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WIVES AND DAUGHTERS. 15

was mere dislocation. She began by having the people of her story born in
the usual way, and not built up like the Frankenstein monster; and thus
when Squire Humley took a wife, it was then provided that his two boys
should be as naturally one and diverse as the fruit and the bloom on the
bramble. It gocs without spenking.” These differences are precisely
what might have been expected from the union of Squire Hamley with
the town-bred, refined, delicate-minded woman whom he married; and
the affection of the young men, their kind-ness (to use the word in its old
and new meanings at once) is nothing but a reproduction of those im-
palpable threads of love which bound the equally diverse father and
mother in bonds faster than the ties of blood.

But we will not permit ourselves to write any more in this vein. It
is tnnecessary to demonstrate to those who know what is and what is not
true literature that Mrs. Gaskell was gifted with some of the choicest
faculties bestowed upon mankind ; that these grew into greater strength
and ripened into greater beauty in the decline of her days; and that she
has gifted us with some of the truest, purest works of fiction in the lan-
guage. And she was herself what her works show her to have been-—a
wise, gnod woman.—[Ep. C. AL]





















































































AMERICAN HUMOUR. 43

objects of thought. He is often quaint, but is never guilty of transgressing
the bounds of really good taste. It is, however, unfair to attempt a sum-
mary of his merits at the end of an article, and we will, therefore, con-
clude our quotations by a short specimen taken from his most amusing
book, The Autocrat of the Breakfast-table :—

“Our brains are seventy-year clocks ; the angel of life winds them up
oace for all, then closes the case, and gives the key into the hand of the
angel of resurrection.

“Tic-tac, tic-tac, go the wheels of thought; our will cannot stop
them ; they cannot stop themselves; sleep cannot still them ; madness
wly makes them go faster; death alone can break into the case, and
wizsing the ever-swinging pendulum, which we call the heart, silence at
lstthe clicking of the terrible escapement we have carried so long beneath
oxr wrinkled foreheads |

“If we could only get at them as we lie on our pillows, and count the
dead beats of thought after thought, and image after image jarring
through the overtired organ. Will nobody block these wheels, uncouple
that pinion, cut the string that holds these weights, blow up the infernal
machine with gunpowder ? . . . . If anybody would only contrive some
kind of & lever that we could thrust in among the works of this horrid
sutomaton and check them, or alter their rate of going, what would the
vorld give for the discovery?”

“From half a dime to a dime, according to the style of the place and
the quality of the liquor,” said the young fellow whom they call John.

“You speak trivially, but not unwisely,” I said.













RECOLLECTIONS OF WATERLOO BY A SURVIVING VETERAN. 47

beard the tramp of cavalry approaching the spot where I lay hidden in
the herbage. Was I then to be trodden to death? The thought was
horrible.  On and on they came. It must soon be all over with me. I
resolved, sooner than submit to such a death, to make one more effort.
Accordingly, I took off my cap, and placing it on the point of my sword,
waved it to and fro as best I could. Providentially, the waving cap
attracted notice. The gallant fellows (it was a squadron of the —th
Dragoons) made way for me, and gently raising me on to the back of one
of their horses, consigned me to the care of two troopers who conveyed
me mfely to the rear. It was late in the afternoon of the following day
before the cartload of wounded of whom I formed one reached Brussels;
sod amongst the first that welcomed me on my arrival was my wounded
brother. His head was bandaged so plentifully that a Turk might have
eavied him his head-dress. His delight at seeing me, if anything exceeded
mine at meeting him. I asked him what he thought of the army. He
nid it was a fine service, but he had had enough of it; and from that
day forth, as it happened, he never served again. He still lives, a hale
o man of seventy. His forehead has an ugly scar, but it has paid him
fairly, and I have never heard him grumble at the mark.

It took the surgeon just six weeks to extract the ball from my knee—
six weeks of desperate suffering. Soon after this, my wound healed up,
aod | was on my feet once more. By way of blood-money, Government
paid me down 500 This I handed over to my agent, but he, poor man,
got somehow into difficulties, cut his throat, and I lost all.

After five-and-thirty years of active service, I became a martyr to the
pains and aches which my campaigning had induced, and I found myself
compelled finally to lay aside my sword. Verging on fourscore, I still
bave strength to limp along, supported by a crutch on either side. I
bope, ere long, to be summoned to the land of peace ; meanwhile, may I
be thankful that I live to tell the tale of Waterloo.




































































































80 THE SECOND FUNERAL OF NAPOLEON.

there was the tall cross-bearer at the head of the procession, and they
came back !

They chanted something in a weak, snuffling, lugubrious manner, to
the melancholy bray of a serpent.

Crash! however. Mr. Habeneck and the fiddlers in the organ-loft
pealed out a wild shrill march, which stopped the reverend gentlemen,
and in the midst of this music—

And of a great trampling of feet and clattering,

And of a great crowd of Generals and Officers in fine clothes,

With the Prince de Joinville marching quickly at the head of the
procession,

And while everybody’s heart was thumping as hard as possible,

NAPOLEON'S COFFIN PASSED.

It was done in an instant. A box covered with a great red cross—a
dingy-looking crown lying on the top of it—Seamen on one side and
Invalids on the other—they had passed in an instant and were up the
aisle.

A faint snuffling sound, as before, was heard from the officiating priests,
but we knew of nothing more. It is said that old Louis Philippe was
standing at the catafalque, whither the Prince de Joinville advanced and
said, “ Sire, I bring you the body of the Emperor Napoleon.”

Louis Philippe answered, ‘I receive it in the name of France." Ber-
trand put on the body the most glorious victorious sword that ever has
been forged since the apt descendants of the firet murderer learned how
to hammer steel ; and the coffin was placed in the temple prepared for it.

The six hundred singers and the fiddlers now commenced the playing
and singing of a piece of music; and a part of the crew of the Belle
Poule skipped into the places that had been kept for them under us, and
listened to the mnusic, chewing tobacco. While the actors and fiddlers
were going on, most of the spirits-of-wine lamps on altars went out.

When we arrived in the open air we passed through the court of the
Invalides, where thousands of people had been assembled, but where the
benches were now quite bare. Then we came on to the terrace before
the place: the old soldiers were firing off the great guns, which made a
dreadful stunning noise, and frightened some of us, who did not care to
pass before the cannon and be knocked down even by the wadding. The
guns were fired in honour of the King, who was going home by a back
door. All the forty thousand people who covered the grent stands before
the Hotel had gone away too. The Imperial Barge had been dragged up
the river, and was lying lonely along the Quay, examined by some few
shivering people on the shore.

It was five o'clock when we reached home: the stars were shining
keenly out of the frosty sky, and Frangois told me that dinner was just
ready.

In this manner, my dear Miss Smith, the great Napoleon was buried.

Farewell.
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cipitated itself into the future; and she had utterly confounded Allan
by inquiring whether the contemplated clopement was an offence punish-
able by the Law? Her memory satisfied her that she had certainly read
somewhere, at some former period, in some book or other (possibly a
novel), of an elopement with a dreadful end—of a bride dragged home in
hysterics—and of a bridegroom sentenced to languish in prison, with all
his beautiful hair cut off, by Act of Parliament, close to his head. Sup-
posing she could bring herself to consent to the clopement at all—which
she positively declined to promise—she must first insist on discovering
whether there was any fear of the police being concerned in her marriage
as well as the parson and the clerk. Allan being a man, ought to know ;
and to Allan she looked for information—with this preliminary assurance
to assist him in laying down the law, that she would die of a broken
heart a thousand times over, rather than be the innocent means of sending
him to Janguish in prison, and of cutting his hair off, by Act of
Parliament, close to his head. ¢ It's no laughing matter,” said Neelie
resolutely, in conclusion; *“I decline even to think of our marriage, till
my mind is made easy first on the subject of the Law.”

“But I don't know anything about the law, not even as much as you
do,” said Allan. * Hapg the law ! I don’t mind my head being cropped.
Let’s risk it.”

“Risk it?" repeated Neclie, indignantly. ¢ Have yom no con-
sideration for me ? I won’t risk it | Where there's a will, there's a way.
We must find out the law for ourselves.”

“ With all my heart,” gaid Allan. ¢ How?"

“Out of books, to be sure! There must be quantities of information
in that enormous library of yours at the great house. If you really love
me, you won't mind going over the backs of a few thousand books, for
my sake!"

“TN go over the backs of ten thousand!" cried Allan, warmly.
“ Would you mind telling me what I'm to look for?

“For ‘Law,’ to be sure! When it says ‘Law’ on the back, open it,
and look inside for Marriage—read every word of it—and then come here
and explain it to me. What? you don't think your head is to be truated
to do such a simple thing as that?"

“I'm certain it isn't,” said Allan. * Can’t you help me?”

“Of course I can, if you can't manage without me! Law may be
hard, but it can’t be harder than music; and I must, and will, satisfy my
mind. Bring me all the books you can find, on Monday morning—in a
wheelbarrow, if there are a good many of them, and if you can't manage
it in any other way.”

The result of this conversation was Allan's appearance in the park,
with a volume of Blackstone’s Commentaries under his arm, on the fatal
Monday morning, when Miss Grwilt's written engagement of marriage was
placed in Midwinter's hands. Here again, in this, as in all other human
instances, the widely discordant elements of the grotesque and the terrible
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were forced together by that subtle law of contrast which is one of the
laws of mortal life. Amid all the thickening complications now impending
over their heads—with the shadow of meditated murder stealing towards
one of them already, from the lurking-place that hid Miss Gwilt—the two
&t down, unconscious of the future, with the book between them ; and
applied themselves to the study of the law of marriage, with a grave
resolution to understand it, which, in two such students, was nothing less
than a burlesque in itself |

“Find the place,” said Neelie, as soon as they were comfortably
established. ¢ We must manage this, by what they call a division of
kbour. You shall read—and I'll take notes.”

She produced forthwith a smart little pocket-book and pencil, and
opened the book in the middle, where there was a blank page on the right
band and the left. At the top of the right-hand page, she wrote the word,
Good. At the top of the left-hand page, she wrote the word, Bad.
“‘Good ' means where the law is on our side,” she explained; “and
‘Bad’ means where the law is against us. We will have ¢ Good ' and
‘Bad’ opposite each other, all down the two pages; and when we get to
the bottom, we'll add them up, and act accordingly. They say girls have
1o heads for business. Haven't they! Don’t look at me—look at
Blackstone, and begin.”

“Would you mind giving me a kiss first ? " asked Allan,

“Ishould mind it very much, In our serious situation, when we
lave both got to exert our intellects, I wonder you can ask for such
'y ‘hing l"

“That's why I asked for it,” said the unblushing Allan. *I feel as if
it would clear my head.”

“Oh, if it would clear your head, that's quite another thing! I must
dar your head, of course, at any sacrifice. Only one, mind,” she
wlispered coquettishly ; “and pray be careful of Blackstone, or you'll
kee the place.”

There was a pause in the conversation.  Blackstone and the pocket-
book both rolled on the ground together.

“If this happens again,” said Neelie, picking up the pocket-book, with
bt eyes and her complexion at their brightest and best, * I shall sit with
1.y back to you for the rest of the morning. Will you go on?”

Allan found his placg for the second time, and fell headlong into the
bottomless abyss of the English Law.

“Page two-hundred-and-eighty,” he began. ¢ Law of husband and
¥it. Here's a bit I don't understand, to begin with :—‘It may be
oberved generally, that the law considers marriage in the light of a
Contract’ What does that mean? I thought a contract was the sort of
thing 3 builder signs, when he promises to have the workmen out of the

use in a given time, and when the time comes (as my poor mother used
©my) the workmen never go.”
5—2
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4 I there nothing about Love ?” asked Neelie. ¢ Look a little lower
down.”

¢ Not a word. He sticks to his confounded ¢ Contract,’ all the way
through.”

“Then he’sa brute! Go on to something else that’s more in our way.”

“ Here's a bit that's more in our way :—* Incapacities. If any persons

under legal incapacities come together, it is a meretricious, and not a
matrimonial union.’ (Blackstone’s a good one at long words, isn't he? I
wonder what he means by meretricious?) ¢The first of these legal
disabilities is a prior marriage, and having another husband or wife
livin ' :
‘§Stopl " gaid Neelie. “I must make anote of that.” She gravely made
her first entry on the page headed “Good,” as- follows:—*“I have mo
husband, and Allun has no wife. We are both entirely unmarried at the
present time.”

¢ All right, so far,” remarked Allan, looking over her shoulder.

% Go on,” said Neelie. “ What next?"

“¢The next disability,’” proceeded Allan, ““¢is want of age. The
age for consent to matrimony is, fourteen in males, and twelve in females.’
Come!” cried Allan cheerfully, “ Blackstone begins early enough at
any rate!"”

Neelie was too business-like to make any other remark, on her side,
than the necessary remark in the pocket-book. She made another entry
under the head of ¢ Good:"—“1I amn old enough to consent, and so is
Allan too. Go on,” resumed Neelie, looking over the reader’s shoulder.
“ Never mind all that prosing of Blackstone's, about the husband being
of years of discretion, and the wife under twelve. Abominable wretch !
the wife under twelve ! Skip to the third incapacity, if there is one.”

¢ The third incapacity,” Allan went on, ¢is want of reason.”

Neelie immediately made a third entry on the side of “ Good : "
¢ Allan and I are both perfectly reasonable—skip to the next page.”

Allan skipped. ‘A fourth incapacity is in respect of proximity of
relationship.”

A fourth entry followed instantly on the cheering side of the pocket-
book :—¢‘ He loves me and I love him—without our being in the slightest
degree related to each other. Any more?” asked Neelie, tapping her
chin impatiently with the end of the pencil.

“ Plenty more,” rejoined Allan; “all in hieroglyphics. Look here:
¢ Marriage Acts, 4 Geo. iv. c. 76,and 6 and 7 Will. iv. c. 85 (¢)." Black-
stone’s intellect seems to be wandering here. Shall we take another skip,
and see if he picks himself up again on the next page.”

“ Wait a little,” said Neelic; ** what's that I see in the middle?” She
read for a minute in silence, over Allan's shoulder, and suddenly clasped
her hands in despair. “I knew I was right!” she exclaimed. ¢ Oh,
heavens, here it is 1

“ Where?"” asked Allan. “ I see nothing about languishing in prison,
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ad cropping a fellow’s hair close to his head, unless it's in the hiero-
gyphics.  Is ¢4 Geo. iv.’ short for ¢ Lock him up ?” and does ‘c. 85 (g)’
mean, ¢ Send for the hair-cutter ?'”

“Pray be serious,” remonstrated Neelie. ‘ We are both sitting on a
voleano, There ! ™ she said, pointing to the place. * Read it! If any-
thing can bring you to a proper sense of our situation, that will.”

Allan cleared his throat, and Neelie held the point of her pencil ready
on the depressing side of the account—otherwise the “ Bad ” page of the
pocket-book. _

“tAnd as it is the policy of our law,’ Allan began, ¢ to prevent the
marrisge of persons under the age of twenty-one, without the consent of
perents and guardians ' (Neelie made her first entry on the side of
“Bed” ¢TI am only seventeen next birthday, and circumstances forbid
m to confide my attachment to papa)——* ¢it is provided that in the
e of the publication of banns of a person under twenty-one, not being
s vidower or widow, who are deemed emancipated’” (Neelie made
aother entry on the depressing side. ¢ Allan is not a widower, and I
mnot a widow ; consequently, we are neither of us emancipated,”)
“‘if the parent or guardian openly signifies his dissent at the time the
banns are published ’ "——(* which papa would be certain to do ")——
“‘such publication shall be void.' Tl take breath here, if you'll allow
we" said Allan. ¢ Blackstone might put it in shorter sentences, I
think, if he can’t put it in fewer words. Cheer up, Neelie ! there must
beother ways of marrying, besides this roundabout way, that ends in a
Publication and a Void. Infernal gibberish! I could write better
English myself.”

“We arc not at the end of it yet,” said Neelie. “ The Void is
nothing to what is to come.”

“Whatever it is,” rejoined Allan, “ we'll treat it like a dose of physic
—vwelll take it at once, and be done with it.” He went on reading :—
“‘And no licence to marry without banns shall be granted, unless oath
shall be first made by one of the parties that he or she believes that there
isno impediment of kindred or alliance '—well, I can take my oath of that
vith a safe conscience! What next? ¢ And one of the said parties must,
for the space of fifteen days immediately preceding such licence, have had
Lis or her usual place of abode within the parish or chapelry within which
such marriage is to be solemnized !’ Chapelry | I'd live fifteen days in a
dog-kennel with the greatest pleasure. I say, Neelie, all this seems like
Plain sailing enough. What are you shaking your head about? Go on,
d I shall see? O, all right; I'll go on. Ilere we are—*‘ And where
oe of the said parties, not being a widower or widow, shall be under the
e of twenty-one years, oath must first be made that the consent of the
Ptson or persons whose consent is required, has been obtained, or that
there is no person having authority to give such consent. The consent
tequired by this Act is that of the father " At those last formidable
vords Allan came to a full stop. ¢ The consent of the father,” he
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repeated, with all necdful seriousness of look and manmer. I couldn't
exactly swear to that, could 17"

Neelie answered in expressive silence. She handed him the pocket-
book, with the final entry completed, on the side of “ Bad,” in these
terms—¢ Our marriage is impossible, unless Allan commits perjury.”

The lovers looked at each other across the insuperable obstacle of
Blackstone, in speechless dismay.

‘“Shut up the book,” said Neclie, resignedly. I have no doubt we
should find the police, and the prison, and the hair-cutting—all punish-
ments for perjury, exactly as I told you !—if we looked at the next page.
But we needn't trouble ourselves to look ; we have found out quite
enough already. It's all over with us. I must go to school on Saturday,
and you must manage to forget me as soon as you can. Perhaps we may
meet in after-life, and you may be a widower and I may be a widow, and
the cruel law may consider us emancipated, when it's too late to be of the
slightest use. By that time no doubt I shall be old and ugly, and you
will naturally have ceased to care about me, and it will all end in the
grave, and the sconer the better. Good-by,” concluded Neelie, rising
mournfully, with the tears in her eyes, “It's only prolonging our misery
to stop here, unless—unless you have anything to propose? "

“I've got something to propose,” cried the headlong Allan. “It's an
entircly new idea. Would you mind trying the blacksmith at Gretna
Green?"”

“No earthly consideration,” answered Neelie indignantly, ¢ would
induce me to be married by a blacksmith 1"

“ Don’t be offended,” pleaded Allan; I meant it for the best. Lots
of people in our situation have tried the blacksmith, and found him quite
as good as a clergyman, and a most amiable man, I believe, into the
bargain. Never mind! We must try another string to our bow.”

“ We haven't got another to try,” said Neclie.

“Take my word for it,” persisted Allan stoutly, * there must be ways
and means of circumventing Blackstone (without perjury), if we only
knew of them. It's a matter of law, and we must consult somebody in
the profession. I daresay it's a risk. But nothing venture, nothing have.
What do you may to young Pedgift? 1e's a thorough good fellow.
I'm sure we could trust young Pedgift to keep our secret.”

“Not for worlds !" exclaimed Neelie. ‘ You may be willing to trust
your secrets to the vulgar little wretch, I won't have him trusted with
mine. I hate him. No!" she continued, with a mounting colour and
a peremptory stamp of her foot on the grass. *I positively forbid you
to take any of the Thorpe-Ambrose prople into your confidence. They
would instantly suspect me, and it would be all over the place in a
moment. My attachment may be an unhappy one,” remarked Neelie,
with her handkerchief to her eyes, “ and papa may nip it in the bud, but
1 won't have it profaned by the town-gossip 1

“Hush ! hush 1" said Allan. “I won't say 2 word at Thorpe-Ambrose,
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I won't indeed!” He paused, and conridered for a moment. ¢ There’s
acther way ! he burst out, brightening up on the instant. “ We've got
the whole week before us. T'll tell you what I'll do, I'll go to London !

There was a sudden rustling—heard neither by one nor the other—
among the trees behind them that screened Miss Gwilt. One more of
the difficulties in her way (the difficulty of getting Allan to London), now
promised to be removed by an act of Allan’s own will.

“To London ? " repeated Neelie, looking up in astonishment.

“To London!" reiterated Allan. ¢ That's far enough away from
Thorpe-Ambrose, surely? Wait a minute, and don’t forget that this is
8 quastion of law. Very well, I know some lawyers in London who
mmaged all my business for me when I first came in for this property ;
they are just the men to consult. And if they decline to be mixed up in
it there's their head clerk, who is one of the best fellows I ever met with
i my life. I asked him to go yachting with me, I remember ; and
though he couldn’t go, he said he felt the obligation all the same, That's
the man to help us. Blackstone’s a mere infant to him. Don't say it's
terd; don't say it's exactly like me. Do pray hear me out. I
voo't breathe your name or your father's. I'll describe you as ‘a
young lady to whom I am devotedly attached.” And if my friend the
terk asks where you live, I'll say the north of Scotland, or the west of
Irdand, or the Channel Islands, or anywhere else you like. My friend
the clerk is a total stranger to Thorpe-Ambrose and everybody in it
(vhich is one recommendation); and in five minutes' time, he’d put me
upto what to do (which is another). If you only knew him! He's one
of those extraordinary men who appear once or twice in a century—the
tort of man who won't allow you to make a mistake if you try. AllI
have got to say to him (putting it short) is, ¢ My dear fellow, I want to be
privately married, without perjury.’ All he has got to say to me (putting
it short) is, ¢ You must do So-and-So, and So-and-So ; and you must be
eareful to avoid This, That, and The other. I have nothing in the world
b do but to follow his directions; and you have nothing in the world to
do but what the bride always does when the bridegroom is ready and
witing! " His arm stole round Neclie's waist, and his lips pointed
the moral of the last sentence with that inarticulate eloquence which is
% uniformly successful in persuading a woman against her will.

All Neelie's meditated objections dwindled, in spite of her, to one
feble little question. ¢ Suppose I allow you to go, Allan?" she
whispered, toying nervously with the stud in the bosom of his shirt,
“8hall you be very long away ?"

“T'll be off to-day,” raid Allan, “by the cleven o'clock train. And
T be back to-morrow, if I and my friend the clerk can settle it all in
time. If not, by Wednesday at latest.”

“You'll write to me every day?" pleaded Neclie, clinging a little
tloser to Lim. “ I shall sink under the suspense, if you don't promise
W write to me every day.”
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CHAPTER XII
A SCANDAL AT THE STATION.

Ax hour later, the landlady at Miss Gwilt’s lodgings was lost in astonish-
mert, and the clamorous tongues of the children were in a state of
ungovernable revolt. ¢ Unforeseen circumstances ” had suddenly obliged
the tenant of the first floor to terminate the occupation of her apartments,
and to go to London that day by the eleven o’clock train.

“Please to have a fly at the door, at half-past ten,” said Miss Gwilt,
us the amazed landlady followed her upstairs. “And excuse me, you
good creature, if I beg and pray not to be disturbed till the fly comes.”

Once inside her room, she locked the door, and then opened her
wiiting-desk. ¢ Now for my letter to the major!” she said. “How
shall T word it ? ’

A moment's consideration apparently decided her. Searching through
ber collection of pens, she carefully selected the worst that could be found,
ad began the letter by writing the date of the day on a soiled sheet of
Dote-paper, in crooked clumsy characters, which ended in a blot made
purposely with the feather of the pen. Pausing, sometimes to think a
little, sometimes to make another blot, she completed the letter in these
ords :— :

“Hos® Sig,—It is on my conscience to tell you something, which I
think you ought to know. You ought to know of the goings-on of Miss,
yowr daughter, with young Mister Armadale. I wish you to make sure, and
what js more, I advise you to be quick about it, if she is going the way
you want her to go, when she takes her morning walk before breakfast.
I'scorn to make mischief, where there is true love on both sides. But I
don't think the young man means truly by Miss. What I mean is, I
think Miss only bas his fancy. Another person, who shall be nameless
betwixt us, has his true heart. Please to pardon my not putting my
mme; I am only an humble person, and it might get me into trouble.
This s all at present, dear sir, from yours,
“ A WeLL-WisHER."”

“There! " said Miss Gwilt, as she folded the letter up. “If I had
been a professed novelist, I could hardly have written more naturally in
the character of a servant than that!” She wrote the necessary address
© Major Milroy ; looked admiringly for the last time at the coarse and
tlumsy writing which her own delicate hand had produced; and rose to
post the letter herself, before she entered next on the serious business of
Packing up. ¢ Curious!” she thought, when the letter had been posted,
and she was back again making her travelling preparations in her own
room ; “here I am, running headlong into a frightful risk—and I never
¥a in better spirits in my life]”

=3
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The boxes were ready when the fly was at the door, and Miss Gwilt
was equipped (as becomingly as usual) in her neat travelling costume.
The thick veil, which she was accustomed to wear in London, appeared
on her country straw-bonnet for the first time. ¢ One meets such rude
men occasionally in the railway,” she said to the landlady. ¢ And though
I dress quietly, my hair is so very remarkable.” She was a little paler
than usual; btit she had never been so sweet-tempered and engaging, so
gracefully cordial and friendly, as now, when the moment of departure
had come. The simple people of the house were quite moved at taking
leave of her. She insisted on shaking hands with the landlord—on
speaking to him in her prettiest way, and sunning him in her brightest
smiles. ¢ Come!” she said to the landlady, * you have been o kind,
you have been so like a mother to me, you must give me a kiss at
parting.” She embraced the children all together in the lump, with a
mixture of humour and tenderness delightful to see, and left a shilling
among them to buy a cake. “If I was only rich enough to make it a
sovereign,” she whispered to the mother, “ how glad I should be!” The
awkward lad who ran on errands stood waiting at the fly-door. He was
clumsy, he was frowsy, he had a gaping mouth and a turn-up nose—
but the ineradicable female delight in being charming, accepted him, for
all that, in the character of a last chance. ¢ You dear dingy John ! ™ she
said kindly at the carriage door. I am so poor I have only sixpence to
give you—with my very best wishes. Take my advice, John—grow
to be a fine man, and find yourself a nice sweetheart! Thank you a
thousand times!” She gave him a friendly little pat on the cheek with
two of her gloved fingers, and smiled, and nodded, and got into the fly.

¢ Armadale next | ” she said to herself as the carriage drove off.

Allan’s anxiety not to miss the train had brought him to the station
in better time than usual. After taking his ticket and putting his
portmanteau under the porter’s charge, he was pacing the platform
and thinking of Neclie—when he heard the rustling of a lady’s dress
behind him, and turning round to look, found himself face to face with
Miss Gwilt.

There was no escaping her this time. The station wall was on his
right hand, and the line was on his left; a tunnel was behind him,
and Miss Gwilt was in front, inquiring in her sweetest tones whether
Mr. Armadale was going to London.

Allan coloured scarlet with vexation and surprise. There he was,
obviously waiting for the train; and there was his portmanteau close by,
with his name on it, already labelled for London! What answer but the
true one could he make after that? Could he let the train go without
him, and lose the precious hours 8o vitally important to Neelie and him-
self? Impossible! Allan helplessly confirmed the printed statement on
his portmanteau, and heartily wished himself at the other end of the world
as he said the words.
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“How very fortunate!” rejoined Miss Gwilt. #I am going to London
to. Might I ask you, Mr. Armadale (as you seem to be quite alone), to
be my escort on the journey ?”

Allan looked at the little assembly of travellers, and travellers' fiiends,
ollected on the platform, near the booking-office door. They were all
Thorpe-Ambrose people. He was probably known by sight, and Miss
Gwilt was probably known by sight, to every one of them. In sheer
desperation, hesitating more awkwardly than ever, he produced his cigar-
ae. “JIshould be delighted,” he said, with an embarrassment which
vasalmost an insult under the circaumstances. ‘But I—I'm what the
people who get sick over a cigar, call a slave to smoking.”

“I delight in smoking! " said Miss Gwilt, with undiminished vivacity
ad good humour, ¢ It's one of the privileges of the men which I bave
almays envied. I'm afraid, Mr. Armadale, you must think I am forcing
mymelf on you. It certainly looks like it. The real truth is, I want par-
ticalarly to eay a word to you in private about Mr. Midwinter.”

The train came up at the same moment. Setting Midwinter out of the
question, the common decencies of politeness left Allan no alternative but
to submit. After having been the cause of her leaving her situation at
Msjor Milroy’s, after having pointedly avoided her only a few days since
oa the high-road, to have declined going to London in the same carriage
vith Miss Gwilt would have been an act of downright brutality which it
wis simply impossible to commit. ¢ Damn her!” said Allan, internally,
the handed his travelling companion into an empty carriage, officiously
placed at his disposal, before all the people at the station, by the guard.
“You shan’t be disturbed, sir,” the man whispered confidentially, with a
tmile, and a touch of his hat. Allan could have knocked him down with
the utmost pleasure. “Stop!” he said, from the window. I don't want
the carriage—" It was useless; the guard was out of hearing; the
whistle blew, and the train started for London.

The select assembly of travellers' friends, left behind on the platform,
ocongregated in a circle on the spot, with the station-master in the
Centre,

The station-master—otherwise, Mr. Mack—was a popular character in
the neighbourhood. He possessed two social qualifications which invari-
ably impress the average English mind—he was an old soldier, and he
Wi a man of few words. The conclave on the platform insisted on taking
lis opinion, before it committed itself positively to an opinion of its own.
A brisk fire of remarks exploded, as a matter of course, on all sides; but
everybody’s view of the subject ended interrogatively, in a question aimed
Wint-blank at the station-master’s ears.

“She's got him, hasn’t she?” ¢ She'll come back ¢ Mrs. Armadale,’
won't she?” ¢ He'd better have stuck to Miss Milroy, hadn’t he?”
“Miss Milroy stuck to him. She paid him a visit at the great house,
didn't she?” ¢ Nothing of the sort; it's a shame to take the girl's
taracter away. She was canght in a thunderstorm close by ; he was
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obliged to give her shelter ; and she's never been near the place since.
Miss Gwilt’s been there, if you like, with no thunderstorm to force her
in; and Miss Gwilt's off with him to London in a carriage all to them-
selves, eh, Mr. Mack ?” ¢ Ah, he's a soft one, that Armadale! with all
his money, to take up with a red-haired woman, a good eight or nine years
older than heis! She's thirty if she's a day. That's what I say, Mr. Mack.
What do you say ?” ¢ Older or younger, she'll rule the roast at Thorpe-
Ambrose; and I say, for the sake of the place, and for the sake of trade,
let's make the best of it; and Mr. Mack, as & man of the world, sees it in
the same light as I do, don’t you, sir? "

“ Gentlemen,” said the station-master, with his abrupt military accent,
and his impenetrable military manner, “she's a devilish fine woman.
And, when I was Mr. Armadale’s age, it's my opinion, if her fancy had
laid that way, she might have married Me.”

With that expression of opinion the station-master wheeled to the right,
and intrenched himself impregnably in the stronghold of his own office.

The citizens of Thorpe-Ambrose looked at the closed door, and
gravely shook their heads. Mr. Mack had disappointed them. No
opinion which openly recognizes the frailty of human nature, is ever
a popular opinion with mankind. *It's as good as saying that any of us
might have married her, if we had been Mr. Armadale’s age!” Such was
the general impression on the minds of the conclave, when the meeting had
been adjourned, and the members were leaving the station. _

The last of the party to go was a slow old gentleman, with a habit of
deliberately looking about him. Pausing at the door, this observant
person stared up the platform, and down the platform, and discovered in
the latter direction, standing behind an angle of the wall, an elderly man
in black, who had escaped the notice of everybody up to that time.
“ Why, bless my soul!” said the old gentleman, advancing inquisitively by
a step at a time, “ it can’t be Mr. Bashwood ! ”

It was Mr. Bashwood—>Mr. Bashwood, whose constitutional curiosity
had taken him privately to the station, bent on solving the mystery of
Allan’s sudden journey to London—Mr. Bashwood who had seen and
heard, behind his angle in the wall, what everybody else had scen and
heard, and who appeared to have been impreesed by it in no ordinary way.
He stood stiffly against the wall, like a man petrified, with one hand pressed
on his bare head, and the other holding his hat—he stood, with a dull flush
on his face, and a dull stare in his eyes, looking straight into the black
depths of the tunnel outside the station, as if the train to London had
disappeared in it but the moment before.

“Ia your head bad ? " asked the old gentleman. ¢ Take my advice.
Go home and lie down.”

Mr. Bashwood listened mechanically, with his usual attention, and
answered mechanically, with his usual politencss.

% Yes, sir,” he said, in a low lost tone, like a man between dreaming

~aking; “Tll go home and lie down.”
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“That's right,” rejoined the old gentleman, making for the door.
“And take a pill, Mr. Bashwood—take a pill.”

Five minutes later, the porter charged with the business of locking up
the station, found Mr. Bashwood, still standing bareheaded against the
wall, and still looking straight into the black depths of the tunnel, as if the
train to London had disappeared in it but a moment since.

“Come, sir ! ” said the porter. *I must lock up. Are you out of
worts? Anything wrong with your inside ? I'ry a drop of gin-and-bitters.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Bashwood, answering the porter exactly as he had
uswered the old gentleman; ‘Tl try a drop of gin-and-bitters.”

The porter took him by the arm, and led him out. * You'll get
it there,” said the man, pointing confidentially to a public-house; *and
you'l get it good.”

“I shall get it there,” echoed Mr. Bashwood, still mechanically re-
peating what was said to him; ¢ and I shall get it good.”

His will scemed to be paralysed ; his actions depended absolutely on
vhat other people told him to do. He took a few steps in the direction
of the public-house—hesitated ; staggered—and caught at the pillar of one
of the station lamps near him.

The porter followed, and took him by the arm once more.

“Why, you've been drinking already!” exclaimed the man, with a
nuddenly-quickened interest in Mr. Bashwood's case. * What was it?
Beer? :

Mr. Bashwood, in his low lost tones, echoed the last word.

It was close on the porter’s dinner-time. But when the lower orders
of the English people believe they have discovered an intoxicated man,
their sympathy with him is boundless. The porter let his dinner take its
chance, and carefully assisted Mr. Bashwood to reach the public-house.
“Gin-and-bitters will put you on your legs again,” whispered this
Samaritan setter-right of the alcoholic disasters of mankind.

If Mr. Bashwood had really been intoxicated, the effect of the porter’s
Temedy would have been marvellous indeed. Almost as soon as the glass
¥a emptied, the stimulant did its work. The long-weakened nervous
#stem of the deputy-steward, prostrated for the moment by the shock that
bad fallen on it, rallied again like a weary horse under the spur. The
dul flugh on his cheeks, the dull stare in his eyes, disappeared simul-
tneously,  After a momentary effort, he recovered memory enough of
“hat had passed to thank the porter, and to ask whether he would take
Wmething himself. The worthy creature instantly accepted a dose of his
M remedy—in the capacity of a preventive—and went home to dinner
B only those men can go home who are physically warmed by gin-and-
littery, and morally elevated by the performance of a good action.

Still strangely abstracted (but conscious now of the way by which he
“eat), Mr, Bashwood left the public-house a few minutes later, in his turn.
He walked on mechanically, in his dreary black garments, moving like a

oo the white surface of the sun-brightened road, as Midwinter had
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Pedgift Senior slackened the pace of his fast-trotting mare, without
puling up.  “ Come to the office in half-an-hour,” he said. “I'm busy
nov.” Without waiting for an answer, without noticing Mr. Bashwood’s bow,
be gave the mare the rein again, and was out of sight in another minute.

Mr. Bashwood sat down once more in a shady place by the roadside.
He appeared to be incapable of feeling any slight but the one unpaxdonable
slight put upon him by Miss Gwilt. He not only declined to resent, he
even made the best of Mr. Pedgift's unceremonious treatment of him.
“Half-an-hour,” he said, resignedly. ¢ Time enough to compose myself;
and I want time. Very kind of Mr. Pedgift, though he mightn't have
meant it.”

The sense of oppression on his head forced him once again to remove his
"hat. He sat with it on his lap, deep in thought; his face bent low, and the
wavering fingers of one hand drumming absently on the crown of the hat.
I Mr. Pedgift the elder, seeing him as he sat now, could only have looked
alittle beyond him into the future, the monotonously-dramming hand of the
deputy-steward might have been strong enough, feeble as it was, to stop
the lawyer by the roadside. It was the worn, weary, miserable old hand
of s vorn, weary, miserable old man—but it was, for all that (to use the
linguage of Mr. Pedgift's own parting prediction to Allan), the hand that
was now destined to ¢ let the light in on Miss Gwilt.”

CHAPTER XIII.
AN OLp Max's Hmnfxz

Prscrual to the moment, when the half hour's interval had expired,
Mr. Bashwood was announced at the office, as waiting to see Mr. Pedgift
by special appointment.

The lawyer looked up from his papers with an air of annoyance: he
bad totally forgotten the meeting by the roadside. * See what he wants,”
uid Pedgift Senior to Pedgift Junior, working in the same room with him.
“And, if it’s nothing of importance, put it off to some other time.”

Pedgift Junior swiftly disappeared, and swiftly returned.

“Well 2 ” asked the father.

“Well,” answered the son, “ he is rather more shaky and unintelligible
than usual. I can make nothing out of him, cxcept that he persists in
wating to see you. My own idea,” pursued Pedgift Junior, with his
usmal sardonic gravity, ¢ is, that he is going to have a fit, and that he
vishes to acknowledge your uniform kindness to him, by obliging you
vith a private view of the whole proceeding.”

Pedgift Senior habitually matched everybody—his son included—
with their own weapons. ¢ Be good enough to remember, Augustus,” he
Tejoined, “that My Room is not a Court of Law. A bad joke is not
inv&riably followed by ‘roars of laughter’ here. Let Mr. Bashwood
come in,”
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him. Ican honestly say that, though he /as set my advice at defiance.
And P'm more sorry still,” he continued, softening again as his mind
reverted to his interview with Neelie under the trees of the park; “I'm
more sorry still for another person who shall be nameless. But what have I
todo with all this ? and what on earth is the matter with you?" he resumed,
naticing for the first time the abject misery in Mr. Bashwood's manner,
the blank despair in Mr. Bashwood’s face, which his answer had produced.
“Areyou ill? Is there something behind the curtain that you're afraid
tobring out? I don’t understand it. Have you come here—here in my
private room, in business hours—with nothing to tell me but that young
Armadale has been fool enough to ruin his prospects for life? Why, I
foresaw it all weeks since, and what is more, I as good as told him so at
the last conversation I had with him in the great house.”

At those last words, Mr. Bashwood suddenly rallied. The lawyer's
passing reference to the great house had led him back in a moment to the
purpose that he had in view.

“That’s it, sir | ” he said eagerly; * that's what I wanted to speak to
you about; that’s what I've been preparing in my mind. Mr. Pedgift,
sir, the last time you were at the great house, when you came away in
your gig, you—you overtook me on the drive.”

“I daresay I did,” remarked Pedgift, resignedly. ¢ My mare happens
to be a trifle quicker on her legs than you are on yours, Bashwood. Go
on, go on. We shall come in time, I suppose, to what you are driving at.”

“You stopped, and spoke to me, sir,” proceeded Mr. Bashwood, advan-
cing more and more eagerly to his end. ¢ You said you suspected me of
feeling some curiosity about Miss Gwilt, and you told me (I remember
the exact words, sir)—you told me to gratify my curiosity by all means,
for you didn’t object to it.”

Pedgift Senior began for the first time to look interested in hearing
more.

“Iremember something of the sort,” he replied ; “ and I also remember
thinking it rather remarkable that you should kappen—we won’t put it in
any more offensive way—to be exactly under Mr. Armadale’s open window
while I was talking to him. It might have been accident of course; but
it looked rather more like curicsity. I could only judge by appearances,”
concluded Pedgift, pointing his sarcasm with a pinch of snuff; ¢“and
appearances, Bashwood, were decidedly against you.”

“I don't deny it, sir. I only mentioned the circumstance because I
withed to acknowledge that I was curious, and am curious about Miss
Grile.”

“Why ?” asked Pedgift Senior, seeing something under the surface
in Mr. Bashwood's face and manner, but utterly in the dark thus far as
10 what that something might be.

There was silence for a moment. The moment passed, Mr. Bashwood
tok the refuge usually taken by nervous unready men, placed in his
tircimstances, when they are at a loss for an answer. e simply reiterated
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the assertion that he had just made. “I feel some curiosity, sir,” he said,
with A strange mixture of doggedness and timidity, ‘ about Miss
Gwilt.”

There was another moment of silence. In spite of his practised
acuteness and knowledge of the world, the lawyer was more puzzled than
ever. The case of Mr. Bashwood presented the one human riddle of all
others, which he was least qualified to solve. Though year after year
witnesscs, in thousands and thousands of cases, the remorseless disinheriting
of nearest and dearcst relations, the unnatural breaking-up of sacred
family ties, the deplorable severance of old and firm friendships, due
entirely to the intense self-absorption which the sexual passion can
produce when it enters the heart of an old man, the association of love
with infirmity and grey hairs arouses, nevertheless, all the world over,
no other idea than the idea of extravagant improbability or extravagant
absurdity in the general mind. If the interview now taking place in
Mr. Pedgift’s consulting-room had taken place at his dinner-table instead,
when wine bad opened his mind to humorous influences, it is possible
that he might, by this time, have suspected the truth. But, in his
business hours, Pedgift Senior was in the habit of investigating men's
motives scriously from the bueiness point of view; and he was on that
very account simply incapable of conceiving any improbability so startling,
any absurdity so emormous, as the absurdity and improbability of Mr.
Bashwood's being in love.

Some men in the lawyer's position would have tried to force their
way to enlightenment by obstinately repeating the unanswered question.
Tedgift Senior wisely postponed the question until he had moved the
conversation on another step. “ Well,” he resumed, ¢let us say you feel
a curiosity about Miss Gwilt. 'What next?”

The palmes of Mr. Bashwood’s hands began to moisten under the
influence of his agitation, as they had moistened in the past days when he
had told the story of his domestic sorrows to Midwinter at the great
house. Once more he rolled his handkerchief into a ball, and dabbed
it softly to and fro from one hand to the other.

“May I ask if I am right, sir,” he began, “in believing that you
have a very unfavourable opinion of Miss Gwilt? You are quite con-
vinced, I think "

“My good fellow,” interrupted Pedgift Senior, * why need you be in
any doubt about it? You were under Mr. Armadale’s open window all
the while I was talkirg to him ; and your ears, I presume, were not
absolutely shut.”

Mr. Bashwood showed no senee of the interruption. The little sting
of the lawyer’s earcasm was lost in the nobler pain that wrung him from

the wound inflicted by Miss Gwilt.
’ “ You are quite couvinced, I think, sir,” he resumed, ‘ that there are
circumstances in this lady's past life, which would be higlly discredit-
nble to her if they were discovered at the present time? "
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“The window was open at the great house, Bashwood; and your
ears, I presume, were not absolutely shut.”

8till impenetrable to the sting, Mr. Bashwood persisted more obsti-
nately than ever.

“Unless I am greatly mistaken,” he said, *your long experience in
wuch things has even suggested to you, sir, that Miss Gwilt might turn
out to be known to the police ?

Pedgift Senior's patience gave way. “You have been over ten
minutes in this room,” he broke out; “ can you, or can you not, tell me in -
phin English what you want ? ”

In plain English—with the passion that had transformed him, the
pmsion which (in Miss Gwilt's own words) had made a man of him,
barning in his haggard cheeks—Mr. Bashwood met the challenge, and
faced the lawyer (as the worried sheep faces the dog) on his own ground.

“Iwish to say, sir,” he answered, ‘ that your opinion in this matter
ismy opinion too. I believe there is something wrong in Miss Gwilt's
past life, which she keeps concealed from everybody—and I want to be
the man who knows it.”

Pedgift Senior saw his chance, and instantly reverted to the question
thet he had postponed. “ Why?" he asked for the second time.

For the second time, Mr. Bashwood hesitated. Could he acknowledge
that he had been mad enough to love her, and mean enough to be a spy
frher? Could he say, She has deceived me from the first, and she has
deserted me now her object is served. After robbing me of my happiness,
rbbing me of my honour, robbing me of my last hope left in life, she has
gone from me for ever, and left me nothing but my old man’s longing, slow
and oly, and strong and changeless, for revenge. Revenge that I may
bave, if I can poison her success by dragging her frailties into the public
view. Revenge that I will buy (for what is gold or what is life to me ?)
with the last farthing of my hoarded money and the last drop of my
sagnant blood. Could he say that to the man who sat waiting for his
mswer? No: he could only crush it down and be silent.

The lawyer’s expression began to harden once more.

“One of us must speak out,” he said ; “and, as you evidently
won't, Iwill. I can only account for this extraordinary anxiety of yours
to make yourself acquainted with Miss Gwilt's secrets, in one of two
ways.  Your motive is either an excessively mean one (no offence,
Bashwood, I am only putting the case), or an excessively generous one.
Afer my experience of your honest character and your creditable
tondnet, it is only your due that I should absolve you at once of the
mean motive. I believe you are as incapable as I am—I can say no
more—of turning to mercenary account any discoveries you might make
! Miss Gwilt's prejudice in Miss Gwilt’s past life.  Shall I go on any
farther? or would you prefer, on second thoughts, opening your mind
frankly to me of your own accord ? "

“I should prefer not interrupting you, sir,” said Mr. Bashwood.
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¢ As you please,” pursued Pedgift Senior. ¢ Having absolved you of
the mean motive, I come to the gencrous motive next. It is possible that
you are an unusually grateful man; and it is certain that Mr. Armadale
has been remarkably kind to you. After employing you under Mr.
Midwinter, in the steward’s office, he has had confidence enough in your
honesty and your capacity, now his friend has left him, to put his
business entirely and unreservedly in your hands. It's not in my
experience of human nature—but it may be possible nevertheless—that
you are so gratefully sensible of that confidence, and so gratefully
interested in your employer's welfare, that you can’t see Lim, in his
friendless position, going straight to his own disgrace and ruin, without
making an effort to save him. To put it in two words. Is it your
idea that Mr. Armadale might be prevented from marrying Miss Gwilt,
if he could be informed in time of her real character? And do you
wish to be the man who opens bhis eyes to the truth? If that is
the case—"

Ile stopped in astonishment. Acting under some uncontrollable
impulse, Mr. Bashwood had started to his feet. He stood, with his
withcred face lit up by a sudden irradiation from within, which made him
look younger than his age by a good twenty years—he stood, gasping for
breath enough to speak, and gesticulated entreatingly at the lawyer with
both hands.

‘Say it again, sir!” he burst out eagerly; recovering his breath,
before Pedgift Senior had recovered his surprise. “ The question about
Mr. Armadale, sir l—only once more !—only once more, Mr. Pedgift,
please ! " _

With his practised observation closely and distrustfully at work on
Mr. Bashwood's face, Pedgift Senior motioned to him to sit down again,
and put the question for the second time.

“Do I think,” said Mr. Bashwood, repeating the sense, but not the
words of the question, ¢ that Mr. Armadale might be parted from Miss
Gwilt, if she could be shown to hin as she really is? Yes, sir! And do
I wish to be the man who does it? Yes, sir ! yes, sir!! yes, sir!!1”

‘“It's rather strange,” remarked the lawyer, looking at him more and
more distrustfully, “that you should be so violently agitated, simply
because my question happens to have hit the mark.”

The question happened to have hit a mark which Pedgift little dreamed
of. It had rcleased Mr. Bashwood's mind in an instant, from the dead
pressure of his one dominant idea of revenge, and had shown him a
purpose to be achieved by the discovery of Miss Gwilt's secrets, which had
never occurred to him till that moment. The marriage which he had
blindly regarded as inevitable, was a marriage that might be stopped
—unot in Allan’s interests, but in his own—and the woman whom
he believed that he had lost, might yet, in spite of circumstances,
be a woman won! His brain whirled as he thought of it. His own
roused resolution almost daunted him, by its terrible incongruity with
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all the familiar habits of his mind, and all the customary proceedings
of his life.

Finding his last remark unanswered, Pedgift Senior considered a little,
before he said anything more.

“One thing is clear,” reasoned the lawyer with himself. “ His true
motive in this matter, is a motive which he is afraid to avow. My ques-
tion evidently offered him a chance of misleading me, and he has accepted
iton the spot. That's enough for me. If I was Mr. Armadale’s lawyer,
the mystery might be worth investigating. As things are, it's no inte-
rest of mine to hunt Mr. Bashwood from one lie to another, till I run
bim to earth at last. I have nothing whatever to do with it; and I shall
leave him free to follow his own roundabout courses, in his own round-
about way.” Having arrived at that conclusion, Pedgift Senior pushed
back his chair, and rose briskly to terminate the interview.

“Don’t be alarmed, Bashwood,” he began. “ The subject of our
conversation is & subject exhausted, so far as I am concerned. I have
wly a few Jast words to eay, and it's a habit of mine, as you know, to
aymy last words on my legs, Whatever else I may be in the dark
tbout, I have made one discovery, at any rate. I have found out what you
rally want with me—at last! You want me to help you.”

“If you would be #o very, very kind, sir?” stammered Mr. Bashwood.
“If you would ouly give me the great advantage of your opinion and
adviee—— ?

“Wait a bit, Bashwood. We will separate those two things if you
Plae. A lawyer may offer an opinion like any other man; but when a
lawyer gives his advice—by the Lord Harry, sir, it’s Professional! You're
welcome to my opinion in this matter; I have disguised it from nobody.
I believe therc have been events in Miss Gwilt's career, which (if they

<ould be discovered) would even make Mr. Armadale, infatuated as he is,
afrid to marry her—supposing, of course, that he really is going to marry
her; for though the appearances are in favour of it so far, it is only an
Asumption after all. As to the mode of proceeding by which the blots on
this woman's character might or might not be brought to light in time
~—the may be married by licence in a fortnight if she likes—that is a
branch of the question on which T positively decline to enter. It implies
Spaking in my character as a lawyer, and giving you, what I decline
Pusitively to give you, my professional advice.”

“Oh, sir, don't say that !” pleaded Mr. Bashwood. ¢ Don’t deny me
the great favour, the inestimable advantage of your advice ! I have such
3 poor head, Mr. Pedgift! I am so old and so slow, sir, and I get so
udly startled and worried when I'm thrown out of my ordinary ways.
¥s quite natural you should be a little impatient with me for taking up
Jour time—1J know that time is money, to a clever man like you. Would
You excuse me—would you please excuse me, if I venture to say that I
bave saved 4 little something, a few pounds, &ir; and being quite lonely,
vith nobody dependent on me, I'm sure I may spend my savings as I please 2"’
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Blind to every consideration but the one consideration of propitiating
Mr. Pedgift, he took out a dingy, ragged old pocket-book, and tried, with
trembling fingers, to open it on the lawyer's table.

 Put your pocket-book back directly,” said Pedgift Senior. ¢ Richer
roen than you have tried that argument with me, and have found that there
is such a thing (off the stage) as a lawyer who is not to be bribed. I will
have nothing to do with the case, under existing circumstances. If you
want to know why, I beg to inform you that Miss Gwilt ceased to
be professionally interesting to me on the day when I ceased to be
Mr. Armadale’s lawyer. I may have other reasons besides, which I don't
think it necessary to mention. The reason already given is explicit-
enough. Go your own way, and take your responsibility on your own
shoulders. You may venture within reach of Miss Gwilt's claws, and
come out again without being scratched. Time will show. In the mean-
while, I wish you good-morning—and I own, to my shame, that I never
knew till to-day what a hero you were.”

This time, Mr. Bashwood felt the sting. Without another word of
expostulation or entreaty, without even saying ¢ Good-morning " on his
side, he walked to the door, opened it softly, and left the room.

The parting look in his face, and the sudden silence that had fallen on
him, were not lost on Pedgift Senior. ¢ Bashwood will end badly,” said
the lawyer, shuffling his papers, and returning impenetrably to his inter-
rupted work,

The change in Mr. Bashwood’s face and manner to something dogged
and self-contained, was so startlingly uncharacteristic of him, that it even
forced itself on the notice of Pedgift Junior and the clerks, as he pamsed
through the outer office. Accustomed to make the old man their butt,
they took a boisterously comic view of the marked alteration in him.
Deaf to the merciless raillery with which he was assailed on all sides, he
stopped opposite young Pedgift; and looking him attentively in the face,
said, in a quiet absent manner, like a man thinking aloud, ¢ I wonder
whether you would help me?"

“ Open an account instantly,” said Pedgift Junior to the clerks, “in
the name of Mr. Bashwood. Place a chair for Mr. Bashwood, with a foot-
stool close by, in case he wantsit. Supply me with a quire of extra double-
wove satin paper, and a gross of picked quills to take notes of Mr. Bash-
wood's case; and inform my father instantly that I am going to leave
him and set up in business for myself, on the strength of Mr. Bash-
wood's patronage. Take a scat, sir, pray tuke a seat, and express your
feelings freely.”

Still impenetrably deaf to the raillery of which he was the object,
Mr. Bashwood waited until Pedgift Junior had exhausted himeelf, and then
turned quietly away.

¢ I ought to have known better,” he said, in the same absent manner as
before.  * He is his father's son all over—he would make game of me
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on my deathbed.” He paused a moment at the door, mechanically brushing
his hat with his hand, and went out into the street.

The bright sunshine dazzled his eyes, the passing vehicles and foot-
pesengers startled and bewildered him. He shrank into a by-street, and .
put his hand over his eyes. ¢ I'd better go home,” he thought, ¢ and shut
myself up, and think about it in my own room.”

His lodging was in a small house, in the poor quarter of the town.
He let himself in with his key, and stole softly upstairs. The one little
rom he possessed met him cruelly, look round it where he might, with

tilent memorials of Miss Gwilt. On the chimney-piece were the flowers she
lad given him at various times, all withered long since, and all preserved
ma little china pedestal, protected by a glass shade. On the wall hung
awretiched coloured print of a woman, which he had caused to be nicely
framed and glazed, because there was a look in it that reminded him of
ber facee. In his clumsy old mahogany writing-desk were the few
kiters, brief and peremptory, which she had written to him at the time
vhen he was watching and listening meanly at Thorpe-Ambrose to please
kr. And when, turning his back on these, he sat down wearily on his
sfi-bedstead—there, hanging over one end of it, was the gaudy cravat
of blue satin, which he had bought because she had told him she liked
bright colours, and which he had never yet had the courage to wear, though
bebad taken it out morning after morning with the resolution to put it
al! Habitually quiet in his actions, habitually restrained in his lan-
guge, he now seized the cravat as if it was a living thing that could feel,
ud flung it to the other end of the room with an oath.

The time passed; and still, though his resolution to stand between

Nim Gwilt and her marriage remained unbroken, he was as far as ever
im discovering the means which might lead him to his end. The more
be thought and thought of it, the darker and the darker his course in the
future looked to him.
- He rose again, as wearily as he had sat down, and went to his cup-
board. ¢ I'm feverish and thirsty,” he said; “a cup of tea may help
ne" He opened his canister, and measured out his small allowance of
ta, less carefully than usual. “Even my own hands won't serve me
to-day ! he thought, a8 he scraped together the few grains of tea that he
bad spilt, and put them carefully back in the canister.

In that fine summer weather, the one fire in the house was the kitchen-
fr. He went downstairs for the boiling water, with his teapot in his

Nobody but the landlady was in the kitchen. She was one of the
Bany English matrons whose path through this world is a path of thorns;
ud who take a dismal pleasure, whenever the opportunity is afforded
tem, in inspecting the scratched and bleeding feet of other people in
slike condition with themselves. Her one vice was of the lighter sort—
the vics of curiosity; and among the many counterbalancing virtues she
Poessed, was the virtue of greatly respecting Mr. Bashwood, as a lodger
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whose rent was regularly paid, and whose ways were always quiet and
civil from one year’s end to another.

“ What did you please to want, sir? ” asked the landlady. ¢ Boiling
water, is it? Did you ever know the water boil, Mr. Bashwood, when
you wanted it? Did you ever sce a sulkier fire than that? I'll puta
stick or two in, if you'll wait a little, and give me the chance. Dear,
dear me, you'll excuse my mentioning it, sir, but how poorly you do look
to-day !"

The strain on Mr. Bashwood’s mind was beginning to tell. Some-
thing of the helplessness which he had shown at the station, appeared
again in his fuce and manner as he put his teapot on the kitchen-table,
and sat down.

“I'm in trouble, ma'am,” he said quietly; “and I find trouble gets
harder to bear than it used to be.”

# Ah, you may well say that!” groaned the landlady. ¢ I'm ready for
the undertaker, Mr. Bashwood, when my time comes, whatever you may
be. You're too lonely, sirr  When you're in trouble it's some help—
though not much—to shift a share of it off on another person’s shoulders.
If your good lady had only been alive now, sir, what a comfort you would
have found her, wouldn’t you?

A momentary spasm of pain passed across Mr. Bashwood’s face. The
Jandlady had ignorantly recalled him to the misfortunes of his married life.
e had been long since forced to quiet her curiosity about his family
affairs, by telling her that he was a widower, and that his domestic circum-
stances had not been happy ones; but he had taken her no further into
his confidence than this. The sad story which he had related to Mid-
winter, of his drunken wife who had ended her miserable life in a lunatic
asylum, was a story which he had shrunk from confiding to the talka-
tive woman, who would have confided it in her turn to every one elsesin
the house.

“ What I always say to my husband, when he’s low, sir,” pursued the
landlady, intent on the kettle, ¢“is, ¢ What would you do now, Sam, with-
out Me?' When his temper don’t get the better of him (it will boil
directly, Mr. Bashwood), he says, ¢ Elizabeth, I could do nothing.” When
his temper does get the better of him, he says, ‘I should try the public-
house, missus ; and I'll try it now.” Ah, I've got my troubles! A man
with grown-up sons and daughters, tippling in a public-house! I don’t
call to mind, Mr. Bashwood, whether you ever had any sons and daugh-
tars? And yet, now I think of it, I seem to fancy you said yes, you had.
D aughters, sir, weren't they 7—and, ah, dear! dear! to be sure! all dead.”

“1 had one daughter, ma'am,” said Mr. Bashwood, patiently—* Only
cne, who died before she was a year old."”

“Only onel” repeated the sympathising landlady. “It's as near
boiling as it ever will be, sir; give me the teapot. Only one! Alb, it
comes heavier (don't it ?) when it's an only child? You said it was an
only child, I think, didn’t you, sir ?
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For a moment, Mr, Bashwood looked at the woman with vacant eyes,
and without attempting to answer her. After ignorantly recalling the
memory of the wife who had disgraced him, she was now, as ignorantly,
forcing him back on the miserable remembrance of the son who had
rined and deserted him. For the first time, since he had told his story
t Midwinter, at their introductory interview in the great house, his
nmind reverted once more to the bitter disappointment and disaster of the
pst.  Again, he thought of the bygone days, when he had become
weurity for his son, and when that son’s dishonesty had forced him to sell
everything he possessed, to pay the forfeit that was exacted when the
forfeit was due. “I have a son, ma’am,” he said, becoming conscious that
the landlady was looking at him in mute and melancholy surprise. I
dd my best to help him forward in the world, and he has behaved very
badly to me.”

“Did he now ?” rejoined the landlady, with an appearance of the
greatest interest. ¢ Behaved badly to you—almost broke your heart,
&do't he? Ab, it will come home to him, sooner or later. Don't you
fr! Honour your father and mother, wasn't put on Moses’s tables of
sme for nothing, Mr. Bashwood. Where may he be, and what is he
ing now, sir? "

The question was in cffect almost the same as the question which
Midwinter had put when the circumstances had been described to him.
As Mr. Bashwood had answered it on the former occasion, so (in mearly
tbe mme words) he answered it now.

“My son is in London, ma’am, for all I know to the contrary. He
vas employed, when I last heard of him, in no very creditable way, at the
P ste Inquiry Office—"

At those words, he suddenly checked himself. His fuce flushed, his
¢yes brightened ; he pushed away the cup which had just been filled for
him, and rose from his seat. The landlady started back a step. There
vas something in her lodger’s face that she had never seen in it before.

“Ibope I've not offended you, sir,” said the woman, recovering her
wlf-possession, and looking a little too ready to take offence on her side,
% amoment’s notice.

“Far from it, ma'am, far from it ! " he rejoined in a strangely eager,
burried way. “I have just remembered something—something very im-
porant. 1 must go upstairs—it's a letter, a letter, a letter. I'll come back
wmy tea, ma'am. I beg your pardon, I'm much obliged to you, you've
b very kind—TI'll say good-by, if you'll allow me, for the present.” To
'helandlady's amazement, he cordially shook hands with her, and made
fz the door, leaving tea and teapot to take care of themselves.

The moment he reached his own room, he locked himself in. For a
litle while he stood holding by the chimney-piece, waiting to recover his
brath. The moment be could move again, he opened his writing-desk
@ the table. “ That for you, Mr. Pedgift and Son!" he said, with a
13 of his fingers as he sat down. “I've gota son too!”

VoL, xup.—xo0. 73. 6.
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and dissppointment you caused me in times that are past, and you will
confer an obligation that he will never forget, on,
¢ Your affectionate Father,
“ FxrLix Basuwoop.”

Afer waiting a little, to dry his eyes, Mr. Bashwood added the dute
and address, and directed the letter to his son, at ¢ The Private Inquiry
Office, Shadyside Place, I.ondon.” That done, he went out-at once, and
posted hig letter with his own hands, It was then Monday ; and, if the
ugwer was sent by return of post, the answer would be received on
Wednesday morning.

The interval day, the Tuesday, was passed by Mr. Bashwood in the
sieward’s office at the great house. He had a double motive for absorbing
limself as deeply as might be in the various occupations connected with
the management of the estate. In the first place, employment helped him
to control the devouring impatience with which he looked for the coming
o the next day. In the second place, the more forward he was with the
business of the office, the more free he would be to join his son in London,
sithout attracting suspicion to himself by openly neglecting the interests
paced under his charge.

Towards the Tuesday afternoon, vague rumours of something wrong
u the cottage, found their way (through Major Milroy's servants) to the
wrrants at the great house, and attempted ineffectually through this
ltter channel to engage the attention of Mr. Bashwood, impenetrably
fxed on other things. The major and Miss Neelie had been shut up
bgether in mysterious conference; and Miss Neclie's appearance after the
coie of the interview, plainly showed that she had been crying. This
lad happened on the Monday afternoon ; and on the next day (that
present Tuesday) the major had startled the household by announcing
Uriefly that his daughter wanted a change to the air of the zea-side, and
that he proposed taking her himself, by the next train, to Lowestoft. The
two had gone away together, both very serious and silent, but both,
yparently, very good friends, for all that. Opinions at the great house
utributed this domestic revolution to the reports current on the subject
of Allan and Miss Gwilt. Opinions at the cottage rejected that solution
of the difficulty, on practical grounds. Miss Neelie had remained inacces-
tibly shut up in her own room, from the Monday afternoon to the Tuesday
worning when her father took her away. The major, during the same
interval, had not been outside the door, and had spoken to nobody. And’
Mn. Milroy, at the first attempt of her new attendant to inform her of
the prevailing scandal in the town, had sealed the servant's lips by flying
into one of her terrible passions, the instant Miss Gwilt's name was men-
tioned. Something must have happened, of course, to take Major Milroy
wd his daughter so suddenly from home—but that something was cer-
tinly not Mr. Armadale’s scandalous clopement, in broad daylight, with
Min Gwilt,

6—2
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you are answerable for all the expenses of the inquiry. We may have to
employ some of the women attached to this office, if your lady is too wide-
awake, or too nice-looking, to be dealt with by a man. There will be
ab-hire, and postage-stamps—admissions to public amusements, if she is
inclined that way—shillings for pew-openers, if she is serious, and takes
our people into churches to hear popular preachers, and so on. My own
professional services you shall have gratis; but I can’t lose by you as well.
Ouly remember that—and you shall have your way. Bygones shall be
bygones, and we will forget the past.
¢ Your affectionate Son,
“JauMes Basawoop.”

In the ecstasy of seeing help placed at last within his reach, the father
put the son’s atrocious letter to his lips. ¢ My good boy ! ” he murmured
tderly. ¢ My dear, good boy !”

He put the letter down, and fell into a new train of thought. The
next question to face was the serious question of time. Mr. Pedgift had
tld him Miss Gwilt might be married in a fortnight. One day of the
furteen had passed already, and another was passing. He beat his hand
impatiently on the table at his side, wondering how soon the want of
mamney would force Allan to write to him from London. ¢ To-morrow ? "
be uked himself. “ Or next day? "

The morrow passed ; and nothing happened. The next day came—
ud the letter arrived! It was on business, as he had anticipated ; it asked
for money, as he had anticipated—and there, at the end of it, in a post-
sript, was the address added, concluding with the words, “ You may count
o my staying here till further notice.”

He gave one deep gasp of relief; and instantly busied himself—though
there were nearly two hours to spare before the train started for London
~in packing his bag. The last thing he putin was his blue satin cravat.
“Sbe likes bright colours,” he eaid, “ and she may see me in it yet !”
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no endowment whatever given by the State to any religious denomination.
Our climate is hot and dry, with no winter snows and no summer rains;
our vegetation is different, our landscape scenery is different. So that,
I think, it must be acknowledged that however English in character and
feeling 8 colonist may be, he is likely to see much that will strike him as
sew when he visits England virtually for the first time in his life.

And the first thing that strikes him forcibly is the magnitude of the
towns and cities, especially the enormous extent and population of L.ondon
~not the first day or the second, but after living in it for a week or two,
wd seeing the miles of streets closely built and crowded with people in
every direction. He, accustomed to think a great deal about the carriage
of goods and about road difficulties, can scarcely conceive how such masses
of people can possibly obtain their daily supplies of food and fuel, even by
the bewildering number of railways that radiate from the great metropolis.
Ho sees little signs of manufactures, and he wonders how these millions
tn get o living. Do they live off each other, or off the country in
gmeral ? Do foreigners, colonists, and provincials all flock to London to
be fleeced, that the city population may be supported? He feels as if
Eogland must be emall indeed, to necessitate men to leave the healthful,
breery country, to crowd into the streets and courts and alleys of London,
Manchester, Birmingham, and Glasgow. The contrast between the wealth
nd the poverty of England strikes him with a strange feeling of awe
when he compares the hideous slums of London with the miles of streets
it which no one can live on an income of less than a thousand, two
tousand, five thousand pounds a year; or when, “in the season,” he
ontrasts the splendid equipages, the beautiful horses, the liveried ser-
vats, the perfectly appointed equestriane, the idle gentlemen, and the
bimdsome and elegantly-dressed ladies in Ilyde Park, with the ragged
beggars whom he meets at every street-corner. And yet, painful as this
is, how pleasant to an Australian home on a visit is London and London
xciety. For the first time in his life he is at leisure to see everything and
Lenjoy everything; and for the first time in his life he finds other people
ho are as idle as himself, and with whom he can visit or travel, or merely
funter about London. It is only in London that one can find company
i jdleness or pleasure-seeking. In all the great manufacturing towns life
1823 busy and rather more anxious than it is in Australia or the United
States ; and in small provincial towns there is too much exclusiveness for
Australians to penetrate into socicty when on a short visit.

The great beauty of the English landscape, its undulations, its soft-
bess, its wonderful variety of mountain, wood, and shore, impresses most
fivourably a visitor from our far south land. Its perpetual verdure
tontrasts with our pastures scorched up for many summer months. The
Xquisite changes in the tints of the foliage of your furest-trees—from those
of spring, when the young leaves are ‘‘some very red, and some a glad
light green,” as your oldest descriptive poet expresses it, to the luxuriant
freenery of summer, and then to the mellow and russet tints of autumn—
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are always full of interest to eyes long accustomed to evergreen trees,
almost all of one genus, with long narrow pointed leaves. We have,
nevertheless, many very handsome trees, and I think the first im-
pression we have of your English trees is, that they are very small
compared with ours; and if we land, as I did, in the end of winter, the
leaflessness is painfully cheerless. They also strike vs as different from
ours in having been planted and cared for by the hand of man, for our
forest-trees do not shoot up straight to the light, or throw out their
branches symmetrically, as yours do; but as we watch the development of
the first bud into the tender leaf and the full foliage and the antumn
decay, these varicties seem to compensate for the months in which there is
not a leaf on the trees. The variety of foliage, too, in the beech, the
oak, the elm, the ash, the pine, the birch, the chestnut, the lime, and the
various firs and pines, makes us desirc that we could add as many
varieties to our gum-trees and wattles, and our stringy-bark forests.
Although no country of equal extent has such a variety of natural
scenery as Great Britain, had she trusted merely to her indigenous trees,
the landscape of to-day would have much less beauty, and the gardens
would have shown a very different list of fruit-trces. We Australians have
imported and cultivated, with even greater success than in Europe, the
vine, the orange, the peach, nectarine, plum, apricot, apple and pear, the
fig, the almond, the olive, the loquat, the mulberry, and the cherry-tree,
and under certain favouring conditions, we can grow the strawberry, the
raspberry, and the English currant; so that though nature gives us scarcely
one edible fruit in all the vast island of Australia, it is the very paradise
of fruit through the cultivation of what we can import. And I hope that
we shall add your forest-trees to ours with as much success.

To our eyes, accustomed to great stretches of plain and great ranges of
hills, the undulations, the valleys, the small mountain ranges, the narrow
belts of trees planted for shelter, or by way of ornament, the green hedge-
rows interspersed with occasional trees, the beauty of the numerous
rivers and of their banks, the great extent of sea-shore, with all the
various aspects of the coast—sandy, shingly, or rocky, and often green to
the water's edge, give us constant and great enjoyment. Above all
things, we admire your rivers, your lakes, and your mountain streams.
Even the recent exceptionally hot and dry summer is moist compared
to what I have been accustomed to; and it is a curious coincidence
that the last Australian summer has been the longest and the driest
known for very many years, KEngaged in a perpetual warfare with
the dryness of our climate, with a long summer, frequently rainless for
many months together even in our most favoured districts, and in the
intericr sometimes rainless for eightcen months at a time, and with our
Wwater-courses often quite dried up in summer, and our rivers frequently
lost in sandy plains before reaching the sea, we turn to your perennial
streams with an admiration you can scarcely understand. In all land-
scapes, whether on canvas or in natare, we prefer those where there ia
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frsh water to be seen. The sense of utility intensifies the sense of
beauty. A

But, on the other hand, the careful cultivation of Britain, the utiliza-
tion of every little bit of land (even the narrow ridges on the sides of the
railways), the rarity of commons or waste land, gives us a painful impres-
sion. We feel cribbed and cabined and confined. Colonial children rarely
like England; they do not like every place to be private property not to be
trespassed over. There is no doubt that the concentration of all the
landed property in the kingdom into few hands, appears a much greater
evil to those who have grown up in such a country as Australia than to
thoee who have all their lives seen nothing else. Although I am not so
much of a Radical as to suggest a division of property, I must say that I
think every facility should be given to the tramsfer of land, and that
ome step should be taken to prevent the inheritance of colossal fortunes.
In 1o country should there be any limit placed to what a man may
scquire by industry and abstineuce, but as to what he may inherit, I think
sline may be drawn. Ts it really for the benefit of a country, or for the
good of the individual, that a fortune of two or three millions should be
kft o one man, or even to two or three ?

In your England an agricultural labourer, working from the earliest
days, when he is worth sixpence a week to frighten the crows, till he is
wom out at sixty, earnsin all his life about 8004., or at the utmost, 1,0001.
This is the money-worth of his life’s work. There are proprietors and
nillionnaires who have as much as that for every day of their lives without
ding anything in the world for it, or, at least, without needing to do any-
thirg. No doubt, under such a system, England has grown up a very
great country ; science and art and invention and literature have all been
encouraged, but the question arises, would it .not have been a greater
cmtry and a happier country if there had not been such an enormous
disparity of conditions ?

This state of things cannot but strike a colonist more forcibly than it
#rikes a foreigner, for most Europeans have grown up under a similar
fjstem, and in many old countries the contrast between the two ends of
kciety is as marked as in England. The wealth of England is certainly
asurprising thing to any stranger ; but I believe that continental visitors
ire most impressed with the great numbers and great importance of the
niddle class,—those with incomes of between five hundred and fifteen hun-
dred a year, while we are most surprised at the large landed proprietors and
the commercial millionnaires. The middle class, and especially the “upper
niddle” class, is & most valuable element in the population; all the more so
becanse it is a fluctuating element, a class which it is comparatively easy
torise to or to fall from. There are very few landed estates of that value
in England, and that small number is on the decrease, so that the income I
tpeak of is derived generally from business or from stock or funded property,
which is easily transferred. When such an income comes to be divided
imongst a man's fumily, they must either work to supplement it, or fall

6—5






AN AUSTRALIAN’S IMPRESSIONS OF ENGLAND. 115

extend so far south, and in some seasons the winter rains from the
Southern Ocean extend so far north, but in many years Central Australia
bas no rain at all.

The quantity of enclosed land under pasture in England strikes an
Auvstralian as enormous, and proves to him, without any reference to
siatistics, that a very large proportion of the grain supplied for feeding
the people must come from abroad. It is right and natural that it
thould be eo. If England is the workshop of the world, if there are
manufactured for other nations those articles of utility, comfort, and
luxury which they cannot as well fabricate for themselves, it is a natural
consequence that these work-people should draw their food from foreign
countries. Britain has a population far beyond what she can feed, let
ber strain all the resources of ecientific agriculture to the utmost. To
me there appears something perilous in the position. I do not say that
my alarm is well grounded, but it is natural for an inhabitant of a great
fosd-exporting country to feel Bo. Observing the intense anxiety felt by
the inhabitants of the Midland counties about the supplies of coal, and
bewring the calculations that are often made as to how long it will hold
out at the present enormous rate of consumption, I could not help con-
clding that upon this hinged, in an enormous degree, the present pre-
eminence of Britain, and that a very large number of the superabundant
population are in fact living upon this coal, and on what can be made of
it. Science may probably discover a new heat-generator before the coal
is worked out, but it is not likely that the new parent of force will be
© exclusively English as its coal-mines. It may be one in which our
Australian inferiority is not so marked, and consequently make us more
favourably eituated for manufactures than we are now. This may not
come till long after our day, but I am so much accustomed to look forward
8 few generations for the future of our own colony, that the old habit clings
to me; and wherever I turn I see 80 many instances of the economy of
land, so many proofs of its enormous money-value, so much care taken of
it, and of all that can be supposed to increase its productive powers, that
it is impossible for me to overlook that greatest of all distinctions between
the new country and the old.

