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Lucretius.

But girls, Hetairai, curious in their art,

Hired animalisms, vile as those that made

The mulberry-faced Dictator’s orgies worse

Than aught they fable of the quiet Gods.

And hands they mixt, and yell'd and round me drove
In narrowing cireles till I yell'd again
Half-suffocated, and sprang up, and saw—

Was it the first beam of my latest day?

Then, then, from utter gloom stood out the breasts,
The breasts of Helen, and hoveringly a sword
Now over and now under, now direct,
Pointed itself to pierce, but sank down shamed
At all that beauty; and as I stared, a fire,
The fire that left a roofless Ilion,
Shot out of them, and scorch’d me that I woke.

Is this thy vengeance, holy Venus, thine,
Because I would not one of thine own doves,
Not ev'n a rose, were offer’d to thee? thine,
Forgetful how my rich procemion makes
Thy glory fly along the Italian field,

In lays that will outlast thy Deity?

Deity ? nay, thy worshippers. My tongue
Trips, or I speak profanely. Which of these
Angers thee most, or angers thee at all?

Not if thou be’st of those who far aloof

From envy, hate and pity, and spite and secorn,
Live the great life which all our greatest fain
Would follow, center’d in eternal calm.

Nay, if thou can’st, O Goddess, like ourselves
Touch, and be touch’d, then would I cry to thee
To kiss thy Mavors, roll thy tender arms
tound him, and keep him from the lust of blood
That makes a steaming slaughter-house of Rome.
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Lucretius.

Ay, but I meant not thee; I meant not her,
Whom all the pines of Ida shook to see
Slide from that quiet heaven of hers, and tempt
The Trojan, while his neat-herds were abroad ;
Nor her that o’er her wounded hunter wept
Her Deity false in human-amorous tears ;
Nor whom her beardless apple-arbiter
Decided fairest. Rather, O ye Gods,
Poet-like, as the great Sicilian called
Calliope to grace his golden verse—
Ay, and this Kypris also—did I take
That popular name of thine to shadow forth
The all-generating powers and genial heat
Of Nature, when she strikes through the thick blood
Of cattle, and light is large and lambs are glad
Nosing the mother’s udder, and the bird
Makes his heart voice amid the blaze of flowers:
Which things appear the work of mighty Gods.

The Gods! and if I go my work is left
Unfinish'd—if I go. The Gods, who haunt
The lucid interspace of world and world,
‘Where never creeps a cloud, or moves a wind,
Nor ever falls the least white star of snow,
Nor ever lowest roll of thunder moans,

Nor sound of human sorrow mounts to mar
Their sacred everlasting calm! and such,
Not all so fine, nor so divine a calm,

Not such, nor 2all unlike it, man may gain
Letting his own life go. The Gods, the Gods!
If all be atoms, how then should the Gods
Being atomic not be dissoluble,

Not follow the great law? My master held
That Gods there are, for all men so believe.
I prest my footsteps into his, and meant
Surely to lead my Memmius in a train

Of flowery clauses onward to the proof



Lucretius.

That Gods there are, and deathless. Meant? I meant ?
I have forgotten what I meant: my mind
Stumbles, and all my faculties are lamed.

Look where another of our Gods, the Sun,
Apollo, Delius, or of older use
All-seeing Hyperion—what you will—
Has mounted yonder; since he never sware,
Except his wrath were wreak’d on wretched man,
That he would only shine among the dead
Hereafter ; tales! for never yet on earth
Could dead flesh creep, or bits of roasting ox
Moan round the spit—nor knows he what he sees;
King of the East altho’ he seem, and girt
‘With song and flame and fragrance, slowly lifts
His golden feet on those empurpled stairs
That climb into the windy halls of heaven:
And here he glances on an eye new-born,
And gets for greeting but a wail of pain;
And here he stays upon a freezing orb
That fain would gaze upon him to the last:
And here upon a yellow eyelid fall'n
And closed by those who mourn a friend in vain,
Not thankful that his troubles are no more,
And me, altho’ his fire is on my face
Blinding, he sees not, nor at all can tell
‘Whether I mean this day to end myself,
Or lend an ear to Plato where he says, -
That men like soldiers may mnot quit the post
Allotted by the Gods: but he that holds
The Gods are careless, wherefore need he care
Greatly for them, nor rather plunge at once,
Being troubled, wholly out of sight, and sink
Past earthquake—ay, and gout and stone, that break
Body toward death, and palsy, death-in-life,
And wretched age—and worst disease of all,
These prodigies of myriad nakednesses,
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Lucretius.

Twy-natured is no nature: yet he draws
Nearer and nearer, and I scan him now
Beastlier than any phantom of his kind

That ever butted his rough brother-brute

For lust or lusty blood or provender:

T hate, abhor, spit, sicken at him; and she
Loathes him as well ; such a precipitate heel,
Fledged as it were with Mercury’s ankle-wing,
‘Whirls her to me: but will she fling herself,
Shameless upon me ? Catch her, goatfoot: nay,
Hide, hide them, million-myrtled wilderness,
And cavern-shadowing laurels, hide! do I wish—
‘What 2—that the bush were leafless? or to whelm
All of them in one massaere? O ye Gods,

I know you eareless, yet, behold, to you

From childly wont and ancient use I call—

I thought I lived securely as yourselves—

No lewdness, narrowing envy, monkey-spite,
No madness of ambition, avariee, none :

No larger feast than under plane or pine

‘With neighbours laid along the grass, to take
Only such cups as left us friendly-warm,
Affirming each his own philosophy—

Nothing to mar the sober majesties

Of settled, sweet, Epicurean life.

But now it seems some unseen monster lays
His vast and filthy hands upon my will,
‘Wrenching it backward into his; and spoils
My Dliss in being; and it was not great;

For save when shutting reasons up in rhythm,
Or Heliconian honey in living words,

To make a truth less harsh, I often grew
Tired of so much within our little life,

Or of so little in our little life—

Poor little life that toddles half an hour
Crown’d with a flower or two, and there an end—
And since the nobler pleasure seems to fade,
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LUXURY AND THE SCHOLAR.

AmonG the many complaints which men
are all now urging against their country-
men, one that is heard, not most
frequently nor most vociferously, bub
still from the kind of men who are best
worth listening to, calls attention to the
disappearance from among us of the
Scholar—the man who loves learning
and thinking beyond all other things on
earth, and for themselves. Why, it is
asked by men who pass no day without
contemplation, and even sometimes by
the better sort of secondary writers and
bookmen themselves—why does Eng-
land attempt so little in those wide
fields of literature and philosophy where
so much might be done that demands
from the doer, not genius, nor any other
miracle, but simply enlightenment and
strenuous assiduity ¢ The answer is not
very difficult, nor the reason very far to
seek. Perhaps the closeness with which
the explanation lies to our hand dccounts
for its having been too much overlooked
in favour of more ingenious theories.
It is not because he is mainly Saxon,
nor because he has learnt too much
Latin and Greek and too little of other
things, nor because we have no organized
bodies for literary direction and guidance,
that our average man of letters does so
comparatively little for sound learning
and wide thought. All these influences
may enter into the result, and indirectly
pave the way for it. But the immediate
cause of what we may without ill-nature
call the superficiality of so much of the
mass of contemporary literary production
is the increasing taste of the times for
luxurious living. The present theory
of life is that you should live in a very
costly manner, and that you should work
very hard in order to be able to afford to
live in this manner. Such is the gospel
of English industrialism, and the man
of letters borrows it and acts upon it,
with the singular and displeasing, but
perfectly natural, consequence, that lite-

ratureismore and more steadily becoming
a purely industrial pursuit.

The writer, after all, is a man even as
other men are. He is accessible to the
temptations of the flesh like the mortal
moulded of ordinary clay, and his fidelity
to the Muses may be too severely strained
by the attractions of the Graces of society.
He is surrounded by the sight of luxury
in every form : it comes so close to him.
No longer relegated, as he wasa hundred
years ago, to the garret and the tavern
and the ham-and-beef shop, he sits at
the tables of rich and great people, learns
to criticise a menu, and can discriminate
to a nicety between the competing fla-
vours of delicate dishes and expensive
wines. He is no dim-eyed blockhead
that he should be insensible to the
graces of handsome glass and plate and
sumptuous service. The advantages of
fine rooms and splendid furniture are as
visible to him as they are to other people.
Then he knows people who have horses
and carriages, and boxes at the opera,
and, by seeing these things -closely
enough and yet not too closely, he soon
discerns how pleasant they are to possess,
while he does not know the sort of
burdens they entail by way of compen-
sation. Besides all this, he hears ac-
quaintances talk of the joys of travel,
how delicious Swiss landscape is, what
treasures of art a man may behold at
Florence, and Dresden, and Munich,
and how the mind is refreshed by such
changes of scene and circumstance. The
more ready the welcome, therefore, which
people who are well-to-do in the world
now extend to the man who professes to
purvey ideas and knowledge to them,
the more inevitably has it brought him
into contact with habits and customs that
are amazingly graceful ard fascinating,
but which require a good deal of money
every year to keep up in anything like
a satisfactory or honest way. And
then we come to the other change that
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has so obviously taken place in litera-
ture. Society will not only ask the
author to dinner, but they will read, or
at all events they will buy, the books
that he writes, provided the books do
not fly too high, nor go too deep, nor
extend over too many volumes. Thus
the taste for fine things is stimulated,
and at the same time the means for
gratifying it are placed more or less abun-
dantly within reach.

In the old days, to have exhibited to
the writer the luxuries of the rich would
have been to open a glimpse of Paradise
to him, and then instantly to kick him
downstairs to the dulness of the hard
earth again. Tt is no longer so. The
writer has only to make his commodities
of the marketable kind, and send them
to market, and he is sure to receive
as fair a day’s wages for his day’s work
as if he were offering tallow or calico for
sale. Of course, he never makes such
incomes as may be made in trade, but
money enough is within his reach if he
likes to stretch out his arm for it, to
give him command of a good many
luxuries and an occasional extravagance.
He may keep a horse, and belong to a
good club, where now and again he
entertains in a sufficiently liberal style,
and may take his trip in foreign parts
like another. His life cannot by any
means be described as ¢ plain living and
high thinking,” but it is very comfort-
able and very innocent, and must be
pronounced a singularly marked im-
provement upon the manner of existence
of such of his predecessors as Dryden,
and Goldsmith, and Johnson. And all
this time the writer’s work is good and
useful work. It is eminently desirable
that the journalistic business of a country
where the influence of journalism is so
strong as it is in England should be done
by men of cultivation, mixing in human-
izing society, and accustomed to some-
thing better than the old Bohemian way
of viewing things. When people try out
against clever and instructed men fritter-
ing their brains away in the produection
of periodical literature, which to-day is
and to-morrow is cast into the waste-
paper basket, they forget that after all,

as periodical literature is that which
reaches the greatest number of minds, its
worth is in exact proportion to the num-
ber of good men who contribute to pro-
duce it, and the more good men there
are thus engaged, the more generally
wholesome is the influence of the press
upon public opinion. Journalism is the
very last kind of literary production
which should be abandoned to weak-
headed writers, without capacity or in-
struction enough for more enduring
work. It is a matter for distinct con-
gratulation for the public when a writer
of great ability and cultivation happens
to select journalism for his walk in life.
Improvement in the amount of cultiva-
tion, thoughtfulness, and high intelli-
gence brought to bear in periodical
writing, is an indispensable element in
a progressive and improving popular
opinion. Candid Americans, for example,
deplore the excessively low average of
culture among their journalists, though
there are perhaps one or two at the head
of the profession not much below the
superior London average. Low class
journalists are every bit as mischievous
among a reading population as an igno-
rant clergy is among a population theo-
logically minded. It would be more
reasonable, therefore, in people to com-
plain not that so many, but that so few,
able and highly instructed men waste
their time in writing ephemeral pieces,
instead of making the best of it by com-
posing great books. At any rate, if it
be an evil that so much literary power
is expended in criticism of passingevents,
or in the non-exhaustive treatment of
big subjects, at least the evil is not by
any means without compensation.

The misfortune about the present
position of literature is that the luxury
of the times, by the temptations of ex-
ample, draws not only clever and in-
telligent men to the more popular, and
therefore the more remunerative, kinds
of production, but men with qualities
somewhat beyond cleverness, and that
sort of intelligence which is naturally
most useful in popular writing. In
constructing a Utopia that should meet
the requirements of the modern time in
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a rich country like our own, there
should be in the literary hierarchy at
least two orders. First, there should
be the popular and popularizing writer,
who might make as much money as he
likes, and spend as much as he makes.
Second, the scholar proper,—a man
superior to the fascinations of luxury,
not dependent on much income and
much outlay for his happiness, and
being rich, if not in the abundance of
his possessions, at least in the fewness
of his wants ; therefore able to pursue
habits of studious acquisition and ripen-
ing meditation, without too much regard
to the quantity of grist which such
habits might bring to the mill. Scholarly
subjects will certainly not be the means
of earning enough money for the writer
who handles them in a scholarly manner
to clothe himself in purple and linen and
to fare sumptuously every day out of the
proceeds. A man must be either inde-
pendent of the sale of his works, or else
he must produce marketable stuff, to be
able to emulate the pleasant habits of
those who live in kings’ houses. A book
about Averroes and Averroism appears
in France and not in England, because
such a book will not fetch the writer
three hundred and sixty-five mutton-
chops per annum ; perhaps barely as
many glasses of small ale. How much
less then will it supply him with the
more delicate meats and choicer drinks
which the English author has taught
himself a taste for !

If a book, even on an elaborate sub-
Jject, rises to the place of a standard
work, then its sale, spread over a long
course of years, may eventually make
it femunerative. But in point of stan-
dard works in the main roads of history
and philosophy, English literature is
not very badly off. It is in the bye-
paths, which only the student and the
scholarly person traverses, unaccom-
panied by the general reader, that we
are left too much without competent
guides. And work in these compara-
tively untrodden regions, lying away
from the great tracks, must always, at
all events in an industrial country, be
a labour of love. This brings us to

another consideration. The prevalent
habits of luxury not only lead men who
are more or less dependent for incomes
upon what they can earn, to the more
remunerative kinds of literature : they
also spoil the climate for men who have
a fervent love of learning and thinking,
and an adequate independence of
money to gratify their tastes. For it
may be safely said that to do the best
things in literature—in the literature
that is not of the grand creative kind,
one should say—simplicity of life is, to
a certain extent, an indispensable. quali-
fication. The reason is plain. The
more a man lays himself out for ex-
ternal things, then clearly the less undi-
vided is the emergy which is left for
ideas and inward contemplation. If his
mind run much in the direction of good
dinners and agreeable company, and
fine turn-outs and expensive gardens, it
will run by so much the less in the
direction of more incorporeal matters.
If his “life with cook and groom is
too much drest,” then too little of it is
given to thinking and to books. It is
no rare thing for a love of good eating
to go with a strong affection for Latin
and Greek, and even theology. But
then, in people who thus unite the
scholar and the gourmand, scholarship
takes rank only with the good things of
the palate, and not before them, as one
would suppose it ought to do. A de-
lightful book occupies the top level
along with a delightful sauce. The one
is quite as serious an object of attention,
criticism, and sympathy as the other.
And we cannot deny that a devotion to
books, even of this divided and semi-
fleshly kind, js a creditable and harmless
thing. It is better than that absorbing
and irrational passion about horses, by
which so many hundreds of Englishmen
habitually make fools of themselves.
It is better than the untempered and
essentially meaningless hunt after
wealth' which is another characteristic
national folly. But the kid-gloved
fancies of the dilettante contribute
very little, if indeed they contribute
anything, to the formation of that
sort of literature of which we are
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talking. They may preserve the tradi-
tions of an elegant sect, and keep up
the not unserviceable breed of literary
exquisites ; and this is all for which
they are of any use. It is not such
help nor such defenders that literature
needs. It needs men who are willing
to descend into dark pits, and there to
dig and delve like the Roman slave in
the mines. The power of graceful
movement counts for little when there
is the work of the hodman to do. It
is the defect of so many writers that
they do not fully and justly realize how
much hodman’s work is to be done be-
fore you can rear ever so modest a struc-
ture, provided the structure is meant to
outlive the year. A good book is like
a gem, which to those who do not know,
tells no tale of the toil that brought it
out of the depths. The author with a
conscience, and with an appreciation of
what is required for the production of
the kind of books that our literature
needs, and that our people need to be
instructed to like, is or ought to be pre-
pared for labours, always as hard, often
as mechanical, and usually held in aslow
estimation as those of the navvy—our
great type of a certain stamp of effort.
What the average modern English
book lacks is thoroughness. Calling
ourselves a practical nation, we are in
books, as probably in many more other
things than we suspect, the least prac-
tical people in the world. Look at a
German, how he pries aggressively into
every nook and corner of his subject,
how he tries every spot of the ground
with his pick, if peradventure any morsel
of treasure should lie hidden anywhere;
how deep he digs, how much he brings
up out of the earth, even if he does not
always arrange his great heaps as neatly
and compactly as one could wish. Why
does not your practical Englishman go
and do likewise, instead of just scratch-
ing the earth as with the foot of a
fowl? or perhaps only mixing a little
water with what matter he has got,
and making mud-pies? Or even take
. the too-underrated Frenchman. Take
up Ortolan’s edition of Justinian, with
its splendid and complete apparatus

of introduction, analysis, translation,
exhaustive annotation, and everything
else that the most exacting student
could need or desire. Then take the
current English edition, which, to begin
with, is to Ortolan as omne .of our
ordinary new and original dramas is to
the French play from which it is adapted.
The English ¢“Justinian” is not bad,
but then by the side of the French
edition it is only a shadow, and an un-
commonly attenuated shadow into the
bargain. This is only an instance out
of a hundred. Of course there are
French books fully as shallow and flashy
as the shallowest and flashiest of English
books. But few other men assault big
subjects with the levity and slender
equipment that one may see in English
writers. Instead of gravely sitling down
to count the cost of the siege which they
meditate, they are constantly seen to fly
at it with an unwise intrepidity, hardly
surpassed in the Spanish Don’s on-
slaught on the windmills, and their
object is far less chivalrous and credit-
able, being much too often not a desire
to do a piece of thoroughly good work,
but to scramble up by means of very
indifferent work to some coveted posi-
tion either inside or outside of literature.
They are considerably more anxious to
knock up a mere rope-ladder for them-
selves than to erect any monument more
enduring than brass for mankind. For
this purpose it is clear that a thin and
vapid book will not only do as well as,
but better than, a more substantial
work. It will be understood that all
this is not meant for an exhaustive
description of the universal condition of
English literary workmanship. Masterly
works are produced among us now as at
all times, and this too in every order of
subject. Within the last ten years we
have seen such monuments of industry
illumined by genius as Mr. Maine’s
book, and, still more distinguished, Mr.
Darwin’s two works. Even in a field
where Germany usually reigns with no
rival, we have seen such incomparably
good work as Mr. Munro’s edition of
Lucretius, and Mr. Robinson Ellis’s
edition of Catullus. We are now speak-
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ing of the average of literary production
in this country, of unavoidably second-
rate work. The ground of complaint is
that the authors of books only meant
to be second-rate are content to bring to
them labour and devotion not adequate
for more than fifth-rate.

