‘¢ It 'was sufficient to obtain my purpose,
said Anne, pointing to the letter which
Grace still held in her hand.

That was o terrible moment in Grace
Middleham’s life. Torn by oconflicting
emotions, she remained dazed and silent;
her love, her pride, her confidence had each
and all been outraged by the revelation
which she had just heard, from the lips of
one whom she had been accustomed to look
upon as her dearest friend. When Anne
first mentioned the fact of her engagement
with Heath, the fierce rage with which
Grace’s heart was filled had disap,
for an instant, under the idea that she her-
self had been unconsciously enacting a
disloyal part in robbing Anne of the
affections of the man she loved. Bat when
she saw, as she could not fail to do by
every inflection in Anne’s voice, by her
every gesture, that Heath was abhorrent
to her, Grace felt it was she herself who
had been betrayed, and that Aune, by her
recent intermeddling, had deprived her of
the one love of her life, had alienated from
her the only man for whom she had ever
felt anything to be dignified by the name
of a passion. Oh, it was too cruel! The
bitter tears of rage stood in her eyes as
she reflected that, notwithstanding all her
wealth, and in spite of the position which
she held, and which she had lately been
taught to prize so highly, she counld do
nothing to help herself in her present strait,
nothing to rescue herself from the degra-
dation into which she had been plunged,

”
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by what looked like the treachery, but
what, at its best, would be the officions
interference of one to whom she had proved
80 true a benefactress. Anne saw Grace’s
tears, saw her working lips, her arms up-
lifted over her head, and her hands clasped
together in her great agony, and, with her
own heart breaking, longed to clasp her
friend to her bosom, to unsay what had
been said, and speak to her words of com-
fort. She knew, however, that that was
impossible ; all she could do was to turn
away and avoid witnessing the mental
torture of her whom she loved so dearly.

When her convulsion of rage had some-
what subsided, Grace said, “ Your plea for
your conduct in this matter is, as I under-
stand, that you have been entirely guided
by your regard for me, by your desire that
I should be rescued from contraeting a
marriage with one so utterly unworthy of
me. Is that so?”

Anne bowed a silent assent.

“ Will you then be good enough to ex-
plain in what Mr. Heath’s unworthiness
consists. All the charges you have hitherto
brought against him have been vague
and unsatisfactory ; in the merest spirit of
fairness something definite should be ad-
| vanced.”

Anne saw at once the dilemma in which
she was placed. It was impossible for her
to bring forward any charges of weight
agnainst Heath, without going into the his-
tory of his crimes, and that, of course,
was not to be theught of for an instant—
there were too many interests involved, too
many persons concerned. Anne did not
know whether her father was alive or dead,
but in any cese her own horror at the
remembrance of the scenes she had wit-
nessed would prevent her referring to
them.

Grace marked her friend’s hesitation.
“You are apparently at a less for an
answer,” she said. ‘ Those who bring
vague charges frequently find themselves
in that position, I believe, when pressed
home.”

“T told you often,” said Anne, “in the
happy bygone days, that you were dearer
to me than myself. This man had broken
his plighted faith to me, he would not
scruple to break it to you. The humilia-
tion which I suffered did not matter—I
was unknown and uncared for—but it
would have been different in your case,
and I was determined that you should be
spared from the risk of undergoing it.”

It has been said that Grace’s perceptive

faculties had greatly increased of late. As
she listened to the hesitating manner in
which this answer was given—ao different
from Aunne’s usual frank, outepoken way—
she saw at once the attempt at evasion,
bat did not trace it to its proper source.
She remembered that Anne, though admit-
ting her father’s general wickedness, had
invariably refused to be betrayed into any
special revelations, and had done her best
to screen him by always turning the
subject; and Grace Middleham’s instant
suspicion was that the motive for Heath’s
conduct, in regard to Anne, was to be
looked for in the character and the
actions of Captain Studley. There was
an evident mystery, and that was the
only clue to it, which presented itself
to Grace’s mind. The answer which
Anne had given to Grace’s - strongly
urged demand, that she should prove
Heath’s unworthiness, was wholly vagune
and unsatisfactory, and was evidently not
the reply which Anne would have made,
had she been free from the pressure of
circumstances. That pressure was to be
looked for in the intimate relations at one
time existing between Heath and Captain
Studley, in regard to which Anne’s mouth
was sealed. Anne must have some reason,
Grace thought. Changed as she might be,
warped by those fatal connectioms, she
could not be base enough to bring misery
upon her best friend, by causing a rupture
with her lover, merely for the sake of
revenge for wounded vanity. The expla-
nation lay in the intimacy of Mr. Heath
and Anne’s father—Grace felt certain
of that. But what was she to do? She
could not declare her belief to Anne—
there was a coolness between them which .
would have entirely prevented such an
admission ; and, guarded as she was now,
Arme was not likely to corroborate her
friend’s idea. Nor could Grace act practi-
cally upon this conviction, thongh she was
firm in it, by making any advance to Mr.
Heath. That letter which Anne had
handed to her placed such an idea out of
the question; she was not, of course,
aware of the circumstances under which
it was written; but, taken by itself; it was
wholly conclusive. Tn it Mr. Heath plainly
renounced all claim to the fulfilment of
her promise ; remounced it so plainly and
8o positively as to render it imposaible for
Grace to sacrifice her dignity and self-
respect, by ever entering into communica-
tion with him again.

Grace felt that there was no one now to
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whom she could refer for advice or assist-
snce in her distress. Her pride revolted
at the thought of appealing to her uncle’s
old friends, who had been left as trustees
of his affairs; and even had she done so,
her experience of Mr. Bence and Mr.
Palmer told her theve was but little to be
hoped for from them. Selfish, worldly
men, engrossed in their own pursuits, they
had been only too well pleased to rid
themselves of their responsibility as soon
a8 it was legally possible, and it was not
likely that either of them would be willing
or able to undertake the delicate fanctions
of an adviser in such a matter as that
mnder eonsideration. Nor was there any-

thing to be hoped for from an appeal to
the la

> wyers, Messrs. Hilman and Hieks;
both they and the trustees had, as Grace
know, the highest opinion, not merely of
Mr. Heath’s commercial shrewdness, but
of his honourable and straightforward
character, and all would be alike persuaded
thaé whatever he had done in the matter,
had been actuated on his part by motives
of the highest order.

What was to be done ? There was not
the slightest nse in retarning to London,
Graco felt, as there her only acquaintances
were members of Mrs. Cratchley’s family,
or persons who had been brought aronnd
her t h Mrs. Crutchley’s influence;
and though nothing had ever been gaid by
anyone—least of all by herself—Grace
could not help inwardly acknowledging
that, to Mrs. Crutchley’s skilfal manipula.
tion, she owed the fact of her engagement
with Heath. That estimable lady had
prepared the way for him, had sung his
Praises, yy, indeed, and without
aay undue exultation, but with sufficient
sbrength and perseverance to compel
Grace’s attention; had arranged those

ings on the quiet off-evenings, which

bad been so delightful; and’ had lost no
ity of forwarding his suit. Lon-

don, then, to Grace Middleham, meant
Mrs. Crutchley. To attempt to enter into
eommunication with her would be as
Jowering to Grace’s dignity as if she were
to write to Heath himself, and therefore
her retarn to London was at present im-
ible. She must go home to Germany,
ving behind her all the gaiety which
she had so much enjoyed, the incense of
adunlation, which had been so freely offered
to her, and must recommence the old,
dreary life—listening to the fretful mur-
murs of Madame Sturm, with the profes-
sor’s piano as her only source of relaxation.

The sesthetic teas and the musical evenings,
with the long-haired students and the
solemn old doctors in attendance, must
henceforth be the substitutes for the bril-
liant balls at which she, as the heiress of
Loddonford, had been singled out for special
admiration. Innumerable other girls, with-
out half her wealth or pretensions to
beauty, had happier lives ; for, at least, they
were living in civilised society, and had the
opportunity of winning husbands for them-
selves, a chance which Grace looked upon
a8 wholly denied to her. Not among the
Eckbarts and the Fischers would she
deign to look for the future partner of her
life ; indeed, as she had often said to Anne
—there was another misery! What she
bad said to Anne she could say no more;
all confidence between them was suspended;
it seemed impossible that their former
relations could ever be renewed. Grace
scarcely knew which to be most angry
with — Anne’s t silence or present
confession ; both seemed equally inoppor-
tune. She could mnot help avowing to
hercelf that the mystery about Mr. Heath
must be something very dreadful, or Anne,
with her clear, calm sense, would never
have taken so decided a step as to interfere
between them. Her pride forbad her to
acknowledge the existence of this feeling
to her friend, her wounded vanity pre-
vented her from appealing to Anne by
recounting all the o{;’l memories of their
passed companionship, to tell her unhesi-
tatingly the truth, and to solve the horrible
doubt which then possessed her. She could
do nothing of this, she could only give
vent to her anger, her humiliation and
disappointment in a flood of bitter tears.
This resource she availed herself of, throw-
ing herself upon her bed and sobbing as if
her heart wonld break, while Anne, who
longed to comfort her, felt that any offer
of attention would be either unwelcome or
misunderstood, and consequently wandered
out into the Parc, and strolled up and down
there until she was tired out, an object of
great admiration to the tight-waisted little
brave Belges, who, in ogling and flirtation,
ag well as in other matters, fashion them-
selves on the model of their Parisian
brethren.

The next morning they continued their
journey to Bonn, and though neither of
them took the other into confidencs,
both were secretly comparing the enor-
mous difference between their present
dreary silent pilgrimage, and the bright
and happy trip they had made through
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almost the same country on their way
from Paris, but & few months previously.
No resting now among the old Belgian
cities, picture-seeing and memorial-visit-
ing; no delightfal talk of their experi-
ences, no happy iaterchange of hopes
and aspirations. Then Grace saw every-
thing before her in bright coloura; her
coming of age was imminent, and that
meant something pleasurable and novel.
Now, that was a thing of the past; the
one man whom she had learned to lpve was
separated from her, and her future was
hazy and indistinct. And Anne's reflec-
tions, too, were of a sufficiently dishearten-
ing character. The last time she had
travelled that road she had begun to feel,
in all her trouble and misery, a blessed
sense of repose, the first foreshadowings
of that state of peace which characterised
her sojourn at Bonn; but her present
forebodings were of a very different kind.
Then she knew—for she had just had direct
experience of the fact—that she was all in
all to Grace Middleham, who, at her first
appeal, had flown to her, succoured snd
nurtured her, with a more than sisterly
affection. Now all that was changed;
Grace, as was natural enough, had formed
other ideas and associations, and she who
from childhood had been her chosen com-
panion had now lost all place in her heart,
because she had dared to interfere between
her friend and certain destruction. It was
quite true that Anne had the satisfaction
of knowing that she had done her duty;
but this, notwithstanding all that the
moralists may say, is not always a sufficient
consolation for a great deal of mental
misery and bodily discomfort. -

The difference was most felt on their
arrival at Bonn. They had not let the
g:ofesaor know at what time they might

expected, so that there was no one there
to meet them. Both the girls thought—
Grace carelessly, but Anne with a touch
of tenderness—of their first meeting with
the students at the statiopn, of Fischer’s
boyish romance and Eckhart's blunt bat
hearty kindness. Eckhart would have
been there then, Anne thought, had he
known she was coming; but she learned
afterwards that he had some time since
quitted Bonn, had sold the paternal

brewory, and was pursuing his" artistic
career in Rome. They drove. :in the
lambering old drosky —for Boru - still
remains inferior, even to the rest of
Germany, as regards its public vehicles
—to the Poppelsdorfer Allee, where they |
found persons and things pretty much
in the same condition as when they had
left them. The professor himself seemed
very little surprised at their return, but
received tirem both with equal cordiality,
for his gentle nature had learned to
appreciate the goodness of * Vallare,” as
he persisted in calling Anne, and was
delighted with the opportunity of talking
with Grace over the wonders of London,
a subject which had wholly occupied his
every leisure moment, according to his
wife's account, since his return thence.
Madame Sturm, a little weaker perhaps
than when Grace had left Bonn, was
unfeignedly pleased to see her mniece.
Moet fortunately no hint of the intended

i with Heath bad ever been
conveyed to the worthy lady, who was
therefore unable to wound Grace’s sus-
ceptibilities, as otherwise with the best
intentions she undoubtedly would have
done, but she pratiled away, inveighing
against the KEnglish climate and the
frivolities of the London season, which,
she said, had robbed her niece of her
healthy colour, and declaring tbat the
plain fare, early hours, and bright atmo-
sphere of Rheinland were necessary to
set her up again.

“And as for you, Waller,” continued
the old lady, who had not been in such
high spirits for months, “I declare it is
like a gleam of sunshine to see you coming |
into the house again. Now, I sball know
what it is to be nursed and attended to
propetl.:}{. I cannot tell yon what I have
suffered at the hands of these clumsy
creatures; not one of them could remember
at what time my tonic should be brought
to me; and, as for rubbing in a lotion,
they were worse than nothing at all.”

ut it is doubtful whether Madame
Sturm would have been so0 joyous, had she
been aware of the resolution whichk had,
for some time, been forming itself in
Anne’s mind, and which she determined
to carry out immediately.

The Right of Translating Articles from ALL THE YEAR ROUND is reserved by the Authors.
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and wondered about the Methodist preacher,
and sbout her chance of ever seeing or
bearing more of him, until a thought
darted into her mind like an arrow. Little
Rhoda! She was a Methodist born and
bred, and knew this preacher, and
Minnie would send for little Rhoda.

When she announced this resolution to
her mother, Mrs. Bodkin found several
difficulties in the way of its fulfilment.

% What do you want with her, Minnie?”

“1 want to see her. Mrs. Errington
talks so much of her. I remember her
coming here with a message once, when
she was a child. I recollect only a little
fair face and shy eyes, under a coal-scuttle
straw bonnet. Don’t you, mamma? And
T want to talk to herabout several things,”
added Minnie, with resolute truthfulness.

“QOh, dear 'me! What will your papa
my ? ”

“T don't see how papa can object to my
asking this nice little thing to come to me
for an afternoon, when he doesn't mind

ur boring yourself to death with Goody

arton, whose snuff-taking would try the
nerves of a rhinoceros, nor forbid my
inviting the little Jobsons, who are un-
pleasant to look upon, and stupid beyond
the wildest flights of imagination. He lets
mo have any one I like.”

“Yes; but you teach the little Jobsons
the alphabet, my dear. And that is a
charitable work.’

“ And Rhoda will amuse me, and I'm
sure that is a charitable work ! ”

Minnie would get her own way, of course.
She always did.

That same evening Minnie said to her
father, with her frank, bright smile, “ Papa,
may I not ask Rhoda Maxfield to take tea
with me some afternoon ?

“ Rhoda what P ”

¢ Little Maxfield, the grocer's daughter,
paps,” said Minnie, boldly.
rs. Bodkin bent nervously over her
knitting.

“What on earth for? Why do you
want to associate with such folks ? Have
you not plenty of friends without——?"”

% No, papa. But I don’t ask her because
I’'m in want of friends.”

“ Oh, Minnie,” said Mrs. Bodkin in the
quick, low tones she habitnally spoke in,
“I'm sure nobody has more friends than
you have! Everybody is so glad to come
to you, always.”

“ You're my friend, mamma. And papa
is my friend. Never mind the rest. I
waut to have little Maxfield to tea.”

Minnie laughed at herself, the moment
after she had said the words, in the tone of
a spoiled child.

Dr. Bodkin crossed and uncrossed his
legs, kicked a footstool out of the way,
and then got up and stood before the fire.

“If you want amusement, isn’t there
Miss Chubb, or the McDougalls, or—or
plenty more?” said he, shooting out his
upper lip, and frowning uneasily.

“ Now papa, can you say in conscience
that you find Miss Chubb and the
McDougalls perennially amusing?’ Then,
with a sndden change of tone, “ Besides,
you kmnow, the other people are playing
their parts in life, and strutting about
hither and thither on the stage, and they
find it all more or less interesting. But I
—I am like a child at & peep-show. I can
but look on, and I sometimes long for a
change in the scene and the puppets ! "’

The doctor began to poke the fire
violently. *Laura,” said he, addressin,
his wife, “that last tea you got is goog
for nothing. They brong{t me a cup just
now in the study that was absolutely un-
drinkable. Is it Smith’s tea ? Well, try
Maxfield’s. You can have some ordered
when the message is sent for the girl to
come here.”

. In this way the doctor gave his permis-
sion.

The next day Minnie despatched her
maid, Jane, with the following note to
Mr. Maxfield:—

“Will Mr. Maxfield allow his daughter
Rhoda to spend the afternoon with Miss
Bodkin ? Miss Bodkin is an invalid, and
cannot often leave her room, and it would

ive her great pleasure to see Rhoda.

he maid shall wait and accompany
Rhoda if Mr. Maxfield permits, and Miss
Bodkin undertakes to have her sent safely
home again in the evening.”

Old Max was scarcely more surprised
than gratified on reading this invitation.
Hestood behind his counter holding the
pink perfumed note between his floury
finger and thumb, and turning over the
contents of it in his mind, whilst his son
James served the maid with some tea.

Miss Minnie was a much-looked-up-to

rsonage in Whitford. And here was

iss Minnie inviting Rhoda just as though
she had been a lady, and sending her own
maid for her. This would be Algy’s doing,
the old man decided. Algy had more
sense than his mother. Algy knew that
Rhoda was fit to go anywhere, and could
hold her own with the best. The young

tui
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fellow was very thick with Dr. Bodkin’s
family, and had, no dounbt, talked to Miss
Miunnie about Rhoda. All sorts of ideas
thronged into old Max’s head, which,
nevertheless, looked as obstinately idealess
a one as could well be imagined, as he
stood conning the pink note, with his
grey eyebrows knotted together, and his
heavy under-lip pursed up. Perhaps not
the feeblest element in his feeling of
exunltation was the sense of triumph over
David Powell. Powell might approve or
disapprove, but, anyway, he wonld see that
he was wrong in supposing the Erringtons
did not think Rhoda good enough for
them! If they introduced her about
among their friends, that meant a good
deal, eh, brother David? And that the
invitation came by means of the Erring-
tons, Maxfield felt more and more con-
vinced, the more he thought of it. So
many years had passed, and Miss Minnie
had taken no notice of Rhoda. Why
should she now? Maxfield was at no loss
to find the answer. Muybe old Mrs. Erring-
ton had talked for talk’s sake more than she
meant. Maybe her boasting was in order to
driveahard bargain, when Algyshounld come
forward and offer to make Rhoda a lady.

The Erringtons’ friends were going little
by little to make acquaintance with Rhoda,
in view of the promotion that awaited
her. Well, Rhoda could stand the test.
Rhoda was quite different from the likes
of him.

He called his sister-in-law out of the
kitchen, and in a few hurried words told
her of the invitation, and bade ber tell
Rhoda to get ready without delay. He
cut Betty Grimshaw short in her exclama-
tions and inquiries. “I've mo time to
talk to you now,” he said. “The maid is
waiting. Bid Rhoda clothe herself in her
best garments.”

“ %&t! her Sanday frock, Jonathan P
exclaimed Betty in shrill sarprise.

“'Sh! woman!” answered Maxfield,
and gripped her wrist fiercely. He did
not want that family detail to come to the
ears of Miss Bodkin's maid.

Rhoda was completely bewildered by
the invitation, and by the breathless haste
with which Betty announced it to her,
and hurried her preparations. * But I
don’t want to go!” murmured Rhoda
plaintively. At the same time she suffered
her clothes to be huddled on to her in
Aunt Betty’s rongh fashion.

“Ah! tell that to your parent, my
dear. I have the mark of his fingers on

my wrist at this moment; he was in such
a taking, and so—so uncnmboundable.”
This latter was a word of Betty’s own in-
vention, and she frequently employed it
with an air of great relish.

The idea of going amongst strangers
was more terrible to Rhoda, than can easily
be conceived by those who have never
lived so secluded a life as hers had been.
Had she been able to say a word to
Algernon, she thonught she should have
derived a little comfort and support from
him. Bat he and his mother were both
from home.

All the way from her own house to Dr.
Bodkin’s, Rhoda uttered no word, except
to ask Jane timidly if she were sure Miss
Miunie would be alone—quite alone ?

The gloomy court-yard, and the stone
entrance hall of the house struck her with
awe. The old man-servant who opened
the door seemed to look severely on her.
Bhe followed Jane with a beating heart
up the wide staircase, whose thick carpet
muffled her footsteps mysteriously, and
then through a drawing-room full of far-
niture all covered with grey holland.
There was the glitter of gilt picture-frames
on the walls, and the shining of a great
mirror, and of a large, dark, polished
pianoforte at one end of the room. And
there was a mingled smell of flowers and
cedar-wood, and altogether the impression
made upon Rhoda’s senses, as she passed
through the apartment, was one of perfume,
and si%ence, and vague splendour. She had
no time, even if she had had self-possession,
to examine the details of what seemed to
her so grand, for she was led across a
passage and into a room opposite to the
drawing-room, and found herself in Miss
Bodkin's presence.

The room was Minnie’s bed-room, but
it did not look like a sleeping-chamber,
Rhoda thought. To be sure a little white-
curtained bed stood in one cormer, but
all the toilet apparatus was hidden by a
curtain which iung across a.recess, and
there were bookshelves full of books, and
flowers on a stand, and a writing-table.
On one side of the fireplace, in which a
bright fire_blazed, there was a curious sort
of long chair, and in it, dressed in a loose
crimson robe of soft woollen stuff, reclined
Minnie Bodkin.

Rhoda was, as has been said, extremely
sensitive to beauty, and Minnie’s whole
aspect struck her with admiration. The
picturesque rich-coloured robe, the delicate
white hands relieved upon it, the graceful
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langunor of Minnie’s attitude, and the air
of refinement in the young lady and her
surroundings, were all intensely appre-
ciated by poor little Rhoda, who stood
dumb and blushing before her hostess.

Minnie, on her part, was a good deal
taken by surprise. She welcomed Rhoda
with her sweetest smile, and thanked her
for coming, and made her sit down by the
fire opposite to herself; and when they
were alone together, she talked on for
some time with a sort of careless good
nature, which, little by little, succeeded in
setting Rhoda somewhat at her ease. But
careless as Minnie’s manner was, she was
scrutinising the other girl’s looks and ways
very keenly.

“She is absolutely lovely!” thought
Minnie. ‘““And so graceful, and—and—
lady-like! Yes; positively that is the
word. She is as shy as a fawn, but no
more awkward than one. It is not what
I expected.”

Perhaps Minnie could scarcely have said
what it was that she had expected. Pro-
bably a quiet, prett{-looking, well-behaved
young person, like her maid Jane. Rhoda
was something very different, and the
young lady was charmed with her new
protégée. Only she was obliged to admit,
before the afternoon was over, that she had
failed in the main object for which she
had invited Rhoda to visit her. There
was no clear and vivid accousit of Powell,
his teaching, or his preaching, to be got
from Rhoda.

Rhboda could not remember exactly what
Mr. Powell said. Rhoda could not say
what it was which made all the people cry
and grow so excited at his preaching.
Rhoda cried herself sometimes, but that
was when he talked very pitifully ab~ut
poor people, and little children, and
things like that. Sometimes, too, she felt
frightened at his preaching, but she sup-
posed she was frightened because she had
not got assurance. Many of the congre-
gation had assurance. Yes; oh yes, the
people said Mr. Powell was a wonderful
man, and the most awakening preacher
who had been in Whitford for fifty years.

Minnie looked at the simple, serious
face, and marked the childlike demureness
of manner with which Rhoda declared
Mr. Powell to be “an awakening preacher.”
“I don’t think he has awakened you
to any very startling extent !’ thought
Minnie. * This girl seems to have received
no strong influence from him.”

That was in a great measure the fact;

but also, Rhoda was held back from speak-
ing freely, by the conviction that her Me-
thodist phraseology would sound strange,
and perhaps absurd, in the young lady’s
ears. Moreover, it did not help to pat her
at bher ease, that she felt sundry uneasy
pricks of comscience for mnot * bearing
testimony " with more fervour. She knew
that David Powell would have had her
improve the occasion to the uttermost.
But how could she run the risk of being
disagreeable to Miss Minnie, who was so0
kind to her ?

That was the form in which Rhoda
mentally put the case. The truth was,
hers was not one of those natures to which
the invisible ever becomes more real and
important than the visible. It was in-
comparably more necessary to her happi-
ness to be in agreeable and smooth relations
with the people around her, than to feel
herself in higher spiritual communion with
unseen powers.

‘When Minnie at length reluctantly de-
sisted from questioning her on the saubject
of Powell, and her chapel-going, and her
religious feelings, she was surprised to find
how the girl's frigid, constrained manner
thawed, and how her tongue was loosened.

She chatted freely enough about her
visit to Llanryddan in the summer, and
about Duckwell Farm, where her half-
brother Seth lived, and, above all, about
Mrs. Errington.  Mrs. Errington had been
80 good to her, and had taught her, and
talked to her; and did Miss Minnie know
what a change it was for a lady like Mrs.
Errington to live in such a poor place as
theirs ? For, although she had the best
rooms, of course it was very poor, com-
pared with the castle she was brought
up in. About Algernon she said very
little; but it slipped out that she was
in the habit of being present when Mr.
Diamond came to read with the young
gentleman; and then Miss Minnie was
very much interested in hearing what
Mr. Dismond said to his pupil, and how
Rhoda liked Mr. Diamond, and what she
thought of him. And when it appeared
that Rhoda had thought very little about
him at all, but considered him a very
clever, learned gentleman—perhaps a little
stiff and grave, but not at all unkind—Miss
Minnie smiled to herself and said, *“ He is a
little stiff and grave, Rhoda. Not the kind
of person to attract one very much, eh ?

nd then tea was brought, and Rhoda
sipped hers out of a delicate porcelain cup,
like those which Mrs. Errington had in

1
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her cormer cupboard. And there were
some delicious cakes, which Rhoda was
quite natural enough to own she liked very
much. And then Mrs. Bodkin came in,
and sat down beside her daughter; and
finally, at Minnie's request, she took Rhoda
into the drawing-room, and played to her
on the grand piano.

‘“ Rhoda likes music, she says, mamma.
But she has never heard a good instrument.
Do play her a bit of Mozart ! ”

“I am no great performer, my dear,”
said Mrs. Bodkin, opening the piano;
“but I keep up my playing on my
danghter’s account. ghe is not strong
enough to play for herself.”

Minnie her chair wheeled into the
drawing-room, in order, as she whispered
to her mother, to enjoy Rhoda’s face when
she should hear the music.

Rhoda sat by and listened, in a trance of
delight, while Mrs. Bodkin made the keys
of the instrument delicately sound a minuet
of Mozart, and then give forth more volume
of tone in “ The Heavens are telling,” This
was different, indeed, from the tinkling
old ichord at home! The music
transported her. When it ceased she was
breathing quickly, and her eyes were full
of tears. “Oh, how beautiful!” she
faltered out.

“Why, child,you are a capital audience!”
said Mrs. Bodkin, smiling kindly.

Then it was time to go home. She was
made to promise that she would come
again and see Minnie whenever her father
would let her. She left Dr. Bodkin's
house in a very different frame of mind
from that in which she had entered it. Yet
she was as silent on her way home as she
had been in the afternoon.

How happy gentlefolks must be, who
always can have music, and flowers, and
talk in such soft voices, and are so polite
in their manners, and 8o dainty in their
persons ! She could not help contrasting
the coarse, rough ways at home with the
smoothness and softness of the life she
had had a glimpse of at Dr. Bodkin’s.
She tried to hold fast in her memory the
pleasant sights and sounds of the day.

In this mood, half-enjoying, half-regret-
ful, she arrived at her father's house to
find the little parlour full of people—be-
sides her own family and Powell, there
were two or three neighbours who joined
in the exercises—and a prayer meeting
just culminating in & long-drawn hymn,
bawled out with more zeal than sweetness
by the little assembly.

PHYSIOLOGY OF VEGETATION.

Tae vegetable kingdom—to use the
formal nomenclature of earlier days—
presents problems harder of solution than
any which inorganic matter can afford. No
student of natural history can fail to note
the striking points of similarity, as between
animal and vegetable life, which incessantly
obtrude themselves. And yet the patient in-
vestigator cannot ignore the yet more ob-
vious distinctions which separate the shrub,
the tree, the flower from the animal creation
of which they present a pale reflex. Thus,
plants, in their higher development, are of
distinct sexes: they have life-blood and
a circulating system, with organs of respi-
ration, and the same need of light and
heat, of air and water, that we have. But
in many important respects they differ
from. any, save the lowest invertebrate,
forms of animal life. Locomotion, for
instance, is denied them. They are dumb
and passive. That to a limited extent
they feel, few candid observers would
deny; but direct physical agenocy is re-
quired to affect their sluggish sentient
powers.

Without vegetable life, it is manifest
that animal life would shortly, in this
planet of ours, become extinct. Plants
and herbs are the true purveyors of all
nourishment, the humblest green thing
being a laboratory, for the conversion into
edible substances of all the waste matter
that comes in contact with its roots ; while
every leaf is as a trap to catch the carbon,
that would otherwise vitiate the atmo-
sphere to a dangerous degree. As regards
the sea, all marine creatures, from the
huge whale to the tiniest infusoria, ulti-
mately depend for their nutriment on the
immense mass of vegetable and animal
refuse washed by a thousand rivers into
the deep, and without which neither the
beds of seaweed mnor the innumerable
forms of vital organism could exist. It
is not easy, however, to draw a hard-and-
fast line as to where the boundaries of
the animal and vegetable worlds should
be traced. The madrepore, the sponge,
the sea-anemone, the coral animal, and
other zoophytes, the shell-fish clinging to
rock and pile, the many-coloured living blos-
soms that make the bottom of the ocean re-
semble a flower-garden, are so like vege-
tables, that it is hard at first to discriminate
the technical difference. On the other
hand, we see land plants, sach as the
curious flycatcher of South America, car-
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nivorous by instinct, feeding on the insects
which they ensnare within their quickly-
contracting leaf-cup, and scarcely to be
distinguished, save in appearance, from so
many sedentary spiders.

The vast geological changes which the
earth has undergone, with now an Arctic
rigour of climate, then tropical heat, and
anon a period of submergence, have pro-
duced in all ages such an effect on the
flora of a country as was to be expected.
At first the cold, wet soil, intersected by
sullen lagoons, and furrowed by the action
of ice, can bear nothing but moss, fucoid,
and lichen — cryptogams that need little
aid from the sun’s rays to enable them to
live. Next succeed the tall reed-beds, the
fern-thickets, matted tangles of coarse
grass, cane-brakes, and growths of hemp
and flax. To these series, long since
carbonised, belong nearly all our coal-
measures. We feed our furnaces with
what were once sheets of moss, browsed
by the hungry reindeer. The blaze that
warms our hearths consumes tall tree-
ferns, slender palmettoes, all of home
growth, the British bamboo, the British
cactus and mimosa—a vegetation fitter, to
our fancy, for some Indian forest than for
its original birthplace. The fir, the pine,
the birch, the hazel, and even the stately
beech, had all of them to grow and to
decay before our woodlands were fit for
their crowning ornament—the magnifi-
cent oak, a very late comer indeed, geo-
logically speaking, into Eunrope north of
the Alps.

Analysis of the sap, which is the blood
of trees, reveals its constituents to be
water, with some {)otass, a small admixture
of carbonate of lime, and some charac-
teristic vegetable products, which differ
according to the species. Attempts have
been made in France, not unsuccessfully,
to impart a permanent stain to the growing
wood by making, at the proper season, in-
cigions in the bark, and by transfusing
coloured liquids into the ascending sap.
There is, however, no small risk of poison-
ing the tree, shounld mineral acids or coal-
tar dyes be selected; and, indeed, trees are
readily killed by whatever of a deleterions
nature comes into contact with their leaf-
lungs, their roots, or their epidermis,
The emanations from smelting-works,
baleful to haman beings, are still more
fatal to trees; and even the leakage of gas-
pipes lays low many a stately elm and
chestnut in our public parks and pleasure-
grounds. It has been often notedl,) that an

.

excess of fhel:; and moisture promotes the
wth of inferior or parasite vegetation,
g;'o the expense of the higher. g‘eIn the
forests of Western Africa and of South
America, the many majestic trees are
short-lived, and rarely sound at heart,
choked and oppressed as they are by the
twining luxuriance of the innumerable
ites that enwrap them into their
flower-laden tendrils, and suck from them
the strength that should go to nourish the
tall branches that wither one by one. The
very finest trees are to be found in drier
a.nel(-ly more temperate climates—such, for
instance, as that of California.

The seeds of plants have been aptly com-
pared to the eggs which play so important
a part in the animal creation; while their
number varies, from the million or so of

accredited to the spleen-wort, or from

the three hundred thousand of the tobacco
lant, to the solitary seed of the sea-pink.
nly a small percentage of seeds, as of
eggs in the kindred cases of the insect or
the fish, ever fulfil their primary purpose;
but in the majority of cases there is an
ample provision against waste, and human
life in ial is largely dependent on
what falls from the overbrimming cornu-
copia of Nature. Our own staff of exist-
ence—wheaten bread—is derived from this
apparently prodigal bounty; and the same
mt:iy be said of the rice of the Bengal ryot
and the buckwheat of the Russian moujik.
Were it not for the abundance of seeds
produced by leguminous, and especially
culmiferous plants, onr sustenance must
be on roots alone, in addition to such
animal food as we could procure. That—
although wild rice bhas been, though
rarely, observed—wild wheat is mowhere
met with, is a notable fact as illustrating
what care and culture must be given to the
taming of cereals which, when neglected,
have a tendency to degenerate into mere

grasses.
Fruit—which is, after all, but the fleshy
husk of seeds—seemingly simple substance
though it be, is extremely complex when
analysed into its nine, ten, or eleven con-
stituents. There is always malic, and often
tartaric acid ; gelatine, mucilage, and
tannin munst combine with sugar, water,
and potess, and to these must be added a
peculiar colouring and a flavouring prin-
ciple before the grape, peach, or apricot,
thus cunningly compounded without hands,
is ready for the table. Heat, which de-
velops the saccharine properties, is, of
course, the familiar agent in ripening ; but

:ﬁ:
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heat, under some conditions, can do its
work without light.

Fruit, when gently warmed in a vessel
sealed against light and air, becomes rich
in sugar: the gum, water, and woody fibre
shrinking proportionably as the glucose
i8s formed. Flowers, again, would yield
no scent were it not that solar or artificial
heat promotes the evaporation of the
essential oil, franght with perfume, in
which their fragrance lies. So inflam-
mable, under some conditions, is this, that
there are plants, such as the fraxinella,
which readily take fire when flame is
brought into close proximity to their
odorous stems.

Trees hollow by nature, and the cavities
of which are filled with a soft pitb—such
as the palm, tree-fern, and other such
members of the sylvan family—are, like
the cane and the reed, chiefly the natives
of tropical and sab-tropical climates; while
solid timber is common in more temperate
zones, with a marked preponderance of
resinous trees a8 we approach high lati-
tudes. The people of Mesopotamia have
from time immemorial fed their baking-
ovens with grass; while, on the other
hand, the Norwegian t has been
glad to eke out the rye-meal and barley,
by mixing the sawdust of the yellow pine
with his coarse bread. It is mo slight
victory of civilisation that the inferior
cereals, which, with pulse, were once
the food of four-fifths of the population
of Europe, have slowly and surely given
place to wheat. Roots, also, unknown to
or neglected by our forefathers, have
within the last half century come to be
prized as they deserve. But for turnips,
mangold-wurzel, and beet-root, our far-
mers would have been compelled, in the
old wasteful way, to consign, each winter,
half their cattle to the pole-axe and the
corning-tub, and the price of fresh meat
would have become fabulously high. As
for the heavy debt of obligation which we
in Europe owe to the potato, it would be
hard to exaggerate it. It must be admitted,
however, that a population which can con-
tentedly feed upon roots alone is sure to
be in a backward state. The facility with
which yams can be raised by very light
labour co-operates, with the profusion of
plantains and cassavas, to render the negro
the indolent being which we find him,
both on the West Coast of his ancestral
Africa, and among the fruit-groves of
Jamaica.

There are some vegetable anomalies;

among which the cow-tree of Bolivia ranks
high. It was no trifling boon that, among
the dry and stony table-lands of Upper
Peru, a tree, the yucca, shonld be ready
to reward the thirsty wayfarer who pierces
its bark, by pouring forth a copions stream
of rich and refreshing milk. The oil-nut,
the shea-butter tree, and the vegetable
ivory of the Guinea Coast, the wax-tree
of South America, and the camphor of
Sumatra, are almost equally remarkable.
The palm gives syrup, sugar, and intoxi-
cating liquor, as well as fruit, cordage,
timber, thatch, clothing, and fuel. ﬁglfe
bamboo serves a hundred uses. The
bread-fruit tree of the South Sea islands,
with fish and fern-roots, made the inhabi-
tants independent of agriculture and art.
Some two years since, a Swedish professor
of chemistry, M. Stenberg, subjected the
famous moss which his country produces
in such profusion, and which had hitherto
been regarded merely as the indispensable
food of the bhardy reindeer, to a series of
experiments. These were, both from a
scientific and a commercial standpoint,
brilliantly sucoessful. It was found
that the verdant carpet, which -drapes
many hundreds of square miles of un-
trodden field and bleak mountain, was a
gource of wealth, till then unknown. From
sixty-six pounds of well-washed moss the
clever professor extracted five gallons of
pure alcohol. Eighteen hundred-weight
of the same moss, under proper treatment,
yielded to M. Stenberg the enormous
amount of nearly twelve hundred-weight
of unrefined sugar. The sugar-cane and
the beet-root, cultivated at great cost, and
requiring peculiar conditions of soil and
climate, do not, weight for weight, compete
with this wild growth of the Swedish hills;
and it is not surprising to hear that the
price of moss at Stockholm has of late
risen to about a halfpenny a pound, and
that lack of capital and machinery alone
retards the practical results of so impor-
tant a discovery.

Oddly enmough, copper, a poisonous
metal, is found in the tree—the cinchona—
which supplies us with our chief safe-
guard against fevers, quinine; while the
oak is remarkably rich in iron, with re-
spect to which it is surpassed only by the
iron-wood of Brazil and Guinea, and pos-
sibly by the hard lignum-vite of Honduras.
Previous to the discovery of America, there
were but few varieties of wood at the ser-
vice of the cabinet-maker save osk and
walput, and a small quantity of ebony,
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imported by the Venetians or the Portu-
guese from Africa or India, and sold at an
extravagant price.

The demand for mahogany, which was
first imported into England in 1724, stea-
dily increased, until, in 1830, it exceeded
twenty thousand tons annually. The sup-
Pply is still very large, but woods of brighter
colour and finer grain, such as maple and
satin-wood, black walnut, partridge-wood,
and rosewood, have in some degree sup-
planted it.

Foreign gardeners acknowledge the
superiority, in size and flavour, of the
fruit forced in English hothouses and
ripened on the red-brick walls of Lng-
lish gardens. And this is the more
remarkable since Britain is, as regards
wild frait, not quite so well off as her
neighbours in the same latitades. In
Northern France, Belginm, and South
Holland, wild strawberries, bilberries, and
so forth, are very much more abundant
than among our own woods and heaths.
Vegetables were, indeed, somewhat slow
in becoming naturalised among us. The
Tudor sovereigns depended on the Nether-
lands for their salads, no less than for their
artichokes, carrots, and other rarities.
Holland, it should be remembered, was, to
English eyes, so late as a hundred years
ago, a very triumph of civilised industry
—=a combination of dairy, farm, garden,
and factory, immensely in advance of the
slovenly t,i-{lage of our island home. One
of Shakespeare’s anachronisms, no less
ﬁagmnt than Falstaff's mention of potatoes,
ig Jack Cade’s desire to appease his hunger
on the salads in Squire Arden’s walled
demesne. British salads, when Elizabeth
reigned and Shakespeare wrote, were ex-
otic novelties, almost as new to England
as the now familiar tubers which had
lately, under their Chilian name of batatas,
been transplanted from Sir Walter’s Irish

on at Youghal to the eastern side of

t. George’s Channel. Hops, which surely
deserve to be reckoned as a national in-
stitution, were forbidden to be planted by
the parliaments of Henry the gixth, and
were denounced by those of Henry the

Eiﬁﬂ;h.

ot climates and sunny countries are
the chosen abode of evergreen trees, such
as the cork and the cypress, the palm and
the ilex; while nine-tenths of the ornaments
of our own forests are stripped of their
folinge at the first breath of winter. There
is often, however, something melancholy
in the aspect of these dark-green un-

changing glades, while the grey olive and
maulberry are far from adding cheerful-
ness to the landscape. The gloom of the
stern vegetation of Australia, with the
metallic tints of the dusky foliage, and
the sullen aspect of the unvarying bush,
saddened the spirits of the first exiles and
explorers, utterly unaware of the rare ca
bilities of the country. At the anti O(E::,
even more than with us, care and skill
have wrought wonders. In the tropics,
however, and in some favoured spots be-
yond their limits, the results of the most
scientific agriculture fall short of those
which accrue from the almost spontaneous
bounty of Nature. A little plot but twelve
yards squmare, planted with bananas,
averages a yield of four thousand pounds
of farinaceous fruit. The same area, under
wheat, would give but thirty-three pounds
of grain, and a return of one hundred
pounds if planted with potatoes. Four
jack-trees, heavy with yellow frnit, and
two or three cocoa-palms, render a native
family in Ceylon independent of labour;
and although the sturdier population of
Bormah is a grain-fed one, so fertile is
the black alluvial soil, that thelightest
labour and scantiest intelligence suffice to
raise such harvests as would jappear in-
credible, even to those accustomed to the
crops now reared by Flemish industry, or
by the higher agricultural skill employed
in Norfolk and the Lothians.

JUDY.

Ar dawn on a Febr morning, fift
years since, the look?::{ on board thyer
sloop-of-war Rosebud, engaged in repress-
ing the slave-traffic on the African coast,
reported a suspicious sail about eight
miles to lee . Chase being made, the
vessel was quickly identified by the de-
lighted pursuers as the Arrow, a noted
slaver, whose capture had hitherto proved
impossible; her captain and mate, both
English, being men distingunished alike for
skill and hardihood, and possessing a far
more accurate knowledge of the coast,
than was furnished to those newly arrived,
by the imperfect charts of that time.

The keen Arrow had not been slow to
discern her danger. Up went her helm,
and away she flew, with studding-sails set
—despite the greatly-increasing wind—
shaping her course for a small but secure
cove (very little visited, and most probably
unknown to the Rosebud’s commander)
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situated about a handred miles northward
of Loango.

The chase had commenced about seven
o’clock in the morning, and by three
land was reported, something less than
twenty miles distant; chase five miles
still to leeward, and apparently running
straight for the nearest headland.

As they approached, the land rose high,
and, shelving towards the shore, displayed
small clumps, marking itself as that kind
of coast which generally terminates in
rocks.

‘¢ Strange ! ”” remarked Captain Hender-
son, of the Rosebud. ¢ The fellow is
bheading straight for that beach. If he
escapes drowning, he should hang for at
least a hundred murders. They say he
never ships less than a hundred and
twenty at a trip.”

“Perbhaps they’ll raft it, or try the
boats,” said the first lieutenant, Mr. Hall.
‘“Wind’s freshening, sir. Had we not
better shorten sail and close-reef top-
sails ?

“Yes. Turn the hands up at once,
bend cables, and have all ready for coming
to an anchor. If this gale holds, I doubt
if we could weather this shore. Send me
the charts.”

In vain did he, with the master, examine
these documents. The surveys had been
evidently incomplete, and there was merely
a dubions mark, indicating the possibility
of a covesomewhere at hand. The captain
gave orders to reef courses and not to bear
up after the chase, but keep a good look-
out upon her and get a cast of the deep-

* sea lead.

¢ Thirty fathoms, sir ; fine hard sand,”
reported a quartermaster. * Chase still
continues to run for the shore, although
shortening sail.”

“How far is she from land, think

n ? ”»”

¢ About four miles, sir—standing end

“ How far from us ? "

¢ About the same, sir.”

¢] think, sir,” Mr. Hall remarked, as
he saw his chief glance anxiously at the
tremendous sea rolling in, * we had better
creep off. 'We need not lose sight of her,
and can anchor also, should she do so0.”

¢ You are right, Hall. 8till, I fear that
to beat out against this sea is impos-
sible ; and, as to anchoring, you hear we
have a-sandy bottom. Nothing would
hold‘”

* Shall we try the other thing, sir? "

“Yes. Try. Set the courses. Down
your topgallant yard and masts on deck.
Clap on preventer-braces, and keep her
half & point off the wind, so as to fore-
reach.”

In this not very pleasant situation, by
no means sure of escaping wreck, and with
the ship that had lured them into danger
standing in as coolly as if entering a
familiar haven, we leave the Rosebud
for the moment, and board the chase.

“'Twill be touch and go,” observed
Rawley, the mate, to the captain of the
slaver. i

The person addressed was a short, thick-
set, small-eyed vagabond, dressed in a
round jacket, a glazed hat with broad
brim, large rough trowsers, and an old
weather-worn glass stuck under his arm.
He seemed perfectly unconcerned, though
the vessel under him was apparently rush-
ing on to inevitable destraction.

“‘Touch and go!’ If we had kept to
sea, it would have been touch bnd fake!’
We've been in here before. Why not
again ? Is all ready to anchor there ? ”

¢ All ready, sir.”

“In foretopsail. Don't be nice in the
furling. There’s the entrance! Star-
board, you Jones! ™

‘ Starboard it is, sir,” responded Jones,
not quite so cheerily as was his wont, for
he knew that, if the Arrow touched, every
soul was lost; and was, perhaps, booking
up the log of his memory, and seeing how
the dead reckoningof his misdoings tallied
with the observation.

¢ There—meet her, now—and keep that
clump of trees on with the bluff point.
Steady, so. Jump forward, Rawley, and
see the anchors clear. We must be smart
when we clear the first ledge—or—"’ he
made a significant sign.

The Arrow had now got the passage (at
all times dangerous, but now fearful) open.
It was so narrow, that the surf from the
rocks whitened the whole, and left no
smooth part to indicate the deeper channel.
The long roll of the sea rendered steerage
difficult, and the captain, standing on a
small gun abreast the wheel, kept his eye
steadily on the clump of trees, occasionally
warning the helmsman of the coming sea,
which he heard roaring behind him but
never deigned to look at.

The crew were all on deck, and fully
awake to their danger. The first line of
breakers was passed, and their courage
rose as they witnessed the cool bearing
of the captain. Once only he betrayed
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emotion, turning deadly pale, but without
changing a muscle. It was when the sea
caught the Arrow on her starboard quarter,
and she threatened to broach-to before the
helmsman could stop her. But Jones was
a good hand, He checked her at the
critical moment, and kept her head well
in the centre. It was when this sea, which
lifted the vessel and surged along with her,
subsided, that the vessel, as she fell into
the hollow, just touched the ground.' It
was but for a moment. The next sea
lifted them clean off the passage, the helm
was clapped hard a-starboard, the point
was rounded, and the anchor let go in
what was, comparatively, a mill-pond.
Sails were furled. She was safe as in
Dover harbour.

“What about the ‘ebony’?” asked
Rawley of his chief. ‘The sloop must
see our mast above the rocks, and may try
the passage. In that case we're trapped.”

‘“She’ll be lost to-night,” replied the
other, coolly. *She could never claw off
in this sea, and is too close in to escape.
If she drifts to leeward only a mile an
hour, she’ll be hard and fast and battered
to chips by midnight. Send a hand
aloft, and let me know what the fellow’s
doing.”

Report was presently made that the
sloop was off the point, some seven or
eight miles, carrying a press of sail, yet
apparently dropping shoreward.

“Hah !” said the captain, rubbing his
hands. “She’s not to have the picking of
the little Arrow this trip, anyhow! Well,
now about the niggers. In these climates
the wind chops round in a second, and
then we should have her boats in the cove
before we could land our ebony! They
will always keep the passage open—for, 1if
it blows, ’tis their only chance.”

“ Well, sir, they’ll have more luck than
often falls to such sharks, if they get in
here ! ” said the mate.

“Well, land the beggars, and away with
them to the rear of the hillock, where the
old hut stands. Shackle them well, and
land half the hands to watch them. Look
after the crew yourself, or they'll be cruis-
ing on land, and be pickled and eaten
before we know of the cookery.”

‘ Shall I land them all ?” asked Rawley.

“No, not all. Leave Judy to me,”
replied the other, glancing towards a
corner of the deck where, throughout the
recent perilous mancenvre, something like
a human figure had lain crouched under a
tarpaulin.

The mate hesitated.

“If these devils see her, we might as
well leave the whole lot of ’em aboard,”
he muttered.

“ D’ye think I don’t know that ?” asked
the captain, with a dark, sinister look.
“ Off with you, and get through this before
dark. I'll land and watch our friend in
the offing. We may pick up something
when she goes to pieces, and make our
own salvage awards!”

The unfortunate slaves—a hundred and
seventeen in number, three having died on
the passage—were quickly landed, and
goaded along to their destined hiding-
place. They were an unusually fine lot,
prisoners made in a recent native battle,
and sold by the conquerors for glass beads,
rum, looking-glasses, and a little hard
cash, not to mention an occasional cocked-
hat and some metal buttons, at that great
slave mart, Lioango.

The hold cleared, the captain, with
somewhat more gentleness than might
have been expected from such a ruffian,
uncovered the crouching figure, and
assisted it to stand. It was a negress, and
—Ilet it not startle the reader—a beantiful
one!-

If, as Burke asserts, beauty consists in
curved lines and eschews the straight,
this young dingy Venus deserved the
appellation. Her head was small, of the
real Congo type, mot a straight line
about it; her hair curled; her nose was
slightly arched ; her lips were round; her
form symmetrical and undulating. Judy
was now at the perfection of negress
womanhood—sixteen. She was cheerful
and intelligent ; so quick, indeed, of appre-
hension, that in the short time she had
been o captive, but distinguished by the
captain’s favour from her fellows in mis-
fortune, she had learned much English,
and begun to read.

Poor Judy beheld with some uneasiness
her friends marching away. They were
the only companions with whom she could
freely converse, and it was only by the
judicious administration of a few comfits,
and, finally, a small mirror, that she con-
sented to be pacified.

Meanwhile, on board the Rosebud
things looked less and less satisfactory.
Despite all efforts, she had neared the
land considerably. The wind rather in-
creagsed than diminished, and Captain
Henderson, though externally calm and
confident as ever, began to feel serious
alarm.
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Again and again had he striven to
make out the narrow cntrance, and been
compelled to claw off from the perilous
spot. It was in one of these anxious
searchings that he discovered the Arrow’s
masthead—motionless, and evidently in
security. Suddenly, there was elevated
on & small hillock an English union-jack !
‘Was this a tender of assistance? Was
it intended to direct them to the diffi-
cult entrance? An anxious consultation
followed.

The first lieutenant proposed bearing
up, and running for the place at once.
Another officer gave more cautious counsel.
The flag might be shown on a wrong
point, as a lure. But this opinion was
scouted by the gallant straightforward

ca]i;ain.

the meantime dusk crept om, the
sea was running high, and the sloop was
almost buried under the press of her
canvas, groaning as she forced her way
through the rough, toppling sea.

At length the mainsail split and went
to ribbors, and there being no alternative
but to anchor, the necessary order was
given.

On sounding, they found but eighteen
fathoms water—muddy bottom—showing
how much they had drifted in shore, but
also affording some hope, as the anchors
might now hold, thanks to the mud
nmingled with the sand.

Allowing her to drift into twelve
fathoms, the Rosebud’s captain let go
both bower anchors—one backed by the
stream, the other by the kedge—at the
same moment, and veered away a whole
cable, when she let go the sheet-anchor,
and veered away a cable upon that, so
that now he had five anchors down, each
bearing a proper strain.

The leadsman in the chains announced
that the anchors held, and the ship sur-
mounted one or two terrific jerks without
starting anything. Of course, in such a
predicament, little hilarity prevailed. The
master, a steady old seaman, had watched
the coast, and taken the bearings of the
softest spot to run the vessel upon, shonld
she drift. The sea roared as it rolled
past, and sometimes over, the sloop; but
still she held. .

“Does she drift?” asked Henderson
every moment, in his accustomed steady
voice, thongh an affirmative would have
been his ship’s death-warrant.

“Not an inch, sir,” was the invariable

reply.

Thus affairs remained for more than an
hour.

On shore, the captain and mate of the
slaver had been carefully watching their
imperilled pursuer.

he suspicion started on board the
latter had been correct. - The flag had
been so placed that, had the sloop used it
as a guide, she must inevitably have been
dashed upon the outer ledge of rocks.

As the day shut in, the two worthies
resolved to improve the smare. They
obtained a couple of lanterns from the
brig, and hoisted them on the false bluff.
This done, they returned on board, where
the mate made a kind of official report
relative to the slaves.

Judy sat by the captain’s side, and was
encouraged to taste his grog. Rough and
brutal as the man was, all human feeling

.was not banished from his heast. After

his coarse fashion, he loved the dark
beauty, and her position, alone amon

white strangers—the negro’s terror an

abhorrence—appealed to whatsoever of
£ity lingered in his natare. In ‘sheer
indness,” like the man who buttered his
horse’s oats, he made poor Judy sip and
sip, until she had to be despatched to bed,
as nearly deprived of reason as a human
being can be without being a natural

idiot.

Day dawned. The gale had moderated.
The Rosebud was safe. She had held on
well, and though she had dragged a little,
had still ten fathoms water. About noon,
a slight flaw of wind coming off the land,
she instantly weighed, and got under
canvas.

The slaver’s people eyed this operation
with intense delight, and the captain and
mate had a little carouse of congratulation.
At last it occurred to the wary skipper to
see what the sloop was doing, and a hand
was sent aloft.

The report was startling.

“Hove to, sir. Boats just entering the
cove.”

Rawley looked at his chief.

“Condemned, sir. Judy——" was all
he said.

“No time to land her?”

“ Impossible.”

The captain’s tanned visage flushed,
and then grew sheet-white.

The mate pointed significantly in the
direction of the coming boats. .

“ Here, Rawley,” said the other, putting
his hand on his shoulder, and whispering
in his ear. “Be quick. You understand.

&
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Down, every man of you, fore and aft,”
he continued, *‘ and scrub out the hold as
quickly as possible.” .

The hands disappeared, and the mate,
who had jumped below also, returned,
leading Judy.

The captain took her in his arms, and
kissed her affectionately. Then addressing
the mate, he said :

“Bear a hand, my lad, or we're doue
for!”

And he turned away.

Those below heard one loud shrick,
sounding above all the noise they made,
and stopped appalled. But the mate’s
voice was heard, talking cheerfully :

“I'll give them work enough! They
shan’t get the Arrow out without a job!
They shall weigh every anchor themselves.
And here goes another!”

The axe was heard to fall on the stopper,
;1;& the larboard anchor dropped from the

w8,

At this moment the Rosebud’s boats
rounded the point, and dashed alongside.

Mr. Hall had come in person. Too
shrewd of observation to be easily gulled,
he had observed, on entering, that had
they steered for the signal they must have
been lost. This confirmed him in his
opinion of the character of the vessel pur-
sued, even had she not already been pretty
well identified as the victorious Arrow.

As the armed boats dashed up, the cap-
tain and mate were seen quietly smoking
on deck, much at their ease.

“What vessel is this ?”
Hall, as he jumped on deck.

*“The Arrow, of Liverpool.”

“Where from last ?”

¢ Sierra Leone.”

“Your cargo?”

“ Emptiness,” was the sancy reply.

“Jump down there, men,” said Hall,
disdaining further colloquy, “and examine
the vessel thoroughly.”

Half-a-dozen men obeyed.

“ How many men have you on board ?”
asked Hall, now addressing the mate.

¢ Six.”

““ What are you doing here ?”

“Qetting out of the way of the wind.”

“Then whither bound when we first
sighted you?”

“To Loango.”

“Working ‘Tom Cox’s traverse,’ eh ?”
said the other ironically. *“You were
standing to W.N.W. with a fair wind. Is
that the course for Loango P’

“I was working my own reckoning,”

demanded

put in the captain, “and perhaps I should
have found my port just as well without
your assistance.” ,

(13 i

. :SHI;::”me your papers.

There was nothing in the papers incon-
sistent with what had been stated. The
vessel was bound, apparently, for gold-
dust; and, as far as observation went,
there was nothing to justify her detention.
The midshipmen reported, indeed, that the
vessel, though empty, was not guiltless of
that peculiar aroma that, to the nose of
experience, denotes the recent presence of
negroes. And a shackle or two had been
found ; but, beyond this, there was nothing
on board, to bear out the suspicion that
this notorious craft was still engaged in
the inhuman traffic she had hitherto pur-
sued.

“Stay. How came you to stick up
that flag yesterday in the wrong place ?
resumed Mr. Hall, sternly.

“There, Mr. Rawley,” ejaculated the
slaver’s captain, addressing his mate, with
a sanctified look. ¢ See what men get for
doing a good turn. There were we, up
half the night, straining our blessed eyes
out, with ropes and everything ready, to
render these people assistance, and this is
the reward—to be treated as slaves and
pirates!”

* That doesn’t answer my question, sir,”
said the officer. ‘Come, you must see
the captain; and, as we can’t part com-
pany with such kind and well-intentioned
folks, just weigh at once, and out with
you, aloniside the sloop.”

“ Weigh for yourself,” was the sullen
reply. ‘‘Ishan’t go out of this till better
weather. If you start my anchors, I bold

you responsible for anything that ma{
happen to the vessel. Mind now, sir.
tell you, before you begin, not a man
of mine shall render you the least
assistance. The instant you touch my
anchors I give up charge of the vessel,
and hold you responsible to its owners.
Note that down in the log, Mr. Rawley.
Mark the exact time. And now, sir”
(addressing Mr. Hall), “begin as soon as
you please.”

The officer hesitated—he knew the
danger of the passage. The wind was
very light, the sea still running heavily on
shore, and it was far from certain he could
take the brig out in safety. In this
dilemma, he despatched one of his boats
to the Rosebud, giving an account of
what he had seen, and requesting further
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orders. In the meantime, he got into the
other boat, and examined the soundings of
the cove.

No sooner had he left the vessel, than
the captain sent men aloft to unbend the
fore-topeail, slightly split near the star-
board clue, but which could have been
quite as easily ired where it was.

On the return of the boat sent to the
sloop, the midshipman handed a card to

Mr. Hall, who at once pulled back to the
slaver.

“You will get under weigh, sir, and
go out to the sloop. There are your
orders. About it, with no more wver.”

“1 shall do nothing of the kind,” was
the answer. “I am in a safe harbour,
and here I stay, till my sails are repaired
and my rigging set up. If you choose to
take charge of her, do so, but you get
no help from me.”

“ Very good. Then I relieve you from
all responsibility. Board her, men. Some
of you get that topsail aloft, just as it is.
The rest weigh anchors. Smartly now.
‘Wind's dropping.”

The mate here interfered.

“Why give yourselves and us more
trouble than is necessary? You know
very well we shall be back here in a couple
of hours.”

“Will you ? ” said Mr. Hall, doubtfully.

“ At all events, we’ll take the chance.
8o why not slip the cables and buoy the
ends? There's nobody here to steal the
wM.}’

“All right. I've no objection to that.
8o slip and buoy, my lads.”

Giving this direction, while walking
forward, Mr. Hall remarked that the
larboard anchor, which lay in only three
fathoms’ water, was upside down. He
therefore ordered his people to slip the
starboard cable; and, as he came aft again,
observed to the captain:

“As you've so little cable out on the
larboard anchor, we'll weigh that.”

“Why 8o ?” asked the other, uneasily.

“ Because, if the wind fails us, as seems
likely, we may have to anchor outside.
Now, bear a hand aloft there with the
topesil ; and jump up, one or two of you,
and loose the sails on the mainmast.”

Meanwhile the mate had run forward,
and was seen assisting busily to unsplice
the lower cable.

“Belay that,” cried Hall. *Unsplice
the other, the starboard cable, men!”

The mate made an attempt to complete
the work, however, by attempting to let

slip the end through the hawse-hole. But
he was again frustrated, for some of the
Rosebud’s men had stiffened the cable
before all, and brought-to the messenger.

By this time the sails were loosed, and
the men, assembling at the capstan, began
to heave round.

The result must, I think, have been
anticipated, Very few who have ac-
quainted themselves with the but too
authentic narratives of the barbarities
practised by slave captains at this period
will doubt the truth of this. They need
not ; for the circumstances, names excepted,
are perfectly accurate.

‘When the anchor reached the bows, it
brought up with it, lashed to the shank,
and gagged, to stifle her cries, the corpse
of poor Judy!

This condemned the Arrow as a prize.

Such, however, was the indignation of
the Rosebud’s men, that it required the
energetic interference of Mr. Hall to
protect the captain from summary ven-
geance. Unhappily for Rawley, the active
i]:lstmment in the murder, that miscreant,

ing to escape altogether, leaped into
th?slgop’s boatp:vhichgl:y slongail:]z, with
only the boat-keeper remaining in it.
Striking the latter on the head with some
heavy instrument, and sending him into
the water, the mate jumped overboard,
and made for the shore.

¢ Come back, you murdering scoundrel,”
shouted Hall, whose quick eye had caught
the whole proceeding, rapid as it was.
“Back, or we fire!”’

He had scarcely uttered the last word,
when a shot from the bows, fired by a
sailor, who had mistaken the menace for
an order, stopped the fugitive. Turning
round, he rose, a8 by some convulsive
movement, half above the surface, then,
with a wild toss of the arms, went to the
bottom.

The stunned seaman having been quickly
picked up and passed on board, the boat
proceeded in search of the mate’s body,
which, owing to a strong eddy, had been
carried some little distance from the spot
at which he sank. It was at length
descried through the clear water, and, by
means of the boat's anchor, with little
ceremony hauled on board, of course
lifeless.

The brig was condemned, and the value
of the prize was much augmented by the
circumstance of her crew—to ingratiate
themselves with their captors—betraying
the hiding-place of the slave cargo. These
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were speedily re-shipped in the very vessel
in which they had been so roughly stowed
—but, this time, with more regard to
humanity—and in due course regained
their homes.

GOOD-BYE.

‘WE two, who met, too late, too lates
We two, the toys of ruthless fate ;
‘We too, who never should have soved

The brief bright rapture of the Loved ;

‘We, vanguished in a pre-doomed fight,

‘We two must say good-bye to-night.

Nay, what avail the clinging hands ?

Slow, sure, and sullen part the strands; .

The cup of joy was barely tasted,

The precious draught, just touched, is wasted ;
Wild tears but dim-the yearning sight,

‘We two must say good-bye to-night.
And oh, my darling, parting thus,
What is of comfort left for us ?
Owning the bitter sentence just, .
We dare not hope, we may not trust ;
Past, present, future, lose their light
As we two say good-bye to-night.
Sach love as ours, unsanctified,

Born of passion, nursed by pride,
Spite strength, and force, and mortal
For ever nears such dreary close;

Not even memory's tender might
Boothes the good-bye we say to-night.

throes,

CURIOUS OLD CHINA.
IN THREE PARTS. PART IL

NorwitasTaNDING the brilliant example
of the Prussian tea-pot, but few historic
materials can, as a rule, be extracted from
those useful articles. Whether the nature
of the beverage to be brewed in them was
not sufficiently inspiring to quicken the
brain of the potter, I know not; but,
although immense variety exists in their
form, they rarely come under the head of
speaking-pottery. The largest collection
of tea-pots known was that of the late
Mrs. Hawes, who bequeathed three hundred
specimens to her daughter. Among them
are several formerly belonging to Queen
Charlotte. Mr. Croker mentions a iea-pot
that belonged to Dr. Johnson, and held two
quarts; but this is a bachelor affair com-
med with that purchased by the late Mrs.
rryat at the sale of Mrs. Piozzi’s effects at
Btreatham. Thistea-pot, used at Johnsonian
tea-fights, holds more than three quarts. It
18 of old Oriental porcelain, painted and
gilt. George the Fourth had a large as-
sembly of tea-pots—tea was not much in
his way, by-the-bye—piled in pyramids in
the Pavilion at Brighton ; and Mrs. Eliza-
beth Carter was also a collector of tea-pots,
each of which possessed some traditionary
interest. The so-called “ Elizabethan ”
examples are clearly miscalled, for tea was

not drunk, nor tea-pots made, in England
until the decline of the dynasty which suc-
ceeded the Tudors. Liverpool produced
two historic tea-pots, one of which is dedi-
cated to the Earl of Derby, printed in
“Liverpool transfer,” with the Stanley
crest and the following inscription: “Good
health and success to the Right Honour-
able the Earl of Derby.”.
Long may he live,
ﬁ‘fppyymsy he be,
Blest with content,
And from misfortane free.

The second famous Liverpool tea-pot is
dedicated to John Wesley, and is deco-
rated with his portrait. A specimen of
this Wesley tea-pot may be seen at the
South Kensington Museum. Another
Wesley tea-pot, upon which are his portrait
and some acrostic lines in his praise, was
made at the Staffordshire potteries.

Liverpool pottery, however, was not
always dedicated to such noble persons or
objects. One fine ‘specimen, covered with
ships and trophies, bears the inscription,
“Success to the Africa Trade;” a senti-
ment sufficient to destroy the appetite of
anybody who happens to recollect what
was meant at Liverpool by the ‘“Africa
m 12

The Bow, or, rather, the so-called Bow,
fignres—for many of them were probably
made at Chelsea—are always interesting.
In Jermyn-street is a bust of the famous
“ Butcher ”” Cumberland, in plain white-
glazed porcelain. Other famous contem-
poraries were modelled in this apparently
unpromising material with extraordinary
success. A pair of perhaps the finest and
most characteristic figures ever produced
at Bow, or elsewhere, was recently sold at
the sale of the Townsend collection, at
Christie’s, for thirty-six gumineas; and
another pair, at the sale of the Bohn ocol-
lection, for forty-three pounds. The per-
sons represented are an actor and actress, of
nosmallrenownintheir day—Woodward, as
the Fine Gentleman, and Mrs. Kitty Clive, as
the Fine Lady, in Garrick’s farce of Lethe.
The figure of Woodward is admirable.
Made up éarefully, to & charming degree
of extra fineness, over-dressed, but without

ing the limit of caricature, and wear-
ing & delicious smile of good-humoured
imbecility, there stands no gilly, ideal
shepherd, but the man Woodward, as he
appeared, when it pleased him to enact the
Fine Gentleman. Kitty Clive is the most
striking chioa figure I have ever seen.
Without the aid of colour, and, despite
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the disadvantageous play of light on a
white-glazed surface, the modelling is so
masterly, that every fold in Kitty’s volu-
minous robe, and every feature of her
face, reveal the superfine character she
is performing. The attitnde is life-like,
the poise of the head, the slightly up-
turned face and elevated eyebrows all
helping to convey the stage idea of an
intensely over-fine lady.
Not only actors and actresses, but
Eti:‘iicsl personages, not quite 8o great as
erick of Hohenzollern, were held up
to glory or ridicule by English potters.
In the British Museum is a handsome
bust of Prince Rupert, life-size, attributed
to Dwight of Fulham—said, in his day, to
have so far “advanced the art plastick,
that 'tis dnbious whether any man, since
Prometheus, have excelled him, not ex-
cepting the famous Damophilus and Gor-
gasus of Pliny.” At a later period, the
famous Wedgwood produced, in black
Egyptian ware, many life-site busts of
Dutch worthies—Cornelius de Witt and
others—and found a ready market for
them in Holland. While Bow turned out
of Quin in Falstaff, and Garrick

in Richard, Chelsea prodaced busts of | poetry

King George the Second, and statuettes
of Marshal Conway and Jack Wilkes,
the lattera fair, but slightly flattered,
portrait—squinting horribly, nevertheless.
Famous potteries vied with each other in
producing memorials of great men. The

uis of Granby, Lord Chatham, and
General Wolfe were all commemorated in
crockery; while naval heroes and their
deeds shone out on punch-bowls, mugs,
and jugs of all qualities. Lord Rodney
was celebrated in coarse earthenware and
in fine Derby porcelain. On a pint mug of
coarse ware, coated outside with orange-
coloured enamel, appear two full-length
portraita of Lord ey and an oval
medallion, with a ship laid on in cream-
coloured paste, tinted green. The vessel
represented is De Grassé’s flag-ship, Ville
de Paris, taken by Rodney, in 1782. The
famous “ Rodney jug,” made at Derby, is
richly ornamented, and, by a quaint fancy,
the head of the hero, topped by a mighty
ﬂxmo-cocll‘:led hafi i% made to form the
spout. Liverpoo! ewocastle, and other
English potteries never tired of doing
homage to Britannia, the Wave Rauler.
Punch-bowls were painted with a ship in
full eail, and, above it, the rather mildly-
punuing motto, “ Success to Friend ;" and
quart mugs were printed in black, with

Dn.nea.n’s ship, the Venerable, towing De
Winter's ship, Vryheid, and inscribed with
the following verse—

Vain are the Boasts of Belgick’s sons,

When faced by British shipe and guns—

Tho’ de Winter does in Autumn come,

Brave DUNCAN brings his harvest home.

As might have been expected, the gal-
lant Nelson figured on pint and quart
mugs, with ¢ Victory ” and other mottoes.
His glory was also set forth in those
curious mixtures of sentiment and fun,
called “frog mugs.” The exterior of the
Nelson “frog mug” is painted in black,
with monument and tropbies in honour of
Lord Nelson, while in the inside lurks a
roughly-modelled frog-coloured * proper.”
The reptile is represented climbing up the
inside of the vessel, so that as the liquid is
drunk the creature appears to be leaping
into the drinker’s mouth.

Jokes against tithe-collecting -clergy-
men, Scotchmen, and others, were em-
bodied in china or pottery. ¢Here's to
the maiden of bashful fifteen,” was straight-
way printed on a barrel-shaped pint mug;
the construction of the bridge over the
Wear at Sunderland was also celebrated in
and pottery; the life of the sailor
and eke that of the farmer were extolled
in like fashion, but the happiest efforts
of the potter were dedicated to events
of great national importance. Several
remarkable specimens of this peculiar
branch of fictile art are to be seen at the
Museuam of Practical Geology. A quart
jug in white ware is decorated on one side
with a bay-making scene; on the other
side is John Bull seated on a column in-
scribed “The British Constitution,” and
looking across the Channel at Napoleon
weeping the loss of the flotilla by the aid
of which he had hoped to invade England.
The Emperor cries, “ Oh! my poor crazy
gunboats, why did I venture so far from
home? ” and John Bull replies, “I told
you they would be all swamp'd, but you
would be so d—d obstinate.” The whole
is inscribed * Patience on a Monument
Smiling at Grief,” with the following
distich—

The Mighty Chief with £

thousand Men,
March’d to the coast, and i

Bt et
The burning of Moscow is commemo-
rated by & bust of the Emperor Alexander,
and, more quaintly, in & huge jug. On one
side of this curious bit of crockery carica-
ture is depicted a Russian peasant, killing
the last ¥Frenchman; on the other, the
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boor is returning home with three tiny
Frenchmen impaled on his bayonet, while
his child is riding cock-horse on an im-
perial eagle—between them, Moscow in
flames. The return of peace is celebrated
on a flowerpot of white glazed earthen-
ware, printed on either side in pale brown
and purple under the glazo, with & monu-
ment inscribed, * Peace of Europe signed
at Paris, May 30th, 1814,” supported by
female figures of Peace and Plenty backed
by the united flags.

Apart from its artistic, historical, and
industrial value, old china is rendered at
the present day additionally interesting by
its high, but fluctuating, value in money.

While Sévres and choice Dresden have
always fetched good prices, other ceramic
treasures have at times gone begging for a
customer. Forty or fifty years ago, plates of
Gubbio lustre and choice bits of Henri Deux
ware might have been bought respectively
for a few shillings or a few pounds. At the
sale of the Strawberry-hill collection, in
1842, Sir Anthony de Rothschild bought a
Henri Deux ewer for twenty pounds—now
estimated by that excellent anthority, Mr.
Chaffers, at twelve hundred pounds; a
tazza, of the same ware, was bought at
Poictiers for fifty shillings by M. Delange,
and is now valued at one hundred and
eighty pounds. In the Louvre is a salt-
cellar, bought in 1824, of M. Lehrié, by
M. Sauvageot, for five pounds, bat now
estimated at three hundred. A tazza,
bought originally by M. Sauvageot, as a
Palissy, for eight pounds, is also in the
Louvre, and 18 now estimated at five
hundred.

Palissy ware, being moulded, is so easily
reproduced from the original models, that
its value falls far short of other work
more difficult of imitation. Nevertheless,
exceptionally fine specimens fetch high
prices. A large circular salver was sold,
at the dispersion of the Soltykoff collec-
tion, to Baron Selliéres, for four hundred
pounds. At the sale of the Bernal collec-
tion, one hundred and sixty-two pounds
was paid by Baron G. de Rothschild for a
fine lizard dish, which had been originally
purchased at a stall in Paris for twelve
francs, and, after being restored, was sold
to Mr. Bernal. These two, however, are
very rare cases, as Palissy specimens may
generally be bought for one-eighth of the
prices mentioned.

Genuine Majolica has also suffered de-
preciation from the prices of twenty years
ago, by the extensive manufacture of

pseudo-Majolica. Immediately after the
Bernal sale—where a single plate, of
the Gubbio lustre ware, by Maestro
Giorgio, fetched as much as one hundred
and forty-two pounds—prices increased,
from day to day, till they reached
an extravagant height. At Florence,
one thousand five iundred and sixty
pounds were once paid for thirteen
glaﬁes; but, since then, distrust bas
rought down prices. At the sale of the
Marryat collection, in 1867, two com- |
panion plates, which fetched at the Bernal
sale forty pounds and fifty pounds respec-
tively, were sold for twenty-three pounds
and twenty-seven pounds, and other speci-
mens with a proportionate depreciation.
Fine Dresden figures rarely fail to
fetch a good price, but the vases from
this manufactory are too numerous to
retain an exorbitantly high value. Fairly
judged, excellent Dresden fetches no more
than it is worth, and is, at the presept day
perhaps, as cheap as any choice china.
Sévres, on the contrary, has risen enor-
mously in value. When at the sale of the
Bernal collection thirteen hundred and
eighteen hundred guineas were given for
a pair of gros bleu and a pair of Rose du
Barry vases, the town was struck dumb
with amazement, although it is probable
that this high price was not more than
double the cost of production. Since then
it has become generally known that the
fine old Sévres—the true pite tendre—was
only made during a period of about forty
years, and that the excessive risk in the
furnace, and the high salaries paid to
artists, render any commercial reproduc-
tion of this famous porcelain impossible.
The pite tendre was emphatically & porce-
laine de luxe. It cannot be, or, at least, is
not regroduced, and the quantity made
from the best models was not very great, so
that there are many reasons why good
samples shounld fetch high prices, but it
must seem to the general public that the
prices recently realised are beyond all
rhyme or reason. At a famous sale of
china last season, l:] cup and sancer mt':ll:
green ground, ric ilt, painted wi
pastoral figures in m’;d;‘lllions, by Chabry,
fetched one hundred and five pounds ; and
a cup and saucer with white ground, richly
gilt, painted with two military subjects
by Dodin, realised one hundred and ten
pounds. Plateaux and vases fetched pro-
portionate sums. An oviform vase, thir-
teen inches high, with upright flattened
handles and festoons of foliage in relief,
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gilt on gros-bleu ground, painted with a
camp scene in a large medallion, and a
military trophy on the reverse, by Morin,
sold for one thousand eight hundred and
fifty-seven pounds ten sh.ﬁlmgs, and a set
of three oval-shaped jardinieres, rose du
Barry ground, with white and gold foliage
handles, painted with large subjects of
exotic birds by Alonde, and flowers in
medallion, brought two thousand five hun-
dred and seventy-two pounds ten shillings.
The vase is (if not lsli‘:lce broken) of very
elegant shape, but there is nothing won-
derful in the outline of the jardig?‘e:fes, the
centre one of which is only six inches high.
A pair of very small torquoise vases next
fetched five hundred and twenty- five
pounds; but all these were thrown into
the shade by a matchless “garnitare de
cheminée,” cousisting of & vase and cover,
formed a8 a *‘ Vaisseau & méit” (the arms
of the city of Paris), fourteen and
three-quarter inches high, and a pair
of éventail jardiniéres and stands, eight
and a-half inches high, the ground rare
rose du Barry, with bands of green richly
gilt and exquisitely painted with subjects
of ts and flowers in medallions by
Morin (marked with the letter G for the
date 1759), which was knocked down for the
amazing sum of ten thousand six hundred
and fifty pounds! The ship-shaped vase,
allusive to the ship borne in the armorial
shield of the city of Paris, is extremely
rare; but, for the consolation of readers
who cannot secure a specimen for their
own chimney-piece, I may add that a fine
example of this model, in dark blue, green,
and gold, may be seen for nothing at the
Bethnal Green Museum, among the mag-
nificent collection lent by Sir Richard
Wallace.

Those who marvel at the great prices
given for old English china at the present
may well be reminded that it was very
dear when new. Horace Walpole—an
eminent chinamaniac—in & letter to Sir
Horace Mann, dated 4th March, 1763,
writes :—* 1 saw yesterday a magnificent
service of Chelsea china, which the King
and Queen are sending to the Duke of
Mecklenburg. There are dishes and plates
without number, an épergne, candlestick,
salt-cellars, saunce-boats, tea and coffee
equipage. In short it is complete, and
cost one thousand two hundred pounds.”
Far higher prices were paid for services
of Worcester—a style of porcelain pecu-
liarly well adapted for state and presen-
tation purposes. On the occasion of the

visit of the Grand Duchess of Oldenburg,
in 1814, a magnificent set was produced
for the Emperor of Russia. The design
was in the somewhat formal style of the
Empire, the ground of a rich dark blue,
profusely ornamented with raised gold.
The imperial arms were emblazoned in
the centre, and coloured * proper.” About
the same date a superb service was made
for Lord Valentia, and ornamented with
copies of the drawings made by the artist
who accompanied him to the East. A
richly decorated set, heavily gilt, and re-
lieved with delicious paintings by Baxter,
was made for the N};bob of Oude,” and
a charming breakfast service for the
Princess Charlotte, on the occasion of her
marriage. The plates of this set have a
gadroon edge. This edge is solid gilt, the
ground, extending nearly to the centre of
the plate, is a beantiful apple green, having
three large and three small panels, in
which are painted groups of flowers and
flies, on an ivory ground. The centre has
a group of flowers by Astles, a very clever
flower painter.

Much of the best work of George the
Fourth’s period was defaced by a hideous
fashion, encouraged by George the Third,
George the Fourth, William the Fourth,
and the restof the royal family. According
to the perverted taste in favour with royal
and consequently other personages at this
time, the armorial bearings of the owner of
the service were drawn very large, so as to
completely fill the centre of the plate, and
were painted in proper colours. Lions,
unicorns, leopards, griffins and salvage men
grinned horribly at the guesty throngh his
clear soup, and other heraldic beasts can-
tered round the edge of his plate. As crest-
peinting, the work was beautifnlly exe-
cuted, but the surpassing ugliness of the
effect was only kept down by the rich
dark-blue ground and massive gildinf for
which Worcester was celebrated. It is
superfluous to remark that since Her Ma-
jesty’s accession the style has completely
changed. Abhorring all that savours of
vulgar show, the Queen at once reduced
heraldic decoration to its lowest terms.
The royal arms, instead of sprawling all
over a plate, shrank modestly into a
corner, and this example having been once
set, met with general and immediate
adoption.

Daring the heraldic period many costly
sets were turned out at Worcester. John
Company had a fine set made for Madras.
This consisted of dress and undress services,
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and cost four thousand one hundred and
ninety pounds four shillings, of which
one thousand seven hundred and forty-
two pounds was charged for painting the
coats of arms. A handsome service was
also made for the Prince Regent, in 1816,
at a cost of two thousend five hundred
and thirty-nine pounds one shilling. The
soup tureens cost twenty-four pounds
apiece, and the soup plates three guineas
and a half. This costly dinner set was
reinforced by a breakfast service, at five

hundred and sixty-six pounds twelve'

shillings, and a dessert service at eight
hundred and thirty-seven pounds six
shillings. During the early part of the
century, the Worcester works were
frequently visited by royal and noble
personages, but perhaps the most cherished
memory i8 that of a visit from Lord
Nelson, in 1802. The arrival of Nelson
produced immense excitement at Wor-
cester. The men at the works were
in a tremendous state of ebullition when
at last (seid an old workman) “a very
battered-looking gentleman ” made his
appearance, with Lady Hamilton leaning
on his left and only arm—while among
the general company following after, came
“‘a very infirm old gentleman,’” Sir William
Hamilton. The hero was greatly delighted
at what he saw, and declared that, though
he already had the finest china Dresden
and Naples could produce, he had seen
none equal to Worcester, and left an order
for a complete breakfast, dinner, and
dessert service, and also for “one elegant
vase, richly decorated with a miniatare of
his lordship, supported by a figure of
Fame,” and ¢ one ditto, with a likeness of
Lady Hamilton.” Of this order, only the
breakfast service was completed—Trafal-
gar intervening to prevent the completion
of the whole. This famous service 1s now
scattered among collectors—the teapot,
rich in decoration but hideous in shape,
was sold the other day. It was long
supposed to have been presented to Nelson
by the ladies of England, but there is no
foundation for this belief.

