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KESTELL OF GREYSTONE.

A S8ERIAL STORY.
By ESME STUART.

Author of ** Muriel's Marriage,” * Joan Vellacot,”
¢ A Faire Damzell,” etc., etc.

———
CHAPTER XXI. WORTHLESS PAPERS.,

ELva walked upstairs as if she were
treading upon golden clouds which were
wafting her to heaven. The dressing-bell
had just rung as Dr. Pink entered, and the
happy girl fled. Her first thought was for
Amice, whom she found sitting by the
window of her room. There was no moon,
only darkness in the sky, and a few stars
shining between gathering clouds.

Elva went and threw herself on the
ground beside her, and for once did not
notice anything in her sister’s face.

¢ Amire, darling, kiss me, wish me joy.

I was always hesitating. I did not know

enough in him; but it is so different now.
You should have seen him this afternoon ;
never one thought of himself. Amice, I
saw then what o silly thing I had been to
have had any doubt about him, Amice,
Amice, this is life, this is happinees, if only
I could hope you would some day have the
same.”

Amice took both her sister’s hands and
gazed into her face; the large, blue eyes
had a strange, far-away expression that
suddenly startled even Elva, who was used
to Amice's curious ways.

* Amice, what is it? Why are yom so

ve, 80 sad to-night, when I am, oh! so

ppy, that I can’t find words for it T
suppose papa will go and help him$ I
wish I might. I can’t bear the idea that

It has all come upon me to-day; before.

if 1 cared enough, or if I could believe:

they will hurt him. I never knew what
love meant before. When it comes, dear
Amice, there is no mistaking it. But even
now I feel so miserable at the idea; he
might have been killed, and then I should
never have realited my loss Isn’t it
foolish of me ?”

“Do you love him very much$” said
Amice, at last. *“I knew that would
come. If he were quite worthy of you,
then I should be happier.”

“ Quite worthy of me. ‘Now, you dear,
gloomy child, don’t utter such stupid
fancies. But you did not see him as I
did. If he had not been ordered off, he
would have stayed to help the last poor
unfortunate sufferer. Oh, I wonder how
he ever got outt How horridly unfeeling
one is when one is happy oneself. Fancy,
Amice, Walter Akister was there; that
was the only thing I did not like, I reall
think he must have the evil eye ; he looke
so angry when he saw me coming towards
Hoel. I am glad Hoel is my first, my
only love. I have never cared a bit about
any one else, have I? I wonder if we
shall quarrel? If we do, I know I shall
give in ; and yet that’s quite  unlike me.
Amice, I never knew before that love does
change one entirely ; it makes one’s whole
character different. How strange!”

“Is papa glad?” asked Amice, laying
her head on her sister’s shoulder., “ Dear
Elva, I made him angry this afternoon—
really angry. See!” .

Amice drew up her sleeve a little, and
showed a little red mark, Elva looked at
it, and felt strangely afraid that her sister
really was not quite like other people.

“ Amice, what are yon mylgzo What
nonsense, Papa never in all his life was
n;ugh to any one, and least of all to one
of us !’

VOL. IIl.—THIRD SERIES,
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Amice hastily pulled down her sleeve
again, and was silent ; and Elva thought
it wiser to take no more notice of the
incident.

“I wish—I were already Hoel's wife,”
she said, * because then I could do all his
writing for him. Now, I do hope he will
stay here till he is well I must dress
What colour does he care most aboutt
I am sure I don't know. There’s a
carriage driven up. Oh dear! it's the
Squire and his wife ; it is merely curiosity
that has brought them. Symee, quick!
Let me put on my velvet gown. I must
go and receive them. Mamma is upstairs ;
and you look like a ghost, Amice.”

In a very fow minutes Elva hastened to
receive the Eagle Bennisons, who, having
heard of the accident, and garbled accounts
about Mr. Fenner, came at once to see if
they could help. Mrs. le Bennison
alternately smiled and looked_pathetically

ve.
‘n‘“ My sweet child. Yes, we have heard ;
so sad. Poor Mr. Femner! and I
fancied——"

Elva was not going to live through a
string of innuendoes. She boldly spoke out

after the Squire had added :
“Does Dr. Pink think there is any
hope t”

“Oh dear, whatever have you heard?
Not the truth, certaiply. Mr. Fenner was
coming to stay here for the Sunda; »

% As he had done several times already,”
smiled Mrs, Eagle Bennison.

“ Yes, and he was in the train that met
with the accident, but he was not hurt at
all.- Only when he was doing wonders
towards rescuing the poor people who
were many of them jammed in, some débris
fell on bim, and his arm was broken ; but
it is nothing serious, only, of course, very
inconvenient.”

‘“Really, is that so; but, perhaps, he
won’t mind wmuch being an invalid in
this charming society,” said Mrs. Eagle
- I. hope h nsidering

“1 hope he won't, consi we are
engaged to each other,” said Elva, quickly,
and very decidedly.

* My dear child| How very interesting !
Well, really—— John, do you hear?
Do wish your favourite joy. Now, darling,
I must kiss youn. Such a talented young
man | I feel it is all my doing. You met
him first the evening of the dinner-party at
our house.”

“And your father, what does he
think ¢ ” asked the Squire, kindly.

“Papa is not likely to object to my
choice ; and, besides, everybody likes and
admires Mr. Fenner. I think I am——"

No, Elva would say no more; Mrs
Eagle Bennison was such a gossip.

‘“Well, really, now, won't George be
interested! He meade me believe that a
certain Walter Akister was to be the
lucky man. Even the accident quite
pales in interest when compared with such
s romantic ending to it. I wish I had
knmown sooner. 'We had a meeting of the
T.A.P.S,, and our committee would have
been so much interested. Dear Miss
Heaton was only to-day speaking to me

nst matrimony. She says clergy
oughta’t to marry ; but, of course, critics—
that is quite another thing. Don't begin
to write stories, though, dear; for
your husband will be bound to praise you
inst his will.”

Elva blushed, and thought Mrs. Eagle
Bennison more odious than ever before;
but happily, at this moment, Mr. Kestell
himself entered the room. He looked as
pale and agitated as if he himself had
witnessed the accident.

“Bo your guest is not killed,” said the
Squire. ‘ Really, how atories get exagge-
rated | Guthrie declared there was not a
word true, and would not trouble himself
to acoompany us, 80 he has missed quite a
startling piece of news |”

Yes, my dear Mr. Keatell, lot me wish

ou every happiness for this dear child.
{.m.lo' sly puss, not to tell us before 1”

“Paps, Mrs, Eagle Bennison means that
she is very much surprised that such a
famous man is engaged to such a very
unknown person as your daughter!| What
does Dr. Pink say 1”

Mr. Kestell received the congratulation
with his usual eourtly politenees, He even
looked much gratified as he placed his
hand on his daughter’s shoulder.

¢ The young ones soon forsake the nest,
nowadays, Mr. Bennison ; but I only wish
to consult their happiness. I have long
ago decided it is best to give in to their
fads and fancies.”

“ Well, you are a good father ! and so
there is no auxiety about your patient §”

Dr. Pink now entered and answered for
Mr. Kestell.

“None at all; but I have sent him to
bed. To-morrow, he can do as he likee.
The splints must not be moved ; but at
his age it will be but a short affair.” '

The accident was of course rehearsed,
and then Elva asked the doctor :
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‘ Was that poor man hurt when he was
at last extricated $”

“ No, not over much ; but he’ll be laid
up at Greystone for some time. There is a
n‘ll’) broken ; but I hope that is all. A
marvellous escape ! By the way, Mr.
Kestell, when asked about his whereabouts
the man gave the name of Joe Batton, and
said he was on his way to see you.”

“Joe Batton?” said Mr. Kestell, slowly.

¢ Yes, that was his name. He’s gone to
* The Three Feathers.’ I told him I would
ask you what you knew of him.”

‘Ah, yes; thank you. I'm afraid the
poor fellow must be hard up for cash if he
came to see me. He was onoe employed
by me in—in the North. Thank you; I
will go and see him.”

“ Well, don't let him sponge upon you,”

Dr. Pink ; * the Company is bound
to pay the doctors’ bills of thess poor
people. Now I must go back. I expect I
shall be up all night; but I'm glad your
patient will cause you no anxiety. A very
simple case indeed.”

Mr. Kestell followed the dector to the
door, and the Eagle Bennisons soon took
their leave, the Squire saying that he should
drive on to Greystone, and see if he could
be of any service to any of the sufferers.
Left to his own devices, the Squire was as
tender-hearted as a woman; bat he had
his spouse to reckon with.

“ -bye, dear Elva,” said this lady ;
¢ come and tell me all about it to-morrow.
I do love young people, you know; and an

ment is quite an excitement in poor
O venyihing wia disrgunised to sy ; 1
was -day ; for
when t'lim:::rg was annoanced, Amice sent
down word that she would stay up with
her mother, who wanted to hear about the
accident. Elva was restleas and excited,
and Mr. Keatell rather silent till the
servants left the room. Then father and
dn.ugll;tu' were onoe more alone.

¢ Dear old dad, I suppose I have given
in now, and I thought once I never should.
I hope he will be able to stay here some
time. Papa, say you like him very, very
much, or we shall di ”

How different this daughter:was from
the other, thought Mr. Keatell, as he
looked up with rather a sad smile.

¢ Would anything or anybody tarn you
against your old father, Elva$”

s¢ No,” she answered with flashing eyes,
s of course not, Not even Hoell But

you do like him 3”
-7 e« Ofcourse. Don’t imagine anything to

the contrary, my dear! By the way, I
looked in just now, and Fenner was going
off to sleep. Jomes quite enjoys an in-
valid he tells me.”

“I have always wanted you to have
& 80D, ; aud now you will really
have one,

“One who wants to rob me of a
daughter ! ”

**Not really; we shall be here often,
very often ; we shall always be running
down, I hate London, you know. Oh,
I am a country bird, and shall never be
a town sparrow; bat I shall be a help to
him, for, after all, you know, papa, women
do see things rather all round, or else they
see one side very clearly, and either of
these things is useful to the lords of
creation, who take such a time to turn
round on their own axis|”

““You impudent girl! You must go to
bed early, and rest after such a day. I
think I shall order the carriage and go to
Greystone. The Squire shames me into
lcﬁan.” ! At this time of ht

*You, papa is time of night;
why, it is past eight o’clock.” 8

“Yes; but this Joe Batton may be
¥ennileu He used to work for me, and

pensioned him; but I fear he drinks
all the money before he gets it. Poor
wretch 1" .

“The fellow]ought not to have been
coming down to beg of you, papa, when
you are so kind. You spoil everybody.”

‘8o that you are happy, darling, nothing
m »

“Papa, you are always good to me.
Sometimes I wonder how I can leave you.
It seems as if I couldn’t realise that part.”

There was a sob in Elva’s voice.

“No, no, not more good than you
deserve. You, at least, have never given
me anxiety,”

The emphasis on “ you” made Elva sad-
denly recall Amice’s words. One glance
at her father’s face made her feel sure he
could not be harsh. Bat she would make
herself certain of the fact.

“Papa, what is the matter with dear
old Amice just now$ She has such gueer
fancies. Actually, she says you are angry
with her, and believes you made a mark
on her arm |”

Elva laughed to hide a feeling of shame
she had at even mentioning such a thing.

“ No, it must be fancy. Don’t believe
anything she tells yon. I have myself
noticed how curiously fancifal she is; it
rather distresses me ; in fact, if it could be
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managed, Amice ought to go away for
change of air.” )

Elva was relieved, and yet also perplexed
and distressed for her sister’s sake. She
had seen the mark. Then who had made it {

“That would be no use; she would
never leave home without me.”

“Then could you not, both ‘of you, go
away a little, and take Symee with you?t”

“Oh, papa! not now of course—oh no.
Don’t take any notice of Amice ; she is so
horribly shy sometimes, even of you,”

“Very well; I only suggested it; I
don’t know why. Of course you could
not leave home just now, and the winter
is coming on. 'We must try in the spring,
before your wedding, to go to Paris. But
what will Fenner eay? He may want you
at Christmas, perhaps. A little Christmas
gift. Well, well, we shall see No, every-
thing must go on as usual.”

Elva had lost herself in a dream of hap-
piness, and did not notice her father’s
changing mood. Nothing was really as
usual to-day.

When she rose to go, her father kissed
her and bade her good night.

“Go to bed, child. I shall go upstairs
and see your mother, and then drive to
Greystone, Don’t tell her or any one ; she
is 80 easily made nervous, I shall be late,
I dare say.” :

Elva put her arms round his neck. She
was nearly as tall as he was, and she could
lay her cheek near to his.

“Papa, thank you a hundred times for
all your goodness about Hoel. You did
exactly what was vight ; you gave me time
to be sure; and now I am sure. I do
believe it was all your doing. Say, God
bless you.”

Mr. Kestell kissed the soft cheek in
gilence, and so tender and long was the
kiss that Elva forgot the omisaion of the
words, for, at that moment Amice opened
the door and said that Mrs. Kestell wanted
to see Elva, She did not enter the room,
and Elva, remembering her curious ideas,
went hastily away with her. After this,
Mr. Kestell rang the bell and ordered the
carriage to come round.

¢ Mr. Fenner sent you a message, Elva.
He begged you would go to bed early and
rest, and said you were not to worry
about him, as he felt quite comfortable,”
said Amice.

“T won’t worry ; why shonld It Iam

80 happy. Now I will go and tell mother:

a very little outline of the whole after-
noon, and then go to bed.”

“I will oit up then, in case anything is
wanted. I s tell Jones I ghall be in
the morning-room. He will sit up with
Mr. Fenner,”

“You must call him Hoel, now,” said
Elva, laughing; and then the happy girl
went to see her mother, and s to

Greystone was still in a state of excite-
ment over the railway accident ; but as the
night was dark, it was.chiefly in the public-
houses that the common people discussed
it. At “The Three Feathers,” especially,
the topic was interesting, as, upetairs, lay
:::ﬂgfge the m;g‘derors.h ?hen Mr;nlﬁkutell'l

stopped at the door, the innkee

folt decidedly elated, -and came forwm
with alacrity to speak to the gentleman.
Every one knew Kestell of Greystone’s
carriage ; had it not been a daily sight
these many years past? Mr. Kestell him-
self looked rather more smiling and kind
than usual when he enquired after the
sufferer.

“T hear a certain Joseph Button is laid
up here. Poor man, I know something of
him, and would like to see him if this is

ible. Dr. Pink told me he could be
ound here.”

* Yes, gir; will you walk up, sirt A
most unfortunate accident. They say there
are ten in Greystone to-night unable to
move ; but the rest have gone on to their
friends. The man you speak of is rather
easier now, thank yon, sir.”

“Iam very glad to hear that. Yes, I
will see him, Did he have any luggage $”

““Just & bag, sir, which has only been
brought here half an hour ago. Come up
the private stairs, sir. Betty, show Mr,
‘Kestell up to the room where the injured
man is.”

The landlord touched his forelock and
‘returned to the bar, leaving Mr. Kestell to
Betty, his wife, Mr. Kestell walked slowly
up the steep stairs, for *“ The Three
Feathers” was an old house. Betty
Stevens, with many curtsies and much
whispered advice, opened the door, and °
ushered Mr. Kestell into the sick man’s
‘room. ‘
“Mr. Button, here’s a kind gentleman
come to see you. The doctor said he wasn't
'to speak much, sir ; but & few words cheers
a body up wonderful, I think, sir.” !

Mr. Kestell took no heed of the doctor’s -
Forders, or, at all events, he did not
apologise further than by saying :

“I merely wish to_say @& few words to
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the invalid. I shall not detain— I
mean, I do not wish to tire him.” .
¢“It's Mr. Kestell,” said Joe Batton,
not being able to do more than turn his
head round. * Well, sir, that is kind of
50\1 H 'Put, begging your pardon, eir, it's

¢ Mr. Batton, don’t swear, please. I'm
truly sorry to see you in this difficalty.
‘Why did you leave London 3”
. “Well, sir, being hard up, I thought——
You ses, I lately talked to a young fellow,
you know, called Vicary, and he said as
how you were vary kind. In fact, I've
come to live in the country.” .
“Js that all 1"
¢ Well, yeos, sir. I thought the nearer I
could be to you the better. . When a poor
devil has been a gentleman, as you might
say, why, it’s rather hard for him to find
himself near cleared out.”

Mr. Kestell took a sovereign from his
pocket.

“ The Company will pay all your ex-
penses, I fancy; but take this for the

present.”

right hand and
took it. It was one of his left ribs that
was broken. i

“ Don’t let yourself be robbed,” said Mr.
Keostell.  Then, correcting himself, he
added : “1I only mean—of course—in these
places——"

“ Don’t you fear, sir; I'm sharp enough.
Besides, my property won’t tempt people.
1 was bringing down my old papers to show
you, sir, and see if you could not do some-
thing for me. When a man’s been in
better poeitions, it’s hard to come down
to being as I am.”

“ Through your own fault, Batton,
entirely your own fault, I found you:
living in a cottage, paying rent to—— I
forget now all the transactions; but your
father sold the land, and then you felt’
hurt afterwards that you did not know it
was valuable,”

“It was my fathers obstinacy, sir. I
was too young to make him listen to me.
I said often that I fancied it might be
valuable, but he was never for doing any-'
thing but drink; and so, being rather.
lhon”of fands, he sold it to a gentle-

man.

“Land changes hands very quickly at'
times. You never saw the gentleman who
was said to have bought it, did you,
Batten? I don't think I have ever
mked you before; if I have, I have

forgotten your anawer.”

S

The landlady’s footsteps were beard at
this moment, and she coughed a little to
make her near presence known. ' Joe
Batton glanced towards the door. He
wanted to ask Mr. Kestell something more
than about long-past transactions.

*Yes, sir, I remember his coming once,
I think. He was a fine-looking gentleman ;
quite young and handsome. The other
day I was reminded of him by seeing some
one like him. Is he alive, sir}”

%“No. I told you before he was dead ;
but when I came into the property I did
all T could for you, Button, feeling sorry
for your small means; for, had you been
able to keep your land, you would have
been well off, Bat then, again, you would
never have had capital enough to work it.
Ah"l here is your good nurse; I must
go.
“Wait a minute, sir; you say the
Company will pay up, don’t you ¢”

Mr. Keatell smiled at the landlady.

“Don’t distress yourself about that ; and
in the meantime, Mrs. Stevens, you can
applg to me for anything that is necessary.
Mind you, I don’t mean to pay for your
special luxury, Batton, It would be bad
for you—very bad. It might lead to fever,
and I know not what other complications.
No whiskey, Batton, eh? However,
everything in reason I will advance, and
trust to the Company to repay me.”

“ Well, sir, I'm sure that is epeaking
handsome; and you may truet me, sir.
‘We care for our good name more than for
anything else. I often says to my hus-
band, I'd rather starve than serve out
drink to a man as is already faddled, sir.
No, there’s no one as can say our house
isn't respectable; cheerful company, sand
just enough liquor to help a poor man’s
bread-and-cheese to go down easy, sir.

That's our principles.” _
“Very , very principles,” said
Mr. Kestell, “By the way, Batton, you

said you had some papers you were bring-
ing for my inspection. Perhaps I had
better take them now.”

Joe Batton did not approve of this; but
the gold sovereign was firmly glued to his

It is difficalt to refuse anything to
the donor of gold.

% Well, sir, if you'll keep them safe for
me, when I get up from this bed, why,
T'll come round and claim them again. A
mnlikestohavohhpﬁntoshow, even
if they’re not worth much.”

“ Of course, Button, Well, I think you
can trust me. You can have them all back
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as soon as you like. I will see what can
be done for you. Good night. Ihope you
will soon be all right; and don't forget
moderation.”

Mr. Kestell lifted the black bag, and
brought it to the bedside.

“ re shall I find them, Button $”

The bag was not locked ; the papers lay
at the bottom —a -sized of
yellow parchment, and aged letters, tied
with red tape.

“Ii[ know ﬂ1';luair ngmli:, lirh,;" said Button,
suspicious, e knew his papers were
perfectly wo:m “TIll call round for
them when I'm well.”

Then the poor fellow, tired with the
oconversation and all he had gone through,
turned his head round, and took no more
notice of his visitor.

Mr. Kestell spoke a few words to the
landlady, a foew more to the landlord, and
then entered his carriage, still holding the
l¢:ld papers, and told the coachman to drive

ome.

“ He once saw him,” he said to himself,
“ Well, there is no harm in that. Button
was a lad himself; and these papers are
worthless, utterly worthless; but I can
feel for him. If his father had not sold
that property, they might have been in
a very different position. That is the way
fate treats people. If he had lived, it
would have been the same ; most likely he
would never have known. But it is
strange that Batton should turn up just
now—very strange.”

TOBERMORY.
IN no part of the playgrounds of Euro,
is the traveller more clog:l; bound to i"(l:l°
low the course of the designated highwa
than in the Highlands of Scotland. The
;;di:rly Callledonisn mindofh:il devised and
together a system ways, 8

coaches, and steamboats; so that t:)gnee-
is taken up at a given hour in the early
morning, shot through the roads, and
lakes, and passes, which come within
the day’s work, and duly returned to the
hotel in time for table d’héte, served at
separate tables by German waiters. But
here and there an opportunity is given for
the exercise of free willonthezm of those
who have had the forethought to abjure
circalar tickets ; and, if these opportunities
be seized, the memory of the month’s out-
ing will, in all probability, be richer and
L’ﬂmmm, though, perhaps, one or two of

o stock sights may be missed.

One of these chances of escape from
guide-book thraldom will be at hand when
the tourist, shipped on board the steamer
to do the round to Staffa and Iona,
or the voyage to Skye, finds himself, after
threading the Sound between the almost
treeless shores of Mull and Morven, in a
little semi-circular bay, which looks as if it
might be a bit of Devonshire transported
northwarde. Here and there the cliffs rise
abruptly from the sea, and, by their reflec-
tion, give a dark-purple fringe to the sheet
of water which, almost land-locked as it
is, is generally as calm as-a millpond ; but
for the most part moss-grown fragments,
fallen from above, make a slope,
which gives good rooting ‘mmnz for troes,
s0 that the wood begins almost where the
water ende.

In the north-west corner of the bay, at
the foot of the high ground, runs a row of
white houses, redeemed from monotony
by the more striking lines of a church
and a distillery; and, dotted about the
heights, are a dozen or so of villas
There is the usmnal bumping and grind-
ing of the steamer against the pier; the
usual exchange of passengers and mer-
chandise takes place. Some one says it is
Tobermory ; and then the mere tourist is
sped away to Portree, or Gairloch, or Loch
Maree, or some place which has had the

fortune to attract, in a greater d
the attention of the guide-book compiler.

If it be, indeed, the truth that a land
without a history is happy, then Mull ought
to be a veritable isle of the blest, for none
of the battles or sieges, or royal murders,
or oonspiracies, of which the Soottish
‘annals are so prolific, took place within
its borders, Mull men may have been out
in the ’15, or the '45; but if they were,
they soon went in sgain, and left no trace
of their excursion. One fact, and one
only, the guide-book historian finds to
quote apropos of Tobermory. During the
disastrous retreat of the Spanish Armads
round the north of Britein, one of the
great ships was driven ashore near the
town, and, doubtless there were rare
doings when the worthy 68808  To-

‘tarned with their sacks fall of unconsidered

trifles from the ill-starred * Florida.” Some
horses got ashore from the wreck, and tra-
dition says that this new strain

. greatly
improved the existing breed, and made the

Mull ocattle famous through the West.
There is still a large horsefair in August,
where, perhaps, one might still acquire an
animal sprung from Castilian sires. Two

A
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brass guns from the wreck of the
¢ Florida * were afterwards recovered from
the sea, and these are now preserved at
Daunolly Castle, near Oban.

The literary traveller, too, will seek in
vain in Mull for any spot apropos of which
he can bring out his carefully-stored lines
of Burns or Scott. There is no * brig”
where “the foremoet horseman rode
alone ; ” no “auld haunted kirk ;” no ford
where ‘thou must keep thee with thy
sword ;” no banks and braes, bonny or
otherwise ; but for those who only find
modified pleasure in rattling char-d-bancs
and crowded steamers; who want to be
let alone to get through their holiday with-
out sight-seeing, Tobermory is a pl
worth ovvv'?g of. To begin with, it is a
sort of privilege to live in a place where
the Atlantic Ocean is only just round the
corner, as it is at Tobermory. The lovely
little harbour, with Calve Island — its
natural breakwater—to intercept even the

‘] modest waves of the Sound of Mull out-

side, may be smooth as a wirror; the
Sound iteelf is a well-behaved strait; but

{ round the point, if one takes the trouble

to climb to the height above Ardmore, the
rollers may be seen breaking into spray
sgainst the rocks of Ardnamurchan, which
geographers tell us is the westernmost part
of the mainland of Britain. And on a fine,
clear day there is something better to be
seen than breakers. The ocean will be
calm and blue as turquoise ; to the sonth
the long, low island of Tiree loses iteelf
behind the next promontory. On the
other side, beyond Ardnamurchan, rise the
fine mountains of Rum ; and, if it be very
clear indeed, the inland Skye Coolins may
be seen; and Ben Nevis also, far away
beyond the head of Loch Sainart, which:
rans

from the opposite side of
the Sound, )
This walk, over the heather and bracken,

| with the endless ridges of rock and moor
| on one side, and the Sound glittering in

the sun some three hundred feet below on
the other, is an experience to be treasured ;
and it is one which may be taken without

4 dread of a meeting with the truculent

gillie, who is in many other districts the
terror of the pedestrian. The reason for
this immunity is to be found in the fact
that grouse-shooting on the coast is practi-

worthless, Occasionally, however,
there are indications that the trespasser is
disapproved of. Though the tourist b,
and will probably remain, a comparatively
rare object in Mull, the landed proprietor

lace | banks of whiting and silver haddies

has not neglected to show his humour by
setting up those prohibitory notices and
barbed-wire fences which have made him
#o popular in other parts of Scotland ; but
this remark applies chiefly to the im-
mediate neighbourhood of Tobermory.
Once let the man with the knapsack get a
few miles inland, and he will ﬁns as
much free rock and heather as he can
wish for. The two chief hotels in the
town have very fair trout-fishing for
their guests in Loch Mishnish and Loch
Frisa, and for those who eare for sea-fishing,
and dread not the free and lively motion
of a small boat, there are, according to the
testimony of men seemingly veracious,

anxiously waiting to be hooked at the
mouth of the Sound.

But the people who will find in
Tobermory an ideal resting-place, are
those who are in search of fresh air and
freedom from all necessity of going some-
where to see something. Of course one
must go for & walk; and there are two
walks near at hand which are simply
perfect. Neither of them is more pre-
cipitous than a switchback, and both are
delicionsly shaded and overhang the sea,
which breaks upon the rocks some hundred
feet below.

‘What more can a lasy holiday-maker
wantt Now and then he may stretch his
legs and try his wind by climbing the
moor to get a sight of the Atlantic; but
the odds are that he will patronise one of
the above-named walks on Mondays, Wed-
nesdays, and Fridays, and the other on the
alternate days.

In taking life easily the holiday-maker
will find himself powerfully aided and
abetted by the resident population of
Tobermory. It would be hard to find,
out of Italy, a business community which
goes about getting a living in more leisurely
fashion, b%oarly every other one of the
creloexix: of hon:;l,bwhioh is built along the

uay, is ocoupi a ‘“ general merchant,”
3 p{mon wll:; inySootch rural econom
discharges the functions of the

village shopkeeper. The limits of his
traffic are extensive as his style proclaims,
and include almost every domestic reuisite,

8°°‘° ’

plenty of time for leisure and unbending.
Every steamer that touches at the pier—
and there are on an average five or six in
the course of the day—is sped and welcomed
by the entire trafficking population;of-the




-

-1

8  (January 4, 1850.]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

(Oonduoted by

town. Theyall do it, so there is no unfair
stealing of marches the one on the other.

With an example such as the above, set
by the people who are in the full stress
and hurry of getting a living, there is no
wonder that the jaded man of books or
business, for the nonce an idler, should
become very idle indeed. He will care-
fully time his daily walk so as never to
miss being on the pier to welcome each
arriving steamboat. As the Steffa or the
Skye boat comes up, he can wonder, if it
be outward bound, whether there is a big
sea on outside, and cheerfully speculate as
to how many of the fortunate sight-seers
will be writhing in agony before the next
hour shall have struck. Then, in the
course of the day, a dozen yachts may put
in, and he can inspect the burgees of these
through an opera-glass to see if he can
determine the club to which they belong,
and wonder whether either of them may
belong to a man who once took him sailing
in a three-ton cutter at Erith.

In short, all the “wenders of the sea-
shore ” may be enjoyed at Tobermory, just
as thoroughly as at Ramsgate or Bognor,
with this additional advantage, that the
wonderer’s operations will never be inter-
rupted by nigger minstrels, or Salvationists,
or itinerant photographers, or suggestions
a8 to the eminent fitness of the day for a
sail, The boats available are few, and to
secure the use of one of them, a certain
amount of negotiation is necessary, If
Dugald, at one end of the quay, be inter-
rogated as to whether a particular one may
be free or not, he will yell out something
in Gaelic to Donald at the other, and at
the end of a colloquy they will go off
together and fetch & “general merchant”
out of his emporium, and with the arrival
of this gentleman, the real owner of the
boat, direct business may begin, and the
boat eventually be secured at the rate of
something like sixpence per hour.

With regard to the music, the thrum of
the harp and the wheeze of the concertina,
discoursing, from the deck of an excursion
steamer at the pier, the latest popular airs,
will be the worst infliction of the vagrant
musician that the wonderer is likely to feel,
and it only lasts five minutes, at the most.

Then, again, Mull is & long way from
London, even by the shortest route, and
there is therefore less cbance that he will
be followed up by any of the people he
cordially dislikes, simply because he sees
them every day of his life—or for some
more intelligible reason.

ON THE EMBANKMENT.

WHEN people start at night from
Charing Cross Station for Paris or the
Continent in general, they are mostly too
much occupied with theirlooze baggage, rugs,
and newspapers to notice a scene, which, for
brilliance,splendour,and afairy-likeglamour,
is not to be matched, no, not in any of the
fair and famous cities to which they may
be travelling. If the night should be dark,
say in early spring, when Parliament is
sitting and London’s uﬁay season has just
commenced, while a full tide brims in the
river from bank to bank, then, as the train
passes from the steam, and fame, and
twinkling lights of the atatigp, and begins
to rumble over the big railwdy bridge, the
brillisnt show opens out with startli
effect. It is a foast of lanterns, you woul
say, watching the myriad lights that
sparkle in every direction, in a thousand
reflections from the river; in brilliant
lines on the Embankment and brig&ea;
gleaming from the Towers of West-
minster ; moving lights, too, flitting to
and fro continually in a mazy, bewilder-
ing dance. In another moment the
brilliant scene is shut out, and we are
rumbling over dark house-tops, and peerin
over into dismal, slummy courts; an
when we croes the river lower down,
towards Cannon Street, its aspect is alto-
gother different. There are lights still,
but of a quiet, sober kind ; we hear the
roar of traffic over London Bridge, and
solemn gleams strike upwards from the
an-k waters beneath. be starting £

t is not necessary to starting for
Paris or Rome in order to see allgthis.
From the foot-bridge, that ruus alongside
the Charing Cross Railway Bridge, there
is a sufficiently good view of the river,
although spoilt by the plaguy girders that
intervene between Westminster and the
spectator. And the foot-bridge suggests
reminiscences to middle-aged people.
It is a legacy from old Hungerford, That
was & nice bridge, if you please, for a
quiet tg:omenade. There was a halfpenny
toll ¢ kept the place select, as far as
pumbers went ; and though, like the
present foot-bridge, it formed a con-

venient short cut to places on the other

side of the water, yet it led to such a
carious slummy labyrinth, that only the very
kmowing ones could find their way through
it. And, to reach Hungerford Bridge, you
passed through Hungerford Market.

|
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Alas, poor Hungerford! alto wi
out and demolishodmby nilwgam termmp::
and Embankment. Not even the name of
you is left as a memorial. It is all
Oharing Cross now ; and a moral might be
drawn from the circumstance, were not
morals a little out of fashion. 'Chu::s
Croes, which records the virtues of a g
Quoen, extends and blossoms everywhers,
down here by the river, up there in a new
avenue towards Oxford Street, while Hun-
gerford, a name associated with violence,
crime, and waste, has perished altogether.
For the Hungerfords, who gave their
name to the market here, were certainly a
very bad lot, and their fate is so curiously
intertwined with that of H ord by
Charing that it may be worth while
to know a little about them. They were
an ancient fighting family to begin with,
originally of that pleasant, fishy town of
Hungerford, which stands by a ford on the
River Kennet. And they fought with
a'edigmddistinction i;othe Il"znohvnrs.
winning great ransoms from no!
taken at Crécy or at Poitiers, and building
a fine castle at Farley Hungerford, in Wilt-
shire, with the gaal They fought valiantly
also for the House of Lancaster in the
‘Wars of the Roses ; and Lord Hungerford
was one of the first to join the Earl of
Richmond, and helped to win the Battle of
Bosworth Field. that, with the victory
of their cause, and the favour of their
Prince, it might have been expected that
| they would have risen to the highest dis-
tinction. . And with their grand country
chitean, and their mansion by the Thames,
the Hungerfords ruffled it with the best,
till fate set a tragic mark upon them,
Close by the castle of the Hungerfords
lived, in the early years of the reignm of
Henry the Eighth, a worthy man, ome
John Cotell, lomething in the way of a
scrivener, probably, and steward or man of
business to Sir Edward Hungerford ; the
latter & man of middle age, and a widower,
with & grown-up son. Cotell’s wife, Mistress
-Agnes, was young and fair, unscrupulous
enough with her charms to captivate and
enslave the elderly Knight, and yet
sufficiently cold and calculating to preserve
her own reputation. But to be Lady
Hungerford, and the mistress of castles
and manors, and all the rich jewels, and
plate, and furnitnre that adorned them,
was temptation too great for resistance.
Only the elderly scrivener was in the way,
and Agnes presently suborned two sturdy
yeomon to make away with him, It was

their lord’s pleasure, they were told, and
they set about the work with as little com-
unction as though it had been an affair of
gillm‘ a sheep or a calf. They waylaid
Ootel.;, strangled him with a kerchief, and
cast his body into the great fireplace of
the kitchen of Farley Castle. Some
plausible account was doubtless given of
the man’s disap, ce. “He had gone
3:3:3?:1 on his lord’s business, and so
Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck.