Perhaps nothing on the surface of society strikes a colonist more than
the number of old people whom he meets. In travelling about in various
ways, in public gatherings for any purpose, and in general visiting society,
the number of grey heads is remarkable. It is not because England, as
compared with Australia, is more conducive to longevity (though I believe
that will be found to be the case, in a great measure, when our colonies are
old enough to draw the comparison fairly), but hecause our colonies as a
rule were settled and reinforced by young people, and thirty yoars is
too short a period for our old people to appear numerous.

And the next thing that strikes a stranger like myself, who goes a good
deal about, and visits both his own friends and relatives and colonial
friends’ friends, is the cxtraordinary varieties of society he meets with in
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the way of luncheon-parties and flower-show fétes, and, as a general rule,
ging everywhere to see and to be secn; and in the country, unable to
exist without the aid of picnics, water parties, croquit parties, and
volunteer reviews.

You may next, through a letter of introduction, drop into the very

heart of all sorts of philanthropic movements, and there you meet with a
wriety of people each with his or her panacea for the existing evils of
society.  One says, Educate the people; another, Wash them and give them
decent homes ; another says, Give votes to the people, and raise them so
that they will educate and provide for themselves. One works for chil-
dren, another labours in prisons, a third visits workhouses. Here we sec
aman spending his life, or all of it that he can spare from the earning of
his own living, in the education of poor children on a principle of his
own; there a woman giving all her life to the reformation of juvenile
criminals, and another to the relief and assistance of distressed governesses.
The more this class of workers do, the more they appear to disclose that
needs to be done ; and one feels doubtful whether such great evils can be
cmbated altogether by the noble efforts of so active a body of voluntecrs,
and whether a little Government legislation would not enable them to
vork with more benefit to the world. But if anything could tempt me to
remain in England, it is that I, too, might aid a little in such work.
" The class I speak of now is most antagonistic to that passed last under
review; they entertain a great mutual contempt of each other. The
wciety girls and the society gentlemen despise the active philanthropists
8 being ill-dressed, strong-minded, and most fatiguing ; they are sure
that they have dreadful quarrels amongst themselves, and that the women
are, or are to be, all old maids. The philanthropists, on the other hand,
despise the objectless, frivolous existence, pity the restlessness, and cannot
eren sce the prettiness of the fluttering butterflies. And yet they are very
Iretty : their dress costs them more thought than anything else in the
world, and certainly costs their parents a great deal of money; but it is
[retty after all. If they quarrel among themselves, which I have no doubt
they do as much as the strong-minded ladies do, it is a matter of less
concern to the world in general, and so it is not heard of.

Your next visit may be to quiet people, who are a world to themsclves.
You see there simple domestic life, and hear nothing about gay parties, or
fcience, or politics, or progress, or woman’s rights, or religious movements
in whatever direction. You would scarcely think that any public events
tock place at all; for though Paterfamilias rcads the newspaper, he never
talks of it. Mamma looks after her servants, who give her a good deal of
trouble ; the girls do fancy-work, have each a friend—the sweetest girl in
the world—and are very glad to play a game of croquét with any one;
and the young men are far more tircsome than the girls, inasmuch as a
lack of ideas in them is more intolerable in the sex which has had the

greater advantages.

Again, you may meet with a circle of people who are devoted to art,
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who are great admirers of some kinds of poetry, and who have travelled a
great deal. In such a circle an Australian feels his deficiencies very much.
e has no picture-galleries at home ; he does not know what to admire or
how to express his admiration, and often makes distressing blunders in the
opinion he gives. Though he may have taken long bush rides, and made
narrow escapes from death by thirst or starvation, he has not travelled in
their sense of the word, for he has not scen any antiquities, or stood on any
world-renowned height to view a classical land.

Again, your next acquaintance may be among that intelligent
public for whom authors write their books, and to whom discoverers
and inventors address themselves ; not the average Englishman, but one
far above him; the man whom superficial thinkers call commonplace,
but in reality the man who kceps commonplace people from stifling
everything that is new and original. IIe does not himself write or invent,
but his apprehension is quick, hjs judgment calm and clear, and the
opinions which Smith, Brown, and Jones would never adopt from books,
partly because they do not read them and partly because they cannot
understand them, they are often forced to accept, because a sensible man
like Robinson offers them in a palatable form, and in gquantities which
they can swallow and digest at once. Such men as Robinson (good men
of business, who provide for their families, and do a little charitable work
unostentatiously) never come before the public in any way, so that we
cannot ascertain how numerous they are in Britain. We can only guess
that they are on the increase, by observing that a new idea makes more rapid
way now than formerly. The author of & book or an essay, who tries to
popularize ideas, cither of his own or of some greater mind, by writing as
clearly and as brilliantly as possible, and introducing familiar illustrations,
in hopes of reaching Smith, Brown, Jones, and Robinson by it, fancies
when his opinion is received, his discovery accepted, or his suggestions
adopted, that he has reached them all ; whereas he has only convinced
Robinson, and through him he influences the others. Those who write
are apt to magnify their office, and have great facilitics for doing so; but,
for my part, I feel we cannot be grateful enough, and England cannot be
grateful enough, to the intelligent reader. We need him cverywhere;
in town he is valuable, but in provincial society he is invaluable. It
is supposed that the essence of provincialism is the exaggerated idea
people have of their own importance, and the intense interest they take
in their neighbours’ affairs, and that you can escape these thingsin a city;
but the provincial mind can be provincial even in London, and orly
exchanges its curiosity about the events of the village or the neighbour-
hood for curiosity as to the affairs of its own sct, which to that class of
minds is the world. The domestic arrangements, the love affairs, and the
money matters of other people, can be as interesting in London as at
Land’s End. An engagement entered into or broken off, or a last will
and testament, perhaps, furnishes a topic of conversation for a longer time
in the country, but it can be dwelt upon very suflicicntly anywhere, I
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wed to fancy that we, in Australia, thought too much about money, and
made it too much our object of existence, but I believe conversation runs
more on money in England than with us. The manner in which young
people speak of unearned money—of what may be left by relations, or
what may be gained by an advantageous marriage, and not of what can
be eaned by industry, or saved by economy, strikes me painfully. There
is 2 sadly worldly tone in the manner in which the sacred subjects of
death and marriage are discussed. In a new country, like ours, girls very
nrely have any money, and young men are generally the architects of
their own fortunes; marriage takes place at an earlier age, and need not
be m0 very carefully weighed beforehand as it must be in England. We
have here and there an old maid, but the mass of our women are wives
amd mothers, and too full of domestic duties, either to have the high
cultivation or the desire for a wider field, which we see so general among
middle-class educated Englishwomen.

Bat I have not space to enumerate all the various phases which
Eaglish society offers. There is the political world, where one really hears
tbout parties, and divisions, and patronage, and Government influence.
There is the literary world, where one would fancy people were only born
for the purpose of reading books, and where there is as much interest felt
in the affairs of the set, as in the provinces one sees taken in those of the
prish, There is the sporting world, which comes out strong in conversa-
tion at certain times of the year. There is the agricultural world, the
mnufacturing world, with its one employer, and its thousands of opera-
tives. There are Englishmen, whose business and associations are with
foreign countries, and there are foreigners whose business is all with
English.

In each of the circles which I mention, a colonist feels the limitation
of his stock of general information. His own life is various, but its very
vriety prevents him from carrying out any branch to the perfection
which he sees in England. Although he may observe, read, and reflect a
good deal, he has not had cither the leisure or the opportunities to enable
him to cope with those who have made one thing the study of their lives.
But if we can appreciate and admire the thoroughness of the leaders of
English intellect in all its departments, we may get some credit with them
fr our quick though superficial intelligence, and our adaptability to
treumstances. The definite daily work, for instance, which our colonial
wemen have to do, if it prevents them from being devoted to literature, to
@, or to philanthropy, brings out an amount of common sense and
consideration for others which is too apt to be wanting among the many
thousands in England who have no taste strong enough to become a
pursuit, and who on leaving school find that there is nothing for them to
de, I certainly think that the position of the larger proportion of un-
ramied women in the United Kingdom is a most unenviable one, and
Iwould submit for many generations to the discomfort of having a short
¥ply of domestic servants in Australia, rather than take from our
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The Jucient Senians and Senian Hiteratune,

——t O

Hiruerro there has been but little interest taken in Celtic history. Late
events, however, have excited a certain degree of curiosity about a very
renote period of the Celtic history of the sister island. Who are the
Penians? has been in almost every mouth. Who the Fenians are it is
ot easy to define : who the Fenians were any Irish scholar can easily
expain. They were a number of tribes or men kept as a standing army,
or military caste, solely for purposes of war in Celtic Ireland about a
‘ewuple of centuries before the conversion of that country to Christianity.
We must begin at the beginning. Respectable Irish history, com-
mencing with the S'ann Tosach of Genesis, usually starts with the account
of the coming of the daughters of Adam to Ireland, with an exactness of
detail interesting, but hardly credible. We, however, cannot even go so
fir back as Noah ; time and space forbid. The ancient history of Ireland
divides conveniently enough into four great periods. The first of these
extends from no one knows what time to the Christian era, and includes
the invasions and occupations of the country by the Firbolgs, Nemedians,
Tutha De Danann, whoever they were, devils or Druids, and lastly
Milesians ; all which are mythical, but standing on a basis of facts very
hard to get at now. The second period is less mythical, and, embracing
men and things of which we have historical knowledge in addition to
legendary accounts and local mementoes, stretches from the beginning of the
Christian era until the conversion of the country to Christianity—from the
fit to the fifth century. This might justly be termed the heroic or
romantic period of Hiberno-Celtic history. In it Conn of the Hundred
Battles, and Niall of the Nine Hostages, lived and fought ; in it flourished
Fion Mac Cumhaill, Osgar, and Oesian, the heroes of Irish romance.
Te next, or the Christian period—from the fifth to the ninth century—
was that in which religion and learning flourished : then Ireland obtained
ber most noble name, Inmsula Sanctorum. From the ninth century the
Danes made continual attacks on the country ; they pillaged the colleges
d churches, burnt the houses, killed the inmates, and (as they said
theraselves) drowned the books (in the rivers). Asin England, they gained,
ad for a short time held, undisputed sovereignty in the country : often van-
(uished, they were never completely extirpated. A colony of them remained
In Dublin, governed by a prince of their own, somewhat in the ssme manner
Utheir compatriots had held Northumberland. At the end of this period
the Norman flood that had deluged England overflowed into Ireland, and
'}lbmcrgod “ the leavings of the Danes,”—the last remnants of Celtic civi-
lization and religion. Thus ends the ancient history of Treland.
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Morna, or Comnaught Fenians, whence arose an undying hatred and
continual rivalry between them and the Clann of Baisgue, to which
Cumhall belonged. Finn was chief of the Fenians in the reign of Cormac
the Great. He seems to have brought the organization to its greatest
perfection, and he was able by his commanding talents at least to smother
up the elements of discord during his life. The contention between the
two great clanns broke out agnin after his death, and ultimately caused

the destruction of the force. Of Finn, Pinkerton says, in his Inquiry

into the History of Scotland (Oesianic Soc. vol. v. p. 210), that “he

seems to have been & man of great talents for the age, and of celebrity in-
arms. His formation of a regular standing army, in which all Irish

accounts agree, seems to have been a rude imitation of the Roman legions

in Britain. The idea, though simple enough, shows prudence, for such a

force alone could have coped with the Romans had they invaded Ireland.”

Keating, the historian, gets very solemn over Finn and his Fenians. He

says :—* From this Fionn, the established militin of the kingdom were

called Fiana Eirionn; end if it should be asserted, either through

ignorance or prejudice, that there were no such standing body of troops

in the island as those trained bands, to evince the contrary, let it be

considered that this part of history is supported by evidence not to be

opposed. In some records, which treat of the old militia of Ireland, it is

asserted that they were a body of men so strong, and so tall of stature,

as is really incredible; for it is certain, though they were a brave and

undaunted number of troops, yct the size of their persons did not exceed

the common proportion of those times. Their business was to guard the

country against foreign or domestic enemies, to support the right and

succession of their kings, and to be ready at the shortest notice, upon any

surprise or emergency of the State. They were to watch the sea-coasts,

and to have a strict eye upon the creeks and havens of the island, lest

any pirates should be lurking there, to plunder the country, and infest

the inhabitants ; and they were established for the same purpose as a

standing body of forces are kept up in any nation—to defend it from inva-

sion, to support the right and prerogatives of the crown, and to secure the

liberty and property of the people.” What more could Keating have’
given them to do ?

We must, however, return to Finn. He married one daughter of
King Cormac after he had failed to get another, Grainné, who eloped when
the heard of his intentions towards her. One of the best of the Celtic
romances is the Elopement of Grainné with Dermuid. This Dermuid was
a young and good-looking young officer of the Fenians, for whom the
princess took a sudden fancy when she found out that Finn was coming
to ask her in marriage in his old age, of which, however, more hercafter.
Finn is the great hero of this period. At the present day he gets the
credit of making or using almost every great natural curiosity in the
whole land. It is said that he made the Giant’s Causeway as a highway
to Bcotland. His profile is to be seen on many mountain outlines. Ile
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Keating says, that before a man was enrolled, he had to subscribe to
several articles, curious enough in all conscience :— The first, that when
he was disposed to marry, he should not follow the mercenary custom of
insisting upon a portion with a wife; but, without regard to her fortune,
be should choose a woman for her virtue, her courtesy, and good manners;
the second, that he should never offer violence to a woman, or attempt to
ravish her ; the third, that he would be charitable and relieve the poor who
desired meat and drink, as far as his abilities would permit; and the fourth,
that he would not turn his back or refuse to. fight with nine men of any
other nation that set upon him, and offered to fight with him.” It is surely
Jowonder that the modern Irish are so pugnacious and so fond of a row,
when their ancestors were willing to fight against such odds rather than
nmiss 3 good shindy. We must, however, go back to the Fiana. Keating
mys that there were several rules to be observed in the admission of
reeruits to the Fenian ranks. The parents must give up all right to
tevenge or compensation for the candidate’s death, a very necessary regu-
Ltion in a state of society when the punishment for a death was either
tevenge or eric. He must be able to compose verses. He must be expert
vith his weapons, and he was exposed to a very good test—he had to
defend himself from the javelins of nine soldiers thrown at him at once.
He was obliged to run through a wood pursued by some of the Fenians,
in order to test his fleetness and agility. He must be able to hold his
veapon without shaking ; if his hand shook he was rejected. He must
beso swift and so light of foot as not to break a rotten stick by treading
wpon it; and, hardest of all to do, he must be able, without stopping
or lessening his speed, to draw a thorn out of his foot. We would
very much like to see the crowd who call themselves by the ancient name
of Fenians trying these tests; very few of them, indeed, would pass muster.
Many people now hear for the first time of the emblem called ¢ the sun-
burst of Erin.” The innocent original for this mow treasonable device,
was Finn Mac Cumbhaill's standard.
In addition to the legends still existing amongst the people there is
a great mass of MS. in the great libraries of Ireland taken up with
the exploits of Finn and the Fenians. O’Curry, in his analysis of
existing Celtic MSS. (Lectures on the MS., Materials of Irish History),
makes a division of them into five principal classes, viz.: the Annals;
the Books of Genealogies and Pedigrees ; the Historic Tales; the Imagi-
native Tales and Poems, and the Ecclesiastical Writings. The fourth of
these divisions, the Imaginative Tales and Poems, are mainly about the
Fenian period, and have for their subject Finn and the Fenian heroes.
Whence they are often called Fenian Tales and Poems, and still oftener
Fenian Tales and Ossianic Poems. O’Curry says, ¢ The purely imagi-
rative literature of the ancient Gaedhils still existing in MSS. which have
been handed down to us in safety, may be divided into distinet classes,
some of which are compositions yet more ancient than the others. The
earliest of all—if we regard merely the authors to whom they are attributed
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—are the pooms or metrical tales called the Fenian Poems, many of
which are attributed to Oisin (Ossian) and Fergus, the sons of Finn Aac
Cumbaill, some of them to Finn himself, and some to his cousin Caoilté.
After these may be placed the prose recitals, probably founded on similar
pocms now lost, but probably also themselves compositions of as early a
date; I mean those stories commonly called Fenian Tales. Finally, after
the Fenian poems and tales, in point of date, we find a great number of
romantic legends and tales, both in prese and vorse, many of which were
certainly composed at a very remote period, but of which the various dates
of composition extend down almost to our own times. And it is within
my own memory that in Clare, and throughout Munster, the invention
and recital of such romantic tales continue to afford a favourite delight to*
the still Gaedhilic-speaking people.” He considers the MS. tales of later -
than the twelfth century, of comparatively little value. He divides the
more ancient into four classes; the first, cowprising those ascribed
directly to the Fenian chiefs, Finn, Oisin, Fergus and Cuaoilté; the second,
consisting of tracts made up of articles in prose and verse, ascribed to
gome one of the same personages, but related by a second person ; the
third, containing miscellaneous poems, descriptive of passages in the life
of Finn and his warriors, but not ascribed to any author ; and the fourth,
congisting of certain tales in a romantic style relating to tho same. To
Finn are ascribed five existing poems, to Oisin but two, which canp be
traced so far back as the twelfth century, to Fergus “ the eloquent,” one,
and to Caoilté one. To the second class Lelongs the “ Dialogue of the
Ancient Men,” viz. Oisin and Cuoilté, who, the legend statcs, outlived the
rest of the Fenian chiefs, and even conversed with St. Patrick, and related
to him the exploits of the Fenians, The third class are often called
¢ Ossianic,” since the legend gives them as conversations betweon Ossian
and St. Patrick about the Fenians. As a specimen of these poems, we
give a few stanzas from the opening of the well-known ¢ Lamentation of
Oisin after the Fenians.”  (Ossianic Soe. vol. iii. p. 230.)

Alas! O Fionn of the Fenians and of the
hosts |

() Osear of the fight, my son!

Are ye living, or in what land,

Whilst Oisin iy without action or
strength 7

Alas ! I am a withered old man,

Lacking food, drink, and sleep ;

Suffering the oppression of Patrick anl
his ¢leries,

In pitiful want and gloom.

Alas! it i3 n pitcons tale,

That I am now hidden from the Fenians:
Listening to the drowsy noise of a bell,
I grieve now, anl rejoice not.

Alas ! O tribe of the mighty battles,

Great was your love of valour onee :

Whither is your rightful nature gone,

That y¢ care not whether it be well with
Qisin ?

Alas ! sorrowtul is my end,

Since I have lost my strength and vigour ;
Without the chase, without music by me,
Whilst I muze on the beanty of the men.

Alns ! whither o the men that were
mighty,

That they come not to succour me ?

) Oscar, of the sharp blades of victory,

Como and rclease thy father from this
bondage.

Oisin then goes on to bewail his hrl fate, living on the pitiful dole of
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Patrick and his clergy, and compares his present woeful plight with his
former condition as a Fenian chief. The last class of Fenian literature
recognized by Professor O'Curry is the Fenian tales. One of the most
celebrated of these is the one before mentioned, the Elopement of Dermuid
ad Grainné.  Finn, in his old age, wants a wife, and is recommended
the king's daughter, the princess Grainné, but not being on good terms
vith King Cormac, is afraid that he would get a refusal if he made a per-
wnal application, so he sends two of his fricnds to ask Cormac. Cormac
bas no objection ; but as Grainné had upset all previous arrangements of
the same kind, and Cormac had got the blame, he would have nothing to
% in the matter, but told them to apply to the princess herself. She told
the king her father, “If he be a fitting son-in-law for thee, why should

- ke not be a fitting husband and mate for me?” Finn and his retinue
come to Tara, and are right royally received. A splendid banquet is laid
oit, at which the princess herself is present : getting a certain Druid
beside her, she finds out from him the purpose of the visit and the names
o the principal Fenians at the banquet (Ossianic Soc. vol. iii. p. 49).
“There sat there a Druid and a skilful man of knowledge of the people of
Ficon before Grainné, the daughter of Cormac, that is, Daire ¢ of the
poems,’ son of Morna; and it was not long before there arose gentle
tlking and mutual discourse between himself and Grainné. Then Daire
wose and stood before Grainné, and sang her the songs and the verses
ud the sweet poems of her fathers and of her ancestors; and then Grainné
spoke and asked the Druid,—¢ What is the thing or matter wherefore
Fionn is come to this place to-night 7’

“¢If thou knowest not that,’ said the Druid, ‘it is no wonder that I
know it not.’

“¢] desire to learn it of thee,' said Grainné.

“¢ Well then,” quoth the Druid, ‘it is to ask thee as wife and mate
that Fionn is come to this place to-night.’

“¢It is a great marvel to me,’ said Grainné, ¢ that it is not for Oisin
that Fionn asks me ; for it were fitter to give me such as he than a man
tlat is older than my father.’

“¢Say not that,’ said the Druid, ¢for if Fionn were to hear thee, he
himself would not have thee, neither would Oisin dare to take thee.’

“¢Tell me now,” said Grainné, ¢who is that warrior at the right
shoulder of Oisin the son of Fionn ?’

“¢Yonder, said the Druid, ‘is Goll Mac Morna, the active, the
walike.'

“¢Who is that warrior at the shoulder of Goll? ' said Grainné.

“¢Qscar the son of Oisin,’ said the Druid.

“¢Who is that graceful-legged man at the shoulder of Oscar?’ said
Grainné.

“¢ Caoilté Mac Ronain,’ said the Druid.

““What haughty, impetuous warrior is that yonder at the shoulder of
Cacilté 7 said Grainné.
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« ¢The son of Lughaidh of the mighty hand, and that man is sister’s son
to Fionn Mac Cumhaill,’ said the Druid.

«¢ Who is that sweet-worded man with the dimple, upon whom is the
curling dark-black hair, and [who has] the two ruddy, berry-red cheeks,
upon the left hand of Oisin the son of Fionn?’

4 ¢That man is Diarmuid, the grandsou of Duibhue, the white-toothed,
of the lightsome countenance: that is, the best lover of women and of
maidens that is in the whole world.’

The princess then sent for her own “ jewelled, golden-chased goblet,”
and as was the custom, sent it round with her handmaiden to whomsoever
of the guests ehe chose specially to honour. She did not send it to
Dermuid and some others of the younger warriors, but sent it to Finn,
to her father, and to the rest. Gradually these sank into a profound
slumber, for the cup had been of course drugged. She then made her
case known to the young warriors, but from fear of Finn's revenge they
refused to assist her. She then went to the extremity of laying geasa, or
bonds of honour, upon Dermuid, that he should relieve her ; and from this,
according to the Celtic laws of honour, there was no escape. All the rest
advised him to go with her. She left the palace by a wicket-gate, to
meet him outside the town. e went over the palisade.

¢ After that Diarmuid arose and stood, and stretched forth his active
warrior hand over his broad weapons, and took leave and farewell of
Oisin and of the chiefs of the Fenians; and not bigger is a smooth
crimson whortleberry than was cach tear that Diarmuid shed from his
eyes at parting with his people. Diarmuid went to the top of the fort,
and put the shafts of his two javelins under him, and rose .with an airy,
very light, exceeding high bird-like leap, until he attained the breadth
of his two soles of the beautiful grass-green earth on the plain without,
and there Grainné met him. Then Diarmuid spoke, and what he said was:
¢I trow, O Grainné, that this is an evil course upon which thou art come:
for it were better for thee to have Fionn Mac Cumhaill for lover than
myself, seeing that I know not what nook, or corner, or remote part of
Erin I can take thee to now. Return again to the town, and Fionn will
never learn what thou hast done.” ‘It is certain that I will not go back,’
said Grainné, ¢ and that I will not part from thee until death part me from
thee.’ ¢ Then go forward, O Grainné,’ said Diarmuid.”

Dermuid, thus carried off nolens volens, falls in desperate love with
the brave woman, and the two set out, pursued by Finn and her father;
and their adventures through Ircland, hunted by the two old gentlemen,
and assisted by the young officers of the Fenians, forms the plot of this
old Celtic romance. The reader must excuse our wandering from history
into romance, even though it is concerned with the Celts in the third
century.
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six hundred pounds. You have, perhaps, double as much, and would
lose half of that if you married. You are an usher at a school.”

“ No, madam, I am not an usher at a school.”

“Yell, well, you know I don’t mean to make you angry.”

“ At the present moment, I am a schoolmaster, and if I remained so, I
might fairly look forward to a liberal income. But I am going to give
that up.”

“You will not be more fit for matrimony because you are going to
give up your profession. Now Lord Ongar has—heaven knows what ;—
perbaps sixty thousand a year."

“In all my life I never heard such cflrontery,—such barefaced shame-
less worldliness.”

“ Why should I not love & man with a large income?”

“ He is old enough to be your father.”

“He is thirty-six, and I am twenty-four.”

% Thirty-six ! "

“ There is the Peerage for you to look at. But, my dear Harry, do
you not know that you are perplexing me and yourself too, for nothing ?
I was fool enough when I came here from Nice, after papa'’s death, to let
you talk nonsense to me for a month or two.”

“ Did you or did you not swear that you loved me? "

4 QOh, Mr. Clavering, I did not imagine that your strength would have
condescended to take such advantage over the weakness of a woman. I
remember no oaths of any kind, and what foolish assertions I may have
made, I am not going to repeat. It must have become manifest to you
during these two years that all that was a romance. If it be a pleasure to
you to look back to it, of that pleasurc I cannot deprive you. Perhaps I
slo may sometimes look back. But I shall never speak of that time
again; and you, if you are as noble as I take you to be, will not speak of
iteither. 1 know you would not wish to injure me.”

4] would wish to save you from the misery you are bringing on
yourself.”

“In that you must allow me to look after myself. Lord Ongar cer-
tainly wants a wife, and I intend to be true to him,—and useful.”

“ How about love 7"

% And to love him, sir. Do you think that no man can win a woman’s
love, unless he is filled to the brim with poetry, and has a neck like Lord
Byron, and is handsome like your worship? You are very handsome,
Harry, and you, too, should go into the market and make the best of
yourself. Why should you not learn to love some nice girl that has
money to assist you?"

“Julial ™"

“No, sir; I will not be called Julia. If you do, I will be insulted,
ad leave you instantly. I may call you larry, as being so much
younger,—though we were born in the reame month, and as a sort of cousin.

But 1 shall never do that after to-day.” -

T—2
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pliments me on my marriage. Lord Ongar is not only rich, but he isa
man of fashion, and a man of talent.”

“ Are you fond of race-horses yourself?”

 Very fond of them.”

“ And of that kind of life?”

“ Very fond of it. I mean to be fond of everything that Lord Ongar
likes. I know that I can’t change him, and, therefore, I shall not try.”

“ You are right there, Miss Brabazon."”

“ You mean to be impertinent, sir; but I will not take it so. This is
to be our last meeting in private, and I won't acknowledge that I am
insulted. But it must be over now, Harry ; and here I have been pacing
round and round the garden with you, in spite of my refusal just now. It
must not be repeated, or things will be said which I do not mean to have
ever said of me. Good-by, Harry.”

“ Good-by, Julia.”

“ Well, for that once let it pass. And remember this ; I have told
you all my hopes, and my one trouble. I have been thus open with you
because 1 thought it might serve to make you <dook at things in a right
light. I trust to your honour as a gentleman to repeat nothing that I have
snid to you.”

“I am not given to repeat such things as those.”

“I'm sure you are not. And I hope you will not misunderstand the
spirit in which they have been spoken. I shall never regret what I have
told you now, if it tends to make you perceive that we must both regard
our past acquaintance as a romance, which must, from the stern necessity
of things, be treated as a dream which we have dreamt, or a poem which
we have read.”

“You can treat it as you please.”

God bless you, Harry; and I will always hope for your welfare, and
heur of your success with joy. Will you come up and shoot with them on
Thursday ?”

% What, with Hugh? No; Hugh and I do not hit it off together. If I
shot at Clavering I should have to do it as a sort of head-keeper. It's a
higher position, I know, than that of an usher, but it doesn't suit me."

% Oh, Harry | that is so cruel! But you will come up to the house.
Lord Ongar will be there on the thirty-first; the day after to-morrow,
you know.”

«] must decline even that temptation. I never go into the house
when Hugh is there, except about twice a year on solemn invitation—just
to prevent there being a family quarrel.”

% Good-by, then,” and she offered him her hand.

% Good-by, if it must be so.”

«I don't know whether you mean to grace my marriage?”

“ Certainly not. I shall be away from Clavering, so that the marriage
bells may not wound my ears, For the matter of that, I shall be at the

school.”
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created some astonishment among those who knew Sir Hugh by making
good her footing in his establishment. He was not the man to take up a
wife's sister, and make his house her home, out of charity or from domestic
love. Lady Clavering, who had been a handsome woman and fashionable
withal, no doubt may have had some influence; but Sir Hugh was a man
much prone to follow his own courses. It must be presumed that Julia
Brabazon had made herself agreeable in the house, and probably also
weful. She had been taken to London through two seasons, and had
there held up her head among the bravest. And she had been taken
abroad,—for Sir Hugh did not love Clavering Park, except during six
weeks of partridge shooting ; and she had been at Newmarket with them,
and at the house of a certain fast hunting duke with whom Sir Hugh was
intimate ; and at Brighton with her sister, when it suited Sir Hugh to
remain alone at the duke’s; and then again up in London, where she
finally arranged matters with Lord Ongar. It was acknowledged by all
the friends of the two families, and indeed I may say of the three families
now—among the Brabazon people, and the Clavering people, and the
Courton people,—Lord Ongar’s family name ‘was Courton,—that Julia
Brabazon had been very clever. Of her and Harry Clavering together
no one had ever said a word. If any words had been spoken between her
and Hermione on the subject, the two sisters had been discreet enough to
manage that they should go no further. In those short months of Julia's
romance Sir Hugh had been away from Clavering, and Hermione had
been much occupied in giving birth to an heir. Julia had now lived
past her one short spell of poetry, had written her one sonnet, and was
prepared for the business of the world.

CHAPTER IL
HARRY CLAVERING CHOOSES HIS PROFESSION.

Harry CLAVERING might not be an usher, but, nevertheless, he was home
for the holidays. And who can ray where the usher ends and the school-
master begins? Ile, perhaps, may properly be called an usher, who is
hired by a private schoolmaster to assist himself in his private occupation,
whereas Harry Clavering had been selected by a public body out of a
bundred candidates, with much real or pretended reference to certificates
of qualification. He was certainly not an usher, as he was paid three
hundred a year for his work,—which is quite beyond the mark of ushers.
So much was certain ; but yet the word stuck in his throat and made him
uncomfortable. He did not like to reflect that he was home for the holidays.

But he had determined that he would never come home for the holi-
days again. At Christmas he would leave the school at which he had
won his appointment with so much trouble, and go into an open pro-
fession. Indeed he had chosen his profession, and his mode of entering it.
He would become & civil engineer, and perhaps a land surveyor, and with
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poor Ponto from his hearth - because of this failure. And so it was with
Mrs. Clavering and her husband at the rectory. e understood it all.
He knew that he was 8o far rejected ; and he acknowledged to himself the
necessity for such rejection.

“It is a very serious thing to decide upon,” he said, when his son
had spoken to him.

“ Yes ; it is serious,—about as serious a thing as a man can think of;
but a man cannot put it off on that account. If I mean to make such a
change in my plans, the sooner I do it the better.”

‘ But yesterday you were in another mind.”

% No, father, not in another mind. I did not tell you then, nor can I
tell you all now. I had thought that I should want my money for another
purpose for a year or two; but that I have abandoned.”

%Is the purpose a secret, Harry 7"

41t is a secret, because it concerns another person.” '

“You were going to lend your money to some one? "

“T must keep it a secret, though you know I seldom have any secreta
from you. That idea, however, is abandoned, und I mean to go over to
Stratton to-morrow, and tell Mr. Burton that I shall be there after
Christmas, I must be at St. Cuthbert’s on Tuesday.”

Then they both sat silent for a while, silently blowing out their clouds
of smoke. The son had said all that he cared to say, and would have
wished that there might then be an end of it; but he knew that his father
bad much on his mind, and would fain express, if he could express it with-
out too much trouble, or without too evident a need of self-reproach, his own
thoughts on the subject. ¢ You have made up your mind, then, altogether
that you do not like the church as a profession,” he said at last.

4] think I have, father.”

 And on what grounds? The grounds which recommend it to you are
very strong. Your education has adapted you for it. Your success in
it is already ensured by your fellowship. In a great degree you have
entered it as a profession already, by taking a fellowship. What you are
doing is not choosing a line in life, but changing one already chosen. You
are making of yourself a rolling stone.”

% A stone should roll till it has come to the spot that suits it.”

“ Why not give up the school if it irks you?”

*And become a Cambridge Don, and practise deportment among the
undergraduates.”

“1 don't see that you need do that. You need not even live at Cam-
bridge. Take a church in London. You would be sure to get one by
holding up your hand. If that, with your fellowship, is not sufficient, I
will give you what more you want.”

# No, father—no. By God's blessing I will never ask you for & pound.
I can hold my fellowship for four years longer without orders, and in four
years’ time I think I can earn my bread.”

“] don't doubt that, Harry."
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“Jt's atout the iron church, papa. He says it is come,—or part of it

has come,—and he wants you to go out to Cumberly Green about
the site.” :

“1 thought that was all settled.”

¢ He says not.” *

“What does it matter where it is? He can put it anywhere he likes
on the Green. However, I had better go to him.” So Mr. Clavering
went. Cumberly Green was a hamlet in the parish of Clavering, three
miles distant from the church, the people of which had got into a wicked
habit of going to a dissenting chapel near to them. By Mr. Saul's energy,
but chiefly out of Mr. Clavering’s purse, an iron chapel had been pur-
chased for a hundred and fifty pounds, and Mr. Saul proposed to add to
bis own duties the pleasing occupation of walking to Cumberly Green
every Sunday morning before breakfast, and every Wednesday evening
after dinner, to perform a service and bring back to the true flock as many
of the erring sheep of Cumberly Green as he might be able to catch.
Towards the purchase of this iron church Mr. Clavering had at first given
a hundred pounds. Sir Hugh, in answer to the fith application, had
very ungraciously, through his steward, bestowed ten pounds. Among the
farmers one pound nine and eightpence had been collected. Mr. Saul
bad given two pounds; Mrs. Clavering gave five pounds; the girls
gave ten shillings each; Henry Clavering gave five pounds;—and then the
parson made up the remainder. But Mr. Saul had journeyed thrice
painfully to Bristol, making the bargain for the church, going and coming
each time by third-class, and he had written all the letters; but Mrs.
Clavering had paid the postage, and she and the girls between them were
making the covering for the little altar.

“Ts it all settled, Harry ? " said Fanny, stopping with her brother, and
hanging over his chair. She was a pretty, gay-spirited girl, with bright
eyes and dark brown hair, which fell in two curls behind her cars.

“ He has raid nothing to unsettle it.”

“1 know it makes him very unhappy.”

“ No, Fanny, not very unhappy. Ie would rather that I should go
into the church, but that is about all.”

“J think you are quite right.”

% And Mary thinks I am quite wrong.”

“Mary thinks so, of course. So should I too, perhaps, if I were
engaged to a clergyman. That's the old story of the fox who had lost
his tail.”

“ And your tail isn’t gone yet? "

“No, my tail isn't gone yet. Mary thinks that no life is like a
clergyman’s life.  But, Harry, though mamma hasn't said so, I'm sure she
thinks you are right. She won't say 8o as long as it may seem to interfere
with anything papa may choose to say; but I'm sure she’s glad in her
heart.”

“And I am glad in my heart, Fanny, And as I'm the person most
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“No, my dear. I think you should judge for yourself.”

¢ You see I could have no scope in the church for that sort of ambition
which would satisfy me. Look at such men as Locke, and Stephenson,
and Brassey. They are the men who secem to me to do most in the world.
They were all self-educated, but surely a man can't have a worse chance
because he has learned something. Look at old Beilby with a seat in
Parliament, and a property worth two or three hundred thousand
pounds! When he was my age he had nothing but his weekly wages.”

“I don't know whether Mr. Beilby is a very bappy man or a very
good man,” said Mary.

“I don't know, either,” said Harry; “but I do know that he has
thrown a single arch over a wider span of water than ever was done
before, and that ought to make him happy.” After saying this in a tone
of high authority, befitting his dignity as a fellow of his college, Harry
Clavering went out, leaving his mother and sisters to discuss the subject
which to two of them was all-important. As to Mary, she had hopes of
ber own, vested in the clerical concerns of a neighbouring parish.

CHAPTER III
Lorp ONGAR.

Os the next morning Harry Clavering rode over to Stratton, thinking
much of his misery as he went. It was all very well for him, in the
presence of his own family to talk of his profession as the one subject
which was to him of any importance ; but he knew very well himself that
be was only beguiling them in doing so. This question of a ‘profession
was, after all, but dead leaves to him,—to him who had a canker at
Lis heart, a perpetual thorn in his bosom, a misery within him which
no profession could mitigate ! Those dear ones at home guessed nothing of
this, and he would take care that they should guess nothing. Why should
they have the pain of knowing that he had been made wretched for ever
by blighted hopes? His mother, indeed, had suspected something. in
those sweet days of his roaming with Julia through the park. She had
once or twice said a word to warn him. But of the very truth of his deep
live,—30 he told himself,—she had been happily ignorant. Let her be
ignorant. Why should he make his mother unhappy? As these thoughts
fased through his mind, I think that he revelled in his wretchedness, and
made much to himself of Lis misery. He sucked in his sorrow greedily,
and was somewhat proud to have had occasion to break his heart. But
Bt the less, because he was thus early blighted, would he struggle for
fuccess in the world. Ile would show her that, as his wife, she might have
bad a worthier position than Lord Ongar could give her. He, too, might
probiably rise the quicker in the world, as now he would have no impedi-
ment of wife or family. Then, as he rode along, he composed & sonuet,
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and made perfect the symmetry of her face. Her neck was long, but
graceful as a swan's, her bust was full, and her whole figure like that of a
goddess.  Added to this, when he had first known her, had been all the
charm of youth. When she had returned to Clavering the other day, the
affianced bride of Lord Ongar, he had bardly known whether to admire or
to deplore the settled air of established womanhood which she had assumed.
Her large eyes had always lacked something of rapid glancing sparkling
brightness. They had been glorious eyes to him, and in those early days
Le had not known that they lacked aught; but he had perceived, or
perhaps fancied, that now, in her present condition they were often cold,
and sometimes almost cruel. Nevertheless he was ready to swear that she
was perfect in her beauty.

Poor Florence Burton was short of stature, was brown, meagre, and
poor-looking. So said Harry Clavering to himself. Her small hand,
though soft, lacked that wondrous charm of touch which Julia's posseed.
Her face was short, and her forehead, though it was broad and open, had
none of that feminine command which Julia’s look conveyed. That
Florence's eyes were very bright,—bright and soft as well, he allowed ;
and her dark brown hair was very glossy ; but she was, on the whole, a
mean-looking little thing. He could not, as he said to himself on his
return home, avoid the comparison, as she was the first girl he had scen
sice he had parted from Julia Brabazon.

“1 hope you'll find yourself comfortable at Stratton, sir,” said old
Mrs. Burton.

“ Thank you,” said Harry, ¢ but I want very little myself in that way.
Anything does for me.”

% One young gentleman we had took a bedroowmn at Mrs. Pott’s, and did
very nicely without any second room at all. “Don't you remember,
Mr. B.; it was young Granger.”

“Young Granger had a very short allowance,” said Mr. Burton. ¢ He
lived upon fifty pounds a year all the time he was here.”

“And I don’t think Scarness had more when he began,” said
Mre, Burton. ¢ Mr. Scarness married one of my girls, Mr. Clavering,
when he started himself at Liverpool. Ie has pretty nigh all the
Liverpool docks under him now. I have heard him say that butcher's
meat did not cost him four shillings a week all the time he was here. I've
always thought Stratton one of the reasonablest places anywhere for a
young man to do for himself in.”

“1 don’t know, my dear,” said the husband, ¢ that Mr. Clavering will
care very much for that.”

“ Perhaps not, Mr. B. ; hat I do like to see young men careful ahout
their spendings.  What's (h(. use of spending a shilling when sixpenee
will do as well; and sixpence saved when a man has not]ning but him-
sclf, becemes pounds and pounds by the time he has a family about

bim."

During all this time Miss Burton eaid little or nothing, and Harry
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heard of his riding sixty miles a day, or dancing all night, as she might
have beard had she been contented to take Harry Clavering. DBut she
bad made her selection with her eyes open, and was not disposed to
quarrel with her bargain, because that which she had bought was no
better than the article which she had known it to be when she was making
her purchase. Nor was she even angry with her sister. ¢ I will do the
best I can, Hermy ; you may be sure of that. But there are some things
which it is useless to talk about.”

¢ But it was as well you should know what Sir Charles said.”

“ I know quite enough of what he says, Hermy,—quite as much, I
daresay, as you do. But, never mind. If Lord Ongar has given up
smoking, I quite agree with you that it’s a good thing. I wish they'd all
give it up, for I hate the smell of it. Hugh has got worse and worse.
He never cares about changing his clothes now.”

“TI tell you what it is,” said Sir Hugh to his wife that night ;
“ sixty thousand a year is a very fine income, but Julia will find she has
caught a Tartar.”

¢ I suppose he'll hardly live long ; will he?”

“1 don't know or care when he lives or when he dies ; but, by
heaven, he is the most overbearing fellow I ever had in the house with
me. I wouldn’t stand him here for another fortnight,—not even to make
her all safe.”

¢ It will soon be over. They’'ll be gone on Thursday.”

“ What do you think of his having the impudence to tell Cunliffe,”—
Cunliffe was the head keeper ;—* before my face, that he didn't know
anything about pheasants! ¢ Well, my lord, I think we've got a few
about the place,’ said Cunliffe. ¢Very few,’ said Ongar, with a sneer.
Now, if I haven't a better head of game here than he has at Courton, I'll
eat him. But the impudence of his saying that before me!”

“ Did you make him any answer ? "

¢ ¢ There’s about enough to suit me,’ I said. Then he skulked away,
knocked off his pins. I shouldn’t like to be his wife; 1 can tell
Julia that.”

¢ Julia is very clever,” said the sister.

The day of the marriage came, and everything at Clavering was done
with mueh splendour. Four bridesmaids came down from London on the
preceding day; two were already staying in the house, and the two
cousins came as two more from the rectory. Julia Brabazon had never
been really intimate with Mary and Fanny Clavering, but she had known
them well enough to make it odil if she did not ask them to come to her
wedding and to take a part in the ceremony. And, moreover, she had
thought of Harry and her little romance of other days. Harry, perhaps,
might be glad to know that she had shown this courtesy to his sisters.
Harry, she knew, would be away at his school. Though she had asked
him whether he meant to come to her wedding, she had heen better
pleased that he should be absent. She had not many regrets herself, but
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Hy Gountrymen,

Asort a year ago, the Saturday Review published an article which gave me,
as its articles often do give me, much food for reflection. The article was
about the unjust estimate which, says the Saturday Review, I form of my
countrymen, and about the indecency of talking of ¢ British Philistines.” It
sppears that [ assume the truth of the transcendental system of philosophy,
and then lecture my wiser countrymen because they will not join me in
recognizing as eternal truths a set of platitudes which may be proved to be
false.  “ Now there is in England a school of philosophy which thoroughly
understands, and, on theoretical grounds, deliberately rejects, the philo-
wphical theory which Mr. Arnold accuses the English nation of neglecting ;
and the practical efforts of the English people, especially their practical
efforts in the way of criticism, are for the most part strictly in accordance
with the principles of that philosophy.”

I do not quite know what to say about the transcendental system of
plilosophy, for I am a mere dubbler in these great matters, and to grasp
and hold a system of philosophy is a feat much beyond my strength; but
I certainly did talk about British Philistines, and to call people Philistines
when they are doing just what the wisest men in the country have scttled
tobe quite right, does scem unreasonable, not to say indecent. Being
really the most teachable man alive, I could not help making, after I had
read the article in the Saturday Review, a serious return, as the French say,
upon myself ; and I resolved never to call my countrymen Philistines again
till T Lad thought more about it, and could be quite sure I was not com-
mitting an indecency.

I was very much fortified in this good resolution by something else
which happened about the same time. Every one knows that the heart of
the English nation is its middle class; there had been a good deal of talk,
ayear ago, about the cducation of this class, and I, among others, had
imagined it was not good, and that the middle class suffered by its not
teing better. But Mr. Bazley, the Member for Manchester, who is a
kind of representative of this class, made a specch last year at Manchester,
the middle-class metropolis, which shook me a good deal. ¢ During the
lst few months,” said Mr. Bazley,  there had been a cry that middle-
tm education ought to receive more attention. He confessed himself
very much surprised by the clamour that was raised. Ile did not
think that class need excite the sympathy either of the legislature or the
Mublic.” Much to the same effect spoke Mr. Miall, another middle-class
lader, in the Nonconformist : ¢ Middle-class education seems to be the
favourite topic of the hour, and we must confess to a feeling of shame
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to set me meditating ; and after a long and painful sclf-examination, I saw
that I had been making a great mistake. I had been breaking one of my
own cardinal rules: the rule to keep aloof from practice, and to confine
myself to the slow and obscure work of trying to understand things, to see
them as they are. So I was suffering deservedly in being taunted with
bawking about my nostrums of State schools for a class much too wise to
want them, and of an Academy for people who have an inimitable style
already. To be sure I had said that schools ought to be things of local,
wot State, institution and management, and that we ought not to have an
Academy; but that makes no difference. I had been meddling with
practice, proposing this and that, saying how it might be if we had esta-
blished this or that. I saw what danger I had been running in thus
intruding into a sphere where I have no business, and I resolved to
offend in this way ho more. Henceforward let Mr. Kinglake belabour the
French as he will, let him describe as many tight merciless lips as he
likes ; henceforward let Educational Homes stretch themselves out in ZThe
Times to the crack of doom, let Lord Fortescue bewitch the middle class
vith ever new blandishments, let any number of Mansion House meetings
prepound any number of patchwork schemes to avoid facing the real
difficulty ; I am dumb. I let reforming and instituting alone ; I meddle
vith my neighbour’s practice no more. He that is unjust, let him be unjust
dill, and he which is filthy, let him be filthy still, and he that is righteous,
kt him be righteous still, and he that is holy, let him be holy still.

This I say as a sincere penitent; but I do not see that there is any
larm in my still trying to know and understand things, if I keep humbly
to that, and do not meddle with greater matters, which are out of my reach.
S having once got into my head this notion of British Philistinism and
o the want of clear and large intelligence in our middle class, I do not
oonsider myself bound at once to put away and crush such a notion, as
people are told to do with their religious doubts; nor, when the Saturday
Review tells me that no nation in the world is so logical as the English
tation, and the Morning Star, that our grand national characteristic is a
clear intelligence which penetrates through sophisms, ignores commonplaces,
ad gives to conventional illusions their true value, do I feel myself com-
pelled to receive these propositions with absolute submission as articles of
fith, transcending reason; indeed, this would be transcendentalism, which
the Saturday Review condemns. Canvass them, then, as mere matters of
speculation, I may; and having lately had occasion to travel on the Conti-
nent for many months, during which I was thrown in company with a
great variety of people, I remembered what Burns says of the profitable-
ness of trying to see ourselves as others see us, and I kept on the watch

for anything to confirm or contradict my old notion, in which, without
absolately giving it up, I had begun certainly to be much shaken and
staggered.

I must say that the foreign opinion about us is not at all like that of

the Saturday Review and the Morning Star. I know how madly the
§-2
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played. It came to its height when Lord Palmerston died the other day.
Lord Palmerston was England; *the best type of our age and country,”
The Times well called him; he was ‘“a great representative man, empha-
tically the English Minister; ” the interpreter of the wishes of that great
middle class of this country which supplies the mind, the will, and the
power requisite for all the great and good things that have to be done, and
therefore “ acknowledged by a whole people as their best impersonation.”
Monsieur Thiers says of Pitt, that though he used and abused the strength
of England, she was the second country in the world at the time of his
death, and the first eight years afterwards. That was after Waterloo and
the triumphs of Wellington. And that era of primacy and triumphs Lord
Palmerston, say the English newspapers, has carried on to this hour.
“ What Wellington was as a soldier, that was Palmerston as a statesman.”
When I read these words in some foreign city or other, I could not help
rubbing my eyes and asking myself if I was dreaming. Why, taking
Lord Palmerston’s career from 1830 (when he first became Foreign Secre-
tary) to his death, there cannot be a shadow of doubt, for any one with
eyes and ears in his head, that he found England the first Power in the
world’s estimation, and that he leaves her the third, after France and the
United States. I am no politician ; I mean no disparagement at all to Lord
Palmerston, to whose talents and qualities I hope I can do justice; and
indeed it is not Lord Palmerston’s policy, or any Minister's policy, that
is in question here, it is the policy of all of us, it is the policy of
England ; for in a government such as ours is at present, it is only,
as we are g0 often reminded, by interpreting public opinion, by being
“the best type of his age and country,” that a Minister governs; and
Lord Palmerston’s greatness lay precisely in our all “acknowledging
him as our best impersonation.” Well, then, to this our logic, our
practical efforts in the way of criticism, our clear manly intelligence
penetrating through sophisms and ignoring commonplaces, and above
all, our redoubtable phalanx possessing these advantages in the highest
degree, our great middle class, which makes Parliament, and which
sapplies the mind, the will, and the power requisite for all the great
and good things that have to be done, have brought us; to the
third place in the world's estimation, instead of the first. Ile who dis-
telieves it, let him go round to every embassy in Europe and ask if it
is not true.

The foreigners, indeed, are in no doubt as to the real authors of the
r<licy of modern England; they know that ours is no longer a policy of
Pitts and aristocracies, disposing of every movement of the hoodwinked
nation to whom they dictate it ; they know that our policy is now dictated by
the strong middle part of England,—England happy, as Mr. Lowe, quoting
Aristotle, says, in having her middle part strong and her extremes weak ;
and that, though we are administered by one of our weak extremes, the
aristocracy, these managers administer us, as a weak extreme naturally
must, with a nervous attention to the wishes of the strong middle part,
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think that an Englishman's good-will to a foreign cause, or dislike to it,
is never grounded in a perception of its real merits and bearings, but in
wme chance circumstance. They say the Englishman never, in these
cases, really comprehends the situation, and so they can never feel him
to be in living sympathy with them. I have got into much trouble for
calling my countrymen Philistines, and all through these remarks I am
determined never to use that word; but I wonder if there can be anything
offensive in calling one’s countryman a young man from the country. I
hope not; and if not, I should eay, for the benefit of those who have seen
Mr. Jobn Parry’s amusing entertainment, that England and Englishmen,
holding forth on some great crisis in a foreign country,—Polaud, eay,
or Italy,—are apt to have on foreigners very much the effect of the
young man from the country who talks to the nursemaid after she has
upset the perambulator. There is a terrible crisis, and the discourse of
the young man from the country, excellent in itself, is felt not to touch
the crisis vitally. Nevertheless, on he goes; the perambulator lies a
wreck, the child screams, the nursemaid wrings her hands, the old gentle-
man storms, the policeman gesticulates, the crowd thickens ; still, that
astonishing young man talks on, serenely unconscious that he is not at
the centre of the situation.

Happening to be much thrown with certain foreigners, who criticised
England in this sort of way, I used often to think what a short and
ready way one of our hard-hitting English newspapers would take with
these scorners, if they fell into its hands, But being myself a mere
seeker for truth, with nothing trenchant or authoritative about me, I
could do no more than look shocked and begin to ask questions. “ What!1"
I wid, “you hold the England of to-day cheap, and declare that we
dv not comprehend the situation ; yet you rate the England of 1815
0 high, and call our fathers and grandfathers the foremost people
iz Europe. Did they comprehend the situation better than we?” & Yes,”
replied my foreign friends, ‘‘the situation as they had it, a great deal
tetter. Their time was a time for energy, and they succeeded in it
perfectly.  Our time is a time for intelligence, and you are not succeeding
in it at all.” -

Though I could not hear without a shudder this insult to the earnest
good sense which, as the Morning Star says, may be fairly set down as
the general characteristic of England and Englishmen everywhere, yet I
pricked up my ears when my companions talked of energy, and England’s
success in a time for energy, because I have always had a notion myself
tliat energy—energy with honesty—is England’s great force ; a greater force
to her, even, than her talent for penetrating through sophisms and ignoring
ecemmonplaces; so I begged my acquaintances to explain a little more
fully to me what they meant. * Nothing can be clearer,” they answered.
“Your Times was tclling you the other day, with the enlightenment it so
often shows at present, that instead of being proud of Waterloo and the
great war which was closed by it, it really recmed as if you onght rather
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—cvery man in cvery class of society who has a dash of genius in him
is the boon friend. By his bringing up, by his habits, by his interest,
he may be their enemy; by the primitive, unalterable complexion of his
nature, he is their friend. Therefore, the movement: of the modern spirit
will be more and more felt among us, it will spread, it will prevail.
Nay,” this enthusiast often continues, getting excited as he goes on, “ The
Times itself, which so stirs some people’s indignation—what is The Times but
a gigantic Sancho Panza, to borrow a phrase of your friend Heine;—a
gigantic Sancho Panza, following by an attraction he cannot resist that
poor, mad, scorned, suffering, sublime enthusiast, the modern spirit ;
following it, indeed, with constant grumbling, expostulation, and oppo-
sition, with airs of protection, of compassionate superiority, with an
incessant byplay of nods, shrugs, and winks addressed to the spec-
tators ; following it, in short, with all the incurable recalcitrancy of a
lower nature, but still following it?” When my friend talks thus, I
always shake my head, and say that this sounds very like the transcen-
dentalism which has already brought me into so many scrapes.

I have another friend again (and I am grown so cowed by all the
rebuke my original speculations have drawn upon me that I find myself
more and more filling the part of a mere listener), who calls himself
Anglo-Saxon rather than English, and this is what he says: ¢ Wearea
small country,” he says, “and our middle class has, as you say, not much
gift for anything but making money. Our freedom and wealth have given
us a great start, our capital will give us for a long time an advantage ;
but as other countries grow better-governed and richer, we must neces-
sarily sink to the position to which our size and our want of any eminent
gift for telling upon the world spiritually, doom us. But look at America;
it is the same race; whether we are first or they, Anglo-Saxonism
triumphs. You used to say that they had all the Philistinism of the
English middle class from which they spring, and a great many faults of
their own besides. Dut you noticed, too, that, blindly as they seemed
following in general the star of their god Buncombe, they showed, at
the same time, a fecling for ideas, a vivacity and play of mind,
which our middle class has not, and which comes to the Americans,
[robably, from their democratic life, with its ardent hope, its forward
stride, its gaze fixed on the future. Well, since these great events
have lately come to purge and form them, how is this intelligence of
theirs developing itself? Now they are manifesting a quick sense to
tce how the world is really going, and a sure faith, indispensable to
all nations that are to be great, that greatness is only to be reached by
going that way and no other? And then, if you talk of culture, look at
the culture their middle, and even their working class is getting, as
compared with the culture ours are getting. The trash which circulates
by the hundred thousand among our middle class has no readers in
America; our rubbish is for home-consumption; all our best books,
beoks which are read here only by the small cducated class, are in
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America the books of the great reading public. So over there they will
edvance spiritually as well as materially ; and if our race at last flowers
to modern life there, and not here, does it so much matter?” So says my
friend, who is, as I premised, a devotee of Anglo-Saxonism ; I, who share
his pious frenzy but imperfectly, do not feel quite satisfied with these
plans of vicarious greatness, arnd have a longing for this old and great
country of ours to be always great in herself, not only in her progeny.
So I keep looking at her, and thinking of her, and as often as I consider
how history is a series of waves, coming gradually to a head and then
breaking, and that, as the successive waves come up, one nation is seen at
the top of this wave, and then another of the next, I ask mysclf, counting
all the waves which have come up with England on the top of them:
When the great wave which is now mounting has come up, will she be at
the top of it? Illa nikil, nec me quarentem vana moratur-.

Yes, we arraign her; but she,

The weary Titan, with deaf

Ears, and labour-dimm’d eyes,

Regarding neither to right

Nor left, goes passively by,

Staggering on to her goal;

Bearing, on shoulders immense,

Atlantéan, the load,

Wellnigh not to be borne,

Of the too vast orb of her fate.

MATTHEW ARNOLD. .
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for a doctor or nurse in vain—none would venture ; and when the time
was come the poor mother had only the kindly care of the captain and
her fellow-passengers, among whom was no woman or person competent
to care for her. Fortunately, she passed through her trial safely.

In the meanwhile, Mr. Lloyd kept up his protests and remonstrances
to people and government—protested against the inhumanity and the
iilegality of the whole thing—begged for relicf to deaf ears: ¢ Better,”
they said, “ that a few should suffer, than that forty thousand should incur
the peril of Cholera. To allow people to carry provisions to the island
was to run danger of communication with contagion.” The only reply of
any significance that Mr. Lloyd got was a threat of burning his house over
his head if he persisted in attempting to bring Cholera into Syra.

We, knowing nothing of this little turmoil, lay quietly under the
intense sun waiting the lapse of time. The Greeks on the steamer might
starve, but we were perhaps thankful that they were only Greeks; we
should wear through well enough, and then be free. Mr. Lloyd finally
wrote to Athens; the government at Athens ordered an examination ;
and then the demos, under compulsion, voted meagre supplics to their
famished countrymen.

But our fates were merciless. A few days, very few, before the steamer’s
tine had expired, a ship arrived from Alexandria which actually had
the Cholera on board ! Twenty or more had died and were thrown over-
board on the voyage, as we afterwards learned, and several more were sick.
As she came into the quarantine anchoring-ground and cast anchor, she
dragged some distance, and scemed in a fair way to drift against the armed
cutter ‘which was doing duty as guarda-costa and capo-guardiano. The
brave fellow—(I hope he wasn’t a sailor)—ran out his guns, and prepared
to sink the ship and all on board, lest she should come into contact with
him. That scene is one I shall never forget and hardly ever forgive:
the huddled passengers driven on deck by the pestilence and heat, and
doubtless, already in a frenzy of fear from the perils within, found them-
selves met on the threshold of deliverance from their awful fellow-voyager
by the open mouths of Greek carronades. Women shricked and men
howled with fright; all prayed, supplicating the gods and the captain;
tke guarda-costa people were in a worse panic, if possible,—shouted
orders and counter-orders, ran out a gun and ran it in again, threatened,
prayed and cursed, as though doom was on them. This horror of the
Cholern seemed to have become a madness in the Greek mind. Our sailors
gave the wretches the benefit of much good and strong English, which I
fear was sadly wasted, and would have been equally so had it been equally
good Greek ; but I noticed that our guardiano was stricken with fear at the
tare idea of the vicinity of the infected ship. What the extent of the con-
tagion was, we knew not of course; but the hurrying and trepidation of the
p-ople on board, and in the boat which came alongside, made it evident
that something unusual was going on. The boat lay far off, and the cfficers
shouted very loudly; and we heard afterwards from the quarantine-loat
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forwards from the ship to the shore, and knew that they went to bury the
dead, could see them buried even with our glasses, we never felt so
oppressed by the horror of it since Bill's chivalric swim. We finished
without other incident our appointed two weeks, and had soon the satis-
faction of knowing that public clamour had obliged Syra to recognize the
claims of humanity, and send food to the starving.

We had to undergo a five days’ * observation” behind the lighthouse

island off the port, in company with the English steamer, which was, more-
over, threatened with a third fortnight; which she escaped only by the
energetic remonstrances of the British consul, backed up by the Legation
at Athens, who persuaded the central government to send orders to Syra
that the steamer should be admitted to pratique. A Greek man-of-war was
accordingly sent from the Pireus to Syra with a commission to ascertain
the truth of the complaints of Mr. Lloyd, and finding them well-founded,
ordered the admittance of the steamer to pratique; but so great was the
terror of the population and the timidity of the commission, that the latter
ceded to the threats of a revolution, and compromised on admitting the
passengers to the lazaretto of Syra and sending the ship away. If all
these things are not recorded in the chronicles of that city, they are in
the minds of many who were martyrs to the inhuman cowardice of Syra,
and who will bear me testimony that every occurrence of which public
recognition could be taken in the above narrative is strictly true. As for
the yarns, I tell them, as nearly as I can remember, as they were told
me, and—Dbelieve them.
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invention, and telling him any story I please—for thus far I have told
no story to anybody. Midwinter went away to London before it was
possible to approach the subject. As to the Milroys (having provided
them with the customary reference), I could fortunately keep them a$
arm’s length on all questions relating purely to myself. And lastly, when
I effected my reconciliation with Armadale on the drive in front of
the house, he was fool enough to be too generous to let me defend
my character. When I had expressed my regret for having lost my
temper and threatened Miss Milroy, and when I had accepted his assurance
that my pupil had never done or meant to do me any injury, he was too
magnanimous to hear a word on the subject of my private affairs. Thus,
I am quite unfettered by any former assertions of my own; and I may
tell any story I pleasc—with the one drawback hinted at already in
the shape of a restraint. Whatever I may invent in the way of pure
fiction, I must preserve the character in which I have appeared at
Thorpe-Ambrose—for, with the notoriety that is attached to my other name,
I have no other choice but to marry Midwinter in my maiden name as
¢ Miss Gwilt.’

“ This was the consideration that took me into the lawyer's office.
I felt that I must inform myself, before I saw Midwinter later in the day,
of any awkward consequences that may follow the marriage of a widow,
if she conceals her widow’s name.

4 Knowing of no other professional person whom I could trust, I went
boldly to the lawyer who had my interests in his charge, at that terrible
past time in my life, which I have more reason than ever to shrink from
thinking of now. He was astonished, and, as I could plainly detect, by

" no means pleased to see me. I had hardly opened my lips, before he said
he hoped I was not consulting him again (with a strong emphasis on the
word) on my own account. I took the hint, and put the question I had
come to ask, in the interests of that accommodating personage on such
occasions—an absent friend. The lawyer evidently saw through it at
once; but he was sharp enough to turn my ‘friend’ to good account on
his ride. He said he would answer the question as a matter of courtesy
towards a lady represented by myself; but he must make it a condition
that this consultation of him by deputy should go no further.

1 accepted his terms—for I really respected the clever manner in
which he contrived to keep me at arm’s length without violating the laws
of good breeding. In two minutes I heard what he had to say, mastered
it in my own mind, and went out.

4 Short as it was, the consultation told me everything I wanted to
know. I risk nothing by marrying Midwinter in my maiden instead of
my widow's name. The marriage is a good marriage in this way :—that
it can only be set aside if my husband finds out the imposture, and takes
proecedings to invalidate our marriage in my lifetime. That is the
lawyer's answer in the lawyer's own words. It relieves me at once—in
this direction at any rate—of all apprehension about the future. The
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what Midwinter had to tell me, when I met him in the Park. T affected
to be excessively astonished, and to feel the necessary feminine longing to
know all the particulars. ¢Not that I expect to have my curiosity satis-
fied, I added, ‘for Mr. Armadale and I are little better than mere
acquaintances, after all.’

“¢You are far more than a mere acquaintance in Allan’s eyes,’ said
Midwinter. "¢ Having your permission to trust him, I have already told
him how near and dear you are to me.’

¢ Hearing this, I thought it desirable, before I put any questions about
Miss Milroy, to attend to my own interests first, and to find out what
effect the announcement of my coming marriage had produced on Armadale.
It was possible that he might be still suspicious of me, and that the inquiries
he made in London, at Mrs. Milroy’s instigation, might be still hanging on
his mind.

“¢Did Mr. Armadale seem surprised,’ I asked, ‘when you told him
of our engagement, and when you said it was to be kept a secret from
everybody ?’

¢ ¢He seemed greatly surprised,’ said Midwinter, ‘to hear that we
were going to be married. All he eaid when I told him it must be kept
a secret was, that he supposed there were family reasons on your side for
making the marriage a private one.’

¢ ¢What did you say,’ I inquired, ¢ when he made that remark ?’

“¢J said the family reasons were on my side,’ answered Midwinter.
¢ And I thought it right to add—considering that Allan had allowed him-
self to be misled by the ignorant distrust of you at Thorpe-Ambrose—
that you had confided to me the whole of your sad family story, and that
you had amply justified your unwillingness, under any ordinary circum-
stances, to speak of your private affairs.’

(“T breathed freely again. Ile had said just what was wanted, just
in the right way.)

¢ ¢ Thank you,’ I said, ¢for putting me right in your friend’s estimation.
Does he wish to see me?’ I added, by way of getting back to the other
subject of Miss Milroy and the elopement.

«¢He is longing to see you,’ returned Midwinter. ¢He is in great
distress, poor fellow—distress which I have done my best to soothe, but
which I believe would yield far more readily to a woman'’s sympathy than
to mine.’

¢ Where is he now?’ T asked.

¢ He was at the hotel ; and to the hotel I instantly proposed that we
should go. It is a busy, crowded place; and (with my veil down) I
have less fear of compromising myself there than at my quiet lodgings.
Besides, it is vitally important to me to know what Armadale does next,
under this total change of circumstances,—for I must so control his pro-
ceedings as to get him away from England if T can. We took a cab:
such was my eagerness to sympathize with the heart-broken lover, that
we took & cab !
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in completing her education at school. If, when the six months have
passed, they are both still of the same mind, and if Armadale’s conduct
in the interval has becen such as to improve the major's opinion of him,
he will be allowed to present himself in the character of Miss Milroy’s
suitor—and, in six months more, if all goes well, the marriage may take
lace.

d 41 declare I could kiss the dear old major, if I was only within reach
of him! If I had been at his elbow, and had dictated the conditions
myself, I could have asked for nothing better than this. Six months of
total separation between Armadale and Miss Milroy! In half that time
—with all communication cut off between the two—it must go hard with
ne indeed if I don’t find myself dressed in the necessary mourning, and
publicly recognized as Armadale’s widow.

¢ But I am forgetting the girl's letter. She gives her father’s reasons
for making his conditions, in her father's own words. The major seems
to have spoken so sensibly and so feelingly that he left his daughter no
decent alternative—and he leaves Armadale no decent alternative—but to
submit. As well as I can remember it, he seems to have expressed
Limself to Miss Neelie in these, or nearly in these terms :—

“¢Don’t think I am behaving cruelly to you, my dear—I am merely
asking you to put Mr. Armadale to the proof. Itis not only right, it is
absolutely necessary, that you should hold no communication with him for
some time to come ; and I will show you why. In the first place, if you
go to school, the necessary rules in such places—necessary for the sake
of the other girls—would not permit you to see Mr. Armadale, or to
receive letters from him ; and, if you are to become mistress of Thorpe-
Ambrose, to school you must go, for you would be ashamed, and I should
be ashamed, if you occupied the position of a lady of station, without
Luving the accomplishments which all ladies of station are expected to
possess. In the second place, I want to sec whether Mr. Armadale will
continue to think of you as he thinks now, without being encouraged in
his attachment by seeing you, or reminded of it by hearing from you. If
I am wrong in thinking him flighty and unreliable ; and if your opinion
«f him is the right one, this is not putting the young man to an unfair
test—true love survives much longer separations than a separation of six
menths.  And when that time is over, and well over ; and when I have
kad Lim under my own eye for another six months, and have learnt to
think as highly of him as you do—cven then, my dear, after all that
terrible delay, you will still be a married woman before you are eighteen.
Think of this, Neclie; and show that you love me and trust me, by
accepting my proposal. I will hold no communication with Mr. Arma-
dale myself. T will leave it to you to write and tell him what has been
decided on.  He may write back one letter, and one only, to acquaint you
with his decision. After that, for the sake of your reputation, nothing
more is to be said, and nothing more is to be done, and the matter is to
be kept strictly private until the six months’ interval is at an end.’

VOL. Xmt.—xo. 74. 10.
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to warn him, before he wrote to Miss Milroy, that my engagement to
Midwinter was to be kept as strictly secret from her as from everybody
else), the next question we had to settle related to his future proceedings.
I was ready with the necessary arguments to stop him, if he had proposed
returning to Thorpe-Ambrose. But he proposed nothing of the sort. On
the contrary, he declared, of his own accord, that nothing would induce
him to go back. The place and the people were associated with every-
thing that was hateful to him. There would be no Miss Milroy now to
meet him in the park, and no Midwinter to keep him company in the
solitary house. ‘I'd rather break stones on the road,’ was the sensible
and cheerful way in which he put it, ¢ than go back to Thorpe-Ambrose.’

“'The first suggestion after this came from Midwinter. The sly old
cdergyman who gave Mrs. Oldershaw and me so much trouble, has it
seems been ill ; but has been latterly reported better. ¢ Why not go to
Somersetshire,” said Midwinter ; ¢and see your good friend, and my good
friend, Mr. Brock ?’

« Armadale caught at the proposal readily enough. He longed, in
the first place, to see ¢ dear old Brock,’ and he longed, in the second place,
to see his yacht. After staying a few days more in London with Mid-
winter, he would gladly go to Somersetshire. But what after that ?

4 Seeing my opportunity, I came to the rescue this time. ¢ You have
got a yacht, Mr. Armadale,’ I mid; ‘and you know that Midwinter is
going to Italy. When you are tired of Somersetshire, why not make a
voyage to the Mediterranean, and meet your friend, and your friend’s wife
at Naples ?’ - :

“ ] made the allusion to ¢ his friend’s wife,’ with the most becoming
modesty and confusion. Armadale was enchanted. I had hit on the best
of all ways of occupying the weary time. He started up, and wrung my
band in quite an ecstasy of gratitude. How I do hate people who can only
express their feelings by hurting other people’s hands !

¢ Midwinter was as pleased with my proposal as Armadale ; but he
uw difficultics in the way of carrying it out. He considered the yacht
to0 small for a cruise to the Mediterranean, and he thought it desirable
to hire a larger vessel. His friend thought otherwise. I left them

ing the question. It was quite enough for me to have made sure, in
the first place, that Armadale will not return to Thorpe-Ambrose ; and to
have decided him, in the second place, on going abroad. He may go how
he likes. I should prefer the small yacht mysclf—for there seems to be
a chance that the small yacht might do me the inestimable service of
drowning him. . . .

“ Five o'clock.—The excitement of fecling that I had got Armadale’s
future movements completely under my own control, made me so restless,
when I returned to my lodgings, that I was obliged to go out again, and
dosomething. A new interest to occupy me being what I wanted, I went
to Pimlico to have it out with Mother Oldershaw.

10—2
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be put on board wages, and that Mr. Bashwood should be left in charge.
(Somehow, I don’t like this reappearance of Mr. Bashwood in connection
with my present interests, but there is no help for it.) The next question
—the question of money—was settled at once by Armadale himself. All
his available ready-money (a large sum) is to be lodged by Mr. Bashwood
in Coutts’s Bank, and to be there deposited in Armadale’s name. This, he
said, would save him the worry of any further letter-writing to his
steward, and would enable him to get what he wanted, when he went
abroad, at a moment’s notice. The plan thus proposed being certainly
the simplest and the safest, was adopted with Midwinter's full concurrence ;
and here the business discussion would have ended, if the everlasting
Mr. Bashwood had not turned up again in the conversation, and prolonged
it in an entirely new direction.

¢ On reflection, it seems to have struck Midwinter that the whole
responsibility at Thorpe-Ambrose ought not to rest on Mr. Bashwood's
shoulders. Without in the least distrusting him, Midwinter felt, never-
theless, that he ought to have somebody set over him, to apply to, in case
of emergency. Armadale made no objection ta this; he only asked, in his
helpless way, who the person was to be ?

“ The answer was not an easy one to arrive at. Either of the two
solicitors at Thorpe-Ambrose might have been employed—but Armadale
was on bad terms with both of them. Any reconciliation with such a
hitter enemy as the clder lawyer, Mr. Darch, was out of the question ;
and reinstating Mr. Pedgift in his former position, implied a tacit sanction
on Armadale's part, of the lawyer’s abominable conduct towards me, which
was scarcely consistent with the respect and regard that he felt for a
lady who was soon to be his friend's wife. After some further discussion,
Midwinter hit on a new suggestion which appeared to meet the difficulty.
He proposed that Armadale should write to a respectable solicitor at
Norwich, stating his position in gencral terms, and requesting that
gentleman to take charge of his affairs, and to act as Mr. Bashwood's
adviser and superintendent when occasion required. Norwich being
within an casy railway ride of Thorpe-Ambrose, Armadale saw no
objection to the proposal, and promised to write to the Norwich lawyer.
Fearing that he might make some mistake, if he wrote without assistance,
Midwinter had drawn him out a draft of the necessary letter, and
Armadale was now engaged in copying the draft, and also in writing to
Mr. Bashwood to lodge the money immediately in Coutts's Bank.

¢ These details are so dry and uninteresting in themsclves, that I
besitated at first about putting them down in my diary. But a little
refl-ction has convinced me that they are too important to be passed over.
Looked at from my point of view, they mean this—that Armadale's own
act is now cutting him off from all communication with Thorpe-Ambrose,
even by letter. He is as good as dead, already, to cverybody he leaves
behind him. ‘The causes which have led to such a result as that, are causes
which certainly claim the best place I can give them in these pages.
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the dark? or who else can it be? No matter who it is; my present
situation is too critical to be trifled with. I must get away from this
house to-night, and leave no trace behind me by which I can be followed
to another place.

“ August 3rd.—Gary Street, Tottenham Court Road.—I got away last
night (after writing an excuse to Midwinter, in which ‘my invalid
mother’ figured as the all-sufficient cause of my disappearance); and I
have found refuge here. It has cost me some money; but my object is
attained! Nobody can possibly have traced me from All Saints’ Terrace
to this address.

¢ After paying my landlady the necessary forfeit for leaving her
without notice, I arranged with her son that he should take my boxes in
a cab to the cloak-room at the nearest railway station, and send me the
ticket in a letter, to wait my application for it at the post-office. While
he went his way in one cab, I went mine in another, with a few things
for the night in my little hand-bag. I drove straight to the milliner's
shop—which I had observed, when I was there yesterday, had a back
entrance into a mews, for the apprentices to go in and out by. I went
in. at once, leaving the cab waiting for me at the door. ‘A man is
following me,’ I said ; ‘and I want to get rid of him. Here is my cab-
fare; wait ten minutes before you give it to the driver, and let me out at
once by the back way! In a moment I was out in the mews—in
another, I was in the next street—in a third, I hailed a passing omnibus,
and was a free woman again.

# Having now cut off all communication between me and my last
lodgings, the next precaution (in case Midwinter or Armadale are
watched) is to cut off all communication, for some days to come at least,
between me and the hotel. I have written to Midwinter—making my
supposititious mother once more the excuse—to say that I am tied to my
nursing duties, and that we must communicate by writing only for the
present. Doubtful as I still am of who my hidden enemy really is, I can
do no more to defend myself than I have done now.