One effect of this is worth noticing as
we pass. Contemporary literature is
full of speculation, and, as speculation
expands, the knowledge from which
only truly valuable speculation can issue
seems to shrink and contract : specula-
tion—of a sort—is so easy. You may
find theories of history scattered through
the pages of periodicals and books as
thick as autumn leaves in Vallombrosa.
But the number of men with anything
like a systematic knowledge of the solid
facts and frame-work of history receives
no proportionate increase. The old ac-
cusation, that we only care for hard facts,
and are indifferent to ideas, has ceased
to have any truth in it. We have suf-
fered ourselves to be influenced with an
enthusiasm for ideas, and have become
a little cool in the pursuit of an accurate
knowledge of the circumstances of which
the idea is only a complex and synthetic
expression. A writer would nowadays
think but little of himself if he could
not sketeh you forth in an airy, graphic
manner the outlines of human civilization
from the time of the Assyrians down to
the fall of the Bastille, within the space
of about ten pages of this Magazine.
Provided one does not happen to know
too much real history, the development
of a scheme of this sort is as easy as
blowing soap-bubbles, if you have only
plenty of suds in the shape of technical
philosophic phrases. It is a little odd
that one of the several causes for this
prevalent love of constructing theories
of history—philosophical castles in the
air—must undoubtedly be sought in the
influence of one of the most accurate,
unwearied, and laborious of all living
authors. Mr. Carlyle can afford to despise
Dryasdust and Smelfungus, because he
works hard enough to beat them in their
own line, to say nothing of what he can
add in his own line, which is not as
theirs, Rash men read all this, take his

contempt on trust, and then proceed to
write history out of their own heads—
with what disastrous results is known
of all men. Every puny writer thinks
he can bend the bow of Ulysses; and
the worst of it is, that in literature the
suitor can very well go on believing
that he hits the mark as brilliantly as
the great Ulysses himself. Nothing par-
ticular happens to undeceive him. And
the same influences which have made
so many writers prefer the airier kinds
of speculation to the grinding search
after the foundation-stones of specula-
tion, have bred in readers a correspond-
ing partiality. Then popular taste re-
acts again on the author, completing a
vicious circle ; hypothetical explanation
of all the transactions that have taken
Pplace in the world gradually superseding
in the minds of many writers, and more
readers, the proper weighty and minute
interest in the actual details of these
transactions themselves.

This, however, is only an illustration
of that taste for short cuts to literary
fame and position which is the natural
result of the love of the new literary
prizes which such a position confers.
The Muses are believed to receive unex-
ampled honour in our time, because
authors were never so much asked out
to dinner. It is not in such form of
honour that they can take delight. The
air of gilded saloons gives no kindly
nourishment to those habits of sober
thought, genial, grave meditation, ele-
vated serenity, and industry, which it
should be the scholar’s steady aim to
cultivate. To him the pomps and
vanities of the world are as noxious
as they used to seem to the old saints.
One need take no impossibly ascetic
view of things for the world in general
to perceive that to him, at all events,
the graceful levities, the time-wasting
diversions, the spirit-breaking dulnesses,
of general society, are discordant and
futile.

‘What, then, it may be said, is Apollo
never tc unbend the bow? Is the
scholar to be inhuman? This he is
assuredly not to be. But it is far from
clear that the frivolous associations of
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the miscellaneous dinner-party or rout
tend to foster strong human feeling.
Participation in conventional festivities
is not the surest means of kindling or
stimulating one’s social propensities.
Nobody can keep his mind healthy
who does not interest himself actively
in the concerns of mankind, and it is
difficult for all but a small minority of
persons of rare original vivacity of
spirit to maintain this interest without
a good deal of the direct intercourse in
which face answereth to face. And,
besides, it is obvious how congenial
fellowship refreshes the heart and
braces the understanding. DBut conven-
tional gatherings do not give us con-
genial fellowship, and face only an-
swereth to face in the implied sense
that mind does nmot answer to mind.,
The folly of this, as of all other times
where wealth bas accumulated without
a corresponding growth in ideas and
cultivation, lies in the habitual suppo-
sition that outlay can secure sociability,
and that luxurious spending of money
can bring people together in the only
manner in which it is worth while for
them to be brought together. And it
is hopeless to convince idly opulent
persons of their fallacy. Of course, argu-
ment is lost in persuading people who
know that they find pleasure in display
that there is in fact no pleasure in it ;
their own experience tells them that
this is the highest form of pleasure they
have ; and the verbal teachings of the
moralist count for little against the
more striking and constant testimony
of daily experience. The point worth
arguing and proclaiming is that display,
in other words dependence on outside
fine things, is especially a foreign and
intrusive element in the character of
the student. Simplicity of life is the
secret of most virtues; men do not
often think how much that is precious
is bound up in it. To the scholar it is
as the breath of his nostrils. It is the
indispensable condition of industry, if
it were nothing besides. The unin-
terrupted clearness of brain needed for
study is not favoured by the irregular
hours and the artificial excitements of

what is known as Society. Even if there
were no question of time, these occu-
pations distract or fret. They do not
leave the mind fresh and tranquillized
for the labours of the morrow. Gibbon
found this out before he bade a long
farewell - to the fumum et opes strepr-
tumque Rome, and retired to Lausanne.
There he led a life which may be a
pattern to scholars. His notion of
mental ease and refreshment did not
include dull or epigrammatic dinner-
parties at seven or eight o’clock.
“By many,” he says, ¢“conversation is
“ esteemed as a theatre or a school:
“ but, after the morning has been occu-
¢ pied by the labours of the library, I
“ wish to unbend rather than to exer-
‘“cise my mind; and in the interval
“ between tea and supper I am far from
¢ disdaining the innocent amusement of
“ a game of cards.” In the last winter
of all, many evenings were borrowed
from these social pleasures, and in his
eagerness to conclude his great task he
broke his usual rule of concluding his
studies after ‘the long but temperate
labour” of a morning. “I may believe
“ and even assert,” he says, instructively,
“that in circumstances more indigent
“ or more wealthy I should never have
“ accomplished the task, or acquired the
“ fame of an historian ; that my spirit
“would have been broken by poverty
‘ and contempt ; and that my industry
‘“ might have been relaxed in the labour
“ and luxury of a guperfluous fortune.”
The luxury would have been equally
fatal to the achievement of his task,
whether practised and supported out of
his own fortune, or springing from his
participation in the luxurious super-
fluities of other people. A greater than
Gibbon, the ever-memorable Spinoza,
“ although often invited to dinner,” as
his biographer says, “yet preferred the
““ scanty meal he found at home to
¢ dining sumptuously at the expense of
¢ another.” ¢ On looking over Spinoza’s
“ papers after his death,” Mr. Lewes
tell us, “it was found that one day
¢ his expenses amounted to three half-
¢ pence for a soupe au lait and a little
“ butter, with three farthings extra for
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“ beer ; another day gruel, with butter
“ and raisins, which cost him twopence-
“ halfpenny, sufficed for his epicurism.”

At the present time it is not particu-
larly desirable that philosophers and
learned men should limit their expen-
diture to twopence-halfpenmy a day.
But we may be sure that a man who
could be as frugal, mutatis mutandis, as
Spinoza was, or be content with the
pleasing tranquillity that satisfied Gib-
bon, would feel a respect for himself
which would be eminently fertile in
fine literary qualities. Tranquillity lies
about the roots of the literary virtues :
of concentration, assiduity, broad, steady
outlook and vision. Frugality is the
prime guarantee for a man’s ahility to
live in his work ; the measure of his
real estimate of the value of his work ;
and in most cases the essential con-
dition of that work being well and
exhaustively done. In a word, what
the scholar needs is independence, using
this word in its broadest sense—freedom
from the manifold tyrannies of a dispo-
sition that places its aims and likings in
external small things. In the presence
of luxury and display, the man who
knows how to value himself and the
work of his days may best say—

“Sunt qui non habeant, est qui non curat
habere.”

Obviously, however, this is one of
the thousand matters in which preach-
ing is more likely than not to be abso-
lutely useless. The mnioralist, after all,
is not a very influential personage.
Just as in ethics the first and most

difficult thing is to persuade people to
care about being virtuous at all, so in the
lessons of authorship, all is gained when
the author possesses the prime endow-
ment of reverence and honour for his
work—a feeling that he is not as a
manufacturer of toys and trinkets, but
follows a mistress for whose sake it is
a worthy and privileged thing to make
sacrifices, and these in the light of such
a sentiment are seen to be no longer
sacrifices. 'What we need in this deci-
sive conviction. So much of the service
that authorship receives is insincere,
Beneath the most vehement protestation
that the craft of the author is among
the highest, and fit for the highest,
there lurks the insidious and paralys-
ing notion that, after all, the only pur-
suits worthy of a man with his wits
about him are those which bring him
either wealth or power, or some position
that would justify him in a coach and
six. Nobody who has not trampled
out even the unseen but not unper-
ceived germs and seeds of such a con-
ception of things need trouble himself
with the qualifications of the scholar,
for he lacks the most elementary of
them all. Wordsworth nobly said, * It
“is such an animating sight to see a
‘ man of genius, regardless of temporary
“ gains, whether of money or praise,
“fixing his attention solely upon what
¢ is interesting and permanent, and find-
¢ ing his happiness in an entire devotion
‘“ of himself to such pursuits as shall
“most ennoble human nature. We
“have not yet seen enough of this in
“ modern times.” Alas, nor even yet.
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BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘ FRIENDS IN COUNCIL.

CHAPTER IX.

It was a sunny morning, and several
of us were sauntering in the garden for
a few minutes before breakfast-time,
when Sir John came up to us.

Ellesmere.  Mind, you must all be “ as
civil as an orange ” to Milverton to-day. If
he gives us a reading, you must swear that
it is excellent. He has been in such a
rage with me.

Lady Ellesmere. How wrong of you,
John, to vex Leonard in this way.

Ellesmere. I assure you I did not mean
it. Unfortunately we began talking about
the Ainah; and I reminded him of his
original deseription of her. Now you know
he has been getting more and more en-
amoured of her ; and, if he had to describe her
again, she would be & perfect beauty. You
will see that he will add all manner of beauty
to her countenance, if he talks about her
again. There will come charming smiles
and dimples, and I know not what besides.

Here Mr. Milverton joined us; and
there was an embarrassing silence.

Milverton. 1 see that Ellesmere has been
telling you of the nonsense he has been
talking. I did not mean, I did not say,
that her hands were extraordinarily large ;
but, contrasting her in my mind with the
high-bred Talora, I was obliged to confess
that there were some drawbacks upon her
beanty. Hers was one of those counte-
nances which require nice and loving obser-
vation to perceive all the merits and the
beauties in them. There was a constant play
of beautiful expression; there were exquisite
dimples ; and:

Ellesmere. Ha-ha! Did I not tell you
so? Am I not a true prophet ?

[Here Sir John began dancing about
in the wild manner that he frequently
indulges in when he is triumphant in
some argument.]

Milverton. This dancing dervish is not
always wrong when he gives us a taste of
his prophetic powers.

No. 103.—voL. xvir.

In one word, the Ainah’s was a very marry-
ing face.

Cranmer. What do you mean, Milverton?

Milverton. Why, don’t you know, or
didn’t you know, Cranmer, when you were
younger ?

You went into a ball-room, and saw two
or three great beauties. Haply your eyes
fell upon a cosy young couple in some
corner. You asked about them, and were
told that they were engaged. The girl was
not beautiful ; but you said to yourself,
“The man is right. He is a sensible man :
that girl will make a good wife. She will
always”

Ellesmere. Make marriage somewhat less
painful and disagreeable than it is its nature
to be. Now here is a face

[He came behind Lady Illesmere,
and inclosed her face in his big hands—
for he has got big hands.]

which would insure a happy marriage. You

see in it that assurance of perpetual provo-
cation which will not allow a man time to-
think whether he is happy or not, for he-
will be in a constant state of warfare. And

that is one form, perhaps the best, of happi--
ness for some men.

Here Lady Ellesmere disengaged her--
self somewhat hastily from his grasp,.
and we all went to breakfast, laughing
heartily.

-

There is some celebrated story of a
young man who exclaimed, ¢ And T, too,
am a painter!” So now I may say,
“And I, too, am an author!” It hap-
pened in this way. I had been speaking
of some of the curious superstitions
which exist in a remote part of Scot-
land where I had been, when a boy, to
visit my relations, who were poor fish-
ing people in that district. , Upon this,
Sir John Ellesmere declared that Sandy
could write a tale if he chose, and that
Sandy must choose to do so. It would
be a very good thing to employ his

(o}
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mind in that way, and would prevent
his spoiling “ Realmah” by persuading
Milverton to introduce foolish chapters
about love.

This was two or thres weeks ago. I
tried very hard to think of a subject for
a story ; but, think as hard as I would,
no subject for some time occurred to
me. At last, one night, an idea for a
story of the supernatural kind did strike
me, I told it to Mr. Milverton. He
approved of it, and said he would aid
me ; and so I wrote my little story. I
was very shame-faced and nervous when
I came to read it before such an
audience ; but I managed to get through
the reading somehow, and my story was
much praised. Of course they said every-
thing they could to encourage me. I
shall not venture to trouble the reader
with the story ; but I mention the fact
of having written it, as, without doing
so, the following conversation would not
be understood.

To-day there was a good deal of
talk about my story, and afterwards
about those strange fancies which have
occupied so many minds in all ages, en-
dowing men with gifts and powers in
addition to those which they actually
possess.  Mr. Mauleverer, of course,
maintained that this was a proof of the
wretched state of man. Sir Arthur de-
clared that it was an instance of the
abounding imagination and poetry that
there are in all men, women, and chil-
dren ; while Mr. Cranmer contended
that these fancies were rather irreverent ;
that men had better be contented with
what they are, and make the best of that,
and not indulge in fancies that could
never be realized. Sir John Ellesmere
asked whether Mr. Cranmer was pre-
pared to move for the destruction of all
fables and of all fairy-stories, and whe-
ther all imagination was to be employed
in inventing lies about matters of busi-
ness ?

Before recounting any more of the
conversation, I must describe the spot
where it took place. At the bottom of
the hill there is a little rivulet, which,
indeed, becomes a river in winter, and
which, even in the driest summer, is a

reedy, rushy sort of place, through which
meanders a little stream three or four
feet in width, and about nine inches
in depth. Mr. Milverton delights in
this spot, though it is said to be rather
malarious. On one side, the rivulet is
inclosed by a high grassy bank, upon
which there is a very comfortable seat.
I will now continue my account of the
conversation.

Milverton. 1 cannot agree with you,
Cranmer, about the irreverence you assign
to these fancies. We must close our eyes
completely to all the forms of life which
surround us, and which are so suggestive, if
we are never to fancy that we might here,
or hereafter, be endowed with other gifts
than those which we now possess.

I have been very fortunate in life as re-
gards friends and acquaintances. I have
known poets, historians, philosophers

Ellesmere. Observe where the fellow puts
historians, because he happens to dote upon
history. p

Milverton. Poets, historians, philoso-
phers, statesmen, men of science, artists,
doctors, lawyers, and merchants, but I was
never fortunate enough to know any man
who had made the insect world his study.
I am sure I do not know what is the proper
name for such a man—I suppose an ento-
mologist. Well, I was never fortunate
enough to know an entomologist.

