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viii Preface.

in dress and manners, to these modern days. The time had arrived
when it was absolutely necessary that he should bow to the practical
spirit of his founder, and acknowledge the existence of steam engines,
telegraphs, and penny newspapers. Representative in the past, he
became representative in the i)resent, and thousands of his friends—
new and old—have endorsed the wisdom of the change. However
much of the Gentlemarn’s continued prosperity is derived from a senti-
mental regard for old associations, it would be affectation to deny that
I feel proud as well as grateful in acknowledging the distinguished
consideration which has been extended to the work since I had the
honour of introducing to the world the present “ entirely new series ”

of the world’s oldest magazine.
JosepH HaTTON.
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going into the club. How seedy he looks, and how old ! Hang me,
if I won't offer him a mount to-morrow. I wonder if he'll come. ”

So this kind-hearted young sportsman, in whose opinion a day’s
hunting was the panacea for all ills, mental or bodily, followed his
senior into the morning-room, and proffered his best horse, with the
winning frankness of manner that his friends found it impossible to
resist.

‘“ He’s good enough to carry the Commander-in-Chief, ” said Bill.
“I've more than I can ride till I get my long leave. I should be
so proud if you’d have a day on him ; and if he makes a mistake,
I’ll give him to you. There !”

St. Josephs was now on the eve of departure for the employment
he had solicited. While his outfit was preparing, the time hung
heavy on his hands, and he had done so many kindnesses by this
young subaltern that he felt it would be only graceful and friendly to
accept a favour in return, so he assented willingly, and Bill's face
glowed with pleasure.

“Don’t be late,” said he. “ Nine o'clock train from Euston.
Mind you get into the drop-carriage, or they’ll take you on to the
Shires. I'll join you at Willesden. And if we don't have a real
clinker, I'll make a vow never to go hunting again.”

Then he departed on certain errands of his own connected with
the pugilistic art, and the General reflected sadly how it was a
quarter of a century since he used to feel as keen as that reckless,
light-hearted boy.

He waited on high authorities at the War Office, dined with a field-
marshal, and through a restless night dreamed of Satanella, for the
first time since her disappearance.

A foggy November morning, and a lame horse in the cab that took
him to Euston Station, did not serve to raise his spirits. But for Bill's
anticipations of a “clinker,” and the disappointment he knew it
would cause that enthusiast, the General might have turned back to
spend one more day in vain brooding and regret. Arrived on the
platform, however, he got into a large saloon-carriage, according to
directions, and found himself at once in the midst of so cheerful a party
that he felt it impossible to resist the fun and merriment of the hour.

St. Josephs was too well known in general society not to find
acquaintances even here, though he was hardly prepared to meet
representatives of so many pursuits and professions, booted and
spurred for the chase, and, judging by the ceaseless banter they
interchanged, -

All determined to ride, each resolved to be first.

































Satanella. 23

the memory of that hapless pair remains fresh and vivid as on the
day of their fatal downfall.

There is a stern, grey-headed soldier in the East who sees Blanche
Douglas nightly in his dreams; and Daisy Walters, in his highest
state of exultation, when he has been well carried, as often happens,
through a run, heaves a sigh, and feels something aching at his heart,
that recalls the black mare and her lovely wayward rider, while it
reminds him in a ghostly whisper that “ there never was one yet like
Setanella. !

THE END.




























32 The Gentleman's Magazine.

We feel not, while fresh seasons pass,
Their footsteps on our brow,

Until some clear, unflattering glass

Reveals the wrinkles, which, alas!
Are furrowed by their plough.

And as these furrows indicate
The throes of strife or pain,

The heart that was in youth elate

In age bends ’neath too sad a weight
Its birthdays to sustain.

What marvel we pass mournfully
Remembranéers of care,
Epochs of mutability,
Of passion, strife, or agony,
If such our birthdays were !