Thus might Dame Agnes have addressed
her noble lover, who married her, anyhow,
forthwith. And althongh many must have
known, and more suspected, that a foul
deed had been done, yet none dared
venture to speak out. Little more than a
year elapsed, and the ht was seized
with a mortal illness. y Hungerford
retained her empire over him to the last.
In his will, made shortly before his death,
he bequeathed her everything of which he
died possessed, except the bare lands which
his son inherited. Lady Hungerford, after
her lord’s death, hastened to London,

‘'proved the will, and entered into

sion of all the rich farniture, jewels, and
belongings, which she had lost herself to
gain. Then the bolt fell upon her. The
black barge from the Tower was in waiting
at Hungerford Stairs, and dainty Dame
Agnes stepped into it as the halbert-
men made a lane for her to pass,

Justice, slow and cumbrous to move,
was stern and inexorable when omnce set
in motion ; and the sequel is given in the
chronicle of old Stow. * The twemtieth |
February, 1523, the Lady Alice Hunger-
ford ” —a mistake, ‘her real name was
Agnes—* a Knight's wife, for murdering
her husband was led from the Tower of
London to Holborne, and there put in a
cart with one of her servants, and so
carried to Tiborne and both hanged.” The
second acoomplice in the murder of Cotell
was hanged a foew months after. All that
Dame Agnes had inherited under her
husband’s will was forfeited to the Crown ;
but it seems probable that her stepson
Walter, who was “squire for the body”
to the King, had influence enough to obtain
the most of the goods and chattels. This
Walter, afterwards Lord Hungerford, was
such a desperate scoundrel that we might
suspect some revengeful plot against his
stepmother ; but that the criminals them-
selves seem never to have disputed the
justice of their doom.

The new Lord Hungerford made;him-
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self a byeword and reproach for his
horrible way of life. Two of his wives
came to untimely ends from his barbarous
treatment, the third lived to demounce
him, and to bring her wrongs before the
Privy Council. e0 or four years she
bad been thut up in one of the towers of
Farley Castle. Continual attempts were
made to n her. She would have died
of starvation, but that the poor women of
the country round, pitying her sad lot,
brought her food at night “ for the love of
God.” At last my noble lord, in some of
his diabolical excesses, got within the
meshes of the law, was clapped in the
Tower, and was presently condemned and
beheaded. He suffered on the same
scaffold as Cromwell, Earl of Essex,
‘Wolsey’s successor in King Harry's favour,
who, ‘“ passing out of the prisen down the
hill within the Tower, an
by the way the Lord Hungerford, going
likewise to his execution ; and perceivin
him to be all heavy and do cheer
him with comfortable words.”

Henceforth the Hungerfords seem to
have been distinguished rather for weak-
ness than wickedness, till the days of the
last of the line, Sir Edward Hungerford, who
built 2 magnificent house on the site of the
old family dwelling by the River Thames.
Among the gay and greedy courtiers and
dm;;l otl'n:;xe Butor;til::, h?ir Edwaﬁ
speedily e awa s patern
acres ; a wild, loolici fellow, who is said
to have once given five hundred guineas
for a wig to cover his poor, ailly pate.
The deatruction of his fine house by fire
one night in 1669 was the last straw that
completed his ruin ; and, hoping to mend
his fortunes, he obtained permission, and
afterwards a Royal charter, to hold a
market three days a week on the site of
his house and ens.

Yet ill-luck pursued the place, and the
goodly market, although well situated for
its purposes, did not take, It soon passed
away from Bir Edward’s control; and,
divested of evor{ sarap of his once vast
possessions, the last of the Hunmgerfords
lived to a good old age as a poor Knight
of Windsor.

Sir Christopher Wren and cannie Sir
Stephen Fox bought the market, and
thought to make much of it, but were dis-
appointed. So that in 1735 Seymour
writes of it : “Likely to have taken well,
lying so convenient for gardeners,” who
brought down most of tgeir produce by
boat, ““ but being balked at first, turned to

meeting there | boats,

little account, and that of Covent Garden
hath got the start.” And kept it, too, it
so that now Covent

may be added;
Garden is first, and Hi literally
and absolutely nowhere. Yet there was a

fine market-hall, which Wren had some-
thing to do with building ; and the French
Protestant Church, now in Bloomsbury,
was settled in the upper floor for more
than a . And there were ocom-
modions stalls below, with cellars, and
other conveniences. Yet the whole had
been rebuilt and remodelled by Fowler,
::e architect of Covent Garden, early in

e present century.

There wss a pretty steady stream of
traffic, too, in old Hungerford Market, and
it assumed something of the air of a little
Billingsgate, with fish shops, and a show
of shrimps and winkles ; though no fisher-
as far as we know, unloaded their
stores at Hungerford Stairs. It was a
place for Devonshire butter and dairy pro-
duce ; and the light and toothsome gaufire
might there be bhad, hot from the honey-
combed iron—and, indeed, may still be
found, under the shadow of the mighty
railway station. Here, too, the penny ioe
took its first developement.

On Sundays, in summer, when steam-
boats were crammed and fiddle and barp
were twanging merrily on board, people
would pass up and down Haun,
Market in crowds, and street preachers
would hold forth in the open where
a yellow omnibus or two was always to be
found on the point of starting for the
t Mother Redcap.”

But here, about old Hungerford, the
Embankment has taken in a goodly slice of
the foreshore of the river, which, at low
tides, was a shining, unsavoury mudbsnk.
And here we have the Embankment Gar-
dens, plessant enough, with green lawns,
upon which the London sparrows oongre-
gate in delighted flocks ; with flower-beds,
and a plentiful provision of seats for wesry
wayfarers, Yet would the gardems be
better frequented if they were more acces-
sible from the Strand. How much of the
xiver bed has beem reclaimed may be
realised in a glance at the fine old water-
gate that once formed the riv:azﬂmnb
to Buckingham House. It now
high and dry, and forlornly cut off from
approach on either side, a graceful, florid
archway, weatherworn, yet comely still,
and bearing the arms of the brilliant
favourite who built it. It has always been
known as York Gate; for the site was the
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fown house of the Archbishops of York,
after Wolsey lost Whitehall, and had had
many noted tenants. The great Lord Bacon
waa born here, and hoped to die here ; but
was reluctantly compelled to surrender his
interest in it after his fall, when King
James hold of it for his favourite
Steenie, who rebuilt the place in great
splendour. Dauring the Commonwealth,
Lord Fairfax, the Black Tom of his
soldiers, had a grant of the house, and his
daughter, who, a8 a child, had shared her
father’s deeperate ride to Hull, lashed to a
trooper on horseback, restored the house,
by parl!‘u;;:, to the second Duke of

The Dake, who was nothing if not
whimsical, sold the house and its grounds
for thirty thousand pounds, with the
eurious stipulation that his name and title
should be kept in memory in the mnew
buildings. Thus we have still, between
the Strand and the Embankment, George,
Villiers, Duke, Buckingham streets, and
there is even a little “ Of ” Court, to com-

the title. And York Place, out of
illiers Street, still retains a of
the more ancient tenants of the place.

The new buildings on the site, streets of
solid, respectable houses of red brick, still
retain very much of their original aspeot,

h demolition and reconstraction are
imminent. The river terrace in front may
be atill made out, although ptranded and
left dry by the Embankment. Mach of
the building enterprise was carried on by
the York Buildings Company, in which
Mr. Samuel Pepys, of the Diary, was a
shareholder. Samuel himself, when he
left the Navy Office in Seething Lane,
eamo to live at York Buildings, and

occupied chambers overlooking the river at

the end of Buckingham Street on the weat
side, and for a time he had the Csar Peter
as an opposite neighbour in the same
street. The terrace in front of York

i was planted with trees, and
formed a pleasant promenade for the
residents. Presently upon the terrace
rose a huge octagonal tower of wood
holonginsot.o the waterworks, set on foot
by the Company. The river water was
then tolerably pure, and was pumped from
the Thames to the top of the tower, and
then diatributed in pipes over the districh
A horsegin was comstantly at work
pumping up water, and later on horses
were by a * fire engine ;” but
this was eventually abandoned as too
expensive,

In its building and water-supply enter-
E:ilu the Company was very successful ;
t it mof nnderthamnagmd ;::i\:of
persons of an enterprising 9 tive
character, who employed its funds in &
very curious fashion. The disastrous
rising of the Jaoobites in 1715 had bsen
harshly suppressed, and many of the Scotch
adherents of the Stuarts had lost lives and
lands for the cause. Yet there was con-
siderable difficulty in disposing of the
forfeited estates, and it was suggested that
the York Baildings Company should buy
them up and twrn them to account, Thus
the Company became large landowners in .
Scotland, and entered with light hearts
upon the possession of castles, mansions,
foreats, lakes, and mountains, and became
nominally the lords of districts whose in-
habitants held strongly to their ancient
feudal chiefs, All kinds of olaims and
interests, too, sprang up about the forfeited
lands. Rents wers unpaid, or sent over
the water to the representatives of the
proscribed chiefs, and the Scottish Courts
of Law had fow sympathies with the in-
truding cockneys, so that every attempt to
enforoe their purochased rights was hi
by endless difficulties. The Company also
took to mining enterprises, and on the
wild, desolate shores of Ardnamurchan, in
Argyle, whare Atlantic gales come hol:r‘l;:s
against a rook-bound coaat, they eatabli
a mining settlement, or New London, that
sheltered a large population of miners and
their families. Then there were forests to |
be cat down ; and this part of the business
seemsj to have been effected rigorously.
Bat it all ended in rain and disaster. The
mines were finally abandoned in 1740, and
the leading spirit of the Company, Colonel
Samuel Horsey, died in jail in the same
year, Large sums had been raised by the
sale of annuities, and the wreck of the
Company's property was administered for
the bemefit of the annuitants and other
creditors. The buildings were there ; thoss
solid, respectable streets, where one short
connecting street still bears the name of
York Buildings, and is generally considered
as in the Adelphi, although it more pro-
ly belongs to what we may
kinghambury, The wooden tower and
:;t:ir:goxh hexintod, too, almost to the be-
i of the present century.

These quiet atreets botw::{ the Strand
and the river are, indeed, wonderfully
tranquil, and fres from the tarmoil of the
city. Formerly they were occupied chiefly
in residential chambers; and here; and
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there may still be left one or two of the
oldest inhabitants, who have stuck to their
through the changes of the years.
ut now the houses are almost engroseed
in offices—engineers, architects, solicitors,
ghﬂanthroplc societies and others, with
ere and there, perhaps, a quiet club. At
night the glare of light from the Strand
shows over the house-tops, as if some great
fire were in progress; and the moise of
the people coming from the theatres, the
shouts of link-boys, and the clatter of the
cabs echo along the silent streets, which
stand apart, and take no share in all this
midnight revelry. '
qhuiat character, too, is the
Adelphi, although there is more movement
within its precincts, For here we have
hotels and clubs, and even boarding-houses,
and some of the old inhabitants of the
Adelphi still retain their chambers there.
Fow leave the Adelphi voluntarily ; but,
as the residents cannot live for ever, there
oomes a time when the chambers become
vacant, and then they are eagerly secured
for busineas purposes. Bat any time
within the present century, the Adelphi
"would have formed an equally good hunt-
ing ground with the Inns of Court, or
other quiet residential nooks, for a student
of charaster, Wealthy virtuosi, retired
“ Captains, or Ceolonels, or Knights-in-
Arms,” grizzled old sea captains, who had
shared in the sea fights of Nelson, a jadge
or two who loved the racket of the Strand,
dramatists and littérateurs of the age of
Dickens and Thackeray, such were some of
the familiar figures to be met with up and
down Adam Street, and John Street, and
by the Royal Terrace.

Now, the Adelphi, as everybody knows,
in its name commemorates the brothers
t who built it. Cannie Scottish brothers,
four of them, lads fra’ Kirkealdy, who bad
graduated at Edinbro’, and who came up
to London under the wing of Lord Bate.
They were in great demand among the
nobility as architects, and obtained snug
Government commissions through the in-
fluence of their patron. They built Sion
House, Kenwood and Luton Park man-
sions, the latter for Lord Bute himself,
Of course, the Princess employed them,
whose partiality for Lord Bate irritated
the popular- feeling so much, and caused
old boots to be flung after her earriage,
not for luck, when she appeared in publiv,
‘And so we find the brothers busy about
Carlton House and St. James's Palace.
They are great in ruins also, they built a

sham Roman aqueduct at Bowwood, and
& broken bridge among the groves of Sion.
And for s while the Sooto-classic style
brooded like a nightmare over the town.
And if came across a peonliarly
loomy and depressing building, like that
G;"d',ymm:-Gencrdg’: Office next thtlw Horse
ou may give a guess that it was

the mn-ky of the )l’irothm Adams.

Yot the Adelphi iteelf is not so bad.
Building with their own money, and their
own bricks and mortar, these  brither
Scots” managed better than in adapting
the Parthenon for a nobleman’s residence,
or in placing my lord and his lackeys to
sleep behind a screen of tall Ionic eolumms.
For the Adelphi was a private specu-
lation of the brothers, begun in the year
1768 and built upon the esite of old
Darham Yard, then but an unsightly heap
of runins, Here had formerly stood the
thatched stables and outhouses of Durbam
House, the residence of the prinoely pre-
lates of that richest of all the wealthy
sees of England. In the plan were
wharves, arcades, and entrances to the
subterraneous streets and warehouses of
the Adelphi, forming those dark archee,
which had but an indifferent reputation
during the early part of the present century.
The arches are now all enclosed, and
within are jous vaults for the wave-
housing of merchandise—and above rises
the Royal Terrace, with a pleasant railed
promenadse in front, overlooking the grace-
fal bend of the river, with the towers, .
palaces, temples, and theatres that rise from
its banks. And here, leaning over the rail-
ings, we may see in the mind’s eye worthy
Dr. Johnson and his scratch wig, and the
faithful Boswell, who have just visited
widow Garrick, and are talking, or, at
least, the doctor is talking regretfully of
the days that are no more, and of that
brilliant coterie of friends in which David
Garrick was ever a prominent figure. For
it was in the Terrace, in the centre house,
not wanting in a certain fall-bottomed
dignity, that Garrick lived the last years
of his life—dying, indeed, in the back
room on the first floor—and there his
widow lived, too, till she died, long
after her husband. So that the veteran
author and dramatist, E. L. Blanchard,
who has only recently joined the msjority,
who was also long an inhabitant of the
Terrace, used to tell of his having, as a
boy, actually met and spoken with the
venerable dame.

David Garrick took "much . interest, it
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may be said, in the building of the
Adelphi, and, sccording to Mr. Wheatley
(**The Adelphi: and its Site”), he .ob-
tained from its builders the promise of the
shop at the corner of Adam Street, facing
the Strand, for his friend Andrew Beckett
the bookseller, undertaking to make the
shop “a rendezvous of wit and fashion.”
The shop is still in existence, but no
longer a bookseller’s, and ‘wit and
fashion ” no longer assemble about a book-
seller’s counter, reading and tasting new
books, and buying them too, at times, as
was the old and laudable custom,

We may guess from John Street, the
Ohristian-name of one of the brothers, and
assume that he was the eldest; for, after
the Terrace, John Street is the most im-
portant part of the Adelphi, as it contains
the house of the Society of Arts, which

was designed and erected for its presemt | courage

tenants. And here we see the brothers at
their best. Those flat pilasters of theirs
and the ornamental plaques do really
break the lines of brick and mortar with
a quite pleasant effect. And the buildings
represent for us, too, a distinct sge—the
age of Reynolds and Johnson, of Garrick
and Goldsmith, and one would be sorry
to see them replaced by gigantic moun-
tains of masonry of the modern type.
Then we have a Robert Street, after
another brother. Robert was a at
traveller, and brought home ideas ‘from
Greece and Rome, and even from the
ruins of Palmyra. Then there was, pro-
bably, a younger brother James, for there
is a younger brother in the way of a
street that bears his name. The youngest
of the firm was, perhaps, a failure, for
we find not a street dedicated to his
memory.

Yet it is curious, if you come to think
of it, that all these streets, from Charing
Cross to the-Savoy, bear a kind of history
in their names. One might make aua-
grams with them, or acrostics, or perhaps
find a oryptogram — remembering that
Lord Bacon was once busy in the neigh-
bourhood —a secret cypher that should
prove us all in the wrong, and show us
that Backinghambury and the Adelphi were
really bailt by ¢ the Lord knows who.”

MIDNIGHT COURAGE.

THE high estimation in which the great
Napoleon held what he called “ two o’closk
in the morning courage,” is only another

instance of his shrewd and accurate know-
ledge of human nature. He placed in the
front rank of the truly valorous the man
who osn fase, with e imity, the in-
sidious inroads which the enemies of
mental peace always make in the dead of

ighs,
mgl'haFiutOonml himself, it is well
known, was a shining illustration of such
power, and, . although it might.be expected
that, as courage is the stock-in-trade—the
commodity in which he deals, and on
which he relies for success—aevery General
would be a good judge of the various
degrees in its quality, we are not aware
that so accurate and temely expressed a
valuation of the attribute has ever been
made before by soldier, sage, or scientist.

Few can dombt that the Corsican hero
was perfectly right in putting midnight
at the top of the tree; and nome
will ever question its claim to the position
for a moment, who have ever soffered from
wakefulness. Albeit there are not many,
if any, witnesses of our bravery, it is none
the less a matter of.congsatulation to us
if we possess the power of defying the
assanlts of the terrors of silence and dark-
ness, Innumerable are the shapes they
take, The wakeful man, however, knows
them all too well, for the very mnervous
exhaustion which mainly creates insomnia,
lays him open to the attacks of gloomy
and depressing thought. Great, indeed,
is the self-control, the courage necessary
for their defeat,

1t is bad h to lie with open eyes,
staring into the blacknees of our room, or
at the dim prospect revealed by the feeble
night-light, when they ought to be closed
in sweet oblivion. It is bad enmough, we
say, to do this even with a calm and un-
perturbed mind ; but when, in addition to
the loss of rest it involves, we are beset by
every conceivable and inconceivable kind
of foreboding, by every imaginable care,
worry, and distress; when each and all
become extravagantly exaggerated, the
sleepless night is surely one of the most

' and ferrful experiences which

our artificial life brings about.

Modern civilisation has much to answer
for, and this is not one of the least counts
against it, for, to the stress and strain, the -

. | helter-skelter pace at which the business

of existence is carried on nowadays, is
chiefly due the vast increase, as doctors tell
us, of sleeplesaness. Six or eight people
out of every dozen beyond the age of
forty with whom one ecompares notes on the
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point, are suffering, or have suffered from
it more or less; and, perhaps, three or
four out of the dosen have to resort, as
they tell you, to remedies which, in
the end, they find produee worse conse-
quences than the disease. Not two om$
of the dozen, most likely, will lay claim
to Napoleon's courage, and tell you that
they find insomnia very wearying, and
nothing more. The msjority, if pressed,
admit their cowardice, and, if you describe
in detail what you yourself know about it,
i.on can seo, by the expression of the
istenex’s face, that his experiences.are
identical.

Poasibly. “you go to bed,” you say—
quoting an able writer on the smbject—
‘ about eleven p.m., feeling tired, and in a
few minutes are steeped in forgetfulness,
Suddenly, however, you awaske—broadly,
widely awake—with a sense that you bave
had a good, long night's reat, and that it
must be quite time to get up. But the
room is still dark ; all is perfeotly quiet ;
not a sound outside or in. What is this?
What does it mean? You strike a light
and look at your watch, to discover that
you have been asleep an hour ; it is only a
little past midnight, Then the borrible
truth bursts upon you; you know your
time has come—jyour coward’s hour. Pos-
sibly you have awakened even with a
vague dread already upon yovu, and which
henceforth claims you for its own, until
your depressed vitality recovers somewhat
its nmormal condition. Meanwhile, your
heart is beating like a sledge-hammer, and
to sit upright in bed, or get up and walk
about, becomes your only resource.”

Then you describe amother phase of
insomnia. The night is more advanced ere
you reach the climax of misery in its
acutest form. * You must sleep till about
half-past two or three a.m., and then rouse
up rather slowly with & dim oonsciousness
of the terrors awaiting you. You try to
cosset yourself, and to do nothing to pre-
vent your falling off again. You keep
your eyes shut, and lie perfectly still,
knowing, by sad experience, what is before
you if you have not the luck to drop off
sgain soon ; but it is of no use. You do
not drop off again ; and the longer you lie,
the more wide-awake and uncomfortable
you become, Finally, you give it up, and
are obliged to torn over on your back,
to encounter with all their force the
demoniac fancies incidental to that abject

period.”
The French philosopher, Rabelais,

declares “ the greatest loss of time that I
know, is to count the hours;” and
demands, with acerbity : * What goed
oomes of it 17 Well, assuredly not much,
Bat who, under the ocircumstances just
alluded to, can help counting, not only
the hours, but the actual minutes $

At first, however, you are generally too
degrauod, your coursge is at too low an
ebb to allow of your doing anything but

audibly, as the phantoms, increaain
in pumber and aize, make such rapi
sssaults upon your in ce and common
sense, that in a shost while you approach
the condition of an idiot. The climax of
your misery, as is suggested in this cass,
dawns gradually, and culminates only after
one has been awake some five or tem
minutes. :

There is, however, yet another stage of
consciousness by which it is attained. It
oomes about quite suddenly, indeed, in a
flssh, as it were, and as you awake, the
full force amd terror of tge oowud:; hour
is at once upon you. vague dream,
more or less horrible, in which you are
struggling for your life, or are slipping
down a yawning chasm, or over a fright-
{nl preci%ir(:: into the :::, or int‘;’o l‘ bottox;:-
ess pit, brings you with a cry bolt upright
in bed befor% you are awake, But b:lgng
#0, you sink back exhausted instantly with
shattered nerves, and a fear in your very
soul which makes you shiver. The fact
that it is only a dream is fally grasped, of
oourse, but it in no wise gives your
oommon sense the requisite strength to
assert itself, or prevent ite effect telling.
You have had a fright, and cannot get
overit, The fiends have the upper hand
of you again, and are in full ory, for there
is such a silence in this ‘ dead waste and
middle ‘of the night,” that their phantom
yells mingle and oombine to make up that
deafening buzzing in your ears. .

By the same token, the darkness envelop-
ing the room offers a favourable back-
ground, whereon the children of your idle
brain disport themselves in all their fan-
tastic hideousness b:fore your wide-open,
staring eyes, The fancy that the chamber
is peopled with shapeless, but terrible
things, is not easily beaten back. The
bead on your brow suggests the idea that
some ghastly fever-fiend has seized you,
sud that before morning you will be dead.
As this notion gains credence, you question
the advisability at omce of ringing the
bell and sending for & doctor. To
arouss the house amd aay| you are
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ill would be essy, and there is
a strong impulss to do so. Bat reason
begins to resist it, and an effort is made to
recover calm. Suoccessful at length more
ox less in this direction, your ideas mnever-
theless act in the most irrational fashion,
True, the wild train of phantom forms has
vanished, and has given place to matters of
every-day oocurrence. That business in the
city, that pieture on the easel, that half-
finshed ::fﬁtﬁ:t on the desk, thuiial im-
portance appointment to ept—
these and kindred itemas, to say nothing of
absolate trumpery trifies which make up
man’s existence, and ocoupy his 'Lking
hours, now teke distorted shapes an
exaggerated dimensions. You foresee
nothing will go right. The business must
inevitably fail, the pictnre will be rejected,
the manuseript cannot be finished in time,
the negotiation to be carried out at the
appointment will fall through—there is no
spark of hope, no rift in the gloom.

Thus, in & thousand pimilar ways,
the coward’s hour is triamphantly realised.
Lucky will it be for the sufferer if the
hour does not extend to two or three, for
all things are favourable to its continaance.
The nights are probably at their longeat,
the morming is yet far distant, that
same darkness and that same asilence
atill aot and react upon the brain,
Deeply impressive as it is profoundly
solemnp, thoughts may now beset us —
thoughts too deep for worde, Our past,
besidea our present, rises vividly into the
picture, and all the regretful sadness in-
teparable from retrospect adds its weight
to our feeling of despair, and haply of
remorse. From this our weary mind takes
but one bound to tbat appalling future—
that dread eternity, the great mystery, the

eat searet, To what is this life tending ?
%m is the objeot of it all? Very strong
must be the resolution necessary to quell
those questioning doubts to which each
homan soul is at some time subjected.
And thus the poor vietim runs through

the whole ut of aweinspiring gloom
and dupongz:lncy.

Delineate your troubles on thete and
similar lines, and you are pretty sure to
obtain thebsynpathyf l:f your listener—a
synmpathy begotten of his own experiences.
YonP‘bt:hh :i?en oon-olenﬁoml;x’}eel that
whatever may be your natural bearing by
day, however much side and swagger you
may assume in your intercourse with man-
kind, whatever character for bravery you
may have acquired, you are an impostor,

to a great extent a sham, for you are
devoid of two o'clock in the morning
coursge. Be but candid, and here is the i
conclusion,

A valiant few, a very few, there are,
no doubt, who, in the forefront of this }
battle, go through it without blenching,
without 80 much as an additional pulsa-
tion, and coming through it victoriously, §
have a right to claim the bonourable dis- |
tinction of the Victoria Oross; men whose |
health and nerves are sternest steel, and |
yet with women’s heaqrta. Some others,
too, go through the ordeal unscathed ; but
they, if more namerous, are of very dif-
ferent mould, people who have but little
beyond their p}:ilolo;:lx and stoiciam
wherewith to arm themselves or to recom-
mend them for promotion. Enviable
beings in one sense, perhaps they are ; but
only in one, for their immunity from hurt
is purchased at a heavy cost—the cost of
total indifference to the feelings and suf-
forings of their fellow-soldiers. Selfish
creatures, who can lift themselves to the
attitude of Carlyle’s Teufelsdrich, and
calmly survey the grim spectacle of the
battle-field without emotion, thus :

Teufelsdroch, sitting at ease in the attic
room which commanded the great city, is
represented by his biographer as watching }
its life-circulation, its * wax-laying, and
honey-making, and poison-brewing, and
choking by sulphar.” * Ach, mein Lieber,”
a0 once, at midnight, he confides to a
friend when engsged in rather earnest
talk, “it is a true sublimity to dwell
here.” . . . *The stifled hum of midnight
when traffic has lain down to rest, and
the chariot-wheels of vanity, still rolling
here and there through distant atreets, are
bearing her to halls roofed in and lighted l
to the due pitch for her; and only vice
and , 10 prowl or to moan like night-
birds, are abroad; that hum, I say, like
the stertorous, unquist slumber of sick life,
is heard in heaven. Ob, under that hideous
coverlet ofblvaponrs and pntfrefwﬁons and
unimaginable gases, what a fermenting vat
lies simmering aud hid. The joyful and
the sorrowful are there! Men are dying
there; men are being born; men are
praying. On the other side of a brick
partition, men are cursing, and around
them all is the vast, void night. .....
Upwards of five hundred thousand two-

animals, without feathers, lie around
us in horizontal positions ; their heads all
in nightcaps, and full of the foolishest
dreams. ot cries aloud, and staggers

-
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| and swaggers in his rank dens of shame;
and the mother, with s ing hair,
Ikmeels over her pallid, dying infant, whose
cracked lips only her tears now moisten ;
all these heaped and huddled together,
with nothing but a little earpentry and

between them—crammed in like
salted fish in their barrel; or weltering,
shall I say, like an Egyptian pitcher of
tamed vipers, each atmggling to its
head above the others. Such work goes
on under that smoke counterpane, But I,
mein Werther, I sit above it all; I am
alone with the stars 1”

Doubtless a “true sublimity * to dwell
at such a height, and to be able thus to
philosophise about it all. Still, can the
courage it betokens be justly esteemed
other than the courage of indifference !
And ‘is the courage of indifference real
courage? Is the man who knows no fear
truly courageoust We doubt it. Bat
this is a question too wide for discnssion
here. Meanwhile, to sit alone with the
stars in the cynical spirit of Teufelsdrich
is a privilege, we think, happily not given
to the majority. These must suffer, must
feel and-bleed with the rest ; and, feeling
and suffering with the rest, it is from their
ranks alone, we hold, that will step out to
the front the very few who can claim the

- right, on the Napoleonic principle, to wear
upon their breast that noble badge, whose
proud, yet simple, motto is, “ For Valour.”

“ NOBLESSE OBLIGE.”

‘ NOBLESSE OBLIGE ;” of course it does.
How can it help doing so, if you are a
De Vere, for instance, and ean trace your
pedigree all the way to Noah, including
such minor celebrities as Meleager, who
slew the Calydonian boar ; Diomede, who
| fought at Troy; Verus, “so named from
his trune dealing,” who was baptized by
Saint Maroellus, A.D, 41; and the Duke
of Angers, Charlemagne’s brother-in-law $
Think of ome who belongs to such a
sﬁg doing anything mean or common-

But people do not always do what, in
Cornish phrase, they' “belong to do;”
very far from. it. Look throuqh a book
like-the Duchess of COleveland’s * Battle
Abbey Roll.” There is every name occur-
ring in any of the extant lists, and many that
do not occur at all ; and, of tragic histories ;
of black, ugly treasons; of things which
make us ashamed of human nature ; why,

these brief records contain almost as many
as of things to be of.

Few need to be reminded that there is
no “ Battle Abbey RollL.” Some say there
never was ocne. Those who believe in it
ingist that, at the dissclution, it wss
carried to Cowdray, them owned by the
Catholic and most fll-fated family of
Browne, and there burnt, with heaps of
other priceless records, in 1793, just when
the heir of the house was drowned, along
with young Mr. Burdett, in madly trying
to swim the Rhine Falls of Laufenberg.
The existing lists are Lelxnd's, Holinshed’s,
and Dacheane’s. Leland was the father
of all pedestrian tourists ; footed it over
nearly all England, visiting the just
suppressed—in some cases, not yet dis-
farnished — monasteries. Hfo hc:me to
Battle, and gives a catalogue of the monks’
li ,for%emenriouinbooks,md
was always bemoaning the loes to i
through the dispersion and destruction of
these libraries, But he does not mention
a roll, nor say whenoo he got the list that
he gives. If Holinshed, historian of
Henry the Eighth, and Ducheene, give ap-
proximately true copies—and they are
very like one another except in me‘iing—-
Leland’s, in which the names are strung
together in rhymes, must be from another
source, Of course spelling doesn’t count.
Holinshed and Duchesme would employ
sonsciontiousy distinguish betwom S sn
conscientiously i ween S an
C, and O and G, and M and W, or
reflect that G and W are used indiscrimin-
o e e

ofter probably or & copyist
of Queen Elizabeth’s day, more traps and
pitfalls than it would have for most of
those who take it in hand nowada
Then, though we need not go as far as Si
Kooy Rl 5 disguating forgery,” svem
bbey "¢a “di orgery,” even
those who believe in it moest firmly, own
that names did get put in every now and
then. The monks could easily manage
this ; and, in days when money could buy
a man out of purgatory, no wonder it was
powerful enough ;to buy)him,into *the
RollL” QOn any assumption, however, the
list oontains the foremost of our old
families ; and one who should go to work
with it as Mr. Froude did with Irish
history—pick out all the crimes and serve
them up with suitable ishing—migh:

garnishin \
prove the Anglo-Norman * families” to be

as bad a set as the world has ever seen.
The fair way is to take the good and
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bad, and then, if we strike a balance, we
shall see that gentle and simple are pretty
much of a muchness. Each class bas its
own temptations, and is less open to those
which beset the other class.

“There’s a deal of human nature in us
all,” says Artemus Ward ; and if you or I
had been Lord Stanley, in 1521, we should
bave thought it quite natural to hate the
Batlers of Warrington, because they would
not give in in the matter of the ford over
the Mersey ; thou I trust, we should
not have let our batred carry us to such
wicked lengths. Stanley, like Ahab, could
not rest till he had got rid of his enemy,
Sir John Batler. His neighbours—Walter
Savage and Sir Piers Leigh, a priest—took
sides with him, and, between them, they
bribed Batler'’s servants, Batler was in
bed, in his moated house, at Bewsey ; his
porter set a lamp in the window to guide
the murderers, who crossed in leather
boats. The serving-man let them in,
but the chamberlain—the Bodleian MS.,
which tells the story, says he was a
negro—made fight and was alain, but
not till he had helped a faithful nurse to
wrap up Bautler's baby boy in her apron
and run off with him, “To the serving-
man they paid a 'ireat reward, and he,
coming away with them, they hanged him
on a tree in Bawsey Park.” *Sir Jobn’s
wife, being in London, did dream the
same night that her husband was slain,
and that Bewsey Hall did{swim with blood ;
whereupon she presently came homewards,
and heard by the way the report of his
death.” She afterwards married the Lord
Grey, on condition that he should cause
her to be aven, on the murderers;

“but he, ing her suit void, she parted
from him, and came into Lancashire,

saying : ‘If my lord will not let me have
my will of my enemies, yet shall my body
be buried with him I lost.’ And she caused
a tomb of alabaster to be made, where she
lieth on the right side of her husband, Sir
John Boteler.” The murderers were never
brought to justice ; no one cared to-

rove that the head of the powerful
ﬁom of Stanley had done such a deed.
The churchman Sir Piers was sentenced
in the Bishop’s Court to build a charch at
Disley ; but the laymen off scot-free.
So much for aruelty ; of fidelity there are
some noble examples, and some just the
reverse.