¢ August 4th.—The two friends at the hotel have both written to me.
Midwinter expresses his regret at our separation, in the tenderest terms.
Armadale writes an entreaty for help under very awkward circumstances.
A letter from Major Milroy has been forwarded to him from the great
house, and he encloses it in his letter to me.

 Having left the seaside, and placed his daughter safcly at the school
criginally chosen for her (in the neighbourhood of Ely), the major appears
to have returned to Thorpe-Ambrose at the close of last week; to have
heard then, for the first time, the reports about Armadale and me ; and
to have written instantly to Armadale to tell him so.

“ The letter is stern and short. Major Milroy dismisses the report as
unworthy of credit, because it is impossible for him to believe in such an
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¢ The letter encloses a jeweller's box, with a ring in it—Armadale’s
present to me on my marriage. It is a ruby—but rather a small one, and
set in the worst possible taste. 1le would have given Miss Milroy a ring
worth ten times the money, if it had been her marriage present. There is
no more hateful creature, in my opinion, than a miserly young man. I
wonder whether his trumpery little yacht will drown him ?

“I am so excited and fluttered, I hardly know what I am writing.
Not that I shrink from what is coming—I only feel as if I was being
hurried on faster than I quite like to go. At this rate, if nothing happens,
Midwinter will have married me, by the end of the week. And then !

¢ August 6th.—If anything could startle me now, I should fee] startled
by the news that has reached me to-day.

¢ On his return to the hotel this morning, after getting the Marriage
Licence, Midwinter found a telegram waiting for him. It contained an
urgent message from Armadale, announcing that Mr. Brock had had a
relapse, and that all hope of his recovery was pronounced by the doctors
to be at an end. By the dying man's own desire, Midwinter was sum-
moned to take leave of him, and was entreated by Armadale not to lose
a moment in starting for the rectory by the first train.

¢ The hurried letter which tells me this, tells me also that, by the time
I receive it, Midwinter will be on his way to the west. He promises to
write at greater length, after he has seen Mr. Brock, by to-night's post.

¢ This news has an interest for me, which Midwinter little suspects.
There is but one human creature, besides myself, who knows the secret of
his birth and his name—and that one, is the old man who now lies waiting
for him at the point of death. What will they say to each other at the
last moment? Will some chance word take them back to the time when
I was in Mrs. Armadale’s service at Madeira? Will they speak of Me ?

« August 7Tth.—The promised letter has just reached me. No parting
words have been exchanged between them—it was all over before Mid-
winter reached Somersetshire. Armadale met him at the rectory gate
with the news that Mr. Brock was dead.

«T try to struggle against it, but, coming after the strange complica-
tion of circumstances that has been closing round me for wecks past, there
is something in this latest event of all that shakes my nerves. But one
last chance of detection stood in my way when I opened my diary yes-
terduy. When I open it to-day, that chance is removed by Mr. Brock’s
death. It means something ; 1 wish I knew what.

« The funeral is to be on Saturday morning. Midwinter will attend it
as well as Armadale.  But he proposes returning to London first ; and he
writes word that he will call to-night, in the hope of seeing me on his
way from the station to the hotel. Even if there was any risk in it, I
should see him, as things are now. But there is no risk if he comes here
from the station, instead of coming from the hotel.
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-all I wish to keep from him as well? I feel as if I had lost myself—lost
myself, I mean, in Aim—all through the evening. He was in great agita-
tion about what had happened in Somersetshire—and he made me feel as
disheartened and as wretched about it as he did. Though he never con-
fessed it in words, I know that Mr. Brock's death has startled him as an
ill-omen for our marriage—I know it, because I feel Mr. Brock’s death as
an ill-omen too. The superstition—hAis superstition—took so strong a
hold on me, that when we grew calmer, and he spoke of the future—when
he told me that he must either break his engagement with his new
employers, or go abroad, as he is pledged to go, on Monday next—I
actually shrank at the thought of our mamsge following close on
Mr. Brock’s funeral; I actually said to him, in the impulse of the
moment, ¢ Go, and begin your new life alone! go, and leave me here to
wait for happier times.’ '

% He took me in his arms. He sighed, and kissed me with an angelic
tenderness. He said—oh, so softly and so sadly !—¢I have no life now,
apart from you.’ As those words passed his lips, the thought seemed to
rise in my mind like an echo, ¢ Why not live out all the days that are left
to me, happy and harmless in a love like this!’ I can’t explain it—I
can't realize it. That was the thought in me at the time; and that is
the thought in me still. I see my own hand while I write the words—
and I ask myself whether it is really the hand of Lydia Gwilt !

“ Armadale——

“ No! I will never write, I will never think of Armadale again.

“Yes! Let me write once more—let me think once more of him,
because it quiets me to know that he is going away, and that the sea will
have parted us before I am married. Ilis old home is home to him no
longer, now that the loss of his mother has been followed by the loss of
his best and ecarliest friend. When the funeral is over, he has decided to
sail the same day for the foreign seas. We may, or we may not, meet at
Naples.  Shall I be an altered woman, if we do? I wonder! I wonder!

¢ Auqust 8th.—A line from Midwinter. He has gone back to Somer-
setshire to be in readiness for the funeral to-morrow; and he will return.
here (after bidding Armadale good-by) to-morrow evening.

¢ The last forms and ceremonies preliminary to our marriage have been
complied with. Iam to be his wife, on Monday next. The hour must
not be later than half-past ten—which will give us just time, when the
service is over, to get from the church door to the railway, and to start on
our journey to Naples the same day.

« To-day—=Saturday—Sunday ! I am not afraid of the time; the
time will pass. I am not afraid of myself, if I can only keep all thoughts
but one out of my mind. I love him! Day and night, till Monday
comes, I will think of nothing but that. I love him !

“ Four o'clock.—Other thoughts are forced into my mind in spite of
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¢ August 9th.—Two o'clock.—Irose early this morning, more depressed
in spirits than usual. The re-beginning of one's life, at the re-beginning
of every day, has always been something weary and hopeless to me for
years past. I dreamt too all through the night—not of Midwinter and
of my married life, as I had hoped to dream—but of the wretched con-
spiracy to discover me, by which I have been driven from one place to
another, like a hunted animal. Nothing in the shape of a new revelation
enlightened me in my sleep. All I could guess, dreaming, was what I
had guessed waking, that Mother Oldershaw is the enemy who is
attacking me in the dark. Except old Bashwood (whom it would be
ridiculous to think of in such a serious matter as this), who else but
Mother Oldershaw can have an object to serve by interfering with my
proceedings at the present time ?

¢ My restless night has, however, produced one satisfactory result. It
bas led to my winning the good graces of the servant here, and securing
all the assistance she can give me when the time comes for making my
escape.

* The girl noticed this morning that I looked pale and anxious. I
took her into my confidence, to the extent of telling her that I was
privately engaged to be married, and that I had enemies who were trying
to part me from my sweetheart. This instantly roused her sympathy—
and a present of a ten-shilling piece for her kind services to me did the
rest. In the intervals of her house-work she has been with me nearly
the whole morning ; and I have found out, among other things, that her
sweetheart is a private soldier in the Guards, and that she expects to see
him to-morrow. I have got money enough left, little as it is, to turn the
head of any Private in the British army—and, if the person appointed to
watch me to-morrow is a man, I think it just possible that he may find
his attention disagreeably diverted from Miss Gwilt in the course of
the evening.

¢ When Midwinter came here last from the railway, he came at half-
past eight. low am I to get through the weary, weary hours between
this and the evening? I think I shall darken my bedroom, and drink
the blessing of oblivion from my bottle of Drops.

“ Eleven o'clock.—We have parted for the last time before the day
comes that makes us man and wife,

“ Ile has left me, as he left me before, with an absorbing subject of
interest to think of in his absence. I noticed a change in him the moment
he entered the room. When he told me of the funeral, and of his parting
with Armadale on board the yacht, though he spoke with feclings deeply
moved, he spoke with a mastery over himself which is new to me in my
experience of him. It was the same when our talk turned next on our
own hopes and prospects. He was plainly disappointed when he found
that my family embarrassments would prevent our meeting to-morrow, and
Plainly uneasy at the prospect of leaving me to find my way by myself
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roused in my heart—and yet, the effect which the letter had had on
Midwinter, was, I firmly believe, more than matched by the effect that the
letter now produced on Me. :

“ It was vain to ask him to leave it, and to let me read it again (as I
wished) when I was left by myself. He is determined not to let it out of
his own - possession ; he is determined to keep it side by side with that
other paper which I had seen him take out of his pocket-book, and which
contains the written narrative of Armadale’s Dream. All I could do
was to ask his leave to copy it; and thishe granted readily. I wrote the
copy in his presence; and I now place it here in my diary, to mark a day
which is one of the memorable days of my life.

“ Boscombe Rectory, August 2nd.
¢ My pEAR MmWiNTER,—For the first time since the beginning of my
illness, I found strength enough yesterday to look over my letters. One
among them is a letter from Allan, which has been lying unopened on
my table for ten days past. He writes to me in great distress, to say that
there has been dissension between you, and that you have left him. If
you still remember what passed between us, when you first opened your
heart to me in the Isle of Man, you will be at no loss to understand how
I have thought over this miserable news, through the night that has
now passed, and you will not be surprised to hear that I have roused
myself this morning to make the effort of writing to you. Although I
am far from despairing of myself, I dare not, at my age, trust too con-
fidently to my prospects of recovery. While the time is still my own,
I must employ it for Allan’s sake and for yours.

“I want no explanation of the circumstances which have parted you
from your friend. If my estimate of your character is not founded on
an entire delusion, the one influence which can have led to your estrange-
ment from Allan, is the influence of that evil spirit of Superstition, which
I have once already cast out of your heart—which I will once again
conquer, please God, if I have strength enough to make my pen speak my
mind to you in this letter.

¢ It is no part of my design to combat the belief which I know you to
hold, that mortal creatures may be the objects of supernatural intervention
in their pilgrimage through this world. Speaking as a reasonable man,
T own that I cannot prove you to be wrong. Speaking as a believer in
the Bible, I am bound to go farther, and to admit that you possess a
higher than any human warrant for the faith that is in you. The one
object which I have it at heart to attain, is to induce you to free yourself
from the paralysing fatalism of the heathen and the savage, and to look at
the mysteries that perplex, and the portents that daunt you, from the
Christian’s point of view. If I can succeed in this, I shall clear your
mind of the ghastly doubts that now oppress it, and I shall re-unite you
to your friend, never to be parted from him again.

I have no means of secing and questioning you. I can only send
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live or dic, I know not which. Let it sustain, comfort, and enlighten you.
It will help you in your sorest nced, as it has helped me in mine. It will
show you another purpose in the events which brought you and Allan
tozcther than the purpose which your guilty father foresaw. Strange
things, I do not deny it, have happencd to you already. Stranger things
still may happen before long, which I may not live to see. Remember,
if that time comes, that I died firmly disbelieving in your influence over
Allan being other than an influence for good. The great sacrifice of the
Atonement—TI say it reverently—has its mortal reflections, even in this
world. If danger ever threatens Allan, you, whose father took his father's
life—You, and no other, may be the man whom the providence of God
has appointed to save him.

“ Come to me, if I live. Go back to the friend who loves you, whether
I live or die.—Yours affectionately to the last,

¢ Decimus Brock.”

¢ ¢You, and no other, may be the man whom the providence of God has
appointed to save him !’

¢ Those are the words which have shaken me to the soul. Those are
the words which make me feel as if the dead man had left his grave, and
hiad put his hand on the place in my heart where my terrible secret lies
hidden from every living creature but myself. One part of the letter has
come true already. The danger that it foresees, threatens Armadale at
this moment—and threatens him from Me!

“If the favouring circumstances which have driven me thus far, drive
nie on to the end ; and if that old man’s last earthly conviction is pro-
phetic of the truth, Armadale will escape me, do what I may. And Mid-
winter will be the victim who is sacrificed to save his life.

¢ It is horrible! it is impossible ! it shall never be! At the thinking
of it only, my hand trembles, and my heart sinks. I bless the trembling
that unnerves me ! I bless the sinking that turns me faint ! I bless those
words in the letter which have revived the rclenting thoughts that first
came to me two days since ! Is it hard, now that cvents are taking me,
smoothly and safely, nearer and nearer to the End—is it hard to conquer
the temptation to go on? No! If thereis only a chance of harm coming
to Midwinter, the dread of that chance is enough to decide me—enough
to strengthen me to conquer the temptation, for his sake. I have never
loved him yet, never, never, never as I love him now !

¢ Sunday, August 10th.—The eve of my wedding-day ! I close and
lock this book, never to write in it, never to open it again.

“ T have won the great victory ; I have trampled my own wickedness
under foot. I am innocent; I am happy again. My love! my angel!
when to-morrow gives me to you, I will not have a thought in my heart
which is not your thought, as well as mine ! ”

VoL, Xilg —--No, T4, 11.
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@he Jews' Wkniling-Plage, Jenusalem,
(November, 1859.)

I

Suare clash the hoofs on marbles worn,

In Zion's ruin-paven street :

Spare our tired horses’ floundering feet ;
Light down, and tread the ways forlorn,
Where all seems canker'd with disease:

If there be houses tainted still

With scurf and scale of human ill,
They needs must crumble down like these.
And leprous men beside the way,

On whom the ancient curse is laid,
Crouch featurcless in cruel day,

And dumb and darkling sign for aid.
Cast down your alms, and hasten on,

Foot-deep in Salem’s festering dust,

Past close-barr'd hovgls, which encrust
Those walls, once marble, rose and white,

‘Which Herod built, or Solomon. ‘
Go down with yonder abject few,

In caftan green or dim white yeil,

Who hurry by to raise anew

Their feeble voice of endless wail,
Before Moriah's stones of might.

Scant beards are torn, old eyelids stream

With many a sad, unhelpful tear;
Man’s weeping and earth’s ruin seem

To find their common centre here.

And scarcely more hath Time's decay

Channell'd the storm-worn course on high,
Than kissing lips have worn away

The giant under-masonry.
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The Wise King stood on Zion ridge,
With purpled priests and chiefs in mail;

Where Temple-wards his castern bridge
Aérial, massive, spanned the vale.

Day and night his awful eyes

Gazed into all mysteries;

Night and day his voice was heard

Touching man, and beast, and bird,
And all growing things that be,

Towering great, or subtly small ; .
From the red-arm’d cedar-tree

To the hyssop on the wall.

Did it vex his heart to know,

How that mean sad herb would grow

From cach vast and polished square

His high word had order'd there?

1t springs austere and pale and faint;
No dancing showers, like fairies’ feet,
Bring feather'd fern, and wallflower sweet,

And ivy-nets and mosses quaint,

That cheer decay in Northern lands;
Here spiny weeds grow harsh and grey,
Even as they grew, that paschal day,

When they were pluck’d by mocking hands,
To crown the Victim led away . . ..
There mourn the sons whose sires bade slay.

111,

Well, we are modern ruins too,
With back-turn'd looks to woeful when ;
Yet can be keen as hounds at view,
For toil, or sport, or strife of men.
srief cannot crush while strength is left.
O city of all sorrows, we
Forget our transient pains in thee!
Seeing much abides, though more be reft,
The fountains of our ecyes are dry
With change and labour, all the years;
Yot this we care not to deny,
That, be they shed by girls or boys,
For love, or pain, or broken toys,
Even idle tears are always tears.

11—2
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Why should our wayward souls refuse
To sever scorn from sympathy ?
Onc cannot weep with wailing Jews ¢
They howl, as toothless wolves may cry ;
They chatter like the autumn crane;
Each stands, himself a prophecy,
And moans his psalm, its hope unknown,
While the salt drops flow on in vain;
Ah me, poor slaves whom none will buy,
Sad thralls whom none will own!
Tears we have none; with awe and sighs
We feel that these mad mourncrs’ woo
Strikes hard on one deep sounding chord :
That the bright Temple lieth low
Where, in the ancient centuries,
Men saw the great Light of the Lord.
Where eyes of flesh in latter days
Beheld the Saviour come and go,—
A wide world’s Light of softer rays.

- - - - L ]

What hope? the helpless thought intrudes:
—Pass the near postern: mount and ride
Where Hinnom’s vultures wheel and feast.
Stand, and look north and south, and east
Down silent Kedron’s populous side ;
There rest—for furlongs, thick and wide,
In shallow soil, or rock-hewn cell—
The multitudes, the multitudes.
And there is peace for Israel.
R. 81. J. T.
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@athgrine d¢ Bonybon,

————

TrANES to the multitude of French memoirs, and to our English love of
¢ goasip, undistilled biography,” we are very familiar with the lives, as
well as the scandals, of many medieval and modern Frenchwomen. We
know the stories about Agnes Sorel and the good she did, and the virtaous
indignation of the monks of Jumitges; the passion of Henry the Fourth
for Gabrielle d'Estrées, and others; the daily transacting of public busi-
ness by Louis the Fourteenth with ¢ la vielle fée,” as St. Simon calls her,
by his side ; as well as the more creditable lives of Madame de Longue-
ville and Madame de Sablé, and the political and social careers of Madame
Roland and Madame Récamier. Among such women Catherine de
Bourbon, the fondly-loved sister of Henry the Great, has no place; her
name will not be found mixed with any scandal, though she lived at the
court of Henry of Navarre, ¢ louvoyant entre les amours de son frére, et
les prétentions et les galanteries des jeunes seigneurs de son parti.”

Madame d’Armaillé has lately made her the subject of a charming
“étude historique,” although, in truth, her name scarcely figures in
history, for she was a remarkable example of how great and how good
may be the influence of a woman who is content to perform the duties of
that station in which God has placed her. She neither sought activity nor
notoriety. Brought up a Calvinist, she encouraged if she did not inspire
in Henry the principles that bore fruit in the edict of Nantes; and before
the died, she gained a victory over the Pope himself by obtaining his
recognition of her marriage, while she was still a heretic.

Catherine de Bourbon was one of the two surviving children of
Antoine de Bourbon and the celebrated Jeanne d’Albret, Queen of
Navarre. Two elder children had died, one because a chilly nurse kept
it too hot, and another becausc a careless one played at ball with it; and
when another son arrived, Jeanne's father resolved to rear him in his
own way, and accordingly, “si tost qu'il fit né, et lui frottoit les lévres
d'une gousse d'ail, et lui faisoit succer une goutte de vin.” Catherine
was born the year after Elizabeth became Queen of England; and it
was perhaps fortunate for these children and for France, that they were
soon left in the care of a mother far more capable of fulfilling the duties of
education than their other parent. Though Antoine de Bourbon was said
to be ¢ d'une belle et rare vertu,” in matters of religion he had earned for
himself the title of * I'eschangeur,” and changes of religion in those times
were changes of politics and principles. Four years after his death his widow
formally and finally left the Roman Catholic Church, and she soon showed
bersclf an uncompromising Calvinist, “ d’une bienveillance perturbatrice "
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attractive, though delicate-looking and slightly lame, and she wore a dress
i epirpée A la mode Huguenot,” which in the tiidst of the magnificence of
the attendants of Catherine de Medicis must liave looked as strange as
that of a lady who should appear at court now-a-days with neither
ctinoline nor fulse hair. These brillidnt scenes had not lost their novelty
wheii she was left by her mother's death to contemplate them alone. This
eveht oceurfed int June. On the eighteenth of August was celebrated the
unWilling rirriage of her brother, now King of Navarre, with Margdret
of Valois} on the twetity-third of that same month began the masssdcre :
of St. Bartholomew, when the heartless Catherine de Medicis let the
youhg queen take leave of her, and go to possible death, saying to one
who remonstrated, ¢ 8'il plait & Dieu, elle n’aura point de mal.” During
that night a company of archers fetched Henry of Navarre from his bed,
and brought hiin and the Prince de Condé to the presence of the King of
Frahce. “ 1l leur montra un monceau de corps morts, et avec d’horribles
ménaces, sans vouloir écouter leur raisons, il leur dit, ¢ La miort oti la
messe.’ 1lis choisirent platost le dernier que le premier: ils abjurérent le
Calvinisme.” Whether Henry then abjured for his sister, too, is not
elearly told, but she was althost imniediately after formally absolved from
her heresy by the Cardinal de Bouibon, her uncle. Child as she was,
she was probably stupefied by the hideous scenes around her. Macrin,
her tutor, was murdered, as well as ‘teligny, who had come with her and
her mother from Pau, and her friends, the wives of Teligny and Coligny,
had only escaped with difficulty into éxile. For the three following yesrs
Catherine lived in what was to all intents and purposes imprisonment ¢ %o
close was the surveillance over het, dnd indeed over Henry too, for they
were not allowed to meet except in the presence of others. But, in 1575,
when Charles the Ninth died, she must have begun to discover her own
importance, for his successor, dircctly after ascending the throne, offered
to marry her. The queen-mother, however, did her best to frustrate his
intentions, for she represented her as ill-made and dwarfish, while she
took care Henry the Third should not sce her, and kept her by every
means in her power in the background. This retirement was evidently
accepted by Catherine with satisfaction : it relieved her from the sight of
disipation and intrigue, which were as offensive to her principles as
foreign to her nature; but her brother plunged into the midst of the
pleasures of the court, as well from enjoyment of them as from feeling
like others have done before and since, that the best security lay in
floating along the surfuce-stream, leaving the world in ignorance of his
talents and his principles, if not in doubt whether he had any.

In February, 1576, Henry threw off' the mask and escaped, and was
ton in a position to demand the release of his sister; and Catherine,
attended by Sully, and Madame de Signonville, the friend her mother had
especially hequeathed to her, joined him at Nérac, in Guienne. She was
sixteen and he was twenty-two, and their friends and followers were not
much older, but their court though gay was correct. Sully danced, and
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% Ccux qui ne 8’y sont pas trouvés y doivent avoir bien du regret.”
'This long, strange love-story had been drawn out over eight yenrs, and it
was clear it would only be concluded by Catherine’s marriage with anothier
of her many suitors, and so it was ended soon after this; but we have
brought the history of her life to this date in order that by showing what
was her conduct to her brother as King of France, and to her people, as
she considered the whole Calvinist body, during those same years, it may
be seen how self-sacrificing she was, and how unflinching in the pet-
formance of her duty to both.

There can be no question that she was sure of Henry's syinpathy in
all her endeavours to obtain concessions for the Calvinists, for whatever
creed Henry professed, he was always in principles Protestant, and in prac-
tice tolerant. Probably he would not have been a Catholic had there been
for him any alternative but to be a Calvinist ; but in the latter half of tlie
sixteenth century there were no alternatives, as there seemed to be in the
carly part of it, when men hoped to secure reform within the church by
protesting. By the time Catherine had begun to * reason on the rules of her
duty,” she could only * begin her care to observe them " by adhering to the
Geneva church, which was the rival church in France ; and great credit is
due to Cutherine that, when she did so, she avoided making herself the
head of a rival party in the country. When Catholic France was triumph-
ing in Henry's recantation, she openly received the sacrament and
gathered round her a crowd of leading Protestants to what we should now
eall % prayer-meetings ” in the Louvre. The Cardinal de Gondi (he who
said that he would not fuire le dévot because he did not feel sure Le
could keep it up,) remonstrated with Henry on his permitting such prac-
tices ; Catherine was called from the pulpit, the French Jezebel; the
people were set to complain that she gave fuod to the starving on fast
days; and she could not cross the galleries of the Louvre without secing
insulting pusquinades affixed to the walls. She bore all this in silence, for
the was quietly labouring to bring about a reconciliation between the
churches, and for two ycars she toiled to procure for the Calvinists a
recognition of their rights as French subjects, and Ilenry began to feel
that some such concessions only could save him from a new religious war.
In 1598, he promulgated, at Nantcs, the celebrated edict which sccured to
France the enlightened and industrious population that a century later
its revocation scattered over England, ITolland, and Westphalia.

And now Catherine would have returned to end her life in peace at
Béarn, to which she clung as her home. ¢ Faites mes recommandations &
mon cabinet et & mon allée,” she had written not long before to the
viceroy at Pau, but Ilenry ordered otherwise ; she was to be married,
and to the Catholic Duke de Bar, son of the Duke of Lorraine. “La
sear du roi de France était soumise, mais la fille Calviniste de Jeanne
d'Albret demeura indépendante,” and so independent, that when she wus
induced to sign the marriage-contract, Henry had to declare, as he put the
pen in her hand, that he used no constraint, ¢ ni audit mariage ni i dtre .
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Ohe Ceremonies of the Jewish Religion,

MoxTESQUIEU has written, in his Esprit des Lots, that “a religion burdened
with many ceremonies attaches man to it more strongly than a religion
which has but few, from a natural propensity to things in which we are
continually employed,” and to the many ceremonies attached to the obser-
vance of the Jewish religion may be ascribed in a great measure that
steadfast adherence to the faith which so pre-eminently characterizes the
Hebrew nation.

But what is the origin of the Jewish religion, and what were the
distinguishing features which separated it from the religions of the whole
world? Abraham is recognized as the father and progenitor of the
nation ; but those peculiar rites and ceremonies which are the substantial
portion of the faith were instituted by Moses, who may be regarded as the
founder of the principles of the Jewish religion as now recognized.

Moses was brought up and educated as an Egyptian priest : hence the
influence he possessed at the court of Pharaoh; he did not even follow the
then principles of the Israelitish faith—as we find years after his marriage
with Zipporah he had not initiated his first-born into the Abrahamic
covenant. The religion of the Egyptiana consisted of symbolical worship.
Inthe earliest periods they had no idea of the nature of the supreme Power,
but used to pay adoration to the sun and stars. The sun lights the earth
and gives warmth and nourishment to all things. Again,the Egyptians, being
an agricultural nation, observed that the annual renewal of the productions
of the earth and the natural features of the country were indicated by the
rising and setfing of certain stars: for instance, the annual overflow of the
Nile was indicated by the appearance of a very beautiful star towards the
source of the river, which seemed to warn them against being taken by
surprise, as a dog by barking gives notice of approaching danger : hence
they called this star the ¢ Sirius,” or ¢ Dog Star.” In the same manner
the stars which appeared when the river began to overflow were called the
“Stars of Aquarius;” stars of the ¢ Taurus or Bull,” those under which
it was necessary to plough the earth with oxen; stars of the *Cancer or
Crab,” those which appeared when the sun, having reached the bounds of
the tropic, returned backwards and sideways like a crab; stars of "the
“Leo or Lion,” those which .appeared when the lions, drawn by thirst
from the desert, appeared on the banks of the Nile; stars of the ¢ Libra
or Balance,” when the days and nights, being of equal length, maintain
an equilibrinm ; stars of the ¢ Scorpio or Scorpion,” those which appeared
when certain winds brought a burning vapour like the poison of the
scorpion; and so on through the various signs of the Zodiac, and the various
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bind them for a sign upon thine hand, and they shall be as frontlets
between thine eyes; and thou shalt write them upon the posts of thy
house, dnd oii thy gates.” This commandment is followed literally : four -
sections from the Pentateuch are written on parchment and enclosed in a
small leather crse, called the phylacteries, which are bound round the
left arm by a leathern thong, and a leather case is bound round the
head, similarly, for frontlets. The phylactery is placed on the left arm,
near the heart, as a token that the heart and soul should be devoted to the
service of the Supreme; and the phylactery for the forchead is placed just
where the hair begins to grow on that part of the hend which is opposite
the brain, to show that the imdgination and the whole of the senses which
are there seated, should be devoted to the service of the Most High. The
phylacteries are laid on in the motning, immediately on rising, to show
that the Isrnelite’s first thought should be of his Maker. The scctions
from the law are in like manner written on parchment, and rolled up in
cylindrical tubes, which arc nailed to the posts of every house and the
door-post of every room, in obedience to the commandment before referred
to, in order that the Israelite might never enter a room, without being
reminded by these tubes of his duty to God and to man. Again, as
another guarantee that the commandments should not be forgotten, the
children of Israel dre commanded to trear fringes on the borders of their
gaments (Numbers xv. 837—40). This garment is in the shape of two
square breast-cloths, joined together by two straps, one being placed as
a cover on the breast, the other on the back, and the fringes are hid up
in the corner in a curious manner. Four worsted threads are drawn
through an cyelct-hole, and a double knot made ; one of the threads is then
knotted round the other seven times, and then another double knot is
wade; the same thread is then wound nine times round the others, then
cleven times, and then thirteen times, between which respectively, there
are double knots made in the same manner as the previous one. ‘This
fringe is symbolical : the five double knots are in remembrance of the
fire books of Mozes ; the ten single knots, in remembrance of the ten com-
mandments; the seven knotted twists, that the Subbath should be kept on
the scventh day ; the nine twists, as a memorial of the nine months of
pregnancy ; the eleven twists, in recollection of the eleven stars which
reverenced Joseph in his dream; the thirteen knots, in remembrance of
thirtcen attributes of compassion in the Almighty enumerated by the
mges, called the ¢ Shelosh Essry Middoth ;" the seven, nine, cleven, and
thirteen knots together represent the forty days that Moses wais on the
mount to reccive the ten commandments. There are knots made at the end
of each thread to keep them from untwisting, lest thereby the whole of
the numerical types might be unravelled. Thus, whether at home or
abroad, the Jew is continually reminded of the precepts of his religion,
that if in an unguarded moment he should be tempted to commit any evil
he may look on the fringes of his garments, and recollect tho command-
ments he is bound to obey.
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whilst the great feature of Judaism consists in the total absence of all
symbolical worship.

When an Israelite is dying, the last prayer he utters is the grand
protestation of his faith that there is but one God. A person is always
left to watch the corpse from the time of death to the day of interment, to
guard it from all sorts of vermin, because that godly likeness, which was
given to man at his creation, disappears after his dissolution ; and for that
reason no vermin fear men after their death. When a near relative dies,
the members of his immediate family rend their garments about a hand's
breadth, and the rent is not sewn up again. They also sit on the ground,
and mourn for seven days ; and for the space of thirty days from the time
of the death, the male relatives do not shave. The term of thirty days is
taken from Deuteronomy xxxiv. 8.

The Jewish sages, in order to prevent the infringement or violation of
any laws, have established a fence round them, by which anything which
might possibly lead to the infringement of the law is itself interdicted.
For example, the Jews are forbidden to kindle a fire on the Sabbath-day ;
as a fence they are forbidden by the sages to touch the fire when kindled,
or to lift a candlestick with a lighted candle in it, or even to blow out a
candle, or extinguish a fire when kindled. The reason of the command-
ment to the Israelites not to kindle a fire on the Sabbath-day, has been
explained in this way: When the children of Israel were wandering in the
wilderness, the only method they had of kindling a fire was by rubbing
two pieces of wood together until a flame was produced. This was a
work requiring great exertion, and on account of being a labour, was
forbidden on the Sabbath. But the sages forbid any such liberal construc-
tion, and follow the commandments literally, so that on account of the
prohibition to light a fire on the Sabbath, no Jew smokes a cigar or pipe
on that day. Some of the very strict Hebrews carry their religious
formalities to an excess. They believe that carrying a handkerchicf loose
in the pocket, or a superfluous pin in the clothes, is carrying a burden, a
work that should not be done on the Sabbath-day. But if they pin the
handkerchief to the pocket, or tie it round the waist like a girdle, there is
then no harm, as it may be considered a part of the garments. They will
not gather any fruit from a tree on the Sabbath, although for their own
immediate eating. But if they can get at the fruit with their teeth, they
may bite off as much as they wish. They will not meddle with any tool,
nor write nor gign their names on the Sabbath, nor ride on horseback,
nor go by water, nor play on a musical instrument, nor bathe, nor tear,
nor break anything, not even a hair, for which reason a very strict Jew
will not suffer his hair to be combed on the Sabbath.

In the present day, however, many of these rules are unobserved.
The principles of the Jewish faith are not impressed on the rising
generation with the same strictness as in former years, and many of the
strict rules are looked upon with ridicule, because their meaning is not
explained, or, if explained, the reasons are not satisfactory to the inquiring
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any one, does not appear. Evil spirits rest on all heaps of rubbish, and,
therefore, it is dangerous to tread on all such. There is also a belief in
witches and their power to injure any one who flings away the tops of
green turnips or carrots without untying them. Some of the Jews wear
a sort of charm about them consisting of a few cabalistic words written on
parchment by a rabbi. There are numerous other spiritual beliefs not
taught by the religion of Moses, and evidently the result of ignorance and
its natural offspring, superstition, which are gencrally credited amongst
the Jews of Poland and Germauy, but the superior cducation and enlighten-
ment of the English Jew teaches him the folly of superstition. Formerly,
when & man was married he used, at the marriage ceremony, to walk
round his intended wife three times to sce if she really were the right
woman he proposed to take as a wife, because of the deceit practised on
Jacob by Laban, who first married his son-in-law to his eldest daughter,
Leah, under the assurance that it was his daughter Rachel ; but such
ceremonies are no longer in existence, the English Jew uniting with his
religion a spirit of culightenment and liberalism. The present Jewish
belief is vastly different to the religion taught the Israclites by Moses ;
there have been many innovations through contact with the many nations
amoengst whom the Jews sojourned, and many of the beliefs of those nations
lave been imbibed and are now recognized principles of Judaism. The
belief in the angels and archangels “ Gabriel,” ¢ Michael,” and ¢ Ariel,”
was not taught by Moses, but, together with the Jewish months, Nisan,
Adar, Yar, &c., came from Babylon. The immortality of the soul was
unknown to the Iebrews until their intercourse with the Assyrians. The
“ Urim and Thummim” of the breastplate of the high-priest, the serpent
made by Moses and exhibited to the people, the brazen sca of the Temple
upon twelve brazen oxen, the cherubim of the ark, and numerous symbols
of the ancicent Jewish worship, are all derived from the ancient Egyptians’,
and were comprised in the mysteries of their religion, which Moses learnt
as an Egyptian priest, and then taught the children of Israel in the
wilderness.

What was the Jewish religion at the time the Israclites were slaves in
Ezypt? There were no festivals to observe until they wandered in the
wilderness, and Moses ordained those festivals should be kept as a lasting
memorial.  There were no prohibitions against any particular kinds of
fools. There weie none of the ceremonies and laws which Moses after-
wards instituted. In what did their religion differ from the Egyptians’,
that the Israclites were always a distinet race?  Simply in the absence of
symbolicul worship. In other respects their religion was the same as the
Egyptians'; and it was only a corrected form of their religion that Moses
aflterwards taught the Israclites, which he himsell’ had learned as an Egyp-
ti.n priest.  But from the religion Moses taught, sprung ucarly all the
religious of the civilized world.
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that I should love you faithfully through all —that cven forgetfulness
should not prevent it, that disappointment should not embitter, that indif-
ference should not chill. 'What I have borne from you I could not have
endured from any other. Once, long before I knew you, a woman spoke
to me hastily, and I left her, and could not forgive her for ycars, and
sometimes I ask myself is my ill-luck a judgment upon me.

I who was so impatient once and hard of heart, make no merit of my
long affection for you, Esther: it was simply fate, and I could not resist it.
Changing, unchanging, faithful, unfaithful, who can account for his expe-
riences? Does mistrust bring about of itself that which it imagines? is
everything there that we fancy we see in people? Often I think that fallen
as we are, and weary and soiled by the wayside dust and mud, and the
many cares of life, some gleam of the divine radiance is ours still, and to
those who love us best it is given to see it. That the sweetness and good-
ness and brightness we had fancied are no fancies, but truth. True though
clouds and darkness come between us, and the mortal parts cannot always
apprehend the divine.

“Love is blind; indifference sees more clearly people say, and I
wonder if this can be true; for my part I think it is the other way. I
bave sometimes asked about you from one and from another, and people
have spoken of you as if you were to me only what they are, what I am to
them, or they to you. I seem to be writing riddles and ringing the changes
upon the words which you will not see. Whether you see them or not
what does it matter, you would not understand their meaning, their
sorrowful fidelity, nor do I wish that you should.

“For, as I have said, years have passed, other thoughts and ties and
interests have come to me; I am sometimes cven vexed and wearied by
my own unchanging nature, and I am tired of the very things from which

I cannot tear myself away. I don’t think I care for you now, though
I still love the woman who jilted me years ago upon the Pincio. It
might be that sceing you again all the old tender emotion of feeling
would revive towards you. It might be that you would wound me a
second time by destroying my dreams, my ideal remembrance; very sad,
very sweet, very womanly and trustful my remembrance is. I should
imagine you must have hardened—improved as people call it—since then,
and been moulded into some different person.” Six years spent with
Halbert must have altered you, I think, and marred the sweet imperfec-
tions of your nature. At any rate you are as far removed from me as
if poor Halbert were alive still to torment you.

¢ This morning at Luchon my courier brought me a letter which inter-
ested me oddly enough, and brought back all the old fancics and associa-
tions. It came from my cousin’s wife, Lady Mary. There were but a
few lines, but your name was written thrice in it, and like an old half-
remembered tune, all the way riding along the rough road I have been
haunted by a refrain—* Meet Esther again, shall it be, can it be? —fitting
to a sort of rhythm, which is sing-songing in my Lead at this instant.
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Smith thought he too should like to sce the inside of the church, which
seemed to be looked upon as a safe refuge, fpr everybody appeared to be
rushing in its direction. e had not very far to go: up a short street, and
along the Plaza, and then crossing a little wooden drawbridge, Smith found
himself at the church door. He stooped aud went in through a low
Moorish-looking arch, and descended a short flight of black marble steps
which led down into the aisle.

It secmed quite dark at first, except that the tapcrs were flaring at
the altar, where three unprepossessing-looking priests were officiating.
By degrees Smith found that he was standing in a beautiful old
Templar church, with arches, with red silk hangings, and a chequered
marble floor, and a dark carved gallery from which some heads were
peeping. The women were sitting and squatting on the floor with their
shoes neatly ranged at their sides and their babies dandling in their arms.
The men were behind, nearer the door; and in the front row of all,
grinning, showing their tceth, and plucking at his legs as he went by,
Smith discovered the little company of persecuting boys and girls, pre-
tending to bury their faces in their hands when he looked at them sternly,
and peeping at him through their wiry little fingers with shining
malicious eyes.

The service came to an end ; the storm passed away. Smith left the
durch with the children swarming at his heels, and found his guide wait-
ing with the horses ready harnessed. They had no time to lose the man
maid—the bill was paid. Smith sprang into the saddle, flung a handful of
halfpence to the Moorish little bandits, and rode off as hard as he could
go along the rough bridle-path.

It was very late before he got back. Ile dined by himsclf about ten
o'clock, with a tired, short-sleeved waiter to attend upon him, and then he
went and sat under the trees on the Cours, listening to the music and
trying to make up his mind. Should he go to Bigorre? Yes; no ; un
Jeu; beaucoup; pas du tout. Ile changed his plans over and over again.
About midnight, when the music and the lights were still alive, the people
still drinking their coffee and lemonade in the soft starlit night, and
chatting and humming all round about, Smith determined at last that
he would stay for a duy or two longer, and then go to Tarbes and an to
Marseilles and to Italy. Having made out this scheme, he called a
voiturier with a whip and jack-boots who happened to be passing, and
aked him if he was engaged and what was his fare to St. Bertrand.
Smith had a fancy to see the old place, which lies on the road to Tarbes.
It also lics on the road to Bigorre, but Smith thought that he did not
remember this. The guide was a Bigorre man and anxious to get there,

He was willing enough to go to St. Bertrand. After that he should like
to get home he said. His horses wanted a rest. Smith came to a com-
promise with him at last. The tired horses were to take him to St.
Bertrand, and then they were to make further arrangements.

Two roads croes the country which divides Luchon from Bigorre
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ancient palace : for the inn had been a palace, at some time or other
perhaps inhabited by the ancient Bishops of St. Bertrand, or by some of
the nobles whose escutcheons still hang on the gates of the city. There
were two tables, both laid and spread in readiness, in the solemn old
dining-room, with its white painted panels and carved chimney. Smith
was amused to see & Murray lying on the white cloth nearest the window.
Even here, in this forgotten end of the world, the wandering tribes of
Britain had hoisted the national standard and hastened to secure the best
place at the feast. There were three plates, three forks, three knives.
Smith, dimly pursuing his morning fancy, and bewitched by the unreality
and silence of all about him, thought that this was the place in which he
should like to meet Esther again—if he was ever to meet her. Here, in
this white blinding silence, she might come like an apparition out of his
dreams—come up the steep medimval street, past the fountain—with her
long dress,—how well he remembered it,—rippling over the stones, her
slim straight figure standing in relief against the blazing sky. . . .
% Cutlets—yes ; and a chicken; and a bottle of St. Julien.” . . . This was
to the waiting-woman, who asked him what he would like.

Geoffry walked out into the garden to wait until his cutlets should
be ready, and he found an unkept wilderness, tangled and sweet with
agtumnal roses, and a carved stone terrace or loggia, facing a great
beautifal landscape. As he leaned against the marble parapet, Smith,
who still thought he was only admiring the view, imagined Esther walking
up the street, coming nearer and nearer, approaching along the tangled
walk through the rose-trees, and standing beside him at last on the terrace.
It was a fancy, nothing more ; it was not even a presentiment ; all the
beautiful world below shimmered and melted into greater and greater
loveliness ; an insect went flying and buzzing over the parapet and out
into the clear atmosphere ; a rose fell to pieces, and as the Jeaves tumbled
to the ground one or two floated upon the yellow time-worn ledge against
which Smith was leaning. No, he would not go to Bigorre; he said
to himself he would turn his horses’ heads or travel on beyond Bigorre,
to some other mountain—to the Luz or St. Sauveur, or farther still, to
Eaux Bonnes, in the heart of the Pyrences. Ile pulled out his letter and
rad it again; this was all it said, in Lady Mary’s cramped little hand :—

B. de Bigorre.
Drar Grorrrr—Some one has scen you somewhere in the Pyrences; will you not
take Bigorre on your way, and come and spend a few days with us? It would
cheer my husband up to sec you; his congh is troublesome still, though he is greatly
better than when we left the rectory. There arc one or two nice people in the place.
Iam sure you would spend a few pleasant days. Wo have the three Vulliameys,
Mr. and Mrs. Penton, and Olga Halbert; —that poor Mrs. Halbert, too, is with them;
ber children make great friends with ours. Mrs. Halbert tells us she knows you,
Bhe is very much altered and shaken by her husband's death, though one cannot but
feel that it must be more a shock than a sorrow to her, poor woman. The Pentons
and Mrs. Halbert arc at the hotel. She says they find it comfortable. I know you
like being independent best, otherwisc we have a nice little room for you, and should
YoL. XIIL.—No. 74, 12.
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thought twice about her at another time; but in this golden solitude and
Garden of Eden it almost secmed as if a companion was wanted. He had
been contented enough until now with a shadowy friend of his own
cxorcising. The lady in black, after looking at the view for a second,
turned round and walked away again as deliberately as she had come,
and he presently followed her example for want of something better to do.
The hills were still melting, roses were flushing and scenting the air,
insects floating as before; but Smith, whose train of thought had been
disturbed, turned his back upon all their loveliness and strolled into the
house to ask if his breakfast was ready.

Prim-face, who was busy at a great carved cupboard, seemed amazed
at the question. “ You have not scen the cathedral yet : travellers always
go over the cathedral before the déjedner. We have had to catch and kill the
fow],” in an aggrieved tone. *Encore vingt minutes n'est-ce pas, Auguste !"
shricks the woman suddenly, without budging from her place.

 Vingt minutes,” repeats a deep voice from somewhere or other behind
the great cupboard, and there was no more to be said on the subject.

Smith spent the twenty minutes during which his chicken was grilling
and his potatoes frizzling, in a great lofty cathedral. It stands on the very
summit of the hill, high above the town and the surrounding plains: wide
flights lead to the great entrunce, the walls and roof are bare, but of
beautiful and generous proportions : lofty arches vault high overhead.
The sunshine, which seems weird and goblin in the city, falls here with a
more solemn light : slant gleams flit across the marble pavement as the
great door swings on its hinges and footfalls echo in the distance. Smith
scemed to recognize the place somehow—it looked familiar: the rough
beautiful arches, the vastucess, the desertion; no priests, no one praying,
no glimmer of shrines and candles; only space, silence, light from the
large window, only a solemn figure of an abbot lying upon his marble bed

with a date of three hundred years ago.

Smith remembered dreaming of such a place in his old home years and
years before, when he was a boy, and had never even heurd Esther's
name. ‘The abbot on his marble bed scemed familiar, the placid face, the
Jatient hands, the dog crouching at his feet. A great gleam of sun from
a window overkead strcuked and lighted the marble. Smith sat down on
the step of the tomb and looked up at the great window. A white
pigeon with a beautiful breast shining in the sun was sitting upon the mul-
lion. It sat for a time, and then it flew away with a sudden rush across
the violet blue sky. Smith did not move, but waited in a tranquil, gentle
frame of mind, like that of a person who is dreaming beautiful dreams, nor
Lad waited very long when he seemed to be conscious of people approach-
ing, voices and footsteps coming nearer and nearer, until at last they were
somewhere close at hand, and he overheard the following uninteresting
conversation between two voices.

“Why don't they do it up with chintz if they are so poor? chintz
costs pext to nothing. I am sure that lily of the valley and ribbon

12—a
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is out of the road; they do not like to bring their horses up the steep
ascent. Yes, it is a pretty point de vue. I come here of an evening
sometimes.”

¢ Extremely so,” said Mira. ¢ Olga, do you know I am so tired? I
am convinced that I want bracing. I wish we had gone to Brighton
instead of coming to.this hot place.—Charles, do you think the ‘déjeiner’
isready? I am quite ecxhausted,” she went on, in the same breath.

“Would ces dames care to sce the vestments?” the curate asked, a
little wistfully, seeing them prepare to go.

¢ Oh-a-merci, we are rather pressed for time,” Charles was beginning,
when Smith saw that the man looked disappointed, and said he should
like to see them. Olga, as they called her, shook out her draperies, and
told Charles they might as well go through with the farce, and Mira
meekly towered after her husband and sister. These are odious people,
poor Smith thought. The ladies are handsome enough, but they are like
About’s description of his two heroines: “L’une était une statue, l'autre
une poupée.” This statue secmed always complacently contemplating its
own pedestal. In the sacristie there were only one or two relics and
vestments to be seen, and a large book open upon a desk.

“ People sometimes,” said the curé, humbly shuffling and looking .
thyly up, “inscribe their names in this book, with some slight donation
towards the repairs of the church.”

“I thought as much,” said Olga, while Charles pompously produced
his purse and began fumbling about. Smith was touched by the wistful
lcoks of the guide. This church was his child, his companion, and it was
sarving for want of food. He wrote his name— Mr. Geoffry Smith"—
and put down a napoleon on the book, where the Jast entry was three
months old, of two francs which some one had contributed. The others
opened their eyes as they saw what had happened. The curé's gratitude
and delight amply repaid Geoffry, who had more napoleons to spend than
he could well get through. The pompous gentleman now advanced, and in
a large, aristocratic hand inscribed,—¢ Mr. and Mrs. Penton, of Penton ;"
“Miss Halbert.” And at the same time Mr. Penton glanced at the name
over his own, and suddenly gleamed into life, in that way which is peculiar
to people who suddenly recognize a desirable acquaintance.

“Mr. Smith, I bave often heard your name. You knew my poor
Lrother-in-law, Frank Halbert, I believe.—Mrs. Penton—Miss ITalbert.—
A most curious and fortunate chance—hm-al!—falling in with one
ancther in this out-of-the-way portion of the globe. Perhaps we may
be travelling in the same direction? we are on our way to Bigorre, where
we r¢join our sister-in-law, Mrs. Frank Halbert.”

Geoffry felt as if it was the finger of Fute interfering. e followed
them mechanically out into the street.

“How hot the sun strikes upon one's head. Do you dislike it ?—I
do," said Mrs. Penton, graciously, as they walked back to the hotel
together, . . .
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she thought that if it were not for her Jack and her Prissa she would go
away and never come back agnin.  Ah, what a life it was; what a weary
delusion, even for the happiest—even for those who obtained their heart’s
desire ! She had a preat burst of crying, and then she was better and
said meekly, Yes, she would go home, and devote herself to her little ones,
and try to bear with Frank. And she made a vow that she would com-
plain no more, since this was all that came to her when she told her
* troubles to those who might have becn a little sorry. Esther kept her
vow. Was it her good angel that prompted her to make it? Halbert fell,
out hunting, and was brought home senseless only a few days after, and
Esther nursed him tenderly and faithfully: when he moaned, she forgave
and forgot every pain he had ever inflicted upon her, every cruel word or
doubt or suspicion. He never rallied; and the doctors looked graver and
graver, until at last Frank Halbert died, holding his wife's hand in his.

The few first weeks of their married life, these last sad days of pain
and suffering, seemed to her all that she had left to her; all the terrible
time between she blotted out and forgot as best she could, for she would
clutch her children suddenly in her arms when sickening memories over-
powered her, and so forget and forgive at once. For some time Esther
was shocked, shaken, nervous, starting at every word and every sound,
but by degrees she gained strength and new courage. When she came to
Bigorre she was looking better than she had done for years; and no
wonder : her life was peaceful now, and silent ; cruel snecers and utterances
liad passed out of it. The indignities, all the miseries of her past years,
were over for ever ; only their best blessings, Juck and Prissa, remained
to her ; and she prayed with all her tender mother’s heart that they might
grow up different from cither of their parents, good and strong and
wise and upright—unlike her, unlike their father.

The Pentons, who were good-natured pcople in their way, had asked
her to come ; and Esther, who was too lazy to say no, had agreed, and was
grateful to them for persuading her to accompany them. She liked the
place. The bells sounding at all the hours with their sudden musical
cadence, the cheery stir, the cavalcades arriving from the mountains, the
harnesses jingling, the country-folks passing and repassing, the convents
tinkling, Carmes close at hand, Carmelites a little farther down the
street,—the streams, the pretty shady walks among the hills, the pastoral
valley where the goats and the cattle were browsing ;—it was all bright
and sunshine and charming. Little Prissa in her big sun-bonnet, and Jack
helping to push the perambulator, went up every morning to the Salut,
along a road with shady trees growing on cither side, which led to soms
baths in the mountain. One day the children came home in much excite-
ment, to say they had scen o horse in a chequed cotton dressing-gown, and
with two pair of trowsers on. But their greatest delight of all was the
Spaniard of Bigorre with his pack. Esther scon grew horribly tired of secing
him parading about in a dress something between a brigand and a circus-
rider, but Priesa and Jack never wearied, and the dream of their outgoing
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I hear he is in the Pyrenees; I am writing to him to come and stay with
us, he is such a good fellow.”

Esther, if she had learnt nothing else since the old Roman days, had
learnt at least to control herself and to speak quietly and indifferently,
though her eyes suddenly filled with tears and there came a strange
choking in her throat. Her companions noticed nothing as Mrs. Halbert
said, ¢ Yes, she had known him at Rome, but that she had not seen him
for years.”

¢ Ah, then, you must renew your acquaintance,” Lady Mary said;
adding, abruptly, “ Do you know, I hear a Carmelite is going to make
her profession next week: we must go. These things are horrible, and
yet they fascinate me somehow.”

“What a touching voice that was,” said Esther. ¢It affected me
quite curiously.” To which Lady Mary replied,—

“ Ircmember that man last year: he has not had time to emaciate him-
self to a mummy. He sat next me at the table-d'hite, and we all remarked
him for being so handsome and pleasant, and for the quantities of cham-
pagne he drank. There was a little quiet dark man, his companion.
They used to go out riding together, and sit listening to the music at the
Thermes. There was a ball there one night, and I remember seeing the
young fellow dancing with a beautiful Russian princess.”

“ Well?” said Esther, listening and not listening.

“ Well, one day he didn't come to dinner, and the little dark man sat
next me alone. I asked after my neighbour; heard he had left the place,
but Marguérite—you know the handsome chamber-maid—told me, under
breath, that Jean had been desired to take the handsome gentleman’s
portmantecau down on a truck to the convent of the Carmes; a monk had
received it at the garden door, and that was all she knew. I am sure I
recognized my friend to-night. He looked as if he knew me when he
came round with the purse.”

“Poor thing,” said Mrs. Ilalbert, sighing. Esther came home to the
hotel, flushed, with shining eyes, looking like she used to look ten
years ago. She found Mrs. Penton asleep in the sitting-room, resting her
portly person upon the sofa. Olga was nodding solemnly over a dubious
French novel. Mr. Penton was taking a nap behind his Galignani—the
lamp was low. It all looked inexpressibly dull and commonplace after
the glimpses of other lives which she had had that night. She seemed
lited above hcrself somehow by the strains of solemn music, by
memories of tenderest love and hcepeless separation, by dreams of what
night have been, what had been before now, of the devotion which
had triumphed over all the natural longings and aspirations of life.
Could it be that these placid people were of the same race and make
as herself and others of whom she had heard? Esther crept away to the
room where her children were sleeping in their little cots with faithful

dd Spicer stitching by the light of a candle. As the mother knelt
down by the girl's little bed, a great burst of silent tears scemed
125
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which put her in mind of some one she had known. It was absurd: it
. was a fancy, an imagination ; it came to her from the foolish thoughts she
had indulged in of late. And yet she looked to make sure that such was
the case; and, turning her head, she just saw in the distance a man dressed
in white, as people dress in the Pyrenees, walking under & big umbrella
down the opposite street, which lcads to the Baths. Esther amiled at
her own fancics. An umbrella! why should not an umbrella awaken
associations ?

“ Come along, mamma,” said Jack, who had seen nothing but the folds
of his mother’s dress, and who was not haunted by associations as yet.
“ Come along, mamma ; don’t stop and think."”

Esther took Jack’s little outstretched paw into her long slim fingers,
but as she walked along the shady side of the strcet—past the Moorish
shop-fronts arched with black marble, with old women goesiping in the
interiors, and while Jack stared at the passers-by, at a monk plodding by
with sandalled feet, at a bath-woman balancing an enormous machine on
her head, or longed as he gazed at the beautiful peaches and knitted wool-
work piled on the shop ledges, Esther went dreaming back to tem years
before, wishing, as grown-up people wish, not for the good things spread
before them, but for thosc of years long gone by—for the fruit long since
eaten, or rotten, or planted in the ground.

“ Mummy, there's the Spaniard. Oh! look at his legs,” eaid Jack,
“they are all over ribbons.” And Esther, to please him, smiled and
glanced at a bandy-legged mountebank disposing of bargains to two
credulous Britons.

“ Why, there’s uncle Penton come back,” Jack cried in great excite-
ment ; “he is buying muffetees. Mammy, come and see what he has
got,” cried Jack, trying to tug away his hand.

“ Not now, dear,” faid Esther. The slim fingers closed upon Jack’s
little hand with too firm a grasp for him to escape, and he trudges on
erforce.

They had almost rcached the hotel where they lived by this time.
The great clock-tower round which it is built serves as a landmark and
Ivacon. The place was all alive—jangling and jingling ; voices calling to
one another, people passing and repassing along the wooden gallerices,
horses clamping in the court-yard. A riding-party had just arrived;
vellow, pink, red-capped serving-women were hurrying about, showing
fmests to their chambers or escorting them across the road to the depen-
dencies of the house.

As Esther and her little boy were walking along the wooden gallery
which led to her rooms, they met Masters, Mrs. Penton’s maid, who
told them with a sniff that her mistress was in the drawing-room.

% Was Mra. Penton tired after her journey last night ? " Esther asked.
“ 1 was sorry not to be at home to reccive her, but I did not expect you
till to-day.”

“ No wonder she's exhausted,” said Masters ; * not a cup of tea have
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Esther dressed for dinner in her black gauze gown, and followed
ihe others to her usual place at the long, crowded table. Her hands were
cold, and she clasped them together, reminding herself by a gentle
pressure that she must be quiet and composed, and give no sign that she
remembered the past. She no longer wore her widow’s cap, orly a little
piece of lace in her hair, in which good old Spicer took a pride as she
pinned up the thick braids. Her grey cyes were looking up and down a
little frightened and anxiously : but there was no one she had ever seen
before, and she sat down with a sigh of relief; only in another minute,
somehow, there was a little stir, and Olga said,—* Esther, would you
make rcom,” and popped down beside her; and then Esther, looking up,
saw that her sister-in-law was signing to some one to come into the seat
next beyond her. Some one in this case means the particular person, and
there he was.  Esther had been nervous and excited, but she was sud-
denly quite herself again. As Smith took his place, he bent forward, and
his eyes met Esther’s, and he put out his hand. Is it my old Esther? he
thought, with a thrill of secret delight at meeting her at last ; while
Esther, as she put out her slim fingers, said to herself, Is this my old
friend ? and she looked wistfully to see whether she could read his kind,
loyal heart, stamped in his face as of yore. They were both quite young
people again for five minutes, and Olga attributed the laughter and high
spirits of her ncighbour to the charms of her own conversation. Esther
said not one word, did not cat,did not drink, but was in a sort of dream.

After dinner they all got up, and went and stood in one of the wooden
galleries, watching the lilac and gold as it rippled over the mountains, the
Bedat, the Pic du Midi. And so this was all, and the long-looked-for
meeting was over. Esther thought it was so simple, so natural, she could
hardly believe that this was what she had hoped for and dreaded so long.
There was Smith, scarcely changed,—a little altered in manner perhaps,
with a beard which improved him, Lut that was all.  All the little tricks
of voice and of manner, so familiar once, were there ; it was himself. She
was glad, and yet it was not all gladness. Why did he not come up to
his old friend ? Why did hLe not notice or speak to her? Why did he
secmn so indifferent? Why did he talk so much to the others, so little to
her?  Esther was confused, disappointed, and grieved. And yet it was no
woender.  She thought she of all people had least right to expect much
from Lim. She was leaning over the side of the gallery, Olga stood next
to lier in her white dress, with the light of the sunset in her raven black
hair, and Smith was leaning against one of the wooden pillars, and talk-
ing to Olga. He glanced from the raven black hair to the gentle
bent head beyond.  But he went on talking to Olga. Esther felt a little
lonely, a little deserted.  She was uscd to the fecling, but she sighed, and
turned away with a little impatient movement from the beautiful lilac
glow. A noisy, welcome comfort was in store for her.  With a burst of
childish noise and laughter, Prissa and Jacky came rushing up the gallery,
and jumped upon her with their little cager arms wide open.
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But Eether felt a chill somehiow as Mr. Penton answered,—

¢ Certainly, I—a—remarked it, Olga; you-a are not—perhaps aware
that you have attractions—to a—no common degree. Mr. Swmith has
certainly—a—discovered them.”

Poor Esther ! it seemed hard to meet her old friend at last, only to
sce how little he remembered her ; and yet she thought all is as it should
be ; and with my Jacky and my Prissa to love, I am not to be pitied.
Btill, there was a strange ache in her heart next morning, when they all
assembled after the early breakfast: she could not feel cheery and
unconscious like Lady Mary, or conscious and flattered like Olga. The
children in their clean cotton frocks were in raptures, and so far Esther
was happy.

The road to Grippe is along a beautiful mossy valley, with a dashing
stream foaming over the pebbles, and little farms and homesteads dotting
the smooth green slopes. Olga and Smith were on horseback; Penton
was aleo  bumping majestically along upon a huge bay horse; Esther and
Lady Mary, and the Smith children and her own, were packed away into
a big carriage with Mdlle. Bouchon, and little Geoflry Smith on the box.
The children were in a state of friskiness which seriously alarmed the two
mammas. They seemed to have at least a dozen little legs a-piece.
Their screams of laughter reached the equestrians, who were keeping up
a somewhat solemn conversation upon the beauties of nature, and the
cultivation of Indian comn : Geoflry wondered what all the fun might be,
and Olga remarked that the children were very noisy, and that Esther
certainly spoilt little Jack.

“Tady Kidderminster strongly advises his being sent to a preparatory
school,” said Penton, with a jog between each word; while Smith looked
up at the blue sky, then down into the green valley, and forgot all about
them, trying to catch the tones of the woman he had loved.

The chilet was a little rough unfinished place at the foot of the Pic:
the horses were put up, and the excursionists got down ; they all drank
milk in clean wooden bowls, crowded round the wood fire, and pecped at
the rough workmen and shepherds who were playing cards in the next
compartinent—room it could not be called, for the walls were only made
of bars of wood at a certain distance from each other. The children’s
delight at seeing all over the house at once was unbounded. Jacky
slipped his hand between the wooden bars, and insisted on shaking hands
with a great rough road-maker in a shecpskin, who smiled kindly at the
little fellow's advances.

Lady Mary was very much dls'\ppomted and perplexed to sce the
mmall result of her kindly schemes. It was unbelicvable that Geoflry
should prefer that great, uninteresting, self-conscious Miss Halbert, to her
gentle and tender little widow; and yet it was only too evident. What
conld be the reason of it? She looked from one to the other. Esther was
sitting by the fire on a low wooden stool.  She scemed a little sad, a
little drooping. The children were laughing about her as usual; and rhe
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touching as that of children who are clinging about their mother. And
these pictures are to be seen everywhere and in every clime and place;
no galleries are needed, no price need be paid; the background is of ‘end-
less variety, the sun shines, and the mother's face brightens, and all over
the world, perhaps, the children come running into her arms. White
arms or dusky, bangled or braceleted, or scarred with labour, they open,
and the little ones, clasped within loving walls, feel they are safe.

Quite oblivious of some observation of Miss Halbert’s, Smith suddenly
left his window and walked across to the fire, and warmed his hands, and
said some little word to Esther, who was still sitting on her low seat. She
was hurt and annoyed by his strange constraint and distance of manner.
She answered coldly, and got up by a sudden impulse, and walked away
to where Lady Mary was standing cutting bread-and-butter for the
children. ¢ Decidedly,” thought the elder lady, “ things are going wrong.
I will ask Geoffry to-night what he thinks of my widow.” ¢I am a fuol
for my pains,” Geoffry thought, standing by the fire, “ and she is only a
hard-hearted flirt after all.”

He was sulky and out of temper all the way back. In vain did Olga
ransack her brain, and produce all her choicest platitudes for his entertain-
ment. In vain Penton recalled his genteelest reminiscences. Smith
answered civilly, it is true, but briefly and constrainedly, He was a fool
to have come, to have fancied that such devotion as his could be appre-
ciated or understood by a woman who bad shown herself once already
faithless, fickle, unworthy. Smith forgot, in his odd humility and mis-
trust of himself, that he, too, had held back, made no advance, kept aloof,
and waited to be summoned.

Geoffry had the good habit of rising early, and setting out for long
. walks across the hills before the great heat came to scorch up all activity.
The water seemed to sparkle more brightly than later in the day. The
flowers glistened with fresh dew. Opal morning lights, with refractions
of loveliest colour, painted hills and brooks, the water-plants, the ficlds
where the women were working already, and the slippery mountain-sides
where the pine-trees grew, and the flocks and goats with their tinkling
bells were grazing. It was a charming medley of pastoral sights and scent
and fresh air : shadows trembling and quivering, birds fluttering, green
thrilling with colour, the clear-cut ridges of the hills, clear waters
Lubbling among reeds and creeping plants and hanging ferns, among
which beautiful dragon-flies were darting.  Smith had been up to the top
of the Bedat, and was coming down into civilized lifc again, when he
stopped for an instant to look at the bubbling brook which was rushing
along its self-made ravine, some four or five feet below the winding path ;
u field lay beyond it, and farther still, skirting the side of a hill, the pretty
lime-tree walk which leads to the baths in the mountain. Smith, who had
Leen thinking matters over as he stumbled down the steep pathway, and
settling that it was too late—she did not care for him—he had ceased caring
for her—best go, and leave things as they were—suddenly came upon a
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¢ The nicest you can get,” said Lady Mary. ¢ Thank you very much
indeed.”

Lady Kidderminster, who must have employed her time well while
she was in the Pyrences, “ had been very much struck by Tarbes,” Mr.
Penton declared. It is pleasantly situated,” Murray says, “on the
clear Adour, in the midst of a fertile plain in full view of the Pyrences.
Public walks contribute to the public health and recreation. The market-
people, in their various costumes, are worth sceing.”

Geoffry Smith received a short note from Mrs. Penton two mornings
after the Grippe expedition. It ran as follows : —

Deaz Mg. Syirn,—Mr. Penton is making an excursion to Tarbes to-day. We start
at two, o that we may not miss our lunch, as it is not safc to trust to chanco for it,
and we shonld be much pleased for you to join us after, but in case of rain we should
gircit up. Unfortunately, there appears no chance of anything so refreshing.
Sincerely yours,
Mira PENTON.

To which Smith, who was rather bewildered, briefly answered that he
should be delighted to join them at the station at two. The station was
all alive with country folks, in their quaint pretty dresses, berets, red
caps, brown hoods, and snooded gay-coloured kerchiefs, and red cloaks
like ladies’ opera-cloaks. The faces underneath all these bright trappings
were sad enough, with brown wistful eyes, and pinched, worn checks.
Ruskin has written of mountain gloom and mountain glory, and in truth
the dwellers among the hills scem to us, who live upon the plain, sad and
somewhat oppressed.

Smith looked here and there for his party, and discovered at last,
rather to his dismay, Olga, her sister and her brother-in-law, sitting on
abench together. Then Esther had not come after all; he felt inclined
to cseape and go back to the town, but Olga caught sight of him too,
and graciously beckoned.

“Mrs. Halbert is not coming, I am afraid?"” said Smith, shaking
hands with them.

% Esther, do you mean?” asked Mrs. Penton. ¢“She was here a
minute ago. Jacky took her to look at a pig.—Wns it a pig or a goat,
Olga? I didn't notice.”

Mrs. Penton’s naive remarks gave Smith a little trouble rometimes,
and he could not always suppress a faint smile. Iortunately Esther came
up at this moment, and it was not perceived.

Esther at one time had not meant to come, but she could not resist
the children’s entreaties, or trust them to the Pentons alone. She was
weary and dispirited ; she had passed a wakeful, feverish night. How or
vhen or where it began, she did not know, but she was conscious now
that in her heart of hearts ehe had looked to meet Geoffiy ngain some day
aud hoped and believed that he would be unchanged.  But she now saw
that it was not so—he liked her only as he liked other people, with that
Eindly Leart of his --no thonght of what had been, occurred to him. 1e
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determined not to think about it. They wandered for hours through
the bare burning streets. There seemed to be no shade : the brooks
sparkled, bright blazing flowers grew in gardens, the houses were close-
shuttered, scarcely any one was to be seen ; little bright-plumaged birds
came and drank at the streams, and flew away stirring the dust. The
children got tired and cross, and weary ; the elders’ spirits sank. Some
one, standing at a doorway, told them of a park, which sounded shady
and refreshing, and where they thought they would wait for their train.
The road lay along a white lane with a white wall on either side, and
dusty poplars planted at regular intervals. Esther tried to cheer the
children, and to tell them stories as well as she could in the clouds
of dust. Mrs. Penton clung to her husband, Olga hung heavily upon
Geoffry’s aching arm. “ He might come and help me with the children.”
Esther thought he would have done so once. They reached the gates of the
park at last. It was like utter desolation enclosed behind iron railings—so
it seemed, at least, to the poor mother : ragged shrubs, burning sun, weeds
and rank grass growing along the neglected gravel walks. There was a
great white museum or observatory in the middle to which all these gravel
paths converged ; and there was—yes, at last—there was a gloomy-looking
clump of laurel and fir trees, where she thought she might perhaps fin¢
some shade for Jack and for Prissa. As she reached the place, it was al
the could do not to burst out crying, she was so tired, so troubled, and
every minute the dull aching at her heart seemed to grow worse and worse.
Poor Esther! The others came up and asked her if she would not like to
we the view from the observatory; but she shook her head, and said she
was tired, and should stay where she was, and they all went away and left
ler. One French lady went by in her slippers, with a faded Indian scarf,
and an old Leghorn hat, discoursing as she went to some neglected-
looking children,—

% Savez-vous, ma fille, que vous faites des grimaces; ce n'est pas
joli, mon enfant, il faut vous surveiller, mon Héléne. Les grimaces ne se
font pas dans la bonne société. Le parc est vaste,” . . . she continued,
changing the subject; her voice dwindled away into the arid, burning
distance, and the desolation seemed greater than cver. . . . . It seemed
t Esther as if hours and hours had passed since the others had left Ler.

“I have some good news for you,” said Smith, cheerfully, appearing
from behind the laurcls. ¢ Mrs. Halbert, we have only just time to catch
the train. Come, Jack, I'm going to be your horse; get up on my back,”
and Geoffry set off running with the delighted Jack, just as Olga appeared
in search of him.

Esther and Prissa set off running teo, and the Pentons followed as best
they could.

The little station was again all alive and crowded by peasants and
countrywomen, Spanish bandits with their packs, three English tourists
in knickerbockers. Smith met them with Jack capering at his side, and
swinging by his new fricnd’s hand,- -
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“ And I am not the same ? " said Esther smiling, with her swect face
still wet with tears; and with a tender Esther-like impulse she took her
children’s two little hands and put them into Goeoffry’s broad palm.

Geoffry understood her, though he did not know all she meant.
The Pentons joined them again, and the train came up, and the others
wearily sank into their places, but Mrs. Halbert's fatigue was gone. All
the way back neither Smith nor Esther spoke one word to each other.
The sun was setting : all the land was streaming with light ; the stars were
beginuing to shine behind the hills when they got back to Bigorre.

“Will you come for a walk?"” said Smith, as he left Esther at the
door of the inn; and in the evening he came for her; and, though Olga
looked puzzled and not over-pleased, Esther put on her hat, and said,—

“I am ready, Mr. Smith.” And they went out together without any
explanation.

They went up the pretty lime-tree walk which leads to the baths of
the Salut. People were sitting in the dark on the benches talking in low
cvening whispers. Priests were taking their recreation, and pacing up
and down in groups. IFrom the valley below came an occasional tinkle
of goats’ bells, a fresh smell of wild thyme, & quizzing of crickets. The
wain was moving over the hill-side, the lights twinkled from the houses in
the town ; and Smith and Esther talked and talked, counting over the fears,
the doubts, und the perplexities of the last few days. Now, for the first
time, Esther felt a comfort and security which had never been hers before,
—not even in the first early days of her marriage; not since the time
when she bade Smith farewell on the Pincio. It seemed to her now as if
all care for the future, all bewilderment and uncertainty, were over. Here
was the fuithful friend once more ready to do battle for her with the
dificultics of life : ready to shield, and to serve, and encourage to de-
cide,—to tell her what was right ; and poor Esther had long fult that
to her decision was like a great piin and impossibility. But here was
Swith to advise, and it scemed to her as if trcubles and difficultics
became like strong places now that he was there.  1lis manner of looking
at lifs was unlike that of the pcople among whom she had been living :
he scemed to sce things from a different level, and yet she felt as if he
only eaw clearly, and that everything he said was right and true. Some
Jrople seem by intuition to see only truth and right; cthers must needs
werk it out by fuiling and sorrow. They realize truth by the pain of
what is false, honour through dishonour, right by wrongs repented of
with bitter pangs. And Esther had long felt that this was her fate. She
did not realize all that ehe understood later,—only she felt it somchow ;
siie drifted into a peaceful calm, and, thankful, she scemed suddenly and
urawares to be gliding through still waters after the tempest.

When she awoke in the morning the knew that e was near at hand
the heard his kind voice, and the children's prattle down in the court-
¥ard below.  Later in the day he would come up to sce her, and they
tulked over old days, and the new days scemed to shine with a sudden
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gleam now that he had come into them ; the dull hours went more swiftly,
the sky seemed brighter; evening came full of sweet tones, mysterious
lights, and peace and perfume; people passing by seemed strolling, too,
in a golden beatitude. They, too, Esther fancied, surely must feel the
swectness and depth of the twilight. The morning came with .a bright
flash, not dawning with a great weight of pain and listlessness as before.
In the hot blaze of the mid-day sun Geoffry would come into the shaded
room where the women were sitting at work by the window.

It was, indeed, to him like a memory of old times, to be sitting with
Lsther at an open window, with the shadows of the orange-trees lying
on the floor where the shade of the awning did not reach. Jack liked
playing with the shadows, putting his little leg out into the sunshine,
and pulling it back, to try and cheat the light and carry some away;
but Prissa (her grown-up name was to be Priscilla) liked best sitting
quietly on her mother’s knee, and, as it were, staring at the stories she
told her with great round eyes. The story broke off abruptly when
Smith came in, and another tale began. It scemed like a dream to-poor
Geoffry to find himself sitting there, with Esther, at an open window,
with the sounds and the sunshine without, sounds of horses at the water,
of the water rushing, of voices calling to each other, of sudden bursts of
bells from the steeples cf Bagnéres de Bigorre. It seemed to him
almost as if all the years were not, and he was his old self again. Can you
fancy what it was to him after his long waiting, long resignation, long
hopclessness, to find himself suddenly in port, as it were, with his wish
there before him and almost within his grasp. Death, indifference,
distance, other men and women, years, forgetfulness, chance, and human
frailty, had all been between them and divided them, and now all these
things surmounted, like a miracle these two seemed to be brought togetber
again, only divided by a remembrance.

Somc things seem so familiar, so natural, that though they befall us
only once or twice in a lifetime perhaps, yet while they last they scem
almost ecternal, and as if they had been and would be for ever. They
suit us, and harmonize and form part of ourselves and of our nature, and
so far in truth they are eternal if we ourselves are eternal, with our
sympathy and hopes and faithful love.
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Clavering at once, and he would be able to give beforehand his own
account of her. He had not been home since his engagement had been a
thing settled ; but his position with regard to Florence had been declared
by letter, and his mother had written to the young lady asking her to come
to Clavering.

When Harry got home all the family received him with congratula-
tions. “I am so glad to think that you should marry early,” his mother
said to him in a whisper. “But I am not married yet, mother,” he
answered.

“Do show me a lock of her hair,” said Fanny, laughing. “It's
twice prettier hair than yours, though she doesn’t think half so much
about it as you do,” said her brother, pinching Fanny's arm. ¢ But
you’ll show me a lock, won’t you,” said Fanny.

“I'm so glad she’s to be here at my marriage,” said Mary, ¢ because
then Edward will know her. I'm so glad that he will see her.” ¢ Edward
will bave other fish to fry, and won't care much about her,” said Harry.