A PARALLEL AND A CONTRAST.*

BY THE REV. J. M. CAPES, M.A.
ROR\ U Al »

HEN I was a young man, I used to be surprised to
hear it said by those who were older and wiser
29 than myself, that it is impossible to write a good
2P  life of any eminent person unless one sympathises

with his opinions and admires his character. I imagined that

the history of a human heart and understanding can be studied

solely from without, like the wheels and cranks of a steam-engine ;

and that all that is necessary for its comprehension is an intelligent

candour and a determination to be just and true. As I grew older,

I'came to see that such a view is, on the whole, or at least in nearly

every case, untenable. I learnt to recognise the infinite complexities

of emotion, thought, and habit, which go to make up the individu-

dlity of all but the most trivial and commonplace minds ; and the

mpossibility of getting at the hidden secrets of a man’s life without

some measure of affection and respect. We cannot coolly take one

another to pieces like an ingenious puzzle, and analyse each element

in our brother’s nature, with the impassive deliberation of a surgical

anatomist, without doing grievous injustice to the truth. Every one

¥ho is good for anything is many sided in his external aspects, and

these aspects can only be rightly interpreted by entering into that

imner life of which they are the outer manifestation, and which is

closed to all but those who to a considerable extent feel as he felt
and think as he thought.

And this sincere agreement is all the more necessary when the
subject of a biography or biographical sketch has played an important
Partin the course of the lives we are ourselves leading. When we
Wite about one whom we have known personally, or who has been
illtimately concerned in the political or religious movement in which
¥e have ourselves felt a keen interest, it is more than ever important
Wenter into the inner life of any mind of whose outward workings
¥e wish to form an adequate estimate. Unless we substantially take
the same views of things, and approach the solution of the problems

* “Essays, Critical and Historical,” by J. H. Newman, formerly Fellow of
Oriel College, Oxford. London : Pickering. A Funeral Sermon for the late

E.D. Maurice, * by the Rev. S. A. Brooke. London: H. E. King and Co.
Va. JX. N.S. 1873, D




































FISHING AND FISHERS.
BY PROFESSCR LEEBODY.

JE are well aware that we venture on a somewhat
}3 hazardous undertaking when we attempt to write a
4.‘0, few pages on fishing and fishers. Can anything new
, possibly be said about angling? is a question which
may fau'ly be asked. Has not Izaak Walton, of immortal memory,
dilated on its poetry and sentiment in a manner which leaves nothing
to be desired ; and have not dozens of writers of a more practical
turn told us Aow, when, and where to fish with praiseworthy minute-
ness? Has not, in fact, everything been said on the subject which
can be said, and everything been explained'of which an explanation
is possible. We admit that no writer can hope to follow old Izaak,
even longo intervallo, in his own special department, and that Stoddart,
Francis, Stewart, and Pennell have given us practical treatises which
are all but exhaustive. But angling has become a branch of scientific
art, and like all branches of modern scientific art is now rapidly pro-
gressive. There ought, then, to be always something new to be said
on the subject at the commencement of a new angling season.

We have designated modern angling a branch of scientific art, and
some people may be disposed to smile at our enthusiasm. Our
language, however, is not misapplied. A scientific art is one that
gains the majority of its improvements from scientific investigation
of the principles on which its methods are founded. It is almost
needless for us to give illustrations. Electric telegraphy is a scientific
art. Its greatest improvements of late years have not arisen from
the operators in the telegraph offices stumbling accidentally on better
methods of doing their work than those actually employed. They
have been arrived at by a careful study of the scientific principles
applied in the construction of an electric telegraph. And of late
years the higher class of anglers have shown themselves no longer
content to note the fact that trout will take one fly and reject another—
will be captured by one kind of tackle and be only scared by a
different kind—and thus, by slow degrees, to arrive at a knowledge of
what to use and what to avoid. A careful study of tke reason why
has been made in regard to the phenomena which perplex the ang)er,
and valuable improvements in the fisher’s art have resulted.












































































































THE BALLAD OF ZEPHADEE.

q Ettrﬁ; HE baron sat among his guests—
‘in@ They drank the ruby wine,
While ember light showed faces bright,
And made the goblets shine.

Witch-cries rode rampant on the wind,
Down came the drenching rain;

The guests drank on, and every one
Filled full his cup again.

The baron had his daughter there—
She sat at his right hand,

And bosoms swelled when eyes beheld
The love of all the land.

Her face was as a lady-smock,
Red fainting in the white ;

Ay, she was fair and debonnair—
Thrice worthy any knight.

No lips had ever won her heart,
Though lips had often said,

“Sweet Angeline, wilt thou be mine ?”
And she had turned her head.

Now while loud laughter drowned the jest,
And brown beer drowned despight,

A minstrel came in Jesus’ name
For shelter from the night.

“What is thy name?” the baron said ;
“ A minstrel seemest thou ;

An’ thou dost bring a song to sing,
Thou shalt be served, I trow.”

“Good master of the festal throng,
I come from Paynim strand,
And I will sing of our brave king

Who fights in Holyland.”
Vor. IX, N.S, 1872, G






The Ballad of Zephadee.