If we had such a man with us now, what
interesting things he could tell us about the
myriads of inhabitants of this rushy stream-
let. T belicve there are creatures below us
there, which can both crawl and hop, and
fly and swim ; which possess eyes by the
score ; can weave and spin, and build nests,
in water ; which, in short, embody all the
vagaries of the most fanciful person; and
about which, by the way, if they were
familiar to us, fables and stories might be
written having much more pith and diver-
sity in them than those about dogs, bears,
wolves, elephants, and foxes, which, after
all, are poor simple creatures like ourselves,
being seldom able to do more than one
thing very well.

Ellesmere. 1 do not think much of your
entomologist. I do not want him here at
all. He would merely shy barbarous words,
half-Latin, half-Greek, at us, and bother us
about “genus” and “species,” and other
things, for which we should not really care
one solitary dump.

Besides, we should have to hear all about
his grand discovery of the onomatoscylax,
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some pestilent little creature that hops, and
runs, and bites, and wriggles, and turns up
its tail spitefully at you. No; give me the
man who can talk well about anything if
you only give him a rough bit of a brief to
talk upon. Just read to me, or any other
lawyer, a little chapter in any book about
insects, and we will argue their case in a
manner that will bring round any jury to
think whatever we are instructed to make
them think on behalf of our clients. There
are creatures, are there not, who pop out of
their shells to take the air, and then other
creatures pop into the vacant shells ; and
when the softies come back, they find their
houses occupied, and the doors bolted
against them. What a good case for an
action of ejectment !

Milverton. Mark you, I do not mean to
say that I have not known men such as
Carlyle, Kingsley, and Emerson, who have
been able to talk admirably about all forms
of nature, from the highest to the lowest.
As I think T have told you before, I never
heard a more exquisite conversation than
one in which Carlyle and Emerson, both of
them nice and patient observers of all natu-
ral objects, discoursed upon the merits and
beauties of common grass. A walk, too, in
the country with Kingsley is something to
remember ; but still I say, as I said before,
I should like to know a real entomologist, a
man who had lived a great deal with
insects—

Ellesmere. The Patronage-secretary of
the Treasury !
Milverton. —and who could tell me all

about the onromatopylex, which Ellesmere—

Ellesmere. No, no ; if you are scientific,
be accurate—onomatoscylax.

Milverton. —which Ellesmere affects to
scorn, but which I have no doubt, if well
studied, would afford the human race many
a good lesson in the arts of life. Very pro-
bably he is a great architect. The arch was
constructed by insects long before it was
known to man,

Mauleverer. Talking of men who have
studied these minor creatures, there is Mr.
G. H. Lewes. You know him, Milverton ?

Milverton. Yes; but he is too gelati-
nous. He describes admirably ; is as clear
as the sky at Avignon ; but his talk is of
molluscs, sea-anemones, jelly-fish, and other
flabby, pulpy creatures, squeezable as Minis-
ters of State. I want a man who has lived
with well-developed, shrewd, masterful,
designing insects.

Sir Arthur. I do not say we wander
from the subject, because the fact of these
insects possessing multifarious powers is
very suggestive. But I want to know why

19

it is irreverent to imagine men to bhe en-
dowed with other powers or means than
those they now possess. I feel rather guilty
in this matter, it there is any guilt, as I was
the first to tell you a story of the kind which
Mr., Cranmer must disapprove of. I mean
my sleep story. I intended that to convey
some sound doctrine.

Ellesmere. Yes ; that pleasant tale was
nearly suffocated by morality. It was far
too moral to be interesting. And observe
this, Cranmer, that in almost every story in
which extraordinary powers are given to a
man, that poor man is sure to come to grief.

Even in that dear ¢ Arabian Nights,” the
unfortunate “gins,” or genii, always get the
worst of it, being bottled up for a thousand
years, or otherwise maltreated. We make a
point of pouring misfortunes with a liberal
hand upon the head of any creature whom
we admit for a moment, even in fancy, to be
a more gifted being than man.

Mzlverton. Well, I have a fanciful idea
which, indeed, has been in my mind for
many years, and which I fear Cranmer
would blame, for if realized it would give a
great, and, as I think, a most delightful in-
crease to human power.

Ellesmere. Let us guess. The philoso-
pher’s stone ? The power of always reasoning
rightly ? Longlife ? A knocker that would
knock down all disagreeable people who
came to visit you—the postman and tele-
graph-boy included? A power of eating
three dinners a day? A self-upholding
umbrella ? A supernatural knowledge of
trains, so that you could defy Bradshaw
and all his books ? A perfectly well-built
house, built after a model of some insect
establishment ? A winged paper-cutter that
would always fly to you when you whistled
for it ? :

No; ILhave it! Itisnever to be seasick !

Milverton. No, you have not. You cer-
tainly have imagined sundry very delightful
appurtenances, such as your discriminating
knocker, self-upholding umbrella, and flying
paper-cutter.

Sir Arthur. Is it the power of seeing
clearly into other men’s minds ?

Milverton. No, you will never guess it.

Ellesmere. Tell us, then,

Milverton. I shall have some difficulty
in explaining. I mean that there should be
a double soul, taking the word * soul” to in-
clude all powers, both of thought and feel-
ing, so that you should be able to give one
of these souls perfect rest. They should be
so intimately in unison, that what one thinks,
or feels, or says, or does, should be admitted
to be thought, and felt, and said, and done
by the other who is absent. There must be

c2
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no separate interest, no possibility of re-
proach. There should be a spare body, so
that the ome soul could go and recreate
itself while the other was fighting the direst
battle.

Lady Ellesmere. There must be a woman
equally gifted to correspond with this man.
Conceive a double Sir John! when one is
enough to drive a poor woman distracted.

Ellesmere. As the soundest theologians
and metaphysicians have proved conclu-
sively that women have no souls, if we
give them one, that will be doing the fair
thing. But this new possession would em-
barrass them very much. They would lose
all that power of governing, so dear to them.
Unreason always governs. Nothing prevents
your having your own way so much as being
at all amenable to reason.

Lady Ellesmere. Women have just that
small portion of irrationality, and only that,
which enables them to understand the
immense irrationality of men, and so to
steer clear of it, or to guide it.

Sir Arthur. Well said, Lady Ellesmere !
He does not gain much by attacking women
in your presence. :

Milverton. But think of the advantages
of my fancy, if it were realized—all the
regrets, and vexations, and remorses being
partaken by another soul who would occa-
sionally come fresh to the work, and bear
the burden which its exhausted compeer
and partner was almost fainting under. Such
a man, so gifted, would rule the world.
Observe the lives of all great men. They
will go on working at a moment when the
powers are enfeebled. Imagine Napoleon
the First with two such souls. Send one of
them to vegetate in the country, while the
other is conducting the retreat from Mos-
cow, and you would find that the total
Napoleon would never have been sent to
Elba. Mark you, the two, when combined,
are not to have double power.

Mauleverer. 1 am delighted with Mil-
verton’s idea of a double soul. It proves to
me that he sees that the single soul cannot
possibly bear up against its misfortunes.

Milverton. No, Mauleverer, you press
my words too far. It is but an occasional,
and even rare, relief that I imagine is so
much wanted for the soul. Have you not
known occasions in which you have said to
yourself, “I would give anything to have
another me—to take up the burden for this
day only—to attend this funeral—to meet
those men upon that painful business in
which my feelings are so likely to overcome
my judgment—to fight that battle which I
could fight so well if the gaiety of heart
which is requisite were not altogether want-
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ing, while T could, as it were, retire inte
private life, and collect my thoughts, my
energies, and my hopefulness, which, at this
critical moment, have deserted me ?”

Sir Arthur. Really, Mauleverer, I agree
with Milverton that you have pressed him
too hard. It might not be more than twenty
times in one’s life that one should want to
be absent in the spirit though present in
the body ; and when one should be so glad
to have another soul, a second self, to repre-
sent one fully.

I wonder, by the way, whether any of
you feel with me that you would like to
have been in a different sphere of life.

Ellesmere. The life of a sweeper of a
crossing used to be my ideal. But I have
changed my mind. Ishould like to have been
a walter at an inn.  “ Coming, coming, com-
ing.” One would thus see a good deal of life
without much trouble. I should observe the
different tastes of our customers : how this
old gentleman likes to have his mutton-
chops well done : how that customer rejoices
in. baked potatoes; and how the other is
offended, if, when he calls for a newspaper,
one does not give him the paper which is
his paper.

I would be very kind, too, to the young
people, who are always a little afraid of
waiters.

I would be unmarried, becanse my ideal
would be to be free from all responsibility.

Gradually I should have amassed a large
sum in savings—say two hundred and
seventy pounds—and then my plan would
be to retire with my sister, a housekeeper in
a good family, to our native village of
Mudby Parva, which, by the way, would be
intolerable to us from the alterations that
had been made in it, and from the railway
that would pass through it.

But, in reality, we should never realize
our great plan of retirement, and I should
die 1n harness, or rather in white tie and
seedy black dress-coat.

Mauleverer. Think of Ellesmere as a
waiter, with no power of interrupting the
conversation of the customers ! How little
men know of themselves! What a miser-
able mortal he would be !

Sir Arthur. And what would you have
been, Mauleverer ?

Ellesmere. Let me answer for him, for I
know. He would like to have been the chef
in a great kitchen—at some club, for
instance —where he could have wandered
amidst groves of beef-steaks, and forests of
mutton-cutlets, followed by a legion of
cooks, giving them orders fraught with culi-
nary wisdom. |

Sir Arthur.  And you, Cranmer ?
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Craiwmer. 1 should like to have been a
mail-coachman in the olden times.

Ellesmere.  Of course he would choose
something official. How punctual he would
have been ! How fussy and important about
His Majesty’'s Mails ! He would have in-
sisted upon being gnard and coachman too.

Sir Arthur., And you, Milverton ?

Milverton. Well, I am not so humble as
the rest of you. I should like to have been
a colonist—to have conducted a body of
settlers to Paraguay. That part of the earth,
from what I have heard of it, and read about
it, takes my fancy more than any other.
Almost every known product is to be found
there.r  Then there are greatrivers, and vast
parks reminding one of English scenery ;
and withal, a charming climate. Moreover,
one would get free, I think, both from Euro-
pean and North American disturbances.
Insects, I believe, are not intolerable there.
Volcanoes are unknown; and, in fact, it
seems to me that it fulfils the idea of an
earthly paradise.

Then I think I should like the business
of managing a settlement. I should not
take out any lawyers with me—only a

1 Mr. Milverton afterwards read to us this
extract from some historical work : —

“The most important products of the world
can be grown there—-sngar, maize, tobacco,
cotton ; and it has peculiar products of its
own, such as the Paraguay tea. It is not vol-
canie, and has not to dread the catastrophes
which have often overwhelmed the Spanish
cities on the other side of the Andes. . . . .

“It has lakes, rivers, and woods; and, in
the character of its scenery, much resembles
an English park. It is rich in trees of every
description—cedars, palms, balsams, aloes,
cocoa-trees, walnut-trees, spice-trees, almonds,
the cotton }))lant, the quinaquina that produces
the Jesuits’ bark, and another tree, of which
the inner bark is so delicate and white, that it
can be used as writing-paper. There is also
the ceyba tree, which yields a soft woolly
substance of which the natives make their
pillows.

“The fruits of this most fertile land are
oranges, citrons, lemons, the American pear,
the apple, peaches, plums, figs, and olives.
The hees find here their special home. The
woods are not like the silent forests of North
America, but swarm with all kinds of birds,
having every variety of note and feather, from
the soft colours of the wild dove to the gay
plumage of the parrot ; from the plaintive note
of the nightingale to the dignified noise of those
birds which are said to imitate the trumpet and
the organ. A few Indians, rarely to be seen, and
appearing like specks in the landscape, roam
over this vast plain, which a modern traveller
has‘well'said might be ‘the cradle of a mighty
nation.””
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notary or two. Ishould try and get a good
many young doctors, and a few very carefully-
selected clergymen. Carpenters, sailors, and
navvies should form the bulk of the common
people I would bring with me.

Mauleverer. Should you take out a news-
paper editor ? Because I should rather think
that would interfere with the paradise.

Milverton. No; I should be my own
editor, so that I could represent my own
quarrels (for quarrels there would be) in my
own- paper, the only one in the colony, in
ny own way.

Sir Arthuer.
tect, Milverton ?

Milverton. Yes: I should not object to
having one. We should overpower him, and
compel him to make plans to please us, and
not according to his own preconceived
notions.

Lllesmere.
womnen ?

Milverton. Yes : thirty cooks, who would,
of course, marry off like wildfire. The rest
of the men must marry the women of the
country, so as to secure alliances.

Lady Ellesmere. And what would you
have been, Sir Arthur?

Sir Arthur. A painter.

Ellesmere. House ?

Sir Arthur. No: history. You see there
is such a happy mixture of manual and
mental work in a painter’s career. I learnt
that long ago from one of Hazlitt’s essays.
And then, too, what a pleasure to see the
work grow under your hand ! A book is a
thing much further from you than a. picture.
I look with peculiar tenderness upon a pic-
ture, the work of any great painter. I think
how it has lived with him—with what fond
and anxious looks he has regarded it in
early morning and late evening—what joy
and sorrow have gone into it—what great
men, his friends, have come to look at it.

Suppose it to be a Titian : Charles V.
has come to look at his friend’s work ; and
has given anxious, judicious, and affec-
tionate criticism about it. Then, too, the
painter’s loving wife and daughters have
given from day to day their criticisms,
being most careful to give at the same time
due encouragement and admiration. In
fact, the thing which we see now, has been,
for the time, a sort of domestic idol.

Yes, I should like to have been a painter,
even if I had been one of only moderate
endowments.

KEllesmere. Sentiment, sentiment, senti-
ment ! Think, on the other hand, what
you would havesuffered from art critics.

Mauleverer. It is idle talking of what
we -should like to have been. There may

Would -you have an archi-

Should you take out any
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be some wisdom to be gained from contrast-
ing different sitnations in life—comparing
what one is oneself with what another
person is, and so deriving wisdom from the
contemplation of the contrast. But I rather
agree with Cranmer, that these imaginations
lead to nothing.

Ellesmere. I don’t agree with Cranmer ;
but I do see, with Mauleverer, that it may
be a wise thing to consider what good quali-
ties are developed in positions in life different
from our own, and adopting them into our
own.

Milverton once said a shrewd thing. Years
ago, he remarked to me, that a man gene-
rally fulfilled best that position in life for
which he was apparently most unfitted by
nature. He illustrated it by numberless
instances. He said that Lord Althorp was
a most successful minister, and primd facic
he had none of the qualities for a minister.
Milverton added, I remember, that the best
clergymen were those who had some qua-
lities that were somewhat unclerical. I
quite agree with him.

You see, old fellow, if you ever do say a
good thing, I make a point of remember-
ing it.

Sir Arthur. Talking of contrasts of
situation, I will tell you the most remark-
able instance that ever occurred to me.

I went to see one of the most notable
personages in Europe, not on any political
errand, but merely as a private friend.
Now I shall veil what I am going to tell
you as thoroughly as possible, for it is wrong
to betray one’s friend’s moods to anystranger.
You will conjecture ; and your conjectures
will most probably be utterly wrong. Well,
when I entered his cabinet, I saw, at a glance,
that he was sunk in the deepest dejection.
He gave me a short sad smile, shook hands
cordially ; but seemed to have nothing to
say. At length, however, I persuaded him
to tell me what ailed his mind. He was
misunderstood, he said ; his policy was mis-
represented everywhere : he was weary of
the never-ending labour and struggle. “See
the hideous calumnies that are current about
me,” he exclaimed. * What is life worth ?
‘What a dreary farce it all is !”

Ellesmere. Well, and what friendly stin
my dear fellow, did youn add ?

Sir Arthur. I took an uncommon, but,
as I think, a judicious course.

I did not say one word in contradiction to
his statements. How could I? They were
true. I did not urge, that if he had met
with great failures, ‘he had enjoyed great
successes. I did not attempt to soothe
him by showing what a potent personage
he was.

S,
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I Mauleverized, if I may coin a word, to
explain shortly what I did. |

I simply dwelt upon the huge amount of
misery and disappointment in the world.
To illustrate this, I fell into a strain of
quotation. The personage I addressed knew
many languages.

I reminded him of the saying of Petrarch :
“ Initium ceecitas: progressio labor: error
omnia.”

I quoted your favourite bit, Milverton,
from Disraeli: ¢ Youth is a blunder; man-
hood a struggle ; old age a regret.”

That made me think of Sir George Lewis’s
“Life would be very tolerable but for its
pleasures.”

The great man smiled at that, which en-
couraged me to give a slightly different
version of my own—namely : “ Life would
be intolerable, but for its absurdities.” He
was pleased to smile at that too.

Then I (uoted from Pascal—I forget what.
Then from Rousseau.

Then I ventured humbly to say that I
thought that some of the greatest men
in the world had been the great writers ;
and that it was found, as in the case of
David and Solomon, that when they were
monarchs as well as writers, their writings
did not the less betray their misery.

