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MACMILLAN'S MAGAZINE.

MAY, 1864.

LETTERS FROM A COMPETITION WALLAH.

LETTER XII. AND LAST.—EDUCATION OF INDIA SINCE 1835 (WITH A
HITHERTO UNPUBLISHED MINUTE OF LORD MACAULAY).

MorussiLPoRE, July 20, 1864.

Dear Sivrins,—You will be glad to
hear that I passed my second examina-
tion some three weeks ago, and have
since been settled here as an assistant
to Tom Goddard. He set me to work
at first upon the Government School,
which was not in a satisfactory state;
and I have gained some valuable expe-
rience about the operation of our system
of public instruction. The natives of
India do not seem willing to adopt
Christianity as a compensation for the
loss of national independence ; but there
can be no question whether or not they
appreciate the blessings of a sound
European education. That we have
been enabled to offer to our subjects in
the East a boon so acceptable, is due
mainly to the exertions of a great man,
who, for the space of more than three
years, laboured to direct the whole course
of instruction into the channels which
it at present occupies. To describe with
my feeble pen the nature of the change
which he introduced would be vain and
presumptuous indeed, when he has left
a monument of that change in his own
immortal words. Strange it is, while
rummaging among the dusty records of
the Public Offices at Calcutta, to light
upon a yellow bundle of foolscap, tied
up with frayed and faded tape, and
honeycombed by the ravages of genera-
tions of white ants. To judge from the
appearance, it might well be an ancient

minute upon the question of Half Batta,”

or the spread of Russian influence in
No, 55.—vor. x,

Affghanistan, indited by some bygone
councillor who now lies under the grass
of a church-yard at Cheltenham, or
dozes over ‘Allen’s Indian Mail” in
the subscription reading-room at Tor-
quay. Unfold the packet, and every
page teems with the vivid thought, the
glowing fancy, the grand yet simple dic-
tion which has already become classic
wherever the English tongue is spoken
or the English literature studied ; which
ages hence will be familiar whether to
the New Zecalander, who from that bro-
ken arch of London Bridge contemplates
the ruins of St. Paul’s, or (as is far more
probable) to the student in some Anglo-
Saxon college founded on the site of a
stockade of the Maori race, already long
extinguished by the combined influence
of fire-water and progressive civilization.

At the commencement of the year
1835, the operations of the Commitiee
of Public Instruction, of whicl Macau-
lay was President, were brought to a
stand by a decided difference of opinion.
Half of the members were in favour of
Arabic, Persian, and Sanscrit learning ;
and the other half in favour of English
and the vernacular, The battle was
fought out over a sum of ten thousand
pounds, set apart by Parliament for the
promotion of literature and science.
‘When the matter came before the Coun-
cil, Macaulay drew up the following
minute, which is endorsed thus :—

“T give my entire concurrence fo the
“ sentiments expressed in this minute.

W, BENTINCK.”
B
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“2d February, 1835.

“ As it seems to be the opinion of some of
the gentlemen who compose the Committee of
Public Instruction, that the course which they
have hitherto pursued was strictly prescribed
by the British Parliament in 1813, and as, if
that opinion be correct, a legislative Act will be
necessary to warrant a change, I have thought
it right to refrain from taking any part in the
preparation of the adverse statements which
are now before us, and to reserve what I had
to say on the subject till it should come before
me as a member of the Council of India.

‘It does not agpear to me that the Act of
Parliament can, by any art of construction,
be made to bear the meaning which has been
assigned to it. It contains nothing about the

rticular languages or sciences which are to

studied. A sum is set apart ‘for the re-
vival and promotion of literature and the
encouragement of the learned natives of
India, and for the introduction and promo-
tion of a knowledge of the sciences among the
inhabitants of the British territories.’ It is
argued, or rather taken for iranbed, that by
literature the Parliament can have meant only
Arabic and Sanscrit literature, that they never
would have given the honourable appellation
of ‘a learned native’ to a native who was
familiar with the poetry of Milton, the meta-
hysics of Locke, and the physics of Newton ;
ut that they meant to designate by that name
only such persons as might have studied in the
sacred books of the Hindoos all the uses of
cusa-grass, and all the mysteries of absorption
into the beity. This does not appear to be
a very satisfactory interpretation. To take
a parallel case; suppose that the Pacha of
Egygt, a country once superior in knowledge
to the nations of Europe, but now sunk far
below them, were to apgropriate a sum for the
purpose of ‘ reviving an (Pmmoting literature,
and encouraging learned natives of Egypt,’
would anybody infer that he meant the youth
of his pachalic to give years to the study of
hieroglyphics, to search into all the doctrines
disguised under the fable of Osiris, and to
ascertain with all possible accuracy the ritual
with which cats and onions were ancientl
adored 7 -Would he be justly charged witg
inconsistency, if, instead of employing his
young subjects in deciphering obelisks, he were
to order them to be instructed in the English
and French lanfuages, and in all the sciences
to which those languages are the chief keys ?

““The words on which the su;))lporters of the
old system rely do not bear them out, and
other words follow which seem to be quite
decisive on the other side. This lac of rupees
18 set apart, not only for ‘reviving literature
in India,” the phrase on which their whole
}ntersretgtnon is founded, but also for “the
introduction and promotion of a knowledge of
the sciences among the inhabitants of the
British territories,—words which are alone

sufficient to authorize all the changes for
which I contend. .

«1f the Council agree in my construction,
no legislative Act will be necessary. If they
differ from me, I will prepare a short Act
rescinding that clause of the Charter of 1813
from which the difficulty arises.

“The argument which I have been con-
sidering affects only the form of preceeding.
But the admirers of the Oriental system of
education have used another argument, which,
if we admit it to be valid, is decisive against
all change. They conceive that the public
faith is pledged to the present system, and
that to alter the ap})ro riation of any of the
funds which have hitherto been spent in
enconraging the study of Arabic and Sanscrit
would be downright spoliation. It is not easy
to understand by what process of reasoning
they can have arrived at this conclusion. The
%Tants which are made from the public purse
or the encouragement of literature differed in
no respect from the grants which are made
from the same purse for other objects of real
or supposed utility. We found a sanatarium
on a spot which we suppose to be healthy. Do
we thereby pledge ourselves to keep a sanata-
rium there, if t%xe result should not answer
our expectation? We commence the erection
of a pier. Isit a violation of the public faith
to stop the works, if we afterwards see reason
to believe that the building will be useless ?
The rights of property are undoubtedly sacred.
But nothing endangers those rights somuch as
the practice, now unhappily too common, of
attributing them to things to which they do
not belong. Those who would impart to
abuses the sanctity of property are in truth
imparting “to the mstitution of property the
unpopularity and the fragility of abuses. If
the Government has given to any person a
formal assurance ; nay, if the Government has
excited in any person’s mind a reasonable
expectation that he shall receive a certain
income as a teacher or a learner of Sanscrit
or Arabic,. I would respect that person’s pecu-
niary interests—I would rather err on the
side of liberality to individuals than suffer the
public faith to be called in question. But
to talk of a Government (fledging itself to
teach certain languages and certain sciences,
though those languages may become useless,
though those sciences may be exploded, seems
to me quite unmeaning. There is not a single
word in any public instructions from which it
can be inferred that the Indian Government
ever intended to give any pledge on this sub-
ject, or ever considered the destination of these
funds as una.lterablcly fixed. But, had it been
otherwise, I should have denied_the compe~
tence of our predecessors to bind us b{ any
pledge on such a subject. Snppose that a
Government had in the last century enacted
in the most solemn manner that all its sub-
jects should, to the end of time, be inoculated
for the small-pox : would that Government be
bound to persist in the practice after Jenner’s
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discovery ¢ These promises, of which nobody
claims the performance, and from which nobod
can grant a release ; these vested rights, whic!
vest in nobody ; this property without pro-

prietors ; this robbery, which makes nobody.

oorer, may he comprehended by persons of
ﬁigher faculties than mine—I consider this
plea merely as a set form of words, regularly
used both in England and in India, in defence
of every abuse for which no other plea can
be set u;l).

“T hold this lac of rupees to be quite at the
disposal of the Governor-General 1n Council,
for the purpose of promoting learning in India,
in any way which may be thought most ad-
visable. 1 hold his Lordship to be quite as
free to direct that it shall no longer be em-
Eloyed in enconraging Arabic and Sanscrit, as

e 1s to direct that the reward for killing tigers.

in Mysore shall be diminished, or that no more
public money shall be expended on the chant-
g at the cathedral.

“ We now come to the gist of the matter. We

have a fund to be emﬁ) oyed as Government.

shall direct for the intellectual improvement of
the people of this country. The simple question
is, what is the most useful way of employing it ?
¢ All parties seem to be agreed on one poiat,
that the dialects commonly spoken among the
natives of this part of India contain neither
literary nor scientific information, and are,
moreover, so poor and rude that, until the
are enriched from some other quarter, it will
not he easy to translate any valuable work into
them. It seems to be admitted on all sides
that. the intellectual improvement of those
classes of the people who have the means of
pursuing higher studies can at present be
effected only by means of some language not
vernacular amongst them.

““ What then shall that language be? One-
half of the Committee maintain that it should
be the English. The other half strongly re-
commend the Arahic and Sanscrit. The whole
cﬁlllestion seems to me to be, which language is
the best worth knowing ?

1 have no knowledge of either Sanscrit or
Arabic.—But I have done what I could to
form a correct estimate of their value. I have
read translations of the most celebrated Arabic
and Sanscrit works. I have conversed both
here and at home with men distinguished by
their proficiency in the Eastern tongues. I am
quite ready to take the Oriental learning at the
valuation of the Orientalists themselves. I have
never found one among them who could deny
that a single shelf of a good European library
was worth the whole native literature of India
and Arabia. The intrinsic superiority of the
Western literature is, indeed, fully admitted
by those members of the Committee who sup-
port the Oriental plan of education.

¢TIt will hardly be disputed, I suppose, that
the department of literature in which the
Eastern writers stand highest is poetry. And
I certainly never met with any Orientalist who
ventured te maintain that the Arabic- and

Sanserit poetry’ could be compared to that of
the great European nations But, when we
pass from works of imagination to works in
which facts are recorded and general principles,
investigated, the superiority of the Europeans
becomes absolutely immeasurable. It is, I
believe, no exaggeration to say, that all the
historical information which has been collected
from all the books written in the Sanscrit
language is less valuable than what may be
found in the most paltry abridgments used at
greparatory schools in England. In every
ranch of physical or moral philosophy the
relative position of the two nations is nearly
the same.
¢ How, then, stands the case? We have to
educate a people who cannot at present be
cducated by means of their mother-tongue.
We must teach them some foreign lanﬁua (8
The claims of our own language it is hardly
necessary to reeapitulate. %1 stands pre-emi-
nent even among the languages of the West.:
It abounds with works of imagination not.
inferior to the noblest which Greece has be-
queathed to us; with models of every species
of eloquence; with historical compositions,
which, considered merely as narratives, have
seldom been surpassed, and which, considered.
as vehicles of ethical and political instruction,
have never been equalled ; with just and lively
representations of human life and human
nature ; with the most profound speculatione:
on metaphysics, morals, government, juris--
prudence, and trade; with full and correct.
information respecting every experimental
science which tends to preserve the health, to
increase the comfort, or to expand the intellect
of man. Whoever knows that language, has
ready access to all the vast intellectual wealth,
which all the wisest nations of the earth have.
created and hoarded in the course of ninety
generations. It may safely be said that the
literature now extant in that language is of
far greater value than all the literature which.
three hundred years ago was extant in all the.
languages of the world together. Nor is this
all. In India, English is the language spoken
by the ruling class. It is spoken by the higher
class of natives at the seats of Government.
It is likely to become the language of com-
merce throughout the seas of the Kast. Itis
the language of two great European commu-
nities which are rising, the one in the south of
Africa, the other in Australasia; communities
which are every year becoming more important,
and more closely connected with our Indian
empire. Whether we look at the intrinsie:
value of our literature, or at the particular
situation of this country, we shall see the:
strongest reason to think that, of all foreigm:
tongiues, the English tongue is that whicl
would be the most useful to our native subjects.
“The question now hefore us is simpl
whether, when it is in our power to teach this
language, we shall teach languages in which,
by universal eonfession, there are no books on
any subject which deserve to be eo:;pa.red to
B
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our own ; whether, when we can teach European
science, we shall teach systems which, by uni-
versal confession, whenever they differ from
those of Europe, differ for the worse; and
whether, when we can patronise sound Philo-
sophy and true History, we shall countenance,
at the public expense, medical doctrines which
would gisgrace an English farrier—Astronomy,
which would move laughter in girls at an
Enilish boarding school—History, abounding
with kings thirty feet high, and rei%;ns thirty
thousand years long—and Geography, made
up of seas of treacle and seas of butter.

““We are not without experience to guide
us. History furnishes several analogous cases,
and they all teach the same lesson. There
are in modern times, to go no further, two
memorable instances of a great impulse given
to the mind of a whole society—of prejudices
overthrown—of knowledge diffused—of taste
purified —of arts and sciences planted in
countries which had recently been ignorant
and barbarous.

““The first instance to which I refer is the
great revival of letters among the Western
nations at the close of the fifteenth and the
beginning of the sixteenth century. At that
time almost everything that was worth read-
ing was contained in the writings of the ancient
Greeks and Romans. Had our ancestors acted
as the Committee of Public Instruction has
hitherto acted ; had they neglected the lan-
guage of Cicero and Tacitus ; had they confined
their attention to the old dialects of our own
island ; had they printed nothing and taught
nothing at the universities but Chronicles
in Anglo-Saxon and Romances in Norman-
French, would England have been what she
nowis{ What the Greek and Latin were to
the contemporaries of More and Ascham, our
tongueis to the people of India. The literature
of England is now more valuable than that
of classical antiquity. I doubt whether the
Sanscrit literature be as valuable as that of
our Saxon and Norman progenitors. In some
departments—in History, for example—I am
certain that it is much less so.

‘¢ Another instance may be said to be still
before our eyes. Within the last hundred and
twenty years, a nation which had previousl
been 1n a state as barbarous as that in whic
our ancesfors were before the crusades, has
gradually emerged from the ignorance in which
1t was sunk, and has taken its place among
civilized communities—I speak of Russia.
There is now in that country a large educated
class, abounding with persons fit to serve the
state in the highest functions, and in no wise
inferior to the most accomplished men who
adorn the best circles of Paris and London.
There is reason to hope that this vast empire,
which in-the time of our grandfathers was
probably behind the Punjab, may, in the time
of our grandchildren, be pressing close on
France and Britain in the career of improve-
ment. And how was this change effected ?
Not by flattering national prejudices : not by

feeding the mind of the young Muscovite with
the old woman’s stories which his rude fathers
had believed : not by filling his head with
lying legends about St. Nicholas: not by
encouraging him to study the great question,
whether the world was or was not created on
the 13th of September: not by calling him ‘a
learned native,’ when he has mastered all these
points of knowledge: but by teaching him
those foreign languages in which the greatest
mass of information had been laid up, and
thus putting all that information within his
reach. The languages of Western Europe
civilized Russia. I cannot doubt that they
will do for the Hindoo what they have done
for the Tartar.

“ And what are the arguments against that
course which seems to be alike recommended
by theory and by experience ? It is said that
we ought to secure the co-operation of the
native public, and that we can do this only by
teaching Sanscrit and Arabic.

“I can'by no means admit that, when a
nation of high intellectual attainments under-
takes to superintend the education of a nation
comparatively ignorant, the learners are ahso-
lutely to prescribe the course which is to be
taken by the teachers. It is not necessary,
however, to say anything on this subject. For
it}is proved by unanswerable evidence that we
are not at present securing the co-operation of
the natives. It would be bad enough to con-
sult their intellectual taste at the expense of
their intellectual health. But we are con-
sulting neither—we are withholding from
them the learning for which they are craving ;
we are forcing on them the mock-learning
which they nauseate.

“This 1s proved by the fact that we are
forced to pay our Arabic and Sanscrit students,
while those who learn English are willing to
pay us. All the declamations in the world
about the love and reverence of the natives
for their sacred dialects will never, in the mind
of any impartial person, outweigh the undis-
puted fact, that we cannot find, in all our vast
empire, a single student who will let us teach
him those dialects unless we will pay him.

‘I have now before me the accounts of the
Madrassa for one month—the month of De-
cember, 1833. The Arabic students appear
to have been seventy-seven in number. All
receive stipends from the public. The whole
amount paid to them is above 500 rupees a
month. On the other side of the account
stands the following itemn: Deduct amount
realized from the out-students of English for
the months of May, June and July last,
103 rupees.

“I have been told that it is merely from
want of local experience that I am surprised
at these phenomena, and that it is not the
fashion for students in India to study at their
own charges. This only confirms me in my
opinion. "Nothing is more certain than that
1t never can in any part of the world be neces-
sary to pay men for doing what they think
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pleasant and profitable. India is no excep-
tion fo this rule. The people of India do not
require to be paid for eating rice when they
are hungry, or for wearing woollen cloth in the
cold season. To come nearer to the case before
us, the children who learn their letters and a
little elementary Arithmetic from the village
schoolmaster are not paid by him. He is paid
for teaching them. Why then is it necessary
to pay people to learn Sanscrit and Arabic?
Evidently because it is universally felt that
the Sanscrit and Arabic are languages the
knowledge of which does not compensate for
the trouble of acquiring them. On all such
subjects the state of the market is the deci-
sive test.

“QOther evidence is not wanting, if other
evidence were required. A petition was pre-
sented last year to the Committee b'; several
ex-students of the Sanscrit College. The peti-
tioners stated that they had studied in the
college ten or twelve years; that they had
made themselves acquainted with Mindoo
literature and science ; that they had received
certificates of proficiency : and what is the
fruit ,of all this? ¢ Notwithstanding such
testimonials,” they say, ‘we have but_little
prosiect of bettering our condition without
the kind assistance of your Honourable Com-
mittee, the indifference with which we are
veneraily looked upon by our countrymen
feaving no hope of encoumgl;ament and assist-
ance from them.’ They therefore beg that
they may be recommended to the Governor-
General for places under the Government, not
places of high dignity or emolument‘, but such
as may just enable them to exist. ¢ We want
means,’ they say, ‘for a decent living, and for
our progressive improvement, which, however,
we cannot obtain without the assistance of
Government, by whom we have been educated
and maintained from childhood.” They con-
clude by representing, very pathetically, that
they are sure that it was never the intention
of Government, after behaving so liberally to
them during their education, to abandon them
to destitution and neglect.

“T have been used to see petitions to Govern-
ment for compensation. All these petitions
even the most unreasonable of them, roceeded
on the supposition that some loss had been
sustained—that some wrong had been inflicted.
These are surely the first petitioners who ever
demanded compensation for having been edu-
cated gratis—for having been supported by
the public during twelve years, and then sent
forth into the world well-furnished with litera-
ture and science. They represent their educa-
tion as an injury which gives them a claim on
the Government for redress, as an_injury for
which the stipends paid to them during the
infliction were a very Inadequate compensation.
And I doubt not that they are in the right.
They have wasted the best years of life in
learning what procures for them neither bread
nor respect. Surely we might, with advan-
tage, have saved the cost of making these

persons useless and miserable ; surely, men
ma:f be brought up to be burdens to the public
and objects of contempt to their neighbours
at a somewhat smaller charge to the state.
But such is our policy. We do not even stand
neuter in the contest between’ truth and false-
hood. We are not content to leave the natives
to the influence of their own hereditary preju-
dices. To the natural difficulties which ob-
struct the progress of sound science in the
East we add fresh difficulties of our own
making. Bounties and premiums, such as
ought not to be given even for the propagation
of truth, we lavish on false taste and false
philosophy.

¢ Byacting thus we create the veryevil whicl
we fear. 'We are making that opposition which
we do not find. What we spend on the Arabic
and Sanscrit colleges is not merely a dead loss
to the cause of truth : it is bounty-money paid
to raise up champions of error. It goes to form
a nest, not merely of helpless place-hunters,
but of bigots prompted alike by passion and
by interest to raise a cry against every useful
scheme of education. If there should be any
opposition among the natives to the change
which I recommend, that opposition will be
the effect of our own system. It will be
headed by fersons sup;l)orted by our stipends
and trained in our colleges. The longer we
persevere in our present course, the more
formidable will that o%positi(m be. It will be
every year reinforced by recruits whom we are
paying. From the native society left to itself”
we have no difficulties to apprehend ; all the-
murmuring will come from that oriental in-
terest which we have, by artificial means,
called into being, and nursed into strength.

“There is yet another fact, which is alone -
sufficient to prove that the feeling of the
native public, when left to itself, is not such
as the sup&orters of the old system represent
it to be. The Committee have thought fit to-
lay out above a lac of rugees in }l){rinting Arabic
and Sanscrit books. Those books find no pur-
chasers. Itis very rarely that a single copy is
disposed of. Twenty-three thousand volumes,
most of them folios and quartos, fill the libra-
ries, or rather the lumber-rooms, of this body.
The Committee contrive to get rid of some
portion of their vast stock of Oriental litera-
ture by giving books away. But they cannot
give so fast as they print. About twenty
thousand rupees a year are spent in adding
fresh masses of waste paper to a hoard which,
I should think, is already sufficiently ample.
During the last three ycars, about sixty thon-
sand rupees have been expended in this man-
ner. e sale of Arabic and Sanscrit books,
during those three years, has not yielded quite
one thousand rupees. Tn the mean time the
School-book Society is selling seven or eight
thousand English volumes every year, and
not only pays the expenses of printing, but
realizes a profit of 20 per cent. on its outffay.

“The fact that the Hindoo law is to be
learned chiefly from Sanscrit books, and the
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‘Mahomedan law from Arabic books, has been
much insisted on, but seems not to bear at all
on the question. We are commanded by Par-

Jliament to ascertain and digest the laws of

India. The assistance of a law commission
‘has been given to us for that purpose. As
soon as the code is promulgated, the Shasters

and the Hedaya will be useless to a Moonsiff
-or Sudder Ameen. I hope and trust that,

before the boys who are now entering at the

Madrassa and the Sanscrit college have com-

leted their studies, this great work will be
nished. It would be manifestly absurd to

educate the rising generation with a view to a
state of things which we mean to alter before
they reach manhood.

“ But there is yet another argument which
seems even more untenable. It is said that
#he Sanscrit and Arabic are the languages in
-which the sacred books of a hundred millions
«of people are written, and that they are, on that
account, entitled to peculiar encouragement.
Assuredly it is the duty of the British Govern-
ment in India to be not only tolerant, but
meutral on all religious questions. But to
encourage the study of a literature admitted
“to be of small intrinsic value only because
that literature inculcates the most serious
errors on the most important subjects, is a
-gourse hardly reconcilable with reason, with
'‘morality, or even with that very neutrality
‘which .ought, as we all , to be sacredly
preserved. It is confessed that a language is

rren of useful knowledge. We are to teach
it because it is fruitful of monstrous super-
“stitions. We are to teach false history, false
Jastronomy, false medicine, because we find
them in company with a false religion. We
abstain, and I trust shall always abstain,
from giving any public encouragement to those
~who are engaged in the work of converting
natives to C nstianitg. And, while we act
thus, ‘can we reasonably and decently bribe
men out of the revenues of the state to waste
their youth in learning how they are to purify
themselves after touching an ass, or what text
of the Vedas they are to.repeat to expiate the
<erime of killing a goat ?

_ ¢4Jt is taken for granted by the advocates of
‘Oriental learning that no native of this country
-can possibly attain more than a mere smatter-
ling of English. They do not attempt to }i‘rove
‘ithis ; but they perpetually insinuate it. They
‘designate the education which their opponents
‘Trecommend as a mere ipel]ing-book education.
“They assume it as undeniable, ‘that the ques-
#ion is between ‘a profound knowledge of
‘Hindoo and Arabian literature and science
‘on ithe one side, and a superficial knowledge
of the rudiments of English on the other.
This is not merely an assumption, ‘but an
‘agsumption contrary to all reason and expe-
trience. We know that foreigners of all nations
:dolearn our language sufficiently to have access
to all the most abstruse knowledge which it
contains, sufficiently to relish even the more
Aelicate .graces of our most idiomatic writers.

-of the Committee of Public Instruction.

“ing.
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‘There ‘are in this very town natives who are

quite competent to discuss political or scientific
uestions with fluency and precision in the
inglish language. have heard the very
question on which I am now writing discussed
by native gentlemen with a liberality and an in-
telligence which would do credit to any memlI)er
n-
deed, it is unusual to find, even in the literary
circles of the continent, any foreigner who can
express himself in E’nglish with so much
facility and correctness as we find in many
Hindoos. Nobedy, I suppose, will contend
that English is so difficult to a Hindoo as
Greek to an Englishman. Yet an intelligent
English youth, in a much smaller number of
years than our unfortunate pupils pass at the
Sanscrit college, becomes able to read, to enjoy,
and even to imitate, not unhappily, the com-
positions of the best Greek authors. Less
than half the time which enables an English
youth to read Herodotus and Sophocles oughit
to enable a Hindoo to read Hume and Milton.
“To sum up what 1 have said, I think it
clear that we are not fettered by the Act of
Parliament of 1813 ; that we are not fettered
by any pledge expressed or implied ; that we

are free to employ our funds as we choose ;

that we ought to employ them in teaching
what is best worth knowing ; that English is
better worth knowing than Sanscrit or Arabic g
that the natives are desirous to be taught
English, and are not desirous to be taught
Sanscrit or Arabic; that neither as the lan-
ﬁ:ages of law, nor as the languages of religion,

ve the Sanscrit and Arabic any peculiar
claim to our encouragement ; that it is possible
to make natives of this country thoroughly good

‘English scholars, and that to this end our

efforts ought to be directed.

“In one point I fully agree with the gentle-
men to whose general views I am opposed. I
feel, with them, that it is impossible for us,
with our limited means, to attempt to educate
the body of the people. ‘We must at present
do our best to form a class who may be inter-
preters between us and the millions whom we
govern ; a ‘class_of persons, Indian in blood

‘and colour, but English in taste, in opinions,

in morals, and in intellect. To that class we
may leave it to refine the vernacular dialects
of the country, to enrich those dialects with

‘terms of science ‘borrowed from the Western

nomenclature, and torender them by degrees
fit vehicles for conveying knowledge to the
great mass of the population.

¢*‘Iwouldstrictly respect all existing interests.
T would deal even generously with all indivi-
duals who have had fair reason to expect .a
pecuniary provision. But I would ‘strike at
the root of ‘the bad system which bas hitherto
been fostered by us. I would at once stop the
printing of Arabic and Sanscrit books ; I would
abolish the Madrassa and the Sanscrit college
at Calcutta. Benares is the at seat of
Brahmanical learning ; Delhi, of Arabic learn-
If we retain the Sanscrit college at



Education of India since 1835. 7

Benares and the Mahomedan college at Delhi,
we do enough, and much more than enough in
my opinion, for the Eastern languages. 1If the
Benares and Delhi colleges should be retained,
I would at least recommend that no stipends
shall be given to any students who may here-
after repair thither, but that the people shall
be left to make their own choice between the
rival systems of education without heing bribed
by us to learn what they have no desire to
know. The funds which would thus be placed
at onr disposal would enable us to give larger
encouragement to the Hindoo college at Cal-
cutta, and to establish in the principal cities
throughout the Presidencies of Fort William
and Agra schools in which the English language
might be well and thoroughly taught.

“If the decision of his Lordship in Council
should be such as I anticipate, I shall enter on
the performance of my duties with the greatest
zeal and alacrity. If, on the other hand, it
be the opinion of the Government that the
gresent system ought to remain unchanged, I
‘beg that I may be permitted to retire from the
chair of the Committee. I feel that I could
not be of the smallest use there—I feel, also,
that I should be lending my countenance to
what I firmly believe to be a:mere delusion. I
believe that the present system tends, not to
accelerate the progress of truth, but to delay
the natural death of expiring errors. I con-
ceive that we have at_present no right to the
respectable name of a Board of Public Instruc-
tion. We are a Board for wasting public
money, for grinting books which are of less
value than the paper on which they are printed
was while it was blank ; for giving artificial
.encouragement to absurd history, absurd meta-
physics, absurd physics, absurd theology ; for
raising up a breed of scholars who find their
scholarship an encumbrance and -a blemish,
who live on the public while they are receiving
their education, and whose education is so
utterly useless to them that, when they have
received it, they must either starve or live on
the public all the rest of their lives. Enter-
taining these opinions, I-am naturally desirons
to decline all share in the responsibility of a
body which, unless it alters its whole mode of
proceeding, I must consider not merely as
‘useless, but as positively noxious.”

The event has more than justified the
-opinions expressed in this minute. The
natives of India bave, with marvellous
eagerness and unanimity, abandoned the
-dead or effete learning of the East for
the living and vigorous literature of Eng-
land. Whoever can spare the time and
money greedily avails himself of the in-
:struction which we offer. “To such an
“ extent, indeed, is this the case”(Iquote
the Report on Public Instruction for
Bengal Proper) ¢ that many of our best

“ native scholars can write English and
#¢even speak it with greater facility than
¢ their mother-tongue.” Interest and
embition, the instinet of imitation and
the thirst for knowledge, urge on the
students ; and, by the aid of -a ‘delicate
taste, and a strong power of assimilation,
their progress is surpassing to one ac-
customed to the very slender proficiency
in the classical tongues obtained by the
youth of England after a boyhood de-
voted almost exclusively to Xenophon
and Cicero. Of two hundred scholars
‘who leave Eton in the course of a year,
it is much if some three or four can
construe a chorus of Euripides without
the aid of a translation, or polish up
with infinite painsa piece of Latin prose
which a Roman might possibly have
mistaken for a parody of the “De
Officiis,” composed by a Visigoth in
the time of Diocletian. A young Hindeo
who has made the most of his time at
college will write by the hour a some-
what florid and stilted English with
perfect ease and accuracy ; and will read,
enjoy, and criticize any of our authors,
from Chaucer down to Robert Browning
and Carlyle. The works of our greatest
historians and philosophers have pene-
trated to every corner of our dominions,
and, wherever they pass,.shed somewhat
of the wisdom, the good sense, and the
pure morality which stamp a peculiar
character upon our noble literature.
The Mahommedan gentlemen, wwhose
pride does mot -allow them to study
$he language of their conquerors, have
begun to be painfully aware that they
are fast Josing their moral and intel-
Jectual :superiority over the Hindoas,
who do mot profess any such scruples.

The aptitude of educated Bengalees
for philosophic and literary pursuits is
indeed remarkable. Their iliberal -and
elevated opinions, their love of truth
-and contempt for bigotry, would go far
to satisfy the most ardent lower of the
human race, were he only certain that
these splendid .qualities are more than
skin-deep. That instinct for imitation
which I :mentioned above is so dominant
in the  native, his desire ito please so
constant, that you never know whether
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his sentiments are real or artificial. In
fact, it may be doubted whether he
knows himself. When he speaks, you
cannot be sure whether you are listen-
ing to the real man, or to the man whom
he thinks you would like him to be.
The feebleness and the servility which
render Hindoo testimony so singularly
untrustworthy forbid us to put too
much confidence in Hindoo civilization.
The Bengalee witness, who has no mo-
tive to lie, will distort the facts if he
imagines that he can by so doing give
one tittle of pleasure to the barrister
who is examining him, or the judge who
is taking notes of his evidence. The
Bengalee journalist, with equal facility,
will adopt the tone which he has reason
to believe may suit the greatest number
of Sahibs. .All the great discoveries in
Political and Social Science which have
been wrought out by successive genera-
tions of European thinkers he picks np
and appropriates with almost pathetic
simplicity and conceit. He never writes
an article on Trade or Taxation which,
as far as the opinions are concerned,
might not have been the work of John
Stuart Mill. He never writes an article
on Creeds or Subscription which might
not have been the work of Goldwin
Smith or Maurice. He has his choice
of all the theories which have ever been
current, and he finds it just as cheap to
take the most advanced and the most
recent as to borrow one which already
has been a little blown upon. In the
hardy rugged minds of northern men,
liberality is a plant which springs from
seed sown amidst doubt and fond regret ;
which strikes root downward, and bears
fruit upward. Here, it lies on the sur-
face, and sprouts to right and left with
easy profusion ; .but its produce is
mighty tasteless and surfeiting. In the
days of the Reform Bill, when the great
soul of England was in woful anxiety
and misgiving as to the course which 1t
behoved her to pursue, every little Hin-
doo Bachelor of Arts was most gliband
positive about the absurdity of Gatton
and old Sarum returning Members, while
vast marts of industry, gigantic emporia
of commerce, cities teeming with a count-

less population, remained still unrepre-
sented. ’

It is hopeless to attempt to get a true
idea of what these people think, and
wish, and love, and hate. It was but
yesterday that I called upon a native
with the'view of obtaining some infor-
mation concerning the reign of terror
which succeeded the capture of Delhi.
To my certain knowledge, this man, who
had been worth more than 30,0007 the
day before the assault, had been plun-
dered by our soldiery of everything he
possessed, though he had distinguished
himself by marked proofs of his attach-
ment to our rule. I asked him whether
some severities had not been committed
which our cooler judgment might regret.

“Oh, no, Sahib! The rebels were
“punished, and the good people re-
¢ joiced.”

“But did not the whole population
¢ desert the city through fear of being
“hung ?”

“Yes, Sahib ; but they had sinned so
“grievously in that they had allowed
“the sepoys to enter Delhi at the first.
“The people repented very much that
“they had done so. The sepoys were
“pbudmashes, Sahib. They used to take
¢ goods worth six annas, and only give
¢four annas in payment.”

Upon this I asked him how much our
soldiers used to give in payment when
they had taken goods worth six annas
from the shopkeepers of Delhi : but the
question distressed him so cruelly that
it would have been unkind to persist.

On another occasion I was anxious to
learn from a native gentleman what
effect the great heat produced upon the
comfort and health of the people of the
country. No persuasion, however, would
induce him to describe his own sensa-
tions. He persisted in speaking of the
climate from what he imagined to be my
point of view. I kept asking him whe-
ther he suffered from cold in December ;
whether he became languid and weak
in the hot weather : while he continued
to inform me that the temperature was
unbearable during nine months in the
year, but that in the cold season life
was tolerable provided you stayed in-
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doors from eight in the morning till
five in the afternoon. This was at least
as absurd as if an Englishman, in talk-
ing of the climate of our own island,
were to say that it was possible to bear
the outdoor’ cold for two or three hours

in the middle of the day during the-

months of July and August.

‘We certainly have not yet got to the
bottom of the native character. Tacts
crop up daily which prove incontestably
to all, save those who reduce everything
to some Procrustean theory of civili-
sation, that the depths of that character
cannot be fathomed by our ordinary
plummet, or marked with certainty on
the chart by which we navigate in Xuro-
pean waters. Take for instance those
extraordinary symptoms which preceded
the great mutiny : the marvellous orga-
nization of that vast plot; the myste-
rious but intimate connexion between the
mutineers and the independent native
powers ; the dim prophecies and ghastly
rumours which  foreshadowed the out-
break ; the secresy; the unanimity ;
the tokens passed from hand to hand
throughout a million villages. Within
the last few years, on one and the same
day along the whole course of the Ganges,
the women flung their spindles into the
river, and to this hour no European has
the most remote conception of their
motive in so doing. Some imagine that
the sacrifice was made with the idea of
cxpiating a national shortcoming ; others
suppose that it was intended to avert a
drought ; others, again, of a more prac-
tical turn of mind, believe it to have been
a superstition invented by the manufac-
turers of spindles. There is something
very striking in these rumours. No
one knows where they originate, or what
their purport may be; but they are
passed on, from house to house and city
to city, spreading throughout the length
and breadth of the land agitation and
anxiety, a wild terror and a wilder hope.
Shortly after the pacification of the
country, it was said everywhere in the
Lower Provinces that within three
months there would be no ¢ white thing”
throughout Bengal. Nobody had the
slightest clue as to what this “white

thing” might be. Some held it to be the
poppy, and supposed the prophecy to
refer to the extremely improbable con-
tingency of the abolition of the opium
traffic. Some took a more gloomy view,
and would have it that it pointed to the
approaching extermination of our race.
It was unseless to question the natives,
for they knew no more than we. The
rumour had been set a-going, and it be-
came, therefore, a sacred duty to do their
best to spread it. At this moment there
is a universal belief all over the Pun-
jaub that our rule is to come to an end
before this very year-is out.

Some of these are undoubtedly idle
reports, set on foot in mere wantonness,
or, perhaps, springing up almost sponta-
neously from the talk of men, and
indicating at most an unhealthy, excited
condition of the popular mind. But, be-
yond all question, some secret influence
was at work, to advertise, as it were, the
coming horrors of 1857. The ringleaders
of that gigantic conspiracy deliberately
undertook to impress upon the world in
general the idea that something was
coming the like of which had not been
known before : just as, when we see in
Piccadillya file of men with blank hoards
on their shoulders, we become raware
that a sensation drama has been put in
hand at one of the leading theatres.. It
has been ascertained that the Mahom-
medans throughout the whole of the
north of India received instructions, from
an unknown hand, to sing at all their
social meetings a ballad which described
in touching strains the humiliation of
their race, and the degradation of their
ancient faith, once triumphant from the
Sutlej to the Burrampootra, but now in
subjection and bondage to the Christian
and the stranger. Each village in turn
received a handful of chupatties or ban-
nocks, by the hands of the post-runners,
with orders to bake others, and pass
them on to the next village ; and in the
month of January, 1857, a saying was
universally current :—*“Sub lal hogea
hai ”—¢“Everything is to become red.”
On the first of February a satirical poem
appeared in a Calcutta journal, intended
to ridicule the fears of those who paid
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attention to this prophecy. The con-
cluding passage, which no doubt was
thought droll enough at the time both
by the writer and his readers, when
studied by the light of subsequent events
has the air of a ghastly prediction :—

¢ Beneath my feet I saw ’twas nought but

ood,
And shrieking wretches borne upon the
stream
Struggled and splashed amidst a sea of gore.
I heard a giant voice again proclaim,
’Mid shouts of murder, mutiny, and blood,
¢SUB LAL HOGEA HAIL’ and I awoke.”

In the meantime people ate, and
drank, and married, and gave in mar-
riage, and danced, and flirted, and
speared hogs, and acted ‘Cocknies in
California” at the amateur theatre in
Fort William, and wrote letters to the
newspapers complaining that the mili-
tary men in civil employ gave themselves
airs, and abusing the Municipal Board
for not seeing that the course at Cal-
cutta was properly watered, and con-
doling with a popular physician of
Cawnpore who was forced to go to
England for the benefit .of his health.
There is an irony in history surpassing
in depth the irony of Sophocles.

During the April of 1857, the English -

society at Delhi was convulsed by the
conduct of a peppery colonel, who, at
the station-ball, for some fancied insult
from a civilian, turned his band out of
the room and stopped the dancing, but
expressed himself willing to relent if
the official of highest rank present
would apologize to the bandsmen. On
the 17th of the same month comes a
complaint that :—

“The bigwigs get the strawberries
“from the station-garden, while a new
*¢ subscriber cannot get a sniff at the
“flowers.”

Likewise—

“ A wedding talked of as likely to take
‘“ place soon, but the names of the as-
¢ pirants o Hymeneal bliss I will refrain
““from mentioning just yet, lest anything
“should occur to lessen their affection
“for each other before the knot is tied.”

On the fifth day of May, a correspon-
‘dent writes fromthat doomed place :—

““ As usual no news to give you. Al
“quiet and dull. Certainly we are en-
“joying weather which at this season is
“wonderful. The morningand evening
“ are deliciously cool. In fact, punkahs
“are hardly come into use.”

On the eleventh day of May the En-
glish quarter was given over to murder,
and rapine, and outrage. The Commis-
sioner lay hewn in pieces inside the
palace. Metealfe, the Collector, was
flying for his life through the streets of
the city where his family had ruled for
more than half a century. The mangled
bodies of the officers of the 54th Native
Infantry were heaped in a bullock-cart
outside the walls. The fanatic froopers
from Meerut, with all the scum of the
bazaar at their heels, were hunting down
and butchering the members of the quiet
Christian community. The teachers had
been slain in the lecture-room ; the
chaplain in his study ; the telegraph-
clerk with his hand still on the signalling
apparatus. The Editor of the Gazette,
with his mother, wife, and children, died
in the office of the journal. At the
Delhi Bank fell Mr. Beresford, the Man-
ager, with all his family, after a gallant
and desperate resistance. Of thoseladies,
who a few days before were grumbling
at the bearishness of the old colonel,
some were dragging themselves towards
Meerut or Kurnaul, under the fierce
noonday sun, bare-headed and with
bleeding feet; while others were lying
unconscious in death, and therefore less
to be pitied, on the platform in front of
‘the police-office in the principal boule-
vard.

Early in the year 1857, a new church
‘was consecrated at Sealkote, which is
described in a letter to the English-
‘man from that place as ¢ the most
“ chaste and beautiful structure of Mo-
“dern Gothic in India.” No high
praise, by the way. It was only the
-other day that we Calcutta people were
gratified by the information that Mr.
Fergusson, in his work on Modern Ar-
chitecture, had given drawings .of our
Cathedral, both inside and out ; but our
delight was qualified by the subsequent
discovery that he had inserted those
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drawings as specimens of what he pro-
nounced to be the most debased style
extant. The writer from Sealkote takes
occasion to say that i—

“The future historian, when he traces
“the career of our rise, and perchance
“our fall, in this wondrous land, will
“love to dwell upon a picture like the
¢ present—a few score strangers dedica-
“ting their churches to be set apart from
“all profane uses for ever with such
“fixity of purpose, and with minds so
‘“ assured as never for one moment to
““doubt the fulness of their faith in the
“future ; and thisinthemidst of millions
“distinet from them in race, religion,
“ and feeling. The strength of the many
“made subservient to the will of the
“few, not by crushing armies from
“foreign lands, but by sowing the seeds
“of peace and order around—a land a
“ few years ago bristling with bayonets,
“an enemy’s country, now cheerfully
“ acknowledging our rule, and avowing
“it to be a blessing—is a truth that has
“been sealed by the ceremony just con-
“cluded.”

Then comes a remarkable postscript :

“The other day a telegraphic message
“was received, noted ‘Urgent.” The
“news ran like wildfire round ‘the sta-
“ tion, that the troops herewere to march
“at once for Herat.! But, alas! it was
“—QCan it be guessed? Never !'—7hat
“the Sepoys who were learning the use
“of the Enfield Rifle were to have no
“more practice ammunition served out
“to them !”

This supplies material for some hu-
morous remarks, which end with the
words—“ Everything wears such amys-
““ terious ‘aspect to us benighted Seal-
““kotians, that none dare venture an
“-opinion, and we must “wait till time
* and the Englishman enlighten us.”

They were to be soon enlightened by
quite another agency—by a leading
article written in a very different com-
‘position from printer’sink. One evening
in July, Dr. Graham, ‘the ‘superintend-

1 The Persian war was still in progress, and
the prospect of a campaign would have even
greater attractions than the retrospect of a
congecration.

11

ing surgeon of the station, begged a
friend with whom he was dining, who
had remarked on the insolent demeanour

.of the sepoys, not o let his fears get

the better of his senses. The next morn-
ing an officer “saw Miss Graham coming
“in the buggy, apparently alone, scream-
“ing and erying most piteously.” He
assisted in taking out her father’s body.

The Lucknow news in May, 1857,
consists chiefly in the badness of the
road from Cawnpore.

“Soft blankets should be provided in
“ the dawk carriages, and plenty of
“ them. We have large plates of straw-
“ berries every morning. Calcutta people
¢ might well pay Lucknow a visit. Our
¢ hospitality is famous.”

Small thought had men of soft blan-
kets and large plates of strawberries on
that November day when the English
host covered sixteen miles in length of
that Cawnpore road, with the sad rem-
nants of the immortal garrison marching
in the centre, and among them three-
score widows who had been ‘wives when
the siege began—the van hurrying for-
ward under stout Sir Colin fo save the
‘bridge from the victorious ‘mercenaries
of Gwalior, while the rear stood savagely
to bay against the clouds of ‘sepoys who
poured from the town to harass our
Tetreat.

At Allahabad, towards the -end -of
March, the weather was—

“ Deliglitful. No news ; noone dead ;
“ many married ; some about to be born ;
“ some have been; and some won't be,
““ notwithstanding the welcome awaiting
“them.”

The welcome awaiting them ! On ‘the
'22nd May—

“We have plenty of cause for amuse-
“ment here. The railway people insist
“ on going the grand rounds. One cadef,
“ doing duty with the 6th Native In-
“ fantry, walked in the verandah last
“ night for five hours, armed with sword
““and pistol, amidst the raillery of his
“~iser comrades,”

Two days after these words were
written the Sixth Native Iufanitry rose,
and massacred seventeen -officers, inclu-
ding this poor boy and seven other
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young cadets, who were waiting o be
attached to regiments. From that time
forward the Allahabad news becomes
significant. On the 8th July “the
“bodies of Furopean men and women
“were floating down the river lately.”

Late in March we find the following
paragraphs :(—

“We of this generation cannot realize
“ what the effect of a real panic would
“be among the European residents in
“this country, and it would be foolish
“to attempt to realize it.”

And again :(—

“T fear that the good old days are
“gone by when we- were accustomed
“to quell disaffection by blowing from
% cannon a few of the malcontents.”

So men wrote in the spring. Before
autumn had well set in their style had
altered. A gentleman at Raneegunge
says :—

T have three pieces of timber, which
“the taste of my engineer would con-
“vert into a picturesque gallows which
“would accommodate sixteen of the
“largest size without inconveniencing
‘‘each other. A coil of whalerope, war-
“ranied not to have any bullock’s fat
“to offend prejudices, will do its work.
“ Having been a sailor, I am up to knot-
“ making, and can introduce one much
‘“approved of hy Bolivar, when he
“ sometimes amused himself by hanging
“instead of shooting.”

The residents at a station in Bahar
would be “all right and merry,” if they
“could only get a few people to hang.”

At Allahabad, the Judicial Commis-
sioners, Sandys and Palmer, whom
Lord Canning, to his efernal honour,
speedily sent back again into private
life, “are doing their duty well. -The
“ day before yesterday one of ’em hanged
“thirteen, yesterday he hanged fifteen,
“and there are still seventy-two candi-
“ dates.”

And again :—

“Palmer and Sandys are doing good
“service in tucking up and scratching
“ the backs of rebels.”

Soon afterwards a correspondent from
the same place—let us hope the same
man—recommends torture for “respect-

“able Mahommedans.” At Delhi, four
months after the restoration of tranquil-
lity, six men were hung on the informa-
tion of a single witness, who himself
was hung on the same day for being
concerned in the murder of Kuropeans.
A company of gipsies, against whom
no special charge could be found, were
strung up together on the indictment
of “retarding the peaceable organization
“of society.” The newspapers teemed
with deliberate propositions to raze to the
ground ancient and crowded cities—to
depopulate vast and thriving provinces—
to put to the edge of the sword all the
women in Delhi and Cawnpore— to
exterminate the inhabitants of every
village which a Furopean fugitive had
traversed without being entertained and
protected ; the certain and merited con-
sequences of which barbarity would
have been that, in the case of another
outbreak, the peasantry would take good
care that no European fugitive should
escape to tell the line of country which
he had taken in his flight. In fact, as
a contributor to the Englishman re-
marks, with logic at least equal to his
humanity :—

“There was only one prayer, and
“ that was that every one should meet
“ death after a fair trial, suck as they all
“get. How very differently they would
‘““ have been treated by any other of the
¢t Furopean powers.”

O my countryman ! Is there no such
thing as British bunkum? Have our
Columbian brethren a monopoly of self-
appreciation

‘When it first began to be whispered
in English circles that sedition was
a-foot, public opinion was strong against
the alarmists. The sepoy was every-
thing that could be wished. Faithful
and docile, his prejudices were to be
respected, and his calumniators snubbed.

“ We understand,” on the 3d of
February, 1857, “that the sepoys of
¢ Barrackpore have consulted their com-
“rades in the upper provinces as to the
“new method of making cartridges,
“and have been informed that they are
 determined not to submit to an inno-
“vation which affects their rules of
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“caste. The Government may be as-
¢ gured that those who are most deter-
“ mined to maintain their own rights are
“neither the worst nor the least faithful
“soldiers. Fven Cromwell's Ironsides
“would have mutinied if they had been
“ forced to hear the Common Prayer
“read.”

“What a pity it is,” writes an officer
of the 65th Native Infantry, “that
“ Europeans abusing a corps cannot be
“strung up !”

A few short months, and a Delhi
ruffian, stained to the elbows with
English blood, was a saint compared to
the Englishman of noble and elevated
nature, who, amidst the universal mad-
ness, preserved one tittle of justice, one
spark of humanity. ¢“We earnestly
“hope,” (such was the style of the
penny-a-liner of those days,) “and we
“ghall be joined by almost all our
“readers, that the sepoys will first
“sheathe their bayonets in the bodies
“of those capable of excusing them.”

Here is an art-notice of the period :

“That indefatigable artist, Mr. Hud-
“son, has just finished a portrait of
“ Captain Hazlewood, which may be
“gseen in Thacker and Spink’s gallery.
“The friends of the gallant officer will
“at once recognise the likeness, and
“feel confident that no undue lenity on
“his part will be shown to the mur-
“ derers of women and children ; for he
“has a stern expression of countenance,
“ag if he had just given an order to
“hang them and their favorers.”

The poet’s corner in the English-
man of that year contains productions
the most degraded, morally and intellec-
tually, that ever proceeded from a
human pen, not excepting that of Le
Pére Duchesne. These are the terms in
which men allowed themselves to speak
of the ruler who saved our nation from
as awful a crime as any on which the
sun has shone :—
¢¢ Barring humani ty-pretenders,

To Hell of none are we the willing senders ;

But, if to sepoys entrance must be given,

Locate them; Lord, in the back slums of
Heaven,”

Talk of the New York Herald! May

our Father which is in Heaven not lead
us again into such temptation !

‘When but seven years have passed
since such a mine lay beneath our feet
unheeded and unknown, we should be
slow to affirm that we understand the
feelings and character of the people of
India. Their inner life still remains a
sealed book tous. Certain it is that we
have a very vague notion of the estima-
tion in which they hold us. Itis hardly
possible for a man brought up amidst
European scenes and associations to
realize the idea conceived of him aud his
countrymen by a thorough-bred Hindoo.
On the one hand the natives must
acknowledge our vast superiority in the
arts of war and government. Our rail-
ways, and steamships, and Armstrong
guns are tangible facts which cannot be
slighted. They must be perfectly aware
that we have conquered them, and are
governing them in a more systematic
and downright manner than they have
ever been governed before. But, on the
other hand, many of our usages must in
their eyes appear most debased and re-
volting. Imagine the horror with which
a punctilious and devout Brahmin can-
not but regard a people who eat the
flesh of cow and pig, and drink various
sorts of strong liquors from morhing till
night. It is at least as hard for such 2
man to look up to us as his betters,
morally and socially, as it would be for
us to place amongst the most civilized
nations of the world a population which
was in the habit of dining on human
flesh, and intoxicating itself daily with
laudanum and sal-volatile. The peculiar
qualities which mark the Englishman
are singularly distasteful to the Oriental,
and are sure to be strangely distorted
when seen from his point of view. Our
energy and earnestness appear oppres-
sive and importunate to the languid
voluptuous aristocracy of the East. Our
very honesty seems ostentatious and con-
temptible to the wily and tortuous Hin-
doo mind. That magnificent disregard
of les convenances, which has rendered
our countrymen so justly beloved by all
the continental nations, is inexplicablo
and hateful to a race who consider ex-
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ternal pomp and reticent solemnity to be:
the necessary accompaniments of rank,
worth, or power. The Maharaja of

Kishnagur once described to me his dis-

gust and surprise at seeing an English
magistrate, during a shooting excursion,
bathe in the tank near which the tents
were piteched. Europeans who have
resided many years in the East seldom
fail to acquire some of these so-called
Oriental prejudices. Some of my Anglo-
Indian friends have told me that nothing
would persuade them to strip themselves

in a public swimming-bath ; and I have:
seen a high official unable to conceal his.

horror when a sucking-pig, which by
that time was a sucking-pig only in
name, was placed on the table directly
under his nose. {
It is noteworthy that the free and
hardy customs of the ancient Greeks
produced much the same effect upon the
effeminate subjects of Darius and Ar-
taxerxes. The Persian, whose every
action was dictated by a spirit of intense
decorum and self-respect, could not
appreciate the lordly indifference to ap-
pearances displayed by the Spartan,
accustomed to box, and run, and wrestle
without a shred of clothing, in the pre-
sence of myriads of his brother Hellenes.
Herodotus tells his countrymen, as a
remarkable piece of information, that,
“among the Lydians, and, speaking
“loosely, among barbarians in general,

\ ‘it is held to be a great disgrace to be

‘“ seen naked, even for a man.”

Add the mysterious awe by which we
are shrouded in the eyes of the native
population, which very generally attri-
butes to magic our uniform success in
everything- we take in hand, and you
will have some conception of the picture
presented to the Hindoo mind by an in-
defatigable, public-spirited, plainspoken,
beer-drinking,cigar-smoking, tiger-shoot-
ing collector. We should not be far
wrong if we were content to allow that
we are regarded by our Eastern subjects
as a species of quaint and somewhat ob-
Jectionable demons, with a rare aptitude
for fighting and administration ; foul and
degraded in our habits, though with
reference to those habits mnot to be

judged by thesame standard as ordinary-
men ; not malevolent withal (that is to
say, the official fiends), but entirely way-
ward and unaccountable ; a race of demi--
devils ; neither quite human, nor quite
supernatural ; not wholly bad, yet far
from perfectly beneficent; who have
been settled down in the country by the-
will of fate, and seem very much in-
clined to stay there by our own. If
this is not the idea entertained of us by
an average Bengalee rustic, it is some--
thing very near it.

Such is the incompatibility of senti-
ment and custom between the European
and the native, that even the firmest
friends of the latter allow that a com-
plete amalgamation is quite hopeless.
The wide and radical difference between
the views held by the respective races
with regard to the weaker sex alone,
forms a bar, at present insuperable, to
any very familiar intercourse. We, who
still live among the recollections and
records of chivalry, horrify utilitarians
by persisting in regarding women as god-
desses. The Hindoos, who allow their
sisters and daughters few or no personal
rights—the Mahommedans, who do not
even allow them souls—cannot bring
themselves to look upon women as better
than playthings. The pride of a Mns-
sulman servant is terribly wounded by a
scolding from the lady of the ihouse.
He takes every opportunity of showing
contempt for his mistress by various
childish impertinences when the Sahib
and his horsewhip are well out of the
way. Among the numberless symptoms
of our national eccentricity, that which
seems most extraordinary to a native is
our submitting to be governed by a wo-
man. For a long time they accounted
for the presence of the Queen’s effigy
on the rupee by setting her down as the
wife of John Kumpani. Now they
probably imagine that John Kumpani
1s dead, and that she has come into pos-
session as residuary legatee. The free
and unrestrained life of an English lady
excites the strangest and most unjust
ideas in the mind of an Hindoo. To
see women riding in public,driving about
in apen carriages, dining and talking and
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dancing with men connected with them:
neither by blood nor marriage, never
fails to produce upon him a most false
and unfortunate impression. Many gen-
tlemen who are intimately acquainted
with native ways of thought are not
often very ready to take their wives and
daughters to balls where the guests are
of mixed nationality. I was present
lately at an entertainment. given by the
Maharaja of Nilpore. The dancing
went on in a sort of atrium in the centre
of the palace, while the host, in a blaze
of diamonds from head to foot, inspected
the scene through a lorgnette from the
gallery, turning from time to time to
make a remark to a circle of his friends
and hangers-on. He resembled Lord
Steyne at the opera, surrounded by his
‘Wenhams and Waggs, rather than the
received notion of “the man of the
house” of a Belgravian ball-room. His
bearing aroused the most lively indig-
nation among the older Anglo-Indians.
Suggestions to “turn him out,” and
“throw him over” were bandied aboub
in an audiblekey. One old campaigner

sighed for the halcyon days of the mu-

tiny. “Hang him! I should like to
“loot him. He must be worth a quarter
“of a crore of rupees as he stands. His
“cap alone would be a good two lacs.”

The longer a man lives in this country
the more firmly convinced does he be-
come that the amalgamation of the
conquerors and the conquered is an idea
impracticable, and, to use an odious
word, Utopian. But this does not im-
ply that, as time goes on, as the native
becomes civilized, and the European
humane and equitable, the two races
should not live side by side with mutual
sympathy and self-respect, and work to-
gether heartily for the same great ends.
But this consummation is simply impos-
sible until there is a marked improve-
ment in the tone of the European
settlers. That intense Anglo-Saxon
spirit of self-approbation, which, though
dormant at home, is unpleasantly per-
ceptible among vulgar Englishmen on
the Continent, becomes rampant in India.
It is painful, indeed, to observe the deep
pride and insolence of race which is
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engrained in our nature, and which
yields only to the highest degrce of
education and enlightenment. The
lower in the scale of society, the more.
marked become the symptoms of that
baneful sentiment. A native of rank,
whom men like Sir John Lawrence or
Sir Herbert Edwardes treat with the
courtesy due to an equal, will be flonted.
and kicked about by any planter’s as-
sistant or sub-deputy railway contractor
whose path he may chance to eross.
On such a question as this, one fact is
worth volumes of declamation ; and
facts of grave import may be gathered
by the bushel by any one who spends
three days in the country with his
mouth shut and his eyes wide open.
Sonepore, the point at which the.
Gunduck runs into the Ganges, is the
most sacred spot in the north of India.
Thither, time out of mind, at a certain
phase of the moon during the late
autumn, devout Hindoos have been
wont to repair from hundreds of miles
round, for the purpose of washing away
their sins. Men discovered that expia-
tory bathing was not incompatible with
business, and a great fair began to be
held yearly during the festival, princi-
pally for dealings in elephant and horse-
flesh. The Anglo-Indians, who attended
for the purpose of buying nags, soon
took to running their purchases ome
against another ; and the attractions of
a European race-meeting were thus
added to those which Sonepore already
possessed during the sacred week. The
whole of Bahar society now makes holi-
day in that week, and a more pleasant
reunion it is difficult to imagine. Men
rejoice in the annual opportunity of
renewing Haileybury and Addiscombe
friendships with old companions from
whom they have been separated through-
out the remainder of the year by vast
distances and vile roads. The compli-
cated family connexions, so general in
the Civil Service, render this periodical
gathering peculiarly pleasant. The wife
of the Judge of Baglipore looks forward
for months to meeting her sister, the
Collectrix of Gya; and the Commis-
sioner of Benares, like a good cousin,
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has promised to bring her brother in
his train, though that promising but
susceptible Assistant-Magistrate has ex-
ceeded his privilege leave by ten days’
extra philandering at Simla. The de-
sirable young ladies come to Sonepore
already engaged to local partners for
every dance during the meeting—a cir-
cumstance extremely discouraging to
casual swells who may have been at-
tracted from Calcutta by the glowing
accounts of the doings at the races put
about by Bahar members of the Secre-
tariat. Beneath a vast circular grove
stretches a camp more than a mile in
extent, where croquet and betting go on
briskly by day, and waltzing and flirta-
tion by might. The tents of each set
of friends cluster round a large open
pavilion, belonging to some liberal
planter or magistrate, where covers are
laid three times a day for every one
who can be cajoled into joining the
party. I could talk on for ever about
Sonepore ; such dear associations does
it conjure up of open-handed Indian
hospitality and open-hearted Indian
friends, from my feeling for whom
neither time, nor absence, nor opposed
sentiments, nor divided interests, can
ever, shall ever, abate one atom of affec-
tion and gratitude.

It was there, during one of the prin-
cipal races, that I was standing at the
Judge’s post, divided by the breadth of
the course from a platform occupied by
some dozen Englishmen. Close up to
this platform crowded a number of
well-dressed, well-to-do natives—respect-
able shopkeepers from Chupra; warm
men of business from Patna ; gentlemen
of rank from Benares and Lucknow. I
saw—with my own eyes I saw—a tall
taw-boned brute of a planter, whose
name I should not hesitate to publish
if it were worth the publishing, rush at
these men, who had as good a right to
be there as the Governor-General him-
self, and flog them with a double-
thonged hunting-whip, until he had
driven them in humiliating confusion
and terror for the distance of many
yards. One or two civilians present said
to each other that it was a “shame;”

but no one seemed astounded or horri-
fied ; no one interposed ; no one prose-
cuted ; no one objected to mect the
blackguard at dinner, or to take the
odds from him at the ordinary.

A Judge of the High Court at Cal-
cutta informed me that he had himself
witnessed the following scene, while
travelling on the East Indian Railway
b, ween Benares and Hourah. When
the train stopped at a certain station, a
Bengalee attempted to get into a second-
class carriage. Some Kuropeans, who
were comfortably settled down for a
long sleep, told him to go about his
business. He appealed to the officials,
stating himself to be a native gentleman.
A person in authority told him he must
be contented to travel third-class—to
which he replied that he preferred to
be left behind. By this time he was
surrounded by a circle of bullying
English travellers ; whom the guard of
the train convulsed with delight by
holding up his lantern to the poor man’s
face, and in a strong Irish brogue bid-
ding the bystanders look at “a specimen
“of a native gentleman.”

If T could think that the interest
with which you read these stories could
be one-tenth as deep as the pain with
which I write them, you should have
enough to keep youn in indignation for
the next twelvemonth. DBut things
which, when acted, set the teeth chat-
tering and the fingers twitching, seem
childish enough when turned into sen-
tences and divided with commas and
colons. Heaven knows I would give a
month’s pay or a year’s pension to have
my will of some ruffians for what I
have heard them say with applause, and
seen them do with impunity. Tearful
symptoms these of what must be seeth-
ing below ! However kind he might be
to his native servants, however just to
his native tenants, there is not a single
non-official person in India, with whom
I have conversed on public questions,
who would not consider the sentiment
that we hold India for the benefit of
the inhabitants of India a loathsome
un-English piece of cant. Hence comes
the paramount necessity that opinion at
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home should keep 2 close watch wpon
the conduct of the affairs of India. Tt
is not enough that we send her out
able and high-minded rulers. While
there, they must never be allowed to for-
get that the eyes of England are upon
them. Lord Canning was as brave a
man and as good a man as could well be
found within our isles. Such he pro- .

himself to be at a crisis when vi ue

was useless without eourage, and when
courage without virtue was far worse
than useless. Yet even he succumbed
at last to the ravening clamour of the
friends of indigo. Jf Lord Canning
liad been left to himself, the ryot would
have been delivered over to his tyrants
hound hand and foot, by a law illogical,
inhumane, and inexpedient in all the
highest senses.

What is the meaning of the Anglo-
Saxon outery?  'We cannot exterminate
a wealthy and ancient community of a
hundred and fifty millions of human
beings, like so many Maoris or Chero-
kees; and, if we do mnot exterminate
thew, we ecannot continue to humble and

to wrong them, If this state of things
is disregarded at home, most serious
evils must ensue. If it should ever
come to pass that for a single peried of
five years India should be governed
under the auspices of a Secretary of
State of anti-native tendencies, the cer-
tain result would be a wide-spread
system of social oppression, degrading
and cruel to the native, shameful and
demeralizing to us. The apathy of
Inglishmen to the affairs of India
would be venial if our interests alone
were thereby placed in peril ; but, when
the consequences fall on the innocent
children of the soil, that apathy be-
comes nothing less than criminal. While
honest men doze, bad men are hard at
work. The people of Hindestan, if
they be wise, will make it their prayer
that they may gain the ear of England ;
for, if they succeed in obtaining her
attention, they are seeure of her human-
ity and ber justice.

Yours ever,
H. Broucnrox.

THE HILLYARS AND THE BURTONS: A STORY OF TWO FAMILIES.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, AUTHOR OF “ AUSTIN ELLIOT,” “ RAVENSHOE,” ETC.

CHAPTER XXVIL

JAMES BURTON'S STORY : THE GUOST
SHOWS A LIGHT FOR THE FIRST TIME,

THE night we went to the play, it was
arranged that Joe, because of his lame-
ness, should start first; and 1 was to
stay behind, to finish some work. It
therefore happened that I found myself
hurrying through the small streets
beyond Westminster Bridge, alone.

I am going to relate a distressing acei-
dent, very shortly, for the simple reason
that, if T had not witnessed it, I should
have missed making a singular discovery
and meeting with a few singular adven-
tures, y 3

No. §5.—voL. x.

I noticed a young man, of my own
rank and age, riding a cart-horse just in
front of nie, and took but little notice of
him ; not dreaming how very important
his every look would be, in a very few
minutes. I remembered after, that he
seemed a merry, good-humoured fellow,
and was whistling. The night was
frosty, and the road was slippery ; his
horse blundered and stumbled, and threw
him, whistling as he was, under the
wheels of apassing waggon. The next
moment I was carrying him on to a door-
step, quite dead; shattered beyond
recognition.

I cannot tell you what a lamentable
affair it was. I did what I eould—1
helped others, and was beginning to

C
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congratulate myself upon ny self-posses-
sion, when I found that a very singular
effect was produced on myself. I was
giving my name and address to a poliee-
man, when I felt something coming too
quickly to be stopped, and burst into a
wild tempest of tears—sueh a tempest
that I could not stay the course of it for
a time, but had to give it way, gust
after gust, until they grew fainter, and
died away into an oceasional stormy sob.
Then 1 went on to the theatre, thinking,
poor fool as I was, that I might forget
the real terrible tragedy I had just
witne¢sed by throwing myself headlong
into a séa of fantastic balderdash.

I found Joe, and, when the door was
opened, we fought our way into a good
place. The instant we got settled, Joe
asked me what was the matter, and I
told him that I had seen a fellow run
over. He said, “Poor chap !”” but, not
having seen it happen, thought no more
about it, but settled himself down to
enjoy his evening.

-1 suppose there are some play-goers
still alive who remember the ¢ Harvest
Home.” Tt belongs to the Eocene, or at
latest to the early Miocene, formation of
plays—probably, to be correet, it is half-
way between the ¢ Stranger” and the
“Colleen Bawn.” There was a dawn-
ing of the “sensation” style in it, but
nothing very tremendous. O. Smith
ghot the first comedy gentleman stone-
dead (as you were supposed to suppose,
if you hadn’t known better all the time)
from behind a stone wall, with an air-
gun ; and the first lady threw herself on
the corpse, and was dragged off scream-
ing, in a snow-storm, by Mr. O. Smith,
her putative papa. Whereupon, Mr.
‘Wright came on, as a Cockney sportsman
dressed like a Highlander, having lost his
way, and, as far as I can remember, found
thebody. Inthe end, Mr. O. Smith was
hung, or, on the prineiple, says Joe, of
“ Nee coram populo,” was led off eursing
and kicking; and Mr. Wright was
married (or was going to be) to the
second lady.

That was the sort of stuff that Joe and

..J used to laugh and ery over in those
days. We had seen the play acted at

the Adelphi, and were most anxious to
compare the magnificent Milesian Irish
pronunciation of our own Miss Brady,
with the broken English of Madame
Celeste. 1t all fell dead on me that night.
Even poor old Wright, with his bare
legs and his impudent chatter, could not
make me laugh. The image of what I
had carried up and set on the door-step,
an hour before, would not leave me.
That a merry, harmless lad like that
should . be struck down in an instant,
seemed to me so lamentable and eruel.
I could think of nothing else. The
details would come before me so per-
sistently—the head that would hang ;
the two low, fallen women, who kept
saying, ¢ Poor dear! poor dear lad !” and
all the rest of it. The play seemed such
a hideous silly mockery after what had
happened that I could bear no more of
it. I made some excuse to Joe, and I
went out.

The squalor and noise of the street
suited my mood better than the gaudy
brightness of the play-house: and the
bustling reality of the crowd soothed me
for a time, and made me forget the
tragedy of the evening. This crowd of
noisy, swarming, ill-fed, ill-taught, ill-
housed poor folks was, after all, composed
of my own people—of men, women, and
lads of my own rank- inlife ; of people
whose language was mwy own, whose
every want and care I was aequainted
with ; of the people among whom I had
been bred up, and whom I had learnt to
love. I was at home among them.

The other day, after spending years
in a higher and purer atmosphere, I
went among them again, just to see
whether they were the same to me as in
old times. I found that T was quite
unchanged. They did not disgust me
in the least. 1T felt, when I got among
them again, that I was at home once
more. I was pleased to find that I had
not developed into a snob; but I was
sorry to find that they distrusted me,
in my good clothes, and would have
none of me. Knowing them as I did,
and knowing how they talked among
themselves, I could see that they talked
in a different language in the presence
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of my fine clothes and watch-chain. It
is very hard for a gentleman to know
them ; very nearly impossible. They
never speak to him quite naturally.

I went into a public-house, where I
heard music, and got myself some
porter, and sat down on a bench among
some young men, who made room for
me. The musicians played some dance-
music—a waltz which I now know to
be one of Strauss’s; but it sounded to
me like the lapping of the tide unpon
the mud-banks, and the moaning of the
wind from the river among the grave-
stones in the old churchyard.

So, thought-driven, with a despond-
ency on me for which it was difficult
to account, I was compelled homewards.
From street to street, all low and dull,
to the bridge, where the chill, frosty
wind rustled among the scaffolding of
the new Houses of Parliament with
ghostly sighs. And so I passed west-
ward, through another labyrinth of
squalid streets ; some bright with flaming
gas and swarming with noisy crowds’;
some dark and dull, with only a few
figures here and there, some of which
lurked away before the heavy tramp of
the policeman.

As I passed the vast dark fagade of
Chelsea Hospital the clock struck ten,
and a few minutes afterwards I came
on the broad desolute river, at the east
end of Cheyne Walk. The frosty wind
was moaning among the trees, and the
desolate wild river was lapping and
swirling against the heads of the barges
and among the guard piles, which stood
like sentries far out, stemming the
ebbing tide. Of all scenes of desola-
tion which I ever witnessed, give me
the Thames at night. I hurried on
again, with the strange terrified humour
on me stronger than ever.

There was a ball at a large bow-
windowed house, close to Don Saltero’s,
and I stopped to listen to the music,
There were some fiddles and a piano,
played evidently by skilled professional
hands. Good heavens ! could they play
nothing but that wild waltz of Strauss’s,
which I had heard the Germans play-
ing in the public-house? Why should

handsome young gentlemen and beau-
tiful girls dance to a tune which sweepg
in such strange, melancholy eddies of
sound, that even now it sets me thinking
of the winds which wander over solitary
moonless seas, which break with a far-
heard moan, against distant capes, in an
unknown land at midnight ?

A couple came from the rest and
stood in the window together, behind
the half-drawn curtains: and I could
see them, for their heads were against
the light. He was a gallant youth,
with a square head; and she seemed
beautiful too. e spoke eagerly-toiher,
but she never looked towardsibaiz; he
secemed to speak more eagerly yet, and
tried to take her hand; but she with-
drew it, and he slowly left her and
went back into the room; but she
remained, and I saw her pulling the
flowers from her nosegay and petulantly
throwing them on the carpet, while
she looked out steadily across the wild
sweeping river, hurrying to the sea.

So on I went again, passing swiftly
through the churchyard. In a few
moments after, I had turned out of
Church Street into our own row. It
was quite quiet. Our great house rose
like a black wall in front of me ; I cast
my eye up it until it rested on the
great dormer-window of Reuben’s room
—the ghost’s room—and, good heavens!
there was a light there.

It was gone while I looked at it;
but there was no doubt about it. Either
Reuben had come honte, or else it was
the ghost. I went in at once. My
father was sitting alone in the kitchen,
with his head in his hands; I looked
up at a certain hook over the dresser.
The key of Reuben’s room was hanging
there still.

My father looked up. “Jim, my
old chap,” he said, “I'm so glad you're
come. Get my pipe, and come and sit
alongside. How did you like the
theayter, old man ?” .

As1looked at my father, I saw some-
thing was the matter. I had never
seen the dear, noble face in sorrow
before ; but my love told me at onca
that sorrow had come. I waited for

c2
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him to tell me what it was, I had
perfect confidence in him. I said (in
the old style, for though I had been
trying hard to talk like Joe and Erne,
I had hitherto made a mess of it, and
always resorted to the vernacular in
emergencies, or for business purposes),
“ T didn't care about the play to-night.
I saw a young chap run over, and that
upset me for the evening. I wasn't
going to spoil Joe's fun; so I came
home” (“took and hooked it” in the
original). “Reuben is not come back,
ishe?”

“No,” said my father; “he aint
come back. 'What should he be come
back for? There’s his key a-hanging
over the dresser. I say, old man, Mr.
Compton’s been here.”

¢ Has anything gone wrong about the
patent'?” I asked, aghast.

“Not gone, old man, but very likely
to go, I'm afeard.”

“ How is that #” I asked.

““The invention was anticipated, Mr.
Compton is afraid. There was a patent
taken out for it before, and Mr. Compton
is afraid that Marks and Cohen have
bought the patentee’s interest in it ; in
which case, my chance ain’t worth a
brass farden.”

“And what then #” T asked.

“Why, I'm ruined, old boy, body
and bones. The savings of twenty
happy years gone in a day. And worse
than that—nigh a couple of hundred
more, as far as I can make out. I
wouldn’t have cared—I wouldn’t have
cared,” said my father, hurling his pipe
fiercely into the fireplace ; “T tell you,
Jim, 1 wouldn’t have cared—" he said
once more, with a heave of his great
chest and a sob. That was all he said,
but T understood him.

I rose to the situation. One of the
proudest recollections of my most pros-
perous and lucky career is the way I
rose to the situation that unhappy
night. I put my arm on his shoulder,
and drew his grizzled head to me, and
said ;

“ Wouldn't have cared—if it hadn't
been for what, father 1”

“I wouldn't have cared,” said my
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father, “if the disgrace had fallen on
me alone.”

“Has any one been a-talking about
disgrace ¢ I asked.

“ Not yet,” said my father.

“They’d better not,” I answered.
“Tet ’em come to me and talk about
disgrace. I'll disgrace ’em. And ruin—
who talks of ruin? How can the best
smith in England be ruined ; they ean’t
take his trade from him, can they ?
Let’s up with everything, and go to
Australey.”

“IWhat ?” said my father, looking up.

“ Go to Australey,” I said, as bold as
brass; “the country as Master Erne’s
brother came from. Why, a smith is 2
gentleman there. He's—"

“Go to bed, old chap,” said my
father.

“Bed or no bed,” I said, “is neither
the one thing nor the other. Accord-
ing as a chap thinks, so will he speak ;
that is, if he aets acecording, which is
reason. My sentiments being asked, I
gives ’em free ; and there you are, and
welcome, with many more, and thank
you kindly ; and may the Lord forgive
us all our transgressions.” (All this
was said with defiant assertion; for I
saw that, by the mere mention of the
word Australia, I had brought a light
in my father’s face which was not there
before. In my nervous eagerness to
drive the nail home, T made the above
little speech, which might have been
intended to mean something then, but
the key to which is missing new.)

“Take and go to bed, I tell you,”
said my father again; “you and your
Australeys! I'm ashamed on you.”

“Shame took and whispered in his
ear,” 1 answered, seeing I was some-
how doing the right thing, “and Old
Adam and Little Faith tried to stop
his going on too, whereas I speaks out,
and ain’t for stopping nobody.”

My father, possibly concluding that
the more I spoke the more I should in-
volve myself, reiterated :

“Go to bed, I tell you, old chap ; who
knows but what you're talking sense ? 1
don’t say neither the one thing nor the
other ; all T say is, go to bed.”
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And'so I went: to bed, and to sleep.
And, after some unknown time of un-
consciousness, I awoke with a ghastly
horror upon me.

Joe was by my side, but I did not
wake him. I was very careful not to
do that, and there were one or two
reasons for if.

First of all, I séw the poor lad run
over again—that pale face, those teeth,
and those spasmodically winking eye-
lids ; and, while he was still in my arms,
I came round the corner once more, into
the buildings, and saw the ghost’s light
gleam out of Reuben’s window. And
then Reuben was come home, and in
trouble up there. And then it was
Reuben who had been run over, and
then Reuben had to sit up there all
alone, poor lad, watching the body ; but,
however the phantasmageries shifted
themselves, the crowning horror of all
was in the room upstairs, where I
had seen the light. And in the sheer
desperation of terror I rose to go there,
refusing to awaken Joe, because I even
then, light-headed as I was, remembered
that Reuben would not have him know
anything.

And so, in a state of cowardly horror
at I knew not what—a state of mind
which was nearly allied to the most des-
perate courage—I arose silently, and, in
my trousers and shirt only, passed out of
our room on to the great empty stair-
case, determined to go up all through
the desolate empty house, until I found
out the mystery which I knew was hid
aloft in the ghostly attic. I would
penetrate into the mystery of that
strange light, even though I died of
terror.

The old staircase creaked under my
weight, and the web-winged thingswhich
flutter about the ceilings of these sort
of places dashed round aloft in silent
wheeling flight. The ghosts all passed
on before me in a body ; and I was glad
of it, for I was afraid that some of them
might stand politely aside in a corner
to let me pass,and I don’t think I could
have stood that. Yet all the ghosts
passed on, except a solitary one, who
followed stealthily.

This following ghost was the most
terrible ghost of all, for I couldn’t see
what it was going to be at. I thought
at one time that I would stop and see
whether it would stop too; but then
again, I reflected, what a terrible thing
it would be if it didn’t, but came right
on.
Once in my terror I thought of cry-
ing for help, and raising the neighbour-
hood, but while I was thinking of it I
passed a staircase-window, and saw that
I was alreadyhigh above the neighbours’
highest chimneys, and that I might
shout long enough. There was no re-
treat now without passing by the ghost,
which was following ; and every step I
took I felta growing dislike to do that—
without the kitchen poker.

For it was a clumsy ghost, and knew
its business but imperfectly. No pro-
perly educated ghost would knock a
hard metallic substance against the
banisters and then use a most low and
vulgar expletive immediately afterwards.
I was getting wonderfully uneasy about
this ghost. The poker was such a handy
little poker ; but here was I, and there
was the poker, and so there was nothing
to do but to go on. )

At last Ireached Reuben’s room-deor,
and got hold of the handle. The door
was unlocked ; and I threw it open, to
see nothing but blank darkness.

T held my breath, and felt that some
one was there. Dreading the man who
was behind me, I desperately sprang
forward towards the well-known fire-
place to get hold of Reuben’s poker, if I
should have the luck. Then a lant-
horn was turned full blaze on my face.
I sprang towards it, with the intention
of getting hold of the man who held it,
putting it out, getting possession of it,
and pounding everything human I met
with black and blue, on the old cockney
rule that “a solitary man is worth a dozen
inthe dark, because he can hiteverybody,
and everybody else is afraid of hittingone
another ;” but, before I could reach him,
I had a cloth thrown over my head, an
arm round my throat, tightening every
moment, and in less than a minute was
completely overpowered, with my arms
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tied behind me, blindfolded, with a
handkerchief passed through my mouth,
and tied behind, having seen no one,

I felt that I was in the light, and that
people were looking at me ; at last some
one spoke, in a very gentlemanly, re-
fined voice I thought, and said, “ Who
the deuce is it?”

~“It’s the young smith ; it’s that gal-
lows young Burton” said another voice
I knew too terribly well. It was the
voice of the man I have called Bill
Sykes.

Another voice said, “Let us beat the
dog’s brains out, and cut his body into
small pieces and burn it. Curse him ;
prying into three gentlemen’s private
affairs like this. Let me have his blood,
Bill. Let me have hold of him.”

I knew this voice well enough. It
was Mr. Pistol's. I wasn’t much
afraid of him. It was Sykes I was
afraid of, the man who had me by the
collar ; the more so, because I saw, by
poor Pistol’s asking to get hold of me,
that he wanted to get me out of Sykes’s
hands ; and the more so still, because
I knew that Pistol, in his terrov of
Sykes, would let anything happen.
Therefore, when Sykes said to Pistol,
“Stand back and lock the door,” and
when I felt his hand tighten on my col-
lar, I began to say the Lord’s Prayer as
fast as ever I could.

Pistol only said, “ Bill, hold hard ;”
but his feeble protest was drowned in
the strangest sound I ever heard. The
unknown man with the gentlemanly
voice broke out with a fierce, snapping,
snarling objurgation, which took myself
and another listener utterly by surprise.

“Sykes, you blood-thirsty, clumsy
hound, drop that life-preserver or you are
a dead man. It isonly by the cowardly
idiocy of that fellow Pistol there that
you are in this thing at all, you low
brute—the best thing you were ever
in in your life, worth five hundred of
your stupid burglaries. ILeave that boy
alone, you worthless dog.”

I felt Sykes’s hand relax, but the bully
did not yield.

“You showing fight, you sneaking,
long-nosed cur! Shut up, or I'll pound
you into a jelly.”

“Will you?” said the gentlemanly
man, almost in a scream of rage. “Me!
you dog. Me! with this knife in my
hand. You ignorant idiot, with your
clumsy cudgels. Tearn the use of this,
and then you'll be my equal; just as
sure as I'm your master. You'd better
go and tickle a black snake on the nose
in December than come near me with
this in my hand. Leave that lad alone.
I won’t have a hair of his head touched.”

The bully knew the fearful advan-
tage which the use of the knife gives,

too well; he came down a little. He
said only :

*“What for?”

“ Because I choose it. How could

such as you understand if I told you
why ?” said the gentlemanly man, with a
fiercer snarl than ever. “I am a rogue
of long standing, but I have seen better
things, you Sykes. I hate you and your.
class. Hell has begun with me in this
world, with all its torment and its
loathing ; and the most terrible part
of my torment is, that those I loved
faithfully have cast me off, and that I
have to herd with such hounds as you.
But I will be revenged on one, until I
bring him to reeson ; and, while I carry
a knife, I will express my loathing and
scorn for such curs as you. Come
hither, lad. Do you care for your cousin
Reuben #”

As he said this he moved the hand-
kerchief from my mouth, and I an-
swered, “Yes, 1 cared very much for
my cousin.”

“We are a parcel of thieves and
worse, my lad, who have got possession
of the room he rents. He knows us,
my boy, and has been seen in our com-
pany. If you say one word about to-
night’s work, your cousin Reuben will
be transported as an accomplice of ours.
So you see how fatal the consequences
of your speaking would be. We shall
be gone to-morrow, maybe. You’'d best
say nothing, for your cousin’s sake.”

I said that T would not say one word.

“If you do,” said Pistol, “I'll have
your bingy ; strike me as blind as a
morepork if T don't have your bingy !”
(by which speech I know, through the
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light of later experience, that Mr, Pistol
had been transported).

“Shut up, fool,” said the gentlemanly
man. “Sykes, I am going to let this
young "un go.”

“T’1l cut his throat if he blows,” said
blustering Bill. ¢ e knows me. Ie
knows he’ll never be safe if he does.
Swear him. Do you wish you may die
if you peach, you cursed young toad ?”

“You clumsy fool,” said the gentle-
manly man ; ¢ put him on his honour, I
tell you. Youll have his monkey up
directly. . You're not going to say a
word, for your cousin’s sake; are you,
Jim 2"

I repeated that I would not say one
single word.,

“Then come outside here,” said the
gentlemanly man. And so he led me
to the door, pulled the cloth from
my eyes, shut me out on the landing,
and locked the door after. When I
found myself free on the landing, I am
pleased to remember that the first thing
I did was to offer up a short thanks-
giving : that it was only the grace after
meat which I repeated in my haste is
no matter—the intention was the same.

Now the steed was stolen I shut the
stable-door, and went downstairs with
the most elaborate caution, in anticipa-
tion of another ambuscade. I was a
long time in reaching my bedroom. At
last I reached it. One of the pleasantest
moments in my life was when I slipped
into bed, and heard my father and
mother snoring in the next room, pro-
ducing between them such a perfect
imitation of a rusty mine-pump, as
would have made their fortunes on the
“ boards.”

One comfort was that Joe had not
missed me. He was lying just as I
left him. He had evidently been fast
asleep all the time,

Had he? The moment I was com-
fortably settled he spoke. He sa'd, “It
was touch and go for that devil Sykes,
old Jim.”

“ What do you mean, Joe #” I asked,
in my astonishment.

“Mean !” said Joe, laughing ; “why,
that I was standing in the dark behind

]

him with our bedroom poker, and, if
he had raised his hand six inches
higher, I'd have had him down like a
dead dog, and Pistol after him. He'd
have gone down at once, if I hadn’t
seen the knife in the other one’s hand.
When /e turned up trumps, I let things
be.”

“Then it was you who followed me
upstairs ?”

“So it was, Jim. I’ve had my sus-
picions about that room ; and, when you
began to cry out in your sleep about
Reuben watching corpses up there, and
when you got out and went up, 1 fol-
lowed you. I thought you were sleep-
walking, and so didn't dare to wake
you. TI've followed you into many
fights, my old boy, and I wasn’t going
to let you go up there alone.”

“I think you would follow me to
death, Joe.”

“1 think I would,” he said. “They
had nothing but one dark-lanthorn, or I
should have had to plan the dickens.
I wonder what they are doing there? I
think they are only hiding. We must
speak to Rube, poor lad. It is very
hard on him. Poor faithful, affectionate
fellow ! I wish he had more determina--
tion; I wish he could say No. But
what can he do?”

“T1 tell you what,” I said. “I have
a suspicion. I believe that the man
who came to my assistance with his
knife was the same man I saw in Law-
rence Street, that I told you of, when
Rube was among the whole gang.”

Joe rose up in bed, and said, in ac-
cents of profound astonishment, “ Why,
do you mean to say you don’t see how
things stand ”

I said, “No; but that long-nosed
fellow seemed to have some kind of
influence with Rube.”

“Do you mean to say,” said Joe,
“that you haven’t made out this much :
That hook-nosed man is Reuben’s father,
our cousin, Samuel Burton, come home
from his transportation, having fol-
lowed, as I strongly suspect, Mx. George
Hillyar? Didn’t you make that out'?”

I was too much dumbfoundered to
speak.

3
3
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- “You old stupid, you old hammer-
smith. 7 thought you had made it all
out, and would speak even to me, Reu-
ben having distrusted me. I have
watched the man days and days, till T
made it out. Don’t you see how deubly
it tongue-ties you and me, the only two
who know it ?”

I did sce that, certainly. Buf at this
moment my father dreamt of the devil,
and had to be punched awake by my
mother, lest he should pass into thz'xt
fourth and dangerous state of mesmerie
coma, as did the young lady spoken of
by that acute scientifie reasoner, Dr.
G In which case, as every one
ought to know, it would have beeome
necessary to mesmerise some one else,
nineteen to the dozen, to fetch him
baek again, before he got into the fifth
state, which is the deuce and all. At
all events, my father awoke, and accused
my mother on the spot of having had
the nightmare, in consequence of having
taken too much vinegar with her trot-
ters at supper: whieh was all she got
for her pains. But, he being awake,
Joe and I talked no more.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
AFFATRS AT STANLAKE.

GErTY didn't like England ; she couldn’t
possibly coneceive why the people in
Fngland didn't all go and live in Aus-
tralia. James wanted to get as many of
them as would come, over to Cooksland
free of expense, and when they came
they always liked it—in the end, yon
would understand her to mean ; for at
first they felt strange, and were, Lord
bless you, more particular over -their
rations than any corn-stalk cockatoo
who might have treed his section on
the burst, and eome back to the shed :
or than any real stringy back hand
ever thought of being. She didn’t see
why they should not all move over toge-
ther. It wonldn’t do to leave the Queen
behind ; but she might get to think
better of it as soon as she saw how
much superior Australia was to England.
And so she used to twitter on to old Sir

George Hillyar, never allowing for the
faet that, when most eonfidential and
affectionate with him, she was apt (as
above) to ramble off into fields of utterly
ineomprehensible slang, and to leave his
elose-cropped grey hair standing.on end
with amazement.

Gerty didn’t like Stanlake. ¢ Not
very much, papa,” she would say to
Sir George, taking his hand in hers ;.
“you ain’t offended, are you? because 1
mustn't offend you, or else James will
be angry with me when I go back home,
and say it is all my fault. I love
you, but I don’t like Stanlake. George
knows you are going to leave it to him,
because Mr. Compton advised him to
cut down the east belt. But I don’t
like it. It's so cold to your bones.”

“What do you like, my dear little
white rosebud ?” Sir George said one
day, laughing.

“Why,” she answered, “let me see.
1 like you (very mueh indeed—you
don’t know how mueh); and I like
xeorge more than you; and I like Erne
more than you, but not so much as
George. And I like Reuben the water-
man, and his eousin the blacksmith,
Jim—I mean, you know, Erne’s friend
—the tall lad with the large brown
eyes, who sat under the tomb that
tirst Sunday when the pew-opener poked
the umbrella into her husband’s eye,
because the mad woman canght spiders
in her prayers (you didn’t hear of that,
though). I like him, and I like his
great big sister ; for, although her hands
are very red, she has a gentle face, and
her voice is like James’s when he is
playing with baby. Ilike all thesc; so
I can’t be so hard to please as you want
to make out, you cruel tyrant.”.

“I don’t mean what people do you
like,” said Sir George, gently, “for I
believe you love everyone you come
near, just as everyone loves you. I
mean, what do you like to do best?
What can I do to amuse you, to make
the time go less slowly ?”

“I like the fire best,” said Gerty.
“I like to sit before the fire, and look
at the coals.”

[ ‘Vhy ? ”
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“[t warms my poor bones,” said
Gerty. “And I see things there.”

“Tell me what, Gerty—tell me what.
Do you ever see a little white sea-swal-
low that has winged its way, such a
weary way, over the heaving sea to sing
to an old man and soften his heart?”

“No,” said Gerty, simply, “I dont
ever remember to have seen that. I
see black fellows, and ships, and balls,
and things of that kind. I saw the
quartz range beyond Neville’s Gap once
yesterday, where we go to get flowers,
My word, what a rage poor mamma
was in!”

“ About what?” asked Sir George,
much amused. ““ About the ships, or
the black fellows 1”

“ About my book-mushin frock, you
foolish thing, and my complexion; there
wasn’t a bit of it as big as your hand
that wasn’t torn. And there were black
fellows in this story, too—for, when I
found ¥ was bushed, I had to go and
ook after them to take me home ; and
I followed the cattle-tracks till I came
to the great Billebong where they were
fishing, and I made them up stick and
take me home. Lord! you should have
seen me coming in state over the pad-
dock with my hair down, and five-and-
forty black fellows, lobras, picanninies
and all, at my heels. You would have
lIaughed.”

T think I should,” said Sir George.

“Mamma didn’t,” said Gerty. «I
was as brown as you; and that book-
muslin cost a deal of money. She made
such a fuss about it before the black
fellows, that they went back and tracked
me to the Grevillea Scrub, to get the
shreds of it which were left on the
thorns, thinking they were some price-
less tissue. They kept bringing pieces
of it as long as your little finger, or
smaller, to my mother ever so long, and
wanting her to give them brandy and
tobacco for them. She was angry.”

¢ She must have had good cause, with
six daughters like you to take care of.”

“Yes. You see she had staked her
reputation that we should marry better
than the seven Brown girls. And what
with poor papa going off at the Prince

of Wales, with the gout getting into his
stomach, and tallow down to three-
pence, and all the hands on the burst
at once, it was enough to make her
anxious, wasn't it 1" »

“I should think so,” Sir George
would reply. And then she would go
chirrupping on again; and George
would sit watching them from behind
his book.

There was no doubt whatever that
silly Gerty was making extraordinary
way with the old man, Her amazing
beauty, her gentleness, and her sim-
plicity won the old man completely ;
while her piquant conversation as above

" (it was piquant enough from her mouth,
Pq 8

though it may be dull from this pen),
amused him immensely. Whenever she
was utterly, unintelligibly, colonial in
her language, Sir George would make her
explain herself, and this would cause
her to use other colonialisms worse than
the first, to his intense delight. She was
winning on the old man day by day, and
George saw it with hope.

The old man would sit hours with
her now. They neither bored the other.
Gerty loved talking, and he loved listen-
ing to her strange prattle. Sir George
grew sensibly more free with and kird
to his son ; and the odd eight thousand
a-year — which Secretary Oxton had
encouraged him to go to London and
seek—seemed nearer to realization day
by day. Old Compton, the lawyer, used
to come often, as his wont was; and, as
he saw Sir George and Gerty together
so much, he took the trouble to watch
them, and as he watched them he said,
“ A new will l—a new will! My young
friend Erne will not be so rich as I
thought.”

George watched them too, with hope
—hope sometimes alternated with des-
pair. Sir George would be sitting beside
Gerty absorbed in a kind of pitying
admiration of her for an hour or more,
when in would come Erne, who loved
his sister-in-law, and loved to hear her
talk in her strange naive way, and
would stand against his father's chair
on the other side. And then George
would see the old man’s right hand
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withdrawn from tle arm of Gerty's
chair, and his left go wandering up
to smooth down the clustering brown
curls, which hung on Erne’s head like
a garland.