Several astronomers say that the moon |

has no influence on the weather, and that
after hundreds of observations they have

-

found as many continuations of the same |
weather after a change of moon as they
have changes,

So _you might argue of mnoble blood. |
The Bonvilles, for instance—written Bon- [
devile in the Roll (their name-place is Bon- |
deville Castle, Normandy)—a great family
in Somerset and Devon, stuck to their
colours dnring the Wars of the Roses, and
¢ withered with the white rose.” In two
months three generations were caut down.
Lord Bonville of Chuton saw his son and

dson killed at Wakefield ; and a month
ter he was beheaded. Margaret hated
him because he was one of the Barons in
whose custody Henry the Sixth was placed
after Northampton. He had him in
charge at the second battle of Saint
Albans; and when the King's other
keepers fled to their party, he surrendered,
“on the King's mnring him he should
receive nmil lmxt.;l Hg lliuband’s
romises ittle weight wi argaret ;
tl:nd ¢ she rested not :illlgshe had taken off
his head.” The only survivor of the
family was a great-grandchild, in her own
right Baroness of Bonville and Harrington,
and by her mother a Neville. She was a
King's ward; and Edward the Fourth
married her to Elizabeth Woodville's
eldest son, Grey, Marquis of Dorset, so
that she was Lady Jane Grey’s great-
grandmother.

The Bourchiers, from Boursseres, in
Burgundy, veered round at the right
moment. One of them married Anne
Plantagenet, daughter of Thomas, Edward
the Third'’s youngest son. Henry the
Fifth made him Earl of Eu in Normandy ;
and his sons were zealous Lancastrians,
one of them holding the Archbishopric of
Canterbury for thirty-two years, having
been nineteen years Bishop of Ely, ¢the
like not to be paralleled in any other digni-
tary of the Church before nor since.” The
eldest was bribed by the Duke of York,
who gave him to wife his sister Elizabeth,
Edward the Fourth’s aunt, “in the firm
hope that he and his generation should be
a perpetual aid to the Duke and his sequele,
and associate together in all chance of
fortune.” Besides a wife, the Duke ﬁsvo
him promises which Edward by-and-by
falfilled. He was made Lord Ramsey, and
Karl of Essex ; he got Lord Roa’s forfeited
castles in Northumberland, and Lord
Devon’s Buckinghamshire manors, and
Lord Wiltshire’s in Essex, Cambridge, and
Lancashire. Moreover, as he had brought
over with him all his brothers; even young

E—
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:] Lord Bernery, who had been by Henry the
'] Fourth made a Knight of the Garter for his
| bravery at Saint Albans, Edward, “in
recompense of the charge he had been at in
his services, ted him license to trans-
port sixteen hundred woollen clothes of his
proper goods, or any others, without any
accompt or customs for the same "—gave
him, in fact, a monopoly of the woollen
trade. Of fidelity to King and faith,
Blandell of Orosby in Lancashire is a
notable instance. His ‘“note-book” is as
interesting as Mrs. Hatchinson’s memoirs.
At fifteen, being an orphan, he was by his
ﬁndfathor married to a danghter of Sir
omas ton of that ilk in North-
umberland. “You will remember,” he
writes years after to his mother-in-law,
‘“what a pretty, straight young thing, all
dashing in scarlet, I came to Haggerston.”
In Charles’s army he became a captain
of Dragoons, and had his thigh shattered
at an attack in Lancaster. Thus, at
twenty-two, he became a cripple for life,
his lands were sequestered, and, as he
expresaes it, “ I was confined to my plan-
dered bare walls and a pair of crutches;
but it was for the nob};st cause in the
world.” Four times was he imprisoned
during the Commonwealth, once for ten
weeks “in a loathsome dungeon,” in Liver-
pool. Twice he paid ransom. At last he
never ventared near his house for fear of
being again apprehended. His wife and
sister had charge of Crosby, and so perse-
cuted were they by domiciliary visits of
soldiers, who took all they could lay hands
on, that the poor ladies had to buy
their bread from meal to meal. In 1653
Blundell was allowed to compound for his
] estate, that is, to buy back his life interest
{ in it with money lent by friends; but he
was forced to pay up arrears of Crown-
rent due for recusancy (he was a Catholic).
The bill for these, some of them dating
J back to Elizabeth, a roll twenty feet long,
is still shown st Crosby. The worst is
that Charles the Second treated him with
characteristic ingratitude, accentuated by
the fact that he was “a Papist,” and
therefore unpopular in those days of sham
Popish plots. The recusancy fines were
still exacted, and in 1679 he was dis,
to find “my trusty sword taken from
me (which has been my companion when I
lost my limbs, my lands, my liberty, for
.acting against the rebels in the King’s
behalf) by an officer appointed for the
purpose who, in that former old war, had
been a captain against the King.” Ten

yoars later he was thrown into prison;
a poor reward for all his sacrifices, and
certainly not the way to open his mind to
eonviction.

Of faithlessness a type is Banister of
Laocon, who betrayed Buckingham to
Edward the Third. “ A servant,” he is
called in the histories; ‘“not that he wae
a menial, being of ancient family and
plentifal estate, but that he was in the
retinue of the great Dake. Buckingham
was disguised, and digging a ditch, when
Banister #ot the sheriff npon him, wheréat,
kneeling down, he solemnly imprecated
vengeance on the traitor and his poeterity,
which curses were signally fulfilled ; for
shortly after he had betrayed his master
his son waxed mad, and so died in a boar’s
sty; his eldest daughter, of excsllent
beauty, was suddenly stricken with a
foul leprosy; his second son very
marvellously deformed of his limbs and
made decrepit; his younger son, in a
small puddle, was strangled and drowned.”
80 says Hall, the chronicler, adding
that ‘‘he himself, in extreme old age,
was found guilty of another murder,
and by his clergy saved, Anyhow, his
family grew ashamed of him, and his
name appears in none of the p
The family is either named from a (
near Etampes, or else is Balweater, master
of the baths: the arms are two water
buckets.

Another man of old descent, of whom
his family was ashamed, was Francis
Colonel Charteris, of the house of Chartres, -
which is entered on the Divis Roll, and the
head of which held lands in Leicestershire,
in 1086, and in Wilts and Huntingdon, in
1297; and of which the Scotch branch
were first noted as long back as the reign of
Malcolm Canmore. He became, in the begin-
ning of the last century, so infamous that
his cousin preferred to merge her name in
her husband’s, though he was called Hogg,
and though she lost family property by
8o doing. The epitaph, written for Colonel
Fraucis Charteris, is a contrast to epitaphs
in general. ‘ With an inflexible constancy
ke persisted, in spite of age and infirmity,
in the practice of every human vice except
prodigality and bypocrisy ; -his inde-
fatigable avarice exempting him from the
first and his matehless impudence from the
Iatter.” By cheating on the race-course
and the gambling-table—* though often de-
tected and severely chastised—he created a
ministerial estate, without trast of public
money, bribe, sexvioe, trade, or profession,
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Think not his life useless to mankind.
Providence connived at his execrable de-
signs to prove of how small estimation
exorbitant wealth is held in the sight of
the Ahmighty.”

The Colonel—immortalised by Hogarth—
found his second grandson, Francis Wemys,
more accommodating than his cousin. He
let himself be called Charteris on condition
of getting his grandfather’s ill-gotten gaina.

repulsive than Charteris—only be-
csuse force is less repulsive than frand—
must have been that Fulk de Breants,
whose chief stronghold was Bedford Oastle ;
while from his lesser fortress of Luton he
terrified the neighbouring Dunstable. Bat
when, quarrelling with the monks of Saint
Albans about s wood, he pounced down
on them, and carry:s off thirty, shut them
up in Bedford Castle, he dreamed that
from Saint Albans tower a huge stone fell
on him, crushing all his bones, and, crying
out in sleep, awoke his wife. She, pious
Iady, said it was a plain proof that Sainé
Alban was wroth, and bade him release
the monks, and get reconciled to the Saint.
%“Whereupon he rode to Saint Albans, and
besought leave to ask pardon of the Con-
vent in Chapter. The Abbot oconsented,
admiring to see such lamb-like humility in
awolf. Wherefore, putting off his apparel,
Fulk entered the Chapter-house, bearing &
rod, which he handed to the Abbot, con-
foesing his fanlt. But -when from every
one of the monks he bad received a lash
on his naked body, he put on his clothes
again, and went and sat by the Abbot,
and said : ¢ This my wife hath cansed me
to do for a dream; but if you require
restitution of what I them took, I will not
hearken to you.' And so departed ; the
monks rejoicing to be so rid of him with-
out doing them any more mischief.” Bat
though he could bully the Church, he
found the State too much for him, .

In 1224, he carried off Henry of Bray-
broke, ““ one of the King's justices, then
itinerant at Dunstable,” and put him in
dungeon at Bedford. Even Henry the
Third could not stand this; and King, and
Archbishop, and chief nobles attacked the
castle * with petrorias, mangonillas, and tall
wooden towers.” After four months, the
keep, which still held ont, was set on fire.
Fulk’s brother was executed, and his castle
dismantled. He -had escaped to Wales,
whenoo very soon he came to Court, under

n of the Bishop of Coventry, snd
was pardoned, but bauished, that he might
igoonpﬂgthugeto Rome. Here he got

fall absolution, and was on his way home,
when he suddenly died. Had he returned
he would have been far from welcome, for
his pious wife, Margaret de Redvous, had
been seeking a divorce—she was a widowed
heiress, married to him, sorely against her
will, by King John ; to whom, of course,
Fulk paid a substantial * commission ” for
this profitable match. Some say Vauxhall
is named from this Fulk’s town-house,

D’Oily of Oxford, though a far greater
noble, and William the Conquerci's Con-
stable, was far less able to ‘cope with the
Church than De Breants. A meadow,
belonging to the Abingdon monks, lay
tempﬁngly under his castle. He annexed
it, and forthwith dreamed that, being in
K:lsenoe of the Queen of Heaven, she

frowned on him, and had bidden
two Abingdon monks to take him to the
meadow which he had usaurped. Thersin
he saw a bevy of ugly children making
hay, who cried, * Here is our friend, let
us play with him.” Bat the hay that they
threw on him burned his beard and hair,
apd scorched and suffocated him, so that
he cried to his wife, ¢ I have been among
devils” He had to make solemn resti-
tation, and to give the Manor of Tad-
merton and one hundred pounds in money.
His wife was a Saxon heiress, Ealgitha.

The Buardetts, ancestors of Sir Francis,
¢ the pride of Westminster and England's
glory,” who spent ninety thousand pounds
in his Middlesex elections alone, and of
the wisely benevolent Baroness, have their
share of grim stories. The brothers Bour-
det came over ; William, descendant of
one of whom (11560), “ being valiant and
devout went to the Holy Laad ; and his
steward, soliciting the chastity of his Iady,
and being resisted with much scorn, grew so
full of envie towards her, that he went te
meet his master ; and, to shadow his own
orime, complained to him of her looseness
with others,. Which false charge so enraged
her husband that, when he came home,
and that she approached to receive him
with joyful embraces, he forthwith mor
4ally stabbed her. To expiste which un-
happy act, after he understood -it, he built
Ameth Priory.”

Every child has read of Thomas Bar-
dett, son of Sir Nicholas, Great Batler of
Normandy, and ravager of French towns;
and how, when King Edward the Fourth
had killed a white bull in his park at
Arrew, “ he passio wished the horns
in his belly, that had moved the King so
to do.” For this saying he was oonvi%tod
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of high treason, beheaded at Tybum,
crying, ‘“Ecce morior, cum nihil horum
fecerim,” and affirming he had a bird in
his bosom (s good comscience) that did
ging comfort to him. Is there any me-
morial to him in the Grey Friara' Church
(Christ’s Hospital), where he was buried,
and where his epitaph was * Anmger Dmi.
Georgii Ducis Clarencise ”

words refer to the chn-ge of Poilonmg,
sorcery, and enchantment,” brought against
him, and other followers of C. ce, by
his implacable brother.

Such is a sample of the histories ealled
to mind by the “Battle Abbey Roll.”
Almost every name has its stories. Some

ve, some gay, and not a bit more or

ess creditable to human nature, consider-
ing the times they refer to, than stories
which might be gathered about & company
of plebeians,

THE STORY OF DORIS CAIRNES.

A SERIAL STORY.
By the Author of * Count Paolo's Ring,” “ ATl Hallow's
oe.

———
CHAPTER L

IT was a t A m and
the sun was l:l‘mhlmmag :lgln::e m
“God’s Acre” which surrounded the
covered village church, and a soft aonth
wind was rustling among the leaves of the
trees, and blowing the pink and white
potals of the roses in the Vicarage en
over the low,m mounds. A couple of
terriers were each other across the
grass ; ahen,whioh had just laid an egg
in a quiet corner, was clucking in noisy
pride; while an old sheep, which had
strayed in from the lane, lasily munched
the short, sweet grass; and a blackbird’s

song mingled plewmtly with the rustle of
the leuves and the ripple of the brook out-
side the low wall,

The church deor stood opon, and the
school children, who sat close by it,
ahuﬂled their feu, and fidgeted in their

s, and cast many a longing look out-
nde and envied the old clerk sitting in
the porch, cool and comfortahle, and mere

than half asledp in his shady commer. It

was very hot inside the church; so hot
that half the congregation were noddmg
drowsily in their high-backed pews, while
the other half listened with greater or
degrees of mpshoneo to the Viear's
ing voice, and longed ardently for
moment of release,

EEE

It seemed long in coming to all, es-
pecially long to Panl Beaumont, who was
not a charch- as a rule, and had only

consented — not without many inward
misgivings — to accompany his host and
hostess that ing, out of a sense of
duty, and had spent the time occupied by
the service in re ing his weakness,
ying | and envying Sir John Batler, who was
sleeping somewhat noisily in the corner of
his pew. Lady Oecil sat by his side,
beautifully dressed, and languidly gracefal
as usual, and menoly disdainful of every-
thing and everybody.

Thero had been a time — not so very
many years ago—when the mere fact of
being in her presence, the touch of her
drees, the slow, sweet smile which now
and then the violet eyes would turn upon
him, would have set Paul Beaunmont’s
heart throbbing with wild delightt Bat
that was some years ago, when she was
beautifal, portionless, Lady Cecil Stewart,
and he was the younger son of a country
squire, with nothing but a handsome face
and a long to reeommend him to
notice ; Lady Cecil, not without some
tears and regrets, had done her daty, and
taken her wares to a better market, and
ocarried off one of the best matches of the
season—honest Sir Jobhn Butler, who was
immensely rich and good-natured, if some-
what ntupld and dull, and whom she ruled
mmtharodhg uown. for Paul. B;

too, for

the unexpected death of a cousin he hag
succeeded to Oaklands, a large estate in
Devonshire, soon after Lady OCecil's

marrisge. This unexpected change in his
circumstances gave him the means of in-
dulging his taste for travel and adventure,
He hnd spent the last five years in wander- |
ing in foreign oountries, and had come
back bronzed and bearded; and—or at
least s0o Lady Cecil leoreﬂy thought—
handsomer and more attractive than ever.

She had met him in London in May,
and had .given him an invitation to come
to Chesham Hall in August. Paul had
accepted it with some slight reluctance.
He had loved Lady Cecil passionately
once; her mnmagelwdbeon a great blow
to him, and now, that time and change of
soonehad deadened the pain and healed the
wound, he was reluctant to run the risk of a
return of his old malady. Bat afier the first
fow days of his visit were over, he told
- | himseelf, cynically, that he need not have

'| been afraid. There wasno danger |
Cecil was as handsome—some said m
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somer—than ever; but her beauty was
powerless now to awaken the old passion
in his heart, or to blind his eyes to her
selfishness and vanity.
Was this affected fine lady really the
woman whom be had onee set so high;
who had seemed to him so far above all
others? he wondered; of whom he had
thought with such tender regret aud bitter
Jonging during many a long, silent night,
spent under the stars in some lonely place,
while his dusky servauts slept around him
and he kept watch alone! He could
scarcely believe it, or be too hard upon
himself, and his blindness, or feel too com-
passionate towards Sir John
He had promised to remain a fortnight
at Chesham Hall ; but although only three
days of his visit were over, he was already
beginning to feel a little tired of it, and
was ocasting about in his mind for some
excuse to shorten it. Lady Cecil, sitti
by hll.: udPo, with herhﬁm hands foldh
over her Prayer-book, little gueased at t|
thoughts whixol?.were passing through his
mind, as he fid in his corner, and
yawned, and p his beard, and looked
round at the aleepy, uninterested faces
of the rustics. How very stolid and
uninteresting they were, he thought, con-
temptuously. Stay, there was one excep-:
tion, and that belonged to a tall, slight boy
of one or two-and-twenty, who sat in the
Vicarage pow, immediately below the
pulpit.

The pew apportioned for the use of the

family at the Hall was in the chancel, and,
being large and square, oecupied the

greater portion of it ; and any one sitting
there had, if they chose, a full view of the
faces of the congregation; and Paul, in
his idle, meditative way, ocoupied the
last portion of the sermon by studying the
boy’s face. Something in it seemed
strangely familiar to him ; but, beside thig,
1t was worth looking at, with its delicate,
refined features, bright, dark eyes, and
sensitive mouth, as well as for the con-
trast it presented to the stolid faces around-
1b; and also to that of the lady, sitting in
the same pew, whom Paul knew to be the
Vicar's wife. '
Panl looked at her quiet, colourless face,
and atraight, thin lips, and wondered what
relation she was to the bright-eyed, mobile-,
faced lad by her side. -
“Is she his mother? And if so, what
strange freak of nature has given such a

wn to the commonplace Vicar and his’
wife 1” he wondered.

-

He noticed by-and-by that the boy’s
dark eyes were constantly wanderin
the further end of the church ; upwards to
the loft, over the west door, where the [.
orﬁm was, and the choir sat. Paul's eyes, |,
following these glances, soon found out |
their object—a pale, fair girl, who acted as }
organist, and who had consequently sat
with her back turned to the congregation, |
during the earlier part of the service. :

She was quite a young girl, not more
than aixteen or seventeen, and she sat with |.
her hands clasped on her knee, and her .
eyes demurely downcast, studying her |
hymn-book, apparently qﬂu‘i:o
of the two pair of eyes which were resting
on her face. By-and-by she raised her
head and looked up, and Paul saw that
the long lashes which he had been admiring
veiled a pair of magnificent dark-grey eyes,
full of fire and brilliancy. He saw, too,
that the brows above were dark, and finely
drawn ; that the chestnut hair was awept
back in a thick, bright roll from the w '
brow, and gathered in a great knot low |
on her neck, mnder her shabby, little |
bonnet, )

** Why, what sweet eyes!” Paul thought,
a8 he gazed at her; ‘“and what lovely
hair!” and quite forgot to notice, in his
admiration of eyes and hair, that the rest
of the face was far from being as perfect in
form and colour as the beautiful face by
his side.

As he looked, the girl suddenly became
conscious either of his glance, or of that
directed towards her from the Vicarage
pew. Paul could not tell which. Probably
the latter, he told himself, grimly ; and a
lovely flush swept over her face, and her
eyes grew bright and starry, and then hid

emselves demurely under the thick veil |
of her eyelashes. Paul smiled in his lazy, }
sarcastic way. Had he stumbled on a
village idyl, on a boy-and-gir] love-story$ |
he wondered.

The service was over at last; Lady |
Cecil gathered up her scent-bottle, hand- |
kerchief, and gloves, and followed Sir
John slowly down the aisle to the porch. °
It was not etiquette in Chesham for any
of the congregation to leave their seats
before the ¢ quality ” had set the example;
and so, much to Paul’s disappointment, he
was obliged to follow Lady Cecil out of
the church, and into the bright sunshine,
without another glimpse of fair face,
which had now retired with its owner |:
behind the red-baize curtain which veiled };
the organ from profane eyes, '

A |

unconscious |-




| struck his stick
| emphasize his words, * we should have all

] and a glance at the tall, broad figure
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“ Well, Mr. Beaumont,’ were dyou very
much bored $” Lady Cecil asked, in her

slow voice, as she walked by his side up
the churchyard. I think the Vicar was,
glﬂonible, a degree more prosy than usual
morning.”
“Prosy? Not at all, not at all, my lady,”
Sir John interrupted, cheerfully. “ Capital
sermon, I thought. Full of common

{ sense and—and all that sort of thing, eh,
{ Beaumont? I didn't think it prosy, by any

means ; but women can never appreciate
common sense ! ” dich b1
My lady gave the slightest possible
shrug of her dainty shoulders,
¢ Perhaps, if 1 possessed your happy

' faculty for sleep, Sir John, I might set as

high a value upon Mr, Ainslie’s orations as
you do,” she said, lstlessly.
“Sleep! Why you don’t mean to say I

‘was asleep,” and Sir John opened his

eyes wide, and looked the picture
of injured and astonished innocence.
“ Wouldn’t sleep in church on any account,

| my lady ; sets a bad example to the parish !

Why, why,” and Sir John paused and
igorously on the path to

the boys and girls in the congregation
sleeping if they ht me at %lg‘No,
no; we can't have that sort of thing in

" my parish |”

My lady gave a little disdainfal .mlixl:’
that
was sauntering by her side, with his head

4 bent a little forward, and his hands clasped

behind his back. He smiled also.

¢ Rank has its drawbacks as well as its
privileges, Sir John,” he said, gravely. “I
never knew how great those drawbacks
were until I came here, and learnt from

] your bright and shining example how great

and manifold are the responsibilities which
rest on the shoulders of a country squire !
Doesn’t some poet or other speak of ¢ the

1 fierce light that shines on Kings,' Lady

Cecil ¥ I quite dread the idea of going to
Oaklands and having my actions criticised
and viewed by the blaze of that ¢fierce
light.’”

Sir John stared at him.

“Eh? What are you talking about,
Beaumont? No, no, my dear,” tiia to a
little blue-eyed child who opened the
churchyard gate for him, and then came
forward and shyly held out her hand in
expectation of the penny which usually
rewarded a similar action, “it is Sunday,

ou know. We don't give pennies on
undays ; I'lk remember you to-morrow—

s

or stay,” for the disappointed look on the
child’s face touched 8ir John’s heart, and
banished his Sabbatarian scruples, “ per-
haps you had better have it now ; I m%:
forget. Here it is; but,” and he shook hi
head gravely, % you must remember your
commandment for the future. It says do
no manner of wotk, you know ; neither
gates, nor anything else, Mind
Miss Doris to teach it to you.
By the way, my lady "—S8ir John always
called his wife “my lady "—Lady Cecil
was too formal, Cecil too familiar, so he
made a compromise between the two—
“¢did you notice how pretty Doris looked
this morning? She grows more like her
mother every day.”

“You forget I did not know her
mother.”

% No, no; of course mot. I ought to
have remembered that you were a child in
the nursery when poor Doris died,” he
said, apologetically ; “ but I remember her
when she was the prettiest girl in the
country side, and the most admired and
sought after. She could count her lovers
by the dozen, and to think that out of
them all she should choose Francis Cairnes,
the biggest scamp that ever wore shoe
leather, or won & woman’s heart only to
break it by his neglect and .cruelty,” Sir
John cried explosively, and with another
dig of his stick on the gravel. * But there!
there is no accounting for the perversity of
s woman’s taste! Eb, Beaumont? I
must confess I never could understand the
sex.

““Wiser men than you or I have come
to the same conclusion, Sir John,” Beau-
mont answered with a lazy twinkle in his
eyes and a lazy glance at my lady’s
soornful face; ‘“but as in that incompre-
hensiveness lies their chief eharm, I for
one am content to remain in ignorance. I
noticed the young lady—she sat in the
organ loft, did she not t—of whom you are
speaking. She is pretty—very pretty,”
ll:e addegi,. tranquillfy; and t;miled to see

ow, at his words of praise, the angry light
flashed ap into Lady Cecil’s eyes. l;lgn't
you think so, Lady OCecilt” he added
blandly.

“I really have not considered the sub-

ject. She mever struck me as being
pretty,” Lady Cecil answered, carelossly ;
*“but then, I never see any beauty in

saucer eyes, and a wide mouth, and—red
hair,” she went on with a low laugh. * Do
you, Mr. Beaumont? If so, your tastes
must have altered strangely of late years.”
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“ My taste is catholic, and, at the risk
of incurring your contempt, I must admit
that I admired the young lady,” Beaumont
answered, in his slow, lazy voice. '‘ Is she
'y ne%hbonr of youre$”

““Yes ; she lives over there, at the Red
House,” and Sir John pointed across the
fields to a clump of trees at a little dis-
tance, amongst which peeped the red
brick chimneys of the house of which he

e, *“with her aunt, Miss Mor-
t. Itisa dall home for the girl, for
Miss Mordaunt—who is a far-away cousin
of mine, by the way—is a most peculiar
person, and quite miserly in her habita
She rarely goes out, and mnever by any
chance has any visitors. She has the
reputation of being very rich, and she must
be fairly well off, for she never spends any-
thing,” Sir John added musingly. “Oaly
keepe one servant, and sells all her frait
tndvleg:tablu. I fancy poor Doris has a
hard life enough. She certainly has a dull
meedldm vnalll, my lnd{.";h and he
eprecatingly at his wife, “you
would ask her h::s occasionally. It would
be a little change for the child, and Floss
is so fond of her.”

“JIf you are content that she should be
oonsidered Floss’s visitor, and remain in
the nursery, I am quite willing to invite
her,” Lady Oecil answered in her ooldest,
sweetest voice,  but I must really decline
to allow her to appear in the drawing-
room among my visitors, She has not a
dress fit to be geep, and her manners are
quite too—im ble.”

“ Nay, there I differ from you,” Sir John
answered, stoutly. * Her frocks may be—
I dare say they are—shabby enough ; but I
defy any ome to find fault with her
manners. She is a perfect lady, what-
over else she is, like her mother before
her. Ah,” and his voice changed suddenly,
and his eyes brightened, ‘‘here is Floss
coming to meet us,”

Floss was Sir John's only child, the
very apple of his eye, and the pride and
delight of his life. She was a pretty
child, with her mother’s golden hair and
] bright blue eyes, but with her father’s
amiable disposition and generous heart,
She admired, but was secretly a little
| afraid of her mother, who had never quite
{ forgiven her for not being a boy, and
4 regarded her more a8 a beautiful superior

being to be worshipped and adored from a
distance, than a mother to be loved and
caressed. She adored her father, over
whom she exercised a beneficent despo-

tism, and had taken a great fancy to
Paul Beauwont, who was naturally fond
of children, and was always ing to
phg with her, and to bring her chocolates
and toys.

Floss's arrival ¢ the conversation ;
and, although Sir John's narrative had

sharpened rather than allayed the curi-
osity which the girl's lovely face had
raised in Beaumont's mind, he was much
too wary and polite to continue a subject
which was, evidently, distastefal to his
hoatess, or to persist in praising the beauty
of one pretty woman to another. So he
allowed the subjest to drop; but after
lunch was over, and he and Floss were
alone in the garden—Sir John had walked
off to the atables, and Lady Cecil had
retired to her dressing-room—he returned

to it,
¢ Floas,” he #aid, lazily—he was lyin
on the smoking, with half-cl
eyesa, while Floss sat by his side and stuck
flowers into his battonhole, and Soot, the
terrier, and Jeannie, the colley dog, also
sat at a little distance and watched her
roceedings with eager eyes—“I saw a
iend of yours this morning.”
“Did yout Who was it3”
“Give a

»

“Oh, I oan't Paul. Tell me.
Was it old Mrs. m t” .

“Don't know the lady; but this one
was not old. She was young and beau-
tifal, like—you and me.”

“ You are aot beautiful, Paul, and you
are not very young, either,” Floss inter-
rupted, with unflattering candour. “You
have white hairs, and wrinkles round your
eyes; but mever mind, dear,” and Floss
tickled his nose lovingly with a I
grass, “I loves you just the same!
allus loves people with white hairs and
wrinkles, cause my dad has 'em, and I
loves midsd better than any one else in
the whole world,” cried Floss, eagerly, and
then sentiment suddenly vanished, and
curiosity returned, and she enquired :

“ Who did you see, this morning t”

¢ Doris Cairnes.”

. “] know,” Floss nodded emphatically.
“J s'pose you saw her in church. I wish
I could go to church and see her too. I
used to, once, but mother says I fidget
her, g0 I don't go when she is at home,
and I never see Doris now.”

“ Does she never come here § ”

“No, never ; I don’t think,” Floss added
ih:'r a confidential whisper, ‘ mother likes
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“ Why don't you think sot”

% Oh, because, when she used to come—
dad and me used to bring her sometimes—
mother used to look at her like this,” and
the young mimic drew up her head and
i:? such a ludicrous imitation of ome of

y Oecil's oold, disdainful side glances,
that, involuntarily, Paul lsughed outright,
“and Doris thought she didn’t like her, so
she never comes now, and I am so sorry,
’cause I never see her.”

¢ Can't you go to the Red House ¢ *

“ Not by myself, and nurse won't take
me.”

““Shall I take yout? Shall we go this
afternoon ¥ ”

Paul could not have told why he made
the n, or have explained the
sudden interest which he felt in the pretty
country girL. He had seen scores of
prettier faces, and had never felt the
slightest desire to imrrove their ownexs’
acquaintance ; but he felt an odd longing
to see more of Doris Cairnes.

Floss wolcomed the proposal with
avidity. She jumped up quickly from

the gonnd.

*Yes, come on,” she said, decisively,
“we'll go.”

“I suppose your mother wouldn't be
angry, eh1” Paul said, as he lazily fol-
Towed her example, and brushed away the
flowers and leaves from his coat.

“Not if I am with you Mother is
never angry with you,” Fioss returned,
solemnly. ¢ Everything you do is wight
in her eyes.” '

This last sentence sounded so much
more like a quotation, than an original
remark, that Paul stopped suddenly, and
looked down at her enquiringly.

“ How do you know that §” he said.

“’Cause nurse said so to Celestine;
and nurse allus knows everything,” Floss
answered, confidently. *“Come on! and
don’t wrinkle up your forehead and look
so cross and ugly,” she added, reprovingly,
as she slipped her small hand into his.

Paul laughed as he gave it a kindly
pressure. For a moment he had felt
slightly annoyed and surprised to hear
that Lady Cecil's manner towards him had

been the subject of comment among the
lynx-eyed domestics, who, no doubs, were
fally aware of his history, and of the
relations which once existed between
bim and their mistress; then he lsughed
and shrugged his broad shoulders. :

“ What does it matter?” he thought,
and he gave Flom’s hand a squeezs,

% Come on,” he said, gaily.

Lady Oecil, sitting at her ing-room
window, watched the odd pair of friends
cross the lawn, attended by the two dogs,
and smiled c tuounsly over the fancy
which Beaumont had taken for Floes's
society.

“ He used not to be so fond of children,
in the old days,” she thought. “ Was it
because Floss was her child; the child of
the only woman whom—or, s0 he had
often told her—he had ever loved or de-
sired to make his wife? " .

Her face softened at the thought. For
s moment she felt more tenderly towards
Floss than she had ever felt before, watched
with almost a motherly pride in her besan-
tifal eyes, as the little white , with
the floating golden hair and blue ribbons,
went dancing across the lawn by Beau-
mont’s side, and dissppeared behind the
thick belt of shrabs that divided the lawn
from the park. .

It was a beautifal scene on which she

from her window; as far as eye
could reach stretched pastures and
waving fields of ripening corn, and it was
all hers now by right of marriage. She
had sold herself for it, and for her beau-
tifal home, and Sir John’s great wealth.
She bad made her bargain with her eyes
open, and she had mnever, until now, re-
pented it, or acknowledged that it had
failed to bring her the happiness she had
expected. Bat now, as she watched Paul
Beaumont's tall figure striding acroes the
park, with the child dancing round him, a
great distaste for and a sundden conviction
of the emptiness of life came over her,
and hot, scalding tears welled up into her
beautifal eyes. Ob, why had fate dealt
go hardly with her?! Why had riches
come to Paul only when it was too late?
she wondered, bitterly.
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CHAPTER XXII. AMICE'S RESOLUTION.

AMIcE had a strange liking for being
alone in the big house at night. She had
no fears of ghosts or apparitions, for the
risters had lived too free and healthy a life
from childhood to have foolish fancies. She
did not know her father had gone out, as,
in all the excitement, Elva had not men-
tioned it; and she merely wished to remain
up in case there was anything wanted for
Hoel Fenner, so that Elva might have a
good night’s rest, and feel easy. The
morning-room was not so big and lonely as
the drawing-room, and, having got a large
white shawl to wrap round her, Amice
began her vigil by slowly walking up and
down, to prevent herself getting sleepy:
Jones Enew she was here, and Symee,
too; but Symee was not strong enough
for watching ; and Amice always considered
other people before herself, especially she
considered Symee.
As she paced to and fro, her mind re-
verted with painful distinctness to her
father’s conduct towards her. She even
once pulled up hersleeve and looked at the
mark to make quite sure that it had not all
a dream. Yet, surely, it must be
facy. He, s0 gentle, 8o loving towards
Elva, and, usually, towards herself, what
could she have dome to anger him$ She
had merely asked about Jesse Vicary. Was
that wrong? She remembered so clearly
Jesse’s face of agony in that lonely wood ;
tho saw, as if still before her, the mute
despair of the strong, noble-hearted man

whose life she knew so much of from
Symee. Some strong sorrow it must have
been to have changed his whole expression
and his ambition. It could not all have
been caused by Symee’s refasal to go and

live with him. What, then, was it 1 Could

it be anything wrong? Symee knew

nothing of it certainly; but then she

ought to know it. She ought to go and

live with her only relation, and help him,

Tired at last of walking, Amice sat
down, and, after a time she folded her
hands, and her eyes seemed to see nothing
before them. The ardent spirit was, as it
were, released from its prison, and soared
far away into a region where thought is un-
translateable ; ans thus, for a short period,
Awmice was happy.