I showed him that Horace, notwithstand-
ing his Chloes, and Lesbias, and myrtle
coronets, and Chiau wine, was a melancholy
individual :

“ Eheu fugaces, Postuine, Postume,
Labuntur auni,” &ec.

—also Pope, Swift, Byron, Shelley, Cowper,
and the rest of them. I gave him Tenny-
son’s

¢ Tears, idle tears, I know not what they
mean.
Tears from the depth of some divine despair
Rise in the heart and gather to the eyes
In looking at the happy autumn fields,
And thinking of the days that are no more.”

Of course, I brought in my Browning bit
about the greatness of the mind being shown
by the shadow which it casts.

I need hardly say I touched upon Cer-
vantes and Shakespeare,

¢“ But thou would’st not think how ill all’s
here
About my heart : but it is no matter.”

And again :

“'Tis but a tale,
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.”
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Then thinking I had not treated him with
any Italian, I gave him this passage from
Leopardi: “ Ma o, quanto a me, con licenza
wvostra e del secolo, sono tnfelicissimo ; e tale
mi credo 5 e tuttt © giornali de’ due mondy
non mi persuaderanno ¢l contrario.” The
latter bit about the newspapers amused him
greatly.

I longed to give him De Quincy’s mag-
nificent passage about “ Our Lady of Sor-
row,” but I could not recollect it.

Finally, I wound up with Sir William
Temple, “ When all is done, human life is,
at the greatest and the best, but like a
froward child, that must be played with and
humoured a little to keep it quiet till it
falls asleep, and then the care is over.”

I think my conversation had, as was
natural, a cheering effect for the time. He
thanked me very much: something that
would have been tears in any other man
rose over his expressive countenance, and I
withdrew. As I did so, however, I am
afraid I noticed in a parting glance at him,
as he sank back in his chair, that his melan-
choly was not so easily to be baffled, but
that it only waited for my departure to seize
upon him again.

Ellesmere. Well, but the contrast? I
suppose you saw a happy beggar at the gate,
munching an unexpected crust, or revelling
in an unaccustomed sausage.

Sir Arthur. No; it was not so common-
place as that. I went away by train. In
the carriage were a young man and his wife,
not a newly-married couple. They were the
very types of round, smiling, smooth-faced
insignificance. But how they did enjoy their
excursion ! They sucked the same orange :
they bit at the same cake. Though they
evidently were never parted, they had an
unceasing flow of utter babblement to inter-
change. They put me so much in mind of
two monkeys! Their talk, though exqui-
sitelysilly, wasirradiated—really made beau-
tiful—by happiness. They minded me no
more than if I had been a bit of the wood-
work of the carriage. No reticence had
they in their joy, and in their supreme satis-
faction with each other.

‘When I contemplated them, and when I
thought of the great man I had left sunk in
gloom and dejection, I felt that happiness
was not equally distributed to all, as people
sometimes perversely contend. By the way
they spoke of the great personage—very
kindly too, which won my heart; but as
being one who had infinite oranges and
cakes, and who had no need to save up for
three months, in order to afford such a de-
lightful outing as theirs was to be.

Ellesmere. It would have been very

wicked ; but I should like to have heard
what they would have said if you had Mau-
leverized them.

Sir Arthur. T would not have done so for
the world ; I declare I would rather have
stolen their money, and spoiled their excur-
sion in that way.

Ellesmere. But to return to the main
subject. Do keep to the point, my excur-
sive friends.

I could make the greatest possible im-
provement as regards your wish for a second
soul, Milverton. You want that soul to be
exactly like your own. I would have it the
complement to your own. Where you are
soft, it should be hard ; where you are sym-
pathetic, it should be cold ; where you are
simple and stupid, it should be astute and
alert, and then indeed it would be of some
good to you. In fact, you ought to have
mine as a second soul to yours; and we
should fight the battle of life triumphantly.
I think I hear the Milvertonian soul saying
to the Ellesmerian, “ You must fight these
fellows to-morrow, for I really cannot ;” and
the Ellesmerian soul would rejoice in the
contest. Perhaps the day afterwards some
judicious man would remark, “ What a much
cleverer fellow Milverton is than I thought;
you see we could not take him in at all,
he was down upon us in a moment: and
so good-humoured too, whereas I always
thought he was an irritable, over-sensitive

erson. No fussy particularity either ; not
at all the fellow to be for ever washing his
own soap.”

One thing, however, you would have to
do, Master Milverton : you would have to
manage Lady Ellesmere for me ; and I have
no doubt she would say, not knowing of
the interchange of souls, “ How manageable
John is to-day ! not quite so bright as usual,
but how much more my slave; and he
seems to think exactly what I think,” for
you would have the art, of which I have
none, to persuade her that your thoughts
were hers, and that when you were acting
most completely on your own hook, as the
saying is, you were but using her bait. Oh
dear, what a surprise it would be to her
when the real Ellesmere came back to un-
dertake the management of my lady !

Sir Arthur. I think I have heard some-
thing like your idea before, Milverton, in
some French story.

Milverton. No, Sir Arthur, you have
not, I assure you. I know what you are
thinking of—one of Eugéne Sue’s novels.
In that, an artisan enters into the body of a
marquis, and has to go through some very
uncomfortable scenes. But the marquis is
totally unconscious of the change ; and the
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artisan is not aware, while he is a marquis,
that he has another form of existence. It
is only when he comes to himself again that
he knows that he has had for twenty-four
hours the expetvience of a marquis’s life.
Eugene Sue’s object was, doubtless, to show
the poor man how great a mistake it often
is to envy the rich man. There was no
increase of power given to the individual
soul.

Now, I really do not see, taking into con-
sideration the infinite variety and beneficence
manifested in creation, why in some happy
planet there may not be a great increase of
power given to a creature something like
man.

Ellesmere. 1 am not so taken as the rest
of you with Milverton’s fond imaginations.
I see fifty objections to his grand idea. If
the other soul is to be of any real use or
comfort, it must have individuality. If it
has individuality, it will differ in opinion
with Soul No. 1.

Again, you may talk about joys being
doubled, and sorrows being halved ; but I
do not take much interest in things that are
done in committee. The whole affair is too
much of a joint stock transaction.

Milverton. I am going to tell you some-
thing, which perhaps has some application
to Ellesmere and to the critical race gene-
rally—a little simple story which I have
often longed to tell when Ellesmere has
been taking points and making endless
small objections,

Elllesmere. Oh, we are a little nettled
now, are we? Nothing makes a man more
cross than when a really kind friend shows
him that his poetry won’t scan. The same
thing when it is shown him that what he
thinks to be his most poetical ideas are all
awry, as it were, and won’t bear looking at.
Pray tell your stery, though.

[ Ch, yes, pray do,” said the others.]

Ellesmere. How delighted you all are at
any attack being made upon me!. Every-
body seems to rouse up all of a sudden ;
and Fairy, perceiving a general movement,
makes a circuit round us, as you see, and
sniffs and snuffs as if there was a rat or a
badger near, to be hunted or baited. Tell
your story; do not spare my feelings. I
like to see people happy. This sort of thing
pleases you, and it does not hurt me.

Milverton. When there is a nursery in
a_house, everybody must admit that the
pleasantest meal in the day is nursery-tea.
I always contrive to become sufficiently
familiar with the nursery authorities to be
admitted. The mistress is never more agree-
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able than when presiding at this tea. The
master gets away if he can from his sporting
friends and their eternal taik about horscs,
dogs, and partridges ; and enjoys the high
paternal pleasure of playing at pick-a-back
with his little boys. The children are much
more pleasant and natural at this tea-time
than when they are brought down in their
best nursery-frocks after dinner.

Ellesmere. Ugh: this nursery story, which
is to confound all judicious eritics, including
myself.

Milverton. Well, I was assisting at one
of these pleasant nursery teas in a country
house. One of the children present was a
pretty little girl about three years old, who
had a nurse, especially devoted to her, of
the name of Maria.

By the way, I may mention that some
baked apples had made their appearance
at this nursery tea, which in consequence
may be considered to have been what the
fashionable world calls “a high tea.”

Suddenly, at a pause in the conversation,
the little child, putting down a piece of
bread and butter, exclaimed, with a very
distinet utterance, “ Ma-i~vey say ‘ happles;’
fool she are”

Maria, a jolly country girl about fifteen
years old, blushed, but looked quite pleased
that Miss Gertrude was so clever, and said,
““You dear little thing.”

The mamma was “shocked” at such =
““naughty word” as “fool” being used to
“good kind Maria.”

Miss Gertrude having uttered her “judi-
cious” criticism, was not much dismayed by
mamma’s remonstrance.

I thought of Ellesmere and of his flock of
critics whom he delights in.

You see the small critic pointed out, with
great satisfaction, a little over-indulgence in
the use of the aspirate on the part of poor
Maria ; but was perfectly unconscious that
in her own six words she had committed
four errors. :

Ellesmere. How do you make out four?

Milverton. “ Maivey” for ““Maria,” ““say ”
for ““ says,” “are” for “is ;” and surely you
would admit that the use of the word “fool”
is thoroughly inappropriate. People who
misplace their aspirates are not necessarily
fools.

But does not Miss Gertrude’s criticism
remind you all, not cnly of Ellesmere’s way
of exercising his critical faculty, but also of
other criticisms not heard in nurseries, but
in the high courts of literature and politics ?
Have you never found the eritic disclose four
errors on his own part for one that he de-
lights to point out in the sayings or doings
of the person he criticises? You may be
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sure that something very nearly akin to
% Ma-i-vey: say  happles ;* fool she are,” has
been uttered in very high places this very
day, and not by children of three years old
only.

Ellesmere. Absolutely malignant ! He
has bottled up this story to be told against
me on some great occasion. I believe it has
been impending over my devoted head for
the last two years. I really was not par-
ticularly critical to-day ; but he was particu-
larly vexed, as people always are when the
ideas which they are very fond of, but which
are not a little rickety, come to be examined
by the drill-sergeant, or rather by the Me-
dical Board.

Sir Arthur. It is an excellent story.

Lady Ellesmere. I shall never forget it.

Ellesmere. 1 know that ; I shall be bored
by my lady with the story all my life. And
ag for Sir Arthur, he was sure to delight in
it. He has undergone a little criticism him-
self in the course of his life—totally unjust,
no doubt ; for as I heard him say to Mil-
verton the other day, “ Criticism is for the
most part so thin.” What he meant I do
not know, but the two authors chuckled
over the phrase, and seemed to think it so
condemnatory and so clever.

Sir Arthur. Milverton has silenced Elles-
mere. I am, however, going to revive Sir
John, and I shall do so by returning to our
original subject. Have you never felt over-
wearied yourself, Ellesmere ; and as if you
would give anything to have another Sir
John to take up the work for you? In no
great case that you have had to argue ?

Ellesmere. 1 am a sensible man ; and I
do not allow myself to fret myself to fiddle-
strings. Sometimes, after a weighty con-
sultation, I have found myself lying awake,
and scheming and planning how to conduct
a case. On such occasions I do everything
I can to break up such trains of thought. I
say to myself, ““ My health and spirits belong
to my clients ; there is nothing so important
for their interests as that I should be strong
and in good nerve to-morrow.”

Only think if race-horses, the night before
the Derby, knew about to-morrow’s race,
how the more nervous and sensitive spirits
among them would fret, and fuss, and lose
their sleep, and fail to answer, when called
upon to make their final effort.

‘When I was in the case, one of the
heaviest I was ever engaged in, I found
myself at this planning of my course of
argument the night before, and becoming
cold, and nervous, and miserable. I gotup,
and lit a fire, and set to work to read a
volume of Victor Hugo's novel, * Les Mise-
rables.”  That great book has, lappily,

certain long parenthetical discussions which
are not very exciting. I fell upon one of
these, and in half an hour I was in a sweet
and composed state of mind, and I had five
hours’ good sleep that night.

My client was a dear friend as well as
client, and when I saw his anxious face next
day in court, I should not like to have told
him that I had read ¢ Les Miserables” the
previous night, in order to get rid of him
and his cause from my thoughts. But it
was the best thing I could have done for
him.

You see, therefore, that you do not take
much by appealing to me to back up Mil-
verton’s “fond imaginations,” for so I must
call them.

Milverton. My dear Sir Arthur, you
cannot bring Ellesmere round, when he has
ouce taken up a side against you. Let us
change the subject. Ellesmere’s reference
to ¢ Les Miserables” has put me in mind of
what he said some time ago about novels.
Do you remember the fun he made of his
“Edwin and Angelina?” But if he meant
to run down the works of fiction of the
present day, I am sure he is not war-
ranted in doing so. I have just been read-
ing a number of the “Last Chronicle of
Barset.” What an excellent novel it is !
How true to life are the conversations, and
the letters! Now I maintain that no age
has been so rich in good works of fiction,
and perhaps in good writing of all kinds, as
ours. Ellesmere will, I dare say, declare that,
in a future age, almost all the present writers
will be quite forgotten. I do not know, but
I cannot imagine that Tennyson and
Browning, Dickens and Bulwer, and Thack-
eray and Trollope, and the great feminine
writers, the authoress of *The Mill on the
Floss,” the authoress of “ Jane Eyre,” or of
“John Halifax, Gentleman,” and many
others, will cease to be valued and their
works read.

I think the same may be said of the great
historical writers—such as Hallam, Grote,
Macaulay, Carlyle, Milman, Froude, and
Merivale.

I don’t venture to speak much about the
writers of other nations, but I think it will
be a long time before Emerson and Haw-
thorne and Prescott will be forgotten in
their own country.

Now I have not brought this subject on
the tapis merely for the sake of getting a
change of subject, but I have something
very important to say about it. I see,
though, Ellesmere is impatient to have his
say.

Ellesmere.
the drums!?”

“Blow the trumpets, sound
Milverton is going to say
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something at some future time which will
De worth hearing.

Yon began by talking about the “ Last
Chronicle of Barset.” I am sorry to say
that I fear that my relations with the dis-
tinguished author of that work will be con-
siderably changed for the worse. I cannot
be friendly with him any more, if Lily
Dale——. No, I shan’t tell you what I
was going ‘to say : you would only laugh
at me.

Milverton. How men may misunder-
stand one another! I really do believe
that, if Ellesmere were to meet Mr. Trollope,
he would be very cold or cross to him if
Lily Dale marries John Eames, or if she
marries Crosby, or if she does not marry
him, or if she does not become an old maid,
for I am sure I do not know what Ellesmere
wants her to do.

Trollope would go away thinking that he
had somehow or other offended Ellesmere,
or was greatly disesteemed by him ; whereas
Ellesmere would be paying him the highest
compliment that could be paid to a man of
imagination.

Here is this severe, satirical, case-hardened
lawyer, and he is so possessed by a phantom
of the novelist’s brain, that he is positively
prepared to be enraged if this she-phantom
does not act exactly as he would have her.
‘What’s Lily Dale to him, or he to Lily Dale ?

Ellesmere. Well, she is more to me than
many a character I read of in history. Your
historical characters are such fleeting things
nowadays. I used to dislike Nero. I am
now told that he was a most estimable
gentleman, and has been quite misunder-
stood until the present time. If he fiddled
at all, it was not during the fire, but after
the fire, to collect subscriptions for the
sufferers.

But what was the important thing that
you were going to tell us, Milverton ?

Milverton. I do not care how much you
ridicule me, but I do maintain that ours is
a-notable age for its richness in literary
skill. Look at the excellence in the daily
and weekly press, and in these innumerable
monthlies. It is a perpetual source of

* astonishment to me to see how many people
can write well, and have really a great deal
to tell you.

I know that Ellesmere will say that I am
always unreasonably prone to dwell upon
the merits of everything and everybody ; but
upon the other hand, I think I am very
critical abont the writing of English.

A few minutes ago, I mentioned several
names of men eminent in literature. But I
could add many others. There are Henry
Tagylor, and Ruskin, and Kingsley, and John

Mill, for instance : I pity the man who has
read their works, ang has not been able
to learn a great deal from them, and to
appreciate the goodness of the writing.

Amongst our statesmen, too, there are
men who would have been very considerable
writers, if they had not devoted themselves
to statesmanship. Lord Russell’s “ Europe
since the Peace of Utrecht” is a very well-
written work. Mr. Disraeli’s novels are
remarkable productions. I read his ¢ Con-
tarini Fleming,” as a youth, with immense
admiration ; and I read it again, last year,
with great pleasure. Mr. Gladstone, also,
and the Duke of Argyll, are men who have
shown that they can leave their mark in
literature.

Whatever you may say, I do maintain that
ours is a great age as regards power of
thought and expression.

Now, what I want you to notice is, that
the great men who have made the age
pre-eminent were all born, or at least nur-
tured, and the direction of their talents
given to them, in a time of profound peace.
The great strides in European civilization,
whether in arts, in science, or in literature,
have been made in consequence of there
having been such periods. I wish we could
have Buckle back again in life here with us,
for I am sure he would

At this moment the postman made
his appeurance with the second delivery
of letters, which the old man asked us
to receive, in order that he might be
saved the trouble of going up the hill.
Now Sir John is furious about this
second delivery. It is mo joke with
him : he is really very angry. ‘

Ellesmere. Have you no conscience,
George ; are you dead to all the finer feel-
ings of humanity, that you molest us twice
a day? I must come to some understand-
ing with you. Your proper Christmas-box
from me is two hundred and forty pence,—
that is, if you do not bring me any letters
during the time that I am here. For every
letter you bring, I must deduct a penny,
and if the balance turns against you, you
must give me a Christmas-box. Ido believe
you have brought me two hundred and
eighty letters this time, consequently you
owe me forty pence, which, when I was a
National School-boy, used to amount to
three shillings and fourpence, the sum, Mr.
George, you are now in debt to me.