Then George would set his teeth and
curse Erne silently in his heart, for his
hatred of him grew stronger day by day.
He knew that Krne.was ufterly simple
and undesigning ; that he loved Gerty—
nay, that he loved Zim, George himself;
but he would not know it. Hefed his
heart in secret denunciations of his
brother. He let the devil in; and, to
himself and in private, he cursed his
brother for a designing young villain,
knowing that he was lying all the time.
The story of Cain and Abel isa very old
one. Where were James and Aggy
now ?

People called on Gerty. The Nalders
called ; but Gerty was looking out of
window, and saw them as they drove up,
and wasn’t at home. She would die
sooner than be at home when that art-
ful bold Yankee woman had the audacity
to call and hunt up her husband—much
sooner die, for then they would be sorry
for her, and would not despise her. She
had some spirit left, she thanked Heaven,
though the cold Zad got into her bones.
Nevertheless, she looked from behind
the curtain as they drove away, and saw
that Mrs, Nalder had been dressed by
a Frenchwoman, and looked horridly
handsome and amiable; and that Nalder
had mounted a tall white hat on to his
‘honest head, and wore what he would
have called a white vest and black pants,
although it was only half-past two in
the afternoon.

Then, another time, some other horrid
people called. She couldn’t see who
they were, but was sure they were horrid,
and she wasn’tat home. But she heard
a loud voice in the hall say, “Sure, then,
‘Phayley, we'll wait in the parlour till she
come ;" and then, with alittle cry of joy,
she ran out of the drawing-room, and
the next moment had buried her lovely
head in the capacious bosom of Miss
Lesbia Burke,

The good Irishwoman half laughed
and half cried over her; at one time

holding herat arm’s length to get a good
look at her, and the next hugging her
again, like a dear old lunatic as she
was ; while Mr. Phelim O’Brien (the
leader of the Opposition, James Oxton’s
deadly enemy) stood looking on, with a
smile of infinite contentment on his
handsome face. It appeared that he
and his cousin, Miss Burke, were to be
in London for some time on “bhisnuss,”
and they could meet again often. Lesbia
brought all kinds of tender loves from
half the colony ; and, more, it was this
battered old Irishwoman who had gone
out of her way to Neville’s Gap, that
she might visit the quartz ranges, and
bring Gerty a great nosegay of wild
flowers ; and here they were in a band-
box, trinmphantly. They were all
withered and dead—no more like their
former selves, than was Lesbia Burke to
the beauty of thirty years before: hut
some of the aromatic ones kept their
scent still—the dear old bush scent—
speaking of peaceful sunny summer days
among the hot silent forests : and
Lesbia’s heart was as true and as loving
now as it was when she learnt her first
prayer at her mother’s knee.

. Gerty did not chirrup much to Sir
George that night, but sat back in her
easy chair, with the faded flowers on
her lap, tying them up into various
bunches like a child, and sometimes
untying them and altering them. Once
she looked up and asked him whether
he did not wonder why she was doing
this, and he said “ Yes.”

“J am calling up the different holi-
days I have had, and am making up a
bouquet for each one, of the flowers I
remember best on those days, in order
that you and George may put them in
my coffin. I should like this bunch of
silver wattle to lie on my heart, because
they grow thick in the paddocks at
Barker's Station, where George came
and made love to me.”

“You must not talk about coffins, my
love,” said Sir George. “Try cradles,
hey ? that is more to the purpose.”

“ It may be either,” said Gerty, rising
wearily. “I think I will go to bed. I
think you had better send for Aggy ;
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she is at the Bend. She will be here
in an’ hour. I wish you could send
for her.”

Then the poor little woman looked
wildly round the room and saw where
she was; and, as she realized the fact
that her sister was sixteen thousand
miles away, she gave a weary little
moan, which went to Sir George’s heart.

“ She is too far to send for, my love,”
he said, kindly. ¢TI wish she were
here.”

“Stay,” said Gerty. ¢ Tell me, dear
old papa, was Lesbia Burke here to-day,
or am I dreaming again? I know she

was, These are the flowers she brought
me. George! George! send for old
Lesbia 1

Lesbia Burke was sent for, and we
need not insult your judgment by telling
you that she came raging off instantly
to the assistance of the sweet little bush
flower. She was naturally a loud woman,
and was rather louder than usual on
her journey in consequence of her im-
patience. But the moment she entered
Stanlake doors, she, with the wonderful
adaptive power of her nation, became
transformed into a calm, dexterous,
matronly lady, with a commanding
power expressed in every word and
attitude. She took possession of the
house and ruled it. Sir George Hillyar
had an eye for female beauty, but he told
George that he had never seen anything
like Lesbia Burke’s poses before. When
she swept into the library, at two
d’clock in the morning, with the lighted
candle close against her stern-marked
face, and announced the event to them,
both of them started. “The Siddons,
as Lady Macbeth, would have hidden
her head,” said Sir George. She cer-
tainly was. a terribly beautiful woman.

It was she who put the baby into
bed with Gerty when the doctor gave
leave, and who, when she heard Gerty’s
strange little croon of delighted wonder,
fell on the astonished doctor and baro-
net’s neck, and called him an “ould
darlin’.”

“Good heavens !” said the precise
old gentleman ; “I hope no ome saw
her. What would Lady Savine say?

You tever krow what tlese Irish people
will be at next.”

CHAPTER XXIX.

JAMES BURTON'S STORY : THE BEGINNING
OF THE BAD TIMES,

“ THE Simultaneity of certain Crises in
Human Thought, more especially re-
lating to the Results of Investigation
into Mechanical Agents,” would form a
capital title for a book, as yet to be
written. As good a title as could be
found (if you don’t mind a little
American, and follow Sir Walter Scott’s
doctrine about the title of books),
because no one could by any possibility
gather from it what the deuce the book
was about, until they had read it.

The writer of this book would have
to take notice that, for the last hundred
years (say), intelligence has been so
rapidly circulated, that the foremost
thinkers in all civilized countries are
at work for the same end at one and the
same time. He would have to point out
as examples (I merely sketch his work
out for him) the simultaneous invention
of steamboats on the Clyde and in
New York ; the nearly simultaneous.in-
vention of the Xlectric Telegraph in
England and in America (though Cook
and Wheatstone were clicking messages
to Camden Town three months before
the Yankees got to work). Again, for
instance, the discovery of the planet
Neptune, by Adams and Leverrier ; and
last, not least, the synchronic inven-
tion of the centrifugal buecket-lifter for
emptying cesspools—claims for which
were sent in at the same time by
Ebenezer Armstrong, of Salford, and
by James Burton, of Church Place,
Chelsea.

‘What actually ruined us was, that
none of us would go near the machine
after it was made, and that it had to be
worked by third parties. In his en-
thusiasm for science, I believe that my
father would have gone and super-
intended, but his proposition was met
by flat rebellion of the whole family.
My father demanded whether or no he
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was master in his own house ; whereto
Emma, who had a vast deal of spirit at
times, replied promptly, “ No, don’t let
him think so. Nothing of the kind.”
Emma’s having turned Turk startled
my father, and caused him to recon-
sider the matter of his being master in
his own house in another, and, let us
hope, a better spirit; for he only sab
" down and troubled me for his pipe.
When he had nearly smoked it,” he
caught my eye, and said, “ There was
three or four keys wanted driving
home, old chap ; and a washer or two
on the upper spindle would have broke
no one’s bones. Nevertheless, let be;
she is right in general. It'll all be
the same one day.”

That night in the dark, Joe, who was
at home, turned towards me and said :

“Jim, Erne Hillyar is making fine
gentlemen and ladies of us. 'We oughtn’t
to have stopped his going to see the
machine at work. I ought to have
gone, and you ought to have gone also.
We are getting too fine, Jim ; it won’t
do.”

I quite agreed, now I had time to
think, and we determined to go the very
next night.

But the very next day came Erne,
looking so wonderfully handsome and
so exquisitely clean, that going to
Augusta Court to superintend the empty-
ing of a cesspool became absolutely im-
possible.  Certainly, what Joe said was
true ; Erne was making fine gentlemen
of us.

That night the gentlemen who had
charge of the machine came home and
reported it broken. It had to be re-
paired.” To satisfy curiosity, it was what
gold -miners call a California - pump
(which is an old Chinese invention),
but with hollow paddles, nearly like
buckets. We had not repaired it for three
weeks, and, by the time we got it to
work again, Armstrong had sent in his
claim, and we had the satisfaction of
knowing that the delay was entirely our
own fault.

Strange to say, the invention had
been registered some years, though,
from want of practical knowledge, the

machine had never been used. The
former patentee instituted legal pro-
ceedings against my father and Arm-
strong. Cohen and Marks, the solicitors,
bought up Armstrong, and we were
nearly ruined.

So ends the history of my father’s
inventions. The other day my mother
asked him whether he couldn’t contrive
a spring to prevent the front door slam-
ming. He declined pointedly, saying
that he had had enough of that in his
life, and that she ought to be ashamed
of herself for talking about such things.

Nearly ruined. All my father's
savings, all Joe’s little earnings, and
most of the furniture, just saved us.
‘We could keep the house over our
heads, for we had taken it by the year,
and my father and I had our trade and
our strength between us and ruin still.
And as is very often the case, troubles
did not come singly. There was another
forge established at the bottom of Church
Street, and our business grew a little
slack (for new brooms sweep clean). We
knew that a reaction in our favour
would set in soon ; but, meanwhile, our
capital was gone, and we had to depend
on our ready-money receipts for the
men’s wages.

Those men’s wages were a terrible
trouble. T have had a peaceful, prosperous
life, and have been far better used than
I deserve ; for the trouble about these
men’s wages is the worst trouble, save
the great disaster of my life, which I
have ever known. I had always been
a great favourite with them, and used to
skylark and chaff with them ; but that
soon was altered when the curse of
poverty came upon us. I was so terribly
afraid of offending them. Their wages
must be paid on Saturday, or they
would go to the other forge. Ve had
often to give trust, but we could never
take trust from them. They had each
eighteen shillings a week—two pounds
fourteen ; and one week we only took
three pounds seven in cash. There was
not a stick of furniture, or a watch, or
a spoon left which could go.

Then began the time of short meals.
There were no more * jints” now. The
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“ kag-mag and skewer-pieces,” &c. con-
temptuously mentioned by /my father
to Mr. Compton, were now luxuries—
luxuries which were not indulged in
every day by any means. - The first
necessity was bread and butter for the
“kids,” as our merry Reuben, absent
through all of it, used to call them ;
the supply of that article and of milk-
and-water was kept up to the last.

If the contemplation of a family who
triumphantly come out strong, in the
middle of a complication of troubles
and difficulties, is pleasing to any of
my readers, I should like him to have
seen the Burton family in ¢keir troubles.
It would have done his honest heart
good to have seen the way in which we
came out, when we hadn’t really, for
three weeks, enough, or near enough, to
eat.

My mother took to singing about her
work. She couldn’t sing a bit. She
never could and never will; but she
took to it for all that. Some people
take to playing the flute who can’t play
it at all, and therefore there is no reason
why my mother shouldn’t take to sing-
ing. At all events, she did, with an
ostentatious light-heartedness which we
could all sec through. It would have
been better if she had known any tune ;
but she didn't, and so we had fo do
without. Her singing, however, was
better than some very fine singing
indeed, for it produced the effect in-
tended ; it showed us all that she was
determined to act as pitch-pipe in the
family quire.

And we took up the harmony with a
will, T warrant you. We had always
been an easy-going, gentle sort of family ;
but now our benevolence began to take
an active form to one another, which
was painful then, and is painful now
when I look back on it. Our love for
one another had before this run on in a
gentle, even stream ; now it had got on
the rapids and become passionate ; for
the same unwhispered terror was in all
our hearts—the terror lest, in the
troubles and evils which were coming
thick upon us, we might break up the
old family bond and learn to care for

one another less—the ghastly doubt as
to whether or no, our love would stand
the test of poverty.

‘Would it have outlived a year's dis-
graceful weary want, or would it not?
That is a terrible question. Our troubles
came so hard and fast, that that test was
never applied to us. The only effect
our troubles had on us was to knit us
the closer together ; to turn what had
been mere ox-like contentment in one
another’s society into a heroic devotion
—a devotion which would have defied
death. And the one person who led us
through our troubles—the one person
who gave the key-note to our family
symphony, and prevented one jarring
note from being heard—the person who
turned out to be most cheerful, most
patient, most gentle, most shifty, and
most wise of all of us—was no other
than my awkward, tall, hard-featured,
square-headed, stupid old mother. ;

Fools would have called her a fool.
I think that, in the times of our pros-
perity, we older children had got a dim
notion into our heads that mother was
not quite so wise as we were. Three
weeks of misfortune cured us of that
opinion, for ever and ever. That she
was the most affectionate and big-
hearted of women we had always known,
but we never knew what a wonderfnl
head she had till this time. When that.
great and somewhat sluggish brain got
roused into activity by misfortune, we
were almost awed by her calm, gentle
wisdom. When better times came again,
that brain grew sluggish once more ;
my mother’s eyes assumed their old
calm, dreamy look, and she again be-
came capable of rambling in her line of
argument, and of being puzzled on such
subjects as potatoes. DBut we never
forgot, as a revelation, the shrewd, calm
woman who had appeared to us in our
time of trouble, had advised, and ma-
naged, and suggested, and softened
affairs, till one was ashamed of being
discontented. We never forgot what my
mother could be, when she was wanted.

Yesterday I was sitting at her feet,
watching the sun blaze himself to death
behind the crags of Nicnicabarlah.
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My youngest boy had played himself
to sleep upon her knee, and the light
of the dying day smote upon her mag-
nificent face as I turned and looked up
into it. And then I saw the old, old
look there—the look of perfect, peaceful,
happy goodness—and I blessed God that
there were such people in the world ;
and then in my memory I carried that
dear calm face back through all the
turbulent old times at Chelsea, and
pondered there at her knee, until the
darkness of the summer night had
settled down on the peaceful Australian
forest.

I have often spoken of my gentle
sister Emma hitherto. 1 have repre-
sented her to you as a kind, sensible,
handsome girl, with an opinion of her
own, which opinion was generally correct,
and which also was pretty sure to be
given—in short, an intensely loving
and loveable, but rather uninteresting
person—a girl, I should have said, with
every good quality except emergy. I
should have said, up to this time, that
it would have been difficult to make
Emma take a sudden resolution, and
act on it with persistency and courage.
She was, as I should bave said, too
yielding, and too easily persuaded, ever
to have made a heroine, in spite of
her energetically-given opinions on all
subjects.

‘Whether I was right or not, I cannot
say ; for she may have lacked energy
hitherto, but she did not now. When
my mother showed that remarkable
temporary development of character
which followed on her being thoroughly
aroused to the change in our position,
Emma Jooked on her once or twice with
affectionate awe, and then took up the
burden of my mother’s song and sung
it busily and clearly through the live-
long day. She sang the same old
song as my mother did, though in
clearer tones—a song of ten thousand
words set to a hundred tunes. She
sang of cheerful devoted love, the notes
of which, though vibrating in a Chelsea
fog, make the air clearer than the sky
of Naples.

I saw the change in her quickly.
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There was no abrupt statement of
opinions now. She set herself to follow

-mymother’s examplequietly and humbly.

Once, after looking at my mother, she
came and kissed me, and said, “ Who
would have thought her so noble ?”
From that time she became my heroine.

Erne came to see us just as usual, and
until long after it was all over, he never
found out that anything was wrong.
Our intense pride made us cunning.
‘We were always exactly as we were in
old times, whenever he called. My
mother and Emma never sang in that
ostentatious way when he was there, and
all violent demonstrations of affection
towards one another were dropped. e
was perfectly unacquainted with our
terrible strait all through. We knew that
one word to him would have ended
our troubles at once. We knew that
fifty pounds would have tided us over
the evil time, and that fifty pounds was
to be had by asking; but we couldn’t
ask from Aim. More, we must not let
him guess that we were in difficulties,
lest he should offer,and we should have
peremptorily, and without the help of
ordinary tact (for we were low-bred peo-
ple), to refuse his offer.

If you ask, Were there any further
motives which caused us to be so
cautious in keeping our difficulties from
Erne? I answer, They were simply these :
—My father and mother, who did not
know of Erne’s love for Emma, were too
proud and high-minded to take advan-
tage of him. Joeand I, who had become
aware of that attachment, would have
thought that we were selling our sister ;
and, asfor Emma—why, Ishouldnot have
liked to be the man who would have
proposed such a thing to her. I would
sooner have gone alone into Augusta
Court or Danvers Street after dark,
fifty times over, than have faced the
tornado of passionate scorn which would
have broken over any one’s head who
proposed to her to trade on Erne’s love
for her. And, moreover, although I
had never seen Emma in a moment of
terrible emergency, yet I knew, by a
kind of instinet, that Emma's dove.
like head, which we had only seen as
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yet turned from side to side in gentle
complacency, or at most raised calmly in
remonstrance, was, nevertheless, capable
of towering up into an attitude of
scornful defiance ; and that that gentle
loving voice, in which we had heard no
shrill note as yet, was capable of other
tones—of tones as clear, as fierce, and
as decided, as those of any scolding
Peregrine.

This bitter trial of ours—(for three
weeks, we elders were more than half
starved, if you will excuse my men-
tioning it ; and we pawned, to use my
mother’s forcible English, every stick of
furniture and every rag of clothes that
could be spared)—had a great effect on
Emma. She never was dictatorial after
this. Before this, she was as perfect as
need be, but unluckily she thought so,
and required sometimes what I, in my
low vulgar way, would have called “shut-
ting up.” But, after my mother utterlyas-
tounded us all, by behaving as she did
—taking the helm, playing first fiddle
in the family quire, and drawing the
family coach clear off the lee shore of
despair (Harry says that there is a con-
fusion of metaphor here, but Harry is a
fool)—after those times, she was not
only humbler in her suggestions, but
developed a busy energy quite unlike
the steady, peaceful diligence of the old
easy-going times. When, shortly after

_this, in an emergency, she displayed
courage and determination of the highest
order, I was not in the least surprised.

How my father and I worked all this
time ! Real work was, alas ! very slack,
but we made work—made things on
speculation—things which never were
asked for, and which never were worth
the coals they cost. My father, a perfect
Quentin Matsys, set to work on a small
wrought-iron gate, from designs fur-

nished by Joe, which, if completed, was
to make his fortune. It was never
finished ; but I have it now, and a beau-
tiful piece of work it is.

Erne brought us news from Reuben.
He was going on just the same, and
seemed as great a favourite as ever with
Sir George, and, what seemed still
stranger, with young Mr. George. Erne
always lowered his voice now when he
spoke of his brother. There was no
doubt, he said, that George regarded him
with deep jealousy and dislike. ¢ Hea
is afraid,” said Erne, “of my coming be-
tween my father and him. I never do
that. When he and my father are to-
gether I am seldom there, and when
present silent. The only time I get
with my father is when he and my
brother’s wife are together. I always join
these two, and we three are very happy
together.” :

And during all this time, in the midst
of short ecommons, anxiety, and hard
work, I'had on my mind the terrible
guilty secret of that dreadful room up-
stairs, and of what I had seen there.
I was as silent as death on the subject.
I had had no opportunity of commu-
nicating with Reuben since the night
of my adventure ; and the one small
piece of comfort in the whole matter
was, that Reuben was still away at
Stanlake, and would, in all probability,
follow the family in the summer. There-
fore, whatever happened, he must be
held to be innocent.

Meanwhile, T had not even Joe to con-
sult with ; for, a few days after our
adventure in Reuben’s room, he met
with a singular piece of good fortune,
which seemed likely to affect materially
his prospects in life.

To be continued.
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DEAD MEN WHOM I HAVE KNOWN; OR, RECOLLECTIONS
OF THREE CITIES.

BY THE EDITOR.

“ EDINA, SCOTIA’S DARLING SEAT.”

Tre “fresh woods and pastures new,”
to which a fate wonderfully like chance
called me late in the autumn of 1839,
were those of the city of Kdinburgh.
My conveyance to them was the prosaie
one of the Aberdeen and Leith steam-
boat—Granton Pier not being then in so
forward a state as to have quite super-
seded dusky old Leith as the landing-

place for Edinburgh. Prosaic, did Tsay?,

There is a time of life, there are moods
and conjunctures, in which nothing is
prosaic ; and, though I have taken many
longer voyages since, in greener seas,
along more romantic coasts, in more
luxuriously-equipped boats, and in more
sprightly society, that day of my twelve
hours of watchful pacing to and fro on the
deck of the unconcerned little steamer
that was carrying me (there were other
sheep and cattle on board) from the city
and region of the Scottish east coast
with which alone till then I had been
farmiliar, to an actual residence in a more
celebrated Scottish city and region,
which I had indeed visited once, and to
which I had been lured for some time
by an indescribable fascination, but
which was to me as full of mystery and
the chance of adventure as had it been
two thousand milesaway and in a foreign
land—that day remains in my memory
as among the most poetical and the
most fraught with consequences of any
of the earth’s semi-rotations in which
I have horne a part.

My fascination to Edinburgh—why
should T conceal it %—was Dr. Chalmers.
In one of his missionary perambulations

of Scotland, for the purpose of rousing’

us all in favour of his mighty national
schemes, he had passed through our
benighted parts; and thus I, who had
heard much of him befere, and had read

this or that of his writings, had actually
seen his grand white head, and becn
subject, as one of a vast assembly, to the
mass and rush of his living eloquence.
At sixteen we are impressible, even in
Aberdeen ; and nothing like this had
occurred to me before. The world is
large, and the Pantheon of its remark-
able men, living or dead, is numerous
and various enough; but we did not, in
those days, hear much in the North—
at least, the younger of ns did not—of
Kant, and Goethe, and other foreign
potentates of the intellectnally universal,
now known even to our kittens. Some
inquisitive . savage among us did, ore
day, I remember, bring us news of some
extraordinary German poet, whom he
called ‘““Goeeth,” and whom a better-
informed savage afterwards denominated
for us, more correctly, “Gutty;” bus,
as all that came before us as a specimen
of this “Gutty” was a translation by
somebody or other of his little poem of
the Fisherman, he did not by any means
fasten upon us. Nay, of several men of
great intellectual influence then living
in England and Scotland as coevals of
Chalmers, and who have been important
enough to me and others sinee then, not
even the names had reached our lhmits.
And, though Shakespeares and Byrons
and Scotts and Burnses are all very well,
one wants in early youth, if it can be
had, some type of living greatness to
think of| some living object of paramount
admiration. To me, through eircum-
stances, this was given in dear old
Chalmers. Till he flashed casually
before me in that perambulation of
benevolence which led him into our
bleakish parts, never had I felt such a
power, never had I conceived the possi-
bility of such prodigiousness of energy in
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human form. He answered all one’s
young notions, and more, of what
“greatness” might be; and from that
day the whole of that part of our island
to which my vision was as yet pretty
much bounded seemed to me full of him,
and almost of him only. Scotland was
but a platform, to and fro on which
there walked a Chalmers. Other spirits
there might be—here a cool thinker
meditating important things, and there
some writer of tales, poems, or lyrics
that one could call beautiful ; but for
general brain and genius, for grand
picturesqueness of manner, for thought
all in conflagration as he moved and
spoke, who like this man? Even then,
I daresay, I was aware that it was not
as a representative of the higher modern
culture or an exponent of the deepest
forms of modern thought that Dr.
Chalmers was to be regarded ; and ere
long T had opportunities of knowing how
very far he was from being such, and,
indeed, how vast and Cimmerian was
his ignorance in many tracks in which
others were learned, and in what a few
permanent speculative ruts of its own
making, because no others would fit the
wheels, his massive mind rolled. When
I come to speak of him particularly, I
shall hope to be as strict and judicial on
this subject as my great love for his
memory willlet me be. Suffice it here to
say that, as even now I can deliberately
affirm that, using ¢ greatness” simply
as a quantitative word, and regarding all
farther definition as qualitative, I have
met no human being in the world that
I would call “greater ” than Chalmers,
so at that time he was, of all living
men I had till then seen or heard of,
absolutely the greatest. And so, what-
ever other consequences may have
followed his visit to our northern parts,
one consequence was that he had seized
the soul of one young fellow listening to
him afar off, and, when he took his
departure southwards again, drew that
young soul after him, as some large
celestial body might hook to itself
unawares, in traversing some new part
of the heavens, a small would-be moon.
It is easy for anonymous bodies in
No. 5b.—vVoL. X,
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space to become moons when they
choose. They have nothing else to do.
But a young fellow cannot so easily
quit his local moorings, wherever thex
may chance to be. And so Dr. Chal-
mers had come and gone ; and, though
he had taken my heart with him, T was
left behind in body. So far as appeared,
there was nothing for it but that I
should continue where I was, in the
vicinity of Old Marischal College, or of
the new building that was taking its
place, and receive, in that familiae
granite ground, from men respectable
enough and long-headed enough — but
oh! what were they after that glimpse
of Chalmers ?—the rest of the education
appointed for me by routine. DBut, un-
expectedly, the opportunity came. As
T was walking one afternoon to a class-
appvintment of mine, I met—at a spot
which I could point out yet—an elderly
friend whom I was accustomed to meet
daily ab or near that spot, going to a
business appointment of his at the same
hour, and who, this afternoon, contrary
to his usual custom—ifor he was punc-
tual as clock-work—would stop for a
few minutes to speak with me. “ Do
you ever think of going to Edinburgh ¢~
he asked, not from the least notion:of
what had been passing in my mind, but
with reference to a little plan that had
just then been suggestéd to him, and
which he partly explained. The details
can interest nobody. It is enough to
say that, after the briefest inquiry, the
plan seemed to suit, and that, in a very
little while, I was on board the afore-
said steamer on a raw, early morning,
gazing at the receding quays and ship-
ping and streets and steeples of Bon-
accord, as the -steamer, crossing the
difficult harbour-bar, plunged out into
the open sea, and turned its course to
the south.

In the sail from Aberdeen to Edic-
burgh, with the track of foam in the
steamer’s wake all the way, you are
never, or hardly ever, out of sight of
land. On the left side of the vessel,
indeed, looking seaward, you have the
whole German Ocean to send your
straining fancies over—one boundless-

D
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monotony of biggish waves, save when
sometimes there comes a spout, and a
tumbling as of some live ohject, at a
distance, and a sailor tells you it is a
whale ; but, on the other side, which
naturally you most frequent, there is an
almost continuous view of the head-
lands, the hills, the-cliffs, the shelving
shores, the small bays and inlets, with
streams debouching in them, along
which you pass. And, although the
Scottish east coast is nothing so pic-
turesque as the west or Highland coast,
it has a satisfying character of its own
for those who are native to it and have
a little knowledge of its economy and
traditions. If, for example, after coming
out of Aberdeen harbour, you have
rounded Girdleness Point with its light-
house, on your way south, you have,
first of all, the novel aspect from the
sea of objects and spots in the north-
ern angle of Kincardineshire that have
been so familiar to you in your Satur-
day-afternoon walks from Aberdeen,
that you have scarcely thought of them
till now as being in another county.
Is not that the parish-church of Nigg,
four miles out of Aberdeen, where
it has been the custom, from time
immemorial, for young Aberdeen licen-
tiates to make their first venture in
preaching, and where you have once or
twice been present on such an interest-
ing occasion, when some gaunt friend
of yours was the ashy-pale performer %
And is not that the fishing-village of
Cove, at the inn of which you have
eaten fish dinners, and among the rocks
of which, in the deep green pools, you
have tried to catch fish bigger than you
could hook from the Aberdeen jetties?
And what is this, a few miles farther on,
but the famous village of Findon, or
Finnan, which has given its name to
the matchless dried haddocks supplied
to British gastronomy specially from
this part of the Scottish coast—or, alas !
that used to be so supplied, before there
were railways and the demand became
too great for the supply to remain
honest? And so on and on, past vil-
lages and bits of bleak coast less known
to you, till you are off the town of

Stonehaven, immediately beyond which
is the grand ruin of Dunnottar Castle,
the ancient stronghold of the Earls
Marischal, perched on a rock, the cliffs
of which break to the sea by a sheer
descent of 160 feet, and are alive and
clangorous, as the steamer passes, with
countless clouds and eddies of white
sea-fowl. You remember the old legends
of this castle and its neighbourhood—
how it was in the dungeon of the castle,
still called the Whigs’ Vault, that so
many Covenanters were imprisoned and
tortured during the last days of the
Persecution ; and how it was in the
parish-churchyard adjacent that Sir
‘Walter Scott came upon David Paterson,
the original of his “Old Mortality,”
cleaning and re-chiselling the gravestone
that covered the remains of some of
these Dunnottar martyrs. On and on
still, the day advancing, along shores
less rocky, but still steep in parts, so
that sometimes down the brown sea-
bank you see the ftrickle of a tiny
waterfall.  Bervie, Johnshaven, St.
Cyrus—these are places the names of
which have hardly reached England ;
but there they are, actual places on the
Kincardineshire coast, gazing out over
the German Ocean,and forming asit were
the seaward eyes of a whole country-
side, where industry goes on triumphing
over a rather poor soil by reason of the
brain of the folk, and whence have come
some men of considerable importance in
North-British history. It was from
cultivating a farm of sour land near
Bervie, where his sires had painfully
cultivated it before him, that William
Burness, the father of Robert Burms,
removed to the more genial south and
south-west which was to be known as
the land of Burns. It was at Laurence-
kirk, a few miles inland from Bervie—
celebrated for its wooden snuff-boxes—
that Ruddiman first taught Latin, and
that the poet Beattie was born. Fordoun,
where the early Scottish chronicler, John
of Fordoun, lived, and where George
Wishart, the Reformer, was born, is a
little farther inland still ; near which is
the mansion of Monboddo, the birth-
place of the eccentric philosopher who
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took his title from it. Fasque House,
the patrimonial seat of the Gladstones,
is in the same neighbourhood. All this
is a little far-fetched, for you cannot
exactly see any of it from the steamer.
But in a steamer you are in the mood
to fetch things from afar; and, as the
coast flits past, you have visions of
whatever memorable fields and places
the map enables you to consider it the
fringe. DBut lo! now you have left the
Kincardineshire coast behind you, and
are steaming past that of Forfarshire.
Forfar is a brave and sturdy-brained
county too ; and, as you lie off the pretty
and busy town of Montrose for a mo-
ment, to pick up the boatful of pas-
sengers, which here, as at other points
throughout the voyage, comes out to
catch the steamer, it is by no means far-
fetched to remember that James Mill,
the father of Mr. John Stuart Mill, and
Joseph Hume, the economist of the
House of Commons, were natives of
Montrose. Brechin, which you would
like to see, is a good way inland, and
you have to put up with Lunan Bay,
Ethie, and the like, and the precipitous
cliffs you see thereabouts, and what vague
recollections you may have of Cardinal
Beaton and others in association with
the district, till you reach the ancient
town of Aberbrothock, or Arbroath, the
Fairport of Scott’s “ Antiquary.” There,
orat its back, lies a good deal of the
Scottish history about which Mr, Old-
buck and Sir Arthur used te have their
disputes. But your chief concern now
is that, from this point, you keep out to
sea, hugging the shore no longer, but
making for Fife Ness straight across the
opening of the Firth of Tay and the rough
bay of St. Andrews, where, if anywhere,
the waves have a habit of rolling, and
you may expect a tumble. If you keep
far enough out, you cannot but be faintly
aware, on the left horizon, of the site of
the Bell Rock—whence a tall lighthouse
at night now flashes its revolving gleams
over many leagues of sea to warn off
from the dangerous reef, and where in
old times, for the same purpose, there
swung and rung with the rising tide,
as 1t covered the reef, the famous bhell

placed there by the good monks of
Aberbrothock, till Sir Ralph the Rover
cut it away and had, as Southey tells
us, to rue the consequences. Thoughts
of Ralph the Rover or of anything else
may occupy you in the longish and
rather trying sail across St. Andrews
Bay, till at length Fife Ness, or the
“Tast Neuk of Fife,” comes into closer
view, and, rounding it, you begin to sail
in calmer water, with the Isle of May
to yourleft, close along the quickly suc-
ceeding villages and small old royal
burghs which line the southern shore
of Fife and introduce you to the Firth
of Forth. You like this glimpse, from
the water, of that redoubted county of
Fife—the third of the three large east-
coast counties you pass in this particular
voyage—which rejoices to this day in a
distinctive name as “the Kingdom of
Fife,” and the natives of which, though
of the same general large-headed, big
shouldered, breed as all the rest of that
east-coast region, have, it is maintained,
some characteristics of their own. What-
ever movement, agitating Scotland, has
a touch of phrenzy or queerness in it, is
pretty sure to have had its origin in
Fife ; for there all the natives, without
exception, have some bee or other
buzzing between their big heads and
their bonnets, and giving a dreamy look
to their eyes—so that, in the rest
of Scotland, if you want to express
your notion that some fellow of great
strength otherwise is a little insane or
eccentrie, you simply touch your temple
with your forefinger and say, “A wee
Fifish, you ken ! ” At all events, these
old villages and towns of Fife towards
the Firth have an interesting look to
you from the passing steamer ; and you
remember that it was from among them
that Scotland derived some of herearliest
sailors of note, including that unruly
Fifeshire lad, Alexander Selkirk (ke was
a “wee Fifish,” certainly), whom all the
world knows in his immortal guise as
Robinson Crusce. If you had my eyes,
you would look with special curiosity

at the particular little seaport, called

Anstruther or Anster, near the Kast
Neuk, knowing that to be the birthplace
: D2
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not only of Maggie Lauder, but also of
Dr. Chalmers. But, once in the Firth
of Forth, you begin to consider your
voyage at an end. The steamer, leaving
the Fifeshire coasf, makes across the
Firth for that of Edinburgh ; and, in
due time, just as the afternoon thinks
of passing into evening, you are along-
side one of the Leith quays amid the
-usual noise of porters and the sights and
odours of a place of busy shipping. Now,
indeed, a steamer starting from Aber-
deen at the time in the morning that
ours did, would get you into Leith
several hours earlier than was usual
then—almost as quickly as if you had
come by the railway-journey of which
you have now the option. The railway
then was unheard of ; and you were
fortunate if, having preferred the
steamer to the coach, as most people
did, you got to Leith in time to be
carried up to Edinburgh by the Leith
‘Walk omnibus before it was dark. I
did so ; nay, I remember it was still
light when I followed, from the Black
Bull Hotel, where the omnibus stopped,
a diminutive porter with a white wide-
awake, to whom I had inadvertently
intrusted a chest of books much larger
than himself, and who staggered through
a succession of streets all strange to me,
carrying the burden by means of a rope
slung round his forehead, and piloting
me at the same time to a lodging, at
least a mile off, of which I had given
him the address. It used to be a com-
fort to me afterwards to encounter the
little man in the streets and to be
assured that my chest had not killed
him. - I believe he isalive yet, and with
the same white wide-awake,
* * * *

¢ Edina, Scotia's darling seat !
All hail thy palaces and towers,
Where once, beneath a monarch’s feet,
Sat Legisiation’s sovereign powers !
From marking wildly-scattered flowers,
As on the banks of Ayr [ strayed,
And singing lone the lingering hours,
_ I shelter in thy honoured s%ade.”

Such was Burns’s salutation to Edin-
burgh seventy-seven years ago, when
first, as a visitor from his native Ayr-

shire, he found himself within the
often-imagined precinets of the capital
city. The phrasing of the lyric might
have been better; but the enthusiasm
of feeling appropriate to the occasion is
exactly conveyed. The salutation may
serve yet as an expression of that
uniform exultation of sentiment with
which any provincial Scotsman, young
enough and cultured or wuncultured
enough to be capable of such sensa-
tions, looks round him for the first
time in the metropolis of his nation,
Not only from marking scattered flowers
in Ayrshire, but from footing the
heather in the Perthshire or the western
Highlands, or from gathering granite
chips in Aberdeenshire, or from making
seal-skin pouches, or whatever other
unimaginable thing they do to beguile
time, in the remote Orkneys and Shet-
lands, it 4s a heart-rousing experience
for the Scottish provincial to find him-
gelf in Edinburgh. Whencesoever he
comes from the varied little area, he
retains his attachment to that, as pecu-
liarly his native district; but all are
equally possessed by the general idea
of an integral Scotia to which they
belong by a higher being than their
provincialism ; and of this Scotia the
darling seat and centre, in the imagina-
tion of all, s that romantic city, “ piled
deep and massy, close and high,” which
gazes over the Firth of Forth from
its queenly throne of heights on the
southern side.

All this may be very absurd, and
very contrary to the latest views in
British history and ethnology. The
very name Edinburgh, it may be said,
indicates that the town was originally
“ Fdwin's Burg "—a fortress or strong-
hold, in the seventh century, of the
Northumbrian King Edwin, and there-
fore then on the Anglian or North-
English ground. Nay, are there not
Anglian ethnologists who inform us
out and out that there is not and never
has been in nature any legitimate his-
torical entity answering to the name of
Scotland, and that the fussy supposition
of such an entity was originally a
swindle, and has descended as a hal-
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lucination ¢ New lights are new lights,
and we should be always learning; but,
if the notion of a Scotland is a hallu-
cination, there are no facts, and Time
is a smoker of opium. Whether there
were, in the old pre-Saxon times,
Caledonian reguli hovering about the
site of Edinburgh, and making some
kind of fort of it, and how long and in
what way the natives of those parts
disputed the possession of them with
the encroaching Angles of Northumbria
—whether the beginnings of the real
organization of what was to be the
Scottish nation arose, as the usual tra-
dition is, among the native elements,
Gaelic, Pictish, and what not, that
were already north of the Forth and
the Clyde, and the emerging Gaelic
dynasty clutched at all they could of
the excellent North-Anglian stuff that
was on their borders; or whether a
portion of these North-Angles found
their interest in attaching themselves
to the northern nucleus provided for
them, and were able o give a shrewd
turn of their own to the character of
the kingdom they thus helped to make
—about all this there may be wrangling
and research. Certain it is that, just
about the time when a kingdom founded
itself in South Britain, which came to
be called England, a smaller kingdom
founded itself in North Britain under
the name of Scotland, acknowledg-
ing a dynasty of native Gaelic descent
—the boundary between the two king-
doms being a wavering one, which
tended to settle about the line of the
Tweed. Certain it is, too, that while
the capital, or political centre of gravity,
of this North-British kingdom had
originally been, now here and now
there, to the north of the Lothians—
at Perth, at Dunfermline, at Stirling—
it gradually, as the weight of the
Anglian portion of the population in
proportion to the rest increased, tended
to the south, till at last Edinburgh,
which had had its Holyrood since the
twelfth century, became the fixed seat
of government. From the beginning of
the fifteenth century, or just when the
reigns of the Stuart kings began, and the
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course of Scottish history becomes some-
what definite for the modern eye between
its always picturesque banks, Edinburgh
was the undoubted capital. It has con-
tinued such ever since. ILven after the
Scots, in their generosity, had handed
over the use of their Stuarts to the
English, and had consented to get along
themselves without a king’s actual pre-
sence among them, or only with his
presence now and then when he could
be spared a week or two from London,
all the rest of the central apparatus of
nationality—including a Chancery and a
Parliament which it would have ¢ bini-
fited your sowls” to look at—was kept
in gear close by St. Giles’s kirk in the
heart of Auld Reekie. Nay, even when
there came to be an end of that “auld
sang” too, and the ancient kingdom
vanished, as a separate state, from the
nature of things, and its Parliament was
carried away in a coach to be pieced
ingentously into that of Westminster,
Edinburgh’s consciousness of being the
capital of one bit of the-island did
not wholly cease, and there were still
functions and ceremonies to maintain
the tradition. And so wearrive at that
Edinburgh of the eighteenth century
which Burns saw and saluted with so
It was then still
mainly the dense-packed, high-edificed
“0ld Town,” piled wondrously on
every available foot of the great ridge
from the Castle to Holyrood, with
Arthur Seat behind, and, on the other
flank, a vacant chasm, and a tract of
steep descents to the flats of the Forth.
But, even as Burns was looking, the
“Q0ld Town” was beginning to burst
its bounds, and to spill itself over the
fields around, and down those steep
descents towards the flats; and, now
that the process is complete, there is
not only the ¢ Old Town,” venerable on
its site as ever, but there is the new
city as well, and the two together form
that matchless Edinburgh of the nine-
teenth century in which Scotchmen
feel a double pride, which tourists have
called “the modern Athens,” and
whose beauty is, every year more and
more, one of the rumours of the world.
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< Even”thus, methinks, a city reared should
be,

says the classic and English Hallam ;
“ Thus should her towers be raised; with

vicinage

Of clear bold hills, that curve her very

streets, . b :

As if to indicate, 'mid choicest seats
Of Art, abiding Nature’s majesty,—

And the broad sea beyond, in calm or rage
Chainless alike, and teaching liberty.”
‘What Edinburgh came to be fo me

during my residence in it—into what
a passion, not wholly gone from my
fibre yet, my love of it gradually grew
—prose is too shamefaced to be able to
tell. It is true that, at first, the pro-
vincial obstinacy was strong, and one
kept oneself on critical guard, and would
not acknowledge or admire more than
could be helped. Edinburgh was built
of freestone, and what .was freestone
after the grey granite? ¢ Why, you
could Zowk through these houses with
a rusty nail!” two fellow-Aberdonians
would say to each other, as they walked
along Princes Street, and remembered
Union Street in their native town.
Suppose them led through Moray Place
by their Edinburgh friends, and asked
what they thought of it. “ Very fine,
certainly ; but you should see our
Golden Square,” one of the two would
say audaciously, winking to the other—
said Golden Square, whose splendiferous
name had suggested it, being a tidy
square enough, but of a size to go into
a hat-box in comparison. And so of
moral and social features. What a lingo
the Edinburgh populace had, what a
pronunciation, what a queer accent and
usage of voice, as compared with that
perfect “speech and exquisitely-delicate
modulation for which the Aberdonians
are famous! One picked up phrases in
the strects—such as “There it’s” for
“There it is”—which betokened that
one was among strangers; nay, one
maintained, with conscious pride, that
the very oaths heard in Edinburgh were
of a poor and effeminate quality, that
northern blasphemy was far superior,
and that expressions which served to
convey an Edinburgh carter’s wrath in
the last stage of articulate excitement

would in Aberdeen be but the easy
utterances of a moderately-vexed lassie.
But soon all this oppugnancy, or mock-
oppugnancy, died away, and one was
conquered, lovingly conquered, into
sympathy with the air, the manner,
and all the enchanting conditions of
the noble city. The novelty of the
freestone wore off, and it began to seem
the finest stone in the world, pleasant
after the granite even because of its
more manifest softness and its warmer
colour. The mere walk through the
chief streets, and squares, and crescents,
and terraces, came to be a daily delight
—whether those most frequented, but
where still the bustle was not great ;
or those on the outskirts, where there
were large Interspaces of gardens, and
the solitude was so undisturbed by foot
or wheel that the chinks between the
paving-stones were green with growing
grass, and in one or two places there
was the cawing of a colony of rooks
nested on the tops of a few tall trees
level with the upper windows of the
houses. And soon the dialect of the
place, and all its characteristic sounds
of life, from its ringing street-cries in
the morning, when the Newhaven fish-
women went their round, to the thou-
sand lesser vocal peculiarities that struck
one as strangely at first, became familiar
and kindly. And, in the end, one was
attuned to Edinburgh, as by a kind of
new nativity that obliterated much in
the old, or by a naturalization at due
season in an element to which one had
always had a prescriptive right—for
was not Kdinburgh the metropolis to
all North Britons alike?—but in the
actual introduction to which there was
a sense of enlargement, of participation
in a world of richer, freer, and more
poetic associations. 'What Edinburgh
became to me, I repeat, the modesties of
writing in such matters will not permit
me to express. IHer very dust to me
was dear. Take your Pesth, your
Naples, your Florence, your Con-
stantinople, ye rovers whom they
have smitten ; swear by your Paris, ye
cosmopolitan pleasure-seekers ; for me
—it may be on the principle of *sour
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grapes,” and because that yachting-
voyage round the shores of thé Medi-
terranean has hitherto been postponed
which I expect somebody to offer me,
all expenses paid, and with the liberty
of landing where I like—for me, till
T know better (and with London, of
course, excepted) give me Edinburgh !
“ City of my dwelling,” I used at one
time to say to myself, adapting some
words of Ricbter, “to which I would
belong on this side the grave!” That
time is gone ; but even now I can never
approach Edinburgh, or arrive in it by
either end of the fine bisecting valley
in which the railway runs, without a
rousing of the old fondness.

Partly, I suppose, it might have been
the same had the place been any other
place, not positively ugly, and con-
taining, in any tolerable degree, the
requisite conditions of existence. Youth
must be passed somewhere ; and, where-
ever youth is passed, it will be hard if
the spirit of youth does not fashion out of
the scenery and the circumstance, what-
ever they may be, something of a glory,
something of a golden and gleaming
world. Oh! those days of life’s spring-
time, never to return, that have been sung
by poets of all ages till the theme is
trite, but are likely to be sung, not the
less, by every one for himself, if only in
those private meditations that come to
all after the mid-arch is passed,—those
days when, at some power of nature’s
stirring, the pulses took on a wilder
rhythm, and the phantasy flung itself on
all things ; when images from without,
in what crowds soever they might come,
were met by a passion from within
that overmastered them as it mingled
with them ; when every sight was of
interest, and all was in the degree
superlative ; when the sky was of a
bluer blue, and the fields of a brighter
green, and the stars of a superber twink-
ling, and the songs of birds in the hedges
more blithe and sweet ; when not a
poor weather-stained wall, did it bound
a garden that you had reason to love,
but was seen as through a tremulous
air, with glances themselves a-tremble ;
when the blush came easily, and there

was loyalty to whatever had won the
world’s respect ; when it was easier to
bound than to walk, and a plank in the
way was overleapt ; when books brought
a delight that they have never brought
since, and the fireside reverie was full
of castles, and every meeting of com-
panions was a revel not to be missed !
What matters it where days like these
are passed? In every spot—or it is
surely in exceptionally hard plight—
there is a sufficient epitome of all that
is generic in nature and in life ; and
that one retains a more enthusiastic
feeling of relationship to one spot than
to any other may depend greatly on the
accident that he there spent the period
of life during which, in any case and in
any place, the mind would have wedded
itself strongly to objects and occur-
rences.

Still there are differences ; and, if any
unborn soul has no objections to be a
North Briton, and thinks it can put up
with the inconvenience of a little too
much of the east wind in.the spring
months, and with local sanitary con-
ditions not yet perfect in all points,
though greatly improved since Humphry
Clinker’s time, let me recommend it to
twy to be born in Edinburgh. And yet
I do not know that T ought to take this
responsibility. I hope and trust that
the Edinburgh of the present day is
mindful of its advantages and keeps
itself up to the standard of them ; but
it is only of the Edinburgh of from
twenty-five to seventeen years ago—the
Edinburgh of the years between 1839
and 1847—that I can speak authen-
tically. Allowing, therefore, as well as I
can, for that glamour of youth which
might have made even Brentford a place
of heavenly horizons had the Kates
pitched one there, or Warsaw had one
been a Pole, or Cincinnati or New
Orleans on a more terrible supposition,
let me enumerate or classify some of
the things that made Edinburgh then
delightful, and which, so far as I am
informed, would not have been found at
New Orleans, or Cincinnati, or Warsaw,
or Brentford.

Distinet from the mere process, which
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might have been gone through anywhere,
of becoming habituated to the general
aspect of things in a city to which one
was at first new, there was, in Edinburgh,
the more protracted acquisition, by con-
tinued residence, of the full sense of the
<ity’s inexhaustible beauty. There was
pleasure in the first glances ; but it was
not &ill there had been hundreds of
thousands of glances—the play of the
eyes, and of the mind in all moods, for
year after year, within the city and amid
the scenery around—that one seemed to
kave comprehended the city completely
in one’s regards, and netted every portion
of it in the vision and the memory.
Photographs—those impressions that
the mind receives unconsciously with
overy opening of the eyes, but especially
when the eyes are interested and the
look becomes a gaze—such photographs
had to be taken from many points of
view, in all states of the sky, and in all
seasons. Always one of the first views,
on approaching the city from a particular
quarter, was that which gave you, once
for all, the bold, romantic outline of the
whole—the high, rock-rounding Castle
on one side, the monumented Acropolis
of the Calton Hill on the other, the
ridgy mass of building between, aml
behind all, the noble shoulder and peak
of Arthur Seat, and the great scarped
curve of Salisbury Crags. This was a
view repeated again and again, with
variations, in a thousand subsequent
walks about the suburbs, till Arthur
Seat became to you, not from one point
but from many, actually that couchant
dion keeping guard over the city into
which the local myth has interpreted
its fornt. Next after this view in fre-
¢uency, if not the most frequent view
of all after you were a denizen of the
¢ity, was the interior view in the walk
along Princes Street. Walking along
this street—which you could not but do
twice or thrice every day—you were in
the bisecting valley between the New
Town and the Old, and, if your course
was eastward, you had on your right the
grassy steeps of the Castle-rock, and
then the quaint, dense, sky-serrated mass
of tall many-storeyed old houses, the
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main Edinburgh of the past, which,
detaching itself from the Castle with
the name of the High Street, descends,
as the Canongate, towards Holyrood
Abbey and Palace. It was a walk in
which you always lingered, a view vary-
ing as it was morning or evening, sun-
light or grey weather, and of which you
never tired. Then, if you took but a
few steps out of Princes Street, by the
open way, called the Mound, leading up
to the Old Town, and from that partial
elevation stopped to look westward,
what a change in the panorama! You
were in the very heart of a city, and
yet, lo ! both near at hand and afar off,
a sylvan land—closest of all to the city
the softly-wooded Corstorphine Hills,
and, beside and beyond them, expanses
dying to distant beginnings of moun-
tains and a horizon of faint amethyst.
Perhaps you completed the ascent into
the Old Town, and, turning up the High
Street to the Castle esplanade, passed
the portcullised gateway over the dry
moat, and threaded the rocky and
winding path within the gate, amid the
lounging soldiers and pacing sentries of
the garrison, till you came out on the
highest battlements besids huge super-
annuated Mons Meg and the inferior
modern cannons to which she has re-
signed her duty. From that magnificent
station in the high cool air you would
gaze, it might be for half an hour or
more, northwards, northwards, and all
around. What a grand range of survey!
Beneath you, paralleled and rectangled
over a succession of slopes, the whole
of the new city and its gardens, so that
the cannon from where you stood could
blast it into ruins at a descending angle,

" and so that always, when they do fire on

peaceful gala-days, the windows of the
city rattle and shiver with the far-going
reverberation ; beyond this city the villa-
studded banks of the Forth; again be-
yond these the Firth’s own flashing
waters ; and, still beyond even these,
the towns, villages, and heights of
the opposite Fifeshire coast. On either
side, too, with scarce a turn of the head,
other views for many a league, till you
could make out, on a clear day, that
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the risings in the amethystine distance
to your left were really the summits
of the far Highland mountains. If,
instead of the Castle, it was the Calton
Hill that you favoured—and to walk
round the Calton Hill was a matter of
course in any five minutes of spare time
that might happen thereabouts—there
was something of the same vastness in
the ensemble, but with much of sea-
change. Sea-change, Isay ; for,though
from one part of this walk round the
Hill there was a perspective of the line
of Princes Street and of the main ad-
Jjacent city, and from another there was
the finest view of Holyrood down in its
valley and of Arthur Seat rising behind,
what ravished one through the main part
of the circuit was the Firth and its
shores—the Firth, either widening out
to the open sea-haze between Fife-Ness
and North Berwick Law, and showing
through the haze the dim shapes of
islands and headlands, and of bays
beyond dusky Leith, brick-coned Porto-
bello, and the other mnear coast-towns,
or else winding and narrowing more
clearly inland to where, over a maze of
streets and chimney-stacks crowded
under the very base of the hill, ‘the
sites of Burntisland, Aberdour, Inver-
keithing, and the other coast-towns of
Fife, directly opposite to Edinburgh,
seemed so definite as to be within arm’s
hail or other friendly signal. For this
characteristic sight, however, of the
Firth’s waters and the Fifeshire coast
from the very heart of Edinburgh, you
did not mneed to ascend any height.
Walking in George Street, the mnext
parallel of the New Town to Princes
Street, there, at every gap or crossing,
you had the same vision of the Firth
and of the far Fifeshire coast flashed
momentarily upon you; and, if you
descended one of those ecross-streets,
leading down the well-gardened de-
clivity, the vision was permanent. But
why attempt an inventory of the endless
points of view, within or close by Edin-
burgh, where the power of its manifold
attractions made itself felt? Descend
to its old Grassmarket and look up
thence at one end to the great Castle on

its most lofty and precipitous side ; dive
down its Canongate, or place yourself
wherever else, deep amid the old and
tall houses, you were most shut in from
air and an open view in any direction
except overhead—there, not the less for
all the squalor of the social degeneracy
that now tenants these localities, there
was still the abounding picturesque.
Pass to the opener and newer parts of
the city, and everywhere, despite draw-
backs, there was richness of new effect.
‘Widen your range and again circum-
ambulate the suburbs, bit by bit, close
round the site of the actual city, and you
enclosed, as it were, all the interest now
accumulated for you on the built space
within a circurhference of interest equally
detailed and various. Finally, to ring
in the whole imaginatively, and partly
to sever the aggregate Edinburgh you
knew from the surrounding country,
partly to connect it therewith, there
were the walks and excursions that
could be taken on any vacant afternoon,
Of these—whether for the geclogist (for
whom the whole vicinity of Edinburgh
is specially rich in instruction) or for the
pedestrian of vaguer natural fastes—
there was great variety of choice. You
might climb Arthur Seat by the shoulder
or the peak, or you might round the
curve of Salisbury Crags (the Queen’s
Drive was not yet made), and so find
yourself, on the other side, on the quiet
edge of Duddingston Loch and Village,
beautiful themselves, and with miles of
southern quietude and heauty beyond.
The easiest amount of persistence from
where you then were, by pleasant roads
and past quaint villages, would take you
to the celebrated loveliness of Roslin,
and the fairy haunts of Hawthornden.
Or, starting through one part of the Old
Town, by way of the Meadows and
Bruntsfield Links, you came, by Mer-
chistoun Castle, to sunny Morningside,
whence ‘before you lay the Braid Hills
and the great brown range of the larger
Pentlands ; and so, past the Braid Hills,
till you did gain the Pentlands and were
footing, out of ken of man, and with a
climber’s quickened breath, a wilderness
of glorious moor,  Or, choosing another



42

direction, and taking Dean Bridge over
the great dell of the Water of Leith from
the west end of the town, you might
follow the wide Dean Road, with open
views all the way, as far as Craigleith
Quarry, where, down in a vast hole, the
depth of which from its precipitous
edges made you dizzy, you heard the
clank of hammers on iron, and saw
horses and carts moving, and, here and
there, men blasting the freestone ; or,
if you deviated from the main Dean
Road into the quieter and narrow
road parallel to it on the left, you
might have a sweeter walk still by the
lovely woods and house of Ravelston,
sheltered inimitably in their exquisite
nook, and might thence continue to
turreted Craigcrook, antique in its
grounds of roses and evergreens, or lose
yourself, above Craigcrook, among the
soft heights of the protecting Corstor-
phines, This last was from the first,
and always remained, a favourite walk
with me—sometimes, when its delicious
peacefulness was new to me, inviting
the companionship of a book. Of
other excursions there were those north-
wards and Firthwards ; and, then,
whether it was the broad road to Porto-
bello and its somewhat blackish sands
that you took, or the more country walk
to Newhaven and the fine pure shore at
Granton, you had here also enjoyment
by the way, and you brought back recol-
lections of spots where you had sat lis-
tening to the sea-roar, and watching the
surges over rocks or shingle. There was
one spot amid rocks, under a bank at
Granton, where Tennyson’s ¢ Break,
break, break,” was never out of one’s
thoughts, and one hummed it till the
changed fringe of the tide told that the
day was waning.

In all towns or cities, be they what
they like during the day, the nocturnal
aspects are impressive. Night flings
her mantle over the mean ; and, wher-
ever, even on the flattest ground, there
are piles of building, or objects in blocks,
with gaps of intersection, she plays
among these a poesy of her own in end-
less phantasies of dark and silver. But
Edinburgh, by reason of her heights
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and hollows, invests herself at night
more wondrously than any city I have
seen with this mystery of the vast ter-
restrial shadow struggling below with
the lurid artifice of lamps, or star-pierced
from above till it yields in azure. What
a spectacle is that of the ordinary walk
along Princes Street at night, when the
windows in the Old Town are lit, and
across the separating chasm there looms
darkly, or is seen more clearly, the high,
continuous cliff of gables, irregularly
brilliant with points of radiance! And,
O! the circuit of the Calton Hill at
night ! As it is, you hardly meet a soul
on the deserted heights, or only loose
wretches prowling there for no good ;
but svell might it be the custom—and,
if the clergy did their duty, they could
make it such—that the hill at night
should be sacred and guarded, and that
every man, woman, and child in the
city should once a week perform the
nocturnal walk round it as an act of
natural worship. It would be a stated
culture of the religious sentiment, a
local preservative against Atheism, by so
simple a means as the teaching given to
the eye by masses of darkness broken by
arrays of lamps. I speak not of the

retrospect of the glittering length of
Princes Street and its adjacencies, fasci-
nating though that be; nor yet of the
mightier spaces of gloom towards Holy-
rood and Arthur Seat, or eastwards
and seawards; I speak of that point
in the circuit, the day-vision from
which, to the left over the Firth, I have
already desecribed, and whence now, when
the night is dark, and the maze of streets
sheer beneath you and the declivities
beyond these show their myriads of
lights, you seem to be gazing down on
no scene of earth at all, but on some
reflected galaxy or firmament of illusion.
Nor for something of this effect was it
necessary always to take the walk round
the Hill. There were points in the city
itself in which, from the streets, or from
the windows loooking Firthwards, there
was the same mystery of ranges and islets
of light in distances of gloom. There
was one characteristic evening sight in
some parts of Edinburgh, which was a
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gpiritual metaphor in itself. It was the
gleam, afar off on the Firth, of the light
of Inchkeith, as it brightened, flashed,
died away, and disappeared—disappeared
till hope and watching brought it round
again. This sight accompanied you in
any nocturnal walk in not a few of
the suburbs. And walks after dark by
suburbanroads foramile or twoout of the
city were coumon enough for the young
and restless. It was in one such walk
near Edinburgh that I saw a ghost. We
had gone out—a young clergyman and
myself—by the Dean Road, as far as
Craigleith Quarry, and had turned to
come back. It might have been be-
tween eleven and twelve o’clock. The
night was still and unusually dark, so
that, for surer guidance, we kept in the
middle of the road. Not a soul, so far
as we knew, was astir on the road for
a mile in front of us, or for a mile
behind nus. Suddenly, in the road, due
in front of us, a soft strange sound, as
of “Huzzh,” “ Huzzh,” and of an object
nmoving. We both heard the sound,
and, instinctively halting, peered into
the darkness to discern the cause. All
dark ; nothing to be seen. A step or
two cautiously forward; and again
“ Huzzh,” ¢ Huzzh,” and — Heavens !
what is that #—a glimmer of some low
white object near before us on the road !
As we halted, it seemed to halt ; but, if
we moved on a step, it also moved
towards us, and still with the sound of
“Huzzh,” “ Huzzh,” as it approached.
‘What could we do but manceuvre the
thing for a moment or #wo, still facing
if, whatever it might be? But at last,
as it again moved and was within a few
feet of us, we stepped aside to give it a
wide berth. And now it was in the
middle of the road and we a little to one
side ; from which position, getting by
degrees closer and closer to it, we leant
forward and struck at it simultaneously
with our outstretched walking-sticks.
‘We had it—one walking-stick had it—
nay, fetched it up on its point for our
bewildered inspection. It was a very
large, thin, silk-paper bag, sent adrift on
the road on purpose or by accident,
slightly inflated, and blown along by

what breath of night-air there was,
making the sound ‘ Huzzh,” “Huzzh,”
as it went.

Enough of the city itself, and its
environs. Invest this city now with its
historical associations, with the collective
traditions of the life that had passed
through it. In this respect, indeed,
what North Briton, not insane with
patriotism, would dare to compare
Edinburgh with London ? Through that
vaster city, the metropolis from of old
of a tenfold larger nation, there has
passed, in its series of generations, a
world of life, national and more than
national, in comparison with which the
sum-total of past existence represented
in Edinburgh would be but as one of
Scotland’s narrow glens to a great and
varied champaign, or as one of her
mountain-torrents to the large flow of
the Thames. But, partly from the very
intensity and compactness of the little
national sstory which Edinburgh was
bound to transmit, partly from the fitter
gize and structure of the city- for the
task of such transmission, Edinburgh
has certainly conserved her historical
traditions more visibly and tenaciously
than London has conserved hers.
Londoners walk in their vast city, care-
less in the main of its associations with
the past; and only professed antiquaries
among them take pleasure in Stow’s
“Survey,” and in the collections of
parochial and local records which have
swelled the original quarto edition of
that work into the two huge folios. But
in Edinburgh the mere aspect of things
around one compels a constant sense of
the antique, and cultivates in the mind
of every resident native a definite habit
of historical reminiscence. The moment
you cross the ravine from Princes Street
into the old town, you feel yourself—
despite the havoc of recent demolitions
and renovations—mentally back among
the forms of things of that quaint, close-
built Edinburgh of the sixteenth century
within which, by marvellous power of
packing, the population continued to
accommodate itself not only through the
whole of the seventeenth century, but
also through two-thirdsof the eighteenth.
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‘Walking amid these forms of old—and
especially in that main edificed ridge of
the High Street and Canongate, the
plan of which is like nothing so much
as the backbone of a fish, sending off
numberless spines on either side, in the
form of narrow alleys or closes—jyou can
fetch memories from any century, indeed,
back to the twelfth. It isatthe two ends
of the ridge, in the Castleand in Holyrood,
that the most ancient traditions of all are
clustered ; but equally in the Castle, in
Holyrood, and in the whole connecting
ridge there is perpetuated the period of
Scottish History which began with the
Stuarts. There, one after another, these
sovereigns wrangled, in Court and in
Parliament, with their unruly little
retinue of nobles ; there, between rival
aristocratic houses, were the feuds and
street-frays which kept the citizens in
terror ; there, where St. Giles’s stands,
and the house of John Knox projects
into the street, was fought the final
battle of the Scottish Reformation ;
there, where they show you Rizzio’s
blood-stains and other less-doubted
relice, were the scenes of Queen Mary’s
sorrows. Then, should your fancy bring
you on through the reign of Mary’s
shambling son to that century when
his dynasty was naturalized in England,
what recollections of a new order crowd
upon you, also suggested by the very
names and shapes of the fabrics you
behold! You see the first national
struggle for that Covenant the signing
of which was begun in Greyfriars’
Churchyard near ; you see the rivalry
of Argyle and Montrose ; you see the
dauntless Montrose carried up the street
to his execution ; you see the forced
restoration of Episcopacy; you see the
horrors of that subsequent time when
Edinburgh was a place of trial and torture
for the poor captive Covenanters, and
the gibbet in the Grassmarket was the
hideous centre of Scottish History. But
after the storm comes a calm ; and, once
the epoch of the Revolution is passed,
the traditions of Edinburgh are of a
quieter and more humorous kind. There
was the popular fury, indeed, at the
Union, when the negotiations for the
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detested treaty had to be carried on in
cellars and back-courts in the High
Street which are still pointed out to
you ; there was the great Porteous Riot,
to which you can, in fancy, see the
crowds swarming over again every time
you are in the Lawnmarket ; and there
was Prince Charlie’s visit in 1745, with
its brief flash of splendour and excite-
ment. But, if Mr. Robert Chambers
were to be your cicerone through the
fown, and were to limit the range of his
legends to the nearer and less savage
time, what he would chiefly bring before
you, as he led you past close after close
between the Castle-hill and Holyrood,
and pointed out the old family-names
inscribed over most of them, and de-
scended one or two of them by way
of more exact sample, would be that
strangely-cozy life of the Edinburgh of
the eighteenth century which surprised
Colonel Mannering on his celebrated
search for Councillor Pleydell. He would
tell you, and with ample illustrations to

all the senses at hand, of that state of

Scottish society—not so far bygone butb
that there were people lately alive who
remembered it—when the aristocracy,
the judges, and other men of greatest
mark in the land still had their houses
in these closes, up their spiral stone-
stairs, in their quaint oak-pannelled
rooms, and in the same houses, in the
upper or lower storeys, were crammed
the families of shopkeepers, artisans,
barbers, laundresses,and Highland cadies,
and neighbours living in opposite houses
in some courts could shake hands across
the courts from their windows, and all
went on merrily and hugger-mugger, and
yet with the utmost ceremony and punc-
tilio. Those were the days, he would
tell you, when the ladies gave tea-parties
and oyster-parties by turns, and all the
men had their favourite taverns where
they mostly lived and drank claret with
each other, and the assemblies of the
highest rank and fashion were held in
rooms the access to which was incredi-
ble, and the fair Miss Eglintoune, after-
wards Lady Wallace, used to be sent
regularly to fill her mother’s tea-kettle
at the public fountain, and the future
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Duchess of Gordon, then one of Lady
Maxwell of Monreith’s beautiful daugh-
ters, might be seen riding in the High
Street, for girlish amusement, on Peter
Ramsay’s sow. All this, which Mr.
Robert Chambers could relate to you
in rich detail, you might make out in
general for yourself by interpretation of
the mere look of things, till, tired of
the antiquities of the Old Town, you
recrossed the ravine and returned to the
New. The sight there of the Melville
monument in St. Andrew’s Square would
suffice to flash on your mind the sole
supplement that would then be neces-
sary to complete your summary of Edin-
burgh History very nearly to the present
time—to wit, the recollection of that
period of the so-called Dundas Despo-
tism, or of the government of Scotland
by one able native family managing it
by contract for the Tory English mi-
nistry, during which the Scotland of the
cighteenth century rolled, comfortably
enough, though tearing at her bonds,
into the nineteeth. This period was not
fairly ended till the epoch of the Reform
Bill

Out of the total mass of associations
with the past life of a community one
always selects with especial fondness
those that constitute the items of its
intellectual and literary history. In this
class of traditions Edinburgh, it is need-
less to say, was sufficiently provided for
even a pretty enthusiastic passion in such
matters at the time when I became resi-
dent in it. Here, above all, it is true,
one could not, by any exaggeration of
patriotic prejudice—and North British
capability in that respect is known
not to be small—think of Edinburgh as
much in comparison with that great

London which one had not yet seen, but

hoped perhaps one day to see. Chaucer,
Spenser, Bacon, Shakespeare, Ben Jonson,
Milton, Dryden, TLocke, Pope—these,
and numberless literary contemporaries
of these, in a splendid and well-known
succession of clusters, had been among
the Londoners of their generations, some
by birth and others by naturalization.
Of such Englishmen as these, therefore,
was London able to take account in

.any collection she might make of her

miscellaneous traditions from times prior
to the eighteenth century; whereas, if
Edinburgh set herself to reckon up the
men whom she could claim as the Scot-
tish coevals and equivalents of these,
what sort of list could she make out
with all her pains, and even with all
the rest of Scotland aiding her with
stray additions ? But, quand on n’e pas
ce qu'on aime, il faut avmer ce quwon a ;
and so one had a satisfaction in clutch-
ing out of the rugged old literature of
Scotland, whether Latin or vernacular,
during the ages when these Londoners
had lived, any mame or fact that one
could connect with Edinburgh. That
David Lyndsay could be thought of as
having been the satirist and wit of
the Court of Holyrood, that George
Buchanan had died in a court off the
High Street, that Knox had been 2
historian as well as a reformer, and that
at Hawthornden there had lived a poet
whom even Ben Jonson liked and had
come to see, were facts of some conse-
quence. But it was a relief when, pass-
ing the time of Allan Ramsay as that of
the introduction of the modern British
Muses into Edinburgh, in lieu of the
more uncouth or quaint native Muscs
who had been chiefly in possession before
the Union, one could see tliese new
Muses fairly taking up their residence
in the city, and initiating that North
British Literature which has been con-
tinued without a break to our own days,
and the importance of which in relation
to the similar contemporary activity of
all the rest of Britain has certainly not
been inconsiderable. Of this modern
North British Literature, feebly begun’
while Addison and Pope were alive,
and continued with increased force and
volume through the reigns of the three
last Georges, Edinburgh had béen the
undoubted capital ; and reminiscences of
the celebrities of this Literature formed,
accordingly, part of the pleasure of life
in Edinburgh. David Hume, Lord
Kames, Lord Monboddo, Dr. Hugh
Blair, the historian Robertson, that
Home “ whose name is Norval,” Adam
Smith, Dugald Stewart, Tytler of Wood-
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houselee, Lord Hailes, Dr. Adam Fer-
guson, Henry Mackenzie—of these, and
of such less purely literary contempo-
raries of theirs as the physician Cullen
and the chemist Black, one could think
as the group of intellectual men resident
in Edinburgh and giving brilliance to
its society during the latter half of the
eighteenth century. One could see the
houses where they had lived, whether in
the Old Town, or in the New Town ; one
could make out, with wonderful exact-
ness, from ¢ Kay’s Portraits,” or other-
wise, their physiognomies, theircostumes,
their entire figure and look among their
fellow-citizens ; one could imagine the
very circumstances of their lives, and
associate particular anecdotes of them
with the spots to which they referred.
Nay, of celebrated visits paid to Edin-
burgh in the time of this cluster of its
lights by men who did not belong to
the cluster—of Smollett’s last visit in
1766 ; of Dr. Johnson’s in 1773, when
Bozzy was at his wit’s end with glee,
and led him about as Ursa Major;
of Burns’s visits and temporary resi-
dences in 1786-7 and 1787-8—the re-
cords were graphically fresh. And so
when, leaving the eighteenth century
altogether, and accompanying such sur-
vivors of its cluster as Home, Adam
Ferguson, Dugald Stewart, and Henry
Mackenzie into the sequel of their lives
in the nineteenth, one surrounded these
with the men more peculiarly distinctive
of that new generation in Edinburgh—
Playfair, Leslie, Scott, Jeffrey, Horner,
young Brougham, John Allen, Thomas
Brown, Thomas Campbell for a time,
and others and still others whom these
names will suggest. Of this cluster,
too, the recollections were vivid around
one, in the streets where they had
walked, and the houses in which they
had been born or had lived. Did you
think, for example, of that important
evening in the year 1802 when a few
ardent young Whig lawyers, with the
witty Englishman Sydney Smith’among
them, conceived the notion of starting
the Edinburgh Review—you had but to
go to Buccleugh Place to see the very
domicile, then inhabited by Jeffrey,

which had been made historical by that
transaction. But, above all, of course,
in every step you took in Edinburgh—
in the Old Town or in the New Town,

in the heart of its streets or anywhere

in its suburbs—you saw the city of Sir
Walter Scott. He was the true genius
loct, the one all-prevailing presence.
And no wonder! Of him, chiefly of all
her recent sons, would Edinburgh have
been bound to cherish the recollection,
if only on account of the superior
magnitude and the peculiarly rich and
popular cast of his genius. But consider
what had been the nature of the life-
long work of this genius, and how much
of that element of amor patrie in it,
which had expatiated indiscriminately
over all Scotland, and made every region
and district of the little map famous,
had shown itself in the concentrated
form of an amor sue civitatis, passion-
ate for Edinburgh in particular, studious
of every feature of its scenery, and of
every scrap of its legends, and so inter-
twining and adorning these by the
wealth of its own fictitious fancies that
the reality could no longer be seen for
the ivy-like overgrowth, and the only
Edinburgh that remained in the world
was the Edinburgh of Sir Walter Scott.
For Burns, Edinburgh had been ““Scotia’s
darling seat ;” for Sir Walter, it had
been “mine own romantic town.” Even
while he lived the fond claim had been
ratified, and the people of Edinburgh
had identified the fame of their city
with strangers, and even its romance to
themselves, with the tall well-known
figure they could see any day issuing
from the house in Castle Street, or
limping good-humouredly along Princes
Street on its way eastward.

At the time of my first acquaintance
with Edinburgh, Scott had been seven
years dead. The adoring recollection of
him that remained was taking the form
of the monument to him that now
stands so fitly in the heart of the city.
The Edinburgh which I came to know
was, accordingly, the Edinburgh of a
generation later than his. It contained,
indeed, many of his junior contempo-
raries, and some even of his intimate
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seniors, who had outlived him ; but
in the main it was occupied with new
interests, and found its representatives
in a group of celebrities only ‘one or
two of whom had culminated along with
Scott.  Hazel-eyed little Jeffrey was still
alive, verging on his seventieth year,
and to be seen either in his Judge’s
place in the Parliament House, where
he bad a sharp way of interrupting
the barristers and keeping them to the
point ; or else going to his town-house
in Moray Place, or (as on the second
time of my seeing him) walking into
town from his country-mansion of Craig-
crook, by the quiet narrow road lead-
ing past Ravelston. Dr. Chalmers—of
almost perfected national fame even
while Scott was alive, the types being
so different—was in his sixtieth year,
living at No. 7, Inverleith Row. Sweep-
ing through George Street, on his way to
. Blackwood’s shop, with his long yellow
hair streaming from underneath his
wide-rimmed hat, might be seen the
magnificent figure of Christopher North,
suggesting reminiscences of a wildly-
irregular sort of literature which Edin-
burgh had been giving to the world for
the last twenty years, in supplement
both to the fictions of Scott and to the
perseveringcriticismof the Whig Review.
Or, going through Great King Street,
late at night, and passing one particular
house there, you might know that
within that house there was sitting at
that moment among his books a man
of powerful head and frame, in the
mature prime of fifty, who, when you
and the rest of the city were asleep,
would still be sitting there with his
library-lamp burning, outwatching the
Bear with thrice-great Hermes, and
unsphering the soul of Aristotle. This
was that Sir William Hamilton of whom
there had been long so select a fames,
and of whom the world was to hear
more and more. Of these four, then,
you were sure to have daily accounts, as
of the city’s ascertained chiefs, But in
the community, of some 150,000 souls
or thereabouts, amid which these four
moved—a community exactly of that
size in which, consistently with the

freest individual development, there
may be the pleasantest sociability, and
every one may know every one else worth
knowing—there was a mixture of various
elements, which afforded to all tastes a
choice of other and still other notabilities.
Take the profession of the law—always
the leading profession in Edinburgh
society, and the daily representation of
which in term-time in the peripatetic
assembly of wigged and gowned
barristers, and their attendant writers,
in the outer hall of the Parliament
House, was and is one of the most
striking sights of the town. In this
profession there were at that time not
only veteran humourists, like Lord Cock-
burn, and that Falstaff of Edinburgh, the
monstrous Peter Robertson, but many
seniors of graver intellectual habits, and
not a few younger men rising into fo-
rensic or literary distinetion. Again,
take the Church. For the gratification of
that kind of interest in the Church
which depends on the evidence of in-
tellect astir within it, the time was pecu-
liarly fortunate. Not only were there,
as usual, all the Edinburgh pulpits
among which on Sundays to choose
what preacher to hear out of some half-
a-dozen of deserved note for different
styles of faculty ; but the clerical mind
was in preternatural commotion out of
the pulpit all the week long, and was
grappling all around it into sympathetic
commotion. The Non-Intrusion Contro-
versy was at its height; the Auchter-
arder case, the Strathbogie case, and
other similar cases, were in all men’s
mouths ; over all Scotland there was a
rage of ecclesiastico-political discussios,
exercising men’s minds in a really extra-
ordinary manner, and filling the air with
new phrases and generalizations. But
Edinburgh, of course, was the focus of
this discussion ; and it was there, accord-
ingly, that the meetings were most
frequent, that the [pamphlets and cari-
catures were most abundant, and that a
Candlish and a Cunningham came forth
to lead the clergy. In the profession of
medicine, headed perhaps by Dr. Aber-
cromby, there were mnot a few others
maintaining the old reputation of the
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Edinburgh sechool. Then, as a common
ground for all the professions, and a
centre for all the intellectual interests of
the place, there was the noble Uni-
versity, with its large staff of Professors
(Chalmers, Wilson, and Hamilton among
them), and its erowded lecture-rooms
and other means of culture. For edu-
cation preparatory to the University there
were the two great classical lyceums,
the High School and the New Academy,
besides numberless other schools, general
or special, in all parts of the town. The
great number of these schools typified
to one the fact, otherwise obvious enough,
that next to the businesses of the pro-
fessions, the business of education was
in the ascendant. For the spectacle of
manufactures and commerce in their
extreme modern dimensions, and of the
wealth and the passion for wealth ac-
companying them, one had to go to
other towns, and principally to Glasgow.
Of such moderate eommerce and in-
dustry of various kinds, however, as
Edinburgh did require and accommo-
date, there were competent representa-
tives, who, besides having in their hands,
as is usual, most of the civic adminis-
tration of affairs, mingled freely with the
more characteristic professional classes,
and formed with them, and with the mis-
cellaneous ingredients which can be sup-
posed existing in such a community in
smaller proportions—retired Army and
Navy officers of Scottish birth, a little
body of Scottish artists, some native
newspaper-editors, and a sufficient suc-
cession of English residents, and sprink-
ling of foreigners—the so-called “society”
of the place. The “society” of the place!
Ah'! yes, in what that term always im-
plies so largely and tenderly, wherever
1t is nsed, neither was Edinburgh, Cupid
knows, at all deficient. ’Ware your
hearts, young men !

“Not in her clearest sky-vault sparkle so

many star-points,

Brilliant attending erowd, circling Endy-
mion’s queen, kel

No, as of maidens she had, full fair and
lovely to look on, :

Glittering every day all threugh the midst
of her streets.” [ .

And what though, in the thousand care-
ful homes to whieh the fair glitterers
returned from their walks, and some of
which you might be privileged to enter,
there might be deteeted more or less of
the Sonth-Scottish aceent. There are
soft low voices, to which the least little
touch of that accent gives the daintiest
effect imaginable.

¢ When they do softly speak or gaily sing,
So as might move the hard wood from the

s, .
Let each one guard his hearing and his
seeing
Whom any sense of his own vileness fills ;
M%y_ heavenly grace its high deliverance
"~ brin

Ere pgssion’s pain grow veteran in his
being ! ?
+* %* * *

In this description of Edinburgh, as the
second of my “three eities” in these
papers, I have anticipated so far as to
try to figure the whole as it shaped itself
to me by degrees. But, at the time of
which I speak, I was but on the outer
verge of the little world which I was to
come to know so well. Of its many at-
tractions there were certainly several, of
an entirely general nature, of which I had
formed a preliminary notion, and which
had influenced me in coming. But, as I
have said, my special and immediate fas-
cination thither had been Dr. Chalmers.
Accordingly, one of the first walks I
took was to Inverleith Row, for the
purpose of delivering to him, at his
house there, a letter of introduction with
which I had been favoured. The pur-
pose of the walk was frustrated ; for,
on crossing an angular old bridge (reno-
vated and levelled since then) which
crossed the Water of Leith and led
through Howard Place to Inverleith
Row, there, advaneing to me from the
opposite direction, right in the middle
of the quiet road, was the well-known
figure of the "Doetor himself, out on
some leisurely walk for the day, and
looking blandly and benignantly round
him. So leisurely was his walk and so
bland and benignant his look that, if
I had delivered-the introduction then
and there in the open road, I daresay
the procedure would not have been so
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much amiss. As it was, however, I
took the good close look at his form
and face which our relative positions for
the first time allowed, and, passing him,
and knowing the call at his house to be
now useless, continued my walk for its
own sake. My real acquaintance with
Chalmerssoon cameabout, more naturally
than by any formal introduction, through
inevitable intercourse with him within
the walls of the University. It began
at the close of 1839 and lasted, in the
University and out of it, till his death
in May, 1847. During these last seven
years and a half of his life, or from his
sixtieth to his sixty-seventh year—but
more especially during the first three

years of that period, when my oppor-
tunities of ,seeing him were, through
circumstances, most frequent—I knew
him so well that I think there is no
one now living, out of his own family,
that knew him better. And, as for the
strength of the feeling with which his
memory is cherished, of that I will not
speak.

¢ The bridegroom may forget the bride
‘Was made his wedded wife yestreen ; |
The monarch may forget the crown
That on his head an hour has been ;
The mother may forget the babe
That smiles sae sweetly on her knee ;
. But T'll remember thee, Glencairn,
And a’ that thou hast done for me.”

HAS ENGLAND AN INTEREST IN THE DISRUPTION OF THE
AMERICAN UNION?

BY GOLDWIN SMITH.

Tue struggle which is going on in
America, whatever may be the rights
of the question and the merits of the
parties, is so important in a moral,
political, and social point of view—the
issues which it involves are so vital to
the grandest interests of humanity—that
we should not show greatness of mind
by choosing our side in it on merely
diplomatic grounds. This, however, we
have done at least to some extent. The
chairman of a meeting of the Southern
Independence Association said the other
day, that one of the great objects of the
Association was the “ disruption of the
TUnion,” and that this object was sought
not only in the interest of the American
Continent (to which it was assumed a
¢ balance of power ” would be a great
blessing), but “in the interest of our
own dear country.” This supposed in-
terest of our own dear country bas, it
may safely be said, been at the bottom
of a good deal of our professedly dis-
interested admiration of the Confederates
and condemnation of the Federals ; and
it alone gives any meaning to the epithets
of un-English and unpatriotic which are
No. 55.—voL, X,

constantly applied to those who, on
grounds connected with the general
interests of humanity, have taken the
side of the North. Itis assumed that
the restoration of the Union, with &
prospect of unlimited extension, must
produce a military power formidable to
the security of all other natiors ; and
that it is therefore essential to us, as
the possessors of Canada and the West
Indies, and as being liable to be brought
into collision with the Americans by
those possessions, that the Union should
be broken up into a number of inde-
pendent and (as far as may be) hostile
States,- This, we say, is assumed, and
upon the strength of the assumption we
have said and done things which might
make the Americans our enemies, even if
they had no natural tendency to be so.
‘We have, moreover, placed ourselves in
an attitude of fear, which rather pro-
vokes the other party, if he has any-
thing of a disposition to bluster in his
character, to place himself in an afti-
tude of attack. 'We have also been on
the point of being drawn info very
sinister and unnatural alliances against
E
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a people who, after all, are our kinsmen,
and whose increasing and expanding
myriads are destined to spread our
language, our intellectual empire, and
the essential parts of our political insti-
tutions over a continent to which the
mother-country is but a speck. It is
worth while at least to examine care-
fully the grounds of this assumption,
and to see that it accords with the reason
of the case and with the experience of
history.

Now, of course it cannot be denied
that in an immense nation, one in blood
and united in interest, in full physical
vigour, abounding in wealth, and com-
manding the resources of a vast territory,
great mlhtary power must reside. We
have the proof of this before our eyes,
and probably shall experience it in a
still more practical way if we give our-
selves over to the guidance of the
Southern Independence Association. But
the mere existence of such power, in a
dormant state, is no source of danger
to the world, unless there are causes to
call it into action and to incite the
people possessing it to war. The great
bulk of some graminivorous animals,
though accompanied by great muscular
strength, and great ferocity when they
are provoked, does not make us look
upon them, or guard against them, as
beasts ofsprey.

In the hunter and nomad state man
is generally a warrior ; but in the settled
and civilized state he is a warrior only
under certain conditions. A. conquering
race, ruling over serfs, by whose labour
they are supported, and having no intel-
lectual occupation, preserve their love of
war 4s well as of the chace—if they
are heatheng, till their physical energy
is overcome by sensuality—if they be-
come Christians, till moral influences
subdue the animal passions, and dispose
the barbarian to a gentler way of life.
This was the case with the Persian and
Assyrian hordes, with the Moguls and
the Turks. A nation of slave-holders,
such as the Spartans, without intellectual
tastes and despising labour ag the lot of
the slave, is nearly the same thing in
this respect as a conquering horde. At

Athens the mind of the dominant race
was diverted from war hy intellectual
tastes, with which, nevertheless, the
slave-owner’s warlike propensity strug-
gled hard for the predominance. In the
feudal ages, the noble—unlettered, with-
out political interests, and supported in
proud idleness by the labour of his serfs
—was compelled to give vent in war to
all the superfluous energy of which he
could not relieve himself in the chace :
and this he continued to do till Chris-
tianity had softened his character, His
settled ownership of land, however, like
the settled habitations of the Spartan
and Athenian, tethered him as it were,
and rendered the range of his conquests
very narrow as compared with those
of nomad hordes, except in the peculiar
case of the Crusades, when religious
enthusiasm bore him away to a more
distant scene of combat. In certain
cases the military character,of a settled
and civilized nation has been kept up,
or rather, perhaps, a nation has been
prevented from becoming really settled
and civilized by exceptional circum-
stances. The border wars with England
made the Scotch a military nation down
to the union of the Crowns. The reli-
gious disturbances and the struggle
against Anglican persecution prolonged
this state of things, especially among
the Western peasantry, half a century
more. The natural influences of settled
homes and peaceful industry then began
to make themselves fully felt; and ip
1745, so entirely had the warlike spirit
of the followers of Douglas and Leslie
departed from its ancient seat, that the
whole of the Lowlands, after an abortive
attempt to raise a volunteer force—the
warriors of which slunk away at the
first approach of the enemy—fell flat
before a few clans of despised savages
from the Highlands, and was rescued,
after a time, only by the assistance
of regular troops from England.

If a settled and civilized nation, de-
voted to peaceful indusiry, undertakes
foreign wars, it must be with a stand-
ing army. Without a standing army
no power of modern Europe has ever
entered into a foreign war; while the
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existence of great standing armies, ready
to the hand of an ambitious sovereign
and wanting employment, has, in itself,
been the direct cause of many-—perhaps
of most—wars of modern times. The
large and highly-trained standing army
bequeathed by Frederic William of
Prussia to Frederic the Great, offering
an instrument for the youthful ambition
of the heir, was the direct canse of a
great series of wars. Of the standing
army possessed by the French mo-
narchy, and which had its origin in the
struggle against the English invaders of
France, the same thing may be said with
still greater force ; and there can be no
doubt that the existence of this army,
without employment and full of exciting
traditions of foreign conquest, is still
the great danger of Europe ; a danger
partly averted from us by Algerian wars
and Mexican expeditions, but against
which all the statesmen of Europe ought
to make it their special duty to guard.
The Romans, in like manner, when they
passed from little summer wars round
Rome to foreign conquest—even the
conquest of Etruria-—were compelled to
resort to the system of paid standing
armies, with which their empire was
won and held.

Now, the American Republic, while
at peace within itself, showed no dispo-
sition whatever to keep up a standing
army ; and the extension of its territory,
down to the outbreak of this civil war,
though vast and rapid, made no differ-
ence in this respect. The fashion of the
Old World, by which it is in all things
a good deal affected, and the presence of
a British army in Canada, prevailed with
it so far as to make it maintain a few
thousands of regular soldiers, for whom,
in truth, there was real employment in
the protection of seftlers against the
Indians. The subsidence of the old revo-
lutionary struggle left the Americans,
the commencement of the present revo-
lutionary struggle found them—in the
Free States, at least—a perfectly unwar-
like nation ; so unwarlike that their first
attempts in war excited among us a ridi-
cule which is strangely at variance with
our half-disguised fears. The fact is,

the conditions under which a nation
will consent to sacrifice an enormoug
proportion of the fruits of its industry,

~and to imperil, or rather to forfeit (as

all the great military nations of Europe
have forfeited), its political liberties in
order to maintain a powerful standing
army, have, in their case, been hitherto
entirely wanting. They have had no
frontiers to defend, no neighbouring na-
tions—their rivals and possible enemies
—against whose hostilities or intrigues
it was necessary to guard. England is.
“ a nation without frontiers,” being sur-
rounded by the sea ; and, therefore, she
has kept up a much smaller standing
army in proportion to her size (especially
when we reckon the dependencies) than
other European nations, and has, partly
in consequence of this, preserved her
political liberties better than the rest ;
but baving rival nations close at hand,
and being entangled in their quarrels,
she has been obliged to keep up a stand-
ing army to a certain amount.

By breaking up the Union and di-
viding Central America into rival and
hostile nations, we should, in all pro-
bability, generate the very conditions.
under which alone (judging from the
precedents of history) a settled amd
civilized nation, devoted to peaceful
industry and the acquisition of wealth, is
likely to become a military power danger-
ous to its meighbours, We shall force
each section of the hitherto united, and
therefore peaceful, continent to keep up
a standing army, which, like the military
powers of Europe, they will be always
prone to employ. At present, even a
struggle for the existence of the nation
with difficulty, as we see, draws the
people from their farms and stores.

In the absence of such occasion for
a standing army as we are frying to
give them, there is little fear lest the
Americans should maintain one out of.
mere military vanity and in pure waste.
There is little fear of this, at least, so
long as they retain their present repub-
lican constitution, which, again, a certain
class among us are very anxious, in the
political interest of this country, to see
overthrown. To be made to keep up a

E 2
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great standing army in pure waste, or
for purposes of senseless ambition, a
nation must be under the dominion of
a king or an oligarchy empowered to
take the money of the tax-payers with-
out their consent—such as the kings who
tuined France in playing their game of
war, or the oligarchy which, reigning in
England through the rotten boroughs,
dragged us, for its own interests, into
the struggle against the French Revolu-
tion.
reduce its standing army were it not
prevented by the King and the nobility
who support him. “The Provisional
CGovernment of France showed, during
its short tenure, a disposition to reduce
military expenditure, which would alone
have been enough to entitle it to our
sympathy and regret. The representa-
tives of the great fowns—that is, of the
democratic element in our Parliament—
incline the same way. Switzerland is
almost without a standing army, though,
being encircled by military powers of
an aggressive disposition, she is obliged
to keep up a highly-trained militia.
The republics of antiquity, to which
allusion is often made as examples of
republican aggressiveness, were not, like
the American commonwealth, industrial
communities with universal suffrage, but
dominant races spurning peaceful in-
dustry and supported by slaves. Rome,
indeed, even as regarded the dominant
race, was no more a republic than Venice ;
:she was an aristoeracy conquering the
world with a standing army raised by
«conscription. A really republican go-
vernment, in truth, is almost devoid of
the motives for keeping up a large army,
a8 well as of the power to do it. It has
no dynastic objects to promote. If it
conquers, it will not, like the Roman
arfstrocracy, engross the plunder. 1t
rests on the convictions and the free
allegiance of the people, and has no

The Prussxan Chamber would

need, like the European despots, of
military force to prolong the existence
of the obsolete and noxious form of
government by a person among nations
ripe for rational allegiance to the law.

The saying that the Americans are
“fighting for empire” on the present
occasion, is one of those careless misre-
presentations which become mischievous
when uttered by statesmen. They
are fighting only, as any people not
reduced by luxury or shop-keeping to
the condition of sheep would struggle,
for the preservation of their unity as a
nation. Whatever desire of territorial
aggrandisement may reside in them
will find ample vent in the illimitable
West, and all the restless enterprise of
the more unsettled members of the com-
munity, who might otherwise wish to
follow the drum, will naturally expend
itself in the same direction. It will do
so, at least, unless an independent
nation is interposed between the popu-
lous states of the Fast and the waste
lands of the West; for then the vent
might be stopped, and the explosive
force (if any) would burst forth in some
other direction.

On the other hand a slave power,
judging from the historical precedents
at which we have glanced, is likely to
be warlike. The South, if made inde-
pendent, would commence its career as a
nation with a great number of dishanded
soldiers—men, before they were drawn
into the army, of loose habits, admir-
ably trained to war, and trained to
nothing else. The visions of a vast
slave empire in the West cherished
by these men are at an end. Thus
much at least the Federals have gained
for themselves and for humanity in the
war. Mexico appears also to be cut off,
Cuba, long coveted, and the West
Indies with their negro inhabitants
remain.
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A SON OF THE SOIL.
PART VL

CHAPTER XVI.

HarrY Frankland’s return made a great
difference to the tutor, between whom
and the heir of the house there existed
that vague sense of jealousy and rival-
ship which was embittered on the part
of young Frankland by a certain con-
sciousness of obligation. He was a
good-natured fellow enough, and above
the meanness of treating unkindly any-
body who was in a dependent position ;
but the circumstances were awkward,
and he did not know how to comport
himself towards the stranger. ¢ The
fellow looks like a gentleman,” he said
privately in confidence to his mother ;
“if I had never seen him before we
might have got on, you know ; but it’s
a horrible nuisance to feel that you're
obliged to a fellow in that kind of posi-
tion—neither your equal, you know,
nor your inferjor, nor— What on
earth induced the governor to have him
here? If it hadn't been for these cheap
Scotch universities and stuff, he’d have
been a ploughman that one could have
given ten pounds to and been done
with him. It's a confounded nuisance
having him here.”

“Hush, Harry,” said Lady Frank-
land. “He is very nice and very
gentlemanly, I think. He used to be
very amusing before you came home.
Papa, you know, is not entertaining

after dinner ; and really Mr. Campbell -

was quite an acquisition, especially to
Matty, who can’t live without a slave,”
said the lady of the house, with an
indulgent, matronly smile.