She was roused from her dream by the
sound of carriage wheels, and stood up
suddenly, wondering what this could mean.
Perhaps Mr. Fenner’s uncle had heard of
his accident, and had come to see him ;
perhaps some one was soliciting help from
them. She listened attentively ; she knew
Jones had not gone to bed ; he would come
down and open the door; but she must
soon go out and see what help was wanted.
Her dream had been so grand, so beauti-
ful, it seemed almost pain to come back to
every-day life,. But Amice never paused,
or was turned back from her duty by
common difficulties.

Now she listened again. The bell
sounded, and, strange, the carriage drove
away. Not even yet imagining it could
be the home carriage, Amice walked to-
ward the door and opened it. She heard
the hall-door open, and Jones saying some-
thing she could not hear. .

“ Who could it bet” She felt a little
shy, It might be a stranger. Very
slowly she walked up the small passage

nlia
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leading to the central hall. She heard
Jones actually walking away again down
the passage towards the servants’ hall
What had he done with the stranger?
Amice paused again, and listened. She
heard the study-door shut, then open
again, and then at last she recognised her
father’s footstep. He crossed over to the
drawing-room ; and Amice trembled for
fear he should come to the morning-room,
and find her there. ‘

1 must tell him,” she thought, * why I
stayed up. It is late. 'Where has he
been? How strange.”

She walked softly across the hall, and
entered the study, for the door was wide
open, and there were two candles burning
on the writing-table, Amice tried to feel
brave. She was doing no harm ; it was
her duty to tell her father that she was
sitting up. Standing there, she involun-
tarily cast her eyes on the table and noticed
a large bundle of yellow-looking papers
lying on the blotting-book; the writing
was plain and lawyer-like, and it was easy
enough to read :

% Copy of the title.deeds of the property
known as Westacre Lands, now in the
poseession of John Pellew, Esq.
 January 18tb, 18— ¢ J. Button.”

“ Westacre Lands,” thought Amice.
“ That’s papa’s property in the north. I
thought he bought it of some poor people
called Button. He often told us they felt
themselves injured about it, and that he
had to pension off the son. This must
have been a former owner.”

Amice argued this out, not because she
cared about the subject at all, but because
she tried to employ her mind till her
father should return; she was afraid he
might be vexed at finding her still up ; and
yet her motives had been of the best; it
was gilly to fear.

Then at last she heard her father’s foot-
steps again coming across from the drawing-
room. Hoe must have gone merely to fetch
something, Suddenly he entered, and
stood one moment transfixed at the sight
—at Amicoe standing there in a white
shawl, as if she were an apparition, her
immobility and her speechlessness giving
Mr, Kestell some cause to believe this was
indeed but an appearance, an optical
delusion ; and it was Amice herself who
broke the spell, wondering why her father
stood there staring at her in such amaze-
meént.

¢ Papa, I did not know you were out;
or that you were coming in so late. I

stayed up to make Elva feel quite easy, in
case Mr. Fenner should require anything.
Now you are sitting up, perhaps I had
better go to bed.”

Mr. Kestell had had time to recover his
oomposure during her speech. There was
nothing in it to find fault with; indeed,
the kind thought and kind action were
only what were to be expected from
Amice. Bat, nevertheless, he felt, as most
people do, extremely annoyed at having
been startled.

Anmwice, always Amice gliding about and
looking at him, It was becoming un-
bearable.

“Next time, my dear, you make these
arrangements, I prefer being told, I had
to go to Greystone to see one of the poor
sufferers of the accident whose presence
was unexpected.”

“Joseph Button was it, papat Mr.
Fenner told Elva about him, He is the
son of the man you bought Westacre Lands
from, isn’t he 3”

Her eyes unconsciously reverted to the
deeds.

‘“Ab, did he mention it to Fenner?”
said Mr. Kestell, coming near his writing-
table, and nervously placing his hand on
the title-deeds, looking up as he did so
at Amice. She glanced again towards her
father, and then at the papers, then again
at his face, What was the matter ¥ She
saw how strangely agitated he looked.
Never before had she seen him look like
this, His face said plainly: “ Have you
looked at these?” Bat his lips did not
utter any words. :

At this moment Amice felt the atrange,
terrible feeling come over her—the feeling
she hoped not to experience again. The
sight of the papers near to her made her
visibly shudder. Her father’s very presence
caused her to shrink away from him, so
that, without another word, she walked
slowly away, resolved not to be tempted
into saying what was on her lips; for
quite clearly and quite distinctly she saw
the word * guilt” written on his face.

And she was afraid to see more,

Before now she had had the unknown
dread and the unexplained shrinking, yet
the canse had never appeared ; but daring
these first moments of agony it was not so
much his guilt, whatever it might be, that
she thought of, but, besides, she now
recognised for a certainty that the children
were punished for the fathers. What she
called the curse, was, in truth, the punish-
ment of the gemerations. If it had to



] the wo!

KESTELL OF

Charles Dickens.]

GREYSTONE. 27

[January 11, 1860.]

descend to the third and fourth, what
would be the visitation on the first $

Sobbing, as if she had committed a
crime, Amice Kestell knelt near her bed
and prayed for forgiveness, forgiveness for
she knew not what, merely certain, for the
first time in her life, that fair and pros-

s as were the outward prospects of
the Kestell family, they were walking over
a flowery path beneath which a precipice
was hidden.

] must know, I must find out,” said
Amioce, aloud, “ there may yet be time for
restitution. Why did I not have the
courage to ask him then? It was a chance
given me, and I was too cowardly to take
it. Why must I know it—I, his child,
" or is it all some frightful temptation of the
devilt Am I accusing my father of some-
thing which is merely a fancy of my own
brain, and yet——" Gradually the fever
of her mind abated, and the peace of resig-
nation came over her; but this was not
before the morning light broke over the
moorland.

Another, and a very different, scene was
taking place in the study. When Amice
had gone—not stopping even to shut the
door—Mr. Kestell stood quite motionless
where he was, One hand was on the title-
deeds, and his eyes Here also ﬁx'io‘t:l on the
dirty parchments an pers, e grey
hue oxf his featuros—wghai,ch had so mgt::h
startled Amice, and where she had read
« guilt "—gave place to a cold per-
spiration, the effect of intense mental
activity or suffering. His lips slightly
opened, remained fixed, a8 did his eyes;
only the candles flickered a little as the
draught from the open door caught them.
It might have been five minutes or more
that Mr. Kestell of Greystone stood there.
He knew not, and no one heeded ; but
Nature’s great law of movement asserted
itself after a time, Mechanically, Mr.
Kestell lifted his hand from the papers,
and, walking slowly across the room, he
shut the door. The. sound of this did him
good ; he breathed more freely ; but as he
came back, he involuntarily remembered
the scene with Jesse. Vicary. It flashed
vividly before his eyes, just as if it were
being rehearsed again—Vicary was stand-
ing by the fireplace, insisting on knowing
the truth.

«“ He would have it,” murmured Mr.
Kestell, feeling himself really alone, now
that the door was shut. * He would
not let well alone, and those hot-headed
fellows mistake one 8o easily, I never said

anything to wound him; he inferred
everything so quickly, Perhaps I had
better have let things take another turn;
but I counld not help it, he forced my hand.”

Thus murmuring, as if the sound of his
own voioe were a relief to him, Mr, Kestell
went to a §rent burean placed in the corner
of his study. The top part consisted of
bookshelves, covered by glass doors; be-
low, there were three deep drawers.
There was a key in the glass doors; but
the drawers were not locked. If these
contained secrets, then Mr. Kestell did not
keep his secrets under lock and key.

Mr. Kestell stooped down and took from
the topmost drawer a large blue envelope,
which lay, if not quite at the top, at all
events, well within easy reach.

Then, going back to his writing-table, he
took out the contents of the envelope, and
compared them with the papers procured
from Button. There was a bundle of
private letters, which he put on one side ;
then some title-deeds, and these he com-
pared with Batton's dirty papers. Yes,
word for word they were the same ; and,
in the flowery language of the law, they
made over the property, known as West-
acre Lands, to John Pellew, Esq., of
Dungapore, Madras. To this document
was added the original title-deeds of the
Buttons, which enumerated the number
of fields and their .

It took Mr. Kestell some time to go
through these papers and compare them
together. He found no flaw in the copies;
indeed, he had not expected to find any;
but all the same, his keen glance took as
much care to detect one as if he had ex-
pected it.

Was the wish'father of the thought %

“T conclude the Buttons really owmed
these fields for many years ; their title was
quite good ; otherwise, the whole trans-
action might have fallen to the ground.
Pshaw | title-deeds are, after all, every day
found imperfect. If the law were to
meddle with half the deeds in England,
how many could stand$ John Pellew
paid a very small sum for the land—four
hundred pounds. Merely that; and now
it is worth thousands; just because I had
capital, and could work it. I paid more
than the four hundred, if my bill were
required of me. A man cannot accuse his
conscience of unfairness if he has had the
chance to come upon valuable property in
the way of ordinary business. I have
never taken even a stick from a hedge
without paying for it, never.”
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This confession of probity seemed gradu-
ally to restore Mr. Kestell to a calmer
frame of mind. He put up his own docu-
ments again into their cover, and replaced
them in the drawer; then, tying up
Batton’s bundle, he enclosed all these papers
ina lawyer’s envelope, and addressed
them to “J. Button.” As he sealed it,
however, Mr. Kestell thought :

st Perhaps, after all, that poor fellow will
never call for them again.”

CHAPTER XXIII, A MAN'S HONOUR.

To be only a partial invalid, and yet to
be made a great deal of, and to be con-
gidered very much of a hero is, even to the
most- modest and humble of individuals,
by no means an unhappy state of affairs,
Perhaps the feeling of the greatest unmixed
felicity which can be experienced is to be
a hero, and to be conscious at the same
time of repudiating all attempts at flattery.
The highest, or rather the essence of
flattery is imbibed when we are openly
rejecting the proffered cup; indeed, it
may not be altogether paradoxical to say
that a very humble man does not reject
admiration, because true humility is
seldom conscious that praise is being
offered.

Hoel Fenner's arm being imprisoned in
splints, and supported by a sling, made its
owner a decidedly interesting mortal
There were the laurels of the hero round
his head, and the myrtle-wreath of the
lover on his handsome brows; and, as
sometimes happens, the most Cassandra-
like prophet could find nothing but bloom-
ing flowers for the present, and prospective
buds for the future.

Miss Heaton, who had quite a knack of

discovering the canker in the rose, peered
in vain into Hoel and Elva's flowers to
disoover it, so she contented herself by
saying to her brother :
* % Qf course, Herbert, though you are so
much pleased about this engagement, I
very much doubt if it will answer. Elva
is such a wilful young woman; she will
never learn to obey, though, of course, now
she is quite ed by the prospects of
becoming a London lady.”

Mr. Heaton was having his tea, and
there was a quiet gravity on his face which
his sister could not construe into words,
Surely it could not possibly mean envy,
or a doubt of his own supreme happiness
under her kind care,

¢ Elva Kestell looks very happy; I met

her and Mr. Fenner to-day on the Beaoon.
It is very pretty to see her tenderness
coming to the surface.” ‘

“It won't last | Girls are so ridiculous
when they are engaged ; they fancy every
one is envying them, and thinking of
them.”

“I don’¢ think self-consciousness is
Elva’s failing,” smiled the Vicar, who, in
his q%iet way, was & keen observer.

* Well, perhaps not ; she does not care
enough for public opinion, and neither
does her sister. By the way, Herbert, I
met that etrange girl Amice to-day, and
she begged me to ask you if you oouﬂl give
her a few minutes’ conversation soon. I
do hope you will say you are too busy.”

“But I'm not too busy,” said the

%Vhy sho

Vicar, looking surprised. * uld I
say 80 1”

Miss Heaton coughed a little to give
herself time to find the answer,

“Well, if you once begin a few minutes’
conversation with & girl like Amice
Kestell, the minutes might grow into
hours.”

% What, on the same day? That would
be indeed serious,” the Vicar laughed.

*“Really, Herbert, that is ridiculous of
you! I mean there would be minutes’
conversation every day.”

“Miss Amice is not given to much
speech ; sometimes I cannot get her to
talk at all.”

“That is her way, so that she masy
appe:::l shy,” said Miss Heaton, mys

ously.

% Why should she want to appear ehy?”

%Really, men are so simple and short-
sighted | Don’t you understand, Herbert,
that Amice thinks you will be taken with
those shy manners of hers, and all that
cottage-visiting, and sitting up with old
women. It all means the same thing.”

“I should eay it meant a very kind
heart.”

“Of course you would say so. A man
is 50 easily taken in. Why, a blind bet
would see farther than you do.”

Poor Herbert, he felt that he was pay-
ing dearly for haying been asked for &
fow minutes’ conversation.

“When did she want to see me $”

“ After the Sunday-school ; but I have
asked Mr, Fenner and Elva to come 1D
then. You really must mot be rude t0
them.”

« No one is ever rude to lovers, my deal
except those who keep them from €8C
other. Well, I must be off to night

S
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school. I mean to try this year again, and,
after that, if my roughs won’t appreciate
their advantages they shall have no more
of my pearls. By the way, you know Miss
Grey can’t come this year, because of the
walk back. She says it was too much for
her last year, and yet she looks well
enough.”

Miss Heaton was, this time, very glad
her brother was so simple. Miss Grey
had lately become too attentive in the way
of working slippers *for the dear Vicar,”
and she had had a delicate hint that he
required no more worsted work.

] expect her aunt wants her company
at home, I only wish Amice had as care-
ful a parent; but really Mrs. Kestell is
quite a useless member of society, and
never looks after her daughters.”

] rather imagine that there are no
sach creatures as useless members of
society,” replied the Vicar, thoughtfally.
If one thinks of it seriously, every one is
useful in some way or other.”

Miss Heaton gave up arguing, and took
to herring-boning flannel, for, when her
feelings were rufiled, she generally went to
seek consolation in a flannel petticoat—an
intimate friend—and even Herbert him-
self always tried to avold saying much
when she was engaged on flannel.

Elva cared for none of these things at
present, she was enjoying her young dream
of happiness with the ardour which cha-
racterised her; and, happily for her, love
had at once to be represented by action.
All Hoel’s letters had to be written by her;
and what discussions and plans did mot
this lead to? She had go little to tell him
about the outeide world, and he had so
much to tell her; though, of course, perfect
candour is impossible between two, beings
who have to begin a new life of thought
together. In the first place, there was all
the truth about his Uncle Mellish : the
man whom the world looked upon as his
father. Elva was prepared to like him.
Curiosity about a set of new relations was
quite natural ; and Hoel expressed himself
very properly concerning his uncle, But
then, how could he explain to Elva that as
she was an heiress, he was overjoyed at being
able to tell his uncle, in a perfectly correct
fashion, that he might keep or throw away
his money as he liked. No; Elva could
not be told this; but, nevertheless, Hoel's
secret satisfaction over this fact conside-
rably heightened his happiness. It might
be a very unworthy feeling ; but it was there.

Elva’s sudden softness was also most
gratifying to his manly feelings., If he had
admired the independent, original-minded
Elva Kestell, he foved her in a far more
satisfactory manner now that the feminine
element of tenderness was so much more
apparent. That desire for mastery in man
has its great, as well as its little side; it
springs from the wealth of his strength
as well as the pride resultant from that
strength. It is caused by an earnest desire
to protect something weaker than itself, in
order that strength may be more fully
realised. On the other hand, it is difficult
to protect a person who fancies she does
not need our protection : so that, in trath,
the manlier a man is the more will he ap-
preciate the opposite sex in its weakness,
and not in its exhibition of independence.

If now and then in their conversations,
Hoel suddenly discovered in Elva a trace of
a finer nature than his own, he would not
dwell on the discovery. When once she
belonged to him her being would be merged
into his, and he was quite ready to share
everything with his wife, because, as his
wife, Elva would be a reflection of himself.
How his heart beat when he saw more
plainly every hour that he had been right
in following his instinct, Love could
drown free thought. In a wife it is better
to have an echo than a second voice ; and
every one acknowledges that there is a
strange fascination in echoes, for they
enhance the interest of the original
sound.

The late autumn weather was very
beautiful this year. Winter seemed un-
willing to appear; even the leaves fell
reluctantly from their parent stem. All
along the road by the five Pools the
gorgeous colouring seemed to make
spurious sunshine. The beeches were
dagzling to look at; the oaks, too, with
every shade of gold, russet, and brown, did
their best to cheat autumn of its sorrow.
To walk side by side with Hoel, sheltered
from wind and all, even to pause and sit
down on some bank of dry leaves, seomed
to Elva a perfect foretaste of happiness.
If now and then she found herself dis-
agreeing with him, she was silent, or only
half expressed her disagreement, for fear of
marring all the harmony of the moment.
Of one thing, however, they never spoke ;
and that was of Elva’s former attempts at
writing & book. She even felt ashamed
of the attempt; it was as if she had dis-
honoured the profession_of letters. (;Hoel,
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who was so clever, 80 keen a critic, was
very good not to recur to the subject. So
she thought when, side by side, they
discuased books or talked of the future;
but during some moments when he was not
with her, a sudden wave of thought came
over her that, bad as her book might have
been in form, there were a few ideas worth
something in it. Hoel had acknowleged as
much. At such times Elva experienced the
firat feeling of the bondage of love ; for there
is nothing more difficult to human beings
than to be perfectly trne to themselves;
the overpowering force of opinion, both
public and private, undermines the true
self. So crashing cap the weight be, that,
for the happiness of the individual, it is
better to be ignorant of the fact; but the
greater originality possessed by the unit
the greater will be the power to recognise
the overwhelming antagoniem of the mul-
titade to the individual. In this fact lies
the danger to perfect happiness, even of
wedded life; for few men, and fower
women, can realise that freedom is true
happiness, Civilised as we are now in this
marvellous age of ours, there are yet few
who see that slavery is still rampant, the
slavery of the mind; and by this we do
not mean to tonch old-world institations or
their honoured customs, or the best
authority of parent or teacher, but a far
more subtle slavery which, as in the case
of Hoel, demands not submission in its
valgar senee, but submiseion of that heart
of a human being which, if once sub-
jected, lives ever in a restless state,
knowing that it is not achieving its
highest capabilities,
1 And yet, as far as each of them knew it,
and as far as the world could eee, this
romance was very perfect and very be
witching,

Close by the road, beyond the first
Pool, the lovers sat this bright day on a
great heap of fir-poles. The wind semt
long drawn out and somewhat melancholy
sighs through the pines, and the bracken
waved its tiny answers to it. The fallen
fira were reflected in the water.
now and then Hoel himself came into
the water-picture; and Elva watched his
reflection with a smile on her face. A
passer-by would have involuntarily admired
the pair.

They would have been struck by the
intellectnal refinement of the man’s face;
but some wave of sympathy would have
gone out towards Elva, who, in a dark-
brown dress, and a hat surrounded with

Every |

soft oetrich feathers, united strength and
womanliness in a very marked degree.

“It is just & week, Hoel, sinoe that
horrid accident,” said Elva, clasping her
hands in front of her, and looking, not at
Hoel, but at his reflection ; ‘“to me it seems
years, and yet we haven't said half what
we want $o say ; at least, I haven’t. You

romised you would read your uncle’s
otter to me. Shall I get it out of your
pocket 1 ”

Elva smiled a little shyly. Shyness had
come with love, and it made her doubly
beautifal in Hoel's eyes.

“ My right hand still,” he said with an
answering smile, * First, I want to tell
you about Uncle Mellish. I believe you
know that he is very fond of me. He
bas been s father to me in many ways.
Oa the otvher hand, I don’t think I am as
fond of him as I ovght to be.”

“I hope he will ike me. Do you think
he willt I am accustomed to old people.
At least, pspa may be old to some; but
to me he always seems young.”

“ Your father is devoted to you, Elva.
When I see him looking at you, I know I
have never had a father’s love.”

“ No one can pretend to be a father,
can they? Mine is the best, dearest,
noblest on earth.”

“You are a very faithfal friend, dear,”
he said, taking her right hand in his left
one, and kiesing it. ‘No one eounld call
you a fickle woman.”

“ No, I think not. I am glad you are
not like most mep, and talk nonsense
about all women being fickle and all
women heing vain.”

“You don’t believe in tradition then %
I suppose all sayings are founded on truth;
but all exceptions have a tendency to dis- -
believe in the rules,”

«I suppose men meet curious specimens
of our sex which we poor country folk
know nothing of. I wonder what is
really the difference between a man and a
woman apart from intellectual and physical
strength 3” !
Hoel thought a moment, and then
g8aid : \

I think it is a great dread of anything
touching their honour—I mean, given a
man of honour, I have known men do
strangely ill.considered things when they
fancied their personal honour was in
jeopardy.”

“ Would you $” j

“] can’t imagine what would hsppen to
me in that line; but still, ICcan so well |

J
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understand the feelings that I conclude I
should not be an exception.”

“If I jilted you, for instancet” said
Elva; and her whole face was illuminated
by a smile which made Hoel consider her
still more beautiful than he had previously
imagined.

“Yes; if you did—I should never for-
give you.”

¢ Really and truly 1”

¢ Yes ; but then, when I first loved you,
I knew that was impossible to your
nature.”

¢ 1 should always love yom, whatever
you did,” said Elva, in a low, passionate
voice, which frightened Hoel for a moment,
hecause it was the speech of the Elva he
konew so little of and wished to know
less,

“Did you ever fall in love before t ” she
went on, smiling, so that her last words
were like an unnatural ruffling of calm
waters.

Hoel smiled.

¢ Never till I saw you. Once I admired
a girl very much ; but, you see, I can make
the confession very calmly.”

“ You admired her very much, bat did
not fall in love. That is strange, isn’t it ¢
Why was it ¢

“In the first place, she was not a lady.
Her father was a working farmer some-
where, and her mother a very homely
body indeed. 8till, I did not know that
when I first saw her. She was a very
clever girl, very pretty—a governess in a
family I used to visit. The eldest son
was & college friend of mine.”

* And you went there and admired the
clever and pretty governess? I wonder
if she admired you, and whether you paid
her attentions? I sometimes think men
who do that are answerable for a great
many heartaches.”

Hoel smiled at Elva’s earnestnesa.

“There was, I dare say, some imprudence
on my part, but I hope not much. In the
first place, I knew beforehand Uncle
Mellish would never give his consent. I
did not mind much about that; but my
means were then less than they are now,
and my prospects not so good. I was
never far gone enough to be unable to
reason with myself.”

¢ Ob, then there was no fear of your
being very much in love. If I loved, I
should not reason at all—"

“ A woman’s argament. Bat, you see,
men ought to reason. Anyhow, Elsie
Warren could never have been my wife.”

‘ Eisioc Warren; what a pretty name !
But why, Hoelt Men have done all sorts
of things for love.”

‘ Because I found out that her father
had been, when quite a young man, im-
prisoned for a forgery. He yielded to a
sudden temptation, and the poor fellow
expiated his crime in prison. When he
came out, he married, and was a very
respectable member of society ever after-
wards, The story was but little known, and
it was quite by chance that I found it out.”

“ But poor Elsie Warren could not help
that. Sarely she was guiltless enough.”

 Oh, quite ; a perfectly ideal woman—
all golden hair and good feeling. Bat it
was what I was telling you just now; I
coald no more have married that girl, even
if I had loved her a thousand times more
than I love you—which, remember, I did
not—than I could have gone to Uncle
Mellish, aud asked him how much money
he was going to leave me ! ”

“ How strange |” said Elva, letting go
Hoel’s hand, and gazing at the slow flight
of a rook, ‘“how atrange! Now, if I had
been a man, I would ioave married Elsie
Warren, because her father had been once
disgraced ; and I should have shown her
that love can make up for everything.”

“Would yout And, afterwards, you
would have repented. Saurely it were wiger
to pause first. Thiok of that black secret
between a man and his wife always there ;
and if he were of a suspicious nature he
would have said she may deceive me as
her father deceived his own father, for he
forged his father’s name, There might be
even a lifellong dread that his children
might inherit crime. No, a thonsand times
no!”

¢ Oh, but love is so mercifal,” said Elva,
starting up in her excitement. * Hoel,
you talk like this just because you did not
love that girl, and so it is all right. Bat
I know you hetter. If you had loved her,
all those fature and past reasonings would
have disappeared ; you would have acted
as you did last Saturday. You would
bave said, ‘Let me suffer, only let me keep
suffering away from others’ I know you
would. If 1 had been a man, I would
have gone to her, and said—"

“ Said what, Elva 1 ” answered Hoel, now
rising and putting Elva’s right hand in his
left arm. This was just a case in which
he preferred Elva's agreeing with him.

“That we are not sent into the world to
visit the sins of the fathers upon the
children.”
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“But I am not sure that I should then
have been speaking the truth. Man is
made a judge over his fellows, otherwise,
how would society get on at allt From
the times of the Patriarchs to the days of
Constitutional Government, we can follow
the progress of human law, or, as some
would say, the Divine will, carried out by
the human instrument.”

The two walked on in silence a little
while. Elva was turning her thoughts
over, unable to express what she felt, till at
last Hoel, feeling she was wandering a
little from the centre round which he liked
her best to circle, remarked :

* A woman’s love, darling, is the grandest
and the best thing on earth ; but she must
not always expect her judgement to be the
same. Anyhow, on the score of honour,
you and I shall always be at one. If you
are lenient in thought, you would be stern
in principle.”

“I am afraid you would always bring me
round to your view against my will,” said
Elva; and Hoel, witi a sudden wave of
love, admiration, and entire agreement
with her last speech, sealed it with a kiss.
And then, when they had reached another
secluded spot, he took a small volume
from his pocket and read ont a poem
he had brought to discuss with his be-
trothed. It was “The Palace of Art,”
which, it so happened, Elva did not know
well. Hoel read beautifully; it was a
pleasure to listen to him, and Elva’s whole
soul seemed to lie in the placid depth of
her grey eyes as he finished :

“ Yot pull not down my palace towers that are

So lightly, beautifully built ;
Perchance I may return with others there,
When I have purged my guilt.”

“I suppose,” said Elva, I have built
my palace of art now; but I do not wish
to leave it.”

And Hoel was not insensible to this
exquisite ﬂatter{; exquisite because it
came from true lips. Was it possible for
a man not to feel elated by it? Not
certainly for a man like Hoel, who was
clever enough to know truth that was
veiled in humility. Love and life were
beantiful to both to-day, and worthy to be
sung by poets.

THE VIKINGS.

THIRTY years ago Mr. du Chaillu intro-
duced the Gorilla into European society
and scientific notice ; eight years ago, he

transported us to a delightful sojourn in
“The Land of the Midnight Sun;” and
now he bas presented us with a new
theory of our origin. It does not concern
the missing link, which, after all, has not
been found in his famous African monkey.
It has to do with the origin of the English,
or, as in deference to the other  nationali-
ties” forming the United Kingdom, one
should say, the British race, We have
been quite wrong, it seems, about our
progenitors. The people found om our
islands when William of Normandy kindly
came over to annex them, were not, as we
have been tanght to believe, a fusion of
Saxons, Jutes, and Angles, but pure ‘“hardy
Norsemen ”—real and original Vikings,

And here it may be necessary to explain
to many persons what they will not find
explained by Mr. du Chaillu. And that is,
that the word Viking has nothing to do
with Sea King, as seems to be often sup-
posed. The word, indeed, is not Vi-king,
but Vik-ing. The termination *ing,” is
equivalent to the English termination
‘“er,” as in hospitall-er, housebreak-er, etc.
The word * Vik” means not exactly the
sea, but an arm of the ses, like a bay or
fjord. If we could suppose that it meant
what the Scotch call a loch, then Vikings
would be Loch-ers—dwellers on or by the
lock. The old plural form was not Vik-
ings, but Vik-ingr. Itis a pity to dispel the
old Danish * Sea-king’s daughter from over
the sea” idea; but truth is great, and
truth compels us to see that the old Vik-
ings had nothing to do with kingship,

‘What, then, Mr. du Chaillu means is, not
that we are the lineal descendants of a race
of sea-potentates, but of a race who lived
by the sea away over in Scandinavia, The
people who established themselves in Eng-
land after the Romans withdrew, were, in
fact, Norsemen, and these Norsemen, or
Vikings, have had the largest share in
the ancestry of the race now called English,
The theory is more acceptable than that of
our Low-German origin, which has been
often propounded ; and it is not more wild
than many other theories which have been
advanced, It is a good and pleasing
theory in itself ; but then, unfortunately,
Mr.du Chaillu does not succeed in establish-
ing it, and the ethnologists will smite him
hip and thigh. 'We do not propose to dis-
cuss it; but in a fow sentences will state
the case as he presents it.

The English and Frankish chroniclers,
who are our chief authorities for the events
of what is called the Anglo-Saxon period,
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were, according to Mr. du Chaillu, bigoted
enemies of the Norsemen. They had no
real knowledge of the early settlement of
the country, and they coloured their narra-
tives by the animosity which they bore to
people whom they regarded as foes of the
| Church, and piratical monsters, The
Roman writers, who described the northern
tribes they found in these islands, were
uninformed both as to the names of the
tribes and their localities. ~They oon-
founded the Norsemen with the Angles
and Saxons, and classed them all as
Germans. Bat the real Saxons and Angles
were not seafaring people, and the Norse-
men were, Therefore, the probability is,
that the Norsemen descended on the
English coasts in the fifth century, just as
we know they did in the eighth, ninth,
and tenth centuries, and made settlements
here which were afterwards attacked by
men of the same race.

This is a slender basis for a theory ; but
Mr. du Chailla finds support for it in
resemblances which he has discovered
between the Norse civilisation and customs,
and those of England prior to the Norman
Conquest. He also finds confirmation of
it in the colonising and maritime pro-
pensities of the English race, even as it
exists unto this day. But he dismisses as
baseless legends all the cherished stories of
Hengist and Horsa ; and of the successive
invasions of Angles, Jutes, and Saxons in
the fifth and sixth centuries.

Now, we do not propose to discuss this
theory. It is one for ethnologists, and is
doubtless too dry for the majority of our
readers to go into further, although they
may be interested in this plain statement
of it. But whether Mr. du Chaillu is right
or wrong, he has thrown a flood of light
upon the manners and customs of an age
and a people whose influence upon all the
western nations has been enmormous. He
has literally devoured the Sagas, and the
result is a series of extremely interesting
pictures, some of which we propose to re-
produce, of the Viking Age,

The earliest ages of the cosmogony and
mythology of the Norgsemen are pictured
in three great poems, The central figure
is Odin ; but the real and the mythical are
so intermixed, that it is often impossible
to distinguish one from the other, Odin
goes in search of information, and learns
that there are nine worlds: 1, Muspel;
2, Asgard; 3, Vanaheim (home of the
Vanir) ; 4, Midgard ; 5, Alfheim (world of
the Alfar) ; 6, Maunheim (home of men) ;

7, Jotunheim (home of the Jotnar); 8,
Hel; 9, Nifheim. And then, in these
poems, we read of Yggdrasil, the ash-tree,
one of the strangest conceptions found in
any mythology :

An ash I know standing

Called Yggdrasil,

A high tree be-sprinkled

‘With white loam;

Thence came the dews

That drop in the dales;

It stands ever green

Spreading over the well of Urd.

Three roots stand

In three directions

Under the ash Yggdrasil ;

Hel dwells under one,

The Hrim-thursar under the second,

Under the third, mortal men.

Itis to the world of Hel, under Yggdrasil,
that Odin goes for news about his son
Baldar, who had died.

Baldar, called The Good, had many

t and dangerous dreams about his life,
which he told to the Asar, of whom Odin
was chief. They consulted, and resolved
to ask for safety for him from every kind
of danger. Odin’s wife, Frigga, took oaths
from fire, water, iron, and every kind of
metal, stones, earth, trees, sicknesses,
beasts, birds, poison, and serpents, that
they would spare Baldurs life. After
this, Baldur uged to entertain the gods by
standing up and allowing them to throw
things at him, Whatever they did, he
was not hurt, and they all thonght this
a great wonder. When Loki saw this he
was angry that Baldur was not hurt, so he
changed himself into the shape of a woman,
and went to Frigga, and told her that they
were all shooting at Baldur without hurting
him, Frigga said :

“ Weapons or trees will not hurt Baldur.
I have taken oaths from them all.”

The woman, Loki, asked :

“ Have all things taken oaths to spare
Baldur’s life 1"

Frigga answered :

*A bush grows east of Valholl called
Mistiltein (mistletoe). I thought it was
too young to take an oath.”

The woman went away; but Loki took
the mistletoe and tore it up, and went
with it to the Thing where the gods met.
Baldur’s brother, Hod, was standing in the
outermost ring of spectators, and to him
Loki said :

“Why dost thou not shoot at Baldur$”

“Becanse I am blind,” said Héd, “ and
also I have no weapon.”

Then said Loki : o

Do like other men, and show honcur
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to Baldur. I will show thee where he
stands. Shoot this stick at him.”

Hod shot the mistletoe stick at Baldur
as Loki directed, and Baldar fell dead to
the ground. This, goes on the Saga, was
the most unfortunate deed that has ever
been done among the gods and men.