The great advance in the value of
‘Wedgwood ware is little to be wondered
at. In his lifetime, the Empress Catherine
the Second paid three thousand pounds
for & service of his ware for the * Gre-
nouillére” palace, near St. Petersburg. This
service was decorated with one thousand
two hundred views—many of them
sketched for the-purpose—of the different
country-houses and gardens in England,

and a green frog was painted on each
piece. At Mr. Brett's sale, in 1864, some
plaques—vwhite on a blue ground—fetched
from twenty-six pounds to forty-four
pounds apiece; the busts in old black
ware also realised good prices. Patriotism
and Beauty ranked high: Cornelins de
Witt sold for seventeen pounds seventeen
shillings; Venus, for fifteen pounds fifteen
shillings; Seneca, fifteen pounds; Bacon,
ten pounds tenshillings; Cato, nine pounds
ten shillings—philosophy and euicide at
the bottom of the scale. Old Chelsea
figures and vases fetch prices very much
higher than Wedgwood; but the rarity
and beauty of that famous soft paste
justify, to a great extent, the furore for it
among collectors. At the great sale of
last year, an old Chelsea vase, with pierced
neck and cover, crimson, white, and gold,
and painted on each side with a group of
Chinese figures, in & garden, in colours, on
a gold ground, sold for four hundred
pounds; while a pair of oviform vases, with
crimson feet and necks and scroll handles,
painted with flowers, brought six hundred
and ninety pounds. A single fruit-dish
brought ninety-six pounds at the sale of
the Bohn collection, & few weeks since.
Old Plymouth and old Bristol are at
the present moment very valuable; but
their historical value may be summed up
in a few words—they represent the first in-
troduction of hard-paste manufacture into

England, by Cookworthy, at Plymouth; -

and by Champion, under Cookworthy’s
patent, at Bristol. Plymouth china is now
very scarce; and it is to this scarcity,
rather than to any especial beauty, that its
market price must be attributed. A large
proportion of it is in blue and white, after
the Oriental style. The blue is of a blackish
tinge—altogether unlovely; bunt yet a
Plymouth teapot will fetch an astonnding
Tice.
P ‘When first I took kindly to the study of
old china, I found considerable difficulty in
squaring my unsophisticated ideas with
those of connoisseurs. On one occasion I
was showna coarsely-modelled teacup,thick
and clamsy—decorated with green festoons
—and I was told to admire it. I demurred,
and nearly suffered death at the hands of
the amiable chinamaniac to whom I am
indebted for catching the disorder, for
hinting that I conld buy prettier things
than that from a street barrow. He
muttered something about “hard paste,”
* Champion,” *Old Bristol,” “seldom met
with,” ¢ did not last long.” I said, simply,
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I thought it did not matter much, and that
the collapse of the Bristol works about a
century ago was & trouble that might be
got over. Then he turned the cup over
and said, “Look there.” I looked, and
there was a plain bluish slate-coloured +. I
was silent, for I knew a lady who used a set
of this precious ware for common every-
day tea-drinking. 8o far as I know, it is
in use to this day, if not broken. I men-
tioned this circumstence to a few china-
maniacs the other day, and they raised a
hideous howl at what they deemed little
short of sacrilege. )
. Our old friend, Horace Walpole, lets us
into the secret of the original cost of Bristol
china. Writing to Lady Ossory on the
17th October, 1775, he says: “To m
sorrow I did not knoy that last year's Act,
to favour the Bristol manunfacturers, laid
& duty of one hundred and fifty per cent.
on French china, and I paid at Dover
seven guineas and a half for a common
set of coffee things that had cost me but
five.”” In his catalogue he mentions “a cap
and saucer, white, with green festoons of
flowers, Bristol porcelain, also a round
i of white flowers, in alto-rilievo, of
the same,” whichfetched at the Strawberry-
hill sale a solitary guinea. Contrast these
prices with the following instance. In
1774, Edmund Burke was staying for a
fortnight with the father of the late Mr.
Smith, of Berkeley Crescent, Clifton,
during the contested election for Bristol
in which he was successful. To acknow-
ledge, in a delicate manmer, the kindness
he had received, Burke ordered from
Champion a very fine tea and coffee
service of Bristol china, rich in gilding,
nt in design—and presented it to the
wife of his host and supporter. Some
few of the pieces of this historic tea-
servioe are without any mark, but nearly
all have the usual Bristol mark of the +
in elaty blue. The initials of Mrs. Smith
(8.8.) are inscribed upon every piece,
and serve to identify it. The predo-
minance of green in the decoration was
in honour of Burke, whose electioneering
colour it was. Miss Smith, sister of the
late proprietor, courteounsly presented a
and saucer to Mr. Joseph Marryat.
At the sale of that eminent connoisseur’s
collection, in 1867, this lot fetched nine
ds five shillings. Bugar tureens of
old Bristol have since been sold for as
much as two hundred and thirty, and a
peir of dishes for forty-seven, pounds.
At the great china sale last year, a pair

of Bristol fi , “Fire and Water,”
fetchedahundred and twenty-three pounds;
a soli figure, “ Autumn,” a hundred
and eight ; while a pair of white and gold
Bristol figures of Sphinxes—supposed to
be the portraits of Kitty Clive and Peg
Woffington—went, a weei or two ago, for
twenty-two pounds. All this is bewilder-
ing enough to the uninitiated, but, as an
eminent collector said to me the other day,
“China is not a mere fancy, it requires
study—a complete education.”

A SILENT WITNESS,
BY EDMUND YATE?.“m o

—
BOOK (II. CHAPTER IV. ALONE IN THE WORLD.

Lire among the quiet household in the
Poppelsdorfer Allee seemed, for the first
few days after the return of the English
girls, to go on in its usual uneventful
round. The decisive step Anne Studl
had determined upon taking, and whic
she had been brooding over during the
journey from England, she felt herself
compelled to defer, at least for some few
days. The delight which the Frau Pro-
fessorin did not attempt to disguise, at
having her patient and skilled nurse once
more in attendance mpon her, and the
obvious assistance which Anne was enabled
to render the old lady in her weak and
helpless condition, induced her to postpone
for a time any declaration of the necessity
which existed of her quitting Bonn, and
finally and abruptly breaking the bonds
which had bound her for so long to Grace
Middleham. That was the step which
Anne found herself impelled to take;
nothing short of so sweeping a measure
could possibly have the effect of restoring
to her any vestige of that peace of mind
which she had partially recovered during
her first sojourn at Bonn, but which
had now once again entirely deserted
her. Since the scene at Brussels, when
she had declared to her friend the deceit
she had practised upon her, Grace’s
manner towards her had wholly changed.
Her rage had probably spent itself during
that stormy discussion, for there were
no further signs of its existence; she
was no longer insolent or sarcastic, asked
no more questions, and made no further
reference to the conversation which had
taken place, or the occurrences which
had led to it, but she persistently avoided
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being brought into communication of any
kind with Anne, and more especially
took care that she should never be left
alone with her. All the sweet confi-
dence, the pleasant colloquy, the talk
which needeg to be only half spoken—so
completely did they divine each others
thonghts—were at an end; and Anne
felt that, instead of being, as she had
been, Grace’s other half, she was mow
merely a pensioner upon the bounty of one
between whom and herself there had
fallen the cold shadow of misunderstand-
ing, and whose love for her had entirely
passed away. In the trials and miseries
which she had undar%one, Anne had been
sufficiently humbled, but her natural spirit
of independence still remained, and she
felt the impoegibility of continuingin such
8 position. Moreover, she had an infinite
longing—such a longing as is only known
to those who have drunk deeply of the
cup of worldly misconception and ingrati-
tude, for the rest and e which are onl
to be found, if not in solitude, at least in
a complete severance from those with
whom the recent years have been passed,
and a complete oblivion of them, their
words and deeds. Her fate was upon her
she felt, and she must yield to it; she
would take an opportunity of having one
more explanation from Grace, and then
leaving her for ever.

As to Grace herself, her condition was
almost equally pitiable. Her anxiety to
avoid any meeting with Anne prevented
her from frequently visiting her aunt’s
chamber, in which Anne’s days were
almost wholly passed, and the professor
being, save at the time of the mid-day meal,
occupied from morning till evening at the
university, Grace had an abundance of
time at her disposal for solitary reflection.
The result of this, though not favourable
to Anne—for Grace could never forgive
the deceit that had been practised upon
her in bringing her away from London
under a false pretext—was, on the whole,
beneficial. 'When her natural good sense,
undisturbed by surrounding influences,
came into play, the young heiress began
to doubt whether the passion which she
imagined herself to entertain for George
Heath had e:.:ly real foundation, or whether
it was merely a passing fancy, evoked
principally by the difference bezween him
who paid her assidnous and deferential
court, and her other admirers, who seemed
to think that she should consider herself
honoured by their offers, and encouraged

by thedexterous and never-failing landation
of Mrs. Crutchley. Her first feeling of
liking for Mr. Heath had, probably, she

thought, oriﬁnated in gratitnde for the
manner in which, according to the testi-
mony of all, he had managed her property ;
but he had been duly paid for that, and
had his reward in the position which he
then held. He had been very kind to her,
it is true, on her first arrival in London,
and it was owing to him that she had been
emancipated from the dulness to which
the ignorant insouciance of her trustees
would have consigned her, and obtained
an insight into the inner life of that society
in whiltsx she so much delighted, and where
she had played so distinguished a part;
but, after all, she really knew very little of
Mr. Heath—much less than of many of
those whom she was in the habit of meet-
ing daily, and who professed themselves
devoted to her service. And while Grace
Middleham was in this train of thought,
the uncomfortable reflection came to her
that it was by no means impossible she
had been made a tool of; that collusion
might have existed between Mrs. Crutch-
loy and Mr. Heath for the purpose of
advancing their mutual interests, and that
there was just a chance that, by leaving
London, she had been saved from an un-
desirable connection. Not that she felt—
much less would allow—any gratitnde to
Anne for the part which she had played
in these p: ings. She might have
rescued her from the impending alliance
with Heath, but the alleged magnanimity
of the motive obtained little credit from
Grace. The fact that Heath had ongiadbeen
engaged to her guardian friend could not
but have itsinfluence ; and then there was

the unexplained mystery about that odious

Captain Studley, arnd all that had been
done between the interval of her parting
with Anne at Hampstead and meeting her
again in Paris; and altogether Grace felt
that though George Heath might be wrong
—was wrong, doubtless, in writing that
extraordinary letter—Anne Studley was
wrong too. Grace did not kmow which
was worse, to bear the pangs of wounded
friendship, or of wounded love. Mean-
while her cogitations had one result; she
addressed a letter to Mrs. Crutchley, in-
forming that worthy lady that she should
not return to London for some time, and
that she should have no further occa-
sion for Mrs. Crutchley’s services; the
house in Eaton-place must be given up at
the end of the term, then close at hand,
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until which time she could remain there if
she chose. The letter contained no allu-
sion of anykind to Mr. Heath ; to mention
his name wonld be, Grace felt, to compro-
mise her dignity. The reference to her pro-
tracted absence from London would, pro-
bably, convey to Mrs. Crutchley all she
required to know on that point, even if
she had not already been made acquainted
with what had passed.

There came a time when, Anne's pre-
parations being all complete, and the
barden of her life, with its constant at-
tendance in the sick room, its want of sym-
pathy and companionship, its knowledge
of the feeling by which Grace was actuated,
was greater than she could bear, she de-
termined upon carrying out the step which
she had recently had in contemplation. One
morning, when she had left the Frau Pro-
fessorin comfortably settled upon her sofa
deep in the newly-arrived newspaper, she
tapped softly at Grace’s door, and being
admitted, found the heiress in that con-
templative nothing-doing state which had
recently become characteristic of her.
Grace's cheeks flushed for an instant as
she saw her visitor; but she speedily re-
covered herself, and made some ordinary
remark, having responded to which, Anne
said :

“T have come’ to ask you to give me a
few minutes of your time; I shall not detain
you long ; but what I have to say must be
said at once.”

“My time is not so valuable that you
need apologise for occupying it,” said
Grace; “on the contrary, I ought rather
to be thankful to you for helping me to get
through any portion of the dreary day.”

‘The reaction after your life in London
is doubtless sufficiently unpleasant,” said
Anne, “and I have noticed, with great
regret, that your residence here seems to
have grown distasteful to you. There is,
however, no reason why it should continue;
you are your own mistress, with the means
and power to live where you like, and to
do what you choose; and, so far as I am
concerned, you will be rid henceforth of
the clog which I may possibly have been

upon your actions.”

Grace looked up in wonder.

“] am not aware,” she said, “of ever
i baving given you any reason to form such

| » thought.”
I “ You may not be aware of it, and yet

it may perfectly well have existed,” said
| Anne. “ However, what brought me here

l was nottoopenupany discussion, butsimply
|

to announce to you that, for a long time, I
have been convinced of the impossibility of
my continning in the position which I have
occupied since our return to this house.”

“You are alluding, I suppose,” said
Grace, ‘‘ to your attendance npon Madame
Sturm ? You must remember that you
took her under your care wholly of your
own free will, and without the expression
of any wish on my part. If those duties
are irksome to you, they can be discon-
tinued at once.”

“They are not irksome to me; and I
should be only too glad to remain in the
discharge of them,” said Anne, * provided
other circumstances were unaltered. As
it is, however, that is quite impossible.
My gr:senee in this house originated in
the fact of my being your chosen friend,
shielded and sustained by you at a time
when such protection and sustenance were
absolutely essential to me. For what you
did then I must be eternally grateful ; bat,
a8 I said before, the circumstances under
which those relations existed are entirely
changed',’ .

“Will you explain in what way they
are changed P”’ asked Grace.

“ That,” said Anne, “ is easily done. I
am painfully conscious that the old feeling
between us is gone, I suppose, for ever;
and it is, therefore, impossible for me to
remain here a mere recipient of your
bounty, hanging on to the memory of
something which was once, but is no
more. hat you did for me I accepted
in the spirit in which it was done, and
honestly felt no compunction ; bat I have
my pride, too, and I should be unworthy
of the feeling with which you once re-
garded me, if I were to continue an inmate
of this house.”

“Does it not occur to you,” said Grace,
in a more gentle tone, *that there is mo
reason why your pride should be wounded,
even regarding it in the light in which
you do? Do you not see that, in fulfilling
your present position, and rendering in-
valuable service to Madame Sturm, you
more than repay me for anything I may
be able to do for you ? ”

“] ghould have been very content to
have fulfilled that position under other
circumstances, and had I not an unfortu-
nately vivid recollection of what has gone
before. As it is, I cannot do so; I must
seek another home and a more active life.”

Grace was silent for a moment; then
she said, in & somewhat tremulous tone:

“You are sure that yon have well con-
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sidered this step—that you are certain
you are doing right in taking it ?

“T have been turning it over night and
day for weeks,” replied Anne, ‘“and
thought of it in all its bearings, and I
have satisfied myself that I shall be doing
righ ”

There was another pause. Then Grace
said, “ What do you propose to do?
where do you intend to go ?”

“T have convinced myself,” said Anne,
“that any small or temporary change
would be totally useless, and that to do
what I wish, and gain the oblivion I hope
for, it will be necessary for me to divert
the whole current of my life. I have
therefore been making inquiries with
regard to emigration, and I have been
lucky enough to find that Herr Schap-
winkel, the farmer at Derendorf, is about
to emigrate with his family to the Western
States of America. They hope to start
next week, and they are willing to take
me with them.”

“You going to America !” cried Grace,
“to emigrate with & German farmer's
family ! You, with your education and
taste, to be the companion of such people !
In what capa.citg do you propose to go, in
Heaven’s name ?”

“To do whatever I may be able to un-
dertake; to make myself generally nseful,”
said f)&nne, with a sad smile.

“Do you know the grasping, grindin
nature g’f people of this };ufs ?g’!"mcneg
Grace; “do gou know that they will take
advantage of your being weak and wun-
protected, and, whatever they may say to
the contrary, will take the first opportunity
of reducing you to thelevel of aservant ?”

“I do mnot think so badly of them as
that,” said Anpne; “and even if I did, I
am not sure that it would prevent my
acceptance of their offer. There is nothing
like hard work and a rough life to root
out old memories, and prepare the mind for
the proper reception of new experiences.”

“ Bat have you no defined position with
flhe;n—no agreement of what you are to

o ” .

“Oh dyes,” said Anne; “I am to teach
the children English on the voyage out,
and be general interpreter and g(a)usehold
manager when we first settle down. They
are rough people, as you say, but they are
essentially kind and honest, and seem to
have great confidence in me.”

“A feeling which you strangely recipro-
cate. It is too horrible, Angz,yto tlﬁrn‘l):
of your going away to such a place,

and with such people; and though, of
course, I have no right to interfere with
your actions, or to make any objection to
anything you may choose to do, I do not
think it ought to be allowed. By-the-
way,” said Grace, suddenly changing her
tone, “where do these people sail from—
from Liverpool ? ”’

“ Oh no,” said Anne; they go out in
one of the North German Lloyd’s steamers,
from Bremen.”

“Then they have nothing to do with
England?” said Grace, apparently relieved.

“Yes,” said Anne; “I believe they put
into Southampton, but only for a few
hours, and of course I should not think of
going on shore.”

Although in her first startled surprise
Grace Middleham had denounced Anne’s
avowal of her intention to leave her friends
and commence a now life, yet, when she
reflected upon all that had passed, and
upon the division confessedly existing
between those who had been so devoted to
each other, she could not help admitting
to herself that the course which Anme
proposed. to take was for the best. Grace
was surprised at Anne’s declaration, and
yet it was not wholly unexpected; it had
come to her suddenly, and before its time,
that was all. For weeks she had vainly
contended with the painful sense of con-
cealment and want of confidence which
had come between them, and had had
more than one idea of going away on a
prolonged tour, accompanied by a maid,
leaving Anne to preside over the house-
hold in the Poppelsdorfer Allee, and to
tako care of the invalid and the professor.
She was not yet sure that she would not
propose such a plan, which, besides pro-
viding for herself change of scene, would
have the advantage of securing a kind
and watchful nurse for Madame Sturm,
whose helplessness increased daily, and
would prevent the necessity for Anne's
going away. That there should be a
temporary separation between them, Grace
felt was needful; during a spell of absence
the asperities now existing would be for-
gotten, and the rough edges of recent
discussions worn down, but there was no
earthly reason why that separation, instead
of being temporary, should be eternal; or
why Anpne, in her desire to get awsy,
should place herself wholly beyond any
chance of recall. The Western States of
America were, in Grace’s imagination—
based upon a perusal of Cooper’s novels—
entirely given up to buffaloes, trappers,

e
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Indians, and leather-stockinged scouts;
and she fully believed that Anne, once
pettled there, in the midst of the German
family in which she proposed to surround
herself, might be looked upon as dead and
baried ; in short, that some solution of
the difficulty was desirable, but some
better means to the end than those sug-
gested might be found.

These were Grace Middleham’s better
thoughts; but there were others which,
not unfrequently, occupied her mind and
exercised a certain amount of dominion
over her. She could not make up her
mind to forget or forgive the deception

upon her, in bringing her aws;
mdogo by false representations; anz
though, as has been said, she occasionally
half-admitted to herself that her supposed
peesion for Heath had no real foundation,
and was, in reality, tolerably reconciled to
his loes, she still resented the fact of having
been duped. Anne had deceived her in
that matter, and Grace found it impoesible
to place further confidence in her. The
thought that her quandam friend would
not scruple at any further deception, had
induced Grace to ask whether Anne wounld
visit England before sailing for America ;
and though, at the time, she had been
eatisfied with the reply, yet, on thinking
over the conversation again, and remem-
bering Anne’s avowal that the ship would
touch at Southampton, Grace conceived
the wild idea that Anne had made up her
mind to take that opportunity of seeing or
communicating with Heath. So possessed
was she by this notion, that the bitter
feeling of jealonsy towards Anne, of which
she had almost cured herself, was renewed
in follest force. Under the mfluence of it
she almost brought herself to believe that
the whole story of the intended emigration
was deception ; and that Anne had adopted
this roundabout means of effecting her de-
parture, to do away with any clue to her
futare hiding-place, or, at least, if she
went to America with the Schapwinkels,
she would be joined at Southampton by
Heath, and they would go together.

This idea obtained such sway over her
that, abnegating the self-command and
the dignity usually so characteristic of
ber, Graco determined upon testing the
trath of her belief. Accordingly, one
morning, when she knew that Anme
was in attendance on the invalid, she
entered her aunt’s sitting-room, where
she found not merely Anne, but the pro-
fessor, who was giving an account of a

musical party at which he had been &
guest the previous evening, and whose
utter inability to give any information as
to the dresses of the ladies present was
being querulously deplored by his wife.
After the usual salutations, Grace took
advantage of a pause in the conversation
to ask Anne whether she had had any
letters from England that morning. Anne,
with some astonishment, replied in the
negative. There was no one in England
to write to her, and no news thence could
possibly interest her.

“I am not so sure of that,” said Grace,
speaking deliberately. * If what I hear is
true, my informant, who is likely to be
correct in such matters, tells me that
changes are about to be made in Middle-
bham’s Bank.”

“I cannot imagine,” said Anne, quietly,
‘“that anyone could give you information
on such a subject. From your position,
you must necessarily be consulted on any
proposed alteration, and nothing could be
carried out without your consent.”

“This,” said Grace, *“is merely a hint
of what will later on be brought before
me officially, I imagine; at present I am
supposed to know nothing about it.”

“T hope things are not going wrong, my
dear,” said ame Sturm; *you are not
likely to lose any of your money, are you ?”’

“Oh no, aunt, I trust not,” replied
Grace; “the hint which I have received is
that Mr. Heath, the manager of the bank,
and to whom its great proegerity is sap-
posed to be due, and who is, I should =ay,
& great friend of-—of Mrs. Waller’s here—
is about to give up his long-held position,
and retire into the country, there to lead
a rural and domestic life.”

“Mr. Heath could not possibly have any
interest for me,” said Anne, coldly.

“Not even if he were to emigrate to
America, as has been suggested P asked
Grace suddenly.

“Not even if he were to emigrate to
America,” ted Anne, in measured
tones, but with flaming cheeks, for the
shaft had gone home, and she knew the
motive by which it had been sped.

“This Mr. Heath must have made
money, I suppose?” asked Madame
Sturm, fortunately coming to the rescue.

“I—I do not know. I suppose he has,”
said Grace, half dazed, and not knowing
whether to take Anne’s flush as a sign of
innocence or guilt.

“Lor’ bless you, yes, my dear, of course
he has,” said Madame Sturm; * while he
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has been collecting a fortune for yowu, he
has naturally put by a little for himself;
and why a man, who has anything decent
to live upon in England, can want to go
muddling away and emigrating to America
I cannot understand.”

¢ I think, dear Madame Sturm,” said
Anne, rising, quietly crossing the room,
and seating herself by the invalid’s bed-
side, “ that I will take this opportunity of
saying what must have come sooner or
later, and what indeed I had made up my
mind to mention to you within the next
day or two. - On Monday next I am going
to say farewell to you—I am going away.”

“(oing away, Waller! " cried %hdame
Starm; “why, bless my soul, you have
only just come back. Where on earth are
you going to P

“To the place about which yon have
just been speaking—to America!”

“To America?” cried the Frau Pro-
fessorin, “that is a long way off—you
could scarcely go further.”

“Or fare worse, according to your
notion,” said Anne, with a smile.

“I do not mean that in all instances,”
said Madame Sturm. “If you have any
money, a8 this banking man no doubt has—
having taken care to feather his nest well
while he was about it—then n{ou had better
stop in England ; but I should think, from
all I have read, that America is perhaps
the best place for a young woman who is
poor, and who wants a husband—not that
I mean by that that you do, my dear
Waller. I dare say, though yon have
never opened your mind about it, that you
had quite enough worry with your first;
but, I understand, America is a good place
to make your fortune in, and the men
there who take wives look to the woman,
and not to the dowry which she can bring.”

“I have given but little consideration
to that part of the subject,” said Anne,
“but I feel that I need a more active life,
and am likely to find it there.”

“Well, I only know I shall be heartily
sorry to lose you, Waller,” said the Fran
Professorin; ‘“ you have been a real trea-
sure to me, and how I shall get on with-
out you, I do not know. But what does
Grace say to your going—oh, I did not
know she had left the room. Professor,
do you hear Waller leaves us next Monday ;
she is going to emigrate to America. What
do you think of America, professor ? ”

The professor’s opinion of America was

‘not a very high one. He declared it to be

a country which imported -its literature,
and looking at it from that standpoint, he
regarded it with great contempt. Baut he,
like his wife, was much grieved at the
threatened loss of  Vallere,” as he called
her, and did not shrink from openly ex-
pressing his regret.

Monday was the day fixed for Anne’s
departure, and Grace was growing un-
comfortable as to the leave-taking which
would have to be gone through. Her
bitter indignation against her former
friend still retained its mnewly-acquired
hold over her, but she could not contem-
plate the idea of parting for ever from one
with whom she had been so closely allied,
without a considerable amount of heart-
sinking and wretchedness. As the day
approached, all the memories of their
former affection, the love of their childish
days, the confidences of their maturer
years, came thronging upon Grace in such
profusion that her heart was melted ; and
-one night, in the solitude of her chamber,
she determined to to Anne and im-
plore that the old allianée between them
might be renewed. Very early the next
morning, before the homsehold was astir,
she rose, and wrapping her dressing-
gown round her, opened her door with
the intention of proceeding to her
friend’s room; some thing which had
been placed upon the door-handle fell
from it at her touch. It was a note.
Picking it up, Grace saw it to be in
Anne’s handwriting, and read the fol-
lowing lines :—

““When yon receive this, I shall be some
distance on my road. I have felt so un-
equal to bidding you & personal farewell,
that I have resorted to this means of say-
ing ‘good-bye’ to you for ever. I have
never had any wish to deceive you, and
therefore I do not pretend that the story
I told you in answer to your inquiry is the
true one; but it is the most conclusive
explanation for Madame Sturm. To you
I offer none. You will never hear of me
again, bat I ghall have the satisfaction of

ing with me the assurance that I
have proved to the utmost the gratitude I
feel for you—my only friend in the past,
the sole memory of good and which
remains of one who musé henceforth be
alone in the world.—A.”

The Right of Translating Ariicles from ALL THE Yxar BOUND is reserved by the Authors..
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presently. If Mr. Powell didn’t mind for &

wminute ortwo—— She wasglids

the door, when his woice stopped her.
“Tarry a little, Rhoda,” said the preacher,

Yecking up at her with his lustrous, earnest

,oyes. “I1 have something on my soul to

”
.

say to gou
Rhoda’s eyes fell before his, as they
bebitually did now. She %elt as thongh
be could read her heart; mnd she had
something to hide in it. She did not seat
therself, but stood, with one hand on the
‘wooden mantelshelf, looking into the fire.
In her other hand she held her straw
bonnet by its violet ribbon, and her waving
brown hair shone in the firelight.

‘S‘Whatli:it, Mr.lPowalld ﬁ”ahemhed.

he s esbarﬁ , and her tone smote

gainfulll;oon her ga.rer. He did not un-

erstand that the sharpness in it was born
of fear.

“ Rhoda,” he began, “my spirit has been
much exercised on your behalf.”

He paused ; but she did not speak, only
bent her head a little lower, as she stood
leaning in the same attitude.

“ Rhoda, I fear your soul is unawakened.
You are sweet and gentle, as & dove or a
lamb is gentle; but you have not the root
of the matter as a Christian hath it. The
fabric is built on sand. Fair as it is, a
breath may overthrow it. There is but one
sure foundation whereon to lay our lives,
and {ou.rs is not set upon it.”

“I—I—try to be good,” stammered
Rhoda, in whom the consciousness of
much truth in what Powell was saying,
struggled with something like indignation
at being thus reproved, with the sense of
a painful shock from this jarring discord
coming to close the harmonious impres-
sions of her pleasant day, and with an in-
articulate dread of what was yet in store for
her. “1I say my prayers, and—and I don’t
think I'm so very wicked, Mr. Powell. No
one else thinks I am, but you.”

““Oh, Rhoda! Oh my child ! ” His voice
grew tender as sad music, and, as he went
on speaking, all trace of diffidence and
hesitation fell away, and only the sincere

o0se of the man ghone in him clear as
“My heart yearns with com-
passion over you. Are those the words of
a believing and repentant sinner? You
‘try!’ You ‘say your prayers!’ You
are ‘not so wicked!’ oda, behold, I
bhave an urgent message for you, which
you must hear!”

She started and looked round at him.
Hbe read her thought. ““No earthly message,

Rhoda, and from no earthly being. Ah,
child, the eager look dies out of your eyes !
Rhoda, do you ever think how much God
loveth us? How much he loveth yeu, peor
perishing little bird, fluttering blmdly in
the outer darkness of the world !—that
darkness which comprehended not the
light from the beginning.”

Rhoda’s tears were now dropping fast.
Her lip trembled as she repeated onoe more,

“] try—I do try to be good,” with an

almost peevish emphasis.

“Nay, Rhoda, I must speak. In His
hand all instruments are alike good and
serviceable. He has chosen me, even me,
to call you to Him. However much yon
may deepise the Messenger, the measage is
sure, and of unspeakable comfort.”

“Oh, Mr. Powell, I don’t despise youn.
Indeed I don’t! I know you mean—I
know you are good. But I don’t think
there’s any such great harm in going to
see a—a young lady who is too ill to go
out. I'm sure she is a very good joung
lady. I'm sure I do try to be good.”

%lmt wasg the sum of Rhoda’s eloguence.
She held fast by those few words in a
hel‘fless way, which was at once piteous
and irritating.

“Are you speaking in sincerity from
the very bottom of your heart?” asked
Powell, with the invincible, patient gen-
tleness which is born of a strong will.
“No, Rhoda; you know you are not.
There is harm in following our own incli-
nations, rather than the voice of the spirit
within us. There is harm in clin'lging to
works—to anything we can do. There is
harm in neglecting the service of our Master
to pleasure any human being.”

“] did forget that it was prayer-meet-
ing night,” admitted Rhoda, more humbly
than before. Her natural sweetmess of
temper was ining the ascendant, in
proportion as her dread of what might be
the subject of Powell’s reproving admo-
nition decreased. She could bear to be
told that it was wrong to visit Minnie
Bodkin. She should not like %o be told
80, and she should refuse to believe it, but
she could bear it ; and she began to believe
that this visit was held to be the head and
front of her offending. Powell’s next
words undeceived her, and startled her
back into & paroxysm of mistrust and
agitation.

“But it is not of your absence from

%rayer to-night that I would speak mow.
ou are entangling yourself in a snare.
You are laying up stores of sorrow for

:F
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yourself and others. You are listening to
the sweet voice of temptation, and giving
your conscience into the hand of the
ungodly to rain and deface!” He made
a little gesture towards the room overhead
with his hand, as he said that Rhoda was
giving her conscience into the hands of
the ungodly.

“I don’t know what you mean, Mr.
Powell. And I—I don’t think it's chari.
table to speak so of a person—of persons
that you know nothing of.”

She was entirely taken off her guard.
Her head felt as if it were whirling round,
and the words she uttered seemed to come
out of her mouth withont her will
Between fear and anger she trembled like
a leaf in the wind. She would have fled
out of the room, but her strength failed
her. Her heart was beating so fast that
she could scarcely breathe. Her distress
pained Powell to the heart; pained him so
much, as to dismay him with a vivid
glimpee of the temptation that continunally
Iay in wait for him, to spare her, and
soothe her, and cease from his painful

ing of her conscience. * Oh, there is

a bone of the old man in me yet!” he
thought, remorsefully. ¢ Lord, Lord,
stren me, or 1 fall!”

“ hast thou counselled him that
bhath no wisdom? And how hast thou
plentifully declared the thing as it is P ”

The remembrance of the lot he had
drawn came into his mind, as an answer to
his mental prayer. It was natural that
the words should recur to him vividly a
that moment, but he accepted their re-
currence as an undoubted inspiration from
Heaven. The belief in such direct and
immediate communications was a vital
part of his faith; and to have destroyed
it would, in great part, have paralysed
the impetuous energy, and quenched the

ing enthusiasm, which carried away
his hearers, and communicated something
of his own exaltation to the most torpid

He murmured a few words of fervent
iving for the clear leading which

had been vouchsafed to him, and without
an instant’s hesitation addressed the tear-
ful, trembling girl beside him. *Listen to
me, Bhoda. If it be good for your soul's
sake that I lay bare mg heart before you,
and suffer sore in the doing of it, shall I
shrink ? God forbid! By his help I will
tifally declare the thing as it is. I

ve watched , and your feelings
kave not been hid from me. No; nor

your fears, and sorrows, and hopes, and
struggles. 1have read them all, so0 Pplainly,
that I must believe the Lord has given me
a special insight in your case, that I may
call you unto him with power. Youn are
suffering, Rhoda, and sorry; but you have
not thrown your burden upon the Lord.
You have set up His creature as an idol
in your soul, and have bowed down and
worshipped it. And you fancy, poor un-
wary lamb, that such love as yours was
never before felt by mortal, and that
never did mortal so entirely deserve it!
And you say in your heart, ¢ Lo, this man
talks of what he knows not! It is easy
for him !’ Well—I tell you, Rhoda, thaea:{
too have a heart for human love. I have
eyes to see what is fair and lovely; and
fancies, and desires, and passions. I love
—there i8 a maiden whom I love above
all God’s creatures. But, by His grace, I
have overcome that love, in so far as it
perilled the higher love and the higher
duty, which owe to my Father in
Heaven. I have wrestled sore, God
knoweth. And He hath helped me, as He
always will help those who rely, not on
their own strength, but on His ! ”

Rhoda was hurried out of herself, car-
ried away by the rush of his eloquence, in
whose powerful spell the mere words bore
but a small part. Eyes, voice, and gestare
expressed the most absolute, self-forgetting
enthusiasm. The contagion of his burning
sincerity drew a gincere utterance from his
hearer.

“But you talk as if it were a crime!
Does anyone call youn wicked and godless,
becanse you have human feelings? I never
should call you so. And, I believe, we
were meant to love.”

“To love? A, yes, Rhboda! To love
for evermore, and In a measure we can
but faintly conceive here below. The
young maiden I love i8 still dearer to me
than any other human being—it may be
that even the angels in Heaven know what
it is to love one blessed spirit above the
rest—but her soul is more precious to me
than her beauty, or her sweet ways, or her
happiness on earth. Oh, Rhoda, look up-
ward! Yet a little while, and the wicked
cease from troubling, and the weary are at
rest, and there cometh peace unspeakable.
This earthly love is but a fleeting show.
Oan you say that you connect it with your
hope of Heaven and your faith in God P
Does he whom you love reveremce the
things you have been taught to hold
sacred P Is he awakened to & sense of

s
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sin? No! no!” A thousand times, no!
Rhoda, for his sake—for the sake of that
darkened soul, if not for {:mr own——yield
not to the temptation which makes you
untrue in word and deed, and chills your
worship, and weighs down the wings of
your spirit! Tell this beloved one that,
although he were the very life-blood of
your heart, yet, if he seek not salvation,
you will cast him from you.”

Rhoda had sunk down, half-crouching,
half-kneeling, with her arms upon & chair,
and her face bowed down upon her hands.
She was crying bitterly, but silently; but,
at the preacher’s last words, she moved
her shoulders, like one in pain, and uttered
a little inarticnlate sound.

Powell bent forward, listening eagerly.
“I speak not as one withont understand-
ing,” he said, after an instant’s pause. “I
plentifully declare the thing as it is, and
a8 I know it. Your love——! Rhoda,
your little twinkling flame, compared to
the passionate nature in me, is as the faint
light of a taper to a raging fire—as a
trickling water-brook to the deep, dreadful
gea! hild, child, you know not the
power of the Lord. His voice has said to
my unquiet soul, ‘Be still, and it obeys
Him. Shall He not speak peace to your
purer, clearer spirit also? Shall He not
carry you, as & lamb, in His bosom ?
Now—it may be even now, as I speak to
you, that His angels are about you, moving
your heart towards Him. Rhoda, Rhoda,
will you grieve those messengers of
mercy ? Will you tarn away from that
uns ble love 7’

he girl suddenly lifted her face. It
was 8 tear-stained, wistfully imploring
face, and yet it wore a singular expression
of timid obstinacy. She was struggling
to ward off the impression his words were
making on her. She was unwilling, and
afraid to yield to it.

But when she looked up and saw his
countenance so pale, so earnest, without
one trace of anger, or impatience, or
any feeling save profoundest pity, and
sweetness, and sorrow, her heart melted.
The right chord was touched. She
could not be moved by compassion for
herself, but she was penetrated by sorrow
forIn him. ke of

an impulse of pitying sympathy she
exclaimed, BOh, donlzt {l:go s{)rl?rl; foz me,
Mr. Powell! I will try! I will do what
you say, if—"

The door opened, and her father stood
in the -room. Rhoda sprang from her

knees, rushed past him, and out at the
open door.

“Man, man, what have you done?”
cried Powell, wringing his hands. Then
he sat down and hid his face.

Jonathan Maxfield stood looking at him
with a heavy frown. “We must have no
more o’ thig,” he said harshly.

SOUTH WALES COLLIERS.

Ir is barely two years since South Wales
monopolised a large share of the news-
papers, on account of a gigantic strike
that took place amongst the ironworkers
and colliers of the coal-basin; and it is
now the theatre of a still more calami-
tous dispute, the result being that two
hundred thousand people are, directly or
indirectly, prevented earning their daily
bread. Though public attention was then,
a8 now, keenly directed to that part of the
kingdom, and many interesting reports
have been furnished by the various special
correspondents, it is still comparatively
little known, except to those engaged in
working its treasures; and there is so
much in it that is quaint and character-
istic to the lover of nationality, that I
have determined to jot down some of my
reminiscences during a many years' resi-
dence there.

As a rule, the British tourist has over-
looked that part of the country with
curious persistence, seeing that it contains
some scenery of a high order. For a coal-
basin, it has been wonderfully little spoilt
by mining accessories; and even in places
which are essentially of that character,
there is a natural wildness which is most
exijoyable, and quite lifts South Wales out
of comparison with the Black Country, or
canny Newcastle.

A few words on its physical features
may not be amiss, before I proceed to
speak of the people. It is really more like
a basin than any other British coalfield,
except the Forest of Dean. But even
South Wales is not round, like the section
of an apple, but rather resembles the shape
of a bishop’s-thumb pear, the broad or
eastern end of which occupies a portion of
the shires of Monmouth and Brecon; the
middle including nearly the whole of
Glamorganshire, and the stalk or narrow
end being represented by parts of Car-
marthenshire and Pembrokeshire. The
outside of -the pear consists of a belt
of carboniferous or mountain limestone,
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which forms a complete barrier of rugged
cliffs between the basin and the fertile
valleys of Breconshire. To the south,
however, this barrier has a good deal
dwindled away, and in some places is
overlaid by more recent geological rocks;
while in others, as at Swansea Bay, it has
been altogether demolished by the sea.
The district thus enclosed is about sixty
miles in its long axis (from east to west),
by twenty miles in its broad one; and by
reason of the great height at which most
of the population lives, and especially at
the large ironworks on the north border,
it goes by the generic name of the
“Hills.” Until within the last few years,
during which railways have crept down
from the heights and linked themselves
with the great inland trunk systems, to
live upon * the hills ” meant, in the eyes
of the outside world, a species of banish-
ment worse than that of the backwoods.
Physically speaking, the limestone barriers
divide the coal-basin from a country which
is utterly unlike it—different in aspect,
climate, soil, produce, inhabitants, and
social manners. In the valleys we have an
agricultural population; charming scenery;
Ppleasant society; handsome residences; and
pretly towns—in fact, all the bright side
of English country life; but, once the lime-
stone wall is passed, we bave, instead, wild
mountain moorland ; grimy, roagh people;
severe climate; soil producing little but
coal; and society at the lowest ebb. It is
not to be wondered at, therefore, that the
dweller in the valleys only troubles the
hills with his presence under pressure of
important business, and regards his iron
neighbours with a certain curiosity, as
men of another type.
The chief scenic characteristic is a broad
of heather and bog, with little to
relieve the outline but an occasional cairn
of grey stones, raised to commemorate
some Celtic warrior who fell in pre-
historic fight. But for all its monotony,
there is much to charm the lover of
moorland — the peat-stained streamlets
wimpling with the faintest of murmurs;
the rich green patches of whin and bog-
ts ; the springiness and elasticity
of the heather hnmmocﬂn; and the glorious
breeze that blows straight up from the
Bristol Channel. It is in this platean,
formed geologically of millstone grit, that
the rivers of the coal-basin collect their
forces, and make their way to the sea
through the most charming of glens or
“cwms,” all of which have a strong family

likeness—s0 much so indeed, that I have
known ludicrous mistakes to bappen, of
strangers finding themselves in one valley,
while their host’s dinner was waiting for
them in another, separated by a range of
hills some eighteen hundred feet high. So
steeply do the mountain sides slope, that
there is usually room for nothing but the
road and the river, the latter often con-
cealed from view by the overarching
boughs of the woods. Indeed, to this day
there are spots, within easy walk of
populous ironwork towns, which still
deserve Archdeacon Coxe’s description in
the last century of ““wild solitudes, trodden
only by adventurers in search of game.”
Occasionally we see the chimney of a
colliery amongst the trees, but the “‘cwm”
is so well wooded, that it is but a small
eyesore. One reason of this is, that the
coalseams run in strata along the hill-
sides, and can therefore be reached by
driving a horizontal gallery, technically
called a “level.” There is, therefore, no
occasion for all the paraphernalia of shafts
and pumping-engines, such as are required
for the deeper veins of steam coal lower
down the valley; for as the coal-beds slope
at a certain inclination (called the dip)
from the north of the basin towards the
south, it follows that the deepest seams
are to be found in the middle. Where
they first ap on the north crop, the
coals are so close to the surface that they
can be dug out as from an open quarry,
and this mode of extraction is called
“ patch-work ;” but the inclination of the
beds speedily carries them out of the
reach of the “patch-man,” and necessi-
tates, first of all, levels, and then regularly
organised collieries.

With most of the coal seams, and par-
ticularly on the north crop, are associated
veins of ironstone; and this is the reason
why we find all the large ironworks, such
as Merthyr, Nantyglo, Tredegar,and Ebbw-
vale, occupying situations at the heads of
the valleys. Coal is worked more cheaply
here, from its being so near the surface;
the iron ore is, or was, ready to hand from
the same source, while the limestone,
used as a flux for smelting the ore, is
quarried only a few miles off in the barrier
of rocks of which I have just spoken. The
juxtaposition of these essentials for iron-
making is the reason why a district which,
one hundred years ago, was barren moor-
land, without a sign of human life, is now
covered with large towns, and plays so
important & part in the commercial history
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of England. But for years and years these
great works were, notwithstanding their
growing wealth, as isolated from
of the country as though they were m
Canada. It is not fifty years ago sinoe
iron was earried from Mexrthyr to Cardiff
on the baeks of mules, and the ing of
the Taff Vale Canal was looked upon as
the achievement of the age. Then came
tramroads, laid through the wvalleys to the
shipping ports, the load, fortunately for the
mules, being down hill. I remember, too,
when I first went to reside (for my sins)
on the “ Hills,” that a population of some
twenty thousand was dependent for their
connection with the outer world upon one
coach, and one miserable tram-ear, which
held about a dozen people. Every second
mile or so this vehicle got off the line, and
the passengers had to jump
their sh?rulllders ﬁs the wheel to hoist it on
again. e seclusion of so large a -
lation from the rest of mngaot!:;li)ng
England had the result of creating a feel-
ing of clanship throughout the *Hills.”
Workmen seldom went away from the
district, and foreign labour geldom came
into it. Moreover, the ironmasters, some
of whom were the original founders of the
works, lived, for the most part, among their
people at the “ Big House,” and main.
tained a rough, though not unkindly, sway
over the population to which they gave
employment. But within the last twenty
years a great change has taken place. The
old tramways have been superseded by
railways, which, originally intended for
local traffic, have gradually become linked
to the Great Western and London and
North-Western systems, so that now there
is not a valley in the coal-basin which

has not its regular telegraphic and railway
communication with on, Liverpool,
and Manchester.

In consequence of these facilities, the
proprietors began to give up residing
among their people; while, as time went
on, the works themselves fell victims,
more or less, to the limited lability
mania, and are now chiefly in the hands
of shareholders who never see them, or
take the least interest in them, except
as a medinm for dividende. The feeling
of the workpeople towards the *Big
House ” and the *‘ master " has now
well died away; and this has been much
assisted by the readiness with which the
colliers and ironworkers can now migrate
to other parts of England, their places
being filled by new comers, who have

rest | in

out and put | ing

neither the nationality or the amor patrie
to bind them to their employers. Indeed,
the lapee of time, many of the reasons
for establishing the works where they are
have lapsed also. Thse iron ore, which was
80 y and easily worked in former
days, has been either extracted altogether,
or has become expensive to obtain. Foreign
ore is, therefore, largely imported to South
Wales—brown ore from Somersetshire,
oolitic from Northamptonshire, hematite
from Lancashire, ular ore from Elba,
Spanish ore from Bilbao and Santander—
causing an enormous interchange of traflic,
though teking away from the district a
considerable item in self-dependence.
The old ironmasters of South Wales |
were very jar men, and deserve a |
trospect; for it was to their unbend-
resolution and stern determination,
that the South Wales iron trade owes
its existence. Many have gone into the
trade since their time, and lost their
money over and over again; but these
sturdy old iron kings kept their way
through and evil report, and took
good and bed timea with a d equa-
nimity. As a rule, they rose from small
innings, and were emphatically self- -
made men. Everybody knows the story
of Crawshay, of Cyfartha, and how, as a
lad, he rode from Yorkshire to London on
hia pony; for this is one of the staple
stories of encouragement to young be-
ginners. But others, besides Crawshay,
did very much the same thing, except that
they did not leave quite so much money
behind at their deaths; and, though most .
of them ended their days in grand houses, .
perhaps as baronets or senators, there
were very few who could, by any stretch -
of imagination, be called gentlemen, or
even decently-educated men. Their man-
ners were rough, their speech rongher;
and, what with frequently enforcing their
orders with a volley of strong language,
and sometimes even with a blow, it is
hard to say which was the most ancivilised,
the master or the man. But, with all this
there was often much kind personal feel-
ing, which, when it was shown, lighted
upon the recipient with such result,
that it was a pity that this leverage was
not more constantly in operation. Even
as it was, the influences of unionism fell
harmless on the district for years. The
Welshman could not see its advantages,
and did not believe in it; and, if this
feeling had been properly understood and
carefully cultivated, the rninous strike of
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1873, and the still more lamentable lock-
out of 1875, would, in all probability,
never have been heard of.

On the other hand, I am bound to say
that the masters, despite a certain amount
of rough good nature, were sadly oblivious
of the responsibilities imposed upon them,
by bringing together such large masses of
people.  As a rule, they did little towards
making them cleanly, healthy, or moral.
As far as health was concerned, the pure
air of the hills is such that the general
mortality was very small as compared with
medieal i (towgsb, aaito each work
A m man (pai “sgto ”
of the people) was allo{ted But?rl’;%d
this, the sanitary conditions of the iron-
works were, and still are, at zero; and
most of the towns of the district show a
defiance of cleanliness and decency which
18 » scandal to the Principality. It is true
that individual, and sometimes public,
endeavours have been made of late years
to improve matters ; but there are arrears
of neglect of physical and social duties
which have to be scored down to the
account of these old ironmsaasters,- who
got 8o much of the country and gave so
little back.

Educational and religious matters fared
betler than the manitary ones, for the
Welsh are an eminently religious people,
or, I should more correctly say, a service-

ing people; and although the Church of

d has striven manfully to grapple
with the spiritual destitution, it could do
but little com to the good that was
done by the Dissenters. This was but
natural, and arose partly from the
ical position of most of the works.
the old days, when the boundaries of
our parishes were laid down, enormous
sreas of desolate mountain land were
percelled off to the nearest church, which
was perhaps eight or ten miles distant ; for
nobody could guess, that tens and hundreds
of thousands wounld ultimately settle down
in these lofty regions. But go-it was;
and when the population did come, the
parish church was the last place that the
inhabitante ever thought of visiting, even
if they knew of such an institution. The
churches themselves were evidently not
the centres of much eoclesiastical activity,
for there is an old document in the
Liandaff Cathedral archives, purporting
to be a petition from the parishioners of
Bedwelty (the parish church of Tredegar
Ironworks, and some thirty thousand
people), that they might be allowed the

boon of a sermon once a month! It was
natural, therefore, that the Dissenters
should obtain the mastery of such a
district. At all events, if churches are
somewhat scanty in the district, there are
chapels without end, and in every iron-
work town or colliery vi we find that
Pisgah, Bethel, Calvary, Zion, or Moriah
are the fashionable temples. But while
admiring the devotion that prompted the
erection of these conventicles, of which
some twenty or more may be counted in
one place, it is sad to record that the
greater number of them are in debt. A
chapel is easily run up, for the architecture
is not generally of a kind that requires
much discussion ; but the builder seldom
gets his money, until after repeated pres-
sure upon the congregation in the shape
of tea-parties, lectures, concerts, and Bands
of Hope. I believe, however, that the con-
tribations of a congregation are generally
large in rtion to their means, and
the Welsh minister well knows how to use
the lever of public opinion for procuring
supplies—in this respect being more fortu-
nate than the Church of E d parsons.
The service in the church is usually carried
on with a certain simplicity, Ritualism
having fortunately got but little hold in
South Wales, and the clergy, as a.rule,
being totally unaccustomed to its intri-
cacies. Indeed, a High Charch curate of
the present day would have stared with
astonishment at my old vicar, who, worthy
man, paid me an inaugural call, with a
good deal of ceremony, and a long clay
pipe sticking out of his pocket. Smoke
was still proceeding from the bowl, by
which I conjectured that he had at that
moment knocked the ashes out in deference
to conventionality. Certainly the Welsh
clergy, who are usually of the Lampeter
degree, have been the subjects of very
funny stories, most of which, I fancy, have
arisen from their want of familiarity with
the English language, though their powers
of expression in their native tongue are
often very great. I was moved to much
laughter on one oceasion by a quaint little
curate, who declared from the reading-
desk that “I do publish:the banns of
marriage between Thomas Williams and
William Jones.” Finding, however, by
the titterings around him that he had
done something irregular, he mended the
matter by proclaiming the union of
William Jones and Thomas Willisms, and
it was only at the third attempt that he

sorted the right couples. I remember, too,
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a very comical announcement by the Rev.
Jenkin Price, & queer old Welshman, who
officiated at a private chapel built by one
of the ironmasters. The occasion was &
confirmation, and was made public in the
following extraordinary terms: “1I do give
notiss, that there will be a confirmashun
in’' this church next  Tuesday. No!
Tuesday did I say? Well, I did mean
Wednesday. The Bishop be coming, and
her Leddyshig say, you may all come if
you like!” Aunother eccentric old parson
in Glamorganshire cansed great comster-
nation amongst his congregation by the
action that he took about the singing. A
psalm was given out, but nobody felt
competent to start it, whereupon the vicar
gazed irascibly around, and thus addressed
a parishioner: “Mr. Churchwarden Mat-
thews, why don’t you begin directly, sir P”’
But Mr. Churchwarden Matthews, having
no music in his soul, only looked sheepish,
and made no sign. His Reverence forth-
with pitched upon an unfortunate stranger,
and adjured him thus: “You, sir, you
look as if you had a singing face, you
begin!” The oddities, however, were not
always confined to the parson. I remem-
ber an ironmaster, as well known in South
Wales as the Bank of England, who, pro-
bably with an idea of saving time, always
kept his prayer-book cut up in sections,
and held together with indiarabber bands,
so that he might not spend precious
moments in finding his place. The old
gentloman was most intolerant of any-
thing being said or done in the service
which would lengthen it out by a single
moment, and audibly expressed his impa-
t]ifneel then and there. For instance, if
the clergyman gave out, as was T,
“The ﬁgf{h Sunday after Trinitl}ript.%e
Collect,” a rejoinder would come from the
big pew: “The fool! as if we didn’t all
Imow that—why can’t he get on P”’

The ironworkers and colliers, as a rule,
prefer the chapels to the churches. In the
former they get a more sensational service
than in what they consider the cut-and-
dried forms of the Church of England,
which are a great deal too cold and im-
personal for them. The singing in the
chapels is hearty and refreshing, and
nowhere is the peculiar talent of the
Welsh better shown than in their reli-
%ious music. The world has seen at the

rystal Palace. what Welsh singers can
do with native training; and this facility
of music pervades the whole of the district
to a remarkable extent. At Christmas

time, and on state occasions, a choir of
thirty to forty will come to your house
and sing, without music, for the hour
together; not merely plain psalms or
glees, but intricate fugues, in which the
parts are taken up with wonderful pre-
cision. Although their intonation is very
defective, there is never a hitch or a false
note; while, generally speaking, the lights
and shades are carefully attended to.
Handel is a great favourite in Sounth
Wales; and in passing a row of cottages
I have often heard the inmates and their,
friends hard at work on a chorus of the
Messiah. At the Cymrygyddion, or
Eisteddfod, the mnational meetings, at
which the Welsh language, poetry, and
music are supposed to be especially cul-
tivated, one often sees an amusing rival
between the various choirs of the district,
who feel that the eyes of the world are
upon them, and that it is their duty not
only to win the prizes, but, what is more
important, to keep up their reputation
a8 musicians of the first water. Welsh
conceit, which is proverbial, is here seen
to the greatest advantage; but I do not
know that it differs much from the conceit
which is indigenous to all choirs, except
that it is more openly expressed. Fanerals,
too, are occasions when we have some very
characteristic singing. It is the cnstom
in the ironworks for a large gathering,
principally of women, to follow the corpse
to its last home ; and I know of few sights
more impressive than the long train of
five or six hundred people slowly winding
up the mountain side, with the waves
of the deep-toned hymn rising and falling
with the wind. This funeral-going is
more particularly considered the proper
thing, when the death has resulted from
accident in the works; or when, as I have
more than once seen, three or four have
fallen victims to an underground explo-
sion, the sympathy of the whole district is
aroused, and the neighbourhood turns out
en masse.

It is singular that, though accidents of
the gravest character daily bappen, there
is no hospital in the whole of the coalfield,
except at the seaport towns; and each
case, no matter how complicated, has to
be attended at the patient’s own home. At
the works’ surgery a vast amount of some-
what rough-and-ready doctoring is carried
on; and I remember being infinitely
amused, when staying at the doctor’s
house, to see a row of colliers, squatting
on their haunches (the usual *at ease”
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attitnde of pitmen) waiting to be bled.
They had always been a:cnfstomed to be
bled at a ocertain time of the year, and
although my friend laboured hard to show
them the absurdity of the practice, it was
all to no good. Bled they would be, and
bled they were; and not all the talking
of the doctor wonld convince them of the
uselessness of this custom. Another
squad was grimly waiting to have their
teeth taken out, each man or boy march-
ing up to the chair of torture with a sort
of proud consciousness that the eyes of
the world were upon him, and that he
would be a hero, or despised, according to
the measure of his endurance. It was
almost as nervous work for the operator
as for the patient, as the criticisms on
his performance were given without the
slightest regard to his feelings, and a
quick, steady tooth-drawer gained infinite
kudos, and stamped himself in the minds of
the bystanders as a man of genius. Half
the children in the place came for plaster,
which was given without stint to all ap-
plicants, although, as the doctor patheti-
cally observed, %m knew that most of it
went to mend the windows, or as a ready
material for lighting fires. Some of the
professional conversations were fanny
enough. *“ Well, Mrs. Morgan,” said the
doctor, “ how is your boy this morning P ”
“ Well, to be sure, sir, he be not a bit
better whatever.” “Did you put the
mustard-plaster on his chest, as I or-
dered?” “Well, "deed to goodness, doc-
tor, I did not then, for the bachkin was
afraid; but I did mix the mustard up
with a lot of beef, and I did make him
eat it, whatever.” .

A compulsory accident fund is estab-
lished at most of the works for the benefit
of those who are temporarily disabled—a
most excellent provision, without which
the wives and children would come badly
off. The South Welsh workman is not
one whit more provident than his fellows
in other parts of the kingdom ; no matter
what are his wages, the chances are that,
after being down with a broken leg for a
fortnight, he comes upon the parish for aid.
People were rather scandalised, during the
late high prices for coal, at hearing that
colliers drank cham ; but from my
experience of the way in which many of
them lived, I should say that such instances
of extravagance were perfectly credible. I
have m gone into cottages at break-
fast time, and found the family making a
first-rate meal of coffee, ham and eggs,

and muffins; and I remember also being
in a fishmonger’s shop at Newport, when
my eye lighted on a fine piece of salmon.
Not being & collier or a furnaceman, I
could not afford such dainties at three
shillings a pound; but, before I left the
shop, one of these millionaires came in
with his som, had the fish weighed, paid
his guinea, and carried it off in trinmph
for his supper! And yet if this Lucullus
met with an accident the next week, the
chances are that his wife would be clamour-
ing at the door of the relieving-officer. In
the days of which I am writing, the truck-
shop had a good deal to do with this un-
healthy state of things; and even now,
although truck is illegal, I fear that the
workman is not free from its influence.
The company’s shop had a great advantage
over all others, as the men were paid
through its agenoy, and very frequently
paid in kind. Few colliers—or rather fow
colliers’ wives—could stand the temptation
of having indefinite supplies without the
necessity of present payment; and they
never reflected that, as their own money
filtered to them through the shopkeeper,
he possessed an absolute certainty of pay-
ing himself on his own terms. y men
have made large fortunes out of these
shops, and are now colliery proprietors on
their own account, justices of the

and what-not; but I have no hesitation in
saying that the ‘“company” shops, as
& rule, were hotbeds of extortion and
cheating. Here is a sample of the way
in which it was done. Tobacco was,
and perhaps still is, a frequent circu-
lating medium, like the cowrie-shells of
the eavages. The workman bought a
pound on tick at the shop at a high
price; the pound, as I have been credibly
informed, having first been divided into
five quarters. He would then take the
tobacco to the public-house, and exchange
it (at a considerable loss) for bad beer.
When the publican had accumulated a
good stock, he would take it back to the
shop, and resell it to the shopkeeper, of
course making a second profit; while
the workman lost on every point of the
transaction. It would be an interesting
problem to find out how much money was
turned over by the pound of tobacco
before it was eventually smoked. I re-
member being present at a police-court,
at which one of the magistrates, who,
although he had become a great man, was
still interested in the. company’s shop,
fined a petty huckster for short weight.
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She paid the fine; but took her revenge
by quietly remarking, ¢ ’Deed to goodness,
Mr. J, last pound of bacon that I
did buy of you was short, too !”

There i8 one point in which the South
Welsh workmen contrast most favoarably
with those in other districts, or of other
trades—and that is, in the immunity from
gerious crime. The petty sessions have
plenty to do in the way of “drunk
and disorderly,” small larcenies, assaults,
household quarrels, and cases of lovers
who have loved “not wisely but too
well,” but of real premeditated crimes
there are few; and considering the
extent and wildness of the district, and
the comparatively small body of police
that keep order, it speaks volumes for the
native love of peace and order. In times
of excitement, it is true that there have
been serious riots, such as those of Merthyr
Tydvil, about fifty years ago, and the
Chartist riots of more recent date ; but, as
a rule, nearly all the Welsh excitement
evaporates in talk, and it requires a good
deal of continuous prompting to keep
up Welsh revenge to high-anger mark.
Indeed, the strike of 1873, and I believe
also the present ome, would have soon
ended, if the men had been allowed to
have their own way. But this is just
what the agitators take care mnot to let
them have; and to those who are unac-
quainted with the moral cowardice of the
British workman in general, and of the
South Welsh collier in particular, it
would appear a perfect enigma how some
half-dozen glib-tongued stump orators,
strangers to the country, keep a hold for
80 many months over a hundred thousand
operatives. The latter recognise the folly
of it, and yet dare not protest either
verbally or actively; and I remember, when
paying a visit in 1873 to my old district,
meeting a couple of colliers “at play,”
with Sunday coats on and disconsolate
faces. “ Well, John Williams,” quoth I,
“] suppose this is the old story, eh?”
“Indeed yes, master,” was the answer.
“We are the same silly fools that we
always were.”” No doubt many of the
men by whose blind obstinacy the present
unhappy state of things in South Wales
has been brought about, are beginning to
take John Williams's view of the case—and
will, in all probability, have it put still
more forcibly to them, when they have
succeeded in ruining the trade of the
district beyond recovery, as they seem to
be in a fair way of doing.

CONCERNING THE NOSE.

A young gentleman of Nuremburg, who
bhad wooed and won, and wanted to wed
the fair daughter of a wealthy burgher,
deemed it advisable to pop the question to
paps by proxy, and found a mutual friend
willing to act for him. Knowing the
lover’s circumstances, that shrewd indi-
vidual said, ere he went on his mission,
“I will give you twenty thonsand dollars
for your nose, if yon will allow me to cat
it offI”” “Not for the world!” was the
reply. As the go-between anticipated, the
lady’s father raised no objection to her
suitor, but simply inquired as to his means.
“Well,” said the wily ambassador, *he
has not any landed property, nor much
ready-money at his command, but he
possesses a jewel for which, to my know-
ledge, he refugsed twenty thousand
dollars.” As unsuspicious as an M.P.
ambitious of a profitable directorship, the
old gentleman closed with the offer of the
oily-tongued promoter of matrimony, and
found himself saddled with a son-in-law
whose nose was his only fortune.

Had the ’cute friend of the fond pair
been in earnest, and made his strange bid
in the open market, he would hardly have
obtained the most insignificant of snubs
for his money. No man or woman would
willingly pert with the most prominent
of the features—the one that gives cha-
racter to the rest, and makes or mars the
beaunty of the human countenance. Artists
generally bold, with Sir Joshua Reynolds,
that the Grecian is the only perfect nose,
the straight-ridged form being more
beautifal than the comcave, eonv:]:, oxf-
any other irregular shape. The author o
Notes on Noses, on thgeoontra.ry, awards
precedence to the aquiline, royal, or
Roman nose, as being a sure indication of
an energetic, resolute, ruling mind; and
cites in proof the names of Julius Cewsar,
Canute, Charles the Fifth, Edward the
First, Robert Bruce, Wallace, Columbus,
II:omla,' Dl-a.ke,]_’:l William the Third, Condé,

yo! izabeth of England, Washing-
ton, and Wellington. He tells us that
astuteness and craft, refinement of charac-
ter, and love of art and literature, are the
characteristics of Grecian-nosed folks ; but
we are not aware that Milton, Petrarch,
Spenser, Boceaccio, Raftaclle, Claude,
Rubens, Titian, Murillo, Canova, Addison,
Shelley, Erasmus, Voltaire, and Byron
were remarkable for craftiness, however
truly set down as lovers of literature and
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art. Alexander the Great, Constantine,
Wolsey, Richelien, Ximenes, Lorenzo
de’ Medici, Raleigh, Philip Sidney, and
Napoleom, owned hybrid noses, neither
Roman nor Greeian, but something be-
twoen the two. The wide-nostriled nose
betokens strong powers of thought and a
love for serious meditations; Bacon, Shake-
speare, Luther, Wyeliffe, Cromwell, Ho-
garth, Franklin, Johnson, and Galileo
being: & few of the famous * cogitative-
nosed ” ones. Vespasian, Correggio, and
Adara Smith, odd as the conjunction
seerns, were men of the same mental type,
possessing deep insight into character, and
a faculty for turning that insight to pro-
fitable account, or their hawk-noses were
false physiognomical beacons. Certainly
it would be umsafe always to judge of a
man by his nogse. Suvaroff, for instance,
saargzlg comes in the category of weak-
minded men, althongh he wore ag veritable
a soub as James the First, Richard Crom-
well, and Kosciusko. Even if there be an
arb to find the mind’s construction in the
nose, there are so many mongrel organs
about, that it must orce be one of but
limited application, and scarcely more
helpful than the advice of the wise man,
who, professing to furnish ladies with in-
structions as to choosing their husbands,
says, “I would recommend a nose neither
too long nor too short, neither too low nor
too high, npeither too thick nor too thin,
with nostrils neither too wide nor too
narrow.”

If the beauty of a rose depends upon its
shape, its power is regulated by its length,
which ought never to be less than one-
third of the le, measured from the
roots of the hair to the tip of the chin.
8hounld it exceed that proportion, so much
the better; for we are assured that when-
ever two persons, the one having a large
nose and the other a small one, come into
collision, the latter must yield, nnless it
8 of the feminine gender and takes a
celestial turn; then, perhaps, the little
nose mMAy conquer, by possessing impu-
dence alone. Napoleon had a prejudice
for long-nosed men, on the ground that
their breathing was bold and free, and
their brain, lungs, and heart, in conse-

cool and clear. But there are

van attached to an over allow-
ance of mose. Probably Wilson, the
puinter, did not feel grateful to Nature
when street-boys saluted him as Nosey;
and the Greek who could not hear his own
sneeze, and the Roman who was asked to

place his nose opposite the sun, and open
his mouth to expose his tremendous teeth,
that he might serve passers-by for a sun-
dial, would both have gladly, had it
been possible, shorn the obtrusive organs
of their unfair proportions. Stch well-
provided gentlemen as these would have
been qualified for the membership of the
Ugly Club, one of the rules of that society
running, “If the quantity of any man’s
nose be eminently miscalculated, whether
as to the length or breadth, he shall have
a just pretence to be elected.” Under a
strict interpretation of that clanse, to a
man with no nose at all a seat among the
uglies would have been as unattainable as
the chair of the Doge of Venice. Perhaps
it was a knowledge of this that impelled
an eccentric gentleman to invite every
noseless man he met in the street to dine
at a Covent Garden tavern, upon a certain
day. When the strange company assembled
for the first time, they gazed at each other
in silent wonder; until one of them,
glancing at the well-spread table, observed
that, though there was not a nose in the
room, every one present had a mouth,
which, under the circumstances, seemed to
be the more useful of the two. Upon this
the company proceeded to discuss the
good cheer provided, subject to but one
condition, that any gentleman putting his
nose into his glass forfeited a quart of
wine. Once every month did this odd
society meet, at the expense of their
benevolent entertaimer; but it was not
destined to exist long. Ere the No Nose
Club had enjoyed & year of life, the
founder died, and the cljtrlb with him.

It was said of old, it is not given to
every one to have a nose. If our eyes did
not teach us the contrary, we should be
justified in believing that Nature, after
trying her prentice hand on man, dis-
covered noses were inelegant superfluities,
and so, when making the lasses, gave them
none at all. Although

Noses are always touched when lips are kissing, _
And who would care to kiss where nose was missing P

Cupid bas ever ignored the existence of
a feminine nose. A smooth brow, a
rosy cheek, a coral lip, a swan-like neck,
a bright eye, a white hand, a taper
waist, & neat foof, a dainty ankle; each
has sufficed alone to ensnare the heart
of man; but where is he who will own
himself captivated by a nose ? An old
writer upon the etiquette of courtship in- |
structs the would-be wooer that he must
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assure the lady he would win, that her
brow is a smooth mi ia, wherein
Love sitteth in triumph to discharge his
artillery; that her “tresses are golden
ensigns of love; her eyes, loadstones of
affection, shedding a firmament of light;
her lips, an altar where the heart is offered
for sacrifice; and liken her cheeks to
Panic apples, and her voice to the western
wind glagdening Arabian shores. But he
has not one compliment to spare for the
nose; that is left out in the cold, as if to
remind a lady she possessed such a feature
were an offenceof asdeep adye as to remem-
ber that a Queen of Spain {:d legs. One
lover boasted of having indited a hundred
sonnets to his mistress’s eyebrows ; another
wrote a long string of verses npon a hair
from his lady-love’s eyelash ; but, with the
exception of the enthusiastic anthor of the
lines—

I know a nose, & nose no other knows,

’Neath eyes, o’er ruby lips it grows,

Beauty is in its form and in its blows !
never did lover honour his sweetheart’s
nasal organ with so much as a couplet.
Poets, too, give the go-by to that n
appendage to & beautiful face. Dudu’s
Phidian organ; Lynette’s,  tip-tilted like
the petal of a flower;” and Rosial’s,
‘“directed straight even a8 line,” are the
only noses belonging to poetic heroines we
canhca.ll fto Txlxlxind. It is tru&:hzrl':amed
author o o Marna% e of 88
of one of the ladies in his play— 7

Her nose, Phalenceake-like, in comely sort,

Ends in a trochii, or a long and short ;
but then Holyday was not a poet; only a
pedant, whose dulness disgusted im
pedant sovereign, for it is recorded—
At Christ i ing ;
Lo that tnose maten shasld want e ofing, >
The king himself did offer—what, I pray ?
He offered twice or thrice—to go away.

The Lady Olivia, giving the false Cesario
an inventory of her charms, enumerates
two lips indifferent red, two grey eyes
with lids, & neck, and a chin; but con-
temptuously includes her nose in an “and
8o forth.” This feature is the only one
the sex leaves to itself, neither attempting
to improve it or to set it off with orna-
ments. The dark-eyed damsels of ancient
Israel indeed wore jewels in their noses;
but, as a rule, the ladies have declined to
decorate them. '

When a lady on her face
Sticking-plaster used to place,
As an ornament and grace,
she never wasted a solitary patch upon her

nose ; and those women of the period who,
in the hope of making themselves beautiful
for an evening, if not for ever, do mnot
hesitate at loading their heads with more
hair than Nature has licensed them to
carry, while pencilling their eyebrows,
giving artificial lustre to their eyes, and
artificial lilies and roses to their cheeks,
leave their noses untouched by art, and
throw no half-guineas away on machines
warranted to convert the most ill-shaped
of noses into absolute perfection.

Men feel towards their noses much as
Verbruggen the actor did towards his
pretty wife, for whom he cared nothing,
although prompt to resent any affront
offered to her. An insult to his nose,
consequent upon his telling his princely
master to pull off his boots for him, drove
De Comines from Burgundy to France,
to revenge the unforgotten injury years
afterwards by pillorying his first patron in
his Memoirs. Many a man has had the
satisfaction of being shot for pulling
another’s nose, or for having his own
served the same way, that being at one
time, and not so very long ago; the
approved manner of insulting a man.
correspondent of the Spectator, prayi
for a redress of the grievance, writes: *
do not wear a sword, but I often divert
myself at the theatre, where I frequently
seo a set of fellows pull plain people by
the nose. I was in the pit the other night
when it was very much crowded. A
gentleman leaning upon me very heavily,
I, very civilly, requested him to remove
his hand, for which he pulled me by the
nose. I would not resent it in so publio &
place, because I was unwilling to create a
disturbance; but I have since reflected
upon it as & thing that is unmanly and
disgenerous, renders the nose-puller odious,
and makes the person pulled by the nose
look little and contemptible.”

Nose-wringing was bad enough, but nose-
slitting was something a great deal worse.
Pepys’s patron, Sir William Coventry,
hearing that Killigrew purposed bring-
ing him upon the stage, gave that in-
corrigible joker warning that, if he dared
to do 8o, or if any of his actors offered
anything like a representation of him, he
should not trouble himself to complain to
the Lord Chamberlain, nor content him-
self, as Sir Charles Sedley had done, with
getting him a beating, but would cause
his nose to be slit. Strangely enough,
some nine months afterwards, Sir William'’s
nephew, Sir John Coventry, while on his
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way home from the tavern at which he
usually sapped, was waylaid near Saffolk-

street by twenty of His Majesty's A
commanded by S8ir Thomas gmmd
the son of the Earl of Inchiquin. Snatch-
ing a flambeau from his servant’s hand,
8ir John drew his sword, and placing
his back to the wall, fought against
odds like a brave gentleman. He suc-
ceeded in disabling O’Brien and one or
two more of the mili gang; but, at
last, losing his weapons, he was thrown to
the ground, and there left by his cowardly
assailants, but not till they had out his
nose to the bone. This outrage was
Charles the Second’s revenge upon Sir
John for having asked, when the Court
party in the House of Commons opposed
a playbouse tax, on the ground that the
players were the king’s servants, and
part of his pleasure, whether the king’s
pleasure lay among the men or women
that acted ? The deed was worthy of the
monarch who instigated it; and Marvel
celebrated the attacking of one_man by a
troop of horse in the lines—

‘While the King of France, with powerful arms,

Gives all his neighbours strange alarms ;

We, in our glorious , di

The humbler fate of a plebeian nose. . .

*Tis this must make O’Brien great in story,

And add more beams to Sands’s former glory.

The immediate results of the scandalous

business was the passing of the so-called
“ Coventry Act,” banishing the principals
in the affair, and declaring them incapable
of receiving the royal pardon; while order-
ing that henceforth the cutting, maiming,
or disfiguring of any man should be
counted felony, without benefit of clergy,
and punished with death. The Mohocks
seem to have forgotten the existence of
this law, or, if they remembered it, set it
at defiance with impunity. It remained
on the statute-book until 1828, when it
was without any adequate punish-
ment being provided for offences of the
sort; eo that, even now, one cannot take
up & ne per without being taught
that, in the eye of the law, the maiming
and disfiguring of man or womsan is a
venial offence, compared to the snatching
of a till or the picking of a pocket.

The nose can boast one prerogative
entirely its own—that of bringing a bless-
ing upon its owner’s head. How it comes
by this honourable distinotion is & mystery,
none the easier of solution by reason of
the custom of blessing & sneezer being

well universal. According to one
tradition, the practice arose in the pontifi-

cate of Gregory the Great, when Rome
was seourgedrzy a plagne peculiar for
instant death following upon a sneeze,
“ whereof it grew into a custom that they
who were present when any man sneezed
should say, ¢ God bless you!’” This story
must have been a piousinvention to disguise
the heathenish origin of the odd custom,
which was familiar to Romans long before
they had any acquaintance with Popes.
They, in all likelihood, merely imitated the
Greeks. Ross, taking the cuefrom Aristotle,
says the Greeks worshipped the head in ster-
natation, a8 being a divine part, the seat of
the senses and cogitation. He assures us
“ Prometheus was the first that wished
well to the sneezer, when the man, which
he had made of clay, fell into a fit of ster-
nutation npon the approach of that celestial
fire which he stole from the sun.” But if
the rabbins are to be believed, sneezing
heralded death rather than life; for they
tanght that men in the old, old days only
sneezed once in their lives, and then died
of the shock to the system; until Jacob,
by his prayers, obtained a more mercifal
dispensation, conditionally upon the act of
sneezing being followed with a ¢ God bless
you!” whereupon all the princes of the
earth commended their subjects to let a
benediction ever wait upon a sneeze.
Ancient Hindu etiquette &l-'rescribed an
interchange of blessings. . Childers,
in Notes and Queries, thus translates a
e in the Buddhist Scriptores:—
“One day, Buddba, while seated in the
midst of a large congregation of disciples,
to whom he was preaching the law,
chanced to sneeze. 'lgwrenpon the priests.
exclaiming, May the Blessed Lord live !
May the Welcome One live! made a loud
noise, and seriously interrupted the dis-
course. Acoording%y, Buddha addressed
them as follows: Tell me, priests, when
a person sneezes, if the bystanders say,
May you live, will he live the longer or die
the sooner for it? Certainly not, Lord.
Then, priests, if any one sneezes you aro
not to say to him, May {ou live; and if
any of you shall say it, let him be guilty
of a transgression. From that time forth,
when the priests sneezed, and the by-
standers exclaimed, May you live, sirs;
the priests, fearful of transgressing, held
their peace. People took offence at this.
What, said they, do these priestly sons
of Sakya mean by not uttering & word
when we say, May you live, sirs? The
matter came to Buddha’s ears. Priests,
said he, the laymen are the corner-
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stone of the church; when laymen say,
May you live, sira! I give my sanction to
your replying, Long life to you! Buddha
was not ﬁ?gsed to lose disciples by run-
ning counter to their su ition; so the
believing Hindu still looks upon a sneeze
as something tous, and will pause
in his devotions if he chances to sneesze,
and after touching his forehead, nose, chin,
and cheeks with the tips of his fingérs,
begin his prayers again. In the land of
the Caciques, sneesers used to be saluted
with, May the sun guard you! May the
sun protect you'! and wherever the
custom prevailed the formula observed
was almost identical, and plainly origi-
nated in some fancied conmnection of
sneezing and death.”

Superstition never yet was consistent.
It is, therefore, not surprising that the
Greeks welcomed a sneeze as a lucky
omen when it made itself heard between
midnight and morn; and the Romans hailed
one with joy, provided it was a snceze to
the right. But if the notions of some good
folks be correct, a sneeze in any direction
ought to be acceptable, since it proves the
sneezer i8 in full possession of his wits,
for no idiot can, they say, sneeze under
any provocation. If it be so, it is well, for
an idiot might take the old writer to be
serions who advises—

When you would sneeze, straight turn yourself unto

your neighbour’s face,
As for my part, wherein to sneeze, I kmow no fitter

Itisan ,order, when you sneeze good men will pray

for {lou;

Mark him that doth so, for I think he is your friend
most true.

And that your friend may know who sneezes, and
may for you pray,

Be sure you not forget to smeeze full in his faee

alway.

Bat when thou hearest another sneese, although he
be thy father,

Say not, God bless him; but choak up, or some
such matter rather.

CURIOUS OLD CHINA.
IN THREE PARTS. PART IIL

A rrorouND study of the history of
Oriental porcelain induces the conviction
tt]l:at we alf'e indebted to China itself for

e mania for collecting oroc . Before
porcelain was either made ol:egllecbed in
Europe, immense sums were paid by
Chinese connoisseurs for choice speci-
mens of ancient make. It may be pre-
mised that the mannfacture of porcelain
in China consists of two branches—the
production of new varieties of form and
colour, and the imitation of the ancient

porcelains of the empire. The latter is
one of the results of minute subdivision of
labour—of one man being employed to
paint a tree, another a flower, a third a
dragon, and 8o on. The imitation system
is in itself ancient. The Mongolian dynasty
imitated the wares of the Song, the Ming
those of the Mongolian and i

dynasties, and their porcelain was in its turn
reproduced by their successors. Veritable
ancient poroelain is so highly esteemed by
the Chinese, that fine specimens have been
reshi in England for sale in Chiua,
where they fetch higher prices than they
have, until just recently, ?etched here. It
i8 recorded that the Princess de Vaude-
mont sold her valuable collection of curious
porcelain to a china merchant, who restored
the choice pieces to their native conntry,
at a profit of some two or three hundred
per cent. Other porcelain than that origi-
nally made in China is now exported to
that grateful country by western barba-
rians, A certain variety called Céladon
was and is highly prized by the Celestials.
Its peculiarity consists in the colours being
mixed with the and burnt in at the
first firing. The term Céladon was origi-
nally a,;lgied to the soft sea-green colour
upon pieces of old Oriental pereelain, which

command & h price; and, in the
cage of the nm colour for silks
and ocashmeres, retaing its meaning as de-
noting a colour only ; but in Franoce it has
been extended to all porcelain of whatever
colour manufactured in the manner de-
seribed above. Strictly speaking, Céladon
is & proper name borne by the gloomy
shepherd in the old romance of Astrée.
By the caprioe of the ladies of the court,
the name of the lagubrious Céladon was
attached to the sea-green colour which
then, as now, was greatly in fashion.
Old sea-green—the original Céladon—is
very rare and of great antiquity. The
Chinese believe it to be at least a
thousand years old, and pay for it in
proportion, “ in whieh connection” I may
cite a curious instanece of the operation
of the laws of supply and demand. Mr.
Fortune, an English scientific author and
a well-known eollector of real china—who
sold off his ocollections in 1857, 1859, and
1860—formed them in China iteelf. The
sales mentioned created the ex-
citement among both collectors and manu-
facturers, as presenting examples of colour
and glaze remarkable for their beauty and
brilliancy—the art of producing which has
long since been lost, even in China itself.
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idering that the revival of taste in
favour of Chinese porcelain had not then
set in, the prices realised were handsome,
80 great was the ooafidence felt in the
authenticity of specimens which had
through Mr. Fortune’s hands. Neverthe-
less, this skilled expert was deceived as to
the genuineness of some of his acquisitions ;
certain Céladon bottles manufactured in
France for the Chinese market, and which
had found their way into the interior,
being incladed in his collection.