“QOh, confound it, why did the
governor have him here?” cried the
discontented heir. “As for Matty, it
appears to me she had better begin to
think of doing without slaves,” he said
moodily, with a cloud on his face; a
speech which made his mother look

up with a quick movement of anxiety,
though she still smiled.

“I can’t make out either you or
Matty,” said Lady Frankland. “I
wish you would be either off or on.
‘With such an appearance of indifference
as you show to each other usually—"

“ Oh, indifference, by Jove!” said
Harry, breaking in upon his mother’s
words; and the young man gave a short
whistle, and, jumping up abruptly, went
off without waiting for any conclusion.
Lady Frankland was not in the habit
of disturbing herself about things in
general. She looked after her son with
a serious look, which, however, lasted
but a moment. She returned imme-
diately to her placidity and her needle-
work. “I daresay it will come all
right,” she said to herself, with serene
philosophy, which perhaps accounted for
the absence of wrinkles in her comely,
middle-aged countenance. Harry, on
the contrary, went off in anything but
a serene state of mind. It was a
foggy day, and the clouds lay very low
and heavy over the fen-country, where
there was nothing to relieve the dulness
of nature. And it was afternoon—the
very time of the day when all hopes and
attempts at cheering up are over—and
dinner was still too far off to throw its
genial glow upon the dusky house.
There had been nothing going on for a
day or two at Wodensbourne. Harry was
before his time, and the expected guests
had not yet arrived, and the weather
was as troublesome and hindersome of
every kind of recreation as weather
could possibly be. Young Frankland
went out in a little fit of impatience,
and was met at the hall-door by a mouth-
ful of dense white steaming air, through
which even the jovial trees of holly, all
glowing with Christmas berries, loomed
like two prickly ghosts. He uttered an
exclamation of disgust as he stood on
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the broad stone steps, not quite sure
what to do with himself—whether to
face the chill misery of the air outside,
or to hunt up Matty and Charley, and
betake himself to the billiard-room
within. But then the tutor—confound
the fellow !  Just at this moment Harry
Frankland heard a laugh, a provoking
little peal of silver bells. He had an
odd sort of affection—half love, half
dislike—for his cousin. But of all
Matty’s charms, there was none which
so tantalized and bewitched him as this
laugh, which was generally acknowledged
to be charming. ¢ Much there is to
laugh about, by Jove !” he muttered
to himself, with an angry flush ; but he
grew grimly furious when he heard her
voice.

“You won’t give in,” said Matty ;
“the Scotch never will, I know; you
are all so dreadfully argumentative and
quarrelsome. But you are beaten,
though you won’t acknowledge it ; you
know you are. I like talking to you,”
continued the little witch, dropping her
voice a little, “because — hush! I
thought I heard some one calling me
from the house.”

“Because why ?” said Colin. They
were a good way off, behind one of those
great holly-trees ; but young Frankland,
with his quickened ears, discerned in an
instant the softness, the tender admira-
tion, the music of the tutors voice.
“By Jove!” said the heir to himself;
and then he shouted out, “Matty, look
here! come here!” in tones as differen
from those of Colin as discord is from
harmony. It did not occur to him that
Miss Matty’s ear, being perfectly cool
and unexcited, was quite able to dis-
criminate between the two voices which
thus claimed her regard.

“ What do you want?” said Matty.
“ Don't stand there in the fog like a
ghost; if you have anything to say,
come here. I am taking my consti-
tutional ; one’s first duty is the care of
one’s health,” said the wicked little
creature, with her ring of laughter ; and
she turned back again under his very
eyes along the terrace without looking
at him again. As for Harry Frank-

land, the words which escaped from his
excited lips were not adapted for pub-
lication. If he had been a little less
angry he would have joined them, and
so made an end of the tutor ; but, being
furious, and not understanding anything
about it, he burst for a moment into
profane language, and then went off to
the stables, where all the people had a
bad time of it until the dressing-bell
Tang.

“What a savage he is,” said Matty,
confidentially. ¢ That is the bore of
cousins ; they can't bear to see one
happy, and yet they won't take the
trouble of making themselves agreeable.
How nice it used to be down at Kil-
churn that summer — you remember ?
And what quantities of poetry you used
to write. I suppose Wodensbourne is
not congenial to poetry? You have
never shown me anything since you
came here,”

“ Poetry is only for one’s youth,”
said Colin ; “ that 1s, if you dignify my
verses with the name—for one’s extreme
youth, when one believes in everything
that is impossible ; and for Kilchurn,
and the Lady’s Glen, and the Holy
Loch,” said the youth, after a pause,
with a fervour which disconcerted
Matty. ¢ ZThat summer was not summer,
but a bit of paradise—and life is real at
‘Wodensbourne.” ’

“I wish you would mnot speak in
riddles,” said Miss Matty, who was in
the humour to have a little more of
this inferred worship. ¢ I should have
thought life was a great deal more real
at Ramore than here. Here we have
luxuries and things—and—and—and
books and—” She meant to have
implied that the homely life was hard,
and to have delicately intimated to
Colin the advantage of living under the
roof of Sir Thomas Frankland ; but,
catching his eye at the outset of her
sentence, Matty had suddenly perceived
her mistake, and broke down in a way
most unusual to her. Asshe floundered,
the young man looked at her with a
full unhesitating gaze, and an incompre-
hensible smile.

“Pardon me,” he said —he had scarcely
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cver attempted before to take the su-
periority out of her hands, little trifler
and fine lady as she was—he had been
quite content to lay himself down in
the dust and suffer her to march over
him in airy triumph. But, while she
was only a little tricksy coquette,
taking from his imagination all her
higher charms, Colin was a true man, a
man full of- young genius, and faculties
a world beyond anything known to
Maity ; and, when he was roused for the
moment, it was so easy for him to con-
found her paltry pretensions. “FPardon
me,” he said, with the smile which
piqued her, which she did not under-
stand; “I think you mistake. At
Ramore I was a poor farmer’s son, but
we had other things to think of than
the difference between wealth and
poverty. At Ramore we think nothing
impossible ; but here—” said Colin,
looking round him with a mixture of
contempt and admiration, which Matty
could not comprehend. .¢ That, you
perceive, was the age of poetry, the age
of romance, the golden age,” said the
young man, with a smile. ¢ The true
knight required nothing but his sword,
and was more than a match for all
kinds of ugly kings and wicked en-
chanters ; but Wodensbourne is prose,
hard prose—fine English if you like,
and much to be applauded for its style.”
The tutor ran on, delivering himself up
to his fancy. “Not Miltonian, to be
sure ; more like Macaulay—fine vigorous
English, not destitute of appropriate
ornament, but still prose, plain prose,
Miss Frankland—only prose }”

“Tt appears to me that you are cross,
Mr. Campbell,” said Matty, with a little
-spite ; for her young vassal showed signs
of enfranchisement when he called her
by her name. ¢ You like your rainy loch
better than anything else in the world ;
and you are sorry,” said the syren, drop-
ping her voice, “ you are even so unkind
as to be sorry that you have come here 2”

“Sometimes, yes,” said Colin, sud-
denly clouding over. “Tt is true.”

“ Sempre s,” said Matty; “though
you cannot deny that we freed you from
the delightful duty of listening to Sir

Thomas after dinner,” she went on, with
a laugh. “Dear old uncle, why does
he snore? So you are really sorry you
came ? I do so wish you would tell me
why. Wodenshourne, at least, is better
than Ardmartin,” said Miss Matty, with
a look of pique. She was rather relieved
and yet horribly disappointed at the
thought that Colin might perhaps be
coming to his senses, in so far as she
herself was concerned. It would save
him a good deal of embarrassment, it was
true, but she was intent upon preventing
it all the same.

“I will tell you why I am sorry, if
you will tell me why I ought to be glad,”
said Colin, who was wise enough, for
once, to see that he had the best of the
argument.

“Oh, I don't know,” said Matty; <“if
you don't see yourself—if you don’t care
about the advantages—if you don’t mind
living in the same—I mean, if you don’t
see the good—"

“I don’t see any good,” said Colin,
with suppressed passion, ‘‘except one
which, if I stated it plainly, you would
not permit me to claim. I see no advan-
tages that I can venture to put in words.
On the other hand, Wodensbourne has
taught me a great deal. Thisfine perspi-
cuous English prose points an argument
a great deal better than all the Highland
rhymings in existence,” said the young
man, bitterly ; “T'll give you a profes-
sional example, as I'm a tutor. At the
Holy Loch we conjugate all our verbs
affirmatively, interrogatively. ~Charley
and I are getting them up in the nega-
tive form here, and it's hard work,”
said Charley’s tutor. He broke off with
a laugh which sounded strange and
harsh, an unusual effect, in his com-
panion’s ear.

s “ Affirmatively ? Interrogatively-?”
said Miss Matty, with a pretty puzzled
look; “I hate long words. How do
you suppose I can know what you mean ¢
It is such a long time since I learnt my
verbs—and then one always hated them
so. Look here, what a lovely holly-
leaf! 11 m'aime, il ne m'aime pas?”
said Miss Matty, pricking her fingers on
the verdant spikes and casting a glance at
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Colin,  When their eyes met they both
laughed, and blushed a little in their
several ways—that is to say, Miss Matty’s
swart complexion grew a little, a very
little, brighter for one moment, or Colin
at least thought it did, whereas the blood
flushed all over his face, and went
dancing back like so many streams of
new life and joy to exhilarate his foolish
youthful heart.

“By the bye, I wonder if that foolish
Harry came from my aunt ; perhaps she
wants me,” said Miss Matty, who had
gone as far as she meant to go. ““‘Be-
sides, the fog gets heavier ; though, to be
sure, I have seen it twenty times worse
at Kilchurn. Perhaps it is the fog and
the rain that makes it poetical there ?
I prefer reality, if that means a little
sunshine, or even the fire in my lady’s
dressing-room,” she cried, with a shiver.
“Go indoors and write me scme pretty
verses : it is the only thing you can do
after being such a savage. Au revorr—
there are ne half-partings in English,
and it's se ridiculous to say good-bye
for an hour or two,” said Miss Matty.
She made him a little mock curtsey
as she went away, to which, out of
the fulness of her grace, the little witch
added a smile and a pretty wave of her
hand as she disappeared round the
corner of the great holly, which were
meant to leave Colin in a state of ecstasy.
He stayed on the foggy terrace a long
time after she had left him, but the
young man’s thoughts were not ecstatic.
So long as she was present, so long as
the strongest spell of natural magic
occupied his eyes in watching and his
ears in listening to her, he was still
carried along and kept up by the
witchery of young love. But in the
intervals when her presence was with-
drawn, matters grew to be rather serious
with Colin. He was not like a love-sick
girl, able to exist upon these occasional
sweetnesses ; he was a man, and required
something more to satisfy: his mind
than the tantalizing enchantments and
disappointments of this intercourse,
which was fascinating enough in its way,
but had no substance or reality in it.
He had spoken truly—it had been entire

romance, sweet as a morning dream at
the Holy Loch. There the two young
creatures, wandering by the glens and
streams, were the ideal youth and maiden
entering upon their natural inheritance
of beauty and love and mutual admi-
ration ; and at homely Ramore, where
the world to which Matty belonged was
utterly unknown, it was not difficuls
either for Colin himself, or for those
around him, to believe that—with his
endowments, his talents, and genius—he
could do anything, or win any woman.
‘Wodensbourne was a most sobering,
disenchanting reality after this won-
derful delusion. The Franklands were
all so kind to the young tutor, and their
sense of obligation towards him made
his position so much better than any
other tutor’s of his pretensions could
have been, that the lesson came with
all the more overwhelming force upon
his awakening faculties. The morning
and its ‘dreams were gliding away—or,
at least, Colin thought so; and this
clear daylight, which began to come in,
dissipating all the magical effects of
sunshine and mist and dew, had to be
faced as he best could. He was not a
young prince, independent of ordinary
requirements ; he was truly a poor
man’s son, and possessed by an ideal
of life and labour such as has inspired
many a young Scotchman. He wanted
not only to get on in the world, to
acquire an income and marry Matty,
but also to bhe good for something in
his generation. If the course of true
love had been quite smooth with him,
if Matty had been his natural mate,
Colin could not have contented himself
with that personal felicity. He was
doubtful of all his surroundings, like
most young men of his period—doubt-
ful what to do and how to do it—more
than doubtful of all the local ways and
fashions of the profession to which he
had been trained. But underneath
this uncertainty lay something of which
Colin had no doubt. He had not been
brought into the world without an
object ; he did not mean to leave it
without leaving some mark that he had
been here. To get through life easily
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and secure as much pleasure as possible
by the way was not the theory of exist-
ence known at Ramore. There it was
understood to be a man’s, a son’s duty
to better his position, to make his way
“upwards in the world ; and this philo-
sophy of life had been enlarged and
elevated in the poetic soul of Colin’s
mother. He had something to do in
his own country, in his own generation.
That was the master-idea of the young
man’s mind. How it was fo be recon-
ciled with this aimless, dependent life
in the rich English household—with
this rivalry, which could never come to
anything, with Sir Thomas Frankland’s
"heir—with this vain love, which, it
began to be apparent to Colin, must,
like the rivalry, end in nothing—it
was hard to see. He remained on
the terrace for about an hour, walking
up and down in the fog. All that he
could see before him were some indistinct
outlines of trees, looking black through
the steaming white air, and, behind, the
great ghost of the house, with its long
front and wings receding into the mist—
the great, wealthy, stranger house, to
which be and his life had so little rela-
tionship. Many were the thoughts in
Colin’s mind during this hour; and they
were far from satisfactory. Even the
object of his love began to be clouded
over with fogs, which looked very diffe-
rent, breathing over those low, rich,
English levels, from the fairy mists of
the Lady’s Glen. He began to perceive
dimly that his devotion was a toy and
plaything to this little woman of the
world. He began to perceive what an
amount of love would be necessary to
make such a creature as Matty place
herself consciously by the side of such a
lover as himself. Love !—and as yet all
that he could say certainly of Matty
was that she liked a little love-making,
and had afforded him a great many
facilities for that agreeable but unpro-
ductive occupation. Colin’s heart lost
itself in an uncertainty darker than the
fog. His own position galled him pro-
foundly. He was Charley’s tutor. They
‘were all very kind to him ; but,supposing
ke were to ask the child of the house to
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descend from her eminence and be his
wife—not even his wife, indeed, but his
betrothed ; to wait years and years for
him until he should be able to claim her
—~what would everybody think of him ?
Colin’s heart beat against his breast in
loud throbs of wounded love and pride.
At Wodensbourne everything seemed
impossible. He had not the heart to
go away and end abruptly his first love
and all his dreams, and how could
he stay to consume his heart and his
life? How go back to the old existence,
which would now be so much harder?
How begin anew and try another exist-
ence apart from all his training and
traditions, for the sake of that wildest of
incredible hopes? Colin had lived for
some time in this state of struggle and
argument with himself, and it was only
Matty’s presence which at times de-
livered him from it. Now, as before,
he took refuge in the thought that he
could not immediately free himself ; that,
having accepted his position as Charley’s
tutor, he could not relinquish it imme-
-diately ; that honour bound him to re-
main for the winter at least. When he
had come, for the fiftieth time, to this con-
clusion, he went indoors, and upstairs to
hisroom. Itwas a good way up, but yet
it was more luxurious than anything in
Ramore, and on the table there were
some flowers which she had given him
the night before. Poor Colin! after
his serious reflections he owed himself a
little holiday. It was an odd enough con--
clusion, certainly, to his thoughts, but
he had an hour to himself and his
writing-desk was open on the table, and
involuntarily he bethought himself of
Miss Matty’s parting words. The end
of it was that he occupied his hour
writing and . re-writing and polishing
into smooth couplets the pretty verses
which that young lady had asked for.
Colin’s verses were as follows; from
which it will be seen that, though he
had a great deal of poetical semtiment,
he was right in refusing to consider
himself a poet :—~
“Tn English speech, my lady said,

There are no sweet half-partings made—

‘Words half regret, half joy, that tell
‘We meet again and all is well.
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Ah, not for sunny hours or days
Its grave ‘ Farewell’ our England says;
Nor for a moment’s absence, true,
Utters its prayer, ¢ God be with you.’
Other the thoughts that Love may reach,
In the grave tones of English speech;
Deeper than Fancy’s passing breath,
The blessing stands for life or death.
If Heaven in wrath should rule it so,
If earth were capable of woe
So bitter as that this might be
The last dear word 'twixt thee and me,
Thus Love in English speech, above
All lighter thoughts, breathes : ¢ Farewell,
Love;

For hours or ages if we part,
God be with thee, where'er thou art.
To no less hands than His alone
I trust thy soul out of mine own.'
Thus speaks the Love that, grave and strong,
Can master death, neglect, and wrong,
Yet ne’er can learn, long as it lives,
To limit the full soul it gives,
Or cheat the parting of its pain
With light words ‘ Till we meet again.’
Ah, no, while on a moment’s breath

" Love holds the poise ’twixt life and death,
He cannot leave who loves thee, sweet,
With light postponement ‘ Till we meet ;’
But rather prays, ¢ Whate’er may be,
My life or déath, God be with thee /
Though one brief hour my course may tell,
Ever and ever Fare thou well.’ ”

Probably the readers of this history will
think that Colin deserved his fate.

He gave them to her in the evening,
when he found her alone in the drawing-
room—alone, at least, in so far that
Lady Frankland was nodding over the
newspaper, and taking no notice of Miss
Matty’s proceedings. “Oh, thank you ;
how nice of you ! ” cried the young lady ;
but she crumpled the little billet in her
hand, and put it, not into her bosom as
young ladies do in novels, but into her
pocket, glancing at the door as she did
so. “I do believe you are right in say-
ing that there is nothing but prose here,”
said -Matty. ¢T can’t read it just now.
It would only make them laugh, you
know ;” and she went away forthwith
to the other end of the room, and began
to occupy herself in arranging some
music. She was thus employed when
Harry came in, looking black enough.
Colin was left to himself all that even-
ing. He had, moreover, the gratification
of witnessing all the privileges once
accorded to himself given to his rival
Even in matters less urgent than love, it

is disenchanting to see the same atten-
tions lavished on another of which one
has imagined one’s self the only pos-
gessor. It was in vain that Colin at-
tempted a grim smile to himself at this
transference of Matty’s wiles and witch-
eries. The lively table-talk—more lively
than it could be with him, for the two
knew all each other’s friends and occu-
pations ; the little services about the tea-
table which he himself had so often
rendered to Matty, but which her cousin
could render with a freedom impossible
to Colin ; the pleased, amused looks of
the elders, who evidently imagined mat-
ters to be going on as they wished ;—
would have been enough of themselves
to drive the unfortunate youth half wild
as he sat in the background and wit-
nessed it all. But, as Colin’s evil genius
would have it, the curate was that even-
ing dining at Wodensbourne. And, in
pursuance of his benevolent intention
of cultivating and influencing the young
Scotchman, this excellent ecclesiastic
devoted himself to Colin. He asked a
great many questions about Scotland
and the Sabbath question, and the im-
moral habits of the peasantry, to which
the catechumen replied with varying
temper, sometimes giving wild answers,
quite wide of the mark, as he applied
his jealous ear to hear rather the conver-
sation going on at a little distance than
the interrogatory addressed to himself.
Most people have experienced something
of the difficulty of keeping up an in-
different conversation while watching
and straining to catch such scraps as
may be audible of something more in-
teresting going on close by ; but the
difficulty was aggravated in Colin’s case
by the fact that his own private inter-
locutor was doing everything in his
power to exasperate him in a well-
meaning and friendly way, and that the
words which fell on his ear close a$ hand
were scarcely less irritating than the
half-heard words, the but too distinctly
seen combinations at the other end of
the room, where Matty was making tea,
with her cousin hanging over her chair.
After he had borne it as long as he
could, Colin turned to bay. )
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“Scotland is not in the South Seas,”
said the young Scotchman; ‘“a day’s
journey any time will take you there.
As for our Universities, they are not
rich like yours, but they have been
heard of from time to time,” said Colin,
with indignation. His eyes had caught
fire from long provocation, and they
were fixed at this moment upon Matty,
who was showing her cousin something
which she half drew out of her pocket
under cover of her handkerchief. Was
it his foolish offering that the two were
about to laugh over? In the bitterness
of the moment, he could have taken the
most summary vengeance on the irre-
proachable young clergyman. “We
don’t tattoo ourselves now-a-days, and no
Englishman has been eaten in my dis-
trict within the memory of man,” said
the young savage, who looked quite in-
clined to swallow somebody, though it
was doubtful who was the immediate
object of his passion, which played in
his brown eyes. Perhaps Colin had
never been so much excited in his life.

“I beg your pardon,” said the won-
dering curate. “I tell you, I fear—"
and he followed Colin’s eyes, after his
first movement of offence was over, and
perhaps comprehended the mystery, for
the curate himself had been in his day
the subject of experiments. ¢ They
seem to have come to a very good under-
standing, these two,” he said, with a
gentle clerical leaning towards inevitable
gossip.  “1I told you how it was likely
to be. I wish you would come to the
vicarage oftener,” continued the young
priest. ¢ If Frankland and you don’t
get on—"

“ Why should not we get on?” said
Colin, who was half mad with excite-
ment—he had just seen some paper,
wonderfully like his own verses, handed
from one to another of the pair who
were so mutually engrossed—and, if he
could have tossed the curate or anybody
else who might happen to be at hand
out of window, it would have been a
relief to his feelings. ‘“He and I are
in very different circumstances,” said the
young man, with his eyes aflame. “T
am not aware that it is of the least im-

portance to any one whether we get on
or not. You forget that I am only the
tutor.” It occurred to him, as he spoke,
how he had said the same words to
Matty at Ardmartin, and how they had
laughed together over his position. It
was not any laughing matter now ; and
to see the two heads bending over that
bit of paper was more than he could
bear.

“I wish you would come oftener to
the parsonage,” said the benevolent
curate. I might be—we might be—
of—of some use to each other. I am
very much interested in your opinioms.
I wish I could bring you to see the
beauty of, all the Church’s arrangements
and the happiness of those—"

Here Colin rose to his feet without
being aware of it, and the curate stop-
ped speaking. He was a man of placid
temper himself, and the young stranger’s
aspect alarmed him. Harry Frankland
was coming forward with the hit of
paper in his hand.

“Look here,” said Frankland, in-
stinctively turning his back on the
tutor, “here’s a little drawing my cousin
has been making for some schools you
want in the village. She says they must
be looked after directly. It’s only a
seratch, but I think it's pretty —a
woman is always shaky in her outlines,
you know ; but the idea ain’t bad, is it ?
She says I am to talk to you on the
subject,” said the heir; and he spread
out the sketch on the table and began
to discuss it with the pleased curate.
Harry was pleased too, in a modified
way ; he thought he was gratifying
Matty, and he thought it was good of
such a wayward little thing to think
about the village children ; and, finally,
he thought if she had been indifferent
to the young lord of the manor she
would not have taken so much trouble
—which were all agreeable and conso-
latory imaginations. As for Colin,
standing up by the table, his eyes sud-
denly glowed and melted into a mist of
sweet compunctions ; he stood quite
still for a moment, and then he caught
the smallest possible gesture, the move-
ment of a finger, the scarce-perceptible
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lifting of an eyelash, which called him
to her side. When he went up to
Matty he found her reading very de-
murely, with her book held in both her
hands, and his little poem placed above
the printed page. It is charming!”
gaid the little witch; “I could mnot
look at it till I had got rid of Harry.
It is quite delightful, and it is the
greatest shame in the world not to
print it ; but I can’t conceive how you
can possibly remember the trumpery
little things I say.” The conclusion
was, that sweeter dreams than usual
visited Colin’s sleep that night. Miss
Matty had not yet done with her inte-
resting vietim,

CHAPTER XVIL

Couiy found a letter on the breakfast-
table next morning, which gave a new
development to his mental struggle. It
was from the Professor in Glasgow in
whose class he had won his greatest
laurels. He was not a correspondent
nor even a friend of Colin’s, and the
effect of his letter was increased accord-
ingly. “One of our exhibitions to
Balliol is to be competed for immediately
after Christmas,” wrote the Professor. '
“T am very anxious that you should be
a candidate. From all I have seen of
you, I am inclined to augur a brilliant
career for your talents if they are fully
cultivated ; and for the ecredit of our
University, as well as for your own sake,
I should be glad to see you the holder
of this scholarship. Macdonald, your
old rival, is a very satisfactory scholar,
and has unbounded perseverance and
steadiness—doggedness, I might almost
say ; but he is not the kind of man—I
speak to you frankly—to do us any credit
at Oxford, nor indeed to do himself any
particular advantage. His is the com-
monly received type of Scotch intelli-
gence—hard, keen, and unsympathetic
—a form as little true to the character of
the nation as conventional types usually
are. I don’t want, to speak the truth,
to send him to my old college as a
specimen of what we can produce here,
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It would be much more satisfactory to
myself to send you, and I think you
could make better use of the opportu-
nities thus opened to you. Lauderdale
informs me that Sir Thomas Frankland
is an old friend and one under obligations
to you or your family : probably, in the
circumstances, he would not object to
release you from your engagement. The
matter is so important, that I don't think
you should allow any false delicacy in
respect to your present occupation to
deter you from afttending to your own
interests. You are now just at the age to
benefit in the highest degree by such an
opportunity of prosecuting your studies.”

This was the letter which woke all
the slumbering forces of Colin’s mind
to renew the struggle against his heart
and his fancy which he had already
waged unsuccessfully. He was not of
much use to Charley for-that day at
least ; their conjugations, megative or
affirmative, made but small progress, and
the sharp-witted boy gave his tutor credit
for being occupied with Matty, and
scorned him accordingly—of which fact
the young man was fortunately quite un-
aware. Whenit became possible for Colin
to speak to Sir Thomas on the subject,
he had again lost himself in a maze cf
conflicting inclinations. Should he leave
this false position, and betake himself
again, in improved and altered circum-
stances, to the business of his life? But
Colin saw very clearly that to leave his
present position was to leave Matty—to
relinquish his first dream ; to give up
the illusion which, notwithstanding all
its drawbacks, had made life lovely to
him for the past year at least. Already
he had so far recovered his senses as to
feel that, if he left her now, he left her
for ever, and that no new tie could be
woven between his humble fortunes
and those of the little siren of Wodens-
bourne. Knowing this, yet all the
while subject to her witcheries—hearing
the song that lured him on—how was
he to take a strenuous resolution, and
leap back into the disenchanted exist-
ence, full of duty but deprived of de-
lights, which awaited him in his proper
sphere ? He had gone out to the terrace
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again in the afternoon to argue it out
with himself, when he encountered Sir
Thomas, who had a cold, and was taking
his constitutional discreetly for his
health’s sake, not without an eye to the
garden in which Lady Frankland in-
tended sundry alterations which were
not quite satisfactory to her lord. ¢Of
course I don’t mean fo interfere with
my lady’s fancies,” said the baronet, who
was pleased to find some one to whom
he could confide his griefs ; “a flower-
garden is a woman’s department, cer-
tainly, if anything is ; but I won't have
this terrace disturbed. It used to be
my mother’s favourite walk,” said Sir
Thomas. The good man went on, a little
moved by this particular recollection,
meditating his grievance. Sir Thomas
had got very nearly to the other end of
that table-land of existence which lies
between the ascent and the descent—
that interval in which the suns burn
hottest, the winds blow coldest, but
upon which, when it is fair weather,
the best part of life may be spent. By
right of his extended prospect, he was
naturally a little contemptuous of those
griefs and struggles of youth which
cloud on the ascending way. Had any
one told him of the real conflict which
was going on in Colin’s mind, the excel-
lent middle-aged man would but have
laughed at the boy’s folly—a laughter
softened yet confirmed by the recollec-
tion of similar clouds in his own expe-
rience which had long dispersed into
thin air. He was a little serious at the
present moment, about my lady’s caprice,
which aimed at altering the smooth
stretch of lawn to which his eyes had
been-accustomed for years, and turned
to listen to Colin, when the young man
addressed him, with a slight air of impa-
tience, not knowing anything of import-
ance which the youth could have to say.

“I should be glad to know,” said
Colin, with hesitation, “how long you
think Charley will want my services.
Lady Frankland was speaking the other
day of the improvement in his health.”

“Yes,” interrupted the baronet,
bnghtemng up a little, for his mvalld
boy was his favourite. “ We are greatly
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obliged to you, Campbell. Charley
has brightened and improved amazingly
since you came here.”

This was an embarrassing way of
receiving Colin’s attempt at disengaging
himself from Charley. The youth hesi-
tated and stammered, and could not well
make up his mind what to say next.
In his perplexity he took out the letter
which had stimulated him to this
attempt. Sir Thomas, who was still a
liftle impatient, took it out of his hands
and read it. The baromet whistled
under his breath with puzzled astonish-
ment as he read. “ What does it mean?”
said Sir Thomas. “ You declined to go
to Oxford under my auspices, and now
here is something about a scholarship
and a competition. You want to go to
the University after all—but why then
reject my proposal when I made it?”
saild Colin’s patron, who thought his
protégé had chosen a most unlucky
moment for changing his mind.

“T beg your pardon,” said Colin, “but
I could not accept your offer at any
time. I could not accept such a favour
from any man, and I know no claim T
have upon you to warran

“Qh, stuff!” said Sir Thomas; “I
know very well what are the obligations
I am under fo you, Campbell. You
saved my son Harry’s life—we are all
very sensible of your claims. I should
certainly have expected you to help

‘"Harry as far as was possible—for he is

like myself—he is more in the way of
cricket and boating, and a day with the
hounds when he can get it, than Greek
~but I should have felt real pleasure,”
said the baronet blandly, “in helping so
deserving a young man, and one to whom
we all feel so much indebted.”

“Thank you,” said Colin, who at that
moment would have felt real pleasure in
punching the head, or maltreating the
person of the heir of 'Wodensbourne—
“I suppose we have all some pride in
one way or another. I am obliged to
you, Sir Thomas, but I could not accept
such a favour from you; Whereas, a
prize won at my own university,” said
the young man, with a little elevatlon,
“is no discredit, but—"
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“ Discredit !” said Sir Thomas; “you
must have a very strange idea of me,
Mz, Campbell, if you imagine it dis-
creditable to accept a kindness at my
hands.”

T beg your pardon,” again said Colin,
who was at his wit's end; “I did not
mean to say anything uncivil—but I am
Scotch. I dislike receiving favours. I
prefer—"

Sir Thomas rubbed his hands. The
apology of nationality went a long way
with him, and restored his temper.
“Yes, yes; I understand,” he said, with
good-humoured superiority : “you prefer
conferring favours—you like to keep the
upper hand. I know a great deal of you
Scotchmen ; I flatter myself I under-
stand your national character. I should
like to know now,” said the baronet, con-
fidentially, “if you are set upon becom-
ing a Scotch minister, as you once told
me, what good it will do you going to
Oxford? Supposing you were to dis-
tinguish yourself, which I think very
possible ; supposing you were to take a—
a second-class, or even a first-class, for
example, what would be the good? The
reputation and the—the prestige and that
sort of thing would be altogether lost in
Scotland. All the upper classes you
know have gone from the old Kirk, and
you would not please the peasants a bit
better for being—indeed, the idea of an
Oxford first-class man spending his life
preaching to a set of peasants is absurd,”
said Sir Thomas. ‘I know more about
Scotland than most men : I paid a great
deal of attention to that Kirk question.
If you go to Oxford I shall expect you
to change your mind about your profes-
sion. If you don’t take to something
more ambitious, at least yow'll go in for
the Church.”

“I have always intended so,” said
Colin, with his grand air, ignoring the
baronet’s meaning. “ To preach, if it
is only to peasants, is more worth a
man’s while than reading prayers for
ever, like your curate here. I am only
Scotch ; I know no better,” said Colin,
“We want changes in Secotland, it is
true ; but it is as good to work for
Scotland as for England—better for me

—and I should not grudge my first-class
to the service of my native Church,”
said the youth, with a movement of his
head which tossed his heavy brown
locks from the concealed forehead. Sir
Thomas looked at him with a blank
amazement, not knowing in the least
what he meant. He thought the young
fellow had been piqued somehow, most
probably by Matty, and was in a
heroical mood, which mood Colin’s
patron did not pretend to understand.

“Well, well,” he said, with some im-
patience, “I suppose you will take
your own way; but I must say it
would seem very odd to see an Oxford
first-class man in a queer little kirk in
the Highlands, preaching a sermon an
hour long. Of course, if you like it,
that’s another matter; and the Scotch
certainly do seem to like preaching,”
said Sir Thomas, with natural wonder ;
“but we flattered ourselves you were
comfortable here. I am sorry you want
to go away.”

This was taking Colin on his unde-
fended side. The words brought colour
to his cheeks and moisture to his eye.
“Indeed, I don’t want to ‘go away,” he
said, and paused, and faltered, and grew
still more deeply crimson. “I can
never forget ; I can never think other-
wise than with —with gratitude of
‘Wodensbourne.” He was going to have
said tenderness, but stopped himself in
time; and even Sir Thomas, though
his eyes were noway anointed with any
special chrism of insight, saw the emo-
tion in his face.

“Then dont go,” said the straight-
forward baronet; “why should you go
if you don’t want to ¢ We are all most
anxious that you should stay. Indeed,
it would upset my plans dreadfully if
you were to leave Charley at present.
He's a wonderful fellow, is Charley. He
has twice as much brains as the rest of
my boys, sir ; and you understand him,
Campbell. He is happier, he is stronger,
he is even a better fellow—poor lad,
when he’s ill he can’t be blamed for a
bit of temper—since you came. Indeed,
now I think it over,” said Sir Thomas,
“you will mortify and disappoint me
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very much if you go away. I quite
considered you had accepted Charley’s
tutorship for a year at least. My dear,
here’s a pretty business,” he said, furn-
ing round at the sound of steps and
voices, which Colin had already dis-
cerned from afar with a feeling that he
was now finally vanquished, and could
yield with a good grace ; ““here’s Camp-
bell threatening to go away.”

“To go away!” said Lady Frank-
land. “ Dear me, he can’t mean it.
‘Why, he only came the other day; and
Charley, you know”’—said the anxious
mother ; but she recollected Harry’s
objection to the tutor, and did not
make any very warm opposition. Colin,
however, was totally unconscious of the
lukewarmness of the lady of the house.
The little scream of dismay with which
Miss Matty received the intelligence
might have deluded a wiser man than he.

“ Going away! I call it downright
treachery,” said Miss Matty. ¢ I think
it is using you very unkindly, uncle;
when he knows you put such de-
pendence on him about Charley, and
when we know the house has been
quite a different thing since Mr. Camp-
bell came,” said the little witch, with a
double meaning, of which Colin, poor
boy, swallowed the sweeter sense, with-
out a moment’s hesitation. He knew it
was not the improvement in Charley’s
temper which had made the house
different to Matty ; but Lady Frank-
land, who was not a woman of imagi-
nation, took up seriously what seemed
to be the obvious meaning of the words.

“ Tt is quite true. I am sure we are
much obliged to Mr. Campbell,”  she
said { “ Charley is quite an altered boy ;
and I had hoped you were liking
‘Wodensbourne, If we could do anything
to make it more agreeable to you,”
said Lady Frankland, graciously, remem-
bering how Charley’s ‘“temper” was
the horror of the house. I am sure
Sir Thomas would not grudge— ”

“ Pray do not say any more,” said
Colin, confused and blushing; “mo
house could be more—no house could
b(_a %0 agreeable to me. . You are all very
kind. It was only my—my own—"

What he was going to say is beyond
the reach of discovery. He was in-
terrupted by a simultaneous utterance
from all the three persons present, of
which Colin heard only the soft tones
of Matty. “ He does not mean it,”
she said ; ¢ he only means fo alarm us.
I shall not say good-bye, nor farewell
either. You shall have no good wishes
if you think of going away. False as
a Campbell,” said the siren under her
breath, with a look which overpowered
Colin. He never was quite sure what
words followed from the elder people ;
but even Lady Frankland became fervent
when she recalled what Charley had
been before the advent of the tutor.
* What we should do with him now, if
Mr. Campbell was to leave and the
house full of people, I tremble to think,”
said the alarmed mother. 'When Colin
returned to the house it was with a
slightly flattered sense of his own value
and importance now to the young man
—with a sense too that duty had fully
acquitted and justified inclination, and
that he could not at the present moment
leave his post. This delicious unction
he laid fo his soul while it was still
thrilling with the glance and with the
words which Matty, in her alarm, had
used to prevent her slave’s escape. What-
ever happened, he could not, he would
not, go; better to perish with such a
hope, than to thrive without it; and,
after all, there was no need for perish-
ing, and next year Oxford might still
be practicable. So Colin said to him-
self, as he made his simple toilette for
the evening, with a face which was
radiant with secret sunshine, .“It was
only my—my own—." How had he
intended to complete that sentence
which the Franklands took out of his
mouth? Was he going to say interest,
advantage, peace? The unfinished
words came to his mind involuntarily
when he was alone. They kept flitting
in and out, disturbing him with vague
touches of uneasiness, asking to be com-
pleted. “My own—only my. own,”
Colin said to himself as he went down
stairs. He was saying over the words
softly as he came to a landing, upon
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which there was a great blank staircase-
window reaching down to the floor,
and darkly filled at this present mo-
ment with a grey waste of sky and
tumbling clouds, with a wild wind
visibly surging through the vacant at-
mosphere, and conveying almost to the
eye in palpable vision an equal demon-
stration of its presence as it did to the
ear. “My own—only my own. I
wonder what you mean ; the words
sound quite sentimental,” said Miss
Matty, suddenly appearing at Colin’s
side, with a light in her hand. The
young man was moved strangely; he
could not tell why. ¢“I meant my own
life, I believe,” he said with a sudden
impulse, unawares; ‘““only my own
life,” and went down the next flight of
stairs before the young lady, not know-
ing what he was about. 'When he
came to himself, and stood back, blush-
ing with hot shame, to let her pass, the
words came back in a dreary whirl, as
if the wind had taken them up and
tossed them at him, out of that wild
windowful of night. His life—only
his life ; was that what he had put in
comparison with Charley’s temper and
Matty’s vanity, and given up with
enthusiasm ¢ Something chill, like a
sudden cold current through his veins,
ran to Colin’s heart for a moment.
Next minute he was in the room, where
bright lights, and lively talk, and all
the superficial cordiality of prosperity
and good-humour filled the atmosphere
round him. Whatever the stake had
been, the cast was over and the decision
made.

CHAPTER XVIII.

Tue Christmas guests began to arrive
at Wodensbourne on the same day that
Colin concluded this sacrifice ; and for
some days the tutor had scant measure
of that society which had lured him to
the relinquishment even of his ¢“life.”
When the house was full of people,
Matty found a thousand occupations in
which of necessity Colin had no share,
—not to say that the young lady felt it
No. 55, —vor. x.

a matter of prudence, after she had
accepted his sacrifice, to be as little
as possible in his society. It was
pleasant enough to feel her power, and
to know that for her invaluable smile
the boy had bartered his independent
career ; but to put him in the way of
claiming any reward for his offering
would have been exceedingly inconve-
nient to Matty. He paid the full penalty
accordingly for at least a week there-
aftér, and had abundant opportunity of
counting the cost and seeing what he
had done. It was not exhilarating to
spend the mornings with Charley, to
answer his sharp questions, to satisfy
his acute but superficial mind—in which
curiosity was everything, and thought
scarcely existed—and to feel that for this
he had given up all that was individual
in his life. He had left his own Uni-
versity, he had given up the chance
of going to Oxford, he had separated
himself from his companions and given
up his occupations—all for the pleasure
of teaching Charley, of standing in a
corner of the Wodensbourne drawing-
room, and feeling acutely through every
fibre of his sensitive Scotch frame that
he was the tutor, and stood accordingly
in about as much relationship to the
society in which he found himself as if
he had been a New Zealand chief. Colin,
however, had made up his mind, and
there was nothing for it now but to con-
sent and accept his fate. But it was
astonishing how different things looked
from that corner of the drawing-room,
unspeakably different from the aspect
they bore when Colin himself was the
only stranger present, and even different
from the state of affairs after Harry came
home, when the tutor had been thrown
into the shade, and a fever of excite-
ment and jealousy had taken possession
of Colin’s breast. Ie was very young,
and was not used to society. When
Matty addressed to her cousin the same
witcheries which she had expended on
her worshipper, the young man was pro-
foundly wretched and jealous beyond
description. But when he saw her use
the same wiles with others, lavishing
freely the smiles which had been so
F
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precious to his deluded fancy upon
one and another, a painful wonder
seized the mind of Colin. To stand
in that corner possessed by one object
was to be behind the scenmes. Colin
was mortal; he had made a great
sacrifice, and he was glad to have made
it ; but he could not forget it, nor stand
at his ease, accepting the civilities that
might be offered him like another. At
first he expected the equivalent which
he imagined had been pledged to him,
and when he found out his mistake in
that, he discovered also how impossible
it was to refrain from a feeling of injury,
a jealous consciousness of inadequate
appreciation. He himself knew, if no-
body else did, the price at which he
had bought those siren smiles, and
under these circumstances to stand by
and see them bestowed upon others,
was an experience which conveyed
wonderful insight ‘to Colin’s inexpe-
rienced eyes. If Miss Matty saw him
at all, she saw him in the corner, and
gave him a ned and a smile in passing,
which she thought quite enough fo
keep him happy for the time being.
For, unluckily, the professors of this art
of fascination, both male and female,
are apt now and then to deceive them-
selves in the extent of their own powers.
‘While Matty was so perfectly easy in
her mind -about the tall figure in the
corner, he, for his part, was watching
her with feelings which it would be
very hard to describe. His very admi-
ration, the sincerity of his love, inten-
sified the smouldering germs of dis-
appointment and disgust of which he
became uneasily conscious as he stood
and watched. He saw by glimpses “ the
very heart of the machine” from that
unnoticed observatory. He saw how
she distributed and divided her bright
looks, her playful talk;; he perceived
how she exerted herself to be more and
more charming if any victim proved
refractory and was slow to yield. Had
Colin been kept more perfectly in hand
himself, had she devoted a little more
fime, a little more pains to him, it is
probable that the sweet flattery would
have prevailed, and that he might have

forgiven her the too great readiness she
showed to please others. But, as it was,
the glamour died out of Colin’s eyes
ray by ray, and, bitter in the conscious-
ness of all he had sacrificed, he began
to find out how little the reward, even
could he have obtained it, was worth
the price. The process was slow, but
it went on mnight by night—and night
by night, as the disenchantment pro-
gressed, Colin became more and more
unhappy. It was wretched to see the
sweet illusion which had made life so
beautiful disappearing under his very

- eyes, and to feel that the enchantment,

which had to him been so irresistible,
was a conscious and studied art, which
could be used just when the possessor
pleased, with as much coolness as if
it had been the art of embroidery or
any other feminine handicraft. A wise
spectator might, and probably would,
have said, that to learn this lesson was
the best thing possible for Colin ; but
that did not make it the less cruel, the
lJess bitter. In his corner the young
man gradually drew nearer and nearer
to the fierce misanthropy of outraged
youth, that misanthropy which is as
warm a protest against common world-
liness as the first enthusiasm. But his
heart was not yet released, though his
eyes were becoming enlightened—reason
works slowly against love—and bitter
at the bottom of all lay the sense of
the sacrifice, which was only his life.

A few days after Christmas, a party of
the young men staying at Wodensbourne
were bound upon a boating expedition,
to decide some bet which bore remotely
upon one of the greatest events of the
University year—the great match be-
tween Oxford and Cambridge. Harry
Frankland, who was an Oxford man,
though the spires of Cambridge might
almost have been visible from his father’s
park, had there been any eminence high
enough to afford a view, was deeply
interested on the side of his own Uni-
versity ; and some unfortunate youths
belated at Cambridge during the holidays
for want of friends, or money, or some
other needful adjunct of festival-keeping,
were but too glad to seize the opportu-
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nity of a day’s pleasure. Colin never
knew how it was that he came to he
asked to join the party. Though Harry’s
jealousy was gone, for the moment at
least, there was not even a pretence of
friendship between the tutor and  the
heir. Nor could Colin ever explain how
it was that he consented to go, for scores
of objections naturally presented them-
selves at the first proposal. He was
sensitive, affronted, feeling deeply his
false position, and ready te receive with
suspicion any overtures of friendliness
from any man possessed by a benevolent
wish to be kind to the tutor. It was,
however, his fate to go, and the preli-
minaries arranged themselves somehow.
They started on a frosty bright morning,
when the trees of the park were still
only emerging from mists tinted red by
the sunshine, a joyous, rather noisy
party ; they were to walk to the river,
which was about six miles off, and, when
their business was decided, to lunch at
a favourite haunt of the Cambridge
undergraduates. Lady Frankland, who
did not much approve of the expedition,
gave them many counsels about the way.
“I wish you would drive and get back
by daylight,” she said; “otherwise I
know you will be taking that path across
the fields.”

“ What path ?” said some one present ;
“if there is one specially objectionable
we will be sure to take it.”

“I would not if T were you,” said
Miss Matty. “There is a nasty canal in
the way ; if you pass it after it is dark,
some of you will certainly fall in. It
would be a pity to be drowned in such
a slimy, shabby way. Much better have
all sorts of dog-carts and things, and
drive back in time for a cup of tea.”
At which speech there was a general
laugh. “Matty would give her soul for
a cup of tea,” said her cousin, ‘ What
a precious fright you’ll all be in if we’re
late for dinner. I ought to know all
about the canal by this time. Come
along. 1It's too cold to think of drown-
ing,” said Harry Frankland, with a
filial nod of leave-taking to his mother.
As for Matty, she went to the door with
them to see them go off, as did some.

others of the ladies. Matty lifted her
pretty cloak sideways and stretched out
her hand into the frosty atmosphere as
if to feel for rain.

“T thought I saw some drops,” she
said ; “it would be frightful if it came
on to rain now, and spoiled our chances
of skating. Good morning, and, what-
ever you do, I beg of you dont get
drowned in the canal. It would be such
a shabby way of making an end of one’s
self,” said Matty. When she looked up
she caught Colin’s eye, who was the
last to leave the house. She was in the
humour to be kind to him at that
moment. “Shall I say good-bye or
farewell #” she said softly, with that
look of special confidence which Colin,
notwithstanding his new enlightenment,
had no heart to resist.

“You shall say what you please,”
said Colin, lingering on the step beside
her. The young man was in a kind of
desperate. mood. Perhaps he liked to
show his companions that he too could
have his turn. .

“ Good-bye — farewell,” said Matty,
“but then that implies shaking hands,”
and she gave him her pretty hand with
a little laugh, making it appear to the
group outside that the clownish tutor
had insisted upon that unnecessary cere-
mony. “But whatever you please to
say, I like au revoir best,” said Miss
Matty ; ““it does not even suggest part-
ing.” And she waved her hand as she
turned away. “Till we meet again,”
said the little enchantress. It might
be to him especially, or it might be to
all, that she made this little gesture of
farewell. Anyhow, Colin followed the
others with indescribable sensations.
He no longer believed in her, but her
presence, her looks, her words, had
still mastery over him. He had walked
half the way before the fumes of that
leave-taking had gone out of his brain,
though most part of the time he was
keeping up a conversation about things
in general with the stupidest of the
party, who kept pertinaciously by the
tutor’s side.

The day went off with considerable
satisfaction to all the party, and, as

F2
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Colin and ZFrankland did not come
much in contact, there was little op-
portunity for displaying the spirit of
opposition and contradiction which ex-
isted between them. Fortunately, Colin
was not at hand to hear Harry’s stric-
tures upon his method of handling the
oars, nor did Frankland perceive the
smile of contemptuous recollection which
came upon the tutor’s face as he ob-
served how tenderly the heir of Wodens-
bourne stepped into the boat, keeping
clear of the wet as of old. “That fellow
has not a bit of science,” said young
Frankland ; “he expects mere strength
to do everything. ILook how he holds
his oar. It never occurs to him that he
is in anything lighter than a Highland
fishing cobble. 'What on earth, I won-
der, made us bring him here ”

“Science goes a great way,” said the
most skilled oarsman of the party, “but
T'd like to have the training of Camp-
bell all the same. He talks of going to
Balliol, and I shall write to Cox about
him.” “ What a chest the fellow has,”
said the admiring spectators. Mean-
while Colin had not hesitated to explain
his smile.

“1 smile because I recollect smiling
years ago,” said Colin. ¢ See how
Frankland steps into the boat. 'When
he was a boy he did the same. I re-
nember it, and it amused me ; for wet
feet were a new idea to me in those
days;” and Colin laughed outright, and
the eyes of the two met. Neither knew
what the other had been saying, but the
spectators perceived without more words
that the young men were not perfectly
safe companions for each other, and took
precaufions, with instinctive compre-
hension of the case. :

“These two don’t get on,” said one
of the party, under his breath. It is
hard upon a fellow, you know, to have
another fellow stuck at his side who
saved his life, and that sort of thing.
I shouldn’t like it myself. Somebody
keep an eye on Frankland-—and on the
Scotch fellow, too,” said the impartial
peace-maker. Luckily, neither of the
two who were thus put under friendly
surveillance was at all aware of the fact,

and Colin submitted with as good a
grace as possible to the constant com-
panionship of the stupidest and best-
humoured of the party, who had already
bestowed his attentions and society upon
the tutor. This state of things, how-
ever, did not endure after the lunch, at
which it was not possible for Colin to
remain a merely humble spectator and
sharer of the young men’s entertainment.
He had not been broken in to such
duty ; and, excited by exercise and the
freedom round him, Colin could no
more help talking than he could help
the subsequent discovery made by his
companions that “the Scotch fellow”
was very good company. The young
men spent-—as was to be expected —
a much longer time over their lunch
than was at all necessary ; and the short
winter day was just over when they
set out on their way home through the
evening mists, which soon deepened into
darkness, very faintly lighted by a few
doubtful stars. Everybody declared, it
is true, that there was to be a moon ; in-
deed, it was with the distinct understand-
ing that there was to be amoon that the
party had started walking from Wodens-
bourne. But the moon showed herself
lamentably indifferent to the arrange-
ments which depended on her. She
gave not the least sign of appearing any-
where in that vast, windy vault of sky,
which indeed had a little light in itself,
but could spare scarcely any to show
the wayfarers where they were going
through the dreary wintry road and
between the rustling leafless hedges.
‘When they got into the fields matters
grew rather worse. It was hard to keep
the path, harder still to find the stiles
and steer through gaps and ditches.
The high road made a round which
would lead them three or four miles out
of their way, and Frankland insisted
upon his own perfect knowledge of the
by-way by which they could reach
‘Wodensbourne in an hour. ¢ Mind the
canal we were warned of this morning,”
suggested one of the party, as they
paused in the dark at the corner of a
black field to decide which way they
should go. “ Oh, confound the canal ; as
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if T didn’t know every step of the way,”
said young Frankland. ¢ It's a settled
principle in the female mind that one is
bent upon walking into canals whenever
one has an opportunity. Come along ;
if you're afraid,-perhaps Campbell will
show you the other way.”

“(Certainly,” said Colin, without the
least hesitation. “ I have no wish to walk
into the canal, for my part;” upon
which there was a universal protest
against parting company. ¢ Come
along,” said one, who thrust his arm
through Colin’s as he spoke, but who
was no longer the stupid member of the
party, “we’ll all take our chance to-
gether ;” but he kept the tutor as far as
possible from the line of Wodenshourne.
¢ Frankland and you don’t seem to get
on,” said Colin’s companion ; “yet he’s
a very nice fellow when you come to
know him. I suppose you must have
had some misunderstanding, eh? Wasn’t
1t you who saved his life ¢”

“I never saved any one's life,” said
Colin, a little sharply ; “and we get on
well enough—as well as is necessary.
‘We have no call to see much of each
other.” After this they all went on
through the dark as well as they could,
getting into difficulties now and then,
sometimes collecting together in a bewil-
dered group at a stile or turning, and
afterwards streaming on in single file—
a succession of black figures which it
was impossible to identify except by
the voices. Certainly they made noise
enough. What with shouts from the
beginning to the end of the file, what
with bursts of song which came occa-
sionally from one or another or even
taken_up in uproarious chorus, the pro-
found stillness which enveloped and
surrounded them was compelled to own
their human presence to the ear at least.
In the natural course of their progress
Colin and his immediate companion
had got nearly to the front, when the
laughter and noise was suddenly inter-
rupted. “I don’t quite see where we
are going,” said Harry. “Stop a bit;
I shouldn’t mind going on myself, but
I don’t want to risk you fellows who
are frightened for canals. Look here;

the road ought to have gone on at this
corner, but here’s nothing but a hedge.
Keep where you are till I look out.
There’s a light over there, but I can’t
tell what's between.”

¢ Perhaps it's the canal,” said some
one behind.

“ Oh, yes, of course it’s the canal,”
said Frankland, with irritation. “ You
stand back till I try; if I fall in it's my
own fault, which will be a consolation
to my friends,” cried the angry guide.
He started forward impatiently, not,
however, without being closely followed
by two or three, among whom was
Colin.

“ Don’t be foolish, Frankland,” said
one voice in the darkness; “let us all
go together—Ilet us be cautious. I feel
something like gravel under my feet.
Steady, steady; feel with your foot
before you put it down. Oh! good
heavens, what is it ?”  The voice broke
off abtuptly ; a loud splash and a cry
ensued, and the young man behind saw~
the figures in advance of them suddenly -
drop and disappear. It was the canal,
upon which they had been making un-
awares. Two out of the four had only
stumbled on the bank, and rose up
again immediately ; and as those behind,
afraid to press forward, not knowing
what to do, stood watching appalled,
another and another figure scrambled
up with difficulty, calling for help out.
of the water, into which they had not, .
however plunged deeply enough to peril
their lives. Then there was a terrible
momentary pause.

“ Are we all here 1” said Colin. His.
voice sounded like a funeral bell pealing.
through the darkness. He knew they
were not all there. He, with his keen.
eyes, rendered keener by opposition and
enmity, had seen beyond mistake that
the first of all went down and had not
risen again. The consciousness made
his voice tragic as it rang through the
darkness. Somebody shouted, “ Yes,
yes, thank God!” in reply. It was only
a second, but years of life rolled up:
upon Colin in that moment of time—
yearsof most troublous existence behind ;
years of fair life before.  Should he let



70 The State Vault of Christ Church.

him die? It was not his fault ; nobody
could blame him. And what right had
he to risk his life a second time for
Harry Frankland ? All that a murderer,
all that a martyr could fecl rushed
through Colin’s mind in that instant of
horrible indecision. Then somebody
said,  Frankland, Frankland ! where is
Frankland?” That voice was the touch
of fate. With a strange shout, of which
he was unconscious, Colin plunged into
the black invisible stream. By this
time the others of the party saw with
unspeakable relief lights approaching,
and heard through the darkness voices
of men coming to their assistance. They
were close by one of the locks of the
canal ; and it was the keeper of it, not
unused tosuch accidents, who came hurry-
ing to give what help was possible.
. His lantern and some torches which the
anxious young men managed to light
threw a wild illumination over the
muddy, motionless stream, in which two

THE STATE VAULT
BY FRANCES

‘Tee cathedral of Christ Church in
Dublin is probably nearly the ugliest
specimen of Gothic architecture in exist-
ence. The impressions, gorgeous or
sublime, which I have enjoyed under
the arches of Cologne or Winchester,

“Of loveliest Milan, or the Sepulchre,
Sodark and solemn, where the Christ was laid,”

were utterly wanting in this mouldering
old pile—huge, shapeless, and desolate.
Part of the building claims to be coeval
with the Danish sea-kings of Dublin,
but of architectural beauty or merit of
any kind there is entire dearth. Sordid
whitewash, damp-stained and dust-
begrimed, covers the walls; and blank,
dank, dark, and cold spreads the forlorn
and useless nave, where the shattered
statue of Strongbow lies on his altar-
tomb—a desolate conqueror, forgotten
and alone.

Into this disheartening place some

of their number, lately as gay and light-
hearted as any, were now struggling for
theirlife. The same light flared horribly
over the two motionless figures, which,
after an interval which seemed like years
to the bystanders, were at length brought
out of the blackness; one of them still
retaining strength and consciousness to
drag the other with him up the stony
margin before his senses failed. They
lay silent both, with pallid faces, upon
the hard path ; one as like death as the
other, with a kind of stony, ghostly
resemblance in their white insensibility,
except that there was blood on the lips
of one, who must have struck, the lock-
man said, upon some part of the lock.
They were carried into the cottage, and
hurried messengers sent to the nearest
doctor and to Wodensbourne. Mean-
while the two lay together, pallid and
motionless, nobody knowing which was
living and which dead.
To be continued.

OF CHRIST CHURCH.

POWER COBBE.

researches of a genealogical kind guided
my steps a few years ago. It was my
desire to discover whether a certain
Archbishop of Dublin, dead a century
since, had been buried in the Cathedral,
and, in such case, what record of the
event could be discovered.

The well-disposed sacristan aided me
to the best of his abilities to examine
all the monuments through the building
—monuments whose paucity made the
task a tiring one—and then announced
to me he could help me nomore. There
was but one chance remaining. The
prelate might have been deposited in
the state-vault under the chancel with-
out any tomb or tablet having been
erected to his memory above-ground.
His coffin might, possibly, be dis-
covered ; but then, of course, I could
not (so thought the sacristan) under-
take the disagreeable task of descend-
ing into this vault and examining the
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various coffin-plates to find the one I
desired. It did not seem so clear to
me that this was impossible. The search
was one I was anxious to accomplish
satisfactorily ; and it needed, apparently,
only a little strain upon the nerves to
do so. I asked the man whether he
would accompany me to the vault ; and,
as he consented, after a little hesita-
tion, we were soon in the crypts of the
cathedral, prepared with candles for our
gloomy task.,

If the upper part of the building
was desolate, these crypts beneath it
were a thousand times more so. The
low arches rising out of the earthen
floor extended in all directions in long
dark vaults, down which our lights, of
course, penetrated but a little way,
leaving the gloom beyond unexplored.
Above there had been the roar of the
streets and the glare of the summer
sun. Here the darkness and stillness
were so absolute that the sacristan’s
little son, who had followed us thus
far, exclaimed, in a suppressed voice of
awe :

“How silent it is here!”

“Ay, my boy” said his father,
“this is the place of silence. Those
we are going to visit are the silent
indeed.”

The child looked wistfully at the
man, and stole back to the sunshine,
and we passed on without him to
a low door in an archway, which the
sacristan opened with ponderous keys—
a mockery, as it seemed to me, of the
peaceful prisoners within.

Of the size of that chamber of death
I cannot speak. It did not seem very
large, and the stone roof bent down low
overhead ; but it was full, quite full.
All round the walls double and treble
tiers of coffins were piled up to the
height of several feet— lengthways,
crossways, upright; and in the centre
space stood several large coffins, on
tressels, evidently of more recent date
than the rest. One of those nearest the
outer door was of handsome crimson
velvet, and in the darkness I had rested
against it to regain a little of the com-
posure which the first sight of the vault
had disturbed.

71

“That is the coffin of poor Arch-
hishop L ,” said the sacristan.

I started, for the good old man had
once been near me in life, when, as a
child, T had been at sea on a stormy
night, and had stolen up on deck above.
He had made me sit beside him and
share his warm cloak, and I had after-
wards learned to connect his name with
that kindly shelter given o an unknown
child. Now he was beside me again—
poor old man !—but had no warmth to
offer more.

The single candle borne by my guide
glimmered feebly in the thick air of the
vault, and it was some time before we
could estimate where there was any pro-
bability of finding a coffin of the age of
the one we sought. There were some,
as I have said, quite recent, and others
evidently of great age. The oaken lids
had been broken or were removed, and
within lay something, vaguely defined,
one did not dare to look at too closely.
Others, again, might have belonged to
the last century ; and among these the
sacristan commenced his search. I con-
fess I did not watch his search with
any great interest. The object which
had brought me there, and many other
things besides, seemed too small to be

-regarded in that place, where the one

only great event of human existence
was commemorated. The sight of the
dead was at all times to me the source
of an awe which amounted to physical
pain, like a stone-cold hand laid on the
heart ; and in going down into the vault
I had not been sorry to accept the occa-
sion for overcoming such feelings. But
even they were forgotten when actually
there. There was no disgust—no terror
—only the one clear idea brought out
into the foreground of thought till it
filled the whole horizon—* Duars !”
The man laboured on while I stood
pondering. Coffin after coffin he had
looked over—examining the names upon
the plates. They had all belonged to
men of rank, usually such as held some
temporary high- office and had died in
the city away from their ancestral mau-
soleums. One was surmounted by a
ducal coromet, another by that of an
earl. Then came mitres of bishops and
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archbishops. As the dust lay thick over
all, the sacristan had recourse to the ex-
pedient of pouring a drop or two from
his candle on each plate, and rubbing it
till the inscriptionbecame legible. Then,
with doubtful voice, he spelled out,
“The most noble the Marquis of 12
“ His Grace the Lord Primate !” ¢ The
Right Honourable the Lord Chief Jus-
tice !” and so on, and so on. On
some of the plates were coats-of-arms
well known to me; on others names
which had been familiar from child-
hood, whose portraits had hung round
the walls of my home. Those pompous
titles, deciphered now with a farthing
candle in their dim vaults—those dust-
engrained armorial bearings—those mi-
serabletarnished coronetsand mitres—no
language can tell how pitiful theyseemed.

At length the sacristan paused. If
the coffin we sought was anywhere, it
was buried under a pile of others, which
could not have been moved without
dreadful disclosures. We had been
nearly an hour in the vault, and ITbegged
him to desist from further search and
come away. Before doing so, however,
he looked round for a few moments, and
approached a coffin whose lid was broken
off, and within which some poor rem-
nants of mortality lay visible under the
yellow winding-sheet and the dust
accumulated over it. Out of this the
man lifted carefully a singular object.
It was a large Heart of solid silver, and
within if, when shaken, might be heard
a faint sound, proving, doubtless, that it
enclosed another which once had beaten
in a human breast.

#This was brought over from France,”
said the sacristan, “long years ago, by
a French nobleman. They say it was
at the time of the French Revolution.
He kept it with him till he died, and
then he ordered it to be buried with
him in his coffin. No one knows any-
thing more of it, or remembers the name
of the nobleman ; but each sacristan re-
ceives it when he undertakes his office
here, and transmits it safely to his suc-
cessor. See! it is a beautiful mass of
rough silver, not tarnished in the least ! ”

No; it was not tarnished! Those
tinsel coronets and mitres and crests

were all soiled and rusted; but the
SILVER HEART, the fitting casket and
type of human love, was unhurt by the
mouldering decay of the sepulchre. I
should vainly strive to describe the
happy revulsion of feeling which the
sight of that heart caused in me. I
had been reading the lesson of the
paltriness and misery of mortal pride
and ambition in those pompous titles
graven on the rotting coffin-lids in the
vault, till it seemed as if the whole
summary of our history was ‘ Ashes to
ashes, dust to dust”—

¢ A life of nothings—nothing worth,

From that first nothing ere our birth,
To that last nothing under earth.”

But here was a lesson of another
kind—Love. The love of which that
heart was the memorial was not of the
things which rust and perish in the
grave. Honour and power all ended in
that vault of death; their owners
brought them just so far, and then left
them on their coffin-lids. DBut Love
had not ended when the faithful friend
who had cherished its memorial throungh
exile and bereavement was laid low in

that sepulchral chamber, with his long-

hoarded treasure by his side. There
was a Beyond for Love, though not for
Pride. Life here below was not all
transitory and vain, with hopes and
passions ending in the disgrace and
ruin of the grave—a chain of yester-
days "—
.. . Which have but li%hted kings
The way to dusty death ...’

There was somewhat therein which
might survive and endure for ever;
somewhat beside the divine aspirations
of religion; somewhat purely human
and yet susceptible of immortality ;
somewhat which would not be laid by
like the coronets and crests and mitres
in the grave.

I took the Silver Heart reverently
from the sacristan, and as I held it in
my hands I thought : ¢“Perchance that
love which once made the little hand-
ful of dust herein to kindle and throb
is at this very hour a living love in
heaven, filling with the joy of the
immortals two glorified souls in the
paradise of God.”






KANT AND SWEDENBORG.'

Many centuries ago, Konigsberg began
to grow up around a fort, which was
one of the outposts of Christianity
against a form of Paganism that had
long dragged on its existence amid the
dense woods that line the south-eastern
ghore of the Baltic Sea. When the
struggle was ended, the town expanded
into a trading-port, and in the sixteenth
contury a careful ruler placed in it a
university for the civilizing of the rude
population scattered over the surround-
ing country. The new university seems
to have done its work soberly enough,
but probably quite as well as conld
have been expected, time and place
considered, and it served at least, by its
very presence, to remind busy townsfolk
of something higher than buying and
selling. But in the eighteenth century,
it left off witnessing mutely of better
things, and suddenly became a real
power in the town and district. Not
that the trade had begun to fall off,
for down at the river the bustle was
greater than before, but it was noticed
that the citizens spoke often now about
the university and the professors. Be-
sides, strangers (other than sea-captains)
came in numbers every year from Tre-
mote parts of Germany and from dif-
ferent countries, some bent on study,
others curious to see on what an un-
likely spot the muses were cultivated
with such success and fame. Now, it
so happened that among the professors,
the townspeople had most to say of
their own Kant, and it was the same
Kant that strangers were most anxious
to see.

Kant was a true son of Konigsberg.
He said often that his grandfather had
come from Scotland, and for a long
time wrote his name Cant in orthodox
Scotch fashion, but he himself saw the
light first in the capital of Ost-Preussen.
As a boy, he played about among the

warehouses and beside the ships, and
then was sent by his thrifty parents to
the university. They wished that their
son should enter the Church, and he did
indeed apply himself to theology ; but
at last he yielded to his own very de-
cided preference for science and philo-
sophy. When the student-days were
ended, he had to leave his loved Konigs-
berg, to become a house-tutor in the
country ; but he never went beyond his
native province, and often resided during
the winter in the old familiar place,
when the noble families of the province
came up to town. This mode of life
lasted a few years, he studying busily
all the while; until, at the age of
thirty, he came back finally to the old
spot, and began his professorial career.
During the remaining fifty years of
his life, he may be said never to have
lost sight of the church-steeples of
Konigsberg.

He devoted himself steadily to his aca-
demical duties, observed very narrowly
everything that came within his horizon,
thought harder than any man alive, and
wrote, for the most part, dry books.
That was his life—the life, one would
suppose, of a man with narrow sympa-
thies, and indifferent to anything but
a distorted ideal world of his own.
Nothing can be farther from the truth.
Kant was too poor to travel, and knew
other countries only from books, and
newspapers, and hearsay ; but he knew
them very thoroughly. Philosopher as
he was, he would converse more readily
with an English skipper, who could tell
him of distant lands, than with the
heaviest of the heavy metaphysicians
who sought his presence. Books of
travels were always welcome to him,
and much more welcome than - other
men’s speculations when he had once
become conscious of having outstripped
his philosophic brethren. From his
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remote abode on the Baltic coast, he
had his eye upon everything going on
in the distant world. In his prime, he
rejoiced with the Americans when they
won their independence, and in his
old age he hoped and trembled by
turns as the French Revolution un-
folded itself.

Kant’s disposition to trouble himself
little about the speculations of his
contemporaries became decided, as has
been hinted above, only when his own
system had acquired shape after long
"years of protracted meditation. During
those years he had been sufficiently open
to impressions from without, and he
eagerly appropriated and weighed in the
balance all philosophical novelties that
had any bearing on the matter of his own
thoughts. For instance, we see him in
those early years much occupied with
the pretensions of Swedenborg, the
great Scandinavian mystic, and it must
be interesting to mnote the most rigid
thinker of the century face to face with
the gigantic dreamer. Perhaps it may
be even useful to learn what a sin-
gularly calm and clear intellect thought
of the most daring of all spiritual enthu-
siasts, seeing how strong a front is still
shown by those who make believe that
they know all the depths of the arcana
coelestia.

Swedenborg is so familiar a name
that a short description of him, given
by Kant himself in one place, will
suffice to introduce him. ¢ There lives,”
we'read, “in Stockholm a certain Herr
“ Swedenborg, in a private station and
“in the enjoyment of a considerable
“fortune, His whole occupation, by
“his own account, consists in holding
“ converse with spirits and departed
“souls. He gets from them the news
“of the other world, giving them in
“ return the news of this; and, when
“he has done composing big books
‘ about his discoveries, he travels, from
“ time to time, to London to have them
“ published. He is not at all reticent
“ with his secrets, but speaks freely about
“ them to anybody, and he appears to
“ be perfectly convinced of the truth of
“his stories, having nothing of the

“ knowing cheat or charlatan about
“ him.”

This is Kant’s account of Sweden-
borg in 1766, taken from a work to be
alluded to farther on. But there is a
still earlier notice, of which something
must first be said.

In 1758 Kant was a lecturer of three
or four years’ standing in the university,
and had already begun to draw the at-
tention of his colleagues and of the
public without. His subject was ma-
thematics and physical science, but he
was known to have studied philosophy
with great care. He had already thought
much independently, but had hardly as
yet struck into that line of speculation
which led after a long period to the
publication of the ‘ Critique of Pure
Reason.” A young lady had written to
him, asking information and an opinion
concerning the strange stories afloat of
Swedenborg’s dealings with spirits, and
Kant’s reply has been preserved.

The letter begins in the style of
laboured compliment fashionable at the
time, which, along with the other ac-
complishments of a gentleman, Kant
had learned to perfection when he
mixed as a house-tutor in the best
society of the province. He protests
that he is little disposed by nature to
be very credulous, but allows that his
old indifference to all manner of idle
ghost-stories has been much shaken, on
finding that people like the Queen of
Sweden and divers staid ambassadors
have deposed to a real case of com-
munion with spirits, which they assert
that Swedenborg has given them proof
of. He (Kant) wrote to the wondrous
man himself, to make more searching
inquiries, and, although he has received
no answer, he has been assured by an
English friend who visited Swedenborg
at Stockholm, that the seer took his
inquiries kindly, and means to answer
them in the book he is about to publish
in London. To gratify the laudable
curiosity of his fair correspondent, he
will add two new stories, which he has
on good authority. The one concerns
the discovery of a missing paper which
had long been vainly sought, and which
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lay hidden until Swedenborg, after con-
sulting with the departed spirit who
had in his lifetime concealed it, indicated
a certain secret drawer unknown to all
the world, as well as himself, previously.
The other story relates how, one evening,
immediately on his arrival in Gothen-
burg from England, Swedenborg an-
nounced to a large company that he
saw a fearful conflagration raging at the
moment in Stockholm (more than two
hundred miles distart), and that his
own house was in danger; how he
continued in a very excited state for an
hour or more, until, at last, he exclaimed
Jjoyfully, that, God be thanked, the fire
had been extinguished just two doors
from his; finally, how, a day or two
later, the post came in, and verified his
assertions to the minutest particular.
Tales like these, thinks Kant, are not
to be thrown aside with a mere smile,
but, seeing they admit of proof or dis-
proof, should be diligently searched
into. For himself, he regrets not to
be able to see Swedenborg in person,
because he could eross-question him
more minutely than any of his in-
formants seem to have done, or been
able to do. Yet it is a slippery busi-
ness at best, and better men than he
can hardly hope to make much of it.
Meanwhile he waits with impatience till
the promised book shall appear; but
then he will be delighted to communi-
cate to his young friend the best opinion
he finds himself able to form.

The book did appear, and we may
hope that Kant kept his promise to the
curious young lady ; but, if he wrote, his
letter exists no longer. How far, too,
he felt himself satisfied at the time, we
do not know. The tone of -his first
letter is diffident enough, and is the
tone of a man who is cautiously feeling
his way. When he next alludes to
Swedenborg, we note a very marked
difference in his manner. In 1766
he published a small book, entitled,
“Dreams of a Spirit-seer, interpreted
by Dreams of Metaphysic.” In the
interval, Kant had become a notable
man in the university, partly because
he had already shown what his powers

were, partly because it was seen that
there was more behind. He gave less
attention now to the physical sciences,
and was plunged in the speculations,
which, when published five years later,
were to make an epoch in the history
of philosophy. He had gone already
far enough to have a touchstone of his
own for the proving of other men’s
thoughts, and wrote like a man con-
scious of his power. The work, named
above, not only gives us the best insight
into Kant's thoughts at this interesting
period, but it is important in another
respect. It shows a side of Kant which
is hardly known to exist. The few in
this country who study, or mneed to
study, the great thinker in his own
pages, begin and generally end with the
“Critique of Pure Reason.” The book is
confessedly dry and difficult (it was
made intentionally so), and the author
comes to be regarded as one who could
express his thoughts only in the most
beggarly fashion. De Quincey speaks of
sentences in the book which ‘“have been
¢ measured by the carpenter ; and some
“of them run two feet eight by six
¢ inches.” Kant is looked upon, accord-
ingly, as the type of all that is weari-
some, formal, and severe. It is, then,
a most agreeable surprise to learn (as
many have Jearned from a pleasant essay
by the critic just named) that the pon-
derous thinker, who might have been
supposed to subsist entirely on unsatis-
fying metaphysical abstractions, became
quite human after mid-day, and dined
very heartily, and always in the com-
pany of one or two guests. The sur-
prise will be as great, if it is next
asserted that Kant could write not only
well, but even in a very racy style,
when he chose. So much is abundantly

~proved by “The Dreams of a Spirit-

seer,” and it would not be easy to find
pages which cover up more delicate
irony, or are relieved by more genial
humour.

Here is part of Kant’s apology for
the subject of his book :—* Because it
“is as absurd a prejudice o disbelieve
“ without cause every story, how likely
“ soever it may be, as it is to believe
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“ everything without examination, the
« author of this work, to rid his mind of
¢ the first prejudice, suffered himself to
¢ be carried off some little way by the
¢ second. He confesses, with a certain
¢ gelf-abasement, that he was simple-
¢ hearted enough to search out the
¢« truthfulness of some spirit-stories.
“ He found—as commonly happens
“swhen there is nothing to seek—he
¢« found nothing. Now, this of itself
“might appear reason enough for
“ writing a book ; but there was added
¢« something besides, which has often
“ extorted books from modest authors—
“to wit, the pressing entreaties of
“ friends, known and unknown. More-
“ over, a ponderous book had been
 purchased ; and, still worse, had been
“ read, and all this trouble was surely
“not to go for nothing. Hence arose
“the present treatise, which, the
¢ author flatters himself, will perfectly
“ satisfy the reader as to the nature
¢ of the subject discussed therein ; for
¢ g large part he will not comprehend,
¢ something of the rest he will not
“ believe, and the remainder he will
“ laugh at.”

In giving some account of this work
of Kant’'s—which has a historical, as
well as an intrinsic, importance—it will
be best to allow the author to speak, as
far as possible, for himself ; and the
originality and the piquancy of the
argument will come out most clearly, if
_we follow it as it stands. The treatise
consists of two parts, a dogmatical, and
a historical ; the first giving a possible
theory of spirit, the second dealing with
the actual experiences of Swedenborg.

A tangled metaphysical knot, which
may he untied or cut asunder at will,
presents itself first. There is nothing,
we are told, that children, and people of
all kinds up to philosophers, talk so
much of as spirits, and nothing that
one and all of them comprehend so
imperfectly. 'What the child pretends
to know perfectly, he is sure to know
nothing of at all when he becomes
a man ; and, if he turn philosopher,
he will be, at best, a sophist in the
defence of his childish fancies. The

n

very fact of our inability to conceive
spirits clearly, shows that they do not
belong to our daily experience, and that
we tnfer them rather. But that does
not prove that we infer wrongly. If
we add up all the floating conceptions
of spirit, we find the sum to be some-
thing like this—A spirit is a simple sub-
stance, possessed of reason, which can
exist in a space occupied already by
matter, and which, along with any num-
ber of its like, can never make a solid
whole. Such a substance may be hardly
intelligible to us, but it is not therefore
impossible. The repulsive force resid-
ing in material atoms, and giving matter
its impenetrability, is, strictly speaking,
also unintelligible, but must be assumed
to be more than possible. Let us then
suppose a substance, ¢n space, but not
filling space, because its constituent
forces are not those of matter; and we
have an immaterial entity, inconceiv-
able indeed, but whose impossi?ility is
undemonstrable. If any one can‘ground
the possibility of spirit more easily,
Kant, who in his inquiries thinks he sees
often an Alp before him where others see
only a gentle ascent, will be happy to
listen. But, the human soul is gene-
rally said to be a spiritual entity, and
we are bound to suppose that the soul,
as spirit, is all in the whole body, and
all in every part of it. Any other
supposition, as that the soul resides in
one portion of the brain, can easily be
proved to be absurd. Kant would
like to assert the existence of spirits in
the world, and to hold his own soul for
one. But how it comes about that a
material body and an immaterial spirit
can make together one whole, passes his
understanding, and he is not ashamed
to confess it.

‘We get next a fragment of secret
philosophy, designed to establish a com-
munion with the spirit-world. Spirits
having been supposed possible, it is easy
to take the next step and suppose that
they form among themselves in all their
grades a spiritual company, a mundus
intelligibilis.  The soul of a man would
thus belong to two worlds. At death,
it would break connexion with the world
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of matter, and prosecute without inter-
ruption its existence, begun before, in
the world of spirit. 'Why, says Kant,
mince matters, and not at once rise to
the true academical tone, which sets one
free from the trammels of reason? Be
it boldly announced, that the inter-
communion of all spirits has been de-
monstrated, or might be, if one took the
trouble, or assuredly will be at some
future period. Still, it might be well to
find some little ground in experience for
this supreme assumption, and, for want
of Dbetter, take the following. The
weight we attach to the opinions of other
people about ourselves, and the anxiety
we show to bring the whole world to our
own way of thinking, might seem to
point to the existence of a universal
understanding, of which all individual
intelligences form part. (Kant is tread-
ing somewhat closely upon the heels of
Averroes.) More important still, we all
recognise the dependence of our wills on
the wills of others, when we have to act.
Hence arise our moral sentiments. The
necessity we feel of shaping our actions
according to a rule without and above
us, might be held as evidence of the
dependence of the individual will upon
a universal will. This universal will
could appear as a real force, holding
together all spiritual natures, and making
of them a community under purely
spiritual laws. In our world, an inten-
tion, good or bad, counts often for
nothing, because physical laws may frus-
trate it ; but in the spiritual world, not
a jot of moral purpose need fail of its
effect. Hence, the human soul, as a
spirit, might occupy, already in this life,
that-place in the great spiritual commu-
nity to which its whole moral worth
entitled it, and, when death came to set
it free from matter, it would live on a
denizen of the spirit-world, in the grade
it had won by the worth of all the
thoughts conceived, as well as of all
the acts done, in the body. Thus the
present and the future would make one
whole ; and, because these suggestions
recognise an order in Nature, they have
a value which mere arbitrary suppositions
cannot pretend to,

But, if so much can be said for a
community of all spirits, how comes it
that we are so little conscious of the
part that we and others play therein ?
Simply because, though it is the same
subject that has the double life, it is not
exactly the same person. Yet we are
not to suppose that the two modes of
existence lie, in all cases, for ever apart.
‘We seek to make our highest rational
conceptions clearer by embodying them,
and it may be possible to do something
similar for the impressions we receive as
spirits among spirits. Persons whose
mental organs are peculiarly irritable and
apt to work in sympathy with the soul
in ity spiritual moods, may sometimes
translate a spiritual state into common
language, or even lend a human form to
the spirits with whom they happen at
any time to stand in relation. A spirit-
ual state would thus be apprehended as
a sensible impression, although it would
have no external material cause. Most
people would say bluntly that the senses
were cheated and call the condition a
disease, with perfect correctness. It
would be a state resembling that of the
common phantast, who confounds mere
fancies with real sensations; the fact of
the existence of a real spiritual cause
being practically unimportant. And
this explains all spirit-seeing. Of course
a spirit can never be seen by bodily eyes,
because a spirit is allowed to be im-
material ; it can, at most, act only on
the soul, and be falsely represented as
external. Hence the gift of spirit-seeing
comes to be a very questionable one.
‘What may have a very good meaning in
the spiritual republic, becomes only a
source of confusion here, and whoever
sees spirits sees them at the expense of
half his human wits. He is like Tire-

‘sias, who was made a prophet after

he had been made blind. Certain phi-
losophers, who keep their metaphysical
telescopes turned to the remotest of
regions, are hardly to be envied, and
the man of common sense should re-
member what the coachman said to
Tycho Brahe, who thought to drive over-
night by the shortest road to the stars:
“ Good Master, you know perhaps a
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¢ great deal about heaven, but here,
“ upon the earth, you are—a fool.”

So much on the constructive side, and
now for the Anti-cabala. Another frag-
ment of secret philosophy breaks up all
communion with the spirit-world, in this
wise. Aristotlesays: “ When we wake,
“ we have a common world ; when we
¢« dream, each has his own.” Reverse
the last clause, and there is still a good
meaning. When a man has a world of
his own, he is sure to be dreaming. Two
or three philosophers, we are told, who
have lately created every thing out of
nothing, with the help of only one or
two general conceptions, like the Think-
able and its opposite, are certainly to be
taken for dreamers, and people must
have patience, until (so God will!) they
awake. They dream with their reason;
certain others dream with their senses.
Some of these last can separate the
phantasm from the reality, and, when
they deceive themselves, do it con-
sciously ; but the rest are deceived in
spite of themselves, and such are the
spirit-seers. What causes the spirit-seer
to regard certain impressions as external,
which affect no other man in the same
way? All allow that a sensation is
accompanied by a nervous process, and
philosophers from the time of Descartes
assert that a physical process in the brain
accompanies also the ideal revival of an
old impression. Whatever be the real
nature of the two processes, we have
usually no difficulty in distinguishing
their respective results, the sensation
and the idea. But it seems to be the
fact that, in certain disorders of the brain,
the necessary distinction can no longer
be made, and the idea may assume the
character of a sensation. This is seen
in certain forms of madness, &e. Because
the state is abnormal, a very slight de-
rangement is often laid hold of by the
mind and magnified to a high degree.
Further, the illusion may take place in
one sense and fail in another ; in which
case the fictitious outward object is ab
once perceived and not perceived, and
becomes invested with a half reality.
Thus the patient may see something
before him, but he may regard it as im-

perfectly solid, and accordingly see other
things through and beyond it. Now,
this corresponds very closely to the
vulgar notion of spirit, and goes far to
explain all spirit-seeing. The mind,
unhealthily stuffed with ghost-stories
from infancy, hunts out spirits on every
possible occasion, though the occasion
be only a slight organic derangement.
But, woe betide the phantast who yields
to the temptation once! There exists
for him no remedy. His senses mislead
him, but he will trust his lying senses
rather than all the arguments of other
men, This simple explanation plays
sad havoc with the fine speculations put
forth above. But Kant never meant
to claim for them any practical value,
and, now that the communion of spirits
fades into smoke, he can blame none of
his readers for holding spirit-seers as fit
inmates for hospitals, rather than citizens
of twoworlds. Let spirit-seers be medi-
cally cared for and not burned as of old.
The acute Hudibras hinted once at this
new mode of treatment, and it would be
hard to devise a better.

‘What, asks Kant, by way of conclu-
sion to the dogmatical part, causes men
to trouble themselves about a kind of
existence lying so remote from daily
experience? It can be only the hope of
a future life. This it was that set men
of lively fancy to create beings whose
existence was thought to chime in with
and strengthen human hopes and wishes,
Then came the philosophers, who sought
to give a reason for the new creation.
The same philosophers could not account
for the origin of man, nor explain the
bond that held together matter and
spirit, but neither they nor the unlearned
could endure to be ignorant of the future.
It is easy to deny a single case of spirit-
seeing, but not so easy, in view of the
assumed consequences, to disbelieve the
whole mass of instances. The reader
has a right to his own opinion; Kant,
who cannot deny the greatness of the
interest at stake, will hold himself
serious and undecided upon the matter.
But one thing he will do; he will
henceforth cast the subject from out
his thoughts. About spirit, men can
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have opinions only ; knowledge never.
The subject has been exhausted, because
we have come to know that the know-
ledge of spirit is not for us.

‘We have reached the historical part,
and shall find that Kant has a sly, some-
times almost malicious, way of putting
things, which for his purpose is effective
enough. The object of the present
paper is not eriticism, and the question
will not be raised whether Kant does
his hero always full justice. He will
be allowed, as heretofore, to state his
own case ; but it is always something to
be able to listen when a man like Kant
speaks.

He thinks that nothing drives phi-
losophers into a corner like stories about
spirits.  For, on the one hand, they dare
not doubt absolutely where the mass of
supporting testimony is so great, and,
on the other hand, they must not be-
Heve, else they are laughed at. Spirit-
stories, in short, are very generally be-
lieved, but nobody likes to allow that
ke believes them. Because Kant finds
it difficult to decide upon stories like the
following, he commends them heartily
to the judgment of his readers. (The
stories alluded to above, in the letter to
the young lady, are here repeated.) Now,
some may think it sorry work to hawk
about such absurdities, especially after a
grave metaphysical discussion, but they
forget that it is as foolish to be won by
. false arguments as to be deceived by
childish fables. It has always been
customary to believe the oddest things,
if they are in everybody’s mouth, and
in a case like this a man errs in good
company. But,should any one be greatly
struck at these tales, he can (if he is
rich) do good service by journeying to
the spot, like Artemidorus of old, and
investigating the truth of the matter
there. He may prevent a second Philo-
stratus from transforming Swedenborg
into a new Apollonius of Tyana at a
later time, when hearsay shall have
ripened into formal proof, and the
troublesome testimony of eyewitnesses
exist no longer to bar credulity.

Philosophers who take the ¢high
priori road ” and have a very natural

dislike to the tedious business of keep-
ing to facts, do often, nevertheless, in
the most wonderful way, light upon real
facts at the end of their airy journey.
The secret is, that they meant to do so
from the beginning, and wisely steered
their course thitherwards; but simple
on-lookers, believing that the result was
unforeseen, fall into raptures over the
sublime process. Kant is afraid he
will be charged with employing this
hollow artifice if now, after reasoning
about spirits, he begins to adduce
Swedenborg’s instances. A moment’s
consideration will free him of the charge.
For it will be seen that the instances,
instead of strengthening the reasoning,
are sure to bring it into disrepute. If
Swedenborg’s experiences in any case
fall in with the previous arguments, it
must be either because there is much
more in these experiences than at first
sight appears, or because some chance
coincidences occur. A raving poet has
often made a lucky hit, and has firmly
believed thereafter that he was a pro-
phet.

- Swedenborg’s great work contains
eight quarto volumes, packed with non-
sense. But, as the larger part of it is
given as his own real experience, it has
a greater value for us than any amount
of mere speculation on the same subjects.
His style is very flat, but he really be-
lieves what he says, and this concerns
us quite specially at present. Kant
will, therefore, separate the real visions
from the weak arguments with which
they are mixed up, and strive to give
the quintessence of the book in a few
drops. The reader may spare a few
moments, which he might employ worse
in reading heavy works on the same
subject, and will, doubtless, in the end,
thank the author, as a certain patient
thanked his doctor for prescribing only
a little Peruvian bark, when he might
have ordered the whole tree to be swal-
lowed.

Swedenborg holds communion with
spirits in three ways. He can, first, be
set free from the body, and see, and
even feel, spirits. Again, he may be
carried away iu spirit to distant regions,
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and see real things there, although all
the while he may continue at his proper
business—say: walking in the street—
and be in no danger of going astray. He
has been in the first state three or four
times ; in the second, twice or thrice.
Finally, he can, while wide-awake, keep
up converse with the spirit-world ; this
is his daily and hourly condition, and
the source of most of his knowledge.
‘We learn, then, that all men are in
spiritual communion, but only they are
not aware of it. Swedenborg himself
is, because the Divine Mercy has opened
the eyes of his spiritual understanding.
Spirits affect only the inner sense, but
still they somehow appear in human
form ; and, what is strange, although as
spirits they can communicate their ideas
directly, they seem to speak in Sweden-
borg’s own language. Theysee his inmost
soul, and read there his thoughts about
this world, but they are blind enough
to fancy that they behold real objects,
whereas, of course, it is only thoughts
they see. This comes of their inner
eye being partially darkened, like that
of all mankind, save one. Hence Swe-
denborg is the soleé medium between the
two worlds. Spirits, attached to matter
and unattached, live in grades according
to their moral excellence, and mundane
separations in space have no effect
among them. They do, indeed, repre-
sent to themselves moral distinctions as
if they were distances in space, but that
is not remarkable, after what has gone
befere. Every spirit reflects all its sur-
roundings, and this explains how Swe-
denborg can know what is going on in
Saturn. He has only to look into the
spirit of a Saturnian. Material exist-
ences of every kind exist only by reason
of the animating spirit. Thus, every-
thing in the visible world has a meaning
as a thing, which is little, and a meaning
as a sign, which is much, Hence arises
Swedenborg’s principle. of Seriptural
exegesis. When he speaks of matter as
the product of spiritual activity, a phi-
Josopher would call him an idealist, but
his idealism has a character of its own,
For the parts of a single material exist-
ence (say a human body), correspond
No. 55.—vor. x,
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respectively to special powers in the
creative spirit. Nay, more, all the indi-
vidual creations and embodiments of
the whole sum of spirits unite to form
one grand society, which (as usual) takes
the human figure, but this time colossal,
and the component spirits range them-
selves in the places for which they are
fitted. The stupendous frame encloses
them all, and binds them together in
constant communion. Kant can only
suppose that a childish fancy out of his
school-days, as when a teacher likens a
tract of country on a map to the form of
a girl sitting, must have suggested this
monstrous phantom to its creator : and
he declines to follow the most provoking
of phantasts any longer. If he were to
attempt to give the immediate intuitions
of the wild dreamer, they could only
disturb the reader’s rest at night, and,
for so much consideration, he begs not
to be blamed if any one’s fruitful fancy,
worked upon by the foregoing, begets a
moon-calf. The economical reader, with-
out expending seven pounds sterling
upon the book, has now a fair notion of
its contents, and all can see that there is
nothing in it admitting of the faintest
proof. Kant lays down the book with
the remark, that a sober habit of thoughbt
is a simple thing, but, alas! only after
one’s fingers have been burned.

So we come back to the startmg-pomt,
ignorant as at first. Kant is not alto-
gether of this mind, and thinks that, if
he has lost his time in one sense, he has
gained it in another. Metaphysic has a
double function. It sometimes, if rarely,
is able to clear up a doubtful point ; it
can always serve to fix the bounds of
human knowledge. (This is Kant all
over, and, occurring here, shows that he
had already settled with himself a funda-
mental idea in his system.) If the reader
complain of having been led on a goose-
chase, he need never be fooled again.
No one can have power to tempt him
from the solid ground of experience, on
which he stands once more, if hé be now
convinced that he can never leave it with
impunity, and that it affords him every-
thing that he needs for the cmdance of
his life, 1

G
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And now, a word of practical conclu-
sion to the whole. The man of science
sets no bounds to his search after know-
ledge, except what his own impotence
supplies. The wise man chooses amid
many aims that which he believes it
possible for him to reach. Science goes
roaming through far regions, and ends
with muttering gloomily: “ How much
there is beyond my comprehension!”
Reason, ripened by experience, and
growing into wisdom, says, with Socrates
in the market-place, “ How much there
is beyond my mneeds!” But science
and wisdom join hands at last. For,
when science has proved a thing to be
incomprehensible, wisdom troubles it-
self about it no more ; and thus it is
that metaphysic (mirabile dictw ) may
become the handmaiden of wisdom,
Until a thing is proved tolie beyond us,
the wise simplicity, which suspected the
result beforehand, is decried as a stolid
simplicity. Certain questions concern-
ing spirits, freedom of will, .&ec. have
become so familiar to us that we think
to comprehend them. It requires a
little philosophy toshow their difficulty ;
a little more discloses to us that we
shall never solve them. Philosophy
reduces complicated phenomena to the
general principles of cause and effect,
active force, &e. but, having done so
much, she retires. The rest we must
take upon faith, as facts of experience.
How my will moves my arms is to me
as mysterious as that it should move the
moon. Only, I know by experience that
it does the one operation, and never does
the other. I recognise within me certain
changes, as taking place in a living sub-
ject, “viz. thoughts, volitions, &ec. ; I feel
myself driven to infer the existence of
something, distinct from matter, as the
cause of them. But whether this some-
thing can act, separated from matter,
now or hereafter, and according to laws
peculiar to itself, is what I have no means
of knowing. All theorizing about these
things is only the heaping up of fictions.
‘We do not proceed thus in explaining
physical phenomena. True, we form
hypotheses, but we assume only forces
or laws known to exist, and never think

of inventing new fundamental relations
of cause and effect, as when we are ex-
plaining spiritual things. Of course, it
is easy to explain, when new forces and
new laws may be invented at will. We
are bound to wait till, perhaps in a future
life, new experiences disclose to us new
principles, which may be applied in the
explanation of mysteries insolvable at
present. The attraction between bodies
was made known by Newton, when cer-
tain experiences had pointed to it ; but,
if any one before him had assumed it,
without the experiences, he would very
properly have been laughed at. The
analogy holds with reference to spirit.
It is very possible that all this talk
points to a reality, but we can never he
sure of it here. Then, what is the use
of founding on certain supposed expe-
riences a general law, which can never
unite the suffrages of all mankind?
Because the experiences are not those of
every man, they'lose all their force, and
the assumed law, not being universal,
sets at rest nothing.