“When Baldur was fallen, none of the
Asar could say a ward or touch him with
their hands, and they looked at each other
with the same mind towards the one who
had done this deed, but no one could take
revenge; it was such a place of peace.
‘When they tried to speak the tears came
first, so that no ome could tell to the other
his sorrow in words, Odin suffered most
from this loss, because he knew best what
a loss and damage to the Asar the death of
Baldur was,”

In the Norse literature Odin is constantly
referred to not only as a god, but also as a

| hero and leader of men. It is not neces-
sary to infer that any real person of the
name of Odin ever existed ; but, says Mr.
du Chailln—and this is another of his
startling theories—*‘ from the frequemcy
with which & migration northwards is
mentioned, and from the details with
which it is described, it is legitimate to
infer that the predecessors of the Norse-
men came from the south or south-east of
Europe, probably, to judge from literature
and archzology combined, from the shores
of the Black Sea.”

The knowledge of rune-writing was sup-
posed by the people to have come with
Odin, and the numerous Ranic inscriptions
are said to contain many characters resem-
bling the Etruscan letters.

‘To corroborate these records, a con-
siderable number of antiquities—the forms
of which are unknown in Italy, and are
similar to those of the North—have been
found in Southern Russia, and may be seen
in the museums of the country.”

It is partly from the Runic writings,
and partly from the archaological remainsg
called ¢ bog-finds,” that Mr, da Chaillu has
been able to describe how the old Norse-
men were dressed, and what were their
riding equipments, agricultural utensils,
cooking utensils, household veesels, wag-
gons, tools, weapons, and ships. By means
of these long-buried objects, we can now
“dress a warrior from head to foot, and
wonder at his costly and magnificent equip-
ment, and his superb an‘g well-finished
weapons, and can realise how magnificent
must have been some of his riding and
driving vehicles,”

Upon their swords the poets of the
Sagas lavished a wealth of figurative
epithets and poetical attributes. Thus,
they are called :

Odin’s flame ;

The Gleam of the Bettle ;
The Ice of Battle ;

The Serpent of the wound ;
The Wolf of the wound ;
The Dog of the helmet ;
The Battle-snake ;

The Glow of the Wu;
The Injurer of the Shields ;
The Fire of the Shields;
The Fire of the Battle ;
The Viper of the host ;
The Torch of the Blood ;
The Spake of the Brynja ;
The Fire of the Sea-kings ;
The Thorn of the Shields ;

The Fear of the Brynja ;
The Tongus of the Bosbbard,

One of the most celebrated swords was
“Tyrfing,” belonging to Sigurlami, the
Son of Odin. It shone, we read, like a
ray of sunshine, and slew a man every time
it was drawn. It was always to be
sheathed with the blood of man upon it;
it mever failed, and always carried victory
with it. Some weapons, as we see, had
special names attached to them ; but Mr.
du Chaillu suggests that the great fame
they acquired was due to the personal
bravery and great ekill of the warriors
who handled them, although, also, to some
extent, to the superior workmanship of the
blades. ~ Supernatural qualities were at-
tributed to them, and they were believed
to be rendered infallible by charms and
incantations while they were being forged.

Then, a8 to the ships, which play so im- |
portant & part in the life and history of the
Vikings. They also were called by figu-
rative and poetical names, as thus one of
the Saga-men :

Deer of the Surf;

Reindeer of Breezes ;

Sesa-king’s deer ;
Reindeer of the Shield-wall ;
Elk of the Fjords;

Sea-king’s Sledge ;

Horse of the Homé of Ics;
Soot-coloured Horse of tho Sea ;
Horse of the Gull’s track ;
Mare of the Surf ;

Horse of the Breeze ;

Raven of the Wind ;

Gull of the Fjord ;

Carriage of the Sea ;

The Sea-wader ;

Agir’s Steed ;

Tk of the Sew-gull's track
awk of the ’s ;
Raven of the Sea; ’
Snake of the Sea.

All their veasels were generically called
skip ; but there were different varieties.

—
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The warships were Dreki (Dragon), Skeid,
Soekkja, Skuts, Buza, Karfii The Her-
ship, or ip, was the most powerful
ship-of-war ; but the Dreki was the finest
and largest of all their vemsels, and was
ornamented on prow and stern with the
head and tail of a dragon.

The most beautifully proportiomed of
the ships was the * Ormrinn Langi” (long
serpent), which seemed as a model dewn
to the twelfth century. The * Skeid ” was
s swift vessel, holding benches for twenty
or thirty rowers. The largest mentioned
was one used by Erling Skjalgsson on
Viking expeditions; it had thirty-two
benches, and carried two hundred and
forty men, The “Skuta” was a small
vessel, much used, and often mentioned.
It contained fifteen benches, and the upper
part of the gunwale was so built that the
crew could find footing upon it from which
to board the enemy. The ¢ Busa” seems
to have been somewbat similar to the
*“ Dreki,” for thus writes one of the
Scalds :

¢ King Harald Hardradi had a buza-ship
built at Eyrar, daring the winter. It was
made as large as the Long Serpent, and as
goed as could be in every way. It had a
dragon’s head on its prow, and a tail in
its stern, and the beaks were ornamented
with gold all over. It had thirty-five
rooms (benches), was large in proportion
thereto, and very fine. The King was
very careful abont its outfit, sails, rigging,
anchors, and ropes.”

Ironclad ships, used as battering-rams,
are mentioned. At the battle between
Hakin Jarl and the Joms Vikings, Eirik
had & ship, the upper part of which was
provided with a projection of iron spikes,
for ramming. Then, in the Fridthjof Saga,
we read :

 Thorstein had & ship called *Ellidi ;’
fifteen men rowed on each side of it. It
had & carved prow and stern ; and it was
strong, like a sea-going ehip ; and ite sides
were sheathed with iron.”

The * Knerric” were the merchant-
ships, larger than the war-ships, and
stoutly built, to stand heavy seas. The
war-ships had often a crow’s-nest at the
masthead large emough to hold several
warriors, who, from that height, could
throw missiles at the enemy.

The diffrent parts of the ship were, the
“ lypting,” an elevated place on which the
commander stood and steered ; the ‘“‘stafn ”
(prow); the ‘“rausen” (forecastle); the
“fyrir-ram"” (fore-room); the “krapparum”

gstem«oom) ; and the * hasmiis-kista”
bigh-seat chest) or armoury. The ships
were highest at the stem and stern, and
were pointed at the ends; only the largest
appear to have been decked. The oars
were very long and very strong, about
twenty-six feet in length, and manned
by from two to four men each, accord-
ill:% to the weather and the weight of the
ship.

Great attention was paid to the painting
and ornamentation of the ships and sails,
The woodwork was richly carved; the
dragons were gilded or covered with thin
sheets of gold, and sparkled splendidly in
the sunshine. The sails were striped with
different colours, sometimes embroidered,
and sometimes even lined with far.

The dimensions of ships are rarely given
in the Sagas; but a twenty-seater must
have been about one hundred and ten feet
long. The “Long Serpent” of Olaf Trygg-
vason must have been one hundred and
eighty feet long, thirty-two feet beam, and
ten feet draught. The largest vessel
on reoord is the * Dragon,” of King Knut,
which had sixty oars, and must have been
about three hundred feet long. The fleots
gathered together for great expeditions
were enormous. That assembled for the
battle of Bravill covered the whole Sound.
In one sea fight we read of three thousand
ships on one side alone! On naval expe-
ditions, provision-ships followed the fight-
ing ships.

The trading expeditions of the Vikings
Mr. du Chaillu traces as far south as Russia,
to the Black Sea, the Tizris, the Eaphrates,
and as far east as Samarcand, as weil as
over all the seas of Western Earope and
the Mediterranean. Here is an interestin
item from Egils’ Saga : :

¢ Thorolf had a Jarge sea-going ship ; in
every way it was most carefully built, and
painted all over above the water-line ; it
had a eail with blue and red stripes, and
all the rigging was very elaborate. This
he made ready, and ordered his men-
servants to go with it. He had put on
board dried fish, skins, tallow, grey far,
and other furs, which he had from the
mountains. All this was of much value.
He sent it westward to England, to buy
woollen cloth and other goods he needed.
They went southward along the coast, and
then out to sea. When they arrived in
England they found a good market, lorded
the ship with wheat and honey, wine and
cloth, and returned in the antumn with
fair winds.”

)
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: This is how a ship appeared to the
poets :

The sea howls, and the wave

Dashes the bright foam against the red wood,

‘While the ah? gapes

‘With the gold-ornamented mouth.

Fair woman, I saw a skeid

Launched in the river out to sea;

Look where the long hull

Of the proud dragon rides near the shore.

The bright manes of the serpent glitter,

For it has been launched off the rollers ;

The ornamental necks

Carried burnt gold.

The warrior’s Baldur takes down

His long tent on Saturday,

‘When beautiful women look out
From the town on the Serpent’s hull ;
‘The young King is just steering

His new skeid out of Nid westward,
White the oars of warriors

Fall into the sea.

The host of the King can rightly

Tear the oars out of the waters ;

‘Woman stands wondering at

The marvellous oar’s stroke.

The Northmen row on the nailed serpent,
Along the hail-stricken stream ;

It seems to the woman she sees

An eagle-wing of iron.

Insurance compsnies for cattle and
against fire were known amongst the early
Norsemen ; but we do not gather that they
extended to shipping.

Hospitality was a leading trait in their
characters ; and that man was honoured of
whom it could be eaid that his house
afforded accommodation to every ome.
The stranger was always well received,
and generously entertained, Their feasts
were notable for prolonged and heavy
drinking.

They dressed well, even with great
luxury. The materials used by both sexes
were linen, wool, silk, skins and furs.
There is mention also of * pell,” supposed
to be a kind of velvet. On many of the
garments was a border of lace, ribbon, or
band, called * hlad.” The colours mosat in
favour were blue, red, green, scarlet, and
purple. Grey was the every-day colour ;
and white * vadmal”—a coarse woollen
stuff — was the distinctive clothing of
slaves.

The men wore trousers fastened at the
waist with a belt. The socks were knitted
on to the trousers, and shoes were worn
over the socks. They wore linen and
woollen shirts under their coats of mail,
and over the shoulders a cloak with a
fringe or border. These cloaks were the
most costly part of the dress, One was
the “Kapa,” a hood-cloak of grey colour
for every-day use, and for feasts scarlet,
made up of skins or *“pell,” and lined with

fur. Another was the ¢ Feld,” the sides of
which were of different oolours. There
were also rain or dust-cloaks, and cloaks
made of reindeer-skin. Shoes of leather or
skins were used, fastened with strings of
silk wrapped round the leg to the knee.
Gloves of hart-skin stitched with gold
were worn, and sometimes these were
lined with down. In the hand either a
staff, a sword, or an axe, was carried. The
hats were black, grey, or white, and there
seems also to have been a silken cap orna-
mented with lace. The warriors wore
moustaches. The hair was worn long,
banging over the neck, parted in the
middle, and ornamented on the forehead
with a gold band.

The women wore a principal gown,
called the kyrtil. It was made very wide,
with a train and long sleeves, and was
fastened round the waist with a gold or
silver belt, from which suspended a bag
for rings, keys, ornaments, and housewife’s
appliances. Over the * kyrtil ” was worn a
kind of apron with fringes. The feetive
dress was the “sleedur,” which did not cover
the neck, and was there surmounted by a
collar and handkerchief The neck and
bust, however, were frequently left bare
and ornamented with necklaces, etc. There
was also a shoulder ornament, called
“ dvergar.” This is how a Saga describes
a lady of the period :

And the house-wife

Looked at her sleeves,

She smoothed the linen
And plaited them ;

She put up the head-dress,
A brooch was at her breast,
The dress-train was trailing,
The skirt had a blue tint ;
Her brow waa brighter,

Her breast was shining,

Her neck was whiter
Than pure, new-fallem snow.

The high-born women wore costly cloaks
out of doors; and, when travelling, they
wore overcoats, like the men, with a hood
of felt. Their undergarments were of linen
or silk, their hose were richly embroidered,
their head-coverings were of linen, with
bands or diadems of gold, and even their
night-dresses have been described. Girls
wore the hair long, wrapped round their
belt ; widows wore it hanging down. Long
yellow hair and a delicate complexion were
considered essentials of beauty.

Thus one Scald : * Helga was 8o bean-
tifal, that wise men say she was the most
beautifal woman in Iceland. Her hair
was 80 long that it could cover her whole
body, and was as fine as gold.”
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Aund thus another: * Hallgerd was sent
for, and came, with two women. She
wore a blue woven mantle and under it a
scarlet kirtle, with a silver belt; her hair
reached down to her waist on both sides,
and she tucked it under her belt.”

Both men and women were very fond
of jewels and golden objects. The orna-
ments were very numerous and of very
remarkable and skilfal workmanship. Mr.
du Chaillu has taken tracings and draw-
ings of an immense number of these,
which show a developement of taste and
artistic faculty such as we have never
been accustomed to associate with our
Norse ancestors,

Bat, indeed, in their occupations, their
pastimes, their social regulations, their
laws, and their industries, they were a
people vastly more advanced and refined
than we have been accustomed to regard
them. Take, for instance, the position of
woman.

It is shown by Mr. du Chaillu, from the
Sagas of the very earliest times, that
ancient laws accorded a high position to
women. ‘A maiden was highly respected,
and, on becoming a wife, she was greatly
honoured, and her- counsels had great
weight ; by marrying, she became the
companion and not the inferior of her
hasband. She held property in her own
right, whatever she received by inheri-
tance or by marriage being her own;
though there were restrictions put upon
her, as well as upon her husband, in regard
to the use of her property.” A chivalrous
regard was paid by men to women, and
youths went on warlike expeditions to
attain great fame, so that their acts could
be extolled, and themselves considered
worthy of the maidens they wished to woo.
Marriage was not a religious ceremony,
but a civil compact, regulated by law and
negotiated by binding contracts.

‘We have not space, however, to go into
the social relations of the Vikings. Enough
has been said to show that, whatever may
be the value of Mr. du Chailla’s ethno-
logical theory, we have mo cause to feel
ashamed of the ancestry with which he
seeks to endow Englishmen.

HISTORICAL ERRORS.

THAT is admirable advice which Seneca
gives us: Not to believe too readily any-
thing we hear; for some persons disguise
the truth in order to deceive, and others,

because they have themselves been de-
oeived. It is well to bear it in mind when
we come to the study of the historians—
who differ from other writers of fiction
chiefly in the assurance with which they
parade their fictions before us as incontest-
able facts.

Vopiscus asserted that no historian
could be named who had not imposed some
invention upon his readers ; and, as he was
an historian himself, he ought to have
known. He made this assertion, it is true,
before the art of historical whitewashing
had been perfected; that he would not
now be inclined to modify his opinion we
may, therefore, take for granted.

The science of history is involved in a
dubious atmoephere, which obscures not
only events and scenes, but persons; so
that it is as difficalt to get at the real cha-
racter of an historical worthy as at the
exact details of a decisive battle or critical
negotiation. Prejudice, partiality, religious
and political influences, help to increase
the confusion. In fact, one may almost
define the study of history as a kind of
Diogenes-like search after authenticity ; so
much is known to be false, and so much
more is suspected, that the difficulty is to
determine how little can be accepted as
genuine. In justification of what may
seem to be a too-sweeping censure, we
shall proceed to gather together a few of
the popular errors which generations of
historians have repeated in reference to
certain famous personages who, in their
time, played a more or less conspicuous
part in the world’s drama, and, by good
deeds, or bad, have contrived to make
themselves remembered.

Let us begin with ancient history, The
worshipful guild of schoolmasters, or peda-
gogues, have long been pleased to count
among their numbers so distinguished a
person as Dionysins the Younger, ex-
Tyrant of Syracuse ; but they must learn
to be content with sach lustre as their
profession can derive from the fact that
Louis Philippe, afterward King of the
French, once taught history and geography
in a college at Reichenan. For there is no
proof that Dionysius, when driven into
exile at Corinth, kept school there; and
one may hint one’s disbelief that, to a man
go motorious for his idle and dissolute
habits, the Corinthian parents would ever
have entrusted their children. Diodorus
Sicnlus says nothing about the school

We don’t want to frighten the reader
with our stores of classical knowledge ;) 8o,
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paseing over Theopompus and other con-
temporary historians, we shall quote only
from Plutarch, who states that the banished
Prince spent the remainder of his life in
great misery, and lived to an advanced
age; that through excessive intemperance
he lost his eyesight; and that he fre-
quented the barbers’ shops, jeering at
everybody — obviously an ill-conditioned
old man,

It is not to be denied that Cicero speaks
of the ex-tyrant as having kept school—
aperuisse ludum—at Corinth ; but he gives
it as an “on dit ;” and a learned German,
named Hermann, traces the origin of the
report to the coincidence that, about the
time spoken of, Greece rejoiced in a gram-
marian named Dionysius, who did teach
young people, as Diogenes Laertius informs
us; while Suidas speaks of another gram-
mar-teaching Dionysius as living in Corinth
itself, Out of thie identity of names sprang
the fiction which has so often been used to
point a moral and adorn a tale.

A good deal has been written about an
interview between Haunibal and Seipio,
alleged to have taken place when the
latter went on an embassy to Antiochus,
King of Syria. It was then that the great
Carthaginian remarked that he had placed
himself first among military commanders
until Scipio defeated him at Zama. But
there is no better authority for it than
gossiping Livy; and Polybius, who has
written an elaborate account of the
embassy in question, does not mention
Scipio as having had any part in it. In
short, this is one of those interviews that
never occurred,

Even the courage of Socrates has been
disputed as a doubtful quantity ; but we
will pass on to more modern times, and the
first fine old crusted tradition which we
shall attack in the Christian era is that of
the disgrace, poverty, and blindness of the
illustrious Belisarius, the last of the great
Romans. Who in his youth has not been
moved by the pathetic story of the blind
old hero — who had rendered such im-
portant services to the empire—wandering
about the streets of Rome, and crying to

the passers-by, * Date obolum Belisario ”$.

But it is not to be found in any contem-
porary record, and makes its first appear-
ance under the auspices of an obscure
Greek grammarian of the twelfth century,
named Joannes Tzoetzes, author of a poem
on the Trojan war, of an epic entitled
“The Chiliades,” and of other dull
works, long since consigned to a merciful

oblivion. With this friend of our boyhood
—do you remember Marmontel's ¢ Beli-
saire ” 1—we are compelled, therefore, to
part.

Do you know that pretty romance about
the Byzantine Emperor, Theophilus, and
his marrisge? The Russians observed,
down to the sixteenth century, a singular
institution in the marriage of the Czar.
They collected the daughters of their
principal nobles, who awaited in the Palace
the choice of their Sovereign. Eaphresyne,
the mother of Thneophilus, adopted a
similar method, it is said, in the nuptials
of her son. *With a golden apple in his
hand, he slowly walked between two lines
of contending beauties. His eye was
detained by the charms of Icasia, and, in
the awkwardness of a first declaration, the
Prince could only observe that, in this
world, woman had been the cause of much
evil ¢And surely, sir,’ she pertly replied,
‘they have likewise been the occasion of
much good.” This affectation of unseason-
able wit displeased the imperial lover ; he
turned aside in disgust ; Icasia concealed
ber mortification in a convent; and the
modest silence of Theodora was rewarded
with the gelden apple.”

This tale, which, on the face of it,
appears sufficiently improbable, has been
repeated by Gibbon with less than bis
usual incredulity. But Lebeau, in his
“ Histoire du Bas Empire,” successfully
challenges its authenticity.

How often has been attributed to Francis
the First, after his defeat at Pavia, the
striking phrase : * All is lost, save hononr.”
(* Tout est perdu, fors I'honneur.”) Only
the other day we saw it trotted out again.
Unfortunately, the letter to Louise of
Angoulédme, describing his misfortune, in
which the King—it was pretended—had
used this laconism, is extant, and the
pbrase is not there. It begins: * Pour
vous advertir comment ge porte le ressort
de mon infortune, de toutes choses ne m’est
demeuré que I'honneur et la vie, qui eat
sauve ” — ¢ Nothing remains to me but
honour and life, which is safe.” Not an
unkingly expression, but lacking the force
and terseness of the traditional phraseo-
logy. - .

gVyVe confess to a feeling of sorrow that
historical research should deprive us of all
these admirable “things that might have
been said.” As, for instance, the eaying
ageribed to Philip of Valois, when, after
his night's ride from the lost field of
Oressy, he drew bridle before the Castle of
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Ls Broye, and to the demand of the
governor who it was that sought admis-
sion, answered : “It is the fortune of
France !” Whereas, you may read in the
Mlx:ha.entio odiﬁo:is of g‘niousm that he lre-
plied, more simply, and less picturesquely :
“I¢ is the nn!gr{mte KmI;l of F?mcz.”
Again, when Louis the Sixteenthlaid his head
beneath theguillotine,his confessor, the Abbé
Edgeworth, dismissed him from this world,
80 it was said, with the beautifal viaticam :
“Fils de Saint Louis, montez au ciel!”
(“Son of Saint Louis, ascend to Heaven |”’)
Alas, the phrase was a later invention |
The chivalrons defiance attributed to
Cambronne, when at Waterloo the Imperial
Guard were invited to throw down their
arms, “ La garde meurt et ne se rend pas !”
(The Gaard dies, but does not surrender),
is now acknowledged to be an impudent
fiction. When Louis the Eighteenth was
restored to the throne of France, he
scquired considerable popularity by his
happy answer to an address congratulating
him on his return: ¢ There is but one
Frenchman the more.” The King was
incapable of anything so epigrammatic,
and the words were put in his mouth by
Talleyrand. It was at one time supposed
that the French man-of-war, ““Le Vengeur,”
at Lord Howe’s famous victory of the
“First of June,” 1794, refused to strike
her flag when overpowered, but went
down with her colours nailed to the mast-
head, and her crew shouting *Vive la
République |” French patriotism naturally
made much of so creditable an incident.
Unfortunately, as Carlyle has shown, it
never occurred. The “ Vengeur ” had been
taken possession of by her captors before
she sank.

The saying that “Providence favours
les bataillons”—not always true—has
been fastened upon Napoleon ; but Harte,
in his life of Gustavas Adolphus, describes
it as *““a profane and foolish maxim ” used
by Wallenstein, who, in his theory of war,
certainly acted upon it. It may be traced,
however, to the writers of antiquity ; and
Cicero alludes to it as ‘“ an old proverb.”

It is not true that the president Mathien
Molé (1584-1656), one of the most honest
and courageous of French statesmen, ever
said, “ Il y a loin du poignard d’un aseassin
4 la poitrine d'un honnéte homme.” (It is
far from an assasiin’s dagger to the breast
of an honest man.) He was too wise to
have uttered an epigram which all history
contradicts. But what he did say was:
‘* Quand vous m’aurez tué, il ne me faudra

que six pieds de terre.” (When you have
killed me, I shall want only six feet of
ear’h.) These, however, are *familiar
words,” as for example :

When the Norse sea-king, Harold
Hardrada, invaded England, and en-
ocountered the English fighting-men on the
banks of the Derwent, a brief conference
took place before the battle between
Tostig, his ally, and King Harold of
England, who offered Tostig the hand of
peace and all his old honours and
eatates,

¢ Bat if I accept this offer,” said Tostig,
“ what will you give to my true friend and
ally, Hardrada of Norway $”

““Seven feet of Euglish ground for a
grave,” replied our English Harold, *or
even & little more, seeing that he is taller
than other men,”

The remarkable incident in the early life
of Henry the Fifth, which connects the
young Prince with Chief Justice Gascoigne,
is sufficiently well known to every school-
boy. In a fray, in London streets, one of
the Prince’s retainers was captured by the
Lord Mayor's guard and carried before the
Chief Justice. When the Prince heard of
his arrest, he hastened to the judicial
chamber, and, with his own hands, en-
deavoured to undo the fetters. Gascoigne
interfered, and the Prince struck him in
the face; whereupon the Chief Justice
ordered him into custody, reprimanded him
for his misdeeds, and committed him to
the King’s Bench prison. The Prince,
awakening to a consciousness of his error,
submitted without resistance to the gaolers,
and suffered his punishment with a hu-
mility which provoked from his father’s
lips the celebrated exclamation : * Happy
the King who posasesses a magistrate reso-
late enough to discharge his duty upon
such an offender; and happy the father
who has a son so willing to submit himaself
to the law!”

Some recent writers have discredited
this anecdote ; but Lord Campbell, in his
“Lives of the Chief Justices,” brings for-
ward what seems to be unimpeachable
evidence in support of it ; except that the
blow in the face is not mentioned by the
earliest anthorities, Here is the account
given by Sir Thomas Elyot, in his book,
“ The Governor.” *“It hapned, that one
of his servantes, whom he fauoured well,
was, for felony by him committed, ar-
rained at the kynge's benche ; whereof
the prince, being advertised and incensed
by lyghte persons aboute him; in farions
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rage came hastily to the barre where his
seruante stood as a prisoner, and com-
manded him to be vngurd and set at
libertie ; whereat all men were abashed,
reserved [except] the chiefe justice, who
humbly exhorted the prince to be con-
tented, that his sernant mought be ordred,
accordynge to the aunciente lawes of this
realme; or if he wolde hane hym saued
from the rigour of the lawes, that he
shulde obtayne, if he moughte, of the
kynge his father, his gratious pardon, where-
by no lawe or justyce shulde be derogate.
With which answere the prince not
beyinge appeased, but rather more in-
flamed, endeauoured hymselfe to take away
his sernante. The judge considering the
perilous example and inconvenience that
mought therby ensue, with a valyante spirite
and courage, commanded the prince upon
his alegeance, to leave the prisoner and
depart his way. With which commande-
ment the prince, being set all in a fary, all
chafed and in a terrible manner, came vp
to the place of iugement, men thynkyng
that he wolde have slayn the iuge, or have
done to hym some damage; but the iuge
gittinge styll, without mouing, declaring the
maiestie of the kynge’s place of iugement,
and with an assured and bolde countenancs,
said to the prince these wordes followyng:
¢Syr, remember yourselfe; I kepe here
the place of the kyng your soueraine lorde
and father, to whom ye owe double obedi-
ence: wherfore, good syr and prince, in hys
name, I charge you desyste of your wyfulness
and vnlawfull enterprise, and from hensforth
give good example to those, whyche here-
after shall be your proper [own] subjects.
And nowe, for your contempte and dis-
obedience, go you to the pryson of the
kynge’s benche, whereunto I commytte
you, and remayne ye there prysoner vntyll
the pleasure of the kynge your father be
farther known.” With which wordes, being
abashed, and also wonderynge at the mar-
uaylous gravitie of that worshypfulle justyce,
the noble prince, layinge hys weapon aparte,
doying reuerence, departed, and went to
the kynge’s benche, as he was commanded.
Wherat his seruantes, disdaynge, came and
shewed to the kyng all the hole affair.”
The King’s exclamation is thus given by
Sir Thomas Elyot : O mercifal God, how
moche am I, above all other men, bounde
to your infinite goodnes, specially for that
ye have gyuen me a inge, who feareth not
to minister justyce, and also a sonne, who
can suffer umblely and obeye iustice !”
Byron, in his * Childe Harold,” pays

homage to the memory of *the starry
Galileo and his woes.” The great astro-
nomer’s “ three years of captivity ” have
been celebrated, not only by poets, but
also by artists, who have more than once
represented him as tracing on the walls of
his prison the figure of the terrestrial globe.
After having endured much petci persecu-
tion, Galileo, soon after the publication of
his ¢ Dialogue on the Two Great Systems
of the World,” was ordered by the Pope to
appear before the Roman Inquisition, Feb-
ruary the thirteenth, 1633, He resided
with Niccolini, the Tascan Ambassador,
until April, when he was committed for a
fortnight to the prison of the Inquisition;
but was afterwards allowed to return to
the Ambassador’s. On June the twentieth,
however, he was again brought before the
tribunal, which ordered him to abjure his
teaching, sentenced him to imprisonment
for an indefinite period, and required him
to recite once a week, for three years, the
Seven Penitential Psalms, It is not true
that he was confined in a cell or dungeon ;
but at first in the lodgings of one of the
superior officers of the tribunal, and after-
wards in the palace of Piccolomini, Arch-
bishop of Sienna, his disciple and friend.
Finally, in December of the same year,
the Pope sanctioned his retirement into
the country near Florence, though pro-
hibiting him from entering his beloved
city or receiving visits from his friends.
His afllictions ceased only with his life, on
the eighth of January, 1642.

Much discussion has been expended on
the subject of the alleged torture of Galileo
by the Inquisition, As the original re-
cords of his trial have never been pub-
lished, it seems impossible to arrive at an
suthoritative conclusion. It is certain
that the protection of the Grand Dake,
and more particularly the friendship of
Niccolini, secured for him a less severe
treatment than was generally accorded to
the Inquisition’s victims. Thus, we have
seen that his first term of imprisonment was
cut short by permission to return to the
Ambassador’s, and that his final sentence
was speedily commuted, and he was allowed
to seek an asylum with the Archbishop of
Sienna. Bat, on the other hand, it is
stated in this sentence that, much doubt
having existed as to Galileo’s intention,
which his answers did not clear up, his
judges had found it necessary to proceed
to ‘“the question,” and that he had then
replied, * Catholically.” Now, in the code
of the Inquisition, ‘this) (terrible phrase,
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“the question,” meant, as we know, the
torture—that is, the rack; and official
reports are extant in which it is noted
that, after being put to ‘the question,”
certain accused persons had made ‘‘Catholic
answers.” Remembering, then, the mystery
in which the trial of Galileo has always
been shrouded, and the power and
malignity of his enemies; taking into
account, also, what ‘the question” was
understood to signify in the prisons of the
Inquisition ; I think we may reasonably
infer, if we cannot distinctly assert, that
the torture was actually inflicted on the
illustrious astronomer.

A picture by Gigoux, a French artist of
repute, represents Leonardo da Vinci, the
great Italian master, as expiring on the
bosom of Francis the First. e same
subject had been previously treated by
Minagest. Both artists took their inspira-
tion from Vasari; but Da Vinci died at
Cloux, near Amboise, on the second of
May, and on that day the King was taking
his ease at Saiint Germain. gThe fact is,
Vesari was misled by a phrase in Vinci’s
epitaph, purporting that so divine a genius
merited to die “ in sinu regio,” which was
a poetical way of saying that he died at a
royal chiteau.

In the romantic history of the Trou-
badours we often read of the Floral Games
—Les jeux floraux — which were cele-
brated for many years at Toulouse : a kind
of tournament of poets, where rival bards
sang their fanciful compositions, and were
rewarded, according to their merits, with
garlands of flowers, and even more costly
prizes. The common story runs, that they
were founded by Clemence Isaure, a native
of Provence, born in or about 1464. Hav-
ing lost her father when she was five years
old, she was educated in strict seclusion ;
but near her gardenm lived Raoul, a young
Troubadour, who, as she grew up a beau-
tiful and accomplished woman, fell in love
with her, and made his passion known in
songe. She replied with flowers, as he
asked her to do:

Vous avez inspiré mes vers,

Qu’une fleur soit ma recompense.
—You have inspired my lays ; let a flower
be my reward. Raoul, however went to
the wars, and was elain in battle; where-
upon Clemence instituted—or, rather, re-
vived, for they had been established by the
Troubadours, but long forgotten — the
Floral Games, to which she devoted her
whole fortane.

There is .good reason to believe that

this pretty little romance of love and
song is entirely fictitious,

So, too, we must give up the story of
Eustache de Saint Pierre, who, it was said,
offered himself as a sacrifice to the ven-
geance of Edward the Third, at the siege of
Calais, and was saved by the intercession |
of Queen Philippa—a lovely story, breath-
ing the true spirit of chivalry, but resting,
unfortunately, on no sound historical basis.
Then there is the legend of William Tell,
which no doubt has often kindled a
flame of noble emulation in the hearts of
patriots ; this, too, I fear, must be sur-
rendered, like other of the illusions of our
youth, Dr. Ludwig Hausser, in his “ Die
Sage vom Tell,” has treated the subject with
true German exhaustiveness, and seems to
us to prove conclusively that, though a
person of the name of Tell existed, the
incidents with which he has been connected
have been invented, or borrowed from the
Icelandic Sagas,

The history of the world, however, is so |
rich in examples of patriotic devotion, that |
we can afford to spare a Tell or a Saint |
Pierre without being much the poorer for
the loss.

MOTHER CAREY AND HER
CHICKENS.

Wuo was the Mother Carey, the ap-
pearance of whose “chickens” is supposed
by the mariner to foretell a coming storm
The question is often asked, but seldom
answered, for nobody seems to know who
she was. Perhaps we can throw a little
light on the subject. .

Charles Kingeley gives a very vivid
picture of her. In his charming book
about ¢ The Water-Babies,” he tells how
little Tom, in search of his old master,
Grimes, is instructed to find his way
to Peacepool and Mother Carey’s Haven,
where the good whales go when they die.
On his way he meets a flock of petrels,
who invite him to go with them, sayiog :
“We are Mother Carey’s own chickens,
and she sonds us out over all the seas to
show the good birds the way home.” So
he comes to Peacepool at last, which is
miles and miles across ; and there the air
is clear and transparent, and the water
calm and lovely; and there the good
whales rest in happy sleep upon the
slumbering sea.

In the midst of Peacepool was one large |
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peaked iceberg. “ When Tom came near
it, it took the form of the grandest old
lady he had ever seen—a white marble
lady, sitting on a white marble thronme,
And from the foot of the throme there
swam away, out and in, and into the sea,
millions of new-born creatures, of more
shapes and colours than man ever dreamed.
And they were Mother Carey’s chickens,
whom she makes out of the sea-water all
the day long.”

Now this beautifal fancy of Kingsley’s—
and how beautifal it is can only be realised
by a complete reading of the story, so as
to understand the attributes and fanctions
of Mother Carey—is based upon fact, as all
beautiful fancies must be.