Mr. Fortune gives a highly interesting
account of his visit to a native chi
maniac, who led him from room to room,
and pointed out a collection which was
enough to make ome’s * mouth water!”
“He showed me many exquisite bite of
crackle of varions colo , red,
tarquoise, cream, pale yellow, and, indeed,
of almost every shade. One vase I
admired much was about two feet high,
of a deep blue colour, and covered
with and ornaments in gold;
another of the same height, white ground,
with figures and trees in black, yellow,
and green—rare and bright colours lost
now f& Chinese fart, and never known in
any other part of the world. Taking the
collection as a whole, it was the finest I
bad ever seen, and was a real treat to me.
While the Chinese are indifferent about
the ancient works of art of foreign conn-
tries, they are passionately fond of their
own. And well they may be, for not
only are many of their ancient vases ex-
quisite specimens of art, but they are alse
samples of an art which appears to have
long pessed from among them. All m
regearches tended to show that the art had
been lost; and indeed it must be so, other-
wise the high priees which these beau-
tifal things command would be sure, in a
eountry like China, to produce them.”

At Peking, Mr. Fortune found the street
Loo-le-chang a sort of compound ef Pater-
noster-row, Wardour-street, and Hanway-
yard. Here “the greater part of the
poreelain is of the Kien-lnngfperiad, and
although not ancient, is ar saperior
to the porcelain made mh.ma at the
present day. According to the Chinese,
that emperor was a great patron of the arts,
and tried o copyand imitate the production
of the ancients. Bat the beauntiful produc-
tions of his reign are yetfarinferior to those
manufactured during the dynesty of the
Mings. The wonderful and lovely colonrs
in turguoise, ruby, apple green, and red
found in the ancient specimens are satill

china- | of Oriental

y | pale sea-gree

unrivalled by anything which has been
produced in more modern times, either in
China or among the civilised nations of
the West.” While ‘Mr. Fortane was in
the state of ecstasy indicated, an old man
called his attention to some beantiful
samples, ‘“‘which it was impossible for a
lover of Oriental porcelain to resist; and
although he asked high prices for them,
I was obliged to submit.” Happy victim!
kissing the rod wielded unmercifully by
the “ old soldier” of Loo-le-chang!

For many long centuries the only pieces
porcelain which reached
Europe were brought by the Crusaders, or
by way of Venice; but very little of this
was real china, the larger quantity being
Pergian. The doubling of the Cape of
Good Hope, however, speedily introduced
Chinese and Japanese ware to European
markets. Firat the Portuguese, and after-
wards the Dutch, imported large quanti-
ties. So early as 1506, Oriental porcelain
reached England. In that year, Philip of
Austria and Joan, who had taken the title
of King and Queen of Castile, were driven
into Weymouth by a storm, and were
hospitably entertained by Sir Thomas
Trenchard. On taking leave, the king
presented his host with some immense
delft-ware dishes and some bowls of
Oriental china, one of which was enclosed
in massive silver-gilt of moresque pattern.
These famous cups are now in the posses-
sion of Mr. J. B. Trenchard, and are said by

t to be of blue and white Nankin.
Another curious old specimen is Arch-
bishop Warham’s drinking-bowl of the
n thick ware, mounted in
silver gilt, and preserved at New College,
Oxford. Her glorious majesty Queen
Elizabeth received raany presents of porce-
lain, most of which were acquired by her
subjects as incidentals in the plunder of
Spanish and Portugunese ships. The famous
Cavendish was conspicuous among those
who presented porcelain to the qween.
Early in the seventeenth century, England
did a trade in poreelain, and in 1631 &
proclamation was issued to restrain the
excess of the private trading carried on
by the officers and sailors of the East
India Company, containing & catalogue of
the wares and merchandise allowed to be
imported, among which are china dishes
and “ purslanes ” of all serts.

About the date of the Revolution, &
mania for china-collecting spread from
Holland to Saxony and England. Frede-
rick Angustus the %‘i:at, Elegior of Saxony
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from 1694 to 1733, fostered the ceramic
art in his own country, by making the
immense collection of Oriental vases in
the celebrated Japan e at Dresden.
This building was purchased in 1717, and
al of its contents was obtained
from Holland. Between Frederick William
the First of Prussia, and the Physically
Strong Augustus, a curious interchange
of conrtesies took place. The Prussian
contributed twenty-two large vases, in
retarn for which the Elector made over
to him his finest regiment of dragoons—
or at about the rate of twenty men per
chins, vase.

The Dresden collection of Oriental
porcelain occupies thirteen rooms. The
first room contains the famous old red un-
glazed ware of Japan, with raised patterns
in white, red, and black, and richly gilded.
In the blue gallery are forty-seven vases,
five feet high, of every shade of the purest
blue, and others of buff and brown. The
Japan rooms contain eighty-two large
vases, with white grounds, and green,
black, red, or blue ornaments, and also
models - of ships, cats, and monsters of
every degree of benevolent hideousness.
There is, moreover, & wondrous collection
of crackle porcelain, and the famous old
sea green. KEvery variety of colour is here
represented, and among the rarest of the
rare are three fine pieces of the Imperial
china—made for the Brother of the Sun
and Moon alone. These consist of a
bowl of citron-yellow ground, with black
dragons and rim, and two flat canary-
E’ellow bowls with impressed patterns.

he white ware room contains a
collection of figures, odd and monstrous;
and there is also a service executed in
china, by the order of Charles the Fifth,
for Prince Maurice of Saxony, who was
his ally from 1536 to 1541, and many
dessert and tea sets made by order of
Augustus the Second.

In England, the taste for collecting
ﬁ) lain made rapid progress. Seriouns

r. John Evelyn speaks lovingly of
¢ porselan,” and refers to the great collec-
tion at the king’s house at Kensington.
Equally serious, but not equally gentle,
Matcaulay demolishes handsome Mary and
her pretty china in his usual sledgehammer
style:—*“Mary had acquired at the Hague
a taste for the porcelain of China, and
amused herself by forming at Hampton a
vast collection of hideous images, and of
vases on which houses, trees, bridges, and
mandaring were. depicted in outrageous

defiance of all the laws of perspective.
The fashion—a frivolous and inelegant
fashion it must be owned—which was thus
set by the amiable queen, spread fast and
wide. In a few almost every great
houss in the kingdom ssed & museum
of these grotesque banbles. Even states-
men and generals were not ashamed to
be judges of teapots and dragons; and
satirists long continued to repeat that a
fine lady valued her mottled green pottery
quite as much as she valued her monkey,
and much more than she valued her
husband.”

The stern Puritan is full heavy handed
to deal with eggshell china, and ing
besides the great advantage of knowing
nothing either of porcelain, or of the
mysterious ky-lins, and other sacred beasts
depicted thereon, pounds away remorse-
lessly. It is amusing to contrast, with the

sage just quoted, the language of that
§as tator whom Macaulay never tired
of praising, and whose “light hand ™
would have been upon occasion invalu-
able to him. Macaulay is a true bull in
a china shop—smashes everything right
and left: the Spectator daintily treads
a minuet among the teacups. “Eve
room in my house is furnished wi
trophies of her (his wife's) eloquence—
rich cabinets, piles of china, japan screens
and costly jars; and if you were to come
into my parlour, you would fancy yourself
in an India warehouse. Besides this, she
keeps a squirrel, and I am doubly taxed
to pay for the china he breaks.”

n another paper, Addison says that no
mansion, possessing the least claim to
fashion or even to superiority, was con-
sidered furnished without a vast accumu-
lation of “loves of monsters ; ”’ and, in the
Lover, he writes: “There 18 no inolina-
tion in woman that more surprises me than
this passion for china. When a woman is
visited with it, it generally takes posses- |
sion of her for life. China vessels are
playthings for women of all ages. An
old lady of fourscore shall be as busy in
cleaning an Indian mandarin as her great-
granddanghter is in dressing her baby.”
At a later date the Lounger, speaking
of a lady afflicted with chinamanis, says
that in her china-room “were piles of
plates and dishes, and pyramids of caps
and saucers, reaching from the floor to
the ceiling. In one quarter was a ram
of tureens and soup-dishes; in another,
an embellishment of punch-bowls, candle-
cups, and porringers. The dark blue of
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Nankeen was contrasted with the ancient
red of Japan; the production of Dresden
was opposed to the manufacture of Sévres,
and the Mock-Saxon of Derby to the Mock-
Indian of Staffordshire. In the ornamental
porcelain, the eye was completely lost in a
chaos of pagodas, ing-headed man-
darins, and bronges, ﬁ lions, golden dogs,
and fiery dragons.”
Horace Walpole, of whom it was

written—

& cup, a plate, a dian, & pows

Can o wishes in his breast,
Inflame with joy, or break his rest—

tells a capital story against mere curiosity-
hunters. It refers to a man named Turner,
& great chinaman, who had a jar cracked
by the shock of an earthquake. The price
of the jars (a pair) was originally ten
guaineas ; but, after the accident, he asked
twenty for one of them, because it was the
only jar in Europe that had been cracked
by an uake.

‘While Walpole was forming his col-
lection at Strawberry-hill, he inspired
the famous Mr. Beckford with a noble
ambition to do likewise; and the result
was the magnificent collection at Fonthill,
where, it was said, was a breakfast service
of china for every day in the year. Sir
Joseph Banks, also, possessed a fine collec-
tion of Oriental in; and it is some-
what remarkable that, since the dispersion
of the splendid collection formed by Queen
Charlotte, the greatest collectors of pot-
tery and porcelain have been of the sterner
and clumsier sex—Bernal, Soulages, Solty-
koff, Bauvageot, Fountaine, Fortune, D
Fortnum, the late Marquis of Hertfr;‘rdy,
ng George the Fourth, Beresford Hope,
IJE[. . Bohn, Jacquemart, and Barbet de

ouy.

About the middle of the last century
the price of real china was very high;
bat, as attention was withdrawn from
Oriental to Eunropean
of the former underwent s sensible diminu-
tion. At the famous sale at Strawberry-
hill, in 1842, superb specimens of Oriental
porcelain were sold at prices which, read
by the light of 1875, ap incredibly
low. Two small vases, of old sea-green,
sold for twenty-two pounds; a pair of dark-
blue beakers and covers, richly decorated
with flowers in relief of same colour,
forty-two inches high, went for fifty-seven
pounds; and a curious old white Oriental
teapot was actnally knocked down for two
pounds. At the sale of the Beckford col-

porcelain, the price | gree

lection better prices were secured, although
not half so high as those of the present
day. The ruby backed plates, which fetched
three or four guineas each, realised con-
siderably more at the Bernal sale a few
later. Indeed, from this famous sale
may be dated the revival of chinamania as
an epidemic. Early in this century there
were collectors, and very great collectors,
but they were few and far between, and
prices were comparatively low; but, so
soon as nations bought crockery, every
private person wanted some, and the
fancy laughed at a hundred years ago
recarred with increased virulence. Im-
mense prices are now given for choice
specimens. In 1850 and 1860, one bottle
of elegant form, of imperial yellow ground,
fetched ninety-five guineas; two pairs of
jars fetched, respectively, four hundred
and fifty and four hundred and eighty-five
guineas; & pair of vases brought six
hundred and forty guineas; and one egg-
shell plate, with a ruby back, was knocked
down for twenty-five pounds! At the sale
at Ferol, in March, 1863, a diminutive
ovoid urn, about eight inches in height,
the brim swollen out in a thick cushiony
edge, entirely enamelled in green camellia
leaves, with large crackles, fetched forty-
eight pounds four shillings. It is now
part of the collection of M. Barbet de Jouy,
and would fetch, saith M. Burty, double
the money. More recently, a carp and ite
carplings, enamelled in intense violet, sold
for one hundred and twenty pounds; and
the prices realised at the Dalhousie and
other sales strengthen the belief, that the
rage for Oriental porcelain is increasin
every day. '
Abandoning, as utterly hopeless, any
attempt to describe the work of the various
provincial factories in China, I will endea-
vour to distinguish "the species of real
porcelain deemed most worthy of honour.
Passing over, then, the ancient blue,
n, and white, and that famous shade
of blue said to represent the blue of Heaven
a8 it appears between the clouds after rain ;
the famous blue crackle with veins like
the roe of fishes; that with veins like the
claw of a crab, and other celebrated kinds;
I may proceed to say at once that the
finest period of Chinese porcelain was that
of the Song, Mongolian, and Ming dynas-
ties, extending from A.p. 960 to 1647.
During this period, and for some centuries
before and after it, an imperial manufactory
existed at King-te-chin. In the earlier
part of this pesiod the porcelain was of a
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pale blue or rice colour, moon-white, and
deep green. Violet and white china was
progneed anterior to the fourteenth century,
when the white and blne style (of which our
old friend the willow pattern isan example)
to a great extent supplanted all others.
Now came (1368) the great dynasty of
Ming, under which were produced many of
the treasures most highly prized by Chinese
antiquaries. Between 1426 and 1435 was
produced the finest poroelain of the Ming
dynasty, every production being of the
highest artistic value. Later on, egg-shell
china, thin as paper, was made, and foreign
cobalt was at last introduced into China.
The fine blue used at an earlier date—
possibly arsenite of cobalt—had been lost,
and the importation of cobalt was hailed
with delight. Nevertheless, the Chinese
still use a native pigment—perhaps silicate
of cobalt—besides the pure cobalt, which
they now derive from
referring to the ingenious arrangement
(by Messrs. Jacquemart and Le Blant) of
Chinese porcelsin into groups, it may be
well to make a few remarks upon the so-
called ““ monsters” which occupy so large
a space in Oriental decoration. These
‘“ monsters”’ are, in fact, sacred anmimals.
To begin with, there is the dragon, of
which are many species—the dragon of
the heavens, the dragon of the mountains,
the dragon of the sea, dragons with or
without scales, wings, and horns. A five-
clawed dragon is the dynastic symbol of the
emperor and princes of the first and second
class, and figures upon the imperial stan-
dard ; that with four claws belongs to
princes of the third and fourth rank. The
mandarins have a serpent with four claws.
Next in importance to the dragon comes
the Ky-lin—a creature known in Europe
only as a “ grotesque,” or as &  monster.”
His appearance is frightful; he is covered
with scales, is spiky as to his back, bat is
80 gentle a creature that he swerves in his
fleetest course to avoid touching a worm,
and is of excellent omen. Hence we meet
him everywhere, especially as a statuette
perched on the top of a vase. Amnother
curions but intensely sacred creature is
the dog Fo; the sacred horse is another odd
beast, but not wilder in his aspect than
the immortal bird Foang-hoang—a very
sprawly celestial k.

An ancient kind of porcelain is the white,
which is also most beautiful from the
purity of its paste, its whiteness of enamel,
and brilliancy of polish. There are two
varieties of this, the pure white and the

ngland. Simply | ga
than the turquoise blue. Both are pre-
pared in the same manner, the Chinese

bluish white. Much of this was exqui-
sitely thin, and its beautiful translucency
was taken advantage of for a species of
decoration, the art of producing which is
now logt. On the pure white vessel being
filled with liquid, blue fishes and other
animals became visible, which were abso-
lutely im ptible when it was empty.
This effect was produced by enclosing the
coloured figures between two thin lamins
of porcelain paste, and reducing the thick-
ness of the outer side as much as possible
before the varnish was applied. Perhaps
the most beautiful of all Chinese colours is
the turquoise blue, the original of the same
colour in Savres. It is totally distinct
from sky-blue, which is derived from
cobalt, while turquoise is obtained from
oopper, and retains its hue in an artificial
light. An equally pure and brilliant colour
is the violet obtained from oxide of man-
nese. The old violet is even more rare

ing the enamel on the pieces in the
state of biscuit. Specimens of these colours
are eagerly sought after. I have before
referred to the price paid for a violet carp,
and it is recorded that a violet cat belong-
ing to Madame de Mazarin was sold for
an inoredible sum.

Thse ancient cmkl; vases hx;lflte pﬁrpmn‘;
the Song dynasty, and are highly pri
both in %hina and Japan. In the latter
country, three hundred pounds is not
congidered too much to pay for a single
specimen. The colours are white, grey,
green, brown, yellow, crimson, and tur-
quoise : the last is considered the rarest,

but those of a rice colour and pale blue

appear to be the most ancient. Sometimes

two or three colours are blended together,

so as to resemble marble or agate in its
veining and colouring. All these varieties

bhave resulted from the keen attention of .

workmen, desirous to profit by any slight
accident. ¢ Observe,” says M. Buarty,
‘“the cracks running over some of these
vases, like the meshes of a fisherman's
pet, in parts marked delicately as the
back of a trout, and again regularly as
the channel lines of a honey cake. This
must necessarily spring from a want of
homogeneity in the body, and the glaze
covering the so-called Céladon vases; the
unequal contraction of the body and the
glaze causing the surface coating to split
with a thousand little lines. The veined
or mottled colours are caused by jets of
heat—for the atmosphere of the kiln is so
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ineandescent that we cannot talk of flame
—which attack certain portions of the
coating of the piece, and by this greater
degree of heat modify the tone or colour
of the mineral element with which it is
decorated.”

The blue and white porcelain commonly
called Nankin, is held in great esteem
in the East, but is not sufficiently rare
to command high prices in Earope.
More esteemed are tﬁe enamelled por-
celain, covered with the most brilliant
colours, profusely and richly decorated
with flowers, principally the peony and
the chrysanthemum; the beantiful green
and roge; the charming ruby ware; and
last, but not least, the citron-yellow
ware. Made for the exclusive nse of the
emperor, the citron-yellow is excessively
rare. Th;rmcolonr is striking, from its
exquisite iancy and purity ; the
e billincy sud paciy | th pose
declares that he ‘“has met with genuine
specimens in only two collections—viz., in
the Ja at Dresden, and at the
iate Mr. Beckford’s. Those of the latter
sold for their weight in gold. A quantity
of spurions specimens of this ware has
been made at Canton, which place being
far from the imperial observation, and its
products chiefly exported, they escaped
detection. Of this description were the
yellow imens in the eollection of
H.R.H. the late Dake of Sussex.”

Supposed to be an offset of the Chinese
manufacture, the porcelain of Japan has
g a distinet character of its own.

tween the China and Japan workmen
yawns the gulf between routine and
mdividuality. One is a production upon
which innumerable hands have left traces
of their skill, the other a distinct creation,
stamped with a iar talent. In the in.
exhaustible variety, and deliciously eccen-
tric beauty, of their designs, Japanese
artista excel all others. Abhorring geome-
trical regularity of design, instead of plant-
ing his big bird in the centre of a plate,
like a tavern sign, the Japanese flings
him down haphazard, straggling from the
rim into the middle, but always with a
charming and novel effect. This is the
explanation of the real value of this atyle
of decoration. It never wearies, never
palls npon the taste, like the hideous
regularity of the West.

Great efforts have been made in Europe
to imitate Japanese ware, in the first place
with the simple object of passing it off as
original. The pieces were made wholesale

in Paris, and forwarded to Havre, where
vessels touching on their way home from
the Indian seas took them and unshipped
them in Holland, whence, teed
aunthentic, they were sent to Paris and sold
a8 Oriental porcelain. The imitation ware
i8 far from approaching the excellence of
the original, but there is enough of it in
circalation to justify the extreme caution
of collectors. There is also another kind
of Japanese ware manufactared to order
by the gross. This, of course, is of mno
artistic value, and will bear no compari-
son with the beantiful, cunningly-careless
productions of the Japanese artist, whose
colours and figures appear as if they had
fallen upon his poreelain by accident.

In conclusion, I can only remark to
young collectors, that they should adopt
an exactly opposite line of conduct to that
counselled by Danton. In the place of
“ Audacity, andacity, always audacity,”
they should, when they see a tempting
piece marked “imperial yellow,” “old sea-
green,” or “old Japan,” softly murmur,
“Caution, cantion, always caution.”

A SILENT WITNESS
BY EDMUND YATES.

AUTHOR OF ‘‘ BLACK SHEEP,” ‘‘CASTAWAY,” ‘‘ THE YELLOW
FLAG,” &c.

—
BOOK_‘HI. CHAPTER V. A CASE FOR THE
ACCIDENT WARD.

TweLve months had passed away since
Grace Middleham had received that fare-
well letter from Anne Studley which had
caused so much sorrow both to the writer
and the recipient; twelve months during
which certain events, not without import-
ance to the principal actors in our little
drama, had occurred. The King of Terrors
had appeared upon the scene and quietly
removed one of them. After Anne’s de-
parture, the good old Frau Professorin,
growing daily weaker and weaker, and no
longer sustained by the real solicitude and
sympathy which her English attendant
had bestowed upon her, had gradually
sunk to her rest, and left a kindly-
mourned and oft-named blank amongst
the emsthetic tea circles and the knitting
coteries of the dear old German town.
The worthy professor grieved much and
honestly over his wife’s death; the frac-
tionsness and irritability of her latter days
were forgotten, and he only thought of
her as in the time when she held to him
with loyal devotion, and refused to give
way to the pressure brought to bear upon
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her by those who de})recawd the idea of
her alliance with a foreigner, and, above
all, with a foreigner who had only his
brains to look to a8 a means of subsistence.
The old man felt that, so far as the exercise
of his profession was concerned, his life
was at an end; he had no heart for the
preparation of his lectures, and the society
of his comrades of bygone years could not
compensate him for the blank desolation
of his home. If his niece had remained
with him it might have been well enough,
for, almost unconsciously, she had woand
herself round his large and trusting heart,
and there was no one now left to him in
the world for whom he had such affection;
but the dreariness of the daily routine in
the Poppelsdorfer Allee, scarcely support-
able while Madame Sturm lived, became
insufferable after her death ; and, so soon
a8 it was possible, Grace carried out the
intention which her aunt’s illness alone
had induced her to postpone, and took up
her abode in England. Before parting
with her uncle, with a prevision of the
state into which he would probably fall
when left to himself, Grace had told the
professor that, though she could no longer
remain with him in Germany, it was her
earnest wish that their lives should not be
divided, and that, should he choose to come
to England, he would always be welcome
to share her home. At the time it was
made, the old man put this offer aside with
thanks; he was in the first access of his
grief just then, and a daily visit to the
little cemetery outside the town seemed to
him indispensable; but in the course of a
couple of months, when he found that what
was left of the old association had no
longer any charm for him, and that he
was pining for his niece’s society, he wrote
to Grace, and receiving in return pressing
invitation, he broke up his establishment,
sold his farniture, gave Lisbeth a hand-
some donation, and with his beloved books
and pipes started for England.

When Grace Middleham decided upon
establishing herself in London, it was with
no idea of recommencing the life which
she had led, or, of endeavouring to renew
theacquaintanceship which she had formed
during her first and only season there. The
glamour of “ society,” if it had ever existed
—and it must be allowed that, for a young,
pretty, and wealthy girl, impressionable
and much sought after, she had been very
little fascinated by it—had entirely died
away. She had fully made up her mind

‘that the home which she was about to

malra fan hamanlf ahanld ha Ava 8 dha dawn

sense of the word. Her lines would, she
hoped, be cast in pleasant places; bat not
in any of those which Mrs. Crutchley, the
members of the Waddledot family, or their
friends, were likely to frequent. In this
view, Grace had purchased a residence in
the neutral und lying between Ken-
sington and g:;swafer, w{u'ch has, as yet,
not fallen into the hands of any enter-
prising builder, and which, dotted here
and there with a few well-built, costly
villas, yet contains within itself a suffi-
ciency of open garden-ground to allow a
man, of even small imaginative powers, to
forget that he is within four miles of the
roar and bustle of the Strand. In making
this selection, Grace was influenced by the
fact, not merely that she would be beyond
the sight and sound of those with whom
she had formerly lived, and whose habits,
ocoupations, and subjects of discourse
would now have been inexpressibly weary-
ing and distasteful to her, but that she
should be enabled to enjoy a certain
amount of fresh air, to which she had
grown accustomed, and & more than cer-
tain amount of independence, which had
become a necessity to her. For, while
abjuring the balls and set dinners, the
daily park and promenade, and all the set
and not-to-be-pretermitted duties which
fashion prescribes, Grace had no idea
of lapsing into solitude, or of denying
herself a great deal of enjoyment in her
own way. Dauring her short régime at
Eaton-place she had made the acquaint-
ance of several men distinguished in
letters and art, who combined a love for
their profession with a taste for soociety.
Is it that the Bohemian life immortalised
in the Newcomes no longer exists? or
that, having slipped out of it with the pro-
gress of years, one is apt to imagine of it,
as of all other things, that they must have
perished of inanition when we deserted
them ? Doubtless, thoroughly happy days
are still spent at Rosherville, and rockets
shoot up before the eyes of admiring
thousands at Cremorne, though it seems
impossible to believe it. Very probably
the successors of Dick Tinto and John
James Ridley are still unshorn and un-
kempt, giving to the wearing of velvet
coats, the smoking of brier-root pipes, the
drinking of pots of beer, the frequenting
of some new ‘ haunts,” where the floor is
still sanded, the conversation still bristling
with allusions to Brown’s three-voler, which
was ‘“slated;” Jones's farce, which was
‘““goosed ;”” or Robinson's picture, which
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the original Richard and J. J. of early
days know this kind of life no longer;
th? wear elegant clothes and trim beards,
and wash themselves regularly; they in-
habit lovely villas in Camden Hill or St.
John’s Wood, and have handsome studios
in squares which are anything but Fitzroy ;
while their names are to be found in the
newspapers at the fag-end of the list of
fashionables at a duchess’s reception, and
their talk is of Shakespeare and themusical-
glasses.

A young lady with ample means has no
difficalty, in London, in saiting herself with
such society as she chooses, and when
Grace had once settled down, with her
uncle for her companion, it was an easy
matter to renew the acquaintance of her
literary and artistic friends of former days,
and through them the circle rapidly spread.
* Talented people,” as they are called by
the gentilities, who are accustomed to

them with a half-envious, half-
patronising feeling, are by no meansaverse
to the charms of good living, of which
they are the more appreciative, as the
viands and wines on which the said genti-
lities nsually regale their lions are generally
but moderate in quality. Miss Middle-
ham'’s table was plentifully supplied, and
with the best of everything; and there was
a pleasant Bohemianism about theestablish-
ment—the Bohemianism of cleanliness and
respectability, as distingnished from that of
dirt and indecornm—a liberty which never
slipped into licence, an immuuity from
conventional rule which was never per-
mitied to become too lax or too revolu-
tionary, and which harmonised entirely
with the tastes of the visitors. To the
¢ Hermitage "—for such was, on the
lacus a non lucendo principle, the name
of the villa—came men celebrated in
all the various walks of literature and
) art. Travellers and men of science, rarely

M looked upon by ordinary mortals save at
‘ the gatherings of the Geographical or
‘ Royal Societies, were found strolling
about Miss Middleham’s pretty grounds,
or chatting in her pretty rooms, brought
thither by their highly-esteemed fellow
labourer %mfessor Starm, with whose
writings they were familiar, with whom

had long corresponded, and whom
they were only too pleased to meet in the
flesh. Dr. Grumph, who had been so
many times lost in the interior of Africa,
and whose prolonged absences from his
home at Islington were reported to be
caused by the terror excited in his scien-
tific bosom by Mrs. Grumph, a Scotch

lady of weird aspect and acrid tongue;
Major Shotover, the ex-dragoon, who had
several times nearly discovered the source
of the Niger, who, it was whispered, had
for months habitually lived on steaks cut
from the living animal, which found itself
none the worse for the operation, and
whose ordi Eastern travelling costume
was stated to be a lump of grease placed
on the top of his head, and nothing more;
Stratum, the great geologist, who, being
on one occasion bemighted and befogged,
and without the slightest definite notion
a8 to his whereabouts, happily thought of
the expedient of grubbing-up, and placing
in his mouth a portion of the earth’s crust,
and immediately, by its taste, recognised
that he was at Isleworth! These and
other eminent lights of science, for the
most part snuffy old gentlemen in ill-
fitting clothes, came to the Hermitage, at
the invitation of the professor, and were
warmly welcomed by its mistress. Thither,
also, came Glancus Murray, bright and
handsome as an ancient Greek, with his
clasgical profile and his curling perfumed
locks, charming equally men and women
by the delicacy of his compliments and
the enforced attention which he paid to
all; and with him, of course, came his
never-failing companion, Odin Fursten-
wald, a thorough %nglishman, despite his
Northern names—a hearty giant, rough as
Esan’s hands, but loving his art, and
holding a good position in it. Came also
Scumble, R.A., whom his friends delighted
to call the modern Hogarth, an appellation
with which he was himself not dissatisfied;
and the great Wogg, who, from constantly
painting Charles the Second, had become
something like him, especially as regards
his complexion; and occasionally, but not
often, Tom Dalton, greatest of them all,
who painted portraits like Gainsborough
and landscapes like Constable, who was
too highly placed and too magnanimous to
know what envy or jealousy meant, and
who walked in and out among the crowd
like a great Newfoundland dog, with a
kind word or an encouraging smile for
the smallest of the craft.

It was at Miss Middleham’s, too, that
Scratchley, the great social caricaturist,
not merely received suggestions for the
famous woodblocks which made the for-
tune of Mr. Jollett’s comic periodical, but
covertly made many capital sketches of
the persons figuring therein. Nor was
literature without its representatives. Be-
sides Mr. Jollett, who there had ample
opportunity of practising that art.of hand-
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ghaking which, alone, had raised him to
eminence in his profession, a frequent
attendant was young Mr. O’Rourke, whose
delightful novels of Irish life were just
then beginning to attract attention to
their author. The outside world was as-
tonished to find that Mr. O’'Rourke was
an extremely dull young man, who, how-
ever well he might write, distantly imi-
tated his famous countryman in talking
“like poor Poll.” Nor were they less
astonished on having pointed out to them
the writer of those trenchant attacks on
society in the Scarifier, which were popu-
larly attributed to a well-known caustic
wit, but were really the work of a con-
samptive curate in S8horeditch.

These, and other people of the same
kind, composed the society at the Hermit-
age, and acknowledged Grace as their
queen, or rather as the female president
of their republic; and her life, on the
whole, was tolerably happy. One great
source of her delig{t was, that she had
been able to provide for her uncle an
existence far more enjoyable than any he
had previously known. With the British
Museum at his command in the morning,
the Royal Institution in the afternoon,
and either & mebulous discussion with
brother philosophers in his own rooms,
or a part in the general conversation with
Grace’s guests in the evening, the pro-
fessor was in a perfect paradise. As for
herself, Grace had her own time at her
disposal, and managed to employ it very
pleasantly.  Although she had become
the occupant of an hermitage and had
renounced fashionable society, Grace Mid-
dleham had no intention of giving up the
world ; she had her carriages and horses,
gotthrough agood deal of visiting, and daily
took long rides through the lonely London
suburbs, so little known to most dwellers
in the metropolis. Very rarely she came
across any of those whom she had known
during her tenure of the house in Eaton-
;ﬂace; and though all such were anxious

or a renewal of the acquaintance, know-

ing, as they thoroughly well did, that
Grace’s state was still unchanged, she,
while perfectly polite, managed to decline
the proffered honour.

It must not be imagined that, pleasant
and interesting as her life then was, Grace
Middleham had forgotten her early days,
or the friend who had so faithfully shared
her childish ]ois and sorrows. The.one
bitter drop in her cup of happiness was
her remembrance of Anne Studley, the
gingular circumstances which had es-

tranged them, and the mysterious manner
in which Anne had disappeared. Often
and often during the long watches of
the night Grace lay awake, wondering
what had been the fate of -that strange
girl, who had given upall that constitnted
the pleasures of existence to rescue her
friend from what she conceived to be an
impending doom. That Anne had emi-
grated to America with the German
family, Grace never believed for an in-
stant ; that, according to the statement
in Anne’s letter, had been a story con-
fessedly concocted for the purpose of satis-
fying any affectionate scruples which poor
Madame Sturm might have felt at Anne’s
departure, and it had accomplished its
object. The sad refrain of that letter,
“alone in the world,” haunted Grace
Middleham with terrible iteration. She
herself was solitary in the sense that she
had no friend to share her confidences—

no one dearer than a friend whom she

could look to for love and protection. Her
wealth had not brought her these bless-
ings, but, at all events, it had surrounded
her with comforts, and, so to speak, with
happiness; while Anne, delicate, sensitive,
“alone in the world,” must combat with
that world unaided and uncountenanced,
and must be dependent on her own ex-
ertions for her daily bread. Quietly, and
withount letting any one know what she was
doing, Grace had made such inquiries after
her friend as seemed to her desirable. So
far ag was consistent with safety, she had
taken into her confidence some members
of the detective police, and of the members
of that ex-official body who devote them-
selves to the solution of mysteries. On
several occagions she had inserted in the
Times an advertisement commencin

with the old catchword “Tocsin,” an

calling upon A. 8. to communicate with
her friend at an address then indicated,
but without avail. After the non-successes
of these last attempts, Grace’s heart grew
sore indeed, for she thonght that, if Anne
had seen them, she would have understood
them to convey the assurance that her
devotion and self-sacrifice were now ap-
preciated in their integrity, and that she
would have found herself at liberty to
respond to the appeal, the wounded pride
would have been healed, the spirit of inde-
pendence which could brook no acceptance
of favours without making some return for
them would, Grace thought, have been paci-
fied by these words; and whenshefound that
her advertisethent was without response,
she was forced to the sad conclusion that

4
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Awne Studley was beyond her reach, and
that the chanoes were that she wounld never
look upon her old friend’s face again.
One summer afternoon Grace took it
into her head that she should like to drive
over to Hampstead, and look at the scenes
where her school-days had been passed.
She had been thinking of Anne a good
deal that morning, and her impulse
prompted her, as far as possible, to renew
the old association. Chapone House, un-
der its original title, existed no longer; it
had become the North-Western Universi
for ladies, where diplomas were granted,
and degrees conferred, under the auspices
of learned professors. The worthyold ladies
had so long presided over it, in its
jer and humbler days, had retired
their savings, eked out by a sub-
from their former pupils, to
hich Grace had liberally contributed.
ut although the old-fashioned red-brick
honse had been changed into a stuccoed
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buailding, the grounds and the neighbour- | Geo

hood were scarcely altered, and, descending
from her carriage, Grace easily found the
spot where she and Anne had been seated,
on that momentous eveming when Mr.
Heath arrived with the tidings of her
uncle’s murder. What had they not all
gone through since then ? The memory
of that time seemed more of a dream than
a reality, and occupied Grace’s attention
the whole way home; and she was still
brooding c;vfer the subject, whenr a sudden
swerving of the carriage and a loud
called her to Iumselffrmge 7
“ What ia it ? ’ ghe oried to the footman,
who was rapidly descending from the box.
“ Nothing, mum,” said the man; “at
least not much, I think—only an accident.
A person who tried to cross just in front of
the horses has been knocked down. Not
Thomas’s fault, mum, I can assure you.”
““ Liet me out,” said Grace, quickly. “I
will see what it is for myself.” 1
An old man was being pro up
two of the bystanders, who hos};enst witll)ay-
drawn him from the horses’ feet. Shabbily
dreesed, pinched and poverty stricken, his
gallid face marked here and there with
lotches, his eyes were closed and he was
insensible, the blood trickling from a
wound in his forehead.
“JIs he much hurt?” asked Grace,
bending over the prostrate figure.
“ Can’t say, mum,” said the person
asgainst whose knee the old man was
ining ; “no bones broke, I should say;
but he seems to have had an awkward one
on the head.”

“Run right between the horses' legs,
mum,” said the coachman, bending forward
from his box, and touching his hat. “Just
a8 I was bringing ’em round through the
gates I see this party, and I halloed to
him, but he didn’t take no notice, and
give a kind of stagger, and it was a mercy
we wasn’t over him, wheels and all.”

“Let him be taken indoors instantly;
carry him into my morning-room, and lay
him on the sofa.”

“Wouldn'’t it be better, mum,” said the
butler, who had by this time joined the
group, ‘“if the sofa was brought into the
hall, the being bleeding profuse, and
likely to make the furniture in a mucky
state P ”

“Better let me and my mate take
him to the ’orspittle,” said a man in the
crowd, immediately scenting a job. “We
have got a barrow here which we could
lay him on, or, if that was considered too
open, we might run him down to St.
’s in a cab.”

“ The man is not in a condition to
be moved,” said Grace; “let him be
carried indoors at once.”

A mattrass was fetched from the house,
and the sufferer, being laid upon it, was
carried indoors by the two men who had
first attended to him. The butler, still
active in the interest of the furniture,
directed them to deposit their burden in
the hall. The old man continued silent
and senseless ; he opened his eyes once and
looked vacantly round, but closed them
again immediately.

“Excuse me saying that you had better
have the party taken to the ‘orspittle,” said
the butler; “it is close upon seven o’clock,
the Iadies and gentlemen will be coming to
dinner, and to see him layingin the hallin
this way is, to say the least of it, arbitrary.”

“The man cannot be moved, Jennings,”
said Grace,shortly ; “let him remain where
he is.”

“Then, mum, hadn’t James better run
for a doctor. Mr. Pettigrew is on the
terrace, close at hand.”

“There is no occasion for that; Mr,
Burton is coming to dinner, and will be
here immediately : he is always punctual.
You and James lift this mattrass into my
morning-room out of the bustle and con-
fusion of the hall.”

This had scarcely been done when a
Hansom-cab drove up, from which Mr.
Burton alighted. He was a tall, good-
looking young man, with ourling chestnut
hair and breezy whiskers, and clear blue
eyes. The expression of his face was at
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once honest and clever, and there was a
good deal of firmnees in the mouth. Firm-
ness and unflinching zeal had been the
ing of him, for without them he might
a poor country apothecary,
instead of being regarded as one of the
most rising of London surgeons. The
only child of a widowed mother, with but
a small pittance, he came up to town to
walk the hospitals with a determination of
succeeding in the profession which had been
his dying father’s wish he should pursue.
Omg%mn's own tastes lay rather in
the legal direction. When & boy he had
taken every opportunity of attending the
assizes in the county town in which they
lived, and had been captivated by, and
envious of, the eloquence of the forensic
leaders; but his father’s wish was to him
law, and he accepted the “ Middlesex” as
his fate. Soon he got interested in his
work, and interest begat liking; his in-
tellect had always been clear and sound,
and by the aid of high courage and singular
manual dexterity, though not yet thirty
years of age, he e his name. Pro-
fessor Sturm, too, took great interest in
physiology, had made Mr. Burton's ac-
uaintance at the house of a professional
iend, and had been much struck by the
Eoung man’s cleverness and modesty. Mr.
urton made an equally favourable impres-
sion on Grace, to whom he was soon intro-
duced, and at the time of the ocourrence
of this accident, he was a frequent visitor
at the Hermitage.

“] am so glad to see you, Mr. Burton,”
said Grace, advancing with extended hahd;
‘“we have had an accident—an unfortunate
man has been knocked down by my car-
riage horses, and although the wheels did
not pass over him, I fear he may be
seriously hurt. I have had him carried
into the little room there, and shall be
much obliged if yon will examine him and
give me your opinion upon him.”

Mr. Burton entered the room and closed
the door carefully behind him. In the
course of ten minutes he came out, looking
somewhat grave.

“I was right,” said Grace, who had
been anxiously expecting him; * the poor
man is seriously injured ¢’

“It is impossible to say how seriously
at present, from such a cursory examina-
tion,” said Mr. Burton,  but undoubtedly
he is in a bad way; not so much from the
actual effects of this accident, but that he

has evidently been & free liver; his blood |
isin a bad state from drjpk, and there is
every of erysipelas setting in. My |
advice is that he should be at once moved
to the hospital.” :

“I trust that you will not think that

,” said quickly. “I feel
that the responsibility of the accident rests
upon me. It was my carriage by which
the mischief was done; and it is my wish
that he should remain in this house, and
be cared for and tended at my expense.”

“1 would give way to you, my dear Miss
Middleham, if I had nothing further to
urge,” said Mr. Burton; “ but for the
man’s own sake, I think it necessary that
he should be taken to St. Vitus’s. There
the means and appliances of cure, or, at
least, of relief, are better than they can be
at any private house; and, as his is a case
which requires a constant and skilful
nursing, be persuaded by me. If you
will order round your carriage, the pro-
fessor and I will take him to the hospital,
and leave him in clmgﬂof the house-sur-
geon, who is an old friend of mine, and
who will take every care of him.”

“ And you will come back and tell us
the result of your mission ? ” said Grace.

“ Certainly, if you wish it,” said Mr.
Burton; “though, I fear, I shall have no
very cheering report to bring.”

Two hours afterwards Mr. Burton re-
turned. He said that the further examin-
ation of the patient confirmed his first
impression ; he had received some internal
injuries which were considered to be of a
serious character, and the setting in of
erysipelas was greatly feared.

“ Poor creature!" said Grace, ¢ I cannot
help feeling myself responsible for any-
thing that may happen to him. Is any
thing known of him ? where he comes
from ? who he isP”

“Yes,” said Mr. Burton, “he came to
himsel!f fti)lr about ten minutes, and Chan-
nell, the house-surgeon, spoke to him. He
could not make out wheme was, nor did
he know bow the accident occurred, but
he seems an educated kind of man, and he
said that his name was Studley.”
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had MJ-];ana::y thend tmdnhc::le
eloguence of Jol (- ; and that, 1i
that wonderful msn, he spared neither
himgelf nor others in the service of his
Master.

He set up a standard of conduct which
dismayed many, even of the leading Me-
thodists, who did not share that exalta-
tion of spirit which Powell in
his disdaim of earthly comforts. And the
awful sinoerity of his character was found
by many te be absolutely intolerable.

He made a strong effort to revive the
early morning services, which bad quite
fallen into desuetude at Whitford. What !
Go to pray in the cold little meeting-house
at five o’clock on a winter’'s morning ?
There was scarcely one of the congrega-
tion whose health would allow of such a
proceeding. )

Then his matter-of-fact interpretations
of much of the Gospel teaching was
excessively startling. He would coolly
expect you to deprive yourself not only of
superflnities, but of necessaries—such, for
instance, as three meals of flesh-meat a
day, which are clearly indispensable for
health—in order to give to the poor. -

It must be owned that he practised his
own precepts in this respect; and that he
literally gave away all he had, beyond the
trifling sum which was needful to clothe
him with decency, and to feed him in a
manner which the Whitfordians considered
reprehensibly inadequate. Such asceticism
savoured almost of monkery. It was
really wrong. At least it was to be hoped
that it was wrong; otherwise——!

8o the awakening preacher by no means
had all his flock on his side, when they
;Espected him to be in opposition to old

ax.

Jonathan’s mind had been, as he ex-
pressed it, tly exercised respecting his
daughter. glrle: v{as drawn diﬁgxnt gvays
by contending impulses.

To speak to Rhoda openly; to send her
to Duckwell, ont of Algernon’s way; to
let things go on as they were going; (for
was not Rhoda’s reception by the Bodkins
manifestly a preliminary step to her per-
manent rise in the social scale P) to talk
openly to Algernon, and demand his in-
tentions: all these plans presented them-
selves to his mind in turn, and each in
turn appeared the most desirable.

Jonathan was not an irresolute man in
general, because he never doubted his own
perfect competency to deal with circum-
stances as they arose in his life. But now

.

he felt his ignorance. He did not under-
stand the ways of gentlefolks. He might
injure his damghter by his t to
gerve her. And although he fits
of self-assertion (during which he made
much of the value of his own money and
of Rhoda’s merits), all did not avail to free
his spirit from the subjection it was in to
“ gentlefolks.”

Again, he was urged not to seem to
distrust the Erringtons by a s feeol-
ing of opposition to Powell. Powel had
warned him against letting Rhoda associate
with them. Powell had even gone so far
as to reprehend him for having done so.
To prove Powell wholly wrong and pre-
sumptuous, and himself wholly right and
sagacious, was a very powerful motive
with Maxfield.

Then, too, the one soft place in his heart
contributed, no less than the above-men-
tioned feelings, to make him pause before
coming to a decisive explanation with the
Erringtons, which migﬁt-—yes, he could
not help seeing that it might—result in a
total breach between his family and them,
and this increased his hesitation as to the
line of conduct he should pursue. For
the conviction had been growing on him
daily that Rhoda’s happiness was seriously
involved ; and Rhoda’s happiness was a
tremendously high stake to play.

The discussion between himself and
Powell did not trouble Maxfield so much.
The world—his little world, as important
to him as other little worlds are to the
titled, or the rich, or the fashionable, or
the famous—supposed him to be greatly
chagrined and exercised in spirit on this
account. And people sympathised with
him, or blamed him, according to their
prejudices, their passions, or—sometimes
-—tjxeir oconvictions. But the truth was,
old Max cared little about being at odds
with the preacher or with the congre-
gation, or with both.

He had been an important personage
among the Whitford Methodists, all through
the old comfortable days of sleepy concord.
And was he now to become a less important
perso in these new times of ‘ awaken-
ing ? ”' Better war than an ignominious

Nay, there came at last to be a talk
of expelling him from the Methodist
society, unless he would confess his fault
towards the preacher, and amend it. Max-
field had no of partisans in Whitford,
as has been stated; but then there was
the superintendent! In those days the
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superintendent (or, as some old-fashioned
Methodists continued to call him, in the
original Wesleyan phrase, the assistant)
of the circuit in which Whitford was
situated, was a man of great zeal and
sincere enthusiasm.

For those unacqnainted with the me-
chanism of Methodism, it may be well
briefly to state what were this person’s
fanctions.

Long before John Wesley's death, the
whole country was divided into circuits, in
which the itinerant preachers made their
rounds; and of each circnit the whole
spiritual and temporal business—so far as
they were connected with the aims and
interests of Methodism—was under the
regulation of the assistant (afterwards
styled the superintendent), whose office it
was to admit or expel members, take lists
of the society at Easter, hold quarterly
meetings, visit the classes quarterly, pre-
side at the love-feasts, and so forth.

The period for the superintendent’s next
visit to Whitford was rapidly approach-
ing. Maxfield weighed the matter, and
tried to forecast the result of a formal
reference of the disagreement between
himself and Powell to this man’s judg-
ment. Had this snperintendent, Mr. John
Bateson by name, been a Whitford man,
one of the old comfortable, narrow-minded
tradesmen over whom “old Max” had
exercised supremacy in things Method-
istical for years, Maxfield would have
felt no doubt but that the matter would
have ended in an nnctuons admonition
to Powell to moderate his unseemly ex-
cess of zeal, and in the establishment of
himself, more firmly than ever, in his place
as leader of the congregation. But Mr.
Bateson could not be relied on to take this
sensible view. He was one of the new-
fangled, upsetting, meddling sort, and
would donbtless declare David Powell to
have been performing his bounden duty,
in being instant in season and out of
season.

¢ So that,” thought Jonathan, “I shounld
not be master in my own house ! "

And if he included in the notion of being
master in his own house the power of
shutting out his fellow Methodists —
preacher and all—from the knowledge of
his most private family affairs, the con-
clugion was a prettg just one. Moreover,
it was one to which the very constitution
of Methodism pointed & priori. But old
Maxfield had never in his life been brought
into collision with any one who carried

-

out his principles to their legitimate and
logical results, as did David Powell.

axfield’s creed was a thing to take out
and air, and acknowledge at chapel, and
prayer-meetings, and field-preachings, and
such like occasions; whilst his practice
was—well, it certainly was not “too
bright or good for human nature’s daily
food.”

David Powell’'s uncompromising inter-
pretation of certain precepts was intoler-
able to many besides Maxficld. But the
majority of the Whitford Methodists looked
forward to Powell’s removal to another
sphere of action. His stay among them
had already been longer than was usual
with the itinerant preachers; but it was
understood to have been specially pro-
longed, in consequence of the abundant
fruits brought forth by his ministration in
Whitford. Still he would go, sooner or
later, and then there would be a relaxation
of the strong tension in which men’s minds
and consciences had been strained by the
strange influence of this preacher.

But old Maxfield thought it very pro-
bable that, before leaving Whitford, the
preacher might compass his (Maxfield’s)
expulsion from the Methodist body.

hen he took a great resolution.

One Sunday, Jonathan, James, and
Rhoda Maxfield, together with Elizabeth
Grimshaw, were seen at the morning ser-
vice in the abbey church of St. Chad’s,
and again in the afternoon.

Dr. Bodkin himself stared down from
his pulpit at the Methodist family. Those
of the congregation to whom they were
known by sight—and these were the great
majority—found their devotions quite dis-
turbed by this unexpected addition to their
number.

The Maxficlds kept their eyes on their
prayer-books, and, outwardly, took no heed
of the attention they excited. Old Jona-
than and his son James looked pretty
much as usual; Rhoda trembled, and
blushed, and looked painfully shy when.
ever the forms of the service required her
to rise, so a8 to bring her face above the
pew (those were the days of pews) and
within easy range of the curious eyes of
the congregation.

But Betty Grimshaw held her head
aloft, and uttered the responses in a loud
voice, and without glancing at her book,
as one to whom the Church of England
service was entirely familiar. Betty was
heartily delighted with the family conver-
sion from the errors of Methodism, and
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supported her brother-in-law in it with
great warmth, Her Methodism had, in
truth, been a mere piece of conformity, for
¢ peace and quietness’ sake,” as she avowed
with much candour. And she was fond
of saying that she had been ‘“bred up to
the Church;” by which phrase it must
not be understood that Betty intended to
convey to her hearers that she had entered
on an ecclesiastical career.

If the sensation created in the abbey
church by the Maxfields’ appearance there
was great, the surprise and excitement
caused by their absence from the Methodlst
chapel was still greater. By the afternoon
of that same Sunday it was known to all
the Wesleyans that old Max, with his
family, had been seen at St. Chad’s. No
one deemed it strange, that the whole
family should have seceded in a body from
their own place of worship. It appeared

uite natural to all his old acquaintances
t, whither Jonathan Maxfield went, his
son, and his daughter, and his sister-in-
law should follow him. It is probable
that, had he turned Jew or Mohammedan,
they would equally have taken it for
granted that his conversion involved that
of the rest of his family, which opinion
was certainly complimentary to old Max’s
force of character.

And such force of character as consists
in pursuing one’s own way single-mindedly,
old Max undoubtedly possessed. A good,
golid belief in oneself, tempered by an
inability to see more than one side of a
question, will cleave its way through the
world like a wedge. We have seen,
however, that into Maxfield’'s mind a
doubt of himself on one subject had
entered. And, as doubt will do, it weak-
ened his action very considerably as re-
garded that subject; but on all other
matters he was himself, and perhaps
infused an extra amount of obsti and
self-assertion into his behaviour, as though
to counterbalance the one weak point.

Towards his old co-religionists he showed
himself inflexible. Mr. Bateson, the super-
intendent, duly arrived, but Jonathan re-
fused to see him, and walked out of his
shop when the superintendent walked into
it. Maxfield was grimly triumphant, and
kept out of the reach of any expression
of displeasure from Mr. Bateson, if dis-
pleasure he felt.

His defection was undoubtedly a blow
to the Methodist community in Whitford.
And much indignation, not loud but deep,
was aroused in consequence against Powell,

who was looked npon as the prime cause |
of it. What if the preacher did possess |
awakening eloquence and burning zeal to
save sinners? Here was Jonathan Max-
field, 8 warm man, a respectable and a
thriving man, an ancient pillar of the
society, lost to it beyond by Powell’s
means |

And by whom did Powell seek to re-
place such a man as old Max? By
Richard Gibbs, the groom—brother of
Minnie Bodkin's maid—who had hitherto

exl?:{ed a reputation for unmitigated

b! gna.n‘lism; by Sam Smith, the cobbler,
once drunken, now draunken no longer; by
stray vagrants who were converted at his
field-preaching, and by the poorest poor,
and wretchedest wretc generally !

And the worst of it was, that one could
not openly find fault with all this. David
Powell would, with mild yet fervent
earnestness, quote some New Testament
text, which stopped one’s mouth, if it
didn’t change one’s opinion. As if the
words ought to be interpreted in that
literal way! Well, he would go away
before long ; that was some comfort.

The period during which this rift in the
Methodist community was widening, was
& time of peculiar pleasantness to some of
our Whitford acquaintance. Of these was
Minnie Bodkin. By degrees the habit
had established itself among a few of her
friends, of meeting every Saturday after-
noon in Dr. Bodkin’s drawing-room.

Mr. Diamond usually made one at these
meetings. Saturday was a half-holiday
at the Grammar School, and he was thus
at leisure. He had grown more sociable
of late, and Mrs. Errington was convinced
that this change was entirely owing to
her advice. There was Algernon, whose
sparkling spirits made him invalaable.

ere was Mrs. Errington, who was made
welcome, as other mothers sometimes are,
in right of the merits of her offspring.
There was Miss Chubb very often. There
was the Reverend Peter Warlock, nearly
always. And of all people in the world
there would often be seen Rhoda Maxfield,
modestly ensconced behind Minnie’s couch,
or half hidden by the voluminous folds of
Mrs. Errington’s gown.

No sooner had Mrs. Errington heard of
Rhoda’s first visit to Dr. Bodkin’s house,
than she took all the credit of the invita-
tion to herself. She decided that it must
certainly be due to her report of Rhoda.
And—partly because she really wished to
be kind to the girl, partly because it
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seemed pretty clear that Minnie was re-
solved to have her own way about seeing
more of her new protégée, and Mrs.
Errington was minded that this should
come to pass with her co-operation, so as
to retain her post of first patroness—the
good lady fostered the intimacy by all
means in her power. The Italians have a
proverb, to the effect that there are
persons who will take credit to themselves
for the sunshine in July. Mrs. Errington
would complacently have assumed the
merit of the whole solar system.

Now, at these Saturdays, there grew and
strengthened themselves many conflicting
feelings, and hopes, and illusions. It was a
game at cross jmrposes, to which none of
the players held the key except Algernon.

That young gentleman's perceptions,
unclouded and uncoloured by strong feel-
g, were pretty clear and accurate. How-
ever, the period of his departure was fast
approaching, and, “ after me, the deluge,”
might be taken to epitomise his sentiments
in view of possible complications which

to arise among his own intimate
circle of friends. To whatever degree the
time might seem to be out of joint, Al
would never torment himself with ¢
that he was born to set it right.
“If there is to be a mess, I am better ont
of it,” was his ingenuons reflection.

Meanwhile, whatever thoughts might
be flitting about under his bright curls,
nothing, save the most winning good-
humonur, the most insouciant hilarity, ever
peeped for an instant out of his frank,
shining eyes. And the weeks went by,
and February was at hand.

ENGLISH CATHEDRALS.
LINCOLN.

THaT the old proverb is true, that * the
Devil looks over Lincoln,” we do not for
more than a moment dispute; but that
surely is no reason why we should over-
look Lincoln, that bright particular star
among English cathedrals, that heaven-
pointing beacon, which rises so proudly
above the wolds, heaths, and fens of the
marshy and amphibious county, and which
is loved, by troe Lincolnshire folk, as a
palladium, a wonder, and a treasure.

According to the Venerable Bede, Lin-
coln derives its name from the Latin word
Collinus, which refers to its being built
on a hill; but the early Britons called it
Lindcoit, from the woods that surrounded
it. Roman Lincoln was an expansion of

British Lincoln, and the walls, from east.
to west, covered an area, it is believed, of
about one thousand three hundred feet in
length and one thousand two hundred in
breadth, having only one gate near the
middle, which is the Newport Gate of
the present day. The southern gate was
taken down about 1777, and it was all that
the workmen could do, with a powerfal
battering-ram, to bring it to the ground.
According to that eminent antiquary, Mr.
Gough, the cathedral close comprehends
nearly half of the old Roman city east-
ward. The west gate of Lincoln was pro-
bably pulled down when the Congueror
built tge castle, but the east gate stood til
1813, when Sir Cecil Wray built & house
on the site. The old Roman wall of the
city, says Gough, passed in a direct line
through the site of the present chapter-
house and upper transept to the brow of
the hill, whence, at the enlargement of
the original Roman city, it passed down
by the Were Dyke to the Tower Garth om
the water side. The Bail was the trme
old Roman Lindum.

The Newport Gate, Dr. Stukeley,
another most eminent old antiqnary, con-
sidered a splendid relic of old Rome. The
semicircular archway, sixteen feet in dia-
meter, i8 formed of only twenty-six Cyclo-
Ppean stones of coarse grit, laid apparently
without mortar ; the original height of
this portal for the legionaries having been
twenty-twofeet andahalf. Eastward of this
gateway ran another lump of Roman wall,
and westward a mass of alternate briek and
stone, which went in Lincoln by the name
of the Mint Wall, though it was probably
only a fragment of a Roman granary. From
Roman coins found near the north-west

"| wall, it is supposed that Roman Lincoln

dates back to the usurper Carausius, or
Julian the Apostate. If theformer emperor,
the Lincoln walls go back as far as the
end of the third century after Christ. In
1739, at the south-west corner of the cathe-
dral close, near the Chequer Gate, there
were discovered three Roman stone coffins,
a white tesselated pavement, and a hypo-
caust, thirteen feet below the level of
modern Lincoln—so deep, says Mr. Gough,
in his edition of Camden’s Britannia, had
old Lindam sunk into its grave. In 1782
a Roman sweating-bath was dug into near
the King’s Arms; and in 1790, in an open
field half a mile from the east gate, &
rough Roman sarcophagus and urn, and
several earthen and glass funeral urms,
were found. In 1786 Roman conduit-

o
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pipes were dug up between the castle and
Quay Tower, on the side of Foss Dyke.
In the area of the castle have also been
discovered fragments of black and gilt
pottery. In1791,in digging in the cloister
court of Lincoln cathedral, two tesselated
rooms were discovered, and there is still
a Roman inscription built into the west
wall of St. Mary’s Tower.

The Danes frequently stormed Lincoln ;
nor were the rapacious Normans much less
greedy and cruel. The Conqueror’s first
order, after his victory near the Sussex
seashore, was to build four great castles—
at Hastings, Nottingham, York, and Lin-
coln. The latter town then contained, as
Domesday Book shows, one thousand and
seventy houses, two hundred and forty of
which were destroyed by William’s work-
men, to make room for the new fortress
that was to curb the stubborn and reluctant
Saxons. Little but the gates, walls, and
keep now remain. The latter is now a
gaol ; and opposite it is an entrenchment,
originally thrown up by King Stephen.

It was in the reign of our first Norman
king that Lincoln really began, in spite of
the half-Frenchman’s greedy tyranny, to
bloom and burgeon. It was the prou
Norman's will that all sees should be re-
moved to the chief cities in the diocese,
and lurk no longer in small towns or
obscure villages; so, at William’s fiat,
Remiging de Foscamp took down his
crozier and mitre from Dorchester and
hung them up agsin at Lincoln, and began
the foundation of a cathedral which he
completed in the brief space of four
years, but which he did not live to con-
secrate.

In the reign of Henry the First the city
became at once wealthy and populous by
the energy of the richer citizens, who cut
a navigable canal from their river Witham
to the Trent, near Torksey; and this was
probably the first canal ever cut—except
for military purposes—in England. The
Trent, thus opened, led to the Humber,
and the Humber to the sea; and thus
foreign imports were added to inland ex-
ports, and so came industry and wealth.

Lincoln survived a terrible fire in 1110,
and an earthquake in 1185, and took
an active part in the wars of Maud and
Stephen, for it had now become rich and
powerful.

Stephen had taken Lincoln Castle from
a half-brother of Ranulph, the warlike
and powerful Earl of Chester. The two
brothers, however, won it back by force

or fraud from Stephen, and even obtained
his pardon and a confirmation of their old
claims. The Lincoln citizens disliking—
or, a8 old chroniclers call it, ¢ greatly
disrelishing”’—the Earl of Chester, soon
sent secret word to Stephen that he
might now, by a sudden and impetuous
attack, take the ill-provided castle and
seize the two brothers, one of whom had
married a daughter of the Earl of Gloun-
cester, Maud’s great partisan. Stephen
was at the time near London, with his
army, preparing to celebrate the Christ-
mas festivals. The king, false and care-
less of oaths of honour, instantly drew
together a force and invested Lincoln
Castle; yet, after all, the prey escaped
him. The Earl of Chester, slipping away
by night, passed Stephen and his army,
spurred off to Wales, sent to his father-
in-law, the Earl of Gloucester, for troops,
and arrived back at Gloucester just as
it was about to surrender, worn out
with a six weeks’ close siege. The earl,
ing a swollen river, where Stephen
should have fallen on him, met Stephen
on a plain near Chester, in battle array.
Stephen, brave to the core, but inferior

d | in number to the earl in knights and men-

at-arms, stood at bay at last, round his
royal standard, which he himself, dis-
mounting, defended with axe and spear.
He had unhorsed the strongest of his
knights and formed them into a solid
phalanx; his two scanty divisions of
cavalry he posted on his flanks, which
were led by eight earls, of whom the Earl
of Richmond was chief. The Earl of Glou-
cester had, also, three divisions; but he
did not dismount his knights, and he
placed in the vangnard a band of barons

"and knights attached to Maud, and whom

the brave usurper had deprived of their
lands. These desperate men, throwing away
their spears and drawing their swords, fell
desperately on the Earl of Richmond’s
cavalry, and put them to rout, with all the
earls, in a pack. The onset now

closer and closer on Stephen’s band, which,
William of Malmesbury says, ¢ was finally
invested like a castle.” The phalanx long
withstood both horse and foot, axe, spear,
sword, and arrow ; but, at last, the Earl of
Chester, strenuous for victory, and dis-
mounting all his cavalry, wedged into the
solid square, and hewed a way to the
usurper. All round Stephen were nmow
either killed or taken; but he fought on,
beating down the earl with a blow of a
mace. At last, his battle-axa and sword
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broke; he was wounded on the head by a
stone, his vizor was seized by a knight of
great strength, and he was then over-
powered and sent to Bristol Castle, where
he was thrown into prison. Things, how-
ever, in spite of all, went well with the
brave usurper; for his great enemy, the
Earl of Gloucester, was soon after taken
by William of Ypres, one of his (Ste-
phen’s) adherents, and exchanged for the
great prisoner ; and the Earl of Chester,
on his release, delivered up to him the
castles of Coventry and Lincoln. At the
latter place, Stephen spent a merry Christ-
mas in 1044 ; and, finally, after a reign
of nineteen troublous years, was suoceeded
by Henry the Second, with whom he had
long been at peace.

It is said by Speed that, after being
crowned in London, Henry the Second
was crowned again at Lincoln. It is cer-
tain, at least, that on his return from a
meeting with Malcolm, King of Scotland,
Henry wore his crown at Wishford, but
not at Lincoln ; the people of that power-
ful city having a superstition that a king
wearing his crown within the walls was 8
forerunner of disaster. Richard the First
put up Lincoln Castle for sale, but with
what result is not recorded. In the reign of
John, David, King of Scotland, did homage
to the usurper outside the city. In all these
eeremonies and catastrophes Lincoln cathe-
dral had its share of rejoicing or depre-
cating processions, and victors and captives
alike knelt at the shrine.

When the barons turned out against
John, one of them took Lincoln, but the
castle still held ont stoutly for the king.
It was on his way to relieve the city that
John lost all his treasure and in
the inundated marshes, and soon after died,
either poisoned or broken-hearted. The
Earl of Pembroke, as regent of the young
king, at once raised a powerful army and
pushed on to Lincoln to save the castle.
The French, under the Earl of Perch, were
attacked on all sides, and were soon de-
feated, the earl being speared through his
visor in the churchyard of the cathedral,
some four hundred rebel knights taken,
and the rest drowned in the Witham, or
butchered by the country people. The
riches of the barons’ camp were plundered
and so0ld, and hence the battle was mock-
ingly known as ‘‘ Lewis Fair.”

The castle of Lincoln, in the reign of
Edward the First, became annexed to the
Duchy of Lancaster. John of Gaunt made
the castle his summer residence, and is

said to have built himself a winter palace
in the southern suburbs below the hill.

Edward the First held a parliament at
Liuncoln, where it was agreed to resist the
Pope’s prohibition against waging war with
Scotland ; and, four years after, Edward
wintered here,and confirmed Charta.
Edward the Second also held a parliament
in Lincoln to consult how best to prevent
Scotch outrage. This king first granted
the privilege of a mayor to Lincoln; and
Richard the Second, when visiting the
city, granted the mayors of the town the
privilege of having a sword carried before
them in their civic processions. Henry
the Bixth, in 1446, held his court in the
episcopal palace on the hill.

In the reign of Edward the Fourth
Lincoln was the scene of a short-lived
rebellion, and, at the cathedral, prayers
must have been offered up both for the
success and defeat of the conspirators. The
son of Lord Wells, enraged at the death
of his father, whom Edward had cruelly
beheaded, collected thirty thousand men
at Lincoln and attacked the Yorkist army
at Stamford, where he was defeated and
some ten thousand men slain. The Lincoln
men, in their eagerness to escape, stripped
oft their coats to run faster, from which
circumstance the battle is still knmown
at Lincoln as “ The Battle of Lose Coat
Field.” After Bosworth, Henry the Seventh
visited Lincoln. Here he spent three
days offering up prayers and thanks-
givings at the cathedral for his victory;
and here, too, he heard of the breaking up
of Lord Lovell’'sarmy. Lincoln was again
in ‘effervescence, when Henry the Eighth
and (Cromwell enforced the reading of the
Lord’s Prayer, and other parts of divine
service, in English. A priest, known as
Captain Cobler, soon gathered together
twenty thousand insurgents, but they laid
down their arms on the king threatening
to march against them in person. The
town paid a forty-pound benevolence, how-
ever, for this clemency.

After this, Lincoln remained quiet among
its marshes till the Civil War, when it
was besieged by the Earl of Manchester
and his Parliamentary army, who soon
took all but the castle and minster. The
scaling was done very gallantly at two in
the morning; the garrison, ceasing from
firing and hurling down large stones, Sir
Francis Fane, the Cavalier governor, and
some seven hundred soldiers, were taken
prisoners. The cathedral did not suffer
much from this short storm.
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Of the Bishops of Lincoln who presided
in this beautiful cathedral, Remigius, the
first Norman prelate, died on the eve of
the day appointed for the consecration of
the new church he had built, and to which
he had invited every bishop in England.
This good man, the legend goes, fed daily,
for three months in every year, one thou-
sand poor persons. It is said he instigated
the Conqueror to erect Battle Abbey.

His successor, Bloet, who had been
chaplain to William, added twenty-one
prebends to the cathedral, which he
adorned, furnished, and consecrated. He
was thirty years bishop, and died suddenly
of apoplexy at Woodstock, as he was riding
with %.i.ug Henry the First. In Bloet's
time Ely was.taken away from the see of
Lincoln. The third bishop, Alexander de
Blois, rebuilt Lincoln cathedral on its
being barnt, and also built three castles,
for which last proof of ambitious ostenta-
tion he was imprisoned by King Stephen,
upon which, on obtaining his freedom—to
atone for his fault—he built and endowed
four monasteries.

The next bishop, Robert de Chisney,
began injuring the revenue of the see by
constant indiscreet grants to greedy rela-
tions ; but eventually grew more prudent,
and, as compensation for his extravagance,
built the episcopal chapel at Lincoln,
and provided a house for himself and
successors on the west side of Chancery-
lane in London (now known as Lincoln’s
Inn Fields). After his death there was a
vacant throne in the cathedral for six
years, when Geoffrey Plantagenet, one of
Henry the Second’s illegitimate sons by
the Fair Rosamond, without ever visiting
Lincoln, or even being consecrated priest,
pocketed the revenues of the marshy
diocese with pious punctuality.

Walter de Constantis, the next bishop,
abandoned Lincoln for Caen, in conse-
quence of a vague prophecy that no
Bishop of Lincoln could long wear his
mitre in peace. His successor, Hugh, a
Somersetshire prior, and a man of great
piety and austerity, who enlarged the
cathedral, died in London, and his body
arrived at the gate of Lincoln, just as John
and Malcolm of Scotland entered the city.
The two kings, eager to honour go holy a
corpse, at once set their shoulders to the
bier and bore it to the cathedral, where
it was buried near the altar of St. John
the Baptist. Abbot Hugh, twenty years
later, was canonised at Rome, and sixty
years after his bones were placed in a gold

shrine, which disappeared at the Reforma-
tion, when zeal and theft ran high. Bishop
Fuller afterwards erected & plain altar-
tomb over the good man’s grave. It was
this Bishop Hugh who cruelly dug up
Fair Rosamond’s body and removed it, as
a desecration, from Godstow nunnery.

Hugh de Wallies, Chancellor of England,
a later bishop, was excommunicated by the
Pope for supporting the just caunse of the
barons against King John; but he bought
off the Papal curse by a fine of one thou-
sand marks.

And new we come to a very great and
enlightened man indeed—Bishop Grosse-
teste, one of the earliest of our Greek
scholars, and an eminent mathematician,
%l;irlosopher, and theologian. Richard of

rdney, & rhyming chronicler, who ver-
sified the bishop’s life, describes the boy
as being seen at school by the mayor of
Lincoln, whose interest he had excited
while begging at his door; but he was
really a Suffolk man by birth, and was
educated at Oxford, where he studied
Greek and Hebrew, wrote a book on
astronomy, and was supposed to have
invented a brazen head, that answered
questions, and uttered prophecies, every
Saturday. He is said some to have
been the first Englishman to introduce the
Greek numerals; and, above all things,
he openly and resolutely opposed the en-
croachments of the Pope. He was, in fact,
one of the early reformers of the English
Church, and in many respects rivalled
Wrycliffe. It is probable that Grosseteste
finished the present cathedral nave as
far as the west towers, including the
great transept and rood tower, begun
by Hugh de Wallies; and he raised the
rood tower as high as the upper windows,
Bishop D’Alderly afterwards adding the
spire, which fell down in 1547. On
the night Grosseteste died, Fulke Basset,
Bishop of London, being near Buckden,
heard “a certain sweet bell sounding
high in the air;” and he.said to his at-
tendants, “ By St. Paul, I am of opinion,
brothers, that the venerable bishop passed
out of this world is now seated in the
heavenly region ; and this bell is a token
of it, for there is no abbey near.”

This enlightened man was a great oppo-
nent of the Italian clergy thrust into En-
glish benefices by that overbearing Pope,
Innocent the Fourth. He calculated that
these Italian intruders pocketed more than
seventy thousand marks a year, whilst the
king’s income did not amount to a third of
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that sam. He boldly wrote to the Pope, de-
nouncing such appointments, and insisting
that no papal mandate could be valid that
was repugnant to the doctrine of Christ and
his apostles. He would not obey such an
absurd mandate, he said, though an angel
from Heavenshould command it. The Pope
fell into a rage at this honest letter.

“Who is this old dotard,” he cried,
“ deaf and imbecile, who thus rashly pre-
sumes to judge my actions? By Peter
and Paul, if the ess of my heart did
not restrain me, I would so chastise him
as to make him an example and spectacle
to all the world. Is not the King of Eng-
land my sworn vaseal, and, at a word of
mine, would he not throw him into prison,
and load him with infamy and disgrace P ”

The Pope then solemnly excommuni.
cated Grosseteste, and even appointed a
saccessor to his see. The learned man,
however, took no notice of the brutum
fulmen, and was not a whit the worse
for it. On his death-bed, Grosseteste
plainly denounced the Pope as Anti-
christ, for the usury, simony, and rapine
he encouraged ; and prophesied that only
the edge of the sword would ever save
England from such Egyptian bon
This man, who was so much before
age, was interred in the upper south tran-
sept. An effigy of the bishop, in brass,
was raised upon an altar-tomb. The Pope
rejoiced over his death, and first wished to
write to King Henry and order the bishop’s
bones to be cast out of the church and
burnt. An indulgence of forty days was
granted by Bishop D'Alderly to a{ls who
visited his tomb; out of which, said the
monks, cozed a holy and healing oil. The

ve was opened in 1782, and the bones

iscovered, with a sheet of lead placed
above, where the face had been. His
crozier was carved at the top into a lamb’s
head, and there was also found a ring,
with a small blue stone, a chalice, and
paten. On the crozier-top was a brass
plate, inscribed with these words :
Pro baculi formam,
Prelati discito, Normam.

The seal bore a bishop standing on one
side, and on the other, Our Lady and the
Child Jesus, with the motto, “ Ave Maria,
gratia plena, Dominus tecnm.” Edward
tho First in vain endeavoured to obtain
the esngnimtion oi gro;eh;ste; and the
dean and chapter of St. Paul’s, equally in
vain, plied the Pope with eul ?gaofythe
dead man’s learning, piety, and miracles.

The effigy and arms of this tomb were
destroyed daring the Civil War.

But it i8 round another mitred monu-
ment of Lincoln cathedral that the greatest
number of legends cluster. It stands de-
solately in the south aisle of the choir, and
is traditionally supposed to be the tomb of
little Sir Hugh, a child found murdered
at Lincoln in 1225, and vulgarly supposed
to have been crucified by some cruel and
blasphemous Jews, in derision of Our
Saviour's sufferings. A body supposed to
be that of the sainted child was discovered,
says good old Pegge, in his life of Grosse-
teste, in 1791, when the north aisle of the
choir was repaired; but only another old
Pegge will ever believe him. There were
many ballads written about this supposed
crime, the best of which commences,

f merry Lincoln
s playons o the ball;

And with them stood the sweet Sir Hugh,
The flower among them all.

Chaucer, with his quick perception of
the beautiful, at once seized on so recent a
miracle, and introduced “ Young Hew of
Lincoln ” into his Prioress's story. Bishop
Percy, with less than his usual acamen,
mistook *Mirryland Toun” for Mailand,
Milan, and ooncluded the whole to be of
Italian origin. The story is, after all, a
true ome, for Matthew Paris, who was
living at the time, relates it circumstan-
tially. Mr.Lethieuller proved the fact in the
Archmologia by two records, one of which
was & commission from-the king (Henry
the Third) to seize for the king’s use the
houses belonging to those Jews who were
hanged at Lincoln for crucifying a child.
According to Matthew Paris, the boy,
eight years old, was tortured for ten days
and then cracified before a 1 council
of Jews, in contempt of Christianity. The
body was found in a pit or draw-well in
the house of a Jew, which the boy had
been seen to enter. The Jew, being pro-
mised on, confessed the crime, and
avowed that such murders were committed
nearly every year by his mnation. Not-
withstanding the promise of pardon, the
Jew was tied to the tail of & horse and

to the gallows, and eventunally
eighteen of the richest and most distin-
guished Jews in Lincoln were hanged for
sharing in the murder, and many more
sent as hos to the Tower of London.
Herd and Jamieson both give variations
of this once popular ballad. In 1736, when
Lethieuller visited Lincoln cathedral, he
was shown a painted statuette of a boy
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which was erroneously supposed to have

formed part of * Bishop Hugh's” tomb.-

There were bleeding wounds marked on
the hands, feet, and side, and the anti-
quary conjectures that the shrine given
in Stukeley’s Itinerarium Curiosum was
the real tomb of Sir Hugh.

Poor old Lincoln cathedral has suffered
much from reformers, both rough and
geutle. Peck, in his Desiderata Cariosa,
gives one hundred and sixty-three monu-
mental inscriptions as existing in 1641,
and most of these were soon after torn off
or brutally defaced. The list had been
collated carefully with Dugdale.
cathedral was a gold mine for Henry the
Third, who rummaged out of its treasures
no less than two thousand six hundred and
twenty-one ounces of gold, and four thon-
sand two hundred and eighty-five ounces
of silver, besides pearls and precious stones.
St. Hugh’s shrine was of pure gold, and
Bishop D’Alderly’s of massy silver. The
episcopal mitre was the richest in England,
and the cloths for the altar were of costly
cloth of gold, embroidered with patriarchs,
apostles, evangelists, and virgins. At the
Reformation many old tombs .were de-
stroyed in search of treasure. The
bishop and dean pulled down, or de-
faced in holy zeal, all crucifixes or figures
of saints. Last of all came the fanatios of
the Civil Wars, who worked as hard to
destroy all Gothic adornments, as if a new
road to Heaven was to be paved with their
shivers. The brass plates on the walls and
stones were torn out and sold, and the
handsome brass gates of the choir and of
several of the chantries pulled down and
broken up. The episcopal chapel, built by
Bishop Alnwick, has been partially de-
stroyed since 1727. The south porch also,
the usual entrance for the bishop, has heen
cruclly treated, the central statue being
decapitated and tho other much defaced.

There is a tradition in Lincoln about, two
lancet windows in the south front of the
lower transept. The legend is that one of
these was constructed by the master mason,
who destroyed himself on his apprentice
surpassing him in a second window. This
must be an old freemasons’ tradition, for a
similar story is told at Melrose, only there
it is a pillar and here a window.

The choir at Lincoln is remarkable for
its arches, filled with figures of angels
playing on musical instruments with the
quaintest earnestness, or the most innocent
and seraphic indifference. In the sixty-
two stalls are misereres, or half-seats, or-

The |

namented with foliage and grotesqne
devices, some not altogether reverent or
even becoming. Amongst these is omne
figure with a bellows, puffing at & fire
beneath a chaldron, from which a mitred
head is rising. This is supposed to repre-
sent good Bishop Grosseteste at the moment
he had completed his oracular brazen head,
of which Gower says, in his Lover’s
Confession : —
How busy that ho was
Upon the clergy a head of brass

To forge, and make it for to tell
Of such things as befell.

On the north side of the high altar are
the monuments of the Bishops Remigius
and Bloet, probably erected at the same
time when the choir was rebuilt by Bishop
Alexander, in the reign of Stephen. The
two form a screen, and are divided into
six stalls, divided by small pinnacled
buttresses; the three divisions nearest
the altar (Bloet's tomb) were, in the |
middle ages, used as the Holy Sepulchre, |
during the solemn ceremonials of Passion
week. At the door are three mailed
knights reclining on their shields, and re-
presenting the Roman guard placed to
watch the holy sepulchre.

On the south side of the ehoir, facing
the tomb of these two early bishops, is an
altar-tomb with the plaster figure of a
coroneted lady, representing Catherine
Swynford, first mistress, then wife of John
of Gaunt; and near her is the tomb of
her only daughter, Joan, Countess of West-
moreland.

But perhaps the most remarkable curio-
sity in this history of English cathedrals
is that singular paradox in stone, that
architectural puzzle, the unsupported
“ Centenarian beam ”—a daring artifice
of the old Gothic builders—to register,
once and for ever, the settlement of the
cathedral towers. It is a bow of unce-
mented stones, eleven inches in depth;
twenty-nine feet long and twenty-one
inches in diameter at either end, tapering
in the middle to twelve inches. A more
magical and exquisite gange and test-
piece was mnever invented by human in-
genuity, and only the brazen head that
good Bishop Grosseteste framed could
surely ever have suggested such an inven-
tion. No wonder the brazen head went
mad after that great intellectual effort,
and beat itself wildly to pieces.

And now, one word for poor old Great
Tom, though he, too, is cracked, like the
celebrated head, fragments of which, the
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vergers tell you, are indisputably to be
found somewhere in the cathedral vaults.

Truly, Sir Thomsas of Lincoln is great, | w,

and his greatness, indeed, was at last too
much for him. He weighs four tons four-
teen hundredweight, and holds four hun-
dred) and twenty-four gallons (ale mea-
sure)—a pretty good dramght, even for
the bishop’s brazen M—:ﬁd his mounth
is seven yards and a half wide. *Mighty
Tom ” of Oxford, however, beats Tom of
Lincoln by three tons. Tom was always
too big for Lincoln tower; but, when it
was first cast in the minster yard, in the
reign of James the First, it was always
boomed out at the sight of the judges
coming over the Fens towards Lincoln.

Among the , bad, or eccentric
bishops of Lincoln we should not
l'piidm Fleming, who founded Lincoln Col-
lege at Oxford, and who strewed Wyoliffe’s
ashes in the Swift, forgetting that

The Swift went to the Severn,
And the Severn to the sea.

Sanderson (Charles the First) was the last
bishop who wore a moustache ; and, last of
all, we may mention sturdy Bishop Thomas,
who matrimonially distinguished himself
by marrying and burying five wives.

HAUNTED.

THRRR broods no shadow o’er these ancient walls,
Where the bright roses clamber ;

As flutily the mellow blackbird calls,

As silverly the fountain spirts and falls,

As when, of old, her face from yonder chamber
Looked forth at dewy morning early,

While {:t.wthe moon, a crescent pale and pearly,

Hung ow in the blue west, and all the east was

amber.

There broods no shadow, such as evil times

And fallen fortunes summon, cold and grey,

Beneath whose shroud creeps the slow ghoul decay,

8low but ineatiate. Wild unworded crimes,

And pameless sorrows have not pall’d the

With bodiless gloom, more d than darkness’ self.
The weird wan-visaged elf,

Bolitude, voiceless mate of silence, keeps

No endless vigil here. A ring-dove sleeps,
uan-warmed, upon the porch. Joy’s song is chaunted

By happy lips of children all day long.

It is & home of peace and summer song ;
And yet, the place is haunted !

The heart-loved haunts of memory are thronged

‘With gentle ghosts, that chill us not, nor chide.

Once through these flower-pied paths a form did

sunny eyes shine happier o’er the years,
And brighter through my tears.
That far-off spring with sweeter birds was song’d
any summer now, because her voice ’
Sang refrain to all carols. In my heart
The music echoes still ; oh heart rejoice
That aught so dear and deathless may have birth
In this care-cambered earth !
Here is the carl she clipt ! Its fellows now
Bhow silver gainst its sable, yet within
ARl wakes to youth at thought of her. The din

Of desperate life, ofwildsndstmnuomdqu,
Has never drowned those low, love-burden’d lays
She sang to me at twilight here. Ah strange!
as it last even ? Here? The changeful range
e
'm p P again with the di 2g0.