“ It seems you're going to do the regular thing,” said his father,
¢like all the good apprentices. Marry your master’s daughter, and then
become Lord Mayor of London.” This was not the view in which it had
plessed Harry to regard his engagement. All the other “young men™
that had gone to Mr. Burton’s had married Mr. Burton’s daughters,—or,
at Jeast, enough had done so to justify the Stratton assertion that all had

. fillen into the same trap. The Burtons, with their five girls, were
supposed in Stratton to have managed their affairs very well, and some-
thing of these hints had reached Harry’s ears. He would have preferred

* that the thing should not have been made so common, but he was not fool
enough to make himself really unhappy on that head. “1I don't know
much about becoming Lord Mayor,” he replied. ¢ That promotion
doesn't lie exactly in our line.” ¢ But marrying your master’s daughter
does, it seems,” said the Rector. Harry thought that this as coming from
hig father was almost ill-natured, and therefore dropped the conversation.

“I'm sure we shall like her,” said Fanny.

“1 think that I shall like Harry’s choice,” said Mrs. Clavering.

41 do hope Edward will like her,” said Mary.

“ Mary,” said her sister, “I do wish you were once married. When
you are, you'll begin to have a self of your own again. Now you're no

better than an unconscious echo.”

“Wait for your own turn, my dear,” said the mother.

Harry had reached home on a Saturday, and the following Monday
was Christmas-day. Lady Clavering, he was told, was at home at the
pak, and Sir Hugh had been there lately. No one from the house except
the servants were scen at church either on the Sunday or on Christmas-
day. «But that shows nothing,” said the Rector, speaking in anger. ¢ e
very rarely does come, and when he does, it would be better that he

b ¢hould be away. I think that he likes to insult me by misconducting
himself. They say that she is not well, and I can easily believe that all
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It seems to be a cruel thing to say, but of course I cannot but think most
of her. You have heard, perhaps, that they have not been happy ? ”

“Yes; I had heard that.”

¢ Of course; and what is the use of pretending anything with you?
You know what people have said of her.”

¢ I have never believed it.”

“ You always loved her, Harry. Oh, dear, I remember how unhappy
that made me once, and I was so afraid that Hugh would suspect it. She
would never have done for you ;—would she, Harry ? ”

¢ She did a great deal better for herself,” said Harry.

“If you mean that ironically, you shouldn't say it now. If he dies,
she will be well off, of course, and people will in time forget what has been
mid,—thatds, if she will live quietly. The worst of it is that she fears
nothing.”

“ But you speak as though you thought she had been—been—"

T think she was probably imprudent, but I believe nothing worse than
that. But who can say what is absolutely wrong, and what only impru-
dent? I think she was too proud to go really astray. And then with such

aman as that, so difficult and so ill-tempered. ! Sir Hugh thinks »
Bat at that moment the door was opened and Sir Hugh came in.

“ What does Sir Hugh think ? ” said he.

“ We were speaking of Lord Ongar,” said Harry, sitting up and shaking
hands with his cousin.

¢ Then, Harry, you were speaking on a subject that I would rather
not have discussed in this house. Do you understand that, Hermione ?
I will have no talking about Lord Ongar or his wife. We know very
little, and what we hear is simply uncomfortable. Will you dine here
to-day, Harry 7" -

“ Thank you, no; I have only just come home.”

“ And I am just going away. That is, I go to-morrow. I cannot
stand this place. I think it the dullest neighbourhood in all England, and
the most gloomy house I ever saw. Hermione likes it.”

To this last assertion Lady Clavering expressed no assent; nor did she
venture to contradict him.

CHAPTER V.
Lapy OXGAR'S RETURN.

Byt Sir Hugh did not get away from Clavering Park on the next morning
as he had intended. There came to him that same afternoon a message by
telegraph, to say that Lord Ongar was dead. He had died at Florence on
the afternoon of Christmas-day, and Lady Ongar had expressed her inten-
tion of coming at once to England.

“ Why the devil doesn’t she stay where she is? ” said Sir Hugh, to
his wife. ¢ People would forget her there, and in twelve months time the
row would be all over.”
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very active, it was natural that they should have had some interests in
common. But there had been no private walkings, and no talkings that
could properly be called private. There was a certain book which Fanny
kept, containing the names of all the poor people in the parish, to which
Mr. Saul had access equally with herself; but its contents were of a most
prosaic nature, and when she had sat over it in the rectory drawing-room,
with Mr. Saul by her side, striving to extract more than twelve pennies
out of charity shillings, she had never thought that it would lead to
a declaration of love.

He had never called her Fanny in his life,—not up to the moment
when she declined the honour of becoming Mrs. Saul. The offer itself
was made in this wise. She had been at the house of old Widow Tubb,
half~way between Cumberly Green and the little village of Clavering,
striving to make that rheumatic old woman believe that she had not
been cheated by a general conspiracy of the parish in the matter of
a distribution of coal, when, just as she was about to leave the cottage,
Mr. Saul came up. It was then past four, and the evening was becoming
dark, and there was, moreover, a slight drizzle of rain. It was not a
tempting evening for a walk of a mile and a half through a very dirty
lsne ; but Fanny Clavering did not care much for such things, and was
just stepping out into the mud and moisture, with her dress well looped
up, when Mr. Saul accosted her.

“I'm afraid you'll be very wet, Miss Clavering.”

¢ That will be better than going without my cup of tea, Mr. Saul,
which I should have to do if I stayed any longer with Mrs. Tubb. And
I have got an umbrella.”

¢ But it is so dark and dirty,” said he.

“I’m used to that, as you ought to know.” :

“Yes; I do know it,” said he, walking on with her. “I do know
that nothing ever turns you away from the good work.”

There was something in the tone of his voice which Fanny did not
like. He had never complimented her before. They had been very
intimate and had often scolded each other. Fanny would accuse him
of exacting too much from the people, and he would retort upon her
that she coddled them. Fanny would often decline to obey him, and
he would make angry hints as to his clerical authority. In this way

they had worked together pleasantly, without any of the awkwardness
which on other terms would have arisen between a young man and &
Young woman. But now that he began to praise her with some pecu-
liar intention of meaning in his tone, she was confounded. She had
ade no immediate answer to him, but walked on rapidly through the
hud and alush.

“You are very constant,” said he; ¢“I have not been two years
3 Clavering without finding that out.” It was becoming worse and worse.
twag not so much his words which provoked her as the tone in which
they were uttered. And yet she had not the slightest idea of what was

14—2
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my word,” said the Rector, “I think it was very impertinent.” Fanny
would not have liked to use that word herself, but she loved her father
for using it.

“ Y do not see that,” said Mrs. Clavering. ¢ He could not know what
Fanny’s views in life might be. Curates very often marry out of the
houses of the clergymen with whom they are placed, and I do not see why
Mr. Saul should be debarred from the privilege of trying.”

¢ If he bad got to like Fanny what else was he to do ? ”” said Mary.

¢ Oh, Mary, don't talk such nonsense,” said Fanny. ¢ Got to like !
People shouldn’t get to like people unless there’s some reason for it.”

¢ YWhat on earth did he intend to live on? ” demanded the Rector.

¢ Edward had nothing to live on, when you first allowed him to come
here,” said Mary.

“ But Edward had prospects, and Saul, as far as I know, has none.
Ife had given no one the slightest notice. If the man in the moon had
come to Fanny I don't suppose she would have been more surprised.”

¢ Not half so mach, papa.”

Then it was that Mrs. Clavering had declared that she was not
surprised,—that she had suspected it, and had almost made Fanny angry
by saying so. When Harry came back two days afterwards, the family
news was imparted to him, and he immediately ranged himself on his
father’s side. “ Upon my word I think that he ought to be forbidden
the house,” said Harry. ¢ He has forgotten himself in making such a
proposition.”

“ That's nonsense, Harry,” said his mother. “If he can be com-
fortable coming here, there can be no reason why he should be uncom-
fortable. It would be an injustice to him to ask him to go, and a great
trouble to your father to find another curate that would suit him so well.”
There could be no doubt whatever as to the latter proposition, and there-
fore it was quictly argued that Mr. Saul's fault, if there had heen a fault,
should be condoned. On the next day he came to the rectory, and they
were all astonished at the case with which he bore himself. It was not
that hLe affected any special freedom of manner, or that he altogether
avoided any change in his mode of speaking to them. A slight blush
came upon his sallow face as he first spoke to Mrs. Clavering, and he
hardly did more than say a single word to Fanny. But he carried him-
self’ as though conscious of what he had done, but in no degree ashamed
of the doing it. The Rector’s manner to him was stiff and formal ;—sceing
which Mrs. Clavering spoke to him gently, and with a smile. “I saw you
were a little hard on him, and therefore I tried to make up for it,” said
she afterwards. “ You were quite right,” said the husband. “You always
are. But I wish he had not made such a fool of himself. It will never
be the same thing with him again.” Harry hardly spoke to Mr. Saul the
first time he met him, all of which Mr. Saul understood perfectly.

“ Clavering,” he said to Harry, a day or two after this, “I hope there
is to be no difference between you and me.”
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“ But you will do so; will you not?”

¢ Before long I will. You don't seem to understand, Harry,—and,
perhaps, it would be odd if you did,—that I can’t run up to town and
back as I please. I ought not to tell you this, I dare say, but one feels
as though one wanted to talk to some one about one’s affairs. At the
present moment, I have not the money to go,—even if there were no
other reason.” These last words she said almost in a whisper, and then
she looked up into the young man's face, to see what he thought of the
commaunication she had made him.

¢ Obh, money ! " he said. ¢ You could soon get money. But I hope
it won't be long before you go.”

On the next morning but one a letter came by the post for him from
Ledy Ongar. When he saw the handwriting, which he knew, his heart
was at once in his mouth, and he hesitated to open his letter at the
breakfast-table. He did open it and read it, but, in truth, he hardly
understood it or digested it till he had taken it away with him up to his
own room. The letter, which was very short, was as follows : —

Drar FriexD,

I ELT your kindness in coming to me at the station so much !—the more,
perhaps, because others, who owed me more kindness, have paid me less. Don’t
suppose that I allude to poor Hermione, for, in truth, I have no intention to complain
of her. I thought, perhaps, you would have come to see me before you left London ;
bat I suppose you were hurried. I hear from Clavering that you are to be up about
your new profession in a day or two. Pray come and see me before you have been
many days in London. I shall have so much to say to you! The rooms you have
taken are everything that I wanted, and I am so grateful !

Yours ever,

dJ. 0.

When Harry had read and had digested this, he became aware that
he was again fluttered. “Poor creature ! he said to himself ; * it is sad
to think how much she is in want of a friend.”
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race now almost extinet. Without a literary education, and impeded too,
it appears, by much trouble of mind and infirmity of body, he has accom-
plished such a thorough work of classification and description for the
chaotic mass of Irish literature, that the student has now half his labour
saved, and needs only to use his materials as Eugene O'Curry hands them
to him. It was as a professor in the Catholic University in Dublin that
O’Curry gave the lectures in which he has done the student this service;
it is touching to find that these lectures, a splendid tribute of devotion to
the Celtic cause, had no hearer more attentive, more sympathizing, than 4
man, himself, too, the champion of a cause more interesting than prosperous,
—one of those causes which please noble spirits, but do not please Destiny,
which have Cato’s adherence, but not Heaven’s,—Dr. Newman. Eugene
O'Curry, in these lectures of his, taking as his standard the quarto page of
Dr. O’'Donovan’s edition of the Annals of the Four Masters (and this printed
monument of one branch of Irish literature occupies by itself, let me say in
passing, seven large quarto volumes, containing 4,215 pages of closely
printed matter), Eugene O’Curry says, that the great vellum manuscript
books belonging to Trinity College, Dublin, and to the Royal Irish
Academy,—books with fascinating titles, the Book of the Dun Cow, the
Book of Leinster, the Book of Ballymote, the Speckled Book, the Book of
Lecain, the Yellow Bool: of Lecain,—have, between them, matter enough
to fill 11,400 of these pages; the other vellum manuscripts in the library
of Trinity College, Dublin, have matter enough to fill 8,200 pages more ;
and the paper manuscripts of Trinity College, und the Royal Irish
Academy together, would fill, he says, 30,000 such pages more. The
ancient laws of Ireland, the so-called Brehon laws, which a commission is
now publishing, were not yet completely transcribed when O'Curry wrote;
but what had even then been transcribed was sufficient, he says, to fill
nearly 8,000 of Dr. O'Donovan’s pages.  Here are, at any rate, materials
enough with a vengeance. These materials fall, of course, into several
divisions. The most literary of these divisions, the Zules, consisting of
Historic Tales and Imaginative Tules, distributes the contents of its 7/is-
toric Tales as follows:—Battles, voyages, sieges, tragedies, cow-spoils,
curtships, adventures, land-expeditions, sea-expeditions, banquets, elope-
uents, loves, lake-irruptions, colonizations, visions. Of what a treasure-
Louse of resources for the history of Celtic life and the Celtic genius does
that bare list, even by itself; call up the image! The Annals of the Four
Musters give * the years of foundations and destructions of churches and
titles, the obituaries of remarkable persons, the inaugurations of kings,
the battles of chiefs, the contests of clans, the ages of bards, abbots,
I!ishops, &c.”* Through other divisions of this mass of materials,—the
tooks of pedigrees and gencalogies, the martyrologics and festologics, such
@the Filiré of Angus the Culdee, the topographical tracts, such as the
Dinngenchas,—we touch * the most ancient traditions of the Irish, tradi-
tins which were committed to writing at a period when the ancient

* Dr. O’Conor in his Catalogue of the Stowe MSS. (quoted b_v1(5)'Curry).
—2
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enough that often the alleged antiquity of his documents cannot be proved,
that it can be even disproved, and that he must rely on other supports
than this to establish what he wants; yet one finds him saying : “ I open
the collection of Welsh bards from the sixth to the tenth century.
Taliesin, one of the oldest of them,” . , . and so on. But his adversaries
deny that we have really any such thing as a “ collection of Welsh bardg
from the sixth to the tenth century,” or that a ‘¢ Taliesin, one of the
oldest of them,” exists to be quoted in defence of any thesis. Sharon
Turner, again, whose Vindication of the Ancient British Poems was
prompted, it seems to me, by a critical instinct at bottom sound, is weak
and uncritical in details like this : “The strange poem of Taliesin, called
the Spoils of Annwn, implies the existence (in the sixth century, he
means) of mythological tales about Arthur; and the frequent allusion of
the old Welsh bards to the persons and incidents which we find in the
Mabinogion, are further proofs that there must have been such stories in
circulation amongst the Welsh.” DBut the critic has to show, against his
adversaries, that the Spoils of Annwn is a real poem of the sixth century,
with a real sixth-century poet called Taliesin for its author, before he can
use it to prove what Sharon Turner there wishes to prove; and, in like
manner, the high antiquity of persons and incidents that are found in the
manuscripts of the Mabinogion,—manuscripts written, like the famous
Red Book of Hergest, in the library of Jesus College at Oxford, in the
fourteenth and fifteenth centuries,—is not proved by allusions of the old
Welsh bards, until (which is just the question at issue) the pieces contain-
ing these allusions arc proved themselves to possess a very high antiquity.
In the present state of the question as to the carly Welsh literature, this
sort of reasoning is inconclusive and bewildering, and merely carries us
round in a circle. Again, it is worse than inconclusive reasoning, it
thows 0 uncritical a epirit that it begets grave mistrust, when Mr.
Williams ab Ithel, employed by the Master of the Rolls to edit the Brut
y Tipwysogion, the ¢ Chronicle of the Princes,” says in his introduction,
in many respects so useful and intcresting: “We may add, on the
authority of a scrupulously faithful antiquary, and one that was deeply
versed in the traditions of his order—the late Iolo Morganwg—that King
Arthur in his institutes of the Round Table introduced the age of the
world for events which occurred before Christ, and the year of Christ's
nativity for all subsequent events.” Now, putting out of question Iolo
Morganwg's character as an antiquary, it is obvious that no one, not
Grimm himself, can stand in that way as “authority " for King Arthur’s
having thus regulated chronology by his institutes of the Round Table, -
oreven for there ever having been any such institutes at all.  And finally,
guatly as I respect and admire Mr. Eugene O'Curry, unquestionable
3 is the sagacity, the modcration, which he in general unites with his
inimense learning, I must say that le, too, like his brother Celt-lovers,
fometimes lays himself dangerously open. For instance, the Royal Irish
‘\lecmy possesses in its Muscum a rclic of the greatest value, the
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Hotes on the Cattle Plague,

———

INTELLIGENT foreigners have observed of us as a nation that though we
fail to carry out our precautionary and remedial measures with that
admirable and timely precision which is so easy to a despotic government,
we attempt a greater number of things, and that if we accomplish them
less perfectly, we do, in a fashion, educate ourselves in the process.
When our education is complete, we shall, of course, undertake more
feats, and perform them better, than any other people. Meanwhile, it
may not be amiss to consider how we have dealt with the Cattle Plagne
which now devastates our land; and though we have not any cure to
propose which is the result of our actual experience, it may yet be that
by a careful summary of all the views which have been unfolded, and all
the propositions that have been ventilated, by pushing them to their
logical conclusions, and making that which all sermon-writers know as
the “third head, or practical application,” something definite and useful
may be evolved, if not for the animals, at least for ourselves. Of remedies
g0 called there have been scores announced and sold ; but of those abso-
lutely efficacious, so far as is known, not one. Inoculation—the only
thing which, short of death, was recommended by old Australian cattle-
holders—has been very little tried here, probably because those who
advised it admitted that ‘it caused the tail to swell enormously;” and
as we all made up our minds, in the first instance, that every beast
attacked must die, we were desirous not needlessly to disfigure him, lest
inspectors might challenge the carcase, and people refuse to buy and eat
of it. The few large owners of the high-bred short-horns (almost price-
less in value) divided their herds into small lots, which were domiciled in
different sheds far from the high roads. Each lot had its separate herds-
man, whose duty it was to attend exclusively to his own animals, and on
no account to approach the others, or to go beyond the boundaries of
the farm, or to hold intercourse with other herdsmen, cattle-dealers, or
drovers. Any stock sold, as sheep, pigs, &c., were invariably driven
into the public road before changing hands; and no animals of any kind
were bought or allowed to be domiciled in the farm, whether from infected
districts or not. So far these expedients seem to have answered perfectly
well. The small farmers and cowkeepers daubed the noses of their beasts
with tar, and hung around their necks little bags of camphor or strings of
onions, which it is to be supposed would act more as a species of charm
than according to any rational theory. In a general way, these men
attempted little more; and having done this, they awaited the result,
some with confidence, some with fear. As might have been anticipated,
15—s
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cattle.”” It was simply a mode by which those who had been exception-
ably fortupate realized in solid cash the benefit of their good luck.

Meanwhile, though the prayer was duly said, the plague was not

stayed. “We've gotten t’cattle pleagne an’ it's naw use a praying to
kep it fro’ oor shores ; it 'ud be moor likely if we were to pray to kep it
oot of oor parish,” said onc despairing rustic to another after service on
Sunday. It was belicved, and there is much reason gnd evidence to
support the assertion, that the Government inspectors were themselves the
most active in disseminating the disease, that they went from herd to
herd and farm to farm, carrying about with them in their clothes and
on their person the infection, that they adopted little or no kind of
precaution, and that in some cases the horse they rode, being first tied
up in one stable and then another, was a fertile source of infection when-
ever it approached sound cattle. “If I see one of these Government
cbaps on my farm I'll shoot him if I hang for it to-morrow,” exclaimed one
farmer in the extremity of his wrath and terror. It must be borne in
mind that these gentlemen, besides their fixed salaries, received their
travelling expenses, and were thereby stimulated into unnatural activity,
sand a large majority imagined that the more they alew, and the greater
the quantity of ground they crossed, the greater their merit and vigilance.
Perhaps if we had in the first instance besought God for what we should
sand the most grievously in need of ultimately, we should have prayed
Him to infuse,—

A epirit of courage into the Queen’s Ministers, so that they should not -
continue to behave as if the penalty for failure would be the loss of their
heads instead of the loss of their places ;

A spirit of unanimity into the commissioners, so that they might
neither confound the dull nor anger the wise by reason of the opposite
nature of their suggestions;

A spirit of decency into the butchers, so that they might resist the
temptation for turning a national calamity into an occasion for wholesale
robbery ;

A spirit of moderation into the inspectors, so that they might neither
infect nor slay more than should be necessary to earn their salaries and
extras ;

And lastly to send,

A spirit of patience into all men who should be required to have
dealings with the above-mentioned persons in whatever capacity.

Meanwhile the authorities on the Continent dealt with the scourge
ina widely different manner, and with a success which will be hereafter
alluded to.

Before the old year was out it began to be rumoured that the rinder-
Pest was not the rinderpest at all, but malignant smallpox, for which it
was reasonable to believe that vaccination was the true and specific
remedy. Several eminent authorities were igclined to adopt this theory,
and 3 number of sanguirc apirits unuesitawngly proclaimed their con-
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Jagques in the Sorest,

— Ot

“I'y thinking she'll no rise for an hour yet.” The observation was made
by a very strong-minded man—one keenly alive to the value of truth in
the matter to which his words related. It was made to an idle man
keenly interested in that very matter. It was not his own wife, or my wife,
or any one’s wife, or indeed anything female of which he spoke. The idle
man had made the most strenuous exertions—had indeed put forth a
sustained power of which hé had no idea, and was at that moment sick
even unto death ; his heart beat so that every great throb banged through
his brain—his body heaved, his eyes swam—hot scalding drops ran down
his brow, sweltered over his eyes, sank into the thirsty folds of his
garments. Exhausted, panting, he lay extended on the sward, biting
in vacuous pain a piece of bulrush, and staring with wide eycballs at
some object straight before him. It was a hot day early in October
—the sun wore just the slightest mautle of gauzy clouds, and was all
the warmer by reason of the screen. Its diffused white light cast broadly
through the sheen, flooded a vast landscape in which there was more
water than land to be seen—blue-gray water set in every variety of
form among the Lroad expanse of brown moor, which rolled away on
the right to a hazy cloudland where sea and sky blended together, and
on the left and everywhere else inland rose in wave-like folds higher
and higher till it lapped the base of a shore of mountains seamed with
ravines and whitened by water-courses. There was a grand silence afar.
But close to the ear there was a gentle music made by a combination
of brecze-borne gnats, buzzing daddylonglegs, and agitated heather-
bells which swayed beneath the balmy wind. Now and then a hoarse
croak overhead called attention to a black object which flew in graceless
mazes through the sky, and down on the ridges below us the chuckling
gabble of the cock-grouse provoked an uneasy grunt from the great gillie
before me. There were two of us—one a long, thin-legged man, with red
hair, grey eyes, red whiskers, blue checks, red hands, and purple brow.
On Lis head was a grey cap pulled down over his flapping ears, a grey
thooting coat of many pockets pulled up on his shoulders covered the
great bands of muscle which held his bones in their iron grasp—a dusky-
tloured knickerbocker distended wide apart by his brawny legs lapped
across the stout worsted stockings which crept up from his brogues over
4 hillock of calf. Prone on his face he lay amid the surging heather,
his spying glass neatly fixed on a tussock with the end ready to his eye,
and one brawny hand placed backwards on the shoulder of his companion.
Whether that person has sinew or ham he does not know. e docs
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steep lung-testing ascent, the water-courses swell into streams, the very
stones live and move under his uncertain steps. ¢ Whew! how hot it
is!” ¢“Ye'd better not make a nise in the forest,” quoth the red man.
Ugh! ugh! ugh! rings out a sharp sultry cough. The red man looks
round with an air of pity and despair which says plainly, “If you do that
again, we may as well turn back.” Joy then at the halt and the repose.
For a time I hear nothing but the bumping of my own heart. Then I
become aware of the fact that I am very high up ; and the lodge i3 glisten-
ing like a snow-drop in the trces far below. Next I perceive that Angus
has removed his eye from the telescope, and is looking at me without
saying a word. “Did you see anything?” A nod. “What is it?”
“It's -a good peest enough. It's a goot stag, and threc heends. But
thee're & long way. And it's a difficult staak, I'm thinkin.” ¢ Let me
we them.” ‘Do you see ta pig white staan by ta green spot, just unter
ta cairn over ta burn? There it is—a leetle more to ta left 7" I see
it" ¢ Well, ta stag is lying down under ta staan, and the heends is
standing up below him feeding.” I look, I stare, I squint: use right eye,
left eye, both eyes. O, Lynceus, aid me ! “I can’t see anything, Angus.”
“Hal, eir, yer not lookin’ in ta reet dareckshun at all; it’s a hundret
yarts to ta left of ta cairn.” Steady, sedulous sweeping of the whole area.
At last T ree three reddish specks below the white rock.” ¢ That's ta
heends.” ¢ And I sce now a big dark speck close to the corrie.” ¢ Tat's
tastag.” ¢ How do you know?” ‘I sec his horns; it's a goot peest.”
I'should have liked very much to have then and there denounced Angus
masayer of the thing that was not, but controlled the impulse. Then
came another pause. “It's a vara difficult corrie to get till with the
weend in this airt,” quoth Angus. And then to my indignation he
food up, ¢ What the deuce are you at? Why, they’ll be off ! ¢ Ieck,
major, they're two mile away, and the peests have not got spying-glasses.”
Angus picked a piece of the fluffy wool of his coat, held it between his
fingers, let it go and watched it as it floated away to leeward. “ We
must just chance it, major. The wind is vara bad for us; it's a long, long
#aak.” There was a click, click, click as Angus put up his telescope, put
itinto the case, looked all round, and then to my intense surprise, without
a word, turned down the hill and proceeded with long bounding steps to
tike the direction from which we had come. A rest at full lengih, despite
the gnats, on a natural bed of heather gives a false feeling of strength to
the inexperienced southerner. There is also great ease at first in a descent,
3d g0 I, the major, striding grandly from tuft to tuft, splashing into soft
Dlaces, Jighting agilely on boulders, for some time imagined that going down
hill wag a pleasant unfatiguing operation, in which the master was as good
2 his man. But no one cver saw such a hill. The more one went down
it the more it lengthened on and on, and when the ridge which seemed to
bound the descent by a wide plain of moor was reached, lo! it was but a
Vantage ground for a fresh humilior. The heather became contrary and
ugnacious, the boulders grew unsteady and uncertain ; an unaccount-
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ARMADALE. 889

mind, so far as I am concerned, from this time forth. But if you like to
go on with it, my professional opinion is (though you couldn’t hinder his
marriage), you may part him from his wife.
¢ Pray take care of yourself.
¢ Your affectionate son,
“ JaMES Basawoob.”

The letter dropped from the old man's feeble hands. I wish Jemmy
could have come to see me to-night,” he thought. ¢ But it’s very kind of
him to advise me all the same.”

He turned wearily on the pillow, and read the letter a second time.
“Yes,” he said, ¢ there's nothing left for me but to go back. I'm too
poor and too old to hunt after them all by myself.” He closed his eyes:
the tears trickled slowly over his wrinkled cheeks. ¢ I've been a trouble
to Jemmy,” he murmured, faintly ; “I've been a sad trouble, I'm afraid,
to poor Jemmy ! ” In a minute more his weakness overpowered him, and
he fell asleep again.

The clock of the neighbouring church struck. It was ten. As the bell
tolled the hour, the tidal train—with Midwinter and his wife among the
passengers—was speeding nearer and nearer to Paris. As the bell tolled
the hour, the watch on board Allen's outward-bound yacht, had sighted
the lighthouse off the Land's End, and had set the course of the vessel for
Ushant and Finisterre.

THE END OF THE FOURTH BOOK.

Boox THE FIFTH.

S— Q) P—
CHAPTER I
Miss GwILT's DIARY.

% NarLes, OcToBeR 10TH.—It is two months to-day, since I declared that
I had closed my Diary, never to open it again.

“ Why have I broken my resolution? Why have I gone back to this
secret friend of my wretchedest and wickedest hours? Because I am
more friendless than ever; because I am more lonely than ever, though
my husband is sitting writing in the next room to me. My misery is
a woman's misery, and it will speak—here, rather than nowhere ; to my
second self, in this book, if I have no one else to hear me.

“ How bappy I was in the first days that followed our marriage, and
how happy I made kim! Only two months have passed, and that time is
a bygone time already ! I try to think of anything I might have said or
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¢ Ou, it's like you'll be better used, sir, nae doubt,” snapped she, ¢ at
unnerstannin’ siccan wanderin’ ladies! Hairrins, was 't? Aye "—and
she turned, more confidentially than I liked, to me, “I needna speer
whatten-like mainners it is, miss, to sit snuff-snuffin’ at ony decent
person’s gear in a public conveyance, far less askin' sic brazen-faced
quest'’ns | But, at ony rate, it's no’ just the sort o' company that micht be
expeckit to see keep't by ane o’ the faim'ly frae Seaforth Cottage "—she
was here severely referring to my own place of abode—* no' to say, hab-
nabbin' wi’, sae crousely! It makes a heap o’ difference, ye ken, miss,”
pursued she, with a deferential indication toward the lady opposite, ¢ when
a person changes their condition in life, let-a-be warldly station. Bat for
my pairt, I need naebody betwixt me an’ their harlagan tricks or their
ower-sea gibberish, I'se warrant! Hairrins, was 't—an’ I wad like
to ken—'

Our matron in crape here gently interposed. “You are, surely,”
wid she, in a propitiating way, ¢ Mrs. White from the sea-baths—whom
I ought, I think, to have

“ Beggin’ your pardon, mem—no,” was the emphatic correction. “ Miss
Linkater, number five round the corner frae your ain lodge-gates. The
Cornel kent me fine, worthy man, but ke aye minded an acquentance.
It's nane o' their flats or their furnished apairtments, but a gude main-

door house, every way well fitted up, though I say 't—wi' a verandy to
the paraud’, an’ new venaishan blinds, an’ a comfortable gairden for-
b’e_n

At this attractive description our young traveller looked round; she
bad certainly seen the place, as she informed me aside, having, in fact,
gone down that morning to Z with a view to seaside quarters. “We
found none exactly suitable,” she said, “ though at this one the ticket
Mentioned a ‘garden, which tempted Edward to inquire, while we idled
tbout the beach—he was quite entrapped into going in, positively forced
t look through a whole lot of little rooms full of people’s things, and
tould absolutely scarce escape

% — TLone woman if I be,” was pursuing the irate basket-bearer,
vith g settled gripe of her charge, “an’ more reduced in circumstances
than formerly, Mistress Cornel —was I to be insultit wi' mean-like
Quest'ns about wham I keep't in my pickle quiet hens, or how I cookit
1y bit meals o' meat, an’ whatten pairt o’ my house I had to mysel'—an’
D00, set them up, it's hairrins, is 't! Out upon siccan pantymine
®Peeches, say I1”

“Edward could scarce escape,” our luckless companion was whisper-
ing, ¢ from a sort of ogre, as he described it, who seemed in charge of the
Poultry, but turned out to be the proprietor or the tenant or something,
hWering from the back-yard, with an eye upon the garden, and seeming
10 live mysteriously about the Renlly, I do assure you, ma'am,” said
the, aloud, at the further proof of injury, “if you've felt offended, 'twas
'lnmtenhonal and, as for the lodgings, we——"
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grated off behind our tramnpling team, he seemed vainly attempting to toss
his charge upon the roof, and was left forlorn under a lamp, beating his
froeted hands athwart each other.

The natural idea was that we had left the ill-fated article behind us.
But boys will do for soldiers what they will not for ordinary people, and
the conductor’s perch had served to lodge more than its due. “I wasn't
geing to see a neighbour left in the lurch,” said the dragoon.

“ And very neighbourly she is, is Mrs. Ram-mage,” his wife explained,
“ though she do live over the way, and rather a odd name to pronounce
—which of course, ma'am, that's 'ow we were sure of it.”

“ Yes, I don’t think there's another such name,” agreed he, ‘“even
hereaway, where I should say there’s a lot of odd ones.

% Most people arn’t 'arf so friendly hereabouts,” was her cordial enco-
mium on the owner ; ¢ more particularly in regard of clothes-lines or
a washing-tub, and that—w'ich you can’t always be expected to carry.”

Unfortunately for the subject of their praises, however, our boy felt
much incommoded by the jar ; long ere we reached the turnpike, he was
shifting from one foot to the other, and at length said—* It's ower heavy,
wdger,—let alane the cauldness o't, and there’s a fare to get out at

Cockhillside—it'll either hae to gang on the tap or be droppit.

From this alternative he was saved by the stoppage he had mentioned,
which relieved us of one companion, allowing the object of their care to
be taken in at the door. There, by our glimmer from the roof, it looked
between the dragoon’s knees a shapeless bulk indeed, somewhat like one's
fancy of the jars lodged with Ali Baba.

“Why, Mary Ann,” exclaimed her husband, feeling it carefully,
“it ain't a jar after all—it's a basket.”

‘A basket? Nonsense, Joe,” she said, *the man told you a jar—
quite distinct! I hope it ain’t a trick upon us?” Turning a frightened
fice in our direction, “ They do sometimes put babies in baskets and leave
em on people—and whatever should we do, if it was! Why, I've got four
o my own, ma'am, at home !

It proved to be neither a mere jar, nor simply a basket, but one of

compounds of both, well known under the name of “greybeard,”
Which are devoted to the conveyance of usquebaugh or aqua- vite.

“0 Joe,” cried the dragoon's wife, almost as scared at this discovery
2% at her previous thoughts, “ this can't be for Mrs. Rammage—whatever
ould she do with an ‘ole ‘ogged of whisky?”

“'Tain't a 'ogshead, missus, don’t ye see—it's only a greybeard,”
Teasoned he, with a positiveness enforced by some uncomfortable feeling ;
“and if her son is expected to-morrow, as you said,—why, mayn't she
Mean to have a little company ? "

“Well, if she do,” was the answer, “she’s as sly as sly / Talways did
tay, for a Scotchwoman, Mrs. Ram-mage was not close of her affairs—and
ore especially when I gave her, no longer ago than yesterday, that nice
dyed ribbon she admired.”
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4 Of course he does; of course he'll say I'm wrong. I won't ask Ler
again,—that's all.”

% Oh, Harry! don't say that. You know you'll ask her. You would
to-morrow, if she were here.”

“ You don't know me, Cecilia, or you would not say so. When I have
made up my mind to a thing, I am generally firm about it. She said
something about two years, and I will not say a word to alter that decision.
If it be altered, it shall be altered by her.”

In the meantime he punished Florence by sending her no speciai
answer to her letter. He wrote to her as usual; but he made no reference
to his last proposal, nor to her refusal. She had asked him to tell her that
he was not angry, but he would tell her nothing of the kind. He told her
when and where and how he would meet her, and convey her from Strat-
ton to Clavering ; gave her some account of a play he had seen; described
s little dinner-party in Onslow Crescent; and told her a funny story about
Mr. Walliker and the office at the Adelphi. But he said no word, even in
rebuke, as to her decision about their marriage. He intended ‘that this
should be felt to be severe, and took pleasure in the pain that he would be
giving. Florence, when she received her letter, knew that he was sore,
and understood thoroughly the working of his mind. “I will comfort
bim when we are together,” she said to herself. “I will make him reason-
able when I see him.” It was not the way in which he expected that his
anger would be received.

One day on his return home he found a card on his table which
surprised him very much. It contained a name but no address, but over
the name there was a pencil memorandum, stating that the owner of the
card would call again on his return to London after Easter. The name
on the card was that of Count Pateroff. He remembered the name well
as scon as he saw it, though he had never thought of it since the solitary
occasion on which it had been mentioned to him. Count Pateroff was the
man who had been Lord Ongar's friend, and respecting whom Lord
Ongar had brought a false charge against his wife. Why should Count
Pateroff call on him? Why was he in England? Whence had he
learned the address in Bloomsbury Square? To that last question he had
no difficulty in finding an answer. Of course he must have heard it
from Lady Ongar. Count Pateroff had now left London! IIad he gone
to Ongar Park? Harry Clavering’s mind was instantly filled with
suspicion, and he became jealous in spite of Florence Burton. Could it
be that Lady Ongar, not yet four months a widow, was receiving at her
house in the country this man with whose name her own had been so
fatally joined? If so, what could he think of such bebaviour? He was
very angry. Ie knew that he was angry, but he did not at all know
that he was jealous. Was he not, by her own declaration to him, her
only friend ; and as such could he entertain such a suspicion without
anger? “Her friend ! " he maid to himself. “Not if she has any dealings
whatever with that man after what she has told me of him!” He
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Hodern Gengva,

———

It is possible that Geneva may ere long become a sensitive point in
European affairs. If we ask our readers to interest themselves in her
politics it is because they represent the furthest advance of radicalism,
and in her condition we can judge of some fruits of “red” government.

Geneva is now, as she has been for centuries, a centre of opposition
to the past. From the time of the Albigensian persecution to the latest
socialist plot, she has welcomed malcontents from neighbouring countries,
and lent a willing ear to their revolutionary doctrines. No other
population in Europe is like the mixed race of Geneva, recruited as it is
at each outbreak of turbulent thought that troubles society.

The chief charactéristic of the refugee people that has made Geneva
its metropolis is its passionate intelligence. Intellectual action that is
ensily roused to practical violence marks the children of men who knew
how to sacrifice country and home to an opinion. Nor is there the
balance of other dispositions usually present in national life, to check the
inherent tendencies of those French, and Italian, and German, and even
English families who sought in the * Protestant Rome " a shelter for their
political or religious discontent.

Such a refugee people is eager to welcome any leader that can
guide its excess of mental energy. We know how Calvin curbed the
free-thinkers that flocked to his model republic, and changed the “ Liber-
tines” of the town into Puritan dogmatizers of the straitest sort. The
fervour of Rousseau was able to rouse his formalist fellow-tradesmen
to study of the Contrat Social. The witty impiety and luxury of
Voltaire were clumsily imitated by the richer burghers in the intervals
of priscs d’armes and political tempests in a teacup. The ideologucs
of the last century found in Geneva an anvil wherecon to sharpen
the weapons which afterwards routed the unprepared and contemptuous
feudalisms.

We but remind our readers of the pet republic of the encyclopedists
that they may understand the embarrassments of her citizens when 1815
and its restorations arrived. When the tide of French revolution had
receded, they had to begin the world afresh with what remained to them
of a dead past, and a keen sense of their actual destitution in the eyes of
the neighbouring powers. Revolt from France was a new step for the
Genevese who had long leant for support on their great neighbour ; but
they sued often and humbly to the allied sovereigns at Bile for recognition
in the new European family. They had become infected by English ideas
during the Coppet opposition to Napoleon, and began to wish for our
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MODERN GENEVA. 419

“un doute succtde i un autre doute comme la vague 4 la vague.” “Ilya,”
he writea again, ‘“‘dans les choses humaines une certaine pente qu'on
ne remonte pas.” Sad testimony from one of the most earnest and
candid among the destroyers of the past! His words seem of special
application to the Geneva which by many ties, though not by that of
birth, claims him for her own.

The unchecked triumph of M. Fazy which silenced the educated and
richer classes at Geneva, and which reduced the Conservative minority in
the Grand Conseil occasionally to one dissentient, was dangerous in its
completeness. The seven rulers of the executive were unfettered by any
external authority, for ¢ public opinion ” had been effectually muzzled by
an ubiquitous press, and was checked in any revival by judicious sops, and
even by repression worthy of the Stuart Star Chamber. The upper class
withdrew to their country-houses, and to the half-dozen streets where
they congregate in the upper town. They looked on silently at the
wasteful and gaudy changes going on below, carefully excluding from
their society all of opinions even tinged with Fazyism. They no longer
offered the same welcome to the foreigners whom they had once been
pleased to see in their town. They have been blamed for their inertness,
but in truth it is difficult for any but Radical governments to succeed in
any canton while the existing Federal system gives such facility for
political intrigue. The good sense and disinterestedness of a whole class
is as nothing, when some tavern orator rouscs those passions which have
been fostered by the Radical lenders. They have become, to quote a dis-
tinguished Genevese, M. Ernest Naville, “une flamme obscure qui
dévore la république.” M. Fazy has lost influence; he may fail, as jn the
attempt to raise insurrection at Thonon in 1860, on the occasion of the
French annexation, but the evils he has created live after him, nor is
it easy to see a prosperous issue for the republic while her present con-
stitution exists. Every year Geneva is distracted by elections that
seem chiefly profitable to a clique of journalists and government agents.
The legislative and executive councils are chosen in alternate years,
%0 as to multiply the orgies during which the sovereign people declares
ita will.

A political sketch by M. Erncst Naville of the results in Geneva of
radicalism, contains the following description of an election, that may
interest those who think we in England need violent changes in our system.
“ L'élection approche. On rassemble les cercles de la ville; on passe de
grandes revues dans les assemblées populaires: en méme temps on court les
campagnes. On stine les défiances; on cultive avec amour tous les genres de
division. D'un sillon on fait un fossé : on s'cfforce de le creuser en abime.
On exploite les moindres incidents ; on fait appel A tous les intéréts, & toutes
les passions. Des affiches incandescentes couvrent les murs; les journalistes
embouchent leurs plus grosses trompettes, et sonnent la charge du combat.
Clest alors que sc font de larges plaies au corps social. Alors la religion,
privée de son caractére auguste, figure dans les manceuvres électorales,






























MODERN GENEVA. 429

the alien Swiss cantons is not much looked for, in the event of fresh
disturbances.  “ Those fools of confederates,” exclaims M. Fazy, ‘“are
behind the age!” The Radical demagogue has trained his followers to
dislike the interference of Berne.

‘What future remains for the arccient republic? From the day that
she became a political agent, she has been in danger. Political fever has
exhausted her strength. In her delirium, we find her dreaming with the
rest of Switzerland of a marine ! That will, we presume, involve marine
neutrality and marine guarantees, and even more dangerous diplomacy than.
that forced on her by the treaties of 1815.

The presence of the notorious Russian incendiary Hertzen and his
paper, the Kolokol, still further increases the responsibilities of Geneva.
She is a piece of tinder ready for a spark. We trust it may not ignite
Europe, as a lucifer-match may set on fire a timber-yard. Even the Pope,
the last Conservative prince in Europe, has no reason to rejoice in the
advance at Geneva of the Roman Catholic creed. Extreme demoralisation
has accompanied the success of the Ultramontane agents. ¢ Vous allez
voir,” said an elderly Savoyard curé, & supposer que nous prenions
Genéve, que le siége nous aura cofité vingt mille ames.” Switzerland
might make a gallant defence against the open attacks of her neighbours.
She will find it hard to resist the destruction lately introduced by “red ”
theories, when Furst is replaced by Ochsenbein, and Calvin by Fazy.
Yet Switzerland is important to European balance, and Geneva is the weak
point of Switzerland. We trust the final blow may not be struck at her
ancient liberties under pretence of ‘‘ non-intervention, " such as that which
in 1846 betrayed the foreign cantons. ¢ Non-intervention,” said Talley-
rand, ¢ is much the same as intervention ! ”
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“that is, my brethren,” he kindly continued, “a lion in the bloom of
youth.” O ye gods! a rosy-checked lion, a blushing lion! And yet he
never saw the incongruity, but thought in his heart that he had made
matters clear and comfortable to our comprehensions.

Perhaps, as a matter of fact, every one is better informed than his
fellow upon some point, and every one therefore who can speak or write is
capable of conveying information. But let us take care that the man to
whom we go is a sterling man, a genuine professor of the subject on which
we consult him. No one surely who wished to learn how to milk a cow
would apply to the school-girl who was passing through a course of in-
struction, but to the milkmaid herself. Neither would a reasonable man
who desired to become acquainted with top-dressing and turnips inquire
of any other than an experienced farmer. But from these, undoubtedly,
a great deal might be learned. The relative value of a knowledge of the
classics and a knowledge of milking or of agriculture has little to do with
the fact that farmer and classic have each a very considerable amount of
knowledgze which the other does not possess. The presence of superior
information on one side is as clear as its presence on the other; and no
one, however learned, who will condescend to ask questions, can go
through the world without confessing that he becomes a wiser man almost
every day of his life.

I think we deceive ourselves wretchedly about the amount and value
of our information. General knowledge is exceedingly superficial with
the mass of ‘‘educated people,” though they may be, perhaps, the last to
think so. We take our acquirements too much for granted. Most of us,
perhaps, know how far Mercury is from the sun ; that the peregrine falcon
changes tlie colour and markings of her plumage after the first moult, and
that flint is one of the primitive earths, But should we be able to endure
one of the great tests of a thorough soundness; to answer, off-hand, the
searching, though simple, questions of a child in the easy rudiments of
astronomy, ornithology, or geology? However, men will gild an orna-
ment when they cannot afford a golden onc; and we are all ready enough
to assert ourselves in matters of information : we don’t let the world rate
us at too low an estimate. The best of us tag on a bit of tinsel some-
times. We all do it,—from the man who * crams” his conversation, to
him who is only silent in order that he may appear to know. And really,
after all, there is nothing very alarming in all this. There is often much
less hypocrisy in it than in the conventional ¢ Good morning ;" aud if a
man will only refrain from irritating his fellow-creatures, by assuming
their boundless ignorance in the explanation he offers them on matters
which are patent to mankind ; if he will avoid, as far as possible, flourishing
Lis superior information in their faces when they least desire it ; if he will
not profess a profound acquaintance with matters of which he is entircly
ignorant, we shall all jog on very comfortably, cither in our learning or
our ignorance; for, whatever clse we may lack or possess, there wiil at
lcast be the happy presence of that invaluable companion, good-humour.

voL. XurL—~o. 76. 21.
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rience for ourselves Ly the consciously controlled use of our emotions.
To this we must add the implied discovery of the important distinction,
that our expeiience divides into two classes, the one of which may be
calivd transitive, and the other intransitive ; that is to say, in the former
case the behaviour expresses itself in overt action, while in the latter case
the experience is wholly passive. It is to these last-named states of mind
that culture applies; and it holds the same position in reference to them
that morality does in relation to practical conduct. The intransitive has
always necessarily been a wider and more important sphere of life than
the transitive, for in the mundane arrangement of things, opportunities
for overt action present themselves very sluggishly and sparsely contrasted
with the quick and continuous action of the feelings ; and although in
modern times the world grows busier than of old, civilization progres-
sively multiplying the active opportunities, still the intransitive region
has extended itself upon a larger scale than the transitive. Our ideas and
feelings are in more striking disproportion to our doings than ever; and
it may be this fact which has forced upon us the idea of culture as a
doctrine. Religious contemplation used to be the only opening for culture,
in addition to the delight offered by the Fine Arts, but a fresh domain
has been added by modern physical science, its disclosures pressing even
the intellect into this service by the sheer grandeur of our mental con-
ceptions of the world we find ourselves in. The field of our knowledge,
owing to the revelations of the telescope, the microscope, chemical
analysis, scientific classification, as in the case of geology, and the
increasing stores of information resulting from foreign travel and inter-
national intercourse, is extended far beyond the possibilitics or needs
of the practical conduct. The heavens and the earth are opened to
ns, new constellations of discoveries ever arising, which startle us with
feclings of surprise and joy, underneath which we have simply to sit
still.  Something very nearly akin to this may even now be said
of tlhe way in which we are affected by the spectacle of the wonders
which man himself achicves by the aid of present scientific appliances.
Our contemplation of modern constructive and manufacturing feats,
and of the control we are obtaining over elementary forces, is in
itself an additional means of a more liberal culture, since the intran-
sitive feelings are now often aroused by it, and that very acutely.
But, perhaps, a still more striking instance of the enlargement of the
sphere of culture in recent times remains to be noted. The ancients, as
it has oft>n been remarked, had no school of landscape-painting, and there
are few traces among them of anything answering to that intense fecling
which we now call by the name of a love of Nature. It is not to be
supposed, for we have proofis to the contrary, that the Greeks, for example,
did not feel some emotion at the sight of the quiet sea, or when standing
un’er the arch of the midnight sky; but there is no evidence whatever
that this feeling was cultivated designedly, only for the enjoyment of it.
Novw, however, men deliberately make journeys across the world to hear
21—2
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Has culture any dangers? Some of those who have most clearly
perceived the growing tendency towards it, express strange apprehensions.
The risk of it appears to lie in a certain reflex bearing it may have upon
our practical lives. When the notion is fully realized that selected and
artificial arrangements are better for the purposes of emotion than actual
circumstances, will fixedness of principles be observed? If goodness
is no longer held to be an end in itself, but only useful as a means
for securing a result in our experience, may not justice and honour
come to be regarded as rude, provisional rules, only absolutely cbli-
gatory during the infantage of men, before they had arrived at an
intelligent discretion of expediency ? May men seck to pick and
choose, to re-arrange and select in the practical as well ‘as the
ideal life, having reference simply to emotional gratifications? Will
the sense of duty be transformed from the recognition of a positive and
outward obligation into a mere feeling of an inward impulse, without
fixedness, but changing and varying with the mood? May not persons
even be tempted designedly to exhaust the varicties of conduct, for the
very purpose of testing the possibilities of experience; each one again
plucking for himself the fatal apple of the dread tree of life, from the old
fascinating curiosity of distinguishing good and evil? These are disturb-
ing questions, and the more so since there scems to be some evidence
pointing in favour of the more startling answer. Even in religious
matters, where individual conviction has the severest sway, a kind of
laxness of denominational principles is showing itsclf. In all quarters
the talk is now of “union,” and the desire for that appears to be rising
above the claims of distinctive belief ; an impaticnce is evinced that con-
sidcrations of abstract truth should stand in the way of social intercourse.
Does not, it may be asked, this indicate a dilapidation of the conscience ?
Is it not likely that vigorous, healthy morality will be exchanged for a
weak and morbid sentimentalism ? It may be well, however, to remember
that a new doctrine is certain to start fears of this kind, mercly by its
being new. Christianity itself, for instance, which was most essentially
a new religious cult, must have raised among the believers in the Law
very unscttling questions much akin to these. Some passages of St. Paul's
Epistles set at nought all positive prescriptions in favour of an emotional
statc of mind ; but the new motives, intangible as they might at first
appear, proved themselves fully adequate in practice. The reassuring
guarantee, however, is, that the feelings which actuate the practical life
cannot be greatly interfered with by ideal culture ; they will not allow of
much meddling with in an experimental way : while nobody in their
sane wits can doubt that they can only be cfficiently excrcised according
to the old-fashioned rules of positive morality, which are thus quite safe
against being imagined away. The culture of the intransitive and the
transitive feclings does not proceed in the same way nor by similar means.
It is & man’s own acts, and his personal relationships towards other indi-
viduals, which fix and regulate the latter; and those doings, to turn ovt
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express the astonishment I feel at my own patience? No words can
cxpress it.

 October 18th.—Armadale came to breakfast this morning, by way of
catching Midwinter before he shuts himself up over his work.

 Conversation the same as yesterday’s conversation at lunch.
Armadale has made his bargain with the agent for hiring the yacht.
The agent (compassionating his total ignorance of the language) has
helped him to find an interpreter, but can’t help him to find a crew.
The interpreter is civil and willing, but doesn’t understand the sea.
Midwinter's assistance is indispensable ; and Midwinter is requested (and
consents !) to work harder than ever, so as to make time for helping his
friend. When the crew is found, the merits and defects of the vessel
are to be tried by a cruise to Sicily, with Midwinter on board to give his
opinion. Lastly (in case she should feel lonely), the ladies’ cabin is most
obligingly placed at the disposal of Midwinter's wife. All this was settled
at the breakfast-table ; and it ended with one of Armadale’s neatly-turned
compliments, addressed to myself:—¢I mean to take Neelie sailing with
me, when we are married. And you have such good taste, you will be able
to tell me everything the ladies’ cabin wants between that time and this.’

“If some women bring such men as this into the world, ought other
women to allow them to live? It is a matter of opinion. I think not.

“ What maddens me, is to sec, as I do see plainly, that Midwinter
finds in Armadale’s company, and in Armadale’s new yacht, a refuge from
me. IHe is always in better spirits when Armadale is here. He forgets
me in Armadale almost as completely as he forgets me in his work. And
Ibear it! What a pattern wife, what an excellent’Christian I am !

“ October 19th.—Nothing new. Yesterday over again.

“ Qctober 20th.—One piece of ncws. Midwinter is suffering from
nervous headache; and is working in spite of it, to make time for his
holiday with his friend.

“ October 21st.—Midwinter is worse. Angry and wild and unapproach-
able, after two bad nights, and two uninterrupted days at his desk. Under
any other circumstances he would take the warning, and leave off. But
nothing warns him now. He is still working as hard as ever, for Arma-
dale’s sake. Iow much longer will my patience last?

« Qctober 22nd.—Signs, last night, that Midwinter is taxing his brains
beyond what his brains will bear. When he did fall asleep, he was
frightfully restless ; groaning and talking and grinding his teeth. From
some of the words I heard, he scemed at one time to be dreaming of his
life when he was a boy, roaming the country with the dancing dogs. At
another tire he was back again with Armadale, imprisoned all night on
the wrecked ship. Towards the early morning hours, he grew quieter. - I
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¢ Two o'clock.—Armadale here as usual; eager to know when Mid-
winter will be at his service. No definite answer to be given to the
question yet —seeing that it all depends on Midwinter's capacity to
continue at“his desk. Armadale sat down disappointed—he yawned,
and put his great clumsy hands in his pockets. I took up a book. The
brute didn't understand that I wanted to be left alone; he began again
on the unendurable subject of Miss Milroy, and of all the fine things she
was to have when he married her. IHer own riding horse; her owa
pony-carriage ; her own beautiful little sitting-room upstairs at the
great house, and so on. All that I might have had once, Miss Milroy is
to have now—if I let her.

“ Siz o'clock.—More of the everlasting Armadale! Half an hour
since, Midwinter came in from his writing, giddy and exhausted. I had
been pining all day for a little music, and I knew they were giving Norma
at the theatre here. It struck me that an hour or two at the opera might
do Midwinter good, as well as me; and I said, ¢ Why not take a box at
the San Carlo to-night?’ He answered in a dull, uninterested manner,
that he was not rich enough to take a box. Armadale was present, and
flourished his well-filled purse in his usual insufferable way. ¢.I'm rich
enough, old boy, and it comes to the same thing.’ With those words, he
took up his hat, and trampled out on his great elephant’s feet, to get the
box. I looked after him from the window, as he went down the street.
‘Your widow, with her twelve hundred a year,’ I thought to myself,
‘might take a box at the San Carlo whenever she pleased, without being
beholden to anybody.” The empty-headed wretch whistled as he went his
way to the theatre, and tossed his loose silver magnificently to every beggar
who ran after him.

- * - »

¢ Midnight.—I am alone again at last. Have I nerve enough to write
the history of this terrible evening, just as it has passed? I have nerve
enough, at any rate, to turn to a new leaf, and try.

CHAPTER II
Tue Di1ArRy CONTINUED.

“WE went to the San Carlo.  Armadale’s stupidity showed iteelf, even in
such a simple matter as taking a box. Ile had confounded an opera with
a play, and had chosen a box close to the stage, with the idea that onc's
chief object at a musical performance is to see the faces of the singers as
plainly as possible! Fortunately for our cars, Bellini's lovely melodies
are, for the most part, tenderly and delicately accompanicd—or the
crchestra might have deafened us.

“ 1 sat back in the box at first, well out of sight ; for it was impossible
to be sure that some of my old friends of former days at Naples might
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enough to add, was mine, for I evidently understood foreign music, and
enjoyed it. Ladies generally did. His darling little Neelie——

“I was in no humour to be persecuted with his ¢ Darling Neelie’
after what T had gone through at the theatre. It might have been the
irritated state of my nerves, or it might have been the Eau-de-Cologne
flying to my head—but the bare mention of the girl scemed to set me in
a flame. I tried to turn Armadale’s attention in the direction of the supper-
table. He was much obliged, but he had no appetite for more. I offered
him wine next—the wine of the country, which is all that our poverty
allows us to place on the table. He was much obliged again. The
foreign wine was very little more to his taste than the foreign music; but
he would take some because I asked him ; and he would drink my health
in the old-fashioned way—with his best wishes for the happy time when
we should all meet again at Thorpe-Ambrose, and when there would be a
mistress to welcome me at the great house.

¢ Was he mad to persist in this way? No; hisface answered for him.
He was under the impression that he was making himself particularly
agreeable to me.

« T looked at Midwinter. He might have seen some reason for inter-
fering to change the conversation, if he had looked at me in return. But
he sat silent in his chair, irritable and overworked, with his eyes on the
ground, thinking.

“T got up and went to the window. Still impenetrable to a sense of
his own clumsiness, Armadale followed me. If I had been strong enough
to toss him out of the window into the sea, I should certainly have done
it at that moment. Not being strong enough, I looked steadily at the
view over the bay, and gave him a hint, the broadest and rudest I could
think of, to go.

“¢ A lovely night for a walk,” I said, ‘if you are tempted to walk
back to the hotel.’

T doubt if he heard me. At any rate I produced no sort of effect on
him. He stood staring sentimentally at the moonlight ; and—there is
really no other word to express it—blew a sigh. I felt a presentiment
of what was coming, unless I stopped his mouth by speaking first.

“ ¢ With all your fondness for England,’ I said, ‘ you must own that
we have no such moonlight as that at home.’

¢ He looked at me vacantly, and blew another sigh.

“¢] wonder whether it's as fine to-night in England as it is here?’
he gaid. ¢ I wonder whether my dear little girl at home is looking at the
moonlight, and thinking of Me?’

“T could endure it no longer. I flew out at him at last.

“¢Good heavens, Mr. Armadale!’ I exclaimed, ‘is there only one
subject worth mentioning, in the narrow little world you live in? I'm
sick to death of Miss Milroy. Do pray talk of something else !’

“ His great broad stupid face coloured up to the roots of his hideous
yellow hair. ¢I beg your pardon,’ he stammered, with a kind of sulky
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despair in them. He never answered when I expressed my surprise at
his coming in so much sooner than usual ; he wouldn't even tell me, when
I asked the question, if he was ill. Pointing peremptorily to the chair
from which I had risen on his entering the room, he told me to sit down
again ; and then after a moment, added these wcrds :—* I have something
serious to say to you.'

“T thought of what T had done—or, no, of what I had tried to do—
in that interval between half past ten and half past eleven, which I have
left unnoticed in my diary—and the deadly sickness of terror, which I
never felt at the time, came upon me now. I sat down again, as I
had been told, without speaking to Midwinter, and without looking
at him,

“ He took a turn up and down the room, and then came and stood
over me.

¢“¢If Allan comes here to-morrow,” he began, ‘and if you see
him

‘ His voice faltered, and he said no more. There was some dreadful
grief at his heart that was trying to master him. But there are times
when his will is a will of iron. He took another turn in the room, and
crushed it down. He came back, and stood over me again.

¢ ¢ When Allan comes here to-morrow,’ he resumed, ¢ let him come
into my room, if he wants to sece me. I shall tell him that I find it
impossible to finish the work I now have on hand as soon as I had hoped,
and that he must, therefore, arrange to find a crew for the yacht, without
any assistance on my part. If he comes, in his disappointment, to appeal
to you—give him no hope of my being free in time to help him, if he
waits. Encourage him to take the best assistance he can get from strangers,
and to set about mauning the yacht without any further delay. The more
occupation he has to keep him away from this house ; and the less you
encourage him to stay here, if he does come, the better I shall be pleased.
Don't forget that, and don't forget one last direction which I have now to
give you. When the vessel is ready for sea, and when Allan invites us to
sail with him, it is my wish that you should positively decline to go. 1Ile
will try to make you change your mind—for I shall, of course, decline, on
my side, to leave you in this strange house and in this foreign country by
yourself. No matter what he says, let nothing persuade you to alter your
decision. Refuse, positively and finally! Refuse, I insist on it, to set
your foot on the new yacht!’

“IIe ended quietly and firmly—with no faltering in his voice, and
no signs of hesitation or relenting in hisface. The sense of surprise which
I might otherwise have felt at the strange words he had addressed to me,
was lost in the sense of relief that they brought to my mind. The dread
of those othcr words that I had expected to hear from him, left me as
suddenly as it had come. I could look at him, I could speak to him
once more.

“¢You may depend,’ I answered, ‘on my doing exactly what you
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the lemonade was made? and did you tell him that he would only
confuse you, and that you would give him the receipt in writing, if he
wanted it?’

¢ This time, the words did really die on my lips. I could only bow
my head, and answer ¢ Yes ' mutely in that way. Midwinter went on.

«¢Allun laughed, and went to the window to look out at the Bay,
and I went with him. After a while, Allan remarked, jocosely, that
the mere sound of the liquids you were pouring out, made him thiraty.
When he said this, I turned round from the window. I approached
you, and said the lemonade took a long time to make. You tonched
me, a8 I was walking away again, and handed me the tumbler filled
to the brim. At the same time, Allan turned round from the window;
and I, in my turn, handed the tumbler to kim.—Is there any mistake
so far ?’

“ The quick throbbing of my heart almost choked me. I could just
shake my head—1I could do no more.

«¢] saw Allan raise the tumbler to his lips.—Did you see it? I saw
his face turn white, in an instant.—Did you 7 I saw the glass fall from
his hand on the floor. I saw him stagger, and caught him before he fell.
Are these things true? For God's sake, search your memory, and tell me
—are these things true?’

“ The throbbing at my hecart seemed, for one breathless instant, to
stop. The next moment something fiery, something maddening, flew
through me. I started to my feet, with my temper in a flame, reckless
of all consequences, desperate enough to say anything.

¢ Your questions are an insult ! Your looks are an insult!’ I burst
out. Do you think I tried to poison him 2’

“ The words rushed out of my lips in spite of me. They were the
last words under heaven that any woman, in such a situation as mine,
vught to have spoken. And yet I spoke them !

“ He rose in alarm, and gave me my smelling-bottle. ¢IIush! hush!’
he said. ¢ You, too, are overwrought—you, too, are over-éxcited by all
that has happened to-right. You are talking wildly and shockingly.
Good God ! how can you have so utterly misunderstood me? Compose
yourself—pray, compose yourself.’

“1le might as well have told a wild animal to compose herself.
Having been mad enough to say the words, I was mad enough next, to
return to the subject of the lemonade, in spite of his entreaties to me to
be silent.

«¢J told you what 1 had put in the glass, the moment M. Armadale
fainted,’ I went on; insisting furiously on defending myself, when no
attack was made on me. *Itold you I had taken the flask of brandy
which you keep at your bedside, and mixed somne of it with the lemonade.
Iow could I know that he had a nervous horror of the smell and taste of
brandy ? Didn't he say to me himself, when he came to his senses, It's
wy fault ; I ought to have warned you to put no brandy init? Didn't
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Now do you know why I won’t help Allan? Why I won't sail with
him? Why I am plotting and lying, and making you plot and lie too, to
keep my best and dearest friend out of the house?’

“ ¢ Have you forgetten Mr. Brock’s letter 2’ I asked.

“ He struck his hand passionately on the open manuseript. ¢If
Mr. Brock had lived to see what we have seen to-night, he would have
felt what I feel, he would have said what I say!’ His voice sank
mysteriously, and his great black eyes glittered at me as he made that
answer. ¢ Thrice the Shadows of the Vision warned Allan in his sleep,’
he went on ; ‘and thrice those Shadows have been embodied in the after-
time by You, and by Me! You, and no other, stood in the Woman's
place at the pool. I, and no other, stood in the Man's place at the window.
And you and I together, when the last Vision showed the Shadows together,
stand in the Man's place and the Woman's place still! For this, the
miserable day dawned when you and I first met. For this, your influence
drew me to you, when my better angel warned me to fly the sight of your
face. There is a curse on our lives! there is a fatality in our footsteps !
Allan's future depends on his scparation from us at once and for cver.
Drive him from the place we live in, and the air we breathe. Force him
among strangers—the worst and wickedest of them will be more harmless
to him than we are! Let his yacht sail, though he goes on lLis knees to
ask us, without You and without Me—and let him know how I loved him
in another world than this, where the wicked cease from troubling and the
weary are at rest !’ .

¢ His grief conquered him—his voice broke into a sob when he spoke
those last words. He took the Narrative of the Dream from the table, and
left me as abruptly as he had come in.

“ As I heard his door locked between us, my mind went back to what
he had #aid to me, about myself. In remembering ¢ the miserable day’
when we first saw each other, and ‘the better angel’ that had warned him
to ‘fly the sight of my fuce,” I forgot all else. It doesn’t matter what I
felt. I wouldn’t own it, even if I had a friend to speak to. Who cares for
the misery of such a woman as I am? who believes in it? Besides, he
spoke under the influence of the mad superstition that has got possession
of him again. There is every excuse for him—there is no excuse for me.
If I can’t help being fond of him, through it all, I must take the conse-
quences and suffer. I deserve to suffer ; I dererve neither love nor pity
from anybody.—Good heavens, what a fool I am! And how unnatural
all this would be, if it was written in a book !

“ Tt has struck one. T can hear Midwinter still, pacizg to and fro in
his room.

¢ Ie is thinking, I suppose? Well! I can think too. What am I
to do next? I shall wait and sce. Events take odd turns, sometimes—
and cevents may justify the fatalism of the amiable man in the next room,
who curses the day when he first saw my face. He may live to curse it

for other reasons than he has now. If I am the Woman pointed at in the
oa_o
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keeping Manuel and Midwinter apart. Thus far, I had only remembered
that Midwinter’s fatalism had smoothed the way for me, by abandoning
Armadale beforehand to any stranger who might come forward to help
him. Thus far, the sole object I had kept in view was to protect myself,
by the sacrifice of Armadale, from the exposure that threatened me. I
tell no lies to my Diary. I don't affect to have felt a moment's con-
sideration for the interests of Armadale’s purse, or the safety of
Armadale’s life. I hated him too savagely to care what pitfalls my
tongue might be the means of opening under his feet. But I certainly
did not see (until that last question was put to me) that, in serving his
own designs, Manuel might—if he dared go all lengths for the money—be
serving my designs too. The one overpowering anxiety to protect myself
from exposure before Midwinter, had (I suppose) filled all my mind, to
the exclusion of everything else.

¢ Finding that I made no reply for the moment, Manuel reiterated his
question, putting it in a new form.

“‘You have cast your Englishman at me,’ he said, ¢like the sop to
Cerberus. Would you have been quite so ready to do that, if you had
not had a motive of your own? I repeat my question. You have an
interest in this—what is it?”’

¢ ¢ I have two interests,” I answered. ¢ The interest of forcing you to
respect my position here; and the interest of ridding myself of the sight
of you, at once and for ever |’ I spoke with a boldness he had not yet
heard from me. The sense that I was making the villain an instrument
in my hands, and forcing him to help my purpose blindly, while he was
helping his own, roused my spirits, and made me feel like myself again.

“ He laughed. ¢Strong language, on certain occasions, is a lady's
privilege,” he said. ¢ You may, or may not, rid yourself of the sight of
me, at once and for ever. We will leave that question to be settled in the
future. But your other interest in this matter puzzles me. You have told
me all I need know about the Englishman and his yacht, and you have
made no conditions before you opened your lips. Pray, how are you to
force me, as you suy, to respect your position here ?’

«“¢I will tell you how,’ I rejoined. ¢ You shall hear my conditions
first. I insist on your leaving me in five minutes more. I insist on your
never again coming near the house where I live ; and I forbid your attempt-
ing to communicate in any way, ecither with me, or with that other
gentleman whom you saw with me at the theatre !

“ ¢ And suppose I say no?’ he interposed. ¢In that case, what will
youdo?’

“¢In that case,’ 1 answered, ‘I shall say two words in private to the
rich young Englishman—and you will find yourself back again among the
chorus at the opera.’

“¢Youare a bold woman to take it for granted that I have my designs
on the Englishman already, and that I am certain to succeed in them.
How do you know 2
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meant, and found that Midwinter had spoken as he had warned me he
would speak when he and Armadale next met. He had announced that
he was unable to finish his work for the newspaper as soon as he had hoped;
and he had advised Armadale to find a crew for the yacht without waiting
for any assistance on his part.

@ All that it was necessary for me to do, on hearing this, was to perform
the promise I had made to Midwinter, when he gave me my directions
how to act in the matter. Armadale’s vexation on finding me resolved not
to interfere, expressed itself in the form of all others that is most personally
offensive to me. He declined to believe my reiterated assurances that I
posscssed no influence to exert in his favour. ¢If I was married to Neelie,’
he said, ¢ she could do anything she liked with me; and I am sure, when
you choose, you can do anything you like with Midwinter.' If the infatu-
ated fool had actually tried to stifle the last faint struggles of remorse and
pity left stirring in my heart, he could have said nothing more fatally to
the purpose than this ! I gave him a look which effectually silenced him
so far as I was concerned. He went out of the room grumbling and
growling to himself. ¢It's all very well to talk about manning the yacht.
I don’t speak a word of their gibberish here—and the interpreter thinks a
fisherman and a sailer mean the same thing. Hang me if I know what to
do with the vessel, now I have got her!’

“He will probably know by to-morrow. And if he only comes here
as usual, I shall know too !

“ October 25th, Ten at night.—Manuel has got him !

¢1le has just left us, after staying here more than an hour, and talking
the whole time of nothing but his own wonderful luck in finding the very
help he wanted, at the time when he needed it most.

“ At noon to-day, he was on the Mole, it seems, with his interpreter,
trying vainly to make himself understood by the vagabond population of
the water-side. Just as he was giving it up in despair, a stranger standing
by (Manuel had followed him, I suppose, to the Mole from his hotel)
kindly interfered to put things right. Ile eaid, ‘I speak your language
and their language, sir. I know Naples well; and I have been profession-
ally accustomed to the sea. Can I help you?’ The inevitable result
followed. Armadale shifted all his difliculties on to the shoulders of the
polite stranger, in his usual helpless, headlong way. His new friend,
however, insisted, in the most honourable manner, on complying with the
customary formalities before he would consent to take the matter into his
own hands. Ile begged leave to wait on Mr. Armadale, with his
testimonials to character and capacity. The same afternoon he had come
by appointment to the hotel, with all his papers, and with ¢the saddest
story ' of his sufferings and privations as ‘ a political refugee’ that Armadale
had ever heard. The interview was decisive. Manucl left the hotel, com~
missioned to find a crew for the yacht, and to fill the post of aalhng-muﬁer
on the trial cruise.
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% October 80th.—Nothing new to record, until to-day. To-day, the
change in our lives here has come at last !

“ Armadale presented himself this morning, in his noisiest high spirits,
to announce that the yacht was ready for sea, and to ask when Midwinter
would be able to go on board. I told him to make the inquiry himself in
Midwinter's room. Ie left me, with a last request that I would re-
consider my refusal to sail with him. I answered by a last apology for
persisting in my resolution ; and then took a chair alone at the window,
to wait the event of the interview in the next room.

¢ My whole future depended, now, on what passed between Midwinter
and his friend! Everything had gone smoothly up to this time. The
one danger to dread was the danger of Midwinter's resolution, or rather
of Midwinter's fatalism, giving way at the last moment. If he allowed
himself to be persuaded into accompanying Armadale on the cruise,
Manuel's exasperation against me would hesitate at nothing—he would
remember that I had answered to him for Armadale’s sailing from Naples
alone; and he would be capable of exposing my whole past life to
Midwinter before the vessel left the port. As I thought of this, and as
the slow minutes followed each other, and nothing reached my ears but the
hum of voices in the next room, my suspense became almost unendurable.
It was vain to try and fix my attention on what was going on in the street.
I sat Jooking mechanically out of the window, and seeing nothing.

% Suddenly—I can’t say in how long, or how short a time—the hum
of voices ceased ; the door opened ; and Armadale showed himself on the
threshold, alone.

¢ I wish you good-by," he said roughly. ¢And I hope, when I am
married, my wife may never cause Midwinter the disappointment that
Midwinter’'s wife has caused me !’

“ He gave me an angry look, and made me an angry bow—and, turning
sharply, left the room. :

“T saw the people in the strect again ! I saw the calm sea, and the
masts of the shipping in the harbour where the yacht lay! I could
think, I could breathe freely once more! The words that saved me
from Manuel—the words that might be Armadale's sentence of death—
had been spoken. The yacht was to sail without Midwinter, as well as
without Me!

My first feeling of exultation was almost maddening. DBut it was the
feeling of a moment only. My heart sank in me again, when I thought of
Midwinter alone in the next room.

“T went out into the passage to listen, and heard nothing. I tapped
gently at his door, and got no answer. I opened the door, and looked in.
1c was sitting at the table, with his face hidden in his hands. I looked
at him in silence—und saw the glistening of the tears, as they trickled
through his fingers,

“¢Leave me,’ he said, without moving his hands. ‘I must get over it
by myself.’
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hands resting on the balcony rail. ¢God Almighty bless and keep you,
Allan !’ he said fervently. ¢ Good-by for ever!’

. %I looked out to the sea. A soft steady breeze was blowing, and the
rippled surface of the water was sparkling in the quiet moonlight. I
looked again—and there passed slowly, between me and the track of the
moon, a long black vessel with tall shadowy ghost-like sails, gliding smooth
and noiseless through the water, like a snake.

% The wind had come fair, with the night; and Armadale’s yacht had
sailed on the trial cruise.

CHAPTER III.
TrE Diary Brokex OFr.

¢ London, November 19th.—I am alone again in the Great City ; alone,
for the first time, since our marriage. Nearly a week since, I started on
my homeward journey ; leaving Midwinter behind me at Turin.

¢ The days have been so full of events since the month began, and I
have been so harassed, in mind and body both, for the greater part of the
time, that my Diary has been wretchedly neglected. A few notes, written
in such hurry and confusion that I can hardly understand them myszelf,
are all that I possess to remind me of what has happened, since the night
when Armadale’s yacht left Naples. Let me try if I can set this right,
without more loss of time—let me try if I can recall the circumstances in
their order as they have followed each other, from the beginning of the
month.

“On the third of November—being then still at Naples—Midwinter
reccived a huwrried letter from Armadale, dated ¢ Messina.” ¢ The weather,’
he caid, ‘had been lovely, and the yacht had made one of the quickest
passages on record. The crew were rather a rough set to look at; but
Captain Manuel, and his English mate,’ (the latter described as ¢ the best
of good fellows,’) ‘managed them admirably.’ After this prosperous
beginning, Armadale had arranged, as a matter of course, to prolong the
cruise ; and, at the sailing-master’s suggestion, he had decided to visit some
of the ports in the Adriatic, which the captain had described as full of
character, and well worth seeing.

“ A postscript followed, explaining that Armadale had written in a
hurry to catch the steamer to Naples, and that he had opened his letter
again, before sending it off, to add something that he had furgotten. On
the day before the yacht sailed, he had been at the banker's to get ¢ a few
tundreds in gold,’ and ke believed he had left his cigar-case there. It
was an old friend of his, and he begged that Midwinter would oblige
Lim by endeavouring to recover it, and keeping it for him till they
met again,
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I would save him a loss of time by applying for any letters which
might have followed us from Naples. I had been waiting for the oppor-
tunity he now offered me; and I determined to snatch at it, without
allowing myself time to hesitate. There were no letters at the poste
restante for either of us. But, when he put the question on my return, I
told him that there had been a letter for me, with alarming news from
‘home.! My ‘ mother’ was dangerously ill ; and I was entreated to lose
no time in hurrying back to England to see her.