The fandamental idea of Kingsley's
picture is that of a fruitful and beneficent
mother. And Mother Carey is just the
Mater Cara of the medimval sailors. OQur
Mother Carey’s Chickens are the * Birds
of the Holy Virgin” of the south of
Earope, the * Oiseaux de Notre Dame” of
the French seamen.

One reason for associating the petrel
with the Holy Mother may possibly have
been in its supposed sleeplessness, The
bird was believed never to reet ; to hatch
its eggs under its wings; and to be
incessantly flying to and fro on the face of
the waters on messages of warning to
mariners. Even to this day, sailors be-
lieve that the albatross, the aristocratic
relation of the petrel, sleeps on the wing ;
and the power of the albatross, for
good and evil, readers of “The Ancient
Mariner” will remember. We say for

where a long spell of bad weather was
attributed to an albatross following the

ship.
The poet who sang :
Oh, stormy, storm terel !
Thou act's bird of wos,
Yet would I thou could’st tell me half
Of the misery thou dost know,

has, however, misunderstood the feeling
with which that little harbinger is regarded.
80 have many other persons. The petrel
is not a bird of woe, but a bird of

warning.
The Virgin Mary—Mater Cara—was
the special protectress of the early

Christian seamen, just as Amphitrite had
been the tutelary genius of his Greek,
and Venus of his Roman, progenitors, and
as Isis, the 'moon goddess, had been the

atronees of the Egyptian navigators.
!i‘he Catholic mariner still believes that the
Virgin has especial power over the winds
and the sea.

At Marseilles there is the shrine of

Notre Dame de la Garde, greatly venerated

by all the Provencal sailors; at Caen is
the shrine of Notre Dame de Délivrance;
at Havre, that of Notre Dame des Neiges
Brand tells us, in his book of Antiquities,
that on Good Friday Catholic mariners
‘“cock-bill” yards in mourning aud then
scourge an effigy of Judas Iscariot. The
practice atill continues, and as recently as
1881 a London newspaper contained an
account of the ceremony performed on

board several Portuguese vessels in the

London Docks. The proceedings always
closed with the Hymn to the Virgin

good and evil, because opinion fluctnated. | Mary.

Thus :

At length did cross an albatross,
Through the fog it came,

As if it had been a Christian soul
‘We hailed it in God’s name.

‘When the Mariner with his crossbow
did shoot the albatross, the crew said :

I had done a hellish thing,

And it would work them woe ;
For all averred 1 had killed the bird

That made the breeze to blow.

““Ah, wretoh | ” said they, ‘‘the bird to slay,
That made the breeze to blow.”

And once more, when the weather
cleared, they changed :
Then all averred I had killed the bird
That brought the fog and mist ;
“Twas right,” said they, * such birds to slay,
That bring the fog and mist.”

Coleridge, we are told, got his idea
from a passage in Shelvocke’s voyages,

In Rome, at the Church of Santa Maria
della Navicella, there is a small marble
ship which was offered by Pope Leo the
Tenth in execation of a vow after his escape
from shipwreck, The first thing done
by Magellan and his crew after their safe
return to Seville, was to perform penance
barefooted, clad in their shirts, and bearing
lighted tapers in their hands, at the shrine
of Oar Lady of Victory. And it is related
of Columbus, that on safe arrival after
8 storm at the Azores: *“The Admiral
and all the crew, bearing in remembrance
the vow which they had made the Thurs-
day before, to go barefooted; and in their
shirts, to some church of Oar Lady at the
first Jand, were of opinion that they ought
to discharge this vow. They accordingly
landed, and proceeded, according to their
vow, barefooted and in their shirts, toward
the hermitage.”
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We might cite countless instances, but
these will suffiee to show the -estimation
in which ‘“Mater Cara” was held by
Catholic seamen.

How it came to be supposed that the
smaller * Procellariee ” were only visible
before a storm, is not very apparent. In
point of fact, there is no more reason for
associating the petrel specially with storms
than there is for the belief expressed in
the old Scotch couplet :

It's never good ;v.ei:tll:lerm:ﬁg’ou'n on the land.

As a matter of fact, seagulls do fly far
inland in fine weather, and especi
during ploughing-time. And also, as a
matter of fact, the petrel lives at sea both
in fine weather and foul, because he is un-
] comfortable on land. It is only the breed-
ing season that he spends on shore ; while
the seagull is just as much at home on the
land as on the sea.

The scientific name of the petrel tribe is
¢ Procellarise,” from the Latin “ procella”
—a storm. It is a large family, all of
which are distinguished by a peculiar tube-
1 like arrangement of the nostrils, Their
feet, also, are peculiar in being without
any back toe, so that they can only with
gsﬁ difficulty rise on the wing from dry

Mother Carey’s Chickens are among the
smaller species of the family, and they
have both a shorter bill and a longer leg
than their relatives. Bat all the * Pro-
cellariee ” are moted for ranging further
from land than any of the sea-birds. Thus
they are often visible from ship- board
when no other animal life can be sighted ;
and thus it was, doubtless, that their ap-
pearance suggested safe harbour, and con-
sequent thanks to Mater Cara, to the
devout seaman,

Why the petrels are associated with
storms is thus not essily explained, seeing
that they are abroad in all weathers; but
a feasible suppoeition was advanced by
Pennant. It is that they gather from the
water sea-animals which are most abundant
before or after a storm, when the rea is in
a state of unusual commotion. All birds
are highly sensitive to atmospheric
changes, and all sea-birds seem to show
extra activity in threatening and * dirty”
weather.

There is another interesting thing about
Mother Carey’s Chicken, and that is, that
he is also called petrel, from the Italian
“Petrello,” or Little Peter. This is be-
cause he is supposed to be able, like the

Apostle, to walk on the water ; and as in
fact he does, with the aid of his wings.

Now St. Peter, both as a fisherman and
for his sea-walking, was always a favourite
saint with sailors, and was often in-
voked during storms, He was the patron
saint of Cortez, as he was also of the
Thames watermen. There is an old legend
that St. Peter went on board a fisherman’s
boat somewhere about the Nore, and that
it carried him, without sails or oars, to
the very spot which he selected aa the site
for Westminster Abbey.

In the Ruesian ports of the Baltic there

y {is firm belief in a species of water-spirit

called Rusalkas, who raise storms and
cause much damage to the shipping. The
great anniversary of these storm-spirits is
8t. Peter's Day. The John Dory, by the
way, is 8t. Peter’s fish, and it is said that
the spots on each side of its mouth, are
the marks of the Apostle’s thamb and
forefinger. It was called * janitore,” or
doorkeeper, because in its mouth was
found the peuny with which the Temple
tax was paid. Now Peter also was the
doorkeeper of heaven, and from janitore
to John Dory was an easy transition.

With fishermen, as was natural, St
Peter was held in high honour; and, in
Cornwall and Yorkshire, until quite
recently, it was customary to light bonfires
and to hold other ceremonies on St.
Peter’s Day, to signalise the opening of the
fishing season, and to bespeak luck. An'
old writer says of these customs at Guis-
boro’, in Yorkshire, that :

“The fishermen, on St. Peter's daye,
invited their friends and kinfolk to a
festivall kept after their fashion, with a
free hearte, and no show of niggardnesse.
That day their boats are dressed curiously
for the showe, their masts are painted,
and certain rytes observed amongst them
with sprinkling their bows with good
liquor, which custome or superstition,
sucked from their ancestors, even con-
tinueth down unto this present tyme.”

Perhaps at *this present tyme” the
ceremonies are not so elaborate; but
survivals of the ‘‘custome or super-
stition” are to be found yet in our fishing
villages.

It is_probable that the obeervers of St.
Peter’s Day do not know the origin of their
curious customs, It is certain that sailors,
as a class, do not now know why their
favourite little bird is called petrel. We
have tried to remove the stigma which, in
modern times, has ocoms  to_rest jupon




44  [January 11, 1890.)

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

[Condnoted by

Mother Carey’s Chicken. Let us no longer
do him wrong by supposing that he is
always the harbinger of woe. He has a
busy and a useful life, and it is one, as we
have seen, with tender, even sacred, associ-
ationa,

In conclusion, we must record as an in-
teresting, although not an agreeable item,
that in the days of the French Revolution
there was a notorious brood of Mother
Carey’s Chickens in Paris. They were the
female tag-rag-and-bobtail of the city,
whose appearance in the streets was under-
stood to forebode a fresh political tumault.
‘What an insult to our feathered friends to
bestow their time-honoured name on such
human fiends |

The real Mother Carey is she who ap-
peared to Tom and Ella in Peacepool, after
they had learned a few things about them-
selves and the world. They heard her
voice calling to them, and they looked,

crying :

“Oh, who are you, after all$ You are

ﬁur dear Mrs. Do-as-you-would-be-done-
y.”

“No, you are good Mrs. Be-done-by-as-
you-did ; but you are grown quite beautifal
now |”

“To you,” said the Fairy; “bat look
again.”

* Youn are Mother Carey,” said Tom, in
a very low, solemn voice; for he had
found out something which made him
very happy, and yet frightened him more
than all that he had ever seen.

“Bat you are grown quite young

m"

“To you,” said the Fairy; but look
again,”

“ You are the Irishwoman who met me
the day I went to Harthover!”

And when they looked again she was
neither of them, and yet all of them at
once,

¢ My name is written in my eyes, if you
have eyes to see it there,”

And they looked into her great, deep,
soft eyes, and they changed again and
again into every hue, as the light changes
in a diamond,

‘* Now read my name,” said she, at last,
and her eyes flashed for one moment, clear,
white, blazing light; but the children
could not read her name, for they were
dazzled, and hid their faces in their
hands,

They were only Water - Babies, and
i:nt beginning to learn the meaning of

ove.

THE STORY OF DORIS CAIRNES.

A SERIAL S8TORY.

By the Author of ** Count Paolo’s Ring," ** All Hallow's
Bve,” etc., ete,

—_—
" CHAPTER II

FLoss took Paul through the park and
across some fields, up a narrow green lane,
shut in on each side by tall box hedges,
until they reached a high wall, with a
narrow door, before which Floss paused
and looked at Beaumont. !

“We will go in this way ; it is the back
way, but you don’t miund, do you? And
then old Miss Mordaunt won't see us,” she
explained, in a loud whisper.

Paul nodded. Floss opened the door,
and they passed through it into the !
garden ; surely thclam{)rettieat, quaintest
garden Paul’s eyes ever rested upon, |
he thought. For here Nature was allowed
to hav:e;ﬂd h&r own way, :;d .hl: htd

ly id the trust reposed in her by
bo.?gowing upon the sheltered garden a
luxuriance of fruit, and flowers, and vege-
tables which no other garden in the neigh-
bourhood could boast. At one end was a
long strip of lawn, with a broken fountain
in the centre, round which the pigeons
were flying ; and sitting under the shelter
of a great apple-tree, and near the wall
where the peaches were already ripening,
was Doris Cairnes,

She had changed her dress since morn:
ing, Beaumont noticed approvingly. Then
she wore a dingy drab garment made by
the village dressmaker, in some hideous
travesty of the prevailing fashion; but
that was—though he little guessed it—a
sacred garment, purchased with Doris's
hard-earned pocket-money, and considered
by her much too good to wear on any but
special occasions. It had been carefully
put away as soon as she returned from
church, and the old cotton, which she had
made berself, substituted. The unpre-
tending straight skirt and little fall bodice
did not disguise the grace and beauty of
her tall, lithe form quite so much as the
fashionable garment of which Doris was
so proud; the sleeves were short, and
showed her dimpled wrists and pretty sun-
browned hands; the skirt was short, too,
and displayed more of her ankles and feet
than Doris herself quite approved of;
Paul noticed the change, approvingly, as
he advanced with his small companion
across the moss-covered paths.
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“Don’t make a noise,” Floss whispered,
gleefully, ¢‘she will be 8o surprised.”

Doris did not hear them. She was
bending over a portfolio which lay on the
grass, and was too much occupied in
straightening out the sheets of paper it
contained to notice their approach until
they were close at hand. Then, as Floss
involuntarily gave a stifled giggle, she
started, looked up, and sprang so suddenly
to her feet, that the sheets of paper were
scattered in every direction.

* Oh, Floss, how you startled me,” she
cried, as Floss sprang forward, and she
kiesed the little eager face. *There, don’t
strangle me quite, darling,” for the child's
little arms were flung so tightly round her
neck, and the sweet lips were kissing her
so vigorously, that, between hugs and
kisses, she was almost breathless; * be
merciful.”

“Oh, it is such a long time—such a
vewy long time—since I saw you, Doris,
and I have bringed Paul—Mr. Beaumont,
you know—to see you, too. He did see
you in church, this morning, and he
wanted to come, and I bringed him,”
Floss shouted, gleefully.

At this informal introduction Doris
coloured and looked up shyly at the tall,
bearded man, who was looking down at
her with such an amused smile in his sleepy
eyes; and being reassured by something
she read in his face—and which invariably
inspired confidence both in children and
dogs—she smiled and held out her band,
which Beaumont took and bowed over with
courtly deference.

« T am afraid we startled you ; allow me
to gather up your sketches,” he said.

He picked up the scattered sheets of
paper from the grass, and, glancing at one
or two as he did it, noticed that they were
by no means the crude, unfinished sketches
he expected to see ; but that they bore signs
of unmistakeable talent and skill. ‘ Why,
is it possible that these are your doing$”
he exclaimed. ¢ They are very clever.”

“Oh no.”

Doris shook her head ; but her soft
eyes grew brighter, and her face lighted
up at his words of praise.

“I can’t draw a stroke. These are
some of Laurence Ainslie’s sketches, He
brought them to me this afternoon.”

¢ And who is Laurence Ainslie? Why,
years and years ago, I used to know a
man of that name,”’ Paul said, and he sat
down on a fallen tree, and with a smile
and a gesture of his hand invited Doris

to sit down by his side, while he examined
the sketches more closely. She did so.
Her shyness quite vanished under the
influence of Beaumont's quiet, genial
manner, and she was soon chatting quite
gaily to him.

Laurence Ainslie was the Vicar’s nephew,
she told him ; he was an orphan ; both his
father and mother had died some years
ago, and he lived with the Vicar.

“He isin a bank at ——, and he hates it.”
Doris was encouraged by Paul’s interested
manner, and the delight—almost new to
her—of being able to talk openly to any
one of her hopes and interests. * He wants
to be an artist. He is always drawing;
he scarcely ever has a pencil out of his
hand ; and, oh, the Viecar does get so
angry, when he finds the ins of his
Greek and Latin books all covered with
sketches, and that Laurence, instead of
reading about Helen, and Dido, and—and
all the rest of them, has employed his
time in drawing their portraits ! ”

““He has, certainly, wonderfal talent,”
Panl said, musingly. Laurence Ainslie !
He knew, now, what the likeness, which
had puzzled him that morning in church,
meant, and of whom the bright-eyed boy
reminded him. Years ago, in the old,
happy days of poverty and lighthearted-
ness, he had known a young artist named
Laurence Ainslie, and had been a frequent
and welcome guest at his home, He re-
membered, too, his pretty wife, and the
child, for whom he used to take bonbons
and toys in those old days. They had
been friends, and they had been divided
by time and circumstances, and bad drifted
apart, as even the best of friends do drift
in these bustling, hurrying days of ours;
but Paul Beaumont had a longer memory
than most people, and now the remem-
brance of the kindmees he had received
from Mr. and Mre. Ainslie, and the many
pleasant hours he had spent at their house
in Hornsey, came vividly back to him. It
was odd, if this boy should prove to be the
son of his old friends, he thought,

He asked a few more questions of Doris,
who was quite willing to tell him all she
knew of her boy friend, and was soon
convinced that it was as he thought, and
that the boy had inherited a by no means
small share of his father’s talent.

“You must introduce me to him, Miss
Doris,” he said, pleasantly,  and if I can
help him in forwarding his wishes, I will
do all in my power, for his father’s sake.
Is he a nice boy ?”
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*Oh yes, and #o clever and handsoms,”
Doris cried, and her face flashed and her
great eyes grew so soft, and brilliant, and
fall of delight, that Paul no longer won-
dered that Lady Cecil did not care to
have her at the Hall. This girl, with her
flashing eyes and brilliant colonr, would
be no ignoble rival, even by the side of
my lady’s cold, statue-like beauty, he
thought.

“And Laurence is a great friend of
yours, eh, Miss Doris 1 he said, kindly.

“The greatest, indeed the only friend
I have. Aunt Joan is rather peculiar,”
Doris answered, shyly. ¢ She never goes
out anywhere, or has any visitors, and
she would like me to lead just as secluded
a life a8 she does herself. But she doesn’t
mind Laurence ; he is useful to her, you
gee,” and the sweet lips smiled rather con-
temptuously ; “ he often helps me in the
garden and does our marketing for us, so
she never makes any fuss about him | Oh,
I don’t know what I should do without
Laurence ; he is my only friend,” the girl
cried, with flushing cheeks and brighten-
ing eyes,

Paul looked at her kindly.

¢ Not your only friend. You would not
say that if you knew how kindly Sir John
wal speaking of you this morning, and the
interest he takes in you, both for your
own and your mother’s sake,” he said,

vely.
“Sir John? Yes, he is very kind,”
Doris replied, briefly.

Paul fancied she laid a slight emphasis
on the pronoun. He looked at her and
smiled.

“ And—my lady $” he said.

Doris coloured and cast down her eyes,

* She is very beautiful ; the moat beau-
tiful woman I ever saw,” she answered,
gently ; “but she belongs to a different
world altogether to—my world. I can’t
understand her, or she me,” the girl added,
with a little bitterness in her voice, and a
proud flash in her cheeks.

“You never go to the Hall, then$”
Paul asked. Floss had danced away in
pursuit of a butterfly, and they were
alone for a moment. Doris hesitated an
instant before she answered.

*“Very rarely. We are best apart,” she
said, coldly. “I am too shabby to mix
with the people I should meet at the
Hall ; too gauche and uncivilised, as well.
Their ways are not my ways; I went,
once—I met Sir John in the park, and
he insisted I should retarn with him—

there was a tennis party, and I shall never
forget how the fine ladies stared at me, or
how wretched and uncomfortable I felt,
until I could creep away and hide myself
from their scornfal glancea ! Idon’t often
ory, Mr. Beanmont,” and she glanced up
at him, and smiled and blushed ; “but I
cried myself almost blind, that night, with
thame and vexation, that I was so poor
and shabby, and so unlike other girls! It
was silly, was it not 1 for, after all, that is
not my fault | ”

Doris stopped suddenly ; the long lashes
foll and veiled her lovely eyes, a vivid
blush sprang up in her cheeks. Wasit a
look which she met in Paul’s eyes that
brought it there, that set her heart flut-
tering with a mingling of delight and con-
fasion? She became suddenly comscious
that she was talking too much about her-
gelf, and bestowing too much confidence
on this stranger, whose only claim to it
lay in the fact that he was Floss’s friend !
What would he think of her ¥ she
wondered, and she blushed and shrank
back into her shyness, and played mer-
vouely with her apron.

Paul did not take any notice of her
confusion. He picked up ome of the
sketches from the grass and looked at it
again. It showed decided talent, he
thought, and if the boy was really—which
he little doubted, for the likeness which
he bore to Paul’s old friend was too strong
to leave much room for doubt—the son of
Laurence Ainslie, he had a kind of claim
upon him, for the sake of the past and the
old friendship.

‘““He ought to study; his father would
have made a great name if he had lived,”
he said, musingly. “ Look here, my child,
you must introduce me to your friend, and
I will see if I can help him. I have many
friends among the artists, both in London
and Paris. I dare say one of them would
take him into his studio for a year or two,
and find out if he really has any great
talent, and would be likely to succeed.
If not, he had better do as his uncle
wishes, and stick to the bank,” he added,
and then paused, silenced and startled by
the strange, beautiful light which had
flashed into Doris’s eyes. She had clasped
her little brown hands on her kmee, her
face was lighted up, her whole frame was
quivering with nervous delight and excite-
ment, 88 she bent forward and looked at
him with a strange, intent gaze.

¢ Oh, will you really do this % ” she cried.

% Ohb, how can I thank yout It is just
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what I have hoped for and prayed for;
but never hoped to get! Laurie and I
have talked and planned so often, and
always the plans have come to mothing,
and we have talked in vain ; for we are
8o wretchedly poor, both of us, and we
could see no chanoe of earning any money.
But this is just the very thing! In
London, or Parie, he would have. every
advantage for stady, would he not$ There
are schools of art, galleries, everything!
Oh, thank you, a hundred times,” the
child cried, and before Paul knew what
she was doing, or had time to prevent
her, she had lifted his left hand to her
lips and kissed it:

He coloured, and laughed a little
awkwardly.

“ My dear child, how absurd! And
walt a little Do you know what this
would mean to yout Separation, the loss
of —as you said just mow —your only
friend. Consider a little.”

He watched her face keenly, as he spoke,
It paled a little, and a shadow clouded the
shining eyes ; for a moment she pressed her
lips—they had, naturally, a very sweet ex-
preseion, but there was a look of strength
and purpose about them, in epite of their
sweetness, Paul thought—tightly together,
as if in mental pain, then she answered,
in a grave, quiet voice:

1 have considered, over and over again ;
but, if it is for his good, I am willing to
let him go. Willingt Why, I would not
lift a finger to keep him back,” she added,
with a fine soorn in her voice.

‘ Remember, he—the Laurence you love
now—will never come back to you,” Paul
went on, rather cruelly. “You will send
him out into the world, and the tempta-
tions and dangers that will await him
there, and he will fight with them ; and
whether success or failure be his lot,
whether he comes out of the struggle a
better and nobler man, or maimed, and
bruised, and conquered, the struggle will
have left its mark upon him, and it is not
your Laurence, the boy you love now, that
will come back to you. Remembering
that, will you still send him $”

¢ Certainly,” she nodded, quaintly. “It
is good for him to go, to measure his
strength against others, and to try his
wings, Beside,” and her voice grew more
confident, *“I am not afraid. You see,”
and she clasped her hands again and looked
up at Paul with & charming smile, ¢ we
belong to each other—Laurence and I; I
cannot imagine either of us living a life

altogether separate from the other; hii
triumph would be my triumph ; his failure
my failure. I have no life, no interest:
apart from his; he is everything to me
and I to him; and yet I think on the
whole,” and she smiled, faintly, “I am
more neceesary to him than he is to me,
He is easily discouraged and cast down,
and he is not natarally very industrious,
and wants some one to spur him on, and
talk him out of his despondent moods. 1
can still do that, even if we are separated.
I can still think of him; give him my
heart’s best wishes and prayers. That is
a woman’s lot, you know! To stand on
the bank and watch those she Ioves best,
and who are dearest to her, sail past her
down the stream, into the great ocean of
life ; and though she may look and long,
she cannot follow them, she can only
wait 1"

Paal felt oddly touched and interested ;
bat he smiled, too. Was this that she
pictured, truly a woman’s lot, he won-
dered. It was certainly not the lot of
most of the women he knew—of the Lady
Cecils of his acquaintance ! Perhaps, here
and there, in some out-of-the-way, world-
forgotten place, there might be some sweet
soul who was content with it, some sweet
unselfish soul, such as the girl by his side,
who was willing to forget her own happi-
ness in that of others, and to watch, and
wait, and pray for him ; but he would not
find many such in his own world, he told
himself. Doris regarded him gravely.

“Why do you smilet It is true,” she
said,

“It may be. You and I live in dif
ferent worlds, my child,” he said, care
lessly. ¢ But about this protégé of yours
When will you introduce me to him?—
to-morrow $

“ To-morrow % ” Doris considered. I
is a busy day; but I dare say I coulc
manage to spare an hour in the evening,’
she said. ‘¢ Will that suit you $”

“Yes; sany time before seven. Wi
dine at half-past. Shall I meet him here
or at the Vicaraget”

“Oh, here, pleass. The Vicar woulc
be very angry if he knew I had spoker
about this to you,” Doris said, quickly.

“Very well.”

Paul looked at his watch. He woulc
willingly have lingered in the quiet garden
There was a quaint charm about it, and it
the girl by his side, that appealed some
how to his better self, He felt mor
amiable, less cynical and bitter, and mor
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content with life just then. Bat the dinner
at the Hall was served earlier on Sundays,
to allow the domestics to attend evening
service, and unpunctuality at meals was an
unpardonable sin in Sir John’s eyes. So,
somewhat reluctantly, he glanced at his
watch and rose,

“I must go. It is close on five,” he
said, “and we dine at half-past on Sunday.
Good-bye.”

He took the little hand and looked down
at it critically as it lay on his broad palm.
It was one of his theories that character
is shown as clearly in the hand as in the
face ; and the hand that lay in his, small
as it was, and sunbrowned, bore to his
eyes & resolute, steady look aboat the long,
lithe fingers and cool palm. He could
fancy how firmly those fingers would clasp
round a feeble hand ; how the touch of
that cool palm woald bring back strength
and courage to a fainting heart. Doris
saw the glance, followed it, and, wholly

misinterpreting its meaning, first coloured | passed

and then laughed.

“How brown my hands are | I never
knew how brown till now,” she said,
lightly. *“Let it go, pleass. I feel
ashamed now I see it in yours.”

“There is no need to be ashamed, my
child. What is the matter?”

Doris had started and snatched her hand
away, and was casting a half frightened,
half-defiant look towards the further end of
the garden. Paul followed the direction
of that glancee. He saw a tall woman,
shabbily dressed in an old grey gown and
battered hat. She had a red and black
checked shawl crossed over her bosom and
tied behind her waist, so as to leave the
arms at liberty; in one hand she held a
pail, and in another a basket of eggs, and
she was closely followed by a flock of
clacking hens and chickens and ducks,
She tarned and looked at Doris and Paul
Beaumont as she passed ; and the latter
thought he had rarely seem a more for-
bidding face. It was not an ugly face by
any means ; indeed, it bore traces of what
wmust once have been great beauty, for the
features were regular, and the black eyes
were still bright and piercing; but the
expression was suspicious and cunning,
and the whole face so repellent that in-
voluntarily Paul gave an exclamation of
surprise,

“ Why, who is that 1" he said. ¢ What
an unpleasant-looking person |”

Doris made him a quaint little curtey.
There was a world of mockery and disdain
in the gestare and in her mobile face as
she aunswered, in an old, dry voice :

*That, Mr. Beaumont, is my aunt,
Miss Joan Mordaunt. She does not look
very amiable, does she 3 Not exactly the ‘
person you would choose to pass your life
with, gh ¢ Bat, disagreeable as she looks,
she is my only relation; or, more truly,
Ferlnpl. the only one who has ever acknow-
edged me, or taken any notice of me.”

Paul laughed.

¢ She does not look very amiable! Will
she be angry because I am hers, talking to
you? Letme go and explain to her.”

¢ It does not matter.”

Doris touched his arm, and detained him
as he would have left her. ‘

¢ She will not be angry to-day, because
it is Sunday, and I am ailowed to waste
my time as I like. If it had been Satar-
day, instead of Sunday, she would not have
us by so quietly, I can assure you.
Here comes Floss. Well, dearest”—she
bent and kissed the child—* are you tired
of chasing the poor butterflies 1 ” :

“I'se not tired, but I'se hungry,” Floss
replied, with characteristic candour; *and
you never have no nice cakes at{ your
house, I know, 80 I think we’ll go, Paul
Good-bye, Doris ; are you glad I bringed
Paul to see you $”

“ Very glad, oh, very glad | ” Doris cried.

She held out her hand eagerly to Paul.
He held it silently for a minute, and his
eyes were fixed intently on her face.
What a sweet face it was, he thought. f

*Good-bye,” he said, kindly. * We'll
come and see you again soon, won’t we,
Flosst ”

“ Yes, we'll come again,” Floss shouted.
“We’ll come every day.”

Doris langhed; then Paul took off his
hat and opened the door that led into
the lane, and nodded and smiled. The
door closed, and Doris was alone again.
Her heart was beating with pure, unselfish
pleasure; her head was throbbing, her
cheeks were flashed ; she caught up her
sun-bonnet, and ran hurriedly into the
house and changed her dress for church.
She would go early; then she would see
Laurence and ask him to contrive to slip
away from his uncle after church, and then
they would go for a walk by the river, and
she would tell him the grand news. Oh,
how glad he would be, the girl thought.

The Right of Translating Articles from ALL THE YEAR ROUND is reserved bu the Authors.
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CHAPTER XXIV.
RESTITUTION OF ALL THINGS.

JESSE VICARY'S name had not yet been
mentioned at Rushbrook since Hoel had
been in the house. He seemed hardly
worth wasting time over when so many
much more delightful topics were always
at hand. Hoel's arm was going on as
well as possible. He had leave of absence
" from the editor of “The Current Reader,”
and he felt he had honestly earned a
holiday. The letter from his uncle, which
he had forgotten to show Elva, and which
he was not particularly anxious to show
her, had given him secret pleasure. He
saw plainly his uncle was nettled ; that
he recognised that the marriage he was
going to make, if not likely to enrich him
much in the actual present, yet certainly
placed the future in a golden light. No
need of any more “ifs” from his uncle.

The next day, which was :Sunday, Hoel
amused himself by sitting in an easy-chair
by a large fire in the drawing-room, and
re-reading his uncle’s epistle, Elva was
busy with various small daties, and had
volunteered to take a class in the place of
Miss Grey, who was beginning to think she
had worked very long without reward, and
that if the Vicar did not soon declare his
intentions, he must take the consequences,
in the shape of the loss of a teacher, a pair
of worked slippers, and one less at the
daily morning service, etc., ete.

All this reasoning was, however, im-

prisoned in Miss Grey’s heart; nothing
was known of it but a sad little note’
addressed to Mr. Heaton which spoke of a
heavy cold and the anxieties of her aunt,
who had seen the doctor shake his head
during his last visit to herself. This had
led Miss Heaton to remark :

“ Really, Herbert, what nonsense! Old
Miss Grey is so silly. Doctors always
shake their heads; they learn that sort of
thing when they take their first practice.
Miss Jane Grey is as strong as a horse, and
she writes to you becanse she knows yom
are 80 tender-hearted. Whatever you do,
don’t answer the note. I will write to
Elva Kestell. She is doing nothing but
spoon about with Hoel Fenner. Lovers
do aunoy me so much, I am quite glad to
geparate them.”

** Wait till you are in that happy state
yourself, Clara,” said the Viecar, smiling.
““ However, if Miss Kestell will take the
class, I shall be much obliged to her.”

And Elva, in the fulness of her new
joy, had said “Yes.” Joy had a softening
influence on her. She wanted to learn to
do all the things Hoel approved of, and she
had heard him admire Amice’s self-devotion
to her poor neighboura; so she hoped to
imitate her. ]

“You would hardly know Elva,” her
mother said to Mr. Kestell. “I never
thought she would give up her own
will like that.  They will be very
tiresome lovers.” All the same, Mrs.
Kestell looked ten years younger, and
was 8 great deal more among the
home circle. She even found energy
enough to scold Amice for going about as
if she were dreaming, and asked Hoel to
gee if he could not reform her. Hoel was
go clever at knowing the peerage, that he
won his futare mother-in-law’s heart ; her
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only cowplaint of him was that he could
not be found in Debrett.

Hoel was much interested to find him-
gelf for the first time in his life ome of a
family circle. It was a novel situation for
him, and he noticed many things which a
young man accustomed to a home - life
would have overlooked. Even at this
moment, whilst he waited for Mr. Kestell
to fetch him for a stroll before the carriage
came round, he wondered why it was that,
during all this week, he had not in the
least advanced in intimacy with Amice.
He did not know her or understand her
better than on the first Sunday he had
geen her. He did not like to have his
penetration baffled. Never before had he
looked at a human face and read nothin
on it which he.could understand. Goos
and devoted she was certainly, but what
was her motive? Was she in love with
Herbert Heaton? A hopeless attachment
No. If there were any understanding be-
tween them, Elva wounld have told him
about it

What could make a girl with wealth,
position, and everything that heart could
desire, dress somewhat dowdily, visit the
poor, and altogether act like no other
young lady of his acquaintanee?
seemed to take her sister's conduct as a
matter of course, Perhaps it was only his
ignorance of family life. Hoel was always
careful never to show ignorance on any
subject ; and, in truth, he had but little
to hide. No, he gave up this puzzle, and
re-read Uncle Mellish’s letter. It ran
thus :

“ MY DEAR HoEL,—I must thank you
for your telegram sent Sunday morning,
which informed me of your safety, before
I knew, indeed, that there had been any
accident, as I do not see an evening paper.
Let me congratulate you on baving - sus-
tained merely a slight injury. I hope
the Company will pay your doctor’s bill,
as in duty bound. And now, my dear
Hoel, what shall I say about your next
piece of news? It was most unexpected,
and I have not yet considered it in all ite
bearings, Till I have seen the young lady
in question, I cannot say whether you are
as fortunate as your lover-like sentiments
would lead me to expect, lovers’ praises
being proverbially blind. What you say
of the lady’s fortnne looks well on paper ;
but you must not think me umfeeling if
I waive my remarks till I have found out
all particulara from independent sources.
I have heard from an acquaintance that

‘Elva]

Kestell of Greystone was considered to be |
a very wealthy man, as he owns some
valuable mining property in the north;
but, of course, all this wants confirmation,
And, successful as you have been, the
small fortune left you by your father
will, I fear, not satisfy the requirements
of a wife brought up in the lap of luxury,
I wish I were able to travel. I could
then come and talk matters over with |
you. .As this is out of the question, I
hope, my dear Hoel, you will soon be able
to come to me, when I shall be glad to
satisfy myself that you are not committing
an imprudence for want of sound advice.
Always your affectionate uncle,
¢ MELLISH FENNER.”