The minstrel turned him to the guests,
And took away the charm:

“] came not here to bring ye fear,
Or work ye any harm.

“I came to seek a maiden’s smile,
And find my wonder joy—

Fair Angeline for aye is mine,
And our love may not cloy.

“Now let the wine go round again,
And to this festal band

I straight will tell what thing befel
That won me Fairyland.

“1 journeyed long from Palestine,
And came to Britain’s shore.

(Sit, love, by me, thy Zephadee,
And I will tell thee more.)

“I sang of deeds in Holyland—
1 sang of Richard’s fame,

And by the sea there came to me
A grey man, old and lame.

“That old grey-bearded man came close,
And took me by the hand :

‘Wilt sing again to me that strain,
And win thee Fairyland?’

“I laughed because his words seemed strange,
And laughing loosed his hand :

I sang again to him that strain,
And won me Fairyland.

“Give me thy child, and I will give
Whate'er thou mayst demand ;

At dawn of day we'll sail away
Unto the Summer land.

“There all that is, is surely best,
There love is love indeed,

And care is not in that fair spot,
And sorrows do not bleed.










































































































































































































































The Corral. : 161

the yearly assembling of the merchants, and abandoned to the
hyznas during the rest of the year.

Of late years, Zanzibar has also become a resort for dealers in
ivory, and quite recently the hunters of elephants have commenced
an active chase along the whole line of the western coast of Africa.
Large troops of these noble animals still inhabit the virgin forests of
the interior ; but man pursues them without rest or respite. They
have disappeared from the Cape, have been exterminated in the north
of Africa, and doubtless the same fate awaits them in their last refuge
in the West.






















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Isles of the Amazons. 371

And he stood by the palms and he leaned in unrest,
Then he stood out alone, and he looked out afar,
For his own fair land where the castles are.

With irresolute arms on a restless breast,

He relived his loves, he recalled his wars,
He gazed and he gazed like a soul distressed,
Or a far sweet star that is lost in the west,
Till the day was broken to a dust of stars.

(To de continued.)



















































































































Old Loves and Old Letters. 409

“T shall be at home about Tuesday, from this time,” he goes on,
“which would be about as soon as you could answer ; therefore if you
have not already written to me, pray ride over a page or two, just to give
me those particulars which you well know I cannot get from any
other quarter. I think if I do not hear from you on my return, I
shall be tempted to ride over to Uxbridge from Lowlands, and learn
what I can on the spot.

%* % * * * * %

“Farewell. Believe me very sincerely and affectionately yours,

“B. RorcH.”

And with this letter, which did not even carry a black border in
memory of the dead, ends the story I have essayed to tell. The hand
which wrote it and the friend who received it have both passed
away, and of those “old loves and old letters,” there remains but
the record I have written and a heap of faded correspondence.

(Concluded.) ’

Vor. IX., N.S. 1872. ¥ ¥
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When thus Ethelina—for so she was named :

““ A man in the forest I saw, when my heart

Was struck, as it were, with the barb of a dart.”
Quoth he, “It was Love,” and the wicked boy blamed :

And kissing the beauty—Love’s solace for pain—
“ There, there,” chuckled Cupid, “see, Pleasure, she smiles.”
“ Away,” answered Pleasure, “I see by your wiles

The hearts that you break are soon mended again.”
















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































628 The Gentlemanr's Magazine.

Where men are most cunning and cruel withal,
And are famous as spies, and are supple and fleet,
And are webbed like the water-fowls under the feet,
And swim like the swans, and like pelicans call

And again, on the night when the moon she was not,
A sentry saw stealing, as still as a dream,
A sudden canoe down the mid of the stream,

Like a gleaming of light, and as swift as a thought.

And lo! as it passed, from the prow there arose
A dreadful gibbering, hairy old man,
Loud laughing, as only a maniac can,

And shaking a lance at the land of his foes ;

Then sudden it vanished, as swift as it came,

Far down through the walls of the shadowy wood,
And the great moon rose, like a forest aflame—

All threat’ning, sullen, and red like blood.