See, there she glides, her long soft hair unboun
Her lightsome geet scarce pressing the glad ground,

More than some flying leaf !
Can tears 80 quicken sight, and pbantoms shape
From memory’s shadows ? Thee I cannot drape
With any "5! of age, or garb of grief;

8o young, so bright, so gay,

A denizen of day
Thou wert, thou art ; not even death hath power
To shadow thee. is was thy favourite bower,
This, this—and still, as ere thine eyes did close,
The iwneymckle mingles with the rose.
A benison on those soft stranger hands
That have been tender with this leafy screen ;

In what dear visions seen
On lonely nights, in far and flowerless lands !
A gentle spirit-touch is on mine eyes,
Sogt as thy lips were. Should thy wraith arise
Between me and the sun, wert thou more near,
Oh guhgg of my youth, long dead, yet cionbly

|CAr .

Haunted ! This garden was her best-loved realm,

From lilac time to leaf fall. Branchy elm,

Peers not a face between thy leafy low -
Sward-sweeping boughs? Ah no!

To-day the ing roses know her not,

Even the gentle lily hath forgot

The gentler hands that tended, long ago, -
Its buds of breaking snow.

guick Nature holds no memory of the dead ;
hosts of slain blossoms, leaves that last year shed,

Haunt not her greyest hours. The roses live

But for the living, and no fragrance give

To parted spirits, though their blossoms wave

Above a green and unforgotten grave.

Man only lives in memory’s ground enchanted ;
Only the heart is haunted.

THE STORY OF OWEN GORTON.
IN SIX CHAPTERS. CHAPTER L

A 10Uup knocking at my door. Should
I pay any heed to it ? 1 wanted to see no
one. I never received visitors: I was too
well content to be alone and at peace.
If any one desired to see me, what was
that to me? Why should I sacrifice my
will and my pleasure to his? Let him
knock till he was tired, and then go about
his business.

I lived in the corner house, facing the
river, of one of the many dull, shabby no-
thoroughfares which run from the Strand
southwards. It was a large rambling old-
fashioned building, that had once probably
been the mansion of a nobleman. It was
now let out, in sets of chambers, to tenants
of various kinds and callings. At high
tide ite walls were almost washed by the
river; at low water, an acre or so of thick
black mud, ‘with here and there natrow-
fringes of rushes and rank vegetation, was
left to rub against and sap and soil the
foundations. I am describing the place as it
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existed some twenty years ago—a gloomy,
grimy house, that had known little of
paint or whitewash, or even of soasnand
water, for many a long day ; smoke-dried,
soot-encrusted, weather-stained, worm-
eaten, and altogether decayed and dilapi-
dated. Still it suited me—for reasons I
may by-and-by adduce—to live in it. I
had for a considerable period occupied a
quaint, cramped group of apartments on
the highest floor. They were small, low-
ceilinged, and ill-arranged, with narrow
windows, starved fireplaces, and chimneys
that invariably smoked. They were barn-
ing hot in summer, from the sun beating
80 directly on the slated roof; and bitterly
cold in winter, when the wind came roar-
ing up the river, dashing against the house
till its every timber creaked and trembled,
and the rooms seemed to rock and plunge
in the gale like a ship at sea. Now there
was the whispering a8 of shrill voices
through the keyholes; now the carpet on
the floor was lifted as though by human
hands; now the doors seemed prized and
started from their locks and hinges; now
some furious gusts hurled rain, or hail, or
snowflakes against the casements, until
their fastenings were rent, and with a
wild crash they sprang open. It was by
no means an admirable dwelling-place;
still, a8 I have said, it suited me.
And then my rooms had their advan.
In fine weather I could mount to
the roof, and enjoy a fine panorama of
London. I could note the glories of sun-
rise and sunset; the soft cloud of distant
hills on the south; the wide-flowing river
below, and ‘the numberless little vessels
riding upon its janndiced waters. At night
there were the twinkling lamps upon the
bridges to be observed ; the multitndinous
stars overhead, or the white moon rising
from a bank of fog or smoke, flecking the
wavelets with silver, or flooding the house-
tops with light. The hours and hours I
have passed apon my roof! The many
times I have seen the death of the day
and the birth of the night, the sinking of
the sun, the rising of the moon! London
asleep, midnight gone, and silence over
all, but for the ceaseless soft lapping of
the river, and now and again the solemn
striking of the church clocks—tolling
ever, a8 it were, for the passing away of
time. The world hushed and asleep, and
I and the stars the only watchers !
And I loved my roof in that it seemed
to bring death and me so near together.
It was a weird fancy, perhaps, but it

often recurred to me, and I found myself
greatly harping upon it. At any moment
a step from the low pet—a chance
step, or one taken by design—it mattered
littﬁ which—and my life was at an
end. I derived a curious pleasure from
considering the ease with which I
could thus dispose of myself, for ever.
But a step, and there was the Ve ;
mine whenever I so chose. And what
would the world say? Did it matter
much to me what the world might say
about that, or indeed abont anything?
Felo de se, perhaps. But what a trifle
would alter that view of the case! SayI
went over the pet, holding & jug or a
can in my s. My death would then
be called a fatal accident. It would be
explained that I had been tending the few
trumpery plants I m upon my roof, and
that 1n so doing I missed my footing,
or turned suddenly giddy, and fallen over
the side. Possibly I should be pitied,
lamented ; many people might even profess
to be shocked! So much for the fallibility
of human judgments !

The knockinghad continued ; had,indeed,
increased. There now, indeed, seemed to
be an intention to hammer the door down.
The noise had become unbearable. Who
could this persistent person be? What
did he mcan by disturbing me in this
shameful manner? It was neoessary for
me to go to the door, if only to remon-
strate with him, or to take measures for
punishing him for his outrageous conduct.

Reluctantly—for I had long disliked
action of any kind; I interfered with
none, and naturally objected to being
interfered with—I went to the door and
opened it. Forthwith a stout, stern-
looking, middle-aged man, dressed in a
rough great coat, buttoned up to his chin,
entered, with great abruptness. Imme-
diately he closed the door after him, and
clapped his back against it.

“Your name is Owen Gorton,” he
asserted, rather than inquired.

I admitted that I was Owen Gorton.

“You will consider yourself in my
oustody.”

“In your custody ? ”

“I am & police-officer. I hold a warrant
for your arrest.”

“For my t;rrest? Absurd! On what
charge, pray ? ”

. l%e'nrder 1

It was very strange. Yet, somehow, I
did not feel much surprise, or anything
like alarm, I remember. It was so clear
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to me that the man was mad, or that
there had been some extraordinary mistake.

“Who has been murdered, may I ask ?”

¢ James Thorpe, sugar broker.

“ When, [

¢“The mg{? fore last.”

¢ And where ? "

¢ At his house, near Chalk Farm.”

“ James T sugar broker,” I said,
musi . “I know him—or rather I
used to know him—but I've not seen him
for some years ”

“I¢s my duty to inform you, Mr.
Gorton, that anything you say may be
used against you.”

“ At Chalk Farm—Ilast night ? Why, I
have not stirred outside my door these
eight and forty hours.”

“So much the better for you—if youn
¢an prove it.”

.1 was im by his words. Living
alone as I did, in so retired a fashion, it
would perhaps be difficult to prove any-
thing in regard to my movements abroad,
or my staying at home. Still the charge
brought against me was really of so
momstrous a character that I could not
regard it with anything like alarm. The
whole thing was so palpably abeurd.
Annoyed I might well be; but, as yet, I
was certainly not alarmed.

1 must trouble you to come with me,
sir,” said the constable.

“You will let me finish dressing? I
am hardly equipped for going out.”

“Certainly. Only I oanlzil;gloso sight of
you. You'll excuse me, sir; mine is a
painful duty, but I must discharge it. You
can see my warrant if you wish.”

“It’s not necessary,” Isaid ; “I shall be
ready to accompany you in two minutes.”

I entered my dreesing-room to
my coat, doff my slippers, and put on a
pair of boots, the officer closely following
me the while.

“That leads to the roof, perhaps?” he
inquired, pointing to a door in the dress-
ing-room. .

“Yes ; it opens on to a narrow staircase;
there’s a trap-door at the top.”

I could not but observe that he was care-
ful to place himself between me and the
door. Moreover, I noticed that, whenever
I approached the open window, he stood
close to me with his hand upraised, ready,
as it seemed to me, to clutch at my ooat
collar.

“This is certainly the mis-
take that ever was made, officer,” I said.

“ Maybe so, sir,” he answered. ¢ Mis-

change | quitting the house.

takes are made sometimes, of course. Let
us hope that this is one.”

“ But yon must see yourself, officer, that
the thing is absurd.”

“I can't help that, sir. I can only act
upon the information I've received. I
haven't to deal otherwise with the case.
It will eomo”befm the magistrate in the

regular way.

 But thiys James Thorpe was a friend of
mmeymsago I used to know him very
well indeed.’ :

He was silent, but I could see that he
was mentally registering all I said.

“We di at last; downright
quarrelled, indeed ; I don’t mind saying as
much. I was sincerely attached to hi
at one time; but I got to hate him at last.
Still, as to murdering him——" '

I pansed. I so plainly read in the con-
st&bf:s face a renewal of the caution he
had given me, that anything I said might
be used against me.

“How was he murdered ?” I inquired
abruptly.

“He was stabbed in the back by some
sharp instrument.” .
“The night before last, you say. A
what hour?”

“ At nine o’clock, or thereabout. At
least that’s as I understand the matter.”

There was a strange look in the man’s
face a8 he said this. As I interpreted it,
it seemed to import, “ Why ask all these
questions ? You know more about the
matter than I do.”

“I am ready now. Where's my hat?”

I proposed to ring the bell for the
housekeeper, who lived on the basement,
to come upstairs. I desired to inform her
of the circumstances under which I was

¢ Better not, sir,” said the officer. “It
will only make a disturbance. Let’s keep
the thing quiet. That's always the plea-
santest way. She'll hear of it all fast
enough. Here’s your hat.”

Stil I was rolm;ﬁant tohgo v;ithont
leaving a message for my housekeeper.
Ye:uiltgwonld be difficult to explain pt:e
matter to her in a few words. She would
surely misunderstand me. She would per-
ceive that I was in custody, and perhaps
hasten to the conclusion that I &rved
my fate.

“You won't be seen, sir,” the officer
went on. “I've a cab at the door. Be-
sides, if there’s, as you say, a mistake,
the business won’t take long. You'll be
free again almost immediately.”
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He said this rather coaxingly, I thought;
not as though he really believed it. Still
it was reasonable enough.

¢ And you’re not a gentleman as would

ive trouble, I’m sure,”” he said. ‘ But this
18 a serious charge, you know, and a man
in my position has his duty to perform.
There.”

He had handcuffed me, with carious
quickness and dexterity.

“ Now we're ready, and all complete.
Stay!” With great considerateness he
pulled down the cuffs of my coat so as to
hide my wrists and their fetters, as much
as possible. I had, of course, never been
handcuffed before. The sensation was of
s painful kind; and the cold iron rings,
pressing against my wrists, sent, at first,
a strange thrill through me. Bui this
soon wore off as the metal grew warmer.
Still the whole thing was degrading and
distressing ; especially to one who, as I
did, hated anything like publicity, and
was accustomed to live a life of solitnde
and strict seclusion. R

On the landing outside my door stood
two policemen, in uniform.

¢ gab. ready, Wills ?” inquired Bligh.
“That’s all right. You’ll stay here, Cob-
bett; you understand. Now then, sir,
please.”

Wills mounted to the box. Bligh took
his seat beside me in the cab; Cobbett we
left behind. I am not sure whether any
of my neighbours in the street saw my
removal in custody. I did not glance
right or left, but kept my eyes fixed on
the ground. I might be observed, but I
did not want to know that I was observed.

My companion said nothing to me in
the cab. He released my arm, whistled,
made some brief entries with a very blunt
pencil in a large black pocket-book he
carried, and every now and them, I re-
member, he took a rapid yet acute survey
of me, as though noting my air, expression,
manner, and appearance.

We drove to the Bow-street police
station. Bligh interchanged some few
words with a constable on duty at the
entrance. He ascertained that the magis-
trate was still sitting in the court on the
other side of the street.

“Lucky,” I overheard him say. “We
can get a remand at once.” And then he
whispered some instructions to the police-
man. I heard the word * witnesses,” but
little more.

There were not many people in the
street, but they seemed to be talking to-

gether rather excitedly. They pressed
orward to look at me. They were kept
at a few yards’ distance, however, by the
constables in attendance.

I stood at the prisoners’ bar in the police
court. A

The magistrate was informed by some-
one—I am mnot clear by whom—that my
name was Owen Gorton, and that I was
charged with the wilful murder of James
Thorpe. There was a buzz of excitement.
The court was very crowded.

Then some one — again I know not
whom—stated that it was only proposed
to offer that day sufficient evi to
justify my being remanded for further ex-
amination on some future ocoasion.

CHAPTER II.

I was a8 a man in a dream. All was 8o
strange and new to me, that I felt greatly
perplexed and bewildered. I could not
yet bring myself to understand fully the

‘situation I occupied, or the nature of the

proceedinge in which I was involved.
That I was a prisoner accused of murder;
that evidence was forthcoming in sab-
stantiation of the charge; that there was

‘already a prevalent disposition, on the part

of those about me, to regard me as guilty—
all this was hopelessly inconceivable to me.
Even now, my recollection of these painful
experiences is curiously blurred and vague.
I am naturally shortsighted, and my in-
firmity has been much increased by long
poring over books and writings. Unfortu-
nately, in my hurried departure from my
chambers, I had forgotten to bring with
me the spectacles I usually assumed when-
ever I wished to view objects at any little
distance from me. The faces of the people
about me, as I stood at the prisoners’ bar
in the police court, were therefore pre-
sented to me in an indistinct form, like
pale blots upon a dark ground. I could
not define with certainty their features or
expressions, but I was assured that I was
an object of general curiosity, of highly-
excited observation on the part of all
present. Still I oould discover no one
that I knew among the crowd. For friends
—well, I had no friends. For years I had
disbelieved in the existence of friends—
real friends. I would have given much,
however, if I could have perosived but
one ordinary acquaintance near me. It
would have been as a kind of link,
uaniting me to reality and every-day life—
an .evidence in some sort that I had not
been borne to an imaginary world, or
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fallen & victim to some extraordinary
hallucination. Bat I was encompassed by
strangers on every side, or by even worse,
a8 I judged—by enemies.

Of the presiding magistrate, I could
only see that he was a pale, bald-headed
man; his face to me was as a blank white
oval. When he spoke, I noted that his
voice was very calm and distinct.

I listened to the evidence, but I was in
%o confused a state to comprehend its

rt fully, or to follow it very closely.

y head ached cruelly. My mind wan-
dered, too. I was still ocoupied with
marvelling over the strangeness of my
position ; ite danger I did not yet appre-
ciate. And yet ourious thoughts, having
no sort of relation to the charge brought

inst me, engaged me at intervals,
t in an absorbing degree. At one
time I distinctly remember I was busy
with a calcnlation of great complexity,
involving long lines and columns of
figures, and having for its object some-
thing—1I know not what. It was altogether
meaningless, perhaps, and yet I seemed
constrained to devote myself to it, as
though it had been a matter of singular
importance and value.

A witness, a domestic servant in the
employ of the late Mr. Thorpe, gave
evidence in regard to the discovery of the
murder. She stood within a few feet of
me. She was a middle-aged woman,
coarsely dressed and homely of bearing,
as it seemed to me, yet altogether of
respectable appearance. She. was much
affected, and sobbed aundibly. She had
entered the back dining-room late at
night, and discovered the body of her
master lying upon the floor, face down-
wards. He had been wounded in the
back ; blood had been flowing copiously.
He did not speak or move. Hi wes quite
dead. The gas had been extinguished.
The window was open. It looked into a
garden. It was easy to obtain access to
the house by means of the garden and the
window of the back parlour. Mr. Thorpe
was a widower, she believed. She had
left the house for a short time to do some
shopping for_ herself and to fetoh the
supper beer. She could not be quite sure
how long she had been absent. She had
been detained. She had stayed to converse
with a friend. She was quite sober; of
that she was certain. She had not been
absent, she was sure, for more than an
hour and a hslf at the outside. It was
perhaps balf-past ten when she returned.

| be agcribed to the wound in the back. Mr.

Her fellow servant had gone away fora |[f
week into the country, owing to ill-health.
On that account she had been living alone
in the house with her master. He gave
little trouble. He usually dined in the
City, she believed ; at any rate away from
his house. She spoke to him when she
saw him lying upon the floor. He did not
move; he did not answer. She went to
him and tried to raise him. She touched
his hand and found it nearly cold. She
was much frightened, and felt very faint.
She hurried out and gave the alarm. The
house was semi-detached, and the adjoin-
ing premises were unoccupied. She in-
formed the opposite neighbours, and by
their advice went for the medical man,
who resided about & hundred yards off, at
the corner of the Terrace. Returning
from the doctor’s, she met a policeman,
and went back with him to the house.
She found everything as she had left it.

In reply to a question addressed her by
the magistrate, she stated that, to the best
of her belief, she had never before set
eyes upon me—the prisoner at the bar.
She had been rather more than three
years in the service of Mr. Thorpe.

A policeman confirmed her evidence. So
far as I could make out, he was not one of
the constables I had seen at my chambers
at the time of my arrest. He produced a
knife, found upon the floor, close to the
body. I saw 1t glitter and flash in the
sunlight streaming into the court from an
upper window. The shape of the weapon,
however, I could not distinguish, save that
it seemed to be of considerable length.

The doctor then entered the box. He
described, with medical particularity, the
nature of the wound inflicted upon Mr.
Thorpe.. Death must have been instanta-
neous. The blow must have been one of
extraordinary force, and could not possibly
have been self-inflicted. The weapon pro-
duced was a likely instrument to have
been employed. The orifice and depth of
the wound corresponded with the dimen-
sions of the blade. He had probed the
wound. The blow had severed the spinal
cord. The deceased had not been & patient
of his; knew him well by sight, however,
as a neighbour. Deceased was probably
about fifty. He was of robust proportions
and of middle height. Death could only

Thorpe had been dead an hour and a half,
or two hours, perhaps, when he (the
doctor) first saw the body.

As yet there was nothing to connect me

"L
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with the crime in any way. But now
came evidence as to footprints in the gar-
den. These were proved to correspond
exactly with the soles of a pair of boots of
mine, conveyed from my chambers, and
roduced in court. A witness also d

that he had met a man running from the
direction of Mr. Thorpe’s house. The man
had passed him as he stood beneath a gas
lamp. The light had fallen full upon the
face of the man running. His dress was
disordered, and his manner betrayed great
agitation. Witness could not fail to kmow
him ag.m Witness was prepared to swear
that the man he had seen running from
the direction of Mr. Thorpe’s house, on the
night of the murder, was none other than
the prisoner at the bar. This strange
evidence was confirmed by the statement
of another and, as it seemed, altogether in-
dependent witness, who professed to have
seen me beyond all doubt, on the night of
the murder, immediately in the neighbour-
hood of Mr. Thorpe’s residence.

I cannot pretend that I have set forth
the evidence against me fully or exactly as
it was adduced in court. I was so dis-
turbed and distreesed at my strange posi-
tion, that many minor points and details,
no doubt, escaped me. Its parport and
general effect was, however, very much
as I have stated.

The magistrate decided that there was
quite enough evidence before him to justify
a remand. The question of bail was not
entered upon. Whom could I ask? What
friends had I to undertake to be bail for
me? Besides, the case was too grave to
admit of my being released temporarily in
that way. I was informed that I was re-
manded for a week.

That night I lodged in Newgate.

CORDELIA ON THE GARONNE.

In the course of our frequent studies of
folk-lore, we have found several favourites
of the nursery taking up their abode in
strange pl:wee, and associated with strange
companions. The number of popular tales,
of which versions differing more or less
from each other are not to be found in many
lands, is small indeed. Comparatively
small, consequently, is the number of those
tales which differ from each other in
essentials, however they may vary in their
details. Very commonly, stories which
are mutually indopendent in one country,
are incorporated with one another else-

where. Of this sort of combination we
have a remarkable instance in & tale
current at Angers, on the banks of the
Garonne, and communicated to M. J. F.
Blade, & French antiquary, by oral tradi-
tion. It identifies Cinderella with Cordelia.

A certain king, whose chief peculiarity
seems to have been an extraordinary pre-
dilection for salt, and who was moreover &
widower, had three marriageable danghters,
and a priceless valet whom he comnsulted
on every matter of importance. The valet
was & man of exceeding discretion, and
when his royal master told him that he
was about to intrust him with an important
secret, he was by no means gratified, but
remarked that if the king had another con- |
fidant, and this confidant betrayed his trust,
he (the valet) would run the risk of being
suspected of a breach of faith. The king
having promised that the valet should be
his sofe confidant, the latter consented to
become the depositary of the secret, which
was to the effect that his master not only
desired to retire from the throme, but also
to divide his lands equally among his three
daughters, reserving to himself nothing
but & small annuity.

The valet remonstrated, advising the
king to retain his lands, and content him-
self with settling something handsome
on his daughters; but his counsel was
not followed, and the three princesses
were summoned into the presence of their |
father, who thought he would begin by
testing the affection with which they re-
garded him. The elder sisters, on be;::g
questioned, both professed that they lo
him better than anything in the world ; but
the third confined herself to the assertion
that she loved him as well as he loved
salt.

Now, though we are told that the kin
loved salt better than anything else, an
that consequently the assertion of the
youngest daughter was virtually the same
as that of the others, one cannot avoid the
reflection, that the way she expressed her-
self was most infelicitous, seeming not
only to indicate a lack of affection, but to
be somewhat satirical. That the old king
ordered her to retire to her chamber was but
natural; when, however, on the suggestion
of his elder danghters, he came to the con-
clusion that she was worthy of death, he
certainly went a little too far.

Nor was his wrath transient. Hurrying
to the bakehounse, where it appears the in-
dispensable valet was always to be found
in the act of kneading dough, he ordered
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him instantly to fetch a notary, who would
effect a legal division of the kingdom be-
tween the two elder dmhn, and an exe-
cutioner, who would inflict capital punish-
ment on the youngest.

Wt.l(:a have an olc}l);iaxim, which m}l:::
us that actions s more plainly t
words ; and the same doctrine is ded
down among the Gascons, in a very un-
gallant proverb, according to which, words
are female and actions male—las paraulos
soun de femélos, més las actions soun de
mascles. Of this proverb the ious
valet made use when his master told, him
what had occurred, and he advised him
not to be too hasty. The king, however,
was one of those nervous persons, whose
fondness for seeking advice is fully equalled
by a determination not to follow it, and he
Ell:inly told the valet that he would cudgel

im soundly if he did not at once obey
orders and hold his tongue.

Reference to corporal punishment
seemed to produce a marvellous change in
the sentiments of the valet, who not only
professed his readiness to fetch the notary,
but even declared that he would be ex-
tremely happy to take the office of exe-
cutioner upon himself. Yes, he would con-
duct the youngest princess into the forest,
and there put her to death, and he would
bring back her tongue as a proof that his

task had been duly performed.
The king applauded the zeal of the
valet, and accepted his offer. The notary,

on his arrival, was instructed to marry
the y ladies (civilly, of course), and
to apportion the kingdom equally between
them, with the reservation that the king
should reside .for six months in the year
with one danghter, and for an equal term
with the other. Bribed by the young
Iadies, he, however, artfully contrived to
omit all mention of the reservation.

The ceremony ended, the valet, with
the sanction of the king, whistled for
his dog, girded on his sword, brought the
youngest princess from her chamber, put
8 chain round her neck, and dragged her
to the fore;t, overwhelli:ing hex}‘l with
opprobrious language, so long as he was
within ear-shot of the king. But no
sooner was he out of hearing than he
changed his tone, and told her, in the most
courteous language, that all that he had
done was for the sake of preserving her
life. He had packed up her royal vest-
ments; had provided her with the humble
garb of a peasant girl; and had even
secured her a place of refuge, as keeper

of turkeys, under the queen of a neigh-
bouring king, whom he served before
he waited on her father. This plan was
carried out. The queen gladly engaged
the princess as keeper of the royal tarkeys,
and allowed her to sleep in & small room
under the staircase. As for the valet, he
killed his dog, cut out its tongue, and
presented it to the king his master.

Counterparts of this valet are to bo
found in many tales, but he had one
characteristic which distingunished him
from his compeers—namely, a very keen
eye to the main chance. Therefore, when

e spiteful old king, on receiving the
tongue, gave him a hundred pieces of
gold, he said that the sum was too small,
whereapon he received another hundred
from the king and as much from each of
the daughters. Thus recompensed, he
could go to sleep, with the satisfa.ctorz
feeling that he had done a deed whic
was extremely virtuous, and very profitable
into the bargain.

The elder daughters lost no time in
taking advantage of their position. On
the very day after the events just recorded,
they appeared, each accompanied by her
husband, before the king, and desired him
to quit the premises forthwith. Half the
palace belonged to the eldest princess, half
to the second; and, as there are only
two halves even in the largest building, it
was clear that the old gentleman was no-
where.

The unkindness of his children did not
altogether banish his presence of mind.
He loudly reproached them for their
ingratitude; but in more business-like
tones he referred to the document pre-
pared by the notary. When he was in-
formed that this was valueless, his spirit
was broken, and he could only stammer
out :— :

“Lou notari es tan canaillo como vous.”
(The notary is as arrant a scoundrel as
yourselves.)

The poor old king left the palace, and
the very first person he met was the valet,
who, for a wonder, was not occupied with
kneading dough in the bakehouse. He
would rather have met anybody else, for he
thought he could detect something like a
trinmphant chuckle in the man’s face.
But he told his dismal story, and bore, a8
well as he could, those remonstrances with
which an excellent friend is sure to be
liberal when you have neglected to follow
his advice, and have come to grief in con-
sequence. Patience was heightened into
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gratitude when the valet informed him
that he would not only wait on him for
nothing—the only wages at the king’s
disposal—but that he had saved emough
to maintain them both. And the man
was as good as his word, for he laid out
the money he had received the day before
in the purchase of a small farm, which he
presented to his master, who had only to
eat, drink, and sleep, while his faithful
companion attended to the vineyards and
the fields.

In the meantime the king's youngest
daughter went through a series of adven-
tures which we shall very rapidly recount.
The son of the other king, under whom
she served as keeper of the royal turkeys,
was so extremely handsome, that it was
considered a matter of eti%nette for all
the young women in the domain, high
or low, to fall in love with him, and she
was not behind the fashion, though in
her humble capacity she remained un-
noticed. She resolved within herself that
her obscurity should not last for ever.

During the time of the Carnival, which
soon arrived, the young prince was in the
habit of mounting his horse every evening
after supper, and of riding to one of the
neighbouring chiteaux, where he danced
till break -of day. On ome of these
occasions the disgunised princess took
advantage of the costly garments which
had been brought with her from home,
dressed her hair with a golden comb, put
on white stockings and red morocco shoes,
and covered all with a sky-blue gown. Thus
equipped, she rode on & horse, which she
had surreptitiously borrowed from the
roya.l stables, to the chitean where the
prince was expected to dance; astonished
everybody by the brilliancy of her appear-
ance; danced with the king’s son; and
disappeared at the stroke of midnight.
When, on the following day, the prince
Eaased as usual the keeper of the turkeys,

e could not help remarking that she bore
a strong resemblance to his partner on the
previous evening. On the two following
evenings the same process was repeated,
with this difference, that on the second
the gown was of the colour of silver, and
on the third of the colour of gold, and
that on the third—have our readers
guessed as much P—she left one of her
slippers behind her. Of course the slipper
was found by the prince, who vowed that
he would never marry anyone but the
lady whose foot it fitted ; of course it was
tried without success upon every beauty

of the court ; of course a herald was sent
about offering a reward for its proper
owner; of course the keeper of the turkeys
responded to the summons, and, of course,
the slipper fitted her like a glove, to the
utter confusion of all rivals.

‘When, however, the trinmphant beauty
had put on her fine clothes and appeared
at her best, her adherence to the well-
known path once trodden by Cinderella
came to an end. Thus, when the king
had told her that she must marry his son,
far from jumping into compliance with
the order, she said she would obey him,
when he had obtained her own father’s
consent, and that in"the meanwhile she
would continue her duties as keeper of
the royal turkeys.

Let us return to the exiled king, who
was still at the farm with his valet, lament-
ing the wickedness of his two daughters
and the shabbiness of his sons-in-law. He
now regretted that the valet had put his
younger child to death, reflecting, with
tears in his eyes, that she would have been
so very useful in stitching his shirts, and
mending his clothes. Besides, she would
have been something of a companion,
whereas the conversation of the valet,
admirable fellow as he was, began to grow
rather monotonous.

Cheered, though not flattered, by his
master’s present sentiments, the valet con-
fessed the trath, and off they went to-
gether to the palace of the other king, who
courteously asked them what they wanted.
The reply of the fallen monarch was not
without dignity.

“King,” said he, “I have been a king
like yourself, and once had a palace which,

‘to say the least of it, was quite as hand-

some as yours. With my daughters, on
the other hand, I have not been fortunate.
Two of them turned me out of doors, and
the third has a place here, as a keeper of
turkeys. To her alone my business refers;
I have simply come to claim her.”

“Really,” replied the other, “it is not
easy to comply with your request. My son
has fallen so deeply in love with her, that
he can neither eat nor drink—"

“That was never a fault with my two
elder girls,” interrupted the exile.

“ However,” continued the more fortu-
nate king, “if you will consent to the
marriage of your daughter with my son,
I think we may come to a good under-
standing.”

¢ Possibly,” answered the exile, with
some hesitation; “ but I am no tyrannical
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t > (here the valet su 'Y
whistle), “and I am the last person in the
world to force my child’s inclination. Let
her express her own views in the matter.”

The lady was brought into the royal

Emsenoe accordingly, and, as the Gascon
istorian elegantly expresses himself, the
prince trembled hike a cow’s tail (tram-
blabo coumo la ciiio d'uno vaco), and was
as white as meal, while awaiting her
answer to the question, whether she would
accept him for a husband. Happily, her
decision was in his favour, but she insisted
that the wedding should not take place
until he and his father had restored the
royal exile to his former state.

Her wish was granted. The king and
his son- assembled all the men of the
country, set out at night, and took posses-
sion of the palace, before the sisters knew
that they were attacked. Victory was
followed by summary justice. The prin-
cesses were both hanged, and likewise their
husbands, who possibly thought that they
were hardly used; and the bodies of all
four were cast into the fields as food for
beasts and birds. The exile was, of course,
reseated on his throne.

Of course, too, the prince married the
youngest sister, and Gascony still remem-
bers the splendour of the nuptials. Bril-
liant above the rest was the virtuous valet,
who stood behind the bride’s chair, and
who was ordered by his grateful master to
choose a handsome wife, and live on an
equality with his quondam betters for the
remainder of his days.

A SILENT WITNESS.
BY EDMUND YATES.

AUTHOR OY * BLACK SHEEP,” ‘‘ CASTAWAY,” * THE YRLLOW
rLAG,” &c.
——

BOOK HI. CHAPTER VI. LAST WORDS.

CrEMERT BURTON Was a man of the time.
In these days, he who would sucoeed in
any secular profession must not content
bhimself with mastering its details; he
must have some knowledge, however
superficial, of everything that is passing
round him; must be seen here and there;
must be known and spoken of. There is a
touch of charlatanism in all this, perhaps,
which may be distasteful to the earnest
and the thoughtful; but it is essential to
their welfare and success, and they do
well to give in to it, and to glide easily
along with the current. After leaving
Miss Middleham’s that evening, Clement
Burton had made his bow to a great lady

of fashion, who was entertaining the
political world and its hangers-on, and had
been seen later on at a club frequented by
the better portion of the gilded youth of
the period ; but he was up the next morn-
ing betimes, and by nine o’clock had made
his round of the patients in his immediate
neighbourhood, had swallowed his break-
fast, and was skimming the ocontents of
the various newspapers preparatory to
receiving the visitors, whose knocks were
already resounding through the house.
When he had dismissed the last of his
ﬁents, he started off to meet Miss
iddleham, by appointment, at St. Vitus’s,
looking in for a few minutes at the private
view of a picture exhibition on his way;
and with all this he was as fresh and un-
wearied, on his arrival at the hospital, as
though he had just risen from his bed.

Grace Middleham was punctual to the
time, thongh the night had been to her a
sleepless one. The news brought by Mr.
Burton on his return, that the sufferer
wag the father of the friend whom she
had once so tenderly loved, and whose
disappearance she constantly deplored,
affected her very deeply. . There seemed
to be a kind of fatality connecting her
with the Studleys, and the only bright
gleam in Grace’s dark thoughts was
caused by a ray of hope that, through
this accidental rencontre, she might once
more be broughit into communication with
Anne. A slight ray indeed, when she
remembered that, at the time of their in-
habiting the German household together,
Anne could not say positively whether her
father was or was mnot alive ; but yet
Grace had a kind of presentiment that out
of this evil good would come, and she
went to her appointment with Clement
Burton in a hopeful spirit, the reason for
which she could have explained to none,
and scarcely could understand herself.

Mr. Burton received her at the door of
the hospitdl, and conducted her to the
house-surgeon’s room. My friend Chan-
nell wishes us to stop here, Miss Middle-
ham,” he said, “ until he has finished his
rounds; he will be done in a few minutes,
and will bring us the last report about the
patient.”

‘““How is the poor man doing ? ”’ asked
Grace.

“About as badly as possible,” replied
Mr. Burton. “There is no use in con-
cealing from you, Miss Middleham, what
Channell has just told me; the old man’s

life is to be counted by hours. Do not
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shrink; he could have lived but a very
little time, even if this accident had not
occurred to him. He has been for a long
time in a deep decline, and the end was
very olose at hand.”

¢ Does he suffer much ? ” asked Grace,
to whose eyes the tears had risen.

“Scarcely at all,” said Mr. Burton;
“the injury done yesterday was to the
spine. i have heard no particulars from
Channell or the nurses, but he is E'loba.bly
lying in a comatose state, not knowing
that his life is ebbing away.”

“I have a strong desire to see and

to him,” said Grace; *“do you think
it would be possible ? ”’

“We can agk Channell when he comes,”
said Mr. Burton. ¢ There can be no ob-
jection to your seeing him ; but, as to the
speaking, I doubt whether he would be
found in a state for much conversation.”

At this poict Mr. Channell, a bluff,

ractical young man, entered the room.

troduced to Miss Middleham, he im-
mediately began to prove his practi-
cality by offering sherry, and produced a
black bottle from a cupboard, the open
door of which revealed glimpses of a large
assortment of railway literature, a pair of

- boxing-gloves, and a choice collection of
brier-root pipes.

‘“ And how is the patient, Channell ?
asked Burton, when the proferred refresh-
ment had been declined.

¢ Case of hooks, sir,” replied Mr. Chan-
nell, who had helped himself. *You will
excuse me taking a toothful of sherry and
a biscuit, Miss Middleham, but I have
been at it since five A.M., when I was
knocked up by a compound fracture, and
I have been on the grind ever since—to
say nothing of taking my turn with a man
who has had an overdose of landanum,
and who has been run up and down the
backyard between two fellows for the last
three hours.” -

¢ Tell us about this man whom I brought

in last niiht, Channell,” said Burton,
marking the look of astonishment on
Grace’s face. * Which of the nurses is in

atte%saﬁoe on him P”

“Well, my boy, not your
Mrs. Gaynor,” said id.r Channell, still
with his mouthful. “You have stolen her
away for that special case which you are
keeping so snug in the snburbs. Oh, I
don’t want to interfere with you, old man,”
he continued, noticing, but misunderstand-
ing a motion of the hand which Burton
made. ‘‘She would be thrown away, I

particular pet,

hlllow, i:h: case like this. Mrs. hfl)aliver,
who is ‘g ’ just mow, t
this old gentlmriyn h]a.nd, and is t&klg:g
" Zu§i: Cbamael again turned o th
. ) in turned to the cu

board for refreshment p Clemesi
Burton, lowering his voice, said to Grace:
“The case which he mentioned in the
snburbs is a very sad one, which I have
intended bringing under your notice, and
of which I will to yon some other
time. By-the-way, Channell,” he con-
tinued, in a louder tone, ¢ Miss Middleham
is anxious to see the patient, and to talk
with him ; I suppose there would be no
objection ?”

% Not the least in the world, so far as I
am concerned,” said Mr. Channell. “Of
course, Miss Middleham knows what to
expect—not a very lively sight, the Aoci-
dent Ward—but there is no accounting
for taste.”

“This is not & mere gratification of idle
curiosity, my good fellow, you may take
my word for that,” said Mr. Burton, in a
8 tone. “Miss Middleham doubtless
has her reasons for what she proposes. Is
Mr. Studley wandering still ?”

“Not the least; sensible as a judge and
patient as Job,” said the house-surgeon.
‘ He won’t be able to talk much; but, in
regard to his senses, he is as fit as a fiddle.”
“We will go to him thon, please,” said
Mr. Burton, and they started forth, Mr.
Channell leading the way.

The “gister ” in charge of the ward came
out at their entrance from the little sanc-
tum partitioned off for her use in one
corner of the room, and after exchanging
s few words with the house-surgeon, ac-
companied them to the bedside which
they were seeking. As they d down
between the rows of beds, the poor patients
gazed at them with their sunken eyes in
wonder. To such as had any connection
with life still left, to those whose glazed
looks were not fixed upon the ceiling,
Grace’s presence there was & matter of
astonishment. It was not the regular
visiting-day—they knew that—or their
friends would have come to see them; but
they were too weak to look long or to
speculate at all; and the poor pinched
faces—more masks than faces for the most
part, so completely had the usual expres-
si&n fnltllle:)d out ofl t‘l'xlfm—sunkf b;{;k l1)1pon
t! illows, an e r feeble brain
lmsiog itself no more. poo

“This is my case,” said the house-
surgeon, a8 he stopped at the bedside.




Charies Dickens.] A SILENT

WITNESS. [Apeil 24, 18783 93

“Mr. Studley, here is a lady come to see

u.!l

The old man started, and raised himself
a8 rapidly as his injury would permit.
Grace, a8 she seated herself in the chair
close by, heard him murmur ¢ Anne,” and
marked the look of disappointment which
came over him as his eyes fell apon her.
Then he muttered, “ No; Anne’s dead !”
and relapsed into quiet.

“I am the lady by whose horses you
were knocked down yesterday, Mr. Stad-
ley,” said Grace, in trembling tones, *and
Iam come to tell you how grieved I am

“at the accident, and to express my earnest

wish that you should be supplied with
everything that can possibly be of any
service to you.”

“You are very good,” said the old man,
with a ghastly endeavour to throw some-
thing og his former tone of gallantry into
his piping voice. *You are very good, but
there is really no occasion rf{)r you to
troable yourself; it was an accident, due,
I daresay, as much to my own stupidity as
to anything else; and as to being cared
for, the good people here let me want for

“Are you in any pain just now, Mr.
Studley ?” asked the house-surgeon.

“No, sir, no,” said the old man. “I can-
not, as you are aware, move from this
position, but I feel no actual pain.”

“Would you like me to read to you ?”
asked Grace.

“You are very kind,” said the captain,
with some hesitation, eying the Bible
which the nurse had handed to the visitor;
‘‘ and I shall be very much obliged to you.
Your voice is soft and sympathetic, and I
am sure to enjoy it.”

The house-surgeon hurried off to his
other engagements, and Mr. Barton also
took his leave, promising to meet Miss
Middleham at the hospital the next day.

So soon as they were alone together,
Grace opened ufh?} book a.nsd comilmenc;d
reading from the Gospel of St. John. The
old man li'i‘tzned, ]:t pf?rst carelessly, then
eagerly. e light, worldly expression
wbichyhe had end%avonred to assume died
out of his face, which for some time bore
in its place the reflex of strong emotion;
gradually the eyes closed, and the sharp-
outlined features sank into repose. Then
Grace took her leave, telling Sister Oliver
to expect her the following day.

The next morning Mr. Burton was in
attendance, and received Grace as she
alighted from her carriage at the hospital-

door. In answer to her question as to how
the patient was pro sing, he said, “I
am sorry to say that he is decidedly worse.
From what Sister Oliver tells me, he seems
to have been greatly excited by your visit.
After you were gone he inquired your name,
and-when he learned it was much troubled,
and expressed the greatest anxiety to see
you again. This morning, although much
weaker, he i3 somewhat sustained by ex-
citement, and has already once or twice
asked if you had arrived.”

“That i8 quite intelligible,” said Grace,
quietly. “I am acquainted with some pas-
sages in this poor man’s life, as he doubt-
less knows—matters which I will explain
to you hereafter, Mr. Burton, and take
your advice upon. Now, perhaps, we had
better go to him at once.”

When they reached the bedside, Grace
noticed a t change in the as of the
patient : lil‘;efaace loogk‘:ad thinnerp:(x;td more

inched, and there was an eager, restless
ight in his eyes, and a quivering motion
of the lips, which it seemed impossible
for him to control. He struggled to raise
himself as his visitors approached; but
his strength was unequal to the effort, and
he lay helpless on the pillow. Still his lips
moved, and Grace bent over him, to catch
what he said.

¢ Alone—all alone!”

“ Not so,” said Grace, kindly. “ We are
here with you ; we——"" But an impatient
movement of his hand interrupted her.

“Go—go—away,” were his broken
words ; his finger pointing, at the same
time, to Clement Burton, who stood by
the bedside.

“ He has something to say to you which
I am not to hear,” whispered lgr. Burton
to her. “I will withdraw, but shall remain
within call ; he is merely kept up now by
unnatural excitement, and might swoon at
any moment.”

“ We are alone now,” said Grace, bend-
ing over the bed; ¢if there is anything
you wish to say to me.” ;

¢ Closer—closer,” he said, with a down-
ward motion of his hand. Grace bent her
head until it almost touched the pillow,
bringing her ear to the old man’s mouth.
Then he whispered, “ Are you the Miss
Middleham who went to school with my
daughter Anne ?”

‘“Yes,” replied Grace, in the same tone,
“Iam; she was my dearest friend.”

“A good girl,” he moaned. Then, a
sharp spasm sweeping over his face, “I
killed her! I drove her to her death.”
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“ Stay,” said Grace, remembering her
old suspicions, which Anne would never
verify or speak about. ¢ Whatever you
may have done, you are, as I believe,
wrongfully accusing yourself now. So
far as I know, Anne is not dead.”

“ Oh yes,” he moaned, feebly. ‘“Hunted
out of life, she drowned herself—long ago,
at Boulogne.”

“ Not so,” said Grace, quickly; ¢ she
escaped thence to Paris, where she met
me. For more than a year afterwards we
lived together in Germany; she all the
time in dread of discovery by you, or
some one who had known her in former
days.”

¢ Anne alive ! ” the old man cried, with
another fruitless attempt to raise himself.
“ She is not with you now, or she would
be here.” Then, his voice sinking to the
faintest whisper, “Or, perhaps—perhaps—
she won't forgiveme? ”

“Do not think that,” said Grace,
eagerly, ‘“do not think that. If she
knew of the position in which you are
Ela.oed, she would be here at your bedside;

ut she is not living with me now ; I have
not seen her for months.”

“You—you did not desert her,” he
muttered, with an imploring look; * you
are too much of an angel for that.”

“No,” said Grace, *she left me; I will
tell you how. I came to England without
her, .and, all unknown to her, was engaged
to be married to a Mr. Heath—George
Heath.”

A sharp cry broke from the old man’s
lips, and rang through the ward. Mr.
Burton hurried to the bed; but Stadley,
recovering himself, signed that he should
retire. “I will fetch him a cordial,”
whispered the surgeon. ‘ And, see, my
good friend,” he added, addressing the
patient, “you must not speak again until
you have swallowed a draught which I
will bring you.”

“I could not help it,” murmured
Studley, when they were alone together.
“ That villain’s name—Tell me more.”

“Hush !” whispered Grace; ‘“you must
mind the doctor’s orders.” And with a
childlike obedience he held his peace, and
fell a-thinking.

It had come to him at last, then! He
was dying, he knew that. Dying in a hos-
pital bed, he, Ned Studley, who had once—
That was a strange fate that sent his
death to him through the means of the
niece of the man he had helped
Old Middleham—and Loddonford—and

to rob. |

‘Anne’s face at the window! What did
they say about Anne ?—that she was not
dead. He was glad to hear that. It was
a relief to think that her self-destruction
could not be laid to him. And yet, what
could have become of her? How could
this fair young girl at his bedside be
associated with that villain Heath P—He
must know all !

The cordial came just in time, and re-
stored the consciousness which was fast
ebbing. As soon as Mr. Barton had ad-
ministered it he retired, and again left
Grace alone with the patient. *“Do you.
wish me to tell you more about Anne ?”
she said. “ Are you sure you are strong
enough to hear it P”

“Yes,” he muttered, “go on—let me
know all.”

“I told you that I was engaged to Mr.
Heath,” Grace continued. ‘At first, I
did not mention the fact to Anne, but
there was no necessity that I knew of for
keeping the matter secret, and I wrote to
inform her of it. She was then living in
the German home which we had made for
ourselves with my old aunt, but within a
week of my writing she appeared before
me in my London house. She told me
that my aunt, who had long been ill, was
in a dying state,"and desired particular]
to see me; and her pleadings had suc
effect on me, that I consented to return
with her to Germany. We started, but
when we were arrived at Brussels, she con-
fessed that she had been deceiving me, and
that the real object of her taking me away
from London was to break off my engage-
ment with George Heath, and place me
beyond his power.”

A sigh of relief broke from the old man,
and a smile played over his lips.

“She told me she had seen Mr. Heath,”
Grace continuned, ‘“and by some influence,
which was to me inexplicable, and about
which she would say nothing, she had in-
duced him to give up all claim to my hand
—nay, more, she showed me a letter in
which he voluntarily abandoned the en-

ement.”’

“Good girl !” murmured the old man;
“always brave—always true!”

“Yes,” said Grace; “I have come to
think since, that by that act Anne rendered
me the greatest possible service, and pre-
vented my life from becoming & burden
and a misery to me. But I did not think
80 then; I was utterly annoyed with what
I chose to comsider her interference with
my plans. She confessed that, during the
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time when she and you were together
sfter her leaving school, she had known
Mr. Heath, and been engaged to him, and
this knowledge rendered me dounbly angry.
I vainly endeavoured to hide my feelings,
bat it was impossible. Anne saw that I
was hurt and wounded, and a coldness
grew up between us which both felt was
unbearable. One morning she disappeared,
leaving behind her a letter informing me
that she could endure the existing state of
ings no longer, and that search for her
would be useless, as she had determined
henceforth to be alone in the world. From
that day to this, though I have taken
every ible means to learn her where-
abouts, I have heard nothing of her.”

Before she ceased speaking, Grace’s
voice was broken, and her cheeks were
wet with tears. The old man, too, was
strongly moved. Bending her ear close
towards him, Grace could catch the words,
“ My poor Anne! my brave girl!”

“Shall I call the doctor ?”’ said Grace,
looking with alarm at the change in his
face, over which an ashy grayness was
spreading.

“No,” he muttered, “not yet; listen to
me; I can tell you the secret of Anne’s in-
fluence over that villain, and where she
had the power of making him desist from
his plan. Anne—my poor Anne, is George
Heath’s wife.”

“ His wife ? ” repeated Grace, almost in-
articulately, her tongue and lips becoming
suddenly parched. ‘Anne married to

Heath? When was this brought
about ? 'Was it of her’own free will? Tell
me, I implore you.”

But the excitement of the news which
he had heard, combined with the effort of
speaking, had been too much for the old
man, and he lay back upon the pillow,
seemingly without the power of utterance.
Once or twice his lips parted and his
eyes opened, but the attempt to rouse him-
sef was ineffectual, and with a deep sigh
he swooned away.

Grace beckoned to Mr. Burton, who was
by her side in an instant. His glance at
her betrayed some astonishment at finding
her 8o much distressed, but his attention
was at once absorbed by the patient, to
whom he administered restoratives.

After a time the old man revived, and
seeing Grace still seated at his bedside,
made a further effort to speak to her.

But here Clement Burton intervened.

i “I must assert my authority now,” he

whispered, *“ my dear Miss Middleham, and

you must go away,” he said. * This poor
creature i8 in & most critical state, and
perfect repose is essential to him.”

“May I not ask him one question?”
said Grace.

“Not one,” said Mr. Barton. “If you
do not mind confiding it to me, I will

romise you that, should he at all be
in a fit state to reply, it shall be put to
him.”

“ I want to know two things from him,”
said Grace. “When was Anne Studley
married to George Heath, and where ?

“You may rely upon my asking him,”
said Mr. Burton. “I do not suggest that
you should come here to-morrow, as I
think these interviews are somewhat ex-
hansting to the poor man, but I will call at
your house and let you know the result.”

The news which Grace had heard affected

her very strongly ; the idea that Anne had
been married to George Heath had never
entered her mind. When her friend
had confessed she had been engaged to
Mr. Heath, Grace thought the explana-
tion of the circumstance was to be looked
for in the close business alliarce which, as
she had learned from Anne, existed between
Heath and Captain Studley. But it was
scarcely likely that Anne would have gone
the length of permitting herself to be
married, and thus bound down for life to
this man, unless something of vital im-
portance was dependent on the fulfilment
of the contract. Anne, herself, had more
than once allowed that her father was
utterly unscrupulous, and it was probable
that he would shrink very little where the
advancement of his own interest was con-
cerned. What could have prompted such
a step? Grace thought. However, she
wonls know the next day, when Clement
Burton came.
" Grace was, however, doomed to disap-
pointment. Mr. Burton arrived according
to promise, but from his first words she
learned that, for the present at least, she
was destined to remain in igmorance of
what she so much desired to know.

“I should have executed your com-
mission,” he said, “if I had had the
chance, but you will have to go to some
one else for your information. Poor old
Studley died last night, tranquilly and
without pain; but also without ever
having been sufficiently conscious, since
your departure, to understand anything
that might have been said to him.”

Grace Middleham was greatly distressed
at this news. Though she had pretty well

I
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known that the old man’s recovery was
impossible, it was yet a shock to her to
hear of his death. All chance of getting
any news of Anne was now as far from
her as ever, andhlshe must bear the b‘iitter
self-reproach which her wayward conduct
towm'ga her friend had imposed upon her,
without any opportunity for confessing
that she had at last learned to estimate
Anne’s devotion and self-sacrifice in their
proper light.

lement Burton had marked the tears
stealing down Grace’s cheeks, and was
moved, as most men would be, at such a
sight.

“I am afraid, Miss Middleham,” said
he, “that your not getting the information

ou sought for is of more importance than
it seems, and that you are really distressed
for want of it.”

With all her wealth and position, Grace
had no one throughout the whole of her
acquaintance ranking as a friend, and
there was something in Clement Burton’s
voice and manner which invited confidence.

“You are right, Mr. Burton,” said
Grace; “ the information which I hoped to
obtain from that poor dead man would
have been very valuable to me, for by it I
should probably have been enabled to
make amends for an error, and to make
restitution in a matter which has long
weighed on my conscience. As it is, I do
not know how to act.”

“If my advice, a8 a practical man of
the world not unaccustomed to facing diffi-
culties, would be of any use to you,” said
Clement, “ I need scarcely say it is heartily
at your service.”

He spoke with greater warmth and ear-
nestness than he had intended. The sight
of Grace in tears, and apparently in mental
distress, had touched him to the quick.
Hitherto, he had only known her in the
sunshine and heyday of her happiness;
and, even then, his interest in her had
been warm and eager. He had not the
remotest notion of avowing it, however, or
even of hinting at its existence; he knew
too well the difference between their for-
tanes, and he was far too independent and
self-reliant to give himself—to say nothing
of others—caunse for suspecting that he
was endeavouring to the handsome
heiress. But these tears had taken him
unawares, and he spoke more naturally
and less guardedly than he had heretofore.

“You are very good,” said Grace, look-

ing at him frankly. “I have need of an
adviser, and I do not know where I should
find one who would be not merely as sym-
thetic but as trustworthy as yourself.
ou must prepare yourself to listen to a
long and somewhat complicated story.”
ithout further preface, Grace com-
menced her narration. She told Mr.
Burton of her first making acquaintance
with Anne Studley, when they were quite
little children together, at Chapone House,
and of the affection which had sprung up
between them, and ripened and endured
until the day of saying farewell to the
Misses Griggs, and going on their s
rate errands into the world. Then Grace
alluded to the advertisement in the
Times, the sight of which brought her
from Bonn to Paris, and described her
meeting with Anne at the Hotel de
Lille. She did not disguise from Clement
Burton that Anne had given no expla-
nation of her life during the interval,
and it always seemed desirous that no
allusion should be made to it. Then
came the description of the days passed in
the German home, and of the admirable
manner in which Anne had assumed the
character of Waller, and had devoted her-
self to the invalid. The episode of Grace’s
London life was but lightly touched on;
but, knowing the necessity that her in-
tended adviser should be aware of all that
had happened, she dwelt upon the fact of
her engagement with Mr. Heath, thongh
admitting that the re which she ima-
gined to have for him could not stand
subsequent analysis. Then came the
story of Anne’s sudden arrival; of the
avowal made at Brussels ; and of the letter
found after her departure from Bonn.

“You will now see, Mr. Burton,” said
Grace, as she concluded, “the bearing of
the two questions which I asked you to
put to the poor old man who died last
night. It is most important that I should
know where Anne Studley is. Having
heard my story, can you suggest any means
likely to produce the information ? ”’

“ Why not repeat the Tocsin advertise-
ment in the Times P ”’ said Mr. Burton.

“ T have done so on several occasions,”
replied Grace, * within the last few months,
but all without effect.”

Mr. Burton was silent for a few moments,
deep in thought. Then his face lighted up
as he said, “I have it! Why not advertise at
once, and boldly, for George Heath’s wife?*’
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{ CHAPTER XI.

Ix how few cases would the power to
“see oursel’s as ithers see us” be other
than a very malevolent and wicked fairy-
like gift! And, perhaps, the discovery of
| the real reasons why our friends like us,

would not be the least mortifying part of
| the revelation.
| Nowy the Bodkins liked Miss Chubb.
§ But they did not like her for her manners,
g her knowledge of the usages of polite

society, her highly respectable clerical
| connections, or the little gummed-down
curls on her forehead; on all of which
| Miss Chubb prided herself.
H  Dr. Bodkin liked her principally because
she was an old acquaintance. It pleased
f him to see various people, and to do and
| eay various things daily, often for no better
reason than that he had seen the same
people, and done and said the same thin
yesterday, and throughout a long, back-
{ ward-reaching chain of yesterdays. Mrs.
| Bodkin liked her because she was good-
natured, and neither strong-minded nor
strong-willed enough to domineer over
her. Minnie liked her because she found
her msnlmn ities very amusing.

¢ Miss Chubb has the veriest rag-bag of
i a mind,” said Minnie, “and pulls out of

it, every now and then, unexpected scraps
of ignorance as other folks displa’y bits
of knowledge, in the oddest way|” She
could often endure to listen to Miss
Chubb’s chatter, when the talk of wiser
people irritated her nerves. And Minnie
would speak with Miss Chubb on many
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subjects more unreservedly than she did
with any other of her acquaintance.. ,
“ What Minnie Bodkin can find in that |
affected old maid, to have her so much '
with her when she is so reserved and }
stand-offish to—to quite superior persons, |
and nearer her own age, I am at a loss to |§

understand ! ” Violet McDougall would l

say, tossing her thin sﬁiral ringlets. And i
Rose, the bitterer of the two, would make
answer, raspingly: “Why, Miss Chubb |
toadies her, my dear. That's the secret.
Poor Minnie! Of course one wishes to
make every allowance for her afflicted ||
state; but there are limits. Miss Chubb |

is almost a fool, and that suits poor dear ,
i

Minnie’s domineering spirit.”

Unconscious of these and similar com- {
ments, Minnie and Miss Chubb continued |f
to be very good friends. (

There sat Miss Chubb in Dr. Bodkin's |
drawing-room one Saturday about noon; §

her round face beaming, and her fat fingers | ;
covered with huge old-fashioned rings, [
busily engaged in some bright-coloureg ~

worsted work. She had come early, an
was to have luncheon with Mrs. Bodkin |
and Minnie, and was a
the privilege, although she did her best to ¢
repress any ebullition of her good spirite,
and to assume the languishing air which
she chose to consider peculiarly genteel.
Minnie and Miss Chubb were alone.
Mrs. Bodkin was “busy.” Mrs. Bodkin [}
|
f
?

was nearly always “busy.” She super-
intended the machinery of her household
very effectively. But she was one of those
persons whose labours meet with scant
recognition. Dr. Bodkin had a vague }
idea that his wife liked to be fussing about
in kitchen and stores«room, and that she
did a great deal more than was n s
but, “then you see, it amused her.” He

T 333
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very much liked order, punctuality,
GOONOIRY)- andlﬁicookery; and sinoce
it “amused ” o supply him with
these,. the combinséiom was at onee for-

' tumate and satisfactory.

“My dear Minnie,” said Miss Chubb,
radsing-her eyes to the ceiling with a lan-
guishimg glance, which would have been
ive had it not been.invariably

ied by an odd weinkling up of
the xows, ¢ did you ever, in all your days,
hesr of anything so extraordinary as the
of those Methodist people at

on Sunday ? ”

¢ T¥ was strange.”

¢ Strange! Mydear love,it was amazing.
Bat it ought to be a matter of congratula-
tion to us all, to see Dissenters embracing
the canons of the Church! And the
Methodists, especially, are such dreadful
¥eople. I believe they think nothing of

oaming at the mouth, and going inte con-
vulsions, in the open chapel. I wonder if
those Maxfields felt anything of the kind
on Sunday ? It would have been a terrible
thing, my dear, if they had had to be eaxrried
out on stretchers, or anything of that sort.
‘What would Dr. Bodkin have said P”

“I don’t think there’s any fear of papa’s
sermons throwing anybedy into convul-
sions.”

“Of course not, my dear child. Pray
don’t imagine that 1 hinted at such a
thing. No, no; Dr. Bodkin is ever gen-
tlemanlike, ever soothing and composing,
in the pulpit. But people, you know, who
have been used to convulsions—they really
might not be able to leave them off all at
once. You may smile, my dear Minnie;
but I assure you that such things have
been known to become quite chroniec.
And, onoe a thin to be chronic——"

Migs Chubb left her sentence unfinished,
a8 she often did; but remained with an
expressive countenanoce, which suggested
horrible results from * things ” getting to
be chronis.

¢ It seems an odd caprice of Fate,” said
Minnie, who had been pursuing her own
reflections, *that, no soomer do I make
Rhoda Maxfield’s uaintance, for the
sole reason that she is a Methodist, than
she and her family turn into orthodox
church le.”

“People will say you converted her,
my dear.”

“] daresa

“ Now, Iy
them.”

“If you care to know, I think I can tell

they will, as it isn’t true.”
wonder who did convert

you that the real reason why Maxfield left
the Wesleyans, was a quarrel he had with
their . My maid Jane has a
brother who belongs te the society; smd
he gave her an accoun of the matter.”

“Dear, dear! You dom’t say so! Of
courge, the preacher is furious? Those
kind of Ranters are very violemt some-
times. 1 vemember, when I was quits &
girl, s man on a tub, who used to scream
ﬁ;ﬂu the most dreadful hl:g.gnago. So

80, that poor papa for our going
within nrsbotp:: hill)n.”

“No; Dawid Powell is not farious. 1
sm' told that he astonished some of the
more bigoted of his flock, by reminding
them that they ought to have charity
enough to believe that a man may worship
acoeptably in any Christian community.”

“Did he, really ?f Now, that pogitively
was ve per of the man, and very
right. 1'61111’&.19'o ight, indeed.”

“So that I think we may assume that
he is on the road to Heaven, Methodist
though he be.”

“Oh, Minnie ! ”

“Does that shock you, Miss Chubb ? ”

“Well, my dear, yes; it does, rather.
My family has been connected with the |
Church for generations. And—one doesn’t
like to hear Dr. Bodkin’s daughter talk of
being sure that a Dissenter is on the road
to Heaven.” .

Minnie Iay back on her sofa, and looked
at Miss Chubb complacently bending over
her knitting. Gradually the look of amused
scorn on Minnie’s face softened into me-
lancholy thoughtfulness. She wondered
how David Powell would have met such
an observation as Miss Chubb’s. He had
to deal with even narrower and more igno-
rant minds than hers. What method did
he take to touch them? To Minnie it all
seemed very hopeless, so long as men and |
women continued to be such as those she
saw around her. And yet this preacher
did move them very powerfully. If she
could but meet him face to face, and have
speech with him !

There was one person to whom she was
strongly impelled to detail her perplexities,
and to express her fluctnating feelings and
opinions on more momentous subjects than

e had ever yet spoken with him upon. |
But there were a hundred little counter
impulses pulling against this strong one,
and holding it in check.

Miss Chubb’s voice broke in upon her
meditations by uttering loudly the name
that was in Minnie's mind.

e -
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face from brow to chin. Miss Chubb’s

oyes were fixed on her knitting. When,

dﬁersnbortpmo,shem them to

seek some response, Minnie- was quite pale

oguin. She met Miss Chubb’s with

bright, steady eyes, a thought more wide
open than usual.

“I mean, my dear, » case of falling, or
having fallen, in love.”
i The white lids drooped a little over the

“ My dear, I think it's quite a case with
Mr. Dismond.”

Minnie’s heart gave a great bound ; and
thodup,bmmgblmhwlnnhwusomre
and meant so mruch with her, covered her

beautiful eyes,mdalook, partly of plea-
eure, partly of fluitered surprise, swept

+ over Minnie’s face, as the breeze sweeps
over s comn-field, feuchmg it with shifting

| lights and shadows.

“ What nonsense !” she said, in a little
‘ ﬂ uncertain voioe, unlike her usual clear
tones.

“Now, my dear Minnie, I must beg to
differ. I might give up my judgment to
ﬂ on & pomt of—of—" ( Chubb

itated a long time here, for she found

it extremely difficult to think of any sub-
ject on which she didn’t know best)—“on
a point of the dead languages, for instance.
But on this point I maintain that I have a
certain and coo-doyl. And I
- say that # is & case with Mr. Diamond
and lLittle BRhods—ab leagt on his side.
And of course she would be ready to jump
out of her skin for joy, only I don’t think
the idea has entered imto her head as
yet. How should i, in her station? Of
course——. But as to him—! I I
ever read a human countenance in my life,
he admires her—oh, over head and ears!
To see hnnshnngatharfrombehmd
your sofa when she sitse by Mrs. Erring-
ton——! No, no, my dear; depend upon
| it, I am correct. And I don’t know but
what it might do well, because,
although educated, Mr ismond is & man
of no birth. And the girl is pretty, and
will have all old Max’s swvings Bo that

»

Thus, and much more in the same dis-
jointed fashion, Miss Chubb.

Mimmie felt like one who is conscious
of having swallowed a deadly but slow
poison. For the present there is no pain;
only a horrible watchful apprehension of
the moment when the pain shall begin.

Some faculties of her mind seemed

curiously numb. But the active part of
it accepted the truth of what had been
ssid, unhesitatingly.

Miss Chubb p.usod ot last breathless.

“You look fagged, Minnie,” she said.

Haveltuvdyou? Mrs. Bodlkin will
scold me if I have.”

“No; you have mot tired me. But I
think Ivnll go and be quiet in my own
room. Tell mamma I don’t want any
lemeh. Please ring for Jane.”

Mrs. Bodkin came into the room in her
quick, noiseless . She had heard the
bell. Minnie reiterated her wish o be
wheeled into her own roam, and left quiet.
Bhe spoke briefly and peremptorily, and
her desire was promptly complied with.

“I never cross her, er talk to her much
when she is not foelmg well,” whis
Mrs. Bodkin to Miss Chubb thereby
checking a lively stream of suggeshom,
regrets, and inquiries which the spinster
was beginning to pour forth in her most
girlish manner.

“There, my darling,” said her mother,
pup.rin%ubo close the door of Minnie’s
room softly. “If any of the Baturday
people ceme I shall sa; you are not well

-da3.

enotigh to see them te-

17 eried Mmme, with sharp de-
cisiveness. “I wish to come imto the
drawing-room by and by. Don’t send
them away. It will be Algy’s last Satur-
day. I mean to come into the drawing-
mm.’)

CHAPTER XII.

Mmxs, during the hour's quist solitude
which was hers before the Saturday guests
began to arrive, got her thoughts into
gome clear order, and began to look things
in the face. She did not look far ahead ;

t hex attention fixed on that
m&kgut few hours might hold for
her. She pictured te herself what she
would say, and even how she would look.
Cost what it might, no trace of her real
feelings should appear. Her heart might
bleed, but none should see the wound.
She could not yet tell herself how deep
the hurt was. She would not look at it,
would not probe it. Not yet! That sheuld
be afterwards; perhaps in the long dim
hours of her sleepless night. Not yet!

She put on her panoply of pride, and
braced up her nerves to a pitch of strained
excitement. And then, after all, the effort
seemed to have been wasted ! There was no
fight to be fought, no struggle to be made.
The social atmosphere among her visitors
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that Saturday afternoon was as m:gldy
relaxing as the breath of a misty -
land landscape in autumn, and Minnie
felt her Spartan mood melting beneath it.

Whether it were due to the influence of
Dr. Bodkin’s presence (the doctor usually
spent the Saturday half-holiday in his
study, preparin, e mOrrow’s sermonm ;
or, it nq;ey be,gooeasionally reading the
newspaper, or even taking a nap)—or
whether it were the shadow of Algernon’s
approaching d , the fact was that
the little company appeared depressed, and
attuned to melancholy.

Rhoda Maxfield was not there. She
had privately told Algy that she could
not bear to be nt among his friends
on that lasfi Saturday. “ al:ly wilé bloi
saying ‘good-bye’ to you, —and al
thay;?g m?d thebYZirl, with quivering lip.
“And I know I should burst out cryin
before them all.” Whereupon Algy lmg
eagerly commended her prudent resolution
to stay at home.

No other of the accustomed frequenters
of the Bodkins’ drawing-room was absent.
The doctor’s was the only unusual presence
in the little assembly. He stood in his
favourite attitude on the hearth, and
surveyed the company as if they had been
a class called up for examination. Mr.
Di;mond sath:eside ::i[:m fodkin’a sofa,
and was, , & tho t more Ve
and silent];;:n psnsua.l. "8 e

Minnie lay with half-closed eyes on her
gofa, and felt almost ashamed of the
frond resolutions she had been making.

t seemed very natural to be silently
miserable. No one appeared o expect
her to be anything else. If she had even
begun to cry, as Miss Chubb did when
Algernon went to the piano and san,
“ Auld Lang Syne,” it would have excite
no wondering remark.

Pathos was not Algy’s forte in general,
but circumstances gave a resistless effect
to his song. The tears ran down Miss
Chubb’s cheeks, so copiously, as to imperil
the little ed curls that adorned her
face. Even the Reverend Peter Warlock,
who was a little jealous of ’s high
place in Miss Bodkin’s graces,
exhibited considerable feeling on this
occasion, and joined in the chorus ¢ For
au—auld la—ang syne, my friends,” with
his deep bass voice, which had a hollow
tone like the sound of the wind in the
belfry of St. Chad’s.

Here Mrs. Errington’s massive placidity
became useful. She broke the painful

pause which ensued upon the last note of
the song, by asking Dr. Bodkin, in a
sonorous voice, if he happened to be
scquainted with Lord Seely’s remarkably
brilliant pamphlet on the dog-tax.

“No,” replied the doctor, shaking his
head slowly and emphatically, as who
should say that he challenged society to
convict him of any such acquaintance.

It did not at all matter to Mrs. Erring-
ton whether he had or had not read the
pamphlet in question, the existence of
which, indeed, only come to her own
knowledge that morning, by the chance
inspection of an old newspaper, that had
been hunted out to wrap some of Algy's
belongings in. What the good lady had at
heart was the introduction of Lord Seely’s
name, in whose praise she forthwith began
a flowing discourse.

This brought Miss Chubb, figuratively
speaking, to her legs. She always a little
resented Mrs. Errington’s aristocratic pre-
tensions, and was accustomed to oppose teo
them the fashionable reminiscences of her
sole London season, which had been passed
in an outwardly smoke-blackened and in.
wardly time-tarnished house in Manches-
ter-square, whereof the npper floors had
been hired furnished for a term by the
Right Reverend the Bishop of Plumbunn.
And the bishop’s lady had ¢ chaperoned ”
Miss Chubb to such gaieties as seemed not
objectionable to the episcopal mind. As
the rose-scent of youth still clung to the
dry and faded memories of that time,
Miss Chubb always recurred to them with
pleasure.

Having first carefully wiped away her
tears by the method of pressing her hand-
kerchief to her eyes and cheeks as ome
presses blotting-paper to wet ink, so as not
to disturb the curls, Miss Chubb plunged,
with happy flexibility of mood, into the
midst of a rout at y Tubville’s, nor
paused until she had minutely described
five of the dresses worn on that occasion,
including her own and the bishopess’s,

from shoe to head-dress.

Mrs. Errington came in ponderously.
“Tubville? I don't know the name. It
isn’t in Debrett.”

“ And then the supper ! ” pursued Miss
Chubb, ignoring Debrett. “Such refine-

ment, together with such luxury—! It
was a banquet for Lucretius.”

“ What, what?” exclaimed the doctor
in his sharp, scholastic key. He had been
conversing in a low voice with Mr. War-
lock, but the Latin name canght his ear.
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“Iam speaking of a supper, Dr. Bodkin,
at the house of a leader (I:Fet:mg. 1 never
shall forget it. Although I didn't eat
much of it, to be sure. Just a sip of
champagne, and a taste of—of— What
do you call that delightful thing, with
the French name, that they give at ball
sappers ? Vo—vo— Whatisit?”

*“ Vol-au-vent? ” suggested Algy, at a
venture.

“Ah! vol-o-voo. Yes; you will excuse
my correcting you, Algernon, but that is
the French pronunciation. Just one taste
of vol-0-voo was all that I partook of; but
theelegance—theplate, the exotic bouquets,
and the absolute paraphernalia of wax-
lights ! It was a scene for young Romance
to gloat on!”

“ But what had Lucretius to do with
it?” persisted the doctor.

Miss Chubb looked up, and shook her
forefinger archly.

¢Now, Dr. Bodkin, I will not be cate-
chised; you can’t give me an imposition,
you know. And as to Lucretius, beyond
the fact that he was a Roman emperor,
who ate and drank a great deal, I honestly
m" that I know very little about

_This time the doctor was effectually
silenced. He stood with his eyes rolling
from Mr. Diamond to the curate, and from
the curate to Algy, as though mutely pro-
testing against the utterance of such things
under the very roof of the grammar school.
But he said not a syllable.

Mr. Diamond had looked at Minnie with
an amused smile, expecting to meet an
answering glance of amusement at Miss
Chubb’s speech. But the fringed eyelids
hung heavily over the beautiful dark eyes,
which were wont to meet his own with
such quick sympathy. Mr. Diamond felt
a little shock of disappointment. Without
giving himself much account of the matter,
he had come to consider Miss Bodkin and
himself as the only two persons in the
little coterie, who had an intellectual point
of view in common on many topics. The
circumstance that Miss Bodkin was a very
beautiful and interesting woman, certainly
added a flattering charm to this communion
of minds. He had almost grown to look
upon her attention and sympathy as thin
peculiarly his own—things to ywhich ﬁ:
had a right. And the unsmiling, listless
face which now met his gaze, gave him the
same blank feeling that we experience on
finding a well-known window accustomed
to present gay flowers to the passers-by,

all at once grown death-like with & down-
drawn ghastly blind.

Mr. Diamond looked at Minnie again,
and was struck with the expression of
suffering on her face. He knew she dis-
hkeltll being condoled with about her health;
80 he said gently, “I think Errington’s
departure is deprgssing us all. Even Miss
Bodkin looks dull.”

Minnie lifted her eyelids now, and her
wan look of suffering was rather enhanced
by the view of those bright, wistful eyes.

“I think Errington is an enviable
fellow,” continued Mr. Diamond.

“So do I. He is going away.”

“That's a hard saying for us, who are
to remain behind, Miss Bodkin! But I
meant—and I think you know that I meant
—he is enviable becanse he will be so
much regretted.”

“I don't know that he will be ‘so much’
regretted.”

¢ Surely: ‘Why, one fair lady has
even been shedding tears!”

“Qh, Miss Chubb? Yes; but that
proves very little. The good soul is always
overstocked with sentiment, and will use
any friend as a waste-pipe to get rid of her
superfluous emotion.”

“Well, I should have made no doubt
that you would be sorry, Miss Bodkin.”

“ gorry! Yes; Iam sorry. That is to
say, I shall miss Algernon. He is so
clever, and bright, and gay, and——dif-
ferent from all our Whitford mortals.
But for himself, I think one ought to be
glad. Papa says, and you say, and I say
myself, that his journey to London on snch
slender encouragement is a wild-goose
chase. But, after all, why not? Wild
geese must be better to chase than tame
ones.”

“Not so easy to catch, nor so well
worth the catching, though,” said Mr.
Diamond, smiling.

“I said nothing about catching. The
hunting is the sport. If a good fat goose
had been all that was wanted, Mr. Fil-
thorpe, of Bristol, offered him that; and
even, I believe, ready roasted. But——if
I were a man, I think I would rather hunt
down my wild goose for myself.”

“Yon had better not let Errington hear
your theory about the pleasures of wild-
goose hunting.”

¢ Because he is apt enough for the sport
already P”

“ N—not precisely. But he would take
advantage of your phrase to characterice
any hunting which it suited him to under-

l T
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take, and thus give an air of impulse and
romance to, perhaps, a very prosaic am-
bition, very deliberately pursued.”

“I wonder why——,” said Minnie, and
then stopped suddenly.

“Yes! You wonIer why 2"

“No, I wonder no longer. I think I
understand.”

¢ Miss Bodkin is pleased to be oracular,”
said Mr. Diamond, with a careless smile;
and then he moved away towards the
piano, where Mrs. Bodkin was playing a
quaint sonata of Clementi, and stood
listening with & composed, attentive face.
Nevertheless, he felt some curiosity about
the scope of Minnie’s unfinished sentence.

The sentence, if finished, would have run
thus: “I wonder why you are so hard on
Algernon!” But with the utterance of
the first words an explanation of Diamond’s
severe judgment darted into her mind.
Might he not have some feeling of jealousy
towards Algernon? (Miss Chubb’s words
were lighting up many things. Probably
the good little woman had never in her
life before said anything of such illumin-
ating power.) Yes; Diamond must be
jealous. Algernon had unrivalled oppor-
tunities of attracting pretty Rhoda’s at-
tention. Nay, had he not attrasted it
already ? Minnie recalled little words,
little looks, little blushes, which seemed to
¥oint to the real natnre of Rhoda’s feeling

or Algernon. Rhoda did not—no; she
surely did not—care for Matthew Diamond.
Minnie had a momentary elation of heart
a8 she thus assured herself, and at the
same time she felt an impulse of scorn for
the girl who could disregard the love of
such a man, as though it were a valueless
triffe. But, then, did Rhoda know ? did
Rhoda guess? And then Minnie, suddenly
checking her eager mental questioning in
mid-career, turned her fiery scorn against
herself for her pitiful weakness.

As she lay there so graeeful and out-
wardly tranquil, whilst the studied, ion-
less turns and phrases of old Clementi
trickled from the keys, she had hot fits of
raging wounded pride, and cold shudders
of deadly depression. The numb listless-
ness wl;ichhhadafshielded her at the begin-
ning of the afternoon had disappeared
during her short conversation with Dia-
mond. She was sensitive now to a thousand
stinging thoughts.

What a fool she had been! What a
poor, blind fool! She tried to remember
all the details of the past days. Did others
see what Miss Chubb had seen in Diamond’s

face? And had she—Minnie Bodkin, who
prided herself on her keen observation, her
cleverness, and her power of reading
motives—had she been the anly one to
miss this obvious fact? She been
deluding herself with the thought that
Matthew Diamond came and sat beside
her couch, and talked, and smiled for her
sake! Poor fool! Why, did not his fre-
uent visits date from the time when
oda’s visits had begun, too? It was
all clear enongh now; so clear, that the
self-delusion which had blinded her
seemed to have been little short of mad-
ness. ‘“Asif it were possible that a man
should waste his love on me !”’ she thought
bitterly.

At that moment she canght Mr. War-
lock’s eyes mournfully fixed mpon her.
His gaze irritated her unendurably. “ Am
I 80 pitiable a spectacle ?”’ she asked her-
self. “Is my gfly written on my face,
that that idiot stares at me in wonder and
compassion ?”’

Minnie gave him one of her haughti
and coldest glances, and then turned away
her head.

Poor Mr. Warlock! It must be owned
that there are strange, cruel pangs un-
justly inflicted and suffered in this world,

the most civilised persons.

The little g‘:rty broke up sooner than
usual. The dispirited tone with which it

had continued to the end. Alﬁmon
made his farewells to Miss Chubb, Mr.
Warlock, Mr. Diamond, and Dr. Bodkin.
But to Minnie he whispered, “I will run
in once more on Monday to say ‘good-bye’
to your mother and to you, if I may.”

e rest departed almost simultaneously.
Matthew Diamond lingered an instant at
the door of the drawing-room, to say to
Mrs. Bodkin, “I hope this is not to be the
last of our pl]egasant Sagurda.ys, although
we are loging Errington ?”

It was an unusual sort of speech from
the reserved, shy tutor, who carried his
roud dread of being thought officions or
intrusive to such a point, that Minnie was
wont to say, laughingly, that Mr. Diamond’s
m was haughtier than anyone else’s

Mrs. Bodkin smiled, well pleased.  Oh,
I hope not, indeed ! shemidliinherqnick,
low aocenta. *Minnie! Do you hear
what Mr. Diamond is saying P”

Minnie did not answer. She thought
how happy this wish of his to keep up
“our pleasant Saturdays’” would have
made her yesterday !
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EARLY EASTERN TRAVELLERS.
A TRAVELLED MOOR.

Loxes before General Othello discoursed
of “antres vast and deserts idle,” of the
‘ anthropophagi, and men whose heads do
grow beneath their shoulders,” the Arabs
had become celebrated for their long and
varied travels. To the Arab, the wander-
life, deemed by others a curse, wasa purely
natural state. To “ keep moving” was a
simple instinct. Long before the rise of
the erescent, the habits of the Arab had
been formed by the conditions of his
exigtence. In years of drought, the want
of water and drove the children
of Hagar to traverse the length and breadth
of the Arabian peni ; while a desire

for the productions of Syria and Irdk, |p

and a curiosity to visit the court of Ceesar,
or of Chosroes, impelled earavans and
soli individuals to wander far from
the arid land which gave them birth.
Islamism gave a fresh impulse to these
mative tendencies. The pilgrimage to
Meeca produeed yearly a vast crop of cara-
vans; which, setting out from Syris, Per-
sia, and the extremities of Mohammedan
Africa, met at the birthplace of the prophes.
These long journeys were rendered easy
by the remarkable temperance of the Arab
race, and Oriental hospitality also con-
tributed to smooth the road to Mecea;
while the fatalist dogma — profoundly
rooted in the Mussulmarn mind—induced
s thorough contempt for privation and
danger. Piety and profit thus aeted
sirongly on the masses; while persons of
mnde r enligdhtenment, slsudeni:sl of juris-
prudence and theology, eagerly turmed
their from lsogin and Morocco
towards the schools of Tunis and Cairo,
Damascus and Baghdad. The wide dif-
fusion of the Arab language aad of
Islam by the sword of the prophet
and his followers, afforded an additional
inducement to enlightened travellers to
extend their wanderings in the interest
of ing and seience—especially geo-
graphy. Kxchanging his native desert for
the more treacherous sea, and his #rusty
camel for a erazy eraft, the .A.ra.l;;::ser for
knowledge and gain, boldly ven upon
unknown waters, destined toremain forlong
centuries unfurrowed by European keels.
Records of these voyages extend as far
back as the ninth century of the Christian
era, and, allowance being made for a cer-
tain Oriental tendency to lonfg-windedness,
and a painful redundance of superstitious

trash about the miracles of Mohammedan
saints, the works of Arab travellers are
interesting enough. Intermingled with
pious ejaculations are many acute obser-
vations, and descriptions remarkable for
their accuracy. Beyond all question the
most noteworthy of these Oriental voyagers
is Ibn Batuta—a learned theologian of
Tangier. Within a few years of the
date at which Sir John deville set
out on his pilgrimage to Jerusalem, the
Tangerine started also on a devotional
journey. On a Thursday—the second of
the month of Redjeb in the year of the
Hegira 725 (14th June, A.p. 1825)—the
sheikh Abu-Abd-Allah, &ec., &c., generally
known as Ibn Batuta, forsook the city of
his birth, with the intention of meking a
ilgri to Mecca, and visiting the tomb
of the prophet. Aged twenty-two, and
skilled in the Arabic learning of his tims,
the Moor entertained a liberal notion of
the uses of a pilgrimage, and, accordingly,
saw the world very thoroughly. On his
direct way to Mecca and Medina he tra-
versed part of Morocco, Algeria, Tunis,
Tripoli, Egypt, and Arabia Petrea. Re-
maining in the East for several years, he
made many pilgrimages to Mecca, and
remained for nearly three years near that
focus of Islam. Af various times he ex-
plored the provinces of Arabis, Syris,
Persia, Irak, %[osopotamm, Zanzibar, Asia
Minoz, and the Kiptchak, or southern
Russia, then ruled over by the descendants
of Chinghiz Khan. He also made an ex-
cursion to Constantinople, and travelled
by an overland route through Bokhara,
Badakshan, and Afghanistan to the court
of the Sultan Mohammed Ibn Toghlouk, at
Delhi. Here he exercised the functions of
cadi for two years, and was afterwards
intrusted with a mission to the Emperor
of China. Making his way to Calicut,
then the great emgorium of commerce
between India and other countries of Asis,
he found that the junk on which his slaves
and other effects were embarked had
already set sail; and he accordingly went
to the Maldive islands, where he adminis-
tered justice for about a year and & half.
He then recommenced his travels, visited
Ceylon, the Indian Archipelago, and a
pert of China—and, finally, after a truly
Oriental grand tour which occupied the
twenty-four years between 1325 and
1340—returned to his native country.
Like those modern tourill;ts, v!hoze Wiiixmt
inquiry, on arriving anywhere, 18, en
do%sm':lyle next tm%ve 7 he had hardly
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reached home when he started anew for
the Mussulman kingdom of Granada, in
1351 set out from Fez on a journey through
Soudan, and returned in 1354, having seen
the two capitals of Soudan, Melly and
Timbuctoo. Ibn Batuta was thus the earliest
traveller into the interior of Africa who
has left any record of his observations.