“Good Heavens! I hope I shall never
be so calenlating,” thought Hoel, folding
up the letter with an impatient move-
ment. *“He wants me to go to him and
say, ‘Uncle, I can’t marry without your
help. You have hinted that I am to be
ﬁmr heir. What will you do for me now?’

ol if I had to beg for my next meal,
nothing conld induce me to do this. I
ehould like to kmow what enjoyment the
old man gets out of his. hoarded gold?
Patronage must be wonderful balm to the
shrivelled mind if he can carry his folly
as far as this. My choice has displeased
my uncle just because it is not impradent.
1 verily believe he has been waiting for
the time when I should fall in love in some
foolish fashion with a penniless beauty, to
come down with his advice and his offer of
help. Merciful Heavens!| what a trap I
have escaped | Klsie Warren would have
been just the occasion for Uncle Mellish’s
‘ mise en scéne.’ The old fellow has the
dramatic element in his character ; wants
to comein as the ‘ Deus ex machins,’ in the
third Act, and say: ‘Bless you, my chil- |
dren, if you are good I will give you jam
to put on your bread-and-butter’ Upon
my word I do feel glad, and sorry at the
same time—sorry the poor old man has
misased his great opportunity. Even now
I shudder to think I might have had to
eat a large slice of humble pie ; but no, no,
that surely would have been impossible. I,
Hoel Fenner, have also my rightful pride.
Ah, Uncle Mellish, you can put a child in
the corner, but you cannot make bim sey
he is sorry, or goed, just when you choose.
I have carefully avoided going into that
carner, and it is this which upeets all your
calcnlations, I can afford to be generous,
being the winner in the race, and I will
take Elva down to see him on the first
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ty. Even my uncle’s deep-laid
and minute strategical movements
will melt before her perfectly simple mind.
It is no use preparing a campaign when
the enemy has no intemtion of moving ont
of camp. The worst was that my uncle
knew I was aware of his ideas, and de-
lighted in that knowledge. Freedom, in
my case, has had mo drawbacks in the
buying. Elva little knows that she has
given me even more than a noble woman,
and I do not want her to know it. A
woman's mind should be onefold. It's
bad enough to know a sekeming man ; but
swoman! Heaven defend the poor fellow
who marries one,”
Sach a mental soliloquy put Hoel into a
peefect atate of mind this Sunday morning.
He could even have faced a sermon from a

Sootch minister gom‘g ap to “tenthly ;”
mush more then could he bear with equa-

mimity and composure the drive
with Mr. Kestell and Elva to the pretty
chureh in the fir-wood, sarrounded by so
many exquisite views.

Elva returned from her elaes with every
foature beaming with happiness. Hoel
met her on the bridge, and, for a moment,
they joined hands, leant over, and gazed
st the water which every day seemed to
skow them a new picture of happiness.
“Hoel, I am sure I caxmot be meant to
teach country children,” she said, smiling.
“1 was thinking of you all the time, and I
let them make mistakes, I believe, because
I esught Amice looking at me with much
mrprise. 1 wonder how it was Amice
grewup so good. She was born good, I
belisve, When we were girls together,
she never disobeyed the governess or did
other evil things for which I was often
punished.”

“] wonder she has not taken the veil,
or its English equivalent.”

% Amice wants to work in the poor parts
of London—that is her ambition; but do
not mention it. She is so shy. By the
way, I met George Guthrie, and he is
coming in to dinnmer this evening. He
means to tease me about—being engaged.
He ie 9o glad that he foresaw it ; but I tell
him ¢t is not true, because I don’t believe
I should have cared for you really, Hoel, if
ithad not been for that accident.”

“You wanted a hero, and you won't
believe that I am no such thing.”

“You are more of a hero because you
don't know it,” said Elva, falling into the

error of a young and generous mind.
“Well,I-ha%lbe.herotothel‘eﬁmd

sweetest wife in the land ; that is all I
oare about, and more thanm I dewerve.
Look at that tipple, Elva, it perts our
reflection, and makes you appear far off,
imteadl llof noa.;'l to me.” 1

“I hope when you are as old as
you will love me as much as he doup.&
wife. It is so pathetio to see love between
old people. Do you kmow, Hoel, that all
his life, since he married, I believe his
first thought has been for her. I some-
:iﬁ:es wish I could have seen that court-

p.»

Hoel oould not sympathise much with
Mr. Kestell's admiration for the invalid
fine lady whose words showed no great
alevation of thought, .

“The econstancy of man,” he smiled in
answer.

“Yes, that first made me understand
that there was something divine in love.
Now I see the ooming round.
You must not mind Mr. Heaton being a
little dull. You know, Hoel, we cannot
get your grand London preschers here.”

As we have said, Hoel was in a etate to
be pleased with everything. He even
spoke cordially to Miss Heaton before the
service, when she offered congratulations in
a tone which meant : “I am sorry for you.”

“] am very glad Elva will have some
one to guide her taste,” she said, not being
able to hope much from Hoel's ious
inflaemoe; “but I am afraid, Elva, that
your father, who does not look at all well,
may miss yoi sﬁdy.”

Mr. Kestell had gone into chureh, and
Elva felt a pang when she remembered

that she had not asked him about him-
self this morning. Miss Heaton slways
said something to make one feel uncom-
fortable. She had a talent for this.

 We shall have to follow the fashion, I
fear,” answered Hoel, gravely. “It is
public opinion that settles personal twate,
and really it saves a good deal of trouble,”

“I believe there is a very bad tone:now
in the artistic and literary circles in
London,” said Miss Heaton, in a sad and
much shocked voice,

“Yes, I fear there is. They admire all
ugly shades of yellow, a colour to which
I have a great dislike.”

“] meant morally, Mr. Fenner, The
laxity of religious opinion in town is very
sad. One cammot too thankfal that
Herbert refused a London living, though,
of course, we should have tried, even
there, to impress a higher ideal on those
about us,” '
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“] am sure you would have succeeded,”
said Hoel, gravely. “ A little leaven, you
koow, Miss Heaton, has powerful effects.”

‘“ Hoel, it is time to go in,” said Elva,
and Hoel followed his betrothed, foeling
thankful that she, at least, had resisted
Miss Heaton’s influence.

Mr. Heaton’s sermon was not very long,
and did not weary his listeners. He
reminded his congregation that the year
was dying, and before the last hours of it
had come, before it was too late, he begged
them to render to Cesar the things which
are Csesar’s, and to God that which be-
longs to Him.

‘' Restitution of all things, my friends, is
a grand conception, the restitution of
everything that we have taken from others
all our life long. Not to this congregation
shall I speak of stolen goods, none of us
have had this temptation ; but how many
of us have stolen from our neighbour things
which cannot be returned! A good name,
perhaps, & virtue which was theirs, and
which our temper has ruined, an original
thought, and basely called it ours ; or their
time, and thought nothing of it ; their love,
and have carelessly lost it. The thief on
the cross does not represent the criminal
class alone, my friends ; but every oue of
us who in this world—a world which God
made and filled with gifts—have laboured,
and only enriched the earth by theft.

¢ Bat restitution is promised, and in our
ignorance we ask Heaven, ‘ How is this pos-
sible? Take all that I have, and yet it will
not suffice to restore to man what I have
taken from him ; then how shall I restore
to God ¥’

¢ My friends, my parishioners, my little
children, begin the divine work your-
selves ; begin to-day, the work of restitu-
tion. Do mnot wait till the warfare is
accomplished ; restore the beauty you have
taken ; restore the kind word you hid, and
if it leaves you poor, what matters 3 Christ
was poor. What is temporal poverty but
great riches ; what is earthly loss but great
gain?  You will have love in your hearts,
and you will have begun the kingdom of
God upon earth, which is the restitution
of all things.”

There was one person in that little
country church whose blue eyes, fixed on
Herbert Heaton's face, took his words to
her heart. Amice, seated among the
school-children, seemed lost to all but the
simple words, which, spoken from the man’s
heart, were therefore so powerful. Slowly

her eyes turned from Herbert’s pulpit to
her father’s pew, where, seated near to
Hoel and Elva, the old man bent forward
in a listening attitude.

“If he can listen and not show any
emotion,” thought poor Amice, “I shall
know that it is my own foolish mind.
Is my idea evil or a warningt? Have
we somehow failed towards Jesse Vicary,
or towards any one, and do we owe resti-
tation? I am willing to make it. I can
give up everything I possess.”

Amice’'s gare was so direct, 80 pene-
trating, that, though Mr. Kestell looked
only at the preacher, he became gradually
conscious of it. Without moving his head
he knew as well as if he conld see her,
that his younger daughter’s blue, strange
eyes were fixed on him, All the more
reason for not moving a muscle. Every
nerve was strained in order to accomplish
the task, by no means easy, if any one has
tried it, for there is a mesmeric power in
all eyes. In some, a very strong power
that compels us to obey their commands,
or else employ an antagonistic force against
it.

Mec. Kestell never moved, and Herbert’s
short sermon drew to a close. Now it was
over; there was a stir everywhere; and
each person rose. Mcr. Kestell also pushed
away his hassock and stood up. Some
one must have got between him and Amice,
he argued, and, forgetting himself, his eyes
gradually turned towards her corner. No,
there were those terrible eyes, that mad-
dening look. It was emough to—to——
His hand trembled, and the Prayer-book
he held fell to the groand.

¢ Another Sunday,” thought Mr. Kestell,
“ either Amice or I will go to the Beacon
Charch.”

¢ Elva, I shall walk home,” said Amice,
softly, after service. “Don’t wait for
me."”

And then the girl disappeared into the
wood at the backg;: the cll:nrch.

A little later the young Vicar, coming
out of the vestry, saw Amice Kestell wait-
ing for him. He remembered all his
sister's warning about the few minutes’
conversation, but he felt glad that Amice
bad chosen a moment when no one was
likely to hinder him,

“Ah, you wanted to see me, Miss
Amice! I had not forgotten. Shall we
walk down the avenue? It is quite quiet
there.”

He was so much accustomed to .seeing
Amice’s strange blue eyes that, being
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simple-hearted, and not very easily im-
preased, he was not aware of any peculiarity
in them; he believed in her goodness,
that was all. This he had often proved.

Amice turned towards the avenue with-
out answering, and Herbert Heaton walked
beside her, waiting a fow moments for
her to begin the conversation, till, fancying
she wanted encouragement, he said :

“ What were you wanting me for, Miss
Amice? How can I help you?”

‘ Just now,” she said, * you were preach-
ing about restitution. Do you mean all
you said—— "I 'mean, how is it possible
to begin now, this very minute? Tell
me'”

“That depends on what kind of restitu-
tion you mean. If we have pulled down,
we must build up again, brick by brick.
It is not easy.”

He was thinking of minute thefts of

] thoughts and words ; he left out deeds.

“You know Jesse Vicary? His sister
is with us; we have stolen her from him,
How shall we restore her? . Can you
understand ¥ We have from childhood
protected her from outside inflaence ; we
have accustomed her to being sheltered
till now she cannot face difficulties; in
fact, we have enslaved her.”

¢ My dear Miss Amice,” said the Vicar,

{ startled by this way of reproducing his

sermon, ‘‘you are a little going beyond
my meaning. I think Symee Vicary is a
good and faithfal servant, and surely she
is safer with you than roughing it with
her brother. Are you not exaggerating

il my meaning ?”

¢ No, I think not. We have no right
to keep Symee becaunse she is useful to us.
Think how much happier she will be in
London, in all that poor district, able to
see misery around her, and to help to do
away with some of it ; she will have to
pinch, and to save, She will be stinted,
perhaps, but then she will be helping her
brother, helping to maks his life less
lonely. He is 8o good, you knew, and he
wants her ; but we have persuaded her to
stay with us at Rushbrook.”

$1¢'We’ cannot mean you, Miss Amice;
if you think the life you have just skotched
out is so beautiful, then you can hardly
have wished to have kept her from it.
Bat if some other members of your family
have not thought the same, I can hardly
blame them.”

He smiled so kindly, that Amice counld

{ not help looking up and giving him an
answering smile in return,

“You do not understand. I do think
that sort of life far happier than ours.
We have so much money, it is even im.
possible to be charitable ; we cannot miss
what we give. But about Symee?! May
I persuade her to go? I think I can.
But I shall be acting in direct opposition
to all the others.”

“That is, then, your question? Oh!
now I see your meaning. And, really, it
seems hardly a question I can decide.”

“And yet you said so just now. We
have stolen Symee, and you will not say
you think it right to restore her.”

Herbert Heaton was a good deal per-
plexed by this carious interpretation of his
words. He hardly liked to agree or to
disagree without knowing more ; there was
a difficulty in either decision, Suddenly
a bright idea struck him.

¢ Shall I have a talk with her brother,
when next I go up to town, and see what
he sayst”

“ How soon shall you be going ?” said
the girl, looking up at him earnestly.

¢ Before Christmas, I believe ; I want to
choose books for our prizes.”

« That is a long time to wait.”

“ Are you not in danger of exaggerating
the importance of your own ideas, Miss
Amice 1" gaid Herbert, gently. ¢ Symee
Vicary must be very safe and very happy
with you, and poor Vicary has to fight the
hard battle of life. Are we sure that it is
well to make his sister share it? Now, I
promise you I will go and see him, and
from his answer we ngall be able to judge
what is right.”

Amice breathed a little sigh of relief.

“Thank you, very much,” she said,
pausing, now they had got to the gate
which %ed out upon the open forest-land,
and from whence they could see the
chimneys of Rushbrook House, *thank
you, you are very good and kind ; some-
times the weight of—our responsibility
seems very heavy, and I have no one I
can speak to about it. I suppose clergy-
men ought to help us, and yet they seem
8o far off from rich people.”

Herbert Heaton's face looked troubled.
Without knowing it, Amice had touched a
sore point in his own conscience.

“That is true, and yet I have often
tried to see how one could be more of a
shepherd to all the sheep. You hardly
umﬁrsttnd the difficulty, Miss Amice; the
rich would be the first to reject our help,
they would call it interfering with their
freedom, and I know not what else.”
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“I don’t think so, and if there are some
like ryself, then they must often long for
spiritaal help, Think of the way we are
weighted with gold. That is our curse, I
know it is ; doeen’t the Bible say, ‘ How
hardly shall they that have riches enter
the kingdom,’ and yet we are treated as
if our way to heaven were quite plain and
easy, and we required no one to help us.”

%But you can very easily ask for the
help. You forget that.”

At that moment, Miss Heaton’s prim,
severe figure was seen hurrying down the
avenue towards them, What she had
long dreaded was before her. Herbert
and that strange girl, Amice Kestell, were
actually ing alone together. It was
dreadful, sh , and she had, of course,
chosen this time, when no one was about
and every one had gone home. Happily
for Herbert his sister’s watchfal eyes had
discovered that he had not come in, and
she had, therefore, gone after him. The
supposed culprits wsited in silence for her
approach—the eilence of guilt, thought
Miss Heaton. Had she not foreseen what
a fow minutes’ conversation meant

 Herbert, if you do not come in now,
you will be late for luncheon,” she said;
“and you know you have to go to that
cl“.."

Anmice seemed hardly to hear the austere
lady’s words ; but she understood she had
done wrong, and opening the wicket, passed
out in silence,

“Miss Amice,” said the Vicar, I shall
be very glad to do a8 you suggested. Pray
do not forget that.”

“ Thank you,” said Amice, as she hur-
ried away.

The Vicar retraced his steps to the
Vicarage in silence ; but he did hear his
sister’s remark :

“That girl is extremely deep, Herbert,
in spite of her innocent eyes and her shy
ways, Mrs, e Bennison told me, only
yesterday, she couldn’t make her out.”

“She is very good,” said Herbert, and
giss Heaton thought it best to mourn in

en

ce.
“ Bat I shall watch,” she said.

NEW ZEALAND FLOWERS.

It is not true that New Zealand is
relatively flowerless. Mrs, C, Hetley
thought g0 ; most Aucklanders think the
same. They cut down all the native
timber. Dieffenbach, who went over in

1843, as naturalist to the New Zealand
Company, complains that even then there
was not a tree left ; ‘*and yet,” he sadly
exclaims, *they would have been an orna-
ment to the streets and public places.”

Of course, too, the flowers died out;
they do not like bricks and mortar. And
Aucklanders, now that they have got over
the early settler’s rage for clearing, and
have begun to go in for the picturesque,
fill their gardens with English shrubs and
flowers, and grow up in ignorance of what
their own islands bave to show in that way.

But Mrs. Hetley went to a lecturs,
where an enthusiast showed what he had
gathered in the way of floral rarities in the
mountains round Nelson, and in Arthurs
Pass, and the wild Otira Gorge. Auck-
land was astonished ; and several ladies
vowed they would study botany; but
when, some time after, Mrs. Hetley went
to study these plants in the Auckland
Museum, she found them all reduced to s
dirty-brown. .

“That'’s yellow,” said the curator ; “ this
purple ; and this is white.”

“Dear me,” replied the lady, “whats
gity t'l.ney weren't painted while they were

“Why didn’t you do it 1" suggested one
of the museum committee, *‘It's about
time, for some there are fast going the way
of the native birds, and the Maori fly, and |
the Maori himself.”

So Mrs. Hetley set to work ; and Govern-
ment helped—the * Public Works ” giving
her passes on the railways, the ¢ Union
Company ” passes on the steamers; and .
Sir R. Sturt ordering ocopies of the
book for libraries and public schools. The
result is thirty-six rather beautiful chromos
—“a triumph of art,” as the newspapers
say ; the best thing that has been done 1n
that way since Mrs, F, Sinclair published
her Sandwich Ialand flors. New Zealand
has plenty of flowers; that is plain enough;
for these thirty-six are only an instalment.
Mrs, Hetley could not afford any more
She waits to see if the British public
will encoursge her venture. If it Pay®
she is quite prepared for any namber ©
break - neck stage-coach drives — Very
break-neck they are down by the Buller
River, where in one place the road 1
built outside the cliff, and sup
piles, which are somehcw fixed
rock. There is hardly an inch to 313“91;
and no wall or fence, though the fall i8 &
least two hundred feet.” No wondﬁf
“ your heart is in your month most of tb°

on
into the

mm——
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way.” But Mrs, Hetley rather enjoyed it, | name ¢ strap-flower.” Mrs, Hetley is
especially being slung across a river in a |lond in its praise: A most beautifal

wooden box, at a place where the boulders
were quite too bad to admit of the usual
bumping drive.

She has plenty of flowers left, too, some
of them far showier than any she has
given us. The Clianthus, for instance, or
‘¢ parrot’s bill,” a huge, scarlet pea, like &
boiled lobster's claw, was spotted at omce
gy Dr. alal:delé" wllalenvhe went with

aptain Coo the Veronicas, again,
of which New Zealand has any number,
she doesn’s give us one; while of the
orchids, instead of figuring the beaatiful
Pteroetylum—like a green-flowered “lady’s
slipper;” or the handsome Thelgmitra,
with its blue-and-purple flovwers—she gives
us the ina, & parasite so insigmificant
that it looks ashamed of itself; and the

' Dendrobium Cuonninghami, which I am

sare Mr. Chamberlain would not wear,
even if the choice lay between that and no
orchid at all Certainly New Zealand
does not shine in its parasite—or, rather,
“ epiphyte "—orchids.

The name Dendrobium calls up a
vision of the Nobile of Borneo, or
the Lowii, with flower-spikes nearly ten
feet long, bearing thirty-eight or forty
huge blossoms; while the Madagascar
Angorscum is almost as lovely, and so is
the Mexican Odontoglossum. And the
best of the kind that New Zealand ces
is a plant that looks for all the world like
a badly-flowering myrtle. Indeed, looking
through Mrs, Hetley’s book, I think there
is some excuse for those who grumbled, as
almost everybody from Dieffenbach on-
wards has, at the flowerlessness of the
island. A flower is not half a flower if
you have to look twice for it. Here is the
Phebalinm nudum—** most charming little
shrab,” says Mrs, Hetley; “so aromatic
that, by-and-by, we shall make a perfame
out of it.” Very well. Send your perfame
to Paris, and get the stamp of fashion set
on it, and then, no doubt, it will be so
popular with American ladies that at least
one fortuane will be made by it. Till then
I would say nothing about the Phebalium ;
for, in spite of its promising qualities, it
is not a bit * distingué "—looks like a poor
croas between a daphne and a privet. Of
the Loranthus, too, Mrs. Hetley figures
two ; one named after Mr. Colenso, son of
the Bizshop, one of the most enterprising
of New Zealand botanists. Both have
glossy, dark-green leaves, and small scarlet

blossoms, in shape exactly justifying its

plant ;” and in masses hanging from the
beech-trees in such profusion that the
ground is covered with the fallen blossoms, |
it no doubt looks very well. It must look
even better on the tall Metrosideros (iron-
bark), which iteelf is one of the loweliest of
New Zeatand flowering trees. But a single
spray of the New Zealand Loranthus is &
peor thing compared with a bunch of
honeysuckle, which, by the way, at firet
sight it much more resembles than it does
the mistletoe, its English sister ; for our
mistletos has no flowers at all to speak of.
Fancy kissing under a tuft of red bloseoms ;
for the ¢ searlet mistletoe,” like most other
New Zealand flowers, is in its glory at
Christmas time, when it is almost as fine
as the yet more glorious mistletoe of King
George’s Sound, the deep-orange blossoms
of which have won it the name of fire-
tree.
And so it is with most of the New
Zealand trees ; exoept two or three, their
flowers—and nearly all except the pines
and yews are flowering trees—are not very
large or bright; they want to be seen in
masses, But that is just how you do see
them, if you go to the right place at the
right time, Mnasses of Pimeleas, with
spikes of white, strongly-scented flowers ;
and masses of Knightias, many of them a
hundred feet high, with dente clusters of
handsome, dark-purple blossem. This is
the “rewa-rewsa,” wood mottled red and
brown, valued in old days for war-clabs,
and mow for furniture; it is the New
Zealand representative of the Baxksia.
Masses of the Sophora, with blossoms like
those of the *false acacia” (Robinis), so
oommon in our gardens, only rich yellow
instead of white. Above all, masses—
whole forests — of the Metrosideros, of
which three kinds have red blossoms,
while one has its flowers creamy white.
The leaves, too, are little leas beautiful
than the flowers. Dark- above, some
of them are nut-brown below ; while others

are lined with a thick, white felt, or |

tomentum. Omne kind is called *tomen-
tosa,” because this felt is its most eon-
spicuous feature. These trees belong to
the myrtle family ; and, like some myrtles,
the flowers are nearly all stamren, closely
packed together, as in the Awustrelian
‘¢ bottle-brush ” plants. Some of the “New
Zealand myrtles ” are tall trees, from sixty
to eighty feet ; others are climbers. The
white-blossomed one, for instance, growws
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largely on the Kauri pine, making the
dark forests of the “King country ” look
as though there had been a heavy fall of
snow, ‘

New Zealand, then, has plenty of flower-
ing trees; and when we remember that
our woods are flowerless, save when the
bird-cherry in late spring lights them up
with an unexpected gleam, we had better
leave off slandering New Zealand as flower-
less. I do not count the elder, or guelder-
rose, or dogwood, or crab, or wild pear, or
hawthorn, or mountain-ash. They are all
lovely in their way ; but most of them are
mere shrubs, and they seldom grow in
masses, The only tree that with us comes
up to the New Zealand Plagianthus
Lyallia, which is also & rosaceous tree, is
the wild cherry, which has the advantage
—shared by few New Zealand trees, which
are mostly evergreens—of being, with its
rich scarlet leaves, almost as beautiful in
autumn as in uprinﬂ

The fact is, dis, and the West
Indies, and tropical America, have spoiled
us in the matter of flowering trees.
Noew Zealand bas nothing like “the
resplendent Caloophyllam, whose long
corymbs of yellow flowers, with one
calyx-lobe of a splendid scarlet, can be
seen blazing amid the green foliage, a
quarter of a mile off.” But then, the
Caloopbyllum is but ‘“a low, straggling
tree;” and Kingsley’s complaint, echo-
ing that of Mr. Wallace, is, that in
these tropical forests, where the trees are
80 mixed—rarely half-a-dozen of the same
kind together—you do not get, even very
rarely, “the breadth of colour which is
supplied by a heather moor, a furze croft,
a field of yellow charlock, blae bugloss, or
red poppy.” He suggests *tropic land-
scape gardening ;” but, in New Zealand,
Nature has done the work, planting square
miles of iron-bark and quintinia, and
wreathing the solemn Kauri pines and * red
birch ” (really a beech) with white-bloomed
tea-tree and rata, the * bush lawyer ” and
‘ supple-jack ” with scarlet berries, and
that glorious vetch, the yellow Sophora
(Kow-bai), and half-a-dozen other flower-

in%hcreepers.

e New Zealand flowering trees are
not 8o brilliant as the West Indian. The
Lecythids, also of the myrtle family, make
a much firer show, tree for tree, with their
large pale-crimson flowers—in each of which
“a group of the innumerable streamers
has grown to;ether into a hood, like a
new-born baby’s fist "—than even the finest

of the iron-barks; but, then, you do not
get whole forests of them. In Trinidad
Kingsley noted ‘“onme here and there,
grand and s , & giant whose stem
rises, without a fork, for sixty feet or
more.” Your Metrosideros tomentoss is
perhaps only sixty feet in all ; but, then,
you can count it by the thousand, and you
need not go far afield. At Wai-wera
(hot water), close to Auckland, the river
cliffs are clothed with it. No, New Zea-
land does not shine in the matter of
oolour. Is it the lack of bees to promote
cross-fertilisation? Most of her flowers
are white — even her gentian and her
flax ;* and white and yellow come very
early in the history of plant-developement.

Some of her plants are lamentable
failures: her epacris, for instance, the
“ New Holland heath,” in which Australia
is 80 rich; her fuchaia, of which she has
two kinds, and her green-blossomed passion:
flowers. These have the excuse, by the
way, that they have come to her from
South Americs, and may well be thankful
to have got all that distance even in the
most washed-out, weather-beaten condition.
Her reds are not as intense as those of the
*“Bois chétaigne,” * with flowers as big a8

a child’s two hands ;” or of the * Bois im-

mortelle,” ¢ one blaze of vermilion against
the purple sky ;” but there are more of them,
and they are leas crude; more like those
art-tints that everybody has, for the last
dozen years, been bound to admire,

The only place I ever heard of where
you get quantity and quality, that is, a
great breadth of very brilliant colour
over a whole forest, is, or was, in Vir-
ginia ; and of that my tradition is of
the vaguest. An old Scotch gardener
used to show me one of the books he had
kept from better times : a thin folio, with
goﬁl-lettered title-page, and hand-painted
American flowers, bananas, the great yellow
cactus, and, above all, the tulip-tree.
“There,” he used to say, pointing to the
handsome flower, ‘fancy a brae-side with
miles on miles of that” And he actually
threw up his berth—he was head-gardener
at a Staffordshire Hall—and went to have
a look at it before he died.

I spoke of South America. The strangest
thing in the New Zealand flora is that it

* I do not mean that sedge. the ¢ Phormium
tenax,” which is called ‘* New Zealand flax" only
because of its tough fibre, so invaluable in mat-
weaving ; but the ‘linum”— sister to our little
blue flax, and to the red flax of gardens. It grows
chiefly in the Canterbury country, and is quite
worth introducing into our gardens.
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has almost as many trees from the far side of
the Pacific as from neighbouring Australia.
There are no fuchsias in the world, save in
South America and in New Zealand. On
the other hand, in Australia, the pea-tribe
—mostly big trees—outnumber all other
families ; in New Zealand, they are very
few, though among them is the Clianthus
aforesaid — * Sturt’s pea,” they call its
Australian sister.

Some botanists talk of *centres of
creation.” New Zealand should be one of
these, for it has quite an exceptional num-
ber of species, and even of genera, found
nowhere else. On the other hand, de-
velopement depends on circumsiances, and
these, in New Zealand, are certainly more
:lnited to ferns than flowers—damp, damp,

amp.

Surgeon-Major Thompsen, who married
a Maori girl, and I believe ‘‘lived happy
ever after,” said, thirty years ago, there
are more days in New Zealand in which an
old man can be in the open air, than there
are in any other part of the world. * Per-
haps s0”—a polite negative among my
Cornish friends—but, whether or mnot, the
climate just euits ferns. They abound,
of all sizes, from the little silvery fern to
the tree-fern, that holds its own in the
“bush” against the motley crowd of *big
foresters,” including the Aralias, whose
tropical congeners you may study in the
big palm-house at Kew ; where, of course,
you will see Miss North's pictures, and
will regret that it did not come in her way
to paint a Metrosideros forest in full bloom.
By the way, the Aralia polaris—stilbocarpa
it is called from its black, shiny fruit;
would that all botanical names wera as
sensible—runs the Metrosideros very close
in the matter of flowers, It eovers whole
tracts in the extreme soutb, as well as near
Auckland, and has waxy yellow flowers, in
umbels a8 big as one’s head. Yet it is an
ivy, or rather the ivy, which never, in our
il or climate, shook off its creeping ways,
and belongs to the order Araliaces, to
which these stately New Zealanders and
their tropical sisters belong.

This is comprehensible ; but sometimes,
I confess, the arrangement of * natural
orders” fairly beats me. That the ach
should be an olive seems not impossible ;
but that the lilac and jasmine should be
classed under the same order!—it is
as puzzling as that the * butcher’s broom ”
—that prickly shrab, which looks like a
box determined to be voracious—should be
a lily, Yet it is : the reason why its

claim to kinship is admitted being that it
is a ‘“monocotyledon,” that is, its seed
embryo has only one lobe, instead of two,
like & bean ; and an ‘“endogen,” growing,
that is, by addition inside; the whole ar-
rangement being like that of a telescope
when shut up, as you can see for yourself
by slicing off the stalk of an onion. Plants
which have two lobes to their seed in-
variably “put on flesh” outside, so that
the * heart” is the hardest part; whereas,
in “ endogens,” the outside is the hardest.
In butcher’s broom, by the way, the sharp,
prickly “leaves ” are mot real leaves, but
outgrowths of the stalk; the real leaves
being mere scales that can only be seen on
the young shoots, so soon do they wither
and drop off.

But I was talking of New Zealand ferns.
They are many ; whereas in Eogland, there
are a dozen ¢ flower-displaying ” (phanero-
gamous) plants for every fern, or moss, or
other ‘ votary of secret marriage ” (crypto-
gam), in New Zealand the proportion is
reversed. Here, when you clear a wood,
there comes up white clover, or, at any
rate, grase. There, if you burn the “bush,”
you get a luxuriant underwood ; but a
second burning gives you nothing but fern,
degenerating, on the sour clays which are
80 good for Kauri pines, so poor for corn
aud pastare, into clab-moss. One fern
deserves notice ; you will find it at Kew,
in the temperate fern-house (No.3)—a
spleenwort, not unlike the Asplenium
marinam. It was this of which the Maori
priest used to wave a frond over the sick
man ; if it broke, its “mana” was not
strong enough to keep off the anger of the
gods, and the patient would die, and the
mourners would bind round their heads a
fillet of the same leaves.

We need not be sorry that treeferns
abound in New Zealand, for Mr. Wallace,
whose experience is as wide as any man'’s,
says,  Nothing is so perfectly beautifal.”
By the way, who ever heard of a fern
growing from cuttings? Yet Mr. Payton
talks of *“sprouted tree-fern stems seven or
eight feet high” at Taupo. The fence
they form must be even more uncommon-
looking than the Scotch fir and spruce
hedges of South-West Norfolk.

Along with ferns are always found
oreepers, of which I left out the most
characteristic, the Freycinetia — what
wearily nnmeaning names these botanists
use |—which chiefly climbs the Kahikatea
pine (a Dacrydium). Its flower looks like
a magnolia, but it really belongs to the




88  (January 18, 1890.]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

{Conducied by

wame family (the Aroidez) as our *lords
and. ladies,” and our arum lilies; for,
creeper though it is, it is one of the serew-
pines—pandanus—so named because their
leagu are like thowe.of l:l)‘; pine-apple, the
n one point everybody is agreed,
varisd hnes of the leavaes, * from the rusty-
urown of the pepper-tree to the silver-grey
| of she Olearia,” says Mr. John Bradshaw,
in *“ New Zealand of To-day.” This makes

New. Zaaland ‘‘bush ”’ much more pleasing | th

than the uniformly grey-coloured gum-iree
bash of Australia aeuonlyin the clear-
ings, where the fern, that turns brown in
antamn, has got the upper hand, and in
the swamps where * nigger-heads” (huge
bulrushes) are almost the only relief to
the dirty-yellow tussock-grass, that there
is monotony.