But an explanation, besides being im-
possible, is useless. Science tries to
excuse its idle vanity in discussing these
matters by asserting that we can be con-
vinced of a future life only if we have a
certain knowledge of the spiritual nature
of the soul, and that belief in a future
life is needed to make men virtuous ;
idle curiosity adds that ghost-seeing is
the proof from experience. But true
wisdom, in this case, prefers the guidance
of the heart, and rejects the aid of allies
so suspicious. What ¢ (asks Kant, now
fairly roused and all a-glow with indig-
nation) is it good to be virtuous only
because there is another world ? or shall
our actions not much rather be rewarded
there because theyare good and virtuous?
Is he to be called honest or virtuous
who hugs the evil to his heart, but is
lashed into the performance of good
deeds by a craven fear of future punish-
ment ? Many there are, learned in all
the mysteries of the life to be, who give
themselves up to the practice of ill, and
think only how by cunning they may
escape the impending doom ; but never
yet could a righteous soul endure the
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thought that with death all was ended.
Only the moral belief in a future state
is fit for buman nature or compatible
with pure morality. All speculating
about things so remote should be cast
aside or left to those who idle away
their days. Human reason never had
wings to cleave the depth of cloud that
hides the mysteries of the other world
from human eyes, and it were better to
wait till we find ourselves there. But,
as it is very likely that our future fate
depends on our conduct here, there can
be no fitter conclusion to the whole
business than the words put by Voltaire
into the mouth of his Candide, after long
and useless wranglings: “Let us look

to our concerns, and go into the garden -

and work.”

This we are to take as Kant’s last
word on the spirit-question. Much later
in life hemalkes (in his “Anthropology”)a
passing allusion to Swedenborg, but only
to cite him as the type of a class of fan-

tastical inquirers found among men. A
few more years set Kant high above all
his fellows, and made K6nigsberg a place
of note; but the wise old man who
never went into the world, but to whom
the world came abundantly, preached to
the last that there were some things that
no man could settle, and amongst these
was the question of spirit. It was easy,
he would say, to overthrow materialism,
but the man who made a philosophical
dogma out of spirit and its ways stood
also upon quicksands. Then he would
retire within the lines of the great moral
law, and proclaim that, while this was
the only sure bulwark against endless
doubt, it enabled, nay commanded,
men to do with their might what their
right band found to do, leaving un-
raised and unsettled all vain and im-
possible questions. If we of the present
have gone beyond Kant in some things,
we have still somewhat to learn from
him here.

A FRENCH ETON.
PART 1II.

Tee State mars everything which it
touches, say some. It attempts to do
things for private people, and private
people could do them a great deal better
for themselves. * The State,” says the
Times, “can hardly aid education without
“ cramping and warping its growth, and
“mischievously interfering with the laws
“of its natural development.” ¢ Why
“should persons in Downing Street,”
asks Dr, Temple, “be at all better quali-
“fied than the rest of the world for
“regulating these matters?” Happily,
however, this agency, at once so mis-
chievous and so blundering, is in our
country little used, “In this country,”
says the Z%mes again, ‘““people cannot com-
“plain of the State, because the State
“never promised them anything, but, on

“ contrary, always told them it could do the
“them no good. The result is, none are
“fed with false hopes.” So itis, and so
it will be to the end. ¢This is some-
“thing more than a system with us;
“at 7s usage, 1t ts @ necessity. We shall
“go on for ages doing as we have
“done.”

‘Whether this really is so or not, it
seems as if it ought not to be so. “ Gow=
vernment,” says Burke (to go back to
Burke again), ““is a contrivance of human
¢ wisdom to provide for human wants,

. “Men have a right that these wants

“should be.provided for by this wisdom.”

‘We are a free people, we have made our

own Government. Our own wisdom has

planned our contrivance for providing

for our own wants. And what sort of
G2
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a contrivance has our wisdom made?
According to the 7Z'imes, a contrivance
of which the highest merit is, that it
candidly avows its own impotency. It
does not provide for our wants, but then
it “always told;us” it could not pro-
vide for them. It does not fulfil its
function, but then it “never fed us with
false hopes” that it would. It is per-
fectly useless, but perfectly candid. And
it will always remain what it is now; it
will always be a contrivance which con-
trives nothing : this with us *is usage,
it is a necessity.” Good heavens! what
a subject for self-congratulation ! What
bitterer satire on us and our institutions
could our worst enemy invent ¢

Dr. Temple may well ask, “ Why
“should persons in Downing Street be af
“all better qualified than the rest of the
“world for regulating such matters as
“education ”’ Why should not a sport-
ing rector in Norfolk, or a fanatical
cobbler in Northamptonshire, be just
as good a judge what is wise, equitable,
and expedient in public education, as an
Education Minister? Why, indeed?
The Education Minister is a part of our
contrivance for providing for our wants,
and we have seen what that contrivance
is worth, It might have been expected,
perhaps, that in contriving a provision
for a special want, we should have
sought for some one with a special skill.
But we know that our contrivance will
do no good, so we may as well let Nim-
rod manage as Numa.

From whence can have arisen, in this
country, such contemptuous disparage-
ment of the efficiency and utility of
State-action? Whence such studied
depreciation of an agency which to
Burke, or, indeed, to any reflecting man,
appears an agency of the greatest possible
power and value ? For several reasons.
In the first place, the Government of
this country is, and long has been, in
the hands of the aristocratic class.
‘Where the aristocracy is a small oli-
garchy, able to find employment for all
its members in the administration of
the State, it is not the enemy, but the
friend of State-action ; for State-action
is then but its own action under another

ference to its order.
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name, and 1t is itself directly aggran-
dized by all that aggrandizes the State.
But where, as in this country, the aris-
tocracy is a very large class, by no means
conterminous with the executive, buf
overlapping it and spreading far beyond
it, it is the natural ememy rather than
the friend of State-action; for only a
small part of its members can directly
administer the State, and it is not for
the interest of the remainder to give to
this small part an excessive prepon-
derance. Nay, this small part will not
be apt to seek it; for its interest in its
order is permanent, while its interest in
State-function is transitory, and it obeys
an instinct which attaches it by pre-
The more an
aristocracy has of that profound political
sense by which the English aristocracy
is so much distinguished, the more its

~members obey this instinct; and, by

doing so, they signally display their best
virtues, moderation, prudence, sagacity;
they prevent fruitful occasions of envy,
dissension, and strife ; they do much to
insure the permanence of their order, its
harmonious action, and continued pre-
dominance. A tradition unfavourable
to much State-action in home concerns
(foreign are another thing) is thus in-
sensibly established in the Government
itself. This tradition—this essentially
aristocratic sentiment—gains even those
members of the Government who are
not of the aristocratic class. In the
beginning they are overpowered by
it ; in the end they share it. When
the shepherd Daphnis first arrives im
heaven, he naturally bows to the august
traditions of his new sphere—candi-
dus insuetum maratur limen Olympi. By
the time the novelty of his situation
has worn off, he has come to think just
as the immortals do; he is now by con-
viction the foe of State-interference ; the
worthy Daphnis is all for letting things
alone—amat bonus otia Daphnis.

Far from frying to encroach upon
individual liberty, far from seeking to
get everything into its own hands, such a
government has a natural and instinctive:
tendency to limit its own functions. It
turns away from offers of increased re-
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sponsibility or activity ; it deprecates
them. To propose increased responsi-
bility and activity to an aristocratic
government is the worst possible way
of paying one’s court to it. The Zmes
is its genuine mouthpiece, when it says
that the business of Government, in
domestic concerns, is negative—to pre-
vent disorder, jobbery, and extravagance ;
that it need “ have no notion of securing
¢ the future, not even of regulating the
““ present ;” that it may and ought to
% leave the course of events to regulate
¢ itself, and trust the future to the
‘¢ security of the unknown laws of human
“ nature and the unseen influences of
“ higher powers.” This is the true
aristocratic theory of civil government :
to have recourse as little as possible to
State-action, to the collective action of
the community; to leave as much as
possible to the individual, to local go-
vernment. And why? Because the
members of an aristocratic class are
preponderating individuals, with the
local government in their hands. No
wonder they do not wish to see the
State overshadowing them and ordering
them about. Since the feudal epoch,
the palmy time of local government,
the State has overlaid individual action
quite enough. Mr. Adderley remembers
with a sigh that ““Houses of Correction
were once voluntary institutions.” Go
a little further back, and the court of
justice was a voluntary institution, the
gallows was a voluntary institution—
voluntary, I mean, in Mr. Adderley’s
sense of the word voluntary—not de-
pending on the State, but on the local
government, on the lord of the soil, on
the preponderating individual. The
State has overlaid the feudal gallows, it
has overlaid the feudal court of justice,
it has overlaid the feudal House of Cor-
rection, and finally, says Mr. Adderley,
“it has overlaid our school-system.”
‘What will it do next ?

In the aristocratic class, whose mem-
bers mainly compose and whose senti-
ment powerfully pervades the executive
of this country, jealousy of State-action
is, I repeat, an intelligible, a profoundly
natural feeling. That, amid the tempta-

tions of office, they have remained true
to it, is a proof of their practical sense,
their sure tact, their moderation—the
qualities which go to make that govern-
ing spirit for which the English aristo-
cracy is so remarkable. And perhaps
this governing spirit of theirs is destined
still to stand them in good stead through
all the new and changing development
of modern society. Perhaps it will give
them the tact to discern the eritical
moment at which it becomes of urgent
national importance that an agency, not
in itself very agreeable to them, should
be used more freely than heretofore.
They have had the virtue to prefer the
general interest of their order to personal
temptations of aggrandizing themselves
through this agency ; perhaps they will
be capable of the still higher virtue of
admitting, in the general interest of
their country, this agency, in spite of
the natural prejudices, and the seeming
immediate interest, of their own order.
Already there are indications that this
is not impossible. No thoughtful ob-
server can have read Lord Derby’s
remarks last session on the regulation
of our railway system, can have followed
the course of a man like Sir John
Pakington on the Education question,
can have watched the disposition of the
country gentlemen on a measure like Mr.
Gladstone’s Government Annuities Bill,
without recognising that political in-
stinct, that governing spirit, which often,
in the aristocratic class of this country,
is wiser both than the unelastic pedantry
of theorising liberalism, and than their
own prejudices. !

The working classes have no antipathy
to State-action. Against this, or against
anything else, indeed, presented to them
in close connexion with some proceeding
which they dislike, it is, no doubt, quite
possible to get them to raise a cry; but
to the thing itself they have no objection.
Quite the contrary. They often greatly
embarrasstheirliberal friendsand patrons
from other classes, one of whose favourite
catchwords is mo State-interference, by
their resolute refusal to adopt this
Shibboleth, to embrace this article of
their patrons’ creed. They will' join
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with them in their liberalism, not in
their crotchets. Left to themselves,
they are led, as by their plain interest,
s0, too, by their natural disposition, to
welcome the action of the State in their
behalf.

It is the middle class that has been
this action’s great enemy. And origin-
ally it had good reason to be its enemy.
In the youth and early manhood of the
English middle class, the action of the
State was at the service of an eccle-
siastical party. This party used the
power of the State to secure their own
predominance, and to enforce conformify
to their own tenets. The stronghold of
Nonconformity then, as now, was in the
middle class; in its struggle to repel
the conformity forced upon it, the
middle class underwent great suffering
and injustice ; and it has never for-
gotten them. It hasnever forgotten that
the hand which smote it—the hand
which did the bidding of its High
Church and prelatical enemies—was
the hand of the State. It has con-
fronted the State with hostile jealousy
ever since. The State tried to do it
violence, so it does not love the State ;
the State failed to subdue it, so it does
not respect the State. It regardsit with
something of aversion and something of
contempt. It professes the desire to
limif its functions as much as possible,
to restrict its action to matters where it
is indispensably necessary, to make of if
a mere tax-collector and policeman—
the hewer of wood and drawer of water
to the community.

There is another cause also which
indisposes the English middle class to
increased action on the part of the State.
M. Amédée Thierry, in his “ History of
the Gauls,” observes, in contrasting the
Gaulish and Germanic races, that the
first is characterized by the instinet of
intelligence and mobility, and by the
preponderant action of individuals ; the
second, by the instinct of discipline and
order, and by the preponderant action
of bodies of men. This general law of
M. Thierry’s has to submit to many
limitations, but there is a solid basis of
fruth in it. Applying the law to a

people mainly of German blood like
ourselves, we shall best perceive its
truth by regarding the middle class of
the nation. Multitudes, all the world
over, have a good deal in common ;
aristocracies, all the world over, have a
good deal in common. The peculiar
national form and habit exist in the
masses at the bottom of society in a
loose, rudimentary, potential state ; in
the few at the top of society, in a state
modified and reduced by various culture.
The man of the multitude has not yet
solidified into the typical Englishman ;
the man of the aristocracy has been
etherealised out of him. The typical
Englishman is to be looked for in
the middle class. And there we shall
find him, with a complexion not ill-
suiting M. Thierry’s law; with a
spirit mnot very open to new ideas,
and not easily ravished by them, not,
therefore, a great enthusiast for uni-
versal progress, but with a strong love
of discipline and order—that is, of
keeping things settled, and much as
they are; and with a disposition, in-
stead of lending himself to the onward-
looking statesman and legislator, to act
with bodies of men of his own kind,
whose aims and efforts reach no further
than his own. Poverty and hope make
man the friend of ideals, therefore the
multitude has a turn for ideals ; culture
and genius make man the friend of
ideals, therefore the gifted, or highly-
trained few, have a turn for ideals.
The middle class has the whet neither
of poverty nor of culture ; it is not ill-
off in the things of the body, and it is
not highly trained in the things of the
mind ; therefore it has little turn for
ideals: it is self-satisfied. This is a
chord in the nature of the English
middle class which seldom fails, when
struck, to give an answer, and which
some people are never weary of striking.
All the variations which are played on
the endless theme of local self-govern-
ment, rely on this chord. Hardly any
lIocal government is, in truth, in this
country, exercised by the middle class ;
almost the whole of it is exercised by
the aristocratic class. Every locality in
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France—that country which our middle
class is taught so much to compassionate
—has a genuine municipal government,
in which the middle class has its due
share ; and by this municipal govern-
ment all matters of local concern
(schools among the number) are regu-
lated : not a country parish in England
has any government of this kind at all.
But what is meant by the habit of local
self-government, on which our middle
class is so incessantly felicitated, is its
habit of voluntary combination, in bodies
of its own arranging, for purposes of
its own choosing, purposes to be carried
out within the limits fixed for a private
association by its own powers. When
the middle class is solemnly warned
against State-interference, lest it should
destroy ‘“the habit of self-reliance and
love of local self-government,” it is this
habit, and the love of it, that are meant.
‘When we are told that ¢ nothing can be
“more dangerous than these constant
“ attempts on the part of the Govern-
“ment to take from the people the
“ management of its own concerns,”
this is the sort of management of our
own concerns that is meant ; not the
management of them by a regular local
government, but the management of
them by chance private associations.
It is our habit of acting through these
associations which, says Mr. Roebuck,
saves us from being “a set of helpless
¢ imbeciles, totally incapable of attend-
“ing to our own interests.” It is in
the event of this habit being at all
altered that, according to the same au-
thority, “the greatness of this country
is gone.” And the middle class, to
whom that habit is very familiar and
very dear, will never be insensible to
language of this sort.

Finally, the English middle class has
a strong practical sense and habit of
affairs, and it sees that things managed
by the Government are often managed
ill. It sees them treated sometimes
remissly, sometimes vexatiously; now

with a paralysing want of fruitful

energy, now with an over-busy fussi-
ness, with rigidity, with formality,
without due consideration of speecial

circumstances. Here, too, it finds a
motive disinclining it to trust State-
action, and leading it to give a willing
ear to those who declaim against it.

Now, every oné of these motives of
distrust is respectable. Every one of
them has, or once had, a solid ground.
Every one of them points to some virtue
in those actuated by it, which is not to
be suppressed, but to find true conditions
for its exercise. The English middle
class was quite right in repelling State-
action, when the State suffered itself to
be made an engine of the High Church
party to persecute Nonconformists. It
gave an excellent lesson to the State in
sodoing. It rendered a valuable service
to liberty of thought and to all human
freedom. If State-action now threatened
to lend itself to one religious party
against another, the middle class would
be quite right in again thwarting and
confining it. But can it be said that
the State now shows the slightest dis-
position to take such a course ? Is such
a course the course towards which the
modern spirit carries the State? Does
not. the State show, more and more, the
resolution to hold the balance perfectly
fair between religions parties? The
middle class has it in its own power,
more than any other class, to confirm the
State in this resolution. This class has
the power to make it thoroughly sure—
in organizing, for instance, any new
system of public instruction—that the
State shall treat all religious persuasions
with exactly equal fairness. If, instead
of holding aloof, it will now but give its
aid to make State-action equitable, it can
make it so.

Again, as to the “habits of self-reliance
and the love of local self-government.”
People talk of Government inéerference,
Government control, as if State-action
were necessarily something imposed
upon them from without; something
despotic and self-originated ; something
which took no account of their will,
and left no freedom to their activity.
Can any ome really suppose that, in
a country like this, State-action—in
education, for instance—can ever be
that, unless we choose to make it so ?
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We can give it what form we will
‘We can make it our agent, not our
master. In modern societies the agency
of the State, in certain matters, is so in-
dispensable, that it will manage, with or
without our common consent, to come
into operation somehow ; but when it
has introduced itself without the common
consent—when a great body, like the
middle class, will have nothing to say
to it—then its course is indeed likely
enough to be not straightforward, its
operation not satisfactory. But, by all
of us consenting to it, we remove any
danger of this kind. By really agreeing
to deal in our collective and corporate
character with education, we can form
ourselves into the best and most efficient
of voluntary societies for managing it.

Ve can make State-action upon it a
genuine local government of it, the faith-
ful but potent expression of our own
activity,. 'We can make the central
government that mere court of dis-
imterested review and correction which
every sensible man would always be
glad to have for his own activity. We
-shall have all our self-reliance and indi-
-vidual action still (in this country we
:shall always have plenty of them, and
the parts will always be more likely to
tyrannise over the whole than the whole
over the parts), but we shall have had
the good sense to turn them to the best
account by a powerful, but still volun-
tary, organization. Our beneficence will
be “beneficence acting by rule” (that is
Burke’s definition of law, as instituted
by a free society), and all the more effec-
tive for that reason. Must this make us
¢ a set of helpless imbeciles, totally inca-
“ pableof attending toourowninterests?”
Is this “a grievous blow aimed. at the
independence of the English character ”?
Is “English self-reliance and indepen-
dence” to be perfectly satisfied with what
it produces already, without this organ-
ization? In middle-class education it
produces, without it, the educational
home and the classical and com-
mercial academy. Are we to be proud
of that  Are we to be satisfied with that?
Is “the greatness of this country” to
be seen in that? But it will be said

that, awakening to a sense of the bad-
ness of our middle-class education, we
are beginning to improve it. Undoubt-
edly we are ; and the most certain sign
of that awakening, of those beginnings of
improvement, is the disposition to resort
to a public agency, to “beneficence work-
ing by rule,” to help us on faster with
it. "When we really begin to care about
a matter of this kind, we cannot help
turning to the most efficient agency at
our disposal. Clap-trap and common-
Place lose their power over us ; we begin
to see that, if State-action has often its
inconveniences, our self-reliance and
independence are best shown in so
arranging our State-action as to guard
against those inconveniences, not in
foregoing State-action for fear of them.
So it was in elementary education. Mr.
Baines says that this was already begin-
ning to improve when Government in-
terfered with it. Why, it was because
we were all beginning to take a real
interest in it—beginning to improve it
—that we turned to Government—to
ourselves in our corporate character—to
get it improved faster. So long as we
did not care much about it, we let it go
its own way, and kept singing Mr.
Roebuck’s fine old English stave about
¢ gelf-reliance,” 'We kept crying just
as he cries now: “mnobody has the
“ same interest to do well for a man as
“ he himself has.” That was all very
pleasant so long as we cared not a rush
whether the people were educated or no.
The moment we began to concern our-
selves about this, we asked ourselves
what our song was worth. We asked
ourselves how the bringing up of our
labourers and artizans—they “doing for
themselves,” and “nobody having the
“same interest to do well for a man
“ as he himself has ”—was being done.
‘We found it was being done detestably.
Then we asked ourselves whether casual,
precarious, voluntary beneficence, or
“ beneficence acting by rule,” was the
better agency for doing it better. We
asked ourselves if we could not employ
our public resources on this concern, if
we could not make our beneficence act
upon it by rule, without losing our
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< habits of self-reliance,” without ““aim-
ing a grievous blow at the independence
of the English character.” We found
that we could ; we began to do it ; and
we left DMr. Baines to sing in the
wilderness.

Finally, as to the objection that our
State-action—our “beneficence working
by rule”—often bungles and does its
work badly. No wonder it does. The
imperious necessities of modern society
force i, more or less, even in this
country, into play ; but it is exercised by
a class to whose cherished instincts it is
opposed—the aristocratic class; and it is
watched by a class to whose cherished
prejudices it is opposed—the middle
class. It is hesitatingly exercised and
Jjealously watched. It therefore works
without courage, cordiality, or belief in
itself. Under its present conditions it
must work so, and, working so, it must
often bungle. But it need not work so;
and the moment the middle class aban-
dons its attitude of jealous aversion, the
moment they frankly put their hand to
it, the moment they adopt it as an in-
strument to do them service, it will
work so no longer. Then it will not
bungle ; then, if it is applied, say, to
education, it will not be fussy, baffling,
and barren ; it will bring to bear on this
concern the energy and strong practical
sense of the middle class itself.

But the middle class must make it do
this. They must not expect others to
do the business for them. It is they
whose interest is concerned in its being
done, and they must do it for them-
selves. 'Why should the upper class—
the aristocratic class—do it for them ?
‘What motive—except the distant and
not very peremptory one of their general
political sense, their instinct for taking
the course which, for the whole country’s
sake, ought to be taken—have the aris-
tocratic class toimpel them to go counter
to all their natural maxims, nay, and
to all their seeming interest? They do
not want new schools for their children.
The great public schools of the country
are theirs already. Their numbers are
not such as to overflow these few really
public schools ; their fortunes are such

as to make the expensiveness of these
schools a matter of indifference to them.
The Royal Commissioners, whose report
has just appeared, do not, indeed, give
a very brilliant picture of the book-
learning of these schools. But it is not
the book-learning (easy to be improved
if there is a will to improve it) that this
class make their first care ; they make
their first care the tone, temper, and
habits generated in these schools. So
long as they generate a public spirit, a
free spirit, a high spirit, a governing
spirit, they are not ill-satisfied. Their
children are fitted to succeed them in
the government of the country. Why
should they concern themselves to change
this state of things? Why should they
create competitors for their own chil-
dren? Why should they labour to
endow another class with those great
instruments of power—a public spirit,
a free spirit, a high spirit, a governing
spirit® Why should they do violence
to that distaste for State-action, in an
aristocratic class natural and instinctive,
for the benefit of the middle class ?
No; the middle class must do this
work for themselves. From them must
come the demand for the satisfaction of
a want that is theirs. They must leave
off being frightened at shadows. They
may keep (I hope they always will
keep) the maxim that self-reliance and
independence are the most invaluable of
blessings, that the great end of society
is the perfecting of the individual, the
fullest, freest, and worthiest develop-
ment of the individual’s activity. But
that the individual may be perfected,
that his activity may be worthy, he
must often learn to quit old habits, to
adopt new, to go out of himself, to
transform himself. It was said, and
truly said, of one of the most unwearied
and successful strivers after human per-
fection that have ever lived—Wilhelm
von Humboldt—that it was a joy to him
to feel himself modified by the opera-
tion of a foreign influence. And this
may well be a joy to a man whose centre
of character and whose moral force are
once securely established. Through this
he makes growth in perfection. Through
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this he enlarges his being and fills up
gaps in it; he unlearns old prejudices
and learns new excellences; he makes
advance towards inward light and free-
dom. Societies may use this means of
perfection as well as individuals, and it
is a characteristic (perhaps the best
characteristic) of our age, that they are
using it more and more. Let us look
at our neighbour, France. What strikes
a thoughtful observer most in modern
France is the great, wide breach which
is being made in the old French mind ;
the strong flow with which a foreign
thought is pouring in and mixing with
it. There is an extraordinary increase in
the number of German and English
books read there, books the most unlike
possible to the native literary growth of
France. There is a growing disposition
there to pull to pieces old stock French
commonplaces, and to put a bridle upon
old stock French habitudes. France will
not, and should not, like some English
liberals, run a-muck against State-action
altogether ; but she shows a tendency
to control her excessive State-action, to
reduce it within just limits where it has
overpassed them, to make a larger part
to free local activity and to individuals.
She will not, and should not, like Sir
Archibald Alison, cry down her great
Revolution as the work of Satan; but
she shows more and more the power to
discern the real faults of that Revo-
lution, the real part of delusion, im-
potence, and transitoriness in the work
of '89 or of '91, and to profit by that
discernment.

Our middle class has secured for itself
that centre of charaeter and that moral
force which are, I have said, the indis-
putable basis upon which perfection is
to be founded. To securing them, its
vigour in resisting the State, when the
State tried to tyrannise over it, has con-
tributed not a little. In this sense, it
may be said to have made way towards
perfection by repelling the State’s hand.
Now it has to enlarge and to adorn its
spirit. I cannot seriously argue with
those who deny that the independence
and free action of the middle class is
now, in this country, immutably seeure ;

I cannot treat the motion of the State
now overriding it and doing violence to
it, as anything but a vpin chimera.
‘Well, then, if the State can (as it can)
be.of service to the middle class in the
work of enlarging its mind and adorning
its spirit, it will now make way towards
perfection by taking the State’s hand.
State-action is not in itself unfavourable
to the individual’s perfection, to his
attaining his fullest development. So
far from it, it is in ancient Greece,
where State-action was omnipresent, that
we see the individual at his very highest
piteh of free and fair activity. This is
because, in Greece, the individual was
strong enough. to fashion the State into
an instrument of his own perfection, to
make it serve, with a thousand times
his own power, towards his own ends.
He was not. enslaved by it, he did not
annihilate it, but he used it. Where,
in modern nations, the State has maimed
and crushed individual activity, it has
been by operating as an alien, exterior
power in the community, a power not
originated by the community to serve
the common weal, but entrenched among
them as a conqueror with a weal of its
own to serve. Just because the vigour
and sturdiness of the people of this
country have prevented, and will always
prevent, the State from being anything
of this kind, I believe we, more than
any modern people, have the power of
renewing, in our national life, the exam-
ple of Greece. I believe that we, and
our American kinsmen, are specially
fit to apply State-action with advantage,
because we are specially sure to apply it
voluntarily.

Two things must, I think, strike any
one who attentively regards the English
middle class at this moment. One is
the intellectual ferment which is taking
place, or rather, which is beginning to
take place, amongst them. It is only
in its commencement as yet; but it
shows itself at a number of points, and
bids fair to become a great power. The
importance of a change, placing in the
great middle class the centre of the
intellectual life of this country, can
hardly be over-estimated. I have been
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reproved for saying that the culture
and intellectual life of our highest class
seem to me to have somewhat flagged
since the last century. That is my
opinion, indeed, and all that I see and
hear strengthens rather than shakes it.
The culture of this class is not what it
used to be ; their valuefor high culture,
their belief in its importance, is not
what it used to be. One may see it in
the public schools, one may see it in the
universities. Whence come the dead-
ness, the want of intellectual life, the
poverty of acquirement after years of
schooling, which the Commissioners, in
their remarkable and interesting report,
show us so prevalent in our most distin-
guished public schools? What gives to
playand amusement, both there and at the
universities, their present overweening
importance, so that home critics ery out:
“The real studies of Oxford are its
“ games,” and foreign critics cry out : “At
“Oxford the student is still the mere
“school-boy”? Themostexperiencedand
acute of Oxford Heads of Houses told
me himself, that when he spoke to am
undergraduate the other dayabout trying
for some distinguished scholarship, the
answer he got was: “Oh, the men
from the great schools don’t care for
those things now ; the men who care
about them are the men from Marl-
borough, Cheltenham, and the second-
rate schools.” Whence, I say, does this
slackness, this sleep of the mind, come,
except from a torpor of intellectual life,
a dearth of ideas, an indifference. to fine
culture or disbelief in its necessity,
spreading through the bulk of our
highest class, and influencing its rising
generation ? People talk as if the cul-
ture of this class had only changed ;
the Greek and Reman classics, they say,
are no longer in vogue as they were in
Lord Chesterfield’s time. Well, if this
class had only gone from one source of
high culture to another ; if only, instead of
reading Homer and Cicero, it now read
Goethe and Montesquieu ;—but it does
not ; it reads the 74mes and the 4 gricul-
tural Journal. And it devotes itself ta
practical life. And it amuses itself. It
is mot its rising generation only which

loves play ; never in all its history has
our whole highest class shown such zeal
for enjoying life, for amusing itself. It
would be absurd to make this a matter
of reproach against it. The triumphs
of material progress multiply the means
of material enjoyment ; they attract all
classes, more and more, to taste of this
enjoyment ; on the highest class, which
possesses in the amplest measure these
means, they must needs exercise this
attraction very powerfully. But every
thoughtful observer can perceive that
the ardour for amusement and enjoy-
ment, often educative and quickening
to a toilnumbed working class or a
short-lived middle class, whose great
want is expansion, tends to become
enervative and weakening to an aristo-
cratic class—a class which must rule by
superiority of all kinds, superiority not
to be won without contention of spirit
and a certain severity. I think, there-
fore, both that the culture of our highest
class has declined, and that this declen-
sion, though natural and venial, impairs
its power.

Yet in this vigorous country every-
thing has a wonderful ability for self-
restoration, and he would be a bold
prophet who should deny that the cvl-
ture of our highest class may recover
itself But however this may be, there is
no doubt that a liberal culture, a fulness
of intellectual life, in the middle clasg, is
a far more important matter, a far more
efficacious stimulant to national progress,
than the same powers in an aristacratic
class. Whatever may be its culture, an
aristocratic class will always have ab
bottom, like the young man in Serip-
ture with great possessions, an inapti-
tude for ideas; but, besides this, high
culture or ardent intelligence, pervading
a large body of the community, acquire
a breadth of basis, a sum of force, an
energy of central heat for radiating fur-
ther, which they can never possess when
they pervade a small upper class only.
It is when such a broad basis is obtained
that individual genius gets its proper.
nutriment and is animated to put forth
its hest powers ; this is the secret of
rich and beantiful epechs in. national



92

life : the epoch of Pericles in Greece,
the epoch of Michael Angelo in Italy,
the epoch of Shakspeare in England.
Our actual middle class has not yet,
certainly, the fine culture, the living
intelligence, which quickened great
bodies of men at these epochs; but it
has the forerunner, the preparer, the
indispensable initiator ; it is traversed by
a strong intellectual ferment. It is the
middle class which has real mental ar-
dour, real curiosity ; it is the middle class
which is the great reader ; that immense
literature of the daywhichwe see surging
up all round us,~literature the absolute
value of which it is almost impossible
to rate too humbly, literature hardly a
word of which will reach, or deserves to
reach, the future,—it is the middle class
which calls it forth, and its evocation is
at least a sign of a widespread mental
movement in that class. 'Will this
movement go on and become fruitful ;
will it conduct the middle class to a
high and commanding pitch of culture
and intelligence? That depends on the
sensibility which the middle class has
for perfection; that depends on its
power to transform ttself.

And it is not yet manifest how far it
possesses this power. For—and here I
pass to the second of those two things
which particularly, Thave said, strike him
who observes the English middle class
Just now—in its public action this class
has hitherto shown only the power and
disposition to afirm dtself, not at all the
power and disposition to transform itself.
That, indeed, is one of the deep-seated
instinets of human nature, but of vulgar
human nature—of human nature not
high-souled and aspiring after perfection
—to esteem itself for what it is, to try to
establish itself just as it is, to try even
to impose itself with its stock of ha-
bitudes, pettinesses, narrownesses, short-
comings of every kind, on the rest of
the world as a conquering power. But
nothing has really a right to be satisfied
with itself, to be and remain itself,
except that which has reached per-
fection ; and nothing has the right to
impose itself on the rest of the world
as a conquering force, except that which
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is of higher perfection than the rest of
the world And such is the funda-
mental constitution of human affairs,
that the measure of right proves also, in
the end, the measure of power. Before
the English middle class can have the
right or the power to assert itself ab-
solutely, it must have greatly perfected
itself. It has been jokingly said of this
class, that all which the best of it cared
for was summed up in these two alli-
terative words—Business and Bethels,
and that all which the rest of it cared
for was the Business without the Bethels.
No such jocose and slighting phrase can
convey any true sense of what the reli-
gion of the English middle class has
been really to it ; what a source of vitality,
energy, and persistent vigour. ¢ They
who wait on the Lord,” says Isaiah, in
words not less true than they are noble,
“ shall remnew their strength;” and the
English middle class owes to its religion
not only comfort in the past, but also
a vast latent force of nunworn life and
strength for future progress. But the
Puritanism of the English middle class,
which has been so great an element of
strength to them, has by no means
brought them to perfection; nay, by
the rigid mould in which it has cast
their spirit, it has kept them back from
perfection. The most that can be said
of it is, that it has supplied a stable
basis on which to build perfection ; it
has given them character, though it has
not given them culture. But it is in
making endless additions to itself, in
the endless expansion of its powers, in
endless growth in wisdom and beauty,
that the spirit of the human race finds
its ideal ; to reach this ideal, culture is
an indispensable aid, and that is the
true value of culture. The life of aristo-
cracies, with its large and free use of
the world, its conversance with great
affairs, its exemption from sordid cares,
its liberation from the humdrum pro-
vincial round, its outward splendour and
refinement, is a kind of outward shadow
of this ideal, a prophecy of it ; and there
liesthesecretof the charmof aristocracies,
and of their power over men’s minds.
In a country like England, the middle
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class, with its industry and its Puri.
tanism, and nothing more, will never be
able to make way beyond a certain
point, will never be able to divide power
with the aristocratic class, much less to
win for itself a preponderance of power.
‘While it only tries to affirm its actual
self, to impose its actual self, it has no
charm for men’s minds, and can achieve
no great triumphs. And this is all it
attempts at present. The Conservative
reaction, of which we hear so much just
now, is in great part merely a general in-
disposition to let the middle-class spirit,
working by its old methods, and having
only its old self to give us, establish
itself at all points and become master of
the situation. Particularly on Church
questions is this true. In this sphere
of religion, where feeling and beauty

are so all-important, we shrink from -

giving to the middle-class spirit, limited
as we see it, with its sectarianism, its
under-culture, its intolerance, its bitter-
ness, its unloveliness, too much its own
way. Beforewe give it quite its own way,
we insist on its making itself into some-
thing larger, newer, more fruitful. This
i3 what the recent Church-Rate divisions
really mean, and the lovers of perfection,
therefore, may accept them without dis-
pleasure. They are the voice of the na-
tion crying to the untransformed middle
class (if it will receive it) with a voice
of thunder : “ The future is not yours !”

And let me say, in passing,'that the
indifference, so irritating to some persons,
with which European opinion has re-
ceived the break-up of the old American
Union has at bottom a like ground.
I put the question of slavery on one
gide; so far as the resolution of that
question depends on the issue of the
conflict between the North and the
South, every one may wish this party or
that to prevail. But Mr. Bright and
Mr. Cobden extol the old American
Republic as something interesting and
admirable in itself, and are displeased
with those who are not afflicted at its
disaster, and not jealous for its restora-
tion. Mr. Bright is an orator of genius ;
Mr. Cobden is a man of splendid under-
standing. But why do they refuse to

perceive, that, apart from all classjealousy
of aristocracies towards a democratic
republic, there existed in the most
impartial and fthoughtful minds a pro-
found dissatisfaction with the spirit
and tendencies of the old American
Union, a strong aversion to fheir un-
checked triumph, a sincere wish for the
disciplining and correcting of them ?
And what were the old United States
but a colossal expression of the English
middle-class spirit, somewhat more ac-
cessible to ideas there than here, be-
cause of the democratic air it breathed,
much more arrogant and overweening
there than here, because of the absence
of all check and counterpoise fo it—butk
there, as here, full of rawness, hardness,
and imperfection ; there, as here, greatly
needing to be liberalised, enlarged, and
ennobled, before it could with advantage
be suffered to assert itself absolutely.
All the energy and success in the world
could net make the United States ad-
mirable so long as their spirit-had this
imperfection. Even if they had over-
run the whole earth, their old national
style would have still been detestable,
and Mr. Beecher would have still been
a painfed barbarian. But they could
not thus triumph, they could not make
their rule thus universal, so long as their
spirit was thus imperfeet. They had
not power enough over the minds of
men. Now they are transforming their
spirit in the furnace of civil war; with
what success we shall in due time see.
But the lovers of perfection in America
itself ought to rejoice—some of them,
no doubt, do rejoice—that the national
spirit should be compelled, even at any
cost of suffering, to transform itself, to
become something higher, ampler, more
gracious. To be glad that it should be
compelled thus to transform itself, that
it should not be permitted to triumph
untransformed, is no insult, no unkind-
ness ; it is a homage to perfection. If
is a religious devotion to that provi-
dential order which forbids the final
supremacy of imperfect things. God
keeps tossing back to the human race
its failures, and commanding it to try
again.
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In the Crusade of Peter the Hermit,
where the hosts that marched were not
filled after the customary composition
of armies, but contained along with the
fighters whole families of people—old
men, women, and children, swept by
the universal torrent of enthusiasm to-
wards the Holy Land—the marches, as
might have been expected, were tedious
and painful. Long before Asia was
reached, long before even Europe was
half traversed, the little children in that
travelling multitude began to fancy,
with a natural impatience, that their
journey must surely be drawing to an
end ; and every evening, as they came
in sight of some town which was the
destination of their day’s march, they
cried out eagerly to those who were with
them, “7s this Jerusalem 2" No, poor
children, not this town, nor the next,
nor yet the next, is Jerusalem ; Jeru-
salem is far off, and it needs time, and
strength, and much endurance to reach
it. Seas and mountains, labour and
peril, hunger and thirst, disease and
death, are between Jerusalem and yomw

So, when one marks the ferment and
stir of life in the middle class at this
moment, and sees this class impelled to
take possession of the world, and to
assert itself and its own actual spirit
absolutely, one is disposed to exclaim to
it, ¢“Jerusalem is not yet.” Your pre-
sent spirit is not Jerusalem, is not the
goal you have to reach, the place you
may be satisfied in. And when one
says this, they sometimes fancy that one
has the same object as others who say
the same to them ; that one means that
they are to yield themselves to be
moulded by some existing force, their
rival ; that one wishes Nonconformity
to take the law from actual Anglicanism,
and the middle class from the present
governing class ; that one think Angli-
canism Jerusalem, and the English
aristocratic class Jerusalem.

I do not mean, or wish, or think
this, though many, no doubt, do. It is
not easy for a reflecting man, who has
studied its origin, to feel any vehement
enthusiasm for Anglicanism ; Henry the
Eighth and his parliaments have taken

care of that. One may esteem it as a
beneficent social and civilising agent.
One may have an affection for it from
life-long associations, and for the sake
of much that is venerable and interest-
ing which it has inherited from antiquity.
One may cherish gratitude to it—and
here, I think, Mr. Goldwin Smith, who
fights against it the battle of the Non-
conformists with so much force and so
much ability, is a little ungrateful —for
the shelter and basis for culture which
this, likeothergreat nationallyestablished
forms of religion, affords ; those who are
born in them can get forward on their
road, instead of always eyeing the ground
on which they stand and disputing about
it. But actual Anglicanism is certainly not
Jerusalem, and I should be sorry to think
it the end which Nonconformity and the
middle class are to reach. The actual
governing class, again, the English
aristocratic class (in the widest sense of
the word aristocratic)—I cannot wish
that the rest of the nation—the new
and growing part of the nation—should
be transformed in spirit exactly according
to the image of that class. The merits
and services of that class no one rates
higher than I do ; no one appreciates
higher than I do the value of the
relativestandard of elevation, refinement,
and grandeur, which they have ex-
hibited ; no one would more strenuously
oppose the relinquishing of this for any
lower standard. But I cannot hide
from myself that while modern societies
increasingly tend to find their best life
in a free and heightened spiritual and
intellectual activity, to this tendency
aristocracies offer at least a strong passive
resistance by their secular prejudices,
their incurable dearth of ideas. In
modern, rich, and industrial societies,
they tend to misplace the ideal for the
classes below them ; the immaterial
chivalrous ideal of high descent and
honour is, by the very nature of the
case, of force only for aristocracies
themselves ; the immaterial modern
ideal of spiritual and intellectual per-
fection through culture they have not
to communicate. What they can and do
communicate is the material ideal of
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splendour of wealth, and weight of
property. And this ideal is the ideal
truly operative upon our middle classes
at this moment. To be as rich as they
can, that they may reach the splendour
of wealth and weight of property, and,
with time, the importance, of the actual
heads of society, is their ambition. I
do not blame them, or the class from
which they get their ideal ; all I say is,
that the good ideal for humanity, the
true Jerusalem, is an ideal more spiritual
than brilliant wealth and boundless
property, an ideal in which more can
participate. The beloved friends of
humanity have been those who made it
foel its ideal to be in the things of the
mind and spirit, to be in an internal
condition, separable from wealth, and
accessible to all—men like St. Francis,
the ardent bridegroom of poverty ; men
like the great personages of antiquity,
almost all of them, as Lacordaire was
so fond of saying, poor. Therefore,
that the middle class should simply
take its ideal from the aristocratic class
I do not wish. That the aristocratic
class should be able absolutely to assert
itself and its own spirit, is not my
desire. No, no ; they are not Jerusalem.

The truth is, the English spirit has
to accomplish an immense evolution ;
nor, as that spirit at this moment pre-
sents itself in any class or description
amongst us, can one be perfectly satisfied
with it, can one wish it to prevail just
as it is.

But in a transformed middle class, in
a middle. class raised to a higher and
more genial culture, we may find, not,
perhaps, Jerusalem, but, I am sure, a
notable stage towards-it. In that great
class, strong by its numbers, its energy,
its industry, strong by its freedom from
frivolity, not by any law of mnature
prone to immobility of mind, actually
at this moment agitated by a spreading
ferment of mind, in that class, liberalised
by an ampler culture, admitted to a
wider sphere of thought, living by larger
ideas, with its provincialism dissipated,
its intolerance cured, its pettinesses
purged away,—what a power there will
be, what an element of new life for

England ! Then let the middle class
rule, then let it affirm its own spirit,
when it has thus perfected itself.

And'T cannot see any means so direct
and powerful for developing this great
and beneficent power as the public
establishment of schools for the middle
class. By public establishment they
may be made cheap and accessible to
all. By public establishment they may
give securities for the culture offered in
them being really good and sound, and
the best that our time kmows. By
public establishment they may com-
municate to those reared in them the
gense of being brought in contact with
their country, with the national life,
with the life of the world ; and they
will expand and dignify their spirits by
communicating this sense to them. I
can see no other mode of institution
which will offer the same advantages in
the same degree.

I cantiot think that the middle class
will be much longer insensible to its
own evident interests. I canmnot think
that, for the pleasure of being compli-
mented on this self-reliance by Lord
Fortescue and Mr. Roebuck, they will
much longer forego a course leading
them to their own true dignity instead
of away from it. I know that®with
men who have reached or passed the
middle of life, the language and habits
of yearsform a network round the spirit
through which it cannot easily break ;
and amongthe elder leaders of the middle
class there are men whom I would give
much to persuade—men of weight and
character, like Mr. Baines, men of cha-
racter and culture too, like Mr, Miall—
whom I must not, I fear, hope to per-
suade. But among the younger leaders
of this class—even of that part of it
where resistance is most to be appre-
hended—among the younger Dissenting
ministers, for instance, there exists, I do
believe, a disposition not fixedly averse
to the public establishment of education
for the middle classes—a willingness, at
any rate, to consider a project of this
kind on its merits. Amongst them
particularly is the ferment and expan-
sion of mind, of which I have spoken,
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perceptible ; their sense of the value of
culture, and their culture itself, in-
creases every day. Well, the old bug-
bear which scares us all away from the
great confessed means of best promoting
this culture—the religious difficulty, as
it is called—is potent only so long as
these gentlemen please. It rests solely
with themselves to procure the public
establishment of secondary instruction
upon a perfectly equitable basis as
regards religious differences. If its es-
tablishment is suffered to fix itself in
private hands, those hands will be the
clergy’s. - It is to the homour of the
clergy—of their activity, of their cor-
porate spirit, of their sense of a pressing
want—rthat this should be so. Butin
that case the dominant force in settling
the teaching in these schools will be
clerical. . Their organization will be
ecclesiastical. Mr. Woodard tells us so
himself; and indeed he (very naturally)
makes a merit of it. This is not
what the Dissenters want, neither is
it what the movement of the modern
spirit tends to. But when instruction
has once been powerfully organized in
this manner, it is very difficult for the
State afterwards to interfere for the
purpose of giving effect to the require-
ments of the modern spirit. It is met
by vested interests—by legitimate vested
interests—not to be conciliated without
great delay and difficulty. It is not
easy for the State to impose a conscience
clause on primary schools, when the es-
tablishment of those schools has been
for the most part made by the clergy.
It is not easy to procure the full benefits
of the national universities to Noncon-
formists, when Anglicanism has got a
vested interest in the colleges, - Neither
will it be easy hereafter, in secondary
instruction, to settle the religious
difficulty equitably, if the establish-
ment of that instruction shall have been
effected by private bodics in which
clerical influence predominates.

I hope the middle class will not
much longer delay to take a step on
which its future value and dignity and
influence so much depend. By taking
this step they will indirectly confer a

great boon upon the lower class also.
This obscure embryo, only just begin-
ning to move, travailing in labour and
darkness, so much left out of account
when we celebrate the glories of our
Atlantis, now and then, by so mournful
a glimpse, showing itself to us in
Lambeth, or Spitalfields, or Dorset-
shire; this immense working class, now
so without a practicable passage to all
the joy and beauty of life, for whom in
an aristocratic class which is unattain-
able by them there is no possible ideal,
for whom in a middle class, narrow,
ungenial, and unattractive, there is no
adequate ideal, will have, in a cultured,
liberalised, ennobled, transformed middle
class, a point towards which it may

“hopefully work, a goal towards which it

may with joy direct its aspirations.
Children of the future, whose day has
not yet dawned, you, when that day
arrives, will hardly believe what obstruc-
tions were long suffered to prevent its
coming ! You who, with all your faults,
have neither the aridity of aristocracies,
nor the narrow-mindedness of middle
classes—you, whose power of simple en-
thusiasm is your best gift, will not
comprehend how progress towards man’s
best perfection—the adorning and en-
nobling of his spirit—should have been
reluctantly undertaken ; how it should
have been for years and years retarded
by barren common-places, by worn-
out clap-traps. You will wonder at the
labour of its friends in proving the self-
proving ; you will know nothing of the
doubts, the fears, the prejudices they had
to dispel ; nothing of the outery they
had to encounter ; of the fierce protesta-
tions of life from policies which were
dead and did not know it,and the shrill,
querulous upbraiding from publicists in
their dotage. But you, in your turn, with
difficulties of your own, will be mounting
some new step in the arduous ladder
whereby man climbs towards his perfec-
tion; towards that unattainable but
irresistible lode-star, gazed after with
earnest longing, and invoked with bitter
tears; the longing of thousands of hearts,
the tears of many generations.
MATTHEW ARNOLD.



MACMILLAN’S MAGAZINE.

JUNE, 1864.

THE HILLYARS AND THE BURTONS: A STORY OF TWO FAMILIES.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, AUTHOR OF “ AUSTIN ELLIOT,” ‘ RAVENSHOE,” ETC.

CHAPTER XXX.

JAMES BURTON'S STORY : IN WHICH TWO
GREAT PI1ECES OF GOOD FORTUNE BE-
FALL US—ONE VISIBLE, THE OTHER
INVISIBLE.

Sir GeorGE Hiryar, I found out after-
wards, had sat in Parliament twice in
his life, on the Tory interest. If there
had been any interest more re-actionary
than the Tory interest, he would have
connected himself with it instantly. He
had utterly outnewcastled Newcastle
ever since he married his keeper’s
daughter: since he had brought a ple-
beian Lady Hillyar into the house, it
became necessary for the family respect-
ability to assert itself in some other
direction, and it asserted itself in the
direction of Toryism. Sir George, with
the assistance of a few others, got-up a
little Tory revival; and they had so
cdified and improved one another—so
encouraged one another to tread in
newer and higher fields of Toryism—as
to be looked on with respectful admira-
tion by the rest of the party. And
among this small knot of men who
claimed, as it were, a superior sanctity,
Sir George Hillyar had the first place
conceded to him, as the most shining
light of them all.

At this time—at the time of our
troubles—a general election was ap-
proaching, and Sir George Hillyar, at
the solicitation® of a powerful body of
men, determined to enter public life for
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the third time, and contest, when the
time should come, the borough of Malton.

‘We heard this news from Mr. Comp-
ton, and were wondering why he had
come to tell us about it, when he struck
us all of a heap by announcing a most
remarkable piece of good fortune. Sir
George had offered Joe the post of
private secretary, with a salary of two
hundred a-year. :

“And what do you think of that?”
said Mr. Compton, triumphantly, to
Joe.

Joe was trying to express his astonish-
ment and delight, when he fairly burst
into tears ; and I don’t think any of us
were very far behind him. We had
always known that Sir George meant to
provide for Joe, but we never expected
such an offer as this to come at such a
time.

“ And what do you think of that ? Is
the salary enough %"

“Lord bless you, sir,” said Joe;
“never mind the salary. T'd go bare-
foot in such a place as that. There is
10 telling how I may end.”

“Indeed, you are right,” said M.
Compton ; “and you thoroughly deserve
your good fortune. Sir George has
employed me for a long time to make
inquiries about your capacity and steadi-
ness, and you have enabled me to make
such a report of you as has secured you
this offer. Iwish you every success.”

So Joe departed, dressed like a gen-
tleman, “burning high with hope.”
The family troubles were to come to an

H
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end in no time now. All the morning
before he went he was restlessly and
eagerly, with flushed face, laying out
his plans for our future benefit; and
Emme either was, or pretended to be,
as enthusiastic and hopeful as he was,
and encouraged, nay, even surpassed,
his boldest ﬂlghts of fancy, until, by her
arts, she had got Joe to believe that all
which had to be done, was already done,
and fo forget, for a time at least, that he
was leaving us behind in poverty and
‘wearing anmety

Dehghted as we were with his good
fortune, we sadly felt the loss of one
familiar face at such a time as that. But
goon we had. other things to think of,
for our troubles came faster and faster.

On the Saturday night after Joe had
gone, I noticed that our three men were
unusually boisterous. George Dartin,
the head man, struck me as meaning
mischief of some kind, and I watched
him carefully. He hurried his work in
a somewhat offensive manner, struck
with unnecessary vigour, upset the tools
and swore at them,—did everything in
fact that he ought not to do, except
lame any of the horses; with them he
‘was still the splendid workman that my
father had made him. But in whatever
he did, all the fore part of the afternoon,
the other two followed suit, though with
smaller cards. They did not speak to
my father or me, but they told one another
stories, which were received with osten-
tatious laughter; and Martin seemed
inclined to bully my fellow-apprentice,
Tom Williams. My father and I knew
what they were going to do; they were
going to strike, and make it easier by
quarrelling with us.

They had not much chance of doing
that. T was very angry, but I imitated
my father as well as I could; and he,
that afternoon, was more courteous, more
patient, and more gentle than ever.
About three o’clock my father was called
out on business, and they, to my great
delight, began quarrelling among them-
selves. How little I thought what that
quarrel would lead to!

* The moment my father's back was
turned Jack Martin began on Tom Wil-

liams, the apprentice, again. At first he
confined - himself to impertinences, and
kept addressing him as Werk’us (he was
a parish boy, which made my father
very jealous about having him ill-used
or insulted, as Jack Martin well knew) ;
but after a time, finding that Tom was
as gentle and as patient as ever, he
began to take further liberties, and
dropped two or three things on his toes,
and once threw a shoe at him. Mean-
while I would have died sooner than
interfere on behalf of Tom, though I
could have stopped Jack Martin at
once,

Now the third and youngest of our
men, who had been with us about a
year, was ‘a young Cornishman, Trevit-
tick by name, a very taciturn, almost
sulky fellow, who had resisted all our
efforts to be intimate with him, but
who had in his silent, sulky way con-
ceived a great regard, certainly mnever

‘exhibited in public, for Tom Williams,

the apprentice. After he had been
with us about a month he had obtained
my father’s consent to Tom’s sharing
his lodgings, at his, Trevittick’s, expense.
Shortly afterwards I made the surprising
discovery that he and Tom used to sit
up half the night reading mechanics
and geology, and that Tom was bound to
the very strictest secrecy on the subject.
To this man Trevittick, therefore, whose
personal appearance was that of a very
strong Jew prize-fighter, with frizzly
purple hair, I, on this occasion, left the
defence of Tom Williams, with the
most perfect confidence.

Trevittick was the most absolutely
silent man I ever met in my life. Con-
sequently, when Jack Martin had, for
a pretended fault, taken Tom Williams
by the hair of his head and shaken him,
and Trevittick had said, in a short,
sharp growl, “Leave that boy alone,
you coward,” Jack Martin stood aghast,
and asked him what he said.

“You heerd what I said well enough.
Do it.”

Martin was very much surprised, and
made no answer for an instant ; but the
word “yield” (or more correctly the
expression “shut up”) and Jack Mar-
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tin were utter strangers; so he walked
up to Tom Williams, collared him, and
shook him again.

“Drop that boy now, Jack, or Ill
make’ee,” growled Trevittick once more,
in a rather deeper tone.

After this, according to the laws of
London honour, there remained nothing
but for Jack Martin to call on Trevittick
to come outside ; which corresponds to
the “after school” or “the old place”
of your early days, my dear sir. Buf
Jack had not time to say the words,
when my father—who had been waiting
outside, talking to a man on business—
thought fit to come in, and to say in a
very gentle, polite voice,

“ Mates ! mates ! if you'll be so good
as to work in my time, and to quarrel
arterwards in your own, I shall be
obliged.”

So they set to work again, I all the
time, like a low-lifed boy as I was,
thinking what a splendid fight there
would be in Battersea fields the mext
morning ; for there were certainly not a
dozen men in the prize-ring who could
have stood long, before either Jack
Martin or Trevittick.

But at six o'clock, although there
was still work enough to keep my father
and Tom Williams and me hard at it till
two o’clock on Sunday mornivg, my
father said it was time to knock off, and
took out the men’s money. Jack Martin
was paid first, and he, I knew, would
be spokesman, When he got his money
he spit on it, and then jingled it in his
closed hands.

“Come, Mr. Burton,” he said, in a
tone of injured innocence. ‘“Why they’re
a-giving of a pound down at Jumston’s.
That's what Jumston ’s a-doing on. A-

iving of a pound.”

¢ And I think, Jack, as Mr. Jumston’s
giving two shillings too much. Why,
that six shillings as you men are asking
for, is six shillings off the kids’ victuals.
Six bob’s worth of bread and butter, as
I'm a true man.”

Jack Martin began to talk himself
into a passion, while my father raised
himself on to the forge, and sat com-
fortably on the edge of the cinders.
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“Well, then, T'll tell you where it is,”
said Jack Martin, “me and my mates
must look to ourselves. White men,
leave alone Druids and Foresters, is not
slaves nor negro bones. Nor are they
going to be, Mr. Burton ; thank you
for your kind intentions all the same.
Come, sack us, will you? Take and
give the sack to the whole three on us.
Come.” .

“I don’t want to give you the sack,
Jack Martin,” said my father. “I'm a
ruined man, as you know, But I won’t
Tob the kids.”

“Then this is where it is,” said the
‘other, who had now got himself into as
‘towering a passion as he could have
wished ; “the master as won’t give the
pound when asked, nor the sack when
challenged, is no master for me or my
mates.”

“Well, you needn’t get in a wax
over ity old chap,” said my father. “If
you like to stay for eighteen bob, stay.
I don’t want you to go.” -

“Not if we know if, thank you,”
said Jack, louder than ever. “We must
look to ourselves. If you won't give us
the sack, why, then we take it. Now!”

“Tve been a good and kind master
to you, Jack. I've teached you your
trade. And now, when things look a
little black, you want to leave me.
And you're not contented with leaving,
but you are so ashamed of your mean-
ness that you puts yourselfinto a passion,
and irritates and insults me. Now it
runs to this, Jack. You're a younger
man than me : but if you hollers like
that, in this here shop, I'll be blowed if
I don’t see whether I can’t put you out
of it. You’d better go.”

Jack was so astonished at such a
speech ag this coming from the pacific
James Burton, that he departed won-
dering and rather ashamed. My father
paid the other man, and he went, and
then he turned to Trevittick, who was
sitting on the anvil, and offered him his
money.

“ Never mind me, master,” growled
Trevittick, speaking now for the first
time ; “/ ain't a-going to leave you. I
was going this morning, but I've thought

H2
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better of it. Never mind thikky money
neither, I've a-got to fight to Jack Mar-
tin to-morrow morning, and I should be
knocking that down, and a deal more

too. You'm best owe me my wages a
few weeks. I've saved lots, ain’t I,
Tom ?”

But Tom had disappeared. And
looking at my father I saw that he
had coloured scarlet up to the roots of
his hair, but was quite silent. After a
time he managed to say to Trevittick,
“Thank ye, lad—thank’ee, kindly.”
That was all he said, and all that Tre-
vittick wanted him to say.

Trevittick went out without another
word ; but in about half-an-hour he came
back with Tom Williams, and silently set
towork. When myfather got behind him
he began telegraphing to Tom Williams,
and Tom replied by nodding his head
nearly off, and smiling. Then the next
time my father got near Tom he patted
him on the back; by which things T
knew that Tom had contrived to stop
the fight, and that we should never
know whether the Cornishman or the
Londoner was the best man. Was I
a little disappointed? Well, I am afraid
T was a little disappointed. It was so
very long ago, you must remember, and
I did not write “Honourable” before
my name at that time. But strict truth
compels me to state that I was a little
disappointed ; I was indeed.

Meanwhile we three set to work, and
worked far into the night : none of us
any more conscious of the astounding
piece of good fortune which had befallen
us than was Fred, asleep on Emma’s
shoulder, with his balmy breath upon
her cheek.

CHAPTER XXXI.

GEORGE BEGINS TO TAKE A NEW INTEREST
IN REUBEN.

Trere was no doubt at all that what
FErne had said was true. So anxious
was he not to come between his brother
and his father, that he never inter-
rupted them in a #éte-Q-téte ; nay more,
seldom saw much of his father except
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in the presence of George's wife, Gerty.
These three, however, were very much
together, and enjoyed one another’s
company immensely.

George was furious at this arrange-
ment ; he had set Gerty on his father
expressly to see what she could do.
She was making immense progress with
the old man, when Erne stepped in, as
it seemed to him, and interfered. He
attributed Erne’s eager pleasure in the
society of his sister-in-law to the very
deepest finesse. In his generous con-
duct he chose to see nothing but the
lowest and meanest cunning.

“Look at him,” he would growl to
himself behind his book; “look at
the artful cub, with his great eyes, and
his gentle voice. Who would think he
was such a young sneak ? practising off
his arts against those of my—Oh ! my
trebly-dyed fool of a wife. If she had
had an ounce of brains, we might have
had that will altered long ago. If I
could only get her to quarrel with Erne !
But she won’t, and I daren’t scold her,
for fear she should show signs of it
before him. Oh! if she only knew
what I was saying to her under my
breath sometimes !—if she only knew
that !”

George could hate pretty well, and
now he got to hate Erne most decidedly.
Poor fellow ! he still loved his wife, but
she made him terribly mad with her
silliness sometimes. It was well for
Gerty that she was under the protection
of Sir George Hillyar. James Oxton
would have trembled had he seen the
expression of George’s face now at times.
The long-continued anxiety about his
succession in his father’s will was wearing
him into a state of nervous excitement.
He, at this time, teok up with one of
his old habits again. He used to go to
London and play heavily.

Reuben had stayed about Stanlake so
long that it was just as well, said Sir
George, that he should stay on until
they went to the Thames in the sum-
mer. Although he was only hired
by the month, yet every one about
the place would have been universally
surprised if anything had occurred to
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terminate his engagement. He was con-
sidered now to be a sort of servant to
Erne, who seemed much aftached to
him ; but every one knew that it was
by the wish of Sir George himself that
Reuben was retained there. Also it is
singular ; but the well-trained servants
found out that Reuben was to be called
Reuben, and that the name of Burton
was not to be used at all; and when
Joe made his appearance as secretary,
they were instructed to address him as
Mr. Joseph. Some of the older ser-
vants, who remembered Samucl, knew
well enough why; and wondered to
themselves whether or no he knew who
Reuben was.

It was not very long after the arrival
of the George Hillyars, that George,
walking through the grounds, by the
edge of the lake, near the boat-house,
came across Reuben; who, with his
boat-mending instinct, acting under the
impression that he must do something,
was scraping a fir sapling with a spoke-
shave, trying to make a punt-pole of it:
which is what no one, who cares for
-a ducking, ever did yet. He was also
singing to himself a song very popular
at that time among the London youth,
which may be advantageously sung to
the tune of “Sitch a getting up stairs:”
if you can only get the words, which I
fear are lost for ever. Reuben had bis
back to George, and George heard him
sing, with the most determined cockney
accent—

“The very next morning he was seen,
In a jacket and breeches of velveteen.
To Bagnigge Wells then in a bran
New gownd she went with this ’ere dog’s
meat man.
She had shrimps and ale with the dog’s
meat man,
And she walked arm in arm with the dog’s
meat man,
And zhe’ coves all said, what around did
stan’,
That he were a werry nobby dog’s meat
man.
Oh he were such a handsome dog’s meat man,
Such a sinivating titivating dog’s meat man.”

George Hillyar called out, ¢ Hallo,
you fellow !”
And Reuben, not seeing who it was,
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replied, *“ Hallo, you fellow ! it is.” And:
then he turned round, and, seeing who
it was, was shent, and thought he was
going to catch it.”

“1 ask your pardon, sir,” he said ; ¢“I
thought you was the turncock come for
the income-tax. There,” he added, with
one of his irresistible laughs, “don’t be
angry, your honour. Ican’t help talking
nonsense at times, if I was hung for it.”

“ Ave you the young waterman that
my father has taken such a fancy to %”

Reuben sheepishly said he supposed
he was.

“T shouldn’t advise you to treat him
to many such songs as you were singing
just now. You should try to drop all
this blackguardism if you mean to get
on with him.”

“Tord bless you, sir,” said Reuben,
“you'd never make nothink of me.
T've been among the coal barges too
long, I have.”

“I've seen many a swell made out of
rougher stuff than you ; you might make
rather a fine bird in other feathers, How
old are you ?”

“ Twenty, sir.”

“Has he given you any education?”

¢ Has who, sir?”

“Sir George, of course.”

¢ No, sir,” said Reuben, in wonder.

* «What a shame,” thought George to
himself. “I wonder what he is going
to do for him. There is one thing,” he
went on thinking, and looking at Reuben
with a smile ; “ there is no mistake about
the likeness: I shall make friends with
the son of the bondwoman. I wonder
who the dickens she was. I like this
fellow’s. looks, much.”

“Who is your friend?” he asked
aloud, pointing to a young man who
had just come up, and was waiting re-
spectfully a little way off.

“That is my cousin James, sir.”

James Burton, who has told some
three quarters of the story hitherto,
here approached. He was a tall, good-
looking lad of about eighteen, with a
very amiable face, and yet one which
gave you the idea that he was deficient
neither in brains nor determination.
He approached George with confidence,
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though with great respect, and waited
for him to speak.

“So you are Erne’s friend the black-
smith, hey ¥’ said George.”

James said ¢ Yes.”

“ And how does your pretty sister do,
eh, lad? I am very anxious to see this
pretty flame of Erne’'s. If she is as
pretty as Erne says she is, the young
rogue must have an eye for beauty.” .

Jim blushed very much, and looked
very awkward, at this free and easy way
of implying an engagement between
Erme and Emma. He said nothing,
however, and immediately George turned
away from him and began talking once
more to Reuben,

This was their first interview, and
very soon Reuben had won over George
Hillyar as he had won his father. An-
other noticeable fact is that the old man
perceived George’s growing liking for
Reuben, and seemed pleased at it.
George had nothing to complain of in his
father’s treatment of him. So George
was very kind indeed.

If Erne could have been got out of
the way, George thought, every thing
must go right.

He had been home about six months,
when one morning he would go-rabbit-
shooting, and so he sent for old Morton,
the head keeper, and they went outalone
together.

It was a glorious May day, a day on
which existence was a pleasure, and they
left the moist valley and the thick dark
woods far behind them, and climbed
up the steep slope of the chalk down,
to shoot among the flowering broom,
which feathered the very loftiest sum-
mit. Fhey stood up there, with the
county at their feet like a map, and
the happy May wind singing among
the grass and the junipers around them.

Poer George felt quieter up here with
his old friend. He had been to Lon-
don the night before, playing, and losing
heavily, and he had been more than
usually irritated with Erne that morn-
ing. Instead of setting to work shoot-
ing, he sat down beside old Morton on
the grass, and, taking off his hat, let the
fresh wind blow his hair about.
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o Morton, old fellow,” he began, “I
wish I hadn’t got such a cursed temper.
You mayn’t think it, but I very often
wish I was a better fellow.”

“You are good enough for me,
Master George,” said the old man. “ You
were always my favourite.”

“ I know it,” said George. “That is
very queer. Did you think of me al
the time I was away 1”

“] always thought of my own plucky
lad that I taught to shoot. I thought
of you constant through all that weary
time. DBut it's come to an end now.
You sowed your wild oats, it's true.”

“ But I haven’t reaped them,” said
George, with his head on his hands.

The old man took no notice of this ;
he went on: “ And here you are home
again, with the most beaufiful of all
the Lady Hillyars, since there were a
Lady Hillyar. And Sir George coming
round so beautiful, and all—"

“ But I am disinherited,” said George ;
¢ disinherited in favour of Erne.”

“ Not disinherited, sir. I know more
than that.”

‘¢ Next thing to it,” said poor George.
¢ I know as much as that.”

“ There’s time enough to alter all
that ; and mark, my word, Master
George, I know Sir George better than
any man living, and I can take liberties
with him that you durstn’'t—bah! that
Master Erne durstn’t. And I tell you
that sweet little lady of yourn has
wound herself round his heart, in a
way you little think. I held you on
my knee when you were a little one,
and I dare say anything to you. I
hearn you cursing on her to yourself for
a fool, the other day. Now you leave
her alone. Fool she may be, but she
will do the work if it is to be done.
I hearn ’em together, Sir George and
her, the other day, and I says to myself,
¢ Either you are the silliest little hare of
a thing as ever ran, or else you are the
artfullest little—’. There, I forget. You
let her alone. If it is to be done,
she’ll do it.”

“ No, she won’t, old fellow,” said
George. “ There’s Erne in the way.
There’s Erne, I tell you, man. Henever
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leaves them alone together. " He is
always thrusting his cursed beautiful
head in between them, and ruining
every thing. (Here he gave way, and
used language about Erne which I de-
cline to write, though there was not a
single oath, or a single improper ex-
pression in it). Why, I tell you, Morton,
that fellow’s beauty, and amiability, and
affectionate gentleness, and all that sort
of thing, as nearly won me as possible.
At one time I was saying to myself,
¢ If my father denies me justice, I shall
be able to get it from him;’ and so L
thought, until I saw that all this ami-
ability and gentleness was merely the
art of a beautiful devil "When I saw
him declining to do battle with me, like
a man, and saw him sneak in between
my wife and my father, then I said to
myself—then. I said to myself—Oh,
stop me, old Morton, and don’t let me
talk myself mad. I want to be better.
I swear to God I want to be better.
But I am sinking into hell, and there is
no one to save me. Where's James
Oxton? Why was he fool enongh ta
let me leave him? And Aggy; how
these shallow-brained women delude us,
with their mincing airs of wisdom ! See
what they have brought me to now.”

Perhaps, if the poor fellow had
chosen to make friends in his own rank
in life, he might have found one honest,
educated man, who would have set every-
thing right for him ; at all events have
shown him that his suspicions of Erne
were incorrect, and have made the ordi-
nary routine of life, in his own rank,
more pleasant to him. But he had,
through vanity and idleness, early in
life acquired the taste for being the
greatest man in the company; and the
only company where he was king was
the company of his inferiors, and the
passion stuck to him, and so there he
was, at the turning point of his life,
telling his troubles to a foolish old
gamekeeper.

The old man said nothing to turn
away George’s wrath from Erne. Why
should he? George had always been
his favourite, and he believed what he
said about Erne. No; he only tried
1o soothe the poor fellow with common-
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places, and let him sit with his head in.
his hands until the wild fit had ‘passed
over. Then old Morton was glad to
hear him change the conversation.

“What do you think of that young
Reuben ¥ asked George.

“Reuben,” said the old man, laugh-
ing; “why, every one is fond of Reuben.
A merry, cheeky young dog.” :

“T bhave taken a great fancy to the.
fellow myself. I have a .very great
mind to take him for my servant.” :

“I daresay he would make a good
one, master,” said Morton. ¢“But I
should have thought you had had ome
too many of that name. His father
wasn’t so satisfactory an investment as
might be, and—"

“His father,” said George, looking
quickly round. “Are you mad?” -

“Do you mean to say,” said the
other eagerly, “that you don’t know
that this Reuben’s name is Burton, and |
that he is the son of your old servant
Samuel, by—you know who }”

George started up, and stood looking
at Morton, silent and deadly pale, with
his hands clasped wildly in his hair, for
nearly a minute—a ghastly sight to see.
Then with a hollow groan he sank on
his knees, and his look of blank horror
was changed into one of pitiful entreaty.

“Morton ! Morton ! don't kill me.
The dog has deceived me. Don’t tell
me that she is alive too. Don’t kill me.
by telling me that.”

“Get up from the grass, Master
George. You frighten me. She died
ten year ago, or more.”

The look of terror left George’s face
by degrees. It was evident that he
had had a fearful shock.

“ How long ago did she die, did you
say ”

“She died when Reuben was about
ten years old. Jim Burton, the Chelsea
blacksmith, asked me to come over to
her funeral, as having known her ance.
And I went. Reuben was the second
child, Master George. There was one
that died.”

“ Are you certain of that?” B

“ Positive and certain sure. = I took
care to be. T see its little coffin carried
to the grave. And the poor thing,
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she told me herself that it was the
eldest.” |

¢ He wrote and told me,” said George,
¢“when he was transported, that she
was dead, and—. There, we have talked
enough about that. Do you know that
he and I have quarrelled #”

It was Morton’s turn fo look as-
tonished now. “You and who?” he
said, with a blank stare.

“I and Samuel Burton have quar-
relled.”

“Do you mean to tell me he is not
dead yet 1”

% Curse him, no. He has far more
life left in him than you have, my
faithful old friend. He came to my
office in Palmerston the other day, and
I quarrelled with him.”

“That was unwise.”

“It was; but, at all events, he is
safe for the present. He is at Perth,
in Western Australia, 14,000 miles
away.”

“I am glad of that,” said old Mor-
ton. “1 suppose. he daren’t come
home, eh !”

#QOh, dear, no,” said George. *“He
daren’t come to England. He would
get life for it. Come, let us begin.”

They began shooting. Morton, with
the licence of a keeper, combined with
that of a confidential friend, said,
“ Mind the dogs, sir. In your present
state of nerve, mind the dogs.”

But George shot beautifully. The
old trick had come back to him again
after a few months’ practice ; and his
hand and eye were as frue as ever.
He shot recklessly, but wonderfully
well, appearing all the fime to be so
utterly absent and distraught, that old
Morton kept on saying, “Mind the
dogs, sir; for Gawd’s sake, mind the
dogs. It's old Beaunty, the Governor's
pet; and if anythink happens to that
there spaniel—Lord a mercy, look at
that. I say, Master George, hold hard,
-sir.  You ain’t in the humour to shoot
rabbits before Clumber spannels worth
twenty guineas a-piece. Hold hard,
sir.  Now, do hold hard.”

“I'm shooting better than ever I
shot in my life,” said George.
® “Too beautiful by half. But leave
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off a minute. That last shot was too
risky ; it were indeed.”

‘ All right,” said George, going on
with his loading. “Have you seen this
girl Emma that Erne rajfoles about ?”

“Yes, sir. She is daughter of Jim
Burton, the Chelsea blacksmith.—Here,
Beauty ; here, Frolic.—There, put down
your gun a bit, Master George. There.”

“Is her name Burton, too?” said
George. “ Why, the air seems dark-
ened with Burtons. I thought some-
how that she was cousin to Joseph,
the secretary. Or did I dream it?7”,

“Why, Ais name is Burton, too, and
she is his own favourite sister,” said the
old man. “He is Reuben’s cousin.
But you mus'n’t say the name of Burton
in that house. It's a word mus'n’t be
said at Stanlake.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know, and nobody don’t
know; and very probably, with an
obstinate man like the Governor, there
ain’t very much to know. We were
children together, and I know him
better than any man alive, and may-be
like him better than any man alive,
except one. But I tell you that, in the
matter of obstinacy, Balaam’s ass is a
black and tan terrier to him. For
instance, J don’t know to this day
whether or no he knows that Reuben
is Sam, the steward-room boy’s son.
Mzr. Compton don’t know either. Mr.
Compton says he has never forgiven
Sam. We soon found out that we were
to call Reuben by his Christian name.
And he makes Joe Burton call hisself
Joseph.”

¢ But this Emma ;" asked George, “1is
there any chance of Erne’s putting his
foot in it with her ?”

“ He swears he will marry her,” said
Morton. “The governor did the same
thing himself, and so, may-be, won’t
find much fault.”

“Do you know anything about the
girl? 'What is she like?”

¢“She is a fine-made, handsome girl.
But she is better than that. I want to
tell you a story about her. I have
known her father, Jim Burton, Lord
love you, Master George, why aslong as
Pve known Mr. Compton; and they
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was two boys together, was Mr. Comp-
ton and him. You ain’t got a cigar to
give away, sir ¢

“I have known James Burton, sir,”
continued the old man, “ever since I
was a boy, and I have always kept up
an occasional acquaintance with him :
and one day, just before you came
home, I was over there, and he said
to me, laughing, ¢ What a game it is
to hear they young folks a-talking,
good Lord!” I asked him what he
meant, and he said, ¢ Why, my girl
Emma has been pitching it into Master
Erne like one o’clock. Such airs with
it, too—pointing her finger at him, and
raising her voice quite loud, calling him
by his Christian name, and he answering
of her as fierce—' And I asked what he
and the girl fell out about, and he said
that Master Erne had been going on
against you—that you wern’t no good ;
and that she’d up, and given it to him
to his face.”

“ She must be rather a noble person ;
T'll remember kim for this,” said George.
“Come, Morton, let us go home.”

So he walked rapidly homeward in
deep thought, and Morton guessed what
he was thinking about—Reuben. Reu-
ben, George saw, was his own son. There
was a slight confusion about the date
of his birth, and the poor woman had
lied to Morton ; but there was no doubt
about hisfeatures. That square honest
face could belong to no son of the thin-
faced, hook-nosed Burton. No, there
was the real Hillyar face there. That
unset mouth was not Hillyar either,
certainly, but he knew where that came
from. Yes; now he knew what it was
that attracted him so strangely to Reu-
ben from the first. Reuben had looked
on him with the gentle eyes of his dead
mother.

The old keeper once, and once only,
ventured to look into his face. He
hardly knew him, he was so changed
since they had gone that road two hours
before. His face was raised, and his
eyes seemed set on something afar off,
His mouth was fixed as though he had
a purpose before him, and his whole ex-
pression was softened and intensely
mournful. The old man had seen him
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look so when he was a boy ; but that
was very, very long ago. ¢

CHAPTER XXXII.
GERTY'S HYBERNATION TERMINATES,

THE sun was so warm on the south side
of the house, that Gerty had come out
on the terrace, and was drinking in the
floods of warmth and light into her
being. The first thing she had done,
her very first instinet after a few
minutes of what was dreadfully like
sun-worship, was to dash at the flowers
with a childish ery of delight—anemones,
ranunculuses, tulips, narcissuses, all new
to her. George found her witk her
hands full of them, and held out his
arms. She gave alaughof joy and sprang
into them, covering his head with her
flowers.

Her George had come back to her
arms with the warm weather. The ugly
cold winter had passed. It was that
which had made George cross to her ;
every one was splenetic during an Eng-
lish winter. The French laughed at us
about it. If they could only get back
to the land of sunshine and flowers, ke
would never be unkind to her. If she
and he and baby could only get back
again to the dear old majestic forests,
among the orchises and lobelias and
Grevilleas, with the delicious aromatic
scent of the bush to fill their nostrils,
they would be happy for evermore.
How faint and sickly these narcissuses
smelt after all, beautiful as they were.
One little purple vanilla flower was
worth them all. Bah! these flowers
smelt like hair oil, after the dear little
yellow oxalis of the plains. She covered
his face with kisses, and said only—

“Take me back, dear—take me back
to the old forest again. 'We shall never
be happy here, dear. The flowers all
smell like pomatum ; there is no real
warmth in the sun. And it is all so close
and confined : there is no room to ride; -
I should like to ride again now, but
there is no place to ride in. Take me
back. Weo were happier even at Palmers-
ton than here. But I want to go back
to the bush, and feel the sun in my
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bones. Thws sun will never get into
your bones. Take me back to the Gap,
dear.”

“ And leave my father here ?” said
George, laughing. ¢ For shame.”

“Why shouldn’t he come too ?’ said
Gerty.

“You had better propose it to him,”
said George, kissing her again.

“1 will this very night,” said the
silly little woman. And, what is more,
she did. And, what is still more than
that, Sir George, after sitting silent a
few minutes, said, “ T'll be hanged if I
don’t” And after Gerty had twittered
on for ten minutes more in praise of the
country of the Eucalypti, he looked up
and said to the ambient air, ¢ Why the
deuce shouldrn’t T have a spree ” And
when she had gone on another quarter
of an hour on the same subject, he
looked up again, and then and there
wished he might be wicked-worded if
he didn’t. I believe he would have run
over, if circumstances which have made
the history of these two families worth
writing had never occurred. But—to
save the reader any unnecessary anxiety
he—mnever did.

Poor little Gerty ! How she revelled
in this newly-restored love of her hus-
band’s. How she got drunk upon it.
How the deep well-springs of her love
overflowed, and not only drowned George
and the baby, but floated every object it
came near : horses, butlers, dogs, tulips,
ladies’-maids, ranunculuses, and grooms.
It was well she was a fool. She was so
glad to see George take such notice of
the young waterman. What a kind heart
he had ! Poor little thing ; who would
have dared to tell her the truth about
him and Reuben? If she could have
been made to understand it, which I
doubt, I think it would have gone far to
kill her.

Sir George Hillyar marked George’s
increased attention to Reuben with evi-
dent satisfaction. One day, overtaking
George in the shrubbery, he took George’s
arm with a greater show of affection than
he had ever done before, and walked up
and down, talking very kindly to him.
They spoke about no family matters,
but it was easy to see that George was
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gaining in his father’s favour. As they
were talking earnestly together thus,
Mr. Compton and Erne came round the
corner on them. Mr. Compton was
very much surprised, but noticed that
the arm which Sir George took from his
elder son’s, to shake hands with his old
friend, was transferred to Erne, and that
George was left to walk alone.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

J. BURTON'S STORY: THE GHOST SHOWS
A LIGHT FOR THE SECOXD TIME.

It was about three days after our men
had struck and left us, that something

stook place which altered the whole

course of our lives in the most singular
manner.

It was a dark and very wet night.
The King’s Road, as I turned out of it
into Church Street, at about half-past
eleven, was very nearly deserted ; and
Church Street itself was as silent as the

ve.

I had reached as far as the end of the
Rectory wall, when, from the narrow
passage at the end of the Lime trees,
there suddenly came upon me a police-
man, our own night-policeman, a man I
knew as well as my own fellow-appren-
tice. At this I, being in a humorous
mood, made a feint of being overcome
with fear, and staggered back, leaning
against the wall for support.

“Stow larks, Jimmy,” said the con-
stable, in a low, eager voice. “Some-
thing’s going wrong at home. 1 have
orders to stop you, and take you to the
inspector.”

“So it had come, then,” I thought
to myself with a sickening feeling at
my heart. I couldn’t find words to say
anything for a moment.

¢I had no orders to take you into
custody, Jimmy,” the constable whis-
pered ; “only to tell you to come to the
inspector. There’s nothing again your
hooking on it, if you're so minded.”

T answered, returning as I did—and,
heaven help me! sometimes do still—on
occasions of emergency—to my vernacu-
lar, “T ain’t got no call for hooking on
it, old chap. Come on.” (“Cub awd,” is
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more like the way ¥ said it than any-
thing else.)

And so we came on: my old friend
the constable continuing to force home
the moral that I weren't in custody, and
that there weren’t nothink again hooking
on it, until, at the eorner of the place L
have chosen, for fear of an action for
libel, to call Brown’s Row, we came
against the man whom, also for fear of
an action for libel, I call Detective Joyce.

He was alone, under the lamp of the
Black Lion. When he saw us, he took
us over to the other side of the street,
and said, quite in a low voice, “Is this
the young man Burton !”

I, with that self-assertion, with that
instinet of anticipating adverse ecriti-
cism—that strange, half cowardly feeling,
that there is some unknown advantage
in having an innings before the other
eleven get in—which is a characteristic of
the true Londoner—replied that it was,
and that any cove who said that I had
been up to anythink, was a speaker of
falsehoods.

“Well, we all guess that,” said the
inspector. * What we want to find out
is; how much do you know about your
precious flash cousin Reuben’s goings
on? I don’t suppose you'll tell us till
you are under cross-examination, as you
will be pretty soon. You're in custody,
lad. And silence, mind. There; I've
seen a deal that’s bad, and that's wrong,
but I never saw anything that shook my
faith in folks like this. Why, if any
man had told me, six weeks ago, that
old Jim Burton, the blacksmith, would
have harboured Bardolph’s gang and
Sydney Sam, I'd have knocked him
down, I think.”

“ He never knew nothing of it, sir,”
I said eagerly. «Me and Joe——"

At this point my old friend, the night-
policeman, garotted me with singular
dexterity. As he held his hand over
my mouth, and I struggled, he said to
the detective inspector,

“ Come, sir. Fair play is a jewel
Jimmy—T should say, the boy—is in
custody. Take and caution him, sir. I
asks you in fairness, take and caution
on him.”

The inspector laughed. ¢ Eyverything
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you say will be put in evidence against
you. I mean, you d—d young fool, hold
your tongue.”

This took place against the railings of a
milk shop, on the left-hand side as you
go down towards the river, opposite a
short street which leads into Paulton
Square (which, at the time I speak of,
was “Shepherd’s Nursery,” or, to old
Chelsea folk, “Dove-house Close””). This
narrow street, which is now widened,
was in my time Brown’s Row, a mere
court of six-roomed houses, from among
which rose majestically the vast old
palace which was in the occupation
of my father.

As T stood there, with the horror and
disgrace on me of being in custody for
the first time in my life, with the terror
of I know not what upon me ; I could
make out, in spite of the darkness and
the rain, the vast dark mass of our house
towering into the sky to the west. I
could make out the tall, overhanging,
high-pitehed roof, and the great dormer-
window, which projected from it, towards
us, to the east; the windows of the
Ghost’s room—of Reuben’s room—of
the room where I had stood helpless,
waiting for my death. T knew that the
present complication was connected with
that room : and with a sick heart I
watched the window of it. I was right.

How long did we stand in the rain
—the inspector, constable, and 1% A
hundred years, say. Yet I looked
more at that window than anywhere
else ; and at last I saw it illuminated—
dimly at first, then more brightly; then
the light moved : and in a moment the
window was dark again. And, while I
saw all this, with throbbing eyes, the
inspector’s hand closed on my arm with
such a grip as made me glad I was a
blacksmith, and he whispered in my
ear—

“You young rascal! - You see that
light? Take me to the room where that
light is, or you’d better never have been
born! And tell me this, you young
scoundrel : Are there two staircases, or
only one 17

Now that I saw clearly and entirely,
for the first time, what was the matter,
I wished to gain a moment or two for



108

thought. And with that end, I (as we
used to say in those times) * cheeked ”
the detective.

“Tell you! Notif I knowit! And
everything to be took down in evidence !
Find out for yourself. I'm in custody,
am 1% Then take me to the station
and lock me up. I ain’t going to be
kept out in the rain here any longer.
Who the deuce are you, cross-question-
ing and Paul-Pry-ing? What's your
charge against me ?”

“You'll know that soon enough, you
young fool,” said the inspector.

“But I'l hear it now. I want to
be took to Milman’s Row and the
charge made; that’s what I want.
And T1 have it done, too, and mnot
- be kep’ busnacking here in the rain.
Tl make work for fifty of you in two
minutes, if you don’t do one thing or
the other.”

And, so saying, I put my two fore-
fingers in my mouth. What I meant
to do, or what I pretended I meant to
do, is no business of any one now ; all
that concerns us now is that I never did it
and never meant to. I have mentioned
before that Alsatia was only just round
the corner.

Our policeman caught my hands,
and said, pathetically, “ Jimmy, Jimmy,
you wouldn’t do such a thing as that !”
And the inspector said, “ You young
devil, T'll remember you !”

“ Am I in custody, sir? ” I asked.

“No, you ain’t,” said the inspector.
“You may go to the devil if you like.”

“Thank you,” T said. ¢Common
sense and courtesy are not bad things
in their way, don’t you think ¢ I shall
(now I have bullied you into time for
thinking) be delighted to inform you
that there is only one staircase ; that
I shall be glad to guide you to that
room ; that I sincerely hope you may
be successful ; and that I only hope
you will do the thing as quictly as
possible.”

My thoughts were these. Reuben,
thank heaven, was safely away: and
really, when I came to think of the an-
noyance and disgrace that Mr. Samuel
Burton had caused us, I looked forward
to his capture and re-transportation with
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considerable indifference—not to say
complacency. Consequently I went wil-
lingly with them.

As we came to our door we came
upon four other constables, and one by
one we passed silently into the old hall.
As I passed our sitting-room door, I
could see that my mother and Emma
were sitting up and waiting for me, and
immediately went on, considering what
effect the disturbance, so soon to begin,
would have on them. And then, going
as silently as was possible up the broad
staircase, we stood all together in the
dark, ontside Reuben’s room. What
should we find there ¢

At first, it appeared, nothing; for the
door being opened, the room seemed
empty. DBut in another moment that
magnificent ruffian I have called Bill
Sykes, had sprung into sight from some-
where, and cast himself headlong at the
constables, who were blocking up the
door. For one instant I thought he
would have got through and escaped ;
but only for one. I saw hLim locked in
the deadly grip of a young Irish con-
stable, by name Murphy, and then I
saw them hurling one another about the
room for a few seconds till they fell
together, crashing over a table. They
were down and up, and down again, so
very quickly, that no one had time to
interfere. Sykes had his life-preserver
hanging at his wrist, but could not get
it shifted into his hand to use it, and
the constable had dropped his staff, so
that the two men were struggling with
no more assistance than Nature had
given them. Before or since I have
never seen a contest so terrible as be-
tween this Englishman and this Irish-
man.

And after the first few seconds no one
saw it but me. The sound of the table
falling was the signal for a rush of four
men from the inner room, who had, to
use a vulgar expression, ‘‘funked,” fol-
lowing the valiant scoundrel Sykes, but
who now tried to make their escape,
and found themselves hand to hand
with the policemen. So that Sykesand
the noble young Irishman had it all to
themselves for I should think nearly
a minute,
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For in their deadly grip, these two
did so whirl, and tumble down, and roll
over, and get up, and fall again, that T
could not, for full that time, do what I
wanted. It was clearly a breach of the
Queen’s peace, and I had a right to in-
terfere, on those grounds even; and,
moreover, this dog Sykes, in this very
room, had coolly proposed the murder of
my own humble self. It was for these
reasons that I wished, if possible, to
assist this young Irishman ; but I could
get no opportunity for what seemed to
me a long while. At last they were
both on their feet again, locked together,
and I saw that the Irishman’s right
hand was clear, and heard it come
crashing in with a sickening rattle
among Sykes’s tecth. ThenI got my
arm round Sykes’s neck, and in spite of
his furious etforts managed to hold him
fast, all the while that Murphy—bah!—
it is too terrible—until, while I was
crying out shame, and threatening to let
him go, the burglar and I fell together
to the ground, and Murphy came down
on Sykes heavily, breaking three of his
ribs.  Yet, in spite of his terrible in-
juries, in spite of his broken jaw, and
such internal injuries as prevented his
being tried with the rest, this dog, whom
T would not save from hanging to-mor-
Tow, never, in spite of his agony, gave
one whine of pain from first to last.
‘When we thought we had secured him,
and a constable was preparing his hand-
cuffs, he raised his horribly battered
face, and burst out again, striking
Murphy a blow behind the ear, which
made the poor fellow totter and reel, and
come headlong down with his nose
bleeding, snoring heavily, quite insen-
sible. It took the whole force of us
even then to secure this man, though he
was so desperately injured.

But at last there came a time when
Sykes lay on his stomach on the floor,
conquered and silent, but unyielding ;
when Murphy,the young Irish constable,
had left off snoring so loud, and had
made three or four feeble efforts to spit ;
when Bardolph and Pistel, with three
other scoundrels—for whom I have not
time to find imaginary names, and whese
real names, after a long series of con-
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victions and aliases, were unknown to
the police, and possibly forgotten by
themselves (for there are limits to the
human memory)—were walked off ironed
down the stairs; when the constables
had lit candles and the room was light ;
when there was no one left in it after the
struggle, but the inspector, and Sykes,
with the one man who watched him, and
Murphy, with the one man whe raised
his head and wiped his mouth, and my-
self, who cast furtive glances at the door
of the inner room, and my father, who
stood in the door-way in his shirt and
trousers, pale and fierce, and who
said :

“This is some more of Samuel Bur-
ton’s work. This has come from har-
bouring his boy—his bastard boy—that
I treated like one of my own. I knew
that I was utterly ruined three days
ago. DBut I thought I might have been
left to, die without dlsvrace May
God’s curse light on Samuel Burton
night and day till his death! Have
you got him ?”

“\Ve havent got him, Burton,” said
the inspector. “But I am afraid that,
in spite of your rather clever denuncia-
tion of the man you have shielded %o
long under the wing of your respecta-
bility, we must have you. You are in
custody, please.”

This was the last and worst blow for
my father. He spoke nothing for an
instant, and then said hoarsely, pointing
to me, “ Are you going to take Aim 2”

The inspector said no; that he did
not want me, but told me to be very
cautious, and mind what I was about,
which I fully intended to do without
his caution. In fact, I was doing so
now.

‘Where was my cousin Samuel? Wh en
would the inspector notice the door
into the other room? And would my
father ask me to get his coat? I was
very anxious about this last matter.
Either I must have gone for it, or have
excited the inspector’s suspicions; and
I wanted to stay where I was.

In a few mements he saw the door.
My father and I followed him towards
it, intending to give him our assistance
should there be any one there. He
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flung open the door, and, to my surprise,
the room was empty. The bed, the old
box, the lumber, were all gone. And,
moreover, the hole that I had made in
the floor three years before was there
no longer. I saw at once that the
scoundrels had by means of that hole
discovered the vast depth between the
floor and the ceiling below, and had
utilized it. They had cunningly unsed
old wood too, in their work ; and so,
walking over the place where the hole
had been, I felt no less than four boards
loose under my feet; and then I came
to the conclusion that no less a person
than Samuel Burton was stowed away
below.

I ought to have given him up. And
I should like to have given him up;
but when it came to the push I would
not. My heart failed me. I stood
there until the inspector turned to go ;
and the secret of the loose boards was
left undiscovered.

If I bad known that no one was
under there, except poor trembling
Nym, I might have given Aim up, per-
haps. But Samuel Burton was not
there at all. Samuel Burton had found
that William Sykes was rather too
clumsy and incautious a gentleman to
have anything to do with, and had, in
his usual manner, pitched the whole
gang overboard. That is to say that,
seeing Reuben safe out of the way, he
had dropped a line to Scotland Yard,
which resulted as we have seen. Samuel
himself was somewhere else, at far dif-
ferent work.