While engaged on his first pilgrimages
to Mecca, the youthful divine met with
few adventures of a stirring character;
and the early part of his book is an
example of more than common Oriental
prosiness. I am aware that a small—a
very small—halo of romance still clings
to the East, but am well assured that
much of this is due to the Arabian Nights’
Entertainments; a book which may have
been extracted from Oriental sources by a
Frenchman, but to which no Arab ever

ut his prosy paw. If the quick-witted
g‘rank really picked up the backbone of
his admirably told tales from Arabian
sources, all I can say is, I pity him
sincerely, and thank him more than
ever for his charming version. No
Arab could possibly have told a sfpr{,
even with the bowstring round his neck,
in the clear, simple style of the Arabian
Nights. The most commonplace narra-
tive must needs be interlarded with
pious ejaculations, ridiculous saints and
miracles, poetry of the Catnach school, and
indescribable twaddle and tedium of all
kinds~—compared with which the humblest
%enny-a-lining is graphic and brilliant.

enjamin of Tudela is sadly deficient
in literary ability: but the Jew has an
immense advantage over the Mohammedan,
owing to his freedom from superstition,
while it is almost impossible to get Ibn
Batuta past a town without being wearied
with miracles, and made semi-idiotic with
the so-called poetry of the East.

This furiously devout traveller often
went far ount ofy his way to visit sheikhs
of peculiar sanctity.

At Damietta he hunted up a celebrated
sheikh of the Kalenders, wﬁo shave their
chins and eyebrows. The account given
of the origin of this custom is curious.
The sheikh, it appears, was an exceed-
ingly well-made and handsome man—
a great inconvenience to a pious ancho-
rite, for one of the women of Sawah
presently fell in love with him. Being
severely smitten, the lady proceeded to
persecute the worthy sheikh, and to render
life & burden to him. She was perpetually
sending messages to him, lying in wait to

meet him in the street, and otherwise
setting her turban at him; but the sheikh
was not moved by these blandishments,
and resisted all her advances like a stoic.
At last the lady became weary of laying
siege to the handsome sheikh, and not
having read Virgil, was of course unaware
that she ought to have hated the scorner
of her charms. She loved on hopelessly,
till she took counsel with an aged
female, and laid a little plot. One morn-
ing, as the sheikh was on his way to
the mosque, he was stopped by an old
woman bearing a sealed letter in her hand.
As the sheikh passed by her she said,
“ Master, can you read ?”’ “Yes,” replied
he. Then said the old woman, ‘Behold
this letter has been sent to me by my son;
I wish you would read it for me.” And
he answered, “I will.” But when she
had opened the letter, she said, * Master,
my son has a wife, who is in yonder
house; might I pray you to be good
enough to read the letter in the portico,
between the two doors, so that may
hear.” To this arrangement the obliging
sheikh assented; but, when he had got
through the first door, the old woman
closed it, and the young lady who loved
him came out with a troop of
slaves. The sheikh was seized upon,
and carried into an inner apartment,
where the lady declared her intention of
marrying him forthwith. The holy man
tried to escape matrimony with an inge-
nuity and perseverance which reflect
infinite honour upon his memory, but the
damsel would not be denied. Finding
there was no hope of escape, the sheikh
said, “If it must be so, ’tis well. I will
marry you at once ; but, while the wed-
ding-feast is preparing, allow me to retire
to a sleeping room, that I may say my
prayers and attire myself as a bride-
groom.” The lady granting this reasonable
request, he retired, taking with him some
water for his ablutions, and, so soon as he
was alone, drew forth a razor which he
bad with him, and shaved off his beard
and both his eyebrows. Presenting him-
self thus to his ardent bride, he was
received exactly as he expected and
wished. The lady was utterly disgusted
with him, and, detesting both his person
and his deed, ordered her servants to
drive him out of the house. Having, by
his heroism, escaped wedlock, this bright
example to bachelors ever after preserved
the same appearance; and every one of
his sect also submitted to the shaving oft
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of his beard and eyebrows. The name of
this great man, which should be written in
letters of gold, was Jamil Oddin El Sawi.

Going on to Cairo, Ibn Batuta visited
the Minyet of Ibn Khasib, and, after his
manner, stops to tell a story about it, the
point of which appears to be that a poet
was once known to refuse the gift of a
large ruby. It is pleasing, however, to
hear that he was ultimately prevailed
upon to accept it, and then walkef:etmight
off to the jewel dealers to sell it. These
acute persons, knowing the man to be a
poet, declared that he could not have come
honestly by so large a stone, and hauled
him before the sultan, a proceeding which
caused Khasib, the giver of the ruby, to
be restored to high honours.

It is not until the Moor gets to Mecca
and Medinah, that he becomes really
tedious, but among the holy places he 1s
downright unbearable. He is more cheer-
ful at Damascus, where he indulges in
many postical quotations. At Constanti-
nople, he was dreadfully shocked to see
that the Queen of the Bulgarians, when on
8 vigit to her father, the Greek Emperor,
gave evidence of backsliding from Islamism
by eating the flesh of swine. Hence he
journeyed to Serai on the Volga, and
thence across the desert to Khaurism
(Khiva), then the centre of a powerful
state. Praising the melons of Khiva, and
dallying a while at Bokhara, our sheikh
pursued his way through Afghanistan and
the Punjab to Delhi.

Like most Orientals, and many western
mle, our Arab wanderer mingled

tion and superstition with a keen
love of juggling, whereof he narrates
many wondrous particulars. He was
much impressed with the feats of the
Indian Jogis—a peculiar race of con-
juring fanatics. He describes them as
living sometimes in a  cave underground
for a whole year, without eating or
drinking;” bat puts the saving clause “I
heard,” before this powerful statement.
Next he comes to wg.:t he actually saw
for himself. “1I saw, too, in the city of
Sanjarur, one of the Moslems, who had
been taught by them, and who had set up
for himself a lofty cell, like an obelisk.
Upon the top of this he stood for five-and-
twenty days, during which time he neither
ate nor drank. In this situation I left
him, nor do I know how long he continued
there after I had left the place. People
say that they mix certain seeds, one of
which is destined for a certain number of

days or months, and that they stand in need
of no other support during all this time.”

While filling the post of cadi, the
Moor had abundant opportunities for
observing these Jogis, who were credited
with extraordinary power, especially for
evil. “Some of them will kill a man
with & look: but this is most fre-
quently done by the women. The woman
who can do so, is called a Goftar. It
happened, when I was judge of Delhi,
and the emperor was mpon ome of his
journeys, that a famine took place. On
this occasion, the emperor ordered that
the poor shounld be divided among the
nobles for support, until the famine shounld
cease. My portion, as affixed by the vizier,
amounted to five hundred. These I
sustained in a house which I built for the
purpose. On a certain day during this
time, a number of them came to me,
bringing a woman with them, who, as
they said, was & Goftir, and had killed a
child which happened to be near her. I
sent her, however, to the vizier, who
ordered four large vessels to be filled with
water, and tied to her. She was then
thrown into the river Jumna. She did
not sink in the water, but remained un-
hurt, so they knew that she was a Goftar.
But if she had sunk, they would have
taken her out of the water, knowing her
to be innocent. And the vizier ordered
her to be burnt, which was done.”

The vizier, like another well-known
historical personage, evidently tried to
please the public—a proceeding to which
our worthy Tangerine would not descend.
This excellent man, when not at his devo-
tions, or occupying the judgment-seat,
was much with the Emperor Mohammed
Toghlouk, who, on one occasion, treated
him to a sight of the Jogis’s juggling.
“ Then came two of these, wrapped up in
cloaks, with their heads covered (for they
take out all their hairs with powder). The
emperor caressed them and said, pointing
to me, ¢ This is an illustrious stranger from
afar off. Show him what he has never yet
seen.’ They said, ¢ We will.' One of them
then crouched down and presently raised
himself from the earth, still retainiog the
posture of a man stooping down, until he
floated in the air above our heads.”

This was a little too much for Ibn
Batuta, and he was so astonished and
terrified that he *fainted and fell to the
earth,” whereat the emperor ordered him
“gome medicine which he had with him.”

“ Upon taking this, I recovered and sat
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up, the ecrouched-up man still remaining
in the air just as he had been. His com-
penion then took a sandal belonging to
one of those who had come out with him,
and struck it upon the ground as if he
had been angry. The sandal then agcended
until it was above the neck of the man in
the air. It then began to strike him on
the nape of the neck, while, little by little,
he came down to the ground, and, at last,
rested in the place he had left. The
emperor then told me that the man who
doubled himself up imto a cubic form was
a disciple to the owner of the sandal, ‘and,’
continued he, ‘had I not feared for thy
reason, I should have ordered them to shew
thee greater things than these.’ From this,
however, I took a palpitation at the heart,
until the emperor ordered me a medicine
which restored me.”

During his visit to Khansa (the Kinsay
of Polo—Hangchaufu) Ibn Batuta was
present at a great entertainment, at which
Jugglers were introduced at the conclu-
sion of the repast, and our Moor’s de-
scription of the marvels that ensued may
be commended to the careful considera-
tion of the ingenious Dr. Lynn, and the
equally astute Mr. Maskelyne. * That
same night, a juggler, who was one of
the Khan’s slaves, made his appearance,
and the Amir said to him, ‘(gome and
show us some of your marvels.” U
this he took a wooden ball with several
holes in it, through which long thongs
were passed, and laying hold of ome of
these, slung it into the air. It went so
high that we loat sight of it altogether.
(It was the hottest season of the year, and
we were outside, in the middle of the
palace court.) There now remained only
8 little of the end of a thong in the
conjuror’s hand, and he desired one of the
boys who assisted him to lay hold of it
and mount. He did so, climbing by the
thong, and we lost sight of him also.” The
corjuror then called to him three times,
but getting no answer, he snatched up a
knife, as if in a great rage, laid hold of
the thong, and disappeared also! By and
by he threw down one of the boy’s hands,
then a foot, then the other hand, and then
the other foot, then the trunk, and last of
all the head! Then he came down him-
self, all puffing and panting, and with his
clothes all bloody, kissed the ground
before the Amir, and said something to
him in Chinese. The Amir gave some
order in reply, and our friend then took
the lad’s limbs, 1aid them together in their

places, and gave a kick—when the boy got
up and stood beforeus! All this astonished
me beyond measure, and I had an attack
of palpitation, like that whkich overcame
me once before, in the presence of the
Sultan of India, when he showed me some-
thing of the same kind. They gave me a
cordial, however, which cured the attack.
The cadi Afkharnddin was next to me,
and said, ‘Wallah! ’tis my opinion there
has been neither going up nor coming
down, neither marring nor mending, 'tis
all jugglery!’”

Let us compare with this, which Ibn
Batuta the Moor says he saw at Hangchau
in China, in 1348, the account given by
Edward Melton—an English sentlemn,
who wrote his “Zee-en-Land-Reizen,”
in low Datch—of the performances of a
Chinese troop of jugglers, which he wit-
nessed at Batavia, in December, 1676.
What gives this account an extraordinary
circumstantiality, is that Melton’s book,
profusely adorned with plates, has a
remarkable one, in which the Chinamen
aforesaid are depicted ing the
¢ perche,” well known in London streets;
the famous basket-murder trick, known
for ages in India, and recently per-
formed in Europe; and the wonderful
trick which Melton, after mgiving a vivid
account of the basket-murder trick, pro-
oeeds to describe thus: ‘“But now Iam
going to relate a thing which surpasses
all belief, and which I should scarcely
venture to insert here, had it not been
witnessed by thousands before my own
eyes. One of the same gang took a ball
of cord, and grasping one end of. the cord
in his hand, slung the other up into the
air with such force that its extremity was
beyond reach of our sight. He then im-
mediately climbed up the cord with
indescribable swiftness, and got so high
that we could no longer see him. I stood
full of astonishment, not conceiving what
was to come of this; when lo! a leg came
tumbling down out of the air. One of the
conjuring company instantly snatched it
up, and threw it into the basket whereof
I have formerly spoken. , A moment Iater
a hand came down, and immediately on-
that another leg. And in short all the
members of the body ceme thus suc-
ocessively tumbling from the air, and were
cast together into the basket. The last
fragment 3f all that we saw tumble down
was the head, and no sooner had that
touched the ground, than he who had
snateched up all the limbs and put them
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in the basket, turned them all out again
-turvy. Then straightway we saw|
with these eyes 311 t%ose flimbs c;aelp
together again, and in short form a whole
™an, wh:g:t once could stand and go
just as before, without showing the least
. Never in my life was I so as-
tonished as when I beheld this wonder-
ful performance, and I doubted now no
longer that these misguided men did it by
the help of the devil.”

In plate ﬂlistrahng] this s;m
ordinary passage, the juggler is shown,
firstly, throwing up the ball of rope;
secondly, climbing up a rope, the superior
end of which disa in the clouds;
and, thirdly, in the act of coming down
b; instalments, which his confederate is

cking up and putting into a basket.
g‘lhere can, therefore, be no ible doubt
a8 to the exact meaning of the Anglo-

Dautch voyager.

It i8 curious to find a similar story in
the Memoirs of the Emperor Jehangire.
Seven jugglers, from Bengal, exhibited
before his majesty. “ After performing the
feat of cutting a man to pieces, scattering
the limbs over the floor, covering them
with a sheet, and tNen bringing him out
safe and sound, they produced a chain of
fifty cubits in length, and, in my pre-
sence, threw one end of it towards the
sky, where it remained, as if fastened to
something in the air. A dog was then
brought forward, and, being p at the
lower end of the chain, immediately ran
up, and, reaching the other end, immedi-
ately disappeared in the air. In the same
mammer a hog, a panther, a lion, and a
tiger were successively sent up the chain,
and all equally disappeared at the upper
end of the chain. At last they took down
the chain, and put it into a bag; no one
ever discovering in what way the different
animals were made to vanish into the air in
the m; ious manner above described.”

The varieties of this vanishing trick
impress the reader with the truthfulness
of the several narratives. Although one
describes a leather thong, another a rope,
and the third a cha.in,lﬁl that the
Ine was hooked on to the sky. Modern
visitors to juggling séances are well aware,
from the experience of Pepper’s ghost,
that almost any kind of illusion eu.? bg
produced on a stage, or in angenclose
Igoe, by skilfully-arranged mirrors; but
all the accounts cited agree in this Chinese
feat being performed in the open air.

Edward Melton draws a large, open square,

or market-place, surrounded by shops and
filled with a crowd of people, who are stand-
ing all round the jugglers—a liberty by no
means permitted by modern professors.
Nothinsmis more strange to a modern
traveller than to find that the wandering
Moor—who had penetrated into many far
countries, from Timbuctoo to Tartary, and
from B to Bengal; had stood on
Gibraltar, and exulted that the position of
the crescent there was the keenest thorn
in the side of tho infidel ; had served in
India both as ]udﬁe and soldier, from
the shores of the Hindoo Koosh to the
Coral Islands, which lie under the equator ;
had eaten the water-melons of Khiva, and
the grapes of Malaga ; drunk koumiss with
the Tartars of the Kiptchak, and samshu’d
with the Chinese, shonuld have been a
highly -domesticated person —a much
married man. He was always sot i
married, and certainly possessed one
great virtue in a husband, the art of
tackling his wives’ relations. On his first
journey he had gone no farther than from
angier to Tripoli when he got married,
so far as he tells us, for the first time.
No soomer had he rejoined the caravan
than he had a first-rate “row ” with his
father-in-law, separated from his wife, and
married another girl—the daughter of &
talib of Fez. He celebrated this event by
a great banquet, to which he invited the
whole caravan for the space of a day. At
Delhi the sheikh had the misfortune to
lose a daughter, and was much comforted
by the splendid ceremonies decreed on
that occasion, and the kindness shown by
the emperor’s mother to that Mrs. Batuta
who was the mother of the child. I say
this advisedly, as, in his chapter on the
Maldive islands, he refers to & king of
Malabar as having “married a sister to
one of my wives when I lived at Delhi.”
Residing at the Maldives for the space of
a year and a half, he not only accumulated
a choice collection of Mahratta, Coromandel,
and other female slaves — notably one
Gulistin (the flower-bed), a Mahrattese—
but four regular legitimate wives. It
seems that he was “run after” by the
managing fathers of the country. He
began by proposing to marry the daughter
of one vizier, but the grand vizier refused
his permission, a8 he wanted our Moor for
his own daughter, for whom Ibn Batuta
had no liking, “for she was unlucky.
Two persons had already been betrothed
to her and died.” Like a prudent manhe
tried to *bolt™ altogether, but the Mal-
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divians would not hear of it, and promised
him the girl of (part of) his heart. At
the last minute the lady sent to say she
was ill, whereat the grand vizier took
the Moor apart and said, His daughter
evidently dislikes the marriage, and she is
mistress of her own actions. But here are
the people all gathered together. Some-
thing must be done. You must
somebody. Will you marry the mother-
in-law of the Sultana, widow of the father
of my son’s wife? ” This was settled at
once, the Mussulman profession of faith
read, and the dowry paid over. “A few
days after, my wife was handed over to
me, and proved one of the best women that
ever lived. So excellently good was she,
that, when I was her husband, she anointed
me with sweet ungnents and perfumed my
garments, laughing sweetly all the while.”

As cadi—an office to which he was
appointed in consequence of this mar-
riage—he undertook to enforce (by whip)
& doe observance of the laws relating to
marriage and divorce, and tried to thrash
the men into devotion and the women into
clothing themselves decently. In the latter
attempt he broke down completely. Mean-
while he married the danghter of another
vizier, descended from a sultan, and a
third, a widow of a sultan, and built
three houses for these ladies in the gar-
den the vizier had given unto him. “As
for my fourth wife, the daughter-in-law
of the Vizier Abd Allab, she lived in her
own house, and was the wife whom of all I
cherished the most.” These royal alliances
made our friend too powerful to be en-
dured by the Maldivian authorities, who
got rid of him, and allowed him with great
difficulty to take two of his wives away
with him (for, by law, no man could take
away & Maldivienne), and one of these
was compelled to sacrifice her property.
However, she was taken ill, and was left
behind, after all; and the other wife was
handed over to her father in the Moluccas.
In those beautiful islands the redoubtable
Moor married two more wives, an indis-
putable proof of the naturally domestic
habitas of this celebrated wanderer.

THE STORY OF OWEN GORTON.
IN SIX CHAPTERS. CHAPTER IIL

AxD here let me state that I am moved

to write this record by two considerations.

In the first place, I am anxious that the

world should possess my own account of

the very grave events which have attached

to my name a most painful notoriety.
 Secondly, I cherish a hope, that the act
of deliberately setting forth this narrative
may tend to my own clearer apprehension
of much that is at present involved ina
strange obscurity. By uncoiling, as it
were, and examining as carefally as I
can, the chain of circumstances entangling
me, I trust I may be able at any rate to
note such of its links as are defective or
insecure. For I may freely state there are,
even now, passages in the story of my
adventures and sufferings which are to me
most unaccountable and mysterious.

I apEeued before the magistrate upon
some three or four occasions, and I was
also brought before the coronmer’s jury,
who returned inst me a verdict of
“Wilfal murder.” Upon almost the same
evidence the magistrate in Bow-street
duly committed me, to take my trial at
the approaching sessions of the Central
Criminal Court.

I will not dwell upon these preliminary
proceedings. That they were to me weari-
some and painful beyond measure I need
hardly state. There was much repetition
of evidence; but new witnesses appeared
upon each occasion, strengthening, after a
manner that was to me most inexplicable,
the proofs of my guilt. There was great
public excitement. The newspapers were
full of details concerning the Chalk Farm
Tragedy, as it was called. I conld see that
artists were hard at work taking sketches
of me as I stood at the prisoners’ bar in
the police court. Upon my passage to
and El?om the court, I was greeted by the
bystanders with fierce yells and menaoces.

he world had quite decided that I was the
maurderer of James Thorpe. I could read
this judgment in the eyes of all who came
near me. They regarded me as doomed to
death at the earliest possible opportunity.

I was supported by a sense of my own
perfect innocence. And more ; there now
came to me a feeling of apathy that I find
it difficult to account for. I was, in truth,
indifferent to the consequences attendant
upon my position. A sgnsation of numb-
ness had stolen over my faculties. I was
content that men should do with me what
they listed. They might evenm, if the{
would have it so, put me to death.
had scarcely patience mow to listen to
the witnesses appearing in court against
me, and®fortifying, little by little, but
very surely, the proof of my guilt. I
preferred to think of other things; to in-
dulge in day dreams; to busy myself with

—
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recollections of the books I had been
studying just before my arrest. And then,
sometimes, I must confess, it happened
that I could not, even when I tried my
utmost, bring myself to understand what
was passing. It was as though a half-
veiled vision was before me. I could see
but indifferently. Sounds struck upon my
ear, but in & muffled kind of way; and then
an extravagant but irresistible conviction
oocupied me, that what I saw and heard
did not in truth concern me, but some
other one, a stranger to me in every
respect, whose fate, whatever it might be,
was no sort of affair of mine.

Something—with a view to the informa-
tion of the reader—it behoves me to relate
ooncerning myself and my earlier days. I
promise to be as brief as Imay. In truth,
the interests me very little.

y life had been a failure; I was well
assured of the fact. To every man, I
think, there comes a time when he feels
constrained to take account of himself
and his doings; to note his advance
upon the journey of life; to look back
npor;t!.he mrgll ln:ﬁ:m !;nvelled.s The
result is generally pointing. Success
is for the few; failnrg forttlgg many. I
had so appraised my experiences, and was
convinced of the result. I had failed
beyond all question.

Still my discomfiture did not involve
serious consequences. The question of
subsistence, at any rate, was not affected
by my failure. I was in receipt of an in-

dent income—small but secure. I
could not live luxuriously, but food and
raiment were mine surely enough.

I had been called to the bar, and made
considerable study of the law. It inte-
rested me, and I regarded my profession,
at one time, almost with affection. Yet
suddenly I found myself turning from
it with loathing. This was due, in part,
to the discovery of my unfitness to act as
an advocate, owing to a constitutional
nervousness I have never been able to over-
come. I was deficient in presence of mind,
in alertness of intellect and speech. I was
too sensitive—too readily abashed. An
unexpected obstacle in my path—a pert
answer from a witness, a word of disap-

val from a judge, or a flippant remark
gr:m a fellow-barrister—discomposed me
peinfully. A strange tremulounsness seized
me; my colour rose; the blood stemed to
rush to my head. I lost command of my
temper; the power of distinct utterance
departed from me. My retirement from

active practice became unavoidable. And
then 1 persuaded myself that the law,
after all, was but a web of fraud and
chicanery, especially contrived for the
escape of the guilty and the punishment
of the innocent—an odious imposture far
removed from the sympathies of the right-
minded; worthier, indeed, of their scorn
and repudiation.

To another matter I must also refer,
though I may not—I cannot—dwell upon
it. I was an unsuccessful lover. I wish
to express myself with all moderation and
forbearance upon this head. But I was
unfairly used; I was trifled with, duped,
betrayed. I bring no ¢ inst her
Iloved. Iam content to hold her blame-
less of all but the light fanlt—in one so
young, and fair, and inexperienced — of
indecision, of ignorance of the real state
of her feelings towards me. Her name
there is no need for me to reveal. She
became the wife of James Thorpe.

He had professed himself my intimate
comrade and friend. He well knew—he
was the confidant of—the story of my love.
He was profuse in his offers of service; in
his expressions of anxiety for my happi-
ness. ﬁeantime, he plsym{ a traitor’'s part;
he becams, in secret, my rival. By his
arts the affection, that once seemed mine,
was withdrawn from me. My love was
disregarded—my suit was rejected. A
trivial di t was made the excuse
for a life-long separation. Fault was found
with my temper—with what was called
the eccentricity of my ways and views of
life. This was but a pretext invented by
Thorpe for parting me from her I loved.

She became his wife. The marriage, as
I have heard, was far from a happy one;.
but of this I cannot speak with certainty.
Rumour reached me, however, that Thorpé
proved a harsh, exacting, and yet a negli-
gent husband. Her health failed her; her
beauty faded. She felt acutely the misery
of herlife. She died, three years after her
marriage, bringing into the world a still-
born child.

This had happened long since. I never
saw her after her iage. It seemed to
be agreed between us, that thenceforward
we were to be as strangers to each other.
Nor did I hold any sort of communion
with Thorpe. Now and then I may have
met him by chance; but no word passed
between us on those occasions. I knew
that he lived in the neighbourhood of
Chalk Farm, though I am now at a loss to
state how I came to be possessed of that

0.
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scrap of information, unless it was that I
first learnt this from the announcement in
the newspapers of the death of his wife.

I do not attempt to deny, that the perfidy
of which I had been the victim wounded
and angered me extremely. Against her
I cherished no ill-feeling. I regarded her
with pity—with compassion—with dee
regret—always most tenderly. I did a
I could to find excuses for her—to con-
strain myself to think as lightly as T might
of the wrong she had done me. No doubt
my faith in her had suffered grievous
wreck, and with it had gone under and
ge;ished my faith in humankind. For

orpe—I loathed him; I viewed him
with the bitterest scorn. He was to me
the most despicable of men. All ties
between us were severed at a blow. We
had been schoolboys together; constant
companions ; the closest of friends in after
life. But now we were the bitterest foes.
There could be no terms between us. Upon
the ruins of betrayed friendship we stood,
severed by hatred the most implacable. I
was to him a miserable dupe. He was to
me a liar, a trickster, a thief. I could not
speak, I could not think of him with com-
mon patience. The mention of his name
even incensed me almost to frenzy. I
avoided, as much as I could, every chance
of meeting him. I even prayed that we
might never meet again.

Bat this, let it be understood, was inthe
first fever of my grief and wrath.
my state of wild excitement endured for a
considerable period. But_I could not but
yield to the healing influence of time. The
years passed ; I grew old ; my hair became
streaked with grey; the lines deepened in
my face. My great trouble seemed now a
thing of long ago. My wound had healed.
She had died, poor child. My passion
might well be interred with her — be
stilled for ever in her grave. For Thorpe
—well, I hated him still ; but out of con-
firmed habit that I could not rid myself
of, rather than for any more vital reason.
My anger inst him was not dead,
perhaps, but it slept very soundly; it had
slept for a long time. Onoe it had stirred
and arisen, when, by some chance, rumours
reached me that he had behaved il to
his wife ; undervalued her; neglected her;
treated her even with more active cruelty.
But, again, a sense of rest returned to me
when I learned that she had passed for
ever out of his reach; I could be grieved
no more by word, or look, or deed, or
thought of his.

And then T had sought and found solace
and forgetfulness in close study. I lived
a life of seclusion, surrounded by books—
friends that cannot betray, that never fail.
I was ignored in the present. I looked
for recognition at the hands of posterity.
I designed to leave behind me a work that
should, at least, meet with applause at the
hands of the thonghtful and studioms. I
contemplated the expansion and elabora-
tion of this work, so that it might really
constitute a monument of my industry and
learning. I had resolved that I would not
always, nor should the world either, judge
my life to be in truth the arrant failure it
had seemed to be.

CHAPTBR IV,

TaAT it was acute pain to be torn from
the labour I loved, from the privacy and
solitude that were as necessaries of exist-
ence to me; to be thrust into the glare of
publicity ; and to be ¢! with a erime
of & most dreadful natnre, I need
say. But I have not yet done justice to the
violence that was in this way inflicted upon
my method of life. The reader has yet to
be informed of the -condition of complete
isolation in which I lived. No doubt I
had carried to excess my love of study and
seclusion. I passed daysand :&ghts at m
desk, reading, writing, or ecting.
rarely quitted my chambers. ‘When it
seemed to me that I stood in need of fresh
air, I sought and found it, wsnally at night,
on the roof of the house. At intervals,
however, I treated myself to a few hours’
holiday at some pleasant and retired spot |
on the outskirts of London. It was only “
upon these occasions that I found the
faculty of speech of service to me; but T
made the fewest words possible serve my
tarn. At home I never spoke. Such in-
structions as I required to give my house-
keeper I wrote npon a shte,fmgingin the |
lobby of my chambers. She communi- |
cated with me in the same way. For
months together I mever saw her. Bhe
appeared to understand my whim in this

and took pains to consider and
humonur it, avoiding my presence as much
as possible. She placed meals ready
for me in a small room used only for that
purpose ; this done, she quitted ‘the apart-
ment, returning to it only when I had |
vacated it. I did mot need her presence
or attendance, and I had taken osre to
reduce my daily wants to a minimum. I |
ate sparingly of very simple food, and |
drank water only. I received no visits. |
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My door was fast closed against chance
callers. Friends I had none. After my
experiences, the very name of friendship
was odious to me. I had resolved upon
leading a life of complete severance from
the world. I had no one to please but my-
self. Why should I not please myself in
this matter ?

But the system of life I had adopted,
however suited to my individual tastes, no
doubt placed me at a considerable disad-
vantage now that action was demanded of
me; now that I seemed to be an object of
sttack ; and that it behoved me to resist, as
strenuously as I could, what really looked
like a conspiracy to overwhelm and destroy

me. T can well understand that my aspect,
| as I stood in court, was somewhat eccentric,
and, with my manner, conveyed an air of
bewilderment, amazement, and distress,
even in excess of the truth.

It was probably from some well-inten-
tioned jailor or constable that I received
advice to place myself in communication
with friends, and secure the services
of a solicitor. As I have already stated, I
had no friends. Had I any acquaintance
with a solicitor ?

Well, yes. I knew that a young man
named Sherson occupied chambers imme-
diately beneath my own. I had met him
now and then upon the staircase, when he
had courteously made way for me to pass
him, and had otherwise, as I fancied, evi-
denced a kindly disposition towards me.
I had never interchanged a word with
bim, however. I was not, indeed, clear
that I distinctly remembered his personal

ce; but I had certainly under-

stood that he was an attorney. I resolved,

therefore, to send to him, requesting that

he would act on my behalf, and adopt all
measures for my defence.

He came to me in Newgate very
promptly upon my writing to him. Inoted
that his manner betrayed uneasiness. He
was nervous; his ed incessantly
with his watch-guard, and he spoke
horriedly. He expressed, as I gathered,
deep sympathy with me in the very pain-
ful position I occupied, and hopes for my

y release hafr;; cont{li:;tment, and from
horrible ¢ bro against me.

I then be him to undertake my
defence. He hesitated, and his face flushed
a8 he answered : ““There is this diﬂicnlt{,
Mr. Gorton; indeed, this insuperable
obstacle. I have been required by the
crown to attend as a witness in the case.”
« As a witness! ” I exclaimed.

“For the prosecution. There is no
reason why you should not be fully imn-
formed on the subject, Mr. Gorton.
Indeed, the depositions will tell you all I
am about to state. I have to give evidence
in court, to the effect that, on the evening
of the murder, I heard you shut the door
of your chambers, descend the staircase,
and go out into the street!”

“You heard this ?

“ Undoubtedly.”

“But I am as certain as that I am
standing here, that on the evening of the
murder I never once quitted my room. I
stayed indoors, according to my ordinary
custom, the whole evening.”

“I can but say what I believe to be
true.”

“ And you believe you heard this ? ”

“I do indeed—and more. Iam required
to state that, some hours later, I heard
you return home, ascend the stairs, and
re-enter your chambers.”

“There must be some mistake.”

“ Indeed, I trust so,” he said, but in so
low a tone that he was scarcely audible.

“But sup}];osing that you heard foot-
steps upon the staircase, why should youn
take for granted that they were mine ?*

“I know your step, of course; I have

8o long resided upon the same premises.” .

“But you may be mistaken.”

“That is possible, of course. As I said
before, I can but speak according to m
belief. And then the noise of opening an
shutting the door of your chambers. As
to that, I could hardly be mistaken.”

“ And you are positive as to the night P”

“T am positive as to the night. I know
that I cannot be mistaken in regard to the
date. It was the night of the murder.”

“Can you, then, possibly believe mse
guilty of the murder P”

“1 must decline answering the question.

I don’t know what to believe.”
- I was silent; what, indeed, could I say ?
For some reason, inexplicable to me,
Sherson had joined in the conspiracy
against me !

Of course, supposing me to be admitted
as & witness in the case, I could contradict
him. I could affirm—what was the absolute
fact—that I had never quitted mt{l study
on the night of the murder, and that any
supposition of his to the contrary must
necessarily be baseless. At least my voice
would in that case be weighed against his,
and it would be for the jury to_decide
which had the greater autharity. But the
English law, in its wisdom or unwisdom,
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has decided that a prisoner shall be de-
barred from uttering a word of explana-
tion or defence. I must hear Sherson’s
evidence, and remain perfectly silent, as
though admitting its validity, and accept-
ing {is extraordinary story, that I had
been absent from my chambers for some
hours of the evening of the murder. Of
course, living alone as I did, I could not
adduce evidence of my presence in my
chambers. I was in this respect at the
mercy of the first false witness who chose
to tender himself to be sworn.

I was much disappointed with Sherson ;
and, failing his assistance, I was left
without a solicitor. I did not care to call
in the aid of a stranger, although, in
truth, Sherson was but a stranger to me
after all. I resolved to wait as patiently
a8 I might the issne of events. I was
conscions of my own innocence. I was
convinced that the charge against me
could not be maintained ; that it must
dissolve altogether when it came to be
tested by a judge and jury. Still, the
hours I passed in prison inflicted torture
upon me. What must captivity be, I
demanded, by way of fortifying myself, to
those unpossessed of subjects for medita-
tion, of mental resources, of stores of
memory, observation and experience? It
was bad enough to me—Heaven knows—
accustomed, as I was, to seclusion from
the world; but to the uneducated, the
hewers of wood and drawers of water,
unused to self-examination and reflection,
dependent upon intercourse with their
fellows, and accustomed to the fresh air
blowing freely about them—to these it
must be cruelly insupportable. I saw
no one during the weeks of captivity
greoeding my trial, with the exception of

herson and certain of the prison function-
aries, including the chaflain, the governor,
and one or two medical men, required to
attend, as I understood, to the health of
the prisoners, and to visit them at stated
intervals. With these visitors I held but
little conversation. They always avoided,
I noticed, the subject of the crime of
which I was accused.

The trial duly came on at the Old
Bailey, before a judge whose name I can-
not now call to mind; but he was, I know,
of distinguished reputation. The court
was crowded to excess. A thick fog pre-
vailed throughout the day. Candles had
been lighted, which seemed, however, but
to interrnpt here and there, and feebly,
the tawny darkness with patches of orange-

coloured light. I could note that the
judge wore spectacles, which reflected
the flames of the candles placed upon his
desk. Otherwise, I could see little of what
passed in court; the fog was so dense and
my sight so infirm.

I pleaded “ Not guilty,” speaking as
loudly as I could. I was resolved that
about my denial of the charge there
should be no mistake, at any rate.

I then discovered that an advocate of
some eminence had been engaged to ap-

ear on my behalf, and conduct my de-
?enoe. His services had been secured, as
I understood, by certain distant relatives of
mine; I had neither seen nor heard of
them for many past, and had almost
forgotten the fact that they had ever ex-
isted. Their intervention was due, with-
out doubt, less to concern about me than
to mrd for themselves. They desired
to te the charge brought against me,
lest it should affect injuriously their own
fair fame as my kindred.

The counsel for the crown addressed
the jury at considerable length, fully
narrating the case inst me. He
spoke for about two hours. I listened
with interest and surprise. My attention
was enlisted by his clear and concise
setting forth of the story of the murder.
To me it was as a novel; not the less
absorbing because I well knew its un-
truth, so far as I was concerned. But
I was amazed at his ingenunity in con-
necting me with the crime. The evi-
dence he was about to adduce, accord-
ing to his description of it, proved my
guilt beyond a doubt. The statements
of the witnesses seemed to be constrained
by him to take one shape—to point in
one direction only. Still, he confessed
that the evidence against me was not
always of a direct kind, but must some-
times be regarded comstructively. He
dwelt, however, upon the cumulative
force of circumstances telling against the
accused ; explained how one circumstance
might signify little, till supported by a
second, when, at any rate, suspicion was
warranted; but how, when to these were
:ldldt;l;;ircumahnoes threfe, four, and five—

irly susceptible of ome interpreta-
tion—pnty)of was fortified and increased as

by a system of ?eometric rogression,
and guilt was surely brought home to the
guilty. He omitted to mention, however,

that one error in this fabric of evidence
would result in the toppling down of the
whole; and that, after all was said, the
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strength of his chain of circumstances was
not stronger than its weakest link.

He discussed at length the motive of the
crime, while admitting that the search for
motive in every such case might easily be
over-valued : great crimes had oftentimes
been committed for very small motives.
But here there was no lack of motive: it
was discoverable upon the surface of the
case. Between the murdered man and
the accused there had long been enmity,
the more bitter and inflamed in that they
had once been friends. The prisoner had
admitted as much to the constable arrest-
ing him, who would be called as a witness.
My own words were quoted. “We dis-
agreed at last,” I had said. “ Downright
quarrelled, indeed. I was sincerely at-
tached to him at one time, but I got to
bhate him at last.” It was true that, re-
ocollecting myself and the peril in which I
stood, 1 had gone on to deny all know-
ledge of the murder; all complicity with
it. Baut, at any rate, the motive inducing
me to the crime had been disclosed. It
was hatred simply; hatred resulting, as it
so often did, from jealousy. The suit of
the deceased had been preferred to mine,
and I had determined upon revenge—had
brooded long upon it—for years,even; then,
at last, I had carried my fell project into
execution. It would be shown that I had
threatened the life of the deceased on
more than one occasion. (This part of the
counsel’s address was unintelligible to me.)
And convincing proof would be forth-
coming of my presence in the neighbour-
hood of Mr. Thorpe’s house on the night
of the murder, and otherwise of my con-
nection, beyond all manner of doubt, with
the crime of which I stood accused.

In this brief statement of its general
purport, I am conscious that I have not
done justice to a speech of singular ability,
impressive both from its ingenious and
lucid arrangement, and also from the skill
with which it wag delivered. :

A LITTLE PARIS RESTAURANT.*

I~ a corner of those magnificent markets
of Paris, called the Halles Centrales, youn
may behold a stmnf sight every morning
between six o’clock and noon. Half a
dozen large stalls there, bright with gilding
and varnish, loxurious with marble, well-
furnished with lusty shop-girls, display the
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remnant of yesterday’s banquet — plates
of soup; bits of fish half picked, with the
sance still round them ; remnants of pités
and sweets ; liquefied ices ; fragments
of game; and costly viands formless
heaped together. These are the leavings
of a d restaurant, or a ministerial
dinner, sold by the officier to whom such
perquisites belong. Too proud is he to
touch them himself, but round the counter
you will see a few workmen, mostly red-
nosed and shaggy, the wives of many more,
and a crush of threadbare individuals of
that class one would rather see by day-
light than by dark. It is not that these
broken meats, so far as 1 have noticed,
are particularly cheap. Five pennyworth
of beef would give more strength than ten
plates of melted ice and sauce congealed.
But the worn-out stomachs of such people
crave high seasoning and strong taste,
which the beef would not give them. So
they take away, in bits of newspaper,
a franc’s worth of wretched dainties,
and eat them with a scowl and curse
against ‘“ the rich.” One thing I know:
every man who haunted this corner
of the Halles before ’71, is either shot
or rted to New Caledonia, or
scowls and hates the rich npon a foréign
shore.

This profitable commerce in broken
meats is allnded to with disgust by
Parisians, who, if they pursued the in-
vestigations which have led me to write
this paper, might admit their horror to be
somewg: misplaced. He who buys a

late of soup, or even of game, at the
%elles, knows at least what he is buying,
and may depend that, however dirty, it
really is, in substance, what it pretends to
be. In the small restaurant affectioned
by this scoffer, certainty lies all the other
way. At home we know nothing, thank
Heaven, of the small restaurateur’s cuisine,
nor of his culinary art.

I do not, by this magniloquent expres-
sion, mean what we roughly call cooking.
I mean literally an art; that is, a means
of producing the appearance of some
object which is not really set before you.
Time was, in Paris a8 in England, when
you maust catch your hare before you
cooked him. That time is very ancient;
8o long passed that even days succeed-
ing, when man had found the means
to serve a hare without procuring one,
are now looked upon as primitive and
rude. Art has made great strides of
late ! '

i
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There are, in fact, eating-shops in Paris
where no single article is what it pretends
to be.

Let us suppose that an habitué of
one amongst such places has made his
little hit upon the Petite Bourse, that
perambulating crowd which meets each
night on the Boulevard des Italiens,
and does its business in walking, like a
school of peripatetic philosophers, and
celebrates the occasion by giving a dinner
to his friends. He orders it beforehand,
of course. Let us say the menn is:
Bisque soup, an expensive dish made
of crayfish stewed down ; fillets of sole;
a vol-au-vent Financitre; a roast leg
of mutton; ortolans; an omelette with
jam; fruit. A very neat little dinner, for
which he will pay roundly. The master
of the house s his order with gusto.
The gentleman may depend that it will be
in every respect satisfactory. He will see
to it himself. He does. From the nearest
chemist he buys as many ounces as are
needful of “bisque powder,” a substance
obtained, I believe, by chemieally dis-
solving lobster shells, and evaporating the
acid; it is sold openly. At a penny each
he buys as many erayfish as there are
glmsts, fills the head with forcemeat, and

uly sets one afloat on every plate, as
the fashion is. So much for soup.
You think that fillets of sola cannot
possibly be imitated. Great is your mis-
take. Take salt cod, soak it in luke-
warm water till the hbrine is all ex-
tracted ; comb out, with. a small steel in-
strument, the flakes; paxrboil it; fry; add
sauce, and see if it will not pass muster.
Vol-an-vent Financiére should have a light
patty crust, and that is given it, for flour
18 cheap. Inside should be .cockscombs,
but they run much too dear. Take what
is called a “shape ” of tin. Bring out the
palates which, of course, you have pre-
served when serving that favourite dish of
France, calf’s head. Spread them flat, and
with your shape cnt out as many cocks-
combs as you want. No one can tell the
difference, and thusyour vol-an-vent, which
might cost shillings, costs you just nothing
at all. 'What is the next article? Oh, a
roast leg of mutton. Roasting in France,
mark you, is all done on the spit. A great
deal of fuel, of trouble, and of space is
needed to cook & joint in this way. Of
course your restaurateur is not going to
expense and inconvenience. The leg of
mutton is baked like a pudding. When it
i done, the cook takes his biggest spit and

bravely runs it through. With a brush
he dabs some burnt sienna round the
“bumps,” powders them with meat re-
duced to charcoal, withdraws the spit,
warms again in the oven, and serves up.
His assistant pours into the dish a half-
pint of Liebig’s extract diluted, and two
spoonfuls of the jjuice of beetroot; with
a syringe he spirts of boiling fat suffi-
cient. Will any man find courage to dis-
pute that is roast mutton? No one, and
art trinmphs.

Ortolans? Oh, to make an ortolan is
childish work if you possess a sparrow or
& linnet, value three halfpence. Cook the
bird slightly, for your ortolan should be
half raw. When done, make a hole above
the tail. Draw up boiling suet in a little
tube—taking care not toscald your mouth—
insert the tube, and blow the fat beneath
the skin. Nothing morve simple! By the
time it has reached the salle, a connoissenr
alone could doubt you. Omelette anx
confitures has mysteries in its jam which
I have not investigated ; you may know
something about that in England. Bat
the omelette itself is rarely made with
common honesty. They give you but one
yolk for each four whites of egg; the yolk
18 too valuable for wasting upon omelettes.
And so much for this lackless man's
;l’l.dn?ner, which, nevertheless, he eats with

greatest gusto.

I could tell more of the culinary art, but
I think you must have had enough. Only
one other instance. It is almost & proverb
that eggs defy adulteration. In one sense
they do; but what is the value of an art if
it have no difficulties to overcome ? Eggs
cannot yet be adulterated, but they can be
made to seem what they are not. There
is a trick played in those cheap restanrants,
where you dine and breakfast at a price
which common sense declares to be im-
possible, well worthy of note for its in-
genuity, and for the skill displayed in its
manipulation. There one is invited to take
eggs sur le plat, two of them, for three-
pence or fourpence, a sum utterly impos-
sible in Paris, even though the eggs be
not very fresh. The feat is to make
two eggs out of one. Taking a glazier’s
diamond, the cook delicately scores his
egg all round. Then, furnished with
his plate, duly filled with butter boiling,
he takes the egg in either hand, whilst a
comrade smartly slices it in two with a
knife well oiled. Quick as thought the
cook drops ome half the shell on either

side, the boiling butter fixes it, and there
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lie your two eggs sur le plat, made out of
one!
Snail-faliening is mot the least strange
of the industries counested with the
culinary art as practised im Paris. It is
earried on. outside “the barriers,” since it is.
clearly not worth while ta pay octroi upon
a groes of game, whereof great numbers
may be prematurely dead. Most of the
snails are turned inte tanks to fatten, but
same breeders them in the o
air. And what sort. of fence do you think
they erect to prevent their slimy flocks
escaping ? Walls they conld climb over,
were they lofty as these of Babylom;
ditches they could erawl through. Bata
line of sawdust, four inches broad, fresh
laid each morning, is beyond their skill
to eross. Hight er ten parks thns walled
in. make the snai { He

k, where they find eabbages, lettuces,
qu a litt]s,tkyme, and a few vine
leaves. Purified by two days’ fasting, they:
attack this ender with fury, and eat
and eat unti tlmiegmwasbtasclumc'

il could ever ba. Between eight and
days of this lnxurious regimen fits
for the kitahen, whither I don't care
llow them. The i of the

is. shown :{ figures adduced in
maunicipal coumeil upon a proposition
pon fatted escargots,
small. Supporters af the increase
that, if escargots were charged but
the rate levied on oysters,
of one to be warth a dozen
the other, Paris would take a revenus af

H

g
:

i

g

escargots redr

fact, nothing is left but bones and muscle.
Fantees told me the same thing of their
snail soup, a hideons compound. The
edible snail of the Gold Coast has & shell
quite three inches long and two inches
high. From it he thrusts a pair of
monsirous wings, four inches in length,
beneath which his vast head protrudes.
These wings are the grand dainty, and
they are served whole in the soup. I have
tasted that also—we were not particular
in the late campaign—but shuddering
memory forbids me to decide whether
escargot of France or Fantee snail be the
more horrible repast.

A SILENT WITNESS.

BY EDMUND YATES.
AUTHOR OF “ BLACK SHEEP,” ‘‘CASTAWAY,” “ THE YELLOW
ma0,” &c. &c
———
BOOK III. CHAPTER VIL. CLEMENT BURTON’S

PATIENT.

WaEN fickle fashion flies away from a
neighbourhood which she at one time had

ighted in a8 her head-quarters, the effect
of desertion is shown, not merely by
the difference in the class of occupante by
whom the huge mansions in the squares and
terraces are tenanted, butis plainly percep-
tible throughout the entire neighbourhood.
The comfortable roomy houses in the adja-
cent streets, which were found so handy by
well-to-do attorneys and retired tradesmen,
when abandoned by this respectable class
of tenants, fall rapidly in the social scale,
and if do not take in boarders, have no
other resource than letting themselves out
in lodgings. This is essentially the case in
the good old-fashioned neighbourhood of
Bloomshury. When the salt of the earth
removed westward from the great, open,
healthy squares, which had been thought
plices of Paradise by their grandfathers,
their places were supplied by the leading
lawyers and the fashionable physicians ; the
names of their residents yet had handles,
and carriages—not perhaps so grand or so
well appointed as their rs, but
still carrisges—rolled round the pleasant
inclosures. But now the worthy knights
of the lancet and the brief have followed
in the train of their more distinguished
forerunners, and the vagancies thus cansed
are filled by denisens of anether style,
among whom the Hebraic element pre-
ponderstes. The smaller streets. have
suffered in the same way, and there are
but few of them which are not occupied
as temporary homes by elerks in the City,
or news writers, whese enforeed late
work renders a proximity to their offices
desirable; indeed, the neighbourhood being,
a8 it is, almost within hail of the great
arteries of commerce, while in itself won-~
derfully quiet, and secluded, and tolerahly
airy, is so popular and so much songht
after, that the landladies of the quarter
have but seldom oecasion to annonnce
their rooms as empty.

In the front room on the seeond floor of
a small dull house in one of these streets,
which was itself small and dull, and which
led out of & cramped, and dull, and dusty
square, & woman lay reclining in what
ought to have been an easy-chair, and
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what was, at all events, larger, softer, and
less angular than the rest of the furniture
in the apartment. An invalid this by her
manner, which was w and listless,
save when she roused herself from time to
time to look out of the window, with a
sharp, irritable, expectant glance; & woman
who has been handsome in her time, and
who, with her bright eyes and soft curling
hair, is handsome still, despite the worn
and haggard look which suffering has im-
printed upon her face—suffering of an
acute kind, too, bodily as well as mental.
The woman lying there, subdued and
almost helpless, in that dull but clean and
orderly second-floor room, at the mercy of
the nurse by whom she has just been
dressed and guided to the chair by the
window, where she sits in anticipation of
the doctor’s visit, is Lydia Walton, other-
wise the “ fascinating Mrs. W.,” otherwise
“Stunning Lydisa,” erst the star of the
Miranda Music-hall, and the object of
adoration of myriads of small clerks and
office boys. A month ago, as she tripped
lightly off the stage after giving, in response
to the third encore, the verse of her
celebrated song, “Follow me, lads, to the
Guadalquiver,” the end of a loose gauze
veil with which her head and arms were
encircled, caught fire from one of the
side-lights, and instantly flared into a
blaze. She was not yet out of view of
some of the audience when this occurred,
and a great terror spread among them.
Shouts of “Fire!” were raised, people rose
from their seats, and a stampede seemed
likely to ensue, when Mr. McGaff, the
spirited proprietor, presented himself be-
fore the curtain, hat in hand, and assured
his kind friends that the fire had been put
out, and that all danger was over. All
danger to the building he should have
said, and to his own property. As for the
poor woman who was the original cause
of the disaster, she had been thrown down
and wrapped in cloaks, but the blaze by
which she was surrounded was not ex-
tinguished until she had been badly
burned, so badly that McGaff, who, on the
whole, was a kindly man, determined she
should have better advice than could be
obtained from the neighbouring apothe-
cary, who had been fetched on the spur of
the moment; and, after he had Mrs.
Walton removed to her lodgings, sent a
message to Mr. Clement Burton, whom he
knew well by repute, and with whom he
had a slight personal acquaintance, begging
he wounld eafl‘a upon the sufferer.

This was just one of those cases which

Clement Burton was pleased to attend.
His practice was so large that, although
he would not readily have refused any ad-
dition to it, he would unwillingly have
accepted a charge of a grave and atten-
tion-requiring nature in a respectable
family, where his fees would have been
large and sure; but the dash of Bohe-
mianism in his blood made him feel an
interest in the misfortune thathad happened
to this poor woman—an interest which
was not abated when he came to know
more of her. He found her to be & woman
of strong passions, with which was min-
gled a singular amount of self-control; a
strange woman, naturally very clever, but
only half-educated—outspoken and bitter,
railing against men for their selfishness
and hypocrisy, but grateful to him and sub- |
missive to his treatment. The pain which
she suffered was always sharp—at times
intense. The fire had played around her
like a serpent; and the back of her neck,
her shoulders, and her arms were badly
barned—her right arm and hand so badly,
that she scarcely could move them. It
was a case that required constant and
skilful nursing; and the amount of inte-
rest felt by Mr. Burton in the patient
was shown by his asking Sister Gaynor
to undertake it. Sister Gaynor was a
widow. Trouble had come to her early
—for she was not more than four or
five and twenty—and had left its im-
press on her face, which had a grave and
careworn though marvellously sweet ex-
pression. There was a good deal of chaff
amongst the students, and some of the
surgeons, attached to St. Vitus’s, about
Sister Gaynor, with whom Mr. Burton
was supposed to be despemtelﬁin love ;
but no one, save the outspoken Mr. Chan-
nell, dared say anything about it, and even
his hints were of the mildest kind. There
was not, of course, the remotest ground
for such a report. Clement Burton was
too busy a man to fall in love as a pastime,
and his affection—so much of it as he dared
allow himself—was centred elsewhere; but
he had a great personal regard for Mrs.
Gaynor, on account of her ladylike man-
ner and a respect for the way in which she
performed her duties. He had some hesi-
tation, at first, in asking her to attend
upon Lydia Walton ; but the sister under-
took the charge with cheerful alacrity,
and the patient, odd and irritable though
she was, could not find words to express
to the surgeon her appreciation of her
nurse’s kindness.

“I wonder whether Mr. Burton is ever

ch—
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coming this morning ? ” said Lydia Wal-
ton, falling back in her chair again, after
another glance through the window.

“It is scarcely his time yet, I think,”
said Mrs. Gaynor, who was moving noise-
lessly about the room, dusting here and
there, and making the best of the few
cheap ornaments. “ He+old us he should
be later this week, you know; he is very
much en?xged."

“ Yes, I know,” said Lydia, in a tone of
irritation ; “but that does not prevent my
wanting him to come.”

“And it is a very little time since that
you feared his visit,” said Mrs. Gaynor,
with a quiet smile.

“Yes, because he used to hurt me when
he took off these bandages; and I hadn’t
grown accustomed to him then. He hurts
now, sometimes. It seems as though this
wretched right arm would never get well ;
but, I don’t know, his visit seems a’sort of
break in the day—a kind of fill-up to us
poor dull creatures.”

¢ Speak for yourself,” said Mrs. Gaynor,
with a amile; “I never know what it is to
have a dull moment.”

¢ Don’t you,” said Mrs. Walton ; * well,
I suppose not ; you don’t seem to have, for
you are always trotting about the room
and busying yourself with something ; but,
lor’ bless you, I feel that dall sometimes
that I am ready to cut my throat. I often
used to wonder how people managed to
get through the day-—fe:ever used to get
up till two, don’t you know, and then
someone would ‘come in for a chat, or I
would go out and pay a call, and there
was dinner, and before you knew it was
time to be off to the Hall; but now the
hours and drag, and there is nothing
to look forward to. I wonder what they
are doing at the Miranda now. What

is that on the table ? ”

“This?” said Mrs. Gaynor, taking it
up—* the Daily News.”

¢ Just look among the theatrical adver-
tisements, and see what they are doing
at the Miranda, will you. I shouldn’t
wonder if it was closed. Ted Atkins told
me that business had fallen off dreadfully
sinoce my illness.”

“ The place seems to be still open,” said
Mrs. Gaynor, quietly, looking through the
newspaper. ‘ Madame Belinda Bonassus
appears to be the great attraction just
now. The advertisement states that she
is encored four times every night in her
‘Ranz des Vaches,” with Alpine accom-

paniment.”
“Renz des Vaches,” repeated Lydia

Walton, with flashing eyes and scornful
voice, “that’s that Swiss thing she does
with the jodling lulliety business; and as
for the Alpine accompaniment, it is only
that fellow she calls her brother, blowing
through a cow’s horn. I know all that
old Bonassus can do, though she has been
at it a quarter of a centary. Bless your
soul, she isn’t & patch apon me!”

“Very likely not,” said Mrs. Gaynor,
coming quietly up, and laying her hand
lightly on her patient’s head; * but you
must not excite yourself, you know, or
you won’t be ready so soon to go back
and take your place.”

“Well, it was stupid for me to get into
a pet about that old Bonassus,” said Mrs.

alton, “but I can’t bear to see her
?uffed like that. They scarcely did more
or me; and I know I was worth three
pounds a night to them more than that
old cat. And as for excitement, I love it,
and I can’t get on without it.”

“You will have to get on without it
now,” said 3;[;5 %ynorl,ﬂ‘&f;:: it is just th,e
very worst thi t co to you.”

el‘?'lt is the only thing that ll:)g;ls yoy: up
when you are in the profession,” said
Lydia Walton, not heeding her; ¢ it is just
like a dram—Dbetter, because it does what
is wanted, and does not leave any head-
ache behind. It is an awful life, I can tell
you, that being before the public—not in
the theatrical way, where you go regularly
every night and play a round of parts,
and haven't to move out of the building;
but I mean a singer’s life, where you
have to take a turn at three or four
halls in the course of a night—some of
them a long way from each other—and
scuttle across as hard as you can goin a
cab, and arrive only just in time to shake
out your gown before you are wanted on
the stage.”
G: Yes, tll:at’s hard wo'l;h ,” said Mrs.

or, who was cutting the newspaper.

“ynOh, it isn’t the work8 I mind so mch
as the worry,” said Lydia. “I worked
hard enough when I first took to the pro-
fession down at Sunderland—played sing-
ing-chambermaid in the melodrama, danced
the cachuca between the pieces, then first
fairy in the opening of the pantomime, and
on after in the comic singing. But
that was the regular drama, you kmow;
there was none of that filthy tobacco, or
smell of spirits and beer, that you get in a
mausic-hall. Itis that, and the quality of the
audience, that makes the life so detestable.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Gaynor, absently, *I
should think so."”

IE;
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“ Not but what I should think such
o life, with all ite drawbacks, fifty times
pleasanter than yours,” continned Lydia
Walton, tossing her head. “How any-
body can be a sick nurse surpasses my
imagination ; but how you, of all people,
ean have teken to it, is what puzales
me. What with your nice looks and
your pleasant ways and manners, there is
no reason that I can see why you should
be & widow any longer than you like, and
should not have some rich husband, or, at
all events, someone to work for you.”

“] am quite contented as I am,” said
Mrs. Gaynor, coldly. “Idonqt desire——"

“Oh yes, I know,” interrupted Lydia
Walton ; ‘“there never was such another
nurse—s0 kind, so oonsiderate, and se
skilful ; and, I suppose, when you do a
thing well, you get in time to like it. Not
that it would ever suit me,” she continued ;
I mean, to make a profession af it as you
do. There is nothing I eounld not do for a
person I love, if I had anyone to love; but
to have to be at the beck and call of anyone
—+to dress their wounds, and to give them
their medicine, and bear their ill-tempers
—lor’, nothing would induce me to do it. I
would sooner be a singer with five turns in
different halls every night.”

Mrs. Walton's face was finshed when
she had finished speaking, and she sunk
back in her chair as though fatigned.

“I told you you were over-exciting your-
self,” said the nurse, sitting down by her
and soothingly laying her hand on the
patient’s. “There are some compensations
even in this life,” she said, pursuing the
train of thought which the other had
started. ‘It 18 something to be able to
give ease to those who are in pain, and to
help the weary to their rest; it is some-
thing to be able to forget one’s own self
in administering to the dire necessities of
others, and in: I think you had better
sit quietly now,” she said, checking her-
self, “and not worry yourself any more
about Mr. Burton ; depend upon it, he will
come a8 500n as he is free.”

“It is all very well for you to talk about
sitting down quietly,” said Lydia Walton,
with asperity; “you have been bustling
about all the morning, and are tired and
like to rest yourself; but I have dome
nothing but look blankly out of this
window, like sister Anne, waiting for some-
body to come, and I want to be amused.”

¢ Shall I read the paper to you ?” said
Mrs. Gaynor, cheerfully. * I haveno doubt
I can find something to interest you in it.”

“I should doubt it very munch indeed,

and I won't trouble you,” said the patient.
“I do not care a bit about politics, and the
funds, and what the swells are doing;
such matters never amused me, even when
I kmew something about them. If we had
the Era now, you might find something in
ib, as I like to hear about what is going on
in the profession—but there, never mind,
don’t trouble yourself.”

Mrs. Gaynor had had sufficient leniﬂ:
of training as a nurse to know that in her
patient’s irritable state any further at-
tempt to sooth her would be useless; so
she refolded the newspaper which she had
opened, laid it on the table, and took up
some sewing, with which she silently ocou-
pied herself. In about ten minutes a light
foot was heard on the stair, and Clement
Burton appeared in the room. His pre-
sence was 80 genial, and his smile of salu-
tation so aweet, that it was customary
for his patients to eay that he brought
sunshine with him. HEven poor Lydia
Walton, “cranky,” as she often described
herself, was not exempt from this pleasant
influence, and grested Mr. Burton’s advent
with a smile.

“You have come at last, doctor,”” she
said, looking up at him.

“At last!” repeated Clement Burton.
“It is almost worth while inourring the
implied rebuke to know that I have been
expected.”

“ Not mnch of a compliment, when you
are the only person whose coming breaks
the dreadful dulness of one’s life,” said
Lydia Walton, with a smile which lit up
her face, and gave those who saw it a faint
notion of her former beauty; “but I for-
give you.”

“You would do more than forgive me if
§ou knew all,” said Mr. Burton. “Though

have not been with yow, I have been
talking about you a great deal, and I am
going to ask your permission to bring a
good friend of mine, a lady, to see you.”

“Oh, Lord!” said Lydia Walton, in
comic horror, “I don’t want any ladies to
oome and see me.”

“ Why just now you were complaining
of the dulness of your life,” said Clement,
laughing at the intensity of her expression.

“Yes; but one had better be dull than
have one’s lodgings invaded by some old
framp, whoong;noomestostarest what a
mausic-ball singer is like, and who has a
lot of tracts dribbling out of her pocket.”

“ The lady of whom I am ing can-
not be well called an old frump,” said
Clement Burton, continuing to langh, *“ as

she is young and +very good-looking.
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However, since you seem to have.taken
fright, I won’t bring her te youm, at all
events, for the present.—Well, Mrs. Gay-
nof, and hova::]the arm ?”’

* Making daily progress, I think,” said
the nurse; “though Mrs. Walton was
disappointed when she tried to use it
yesterday, and found it impossible.”

“What do you ask her about my arm

for?” said Lydis. * Surely I t to
know moet about it, though yurse Gaynor
takes as much care of it a8 it were

herown. Bat, Isay, dootar, time is running
om, you know, and you must begin to think
about patching me up and sending me out
again. Mr. MeGaff is very good, but I can-
not expect him to pay my half much
longer; and I want to show that old
Bonassus thaé we are not going to let her
have it all her own way.”

 Mrs. Gaynor is right,” said Clement
Burton, who had unrolled the bandages
and inspeoted the arm; “the wound is
progressing very favourably, and will be
well quite as soon as I anticipated, bub
you must not attempt to use it yet,” he
added, replacing the covering ; “if you do,
recollect,” he said, laughingly, shaking
his i fo r at her, “you
only delay the delight of the public, and
the discomfort of Madame Bonassus at your
reburn. I will write a prescription for a
change in the lotion before I go. Mean-
time, Mrs. Gaynor, I want to eay a word
or two wimon about another case, if you
will ith ms into the next room.”

Mr. Burton had a good deal to say to
Mrs. Gaynor about the doings at St.
Vitus’s, and Mw:thOtl:l: psﬁﬁo:ts in his
private practice om she was ac-
quainted. A quarter of an hour elapsed
before the doctor took his leave, and when
the nurse returned to the sitting-room she
found that Liydia Walton had shifted her
position, having turned her chair to the
table, and having somehow managed, with
her more useful arm, to unfold the news-
paper, in the perusal of which she seemed
to be deeply engaged.

“ You have forgotten Mr. Burton’s in-
structions already,” Mrs. Gaynor said
gently; “you know he told you to keep
quiet, and you must have used a consider-
able amount of exertion to do what you
have done. And all to read the newspaper
—the poor newspaper which you scouted so,
when I offered to read it to you just now.”

“I was quite right,” said Lydia, push-
ing it away ; * there is nothing in it.”

“There is even less than there was
when it left the printer’s hands,” said Mrs.

Gaynor, smiling; “for, see, here is & corner
torn off—how very careless of the people
who supply it.” *

“JI& doesn't make much matter,” said
Lydia Walton, shortly; “it is only a bit
of the advertisement-sheet. Mr. Burton’s
gone, has he? ” she added. “ Now then,
nurse, ] am going to speak seriously to
you. You are looking very pale and tired
this morning; do you know that?”

“1 daresay,” said Mrs. Gaynor; “I have
a hit of a headache.”

“ No wonder, when you never move out
of these two stivey rooms,” said Lydia.
“Now I am going to insist upon your
going out for half an hour. I am perfectly
comfortable and easy, and you shall walk
two or three times round Russell-square,
and come back to me with a spot of ‘colour
in your cheeks. I imsist upon it.”

“I am half disposed to do as yom bid
me,” said Mrs. Gaynor. “I feel as if a
breath of air, even such as is to be found
there, would do me good.”

“Then go and take it at onoce,” said the
imperious Lydia; *and recollect I shall not
expectyou back again forfully halfanhour.”

Mrs. Gaynor left the room, and return-
ing with her bonnet and shawl on, settled
her patient’s wraps, and took her leave.
When she left the room, Lydia Walton
listened attentively; she traced the re-
ceding footsteps down the staircase, and
heard the street-door opened and shut.
Then, with great effort, she drew from the
pocket of her dressing-gown a half sheet
of note-paper, on the top of which was
pinned a printed sorap, evidently torn from
the newspaper. Thelines of it ran thus:—

“George Heath's wife is earnestly re-
quested to communieate with G. M., at the
Hermitage, Campden Hill. G. M. has most
important intelligence to convey to her.”

Lydia Walton read this through twice.
“@. M.!” she mutbered to herself; “ who
in Heaven's name can G. M. mean? I
have gone through the whole lot that we
used to know in the old time over and
over again, and I cannot think of any
G. M. amongst them; however, there it
is, and now to answer it.”

With infinite pain and trouble she suo-
oceeded in pulling towards her the blotting-
book and the pen and ink which Clement
Burton had used in writing his prescrip-
tion, and with still greater pain and trouble
she succeeded in tracing the following
words upon the half sheet to which the
printed scrap was pinned :—

“@. M. is entreated to withdraw this
advertisement and to wait for a week, At

—{,




g

120

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

Diay 1, 1878.]

the end of that time the required infor-
mation shall be furnished.”

» Lydia Walton folded up this paper,
placed it in an envelope, and addressed it
to “G. M., the Hermitage, Campden Hill.”

“ That will gain a little time,” she mut-
tered; “and that was all I could hope for
just now. It has come upon me so sud-
denly, that I do not know what to think,
or how to act. Ina week, I shall
be able to do something with this wretched
arm; not that what I have done just now
will improve its condition.”

She pulled a string, the loogmcf which
hung round the arm of her chair, while
the other end was attached to the bell,
and waited for the answer. Presently, the
woman of the house appeared—an unndis-
takable lodgings’ landlady, with a flushed
face and a carnying manner.

“What, all alone, dear ? ” she cried, as
she entered the room. ‘ What has become
of that sweet Sister Gaynor, who is sup-
posed to be so attentive ¢ ”

“She has gone out for a few minutes,
Mrs. Frost,” said Lydia Walton. * She
looked so pale and peeky, that I insisted
upon her trying the effect of a little fresh
air, and I have od her to walk
round Russell-square for half an hour.”

¢ Such a kind soul you are,” said the
landlady ; “always thinking of those about
you. Now, what can I do for you ?”

“Do something for yourself first, Mrs.
F.,” said Lydia, with a smile. “Take this
key and open that cnl;:bon.rd, where you will
find a decanter, and help yourself to a glass
of that old port which you like so much.”

“Just what I said,” murmured the
landlady, doing as she was bid; *always
thinking of the comfort of others.”

“ And, now then, do something for me,
or rather for Mrs. Gaynor, who wrote this
letter before she went out, and has left it
behind her. I know she was perticularly
anxious that it should be posted at once,
and that she would be sorry when she
found she had forgotten it. Do you mind
sending your girl with it now ? ” :

“Too delighted to oblige, dear,” said the
landlady, taking the letter from her. “I
will send it off at once; and if Sister Gay-
nor does not come in soon, don't you mind
ringing again; and I will come upstairs
and sit with you, if you are anyways dull.”

¢ She won’t mention anything about it
to nurse Gaynor,” said Lydia Walton ¢o
herself, after the woman had left the

room. * That glass of wine will make her
sleepy and she will take a nap, the laxy
old wretch; and even if she did mention
the letter, she would not recollect..the
address of it. G. M. eh! and the Her-

itage! What a queer name for & place.
I wonder what it a.(ﬁ means.”

Late that afternoon the letter reached
its destination. Miss Middleham had ‘s
small dinner-party, and she and her guests
were strolling in the grounds when it ar-
rived. She took it up with a number of
others from the hall-table, and running
her glance over them, said, in a low tone,
to Clement Burton, who happened to be
olose byher: “The advertisement has borne
fruit already ; here is a letter for ‘ G. M.’ ”

“Don’t be too excited about it,” he
whispered.

liod. " Make youssstf agrecable to thess

i “ ) le to
geople while I syh?p agide and read it.”

In a few minutes Grace rejoined her
gnests. As she approached, Clement

urton eagerly looked for the expres-
sion on her face. There was no flush on
it; no trinmph; no excitement; and she
shook her head with a disappointed air.
As soon as they could exchange a word,
she said to him :

“It is a mistake, after all. George
Heath is, perhaps, a common name; at all

events, the wrong person has answered |

the advertisement.”

“The letter is not from Miss Studley,
then ? "’ asked Clement Burton.

“No, indeed,” said Grace. “I knew
from the first glance that the address was
not in Anne’s handwriting, but I hoped
the inclosure might be. Look at it, how-
ever,” she said, withdrawing the note from
her pocket. ¢ This is not Anne’s hand;
it is not evt;ln thial }vntmg of an educated

rson — the whole thing is sprawling,
zd the letters are badly formed.” g

“] do not quite agree with you,” said
the surgeon, after a pause, during which he
had narrowly looked at the letter; ¢ the
writing is not that of an uneducated woman,
but rather that of a person who has at-
tempted it with a hurt or maimed hand.”

‘“You may be right,” said Grace, “but
it evidently does not come from Anne, and
there my interest in it ends. There is
nothing o be done now but to obey the
injunctions of the writer—to withdraw
the advertisement, and to wait for a week."”

The Right of Translating Articles from ALL THE YEAR ROUND is reserved by the Authors.
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in the paths .of wisdom and prosperity,| “You know I'm off éo-morrow, Jr.

be were to find himself sudd astray,

snd blandering en a point whidh mearly
concerned the tender feelings of hw
nature, such & omenon must clearly

be due $o the direct interposition of Baten.
Howeves, as he stood one morning ui %
atorechouge, tying up a great pance
sugsr in bln{u;)gapc, Jonsthen Maxfield
was feeling neither diseontented nor self-
distrustful. Mrs. Errington had just been
apeabng to Bhods in his presemnce, and
had said :

“ Well, little one, yon have quite made
a conquest of Mrs. Bodkin, as well as Miss
Minnie. She was praising you up to me
the other day. She i PORIAT
your nice manners, and attributed them to
my influence » .

“I'm sure, ma’am, if there is anything
nice in my manners, it was you who
taught it to me,” Rhoda had eaid simply.
Upon which Mrs. Errington had been very
gracious, and, without at all disclaiming
the credit of Rhoda's nice manners, had
mellifluously assured Mr. Maxfield that his
little girl was wonderfully teachable, and
had become a general favourite amongst
her (Mrs. Errington’s) friends.

Now all this seemed to Maxfield to
be of good augury, and an additional testi-
mony—if any such were needed—to his
own sagacity and prudent behaviour.

“It’ll come right, as I foresaw,” thought
he trinmphantly. ‘Another man might
have been over hasty, and spoiled matters
like a fool. But not me!”

Some one pushed the half-door between
the shop and the storehouse, and set the
bell jingling. Maxfield looked up and saw
Algernon Errington, bright, smiling, and
debonair, as usual.

The ordinary expression of old Max’s
face was not winning; and now, as he
looked up with his grey eyebrows drawn
into a shaggy frown, and his jaws clenched
so as to hald the end of a string which he
had just drawn into & knot round the
parcel of sugar, he presented a counten-
ance ill-calculated to reassure a stranger
or invite his confidence. But Algy was not
a stranger, and did not intend to bestow
any confidence, so he came forward with
the graceful self-possession which sat so
well on him, and said, *“ How are you, Mr.
Maxfield ? I have not seen you for evet so
long!”

“It doesn’t seem very long ago to me,
since we spoke together,” returned old

ked | of it, Mr. Maxfield!” he cried.

Mazx, tugging at the string of his parcel.

Maxfield # "
h;.'l“h;:ld men shota hard keen glance st
: m beneath the shaggy eyebrows,
and nodded.
“I go by the early coach fa the mserm-
ing, so I must say all my fareerells &e-

a sound like a grunt, and
nodded. :

“It's a wonderful piece of lnck, Lowd
feely’s taking me up so, isn’t it "

“Ah! if he means to do anything for
you in earnest. So far as I can learn, his
taking you up hasn’t cost him much yet."”

Algernon laughed frankly. ‘“Not a bit

& And'
after all, why should he do anything that
would cost him much, for a poor devil like
me? No; the beauty of it is, that he can
do. great things for me which shall cost
him nothing! He is hand and glove with
the present ministry, and a regular big-
wig at court, and all that sort of thing.
The faot of my having good blood in my
veins, and being called Ancram Erring-
ton, is no merit of mine, of course—just
an accident; but it’s a deuced lncky scci-
dent. I daresay Lord Seely is & stupid
old hunks, but then he is Lord Seely, you
see. I don’t mind saying all this to you,
Mr. Maxfield, because you know the world,
and you and I are old friends.”

It was certainly rather hard on Lord
Seely to be spoken of as a stupid old
hunks by this lively young tleman,
who knew little mpre of him of his

reat- dfather, deceased a century ago.

ut his lordship did not hear the artless
little speech, so it did not annoy him;
whereas old Max did hear it, and it
gratified him considerably for several
reasons. It gratified him to be addressed
confidentially as one who knew the world ;
it gratified him to be called aa old friend
by this relation of the great Lord Seely.
And, oddly enough, whilst he was mentally
bowing down blﬁom the aristocratic mag-
nificence of that nobleman, it gratified him
to be told that the bowing down was
being t£e>rforme»d to a ¢ stupid old hunks,”
al er devoid of that wisdom which
had been so largely bestowed on himself,
the Whitford grocer.

Pleasant and unaffected as was the young
fellow’s manner to his landlord, there was
& nonchalance about it which conveyed
that he was quite aware of the soocial dis-
tance between them. And this assamption
of superiority—never coarse or ponderous,
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ke kis mother's, bnf:r worn with the
siriest lighiness—was far from displeasing
to o!dlgnx. The more of a gentleman
born and bred Algernon Errington showed
himself to be, the higher would Rhoda’s
position be, if—but old Max had almost
discarded that form of presenting the
fature to his own mind; and was apt ¢o
ssy ¢o himself, “when Rhoda marries
young Errington.” And then the solid

of the position were, so far at
feast, on old ‘Max’s side. Wealth and
wisdom made a powerful combimation, he
refiected. And he was not at all afraid
of being borne down or overwhelmed by
sny amount of genmtility. Nevertheless,
his spirit was in some subjection to this
patrician youth, who sat opposite to him
on a tea-chest, swinging his legs so
affably.

There was a pause. At length Maxfield | be

said, “And?hov(;rlong do you think o’
being awa; are yom going to say
g:bye tz Whitford for evei-‘zore p”

“ Indeed I nott” <

“Oh! Then there is some folks here
a8 you would eare to see again?” said
Maxfield slowly, beginning to tie up
another parcel with sedulous care, and
not raising his eyes from it.

“Of ocowrse there are! I—I should
think you mrust know that, Mr. Maxfield !
Bat I want to put myself in-a better
position with the world before I can—
before I come back to the people I most
care for.”

“ Very good. But it’s like to be some
time first, I'm afraid.” :

“ As to seeing dear old Whitford again,
you know I mean to run down here in the
sammer ; or at least early im the antumn,
when Parliament rises.”

«“Oh, youdo?”

¢ To be sure! And then I hope to—
settlo several things.” .

“Ah!”

“To » man of your experience, Mr.
Maxfield, I needn’t say how important it
is for me to go to Lord Seely, ready and
willing to undertake any employment he
may offer me.”

[ Ah ! ” .

“] mean, of course, that I should be
absolutely free and unfettered, and ready
to—to—to avail myself of opportunities.
You see that, of course ?”

Maxfield looked sage, and nodded. But
he also looked a little glum. The com-
versation had mot taken the turn he ex-

=

4 Once let me get something defimite—a
mt post, yon know, such as my
cousin could get for me as easily as you
oould take an spfmtioe—and then I may
please myself. I may consider myself on
the first round of the lndder. Awnd there
won’t be the same necessity for deferring
to this person and that person. But I
don’t know why I'm saying all this to
Mr. Maxfield. You understand the whole
matter better than I do. By Jove, I wish
I'd some of your ballast in my noddle.
I'm such a feather-headed fellow ! ”

“You are young, Algernon, you are
young,” returned old Max, from whose
brow the frown had cleared away en-
tirely. “I have had a special gift of
wisdom vouchsafed to me, for many years
past. It has been, I believe, a pecnliar
graoce, and it is the Lord’s doing, thanks
! Iam not deceived.”

‘I shouldn’t like to try it on, that's all
I know ! ” exclaimed Algernon, pleasantly
smiling and nodding his head.

‘“ Albeit there is some as mistrust my
judgment ; young and raw men without
much gift of clear-headedness, and puffed
up with spiritual pride.”

‘“Ave there, really ?” said Algernonm,
feeling somewhat at a loss what to say.

“Yes, there are. I should like such to
be convinced of error. It would be a
wholesome lesson.”

“Not a doubt of it.”

“] should like such to know—for their
own soul’s sake, and to teach ’em Christian
humility—as you and I quite understand
each other, my young friend ; and as all
is clear between us.”

Algernon had a constituntional dislike to
“clear understandings,” exospt such as
were limited to his clear understanding of
other people. 8o hebroke in at this point
with one of his impulsive speeches about his
prospects, and his conviction of Mr. Max-
field’s wisdom, and his regrets at leaving
Whitford, and his settled e to come
back at the end of the summer and have &
look at the dear old place, and the one or
two persons in it who were still dearer to
him. And he comtrived—* contrived,”
indeed, is too cold-blooded and Machia-
velian a word to express Algy’s rapid
mental procesd—to convey to old Max the
idea that he was on the high road to
fortune ; that he had a warm and constant
attachment to a ocertain person whom it
was needless to name, seeing that the
certain person could be no other than his
playmate, pretty Rhoda; and that Mr.
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Jonathan Maxfield was so sagacious and
keen-sighted a personage as to require no
wordy explanations such as might have
beerr needful for feebler inbe%ligenees.
And then Algy said, with a rueful sort of
candour, and arching those fair childlike
:K:‘lirows of his: “I say, Mr. Maxfield, I
ﬁrst!’!’e awfully short of cash just at

hlx‘(]:e two hands loafn dJanathan Maxfield,
which had been laid open, and pelm
downwards, on the counter before him,
as ho listened, instinctively doubled them-
selves into fists. He put them one on the
top of the other, rested his chin on
them.

“I-don’t bother my mother about it,
poor dear soul, becaunse I know she has
done all she can already. Of course, if
I were to hint anything to my counsin—
to Lord Seely, you know—I might get
helped directly. But I don’t want to begin |
with that, exactly.”

“H'm! It 'ud be a test of how much he
really does mean, though!” .

“Yes; but you know what you said
about Lord Seely’s doing great things for
me which shall cost him nothing. d I
felt how true your view was, directly. By
George, if I want any advice between now
and next August, I shall be tempted to
write and ask you for it ! ”

Maxfield gave a little rasping cough.

“Of course I know the manners and
customs of high-bred le well enough.
A fellow who comes of an old family like
mine seems to suck all that in with his
mother’s milk, somehow. But that's a
mere surface knowle after all. And
-gome circamstance might turn up in which
1 should want a more solid judgment to
help my own.”