George.  Oh, your honour would not be
50 hard on poor old George, that has known
you these twenty years, and such a snowy
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winter, too, as last winter have a been. ’Sides
T must do what the missus (the postmistress)
tells I to do.

Ellesmere. It is no excuse, George ! If
we do all that our “ missuses ” tell us, we
shall most of us come to the gallows.

George. Ah, you be allus so jokous,
Lawyer Ellesmere ; but you know we must.
(And saying this, the old man took off his
hat, and making a general bow to us, trotted
off.

I)EZZesnwre. Do you see Peter Garbet’s
house in the distance—that wretched hovel
surrounded by other hovels, on the top of
Mendmore Hill? I am sorry to tell you
that old Peter and two of his children are
ill of the fever, and that Mrs. Garbet is
nearly distracted.

Mrs. Milverton. I knew all about it,

John. I have done everything I could for
her.
Ellesmere. I know you have, my dear

Blanche, and so have I in my little way ;
but how can we counteract the post-office ?

Milverton. What nonsense, Ellesmere !
T am sure old Peter has not received three
letters in the course of his life.

Ellesmere. Considering that you pretend
to have a great adiiration for history, you
are certainly a very shallow fellow, my dear
friend, and never look far back enough to
causes.

‘Who in modern times invented the post-
office? As Macaulay would have said,
* Every schoolboy knows that.”

Why, Louis the Eleventh : just like him,
is it not ? Everybody who has seen Charles
Kean in the character of Louis the Eleventh
would know that that crafty, cruel, unprin-
cipled king would, of course, invent the
post-office system.

What did he say to himself?—‘De-
spatches make wy life miserable ; my sub-
jects shall have a taste of them too. Besides,
they will not look so sharply into my pro-
ceedings, if they have their own letters to
molest them every day.”

‘What happens ? By these means Louis
the Eleventh crushes his nobles, and in-
creases the kingly power to an enormous
extent. Louis the Fourteenth, the Regent
Orleans, and Louis the Fifteenth abuse this
kingly power outrageously. France is ren-
dered miserable ; and, in good, well-meaning
Louis the Sixteenth’s time, comes the French
Revolution.

Out of the French Revolution, by neces-
sity, comes Napoleon the First.

By an equal necessity, England and Pitt
must have a set-to with Napoleon the
First.

Hence four hundred millions of debt.

Hence window-tax and excise duty on
bricks.

Consequently Peter Garbet’s cottage is
built with one side against a damp hill to
save bricks, and has a window only eighteen
inches square. Hence dampness and insuf-
ficient ventilation, and hence poor Peter
Garbet and his two children lie ill in that
miserable hovel.

Mzlverton. I am sorry to say anything
against a series of statements and conclu-
sions which are so admirably set forth by
our learned friend ; but Louis the Eleventh
did not establish the post-office in the sense
which Ellesmere understands it. He esta-
blished a series of posts for the Government
and for the Court, but it was not adopted
by the community in general till Richelieu’s
time.

Ellesmere. The same thing. Richelieu
was but Louis the Eleventh in cardinal’s
petticoats.

Milverton. 1 am sorry to intrude with
unpleasant facts, but Richelieu was not the
prime agent in this matter. It was done by
the Duc d’Epernon, when Richelieu was for
a year or two in retirement.

Ellesmere.  What wretched pedantry all
thisis! It is clear that the cruel Louis the
Eleventh was the inventor of the system.
You admit that he applied it to his Court.
The Court in those days comprehended the
principal men in the kingdom. Well, then,
this system was enlarged in Richelieu’s time,
Do you think it was done without his ap-
probation, or continued without his consent ?

Practically speaking, it is a device of
tyranny. After you have passed the im-
mature age of twenty-three, does anybody
write to you but to annoy you about some-
thing ?

Mauleverer. 1 thihk Ellesmere is quite
right. All the clever inventions of man
only lead to increased misery.

Milverton. What do you say to the use
of chloroform ?

Ellesmere. They do not apply it to the
right people. Anybody who is about to
write a letter to a lawyer in vacation should
be chloroformed, and the trance should be
made to last for two years at least.

Here Sir John, who had an immense
number of letters to-day, got up and
walked away. The rest of us did the
same, and so the conversation ended.

‘We had only just begun our walk,
when we heard Sir John calling after
us. When he came within speaking
distance, he shouted out to us, *“ Mind,
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I don’t agree with Milverton about his
eminent men being born and nurtured
in times of peace. I am prepared to
maintain the exact contrary, only I
haven’t time just now. Old George, the
villain, came at the exact moment to
save Milverton, that peace-maniac, from
a sound intellectual drubbing. Good-
bye.” And so saying, he rushed up the
hill again, while we proceeded on our
walk towards the town ; Mr. Milverton
merely remarking, “ What a contentious
creature it is! But I never thought he
would let that pass.”

CHAPTER X.

NexT morning I awoke at seven
o'clock, and saw a tall figure very busy
at my drawers. “Who is that?” I
exclaimed.

“It’s me,” replied a voice which I
recognised as Sir John Ellesmere’s.

Ellesmere. I say “It's me” advisedly ;
and am prepared to maintain that it is good
grammar to say so.

What am I about ? Why, I am rectifying
my frontiers in the article of cricket-balls,
Little Tommy Jessom has got a whole holi-
day, and has honoured us by a visit. A
quarter to seven is not a strictly fashionable
hour for making a morning call upon a re-
spectable family ; but boys are privileged
beings. The minute but persevering Tommy
insists upon our having a game at cricket,
and I am going to give him an innings. I
saw you put away a well-greased ball in one
of these drawers the other day.

Hallo ! emerald studs ! and very pretty
ones, too. What young woman has been
foolish enough to see anything in your
Tengthy face, Sandy, and to give you these
studs? I see I must “execute the pro-
visions of a treaty ” in regard to these studs
—a treaty to be signed by the small Tommy
and me, which, being rightly interpreted,
will be found to provide that, under pain of
being thrashed himself, he shall come into
your room, carry off the studs, and present
them to the other high contracting party.
You shall then complain to me of Tommy ;
and between us we will execute the pro-
visions of unother treaty, and carry off
Master Tommy’s bat and stumps. We want
stumps sadly ; and should not be the worse
for a spare bat. Thus everything will be
arranged satisfactorily, according to the

latest and best construction put upon inter-
national law.

So saying, Sir John, having, to use
his own phrase, ¢ rectified his frontiers’
by seizing upon my pet cricket-ball,
strode out of the room to play with
Tommy Jessom.

An hour or two after breakfast we
all went to the summer-house to have
another reading of Realmah.

Ellesmere. Tommy, I have a serious word
to say to you. You are an incomplete, im-
perfect boy; in fact, a mere eidolon, or
spectrum, or larva, of a boy. The perfect
boy has always in his pockets a ball of
string, a lump of beeswax, thirty-seven
marbles, two alley-taws, and a knife with
six blades, a gimlet, a punch, a corkscrew,
and a little saw. I regret to say that you
were found to be deficient in all these articles
this morning. Proceed at once to Mother
Childman’s in the town, and buy them
forthwith. (Here Ellesmere gave the boy
some money.) Away! Avaunt! ‘Quous-
que tandem abutére, Catilina, patientia
nostrd ! ”  Vanish.

[Exit Little Tommy.

The boy would be bored to death by our
reading and our talk. By the way, he has
made me very unhappy this morning.

Milverton. Why he is the best of little
boys—a perfect boy, notwithstanding the
absence of beeswax and string.

Ellesmere. 1 am in a sort of a way his
godfather. Poor S——, my cousin, was his
godfather; and now that S—— is dead, L
consider that I take his place. Con-
sequently, I thought it my duty, in the in-
tervals of cricket, to talk to him a little
about his lessons. It is the same sad story
as it was in our time. Hexas and pens
for to-day : alcaics and Latin theme for
Monday ; in fact, a painful and laborious
gathering together of useless rubbish.

Johnson. What are hexas and pens, Sir
John? .

Ellesmere. You have not been brought
up, Sandy, in the groves of Academus, or
you would know that hexas and pens are
the short*for hexameters and pentameters.

Hereupon ensued a conversation of
the most animated description. I could
not have thought that any people would
have been so excited about the question
of boys making Latin verses. The most
uncomplimentary spceches passed be-
tween Mr, Cranmer and Sir John, Mr.
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Cranmer insinuating that Sir John
would have been a much more polished
individual if he had made more Latin
verses in his boyhoed, and Sir John
insinuating that Mr. Cranmer would not
have been quite so much given to
routine, and so narrow-minded, if he
had made fewer Latin verses.

Mr. Milverton—an unusual thmo
for him—rushed in to aid Sir J ohn
upon which Sir Arthur came down
upon Aim, not in his accustomed digni-
fied way, but with great warmth and
vehemence, declaring that, if these new
ideas were to prevail, all elegance and
scholarship in literature would pass
away. DMr. Mauleverer sneered a little
at both parties, but rather inclined to
Mr. Cranmer’s view of the question,
from his hatred of anything new. For
some time they all talked at once, and
I cannot give any account of it.

When the fray had a little subsided,
Sir Arthur and Sir John were left
in possession of the field. Sir John
demanded of Sir Arthur a distinet
enumeration of the advantages to be
gained in education from the making of
Latin and Greek verses. Sir Arthur
did not hesitate to accept the challenge,
and enumerated these advantages one
by one. Sir John pointed out the
fallacy in each case, dwelt upon the loss
of time, the loss of real knowledge, and
the cumbering the mind with what is
useless, occasioned by the present sys-
tem of classical education. I thought
he had much the best of the argument,
though Sir Arthur was very eloquent
and very adroit.

At length the conversation was broken
off, as they thought that Tommy Jessom
would soon be back upon us again;
and Mr. Milverton commenced reading
another portion of Realmah.

THE STORY OF REALMAH,
CHAP. XXI.
THE REVOLUTION.

GOVERNMENT is a most mysterious
thing. There are constitutions which
seem as if they would last for ever, being

well-constructed, reasonable things; but
they do not last ;—and there are others
full of anomalies, abounding in contra-
dictions, which persevere in living,
however unreasonably. Thus it was at
Abibah. The least-foreseeing of pro-
phets might have prophesied that in
a nation where the supreme power was
divided amongst four chiefs, the govern-
ment would be sure to be soon broken
up. This strange government, however,
had lasted for several generations.

A time was now approaching when
this government would be sorely tried.
The scarcity'of provisions mademen sour,
and ready to blame their chiefs with or
without reason. The immediate cause of
danger, however,arose from a most trivial
circumstance, There was a day of festival
in honour of Salera, the goddess of the
waters. At this festival it had been
customary for the inhabitants of the
town to appear in festal dresses totally
different from their ordinary costume ;
but both as to form and colour each
individual might follow his, or her, own
fancy. It happened, however, that on
one occasion, a few years previously, a
large family of children had been dressed
out with blue scarves, while those of
a neighbouring family had been dressed
with red scarves. There was great con-
test in the particular neighbourhood as
to which set of children had been most
becomingly adorned. Gradually the dis-
pute spread into other quarters of the
city, and eventually the population
were divided into those who wore blue
scarves at Salera’s festival, and those
who wore red. Feuds, similar to these
of the circus at Constantinople, which
shook the thrones of emperors, arose
about these colours ; and the red and
the blue factions hated one another
with a fell religious hatred.

The chief of the West had incau-
tiously proclaimed himself an ardent par-
tisan for the Blues, and had earned the
intense dislike of the Reds. Ithappened
that he had lately issued some regula-
tions about the distribution of food,
which, though very reasonable, had given
great offence to his quarter of the city.
The Red faction were crafty enough to
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drop all allusion to their hatred to him
as a strong partisan of the Blue faction,
and to dwell merely upon that which
was a subject of general offence to both
factions.

This chief of the West was one of
those unfortunate rulers who seem to
be born at the wrong time ; and whose
virtues, no less than their errors and
their vices, contribute to their mis-
fortunes. In this dispute between the
Red and Blue factions, though, as I have
said above, he was an ardent partisan of
the Blue faction, he had never favoured
them in the distribution of offices ; being
too just a man for that. He was therefore
neither valued as a friend, nor feared,
however much disliked, as an enemy.
He was very much the prey of the last
speaker, and so his policy was never
consistent ; being alternately strict and
lax, bold and timorous. A simple-
minded, good, honest man, having every
wish to govern rightly, he could scarcely
be said to govern at all. It seems as if
such men were sent into the world,
and placed in power just at a time of
crisis, in order that it might be rendered
absolutely certain that the crisis should
be developed into great disaster, or at
least great change.

Realmah knew the character of this
man well, and from that knowledge
foreboded calamity.

It was peculiarly unfortunate that the
poorer inhabitants of Abibah should
have congregated in the Western quar-
ter of the town. It was there that the
weavers dwelt, who were always inclined
to be a turbulent body ; and who were
-the first to suffer from any scarcity of
provisions, as men can dispense with
weaving, and go on with their old gar-
ments, when threatened by want of food.
From the Western quarter the disaffec-
tion spread ; and great political discus-
sions arose throughout the whole city as
to their present formof government. Any
person, or thing, much discussed, is sure
to be much vilified ; and this quadri-
lateral government, when once it had
to endure discussion, offered many points
for attack and depreciation. Moreover,
there were not wanting amongst the

Sheviri ambitious men anxious for a
more republican form of government,
and who looked forward to a position
of power and profit, if that mode of
government should be established. Their
scheme was to form a council of twelve,
by election, who should have supreme
power for five years, three members of
this council being allotted to each divi-
sion of the city.

Disaffection grew to a great height,
and a dissolution of the present con-
stitution was imminent.

It is not to be supposed that men
like Realmah, belonging to the ruling
families, were unobservant of this dan-
gerous state of public opinion. In fact
Realmah was perfectly certain that therc
would be a revolution, and he began to
prepare for it. The main thing that he
wasg afraid of was that, in some popular
tumult, a capture of himself, or of any
of the principal people on his side, would
be effected by his opponents. e was
deteimined to profit by the revolution,
but to have no hand whatever in making
it. He wished that whatever step he
might take, should appear to have been
forced upon him. The main terror of
his life, as we know, was lest the tribes
of the North, already possessing the
knowledge of iron, should come down
upon his nation, and enslave it before
he had completed his manufacture of
iron. He had long come to the conclu-
sion that a despotism would be prefer-
able to that. The preparations that he
made to prevent his being suddenly cap-
tured, were these. In his principal room
he secretly contrived that, near the
entrance, a part of the flooring should
descend into the water upon his cutting
a cord. This was for his enemies. For
his own escape, he made a trap-door at
the further end of the room. Beneath
this opening he had a boat suspended.
There was room between the lower
flooring of some of the better houses in
Abibah (and Realmah’s was one) aad
the water, to navigate a boat, pushing it
along from one pile to another. By
these means he would be able to reach
the water-stairs of the residence of his
uncle, the chief of the East.
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He knew from his spies the very day
upon which a general outbreak was in-
tended to be made. Early on that day
he took care that the whole of the guard
should be assembled in the guard-room
attached to the house of the chief of the
East. Realmah remained in his own
house, resolved to take no active part
until some step of violence had been
taken by the other side. On some pre-
text he contrived to remove Talora to
the house of his uncle, while he and the
Varnah remained at home waiting the
event.

The opposite side were well aware
of the sagacity of Realmah, and had
arranged that a party of their ad-
herents should attack him in his
house, and that two of their principal
partisans should pay him a visit of
courtesy an hour before the attack was
to be made, in order that they might be
sure of knowing where he was, and of
being able to secure him. Accordingly,
in the evening, these two noblemen,
Tapu and Paradee, paid their ceremonial
visit. The crafty Realmah contrived
to place them immediately over that
part of the floor which he could make
descend into the water. The guests
talked upon indifferent subjects, and
then afterwards ventured to discuss
the dangerous state of political affairs.
Realmah went on discoursing platitudes
and keeping up the conversation in an
easy manner. Soon the noise of a great
tumult was heard., The revolution had
broken out before the appointed time.
Indeed, revolutions are seldom con-
ducted with the mneedful punctuality.
Some of the rioters had made at once
for Realmah’s house, had broken through
the outer doors, and now rushed into
the apartment. The two guests then
changed their tone, and demanded that
Realmah should surrender to them.,
Having gained what he wanted, namely,
this overf act of rebellion, he let the
flooring drop beneath them ; and, in
the confusion that ensued, he and the
Varnah escaped in the manner he had
planned to the house of his uncle, the
chief of the East.

Realmah then hastened to put into

operation the plan that he had long
determined upon. There were certain
officers in the state whose functions
cannot be better described than by
saying that they were like those of
Spanish alguazils. Realmah’s scheme
was to arrest the principal conspirators
by means of these alguazils (whose
fidelity he had taken great pains to
secure), giving to each one of them a
guard of ten men. Those attendants he
had furnished from the tribe of the
fishermen and of the ironworkers, who
were devoted to him.