I was furiously indignant at my
father’s being arrested. Looking at it
from my point of view, it seemed to me
to be a perfectly unnecessary insult.
I suppose it could not be helped. One
thing was certain, however, that it
would be the last ounce on the camel’s
back to him, and that in future my
father would never raise his head again
in England.

Two things remained to be done—the
one, to fetch my father’s coat and waist-
coat from his bedroom, which was not
difficult ; and the other, to break the fact
of his arrest to my mother, which was
easy enough, but not a pleasant task
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by any means—at all events in antici-
pation.

But, when I knocked at their bed-
room, I found her up and dressed, with
his things ready ; and not only her, but
Emma. And my mother only said
cheerily, ¢ Dear, dear. What a shame.
Going and taking of father. There,

Jim, my dear, take him his coat and

waistcoat ; and here’s the old horse-
rug. And we'd best sit up to go for
Mr. Child and Mr. Chancellor in the
morning to‘bail him. There, cut away,
old man. They ain’t took you, I know ;
for I listened to ’em. On the stairs I
did. God bless us, father will be in a
taking. 'We must have him home by
breakfast, or they sausages will spile.
Cut away, or he’ll catch his death.”

And so she chattered on, and packed
me out of the room. But when I was
gone, Emma tells me, she broke out
into wild hysterical wrath, and de-
nounced fiercely and wildly—denounced
Bill Joyce (as she irreverently called
the inspector), and said that marrying
eaves-droppers and earwigs might be
some folks’ line, but that it was not
hers, and never had been. She said
how true her instinet was, to have re-
fused to say anything to the man
twenty years before ; though she thought
that even an earwig might have for-
gotten in that time, and not disgraced
her husband like that ; and so she went
on until she got quieter. And at last
she said, as she herself tells me, and not
Emma,

“May God forgive me, as 1 forgive
them fall. May God forgive Samuel
Burton, whom I met on the stairs last
week, and fainted away stone dead on
account on. He has been an unlucky
man to us. It’s on his account that
I hate the name of Hillyar. It was
through his going to them, child, that
all our troubles came about. He was
not so bad till he got eorrupted by that
devil George Hillyar. I hate the name.
I am glad of one thing in this break-
up, my Emma; and that is this—we
shall see no more of this Master Erne.
You are a child, and don’t know. But
I tell you, that the time is come for you
to part with him. Better too soon than
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too late. Red eyes are better than a
broken heart.”

My mother tells me that, as she said
this, she looked at Emma, and saw—
why, many things ; among others, that
it was too late. Emma was sitting
opposite her, deadly pale, with a worn,
wearied look on her face, but perfectly
quiet and self-possessed. She said,

“ What you say is very true, dear.
He and I must part for ever. Perhaps,
mother, if this had not happened, I
might have begged to have a little, only
a very little more of him ; for—. But
now, I thank God, that has become
impossible. This business will separate
us for ever; and it is best so. I might
have fallen in love with him, for aught
we know, and what a sad business that
would have been ; would it not? May
I see him only once—just to wish him
good-bye ? Only once, mother? Oh,
mother ! mother! only once.”

“No,” said my mother, promptly,
‘ that is all fiddlededee, and stuff, and
nonsense. It’s all over and done, and
dead and buried, and I won’t have it
took and dug up again. Take and go
along with you, I tell you.”

And so my mother scolded her, and
then went to her solitary bed—solitary
the first time for twenty years—and lay
down and wept wildly. “Iam a wicked,
stupid, useless woman, oh, Lord,” she
said. “ But, Lord! I did not see it.
And it is to be visited on her head.
The fathers upon the children ; my folly
on her. But Lord! it will break her
heart—my own Emma’s heart. I seen
it to-night, and I know it. Oh, Lord!
wicked woman that I am, let the
judgment fall on me, Lord! ILet me
suffer, but take her to Thy bosom and
comfort her.”

* * # %

‘We shall see how my mother’s prayer

was answered.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

SIR GEORGE'S ESCRITOIRE.

Poor Reuben Burton, whose only crime
had been faithfulness to the scoundrel
he called father, received.a message that
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some one wished to speak to him at a
certain public-house, and was then and
there quietly arrested and taken to
London; so that during the events
which followed he was in prison, be it
remembered. That he was very wrong
in receiving his father into the Burtons’
house at Chelsea we cannot say. But a
little more resolution would have saved
the Burtons an infinity of trouble.

The Hillyars wondered where he was.
Erne had the impudence to propose
cutting the dam to search for his body ;
and Sir George said, loftily, that it was,
in his opinion, rather contemptible taste
in Erne, to refer, to allude, however
faintly, to an idiotic and highly ex-
pensive escapade, which ought to be
consigned to oblivion. Erne proposed
to send for Joseph, the secretary, to take
his father’s words down ; and so they
had one of their numerous pleasant
squabbles—the one among them all
which Ere remembered best—while
Gerty sab and laughed at them.

She had taken the baby, and a pile of
flowers, and had sat herself down under
the south wall, opposite the sun-dial, just
outside the drawing-room window, in a
blazing heat, fit to roast a peacock ; and
thero she was now, with the baby and
the flowers, doing something or another
with them, though whether she was
nursing the flowers, or tying up the
baby, it was hard to say. There she
was, as happy as ever a little mother
was, baking herself, and cooing in her
infinite contentment.

Her suggestion about Reuben Burton,
which she made in perfect faith, was
that he had gone into the township,
and got on the burst. This brought
the heartiest roar of laughter from
George that we have ever heard him
indulge in. Gerty was very much de-
lighted. She determined that she had
said something very good, and must try
it again.

The old butler never went to bed
before Sir George, but always sat up in
one of the easy chairs, in the third or
smallest drawing room, with the door
open. For exactly opposite this door
was the door of Sir George’s study, and
so0, if Sir George went to sleep in his
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chair, as he very often did, the butler
could, after a reasonable time, go in and
wake him up, and take him to bed,
generally in a very stupid state.

But very often the butler would go to
sleep, and his candle would go out, and
he would wake in the dark, wondering
where he was, and would go in to rouse
Sir George, and would find that Sir
George had gone to bed hours ago, and
that the sparrows outside, after a sleepy
night’s debate of it (that honourable
member the nightingale having been on
his legs for nearly four hours, and having
coneluded his answer to the Opposition
about daybreak), had woke up and di-
vided, and had all got into the wrong
lobbies, and were pitehing into the
tellers : in other words, that it was
broad daylight. And this very night
he went to sleep in this way, and let
his candle burn down.

Sir George that evening had eom-
plained of its being cold, which it most
certainly was not, and had ordered the
fire to be lit in his study. The butler in
the little drawing-room, snoozing in the
ehair, did not feel cold. But Sir George
sat close before the blaze, musing, and
looking into the eoals, thinking intensely.

It may have been this, to some extent,
which caused certain things to happen
this very evening, of which you will
hear immediately. We cannot say. We
cannot see the inside of a man’s head,
unless we open it. But I don’t think
it was a good thing for Sir George, with
his apoplectic habit, to sit close before 3
hot fire, thinking intensely.

‘While we are writing we have looked
into 4he fire, and all that we have seen
there was Glen Roy and Glen Spean,
filled with gleaming iee, and the little
double summit of Mealderry, like an
island in the midst of it : in faet, Lyell
has been answerable for our coal forma-
tions ; in the which thing, there is a
certain sort of fitness. To-morrow it
will be some one else who is answerable
for the vagaries. To-morrow in the fire,
one may see Messieurs Assolant and
Renan receiving, at the International
Exhibition of 1873, at Chicago or
Charleston, as the case may be, the

_Aluminium medal for having achieved,
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and entirely and utterly mastered, the
subjects of the Iinglish nation and the
Christian religion. Or, possibly even,
M. Thiers in the act of being presented
with a new pair of brass spectacles by
the Emperor, for his accounts of the
battle of Waterloo, and other battles ;
which, doubtless, as specimens of mili-
tary history,stood aloneuntil Cousin Tom
and Cousin Jerry fell out in America.

The fact is that, if you are a real fire-
worshipper, you can’t control the fantastic
images which present themselves to your
retina, when you have your brain rather
full of blood, and are comfortably look-
ing into a good coal fire. As in the
beautiful old optical experiment of the
glass globe in the dark (which some
wiseacres, one of whom, at least, ought
to have known better, have invested
with supernatural properties, and called
the Magie Crystal), you see what you
are thinking about, as you do in dream-
ing, though in an inferior degree.

.Sir George Hillyar sat and looked
into the fire. From the first moment
he looked there he saw four figures.
They had been with him nearly all day,
and now they stared at him out of the
coal chasms. They were the figures of
his two wives, with their two sons ; and,
as he looked at them, he thought deeply
and intensely over the results of his
life.

How well he remembered his first
courtship. What a noble, square-faced,
bold-eyed young fellow he was, when he
first met Kate Bertram at the Lymington
ball. How well he could remember
her that first night. How beautiful
she was; and he the madman, seeing,
as he did, the wild devil in her eyes,
admired it, and was attracted by it.
“She has a spice of the devil in her,”
he had said to a friend. She had in-
deed.

And then by degrees he had found
out the truth. At first he had laughed
at the horrid idea ; then he had grown
moody over it ; then he had entertained
it sometimes, and at last he had taken
it to his bosom andnursed it. She had
never loved him., She had always
loved that-rattling, merry sailor, Lieu-
tenant Somes. Then he was slowly
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growing to hate her ; until, at last, she
justified his hatred by dishonouring
him.

And then her son. Had he been
just to George? Had George’s wicked-
ness justified all the neglect he had re-
ceived ! Did he, the father, never feel
something like satisfaction at the boy’s
career, as furnishing him with an excuse
for the dislike he had alwaysfelt for him ?
And how much of that reckless despair
had been caused by this very same
neglect? These were terrible questions.
A few months ago he would have
answered them by an overwhelming
flood of self-justification 3 but death was
drawing nearer, and after death the
judgment. He left them unanswered.

‘Was he doing right in- disinheriting
George? Was he not cutting off George’s
last hope of reform by impoverishing
him in this way? He went to the
escritoire, let down the desk of it, and,
sitting down before it, took out his will
and began reading it.

Eight thousand a-year to Erne, and
George left nearly a beggar, with the
title and establishment to keep up.
It was not just. e said aloud, ¢ I fear
I am not doing justice to George. But
my Erme—" He laid down the will
again, and went once more and sat be-
fore the fire.

Then the old man Jlived some more of
his life over again. His brain was very
active, and his memory most wonder-
fully good to-night. He felt again the
indignation, the shame, and the horror,
which had torn him, as it were, to pieces,
when he discovered that his wite had
fled. The dislike which he had allowed
to grow up in his mind towards her had
been no preparation for that. Could he
ever have dreamt that she would have
daredt Could he ever have supposed
that his calm, gentlemanly obstinacy
would have driven her to commit such a
nameless horrible erime (for so it was to
him) as to leave the husband she hated
for the man she loved? The agony of
recollecting the shame of that dreadful
time brought the blood humming into
his ears ; but it went hack again, and
throbbed itself into stillness once more.

No. 56.—voL. x,

For, passing through, in his fancy, in
his memory, lightly enough, and yet
correctly, the period which followed on
this, the great horrible shame of his
life ; he went through a time of dull
despair ; then a longer one of godless
cynicism ; and then a longer one yet, of
dull acquiescence in things as they were :
the time when he believed that God had
got tired of him, and had put him aside
to be dealt with only after death. And,
when his imagination had taken him
through these sad, sad old times, and he
had felt, let us hope in a less degree, all
his old agonies once more, then the old
gentleman’s face began to brighten, and
his stern set mouth to relax into a happy
smile.

For, wandering on through the wood
of his life—a wood, as he humbly ac-
knowledged, full of strange paths (of
which paths he had generally taken the
wrong one), tangled with brambles,
which he had never broken through-—
going on, I say, through this wood of
his life, which he now began to see
was not an honest English copse, but a
labyrinth, in which he had uever turned
the right way, and which he was now
going through all, again—he came to
this :

He began to remember the dear old
scent — far dearer to him, and some
others, than the whiff one gets opposite
Piesse or Rimmel's shop—of his newly
loaded gun. Then he thought of fresh.
trodden turnips in September. Then a
pheasant whirred above his head ; and
then he was breast-high among the
golden fern under the browning hazels :
and then, rustling ancle-deep in the fallen
Jeaves, came Mary Hawkins, the game-
keeper’s daughter, the beautiful and the
good, and her arm was round his neck
and her breath was on his cheek, and she
said to him, “It is not too late, yet,
George. (od has sent me to save you,
my love.” ;

And when she had done her work
God took her; and left in her place
Erne, to keep him from despair. Erne,
the delight of his life, the gentle,
handsome lad, who bhad wound himself
so round his heart. He could not take

I
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this money from Erne. It might be
unjust, but it was so pleasant to think
of Erne’s having it.

Yet death was near, and might come
at any time. And afterwards—some
justice must be done to George. Hali,
say. There was the will, and there was
the fire—and Erne—and George—

* * * *

The butler was awakened by a light,
a sudden light, on his face, and a sound
which seemed to him to be one of those
terrible, inexplicable, horrible noises,
which never occur in life, but which are
sometimes heard towards the end of a
very bad dream—of one of those dreams
from which the sleeper awakes himself
by an effort, simply from terrox of going
on with it any further. Sir George was
standing in the corridor before him, with
a candle held close to his face, and a
drawn sword in his hand, looking down
the passage. The poor old gentleman’s
face was horribly distorted,and red ; and,
before the old butler had time to stagger
to his feet, the noise which had awakened
him came again. It was Sir George
Hillyar’s voice, for the butler saw him
open his mouth ; but the tone of it was
more nearly like the ghastly screech of
an epileptic than anything the old man
had ever heard. He saw Sir George
stand for an instant, pointing down the
corridor with his sword, and crying out,
“ Reuben! Reuben! Help! Help! Come
at once, and I will do justice to all.
Reuben! Reuben!” And then he saw
the poor old gentleman go staggering
down the passage, with his drawn sword
in his hand ; and he followed him, very
truly sorry for his kind old master, but
reflecting, nevertheless, that all folks,
high or low, must go off somehow, and
hoping, even in the few minutes follow-
ing, that his summons might come in a
more peaceful manner. He saw clearly
that Sir George had got his first stroke,
and that he would never be the man he
Was any more. :

“T hope he ain’t altered his will,” said
the sleepy butler, a red-hot Erneist, to
himself, as he followed poor reeling
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Sir George down the passage. “Poor
dear old master. I wonder if he really
is ill or no. May-be there ain’t much
the matter with him. 1 wish I dared
collar him. 'Where is he going?”

Sir George, meanwhile, with his sword
in his right hand, feeling the wall with
his left, which held the candlestick,
staggering fearfully from time to time,
had passed from passage to passage,
until he had come to the kitchen. Once
or twice at first he had cried out, in
that terrible tone we have noticed be-
fore, for Reuben, but latterly had been
silent.

The terrified butler saw him enter
the kitchen. The next instant there
was a heavy fall, and, following his
master in, he found darkness and silence.
He cried out for help, but none came
for a few moments ; only a cat in the
butler’s pantry hard by knocked down
some glasses, and tried to break out of
the window in her terror. The silence
was terrible. He shouted again, and
this time roused the household. When
lights were brought they found Sir
George lying on his face quite dead,
with his sword and his candle thrown
far from him in his fall.

‘When they had carried him up, the
first thing the butler did was to send
for old Morton, the keeper, who came at
once.

“Pead!” he said; “he ain’t dead, I
tell you. Here, Sir George, sir, rouse up.
T've seen him this way twenty times.”
He quite refused to believe it. He
kept on at intervals speaking to the
dead man. Sometimes he would give
him his title ; at others he would merely
call him George. At one time he would
be angry with him ; at another he would
almost whisper to him, and remind him
of his dogs and his guns, and scenes
which the closed eyes should never look
on any more; but at last he did nothing
but sit and moan wearily. No one dared
interfere, until the new Sir George
Hillyar came, and quietly and kindly
led him away.

To be continued.




THE KALI¥ OF BALDACCA.
BY HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW.

InTo the city of Kambalu,

By the road that leadeth to Ispahan,
At the head of his dusty caravan,
Laden with treasure from realms afar,
Baldacca and Kelat and Kandahar,
Rode the great captain Alau.

The Khan from his palace-window gazed :

He saw in the thronging street beneath,

In the light of the setting sun, that blazed

Through the clouds of dust by the caravan raised,
The flash of harness and jewelled sheath,

And the shining scimitars of the guard,

And the weary camels that bared their teeth,

As they passed and passed through the gates unbarred
Into the shade of the palace-yard.

Thus into the city of Kambalu,

Rode the great captain Alad ;

And he stood before the Khan, and said,—
“The enemies of my lord are dead;

All the Kalifs of all the West

Bow and obey his least behest ;

The plains are dark with the mulberry-trees,
The weavers are busy in Samarcand,

The miners are sifting the golden sand,

The divers are plunging for pearls in the seas,
And peace and plenty are in the land.

“ Only Baldacca’s Kalif alone

Rose in rebellion against thy throne :

His treasures are at thy palace-door,

‘With the swords and the shawls and the jewels he wore ;
His body is dust o’er the Desert blown.

“A mile outside of Baldacca’s gate

I left my forces to lie in wait,

Concealed by forests and hillocks of sand,

And forward dashed with a handful of men

To lure the old tiger from his den

Into the ambush I had planned.

Ere we reached the town the alarm was spread,

For we heard the sound of the gongs from within ;

‘With clash of cymbals and warlike din

The gates swung wide ; we turned and fled,

And the garrison sallied forth and pursued,

With the gray old Kalif at their head,

And above them the banmer of Mahomed :

Thus we snared them all, and the town was subdued. ’
I
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THE LAST DAYS OF SIMON DE MONTFORT : A FRAGMENT.
BY THE REV. F. J. A. HORT.

[The six months, the events of which are deseribed in the following pages, brought to an end
one of the great crises of English history. They virtually decided the close of the Barons’ war,
and the apparent failure of its purpose. In the preceding year King Henry IIIL. and his son
Prince Edward had been completely defeated and made prisoners at Lewes. In the preceding
month representatives of boroughs had for the first time sat in Parliament beside the knights
of the shires, and so the career of the English House of Commons had begun. But the inherent
weakness and instability of Simon de Montfort’s position had meanwhile begun to shew itself in
the midst of his outward triumph.  Discordances of interest and feeling, suppressed or forgotten
in the stress of warfare, regained their force when the work to be done was government. The
strong measures reguired for the maintenance of authority at a moment of singularly complicated
disorder were inevifably unpopular and easily misrepresented. The real incongruity of adminis-
tering the kingdom for any length of time in the King’s name against the King’s wishes became
every day more manifest. Lastly, the sorely tried loyalty of the nation for the person of its
sovereign, which had preserved to him an almost forfeited throne in his childhood, became once
more an active power, now that he was vanquished and helpless. The jealousy of Gilbert de
Clare Earl of Gloucester, De Montfort’s leading coadjutor and rival, struck the first and most
deadly blow. The narrative will shew the successive steps by which difficulty became disaster,
and disaster ended in ruin.

The story has been constructed directly and exclusively from the original sources. No manu-
script authority has however been used. A few unimportant but striking incidents, which
seemed to have an air of probability, have been cautiously taken from such comparatively late
and romantic chroniclers as Hemingburg, who doubtless ﬁeard them current in popular tradi-
tion : they will be found stated less positively than the rest of the text. With these exceptions,

the evidence, fragmentary and conflicting though it sometimes be in details, is that of con-

temporaries and occasionally of eye-witnesses.]

As the spring of 1265 advanced, the
breach between the Earls of Leicester !
and Gloucester became constantly wider,
It would appear that matters were made
worse by the thoughtlessness of De
Montfort’s sons. Being mere soldiers,
blind to the necessities of statesmanship,
they took advantage of their position to
indulge a haughty and pugnacious spirit
without regard to consequences, and
thus unawares thwarted their father’s
policy at a most critical season. With
incredible folly they treated their power-
ful rival with especial disdain. A tour-
nament was announced to be held at
Dunstaple on Feb. 17, at which the
Earl of Gloucester was to contend with
Henry de Montfort. Whether the pro-
clamation was actually issued by the

1 Simon de Montfort's grandmother was the
cldest sister and coheiress of Robert Fitz-
parnell, Earl of Leicester. The county of
Leicester was conceded by Henry III. to
belong to the De Montforts, and transferred

to Simon by his elder brother Amalric, in a
series of transactions during the years 1230-2.

Earl or by the young De Montforts, is
not clear, but undoubtedly the affair
arose from provocations on their part.
As the day drew near, it became known
that Gloucester was collecting a body of
men disaffected to the barons, to accom-
pany him at Dunstaple. Under such
circumstances there was great danger
of smouldering passions bursting into a
flame, even if actual treachery were not
already designed. The king was there-
fore wisely induced to write a letter to
the Prior of Dunstaple, peremptorily
forbidding the tournament. Gloucester
however threatened to hold it in spite
of the prohibition ; so that De Mont-
fort had to go down in person with
Hugh le Despenser and a body of
Londoners, and compel obedience by
the display of a superior force.
Gloucester was greatly enraged at the
disappointment, and De Montfort must
have seen good reason to fear the conse-
quences, for we soon find him taking
vigorous measures of precaution, On
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March 19 he joined his Countess! at
Odiham Castle, whither Prince Edward
and Henry of Geermany?had been brought
from Wallingford two days before, in
the -honourable custody of their cousin
Henry. He left Eleanor, whom he was
destined never to see again; on April 1,
probably taking with him the prince,
who could no longer be safely trusted
out of his own immediate neighbourhood.
Five days later Gloucester was required
to deliver up Bamborough Castle. De
Montfort had not long to wait for a
proof of the reasonableness of his sus-
picions. His sons had proclaimed a
second tournament, to be held at North-
ampton on April 14. When the day
came, Gloucester did not appear, and it
was found that he had gone with his
adherents to the west, where there was
reason to fear he would join the
Marchers. Simon at once broke up
the tournament, and proclaimed the
Marchers enemies to the state ; and be-
fore long he set out in pursuit, keeping
the king and prince with him.

It was near the end of April when
they reached Gloucester, where they
spent a fortnight. The Earl of Glou-
cester was at this moment in the Forest
of Dean, at no great distance ; and one
last earnest attempt was made, chiefly
by the bishops, to contrive a reconcilia-
tion before the breaking out of actual
hostilities, messengers passing constantly
to and fro between the city and the
forest. Gloucester complained that cer-
tain specified articles of Oxford and
Lewes had not been observed. Ulti-
mately it was agreed on both sides to
refer the decision of the dispute to four
arbitrators — Bishop Walter, Hugh le
Despenser, John Fitzjohn, and William
de Munchensy. Unhappily, for some
unknown reason, the negotiations were
suddenly broken off, and the very next

1 Eleanor, the youngest daughter of Henry
I, and widow of William Marshall, Earl of
Pembroke, was secretly married to Simon
de Montfort, January 6, 1238, by the king’s
connivance, who hoped to secure a powerful
adherent against the increasing discontent of
his nobles and his brother Richard, Earl of
Cornwall, at that time in opposition.

2 Son of the Earl of Cornwall, who was at
this time King of Germany.

-coast.
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day De Montfort and his force went
away to Hereford. It is said that his
spies discovered a plot of the Karl of
Gloucester to seize him, and that he was
only just in time to get safely into
Hereford. The whole transaction is
however obscure, and seems to have
been unknown to most of the chroniclers.
Perhaps this last rupture was owing to
the important news which arrived about
this time, that the fugitives from the
battle of Lewes, the Earl of Warren
and William de Valence, had returned
from the Continent, and landed with
120 knights on the Pembrokeshire
Simon remained some while at
Hereford ; possibly, as one writer says,
because the whole neighbouring country
was occupied by Gloucester’s army ; but
more probably because no spot was so
central for watehing the progress of the
dangers arising in different quarters, and
overawing waverers by the force of his
own presence. About this time recep-
tion was given to two ambassadors from
the King of France. The precise nature
of their mission is not recorded, but it
was obviously barren of results.

The history of these weeks, and in-
deed of the whole reactionary move-
ment, would be clearer, if the part
played by Prince Edward could be fully
ascertained. Thus much is manifest,
that "he was trusted up to a certain
point by Simon, and even employed by
him to treat with some of the turbulent
Marchers ; and it is scarcely credible
that the prudent and experienced Xarl
could have ventured on such a step,
unless Yidward had deceived him by a
course of elaborate hypocrisy and by
fictitious proofs of a desire to mediate
between the contending parties. Un-
happily this supposition agrees but too
well with the popular estimate of his
character at this period of his life.

At length the time came for him to
throw off the mask. The Earl of Glou-
cester, says a’ friendly chronicler, had
gathered his forces together from all
sides, and retired into the safer parts of
the country, to avoid such attacks as
De Montfort might design to make
upon him, “But his brother Thomas
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“de Clare, an ingenuous youth, as the
“familiar friend and chamberlain of
“the Lord Edward, stayed constantly
“with him to comfort him:” ‘so that
“(Simon) the FEarl of Leicester, not
“knowing the secret understanding be-
“tween him and the Lord Edward,
“loved him most sincerely, and praised
“him highly for his fidelity.” Through
this Thomas de Clare, Edward was
in constant communication with the
Marchers, and doubtless also with the
Earl of Gloucester. It was arranged
that he should endeavour to make his
escape ; and for this purpose Roger
Mortimer, one of the leading Marchers,
whose castle of Wigmore lay some
twenty-four miles to the north, is stated
to have sent him a very powerful horse.
On Thursday evening, May 28, he asked
and obtained leave from Simon to try
three spirited horses, which few would
venture to mount, in the meadow out-
side the city. He took with him young
De Clare and another knight and three
squires; escorted by Robert de Ros and
a body of guards. He rode first one
horse and then another, at full speed,
until they were thoroughly exhausted.
By this time a man was seen on a neigh-
bouring hill, seated on a white horse,
and making a signal with his hat ; upon
which the Prince mounted the third
charger, the same, in fact, that Roger
Mortimer had sent him, paused at a
short distance to bid his escort a polite
farewell, then rode off with his six
chosen attendants, swam the Wye, and
made for the upper country. This stra-
tagem had disabled the only horses
which would have been likely to over-
take so bold and practised a rider, while
his own animal was quite fresh and in
good order for a long journey. As soon
however as the escort had recovered
from their first surprise, they pushed
boldly on in pursuit, till they saw the
banners of Roger Mortimer and Roger
Clifford emerging from the forest, when
they knew that a further advance would
be worse than useless, and rode back to
Hereford. Meanwhile the Prince was
warmly greeted by the Marchers, and
conducted at once to Wigmore Castle.
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This unexpected adventure led imme-
diately to the most important results.
Hitherto De Montfort’s opponents con-
sisted of three distinet. bodies—the old
Royalists, who had escaped from Lewes
and landed in South Wales, headed by
the Earl of Warren ; the Marchers, now
recovered from their defeat in the pre-
ceding autumn ; and that section of the
barons which took part with the Earl of
Gloucester. These several bodies had
by no means identical interests; and,
though doubtless some sort-of mutual
understanding bhad existed between
them, there is no eclear evidence of
united action before Edward’s escape
from Hereford. But the next day the
Tarl of Gloucester, who had lately been

lingering about the neighbourhood of

Bristol, met the Prince at Ludlow, the

Earl of Warren being also present.

Gloueester, to his credit be it said, was
not prepared utterly to sacrifice to his
miserable jealousy of De Montfort the
canse for which a year before they had
fought together. As a condition of his
adherence, he required from the Prince
an oath that, if their joint efforts
should prove successful, he would cause
the ancient laws of the realm to be
observed, the bad customs which had
lately grown up to be abolished, and all
foreigners to be removed from the
custody of fortresses, from the council-
chamber, and from all part in the ad-
ministration of affairs. Edward readily
took the oath ; whether sincerely, or
meaning to keep it only in the letter,
as was easy in his father’s lifetime, or
prepared to perjure himself openly after
his father’s example, we cannot tell.
Gloucester agreed to assist him by force
of arms, and thus a powerful league was
formed, of which the one object was to
destroy Simon de Montfort. Numerous
adherents now flocked to the Prinee’s
standard from the Marches, and indeed,
it is said, from all parts of England, but
above all from his own county of Ches-
ter, where his known prowess as a fear-
less soldier awoke especial enthusiasm.
The next week, the first week of June,
was spent in active and decisive ope-
rations.} De Montfort had manifestly
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started on his expedition to the west with
a small force, quite inadequate to resist
the combination now formed against him.
His real strength lay in the eastern coun-
ties and the city of London. The first
purpose therefore of his enemies was to
cut off his communications, so that he
could neither himself escape from the
Marches into England proper, nor re-
ceive fresh troops and supplies from the
well affected districts. Accordingly they
marched without delay to Worcester,
“which the citizens gave up to the Lord
“Edward without makinganyresistance,”
broke down the bridge over the Severn,
drew all the boats to the eastern bank,
and dug holes in the bed of the river, to
make the neighbouring fords impassable.
From Worcester troops were sent up to
secure the two great northern bridges
and towns of Bridgenorth and Shrews-
bury; and the counties of Worcester,
Shropshire, and Cheshire (except the
city of Chester) submitted to them.
South of Worcester there still remained
Gloucester and its bridge, affording al-
most as convenient a passage to or from
Hereford as Worcester itself. And at
the end of the week Prince Edward set
out to seize it in person. De Montfort
was however equally conscious how
much depended on the occupation of this
post, and had already sent Robert de
Ros, in command of three hundred
knights, to garrison it ; a poor force for
such a service, but doubtless as much as
could be spared from the Earl's little
army. They made a bold stand against
Edward’s assaults, but on the third day
were driven to abandon the city and
take refuge in the castle. There they
held out for three weeks more, suffering
and inflicting severe loss, till want of
provisions compelled them to surrender,
on or about June 29. They obtained
from the Prince favourable terms, being
allowed to depart with their horses and
arms, on taking an oath not to serve
against him for the next forty days.
Thirty-six days later the oath had be-
come practically unnecessary.

De Montfort’s own proceedings in
the months of June and July are but
imperfectly recorded. The day after
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Prince Edward’s escape, he began to
issue letters in the king’s name, com-
manding forces to be raised throughout
England and assembled at Worcester,
and publishing a sentence of excommu-
nication from the clergy of the province
of Canterbury against all who had be-
guiled the Prince into perjury. The
capture of Worcester by the opposite
party must soon have led to the substi-
tution of Kenilworth as the place of
rendezvous. De Montfort is also said
to have written to his adherents among
the northern nobility, calling upon them
to join the auxiliary army. Towards the
end of June he was driven to make
use of a more questionable resource. In
such extremities the presence of his
former ally, Llewelyn Prince of Wales,
in the mountains to the west, was too
tempting. Large tracts of land, won to
England in many a hard fight, were
ceded to the Welshman, nominally at
the price of 30,000 marks, on condition
of receiving  his support in men and
arms. The demolition of some of the
king’s border castles was the immediate
fruit of the bargain. The Earl of Glou-
cester’s and the Marchers’ castles were
now visited by De Montfort for a like
purpose. Among others, he stormed
and destroyed Monmouth Castle, which
had just been manned by the enemy.
Soon afterwards, Edward and the Earl
of Gloucester were in pursuit of him,
having taken Gloucester and placed thers
an efficient garrison.  One castle, appa-
rently Usk, they occupied three days
after its capture by Simon. About this
time however he was reinforced by
Llewelyn, and they together entered
Glamorganshire, which belonged to the
Earl of Gloucester, laying waste the
country as they went. Returning to-
wards England, the whole line of the
Severn being in the enemy’s hands, De
Montfort made a desperate efforf to
escape from his perilous situation. He
took possession of Newport in Mon-
mouthshire, also belonging to the Earl
of Gloucester, and sent messengers across
the Channel up to Bristol, desiring that
all vessels of burden to be found there
should come to Newport without delay
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to bring back himself and his army. By
some mischance Gloucester heard of the
design, and placed three galleys full of
soldiers in the mouth of the Usk, to
wait for the Bristol fleet. As it ap-
proached, they attacked it furiously,
captured or sunk eleven ships, and
drove the rest away. FEdward and
Gloucester, thinking to follow up their
success, raised their standards, set their
men in order of battle, and marched to
the bridge leading to the town on the
right bank of the river. In the middle
of the bridge a conflict took place ; when
Simon, being hard pressed, set fire to
the wooden structure itself, and retreated
into Newport. TUnder the cover of
night he withdrew his forces secretly
from the town, and sought refuge with
them in the mountains of his ally.
Being however accustomed to the use
of bread, they suffered much from the
‘Welsh diet of meat (probably goat’s
flesh) and milk, and he was induced to
lead them down once more to Hereford.

In the meanwhile Simon’s friends
had not been idle in acting on the royal
letters for raising fresh supplies of men.
But, so effectual were the measures
adopted by Edward for making the
Severn an impassable barrier, that many
of the reinforcements, endeavouring to
straggle singly into the Marches, were
intercepted and either captured or re-
pulsed. More judicious steps were taken
by the younger Simon. Recalled by
the urgent representations of his father
from a tedious and unprofitable siege of
Pevensey, which he was carrying on
with the help of a body of Londoners,
he joined his mother the Countess of
Leicester, on June 13th, at the neigh-
bouring town of Wilmington. At the
news of the Prince’s escape, she had fled
by night, under the guidance of her
“parker” or shepherd ¢ Dobbe,” from
her own castle of Odiham, given her
before her second marriage by her
brother Henry, where, as we saw above,
she had taken leave of the Earl at the
beginning of April ; and, after a stay of
eleven days at Porchester Castle at the
head of Portsmouth harbour, of which
her son Simon had been constable since
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Christmas, she was now hurrying along
the south coast of Sussex and Kent to
Dover, the constableship of which be-
longed in like manner to her eldest son
Henry. Thither Simon escorted her,
arriving on June 15th, and then pro-
bably returned to Porchester to prepare
for his recruiting expedition. Ten days
later he left Porchester, and proceeded
by Tonbridge to Londom, where “ he
“ summoned together the barons, about
“ sixteen banners, and an infinite multi-
“tude of warriors,” and whither, on
June 7, the Countess sent him additional
help from Dover. The city of London
appears to have decided to remain neu-
tral, and to consider the war as a private
quarrel between the two Earls: about
the end of June the authorities hanged
some soldiers who followed young Si-
mon’s army for “roberies” in Stepney
and Hackney. The aldermen were in
fact, assusnal, of the King’s party ; and
shortly afterwards nearly fell vietims to
a murderous conspiracy of .the demo-
cratic mayor, Thomas ¥itz-Thomas, and
his associates.

From Iondon Simon conducted his
army to Winchester, where the citizens
refused him entrance and killed one of
his envoys before his eyes. Exasperated
at this reception, on July 16th he forced
a window of St. Swithin’s Priory adjoin-
ing the walls, and introduced some
soldiers who threw open the city gates.
Entering, he treated the inhabitants with
very little ceremony; killing, we are
told, a few, and placing the rest under
severe confinement, while he caused the
houses and churches to be ransacked :
the Jews were treated with especial
harshness. In all probability the want
of money for the support of his army
induced him to undertake this other-
wise inexplicable march to Winchester :
and we may suppose that this resistance
of the citizens was occasioned by a
peremptory demand for heavy contribu-
tions ; to which eventually he helped
himself in the shape of plunder. Next
he commenced a siege of Winchester
Castle, but soon abandoned it, deceived
by a false rumour of Prince Edward’s
approach. TLoaded with. booty, the
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army now proceeded on their way to
the appointed place of meeting, probably
increasing in number at each impor-
tant town. From Oxford, where they
were received without opposition, they
swerved in some degree from their direct
course to visit Northampton, and at
length reached Kenilworth on Thursday,
the 30th of July.!

It was past sunset when they arrived,
wearied with the day’s march. If we
may judge by the great thunderstorms
of June and of the very next week, the
summer was unusually sultry. The
confinement of the castle, smaller in the
thirteenth century than it is now, was
irksome for the hot nights; and the
troops, after faking their own supper
and feeding their horses, stripped off
their heavyarmour,and went comfortably
to bed in the houses and priory of the
pleasant town. It would seem that
they indulged themselves in like manner
the following nights. But they paid
dearly for the luxury. Intelligence of
their unguarded situation was carried to
Prince Edward by a woman named
Margot, whom he employed as a spy,
dressed in man’s clothes. It is also
said that they were betrayed by a man
of their own party, one Ralph Arden,
obviously by his name a mnative of
the intervening country. On Satur-
day mnight, Aungust 1, the Prince,
accompanied by the Earls of Gloucester
and Warren, started from Worcester,
and travelled all might. According
to one historian, they halted while
it was still dark in a deep glen near
Kenilworth, pointed out to them by
Margot, probably to rest themselves and
take some food. 'While they were arm-
ing and saddling their horses, they heard
a distant sound which made them fear
that their enemies were on the alert and
preparing to receive them. They there-
fore mounted in haste, seized their lances,

1 The authorities differ remarkably as to
the dates of the arrival at Kenilworth and
the surprise, and the interval between the
two events. The account here given seems to
be the most probable in itself, and to explain
best the variations. The Waverley Annals

‘require the correction “iii dies” for “ui dies,”

an impossible reading.

The Last Days of Simon De Montfort: A Fragment.

and rode on. 'When they were near the
town, they met a string of waggons
coming out to forage for provisions.
These they seized, and took, it is said,
the horses instead of their own, tired
with a ride of thirty miles. The evening
before, Simon’s troops had come out for
a bathe, doubtless in the remarkably
large moat or “pool” below the castle,
and gone to sleep as usual in the town
and priory. Their slumbers, we are told,
were the sounder for a drinking-bout
before they went to bed. Dawn was
just breaking when Edward stole upon
the unconscious sleepers. With all his
faults he had no tasle for useless
butchery ; and, on entering the town, he
gave strict orders that the whole force
should be taken alive. His army then
set up a loud shout, commanding the
inmates to come out of the houses on pain
of death. ““So the poor wretches,” says
one who was perhaps an eye-witness,
“ miserably betrayed, rising from bed,
“all fled by the back of the houses,
“leaving behind them their horses,
“ armour, clothes, and whatever baggage
“ they had. There you might see some
“ fleeing stark naked, some with only
“ their breeches on, others with only
“ their shirts and drawers: there were
“ very few, and perhaps none, who were
“ able to put on all their clothes; though
‘“ many carried their clothes under their
“arms. . . . Soon Edward’s soldiers en-
“ tered the houses, one after another,
“ and carried off the horses, armour, and
“ every thing else which had been left
“ behind in the flight. When morning
“ came, the foot-soldiers, who the day
“ before had followed holding on by the
“ horses’ tails of Edward’s knights, put
“ on the armour of the fugitive mnobles
¢ and mounted their horses: so that you
‘ could see the prophecy of Ecclesiastes
“ there and then fulfilled, ‘I have seen
“servants upon horses, and princes
“ walking as servants upon the earth.””
The surprise was complete. Young De
Montfort himself, with two or three
others, escaped maked in a little boat by
way of the priory fish-pond into the
almost impregnable castle. Nearly all
the rest of the army were captured,
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including the Farl of Oxford and some
thirteenbanners : William de Munchensy,
Richard de Grey, Adam de Newmarket,
and Robert de Vere are the chief names
mentioned. The prisoners were con-
ducted for safety to Gloucester, and the
army returned to Worcester, laden with
the twice-captured spoils of Winchester.
‘We must now return to the Earl him-
self, whom we left at Hereford. Want
of provisions at length compelled him to
resolve to cross the Severn, and en-
deavour to effect a Junctlon with his
son’s auxiliary army, without the help
of which he knew that prolonged resist-
ance was hopeless. Probably the tinre
of his expedition was fixed by news of
Simon’s expected or even actual arrival
at Kenilworth. Tt isalso barely possible,
but not likely, that he may have received
immediate intelligence of Edward’s de-
parture from Worcester, and so been
tempted to make the passage in his
absence. It was apparently Sunday,
August 2, the day that was ushered in by
that strange scene at Kenilworth, when
he left for the last time the nelghbour-
hood of the friendly mountains, His
road must have passed round the north-
ern end of the Malvern hills, that thin
upheaved ridge of once molten rock
which. so sharply severs the most ancient
world of Britain, with its tossed and
heaving waves of upland, from the
gentle ‘secondary ’ slopes of central and
eastern England. Before him lay the
almost level bed of the narrow sea called
by geologists the Straits of Malvern,
believed to have formerly prolonged the
British Channel by the lower valley of
the Severn upward till it met the Irish
Sea at the present mouths of the
Mersey and Dee. Far away to his right
the further side of the strait was clearly
defined by the face of the Cotswolds ;
but nearly opposite to him, they slanted
gradually away towards the north-east,
throwing out, before they left the Severn,
one well marked spur, Bredon Hill.
Almost parallel with their general direc-
tion, and partly encircling Bredon Hill,
flowed the Avon, along the rich vale of
Evesham, to join the Severn at Tewkes-
bury lower down. Its course indicates

‘ronghly De Montfort’s intended route ;

for, by following it upwards from Eves-
ham, he would, after passing Stratford
and Warwick, be led within two or three
miles of Kenilworth.

He did not venture to approach
Worcester itself, but made for a spot
about four miles down the Severn, at
what is now Pixham Ferry, opposite
to Kempsey, an estate belonging to
Bishop Walter. Late in the evening his
army crossed the river. The whole of
the following day was spent at Kempsey,
for what reason does not appear: pro-
bably the Earl was afraid to move in
broad daylight, and hoped to escape
notice in his present position. On
Monday night he put his force in motion
again ; perhaps, as some say, he had
heard of Edward’s return; but in any
case he was mot likely to stay in that
dangerous neighbourhood now that his
men were rested after their march from

-Hereford, and that he had the protection

of darkness. Early in the morning of
Tuesday, the fourth of August, he arrived
at Evesham. Time was precious: but
the King insisted on having his break-
fast ; the Farl was obliged to submit, and
they stayed at the abbey.

But before the departure from
Kempsey, Edward had returned to
‘Worcester, and the movements of De
Montfort's army were reported to him
by his scouts without delay. That same
night he set out once more to intercept
it on the way to Kenilworth. Ile had
reason to suspect the presence of spies
from the enemy in his own camp ; and,
to deceive them, started in a northerly
direction, as if Bridgenorth or Stafford
were his destination. But after riding
three or four miles, thinking his purpose
sufficiently gained, he turned sharply to
the south-east. In all probability he
struck the Avon near Prior's Cleeve,
about the boundary of Worcestershire
and Warwickshire, five or six miles
higher up the rtiver than Evesham.
Here he might learn the situation of the
enemy ; and- here there is some reason
to think that he detached a part of his
force, under Roger Mortimer, to cross the
river, proceed down its left bank, and



124

so intercept any of the present occupants
of Evesham who might attempt to escape
that way. Meanwhile he himself ad-
vanced along the right bank with the
rest of his force. As he drew near
Evesham, he followed the plan adopted
at Lewes with so much success by
Simon de Montfort, and separated his
men into two divisions, ene of which
he led himself, assigning the other to
the Earl of Gloucester. This second
division he caused to march at some
little distance behind his own, and
apparently as much as possible out of
sight. In front were borne the standards
of the younger Simon and the other
nobles who had been surprised at
Kenilworth. All his men wore a red
cross on each arm.

For some unexplained reason, the
barons’ army had been detained at
Evesham till the day was far advanced.
At length, mass being said, the fore-
most horsemen began to leave the town.
Simon’s barber Nicholas, whom he had
placed on the look-out, new reported
the appearance of a large number of
armed men coming from the north, but
at too great a distance to be clearly dis-
tinguished, though he thought he saw
the standards of Simon’s own expected
party. De Montfort eagerly exclaimed
that it must be his son, coming from
Kenilworth ; but, having some mis-
givings and fearing to be surrounded,
he desired Nicholas to mount the bell-
tower of the abbey to reconneitre with
more certainty. By this time Edward
had withdrawn the captured standards ;
and, when Nicholas reached the top of
the tower, he recognised the banners of
the Prince, the Earl of Gloucester, and
Roger Mortimer, approaching in three
different directions; and cried out to
De Montfort “We are all dead men.”
Their case was indeed hopeless. The
Avon, winding about ameng the level
meadows, surrounds the town of Evesham
on three sides ; and on the remaining or
northern side Prince Edward was draw-
ing near. The disproportion too of
numbers was fearful ; six or seven, it is
said, to two. The enemies were able to
bring their whole force into action ;
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while De Montfort had probably re-
ceived few or no reinforcements to the
small army with which he had originally
gone to Gloucester, except Llewelyn’s
body of Welshmen. In truth his fate
was sealed at Kenilworth. Years before,
when he tock the oath which deter-
mined the rest of his career, he seemed
to have a foreboding what the end would
be ; and new, when the hour was evi-
dently indeed come, he met it calmly, and
went forth to die, not merely as a gallant
knight, but as the deliberate martyr of a
holy cause. It seems to have been still
possible for a few good riders to escape ;
for he urged Hugh le Despenser and
some others to save themselves for a
happier time, while there was yet oppor-
tunity ; but in vain. If, as is supposed,
Despenser had been partially estranged
from him in the preceding months, the
breach was healed now ; he too would
not survive his devoted leader. A few
words, variously reported, also passed
between Simon and his eldest son
Henry, partly in gentle repreof of the
arrogance of the young De Montforts,
which had eccasioned this train of mis-
fortunes, partly in entreaties from each
to each to flee while the other remained
to sustain the battle ; but neither pre-
vailed, and father and son resolved to
die together. In the mean time the
troops were solemnly shriven, and
marked with a white cross on the right
shoulder before and behind. The earl
then addressed them, reminding them
that their cause was that of justice and
the laws of the land. “ Let us go,”
he said, “steadfastly to die, for we have
¢ breakfasted here, and we shall dine
“in heaven.” The march then began.
To understand the plan of attack, he
rode on with some of his knights to a
rising ground from which he could see
Edward’s division crossing the next hill.
Struck with the arrangement of forces
by which the prince was about to over-
whelm him, he exclaimed, ¢ By St.
¢ James’s arm, they come on wisely;
“ though indeed they learned that trick
¢ from me and not from their own wits.
“ Now let us commend our souls to
“ God, for our bedies are theirs.” His
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little band was soon gathered into omne
compact mass, to withstand the Prince
on the one side and the Xarl of Glou-
cester on the other. Earl Simon’s banner
was carried in the front by a Scottish
knight, Guy de Baliol, and next to
him rode Henry de Montfort.

The Prince himself led the onset at
full speed with a blast of trumpets, and
the combat at once became general. At
the first shock the herd of Welshmen
fled ; some of them attempted to cross
the river, and many were drowned in
the attempt ; the rest hid themselves in
the gardens and cornfields, which then as
now surrounded the town, wherethey were
hunted out and destroyed. In front the
battle raged with great fury. The king,
who had been dressed in a suit of armour
and brought out into the midst, received
an accidental wound in the shoulder, and
cried out “I am Henry, your old King.”
As his assailants pressed incredulously
upon him, he implored mercy with pas-
sionate adjurations, protesting that he
was too old to fight. His helmet being
dragged off his head, he was at once
recognised by one of the knights, and
escorted by the Prince himself to a place
_ of shelter at a safe distance.

Before Edward returned, the battle
was virtually over. The two elder De
Montforts sustained for a time the un-
cqual struggle : the Earl's stedfastness
seemed proof against the storm which
raged around him. DBut presently his
horse was stabbed in many places, and
he was dismounted. Nevertheless he
fought vigorously on, till mnews was
brought him that his son Ienry was
slain. He gave one cry, “Then, by St.
James’s arm, it is time for me to die,”
grasped his sword with both hands, and
rushed with such fury upon the ring of
knights who were hemming him in,
that, as one of them declared, if he had
had seven like himself to help him, he
would have turned the tide of battle.
But the fate of his great predecessor
Richard Marshall awaited him. A
squire, stealing behind him, lifted up
his coat of mail, and with a dastardly
thrust of his sword brought him to the
ground, In a few seconds his limbs

<t

were hewn off and hacked to picces, and
only a headless trunk remained. One
would gladly believe that these horrors
were perpetrated, as one royalist historian
implies, only by the rabble who followed
in the rear of the Prince’s army ; but the
names of knights are given, and it is but
too certain that Roger Mortimer sent
the head, in a manner too revolting for
description, as a present to his wife at
‘Wigmore Castle: thereby reminding
one chronicler of “the Lord’s forerunner,
¢ whose head was offered to a dancing-
“ woman at a feast.”

The Barons’ army was annihilated.
Hugh le Despenser, Ralph Basset, and
above a hundred and sixty other knights
were among the slain, besides, it is said,
two thousand foot-soldiers of Simon’s
own force and five thousand Welshmen.
There were also many prisoners ; among

-the rest young Guy de Montfort, who

was foupd lying wounded on the field.
The battle, or rather slaughter, was over
in less than two hours. It was marked
by a violent thunderstorm with extra-
ordinary darkness all over England,
which made the greater semsation, as a
comet had already been conspicuous for
some weeks.

‘What remained of Earl Simon was
decently buried, by the king's licence,
before the high altar of Evesham Abbey,
as were also the Dbodies of his son and
of Hugh le Despenser. Prince Edward
himself attended Henry de Montfort’s
funeral with tears of genuine sorrow ;
for he dearly loved his brave cousin,
who had been his intimate friend and
companion from childhood upwards. It
is said that, owing to scruples about
persons dying under excommunication,
the bodies were afterwards moved to
unconsecrated ground. But, wherever
it was that they rested, they were be-
lieved to have the power of working
miracles. The tomb of St. Simon, as
he was called, in particular, is connected
with many such tales; by which, in a
confused and fanciful way, thousandsgave
utterance to their feeling that the work
done upon earth by the dead servant of
Heaven was yet living and bearing fruit,
and perhaps that he too was still a
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minister of blessings to the land for
which he had given his blood.

It may not be amiss to repeat two or
three of the stories which at least illus-
trate the popular instinet about De
Montfort. “When he came to England
“ in early youth, ignorant of the English
“ tongue, it chanced that at the court at
“ Westminster he heard the Abbot of
¢ Evesham summoned by the herald.
“ When a monk came forward to repre-
“ sent the Abbot of his house, Simon
“ approached and asked him in what part
¢ of the country he lived, and whether
“ they had there any place called in
“ French ‘ZLe Champs de Diew’ The
“ monk replied that they had a piece of
¢ ground called in English God’s Croft.
“ On which Simon’s face brightened up,
“and he said, ¢ Believe me, sir, in the
¢ course of time more than seventeen
“ martyrs shall receive their crown
¢ there, meaning thereby, in the idiom
“of his native (French), an infinite
“ number.” In like manner Robert
Grosseteste, the patriot Bishop of Lin-
coln, whose friendship had deeply in-
fluen'ced the Earl in his later life, was
said to have once laid his hand on
young Henry de Montfort’s head, and to
have pronounced over him these words,
‘““Dearest son, thou and thy father will
¢ die both in one day and by one kind of
¢ death, and that for the sake of justice
“and truth.” One other legend must
be given, attesting the degree in which
Grosseteste and Simon de Montfort were
associated in the minds of their genera-
tion. A young man, of about sixteen
¢ years of age . . . coming to the tomb
“ of the holy Robert, Bishop of Lincoln,
¢ with his father and mother on the
¢ Saturday before the battle of Evesham,
« fell asleep, and continued in his sleep
“ the whole night and till one o’clock
“on the following Monday. Then
¢ waking up, he began to speak, though
¢ he had all his life been tongue-tied
“ and dumb ; and he said to his father
“and mother, ‘Why are you staying
“here?’ They answered, ‘To obtain
“ your recovery from the holy Bishop
‘“ Robert.” He answered, ‘The holy
“ bishop you speak of is not here, for
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“ he has gone on to Evesham to succour
“ Earl Simon his brother, who will
¢ die at Evesham on Tuesday next.””
The character of Simon de Montfort
can hardly be disentangled from the
story of his life. The process by which
the foreign adventurer, the bought
champion of a weak and ignoble king,
became the English patriot, is full of
interest, but cannot be described here.
It is enough to say that the general
grief at his death and veneration for
his memory were assuredly not mis-
placed. Doubtless to several classes of
the much-suffering England of the thir-
teenth century he was but the ideal
deliverer from miseries of which in
reality he knew little, and for which he
therefore had little care. Still less per-
haps does he deserve the credit of a far-
seeing prophet. Even the most lasting
of his measures were probably adopted
in haste, with a view only to immediate
necessities. But on the whole he
strove manfully and conscientiously
against the evils of his own time, which
pressed upon such parts of the nation
as were known to him. It was nosmall
service to his own generation and to
posterity, to set forth the laws and
liberties of England as a cause for which
it was worth while to lay down one’s
life. The principles for which Becket
had contended were mixed with claims
most injurious to the commonwealth,
and his zeal and courage were deeply
stained with unworthy ambition ; and
yet the records of this century shew
what powerful influences for good lay in
the memory of his death. Through his
name the idea of martyrdom became
familiar to the FEpglish mind as a
possible duty of the present, glorified by
the sacred associations of antiquity.
Simon de Montfort gave the idea a wider
compass. It was an incaleulable bless-
ing, not least for the Church itself, that
the sanctity and renown of martyrdom
should henceforth be shared with one
whose cause was purely national, and
that so all estates of the realm might
learn to see a true and even a divine
glory ennobling their several callings.
Such a benefit as this might have
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been cheaply purchased even by De
Montfort'’s death. But it would be a
fatal error to suppose that the cause for
which he fought was truly wrecked at
Evesham. Dangerous as it is to pretend
to say what would have been the course
of things in imaginary contingencies, we
can hardly be wrong in believing that
the absolute and unchecked triumph of
the barons would have gravely imperilled
the future progress of England. Con-
stitutional government, in the modern
sense of the word, was as yet impossible:
the state of soeiety which it presupposes
was only beginning to grow. The
barons or the wild democracy of London
were, taken alone, worse enemies to
liberty than any king. The royal pre-
rogative was the indispensable condition
of the unity of the nation, the one bond
by the pressure of which its divers
elements could work their way to their
respective tasks. The barons triumphed,
so far as it was well that they should
triumph, not in the intmediate possession
of outward authority, but in the mind
of the people. Those last years of
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Simon de Montfort were years of rapid
education for several classes. The
progress so made could never be thrown
back except in appearance, and the
national cause drew a moral strength
from the martyrdom of its champion
more than compensating for the loss of
his personal help.

By one man in particular the lessons
of those stormy days were, to all
appearance, taken to heart with a depth
and steadfastmess for which even now:
we cannot be too thankful. There was
a time when it seemed that Prince
Edward would come to the throne little
more than a crafty Ceeur de Lion, in an
age which required to be led by men
of another stamp. But the rough
apprenticeship of his youth did its
work.  Softened and instructed by
personal and national experience, he
ripened into one of the greatest of
kings. The first-fruits of the Barons’
‘War, aild of the life and death of Earl
Simon, were reaped by prince and
people in the glorious reign of Edward
the First.

A LITTLE FRENCH CITY!

BY PHILIP GILBERT HAMERTON.

(SECOND ARTICLE).

Tue Lycée deserves attention as a speci-
men of a French public school. Itisa
very long, narrow, and lofty building, on
the site of the old wall of the town, with
great court-yards and a chapel. The
side facing the promenade still bears
many marks of musket-balls, a remi-
niscence of the invasion. As the stranger
walks along the promenades, under those

1 The beginning of this article was written
before the author was aware that Professor
Arnold intended to contribute papers to the
same maguzine on a similar subject. It does
not, however, seem necessary to withdraw
what relates to the Lycée at Sens; for Pro-
fessor Arnold’s contribution, instead of les-
sening the interest of this, has in reality
augmented it, by directing atteution to the
subject of public education in France.

lofty walls, he might excusably infer
that the principal occupation of the
students within was the production of
horrible discords on all kinds of instru-
ments. This impression, though natural,
would however be erroneous. A system
of education is carried on there which,
if not in every respect exactly what
one might desire, has, nevertheless, the
qualities of steadiness, regularity, and
discipline.

As there are eighty Lycées in France,
all on the same model, a description of
this particular one has much more than
a merely local interest, and therefore
deserves to be given in detail. France
has the advantage of possessing a great
national system of public schools for
the middle and upper classes—a system
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impossible in England on account of the
wider differences of caste, but admirably
fulfilling the French ideas of culture and
equality.

A striking difference between English
and French education is, that in England
the education of the upper classes is
almost entirely in the hands of the clergy,
whilst in France the national education
is laic. How far this may seem an
advantage or not, depends upon the point
of view from which we look at it. Ifit
is good for a nation to be governed by
its priesthood, the English system is un-
questionably the better of the two, for it
gives the priesthood absolute power over
a very important part of the nation. If,
on the other hand, clerical authority is,
as some assert, a kind of.power naturally
hostile to intellectual liberty, it need not
surprise us that many politicians should
be anxious to place national education
in the hands of laymen.

. The functionaries in a French Lycée
are divisible into three classes,—Ad-
ministrators, Professors, and Masters..

The Administration consists first of
the Proviseur, who is the head of the
establishment and directs everything ;
next, the Censeur, whose business it is
to attend to the discipline of the Lycée,
and who, therefore, is also a powerful
personage ; then the Zreasurer and his
clerk, who are called the .E'conogne and
the Commis d’Economat. The Econome
is master of all money matters, and is
alone responsible for them, not to the
Proviseur, but directly to the Court of
Accounts. He has an office where he
and his clerk keep an open account
between the Lycée and every pupil in
it, and between the Lycée and all the
tradespeople who supply it. Even the
Proviseur, master absolute in everything
else, cannot spend one centime, nor
receive one, except his own personal
salary. Lastly there is the chaplain
{Aumébnier), whose office is purely eccle-
siastical, and who exercises little or no
power but that of persuasion.

The Professors, fifteen in numbey, hear
and examine the pupils, but are not
present when they prepare their work.
There are five professors of sciences and
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ten of letters. Of the former, three are
mathematical, and two teach physics and
chemistry. Amongst the professors of
letters there is onme for English and
another for German literature.

The eight Masters are the most to be
pitied. Tt is their business to be with
the pupils at all hours of the day and
night, except during class hours, which
are from 8 Ay to 10 An., and from
2 e to 4 .M. These unlucky masters
have to help and direct the pupils whilst
they learn their lessons, on which
account they are called “maitres 7épé-
titeurs.” They sleep in the dormitories
with the pupils, they walk out with
them when they take exercise, they
watch them even in the play-grounds.
To my mind the existence of one of
these masters seems absolutely insupport-
able. Surely the calm and peace of the
grave must have a great attraction for
men who are hardly ever alone, whose
days and nights are passed amongst
scores of schoolboys! I wonder whether
they envy the quiet folk in the ceme-
tery. 3

High up in the Lycée there is an in-
firmary, and near it dwell three Sisters
of Charity, one of whom manages the in-
firmary, and the other two the linen-
room, where all the boys’ linen is kept,
nicely folded and clean, on pretty oak
shelves, which exhale a pleasant perfume
of lavender. These two Sisters have to
take care that every ome of the thou-
sands of things under their charge is
kept in good order and repair. Sisters
of Charity have no choice where they
will go, or what they will do. The
Superior of this little sisterhood of
three, she who attends to the infirmary,
was sent here quite suddenly, and, for
anything she knows, may be sent to
some other place, and quite a ditferent
sort of work, any day. As it generally
happens to these good women, she is re-
garded by everybody with the utmost
respect and affection. She is a very fat,
good-tempered person, extremely kind
and obliging to every one, and like a
tender mother to the boys in the in-
firmary. She is very sharp, nevertheless,
and soon finds out small patients who
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sham illness to escape work. For these,
as the good Superior revealed to me in
confidence, she has a simple treatment
which effects a rapid cure. She reduces
their food to famine allowance and ad-
ministers a nauseous purgative. The
boys, of course, very soon become raven-
ously Lungry, and can stand it no
longer, when they profess themselves
quite recovered, that they may return
to the flesh-pots of the refectory.!

A physician visits the pupils every
day from 7 o.M to 8 AM. As to those
who are ill, he visits them as often as
he is wanted.

The chaplain, of course, is a Catholic
priest, and the chapel, which is lofty
and spacious, but hy no means beautiful,
is provided with the things necessary
for Catholic worship. There is, how-
ever, perfect liberty in religious matters,
no one form of faith being imposed on
the boys. It happens that at Sens,
Jjust at present, all the boys are, at least
nominally, Catholics ; but at the Lycée
at Marscilles there are not only Pro-
testants, but even Jews and Mahometans,
all of whom are allowed to follow their
own religion withoutinterference. The
religious services in the chapel consist
of mass on Thursday and Sunday from
8 a.M to 9 A.M, and vespers on Sunday
from 1 p.x. to 2.30 p.a.  The chaplain
gives instruction in religious matters to
each division of the school once in every
week.

I particularly inquired whether boys
entered as Catholics were compelled to
confess, and was happy to learn that
they are not. On the average, the boys
confess about once a month, but a good
many of them never. I was told that
it was considered wiser not to make con-
fession compulsory, because that would
dispose the boys to hate the Church and
religion altogether. This exceedingly
sensible view of the matter might be
applied with advantage to other reli-
gious institutions besides the confes-
sional.

Nevertheless, it appears that boys

! Since this was written, the good lady is
dead.

No. 56.—voL. x.
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belonging to the Church of Rome are
obliged to make their ¢ premidre com-
munion,” which involves preliminary
confession necessarily. After that, how-
ever, they are left free to confess or not
as they like.l

The total number of masters, not
counting ‘the priest, is, with the Provi-
seur and Censeur, 25,

The total number of pupils is 300.
This gives exactly one master to every
twelve pupils.

The scholars are of three kinds— pen-
stonnatres, or boarders ; demi-pension-
naires, or half-boarders; and externes,
or day-scholars. There are 220 boarders,
40 half-boarders, and 40 day-scholars,

The rooms for study are of two kinds,
études and classes. The étude is a place
where the lessons are learned, the classe
is the place where they are heard. The
masters preside over the études, the pro-
fessors over the classes.

The boarders and half-boarders learn
their lessons in the études ; but the day-
scholars have not this advantage, being
admitted to the classes only.

All the pupils are separated into three
divisions :—1. Division élémentarre.
Division de grammaire.
supérieure,

The terms will now be intelligible.

2.

3. Division

PENSIONNAIRES.
£ s d.
Division élémentaire . . . . . 26 0 O
Division de grammaire . . . 28 0 0
Division supérieure. . . . . 30 0 O

! In a boarding-school the authorities stand
in the place of the parents, and have to deal
with the question of religion necessarily. In
order, therefore, to ascertain hLow far the
French Government is really in favour of
secular education, we must go to a Lycée
where there are no boarders, as, for instance,
the Lycée Bonapaite, at Paris. The educa-
tion there is absolutely secular. When a
pupil enters he is not even asked what is
the religion of his parents; nor is there any
religious instructiou in the course of education
there. In this instance the State leaves the
responsibility of religious education entirely
with the parents, which, of course, is a great
boon to parents who do not belong to the
dominant faith. How far the system is in
harmony with the feelings of the public, may
be judged from the fact that at the Lycée
Bonaparte there are no less than 1,200 pupils.

K
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DEMI-PENSIONNAIRES. £ s d.
Division élémentaire .. . . . . 15 0 0
Division de grammaire . . . . 17 0 0
Division supérieure. . . . . . 19 0 0

EXTERNES.

Division élémentaire . . . . . 3 4 0
Divisiou de grammaire . . . . 4 0 0
Division supérieure. . . . . 416 0

All the scholars wear the uniform of
the Lycée.! Uniforms are repugnant
to English individualism, and English-
men on their travels often feel highly
amused at the French custom of putting
schoolboys in uniform, thinking it very
ridiculous to dress up a set of boys,
great and small, like so many soldiers.
The reason for the uniform is, however,
a good one. Itis intended as a protec-
tion for the poorer boys, and arises from
a desire on the part of the Government
that its pupils should be accustomed to
consider themselves equals. In a large
Lycée, where the sons of rich tradesmen
and well-to-do noblemen study side by
side with poor externes, it is obvious that
there would be visible disparity in
dress ; and appearances, if they affect

, men much, affect boys still more. Here
again is the French idea of equality,
which, whether we sympathise with it
or not, we are compelled to recognise, if
we would understand France.

‘When a boy is entered as pension-
naire his parents have to furnish his
first outfit, or else pay twenty pounds
to the Lycée.. After that the Lycée
clothes  the boy entirely, so long as he
remains there, without charging any-
thing. Nor is a boy allowed to have
fine linen of his own, the linen fur-
nished by the Lycée being considered
good enough for every one. The Lycée
supplies all the books and stationery
required for purposes of study.

Boys entered as demi-pensionnaires
are clothed ab the expense of their
parents, but the Lycée supplies their

! It seems quite right that there should be
a uniform ; but why, in the name of common
sense, is it so stiff and awkward? A uniform
for, boys ought to be as free and convenient as
possible—graceful, too, and pretty; whereas
the costume of these unlucky Lycéans is as

ugly and unyielding as that of an English
policeman,
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books. The same may be said of the
externes. :

As the uniform is intended to be a
protection for the poor against the rich,
so the presence of the masters is meant
to protect the weak against the strong.
The benefits of the fagging system are
not recognised in France, and bullying
is not allowed. It has been argued in
defence of bullying that it prepares
boys for manly life. But even in
England grown-up men are not allowed
to strike each other with impunity ; and
the master in a French Lycée fulfils
exactly the same office as a policeman
in a London street—so that in this re-
spect a French Lycée represents a civi-
lized community more accurately than
an English school. For example, I have
myself seen an English school-bully
inflict a certain counted number of hard
blows daily on a boy, too young to resist
him, simply ¢ for his amusement.”
Fortunately, the law, the ever-present
schoolmaster of adults, forbids this par-
ticular form of muscular recreation.

The boys sleep in large, well-ventilated
dormitories. Each has a little iron bed
without curtains. In each dormitory
there is a master’s bed with white cur-
tains. The washing arrangements are
defective, consisting of a large circular
basin, with several small taps from a
raised reservoir in the middle like a
fountain. This, though a stupid sys-
tem, would still be endurable if there
were more water ; but the supply is in-
sufficient, the share of each boy amount-
ing, as far as I could caleulate, to about
one-twentieth part of what g cleanly
English gentleman requires. I’ridiculed
these fountains so unsparingly that the
funetionary who conducted me was hurt,
and took care to show me a room sur-
rounded with foot-baths, whither the
pupils are marched by detachments at
regular intervals. The supply of water
is the only detail in the whole estab-
lishment that really seemed unworthy
of it. Air and light are both given
liberally enough. The dormitories are
at the top of the building, and have a
great many windows on each side, which
are kept open during the day-time.
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There are separate rooms for the boys’
clothes, whieh are kept well brushed and
repaired by servants and tailors belong-
ing to the Lycée. There is also a shoe-
maker, who mends the shoes.

The boys all get up at 5.30 A.:., winter
and summer. They go to bed at 8.45 p.y.
Their eating is arranged as follows :

7.15 aM. Soup, or hot milk (with
bread) in winter. In summer eold milk,
with bread. To this bread the boys are
allowed to eat preserves of their own,
so that the kind friends of the little
boys often give them dainties of that
description.

12 am. The prineipal meal of the

.day, eonsisting of soup and two dishes,

with some dessert. On ordinary days
wine and water; on féte days better wine
and a better dinner, with the additional
delightfulness of pastry.

4 p.m. Each scholar gets a piece of
bread, to which he generally adds pre-
serves of his own as in the morning ; but
lie gets nothing but water to drink to it
this time.

8 p.M. Supper. A dish of roast meat,
and one of vegetables.

The classes are held by the professors
from 8 a.. to 10 a.m., and from 2 p.M.
to 4 p.M. The éudes (under the mas-
ters) are held from 6 A.x. to 6.45 A.M,
from 10.15 a.m. to 12 Ay, from 1 p..
to 2 .M., from 5 p.oy. to 8 p.M.  This
leaves too narrow a margin for physical
exereise and recreation ; and many en-
lightened Frenchmen maintain that the
hours of study in the Lycées might be
reduced, with benefit to the mental vigour
of the pupils. If the reader will take
the trouble to add the hours spent in
the classes to those spent in the études
he will find the large total of ten hours
and a half of mental labour per day. Is
not this too much ? Very few immature
brains can get any good out of more than
six or seven hours of real work, and,
even after twenty, eight hours are
enough. It would be a salutary mea-
sure to reduce the time of brain-work
in all the Lycées by three hours a day,
and require them to be spent in rowing,
cricket, or other energetic exercise ae-
cording to the season.
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Lessons in accomplishments, or ¢ arts
d’agrément,” are taken out of the limited
reereation time. Of the two accom-
plishments, however, one is a eapital ex-
ereise—namely, fencing; and the other,
music, is enlivening and refreshing to
the praetitioners, if not to the teacher.
English and German are, I am happy to
say, looked upon as serious studies, and
taughtin the regular hours. In addition
to these languages, Spanish and Italian
are taught in some Lycées, and at Mar-
seilles thereisa elass in Arabie. Seholars
who learn living languages give four
hours a week to them in the classes and
a proportionate time in the études.

As to Latin and Greek, they attack
them with mueh energy. As in other
eountries, many years are painfully em-
ployed in aequiring two languages which
very few pupils ever come to know
really, and of which the immense ma-
jority forpet everything, down to the
very rudiments, a year or two after they
have left eollege. The boys fabricate
Latin verses oneea week ; and they pro-
duce French verses also; but this latter
sort of poesy is not compulsory.

Chemistry and physies are taught in
earnest up to a eertain point, and the
Lycée is well furnished with good ap-
paratus for experiments.

There is a drawing lesson of two
hours, twiee a week. The sort of drawing
taught is apparently drawing in earnest,
but the time devoted is of eourse too short
to lead to mueh technical proficieney.

There are eight classes, and a pupil
generally rises one elass every year ; but
this depends upon himself. Pupils
usually enter the Lyeée at nine years
old, and remain there till eighteen, by
which time they are ready for the bacca-
laureat (a baehelor’s degree).

This degree is conferred by a Faculty.
The Lyeée of Sens is under the Faculty
of Dijon ; and this year all the members
of the Faculty came by train to Sens to
examine the eandidates; but sometimes
the candidates go to the seat of the
Faeulty.!

1 The Faculties belong to the French Uri-
versity system, which may be briefly outlined
as follows :—_ .

K 2
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A system of schools so complete as
this has not been got for nothing. An
ordinary French Lycée costs fifty thou-
sand pounds. It may safely be asserted
that the mere material buildings of the
French provincial Lycées have cost four
and a half millions of money—not much
in comparison to the cost of a war, yet
a creditable little outlay on schools.

‘When a Lycée is not very prosperous
the State aids it. The subvention of
that at Sens was, at first, 1,000/ a year ;
last year it asked for 6904 ; this year it
will ask for 4007. ; and very soon it hopes
to do without any subvention.

The municipality provides the Lycée,
and the ground, and the furniture ; then
the Government charges itself with the
rest. The repairs of the Lycée at Sens
have cost the town 20,0001

In a French city the Lycée is the
embodiment of modern tendencies and
aspirations, and the cathedral of medi-
aval ones. The Lycée is prosaic, scien-
tific, ugly, a place of hard labour for
young brains, preparing them for the

The Minister of Public Instruction, for the
time being, is head, or Chancellor, of the
University of France.

Under him works, all over France, an im-
mense machinery of Academies, Faculties,
and Lycées. There are sixteen Academies,
and as many Faculties, to eighty Lycées.

The Academies inspect and govern; the
Faculties teach and examine.

The Recteur of each Academy is to the
Minister of Public Instruction what the Pre-
fect of a Department is to the Minister of the
Interior.

The Recteur of every Academy has under
‘him as many inspectors as there are depart-
ments in his jurisdiction. These functionaries
arerequired to overlook public instructioninall
its degrees within their respective departments.

All the Proviseurs of the Lycées are re-
sponsible to the Rector of the Academy. It
s only on matters of urgence that the
Proviseur communicates directly with the
Minister.

The teaching of the Faculties is gratuitous,
but the students are not boarded. They live
in the city which is the seat of the Faculty,
and attend the lectures of the Professors.
The three grades in degrees are Bachelier,
Licencié, and Docteur. The Faculties alone
can confer degrees. The Lycées prepare
students for the degree of Bacheliter; the
Faculties confer that degree, and afterwards
continue and complete the system of edu-
cation. The preliminary Bachelor's degree is
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work of this world by stern discipline
of actual acquisition, leaving no time

.for dreaming about lofty ideas. The

cathedral, on the other hand, is from
end to end, from base to pinnacle, a
great world of ideal aspirations ; a place
to which, century after century, men
and women have gone purposely to get
rid of the wearisome pressure of the
actual, in meditations on the past histo-
ries of idealised personages, in sweet
brooding over, and eager longing for,
the bliss of a far Paradise. The temper
of the Lycée is submission to discipline
for the sake of knowledge, the temper
of the Church is obedience for the sake
of heavenly protection. In the first,
men seek to correct their weakness by
getting to know, for they attribute it to
mere ignorance ; in the second, they
seek strength by prayer, and penance,
and confession. The Lycée and the
cathedral are in more ways than one
typical of the modern and mediseval
ages. Modern education is acquisitive
and critical ; the legends of the Church

required of all candidates for admission to the
following great professional schools :—

Ecole d’Etat Major.—(For the staff of the
Army.)

Ecole Forestiére.—(Rivers and forests.)

Ecole Normale—(For training teachers for
the Lycées.)

Ecole de Droit.—(For barristers, attorneys,
notaries.)

Ecole de Medecine—(For students of medi-
cine.)

Ecole Polytechnique.—(For military and civik
engineers, and artillery officers.)

Ecole St. Cyr.—(For officers in the army.)

Ecole des Chartes.—(For diplomacy.)

Ecole des Mines.—(For mining engineers.)

Ecole des Ponts et Chaussées.—(For engineers:
of public roads and bridges.)

Ecole de Génie Maritime—(For marine
engineers.)

The Lycée is consequently the almost in-
evitable preparation for all the most important
secular professions. Not absolutely inevitable,
because a boy privately educated may take
his Bachelor's degree if he can pass the
examination. The Roman Catholic clergy are-
educated in seminaries of their own; which
isolates them, as a class, from their early
youth. The priests tell me that in their
Seminaries the discipline is much less severe
than in the Lycées, and the education more
paternal. There is enough about education
in this article, or I would have told what I
could about the Seminary here.
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of Rome were endlessly inventive, full
of deep feeling, and passion, and power.
The Lycée is as prosaic as a Lanca-
shire factory ; it ¢s, indeed, a sort of
factory for turning raw boy-material
into bachelors. The cathedral is all
poetry ; I mean that every part of it
affects our emotional nature either by
its own grandeur or beauty, or by its
allusion to histories of bright virtue or
brave fortitude. And this emotional
result is independent of belief in the
historical truth of these great legends
—it would be stronger, no doubt, if we
believed them, but we are still capable
of feeling their solemn poetry and large
significance as we feel the poetry and
significance of “ Sir Galahad,” or “The
Idylls of the King.”

Some persons are so constituted that
it is necessary to their happiness to live
near some noble work of art or nature.
A mountain is satisfactory to them be-
cause it is great and ever new, presenting
itself every hour under aspects so un-
foreseen that one can gaze at it for
years with unflagging interest. To some
minds, to mine amongst others, human
life is scarcely supportable far from some
stately and magnificent object, worthy
of endless study and admiration. But
what of life in the plains? Truly, most
plains are dreary enough, but still they
may have fine trees, or a cathedral. And
in the cathedral, here, I find no despica-
ble compensation for the loss of dear
old Ben Cruachan. The effects of light
on Cruachan were far more wonderful
and interesting, but still it is something
to see the cathedral front dark in the
early morning when the sun has risen
behind it, and golden in the glow of
the evening when he lights all its carven
imagery. Better than either when the
sun has set long ago, and the slenderly
columned arcades lift themselves storey
above storey, pale in the clear calm air,
and the white statues of the mitred old
archbishops stand ghostly in their lofty
tower. And then is the time to enter
in, and feel the true power of the place.
Just before the Suisse locks all the doors,
go in, and yield to all the influences
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that await you. Silent worshippers are

lingering at twenty altars yet '—women,

all of them, gathering strength to bear

their sorrows. They are praying for

dear friends, dead and living ; they are

praying to be sustained in their daily

trials. You find them in little groups

of two or three, quite silent and ab-
sorbed ; and here and there one kneels

alone in some dim old vaulted chapel,

before an altar decked with flowers,

almost invisible now. And above the

altar a little lamp is burning, one little

speck of yellow fire shining, faintly, yet

for ever. And all the painted windows

gleam with a strange intensity, for their

tracery is quite black now and every

scrap of glass tells with tenfold power.

Thousands of figures are still myste-
riously visible—angels and demons, pre-

lates and warriors, and all the saints

and heroes of the faith. The flames of
hell are still visibly crimson ; still visibly

writhe in torture the companies of the

dammed ! But the Suisse gathers us all

together—us, lovers of fine art, who

came on purpose to be pleasantly thrilled

by a poetic effect ; and those others, the

poor women, who came to pray at the
altars of the Blessed Saints. I wonder

whether he does not miss one now and

then, lost in a dream of paradise, or

passionate prayer for the dead, far in

some lonely chapel before her favoured

shrine.

A Gothic cathedral, being intended
originally for the great ceremonies of
the Roman Church, can only be properly
seen and understood when one of those
ceremonies is going forward in it. The
extreme discrepancy between the splen-
dour of our old English cathedrals, with
their obvious adaptation to the Roman
ritual, and the simple costume and obser-
vances of the English Church, strikes
cvery artist irresistibly. The natural
completion of a Gothic cathedral is a
visible bishop, with cope and mitre and
crozier, surrounded by a crowd of inferior
priests, all glowing with gold and em-
broidery. With those living and moving
figures the painted windows and illumin-

1 There are twenty-five altars in the cathe-'
dral at Sens. )
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ated vault have a natural and intel-
ligible relationship; but the wig and
lawn sleeves (though objects of ambi-
tion to the clergy, and of veneration to
the laity) are in artistic harmony with
no English cathedral except St. Paul’s.
Of course I speak here only of the
esthetic aspect of this question, and do
not meddle with the theological. No
doubt, in separating herself from Rome,
England did wisely to display the out-
ward and visible sign of her separation
by rejecting the sacerdotal vestments.
But thence came a discord between the
old temples and the new priests.

Let us see how the old cathedral here
looks on a great day, and let us try to
understand what sort of ceremonies
these Gothic cathedrals were built for.

The choir is enclosed by railings, and
the priests do not seem to care very
much whether we see them or not. The
bishops, in the middle ages, performed
their solemn offices in a kind of isola-
tion from the crowd, utterly regardless
of its convenience in every way. This
makes us understand the purpose of the
processions. Without processions, as a
Gothic cathedral is constructed, not one
person in a hundred would ever see the
bishop at all; so he and his priests
walked round the aisles, blessing the
kneeling people.

This time it is the consecration of a
bishop—a great event. The archbishop
has allowed carpenters to erect seats in
the aisles near the choir, to let us get a
peep at the ceremony. Of course, many
spectators find themselves precisely op-
posite a huge pillar, impervious to the
sight, and there they sit, seeing nothing,
and asking their neighbours what is
going on. As for me, I see tolerably
well through the iron grating. There
are three prelates with stiff golden copes
and tall mitres. One is our archbishop,
who is to consecrate the new bishop.
There are also two other bishops seated,
in their simple violet dress.

The archbishop is seated in an arm-
chair, with his back to the altar. The
elected is seated in front of him, with
the assistant bishops. This lasts for
some time in perfect silence. One of
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"the bishops then rises, and begs the

archbishop, in Latin, to raise the elected
to the onus Episcopatus. The archbishop
asks for the Apostolic mandate. It is
read by a secrefary, and then the arch-
bishop administers the oath, which is
long and highly curious. After that
comes a remarkable catechism, to which
the elected has to answer; and every
time he answers he rises slightly from his
seat. The catechism over, the elected
i3 conducted between the bishops to the
archbishop, whose hand he kisses, kneel-
ing. The archbishop turns to the altar
with the bishops, and confesses; then
kisses the altar and incenses it ; after
which he returns to his seat.

There is another altar, lower down,
for the elected, and there he says mass,
but before that he is invested with some
pontificial ornaments. Then all chant
the great Litany of the Saints, the arch-
bishop on his knees with all the bishops,
and the elected, this time, prostrate on
his face. It is strange to see that figure,
habited so splendidly, stretched motion-
less on the ground whilst the slow,
monotonous chant goes forward, and one
wonders whether it will ever have -an
end.

It does end, however, at last, and
then the archbishop stands erect before
his chair, and the elected falls on his
knees before him. Then they open a
great copy of the Gospels, and put the
open book on the head and shoulders of
the elected, clothing him with it as it
were. A chaplain behind him keeps
the book from falling.

The archbishop and the assistant-
bishops touch the head of the elected,
saying, “Receive thou the Holy Ghost.”
And the archbishop, first taking the
mitre off, prays, standing. Towards the
close of the long prayer comes an allusion
to the splendour of the Hebrew sacer-
dotal costume, which the Roman Church
loves to recall in justification of her own
magnificence.

Then they tie a white napkin round
the head of the elected, who is now
anointed by the archbishop. After
unction, the archbishop prays for the
new prelate ; and then come an anthem
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and psalm, both recalling the anointing
of Aaron. They tie a long white napkin
round the new bishop’s neck, and his
hands are next anointed. Now that the
hands are anointed, they are fit to hold
the crozier, which, being blessed, is given
to the elected ; then the consecrated ring
is placed upon his finger. All this time
the elected has been under the book of
the Gospels, which is now removed.
Then the archbishop kisses the elected,
and so do the other bishops, and the new
bishop returns to his own altar, where
his head is wiped with bread and linen,
and his hair combed with a curious
antique comb, which has served that
purpose for ever so many centuries.
Then he washes his hands; and the
archbishop, seated in his arm-chair, also
washes his. The archbishop takes the
the sacrament, and administers it to the
elected, at the high altar. Then he
blesses the new bishop’s mitre, and then
comes the great moment when the mitre
is finally placed by the three prelates on
the new prelate’s head. Lastly, the
Episcopal gloves are blessed and the
ring is taken off, and the gloves put
on, and the ring put on again out-
side the glove. And now a hymn is
sung, and the new bishop walks in pro-
cession all through the chureh, splendid
with jewelled mitre and silver crozier,
blessing the people as he goes.

Such is a bare and naked outline of
the ceremony. But how shall I paint it
in words —how tell of the gleaming of
the golden vestments, and the coloured
light that fell upon them from the lofty
windows of the apse A group of bishops
in full pontificals, close to the high altar
in one of the noblest cathedrals the
Gothic ages have left us, is a rare and
wonderful sight—a sight never to be
seen in England, and marvellous to our
eyes. Yet one thing still was wanting.
The splendid bishops and the Gothic
architecture agreed quite well together;
but what of the people? I longed for
the costumes of the middle ages—for the
knights with silken robes over their
armour, and ladies dressed in rich em-
broideries, sitting gorgeous, like illu-
mined queens in missals, or like Ksther

on the tapestry in the Treasury here,
where she is innocently represented as
a magnificent Burgundian dame of the
thirteenth century.

So much for the artistic impressions ;
philosophical reflections the reader may
not particularly care to hear. But one
thing struck me as curious. In the mid-
dle of the choir sat Monsieur Leverrier,
the astronomer—a person who holds, I
believe,the heretical doctrine of the revo-
lution of the earth, and who has pre-
sumed to add a planet to the discoveries
of a profane science. Leverrier and the
bishops seemed incongruous elements,
and I looked at his sharp, intelligent face,
to see whether it indicated a devout or
a critical spirit. It seemed lively and
interested, but not devout. Well for
you, Monsieur Leverrier, that you live
now rather than in the days of Galileo,
or you might not only have beheld
pontifieal splendour, but felt pontifical
power! There are dungeons under the
Synodal Hall here, good for heterodox
teachers !

Another spectator was more affected.
There was a woman at a little distance
from me, and exactly opposite a thick
pillar, so that for most of what passed
she had to trust the accounts of her
neighbours ; and, indeed, except for the
emotions excited by feeling herself
physically present at the ceremony, she,
poor thing, might just as well have been
at home. She kept up a perpetual stream
of the most eager inquiries as to what
was going on, which she directed to
everybody who would pay any attention
to her. “What is he doing now? Is
he really anointed? What is the arch-
bishop saying now—is he praying for
him? Are his hends anointed now?
and have they given him the crozier?
Al ! to think—to. think that he holds
the crozier ! Ah me! I have confessed to
him many and many a time ! And what
are they doing now ?—the ring—ah yes,
the ring !—have they put it on? and,
—what do you say t—have they taken
the Gospels off his back ? Ah me ! and
the archbishop has kissed him—and the
other bishops, have they kissed hir tco ?
Ah, to think that he is really a bishop



136

now! O God, I thank Thee that I have
lived to see this day !”

To this woman, you may be sure, the
pageant was anything but tedious or
overdone. To an wmdieducated Protestant
it would seem absdrd, if not sinful. To
a spectator who thinks, it is merely
an anachronism. We must remember
that the Roman Church holds the prin-
ciple that splendid public worship is
a sacrifice of wealth highly acceptable
to -God—a principle which, whether
right or wrong, has been held by all re-
ligions except the Protestant. Now,
once admit this principle, and where are
you to stop? Iven Protestants dress
well to go to church ; and, as Protestant
ladies consider handsome bonnets and
fine shawls a fit expression of respect
for the house of God, so, I imagine,
might a pure-minded prelate don his
glittering mitre and golden cope on
entering the presence of his Master. As
for our archbishop, splendid as he is
when on duty before the altar, he is
as simple as Wellington at home. His
income, to hegin with, is exactly the
tenth part of the income of an English
archbishop ; yet this income, moderate
as it is, might procure him luxuries
which he denies himself. For instance,
he does not even keep a carriage, bpt
(though always ill and infirm), whenever
he has to go into the country, Aon-
seigneur goes in a hired fly. One day
I called upon him, and found him at
work, in the infervals of suffering, in a
room altogether destitute of luxary, and
with no comfort except a fire, a plain
arm-chair or two, and perfect cleanliness.
The servant who opened the door was as
simple as his master, and quietly tucked
his blue apron round his waist before
conducting me into the presence of
Monseigneur. 1t is true that the Arch-
bishop of Canterbury does not wear
such gorgeous pontificals as his brother
of Sens, but in all the splendour of this
world he outshines him infinitely.

As to the effect of religious pageantry
on the mind, I suppose our age has out-
lived it, and it is only artists and poets,
or very devout women, who feel it occa-
sionally still. Even royalty has all but
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abandoned its costume, and kings make
little use of their regalia, preferring for
public occasions some military uniform,
and for private ones the ordinary dress
of a gentleman. But in the preceding
ages the visible splendour of high office
was an effectual strengthening of the
hands of rulers, both civil and ecclesi-
astical, and therefore they wisely paid
great attention to it.

It was a fine sight when the proces-
sion left the cathedral, and the great
doors, eight hundred years old, were
opened before the new bishop. There
were real monks, with shaven heads and
bare feet, such as we see in pictures,
and the four prelates, in full pontificals,
with all their attendant priests, followed
by hundreds of chanting seminarists.
A good many women were waiting
about the door to have their babies
blest by the new bishop; but in one
respect the scene differed strangely from
what it would have been in the middle
ages. Themen did not kneel. The men
are not Catholics.

Some modern writer has complained
bitterly of the separation of the sexes
by -their different systems of thought
and education. In France the sepa-
ration is very wide. The women, gene-
rally, are Catholics—the men, generally,
Deists.! 1 have often tried to get accu-
rately at the real state of opinion, but it
is not very easy. This much, however,
is certain, that most educated Trench-
men are Deists of a type not unfairly
represented by M. Renan, and that
nearly all Frenchwomen in good society
observe the rites of the Church of
Rome. The boys are Catholics when
in petticoats, but turn Deists generally
between fifteen and seventeen, and remain
s0 all their lives. This difference is, of
course, a cause of much estrangement
in families, because a Catholic lady finds
on ccrtain subjects a companionship in
her confessor which she lacks in her
husband.

1 Within a radius of one hundred miles
round Paris. Inthe mountainousand southern
districts, and generally in places not having
much communication with Paris, Catholicism
is still a great power, even over men.
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These facts may serve to account for
what may seem such strange contra-
dictions in modern France. The position
of the Church, for instance, is both
very weak and very strong. The direct
power of the Church of Rome in France
is infinitely smaller than that of the
English Church in England, because
the men are openly against it ; but its
indirect power, through the confessional,
is still very considerable. For instance,
the English Church in England is strong
enough to repress the utterance of hete-

rodox opinions in general society, but in -

French society such opinions are dis-
cussed with perfect freedom. On the
other hand, such is the influence of
the Roman Church in France over the
women, that fathers who hate the priests
find themselves nevertheless compelled
to let their daughters confess them-
selves to priests, because a girl who
should omit the premiére communion
would find her position amongst women
perfectly unendurable. And, as Catholi-
cism in women is comme il faut, many
men in France like girls for being Ca-
tholics, the more bigoted the better,
though it is difficult to see how any
union can be intellectually complete
between persons who differ so widely on
such an important subject as religion.
As to morality, I think there can be
no doubt that France, on the whole, is
a more immoral country than England ;
but it is an interesting fact that French
mothers dread sending their boys to
London, for fear of the dear innocent
youths being contaminated by our bad
example. The more ignorant French,
too, have a horror of the shocking con-
duct of English girls, whom they look
upon as lost to all sense of decency and
propriety. Our institution of divorce,
though really intended to work in the
interests of morality itself, is looked
upon by all well-bred Frenchwomen as
abominably wrong and immoral ; and
they say it is hypocritical to affect to
consider marriage divine and eternal,
when, by our Divorce Court, we have
virtually reduced it to a connexion
binding only during good behaviour. I
think an unprejudiced observer would
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come to the conclusion that between
young Englishmen and young IFrench-
men there is really very little difference,
but that (in spite of our divorce scandals)
marriage is less generally respected by
our neighbours than by us. That is
about a fair statement of the case.

Frenchwomen are generally veryactive
in their houses, giving the whole of the
morning to busy superintendence of
their servants. French ladies, even rich
ones, are often excellent cooks. Their
kitchens are pretty laboratories, with
tiny charcoal fires sunk in tables of clean
porcelain, and rows of many-sized cop-
per-pans, shining like gold. The ques-
tion as to whether a lady can cook, and
still be conventionally a lady, is beyond
my depth ; but that a woman may be
accomplished in all houschold duties,
and still be both cultivated in mind and
noble in feeling, is proved by many
examples. Tugénie de Guérin is a
good instance ; but the French provinces
abound with such. Charles Dickens
had a very telling bit once about the
De Quelquechoses, the great point of
which was that Madame was to be seen
in a morning in a plain dress, hard at
work with her servants, to the astonish-
ment of some English ladies, who visited
her. And quite right too. Probably
she was far too sensible a dame to run
the risk of soiling a handsome dress ; so
she wore a plain print (often washed)
when she was busy in the house, and
reserved her better things for the draw-
ing-room.}

The Church has survived the noblesse,
and the bishops are the only noblesse
which still, in ordinary conversation,
receives the title of seigneur. This is
perhaps due to the fact that episcopal
rank is official and not hereditary, the
natural tendency of democracy being to
elevate official rank by making it the
ounly distinction. It is difficult for an
Lnglishman to realize how exceedingly
unimportant in France are even the
most ancient and authentic titles of

1 Ten to one, too, she wore a clean white
cap to keep the dust from her hair; which, to
English eyes, completes the resemblance to a
servant.
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nobility. . Whether you are Count
de B. or Marquis de B., you are always
spoken of as Monsieur de B. Let the
reader imagine how much title would be
cheapened in England if our peers were
always spoken of as Mister so-and-so,
and if the public knew and cared as
little about their titles of nobility as it
does at present about their coats of
arms.

The Café, an institution so dear to
Frenchmen, flourishes even in this little
city. One night I went with a friend
to a café here, and heard something new.
‘We had hardly been there five minutes
when our talk was interrupted by a
shrill sound, so strange as to startle us
all, and break at once the varied threads
of at least twenty conversations. What
could it be? It continued, like the
warbling of a nightingale, and then burst
into a wild, sad melody, softly and ten-
derly executed, as if on a flute. Still
we felt that it was not a flute, nor yet a
bird. It came, apparently, from a youth
seated at a little table by himself in the
middle of the café. He was playing
upon his hands, using no other instru-
ment. He went on, and executed
several airs from well-known operas—at
first with taste and truth; then, after-
wards, when he got tired, he began to
play out of tune. Still it is very won-
derful to be able to make so efficient a
musical instrumeni out of one’s two
hands. The young man turned out to
be a Portuguese, called Ferreira.!