(70 be continued.)
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Lzye in London. 693

write. The thought is trite, it may be as old as the hills,—if we were
content with only new ideas, there would be few books, certainly no
more plays. The dramas of real life, the tragedies that go on under
our very eyes from day to day, present us with no new revelations ;
they are all moulded on past deeds, they all spring from the commonest
passions of the heart, and are played out in the most prosaic fashion.
1t is only now and then that the horror of a dull crime is heightened
by a flash of genius, profane or religious, such as that which marked
a suicide the other day in Germany. ¢ Have you any message for
St. Peter ?” asked a man at the bar of a restaurant. “ No,” said the
waiting woman. “If you had, I would have taken it,” he replied,
tossing off a mixture of prussic acid, and falling dead at her feet.
JoserH HaTTON.
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thought it wise to start on my Swiss tour a week earlier than I had
"intended.

It was nearly a month afterwards that I came across the Rev.
James Clayton, senior Censor, on the Rosenlauer glacier. My instinct
—to say truth—was to fly, but as it struck me that he could scarcely
hold Collections there, or rusticate me then, I boldly shook hands
with him. After a few remarks, he said, “ By the bye, Mr. Swan, |
sent for you the day you went down, only somehow your far simi,
Mr. Beresford, got the message.” Oh, dear,” I said, * there must
have been some mistake.” “I shouldn’t wonder,” he remarked,

.shortly. A

We spent the aftenoon together, and at parting I said, * Between
ourselves, Mr. Clayton, I knew it was me you wanted.”

‘‘ Between ourselves, Mr. Swan,” he replied, “1 was quite aware
that you did, only you contrived to checkmate us.”*
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“ My business with him is of the utmost
civilly.

« Has Mr. Simmons nearly done?” said .
ing herself before Jacob.

“ No, he ain't,” said the porter.

“ Will you tell him little Jane's very bad,
quick,” said the woman, hurriedly.

“Worse to-night, then?” inquired the
sympathetic manner.

“Very bad,” said the woman; “we fea
over.”

“ Here, yon,” said the porter, calling tc
¢ tell Mr. Simmons that he’s wanted at hc
away.”

Woman and boy disappeared, and Jacob
“What would you advise me to do,
and respectfully, for he felt that he had

interest to do almost what he pleased.

“You wish to send to Mr. Ferris?”

“Yes.”

“What is it ?”

“ Merely my card, and a message that M

“Would you like to step in, out of the d

Jacob stepped in out of the draught, an«
a conversation with the porter, who took th
up Jacob’s card. The stage Argus, notwil
to him, devoting his chief attention to a ke
cinders, and to a conversation about canari
had just limped in.

During this conversation Jacob had |
orderly apartment in which he had been ¢
seat. It presented to the eye a strange «
two tables, a bench, two chairs, a glue-
broken poker, an empty bottle, a yellow ju
playbills, several dirty newspapers, a grea
other miscellaneous articles ; besides sever.
hanging from the dirty walls, one of which ¢
attracted Jacob’s attention.

It informed daring and presumptuous :
ment of that theatre would not be respons
manuscripts which might be 1eft there ¢
little thought how many hope-Sick T’












734 The Gentleman's Ma

ruin them—but, poor devils, a drink ar
pleasure ; and many of them pretend they arc
dying of chagrin and want of food. Ah, Jacc

“Then you think I have had no troubles

“ None sir, none.”

“Very well ; I will not argue the point.

“I do. Once dined with Lord de Withe
Duke of Allcourt’s place—not far from Hyd

“Yes, all right,” said Jacob; “I had a

“Indeed! More triumphs?”

“No, the lady had gone abroad.”

Jacob’s voice trembled just a little. He
He wanted to talk about Lucy. He thoug’
with Williams about his early love, he migh
over, and get the image of that dear face ou
only secret from Williams. He had almost
would still think of him. If he could only
was married he would have gone with a
Winthorpe, and looked for complete repaii
wonderful success in the Row, and the vis!
opened before him, he would not have da
bell. He did it in a moment of desperatic
there was no one at home.

“ The lady ?” said Williams.

“I will tell you that incident some other
ing the ashes of his cigar into the fire.

“ Now ; no time like the present.”

“ Not now, thank you,” said Jacob. ¢ B:
thing else that will be quite as interesting
talked to you about Mr. Spawling and Spen

“Yes, and I know them by heart. Scho
clown and Shakespeare—Petroski and ghos
and all that.”

“I saw them in London.”

“ Of course—everybody sees everybody i
stage, of course.”

“Yes, and entre nous, Mr. Spawling too.”

“ Poor old boy—doing the old man, eh?-
able to leave the stage when they are thems
and yellow leaf. ¢Superfluous lags’——, &

“No; TI tell you 2 secrey, Wr. Wilkwamms
Have you ever heard of M. Liston Dudde














