The conduct of Realmah at this crisis
was widely different from that of Athlah ;
and a philosophic student of history, a
kind of person not known in Abibah,
might have added to his store one more
notable instance of the way in which
revolutions are made, and of the kind of
characters which guide them.

Athlah, as we know, was not merely
a stalwart man of war, but also a very
considerable person in council and
debate. At any rate, he had always
something to say, and people were
always willing to hear what he said.

Those chiefs who were loyal to the
present system of government, when
the tumult had begun, rushed to the
house of the chief of the East. An
irregular sort of council was held. Real-
mah briefly explained his long matured
plan.  Athlah raised all manner of
objections — not that he wished to
object, for he wals sincerely anxious
to find a remedy for the present state
of things. DBut when the time for
swift action came, this bold hardy man,
an excellent lieutenant in war, could
not see his way to a course of action ;
and his mind was filled with doubts,
scruples, and difficulties. ¢ They had no
authority,” he said, “to interfere with the
other quarters of the town. The West
was to govern the West, just as the East
governed the Fast, without interference.
The proceedings suggested by Real-
mah would be a perfect breach of the
constitution. He, for one, could not
take such responsibility upon himself.”
He did not use such a fine word as
responsibility. The equivalent for it in
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their language was “tying a knot,” and
Athlah said he could not tie such a knot.

The truth is that Realmah could tie
a knot, a feat which the daring Athlah
could not accomplish.

Realmah replied, ¢The counsel that
T gave, will not be the counsel that I
should give when that water has ceased
to pour.! It must be taken at once, or
rejected for ever. Great Lords, Dividers
of Bread, I see that you agree with me ;
and I hasten to execute your com-
mands.” Sosaying, Realmah quitted the
room. The great Lords, Dividers of
Bread, were secretly glad that anybody
would take upon himself the burden of
tying a knot, and save them the agony
of deciding what should be done at this
dangerous crisis. There were not want-
ing some of the baser sort who said to
themselves that they could hereafter
declare that they had not assented to
Realmah’s counsel, and so they should
be safe, whatever might happen.

Perhaps Realmaly’s well-devised plans
might altogether have failed but for
a piece of singular good fortune. A
violent storm of wind and rain came

! They measured time by the falling of
water from a vessel with a small hole in it,
resembling the klepsydra.

on that evening. Revolutions require,
before all things, fine weather. The
populace gradually dispersed. In that
part of the town which was subject to
the chief  of the Ilast, the alguazils
and their body-guards succeeded in
capturing, by domiciliary visits, the
chief conspirators, of whom Realmah
had long ago made a careful list.

The other quarters of the town were
not so well managed. The chief of the
West was slain at the first outhbreak ;
and the chiefs of the North and the
South had, in a most dastardly manner,
fled. The moment that the capture had
been made of the principal conspirators
in the eastern quarter, Realmah felt him-
self strong enough to pursue the same
system in the north and in the south.
Before day-break, three-quarters of the
city owned the rule of the chief of the
East, that is, practically speaking, of his
wise and energetic nephew, Realmah.
A sharp encounter took place between
the insurgents in the western quarter
and the troops who remained faithful in
the other three quarters of the town, in
which contest the insurgents were com-
pletely worsted.

To be continued.
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THE TEACHING OF ENGLISH.

BY E. A.

Tug following remarks, concerning the
teaching of English, can lay no claim
whatever to attention except so far as
they are the results of experience. It
will, therefore, be best to entrust the care
of theories to the more able hands of
Professor Seeley, whose suggestions origi-
nated the practice described below ; and,
plunging at once into work, to imagine
our class before us, the books open (say
a play of Shakespeare, Richard II. for
example), the boys expectant, and the
master ready. It is quite certain, how-
cver, that the latter fiction—I mean the
readiness of the master—will depend to
some extent upon the distinctness of
his conception of his object. Let us,
therefore, apologize for keeping the class
and our visitors a few moments waiting
while, without theorizing whether the
study of English be desirable, or neces-
sary, or worthless, we ask ourselves what
object we wish to attain by this study.

I answer, not the knowledge of words,
or of the laws of words (except in a
secondary degree), but, in the first place,
the knowledge of thoughts and the power
of thinking, and, in the second place, the
attainment of the idea of ““a book,” as a
work of art.

If English is to be regarded merely as
an instrument for training boys as the
classical languages train them, from that
point of view English does very imper-
fectly what Latin and Greek do far
more perfectly ; and, should I ever he
converted to that belief, I would at once
give up English studies altogether.

There has been a great deal of exag-
geration on this subject. The merit of
the classical languages, as a method of
training, when tolerably well taught, is
precisely that which Mr. Lowe, in his
remarkable speech at Liverpool, refused
to recognise in them. They force boys
to “weigh probabilities.”” Out of the
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ten or twenty meanings of the Latin
word ‘“ago” found in a dictionary, a
boy must select the right meaning by
“‘weighing probabilities” and pondering
the context. Inflections give additional
scope for the hunting and digging facul-
ties. A boy has to disentomb nomina-
tives, hunt after accusatives, eliminate
all manner of other possible construc-
tions of a dative until he is forced to
the ¢ dativus commodi,” and the like.
Surely no one will maintain that in
these respects the training afforded to
English boys by their own uninflected
language is equal to the training afforded
by Latin or Greek.

Hence the study of English as a study
of words will be, comparatively speaking
at all events, a failure, and likely also
to superinduce a petty word-eriticizing
spirit of reading which is to be avoided.
For these reasons, both etymology and
grammar ought, in the study of Eng-
lish, to be kept in strict subordination
to the study of thought. The great.
question ought always to be, “ What
does the author mean?” and the con-
tinual requirement from the pupils ought
to be, “Put the meaning exactly into
your own words.” Of course, directly
the question is asked, “ What does the
author mean ?” grammar and etymology
will at once step in under their proper
ancillary character, doubly valuable be-
cause used as servants. They will not
merely afford their usual mental train-
ing, they will also disabuse boys of the
notion that grammar and etymology
are infernal machines destined for their
torture.

Wherever grammar and etymology
illustrate the laws of thought, there they
have their place in Xnglish studies;
but where they do not illustrate, or
cannot be made to appear to boys to
illustrate thought (as for instance where

D
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etymology simply illustrates the laws of
euphony), they ought to be carefully
kept out of sight. Thus, if we take
Richard IL act i sc. 2,—

“ Thou art a traitor and a miscreant,”

I should think the derivation of *mis-
creant ” far more important than that of
¢ traitor,” and the process of thought
traceable in the former (or even in the
latter) word far more important than the
law which drops the d in both words.
In the same passage, a few lines above,

“ Each day still better other’s happiness,”

if you were to ask young boys what is
the meaning of the verse, and then,
when some careless boys would show
(as I think some would show, and know
that some have shown) that they had
misunderstood it, were to ask them fo
parse “ better,” I think even the ave-
rage boy, instead of feeling aggrieved by
the question, would have a new light
' shed upon parsing and grammar, on
tinding their aid useful for the under-
standing even of his native language.

But now I come to the great objec-
tion, which is, as I think, felt by many
old experienced schoolmasters. * There
is no work,” they say, “no digging, in
all this; the boys eannot get it up;
there's nothing to get up—mno lexicon
to be turned over, no grammar to be
thumbed ; the masters must lecture the
boys ; the boys are merely the recipients,
and, at best, repeaters of what they have
received.”

I don’t think this is so. It is true
there will be comparatively little turn-
ing over dictionaries and very little use
of grammars in preparing an English
lesson. But is it not a most valuable
result that boys should be taught that
the mere looking-out of words does not
constitute mental work? Is it not work
for boys that they should be forced to
think, that they should be obliged to
turn over, not lexicons, but thoughts,
and perpetually be compelled to ask
themselves, “ Do I understand this ?”

But it may be said, “You cannot get
boys to do this.” On the contrary,
—and this is almost the only point on

which I speak with perfect confidence,
—1TI am sure you can. Boys may not do
it at first ; but as soon as they perceive
the kind of questions which they must
be prepared to answer, they will work
most thoroughly and satisfactorily in
preparation. The great business of the
master will be to prevent them from
working too hard, and from accumu-
lating a number of pieces of philological
and grammatical information which, as
not tending to illustrate the meaning of
the author, must be stigmatized as cram.
The derivations alone of the words in a
single scene of a play of Shakespeare
would take several hours of a boy’s
time. Therefore the master will not
merely, with great self-denial, suppress
his rising inclination to pour out his
own superfluous knowledge, and to con-
vert words into pegs whereon to hang
his dissertations, he will also encourage
his pupils to keep to the point, and
nothing but the point, directing their
labours (and this will be absolutely
indispensable at first) by giving them
at the conclusion of every lesson some
indications of the difficulties which they
must be prepared to solve in the next
lesson. In a word, there must be this
understanding between master and
pupils : that the former, though he may
ask more, is to be contented if the
latter shows that he understands exactly
what his author means, and has formed
an opinion about the truth or falsehood
of it. Other questions may be asked,
but warning should be given of them
beforehand.

And now let us return to our pupils
whom we left patiently perusing their
Richard II. Last week they received
notice of the questions that would be
asked, with the exception of those that
arise naturally from the passage, most of
which they are expected to anticipate
without warning. I turn to the bottom
boy.
¢ The which he hath detain’d for lewd employ-

ments.”

““What was the original meaning of the
word ‘lewd’?” He answers, or ought
to answer (for notice has been given of
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this question), as his dictionary tells
him, “connected with the laity.” ‘“What
process of thomght is traceable in the
change of meaning which the word has
undergone ?” He cannot answer : the
question passes to the top, and you are
told that “it was thought that the laity
were not so good as the clergy, and so
the name came to be considered a
reproach.” Perhaps you extract from
another boy that “ by degrees the word
came to express that particular kind of
badness which seemed most unclerical.”

That is of the nature of a luxury.
‘We pass to a more solid question.

“ We thank you both : yet one but flatters us
As well appeareth by the cause you come.”

“ Explain the construction in the second
line. Put the argument into the form
of a syllogism, showing the suppressed
major. Is it correct or incorrect?”
This question brings a clear-headed boy
to the top, or near it, and we pass on.

“ That he did plot the Duke of Gloster’s death
Suggest his soon-believing adversaries,
And consequently like a traitor coward
Sluic’d out his innocent blood.”

¢ Illustrate, by the derivations of the
words, the Shakespearian use of ¢sug-
gest’ and ¢ consequently.’ ”

¢ That which in mean men we entitle patience
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts.”

“Give reasons for justifying or con-
demning this maxim. What are the two
faulty extremes between which lies the
virtue patience? What is the mean
between cowardice and the other faulty
extreme 17 ‘

“Yet can I not of such tame patience boast.”

“What is the difference between ¢ pati-
ence’ and ¢tameness,’ ¢tameness’ and
¢ cowardice’ 17

Then come two questions of which
notice has been given. ¢ What marked
difference is there between Richard’s
language before and after his return
from Ireland? Explain it. What is
there in common between Hamlet and
Richard 1" After obtaining satisfactory
answers evincing thought and study, and
coming not far short of the mark, you

can, if the class seems worthy of the
information, guide them, by a series of
searching questions carefully arranged,
to a more complete answer than they
have been able, unassisted, to give.

Then, passing to the subject of
rhythm—

“As near as I could sift him in that argu-
ment.”

“Is there any rule with reference to
the number of syllables in a Shake-
spearian line ? How would you scan
this verse 2—

“‘Setting aside his blood’s high royalty,
And let him be no kinsman to my lege,
I do defy him, and I spit at him.
Call him a slanderous villain and a coward,
‘Which to maintain I would allow him odds
And meet him, were I tied to run afoot,’” &c.

“ Analyse this sentence, pointing out the
main proposition or propositions, pars-
ing ‘setting’ and ‘let,” and expressing
the whole sentence in a number of
affirmative and conditional sentences.”
 Ere my tongue
Shall wound mine honour with such feeble
wrong

Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear
The slavish motive of recanting fear,” &c.

¢ Expand the metaphor contained in the
two first lines into its simile. Is it
in good taste? Give reasons for your

answer. Explain the meaning of ¢ fee-
ble wrong’ Give the derivations and
meaning of ‘parle’ What is the

metaphor in ¢ sound so base a parle ?’
What is the derivation of ‘motive,’
and how does the derivation explain the
Shakespearian and the present use of
the word ?”

I have foreborne, for space’ sake, to
show how the answers to such ques-
tions, even when mnot entirely satis-
factory, would give evidence of prepa-
ration, above all of mental not merely
manual book-thumbing preparation, and
would afford to the teacher a test of
the diligence of his pupils as well as
a means of developing their intell:-
gence. Many may think these ques~
tions absurdly easy. I should be glad
if they were found so; but my expe-
rience indicates that boys ranging in

‘ D 2
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age from thirteen to sixteen will not
find such questions too easy, and that
for younger boys much easier questions
would be necessary.

It may be well here to add that
though a knowledge of Latin bas been
presupposed above in our imaginary
class, and must always be most useful
in an English lesson, yet it is not neces-
sary. It is no more, or but little more,
useful for such a purpose than a know-
ledge of German. It is certainly possi-
ble so to teach English even without
the aid of Latin or German as not to
leave one’s pupils at the conclusion of
the lesson under the impression that
they have been studying “a collection
of unmeaning symbols.” The boys may
be told the meanings of the roots “fer,”
““geribe,” “sent,” and hence led on to
infer, from the knowledge of these roots
and of a few prefixes, the meanings of
the compound words “refer,” ¢ suffer,”
¢ infer,” “consent,” “dissent,” “assent,”
“ resent,” “ subscribe,” “ inscribe,” “de-
seribe ;7 and there is no more difficulty
in learning Lnglish thus than there is
in learning Latin thus. There is less
difficulty, for side by side with this
method another can be employed. Doys
who know nothing but the vernacular
can be trained to explain many words,
such as “contract,” by themselves sug-
gesting different uses of the word : “I
contract my expenditure,” “I contract
for the building of a bridge,” “I con-
tract a debt.” Then from these mean-
ings they can eliminate what is acci-
dental in each, and leave behind that
which is common to all, the essence of
the word. The former is the deductive,
synthetic, and shorter, the latter is the
inductive, analytic, and more natural
method. A teacher may justify his pre-
ference, but not his neglect, of either.

For young boys (between eleven and
fourteen suppose) it is scarcely possible
to frame too easy questions. One point
never to be lost sight of is to make all
the questions illustrate the sense ; and
one danger never to be forgotten is the
danger of insisting on too much. ILet
your young pupils read the whole of
their play for the sake of the story ;

expect them, if you like, to be able to
tell you what they think of King
Richard and of Bolingbroke, but do
not let them prepare—do mnot let them
imagine they can preparc—more than
fifty or sixty lines critically in the course
of a school-term, so as to understand
and explain the text thoroughly. For
such a class questions on the meanings
of words will constitute a large part of
our English lesson, and will reveal deep
abysses of ignorance.

¢¢ First heaven be the record to my speech !
In the devotion of a subject’s love,
Tegdering the precious safety of my prince,”
c ,

Let us suppose you have already asked
the pupils to parse ¢be,”—not, I fear,
an unnecessary question. ¢ What is
the meaning of the word ¢ precious’%”
“Nice,” “Dear.” “Good.” *Kind.”
You might annihilate the last answer
by eliciting from the class that a jewel
is called “a precious stone;” but as
the word is somewhat disused, except
in that kind of maternal colloquy which
probably originated some of the above-
mentioned answers, I think you would
be forced by the want of materials for
analysis to fall back on “price,” and
teach synthetically. DBut it is different
when you come to ask, “What do you
mean by ‘record’?” Your answers will
come fast and thick, and, amid a heap
of nonsense, you will pick out “monu-
ment,” “book,” ‘history.” Then, by
suggesting the office of the “recorder,”
and asking the class whether they have
ever seen the “ Record Office,” you will
at last extract from some one that “as
a man takes down the notes or record
of a speech that it may be afterwards
remembered, so the Power who rules
in heaven is asked to register the
words of Bolingbroke that they may
never be forgotten.” Then if you like
(but it is a luxury, or at all events,
not a necessary) you can, should your
class be learning Latin, point out to
them how much trouble they would
have saved themselves if they had re-
membered that “recordor” means, “I
call to mind,” and hence “record” sig-
nifies that by which one causes oneself
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or others to recollect. The same use
first of analysis, then of synthesis, first
of induction, then of deduction, may be
made in eliciting the meaning of ¢ de-
votion.”

Beside being subjected to such ex-
aminations, the pupils ought also to
read passages in class, having their
faults peinted out to them, and re-
ceiving marks for correctness, clearness,
and taste. Recitations, essay-writing,
and paraphrases are also most useful.