1 He does not whistle at all ; it is pure flute-
playing: The notes are produced on the left
hand, and he plays upon it with his right.
The four fingers of the left hand are opened
like the letter V; two fingers on each side.
The mouth is inserted in the opening, so that
the tips of the fingers come near the eyes.
The thumb of the right hand is placed ou the
palm of the left, and the fingers play freely,
as it seems, in the air; but they affect every
note. If the reader attempts to produce a
musical sound that way he will probably fail,
but Ferrcira produces two octaves and a half.
His fortissimo is tremendously strong, and his
pianissimo as faint as the distant warbling of
alark. His musical art is very unequal ; he
soon tires himself, and, when tired, loses
Pprecision,

Ferreira intends to visit London after Paris.
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Besides a great many cafés, and a
funny little theatre, Sens supports two
establishments of baths. At any hour
of the day or night you may have a bath
brought to your house, with water ready
heated, and carried up into your bedroom
—for the moderate price of seven pence
halfpenny before 10 p.m., and a shilling
and a halfpenny after. The little old
French washhand basons and cream jugs
are of course detestable, but the big
cheap warm bath is a capital cleanser.

The French are wonderfully fond of
bathing. All the ladies and gentlemen
here meet early on the fine summer
mornings (between five and eight o’clock)
to bathe in the river—in full costumes,
of course. The ladies who happen to
be well made, look graceful enough in
their pretty bathing dresses, but the
meagre ones and the corpulent ones do
not appear to advantage. The gentle-
men teach their wives and sisters to
swim, and there is an old sailor who
gives regular lessons all the summer
through. They stay in the water very
long, and try to swim very energetically.
Their perseverance is often rewarded by
considerable proficiency in that accom-
plishment.

Enormous rafts of wood come down
the river, and it is curious to see how two
men can manage them. One stands at the
bow and another at the stern. The man
in front has a thick pole that he- puts
into the water, so that one end rests on
the river’s bed and the other is caught
under a ledge contrived for it in the side
of the raft. The end of the raft then
takes a leap, exactly as a man does with
a leaping pole. It is raised out of.the
water, and at the same time pushed aside.
By repeating this operation at the four
corners of the raft, whenever necessary,
it is easily guided. . These rafts, somc-
times several hundred feet long, are
picturesque objects, with their little huts
and the smoke of their fires rising from
a vast flow of half submerged wood. At
night the rafts are moored by the river
shore, and then their bright fires are
highly desirable as warnings to belated

Perhaps some English Barnum may make
money of him; let us hope, also, for him.
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canotiers. One very dark night, when I
was rowing homewards down the stream
at speed, my boat (a delicate one, by
Picot of Asnires), came into collision
with one of these rafts whose fires were
out. Luckily, the boat rose upon the
raft, and received no injury ; but Thad a
Frenchman with me whose nervous sys-
tem experienced such a shock that he has
never stepped into it since.

The great Pear boats are a wonderful
sight. I have seen as many pears at
once, in the boats, and on the quay, as
would cover the floor of Westminster
Hall a foot deep; and all these pears
were gathered in a little cirle round Sens.
Indeed I never saw a place with a market
so abundantly supplied in proportion to
the population. M. Déligand, the maire,
having been struck by the same idea,
took the trouble to get some statistics,
which he gave me. The population is
now about 11,000. On the Monday
market twenty thousand dozens of eggs
are sold, and six thousand strangers
come into the town, bringing with them
fifteen hundred carts. Fancy a propor-
tionate influx of strangers into London
once a week ! and imagine, if you can,
a proportionate quantity of eggs! And
not only for its boundless abundance
but its delightful variety is this market
astonishing to an Englishman. You find
so many good things that the wonder is
how such a little town can eat them up.
The secret is that Sens is one of the
feeders of Paris, whose provision-mer-
chants and fruiterers buy largely.

The name of our maire, M. Déligand,
reminds me of one of his chief fune-
tions, that of marrying people ; and this
brings me to the marriage of the Rosidre.
The Rosiere is a girl who bears a rose
awarded to her by the authorities for
her good character. Amongst the blame-
less virgins of the place they try to
choose the most deserving. She gets a
little dowry of twenty-four pounds, lett
by will for the purpose, and is married
publicly with great éclat by the maire
on the feast of the Assumption. I was
present at the last marriage of the kind
in the Hotel de Ville. The court-yard
was lined by a corps of Sapeurs Pom-

prers (the Fire Brigade), in full military
uniform, with a band. The maire and
sous-préfét came in splendid ceremonial
costume, All the municipal council and
official persons were present. We waited
some time for the fair bearer of the rose.
At last she came, with her betrothed—a.
quiet girl, not particularly good-looking,
and evidently rather bothered by the
publicity of the ceremony. It must
indeed have been very trying for her,
the centre of all eyes, ‘the subject of-
innumerable comments. I think she
earned her little dowry. Not every
maiden would face that ordeal for the.
sum of four-and-twenty pounds.

At the Hotel de Ville, where the
marriage took place, is a library and
little museum, whose chief treasures
are some relics of Napoleon's life at
St. Helena. One is a copy of Beatson’s
map of St. Helena, on which Napoleon
had traced some plan of escape in red
lines. He was hesitating, perhaps,
between Europe and Brazil, for both
words occur, in his handwriting. A
still more interesting ohject is an atlas,
with a map of a part of Asia in it, pn
which Napoleon’s red line runs from
Cairo to the Indus. On the margin at
the right hand are a good many figures
in his handwriting :—

30,000.

22,000 infanterie.

4,700 caval.

3—— artill.
On the left is a rough calculation of
time required. There is also Fleury de
Chaboulon’s book of Memoirs, with
Napoleon’s critical notes. His writing,
at first sight apparently rather uneat, is
in reality very difficult to read. Though
well nsed to French scribblings of all
sorts, I never met with a more illegible
hand.

I mentioned my painting-tent in a
preceding paper. I have had a little
camp on the heights for the autumnal
months, guarded by a promising youth
who had just come out of prison when
I engaged him, and enlisted for a soldier-
when I wanted him no longer. One
morning, on going to my work, it struck
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me that Jacob looked unusually grave ;
and, indeed, he had a long story ready
ahout somebody who had fired upon the
painting-tent. Surely enough the tent
was riddled with shot ; but I felt in-
clined to believe that Jacob himself,
who had a gun for his protection, had
- been, by accident or carelessness, the
real author of the injury. A much more
serious annoyance was the number of
spectators, who thronged from all parts
4o see the tent; and they all made ex-
actly the same remarks that the Lanca-
shire peasants used to make. The Lan-
«castrians said, “ He’s makin’ a map,” the
Burgundians say, « Il tire un plan.” The
Lancastrians said, “Isn’t it cold of a
neet ?” the Burgundians say, “7l dout
faire froid la nuit”” The Lancastrians
said, “ It's tinkers.” The Burgundians,
“(Ce sont des chaudronniers.”” In the
course of two months and ahalf thousands
of people came to see the tent, and, as
they all said exactly the same things and
asked exactly the same questions, their
visits were less amusing to me than to
them. One day came mounted gen-
darmes, armed and terrible. TFeeling
perfectly guiltless, I paid no attention
to their cries ; so one of them, forced
to dismount, came heavily on foot,
ascending the steep against his will
When he got to the tent at last he was
very much out of breath, and out of
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temper too. It appeared that my im-
prudent Jacob had been amusing him-
self with shooting in the air, and that
the shot had fallen on a gentleman on
horseback (riding leisurely on the public
road below), and that the horse, unac-
customed to that sort of rain, had been
unpleasantly restive in consequence. So
the gentleman had lodged a complaint,
and Jacob got severely reprimanded,
which didn’t seem to affect his serenity.
Indeed, I never saw a youth endowed
with such enviable serenity of mind.
Scolding had no effect upon him ; and
he had a little, jaunty, self-satisfied
manner which never failed him under
the most trying circumstances. It was
capital to hear him tell the story of his
imprisonment, and the fight which led
to it. He had been dancing at an open-
air ball, and some bourgeois in tailcoats
had resented the intrusion of Jacob and
one or two other blouses. On this the
blouses maintained their rights; and,
when the police came to see what was
the matter, the gallant blouses fought
both the tail-coats and the police. Who
would not fight bravely in such a posi-
tion, inflamed with wine, and under the
very eyes of beauty? DBut the blouses
were vanquished and marched off to
prison, and the hated bourgeois danced
in triumph.
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A SON OF THE SOIL.
PART VIL

CHAPTER XIX.

CoLiN never ascertained what were the
events immediately succeeding his plunge

into the canal ; all he could recall dimly .

of that strange crisis in his life was a
sense of slow motion in which he him-
self was passive, and of looking up at
the stars in a dark-blue, frosty, winterly
sky, with a vague wonder in his mind
how it was that he saw them so clearly,
and whether it was they or he that
moved. Afterwards, when his mind be-
came clear, it grew apparent to him that
he must have opened his eyes for a
moment while he was being carried
home ; but there intervened a period
during which he heard nothing dis-
tinctly, and in which the only clear
point to him was this gleam of starlight,
and this accompanying sense of motion,
which perplexed his faculties in his
weakness. While he lay feverish and
unconscious lie kept repeating, to the
amazement of the bystanders, two stray
lines which had no apparent connexion
with any of the circumstances surround-
ing him.
“Fach with its little space of sky,
And little lot of stars,”

poor Colin said to himself over and over,
without knowing it. It had been only
for a moment that he opened his eyes
out of the torpor which was all but
death, but that moment was enough to
colour all the wanderings of his mind
while still the weakness of the body
dominated and overpowered it. Like a
picture or a dream, he kept in his recol-
lection the sharp, frosty glimmer, the
cold twinkling of those passionless, dis-
tant lights, and with it a sense of rushing
air and uriversal chill, and a sound and
sense of wending his way between
rustling hedges, though all the while he
was immovable. That feeling remained
with him till he woke from a long sleep

one afternoon when the twilight was
setting in, and found himself in a room
which was not his own room, lying in a
great bed hung with crimsen curtains,
which were made still more erimson by
a ruddy glow of fire-light which flashed
reflections out of the great mirror oppo-
site the end of the bed. Colin lay
a while in a pause of wonder and admira-
tion when he woke. The starlight went
out of his eyes and the chill out of his
frame, and a certain sense of languid
comfort came over him. When he said,
“Where am I?” faintly, in a voice
which he could scarccly recognise for
his own, two'women rose hastily and
approached him. One of these was
Lady Frankland, the other a nurse.
While the attendant hurried forward to-
see if he wanted anything, Lady Frank-
land took his hand and pressed it warmly
in both hers. “You shall hear all about
it to-morrow,” she said, with the tears in
her eyes; “mnow you will do well, but
you must not exert yourself to-night.
We have all been so anxious about
you. Hush, hush! You must take
this; you must not ask any more
questions to-night.” What he had to-
take was some warm jelly, of which
he swallowed a little, with wonder
and difficulty. He did not understand
what had befallen, or how he had
been reduced to this invalid condition.
“ Hush, hush! you must not ask any
questions to-night,” said Lady Frank-
land; and she went to the door as if to
leave the room, and then came back
again and bent over Colin and kissed his
forehead, with her eyes shining through
tears. ‘““God bless you and reward you!”
she said, smiling and crying over him;
“you will do well now—you have a
mother’sblessing and a mother’sprayers,”
and with these strange words she went
away hastily, as if not trusting herself to
say more. Colin lay back on his pillow
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with his mind full of wonder, and, catch-
ing at the clue she had given him, made
desperate feeble efforts to piece it out,
and get back again into his life. He
found it so hard figliting through that
moment of starlight which still haunted
him, that he had to go to sleep upon it,
but by-and-bye woke up again when all
was silent-—when the light was shaded,
and the nurse reclining in an easy chair,
and everything betokened night—and
lying awake for an hour or two, at last
began to gather himself up, and recollect
what had happened. He had almost
leaped from. his bed when he recalled
the scene by the canal—his conviction
that Frankland had gone down, his own
desperate plunge. But Colin was past
leaping from his bed, for that time af
least. He followed out this recollection,
painfully trying to think what had
occurred. Was Harry Frankland alive
or dead? Had he himself paused too
long on the brink, and was the heir of
Wodensbourne gone, out of all his privi-
leges and superiorities? That was the
interpretation that appeared most likely
to Colin. It seemed to him to explain
Lady Frankland’s tears and pathos of
gratitude. The tutor had suffered in his
attempt to save the son, and the parents,
moved by the tenderness of grief, were
thankful for his ineffectual efforts. As
he lay awake in the silence, it appeared
to him that this was the explanation,
and he too thought with a certain pathos
and compunction of Harry—his instinct-
ive rival, his natural opponent. Was
it thus he had fallen, so near the begin-
ning of the way—snatched out of the
life which had so many charms, so many
advantages for him? As Colin lay alone
in the silence, his thoughts went out to
that unknown life into which he could
not but imagine the other young man,
who was yesterday-——was it yesterday?—
as strong and life-like as himself, had
passed so suddenly. Life had never
seemed so fair, so bright, so hopeful to
himself as while he thus followed with
wistful eyes the imaginary path of Harry
into the unknown awe and darkness.
The thought touched him deeply, pro-
foundly, with wistful pity, with wonder
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and ingniry. Where was he now, this
youth who had so lately been by his
side? Had he found out those problems
that trouble men for their life long?
Had existence grown already clear and
intelligible to the eyes which in this
world had cared but little to investi-
gate its mysteries? While Colin’s mind
was thus occupied, it occurred to him
suddenly to wonder why he himself was
soill and so feeble. He had no inclina-
tion to get up from the bed on which he
lay. Sometimes he coughed, and the
cough pained him ; his very breathing
was a fatigue to him now and then. As
he lay pondering this new thought,
curious half-recollections, as of things
that had happened in a dream, came
into Colin’s mind; visions of doctors
examining some one—he scarcely knew
whether it was himself or another—and
of conversations that had been held
over his bed. As he struggled through
these confusing mazes of recollection or
imagination, his head began to ache and
his heart to beat; and finally his un-
easy movenlents woke the nurse, who
was alarmed and would not listen to any
of the questions he addressed to her.
“My lady told you as you'd hear every
thing to-morrow,” said Colin’s attendant ;
¢“for goodmess gracious sake take your
draught, do, and lie still ; and don’t go
a-moidering and a-bothering, and take
away a poor woman's character, as was
never known to fall asleep before,
nor wouldn’t but for thinking you was
better and didn’t want nothing.” It was
strange to the vigorous young man, who
had never been in the hands of a nurse
in his life, to feel himself constrained to
obey—to feel, indeed, that he had no
power to resist, but was reduced to utter
humiliation and dependence, he could
not tell how. He fell asleep afterwards,
and dreamed of Harry Frankland drown-
ing, and of himself going down, down
through the muddy, black water—always
down, in giddy circles of descent, as if it
were bottomless. When he woke again
it was morning, and his attendant was
putting his room to rights, and disposed
to regard himself with more frieadly
eyes. ““Don’t you go disturbing of your-
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self,” said the nurse, “and persuading of
the doctor as you ain’t no better. You’re
a deal better, if he did but know it.
What'’s come to you? It’sall along of
falling in the canal that night along of
Mr. Harry. If you takes care and don’t
get no more cold, you'll do well.”

“ Along with Mr. Harry—poor Harry !
—and he—*" said Colin. His own voice
sounded very strange to him, thin and
far-off, like a shadow of its former self.
‘When he asked this question, the pro-
foundest wistful pity filled the young
man’s heart. He was sorry to the depths
of his soul for the other life which
had, he supposed, gone out in darkness.
“Poor Frankland!” he repeated to him-
self, with an action of mournful regret.
IHe had been saved, and the other lost.
So he thought, and the thought went
to his heart.

“ Mr. Harry was saved, sir, when you
was drownded,” said the nurse, who was
totally unconscious of Colin’s feelings ;
“he’s fine and heartyagain, is Mr. Harry.
Bless you, a ducking ain’t nothing to
him. As for you,” continued the woman,
going calmly about her occupations—
“they say it wasn’t the drowning, it
was the striking against 5

“T understand,” said Colin. He
stopped her further explanations with a
curious sharpness which he was not
responsible for, at which he himself
wondered. Wasnot he glad that Harry
Frankland lived ? But then, to be sure,
there came upon him the everlasting
contrast—the good fortune and unfail-
ing luck of his rival, who was well and
hearty, while Colin, who would have
been in no danger but for him, lay help-
lessin bed! Hebegan to chafe at himseclf,
as he lay, angry and helpless, submitting
to the nurse’s attentions. 'What a poor
weakling anybody must think him, to

fall ill of the ducking which had done-

no harm to Harry ! He felt ridiculous,
contemptible, weak — which was the
worst of all—thinking with impatience
of the thanks which presently Lady
Frankland would come to pay him, and
the renewed obligations of which the
family would be conscious. If he only
could get up, and get back to his own
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room ! But, when he made the attempt,
Colin was glad enough to fall back again
upon his pillows, wondering and dis-
mayed. Harry was well, and had taken
no harm ; what could be the meaning of
Lis sudden unlooked-for weakness?

Lady Frankland came into the room,
as he had foreseen, while it was still
little more than daylight of the winter
morning. She had always been kind to
Colin—indifferently, amiably kind, for
the most part, with a goodness which
bore no particular reference to him, but
sprang from her own disposition solely.
This time there was a change. She sat
down by his side with nervous, wistful
looks, with an anxious, almost frightened
expression. She asked him how he was
with a kind of tremulous tenderness, and
questioned the nurse as to how he had
slept. “T am so glad to hear you have
had a refreshing sleep,” she said, with
an anxious smile, and even laid her soft
white hand upon Colin’s and caressed it
as his own mother might have done,
while she questioned his face, his aspect,
his looks, with the speechless scrutiny
of an anxious woman. Somehow these
looks, which were so solicitous and wist-
ful, made Colin more impatient than
ever.

“I am at a loss to understand why I
am lying here,” he said, with a forced
smile ; “ T used to think I could stand
a ducking as well as most people. It is
humiliating to find myself laid up like
a child by a touch of cold water——”

“Oh, Mr. Campbell, pray don't say
so,” said Lady Frankland ; it was not
the cold water ; you know you struck
against Oh, how can we thank
you enough !—how can I even now ex-
press my gratitude ! ” said the poor lady,
grasping his hands in both hers, her
eyes filling unawares with tears.

¢““There is no need for gratitude,” said
Colin, drawing away his hand with an
impatience which he could not have
explained. “I am sorry to find myself
such a poor creature that I have to be
nursed, and give you trouble. Yourson
is all right, I hear.” This he said with an
effort at friendliness which cost him some
trouble. He scorned to seem to envy the -
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young favourite of fortune, but it was
annoying to feel that the strength he was
secretly proud of had given way at so
slight a trial. He turned his face a little
more towards the wall, and away from
Harry’s mother, as he spoke.

¢ Oh, yes,” said Lady Frankland, “he
is quite well, and he is very, very grateful
to you, dear Mr. Campbell. Believe me,
we are all very grateful Harry is so
shy, and he has never once had an op-
portunity to pay you that—that atten-
tion which you deserve at his hands, and
it showed such noble and disinterested
regard on your part——"

“Pray don’t say so,” said Colin,
abruptly ; “you make me uncomfortable ;
there was no regard whatever in the
case.”

“Ah, yes ! you say so to lighten our
sense of obligation,” said Lady Frank-
land. “It is so good, so kind of you.
And when I think what it has made you
suffer—but I am suro you will believe
that there is nothing we would not do
to show our gratitude. If you were our
- own son neither Sir Thomas nor I could
be more anxious. We have sent for
Sir Apsley Wendown, and I hope he
will arrive to-day ; and we have sent for
your dear mother, Mr. Campbell.”

¢ My mother ?” said Colin. He was
so much startled that he raised himself
up on his pillows without thinking, and
as he did so was seized by a horrible
pain which took away his breath. “Sir
Apsley Wendown and my mother?
‘What does it mean?” the young man
said gasping, as he managed to slide
down again into his former recumbent
position, “ Am I ill% or does all this
commiotion arise simply from an un-
looked-for ducking and a knock against
the side of the canal” He got this out
with difficulty, though he strove with
all his'might to conceal the trouble it
gave him ; then he turned his eyes to
Lady Frankland, who sat wringing her
hands and full of agitation by his bed-
side. The poor lady had altogether lost
her good-natured and amiable composure.
‘Whatever she had to say to him, what-
ever the character of the communication
might be, disturbed ler greatly. She
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wrung her hands, gave a painful hurried
glance at him, and then withdrew her
eyes from his inquiring looks. All this
time Colin lay impatient, looking at her,
wondering, with a sharp sensation of
anger, what she could have to say.

“Dear Mr. Campbell,” she said at
length, “youareill; you have been wan-
dering and insensible. Oh, itis hard to
think you are suffering for your good-
ness, suffering for us! We could not
trust you to our doctor here after we
knew ; we thought it best to have the
best advice, and we thought you would
prefer to have your mother. I would
have nursed you myself and tended you
night and day,” said Lady Frankland,
with enthusiasm ; “I owe you that and
a great deal more ; you who have saved
my dear boy.”

“What is the matter with me?” said
Colin. It appeared to him as if a great
cloud was rolling up over the sky,
throwing upon him a strange and omi-
nous shadow. He scarcely heard what
she said. He did not pay any attention
to her. 'What was Henry Frankland’s
mother to him, or her thanks, or the
things she was willing to do to show
her gratitude? He wanted to know
why he was lying there powerless, unable
to move himsclf. That was the first
thing to be thought of. As for Lady
Frankland, she wrung her hands again,
and hesitated more and more.

“I hope God will reward you,” said
the agitated woman; “I would give
everything I have in the world to see
you well and strong as you were when
you came here. Ob, Mr. Campbell, if
you only could know the feeling that is
in all our hearts!” It was her kind-
ness, her reluctance to give him pain,
her unfeigned distress, that made her
prolong Colin’s suspense, and drive him
frantic with these exasperating pro-
fessions of regard, for which, true as they
doubtless were, he did 1ot care.

“T suppose I've broken some of my
bones,” said Colin ; “it would be real
kindness if you would tell me what is
the matter. Will it take a long time to
mend me? I should be glad to know,
at least, what it is,”
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Impelled by his looks and his tone,
Lady Frankland burst into her state-
ment at last. “You have broken some
of your ribs,” she said, “but I don't
think that is of so much importance ;
Sir Apsley, when he comes, will tell us.
He is coming to-day and you are looking
so much better. It was old Mr. Eyre
who gave us such a fright yesterday.
He said your lungs had been injured
somehow, and that you might never—
that it might be a long time—that it
might keep you delicate ; but even if
that were the case, with care and a warm
climate—oh, Mr. Campbell! I think he
is mistaken ; he is always such a croaker.
I think—T hope—I am almost sure Sir
Apsley will set you all right.”

Again Colin had risen in his bed
with a little start. This time he was
scarcely sensible of the pain which
every motion caused him. He fancied
afterwards that for that moment his
heart stood still in his bosom, and the
pulses in his veins stopped beating.
The shock was so strange, so sudden, so
unlooked for. He sat up—struggled
up—upon his pillows, and instinctively
and unawares faced and confronted the
new Thing which approached him. In
that moment of strange consciousness
and revelation he felt that the intima-
tion was true—that his doom was sealed
and his days numbered. He did not
look at the anxious woman who was
wringing her hands by his bedside, nor
at any external object; but with an
irresistible impulse confronted dumbly
the new world—the changed existence.
‘When he laid himself down again it
seemed to Colin as if years had passed
over his head. e said some vague
words of thanks, without being very
well aware what he was saying, to
Lady Frankland, and then lay silent,
stunned and bewildered, like a man
who had received a blow. What she
said to him afterwards, or how long
she remained in the room, he was
scarcely aware of. Colin belonged to a
race which had no weak members; he
had been used to nothing but strength
and health—wholesome rural life and
vigour—all his days. He had even
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learned, without knowing it, to take a
certain pride in his own physical gifts,
and in those of his family, and to look
with compassionate contempt on people
who were “delicate” and obliged to
take care of themselves. The idea that
such a fate might by any possibility fall
to himself had never once occurred to
him. It was an impossible contingency
at which, even a week ago, the strong
young man, just entering upon the full
possession of his powers, would have
laughed, as beyond the range of imagi-
nation. e might die, no doubt, like
any other man—might be snatched out
of the world by violent disease or
sudden fever, as other strong men had
been ; but to have his strength stolen
from him while still his life remained
had appeared a thing beyond the bounds
of possibility to Colin. As he lay now,
stunned by this unlooked-for fall, there
came before his eyes, as vividly as if he
saw them in actual presence, the sick
people of his native district—the young
men and the young women who now
and then paid, even on the sweet shores
of the Holy Loch, the terrible toll which
consumption takes of all the nations of
the north. One of them, a young man
about his own age, who like himself
had been in training for the Scotch
Church, whom Colin had pitied with
all his kind heart—with the deepest
half-remorseful sense of his own superior
happiness—came before him with in-
tense distinctness as he lay silent-struck
by the cold shadow of fate. He could
almost have thought that he saw the
spectral attenuated form, with its hectic
cheeks, its thin, long, wasted hands, its
preternatural length of limb, seated in
the old, high-backed easy-chair which
harmonized well enough with the other
articles in the farmhouse parlour, but
would have been oddly out of place in
the room where Colin lay. All the
invalid’s life appeared to him in a
sudden flash of recollection—the kindly
neighbours’ visits ; the books and papers
which were lent him; the soup and
jellies which the minister’s wife and
the other ladies of the parish, few in
number as they were, kept him pro-
L
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vided with. Colin could even remember
his own periodical visits ; his efforts to
think what would interest the sick
man ; his pity, and wonder, and almost
contempt, for the patience which could
endure, and even take a pleasure in, the
poor comforts of the fading life. God
help him! was this what he himself
was coming to ? was this all he had to
anticipate ? Colin’s heart gave a strange
leap in his breast at the thought. A
sudden wild throb, a sense of something
intolerable, a cry against the fate which
was too hard, which could not be borne,
rose within him, and produced a mo-
mentary sickness which took the light
out of his eyes, and made everything
swim round him in a kind of dizzy
gloom. Had he been standing he would
have fallen down, and the bystanders
would have said he had fainted. DBut
he had mnot fainted; he was bitterly,
painfully conscious of everything. It
was only his heart that fluttered in his

reast like a wounded bird ; it was only
his mind that had been struck, and
reeled. So much absorbed was he that
he did not hear the voice of the nurse,
who brought him some invalid nourish-
ment, and who became frightened when
she got no answer, and shook him
violently by the arm. “ Lord bless us,
he’s gone,” exclaimed the woman ; and
she was but little reassured when her
patient turned upon her with dry lips
and a glittering eye. “I am not gone
yet,” said Colin; “there is no such
Iuck for me;” and then he began once
more to picture out to himself the sick
man at the Holy Loch, with the little
tray on” the table beside him, and his
little basin of soup. God help him!
was this how he was to be for all the
rest of his life ¢

This was how he sustained the first
physical shock of the intimation which
poor Lady Frankland had made to him
with so much distress and compunction.
It is hard enough at any time to receive
a sentence of death; yet Colin could
have died bravely had that been all that
was required of him. It was the life in
death thus suddenly presented before
his eyes that appalled his soul and made
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his heart sick. And after that, Heaven
knows, there were other considerations
still more hard to encounter. If we
were to say that the young man thus
stopped short in the heyday of his life
bethought himself immediately of what
is called preparation for dying, it would
be both false and foolish. Colin had a
desperate passage to make hefore he
came to that. As these moments, which
were like hours, passed on, he came to
consider the matter in its larger aspects.
But for Harry Frankland he would have
been in no danger, and now Harry
Frankland was safe, strong, and in the
full enjoyment of his life, while Colin
lay broken and helpless, shipwrecked at
the beginning of his career. Why was
it? Had God ordained this horrible
injustice, this cruel fate? As Colin
looked at it, out of the clouds that were
closing round him, that fair career which
was never to be accomplished stretched
bright before him, as noble a future as
ever was contemplated by man. It had
its drawbacks and disadvantages when
he looked at it a week before, and might,
perhaps, have turned out a common-
place life enough had it come to its daily
fulfilment ; but now, when it had sud-
denly become impossible, what a career
it seemed! Not of selfish profit, of
money-making, or personal advantage —
a life which was to be for the use of his
country, for the service of his Church,
for the furtherance of everything that
was honest and lovely, and of good
report, He stood here, stayed upon the
threshold of his life, and looked at it
with wonderand despair. This existence
God had cut short and put an end to,
Why? That another man might live
and enjoy his common-place pleasures—
might come into possession of all the
comforts of the world, might fill a high
position without knowing, without caring
for it ; might hunt, and shoot, and fall
asleep after dinner as his father had
done before him. In the great darkness
Colin’s heart cried out with a cry of
anguish and terrible surprise to the in-
visible, inexorable God, “Why? Why?”
'Was one of His creatures less dear, less
precious to Him than another, that He
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should make this terrible difference ?
The pure life, the high hopes, the human
purpose and human happiuess, were they
as nothing to the great Creator who had
brought them into being and suffered
them to bud and blossom only that He
might crush them with His hands?
Colin lay still in his bed, with his lips
set close and his eyes straining into that
unfathomable darkness. The bitterness
of death took possession of his soul—a
bitterness heavier, more terrible than
that of death. His trust, his faith, had
given way. God sat veiled upon his
awful throne, concealed by a horrible
cloud of disappointment and incompre-
hension.  Neither love nor justice,
neither mercy nor equal dealing, was in
this strange, unintelligible contrast of
one man’s loss and another man’s gain.
As the young man lay struggling in this
hour of darkness, the God of his youth
disappeared from him, the Saviour of his
childhood withdrew, a sorrowful shadow,
into the angry heavens. What was left ?
Was it a capricious Deity, ruled by
incomprehensible impulses of favour and
of scorn? Was it a blind and hideous
Chance, indifferent alike to happiness
and misery? Was it some impious
power, owning no everlasting rule of
right and wrong, of good and evil, who
trampled at its will upon the hearts and
hopes of men? Colin was asking him-
self these terrible questions when the
curtain was softly drawn, and a face
looked down upon him, in which ten-

derness and grief and pity had come to .

such a climax as no words could convey
any impression of. It was his mother
who stood beside him, stretching out
her arms like a pitying angel, yearning
over him with the anguish and the
impatience of love. Sometimes, surely,
the Master gives us in the fellowship of
His sufferings a human pang beyond
His own—the will to suffer in the stead
of those we love, without.the power.

CHAPTER XIX.

“Taey’rE awfu’ grateful, Colin—I canna
but say that for them,” said Mrs. Camp-
bell ; “and as anxious as if you were
their own son. I'll no undertake to say
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that T havena an unchristian feeling
myself to Harry Frankland ; but, when
you're a’ weel and strong, Colin,”—

“And what if I am never well and
strong 1”7 said the young man. His
mother’s presence had subdued and
silenced, at least, for a time, the wild
questions in his heart. She had taken
them upon herself, though he did not
know it. So far human love can
stretch its fellowship in the sufferings
of its Master,—not to the extent of full
substitution, of salvation temporal or
spiritual, but, at least, to a modified
deliverance. She had soothed her son
and eased him of his burden, but in so
doing had taken it to herself. The
eagle that had been gnawing his heart
had gone to fix its talons in hers; bub
she carried it like the Spartan, under
her mantle, and smiled while it rent
her in twain.

“ Whisht, whisht!” she said, in her
martyrdom of composure and calm
looks, and took her boy’s hand and
held it between hers—God only could
tell how fondly—with a firm, warm
grasp that seemed to hold him fast to
life. ¢ Colin, my man, it’s a’ in God’s
hands,” said the Mistress of Ramore ;
“whiles His ways are awfu’ mysterious.
T'm no one that proposes to read them,
or see a’thing plain, like some folk; but
I canna think He cver makes a mistake
or lets anything go by hazard. We'll
bide His time, Colin ; and who can tell
what mercy and goodness he may have
in His hand #”

“Mercy and goodness, or, perhaps,
the contrary,” said Colin. If he had
not been a little comforted and eased in
his heart, he would not have given
utterance to words which he felt to be
unchristian. But now, with his longing
to be soothed and to accept the soften-
ing influence which surrounded him,
came an impulse to speak, —to use
words which were even more strong.
than his feelings. As for his mother,
she was too thoughtful a woman, and
had in her own heart too heavy a burden,
to appear shocked by what he said.

“ Maybe what appears to us the
contrary,” she said, “though that maun

; L2
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be but an appearance, like most things
in this life, I'm no one to deny my
ain heart, or make a show as if I under-
stood the ways of the Lord, or could,
aye, in my poor way, approve of them,
if a mortal creature might daur to say
s0, Colin. There’s things He does that
appear a’ wrang to me—I canna but say
it. I’'m no doubting His wisdom nor yet
His love, but there’s mony a thing He
does that I canna follow, nor see ony-
thing in but loss and misery. But oh,
Colin, my bonnie man, that’s nae cause
for doubting Him ! He maun have His
ain reasons, and they maun be better
reasons than ours. If you'll close your
eyes, and try and get a sleep, I'll take a
breath of air to myself before night sets
in. I wasaye an awfu’ woman for the
air ; and eh, laddie! I think ye’ll be
thankful to get back to Ramore after
this dreary country, where there’s neither
hill nor glen—though maybe it might
be cauld for you in the spring, when
there’s so much soft weather,” said the
tender woman, smoothing his pillows,
and bending over him with her anxious
smile, “It minds me o’ the time when
you were my baby, Colin, to get you
into my hands again. They say a
woman’s aye a queen in a sick room,”
said the Mistress. Her smile was such
that tears would have been less sad ; and
she was impatient to be gone—to leave
her son’s bedside—because she felt her-
self at the furthest stretch of endurance,
and knew that her strained powers must
soon give way. Perhaps Colin, too,
understood what it was which made his
mother so anxious to leave him, for he
turned his face to the waning evening
light, and closed his eyes, and -after a
while seemed to sleep. When he had
lain thus quietly for some time, the poor
mother stole downstairs and outinto the
wintry twilight. Her heart was break-
ing in her tender bosom; her strength
had been strained to the utmost bounds
of possibility; and nature demanded at
least the relief of tears. Two days be-
fore she had been tranquil and content
in her peaceful life at home. When Sir
Thomas Frankland’s telegram came late
at night, like a sudden thunderbolt into
the quiet houss, the Holy Loch was
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asleep and at rest, cradled in sweet dark-
ness, and watched by fitful glances of
that moon for which Colin and his
friends had lookedi o guide them on the
night of the accident; and no means of
communicating with the world until the
morning was possible to the inhabitants
of Ramore. The anxious mother, whose
eyes had not been visited with sleep
through all the lingering winter night,
set off by dawn to thread her weary un-
accustomed way through all the mazes
of the railways which were to convey
her to Wodensbourne. She had neither
servant nor friend to manage for her ;
and no fine lady, accustomed to the
most careful guardianship, could be more
unused to the responsibilities of tra-
velling than Mrs. Campbell. ~ When
she arrived, it was to find her boy, her
firstborn, stretched helpless upon his
bed, to see the examination made by the
great doctor from London, to hear his
guarded statements, his feebly-expressed
hopes, which conveyed only despair—
and with that sudden arrow quivering
in her heart to undertake the duties of
a cheerful nurse—to keep smiling upon
Colin, telling him the news of the
parish, the events of the country ride,
as if her coming here had been a holi-
day. All this, together—though so
many women have borne it, and though
the Mistress of Ramore was able to bear
it, and more, for her boy’s sake—ivas
a hard strain upon her. When she
got downstairs into the air, the first
thing she did was to sit down on the
steps of the glass door which led into the
terrace and cry bitterly and silently. She
was alone among strangers, with scarcely
even a friendly feature of familiar nature
to give her a little confidence. The
aspect of the great house, stretching its
long wings and solemn front into the
twilight, containing a whole community
of people unknown to her, whose very
voices were strange and sounded like
a foreign tongue, completed the forlorn
sense she had of absence from every-
thing that could help or console ; and
when, in the restlessness of her musing,
she got up and began to walk about upon
that deserted terrace which Colin had
paced so often, all Colin’s questions,
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all his doubts, rushed with double force
and feminine passion into his mother’s
mind. As she pursued her nncertain
way, her eye was attracted by the lights
in the windows. One of them was
large and low, and so close upon the
terrace that she could not help seeing
the interior, and what was passing there.
Harry Frankland was standing by the
fire with ‘his cousin. The long billiard-
table behind them, and the cue which
Miss Matty still held in her hand, did
not enlighten Mrs. Campbell as to what
they had been doing. Matty had laid
her disengaged hand on her cousin’s
shoulder, and was looking up, as if plead-
ing for something, into bis face ; and
the fire-light which gleamed upon them
both, gave colour and brightness to the
two young faces, which seemed to the
sorrowful woman outside to be glowing
with health and love and happiness.
When Mrs. Campbell looked upon this
scene her heart cried out in her breast.
It was Colin’s question that came to her
lips as she hurried past in the cold
and the gathering darkness—“Why? Oh
God! why?” Her son struck to the earth
in the bloom of his young life—rooted
up like a young tree, or a silly flower—
and this youth, this other woman’s son,
taking the happiness which should have
been for Colin. Why was it ? The poor
woman called in her misery upon the
heavens and the earth to answer her—
Why % One deprived of all, another pos-
sessed of everything that soul of man
could desire —one heart smitten and rent
asunder, and another reposing in quiet
and happiness. As she went on in her
haste, without knowing where she went,
another window caughtthe Mistress’seye.
It was the nursery window where all the
little ones were holding high carnival.
Little boys and little girls, the younger
branches of the large happy family,
with again the light gleaming rosy over
their childish faces. The eldest of all
was having her toilette made for presen-
tation in the drawing-room, and at sight
of her another blow keen and poignant
went to Mrs. Campbell’s heart. Just
such a child had been the little maiden,
the little daughter who once made sun-
shine in the homely house of Ramore.
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It came upon the poor mother in the
darkness to think what that child would
have been to her now had she lived—
how her woman-child would have suf-
fered with her, wept with her, helped to
bear the burden of her woe. Her heart
yearned and longed in her new grief over
the little one who had been gone four
years. She turned away hastily from the
bright window and the gay groupandsank
down upon her knees on the ground
with a sob that came from her heart—
“Why ?oh, why?” God had His reasons,
but what were they? The agony of
loss, in which there seemed no possible
gain ; the bitterness of suffering, with-
out knowing any reason for it, over-
powered her. The contrast of her own
trouble with the happiness, the full pos-
session, the universal prosperity and com-
fort which she saw, struck her sharply
with something which was not envy of
her nejghbour, but the appeal of an
amazed anguish to God. “The ways of
the Lord are not equal,” she was saying
in hersoul. Was it, as Nature suggested,
with natural groans, because He loved
her less, or, as the minister said, be-
cause He loved her more, that God sent
upon her those pangs, and demanded
from her those sacrifices? Thus she
cried out of the depths, not knowing
what she said. “If I had but had my
Jeanie !” the poor woman moaned to
herself, with a vision of a consoling
angel, a daughter, anofher dearer, fairer
self, who would have helped to bear all
her burdens. But God had not afforded
her that comfort, the dearest consolation
to a woman. When she had wept out
those few bitter tears, that are all of
which the heart is capable when it is
no longer young, she gathered herself
up out of the darkness and prepared to
go in again to Colin’s bedside. Though
she had received no answer to her ques-
tion—though neither God Himself, ror
His angels, nor any celestial creature, had
gleamed through the everlasting veil,
and given her a glimpse of that Divine
meaning which it is so hard to read—
there was a certain relief in the question
itself, and in the tears that had been
wrung out of her heart. And so it was
that, when Matty Frankland came lightly
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out of the billiard-room, on her way to
dress for dinner, Mrs. Campbell, whom
she met coming in from the terrace, did
not appear to her to bear a different
aspect from that of the Mistress of Ra-
more. Matty did not lose a minute in
making her advances to Colin’s mother.
She was, indeed, extremely sorry, and
had even been conscious of a passing
thought similar to that which had
struggled passionately into being, both
in Colin’s mind and in his mothers—a
passing sense of wonder why Harry,
who was good for nothing in particular,
should have been saved, and Colin, who
-was what Miss Matty called “so very
clever,” should have been the sufferer.
Such a doubt, had it gone deep enough
—had it become an outery of the soul,
as it was with the others—would have
made an infidel of that little woman of
the world. She ran to Mrs. Campbell,
and took her hand, and led her into the
billiard-room, the door of which stood
open. “Oh, dear Mrs. Campbell, come
and tell me about him,” she said ; and,
as it had been the conjunction of a
little real feeling with her habitual wiles
that brought Colin under her influence,
the same thing moved his mother at
least to tolerate the inquiry. She drew
away her hand with some impatience
from the little enchantress, but her ten-
der heart smote her when she saw an
involuntary tear in Matty’s eye. Per-
haps, after all, it was less her fault than
her misfortune ; and the Mistress fol-
lowed the girl into the room with less
dislike, and more toleration, than she
would have supposed possible. It might
be, after all, the older people—to whom
worldliness came by nature, as the Hin-
doos thought—ivho were to blame.

“Oh, Mrs. Campbell, I am so sorry ;
T cannot tell you how sorry I am,” cried
Matty—and she spoke only the truth,
and had real tears in her eyes—‘to
think that he should save my cousin
again, and suffer so for his goodness.
Don’t be angry with us, though, indeed,
1 should not wonder if you could not
bear our very name—I am sure I should
not, if I were you.”

“XNa, God forbid,” said the Mistress.
She was but half-satisfied of the reality of
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the young lady’s professions, and this sus-
picion, so unusual to her, gave dignity to
her speech. It wasna you nor ony mor-
tal person, but his own heart, that moved
my Colin. You could do an awfu’ deal,”
said Colin’s mother, looking with a
woman’s look ‘of disapproving admira-
tion on Matty’s pretty face, “but you
couldna move my son like his ain gene-
rous will. He never was one to think
of his ain—comfort—"" continued Mrs.
Campbell with a little shudder, for
something in her throat prevented her
from saying his life—‘“when a fellow
creature was in danger. It was his ain
heart that was to blame—if anything
was to blame—and not you.”

And the homely woman’s eyes went
past her questioner with that same look
which in Colin had so often baffled
Miss Matty, showing that the higher
spirit had gone beyond the lesser into
its own element, where only its equals
could follow. The girl was awed for
the moment, and humbled. Not for
her poor sake, not for Harry Frankland,
who was of no great account to anybody
out of his own family, but because of
his own nature, which would not permit
him to see another perish, had Colin
suffered. This thought, imperfectly as
she understood it, stopped the voluble
sympathy, pity and distress on Matty’s
lips. She no longer knew what to say,
and, after an awkward pause, could only
stammer over her old common-places.
“Oh dear, Mrs. Campbell, I am so
sorry ; I would give anything in the
world to make him well again, and I
only hope you won’t be angry with us,”
said Matty, with a suppressed sob,
which was partly fright and partly feel-
ing. The eyes of the Mistress came
back at the sound of the girl’s voice.

“I'm no angry,” she said—*God
forbid ; though I might have something
to say to yow if my heart could speak.
The like of you whiles do mair harm
in this world, Miss Frankland, than
greater sinners. I'm no saying you kent
what you were doing; but, if it had not
been for you, my Colin would never
have come near this place. You be-

‘guiled my son with your pleasant words

and your bonnie face. He had nae mair
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need to come here to be tutor to yon bit
crooked callant,” said the Mistress, with
involuntary bitterness, ¢ than Maister
Frankland himself. But he thought
to be mnear you, that had beguiled
him and made him give mair heed to
your fables than to anything else that
was ftrue in life. I'm no blaming
my Colin,” said the Mistress, with an
-uneonscious elevation of her head ; “he
never had kent onything but truth a’
his days, and, if he wasna to believe in
a woman that smiled on him and en-
ticed him to her, what was he to believe
in at his years? Nor I'm no to call
angry at you,” said Colin’s mother, look-
ing from the elevation of age and nature
upon Miss Matty, who drooped instine-
tively, and became conscious what a
trifling little soul she was. “We a
act aceording to our ain nature, and you
wasna capable of perceiving what harm
you could do; but, if you should ever
encounter again one that was true him-
self and believed in you 2

Here Matty, who had never been
destitute of feeling, and who, in her
heart, was fond of Colin in her way, and
had a kind of understanding of him, so
far as she could go, fell into such an
outburst of natural tears as disarmed
the Mistress, who faltered and stopped
short, and had hard ado to retain some
appearance of severity in sight of this
weeping, for whieh she was not pre-
pared. Colin’s mother understood truth,
and in an abhorring, indignant, resent-
ful way, believed that there was false-

-hood in the world. But how truth and

falsehood were mingled—how the im-
pulses of nature might have a little
room to work even under the fictions
of art or the falseness of soeiety—was
a knowledge nnimagined by the simple
woman. She began to think she had
done Matty injustice when she saw her
tears. .

“QOh, Mrs. Campbell, I know how
good he is! I—I never knew any one
like him. How ecould I help ? But,
indeed—indeed, I never meant any
harm ! ” cried Matty, ingeniously taking
advantage of the truth of her own feel-
ings, as far as they went, to disarm her
unconseious and singleminded judge.
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The Mistress looked at her with puzzled,
but pitiful eyes.

It would be poor eomfort to him to
say you never meant it,” she said ; and
in the pause that followed Matty had
begun to reecollect that it was a long
tinie sinee the dressing-bell rang, though
she still had her face hid on the table,
and the tears were not dried from her
cheeks. “And things may turn out
more mereciful than they look like,” said
the Mistress, with a heavy sigh and a
wistful smile. Perhaps it occurred to
her that the gratitude of the Franklands
might go so far as to bestow upon Colin
the woman he loved. “TI'll no keep
you longer,” she continued, laying her
tender hand for a moment on Matty’s
head. “God bless you for every kind
thought you ever had to my Colin.
He’s weel worthy of them all,” said the
wistful mother.

Matty, who did not know what to
say, and who, under this toueh, felt her
own artifice to her heart, and was for a
moment disgusted with herself, sprang
up in a little agony of shame and re-
morse, and kissed Mrs. Campbell as she
went away. And Colin’s mother went
back to her son’s room to find him asleep,
and sat down by his side, to ponder in
herself whether this and that might not
still be possible. Love and happiness
were physicians in whom the simple
woman had a confidence unbounded. I1f
they came smiling hand in hand to
Colin’s pillow, who could  tell what
miracle of gladness might yet fall from
the tender heavens ?

CHAPTER XX.

Bur, though Mrs. Campbell’s heart re-
lented towards Matty, and was filled
with vague hopes which eentred in
her, it was very hard to find out what
Colin’s thoughts were on the same sub-
ject. He scarcely spoke of the Frank-
lands at all, and never named or re-
ferred to the ladies of the house. When
his mother spoke, with natural female
wiles to tempt him into eonfidence, of
special inquiries made for him, Colin
took no notiee of the inference. She
even went so far as to refer specially to
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Miss Matty with no greater -effect.
“There’s one in the house as anxious as
me,” said the Mistress, with tender ex-
aggeration, as she smoothed his pillow
and made her morning inquiries; but
her son only smiled faintly, and shook
his head with an almost imperceptible
movement of incredulity. He asked no
questions, showed no -pleasure at the
thought, but lay most of the day in a
silence which his mother could find no
means of breaking, even now and then,
for a moment. The first horror, the
first resistance, had gone out of Colin’s
mind ; but he lay asking himself inevit-
able questions, facing the great problem
for which he could find no solution,
which no man has been able to explain.
Had the thoughts of his mind been put
into words, the chances are that to
most people who have never themselves
come to such a trial Colin would have
seemed a blasphemer or an infidel.
But he was neither the one mor the
other, and was indeed incapable by
nature either of scepticism or of profa-
nity. The youth had been born of a
sternly-believing race, which recognised
in all God’s doings an eternal right,
beyond justice and beyond reason, a
right to deal with them and theirs as
He might please; but Colin himself
was of the present age, and was fully
possessed by all those cravings after
understanding and explanation which
belong to the time. 'Without any doubt
of God, he was arrested by the wonder-
ful mystery of Providence, and stood
questioning, in the face of the unanswer-
ing silence, “Why?” The good God,
the God of the Gospels, theé Father
of our Lord, was the Divine Ruler whom
Colin recognised in his heart; but the
young man longed and struggled to
find reasonableness, coherence, any re-
cognisable, comprehensible cause, for
the baffling arrangements and disarrange-
ments, the mysterious inequalities and
injustices of life. He wanted to trace
the thread of reason which God kept in
His own hand ; he wanted to make out
why the Father who loved all should
dispense so unequally, so differently,
His gifts to one and another. This
awful question kept him silent for days
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and nights; he could not make anything
of it. Social inequalities, which specu-
latists fret at, had not much disturbed
Colin. It had notyetoccurred to him that
wealth or poverty made much difference ;
but why the life of one should be broken
off incomplete and that of another go
on—why the purposes of one should
end in nothing, why his hopes should
be crushed and his powers made useless,
while another flourished and prospered,
confounded him, in the inexperience of
his youth. And neither heaven nor earth
gave him any answer. The Bible itself
seemed to append moral causes which
were wanting in his circumstances to
the perennial inequalities of existence.
It spoke of the wicked great in power,
flourishing like the green bay-tree, and
of the righteous oppressed and suffering
for righteousness’ sake; which was, in
its way, a comprehensible statement of
the matter. But the facts did not agree
in Colin’s case. Harry Frankland could
not, by any éxertion of dislike, be made
to represent the wicked, nor was Colin,
in his own thinking, better than his
neighbour. They were two sons of one
Father, to whom that Father wasbehaving
with the most woeful, the most extraor-
dinary partiality, and nothing in heaven
or earth was of half so much importance
as to prove the proceedings of the Father
of all to be everlastingly just and of
sublime reason. What did it mean ?
This was what Colin was discussing with
himself as he lay on his bed. It was
not wonderful that such thoughts should
obliterate the image of Miss Matty.
‘When she came into his mind at all, he
looked back upon her with a pensive
sweetness as on somebody he had known
a lifetime before. Sterner matters had
now taken the place of the light love
and hopes of bountiful and lavish youth.
The hopes had grown few, and the abun-
dance changed into poverty. If the
Author of the change had chosen to
reveal some reason in it, the young soul
thus stopped shortin its way could have
consented that all was well.

And then Lady Frankland came every
day to pay him a visit of sympathy, and
to express her gratitude. “Itis such a
comfort to see him looking so much
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better,” Lady Frankland said ; ¢ Harry
would like so much to come and sit with
you, dear Mr. Campbell. He could read
to you, you know, when you feel tired ;
I am sure nothing he could do would be
too much to show his sense of your
regard——"

Atwhich words Colin raised himselfup.

“I should be much better pleased,”
said Colin, “if you would not impute
to me feelings which I don’t pretend to.
It was no regard for Mr. Frankland
that induced me——"

“Oh, indeed! I know how good
you are,” said Harry’s mother, pressing
his hand, “always so generous and
disposed to make light of your own
kindness ; but we all know very well,
and Harry knows, that there is many
a brother who would not have done
so much. I am sure I cannot express
to you a tenth part of what I feel
Harry’s life is so precious,” said my
Lady, with a natural human appreciation
of her own concerns, and unconscious,
unintentional indifference to those of
others. “The eldest son—and Sir
Thomas has quite commenced to rely
upon him for many things—and I
am sure I don’t know what I should
do without Harry to refer to,” Lady
Frankland continued, with a little smile
of maternal pride and triumph. When
she came to this point, it chanced to her
to catch a side glimpse of Mrs. Camp-
bell's face. The Mistress sat by her
sen’s bedside, pale, with her lips set
close, and her eyes fixed upon the hem
of her apron, which she was folding and
refolding in her hands. She did not
say anything, nor give utterance in any
way to the dumb remonstrance and re-
proach with which her heart was burst-
ing ; but there was something in her
face which imposed silence upon the
trinmphant, prosperous woman beside
her. Lady Frankland gave a “little
gasp of mingled fright and compunc-
tion. She did not know what to say
to express her full sense of the service
which Colin had done her ; and there
was nothing strange in her instinctive
feeling, that she, a woman used to be
served and tended all her life, had a
natural claim upon other people’s ser-

vices. She was very sorry, of course,
about Mr. Campbell ; if any exertion of
hers could have cured him, he would
have heen well in half-an-hour. But,
as it was, it appeared to her rather
natural than otherwise that the tutor
should suffer and that her own son
should be saved.

“I felt always secure about Harry
when you were with him,” she said, with
an involuntary artifice. ¢ Ie was so fonc
of you, Mr. Campbell—and I always
felt that you knew how important his
safety was, and how much depended—

“Pardon me” said Colin—he was
angry in his weakness at her pertinacity.
“I have no right to your gratitude.
Your son and I have no love for each
other, Lady Frankland. I picked him
out of the canal, not because I thought
of the importance of hislife, but because
T had seen him go down, and should have
felt myself a kind of murderer had
I not tried to save him. That is the
whole. Why should I be supposed to
have any special regard for him? Per-
haps,” said Colin, whose words came
slowly and whose voice was interrupted
by his weakness— I would have given
my life with more comfort for any other
man.”

“Oh Mr, Campbell ! don’t be so angry
and bitter. After all, it was not our
fault,” said Lady Frankland, with a won-
dering offence and disappointment—and
then she hurriedly changed her tone, and
began to congratulate his mother on his
improved looks. “I1 am so glad to see
him looking so much better. There
were some people coming here”” said my
lady, faltering a little ; ““we would not
have them come so long as he was so ill.
Neither Harry nor any of us could have
suffered it: We had sent to put them off;
but, now that he is so much better—"
said Lady Frankland, with a voice which
was half complaint and half appeal.
She thought it was rather ill-tempered
of the mother and son to make so little
response. “ When I almost asked their
permission!”” she said, with alittle indig-
nation, when she had gone downstairs ;
“but they seem to think they should be
quite masters, and look as black as if we
had done them an injury. Send to every-
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body, and say it is to be on 'Wednesday,
Matty ; for Henry’s interest must not
be neglected.” ¢ was a ball, for which
Lady Frankland Lad sent out her invita-
tions some time before the accident ; for
Harry Frankland was to ask the suffrages
of the electors of Earie at the approach-
ing election. “I don’t mean to be
ungrateful to Mr. Campbell,” said the
Lady of Wodensbourne, smoothing those
ruffled plumes. “T am sure nobody can
say I have not been grateful; Lut, at
the same time, I can’t be expected to
sacrifice my own son.” Such were the
sentiments with which Lady Frankland
came downstairs. As for the other
mother, it would be hard to describe
what was in her mind. TIn the bitter-
ness of her heart she was angry with
the God who had no pity upon her. If
Harry Fraunkland’s life was precious,
what was Colin’s? and the Mistress, in
her anguish, made bitter comparisons,
and cried out wildly with a woman’s
passion. Downstairs, in the fine rooms
which her simple imagination filled with
splendour, they would dance and sing
unconcerned, though her boy’s existence
hung trembling in the balance:. and
was not Heaven itself indifferent, taking
o notice? She was glad that twilight
was coming on to conceal her face, and
that Colin, who lay very silent, did not
observe her. And so, while Lady
Frankland, feeling repulsed and injured,
managed to escape partially from the
burden of an obligation which was too
vast to be borne, and returned to the con-
sideration of her ball, the two strangers
kept silence in the twilight chamber,
each dumbly contending with doubts
that would not be overcome, and ques-
tions which could mnot be answered.
‘What did God mean by permitting
this wonderful, this incomprehensible
difference between the two? But the
great Father remained silent and made
no reply. The days of revelation, of
-explanation were over. Kor ome, joy
and prosperity ; for another, darkness
and the shadow of death—plain facts
not to be misconceived or contested—
and in all the dumb heavens and silent
observant earth no wisdom nor know-
ledge which could tell the reason why.
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CHAPTER XXL

“ Ay, I heard of the accident. No
that I thought anything particular of
that. You're no the kind of callant,
nor come of the kind of race, to give in
to an accident. I came for my own
pleasure. I -hope I'm old enough to
ken what pleases myself. Take your
dinner, callant, and leave me to mind
my business. I could do that much
before you were born.”

It was Lauderdale who made this
answer to Colin’s half-pleased, half-im-
patient, questioning. The new comer
sat, gaunt and strange, throwing a long
shadow over the sick bed, and looking,
with a suppressed emotion, more pathetic
than tears, upon the tray which was
placed on a little table by Colin’s side.
It was a sad sight enough. The young
man, in the flush and beauty of his
youth, with his noble physical develop-
ment, and the eager soul that shone in
his eyes, laid helpless, with an invalid’s
repast before him, for which he put out
his hand with a languid movement like
asick child. TLauderdale himself looked
haggard and careworn. He had travelled
by night, and was unshaven and un-
trimmed, with a wild gleam of exhaus-
tion and hungry anxiety in his eyes.

“Whatever the reason may be, we're
real glad to see you,” said Mrs. Camp-
bell.  “If I conld have wished for any-
thing to do Colin good more than he’s
getting, it would have been you. DBut
he’s a great deal better—a wonderful
deal better; you would not know him
for the same creature that he was when
T came here; and I'm in great hopes
he'll ' mo need to be sent away for the
rest of the winter, as the doctor said,”
said the sanguine mother, who had rea-
soned herself into hope. She looked
with wistful inquiry as she spoke into
Lauderdale’s eyes, trying hard to read
there what was the opinion of the new
comer. “It would be an awfu’ hard
thing for me to send him away by
himsel’, and him no well,” said the Mis-
tress, with a hope that his friend would
say that Colin’s looks did not demand
such a proceeding, but that health would
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come back to him with the sweet air of
the Holy Loch.

“T heard of that,” said Lauderdale,
“and, to tell the truth, I'm tired of
staying in one place all my life mysel’
If a man is to have no more good of his
ain legs than if he were a vegetable, I
see no good in being a man; it would
save an awfu’ deal of trouble to turn a
cabbage at once. So I'm thinking of
taking a turn about the world as long
as I'm able; and, if Colin likes to go
with me 2

“Which means, mother, that he has
come to be my nurse,” said Colin, whose
heart was climbing into his throat ;
“and here I lie like a log, and will
never be able to do more than say thanks.
Landerdale——"

“Whisht, callant,” said the tender
giant, who stood looking down upon
Colin with eyes which would not trust
themselvesto answer themother’s appeal-
ing glances ; “I’'m terrible fatigued with
my life, and no able to take the trouble
of arguing the question. Not that I
consent to your proposition, which has
a fallacy on the face of it; for it would
be a bonnie-like thing to hear yon say
thanks either to your mother or me.
Since I've been in my situation—which,
maybe, T'll tell you more about by-and-
bye, now that my mouth’s opened—TI've
saved a little siller, a hundred pounds,
or maybe mair,” said the philosopher,
with a momentary smile, “and’ I see
no reason why I shouldna have my bit
holiday as well as other folk. T've
worked long for it.” He turned away
just then, attracted by a gleam of sun-
shine at the window, his companion
thought, and stood looking out, dis-
posing as he best could of a little bitter
moisture that had gathered in the deep
corners of his eyes. “It’ll no be very
joyful when it comes,” he said to him-
self, with a pang of which nobody was
aware, and stood forming his lips into
an inaudible whistle to conceal how
they quivered. He, too, had built high
hopes upon this young head which was
now lying low. He had said to him-
self, with the involuntary bitterness of a
mind disappointed and forlorn, that here
at least was a life free from all shadows

—free from the fate that seemed to
follow all who belonged to himself—
through whom he might again reconcile
himself to Providence, and re-connect
himself with existence. As he stood now,
with his back to Colin, Lauderdale was
again going over the burning plough-
shares, enduring the fiery ordeal. Once
more his unselfish hope was going out
indarkness. When he returned to them,
his lips had steadied into the doleful
turn of a familiar air, which was con-
nected in Colin’s mind with many an
amusing and many a tender recollection.
Between the two people who were re-
garding him with love and anguish so
intense, the sick youth burst into plea-
sant laughter — laughter which had
almost surprised the bystanders into
helpless tears—and repeated, with firmer
breath than Lauderdale’s, the fragment
of his favourite air.

“He never gets beyond that bar,”
said Colin. “It carries me back to
Glasgow and all the old days. We used
to call it Lauderdale’s pibroch. Give
me my dinner, mother. I don’t seec
what I should grumble about as long as
you and he are by me. Help me to get
up, old fellow,” the young man said,
holding out his hands, and ate his in-
valid meal cheerfully, with eager ques-
tions about all his old companions, and
bursts of passing laughter, which to the
ears of his friend were more terrible
than so many groans. As for the
Mistress, she had become by this time
accustomed to connect together those
two ideas of Colin and a sick-bed, the
conjunction of which was as yet misery
to Lauderdale ; and she was glad in her
boy’s pleasure, and took trembling hope
from every new evidence of his unbroken
spirit. Before long the old current of
talk had flowed into its usual channel ;
and, but for the strange, novel circum-
stances which surrounded them, one at
least of the party might have forgotten
for the moment that they were not in
the pleasant parlour of Ramore; but that
one did not see his own countenance,
its eloquent brightness, its flashes of
sudden colour, and the shining of its
too brilliant eyes.

But there could not be any doubt thab
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Colin improved from that moment.
Lauderdale had secured a little lodging
in the village, from which he came every
morning to the ¢ callant,” in whom his
disappointed manhood, too careless of
personal good, too meditative and specu-
lative for any further ambition on his
own account, had fixed his last hopes.
He even came, in time, after he had
accustomed himself to Colin’s illness, to
share, by moments, in the Mistress’s
hopes. When Colin at last got up from
his bed, it was Lauderdale’s arm he
leant on. That was an eventful day to
the little anxious group in the sick
chamber, whose hopes sometimes leapt
to certainty—iwhose fears, with an in-
tuition deeper still, sometimes fell to the
other extreme, and were hushed in the
silence of an anguish too deep to be
fathomed, from which thought itself
drew back. It was a bright winter day,
with symptoms of spring in the air,
when the young patient got up from his
weary bed. Colin made very light of
his weakness in the rising tide of his
spirits. He faltered across the room
upon Lauderdale’s arm, to look out
again, as he said, upon the world. It
was an unfortunate moment for his first
renewal of acquaintance with the bright
outside sphere of ordinary life, which

had passed on long ago, and forgotten

Colin. The room in which they had
placed him when his illness began was
one of the best rooms in the house, and
looked out upon the terrace and the big
holly-trees which Colin knew so well.
It was the morning of the day on which
Lady Frankland’s ball was to take place,
and symptoms of excitement and pre-
paration were apparent. Immediately
in front of the window, when Colin
looked out, Miss Matty was standing in
animated talk with her cousin. They
had been loitering about, as people do
in the morning about a country house,
with no particular occupation—for the
sun was warm, though it was still only
the end of January—and Matty was at
the moment engaged in indicating some
special designs of her own which were
involved in Lady Frankland’s alterations
in the flower-garden, for Harry’s ap-
proval  She had, indeed, just led him
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by the sleeve into the midst of the
half-completed design, and was de-
scribing circles round him with the
walking-stick which she had taken out
of his hand for the purpose, as Colin
stood i tremulous and uncertain by the
window, looking out. Nobody could
look brighter than Miss Matty ; no-
body more happy than the heir of
‘Wodensbourne. If the sick man had
entertained any hope that his misfortune
threw a sympathetic shadow over them,
he must now have been undeceived very

. summarily. Colin, however, bore the

trial without flinching. He looked at
them as if they were miles or ages away,
with a strange smile, which did not seem
to the anxious spectators to have any
bitterness in it. But he made no remark
until he had left the window, and taken
his place on the sofa which had been
arranged for him by the fire. Then he
smiled again, without looking at any
one, with abstract eyes, which went to
the hearts of his attendants. “How far
off the world seems,” said Colin. “1I feel
as if T ought to be vexed by that paltry
scene on the terrace. Don’t you think
so, mother? But I am not vexed, no
more than if it was a picture. I wonder
what it means?”

“ Eh, Colin, my man, it means you’re
getting strong and no heeding about
them and their vanities,” cried the
Mistress, whose indignant eyes were
full of tears; but Colin only shook his
head and smiled, and made no reply.
He was not indignant. He did not
seem to care or be interested one way
or another; but, as a spectator might
have done, mused on the wonderful
contrast, and asked himself what God
could mean by it?—a question which
there was no one to answer. Later the
curate came to visit him, as indeed he
had done several times before, praying
out of his well-worn prayer-book by
Colin’s bedside in a way which at first
scandalized the Mistress, who had, how-
ever, become used to him by this time.
“Tt’s better to speak out of a book
than to speak nonsense,” Mrs. Campbell
had said; ¢ but eh, Colin, its awfu’ to
think that a man - like that hasna a
word out of his ain heart to make inter-
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cession for his fellow-creatures when
they’re in trouble.” However, the curate
was kind, and the mother was speedily
mollified. As for that excellent clergy-
nian himself, he did not at all under-
stand the odd company in which he
found himself when he looked from
Colin, of whom he knew most, to the
mother with her thoughtful eyes, and
to the gaunt gigantic friend who looked
upon everything in a speculative way of
which the curate had an instinctive
suspicion. To-day Colin’s visitor was
more instructive and hortatory than was
at all usual for him. He spoke of the
mercy of God, which had so far brought
the patient towards recovery, and of
the motives for thankfulness ; to which
Mrs. Campbell assented with silent tears.

“ Yes,” said Colin ; and there was a
little pause that surprised the curate.
“ Tt is comfortable to be better,” said
the patient; “ but it would be more
than comfortable if one could but know,
if one could but guess, what meaning
God has in it all. There is Frankland
downstairs with his cousin, quite well,”
said Colin. I wonder does he ever
ask himself why? When one is on
the wrong side of the contrast, one
feels it more I suppose.” The curate
had passed Harry Frankland before he
came upstairs, and had, perhaps, been
conscious in his own mind of a mo-
mentary personal comparison and passing
wonder, even at the difference hetween
his own lot and that of the heir of
‘Wodensbourne. But he had thought
the idea a bad one, and crushed it at
once ; and Colin’s thought, though more
Justifiable, was of the same description,
and demanded instant extinetion.

“You don’t grudge him his good
fortune, I am sure; and then we know
there must be inequalities in this life,”
said the curate. * It is very mysterious,
but nothing goes without compensation ;
and then we must always remember that
¢ whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth,’”
-said the good clergyman. “ You are
young to have so much suffering; but
you can always take comfort in that.” .

“Then you mean me to think that
‘God does not love Harry Frankland,”

said Colin, “and makes a favourite of
me in this gloomy way? Do you really
think so?%—for I cannot he of that
opinion, for my part.”

“My dear Mr. Campbell,” said the
curate, “ I am very much grieved to hear
you speaking like this. Did not God
give up His own Son fo sufferings ot
which we have no conception? Did
not He endure——"

“TIt was for a cause,” said Colin.
The young man’s voice fell, and the
former bitterness came back upon him.
“He suffered for the greatest reason,
and knew why ; but we are in the dark,
and know nothing—why is it? One
with all the blessings of life—another
stripped, impoverished, brought to the
depths, and no reason in it, no occasion,
no good,” said Colin, in the momentary
outery of his wonder and passion. He
was interrupted, but not by words
of sacred consolation. Lauderdale was
sitting behind, out of the way, humming
to himself, in a kind of rude chant, out
of a book he held in his hand. No-
body had been taking any notice of him,
for it was his way. Now his voice rose
and broke in, in an uncouth swell of
sound, not unharmonious with the rude
verse—

¢ Theirs not to reason why,
Theirs not to make reply,
Theirs but to do and die.”
sald Lauderdale, with a break of strong
emotion in his voice ; and he got up
and threw down the book, and came
forward into the little circle. It was
the first time that he had intimated by
so much as a look his knowledge of any-
thing perilous in Colin’s illness. Now
he came and stood opposite him, lean-
ing his back against the wall. ¢ Cal-
lant,” said the strong man, with a voice
that sounded as if it were blown about
and interrupted by a strong wind, ¢ if
I were on a campaign, the man I would
envy would be him that was chosen by
his general for the forlorn hope—him
that went first, and met the wildest of
the battle: Do you mean to tell me
you're no ready to follow when He puts
the colours in your hand %”
To be continued.
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BIOGRAPHY AT A DISCOUNT.

BY CHARLES ALLSTON COLLINS.

It can hardly have escaped the notice
of those who watch the signs of the
times—though I have nowhere seen
the phenomenon commented on—that
in this our day there are fewer bio-
graphies published than there used to
be. In the lists of new books ready, or
about to appear, which fill the adver-
tisement-sheets of the literary and other
periodicals, we find abundant announce-
ments of novels, of historical works, of
scientific, medical, and religious treatises ;
but the biographies are almost entirely
wanting. Now here is a very remark-
able change in our manners, which cer-
tainly deserves a word of comment, and
a glance at which may help us in the
difficult task of understanding the age
we live in, and estimating its merits and
demerits with some degree of certainty.
Thwenty or thirty years ago we went
exactly to the other extreme. We used
to write biographies about everybody. A
man concerning whom there really was
nothing whatever to tell, except that he
had been educated at one of our public
schools, from which place he passed
to the University of Cambridge, in the
year , and that then, after obtaining
a fellowship, he was raised to the proud
position of barrister, but did not practise,
because, by the death of his father,
the family seat in Parliament becoming
vacant, he was induced to apply himself
to the study of politics, and became an
active supporter of Government under
the Peel administration—this estimable
individual used formerly to be biogra-
phized in two large volumes, with a
portrait-frontispiece in the first, re-
presenting a gentleman of the Canning
pattern, holding a scroll inscribed,
% Corn Laws, 18— '
And what bas become of this good
gentleman now? He is lucky if he gets
a short paragraph down at the bottom
of one of the columns of the Zemes to

announce his death when it occurs, and
to inform the world of the particulars
given above. As to writing his bio-
graphy, there are a few old-world fogies
who might think the thing ought to
be done ; and a smaller section yet, the
members of which, supposing the book
written, might try to read it. But the
thing is not done, and society is none
the worse for the omission.

It is a fact, about which one cannot
doubt, that there is much less of hero-
worship among us than there used to
be. It is much more difficult than it
used to be to make a sensation. And
this is certainly one among the many
causes which have tended towards the
decline of biography. We don’t believe
so much in individuals as we used to
do, and consequently we don’t desire so
keenly to know about them. Even in
small coteries, now-a-days, it is hard
to get believed in, while the worship
of the world at large is next to unat-
tainable.

Years ago De Balzac prophesied,
using these words: “ Il n’y aura plus
“ de grands bommes d'état; il y aura
¢ seulement des hommes qui toucheront
“ plus ou moins aux événements.” There
is infinite delicacy and discrimination
in the way this is worded. Men who
administer well in the small section
over which they preside ; men who do
their part in the great scheme satis-
factorily—these, it is said, there will be,
but no more great ¢ndividuals who
direct all the rest, and by all the rest
are bowed down to and worshipped.
‘Wonder and veneration are dying out
among us. No one is surprised—no
one impressed.

The fact is that improved systems of
education, the prevalence of the exami-
nation-test, and other similar * insti-
tutions,” have raised the standard of
intellectual attainment, and, among the
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multitude of well-informed people in
the world, a man who would once have
been distinguished is in danger of being
lost sight of. And the man who does
distinguish himself, is it not chiefly the
money which he makes by his successes
that is talked about? ¢ I hear that So-
“ and-so can command 5,000/. for a
“ novel whenever he chooses to write
¢ one "—or ‘‘They tell me that Such-a-
¢ one never puts brush to canvas under
a couple of thousand.” ¢ Mr. This must
make a deal of money by his plays;”
“ Mr. That lives in the style of a
marquis on the strength of that gun he
has invented.”

It is a good thing that we have
abandoned biography so much as we
have. The thing was to a great extent
a farce. It was a farce to write the
life of a man, and make a mere milk-
and-water panegyric of it—to paint a
portrait and leave out the blemishes.
‘Were those portraits in printer’s ink—
generally known as biographies—Ilike?
Could we'stand such likenesses in these
days of photography? What instruc-
tion, what comfort, what warning was
there in those biographies of the old
days, when every man was made a
hero of, and his faults, and his short-
comings, and his miserable weaknesses
and follies were all glossed over, or dis-
posed of in a few gently-regretful lines ?
Very often these books were written by
relations of the deceased person, and
how could he, or she, as the case might
be, rip up the secret passages of the
dead man’s life, and dissect them for the
benefit of society at large? Which
among us would like this sort of reve-
lation of his inner life to be made? And,
if it is not made, where is the use of the
biography ?* To read of a life that is
all virtue and integrity, and entirely
free from weakness and folly, leads a
man either to despair or to disbelieve.
He either says to himself, “I am so
utterly removed from this sort of thing
that there is no hope of my ever doing
anything ;7 or he ceases to believe a
word he is reading, and sets the whole
treatise down as a pack of lies—which,
indeed, by a total suppression of many
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most important facts, it has really
become.

Alas! if the hero had been really put
before us as he was; if that study in
which he ‘“used to remain shut up all
day” had been really thrown open to
the public; if we had seen the great
man, now working for a time, and then
sitting for a much longer time staring
at the fire, reading the advertisements
in the newspaper, getting up to gaze
absently into the looking-glass, or, per-
haps, making faces at himself through
its aid ; if we had seen him when there
was a ring at the bell holding his door
ajar, and listening while the servant
announced that “master was very busy
in his study”—had our hero been ex-
hibited to us in his idle as well as his
industrious mood, we should have de-
rived hope from the spectacle, and
should have felt that his biographer.
was, at least, telling us the truth.

But no, “the subject of this memoir,”
as he used to be called, was only shown
in full dress, and on his best behaviour,
calm, upright, virtuous, just like that por-
trait-frontispiece. The written portrait
and the painted are alike in unlikeness.
That man, as depicted in the frontispiece,
and as described in the book, would be
quite incapable of girding at his enemies,
of brooding over wrongs real and imagi-
nary, of sticking to a wrong cause be-
cause he had committed himself to it,
of inflicting small wrongs upon his foes
when the means came to his hand. He
would be incapable of over-eating him-
self, of lying a-bed in the morning,
of beating his relations. In short, the
only accusation which you could level
against him would be that of a prig of
the most unmitigated and uncompro-
mising description. That charge would
hold at any rate.

And there was another kind of bio-
graphy, formerly, of which we see fewer
examples in these days: this was the
short memoir, ¢ Remains of the Rev.
Silas Scroop.” There was something
nasty about such a title as this, yet it
has been seen in advertisement-sheets
before now. ““ A memoir of Sarah Ann
N )7 too, would always sell well in
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the religious world. A single volume
this would be, of small dimensions, and
ornamented with a meek and moistly-
aggravating portrait. These were works
which, falling into the hands of world-
lings, did an amount of mischief which
it is only just to say their anthors never
contemplated ; for these uninitiated
ones would say, “If this is religion I
am afraid it won’t suit me at all.”

And another bad effect of too much
and too indiscriminate biographizing was
this,—a man who once began to see his
way to a little success began also to see
his way to the biography which was to
commemorate it, and would act accord-
ingly. His conduct would begin to
adapt itself to biographical exigencies,
and he would do and say many things,
which would otherwise have remained
undone and unsaid, with an eye to those
terrible two volumes which were to
record the story of his life for the good
_ of posterity. How careful, too, our
friend would become in the matter of
letter-writing! His correspondence, even
with his most intimate friends and
relatives, would be affected by the
thought that haply one day those sheets
would be devoured by a ravenous pub-
lic ; and so his letters will no longer be
entirely easy, slipshod, ungrammatical,
disjointed, as letters to those we love
should be; but, on the contrary, they
will be well-composed, full of antithesis,
epigrammatical, and either err in being
formal compositions, with a beginning,
middle, and end, or else they will be of
the satirical-facetious kind, still, how-
ever, suggesting self-consciousness and
pains-taking. And this is infinitely dis-
tressing. 'We should, in our letters,
appear full-dressed when we have to do
with strangers or acquaintances, but in
dressing-gown and pantoufles to our
friends. There was, however, nothing
of this slip-shod sort in the life of our
friend who intended to be the subject
of a memoir.

And T am afraid that it was customary
with this worthy gentleman, when in
society, to do many things for effect, and
still with an eye to that possible bio-
graphy, And this I am afraid would,
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to take one instance, appear particularly
in his behaviour to children. For was
it not desirable, nay, imperatively neces-
sary, that some such page as the follow-
ing should appear in his memoirs: “The
subject of this memoir was always most
passionately fond of children, and, in-
deed, was never seen to better advantage
than when associating with them. T
remember that on one occasion, when I
had invited some friends to dinner to
meet him, he was very late ; indeed, he
kept us so long that I began to despair
of his coming, and was on the point of
ordering dinner to be served, when one
of my guests, who was looking out of
window perhaps rather impatiently, ex-
claimed : ¢ Why, surely, there is X. on
the other side of the square, hopping
on one leg with a number of children
about him!” We all hastened to the
window, and there, sure enough, was the
great man, apparently engaged in some
mystic performance, the exact nature of
which we could not make out; at one
time hopping backwards and forwards
upon the pavement, apparently in obe-
dience to the lines of some pattern ; at
another time stooping to correct the
pattern with a piece of chalk; and yet
again pausing to direct the movements
of a large flock of youngsters by whom
he was surrounded. Our astonishment
was, naturally enough, unbounded, and
the servant was promptly despatched to
the other side of the square to inform
Mzr. X that we were waiting dinner for
him. Our dear friend arrived among
us quite out of breath and flushed with
his recent exertions. He was full of
apologies for having kept us waiting.
¢ But the fact is,” he said, ¢ that, as T was
coming round the square in the direction
of this house, I happened to light upon
a group of little men and women playing,
or rather trying to play, at hop-scotch.
Now I knew the game well, baving
played it frequently when a boy, and
I could not resist stopping to put
them to rights a bit, and the dear little
people were so ready to learn and so
anxious that I should play the game
out with them, and were altogether
such delightful companions, that I am
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ashamed to say I forgot all about dinner
till James here was so good as to come
and remind me—much obliged to you,
James.””

Now, surely there was something suspi-
cious about the conduct of X. on this re-
markable occasion. To have played at
hop-scotch at all in the streets would have
been, nnder any circumstances, a doubt-
ful proceeding ; but in the very square—
within view of the very windows of the
house at which he was expected—it was
rcally too bad. But we have not done
with X. in this particular phase yet.
¢TI remember, on another oecasion,” says
the biographer, “when our illustrious
friend honoured my humble board with
his presence, that my own little boy,
always a great favourite with X., was
present at dessert, and was entertaining
us with his artless prattle. There was
a young man at table who, I could not
help observing, had shown himself rather
forward and presuming, having several
times spoken when he ought to have
been listening to our illustrious guest.
Now, it so happened that, in the course
of the dessert, the young man to whom
I have alluded began to make some
statement just as my little boy was also
beginning to speak. Of course the child
stopped at once, and the young man
went on. But this was not to be allowed.
¢ Stop, young gentleman,’ said X.,address-
ing the talkative youth, on whom all
eyes were instantly fixed ; ¢ the child is
going to speak, and we should always
listen—to our betters.””

It was, then, with an eye to such
records as this that those rising men of a
former period must have been tempted
to perform many such fantastic tricks
as, we are told, extract tears from the
very angels themselves. Now there is
less temptation ; for in these days a man
must distingnish himself so very much
to run any, even the slightest, ¢hance of
being biographized, that he will probably
have too much to do to find leisure for
these very telling eccentricities. For it
must be remembered that all these im-
pulsive and unconscious acts require care
and attention in their concoction, as well
a8 in their execution, and are not to be
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executed with good effect unless they
are very carefully studied, and even, if
necessary, rehearsed.

Is it too much to say that men have
performed acticns, and written letters,
and kept journals with an eye to the
biography which was to appear one day
and put these things on record? I do
not say that they have deliberately acted
with that motive distinctly defined in
their thoughts ; but I do believe that in
some cases it has been there, unacknow-
ledged, perhaps, but potential, neverthe-
less, to influence the conduct of the
weakly ambitious, and make them live
on stilts or behind a mask, grotesque or
sublime as the case might be. And now,
at any rate, one motive that might insti-
gate men to eccentric acts has been with-
drawn, and those who still play such
tricks as have been here glanced at do
so rather to bewilder and mystify their
living tompeers than with a view of
impressing posterity.

‘Woe to the men of cliques, to the
lovers of solitude, to heroes worshipped
of women! They live in sheltered gar-
dens, they walk on velvet turf and along
straight and even paths. Men should
live with men, and with the strongest
they can get hold of, too. So living, the
conceit which grows about the heart,
like proud-flesh, when the man is alone,
working in his study, or among home
satellites, will all be dispersed when he
gets out into the world, and finds a dozen
men in his club who can do as well as
he, perhaps do a more important thing,
and do it better. Under such circum-
stances, the man’s morning work sinks
in his estimation into its proper place,
and he finds his level. But not all men
cail bear this wholesome regimen. Even
if they are tritons, they like to have the
minnows about them wondering, better
than to be with fellow-tritons who take
them easy, and are not surprised at their
size. ‘

All things considered, then, this de-
cline of hero-worship, which I would fain
venture to connect with the decay of
biographical literature, is a good thing.
The colder atmosphere in which genius
flourishes now is wholesome for it.

M
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Men respect more an audience that is
no longer indulgent, and they strive
harder to make their work perfect that
they may win approbration, and escape
censure and ridicule. Our awe of the
public is tenfold greater now, when it
is hard to please, well-informed, dis-
passionately critical, than when, twenty
years ago, it believed blindly and wor-
shipped. They say, and from observa-
tion I greatly believe it, that singers
are in the habit of performing much
more carefully in Paris, where the audi-
ence is almost savagely critical, than
before the more good-natured public of
our own metropolis. They will take
more pains for us, no doubt, as we get
hard to please.

It is worth while perhaps, to inquire
whether certain changes in our social
life may not have helped to snub the bio-
graphical muse. The life of a remark-
able man generally comprises some
notice of his “times,” and of the society
in which he moves. Is that society
less interesting than it used to be?
If the literary society of our own day
were made the subject of a book,
if a new Boswell were to arise, and
attempt to give such a picture of the
social life of our modern literary men,
artists, and others as the old Boswell
gave, would it—supposing the thing as
well done, which is supposing much—
be equally amusing? Would there be
the same display of individuality and
variety of character—the same readiness
to discuss abstract questions, the same
vigour and freshness of talk? I very
much doubt it. We are all very guarded
now, very much afraid of that school-
master who is abroad to so wonderful an
extent that his influence pervades all
society—theman of facts and information
who sits by, cold and watchful, ready to
catch anybody napping at a moment’s
notice, ready to crush fancies with facts,
and to repress enthusiasm with ridicule.
And then there would be so much to
report of a purely pecuniary nature in
the dialogues of the modern geniuses—
discussions as to whether Gerius No. 1
really received so many thousands for
his novel as report credited to his ac-
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count ; whether Genius No. 2 was not
living beyond his means; or whether
the sum said to have been paid over to
Genius No. 3 for his last picture was
inclusive or exclusive of copyright.
These things are discussed at enormous
length and over and over again. They
would not read so well in a bio-
graphical study as the discussions held
in Reynolds’s painting-room, or at the re-
nowned ““club ” where Boswell grovelled
and Goldsmith made a fool of himself;
where Burke held forth on the Sublime,
and Reynolds, isolated by his infirmity,
meditated on the Beautiful. Pictures of
such times we wanted—the more and
the minuter the better—but the times
are changed mnow, and, wonderful and
glorious as they are, one cannot help
fancying that they are sadly unpic-
turesque.

As to whether the peculiar nature of
the fiction of the present day has had
anything to do with the decline of
biography, that would be a very difficult
question to settle. It may be that, after
reading of people whose whole lives
consist of one uninterrupted round of
the most exciting incidents, who get out
of one scrape to fall into another, who
plot and conspire, or else are plotted
and conspired against, incessantly, who
never seem to have a blank day when
they have no engagements with the
powers of darkness during their whole
lives, who are ever from the cradle to
the grave in turmoil or in rapture—it
may be that, after being accustomed to
this sort of thing, we find a real life of
a real man a dull thing to occupy our-
selves with, and should be disposed te
throw the record of it aside as flat,
stale, and unprofitable. The fact is
that, in the life of one individual, the
incidents may not be too unscrupu-
lously multiplied without some outrage
tonature. It is true that, in the columns
of the newspaper and elsewhere, we do
read from time to time accounts of
strange and almost incredible adventures
which have befallen certain persons, and
these are often labelled “stranger than
fiction.” But then we must remember
that the particular adventure which we
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read or hear of is perhaps an isolated
thing in the life of the man who takes
part in it. Amnother adventure, similarly
exciting, does not come in his way again
next day. ‘

It is probable that the life of a suc-
cessful man is generally less interesting
than that of the individual whose career
has been on the whole a failure. Suc-
cess, like goodness, is a rather simple
transaction. There is a phenomenon
connected with the game of billiards
which is sufficiently remarkable. It is
this : the first-rate player astonishes
you, not by the extraordinary skill with
which he executes strokes of extreme
difficulty, but, on the contrary, by so
arranging his game that he always
seems to have an easy stroke to make.
So it is with the successful man in real
life. He, too, astonishes you, not by
the brilliant manner in which he gets
out of scrapes, but by so ordering his
life that he shall not get into them.
Therefore it follows that his life will
be the less interesting. The history of
the man who gets into scrapes, and out
of them again, who is for ever in hot
water, who makes mistakes and suffers
for them, who stumbles and falls, and
gets up again, and makes but little way
at last, is more exciting than that of
the greater character, who, by wondrous
effort, and the display of magnificent,
but often unpicturesque, qualities, has
managed to keep the even tenour of his
way along the difficult and narrow path.
It is good and right to succeed in this
world, and noble qualities are required
to enable a man to do so. The men
who rave and roar about their tempta-
tions, and their repentance, and their
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love of the right—only they follow the
wrong—have by an unfortunate chance
managed to make themselves interesting.
It is always so difficult to make the
industrious apprentice an attractive cha~
racter ; and yet this is what the bio-
grapher for the most part undertakes
to do. For is it not the industrious
apprentice always whose life he has to
write? In whatever calling the man
distinguishes himself, it is still the in-
dustrious apprentice who excels. It is
commonly not the prodigal son who is
written about, but that other whose
happier story is told in few and simple
words.

Possibly, then, it may be because the
lives of such persons as it generally falls
to the writer’s lot to biographize are often
somewhat monotonous, that books of
the biographical sort are becoming more
uncommon among us. Possibly, also,
this phenomenon may be attributed in
some degree to the fact that it is needful
to deal with so much dry business
matter while treating of that long period
of the successful man’s career which
follows the interesting struggles of his
earlier life. These causes may have
something to do with the effect which
we have been considering ; but I cannot
help thinking that the decline of bio-
graphy is, on the whole, much more
attributable to our growing want of
veneration for each other, to the wider
distribution of a certain amount of
talent, and to the frantic mammon-
worship which is carried on so enthu-
siastically that we have no energy left
for the more unprofitable culture of our
national heroes.

M2
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A MOTHER'S WAKING.

Axr night the dews in silenee wept,
And through the pane the moon’s
pale beams )
Played on the floor in silver streams,
‘While by my side my baby slept.

Se soft, so sweet the midnight stole,

It stilled the breezes on the lea,

And hushed the murmur of the sea,
And hushed the strife within my soul ;

And silenced all the questions wild
That come between our faith and God,
And bade me lie beneath the rod

Calmly, as lay the sleeping child.

Then slumber on my eyelids pressed,
And dimmed the meoonbeam silver
clear,
And hid the sound I Joved to hear,
The breathing of the babe at rest;

Till o’er the sea in rosy light
The flush of morning slowly crept,
And whispering breezes softly swepb
The silent shadows of the night.

Then wrapped in dreamland far away

I saw the angels come and go,

And flutter of their white wings show
Like ocean bird at dusk of day.

They came and looked within my eyes
‘With their sweet eyes so pure and true,
And sang low songs all strange and

new,

The musie of the eternal skies.

But, waking, lo! a cherub smiled,
Heaven in his soft eyes’ azure deep,
And radiant from his rosy sleep

An angel half, and half a child.

And little hands were touching me,
And tiny rills of laughter broke
From lips that kissed me as I wolke,

And ecalled my name in baby glee.

And all the vision heavenward swept
Leost in the gold and crimson sky,
Their farewell whispers floating by ;

One angel in my arms I kept.

E. M. MurRray.

ON THE STUDY OF NATURE AS A GUIDE TO ART.

BY J. L.

TuE general maxim, that the purest
source of artistic inspiration is to be
found by studying the works of Nature,
is one which must have a eertain power
of enforcing itself upon all. To deny
it would imply either a blindness to
beauty, which few persons are ready to
acknowledge, or a certain want of re-
verence, with which none would like to
be charged. There are two separate
classes of artists to whom the maxim
may be considered applicable—namely,
the IMITATIVE and the CREATIVE artists ;
the painters and sculptors, on the one
hand, and the designers, the architeets,
and the decorators, on the other. There

ROGET,

is an obvieus and broad distinction
between these two classes as fit subjects
for the application of our maxim. If
Nature guides the one, it is by precept
only; if the other, it is by example as
well. The works of Nature are models
of Creative Art, but they comprise no
specimen of the Imitative Arts. Nature
herself is neither a painter nor a sculptor.
Before the dawn of science, a different
opinion might have been entertained.
There was a time for belief that the
organic forms we find imbedded in hard
rocks were shaped by angel chisels in
imitation of the living creatures, and
that the Argus eyes which glitter in a
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peacock’s tail, and the insect forms of
tlowers, had some pretty meaning in
their ehance resemblance. That time is
past. We know that Nature does not
herself practise the Imitative Arts.
With the Creative Arts the case is
entirely different ; and the advice to
study the works of the great Creator
has in their case a very intelligible and
definite meaning.

Yet it is much more difficult to
follow this advice than would be sup-
posed at first sight; for everything
depends upon the kind of study which
is pursued. Jt has been found in
practice that the possession of a facile
hand and a correct eye is not in itself
enough to convert a learned naturalist
into a good painter. A draughtsman
may succeed in copying the forms of
Nature with all the accuracy of a photo-
graph, and yet fail to infuse anything of
the artistic element into his pictures.

I believe, however, that the sources
of failure in such cases are generally
to be found in two false assumptions,
which are virtually made by some of
the most zealous pupils of the school of
Nature. One is, that every portion of
the work of Nature is, of necessity,
heautiful ; the other is, that all this
beauty is capable of being reproduced
by the hand of the artist.

As to the first point, it would be the
extreme of presumption to deny that
the whole scheme of creation may be
one of infinite beauty as well as infinite
goodness. DBut, whatever may be the
truth with regard to Nature as a whole,
there is nothing inconsistent or wun-
likely in the belief that deformity is to
be met with in the natural, as well as
evil in the moral, world. If we admit
this, it becomes the business of the
artist to make a selection from the ap-
pearances presented to him, and to dis-
tinguish those which are worthy, from
those which are unworthy, of admi-
ration.

This brings him face to face with the
main obstacle to his progress in natural
study. If Naturc herself holds up to
him models of unequal merit, who shall
direct him in his choice? There is no
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want of volunteers for the office. = Pro-
fessors and critics in plenty are ever
ready to supply the required instruction,
and to lay down rules and principles
for the artist’s guidance. Academies of
Art are formed to keep its canons pure
and undefiled.  Sed quis custodiet ipsos
custodes 2”7  What test is there of the
truth of these rules of composition, and
principles of selection? The answer
usually made is by an appeal to further
human authority—to the taste of civi-
lized people, and the opinion of those
who have been canonized as the great
masters.

Now there is a convenient theory
which gets over much of the difficulty
here presented, and whereby, in fact, the
knot was cut by Sir Joshua Reynolds.
He simply declared that good taste was
itself the teaching of Nature. “My
“ notion of Nature,” he says, ¢ compre-
¢ hends not only the forms which nature
¢ produces, but also the nature and in-
“ternal fabric and organization, as I
“may call it, of the human mind and
“imagination. The terms beauty, oz
¢ Nature, which are general ideas, are
“ but different modes of expressing the
“ same thing, whether we apply these
“ terms to statues, poetry, or pictures.
¢ Deformity is not Nature, but an acci-
¢ dental deviation from her accustomed
« practice. This general idea, therefore,
¢ ought to be called Nature ; and nothing
“ else, correctly speaking, has a right to
¢ that name,” I am far from denying
the truth of this position ; but it will
be observed that it still leaves undecided
the disputes of doctors as to what is
properly to be accounted as good taste.
If there be deformity in the material
works of Nature, so may there be ob-
liquity in the mnatural judgment of
men’s minds. Is there no court of
appeal sitting in which we may take
the judgment of Nature herself upon the
points in dispute ? The only method I
can descry of arriving at such a decision
is by a fresh study, conducted in a
more philosophic manner, of the works
of Nature ; not regarding their outward
appearances as a series of facts to he
recorded by the artist, but seeking
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rather to examine the operation of these
facts in conveying emotions of delight
to the human mind. I think it ex-
tremely probable that this study would
lead to the conclusion that there is but
one true standard of good in taste, as in
morality. 'We should very likely find
that similar phenomena have a tendency
to produce similar emotions of delight
in all minds, and that the varieties of
taste which now exist are partly caused
by the unequal susceptibilities of dif-
ferent minds, and partly by associations
and habits which obscure these emotions,
and often prevent us from detecting
their presence. DBut, while these di-
versities of faste exist, every artist
must be content to act upon his own
individual impressions of the beauty of
nature, and make them his sole guide
to the interpretation of her works.