Maxfield coughed again, a little less
rasplzglzl 0111: of dhis doubled-up hands
unc! itself, and he be to it
across his stubbly chin. gn o

¢ By-the-by—what an ass I was not to
{:hixék of that before—would you mind
ending me twen unds till Au
Mr. Mixﬁeld ?” 7 o guet

“I—I'm not given to lending, Alger-
non; nor to borrowing either, I thank
the Lord.”

“Borrowing! No; you're one of the.
lucky folks of this world, who can grant
favours instead of asking. them. But it
really is of small consequence, after all;
T somehow, if you have any
objection. I believe I have a nabob of
a godfather, General Indigo, as yellow

a8 & guinea and as rich as & Jew. My
mother was talking of him the other day,
and, perhaps, it would be better to ask
such a little favour of one’s own le.
I’ll look up the nabob, Mr. Maxfield.”

It must not be supposed that Algy, in
bringing out the name of General Indige,
had any thought of the three lovely Miss
Indigos in his mind. He was quite um-
conscious of the existence of those young
thoSgmenta of Mrs, Ervingion's for
the figments . Errington’s fer-
tile fgzy Algy had laid no deep
plans. He was simply quick at seizsing
opportunity. The opportunity had pte-
sented itself, of dazzling old with his
nabob godfather, and -of —perhaps—in-
ducing the stingy old fellow to lend him
what he wanted, by dint of conveying that
he did not want it particularly. Algy had
availed himself of the opportunity, and
the shot had told very effectually.

Old Max never swore. he been
one of the common and profane crowd of
worldlings, it may be that some impreca~
tion on eral Indigo would have issued
from his lips; for the mention of that
name made him very angry. But old Max
had a settled conviction of the probable
consignment to perdition of the rich
nabob—who was doubtless & purse-proud,
tyrannous, godless old fellow—which far
su , in its comforting power, the
ephemeral satisfaction of an oath. He
struck his clenched hand on the counter,
and said, testily, “ You have not heard
what I had it in my mind tosay! You
are too rash, young man, and broke in on
my discourse before it was finished !

“I beg pardon. Did I1P”

“]I say that I am not given to lending
nor to borrowing; and it is most true.
But I have not said that I will refuse to
assist you. This is a special case, and
must judged of specially- as between

ou and me.”

“Why, of course, I would rather be
obliged to you than to the general, who
is & stranger to me, in fact, though he. is
my ther.”

“There’s nearer ties than godfathers,
Algernon.” :

Algernon burst into a peal of genumine
laughter. “ Why, yes,” said he, wiping
his eyes, “I hope so!”

Old Max did not move a musocle of his
face. ‘What was the sum you named ? "’
he asked, solemnly.

“QOh, I don’t know—twenty or thirty

T ——

pounds would do. Something just to keep
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me going until my mother’s next quarter’s
money comes in,”

“I will lend you twenty pounds, Alger-
non, for which you will write mo an ac-
knowledgment.”

¢ Certainly !”

* Being under age, your receipt is value-
less in law. But I wish to have it as be-
tween you and me.”

¢ Of course; as between you and me.”

Maxfield unlocked a strong-box let into
the wall. Algernon—who had often gazed
at the outside of it rather wistfully—
peeped into it with some eagerness when
1t was opened ; but its contents were
chiefly papers and a huge ledger. There
was, however, in one corner a well-stuffed
black leather pocket-book, from which old
Max slowly extracted a crisp, fresh Bank
of England note for twenty pounds.

“I'm sure I'm ever so much obliged to
you, Mr. Maxfield,” said Algernon, taking
the note. He spoke without any over-
eagerness, but the gleam of boyish delight
in his eyes would not be suppressed.

“ And now come into the parlour with
me, and write the acknowledgment.”

“1 say, Mr. Maxfield,” said Algernon,
when the receipt had been duly written
and signed, “yon won't say anything to
my mother about this ?” :

““ Do you mean to keep it a secret ?”
asked the old man, sba.rply.

¢ Oh, of course I don’t mind all the
world knowing, a8 far as I'm concerned.
Bat the dear old lady might worry her-
self at not being able to do more for me.
Let it be just simply as between you and
me,” said Algernon, repeating Maxfield’s
words, but, truth to say, without attach-
ing any very definite meaning to them.
The old man pursed up his mouth and
nodded.

* Aye, aye,” he said, ‘‘as between you
md”me, Algernon ; [as between you and
me.

¢ Upon my ,word,” that” formula of old
Max’s seems to be a kind of open sesame to
purses and strong-boxes and cheque-books !
¢ As between-you and me.” I wonder if it
would answer with Lord Seely? Who'd
have thought of old Max doing the hand-
some thing? Well, it’s all right enough.

I do mean to stick to little Rhodsa, espe-
|| cially since her father seems to hliint his

spprobation so lainly. at it
wouldn’t do to bmy&lf ]ny;t now—for
her sake, poor little pet! ¢As between
you and me!’ What a character the old

fellow is! I wish he’d made it fifty while
he was about it !

Such was Algernon’d mental soliloquy
a8 he walked janntily down the street,
with his hand in his pocket, and the crisp
bank-note between his finger and thumb.

UNDER THE HAMMER.
CHRISTIE’S.

: . ON VIEW.

From gloomy old Italian cities, cradled
in the Apennines; from spruce Dutch
towns, smelling frouzily despite eternal
scrubbing ; from dingy Flemish streets
and high-peaked houses; from the full-
flavonred Jews’ quarter of Frankfort-
on-the-Main; from Parisian bric-a-brac
shops and humbler stalls; from the Hotel
Drofiot; from gilded Moscow and dus
Madrid; from the Venice of the Nort!
and her great prototype, washed, though
scarcely cleansed, by the Adriatic; from
the workman'’s and the ‘““decayed
gentlewoman’s ”  long-treasured china
closet; from the studio of the needy
artist and the snug bar-parlour of the
roadside inn; from ransacked tombs and
illaged convents ; from Holborn and the
%a.gue; from Florence and Wardour-street;
from Piccadilly and Peking; from Rome,
and even from Rag Fair, comes the
“ celebrated collection ” on view this after-
noon—any afternoon in the height of the
season will do—in the famous rooms of
Messrs. Christie, Manson, and Woods, in
King-street, Piccadilly. All is fish that
comes to the net in King-street. Pictures,
ancient and modern; water-colour draw-
ings by famous masters; Roman and
Oriental bronzes; choice enamels;
dainty marquetry and old Buhl work;
reliquaries gleaming with gold and
precious stones; ivory triptyches; black
jacks, ancient plate, and curious jewels;
Soévres and Dresden, Oriental and old
English porcelain; armour rich with
niello; morions adormed with repoussé
work ; swords forged by the redonbtable
Andrea Ferrara himself ; blades tempered
by the cunning smiths of Toledo; dag-
gers of Milan steel ; scymetars fashioned
with silken grain in peerless Damascus;
bonbonniéres in choice enamel; angnlar
Byzantine saints in glowing mosaic;
quaint little boxes of fragile porcelain,
holding red, white, and blue pigments and
tiny brushes of sable hair; rare cameos
in onyx and sardonyx; apostle spoons;
patriotic beer-jugs; mighty tankards of
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quaint old German glass ; facetious puzzle-
jugs; sollerets fitting like & lobater-shell
over knightly feet; models of cathedrals in
silver filagree; vases of jasper and mala-
chite; Bristol teapots; cross-bows inlaid
with ivory; snuff-boxes of every choice
material—bloodstone, gold, sardonyx, and
jasper—glittering with diamonds; an au-
thentic portrait of Mary Stuart; a break-
fast service once the property of Madame
de Pompadour; and a complete suit of
armour said to have belonged to Francis
the First—the fatal hammer has stomach
for them all.

Armed with catalogues, in which these
very numerous and discordant elements
are classed in groups, so far as this object
can be achieved, the various visitors pro-
ceed to view them with very different
eyes. Dealers and commission agents are
on the qui vive to point out the tid-bits
to their patrons, and kmow to a hair's-
breadth their peculiar fancies. Lambkin,
for instance, who does a large business
in the pictorial line, knows perfectly
well that it would lose him a valuable
customer if he were thoughtless enough
to draw Lord MacScumble’s attention to
any pictures save those by the old masters,
and that he would get the rough side
of Jack Wallsend’s tangue if he missed
a good bit of modern landscape, Jack
caring for nothing older than Turner and
David Cox; while Delphington, who is
making so very good a thing out of the
prevalent chinamania, is well aware that
it would be sheer waste of time to point
out & prime Chelsea dish to old Lord
Cracklington, who cares for no china
but the trme Oriental; or suggest the
mchm of a rare bit of old Bristol to

y Rougemore, who loves nothing bat

Sévres; or to Mrs. Powderham, whose

soul is in Bow statuettes. For the last
craze of connoisgenrs is, in the slang of
the day, ‘f‘to go in for dafspecia.lty P—
hence the fancy prices paid for specimens
required to perfect & series. The china-
maniacs do not appear to care vastly
about the look of the old English porcelain,
for which they pay an immense price.
The first thing they do to a plate—you
may see them at it all day long when a
“celebrated collection” is on view—is to
tarn it over in quest of the mark, for, as the
readers of this Journal have been already
informed, there is much virtue in a blue
cross, a crescent, or ‘a golden anchor.
Reassured on this vital point, they consult
their catalogue as to whether the particalar

piece under consideration has been en-
graved in Marryat or Chaffers, and may-
hap pull Mrs. Bury Palliser’s book out
of their pocket. Mighty conferences are
held over a pair of Plymouth vases; an
excited group is discussing the merit of
& hideons teapot, ‘ said to have been pre-
sented to Lord Nelson by the ladies of
England after the battle of Trafalgar;”
notes are scrawled on the margins of
catalogues; resolutions are made to buy
or die; and commissions are freely given
to fashionable agents, as the crowd dis-
perses to talk over the crookery at com-
genial kettledrum. - .

GOING.

TrosE who recollect Homburg and
Baden in the old days of wickednees,
before the Prussian broom had made a
clean sweep of roulette and tremte-et-
quarante, croupiers and punters, zeros
and martingales, may be able to con-
jure up in their mind’s .eye the simu-

ra of those unquiet apirits for whom
the conversation carried on in the t
saloons never began earlienough. f::g
before the appointed hour of eleven
these restless creatures, whose dreams
musthn.vebeeneﬁf numbers a.:gdssnes,

ight be observed walking up own
:;tgh a fidgetty manner, & lean and
hungry look, and fingers busied with tiny
books of, systems, ready to rush in, as
soon as the police-agent, with cocked hat
and aword, had seen the roulette-table
progerly balanced, and .the bank, wh-wh
paid such exoellent dividends, was fairly -
opened. In like manner may be observed
the true amateurs of auctions dropping in
betimes on sale days, eager to secare a seat
at the green table laid by Messrs. Christie,
Manson, and Woods. In place of nﬁ::d
cards and glaas-headed pins, these -
less folk bring with them their catalogues,
well thnmbL:g and pencilled by this time,
and anon to be posted up with the prices
realised. A green table, formed of two
narrow slips, is closed towards the door,
‘but open at the upper ends, at one of which
is installed a clerk, and at the other the
auctioneer, hammer in hand, occupies the
speoies of pulpit called by common consent
his “rostrum ;"* why so I am at & loss to
imagine, as the only “ beaks” around it
are those owned by keenly critical and
speculative members of the Caucasian
race. Between the two slipe of table is a
narrow passage, the use of which is to

allow the sassistant holding the “lot”
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for sale to pass freely up and down
between the double rows of front seats at
the table, and exposs, if required, the

i or vase to the closer inspection of
an intending bidder. At great picture
sales the biddings for important lots are
mostly made by impassible commissioners,
who buy the sensation lots for their clients
at Manchester, Sheffield, or Birmingham,
Leeds, Glasgow, or ILiverpool, and the
sceme is wanting in variety and anima-
tion. A David Cox may bring its two
thousand, orha TumerPmd its seven thousand
guineas, withount ucing any v -
ticular excitement. Big Srasin er{sfn:e
s rule, done quietly everywhere, espe-
cially at auctions, where big es 500D
throw all but two or three big fish out of
the race ; but it is quite otherwise with the
smal fry fighting over the erumbe which
fall from the rich collector’s table. There is

& mighty s ing and dashing over these
. ugphﬂlnns g

ends, I promise you.

That old lady, who wasyoone of the first
to ocoupy a seat at the table, has come
hither to-day with a fixed dm:gn to
purchase certain tid-bits of china if they
come within the value at which, after
long thought and consideration, she has
appraised them. 8he sits like an ancient
Patience on & Monument as one after the
other passes away from her. At last a
ocouple of Bow sphinxes are put up, and
the gleam of battle flashes in her bright
grey eye.. Five pounds are bid—six—
seven—seven ien, fifteen. KEight pounds
bids the dame, thinking she will secure
the prize at her estimated ten guineas;
but, no! Fate is against her. Eight five,
ten, fifteen —repeats Mr. Woods —nine
pounds, nine pounds tem, fifteen, ten
pourids. Guineas, bids the old lady,
mervously twitching her pencil. Ten
guineag—+t-e-n g-u-i-n-e-a-8. The victory
s almost won ; our friend, with eyes fixed

the darling sphinxes, in imagination

hugs them to her bosom. - But,

alas! her delight is premature. Ten fifteen,
resumes Mr. Woods ; eleven pounds. Rea-
son now rocks upon ite throne. Shameful
to be outbid in this way. Ome bold
eonp will crush them. Twelve pounds;
swelve pounds (ecstasy); twelve pounds
five, ten, fifteen; thirteen pounds (despair!
all over now), ten, fifteen. Knocked down
at thirteen fifteen. Fatal indecision to

balt at such a moment !
This protracted le has proved
ing ; the vanquithed one pauses

awhile, and them makes a bold dash for &

Bristol coffee-cup, which drives her wild
again, by fetching eight pounds, and es-
caping her at the last moment. At last
she becomes reckless. She has fallen in
love with & beeutiful large Chelsea cup
and saucer, with the precious gold-anchor
mark, and feels that, to obtain it, she
must looge her purse-strings. Why not,
after all, buy ome piece as good as
gold, instead of frittering money away on
trifles ? The bidding is fieree for the pretty
cup and saucer with the gold anchor at
the bottom. Nineteen pounds are bid;
nineteen pounds, ten—a lull; twenty
pounds—the old lady springs to the
front; guineas — twenty guineas; rap
goes the hammer, and the cup and saucer
are secured. Heavy fighting now oceurs
over & Folham mug; light skirmishi

among the Lowestoft, and, anon, the heavy
guns are.brought up when Bristol figures,
Chelsea vases, and Worocester royal plates
are to be disposed of. . But my intereet in
the sale is over, more particularly as I
always feel uncomfortable under the eye
of an auctioneer, dreading that some in-
advertent movement on my part may lead
him to sup that I have made a bid,
and that I shall, then and there, either
become the purchaser of a Japanese mon-
ster, & Dresden dog, or some equally use-
ful article, or have to explain the mistake,
and confess myself a very fraud and sham
slinking about auction-rooms on false pre-
tences. I therefore wamder listlessly about

the rooms till I drift to the door, and find

my old lady getting into her brougham,
her features beaming with the smile of
triumph peculiar, for some inscrutable
reason, to people who have just bought,.
for a good deal more than its value, some
thing they don’t in the least want. :

GONE.

TaE vast collection of catalogues pre-
served by Messrs. Christie, Manson, and
‘Woods commenoces on December 5th, 1766,
and it is curious to note the prices paid
for china—then, as now, a fashionable
weakness. At this period the cslebrated
works of Sévres, Dresden, Chelsea, and
Derby were in full blast, and producing
their finest work; but then, as now,
prices took a wide range, although many
articles were evidently sold for less than
one-tenth of their present value. In 1767,
two white Chelsea groups of the four
quarters of the world went for a guines,
and twenty-six crimson and gold Chelsea
plates, enamelled in birds, for two pounds

m—
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six shillings; and in the following year, at
the sale of the stock of Mr. Thomas Tar-
ner, chinaman, deceased, a white Chelsea
group of Hcrcules and Omphale sold for
half a guinea, while a Chelsea figure of
Apollo brought two pounds fourteen shil-
lings, and four small statuettes realised only
five shillings among them. In 1769, at the
sale of the effects of a ‘“person of dis-
tinction,” & Worcester tea equipage fetched
but two pounds twelve shillings and six-
pence, while & “complete service of Chelsea
porcelain ”’ was knocked down at twenty-
five pounds fourteen shillings and six-
pence; a dessert service of the same
make for twenty-five pounds four shillings,
the exact sum realised for a * Nankeen
blue and white table service.” Urns and
vages of Sdvres went for comparatively
low sums—ten, fifteen, or eighteen guineas.
In 1770 we find four Chelsea “compoteers”
fetched but twelve shillings ; and it wounld
appear, from records of numerous auctions,
that “blue and white Nankeen” was the
china without which no gentleman’s table
was complete, and that “old Japan was
held in considerable favour.” During this
year the effects of a celebrated, or rather
notorious, person were sold off. Captain
O'Kelly—the man who “placed” the
horses in a race at Newmarket by naming
his own Eclipse first, and the rest * mo-
where,” and won the bet and many thoa-
sands of pounds by instructing his jockey
to “ come away "’ and “ distance ” the field

—removed from his house in Dover-street,

Piccadilly, to a smaller house at the corner
of Marlborough-street and Poland-street,
and his collection came to the hammer.
Perhaps the O'Kelly’s “map of his
estates,” which he always oarne({) about
him in the shape of a roll of bank-notes of
a thousand poands each, had shrunk some-
what, and his care tostate that this “removal
to a smaller house ”’ was the cauge of the
sale favours this belief, for O’Kelly was far
too clever a man to be poor and look poor.
Among his effects were a tea and coffee
equipage of Dresden china, knocked down
at seventeen pounds seventeen shillings;
a complete dessert service of “ old Japan,”
at nineteen pounds nineteen shillings ; and
a china service of Dresden, at fourteen
pounds, with various other fine china—
notably a two-gallon punch bowl. In 1771
we find a large table service of Dresden
going for fifty-nine pounds seventeen shil-
lings, and the year is marked by china-
maniacs as that in which the new produce
of Chelsea and Derby was first submitted

to public competition. The catalogme an-
nounces for sale the ‘last year’s produce
(the first public sale) of the Chelsea and
Derby ¢ porcelain ’ manufactories, and also
a few select pieces of the rich Ultramarine
and Blue Celeste which Mr. Duesbury has
with great labour brought to a state of
perfection equal to the French.” At this
and subsequent sales of the same character,
prices were realised which, although ri-
diculous when com
for the same articles to-day, yet.appear
high when compared with those of Sévres
and Dresden, and still more so when it is
considered how much bread, meat, and
wine might have been got for the morey
in A.D. 1%71. Small jars brought from ten
to twelve guineas per set; statuettes from
a guinea to thirty aﬁllmga per pair (among
those figures frequently the “ Welch taylor
with his wife riding on a goat’’). Large
jars fetched twenty-five guineas; & * com-
plete tea and coffee eqnipage of the much-
admired crimson ground, painted in natural
flowers,” thirty pounds; a Mazarine blue
jar, eighteen pounds; a *‘dessert service
of blue celeste enamelled with groups and
festoons of flowers, sixty-five pounds; a
crimson ditto, sixty-five pounds; and a
dinner service, fifty pounds.

Under the management of the second
Christie—who was originally educated
for the Church, possessed considerable
classical attainments, and wrote valuable
works on Etruscan and Greek vases—
the catalogues of the house assumed &
descriptive and critical character, and
the great vendor undertook the task of
guiding the taste of purchasers. But even
his seductive arts failed to bring pictures
to anything approaching the prices of
to-day; and it is curious to note that
the works of English 'artists—with the
exception of 8ir Joshua—went at vile
prices, compared with those commanded
by the old masters, and that the highly-
finished productions of the Dutch school
realised considerable sums during the
early part of this eminently practical and
realistic century.

In the comet year, an Ostade brought
three hundred guineas; a Wouvermans
four hundred, a Teniers two hundred, a
Carl du Jardin three hundred, and a
Nicolo- Poussin six hundred, guineas.
Wines, of choice quality, brought large
sums. East India ﬂndeu-a, ““of the highest
flavour and matchlees quality, the property
of a man of fashion from the East,” was
knocked down at figures ranging from

-

with those paid |
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seven pounds ien shillings to seven pounds
eighteen shillings per dozen. In the be-
miq of the century, as now, a great
depended upon the m;’mhtion of the
cellector. A lot of Morland’s best pictures
fetched but little over eight hundred
pounds; Edmund Burke’s pictures went
for two thousand and eighteen pounds
twelve shillings and si ce; while the
‘wines and ‘fashionable plate” of the Duke
of Roxburgh, deceased, realised thirty-three
thousand six hundred and forty-six pounds
eight shillings — the greatest sale up to
1812. In 1816 came the sale of Mr. Henry
Hope's pictures for over fourteen thou-
sand pounds; and in 1821 a considerable
mumber of the fipest works of Sir Joshua
Reynolds sold for a little over fifteen thou-
sand pounds. Two years later, however,
a portrait of Nelly O’Brien, by Sir Joshua,
was sold for only thirty pounds nine
shillings, and a fine picture, by the same
master, for two hundred and seventy-
three pounds; while the Grand Landscape,
by Rabens, with a Rainbow, which had
been one of the greatest ornaments of the
Balbi Palace at Genoa, was bought by
Lord Oxford for two thousand six hun-
dred pounds. David Garrick’s choice col-
election sold for the small sum of three
thousand five hundred and four pounds thir-
teen shillings and sixpence, of which the
famous four Election pictures, by Hogarth,
brought sixtesn hundred and fifty guineas.
Another noteworthy sale took place in
1823. Thirteen Italian pictures, of the
highest class, * lately the property of
Madame Murat, ex-queen of Naples, and
brought to this country by & distinguished
nobleman,” sold well for that day : A Holy
Family, by Raffaelle, for five hundred and
n pounds ten shillings; a Titian,

The Enamoured Physician, for seven hun-
dred and thirty-five pounds ; and an Anni-
bale Carracci, Cupid Asleep, for nine hun-
dred and forty-five pounds. In 1825 were
sold the “ pictures and fine old Dreseden
china of the late Henry Fauntleroy,” for
a little over two thousand pounds; and,
later on, “the Original Cup from Shake-
’s Mulberry Tree, which was pre-
sented to Daxid Garrick by the mayor
and corporation at the time of the Jubilee
at Stratford-on-Avon,” was sold for one
huandred and twenty-one guineas. In 1827
the silver and silver-gilt plate of H.R.H.
the Duke of York, decéased, sold for
twenty-two thousand four hundred and
thirty-eight pounds ten shillings and
elevenpence ; and the famous co ion

of Oriental and Eurogea.n weapons fetched
nearly niné thousand pounds. In 1830
the sslendid and costly dress-sword, set
with diamonds :.n%o coloured stones of
great beauty, o bert Coates, .
(Romeo Coa.ttyes), which was worn by?h‘ils
amateur of the stage in his many benevo-
lent essays on behalf of public and private
charities,” found its way to Christie’s. In
the following year, the chased plate, silver
and silver-gilt, of Edward Ball Hughes,
Esq. (Golden Ball of “more curricles”
fame), went for less than two thousand
pounds ; and the drawings and pictures of
Sir Thomas Lawrence were sold for prices.
then deemed high. We next find Stot-
hard’s Canterbury Pilgrimage going for
one handred and fifty pounds ; and Bone’s
exquisite collection ogao enamels, seventy-
one in number, producing but two hun-
dred and fifty-eight pounds six shillings—
about one-fifteenth of the sum they would
fetoch to-day. At the sale of Mr. Nieu-
wenhuys’ pictures, in 1835, some high
%rioes were realised: an Adrian Van de
elde fetched mnearly five hundred, a
Wouvermans nearly a thousand, and a
Rembrandt over six hundred pounds;
but a couple of Hobbimas were the
lions of the collection. One of these,
A Landscape in the Dreuthe Country,
sold for seven hundred and ninety-eight
pounds, and the Watermills for one
thousand and eight pounds. English pic-
tares were not yet appreciated. Gains-
borough’s Broken Pitcher, a Cleopatra
by Guido, and a miscellaneous lot, only
brought three hundred and eighty-four
pounds fifteen shillings and sixpence.
1836 was sold, for fifteen hundred and
twenty-seven pounds, the celebrated Clif-
ford collection of MS. State Papers.
The Kynaston collection of rare Oriental,
Sévres, and Dresden porcelain, pictures,
and bronzes went for thirteen hundred
unds, and the remaining portion of
g:)ne’s enamels for three %mndred and
twenty-four pounds. A year later, Etty’s
Cleopatra embarking on the Cydnus pro-
duced but two hundred and ten gunineas.
In the next decade we find that a sale
of Bone’s enamels —he being dead —
brought in one thousand five hundred and
one pounds five shillings -and sixpence,
and many other thin’fa also greatlfy in.
creaged in value. he works of art
belonging to Samuel Rogers brought
over forty-two thousand unds, and
among these were several highly-priced
English pictures. Leslie’s Sancho and
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the Duchess sold for one thousand ome
huandred and twenty gaineas; Sir Joshua’s
Mob- Cap for seven hundred and eighty,
and the famous Strawberry Girl, for
two thousand one hundred guineas. In
1857 the magnificent contents of Alton
Towers were sold by order of the exe-
cutors of the late Earl of Shrewsbury,
-and realised forty-two thousand pounds—
only two-thirds of the sum brought by
the Bernal collection, sold two years
before. Passing again from ocelebrities to
notorieties, I may observe that the effects
of Leopold Redpath, the forger, a t
patron of art, were sold in May, 1857, by
Christie, and brought over nine thousand
pounds.

The great sales of recent times are
remarkable a8 affording landmarks in the
history of bric-d-brac. At a sale of the
Strawberry-hill collection, in 1842, which
was not actually cohducted by the Messrs.
Christie, although they prepared the
catalogue; at the Beckford sale, at
Fonthill, in 1845; and at the great
| sale of the late Duke of Buckingham’s
effects, at Stowe, in 1848, the prices for
rare furniture and choice chima were
ridiculously low—probably not one-third
of those ruling at present. At the Stowe
sale, the pictures, china, and furniture of
what was generally considered the finest
house in England, brought something
under & hundred thousand pounds. It
was indeed only at the great Bernal sale
at Christie’s rooms, in 1855, that the
value of artistic relics became apparent,
and government agents compe with
private collectors for painted platters and
odds and ends of repoussé work.

A hundred years ago Christie’s rooms
were already celebrated. Mr. John Faylor,
the author of Monsieunr Tonson, in his
Records of My Life, a book full of
delightful reminiscences, gives many
interesting particulars concerning the
founder of the great house of Christie:
‘ Besides being possessed of an excellent
understanding, which would probably have
enabled him to make a distingnished
figure in any walk of life, I should
venture fo say that he was peculiarly
fitted for the profession which he adopted.
There was something interesting and
persuasive, as well as thoroughly agree-
able, in his manner. He was very animated
and, it may be justly said, eloquent in his
recommendation of any article that he
announced from his ‘rostrum,” as well
a8 in effusions of genuine humour. He

was courteous, friendly, and hospitable in
private life, and was held in great esbeem
by his numercus friends, among whom
there were many of high rank.” Prom
kis anction-rooms, founded as long ago as
1762, in Pall Mall, this agreeable gentie-
man must have drawn an ample revenue;
but his liberality on one occasion cost him
dear, as he suffered to the extent of five
thousand pounds, by his confidence in Mr.
Chace Price, “a gentieman well known in
the upper circles of his time, and more
admired for his wit and humour than for
the strictnees of his ‘moral principles.”
On this occasion Garrick came gallantly
to the front, and offered to forward Mpr.
Christie the full amount of his loss. It
is not clear that this liberal offer was-
accepted, bat it is certain that Mr. Christie
enjoyed the friendship of many notable

rsons, among whom was the famous

ord Chesterfield, who never lost an

-opportunity of testifying his regard for

the popular auctioneer and connoisseur.
On one occasion Christie had to dispose of
a valuable collection of pictures, rather
of European than of imsular reputatiom.
Anxions that this collection should receive
the notice it deserved, he asked the great
Chesterfield to condescend to come to his
rooms and view the pictures, many of
which had become familiar to him during -
his travels abroad. A gracious consent
was accorded; his lordship g{r:mised to
come in state, and permitted Mr. Christie
to announce his visit. '

Let us try, by the help of historie
telescope and biographic lens, to catch a
glimpse of Christie’s rooms in Pall Mall
on a summer morning, some hundred
and five years agone—vwhen George the
Third was king. The day is bright, and
Ohristie’s rooms do not depend entirely
for colour upon the goods on sale; for
man has not yet discarded she privi- |
lege of other male animals to appear |
in dazzling raiment. Groups of courb
beauties, sumptuously arrayed in all the
glory of hoops and high heels, patohes,
powder, and paint—for no lady is ocom-
gidered to have made her toilet unless she
is rouged up to the eyes—are not relieved
by sombre groups of sadly-attired men, but
contrasted with butterflies as gaily decked
as themselves. Faces of young dandies,
go in silk and velvet and ghttering
with diamonds—and paste—are this morn-
ing of the palest, for there was a masque-
rade, under distinguished patronage, last
night at Soho, at the rooms-of the excel-
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lent Madame Cornelys, who is herself to
the fore this morning, looking ocut for an
eligible investment of a portion of the
profits of last night’s entertainment. She
would do r woman—to
her money in her pocket, for the new
Winter Ranelagh, destined in time to
|| become sucoessively a bazaar and a wine-
store, is fast growing in the Oxford-road,
and will soon overshadow poor Cornelys
and drive her to selling asses’ milk hard
by Hyde-park, little thinking €hat her
onoe-famous rendezvous will ultimately
be devoted %o jams and pickles. An
overdressed copper-captain i8 entertaining
lor with an account of how the great
character at the masquerade, the Man in
the Iron Mask, with a mask made to
represent Jack Wilkes, with an exag-
gorated squint and mouth awry, was
in his carriage by a mob shout-
ing, “Are you for Wilkes,” till a by-
stander %;ﬂehd matters by saying,
D—— Wilkes, what hss he to do with
o masquerade P

A stapendous dandy in sky-blue silk
coek, with a half-guinea nosegay in the
buttonhole, and waistcoat embroidered
with a complete flower-show——young Lord
Stavordale, eldest son of My Lord Ilchester
—is busy telling a gay knot of young
bloods how the game went a night or two
ago at Almack’s, which has recently sup-
planted White’s as the greatest gambling
clab in London ; how he, not yet of legal

lost eleven thonsand guineas, but
recovered it all by one great hand at
hazard.

“Now,” cries his lordship, swearing a
mighty oath befitting: a person of quality,
¢if I had been playing deep I might have
won.millions,” Near this promising youth
is apother of similar character, plus genius
—Charles Fox, his cousin, who shines with

ual brilliancy at Almack’s and in the
gmse of Commons. He only came of age
the other day, is already ome of the best

in the House, and was made a

of the Admiralty a week Fox

was at the mmsquerade with the other
* bloods,” having come back in hot haste
from Newmarket, and made & dashing
oration in the House between whiles.
The Middlesex election being still & burn-
ing question, all eyes are turned on Beck-
ford, with Jack Wilkes, just out of prison,
on his arm. As lord mayor, Beckford
has been endeavouring to keep the public

peace ; but, as Beckford, has shown all;

vigour in supporting the Medmenham

candidate. Jack knows everybody, and is
hail-felow-well-met with all.

The fame of the piokures to be sold,
and, still more, the announcement that the
famous diplomatist and arbiter elegan-
tiarum, my Lord Chesterfield, who, now
very old and deaf, is about to forsake
his retirement in order to identify the
pictares he has seen abroad, and other-
wise do Mr. Christie a good turn, have
drawn from Leicester - fields, Covent-
garden, and other classical localities,
not a fow of the then called literati and
cognoscenti. :

Prominent among these is Dr. Gold-
smith, resplendent in his famous plum-
coloured con kets of the same well
lined with the hundred gnineas he has just
received for the Deserted Village. Near
them, but hardly of them, is a slight
youthful fi on to pass out of this
gay and giddy Bohemia—Chatterton, the
apoeryphal Rowley who has electrified: the
town by a slashiing satire on Lord Bute
and the Princees of Wales. Now drops in
Garrick the bright-eyed, a skilled connois-
seur, famous actor, and successful manager,
light of heart and ready of tongne, chatting
pleasantly with his friend Mr. Christie.
Among the' gay crowd are figures of men
unlovely to look upon but famous withal.
David Hume, with his broad.flat face, wide
mouth, and vacant eyes—Ilooking more like
a turtle-eating alderman than the philo-
sopher that he is—discourses in measured
phrase with the ingenious Edward Gib-
bon—not yet the historian of the Roman
HBmpire, but a simple ex-colonel of militia,
and an agreeable writer of philosophic
disgertations. Burly old Johnson now
rolls in — puffing and blowing — with
wig awry, brought hither much against
the grain, for he loves not overmuch
the courtly Chesterfield, by Joshua Rey-
nolds, whose ear-trampet collects the
sounds which exude from * blinking
Sam,” while his eyes are engaged on
the “Raphaels, Correggios, and stuff,”
which he affects to contemn, but in his
heart reveres.

Horace Walpole is, of course, present,
both as a collector and & man of fashion.
He is very busy scandalmongering with
an ancient but still handsome dame, the
eceentric Duchess of Queensberry, Prior’s,

“Kitty,” who
at Heart’s desire

Obtuined the chariot for a day,
_ And set the world on fire.

Walpole has been- somewhat cut out of
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the grand old lady’s graces for some time
past, but has recently made it up with her
by adding & stanza to Prior—
To many a Kitty, Love his care
Will for a day engage,
Bat Prior’s Kitty, ever fair,
Obtained it for an age!

Her Grace is quite old enough to be
pleased with the compliment, and is
listening delightedly to the scoffing racon-
teur. He is full of the latest news
from Paris, and has trippingly on the
tongue the last squib inst the Da-
barry, and the last naiveté of Madame de

. Mailly. An old friend and neighbour of
Walpole’s now drops in—Mrs. Catherine
Clive; not at this moment like the
excellent housewife she is, preparing a
feast of venison “up to the elbows in cur-
rant jelly and gratitade,” but looking every
inch the “fine lady,” much complimented
by the company, who express their sorrow
at her retirement from the stage. Kitty
Clive is not quite so over fine in manner as
in appearance, being somewhat rough of
speech and ready of tongue. The crowd
now thickens, for auctions are all the rage
among persons of quality. Breakfasts and
auctions wear the morn away, and many
fair dames have defrauded themselves of
their beauty-sleep to be presentat Christie’s
this morning.. Their beauty, however,
has not perceptibly suffered—their cheeks
have received the last layer of red, and they
look as handsome as crimson can msake
them. At last arrives the great I.ord
Chesterfield, who now lives retired on ac-
count of his deafness and failing health,
but has consented to appear on this ocoa-
sion in state, in his lordship’s coach drawn
by six horses. As he enters the great
room, leaning on the arm of Mr. Christie,
every eye is bent upon one who was onoe
the glass of fashion. Richly dressed in
sombre colours, and wearing what can only
be designated as a French rather than
English expression on his finely-cut fea-
tares, Philip Dormer Stanhope, speaking
loudly after the manner of deaf people,
favours Mr. Christie and the company with
his opinion of the pictures on view, and
his recollections of the more important of
them. The words of the great connoisseur
are carefully treasured by the listenérs, who
will bid briskly enough to-morrow. Caring
little for recognition by his old friends,Ches-
terfield makes the tour of the room, and then
drives off, Mr. Christie gratefully recon-
ducting him to his cosch-and-six. Those
who have come to Christie’s this morning

have done well; for they will look mno
more upon this famous lord. Once more
he will assert his proud pre-eminence
among well-bred men and, with dying
breath, command his servant to “give Mr.
Dayrolles & chair; ”’ but he will appear no
more in the giddy haunts of men, disdain- |
ing to be tolerated, on account of his in-
firmity, where he once reigned by his
brilliancy and, let it be added, his good
natare. At the departure of my Lord
Chesterfield the room is left to lesser con-
?:isseurs. Youthful fashion cueld more

r originals than portraits; gay demoi-
selles, acoomplished in every * high-bred
fleer,” glide into Pall Mall ; and the mem-
bers of the Macaroni Club—thln: h-?olled

ung men, who wear long curls and spy-
iy:g-ggassee—try to engage these titled
nymphs to make a party to Vauxhall this
evening, to mince chickens and stew them
in a china bowl, to the astonishment and
admiration of the bystanders. At last the
cognoscenti off and the rooms are
left to their silent tenants. Statesmen,
diplomatists, authors, and painters are
gone. Gone indeed are they—buried deep
under the ruins of a century, but the
pictures have revisited Christie’s ‘ many &
time and oft.” Some of them were sold
there the other day.

HOPE.

TaE plant’s first shoot was fresh and fair,
‘We tended it with lo care,
But keen the breath m air,

It chilled the frail new comer.

We said, * The days roll onward fast,
The east wind’s reign will soon be past,
We'll fence it from the bitter blast,
Our bud will blow in summer."”

But June had half her smile forgot,.

And August suns blaged fierco and hot,
And tired of their earthly lot,

The soft leaves drooped and faded.

We eaid, * When heat and glare pass by,
Beneath October’s tranquil sky, °
The bloom will blossom quietly,
By Autumn’s calm wings shaded.

But ah! the dead leaves heaped the plain,
And rotted 'neath the ceaseless rain,

”

“ Love, Faith, and Truth are vain,” we said,
¢ QOur treasure lies a-dying.”

And slowly with reluctant feet,
Woe left the snowdrift’s winding-sheet,
‘Where hy the promise, pure and sweet,
To youth’s gay morning given.

Then, Hope whi low, .
¢¢ Life lingers 'neath yon saving snow,
On through the seasons patient 89,

God keeps your flower in Heaven."
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THE STORY OF OWEN GORTON.

IN SIX CHAPTERS. CHAPTER V.
THE witnesses were then called. I cannot

now recollect the exact order in which

they appeared, or the method by which an
sir of logical sequence was given to their
evidence. But it soon became clear that
the case against me had been very care-
fully prepared, even to its most minute
particulars. COertain relatives of the mur-
dered man were called, with a view not

merely of salisfying the jury as tq his
identity, but also of proving that, although
inﬁ:gateatonetimo,we of late been on

unfriendly terms, and of stating the cause
of our enmity. The counsel for the crown
elicited that they had heard James Thorpe
statethat he had been threatened by me ;
that I was very with him, and
counted upon wreaking my vengeance
upon him. There was some dispute as
to whether this could or not be received
as evidence. I forget how the judge
decided.

The witnesses admitted, upon cross-ex-
amination, that my quarrel with James
Thorpe happened many years since. They
had but little personal acquaintance with
me. James Thorpe had not expressed
himself as in any fear of me. The lady
referred to as the canse of quarrel had
been dead some years. As to the quarrel,
whatever they might have heard, they had
seen nothing.

The evidence first given in the police
eourt was then reproduced.

The constable who n.:ireated me de-
scribed conduct and speech upon
that omg‘n. My housekeeper was 5;0
called. Her evidence chiefly related to
my handwriting. I was wondering as
to the import of this, when a document
was placed in her hand. She declared
it to be written by me'pornt:; evidexl:ce
in this respect was sup by other
witnesses, clerks in a banking establish-
mené at which I had kept an account
for a considerable period.

A letter was then handed in and read
by an officer of the court.

It was couched in violent terms; it was
indeed both abusive and menacing. It
censured in the most unmeasured fashion
the conduct of James Thorpe, to whom it
‘was addressed. He was plainly designated
a villain and a traitor. The threats it
contained were less explicit. He was
informed, however, that a day of reckoning
and retribation would surely arrive sooner

or later ; and that when he little looked for
it vengeance would overtake him, and he
would rienoe himself no less suffering
than he inflicted upon others. My
signature followed.

The reading of this letter produced
some excitement in court. The judge
was the first to note that the document
bore no date, and that it did not appear
to have been written recently. If it had
passed through the post it was without
trace of a postmark.

It seemed to be agreed that the jury
must take the document for what it was
worth. That it was written by me was
accepted as a fact beyond all question.
It had been found among the papers of
the deceased. He had endorsed it with
the words—“A Fool's Threats.” The
prosecution described it as a threaten-
ing letter. There was disoussion as to
whether it implied that personal and phy-
sical violence would be attempted by the
writer, or whether it did not rather in-
tend to convey, as a general statement,
that punishment of necessity, and as a
matter of religious truth, surely attended
upon wrong-doing. s

For my part, the letter took me com-
Fetely by surprise. Had I written it?

cannot say. Was it rather a cruel and
shameful forgery effected with a view
to my ruin? I hesitated, I hesitate even
now, 80 to denounce it. But if I had
in truth ever written such a letter, cer-
tainly I had forgotten it entirely— the
thing had passed altogether from my
mng. I conld not conceive myself
writing such a letter. There was some-
thing of vulgarity in its tonme that I
judged to be alien to my nature. And
yet certain of ite terms expressed fairly
enough my sense of the treatment I had
experienced at the hands of James Thorpe.

collected from the remarks of by-
standers I could not fail to overhear,
that the production of the letter had
injuriously affected my case. A witness,
however, who was called shortly after-
wards, and upon whose evidence the pro-
secution obviously placed reliance, was so
far of assistance to me, that he failed to
justify the aoccount of his testimony, con-
tained in the opening speech for the
crown,

His name was Richard Jeffrey, I think.
He was by trade a catler, in Oxford-street.
He identified the knife produced. That
knife had been formerly in his possession
—had formed part of his stock-in-trade,
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He had sold it some months since. The
sale, with its date, was duly entered in
the book kept for that purpose., He pro-
duced the book, which was examined by
the jury. The knife was the last of a
set of kmives of similar pattern which had
been in his possession. It was of English
manufactare, but what he should describe
a8 & foreign pattern. He called it a foreign
hunting-knife. Such knives were rarely
required in England. He was quite posi-
tive as to the date of the sale. It was
some weeks before the murder. He was
quite positive about that. The sale took
place in the evening. The purchaser was

. altogether a stranger to him. His shop

was well lighted. The purchaser had
some conversation with him upon the
subject of ocuflery, examined -several
kmives, testing with his their peint
and edge. Seemed particular as to the
knife he required. Observed no excite-
ment in his manner. Was a well-spoken,
what he should call a gentleman-like, man.

" Did not notice his dress particularly. He

was dressed in dark clothes. Could say
nothing further on that subject. Should
know the man again. i

Here he was asked to look round the
court and see if he counld point out the
mean. There was dead silence while he
fulfilled this requirement. But he failed
to find the purchaser.

Mention was made of the fog and. the
darkmess, and he was asked to look round
again. But again he failed.

He waa.then asked to describe the man
to whom he’ had sold the knife. Middle-
aged, he thought, with iron-grey hair and
round shoulders. In truth, this description
fitted me fairly enough. Yet he hesitated
to declare that I was the man. He would
say that I resembled the- man—but he
declined to swear that I was he. This
was the more remarkable that he had
on a former occasion selected me from a
number of others, ranged before him by
the police, and asserted positively that I
was the purchaser of the knife.

- Here then was a weak point in the case
against me. The cutler was obtuse some-
what—a man of inferior mental ity ;
yet indisputably honest. His failure to
identify me told in my favour. It had
been an important object with the prose-
cation to trace the possession of the kmife
to me. In this respect they had been
wnsuccessful ; otherwise there was no lack
of witnesses—abeolute strangers to me—

_ persons upon whom I had never before

‘Thought he was

set eyes—whose testimony connected me
closely with the murder.

The evidence of a respectable-looking
man of the artisan class, who gave his-
name as Joseph Mills, was certaimly
remarkable. -

On the night of the murder he had
been proceeding by omnibus from the
City to Haverstock-hill. It was between
eight and nine o'c:lock.Af There }::;

fow 8. ter reachi
:::y mp"ﬁ:ﬁ he found thet him-
self and one other were the only persons
in the vehicle. He had been sitking
opposite this other passenger, but found
it necessary to move away, his conduct
was so extraordinary. He talked to him-
self, ground his teeth, threw -about his
arms, and presently produced a knife,
with which he went through the panto-
mimic aetion of cutting and (il:bbkl’ng
-aeting, or drunk, or
out of his mind——PLz{ldn't say which. - The
knife produoced was very similar to the
one brandished in the omnibus, but he
oonld not swear that it was the u:x:.
This strange passenger alighted at the
railway brg;lge. That would be the
nearest point to Chalk Farm. Was not
exactly frightened at the man, but was
when he quitted the omnibas—
thought he meant mischief. The prisoner
ab the bar was the man. Had no doubt
of it. Would swear to it. Could piok
him out among & thousand. Had gwked
him out from among & good many. It was
a dark night, but there was a lamp in the
omnibus. Had noticed the man particu-
larly, having been sttracted by his s
conduct. Was certain of the date. It
was his father-in-law’s birthday; had
gone to Huawerstock-hill on to
see him and congratulate him upon the
oceasion. )

Nor was this man’s extraordinary testi-
mony a all shaken upon oross-examin-
ation. He adhered to kis story. His
manner was composed, and he spoke
distinctly. It was difficult to. gnestion his
sincerity. It seemed clear that he was
stating simply what he bekeved to be
true. And his evidence was supported by
the statements of those witnesses who

to have seen me in the neigh-
bourhood of Thorpe’s house on the same
evening. Shersan, too, was called, to
prove my absence from my chambers a
sufficient time to have enabled me easily
to journey to Chalk Farm and back.
should mention that all these witnesees
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underwent a searching crose-examination
at the hands of the counsel acting on my
behalf. He dealt with them very patiently
and temperately, never raising his voice
above a conversational tome. Yet I could
not but note admiringly his prom in
discovering flaws in case, and the art
with which he dwelt upon these, widening
them 8s much as pogsible, and turning
them to my advantage. But although he
suceeeded in reducing the strength of the
evidence considerably, he was scarcely
enabled to demolish it.

1 had thonght at one time of repudiating
kis interference altogether. A desire pos-
sessed me to undertake my own defence.
Bat then came to me thoughts of my old
difficulties in attempting to address the
court. I knew that I should lose control
over myself, my voice, my ideas ; that I
should do myself injustice and my cause

injury; should probably, indeed, in my con-

fusion, be utterly unintelligible and talk
the merest nonsense. I was convinced
that I was safer in the kands of the adve-
cate my relatives had provided me, while
¥ resented their presumption in so doing.
And now a desire for life influenced me.
I had been apathetic and indifferent before,
careless as to what my fate might be. But
I had become roused as the ease proceeded.
1t interested me. I did not feel fear as to
the result exactly, but an intense longing
occupied me that the defence should eue-
esed rather than the prosecution: because
with the defence I was concerned, the
ution being the work of my foes.
my desire in the matter was not,
sfter all, much in excessof that felt by
an enthusiastic schoolboy bent upon the
success in the cricket-field of his own side
in preference to that of his opponents. - -

CHAPTER VI.
Tre speech for the defence teok me

.

‘very much by surprise. It was divided

inte two parts. e hypothesis of m

abeolate innocence was :ipr:: dealt vnth7
The weakness of the case against me was
exposed. There was an absolute failure of
evidence. The story was monstrous—in-
mdiglel.,y The motive for the crime sug-
geste the prosecution was ludicrons]

meufficient. An old love affair; fomoothy!
Why, the lady who had been the object
of this love was dead and buried lom

since. Did the jury ever hear of sucl

& motive for & crime so heinous? They
were bidden to contemplate me. Did
I look like a lover P—like a murderer P

-him as the

I was already an old man—grey, fur-
rowed, bent. My position Iwae onwf
indisputable respectability. I was a bar-
rister of many years’ standing. My cha-
racter was absolutely irreproachable. I
was engaged in literary pursuite—in study
of & most worthy kind. I was a recluse;
a student; a man of books; living in an
unusual condition of solitude and retire-
ment. Was I a likely man to sally forth,
like a bravo at night, armed with a dagger,
for the of assassination? It was
incredible. What evidenes was there of
ill-feeling between the murdered man and
myself 7 No witness had ventured to de-
pose that he had seen us quarrel ; that he
had heard angry words between us.
There was the letter, which had been called
o threatening letter. As his lordship had
pointed out, it bore no date. When was
it written? Not recertly, that was clear.
And what did it thresten after all? Why,
it bat pointed omt that wrong could not
prosper; that punishment waited upon
sin; that time would avenge the misdeeds
of James Thorpe. No doubt it was &
violent,” abusive, rather vulgar letter,
written by some one in a passion; but it
was not more or worse than that. To
suppose that it pointed to murder was
absurd. Then the question of identity
was discussed. The witnesses had been
positive, no doubt, and there was no desire
to cast a slur upon their honesty ; but they
were really unacquainted with the pri
at the bar; thqhndmade&lstutgyofhis
sical aspect. Unquestionably they were
ﬁhken. %;clfy not?eSnch mistakes were
common. The records of the law courts
teemed with them. Whst other evidemce
was there affecting the prisoner? The
knife produced in court had not been
traced to his poseession. Jeffrey, the
cutler, had failed completely to identify
purchaser. The evidence of
Joseph Mills might be dismissed as sheer
delusion. He had been planning to csle-
brate the birthday of his wife’s father, and
had perhaps drained a glass or two to the
old gentleman’s health before setting oub
on kis journey. No wonder he had seen
such strange things in the omnibus. What
other proof was there of the prisoner's
guilt? Had blood been found upon his
clothes ? With -all their diligence, the
police had not been able to discover omne
single spot, or stain, or traee of blood
him or upon anything belonging to him,
Had his demeanour been that of one guilty
of murder 7 Much had been made of the
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fact that, upon his arrest, he had frankly
and unhesitatingly avowed all he knew
about the deceased. Why, it was the con-
dact of an innocent man, who knew that
his safety consisted in a disclosure of the
truth—of fact tonching his connec-
tion with the deceased. He sought to
conceal nothing. Why? Because he was
guiltless of James Thorpe’s blood.

The seoond portion of the speech I
listened to with exceeding indignation.
The advocate presumed me guilty, and
claimed my acquittal on the score of my
infirm intellect; in other words, he ven-
tured to describe me as insane. My
anger was 80 freat that I lost patience,
and failed to follow his statement very
c]psely. I desired, indeed, to interrupt
him; to renounce his adw of my
cause; and to protest the perfect healthi-
ness of my mental condition; but amaze-
ment and anger kept me speechless. I
hardly know what he said. But he spoke
again of my appearance—bid the jury note
my looks—much learning had made me
mad. Could they not see as much for
themselves? And he had medical wit-
nesses to bring before them who would
duly inform them on the subject.

Therenpon certain physicians entered
the witness-box, and ventured to state
that, in their judgment—and they had
made insanity a special study—my mind
was affected ; I was suffering from aberra-
tion of intellect. They were strangers
to me—or nearly so. A suspicion haunts
me that, upon some pretext, and disguising
theei: object, they had visited me in New-
gate.

I will dwell no further upon the trial.
I have already, perhaps, entered into more
than needful particulars ding it.

After the summing-up of the judge the
ary retired, and were absent nearly an
our, when they returned with a verdict
of —¢ q;nilty, dhe prisoner being at the time
insane.

“ Then, a8 I understand,” said the jud,
“you find him guilty but for his in-
sanity ? ”

“Yes, my lord, that is onr intentjon.”

“ Then the verdict will stand thus: ‘Not
guilty, on the ground of insanity.’ ”’

It was monstrous !

I write this in confinement during her
Majesty’s ,Fleunre, and under strict syper-
vision. The reasons moving me to the
task I have already set forth.

I bave nothing more to add, but this,

itapqearstons
o the left hand

The reader may be surprised that I have
given expression to no feeling of
at the cruel death of James Thorpe.. The
plain truth is, that I have experienced no
such feeling. He deserved his fate. I
would not have saved him from it, even
if I could. I hated him living; I hate
him dead; so I dismiss him from my
mind, At leagt I try to, for I find I
cannot really forget him. It is curious,
indeed, how often my mind turns to him;
how often I find myself speculating as to
the real history of his murder, and as to
the evidenoe agajnst myself : espe-
cially at night, about the hour when he was
struck down. At times the thing makes
me, in spite of myself, quite frightened and
tremulous. °

Otherwise, my health has much im-
proved. I have access to books and
writing materials at oertain hours in the
day, and altogether pass my time not
uncomfortably. Indeed, I occasionally
permit myself to hope that I may live
to complete my studies upon the Philo-
sophy of Intuition,and even my elaborate
tW&)l’k dealing with the History of Inherent

eas.

LEFT-HANDED PEOPLE.

WHEN a few folks do not follow the
same course, adopt the same habits, or
express the same opinions, as the majority
of their neighbours, the latter look upon
them as strange if not reprehensible, and
imply that the sooner they mend their
ways the better. This is the case in the
peculiarity known as Left-handedness,
which is occasionally seen in all ranks of
life. Mostof us hold the dinner-knife and
the pen-knife, the pen and the pencil, the
cricket-bat and the trap-bat, the croquet-
mallet and the billiard-cue, the saw and
the axe, the file and the awl, the needle’
and the scissors, in the right hand; and
very ungainly to employ
_ instead. , many
workmen’s tools are fashioned in direct
submission (so to speak) to right-handed-
ness. In claiming that we do the proper
thing, and that the minority are in the
wrong, we only indulge a proneness which
is ever present with us. "Indeed, there
really is much to be said on this side of
the n-in.ment. So great is the prevalence
of right-handednees all over the world,
that a left-handed rece is not (so far as
we are aware) known in any country.
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This subject was treated in a general
way in ome of our former volumes, but
without much notice of the arguments
which have been adduced to show that
left-handedness is, to a great degree,
curable by judicious means steadily em-

yed. oreover, recent inquiries-into
the effect of brain-action on’the move-
ments of the hands and arms have led to
the promulgation of a theory as to the
probable canse of this peculiarity. The
theory i8 not well established. It has the
usual ordeal of severe scrutiny to pass
through ; but it is well that we should say
something about it.

In cases where both-handedness is essen-
tial to success in life, we know that it can
be acquired. A Liszt and a Von Biilow
would not have risen to distinetion as
pianists unless the left hand had been
equally agile in its movements with the
right; nor would a grand church organ
put forth all its grandeur, unless the left
foot of the player did its full share of
work upon the pedals. So, in the mus-
cular exercises of tennis, racket, and fives,
a man with an inert left hand would not
score well in the game. Unless Esmeralda
or La Sylphide could pirouette on the left
tiptoe as well as on the right, she would
be found wanting. TUnless those really
hard-working men who imperil their lives,
day after day, in performing feats of rope

ing, rope swinging, trapéze orm-
ances, aerial leaping, globe climbing, and
the like—unless such men could use the
left arm and leg as rapidly and as firmly
as the right, their lives would not be
worth many months’ purchase in the es-
timation of an insurance office actuary.
And so the juggler, who tosses up his
balls, cups, plates, and knives, does just
a8 much work with the left hand as
with the right. We therefore know that,
whatever Nature did or did not intend,
training will, to some extent, bring about
equi-handedness and equal action in the
two feet or legs. .

Until recently, not much seems to have
been done in investigating the causes,
or probeble causes, of left-handedness. A
few physicians and physiologists, however,
thmg' they see a glimmering of light in
connection with the curious inquiry—Have
we Two Brains ? The late Sir Henry Hol-
land; Dr. Wigan, Dr. Brown-8équard, and
the physicians who direct most of their
studies to mental derangement, have dwelt
wpon the strange phenomena of double con-

sciousness, and the poseibility (if nothing

more) that we may have two half brains—
the left acting almost independently of the
right. A duplication of organs is familiar
enough to us—two eyes, two ears, two
nostrils, two arms, two hands, two legs,
two feet; and this duplication may per-
chance extend farther than we gemerally
imagine.

Double-conscionsness came under con-
sideration in a former volume of ALL THE
YEAr RouND,* in which numerous instances
are recorded of persons who seemed to
have a kind of double life, remembering
things and persons in one state and for-
getting them in the other.

Now, the theory of a double brain is
claimed as offering a possible solution of
such singular phenomena as these; not
the only explanation, perhaps not the
true one in the long run, but meanwhile
worthy of attention. A recent writer in
the Cornhill Magazine has cited many

-gimilar examples from the physicians

already named, and from other authori-
ties. We will briefly touch upon a few
of them. In what way they bear upon
our subject of left-handedness will be seen
presently. . ’ -

A lunatic sometimes knows that he has
two brains, or at least two selves; and
his sane self knows that his other self
is more or less insane. A whimsical case
is that of an American, who declared him-
self to be General Jackson. “I had my
head shot off at Buony Visty. But the
new one that growed om isn't right so
good as the old one; it’s tater on one
side. That's why they took advantage
of me to shut me up. People don’t be- °
lieve I am General Jackson; but I am.
I know some things. My head is tater
on one side, but all right on the other;
and when I know a thing in the left side
of my head, I know it.” The word “tater”
here seems to mean bad, weak, insane. A
case somewhat similar ;::;s that of a crazy

uper, who appeared before a magistrate
pf: gf:e inforn}:ation on a somewhat dis-
puted point. He refused, however, to be
sworn, on the ground that, although one
side of his head was “as sound as a nut,”
the other side was unreliable. * When a
fellow’s got one side of his head tater, he’s
mighty onsartain like. You don’t swar
me, for I can’t tell what minute the tater
side ’Il begin to talk. I'm talking out of
the left side now, and I'm all right; but

# Avr THE YEAR RouxD, Maréh 14th, 1874, * For-
getting a Language.”
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you don’t swar me. But if you’ll send
some of your constables ont to the barn at
the poorhouse, and look under the hay-
mow at the north-east corner, you'll see
some things maybe as has been a missing
for.some time ; and that ain’t out o’ the
tater side neither.” The half-crazy fellow
was right about the missing things, and
had & well-grounded confidence that it
was not his “ tater ” side that was at work
when he gave the information.

There was a boy at Notting-hill who
appears to have had two mental lives.
Usually about a certain hour every day
his better or normal self became oblivious;
he was dull, motionless, and quiet. Pre-
sently the other self woke up, bright and
wide-awake, remained dominant for an
hour or two, and then in its turn became
oblivious. In his normal state he recog-
nised persons whom he had formerly
known when in a similar state, but not
those whom he had known only when
in the abnormal state, and vice versi.
He thus really had two sets of acquaint-
ances, each bhelonging to a particular
period of the day, but each stran to
him at the other period. This double-
brained or double-minded ter was
exhibited by a drunken messenger, wh>
left a parcel in a place which he could not
recollect when sober, but which came to
his memory when next drunk: his honesty
was more reliable than his sobriety. A
French se t was wounded at the
terrible affair of Bazeilles, during the late
Franco-German war, and ever since then
has had fite of life number one and life
number two (if we may so term them)
alternately. His second or abnormal life
is very inferior to the first or normal; it
is little more than animal existence; he
eats, drinks, smokes, walks (a little),
dresses, and undresses; but he does not
talk, nor apparently think ; while he will
steal anything from anybody without the
slightest idea that he is doing wrong. In
his normal condition, which suoceeds the
abnormal at intervals, he is intelligent and
honest, but knows nothing of his other
self, or of his other life.

A carious case oocurred in a court of
law, relating to an accident whereby sense
had been driven into a man instead of
driven out. Alleged carelessness had led
to an accident, and an action for damages
resulted. A verdict was obtained, we
believe; but the counsel for the opposite
side endeavoured to make something out
of the curious fact that the injured man,

- greatly on the use of two eyes.

somewhat insane before, had recovered
his sanity by & blow he had received in
the head during the accident.

‘Whether double-brained or not, we
know that most persons see about as
well with one eye as with the other;
and that, when exceptions to this rule
occur, the right eye is almost as likely
to be the bad one as the left. At any
rate, there are reasons why an equality
of power between the two eyes is of much
importance to us in our daily life. Sir
Charles Wheatstone has shown, by his
beautiful researches on Binocular Vision,
that our estimate of distances depends
his is
the secret of the stereoscope, for a one-
eyed person cannot fully appreciate those
charming pairs of pictures. A thought
suggests iteelf to us, whether one-eyed
men ever arrive at distinction as billiard-
players ? We should suppose not, owing
to their deficiency of power to estimate
distances, angles of impact, and angles
of rebound. Perhaps the Duftons and
Bennetts, the Cooks and Robertses, could
throw a little light on this matter. The
same remark applies to ericket, croquet,
and many other games and sports, in-
door and outdoor—Could Polyphemus,
the one-eyed Cyclops, have been A 1 at
any such exerciges ?

ft is, however, the opinion of those
who hold the double-brain theory, that
one brain takes charge, as it were, of diffe-
rent parts of our daily doings in a greater
degree than the other ; and this view leads
us speedily to the question of left-handed-
ness. The left brain, or.the left side of
the head, is claimed as having most to do
with speech, writing, and gesture—the
three principal modes of expressing our
thoughts; while the right brain is, in like
manner, credited with governing locome-
tion and other movements ; moreover, that
each brain gives motive power tothe organ
on the opposite side. It is an nndoubted
fact, as we have already said, -that all
nations, in all ages, have been right-
handed ; and this is the reason why left-
handedness appears to us so strange and
awkward. There may be only one brain
instead of two; or, if there be twg,;:oh
may or may not possess powers and funo-
tions diﬁeryent from thox?: of the other;"
bat certainly it is difficult to account in
any other way for the almost univereal
prevalence of right-handedness. Never-
theless, a double-handed power would cer-
tainly be useful to us in a variety of ways;
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while lefi-hbanded persons would get rid
of a marked pecubrity, if they could be
taught {0 use the right hand like other
folks. .

Now, it is asserted that such a change
can be effected. .

Dlxl.-. Brown & insiste that children
ought not to be permitted to adopt left-
handedness, or-a helpless dagreeogotf any

kind of one-gsidedness. He points out that

‘when oneside of the head has been injured,
and some of the organic movements of the
limbe thereby affected, it has been found
posaible so to strengthen and cultivate the
other side as to restore the active moving
power, though not on the same side of the
body as before.

Is it difficalt to get rid of left-handed-
ness ? 'We are told not. *One day, or one
week, it would be one arm which would

writing, cutting meat, ing a or
fork into the month, MOnmon
the next day, or week, the other. In this
it would be easy $o obtain a

if not all. We know that even adulte
come to use the left arm. A person
o has lost the right arm can learn to
write—with difficulty, it is trne; because
in adult life it is munch more difficult to

lef

T

uoe these effects than in children.
grmttv:;:t;anofbe taught to be used in
: W ons who

wish tomhenleofit.X' "y pers
On the theory that -the left side of the
in is connected with the comtrol of
speech and gesture, Dr. Brown-Séquard
memtions some curious resunlts of his ex-
pexiences: “ Even in adults, who have lost
the power of speech from disease of the
left side of the brain, it is possible to
train the patient to speak, and mostly
the use of the right side of the brain.
also -as eand other
of expressing ideas. I bave trained
patients to make with the
laft arm, who had lost the power of
gesture with the ri and who were

when they tried to move it at times,
moved quite in a comtrary way, and by

means in harmony with their in-
.””  When applied to the hands,
bhe claims something more than the ana-
of substituting one hand-power for
other, viz., the similar training of
: “As we know that we can make
a child who is naturally left-handed eome
to be right-handed, s0o we can make a
child who is naturally right-handed come

3!

5

]

4

to be left-handed as well.” The same
authority states, in regard to hand-
writing, that & similar tuition will bring
sbout similar results; but we think he
must be speaking rather of drawing than
of writing; because no writing would be |
as good except that which has |
the slope of the letter in one particular |
direction—a thing, we presunme, almost
impossible to insure by mere training of |
the left hand; though, on this point, we
must leave writing-masters to decide. ?
The advantage of being able to use the
two hands with equal or nearly equal
facility, is similarly insisted on by other
authorities. * Some persons are too right-
handed; we question, indeed, whether one-
handedness, whether right or left be chiefly
employed, does not in all cases involve a
loss of power. In such instances it is pro-
bable that careful training, especially if
begun in early life, by tending to equalise
the work of both members of each pair
of organs, might add considerably to the
general powers of the body.” If this be
80, we may perhaps outlive Archbishop
Trench’s explanation of the word *left,”
given in his Study of Words. He sub-
mitted that the left hand, as distinguished
from the right,is the hand which we leave
unused ; inasmuch as for twenty times we
use the right hand, we do not once employ
the left; and the name thus arises from
the left hand being left mnemployed so
much. It should be mentioned, however,
that this view is in some quarters disputed ;
the word “left” being regarded as a cor-
rapbion of levus.
e are bidden t‘oniansgine a mof men
ing limbs organs a8 we
mmgut, through soxgn:n defect in their
method of training the bodily powers,
using only or chiefly one member of each
pair. To such a race it would be & new
doctrine, and & very important one, that
both members of every pair could be used
with nearly equal-efficiency. * The theory,
at first s ing its mnovelty, would,
before long, be established in & practical
manner; and the race would find their
powers much more than doubled by this
duplication of their limbs and organs.”
And even without imagining any special
race, men and women, a8 'we now know
them, might, if the above views are correct,
become a more handy (thét is, a more two-
handed) people than we are at present;
nay, mental ore-sidedness iteelf m'igl!t per-
chanoce be_lessened by agencies within our
reach.
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Left-handed folks, therefore, may have
the satisfaction of knowing that they are
regarded with some interest by scientific
men; that there is a physiological cause
for their left-handedness; that there is a
still more effective physiological canse for
the right-handedness of most of us; and
that there is some ground for hope that
all alike might become two-handed by judi-
cious training.

A SILENT WITNESS.

BY EDMUND YATES.

AUTHOR OF *‘ BLACK SHEEP,” ‘‘CASTAWAY,” * THE YRLLOW
FLAG,” &c. .

—_—
BOOK HI. CHAPTER VIII. GEORGE HEATH'S
WIFE.

THAT was a dull week of waiting, and
Grace Middleham’s patience was almost
exhansted. It was not as though she
had any great hope of being rewarded
at the end of the appointed time; she
knew that the letter which she had re-
ceived was not in Anne’s writing, and
she felt that some ome, to whom the
advertisement was not addressed, and
with whom it had no concern, had an-
swered her appeal in all honesty, but
under a misapprehension. George-Heath
was, after all, a sufficiently common name,
and there was no reason why the wife of
any Geo Heath should not be the
heroine of one of those domestic com-
plications which are constantly happen-
ing, and thus fancying herself -pointedly
appealed to. Clement Burton, however,
was more hopeful; he said vagiely that
he thought *something would come of
it ”—what, he did not say. Nor could he
have explained, had he been pressed npon
the point ; but he had a kind of intuitive
idea that, though Miss Middleham was
possibly right in her supposition that
her correspondent was not the friend of
her childhood—the person she desired to
see—yet that the letter written in reply
to the advertisement might possibly be
the means of bringing, about the required
end, and gaining some information as to
AnI]:e Studley’s fate.

was expedient for their purpose,
Clement thought, that inqniriesp should
be made as to whalzhadbeoomoof
George Heath himself, who, since he
retired from the management of the
bank, had scarcely been heard of. Miss
Middleham consenting, Clement underteok
to make these inquiries himself, and ar-

| be heartily congra

rived one morning at the Hermitage earlier
than usual, primed with information.

“ Something extraordinary must have
happened to have brought you here so
soon,” said Grace, after the first saluta-
tion. ‘I suppose it would be too much to
hope that you had heard anything of
Greorge Heath’s wife ? ”

“ Nothing at present,” said Mr. Burton ;
“but, failing that, I have some news about
George Heath himself. I think, if I dare
say 8o, Miss Middleham, that you are to
tulated in having been
freed from that prospective alliance, and
that it would have been impossible for
Miss Studley to show her real affection
for you more strikingly than by breaking
it off.”

‘ Your words convey the reproach which
I have long since m{mitted to myself,”
said Grace; “but what have you heard
about Mr. Heath ? ”’

¢ In the City, everything to his favour,”
replied Clement Burton ; “ he is spoken of
as & marvellously clever man of business,
and the greatest wonderment is expressed
at his having retired, when at the height
of his prosperity, and in the zenith of hi
career. But success in the City does not
mean everything, dear Miss Middleham ;
and, as I said before, I fancy you are well
out of the connection.” .

‘ Has he wholly relinquished business?”
asked Grace. “I had & notion that, in
giving up the management of the benk,
he was merely desirous of extending his
operations. Mr. Hillman® told me, that

. Heath’s talents were considered quite
thrown away in such a comparatively small
business.”

¢ Either his desires were limited, or his
longing for rest was great,” said M.
Burton; “for when he gave up the
mansagement of the bank, he retired finally
from all business, and, so far as I learn,
has scarcely been seen in the City since.”

“You would think it scarcely possible
for a man, who had led such a busy life, to
exist without excitement under some form
or other,” said Grace.

“And yet, to the best of my belief,
Mr. Heath does so wholly,” said Clement
Burton. “ As soon ag his resignation had
been accepted, and he had seen his suc-
cessor installed, he went abroad and tre-
velled about Europe for several months ;
indeed, he only returned some three weeks
since.”

“He is not in London ? ”’-asked Grace,
hurriedly.
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“ Oh no,” said Clement Burton; * and
even if he were, there wounld be no chance
of your seeing him. He is in bad health,
and has established himself, oddly enough,
in a village called Loddonford. Ah, you
start! I¢ is the same then—the place
where, a8 you have told me, your uncle
lived. From what I learn, Mr. Heath
resides there quite alone, in a lonely little
house in the midst of a jungle-like garden,
all dreary and desolate.”

“ Has he no acquaintance ?” asked
Grace.

pparently none. He discouraged the
polite advances made to him, on first taking
up his residence, by the people in the
village, and no strangers ever come to
see him.”

“What an awful, solitary life,” said
Grace. “ And he is il], too, you say ? ”

“ So my informant judges, from his never
moving from the house, though that may
be from choice, not necessity; but it is
certain that, when last seen, he was con-

i broken in health. And that re-
minds me that there are several sick people
waiting for me, and that I must hurry off
to them.”

“Tell me first about the poor woman
whose case you mentioned to me the other
day; how is she getting on ? ”

“ Not quite s0_well within the last few
days,” said Mr, Burton; ‘“she is irritable
and uncomfortable to a de and keeps
herself in a state of feverish excitement,
which lgriously militates against her

“Is the same nurse still with her—she
of whom that rough man, Mr. Channell,
spoke 80 warmly ? ”

““What, Sister Gaynor? Oh yes, she is
still there, and she merits all the good
things said of her, although the other day,
though you seemed to think them rather
exaggerated, I scarcely know anyone else
who would have remained with poor Mrs.
Walton and put up with her temper and
exaction.”

“ Have you any idea of the canse of this
disturbance ? ” ‘

“ None, beyond that it is mental, and not
phyzical. She is extremely close and secre-
tive ; most patients with a grievance take
their nurse, if not their doctor, into their
confidence; but she has never said a word
to Mrs. Gaynor on the subject. 1 will
bring you to see her one day if you will
come; I have a notion that your practical
common sense might work a good effect

- npon her.”

“I have my doubts,” said Grace,
smiling; “but 1 will go for all that;”
an%ﬁtr. Burton t4)o¥1 his leave.

morning, when the surgeon paid
his daily visit to Lydia Walton, Mrs. gay-
nor met him on the stairs. “I think youn
must speak to her,” she said, *for she is
getting beyond my control.”

“ Any fresh symptom P’ he asked.

“No,” said Sister Gaynor; ‘just the
same, restless and irritable to a d
Yes ! one new symptom—a notion that she
will not be ¢ kept a prisoner any longer.’”’

“I will see what I can do with her,”
said Mr. Barton, “for your sake as well
as for hers. This worry must be put a
stop to; you are looking thoronghly worn
out.”

“Well, doctor,” said Mrs. Walton, as
Mr. Burton entered the room, “ when are
you going to give me my ticket-of-leave ?
I am all right, you know; and I don't
want to be bothering on your hands any
longer.”

“You would have been all right; but
you are going the very way to make your-
self all wrong,” said Mr. Barton. “ Your
exocellent nurse, who, as you must allow,
has borne with you with the greatest
patience, tells me that lately you have
become almost unmanageable. I myself
have .noticed your irritability and excite-
ment, and it is my duty to tell you plainly,
that by all this you are doing yourself
irreparable injury.”

Lydia Walton was silent for a moment.
Then she spoke, her voice shaken by pas-
sion, which found its relief in tears. I
know it,” she said; “I know I am a brute,
and have been behaving like one to you
and that dear, good soul, when I owe both
of you so much; but I cannot help it. I
have bothers and worries enough to upset
& woman in good health, let alone a poor
wretch like me, that is tormented with
this v’vound and tied up with these band-

«Tf you would tell us the canse of these
worries, we could do something to help
you ; but you won’t.”

“Not I,” said “I keep every-
thing to myself. That has been my game
through life. I might have done better

if I had spoken out and asked for things;
but I have ﬁot a bit of pride which pre-
vents me and keeps my mounth shat.”
“Well, if you won’t speak, it is im-
possible to give you any help,” said the
doctor.
“ Oh no, it is not,” said Lydia. ‘ You

I\
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can do that without my saying a word.
Just you give me leave to get out; that's
all I want.”

“To getout ? ¥ echoed Clement Burton ;
“when you have been kept so carefully
secluded for six weeks ! ”’ -

“That increases the n 1ty,” said
Lydia. “I must go out, and I will—
there ! ”

“ QOb, if you will, there is an end of the
matter,” said Clement Burton, shrugging
his shoulders.

“ What a rode brute I am ! she cried,
putting up her hands, appealingly; ¢ but
I really didn’t mean it; and if you only
knew how importsnt it is to me to
out, you would forgive me. Look here,”
she continued, bending forward and sink-
ing her voice to a whisper, “I want to go
out and see some one on an errand—it
may be—of life or death.”

“You are not fit to go out,” said Mr.
Burten. ¢ Cannot the person come to see
you? There would be less risk in that,
though you ought to avoid every kind of
excitement.”

“No; that would be quite impossible,”
gsid Lydia. “ Oh, do'let me go; it isn't
far—only to Kensington!”

¢Ts this person you want {o see & man
or a woman ? ” asked the surgeon.

“I do not know,” replied Lydia, sud-
denly. -

“ You do not know ? ” he echoed.

“No, I do not know,” she said; “and
there you have got it. It seems very
strange, 1 daresay, and very suspicious;
but I am not going to tell a pack of lies
about it—and there it is—I don’t lmow!”’

There was a pause for a few moments.
Then Clement Burton said, shrugging his
shoulders, “ All I can say is, that I cannot
sanction your going out in your present
state. Under different circumstances it
might be otherwise; bat you have failed
to satisfy me of the urgency of the neces-
sity, and I, therefore, give a strictly pro-
fessional opinion.”

¢ All right,” she said, in a kind of des-
peration. ¢ Your professional opinion has
no power, I suppose, to turn a lock on me
against my will, and, therefore, out I go.”

““Just reflect for a minute, Liydia,” said
Clement Burton, laying his hand upon her
arm. ‘‘ What metive could I possibly have
for wishing to prevent your going out,
except my knowledge that it would do
you Lmn You must give Sister Gaynor
and myself the credit of having been tole-
rably patient with you throughout your

dressed to a

illness, and you must not do away with
the high opinion we have formed of yowr
powers of endurance by turming restive,
when you were so far ad on the
high road to recovery.”

“I know all you have done for me, and
I am grateful for it,” she said; * but you
are not kind fo me now. I must get out—
I will go out!” .

““ You are like Sterne’s starling, Liydia,”
said Mr. Barton, with a pleasant smile;
“ you must go out, and you must go out,
but you will not give me the reason for
the ‘must’ Why tell me a rigmarole
story about some i ¢ !
whom you want to see, and of whom
you know nothing? Why not trnst me
fally?” .

“I will trust you,” she said, afler a
moment’s hesitation ; ¢ but, thongh it may
seem a rigmarole story, I have not been
telling you any lies—I will swear that. I
know you are to be trusted; and I was a
fool to attempt to hide anything from you.
But ] won’t any longer; so here goes. I
saw an advertisement the other day, ad-
person—well, & woman; I
don’t want to say ‘person’ this time—
addressed t0 a women whom I know
something about. It is in answer to that
advertisement I want to go out now. The
place is at Kensington, and the advertiser
18 G. M.—and that is all I know about it.”

Clement Burton was completely stag-
gered at this intelligence. Not for one
moment had he eonnected the desire mani-
fested by his poor patient in Bloomsbury
for ission to go out with the anxiety
under which Migs Middleham was labour-
ing. Now he saw a link between the two;
the spark which, at his tion, Miss |
Middleham had attempted to light, had
kindled into flame in a direction totally oppo-
site from that which they had imagined,
and the whole procees had gone on under
his eyes without his being conscious of it.
There had been nothing to give him the
slightest clue to the existence of such a
connection. In her conversations with
him about Anne Studley, Miss Middleham
had more than once described her friend’s
appearance and manners, and from what
he remembered of their talk, Mr. Burton
was sure that his Bloomsbury patient was
not Anne Studley. The woman at whom
hewas then looking, whileallthese thoughts
were reyolving in his mind, must be con-
siderably older than any school companion
of Miss Middleham’s. There was some
further extraordinary mystery about the



Charies Dickens ], i A SBILENT

WITNESS. [May s, 1878] 143

masber of which he had not yet the
key. It was obvious that the omly plan of
action open to him now, by which he could
ealm Lydia Walton’s excitement, although
bhe did not know that it would have an
effoct in satisfying Miss Middleham'’s
curiosity, was to bring the women to-
. Possibly, in, believing the

snoerity of the motives by which Miss
Middleham was actuated, might be in-
duced to make confidences to her which
sho otherwise would refuse to impart.

“What have you got into your head,
doctor, that you stand staring at me with-
out ever saying & word?” said Lydia,
after a pause. ¢ Your face is so grave, that
you must be thinking of something very
serious.”

“T will tell you what I was thinking
of,” said Clement Burton, with a smile—
“how I could best do what is alvnys done
by clever lawyers when they have intract-
able people to deal with—that is to say,

a compromise. You are obstinate,
snd so am I. You want to get out, and I
daren’t give you permrission; but I will
meet you half way—I will go myseH to

i to this ‘G. M., explain the
state of the case, and persuade him or her,
or whoever it is, to come here with me

and sea you.”
“Will you?” sail Lydis, cheerfully.
“ Then you are a good , and that is

sll one could possibly expect of yon. I
don’t want to go out, bless you. To tell
truth, I am rather frightened at the notion.
I have been here so long, that I am quite
dased and stupid; but it was most im-
t that I should see this ‘G. M.,” and
will tell you why some of these days;
snd if you will bring him or her here, and
let me find out how much is known, and
what is wanted, you will be doing me a
service I can never repay. Now call that
dear good nurse Gaynor in ; tell her I am
as mild as milk, and that I won’t worry
her any more.”

“ Hawe you said anything to the sister
sbout the caunse of your excitement?”
asked Mrr Burton.

“No; and be sure youn don’t open your
Iips to her about it either,” said Lydis,
earnestly. “I'had tronble enough to
write that letter without her knowmng it,
and likely nothing will come of it
after all, 8o she had better not be worried.
She has got quite enough to think of
without any ¢ G. M.’s,’ or any nonsense of
that kind.”

“Very well,” said Mr. Burton; “then,

if I have any luck, you may look out for
me to-morrow, about my usual hour, and
may be pretty certain that I shall not
come alone.”

For more reasoms than ome, Clement
Burton thought it better to leave Miss
Middleham in ignorance that his Blooms-
bury patient and her ocorrespondent in
reply to the advertisement were one and
the same person ; so that, when he called
at the Hermitage that afternoon, he merely
inquired of Graoce whether she had any
engagement for the morning, and learning
that she was free, proposed to take her
to call upon Mrs. Walton, “about whom

he had so often spoken to her.” Grace
consented, and the appointment was
accordingly made. ‘Yon will gain a new

experience of life,” he said to her. “I
suppose it has mever happened to you to
be thrown amongst any of those people
who are called ‘public characters’—actors,
singers, and so forth P ”

“Never,” said Grace. “When I lived
in Baton-place, under Mrs. Crutchley’s
chaperonage, I several times met in society
the Blanks and the Dashes, who, you know,
were leading people upon the stage; but
my tribute of admiration was paid from
afar off, and I do not think I ever spoke
to either of them.”

This reply still left the matter shronded
in mystery. Olement Burton had put the

uestion with a vague idea that Lydia
alton might be an elder sister of Anne
Studley’s, or in some more distant way
related to her. If such were the case,
which now he very much doubted, it was
plain that Miss Middleham had never
heard of her.

The next day the surgeon was in
miﬁn&:zthe door of the lodging-house,
when e drove up. “I have not been
upstairs yet,” he said, assisting her to
alight, “but no doubt we are expected, as
I said we should arrive about this time.
And now,” he said, ringing the bell, you
will see the ¢fascinating Mrs. Walton,’ as
she used: to be called, though, of course,
very much altered by the sickness and
s:zarins she has undergone.”