¢ It seems quite unaccountable—now that I am away from him—but it
is none the less true, that I could not, even yet, tell him a downright pre-
meditated falsehood, without a sense of shrinking and shame, which other
people would think, and which I think myself, utterly inconsistent with such
a character as mine. Inconsistent or not, I felt it. And what is stranger
—perhaps, I ought to say, madder—still, if he had persisted in his first
resolution to accompany me himself to England, rather than allow me to
travel alone, I firmly believe I should have turned my back on tempta-
tion for the second time, and have lulled myself to rest once more in
the old dream of living out my life happy and harmless in my husband's
love.

« Am I deceiving myself in this? It doesn't matter—I daresay I am.
Never mind what might have happened. What did happen is the only
thing of any importance now.

“It ended in Midwinter's letting me peranade him that I was old
encugh to take care of myself on the journey to England, and that he owed
it to the newspaper people, who had trusted their interests in his hands,
not to leave Turin just as he was established there. He didn't suffer at
taking leave of me as he suffered when he saw the last of his friend. I
saw that, and set down the anxiety he expressed that I should write to
him, at its proper value. I have quite got over my weakness for him at
last. No man who really loved me would have put what he owed to a
pack of newspaper people before what he owed to his wife. I hate him
for letting me convince him! I believe he was glad to get rid of me. I
believe he has scen some woman whom he likes at Turin. Well, let him
fullow his new fancy, if he pleases! I shall be the widow of Mr. Armadale
of Thorpe-Ambrose, before long—and what will his likes or dislikes matter
to me then? )

“The cvents on the journey were not worth mentioning, and my
arrival in London stands recorded already on the top of the new page.

¢ As for to-day, the one thing of any importance that I have done, since
1 got to the cheap and quiet hotel at which I am now staying, has been to
send for the landlord, and ask him to help me to a sight of the back numbers
of The Times newspaper. le has politely offered to accompany me him-
sclf to-morrow morning to some place in the City where all the papers are
kept, us he calls it, in file. Till to-morrow, then, I must control my
impatience for news of Armadale as well as I can.  And so good-night to
the pretty reflection of mysclf that appears in these pages |
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¢ Of course it is tedious. Is not waiting for anything always tedious ?
There's nothing I hate so much as waiting.”

% But listen to me,” said she, gravely. “If it is too tedious, if it is
more than you think you can bear without being unhappy, I will release
you from your engagement.”

“Florence !

“ Hear me to the end. It will make no change in me ; and then if
you like to come to me again at the end of the two years, you may be
sure of the way in which I shall receive you.”

“ And what good would that do ? "

“ Simply this good, that you would not be bound in a maunner that
makes you unhappy. If you did not intend that when you asked me to
Le your wife Oh, Harry, all I want is to make you happy. That
is all that I care for, all that I think about 1"

Harry swore to her with ten thousand oaths that he would not release
her from any part of her engagement with him, that he would give her
no Ioophole of escape from hiw, that he intended to hold her so firmly
that if she divided herself from him, she should be accounted among
women a paragon of falseness. He was ready, he said, to marry her to- .
morrow. That was his wish, his idea of what would be best for both of
them ;—and after that, if not to-morrow, then on the next day, and so on
till the day should come on which she should consent to become his wife.
e went on also to say that he should continue to torment her on the
subject about once a week till he had induced her to give way; and then
Le quoted a Latin line to show that a constant dropping of water will
Lollow a stone. This was somewhat at variance with a declaration he
had made to Mrs. Burton, in Onslow Crescent, to the effect that he would
never speak to Florence again upon the subject; but then men do
occasionally change their minds, and Harry Clavering was a man who
often changed his.

Florence, as he made the declaration above described, thought that he
played his part of lover very well, and drew herself a little closer to him
as she thanked him for his warmth. ¢ Dear Harry, you are so good and
o kind, and I do love you so truly!” 1n this way the journey was
made very pleasantly, and when Florence was driven up te the rectory
door she was quite contented with her coachman.

Harry Clavering, who is the hero of our story, will not, I fcar, have
hitherto presented himself to the reader as having much of the heroic
nature in his character. It will, perhaps, be complained of him that he
is fickle, vain, easily led, and almost as casily led to evil as to good. But
it should be remembered that hitherto he has been rather hardly dealt with
in these pages, and that his faults and weaknesses have been exposed
almost unfairly. That he had such faults and was subject to such weak-
nesses may be believed of him ; but there may be a question whether as
much evil would not be known of most men, let them be heroes or not be
heroes, if their churacters were, so to say, turned inside out before our eyes.

WVD—2







THE CLAVERINGS. 517

“But we are not going to be married for ever so long. Two years
hence has been the shortest time named.”

“Don't be sure of that, Florence,” said Fanny. ¢ We have all of us
received a special commission from Harry to talk you out of that heresy ;
have we not, mamma ?"”

I think you had better not tease Florence about that immediately on
her arrival. It's hardly fair.” Then, when they had drunk their tea,
Florence was taken away to her own room, and before she was allowed to
go downstairs she was intimate with both the girls, and had so far over-
come her awe of Harry's mother as to be able to answer her without
confusion.

“Well, sir, what do you think of her?” said Harry to his father, as
soon as they were alone.

“I have not had time to think much of her yet. She secems to be
very pretty. She-isn't so tall as I thought she would be.”

“Noj; she’s not tall,” said Harry, in a voice of disappointment.

“I've no doubt we shall like her very much. What money is she to
have?”

“ A hundred a year while her father lives.”

¢ That’s not much.”

¢ Much or little, it made no difference with me. I should never have
thought of marrying a girl for her money. It's a kind of thing that I
hate. I almost wish she was to have nothing.”

¢ I shouldn't refuse it if I were you.”

“ Of course, I shan't refuse it ; but what I mean is that I never
thought about it when I asked her to have me; aund I shouldn’t have been
a bit more likely to ask her if she had ten times as much.”

“ A fortune with one’s wife isn’t a bad thing for a poor man, Harry.”

“But a poor man must be poor in more senses than one when he
looks about to get a fortune in that way.”

“ 1 suppose you won’t marry just yet,” said the father. ¢ Including
everything, you would not have five hundred a year, and that would be
very close work in London.”

“1It's not quite decided yet, sir. As far as I am myself concerned, I
think that pcople are a great deal too prudent about money. I believe I
could live as a married man on a hundred a year, if I Lad no more; and
as for London, I don't sce why London should be moie expensive than
any other place. You can get exactly what you want in London, and
make your halfpence go farther there than anywhere else.”

“ And your sovereigns go quicker,” said the rector.

¢« All that is wanted,” said Harry, ¢is the will to live on your income,
and a little firmness in carrying out your plans.”

The rector of Clavezing, as he heard all this wisdom fall from his son's
lips, looked at Harry's expensive clothes, at the ring on his finger, at the
gold chain on his waistcoat, at the studs in his shirt, and smiled gently.
He was by no means so clever a man as his son, but he knew something
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then the bride clect was restored to her natural pre-eminence. This,
Liowever, Jasted only for two days, after which the bride was taken away.
The wedding was very nice, und pretty, and comfortable; and the people
of Clavering were much better satisfied with it than they had been with
that other marriage which has been mentioned as having been celebrated
in Clavering Church. The rectory family was generally popular, and
everybody wished well to the daughter who was being given away.
When they were gone there was a breakfast at the rectory, and speeches
were made with much volubility. On such an occasion the rector was a
great man, and llarry also shone in conspicuous rivalry with his father.
But Mr. Saul's spirit was not so well tuned to the occasion as that of the
rector or his son, and when he got upon his legs, and mournfully expressed
a hope that his friend Mr. Fielding might be enabled to bear the trials of
this life with fortitude, it was felt by them all that the speaking had better
be brought to an end.

“You shouldn’t laugh at him, Harry,” Fanny said to her brother
afterwards, almost seriously. ‘ One man can do one thing and one
another. You can make a speech better than he can, but I don't think
you could preach so good a sermon.”

“I declare I think you're getting fond of him after all,” said Harry.
Upon hearing this Fanny turned away with a look of great offence. *No
one but a brother,” said she, “would say such a thing as that to me,
because I don't like to hear the poor man ridiculed without cause.” That
evening, when they were alone, Fanny told Florence the whole story about
Mr. Saul.  ¢I tell you, you know, because you're like onc of ourselves
now. It has never been mentioned to any one out of the family.”

Florence declared that the story would be sacred with her.

“ I'm sure of that, dear, and therefore I like you to know it. Of course
such a thing was quitc out of the question. The poor fellow has no means
at all,—literally none. And then, independently of tha »

I don't think I should ever bring myself to think of that as the first
thing,” said Florence.

« No, nor would I. If T really were attached to & man, I think I would
tell him so, and agree to wait, either with hope or without it.”

¢ Just so, Fanny."”

% But there was nothing of that kind; and, indeed, he's the sort of
man that no girl would think of being in love with,—isn't he? You see
he will hardly take the trouble to dress himself decently.”

I have only seen him at a wedding, you know.”

“ And for him he was quite bright. But you will sce plenty of him
if you will go to the schools with me. And indced he comes here a great
deal, quite as much as he did before that happened. He is so good,
Florence ! ”

“ Poor man ! " :

“ I can’t in the least make out from his manner whether he las given
up thinking about it. I suppose he has. Indeed, of course he bham,






THE CLAVERINGS. 521

¢ It will show that you approve of the match.”

“I don't approve or disapprove of it. Ile's his own master.”

“But you do approve, you know, as you countenance it; and there
cannot possibly be a sweeter girl than Florence Burton. We all like her,
and I'm sure you seem to take to her thoroughly.”

“Take to her ; yes, I tuke to her very well. She’s ladylike, and
though she’s no beauty, she looks pretty, and is spirited. And I daresay
she’s clever.”

¢ And so good.”

“If she’s good, that's better than all. Only I dou't see what they're
to live on.”

“ But as she is here, you will go with us to the great house ?”

Mrs. Clavering never asked her husband anything in vain, and the
rector agreed to go. He apologized for this afterwards to his son by
explaining that he did it as a duty. It will serve for six months,” he
said. “If T did not go there about once in six months, there would be
supposed to be a family quarrel, and that would be bad for the parish.”

Harry was to remain only a week at Clavering, and the dinner was to
take place the evening before he went away. On that morning he walked
all round the park with Florence,—as he had before often walked with
Julia,—and took that occasion of giving her a full history of the Clavering
family. “ We none of us like my cousin Hugh,” he had said. “ But she
is at least harmless, and she means to be good-natured. She is very
unlike her sister, Lady Ongar.”

¢ So I should suppose, from what you have told me.”

¢t Altogether an inferior being.”

‘¢ And she has only one child.”

“Only one,—a boy now two years old. They say he's anything but
strong.”

¢« And Sir Hugh has one brother.”

% Yes ; Archic Clavering. I think Archie is a worse fellow cven than
Hugh. He makes more attempts to be agreeable, but there is something
in his eye which I always distrust. And then he is 4 man who does no
good in the world to anybody.”

¢ He's not married ? " .

“No ; he's not married, and I don’t suppose he ever will marry. It's
on the cards, Florence, that the future baronet may be " Then she
frowned on him, walked on quickly, and changed the conversation.

CHAPTER XI.
Sir HugH AND HIS BROTHER ARCHIE.

TuERE was a numecrous gathering of Claverings in the drawing-room of

the Great Ilouse when the family from the rectory arrived comprising

three generations; for the nurse was in the room holding the heir in e
BV—"s
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There may perhaps have been other reasons why Archie Clavering's
regrets that he did not take holy orders were needless. He had never
succeeded in learning anything that any master had ever attempted to
teach him, although he had shown considerable aptitude in picking up
acquirements for which no regular masters are appointed. He knew the
fathers and mothers,—sires and dams I ought perhaps to say,—and
grandfathers and grandmothers, and so back for some genecrations, of all
the horses of note living in his day. He knew also the circumstances of
all races,—what horses would run at them, and at what ages, what were
the stakes, the periods of running, and the special interests of each affair.
But not, on that account, should it be thought that the turf had been
profitable to him. That it might become profitable at some future time,
was possible; but Captain Archibald Clavering had not yet reached the
profitable stage in the career of a betting man, though perhaps he was
beginning to qualify himself for it. He was not bad-looking, though his
face was unprepossessing to a judge of character. He was slight and well
made, about five feet nine in height, with light brown hair, which had
already left the top of his head bald, with slight whiskers, and a well-
formed moustache. But the peculiarity of his face was in his eyes. His
eyebrows were light-coloured and very slight, and this was made more
apparent by the skin above the eyes, which was loose and hung down
over the outside corners of them, giving him a lock of cunning which was
disagrecable. He seemed always to be speculating, counting up the odds,
and calculating whether anything could be done with the events then
present before him. And he was always ready to make a bet, being ever
provided with a book for that purpose. He would take the odds that the
sun did not rise on the morrow, and would either win the bet or wrangle
in the losing of it. He would wrangle, but would do so noiselessly, never
on such occasions damaging his cause by a loud voice. Ile was now
about thirty-three years of age, and was two years younger than the
baronet. Sir Hugh was not a gambler like his brother, but I do not know
that he was therefore a more estimable man. He was greedy and anxious
to increase his store, never willing to lose that which he possessed, fond
of pleasure, but very careful of himself in the enjoyment of it, hand-
some, every inch an English gentleman in appearance, and therefore
popular with men and women of his own class who were not near enough
to him to know him well, given to but few words, proud of his name,
and rank, and place, well versed in the business of the world, a match
for most men in money matters, not ignorant, though he rarely opened
a book, selfish, and utterly regardless of the feelings of all those with
whom he came in contact. Such were Sir Hugh Clavering, and his
brother the captain.

Sir Hugh took Florence in to dinner, and when the soup had been
eaten made an attempt to talk to her. ‘How long have you been kers,
Miss Burton 7

“Nearly a week,” said Florence,
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carefully, so that he brought it down to the roast saddle of mutton, he
began upon Harry's match. When was it to be? Where were they to
live? Was there any money? What manner of people were the Burtons?
Perliaps he might get over it? This he whispered very lowly, and it wus
the question next in sequence to that about the money. When, in answer
to this, Mrs. Clavering with considerable energy declared that anything of
that kind would be a misfortune of which there scemed to be no chance
whatever, he recovered himself as he thought very skilfully. ¢ Oh, yes;
of course ; that's just what I meant ;—a doosed nice girl I think her;—a
doosed nice girl, all round.” Archie’s questions were very laborious to his
fellow-labourer in his conversation because he never allowed one of them
to pass without an answer. He always recoguized the fact that he was
working Lard on behalf of society, and, as he used to say himself, that he
had no idea of pulling all the coach up the hill by his own shoulders.
Whenever therefore he had made his effort he waited for his companion's,
looking closely into her face, cunningly driving her on, so that she also
should pull her share of the coach. Before dinner was over Mra.
Clavering found the hill to be very steep, and the coach to be very heavy.
“I'll bet you seven to one,” said he,—and this was his parting speech as
Mrs. Clavering rose up at Lady Clavering's nod,—*1'll bet you seven to one,
that the whole box and dice of them are married before me,—or at any
rate as soon; and I don’t mean to remain single much longer, I can tell
you.” The “box and dice of them ™ was supposed to comprise Harry,
Florence, Fanny, and Lady Ongar, of all of whom mention had been
made, and that saving clause,—* at any rate as soon,”—was cunningly put
in, as it had occurred to Archie that he perhaps might be married on the
same day as one of those other persons. But Mrs. Clavering was not
cumpelled either to accept or reject the bet, as she was already moving
before the terms had been fully explained to her.

Lady Clavering as she went out of the room stopped a moment behind
Iarry's chair and whispered a word to him. “I want to speak to you
before you go to-night.” Then she passed on.

“ What's that Hermione was saying? " asked Sir Hugh, when he had
shut the door.

* She only told me that she wanted to speak to me.” .

% She has always got some cursed secret,” said Sir Hugh. ¢If there
is anything I hate, it's a secret.” Now this was hardly fair, for Sir Hugh
was a4 man very secret in his own affuirs, never telling his wife anything
about them. He kept two banker’s accounts so that no banker's clerk
might know how he stood as regarded ready money, and hardly treated
even his lawyer with confidence.

He did not move from his own chair, so that, after dinner, his uncle
was not next to him. The places left by the ludies were not closed up,
and the table was very uncomfortable.

* I see they're going to have another week after this with the Pytch-
ley,” said Sir Hugh to his brother.
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The two brothers remained drinking their wine, but they drank it in
an uncomfortable fashion, not saying much to each other for the first ten
minutes after the other Claverings were gone.  Archic was in some degree
afraid of his brother, and never offerel to make any bets with him.
Hugh had once put a stop to this altogether. ¢ Archie,” he had raid,
¢ pray understand that there is no money to be made out of me, at any rate
not by you. If you lost money to mé, you wouldn’t think it necessary to
ray ; and I certainly shall lose none to you.” The habit of proposing to
bet had become with Archie so much a matter of course, that he did not
generally intend any real speculation by his offers; but with his brother
he had dropped even the habit. And le seldom began any conversation
with Hugh unless he had some point to gain,—an advance of money to
ask, or some favour to beg in the way of shooting, or the loan of a horse.
On such occasions he would ‘commence the negotiation with his usual
diplomacy, not knowing any other mode of expressing his wishes; but he
was aware that his brother would always detect his maneuvres, and expose
them before he had got through his first preface; and, therefore, as I have
said, he was afraid of Hugh.

“I don’t know what's come to my uncle of late,” said Hugh, after a
while. T think I shall have to drop them at the rectory altogether.”

‘¢ He never had much to say for himself.”

“ But he has a mode of expressing himself without speaking, which I
do not choose to put up with at my table. The fact is they are going to
the mischief at the rectory. His cldest girl has just married a curate.”

“ Fielding has got a living.”

¢ It's something very emall then, and I suppose Fanny will marry that
prig they have here. My uncle himself never does any of his own work,
and now Harry is going to make a fool of himself. I used to think he
would fall on his legs.”

“He is a clever fellow.”

“Then why is he such a fool as to marry such a girl as this, without
money, good looks, or breeding? It's well for you he is such a fool, or
clse you wouldn’t have a chance.”

“T don’t see that at all,” said Archie.

“Julia always had a sneaking fondness for Harry, and if he had
waited would have taken him now. She was very near making a fool of
herself with him once, before Lord Ongar turned up.”

To this Archie said nothing, but he changed colour, and it may
almost be #aid of him that he blushed. Why he was affected in so
tingular a manner by his brother's words will be best explained by a
statement of what took place in the back drawing-room a little later in
the evening.

When Harry reached the drawing-room he went up to Lady Clavering,
but she aid nothing to him then of especial notice. She was talking to
Mrs. Clavering while the rector was reading,—or pretending to read,—a
review, and the two girls were chattering together in another part of the
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“ And why shouldn’t it be so? She can’t live alone by herself always.
Of course she never could have really loved Lord Ongar.”

“ Never, I should think,” said Harry.

“ And Archie is good-natured, and good-tempered, and—and—and—
good-looking. Don't you think so? I think it would just do for her.
She'd have her own way, for he's not a bit like Hugh, you know. He's
not so clever as Hugh, but he is much more good-natured. Don't you
think it would be a good arrangement, Harry? ” Then again she looked
up into his face anxiously.

Nothing in the whole matter surprised him more than her cagerness
in advocating the proposul. Why should she desire that her sister
ghould be sacrificed in this way? But in so thinking of it he forgot
her own position, and the nced that there was to her for some friend
to be near to her,—for some comfort and assistance. She had spoken
truly in saying that the plan had originated with her husband; but
since it had been suggested to her, she had not ceased to think of it, and
to wish for it.

% Well, Harry, what do you say ?” she asked.

“1 don’t see that I have anything to say.”

¢ But I know you can help us. When I was with her the last time
she declared that you were the only one of us she ever wished to see
again. She meant to include me then especially, but of course she was
not thinking of Archie. I know you can help us if you will.”

¢ Am I to ask her to marry him?”

¢ Not exactly that; I don’t think that would do any good. But you
might persuade her to come here. I think she would come if you advised
her ; and then, after a bit, you might say a good word for Archie.”

* Upon my word I could not.”

“ Why not, Harry?"

¢ Because I know he would not make her happy. What good would
such a marriage do her ?”

“Think of her position. No one will visit her unless she is first
received here, or at any rate unless she comes to us in town. And then
it would be up-hill work. Do you know Lord Ongar had absolutely
determined at one time to—to get a divorce 7"

% And do you believe that sht was guilty 7"

“Idon't say that. No; why should I believe anything against my
own sister when nothing is proved. But that makes no difference, if the
world believes it. They say now that if he had lived three months longer
she never would have got the money.”

“ Then they say lies. 'Who is it says so? A parcel of old women
who delight in having some one to run down and backbite. It is all fulse,
Lady Clavering.”

“ But what does it signify, Harry? There she is, and you know how
people are talking.  Of course it would be best for her to marry agaiu ;
and if she would take Archie,—Sir Hugh's brother, my brother-in-law,
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Harry in the meantime remained by himself thinking of what he had
heard from Lady Clavering. Archie Clavering marry Lady Ongar,—
marry his Julia ! It was impossible. He could not bring himself even
to think of such an arrangement with equanimity. He was almost frantic
with anger as lie thought of this proposition to restore Ludy Ongar to the
positicn in the world’s repute which she had a right to claim, by such a
marriage as that. ¢ She would indeed be disgraced then,” said Harry to
himself. But he knew that it was impossible. He could scc what would
be the nature of Julia’s countenance if Archie should ever get near
enough to her to make his proposal ! Archie indeed! There was no
one for whom, at that moment, he entertained so thorough a contempt as
he did for his cousin, Archie Clavering.

Let us hope that he was no dog in the manger ;—that the feelings
which he ‘now entertained for poor Archie would not have been roused
against any other possible suitor who might have been named as a fitting
husband for Lady Ongar. Lady Ongar could be nothing to him !

But I fear that he was a dog in the manger, and that any marriage
contemplated for Lady Ongar, either by herself or by others for her,
would have been distasteful to him,—unnaturally distasteful. IIc knew
that Lady Ongar could be nothing to himn ; and yet, as he came out of
the small room into the larger room, there was something sore about his
heart, and the soreness was occasioned by the thought that any sccond
marriage should be thought possible for Lady Ongar. Florence smiled
on him as he went up to her, but I doubt whether she would have smiled
had she known all his heart.

Soon after that Mrs. Clavering rose to return home, having swal-
lowed a peace-offering in the shape of a cup of tea. But though the tea
had quicted the storm then on the waters, there was no true peace in the
rector’s breast, Ile shook hands cordially with Lady Clavering, without °
animosity with Archie, and then held out three fingers to the baronet.
The baronet held out one finger. Each nodded at the other, and so they
parted. Harry, who knew nothing of what had happened, and who was
still thinking of Lady Ongar, busied himself with Florence, and they
were soon out of the house, walking down the broad road from the
front door.

“1 will never enter that house again, when I know that Hugh
Clavering is in it,” said the rector.

“ Don't make rash assertions, Henry,” said his wife.

“I hope it is not rash, but I make that assertion,” he said. “I
will never again enter that houge as my nephew’s guest. I have borne
a great deal for the sake of peace, but there are things which a mun
cannot bear.”

Then, as they walked home, the two girls explained to Harry what
had occurred in the larger room, while he was talking to Lady Clavering
in the smaller one. DBut he said notling to them of the subject of that
conversation.
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her. Mrs. Button came, but again declined to accept her lady’s condescen-
sion. Every spot about the house, every room, closet, and wardrobe, she
was ready to open with zeal ; the furniture she was prepared to describe,
if Lady Ongar would listen to her ; but every word was spoken in g
solemn voice, very far removed from gossiping. Only once was Mrs.
Button moved to betray any emotion. ¢ That, my lady, was my lord’s
mother’s room, after my lord died,—my lord’s father that was; may God
bless her.,” Then Lady Ongar reflected that from her husband she had
never heard a word either of his father or his mother. She wished that
she could seat herself with that woman in some small upstairs room, and
then ask question after question about the family. But she did not dare
to make the attempt. She could not bring herself to explain to Mrs.
Button that she bad never known anything of the belongings of ber own
husband.

When she had seen the upper part of the house, Mrs. Button offered
to convoy her through the kitchens and servants’ apartments, but she
declined this for the present. She had done enough for the day. So she
dismissed Mrs. Button, and took herself to the library. How often had
she heard that books afforded the surest consolation to the desolate. She
would take to reading ; not on this special day, but as the resource for
mnany days and months, and years to come. But this idea had faded and
become faint, before she had left the gloomy, damp-feeling, chill room,
in which some former Lord Ongar had stored the musty volumes which
he had thought fit to purchase. The library gave her no ease, so she
went out again among the lawns and shrubs. For some tinie to come her
best resources must be those which she could find outside the house.

Peering about, she made her way behind the stables, which were
attached to the house, to a farmyard gate, through which the way led to
the head-quarters of the live-stock. She did not go through, but she
looked over the gate, telling herself that those barns and sheds, that
wealth of straw-yard, those sleeping pigs and idle dreaming calves, were
all her own. .As she did 8o, her eye fell upon an old labourer, who was
sitting close to her, on a felled tree, under the shelter of a paling, eating
his dinner. A little girl, some six years old, who had brought him his meal
tied up in a handkerchief, was crouching near his feet. They had both
seen her before she had seen them, and when she noticed them, were
staring at her with all their eyes. She and they were on the same side of
the farmyard paling, and so she could reach them and speak to them
without difficulty. There was apparently no other person near enough to
listen, and it occurrced to her that she might at any rate make a friend of
this old man. His name, he said, was Enoch Gubby, and the girl was his
grandchild. Her name was Patty Gubby. Then Patty got up and had her
head patted by her ladyship and received sixpence. They neither of them,
however, knew who her ladyship was, and, as far as Lady Ongar could
ascertain without a question too direct to be asked, had never heard of
her. Enoch Gubby said he worked for Mr. Giles, the steward,—that was
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that the farm would be a trouble. The apples had indeed quickly turned
to ashes between her tceth !

On the first Sunday that she was at Ongar Park she went to the
parish church. She had resolved strongly that she would do this, and
she did it ; but when the moment for starting came, her courage almost
failed her. The church was but a few yards from her own gate, and she
walked there without any attendant. She had, however, sent word to the
sexton to ray that she would be there, and the old man was ready to show
her into the family pew. She wore a thick veil, and was dressed, of
course, in all the deep ceremonious woe of widowhood. As she walked
up the centre of the church she thought of her dress, and told herself that
all there would know how it had been between her and her husband.
She was pretending to mourn for the man to whom she had sold herself ;
for the man who through happy chance had died so quickly, leaving her
with the price in her hand! All of course knew that, and all thought
that they knew, moreover, that she had been foully fulse to her bargain,
and had not earned the price! That, also, ehe told herself. But she
went through it, and walked out of the church among the village crowd
with her head on high.

Three days afterwards she wrote to the clergyman, asking him to call

-on her. She had come, she said, to live in the parish, and hoped to be
able, with his assistance, to be of some use among the people. She would
hardly know how to act without some counsel from him. The schools
might be all that was excecllent, but if there was anything required she
hoped he would tell her. On the following morring the clergyman called,
and, with many thanks for her generosity, listened to her plans, and
accepted her subsidies. DBut he was a married man, and he said nothing
of his wife, nor during the next weck did his wife come to call on her. She
was to be left desolate by all, because men had told lies of her!

She had the price in her hands, but she felt herself tempted to do ns
Judas did,—to go out and hang herself.
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originally Germanic, but conquered by the Germans, England and German
Switzerland, of which the genius and the literature were purely and’
unmixedly German; and this he luid down as a position which nobody
would dream of challenging.

I say it is strange that this should be so, and we in particular have
rcason for inquiring whether it really is 8o ; because though, as I have said,
cven as a matter of science the Celt hus a claim to be known, and we have
an interest in knowing him, yet this interest is wonderfully enhanced if
we find him to have actually a part in us. The question is to be tried by
external and by internal evidence; the language and the physical type of
our race afford certain data for trying it, and other data are afforded by
our literature, génius, and spiritual production generally. Data of this
sccond kind belong to the province of the literary critic ; data of the first
kind to the province of the philologist and of the physiologist.

'The province of the philologist and of the physiologist is not mine;
but this whole question as to the mixture of Celt with Saxon in us has
been so little explored, people have been so prone to settle it off-hand
according to their prepossessions, that even on the philological and physio-
logical side of it I must say a few words in passing. Surely it must strike
with surprise any one who thinks of it, to find that without any immense
inpouring of a whole people, that by mere expeditions of invaders having
to come over the sea and in no greater numbers than the Saxons, so far
us we can make out, actually came, the old occupants of this island, the
Celtic Britons, should have been completely annihilated, or even so
completely absorbed that it is vain to seek after Celtic elements in the
existing English race. Of deliberate wholesale extermination of the
Celtic race, all of them who could not fly to Wales or Scotland, we hear
nothing ; and without some such extermination one would suppose that a
great mass of them must have remained in the country, their lot the obscure
and, so to speak, underground lot of a subject race, but yet insensibly
getting mixed with their conquerors, and their blood entering into the com-
position of & new people, in which the stock of the conquerors counts for
most, but the stock of the conquered, too, counts for something. How little
the triumph of the conquerors’ laws, manners, and language, proves the
extinction of the old race, we may see by looking at France; Gaul was
Latinized in language, manners, and laws, and yet her people remained
essentially Celtic. The Germanization of Britain went far deeper than the
Latinization of France, and not only laws, manners, and language, but the
main current of the blood, became Germanic; but how, without some
process of radical extirpation, of which, as I say, there is no evidence, can
there have failed to subsist in Britain, as in Gaul, a Celtic current too ?
The indications of this in our language have never yet been thoroughly
searched out; the Celtic names of places prove nothing, of course, as
to the point here in question; they come from the pre-historic times,
the times before the nations, Germanic or Celtic, had crystallized, and
they are everywhere, as the impetuous Celt was formerly everywhere,—
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in that country. It is founded on the exaggeration of the writers of his-
tory ; but in these very writers, when we come to look closely at what
they say, we find the confession that the remains of this people were re-
duced to a state of strict servitude. Attached to the soil, they will have
shared in that emancipation which during the course of the middle ages
gradually restored to political life the mass of the population in the coun-
tries of Western Europe ; recovering by slow degrees their rights without
resuming their name, and rising gradually with the rise of industry, they
will have got spread through all ranks of society. The gradualness of this
movement, and the obscurity which enwrapped its beginnings, allowed the
contempt of the conqueror and the shame of the conquered to become
fixed feelings ; and so it turns out, that an Englishman who now thinks
himself sprung from the Saxons or the Normans, is often in reality the
descendant of the Britons.”

So physiology, as well as language, incomplete though the application
of their tests to this matter has hitherto been, may lead us to hesitate
before accepting the round assertion that it is vain to search for Celtic
elements in any modern Englishman. But it is not only by the tests of
physiology and language that we can try this matter. As there are for
physiology physical marks, such as the square head of the German, the
round head of the Gael, the oval head of the Cymri, which dctermine
the type of a people, 8o for criticism there are spiritual marks which
determine the type, and make us speak of the Greek genius, the Teutonic
genius, the Celtic genius, and so on. Here is another test at our service;
and this test, too, has never yet been thoroughly employed. Foreizn
critics have indeed occasionally Lazarded the idea that in English poctry
there is a Celtic element traceable; and Mr. Morley, in his very readable
as well as very useful book on the English writers before Chaucer, has a
sentence which struck my attention when I read it, because it expresses
an opinion which I, too, have long held. Mr. Morley says :—‘ The main
current of English literature cannot be disconnected from the lively
Celtic wit in which it has one of its sources. The Celts do not form an
utterly distinct part of our mixed population. But for early, frequent,
and various contact with the race that in its half-barbarous days invented
Ossian’s dialogues with St. Patrick, and that quickened afterwards the
Northmen's blood in France, Germanic England would not have pro-
duced a Shakspeare.” DBut there Mr. Morley leaves the matter. He
indicates this Celtic element and influence, but he does not show us,—it
did not come within the scope of his work to show us,—how this influence
has declared itself. Unlike the physiological test, or the linguistic test,
this literary, spiritual test is one which I may perhaps be allowed to try
my hand at applying. I say that there is a Celtic clement in the English
nature, as well as a Germanic element, and that this element manifests
itself in our spirit and literature. But before I try to point out how it
manifests itself, it may be as well to get a clear notion of what we mean
by a Celtic element, a Germanic element; what characters, that is, deter-
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with the timidity, the shyness, the delicacy of the Celtic nature, its prefer-
ence for a retired life, its embarrassment at having to deal with the great
world. He talks of his douce petite race naturellement chrétienne, his race fiere
et timide, & Uextérienr gauche et embarrassée. But it is evident that this de-
scription, however well it may do for the Cymri, will never do for the Gael,
never do for the typical Irishman of Donnybrook fair. Again, M. Renan's
infinie delicatesse de sentiment qui caractérise la race Celtique, how little
that accords with the popular conception of an Irishman who wants to
borrow money !  Sentiment is, however, the word which marks where
the Celtic races really touch and are one; sentimental, if the Celtic nature
is to be characterized by a single term, is the best term to take. An
organization quick to feel impressions, and feeling them very strongly; a
lively personality therefore, keenly sensitive to joy and to sorrow; this is
the main point. If the downs of life too much outnumber the upe, this
temperament, just because it is so quickly and nearly conscious of all
impressions, may no doubt be seen shy and wounded ; it may be seen in
wistful regret, it may be seen in passionate, penetrating melancholy; but
its essence is to aspire ardently after life, light, and emotion, to be expansive,
adventurous, and gay. Our word gay, it is said, is itself Celtic. It is not
from gaudium, but from the Celtic gair, to laugh ; and the impressionable
Celt, soon up and soon down, is the more down because it*is 8o his nature
to be up—to be rociable, hospitable, eloquent, admired, figuring away
brilliantly. He loves bright colours, he easily becomes audacious, over-
crowing, full of fanfaronade. The German, say the physiologists, has the
larger volume of intestines (and who that has ever seen a German at a
table-d'héte will not readily believe this?), the Frenchman has the more
developed organs of respiration. That is just the expansive, eager Celtic
nature; the head in the air, enuffing and snorting ; a proud look and a
high stomach, as the Psalmist says, but without any such scttled savage
temper as the Psalmist scems to impute by those words. For good and
for bad, the Celtic genius is more airy and unsubstantial, goes less near the
ground, than the German. The Celt is often called sensual ; but it is
not so much the vulgar satisfactions of sense that attract him as emotion
and excitement ; he is truly, as I began by saying, sentimental.
Sentimental—aliays reardy to react against the despotism of fact : that
is the description a great friend of the Celt gives of him ; and it is not a
bad description of the sentimental temperament, it lets us into the secret
of its dangers and of its habitual want of success. Balance, measure, and
patience, these are the etcrnal conditions, even supposing the happiest
temperament to start with, of high success; and balance, measure, and
patience are just what the Celt has never had. Even in the world of
spiritual creation, he has never, in spite of his admirable gifts of quick
.perception and warm emotion, succeeded perfectly, because he never has
had steadiness, patience, sanity enough to comply with the conditions
under which alone can expression be perfectly given to the finest percep-
tions and emotions, The Greek has the same perceptive, cmotional tem-
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of the Latin made Rome and Baiwr, the sensuousness of the Latinized French-
man makes Paris ; the sensuousness of the Celt proper has made Ireland.
Even in his ideal heroic times, his gay and sensuous nature cannot carry
him, in the appliances of his favourite life of sociability and pleasure,
beyond the gross and creeping Saxon whom he despises; the regent
Breas, we are told in the Battle of Moytura of the Fomorians, became
unpopular because *the knives of his people were not greased at his
table, nor did their breath smell of ale at the banquet.” In its grossness
and barbarousness is not that Saxon, a8 Saxon as it can be? just what
the Latinized Norman, sensuous and sociable like the Celt, but with the
talent to make this bent of his serve to a practical embellishment of his
mode of living, found so disgusting in the Saxon.

And as in material civilization he has been ineffectual, so has the Celt
been ineffectual in politics. This colossal, impetuous, adventurous wan-
derer, the Titan of the early world, who in primitive times fills o large
a place on earth's scene, dwindles and dwindles as history goes on, and
at last is shrunk to what we now sce him. For ages and ages the world
has been constantly slipping, ever more and more, out of the Celt's
grasp. “ They went forth to the war,” Ossian says most truly, “ but they
alicays fell." )

And yet, if one sets about constituting an ideal genius, what a great deal
of the Celt does one find oneself drawn to put into it! Of an ideal genius
one does not want the elements, any of them, to be in a state of weakness;
on the contrary, one wants all of them to be in the highest staté of power ;
but with a law of measure, of harmony, presiding over the whole. So the
sensibility of the Celt, if everything else were not sacrificed to it, 18 a
beautiful and admirable force. For sensibility, the power of quick and
strong perception and emotion, is one of the very prime constituents of
genius, perhaps its most positive constituent; it is to the soul what good
senses are to the body, the grand natural condition of successful activity.
Sensibility gives genius its materials; one cannot have too much of it, if
one can but keep its master and not be its slave. Do not let us wish that
the Celt had had less sensibility, but that he had been more master of it.
Even as it is, if his sensibility has been a source of weakness to him, it
has been a sonrce of power too, and a source of happiness. Some people
have found in the Celtic nature and its sensibility the main root out of
which chivalry and romance and the glorification of a feminine ideal spring;
this is a great question with which I cannot deal here. Let me notice in
passing, however, that there is, in truth, a Celtic air about the extrava-
gance of chivalry, its reaction against the despotism of fact, its straining
human nature further than it will stand. But putting all this question of
chivalry and its origin on one side, no doubt the sensibility of the Celtic
nature, its nervous cxaltation, have something feminine in them, and the
Celt is thus peculiarly disposed to feel the spell of the feminine idiosyncrasy,
he has an affinity to it, he is not far from its sccret. Again, his sensibility
gives him a peculiarly near and intimate feeling of nature and the
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field of plain sense, of dircct practical utility. How it has augmented
tlie comforts and conveniences of life for us! Doors that open, windows
that shut, locks that turn, razors that shave, coats that wear, watches
that go, and a thousand more such good things, are the invention of the
Philistines. ' :
Here, then, if commingling there is in our race, are two very unlike
elements to commingle; the steady-going Saxon temperament and the
sentimental Celtic temperament. But before we go on to try and verify,
in our life and literature, the alleged fact of this commingling, we have yet
another element to take into account, the Norman element. The critic in
the Saturday Review, whom I have already quoted, rays that in looking
for traces of Normanism in our national genius, as in looking for traces of
Celtism in it, we do but lose our labour ; he says, indeed, that there went
to the original inaking of our nation a very great deal more of a Norman
element than of a Celtic element, but he asserts that both elements have
now go completely disappeared, that it is vain to look for any trace of
cither of them in the modern Englishman. But this sort of assertion I do
not like to admit without trying it a little. I want, therefore, to get some
plain notion of the Norman habit and genius, as I have sought to get
some plain notion of the Saxon and Celtic. Some people will say that the
Normans are Teutonie, and that therefore the distinguishing characters of
the German genius must be those of their genius also ; but the matter
cannot be settled in this speedy fashion. No doubt the basis of the
Norman race is Teutonic; but the governing point in the history of the
Norman race—so far, at least, as we Englizh have to do with it—is not its
Teutonic origin, but its Latin civilization. The French people have, as
I have alrcady remarked, an undoubtedly Celtic basis, yet so decisive in
its effect upon a nation’s habit and character can be the contact with a
stronger civilization, that Gaul, without changing the basis of her blood,
became, for all practical intents and purposes, a Latin country, France
and not Ireland, through the Roman conquest. Latinism conquered
Celtism in her, as it also conquered the Germanism imported by the
Frankish and other invasions; Celtism is, however, I need not say, every-
where manifest still in the French nation ; even Germanism is distinctly
traccable in it as any one who attentively compares the French with
other Latin races will sce. No one can look carefully at the French
troops in Rome, amongst the Italian population, and not perceive this
trace of Germanism; I do not mean in the Alsatian soldiers only, but
in the scldiers of genuine France. But the governing character of
France, as a power in the world, is Latin ; such was the force of
Greek and Roman civilization upon a race whese whole mass remained
Celtic, and where the Celtic language lingered on, they say, among
the common people, for some five or six centuries after the Roman
conquest. But the Normans in Neustrin lost their old Teutonic lan-
guage in a wonderfully short time; when they conquered England
they were already Latinized ; with them were a number of Frenchmen
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other slow, the one plain, the other embarrassed, the one trailing, the
other striding, cannot be cssentially the same. The English language,
strange compound as it is, with its want of inflexions, and with all the
difficulties which this want of inflexions brings upon it, has yet made
itsclf capable of being, in good hands, a business-instrument as ready,
dircet, and clear, as French or Latin. Again: perhaps no nation, after
the Grecks and Romans, has so clearly felt in what true rhetoric, rhetoric
of the best kind, consists, and reached so high a pitch of excellence in this,
as the English. Our sense for rhetoric has in some ways done harm to us
in our cultivation of literature, harm to us still more, in our cultivation of
science; but in the true sphere of rhetoric, in public speaking, this sense
has given us orators whom I do think we may, without fear of being con-
tradicted and accused of blind national vanity, assert to have inherited the
great Greek and Roman oratorical tradition more than the orators of any
other country. Strafford, Bolingbroke, the two Pitts, Fox—to cite no
other names—I imagine few would dispute that these call up the notion
of an oratory in kind, in extent, in power, coming nearer than any other
body of modern oratory to the oratory of Greece and Rome. And the
affinity of spirit in our best public life and greatest public men to those
of Rome, has often struck observers, foreign as well as English. Now, not
only have the Germans shown no eminent aptitude for rhetoric such as
the English have shown ;—that was not to be expected, since our public
life has done so much to develope an aptitude of this kind, and the public
life of the Germans has done so little;—but they secm in a singular degree
devoid of any aptitude at all for rhetoric. Take a speech from the throne
in Prussia, and compare it with a speech from the throne in England.
Assuredly it is not in speeches from the throne that English rhetoric or
any rhetoric shows its best side ;—they are often cavilled at, often justly
cavilled at;—no wonder, for this form of composition is besct with very
trying difficultics. DBut what is to be remarked is this,—a speech from
the throne falls essentially within the sphere of rhetoric ; it is one's sense
of rhetoric which has to fix its tone and style, 8o as to keep a certain note
always sounding in it; in an English speech from the throne, whatever its
faults, this rhetorical note is always struck and kept to; in a Prussian
epcech from the throne, never. An English specch from the throne is
rhetoric; a Prussian speech is half talk,—heavy talk,—and half effusion.
This is one instance, it mmay be gaid; true, but in one instance of this kind
the presence or the absence of an aptitude for rhetoric is decisively shown.
Well, then, why am I not to say that we English get our rhetorical sense
from the Norman element in us, our turn for this strenuous, direct, high-
rpirited talent of oratory, from the influence of the strenuous, direct,
high-spiritel Normans ? Modes of life, institutions, government, and
other such causes, are sufficient, I shall be told, to account for English
oratory. Modes of life, institutions, government, climate, and so forth
—Ilet me say it once for all—will further or hinder the development of
an aptitude, but they will not by themselves create the aptitude ot
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art, of plastic art. And they succeed in magic, in beauty, in grace, in
expressing almost the inexpressible : here is the charm of Reynolds's
children and Turner's seas; the impulsc to express the inexpressible
cariies Turner so far, that at last it carries him away, and even long
before he is quite carried away, even in works that are justly extolled,
one can see the corner, as the French say, of insanity. The excellence,
therefore, the success, is on the side of spirit. Does not this look as if a
Celtic stream met the main German current in us, and gave it a some-
what different course from that which it takes naturally? we have
Germanism enough in us, enough patient love for fact and matter, to be
led to attempt the plastic arts, and we make much more way in them
than the pure Celtic races make; but at a certain point our Celtism
comes in, with its love of emotion, sentiment, the inexpressible, and gives
our best painters a bias. And the point at which it comes in is just
that critical point where the flowering of art into its perfection com-
mences ; we have plenty of painters who never reach this point at all,
but remain always mere journeymen, in bondage to matter; but those
who do reach it, instead of going on to the true consummation of the
masters in painting, are a little overbalanced by soul and feeling, work
too directly for these, and 80 do not get out of their art all that may be
got out of it.

The same modification of our Germanism by another force which seems
Celtic, is visible in our religion. Here, too, we may trace a gradation
between Celt, Englishman, and German, the difference which distinguishes
Englishmen from German appearing attributable to a Celtic element in us.
Germany is the land of exegesis, England is the land of Puritanism.
The religion of Wales is more emotional and sentimental than English
Puritanism ; Romanism has indeed given way to Calvinism among the
Welsh, the one superstition has supplanted the other, but the Celtic sen-
timent which made the Welsh such devout Catholics, remains, and gives
unction to their Methodism : theirs is not the controversial, rationalistic,
intellectual side of Protestantism, but the devout, emotional, religious
side. Among the Germans, Protestantisn has been carried on into
rationalism and science. The English hold a middle place between the
Germans and the Welsh ; their religion has the exterior forms and appa-
ratus of a rationalism, so far their Germanic nature carries them ; but long
before they get to science, their feeling, their Celtic elemegt catches them,
and turns their religion all towards piety and unction. So English Pro-
testantism has the outside appearance of an intellectual system, and the
inside reality of an emotional system : this gives it its tenacity and force,
for what is held with the ardent attachment of feeling is believed to have
at the same time the scientific proof of reason. The English Puritan,
therefore (and Puritanism is the characteristic form of English Protest-
antisin) stands between the German Protestant and the Celtic Methodist ;
his real affinity, indeed, at present, being rather with his Welsh kinsman,
if kinsman he may be called, than with his German. .
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and splendour like thine are nowhere to be found in my country.” And
he praised his greatness, and called him happy above all men on carth.

¢ Well, the rich man tovk an apple from a golden vessel. The apple
was large, and red, and pleasant to the eye.  Then said he: ¢ Behold, this
apple hath rested on gold, and its form is very beautiful.” And he pre-
sented it to the stranger, the fricnd of his youth. The stranger cut the
apple in two; and behold, in the middle of it there was a worm !

¢ Then the stranger looked at the chamberlain; and the chamberlain
bent his eyes on the ground, and sighed.”

There it ends. Now I say, oune sees there an abyss of platitude open,
and the German nature swimming calmly about in it, which seems in
some way or other to have its entry screcned off for the English nature.
The English story leads with a direct issue into practical life : a narrow
and dry practical life, certainly, but yet enough to supply a plain motive
for the story; the German story leads simply nowhere except into
bathos. Shall we say that the Norman talent for affairs saves us here,
or the Celtic pereeptive instinet ? one of them it must be, surely. The
Norman turn seems most germane to the matter here immediately in hand ;
on the other hand, the Celtic turn, or some degree of it, some degree of
its quick perceptive instinct, seems necessary to account for the full
difference between the German nature and ours. Even in (iermans of
genius or talent the want of quick light tact, of instinctive perception of
the impropricty or impossibility of certain things, is singularly remark-
able.  Herr Gervinus's prodigious discovery about llandel being an
Englishman and Shakspeare a German, the incredible mare’s-nest Gocthe
f:nds in looking for the origin of Byron's AManfired—these are things from
which no deliberate care or reflection can save a man, only an instinct
can save Lim from them, an instinct that they are absurd ; who can
imagine Charles Lamb making Herr Gervinus's blunder, or Shakspeare
making Goethe’s? but from the sheer German nature this intuitive tact
gecms something go alien, that even genius fails to give it.  Aund yet just
what constitutes special power and genius in a man seems often to be his
blending with the basis of his national temperament, some additional gift
or grace not proper to that temperament ; Shakspeare's greatness is thus
in his blending an openncss and flexibility of spirit, not English, with the
English basis ; Addison’s, in his blending a moderation and delicacy, not
English, with the English basis ; Burke's, in his blending & largeness of
view and ricliness of thought, not English, with the English basis. In
Germany itself, in the seame way, the greatness of their great Frederic lies
in his blending a rapidity and clearness, not German, with the German
Lasis; the greatness of Gocthe in his blending a love of form, nobility,
and dignity,—the grand style,—with the German basis. But the quick,
sure, instinctive perception of the incongruous and absurd not even genius
scems to give in Germany ; at least, I can think of only one German of
genius, Lessing (for Heine was a Jew, and the Jewish temperament is quite
another thing from the German), who shows it in an eminent degree.
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of us think, than the Latin gets;—still, his behaviour in it is not quick
and dexterous. The Englishman, in so far as he is German,—and he
is mainly German,—proceeds in the steady-going German fashion; if he
were all German he would proceed thus for ever without self-consciousness
or embarrassment ; but, in so far as he is Celtic, he has snatches of quick
instinet which often make him feel he is fumbling, show him visions of an
easier, more dextcrous behaviour, disconcert him and fill him with mis-
giving. No people, therefore, are so shy, so self-conscious, so embarrassed
as the English, because two natures are mixed in them, and natures
which pull them such different ways. The Germanic part, indeed,
triumphs in us, we are a Germanic people; but not so wholly as to
exclude hauntings of Celtism, which clash with our Germanism, producing,
as I believe, our Aumour, neither German nor Celtic, and so affect us
that we strike people as odd and singular, not to be referred to any
known type, and like nothing but ourselves. ¢ Nearly every English-
man,” says an excellent and by no means unfriendly observer, George
Sand, ‘“Nearly every Englishman, however good-looking he may be,
has always something singular about him which easily comes to seem
comic—a sort of typical awkwardness (gaucherie typigue) in his looks
or appearance, which hardly ever wears out.” I say this strangeness
is accounted for by the English nature being mixed as we have seen,
while the Latin nature is all of a piece, and so is the German nature,
and the Celtic nature.

It is impossible to go very fast when the matter with which one has to
deal, besides being new and little explored, is also by its nature so subtle,
eluding one's grasp unless one handles it with all possible delicacy and
care. It is in our poetry that the Celtic part in us has left its trace
clearest, and in our poetry I must follow it beforc I have done. So much
has had to be said by way of preparation, and of enabling ourselves to lay
the finger, with some certainty, upon what is Celtic and what is not, that
I have reached my limits without accomplishing all I intended, and shall
have to return to the subject yet once more, in order at last to finish
with it.

MATTHEW ARNOLD.
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reviewing our acquaintance, and classing them under their real characters
and qualities. We had dined with Lord Carabas only the day before and met
Puss in Boots—DBeauty and the Beast were also there; we uncharitably
counted up, I am ashamed to say, no less than six Bluebeards. Jack and
the Beanstalk we had met just starting on his climb. A Red Riding-hood ;
a girl with toads dropping from her mouth : we knew three or four of each.
Cinderellas—alas! who does not know more than one dear, poor, pretty
Cinderella ; and, as for sleeping Princesses in the woods, how many one
can reckon up ! Young, old, ugly, pretty, awakening, sleeping still.

“ Do you remember Cecilia Lulworth,” said H., “and Dorlicote? Poor
Cecilia1” Some lives are couleur de rose, people say ; others seem to
be, if not couleur de rose all through, yet full of bright, beautiful tints,
blues, pinks, little bits of harmonious cheerfulness. Other lives, if not
80 brilliant, and seeming more or less grey at times, are very sweet and
gentle in tone, with faint gleams of gold or lilac to brighten them. And
then again others, alas! are black and hopeless from the beginning.
Besides these, there are some which have always appeared to me as
if they were of a dark, dull hue; a dingy, heavy brown, which no
happiness, or interest, or bright colour could ever enliven. Blues turn
sickly, roses seem faded, and yellow lilacs look red and ugly upon these
heavy backgrounds. Poor Cecilia, as II. called her,—hers had always
seemed to me one of these latter existences, unutterably dull, common-
_place, respectable, stinted, ugly, and uscless.

Lulworth Hall, with the great dark park bounded by limestone walls,
with iron gates here and there, looked like a blot upon the bright and
lovely landscape. The place from a distunce, compared with the surround-
ing country, was a blur and a blemish as it were, sad, silent, solitary.

Travellers passing by sometimes asked if the place was uninhabited,
and were told, “ No, shure—the fam’ly lives thear all the yeaurr round.”
Some charitable souls might wonder what life could be like behind those
dull gates. One day a young fellow. riding by saw rather a sweet woman’s
face gazing for an instant through the bars, and he went on his way with
a momentary thrill of pity. Need I eay that it was poor Cecilia who
looked out vacantly to se¢ who was passing along the high-road. She was
surrounded by hideous moreen, oil-cloth, punctuality, narrow-mindedness,
horsehair, and mahogany. Loud bells rang at intervals, regular, mono-
tonous. Surly but devoted attendants waited upon her. She was rarely
alone ; her mother did not think it right that a girl in Cecilia’s position
should “race” about the grounds unattended ; as for going outside the walls
it was not to be thought of. When Cecilia went cut with her gloves on,
and her goloshes, her mother's companion, Miss Bowley, walked beside her
up and down the dark laurel walk at the back of the house,—up and down,
down and up, up and down. “I thivk I am getting tired, Maria,” Miss
Lulworth would say at last. “If so we had better return to the hall,”
Mawria would reply, “although it is before our time.” And then they
would walk home in silence, between the iron railings and laurel-bushes.
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This letter was written at that same desk twenty-two years before
Cecilia began her practising, that autumn evening. She was twenty-five
years old now, but like a child in inexperience, in ignorance, in placidity;
a fortunate stolidity and slowness of temperament had saved her from
being crushed and nipped in the bud, as it were. She was not bored
because she had never known any other life. It seemed to her only natural
that all days should be alike, rung in and out by the jangling breakfast,
lunch, dinner, and prayer bells. Mr. Dormer—a little chip of a man—
read prayers suitable for every day in the week ; the servants filed in,
maids first, then the men. Once Cecilia saw one of the maids blush and
look down smiling as she marched out after the others. Miss Dormer
wondered a little, and thought she would ask Susan why she looked so
strangely, but Susan married the groom soon after, and went away, and
Cecilia never had an opportunity of speaking to her.

Night after night Mr. Dormer replaced his spectacles with a click, and
pulled up his shirt-collar when the service was ended. Night after night
old Mrs. Dormer coughed a little moaning cough. If she spoke, it was
generally to make some little bitter remark. Every night she shook hands
with her nephew and niece, kissed Cecilia’s blooming cheek, and patted
out of the room. She was a little woman with starling eyes. She had
never got over her husband’s death. She did not always know when she
moaned. She dressed in black, and lived alone in her turret, where she
had various old-fashioned occupations—tatting, camphor-boxes to sort, a
real old spinning-wheel and distaff among other things, at which Cecilia,
when she was a child, had pricked her fingers trying to make it whirr
us her aunt did. Spinning-wheels have quite gone out, but I know of
one or two old ladies who still use them. Mrs. Dormer would go nowhere,
and would sce no onc. So at least her niece, the master-spirit, declared,
and the old lady got to believe it at last. I don’t know how much the fear
of the obnoxious John and his wife and children may have had to
do with this arrangement.

When her great-aunt was gone it was Cecilia’s turn to gather her
work together at a warning sign from her mother, and walk away through
the long chilly passages to her slumbers in the great green four-post bed.
And so time passed. Cecilia grew up. She had neither friends nor
lovers. She was not happy nor unhappy. She could read, but she
never cared to open a book. She was quite contented ; for she thought
Lulworth 1Iall the finest place, and its inmates the most important people
in the world. She worked a great desl, embroidering interminable
quilts and braided toilet-covers and fish-napkins. She never thought of
anything but the utterest commonplaces and platitudes. She considered
that being respectable and decorous, and a little pompous and overbearing,
was the duty of every well-brought-up lady and gentleman. To-night
she banged away very placidly at Rhodes’ air, for the twentieth time
breaking down in the same rassage and making the same mistuke, until

the dressing-bell rang, and Cecilia, feeling she had done her duty, then
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making any comment on the desire that he has expressed for additional
evidence of the marriage. This is all that can be done to-day. To-
morrow will bring with it events of greater interest—for to-morrow the
doctor is to make his Declaration before the magistrate, and to-morrow I
am to move to my new lodging in my widow’s weeds.

¢ November 27th.—Fairweather Vale Villas.—The Declaration has
been made, with all the necessary formalities. And I have taken posses-
sion, in my widow’s costume, of my new rooms.

I ought to be excited by the opening of this new act in the drama,
and by the venturesome part that I am playing in it myself. Strange to
say, I am quiet and depressed. The thought of Midwinter has followed
me to my new abode, and is pressing on me heavily at this moment. I
have no fear of any accident happening, in the interval that must still
pass before I step publicly into the place of Armadale’s widow. But
when that time comes, and when Midwinter finds me (as sooner or later
find me he must!) figuring in my false character, and settled in the position
that I have usurped—then, I ask myself, What will happen? The answer
still comes as it first came to me this morning, when I put on my widow's
dress. Now, as then, the presentiment is fixed in my mind that he will
kill me. If it was not too late to draw back Absurd ! I shall shut
up my journal.

¢ November 28th.—The lawyers have heard from Mr. Darcn, and have
sent him the Declaration by return of post.

“ When the doctor brought me this news, I asked him whether his
lawyers were aware of my present address ; and, finding that he had not
yet mentioned it to them, I begged that he would continue to keep it a
secret for the future. The doctor laughed. ¢Are you afraid of Mr. Darch’s
stealing a march on ug) and coming to attack you personally?’ he asked.
I accepted the imputation, as the easiest way of making him comply with
my request. ¢Yes,’ I said, ‘I am afraid of Mr. Darch.’

¢ My spirits have risen since the doctor left me. There is a pleasant
sensation of security in feeling that no strangers are in possession of my
address. I am easy enough in my mind to-day to notice how wonder-
fully well I look in my widow’s weeds, and to make myself agreeable to
the people of the house.

% Midwinter disturbed me a little again last night ; but I have got over
the ghastly delusion which possessed me yesterday. I'know better now
than to dread violence from him when he discovers what I have done.
And there is still less fear of his stooping to assert his claim to a woman
who has practised on him such a deception as mine. The one serious
trial that I shall be put to when the day of reckoning comes, will be the
trial of preserving my false character in his presence. I shall be safe in
his loathing and contempt for me, after that. On the day when I have
denied bim to his face, I shall have seen the last of him for ever.

VoL. Xxm.—no. 77. W,
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¢ ¢ Not from Thorpe-Ambrose !’

“¢No. From the seal’

“ The first dawning of the truth broke on me at those words. I
couldn’t speak—TI could only hold out my hand to him for the letter.

“ He still shrank from giving it to me. ¢I daren’t! I daren’t!’he
said to himself vacantly. ¢The shock of it might be the death of her.’

¢ snatched the letter from him. One glance at the writing on the
address was enough. My hands fell on my lap, with the letter fast held
in them. I sat petrified, without moving, without speaking, without
hearing a word of what Bashwood was saying to me, and slowly realized
the terrible truth. The man whose widow I had claimed to be, was a
living man to confront me! In vain I had mixed the drink at Naples—
in vain I had betrayed him into Manuel's hands. Twice I had set the
deadly snare for him, and twice Armadale had escaped me !

“I came to my sense of outward things again, and found Bashwood on
his knees at my feet, crying.

¢ ¢You look angry,” he murmured helplessly. ¢Are you angry with
me ? Ob, if you only knew what hopes I had when we last saw each other,
and how cruelly that letter has dashed them all to the ground !*

“ I put the miserable old creature back from me—but very gently.
¢ITush !’ Isaid. ¢Don’t distress me now. I want composure—I want
to read the letter.’

“He went away submissively to the other end of the room. As
soon as my eye was off him, I heard him say to himself, with impotent
malignity, ¢ If the sea had been of my mind, the sea would have drowned
him I’

“ One by one, I slowly opened the folds of the letter ; feeling, while
1 did so, the strangest incapability of fixing n.y attention on the very lines
that I was burning to read.- But why dwell any longer on sensations
which I can’t describe? It will be more to the purpose if I place the
letter itself, for future reference, on this page of my journal.

¢« MRg. Basgwoob, “ Fiume, Illyria, November 21st, 185k

“THE address I date from will surprise you—and you will be
more surprised still when you hear how it is that I come to write to you
from a port on the Adriatic Seca.

T have been the victim of a rascally attempt at robbery and murder.
The robbery has succeeded; and it is only through the mercy of God
that the murder did not succeed too.

“T hired a yacht rather more than a month ago at Naples; and sailed
(I am glad to think now) without any friend with me, for Messina. From
Messina I went for a cruise in the Adriatic. Two days out, we were
caught in a storm. Storms get up in a hurry, and go down in a hurry,
in those parts. 'The vessel behaved nobly—I declare I feel the tears in
my eyes now, when I think of her at the bottom of the sea! Towards
sunsct it began to moderate; and by midnight, except for a long smooth

W—a
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drawers. By the time I had done that, the hammering was over, and
there was such a silence that I could hear the water bubbling into the
scuttled vessel amidships. The next noise was the noise of the boat and
the villains in her (always excepting my friend the mate) shoving off from
the starboard side. I waited for the splash of the oars in the water, and
then got my back under the hatch. The mate had kept his promise. I
lifted it easily—crept across the deck, under cover of the bulwarks, on all
fours—and slipped into the sea on the port side. Lots of things were
floating about. I took the first thing I came to—a hencoop—and swam
away with it about a couple of hundred yards, keeping the yacht between
me and the boat. Having got that distance, I was seized with a shivering
fit, and I stopped (fearing the cramp next) to take a pull at my flask.
When I had closed the flask again, I turned for a moment to look back,
and saw the yacht in the act of sinking. In a minute more there was
nothing between me and the boat, but the pieces of wreck that had been .
purposely thrown out to float. The moon was shining; and, if they had
had a glass in the boat, I believe they might have seen my head, though I
carefully kept the hencoop between me and them.

“ As it was, they laid on their oars; and I heard loud voices among
them disputing. After what seemed an age to me, I discovered what the
dispute was about. The boat's head was suddenly turned my way.
Some cleverer scoundrel than the rest (the sailing-master, I daresay,) had
evidently persuaded them to row back over the place where the yacht had
gone down, and make quite sure that I had gone down with her.

“ They were more than half way across the distance that separated us,
and I had given myself up for lost, when I heard a cry from one of them,
and saw the boat’s progress suddenly checked. In a minute or two more,
the boat's head was turned again; and they rowed straight away from me
like men rowing for their lives. _

“] looked on one side, towards the land, and saw nothing. I looked
on the other, towards the sea, and discovered what the boat’s crew had
discovered before me—a sail in the distance, growing steadily brighter
and bigger in the moonlight the longer I looked at it. In a quarter of an
hour more the vessel was within hail of me, and the crew had got me
on board.

“They were all foreigners, and they quite deafened me by their
jabber. I tried signs, but before I could make them understand me, I
was seized with another shivering fit, and was carried below. The vessel
held on her course, I have no doubt, but I was in no condition to know
anything about it. Before morning, I was in a fever; and from that time I
can remember nothing clearly till I came to my senses at this place, and
found myself under the care of a Hungarian merchant, the consignee (as they
call it) of the coasting vesscl that had picked me up. He speaks English
as well or better than I do; and he has treated me with a kindness which
I can find no words to praise. When he was a young man he was in
England himself, learning business, and he says he has remembrances of
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me Mr. Armadale’s letter (which I promise to bring back) and to wait
here till I return.  Will you do that for me, Mr. Bashwood ?’

“ He would do anything I asked hlm, he said. I went into the bed-
room, and put on my bonnet and shawl.

‘¢ Let me be quite sure of the facts before I leave you,’ I resumed,
when I was ready to go out. ¢ You have not shown this letter to anybody
but me?’

‘¢ Not a living soul has seen it but our two selves.’

‘¢ What have you done with the note enclosed to Miss Milroy ?’

“He produced it from his pocket. I ran it over rapidly—saw that
there was nothing in it of the slightest importance—and put it in the
fire on the spot. That done, I left Bashwood in the sitting-room, and
went to the Sanatorium, with Armadale's letter in my hand.

“The doctor had gone out; and the servant was unable to say
positively at what time he would be back. I went into his study, and
wrote a line preparing him for the news I had brought with me, which
I sealed up, with Armadale’s letter, in an envelope, to await his return.
That done, I told the servant I would call again in an hour, and left the
place.

“ Tt was useless to go back to my lodgings and speak to Bashwood,
until I knew first what the doctor meant to dd. I walked about the
neighbourhood, up and down new streets and crescents and squares,
with a kind of dull, numbed feeling in me, which prevented, hot only
all voluntary exercise of thought, but all sensation of bodily fatigue. I
remembered the same feeling overpowering me, years ago, on the morning
when the people of the prison came to take me into court to be tried for
my life. All that frightful scene came back again to my mind, in the
strangest manner, as if it had been a scene in which some other person
had figured. Once or twice I wondered, in a heavy senseless way, why
they had not hanged me !

“When I went back to the Sanatorium, I was informed that the
doctor had returned half-an-hour since, and that he was in his own room
anxiously waiting to see me.

“ I went into the study, and found him sitting close by the fire, with
his head down, and his hands on his knees. On the table near him,
besides Armadale’s letter and my note, I saw, in the little circle of light
thrown by the reading-lamp, an open railway guide. 'Was he meditating
flight? It was impossible to tell from his face, when he looked up at me,
what he was meditating, or how the shock had struck him when he first
discovered that Armadale was a living man.

‘¢ Take a scat near the fire,’ he said. ‘It's very raw and cold to-day.’

“I took a chair in silence. In silence, on his side, the doctor sat
rubbing his knees before the fire.

¢ ¢ Have you nothing to say to me ?’ I asked.

““He rose, and suddenly removed the shade from the readmg-hmp
8o that the light fell on my face.
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‘“¢Suppose Mr. Armadale’s steward meets his employer at the ter-
minus,’ I said. ¢ May I ask once more how Mr, Armadale is to be persuaded
to come here?’

“Don’t think me ungallant,’ rejoined the doctor in his gentlest manner,
¢if T ask, on my side, how are men persuaded to do nine-tenths of the
foolish acts of their lives? They are persuaded by your charming sex.
The weak side of every mman is the woman's side of him. We have only
to discover the woman’s side of Mr. Armadale—to tickle him on it gently
—and to lead him our way with a silken string. I observe here,’ pursued
the doctor, opening Armadale’s letter, ¢ a reference to a certain young lady,
which looks promising. 'Where is the note that Mr. Armadale speaks of
as addressed to Miss Milroy ?’

¢ Instead of answering him, I started, in a sudden burst of excitement,
to my feet. The instant he mentioned Miss Milroy’s name, all that I had
heard from Bashwood of her illness, and of the cause of it, rushed back
into my memory. I saw the means of decoying Armadale into the Sana-
torium, as plainly as I saw the doctor on the other side of the table,
wondering at the extraordinary change in me. What a luxury it was to
make Miss Milroy serve my interests at last!

¢ Never mind the note,’ I said. ¢ It’s burnt, for fear of accidents. I
can tell you all (and more) than the note could have told you. Miss
Milroy cuts the knot! Miss Milroy ends the difficulty ! She is pri-
vately engaged to him. She has heard the false report of his death;
and she has been seriously ill at Thorpe-Ambrose ever since. When
Bashwood meets him at the station, the very first question he is certain
to ask !

“¢I see!’ exclaimed the doctor, anticipating me. ¢ Mr. Bashwood has
nothing to do but to help the truth with a touch of fiction. When he tells
his master that the false report has reached Miss Milroy, he has only to
add that the shock has affected her head, and that she is here under
medical care. Perfect ! perfect! We shall have him at the Sanatorium
as fast as the fastest cab-horse in London can bring him to us. And
mind! no risk—no necessity for trusting other people. This is not a
madhouse ; this is not a Licensed Establishment—no doctors’ certificates
are necessary here! My dear lady, I congratulate you; I congratulate
myself. Permit me to hand you the railway guide, with my best compli-
ments to Mr. Bashwood, and with the page turned down for him, as an
additional attention, at the right place.’

“ Remembering how long I had kept Bashwood waiting for me, I took
the book at once, and wished the doctor good evening without further
ceremony. As he politely opened the door for me, he reverted, without
the slightest necessity for doing so, and without a word from me to lead
to it, to the outburst of virtuous alarm which had escaped him at the
earlier part of our interview.

“tT do hope,” he said, ‘that you will kindly forget and forgive my
extraordinary want of tact and perception when—in short, when I caught
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Or is some foreshadowing of disaster creeping over me which I don't yet
understand ?

“I might be in 2 humour to sit here for some time longer, thinking
thoughts like these, and letting them find their way into words at their
own will and pleasure—if my Diary would only let me. But my idle
pen has been busy enough to make its way to the end of the volume. I
have reached the last morsel of space left on the last page ; and whether
I like it or not, I must close the book this time for good and all, when I
close it to-night.

% Good-by, my old friend and companion of many a miserable day !
Iaving nothing else to be fond of, I half suspect myself of having been
unreasonably fond of you.

“What a fool I am !”

THE END OF THE FIFTH BOOK.

Book THE LAST.

— e
CHAPTER L

AT THE TERMINUS.

ON the night of the second of December, Mr. Bashwood took up his post
of observation at the terminus of the South Eastern Railway for the first
time. It was an earlier date, by six days, than the date which Allan had
himself fixed for his return. But the doctor, taking counsel of his medical
experience, had considered it just probable that ¢ Mr. Armadale might
be perverse enough, at his enviable age, to recover sooner than his medical
advisers might have anticipated.” For caution’s sake, therefore, Mr.
Bashwood was instructed to begin watching the arrival of the tidal
trains, on the day after he had received his employer’s letter.

From the second to the seventh of December, the steward waited
punctually on the platform, saw the trains come in, and satisfied himself,
cvening after evening, that the travellers were all strangers to him. From
the second to the scventh of December, Miss Gwilt (to return to the
name under which she is best known in these pages) received his daily
report, sometimes delivered personally, sometimes sent by letter. The
doctor, to whom the reports were communicated, received them in his turn
with unabated confidence in the precautions that had been adopted, up to
the morning of the eighth. On that date, the irritation of continued sus-
pense had produced a change for the worse in Miss Gwilt's variable
temper, which was perceptible to every one about her, and which, strangely
cnough, was reflected by an equally marked change in the doctor's manner
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doctor, getting sternly on his feet, and taking up his hat as if he meant to
leave the roomn.

“ Have you anything more to say ? "’ asked Miss Gwilt.

““Have you any remarks,” rejoined the doctor, “to offer on your
side?”

He stood hat in hand, waiting. For a full minute the two looked at
each other in silence.

Miss Gwilt spoke first.

“I think I understand you,” she said, suddenly recovering her
composure.

“I beg your pardon,” returned the doctor, with his hand to his ear.
¢ What did you say ? " .

¢ Nothing.”

% Nothing ? "

“ If you happened to catch another fly this morning,” said Miss Gwilt,
with a bitterly sarcastic emphasis on the words, “I might be capable of
shocking you by another ¢ little joke.”"

The doctor held up both hands, in polite deprecation, and looked as if
he was beginning to recover his good humour again.

“ Hard,” he murmured gently, “not to have forgiven me that uniucky
blunder of mine, even yet!”

“ What else have you to say? I am waiting for you,” said Miss
Gwilt. She turned her chair to the window scornfully, and took up her
work again, as she spoke.

The doctor came behind her, and put his hand on the back of her
chair.

“I have a question to ask, in the first place,” he said; “and a
measure of necessary precaution to suggest in the second. If you will
honour me with your attention, I will put the question first.”

“I am listening."”

“You know that Mr. Armadale is alive,” pursued the doctor; * and
you know that he is coming back to England. Why do you continue to
wear your widow’s dress?”

She answered him without an instant’s hesitation, steadily going on
with her work.

“Because I am of a sanguine disposition, like you. I mean to trust
to the chapter of accidents to the very last. Mr. Armadale may die yet,
on his way home.”

¢ And suppose he gets home alive—what then?”

“ Then there is another chance still left.”

“What is it, pray 7"

“ Ife may die in your Sanatorium.”

“Madam !” remonstrated the doctor in the deep bass which he
reserved for his outbursts of virtuous indignation. * Wait! you spoke
of the chapter of accidents,” he resumed, gliding back into his softer
conversational tones. ‘Yes! yes! of course. I understand you this time.
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ingly reckless of what thay say, or how they say it! ¢Oh, woman, in
our hours of ease, uncertain, coy, and hard to please!’ There! there!
there! Good morning 1

Miss Gwilt rose and looked after him contemptously from the window,
when the street-door had closed, and he had left the house.

¢ Armadale himself drove me to it the first time,” she said. ¢ Manuel
drove me to it the second time.—You cowardly scoundrel ! shall I let you
drive me to it for the third time and the last ? "

She turned from the window, and looked thoughtfully at her widow's
dress in the glass.

The hours of the day passed—and she decided nothing. The night
came—and she hesitated still. The new morning dawned—and the
terrible question was still unanswered.

By the early post there came a letter for her. It was Mr. Bashwood’s
usual report. Again he had watched for Allan’s arrival, and again in vain.

“Tll have more time ! " she determined passionately. ¢ No man alive
shall hurry me faster than I like ! ”

At breakfast that morning (the morning of the ninth) the doctor was
surprised in his study by a visit from Miss Gwilt.

“I want another day,” she said, the moment the scrvant had closed
the door on her.

The doctor looked at her before he answered, and saw the danger of
driving her to extremities plainly expressed in her face.

“The time is getting on,” he remonstrated in his most persuasive
manner. “For all we know to the contrary, Mr. Armadale may be here
to-night.”

“I want another day !” she repeated, loudly and passionately.

“ Granted | said the doctor, looking nervously towards the door.
“Don’t be too lond—the servants may hear you. Mind !” he added,
¢ I depend on your honour not to press me for any further delay.”

“You had better depend on my despair,” she said—and left him.

The doctor chipped the shell of his egg, and laughed =oftly.

“Quite right, my dear " he thought. “I remember where your
despair led you in past times ; and I think I may trust it to lead you
the same way now.”

At a quarter to eight o'clock that night, Mr. Bashwood took up his post
of obscrvation as usual on the platform of the terminus at London Bridge.