‘With respect to the second fallacy
to which I have referred—that of
assuming it possible to reproduce in our
copy all the beauty of the original—no
one can deny that a #rue copy of a
beautiful object must itself be beautiful.
But what picture that ever was painted
can be upheld as a #rue copy? The
materials with which the artist works,
his limited range of light and shade,
and the incomparable littleness of his
power, are enough to account for his
utter failure when he attempts a literal
transcript of any but the most trivial
facts. Something must obviously be
omitted, and in that something the
greater part of the beauty of the original
may chance to be contained.

‘We may observe, therefore, that,
besides. the philosophic inquiry before
mentioned, there is another and a special
kind of study demanded of the artist,
which differs entirely from that required
of the historian. The painter or sculp-
tor who would succeed in his art, must
first feel the beauty of what he attempts
to reproduce, and must learn in what
qualities of Nature the causes of his
emotion lie; but, secondly, he must
ascertain which of those qualities are
beyond and what within the capabi-
lities of his art. He will then be in
a position to apply that art with effect,
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and, partly by imitation, but much more
by suggestion of what his limited mate-
rials are insufficient to- reach, he can
interpret the tale to others which Nature
has told to him.

So much, then, for the Imitative Arts.
I turn now to the Creative Arts of the
designer, the architect, and the decorator,
in whose case we have observed that
the advice to study Nature as a guide
is much more intelligible and definite
than when addressed to the painter or
the sculptor.

The most obvious course for a de-
signer, who would pursue his art under
the guidance of Nature, is to search
among her works for similar objects to
those he proposes to design, in order
that he may make his own practice con-
formable to the precedent so set before
him. But here, at the very outset, his
difficulties begin. Where is he to find
the analogies he wants? The very sen-
tence under which man lives by the
sweat of his brow, the very want which
the artificer supplies, would seem to tell
him that he is working in a field which
Nature has purposely left uncultivated.
It is only to make up for our natural
deficiencies that the useful arts are called
into requisition. Hence similar condi-
tions to those to which the designer has
to apply his art may be looked for in
vain in the natural creation. What we
are required to make and desire to beaun-
tify are the very things which Nature
has not made for us.

It may be suggested that we shall
find precedents where other animals
have, by the inspiration of a wondrous
instinet, been taught to supply their
own wants. Nests of birds, the web
of the spider, the honey-comb, and the
coral are admitted to be beautiful,
although the same quality may per-
bhaps be denied to the hill of the
ant and the hut of the beaver. DBut
the wants of man are so different from
the wants of these animals that it is
almost impossible to deduce a precedent
from such examples. Fasy as it is to
hold them up for imitation in a general
way, any supposed parallel with them

would generally be felt by the working
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artist as fanciful in the extreme ; and,
indeed, the examples themselves differ
so much from ‘each other as scarcely to
admit of the application of any prin-
ciple common to them all.
Aswedespair, then, from theverynature
of the case, of finding any objects which
will afford complete models for imitation,
the next inquiry would be for incidental
analogies—for cases in which the design
of Nature may be supposed to coincide
in some particulars with the task allotted
to man. Still we shall find the subject
surrounded by difficulties. I will take
a very familiar example—the art of dress.
Thereisnothingin Nature which precisely
answers to the idea of dress. Princes are
not bern with coronets on their brows ;
the story of Minerva’s entry into the
world has long since been given up as
incredible ; and, if ever a donkey did
dress himself in a lion’s skin, or a wolf
in sheep’s clothing, T am sure that he
was not actuated thereto by any natural
instinet. But seeming amalogies are
easily to be found. It requires no
straining of the poetic licence to talk
of 2 hill-side clothed with verdure, and
meadows dressed with the flowers of
spring. And, although it is true, at
least in this climate, that we are forced
to supply ourselves with clothing which
Nature has not provided, we may very
reasonably regard the feathers of birds
and the fur of beasts as bearing the
same relation to their wants that great-
coats, and (in a minor degree) fashion-
able bonnets bear to ours. But the
detection of any analogy of which the
artist can make practical nse is a matter
of much greater difficulty. Mr. Mar-
shall has pointed out that the skin and
fur which cover the rabbit and the hare
not only answer the purpose of clothing,
but are nsed by Nature to correct and
conceal the necessary deformity of in-
ternal structure. When these creatures
have to be prepared for dressing, in the
culinary sense of the word, we perceive
how their natural covering contributed
to their beanty. The agreeable appear-
ance of a leveret in a dish is dependent
on associations with which the eye has
nothing to do. For the purpose of the
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toilette the analogy of the clothing of the
animal has no existence. It is not the
practice of Nature to conceal by clothing,
except where the result would show an
increased beauty. If we admit that
the human form is not susceptible of
this increase of beauty, it would seem to
follow that we must seek for our laws
of ordinary dress in some other source
than that of Nature. To this, however,
the artist will answer, with some truth,
that his conception of dress is not that
of a covering which conceals form. It
is rather that of a covering which is
based upon, and may sometimes enhance,
but never denies, the natural beauty of
form, This idea of dress is much more
closely represented in Nature by the ivy
or creeping plants which adorn a cliff-
side, or hang in garlands from the trees,
than by the wool of a sheep or the
shell of a lobster. It may, indeed, be
thought by many a' fatal objection to
this definition, that it requires' us to
discard from the- category of dress one
of the most important articles of modern
female attire. This it would be neces-
sary to regard as a sort of case designed
for a portable habitation, and it would
be this case and not the human figure
that would in reality be dressed. I
am not so indiscreet as to deny that a
bell-shaped receptacle of the human
form may possess an independent beauty
of its own ; but that is not the question
before us. Even by thus limiting our
definition of dress we advance no further
in our search for precedents; for the
most expert modiste would be sorely
puzzled at having to prepare a court
costume on the model of a vine or a
Virginia creeper.

Thus we see how our fancied analogies
are apt to break down, if we look them
fuoll in the face, or attempt to apply to
them a practical test. If we take, again,
a more general view of creation, the very
nature and scope of organic design
would seem to separate it from human
art. Unlike the creations of man, the
animate works of Nature are susceptible
of constant change and growth, and
adapted to the requirements of life,
and motion, and perpetual reproduction.
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The graceful forms they possess would
seem to be denied to the use of artificers
who have not the breath of life at their
command. Mr. Fergusson has drawn
an ingenious analogy between the art
of architecture and the natural design
displayed in the human form. Yet
what is there in the animal functions of
man to liken him to a house? How
much of his form is evidently designed
for movement and locomotion, which
would be utterly unsuited to the building
of any house, except a caravan !

Again, we cannot fail to observe that
the growth of an animal or vegetable is
entirely different from that of an object
made with hands. A baby-cottage does
not spring from a germ, and expand itself
into a palace, but the palace is built up
—stone by stone—from the level of the
earth. Instead of developing our crea-
ture by means of a vital force, our labour
is mainly employed in counteracting
another of Nature’s forces—that of
gravity. Art and Nature would seem to
be in opposition, and striving against
each other for the mastery. Not, indeed,
that the piling of one stone upon another
is to be reckoned as a fine art ; but there
can be no architecture without building
—no decoration without something to
decorate. And it is important to ob-
serve that it is from the actions of those
very forces, which we have to overcome
before our fine art begins that some
at least of the beauty of Nature is ad-
mitted to arise. Have we not noted the
beauty of natural drapery, upon which
the force of gravity is allowed to act
without restraint? And yet we see that
the destrnetion of this beautifying agency
is often one of the preliminary conditions
of Art. ’

Thus man’s industry is not only con-
fined to a distinet field from the work of
Nature, but must ever be occupied in
opposing her action. Nature sends rain,
and man makes umbrellas. Itis a sense
of this hopeless separation that makes
the march of civilization in rural places
a subject of so much regret to the lover
of Nature. He cannot behold without
sadness the lines of streets advancing
with serried ranks across the fields, and

completing the work of destruction
begun by the swarm of villas which had
gettled on her borders. - Nor can he
escape a passing suspicion that, when
Art ascends the throne, Nature has no
place at the council-board. It is small
comfort to be told that the triumph is
but for a time. Yet so it is. Leave
our house untenanted, and it soon falls
into decay ; for Nature steps in to claim
her reversion, our frail Art trembles at
her touch, and she strikes to earth the
temple we had designed to reach to
heaven. Yet, while she destroys with
one hand, with the other she builds
again, renewing ever to our sight the
same creative charm in which we had
fondly hoped to find the clue to Art.
‘Where her foot falls, fresh beauties rise,
and still cry shame upon the handiwork
of man. His frescoed walls she tints
with softer hues. His finest tracery is
coarse beside the foliage which clings
around it ; and every blossom tells how
vain was the poet’s fancy that—

¢¢ Nor herb nor flow'ret glistened there,
But was carved in the cloister arches as fair.”

It may have been owing to a per-
ception of the many difficulties to which
I have referred, and to a sense of hope-
less inferiority to Nature, coupled with
a deep admiration of her beauty, that
the creative artists of almost all ages
and countries have had a tendency to
seek for refuge and support intthe Arts
of Imitation. They have “endeavoured
to bestow upon works of design the
gift of language, and to make them
tell of absent Nature, in order, in some
degree, to reconcile the spectator ta
their otherwise uncongenial presence.

Now this might be accomplished by
other devices besides imitation. To a
people advanced in civilization, the
casiest way might seem to be afforded
by the artifice of symbolism. We might
write the names of natural objects all
about our works of art. This is a
method of pure convention, in which
the symbols employed have mo con-
nexion with the things described, except
what depends upon previous agreement
with the persons addressed. But Dby
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this means the suggestion of any actual
appearance of nature depends so much
on the imagination that it is useless for
our purpose. Another kind of sym-
bolism exists in the Egyptian - hiero-
glyphies, and in heraldic paintings.
Here the element of imitation is intro-
duced. The forms and colours employed
are as much symbolic as before ; but
they have been adopted because they
bear some resemblance to the objects to
be suggested. This is, in fact, a com-
bination of two distinet modes of
suggestion, one of which depends on
artificial, and the other on natural, asso-
ciation. In their relation to the art of
design the latter is quite as much a
language as the former.

Bearing this in mind, let ns look at
the several ways in which the designer
may make his creation speak of Nature
by means of this language of imitation.

First, he may deliver his work bodily
into the hands of the imitative artist.
He may so use that art as to leave him-
self no field for design. If, for example,
the four walls of a room were painted
with a complete landscape like the late
Mr. Burford's panorama, there would
be no ornament there at all. I have a
box for lucifers, which is simply the
statue of a dog, and I have to cut his
throat to get at the inside. This sort of
adaptation of natural form is a mere sub-
stitution for Creative Art., The designer
in this case is very like the actors in our
so-called pantomimes, who do nothing
but talk, and so leave no room for acting.

Secondly, thedesign maybe so arranged
that the suggestive element shall have a
separate place assigned to it, there being
scope for the whole art of the imitative
artist in the pictures or pieces of sculp-
ture so introduced, and the proper display
of them being considered as one of the
primary conditions of the design itself.
For example, if the creation be a house,
its fagade may also be regarded as a
sculpture gallery ; if a dinner-plate, its
rim may be treated both as a receptacle
for salt, and as the frame of a picture.
In neither of these cases is there any
interference by the designer with the art
of the imitator, If the two elements of
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design and imitation co-exist, the result
is a mixture only—not a combination.

In the methods of suggestion of which
I have now to speak, the two elements
are more or less combined. There are two
distinct ways of effecting this union:—

First, the general design may be de-
termined without reference to the sugges-
tive clement, and then imitations of
natural appearances may be added, as
matters of detail, and so interwoven with,
and introduced upon or within the con-
struction, that they may become an
integral part of the whole. The design,
in fact, is}a sort of skeleton or frame-
work for the imitation. To accomplish
this, it will of course be necessary to
arrange the natural objects in an axrtificial
manner with reference to the design;
and this requirement is in some degree
a restraint upon the imitator. But, with
the artificial arrangement as a condition,
the imitation of these objects may still
be carried quite as far as in the preceding
cases. ]

Examples of such painting will be
found in the arabesques of Raphael;
and of sych sculptured ornament in the
groups of fruit and flowers on the cele-
brated gates of Ghiberti at Florence, and
the carving of Grinling Gibbons in our
own country. In a bronze jug which I
have before me, the form of the handle
has first been designed, and then a por-
tion of a human figure and some bird’s
wings have been modelled upon the
chosen curve, The figure, of course, is
in an artificial attitude, but the imitation
is carried as far as the material allows.
To take again our illustration of the
dinner-plate, the rim will no longer
be a mere set-off to the picture, but
the composition of the picture will be
governed by the shape of the rim.

It is plain that here the designer has
a more important part to play than
hitherto ; but still he is working under
some restraint, and, having carried for-
ward his design to a certain point, he is
obliged to retire, and leave the whole
field open to the imitative artist. This
is the method chiefly advocated by
critics who belong to what is called the
school of NATURALISM.
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Finally, we arrive at a method of
suggestion wherein the designer assumes
a position of still greater prominence,
and the imitative artist holds the second
place only. Here not only the arrange-
ment of the objects imitated, but the
extent of the imitation is restricted by
the nature of the design. Of the quali-
ties which go to make up our idea of
the object to be suggested, only such
are allowed to be represented to our
eyes as it could possess in common with
the actual thing that we see before us.
This I take to be the fundamental idea
involved in the teaching of the so-called
CONVENTIONAL school. An example of
this method in sculptured ornament is
afforded by the lotus capitals of Egypt,
as compared with the natural foliage
in some kinds of Gothic architecture.

Under this system of the Conven-
tional School the designer is about as
free as the imitator is under that of the
Natural School. The condition of sug-
gesting nature may be fulfilled without
at all diverting the spectator’s attention
from the object created. But it will
also be perceived that the language
which speaks of nature has now begun
to partake of the conventional character
which we recognised in the case of
hieroglyphics. - The qualities which it
has been found necessary to omit from
the representation are only suggested
to the mind by a process of natural
association.

I believe that these considerations
will give us the key to a controversy,
which has been carried on for some time,
between these two schools of Naturalism
and Conventionalism. It is nothing
more than a contest between the Imi-
tative and the Creative artists. Each
loves his own art the best, and advo-
cates that system which gives it the
greatest scope. The designer feels him-
self fettered by the necessity of intro-
ducing perfect works of Imitative Art
into his designs. The painter and
sculptor perceive that the qualities
omitted by the Conventionalist are not
unfrequently the very qualities upon
which the beauty of the natural ohject
depends. I am net about to enter into

the controversy in question. My object
in thus passing in review the different
methods of suggestion is merely to
assign its true place to the art of imi-
tation, which, instead of being looked
upon as a language, is often confounded
with the art of design.

An imaginary series of wall-papers
will help to exemplify the different
styles T have referred to.

1. Design.—A pattern of forms, shades,
and colours only.

2. Imitation.— A representation of
marble.

3. Imitation- Destgn.—A. geometrical
net-work, with separate pictures in the
interstices.

4. Imitation x Design.— Naturalism—
Roses naturally grouped upon a repeated
form.  Conventionalism — Fleurs-de-lys
powdered over the sarface.

Now, if T have made myself clear, it
will be seen that, by thus seeking the
aid of Tmitative Art, the Creative artist
does not in reality bring his practice
one whit nearer to that of Nature. He
only places himself under an artificial
condition which limits and restricts
the field of his operations. Except as
affecting the extent of this restriction,
he has no direct interest in the disputes
of the Naturalists and Conventionalists.
Nature belongs to neither the one
school nor the other. The patterns she
designs give delight because they them-
selves are beautiful, not because they
remind us of something else.

I do not say that the artist should
rebel against these conditions. If he
can look upon all these works as mere
compositions of form, shade, and colour,
he will find room enough for his own
particular art. But let him remember
that in using imitation he is not taking
Nature as a guide to Art, but making
his art a guide to Nature.

The condition of suggesting Nature is
often one to which the Creative artist is
obliged to conform. Let us see whether
there are any further conditions which
he may be required to fulfil. To illus-
trate this inquiry, imagine a certain
goblet to have attracted (whether pro-
perly or not is of no sort of consequence)
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the admiration of a variety of persons.
The Natural school of which I have
spoken will have admired the goblet
for the sake of the wreath of grapes
and vine-leaves which surrounds it;
and even the Conventional school may
be pleased with the resemblance of
the shape of the cup to the opening
flowers of certain plants. Among those
persons who are willing to admit an
independent source of admiration, and
have any theory at all on the subject,
we shall find an extraordinary variety
of opinions. Many would derive their
emotion from an innate beauty belong-
ing to certain definite forms, of which
this partakes. Edmund Burke will at-
tribute its beauty to the quality of
smoothness. Sir Uvedale Price, ad-
mitting this kind of beauty, will say
that it has the additional charm of the
picturesque, arising from the roughness
of the vine leaves, the angles of its
outline, and the multitude of its parts.
William Hogarth will assert that the
waving line is the key to its elegance ;
and both he and the late J. D. Harding
will give greater importance than other
writers to the element of variety in
its dimensions. Next there will arise
a chorus of witnesses in praise of
its proportion; but these will vary
greatly in their definition of the term
they use. One will give his in the
words of Euclid. One will trace an
analogy with the principles of harmeny
in sound ; another will base the whole
beauty of proportion upen the simplicity
of prime ratios of numbers; while a
fourth will sigh for the lost canon of
the Greeks, and a German professor
will evolve the idea of beauty from the
application of a geometrical scale. One
philosopher will see in the goblet no
higher merit than regularity of form,
and another will attribute its charm to
that quality combined with delicacy and
smoothness ; while the Board of Trade
will commend the designer for making
it conformable to the laws of symmetry
and series. Apart from all these wit-
nesses, we shall have the followers of
Mr. Alison, tracing their ideas of its
beauty to the various agreeabla asso-
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eiations they happen to connect with it.
The polite founder of the school may be
pleasantly reminded of classical sym-
posia, and the erown of Dionysus; while
some of his less refined disciples will
derive more gratification from the thought
of beer. Admirers of the Utilitarian
school will like it for its fitness. They
will note with satisfaction that it is easy
to hold, and to drink from ; that it
stands firmly on its pedestal ; and that
it is very large. So we may multiply
the requirements to enable it to gratify
the tastes of all, each according to his
own pet system of philosophy. The
manufacturer will refuse to call it beau-
tiful unless it be substantial and well-
made. The frugal housewife would like
it cheap, and the merchant-prince would
scorn it unless it were dear. The world
will buy it if it be fashionable, and col-
Iectors will prize it only when it becomes
unique. Every one of these multitu-
dinous admirers will apply his own test
of merit in judging of the artist’s work.

If, then, these several witnesses have
not been deceived as to the origin of
their emotions, it follows that the de-
signer will give them entire satisfaction
if he make his work conformable to
their several theories. It may naturally
appear, therefore, to the student of
design, whom we will assume to be a
tractable youth, unencumbered by stub-
born theories of his own, that all he has
to do, to become perfect in his art, is
to make himself acquainted with the
theories of others, and apply them as
the nature and object of his work may
require. But I think it must be clear
that this mere following or adoption of
theories because they are the theories
of those employers for whom the artist
works is a very different thing from
what we are accustomed to think of as
Fine Art.

The truth of this will, I think, appear
in the aspect of the matter which chiefly
concerns us in the present inquiry. The
mere following of the theories of others,
or the mere obedience to rules, as rules,
excludes us from the study of Nature as
a guide to Art. And yet this methodical
system is of the essence of .academic
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teaching. Certain rules are laid down,
which the pupil is required to obey ;
and these rules he is taught to regard as
principles of Art. To do more than
this does not lie within the power of
a master; and even this assumes his
teaching to be of the most liberal kind.
Generally he confines it within much
narrower bounds. He teaches only the
special theory which he himself believes
to be true, and thus he limits the range
of persons whom the pupil can gratify
by his Art to that class of theorists to
which the teacher belongs. Of course,
it is incumbent upon professors who
uphold our general maxim to show that
the principles of Art which they lay
down are derived from the study of
Nature. Butit is open to the pupil to
take this for granted, and, without any
real opinion of his own, to devote
himself entirely to a mere mechanical
following of rule. We sometimes do
this in more weighty matters than
ornamental Art.

Passing, however, from student to
master, let us look -at the theories of
two rival schools which exist among us,
and both of which do profess to be
feunded on mnatural study. The theory
of Mr. Ruskin, with respect to beauty
of form, is as follows :—He conceives
that the forms in creation which are
most frequently presented to men’s eyes
are those which God has pre-deter-
mined that it shall be man’s nature
to love. He infers that it is man’s
duty to consider these forms as® beau-
tiful, and to make use of them in his
art.  “All beautiful lines,” he tells
us, ““are adaptations of those which are
commonest in the external creation.”
On this theory he argues that it is our
duty to employ the pointed arch in
building, because the leaves of trees are
most frequently pointed. He praises
the flattened egg-shape in a certain orna-
ment because it happens to be like-a
common pebble from the sea-beach. He
characterizes the Greek fret as ugly,
because the only approach to a natural
resemblance which he can trace for it
is that of certain unique crystals of
bismuth ; while he extols the beauty of

another ornament, which is often met
with in the churches of Lombardy, be-
cause its forms occur in a variety of
common crystals.

I have no space to point out the diffi-
culties which stand in ihe way of the
acceptance of this theory, myg object
being merely to place it side by side
with the principle of another school.
Mr. Owen Jones, one of the most emi-
nent expositors of the system sanctioned
by the Board of Trade, in its depart-
ment of Practical Art, and who, equally
with Mr. Ruskin, upholds the guidance
of Nature, pursues his study as follows :
—He traces in her works certain general
laws of the distribution of form ; and,
observing that no style of ornament is
universally admired which does not
conform to these laws, infers that they
are laws of beauty.

The two methods of study, then,
amount respectively to this. Mr. Ruskin
would obey the presumed injunctions of
Nature, by copying the most frequent of
her forms. Mr. Owen Jones would follow
her dictates by imitating the most con:-
mon qualities of her forms. Mr. Ruskin’s
motive is a pious submission to the will
of God, as inferred from the ordinary
aspect of creation. Mr. Jones contends
that we can have no proper admiration
of man’s work unless it has a precedent
in the general laws of natural design.

Both systems equally get over our
difficulty of the want of analogy between
Nature and Art. Mr, Ruskin's use of
common forms has no reference to their
application in Nature; and a great argu-
ment in favour of the Board of Trade
principles is that they are applicable to
every kind of design. Thereis no analogy,
but that of shape, between a leaf and a
Gothic window; and, except that they
have certain qualities of form in common,
a South Kensington student, who likened
himself unto a tea-pot, would be liable
to suspicions of incipient catalepsy.

But, to us, the most important aspect
of the two schools is this: the one looks
upon Nature as a despotic lawgiver,
whom the artist is bound to obey; the
other treats her as a court of ultimate
appeal, to affirm or over-rule, as the case
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may be, our previous decisions. In this
view, there is little difference between
them. The result of each is to reduce
the teaching of Nature to a level with
that of the pedagogue. A writing-master
can set before us copics for imitation ;
and we may learn to do sums, on a
system of faith that whenever answers
have been universally admitted to be
right, this will always be found to be in
accordance with certain natural laws of
addition, subtraction, and so forth.

On this systemn, the student may arrive
at a certain point of technical ability
without possessing any of the attributes
of an artist. DBut he can never hope to
raise the condition of Art itself—or, in
short, become a true artist—as long as
he looks upon Nature’s laws (whether
of individual form or of the general
qualities of form) as purely arbitrary.
He must feel within himself an irre-
sistible conviction that they are laws of
beauty, or they will avail him nothing.
If he would use them himself, he must
test them himself. If he begins by
assuming that a rule of mnatural form
must be a law of beauty, he will never
get on auny further. The only course
from which he can hope for progress is
this :—Let him examine such of the
works of Nature as inspire him with
emotions of delight. If he thinks he
can trace any of these emotions directly
to the presence of some quality which
an object possesses, let him search for
the same quality in other objects, and
try whether the same emotions arise
within him whenever this quality is
present, and are absent whenever it is
absent. By such a process—it is the
well-known method of scientific induc-
tion—he may not only obtain the con-
vietion he wants (that is, if it be a frue
couviction), but he may do more. He
may learn to estimate the relative value
of particular qualities, as affecting his
emotions of delight. e may find that
the law which professors would tcach
him to obey is, undoubtedly, one of
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beauty, but that it does not account for
the special charm which a particular
object has for his mind.

The student need not be deterred
by the philosophical character of the
pursuit. The lesson of beauty is one
which is revealed to babes. The un-
taught savage, who has nothing to guide
him but a simple delight in Nature, is
often a better designer than the learned
professor of Ornamental Art. This fact
is a very striking one; and, perhaps,
we may learn from it that, in the practice
of Art, the"accumulated learning of ages
will be only an incumbrance to the
artist, unless he can distinguish his
emotions of beauty, and keep them
pure.

My object has not been to magnify
the difficulty of the study of Nature as
a guide to Art, but rather to show that
the main difficulty arises from our not
knowing how to begin that study. We
have seen how many requirements the
designer is obliged to fulfil. He must
not interfere with the uses of the object
he has to beantify. He may have to
give room in his design for the work
of the imitative artist. He must con-
form to a given style. He must fol-
low the fashion of the times, and, per-
haps, obey the caprice of his employer;
and he may mnot dare to opposc the
theories of the learned. If he is content
to pursue his art as a trade, he may stop
here, and need not go to Nature at all.
But, if he would become a true artist, he
must treat all these requirements as the
conditions of his work, and feel that,
when he has satisfied them, his art has
yet to begin. Then let him enter the
school of Nature, and be guided by what
he feels within himself to be the love of
her beauty, and her beauty alone; and
he will learn, from the infinite variety in
which this beauty is unfolded to him,
that there are no human conditions,
however hard, which do not admit of
some reflection, however faint, of her
boundless grace, i
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NOTE ON THE ARTICLE ¢ SUBSCRIPTION NO SECURITY,”
IN THE APRIL NUMBER.

BY THE DEAN OF CHRIST CHURCH, OXFORD.

Dr. Hawkins, Provost of Oriel, who
is distinguished for his knowledge of
the annals of the University, and has
been one of the chief actors in the
academic history of his own time, has
courteously called my attention o two
errors in the Article above-named.

L In p. 467, it is said that Sub-
scription was first required from Gra-
duates, as well as Undergraduates, at
the instance of Leicester, in 1581.

There seems to be no reference to
Graduates in Wood’s Annals, either i
that year or in any previous year. But
as Subscription was certainly imposed
on Graduates about that time, I followed
others in regarding the whole transaction
ag one. The Provost, however, has dis-
interred from the old University docu-
ments a Statute imposing Subseription
on Graduates, passed Oct. 25, 1576.
There is certainly no evidence to connect
Leicester’s name with this Statute. But,
as he had been Chancellor for twelve
years, as he had constantly exercised a
controlling power over the University,
and had taken a forward part in banish-
ing Roman Catholics from her pale, it
is probable that the Statute of 1576, as
that of 1581, was approved by him.

IL In p. 472, it is stated that the
Oath to observe the Statutes of the
University continued to be exacted from
Undergraduates, till they were pro-
hibited by the Act of 1854, § 43.

But it is plain that the only oaths so
prohibited were those of allegiance and
supremacy ; for the Oath to obey the
Statutes had been repealed by the
University herself in 1837.

Yet it can hardly be said o have
been repealed without compulsion. And,
if so, the argument remains untouched,
though a slight alteration in the words
is required.

To explain the matter fully, it is neces-
sary to refer to transactions in Parlia-
ment between the years 1834 and 1837.

In March, 1834, petitions were pre-
sented by the Prime Minister (Lord
Grey) in the House of Lords, and by
the Colonial Secretary (Mr. Spring Rice)
in the Commons, signed by sixty-three
resident members of the Senate at Cam-
bridge, among whom appeared the emi-
nent names of Sedgwick, Airy, Lee,
Peacock, Bowstead, Thirlwall, and others,
second to none (said Lord Grey) in ge-
neral and scientific knowledge, in high
character, and in zealous attachment to
the interests of the Church. The prayer
of the petition was that Dissenters should
be admissible to Degrees ; and the in-
terest felt in the matter is shown by
the facts that it was introduced by
elaborate speeches from the Ministers,
and gave rise to animated debates—the
debate in the Lower House being twice
adjourned.

This Petition was followed (April
17th) by a Bill introduced into the
House of Commons by Mr. George
‘Wood, by which it was proposed to
admit all His Majesty’s subjects equally
to Degrees, ‘notwithstanding their di-
versities of religious opinion ; Degrees
in Divinity alone excepted.” ILeave
was given to bring in the Bill by 185
votes against 44. The second reading
was carried (June 20th) by 321 to 147,
after a vigorous debate, in which the
most remarkable speech was that de-
livered in favour of the principle of the
Bill by the present Lord Derby, then
Mr. Stanley. The third reading was
opposed by Mr. Gladstone and others,
and finally carried (July 28th) by 164
to 75. It was then brought into the
House of Lords by Lord Radunor, but
was rejected on the second reading
(Aug. 1st) by 187 votes to 85.

In the following year, 1835, a Bill
simply to abolish the requirement of
Subseription was introduced by the same
peer, and was rejected (July 14th) by
163 to 57.
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These naked statements will show the
great interest that was then taken in
the condition of the Universities ; ; and
a perusal of the debates will greatly
strengthen the impression thus received.

Now in the course of these debates,
the question of the Oaths exacted by the
University and Colleges was raised. Mr.
Stanley alluded to them as mere forms in
contrast to the more serious obligations
entailed by Subscription (xxiv Hans,
687); and Lord Radnor spoke pointedly
of the absurdity of the Oaths still exacted
by the Universities and Colleges, to show
how lightly solemn obligations had come
to be regarded by the academical autho-
rities (xxv Hans. 824). His lordship
followed up the matter next year by
moving for a return of all Oaths exacted
at Oxford, and justified his motion by
an elaborate speech (xxvi Hans. 576).

The result of this inquiry appeared
two years afterwards, when Lord Radnor
moved for a Parliamentary Commission
to deal with the whole subject (xxxvii
Hans. 1001). This proposal was de-
feated. But, a month later, he moved
for a Committee of the House with the
same end in view. On that occasion, the
Duke of Wellington stated that, very
shortly after he became Chancellor of
Oxford [we. in 1834], he had recom-
mended the governing body of the Uni-
versity to obtain a remedy for the evils
that ¢“arose out of the existence of obso-
¢ lete and impracticable Statutes, which
‘ were not only useless, but injurious;”’
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and he further said that the Umvers1ty
was “ prepared to makeall the inquiries
“ that were necessary, and all the alter-
“ ations that it would be in the power of
¢ Parliament to make” (xxxviii Hans.
667). ILord Camden gave a similar
promise on behalf of the sister Univer-
sity and its Colleges. All the speakers
on the side of the Universities made
admission of the propriety, if not the
necessity, of alteration. Lord Radnor,
relying on these ;concessions, withdrew
his motion,

This debate took place on the 8th of
May, 1837.

It was on the 23rd of November,
1837, that the measure was passed at
Oxford, by which Undergraduates were
henceforth to be released from the oath
of obedience to the Statutes.

It is fair to add that a number of
superfluous oaths had been removed by
the Utliversity of Oxford, proprio motu,
in 1827. Some others had been abo-
lished, and some modified, in 1835 and
1836.

But the abolition of the particular oath
in question seems to have been the
direct consequence of the Duke’s en-
gagement, not the unforced, spontaneous
act of the University. So, at least, it
was understood by Lord Radnor, whose
statement was not contradicted by the
Duke, in the debate that followed omn
the 21st of December, just a month after
the Oath had been repealed (xxxix
Hans. 1385).

MR. MATTHEW ARNOLD AND THE GREAT PUBLIC SCHOOLS : ETON.

In Mr. Matthew Arnold’s paper, “A
French Eton: Part IIL” in our last
number, there occurred the following
statement : — “ The most experienced
“and acute of Oxford heads of Houses
“told me himself that, when he spoke
“to an undergraduate the other day
“about trying for some distinguished
“scholarship, the answer he got was:
“¢QOh, the men from the great schools
“¢don’t care for those things now ; the
“*¢men who care about them are the men

¢ ¢from Marlborough, Cheltenham, and
“¢ the second-rate schools.””

A correspondent from Eton, whe
thinks that this statement is calculated
to convey an unfair impression of the
present state of our great public schools,
sends us some comments upon it, with
reference more particularly to Eton.
He says :—

“To show how untrue this statement
is, with regard to Eton at least (for I
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will not undertake to answer for any
other school), it will be but necessary
to quote from two letters which ap-
peared in the Eton College Chronicle
within the last fortnight. The first is
from a Cambridge man. He says:

¢ ¢The following is an account of the
success of Etfonians at Cambridge, in
1862, 1863, and to April 11, 1864,
omissions excepted :—

CLASSICAL.
17 First Classmen.
1 Senior Classie.
3 Chancellor’s Classical Medallists.
2 Member’s Prizemen.
1 Browne's Medallist, for Latin Ode.
1 Carus, Greek Testament Prizeman.
Sundry Second and Third Classmen.

Excrisa.
2 Le Bas Prizemen.

MATHEMATICAL.

5 Wranglers, if not more.

Sundry Senior and Junior Optimes.’

¢“This is what Eton has done at Cam-
bn(ﬂe now let us turn to the Oxonian
account ; ; it is dated Oxford, April 28.

“<The following account (omissions
excepted) of the successes obtained by
Eton men at Oxford may, perhaps, be
equally interesting (with the account
given above) :—

¢ ¢In the Public Examinations of 1862
and 1863 there were—

2 Double Firsts.
10 First Classmen.
10 Second Classmen.
16 Third Classmen.

“¢The following University prizes
have lately been won by Etonians :—
Stanhope Historical Essay, 1861.
Junior Mathematical Scholarship, 1863.
Taylorian Scholarship, 1863.
Besides twelve open Scholarships and
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Demyships now held by old Etonians
at Balliol, Trinity, Magdalene, &e.
‘When it is remembered how many of
Eton’s best classical scholars are to be
found at Cambridge, the above facts
must be acknowledged to confer no
small amount of x%8os upon the school.’

“Those two letters surely contain proof
enough that the men from second-rate
schools are mnot the only ones who
care for intellectual honours.

“TI think I have said enough now to
show how untrue Mr. Arnold’s assertion
is, as far as Eton is concerned : I can
answer for no more, but I have no doubt
that other large Public Schools have done
nearly as well, making allowances for
smaller numbers. It would be well to
remove the impression, that Eton boys
learn nothing, which seems to be a fixed
conviction on so many minds: as a
sample of what they have done I may
mention that six out of the first nine
in the Classical Tripos last year were
Ttonians. I much doubt whether such
a feat has ever been performed by any
other school.”

Our Correspondent’s statements as to
the very high proportion of University
honours won by Etonians of late years
are amply borne out by reference to the
calendars of the two Universities ; and,
although we conceive that Mr. Matthew
Arnold may have had in view some-
thing deeper than this, in any remarks
of his in the course of his article that
seemed to reflect generally on the present
intellectual condition of those classes
of society for whom our great public
schools mainly exist, yet, as the parti-
cular passage referred to might be mis-
apprehended, we willingly call attention
to the facts on which our corrrespondent
properly lays stress.—Edizor,
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THE HILLYARS AND THE BURTONS: A STORY OF TWO FAMILIES.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, AUTHOR OF “ AUSTIN ELLIOT,” “ RAVENSHOE,” ETC.

CHAPTER XXXV.

JAMES BURTON'S STORY : MISS BROWN'S
TROUBLES COME TO AN END, WHILE
MR. ERNE HILLYAR'S FAIRLY COM-
MENCE. f

‘WeLLiNgToN Row, Kentish Town, is a
row of semi-respectable houses, in the
most dreary and commonplace of all
the dreary and commonplace suburbs
which lie in the north of London. I
should suppose that the people who in-
habit them may generally be suspected
of having about a hundred a year, and
may certainly be convicted, on the most
overwhelming evidence, of only keeping
one servant,

At least Mrs. Jackson, at No. 7, only
kept one, and she wasn't half strong
enough for the place. Mrs. Jackson
didn’t mean to say that she wasn’t a
willing girl enough, but she was a for-
getful slut, who was always posturing,
and running after the men, “and so at
times it was ’ard to keep your temper
with her ; indeed it were, I do assure
you.”

Now the history of the matter is
simply this. Martha Brown, the ser-
vant-of-all-work (*slavey,” as a snob
would so suggestively have called her),
was a delicate and thoughtful girl, which
things, of course, are serious delinquencies
in a pot-scourer and door-step cleaner ;
but, beside and above these crimes, she
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had ecommitted the crowning one of
being most remarkably pretty—which,
of course, was not to be tolerated.

So she had rather a hard life of it,
poor thing. Mrs. Jackson was not, on
the whole, very kind to her; and, bemg
a she-dragon, not well-favoured herself,
she kept such watch and ward over her
pretty servant ; accused her so often of
flirtations which were entirely imagi-
nary, and altogether did so wrangle,
scold, and nag at her ; that sometimes,
in the eold winter’s morning, wearily
scrubbing the empty grate, or blowing
with her lips the smouldering fire, the
poor thing has bent down her head and
wished that she was dead, and calmly
asleep beside her mother in the country
churchyard.

She was a country-bred girl, an orphan,
who had come up to London to “better ”
herself (Lord help her!), had taken
service in this dull, mean neighbour-
hood, and was now fearful of moving
from sheer terror of seeing new faces.
And so here she had been, in this dread-
ful brick-and-mortar prison, for more
than three years, rising each morning
only to another day of dull drudgery of
the lowest kind. Perhaps, sometimes,
there might be a moment or two for a
day-dream of the old place she loved.
But day-dreams are dangerous for a slave
with a scolding mistress. The cat may
get at the milk, the meat may burn ; and
then wrangle and nag for an hour or
so, and, ah, me! it is all over—

N
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‘She looks, and her heart is in heaven : but

they fade—

The mist and the river, the hill and the
shade ;

The stream will not flow, and the hill will
not rise,

And the coloms have all passed away from
her eyes.”

What kept her up, you wonder !

Only hope. And—well ! well ! ¢ People
in that rank of life don’t fall in love in
the same way as we do,” said a tho-
roughly good fellow to me the other
day. I beg solemnly to assure him that
he is quite mistaken.
" Every time when anything went
wrong with this poor little Cinderella,
as soon as the first scalding tears were
~wiped, she had a way, learnt by long
and bitter experience, of calling up a
ghost of a smile on her poor face. She
would say .to herself, “ Well, never
mind. My holiday comes next Sunday
three weeks.”

I beg to apologize for telling one of
the most beautiful stories ever written
(that of Cinderella) over again in my
clumsy language. But there are many
thousand Cinderellas in TLondon, and
elsewhere in England, and you must
ask Dr. Elliotson or Dx. Bucknill how
many of them go mad every year.

And, as the monthly holiday ap-
proached there would be such a flutter-
ing of the poor little heart about the
weather—for itis quite impossible to look
one’s best if it rains, and one likes to
look one’s best, under certain circum-
stances, you know—and such a stitching
together of little bits of finery, that the
kettle used to boil over sadly offen,
and tnnoticed coals to fall into the drip-
ping-pan, and wrap the meat in the
wild splendours of a great conflagration ;
and there would be more scolding and
.more tears. However, all the scolding
-and all the tears in the world can’t pre-
vent Sunday morning from coming; and
so it came. And this was a rather special
Sunday morning—for- there was a_new
bonnet with blue ribands, a rather neat
thing ; and so she was rather anxious
for a fine day.

But it rained steadily and heavily.
It was very provoking. The people

finding her ;
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were going into chnrch by the time she
reached Clerkenwell Prison, and it still
rained on: but, what was worse than
that, there was nobody there !

Up and down the poor child walked,
under the gloomy prison wall, in the
driving rain. It is not an inspiriting
place at any time, that Clerkenwell
Prison-wall, as yon will agree if you
notice it the next time you go by. But, if
you walk for an hour or more there, under
a heavy disappointment, in a steady rain,
waiting for some one who don’t come,
you will find more melancholy still

The people came out of church, and
the street was empty once more. Then
there were tears, but they were soon
followed by sunshine. The spoilt bon-
net was nothing now ; the wet feet were
forgotten ; the wrefched cheap boots,
made of brown paper sewn together
with rotten thread, the dreary squalor

of the landscape, the impertinencies of

passing snobs, were mnothing now ;—
everything was as it should be. For
there was the ring of an iron heel on

‘the pavement, and the mnext minute a

young fellow came hurling round the
corner, and then—

Well! Nobody saw us do it but the
policeman, and he was most discreet,
He looked the other way. He had
probably done the same thing himself
often enough.

I had run all the way from Chelsea,
and had almost given up all hopes of
so, In the first flutter of
our ‘meeting, ‘what between want of
breath, and—say, pleasurable excitement
—I did not find time to tell her that
my news was bad; nay, more than bad
—terrible. I hadn’t the heart to tell
her .at first, and, when I had found the
heart, I couldn’t find the courage. And
so I put it off till after dinnmer. She
and I dined at the same shop the last
time we were in England, and oh!
the profound amazement of the spirited
proprietor at seeing a Jady in thick
silks and ‘heavy bracelets .come in to
eat beef! We had to .tell him all
about it ; we had, indeed.

At last it all came out,rand she was
sitting before 'me "with .a :seared, wild
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face. My eousin Reuben and my father
had been arrested, but my father im-
mediately released. Sir George Hillyar
was dead, and Joe’s heart was broken.

“The grand old gentleman dead !”

“Yes. Got up in the night out of
his chair, wandered as far as the kitchen,
and fell dead !”

“ How very dreadful, dear.”

There was something more dreadful
coming, however. I had to break it to
her as well as I could. So I took her
hand and held it, and said—

“And now we are utterly ruined,
and the forge fire is out.”

“But it will be lit up again, dear.
You and your father have your skill
and strength left. You will light the
forge fire again.”

“Yes,” I answered, “but it will be
sixteen thousand miles away. In Aus-
tralia, dear.”

Now I had done it. She gave a low
piteous moan, and then she nestled up
close to me, and I heard her say, “Oh,
I shall die! I know I shall die! I
can’t bear it without you, dear. I
couldn’t have borne it so long if I
hadn’t thought of you night and day.
Oh, I hope I shall die. Ask your
sister Emma to pray God to take me,
dear.”

“Why you don’t think I am going
without you, do you?” I hurriedly
asked.

“You must go,” she answered, crying.

“I know I must ; and you must come
too. Are you afraid 2”

“How could I be afraid with you,
darling. But you must go, and I must
stay behind and die.”

“ Never mind about that, love. Axe
you afraid

“Not with you.”

“Very well, then. Youwll have the
goodness to get a recommendation fromn
the parson, as an assisted emigrant, a¢
once. If you can’t, yon must pay your
passage, and that’ll be a twister. Now
g0 home and give warning.”

“I eouldn’t do it, dear,” she said,
with her sweet, honest eyes beginning
to sparkle through her tears, and her
mouth beginning to form a smile.
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¢ Couldn’t do what 2”

“Give warning. I should fall down
in a dead faint at her feet.”

“Nonsense,” I said. ¢ Have it out
the minute she opens the door.”

“She won't open it. I go in the
airy way, and as soon as she hears me
come in she comes down and has a
blow up at me.”

“Can’t you get in a wax, old girl 1”
I asked with an air of thoughtful
sagacity, for I saw the difficulty at
once.

0ld girl thought this perfectly hope-
less ; and, indeed, I thought so too.

“Then I tell you what. Don’t give
her time to begin. Get between her
and the door, and says you, ‘If you
please, ma’am—if you please, ma’am—
I wish to give you a month’s warning.””

“Month's warning,” repeated she.

“And then you take and hook it
upstairs.”

“ Hook it upstairs,” repeated she.

“You haven’t got to say that to her.
That’s what you've got to do. When'

.you come to ‘the word ¢ warning,’ say it

out clear, and cut off.”

At last, after many trials and repe-
titions, I got her to give me warning
in a:reasonably audible tone of voice ;
after which I saw her home. She made
a mess of it after all, as T thonught she
would all along. She let the woman
get between her and the door; and
80 had to stay and be scolded. But
it “eventuated” rather well; for she
did get into a “wax ” for the first time
in her life, and.gave:the woman as good
as she brought.  Astonished at her
own suddenly-acquired audacity, and
perfectly unused to fighting, she com-
mitted the mistake, so ¢ommon among
young fighters (who have never been
thrashed, and therefore don’t know the
necessity of quarter), of 'hitting teo
hard. The end of which was that she
was turned out the unext day for a
nasty, impudent, careless, sleepy, aggra-
vating, and ungrateful little audacious
hussey ; which was a grand suceess—a
piece of luck, which even I, with my
highly sanguine temperament, had never
dared ‘to "hope for.

w2
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While T was yet standing in the
street, and making the remarkable dis-
covery that I was wet through, and
rather thinking that it must have been
raining cats and dogs ever since I had
been out, some one came and laid his
bhand -upon my shoulder, and, looking
up, I saw Erne Hillyar. He told me
that he had come to find me, and then
he told me something else—something
which made me sit down on a muddy
door-step in the rain, and stare at him
with blank amazement and horror.

Erne Hillyar was a homeless beggar.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

LE ROI EST MORT—VIVE LE ROL

e

“T caxnor conceal from you the fact,
my dear Sir George Hillyar,” said Mr.
Compton, the morning after the funeral,
¢ that your father’s death at this moment
is a very serious catastrophe indeed.”

“Very serious to me, I suppose ?” said
George.

“Very much so indeed. It is my
belief that, if your father had lived an-
other week, he would have altered his
will in your favour.”

“You are quite sure that he has not
done'so ?”

¢ Quite sure. He would never have
done it without my assistance.”

“Do you hear that, you—you—Lady
Hillyar ?” said George, with a savage
snarl, turning to Gerty, who was sitting
nursing the baby.

She looked so very scared that old
Compton interposed. “My dear Sir
George—now really—her ladyship is not
strong—" :

« Silence, sir,” replied George; “I
am master here, and allow no one to in-
terfere between me and my wife. Leave
the room, Lady Hillyar, and ask your
fellow-conspirator against your husband,
—the gamekeeper’s grandson, my worthy
half-brother—if he will be so condescend-
ing as to be so obliging as to come and
hear this precious will, which he and the
lawyer seem to have concocted between
them, read out.”

“Sir George, I will not be insulted ;
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you will remove your papers to some
other office.”

“ Delighted, I am sure,” said George,
with an insolent sneer; for the old
devil of temper was raging full career
within him, and there was no help by.
“It won't be worth much to any one.
I shall insure this house over its value,
and then burn the God-forgotten old
place down. I don’t care what I do.”

“Sir George, for God’s sake!” said
Compton, shocked to see that the devil
had broken loose once more after such a
long sleep. “ Suppose any one heard
you, and there was a fire afterwards ! ”

“T don’t care,” said George, throwing
himself into the chair in front of the
escritoire, in which his father had sat
the night before he died. ¢ Oh, here is
the noble Erne, who plots and conspires
to rob his brother of his inheritance,
and then sneaks night and day after my
wife to prevent her getting the ear of my
father.”

“George, George, you are irritated ;
you don’t mean what you say.”

¢ Not mean it !”

“You can’t, you know; you are a
gentleman, and you can’t accuse me of
such a thing as that.”

“Twill! I do!” said George.

“Then I say that it is false. That is
all. I do not wish to continue this dis-
cussion now ; but it is false.”

“False ! ” shouted George, rising and
advancing towards Erne. “Is it false
that I have sat watching you so many
months, always interfering ? Is it false
that I have sat and cursed you from the
bottom of my heart? Perhaps you will
say it is false that T curse you now—
curse the day you were born—curse the
day that my father ever caught sight of
your low-bred drab of a mother.”

George had come too close, or had
raised his hand, or something else—no
man knows how it began; but he had
hardly uttered these last words when
he and his brother were at one another’s
throats like tigers, and the two unhappy
young men, locked together in their
wicked struggle, were trying to bear one
another down, and uttering those inar-
ticulate sounds of fury which one hears
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at such times only, and which are so
strangely brutelike.

Before Compton had time to ecry
“ Murder ” more than once, George was
down, with his upper lip cut open by a
blow from Erne’s great signet-ring. He
rose up, pale with deadly hatred, and
spoke. His wrath was so deep that
cursing availed him nothing. He only
said in a low voice, “ I will never, never
forgive that blow aslongas I live. IfT
ever geta chance of returning it, remem-
ber it and tremble, Master Erne.”

Erme had not had time to cool and get
ashamed of himself yet. Te merely re-
turned his brothera look of fierce scorn.

“ Now,” said George, “let us have this
precious will read, and let me turn him
out of the house; I shall have that
satisfaction. Have you the will 2”

“It is in here,” said Mr. Compton.
“This is the key of the escritoire. Sir
George always kept it here, because he
had a fancy that in some desperate ex-
tremity he might wish to put in a codieil
in a hurry. We shall find it in this
moroceo box. God above us ! What is
this ? Let me sit down: I am a very old
man and can’t stand these shocks. There
is no will at all here !”

“ No will ?” said both of the brothers
together.

“Not a vestige of one” replied
Compton, looking suddenlyup at George.

George laughed. I haven't stolen
it, old fox. If I.Jhad known where it
was, I would have. Inan instant. Ina
minute.”

“I don’t think you have taken it, Sir
George,” said Compton. ¢ Your beha-
viour would have been different, I think.
But the will was here the day before
Sir George died, I know, and it is not
here now.”

“Look! Search! Hunt everywhere,
confound you !”

“JI will do so. But I have a terrible
fancy that your father destroyed this
will, and was struck down before he had
time to make another. I have a strong
suspicion of it. This will has been here
for ten years, and never moved. My
opinion is that there is no will.”

He made some sort of a search—a
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search he knew to be hopeless, while
George stood and looked on with ghastly
terror in his face. Erne had grown
deadly pale, and was trembling. At last
the search was over,and Compton, sitting
down, burst into a violent fit of sobbing.

George spoke first. ¢ Then,” said he,
in a voice which rattled in his throat,
“everything isentirely and unreservedly
mine ”

“] fear so.”

“Tvery stick of timber, every head of
game, every acre of land, every farthing
of money—all mine without dispute ?”

“If we can find no will. And that
we shall never do.”

“You have heard what he has said,”
said George to Erne, wiping his mangled
lips, “and you heard what I said just
now. This house is mine. Go. I will
never forget and never forgive. Go.”

Erne turned on his heel, and went
without a word. The last he remembers
was seeing his brother stand looking at
him with his face all bloody, scowling.
And then he was out of the house into,
the sunshine, and all the past was a
cloud to him.

God had punished him suddenly and
swiftly. He very often does so with
those He loves best.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
JAMES BURTON'S STORY: ERNE'S NURSE.

“ WirL God ever forgive me, Jim? I
wish my right hand had been withered
before I did it. I shall never forget that
bleeding face any more. Oh, my brother !
my brother! I would have loved you ;
and it has come to this!”

And-so he stood moaning in the rain
before me, in the blank, squalid street ;
and I sat on the step before him, stunned
and stupid.

¢« T shall never be forgiven. Cain went
out from the presence of the Lord.
Look, his blood is on my right hand
now! How could I? How could I?”

‘What could I say? I do not know
even now what I ought to have said.
I certainly did not then. I was very
sorry at his having struck his brother
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certainly ; but seeing him stand hone-
less and wet in the rain was more terrible
to me. I did not for one instant doubt
that what he said was perfectly true, as
indeed it was; aund even then I began
to ask of myself, What will become of
him ¢

% QOh, father! father! I wish I was
with you! I shall never join you now.
He used to say that he would teach me
to love my mother when we met her in
heaven : but we can never meet now—
never—never !”’

This last reflection seemed to my boy-
mind sovery 5 :ible that T saw it was
time to do or 7 something ; and so I
took his arm and said—

“ Come home, master, and sleep.”

“Home! my old Jim? 7 have no
home.”

“ As long as I have one you have one,
Master Erne,” I' answered, and he let
me take him away with me.

It was a weary walk. I had to tell
him of our misfortunes, of our ruin, of
Reuben’s ruin, of Joe’s terrible disap-
pointment, and of the sad state of mind
into which he had fallen—of the cold
forge, of the failing food. I had to tell
him that the home I was asking him to
share with me had nothing left to adom
it now but love; but that we could give
him that still. It eased his heart to
hear of this. Once or twice he said, * If
I had only known!” or “Poor Reuben!”
And, when I saw that he was quieter, I
told him about our plans ; and, as I did
s0, I saw that he listened with a startled
interest.

I told him that Mr. Compton had
advanced money to take us all to Cooks-
land, and that we went in a month, or
less ; and so I went on thinking that L
had interested him into forgetting his
brother for a time. But, just as we
turned into Church Street, he said—

“She must never know it. I shall

die if she knows it. I shall go mad if
she knows it.”

“ What ?”
“Emma must- never know that T
struck my brother ; remember that.”

. I'most willingly agreed, and we went
in,
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The dear comfortable old place was
nearly dismantled, but there was the
same old hearth, still warm. Our ex-
treme poverty was, so to speak, over,
but it had left its traces behind still
My father looked sadly grave ; and as
for my mother, though 51ttmg still—as
her wont was on Sunday——I saw ler
eye rambling round the room sometimes,
in sad speculation over lost furniture.
As T came in I detected her in missing
the walnut seeretary, at which my father
used to sit and make up his accounts.
She apologised to me also silently, with
only her eyes, and I went and kissed
her. A great deal may pass-between two
people, who understand one another,
without speaking.

Emma was sitting in the centre of
the children, telling them a story; and
she came smiling towards Erne, holding
out her hand. And, when he saw her
he loved so truly, he forgot us all ; and,
keeping his head away from her, he
said, “No! no! not that hand. That
one is—I have hurt it. You must
never take that hand again, Emma. It's
bloody.”

I, foreseeing that he would say too
much, came up, took his hand, and put
it into hers. But, when she saw lis
face—saw his pale scared look—she
grew pale herself, and dropped his hand
suddenly. And then, putting together
his wild appearance, and the words he
had just used, she grew frightened, and
went back with a terrified look in her
face, without one word, and gathered
all the children around her as if for
protection.

“You seo even she flies from me.
Let me go out and hide my shame else-
where. I' am not fit for the company
of these innocent children. Ihad better
g0'7,

This was said in a low tone apart to
me. My affection for him showed me
that the events of the morning had
been too heavy a blow for him, and
that, to all intents and purposes, poor
Erne was mad. There was an ugly
resolute stare in the great stecl-blue
eyes which I had never seen before, and
which I hope mever to see again. I
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was terrified at. the idea of his going
out in his present state. He would only
madden himself further; he was wet
and shivering now, and the rain still
came down steadily. I could see no
end to it.

“Come up to sleep, Master Hrne.”

“Sleep! and dream of George’s bloody

face?  Not I.  Let me go, old boy.”

“Please don’t go out, sir,” said T
louder, casting a hurried loek of entreaty
to Emma, who could hear nothing, but
was wondering what was the matter,
“1it will be your death.”

“Yes, that is what Iwant. Let me go.”

“Won't Freddy go and kiss his preity
Master Erne?” said Emma’s soft voice,
suddenly and hurriedly. “Won't Freddy
go and look at his pretty watch.? Run
then, Fred, and kiss him.”

Thus enjoined, Fred launched himself
upon Krne, and clasped his knee. It
was with an anxious heart that I raised
him up, and put him into Erne’s arms.
It was an experiment.

" But it was suecessful. The child got
his arm round his neek, and his little
fingers twined in his hair; and, as T
watehed Krne, T saw the stare go out of
his eyes, and his face grow quieter and
quieter until the tears began to fall ;
and then, thinking very properly that L
could not mend matters, I left: Erme
alone with the child and with God.

I went and thanked Emma for her
timely tact, and put her in possession of
the whole case; and then, finding FErne
quiet, I made Fred lead him up to bed.
It was high time, for he was very ill, and
before night was delirious.

My mother gave herself up to a kind
of calm despair when she.saw what had
happened, and that Erne would be an
inmate of the house for some time, and
that of necessity Emma must help to
nurse him. She spoke to me about it,
and said that she supposed God knew
best, and that was the only comfort she
had in the matter.

In his delirium he was never quiet
unless either she or I were at his side:
For five days he was thus. The cold he
had ecaught, and the shocl of excite-
ment. he had. sustained, had gone'near
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to kill him ; but it was his first illness,
and he fought through it, and began to
mend.

My mother never said one word of
caution to Exyma. She knew it would
be useless: The constant proximity to
Erne must have been too much for any
efforts which Emma might have made
against lhier passion. 7 was glad of it.
My father merely went gravely about
Lis work ; was as respectful and attentive
to Erne as ever ; while my mother had,
as I said before, resigned herself to
despair, and left the. whole matter in
the hands of God.

Poor Joe! His was = bitter disap-
pointment. Secretary to a member. of
Parliament : and now—Joe Burton, the
humpbacked son of the Chelsea black-
smith ; all his fine ambition scattered fo
the winds. He sat silently brooding
now for hours ; for a week I think he
scarcely spoke. Sometimes he would
rouse himself, and help at what there
was to do, as a matter of duty; but as
soon as he could he sat down again, and
began eating his heart once mor:.

I need not say that we were all very
gentle and careful with him. We had
somehow got the mnotion that all our
sufferings were as nothing to poor Joe’s.
I wonder who put that notion afloat.
I wonder whether Joe unconsciously
did so himself, by his tacit assumption
that such was the case. I think it very
likely. But Joe was never for an instant
selfish or morose; unless his want of
cheerfulness was selfish. He certainly
might have assisted at that family har-
mony I spoke of; but then he was at
Stanlake while we were learning the
tune at home.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL.

SIR GEQRGE HILLYAR IS WITNESS FOR.
CHARACTER.

Axp dark over head all the while hung
the approaching cloud. Reuben, Sykes,
and the rest of them had been remanded,
and the day drew nigh' when Reuben
would be committed for trial.

The question was, How far was he
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really complicated with Sykes and the
gang ? That he took-his father in, and
lodged him, and hid him, could net go
very far against him : nay, would even
stand in his favour. Then his character
was undeniably good until quite lately.
And, thirdly and lastly, he had been ab-
sent at Stanlake for a long while. These
were the strong points in his favour.
Nevertheless, since his father had made
his most unfortunate appearance, there
was very little doubt that Reuben had
been seen very often in the most lament-
ably bad company. It was hard to say
how it would go.

At last the day came on. I was the
only one of the family who went, and
I left laughing, promising to bring
Reuben home to dinner; but still I was
very anxious, and had tried to make
up my mind for the very worst. There
was a considerable crowd in the police-
court ; and, as I was trying to elbow my
way as far forward as I could, to hear
what case was on, I felt a hand on my
shoulder, and, lookmo round saw Sir
George Hillyar.

“Come out of court w1th me,” he
said; “I wish to speak with you. The
case will not be on this half-hour.”

I wondered why he should care so
much about it; but I obeyed, and we
went out together, and walked to a quiet
spot.

“What is your opinion about this
matter ? 'What do his associates say—
these thieves and prostitutes among
whom he has been brought up? What
do they say about his chance ?”

He said this with such fierce eager-
ness that I swallowed the implied msult
and answered,—

“Six and half-a-dozen, sir. I know
him to be innocent, but who is to prove
him s0?”

“Why did not your father prevent
this?” he went on, in a milder tone.
“Why did not you prevent it? Your
father i¢ 2 man of high character. Why
did he not take care of this poor deserted
orphan ? Christian charity should have
made him do so.”

“Nobody could have gone on better
than Reuben, sir,” I answered, ¢until

The Hillyars and the Burtons:

his father came back three months
ago.”

I was looking at him as I said this,
and I saw that he grew from his natural
pallor to a ghastly white.

¢ Say that again.”

“Until his father came back some
three months ago—his father, Samuel
Burton, whe, I have heard say, was valet
to your honour.”

“Treacherous dog!” I heard him say .
to himself. And then aloud, “I sup-
pose you do not know where this man
Burton is, do you %”

“That is not very likely, sir, secing
that he was the leader in that very busi-
ness for which poor Reuben has been
took.”

“Come,” he said ; “let us go back.
Bring Reuben to me after it is all
over.”

‘When we got in again the case was
on. It seemed so very sad and strange
to me, I remember, to sce poor Reuben
in the dock ; he moment I saw him
there, I gave him up for lost. It ap-
peared that a grand system of robbery
had been going on for seme time by a
gang of men, some of whom were in
the dock at present—that their head-
quarters had been at a house in Laxw-
rence Street, kept by an Irish woman,
Flanagan, now in custedy, and a woman
Bardolph, altas Tearsheet, altas Hobart
Town Sall, still at large, and in a
garret at the top of the house known
as Church Place, which was occu-
pied by the prisoner Burton. The
leader of the gang had been one Samuel
Burton, elias Sydney Sam, not in cus-
tody ; the father of the prisoner Burton.
The principal depdt for the stolen
goods appeared to have been in Law-
rence Street (I thought of the loose
boards, and trembled), for nene had
been found at Church Place, which
seemed more to have been used as a
lurking-place—the character of James
Burton, the blacksmith, the occupier of
the house, standing high enough to
disarm suspicion. The prisoner Sykes,
a desperate and notorious burglar and
ruffian, had been convicted z times ;
the prisoners Nym, Bardolph, and Pistol
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y times. There was no previous con-
viction against the prisoner Burton.

The other prisoners reserved their
defence ; but Mr. Compton had procured
for Reuben a small Jew gentleman, who
now politely requested that Reuben
might be immediately discharged from
custody.

On what grounds the worthy magis-
trate would be glad to know.

“On the grounds,” burst out the little
Jew gentleman, with blazing eyes and
writhing lips, “that his sole and only
indiscretion was to give shelter, and
house-room, and food, and hiding, to
his own father ; when that father came
back, at the risk of his life, sixteen
thousand miles, to set eyes on his hand-
some lad again once more before he
died—came back to him a miserable,
broken, ruined, desperate old convict.
He ought not to have received him, you
say. I allow it. It was grossly indis-
creet for him to have shared his bed
and his board with his poor old father.
But it was not criminal. I defy you to
twist the law of the land to such an
extent as to make it criminal. I defy
you to keep my client in that dock
another ten minutes.”

The people in the court tried a cheer,
but I was afraid of irritating the magis-
trate, and turned round saying, “Hush !
Hush !” and then I saw that Sir George
Hillyar was gone from beside me.

“The old fault, Mr. Marks,” said the
quiet, good-natured magistrate to Reu-
ben’s frantic little Jew gentleman.
“ Starting well and then going too far.
If T had any temper left after twenty
years on this bench, I should have an-
swered your defence by sending your
client for trial. However, I have no
temper ; and, therefore, if you can call a
respectable witness to character, I think
that your client may be discharged.”

The little Jew gentleman was evi-
dently puzzled here. His witnesses—I
was one—were all to prove that Reuben
had not been at home for the last two
months. As for witnesses to character,
I imagine that he thought the less that
was said about that the better. How-
ever, a Jew is never nonplussed (unless
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one Jew bowls down another’s wicket,
as in the case of Jacob and Esau); and
so the little Jew lawyer erected himself
on his tip-toes, and, fo my immense ad-
miration, and to the magistrate’s infinite
amusement, called out promptly, with
a degree of impudence I never saw
equalled, one of the greatest names in
Chelsea.

There was subdued laughter all
through the court. ¢ The gravity of
the bench was visibly disturbed,” said
the gentlemen of the flying pencils.
But, before the rustle of laughter was
subdued, our brave little Jew was on
tip-toe again, with a scrap of paper in
his hand, shouting out another name.

“8Sir George Hillyar.”

Sir George Hillyar, at the invitation
of the worthy magistrate, walked quietly
up, and took his seat on the bench. He
was understood to say, “I am a magis-
trate "in the colony of Cooksland, and
still hold my appointment as Inspector
of Police for the Bumblecora district.
The wretched man, Samuel Burton,
whose name has been mentioned as
leader of this gang of thieves, was once
my valet. He robbed my late father, and
was transported. The young man, Burton,
the prisoner, his son, is a most blame-
less and excellent young man, whose
character is, in my opinion, beyond
all suspicion. He was a great favourite
with my late father; and I am much
interested in his welfare myself. Beyond
the criminal indiscretion of saving the
man he calls his father from starvation,
I doubt if there is anything which can
be brought against him.”

This clenched the business. Reuben
was discharged, while the others were
sent for trial. I was mad with joy, and
fought my way out through the crowd
to the little door by which I thought
Reuben would come. I waited some
time. First came out the little Jew
gentleman, in a state of complacency,
working his eyebrows up and down,
and sucking his teeth. After him, by
a long interval, Sir George Hillyar ;
whom I took the liberty to thank. Dut
no Reuben.

Sir George stayed with me, and said
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he would wait till the young man came
out. We waited some time, and during
that time we talked.

“T suppose,” said Sir George, “that
Mr. Erne Hillyar has been to see you.”

I told him that Erne had come to us
on the evening next after the funeral—
that he had been seized with a fever,
had been at death’s door, and was now
getting slowly better.

“I suppose you know,” he said,
¢“that he is a penniless beggar ?”

“We know that he has no money,
Sir George ; and we know that he will
never ask you for any,” said I, like a
fool, in my pride for Erne.

« Well, then, I don’t know that we
need talk much about him. If you are
nursing him and taking care of him on
the speeulation of my ever relenting
towards him, you are deing a very silly
thing. If you are, as I suspect, doing
it for love, I admire you for it ; but I
swear to God, that, as far as I am con-
cerned, you shall have no reward, further
than the consciousness of doing a good
action. He is quite unworthy of you.
Is he going to die}”

“ No.”

“Then he will marry your sister.
And a devilish bad bargain she will
make of it. I wonder where Reuben
is.”

. He must come soon, sir.”’

“T suppose so. I wish he wonld
make haste. Mind you, you young
blacksmith, I am not a good person
myself, but I know there are such
things ; and Compton says that you
Burtons are good. I have no objection.
But I warn you not to be taken in by
Mr. Erne Hillyar, for of all the specious,
handsome young dogs who ever-walked
the earth he is' the worst. I wonder
where Reuben can be.”

It was time to see. I was getting
anxious to fight Erne’s battle with his
brother ; but what can.a blacksmith do
with a baronet, without preparation?
I gave it up on this occasion, and went
in to ask about Reuben.

I soon got my answer ; Reuben had
gone, twenty minutes before, by another
door; we had missed him.
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‘¢ He has gone homee, sir, to our place,”
I said fo Sir George; and so I parted
from him. And, if you were to put
me on the rack, I could not tell you
whether I loved him or hated him.
Yow will hate bim, because I have
only been able to give his words. DBut
his manner very nearly counterbalanced
his words. Every sentenee was spoken
with a weary, worn effort; sometimes his
voice would grow into a wrathful snarl,
and it would then subside once more into
the low, dreamy, distinct tone, in which
he almost always spoke. I began to
understand how he won his beautiful
wife. A little attentive animation
thrown into that cynieaslly quiet man-
ner of his—eoming, too, from a man
who, by his calm, contemptuous bearing,
gave one, in spite of one’s common
sense, the notion that he was socially
and intellectually miles above one—
would be one of the highest compli-
ments that any woman could receive.

But, when I got home, no Reuben was
there. He did not come home that
night, nor next day, nor for many days.
Sir George Hillyar sent.for me, and I
had to tell him the factt “He is
ashamed to see my father after what
has happened,” I said. And Sir George
said it was very vexing, but he supposed
it must be so. Still, days went on, and
we heard nothing of him whatever.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
UNCLE BOB SURPRISES ERNE.

Taere is very little doubt that Emma
would have done her duty better had
she kept away from Erne altogether.
It would have been fairer to him. She
had prayed hard to my mother to be
allowed a. little, only a. little more, of
him, and my mother had, very wisely,
refused it. Now Providence had given
him back to her—had put the eup to
her lips,.as it were ; and she, knowing
her own strength—knowing by instinct
that she had power to.stop when she
pleased, and knowing also that, even
1f her own strength failed, the cup would
be taken from her in a very few days
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—had drunk deeply: She had utterly
given herself up to the pleasure of his
presence, to the delight of to-day, re-
fusing to see that the morrow of her
own making must dawn sooner: or later.

My mother and I thought that it-was
all over and done, and that there was no
good in trying to stop matters in any
way; and we were so far right. My
mother would gladly have stopped it:
but what could she do #—eircumstances
were 50 much against her. Busy as she
was, morning and night; she must either
have left Erne, during his recovery, to
take care of himself, or leave him and
Emma alone a great deal together. She,
as’ I said before, abandoned the whole
business in despair. I was intensely
anxious for the whole thing to go on;
I saw no trouble in the way. I thought
that mma’s often-expressed determina-
tion of devoting her whole life to poor
Joe was merely a hastily-formed reso-
lution, a rather absurd resolution, which
a week in FErne’s company would send
to the winds. I encouraged their being
together in every way. I knew they
loved one another: therefore, I-argued,
they ought to make a match of it. That
is all 7 had to say on the subject.

“God send us well out of it,” said
my mother to me one night.

“Why?” I answered. “I¥'s all right.”

“ All right ?” she retorted. * Sitting
in the window together all the after-
noon, with their hair touching ;—all
right! Tord forgive you for a booby,
Jim!”

“Well!” T said, ¢ what of that?—
Martha and me sat so an hour yester-
day, and you sat and see us. Now,
then!”

“You and Martha ain’t Erne and
Emma,” said my mother, oracularly.

“You dont look me in the face,
mother, and say that you distrust
Erne?”

¢ Bless his handsome face—no 7 said
my inother, with sudden aniwation.
‘e is as true as steel—a sunbeam in
the house. But, nevertheless, what I
say'is, Lord send us well out of it!”

I acqulebced in that prayer, thouch
possibly in a different sense, |
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“You have power over her,” resumed
my mother. “You are the only one
that has any power over her. Why
don’t you get her away from him %7

This I most positively refused to do.

“You'd better,” said my mother, “un-
less you want her heart broke.” And
so she left me.

“ Hammersmith, I want you,” called

,out Erne, now almost convalescent, a

short time afterwards ; “ I want you to
come out with me. I want you to give
me your arm, and help me as far as
Kensington.”

I agreed after a time, for he was
hardly well enoungh yet. DBut he in-
sisted that the business was important
and urgent, and so we went. And, as
we walked, he talked to me about his
future prospects.

“You see, old boy, I haven’t got a
brass farthing in the world. I have
nothihg but the clothes and books you
brought from Stenlake. And—I am
nof; wicked : I forgive anything there
may be to forgive, as I hope to be for-
given—Dbut I couldn’t fake money from
him.”

I thought it my duty, now he was
so- much stronger, honestly to repeat
the conversation Sir George had held
with me, on the day when Reuben was
discharged from custody.”

“That is his temper, i31t?” said Trne.
“Well, God forgive him! To resume:
do you see, I am hopelessly penniless.”

I was forced to see that. I had my
own plan, though I could not' broach it.

¢“In the middle of which,” said Eme,
“comes this letter. Read it.”

“My pear Neruew, Mgr. Erxg—
From a generous communication received
from the new and highly-respected bart.,
in which my present munificent allow-
ance is continued, I gather that differ-
ences, to which I will not further allude,
have arisen between yourself and a
worthy bart. whom it is unnecessary to
mention by name. Unless I am mis-
informed, this temporary estrangemeut
is combined with, it not in a great de-
gree the cause of, pecuniary embarrass-
ments. Under these circumstances, I
beg to call your attention to tle fact
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that I have now been living for many
years on the bounty of your late father,
and have saved a considerable sum of
money. In case 5007. would be of any
use to you, I should rejoice in your
acceptance thereof. I owe your late
father more than that, as a mere matter
of business. If agreeable to the feelings
of all parties, a personal interview is re-
quested.

“Your affectionate uncle,
“ RoBerT HAWKINS.”

“Well, what do you think of that?”

“T think very well of your uncle,
and I should take the money.”

“I must. But think of my disre-
putable old uncle turning up at such a
time as this. Do you know my father
was always fond of him ? I wonder what
he is like! I have never seen him.”

“Didn’t you tell me he drank, sir?”
I asked.”

“Drink ! ” said Erne.
drunk nineteen years.”

I was lost in the contemplation of
such a gigantic spree, and was men-
tally comparing the case of Erne’s Uncle
Bob with that of a young lady in Cam-
bridgeshire, who had at that time, ac-
cording to the Sunday papers, an ugly
trick of sleeping for six or seven months
at a stretch, and thinking what a pity
it was that two such remarkable charac-
ters didn’t make a match of it, and live
in a caravan ; moreover, supposing them
to have any family, what the propensi-
ties of that family would be—whether
they would take to the drinking or to
the sleeping, or to both—concluding,
that whichever they did they would be
most valuable properties ; in short,
rambling on like my mother’s own son :
when we came to the house in Kensing-
ton, and were immediately admitted into
the presence.

This mysterious Uncle Bob was a vast,
square-shouldered, deep-chested giant of
a man, who was even now, sodden with
liquor as he was, really handsome. Erne
had often told me that his mother had
been very beautiful. Looking at this
poor, lost, deboshed, dog of a fellow, I
could readily understand it. Erne said

¢ He has been
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he had been drunk nineteen years; if
he hadn’t told me that, I should have
guessed five-and-twenty.

Never having had any wits, he had not
destroyed them by drinking ; and having,
I suppose, wound himself up for the
interview by brandy or something else,
he certainly acted as sensibly as could
have been expected of him twenty years
before. Besides, God had given this poor
drunkard a kind heart; and certainly,
with all his libations, he had not managed
to wash that away. In our Fathers
house there are many mansions ; I won-
der if there is one for him !

At the time of his sister’s marriage,
he had just been raised to the dignity
of underkeeper. Life had ceased with
the poor fellow then. He was of an
old family, and the old rule, that the
women of a family last two generations
longer than the men, was proved true
here. He had shown signs of the family
decadence while his sister showed none.
She was vigorous, beautiful, and viva-
cious. He was also handsome, but
unenergetic, with a tendency to bad legs,
and a dislike for female societyand public
worship. Drink had come as a sort of
revelation tohim. He had got drunk, so
to speak, on the spot, and had stayed so.
His life had ceased just as he was raised
to the dignity of cleaning Sir George
Hillyar’s first season guns, nineteen years
before ; and we found him, sitting before
the fire, rubbing one of those very guns
with a leather on this very afternoon.

He rose when we went in, and made
a low bow to FErne, and then stood
looking at him a few seconds. “You
are very like your mother, sir,” he said
gently; “very like.”

“My dear Uncle Bob,” said FErne,
“] am come according to appointment
to speak to you about the noble and
generous offer of yours.”

“Do you accept it, sir ?”

“T do most thankfully, my dear uncle.
I would speak of it as a loan, but how
can I dare do so? I have been brought
up in useless luxury. I know nothing.”

“You’ll get on, sir. You’ll get on
fast enough,” said the poor fellow, cheer-
fully. ¢ Please come and see me some-
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times, sir. You're like my sister, sir.
It does me good to hear your voice.
Hers was a very pleasant one. We had
a happy home of it in the old lodge,
sir, before Sir George came and took
her away. [ saw what had happened
the night he came into our lodge, after
eight oclock, and stood there asking
questions, and staring at her with his
lip a-trembling. 7saw. I didn’t think—
let’s see: I was talking about—. Ah'!
Sam Burton knowing what he knew
and not trading on it—no, not that,—
I mean I hope you'll come and see me
sometimes. If my head was to get
clear, as it does at times, I could tell
you all sorts of things.”

“My dear uncle, there is but small
chance of our meeting for years. I am
going to Australia.”

“To Australia!” I bounced out,
speaking for the first time.

“Certainly,” said Erne ; “I can do
nothing here. And, besides,” he added,
turning his radiant face on mine, “1
found something out last night.”

Poor Uncle Bob gave Erne a pocket-
book, and, after many affectionate fare-
wells, we departed. I was very thoughtful
all the way home. ¢ Found something
out last night!” Could it be all as I
wished ?

CHAPTER XL.
THE LAST OF THE CHURCHYARD.

“ AND so it is really true that the ship
seils this day week, Emma ?” said Erne
Hillyar to Emma Burton, langhing.
“ Matters are coming to a crisis now,
heyt”
" “Yes, they are coming to a crisis,”
said Emma, quietly. ¢ Only one week
more.”

“Only one week more of old Eng-
land,” said Erne, “and then four
months of wandering waves.”

“Tt will soon be over,” said Emma.,

“Oh, very soon,” said Erne. “They
tell me that the voyage passes like a
peaceful dream. There are some who
sail and sail on the sea for very sailing’s
sake, and would sail on for ever. The
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old Greeks feared and wearied of the
sea. We English love it as our mother.
Yes, I think there are some of us who
would love to live at sea.”

“They leave their cares on shore,”
said Emma.

“They are like you and me, Emma,
They have no cares.”

““Have we none ?”

“I have none. I leave everything
humbly in the hands of God. I have
been a great sinner, but He has for-
given me. He has been very merciful,
Emma.”

“I hope Ile will have mercy. I
hope He will lay no burden on any of
us greater than we can bear. But, at
all events, they say that duty and dili-
gence will carry one through all.”

“You are disturbed and anxious,
Emma, at this breaking up of old asso-
ciations. Come with me. Let us walk
together down to the old churchyard:
it will be the last time for many years
—possibly for ever.”

“Yes, I will come with you,
be for the last time for ever.
come.”

So they two went down together to
the old churchyard, and stood in the
old place together, looking over the
low wall on to the river. The summer
evening was gathering glory before it
slept and became night. And beyond
the bridge, westward, the water and the
air above were one indistinguishable
blaze of crimson splendour. At their
feet the tide was rushing and swirling
down to the sea.

They were quite alone,—in perfect
solitude among the tombs. Erne was
standing, as of old, on the grave of the
Hillyar girl, so often mentioned before;
and Emma was beside him, touching
him, but looking away across the sweep-
ing river.

And so they stood silent for a long
while. How long? Who measures
lovers’ time ? 'Who can say? But the
sun was dead, and only a few golden
spangles of cloud were blazing high aloft
in the west, when Emma felt that Erne
had turned, and was looking at her. And
then her heart beat fast, aud she wished

It will
Let us
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she was dead, and 1t was all over. And
she heard him say, with his breath on
her cheek—

“What beautiful hair you have !”

- “Yes”

“Here is a long tress fallen down
over your shoulder. May I loopitup?”’

“Yes.”

“May I kiss you?”

“Yes ; it will soon be over.”

“My darling—my own beantiful bird !

There was no answer to this, but a
short:sob, which was followed by silence.
Then Erne drew her closer to him, and
spoke in that low, murmuring whisper
which Adam invented one morning in
Eden.

“Why have we deferred this happy
hour so long, Emma ? How long have
we loved one another? From the very
beginning ?”

“Yes, I think it was from the very
beginning.”

¢ Are you happy ?”

“Quite happy. Are you happy, dear?”

“Surely, my own,” said Erne. “Why
should I not be?”

“Then let us be happy this one week,
Erpe. Itis notlong. God surely will
not begrudge us one weel ; life is very
long.”

So they stoed and talked till dusk
grew into darkness upon the poor cripple-
girl’s grave. And she lay peacefully
asleep, nor turned upon her bed, nor
rose up in her grave-clothes, to scare
her kinsman from his danger.

The next day was dark and wild, and
he was up and away early, to take the
Jast headlong step. His friend, James
Burton, wwent with him, and Erne took
passage .in the same ship by which the
Burtons were going.

It was a busy, happy day. 'There
were many things for Erne to buy, of
which he knew nothing, and his humble

friend had ‘to assist him in fifty ways.’

At intervals of business Ernefound time
to tell Jim everything, and that worthy
led was made thoroughly happy by the
nows. They were together all day in
the driving rain, scarcely noticing thdt
it blew hard till they got on board ship,
and then they heard it moaning melan-
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choly aloft among the spars and cordage,
telling of wild weather on the distant
sea.

At evening it held up; and Erne,
coming home, missed Emma, and fol-
lowed her down to the churchyard. It
was a very different evening from the
last: low clouds were hurrying swiftly
along overhead, and far in the westward
a golden bar, scarcely above the horizon,
showed where the sun was setting ; and,
as they looked at it, grew dark once
more.

“ Emma, my love, it is done.”

““What is done ?”

“I have taken passage in the same
ship with you.”

‘Was it a moan or a cry that she gave?
Did it mean joy, or sorrow, or terror ?
He soon knew, although it was too dark
to see her face.

“Don’t kill me, Erne, by saying that!
Don’t tell me that you've been such a
madman ! ”

“ My darling, what do you mean ?”

“Keep your hand from me, Erne.
Do not kiss ‘me. Do not come near
me.”

“Emma, what is the matter 7"

“It is not too late, Erne,” she said,
kneeling down on the wet tombstone.
“If you ever loved me—if you have
any mercy on me, or on yourself—don’t
carry out this intention.”

“ In Heaven’s name why, my love ?”

“If I had not thought that we were
to part for ever and ever, inexorably,
at the end of this week, I could have
stopped you in a thousand ways. DBut
I thought that surely I might have one
single week of happiness with you, before
we parted never to meet again.”

. “Why.are we to part ?” .

“1 have devoted my whole life to
one single object, and nothing must
ever interfere with it. I have made a
solemn vow before heaven that nothing
ever shall. I allowed myself to love
you before 1 knew the full importance
of that object. Even in the old times T
saw that 1 must give you up for duty ;
and lately that duty has become ten
times more imperative than ever. Judge
what hope there is for us.”
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Erne stood silent a moment.

“Speak to me! Curse me! Don’t
stand silent! I know well how wicked
I have been, but think of my punish-
ment—" .

“ Hush ! my darling. You are only
dearer to me than ever. Hush! and
come here, once more—for the last time
if you will, but come.” ,

“QOnly for one moment. Will you
do as I ask you? You will not come
with us?”

“T will see. I want to ask you some-
thing. Did you think that I was going
to part from you at the week’s end as if
nothing had passed? Could you think
s0 of me? Were you mad, my own ?”

“Yes, I was mad—wicked and mad.
I did net know, I did not think. I
would not think.”

“And do you think I can give you
up so lightly now? I will not. I
swear it—will not.”

He felt her tremble on his arm, but
she said, quietly, “ You must let me go.
‘We must never talk to one another like
this again. It is all my fault, I know,
I have no one to blame but my wicked
self. Good-bye, Erne.”

“1If you choose to carry out your re-
solution, you shall do so; but T will be
by your side. I will never leave you.
I will follow you everywhere. T will
wait as long as you will, but I will
never give you up.”

“ Ged’s will be done,” she said. “If
you will make my trial harder, I can
only say that I have deserved it. We
must come home, Mr. Hillyar.”

“Emma !”"

“ I have called you Erne-for :the -last
time,” she said, and walked on.

That night the poor girl lay sobbing
wildly in bed heur after hour—not the
less wildly becanse she tried to subdue
her sobs for fear of awakening her sleep-
ing little hed:fellow, Fred. Shame at
the licence she had allowed Erne, mean-
‘ing as she did to part with-him ; remorse
for the pain she had inflicted on him ;
blind terror for the future ; and, above
all, an .obstinate-adherence to her reso-
lution, which her own heart told her
‘nothing could ever shake—these four
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passions—sometimes separately, some-
times combined—tore her poor little
heart so terribly, that she hoped it was
going to burst, and leave her at rest.

In the middle of the night, in ene of
the lulls between her gusts of passion—
lulls which, by God’s merey, were becom-
ing more and more frequent ; when the
wild wind outside had died into stillness,
and the whole house was quiet ; when
there was no sound except the gentle
breathing of the child by her side, and
no movement except its breath upon
her cheek—at such time the door was
opened, and some one came in with a
light. She looked round and said—

“ Mother ! ”

The big, hard-featured blacksmith’s
wife came to the bedside, and sat upon
it, drawing her daughter to her bosom.
She said, ¢ Emma dear, tell mother all
about it.”

¢ Kiss me then, mother, and tell me I
am forgiven.”

“You know you are forgiven, my
daughter.” ‘

¢ T never meant to have him, mother.
I always loved him ; you know that; but
I had vowed my life to poor Joe, before
ever I saw him. You know you told
nie to give him up, and I did. T enly
asked :for one more day of him; you re-
member that.”

« And T forbade it.”

“You were right and wise, dear. But
ther he came here in his trouble ; and
then, dear,” she continued, turning her
innocent, beautiful face up to her
mother’s, “Iloved him dearer than ever.”

“T know that, of course. I don’t
know what I could have done. Go en,
and tell me what has happened now.”

“Why, knowing that we were to part
for ever at the end of the week "—here
her voice sank to a whisper—¢ I let him
tell me he loved me; and I told him I
loved him. Oh, my God ! I onlywanted
one week of him—one week out of all
the weary, long eternity. Was that=o
very wicked ?”

¢You have been wrong, my darling;
you :have been very, very wrong. You
must go on to:the end.; youmust tell ms
what happened .to-night.”, ; Rt
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“To-night ? To-night ? In the church-
yard? Yes, I can tell you what hap-
pened there well enough. I am not
likely to forget that. He told me that,
so far from our being separated for ever,
he had taken passage in the same ship
with us, and was going to follow me to
the world’s end.”

“ And what did you do?”

“I knelt and asked his forgiveness,
and then cast him off for ever.”

Poor Mrs. Burton sank on her knees
on the floor, and looked up into her
daughter’s face.

“ Emma! Emma! Can you forgive
your wicked old mother?”

“ Forgive you! I, who have dragged
our good name through the dust! I,
who have let a man I never meant
to marry kiss my cheek! I forgive
you?”

“Yes, my pure, innocent angel-—for
so you are—jyour poor old mother
asks your forgiveness on her knees. I
might have prevented all this. I broke
it off once, as you remember ; but when
he came back, I let it all go on, just as if
I wasn’t responsible. I thought it was
Providence had sent him back. I
thought I saw God’s hand in it.”

“ God’s hand s in it,” said Emma.

“And Jim was so fierce about it ; and
T am so afraid of Jim. He wants you to
marry Erne; and I thought it might
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be for the best ; but I see other things
now. Are you afraid of Jim?”

“Yes ; what will he say about this ?”
said Emma.

“He will be very angry. He must
never know.”

“Erne will tell him.”

“Ts there no chance of your relenting
about Erne Hillyar? ” said Mrs. Burton,
in a whisper.

“You know me, mother, and you
know there is none ; I should drag him
down.”

“Then you must go on with your
duty, my child.: If you die, dear—if
God takes you to His bosom, and lets
you rest there—you must go on with
your duty. Emma, I:will give you
strength. He would never be happy
with you for long, unless he lowered
himself to our level; and would you
wish him to do that? He is one to rise
in the world, and we, with our coarse
manners and our poverty, would only be
a clog round his neck. I love him for
loving you ; but remember what he is,
and think what a partner he should have.
You see your duty to him and to Joe.
If the waves of the great, cruel sea we
are going to cross rise up and whelm
us, let your last thought before your
death be that you had been true to
duty.”

To be continued.

CORRUPTION AT ELECTIONS.
z “MR. CHRISTIE’S SUGGESTIONS.”

BY F. D. MAURICE.

‘WHEN the Association for the Promotion
of Social Science was established, many
ridiculed the grandeur of its title and
the largeness of its aims. Not a few
predicted that it would devote itself to
a magnificent philanthropy, and, there-
fore, would accomplish nothing for the
removal of ordinary evils. There was an
excuse for these anticipations, whether
they expressed the fears or hopes of

those who entertained them. The great
name might have been made an excuse
for little doing or no doing. Simple
devices for practical reformation might
have been swept away by floods of
rhetoriec. The conductors of the Asso-
ciation have Ilaboured diligently—on
the whole, it seems to me, successfully
—to avert these dangers. They have
welcomed cordially the propositions of



Corruption at Elections.

individual members who have -urged
them to grapple with direct mischiefs
which were not likely to attract the
attention of legislators, and were sure fo
be pronounced incurable by officials.
If they have allowed those to talk to
whom talk is a necessity, they have
shown a decided preference for action.
They are making themselves, I trust,
seriously disagreeable to several classes
of evil doers. .

Nothing may do more to justify the
existence of this Association, and to
explain its real objects, than an effort
to which Mr. Christie, the late Minister
in Brazil, has incited it. In an admi-
rable paper, which he read on the 24th
of February, he proposed “ An Organiza-
¢ tion for the Restraint of Corruption at
“ Elections.” He gave specimens from
Blue Books and from the evidence be-
fore Election Committees of the extent
of the evil. He showed—without any
exaggeration of language— in manly,
vigorous English, that whatever efforts
had been made for its repression, it was
still debasing the moral and political life
of our country. He urged the importance
of collecting information upon the sub-
ject, and presenting it more distinctly
than it has ever yet been presented to
the mind and conscience of the nation.
He expressed his belief that there would
be a response to the appeal in men of
all parties and schools. All had been
guilty of the crime, yet all had in them
that which protested against it, that
which might be effectual in over-
throwing it. He pointed out the im-

portance of directing public opinion .

against the briber; the duty of treat-
ing many of what are considered the
lawful expenses at elections as practi-
cally bribes ; the necessity, therefore, of
educating every class to a more enlarged
apprehension of the sin, as well as a
more intense abhorrence of it, than.any
of them can be credited with now. Mr,
Christie had the high privilege of being
supported in a few weighty and preg-
nant sentences by Mr. Mill, who came
down to the Association expressly that
he might give his adhesion to the move-
ment. It would have been strange if,
No. 57.—voL. x.
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with such encouragement, the council of
the Association had exhibited any back-
wardness to inaugurate this agitation,
It is an instance—the most striking
which can be given—of the way in
which a body for collecting and diffusing
information and acting upon the spirit of
a nation, may strike at a crime a body
invested with legislative functions has
failed toreach. The Association may not,
ultimately, be the best instrument for
effecting Mr. Christie’s object. A sepa-
rate league, a more elastic and active
organization, may be needful to expose
local scandals and stir wp local zeal.
But to have commenced that work
will be always a high honour for the
Association. It will prove that Social
Science is essentially practical ; that its
ends are altogether moral ends; that a
body absolutely free from party tenden-
cies—and, therefore, open to the charge
of vague comprehensiveness—is wanted
to point out the means for accomplishing
those ends. .

The first thought which occurs to one
on reading Mr. Christie’s ¢ Suggestions,”
is probably this—“ Why was not this
done years ago, at all events when the
Reform Bill was passed ? What money
might have been saved for good pur-
poses, what a mass of abomination might
havebeenavertedifithad!” The second,
and the more rational, exclamation will
be this—“How happily the moment
has been chosen for the experiment.
‘What great probability there is that
it would have been a failure during
the years when the nation believed in
parties, and thought that the victory of
one or the other was worth purchasing
at any price, even at the price of its own
degradation and baseness! What a hope
there is now, when that faith is in abey-
ance—when the revival of it, however
desperately attempted, is scarcely pos-
sible—that the protest against the evils
which it fostered and sanctified may no
longer be an inert and slumbering one,
but may be heard through the length
and breadth of the land, and may compel
the most indifferent to take part in it.”

Mzr. Christie’s Essay was read and
published when a general election was

o
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thought to be mearer at hand than it is
now ; the delay is all in his favour. It
appeared before Mr. Gladstone’s cele-
brated speech on the six pound fran-
chise ; that speech supplies an argument
which may be addressed with equal
effect to those whom the speech has
filled with dread and to those whom it
has filled with hope. Conservatives of
Property ! do you tremble that your in-
fluence shall be swamped by that of
men who have none? Then, in God’s
name, come forth and show that you are
not using your property to corrupt and
brutalise those who commit their trust
to your keeping, to brutalise the whole
land. Swear that you will not any
longer try to reduce the men who are in
possession of the franchise to a level far
below that of the worst whom you
would exclude from it. Men of Pro-
gress | do you claim for the people who
work with their hands a power or right
from which they are debarred? Do you
say that they have made good their
title to it, that they have proved their
ability to exercise it, by the signs they
have given of intelligence and of en-
durance ? 'What right are you ask-
ing for them? Show that it is not
the right to be demoralised, the right
to be robbed of ‘their manliness, the
right to have their intelligence stunted,
their endurance turned ‘into sottishness.
Put the question which way you will,
look at it from whatever side you will,
this obligation is clear and iniperative.
It should have been confessed long ago.
Show the sincerity of your political con-
victions, whatever they are, by confessing
it now. ‘

To get this confession frankly. made,
openly put forward, by men of all
parties, is what Mr. Christie desires.
No doubt the experiments in Parlia-
ment to put down bribery and corrup-
tion have done sometking. They have
represented a cerfain amount of indig-
nation in the country against the crime,
a cerfain amount of shame in those who
have committed it, or have winked
at the commission of it. They have
been feeble and inadequate experiments
precisely because there has ‘been ne

.
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adequate amount of indignation in the
country against the erime, no suficient
shame In those who commit it, or wink
at the commission of it. The moral
sense of Iingland is keener than it was
on this as on other subjects. Tt is half
awake, and between waking and sleep-
ing utters some dreamy, incoherent ex-
pressions of regret for the drunkenness
of the night before, at least for the
morning’s headache. * These expressions
are faithfully embodied in the acts of
the Legislature against paying or treating
at elections. But those acts scarcely
cultivate the feeling which has pro-
duced them—do not raise it to any
higher pitch. They often lower it.
There is a conscious feebleness in them.
Their authors are accused of attempting
what they cannot aceomplish. Lawyers
detect flaws in the machinery for work-
ing them.. They leave an impression
upon our minds that only the surface
of the evil has been grazed; that it
cannot be destroyed. And when they
are supported by the exclusion of mem-
bers, or even the disfranchisement of
boroughs, there seems to be a self-
righteous pride in the punishers which
creates a reaction of pity for the victims.
“It is only a decimation,” we say;
“they have fallen through ill-luck ;
probably there were many far ‘more
guilty.”