I cannot quit this part of my subject
without expressing my very strong belief
that a knowledge of the processes of
induction and deduction, and of the
relation between a metaphor and simile,
and the manner in which the latter is
expanded into the former, ought to be
communicated to boys earlier than is
now customary. We want to teach
boys to think. Now thought has me-
taphors for its materials, logic for its
tools. And therefore to set boys on
the study of thought without a know-
ledge of logic or of metaphor is to set
them building a castle of shifting sand,
—soon built, soon unbuilt. It is pos-
sible to teach (1) the processes by which
we arrive at the knowledge, or what we
call the knowledge, of general and par-
ticular propositions ; (2) the stages of
such processes in which we are most
liable to be deceived ; (3) a few of the
commonest fallacies corresponding to
those different stages, without making
boys ‘“ smatterers;” and if a teacher
knows what he wants to teach, and
confines himself to it, it may be taught
in an hour and a half, and tested every
day throughout the term. As regards
metaplors, boys should be made not
merely to get up the definition of “meta-
phor” and “simile,” which is of little or
no use by itself, but, as soon as they have
attained the idea of proportion, to ex-
pand each metaphor into its simile by
supplying the one or two missing terms
of the proportion. Thus, “the ship
ploughs the sea.” ¢ How many terms
are here given?’ ¢ Three.” ¢ How
many do you want for the simile ?”
“TFour.” < Supply the missing term,
and give the whole proportion.” ¢ As

the plough is to the land, so is the ship
to the sea.” And in ‘the mountain
frowns,” the two missing terms could
of course be supplied in the same way.
This might be taught thoroughly to
upwards of sixty boys, between the ages
of eleven and fourteen, in less than half
an hour; and it would be difficult to
overvalue such a stimulant and test of
intelligence.

After receiving this preliminary in-
formation, a boy would need nothing
more in order to prepare for his English
lesson but a dictionary and a handbook.
I daresay it is possible to find many
faults in all existing dictionaries and
handbooks, particularly in dictionaries ;
but still, with such treatises as Dr. An-
gus’s “ Handbook” and Chambers’s
“ Etymological Dictionary,” a teacher
can work away pretty well. And when
I hear the ery for English teaching met
with the ery for English text-books, I
am tempted to think of the old proverb
about the workman who found faulf
with his tools.

This brings us to the question of
text-books, by which I mean authors
edited with notes. I frankly avow that,
unless they give very little and very
carefully-selected information, they seem
to me worse than useless. Of course I
admit that for Early English or even for
Elizabethan writers text-books are de-
sirable. DBut it is evident to me that,
if an English book is edited with an-
swers to all questions that can fairly
be asked, all obscurities explained, all
necessity for thought removed, then,
though such books may exactly suit
crammers for Civil Service examina-
tions, they are useless for us; there is
an end of the training which we desire.
The notes ought only to illustrate his-
torical questions, explain archaic words
or idioms, give parallel passages, and
now and then hints to direct the
reader to the meaning of a very difficult
passage. They ought not to explain
fully any obscurities, nor paraphrase
any sentences, nor completely elucidate
any thoughts.

I do not believe in “extracts” or
“specimens,” except where Early English
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is being studied more for the words
than the thoughts. In different schools
the matter may present itself under
different aspects ; but at many middle-
class schools there must always be a
great number of boys who may get no
idea of literature or of the meaning of
“a book” at home, and it therefore
seems necessary that they should have
the opportunity of acquiring that idea
at school. Even in the lowest classes
I should prefer to use a book that
should contain tales or poems complete
in themselves, however short.

For the same reason, I should not
trouble myself much about the * His-
tory of English Literature,” atall events
till the pupils had reached the highest
classes in the school, when such a study
would imply something more than mere
cram. I cannot help thinking that, in
the middle and at the bottom of most
schools, the study of a “history of
literature ” would be little more than
ornamental cram. Besides, there is the
question of time. If it could be com-
bined with the study of authors, well;
but where could you find the time?

I would have each of the lower
classes working at two subjects, one a
longer book for home reading, the other
a short poem, for school-work. The
home book should be studied for the
book as a whole; boys should not be
troubled with detail, but merely be ex-
amined occasionally in the plot, charac-
ters, &c. in such a way as to bring out
for them the drift of the book and
purpose of the author. The shorter
poem should be thoroughly studied with
all minutest details. The home-work
should teach boys what is literature,
the school-work what is thought. A
beginning might be made with ‘“Robin-
son Crusoe” and Byron's *Senna-
cherib,” or some other short, intelligible,
and powerful poem; then ¢ Ivanhoe”
and the “Armada;” then Plutarch’s
“(Coriolanus” and the‘‘Horatius Cocles,”
Plutarch’s “ Julius Ceesar” and Gray’s
“Ruin seize thee;” Plutarch’s “ Agis
and Cleomenes” and the ‘Battle of
Ivry;” then “Marmion;” then the ““Al-
legro” and ¢ Penseroso,” or ¢ Comus ;”

then (in the class in which those boys
leave who are intended for commercial
pursuits) Pope’s “Iliad ;” then part of
the ¢Paradise Lost;” then part of the
¢Fairy Queen;” then Chaucer’s“ Knight’s
Tale” or Dante’s ¢ Inferno ” (in English),
or the “In Memoriam,” or some of the
poems of Dryden, Pope, or Johnson. It
would be well, if time could be found
for it, to include in the subjects of the
highest class some specimens of Karly
English. For though the study of
Early English approximates to the clas-
sical studies, yet it cannot be denied
that the philological knowledge obtained
from the study of Early English pro-
nouns, and of the employment of the
subjunctive, and an acquaintance with
the obstacles, impediments, and barren-
ness which made Early English what
it was, contribute in no slight degree
to the exact understanding of the ex-
pressions of Elizabethan and of Modern
English.

A play of Shakespeare might be read
during another term throughout almost
every class in the school. Shakespeare
and Plutarch’s “Lives” are very devul-
garizing books, and I should like every
boy who leaves a middle-class school for
business at the age of fifteen, suppose,
or sixteen, to have read three or four
plays of Shakespeare, three or four noble
poems, and three or four nobly-written
lives of noble Greeks and Romans. I
should therefore like to see Plutarch’s
“Lives” in the hands of every English
schoolboy ; or, if it were necessary to
make a selection, those biographies which
best illustrate one’s ¢ duty toward one’s
country.”

Now let me answer one objection.
It may be said, “The object you have
described is desirable, but can be at-
tained by the study of Latin and Greek,
and does not necessitate the study of
English. There are metaphors and syllo-
gisms, thoughts as well as words, in the
classical languages, and not in ¥nglish
merely. Why cannot all this be done
in Latin and Greek ?”

T answer, “Is it done?” Can any
classical master deny that often, when
he has wished to elucidate the thought
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of his author, some enveloping difficulty
of ov or un has extinguished the thought
in a mist of words? Of course you
meant to point out to your pupils that,
from one point of view, the Ilissusis as
important as, or more important than,
the Mississippi; that, whether it be
Brasidas with five hundred men, or
Napoleon with five hundred thousand,
it matters nothing as regards the prin-
ciples on which cities and battles
are won or lost: you intended, no
doubt, to make your pupils feel the
exquisite Sophoclean irony which sets
poor strutting (Edipus spinning like a
cockchafer for the amusement of gods
and men ; but did you? I am afraid
that you have almost persuaded yourself
that you did ; but a regard for truth must
induce you toconfess, onsecond thoughts,
that Brasidas was smothered in his case,
and the Sophoclean irony extinguished
by a tribrach in the fifth foot. Or, if
you thought of it, you found it was
getting late, and you could not do your
forty lines, or your page and a half, un-
less you “kept to the point.”

Classical scholars are like Alpine
travellers, who ascend a mountain on
the pretext of a glorious prospect, or
scientific observations; but ninety-nine
out of a hundred elimbers find that when
they have reached the top they are
too tired to see anything, and that it is
so late that there is nothing to see;
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and then, coming down again by the most
difficult way they can select, they se-
cretly confide to their most intimate
friends their private conviction that the
exercise is the great thing after all.

No doubt Latin and Greek might be
taught much better than they often are.
I do not envy the teacher who can
teach them, without obliging his pupils
to “weigh probabilities ;”” but, for the
study of thought, English is evidently
more ready to our hand, because in
other languages that study cannot com-
mence till they have been translated
into English.

I do not think that English can ever
supersede or do the work of Latin and
Greek, even for boys who leave school
at the early age of fifteen. DBut, on the
other hand, I venture to suggest that
Latin and Greek may be unable to do
the work of English. I am convinced
that the study of English may be un-
_dertaken so as to interest, stimulate,
and develop the student; that it is per-
fectly compatible with the discipline
and competition of very large classes ;
that its success, as also the success of
other studies, depends, to some extent,
upon the way in which it is taught,
but that, even when taught tentatively
by those who will be very glad to
receive hints how to teach it better,
it may produce results not altogether
unsatisfactory.
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A CITY AT PLAY.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘JOIN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”

«“Les Anglais n'aiment pas §amuser,
west-ce pas, madame 27

This remark (which at once removed
the pleasing delusion as to my own
French, which her amiable politeness
had caused) was made to me by a
respectable, middle-aged Parisienne, of
the bourgeois class, perhaps a little below
it—ifor she wore no bonnet, but one of
those snowy white caps, which no Eng-
Iish laundress could hope to rival. She
and I stood together, clinging to the
railings of the high walk which bounds
the Jardin des Tuileries, and looking
down the Rue de Rivoli towards the
Place de la Concorde, across which the
procession of le Deeuf Gras was to
pass. For this was the second of the
three days of Carnival; and though it
was still grand matin—not much past
nine A.M.—and the sharp east wind
shook angrily the black trees behind us,
and there was not a ray of sunshine
even in sunshiny Paris,—nevertheless
all the Parisian world and his wife, and
especially all their children, were
abroad—* pour samuser.”

Of course, business still went on down
the Rue de Rivoli, at least in the centre
of it. There were the usual heavy
country carts drawn by white Norman
horses, queerly caparisoned, driven by
blue-bloused peasants, who looked as if
they had never been in Paris -before ;
the lumbering omnibuses, also with
white horses (I think nine-tenths of the
French horses are either white or
grey) ; the incessant remises and fiacres,
and the occasional carriages. But down
each side of the street flowed a con-
tinual stream of pcople, apparently idle
people. At every convenient corner they
gathered into groups, and all along the
Tuileries railings they hung in a row,
like pins stuck on a pin paper, wedged
as close as they could be.

T had tried to be polite to my right-
hand neighbour, but she was grumpy
—the only grumpy Frenchwoman I
ever met, Perhaps she thought herself
in too low company, for she was a shade
higherin rank than my left-hand friend :
she wore a bonnet, and a velvet one, too.
My meek attempts at conversation she
altogether snubbed, and when I dared
to borrow a handbill she carried—a
Promenade dw DBeuf Gras, with a
description (my own had none}—and
began copying it in pencil on my knee,
she eyed me with exceeding distrust, as
if I were plotting something against the
State. 'With her imposing size — she
was decidedly fat—she contrived to
render my footing so insecure that I
certainly should have slipped down
from the vailings, had it not been for
my good-natured friend on the other
side, the bourgeoise aforesaid.

Consequently, the good woman and I
entered into sociable conversation about
the DBouf Gras, the coming procession,
and the Carnival in general, which, I
had heard, was expected to be parti-
cularly good this year.

My neighbour shook her head: “Ab,
if madame had seen it, as I remember
it, twenty years ago!” And she kept
repeating the words—* ¢ y a vingt ans”
—with a lingering emphasis; then
burst into a voluble description of what
the Paris Carnival was then, in the
midst suddenly making the remark with
which I have began this paper.

I quite agreed with her in her
opinion concerning our nation, but said,
laughing, that some hereditary French
blood made me an exception to the rule,
and though I was an Englishwoman,
I very much liked to——but how
shall T translate that quite untranslat-
able verb, s'amuser ? 1t does not mean
“to be amused,” that is, by other
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people—the dreariest sort of amusement
I know; still less does it imply *“to
amuse oneself,” in a solitary, selfish
spirit. I take it to express most nearly
the occupation of children at play, not
bent upon any special entertainment,
but simply catching the humour of the
moment ; snatching the present as it
flies, and looking neither behind nor
before. A condition of mind not only
harmless, but often excellently wise,
and which my Parisienne was quite
right in supposing was with us English
only too rare.

Yes, as a nation we certainly do not
care to amuse ourselves.  Nothing
would ever make any of our cities or
towns wear the aspect of that ¢ city at
play,” such as I saw it during the three
days of Carnival. And, descending from
the aggregate to the individual in that
gay crowd, nothing certainly could have
been further from the mind of any
middle-aged British matron than to {urn
out from her home and her family, at
nine o’clock on a bleak February morn-
ing, and spend an hour or so quite alone,
perched like a bird upon a railing, wait-
ing for the passing by of a rather childish
show ; and doing this, as my Parisienne
did, simply “ pour samuser.”

Yet I neither blame nor praise her :
I merely give the fact. It is only on
returning to this excellent, rich, hard-
working, but just a little too solemn
England, that the drop or two of French
blood in me—the reference to which
my - Parisienne received with congratu-
latory approval—makes me linger with a
certain pleasure over a few pictures left
by this carnival city—wishing secretly,
perhaps, that there was with us at home
a little less work, a little more play—
actual play.

It was on Sunday, of course, that the
fun began—a true February day, bright
and bleak ; the sunshine clear, as Paris
sunshine always is ; the cold biting, in-
tense, as Paris cold well knows how to
be, so that crossing the great square of
the Louvre made one feel as if one were
being kissed and killed in a breath,
Now, there are elements in a Paris
Sunday which will always make it
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repellent—I will not say repulsive—to
the British mind. The streets looking
just as upon a week-day; work going on
as usual, without a sign of the day of
rest ; the shops universally open, save
the very few who boldly mark on their
closed shutters, ¢ Fermée le Dimanche.”
No ; we cannot—TI fervently trust we
never shall —reconcile ourselves to this
total ignoring of Sabbath repose, which,
based merely upon human grounds,
seems such a vital necessity.

But if the shops are open, so are the
churches. Soon after eight a.m. I went
in and joined a throng of worshippers,
chiefly working people, men and women,
who in England would probably have
been sleeping off the Saturday night’s
over-eating or over-drinking in their
beds. And, without being in the least
inclined to Roman Catholicism, or to
that hybrid form of it, Ritualism, I
say decidedly—I wish every one of our
churches was open every day and all
day long. Undoubtedly, before it began
to play, the city said its prayers, and
very earnest prayers too. Then, about
noon, it turned out in all its best clothes
—and the best clothes of a young or
even old Parisienne are very different
from those of a Cockney—inundating
the streets with pretty, suitable, tasteful
toilettes. There were very few bonnets,
or the apologies for bonnets that women
wear now, the lower classes imitating
the higher, ad nauseam, but in their
stead the universal capuchon, of violet,
scarlet, black, and white, the most be-
coming hcad-dress any woman could
wear. And the gowns were all decently
short—no street-sweeping ; while as to
the petticoats, their variety was a sight
to behold !

I cannot say the women were pretty
—not even in holiday clothes—but they
all looked bright and gay as holiday-
makers should. They came out in twos
and threes, pairs of sweethearts, or knots
of female companions. There were
many domestic groups—the father,
mother, and one child: a quiet triad—
for children in Paris are not over-nu-
merous, and grave as little old men and
women. One misses the constant gush
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of childlife which over-floods our
London in park, street, alley, and
square. Instead, comes another item of
street-population, wholly unknown to
us, those odd-looking Zouaves, with
their queer, sharp, brown faces and dark
wistful eyes, almost like children’s eyes,
whom one meets every dozen yards or
80, wandering vaguely about like strange
creatures newly caught, and not quite
naturalized yet.

Such were a few of the elements of
this holiday crowd, which began to cir-
culate about, hither and thither, after
le Beeuf Gras, this foule immense (as it
is called with a naiveté very foreign to
our mural inscriptions, on the base of
Cleopatra’s Needle, at the Place de la
Concorde), which is said to give its
rulers so much trouble, becanse it will
insist upon being amused. As a curious
confirmation of this, and of the vital
difference betwen the two races, English
and French, I was informed by one who
had had many years’ opportunity of
testing the fact, that the Paris Préfet’s
daily list of criminal accusations was
always shorter after a féte-day than at
any other time. Iam afraid our police-
sheet of any given 26th of December,
or Easter Tuesday, would not show the
same.

Yet a London crowd is a fine sight.
The ‘many-headed monster thing” is
rather a noble beast than not. Cou-
rageous, self-reliant, well-behaved —ge-
nerous too, with a rough sense of justice,
and an admiration for ¢ pluck "—a
staunch stickler for its own rights, yet
not encroaching on those of its neigh-
bour; and having, in the main, that
quick sympathy with the good, and
contempt for the bad, which is found
invariably in large masses of men, as
if to prove, in spite of the doctrine of
original sin, that the deepest stratum of
human nature is mnot bad, but good.
But on its “general holidays” the bright-
est of them, say a royal marriage or
funeral—for both come alike to the too-
rare holiday-makers—theBritish publicis
a somewhat sullen animal,which takes its
pleasures with asolemn rapacity, know-
ing they are but few, and is rather hard
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to deal with, tenacious of affront, ob-
noxious to harsh rule, prone to grumble
loudly at its voluntary hardships. De-
sides, a large proportion of it is not ““on
pleasure bent” at all, but pursuing its
vocation, whether of pocket-picking, seat-
letting, or orange ‘and cake-selling, with
a business-like pertinacity, never turned
aside by such a small thing as amuse-
ment.