He was in the highest good spirits ; he smiled and smirked in irrepres-
sible exultation. The sense that he held in reserve a means of influence
over Miss Gwilt, in virtue of his knowledge of her past career, had had
no share in effecting the transformation that now appeared in him. It had
upheld his courage in his forlorn life at Thorpe-Ambrose, and it had
given him that increased confidence of manner which Miss Gwilt herself
had noticed; but, from the moment when he had regained his old place
in her favour, it had vanished as a motive power in him, annihilated by the
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my plans, and to come to England unexpectedly.” . He hesitated a little ;
his manner changed, and he added in lower tones, “ A Berious anxiety
has brought me back. I can’t say what my plans will be until that anxiety
is set at rest.”

The light of a lamp fell on his face while he spoke, and Mr. Bashwood
observed, for the first time, that he looked sadly worn and changed.

“PIm sorry, sir—I'm sure I'm very sorry. If I could be of any
use—? " suggested Mr. Bashwood, speaking under the influehce, in some
degree of his nervous politeness, and in some degree of his remembrance
of what Midwinter had done for him at Thorpe-Ambrose in the bygone
time.

Midwinter thanked him, and turned away sadly. “I am afraid you
can be of no use Mr. Bashwood—but I am obliged to you for your offer,
all the same.” He stopped, and considered a little, ¢ Suppose she should
not be ill? Suppose some misfortune should have happened?” he
resumed, speaking to himself, and turning again towards the steward. ¢ If
she has left her mother, some trace of her might be found by inquiring
at Thorpe-Ambrose.”

Mr. Bashwood’s curiosity was instantly aroused. The whole sex was
interesting to him now, for the sake of Miss Gwilt.

¢ A lady, sir?” he inquired. ¢ Are you looking for a lady ? ”

T am looking,” said Midwinter simply, ¢ for my wife.”

“ Married, sir !” exclaimed Mr. Bashwood. ¢ Married since I last
had the pleasure of seeing you! Might I take the liberty of asking m

Midwinter's eyes dropped uneasily to the ground.

“You knew the lady in former times,” he said. “I have married
Miss Gwilt.”

The steward started back, as he might have started back from a loaded
pistol, levelled at his head. His eyes glared as if he had suddenly lost
his senses, and the nervous trembling to which he was subject shook him
from head to foot.

“ What’s the matter?” asked Midwinter. There was no answer.
‘¢ What is there so very startling,” he went on, a little impatiently, *in
Miss Gwilt’s being my wife ? ”

“ Your wife?” repeated Mr. Bashwood, helplessly. *Mrs. Arma-
dale——!" He checked himself by a desperate effort, and said no more.

The stupor of astonishment which possessed the steward was instantly
reflected in Midwinter's face. The name in which he had secretly married
his wife had passed the lips of the last man in the world whom he would
have dreamed of admitting into his confidence! He took Mr. Bashwood
hy the arm, and led him away to a quieter part of the terminus than the
part of it in which they had hitherto spoken to each other.

“You referred to my wife just now,” he said; “and you spoke of
Mrs. Armadale in the same breath. What do you mean by that?”

Again there was no answer. Utterly incapable of understanding
more than that he had involved himself in some serious complication which
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was a complete mystery to hin, Mr. Bashwood struggled to extricate him-
self from the grasp that was laid on him, and struggled in vain.

Midwinter sternly repeated the question. *I ask you again,” he said,
‘ what do you mean by it?"

“ Nothing, sir! I give you my word of honour I meant nothing!"
He felt the hand on his arm tightening its grasp; he saw, even in the
obscurity of the remote corner in which they stood, that Midwinter's fiery
temper was rising, and was not to be trifled with. The extremity of his
danger inspired him with the one ready capacity that a timid man
possesses when he is compelled by main force to face an emergency—the
capacity to lie. “I only meant to say, sir,” he burst out, with a despe-
rate effort to look and speak confidently, ¢ that Mr. Armadale would be
surprised "

“You said Mrs. Armadale!”

¢ No, sir—on my word of honour, on my sacred word of honour, you
are mistaken—jyou are indeed ! I said Mr.sArmadale—how could I say
anything else? Please to let me go, sir—I'm pressed for time. I do
assure you I'm dreadfully pressed for time!"

For a moment longer Midwinter maintained his hold, and in that
moment he decided what to do.

e had accurately stated his motive for returning to England as pro-
ceeding from anxiety about his wife—anxiety naturally caused (after the
regular receipt of a letter from her every other, or every third day) by
the sudden cessation of the correspondence between them on her side for a
whole week, The first vaguely-terrible suspicion of some other reason for
her silence than the reason of accident or of illness, to which he had
hitherto attributed it, had struck through him like a sudden chill the
instant he heard the steward associate the name of * Mrs. Armadale " with
the idea of his wife. Little irregularities in her correspondence with him,
which he had thus far only thought strange, now came back on his mind
and proclaimed themselves to be suspicious as well. e had hitherto
believed the reasons she had given for referring him, when he answered
her lctters, to no more definite address than an address at a post-office.
Now he suspected her reasons of being excuses, for the first time. He
had hitherto resolved, on reaching London, to inquire at the only place ke
knew of at which a clue to her could be found—the address she had given
him as the address at which ¢ her mother” lived. Now (with a motive
which he was afraid to define even to himself, but which was strong
cnough to overbear every other consideration in his mind), he determined,
before all things, to solve the mystery of Mr. Bashwood's familiarity
with a secret, which was a marriage-secret between himself and his wife,
Any dircct appeal to a man of the steward’s disposition, in the steward's
present state of mind, would be evidently useless. The weapon of
deception was, in this case, a weapon literally forced into Midwinters
hands. He let go of Mr. Bashwood’s arm, and accepted Mr, Bag
explacation.
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¢ I beg your pardon,” he said, “ I have no doubt you are right. Pray
attribute my rudeness to over-anxiety and over-fatigue. I wish you
good cvening.”

The station was by this time almost a solitude ; the passengers by the
train being assembled at the examination of their luggage in the custom-
house waiting-room. It was no easy matter, ostensibly to take leave of
Mr. Bashwood, and really to keep him in view. But Midwinter’s early
life with his gipsy master had been of a nature to practise him in such
stratagems as he was now compelled to adopt. He walked away towards
the waiting-room by the line of empty carriages—opened the door of one
of them, as if to look after something that he had left behind—and detected
Mr. Bashwood making for the cab-rank on the opposite side of the plat-
form. In an instant, Midwinter had crossed, and had passed through the
long row of vehicles, so as to skirt it on the side farthest from the
platform. He entered the second cab by the left-hand door, the moment
after Mr. Bashwood had entered the first cab by the right-hand door.
¢ Double your fare, whatever it is,” he said to the driver, “if you keep
the cab before you in view, and follow it wherever it goes.” In a minute
more both vehicles were on their way out of the station.

The clerk sat in his sentry-box at the gate, taking down the destina-
tions of the cabs as they passed. Midwinter heard the man who was
driving him, call out “ Hampstead | " as he went by the clerk’s window.” -

“ Why did you say ¢ Hampstead ?’ he asked when they had left the
station.

¢ Because the man before me said ‘ Ilampstead,’ sir,” answered the
driver.

Over and over again, on the wearisome journey to the north-western
suburb, Midwinter asked if the cab was still in sight. Over and over
again, the man answered, “ Right in front of us.”

It was between nine and ten o'clock, when the driver pulled up his
horses at last. Midwinter got out, and saw the cab before them, waiting
at a house-door. As soon as he had satisfied himself that the driver was
the man whom Mr. Bashwood had hired, he paid the promised reward,
and dismissed his own cab.

He took a turn backwards and forwards before the door. The vaguely
terrible suspicion which had risen in his mind at the terminus, had forced
itself by this time into a definite form which was abhorrent to him. With-
out the shadow of an assignable reason for it, he found himself blindly dis-
trusting his wife’s fidelity, and blindly suspecting Mr. Bashwood of serving
her in the capacity of gobetween. In sheer horror of his own morbid
fancy, he determined to take down the number of the house, and the
name of the street in which it stood—and then, in justice to his wife, to
return at once to the address which she had given him as the address at
which her mother lived. He had taken out his pocket-book, and was on
his way to the corner of the street, when he observed the man who had
driven Mr. Bashwood, looking at him with an expression of inquisitive
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dead silence, and confronted his wife, with a scrutiny that was terrible
-in its unnatural self-possession, and that enveloped her steadily in one
comprehensive look from head to foot.

In dead silence on her side, she rose from her chair. In dead silence
she stood erect on the hearth-rug, and faced her husband in widow's weeds.

He took one step nearer to her and stopped again. He lifted his hand
and pointed with his lean brown finger at her dress.

“ What does that mean?” he asked, without losing his terrible self-
possession, and without moving his outstretched hand.

At the sound of his voice, the quick rise and fall of her bosom—which
had been the one outward betrayal thus far of the inner agony that tor-
tured her—suddenly stopped. She stood impenetrably silent, breathlessly
still—as if his question had struck her dead, and his pointing hand had
petrified her.

He advanced one step nearer and reiterated his words, in a voice even
lower and quieter than the voice in which he had spoken first.

One moment more of silence, one moment more of inaction might have
been the salvation of her. But the fatal force of her character triumphed
at the crisis of her destiny, and his. White and still, and haggard and
old, she met the dreadful emergency with a dreadful courage, and spoke
the irrevocable words which renounced him to his face.

“ Mr. Midwinter,” she said, in tones unnaturally hard and unnaturally
clear, “our acquaintance hardly entitles you to speak to me in that
manner.” Those were her words. She never lifted her eyes from the
ground while she spoke them. When she had done, the last faint vestige
of colour in her cheeks faded out.

There was a pause. Still steadily looking at her, he set himself to fix
the language she had used to him in his mind. ¢ She calls me ‘Mr.
Midwinter, " he eaid slowly, in a whisper. ¢ She speaks of ‘our
acquaintance.’”’ He waited a little and looked round the room. Iis
wandering eyes encountered Mr. Bashwood for the first time. He saw
the steward standing near the fireplace, trembling, and watching him.

“I once did you a service,” he said; ‘“and you once told me you
were not ap ungrateful man. Are you grateful enough to answer me if I
ask you something ?”

He waited a little again. Mr. Bashwood still stood trembling at the
fireplace, silently watching him.

“I see you looking at me,” he went on. *Isthere some change in me
that I am not conscious of myself? Am I seeing things that you don’t
sce? Am I hearing words that you don’t hear? Am I looking or speak-
ing like a man out of his senses?"

Again he waited, and again the silence was unbroken. lis eyes began
to glitter; and the savage blood that he had inherited from his mother
rose dark and slow in his ashy cheeks.

“Js that woman,” he asked, ‘‘ the woman whom you once knew, whoso
pame was Miss Gwilt?”



608 ARMADALE.

Once more his wife collected her fatal courage. Once more his wife
spoke her fatal words.

% You compol me to repeat,” she said, “ that you are presuming o2
our acquaintance, and that you are forgetting what is due to me.”

He turned upon her, with a savage suddenness which forced a ery of |
alarm from Mr. Bashwood's lips.

“ Are you, or are you not My Wife?" he asked, through his set teets

She raised her eyes to his for the first time. Her lost spirit looked at
him, steadily defiant, out of the hell of its own despair.

“T am not your wife,” she said,

Ile staggered back, with his hand groping for something to hold by,
like the hands of a man in the dark. He leaned heavily against the wal
of the room, and looked at the woman who had alept on his bosom, and
who had denied him to his face.

Mr. Bashwood stole panic-stricken to her side. ¢ Go in therel"Le
whispered, trying to draw her towards the folding doors which led into
the next room. “ For God's sake be quick | He'll kill you 1"

She put the old man back with her hand. She looked at him witha
sudden irradiation of her blank face. She answered him with lips tha
struggled slowly into a frightful smile.

¢ Let him kill me,” she said.

As the words passed her lips, he sprang forward from the wall, witha
cry that rang through the house. The frenzy of a maddened man flashed
at her from his glassy eyes, and clutched at her in his threatening hands
He came on till he was within arm’s length of her—and suddenly stood
still. The black flush died out of his face in the instant when he stopped.
His eyelids fell, his outstretched hands wavered, and sank helpless. He
dropped, as the dead drop. IIe lay as the dead lie, in the arms of the
wife who had denied him.

She knelt on the floor, and rested his head on her knee. ~She caught
the arm of the steward hurrying to help her, with a hand that closd
round it like a vice. * Go for a doctor,” she said,  and keep the people
of the house away till he comes.” There was that in her eye, there was
that in her voice, which would have warned any man living to obey
her in silence. In silence, Mr. Bashwood submitted, and hurried out
of the room.

The instant she was alone, she raised him from her knee. 'With both
arms clasped round him, the miserable woman lifted his lifeless face to
hers, and rocked him on her bosom in an agony of tenderness beyond all
relief in tears, in a passion of remorse beyond all expression in words. In
silence she held him to her breast, in silence she devoured his forehead,
his cheeks, his lips, with kisses. Not a sound escaped her, till she heard
the trampling footsteps outside, hurrying up the stairs. Then a low moan
burst from her lips, as she looked her last at him, and lowered his hesd
again to her knee, before the strangers came in.

The landlady and the steward were the first persons whom sl
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when the door was opened. The medical man (a surgeon living in the
street) followed. The horror and the beauty of her face as she looked up
at him absorbed the surgeon’s attention for the moment, to the exclusion
of everything else. She had to beckon to him, she had to point to the
senseless man, before she could claim his attention for his patient and
divert it from herself, .

“Is he dead 7" she asked.

The surgeon carried Midwinter to the sofa, and ordered the windows
to be opened. “ It is a fainting fit,” he said ; ‘ nothing more."”

At that answer her strength failed her for the first time. She drew
a deep breath of relief, and leaned on the chimney-piece for support.
Mr. Bashwood was the only person present who noticed that she was
overcome. He led her to the opposite end of the room, where there was
an easy chair—leaving the landlady to hand the restoratives to the surgeon
as they were wanted.

‘ Are you going to wait here till he recovers?” whispered the steward,
looking towards the sofa, and trembling as he looked.

‘The question roused her to a sense of her position—to a knowledge of
the merciless necessities which that position now forced her to confront.
With a heavy sigh she looked towards the sofa, considered with herself
for a moment, and answered Mr. Bashwood’s inquiry by a question on
her side.

‘¢ Is the cab that brought you here from the railway still at the deor? "

“ Yes.”

“Drive at once to the gates of the Sanatorium, and wait there till I
- join you.”

Mr. Bashwood hesitated. She lifted her eyes to his, and, with a look,
sent him out of the room.

““The gentleman is coming to, ma'am,” said the landlady, as the
steward closed the door. ¢ Ie has just breathed again.”

She bowed in mute reply, rose, and considered with herself once more
—Ilooked towards the sofa for the second time—then passed through the
folding-doors into her own room.

After a short lapse of time the surgeon drew back from the sofs, and
motioned to the landlady to stand aside. The bodily recovery of the
patient was assured. There was nothing to be done now but to wait, and
let his mind slowly recall its sense of what had happened.

“ Where is she ?" were the first words he said to the surgeon and the
landlady anxiously watching him.

The landlady knocked at the folding-doors, and received no answer.
She went in, and found the room empty. A sheet of note-paper was on
the dressing-table, with the doctor's fee placed on it. The paper contained
these lines, evidently written in great agitation or in great haste :—* It is
impossible for me to remain here to-night, after what has happened. I
will return to-morrow to tuke away my luggage, and to pay what I
owe you."”

voL. xur.—~o. 77. 29.
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“Where is she 7* Midwinter asked again, when the landlady returned
alone to the drawing-room.

# Gone, sir.”

#T don't believe it 1"

The old lady’s colour rose. “H you know her handwriting, =ir,” she
answered, handing him the sheet of note-paper, “ perhaps you may believe
that 2"

He looked at the paper. I beg your pardon, ma'am,” he said, as he
handed it back. “I beg your pardon, with all my heart.”

There was something in his face as he spoke those words which more
than soothed the old lady’s irritation—it touched her with a sudden pity
for the man who had offended her. I am afraid thereis some dreadful
trouble, sir, at the bottom of all this,” she said simply. “ Do you wish me
to give any message to the lady when she comes back 7"

Midwinter rose, and steadied himself for a moment against the sofa,
“T will bring my own message to-morrow,” he said. “I must see her
before she leaves your house.”

The surgeon accompanied his patient into the street. * Can I see you
home ?" he said, kindly. ¢ You had better not walk, if it is far. You
mustn’t over-exert yourself ; you mustn’t catch a chill this cold night.”

Midwinter took his hand and thanked him. “I have been used to
hard walking and to cold nights, sir,” he said ; *“ and I am not easily wara
out, even when I look so broken as I do now. If you will tell me the
nearest way out of these streets, I think the quiet of the country and the
quiet of the night will help me. I have something serious to do to-
morrow,” he added, in a lower tone ; ‘“ and I can't rest or sleep till I have
thought over it to-night.”

The surgeon understood that he had no common man to deal with.
He gave the necessary directions without any further remark, and parted
with his patient at his own door.

Left by himself, Midwinter paused and looked up at the heaven in
silence. The night had cleared, and the stars were out—the stars which
he had first learnt to know from his gipsy master on the hill-side. For
the first time his mind went back regretfully to his boyish days. “Oh,
for the old life!” he thought, longingly. ¢I never knew till now how
happy the old life was 1"

He roused himself and went on towards the open country. His face
darkened as he left the streets behind him and advanced into the solitude
and obscurity that lay beyond.

‘She has denied her husband to-night,” he said. ¢ She shall know
her master to-morrow.”
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®1d Bonses.

The glory of a building is in its age and in that deep sense of voicefulness, of
stern watching, of mysterious sympathy, nay, even of approval or condemnation,
which we feel in walls that have long been washed by the passing waves of humanity.

Ruskmx’s Seven Lamps.

— O P

To have to live in a row of houses built by contract, all at the same time,
and all exactly alike, in which it is impossible to tell your own dwelling,
except by looking at the number on the door, has always seemed to me
one of the chief objections to life in a town, and one of the most pathetic
and aggravating of the minor troubles of humanity. Mr. Podsnap, or any
other type of the respectable, may think me a monomaniac—perhaps I am.

I hold that by submitting to, or worse still, by rejoicing in, & tame
uniformity in our domiciles, we, of our own accord, deprive ourselves of
one of the highest privileges of reason, and degrade ourselves by submis-
sion to one of the necessities under which instinct labours. Bees build
their cells by exact rule and predetermined angle, a mavis's nest is
recognized as one all the world over, and probably has not altered by one
iota in its architecture since time began. Rabbit-burrows and mole-gal-
leries have gained nothing in their construetion from the experience of -
hundreds of generations. To man alone is the privilege given of impressing
not merely a generic or specific character, but a stamp of individual pecu-
liarity on his home. If walls have ears, houses surely may be allowed to
have faces too, and these are often very expressive ones, telling in many
a case more about their owners than their own faces dare to tell, some-
times wrinkled, now painted and patched like any made-up dowager, now
clean and cared for, again grimy and foul as a drunkard’s cheek. Houses
die too, as their masters do, and while we love to tell the tale of lives gone
by, to preserve memorials of the generations that leave us so quickly, acd
us we often pause to see an old house tell its silent story on the painter’s
canvas, may we not at times linger to listen to the description of an old
home by a loving pen? Not one from an architect’s point of view, even .
were it as gorgeous and as lovingly told as that of the baronial mansion in
Gilbert Scott’s Gothic Architecture—not a glowing picture such as George
Robins knew so well how to conjure up, when with mellifluous adjectives
he decked out the country lot to be brought to the hammer. Such are
prophetic and anticipatory of the future, not descriptive of the past.
The homes I love to look back on, and the houses I want to describe, have
had too long a past to hope for a future. The auld house might make
in time a picturesque ruin, but could hardly by any art be described
as a desirable investment for & gentleman of fortune.

29—3
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A bonnie auld house it i=—not a castle, not a priory; you would not
even think of calling it a hall—with four sturdy walls of grey stone, hewn
at the corners and lintels, harled with white mortar where the walls are
rough, with high-pitched roof and over-hanging eaves, where the swallows
build, and the starlings sun themselves and chatter from April to October.
It stands at the mouth of the glen, just where the hillside curves are
softening into the gentle waving of the strath, and on its terrace of match-
less turf, seems to lean against the soft bosom of the hill behind, while the
slope of the lawn in front is just sufficient to give light and air, and an
occasional glimpse of the road through the valley, and beyond it the great
river, and still further off, the sea. The rich old grass ripples up to the
very walls, and seems to grudge to the gravelled road even its narrow strip
of sand and pebbles ; and the rough Highland cattle who have had it all
their own way since the deer were killed, rub their long horns against
the stone steps, and lazily switch their tails in sleepy noontides before the
door. But for the steps they might go in, and now and then a lamb does
frisk up and invade the hall, for, winter and summer, from sunrise to
sunset, the door stands ever open: what though snow may drift in, and
inner doors may slam, and tramps may peer about, it is the custom of the
house; and though there are now no bairns to toddle in and out, and few
dogs to guard the hall, the old laird will have it open as of old. Yes, of old,
that is the refrain which echoes through the house—of old : all about it seems
to tell of the past rather than of the future, or even of the present. There
is nothing new about the place. The house itself, though it has sheltered

" only some six generations, and is as solid as when it was built (for there
was no building by contract in those days), is but the south front of a
quadrangle far older than itself. The trees are all old, many patriarchal,
"and have to pay their tribute of creaking stiff old limbs, and: broken
branches, every windy night. The flower-garden is old-fashioned, with
high box hedges, and a sundial which the ivy has cracked, so that it is ha'€
an-hour too slow by railway time, and straight formal gravel walks where
the peacocks used to strut and scream, before the home-farm was given
up and the hen-house dismantled. The family acres have diminished in
every generation of late. Farm after farm has been sold, but the last was
the hardest of all for the laird to part with, lying, as it does, broad and
fair on an upland slope, before the windows, hardly a mile off : it was
sold, but not it all: one corner, decply shaded by swaying poplars and
black firs, holds four walls and a heavy iron door. This is the Cave of
Machpelah, the one rood of ground that must be kept, though all else go—
the burying-ground, now nearly full, just one corner empty, by his wife’s
grave, the place they chose fifty years ago when their first baby died.

But, says Dives, it is their own fault if they get poorer every year;
why don’t they make money as I do, or if they are not clever enough for
that, why don't they save, and at least live within their income? But
how can we blame, though we may pity the falling house. An. ols
fashioned, open-handed hospitality, a gentleness that could not dukwa
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bargain, or dismiss an old tenant, were all possible and warrantable when
wheat was at war prices, and the corn-laws were intact ; but low prices,
and the girls’ portions, and the boys' commissions gradually do their work:
a few thousands to-day, a few more to-morrow—the old acres must bear
them all, and while so much is going out there is nothing coming in : the
boys will not go into business, and will not look at the professions, but
wherever for hundreds of years their country's flag has been flying, there
they are to be found shedding their blood like water. At Quebec and
Bunker’s Hill, Seringapatam, Peninsula, Waterloo, Crimea, Delhi, the
Peiho, the vision of the old house and the beech avenue has been the
last to pass before the eyes of one of its boys, before the teeth were set
for the onset, or when all else was fading from the dying eyes in the shock
of battle. And then some morning at breakfast the letter comes, written
by a comrade at the camp-fire to anticipate the Gazette and break the
news, and by the time his medal and sword have come home the old
house, in losing a hope, has gained another noble memory.

Yet, notwithstanding its poverty, is it not wonderful how well and home-
like the old place looks? The park has been divided into enclosures, and
fat cattle stalk solemnly along, and Cheviots and South-downs nibble the
short grass, where once the deer hid in brushwood and bracken and the
hare sheltered behind the tufted bent. Still the hedgerows are very lovely,
bright with the fresh green in May, pale in June with delicate stars of
hawthorn, blushing with the “ briar roses faint and pale " all the summer
through, and even far on into the autumn, crested with the bloom and rich
red berries of the honeysuckle. And though the cattle have nibbled
the leaves and barked the twigs as high as they can reach, and thus the
lovely sweep in which the lower branches should stoop to the grass is
gone, not one of the old beeches has fullen to the axe. No, even when old
Lord Hunques foreclosed the mortgage, and money was so hard to get, the
laird would not cut a stick of timber; just as soon would he have sold
one of his children. Thus the avenue has a beauty of its own, lined though
it be by rough post-and-rail paling, for the beeches are two hundred years
old, and meet overhead in living arches of whispering leaves, and the
cushats coo among the branches as if echoing the refrain of the angels’
song ; and though the gates are heavy and their hinges stiff, the gate-posts
are rich with strange old carving, and piled with mosses, and fretted with
lichens into arabesques of infinite delicacy and variety, glittering in sun-
light and glowing in shade, as no colours of man’s devising do.

Very refreshing, too, is the contrast between the coolness and cloister-
shade of the beeches, and the sunlight of the nearer lawn, which bursts
upon us, sudden and glorious, as we pass the great stone pillars of the
second gate. For the oaks and clms no longer shade the road, but stand
apart, now one giant alone, again in two’s and three’s, leaving long reaches
of grass between them, green in the shade, yellow—almost white—in the
summer sun ; and now between the tree-trunks we get a glint of the house,
and feel we are really at home : the post-boy gives a final chirrup to the
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thus when the first frost of the next bitter winter takes the old man home,
and the burying-ground has been opened and closed for the last time, the
furniture will not fetch much at the sale. The auctioneer’s man will con-
temptuously speak of the old tables and chairs as bits of sticks, and when
his old cronies have each bought something as a remembrance, the house
will be no longer the house it has been, but four walls, to be demolished
or restored at the caprice of the new possessor ; in either case to be the
“auld house” no more, but Mr. Black Diamond’s beautiful new place in
Perthshire, or Whiteseam Castle, the magnificent baronial residence of Sir
Cotton Whiteseam, built on the site of, and containing the courtyard and
a piece of the wall of an old mansion-house.

It is often strange to watch the various effects of age upon houses. I
do not mean by age any sudden destruction as by fire or sword, but merely
the slow changes during the gradual lapse of time. One of the gentlest,
tenderest ways in which age can come to a house is seen when in a lonely
country district a house is simply let alone : * So fleet the works of men
back to their earth again.” I know one which was bought some years ago
by a very rich nobleman, from the old race whose house it was. He has
a great house of his own within a few miles, and has simply left the other
to itself. He is fond of field-sports, and now the gardens, park, and woods
of the old house are a pheasant preserve, no foot but that of the gamekeeper
brushes the dew from the grass-grown avenue. Rabbits burrow under the
pear-trees in the garden, and great hares lope about the terraces, where
they feel so much at home, that even their restless ears lie still. No
shadows flit past the windows of the deserted rooms, for the rotten flooring
can support no footsteps heavier than a ghost’s, and owls and jackdaws
chatter and hiss where the children used to play. The grass is dank and
long, and the unthinned pines cast a funereal shade even at midsummer;
still the setting sun reddens its turrets and high eaves, and grotesque gur-
goyles glisten white in the moon and the free air of heaven breathes round
it fragrant with hawthorn in spring, heavy in summer and autumn with
the scent of ungathered roses, even in winter spiced with the aroma of the
pines. How different in scent and colour from other old houses I have seen.

On either side of the High Street of Edinburgh are narrow streets or
lanes which run at right angles to it, as ribs from a backbone. Many of
these terminate in, or are lined by, tall old houses, long ago the residences
of nobles and wealthy burghers. They are now inhabited by the very
poorest and most squalid of the population, many of them almost exclu-
sively by Irish immigrants; and there are few contrasts of the kind more
strange and pathetic, than that afforded by the glinpses of the comfort and
magnificence of the past, seen amid the wretchedness and squalor of the
present. Take one for a type of all. A long passage, about four feet wide,
on the level of the street, even narrower above, where the high walls almost
meet to shut out the sky, leads to a massive archway. The passage, if
clean and fresh, would be a pleasant entrance, cool in summer, sheltered in
winter ; but the pavement is broken and dank ooze stands in pools, while
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decaying vegetables, fishbones, and other worse refuse, make the passage
a pesthouse. The arched doorway discloses a lofty hall from which large
rooms open, while a noble oak stuircase leads to the upper stories. It was
once the town mansion of cne of our oldest Scottish families, now every
room contains a separate family ; and not only this, but the larger rooms
are divided and subdivided—here by lath and plaster ; here by brickwork
partitions, which do not even reach to the roof ; here again only by a
ragged curtain, or here in more careful manner by screens of brown paper
pasted on cross-bars of wood. Four, even five families in one room,
separated only by such flimsy partitions ; oaths, brutality, and drunken-
ness making themselves heard through every corner of it : and yet on inae-
cessible niches of the oak staircase the shield and device of the family can
still be seen, and gleams of sunlight still glint on shreds of tapestry-carved
cornices and painted roofs. Where the Solemn League and Covenant lay
for signature, fish-hawkers wrangle and organ-grinders count their ill-
gotten coppers ; where Charles Townsend supped with the Lord President
of the Court of Session thieves divide their spoil. Could these rooms
speak what tales they might tell, sad and strange, of change and decay-—of
one master elain in a chance medley of Scotts and Kers for the ¢ crown of
the causeway ;" of another, the last of his race that the old house ever
saw, pining in solitude and poverty in a garret at St. Germains, watching
the fair and fading white rose, symbol of his loyalty to the race for whom he
had fought so vainly. For when Charles Edward was at Holyrood, the
old house rang with merriment and echoed to the clank of spurs ; but the
light of the hopeless struggle which had waxed at Prestonpans, and waned
at Falkirk, went down in blood on the disastrous eve of Culloden, and like
many another, the house changed hands when its master became a banished
outlaw. Then some canny Whig lawyer tried to buy the pictures, and
relics, and the old home associations when he bought the walls. But it
will not do, good investment as it was ; the new master cannot feel it is his
own. Strange shadows lurk in corners, armour falls with a clank at
uncanny hours, and on suggestive anniversaries ; one by one the pictures
with their restless following eyes are turned to the wall or condemned to
the lumber-room ; and by the time the lawyer has prospered enough to
buy “a’ bit place” in the country, he finds that the house has got a bad
name and won'tlet. He then cuts it up into small tenements, lets part of it
for an office : the character of the tenants gets worse and worse, while their
number increases at every term day, till the quiet, grave home of a family
becomes the teeming rabbit-warren it now is.

And then the sooner the end comes the better. To be gutted by a fire,
condemned by the Decan of Guild, or swept away by a railway company,
seems, any of them, a more merciful fate than to drag on, a nest of fever
and den of thieves, till from very rottenness it crumbles on the heads of
its inmates. While it stands, with rags for ivy, and oaths and ribaldry
instead of the wild-bird’s song, it is a ¢ caput mortuum,” not & ruine
pestilential without being picturesque.



3 Strange Story.

WHEN the criminal, Pierre Granger, escorted by four gendarmes, was
Pplaced in the dock of the court of assize, there was a general stir amongst
the crowd which had assembled from every quarter to be present at his trial.
Pierre Granger was not an ordinary culprit—not one of those poor
wretches whom the court, as a matter of form, furnishes with an advocate,
Jjudges in the presence of a heedless auditory, and sends to oblivion in the
convict prisons of the State. He had figured at Augtil in the columns of
the newspapers; and while M. Lépervier had undertaken his defence,
M. Louraugain, the attorney-general, was to conduct the prosecution.
Now, at the time of which I write, these two men stood at the head of
their profession. Whenever it was known that they were to be pitted
against each other in any cause, crowds immediately flocked to enjoy their
eloquent sentences, sonorous periods, and phrases as round and as polished
as 80 many billiard-balls. It was a perfect riot of tropes and figures, a
delicious confusion of periphrases and metaphors. All the figures of
rhetoric defiled before the charmed auditory, and sported, jested, and
struggled with each other, like Virgil's playful shepherds. " There was a
luxury of epithets, passing even that of the Abbé Delille. Every indivi-
dual substantive was as regularly followed by its attendant adjective, as the
great lady of the last century by her train-bearing page. In this pompous
diction 2 man became a mortal, a horse a courser, the moon was styled pale
Dian. My father and my mother were never called so, but invariably “the
authors of my being; " a dream was a vision, a glass a crystal vase, a knife
a sword, a car a chariot, and a breeze became a whirlwind : all of which,
no doubt, tended to produce a style of exceeding sublimity and beauty.
Pierre Granger was a clumsily built- fellow, five feet ten in’ height,
thirty-eight years old, with foxy hair, a high colour, and small cunning
grey eyes. He was accused of having strangled his wife, cut up the
body into pieces, and then, in order to conceal his crime, set fire to the
house, wherein his three children perished. Such an accumulation of
horrors had shed quite a romantic halo round their perpetrator. Ladies
of rank and fashion flocked to the gaol to look at him ; and his autograph
was in wonderful request, as soon as it became known that Madame
Césarine Langelot, the lioness of the district, possessed some words of his
writing in her album, placed between a ballad by a professor of rhetoric
and a problem by the engineer-in-chief of the department : ncither gentle-
man, to say the truth, being much flattered by such close juxtaposition
with the interesting pet-prisoner. When Pierre Granger, with his lower-
ing brow and air of stolid cunning, was placed in the dock, the names of
twelve jurors were drawn by lot, and the president demanded of the
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counsel on either side, whether they wished to excrcise their right of
challenge. Both declined offering any objection to twelve such honour-
able names ; but the attorney-gencral added, that he would require the
drawing of a supplementary juror. It was done, and on the paper ap-
peared the name of Major Vernor. At the sound, a slight murmur was
heard amongst the spectators, while MM. Louraugain and Lépervier ex-
changed a rapid glance which seemed to say :—* Will not you challenge
him?” But neither of them did so0; an officer conducted Major Vernor
into his appointed place, and amid profound silence the indictment was
read. Major Vernor had lived in the town during the last two years
Every one gave him the military title, yet none could tell when, or where,
or whom he had served. He seemed to have neither family nor friends;
and when any of his acquaintances ventured to sound him on the subject,
he always replied in a manner by no means calculated to encourage
curiosity. “ Do I trouble my head about your affairs?” he would say.
¢ Your shabby old town suits me well enough as a residence, but if you
don't think I have a right to live in it, I shall be most happy to convinee
you of the fact at daybreak to-morrow with gun, sword, or pistol”
Major Vernor was precisely the very man to keep his word; the few
persons who had entered his lodgings reported that his bedroom resem-
bled an armoury, so fully was it furnished with all sorts of murderoms
weapons. Notwithstanding this, he seemed a very respectable sort o
man, regular in his habits, punctual in his payments, and fond of smoking
excellent cigars, sent him, he used to say, by a friend in Havannah. He
was tall, very thin, bald, and always dressed in black ; his moustaches
curled to a point; and he invariably wore his hat cocked over his right ear.
In the evenings he used to frequent the public reading-rooms of the town, but
he never played at any game, or conversed with the company, remaining
absorbed in his newspaper until the clock struck ten, when he lit his cigar,
twisted his moustaches, and with a stiff, silent bow, took his departure. It
sometimes happened that one of the company, bolder than the others, said,
“ Good night, major!” Then the major would stop, fix his grey eye on
the speaker, and reply, “Good night, monsieur !” but in so rude and angry
a tone that the words sounded more like a malediction than a polite saluts-
tion. It was remarked that whoever thus ventured to address the major,
was, during the remainder of the evening, the victim of some strange ill-
luck. He regularly lost at play, was sure to knock his elbow through a
handsome lamp or vase, or in some way to get entangled in a misadventure.
So firmly were the good townsfolk persuaded that the major posstssed an
evil eye, that their common expression, when any one met with a misfor-
tune, was :—‘‘ He must have said ¢ good night' to the major.”

This mysterious character dined every day at the ordinary of the
Crown Hotel, and although habitually silent, seemed usually contented
with the fare. One day, however, after having eaten some bread soup, be
cast his eye along the table, frowned, and calling the host, said ;—"
comes it that the dinner to-day is entirely meagre? ™
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“ Monsieur, no doubt, forgets that this is Good Friday.”

‘ Send me up two mutton chops.”

“ Impossible, major—there is not an ounce of meat to be had at any
butcher’s in the town.”

¢ Let me have some fowl."

¢ That is not to be had, either.”

‘“ What a set of fools!” exclaimed the major, striking his clenched
hand on the table with such force that the bottles reeled and rocked just
as if all the wine in their bodies had got into their heads. Then he
called the waiter, and said, “ Baptiste, go to my lodging, and bring me
the inlaid carbine which hangs over my pillow.”

The poor host trembled, and grew very pale when Baptiste returned
with a double-barrelled gun, beautifully inlaid with silver. The major
coolly examined the locks, put on fresh caps, cocked both barrels, and
walked out, followed at a respectful distance by the guests and inmates of
the hotel. Not far off stood an old ivy-mantled church, whose angular
projections were haunted by many ravens. Two large ones flew out of a
turret just as the major came up and took aim for a double shot. Down
tumbled both the unclean birds at his feet.

 Sacré blew!" said he, picking them up. “I'm regularly sold—
they’re quite lean.”

He returned to the hotel, and, according to his express orders, one
moiety of his ill-omened booty was dressed in a savoury stew, and the other
simply roasted. Of both dishes he partook so heartily that not a vestige
of either remained, and he declared that he had never eaten more relishing
food. From that day the major became an object of uneasiness to some, of
terror to others, of curiosity to all. 'Whenever he appeared on the public
promenade, every one avoided him : at the theatre, his box was generally
occupied by himself alone; and each old woman that met him in the
street invariably stopped to cross herself. Major Vernor was never known
‘to enter a church, or accept an invitation ; at first he used to receive a good
.many of these, and the perfumed billets served him to light his cigars.

Such, then, was the thirteenth juror drawn in the cause of Pierre
Granger, and it may easily be understood why the audience were moved
at hearing the name of Major Vernor. The paper of accusation, not-
withstanding drawn up by the attorney-general with a force and parti-
cularity of description which horrified the ladies present, was read amid
profound silence broken only by the smoring of the prisoner, who had
coolly settled himself to sleep. The gendarmes tried to rouse him from
his slumber, but they merely succeeded in making him now and then
half open his dull, brutish eyes. When the clerk had ceased to read,
Pierre Granger was with difficulty thoroughly awakened, and the president
proceeded to question him. The interrogatory fully revealed, in all its
horror, the thoroughly stupid fiendishness of the wretch. He had killed
his wife, he said, because they couldn’t agree; he had set his house on
fire because it was a cold night, and he wanted to make a good blaze
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voice, that the wretched assassin’s guilt was perfectly clear, and that they
could not hesitate for a moment as to their decision. Major Vernor, how-
ever, stood up, placed his back against the door, and regardmg his
colleagues with a peculiarly sinister expression, said slowly,—

‘1 shall acquit Pierre Granger, and you shall all do the same !”

‘ Sir,” replied the foreman in a severe tone, ¢ you are answerable to
your conscience for your own actions, but I do not see what right you
have to offer us a gratuitous insult.”

“ Am I then so unfortunate as to offend you?” asked the muajor,
meekly.

¢ Certainly, in supposing us capable of breaking the solemn oath
which we have taken, to do impartial justice. I am a man of honour—"

¢ Bah !” interrupted the major, “ are you quite sure of that ?”

A general murmur of indignation arose.

“ Do you know, sir, that such a question is a fresh insult ? ”

“You are quite mistaken,” said Major Vernor. “ What I said was
drawn forth by a feeling of the solemn responsibility which rests with us.
Before I can resolve to make a dead body of a living moving being, I
must feel satisfied that both you and I are less guilty than Pierre
Granger, which, after all, is not so certain.”

An ominous silence ensued : the major's words seemed to strike home
to every breast, and at length one of the jurors said,—* You seem, sir, to
regard the question from a philosophical point of view.”

¢ Just so, Monsieur Cerneau.”

“ You know me, then ? " said the juror, in a trembling voice.

¢ Not very intimately, my dear sir, but just sufficiently to appreciate
your fondness for discounting bills at what your enemies might call
usurious interest. I think it was about four years ago that an honest
poor man, the father of a large family, blew out his brains, in despair,
at being refused by you a short renewal, which he bhad implored on
his knees.”

Without replying, M. Cerneau retired to the farthest corner of the
room, and wiped off the large drops of sweat which started from his brow.

“ What does this mean ? "’ inquired another juror, impatiently.  Have
we come hither to act a scene from the Memoirs of the Devil 2’

“T don't know that work,” replied the major; ¢ but may I advise
you, Monsieur de Bardine, to calm your nerves?”

“ Sir, you are impertinent, and I shall certainly do myself the pleasure
to chastise you."”

“As how?”

“ With my sword. I shall do you the honour to meet you to-
mMOITOW.

“ An honour which, being a man of sense, I must beg to decline.
You don't kill your adversaries, Monsieur de Bardine ; you murder them.
Have you forgotten your duel with Monsieur de Lillar, which took place,
I am told, without witnesses? While he was off his guard, you treache-
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rously struck him through the heart. The prospect of a similar cata-
strophe is certainly by no means enticing.”

With an instinctive movement, M. de Bardine's neighbours drew off.

1 admire such virtuous indignation,” sneered the major. %It espe-
cially becomes you, Monsieur Darien——"

% What infamy are you going to cast in my teeth ?»* exclaimed the
gentleman addressed.

¢ QOh, very little—a mere trifle—simply, that while Monsieur de Bar-
dine kills i3 friends, you only dishonour yours. Monsieur Simon, whos
house, table, and purse are yours, has a pretty wife——""

¢ Major,” cried another juror, ¢ you're a villain ! "

“Pardon me, my dear Monsieur Calfat, let us call things by their
proper names. The only villain amongst us, I believe, is the man who
himself set fire to his house, six months after having insured it at treble
its value in four offices, whose directors were foolish enough to pay the
money without making sufficient inquiry.”

A stifled groan escaped from M. Calfat’s lips as he covered his face
with his hands. “ Who are you that you thus dare to constitute yourslf
our judge ? "’ asked another, looking fiercely at Vernor.

“ Who am I, Monsieur Peron? simply one who can appreciate your
very rare dexterity in holding court-cards in your hand, and making the
dice turn up as you please.”

M. Peron gave an involuntary start, and thenceforward held his pesce
The scene, aided by the darkness of approaching night, had now assumed
a terrific aspect. The voice of the major rang in the ears of eleven pale,
trembling men, with a cold metallic distinctness, as if each word inflicted
a blow.

At length Vernor burst into a strange sharp hissing laugh. « Well,
my honourable colleagues,” he exclaimed, * does this poor Pierre Granger
still appear to you unworthy of the slightest pity? I grant you, he hs
committed a fault, and a fault which you would not have committed in
his place. He has not had your cleverness in masking his turpitude with
a show of virtue—that was his real crime. Now, if after having killed
his wife, he had paid handsomely for masses to be said for her repose—
if he had purchased a burial-ground, and caused to be raised to he
memory a beautiful square white marble monument, with a flowery
epitaph on it in gold letters—why, then we should all have shed tears of
sympathy, and eulogized Pierre Granger as the model of a tender husband.
Don't you agree with me, Monsieur Norbec ?

M. Norbec started as if he had received an electric shock. « It is
false 1" he murmured. “I did not poison Eliza; she died of pulmonary
consumption.”

% True,” said the major ; “ you remind me of a circumstance which I
had nearly forgotten. Madame Norbec, who possessed a large fortune in
her own right, died without issue five months after she had made ylnh
sole legatee.”
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Then the major was silent. They were now in total darkness.
Suddenly came the sharp click of a pistol, and the obscurity was for
a moment brightened by a flash, but there was no report—the weapon
had missed fire. The major burst into a long and loud fit of laughter.
¢ Charming! delightful! Ah, my dear sir,” he exclaimed, addressing
the foreman, “ you were the only honest man of the party; and see how,
to oblige me, you have made an attempt on my person which places you
on an honourable level with Pierre Granger !” Then, having rung the
bell, he called for candles, and when they were brought, he said, * Come,
gentlemen, I suppose you don’t want to sleep here; let us make haste and
finish our business.”

Ten minutes afterwards the foreman handed in the issue paper—a
verdict of Not guilty—and Pierre Granger was discharged amid the hisses
and execrations of the crowd, who indeed were prevented only by a
strong military force from assaulting both judge and jury. Major Vernor
coolly walked up to the dock, and passing his arm under that of Pierre
Granger, went out with him through a side-door.

From that hour neither the one nor the other was ever seen again in
the country. That night there was a terrific thunderstorm ; the ripe
harvest was beaten down by hailstones as large as pigeons’ eggs, and a
flash of lightning striking the steeple of the old ivy-covered church tore
down its gilded croes.

[ g ] ] ] L -

This strange story was related to me one day last year by a convict in
the infirmary of the prison at Toulon. I have given it verbatim from his
lips; and as I was leaving the building the sergeant who accompanied me
said, “ So, sir, you have been listening to the wonderful rodomontades of
Number 19,788 2"

% What do you mean? This histo ”

“Js false from begipning to end. Number 19,788 is an atrocious
criminal, who was sent to the galleys for life, and who during the last
few months has given evident proofs of mental aberration. His mono-
mania consists chiefly in telling stories to prove that all judges and jurors
are rogues and villains. He was himself found guilty, by a most respect-
able and upright jury, of having robbed and tried to murder Major
Vernor. He is now about to be placed in a lunatic asylum, so that you
will probably be the last visitor who will hear his curious inventions.”

« And who is Major Vernor?”

¢ A brave old half-pay officer, who has lived at Toulon beloved and
respected during the last twelve years. You will probably sec him
to-day, smoking his Havannah cigar, after the table-d’hote dinner at the
Crown Hotel.”
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that we are able to call to mind. The minds of the people being thus
familiarized with moral spectacles, we are not surprised to find that
allegory formed the staple of contemporaneous poetry. Since the
Commonwealth, masques, shows, and pageants have ceased to be commonly
represented, and our poets have sought the objects of their strains in
¢ fresh woods and pastures new.”

It is not to be supposed that our old allegorists would overlook the
seven deadly sins in choosing subjects for their fine moralisings. They
would be continually hearing about them from the pulpit ; they would see
them sculptured in the cathedrals and churches; their libraries would
contain richly-illuminated manuscripts, in which the deadly sins would be
the subject both of pen and pencil; and they would also meet with them

. in the popular spectacles—the mysteries, moralities, pageants, revels, or
masques—of their time. Passing over Robert de Brunne’s translation of
the Manuel des Péchés, which is simply a moral disquisition, in verse,
upon the Decalogue and the seven deadly sins, we come to Piers Plough-
man'’s Vision (circa 1350). This allegorical poem, in which the deadly
sins are personified, is a vigorous satire upon the vices of the age ; but its
fiercest denunciations are reserved for the priests and the monstrous super-
stitions inculcated by them. This poem is well known from the celebrated
passage in which the author foretells the dissolution of the monasteries.
Neither the discovery among the Cottonian manuscripts of some ¢ Verses
concerning the Destruction of the Monasteries,” written before Piers
Ploughman’s Vision, nor the generally expressed belief of the Lollards,
that the possessions of the Church would ultimately become the portion
of the knights, need lessen our wonder at the circumstantiality with which
the author of Piers Ploughman’s Vision foretold what actually came to
pass. The same remark which we have made concerning Robert de
Brunne’s translation may be applied to Gower's Confessio Amantis and
Chaucer’s Parson’s Tale. In the Romaunt of the Rose, in Dunbar’s Dance,
and jn Skelton’s Rewards of a Court, we shall find some most striking imper-
sonations of the deadly sins, while in Hawes' Pastime of Pleasure they are
merely minor characters. Sackville's Induction to the Complaint of Henry
Duke of Buckingham contains some wonderfully vigorous personifications;
and even Spenser, strong as he was in his own originality, no doubt
derived much assistance in his delineation of the seven deadly sins from
the spirited creations of Sackville. Phineas Fletcher, dubbed by the
fantastic Quarles ¢ the Spenser of his age,” following his great original at
the distance of half a century, has drawn some of the deadly sins. His
figures are conceived with a certain degree of skill, but the few beauties
of the work (The Purple Island) are lost amid a heap of anatomical
rubbish and absurdity.

We suppose that, in consequence of the mystic importance which has
at all times been attached to the number seven, it was found neces-
sary to discover seven cardinal and principal sins, from which might
be educed the numerous subsidiary branches of human turpitude. We

voL. xnL.—~o. 77, 80.
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Wrath occupies the position next to Pride in our catalogue of the -
deadly sins; for when once a man is possessed with pride in some gift
of grace or fortune which he imagines himself to possess, the least want of
sympathy with his pretensions is apt to move him to resentment. In
Piers Ploughman’s Vision, Wrath is represented as coming up to the con-
fession invited by Reason, with his nostrils quivering, his eyes wild and
dilated, and his lips tightly compressed between his teeth. He is very
properly described as a friar, and at one time gardener to the convent;
for putting aside the fact that the poem was written by a Lollard, the
monks and friars were then, and had long been, noted for their quarrel-
some and brawling character. It was very common for them to get up
fights both with fists and knives over their cups, even when these latter
were full of liquor, showing that their gluttony, for which they were
celebrated, was surpassed by their disposition to quarrel. They would
give one another the lie, and swear like our friend Friar John of the
Funnels, with this difference, that, as he explains, his oaths were but the
colours of a Ciceronian rhetoric, and are among the class sanctioned by
Longinus. There were at this time bitter feuds between the begging
friars and the monks, between the barons and yeomen’; in fact, society was
in that unsettled and seething state, which is always the prelude to great
revolutions. Wrath declares that among the friars he finds the readiest
followers, since there is always some quarrel going on among them, be it
about shriving the people without licence, or what not. He has two aunts,
one & nun and the other an abbess. He was for some time cook in their
convent, and as may be supposed, he does not neglect his opportunities
of setting the dear creatures by the ears. By virtue of his office he
would have plenty of chances of doing this, for the cook was a very
important personage in the economy of monastical and conventual esta-
blishments. The office of chief cook was never bestowed, except on
those who had made the art of Apicius their study, and Fuller declares
that there were some who could have pleased the palate of the archglutton
himself. From the description given, Wrath appears to have belonged to
an establishment of the Gilbertines, where it was the duty of one of the
cooks to serve the nuns at supper, for he says he served the monks and
nuns for many months. His method of stirring up anger and strife
among the nuns, will enlighten us as to the then prevailing abuses. He
insinuates that one was born out of wedlock, that another had lost her
virtue to a priest, and so on. They sit and dispute over these things till
the lie is given, and thereupon delicate nails are buried in delicate flesh,
the want of cold stcel alone preventing its use. That the charges in-
sinuated by the poet against the nuns are not libellous, we may assume
from the account of the fumous visitation of the Bishop of Lincoln, -and
the means adopted by him for singling out the chaste from the unchaste;
and also from the discovery in the nunneries of amulets and saintly
relics, supposed to be efficacious in cuses of pregnancy. The nuns of
Gracedieu, for instance, rejoiced in the possession of a part of St. Francis’
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ing countenance, as pale as ashes, and in the same moment as red as
blood ; a glaring eye, a wrinkled brow, trembling lips, a forced and
squeaking voice, knocking knees and violent motions of the whole body.
The ragged garments of Wrath are all stained with the blood of those
whom he has slain in fits of unreflecting passion.

For of his hands he had no government,

Ne car’d for blood in his avengément:

But, when the furious fit was overpast,

His cruel facts he often would repent ;

Yet, wilful man, he never would forecast

How many mischiefs shonld ensue his heedlcss hast.
This is a capital picture of a choleric man, and might very well be taken
for a portrait of our own Henry VIII,, but that Spenser would take care
not so to paint the father of the fiery Elizabeth, his own Gloriana and
“dearest-dread.” Spenser has devoted a stanza to the enumeration of the
followers of Wrath, namely, Bloodshed, Strife, ¢ bitter Despite with Ran-
cour’s rusty knife,” Grief, and the various bodily ailments which serve to
sweeten the tempers of passionate men. We cannot do better in leaving
this second deadly sin than quote the beautiful sentences of Sir Thomas
Browne on this subject :—* Answer not the spur of fury, and be not pro-
digal or prodigious in revenge. Make not one in the historia horribilis;
slay not thy servant for a broken glass, nor pound him in a mortar who
offendeth thee; supererogate not in the worst sense, and overdo not the
necessities of evil ; humour not the injustice of revenge.”

Next in the allegoric procession limps squinting Envy, whom Piers
Ploughman represents as coming up to ask for shrift, crying mea culpa
with great show of repentance, but at the same time secretly cursing his
enemies. His body seems ready to burst with suppressed spleen, and
his lean and lowering visage has the paleness of one in the palsy, or of a
sun-dried leek. His kirtle, a kind of tunic or waistcoat, and courtepy or
uppermost cloak, the sleeves of which have been cut from the gown of a
friar, are both old and worm-eaten. It is hard to unriddle the meaning
of clothing Envy in part of a friar's garb, except upon the supposition
that the author regarded the cowled fraternity as representatives of all
the deadly sins. Envy, by his confession, seems to have passed his life
amid bustle and excitement, for whatever he knew amiss of Watkin
he told to Will, and of course reported to Watkin the shortcomings of
Will, embittering thereby the existence of those two individuals. Envy
goes on to declare that he would rather ensure the mischance of his
neighbour than gain a wey of Essex cheese, showing thereby that he
had not the mecans or had not learnt the art, common in our time, of
combining the utile with the dulce. Proceeding in his confession, Envy
says that when he is in church, and should be praying for palmers and
pilgrims, he finds himself muttering curses; and that when, turning him-
self from the altar, he sees an acquaintance with a new coat, he is imme-
diately seized with deep pangs of covetousness. He was present in a quiet
country church on & much more recent occasion, if we are to trust the
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time compares favourably with those drawn by the other poets. Some
critics have taken exception to Spenser’s description of Envy, and have
quoted it as a specimen of that unnecessary minuteness in specifying dis-
gusting details, which is one of the very few faults with which he can be
charged. In this particular case, however, the sin is not so conspicuous
as in other instances, the description of Duessa for example. Envy rides
in the miserable team of Pride upon a ravenous wolf, which, according
to the taste of the reader, may be considered the best or the worst repre-
sentative of Envy to be found in the circle of animated nature. He
chaws between his cankered teeth a venomous toad, the poison from which
runs about his jaw. Here the image is sufficiently disgusting, it must be
confessed, but it should be recollected that the Elizabethan was not
mealy-mouthed age, nor was it the object of the poet to make the deadly
sins drawing-room characters, or such attractive gentlemen, that if one
were to knock against them in the flesh, one's first impulse would be to
ask them to dinner. Envy carries a snake in his bosom, and is clothed in
a loose silk gown of various colours * ypainted full of eyes,” the vigiles
oculi of Virgil's monster Report, perhaps. Of his other characteristics it
is sufficient to say that he grudges the wealth of his neighbours; gnashes
his teeth for rage on beholding the heap of gold carried by his neighbour
Avarice; almost expires with spleen when he sees any good thing, but
rejoices at tidings of evil ; those who feed the hungry he accuses of inte-
rested motives, and generally as it seems to us, instead of exalting the
horn of the righteous, would with all his strength bring it to confusion
and shame ; but worse than all (execrated be his memory)—
. . . The verse of famous poet’s wit
He docs backbite apd spiteful poison spues
From leprous mouth on all that ever writ.

Covetousness or Covetise is, perhaps, one of the most striking imper-
sonations in Piers Ploughman’s Vision. The poet begins by doubting his
own ability to describe this character fittingly, and iutroduces him as a
stern and hungry-looking caitiff—a kind of lean Cassius in fact. His
beetle brows, blubber lips, bleared eyes, and slobbered beard, are not
rendered less repulsive by his shrivelled leathern cheeks. A hood, over
which a filthy hat is placed, composes his head-dress, while for the rest he
has a ragged and threadbare tabard which has borne the brunt of twelve
winters’ wear, and which is covered with those dreaded insects of which
the Italian beggars are supposed to harbour the finest specimens. From
his confession we gain information respecting the principal trade tricks of
the time, which, it may be remarked, bear a striking resemblance to those
which our police courts are continually bringing to light. That the
manufacturers of wooden nutmegs, old port, Derby champagne, and birch-
broom tea have much to learn from the confession of Covetise, we greatly
doubt ; but it may at least possess for them an antiquarian interest, and,
perchance, may grace the preface of some future edition of The Cheat's
Vade-Mecum. The first accomplishment acquired by Covetise in his
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period. Through his daily anxiety to get and his nightly fear to lose, he
leads a miserable life, and according to the proverb may be said to live
unknown to himself since he can hardly be said to know what living
means. “ Most wretched wight,” exclaims the poet,—
. ‘Whom nothing might suffice ;

Whose greedy lust did lack in greatest store;

‘Whose need had end, but no end Covetise;

Whose wealth was want; whose plenty made him poor;

‘Who had enough, yet wishdd ever more.
Under the name of Pleonectes, Avarice cuts a rather ludicrous figure in
Fletcher’s poem. Like the character we have just been considering, he is
an old man with patched garments and clouted shoon. He is equipped
for battle as nearly as possible in accordance with the usages of chivalry,
and since it was necessary to come out with the usual complement of
armour, our venerable friend has exercised his ingenuity in achieving this
result at the smallest cost. For this purpose he has laid the kitchen
under contribution to an extent which might fully entitle him to the
honourable cognomen of the Knight of the Dishclout. A helmet, we con-
oeive, could not under any circumstances be the most comfortable of head-
gear, as it could not accommodate itself to all the nodosities of the cra-
nium, and must, therefore, while passing over some abrade others ; but
the evil would be wofully aggravated if the helmet were to take the shape of
a brass pot, as did that of Pleonectes. A dripping-pan may be very well
adapted for a breastplate, a spit is a good substitute for a spear, as we
learn from the duel at the inn between Roderick Random and Captain
Weazel, and there may be worse shields than a large pot-lid. Whether
or no, such were the offensive and defensive arms of Pleonectes. His
pot-lid shield was embellished with the device of a close-sealed money-
bag, under which was the motto, “ Much better saved than spilled.” In
this instance, Fletcher, without rising to the dignity of his great master
Spenser, has shown that he has a quaint humour and originality of his
own, which it is to be regretted were not more frequently exhibited.
Whenever the subject of misers comes under discussion, there always
arises the question whether it is better for a man to be a miser or a spend-
thrift? Upon this much has been said, and much no doubt remains to
be eaid. That avarice is not inconsistent with a certain greatness and
nobility of character we know from the practice and fame of Casar and
Vespasian; but with respect to extravagance and profusion, or, at all
events, a lordly carelessness in money matters, they are thought to be not
only compatible with, but the almost necessary concomitants of, a great
mind. A miser harms himself more than anybody else, and he, no doubt,
is so peculiarly constituted, that the simple hoarding of money is a greater
Ppleasure to him than anything earthly that money could buy. His ex-
ample is to a certain degree pernicious; but he will neither offend the
just prejudices of society by the practice of flagitious vices, nor will he
corrupt many by the subtle influences of wealth, Like that Cardinal
Angelot who used to steal the oats from the stables of his horses in the
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dead of the night, he will cheat himself mostly, and will, as we well know,
be the greatest loser by his own folly. Upon the sepulchre of Semiramis
were engraved certain words to this effect, ¢ What king soever shall want
money, let him open this sepulchre and he shall find as much as he
"needs.” Darius broke open this sepulchre, but instead of finding money
found this inscription: ¢ Except thou wert a wicked man and basely
covetous, thou wouldst not have broken open this sepulchre.”

Gluttony, one of the carnal sins, next demands our attention. Ia
Piers Ploughman we find him on his way to confession, but in a very
short time he is induced by the eloquence of his friend the brewer to tum
aside and take a cup with his gossips at the alehouse. Entirely forgetting
the object of his journey he soon enters into the spmt of the occasion,
and joins with the rest in drinking, singing, and swearing. The descrip-
tion of the company at the alehouse reminds us of the style of Chaucer
himself ; and it may be gathered from thence what were at that time
reckoned the dissolute classes—the tavern frequenters, brawlers, and
profane swearers. In this goodly company Sir Glutton remaina until long
after the bell has tolled for vespers, he having by that time disposed of a
gallon and a gill of ale. He gets up and proceeds as far as the door, after
the manner of a blind gleeman’s dog, that is to say, he persistently avaids
the straight line, or the shortest distance between one place and another.
When he gets to the door he falls down in a lethargic state, in which he
remains for two days; and on awakening he makes haste to confession,
and obtains absolution upon the faith of his mauy promises of amend-
ment. There is not much to admire in this personification of glattony,
for the poet has only dealt with one phase of a vice which has at all times
exhibited so many refinements and amplifications. It is a little singular,
too, that beyond the introduction of a hermit among the company at the
alehouse, we find no reflections upon the religious orders, who were noto-
rious gluttons, insomuch that an old writer scrupled not to tell them tha
their religion was rather that of Epicurus than Christ ; and another said.
that if they were fed well, they cared for nothing else. In Dunbars
Dance, Gluttony is introduced as a foul monster with insatiable amd
greedy wame, who is followed by a crowd of drunkards, flourishing cups
and cans, from which they drink to surfeit and excess, and also by a crew
of useless tunbellied gourmands. In reply to their incessant cries for
drink, the fiends pour hot lead into their ever-gaping mouths, thus pro-
ducing extreme and burning heat, the very reverso of the punishment
which Dante has described as afflicting the gluttons in the third circle of
hell. They are tormented there by being compelled to lie in the mire
under a ceascless storm of hail, snow, and discoloured water, while
Cerberus barks over them, preparatory to rending them in pieces. Spenser
has drawn a very characteristic figure of Glattony—a deformed, loath-
some fellow, whose body is discoloured by numerous diseases, whose belly
is upblown with luxury, whose eyes are swollen with fatness, and whes
neck is of the long and crane-like deecription which is peculiarly adegied
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for the purposes of feasting. It is believed that these crane-necked people
preserve the taste of the delicacies they are devouring for a longer period
than those not similarly endowed. Heliogabalus was, if we recollect aright,
one of the long-necked tribe. Gluttony, who has a dirty pig for a charger,
is clad, after the manner of Silenus, in vine-leaves, having upon his head a
garland of ivy, in one hand a “ boozing can,” and in the other something to
eat. His excesses have entirely unfitted him for worldly affairs, and have
80 besotted his senses that he seldom knows his friend from his foe.

It was well observed by Chaucer, with respect to the two vices of glut-
tony and lust, that ¢ these two sins ben 8o nigh cosins that oft time they
wol not depart.” They have always been deemed inseparable by moral-
ists, and are found together in all the productions concerning the deadly
sins. In Piers Ploughman’s Vision, Lust makes his confession, and sues for
pardon upon condition of the self-imposed penance, that on every Saturday
for seven years he shall drink pond-water with the ducks, and have but
one meal. He confesses himself guilty both of the desire and the com-
mission of uncleanness, of sinning by words, by clothing, by watching of
the eyes, and by the arts of the seducer. The author has here again
neglected an opportunity of rebuking the monks, who were at that time
notorious for their excesses in this respect. Wickliff lifted up his voice
against them, and accused them of studying the constitution and physiology
of women for the purpose of bending ignorant females to their designs;
and as to the state of things just before and at the time of the Reformation,
we have ample information from Bale's Acts of English Votaries, and the
¢ Reports of Henry’s Commissioners.” Dunbar has drawn a terribly graphic
pictare of Lust, who, dragging along his loathsome carcase and neighing
like a horse, is led into the dance by Idleness, by which it is signified that
the one is the offspring of the other. He has several companions with
him, dead, as it were, in sin, whose features glow like the red fire of a
burning torch. They all rush together into the dance, holding each other's
tails and forming, as it were, an unbroken line of satyrs. Among Spen-
ser’s motley crew Lust comes riding on a goat, whose rugged hair and
streaked and swollen eyes are like those of his burden. The rider, whose
personal peculiarities seem to be imitated from the figure of Lust in
Chaucer’s “ Court of Love,” is black, rough, and filthy, and is clad in a
green gown, which hides his uncleanness.

. . . In his hand a burning heart he bare,
Full of vain follies and new-fangleness :
For he was false and fraught with fickleness ;
And learned had to love with secret looks;
And well could dance and sing with ruefulness
And fortunes tell; and read in loving books,
And thousand other ways to bait his fleshly hooks.

He passes his time in tempting women's hearts and trying to lure them from
their ‘“loyal loves,” and his corrupt body and clouded intellect inspire us
with the utmost horror and loathing of the vices which he personates.

In Idleness we have the last of the seven deadly sins, Piers Plough-
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man's Sloth is a blear-eyed churl, only half-aroused from the torpidity
induced by constant sleep. He gets no farther in his confession than
Benedicite, when he begins to stretch himself, and forthwith commences
snoring; but he is brought to, by the objurgations of Repentance, ad
proceeds with his recital. Although he has been priest and parson for
thirty years, yet he can neither sing by note, nor can he read the Lives
of the Baints. The ignorance of the monks has been & constant theme
of reproach with those who have busied themselves concerning the
economy of monastical establishments. An old Harleian MS. says that
the monks were 8o ignorant that they did not even understand what wa
read; that the canonical hours which they chanted were as a sealed boak
to them ; and that in reading they put short accents for long ones, and
vice versd. One of the reasons given by an old abbot for wishing to resign
his abbacy was, that out of fifteen monks only three understood their ruk
or the statutes of their religion; and that when he supplied them with
grammars, so that they might learn, only two responded to his advances
Sloth declares that he cannot even say his paternoster after a priest ; and
although he knows nothing that ever was invented concerning our Lond
and Lady—by which he refers to the miracle-plays and moralities—yet
he can repeat all the idle ballads about Robin Hood or Randal of Chester.
The Chester mysteries which are here referred to were so popular with
the common people that they held equal ground with the Robin Hood
ballads, which have always enjoyed a high estimation. Sloth's other
accomplishments are an ability to turn up a hare in a field, or to hold a
court-leet or court-baron for a knight. We leave this worthy gentleman
for Dunbar's creation of Sloth. After having been twice called, he comes
rolling into the dance like a sow out of a sty, accompanied by a huge
rout of slovens, sluts, and sleepy rascals. These he drags along with a
chain, lest they should all fall to the ground in sleep, while Belial lashes
them with a bridle rein; but so slow of feet are they, in spite of the kinl
offices of Belial, that the attendant fiends raise the temperature, in orde:
to quicken the pace. The ingenious gentleman who is said to have cared
& gouty patient by placing him in a room without chair or other availabk
interposing medium between the iron floor and his feet, and then gradually
heating the floor until the forced capers of the victim wrought a cure o:
his malady, may perhaps have taken a hint from this passage in Dunbar.
Dunbar, in concluding his poein, represents Mahound as crying for a High-
land pageant, whereupon therc ensues from the Highlanders such a terrific
uproar and shouting in Erse, that the devil himself was—
So deaved with their yell
That in the decpest pot of hell
He smorit them with smook.

This satire upon the Highlanders is attributable to the ill-feeling which
then existed between them and their Lowland ncighbours, of whem
Dunbar was one. Idleness rides forth from the house of Pride upme
slothful ass, and is clothed in the black habit and thin amioe of aaseek. |
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He carries a worn breviary, in which he reads but little, since he passes
most of his days in sleep. He withdraws himself from all worldly cares
. and manly exercise, and claims immunity from work of every kind, “ for
contemplation sake,” instead of which he spends all the time he can spare
from sleep in riot and debauchery, by which he has brought upon himself
a continual fever.

We have thus passed hastily through the several branches of the
subject which we proposed to treat, and have necessarily been somewhat
discursive, but if any person should wish to have a fit comment upon the
whole matter, we recommend him to look out & portrait of the famous
Abbé Maury, member of the Constituent Assembly, whose face is sup-
posed to have been “an image of all the cardinal sins.”

dn Gaptivity.

— OO

[Captain Cameron, who has becn so long imprisoncd in Abyssinia, has sent us the
following verses, with an urgent request that we should publish them, with
his notes.]

SKOAL!
TO HENRY W. LONGFELLOW.

I thank thee, Friend, for this beld song,*

Which thrill'd my burning veins along,

When, madden’d 'neath the sense of wrong,

I wrung the cutting gyves and strong,
That eat these free-born limbs.{

Bleeding at heart, I work'd each link,

Till ev'n as spear-stabb'd leopards slink,

To cool them by soft Mareb’s} brink,

So, wild and worn, I turn'd to drink
The solace of thy hymns.

They spake like Jesu, ¢ Be thou whole "—
But lo, the mystic fennel bowl,

# « The Goblet of Life ”—see Longfellow's Poems.

+ Chains round the ankles eat the limb internally. The sinews shrink, so that
the ankle becomes a mere stick. The calf, at the same time, wears away—and gra-
dually retires —perhaps three inches higher than it was before chaining, and its
dimensions above decrease in proportion.

1 Mareb, a river which, rising in Abyssinia, loses itself in the Eastern Sarhara.
Its waters, filtered through white sand, are singularly soft and sweet. The Sarhara,
like its sister Lybia, is “arida nutrix leonum,”—and no traveller can pass through
without an adventure either with lion or leopard.
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o That erst must quaff the troubled soul ;—
:‘g,w?' I seize it, and return thy Skoal,®
o From honest heart and free,—

¢« All scathe to me is Freedom's gain—
Then welcome hunger, shame, and pain ;
Yet sing, my Friend, a gallant strain—
Afric shall sooner cast her chain
For this our misery.”t

Macoara Prisox, 27th December, 1865. C.D.C

* Like Longfellow, the writer has drunk many a Skoal in Sweden, so thiss®
affectation.

t The slave trado is carried on with a high hand in Upper Egypt, and along e
west coast of the Red Sea.

The writer may, hereafter, furnish the public with statistics on the snbject. There
are about fourteen hundred slaves passed through Massowah alone to Capols sl
Djedda.

When the writer was at Massowah, a Greek merchant there, M. Aristide, enter
tained the plan of purchasing up a number of these, and accompanying them to ther
respective homes. His object was not philanthropical, but had in view the coe-
ciliation of the distant Galla tribes, to the end of establishing trading stations amosg
them. A practical nation, like England, might safely tako the same view on a large
scale, being assured that the suppression of the elave trade would necessarily lesd o
the development of legitimate commerce. At present, a hatred of the white Christi
is sedulously instilled into the minds of the Gallas, by the slave merchant, who repre-
sents us as cannibals, for his own purposes.

When the writer was in the Soudan, he stopped, by authority, a whole caravan
of slaves. They all, the girls especially, burst into tears, imagining that they were to
be roasted and caten forthwith.

The slave trade is forbidden in Abyssinia, though the law is sometimes evaded.
slaves being often passed through to be sold at the coast. But there is no open trafic
in human beings in Abyssinia itself,—rotten as the Christianity of Abyssinia is, it
has, at least, produced this good effect. But, as among the Jews, prisoners of war
are retained as servants, and after baptism, for they generally adopt the religion of
their masters, treated on the same footing as menials of the country.

There are many bundred Christian slaves, Abyssinians by birth, scattered
throughout the Soudan. They are kidnapped by the border tribes,
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friend should see the man who had been her husband’s friend, and whose
name had been mixed with her own in so grievous 8 manner? She had
called Harry her friend, and it might be that she desired to give this
friend every possible means of testing the truth of that story which she
herself had told. The reader, perhaps, will hardly have belicved in Lady
Ongar's friendship ;—will, perhaps, have believed neither the friendship
nor the story. If so, the reader will have done her wrong, and will not
have read her character aright. The woman was not heartless because
she had once, in one great epoch of her life, betrayed her own heart; nor
was she altogether false because she had once lied ; nor altogether vile,
because she had once taught herself that, for such an one’as her, riches
were a necessity. It might be that the punishment of her sin could meet
with no remission in this world, but not on that account should it be
presumed that there was no place for repentance left to her. '

As she walked alone through the shrubberies at Ongar Park she
thought much of those other paths at Clavering, and of the walks in
which she had not been alone; and she thought of that interview in the
garden when she had explained to Harry,—as she had then thought so
successfully,—that they two, each being poor, were not fit to love and
marry each other. She had brooded over all that, too, during the long
hours of her sad journey home to England. She was thinking of it still
when she had met him, and had been so cold to him on the platform
of the railway station, when she had sent him away angry because she
bad seemed to slight him. She had thought of it as she had sat in her
London room, telling him the terrible tale of her married life, while her
eyes were fixed on his and her head was resting on her hands. Even
then, at that moment, she was asking herself whether he believed her
story, or whether, within his breast, he was saying that she was vile and
false. She knew that she had been false to him, and that he must have
despised her when, with her easy philosophy, she had made the best of
her own mercenary perfidy. He had called her a jilt to her face, and she
had been able to receive the accusation with a smile. Would he now call
her something worse, and with a louder voice, within his own bosom ?
And if she could convince him that to that accusation she was not fairly
subject, might the old thing come back again? Would he walk with her
again, and look into her eyes as though he only wanted her commands to
show himself ready to be her slave? She was a widow, and had seen many
things, but even now she had not reached her six-and-twentieth year.

The apples at her rich country-seat had quickly become ashes between
her teeth, but something of the juice of the fruit might yect reach her
palate if he would come and sit with her at the table. As she complained
to herself of the coldness of the world, she thought that she would not care
how cold might be all the world if there might be but one whom she
could love, and who would love her. And him she had loved. To him,
in old days,—in days which now seemed to her to be very old,—«he had
made confession of her love. Old as were those days, it could not be but

31—
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to make his way into her presence. She felt rather than knew that she had
some reason to fear him. All that had been told of him and of her had been
false. No accusation brought against her had contained one spark of truth.
But there had been things between Lord Ongar and this man which she
would not care to have told openly in England. And though, in his conduct
to her, he had been customarily courteous, and on one occasion had been
generous, still she feared him. She would much rather that he should
have remained in Italy. And though, when all alone in Bolton Street, she
had in her desolation welcomed his sister Sophie, she would have preferred
that Sophie should not have come to her, claiming to renew their friend-
ship. But with the count she would hold no communion now, even
though he should find his way into the room.

A few minutes passed before the servant returned, and then he
brought a note with him. As the door opened Lady Ongar rose, ready
to leave the room by another passage ; but she took the note and read it.
It was as follows :—“ I cannot understand why you should refuse to see
me, and I feel aggrieved. My present purpose is to say a few words to
you on private matters connected with papers that belonged to Lord
Ongar. I still hope that you will admit me.—P.” Having read these
words while standing, she made an effort to think what might be the best
course for her to follow. As for Lord Ongar’s papers, she did not believe
in the plea. Lord Ongar could have had no papers interesting to her in
such a manner as to make her desirous of sceing this man or of hearing
of them in private. Lord Ongar, though she had nursed him to the hour
of his death, earning her price, had been her bitterest enemy; and though
there had been something about this count that she had respected, she had
known him to be a'man of intrigue and afraid of no falsehoods in his
intrigues,—a dangerous man, who might perhaps now and again do a
generous thing, but one who would expect payment for his generosity.
Besides, had he not been named openly as her lover?  She wrote to him,
therefore, as follows :—*‘ Lady Ongar presents her compliments to Count
Pateroff, and finds it to be out of her power to see him at present.” This
answer the visitor took and walked away from the front door without
showing any disgust to the servant, either by his demeanour or in his
countenance. On that evening she received from him a long letter,
written at the neighbouring inn, expostulating with her as to her conduct
towards him, and saying in the last line, that it was “impossible now
that they should be strangers to each other.”  “Impossible, that we
should be strangers,” she said almost out loud. “ Why impossible? I
know no such impossibility.” After that she carefully burned both the
letter and the note.