All this shows that there must be a
cry raised which shall not be against par-
ticular offenders, but against the offence
—not against some flagrant exhibitions
of it, but against the principle from which
it has issued—not against those who
take, but against those who give. A
cry; I do not mean a shrick. Shrieks
are the proper utterances of men trem-
bling for some abuse, against those
who would remove it. They belong of
right to the eraftsmen, who are afraid
that the worship of some great goddess
is likely to be set at mought. Cries
arise from the deep heart of a nation,
for the removal of abuses which it has
tolerated—which it has, at lasf, dis-
covered to be absolutely incompatible
with its honesty and its freedom : which
it is ‘determined, at all costs, and with
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deep repentance for its participation in
them, to have dome with for ever.
Shrieks reach the houses of Parliament,
and produee a terror there which ehecks
the progress of some reformation that
will at last be accomplished, or produce
some sudden acts of legislature which
must soon be repealed. Those cries,
‘more deep than loud, in which the true
spirit of a land eomes forth, are mot
understood in a moment by ifs repre-
sentatives ; are drowned, it may be,
some time, by the shriekers, or laughed
off by the scorners. But when the
shriekers are hoarse, and the wit of the
scorners is dry, these are found to have
a meaning in them which must be heeded.
I.enxslahon obeys an impulse whieh it
was unable to ereate. The evil, a few
petty details of which ecould not be
touched without much fear, under many
protests, with a reasonable expeectation
of disappointment, is torn up by the
roots. In 1807, the King, the Royal
Family, the West India interest, the
leading merchants of the great fowms
of Ingland, were as much in favour of
the slave trade, as they had been while
the greatest statesmen of England were
in vain pleading for ‘its abolition. But
the conseience of the mation had been
awakened; it was stronger than all these;
and though the:eloquence of Burke, Pitt,
and Fox was silent, only sixteen members
of the House of Commons had courage to
support a traffic -on which large majori-
ties had declared that the very existence
of our eommerce depended.

That example is an encouragement to
any effort of the kind which Mr. Christie
has suggested. Lord Brougham wishes
that bribery should be made a felony.
That might be a very desirable measure
if it eonld be carried: the sight of the
son of a peer in rpemal servitude for
tampering, or allowing others to tamper,
with the honesty:of a journeyman, might
be an edifying speetacle. But till the
mind of the country is more alive fo the
crime than it is, the felonywould be with
benefit of clergy. There would beicom-
passion for that penal servitude, which
would ‘be wholly wanting in the case of
frauds in a Joint Stock Bank. There
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would be petitions to the Sovereign—
perpetual applications to the Home Office
—1for a relaxation of the hard sentence.
It would lead to greater ingenuity in the
praetiee of corruption; not, I fear, to
the undermining of it. .And there are
multitudes of acts essentially corrupt—
essentially affecting the eharacter of our
representatives and the manliness of our
citizens, which it would not even ap-
proach. Am appeal to what is true and
honest in the English people—an effort
o enlist that against the abominations
which it eonnives -at, may seem less
effectual than these stringent measures
of punishment ; it may really toueh cases
as well as prineiples, which would escape
and defy those measures.

I allude espeeially to a class of hribes
oh which no one cares to bestow that
title, -and which ought to bear the same
disgrace with those that draw .down
the wrath of committees. Mr. Christie
has appealed earnestly—more respect-
fully than we deserve—to- members of
my profession. He has ealled for our
co-operation in redressing an evil which
we must know does more to impair the
morality of the country than all our
sermons can ever do to raise it. I hope
that .co-operation will be afforded by
every clergyman in the eountry. DBut
he must eome to the task with clean
hands. e must be sure that he is mot
himself receiving the rewards-of ecorrup-
tion. I :do not expect that he .should
not, in .some .degree, apply a professional
standard to the merits ‘of a candidate.
If he thinks church-rates all-impartant
to the existence of the Church, the
defender of church-rates is likely to have
his support. I trust he will consider
a few:other points besides that; I hope
he will try to take some measure of the
moral and intellectual :status of the man
who offers himself; that ‘he will ‘not
be quite determined by specific pro-
mises of a vote for the plans which at any
given moment he may consider hest—of
opposition to the plans which he may
consider worst. 1 shounld suppose he
had some experience ‘of the werth and
permanence of .such :promises which
might make him hesitate before he
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accepted them as pure gold ; even if he
has not learnt those maxims of Repre-
sentation, set forth in Burke's speech at
Bristol, which should lead us to suspect
them as ridiculously inconsistent in a
man who is entering a deliberative as-
sembly. On the whole, however, the
man whom the clergyman takes to be
interested in the subjects which particu-
larly interest him—if he does not under-
stand that his vocation binds him to be
interested in all subjects which concern
the well-being of his fellow-citizens—
may have a reasonable chance of his
vote. What he knows of the general
liberality of the candidate, therefore, in
promoting charities or ecclesiastical ob-
jects may be one element—a legitimate
element, if it is duly tempered with
others—in affecting his judgment. But
how if this general liberality takes the
special form of liberality towards the
restoration of the Church for which the
clergyman is begging just at the eve of
an election? How if a convenient sum,
which will just set the school that has
incurred a heavy debt straight, arrives
shortly before a dissolution from a gentle-
man who is about to canvass the borough ?
Does the clergyman join the committee of
that canvasser, or give his vote upon the
hustings for that reason? Then he is
to all intents and purposes bribed. Let
him not evade the imputation by saying
that the object is not a selfish, but a
disinterested one. Would he take money
out of the till of a shopkeeper for that
disinterested object? Would he forge
a cheque on the county bank for that
disinterested object? These are crimes
which fhe law would punish without
the least respect to their object.. Isa
clergyman to think chiefly of crimes
punishable by law? Has ke no belief
that there are sins which are deeper
than such crimes, and which no outward
penalties can reach 7. Does he resort to
a threadbare and nasty story, and say,
“non olet?” 1 say his offence does smell
to heaven if it does not smell in his
nostrils. I say that he is offering an
ample excuse to the poor man—who has
a wife and children that are quite as
precious to him as the restoration of the
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Church, or the paying the school debt,
can be to the clergyman—for selling
himself to the agent who puts five
pounds under the plate on which there
is a very small amount of bacon and
bread.

I am afraid there are some clergymen
who would be inclined to answer, in
their tenderness, “Well, poor fellow ;
and if he does that, what harm, except
that he has put himself within the risk
of a prosecution ¥’ The number of those
who would say this, I am thankful to
say, is diminishing every day. It would
have been a common speech twenty
years ago. It would have been joined
with another : ¢ Why shall not we pay
men to do the right thing if we cannot
get them to do it on other terms, espe-
cially when it may make a great differ-
ence to us whether they do it or not ?”
Such questions once were asked boldly
and unblushingly ; now they are whis-
pered in corners. The consciences of
men answer their own sophisms whether
they assume the shape of pity or of pa-
triotism. “The poor man whom you
compassionate has, by taking the bribe,
lowered himself in the scale of human
beings. He has doune that which makes
him more incapable of doing just acts,
of being a just man, of apprehending
just principles. If your teaching hap-
pens to have the object of giving him
apprehensions of justice, of making
him a just man, of enabling him to do
just acts, then he has made himself more
incapable of listening to that. But to this
extent your toleration of him is justi-
fied. He has not done worse than you.
He has copied your example.” And
again, as to that notion of paying the
man to save his country, ‘“can any one
believe that you who put forth the pro-
position have any, the slightest discern-
ment of the man who is likely to save
his country, of the way in which it
can be saved? Has not every honest
citizen a right to suspect any candidate
whom you favour of doing what in him
lies to destroy his country ? There is
no need to repeat the stale maxim that
good ends must not be promoted by
bad means. Your means are altogether
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worthy of your ends, and will conduce
to them.”

I have been drawn into these remarks
chiefly by the desire to show how need-
ful such an agitation as that which Mr.
Christie proposes is, to scatter a number
of plausible pretexts for ill-doing which
influence good men, and also to scatter
those paradoxes which are still heard
from time to time, and the impression
of which survives from the days in
which they were heard more frequently.
There is another class of persons very
dangerous .in all elections, to whom, I
think, such a movement may be very
beneficial. I mean the wives, sisters,
cousins, female friends generally, of can-
didates for boroughs. They have been
told by persons whom they respect that
“bribery and corruption are very wrong
in the abstract.” Now, they have no
more notion than I have—I honour
them for it—of anything being wrong
in the abstract. Abstract slavery, where
there is no slave and no slavedriver,
does not seem to women, with theirsimple,
true convictions, at all horrible. It be-
comes horrible and hateful to them
when it presents itself in the concrete,
when there is a slave and a slavedriver.
So if they are told that bribery is
very bad in the abstract, how can that
proposition appear to them of any great
force and validity, when there is a con-
crete and very handsome captain in the
Guards who is soliciting the votes of a
set of concrete and, in their sight, rather
ignoble sellers of raisins and of yards of
cloth? They are quite sure that if the
captain in the Guards could ever get
into Parliament he would not only make
a prodigious impression there, but that
all society would receive a new influence
from his appearance and his speeches.
How can a mere abstract offence hinder
them from doing their very utmost to
accomplish an object so interesting to
them, and so desirable for the world, as
that of procuring him a seat? Why
should not infinite boxes of notoriously
spurious eau de Cologne be ordered from
the worthy perfumer who promises his
support ?  'Why should not the unprin-
cipled linendraper, who owes so much
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gratitude to the family and yet has
evidently pledged himself to the other
side, be threatened with the loss of its
custom ? To bring these natural acts
of affection for an individual and zeal
for the human race under the category
of abstract sins is clearly impossible.
Unless, therefore, something can be
done in this case, as in the parallel
one, to translate the offences into the
other region—the region of the intel-
ligible and the actual—influences which
might be made powerful for the reform-
ation of the land will very often
indeed, be working to demoralise it.
If ladies were shown the debasement
which their encouragement and their
threats were causing to the shopkeepers
of their own town—to the poor on
whom they would willingly empty their
purses and bestow hours of kind visita-
tion ; if they could learn how palsied
the young member for whom they have
laboured becomes through the conscious-
ness of having used such immoral in-
fluences to make himself a member—
how he sinks into the mere lounger of a
club, the mere favourite of a set, because
he has learnt to regard all classes except
his own as instruments which he may
degrade that they may help him to
rise; if these terrible facts could be
made apparent to women, who often
feel most nobly when their acts are
most unjustifiable, the benefit to them
and to the land would be unspeakable.
I will add one word to the class
with which the editor and writers of a
magazine may be supposed to have most
sympathy. The literary men of Eng-
land are recognising more and more their
relation to the political life of England,
yet they are standing more than ever
aloof from it. So long as they cannot
respect the House which has most share
in the government of the country, or
the means by which those who com-
pose it find their way into it, so long
this inconsistency must continue. They
will indulge in cold and contemptuous
criticisms upon its acts and upon the
expressions of its members ; they will
injure themselves by those criticisms
more than the objects of them. No
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changes which shall affect the mere
composition of the House as a repre-
sentative of the upper, the middle, or
the lower classes can materially change
this feeling. Any change which shall
exalt the self-respect of the repre-
sentative, by exalting the self-respect of

““ Resurrecturis.”

the constituents, will diminish it—will,
at last, remove it. "'Will not men of
letters, then, lend themselves heartily
to an effort for this purpose? Will
they not elaim their own place as
citizens by helping to make their fellow-
citizens worthier of the name ?

“ RESURRECTURIS.”
A POEM FROM THE POLISH OF SIGISMUND KRASINSKIL

1 supposE it may be taken for granted
that ninety-nine Englishmen out of a
hundred never so much as heard of the
name of Sigismund Krasinski. Yet he
would rank high among modern poets,
were he not rendered well-nigh inacces-
sible to fame by the language in which
he wrote. At the same time, no one in
any degree acquainted with Polish can
fail to recognise in that language a rich-
ness and vigour, combined with a re-
markable simplicity, hardly surpassed
by the Greek. While Polish will go
word for word info Greek, without any
perceptible change of construction, and
into English or German without suffer-
ing much violence, it refuses absolutely
to be rendered into French. Yet the
French is just the one language into
which translators have hitherto tried to
force it. Tt is said that the poet Mickie-
wicz, who disputes with Krasinski the
first place in the estimation of his
countrymen, after reading a French
translation of his poems, laid the book
down with a sigh, exclaiming that from
henceforth he renounced all claim to be
considered a poet.

It is, indeed, a matter of surprise that
in these days, when Englishmen scour
land and sea in search of something
new, and unearth Norse tales, Icelandic
legends, and Servian ballads, for the
benefit of the British public, they should
with one accord have agreed to pass
over the rich field of Polish literature.
It is high time that the claims of such
really remarkable poets as Mickiewicz
and Krasinski were at least laid before

the XEnglish reader. Were we but
superficially acquainted with the master-
pieces of Polish literature, we should
not need the excitement of an insurrec-
tion to turn our thoughts towards, and
remind us of the eontinued existence of,

- that unfortunate nation. It should be

borne in mind that the Poles do not
die when the newspapers cease to write
about them. That unintelligent sym-
pathy, which is ready to burst out in
England whenever the Poles throw down
the gauntlet to one or other of their
oppressors, would then be changed into
an intelligent admiration of a people
which in its century of bonds has pro-
duced so remarkable a literature. Just
as Vesuvius resorts to periodical erup-
tions to save itself from falling quite
out of the world’s memory, so does the
indifference of Europe drive Poland to
insurrection, that men may at least talk
of her for a time.

Whether it really be the difficulty of
the language, or not rather the want of
interest taken in Poland in repose, com-
bined with a general disbelief in the
existence of a Polish literature, which
keeps the very names of Mickiewicz and
Krasinski a dead secret to the outside
world, it is a fact which is much to be
regretted. If we are thereby the losers,
the Poles, on the other hand, gain by
the intense fervour with which their
poets address themselves to the narrow
eircle of their own countrymen. I shall
not easily forget the enthusiasm with
which a Polish lady remarked to me
one day, “ Nous avons Mickiewicz—a
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nous,” as much as to say, “ We have him
all to ourselves. To you he is nothing,
but: to us he makes up for everything
else.”  While an Italian or German
poet is to a certain extent the common
property of all nations, the Pole is con-
scious that his song will be unheeded
by the world at large; and hence that
intense nationality which characterizes
Polish poetry. That stanza in Shelley’s
“Ode to a Skylark ’—

“Like a poet hidden,
In the light of thought,
Singing hymns unbidden,
Till the world is wrought,
To symp?thy with hopes and fears it heeded
not’

is peculiarly applicable to the Polish
poet, “pouring his full heart,” full of
anything hut the skylark’s gladness. To
the Germans, who ought to have acted
as the interpreters of Polish thonght,
coming as they do into immediate con-
tact with the Poles, the gems of Polish
poetry are offences—condemned as Prus-
sians and Austrians are, in comnion with
Russians, to see nothing in Poland but
the reflection of their own crime ; but
we, “who have free souls,” may find
something besides treason there. The
circulation of all the works of Krasinski
is strictly forbidden in Russian Poland,
and the prohibitionof thesubjoined poem
¢ Resurrecturis ” extends to Galicia.
Byron, almost alone of Englishmen,
knew and appreciated Mickiewicz ; and
it is much to be regretted that the time
which he devoted at Venice to transla-
tions from the Armenian was not spent
in rendering some portion of his friend’s
poems into English. Though in the
main widely different, there is yet suffi-
cient resemblance in the genius of Byron
and that of Mickiewicz to admit of some
sort of comparison. With Krasinski,
on the other hand, Byron has nothing
whatever in common. Indeed, you
might search modern literature in vain
for a thinker with whom Krasinski has
any real affinity. In Shelley there are
here and there touches which remind
one of Krasinski; but these are. to be

accounted for rather by the ‘outward”

similarity of their lives than by any
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kindredness of spirit. Both led a
secluded life abroad, and wrote among
strangers ; and both were more or less
misunderstood by their own countrymen.
This circumstance sufficiently accounts
for the under-current of melancholy
which runs through the poems of both ;
but here the resemblance ends. While
Shelley obeyed the impulse of his genius
in abandoning himself to the beautiful
in nature, Krasinski saw the hand of
God everywhere ; and hence the deep
religious colouring which pervades his
poems. .

Strictly speaking, Krasinski is less of
a poet than a preacher, or prophet ; and,
in reading him, you would rather sup-
pose you had before you the utterances
of an Isaiah, or of a Dante, than of a
poet produced by, or rather in spite of,
the nineteenth century. Krasinski’s
highest aspiration is the moral education
of his conntrymen ; and the constant aim
of his poems is to feach them to make
nothing of their present sufferings in
comparison of the glorious recompense
in store for them.

There is a strange similarity between
the fate of the Jews and that of the Poles;;
and it is not a little remarkable that at
the present day there are more Jews in
Poland than in the whole of the rest of
Europe. It would almost seem that, in
granting an asylum to the Jews at a
time when they were cruelly persecuted
in every other country of Europe, the
Poles must have seen in the sufferings
of this unfortunate people a foreshadow-
ing of the fate in store for themselves.
As the Jews were then everywhere
trodden under foot, and scattered to the
four winds of heaven in search of a
home, so is it at this moment with the
Poles. The destinies of these two nations
seem to be linked together in a remark-
able manner, and the leading idea of
them both is what the world persists
in regarding as an insane expectation of
national regeneration. As in the case
of the Jews, so with the Poles, the sins
of the fathers have been visited with
terrible severity on the children ; and, as
their sweetest singers rose up among the

~Jews during the captivity, so has the
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literature of Europe been enriched by
Poland’s century of bonds.

The similarity between the circum-
" stances of the Jewish history and those
of his own country was often present to
the mind of Krasinski. In order to
understand the following poem, it must
be borne in mind that, according to
Krasinski, Poland is the modern scape-
goat of nations, destined to bear the sins
of the rest, but that one day, in the ful-
ness of time, the national humiliation is
to be recompensed by a glorious future.
To point out to his countrymen what
line of conduct will render them most
worthy of the heritage in store for them,
is the scope of the following poem. The
poet exhorts them above all things not
to sell their souls (i.e. their nationality)
for those material goods which are so
freely offered them by their enemies.

In conclusion, a few words as to the
life of the author. To his own country-
men, Sigismund Krasinski was only
known as ‘‘the anonymous poet.” His
unwillingness to attach his name to his
poems arose from unfortunate family
differences. General Count Krasinski,
the father of the poet, lent all his in-
fluence to induce his countrymen to
accept the Russian yoke with a good
grace. This attitude of his father to-
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wards the Russian Government was the
great grief of the life of the son, whose
regard for his father was only second to
his love for his country. Partly in order
not to compromise his father, and partly
because of the bad odour in which the
family name stood with his countrymen,
owing to General Krasinski’'s Russian
policy, the poems of Sigismund Kra-
sinski were published anonymously at
Paris, where the poet died a few years
ago. To the end, he steadily rejected
all offers of lucrative posts, made to gain
him over, by the Russians. It can only
be regarded as a happy thing, that he did
not survive to witness the outbreak of
the present insurrection, which he would
surely have looked upon as precipitate
action. To use his own words in the
following poem, he would never have ad-
mitted that the bell of universal events
had sounded for action.” Yet, if they
neglected the prudential part of their
poet’s teaching, the youth of Poland
showed, by the fearless way in which
they met death, that they had laid to
heart some portion of Krasinski’s ex-
hortation. Much of the poem “ Resur-
recturis,” which was written some ten
years ago, has been painfully illustrated
by the events of the past year, and reads
like a prophecy.

RESURRECTURIS,

- Tms world is a graveyard of tears, of blood, and of mire,

To each one of us an everlasting Golgotha !

In vain the soul casts about her,

‘Writhing in her agony.

From the storms of life

There is no landing-place here.
Destiny mocks us every moment !
The workers she hurls into the gulf ;
Takes the saintly, takes the lovely ;

Leaves the unlovely !

Everything is knotted, and will not get untangled ;
Death is at hand ; and, in the distance,
Somewhere on the far-off waves of ages,

RESURRECTION !



“ Resurrecturis.”

Well, then, why not grow hard and stony-hearted ?
Among murderers, become murderers,—
Among criminals, be criminals too,—
Lie, hate,
Kill, and scoff,—
Paying the world back in its own coin ?
Lo ! this shall be our strength !
Or let us eat and drink, and sink to nothingness,
Only gilding over our beastliness—
Pampering the body, and letting the mind run to seed—
And so be counted among the fools and happy !

Oh no! my soul!
Hold ! draw back !
These are no weapons for those
Who would march in the van of the nations.
Not with evil must he pursue evil
‘Who would destroy it.
Alone in all the world
The force of silent suffering
Is able to crush crushing destiny.
Lo ! this alone is action ;
Which, at a single breath, "
Shall sweep into nothingness
‘Whatever is grovelling, or presumptuous, —
Both but one kind of rubbish.

Oh ! know thyself !
Ask not to be lord,
Like God in heaven ;
Neither be like the beasts, which rot at grass in the meadows !
On this side the grave, before the Resurrection dawn,
Be a man, by thy suffering stamped of heavenly birth !
Be an arch-worker of unbending will !
Be patientness,—that queen-mistress of adversity,
‘Who rears her pile out of nothing, brick by brick !
Be that loser whose prize is always afar,
But who in the end wins for all eternity !
Be rest amid the storms of unrest;
Be order in chaos—harmony in discord ;
Be an eternal beauty in the eternal fight of life!
Only to the grovelling and the self-righteous
Be a threat, a wrath, or saintlike silence !
With the hypocrites have no dealings at all ;
To all others be an. angel’s breath !
Be that food on which the heart feeds ;
Be a sister’s tear to thy brother in misfortune,
And a man’s voice when -his manhood is like to fail him !
To the homeless—be home ;
To the hopeless—be hope ;
To yon sleeping corpses be an awakening thunder-clap !
In thy wrestlings with the fury of this hell-world,
At all times, and in all places, be that winning force,
Charity, whose strength is stronger than death !
Be a hell of love !
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Continually, in word and deed,
Expend thyself on thy brethren ! &>,
Multiply thy one self by thy living aetions, A
And out of thee alone shall be a thousand !
Though it be in bonds, be an untiring worker !
Make of each pain, pain as it may, no pain !
In thy one breast be thy whole people !
Be a miraele joining earth to heaven,.
A saintliness in bonds !

Rush not on.death, ere, like a gram in the earth,
Thy thought shall be sown in men’s hearts and fructlfy g
As long as the victory of martyrdom is not sure—
For the good of thee alone, and not of thy kind—
Shun martyrdom !
They are fools who grasp
At vain crowns of glory ;
They are only heroes, who leap
Into the yawning gulph ;
But the higher foree of the soul
Heeds not such tfinsel.
Only then, when, with its penetrating vibration,
The bell of universal events shal-sound for action,
‘Will it be time for thee to offer thyself a ransom.
‘When thou hast hearkened to thy eountry calling thee,
Thy spirit will sink in penitent submission
On the threshold of the portal of the two worlds ;
And into thy soul, spread out there before God,
The inbreathing voice of the Deity shall pour throuo'h the silence.
Then arise ; and, like the runner whose eourse is run out,
Shake off from thy feet the dust of this earth.
Arise ; and, like love, which dies for that it loves,
Spread out thy arms, and soar heavenwards.
Arise ; speed to meet the hangman
Speeding towards thee—greeting such guests
In silenee—with a blessing—without grief—
With the pitying glanee of thy immortality !
Then seal thy witness, big with future promise,
‘With death—the budding of the higher life!

- What the world ealled a dream and a delusion,

Make it a reality;
Make it a faith ;
Make it a right—

Something fixed and tangible,
Something holy,

‘Which shall bore deep into men’s hearts

Like a dagger, and stick there for ever,

Though it seem but to touch the surface lightly
Like a breath of air ;

Until the world, thy murderer,

Of itself fall on its knees, and eonfess

That God and Fatherland

Are the conseience of nations.
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When thy thought shall stream from thy bedy
Clothed in the flowing purple of thy blood,
This thought of thine shall be as a flood of light,
A judgment of God gleaming on high
Over the base herds of the ungodly.

Then shall withstand it

Neither men, nor deeds,

Nor lies, nor shams,

Nor genius, nor praise,

Nor kings, nor peoples ;

And on the third day, ;

Over the grave of thy sufferings,

Qut of the gulf of calamities,

. Of the flood of events,

The unborn shall be born—

Righteousness shall arise !

W. H. B.

DEAD MEN WHOM I HAVE KNOWN; OR, RECOLLECTIONS
' OF THREE CITIES.

BY THE EDITOR.

DR. CHALMERS.—PART I: HIS YOUTH.

It was a favourite speculation of Dr.
Chalmers—well do I remember the walk
with him in which he confided it to me
with reference to himself,—that,if a man
were spared to the age of sixty, he then
entered on the “Sabbatic decade” of
human life, and ought to be able to look
forward to a final ten years of rest and
of pious meditation towards Heaven,
after the six tens passed in growth, or
in labour, controversy, and worldly tur-
moil.  When I first became acquainted
with him, he was, according to this
figure, in the late Saturday evening of
his life, or near the end of his sixth
decade. His “Sabbatic decade” should
have begun on the 17th of March, 1840,
when he completed his sixtieth year ;
which birth-day of his, as it recurred,
we always remembered more by token
that it was St. Patrick’s day, and that
the Irish students about the University
appeared on it with shamrocks in their
hats, and he had always a party of them,
shamrocks and all, to dine' with him in
the evening. DBut, though that birth-
day passed, there was no  Sabbatic

decade” for him, any more than I sup-
pose there had been for the saint under
whose influence he had been born. The
great “ Non-intrusion Controversy,” as
we used to call it, was raging—a contro-
versy, one may say, of his own making ;
and it was to rage and rage, with new
developments—in all of which he had
to take part —as long as he remained on
the earth., It was at the beginning of
one of these new developments, when he
was once more a-field as generalissimo,
and his hands were full of public meet-
ings, committee-meetings, and all the
vast business of a difficult national or-
ganization—it was then that, in the
walk to which I have referred, and
which happened after a public meeting
from the fagrend of which, and its last
hurrahings and clutchings of him, he
had managed to escape, he broke out
thus to me, with pain in his voice, ¢“Oh!
this is not what I thought to be doing
in my old age! The years of man being
threescore and ten, the last ten should
be for all a kind of Sabbatic decade.
‘What T used to look.forward to was such
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a Sabbatic decade for myself at the close
of my life—a time for peace, and piety,
and Christian literature.” He paused
a little, and then muttered to himself,
« peace, and piety, and Christian litera-
ture,” as if they were items he had
thought of well. The time was never to
come. He was then founding the Free
Church ; and, though, during the closing
year or two of his life, he did withdraw
himself from as much of the formal
business of that Church as might then
be resigned to younger men, he was, in
one way or another, in harness to the
last—even till that memorable Monday
morning of the 31st of May, 1847, when,
on going to waken him early for some
final additions to a report he was to
read that day in the General Assembly,
they found him dead in his bed. He
had passed away, alone, in the middle
of the night, to join another and vaster
General Assembly which was also ex-
pecting him ; and the Sabbath for which
he had longed was to be that only Sab-
bath of all the weary which begins
not till beyond the stars, if even there
is Sabbath there.

Already, I find, I have connected Dr.
Chalmers with the ¢ Non-intrusion Con-
troversy ” of Scotland and with the
foundation of the Free Church. During
the time when I knew him, these were
certainly, as far as appearances went, his
main occupations ; and they were the
natural conclusion of his whole previous
career as a theologian and ecclesiastic.
But, although it is with the Scottish
¢« Non-intrusion Controversy,” fancied as
some frantic much-ado-about-nothing, or
unintelligible tempest in a tea-pot, that
most Englishmen, and even many Scotch-
men, now identify Dr. Chalmers ; and
although that Free Kirk of Scotland,
which is now chiefly a subject of comic
allusion, if not actually of derision, with
writers beyond its borders, is the veri-
table construction which he left behind
him on the soil of Britain in posthu-
mous witness to the energy of his life—
there is mothing of which I am more
sure than that those who have to extract
their idea of Dr. Chalmers out of what
they know by hearsay about these things
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will have an idea miserably inadequate
to the reality. At a fitting time I might
go farther. I might ask whether the
Free Chureh, in its present state, s such
a Church as its founder would have had
it to be if he had still been alive, or only
a shrivelled something, calling itself by
his name, but which has been waiting
since his death for a new blast from his
spirit ere it can be owned by him with-
out shame in that realm of larger lights
from which he now surveys his native
land. . For the present, what I am
anxious to say is, that while the form of
Dr. Chalmers’s career was indubitably
that of a theologian and ecclesiastic—
nay, while it was that of a theologian and
ecclesiastic in the popularly-constituted
and not very learned church of a small
Presbyterian nation, and while it ended
in hurling that nation into an agony
the results of which do mnot for the
present seem to outsiders to have been
particularly beautiful,—yet he was such
a man by nature, was so manifestly a
commissioner of ideas, and gave such
dignity and significance to his career by
the magnificence of his method in it,
that T know of no recent British life
more worthy of study than his, With
his son-in-law’s admirable biography of
him beside me to keep me right in par-
ticulars, and with the venerable face and
form which I knew gazing in upon me
from the haze as I write, let me first
review that portion of the life which was
past before my knowledge of him began.

A quiet, venerable town, well worthy
of a visit, is St. Andrews, on the east of
Fifeshire. It is a town of a few quiet
streets on a rocky bit of shore over
which the sea-breezes blow freely, and
with a few small vessels and fishing-
boats in its quiet harbour, and ranges
of uneven downs stretching from it along
the sea, so as to afford the most famous
ground for the game of golf known in
all Scotland. But not for its small signs
of commerce, and not for the sight of
the golfers in red coats plying, at most
times, their stately game on its spacious
links, is St. Andrews so interesting as
for its antiquities and general air of
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antiquity. It was the Canterbury, or
ancient ecclesiastical capital, of Scot-
land—the seat of the Scottish Primacy
till the Reformation ; and, in walking
through its quiet streets, you walk not
only amid the memories of that old
ecclesiastical system, and of Knox’s first
outhreaks against it, but actually amid
its ruins and quaint stony relics. Telling
of the most ancient time of all are the
chapel and tall square tower of St.
Regulus, the exact date of which is
unknown, but which commemorate the
legend of the introduction of Chris-
tianity into Pictish North-Britain by the
Greek priest St. Rule or St. Regulus.
Sent by a holy dream to that remote
coast in the fourth century, and bringing
with him seventeen monks and three
nuns, and some bones of St. Andrew, he
was wrecked in the bay, so that all he
brought ashore, besides his companions,
was the bones of the apostle. On the
site thus consecrated by St. Andrew’s
relics there arose, in due time, a medi-
eval cathedral, which the reforming
fury, roused by Knox, did not “ding
down ” so thoroughly but that portions
of it are yet standing. Then there is
a ruined fragment of the old Castle by
the sea, where the archbishops of St.
Andrews resided, and from a window
of which Cardinal Beaton looked upon
the burning of the Protestant martyr
‘Wishart ; round about, within a little
space, are fragments of old monasteries,
once companions of the Cathedral and
Castle; here and there through the town
are other bits of antique building; and,
if you stroll in a moonlight night to
the sea-cliff for a look over the far-
glimmering bay, you follow the angles
of a thick old wall, which you would
fancy to be the ancient wall of the
town, but which really marked the pre-
cinets of the Priory, and you pass out
beyond this wall through ghostly arch-
ways and portals before you seem to
breathe the sea-air of the present cen-
tury. At the time when all these relics
were in their complete state, and part
and parcel of the fabric of the place,
St. Andrews was an important Scottish
town, with a considerable population,

205

and an amount of trade to correspond.
But after the Reformation, when it lost
its prestige as the ecclesiastical capital,
it shrank and dwindled, till, in the end
of the last century, it was one of the
sleepiest old Scottish towns exposed to
the influence of the east-wind. ¢ One of
its streets is now lost,” says Dr. Johnson
of it in 1773, “and in those that remain
there is the silence and solitude of in-
active indigence and gloomy depopu-
lation.” Even at that time, however,
St. Andrews retained a certain charac-
teristic consequence. The first Univer-
sity founded in Scotland had been that
of St. Andrews, in the palmy days of
its ecclesiastical primacy; and even
after the place had begun to decline
from the effects of the Reformation, and
there had arisen, moreover, four com-

eting Universities in other parts of
Scotland, the University of St. Andrews
still continued to exist, and to serve as
a convenient seat of learning for at
least Fifeshire and the districts adja-
cent. For more than a century the
University has consisted of the united
colleges of St. Salvator and St. Leonard
for the purposes of the general curri-
culum, and St. Mary’s College, set apart
for theology. Still mainly a quiet and
venerable-looking academic town, with
professors and their families, closely
grouped together, for its leading inha-
bitants, and a moderate number of
students congregated in it in lodgings
during winter, St. Andrews has of late
wakened up not a little—has added to
itself new streets, schools separate from
the University, and what not, and is
now less solitary and out of the world
than it was. Within easy recollection,
when the first street cab or “minibus”
was set up in it, there was a proposal
that the vehicle should receive the
academic name of “The Deipnoplaus-
trum,” seeing that its sole use in a town
of such small distances was likely to be
the conveyance of the professors and
their wives sertatim, on rainy evenings,
to parties at each other’s houses ; but, of
late years, Oxford and Cambridge men
of the highest note have not disdained
to accept and hold professorships ab
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St. Andvews, and to try to drvive things
on there at English speed. If ene had
resolution to resist a certain tendency to
somnolence generated by the quiet, by
the ecclesiastical ruins, and by the sea-
breezes, it would be a pleasant place for
a man of science or of letters to retire
to, with the run of the University
library. And then, however it may be
with strangers, the vitality of the Fife-
shire mnatives is of a sturdy kind, and
accustomed to the local conditions. To
them the saltest east winds are sweet,
and, if they do doze, it is in the Fife-
shire manner, with heads full .of dreams.

A long while ago, when George the
Third was King, and Pitt was the minis-
ter in possession, and when the French
Revolution was at its most frantic height,
so that the soul of Burke was meore
appalled than ever, and Britain had at
last unanimously.adopted his policy, and
flung itself, at the head of a Furopean
coalition, into war with the French
demons—back in those old days I can
see the venerable University town of the
East Neuk of Fife, pursuing the even
tenor of its way, and the flutter in its
quiet streets of the Little flock of students
then attending its classes, and hearing
such rumours of the great events of the
world .as were brought, by slow means of
communication, into that angle of Scot-
land. From that little flock of students
I can pick Zim out—the largest-headed,
dreamiest-eyed yonth among them all
He is very young—absurdly yonng,
according to eur present notions, for his
stage at the University; the youngest
St. Andrews student of his year indeed,
and the youngest that had matriculated
at the University in his time, with the
exception of a certain John Campbell,
the son of a Fifeshire clergyman, then
also studying there,-and afterwards to be
knownas the Lord Chancellorof England.
But, though of $he same Fifeshire birth
and breeding, this youthwas by no means,
even then, one whit like Jokn Campbell.
Nature had. set very different -and mere
transcendent marks upon him. Hewas,
as we have said, large-headed—to a
degree beyond the -ordinary standard
even of vory large heads ; brown-haired;
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of strong and broad, rather than very tall,
build ; with features of a large, white,
and roughish cast, that would admit of
plenty of improving sculpture from the
action of the mind within ; the forehead
very broad; the eyes small, dull, and
heavy-lidded, and the space between them
particularly wide ; the manner absent,
but manly, with a tendency to be riot-
ously hearty; the gait, on the whole,
awkward, but with a certain unexpected
expertness in some movements and ges-
tures, comseqment on his being left-
handed. They called him “mad Tam
Chalmers.” He had been sent, in No-
vember, 1791, when only in his twelfth
year, from his native place of Anstruther,
on the other side of the East Neuk,
and about ten miles distant from St.
Andrews, to begin his studies at college
along with an elder brother. His father
—a man of great integrity, piety, and
good-humour—was a dyer, ship-owner,
and general merchant in the then Scottish
sense of the term, in Austruther ; and,
of a family of fourteen, born to him and
his wife, Elizabeth Hall—a grave, me-
thodical, and anxious-tempered woman
of the same coumty—Thomas was the
sixth. For his first two sessions at St.
Amndrews he had been of note among his
class-fellows only for his idle boyishness
:and extravagant animal spirits—always
ready for golf, foot-ball, hand-ball, a
ramble about the towm, or a pelting-
match on the beach with mussel-shells;
in ‘any 'such frolic always the heartiest
and least malevolent in his mirth ; but
with no sign of intellectualism about him;
unless it might be in his vehement and
picturesque way of expressing himself,
and occasionally in the odd and ab-
stracted look into which he would fall,
with his over-weighted head and cloudy
and far-separated eyes, $ill the course of
the fun, or the laugh at his.expense, had
startled him up again. The 'school at
Anstrather had done lttle for him; and
such scraps of his letters at this time as
remain show that he had then to trust
ito Nature for his English spelling and
syntax, quite as much as some of our
young gentlemen—mot at all likely to
turn out Chalmerses—still have to do in
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these days, when they leave schogl for
eollege. "But, in his third session at St.
Andrews, a change had happened to him.
It was the year 1793-4, when the Revo-
lationary war on the Continent was
raging at its widest and fiercest, -and
France was writhing in its terror under
Robespierre and the Jacobins, and the
Christian religion had been abolished,
and the worship of Reason substituted
instead. Human Reason, however, had
not been so completely aggregated in
France, even by the premium thus put
upon her residence there, but that some
portion of the subtle fluid had been left
to float in a more diffused and quiet state
through the atmosphere of other parts of
the earth. Now, Fifeshire was not quite
out of Reason’s range ; and, in looking
about for likely young recruits in that
neighbourhood, what quantum of the
diffused power was there localized and
acclimatized had made a sudden seizure
of our big-headed St. Andrews student.
To explain the way of the occurrence
more prosaically, we may mention that,
from singularly unanimous accounts, it
appears that St. Andrews TUniversity
had then mainly two things to be proud
of—the teaching of her accurate, and
much-loved philosophical Latinist, John
Hunter, then holding the Humanity
Professorship; and, along with this, a
tradition of unusual mathematical excel-
lence and ardour, dating from the time,
some seventeen years previously, when
the nominal incumbent of the mathe-
matical chair, Professor Vilant, finding
himself disqualified by ill-health, had
committed the duties of the chair to well-
chosen assistants. First in the series of
these assistants had been a Mr. Glennie,
author of a treatise on projectiles. Then
had come a Mr. John West, of whose
subsequent life I know little, save ‘that
he afterwards went to Jamaica, but
who must have been a superb teacher,
and who has a reputation yet among
mathematicians, and especially among
lovers of pure geometry, for his “Ele-
ments of Mathematics, comprehending
Geometry, Conic Sections, Mensuration,
and ‘Spheries,” published in 1784—a
work so remarkable for its ‘original
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structure, and for its choice collection of
theorems and problems, that 1 advise
any one who may see a stray copy of it
at a book-stall to secure it at any price.
Out of a little group of young mathe-
maticians formed by West during his
assistantship, two, at least, became after-
wards distingunished in the scientific
world—Sir James Ivory and Sir John
Leslie. A third pupil -of his, of less
general -celebrity, but who succeeded
him in the assistantship, and won golden
opinions from all who knew him there
in that capacity, was Dr. James Brown,
afterwards, for a short time, Professor
of Natural Philosophy in Glasgow.
Brown was a man of varied accom-
plishments, of whom Dugald Stewart
himself said that he had never mef
any one who could converse more ele-
gantly and precisely on mathematical or
metaphysical subjects. He had been
already the mathematical assistant for
some years when Chalmers went to St.
Andrews; and, by general confession,
he and Dr. John Hunter were then the,
only two real lights of the place. To
all appearance, Chalmers had as yet
resisted the influencé of Hunter. He
had not taken to Latin or to grammar
in any form ; and, whatever respect he
may have had for Hunter, he had not
been so pervious to that sort of instruc-
tion as that Hunter would have picked
him out as a promising student. DBut,
on coming, in a more particular manmer,
under Brown’s influence, in his third
session, he had been kindled all at once
into intellectual enthusiasm. The dor-
mant mathematics in him—and I have
hardly ever met a man in whom the
mathematical mode of thought, espe-
cially in the form of an incessant play
of the faculty of number, was constitu-
tionally so strong—the dormant mathe-
matics in him bad been roused into
conscious action. He was ‘in a fever of
mathematics—cultivating both the ana-
lytical and the geometrical, but more
enamoured, as he continued to avow

‘himself throughout his life, with the

direct and frank beauty of geometry
than with the charms of her craftier
and more far-reaching 'sister. So far
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from having to spur him, his teacher
had to hold him in. From that time
Chalmers was a somebody among the
St. Andrews youths—one of Brown's
best. And the mathematical wakening-
up had been a general wakening-up.
Chalmers was not one of those of whom
it is alleged there are many—¢‘mere
mathematicians,” whose minds seem to
consist of a mathematical organ, and
nothing else, and who, out of mathe-
matics, are loutish and incapable. He

was one of that class, of which there

have been many splendid examples, in
whom the happy appearance of the
mathematical faculty announces, perhaps
for the first time, the great general
strength of a yet unemployed intellect.
At all events, the mathematical ardour
kindled in Chalmers had become a
general mental ardour, applying itself
not only to mathematical theorems and
problems, but to everything around
him. Here, too, the influence and con-
versation of Brown had been of use to
him, introducing him to ethical and
political questions, and to glimpses of a
region of speculation in which one had
to deal with other matters than circles,
or triangles, or algebraic formulsx, how-
ever far the method caught among these
might still assist. Accordingly, during
the remainder of his general curriculum,
we find him mingling with his enthu-
siasm for mathematics and physics a
passion for speculation on moral and
social subjects, and gratifying this pas-
sion, so far as might be, by active
membership in a little society of his
fellow - students, calling itself ¢ The
Political Society,” and by the reading
of particular books. One of the books
that took the strongest hold on him
was Godwin’s “ Political Justice ;¥ and
it was some time before the doctrines of
that work were shaken out of his mind.
But perhaps the most curious effect of
his general mental rousing by mathe-
matics was that it made him go back,
in a way of his own, for some parting
benefit ‘from that influence of Hunter
the full benefit of which he had missed.
Latin scholarship, indeed, was now past
praying for ; and all the Latin that
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Chalmers carried with him during his
life might have been held in a tea-cup,
while of Greek he had not more than
would have gone into the smallest
liqueur-glass. But he had set himself
with extraordinary . energy, in that
famous third college session, to the task
of learning how to write English, and
this with such success that though,
when he began, he could hardly spell
correctly, he acquired in a marvellously
short time the habits of rapid, yet de-
liberate, composition which remained
with him through life, and within two
years had formed a style, of peculiar
structure, which was substantially Chal-
mers’s to the last. In this bout of
rhetorical training the main tuition
came from the struggle of his own
excited mind, and of the ideas that
were filling it, into suitable arrangement
and rhythm ; but his readings of Godwin
had some effect, and the opportunities
of hearing Hunter’s lectures, as well
as Brown's, materially assisted. Hence,
next to Brown, though at a considerable
interval, he always remembered Hunter
as the teacher to whom he had been
most indebted at St. Andrews.

Thus already in a state of intellectual
ferment for two years, Chalmers had
passed on, in his sixteenth year, to the
four years’ course of theology in the
same University which was to qualify
him, according to Scottish routine, for
the clerical profession. These four
years were, for him, a period of in-
creased ferment. I can imagine nothing
in the shape of a young mind in a state
of action more continuously fervid and
tumultuous than the records prove to
have been that of this Fifeshire Grostéte
during these four years—in the winter
and spring months attending the theo-
logical classes at St. Andrews, and
varying the somewhat cold and "dry
doctrine he received there with readings
and enthusiastic ruminations of his
own, or with talks in-doors and out-of-
doors with the companions he found
congenial, or with weekly essays and
discussions on Free Will, Predestina-
tion, &c. in a theological society, where
there sat among his fellow-members
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John Leyden and the future Chancellor
Campbell (destined then for the Kirk
of Scotland, and not for the Law of
England); and in the summer months
returning to his father’s house at An-
struther, and there or elsewhere ex-
patiating, as he loved to think that
Adam Smith had done before him in
an equally abstracted mood, among the
sea-views of his native coast. They
had called him “mad Tam Chalmers™
in his undergraduate days—applying
the name then to his heavy, bizarre look,
and to the extravagaut bursts of his
humour and animal spirits. There are
legends of his “ madness ” in those days.
One is how, being once engaged, with
other students, in an evening frolic in
the streets of St. Andrews, he un-
fastened or tore off a sign from over a
particular shop-door, and carried it to
his lodgings, and how, on the next
morning, when the tradesman, having
traced his missing property, came furi-
ously at .the head of a body of his
neighbours to demand it, Chalmers
thus harangued the little crowd from
his window : “ A wicked and adulterous
“ generation demand a sign, and no sign
“ghall be given them.” As I was told
this legend on the very spot of its
occurrence, and was even shown the
window whence the harangue had been
spoken, I took the most exact pains
I could, short of asking Dr. Chalmers
himself, to inquire into the truth of the
story. It is, T am sorry to say, a pure
myth. I have no doubt, however, that
there is a certain verisimilitude in it—a
certain expression, in an imaginary or
borrowed incident, of the real recollec-
tion of Chalmers, and of what he might
have done, in his undergraduate days.
But, though the name of “mad Tam
Chalmers ” still accompanied him beyond
those days into the four years of his
theological studentship and riper ap-
proach to manhood, it was with an
altered and eclevated meaning. He was
still, indeed, the same bluff, hearty,
jovial-mannered youth, whose dreamy-
looking eyes, occasional fits of absence
when he would mutter to himself, and
eccentricities caused by those fits of
No, 57.—voL. x.

_ bonnet.
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absence, betokened the presence of an
unusually big Fifeshire bee inside his
It is a perfectly authentic
story that, when in his nineteenth year
he had accepted the situation of private
tutor in a Scottish family of same
wealth, in order to lessen his father’s
expenses for the time, and when his
mother, brothers and sisters, and the
rest of the household at Anstruther,
were taking leave of him at the door,
with more than usual emotion at the
thought that their Thomas was setting
out for such a situation among strangers,
the emotion was converted into roars of
laughter by an instance of Thomas’s
absence of mind. Coming out of the
house confused and rueful with the
leave-taking, he had gone to the wrong
side of the horse that was to carry him
so far on his journey, and, as they
looked to him for the last adieu, there
he was "seated on the animal with his
face to the tail  Nor, to modify the
impression made by these - occasional
uncouthnesses and oddities arising from
his absent ways, was there the excuse of
those moping and bookish habits which
sometimes produce the like in a certain
class of students. Though he fastened
on particular books with an avidity
which made their contents then and
there a part of his being, and the dates
of his first acquaintance with them
epochs in his life, and which even
blocked his mind to the fact that other
books had been written of as great im-
portance, he never was a book-worm ;
and, to the last, two or, at most, three
hours of intense effort a day, instead of
the usual six or eight hours of the pro-
fessional man of letters, sufficed for his
own literary labours. In youth, as in
later life, he was a sociable and open-
air intellect—out for walks in the fields,
the streets, or whatever the neighbour-
hood was; doing his thinking as he
walked, or observingly taking in, when
he was not too abstracted, the range
and particulars of the landscape, the
meteorology overhead, and the incidents,
humours, and physiognomies that passed
him. There is ample evidence, too,
that there never was anything in him
P



219

of that kind of fatuous self-forgetfulness
or indifference to personal dignity which
often accompanies eccentricity or habits
of mental absorption. On the contrary,
he was about the manliest young fellow
breathing, and, though the readiest to
join in the langh against himself when
caught with his face to the horse’s tail,
or in any similarly absurd predicament,
yet always with a hot fund of self-
assertion which prevented the impres-
sions of such incidents from travelling
a hairsbreadth beyond the moments
to which they belonged, and which
awvould not tolerate, in his relations
with others, a semblance of disrespect,
‘When wakened out of one of his brown
studies by the laughter of his -fellow-
students, who, after watching him for
some time, would break in upon him
with a “Hillo ! Chalmers,” and the in-
~ formation that he was half-crazy already,
and would soon make up the other half
if he did not mind what he was about,
“Very well, my good lads,” he would
say good-humouredly, shaking his fist,
and in he would be among them up-
roariously for the next twenty minutes,
with some flashes of his cogitations by
way of amends. Rather than put up
with a real indignity he would, I be-
lieve, even while he was yet a mere
stripling, have set Fifeshire in a blaze
about it. A very conspicuous proof of
this—a peculiarity of temperamentwhich
he retained all through his life—was to
be given by him within a few years
after his course as a student was over,
when, on some real or fancied slight
-upon him in connexion with the mode in
which he had discharged the duties of a
temporary teachership in the University
. (the same mathematical assistantship

which West and Brown had held), he was
to beard the professors in full assembly,
dare them, and all the Presbyteries of
Fife to boot, to put him down, and make
the whole world of St. Andrews and its
dependencies ring with his wrongs. But
a less public, though equally charac-
teristic example of the same quality was
given by him in that very tutorship to
which, while yet a divinity-student, we
have seen him set out from his father’s

“
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door in so singular a fashion. The
family was not at all one to his mind—
of the petty, illiberal and purse-proud
ways to be found sometimes among
the wealthy of commercial towns. The
idea of the lady of the house as to the
proper relations of the tutor to the
family was that he was there only as
the associate of the boys, to sit silent
and subservient in his appointed place
at table when the family were together,
and fo have his meals served to him in
his own room whenever there was com-
pany, Chalmers was up in arms in-
stantly. “In consequence of the low idea
“theyhave of the respect due to a tutor,”
he writes home to his father after two
months, “it is impossible for me to talk
“ with freedom and confidence, I have
“ observed more than once my attempts
“to participate in the conversation dis-
“ countenanced by the frown of superior
¢ dignity. Hence those who frequent the
“ house—many of whom would bow full
“Jlow in your dining-room—regard me as
“unworthy of their notice, and return
“ my salutations with cold indifference.”
The feud proceeded from bad to worse—
Chalmers at last resorting to such me-
thods of open warfare as that of always
marching off to an opposition supper-
party of his own at a neighbouring inn
whenever there was a family-party from
which he was excluded ; till, after a
while, the family, amazed at the un-
manageable Tartar they had got for a
tutor, were glad to release him from his
engagement. ILet such items of cha-
racter as these enterinto our conception
of the “mad Tam Chalmers” of the
later and more intellectual years of his
St. Andrews studentship. Above all,
as the real cause of that extraordinary
demeanour which distinguished him
then from his fellow-students and made
them look upon him as one possessed,
let there be conceived a mind not only
incapable of taking things coolly or with
any ordinary degree of youthful ardour,
but even incapable of existing from day
to day unless in a state of protracted
ecstasy or whirlwind over some object
of contemplation or other. Take him
in any year of the four from his seven-
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teenth to his twentieth, and you will
find him contemplation-drunk. You
may even ascertain, in any particular
vear, the theme or the set of themes
that is holding him entranced. For one
whole twelvemonth he was in a state of
“mental elysium,” as he afterwards de-
seribed it, with the constant thought of
the Infinity and Majesty of Godhead—
not a single hour elapsing in which the
overpoweringly impressive imagination
of the great glowing light in the centre
of all was not bright before his inward
eye, and his mind was not on the strain
extending it in circles beyond circles to
the outermost bounds of things—the
rapture of the repeated process bemv S0
great that it was his habit all that
twelvemonth to wander in the fields
early in the morning, that he might in-
dulge in the glorious conception undis-
turbed. Again it was Jonathan Edwards
on Free Will that was in possession of
him, and he was in a dogmatic phrenzy
of Necessitarianism. ¢ He studied Ed-
wards on Free Will with such ardour,”
says one of the most intimate friends of
his college-days, “that he seemed to
“regard nothing else, and scarcely talk of
“anything else, and one was almost afraid
‘ of his mind losing its balance.” Anon
there came the reading of Mirabaud’s
“System of Nature,” and for a time,
from the influence of that work, a cold
wind of philosophic Atheism swept
through the very mind that had lately
been in such a rapture of natural Theism,
and, in lieu of a Universe filled with
God, he had incessantly before him the
other alternative of an eternity of
matter and motion obeying a law of
Evolution. Nor were the politics of
the day absent from his thoughts.
As the Revolution in France and the
war with France passed on from stage
to stage, and especially after there began
to flash upon the world the new power
of the young Bonaparte, of these things
also was note taken, in the same pas-
sionate way, by the young St. Andrews
student. He would burst out about
them with a vehemence of feeling utterly

disproportioned to any concern which
Le, or even Fifeshire as a whole, ¢ould.
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he supposed to have in them. It is still
recollected that, when it came to be
young Chalmers’s turn to pray publicly
in the Divinity Hall, the people of
St. Andrews used to flock in to hear
the solemn allusions to contemporary
events, and, above all, the harrowing de-
scriptions of the horrors of war, which
he was sure to bring in.

The rule in the Kirk of Scotland then
was that no student of divinity should
receive the licence from his Presbytery,
whichmadehima probationéror preacher,
till he had attained the age of twenty-
one. DBut exceptions were occasionally
made ; and, on the plea that Chalmers
was “a lad of pregnant parts)”’ an ex-
ception was made in his case. He was
licensed by the Presbytery of St
Andrews, on the 31st of July, 1799,
when he was nineteen years and four
months,old. Te seems to have been in
no hurry, however, to avail himself of his
privilege, for he did not preach his first
sermon till a month afterwards, and
then, of all places of the world, in the
English town of Wigan, which came
conveniently for his purpose in the
course of a visit he paid to his eldest
brother then settled in Liverpool. Nay,
for about two years he preached as little
as could well be. The truth is, he was
decidedly indifferent to the prospects of
the clerical career, and was fascinated
rather by the chance of obtaining in the
course of a few years a mathematical or
other professorship in one of the Scottish
Universities. In his ambition for such
a post he had naturally thought first of
some teachership in St. Andrews as a
likely stepping-stone to it ; but, hearing
of some such vacant teacher%hlp in Edin-
burgh, he determined to go there. He
did not get what he wanted; but, with
the idea of farther qualifying ‘himself for
the professorship he saw looming in the
future, he spent two sessions in Edin-
burgh, attending, among other classes
at the University, those of Playfair
(mathematics), Robison (natural philo-
sophy), Hope (chemistry), and Dugald
Stewart (moral philosophy). Without"
dwelling on the intellectual results for
Chalmers of these two-sessions passed”

P2
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among new men, and in a society dif-
ferent from that of St. Andrews, suffice
it to say that he found less satisfaction
in Stewart than he had expected to find,
and, on the whole, thought he got more
of his money’s worth out of the other
three. 'With Playfair he kept up or
extended his mathematics—rising now,
as I believe, into that transcendent
admiration for Sir Isaac Newton which
was thenceforward a permanent portion
of his intellect, insomuch that, to his
latest days, whenever he would refer to
what he considered Nature’s supremest
product in the way of human genius,
Shakespeare wisely skedaddled for the
moment, knowing what was coming, and
we had from him, for the fiftieth time,
an ever-fresh rhapsody about “our own
Sir Isaac” Without thinking very
highly of the chemical professor, Hope,
he found him a useful teacher ; and he
plunged, while attending him, into such
a passion for chemistry on his own
account, that that science- remained
thenceforth a rival with mathematics for
his affections. DBut Robison was his
favourite. To the end of his life he
used to quote with enthusiasm certain
doctrines and philosophical distinctions
which he had first learnt from Robi-
son; and, in counting up the academic
teachers to whom he had been most
indebted, he gave Robison the second
place—Brown of St. Andrews retain-
ing the first, and Hunter of the same
University ranking as third.

And so we arrive at the year 1801-2.
It was the time, on the great clock of
the world’s affairs, when Bonaparte was
First Consul in France, and was securing
the supremacy for his life, and when,
in Britain, Pitt was to Addington what
London is to Paddington, but Ad-
dington was temporary minister for all
that. 'Well, going back in imagination
to that year—a long flight back beyond
the point when I had first anything
personally to do with the world—and
hovering, as shrewdly as I can, in the
spirit of a historic hawk, over that part
of our island, now better known to me
than most others, where the Firth of

Dead Men whom I have known ;

Forth divides so beautifully with its
flashing waters the county of Fife from
that of Edinburgh, what do I see that
interests me so particularly? I see,
coming and going between the two
counties, now for a time resident in one
of them, and now for a time in the
other, a large-headed yonng Scotchman
who, as it were, belongs to both, though
his brain and build tell most emphati-
cally of Fifeshire. He is one-and-twenty
years of age. e is a licentiate of the
Scottish Kirk—one who, according as
the chances of a presentation to a
living by some patron may direct,
may be called upon, at any moment,
to settle as a minister in any one of
Scotland’s thousand parishes, from the
Shetlands, far off amid the northern
surges, to the Tweed and its pastoral
uplands dotted with sheep ; or who,
patronage at home failing altogether,
may have to go into semi-exile in
England, and serve as the minister of
some little Scottish congregation keep-
ing up their Presbyterian Zion in the
midst of the Babylonians. Meanwhile,
as far as I can see, ministerial work is
little in his thoughts, and his hankering
is after a mathematical or other Scottish
professorship.  Is he likely to obtain
such a thing? It is difficult to say.
Those were the days, indeed, in which,
for some deep cosmical or telluric reason
yet unexplained by history, it was the
young men that were everywhere in
request for the work of the world in all
its varieties—in which it did not seem
preternatural that one should be Prime
Minister and Chancellor of the Ex-
chequer of Britain at the age of twenty-
three, or conqueror of Italy and hero
of France at the age of twenty-seven ;
and in which, if you did not get
through your life’s work before you
were forty-five, you were a remarkably
slow coach, or mere luggage-van, among
your contemporaries. Appointments of
very young men to professorships in
the Scottish Universities had for a
good many years been common enough.
But men’s suffrages did not then, when
youth was in so much favour with the
world, any more than now, when it is so
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much less in favour, fix intuitively on the
right objects. What, then, of the chances
of our Fifeshire Grostéte, going and
coming in the ferry between Fifeshire
and Edinburgh, and looking alternately
to the Universities on the two sides of
the Firth for the vacancy for which he
might offer himself Y Was he of sufficient
public mark to be thought of for such an
appointment by the social big-wigs, even
if one such should be going? We know
what impression he had made on all who
had come into intimate relations with
him—how, more especially, among his
college companions there had been for
some years a fame of “Mad Tam
Chalmers” as the most extraordinary
young wild elephant of a fellow ever seen
about St. Andrews. The probability,
however, is, that any general vote of the
Fifeshire and Edinburgh people concern-
inghim would have expresseditself at best
in some such half-jocose phrase as that
of the old clergyman who had pleaded
for his being licensed by the Presbytery
though under the proper age——that he
was “a lad of pregnant parts.” He
might come to be something if all went
well! The fools! All Scotland is wait-
ing for that young fellow. The very
material on which his mind is to act,
the very clay which his hands are to
work with and mould, is that aggregate
society of Scotland, with its million-and-
a-half of souls, over which his thoughts
are wandering so dreamily. Personify
that Scotland—imagine her in the
totality of her thousand parishes, from
those far Shetlands to this quiet Tweed-
side, as one living being or form ; and
here—here in the ferry-boat between
Edinburgh and Fifeshire—is the youth
who ere long will have his hands
twined and knotted in the hair of the
huge creature’s instinets, and will be
holding and throwing her with the
strength of a Milo! Here is one who
is to be for Scotland, ere she is done
with him, another and one of the greatest
in that series of her “national men,” the
over-topping functionaries-in-chief of
the successive periods of her history,
whom she is so fond of reckoning up
one by one in their chronological order

213

—men of a class for the appearance
and recognition of which Scotland, by
reason of her smaller bulk, and her
easier submission on that account to one
central influence, if not also by reason
of the stronger Celtic touch in her
temperament, has always (be it a virtue
or a defect) been more apt than England.
Though they did not know this then—I
mean his fellow-passengers in the fre-
quent ferry-boat on the Firth, and the
idlers who watched him land and dis-
embark on either pier—how plain it is
to us after the fact! But what I main-
tain is something more than this. I
maintain that, though Scotland had still
to wait a good while before she became
acquainted with Chalmers or took notice
of him—though, as it happened, he was
not one of those who were in their right
places of power in very early youth, and
it was ten or twelve years before the
flashes* which revealed him were seen
over any considerable area—yet even
then, in the year 1801-2, his “potenti-
ality,” as Johnson would have said, was
almost complete. All that Chalmers
was ever to be structually he already
was, I believe, at the age of twenty-one,
with but one important exception—an
exception immensely important, as it
turned out, but about which few would
then have cared much, if there are very
many that would care a jot now. Ac-
cordingly, as I am to leave him for a
time at this point, let me conclude, for
the present, with one or two additional
remarks concerning him, which may have
the effect of carving the rude bust T
have been setting before the reader into
a nearer likeness to the exact reality.

In spite of much effort of late among
our critics, we have not yet succeeded
in making the notion of mere degrees
of ability arranged on an ascending scale
supersede, for practical puposes, our old
habit of distinguishing certain men from
their fellows, and placing them in an
order by themselves, under the name of
“men of genius.” Now, if ever there
was a man respecting whom there could
have been no doubt that he was to be
referred to this order, if it were to be
retained at all—nay, if ever there was
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a man an hout’s-observation of whom
would have infallibly suggested to any
one the necessity, on practical grounds,
of not giving up too hastily such an
established aid to our classification of
human beings—it was Dr. Chalmers.
From the very first we see him marked
out from those around him—and not
only from the general crowd of those
around him, but even from the ablest of
them, and those of more culture than
himself—by the possession of that all-
rousing something in the constitution
which we call “genius.” A hundred
definitions, I should suppose, have been
given of ¢“genius,”’ and I daresay
it would be possible to add as many
more—each having a certain explanatory
value in relation to some instance of the
power, or form of its manifestation, that
may be more immediately thought of.
For my own part, if I were to propose a
definition which I think would be dis-
tinct enough to be of use, and yet
general enough to permit all varieties,
whether of the rushing or of the quies-
cent sort, to be deduced from it, I would
ask whether we might not define genius.
as consisting in an unusunal or abnormal
degree of endowment in the two extreme
-conceptions, fundamental ideas, or es-
sential forms of thought, of our race
which metaphysicians call Space and
Time. Whether, with one school of meta-
physicians, we regard Space and Time as
stmply those highest attained generali-
zations of the human mind in which
all other thoughts end and swoon, or,
with another, we regard them as bhe-
longing to the very structure of the

mind as a sentient faculty, and as being.

the forms under which, by the necessities
of our nature, we must apprehend and
imagine things, the effect is, for our
present view, much the same. Equally,
according to either theory, where we
have the notions of Space and Time
strongest, or most intensely active,
we have Humanity at its uttermost—

while, if we adopt the latter theory, we:

may actually say, in the terms of that
theory, that Humanity consists in think-

ing in Space and Time, and that the.
individuals in whom these constituents.
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of the race are most developed, and
habitually in the highest state of tension,
are the most human. If space and time
here permitted, I should not despair of
bringing this notion out. of the region
of abstract statement and uncouth meta-
physical jargon, and being able to howl
it, like a little ball of popularly-intel-
ligible fact, through a whkole thicket
of exemplifications, making it gather
radiance as it ran. With particular
passages from great poets or other
writers for my instances—say from
Shakespeare or Goethe, to begin with
—1I should be able to show, I think,
how much of what we recognise as the
“ genius” in these passages, and so per-
haps to suggest how much of that dis-
tinctive power of these writers which
we speak of generally as their * genius,”
might be resolved into unusual endow-
ment or excitability in the Space-and-
Time feeling. Wonder, Ideality, the
tendency at all times to the elemental
and the general in one’s contemplations
of Nature and of Life—these and other
habits or qualities of mind which we
associate with genius and by which we
sometimes vaguely define it, might all
be identified with strength in the Space-
and-Time feeling, or shown to be forms
of it. But for the present I shall be
satisfied if, without going the whole
length of the notion that strength in
the Space-and-Time feeling s genius,
and that in all varieties of genius this
is the common element, the reader:
should have a conception of unusual
strength of equipment in this feeling as
a possibility among men, and should
see how it may be one kind or cause
of genius. Such, at all events, it is.
There gr¢e men who are distinguished
from their fellows by the great extent to
which they can think out in space or
forward and backward in time, by the
energy with which this vast organic
beat of man’s consciousness in the two
kinds of Infinity transacts itself, and by
the habitual delight which they have in
Tooting their comceptions of all things
in a double sentiment of the astrono-
mically and chronologically boundless.
And these men are in all ways the
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powerful of the earth. From those
perpetual expansions of.their imagina-
tions out into the illimitable till the
numberless suns and worlds of space
are, as it were, wheeling in a contain-
ing transparency which they know to be
the sphere of their own spirits, they
are recontracted to our own little orb
and their cares in it with a violence pro-
portioned to the rebound. ¥rom those
strivings of theirs to ascend the stream
of time, beyond all geologic age, if
perchance they may touch the hem of a
still receding eternity, they return, ever
baffled, but bringing with them all the
condensed passion of their hopelesseffort,
to man’s life and the passing moment.
Now, Chalmers all through his life
possessed this transcendent constitution
of spirit more than most of his com-
temporaries, and whoever had observed
him at the age of twenty-one wounld
already have discerned it in him, and
would have recognised in it his indubit-
able cousinship to all the great. Those
large habits of imagination which astro-
nomy and geology may be supposed
chiefly to cultivate, he had from the
first, and almost by nature. Especially
in the feeling of Space was he more
than ordinarily endowed. Say that
every mind is represented by the extent
of the physical or astronomical sphere
to which it is in the habit of swelling
out its contemplations, and I do not
believe that there was in all Fifeshire
and Edinburgh, in the year 1801-2,
another mind which was the centre of a
sphere of starry space so vast as that in
which young Chalmers’s dwelt, and
which he carried with him as he moved.
Watch him in the ferry-boat where we
left him. Me is in one of his reveries.
What is going on within that heavy
overmassive head, and those cloudy,
opaque eyes? A dream of the astro-
nomical universe. And how large the
diameter ! First, as his vision sweeps
in longitude, it is i
1 ¢ from eastern point

" Of Libra to the fleecy star that bears

Andromeda far off Atlantic seas

" Beyond the horizon ; then from pole to pole
- He views in breadth.”? ' {
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Again, as Natare had given to
Chalmers a mind capable of great con-
templations, so she had given him in a

marked degree the os magna soniturum,
the mouth formed for great utterances.

‘Whether he knew it as yet or not, he

was born to be an orator. It was notin
his habitual fervour alone that this was
apparent—in the blazing enthusiasm
which he carried into everything; in
the force and earnestness with which he
felt his own meanings ; in the deep fund
of indignation from which every now
and then there would be a surge that
would bear him to the verge of phrenzy;
or even in (what, I think, is the one
infallible indication of a true orator) the
reserve which he always had of rage
beyond rage, and the power which he
always had of becoming more and more
able, more and more intellectually inm-
ventive, as he became more and more
excited. In all the minor indications
resulting from these and belonging to
them the orator was proclaimed. The
style which he had formed for himself,
and which, as I have said, remained
Chalmers’s to the last, was a style for
the ear rather than for the eye. There
was the rhythm and cadence of the
spoken style, the sense of impulse upon
a living resistance, the structure of the
sentence for face-to-face utterance before
an assembly. And, as the thoughts
were big, there was a certain bigness’
and unwicldiness in the expression.
Though he had pithy and racy Saxon or
Scottish words in abundance at com-
mand, there was a tendency, when he
wrote, to the polysyllabic and the Latin,
and especially to words ending in atior,
or otherwise containing the sound sh.
There was the roll and ringing em-
phasis of the voice in the act of delivery,
the grip of each syllable as it came, the
balanced to-and-fro movement of the
body, the nervous rush to the face, and,
at least, by way of gesture, the- fre-
quently uplifted arm. What was the
strangest peculiarity of all, however—
the incapacitating peculiarity, as it
might have seemed—was the provincial
rudeness of “the pronunciation. The
question that would have been asked
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by any Englishman, on first hearing
him, would have been, how this mouth,
¢ formed for great utterances,” would
ever be able to manage them in that
extraordinary Fifeshire dialect. He pro-
nounced “ Adam,” “ didam,” “Parish,”
“ Pairish,” “ Pope of Rome,” “ Popp of
Romm,” “issue of which,” “isshy of
whuch.” By no chance did he pronounce
any three words in any one sentence cor-
rectly according to the English standard ;
and for all his own countrymen out of
Fifeshire he was equally a vocal wonder.
It was impossible to cure him. All the
pebbles on the beach of St. Andrews
would never have brought the mouth
and tongue of this young Demosthenes
into conformity with the rules of Attic
elocution. As it happened, it did not
matter much. To his fellow Scots, when
they came to hear him, the Fifeshire
dialect was as good as any other of the
provincial dialects of which they had
their choice, and racier than most ; and,
when his andiences came to be English
as well, there was no thought of the
dialect after the stunning astonishment
of the first few sentences.

In the third place, I note in Chalmers,
from the first, the possession, in a very
large degree, of a quality which I d6 not
think will ever be found wanting in any
really first-rate men, though it may as-
sume different forms according to the
other qualities with which it is associated
—a quality which, coining a monstrous
word for my purpose, I will venture to
call propositionalness. It is, in the main,
identical with that passion for intel-
lectual generalization which we often
speak of as particularly visible in the
French mind. It shows itself in a
habit of gathering up one’s meanings or
conclusions on all sorts of subjects into
definite propositions or verbal formulz,
which thenceforth are carried about with
one, and serve as one’s intellectual bank-
notes. This craving after intellectual
comprehensiveness and definiteness, this
tendency of the thoughts always to co-
agulate into phrases and verbal formule
which are then used as enunciations,
was a notable characteristic of Chalmers
from his youth upwards ; and, as his at-
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tachment to his generalizations was un-
usually strong, and, whenever he had
elaborated one, he made it go as far as
possible by incessant repetition, it so
happened that, by the end of his life,
his mind had almost become an ap-
paratus of a certain number of ideas
of which it would have been easy to take
an inventory. He positively could not
speak unless he had some distinet and
massive proposition to expound which he
had been ruminating and shaping. One
result of this mental habit was that
he was very liable to be taken aback if
called upon on a sudden for an opinion
on a new matter. On such occasions
his mind seemed to be in that state
which the Scotch call through-ither; he
seemed to be ransacking the near part
of his mind for a proposition that would
answer at once the mew demand, and,
not finding any, to be in some con-
fusion while the message was flying
back that was to bring his reserved
forces to the front. Give him an hour or
two, however, or even twenty minutes,
and he would have made his arrange-
ments, and would have so organized his
thoughts for the emergency that, at the
end of that time, you found him quite
ready, with a new proposition or two
regularly on march. This quality of
propositionalness, which was to me
one of the most interesting studies in
Chalmers in his later days, I am able
to detect, among other things, in the
earliest specimens of his writing that
remain.

What was Chalmers’s outfit or stock
of propositions at the age of twenty-one ?
‘We will not answer that question at
present, save by a word or two of general
significance. In Theology he was a
Moderate—with a high natural Theism
of his own, which, with some help from
Butler’s ¢ Analogy,” had survived the
shock of Mirabaud’s reasonings; and
with such an estimate of Christianity as,
in the prevailing opinion of the Scottish
Kirk, then honestly befitted her parish-
ministers and licentiates. With the
Evangelical, High-flying, or, in English
phrase, Methodist minority among the
Scottish clergy of the time he had no
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sympathy ; and this was one of the
differences between Thomas and his
pious father in the Anstruther house-
hold. In politics he had, I think,
come out of the Revolutionary fever,
and was, in a way of his own-—unless
Burke was his model— patriotic and
conservative. He had a large stock of
notions derived from the mathematical,
mechanical, and chemical sciences, and
an extraordinary power of transferring
them, or suggestions from them, into
moral subjects. His opinion of the
Scottish Philosophy of Reid, as it
had been unfolded to him by the ex-
positions of Dugald Stewart, was that it
contained a needless multiplication of

first principles ; and, on the whole, not-

withstanding his ever-active ideality and
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his enthusiastic temperament, he desired
farther analysis, and had an inclination
to the philosophy which resolves all
intoexperience anda disinclination to the
philosophy of necessary beliefs. Finally,
he had just betaken himself, with his
usual vehement ardour, to the study of
Political Economy. Adam Smith, I sup-
pose, he had read before he was twenty
—the “ Wealth of Nations” being the
native property of Fifeshire. Malthus
on Population he read, he told me, in
the year 1800. The book had such an
effect upon him that he clutched its
main principle at once as an axiom for
statesmen and philanthropists, and never
all his life parted with it, or would allow
disbelief in it or inattention to it to be
anything short of idiotcy.

»

PALINGENESIS.

BY H. W. LONGFELLOW,

I tay upon the headland-height, and listened
To the incessant sobbing of the sea

In caverns under me,

And watched the waves, that tossed and fled and glistened,
Until the rolling meadows of amethyst

Melted away in mist.

Then suddenly, as one from sleep, I started;

For round about me all the sunny capes
Seemed peopled with the shapes

Of those whom I had known in days departed,

Apparelled in the loveliness which gleams

On faces seen in dreams.

A moment only, and the light and glory

Faded away, and the disconsolate shore
Stood lonely as before ;

And the wild roses of the promontory

Around me shuddered in the wind and shed
Their petals of pale red.

There was an old belief that in the embers

Of all things their primordial form exists,
And cunning alchemists

Could re-create the rose with all its members

From its own ashes, but without the bloom,
‘Without the lost perfume.
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Ir “the boy is father of the man,” the.
girl is likewise mother to the woman ;
and the woman—oh, solemn thought,
laden with awful responsibility to each
tiny maiden-child that coos and crows
at us from her innocent cradle !—the
woman is the mother of us all. Far
deeper and higher than the advocates of
woman’s rights are aware of, lies the
truth, that women are the heart of the
world. From a gynocracy, or even a
self-existent, self-protecting, and self-
dependent rule, heaven save us, and all
other Christian communities ! but the
fact remains, that on the women of a
nation does its virtue, strength, nobility,
and even its vitality, rest. Sparta re-
cognised this in a rough barbaric way;
—Judea, too, when through successive
ages every daughter of Abraham was
brought up to long for offspring, in the
hope that of her might be born the
Messiah, the promised Seed. All his-
tory, carefully examined, would, we
believe, exemplify the same truth—that
the rise and fall of nations is mainly
dependent on the condition of their
women—the mothers, sisters, daughters,
wives—who, consciously or unconsci-
ously, mould, and will mould for ever,
the natures, habits, and lives of the men
to whom they belong. Nay, even in
modern times, in looking around upon
divers foreign countries—but stay, we
will not judge our neighbours, we will
only judge ourselves.

If things be so, if the influence of
women is so great, so inevitable, either
for good or for evil, daes it not behove
us, who live in a generation where so
many strange conflicts are waging on the
surface of society, so many new elements
stirring and seething underneath it—
does it not behove us, I say, to look a
little more closely after our “girls ¢”

It is rather difficult now-a-days to find

T Thoughts from a Girl's Life. By Lucy
Fletcher. Macemillan and Co.

a “girl” at all.  They are, every one of
them, “ young ladies ;”” made up of hoop
and flounce, hat and feather, plaits of
magnificent (bought) hair, and heaps of
artificial flowers. There is a painful
uniformity, too, in them and their do-
ings—their walking, talking, singing,
dancing, seem all after the same pat-
tern, done to order according to the
same infallible rule—“ What will Mrs.
Grundy say?” An original natural
“girl,” who has grown up after her own
fashion, and never heard of Mrs. Grundy,
is a creature so rare, that when we find
her, at any age from twelve to twenty,
we are prone to fall right over head and
ears in love with her, carry her off, and
marry her immediately. And we hardly
wonder that so many of these vapid,
commonplace, well-dressed, well-man-
nered young ladies remain unmarried,
or rush into the opposite extreme of
frantic independence, and try to create
an impossible Utopia, of which the
chief characteristic seems to be that of
the heaven of Crazy Jane in the ballad—

% With not a man to meet us there.”

‘Which is most harmful, this foolish
aping of men’s manners, habits, and
costumes, or the frivolous laziness, the
worse than womanish inanity, which
wastes a whole precious lifetime over
the set of its hoops, the fashion of its
bonnets, or the gossip of its morning
callers, let wiser heads than the present
writer's decide. Between the two op-
posite evils, most welcome is anything,
or anybody, that indicates in the small-
est degree what a girl really is and
ought to be; thus giving us some hope
for the women th.t are to come, the
mothers of the next generation.

Thanks, therefore, to ¢ Lucy Fletcher”
—whether that name be real or as-
sumed—for a little unpretentious book
of verses, entitled “ Thoughts from a
Girl's Life.” Let her speak for herself|
in a Preface which, for straightforward
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simplicity and dignified modesty, is
itself almost a poem.

“These verses are the true expression
“of the thoughts and feelings of a girl’s
¢life, and as such they are given specially
“to other girls.

“Iwill not apologize toomuch for their
““want of poetical merit; nevertheless it
“is with a full consciousness of their
“immaturity that I send themforth. Bub
“though the deepening life of years to
“come may teach a fuller and a higher
“tone, yet I feel that the thoughts and
“utterances of to-day may be best fitted
“to reach and to help those who stand
“on the level from which these were
“written.

“I do not, of course, imply that every
“word in these verses is true as regards
“my own life ; in poetry less than in any
““ other form of expression, would that be
‘“possible ; many of the incidents are
“idealized, and some of the feelings
“known more by sympathy than by
‘“personal experience.

“I send my little book with its own
‘““message to those who will care to hear
“it ; I shall be most glad and thankful
“if it is able in any degree to sympathise
““with, to help, or to cheer those hearts
“to whom from my own I speak.”

A girl's book—only a girl. Now,
ordinarily a youthful poetess is a very
unpleasant character. The less a girl
writes the better—that is, publishes:
almost all girls write, and nothing will
stop them. Nor is there any actual
harm in their mild verses and elaborate
love-stories—the temporary outburst of
fancy or feeling that will soon settle
down into its proper channel, and find
a safe outlet in the realities of domestic
life. But there is harm in encouraging
in the smallest degree that exaggerated
sentimentality which wears out emotion
in expression, converting all life into a
perpetual pose plastique, or a romantic
drama of which she, the individual, is
the would-be heroine. And worse still
is that cacoethes scribendi, that frantic
craving for literary reputation, which
lures a girl from her natural duties, her
safe shut-up home life, to join the band

In her Teens.

of writing women—of which the very
highest, noblest, and most successful
feel, that to them, as women, what has
been gained is at best a poor equivalent
for what has been lost.

In one sense the kindest wish that
a reader can wish to ¢ Lucy Fletcher,”
is that this her first book may also be
her last ; and yet it is a good book to
have written, good and true, and valu-
able too—as truth always is.

“A girl’s life.” 'What a mysterious
thing that is! None who have reached
the stand-point whence they can fairly
and dispassionately look back on theirs,
but must feel awed at remembering
all it was, and all it promised to be
—its infinite hopes, its boundless aspi-
rations, its dauntless energies, its seem-
ingly unlimited capacity for both joy
and pain. All these things may have
calmed down now : the troubled chaos
has long settled into a perfect—and yet
how imperfect —world : but the mature
woman, of whatever age or fortunes,
can hardly look without keenest sym-
pathy and trembling pity on those who
have yet to go through it all. For, let
poets talk as they will of that charming
time in which a girl is

¢ Standing with reluctant feet
Where the brook and river meet—
Womanhood and childhood sweet,”

the years between twelve and twenty
are, 'to most, a season anything but
pleasant ; a crisis in which the whole
heart and brain are full of tumult,
when all life looks strange and bewilder-
ing—delirious with exquisite unrealities,
—and agonized with griefs equally chi-
merical and unnatural. Therefore, every
influence caught, and every impression
given during these years, is a matter
of most vital moment. Most girls’
characters are stamped for life by the
associations they form, and the circum-
stances by which they are surrounded,
during their teens. They may change
and grow—thank heaven all good men
and women have never done growing !—
but the primary mould is rarely recast ;
however worn or defaced, it retains the
original image and superscription still.
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Therefore, however long she may
live to modify or expand them, Lucy
Fletcher is never likely to think much
different from these “Thoughts,” which
but echo those of hundreds of the
“other girls” to whom her preface
refers,

“ THOUGHTS.

“ My thoughts, in silence and alone,
Fronted the mystery unknown,
The meaning of our life ;
The curse upon its poverty,
The wealth that brings satiety,
Dull peace, and barren strife.

Base aims achieved, high aims that fail,
Evil that doth o’er good prevail,

Good lost that might have been ;
The narrow path we dare to tread,
With all the infinite outspread,

And all that could be, seen.

The unsolved problems that we touch
At every word, not pondered much,
Because they lie so near ;
The path unknown that we must tread,
The awful mystery of the dead,
That round life’s wondrous sphere.

The light behind the veil unseen,

Our only clue what once hath been,— :
Dark seems life’s mystery ;

I cannot know, I dare not guess ;

The greater is not in the less,
Nor God’s high will in me.

O Thou, the Infinite, Allwise,

Solve Thou for me these mysteries,
Or teach me wiser thought ;

I cannot see, but Thou art light ;

I err, but Thou canst guide aright,—
By Thee I would be taught.

Incomprehensible Thy love,
All flights of our weak thought above ;
So too Thy life is high.
Make Thou our life a part of Thine,
Till in its unity divine,
To Thee we live and die.

Content to go where Thou dost choose,
To be what Thou dost need to use,
To follow or be still,
And learn the infinite content
Of one whose yielded heart is bent,
Unto Thy loving will.,”

This poem, which without striking
original merit, is exceeding complete,
gives a fair idea of the whole book.
There we find a clear, broad, pellucid
picture of a girl’s life—a loving, simple,
thoughtful English girl, with a keen eye
for natural beauty, a strong sense of
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religion, a sound brain, conscience, and
heart. All are as yet undeveloped;
and yet there is no immaturity ; the life
is complete so far as it goes, and so is
the book likewise. It has none of the
daring originalities and imperfectnesses
from which one can predict actual genius;
no precocity of passion, no remarkable
creative power. All is fresh and pure
and still as a dewy meadow in the grey
dawn of a midsummer morning. Take
for instance these two pictures.

‘A BUNCH OF HEATHER.

“1 gattljlered purple heather upon the hill-side

are,

The while the bees unsettled buzzed round
me in the air,

The finest on the moorlands, all that both
hands could hold ;

I bound it with the grasses which grow upon.
the wold.

That sunny day of summer, the talk and
merry speech,

The wonders we discovered, the seat beneath
the beach, .

Even the wood-birds singing, the light and
shade which fell,

Al as I thou%lht, forgotten,
member well.

t
I now re-

For, on this very morning, I found the

bunch again,
© The flowers are browned and falling, scarce

more than stems remain

I cut the grass that held tl’lem, and when
unloosed I found,

That all these bygone memories were with
the heather 'Kound."

“ MAY TIME.

-

It is a pleasant spot, the wind

Is hushed to silence, while behind

The screen of leaves which interlace,

In cool, sweet silence round the place,

Murmurs of far-off brook and bird,
Scarce noticed, and yet clearly heard,)
eem fitting voices to express

My spirit’s dreamy happiness.

The dusty road is far away ;

Forgotten is each weary day ; ,
The sweet leaves shade the distant view ;
Yet fairer seems the tender blue

That glimmers downward, while to me
Even the future’s mystery, 2
Hid by the present, seems more dear,
And I can feel nor doubt, nor fear.

Sometimes God sends this deepest rest ;
Sometimes our spirits thus are blest
With perfect passionate content,
Wherein all love with trust is blent.
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Sweet time, sweet thoughts, pass not away,

Or, if the sun forget my day,

May I remember how it shone,

Ang know it shaded, but not gone.”

Nothing very wonderful here ; nothing
“1o haunt, to startle, and waylay ;” and
yet how sweet it is ! How completely it
givesthe portraitof the “girl”—a country
girl—no town life could have produced
such ; with her eyes beaming thought-
fully from under her broad hat, and her
busy, browned hands full of flowers.
Not in the least sentimental or self-
conscious, and yet in herself a perfect
living poem—the best poem a man
can read —a tender-hearted, high-
thoughted maiden. A little dreamy, per-
haps, but with dreams so innocent, pure,
and true, that they strengthen rather
than weaken her for the realities that
are coming. . Much she may have tfo
suffer—nay, inevitably will—but we feel
that she will suffer nobly, patiently, re-
ligiously, even thus:—

¢ A5 ONE WHOM HIS MOTHER COMFORTETH.
“T come, dear Lord, like a tired child, fo

creep
Unto Thy feet, and there awhile to sleep,
Weary, though not with a long busy day,
But with the morning’s sunshine and with

play,

And Wll'ltﬂh some tears that fell, although the
while

They scarce were deep enough to drown a
smile.

There is no need of words for mine to tell
My heart to Thee; Thou needest not to

S]ilell,

As [c?: ers must, my hidden thoughts and
ears

From out ny broken® words, my sobs, or

tears ;
Thou knowest all, knowest far more than I,
The inner meaning of each tear or sigh.

Thou mayest smile, perchance, as mothers
smile

On sobbing children, seeing all the while

How soon will pass away the endless grief,

How soon will come the gladness and relief ;

But if Thou smilest, yet Thy sympathy

Measures my grief by what it is to me.

And not the less Thy love doth understand,

And not the less, with tender pitying hand,

Thou wipest all my tears, and the sad face

Doth eherish to a smile in Thine embrace,

Until the pain is gone, and Thou dost say,

‘Go dnow’,”my child, and work for Me to-
ay.

In her Teens,

Hardly even dear old George Herbert
could have taken a quainter, tenderer
fancy, or worked it out with more deli-
cate completeness. Indeed, one of the
best qualities in our young rhymer—she
would hardly wish to appropriate pre-
maturely the high name of poet—is the
care with which she finishes everything.
The chief blots upon her pages are
horrible cockney rhymes, such as “born’
and “ dawn,” and-—oh, shame !—*bore”
and “saw,” with a few grammatical and
evenetymological errors, such as “thrawl”
for thrall, which a more watchful press-
revision of a girl’s first book would
easily have avoided. But her rhythm
is smooth and musical ; her power of
expression clear; her style terse and
Saxon ; she neither overloads with
imagery nor cumbers with unnecessary
adjectives. Nor is she imitative, as are
almost all young writers—the mere re-
flection of others whom they have read.
‘Whatever her readings may have been
—and a young girl can hardly read too
much, imbibing other people’s wisdom
instead of prematurely forcing out her
own—NMiss Fletcher has fused them all
in the alembic of her clear sensible
brain, so that her verses come out with
no perceptible flavour of Tennyson, the
Brownings, or any other favourite idol
who has influenced strongly the youth-
ful minds of the age.

Anothercharacteristic—which, among
a certain set, will raise the book at once,
as a gift-book, to the level of Cowper,
Mrs. Hemans, and Martin Farquhar
Tupper—there is not one word of love
—that is, the passion of love—in it
from beginning to end. Not a single
outburst of rapture or despair ;—not a
sonnet or a song which the most precise
of Mrs. Ellises need hesitate at laying
before the Daughters of England ;—who
will think about such things in spite of
Mzrs. Ellis. But even with this pecu-
liarity—which we name simply as a
peculiarity, neither a merit nor the re-
verse—this book is true to itself It
comes, as it purports to come, out of a
girl's life, the atmosphere of which is
still eool and sweet and calm as that
grey midsummer morning. Only to-
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. it achieves.

A Son of the Soil.

wards its end do we catch a few arrowy
rays struck upward by the unrisen sun
—the sun of all human life—of which
the Creator of all ordained, “ Let there
be light,” and there was light.

Of Lucy Fletcher's career in the
world of letters, we venture no pro-
phecy whatever. Nothing in her book
forbids future greatness, and nothing
absolutely indicates it. On the whole,
her graceful completeness rather implies
that appreciative talent which observes
more than it creates, and which is just
under, not over, the mysterious line
which marks the boundary between
talent and genius. But of this, time
only can decide. Whether she ever
writes another book or not, this book is
onewhichitisgood for hertohave written,
and (stranger still) good to have pub-
lished. TFor it is a true book—a real
book, aiming at nothing higher than
It can harm and offend
none ; it will please and benefit very
many. There is nothing morbid in it—
nothing forced or factitions. Fantastic
melancholy, egotistic introversion, meta-
physical or melo-dramatic plumbing of
the hlack depths of human crime and
woe, are altogether foreign to this Lucy
Fletcher. Hers is a healthy, happy
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nature, and her book is a healthy, happy
book. As she says herself,—

“ SINGING,

¢ I sing my heart out for the gladness in it,
As less a poet than a happy bird,
Singing, because I must sing, as the linnet,
nthinking by what ears my song is

heard ;
While evermore the love which doth begin

it,
To fuller gladness by the song is stirred.

The secret of the song, the love which ever,
‘Within, without, enfoldeth me in rest,
Love sings my song first, and my one en-

deavour
Is but to learn the notes she chaunteth

S
’Tis not n’xy song I siunﬁr, ah! never, never,
Bl{)t love’s, who lulls me gently on her
reast.

So sing I, being moved thereto unwitting
Aught but dear love, the sun of my heart’s
Spring,
And seeking only to find words befitting
The music vibrating on every string ;

No poet I among earth’s crown’d ones
sitting,

I love and I am loved, and therefore
sing.”

And long may she go on singing,
nnless her own contented heart teaches
her a better song than all—silence,

A SON OF THE SOIL.
PART VIIL

CHAPTER XXIL

It was for about six weeks altogether
that the Mistress of Ramore remained
Sir Thomas Frankland’s guest. For
half of that time Lauderdale, too, tall,
and gaunt, and grim, strode daily over the
threshold of Wodensbourne. He never
broke bread, as he himself expressed it,
nor made the slightest claim upon the
hospitality of the stranger’s house. On
the contrary, he declined steadily every
advance of friendship that was made
to him with a curious Scotch pride,
extremely natural to him, but odd to
contemplate from the point of view ab

which the Franklands stood. They
asked him to dinner or to lunch as they
would have asked any other stranger
who happened to come in their way;
but Lauderdale was far too self-con-
scious to accept such overtures. He
had come uninvited, an undesired, per:
haps unwelcome, visitor; but not for
the world would the philosopher have
taken advantage of his position, as
Colin’s friend, to procure himself the
comfort of a meal. Not if he had been
starving would he have shared Colin’s
dinner or accepted the meat offered him
at the luxurious table below. “Na, na!
I came without asking,” said Lauder-
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dale; ¢when they bid me to their feasts
it’s no for your sake, callant, or for my
sake, but for their own sakes—for good
breeding, and good manners, and not
to be uncivil. To force a dinner out of
civility is every bit as shabby an action
as to steal it. I'm no the man to sorn
on Sir Thomas for short time or long.”
And, in pursuance of this whimsical
idea of independence, Lauderdale went
back every evening along the dark
country lanes to the little room he had
rented in the village, and subdued his
reluctant Scotch appetite to the messes
of bacon and beans he found there—
which was as severe a test of friendship
as could have been imposed uponr him.
He was mnot accustomed to fare very
sumptuously at home; but the fare of
an English cottager is, if more costly,
at least as distasteful to an untravelled
Scoteh appetite as the native porridge
and broth of a Scotch peasant could be
to his neighbour over the Tweed. The
“greasy meal filled Lauderdale with dis-
gust, but it did not change his reso-
lution. He lived like a Spartan on the
bread which he could eat, and came
back daily to his faithful tendance of
the young companion who now repre-
sented to him almost all that he loved
in the world. Colin grew better during
these weeks. The air of home which
his mother brought with her, the fami-
liar discussions and philosophies with
which Lauderdale filled the weary time,
gave him a connecting link once more
with the old life. And the new life
again rose before Colin, fresh, and
solemn, and glorious. Painfully and
sharply he had been delivered from
his delusions