How is it, then, that New Zoaland came
to be described as flowerless, and that in
many books we have long laments over
the oppressive loneliness of her foreats,
where the ight is seldom cheered by any
confraat to the eternal green, and where
no bird or insect breaks the wearying
calm? Partly, I think, because the globe-
trofter often visite the islands at the
flowerless season. Irom November to
Februsry a New Zealand is a8
different from what it is the rest of the
year, as is a whitethorn hedge in eazly
June from the same hedge in August; or
a8 a border of anoumals and geraniums in
Apngust is from the same in February.
Partly, also, because the settlers were
English, that is, unused to forests, or
even t? woods of any Ininm. A Rul:ﬁan,
now, from Western ovForod, ivi
where a squirrel can tra hnndred:mgf
miles withoat once coming to the ground ;
or North Germans, from the
pine-woods, remnants of the old Hunga,
vian forest ; or even a Scotchman, would
not feel the strangeness of the bush as
the Englishman (or, still more, the Irish-
man) does. That accounts for the low-
spirited way in which a journey through

New Zealand bush bhas often been
described. A pine forest with the trunks,
from the to the topmost branches,
covered with delicate mosses and ferns,
is at once beautiful and magnificent ; and
it has the great advi of being oool,
though the glass stands at ninety degrees
in the open. But, never to see the.sun,
never to put up & head of game, and to
find no eatable thing except the cabbage-
palm, grows disconcerting, after a time,
to one whose experience of woodland is

oonfined to Kentish coppices or Midland
preserves. Such a man admires, at a dis-
tanoe, the sides of Mount Egmont clothed
with tatara (black pine, really a kind of
yow), the leaves almost black, the bark
red ; but he does not care to spend day
after day alone, in working his way
throngh & tatara forest,

I said New Zealand had several plant
genera peculiar to iteelf. One of these is
e Celmisia, & ** compoaite” flower, of
which some kinds are like asters, with flag-
shaped leaves ; others, on the glacier edges,
are a cross between a daisy and an ever-
lasting, Tslking' of everlastings, you know
the *“ Edelweiss,” that the Swiss make such
a fuss abont ¢ Every glacier party is l})retaty
sure to back a bit of it, for, if they
do not find any, they buy some from s
friend of one of the guides. Well, New
Zealand has ite Edelweiss, Of course it
ought, for it has plenty of snow mountains.
How grand they look, from Mount Cook
to Mount Egmont and Mount Earnshaw,
in Mr. Payton’s photogravures in ** Round
sbout New Zealand.” When one looks at
thoee lower ranges, enowy still—I suppose
they were dame in what with us is summer
—round Lake Wakatipu, one feels sure that
other Swiss glacier flowers will be found
there.

The New Zealand Edelweiss, Gnaphs-
lium icaps, white all over, like the
Swiss, differs from it only in having a few
brown spots on the disc. It is also called
Helichrysam ; the everlastings of that
name, so common in our gardena, come
from Australia. Another dear little Alpine
—flower like a wood-sorrel, leaves like &
heath—is the Forstera, aimost oenfined to
Mount Egmont. Then theve are the
Haartias and Pygmeas, some grey, sedum-
like ocushions ; others , mose-like
patohes ; and the Gnaphalium eximium,
or ‘‘vegatable sheep,” a huge velvety
cushion set with woolly hairs, This wu_ﬁﬂt
found on Mount Arrowsmith, in Middle
Island, at & height of some aix thonsand
feet.

The Mountain Lily, too, like our gras
of Parnassus — which it somewhat re
sembles in flower, though its leaf is like
that of a coarse, big mamh-marigold—grows
in boggy places high up in the mountaint
The mountain gentian, as I said, is white;
and there is nothing answering to the deep-
red dwarf-rhododendron of Switgerland. A
shrobby ragwort, however, with leathery
leaves—several of the New Zealand rag-
worts grow into respectable shrubs—is one

o
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of the Alpines, and ite foliage, bright-green

surprising heirloom of a sweetly pretty

above, rich brown below, is finer than that | face.

of any Swiss glacier plant.

USE AND ABUSE OF FAME

It bas been too long the fashion to
regard notoriety as something to be desired,
like wealth, a fine figure, or a loveable
disposition. It matters but little why a
man is notorious. He is esteemed by a
maltitade of foolish folk a great and
admirable being if only his name be a
commonplace on the popular tongue, or
familiar with the paste of the advaertising
agent’s brush. Perhapi, upon the whole,
no one gets upon so high a pedestal of
fame as the extraordinary criminal. He
may be a successfal burglar, who has
cracked as mauny cribs as nats in the
course of a long and chequered life. Or
he may be a methodical murderer whose
manner of murdering is particularly dia-
bolical, and who shows quite singular
skill in evading the police, who are so
anxious to hang him. It is all one. He
is a byeword to conjure with. The plebeians
of the land revere him as if he were a
divinity. They whiaper his great nams to
their children even as our grandsires
mentioned in hushed tones the dreadful
word ‘“ Bonaparte” in our youthfal ears,
what time we sat upon the grandpaternal
knoos wrestling with the grandpaternal
whiskers. They do not know what effect
the word may have apon their auditors.
The children may have dispositions which
make them prone to emulate the doer of
uncommon deeds, whether these be worthy
or anworthy of a virtuons man, Or they
may be of a timid cast, so that the
famous felon comes to them in nightmare,
and horrifies their broken slumber with
hideous feats done by a bloody knife. It
is, as we have said, all one to the msjority

1 what gives the man his reputation, and
also wgl

at ensues from the admission of his
claim to be respected.

Porhaps it may be said that, as a ruls,
fame, even when acquired for honourable
deeds, works mischievously apon the cha-
racter of 8 man. He did what he did

{ without thought of the consequences. It

may have besn a speech of exceptional
merit in an epoch of peculiar difficulty;

1 or an unconscions feat of heroism; or a

book of undoubted originality, a striking
pictare, etc. If the subject is a woman,
pechaps her fams comes to her as the

Bo the cause what it may, the clang of
the of the peopls in eager and
delighted eulogy comes to put it to a hard
teat.

Though, hitherto, a politician of unblem-
ished conscientiousnass, the famous speaker
may now drive, even against his will,
down the stream of mere partisanship.
His talents have been declared. He 1s
a weapon worth hiring. The bait is
offered him; and from that time forward
he is no longer his own master. Ho has
sold his abilities and his reputation for a
mess of pottage. ’

Even the hero may be debased by the
olapping of hands which rewards his
herogm. He may become a professional
hero; a being on view like one of Mr.
Barnum’s elephants ; and thus he belittles
his one glorious achievement—done on the
spur of the moment, at the instigation of
his better nature on]y—by repeating it for
the stapefaction of the mob, whose six-
peunces and shillings with steady certitude
gradually buy back from him the certificate
of honour which he has gained.

What, too, of the fame that attends upon
the author who, having shut down his
inkpot, and cast away his pen in the fall
assurance that he has given all his talent
to the world, awakes one morning to be
told by his valet that he is a famous per-
sonage? It is probable this gentleman
will be wary in the enjoyment of the fame
that is offered him, By his profession he
has been taught some of the tricks of life
and the world. He is not to be smared and
ruined by one hot impulse. Such tribate
as the world offers him he will receive, to
the last grain, with measnred calm of
manner. No man seams less liable than he
to fall a victim to his happiness. Yet fall
he does, like the rest. o is content with
the fall bowl of eulogy which is presented
to him. Nevertheless, he is not content
that his fame shall reat upon the atrong
foundation of his single great book. He
writes other books—tosses them off as &
printer prints his sheets; and looks at the
world like one who says: “Am I not a
wonderful man?” Bat the world is not to
be trifled with thus, Straightway the
famous author begins that disagreeable
course of medicine which every man has
to undergo who seeks increased fame at the
cost of relaxed effort. And so he, also,
after awhile, realises that he was better
off before he attained the summit of the
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hill whence, ever since, he has been
descending upon the other side.

Is it so very different in the case of the
beautiful woman who absorbs the world’s
compliments with such greed and relish
No doubt she has a charming decade or
so of life. She treads on crushed rose-
leaves wherever she goes — for a time,
Her nostrils inhale the incense of flattery
and admiration. But all too soon for her

leasure, she understands those words of
%nrke’s, that, “love approaches much
nearer to contempt than is commonly
imagined.” It would have been better for
her never to have been born than to have
surrendered herself to her fame as she has.
She has become the world’s idolatress, even
as the world was—no longer is — her
idolater. But now that her complexion is
somewhat faded, in spite of pigments, and
her expression has none of the sweet
ingenuousness which, at the outset of her
career, was her dearest charm; now that
she is five-and-thirty, instead of twenty,
she begins to rue that destiny which was
erstwhile so intoxicatingly delicious. She
has helped the world to pass a few pleasant
days, or years, and now she is done with,
and cast into the river of Lethe, as one
throws a soiled glove into the corner when
the ball is & thing of the past.

Among the other drawbacks to fame is
the sacrifice of a pleasure which Goethe
oompares to health, inasmuch as it is only
perceived when it is lost : * the pleasure of
mixing indiscriminately in the crowd at
one’s ease, and without fear of being
remarked.” -

Of course a man must be quite unde-
niably a great person ere he can taste of
this drawback. It is not the author of a
notable book, or even the exceptional felon,
who may prove this flavour of bitter in the
cup of his joy. The “fashionable beauty”
wifl know something of it. For she has
taught herself a certain gait or carriage
which commands notice, and acts as a
herald to her other charms, But to her it
is not a defect ; it is rather one of the
privileges of her face.

' One must be so famous that one’s
features are caricatured weekly in “Punch,”
that one is compelled to act as a sponsor
to neckties, and braces, and portmanteaux,
and that it is impossible to go even to a
village remote from the railway and fail to
hear one’s name bandied about by tipplers
in public-houses, either as a subject of exe-
cration or unbounded praise—all this, and
more, must be the portion of the man who

cannot hope to go into a crowd without
being recognised, and who never knows
when to keep his hat on his head rather
than appear churlish and oblivious of even
the faintest salutations of respect.

Such a terrible position in life is cer
tainly to be deprecated by the person who
likes to go to and fro among his fellow-
men, forgetful of himself, It is neceasary
to have the bump of self-esteem developed
to an inordinate size—even to the degree
of deformity—ere it becomes even tolerable,
The person so situated towards the world
is for ever acting & part. He has almost,
indeed, to sleep in character. He must be
prepared, even in his dreams, to bow with
the ntmost affability at the least approaches
of this phantom or that, which catches his
eye, and to take off his nightcap to his
bedroom candle rather than seem remiss in
civilities, though these are of an indefinite
character.

To some of us, exile to the Falkland
Islands were preferable to the unceasing
responsibilities of sauch fame as this. And
even those to whom it seems like the very
breath of life must, now and then, find
its trials irksome, and have a suspicion
that they are n}:laying the fool to a large
audience ; neither a dignified nor a satis-
fying occupation for long. How is it pos-
sible, indeed, for a man of well-balanced
mind to continue indefinitely to venerate a
thing like fame—* formed like Venus, out
of no more solid matter than the foam of
the people, found by experience to have
Poisoned more than ever she cared”?
Tis like surfeiting upon syllabub, which,
though sweet and palatable enough in the }
beginning, by-and-by brings inflation and
other disagreeables in its train, ,

The words of Francis Osborn, the
Paritan, in his ¢ Advice to a Son,” declare
to us a new defect in this armour of fawe,
which we are, generally, so eager to put on.
“Be not,” he says, * ¢ liquorish’ after fame,
found by experience to carry a trumpet,
that doth for the most part congregate
more enemies than friends.”

Very little reflection enables us to see |
that a man must be sure he has good lungs
ere he can hope to continue sounding this
trumpet to his credit. In other worgs. he
must be a very Titan in worth or abilities,
and also in constitution, if he wishes to
maintain himself in the state of superiority
to his fellow-men which his notoriety
claims for him. Woe to him if he acquire
laudable fame on an inadequate basiz. Either
he will be condemned all his daysjto make
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agonising efforts to keep the reputation he
conceives he has gained, and ever at heart
be gnawed by the comsciousness of his
hypocrisy, or, he will soon fall with a re-
sounding crash from the pinnacle to which
chance or the concentrated straining of a
lifetime may have lifted him.

What is thought of the echoolboy who
snatches and appropriates for his exclusive
use the toothsome plum-cake which has
been sent to the school to be divided be-
tween five or six of his mates? Do his
playfellows look up to him as a fine fellow,
for whom it is both a pleasure and an
honour to fag, and for whom they would
do all things—even the exercises, for their
own personal share of which they have
so profound a distaste? It is most im-
probable, Only if he be a stupendous
bully, with the frame of a giant, and the
muscles of a coalheaver, or a boy whose
other qualities command irvesistible reve-
rence even from their irreverent minds—
only then will they tolerate so gross a
breach of the proprieties, and such an in-
sult to their stomachs,

Well, the common bidder for fame is in
a case not 80 very dissimilar. He has a
maultitude of rivals, some better, and some
worse equipped than himself. If they
succeed, he does not feel very charitably
towards them. If he succeeds, he must
expect that they will have the same feelings
for him, This one will charge him with
presumption ; some one else will call him
a charlatan ; a third will ridicule his per-
sonal peculiarities ; and a fourth will loudly
prophesy his speedy downfall.

It is with him as it was with poor
Charles Lamb when he went to Drury
Lane, hoping to hear the theatrical world
crown his little play with the laurels of
honour. The play was a failure ; and Lamb
went groaning homewards.

¢ Mercy on us,” he afterwards wrote of
this ghastly experience, * that God should
give his favourite children, men, mouths
to speak with, to discourse rationally, to
promise smoothly, to flatter agreeably, to
encourage warmly, to counsel wisely, to
sing with, to drink with, and to kiss with,
and that they should tarn them into
mouths of adders, bears, wolves, hyenas ;
and whistle like tempests, and emit breath
through them like distillations of aspic
poison, to asperse and vilify the innocent
labours of their fellow-creatures who are
desirous to please them.”

Was Charles Lamb quite sincere in
giving such emphasis to the aim of his

labours? Did he really toil at his little
play solely that he might gain the sweet
self-assurance of being a benefactor to the
race, in being one of its entertainers ¢

The question is asked, not in deprecia-
tion of our precions Elia, but to put the
man who aspires for fame and who achieves
fame on the same footing with him. If
the writer of a play has to endure so
much vilification and abuse, shall not
the famous one, who stands all of a
sudden a head and shoumlders above his
coevals, come in for the like treatment ?
It is good discipline, if he be strong ; even
as, if Elia had had genuine dramatic talent,
he would have profited by the jeers of the
mob at the crudities or improbabilities of
his play. But if he be famous on false
pretences, he had better put wool in his
ears and abase himself with all speed.

It is in the pursuit of fame as with one’s
actions in all the various arenas to which
we are led by the vicissitudes of life. If
the motive which makes us seek the en-
gagement be magnanimous, we shall never
be humiliated, whether the consequences
soothe or vex our self-love. The words
recorded by Aulus Gellius as spoken by
the philosopher Musonius, are apt here:
“If you have accomplished any honourable
purpose, though with labour, the labour
passes, the advantage remains ; but if, for
pleasure’s sake, you have done a base
action, the pleasure flies, and the baseness
remains.”

Indeed, the test as to the worth of a
man’s fame may readily be applied to him-
self on these principles by the famous in-
dividual. If his notoriety disquiets him,
otherwise than because he is by nature of
a modest disposition, it is a notoriety built
upon discreditable premises. With him
the profit passes, the labour alone remains.
His very fame is a curse to him, inasmuch
as it is the record, in letters of brass, of
the infamy by which he has come at it.
In the contrary case, he may be as serenely
happy as his circumstances and tempera-
ment will allow him to be.

It is generally both a thankless and un-
profitable task to be didactical ; to work
towards the moral in this or that thrillin
romance, or in an essay or a poem found
upon human action. Bat the moral will,
if it can, obtrude itself. Perhaps it is in

Were we a society of a thousand million
beings to whom the mere word ¢ imper-
fection” was a meaningless phrase, it
would no doubt be different.. ‘Then we

the nature of things that this should be so. }

Ry
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should, instinctively, it is to be suppossd,
look only for artistic excellemce. It is,
however, more probable, in reality, that
we should lead very dull lives, unenlivened
by any such efforts of genins as the in-
tellectual masters among us nowadays
make for their profit and ours. A never-
ending anthem of self-praise would surely
pall upon our ears sooner or later ; and it
1s difficult to affirm what else could be the
outoome of our artistie faculties, did we
all exist in a state of complete perfection,
both mental and physical.

The moral, then, will assert itself; if
uot boldly, then in a shy, gentle way that
is hardly leess effective than the advertise-
ments of audacity.

Fame is only acceptable if the caunse of it
be honourable ; and then only if we are
able to bear its tests and responsibilities.
The ‘“aage Academicians,” who ¢ sat in
solemn consultation on a cabbage,” were
famous fellows so long as they kept to
themselves ; but their discuseions about
the vegetable world were nothing to out-
siders.

If it be an infirmity to desire to be
famous, it is at least an infirmity of a kind
that befits us in our infirm state of imper-
fection. The noble mind that has passed
so far out of the sphere of common human
influence to be able to regard even fame as
a bubble not worth the pricking, muast have
some divine gualifications to compensate it
for the loss of the most excellent stimulant
to good works that abides among us as an
auxiliary against evil ; else it is in & sorry

- case. Of course, however, it is injadicious
to make straight for Fame for Fame’s sake,
She, like all her sex, is coy, and somewhat
unoertain in the distribution of her favours;
and, to most of us,

She comes unlook’d for, if she comes at all.

SERPENT MYTHS,

IT is somewhat remarkable that, despite
the faithful and regular reappearance of
that old familiar friend, the sea-serpent,
nobody has yet theorised him into the
survival of a myth, To the genuine myth-
hunter the familiarity of the object is cer-
tainly no bar; nor, indeed, are the shafts
of ridicule occasionally levelled at it. He
finds in the most everyday custom, in the
moat common colloquial phase, traces, clear
as daylight if read aright, of his favourite
myth. And one is bound to confess that,
when put to it, he can give a very plan-

sible explanation of his discovery. Why,
then, leave the sea-serpent unutilised ¢
There is, probably, no myth—unless that
more immediately connected with the pro-
ductiveness of Nature be excepted—more
universal and far-reaching than that of the
Serpent. To the enthusiast it is eloguent
in country dance, in Tor, in hill and valley
—nay, in the very emblems of Christian
Art.  Of each and every of these he affirms
with rapture that ¢ the trail of the serpent
is over them all”

‘When the amorous Anthony referred to
the

Queen, with swarthy locks and bold black eyes,

Brow-bound with burning gold,
as his “ serpent of old Nile,” he paid her
the delicate compliment of ranking her
amongst the divinities ; in the charming
lullaby song in ‘*Midsummer Night's
Dream "—

Ye spotted snakes with double tongue
« + » Come not near our fairy Queen,
it may be urged that there is & reference—
dim, though unmistakeable—to the earlier
traditions of Eden and the Serpent, whose
subtle tongue wrought such woe on the
mother of all living. But, in all sober
seriousness, it is well-nigh imposaible to
name any nation in whose mythology the
serpent does' mot play a prominent and
mysterious part. In Egypt are found
sculptures in which the juxtaposition and
attitudes of the serpent, the man, woman,
and tree are, to all intents and purposes,
a pictured illustration of the Account of
the Fall ; in Central Africa has been dis-
covered an idol on whose head is carved
a esnake; the Medusa’s Head, at Teges,
was horrid with twining serpents; in the
Peloponnesus—by derivation * the Island
of the Serpent god "—have been found
three sculptures, each representing a tree
and a serpent; Romans, Parthians, Van-
dals had each a dragon as a military
ensign; * Arthur, the blameless King,”
wore on his helm the *Dragon of the
great Pendragonship.”

In China and Japan the dragon is the
imperial symbol ; in Mexico human sacri-
fices were offered before a huge dragon,
and the knife with which the officiating
priest tore out the palpitating heart was
ornamented with a carved serpent; the
thousand - headed serpent supporting the
universe is a frequent feature in the
temples of Upper India.

That there is an esoteric teaching under-
lying the many fables in which the serpent
plays a part, goes without saying. The
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orthodex believer will find strong com-
firmation thersin of the trnths of Reve-
lation ; the neo-Panthaist will, doubtless,
deduce from the same seurce proof positive
of his own rendering of the dictum, that

In all ages
Every human heart is human.

And, undoubtedly, thia aspect of the sab-
jeot haa ite charm, if only that its comaide-
ration brings us into touch with so much
deep reeeaxch, recondite learning, daring
and invincible imagination. The stady—
oeven the most cursory and superficial—is
bewildering in its ramificationa. 'We shall
find, cited as witnesses, the Rock Temples
of India; the inscriptions in the Sinaitic
Valley ; the most ancient and mysterious
of the sculptures of ancient Egypt, of
Babylon, of Mexieo; the mythologies of
ancient Rowe, of Greece, of Persia, India,
and Arabia will be summoned to smpply
their quota of evidemce. The Round
Towers of Ireland ; strange historie villages
of mnnzf Bé'it.tmy; our ::in zolounl monu-
ments tone ve , have
each their tale m bary

The sinuous threadings of the country
dance perpetuate, some will tell us, the
movements of the ‘‘Gliding King,” of
Druidic ophic rites; the very ring, given
and received in Christian iage, is—
unless we hold to the other great achool
of mythieal in tation before-mentioned
—but the old symbol of a coiled serpent,
emblematis alike of Deity and eternity.
The garlands, twined from head to foot
round the village Maypole—once a sight
as comxeon as it was ing throughout
the length and breadth of the land—bear
no very strained relationship to the twined
serpents round the Caduceus of Apollo.
An obelisk, whether native or imported,
oconveys, by ite name and shape, the assur-
ance- that the original was erected in
honour alike of the serpeni-god, El-ob, as
of the sun, whose rays it typifiea.

‘When, in popnlar langusge, & witch was
described as a hag, it was equivalent to
styling her a serpemt, one of whose attxi-
butes waa, of course, devilish cunning and
power. The same word, by the way, is
proserved. in two loealities in which Druidic
—or ophic—monuments still stand. In
Wiltshire, archelogists tell us, the head
of the serpent, whoee folds are represented
by the circles of monoliths, was on Hack-
pea Hills; in other words, on the hills of
the head (pen) of the serpent (hak).

At Carmnhae, in i i

Brittany, is an
similar temple,

Here agsin the name,

Carnhac, the hill of the serpent, saggosts
the original object of the building ; while,
strangely enough, in another part of the
country there is a village called Belz—
scarcely concealing the original Bel —in
which is a amall altar, balieved to bave
been erected to the Assyrian Bel, whose
emblem was a anake or dragon. Indeed,
Avebury, in our own country, where are
the Druidic remains before refermed to,
was, aocording to reliable authorities,
formerly written * Aubury,” in whiech form
it presents traces both of serpent and san-
worship, “aub” being the same as the
gebrew “Ob,” serpent, and * ur,” meaning
re.

The frequent participation of the serpent
in the classical myths is well known ; and
the resemblance such participation bears
to the Scriptural account of the Tempter's
share in the Fall, is snfficiently striking to
warrant the belief that these myths owed
their origin to corrupted traditions of the
sacred story. On two occasious Jupiter
assumed the form of a dragon, whereby to
seduce the object of his amerons attentions
from the path of virtus, The gardens of
the Hesperides were guarded by & similar
monaster, showing the conneetion of ideas
of the Serpent and the Garden, though, by
a not unusual metonymy, the particular
fanction of the former is changed. In the
Scandinavian Eddas we read that round
the root of the world-ash, Yggdrasil, is
coiled the monstrous serpent, Nithbaggr,
ever gnawing at its life, on which all
existence dependa.

Countless are the stories in which heroes
—saviours of men —slay serpents, and
almost invariably is the immediate object
the rescue of 8 woman held in thraldom.
Of such were Perseus, Hercules, Saint
George, and the Persian hero, Feridun.
With regard to this last, it is curious to
remark that he was contemporary within
a fow years with the son of the mighty
Tahmurs, whom many authorities hold to
be Nimrod In other cases it is a god
that kills the dragon or serpent, as is told
of Apollo, Horus, Chrishns, Thor. Bat,
as the conception of the wisdom of the
serpent became emphasized, this attribute
was bestowed upon the slayer, who in
time came to be worshipped under the
symbol of a serpent. So prevalent, indeed,
had ophic worship become, that it is matter
of comparatively recent history that,
amongst the Gmostic heretics in the early

other | days of Christianity, were some who

profeesed to combine the two religions, and
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who, when celebrating the Eucharist,
allowed a serpent, kept for the purpose, to
glide around the sacred Elements, thereby,
it}.1 was affirmed, perfectly consecrating
them.

The Persian deities—Ormuzd, the good,
and Ahriman, the bad inflaence — were
represented by serpents contending for
the Universe typified by an egg; the
Egyptian god, Cneph, was also represented
by a serpent, with the same world-egg in
his mouth ; Thoth, the prototype of Ascu-
lapius, had the same symbol ; Cadmus, the
fabled teacher of letters and slayer of a
dragon, was also worshipped under the
form of a serpent.

In Arabis, the same word that signifies
serpent signifies also adoration. The Celtic
word “draig” means supreme power, as
well as dragon. The old Irish name for
August was, practically, the sawme as the
Egyptian, being, in the one case, ** Taith,”
and, in the other, “ Thoth;” both names of
beneficent deities.

To this very day the rites of Obi, prac-
tised by the Negro races, baffle explanation;
yet name and practice alike proclaim that
its hierophants profess to be actuated by
the same spirit power, “Ob,” as Saul
sought when he commanded that ¢ one with
a familiar spirit ” should be sought out for
him, How far either or both, how far,
indeed, most of the exoterio procedure,
with its apparent supernatural sanctions,
of not only the ophic, but of most other
rites of the early world, owed their ex-
istence to the comparatively familiar aids
of mesmerism and ventriloquism, scholiasts
must settle. The former of these, with
its kindred mystical forces, called odic, or
psychie, is still inexplicable ; and Hamlet’s
oft-quoted observation to Horatio, ex-
presses about as muach as we ‘“in the
foremost files of time,” know about it.
The existing relics and evidences of serpent
worship speak to us eloquently of the time
when ¢ the large utterance of the early
gods was vocal on the fresh earth,” and
tell of a faith which, like other dead
creeds and forgotten worship, was, perhaps,
for its votaries to be counted amongst the

Btrivings, yearnings, longings,
For the g’ood they c&mprehenc’! not.

DEATHS BY MISADVENTURE.

“PALE Death with equal foot strikes
wide the door of royal halls and hovels of
the poor.” Thus literally does one of the

noble army of translators render into
English the well-known lines of the great
Roman lyrist. Well, they state a fact
which no one can dispute, not even a
Positivist : that the grim Shadow is no
respecter of persons, the history of the
world would have impressed upon our con-
sciousness, if our personal experience had
not only too certainly confirmed it. In
spite of their * Elixir Vitz,” the medizval
Rosiorucians could not escape the universal
doom; and the mystics or fanatics who,
even in our own time, have supposed them-
selves privileged beyond their fellows,
have, sooner or later, been disagreeably
awakened from their delusion. It is no
less a faot, however, that death does mot
appear to all of us under the same aspect.
Sometimes he is the King of Terrors ; some-
times an angel with healing on his wings.
Sometimes he brandishes an envenomed
dart, and lays a heavy grasp on his
shuddering victim ; sometimes, and happily
more often, he realises the beautiful ideal
of the poet, and as *‘ the mildest herald by
our fate allotted,” leads us homeward with
“a gentle hand.” If we consider all the
hagards, all the imminent accidents by
flood and field to which we are exposed
from infancy onward, we shall wonder,
perhaps, that, to so large a proportion of
mortals, he appears in the latter guise.
Bat this is not our business here, nor is the
theme one on which even the most original
and powerful intellect could possibly strike
out any new trath or fresh illustration.
Lot us frankly confoes that humanity has
exhausted it, as would needs be the case
with a subject in which humanity had so
profound a concern,

Tlllle ;rrit.er’s attention was recently
caught by a paragraph in a newspaper,
headed “Singular Death.” It to‘i';? xlx)ne a
few brief lines, the miserable end of a poor
fellow who had fallen into a vat of boiling
oil. This set him a-thinking over the
strange circumstances under which the
‘“dread summons,” as Calvinistic theo-

logians phrase it, has often been addressed }
to his fellow-men ; and with the assistance |

of biographers and historians he has here
brought together a number of examples
which, it is probable, will interest the

reader. We are not prepared to say that |
the alleged causes were always the real |
causes. In this respect the respomsibility §

rests with our authorities ; and it is as well
to note the curious tendency of biographers
to surround the death of their heroes with
a certain amount of pomp and circam-

—_——
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stance. As they cannot dismiss them in a
chariot of fire, like Enoch, they love to
send them out of the world in the midst of
a terrible storm, like Oliver Cromwaell, or
with & broken heart, like Amaury, the
famous heretic of the twelfth century.
Th:g represent them as expiring of joy or
grief, of devotion or melancholy—anything
rather than admit that they died of
pneumonia or pleurisy, or, like Count
Cavour, of the doctor. Therefore, the
following instances must be taken, as we
take a good deal besides in historical and
biographical literature, “on trust.” Bat
there is little doubt, we suppose, that Sir
John Cheke, the famous scholar, “who
taught Cambridge and Prince Edward
Greek,” died of remorse at having been
base enough, under compulsion, toabjure his
religious belief, It is less certain that Lami,
the Benedictine monk, gave up the ghost
because a young man he had rescued
from heresy unfortunately relapsed. As
Lami was seventy-five years old at his
decease, old age would seem a sufficiently
adequate cause.

iglius, a German jurisconsult, men-
tioned in the *‘Biographie Universelle,”
died at the age of seventy, through the in-
gratitude of the Prince whom he had
loyally served.

There was an Arabian of the
eighth century, named Sibouyab, who took
8o much to heart the decision against him
of the great Khalif, Haroun-al-Raschid, on
a nice point raised in controversy with
another grammarian, that he also took to
his bed, and refused to be comforted.

A like susceptibility is ascribed to the
Spanish theologian, Gregorio de Valentin,
when Pope Clement the Eighth accused
him of having falsified a passage in St.
Augustine. But as he burned the
midnight oil for many years, excessive
study may be held to have hastened his
departure,

One can more readily credit the state-
ment that the historian Avigny died of
vexation at the changes which Lallemont
had made in his works, It is, no doubt,
a sore trial to a writer to see his well-loved
conceptions mutilated or transformed by
editorial irresponsibility, ~Usually, how-
over, this sort of thing is practised on the
dead, not the living, aathor ; for, as dead
men tell no tales, so dead authors cannot
turn on the ruthless barbarians who have
cut thiem to pieces.

Elphinstone, the Chancellor of Scotland,
fell *“ sick unto death ” on hearing the dis.

astrous tale of Flodden Field. Nor is he

the only patriot whom the misfortunes of

his country have hwiried into a premature
ave,

Falkland, in his deep despondency,
sought the boon of death at Newbury
Field. Before the battle he told one of his
friends that “ he was weary of the times,
and foresaw much misery arising to his
country, and did believe he should be out
of it one night.”

Everybody knows that exquisite passage
in Clarendon, which tells of his chivalrous
friend’s intense longing for peace. ‘‘Sit-
ting among his friends, often, after a t‘i'::g
silence and frequent sighs, he would, wi
a shrill and sad accent, ingeminate the word
¢ Peace, peace,’ and would passionately
profess that the very agony of the war, and
the view of the calamities and desolation
the kingdom did and must endure, took
his sleep from him, and would shortly
break his heart.” To a man in this kind
of mood a musket shot was welcome
enough ; but one could wish he had been
of tougher temper.

It is sometimes said that Pitt was killed
by Austerlitz. Lord Macaulay thought
that ‘““an abiding cause of his death—
certainly one that tended to shorten his
existence—was the result of the proceed- |
ings his old friend and colleague,
Lord Melville” The same authority
vouches for the injurious effect which the
news of Austria’s disaster exercised upon
the failing health of the great statesman;
and it is probably true that, weakened by
hereditary disease, he had not sufficient
strength to rally under so fatal a blow to
his projects. So when we read of the

| Italian philosopher, Rhodiginus, succumb-

ing to his sorrow over the capture of
Francis the First, at Pavia; of Inigo Jones,
unable to survive the execution of Charles
the First; of the physician Fabricius, pros-
trated by the wars of Denmark (in 1807),
and know that the first was seventy-five,
and the second eighty-nine, and the third
upwards of seventy, we may admit that
patriotic sympathy was the immediate
cause, while holding that the infirmities of
old age must also be taken into account.
We can find no sufficient evidence to
justify the statement, made by a French
writer, that Ireland, the Shakespearian
forger, died in an excess of penitential sus-
ceptibility. A good many Shakespearian
commentators might profitably have imi-
tated his example—if such an example had
been given ; but the oritics of (Shakespeare
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seem, as a rale, to be like unto the sinners
described in—we believe—one of Watta’s
hymns, whose foreheads are * lined with
brass,” and their * hearts made of steel.”
Who ever heard of any one of them—not
even J. P, Collier—repenting of the wrongs
they had done to the great master $

Daprat, Bishop of Clermont, died—st
the ﬁe of seventy-two—because the canons
of chapter would fain compel him to
cut off his beard; Corelli, the musician,
because Scarlatti told him he was not play-
ing in the right key. This is the story as
related by Herr Paul David, in Sir George
Grove'’s Dictionary, “Corelli was leading
the performance of a composition of Scar-
latti’s, when, in a passage that was pro-
bably not well written for the violin, he
made a very conspicuous mistake, while
Petrillo, the Neapolitan leader, who was
familiar with the passage in question,
executed it correctly. Then came a piece
in the key of C mimor. Corelli, already
disconcerted, led it off in C major.
‘ Ricominciamo !’ (Let us begin agsain!)
said Scarlatti, with his usaal politeness;
and poor Oorelli started once more in the
major ; so that Scarlatti was at last obliged
to point out his mistake, Corelli felt this
fncident as a great humiliation, and left
Naples immediately. Returning to Rome,
he found that a new violinist, Valentini,
had won the admiration of the public,
and, considering himself slighted and saper-
seded, took it s0o much to heart that his
health began to fail.”

Valerius Maximus asserts that Sophocles,
at the age of ninety, having read before
the judges a new tragedy, waited with
keen impatience the result of their delibera-
tions; and when he was awarded the prize
by a single vote, was 80 overcome with joy
that he soon afterwards expired. Our
playwrights nowadays are not quite so
sensitive ; besides, they can always vent
their feelings—in lettera to the papers.

The story of the woman in white—not
Wilkie Collins’s—who announces the death
of Princes of the Honse of Brandenburg,

is well known ; but the following anecdote | S

in conmection with it is not, we think,
uite so familiar, Frederick the First, one
ay, was lying asleep on his couch, when
his wife, Lounisa of Mecklenburg, who had
lost her reason, escaped from her keepers,
made her way to his ap