She remained at Ongar Park something over six weeks, and then,
about the beginning of May, she went back to London. No one had
been to see her, except Mr. Sturm, the clergyman of the parish ; and he,
though something almost approaching to an intimacy had sprung up
between them, had never yet spoken to her of his’ wife. She was not
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pagne were there, all very good of their kind; for Sophie Gordeloup
liked such things to be good, and knew how to indulge her own appetite,
and to coax that of another person.

Some little satisfaction Lady Ongar received from the fact that she
was not alone ; but the satisfaction was not satisfactory. When Sophie
had left her at ten o’clock, running off by herself to her lodgings in Mount
Street, Lady Ongar, after but one moment's thought, sat down and wrote
a note to Harry Clavering.

““ DEar HagrrY,—I am back in town. Pray come and see me to-

IOrrow evening. Yours ever,
“J. 0

CHAPTER XIV.
CoUNT PATEROFF AND HIS SISTER.

ArTER an interval of some weeks, during which Harry had been down
at Clavering and had returned again to his work at the Adelphi, Count
Pateroff called again in Bloomsbury Square;—but Harry was at Mr.
Beilby’s office. Harry at once returned the count’s visit at the address given
in Mount Street. Madame was at home, said the servant-girl, from which
Harry was led to suppose that the count was a married man; but Harry
felt that he had no right to intrude upon madame, so he simply left his card.
Wishing, however, really to have this interview, and having been lately
elected at a club of which he was rather proud, he wrote to the count
asking him to dine with him at the Beaufort. He explained that there
was astrangers’ room,—which Pateroff knew very well, having often dined
at the Beaufort,—and said something as to a private little dinner for two,
thereby apologizing for proposing to the count to dine without other
guests. Pateroff accepted the invitation, and Harry, never having done
such a thing before, ordered his dinner with much nervousness.

The count was punctual, and the two men introduced themseclves.
Harry had expected to see a handsome foreigner, with black hair, polished
whiskers, and probably a hook nose,—forty years of age or thereabouts, but
so got up as to look not much more than thirty. But his guest was by
no means a man of that stamp. Excepting that the count’s age was alto-
gether uncertain, no correctness of guess on that matter being possible by
means of his appearance, Harry’s preconceived notion was wrong in every
point. He was a fair man, with a broad fuir face, and very light blue
eyes; his forehead was low, but broad ; he wore no whiskers, but bore on
his lip a heavy moustache which was not grey, but perfectly white—white
it was with years of course, but yet it gave no sign of age to his fuce.
He was well made, active, and somewhat broad in the shoulders, though
rather below the middle height. But for a certain case of manner which
he possessed, accompanied by something of restlessness in his eye, any

one would have taken him for an Englishman. And his speech hardiy






THE CLAVERINGS. 649

like this club because we who are strangers have so charming a room for our
. smoking. It is the best club in London for men who do not belong to it.”

Tt occurred to Harry that in the smoking-room there could be no
privacy. Three or four men had already spoken to the count, showing
that he was well known, giving notice, as it were, that Pateroff would
become a public man when once he was placed in a public circle. To
have given a dinner to the count, and to have spoken no word to him .
about Lady Ongar, would be by no means satisfuctory to Harry’s
feelings, though, as it appeared, it might be sufficiently satisfactory to
the guest. Harry therefore suggested one bottle of claret. The count
agreed, expressing an opinion that the 51 Lafitte was unexceptional. The
51 Lafitte was ordered, and Harry, as he filled his glass, considered the
way in which his subject should be introduced.

% You knew Lord Ongar, I think, abroad 2"

“ Lord Ongar,—abroad! Oh, yes, very well ; and for many years
here in London ; and at Vienna ; and very early in life at St. Petersburg.
I knew Lord Ongar first in Russia when he was attached to the embassy
as Frederic Courton. His father, Lord Courton, was then alive, as was
also his grandfather. He was & nice, good-looking lad then.”

“ As regards his being nice, he seems to have changed a good deal
before he died.” 'This the count noticed by simply shrugging his
shoulders and smiling as he sipped his wine. ¢ By all that I can hear
he became a horrid brute when he married,” said Harry, energetically.

“ He was not pleasant when he was ill at Florence,” said the count.

4 She must have had a terrible time with him,” said Harry.

The count put up his hands, again shrugged his shoulders, and then shook
his head. “ She knew he was no longer an Adonis when he married her.”

¢ An Adonis! No ; she did not expect an Adonis; but she thought
he would have something of the honour and feelings of a man.”

“ She found it uncomfortable, no doubt. He did too much of this,
you know,” said the count, raising his glass to his lips; “and he didn’t
do it with 51 Lafitte. That was Ongar's fault. All the world knew it
for the last ten years. No one knew it better than Hugh Clavering.”

« But—" said Harry, and then he stopped. He bardly knew what it
was that he wished to learn from the man, though he certainly did wish to
Jearn something. He had thought that the count would himself have talked
about Lady Ongar and those Florentine days, but this he did not séem
disposed to do. * Shall we have our cigars now ? " said Count Pateroff.

# Oze moment, if you don’t mind.”

¢ Certainly, certainly. There is no hurry.”

“You will take no more wine? "

« No more wine. I take my wine at dinner, as you saw.”

«1 want to ask you one special question,—about Lady Ongar.”

« ] will say anything in her favour that you please. I am always
ready to say anything in the favour of any lady, and, if needs be, to swear
it. But anything against any lady nobody ever heard me say.”
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tenance, and went home to Bloomsbury Square by no means satisfied with
his new acquaintance. '

On the next day he dined in Onslow Crescent with the Burtons, and
when there he said nothing about Lady Ongar or Count Pateroff. He
was not aware that he had any special reason for being silent on the
subject, but, he made up his mind that the Burtons were people so far
removed in their sphere of life from Lady Ongar, that the subject would
not be suitable in Onslow Crescent. It was his lot in life to be concerned
with people of the two classes. He did not at all mean to say,—even to
himself,—that he liked the Ongar class the better ; but still, as such was
his lot, he must take it as it came, and entertain both subjects of interest,
without any commingling of them one with another. Of Lady Ongar and
his early love he had spoken to Florence at some length, but he did not
find it necessary in his letters to tell her anything of Count Pateroff and
bis dinner at the Beaufort. Nor did he mention the dinner to his dear
friend Cecilia. On this occasion he made himself very happy in Onslow
Crescent, playing with the children, chatting with his friend, and endur-
ing, with a good grace, Theodore Burton's sarcasm, when that ever-
studious gentleman told him that he was only fit to go about tied ton .
woman's apron-string.

On the following day, about five o’clock, he called in Mount Street.
He bad doubted much as to this, thinking that at any rate he ought, in the
first place, to write and ask’ permission. But at last he resolved that he

would take the count at his word, and presenting himself at the door, he
sent up his name. Madame Gordeloup was at home, and in a few moments
be found himself in the room in which the lady was sitting, and recognized
her whom he had seen with Lady Ongar in Bolton Street. She got up at
once, having glanced at the name upon the card, and seemed to know all
about him. She shook hands with him cordially, almost squeezing his
band, and bade him sit down near her on the sofa. ¢ She was so glad to
see him, for her dear Julie's sake. Julie, as of course he knew, was at
¢ Ongere’ Park. Obh! so happy,”—which, by the by, he did not know,—
¢« and would be up in the course of next week. So many things to do, of
course, Mr. Clavering. The house, and the servants, and the park, and
the beautiful things of a large country establishment! But it was delight-
ful, and Julic was quite happy ! "

No people could be more unlike to each other than this brother and
his sister. No human being could have taken Madame Gordeloup for an
Englishwoman, though it might be difficult to judge, either from her
language or her appearance, of the nationality to which she belonged.
She spoke English with great fluency, but every word uttered declared
her not to be English. And when she was most fluent she was most
incorrect in her language. She was small, eager, and quick, and appeared
quite as anxious to talk as her brother had been to hold his tongue. She
lived in a small roomn on the first floor of a small house ; and it seemed to
Harry that she lived alone. But he had not been long there before she
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manners and way of life, but he did not know by what name to call this

woman, who called Lady Ongar Julie. She was altogether unlike any
Iadies whom he had known.

¢ You know that Julie will be in town next week ? "’

% No; I did not know when she was to return.”

¢ Oh, yes; she has business with those people in South Audley Street
on Thursday. Poor dear! Those lawyers are so harassing! But when
people have seven—thousand—pounds a year, they must put up with
lawyers.” As she pronounced those talismanic words, which to her were
almost celestial, Harry perceived for the first time that there was some
sort of resemblance between her and the count. He could see that they
were brother and sister. I shall go to her directly she comes, and of
course I will tell her how good you have been to come to me. And
Edouard has been dining with you? How good of you. He told me how
cbarming you are,"—Harry was quite sure then that she was fibbing,—
“and that it was so pleasant! Edouard is very much attached to Julie;
very much. Though, of course, all that was mere nonsense ; just lies
told by that wicked lord. Bah! what did be know?” Harry by this
time was beginning to wish that he had never found his way to Mount
Street.

“ Of course they were lies,” he said roughly.

“Of course, mon cher. Those things always are lies, and so wicked !
‘What good do they do? " '

4 Lies never do any good,” said Harry.

To so wide a proposition as this madame was not prepared to give an
mnconditional assent ; she therefore shrugged her shoulders and once again
Jooked like her brother.

“ Ah!” ghe said. ¢ Julie is a happy woman now. Seven—thousand
—pounds a year! One does not know how to believe it; does one? "

# T never heard the amount of her income,” said Harry.

Tt is all that,” said the Franco-Pole, energetically, ¢ every franc of
it, besides the house! I know it. She told me herself. Yes. What
woman would risk that, you know; and his life, you may say, as good
as gone? Of course they were lies.”

“T don’t think you understand her, Madame Gordeloup.”

¢ QOh, yes; I know her, 8o well. And love her—oh, Mr. Clavering,
I love her go dearly! Is she not charming? So beautiful you know,
and grand. Such a will, too! That is what I like in a woman. Such
a courage ! She never flinched in those horrid days, never. And when
he called her,—you know what,—she only looked at him, just looked at
him, miserable object. Oh, it was beautiful! ” And Madame Gordeloup,
rising in her energy from her seat for the purpose, strove to throw upon °
Harry such another glance as the injured, insulted wife had thrown upon
her foul-tongued, dying lord.

¢ She will marry,” said Madame Gordeloup, changing her tone with
a suddenness that made Harry start ;  yes, she will marry of course.






THE CLAVERINGS. 655

CHAPTER XV.
AN EVENING IN BOLTON STREET. *

TEN days after his visit in Mount Street, Harry received the note which
Lady Ongar had written to him on the night of her srrival in London. It
was brought to Mr. Beilby's office by her own footman early in the
morning ; but Harry was there at the time, and was thus able to answer
it, telling Lady Ongar that he would come as she had desired. She bad
commenced her letter ¢ Dear Harry,” and he well remembered that when
she had before written she had called him “ Dear Mr. Clavering.” And
though the note contained only half-a-dozen ordinary words, it seemed to
bim to be affectionate, and almost loving. Had she not been eager to see
him, she would hardly thus have written to him on the very instant of
her return. ¢ Dear Lady Ongar,” he wrote, “I shall dine at my club,
and be with you about eight. Yours always, H. C.” After that he
could hardly bring himself to work satisfactorily during the whole day.
Since his interview with the Franco-Polish lady he had thought a good
deal about himself, and had resolved to work harder and -to love Florence
Burton more devotedly than ever. The nasty little woman had said certain
words to him which had caused him to look into his own breast and to tell
himself that this was necessary. As the love was easier than the work, he
began his new tasks on the following morning by writing a long and very
affectionate letter to his own Flo, who was still staying at Clavering
rectory ;—a letter so long and so affectionate that Florence, in her ecstasy
of delight, made Fanny read it, and confess that, as a love-letter, it was

« Jt's great nonsense, all the same,” said Fanny.

¢ Tt isn't nonsense at all,” said Florence; “and if it were, it would
not signify. Isit true? That's the question.”

“I'm sure it's true,” said Fanny.

« And so am I,” said Florence. “I don’t want any one to tell me that.”

“Then why did you ask, you simpleton?” Florence indeed was
having a happy time of it at Clavering rectory. When Fanny called her
a simpleton, she threw her arms round Fanny’s neck and kissed her.

And Harry kept his resolve about the work too, investigating plans
with a resolution to understand them which was almost successful. During
those days he would remain at his office till past four o'clock, and would
then walk away with Theodore Burton, dining sometimes in Onslow
Crescent, and going there sometimes in the evening after dinner. And
when there he would sit and read ; and once when Cecilia essayed to talk
to him, he told her to keep her apron-strings to herself. Then Theodore
laughed and apologized, and Cecilia said that too much work made Jack a
dull hoy ; and then Theodore laughed again, stretching out his legs and
arms as he rested a moment from his own study, and declared that, under
those circumstances, Harry never would be dull. And Harry, on those
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much better. - He is simply one lout, and why should he have it all? My
God, what fools, what louts, are these Englishmen!” Now having read
Sophie’s thoughts so far, we will leave her to walk up the remainder of
the arcade by herself.

I do not know that Harry's visit to Truefit's establishment had been in
any degree caused by his engagement for the evening. I fancy that he
had simply taken to groynd at the first hole, as does a hunted fox. But

‘now that he was there he had his head put in order, and thought that he
looked the better for the operation. He then went back to his club, and
when he sauntered into the card-room one old gentleman looked askance
at him, as though inquiring angrily whether he had come there to make
fresh misery. “Thank you; no,—I won't play again,” said Harry. Then
the old gentleman was appeased, and offered him a pinch of snuff. ¢ Have
you seen the new book about whist?” said the old gentleman. It is
very useful,—very useful. I'll send you a copy if you will allow me.”
Then Harry left the room, and went down to dinner.

It was a little past eight when he knocked at Lady Ongar’s door.

I fear he had calculated that if he were punctual to the moment, she would
think that he thought the matter to be important. It was important to
him, and he was willing that she should know that it was so. But there
are degrees in everything, and therefore he was twenty minutes late. He
was not the first man who has weighed the diplomatic advantage of being
sfter his time. But all those ideas went from him at once when she met
him almost at the door of the room, and, taking him by the hand, said
that she was “go glad to see him,—so very glad. Fancy, Harry, 1
haven’t seen an old friend since I saw you last. You don't know how
hard all that seems.”

¢ It is hard,” said he ; and when he felt the pressure of her hand, and
saw the brightness of her eye, and when her dress rustled against him
as he followed her to her seat, and he became sensible of the influence of
her presence, all his diplomacy vanished, and he was simply desirous of
devoting himself to her service. Of course, any such devotion was to be
given without detriment to that other devotion which he owed to Florence
Burton. But this stipulation, though it was made, was made quickly,
and with a confused brain.

¢ Yes,—it is hard,” she said. ¢ Harry, sometimes I think I shall go
mad. It is more than I can bear. I could bear it if it hadn’t been my
own fault,—all my own fault.”

There was a suddenness about this which took him quite by surprise.
No doubt it had been her own fault. He also had told himself that;
though, of course, he would make no such charge to her. “You have not
recovered yet,” he said, “from what you have suffered lately. Things
will look brighter to you after a while.”

« Will they? Ab,—I do not kmow. But come, Harry; come and
sit down, and let me get you some tea. There is no harm, I suppose, in
having you here,—is there?”

VoL. XuL—~o. 78. 82.
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_Hermione I shall be glad to see whenever she will come to me. If you
can persuade her to that, you will persuade her to a charity.”

¢ She goes nowhere, I think, without his—his—-"

¢ Without his permission. Of course she does not. That, I suppose,
is all as it should be. And he is such a tyrant that he will give no such
permission. He would tell her, I suppose, that her sister was no fit com-
panion for her.”

‘ He could not say that now, as he has asked you there.”

¢ Ah, I don’t know that. He would say one thing first and another
after, just as it would suit him. He has some object in wishing that I
should go there, I suppose.” Harry, who knew the object, and who was too
faithful to betray Lady Clavering, even though he was altogether hostile to
his cousin Archie’s suit, felt a little proud of his position, but said nothing
in answer to this. “ But I shall not go; nor will I see him, or go to his

- house when he comes up to London. When do they come, Harry ?”

“ He is in town now.”

¢ What a nice husband, is he not? And when does Hermione come ?”

“I do not know; she did not say. Little Hughy is ill, and that may
keep her.”

% After all, Harry, I may have to pack up and go to Clavering even -
yet,—that is, if the mistress of the house will have me.”

“ Never in the way you mean, Lady Ongar. Do not propose to kill
all my relations in order that I might have their property. Archie intends
to marry, and have a dozen children.”

“ Archie marry! Who will have him? But such men as he are
often in the way by marrying some cookmaid at last. Archie is Hugh's
body-slave. Fancy being body-slave to Hugh Clavering! He has two,
and poor Hermy is the other ; only he prefers not to have Hermy near
him, which is lucky for her. Here is some tea. Let us sit down and be
comfortable, and talk no more about our horrid relations. I don’t know
what made me speak of them. I did not mean it.”

« Harry sat down and took the cup from her hand, as she had bidden
the servant to leave the tray upon the table.

4 So you saw Count Pateroff,” she said.

¢ Yes, and his sister.”

¢ 8o she told me. What do you think of them?” To this question
Harry made no immediate answer. * You may.speak out. Though I
lived abroad with such as them for twelve months, I have not forgotten
the sweet scent of our English hedgerows, nor the wholesomeness of
English household manners. What do you think of them ? "

“ They are not sweet or wholesome,” said he.

4 Oh, Harry, you are so honest! Your honesty is beautiful. A spade
will ever be a spade with you.”

He thought that she was laughing at him, and coloured.

“ You pressed me to speak,” he said, “ and I did but use your own
words.”

32—12
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4 Yes, but you used them with such straightforward violence! Well,
you shall use what words you please, and how you please, because a word
of truth is so pleasant after living in a world of lies. I know you will not
lie to me, Harry. You hever did.”

He felt that now was the moment in which he ghould tell her of his
engagement, but he let the moment pass without using it. And, indeed,
it would have been hard for him to tell. In telling such a story he would
have been cautioning her that it was useless for her to love him,—and this
he could not bring himself to do. And he was not sure even now that
she had not learned the fact from her sister. “I hope not,” he said. In
all that he was saying he knew that his words were tame and impotent in
comparison with hers, which seemed to him to mean so much. But then
his position was 8o unfortunate! Had it not been for Florence Burton be
would have been long since at her feet ; for, to give Harry Clavering his
due, he could be quick enough at swearing to a passion. He was one of
those men to whom love-making comes so readily that it is a pity tha
they should ever marry. He was ever making love to women, usually
meaning no harm. He made love to Cecilia Burton over her children’s
. beds, and that discreet matron liked it. But it was a love-making withont
danger., It simply signified on his part the pleasure he had in beingen
good terms with a pretty woman. He would have liked to have msde
love in the same way to Lady Ongar ; but that was impossible, and inal
love-making with Lady Ongar there must be danger. There was a paae
after the expression of his last hopes, during which he finished his ts,
and then looked at his boots.

“You do not ask me what I have been doing at my country-hous’

¢ And what have you been doing there?"

¢ Hating it.”

¢ That is wrong.”

“Everything is wrong that I do; cverything must be wrong. That
is the nature of the curse upon me.”

¢ You think too much of all that now.”

¢ Ah, Harry, that is so easily said. People do not think of sach
things if they can help themselves. The place is full of him and his
memories ; full of him, though I do not as yet know whether he ever put
his foot in it. Do you know, I have a plan, a scheme, which would, I
think, make me happy for one half-hour. It is to give everything bdck
to the family. Everything! money, house, and name; to call myself
Julia Brabazon, and let the world call me what it pleases. Then I would
walk out into the streets, and beg some one to give me my bread. Is
there one in all the wide world that would give me a crust? Is there one,
except yourself, Harry—one, except yourself?”

Poor Florence! I fear it fared badly with her cause at this moment.
How was it possible that he should not regret, that he should not look
back upon Stratton with something akin to sorrow ? Julia hat
first love, and to her he could have been always true. I fearh
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of this now. I fear that it was a grief to him that he could not place him-
self close at her side, bid her do as she had planned, and then cowe to him,
and share all his crusts. Had it been open to him to play that part, he
would have played it well, and would have gloried in the thoughts of her
poverty. The position would have suited him exactly. But Florence was
in the way, and he could not do it. How was he to answer Lady Ongar?
It was more difficult now than ever to tell her of Florence Burton.

His eyes were full of tears, and she accepted that as his excuse for not
answering her. ¢ I suppose they would say that I was a romantic fool.
‘When the price has been taken one cannot cleanse oneself of the stain.
With Judas, you know, it was not sufficient that he gave back the money.
Life was too heavy for him, and so he went out and hanged himself.”

¢ Julia,” he said, getting up from his chair, and going over to where
she sat on a sofa, ‘“Julia, it is horrid to hear you speak of yourself in
that way. I will not have it. You are not such a one as the Iscariot.”
And as he spoke to her, he found her hand in his.

« I wish you had my burden, Harry, for one half day, so that you
might know its weight.”

T wish I could bear it for you—for life.”

“To be always alone, Harry ; to have none that come to me and
scold me, and love me, and sometimes make me smile! You will scold me
at any rate; will you not? It is terrible to have no one near one that
will speak to one with the old easiness of familiar affection. And then the
pretence of it where it does not, cannot, could not, exist! Oh, that
woman, Harry ;—that woman who comes here and calls me Juliel
And she has got me to promise too that I would call her Sophie! I know
that you despise me because she comes here. Yes; Icanseeit. You said
at once that she was not wholesome, with your dear outspoken honesty.”

41t was your word.”

¢ And she is not wholesome, whosever word it was. She was there,
banging about him when he was so bad, before the worst came. She read
novels to him,—books that I never saw, and played écarté with him for
what she called gloves. I believe in my heart she was spying me, and I
let her come and go as she would, because I would not seem to be afraid
of her. So it grew. And once or twice she was useful to me. A
woman, Harry, wants to have a woman near her sometimes,—even
though it be such an unwholesome creature as Sophie Gordeloup. You
must not think too badly of me on her account.”

¢ I will not ;—1I will not think badly of you at all.”

¢ He is better, is he not? I know little of him or nothing, but he has
a more reputable outside than she has. Indeed I liked him. Ile had
known Lord Ongar well; and though he did not toady him nor was afraid
of him, yet he was gentle and considerate. Once to me he said words
that I was called on to resent ;—but he never repeated them, and I know
that he was prompted by him who should have protected me. It is too
bad, Harry, is it not? Too bad almost to be believed by such as you.”
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¢ She told me that it would not do.”

“She did, did she? If she speaks of it again, tell her that she is
right, that it will never do. Had he not come down to Ongar Park, I
should not have mentioned this to you. I should not have thought that
he had in truth any such scheme in his head. He did not tell you that
he had been there?”

“He did not mention it. Indeed, he said very little about you
at all.”

‘““No, he would not. He is cautions. He never talks of anybody to
anybody. He speaks only of the outward things of the world. Now,
Harry, what you must do for me is this.” As she was speaking to him
she was leaning again upon the table, with her forehead resting upon her
hands. Her small widow's cap had become thus thrust back, and was
now nearly off her head, so that her rich brown hair was to be secn in
its full luxuriance, rich and lovely as it had ever been. Could it be that
she felt,—half thought, half felt, without knowing that she thought it,—
that while the signs of her widowhood were about her, telling in their too
plain language the tale of what she had been, he could not dare to speak
to her of his love? She was indeed a widow, but not as are other widows.
She had confessed, did hourly confess to herself, the guilt which she had
committed in marrying that man; but the very fact of such confessions,
of such acknowledgment, absolved her from the necessity of any show of
sorrow. When she declared how she had despised and hated her late
lord, she threw off mentally all her weeds. Mourning, the appearance
even of mourning, became impossible to her, and the cap upon her head
was declared openly to be a sacrifice to the world's requiremepts. It was
now pushed back, but I fancy that nothing like a thought on the matter
had made itself plain to her mind. ¢ What you must do for me is this,”
she continued.  You must see Count Pateroff again, and tell him from
me,—as my friend,—that I cannot consent to see him. Tell him that if he
will think of it, he must know the reason why.”

« Of course he will know.”

¢ Tell him what I say, all the same; and tell him that as I have
hitherto had cause to be grateful to him for his kindness, so also I hope
he will not put an end to that feeling by anything now, that would not be
kind. If there be papers of Lord Ongar’s, he can take them either to my
lawyers, if that be fit, or to those of the family. JYou can tell him that,
can you not?”

“ Oh, yes; I can tell him.”

¢ And have you any objection 7"

¢ None for myself. The question is,—would it not come better from
rome one else? ”

. “Because you are a young man, you mean? Whom else can I trust,

Harry? To whom can I go? Would you have me ask Hugh to do
this? Or, perhaps you think Archie Clavering would be a proper mes-
senger. Who else have I'got?”
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@he Be-discovery of Dante’s Bemains at Bavgnna,

BEFORE entering on the more immediate subject of this paper, it may not
be uninteresting to relate a few of the circumstances connected with my
search for the document that has furnished materials for this article.
They illustrate in & very remarkable manner the interest taken in literary
and archeological matters in the new capital of Italy.

Having heard in England that a Commission had been appointed by
the Italian Government last year to inquire and report upon Dante’s tomb
at Ravenna, the extraordinary re-discovery of the poet’s remains, and
their condition ; shortly after my arrival in Florence at the beginning of
last winter, I made inquiries respecting the labours of the Commissioners,
and especially for their Report, which I incidentally heard had been pre-
scnted to the Italian Government and ordered to be printed.

Although my inquiries did not at first lead to any information what-
ever on the subject, I naturally supposed that I had not gone to the proper
quarters, though it might be reasonably apprehended that every person in
Florence, of even moderate education, would be more or less acquainted
with the labours and results of such a commission as this. But when
applications to gentlemen holding high official appointments, including the
secretary of the municipality of Florence, were equally fruitless, I confess
that my astonishment became as great as my disappointment, for not only
did I fail in seeing a copy of the Report, but I could gain no intelligence
whatever respecting its existence.

As a matter of course, I expected to find the document in Vieussieux’s
extensive and excellent library ; but it was not there, nor did a copy
exist in the vast Magliabecchian, or, as it is now more generally called,
National Library.

It would probably weary the reader were I to relate all the incidents
connected with my search for this Report. Enough, however, has been
said to show that intellectual activity among the Florentines is still at a
low ebb, and that though the printing-presses in their city have greatly
increased in number, and there doubtless are many signs that life’s pulses
are beating quickly at this centre of the peninsula, the causes are more
allied to politics than to art or literature.*

At length I reccived apparently authentic information that the object
of my search existed in the Department of the Minister of Public
Instruction. Acting on this, I procured a letter to the secretary, but this
gentleman was at Turin with his chief (a not uncommon answer, by the

* Official statistics state that there are now (1866) 112 printing-presses in Florence.
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of Ravenna, Commendatore Vanucci, Commendatore Professore Giuliani,
Cavaliere Professore Paganucci, Conte Cappi, Librarian of the Public
Library of Ravenna, to be his Majesty’s Commissioners, and further
appoints Conte Gozzadini president. These are to act in concert with
the municipality of the city of Ravenna, which was a loving mother to the
Alighieri family in time of trouble. And they are, moreover, hereby
desired to draw up a Report of their labours, preceded by a copy of their
official instructions.”

¢ Instructions to the Commissioners appointed to inquire into, and verify
the facts relating to the re-discovery of the bones of Dante.

4 To collect, as far as possible, all information, whether written or tra-
ditional, relating to the sepulchre of Dante, and to the incidents connected
with the burial or removal of his remains, between the years 1821 and
1677, inclusive.

¢ To ascertain whether the bones of Dante were removed in 1677
from the sepulchre in which they were placed by the Frati Minori, and if
80, to discover the locality to which they were conveyed.

“To examine the wooden chest in the Braccioforte sepulchral chapel,
gsaid to contain the bones of Dante, particularly for the purpose of ascer-
taining whether the chest bears any marks by which it may be referred
to the year 1677, or to any other year.

“To ascertain, as far as possible, whether the human bones in the
above chest are such as might have belonged to a man who ceased to live
at the age when Dante died, and to examine with great minuteness the
cranium, and compare it with the cast taken from the mask of Dante
bequeathed by the Marquis Torrigiani to Florence, and preserved in the
Royal Uffizi Gallery.

¢ The Commissioners are, moreover, invited and authorized to make
any further investigations within or without the above sepulchral chapel,
which may be at all likely to throw further light on the particular sub-
ject of this inquiry, due care being at the same time taken that no
investigations be made without the full concurrence of the municipality
of Ravenna.”

Report of the Commission appointed to verify the facts connected with the
re-discovery of the bones of Dante.

The Commissioners appointed to examine and verify the facts connected
with the re-discovery of the bones of Dante assembled on the morning of
the 6th June, 1865, in Ravenna, when they were most courteously
received by the honourable municipality of that town, all the members of
which testified the most ardent desire to assist their inquirics by every
means in their power.

All historians, biographers, commentators, and writers of epitaphs
agree in stating that Dante Alighieri died in Ravenra, on the 14th Septem-
ber, 1321, and was honourably interred in arca lapidea, near the Church






THE RE-DISCOVERY OF DANTE'S REMAINS AT RAVENNA. 669

ment erected for them by Bembo, in which they remained until new
apprehensions induced the friars of San Francisco to remove the precious
treasures again, which shed lustre on their convent. This removal took
place in 1519, at which period the Florentines petitioned Pope Leo X. to
exercise his papal authority to cause Dante’s remains to be transferred to
their city; and as this pope was a Florentine, and a member of the
powerful house of the Medici, and Michael Angelo had, moreover, offered
to erect a suitable monument, in an honourable locality, to the poet, in
Florence, the friars of San Francisco had the more reason to appr'ehend
that the remains of Dante would be abstracted.

Whether the latter were replaced in the sepulchre restored by Car-
dinal Corsi seems to be questionable, for it appears that fierce quarrels
prevailed between the Frati Minori and the Commune of Ravenna respect-
ing jurisdiction over the tomb. The enmity between these bodies was
so great, that when the commune wished to restore the sepulchre, they
were under the necessity of sending thirty-two policemen to protect the
workmen engaged in the task. Thus protected, the sepulchre was finally
completed in 1692. It then appears to have been securely closed, encircled
by an iron railing, and the key of the door committed to the keeping of
the heads of the commune. And in order to assert their jurisdiction over
the chapel containing the sepulchre, they caused the following inscription
to be placed over the door :—S. P. Q. R. jure et are suo tamquam thesaurum
suxm munivit, instauravit, ornavit.

But, although the friars were in this instance beaten, they refused to
acknowledge the supremacy of the commune of Ravenna, and stoutly
maintained that the tomb cf Dante was their exclusive property, their
establishment having, as they stated, been granted the ground on which it
stood in 1261, by the Archbishop Filippo Fontana, with the adjoining
houses and gardens. They further appealed to Rome against the com-
muee of Ravenna, alleging that the latter, by restoring the mausolcum,
had violated their rights and ecclesiastical privileges. The question
became still more involved in 1692, when a prisoner with two accomplices
having escaped from prison, fled to the mausoleum, and grasping the iron
railing encircling it, claimed right of sanctuary. But having been seized
by the police and recommitted to prison, a question of privilege was
raised and referred to the Council of Ecclesiastical Immurity in Rome.
The latter consulted Archbishop Raimondo Ferretti, who replied on the
9th August, 1694, that Dante having been declared a heretic after his
death, the place of his sepulture, though originally sacred, was now un-
doubtedly polluted, and consequently no longer possessed the privilege of
sanctuary. The friars endeavoured to upset this decision by affirming
that the chapel no longer contained Dante’s bones. But the archbishop
would not allow this to be any reason why the place should be entitled
to ecclesiastical immunity. Be this as it may, it is evident that the friars
were greatly interested in keeping the remains of Dante rigidly concealed,
apprehending that they might fall into unsafe and unworthy hands. It
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ceeding to examine the chest and its contents, the Commissioners resolved
on having the ancient sepulchre of Dante opened. This was effected on
the morning of the 7th June, in the presence of the Syndic of Ravenna,
and all the municipal authorities of that town, and a deputation of those
of Florence. The result was that the tomb was only found to contain
according to the evidence of the chief surgeon, Cavaliere Giovanni Pug-
lioli, and Doctor Claudio Bertozzi, two phalanges of a hand, and one of a
foot, with some fragments of laurel-leaves mingled with organic remains
in a state of powder. The bones and the latter substances were carefully
collected, and placed by the Syndic of Ravenna in the hands of the presi-
dent of the Commission, in order that they might be submitted to more
detailed examination and chemical analysis, and the sepulchre was then
carefully closed.

_ The very amall results arising from the opening of this tomb, which, it
i8’stated, occupied from eight o’clock in the morning until three o’clock in
the afternoon, rendered it the more necessary to make a careful examina-
tion of the bones discovered on the 27th May in the chest. Accordingly,
on the 11th June, in the presence of the same parties who had witnessed
the opening of the sepulchre, the chest and bones were submitted to a
most careful examination, with the following results :—The chest was of
such rude workmanship as to render it evident that it had been made by
a person wholly unskilled in the art of carpentry ; one of the sides mea-
sured 775 centimetres, while the opposite side, which should have been
of the same length, only measured 74'8 centimetres, The two inscriptions
were not cut in the centre of the superficies of the sides of the chest, but
were placed in irregular positions. That on the outside is as follows :—

DANTIS 0881
A ME FRE. ANTONRIO SANTI
- HIC POSITA
ANO 1677 DIE 18 OCTOBRIS.
The other inscription within the chest runs thus :—

DANTIS OSSA
DENUPER (sic) REVISA 3% IUNLJ
1677.

The first inscription is in larger characters than the second, but the
letters are not so deeply cut; both inscriptions, however, have evidently
been graven by the same hand. The characters of the two inscriptions
were also found to be, in almost all respects, similar to those in a book
written by the same Fre. Antonio Santi preserved in the archives of the
municipality. The identity of the characters is very apparent in the
small as well as large letters, but especially in the capital D’s, which, in
the book as well as in the inscriptions within and without the chest,
consist, so to speak, of three portions, being, according to three persons
fronr Bologna, Bergamo, and Ravenna skilled in writing, the work of the
same hand.

Thus we have the strongest evidence that Italy is indebted to this
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Examination of the skeleton of the trunk and of the four extremities
showed that the clavicles were considerably curved—due to the resistance
of the humeri and scapulars—as were also the bones of the thigh, legs,
and feet. The sacrum was found joined to the first portion of the coccyx.
The femurs were forty-four centimetres and five millimetres long.

As might be expected, the portion of these osseous remains which
engaged the greatest attention, and were subject to the most detailed
‘examination, was the cranium, which in all human skeletons must be con-
sidered the most noble portion, as being the geat of the brain, always
regarded by anatomists as closely connected with the thinking organs of
man. In order to ascertain the probable weight of this organ, the cavity
which enclosed the brain was filled with grains of rice, which weighed one
kilogramme and 420 grammes, equal to 8-1319 los. avoirdupois. Very
sccurate measurements were made of various parts of the cranium, the
principal only of which are subjoined. The diamcter from the occiput
to the frontal bone was thirty-one centimetres and seven millimetres; the
transyerse diamcter, taken between the ears, thirty-one centimetres and
eight millimetres, and the vertical diameter, fourteen centimetres.

The periphery of the cranium, measured along two lines starting
respectively from points on each side of the most projecting part of the
occipital protuberance, and terminating at the nasal prominence, was
fity-two centimetres and five millimetres.

Particular attention is drawn in the Report to the circumstance that
the upper jaw had been furnished with only two incisors (the central
incisors) instead of four, and that the right last molar tooth had not been
naturally developed.

Various prominences were extremely conspicuous on Dante’s skull;
one in particular was remarkable for its great size. It was situated near
the middle and upper part of the frontal bone, and was of longitudinal
form. Though not acknowledging themselves to be disciples of Gall or
Spurzheim, the €ommissioners draw particular attention to these promi-
nences, and st#fé that, aocording to the laws of phrenology, Dante largely
possensed thq;brﬁns of benevolence, religion, veneration, independence,
self-esteem, pefide,” conscientiousness, mechanical design, sculpture, and
architecture. ~

Finally, the Commissioners declare with justifiable pride, that Dante’s
skull denotes the highest order of brain power, being precisely similar in
conformation to the ekulls of those individuals who have held supreme
dominion over the minds of men, and have been the true masters of
mankind.

In order to enable the public to see the honoured remains of Dante,
the Commissioners and authorities of Ravenna directed that they should
lie in state, efficiently protected by glass.

Accordingly, on the 25th June, which was Sunday, they were exposed
to public view in the Braccioforte Chapel, and it was the opinion of all
those who had the high privilege of gazing on the head of the author of
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3 Ggrman Fife beforg the Peace of 1815,

— Qs

WEEN we look at our neighbours in Germany and see the quiet way in
which they live, how they cling to and keep up their family ties, how
openly they practise all the little kindliness of life which we think proper
to keep out of sight, how they unite the demonstrative affection of Mary
with the care for the household of Martha, we might almost suppose they
have trudged on in this primitive fashion since the middle ages. And we
might fairly think that the protracted existence of these old-world ways
could only be accounted for by a long undisturbed condition of society ;
we might presume that people must have gone on making cakes with big
round holes in the middle of them since gabled houses were new ;—(those
odd-shaped cakes have been left with a North German name to them even
when the Dutch set foot in the East Indies)—that they had drank quanti-
ties of weak coffee at all hours of the day since first coffee found its way
from Mocha by Trieste to Cologne ; that they had given each other birth-
day presents all round, like only good little children do in England, since
Protestants began to keep birthdays instead of Saints’ days; and dressed
Christmas-trees once a year, since—does any one know how long ?

Bat if we look into any history of Europe, the driest school epitome,
even, which only gives facts and no philosophy of history to distract one,
we shall see how far from a quiet country has been this Germany, which,
without what are called natural boundaries, has isolated by race and
language the whole centre of Europe, from the North Sea at Hamburg to
the Mediterranean at Trieste, and from Alsace to Poland. Wars and
fightings were throughout the land when the Rhine castles were built :
they fell to ruin, and corn and the vineyards of the south spread over
the country till armies came into it again. “ The first battle of Leipzig
was in 1631,” says the lesson-book. ¢ The Palatinate,” the land we now
know as the Grand Duchy of Baden, ¢ was ravaged by Tilly.” There was
the ¢ Thirty Years’ War,” and the ¢ Seven Years’ War,” and just about a
hundred years ago, the great Frederick, after the peace of 1763, counted up
the towns destroyed and the men killed, and set himself as bravely to face
and redress public and private wrongs as he had ever faced any enemy.
We read of it all as history, but let us try and divest ourselves of this
telescopic habit of looking, and come close and sece what happened in
countries where armies, and those foreign armies, “ marched and counter-
marched,” or “halted " awhile to rest. Soldiers do -not always * march”
even so regularly as when we now and then see them coming home from a
review, hot and kicking up a dust, and twitching off a few flowers' heads
as they go by a garden. Any one who has lived in a garrison town will
recollect changes of regiments as involving a few days of mot very serious

N—2
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Wandsheek the families of Claudius and Jacobi. Jacobi had convinced
himself of the soundness of the prevailing opinions, but this did not
exclude him from the circle of intimates in which were the Stollbergs
and Reventlows, and Caroline, Claudius’s bosom friend, was that Princess
Gallitzin who retired from the world under the counsels of Diderot, devoted
herself to the education of her children, begged her friends not to try and
convert her to anything, and read and reasoned herself back into the
church she had been born in.

It was at the house of Jacobi was prepared that year the Christmas-
tree, that old Lutheran observance, which perhaps dates as far back as
do the horses’ heads over North German farmhouse doors, which has spread
itself by degrees into Western Germany, has become Catholic as well as
Protestant, and in a much-changed form has located itself recently in
England. A German artist lately painted a group of his countrymen
unveiling one in the wilds of Minnesota to an astonished group of
North American Indians. But the Weinachtsabend and its Christhaum of
German life are quite different affairs from our English merry Christmas.
Here it is essentially a serious though not mournful time, and the  tree ”
is purely a family or friendly festival ; beyond the household none
are present, save such few intimates as from one cause or other have no
celebration at home. The tree is hidden by doors or curtains from
the room where all assemble, children watch in eager expectation the
increasing light behind, the elders (if their weakness lies that way), with
occasional misgivings of fire, as tiny candles flash from corner to corner.
The pause is broken by little voices singing a hymn, the father leading verse
by verse, and then the trce is exposed, and in a moment the room is lit up

With a quintessence of flame,

From thousand tapers flaring bright.
The tree, the happy little fir-tree of Hans Andersen’s tale, is decked with
candles and baubles and bonbons and tinsel, quaintly-devised ginger-
bread, wonderful garlands of quince sausages, some superlatively bright
ornament being fixed to the topmost shoot ; but after all, except for the
light it gives, the tree is for the time a secondary consideration. The
room it now illuminates is encumbered with presents that have been
preparing half the previous year; presents for old and young, for high
and low, from mother to father, from father to mother, and even to the
stranger that is within the gates. The mother leads the children and
servants to the chair or table appropriated to each one's possessions, and
there is a confused murmur of * Du liebste Mamma,” ¢ die gniidige Frau,”
with the long drawn-out * wun-der-schon” that German children so
delight in. It was into such a gathering as this that Perthes was invited
by Jacobi, and went from his books and his philosophical talks with his
customers, and he made his silent declaration to his future wife by
detaching the gayest painted fruit from the top of the tree, and presenting
it to her before all the world.

Her life had been wonderfully placid until she married. Though more
than usually cultivated, she and her sisters helped as German ladies & and
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must accompany mental energy, and in this respect unfortunately Von
Hess, their commander, was wanting. His health was feeble. It needed
the utmost exertions of those who served under him to make up for the
deficiency. Foremost among these was Perthes, and whatever were thelr
difficulties, the defence, when Davoust and Vandamme bombarded the
town, was so brilliant, that Davoust, infuriated, declared “ if he could get
into Hamburg for two hours, he would not leave one stone on another,
and would strip the inhabitants of everything but their eyes to weep over
their misery.” Misery it was indeed. St. Just said, # Ceux qui font les
révolutions dans le monde, ceux qui veulent faire le bien, ne doivent
dormir que dans le tombeau.” It was for a higher cause than to effect a
revolution that Perthes devoted himself. “ For twenty-one nights,” writes
his wife, “ he has not been to bed or changed his clothes. All day I was
in fear for his safety, and he could only come in now and then for half-an-
hour at a time. Not a man was left in the house, all were under arms,
but people were continually coming and going, asking for anything to eat
or to drink, for no one that we knew had yet begun to keep house again
in the town. In the large room, I had a number of mattresses spread,
where many of our weary townsmen might lie down. One of our friends,
and many whom we knew, were killed on the ramparts. But the French
were daily reinforced, and no town can hold out long unassisted.” ¢ Day
and night I passed on the balcony,” she writes again, ¢ watching to see if
my husband or any of my family or friends were among the wounded who
were carried to the hospital.” At last—and it was only at the very last
—the family of Perthes escaped to Wandsheek, which was on Danish
ground. This was on the night of the 28th of May: on the 30th the
Russians retired, and Hamburg was again at the mercy of the French.
In the night Perthes joined his wife and children for a moment, Wand-
sheek was too near to be safe for one who had been o prominent among
the defenders of the city, or even to be sufficiently secure for his family.
They must push on to Nutschau, and put themselves under the protection
of Count Moltke, and he must go further off still. Therec was no
time to hesitate, or even to prepare; they set out in a country
cart, and reached the place before morning. ¢ There were ten of us,
and two beds, so I spread cloaks on bundles of linen for the children
to lie on;" but even there they could not stay, so active was the
search ‘for Perthes, and they went on into what has lately been the
scene of the war between Prussia and Denmark, to Eckernforde, where
Count Caius Reventlow could give them a little deserted cottage by
the sca-side. Perthes had succeeded in carrying off from Hamburg
his account-books, and he sat down to examine them resolutely, to see
what were his prospects and what were his means. Everything was lost :
the house of business and all his property were sequestered; his dwelling-
house was stripped of its contents and inhabited by a French general;
he had no ready money. Comfort there was none ; consolation he might
take from the expressions of esteem and confidence he received from one
and all of his creditors, and from many eminent men, his friends. Ilow
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the city, but he saw, too, the returning exiles land from the boats at the
mouth of the Elbe : groups of worn parents dragging along many children
who gathered twigs off the first bushes they came to as if taking possession
of their country again ; carriage-loads of little children, whose parents had
died in the hospitals at Bremen ; exiles returning from Hanover, “ many
people and no baggage,”—but they were going back to their homes.

On the 31st of May, 1814, Perthes entered Hamburg with the
troops. What a year had passed since he had escaped with his
family in May of the previous year |—* a weary and tumultuous space.”
But he had finished his duty as a soldicr, and now he resolved to resume
his business, and his place among men of letters. I can rejoice, I
can forgive, I can forget all but my lost child,” wrote his wife, ¢ but
there are bard times still before us.” Before the quiet life could be
resumed, before they could “live a year as they were wont to live,”
there was much to be gone through of mental anxiety, and much of
bodily toil. The house was standing, and that was about all that could
be said for it ; there was not a corner in it fit to sit down in, the floors
were a foot decp in filth, the lower story had been used as a guard-room.
A stove being in the middle of the large hall, and the soldiers disinclined
to take the trouble of constantly feeding it, had hit on the expedient of
pushing trunks of trees through the windows, so that one end reached the
fire, and as it was consumed they could shove it further and further in!
We have heard of an indolent Asiatic doing this to save the trouble of
chopping wood, but it was new to us as a European practice. Every bit of
wood-work had been torn down, every morsel of furniture was gone, and if
the want of money precluded any but the most necessary expenditure, the
aspect of the greater poverty pressing on all around reduced even this to
the lowest possible limit. Still, by the next year they were able to receive
Claudius into their house, and to surround his bed with comfort when the
old man lay down in his daughter’s home to die. It was then he said,
“Since my youth I have speculated on these last hours, and I no more
understand them now than I did when I was in the fulness of health.”

Life in Hamburg ceaged to be eventful; “happy” indeed they could
feel was “the nation without a history.” The family resumed its quiet
round of daily life, though Perthes had often to take what were then
long journeys on matters of business—making acquaintance with all the
great men who in various parts of Germany had been working for the
cause of national freedom. His memoirs, as written by his son, are full
of interest, and we cannot but join in his ejaculation, ¢ May God send us
many more such men as Frederick Perthes!” To those in England,
who believe as many do, that “all Germans are Rationalists,” we cannot
do better than show them for their enlightenment the conversations of
Perthes with Hoffhauer, Protestant and Catholic as they were, or his
letters to his wife, and her rejoinders as he was passing from Protestant to
Catholic states. For those who think it beneath an intellectual woman's
dignity to love her husband ard children devotedly, and make no secret
of it, there are letters overflowing with tenderness. For those who Whne
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only at the bottom of the bottle, and locking up the flask again in the
place from which he had taken it. The bottle was next restored to its
place, after having been filled up with water from the cistern in the Dis-
pensary, mixed with certain chemical liquids in small quantities, which
restored it (8o far as appearances went) to the condition in which it had
been when it was first removed from the shelf. Having completed these
mysterious proceedings, the doctor laughed softly, and went back to his
speaking-tubes to summon the Resident Dispenser next.

The Resident Dispenser made his appearance shrouded in the neces-
sary white apron from his waist to his fcet. The doctor solemnly wrote a
prescription for a composing draught, and handed it to his assistant.

““Wanted immediatcly, Benjamin,” he said, in a soft and melancholy
voice. ¢ A lady-patient—Mrs. Armadale, Room Number-one, Second-
floor. Ah, dear, dear |” groaned the doctor absently; *an anxious case,
Benjamin—an anxious case.” He opened the bran-new ledger of the
establishment, and entered the Case at full length, with a brief abstract
of the prescription. ¢ Have you done with the laudanum? Put it back,
and lock the cabinet, and give me the key. Is the draught ready? Label
it ¢ to be taken at bed-time,’ and give it to the nurse, Benjamin—give it
to the nurse.”

Wkhile the doctor's lips were issuing these directions, the doctor’s
hands were occupied in opening a drawer under the desk on which
the ledger was placed. He took out some gaily-printed cards of admis-
sion “to view the Sanatorium, between the hours of two and four, p.u.,”
and filled them up with the date of the next day, “ December
tenth.” When a dozen of the cards had been wrapped up in a dozen
lithographed letters of invitation, and enclosed in a dozen envelopes, he
next consulted a list of the families resident in the neighbourhood, and
directed the envelopes from the list. Ringing a bell this time, instead of
speaking through a tube, he summoned the man-servant, and gave him
the letters, to be delivered by hand the first thing the next morning. ¢I
think it will do,” raid the doctor, taking a turn in the Dispensary when
the servant had gone out; “I think it will fo.” While he was still
absorbed in his own reflections, the nurse re-appeared to announce that
the lady’s room was ready; and the doctor thereupon formally returned
to the study to communicate the information to Miss Gwilt.

She had not moved since he left her. She rose from her dark corner
when he made his announcement, and, without speaking or raising her
veil, glided out of the room like a ghost.

After a brief interval, the nurse came downstairs again, with a word
for her master’s private ear.

¢ The lady has ordered me to call her to-morrow at seven o'clock,
sir,” she said. ¢ She means to fetch her luggage herself, and she wants to
have a cab at the door as soon as she is dressed. What am I to do? "

“Do what the lady tells you,” said the doctor. ¢ She may be safely
trusted to return to the Sanatorium,”
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and lastly, that I can certify his brain to have been affected by one of those
mysterious disorders, eminently incurable, eminently fatal, in relation to
which medical science is still in the dark. Such a course as this (in the
remotely possible event which we are now supposing) would be, in your
interests and mine, unquestionably the right course to take—and such a
dress as that is, just as certainly, under existing circumstances, the wrong
dress to wear.”

¢ 8hall I take it off at once?"” she asked, rising from the breakfast-
table, without a word of remark on what had just been said to her.

% Any time before two o’clock to-day, will do,” said the doctor.

She looked at him, with a languid curiosity—nothing more. ¢ \Why
before two? " she inquired.

¢ Because this is one of my “ Visitors' Days.” And the Visitors’ time
is from two to four.”

¢ What have I to do with your visitors? "

“8imply this. I think it important that perfectly respectable and
perfectly disintcrested witnesses should see you, in my house, in the
character of a lady who has come to consult me.”

“ Your motive seems rather far-fetched. Is it the only motive you
have in the matter ?

% My dear, dear lady ! "’ remonstrated the doctor ; * have I any conceal-
ments from gou? Surely, you ought to know me better than that? ”

¢ Yes,” she said, with a weary contempt. “It’s dull enough of me not
to understand you by this time.—Send word upstairs, when I am wanted.”
She left him, and went back to her room.

Two o'clock came; and in a quarter of an hour afterwards the
Visitors had arrived. Short as the notice had been, cheerless as the
Sanatorium looked to spectators from without, the doctor’s invitations
had been largely accepted nevertheless by the femnale members of the
- families whom he had addressed. In the miserable monotony of the
lives led by a large section of the middle classes of England, anything
is welcome to the women which offers them any eort of harmless refuge
from the established tyranny of the principle that all human happincss
begins and ends at home. While the imperious needs of a commercial
country limited the representatives of the male sex, among the doctor's
visitors, to one feeble old man and one sleepy little boy, the women,
poor souls, to the number of no less than sixteen—old and young, mar-
ried and single—had seized the golden opportuuity of & plunge into public
life. Hurmonioualy united by the two common objects which they all
had in view—in the first place, to look at each other, and in the second
place, to look at the Sanatorium—they streamed in ncatly dressed pro-
cession through the doctor’s dreary iron gates, with a thin varnish over
them of assumed superiority to all unlady-like excitement, most significant
and most pitiable to see !

The proprietor of the Sanatorinm received his visitors in the hall with
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of him is—occasionally to make us laugh; and invariably to make us
comfortable.”

There was a third stir among the visitors—caused plainly this time,
by approval of the sentiments which they had just heard. The doctor,
wiscly cautious of disturbing the favourable impression that he had pro-
duced, dropped the subject of the drawing-room, and led the way upstairs.
As before, the company followed—and, as before, Miss Gwilt walked silently
behind them, last of all. One after another, the ladies looked at her with
the idea of speaking, and saw something in her face, utterly unintelligible
to them, which checked the well-meant words on their lips. The prevalent
impression was, that the Principal of the Sanatorium had been delicately
concealing the truth, and that his first inmate was mad.

The doctor led the way—with intervals of breathing-time accorded to
the old lady on his arm—straight to the top of the house. Having
collected his visitors in the corridor, and having waved his hand
indicatively at the numbered doors opening out of it on either side, he
invited the company to look into any or all of the rooms at their own
pleasure.

“ Numbers one to four, ladies and gentlemen,” said the doctor, ¢ include
the dormitories of the attendants. Numbers four to eight are rooms
intended for the accommodation of the poorer class of patients whom I
receive on terms which simply cover my expenditure—nothing more. In
the cases of these poorer persons among my suffering fellow-creatures, per-
sonal piety and the recommendation of two clergymen are indispensable to
admission. Those are the only conditions I make ; but those I insist on.
Pray observe that the rooms are all ventilated, and the bedsteads all iron ;
and kindly notice as we descend again to the second floor, that there is a
door shutting off all communication between the second story and the top
story, when necessary. The rooms on the second floor, which we have
now reached, are (with the exception of my own room) entirely devoted
to the reception of lady-inmates—experience having convinced me that
the greater sensitiveness of the female constitution necessitates the higher
position of the sleeping apartment, with a view to the greater purity and
freer circulation of the air. Here the ladies are established immediately
under my care, while my assistant-physician (whom I expect to arrive
in a week’s time) looks after the gentlemen on the floor beneath.
Observe, again, as we descend to this lower, or first floor, a second door,
closing all communication at night between the two stories to every one
but the assistant-physician and myself. And now that we have reached
the gentlemen’s part of the house, and that you have observed for your-
selves the regulations of the establishment, permit me to introduce you to
a specimen of my system of treatment next. I can exemplify it prac-
tically, by introducing you to a room fitted up, under my own directions,
for the accommodation of the most complicated cases of nervous suffering
and nervous delusion that can come under my care.”

He threw open the door of a room at onc extremity of the corridor,
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They have forced him to have somebody to sleep in the room with him,
or, they have forbidden him, in case of accidents, to lock his door. He
comes to me the first night, and says, ¢ Mind, I won't have anybody in
my room ! '—¢ Certainly not ! '—*I insist on locking my door.'—* By all
means!’ In he goes, and locks his door; and there he is, soothed and
quieted, predisposed to confidence, predisposed to sleep, by having his
own way. ¢This is all very well,’ you may say ; ¢ but suppose something
happens, suppose he has a fit in the night, what then?’ You shall see!
Hullo, my young friend 1” cried the doctor, suddenly addressing the
sleepy little boy. ¢ Let's have a game. You shall be the poor sick man,
and I'll be the good doctor. Go into that room, and lock the door.
There’s a brave boy | Have you locked it? Very good. Do you think
T can't get at you if I like? I wait till you're asleep,—I press this littlc
white button, hidden here in the stencilled pattern of the outer wall—the
mortice of the lock inside falls back silently against the door-post—and I
walk into the room whenever I like. The same plan is pursued with the
window. My capricious patient won't open it at night, when he ought.
I humour him again. ¢Shut it, dear sir, by all means!’ As soon as he
is asleep, I pull the black handle hidden here, in the corner of the wall.
The window of the room inside noiselessly opens, as you see. Say the
patient’s caprice is the other way—he persists in opening the window
when he ought to shut it. Let him ! by all means let him! I pull a
second handle when he is snug in his bed, and the window noiselessly
closes in a moment. Nothing to irritate him, ladies and gentlemen—
absolutely nothing to irritate him! But I haven't done with him yet.
Epidemic disease, in spite of all my precautions, may enter this Sanato-
rium, and may render the purifying of the sick-room necessary. Or the
patient’s case may be complicated by other than nervous malady—say, for
instance, asthmatic difficulty of breathing. In the one case, fumigation
is necessary: in the other, additional oxygen in the air will give relief.
The epidemic nervous patient says, ‘I won't be smoked under my own
nose!’ The asthmatic nervous patient gasps with terror at the idea of a
chemical explosion in his room. I noiselessly fumigate one of them ; I
noiselessly oxygenize the other, by means of a simple Apparatus fixed
outside in the corner here. It is protected by this wooden casing; it is
locked with my own key ; and it communicates by means of a tube with
the interior of the room. Look atit!”

With a preliminary glance at Miss Gwilt, the doctor unlocked the lid
of the wooden casing, and disclosed inside nothing more remarkable than
a large stone jar, having a glass funnel, and a pipe communicating with
the wall, inserted in the cork which closed the mouth of it. With another
look at Miss Gwilt, the doctor locked the lid again, and asked in the
blandest manner, whether his System was intelligible now ?

-4 T might introduce you to all sorts of other contrivances of the sanie
kind,” he resumed, leading the way downstairs—*but it would L only
the same thing over and over again. A nervous patient who always has
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She repeated her lesson for the second time.

¢ T have the interest of looking at it,” she said, ¢ and of thinking if it
got into some people’s hands, of the terrible things it might do.”

The doctor glanced at his assistant with a compassionate smile.

¢ Curious, Benjamin,” he said; ‘the romantic view taken of these
drugs of ours by the unscientific mind. My dear lady,” he added, turning
again to Miss Gwilt, “if that is the interest you attach to looking at
poisons, you needn't ask me to unlock my cabinet—you need only look
about you round the shelves of this room. There are all sorts of medical
liquids and substances in those bottles—most innocent, most useful in
themselves—which, in combination with other substances and other liquids,
become poisons as terrible and as deadly as any that I have in my cabinet
under lock and key.”

She looked at him for a moraent, and crossed to the opposite side of
the room.

¢ Show me one,” she said.

Still smiling as good-humouredly as ever, the doctor humoured his
nervous patient. He pointed to the bottle from which he had privately
removed the yellow liquid on the previous day, and which he had filled up
again with a carefully-coloured imitation, in the shape of 8 mixture of his
own.

“ Do you see that bottle?” he said ; ¢ that plump, round, comfortable-
Jooking bottle? Never mind the name of what is inside it; let us stick
to the bottle, and distinguish it, if you like, by giving it a name of our
own. Suppose we call it ‘our Stout Friend?' Verygood. Our Stout
Friend, by himself, is a most harmless and useful medicine. He is freely
dispensed every day to tens of thousands of patients all over the civilized
world. He has made no romantic appearances in courts of law ; he has
excited no breathless interest in novels ; he has played no terrifying
part on the stage. There he is, an innocent, inoffensive creature, who
troubles nobody with the responsibility of locking him up! But bring
him into contact with something else—introduce him to the acquaintance
of a certain common mineral Substance, of a universally accessible kind,
broken into fragments ; provide yourself with (say) six doses of our Stout
Friend, and pour those doses consecutively on the fragments I have men-
tioned, at intervals of not less than five minutes. Quantities of little
bubbles will rise at every pouring; collect the gas in those bubbles; and
convey it into a closed chamber—and let Samson himself be in that closed
chamber, our Stout Friend will kill him in half-an-hour! 'Will kill himn
slowly, without his seeing anything, without his smelling anything, without
his feeling anything but sleepiness. Will kill him, and tell the whole
College of Surgeons nothing, if they examine him after death, but that he
died of apoplexy or congestion of the lungs!| What do you think of that,
my dear lady, in the way of mystery and romance? Is our harmless
Stout Friend as interesting now as if he rejoiced in the terrible popular
fame of the Arsenic and the Strychnine which I keep locked up there?
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lected in a basin. “Thank you, Benjamin,” said the doctor. ¢ Kindly
cover them with water, while I get the bottle down.”

As accidents sometimes happen in the most perfectly regulated
families, so clumsiness sometimes possesses itself of the most perfectly-
disciplined hands. In the process of its transfer from the sbelf to the
doctor, the bottle slipped, and fell smashed to pieces on the floor.

“Oh, my fingers and thumbs !” cried the doctor, with an air of
comic vexation, * what in the world do you mean by playing me such a
wicked trick as that? Well, well, well—it can’t be helped. Have we
got any more of it, Benjamin? "

“ Net a drop, sir.”

““Not a drop!” echoed the doctor. ¢ My dear madam, what excuses
can ] offer you? My clumsiness has made our little experiment impos-
sible for to-day. Remind me to order some more to-morrow, Benjamin
—and don't think of troubling yourself to put that mess to rights. FlI
send the man here to mop it allup. Our Stout Friend is harmless enough
now, my dear lady—in combination with a boarded floor and a coming
mop! I'm so sorry; I really am so sorry to bave disappointed you.”
With those soothing words, he offered his arm, and led Miss Gwilt out of
the digpensary.

“ Have you done with me for the present?” she asked when they
were in the hall. '

“QOh dear, dear, what a way of putting it!” exclaimed the doctor.
¢ Dinner at six,” he added with his politest emphdsis, as she turned
from him in disdainful silence, and slowly mounted the stairs to her
own room.’ '

A clock of the noiseless sort—incapable of offending irritable nerves—
was fixed in the wall, above the first-floor landing, at the Sanatorium. At
the moment when the hands pointed to a quarter before six, the silence of
the lonely upper regions was softly broken by the rustling of Miss Gwilt's
dress. She advanced along the corridor of the first-floor—paused at the
covered Apparatus fixed outside the room numbered Four—Ilistened for
a moment—and then unlocked the cover with the duplicate key.

The open lid cast a shadow over the inside of the casing. All she saw
at first, was what she had seen already—the jar, and the pipe and glass
funnel inserted in the cork. She removed the funnel; and, looking about her,
observed on the window-sill close by, a wax-tipped wand used for lighting
the gas. She took the wand, and, introducing it through the aperture
occupied by the funnel, moved it to and fro in the jar. The faint splash
of some liquid, and the grating noise of certain hard substances which she
was stirring about, were the two sounds that caught her car. She drew
out the wand, and cautiously touched the wet left on it with the tip of her
tongue. Caution was quite needless in this case. The liquid was—
water.

In putting the funnel back in its place, abe noticed something faintly
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“ Through the major of courss,” said Allan, before the ateward could
answer. :

“ Who is the doctor who has the care of Miss Milroy ?"” persisted
Midwinter, still addressing Mr. Bashwood.

For the second time the steward made no rteply. For the second

. time, Allan answered for him. .

“He is & man with a forcign name,” said Allan. “He keeps a
Sanatorium near Hampstead. What did you say the place was called,
Mr. Bashwood ? "

¢ Fairweather Vale, sir,” said the steward, answering his employer as
a matter of necessity, but answering very unwillingly.

The address of the Sanatorium instantly reminded Midwinter that he
had traced his wife to Fairweather Vale Villus the previous night. e
began to see light through the darkness, dimly, for the first time. The
instinct which comes with emergency, before the slower process of reason
can assert itself, brought him at a leap to the conclusion that Mr. Bash-
wood—who had been certainly acting under his wife’s influence the
previous day—might be acting again under his wife’s influence now. He
persisted in sifting the steward's statement, with the conviction growing
firmer and firmer in his mind that the statement was a lie, and that his
wife was concerned in it.

‘Is the major in Norfolk ? ” he asked, “ or is he near his daughter in
London?

“In Norfolk,” said Mr. Bashwood. Ilaving answered Allan's look of
inquiry, instead of Midwinter's spoken question, in those words, he hesitated,
looked Midwinter in the face for the first time, and added, suddenly, I
object, if you please, to be cross-examined, sir. I know what I have
told Mr. Armadale, and I know no more.”

The words, and the voice in which they were spoken, were alike at
variance with Mr. Bashwood's usual language and Mr. Bashwood's usual
tone. There was a sullen depression in his face—there was a furtive
distrust and dislike in his eyes when they looked at Midwinter, which
Midwinter himself now noticed for the first time. Before he could
answer the steward's extraordinary outbreak, Allan interfered.

“ Don't think me impatient,” he eaid. ¢ But it's getting late ; it's
a long way to Hampstead. 1'm afraid the Sanatorium will be shut up.”

Midwinter started. ¢ You are not going to the Sanatorium to-night!"
he exclaimed.

Allan took his friend's hand, and wrung it hard. “If you were as
fond of her as I am,” he whispered, ¢ you would take no rest, you could get
no sleep, till you had scen the doctor, and heard the best and the worst he
had to tell you. Poor dear little soul | who knows, if she could only see
me alive and well " The tears came into his eyes, and he turned
away his head in silence.

Midwinter looked at the steward. ¢ Stand back,”-he said. “] want
to speak to Mr. Armadale,” There was scmething in his eye which it
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to speak to some other person inside. The answering voice told her,
before he appeared in his turn, that Armadalc’s companion was her
husband.

The same petrifying influence that bad fallen on her at the interview

. with him of the previous day, fell on her now. She stood by the window,
white and still, and haggard and old—as she had stood when she first
faced him in her widow'’s weeds.

Mr. Bashwood, stealing up alone to the sccond floor to make his report,
knew, the instant he set eyes on her, that the report was needless. “It's
not my fault,” was all he said, as she slowly turned her head, and looked
at him. ¢ They met together, and there was no parting them.”

She drew a long breath, and motioned to him to be silent. “ Whait a
little,” she said ; ¢ I know all about it.”

Turning from him at those words, she slowly paced the corridor to its
furthest end; turned, and slowly came back to him with frowning brow
and drooping head—with all the grace and beauty gone from her, but the
inbred grace and beauty in the movement of her limbs.

‘Do you wish to speak to me? ¥’ she asked ; her mind far away fromn
him, and her eyes looking at him vacantly as she put the question.

He roused his courage as he had never roused it in her presence yct.

“Don’t drive ‘me to despair!” he cried, with a startling abruptness.
“ Don’t look at me in that way, now I have found it out !

“ What have you found out?” she asked, with a momentary surprise
in her face, which faded from it again before he could gather breath
enough to go on.

¢ Mr. Armadale is not the man who took you away from me,” he
answered. “Mr, Midwinter is the man. I found it out in your face
yesterday. I see it in your face now. Why did you sign your name,
¢ Armadale,’ when you wrote to me? Why do you call yourself ¢ Mrs.
Armadale’ still 2

He spoke those bold words, at long intervals, with an effort to resist
her influence over him, pitiable and terrible to see.

She looked at him for the first time with softened eyes. ¢ I wish I had
pitied you when we first met,” she said gently, ¢ as I pity you now.”

He struggled desperately to go on, and say the words to her which he
had strung himself to the pitch of saying on the drive from the terminus,
They were words which hinted darkly at his knowledge of her past life;
words which warned her—do what else she might; commit what crimes
she pleased—to think twice before she deceived and deserted him again.
In those terms he had vowed to himself to address her. He had the
phrases picked and chosen ; he had the scntences ranged and ordered
in his mind; nothing was wanting but to make the one crowning effort
of speaking them—and, even now, after all he had enid, and all he had
dared, the effort was more than he could compass | In helpless gratitude,
even for so little as her pity, he stood looking at her, and wept the silent
womanish tears that fall from old men’s eyes.
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all?” asked the doctor, with a suspicious anxiety in his eyes, which
strangely belied the elaborate indifference of his tone.

¢ I know him to be an old friend of Mr. Armadale’s,” she 8aid. * Does
he——?" Her voice failed her, and her eyes fcll before the doctor’s
steady scrutiny. She mastered the momentary weuakness, and finished her
question. * Does he, too, stay here to-night ? "

¢Mr. Midwinter is a person of coarse manners and suspicious temper,”
rejoined the doctor, steadily watching her. ¢Ile was rude enough to insist
on staying here as soon as Mr. Armadale had accepted my invitation.”

He paused to note the effect of those words on her. Left utterly in
the dark by the caution with which she had avoided mentioning her
husband's assumed name to him at their first interview, the doctor’s dis-
trust of her was necessarily of the vaguest kind. He had heard her voice
fuil her—he had seen her colour change. He suspected her of a mental
reservation on the subject of Midwinter—and of nothing more.

“Did you permit him to have his way?” she asked. “In your
place, I should have shown him the door.”

The impenetrable composure of her tone watned the doctor that her
pelf-command was not to be further shaken that night. He resumed the
character of Mrs. Armadale’s medical referee on the subject of Mr. Arma-
dale’s mental health. '

“If I had only had my own feelings to consult,” he said, “ I don’t
disguise from you that I should (a8 you say) have shown Mr. Midwinter
the door. But on appealing to Mr. Armadale, I found he was himself
anxious not to be parted from his friend. Under those circumstances,
but one alternative was left, the alternative of humouring him again. The
responsibility of thwarting him—to say nothing,” added the doctor,
drifting .for a moment towards the truth, “of my natural apprehension,
with such a temper as his friend’s, of a scandal and disturbance in the
house—was not to be thought of for a moment. Mr. Midwinter accord-
ingly remains here for the night ; and occupies (I ought to say, insists on
occupying) the next room to Mr. Armadale. Advise me,my dear madam,
in this emergency,” concluded the doctor, with Lis loudest emphasis.
¢ What rooms shall we put them in, on the first floor ? ”

¢ Put Mr. Armadale in Number Four.”

¢ And his friend next to him, in number three?” said the doctor.
« Well | well!l well! perhaps they are the most comfortable rooms. I'll
give my orders immcdiately. Don’t hurry away, Mr. Bashwood,” he
called out cheerfully as he reached the top of the staircase. “ I have left
the assistant-physician’s key on the window-sill yonder, and Mrs. Armadale
can Jet you out at the staircase door whenever she pleases, Don't sit up
late, Mrs. Armadale! Yours is a nervous system that requires plenty of
sleep. ¢ Tired nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep.’ Grand line! God
bless you—good-night |

Mr. Bashwood came back from the far end of the corridor—still pon-
dering, in unutteruble expectation, on what was to come with the night.
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“Am I to gonow?" he asked.

“No. You are to stay. I said you should know all if you waited
till the morning. Wait here.” '

He hesitated and looked about him. ¢ The doctor,” he faltered.

~ T thought the doctor said »

‘ The doctor will interfere with nothing that I do in this house to-
night. I tell you to stay. There are empty rooms on the floor above
this. Take one of them.”

Mr. Bashwood felt the trembling fit coming on him again as he looked
at her. ¢ May I ask 7" he began.

¢ Ask nothing. I want you.”

“ Will you please to tell me——2?"

“I will tell you nothing till the night is over and the morning has
come.”

His curiosity conquered his fear. He persisted.

¢ s it something dreadful?” he whispered. “Too dreadful to tell me?”

She stamped her foot with a sudden outbreak of impatience. “ Go!l”
she said, snatching the key of the staircase door from the window-sill.
“You do quite right to distrust me—jyou do quite right to follow me no
farther in the dark. Go before the<house is shut up. I can do withoat
you.” She led the way to the stairs, with the key in one hand, and the
candle in the other.

Mr. Bashwood followed her in silence. No one, knowing what he
knew of her earlier life, could have fuiled to perceive that she was s
woman driven to the last extremity, and standing consciously on the brink
of a Crime. In the first terror of the discovery, he broke free from the
hold she had on him—he thought and acted like & man who had a will of
his own again.

She put the key in the door, and turned to him before she opened it,
with the light of the candle on her face. ¢ Forget me, and forgive me,”
she said. ¢ We meet no more.”

She opened the door, and, standing inside it, after he had passed her,
gave him her hand. He had resisted her look, he had resisted her words,
but the magnetic fascination of her touch conquered him at the final
moment. “I can't leave you!" he said, holding helplessly by the hand
she had given him. “ What must I do?”

“Come and see,” she answered, without allowing him an instant to

reflect.
Closing her hand firmly on his, she led him along the first-floor corri-
dor to the room numbered Four. ¢ Notice that room,” she whispered.

After a look over the stairs to see that they were alone, she retraced her
steps with him to the opposite extremity of the corridor. Here, facing the
window which lit the place at the other end, was one little room, with a
narrow grating in the higher part of the door, intended for the sleeping-
apartment of the doctor’'s deputy. From the position of this »a
grating commanded & view of the bed-chambers down each
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corridor, and so enubled the deputy-physician to inform himself of any
irregular proceedings on the part of the patients under his care, with little
or no chance of being detected in watching them. Miss Gwilt opened the
door and led the way into the empty room,

“ Wait here,” she said, * while I go back upstairs; and lock yourself
in, if you like. You will be in the dark—but the gas will be burning in
the corridor. Keep at the grating, and make sure that Mr. Armadale
goes into the room I have just pointed out to you, and that he doesn’t
leave it afterwards. If you lose sight of the room for a single moment,
before I come back, you will repent it to the end of your life. If you do
as I tell you, you shall sce me to-morrow, and claim your own reward.
Quick with your answer ! Is it Yes or No?"”

He could make no reply in words. He raised her hand to his lips,
and kissed it rapturously. She left him in the room. From his place
at the grating he saw her glide down the corridor to the staircase door.
She passed through it, and locked it. Then there was silence.

The next sound was the sound of the women-servants' voices. Two
of them came up to put the sheets on the beds in Number Three and
Number Four. The women were im high good-humour, laughing and
talking to cach other through the open doors of the rooms. The master’s
customers were coming in at last, they said, with a vengeance ; the house
would soon begin to look cheerful, if things went on like this.

After a little, the beds were got ready, and the women returned to the
kitchen-floor, on which the sleeping rooms of the domestic servants were
all situated. Then there was silence again.

The next soynd was the sound of the doctor's voice. He appeared at
the end of the corridor, shcwing Allan and Midwinter the way to their
rooms. They all went together into Number Four. After a little, the
doctor came out first. He waited till Midwinter joined him, and pointed
with a formal bow to the door of Number Three. Midwinter entered the
room without speaking, and shut himself in. The doctor, left alone, with-
drew to the staircase door and unlocked it—then waited in the corridor,
whistling to himself softly, under his breath.