“ Ay,” said Grace, archly; “and I shall
see some one else who, if Mr. Channell is
to be believed, is still more fascinating.
Of the two, I am far more anxious to make
the acquaintance of Sister Gaynor.”

¢ She is the best creature in the world,”
said the surgeon, as they ascended the
stairs.

When they reached the second-floor
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landing,” Mr. Burton knocked gently at
the door. It was quickly opened by Mrs.
Gaynor, who, advancing with her usual
pleasant smile of welcome, started back
on catching sight of Miss Middleham, and
uttered an ill-suppressed scream. Nor was
Grace less affected. :As soon as she saw
nurse, she cried out, “ Anne! Anne, at
last !’ and, rushing t Mr. Burton,
clasped her long-lost friend to her breast.

That part of the mystery then was
patent at once to Clement Burton. Under
the disguise of Sister Gaynor, the hospital
nurse, Anne Studley, the deeplzelea.mentad,
the long searched for, had been living
under his eyes for months, and now, by
the merest accident, had been discovered
by the friend to whom she was so dear.
It was a marvel to him then, that the
knowledge that Sister Gaymnor’s previous
history had an element of mystery in if,
which she desired to preserve intact, had
not given him the clue to her idemtity
as Anne Studley; but snch an idea had
never for an instant entered into his
mind; and even now—when that was
explained, as- it had been simply by the
mutual exclamations and the embraoce,
in which the friends were still locked—
Lydia Walton’s connection with the
history yet remained to be elucidated.
That the recognition between Anne and
Grace was wholly unintelligible to her,
was evident by the expression on her
face. She sat staring from one to the
other, with knitted brows and puckered
cheeka,] auid1 long bl:forg t‘;xle friends would
willingly have relaxed their grasp upon
each ogther she burst forth.

* What is the meaning of all this, may
I ask? Do yon know?” she cried, looking
up to Clement Burton. ‘It is at your in-
stance, I suppose, that this—this lady, who
seems so delighted in hugging my nurse,
has been brought here, and perhaps yon
can give me some explanation about it ? ”’

“Pray do not excite yourself,” he com-
menced ; but she interrupted him at once.

“Excite myself! Don’t attempt to put
me off with any such ?ﬂtry fribble. You
profess yourself full of all sorts of friend-
liness to me; you won’t let me go out,
but you will bring to me the person whom
I want to see; and when she comes, with-
out so much as ‘with your leave,’ or ‘by
your leave’ to me, she flings herself into

nnrse Gaynor's arms and cdommences a
scense.” o RS

“Let me explain,” said Anne, genily
moving towards the invalid's chair, “at
least, so far as I can. This lady is the
dearest friend I have in the world, from
whom I have been separated for a very
long time, and who has now accidentally
discovered me. It is not to be wondered
at that we should be glad to see ome
another ! ”’

¢ Oh, of course not,” said Lydia Walton,
“that’s all right and proper, though it’s
curious how such accidents happen. What
I want to know is, is she G. M. 7 ”

¢ Certainly her initials are G. M.,” said
Anne, in astonishment, after & peause,
“but—"

““Perhaps I had better explain this
matter,” said Clement Barton, gently
restraining who was abont to
speak. “If you had only placed any
confidence in me,” he continued, turning
to Anne, “I might have helped you, for
Miss Middleham had long since told me
ﬂonr story. Knowing you as I have,

owever, I can fully understand your
reticence. Events have oocurred of which
yvou are in ignorance, and the narration of
which will necessarily be very painful to
oun.”

I felt that there was some impending
trouble,” said Anne, calmly, “and I am
prep;md to bear it as best I may. What
Bit?”

‘ Your father, Oaptain Studley, is dead,”
said Clement Burton.

“Dead!” echoed Anne, covering her
face with her hands.

“I was with him almost at the last,
my darling,” said Grace, putting her arm
round her friend. ‘He knew me—knew
how fond we had been of each other, and
told me many things—told me, aboveall,
that yon were George Heath’s wife ! ”

“He lied!” cried Lydia Walton, who
had been listening attentively to this
dialogue. ‘ With or without a purpose
he lied! I am George Heath’s wife! and
no one else ! ” :

Now ready, price 5s. 6d., bound in green dloth,

THE THIRTEENTH YOLUME

or THE NEw SERIES oF

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

To be bad of all Booksellers.

The Right of Translating Articles from ALL THE YEaR ROUND s reserved by the Auihors.




Digitized by GOOS[Q



146 [DMay 15, 1875]

" AlL TEE YBAR ROUND.

[Conducied by

tvﬁht to the rigid self-examination
w waa his daily habit. And inetead,
behald! his mind had strayed and wandered
in idle recollections and unsanotified ima-

Presenily he began to mutter to himself,
ashe upand down the chill bareroom.

“ t have I to do with these things,”
be gaid aloud, “when I should be about
my Masster's business P Where is the
comfortable assurance of old days—the
bright light which used to shine within
my soul, tarning ils darkness to noon-
day? Ihave lost my firet love; ® I have
fallen from ; snd the enemy finds a
ready entrance for sny idle thoughte he
wills to put into my mind. And yet—
have I not striven? Havé I not searched
my own heart with sincerity P ”

All at once, stopping short in his walk
across the garret floor, he threw himself
on his knees beside the bed, and, burying
his face in his hands, began to pray aloud.
The sound of his own voice rising ever
higher, as his supplications grew more
fervent, hid from his ears the noise of
a tap at the door, -which was repeated
twice or thrice. At length, the person
who had knocked, pushed the door gently
open a little way, and called him by his
name, *“ Mr, Powell | Mr. Powell!”

“Who calls me ?” asked the preacher,
lifting his head, but not rising at once
from his knees.

“It’s me, sir ; Mrs. Thimbleby. I have
made you & cup of herb tea accordin’ to
the directions in the Primitive Physic,t
and there is a handful of fire in the
kitchen grate, whilst here it is downright
freezing. Dear, dear Mr. Powell, I can’t

. think it right for you to set for hours up
here by yourself in the cold !”

The good widow—a gentle, loquacions
woman, with mild eyes and a humble
manner—had advaneed into the room by
this $ime, and stood holding up a lighted
candle in one hand, whilst with the other
she drew her scanty black shawl closer
round her shoulders.

“I will come, Mrs. Thimbleby,” an-
swered Powell. “ Do you go downstairs,
and I will follow yon forthwith.”

“Well, it is & miracle of the Lord if he
don’t catch his death of cold,” muttered
the widow as she redescended the steep,

7

# A common expression among the early Methodists,
to indicate the first fervour of religious zeal.

+ A collection of reeelptl, published by John
Wesley, under the title of ‘‘ Primitive Physic; or, An
easy and natural Method of Curing most Diseases.”

narrow staircase. "“Bat there! he is a
selact vemsel, xi ever there l:;'l;t. one A,;‘m]i:
s burning and a shining

suppose the Lord will take care of His
own, in His own way.”

Mrs. Thimbleby sat down by her clean-
swept hearth, in which a small fire was
borning brightly. The little kitchen was
wonderfully clean. Not a speck of rust
marked the brig}lt mr and #in vesselw,
:;lhat ILnng over the r. Mot an atome of

ust lny on any visible object in the place.
ticking of the ol sight-dny clodk, andy

icki the old ei
now and then, the droppingyof a coal on
to the hearth. As soon as she heard her’
lodger’s step on the stairs, Mrs. Thimbleby
‘besg-red herself to pour out the herb tea
of which she had spoken.

“I wish it wassgohina. tea, Mr. Powell,”
she said, when he entered the kitchen.
“But you won't take that, so I know it's
no good to offer it to you. Else I have a
cup here as is really good, and came out
of my new lodger’s pot.”

“ You do not surely take of what is not
your own ! ” cried Powell, looking quickly
round at her.

“Lord forbid, sir! No, but the gentle-
man drinks a sight of tea. And last
evening he would have some fresh made,
and I say to him"”—Mrs. Thimbleby’s
narrative style was chiefly remarkable for
its simplification of the English syntax,
r{ means of omitting all past tenses, and

us getting rid of any difficulty attendant
on the conjugation of irre verbs—* I
say, ‘ Won't you have none of that last as
was made for breakfast, as is beautiful tes,
and only wants warming up again?’ But
he refuse; and then I ask him if I may
use it myself, seeing I look on it as a sin
to waste anything ; and he only just look
up from his book, and nod his head, and
say, ‘ Do what you like with it, ma’am,’ and
wave his hand as much as to say I may

. He is not much of a one to talk, but
ﬁ: paid the first week punctual, and is as
quiet as quiet, and—there he is! I hear
his key in the door.”

A quick, firm step came along the
sage, and Matthew Diamond ap] at
the door of the kitchen. “ Will you be
good enough to give me a light 7 ” Kesaid,
addressing the landlady. Then he saw
David Powell standing near the fire, and
looked at him curiously. Powell did not
turn, nor seem to observe the new comer.
His head was bent down, and the fire-

light partially illamined his profile, which
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was presented to anyone standing at the
door. _Mr. Diamond silently formed the
word “preacher?” with his lips, at the
same til;x:: nodding towards Powell, and
raising his eyebrows interrogatively. Mrs.
Thimbleby answered alondg;ith a.ylacrity,
well pleased to begin a conversation with
her taciturn lodger. -

“Yes, sir; it is our preacher, Mr.
Powell, a8 is one of our shiningest lights,
and an awakening caller of sinners to
repentance. You've maybe heard him
preach, sir? A many of the uncon-
verted—ahem !—a many as does mot
belong to the connexion has come to
hear him, in Whitford Wesleyan Chapel,
and on Whif-meadow. And we have
had seasons of abundant blessing and
refreshment.”

Powell fhﬁl turned round at the be-
ginning of Mrs. Thimbleby’s speech, and
was looking earnestly atyMr. pf)eica.mond.
The latter, who had seen the preacher
only in the full tide of his eloquence and
the excitement of addressing a crowded
audience, was struck by the change in
the face now before him. It was much
thinner, haggard, and deadly pale. There
were lines round the mouth, which ex-
pressed anxiety and suffering; and the
eyes were sunk in their orbits, and start-
lingly bright. Diamond was, in fact,
startled out of his usual silent reserve
by the glance which met his own, and
exclaimed, impulsively, “I'm afraid you
are ill, Mr. Powell ! ”

“No,” returned the other at once, and
without hesitation, “I have no bodily
ailment. I have seen you at the house
of Jonathan Maxfield, have I not P ”

“Yes; I have been in the habit of
going there to read with a young -
tleman. My name is Diamond—Matthew
Diamond.”

“I know it,” answered Powell. “I
should like, if you are willing, to say a
few words to you privately.”

Diamond was a good deal surprised,
and a little displeased, at this proposition.
He had been interested in the M;:ﬁmdist
preacher, and the thought had more than
once crossed his mind that he should like
to see more of the man, whose whole per-
sonality was so striking and uncommon.
But Mr. Diamond had felt this wish just
a8 he might have wished to have Paganini
with his violin all to himself for an even-
ing; or to learn vivd voce from Edmund
Keen how he produced his great effects.
To be the object and subject of a private

sermon from this Methodist enthusiast
(for Diamond could conceive of no other
reason for the preacher’s desiring an in-
terview with him than zeal for converting)
was, however, a different matter; and
Diamond had half a mind to decline the
private communication. He was & man
Em)iarly averse to ontspokenness about

is own feelings. Nor was he given to
be frank and diffusive on topics of mere
intellectual speculation ; although, occa-
sionally, he could exchange thoughts on
such matters with a congenial mind. But
he knew well enough that, with the Metho-
dists in general, an excited state of feeling,
which might do duty for conviction, was
the aim and end of their teaching and
preaching.

‘“ This man is ignorant and enthusiastic,
and will make himself absurd and me un-
comfortable, and I shall have to offend
him, which I don't wish to do,” thought
Mr. Diamond, standing stiff and grave
with the candle in his hand. But once
more the sight of Powell's haggard, suf-
fering face and bright wistful eyes touched
him ; and once more the resolute Matthew
Diamond suffered himself to be swayed by
an impulse of sympathy with this man,

“ Oh,” said he,  well, you can come into
my sitting-room.”

The invitation was not very graciously
given, but Powell did not seem to heed
that at all. Mrs. Thimbleby stood in ad-
miring astonishment as her two lodgers
left the kitchen together.

The two young men, so strangely con-
trasted in all outward circumstances,
entered the small parlour, which served
a8 dining-room, sitting-room, and study to
Matthew Diamond, and seated themselves
at a table almost covered with books, one
corner of which had been cleared to admit
of a little tea-tray being placed upon it.

“Will you share my tea, Mr. Powell P
asked Diamond, as he filled & cup with
the strong brown liquid.

“No; I thank you for proffering it to
me, but I do not drink tea.”

“T am sorry for that, for I am afraid I
have no other refreshment to offer you. I
don’t indulge in wine or spirits.”

Diamond threw into his manner a
certain determined commonplaceness, as
though to quench any tendency to ex-
citement or exaltation which might show
itself in the preacher. Although he would
have expressed it in different terms,
Matthew Diamond had at the bottom of
his mind a feeling akin to that in Miss
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Chubb’s, when she declared her dread of
the Maxfield family * going into convul-
sions ” in the parish church of St. Chad.

«I will take a cup of tea myself, if you
have no objection,” said Diamond, suiti
the action to the word, and stretching oul
his legs, so as to bring them within reach
of the warmth from the fire. “ Won't you
draw nearer to the hearth, Mr. Powell? ”

Powell sat looking fixedly into the fire
with an abstracted air. His hands were
joined loosely, and rested on his knees.

he firelight shone on his wan, clearly-
cut face, but seemed to be absorbed and
quenched in the blackness of his hair,
which hung down in two straight, thick
locks behind his ears. He did not accept
Mr. Diamond’s invitation to draw nearer
to the warm hearth, but, after a pause,
turned his face to his companion, and
said, *“It is on behalf of the young maiden,
Rhoda Maxfield, that I would speak with
you, sir.”

He could scarcely have said mﬂl;ing
more thoroughly unexpected and discon-
certing to Ma Diamond. The latter
did not start, or stare, or make any stmong
demonstration of surprise, but he coul
not help a sudden flush mounting to his
face, much to his annoyance.

* About Miss Rh Maxfield?” he
returned coldly; “I do not uuderstand
what concern either you or I can have,
with any private conversation about that
young lady.”

“ concern with Rhoda is that of
one w{o has had it 1aid upon him to lead
a tender soul out of the darkmess into the
light, and who suddenly finds himself
divided from that precious clmr%e, even
at the moment when he hoped the goal
was reached. Her father left our
Society, and has thus carried Rhoda away
from the reach of my exhortations.”

“By Jove!” thought Diamond to him-
self, as he turned his keen grey eyes on
the preacher, ¢this is a specimen of spi-
ritual conceit on a colossal scale!” Then
he said aloud, * You must console yourself
with the hope that’the exhortations she
will hear in the parish church will differ
from your own rather in manner than
matter, Mrd Powell. There re:illly are
some ve ecent people am e con-

i:io:l:;'y of St. Clmd}:” e

“Nay,” answered Powell, with simple
gentleness, “do you think I doubt it? It
has been the boast of Methodism that it
receives into its bosom all denominations
of Christians, without distinction. The

Churchman and the Dissenter, the Presby-
terian and the Independent, are alike
welcome to uws, and are free alike to
follow their own method of worship. In
the words of John Wesley himself, ¢one
condition, and one only, is required—ea
real desire to save their souls. Where this
is, it is emough; they desire no more.
They lay strees upon nothing else. They
ask only, Is thy heart herein as my heart?
If it be, give me thy hand.’” -

“ Methodism has changed somewhat
since the dd:jys of John Wesley,” said
Diamond, drily.

“ Not Methodism, but—perhaps—Me-
thodists. But it was not of Methodism
that I had it on my mind to speak to you
now.”

Diamond ocontrolled his face and his
attitude to express civil indifference; but

his pulse was quickened, and he hid his |

mouth with his hand. Powell went on:
“I have turned the matter in my mind,
many ways. And I have sought for
guidance on it with much wrestling of the
spirit. But I had not received a clear:
leading until this evening. When I saw
you standing in the doorway, it was borne
in upon me that you conldy be an instru-
ment of help in this matter. And the
leading was the more assured to me,
becanse that to-day, having opened m:

bible after due supplication, mine eyes faﬁ
at once on the words, ‘I have heard of
thee by the hearing of the ear; but now
mine eye seeth thee.” Now these words

were dark to me until t{:m now, when yon
seemed to appear as the explanation and
interpretation thereof.”

Diamond could not but acknowledge to
himself that all the scriptural phraseology,
and the technicalities of sectarianism,
which he found merely grotesque or
disgusting in men of common vul
natures, came from this man’s lips with
a8 much ease and propriety, as if he had
been a Hebrew otP old time uttering his
native idiom. Indeed, the impression of
there being something oriental about David
Powell, which Diamond had received on
first seeing him, was deepened on further
acquaintance. This black-haired Welsh-
man was pic ue and poetic, despite
his threadbare cloth suit, made in the un-
smcefnl mode of the day; and impressive,

espite his equally threadbare phrases. It
is possible to make a wonde difference
in the effect both of clothes and words, by
putting something earnest and unaffected
mside them.

!
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“ What is the help you seek ? And how
can I help you?” asked Diamond, with
grave directness.

“You are acquainted with the daughter
of the principal of the grammar school
here——" i

¢¢ Miss Bodkin P ”

“Yes. Do you think that, if you carried
to her a request that I might be permitted
to see and speak with her, she would
admit me ? 7

“I—I don’t know,” answered Diamond,
greatly taken aback.

There was a pause. Each man was
busy with his own thoughts. “Rhoda is
beyond my reach now,” said Powell at
length. “I can neither see mor
with her. Nor do I know of any of those
who see her familiarly, who would be
likely to influence her for good, except
Miss Bodkin. I am told that she is a lady
of much ability and power of mind ; and 1
hear, moreover, of her doing many acts of
charity and kindness. You kmow her
well, do you not ?”’

“I know her. Yes.”

“Would you consent to carry such a
request from me ? ”’

Diamond hesitated. “ Why not prefer
the request yourself ? ” he said. “If you
have any good reason for desiring an
interview with Miss Bodkin, I believe she
would grant it.”

“I had thought of doing so. I had
thought, even, of writing all that I have
to say. But, for many reasons, I believe it
would be more profitable for me to see her
face to face. I am no penman. I am
indeed, as you perceive, a man very igno-
rant in the world’s learning and the
world’s wags." - :

Diamond suspected a covert boast under
this humble speech, and answered in his
coolest tones, “ The first is a disadvantage
—or an advantage, as you choose to con-
sider it—which you share with a good
many of your brethren, Mr. Powell. As to
the latter kind of ignorance—Methodists
are generally thought to have worldly
wisdom enough for their needs.” .

Powell bent his head. “I would fain
have more learning,” he said in a low
voice, “but only as a means, not as an
end—not as an end.”

% But,” said Diamond, in a constrained
voice, “ it seems to me hardly worth while
to trouble’ Miss Bodkin, by asking for an
interview on any such grounds. Since

are charitable enough to believe that
Eﬂ Maxfield’s spiritual welfare is mnot

imperilled by going to St. Chad’s, I don’t
see what need there is- for you to be
uneasy about her!”

“Iam uneasy; but not for the reasons

ou suppose. Rhoda is very guileless, and
{won]d shield her from peril.”

Diamond looked at the preacher sternly.
“I don’t understand you,” he said. *And,
to say the truth, Mr. Powell, I disapprove
of meddling in other people’s affairs. Miss
Maxfield is & young lady for whom I have
the very highest respect.”

For the first time a flame of quick anger
fiashed from Powell’s dark eyes, as he
answered, “Your high respect would teach
you to stand aside and let the innocent
maiden pine under a delusion which might
spoil her life and peril her soul; mine
Erompts me to step forward and awaken

er to the truth, never heeding what
figure I make in the matter.”

The sudden passion in the man’s face
and figure was like a material {llumina-
tion. Diamond had grown pale, and looked
at him attentively, and in silence.

“Do you think,” proceeded Powell, his
thin hands working nervously, and his
eyes blazing, “that I do not understand
how pure a creature she is—how innocent,
confiding, and devoid of all suspicion of
guile? Yea, and even, therefore, the more
in need of warning! But becaunse I am a
man still young in years, and neither the
maiden’s brother, nor any kin to her, I
must stand silent and withold my help,
lest the world should say I am transgress-
ing its rules, and bid me mind my own
aﬁirs, or deride me for a fanatical fool !
Do you think I do not foresee all this ? or
do you think that, foreseeing it, I heed it ?
I have broken harder bonds than that; I
have fought with strong impulses, to which
such motives are as cobwebs ”  Then,
with a sudden check and change of tone
which a grain of affectation would have
sufficed to render ludicrous, but which,
in its simplicity, was almost touching, he
added, in a low voice, “I ask pardon for
my vehemence; I speak too much of my-
se{f. I bave had some suffering in this
matter, and am not always able to control
my words. I have had strange visitings
of the old Adam of late. It is only by
much striving after ﬁoe, and by strong
wrestling in prayer, that I have not wan-
dered utterly from the right way.”

He had risen from his chair at the be-
ginning of his speech, and now sank down
again on it wearily, with drooping head.

Matthew Diamond sat and looked at
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him still with the same earnest attention;
but blended, now, with a look of compas-
sion. He was thinking to himself -what
must be the force of enthusiastic faith,
which could so subdue the fiery natare of
this man, and how he must suffer in the
conflict. Presently, he said aloud, “I am
ready to admit, MZ' Powell, that you are
actuated by conscientious motives; I am
sure that you are. But your conscience
cannot be a rule for all the rest of the
world. Mine may counsel me differently,
you know.”

 Oh, sir, we are neither of us left to
our own guidance, thanks be to God !
There is a sure counsellor that can never
fail us. I have scarched diligently, and I
have received a clear leading which I can-
not mistrust. I do mnot feel ‘free to tell
you more particularly the grounds of my
anxiety respecting Rhoda Maxfield. But
I do assure you, with all sincerity and
solemnity, that I have her welfare wholly
at heart, and that I would not injure
her by the least shadow of blame in the
opinion of any human being.”

was silence for some minutes—
Diamond leant his head on his hand and
reflected. Then at length he said, * Look
here, Mr. Powell; I believe, if
pitched on anyone else in all itford
to speak to about Miss Rhoda Maxfield, I
should have declined to assist you. Bat
Miss Bodkin is so superior in sense and
goodness to most other folks here, that I
am sure whatever you may say to her
confidentially will be sacred. d then
she may be able to set you right, if you
are wrong She has the woman’s tact and
insight which we lack. And, besides—she
is fond of Rhoda.” He coloured a little as
he said the name, and dropped his voice.

“You confirm all that I have heard of
this lady. She is abundantly blessed
with good gifts.”

“Well, then, Mr. Powell, I will write to
Miss Bodkin to-morrow, telling her merely
that you desire to speak with her, and
entreat her good offices on behalf of one
who needs them.”

Powell sprang up from his seat eagerly.

“I thank you, sir, from a full heart,” he
said. “You are doing a good action.
Farewell.” ’

Diamond held out his hand, which the
preacher grasped in his own. The two
hands were as strongly contrasted as the
owners of them. Diamond’s was broad,
mauscular, and yet smooth—a strong young
hand, full of latént power. Powell’s was

ou had.

slender, nervous, showing the corded veins,
and with long emaciated fingers. It, too,
indicated force, but force of. a different
kind. The one hand might have driven
a plough, or written out a mathematical
problem ; the other might have wielded
a scimitar in the service of the Prophet,
or held up a crucifix in the midst of
persecuting savages. As they stood for
a second thus hand in hand, Powell’s
mouth broke into a wonderfully sweet
and radiant smile, and he said, “ You ses,
sir, I was right to have faith in my coun-
sellor. You have helped me!”

Diamond sat musing late that night,
and was roused by the cold to find his
fire gone out and his watch markmg
half-past twelve o'clock. ¢“I wonder,”
he thought to himself, *“if Powell has
any foundation for his hints, and if any
scoundrel is playing false with her. If there
be, I should like to shoot him like a dog! "

ENGLISH CATHEDRALS.
WORCESTER.

It is around the grave of John, un-
doubtedly one of the worst of our English

kings—and that is saying a good deal—
that the traditions of Worcester cathedral
chiefly centre. ~

A civil war long raged among the
antiquaries, as to the exact spot in the
cathedral where John’s body rested.
The king’s simple stone coffin, with its
t.hirteentg-century effigy socarcely raised
from the earth, had been removed af the
Reformation to a new altar-tomb before
the high altar in the present choir, King
H wishing to honour the king whom
the Papacy had once laid so low; and the
site of the original tomb was marked, it
was supposed, by a dark stone in the Lady
chapel, which corresponded in form and
lenﬁ with the old part of the royal tomb
in choir. Leland mentions the reno-
vation of the king’s tomb by Alchurch
the sacristan, but does net say whether
the body was then removed from the
original grave. Mr. Valentine Green, the
historian of Worcester, was stardy, how-
ever, in the faith that the king’s body
remained in the Lady chapel, between
the sepulchres of the Saints Oswald and
Woaulstan, before the altar of the Blessed
Virgin. Leland, Dr. Stukeley, Brown,
Willis, Mr. Gough, and other eminent
black-letter men, had been of the same
opinion. ,

The dean at Iast resolved on settling the
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vexed question by opening the later tomb,
with the intention, if no body was found,
of removing it to the Lady chapel, where
the real relics lay. The tomb was accord-
ingly opened in July, 1797, and the body
found. On theremoval of the effigy and the
broken slab below, the workmen laid bare
two partition-walls of brick, which helped
to ‘support the effigy. On taking down
the side and end panels, two strong elm
boaxrds, once joined by a batten, but now
loose, were seen. These boards had covered
the king’s stome coffin, which lay below.
The sknll was upside down, and the os
frontis had decayed to a level with the
bottom of the sockets of the eyes. The
dean and ochapter were instantly called
er, and Mr. Sandford, an eminent
orcester surgeon, sent for to examine
the ghastly relics. The two jaws had
fallen apart, and there were four sound
teeth in the upper jaw. A few grey hairs
were visible under the cowl, which was
buckled under the chin. The ulna of the
left arm lay obliquely on the breast. The
ribs and ¥elvis were hidden by dust, and
the rags of the king’s monkish dress. The
inner robe, which had been crimson damask,
had turned a mummy brown; the cuff of
the left sleeve was entire, and there was
embroidery remaining near the right knee.
There had been asword by the king’s left
side, but it had rotted away, thongi
of the leather scabbard remained.
werp traces of ornamented boots on the
feet, and the string of one still remained
round the left ankle. The body measured
five feet six inches.

The coffin was of white Higley stone,
disgimilar to the foundation of the tomb
or the effigy, and an oblique fracture
ran through it. It stood on the floor of
the choir, and was not sunk below it.
According to an old antiquary, the tomb
of John was original? Parbeck marble,
painted vermilion, and ornamented with
nine lions or. It was surrounded with
gilt palisades, and the effigy was, in Eliza-
beth’s time, gilt. b

The graves of the two bishops and
saints who originally the botél({
of King John have also been desecrated,
and now contain unjust tenants. St.
Oswald’s grave is supposed to hold the
body of Bishop Sylvester, who interred
King John, and died himself in 1219.
This bishop had disentombed St. Wulstan
and put the relics in a new shrine, sawing
some of the sacred bones asunder with his
own episeopal hands. St. Wulstan’s grave

is occupied b{ William de Blois, the suc-
cessor of Bishop Sylvester. St. Oswald
had been ensln-metly by Bishop Adulph,
his successor, in 1002, and again by
Bishop Wulstan, in 1089, at the opening
of the present cathedral.

There seems but little doubt, and ‘yet
there is but little proof, that Worcester
was one of the ancient British cities—the
Caer Guarangor of Nennius, Alfred of '
Beverley, and Henry of Huntingdon. On
the borders of a great forest, and com-
manding an important ford of the Severn,
it would stand well either to start forays
or to resist incursions. The Saxon name,
‘Weogorna Coastre, proves that the Romans
had raised either a standing camp or fort
on this spot. .

" About the origin of the word Worcester,
hogsheads of learned ink have been spilt.
The general feeling now is, that Camden
was right when he traced it to the S8axon
word Wich, or brine-spring, salt-wells
being common in Worcestershire. Valen-
tine Green, however, derives it from Wiga-
erne, the Warrior’s Lodge.

The British church at Worcester did
not become a cathedral till A.p. 680, when |
Ethelred, King of Mercia, appointed Bosel |
bishop of the%Viccians. This was in the |
very year that Benet, Abbot of Weremouth,
master of the Venerable Bede, is said to
have first introduced stone houses and

ere | glass windows among the Saxoms, who

bad hitherto built all their edifices of
wood. The first cathedral was dedicated,
we are told, to St. Peter ; but, in the next
century, it was called St. 8. Itis
uncertain now where the first cathedral
stood. Bishop Oswald, following in St.
Dunstan’s steps, expelled the married
clergy from Worcester cathedral, and in
988 founded a mnew and more stately
cathedral in the churchyard of St. Peter’s,
furnishing it with twenty-eight altars,
and dedicating it to the Virgin Mary.
Dugjng the building, the bishop used to
preach in the open area by St. Peter’s
church, near a cross erected over the
monument of Duke Wiferd and Alta his
wife, who had been great benefactors to
St. Peter’s. This ducal monument, which
was takén down in the reign of Edward
the Confessor, in order to enlarge the choir
of St. Peter’s, stood at the end of High-
street, & mile distant from Whitestanes.
This cathedral, no doubt, suffered when
Worcester was burnt and sacked by the
fierce soldiers of Hardicanute; and in
1084 Bishop Wulstan began & new and
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der church and monastery, which took
g?ensyears lmild(i}ng, and ’vi‘v;:s consecrated
as “St. Mary-in- is.” Thismagnificent
prelate laid on therya.plhr of his new church
the deeds of the manor of Alveston, in
Warwickshire, which had formerly be-
longed to the see, and which he had re-
covered for a sum of money from the
Conqueror; and, a short time before his
death, he laid on the Virgin's altar the
deeds of other lands.

It is related of Bishop Wulstan that,
upon seeing the workmen employed in
pulling down the old church, he wept.
One of his attendants expostulating with
him, and reminding him that he ought
rather to rejoice, as he was preparing in
the room of the old an edifice of greater
splendour, and more proportioned to the
enlarged number of his monks, he replied:
I think far otherwise. We, poor wretches,
destroy the works of our forefathers only
to lglet praise to ourselves; that happy age
of holy men knew not how to build stately
churches ; but, under any roof, they offered
up_themselves living temples unto God,
and, by their examples, excited those under
their care to do the same; but we, on the
contrary, neglecting the care of the souls,
labour to heap up stones.” On the finish-
ing of his new church, he caused the relics
of St. %s;mlgh? be incloaegni; anew shrine
prepared for that purpose, solemnly de-
posited them thergin, on the 12th of Octyober
the same year, at the expense of seventy-
two marks of silver, or about forty-eight
pounds of our present money.

In 1118, when Worcester city and castle
were burnt, the cathedral and monastery
were much injured by fire, and two monks
and fifteen citizens perished. In Easter
week, 1202, it was again burnt down, and
the mew building was not consecrated till
1218, Bishop Sylveeter dedicating it to
St. Mary, St. Peter, and the Saints Oswald
and Wulstan, in the presence of the young
King Henry the Third, two years after his
accession.

+ The building is a puzzle of various styles,
anditismt'l&gthegreahateareandh ur
only, that the local antiquaries have decided
on what remains of Wulstan’s work. They
have now settled that Wulstan's principal
entrance was by a porch, which now forms
the great cross aisle of the nave. There
were two descents into the crypt—the one
under the present ascent to the morth
aisle of the choir, and the other through
the great Saxon arch into the vestries on
the south. There was another Saxon arch

at the west end of the vestry, and a third
on the north side. In the last arch the
sacristan is sup to have stored the
sacred vestments and the vessels for the
altars. There was a small stone balcony,
with glazed windows, and a flight of
stone 8 inside, within the wall, and a
door leading into the church, now closed
up. This building, which might have
served as a snug, detached vestry for the
bishop, was. removed at the beginning of
the last century. The original cathedral
seems to have had three towers, two of
which were blown down in a storm, and
the third fell of itself.

Worcester crypt, which is Saxon, is of
great antiquity, and is probably the old
base of Oswald’s church. It contains,
however, no tombs or altars; although in
a northern recess there are three coats of
arms of Clare, Earl of Gloucester. There
are, however, some sculptures re ting
a devotee, probably St. Oswald, offering |
the model of a church to an angel whose |
arms are extended to receive it. The
Annunciation, the Nativity, and the Visi-
tation are also sculptured there; and,ona
west wall, the wicked are dolorously troop-
ing into the mouth of a whale.like monster,
intended to represent Hell. Over a great
Saxon arch at the west end of the vestry
sits a ﬁgnm pensively resting its head on
its hand—probably an Ecce Homo—and
the mutilated statue of a seated bishop.

Opposite the north t of the cross
aisle of the Lady chapel there stood, in
old times, a clock tower with a leaden spire
and two bells, and on the clock bell was
graven the old rhyming monkish inscrip-
tion, seldom, says Fuller, found on one
bell alone except at Worcester:

En i
Lauds Dowmy veram, Hisbem Jo0o, congrogs clerum.
Funera plango,

tell
PERE,
and thander
I 'lfresk asunder.
On Sabbath all
R it
)
1 raise from bed.
The winds so fierce

do disperse.
l[e:'n cruel rage N
I do assuage.
‘Which is, indeed, an ‘epitome of all the
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attributes ascribed to bells in the middle
oo, roared by King Jotm b h.Sdtr{pemm
8ays, i ohn, but -
fathers it ‘onb%mgme Third. Valen-
tine Green declares his opinion that the
two lower arches of the t nave are
part of St. Oswald’s building, which had
escaped the Danes. They are too large
40 have formed part of the old church of
St. Peter ; and as for St. ’s monaste?,
it seems certain that that was entirely
destroyed by Wnulstan, when he trans-
planted the monks. It is probable, says
Green, that Bishop Blois connected these
remains to the present building by adding
fresh arches to the nave between them
and the great cross aisle, Bishop Blois’s
work being especially marked out by the
red Ombersley stone, never used in the
cathedral subeequently to his time. These
arches are, then, if the conjecture be correct,
one hundred and one years older than an:
other part of the present cathedral, thoug
not united to it till two hundred and ninety-
six years after St. Wulstan had completed
his building. Wulstan’s architect appears
to have placed his arches in exact line with
those of St. Oswald, Wulstan evidently
hoping that his pious successors would
complete the double cross, which is the
plan of the now perfected cathedral, leaving
room for the exact size of the second cross,

" which completed the great

metric

blem of beauty. Bishop Wameld, findi
the two or three small Saxon windows in-
sufficient to light the nave, added a great
west window, united the ancient arches
to Biah(xeBlois’s work, raised the vault-
ing of aisles internally, and linked
them with the higher vaulting of the new
nave. He also closed the inconvenient
west entrance, and opened the present
north porch— , dignified, convenient
to the city and the palace, and near the
eomeun{ The chapel of the charnel-
house, built by Bishop Blois to receive
the dead, was removed during the im-
provements.

Ten yeaml“a.ﬁer St. mﬁd'a death,
many miracles were ingeni wrought
at his tomb. When mh ytmnslangtod
his bones, his body was found reduced to

der, but his episcopal robe was as
gh a8 when woven ; and so, according to
William of Malmesbury, it remained till
his time (the twelfth century), which at
least shows that the saint knew where to
buy his garments. A new shrine, bought
by Bishop Wulstan for his honoured pre-
decessor, cost seventy-two silver marks.

It was carried round the gates of the city,
the choir singing before it, when the
Empress Manﬁttaoked ‘Worcester; but,
nevertheless, the empress’s men forced
their way roughly in, and set fire to many
streets and plundered the town. According
to the Abingdon MS., King Henry the Sixth
on one occasizlrlxa wrote to the Wonlolesfﬁ:
iory to t a procession might
r;ded byl')eﬁm relics of St. Osmund, to
obtain rain from Heaven after a long and
extreme drought; but the result is not
sppended.

t. Wulstan in time grew to be almost
equally popular a saint. In 1201, one
hundred and six years after his lamented
death, about sixteen ns in a day were
cured, or asserted to be cured, at his tomb,
the veneration for which had increased,
after the sacrilegious removal of the saint’s
body by Bishop de Constantis in 1196.
W was canonised at Rome on the
9th of May, 12083, Pope Innocent the
Third, who had previously sent a commis-
sion of bishops and abbots to inquire into
the authenticity of the asserted miracles.
Bishop Sylvester placed the dust of the
saint In & sumptuous new shrine, the old
one having been economically melted
down, two years before, to assist in pay-
irg a fine of three hundred marks, ex-
acted from the convent for having sub-
mitted to the French Dauphin. Bishop
Sylvester is said to have given one of the
good man’s ribs to the monks of St. Alban,
who received it in solemn ion and
covered it with gold. The profits of Wul-
stan’s tomb, in the time of William de
Blois, were divided pacifically between
the bishop and the convent. KEdward the
First often resorted to this tomb, to make

resolutions, and to atone for having
broken old ones; and in 1800 this warlike
king, in a sudden fit of picty, sent eight
candles to burn before it. St. Wulfstan’s
head seems to have been kept in the

vea:iy, and was shown to pilgrims for
an additional fee. In 1538tll:;lshrinesof
the two saints were taken down, and their
bones laid in lead at the north end of the
high altar, during all which time there
was thunder and lightning, says a tena-
cions believer, and the church londly
threatened to fall in. In 1541, however,
both tombs were carted away, and there
was no thunder or lightning at all, though
the desecration was far . Some
writers think that the oblong squares
of mosaic tiles, in the mnorth aisle of
the Lady chapel, still indicate the old




154 [May15,1875.]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

[Oonducted by

graves, once go profitable to the Worces-
ter monks. Mr. Valentine Green men-
tions the curious fact that, up till a late
period, Roman Catholics used to vigit the
cathedral, on the day of Oswald’s decease,
to pray at a vestons, which has an
eﬂiﬁ on it, in St. Mary's chapel.

e chapels in Worcester cathedral have
considerable interest. A Lady chapel, at
the east end of the building, was de-
molished by Dean Barlow in 1550. The
Deans’ chapel, in the sonth transept, is so
called from containing four out of the first
five deans, elected after the suppression of
the monsstery. The chapel in the north
transept, where Bishop Parry’s monu-
ment 18, has no name. The chapels of
St. Edward and St.. George, both of which
were furnished with o were pulled
down by the ruthless Barlow. Jesus cha,
i8 on the north side of the nave. The
Charnel House chapel was dedicated to
Thamas the Martyr.

But the most historical, and most
beautiful of all the Worcester-cathedral
chapels is Prince Arthar’s chapel, near the
high altar. This promising and amiable
son of Henry the Seventh at Ludlow
Castle, four months after his marriage with
the child-princess, Catherine of Arragon,
dtmghtor of Ferdinand. The prince, as
we learn from hig French tutor, André,
though only fourteen, had already studied
Homer, Thucydides, Tacitus, Sallust, Ovid,
Cicero, and Plautus, and his loas was very
grievous to his mother, who, indeed, only
survived it & few months. On this monu-
mental chapel at Worcester the king
lavished all his treasure; and a beautiful
network of stone it is—poor only beside
the. t stone casket of Westminster,
W only six years after, received the
body of Arthur's father. It is, in fact,
like a beautiful window-frame, its panels
stndded with the roses of York and Lan-
caster, the prince's feather, and the jewelled
garter; adorned with statues of bishops and
of kings ; and crowned at the top by ex-
quisite filagrees, pinnacles, and light-pierced
battl.ements, beautiful as the steel work of
Cellini. An altar once stood inside, at the
east end, beneath the figure of a dead
%ﬁu the foogz)f the tomb where so
m ope, joy, and fair promise lay buried.
And here, no doubt, the chantry y1-1'1981; of-
fered his daily prayers for the prinoe.

A very interesting discovery about this
tomb was made by a shrewd antiquary in
1788. The east endy of this shrine had been,
from time immemorial, & blank of rude,

shapeless plastering, oocupying one-third:
of the whole fagade, usg waa1 algvsys
pointed out by the vergers with shame
and regret,uythe result of the brutal
fanaticism of Cromwell’s after the
rout of the Royalist army aé oroesfer, in
1651. The antiquary before mentioned,
examining the plaster, observed that it
projected to the level of the remaimng
canopiee, and that the recesses of piches
wore still visible, and thought it pos-.
sible, a8 he told Dean St. John, that some
of the images were still there. The dean,
as 8 mere experiment, took out his pen-
knife and stuck it in the central mc!xe,
when he hit upon a gilt fibula, which
fastened the drapery on the image of a
dead Christ. On the body were red spots,
to indicate the wounds, and the partly-gilt
diapers were upheld by angels. The mor-
ter being removed, disclosed five figures—
a St. trampling on the dragon, &
St. Nicholas (patron saint of Henry the
Sixth), Edward the Fourth, and Henry
the Sixth—the latter with an animal, pro-
bably & lamb, at his feet. The union of
the two houses of York and Lancaster was
thus indicated.

The prince’s tomb, of marble throughout,
is blazoned with the arms of France and
England, and the epitaph is written in the
old square Gothic letter, which, with the
“Qrate pro anima,” went out of use after
the reign of Edward the Sixth. The

ince's heart was buried in the chancel of
E:dlow church. The silver box (a double
one) was found there about 1790, and
stolen by the sexton, who was detected
snd dismisged. There is & portrait of the |
prince in the north window of Jesus
chapel, in Great Malvern priory.

The behaviour of Cromwell’s troope
in Worocester cathedral, after their t
victory, was as bad as could be. They
broke off all tﬁ beards, nogms:g
fingars of the bishops® effigies ; roy!
two orgaus; smashed the .{ea.t painted
windows ; tore up the church bibles and
beautiful service-books; rifled the cathe-
dral library; quartered their horses in the
nave ; while the dragoons put on the copes
and surplices, and rode, shouting, about
Worcester streets in them, in triumph over
the bumbled church. Cromwell’s officers
were afraid to do anything more severe
than strike the men with their hats ; and, a$
last, the soldiers were employed in throw-
ing up useless earthworks at a shilling &
day, to keep them from pulling down the
cathedral altogether. )
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A 'victim of this same cruel war lies
near the altar. This is William, Duke of
Hamilton. His leg was broken by a stray
shot in the battle of Worcester, and he
died & few days afterwards, Trappam,
Oromwell’s eon, having delayed the
amputation too long, in hopes of saving
the limb. The duke’s dying wish was to be
buried at Hamilton, bn% uest was

refused. The duke's brother been-

executed some years before.

Under an arch, beneath the east end of
Prince Arthur’s chapel, is a tomb generall
abtributed to a Countess of S , tho
1 all the kmown Countesses of gnrrey- i
| in Lewes abbey. The lady has a veil
on her head, and on her chin a wimple,
amd she holds a rosary in her hands.
A talbot is couchant at her feet. This
tomb was long thought to be that of the
Countess of Salisbury, the heroine of the
old tradition of the gm-tat dropped at
the bell, and King Edward the Third's
subsequent foundation of the Order of the
Garter. The tomb is really that of Andels,
daughter and sole heiress of Griffin de
Albo Monasterio or Blanchminster, Lord
of Ichtefield, in Salop, and wife of John,
son of Griffin de Warren, natural son of
‘William, sixth Earl of Surrey.

Of the same age is the adjoining fine
tomb of Bishop Giffard (died
1301). This used erroneously to be called
8t. Wulstan’s, and was removed from the
north side of the altar. The figure, mitred
and in full pontificals, has jewelled shoes,
and the head is covered by a Gothic

guarded by angels. In quatrefoils,
ad the sides of this grand episcopal tomb,
are saints, and apostles; and in
the spandrels, the heads of angels. This
is the us bishop who added the
Httle p of Purbeck marble to the
columns of the choir, the Lady chapel,
and the whole series eaf windows. }‘hee;e
pillarets were fasten rings of gilt
, and still remain :Ztire, E:sot being,
| from the quarry and the cn'lia:ed'perpenmuy
,.and then -

dicularly, which ensures thSir splitting.

The monument of Bishop Thornborough
# (1627) in our Lady’s chapel, erected by
himself, with its arch supported by four
pillars, and its recambent effigy, has ex-
| cited much curiosity from the strange
ingoription, “In uno 2° 8* 4* 10—mnon
| spirans sper,” above the arch on the north
| sade of the tomb. This is one of the huge
I carved “bedstead monuments,” as they have
| been called, of the cumbrous age of James

the First. This old bishop was an alchemist,

and wrote on the philosopher’s stone. Some

m Rosicrucian secret may perhaps lie in
few figures.

At the back of the high altar is the monu-
ment of that clever partisan, Bishop Gau-
den, who passed off his own book of prayers
as the production of Charles the First, who
only used them. The figure of the worldly-
‘wise man, in & concave oval, holds a book
supposed to be the pseudo Icon Basilike,
abont which, perhaps on his death-bed, he
had the tardy to tell the truth.

Nor must we leave this building, whence
so many good men’s prayers have ascended,
without mentioning that mysterious tomb-
stone opposite the lower south entrance of
the nave, at the west end of the cold north
cloisters. The stone bears only the one
touching word “Miserrimus,” and many
of our poets have penned pathetic elegiac
verses upon the unhappy man, whose sorrow
and despair could find expression only in
that one deep groan. There is, however,
to local antiquaries, no mystery at all about
the person; he was not a traitor, suicide,
atheist, or murderer; nor did he in convent
cell, in the peculiar temptations of solitude
and celibacy, hatch, with the devil’s help,
some new and unutterable crime. -He
was only a poor, neglected, old nonjuring
parson, who lived to an extreme old age,
living on that bitter bread obtained from
the bounty of friends, and climbing thoss
painful stairs that lead to the too self-con-
scious ce of a rich patron. The
Rev. Thomas Morris, & Worcestershire
clergyman, refusing to take the oath of
supremacy at ‘the acoeesion of William
of Orange, was deprived of his prefer-
ment, his only means of subsistence, and
sapported his venerable old age on charity,
and on the chance beneficence of a few
generous staunch old Jacobites. He died
in 1748, aged eighty-eight. As a simple
record of the chill evening of his not 1ll-
spent life, it was Mr. Morris’s last re-
quest to the friend who witnessed him
shuffle off this mortal coil, that no orna-
mental marble should ostentaticusly relate
who he had been, and that the only word
should be that sad but true one, * Miser-
rimus,” pathetic memorial indeed of great
misery and great humility.

It is hardly necessary to say that the Wor-
cester bishops were like most other human
beings—bad and good. Among the best of
them was Reginald Brian, the personalfriend
of the Black Prince, who wrote him a letter
after the victory at Poictiers, which is still
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preserved in the Worcester archives. It
18 full of a true knight'’s modesty, courtesy,
andfnat , and is in French, dated October
20, 356{ This bishop died of the phﬁ:ﬂ;
and, before him, there was Bishop -
lefon, the wicked counsellor of Queen
Isabel, who her on to the murder
of Edward the He is said to have
sent to the governor of Berkeley Castle
the well-known ambignous Latin mee-
sage: “Edwardum occidere: nolite timere
bonum est.” The stop after “ nolite”
changes the whole meaning, as is at
once obvious. But, unfortunately for the
story, it has been proved that, at the time
of the king's cruel murder, the bishop
was with the Pope at Avignon. One of
the Medici, » nephew of Leo the Tenth,
afterwards Clement the Seventh, was
Bishop of Worcester for one year (1522).
The martyrs Hooper and Latimer were
both bishops of Worcester. Bishop Pri-

deanx, a zealous Cavalier, who excommu- | o

nicated all Cromwell’s - recruits, died in
E&t poverty; and then came good Bishop

rley, so generous a man, that Charles
the Second said, when he gave him the
Worcester mitre, ¢ Morley will be never
the richer for it.” When this bishop was
once asked, by a tedious country theolo-
gian, “ What the Armenians held ?” he
replied, to the anger of the Laud courtiers,
“ ghe best bishoprics and deaneries in Eng-
land.” Stilli t, that theological giant,
was another Worcester bishop of renown ;
and he was succeeded bygood ishop Liloyd,
the great chronologer. Bishop Hugh, who
held the crozier fifty-three years, occupied
his episcopal throne for & longer time than
any other English bishop. -

The triennial meeting of the choirs of
‘Worcester, Hereford, and Gloucester was
started by gentlemen of Worcester choir
in 1720; and the first performance was in
‘Worcester cathedral, 1722. About 1749 the
money was formally devoted to the use of
the widows and orphans of the clergy in
the three dioceses.

LILAC-BLOSSOM.

Brcausz face is such a flower-like thing
ge ht have blossomed in the Song-World’s Spring ;
! I have set it midst the purple spires,
E_ou fine nfnd dew-fresh ce never tires,
incense of more gorgeous blossoms may.
‘We wandered, yesterday,
Through tzour belovéd lilac-walk. The san
Kissing the shower-spray’d clusters, seemed to run
m o peak to pehk, in leaping fire
Of amethyst and silver. As you sought,
Tiptoe, to pluck the topmost spray, methonght,
Iu that sylph-shape and sunny upreared,
Incarnate Spring ;

Which 1s the brightest an

Thnbmxonwiththe lLilac-blossoms ? Home
From lands of tropio splendour am I come

your pale primroses, which did smile
homevgnoolletof_ouride.
Bearan o perety potead | Dowe: mnst T blo.

! , T
'ﬁhomﬁmyozr . Pd”l‘iltomo . Ses
LY your em, an .E-hptomuo.
'g%l?ny you gnckod me! I have limned it there,
aganst

To
W

e amber of your hair.

clusters are your own, but this |—
There is no golden lure, no siren’s kiss,
Should woo 1t from me. Faded? Yes, but, fod
With memories sweet, not even dust is dead,

THE HUSHES OF HOLWYCH.

More than thirty years have els;
since the circumstances hereinafter mm
aroused a curiosity and interest, by no
means limited to the neighbourhood of
their occurrenoce.

The drama of life has shifl(lz:gl rapidly ;
the principal actors in this little episode
hsvep;::&rlswsy; the scene itself has,
with a suddenness rare evem in these
transforming times, assumed an as as
dissimilar to its former self as Nature,
though much-enduring, could permit.
The railway that pierced Holwych to
its heart, sweeping away like cobwebs
picturesque old cots, and sowing;jstari
“villa-residences ”’ in their room, coul
not absorb its noble uplands, rich with
box and fern, nor 1(lliverl; da.thr; course of t:xe
little river, in whose -green pools,
ever since Ceesar's war-chariots rumbled
through this vale, countless ions of
trout had lurked and fattened; but it
tunnelled the one and s ed the other,
and, rushing on to f destruction, left
Holwych a thriving town indeed, but
with an air of having been on & visit to
London, and of having brought back with
it something of the gloss, swing, and
swagger of metropolitan suburban lLife.

Such & metamorphosis, combined with
the alteration of a few names, will pre-
serve for Holwych a sufficing - incognito.
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F For this which follows is, so. to speak, a

mystery. And the lovers of such narrations
are sometimes—as, indeed, is the privilege
of the sex that most dali%l;tsinthem-—-
txrelum leoy, a.mllg so;;e: t diﬁoc:.tl,t en&
y to please. Explain your an

il}e becomes an timpostm-. ﬁc;xlx;t,gmd, even

your veracity pass unchallenged, par-
ticulars are demanded as the 8;gioepa:f
faith, which it might be inexpedient—
nay, libellous—to disclose. Perhaps a
better reason than the excitement of mere
wonder may be found for this description
of nparrative, in the fact that it has occa-
sionally helped scepticism itself to com-
prehend that there may be, moving in our
very midst, powers, forces, and forms of
being, which all man’s garnered wisdom
can neither weigh nor gau .

On a bright May morning, in 1835,
Colonel Cuthbert Elderton, accompanied
by his fair little newly-married wife,

uitted London in s of a country

me. The world—as in the case of
another pair of whom we have not un-
frequently heard—was all before them,
where to choose; and, having no reason
for especial haate, they resolved to examine
8t least such parts of it, as might be con-
veniently visited in & fortnight, and a
mail-phaeton. :

After being all but ensnared by the
sombre charms of an old Elizabethan
mansion, well clothed with wood—which
proved to have been a lunatic asylum—and
after declining, with thanks, a brighter-
looking residence, whose latest proprietor
had pushed his wife into a well (the law,
however, in its ever-growing tenderness
for murder, refusing to convict him), the
colonel and his wife found themselves, at
the end of a week, passing the pretty little
cluster of cottages, and the one irregular
street, which at that time represented
Holwych. With the broad sunny uplands
on the one hand, and the wooded and
watered valley on the other, the travellers
found the scene so attractive, that they
determined to balt at the inn—the
Swan—take their lunch, and make some

“ Curious!” remarked the colonel,
thoughifully, as they presently stood
together at a back window of the. inn,
commanding a view of the adjacent

w?‘n%t, dear?”

“I bave never, to my remembrancs,
passed through this place before; yet,

“Know you! How?” asked his wife,
laughing.

‘“That’s more than I can say!” replied
the colonel, still with & puzzled look. “I
can really hardly explain my meaning—
but it’s something like a man, making one
zmhesitating bow, being not quite certain

t it isn’t your brother.”

“ William, your brother, does hunt in
thislneighbourhood! " said Mrs. Elderton,
pertly.

“Ha! that’s it, no doubt!” responded

her %ponse

“But, Cuthbert, dear,” resumed Mrs.
E., “ don't they say that people sometimes
have previsions — foreshadowings — of
thinga and places yet to come ?

“Often. At this very moment,” replied
the colonel, still at the window, ve
8 prevision of certain mutton-chops about
to become reality, for I can hear the
waiter saying so!”

“You always laugh at such things,”
said his wife, &Yj:contentedly. .

“Chops? I indignantly deny .it!”

nded her hungry spouse, opening
the door to listen. '

“No. Mysteries.”

“On the contrary, I like them. I solve
them, too—sometimes. For example, the
sort of prevision you speak of, dear, pro-
bably means, nine times in tenm, that,
having formed a very definite opinion as
to something you would like, when, years
and after, it suddenly presents itself,
you claim it as an old friend.”

“I am certain, it is a fate. We are
to live here,” said Mrs. Elderton, deci-
sively. - '

Ay this moment the lanch appeared.

I almost think wevgelalcided too h”gi
against that pretty Wilcote,” remar
the colonel, aspthey sat down.

“ Cuthbert, dear, that well!” said his
little wife, with a shiver.

“My love, I cannot bring myself to
believe, that there is anything about the
Place, calculated to I;odnee in every occu-

¢ an irresistible desire to push his wife
mto a well! ”

“Nonsense. But it's no matter. I
should never feel perfectly at ease—quite
at home, you knm—;ain s house where
anything strange ppened.” :

“ He wasn't convicted, f'on know,”
:l;b:er;?d the colonel. “ My love, another

“Now I wonder if they ever used the—
;v:ﬁl—sfwr? ” said Mrs. Elderton, thought-

y.

somehow, it—it seems to know me!”’
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“Can’t say. Speaking for myself, I
own,” said the colonel, “ I should be dis-
posed to let that well alone.—Waiter, do
you chance to know of any vacant resi-
dences in this immediate neighbourhood ?
I should want good stabling and out-
offices, and a little land. There is nothing
to suit us, I take it.”

“Ye—, that is, no, sir,” answered the
man, with a quick glance at Mrs. Elderton.

“ Which do you mean ? ”

“ There’s nothing, sir, to—to suit the
lady,” returned the man, hastily. “Every-
thing in these parts, a’most, is in the hoc-
cupation of families which had lived there
for years. But there’s a hagent, Mr. Brod-
gett, in the next village, as 'l tell you
more.” ) o

“Y am more and more attracted by this
place,” said the colonel, as they resumed
their journey ; “apart from the mysterious
welcome it has given me. Nothing to be
had, eh ? ' No wonder people get attached
to—— Hallo! There’s a vacancy, at
i ‘

ey were ing a large mansion, about
& quarter ofpzu:;f oy
standing back from the road, and shielded
from the latter by a large clump of fine
cedars, so as to be only visible above the
gates, which opened upon a broad earriage-
‘sweeg. It was built of grey stone, was lon
and low, and had projecting wings ang
a sheltered portico—a{toget er present-
ing & heavy, yet imposing frontage; while,
from its elevated position, it was clear that
the back windows must command an unin-
terrupted view of the whole of that beau-
tiful vale, on the wooded slope of which
it stood. ,

The colonel had checked his horses,
to make a closer scrutiny. There were
remnants of auctioneers’ announcements
still adhering to the outer walls, and the
house itself displayed no signs of occu-
pation. Doors a.ng windows were closed
throughout. No thread of smoke, issning
from a:({ of the multitudinous chimneys,
betrayed the presence of creatures who
must dine; and the property, generally,
appeared to be relega to the sombre
guardianship of two colossal figures—half
man, half' griffin — which ked the
portico.

“ That house, now, looks as if it had a
story,” observed Mrs. Elderton.

“I wish it had another!” replied her
husband, with a critical closing of the
eyes. “Too heavy, by half, for such an
elevation. The grou.mivs, if there be any,

o beyond the village,

maust be magnificent, dear. Shall we give
them a minute or two ? ”
Mrs. Elderton readily assented, and

the pair, alighting, walked—as the riddle
hthp?ngud e house, and round the

house, and were only deterred from look-
ing in at every window, by the strong iron
shutters which hermetically the
same.

“By your leave, monsters!” said the
colonel, impatiently, as they returned. to
the portico; and he gave a stout tug to
the bell, which emitted one heavy sepul-
chral note, and then, as if exhausted with
the effort, left its handle in his .

Provoked, but not disco the two
explorers continued to hover about the
enchanted castle, till they discovered a
small wicket, opening upon & lane, follow-
ing which latter they came upon a gate,
strong and securely locked, but with open
bars, thus affording a view of the en
and grounds in rear of the mansion. Thea;
appeared to be even more picturesque and |
bgantifnl than the coloneliad anticipated.
Broad terraces, ious lawns—some level, |
some sloping downward toward the river,
whose murmur, a8 it rippled over some
invisible weir, conld be faintly heard; |
clumps of nl:ge, planes, and elms; choked-
up flower- ; moss-covered fountains;
everywhere a wild warfare between order
and confusion, in which the former was
being g:dua]]y overborne.

On the farther side of the central lawn
there commenced an avenne of huge and
venerable walnut trees, berminatmog in an
alcove or open summer-house of white
stone. Shut out from the house by the
intervening trees, this building was so
placed as evidently to command, not only
the fairest portions of the garden, but the
distant country beyond.

“Why, Cuthbert, it is a paradise!” ex-
claimed Mrs. Elderton, visions of improve-
ment already chasing each other through
her active mind.

It was, in truth, a smiling scene. The

apple and blossoms—these must have
been a hobby of some former rietor—
were absolutely. dazzling; the young

May leaves, with their soft, fresh tints,
completed the natural glory of the scene.
The mansion iteelf, on this side, presented
quite & cheerful aspect — the rear fmce
being either painted red, or faced with
brick, and abundantly clothed with pear
and pomegranate, trained round the win-
dows, which opened to the ground.

“The house is a humbug!"” remarked

L




'ﬁ ChalwDisns] - THE HUSHES OF HOLWYCH.

[u.} 15,1878 159

the colonel. “ Who, from.its frowning
ftrl::% ”would have expected a scene like
“It is just the place I should dote on!”
said his wife, enthusiastically. “ Vacant,
ti;o, dgar. ‘What could that man mean,
88 there was nothing in the neigh-
bourhood ? 8 menee
. ‘“The waiter? I can only acoount for
it,” replied the colonel, “ by the sapposi-
tion that some friend of his, just married—
and ready, under those demoralising cir-
cumstances, to indulge his wife’s every
whim—has an eye upon it already.” .
 Oh, Cuthbert, does that mean——? ”’
“It means, at all events, that we'll make
somc'a”mqniry. But how to get——hallo,
u ! ‘

moss, a8 if l:lem beeh:dbird-nesting up
some venera tree, just appeared
from behind a clnmp of elde::\-bnshes.

“ , you!” returned the boy, like a
surly echo.

‘‘ Who looks after this place ?

“None but th’ ushers, I ’low,” replied
the youth, grinning.

“The ushers? It's a school, then ?

“If 'tis, there’s & vacancy,” responded
the remarkable boy, with a second grin.

““ Do these ushers receive peo i:u:vho
wish to see the house and grounds? ”

“No. They keeps 'n away,” said the
boy. And, pressing hi¢ hands on his bulgy

a8 Y conscions of something
contraband, he prowled away.

“ I'll see the agent to-night, at Hatch-
ford,” said the colonel, as they regained
the carriage.

The neglected mansion had, in truth,
taken the fancy of both. They could talk
of nothing else; and, long ere tiey reached
Hatchford, had not only made the property
their own, but transformed it into a model
of perfection, wherein art and nature
strove in vain for mastery.

After dinner, the colonel, with assumed
indifference, thought he would stroll down
to see the agent, Mr. Brodgett. He did
not invite his wife’s company, fearing, per-
adventure, that her undisguised desire to

the mansion at Holwych might
somewhat interfere with the bargain he
hoped to effect. 8o he told her she wae

Mr. who was still at work
in his office, readily forgave the colonel’s
untimely visit, fornished all needful
information. The ‘Mansion,” as it was
called, of Holwych was untenanted ; had

A boy of loafing aspect, ooated with | wife.

been 8o, in effect, for some little time—
a couple of years or so—the rent being
high, very high (in fact, four hundred a
year). Seeing that the land was limited to
about a dozen acres, without shooting—for
Mr. Brodgett would not allude to the
right of shooting dabchicks in the Mumble
a8 sport—the rent was high. But, then,
there were reasons: the mansion was his-
¢ Historical ? ”
“ Conneoted with one of the nonti!'i‘t
ing periods of English history. i
mweuw Jefireys, by some writers
wbyhd”tho 4 bloody,’ is said $o have resided

“The deuce he has!” ejaculated the
colonel, thinking of his nervoums little

“ Bat,” resumed Mr. Brodgett, seeing
his mistake, and with an ind smile,
“¢this is not based on any recorded facts.
Holwych, you must know, was formerly
the assize town, and possibly his lordship,
when jodge on this circuit, might have
peesed a night at the mansion. Then, sir,
the singular beauty of the grounds——"

« My good sir, the terms are simply ab-
surd,” said the colonel, decisively.

“So I ventured to tell my principal,”
replied Mr. Brodgett, laughing. *But he
is & man who hates snﬁl transactions—
?tt'y investments, you know. ‘Get me
our hundred, Brodgett, he wrote, ‘or
Jet the owls have it rent-free” By-
the-by,” continued the agent, looking
among his papers, “in a letter, received
this very day, he intimates & willingness
to sell, and on terms that might suit
you better than a lease. Here it is. I am
almost ashamed to tell you, but he is
eccentric. For the entire property—it is .
freehold, and the house in good repair—
twelve hundred pounds!”

“The price is not exorbitent,” owned
the ocolonel, wishing he might draw a
cheque on the . )

l.?‘qlt; is wor:hPO:hrioe the money, sir,”
growled Mr. Brodgett. “But
obey orders.”

appointment was made for the next
morning to i the mansion and
grounds; and the ocolonel was tarning
to leave, when it oocurred to him to re-
mark that he understood the place.had

must

been recently ied a8 & school. .
. % School!” said Mr. Brodgett, as if
amaszed.
¢« And is left in of the ushers.”
«Ushers? H’m. Ushers? Nothing
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of the sort, sir, I assure you,” said the
agent hastily.

“It is of no consequence. No doubt I
was mistaken,” replied the colonel. And,
hurrying home, reported to his delighted
wife the happy issue of his e ition.

It was noon next day when they drove
up the grass-grown sweep, and found Mr.
Brodgett awaiting them at the open door of
the mansion. If the exterior were dark
and forbidding, it only formed the greater
contrast with the lofty, light, and spacious
rooms thrown opén to their gratified in-
spection. Those on the ground-floor,
garden side, were en suite—a noble dining-
room, drawing-room, billiard, and break-
fast-room, terminating in a conservatory,
and extending the promenade that might
be made through the successive zﬁaﬂ-
ments to sixty or seventy yards. the
windows, save those of the dining-room,
opened to the ground, giving acocess to

e lawns and terraces y described.
There was much massive furniture, ap-
parently but little the worse for time;
and as this was to be taken at a valuation,
and the house was in all ready to
be occupied, there was nothing to prevent
the Eldertons taking possession, as soon as
the legal transfer could be accomplished.
‘And 8o zealously did Mr. Brodgett bestir
himself on their behalf, that a very few
days saw them fairly established, and
already at work on their projected im-
provements. To the colonel’s enjoyment
there was indeed one slight, very slight
drawback—the fear that his wife, who
had so frankly avowed her dislike of a
house in which anything unusual had oc-
curred, should become suddenly apprised
of the alleged visit of the ¢ bloogy judge ”
—nay, his possible- occupancy of the
very'chamber they had selected as their
own !

‘What followed it may be advisable to
ve in the form of the diary, letters, and

epositions, in which this strange story
was originally recorded.

“It was in May, 1835,” (Mrs. Elderton
afterwards wrote to a friend in London)

“that we took up our abode at pretty
Holwych. Our house, the ‘Mansion,’
though

sombre enough outside, was the
brightest, cheeriest dwelling heart could
desire. The ine never seemed to
depart from one or other of its well-
o e, 2 2 2 e
nig rt and I were in ra)

with our purchase—busy as bees, and
little anticipating the strange series of

events of which, as you desire it, I will
endeavour to give some particulars. :

“We had been in possession about a
month, during which nothing especial
occurred, except that two of our maids
gave warning, without—so far as I could

ive—any valid cause, and that Mrs.
Eetteridge, the housekeeper, begged to be
allowed to change her room in the west
wing for one, much inferior,-in another
part of the house. But never having—as
you may suppose—heard of any unac-
countable circumstances in connection
with the house, these incidents merely
caused me 8 momentary surprise.

“The first thing worth recording ocourred
at thexinning of July. I was sitting,
about mid-day, in an open alcove at the
end of the walnut-tree walk, sketchi
designs for some flower-beds, and, as
well remember, thinking of nothing con-
ducive to uneasiriess, when I became
suddenly conscious of an indescribable
sense of panic, such as you might feel

‘had some frightful scene or object umex-

ly presented itself to your view.
et I saw nothing, heard nothing, save
when some sound from the distant village
made itself faintly audible through the
stillness of noon. Trying to laugh at the
fancy, I bent over my work, when again
the panic seized me, and with such force
that my pulse bounded—I felt it—and I
hardly dared to lift my eyes, lest they
should rest upon some horrible thing, that
had noiselessly crept upon me! did,
however, look up, and the quiet sunshine
and the glowing flowers seemed to rebuke
my senseless terror.

“¢ This is too absurd ! ’ I said aloud, and
took up m Yencil. But once more I
seemed to feel the approach of the fear;
and, this time, without waiting for it, I
jumped from my seat with a sort of cry,
took to my heels, and never stopped till I
arrived breathless in the house!

“T did not, till sus ing events geemed
to give a kind of significance to this
adventure, tell it to my husband. I knew
I was a nervous little thing, and that he
knew it; and feared that the first result
would be & course of tonics, which I hate.”

Extract from the diary of Colonel
Elderton, August 6th, 1835.—“It is,
certainly, & singular house! The odd
sounds that, after the residence of only a
day or two, I began to hear, become more
frequent. I have hitherto been able to
oonceal them from Edith.. Yesterday, it
became impossible.
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“We were sitting in the small study,
at half-past nine in the evening. The
windows were closed, and the door (lead-
ing into the hall) wide open.

“We were both reading, when we
distinctly heard slow, measured footsteps
cross the hall, coming, as it seemed, from
the dining-room. They stopped at the
study door—then suddenly appeared to
sound more distant. Bolts were drawn
and undrawn. My wife, supposing it to]
be the butler, merely wondered why he
stayed in the hall. Finding, however, that
all was again silent, I took a candle and
examined every room. All was quiet; the
windows cloged and fastened for the night,
and the doors shut. A servant coming to
remove tea, we asked who had been
moving about the hall, and received for
answer that no one, since nine o’clock,
bad quitted the supper table in the
servants’ hall. My wife, who was sitting
beside me on the sofa, nestled a little closer, 4
but gave no other indication of alarm.”

Mrs. Elderton briefly notices this incident
in writing to her friend, then on
to another of & more startling character.

“ About two in the morning of the 16th
August I was aroused by Cuthbert's
starting up in bed, with the exclamation
that an attempt was being made upon the
house! I entreated him not to go down
alone, but to ring first for the butler, who,
that night, happened to have the pistols.
We at t.hat time slept in the drab room,
west wing.

1 had, myself, heard nothing, being
sound asleep ; but my husband told me
that the ﬁrst noise that surprised him was
the violent shaking of the hall door; then
of the windows of the room below ; after
which a voice distinctly said, ¢ Hush !’ the | has
¢gh,’ which was much prolonged, being
taken up, like a watchword, by another | ca
‘hush,” and that by another, as if the
house were surrounded. The noises there-
upon ceased ; and, on examination below,
nothing was found to throw any light on
the disturbance.

“During that antumn we frequently
heard footsteps pass our door at night,
sometimes accompanied by the rustling of
a silken dress; also a noise below, as
though farniture were being moved about-.
Invariably, if either of us were awake at
two or three o’clock, we heard a sound as
of a large chest violently thrown down,
sometimes once, but more freqnentl two
or three times. We tried in vain to detect
the origin of this sound.

e ——

¢TI can scarcely account for the indiffer-
ence with which we got, at last, to regard
these unusnal things. But, growing more
and more attached to the place, which was
becoming a real little paradise under our
hands, we were loath indeed to confess the
reality of anything to its discredit. It was
only when the daytime noises were too
loud that we cared to interfere. I have
again and again ascribed them to the
servants, and gone upstairs to request
them to be more quiet; yet I have found
the doors all shut, and no one in the
rooms, or on the stairs. And yet the
noises had made the chandelier vibrate.”

Colonel Elderton’s diary in September :

“ But for my little wife’s pluck, I would,
on her account, give up this blessed house
at once. These mysterious doings annoy
and enrage me. { cannot in the least
divine their source.

“ Finding that the silk-gown rustling
was of almost nightly occnrrencs, I laid a |
trap last night for the intruder, stretchmg
a bit of black silk right across the
I did this without my wife’s knowledge, as
I knew I should have to keep awake till
one or two in.the morning, and did not
wish her to share my vigil.

“ A little before two I was conscious of
the approach of the light pattering step—
like that of a woman in slippers—which
was always first heard. Then came the
silken rustle, actually brnshmg our door.
‘ Now, my lady, we shall see |” thought I.
Getting quietly up, and softly opening the
door, tqh our veilleuse for a lamp, I ascer-
tained that the silken thread, stretched
about two feet from the ground, remained
untouched !

“ Sept. 23rd.—Halsewell (the butler)
ven warning. He was my best ally,

lemtrymgtotraceont the

these alarms. His reason for
leavmg seems insufficient. The servants
‘chaff’ him as to some supposed resem-
blance between the ghostly footsteps and
his own! He admitted, however, that
there was some else, which he could
never tell me until 1 had resolved to quit
this residence.” ]

Mrs. Elderton to her friend, in con-
tinuation :

“In November, after the departure of
our butler, Halsewell, who had been very
bold and watchful, the noises increased,
and, as the servants declared, with a sort
of mockmg imitation of Halsewell's step,
and manner of opening and closing doors,

md

a8 he moved about the house.
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~ “One day, at half-past one, while I was
reading in my dressing-room, having had
to remiain upstairs for a day or two from
illness, I was startled by hearing people
moving about in & noisy manner on the
small landing below ; then loud screams.
I rang the bell sharply, then opened the
door. Nothing was visible; but I heard
a voice say, ‘Hush—sh,’ three several
times, becoming at each repetition more
distant, and seeming to float away in &
manner which I cannot describe.
“1 think it was on the following night
that I was awakened by & loud noise, as of

a person walking very heavily on the |spo

landing below, or in one of the adjacent
rooms. I never heard such walking before.
It was, 8o to speak, & giant’s walk, and
seemed to shake the house from one end
to the other. We had had for some days
a policeman in the house at night, and,
rousing my husband, I begged him to call
the man. Before he could leave the room,
wo heard the sound of a desperate struggle
on the stairs, as of two men fighting.
Feeling sure that our watchman %ud at
lagt pounced upon the intruder, Cuthbert
dashed off to his assistance. All was still
and empty ! The policeman, whom Cuth-
bert met quietly going his rounds, had
heard no unusual sound.”

As the disturbances at Holwych ocon-
tinned steadily to increase, and had be-
come notorious, Colonel Elderton reluc-
tantly resolved ta leave; but, before com-
mencing preparations, required from the
servants statements of whatever of a
remarkable natore they had severally
noticed. This produced a mass of tes-
timony, which, making every deduction
for nervous terrors sng exaggeration, has
probably no parallel in the history of
“haunted houses”’ of our time.

It should be. mentioned that, during the
occupation of the mansion, five servants
(the butler, groom, and three maids) had
left, on divers pretexts, but really—as it

now appeared—from the perpetual annoy- | wa;
ance caused by the unacoountable sounds. |

Groans; sighs; footsteps; a moise (con-
stantly recurring) like a child’s ra(ttlo;
doors struck and handles turned ; sounds
of tossing about boxes and furnitare; ‘car-
riages driving up the sweep when nomne
were there ; rustle of silk ; screams ; a voice
heard to say distinctly, ¢ All is true; "’ and,
finally, a sound of very peculiar character,
compounded of a hiss and whiz, which
was of almost daily occurrence, and, com-
mencing as described, terminated in the

word “Hush!” distinct, prolonged, and
invariably taken up by voices more and
more distant, till they became inaundible.
One of these statements, supplied by
Louisa Scrase, one of the maids, will serve
88 a specimen :—

“1 was four months under-honsemaid
at Holwych. During the whole time I
was annoyed by the strangest disturb-
ances. I slept with a fellow-servant
above the kitchen. One night, very late,
we heard walking and talking below. 1t
lasted an hour. We did not recognise
either step or voice. In the morning I
ke to the rest about it, but every one
denied having been in the kitchen at all.
They did not tell me (I had not been long
arrived) that the house was said to be
haunted. After that I became accustomed
to strange noises, but what happened later
determined me to leave.

“1 was awakened one night by a cold
hand touching my face, and, looking up,
saw & very tall fi by my bedside, with
an arm extended. I said, ‘I will know
what it is, or I'll raise the house!’ when
the figure moved towards the window and
misﬁzd. My companion saw it also.
Next day we were allowed to change our
room, but I was uncomfortable after this,
and left.”

Recollecting that the butler, Halsewell,
who had left, had offered further testimony
in the event of the house being given up,
Colonel Elderton wrote to him, announcing
his intended departure, and received the
statement hereinafter given. But, in the
meantime, the following strange incident
occurred to the colonel himself.

He was writing letters in the breakfast-
room one forenoon, when a step came along
the passage towards the open door. To
save the trouble of turning to see who was
about to enter, he looked in the mirror
just opposite, and saw a very tall man, in
a long yellow coat of some coarse material,
and with his hat on, standing in the door-

‘¥Well, who are you, my man? What
do you want here?” was the natural
question.

Without reply the man extended his
arm, as pointing to the garden, and,
striding across the. room, through
the window (opening to the ground) into
the en.

“A cool hand, whoever you are!” ex-
claimed the colonel, and, starting up, at
once followed the intruder, whom he was
on the point of overtaking just as the

\»
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latter turned the angle of a shrubbery,
and entered the avenue of walnut trees,
leading to the alcove before described.
Hardly a second had elapsed, yet the walk
was vacant. The man had disappeared !

The colonel rubbed his eyes in amaze-
ment. Up to that moment no idea of the
supernatural had occurred to him. He
had heard the man’s step, and observed
his features in the mirror (they were those
of a young and rather well-looking man,
with singularly large eyes); and a sus-
picion, prompted perhaps by the remark-
able dress and manner, that he was an
escaped lunatic, had crossed the colonel’s
mind. There was no place of concealment
close at hand, save the shrubs, which
Colonel Elderton immediately examined ;
nor had the gardener, whom he found at
work near the alcove, been passed by the
stranger.

Returning to the house, the colonel
found a letter from his ex-butler, in
which, after .recapitulating a series of
disturbances of kind already men-
tioned, which he had been inclined to
atiribute to thieves, until he found that
not only was his “silver” perfectly safe,
but eve:
untouched, the writer dwelt upon the
peculiar whizzing sound that daily—nay,
soveral times in a day—passed directly
through the room occupied by the ser-
vants. At first bearing some resemblance
to the of a huge bird, though in-
visible, it terminated in the distinct pro-
nunciation of the word * Hush ! ” drawled
out, and then taken up by another voice,
and another, as a watchword might be
passed along @ line of sentries. This
sound—far more than any other—dis-
turbed the hearers, and it was always
some minutes before equanimity was re-
stored, and anyone felt disposed to quit
the room:- ne.

Even against this, however, the butler
declared his courage would have sup-
ported him, but for the occurremce he
now, at his late master’s request, was
about to relate.

A little before dusk, one day late in
August, he had occasion to pass through
& gallery on the basement, leading to the
servants’ hall, at one end of which stood
s mangle, or rather press, for the table-
cloths in use. Before this press, as if
examining it, stood a very tall man, clad
in a long coat of yellow frieze, with &
narrow peaked hat, from which long fair
hair descended on his shoulders.

ing, to the smallest article, |i

At the question, “Hallo! What's that P”
from the surprised butler, the man turned
round, and came towards him. The butler
then saw that the visitor appeared to be of
middle age, had very large blue eyes, and
what seemed like a narrow red scarf drawn
acrogs part of his forehead. Without
pausing for an instant the figure marched
straight upon his questioner, who mechani-
cally extended his arms. To his unutter-
able amazement, they met with no resist-
ance, and Halsewell, as if awakening from
a dream, found himself standing in the
middle of the passage alone !

Notwithstanding this incident, the butler
was reluctant to quit his ter’s service ;
but feeling that his story, if told, would
either be disbelieved, or, if believed,
greatly increase the alarms and annoyances
to which his mistress was exposed, he
finally resolved to leave, as mentioned.

“ Hearing mysterious noises; talking of
ghosts, and probably dreaming of them,
would easily aceount for the gentleman in
frieze admiring my table-cloths!”’ thought
the colonel, as he finished the letter.

But on that very day arrived a very
singular corroboration, and from a totally

d

in dent source.

“?ell:ad oceasion, a day or two since,”
wrote a friend to him, “to mention your
name at a dinner-party. ‘Is that Elderton,
who has taken Holwych Mansion, may I
ask P’ inquired a stranger who sat near
me. ‘Yes. ‘I was a former occupant,’
the man resumed, ‘and I should much
like, with your permission, to ask you a
question, at another moment, regarding
its present condition. I have heard that
your friend has excellent taste, and the
place was certainly susceptiblo of im-
provement.’ I asgented. Later that even-
ing we had some talk, and the result was
the small note I now inclose. If, during
your residence at Holwych, nothing of a
strange and disturbing nature—incapable
of explanation—has occurred, you are
earnestly requested to destroy the note,
unread; if 1t has, open and compare &
former +tenant’s experiemce with your
own.”

The colonel at once adopted the latter
courge. The note, passing slightly over
miscellaneous causes of disturbance, gave
a concise, but clear, description of the per-
petual “hushings,” and of three several
appearances of the man in yellow frieze,
with the peaked hat and large blue eyes !

After this but little time was lost in
preparation. But it was not without re-
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gret that the Eldertons turned their backs
on their cheap but uncomfortable paradise.

“So it was not a school, after all,” re-
marked the colonel, as they drove away.
“But, as that boy candidly warned us, it
has its 'ushers!”

‘What became of the hushers” after
the house was pulled down, to make room
for railway improvements, I do not know ;
but it is very certain that the Eldertons
were the last tenants who ventured to
share Holwych mansion with them.

A SILENT WITNESS.

BY EDMUND YATES.

AUIHOR OF ‘‘ BLACK SHEEP,” ‘‘CASTAWAY,” ‘' THE YELLOW
FLAG,” &c. &c,
——

‘BOOK III. CHAPTER IX. UNSEALED LIPS,

Lypia WALTON’S outery naturally cansed
the greatest excitement to her three com-
panions.

- Clement Burton was the first to find his
tongue. “Do you know what you are
saying 7’ he exclaimed, in his clear,
matter-of-fact way; ‘ do you kmow to
whom you are alluding? You proclaim
yourself the wife of George Heath! Who
18 he, and what position does he hold P”

« Tt did not strike me that I might have
made a mistake,” said Lydia, somewhat
abashed ; ‘“the name sounded so familiar
in my ears, that I spoke out at once, with-
out thinking. The George Heath who is
my husband was a cashier in Middleham’s
Bank, in Philpot-lane ! ”

“Tell us about him?” said Clement,
with a glance at Anne’s working features
and tightly-clasped hands. “ When did
your marriage take place ? ”’

“Years ago, when we were both young,
and poor, and happy. Happy for a time,”
added Lydis, bitterly; ¢ itdidn’t last long;
that sort of thing never does, I believe.”

“And then you parted from him?”
asked Clement.

“Not I,” said Lydia. “I would have
stuck to him as long as I lived, though he
treated me like a dog, and beat me some-
times. I didn’t mind that; I would have
remained on; the parting was his doing—
he left me.”

“And what has been your history
since P "’ asked Grace Middleham, who was
encircling Anne with her arms.

“ Never mind my history since!” cried
Lydia, fiercely ; “that is nobody’s business
but my own. This cross-questioning that
you are putting me through, shows that I
was right in my first idea. George Heath,

whom I claim as my husband, is the man
to whom you have referred.”

“He is indeed,” said Clement, *“and
you have rendered us the most ample
service by your disclosure.”

.“Have I indeed,” said Lydia, with a
scornful laugh. “Pray do not imagine I
had any such intention. And so that is
how my husband has been amusing him-
self since he deserted me; and patient,
long-suffering nurse Gaynor is8 Mrs.
George Heath number two! He doesn’t
seem to have been very constant to her
either, or she would not be in this
position.” : .

“He is a wicked, sinful man,” cried
Grace, indignantly, * bringing misery and
shame wherever he goes.”

“Very likely,” said Lydia, coolly. “I
never imagined there was much of the
angel about him; but I loved him for all
that—loved him with all my heart and
soul; and if, after having cast me off, he
had married a rich woman who loved him,
I would have had my tongue cut out
before I would have betrayed him, or said
to you half I have.”

“He must have had some strange
fascination about him, truly,” said Clement
Burton, more to himself than to his com-
panions. -

But Lydia caught the words. * ¢ Fasci-
nation !’ " she cried ; “ I suppose you think
80, because he gulled your sweet favourite,
Mrs. Gaynor. Fascination I suppose he
had, or I should never have been as
devoted to him as I was—as I am at this
moment. What do the mere ?anie h:;nd
tie of marriage signify to me! ve
knocked about in %;:;fyworld, and am not

ueamish in such matters.”

“And it was you then who answered
the advertisement ? "’ asked Grace.

“Of course it was. I read it in the
newspaper that morning when I sent her,”
pointing to Anne, “out for a walk. I
wanted to be alone to think and to act. I
imagined the advertisement was addressed
to me, and probably by him. I thodght
he wanted me for some reason, and I
would have gone to him at any time and
at any sacrifice. He has acted like a brute
to me, but there is nothing I would not
do for him even now.”

All this time Anne Stadley stood as one
dazed. She knew that the friend from
whom she had been so long separated was
found at last, and was then standing by
her side, encouraging and supporting her.
She knew that the difference which had
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parted them had vanished; that Graoe’s
eyes had been opened to the self-deception
under which she had laboured; and that
the reconciliation between them was com-
plete. She kmnew, above all, from the
words which had been spoken,
that the fearful connection into which she
had been so vilely betrayed, and which
0 long been her misery and shame,
at an end ; that the seal of silence,
had been 8o cunningly imposed
her, was taken off her lips ; and that
was, henceforth, a free agent to speak
act as she thought best. She knew
this, but the sense of relief was yet
ting ; and she remained in a state of
wonderment, listening vaguely, and look-
ing on as one in a dream.

She was recalled to herself by the sound
of Grace’s gentle voice.

“ It was from your father, dear, as I
told you, that I Zea.rd you had become
George Heath'’s wife; but he had neither
timse nor strength to give me any explana-
.tion of the circnmstances under which you
were married, and I am still wholly igno-
rant of them.” .

¢ Has not your- friend, Mr. Burton, just
spoken of the fascination which George
exercised over all with whom he was
brought into contact?” said Lydia Wal-
ton, sneeringly. “Ido not see much to
be won at in the fact that this lady—
whom I must still call ‘ Nurse Gaynor,’
for want of knowing her real name—was
not an exception to the general rule.
What astonishes me, I confess, is, that he
should have chosen her; for George’s
fancy, at least when I knew him, did not
lie at all in the mild and innocent line.”

¢ T did not become Mr. Heath’s wife of
my own accord,” said Anne, slowly turn-
ing towards her friend, and ignoring the
last speaker. “The marriage was forced
upon me.” .

“ By whom ? " asked Grace, tenderly.

¢ Both by my father and Mr. Heath.”

“ Ah, yes,” said Grace; “I remember

telling me that Captain Studley and
E‘.’ Heath were implicated together in
various matters.”

“They had been so for years,” said
Anme ; ‘‘and it was to sive them from the
consequences of the crime in which they
were both involved, and which I had wit-
nessed, that I consented to this union.”

“ And ther:by sacnﬁcedd" ” oué'elsmppiness,
your peace of mind, and the best portion
of your life,” said Grae, embracing her.
“It was my duty,” said Anne, simply,
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“and I performed it. I could have domne
no less.”

“ What was this crime of which you
speak P’ asked Clement Burton. *“It
must have been a serious one, indeed, to
call for such expiation.” .

“I cannot tell you,” said Anne; quickly,
‘ here and now. I must not say more ; but
the time may come when I can s
openly. And,” she added, slowly, and
solemnly raising her eyes and clasping her
hands, ‘I thank Heaven for the revelation,
which has set me free to avenge the inno-
oenthlood! »

“Toav the innocent blood,” repeated
Grace, wﬁggs';emed strangely maved.

“Do you talk of vengeance in con-
nection with George Heath?” asked
Lydia Walton, ing forward eagerly.

“I reiterate what I said—‘to avenge
the innocent blood!’ There is no bar to
my evidence now. I never was George

th's wife !

These words, spoken th measured and
thrilling tones, had their effect upon all
present, but on no one so glnickly and so
visibly as on Grace Middleham. She,
usually so calm and unimpressionable, was
obviously overpowered at some suggestion
which, as it appeared to her, was con-
tained in Anne’s speech; the colour left
her cheeks, her lips quivered, her eyes
filled with tears, and it was only by the
strongest self-control that she suppressed
an attack of hysteria. The cause of this
was the vnﬁ:m sense, just commencing to
dawn upon her, that the revelation of the
mystery of her uncle’s. murder was ap-
proaching. The shock which that fearful
crime had brought upon her at the time of
its commission had, it is true, long since
subgided, but she had never been able to
think of the dreadful deed without a
shrinking horror, and had always lived
under the idea that, at some time or other,
the perpetrators of it wounld be discovered.
The conviction of Heath’s villainy con-
veyed by Anne’s words had instantly sug-
gested this ides ; and now that she was, as
she imagined, on the brink of the revela-
tion which she had so long and earnestly
desired, she felt she wonld have given
much to postpone it until a more fitting
opportunity. .

t is not to be su that Clement
Burton had not wa with the dgo}est
interest the strange scene passing before .
his eyes, and in his clear-headed, common-
sense way, made up his mind as to the

right course to be pursued. ‘That Lydia
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Walton was fiery, impracticable, and im-
patient, he had known since the eommence-
ment of his attendance on her; but in her
replies to Anne, and her comments in the
conversation carried on before her, she had
shown a depth .of devotion to her brutal
husband, and a power of sneering opposi-
tion to those arrayed agaimst him, of
neither of which he had imagi her
capable. It was obvious that all her
forces, sach as they were, wonld be mar-
shalled to the advancement of Heath’s
cause and the detriment of his ememies;
and, therefore, the less she heard of their
oounsels, the less she was mixed up with
any steps’ which Anne’s discovery of her
newl uired freedom might impel her
to .me better. The one thing to be
done was to these women at once,
and with him remained the duty of ac-
complishing the task. Miss Middleham,
too, must be thought of. Clement Bur-
ton’s ever-watchful eyes had observed her
excitement, and the Zﬂl'{edcn‘lty shg had in
sup ing more marked signs of it ; and
he mm the best chance of keeping
her quiet was to give her emotions an outlet,
in confidential conversation with her long-

lost friend.
“I think,” said he, taking advantage of
the pause which occurred, ‘“that it will be

better this discussion should be deferred.
I need scarcely tell yom, Mrs. Walton,
when I promised to bring to you the
unknown ‘G. M.’ whom you so ardently
desired to see, that I was unaware of the
identity of Mrs. Gaynor, or of her con-
nection with the story which has been
told. I, of eourse, knew that: this lady,
Miss Middleham, had inserted the adver-
tisement to which you responded, and, in
her interest, was desirous to hear what
you had to say. TFhat has now been said
with the result we have seen, and what-
ever explanations are to be made must be
made separately.”

“I must take Anne away with me, if
you please,” pleaded Grace, in a low voice;
“ having once found her, I eannot give her
up for a long time; I have so much to
hear, and so much to say.”

“You shall do so, certainly,” said
Clement Burton, “if she comsents, of
which, I suppose, there is little doubt.”

“I must not forget my patient, Mr.
Burton,” said Anne, “gladly though I
would go with Grace ; but Mrs. Walton is
not in o state to be left alone, and my first
duty is to her.”

“Don’t you trouble about me, nurse

Gaymnor,” said Lydia Walton, quickly.

“You are a good sort, and though I spoke
out just what came into my mind, and
stick to all that I said, I am not one to
bear malice for anything that you did, not
knowing what you were doing, and under
a certain amount of pressure too, as it

seems. You go with your friend; I shall

get along all right, I daresay.”

‘“ And you are a ‘ good sort’ 0o, as you

Khmae it,” said Clement Burton, smiling,

is eyes beaming with pleasure at her
words, .*“though somewhat difficult to
manage ; but you require attention still,
and cannot be left alone just yet, though I
think it better that nurse Gaynor—the
old name is easier for both of ns—should
have some relief and rest after the excite-
ment she has gone through. I suggest,
therefore, that she should go away with
Miss Middleham, as that lady proposes,
and I will make arrangements for sending
some one to take care of you.”

“ Just as you please,” said Lydia Wal-
ton, after a thoughtful pause; * though,
after nurse Gaymor, I shall find any one
else precious awkward and uncomfortable,
I can tell you. I think I might get on
well enough by myself ; but, of course,
you know best.”

“Be it so, then,” said Clement. “ Your
carriage is at the door,” he added, turning
to Grace, “and your friend can go home
with you. I wxﬁ
Iater on in the day.”

 This meeting has had a very different
endirig to that I had anticipated,” said
Grace to Lydia Walton; “but assuredly
the interest which Mr. Burton’s account |
of you had inspired in me has mot
been decreased by all I have heard. I
hope I may yet be able to serve you; I
shall always be ready to do so.” |

¢ I am much obliged to you, I am sure,”
said Lydia, with strongly marked indiffer-
ence. “I know yon mean to be kind ; but
I have my own iness to attend to, and
it is not likely we shall see much of each
other. And good-bye to you, nurse Gay-
nor; I am in your debt for all sorts of
attention. I wish I was not; or, rather, I
wish you had not come between me and
the man whom—whom I am still fool
enough to care for. However, that cannot
be helped, and so good-bye.”

Thus they took their leave, Anne Stud-
ley bending over her quondam patient and

ntly kissing her forehead, a salute which .
ﬁdia received with_ a stare and a shoulder-
shrug of wonder, though, at the same time,
the tears rose unbidden to her eyes. Mr- 4
Burton accompanied the ladies to their

come to the Hermitage
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mﬁﬁ; when he retirned, he fonnd| ¢‘Pond Cottage’—*Loddonford,’ ” she
Lydia Walton in a very different state from | said, repeating the'names. * How do you
that in which he had left her; all the|get there?”

forocity, ali-éhe hardness, all the vulgar
swagger were gone; in their place was a
earnestness such as she had

never yet exhibited. “ That’s all right,”
she said, pointing to him to seat himself
in the chair next to hers. “ Now we are
alone together, and can talk like people
who understand each other, and have seen
the world and its ways. Those two girls
kmow nothing of life, and could not be ex-
to; for, whatever they think, they

ve had no real experience. Mine has
beon pretty extensive, and it leads me to
think that you wen't refuse to do what I

am going to ask you.”

“gmgwbd; is that ? ” he said, quietly.

“To tell me where I can find my hus-
band, George Heath, He is my husband,
you know—there is no doubt about that;
and the establishment of that fact seems
to get our sweet friend Gaynor out of her
pretty meas, though one cannot tell exactly
what it is. Now you, who take such an
interest in her, ought to be grateful to me
on that accomnt, and do anything I ask

on.’l

“I will do anything I can to help you,”
said Clement Bm"l;on.g “We will llfo{ dis-
cuss the why and the wherefore, but I
will do it.”

“ Tell me, then, if you know anything
of George, and what P ” she said, eagerly.

“I have tolerably late information of
him,” said Mr. Barton. ¢ He became
manager at Middleham’s Bank, in which
you knew him only as cashier. That
p_oaih‘on he held for some years, but re-
signed a few months since.”

‘“ What made him resign ? ” she asked.
“It was not like George to ‘throw away a

thing unless he got a better.”” .-

“So said the people in the City,” re-
marked Clement ; “ but he kept his reasons
to himself. The only thing known of him
was, that he resigned; and, instead of
taking any other appointment, or occupy-
g himself on his own account, he took a
tnp to the Continent, where he remained
travelling for some months. Quite recently
he returned to England, and is living in
retirement.”

“Where? ” she asked, eagerly. “Do you
know the address? Is it far away P ”

“Itis at & called Loddonford,” he
aid; “a vi on the Thames, about
twenty:five miles from London. He lives
there in & lone house, known as Pond

“By the Great Western Railway,” he
replied. “I will 'write down the address
for you.” But, as he did 80, he looked w

enly, and said, * Look here, Lydia,
have done what you asked ; but you must
promise me that you will not take ad-
vantage of my compliance by writing to
him,'or by taxing your strength in any
way.”

“What harm would there be in my
writing to him ? ” she said.

“Harm to him, as well as to you.
Though this excitement has given to you
a seeming flicker' of strength, you are
physically much below par, and wholly
moapable of any real exertion.”

o ?ever mind me; what about him ?

“From all I can hear, he is veri
serio ill, aged in ce, an
brokxlyin spirit. He lives entirely alone,
not occu himself in any way, and
is said, bodily and mentally, to be a com-
pl;afte wreck—a mere shadow of his former
ge) .7’

«“Jg that so ? ”’ ghe said, with a twitch-
ing of her nether lip. “ Poor fellow ! poor
fellow !

“80 you understand,” said Clement
Burton, rising, “ that my injunctions are
sirict upon you not to attempt to exert
yourself, even in so much as by writing a
letter. Do youn consent ?”

¢ Needs must when—you know the rest
of the proverb,” she said, with a short
laugh; “not that you are like that, or
like anything but a most kind, good
fellow, a real friend to ni‘m?gl;all th(if
weary, dreary time. ,’’ she sai

ing a sudden dash at his fingers with -
her Lips, I do not think I ever kissed a
man’s hand before.”

“ And you should never have done so
now if I had seen your jntention,” he said,
langhing and blus{ing. “Now I will go;
I will look in .at St. Vitus’s on my way,
and select the best sister possible to re-
place Mrs. Gaynor. Sheshall come on du
before nightfall, and in the meanwhile
will speaE to your landlady, to have you
looked after until the nurse comes.”

« All right,” she said, half carelessly,
“that will do very well. Mrs. Frost un-
derstands me and my ways, and can give
me whatever I want.”

“ Good night, then,” said Clement Bur-
ton ; “ I shall look in to-morrow morning,
and hope to find you none the worse for the
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better !  she repeated, in a softenell voioe;

[13

you will not find me at all, my kind
you will never look upon me again.
That is a sad thought, for you have been
fellow to me, but all my 3
are now required for one whomIlove dearer
than my life. That Gaynor woman, or

%

her, &nd seated herself cosily a¢ the table
wdit: tgehabotﬂe of and a at hor
ade. was a goesipi ind of woman,
who always had a gr:tgded'h #ay, and
at first her volubility was inereased by the
wine which Lydia pressed upon her.
Gradually, however, her eyes grew glazed,
her voice h and indistinct, and after a
few feeble attempts at maintaining oon-
sciousness, she dropped into a stertorous

whatever her name is, has a tell-tale face, | sleep

I read it like & book ; she could not
hideherphnsﬁ'ommo.thShstalkedmt
venging the innocent blood,’
know what she means
know—I felt in an in-
m; who is
2 iroatod her an e
did me, and it is upon him that her
to ; but I will thwart her
Iwillgotothisaddree:whichlgot

believe me; will :gspreciabe the

danger in which he sta and fly at

onoe ; or whether he will think it is er

a trick or weakness on my and

to budge? If so, his blood be on his o

heed ; at all events, I must make an effort.”
She pulled the bell attached to her chair,

and awaited the advent of the landlady.

Mrs. Frost was all smiles and giggles.

“I was expecting your summons, my |

dear,” she said, “and in two minutes
more I should have been up without it;
for that delightful doctor of yours—what
an elegant young man he is !—looked into
the parlour as he passed, and told me
nurse Gaynor had gone away, and that, as.
the other sister might be some time in
coming, he would like me to come and sit
ot in right, Mre. Frost,” said Lydis
‘ That is right, " sai i
Walton, “you are better company than
any of the nurses or sisters—or whatever
they call themselves; you are one of the
right sort, and so am I, and you and I
know how to enjoy ourselves, which those
poor creatures do not. Here, take the key,
and help yourself to a glass of the old

particular.”
Mrs. Frost, with another giggle and the
nearest atlempt at a blush which she

could command, tock the key proffered

There was an epidemic ve nerally
prevalent in Londmnt thz ti‘i.;ne, and
the services of hospital nurses were in
great.request. Mr. Burton had some diffi-
culty in finding & sister to attend to his
Bloomsbury patient, and he was not par-
ticularly satisfied with the one he at last
secnred‘—a dull, heavy woman—but the
best he could find. It was late in the
evening before this nurse arrived at her
new quarters, where the door was o
to her by a slatternly, slip-shod girl, the
very model of a lodging-house servant.

“I am glad you are come,” said this
little marchioness, after the nurse had ex-
plained her business; * for missus is tight,
and I am all alone in the house with her.”

“ All alone ? ” repeated the nurse.
“ Why, where is Mrs. Walton? ”

¢« she went away more than two
hours sio, in a cab which I fetched for
ber. I had an awful 'bingettin%uher
down the stairs and helping her in; butI

it, somehow. “igex-peoted her
back re this ; she said she should not
be gone more than half an hour.” -

“She will be in soon, then, I suppose?”
said the nurse, quietly. “I will go up to
her room, if you will show me the way,
and wait there.” >

The next morning, when Clement Bur-
ton arrived early, he learned that Mrs.
Walton had gone out, and had not come
back all night. Rushing hastily upstairs,
and throwing open the door, he found the
nurse calmly knmitting, and waiting the
return of her patient with stolid, unruffled
compogure.
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BY FRANCES ELEANOR TROLLOPE. stand in his way, I daresa.y Or perhaps
AUTHOR OF ‘‘ AUNT MARGARET'S TROUBLE,” * MABRL'S he wants to ¢ convert’ you, as these fellows |§
rRoarzss,” &o. &o. lea.sed to call it.” 1

obody seems to be afraid of our
CHAPTER XV. mntmg to convert him !” said Minnie. ‘
Mm~ie and her father had been having | “I don’t like the sort of thing. I don’t f
| & discussion about David Powell, and the | like that people should have it to say that [§
discussion had heated Dr. Bodkm and | my dang get:r is honoured with the con- {$
} spoiled his half hour after dinner, which | fidences of a parcel of ranting, canting
| was wont to be the pleasantest half hour | cobblers.”
 of his day. For Dr. Bodkin did not sit| “ But, paps, wouldit not—I am speak-
over his wine alone. When there were | ing in sober sincerity, and because I really
no guests, his wife and Minnie remained | do want your serious answer—don’t you {f'
#f at the black shining board—in those days | think it would be wrong to be deterred
i the table-cloth was removed for the des- | from helping anyone with & kind word or
|f sert, and the polish of the mahogany |a kind deed, by the fear of people saying
beneath it was a matter of pride w1ti this or that P ”
notable housekeepers like Mrs. Bodkin— | ¢ Helping a fiddlestick!” ecried Dr.
and his wife poured out his allowance of | Bodkin magisterially, but incoherently.
| port and peeled his walnuts for him, and | Minnie’s face fell. It had been paler
| his danghfer chatted with him, and coaxed | than usual of late, and she had been [}
him, and sometimes contradicted him a | suffering and feeble. She never lamented
little, and there would be no more school | aloud, nor was importunate, nor even
undil to-morrow morning, and altogether showed weakness of temper; but her |{
the doctor was accustomed to enjoy him- | father, who loved her very tenderly, un- §f
| %elf. But on this occasion the poor gen- | derstood the chill look of disappointment
Yleman was vexed and disturbed. well enough, and it was more than he had {f
“It's a parcel of stuff and nonsense ! ” | strength to bear.
. fjsaid the doctor, jerking his legs under the | “Of course the man can come and say
& table. his say,” he added, jerking his legs again
| “That remains to be proved, papa. If | impatiently under the sheltering maho-
| the man has anything of consequence to | gany, “especially as say he is going
f say, I shall soon discover it.” away from Whitford g?rectl

“ Anything of consequence to say?| Yes but there is mo guarantee that ¥
Fndge‘ H% i8 coming begging, per-|he will "ot come back again. I cannot ||
ha promise you that, on his behalf.” ‘L
“I don’t believe that, papa. Nor, I think, | This unflinching straightforwardness of
do you in your heart returned Mmme, Minnie’s was a fertile source of trouble |3
with a little smile at one side of her mouth. | between her father and herself. It was
But the doctor was too much disturbed | certainly rather hard on the doctor to be

k VOL. XIV. ) ' ' 388
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forced to sarrender absolately, without
any of those tences which
apa equivalent to the honours of war.
Fortunately—we ama Iimiting ourselves to
the doctor’s pointt of view—fortunately at
this moment his eye fbll on Mrs. Bodkin,
who, made exquisitely nervous by any
collisior between the two great forces
that ruled her life, was pushing the de-
canter of port backwands and forwards
on the slippery table, quite uncomscious
of thab ical movement.

“ Lanrs, what. the —— mischief are you
about? Do yom think I want my wine
shaken up like & dose of physic ?”

This kind of diversion of the vials of
the doctor’s wrath on to his wife’s devoted
head, was no .uncommon finale to any
altercation, in which the reverend gentle-
man happened not to be getting altogether
the best of it.

“I think,” said Mrs. Bodkin, speaking
very quickly, and in a low tone, as was
her wont, ‘‘that very likely Mr. Powell
wants to interest Minnie on behalf of
Richard Gibbs.”

“And who, pray, if I may venture to
inquire, is Richard Gibbs?” asked the
doctor, in his most awful grammar-school
- manner, and with a sarcastic severity in

his eye, as he uttered the name ¢ Gibbs,”

and looked at Mrs. Bodkin as though he
expected her to be very much ashamed of
herself.

¢ Brother of Jane, our maid. He is a
groom at Pudcombe Hall, and a Wesleyan.
Mr. Powell may want to recommend him,
or get him a place.”

“ What, is the fellow going to leave
Pudcombe Hall, then ? ”

% Not that I know of, exactly. But it
struck me it might be about Richard
Gibbs that he wanted to speak, because
Gibbs is a Wesleyan, you know.”

“] suppose he wants to meddle and
make himself of consequence in some
way. Egotism and conceit, rampant con-
ceit, are the mainsprings that move such
fellows as this Powell.”

The doctor rose majestically from the
table and walked towards the door. There
he , and turning round said to his
wife, “ May I request, Laura, that somebody
shall take care that I get a cup of hot tea
sent to me in the study ? I don’t think iit;
is much to request that my tea shall no
be brought to me in a tepid state!”

Mrs. Bodlkin had a great gift of holding
her tongune on occasions. She held it now,

and the doctor left the room with dignity.

That evening Minnie wrobe the following
note :—

“My pmar Ma. Diamonp,—I shall be
sble to nee: Mr. Powell at one o’elock to-
marrow. - Should that hour not suit his
canvenience, perhaps he will dor me the
favour to let me know. — Yours
truly, M. Bopkm™

It was the first time she had ewer
written to Mr. Diamond. The tempta-
tion to make her letter longer than was
absolutely needful had been resisted. But
the consciousness that the tempation had
existed, and been overcome, was: present to
Minnie’s mind ; and she curled her lip in
self-scorn as she thought, “ If I wrote him
whole pages it would only bore him. He
would one line written in Rhoda’s
school-girl hand, out of Rhoda's school-
girl head, to the best wit I could give
him ; aye, or to the best wit of a wittier
woman than I.” Then suddenly she tore
the note she had just written across, threw
it into the fire, and watched it blaze and
smoulder into blaakmess. I will ask you
to write a line for me, mammas,” she said,
when Mrs. Bodkin re-entered the drawing-
room, after having sent in the doctor’s cup
of tea to the study.

“To whom, Minnie ? ”

“To Mr. Diamond. Please say that I
will receive Mr. Powell at one o’clock to-
morrow, if that snits him.”

“T daresay it is really about Richard
Gibbs,” said Mrs. Bodkin, as she sealed
her note.

It was not without a slight feeling of
nervousness, that Minnie Bodkin, the next
day, heard Jane's announcement, “Mr.
Powell is below, Miss. Mistress wished
to know if you would see him in your own
room ?”

Minnie gave orders that the preacher
shonld be shown upstairs, and Jane
ushered him in very respectfully. Dr.
Bodkin’s old man-servant took no pains
to hide his disgust at the reception of
such a guest; and declared in the ser-
vants’ hall, that the sight of one of them
long-haired, canting Methodys fairly
turned his stomach. But Jane, remem-
bering her brother Richard’s reformation,
was less militant in her orthodoxy, and.
expressed the opinion that “Mr. Powell
was a very good man for all his long
hair "—a revolutionary sentiment which
was naturally received with incredulity
a.ugI contempt. I when {he

innie looked up eagerly when
preacher entered the room, and scanned

|
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kim with a rapid glance as she asked him
to be seated. “I am a poor feeble creature,
Mr. Powell,” ghe said, * who cannot move
abont at my own will. So you will forgive
my bringing you up here, will you not ?”*

Powell, on his part, looked at the
young lady with a steady, searching gaze.
Minnie was accustomed to be loo at
admiringly, affectionately, deferentially,
euriously, pityingly (which she liked least

had never been looked at as David Powell
was looking at her now ; thab is, as if his
spirit were scrutiniging her spirit, alto-
gether regardless of the form -which
housed it.

“T thank you gratefally for letting me
have speech of yon,” he said; and his
voice, a8 he said it, charmed Minnie’s
sensitive and fastidious ear:

“Do you know, Mr. Powell, that for
some time past I have had the wish to
make your aequaintance? But circum-
stances seemed to make it unlikely that I
ever should do so.”

“Yes; it was very unlikely, humanly
speaking. But I bave no doubt that our
meeting has been bronght about in direct
answer to prayer.”

Minnie was at a loss what to say. It
was almost- as -startling to hear a man
profess such a belief on a week-day, and
in & quiet, matter-of-fact tome, as it would
have been to ind Madame Malibran con-
ducting all her conversation in recitative,
or to hear Mr. Dockett begin his sentences
with a “ whereus.”

“You wish to speak to me on behalf of
some one, Mr. Diamond tells me,” said
Minnie, after a slight hesitation.

“Yes; you have been kind and gracious
to a young girl beneath you in worldly
station, named Rhoda Maxfleld.”

“Rhoda! Is it of her yon wish to
speak ? ¢ cried Minnie, in great surprise.
Bhe felt a strange sick pang of jealousy.
It was for Rhoda’s sake, then, that Mr.
Diamond had begged her to receive
Powell !

“You are kindly disposed towards the
maiden ? ’ said Powell, anxiously; for

him. For her life, Minnie conld

not cordially have said ‘“yes” at that
moment.

“IJ—Rhoda is a very good girl, I

};lria?w; what would you have me do for

“I would have you dissaade her from

resting her hopes— I speak now merely

of all)—sometimes spitefully. But she’

Minnie’s change of countenance had not |.

of earthly hopes and earthly prudence—
on the attachment of one who is unstable,
vain, and worldly-minded.”

“What do you mean? I—I do mot
understand,” stammered Minnie, with fast
beating heart.

“May I speak to you in full confidence P
If you tell me I may do so, I shall trust
you utterly.”

“What is this matter to me? Why do
you come to me about it P ”’

“Because I have been told by those
whose word I believe, that you are gifted
with a clear and strong judgment, as well
as with all qualities that win love.”

“You are mistaken. I am not gifted
with the qualities that win love,” said
Minnie, bitterly. Then she asked, abruptly,
“Did Mr. Diamond advise you to speak
to me about Rhoda 7

“Nay; it was I who had recourse to his
intercession to eech of you.”

“But he knog:: 3“ errand ?”

“In part he knows it. But I was not
free to say to him all that I would fain
say to you.”

Minnie's face had a hard set look.
“'Well,” sho said, after a short silence, *“I
cannot refuse to heur you. But I warn
you that I do not believe I can do any
good in the matter.”

“That will be overrnled as the Lord
wills.”

Then David Powell proceeded to set
forth his fears and anxieties about Rhoda,
more fally and clearly than he had done to
Diamond. He declared his conviction that
the girl was deceived by false hopes, and
was fretting and pining because every now
and then misgivings assailed her which
she could not confess to any ome, and
because that her conscience was uneasy.
“The maiden is very guileless and tender-
natared,” said Powell, softly.

“Don’t you think yon a little exaggerate
her tenderness, Mr. Powell ? ersons
capable of strong feelings themselves, are
apt to attribute all sorts of sentiments to
very wooden-hearted creatures.”

He looked at her earnestly, and shook

his head.
“Rhoda always seems to me to be rather
phlegmatic; very gentle and pretty, of
course. But, do you know, I should not
be afraid of her breaking her heart.”

There was a hard tone in Minnie’s voice,
and a hard expression about her mouth,
which hurt ano:lp disappointed the preacher.
Hehad expected some warmth of sympathy,
some word of affection for Rhoda.
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“You do not know her,” he said, sadly.

“Andtban,l[r.Powdl,A]ngrriﬁ-
ton——you know, I sugpoae, that
Errington is a great friend of mine ? ”

“I would not willingly say aught to
offend you, nor to offend against Christian
courtesy. But there are hi duties—
more solemn promptings—that must not
be resisted.”

“Oh, I am not offended. Bat, let me
ask you, what right have we to assume
that Mr. i has ever deceived
Rbods, or has ever thought of her other-
wise than as the friend and playmate of
his childhood ?”’

“I am convinced that he has led her to
belisve he means, some day, to marry her.
I cannot resist that conviction.”

“Marry her! Why, Mr. Powell, the
thing is absurd on the face of it. A boy
of nineteen, and in Algernon’s position !—
why, any person of common sense would

erstand that such an idea could not be
looked at seriously.”

Powell made {.i.mself some silent re-

for his want of faith. This lady
might not be soft and sweet; but she had
evidently the clear judgment which he
sought for to help Rhoda. And yet he
had been discouraged, and had almost
distrusted his “leading,” because of a little
coldness of manner. He answered Minnie

erly :

“ Ityis true! I well know that what
you say is true; but will you tell Rhoda
this? Will you plentifully declare to her
the thing as itis ? ”

“Rhoda has her father to advise her, if
she needs advice.”

“Nay ; her father is no adviser for her
in this matter. He is an ignorant man.
He does not understand the ways of the
world—at least, not of that world in which
the Erringtons hold a place—and he is
prejudiced and stiff-necked.”

There was a short silence. Then Minnie
said:

“I do not see how I can interfere. I
should, in fact, be taking an unjustifiable
liberty, and—Mr. Errington is going away.
They will both forget all about this boy-
and-girl nonsense, if people have the wis-
dom to let it alone.”

* Rhoda will not forget; she will brood
silently over her secret feeli and her
thoughts will be diverted from higher

iings. She will fall away into outer
darkness. Oh think, a word in season,
how good it i8] Consider that you may
save a perishing soul by speaking that

word. I have prayed that I might leave
behind me in this place the assurance that
this lamb should not be utterly lost out of
the fold.”

Powell had risen to his feet in his ex-
citement, and walked away from Minnie
towards the window, with his head bent,
and his hands claspi his forehead.
Minnie felt something repulsion, and
the sort of shame which an honest sm}

nd nature feels at any suspicion o
E:tnonmm in one whom it has hitherto
respected. Surely the man was exagge-

X i yen%enting—hisfeel-
ing on this matter! ut, then, Powell
turned, and came back towards her; and
she saw his face clearly in the full sun-
'lli'i::’ and instantly her suspicion vanished.

face was wan and haggard with suf-
fering, and there was a strange brilliancy
in the eyes, almost like the brightness of
latent tears. The tears spraniesympatheﬁ-
cally to her own eyes as she looked at
him. It was impoesible to resist the pathos
of that face. Tgerem a strange appeal-
ing expression in it, as of a suffering of
which the sufferer was only half-conscious, |
that went straight to Minnie's heart.

“Mr. Powell, I am so truly sorry to see
you distressed! I wish—1I really do wish—
that I could do anything for you!”

“For me! Oh not for me! But stretch
out your hands to this poor maiden, and
say words of counsel to her, and of kind-
ness,as one woman may say them to another. |
I have borne the burden of that young
soul ; I have had it laid upon me to wrestle
strongly for her in prayer; I have—have
been assailed with manifold troubles and
temptations concerning her. But I am
clear now. I speak with a single mind,
and as desiring her higher welfare from
the depths of my heart.”

“Good Heaven !’ thought Minnie, * what
a tragio thing it is to see men pouring out
all the treasures of their love on a thing
like this girl!” For something in Powell’s |
face and voice had pierced her mind with
8 lightning-swift conviction, that he loved
Rhoda Maxfield. Minnie would have died
rather than utter such a speech aloud. The
ridicule which, among sophisticated per-
sons, slinks on the heels of all strongly
expressed emotion, was too present to her
mind, and too disgusting to her pride, for ;
her to have risked the utterance of such a
speech even to her mother. But there in
her mind the words were, “ Good Heaven !
how tragicit is!” And she acknowledged
to herself, at the same time, that Powell’s J
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|

| Iack of sophistication and intensity of
fervour raised him into a sphere wherein
ridicule had no place.

“ Iwill do what I can, Mr. Powell,” said
Minnie, aftera pause, looking with unspeak-
able pity at his thin, pallid face. “But do
not trust too much to my influence.”

“I do trust to it, because it will be
sh'ength’?ned and supported by my

prayers.

Then, when he had said farewell, and
was about to go away, she was suddenly
moved by a mixture of feelings, and, as it
were, almost against her will, to say to
him, “ How good it would be for you to
see Rhoda as she is! A shallow, sweet,
poor little nature, as incapable of appre-

|

your love a8 a wren or a ladybird !
I like Rhoda, and I am a poor, shallow
creature in many ways myself. But I do
recognise things higher than myself when
I see them.”

David Powell’s face grew crimeon with
8 hot, dark flush, and for an instant he
grasped the back of a chair near him, like
& man who reels in drunkenness. Then
he said, “Yon are very keen to see the
truth. You have seen it. Rhoda is dear
to me, a8 no woman ever has been dear,
or will be again. Once I thought this love
‘was a snare to me. Now — unless in
moments of temptation by the enemy—I
know that it is an instrument in God’s
hands. It has given me strength to pray,
courage to ask you for your help.”

“But you suffer!” oried Minnie, look-
ing at him with knit, earnest brows.
“Why should you suffer for one who
does not care for you? It is not just.”

“Who dare ask for justice? I have
received mercy—abundant, overflowing
mercy—and shall I not render mercy in
my poor degree? But in truth,” he
added, in a low voice, and with a smile
which Minnie thought the most strangely
sweet she had ever seen—*‘ in truth, I can-
not claim that merit. I can no more help
desiring to do good to Rhoda than I can
belp drawing my breath. Of others I
may say, ‘ It is my duty to assist this man,
to counsel that one, to endure some hard
treatment for the sake of this other, in
order that I may lead them to Christ.’
But with Rhoda there is no sense of sacri-
fice. Ibelieve that the Lord has appointed
me to bring her to Him. If my feet be cut
and bleeding by the way, I cannot heed it.”

“Would you be glad to see Rhoda
married to Algernon Errington if he
were to become & religious, earnest man—

such a man as your conscientious judg-
ment must approve ? ” asked Minnie.

And the minute the words had passed
her lips she repented having said them ;
they seemed so needlessly cruel ; such a
ruthless probing of a tender, quivering
soul. “It was as if the devil had put
the words into my mouth,” said she after-
wards to herself.

But Powell answered very quietly, “ I
have thought of that often. But I ask
myself such questions no longer. I hold
my Father’s hand even as a little child,
and whither that hand leads me I shall
safely. It is not for me to tempt the
wrath of the Lord by vain surmises and
putting a case. ‘Yea, though He slay me,
yet will I trust Him.””

“You will come back to Whitford, will
you not ? ”” asked Minnie.

“If I may. But I know not when.
That is not given me to decide. At pre-
sent, I feel my conscience in bonds of
obedience to the Society.”

“Perhaps we may never meet again in
this world!’” Minnie, as she said the
words, was conscious of & strong fellow-
feeling for this man, so far removed from
her in external circumstances.

“ May God bless you!” he said, almost
in a whisper.

Minnie held out her hand. As he took
it lightly in his own for an instant, he
pointed upward with the other hand, and
then turned and went away in silence.

‘When Dr. Bodkin' said a word or two
to Minnie that evening, as to her inter-
view with the ‘ranting, canting cobbler,”
she was very reticent and brief in her
all:swers. -But on her flather Zhru ing his
shoulders disparagin, and observing,
“It is a goo%a i;lningg zhat this firebrand
is taking his departure from Whitford.
I've been hearing all sorts of things about
him to-day. It seems the fellow even set
the Methodists by the ears among them-
selves,” she exclaimed hotly, “Ido declare
most solemnly that this man gives me a
more vivid idea of a saint upon earth—a
stumbling, striving, suffering saint—than
anything I ever saw or read.”

EARLY EASTERN TRAVELLERS.
BARENTZ AND HEEMSKERCK.

Earwy Arctic expeditions differed widely
from those undertaken at the present day.
The pursuit of science, for its own sake,
was unknown to the gest pioneers of pro-
gress. Piracy was the object of the ear-

=t
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liest navigators; and these were succeeded
by active generations of traders, who,
having mapped out the useful parts of
the globe, left its ends to the enthusiasm
of the learned and adventurous. Three
hundred years ago men were in a state
of transition, developing or degenerating,
—a8 the reader pleases—into men of
business. Folks of the Tudor period
were, in fact, keenly practical, although
the lapse of time has invested them
with a halo of romance. Drake was
an eminently practical man, and loved
to “sginge the King of Spain’s beard,”
"and, still more, to bring home his tall
ships deep-laden with doubloons and
pieces of eight. Admiral John Hawkins,
too, was an eminent merchant in the
“blackbird " trade. Martin Frobisher
sought El Dorado in the narth, as Raleigh
had sought filz in the south; while the
possibility of making a quick voyage to
Chins and the Indies through Bel?g'n:g"s
Strait, by sailing westward round the
north coast of America, or eastward round
the north of Russia and Siberia, atéracted
many adventurous spirite. Enthusiaste
entertained little doubt of finding a good
easterly route, practicable during the proper
season of the year; and it was only when
this course was discovered to be hopeless,
that the tide of exploration set almost
entirely in a westerly direction. For a
long while, however, the eastern and
western passages were tried almost alter-
pately; a disestrous expedition in ome
direction generally driving discoverers to
the opposite route. It seems tolerably
certain that Sebastian Cabot, whose dis-
coveries with his father in North and
South Ameriea give him a rank as a
voyager second only to that of Columbus,
entertained no very sanguine expectations
of finding a norf.hel-zrest paseage, g::, at the
mature age of seventy-three, he recom-
mended an attempt to find a passage
eastward to- Cathay. This worthy old
Venetian gentleman was, by a writ of
King Edward the Sixth, issued in 1549,
appointed grand pilot of England, with
a galary for lifep.of one ll:gndred and
sixty-six pounds thirteen shillings and
fourpence, “in consideration of the good
and acceptable service done and to be
done by him.” He was also governor of
a society of merchants aesociated for the
purpose of making discoveries of unknown
lands, dominions, islands, and other places.
By the advice of Cabot, this society sent
out, in 1563, three ships under the com-

mand of Sir Hugh Willoughby, Kuight.
The expedition met with very severe
weather, the little fleet was scattered by
storms, and the admiral successively lost
sight of the Edward Bonaventura, com-
manded by Captain Richard Cha.ncellor,
and the Bona Confidentia, Captain Dur-
forth. Authorities differ, as to whether the
land, descried in the far north by this ex-
pedition, was Spitzbergen or Nova Zembls.
The balance of probability appears to be
in favour of the latter islands being
“Willoughby's Land.” Turning again
wes , Sir Hugh endeavoured to winter
in a harbour in Russian Lapland; where,
being badly provided with wood for fuel,
and, perhaps, being attacked by scurvy,
the whole expedition perished, though it
appeared, by the papers they left behind

em, that they were still alive in the
month of January, 1554. This expedition,
althongh a failure in one respect, wis &
great success in another. Captain Dor-
forth, it is true, returned alone to Eng-
land ; but BRichard Chancellor found the
harbour of St. Nicholas, at the mouth
of the Dwina, and went on to Moseow to
the Czar Ivan Wassiliwitech, by whom he
was most graciously received. The Crar,
delighted at the arrival of merehsnts, who
promised to emancipate him from his
dependence on the traders from the
Hanse Towns, made t:’lsm a.mpl:la hom

nted them ivileges, an

gl::m with mﬁiﬁkli,:dnesgs.“’ Chancellor
had a quick eye to business, sold his
cargo, and taking in other commodities
in lien of those he had disposed of,
returned in the year 1554 with a letter
from the Czar Ivan to the sovereign of
England, where Queen Mary had suceseded
her brother Edward. Her Majesty was

leased to grant to the Company of

erchant Adventurers for Discoveres
in the North, North-East, and North-
West, a charter with many privileges
under their governor, Sebastian Cabot.
Queen Mary and her comsort Philip
wrote likewise a letter to the Caar, and
empowered Richard Chancellor- and two
others to trest with his highness touching
commercial privileges and immaunites.
The and mission were completely
successful. The English company reaped
a rich profit from their enterprise, 88,
although science did not advance, com-
merce did, and the profits of the Muscevy
trade proved a substantial consolation for
the lost route to Cathay. Nevertheless,
the company had not quite given up-the
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lstter project, and, after the death of Chan-
callor m 1556, sextt out the pinnace Search-

commanded by Stephen Burrow. Passing
round the North Cape, Burrow arrived at
Kola, and worked his way’ eastward by
the island of Kolgowostrow, Waigatz
Island, and Nova Zembla. It being late
in the season, Burrow declined to push on
to the Gulf of Obi, and, having wintered
in Russia, returned to England, where he
was made, in 1557, comptroller of the
royal navy. After these failures the north-
west passage was tried by Frobisher, but
nothing valuable was effected, and the com-
pany of Russian merchants became desirous
of trying once more to get to Cathay by
the north-east. In 1580 they despatched
two ships under the command of Arthur
Pet and Thomas Jackman, who sailed from
Harwich on the 30th May, and, after work-
ing through great quantities of ice, arrived
at Waigatz, and passed throngh the straits.
Finding it impossible, however, to make
way through the ice, they were compelled
to retarn.

Just as the English were beginning to
wax weary of the north-east passage, a
newborn nation embraced the project with
ardour. Emerging independent, sound,
strong, and rich from their long death-
grapple with the Spaniard, the Dutch
determined, in 1594, to send out an Arctic
expedition. Believing that Furope and
Asia could as easily be sailed round by
the north as South America had been
llan, the government of the
rovinces equipped three vessels
—the Swan, commanded by Jean Cornelis
Ryp; the Mercury, by Ysbrandtz; and
the Messenger, by Willem Barentz, of
Terschilling, an island off the north coast
of Priesland. The two first-named vessels
doubled the North Cape, and penetrated
s fur eastward as Waigatz—described by
them as an island covered with verdure
aud flowers. Puoshing onward through
the straits for some forty leagues, they
reburned, fully persuaded that they had
foond the beginning of the passage.
Barentz, instead of passing sonth of Nova
Zembla, kept a north-east course, and
reached 77° 25’ north latitude towards the
northerly point of Nova Zembla, named
by him Is-Hoek, or Icy Cape. Checked
by the ice, he returned to Holland in
Beptember, 1594. The illusion that a
practicable passage had been found, was
shared by Cornelis and Ysbrandtz, and at
their request the States-General under-

thrift, specially destined for discovery, and’

took a second enterprise. Seven ships
were equipped under the command of
Jacques van Heemskerck, a Dutch gentle-
man of good family; and Willem Barentz
was appointed chief pilot. This expedition
was less successful than the preceding
one. It was found impossible to pass
beyond the seventy-first parallel, and the
fleet returned to Holland sorely dis-
couraged. The States-General refused to
vote any more public money, and confined
their future patronage to the promise of a
reward to the possible discoverer of the
passage. The town council of Amsterdam,
however, came to the rescue, and equipped
two ships, giving the command of one to
Heemskerck, of the other to Cornelis,
and the direction of the expedition to
Willem Barentz. The events of this
remarkable voyage were admirably chron-
icled by Gerard de Veer, an eye-witness.
" On the 10th May, 1596, the two vessels
left Amsterdam. Sailing northward, on
the 1st of June they had no night, and
witnessed a wonderful figure in the
Heavens. “ The sun being almost south-
gouth-east, on each side of it appeared
another sun, and two rainbows passing
through the three suns, and afterwards
two more rainbows.” This phenomenon,
which, by-the-way, is not excessively rare,
appears to have been taken philosophically
by the Dutch, who could not quite agree
a3 to the proper course. Barentz wished
to sail eastward, thinking the ships far
west of their proper course; but Cornelis’s
ggot, fearing to get into the Gulf of
aigatz, proved obstinate. Ultimately,
ooncessions were made, and a north-north-
east course was kept, instead of north-east
or due east. The ships were now clear
out of their course, but this diversion led
to an important discovery. From the
5th to the 9th of June they were much
incumbered by icebergs, but on the latter
day found Bear Island, also called Cherry
Island on old maps. After effecting a
landing, Willem Barentz again vehemently
ingisted that they were too far to the west,
which was true, and a serious altercation |
ensned. Here they killed a white bear,
after a tremendous fight, and named the
place Beeren-Eiland in consequence. This
inhospitable speck of earth was, in 1603,
rediscovered by Stephen Bennet, who
named it Cherry Island, in honour of his
patron, Alderman Cherry. No doubt,
however, now existe that the honours of
discovery belong to the Dutch. Keeping
now a more easterly course, they, on the
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19th of Junme, discovered the coast of
Spitzbergen, and then bending westward
netrated to the eightieth degree of north

titnde. Thinking this land to be a
portion of Greenland, the voyagers were
amazed to find grass and leaves growing
so far north. “This must be so,” saith
Gerard de Veer, “as reindeer and other
animals requiring vegetable food live
there; while in Nova Zembla, at seventy
degrees north latitude, no vegetable-eating
creature i8 found.” The same phenomenon
was noticed by the Austro-Hungarian
expedition, under Payer and Weyprecht.
In the extreme north country, baptised
by them Franz Josef Land, they were
astonished at the plentitude of animal life,
and especially at the myriads of birds.
Evidence collected both on the east and
west side appears to point to the fact that,
about the latitude of the magnetic pole, is
the belt of greatest cold, and that north
of this the effect of the ceaseless sunshine
of an Arctic summer is more distinctl
felt. Gerard de Veer was evidently muc|
pleased at finding the solution of the
vexed question of barnacle geese. At
Spitzbergen he found millions of them
hatching their young, the absence of whom
from lower latitudes had given rise to a
curious fable.

“Some authors,” saith De Veer, * have
not feared to write that they grow in Scot-
land, on the branches of trees overhanging
the waters, and that those fruits which
fall .on dry land come to nought, but
those which fall into the water become
gosli Now the contrary is demon-
strated ; but it is not marvellous that until
now no man should have known where
they lay their eggs, seeing that mobody,
so far as I know, has ever yet been so
far north as the eightieth degree. It was
not known that there was land in these
latitudes, and still less that the barnacle
tgheeae (rotgansen) hatched their young

ere.”

After circumnavigating nearly the whole
of the Spitzbergen Peninsula, Bear Island
was again reached. Here the two ships
parted company, Jean Ryp going again
northward; Barentg, with his companions,
south-east, towards Nova Zembla. On
the 17th July they made Lombsbay,
and t,th%nh bent l.)x;:sthwa.rd along the
coas ghting against iceber
and bears. The animals appear to hagg
been nowise afraid of them; and, judg-
ing from' the long and obstinate com-
bats which occurred, were guite justified

in their confidence. The men were ill-
provided with firearms, and were clearly |
poor hands at bear-hunting. On some
occasions it took them two hours to finish
off a bear with halberds and axes. Rather
recklessly they threw their bear-meat
away, and thus lost a valuable article of
food. On the 15th August they arrived
at Qrange Island, after having doubled
Icy Cape, and were there beset with ice,
and in great danger of losing the ship.
By dint of hard work, however, they
reached the island; but the shouting of
the mariners awoke a huge bear, who
prepared to attack them. They shot him
through the body with an arquebuse, after
which he took to the water. They now
followed him with axes and struck at him
in the water, till, after incredible labour,
he was demolished. After Kkilling this
bear, who took an unconscionable time in
dying, they had some terrible buffeting
with huge hummocks and icebergs, and
some singularly awkward ice-fields. How-
ever, they held on bravely round the
northern shore of Nova Zembla, doubled
Cape Desire, Cape Head, and Cape Flush-
ing. Arrived at Icy Bay, on the eastern
shore of the island, they were already
feeling their hope of accomplishing their
task revive within them, when a terrible
storm arose, and driving over the ice from
the northward, shut in their ship. One of
the boats and the rudder were broken, and
although the gallant Hollanders made &
desperate fight for their ship, it was all in
vain. The ice piled up tier upon tier and
lifted the ship out of the water, and in the
first days of September they were visited
by a terrible snowstorm. When its violence
had abated, the hardy mariners to
remove provisions and tools from the
vessel, and made up their minds to winter
where they were. In these days of
deadly firearms, it is curious to read that
these brave and patient men determined
to build them a house or hut, to be better
protected from the cold and *from fero-
cious beasts.” In spite of their prudence,
it is more than probable that they would,
like Sir Hugh Willoughby’s crew, have
perished from the cold, had they not been
fortunate enough to find an abundant
supply of driftwood, not only for house-
building but for fuel. One Sunday morn-
ing a great kettle full of meat was cooking
at a short distance from the ship, when
three white bears approached, and the Hol-
landers stood upon the defensive. One of
the hungry visitors popped his head into
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the kettle and seized a piece of meat, but
was immediately shot through the head,
and fell, somewhat to the astonishment of
the arquebusier, stone dead. *“Now we
saw & rare spectacle: the other bear
stopped, looked fixedly at his companion,
a8 if astonished that he should remain so
still, and then went up and smelt him, but
finding him really dead, walked off. Mean-
while we, being armed with halberds and
arquebuses, kept a sharp look-out lest he
should return. Sure enough he came
back, and we stood on the defemsive.
The bear now stood up on his hind paws
to attack us, but while he stood thus one
of us disc his arquebuse and hit
him through the paunch, whereat he

dro upon all-fours and fled with a
loud cry. We ed the bear who was
dead, and stuck him up on his two hind

paws, and let him freeze in that posture,
with the intention of taking him with us
to Holland if the ship should be delivered
from the ice. Having arranged our bear,
we set to work to e a sledge to draw
the wood for our hounse.” At the heavy
task of collecting and haunling wood, often
through a blinding snowstorm, the gallant
Dutchmen persevered through the month
of ber, their hearts being sad
within them at the prospect of cold and
darkness. The weather was already so
ocold and tempestuous, that they were
often compelled to shut themselves up
in the ship, for protection against the
rigorous ell:mto , and feared to go out
“1!11“15: in force, on aolt‘apoonntfof the bears,
who kept a look-out for stragglers.
By thg 12mmber the house was
finished, except the chimney, and the men
moved gradually from the ship, teking
with them good store of bread, wine, and
Dantzic spruce. The first barrel of this
latter excellent restorative was ruined by
being frozen. A few days after, the ship
being very nearly clear of men, the bears
proceeded to visit it, to the great terror of
the three left behind. The two
men scampered off and the boy disa

pearod up the rigging. However, the
animels yielded to the ususl argument
of e musket-ball, and made off. king

the best of what d&yl':f:; remained to
them, the little band toi iligently at
mmeving all sorts of furniture, food, and
necessarios to the house, well knowing
¢hat, when the long night of an Axrctic
winter should come upon them, it would
no longer be possible to work with any
«ffect, and that the problem of existence

resolved itself into getting safely over that
terrible period.

Towards the end of October they were
safely housed, and on the 27th killed a
white fox “and roasted him, and found
the taste of him to be like unto that of a
lr:bbi ”  Early nll)o Nov?:ll):: the sund no

nger appeared above t rizon, and as
thegesrnn declined daily the white foxes
increased in number, to the delight of
the frozen-up voyagers, who hunted and
trapped them with great industry. At
last the sun disappeared altogether. To
celebrate the occasion, the crew, having
now established themselves in their house,
had a bath all round, an operation which,
says Gerard de Veer, * restored our health
oconsiderably.” Their clock having stogped,
it was now impossible to distingunish day
from night, but no despair entered into
their hearts during this dark period of
storms, “for we always trust in
God, that he would give us some means
of returning to our country.” Shat up
in their cabin, destitute of finding 1t
almost impossible to get warm, and without
any means of amusement, the poor fellows
had nothing to do but listen to the roaring
of the tempest. Yet now and then there
was a little excitement. ¢ On the 20th
November we washed our shirts, but it
was 80 cold that, having been washed and
wrung out, froze out of the hot water
so stiff that, when they were placed before
a great fire, the side towards the fire
thawed a little while the other side re-
mained stiff and frozen, so that they could
not be separated without tearing them;
and we were obliged to put them back
into almost boiling water.” In the few
fine intervals between the snowstorms,
fox-traps were built and many animals
ca.ptured, their bodies eaten, and their
skins converted into comfortable caps ; but
during the heavy tempests, the condition
of the seventeen unfortunate Dutchmen
was almost unbearable. The smoke was
driven back down the chimney into the
house, and the poor fellows had simply &
choice of being smothered or frogzen to
death ; the cold, indeed, was so severe, that
they were compelled to roll themselves up
in their bunks with heated stones, to keep
their feet warm. At Christmas-tide the cold
was intense, and the foxes ran about on
the top of the house, which was now nearly
buried in snow. In spite of every effort to
warm the cabin it froze hard indoors, but
the hardy Hollanders consoled themselves
with the thought that the sun was now

I
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coming back to them. Utter misery had
by no means deprived them of their
natural cheerfalness, for on Twelfth Night
they begged that they might be allowed
to make merry together in the midst of
their wreichedness. They drew their tiny
rations gawine in advance and élecdt:doz
king. “Having, moreover, two poun
flour, we made pancakes with oil, and every
man took a white biscnit, dipped it in the
wine and ate it. And it seemed to us
-that we were in onur own country, among
our families and friends, and we rejoiced
a8 if it was a mighty banquet, so good was
mtaate thereof. And we drew lots to
e a king, and our master gunner was
made king of Nova Zembla, a country

inclosed between two-seas and at least two

hundred leagues long.” Great was the
rejoicing when the sun bringing
not only light, but hope of liberty. But

the patience of the prisoners was severely
tried. Intense cold prevailed till May,
when the sight of some open waber pro-
‘duced tremendous excitement, and many
wished to start at once. Wiser counsels
prevailed ; the boats were dug ont, tho-
roughly i and carefully stored,
and on the 14th of June the weary but
patient xln;n push;;l off ox}xm their return
voyege, ing the ship essly em-
be((ilded ?“tg ice. Partlypdby lyw&m,
and partly by dragging the boats over
packs of ice, they. golggmned their jour-
ney, but toil and e now be,

to tell their tale. On the 20th June,
1597, as he was looking at the little
map of the v laid down by Gerard
de Veer—the chief pilot, Willem Barentz,
.on being told -that another of the crew
was very ill, said: “It seems to .me
that my life will not last mueh longer;”
and, turning round, called to Gerard to
give him drink. After he had drunk he
became so faint that his eyes turned in
his head, and he died, so snddenly that
there was mo time to call the captain.
Thus, like a soldier on the field of battle,
died Willem Barents, amid those Arctic
wastes which he had been the first to
penetrate, and which will preserve his
name for ever.

After innumerable difficulties and dan-
gers, the survivors reached Kols, in Lap-
land, towards the end of Angust, and were
brought home in a ship commanded by
the Cornelis. Ryp who had sailed
with them the year before. On the 26th
of October they entered the Meuse, and on
the 1st of November arrived at Amsterdam.

.on the bleak shores of Nova Zembla—a

Mb]‘

“We had the same clothing that we wore |
in Nova Zembla, and, wearing every man
& white fox-skin cap, we went to the
house of Peter Hasselaer, who had been |
one of the curators of the town of Amster- |
dam, charged with presiding over the
equipment of our two vessels. Wearrived |
there in the midst of general asbonishment, |
for we had long passed for dead, and the
news of our arrival had s throagh 1
the city, reaching at last the house of the |
prince, who was then seated at table with
the chancellor and ambassador of the ‘
illustrious king of Denmark, Norway, the
QGoths and the Vandals. Having been
brought before them, we recounted to the
ambassador and the burgomasters the
history of our voyage. Then each of us
retired into his own house, except those
who were not of the city, who lodged
in an hostelry till we received our pey.”
Of the seventeen mem, but twelve re-
turned. For the captain, Heemskerck, s
brilliant career was reserved. He made
many expeditions to the Indian sess. In
1601 he fought and took a large Portu-
guese carack, richly appointed and carry-
ing seven hundred men, and brought her
to Holland. In 1607 he sailed as admiral
of a fleet of twenty-six. ships of war,
sent against the Spani by the States-
General. On the 25th Apeil he attacked
the enemy under the guns of Gibraltar,
although they were superior in numbers
and supported by the fortress. In the
middle of the fight his leg was carried off
by a cannon-ball, but his wonndhdld nat |
vent him from encoureging his men
E::l keeping hold of his sword till he died. -
The Dutch achieved a complete victory.
While Gibraltar has changed hands
more than once, the domain of their High
ightinesses the States-General has bean
split into two little kingdoms, and the deeds
of Admiral Heemskerck have been obliter-
ated by those of greater sea-captains than |
he, but the house built by Barentz, Heems- |
kerck, and their followers, atill remams

sign that what.those doughty Dutchmen
did, they did in solid, durable fashon.
From 1597, when Barentz set off from the
spot where he wintered, ‘no vessel visited
it till the year 1871. His famons expe-
dition round the northern extremity of
Nova Zembla stood alone, and his howse
remained unvisited for more than two hun-
dred and severity years. But on the 17th
May, 1871, Elling Karlsen, a Norwegian
captain, who had been long engaged &
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the North Sea trade, sailed from Hammer-
fest in a sloop of sixty tons, called The
Bolid. He reached the Ice Haven of
Barentz on the 7th of September, and on
the 9th saw a house standing at the head
of thebay. He found it to be thirty-two
feet long by twenty broad, composed of
lanks one and a half inch thick, and
fourtesn to sixteen inches broad.

The materials had evidently belonged to a
m and amongst them were several oak

Round the house were standing several
large puncheons, and there were also heaps
of reindeer, seal, bear, and walrus bones.
The interior was precisely as represented
in the drawing in Gerard de Veer’s narra-
tive, and several articles—such as the clock,
balberd, muskets, &c.—were still in their
old places, where they had remained
undisturbed for nearly three centuries.
There stood the cooking-pots over the
great fireplace in the centre of the room ;
the old clock against the wall; the arms
and tools ; the drinking-vessels; and three
of the books which had helped the ice-
bonnd mariners through that black winter
of 1596. One of the books was on Navi-
gation; the second, a Hi of China;
the third, a History of the World. Swords
and halberds were there; pewter candle-
sticks; scales, oft used to weigh out scanty
rations; a pitcher of Etrnscan shape,
beautffully engraved; a drinking-cup; and
a flute. Taking charge of these interesting
relics, Captain Karlsen sailed from Ice
Haven on the 14th September, made
his way along the -eastern side of Nova
Zembla, and was met by difficulties
gimilar to those which beset Barentz—a
J south-west gale blowing the ice off the
shore, until a shift to the north-east
brought it back and surrounded the ship.
Towards the end of the month the posi-
tion of The Bolid became very critical, as
the yonn% ice was beginning to form; but,
fertunately, a south wind set in, driving
the ice away off shore, and on the 6th
of Ooctober she passed through Waigatz
Strait, having thus accomplished the cir-
cumnavigation of Nova Zembla. Never-
theless, as a well-informed writer in
Ocean Highways pointed out at the
time, Captain Karlsen very mnarrowly
escaped the fate of Barentz. On the
;th November, 11871, the adven]:nrons

orwegian completed his vo an-
chorinegmat Hnrx)nmerfest, wﬁaefo? hg en-
countered Mr. Lister Kay, then on his
way to Lapland, who purchased the relics

of Barentz, and also obtained a copy of
Captain Karlsen's log and chart. The
Dutch government having expressed a
wish for the relics, Mr. Kay, on payment
of the sum he himself had laid out,
obligingly ceded them to the native land
of the illustrious navigator. A drawing
of these interesting memorials may be
seen in the map-room of the Royal Geo-
graphical Society by all who feel in-
terested in the builders of that lone house,
which—fit emblem of Dutch courage in
its higher and nobler sense—yet survives
among the Arctic snows, standing four-
square to the winds of Heaven.

PICOOLO.
‘A STORY IN TWO CHAPT#RS. CHAPTER L

I rEmanep in Paris, in spite of the
rumours of a siege of the capital, while
the Prussians were beating the Fremnch
more and more thoroughly, day after day;
perhaps not being able to believe that any
such thing would really come to pass; per-
haps from an irrepressible curiosity to see
as much of the terrible e as possible,
which combined itself with the plea of busi-
ness, and induced me to incur a foolish risk.
My business was real and serious enough
—its nature has no bearing npon my story
—but it came to an end, for the time at"
least, like the business of ever{body else
in the doomed city; yet still I lingered,
When, at length, I e up my mind
that I must go, and when all doubts re-
specting the intentions of the Prussians
bad been solved by the close investment
of Paris, I found it an exceedingly difficult
matter to effect my departure. e exact
features of my difficulties, the mode by
which T overcame them, and the adven-
tares which befell me, before I found
myself on the safe side of the *silver
streak,” have already been recounted to
the public in detail—all, save one, which I
have strictly kept to myself until the
present time. This discretion had for its
motive a salu recollection that the

Prussians invariably received and read

the English newspapers, and .that the
disclosure of the incidents which I am
about to relate would inevitably have led
to the shooting of somebody.

Time has marched on since then, a'nd
nobody can now be harmed by my narrative
of an incident which remains vividly im-
pressed upon my memory, and whose first
interesting feature was the close contact of
a Prussian revolver with my ear.
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I left Paris, then, at last, in com-
pany with three other men, whom cir-
cumstances had forced into the impru-
dence of a delay as prolonged as my
own. Our association, and the coinci-
dences which led to it, are not worth
recapitulation. The nationality of each
one of us was different from that of the
other three, and I was the only English-
man of the party, and also the oldest
man. My chance companions were all
under forty; one was a Russian, another

8 Switzer, and the third, who was the|bair

most remarkable of the three, was an
Italian. The circumstances which had

thrown us ; the exoeptional
ings; and the difficulties, pro-
bably dan, which must beset our

path, combined with the community of
our instion—for we were all bound
for England—had brought about an
intimacy among us, and each was tolerably
familiar with the occupations and the
:l’)jechtzfmtheho&k:rs. iliar, that is
say, information imparted
by the indi?gdnah themselves; not omne
possessed any collateral knowledge of
the other. e were ocertainly i
of our respective mationalities. Picture
to yourself a John Bull, while still in
the active and “ not o'ergrown bulk”
period of life, and you will have as clear a
notion of Edward gnmford, Esq. (myself),
a8 you require for the Eurposes of my
story. The Russian, whose name was
gusta.f Thal, was a blue-eyed, fair-haired,
ig, phlegmatic man, whose only pro-
nounced characteristics were a ]Zvep of
cigars and a hatred of the Germans. The
latter sentiment was not cordially shared
bka;)nmd Denl::er, the Switzer, a brisk,
perky person, whose impartial good sense,
distinctly manifest in all his conversation,
ought to have availed practically to keep
him out of the scrape of an imprudent
delay in Paris. He *could not see” the

enormity of the continuation of the war
by flr:garmau after Sedan, and persisted
in mildly remarking that “a settled go-
vernment only could offer tees ;'
so thal our entente cordiale might have
been endangered, but for one common
bond of union: he and Thal were both
tremendous smokers, and Denner was
quite destitute of tobacco in any form,
while Thal had innumerable pockets
stuffed with the precious commodity, and
generously it with Denner. I was
-much too anxious about the manner and
the result of our joint expedition to feel

disposed for abetract discussion; and my
sentiments were participated in by the
fourth member of our little society, the
Italian, whose approprisle name was
Piccolo.

He was a short, slight, wiry little man,
with very small and slender hands and
feet, betraying the nervous temperament;
a head remarkably large in proportion
to his figure, with a sallow complexion,
eaniy of stesghb, dry, Instrelet sk

tity o ight, dry,

ir. tIy’iooo]oattncbedmyattenﬁonm
ticularly, for two reasons. One of t
was, that I knew nothing at all about the
Ttalians; I had never had any business
or social relations with the nation. The
other, that he was much more preoocupied
and apprehensive t.h».nf :1:1: rest of us,
though the exigencies o Pposition were
precl.seu'g ly thewmmefor each and all, and
there was nothing about the man to make
me suspect him of cowardice.

It will be evident enough that we had
time and opportunity for the cultivation
of our chance aoquaintance with esch
other, when I explain that we had only
accomplished the distance that divides
Versailles from Paris—most famouns and
suggestive of all suburban roads—and had
just entered the Prussian lines, when the
encounter between a Prussian revolver and
myself, to which I have already alluded,
took place. We were suddenly surrounded
by a crowd of Prussian soldiery; our horses
heads were seized, our coachman was un-
ceremoniously hauled down from his seat,
and his place taken by a Prussian cuirss-
sier. Not & word of reply was vouchsafed
by an ill-looking, steel-helmeted ruffian,
in ocommand of the attacking pugs
to the questions and remonstrances
dressed to him, in German (which I
do not speak, and of which the Italian,
Piccolo, was likewise ignorant), ocon-
cerning this extraordinary outrage, by
Thal and Denner. It was exceedingly
alarming ; for, though we were all en
régle, and each was provided with proofs
of his identity and his nationality, the
Prussians were evidently on the look-out
for some “suspected” persons, for whom
they had mistaken us, and errors of that
sort had, just then, but emall chance ?f
rectification during the lifetime of their
victims. It was unpleasantly borne in upon
my mind, a8 two brothers-in-arms of the
cuirassier upon the coach-box took their
places, one on each side of the carrage,
and severally levelled their revolvers at
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myself and- Piccolo, that the bable
elucidation of this blunder woﬂdvrl?e, our
all being shot first and rehabilitated after-
wards. A word of command was given,
?ueecho horses;ndheadsthewere turned in a lateral
irection, carriage, changed thus
suddenly into an ambulatory prison, was
driven rapidly away, followesy by an escort
of eight cuirassiers, inolul;drig our sur-
veillants at the sides. A brief backward
&hnce‘ahowed me the unlucky coachman,
ose * permit " was perfectly valid, being
hustled away, blindfolded, in’an opposite
direction.

I had no knowledge of the official pur-
lieus of Versailles ; but I guessed rightly
that the building, under whose porte-
cochére we preeently drove, was the Pre-
fectare of Police. In a few minutes we
found ourselves in the presence of a number
of stern, and, for the most part, spectacled
German personages, some military, others
civil, undergoing an interrogatory of
the closest kinrfpursned in a tone of
noedless harshness and insulting suspicion.
Our papers were demanded and criticall
examined ; we were questioned about al{
our movements and actions for so many
days back, that I at once declared myself
incapable of giving an account, which could
be reagonably exacted only from a gaoler
concerning & prisoner. 1 had not taken
myself into custody, and I could not
procés-verbalise myself after the required
fashion. I hardly know how the others
got through their troubles; my British
blood was up, and I fumed with anger. It
was useless, of course; the last subject with
which our captors concerned themselves
was our opinion of their proceedings. One
thing only was clear to me; they had mis-
taken us for some other persons, whom
they wanted for some reason to arrest,
and they were not yet satisfied that they
were in error. When at length the vain
and vexatious examination came to an
end, we were marched out of the presence
of our evidently puzzled questioners, baving
endeavoured, without any result, to obtain
information as to the motive of our arrest,
or the probable period of our detention; and
were conducted to a sort of outbuilding,
consisting of a vast flagged hall, with an
antechamber, and a narrow and dirty vesti-
bule. A more uninviting apartment, than
that in which it was evident we were to
pess, at least, one night, it had never been
my fate to enter; and I could not reprees
s shudder of anticipatory disgust at the
sight of the dirty mattresses and still

dirtier blankets which, piled up under the
lofty turret window at the farther end of
the hall—its filthy flags were not covered
by even a scrap of matting—were, mani-
festly, to form our beds. A few logs of
damp wood smouldered cheerlessly upon
the huge open stone hearth; and a rough
deal table, a few battered wooden benches,
a cbuple of clumsy chairs, and a barrack-
room rack, nailed against the wall, com-
pleted the list of the furniture of this
dismal den, with one incongruous addition.
This was a large looking-glass, oval-shaped,
in & tarnished gilt frame, which was sus-
pended, sloping slightly forwards, on the
wall to the right of the open fireplace, and
in the immegiatevicinityof an iron gas-
jet, with a crank, or elbow, which jutted
out from the jamb of the heavy mantel-
piece.
After my first discontented survey of
our dreary quarters, I looked at this queer
object, and wondered who were the per-
sons, susoeptible of a regard for appear-
ances, in the habit of making their toilet
by the aid of this mirror, with the handy
tap of light turned on. It was the more sug-
gestive, as there were no toilet appliances
of any desu:;rﬁon in the apartment; and
I may as well mention here, that the onl
substitutes for such necessaries suppli
to us during our detention were a stable-
Eail full of cold water and a couple of
nokaback towels. In the antechamber—
a mere stone lobby, with a high barred
window far up in the wall—a counple of
greasy-looking men, in coarse uniforms,
sat writing somath.in%v,_ on official * forms,”
at a rickety table. e had time for only
a passing glance at their tow-like heads
and stumpy, dirty hands, adorned with
the thick forefinger rings, which I
with a special aversion, for we were hur-
ried into the hall, and presently locked in,
in a very summary manner. The next
moment the tread of a sentry outside the
door certified convincingly, by its horrid,
remorseless regularity, to the fact of our
safe imprisonment.

The ocircumstances of the case were
highly exasperating, and the wretchedness
of our position was indisputable ; but, after
the first fury of our wrath had calmed
down, three out of the four of us were

that we should.need no more
heroic quality than patience to emable us
to pull through. As they had not shot
us in the first instance, our captors could
not have any reason or excuse for shoot-
ing us now, so that there was no ground
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for actual fear. All our statements were
true; the journey, which had had this in-
suspicious beginning, was a boné fide one.
To make our prison comfortable was im-
possible; the best we could accomplish
was to set its discomfort at defiance and
assnme the virtne of cheerfulness, if we
had it not. A coarse and scanty meal—
served to us with as much civility as
might have been considered appropriate
to the feeding of pigs—did not do much to
help us in this way; but Thal and Denner
fell back on the resources of the tobacco,
of which our captors had, strange to say,
not deprived the Russian. T don’t smoke;
and so I songht distraction from <the
weariness of our common calamity in
cheering up Piccalo. The Ifalian had
been singularly npset and nervous during
the interrogat we had undergone,
though his portion of it had been briefer
and less severe than that of any ome
of us; and, when we were locked up
and left to onr own devices, his silent
depression formed a marked contrast to
the outspoken and indignant complaints
in which Denner, Thal, and myself in-
dulged.

I need not dwell upon the physical
miseries of our first night of imprison-
ment. I believe they did not materially
interfere with the sleep of Thal, Denner,
and myself, but Piccolo presented a dis-
tressing spectacle when I observed him
in the morning, sitting ruefully on the
side of his mattress, which was laid
down alongside the wall opposite to the
fireplace, and exactly facing the mirror to
which I have allnded. ‘His sallow com-
glexion had assumed a greenish tint; his

lack eyes, 8o keen and bright when we
started yesterday, were dim and sunken;
and the brown thin nervous hands, with
which he grasped the mattress on either
side of him, were visibly trembling. He
did not look at me; his fixed, troubled gaze
seemed to see nothing. Thal and Denner,
who had placed their respective mattresses
at opposite corners of the upper end of the
hall, were still sleeping wggn T turned
out. I became immediately aware that
the sentinel on duty was watching my
proceedings througg a grating in the
door, through which we could be in-
spected, or fired upon, with equsl con-
venience. The fact caused me, however,
no uneasiness, and having put on a por-
tion of miy clothing I crossed the room
to Piccolo’s side, and asked him, in
English, if he was ill.

He looked up at me, and, to my in-
describable embarrassment, I saw his lips
quiver and tears run down his cheeks.

“For" Heaven's sake, rouse yourself,” I
said to him, “and tell me what’s the
matter with you. Are you ill?”

“Can he as well as see ?” said
Piccolo, with a slight movement of his
head, which indicated the watching sen-
tinel. :

“I don't 'know; let us try. Sentry!”
I called aloud, in English.

The grating in the door was pulled back
from the outside, and the gap was filled
by & flat ruddy face, with light stupid
oyes. The mouth in the face opened, and
emitted a monosyllabic grunt.

“This gentleman is 1ill,” T said, “and
requires attendance. ‘fSend some ome
here.”

‘The face silently disappeared, the
grating was slap to, and we heard
a guttural murmuring of voices in ‘the
stone lobby. Piccolo looked still more
ill and wretched, as he whispered, in the
lowest tones, *“ Unless we find he does not
understand English, I dare not speak.”

I was astonished and alarmed. What
had the Italian to say to-day, that had
not had equal importance dy-l;aisizarday ? In
what could his position differ from that

of any of us? Or, was he really a poor-

creature, of pitiable weakness, whose
co had failed him under circum-
stances which, though highly vexatious,
I could not now regard as perilous ?

I had hardly time to ask myself these

questions, when the door opened noisily
to admit a short stont man, in uniform of
course, but of unmartial appearance, and
whose face had rather a prepossessing ex-
pression. This person advanced towards
me and addressed me.

“The sentry does not understand your
langna-%e,” he said. “ What is it you said
to him ? The ordinary service will arrive
presently. If you need any other, I am a
doctor.”

I thanked him, and explained that I
had found my fellow-traveller and fellow-
prisoner ill, as I thought, and he imme-
diately turned his attention to Piccolo,
whose appearance was truly deplorable,
and who was by this time s{nkm' g like a
man in an ague fit. .

‘“He has a touch of fever,” said the
German doctor, abruptly. *“Let his bed
be placed near the fireplace, and keep
him in it. I will order a fire to be lighted,
and send him some quinine.”
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“I hope,” I said, “ we shall not be
detained long. Some unacconntable mis-
understanding——"

“I know nothin,
said the doctor, raising his hand in peremp-
tory interdiction of the subject. * That 18
pot my business ; this is. There is nothing
seriously wrong with your friend.”.

He glanced at us all, with a look which
took mote of every feature of the scene,

saluted us stifly, and went out, being met
rsons—
t us-our’

in the doorway by the same
private soldiers—who had ‘brou
rations on the preceding evening.. Not a
word had been as yet.exochanged between
Piccolo and mysel, and I .now made him
lie down again, and covered him with an
‘sdditional blanket. The men lighted the
fire, flang & heap of logs into & corner,
rolled up the three mmitresses—Thal
and Denner having turned out on their
entrance—antl brought in masterials for a
‘morning meal, on a very frugal scale.
The dry black bread, and the half-cold
muddy coffee, were most uninviting, but
we philosophically swallowed them; we
three, I mean, for Piccolo merely lay with
his head hidden under a blanket, and
moaned. In a fow minutes the door onee
more opened, and gave admittance to the
‘same individual who had induoted us into
our dreary quarters the day before. He
informed us in few words, and with as
much severity and disconrtesy as it was
possible to put into them, that we were
to be again “interrogated” in the after-
noon, but that in the meantime our port-
‘manteaus should be restored to us, and that
we should be permitted to take exercise in
the courtyard, at the rear of the building.
‘We received this information in silence,
and each bowed formally to the speaker,
who left the room as abruptly-as he had
entered it.

in!” said Denner.
“ What's the meaning .of that? We
have told them all there is to tell; and,
unless they’re turning us into hostages for
some inconceivable reason, it’s impossible
10 guess what they’re at.”

“It’s a good thing we are to be .given
-even the freedom of the stone yard, espe-
cially as, I suppose, we may have a smoke
there,” said Thal, who acoommodated him-
self to circumstances with admirable readi-
ness. Then they looked after poor Piccolo
s little, but he was, or pretended to be,
drowsy, and they seemed to arrive at the
taeit conolusion that the weak and suffer-
ing Italian was my special charge. I could

at all about: that,’

not make him out. That his condition was
one much more of mental than bodily
suffering I felt convinced ; but I could not
understand the intense anxiety he mani-
fested to be alone with me.

“Get them to go out, and do you stay
with me,” he whitsfered; and accordingly,
when onme of the men from outside
came to conduct us to the inner court,
which was to be our exereise-ground, T de-
clined to go out, averring that our com-

panion was too ill to be left. When we !

were alone, I seated myself beside ‘the
mattress on which Piccolo lay, and, baving
sssured him that the sentinel—whose re-
gular tramp on the stone flooring outside

the door was periodically remitted to enable |}

him to sarvey us through the grating—

could not understand English, even if he
could hear what we saidl, I begged him to '
explain himself in that lan , which was

equally foreign with French to him, while
his native tongue was incomprebensible -
to me. .He looked up at me with bag- -

gard eyes, and, making a strong effort to
repress ‘the mnervous trembling which
shook him from head to foot, he said,

eagerly, in a low voice, arnd, to my great

‘surprise, m French :
“No, no, I must speak freely, and T

cannot in a foreign language. I have &

confession to make, as-well as a revelation, °

and I must make them in my own tongue.

I am not an Italian; my name is not °

Piccolo; I am not a photographic artist

returning to my employers in England |

after winding up the affairs of an agency
here, rendered useless by the war.” Such

were the supposed facts concerning Piccolo
which we three had been informed of, and -

believed. ¢ Nothing $hat yon were told
about me, when I made your acquaintance,
with the ulterior object of leaving Paris in
your company, is true.”

“Indeed,” I said, sternly enough; “and
I suppose to this deception which you have
practised, whatever may be its motive, we
owe our vexatious detention, which might
have been dangerous. There’s nothing to
be found out about any of us, except

u."
¢ Might have been dangerouns!” he re-
peated, taking no note of my concluding
words. “Is dangerous, you should say;
horribly, hapelessly dangerous. I have
brought you all into a snare. It is possible
that you may get out of it ; it is impossible
that I should. Let me tell you all atonce,
that you may consider whether there is a
way of escape for you.”

4E2
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‘WONDERFUL SIGHTS IN THE
OBRANGE DAYS.*

Nor that the, Prince of Orange went to
seo them, either when he was a Datch
bachelor, or when he became King William
the Third of England, with Queen Mary
for his consort. %ut although he did not,
many of his newly accepted subjects did,
especially in London. It was a time when
indoor amusements were neither very
varied nor very refined ; when newspapers
and i were all but unknown;
when science and art had not much to
show to the public; when lectures were
few, and for the few ; concert-rooms almost
equally so, and theatres small in number
and in size. The people had to pick np
amusement as they best could; and as
the intellectual and the beautiful did not
come much within their reach, they took

in the marvellous, which always
has been, and probably will continue to
be, attractive to the uncultivated. Hence
the prevalence of fairs, such as Bartho-
lomew Fair and May Fair, in which
wonderful exhibitions were sure to take
the lead. It was also a custom in those
days (somewhat less than two centuries
back) to hire a room at a tavern, and be
content with such small audiences as the
room would hold, to see some lusus
nature—real or made up, as the case
might be. The taverns around Smithfield,
and the taverns and coffee-houses near
Charing-cross, were much given to this

kind of enterprise.

O1d Drym:xust collectors have preserved
copies of the handbills issned by the
exhibilors of such sensationalisms (as they
would perhaps now be called) ; and from
one such collection we propose to pick out
a few bits, as samples of the whole.

Here is a Dwarf to begin with, having
something in addition to ordinary dwarf-
like merits.

“This i8 to give notice to all Gentlemen,
Ladies, and other Admirers of Curiosities,
that there is lately arriv’d from 