Voices pitched cautiously low became audible in a minute more in the
hall. The Resident Dispenser and the Head Nurse appeared,on their way
to the Dormitories of the Attendants at the top of the house. The man
bowed silently, and passed the doctor; the woman curtseyed silently, and
followed the man. The doctor acknowledged their salutations by a cour-
teous wave of his Land; and once more left alone, paused a moment, still
whistling softly to himself—then walked to the door of Number Four, and
opened the case of the fumigating apparatus fixed near it in the corner of
the wall. As he lifted the lid and looked in, his whistling ceased. 1Ile
took a long purple bottle out, examined it by the gaslight, put it back, and
closed the case. This done, he advanced on tiptoe to the open staircase
door—passed through it—and eecured it on the inner side as usual.

Mr. Bashwood bhad seen him at the apparatus ; Mr. Bashwood W
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was as plainly in her confidence as Mr. Bashwood himself—now narrowed
its range, and centred itself obstinately in Allan’s room. Resigning all
further effort to connect his suspicion of a conspiracy against his friend, with
the outrage which had the day before been offered to himself—an effort
which would have led him, if he could have maintained it, to a discovery
of the Fraud really contemplated by his wife—his mind, clouded and con-
fused by disturbing influences, instinctively took refuge in its impressions
of fucts as they had shown themselves, since he had entered the house.
Everything that he had noticed below stairs suggested that there was some
secret purpose to be answered by getting Allan to sleep in the Sanatorium.
Everything that he had noticed above atairs, associated the lurking-place
in which the danger lay hid, with Allan’s room. To reach this conclusion,
and to decide on baflling the conspiracy, whatever it might be, by taking
Allan’s place, was with Midwinter the work of an instant. Confronted
by actual peril, the great nature of the man intuitively freed itself from
the weaknesses that had beset it in happier and safer times. Not even
the shadow of the old superstition rested on his mind now—no fitalist
suspicion of himself disturbed the steady resolution that was in him. The
one last doubt that troubled him, as he stood at the window thinking, was
the doubt whether he could persuade Allan to change rooms with him,
without involving himself in an explanation which might lead Allan to
suspect the truth. '

In the minute that elapsed, while he waited with Lis eyes on the
room, the doubt was resolved—he found the trivial, yet suflicient, excuse
of which he was in séarch. Mr. Bashwood saw him rouse himself, and
go to the door. Mr. Bashwood heard him knock softly, and whisper,
¢ Allan, are you in bed?”

“ No,” answered the voice inside, “come in.”

He appeared to be on the point of entering the room, when he checked
himself as if he had suddenly remembered something. ¢ Wait a minute,”
he said, through the door, and, turning away, went straight to the end
room. ¢ If there is anybody watching us in there,” he mid aloud, *let
him watch us through this !” He took out his handkerchief, and stuffed
it into the wires of the grating, so as completely to close the aperture.
Having thus forced the spy inside (if there was one) cither to betray
himself by moving the handkerchicf, or to remain blinded to all view of
what might happen next, Midwinter prescnted himself in Allan’s yoom,

“ You know what poor nerves 1 have,” le said, * and what a wretched
sleeper I am at the best of times. I cun’t sleep to-night. The window
in my room rattles every time the wind blows. I wish it was as fast
as your window here.”

¢ My dear fellow ! " cried Allan, “I don't mind a rattling window.
Let’s change rooms. Nonsense! Why thould you make excuses to me?
Don't I know how eusily trifles upset those excitable nerves of yours?
Now the doctor has quieted my mind about'my poor little Neelie, I begin
to feel the journey—and I'll answer for sleeping anywhere till to-morrow

.
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grating, ‘“and follow me.” She returned to the stairs by which she had
just descended ; pushed the door to softly, after Mr. Bashwood had followed
her; and led the way up to the landing of the second-floor. There she
put the question to him which she had nct ventured to put below stairs.”

“ Was Mr. Armadale shown into Number Four ?" she asked.

He bowed his head without speaking.

“ Answer me in words. Has Mr. Armadale left the room since?"

He answered, “ No.”

¢ Have you never lost sight of Number Four since I left you?”

He answered, “ Never.”

Something strange in his manner, something unfamiliar in his voice,
as he made that last reply, attracted her attention. She took her candle
from a table near, on which she had left it, and threw its light on him.
His eyes were staring, his teeth chattered. There was everything to
betray him to her as a terrified man—there was nothing to tell her that
the terror was caused by his consciousness of deceiving her, for the firat
time in his life, to her face. If she had threatened him less openly when
she placed him on the watch ; if she had spoken less unreservedly of the
interview which was to reward him in the morning, he might have owned
the truth. As it was, his strongest fears and his dearest hopes were alike
interested in telling her the fatal lie that he had now told—the fatal lie
which he reiterated when she put her question for the second time.

She looked at him, deceived by the last man on earth whom she
would have suspected of deception—the man whom she had deceived
herself.

“You seem to be over-excited,” she said quietly. “ The night has
- been too much for you. Go upstairs, and rest. You will find the door
of one of the rooms left open. That is the room you are to occupy.
Good night.”

She put the candle (which she had left burning for him) on the table,
and gave him her hand. He held her back by it desperately as she
turned to leave him. His horror of what might happen when she was
left by herself, forced the words to his lips which he would have feared to
speak to her at any other time.

“Don't,” he pleaded in a whisper; “oh, don’t, don't, don't go down-
stairs to-night !’

She released her hand, and signed to him to take the candle. “ You
shall see me to-morrow,” she said. “ Not a word more now "

Her stronger will conquered him at that last moment, as it had con-
quered him throughout. He took the candle, and waited—following her
eagerly with his eyes as she descended the stairs. The cold of the Decem-
ber night seemed to have found its way to her through the warmth of the
house. She had put on a long heavy black shawl, and had fastened it
close over her breast. The plaited coronet in which she wore her hair
seemed to have weighed too heavily on her head. She had untwisted it,
and thrown it back over Ler shoulders. The old man looked at her
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staring, without conscious thought of any kind, into the black night.
The Jhowling of a belated dog wus borne towards her on the wind, at
intervals, from some distant part of the suburb. -She found herself
following the faint sound as it died away into silence with a dull attention,
and listening for its coming again with an expectation that was duller
still. Her arms lay like lead on the window-sill ; her forehead rested
aguinst the glass without feeling the cold. 1t was not till the moon
struggled out again that she was startled into sudden self-remembrance.
She turned quickly, and looked at the clock j seven minutes had passed
since the second Pouring.

As she snatched up the Flask, and fed the funnel for the third time,
the full conscionsness of her position came back to her. The fever-heat
throbbed again in her blood, and flushed fiercely in her cheeks. Swift,
smooth, and noiseless, she paced from end to end of the corridor, with her
‘arms folded in her shawl, and her eye moment after moment on the clock.

Three out of the next five minutes passed, and again the suspense
began to madden her. The space in the corridor grew too confined for
the illimitable restlessness that possessed her limbs. She went down into
the hall again, and circled round and round it like a wild creature in a
cage. At the third turn, she felt something moving softly against her
dress. The house-cat had come up through the open kitchen-door—a
large, tawny, companionable cat that purred in high good temper, and
followed her for company. Bhe took the animal up in her arms—it
rubbed its sleek head luxuriously against her chin as she bent her face
over it. * Armadale hates cats,”” she whispered in the creature’s car.
¢ Come up and see Armadale killed !” The next moment her own fright-
ful funcy horrified her. She dropped the cat with a shudder; she drove
it below again with threatening hands. I‘or a moment after, she stood
still—then, in headlong haste, suddenly mounted the stairs. Her husband
Liad forced his way back again into her thoughts ; her husband threatened
her with a danger which had never entered her mind till now. What, if
he were not asleep? Wkat if he came out upon her, and found her with
the Purple Flask in her hand ?

She stole to the dvor of number three, and listencd. The slow, regular
breathing of a slecping man was just audible. After waiting a moment to
let the feeling of relief quiet her, she took a step towards Number Four—
and checked herself. It was needless to listen at that door. The doctor
had told her that Sleep came first, as certainly as Death afterwards, in the
poisoned air. She looked aside at the clock. The time had come for the
fourth Pouring.

Her hand began to tremble violently, as she fed the funnel for the
fourth time. The fear of her husband was back again in her heart. What
if some noise disturbed him before the sixth Pouring? What if he woke
on a sudden (as she had often seen him wake) without any noise at all ?

She looked up and down the corridor. The end room, in which
Mr. Bashwood hud been concealed, offered itsclf to heg as a place of refuge.
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had sunk in the effort to leave the room. With the desperate concentra-
tion of strength of which women are capable in emergencies, she lifted
him and dragged him out into the corridor. Her brain reeled as she laid
him down and crawled back on her knees to the room, to shut out the
poisoned air from pursuing them into the passage. After closing the
door, she waited, without daring to look at him the while, for strength
enough to rise and get to the window over the stairs. When the window
was opened, when the keen air of the early winter morning blew steadily
in, she ventured back to him and raised his head, and looked for the first
time closely at his face.

Was it death that spread the livid pallor over his forehead and his
cheeks, and the dull leaden hue on his eyelids and his lips?

She loosened his cravat and opened his waistcoat, and bared his throat
and breast to the air. With her hand on his heart, with her bosom
supporting his head, so that he fronted the window, she waited the event.
A time passed: a time short enmough to be reckoned by minutes on
the clock; and yet long enough to take her memory back over all her
married life with him—long enough to mature the resclution that now rose
in her mind as the one result that could come of the retrospect. As her
eyes rested on him, a strange composure settled slowly on her fuce. She
bore the look of & woman who was equally resigned to welcome the
chance of his recovery, or to accept the certainty of his death.

Not a cry or a tear had escaped her yet. Not a cry or a tear escaped
her when the interval had passed, and she felt the first faint fluttering of
his heart, and heard the first faint catching of the breath at his lips. She
silently bent over him and kissed his forehead. When she looked up
again, the hard despair had melted from her face. There was something
softly radiant in her eyes, which lit her whole countenance as with an
inner light, and made her womanly and lovely once more.

She laid him down, and, taking off her shawl, made a pillow of it to
support his head. ¢ It might have been hard, love,” she said, as she felt the
faint pulsation strengthening at his heart. ¢ You have made it easy now.”

She rose, and, turning from him, noticed the Purple Flask in the place
where she had left it since the fourth Pouring. ¢ Ah,” she thought
quietly, I had forgotten my best friend—I had forgotten that there is
more to pour in yet."”

With a steady hand, with a calm, attentive face, she fed the funnel for
the fifth time. ¢ Five minutes more,” she said, when she had put the Flask
back, after a look at the clock.

She fell into thought—thought that only deepened the grave and
gentle composure of her fuce.  * Shall I write him a farewell word?” she
asked herself. ¢ Shall I tell him the truth before I leave him for ever?”

Her little gold pencil-case hung with the other toys at her watch-
chain. After looking about her for a moment, she knelt over her husband,
and put her hand into the breast-pocket of his coat.

His pocket-book was there. Some papers fell from it as she unfas-
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tenth minute &ince the door of the room had opened and closed, before
Midwinter stirred on his pillow, and, struggling to raise himself, felt the
letter in his hand.

At the same mément, a key was turned in the staircase-door. And
the doctor, looking expectantly towards the fatal room, saw the Purple
Flask on the window-sill, and the prostrate man trying to raise himself
from the floor.

. THE END OF THE LAST BOOK.

ErPrILOGUE.

—o——

CHAPTER L
News FrRoM NORFOLK.
From My. Pedgift Senior (Thorpe-Ambrose), to Mr. Pedgift Junior (Paris).

“ MY DEAR AUGUSTUS, “ High Strect, December 20th.
“Yocr letter reached me yesterday. You seem to be making

the most of your youth (as you call it) with a vengeance. Well! enjoy
your holiday. I made the most of my youth, when I was your age ; and,
wonderful to relate, I haven't forgotten it yet |

“ You ask me for a good budget of news, and especially, for more
information about that mysterious business at the Sanatorium.

¢ Curiosity, my dear boy, is a quality, which (in our profession espe-
cially) sometimes leads to great results. I doubt, however, if you will
find it leading to much on this occasion. All I know of the mystery at
the Sanatorium, I know from Mr. Armadale; and he is entirely in the
dark on more than one point of importance. I have already told you how
they were entrapped into the house, and how they passed the night there.
To this I can now add that something did certainly happen to Mr. Mid-
winter, which deprived him of consciousness ; and that the doctor, who
appears to have been mixed up in the matter, carried things with a high
hand, and insisted on taking his own course in his own Sanatogium. There
is nof the least doubt that the miserable woman (however she might have
come by her death) was found dead—that a coroner's inquest inquired into
the circumstances— that the evidence showed her to have entered the
house a8 a patient—and that the medical investigation ended in discover-
ing that she had died of npoplexy. My idea is, that Mr. Midwinter had a
motive of his own for not coming forward with the evidence that he might
have given. I have also reason to suspect that Mr. Armadale, out of
regard for him, followed his lead, aud that the verdict at the inquest (uttache
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% To turn now to pleasanter subjects than Sanatoriums, I may tell
you that Miss Neelie is as good as well again, and is, in my humble
opinion, prettier than ever. She is staying in London, under the care of a
female relative—and Mr. Armadale satisfies her of the fact of his existence
(in case she should forget it) regularly every day. They are to be mar-
ried in the spring—unless Mrs. Milroy’s death causes the ceremony to be
postponed. ‘The medical men are of opinion that the poor lady is sinking
at last. It may be a question of weeks or a question of months, they
can say no more. She is greatly altered—quiet and gentle, and anxiously
affectionate with her husband and her child. But, in hér case, this happy
change is, it seems, a sign of approaching dissolution, from the medical
point of view. There isa difficulty in making the poor old major under-
stand this. He only sces that she has gone back to the likeness of her
better self when he first married her ; and he sits for hours by her bedside,
now, and tells her about his wonderful clock.

“ Mr. Midwinter, of whom you will next expect me to say something,
is improving rapidly. After causing some anxiety at first to the medical
men (who declared that he was suffering from a serious nervous shock,
produced by circumstances about which their patient’s obstinate silence
kept them quite in the dark), he has rallied, as only men of his sensitive
temperament (to quote the doctors again) can rally. He and Mr. Arma-
dale are together in a quiet lodging. I saw him last week, when I was in
London. His face showed signs of wear and tear, very sad to see in so
young a man. But he spoke of himself and his future with a courage and
hopefulness, which men of twice his years (if he has suffered, as I suspect
him to have suffered) might have envied. If I know anything of humanity,
this is no common man—and we shall hear of him yet in no common way.

“ You will wonder how I came to be in London. I went up, with a
return ticket (from Saturday to Monday) about that matter in dispute
at our agent’s. We had a tough fight—but, curiously enough, a point
occurred to me just as I got up to go; and I went back to my chair, and
settled the question in no time. Of course I stayed at Our Hotel in
Covent Garden. William, the waiter, asked after you with the affection
of a father; and Matilda, the chambermaid, said you almost persuaded
her, that last time, to have the hollow tooth taken out of her lower jaw.
I had the agent’s second son (the young chap you nicknamed Mustapha,
when he made that dreadful mess about the Turkish Securities) to dine
with me on Sunday. A little incident happened in the evening which
may be worth recording, as it connected itself with a certain old lady, who
was not ¢ at home’ when you and Mr. Armadale blundered on that house
in Pimlico in the bygone time.

¢ Mustapha was like all the rest of you young men of the present
day —he got restless after dinner. ‘Let’s go to a public amusement, Mr.
Pedgift, says he. ¢‘Public amusement? Why, it's Sunday evening!’
says I. ¢ All right, sir,’ says Mustapha. ¢ They stop acting on the stage,
I grant you, on Sunday evening—but they don't stop acting in the
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 Good-by, for the present, my dear boy. If you sce a particularly
handsome snuff-box in Paris, remember — though your father scorns
Testimonials—he daesn’t object to receive a present from his son.
Yours affectionately,
A. PEDGIFT Sen".

¢ PostscripT.—I think it likely that the account you mention, in the
French papers, of a fatal quarrel among some foreign sailors in one of the
Lipari Islands, and of the death of their captaip, among others, may really
have been a quarrel among the scoundrels who robbed Mr. Armadale, and
scuttled his yacht. Those fellows, luckily for society, can’t always keep
up appearances ; and, in their case, Rogues and Retribution do occa-
gionally come into collision with each other.”

CHAPTER IL
MIDWINTER.

Tue spring had advanced to the end of April. It was the eve of Allan's
wedding-day. Midwinter and he had sat talking together at the great
house till far into the night—till so far that it had struck twelve leng
singe, and the wedding-day was already some hours old.

. For the most part, the conversation had turned on the bridegroom’s
plans and projects. It was not till the two'friends rose to go to rest, that
Allan insisted on making Midwinter speak of himself. We have had
enough, and more than enough, of my future,” he began, in his bluntly
straightforward way. ¢Let's say something now, Midwinter, gbout yours.
You have promised me, I know, that if you take to Literature, it shan't
part us, and that if you go on a sea voyage, you will remember when you
come back that my house is your home. But this ig the last chance
we have of being together in our old way; and I own I should like to
know " His voice faltered, and his eyes moistened a little. He
left the sentence unfinighed.

Midwinter took his hand and helped him, as he had often helped him
to the wards that he wanted, in the bygone time.

“You would like to know, Allan,” he said, “ that I shall not bring an
aching heart with me to your wedding-day ? If you will let me go back
for a mament to the past, I think I can satisfy you.”

They took their chairs again. Allan saw that Midwinter was meved.
“ Why distress yourself 7" he asked kindly—*‘ why go back to the past ! ”

“ For two reasons, Allan. I ought to have thanked you long since for
the silence you have observed, for my sake, cu a matter that must have
seemed very strange to you. You know what the name is which appears
on the register of my marriage—and yet you have forborne to speak of it,
from the fear of distressing me. Before you enter on your new life, let
us come to a first and last understanding about this. I ask you—as one
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It is, happily, not only in fairy tales that things sometimes fall out as one
could wish, that anxieties are allayed, mistakes explained away, friends
reconciled; that people inherit large fortunes, or are found out in their
nefarious schemes ; that long-lost children are discovered disguised in soot,
that vessels come safely sailing into port after the storm; and that young
folks who have been faithful to one another, are married off at last. Some of
these young couples are not only happily married, but they also begin life in
pleasant palaces tastefully decorated, and with all the latest improvements ;
with convenient cupboards, bath-rooms, back-staircases, speaking-tubes,
lifts from one story to another, hot and cold water laid on; while outside lie
well-kept parks, and gardens, and flower-beds; and from the muslin-veiled *
windows they can see the sheep browsing, the long shadowy grass, deer
starting across the sunny glades, swans floating on the rivers, and sailing
through the lilies and tall lithe reeds. 'There are fruit-gardens, too, where
great purple plums are sunning an the walls, and cucumbers lying asleep
among their cool dark leaves. There are glass-houses where heavy dropping
bunches of grapes are hanging, so that one need only open one’s mouth
for them to fall into it all ready cooked and sweetened. Sometimes, in
addition to all these good things, the young couple possess all the gracious
gifts of youth, beauty, gay and amiable dispositions. Some one said, the
other day, that it seemed as if Fate scarcely knew what she was doing,
when she lavished with such profusion every gift and delight upon one
pair of heads, while others were left bald, shorn, unheeded, dishevelled,
forgotten, diehonoured. And yet the world would be almost too sad to
bear, if one did not sometimes see happiness somewhere. One would
scarcely believe in its possible existence, if there was nobody young, for-
tunate, prosperous, delighted; nobody to think of with satisfaction, and to
envy a little. The sight of great happiness and prosperity is like listening
to harmonious music, or looking at beautiful pictures, at certain times of
one’s life. It seems to suggest possibilities, it sets sad folks longing, but
while they are wishing, still, may be, a little reproachfully, they realize the
existence of what perhaps they had doubted before. Fate has been hard
to them, but there is compensation even in this life. They tell themselves,
¢ Which of us knows when his turn may come?” Happiness is a fact : it
does lie within some people’s grasp. To this or that young fairy couple, age,
trial, and trouble may be in store ; but now at least the present is golden ;
the innocent delights and triumphs of youth and nature are theirs.

I could not help moralizing a little in this way, when we were staying
with young Lulworth and his wife the other day, coming direct from the
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a8 a personal compliment. It was all Lulworth property as far as we
conld see. I thought it must be strangely delightful to be the possessor
of such beautiful hills, mist, sunshine and shadow, violet tones, song of
birds, and shimmer of foliage; but Frank, I believe, looked at his future
prospects from a material point of view. ¢ You see it ain't the poetic
part of it which pays,” he said. But he appreciated it nevertheless, for
Cecilia came out of the woods that morning, all decked out with great con-
volvulus leaves, changed to gold, which Frank had gathered as we went
along and given to her. This year all the leaves were turning to such
beautiful colours that people remarked upon it, and said they never remem-
bered such a glowing autumn ; even the year when Frank came to Dorli-
cote was not to compare to it. Browns and russet, and bright amber and
gold flecks, berries, red leaves, a lovely blaze and glitter in the woods along
the lanes and beyond the fields and copses. All the hills were melting with
lovely colour in the clear warm autumn air, and the little nut-wood paths
seemed like Aladdin’s wonderful gardens, where precious stones hung to
the trees ; there was a twinkle and crisp shimmer, yellow leaves and golden
light, yellow light and golden leaves, red hawthorn, convolvulus-berries,
holly-berries beginning to glow, and heaped-up clustering purple black-
berries. The sloe-berries, or snowy blackthorn fruit, with their soft gloom
of colour, were over, and this was the last feast of the year. On the trees
the apples hung red and bright, the pears scemed ready to drop from their
branches and walls, the wheat was stacked, the sky looked violet bchind
the yellow ricks. A blackbird was singing like a ripple of water, some-
body said. It is hard to refrain from writing of all these lovely things,
though it almost is an impertinence to attempt to set them down on paper
in long lists, like one of Messrs. Rippon and Burton’s circulars. It seemed
sad to be sad on such a morning and in such a world, but as we were
walking along the high-road on our way back to the farm, we passed a
long pale melancholy-looking man riding a big horse, with a little sweet-
faced creature about sixteen who was cantering beside him. He took off
his hat, the little girl kissed her hand as they passed, nodding a gay
triumphant nod, and then we watched them down the hill, and dis-
appearing at the end of the lane.

1 am quite glad to see Ella Ashford out riding with her father again,”
said Lulworth, holding the garden gate open for us to pass in.

¢ Mrs. Ashford called here a day or two ago with her daughter,” said
Cecilia. “ They're going to stay at the Ravenhill, she told me. I thought
Colonel Ashford was gone, too. I suppose he is come back.”

¢ Of course he is,” said Frank, ‘“since we have just seen him with
Ella, and of course his wife is away for the same reason.”

% The child has grown very thin,” said H.

¢ She has a difficult temper,” said Cecilia—who, once she got an idea
into her soft, silly head, did not easily get rid of it again. “ She is a great
anxiety to poor Mrs. Ashford. She is very different, she tells me, to Julia
and Lisette Garnier. her own daughters.”

35—2












CINDERELLA. : 727

and vitality which is in them. They long to throw it out, they would
like to have wings to fly like a bird, and so they dance sometimes with all
their hearts, and might, and energy. People rarely talk of the poetry of
dancing, but there is something in it of the real inspiration of art. The
music plays, the heart beats time, the movements flow as naturally as the
branches of a tree go waving in the wind.

One day a naughty boy, who had run away, for a lark from his tutor
and his schoolroom at Cliffe, hard by, and who was hiding in a ditch,
happened to see Ella alone in a field. She was looking up at the sky and
down at the pretty scarlet and white pimpernels, and listening to the
birds ; suddenly she felt so strong and so light, and as if she must jump
about a little, she was so happy, and so she did, shaking her pretty golden
mane, waving her poppies high over head, and singing higher and higher,
like one of the larks that were floating in mid air. The naughty boy was
much frightened, and firmly believed that he had seen a fairy.

¢ She was all in white,” he said afterwards, in an aggrieved tone of
voice. ‘‘She’'d no hat, or anything; she bounded six. foot into the air.
You never saw anything like it.”

Master Richardson’s guilty conscience had something to do with his
alarm. When his friend made a few facetious inquiries he answered quite
sulkily,—* Black pudden? she offered me no pudden or anything else. I
only wish you had been there, that’s all, then you'd believe a fellow when
he says a thing, instead of always chaffing.”

Ella gave up her dancing after the new wife came to Ash Place. It
was all so different ; she was not allowed any more to run out in the
fields alone. She supposed it was very nice having two young com-
panions like Lisette and Julia, and at first, in her kindly way, the child
did the honours of her own home, showed them the way which led to her
rabbits, her most secret bird’s nest, the old ivy-grown smugglers’ hole in
the hollow. Lisette and Julia went trotting about in their frill trousers
and Chinese tails of hair, examining everything, making their calculations,
saying nothing, taking it all in (poor little Ella was rather puzzled, and
could not make them out). Meantime her new mother was gracefully wan-
dering over the house on her husband's arm, and standing in attitudes
admiring the view from the windows, and asking gentle little indifferent
questions, to all of which Colonel Ashford replied unsuspectingly enough.

“ And so you give the child an allowance? Is she not very young for
one? And is this Ella's room ? how prettily it is furnished.”

¢ She did it all herself,” said her father, smiling. ¢ Look at her rocking-
horse, and her dolls' house, and her tidy little arrangements.”

The house-keeping books were in a little pile on the table; a very
suspicious-looking doll was lying on the bed, so were a pile of towels, half
marked, but neatly folded ; there was a bird singing in a cage, a squirrel,
a little aged dog—Puff’s grandmother—asleep on a cushion, some sea-
anemones in a glass, gaping with their horrid mouths, strings of birds’
eggs were suspended, and whips were hanging up on the walls. There
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And so the years went by. Julia and Lisette grew up into two great
tall fashionable bouncing young ladies; they pierced their ears, turned
up their pigtails, and dressed very elegantly. Lisette used to wear a
coral necklace, Julia was partial to a clear carbuncle brooch her mother
gave her. Little Ella, too, grew up like a little green plant springing up
through the mild spring rains and the summer sunshine, taller and
prettier and sadder, every year. And yet perhaps it was as well after
all that early in life she had to learn to be content with a very little share
of its bounties: she might have been spoilt and over-indulged if things
had gone on as they began, if nothing had ever thwarted her, and if all
her life she had had her own way. She was a bright smiling little thing
for all her worries, with a sweet little face; indeed her beauty was so
remarkable, and her manner so simple and charming, that Julia and Lisette,
who were a year or two her elders, used to complain to their mother
nobody ever noticed them when Ella was by. Lady Jane Peppercorne,
their own cousin, was always noticing her, and actually gave her a potato
off her own plate the other day.

“I fear she is a very forward, designing girl. I shall not think of
taking her out in London this year,” Mrs. Ashford said, with some
asperity ; “nor shall I allow her to appear at our crbquet party next
week. She is far too young to be brought out.”

So Ella was desired to remain in her own room on this occasion.
She nearly cried, poor little thing, but what could she do? her father was
away, and when he came back Mrs. Ashford would be sure to explain
everything to him. Mrs. Ashford had explained life in so strangely
ingenious a manner that he had got to see it in a very topsy-turvy
fashion. Some things she had explained away altogether, some she had
distorted and twisted, poor little Ella had been explained and explained,
until there was scarcely anything of her left at all. Poor child, she some-
times used to think she had not a single friend in the world, but she
would chide herself for such fancies: it must be fancy. Her father loved
her as much as ever, but he was engrossed by business, and it was not
to be expected he should show what he felt before Julia and Lisette, who
might be hurt. And then Ella would put all her drawers in order, or sew
a seam, or go out and pull up a bedful of weeds to chase such morbid
fancies out of her mind.

Lady Jane Peppercorne, of whom mention has been already made,
had two houses, one in Onslow Square, another at Hampstead. She was
very rich, she had never married, and was consequently far more senti-
mental than ladies of her standing usually are. She was a flighty old
lady, and lived sometimes at one house, sometimes at the other, sometimes
at hotels here and there, as the fancy seized her. She was very kind as
well as flighty, and was constantly doing generous things, and trying to
help any one who seemed to be in trouble or who appeared to wisk for
anything she had it in her power to grant.

85—5
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that my maid puts my things properly away in the cupboards, as well
as Julia’s and Lisette’s, and help her to fold the dresses, because it is
impossible for one person to manage these long trains unassisted.”

“ Very well,” said Ella, cheerfully. “I hope you will have a pleasant
day. How nice it must be to be going.”

«T wish you would learn not to wish for everything and anything
that you happen to hear about, Ella,” said Mrs. Ashford. ¢ If you hear
any visitors coming, go away, for I cannot allow you to be seen in this
dirty state.”

¢ There’s a ring,
¢ Good-by."”

Young Mr. Richardson, who was announced immediately after, passed
a pretty maid-servant, carrying a great pile of folios upon the stairs. She
looked so little fitted for the task that he involuntarily stopped and said,
¢ Can I assist you?” The little maid smiled, and shook her head, with-
out speaking. ‘ What a charming little creature !” thought Mr. Richardson.
He came to say that he and his friend, Jack Prettyman, were going to
ride down together, and would join the la.diea at the Palace.

% We are to pick Colonel Ashford up at his club,” Mrs. Ashford said,
“and Madame de Bricabrac. I shall count upon you then.” And the
young ladies waved him gracious au revoirs from the balcony.

“Oh! don't you like white waistcoats, Julia? said Lisette, as she
watched him down the street.

They are gone. Ella went up to help with the dresses, but presently
the maid said in her rude way that she must go down to dinner, and she
could not have anybody messing the things about while she was away.
Carter hated having a ¢ spy " sct over her, as she calied Miss Ashford.
The poor little spy went back to the drawing-room. She was too melan-
choly and out of spirits to dress herself and go out. Her face was still
smudgy, and she had cried a little over Lisette’s pink tarlatane. Her
heart sank down, down, down. She did so long for a little fun and
delight, and laughter and happiness. She knew her father would say,
“ Where is Ella?” and her mother would answer, ¢ Oh, I renlly cannot
account for Ella's fancies. She was sulky this morning again. I cannot
manage her strange tempers.”

The poor child chanced to see her shabby face and frock and tear-
stained cheeks in one of the tall glasses over the gilt tables. It was very
gilly, but the wobegone little face touched her so; she was so sorry for
it that all of a sudden she burst out sob, sob, sob, crying, ¢ Oh, how
nice it must be to be loved and cherished, and very happy,” she thought.
% Oh, I could be so good if they would only love me.” She could not bear
to think more directly of her father's change of feeling. She sat down on
the floor, as she had a way of doing, all in a little heap, staring at the
empty grate. The fire had burnt out, and no one had thought of
relighting it. For a few minutes her tears overflowed, and she cried and
cried in two rivulets down her black little face. She thought how forlorn

"

said Ella, gathering some of the books together.
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John, get some bowls and trays for the vegetables, green pease, straw-
berries; and oh, here’s a cucumber and a nice little early pumpkin. I had
it forced, my dear. Your stepmother tells me she is passionately fond of
pumpkins. Here, John, take all this down to the cook; tell her to put
it in a cool larder, and order the carriage and horses round directly. Now
then,” to Ella, briskly, “ go and put your things on, and come along with
me. I'll make matters straight. I always do. There, go directly. I
can’t have the horses kept. Raton, my coachman, is terrible if he is kept
waiting—frightens me to death by his driving when he is put out.”

Ella did not hesitate a moment longer; she rushed upstairs; her
little feet flew as they used to do formerly. She came down in a minute,
panting, rapturous, with shining hair and a bright face, in her very
best Sunday frock, cloak, and hat. Shabby enough they were, but she
was too happy, too excited, to think about the deficiencies in her toilet.

“ Dear me, this will never do, I see,” said the old lady, looking at her
disapprovingly ; but she smiled so kindly as she spoke, that Ella was not
a bit frightened.

“ Indeed, I have no other,” she said.

¢ John,” cried the old lady,  where is my maid? Desire her to come
and speak to me directly. Now then, sir!”

All her servants knew her ways much too well not to fly at her
commands. A maid appeared as if by magic.

¢“ Now, Batter, be quick; get that blue and silver bournous of mine
from the box upstairs—it will ook very nice; and a pair of grey kid
gloves, Batter; and let me see, my dear, you wouldn't look well in a
brocade. No, that grey satin skirt, Batter; her own white bodice will
do, and we can buy a bonnet as we go along. Now, quick; am I to be
kept waiting all day?"

Ella in a moment found herself transformed somehow into the most
magnificent lady she had seen for many a day. It was like a dream, she
could hardly believe it; she saw herself move majestically, sweeping in
silken robes across the very same pier-glass, where a few minutes before
she had looked at the wretched little melancholy creature, crying with a
dirty face, and watched the sad tears flowing. .

¢“Now then—now then,” cried Lady Jane, who was always saying
¢ Now then,” and urging people on—* where's my page—are the outriders
there? They are all workhouse boys, my dear; they came to me as thin
and starved as church mice, and then I fatten them up and get 'em situa-
tions. I always go with outriders. One’s obliged to keep up a certain
dignity in these Chartist days—universal reform—suffrage—vote by ballot.
T've no patience with Mr. Gladstone, and it all rests with us to keep our-
selves well aloof. Get in, get in! Drive to Sydenham, if you please.”

Lady Jane's manners entirely changed when she spoke to Raton. And
it is a fact that coachmen from their tall boxes rule with a very high
hand, and most ladies tremble before them. Raton looked very alarming
in his wig, with his shoebuckles and great red face.
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What a fairy tale it was! There was little Ella sitting in this lovely
chariot, galloping down the Brompton Road, with all the little boys cheer-
ing and hurrahing; and the little outriders clattering on ahead, and the
old lady sitting bolt upright as pleased as Punch. She really had been
going to Sydenham ; but I think if sbhe had not, she would have set off
instantly, if she thought she would make anybody happy by so doing.
They stopped at a shop in the Brompton Road—the wondering shop-
woman came out.

“ A white bonnet, if you please,” said Lady Jane. ¢ That will do
very well. Here, child, put it on, and mind you don’t crease the
strings.” And then away and away they went once more through the
town, the squares, over the bridges. They saw the ships and steamers
coming down the silver Thames, but the carriage never stopped : the ont-
riders paid the tolls and clattered on ahead. They rolled along pleasant
country lanes and fields, villas and country-houses, road-side inns and
pedestrians, and crawling carts and carriages. At the end of three-quarters
of an hour, during which it scemed to Ella as if the whole gay cortége had
been flying through the air, they suddenly stopped at last, at the great
gates of a Crystal Palace blazing in the sun and standing on a hill. A
crowd was looking on. All sorts of grand people were driving up in
their carriages; splendid ladies were passing in. Two gentlemen in white
waistcoats were dismounting from their horses just as Ella and Lady Jane
were arriving. They rushed up to the carriage-door, and helped them to
the ground.

% And pray, sir, who are you?” said Lady Jane, as soon as she was
safely deposited on her two little flat feet with the funny old-fashioned shoes.

The young man coloured up and bowed. “ You don’t remember me,
Lady Jane,” he said. ¢ Charles Richardson—1I have had the honour of
meeting you at Ash Place, and at Cliffe, my uncle's house. This is my
friend Mr. Prettyman.”

“This is Mr. Richardson, my dear Ella, and that is Mr. Prettyman.
Tell them to come back in a couple of hours " (to the page), ¢ and desire
Raton to see that the horses have a feed. Now then—yes—give her
your arm, and you are going to take me ?—very well,” to the other white
waistcoat ; and so they went into the palace.

What are young princes like now-a-days? Do they wear diamond
aigrettes, swords at their sides, top-boots, and little short cloaks over one
shoulder? The only approach to romance that I can see, is the flower in
their button-hole, and the nice little moustaches and curly beards in
which they delight. But all the same besides the flower in the button,
there is also, I think, a possible flower of sentiment still growing in the
soft hearts of princes in these days, as in the old days long, long ago.

Charles Richardson was a short ugly little man, very gentlemanlike,
and well dressed. He was the next heir to a baronetcy; he had a pale
face and a snub nose, and such a fine estate in prospect—Cliffe Court
its name was—that I do not wonder at Miss Lisette's admiragjon
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him. As for Ella, she thought how kind he had been on the stairs
that morning ; she thought what a bright genial smile he had. How
charming he looked, she #aid to herself; no, never, never, had she dreamt
of any one so nice. She was quite—more than satisfied, no prince
in romance would have seemed to her what this one was, there actually
walking beside her. As for Richardson himself, it was a case of love at
first sight. He had seen many thousand young ladies in the last few
years, but not one of them to compare with this sweet-faced, ingenuous,
tender, bright little creature. He offered her his arm, and led her along.

Ella observed that he said a few words to his friend ; she little guessed
their purport. “ You go first,” he whispered, * and if you see the Ashfords
get out of the way. I should have to walk with those girls, and my
heart is here transfixed for ever.,” . . . . ¢ Where have I seen you
before ? "’ he went on, talking to Ella, as they roamed through the beautiful
courts and gardens, among fountains and flowers, and rare objects of art.
¢ Forgive me for asking you, but I must have met you somewhere long
ago, and have never forgotten you. I am haunted by your fuce.” Ella
was too much ashamed to tell him where and how it was they had met
that very morning. She remembered him perfectly, but she thought he
would rush away and leave her, if she told him that the untidy little
scrub upon the stairs had been herself. And she was so happy: music
playing, flowers blooming, the great wonderful fairy palace flashing over
head; the kind, clever, delightful young man to escort her; the.gay
company, the glitter, the perfume, the statues, the interesting figures of
Indians, the dear, dear, kind Lady Jane to look to for sympathy and for
good-humoured little nods of encouragement. She had never been so
happy; she had never known what a wonder the palace might be. Her
heart was so full. It wasall so lovely, so inconceivably beautiful and
delightful, that she was nearly tipsy with delight; her head turned for an
instant, and she clung to young Richardson’s protecting arm.

¢ Are you faint—are you ill? " he said, anxiously.

%Oh, no!” said Ella, “it’s only that everything is so beautiful ; it is
almost more than I can bear. I—I am not often so happy; ob, it is so
charming! I do not think nn)thmg could be so dehghtful in all the
world.” She looked herself so charming and unconscious as she spoke,
looking up with her beautiful face out of her white bonnet, that the
young fellow felt as if he must propose to her, then and there, off-hand,
on the very spot; and at the instant he looked up passionately—O
horror l—he caught sight of the Ashfords, mother, daughters, Madame
de Bricabrac, all in a row, coming right down upon them.

% Prettyman, this way to the right,” cried little Richardson, despe-
rately; and Prettyman, who was a good-natured fellow, said, ¢ This way,
please, Lady Jane ; there’s some people we want to avoid over there.”

* * * » -

“I'm sure it was,” Lisette said. ‘I knew the colour of his waist-
coat. Who could he have been walking with, I wonder? "
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¢« Some lady of rank, evidently,” said Julin. ‘I think they went np
into the gallery in search of us.”

“ Let us go into the gallery, dears,” said Mrs. Ashford, and away they
trudged.

* - L - *

The young men and their companions had gone into the Tropics, and
meanwhile were sitting under a spreading palm-tree, eating pink ices;
while the music played and played more delightfully, and all the air was
full of flowers and waltzes, of delight, of sentiment. To young Richardsm
the whole palace was Ella in everything, in every sound, and flower and
fountain ; to Ella, young Richardson seemed an enormous giant, and his
kind little twinkling eyes were shining all round her.

Poor dear ! she was so little used to being happy, her happiness almost
overpowered her.

¢ Are you going to the ball at Guildhall, to-morrow ? * Mr. Richardsa
was saying to his unknown princess. * How shall I ever meet yon again?
will you not tell me your name? But——"

“J wonder what o'clock it is, and where your mother can be, Ells,"
said Lady Jane ; ¢ it’s very odd we have not met.”

* * * L ] *

“I can't imagine where they can have hid themselves,” said Julis,
very crossly, from the gallery overhead.

“I'm so tired, and I'm ready to drop,” said Miss Lisette.

¢ Oh, let us sit,” groaned Madame de Bricabrac. ‘I can walk ro
more ; what does it matter if we do not find your friends?

“If we take our places at the door,” said Lisette, ¢ we shall be sure
to catch them as they pass.” _

» . . » .

¢ Perhaps I may be able to go to the ball,” said the princess, doubt-
fully. “I—Idon’t know.” Lady Jane made believe not to be listening.
The voices in the gallery passed on. Lady Jane having finished her ice,
pulled out her little watch, and gave a scream of terror. * Heavens ! my
time is up,” she said. ‘ Raton will frighten me out of my wits, driving
home. Come, child, come—come—come. Make haste—thank these
gentlemen for their escort,” and she went skurrying along, a funny little
active figure, followed by the breathless young people. They got to the
door at last, where Raton was waiting, looking very ferocious. ¢ Ob,
good-by,” said Ella. * Thank you so much,” as Richardson helped her
into the chariot.

‘ And you will not forget me?"” he said, in a low voice. ¢ I shall not
need any name to remember you by.”

“ My name is Ella,” she answered, blushing, and driving off ; and
then Ella flung her arms round Lady Jane, and began to cry again, and
said, “ Ob, I have been 50 happy! so happy! How good, good of you
to make me 8o happy ! Oh, thank you, dear Lady Jane ! "

The others came back an hour after them, looking exiremel
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and were much surprised to find Lady Jane in the drawing-room. “Iam
not going back till Wednesday,” said the old lady. ¢ I've several things
todointown. . . . Well, have you had a pleasant day ?”

“ Not at all,” said Mrs. Ashford plaintively. ¢ The colonel deserted
us ; we didn’t find our young men till just as we were coming away.
We are all very tired, and want some supper. Some of your delicious
fruit, Lady Jane.”

¢ Oh, dear, how tired I am !” said Julia.

* Poor Richardson was in very bad spirits,” said Lisette.

“ What a place it is for losing one another,” said old Lady Jane. “I
took Ella there this afternoon, and though I looked about I couldn't see
you anywhere.”

“Ella!" cried the other girls, astonished; ¢ was she there?” . ..
But they were too much afraid of Lady Jane to object more openly.

That evening, after the others left the room, as Ella was pouring out the
tea, she summoned up courage to ask whether she might go to the ball at
Guildhall with the others next evening. ¢ Pray, pray, please take me,”
she implored. Mrs. Ashford looked up amazed at her audacity.

Poor little Ella! refused, scorned, snubbed, wounded, pained, and dis-
appointed. She finished pouring out the tea in silence, while a few bitter
scalding tears dropped from her eyes into the teacups. Colonel Ashford
drank some of them, and asked for more sugar to put into his cup.

“ There, never mind,” he said, kindly. He felt vexed with his wife,
and sorry for the child; but he was, as usual, too weak to interfere.
“ You know you are too young to go into the world, Ella. When your
sisters are married, then your turn will come.”

Alas! would it ever come? The day’s delight had given her a longing
for more; and now she felt the beautiful glittering vision was only a
vision, and over already : the cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous palace;
and the charming prince himself—was he a vision too? Ah! it was too
sad to think of. Presently Lisette and Julia came back : they had been
upstairs to see about their dresses.

“] ghall wear my bird-of-paradise, and my yellow tarlatane,’
Lisette ; ‘“ gold and purple is such a lovely contrast.”

“ Gobert has sent me a lovely thing,” said Julia; * tricolour flounces
all the way up—she has so much taste.”

Good old Lady Jane asked her maid next morning if any dress was
being got ready for Miss Ella. Hearing that she was not going, and that
no preparations were being made, she despatched Batter on a secret
mission, and ordered her carriage at nine o’clock that evening. She went
out herself soon after breakfast in a hired brougham, dispensing with the
outriders for once. Ella was hard at work all day for her sisters: her little
_ fingers quilled, fluted, frilled, pleated, pinned, tacked the trimmings on their
dresses more dexterously than any dressmaker or maid-servant could do.
She looked so pretty, so kind, and so tired, so wistful, as she came to help

" gaid
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it up, and now she was only thinking of the ball, and picturing the dear
little ugly disappointed face of Prince Richardson, when he should look
about everywhere for her in vain—while she was standing hopelesaly
gazing after the receding carriage.

% Well, my dear, have you rubbed up the shoebuckles? That is
right,” said the old lady. ‘ Now come quick into my room and see some
of my conjuring.”

Conjuring! It was the most beautiful white net dress, frothed and
frothed up to the waist, and looped up with long grasses. The conjuring
was her own dear old pearl necklace with the diamond clasp and a
diamond star for her hair. It was a bunch of grasses and delicate white
azalias for a headdress, and over all the froth a great veil of flowing white
net. The child opened her violet eyes, gasped, screamed, and began
dancing about the room like a mad thing, jumping, bounding, clapping
her hands, all so softly and gaily, and yet so lightly, in such an ecstasy
of delight, that Lady Jane felt she was more than rewarded.

* * * - » »

“Ah! there she is at last!” cried Mr. Richardson, who was
turning carefully round and round with the energetic Lisette.

% What do you mean ? " said Lisette.

Can you fancy her amazement when she looked round and saw Ella
appearing in her snow and sunlight dress, looking so beautiful that every-
body turned to wonder at her, and to admire? As for Ella, she saw no
one, nothing; she was looking up and down, and right and left, for the kind
little pale plain face which she wanted.

‘“ Excuse me one minute, Miss Lisette,” said Mr. Richardson, leaving
poor Lisette planted in the middle of the room, and rushing forward.

‘ Are you engaged,” Ella heard a breathless voice saying in her ear,
¢for the next three, six, twenty dances? I am so delighted you have
come! I thought you were never coming.”

Julia had no partner at all, and was standing close by the entrance with
her mother. They were both astounded at the apparition. Mrs. Ashford
came forward to make sure that her eyes were not deceiving her. Could
it be—? yes—no,—jyecs, it was Ella. She flicked her fan indignantly into
an alderman’s eye, and looked so fierce, that the child began to tremble.

¢ Please forgive me, mamma,” said Ella, piteously.

“Forgive you | never,” said Mrs. Ashford, indignant. “ What does all
this mean, pray?” she continued. ¢ Lady Jane, I really must "
and then she stopped, partly because she was so angry she could scarcely
speak, and partly because she could not afford to quarrel with Lady Jane
" until the season was over.

“You really must forgive me, dear Lydia,” said Lady Jane. “ She
wanted to come so much, I could not resist bringing her.”

Weber's inspiriting last waltz was being played ; the people and music
went waving to and fro like the waves of the sea, sudden sharp notes of
exceeding sweetness sounded, and at the sound the figures all swayed in
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@hg Pational Portrait Exhibition.
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THE object of the present paper is that it may serve as a familiar guide or
companion to the fine Exhibition of National Portraits now on view at
South Kensington. There is, of course, a catalogue of those portraits ;
and considering the range and difficulty of the subject, it is very creditably
exccuted. But they are 1,030 in number to begin with, which confines
the compilers of the catalogue within the narrowest possible limits. And,
in the second place, the exhibition is of a nature too peculiar to be a
proper subject for ordinary catalogue treatment. The mass of the pictures
composing it are not interesting as works of art, but as illustrations of
history ; and their interest varies so prodigidusly in degree on this account,
that some deserve as many pages as others do lines of commentary. Our
duty would therefore seem to be to select from the whole body those
works which are most worthy a visitor's attention; indicating great
artistic merit where it is generally allowed to exist by experts in those
matters; but mainly remembering that portraiture is a kind of biography,
and that the people here portrayed have, on the whole, been the leaders
of English life, and ought to be remembered with some familiarity. But
before beginning the task as thus conceived by us, a few words must be
given to the history of the undertaking. The suggestion of it came from
the Earl of Derby, whose powerful influence has mainly contributed to
its success ; and the collection has been formed under the superintend-
ence of Mr. S8amuel Redgrave, by Mr. Soden Smith, the Rev. James
Beck, and Mr. R. F. Sketchley, who has acted as secretary. Most of the
great houses of England, from Windsor downwards, such as Althorp,
Longleat, Knowsley, Chatsworth, &c., have furnished portraits, and their
example has been followed by colleges, corporations, and the halls of
country squires. In fact, there has been a good creaming of our English
portrait galleries; not a final one, for more yet remains, and must be
made use of next year ; but still one which gives a fair representation of
our English portraits down to 1688. Next year, those of later dates
come on. But it is also intended, we are glad to learn, that a second
creaming shall take place, before then, of the carlier times; and now that
the country is getting widely informed about the whole affair, treasures
will come to light the existence of which is bardly yet suspected. Only
the other day we learned by accident that an old Yorkshire family
possesses a complete or nearly complete series of the famous Whartons
down to the eccentric duke, immortalized by Pope, who died at
Tarragona in 1781. But their possessor, it seems, never knew that any
such project as that of the Exhibition was in the wind. The search for
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the old warrior, who is in a tabard, look like a playing-card. This
portrait, which is in oil upon panel, was discovered by Pennant at Canons-
Ashby, the seat of Lord Northampton, whose descendant, the Marquis,
has lent it to the Exhibition. It is of the age of Henry VI, and a
duplicate of it, which used to hang near the earl’s tomb in old St. Paul's,
was brought to the Herald's College after the fire of London. The tabard
recalls a fine scene which old writers tell us took place when—

that great Alcides of the field,
Valiant John Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury,

lay dead upon the field of Chastillon. His herald found the body of the
aged fighting-man,—he was eighty years old, and had been victorious in
forty pitched battles and skirmishes,—and kissing it, broke out into
¢ these compassionate and dutiful expressions,”—* Alas, it is you! I
pray God pardon all your misdoings. I have been your officer of arms
forty years or more, 'tis time I should surrender it to you.” And,
¢ while the tears trickled plentifully down his face,” goes on the account,
¢ he disrobed himself of his coat-of-arms, and flung it over his master's
body.” Another portrait taken from life in this antique second-hand
way is that of “ Sir Thomas Lyttelton ” (No. 36), Lord Lyttelton’s ancestor,
which was evidently done some generations after the famous old judge's
time, probably from portraits in the windows of Frankley or Ilalesowen
churches. The “ Jane Shores” (Nos. 383, 34, 85,) disappoint one as far
as beauty is concerned. But the Eton College portrait (No. 34) deserves
attention on the ground pointed out by Horace Walpole,—that her con-
fessor was provost of Eton, and received through her intercession some
lands of which the college had been despoiled. The pictures thus specified
are all good, or, at lowest, curious samples of the old feudal retrospective
portraiture, as we may call it. But there are two works in the Eastern
Corridor of greater authority and higher merit than any of them. These
are ‘“Edward Grimston” (No. 17) and “Sir John Donne and Lady
Donne " (No. 18). The first is a portrait by Petrus Christus, a pupil of
Van Eyck, of an ancestor of Lord Verulam's, who was employed in the
Low Countries in the fifteenth century. It is executed with the greatest
power and truthfulness, and has the additional and unique interest, as far
as we can see, of being the earliest portrait directly from life, on that
scale, in the whole Exhibition. This is the more remarkable because
very little is known about the Grimston family to the world at large, by
whom they have been chiefly heard of as holding the title and possessing
the estate once belonging to Bacon. The “ Sir John and Lady Donne
is a noble religious picture by Van Eyck, in which the knight and his
lady are kneeling before. the Virgin and Child. Such pictures were
presented by men of influence to religious houses in the middle ages, and
the introduction into them of the patrons was a kind of return for their
generosity. This one has the true realism and deep thoughtful sentiment
of the old Christian schools. Like the ¢ Edward Grimston,” its interest
VOL. XIIL—No. 78. W,
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pardoned all the more readily because he recognized in his handsomeness,
his animalism, and his high spirit, a nature kindred to his own.

The presiding genius of this part of the exhibition is the great Hans
Holbein—the Swiss whose genius, like the Rhine, took its rise among the
Alps and flowed northwards—the friend of Erasmus and Sir Thomas
More, one of the earliest, truest, wisest, and most finished.of all portrait-
painters. Recent investigation has shown that Holbein died sooner than
used to be thought, and this has thrown doubt on several portraits
formerly honoured by bearing his name. But there are enough
unquestioned specimens of him at South Kensington to give the visitor a
thorough taste of his genius. We may instance, particularly, the ¢ Sir
William Butts” (No. 110) and “ Lady Butts” (No. 115). Butts, who
was physician to Henry the Eighth, has had the curious luck of being
immortalized at once by Holbein and by Shakspeare :

By holy Mary, Batts, there’s knavery,

says Shakspeare’s Henry when Butts shows him from the window
Cranmer kept waiting among lackies outside the Council Chamber by the
Lords of Council. Holbein, however, has done the wife even better than
the husband, or the picture has been luckier in its history ; for a more
characteristic human head was hardly ever put upon canvas. The “ Sir
Richard Southwells,” also (Nos. 108 and 112) are very good, and make
one think of the man who accused Surrey of treason, and whom Surrey
offered to fight ¢ in his shirt.” Still more interesting, because the painter’s
genius is employed on a higher man, is Holbein’s ¢ William Warham,
Archbishop of Canterbury” (No. 86% a fine, honest, tender old face,
rugged but gentle, alive with intellectual light, and soft with moral
patience. Warham held Canterbury immediately before Cranmer, and was
one of the Conscrvative Reformers, like Erasmus and More, who hoped
that the Church might be improved, chiefly through literature, without
disruption of its unity and without social convulsion. Of hardly any
man does the great and delightful Sage of Rotterdam speak with heartier
warmth than of Warham. And we are now in the thick of Erasmus’s
friends. We have not, indeed, reached as yet the More family, one of the
glories of the whole Exhibition. There is, however, an excellent *Linacre”
(No. 96), attributed either to Holbein or Quintin Matsys, and an inferior
Dean Colet (No. 60), which makes no such pretensions. The poet Sir
Thomas Wyatt, Surrey’s friend, one of the many men of that age who
combined the pursuit of letters with active life, certainly sat to Holbein, a8
his contemporary, the antiquary Leland, affirms. DBut the painter's
hand is not visible in the poet's head as we bave it from the Bodleian
(No. 68), though on the whole we prefer the Bodleian Wyatt to the one
sent by Mr. John Bruce (No. 98). The family portraits of our great
families begin to be authentic as the sixteenth century advances, though
the artists are often unknown. The “ Sir William Cavendish” (No. 81)
of this epoch is significantly like the shrewd perecvering loyal Gentlemau-
I—2
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of Erasmus still extant in which he mentions having seen a picture
of the kind. In the first of these, dated Friburg, 5th September, 1529,
Erasmus says to Sir Thomas :—*I hope it may be allowed me yet once
in life to see those most dear friends, whom in the picture which Holbein
showed me I have looked at with the greatest pleasure of mind.” In the
second, written next day, and addressed to Sir Thomas's daughter, Mrs.
Margaret Roper, he dwells on the work at greater length:—* I can hardly
tell you,” the old scholar writes, ‘ what pleasure I felt when the painter,
Holbein, showed me that whole family so happily brought out, that if I
had been present I could not have seen much more. Frequently am I
wont to desire that once before my fatal day, it may be my lot to see that
most dear company to which I owe a good part, whether of my fortune
or my glory such as it is, and owe to no mortals more willingly. Of this
wish, the ingenious hand of the painter has given me no little portion.
I recognized them all, but no one more readily than you. I seemed to
myself to see shining through its most beautiful dwelling the much more
beautiful mind.” And he adds that he had kissed the image of Margaret
Roper's mother. Now, that the portrait here spoken of was such a
portrait of the whole household as the one before us in the Exhibition, is
abundantly plain from Erasmus's words. They are all there,—grand-
father, father, son, daughters ; and Margaret Roper is comely enough to
justify the good old scholar's compliments. The household clock is ticking
on the wall; the family fool is standing in the background; flowers from
the garden perfume the air; and the whole atmcsphere is redolent of
homely domestic life and peace. But how much of the work as it at
present stands came from the hand of Holbein is not easy to determine.
Walpole thought that he made the design, and that it was executed in
large by journeymen; and he enumerated six pieccs extant on the
subject, one of the three largest of which is the one of which we are
speaking. Certain it is, that Mr. Winn's picture has redigree in its
favour, for it can be traced to the Ropers already mentioned, one of whom
Margaret More married. Its general authenticity is thus indisputable;
and if we miss Holbein in the details, we are sure that his genius is
there as the animating spirit of the whole.

As we approach the period of the Elizabethans, a few admirable
portraits by the great painter Sir Antonio More, who came to England
with Philip the Second, present themselves for particular study. Such
are his portrait of himself (No. 186), a noble work; and that of ¢ Walter
Devereux, first Earl of Essex” (No. 263), whose keen wise eye and
arch expression have an irresistible look of life. This able and long-
descended nobleman was one of the seven men whom Elizabeth made
peers in her fifty years’ reign. It is believed that he was poisoned at the
instigation of Leicester, who married his widow, Lettice Knollys. He
was the father of Elizabeth’s favourite, in whose face a fumily likeness is
discernible (No. 253). But it is a pity that we have no portraits either of
his wife Lettice, or of his daughter Penclope, whose beauty was renowned.



760 THE NATIONAL PORTRAIT EXHIBITION.

Another highly remarkable work by Sir Antonio More is ‘¢ Queen Elizabeth
as Princess” (No. 271). This is exquisitely painted, and represents the
Queen as a young woman, c¢minently intelligent, and by no means bad-
looking. Few of our readers are probably so confident that Elizabeth
was beautiful as Mr. Kingsley. But the general impression to the
contrary which somehow prevails now, receives no confirmation from tle
many portraits of her in this Exhibition, taken in the lump. Whether
as & girl with a book in her hand in the very fine picture (it has been
severely scrubbed by the way) from St. James's Palace (No. 247); or
in early womanhood as More presents her; or blazing in gems, from the
brilliant pencil of Zucchero (No. 267), in middle life, she cannot fairly
be called plain, and her face has always intellect and character. What is
noticeable, too, is that through all Elizabeth’s portraits there is a general
similarity of type visible; whereas most of those of Mary Queen of Scots
are neither like each other, nor like anything that the sixteenth century
writers tell us about her. In scarcely two out of thirteen, do we see the
belle créature of Joseph Scaliger; tho

Nympha iuter pulchras pulcherrima Neptuninas,
Nympha Caledoni® gloria magna tuse,

of George Duchanan ; or her whom Ronsard sang of as,—

Urie Royno si belle,
Belle cu perfection : car toute la beauté
Qui est, ¢t qui sera, ot a jamais esté
Pres de la sienne est laide.

The great men of Elizabetl’s great reign are fairly represented in the
Lastern Gallery. The sagacious Cecil and his son are there (Nos. 242,
245, 259). Sir Nicholas Bacon's solid brow and powerful jowl suggest
a man equally great at the council-board and the dinner-table (No, 222).
Ne quite worthy Raleigh appears, indeed, but there is a far-travelied
penctrating look about one portrait of him (No. 250), which induces
us to give it the preference. * Thomas Sackville, Earl of Dorset,”
best known in literature as Lord Buckhurste, and ancestor of many
Sackvilles distinguished in their times, figures to advantage on the
canvas of Garrard (No. 255). The Admiralty, too, have sent an
impressive full length of that fine old grandee, Charles lloward Earl
of Nottingham, the conqueror of the Armada (No. 857). For some
reason or other, however, the sailors of this age have not received justice
at the hands of its artists. Neither Drake (Nos. 846, 361) nor Frobisker
(Nos. 851, 395) satisfy the imagination. How cheerfully would we
exchange for really great portraita of such men, the criminals like
Leicester, who seem to have been painted on all hands, or the obscure
big-wigs who were painted only because they had money to pay for it,
and whose names, read in a cutalogue one day, are forgotten the nextl
Of the many kinds of moral interest about a portrait gallery—especially
& portrait gallery of a nation, as this one at Kensington is—not the
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least is the tone of irony visible in the way in which fortune arranges
whose portraits shall survive. It runs through all departments of life.
There are more Cecils, Grimstones, and Wallops, than Talbots, Cliffords,
and Veres. The grave-digger who dug Mary Queen of Scots’ grave
is there,—and nobody can answer for the likenesses of Shakspeare.
'The only portrait of Edmund Spenser (No. 836) is without a history.
‘I'he only two of Ben Jonson (Nos. 332, 838) are hardly like each other.
And we look in vain on the walls for Marlow, Kyd, Wcbaster, Pecle,
or Nash.

We must not, however, grudge the Elizabethan * swell ” his compara-
tive prosperity, because he was nearly always a “swell,” and something
more. He was a lily of the valley, but he knew how to toil and spin.
Sometimes, like  George Clifford, third Earl of Cumberland” (No. 897),
he made long sea-voyages for England’s glory at his own expense. Some-
times, like Edward de Vere, Earl of Oxford (whom we regret to find
absent), he wrote poems which the world has not allowed to die. He
fought with Sidney at Zutphen ; with Devereux at Cadiz; and poured
out—freely as the wine flowed in his castle—his old blood on the
American sand. A certain elevation of sentiment marks these men, which
even the cavaliers did not possess in the same delicacy of bloom, and
which was totally wanting to the witty rakes of the Second Charles.
“Fulke Greville, first Lord Brooke” (No. 299,) wrote himself down in
his epitaph, to be read to this day under his rotting banner in the church
of St. Mary at Warwick,—

Servant to Qucen Elizabeth,
Counsellor to King James,
And friend to Sir Philip Sydney ;

his life of whom is stil} worth reading. And Philip Limself is pro-
bably looked at in the various excellent portraits of him which the
Exhibition contains, with as genial an admiration as any man under
its roof. Our own favourite is the Warwick Castle Sidney (No. 274),
which has come down to Lord Brooke from the biographer just men-
tioned. Near it hangs his loved and honoured sister (No. 284), on
whom Ben Jonson wrote the famous lines which Simonides never sur-
passed, and which, quoted a thousand times, shall here be quoted for tle
thousandth and first :—

Underneath this sable Learse,

Lics the subject of all verse,
Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother,
Death, ere thon hast slain another
Learn’d, and fair, and good as she,
Time shall throw a dart at thee.

It is customary to spenk of this sweet little poem as an * epitaph,” and
the catalogue, following this custom, adds truly that it was never engraved
on Lady Pembroke's monument. But the truth is that it is not an epitapl,
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a romance. These are ¢ Sir Robert Shirley” (No. 404), and ‘Lady
Theresa,” his wife (No. 406). Sir Robert was one of those adventurous
travellers whose lives give so much of its picturesque colour to the age of
Elizabeth. He was employed in Persia by the Shah, and brought home
to the court of James the Persian lady—

Sercne with argent-lidded cyes

Amorous—
whose pretty face is before us. In the Centre, round the corner, the first
head which strikes the view is that of an old gentlewoman, and it is
called “The Countess of Desmond,” by Rembrandt. We all remember
this Countess—

Who lived to the age of a hundred and ten,
And died by a full from a cherry-tree, then ;
What a frisky old girl |—

as Tom Moore sings. But this cannot be the old girl in question, or if
it is, then it cannot be a Rembrandt. A very prilliant figure next attracts
attention, *Sir Nathaniel Bacon,” by himself (No. 411). He was the
great Bacon’s half-brother, and was an amateur of real genius for the art.
He painted his wife, also, who is beside him (No. 415), and the work is
a very clever one. Two portraits of Arabella Stuart are on the same wall,
one of them (No. 422) probably—as Miss Cooper suggests,*—that which
was sent to Leicester when he wished to betroth the child whom he lost—
the infant Lord Denbigh—to the child Arabella. The ¢ Swinburne” in
the corner (No. 426) was an ancestor of the young poet who is again
making the old name familiar. But the leading figures of the Centre are
King James, his family, and some of his court. James is here, as every-
where, intelligent-looking, but ignoble;—no sovereign and no gentle-
man ;—reminding one much of Thackeray's saying in the Book of Snobs
that he was “a snob and a Scotch 8nob—than which the world contains no
more offensive creature.” But the personal appearance of Prince Heunry,
the ¢ Marcellus of the House of Stuart,”"—

Ostendent terris hunc tantum fata, neque ultra
Esso sinent—

is not unworthy a prince whose parts attracted Bacon, and his character,
Raleigh.  In Bacon's Latin eulogium, Henry’s personal beauty is strongly
insisted upon, and compared to that of his sister Elizabeth, whom he
resembles, Bacon says, as much as a young man could resemble the
conspicuous beauty of a virgin; ‘“quam etiam, quantum potuit virilis
forma ad eximiam virginalem pulchritudinem collata, referebat.” He
looks best, we think, in the Van Somer (No. 446), sent by Lord
Craven, whose ancestor was in such close relations with Elizabeth of
Bohemia. The ¢ Queen of Hearts” is always stately and handsome

* In her recent exccllent and agreeable Life of Arabellsa Stuart.—(Hurst and
Blackett.) .
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is in this part of the building (No. 492)) separated from the sweet-faced
lady whose name keeps his .alive, and throws over him a poet:y that he
does not deserve—for his divorce of his first wife Katherine Grey was base,
and we suspect that what his family saw to admire in Mary Sidney was
less her personal worth than her Dudley connection. A lady not unlike
Mury Sidney in some points of character is represented by a delightful
portrait in this quarter—the Lucy Harington (No. 507), whom Ben
Jonson addresses as—

Lucy, you brightness of our sphere, who arc
Life of the Muses’ days, their morning star.

And another who made hersclf a name in the memoirs of the time
stands with a quiet grace before us—Anne Clifford, the heiress of the
Larls of Cumberland, one of whose husbands was Mary Sidney’s son. It
is a curious fact, however, that the women of England are worse repre-
sented in this collection than the men; and Anne Clifford, maugre her
great descent, is insipid compared with such cavaliers as Vandyck’s Earl
of Cleveland (No. 542), and that burly old warrior, in yellow buff,
Berkeley of Stratton (No. 546), whom we never look at without feeling
that he must have emptied a flagon at some time or other with Dugald
Dalgetty. Another almost typical cavalier—every inch a king and church
man—is Sir Bevil Granville (No. 568),—he who fell at Lansdown, and was
so much loved through all the west country. It is strange to see these old
worthies looking at us tranquilly, side by side with those whom they never
met in life, except as mortal foes ; and to turn from them to their enemies,
the long-headed Lord Saye and Sele (No. 551), and the resolute bright-
witted John Pym, one portrait of Jvhom, Lord Tewnshend’s (No. 609),
we think thoroughly characteristic. 1If, in a general way, however, the
men have the advantage over the women in these galleries, there are some
brilliant female portraits, and in the ncighbourhbood where we now are
that of Charlotte de la Tremouille (No. 554) is worthy of particular
attention. It is a charming Rubens, full of life and spirit and grace. The
young French patrician lady is still in her own land,—the siege of Latham
and that darker scene at Bolton lie hid from her in the distant future,—and
the sense and resolution which gicat trials are doomed to evoke, only
appear as yet in the form of a happy, joyous, girlish force, suggestive of
love and wit and song and dancing. The reader will find it interesting
to compare this delightful Rubens of Charlotte de la ‘Tremouille, when
young, with the Vandyck which depicts her as the grave, mattonly
Countess of Derby (No. 694), and with a third picture (No. 696), in
which she is in mourning for the honest lord,—true to her and to his
king,—who died so bravely and yet so modestly on the scaffold. This is
the Countess of Derby whom everybody remembers in Peveril of the
DPeak:, and whose family,—one of the noblest in France, and sprung from
the old sovercign counts of Poitou,—is still in cxistence.

In some degree this Rubens of “Lady Derby” will be a surprise,
since the countess, though famous for her courage and sense, was never
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however, Cleiveland, who had the sharpest sting, and Herrick, who
produced the sweetest honey, of all the Attic bees of the time; a time
remarkable for the excellence of its light literature—which in poetic
epigram, in wit winged with fancy, has never been outdone. The satirist
of Anne’s reign was a viper inside a bundle of dry sticks. The Caroline
satirist was more Aristophanic, and shook his poisonous dew from the
bells of flowers.

In an exhibition of this kind, the historical student feels that he is
paying a visit to his illustrious friends among the dead. He turns natu-
rally to those who, ¢ having done what deserves to be written, or written
what deserves to be read,” have long filled a place in the spiritual which
he desires to see them occupy in the bodily eye. It is a kind of intro-
duction that he gets to. men whom he has long desired to know. Thus,
with what natural curiosity he turns to Lord Herbert of Cherbury, or
Falkland ¢ the virtuous and the just!’’ Lord Powis, who represents
Lord Herbert of Cherbury, has sent two portraits of him, one an oval bust
(No. 622), which we prefer to the full length (No. 628). This bust was
probably executed in Italy. It has the look of Italian work, though not
of the very best class. And we all know that Lord Herbert of Cherbury
was in Italy, where he told a pretty nun, who sang sweetly, that, die
when she might, she need not change either face or voice in becoming an
angel. His own face is that of a man of brains and sensibility. But
where is his younger brother, the poet, the holy George? Has the family
which unites the honours of Clive with those of the most truly distin-
guished branch of the Herberts no likeness of kim ? As there are two
Herberts of Cherbury, so there are two Lord Falklands. Our own pre-
ference is given to that sent by Lord Arundell of Wardour, where the
kindly open expression finds its way to all hearts (No. 619). But the
other has an earnest and tender look, almost equally fascinating on
careful study (No. 658). Both of them bear out what Clarendon tells
us of a certain * simplicity ” which belonged to Falkland's look, and
which was thought to show him to a disadvantage compared with some
of his lordlier contemporaries of his class. He has the air of one, how-
ever, to be loved dead as he was loved living; and the eye turns tenderly
to his pretty wife, Lettice Morrison, on the opposite wall (No. 596.)
She was the sister of his bosom friend, Sir Henry Morrison, his friendship
with whom Ben Jonson celebrated in an “ Ode Pindaric.” The little
circle of scholars and wits which met at Falkland's house, Great Tew,
near Oxford, is only partially represented at South Kensington. Chilling-
worth is not there, nor Hammond. We find, however, one of his most
constant guests, Bishop Morley (No. 1004), who deserves remembrance,
were it only for one admirable bon mot, so little hacknied that we must
repeat it here. A country squire having asked him “ what the Arminians
held,” he said they held all the best bishoprics and deaneries in the
English Church.
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Lely type; and another of her (No. 842) as “ Minerva” (surely Venus
would have becn the more appropriate goddess?), hanging not far from
the unlucky and ill-looking Catherine of Braganza (No. 8387), from whom
she drew many tears. The ¢ Comtesse de Grammont® is pretty and
characteristic (No. 844). The best Duchess of Portsmouth—that Louise
de Querouaille whom our rude ancestors, as Macaulay says, called
¢ Madam Carwell,” is the Gascar (No. 845), and her boy, the Duke
of Richmond’s ancestor—from whom, too, Charles Fox was descended—
is a very nice-looking lad, with much of his mother’s face (No. 913).
Lucy Walters is showy, and we fear a little brazen-looking (No. 839),
while her son, the Duke of- Monmouth, has little of Charles’s distinctive
look,—so little as to corroborate the views of those who thought his
paternity doubtful (Nos. 836, 876, 1020). None of his portraits, how-
ever, are sent by the Duke of Buccleuch, who, more than anybody else,
is interested in this small question of antiquarian detail. Those who care
for this peculiar class of historical persons may be referred to wanton
Shrewsbury,” a kinswoman of Lord Cardigan’s, though the picture is only
mediocre (No. 898). Eleanor Lady Byron’s, also, is a sweetly pretty face
* (No. 866). The poet did not descend from this woman, but from another
marriage. The philosophy of race, however, is left to shift for itself in
the battle of artistic life. 'We have Rarbara Villiers, but not the Villiers
who was mother of the great Chatham. We have the profligate Wilmot,
the second Earl of Rochester, but not his more worthy father. To be
sure, many of us were agreeably disappointed in the features of this
genial and certainly clever rake (No. 854). He looks a most innocent
and hopeful youngster, and his head is painted with all the cleverness of
the school then in vogue. There was no great power about the school of
Lely, but a kind of refinement and ingenuity which has its own attrac-
tion. Lely never came so near Vandyck, as Vandyck in some of his
best worke, such as the “ Carew and Killigrew” lately mentioned, came
near Titian. In every age the portrait-painters and their sitters corre-
spond to each other in a very notable way. You want a Holbein for an
Erasmus, or a Vandyck for a Strafford ; but a Lely does well enough for
the noble friends and kinsfolk of a Lucy Walters or Moll Davis. The
portraits of Charles the Second by no means bear out his character as “ a
merry monarch.” On the contrary, he is, in some of the best of them,
saturnine, and even sad. By an odd contradiction, the mistresses of his
brother James are better-looking than tradition represents them to have
been. The descendants of that king and Arabella Churchill (No. 1018)
are still extant in the noblesse of France.

The more respectable men of Charles’s age have not been overlooked.
That stout old “ tarpaulin,” (to use one of the familiar words of the time,)
Sir John Lawson, the admiral, is there (No. 847). lle was onc of the Com-
monwealth—who lived to become one of the Restoration—adinirals, and
dicd of wounde received in battle with the Dutch, having requested, before
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his last fight, a small provision for his widow, about the payment of which
Clarendon does not seem to have been so hopeful as could be wished. The
old age of Hobbes is most effectively brought before us, especially in the
portrait of the Duke of Devonshire (No. 954), with whose forefathers the
philosopher lived and died. The All Souls' Jeremy Taylor (No. 962)
is thought to be the best Jeremy Taylor extant: while the Kit-Cat
Dryden, of Kneller, besides its intrinsic claims, is remarkable as having
been derived by its present proprietor from Dryden's publisher, Tonson
(No. 1000.) ¢ His portraits,” says Sir Walter Scott, * bespeak the
look and features of genius; especially that in which he is drawn with
his waving grey hairs.” The grey hairs are waving in this portrait, to
which Sir Walter evidently alluded. It would be well if the whole series
of portraits of which it is one, could be obtained on any tolerable terms
for the nation.

The general verdict of the rambler through these galleries,—our
notes on which must here cease,—will certainly be that the whole exhibi-
tion is highly attractive, instructive, and successful. All success is, no
doubt, more or less imperfect. There is nothing in the rooms from
Woburn, Wilton, Petworth, or Belvoir, in all of which—to say nothing
of more humble but still ancient establishments—treasures of portraiture
exist. Nevertheless a great deal has been accumulated, and disposed and
illustrated in such a way as to be very useful and agreeable. Let us hope
that the exhibition of next year may be even better; and let us all do our
best in our different spheres to make it 80; not forgetting to be grateful
to the Earl of Derby for a suggestion which has horne such good and
pleasant fruit.
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