Now, this Paris foule seems wholly
bent on amusing itself. ¢ Zowjours
goi” is its motto, written plainly on its
face ; and to this end everybody is on
the best possible terms with everybody.
No jostling, no scrambling. Its “looped
and windowed raggedness” is as civil
and even courteous as velvet and lace.
¢ Monsieur” and ¢ Madame” are heard
on every side, and the vast multitude
is on such excellent terms with itself
and everybody else, that it goes swaying
on as easily as a mass of sea-waves.

All this with us is utterly unknown.
In London I should no more have ven-
tured to go about all day as I did in
Paris, than I would have penetrated
into the monkeys’ cage at the Zoological
Gardens. Quite safe, no doubt, but
exceedingly uncomfortable. Now, here,
it was more than comfortable—agree-~
able. The studies of lite were endless :
whether we let ourselves be floated
through the Palais Royal or Rue de
Rivoli, or mingled in the thinner crowd
which filled like an ever-moving kalei-
doscope the Tuileries Gardens, feeding
the swans, or looking—no, I fear very
few looked—at the sunset. Yet what
a sunset it was !—radiant with all the
colours of spring ; and how it gleamed
on the white statues and lit up in won-
derful clearness the long straight line —
perhaps the finest straight line of street
in any city—which extends from the
palace of the Tuileries up to the Arc de
Triomphe.

We left it there—this gay crowd—
and caught it up again, as I stated, on
the Monday morning, eager at its plea-
sures, and waiting with infantile delight
for the passing of the celebrated proces-
sion of the Beeuf Gras.

And here to show that there is another
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and a serious hard-working side to this
city at play, I will make a divergence.

The show was a very fine show in its
way. It was composed of about five
hundred people, besides horses. It had
six emblematic chars descriptive of
Europe, Asia, Africa, and America ;
besides a Char d’Olympe filled with gods
and goddesses, and a Char d'4 griculture,
wherein rode the twelve months and
the four seasons. All these were dressed
in the most classic style, and with, I
must say,remarkably good taste. Then
there was a huge char full of costumed
musicians, playing vehemently, and a
troop of cavaliers peaux rouges, twenty or
more, who sat their horses with a skill
more belonging to the Hippodréme than
to the backwoods of America; while
in the midst journeyed the garlanded
gilt-horned victims, the four beufs
gras — Mignon, le Luttewr masqué,
Payl Forestier, and lastly Gulliver, a
magnificent beast, who with his huge
head tied safely down, kept turning on
the throng those large, patient, pathetic
eyes that oxen have. All this proces-
sion, which traversed Paris street by
street for three days, stopping at the
principal public offices and private

. abodes, for royal or noble largesse, was
under the arrangement and at the ex-
pense of a certain M. Duval, a bourgeots
hero in his way.

In ZLa Petite Presse of that day—
one of those flaceid journals, so limp as
to their paper, so florid and grandiose in
their style—I found an account of him
—which, in its dramatic form of putting
things almost rivalled the feuilleton
which followed—a tale describing “la
prison de Clarkenweld” [sic], and the
interior of Newgate, in a manner
strikingly original. If I remember
rightly, the Governor, a Sir Somebody
Something, is a gentleman of bland
manners, always smiling, who, handling
his own keys, escorts an amazed
Frenchman through Newgate to the
condemned cell, which they find fitted
up as a mortuary chapel, the soul of
the criminal having just departed in
an exemplary manner, surrounded by
lighted candles and all the last rites of
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the Catholic Church. This par paren-
thése, though it strikes us with an
alarming bumility ; lest our pictures of
foreigners should unwittingly be as far
from the truth as theirs of ourselves.

Scarcely less peculiar is the sketch of
M. Duval, the “acquéreur des boeufs
gras,” as he terms himself.” It is so
funny, in its serio-comic sentiment, and
its reckless trenching upon what we
call in England “the sanctities of pri-
vate life,” that I cannot resist trans-
lating it entire.

“ Rue de Rome, numéro 5. Behold
‘““us, standing opposite one of those
“ grand mansions whose mere exterior
““implies wealth and commerce. There
“lives M. Duval, with his family.
“There also is his place of business,
“ where he carries on the administration
““of his vast enterprises, his bouillons,
¢‘laundries, bakers’ and butchers’ shops,
“his aquarinm, &c. &e. M. Duval is a
“ great capitalist, who loves to employ
“his capital in many different spheres
“of action. Ile possesses an Egeria ;
¢ his wife, an admirable woman of busi-
“mness, clever alike in advising and in
‘““acting. He has a son and heir, twenty
“years old, now qualifying himself by
‘ the translating of Livy and Tacitus to
“preside at his father’s slaughter-
“houses ; who listens to the lowing of
¢ Virgil’s kine, and studies under Pliny
“the habits of fish.

“ Around Generalissimo Duval gravi-
“ tates a whole army of employés ; yearly
““some new battle-field is won. Now
“it is a wine and spirit shop, newly
“opened at Berry; again a washing
“and baking establishment, conducted
“on the same principle as the world-
¢ known bowsllons, or else it is the great
““aquarium on the Boulevard Mont-
“martre, which cost its projector
¢« 230,000 francs. ‘Too much,’ said the
“gossips.—M. Duval listened smiling.
«“ —During the Exposition of 1867,
250,000 persons visited his fish ! This
“fact shows his success—another will
“prove how well he deserves it. He
¢ found out that his piscine flock would
“not thrive on shore sea-water; he
“jimmediately chartered a Dieppe
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““steamer, and went out into deep sea
‘“ water, bringing back to Paris, not
‘“only quantities of fish, but oceans of
“ their native element.

“M. Duval’s best- claim to public
¢ gratitude is the establishment of his
““bourllons économiques, the noble sub-
“stitutes for those execrable gargotes,
¢ familiar to all who have known Paris
‘“for the last twenty years, as being the
‘“only place where one could get a
*dinner at from 19 to 25 sous. In
“ their stead—from 1840 to 1845—the
“Dutch bourllons vainly tried to suc-
“ceed. M. Duval caught the idea,
“improved upon it, and beginning at
““the Rue de la Monnaie, created the
“ twelve establishments which now bear
““his name.

“ At first he ouly supplied bouillon
“and beef, but soon the bill of fare was
““extended. The Parisian public fully
‘“appreciated these restaurants, where,
¢ for the same low price as heretofore,
“one was excellently served in airy
“rooms, on marble tables, with well-
¢ cooked food of first-rate quality, which
“omne could eat without being poisoned.
“True, the portions were each rather
“small ; but huge eaters might call for
“a second portion without ruining
“themselves Twenty or thirty sous

“will procure a capital dinner at the
“‘ Bouillons Duval.

¢ Besides, there are no waiters; but
“ waitresses, which gives employment to
“a number of women. TUndoubtedly,
““one might greatly desire with Michelet
‘“and other political economists, that
‘“ the wages of the husband and father
“should always suffice for the family,
‘while the wife sinks into her true
“ place as mother and manager at home.
“The children’s education, and the
“whole moral life of the household,
““would gain much thereby. But, alas!
‘“facts are against M. Michelet. Iis
““theory is but a beautiful dream. Prac-
“tically, the husband’s wages are not
““sufficient to maintain the family. The
“wife must work likewise ; and those
“who help her to work—in a feminine
“way—do much good in their gene-
“ration. The number of girls and
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“women employed by M. Duval must
“have benefited many a household.

¢ Tet us visit one of the bouillons ;
“ take, for instance, the one in the Rue
“ de Rivoli” (where, this present writer
solemnly avers, that she and a friend,
—neither of them “huge eaters,” but
yet sufficiently and wholesomely hungry
with Paris sight-seeing—Ilunched ad-
mirably off meat, potatoes, bread, and
maccaroni, for the large sum of a franc
and a half—say seven-pence-halfpenny
a-plece).

“ On entering we are presented with
“a printed bill of fare—meats and
¢ wines — the price of each plainly
¢ marked. We sit down at a table,
¢ of white marble, adorned with the
“little equipage of pepper and salt, and
“the decanter containing clear, cool
‘ water, sparkling and fresh, Imme-
¢« diately there comes to us a young
“ woman, neatly dresged in white apron
¢ and spotless muslin cap ; she takes our
¢ orders, and writes upon our carte
¢ whatever we desire—potage, bouillon,
“ meat, vegetables, wine. We are served
“ accurately and rapidly. The plates,
¢“knives, and forks, are clean and
“ abundant. If we wish, an additional
“ sou will procure us a table-napkin.
“We eat, leisurely or fast, but we
“need be in no hurry, and may take
“time to notice the many respectable
“ occupants of other tables, even single
‘ women, who look like governesses or
¢ ladies out shopping for the day, feeding
‘ as comfortably and decorously as our-
“ selves. Our repast ended, we lay our
“ carte on the counter, it is added up
“in the twinkling of an eye by the
¢ clerk, usually a woman too, who sits
“ there ; we pay, and the thing is done.
“ No fees to the waitresses—M. Duval
“reckons all that in their salaries.
¢ Their civility is genuine, and quite
“ independent of a possible sou.

“If necessary, even a gourmand can
“ dine at the Bouillons Duval One
“ may see figuring on the carte Saint
¢ Julien at three francs and champagne
‘¢ at four francs fifty centimes the bottle.
“ But these are beyond the usual re-
¢ quirements of M. Duval’s customers.
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“ A word about the great man him-
“ gelf. He was born in 1811, at Mont-
¢ lhéry. At twenty, he was a poor
‘“ butcher-boy in Paris; at thirty he
¢ found himself by his own industry
“ on the high road to fortune. He has
“ had many failures, many disappoint-
‘““ ments, but has overcome them all.
« M. Duval is a man of middle stature,
“ bright-complexioned, red-bearded, with
“ pbrown hair. He speaks much, and
¢ ywith a natural and proud satisfaction,
“ of all he has done and all he means
“to0 do. Nothing is too fine for him—
“ nothing too great. ¢Still, take care of
¢ the money,” whispers gently Madame
¢ Duval.

¢ Ordinarily the husband follows the
“ advice of the wife, as all good hus-
¢ bands should do; but in this case he
“has not donme it. In the lavishly
‘“ gplendid procession of the Beuf Gras
“ M. Duval has listened to nobody,
“ unless it be to his classically-educated
“ gon in describing to him the costumes
¢« of Greece and Rome.”

Very grand the costumes were, and
accurate likewise. And if under Mi-
nerva’s helmet, or the flowery garland
of May (who had hard work, poor soul,
to quiet a hungry, thinly clad, rather
obstreperous baby), were faces not ab-
solutely classical, which looked worn,
sallow,and pinched in the sharp morning
air—why, what could you expect? I
only hope M. Duval gave each of his
gods and goddesses a real good mortal
dinner at one of his bouillons.

Beside these live personages, the me-
chanical appliances of the show were
very good. I siill recal with a childish
satisfaction the big, calm (artificial)
sphynx, sitting with her paws stretched
out and her eyes gazing right forward, as
is the custom of sphynxes; the huge
stuffed elephant, a little shaky on the
legs, but majestic still, and, above all,
the gigantic beeuf, made of coloured
bladders, that floated airily over the last
char, attached only by a slender string.
This string was cut just in front of the
balcony of the Tuileries, when the ex-
traordinary animal soared at once sky-
wards, balloon fashion, to the ecstasy—
the newspapers record—of the young

Prince Imperial, and causing even the
grim Emperor himself to break into a
smile.

Whenever during the three days we
met the procession, an eager crowd
always followed, flattening itself against
railings, filling street-doorways, and
raising itself in tiers of heads upon the
steps of churches, just as our crowds
do, only with twice as much merriment
and good-humour. And when, though
tracking it out of Paris proper to the
suburban district of Les Ternes, we
still felt its results in having to sit for
twenty minutes in the last of a row of
six omnibusses all complet, but each
waiting patiently the hour of starting ;
we could not help noticing its exceeding
cheerfulness. All the passengers chat-
tered away together in the shrillest and
most joyous French, but nobody com-
plained of the long delay —nobody
scolded the conductor. I do not say
the French are a better race than we,
but they are certainly better-tempered,
especially when out for a holiday.

Mardi-Gras, the last day of the fes-
tival, brought a sight I shall not soon
forget. Tt was a lovely spring evening,
and down the Champs Elysées the
people swarmed like bees in the sun-
shine, all classes and ranks together.
Some drove down the centre way in
handsome carriages, mostly filled with
children, whose happy faces peered
brightly over the white fur or bearskin
rugs which enwrapped them. Others,
well-dressed and respectable folk, sat in
groups on the chairs and benches, as if
it were summer-time. While the “lower
orders,” as we call them, formed one
smooth settled line along the edge of the
pavé, behind which was another line,
continually in motion, until at the Place
de la Concorde it coagulated into one
compact mass.

There the people stood, the setting
sun shining on their merry faces, on the
very spot where, scarcely a generation
ago, their fathers and mothers had seen
the “ son of Saint Louis” remorselessly
executed ; whence, afterwards his queen
and widow gave that last pathetic glance
towards the Tuileries Gardens, and died
silently, a queen to the end. Sad and
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strange, infinitely sad and strange! Al-
most incredible, one would think, watch-
ing the Paris of to-day. But as one tra-
verses that wonderful modern city, yearly
changing so fast—new streets, avenues,
and faubourgs rising, until historical
Paris is almost entirely obliterated (““It
is not desirable for us to have a history,”
said a Parisian one day to me)— one can-
not help wondering what will be the
story of the future—what new events,
what possible tragedies may still be en-
acted there ?

But the only tragedy to-day was that
of the Beeuf Gras, which, after his three
days’ triumph, was now borne relent-
lessly to the Palais de I'Industrie. All
that crowd was waiting to see him enter
there, never to emerge again except as
beef. Yet he had had his day. DPor-
traits of him were circulating about the
streets—one of which, a splendid broad-
side—we bought. It contains, hesides
a gorgeous engraving of the procession,
two poems, one of which has a curious
thread of pathos running through its
buffoonery. Here it is, done into Eng-
lish from its Nivernais patois :—

LE DERNIER VOYAGE DE
GULLIVER.

‘“Ha, ha! the fever of success

Burns in my veins. So fat—so fair!
Of all the oxen of Nidvre

I am the biggest and most rare ;
All envy me, the beast of price,—
And from my flank will have a slice ;
Alas, to be too beautiful
Is dangerous both to man—and bull !

¢“When in my village home I dwelt
How happy was I all day long !

Now in a gilded car I ride

__The glory of the Paris throng.
The Carnival—the Carnival,
I am the centre of it all !
But, ah ! to be so much caressed
Is good for neither man nor beast.

¢“Once in my quiet country meads

I cropped the cool delicious grass :
Beside my sweet companion cow

How cheerful, how content I was !
Now parted from my better half
I moan and pine like any calf:
And torn from her, green fields, fresh air,
I weep my lot in being too fair !

¢ Adieu, fat pastures that I loved !
Adieu, my innocent pleasures all !
M% last, last journey now I take
0 grace the Paris Carnival.

What fate is mine ! I ride in state,
Descend, am killed, and cooked, and ate.
Alas, to be too beantiful

Is death alike to man—and bull ! ”

There is a second poem, *Causerie
d'un Beeuf Masqué,” but it is written
in such queer patois, and so full of puns
and references to the Paris slang of the
day, that I should despair of making it
intelligible either in French or English.
But it is at least quite harmless, which
is more than can be said of everything
Parisian.

Nevertheless, perfectly harmless, so
far at least as we witnessed it— which
was up to ten o'clock p.M.—on Mardi-
G'ras, seemed the fun of the Paris streets,
carnival fun though it was. We quitted
the thronged Place de la Concorde, with
the sun setting upon the poor beeuf’s
last hour of life, and very thankful to
know the victim was only a beeuf ; nor
did we reappear again on the surface of
the city till 8 p.»., when its aspect had
altogether changed. .

At first, rather for the worse. Every
shop was shut. The bright line of the
Boulevards was now one long darkness.
All those cheery beutiques where Ma-
dame la boutiquiére may generally be
seen composedly sitting at her evening
work, or chatting with her friends, were
closed and silent. Here and there only,
in some of the paved alleys, there was
a photographer’s window, or a cigar shop
open, to illuminate the spot. DBut to
various places of amusement,—theatres,
masqued balls, and so on—there were
endless directions; guiding stars, done in
gas, and flaring gas inscriptions, to at-
tract the crowd. It thickened and
thickened, until it flowed down the
pavement in three continuous streams,
two downwards and one upwards,
chiefly composed of the under-world, the
working world of Paris; but so far as
we could judge, entirely respectable.
All were strictly decorous in their dress,
manners, and behaviour; and as they
gathered round the few illuminated win-
dows, the light showed their faces to be
no worse than most holiday faces—nper-
haps better—for the universal white cap
and neat capuchon gave to the women
an air of decent grace which one rarely
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sees under the flaunting, shabby flower-
bedecked bonnets of the corresponding
class in London. Most of them, whether
young or elderly, were escorted by some
male friend, husband, or sweetheart—
upon whose arm, or both his arms, they
merrily hung, to the detriment of his
invariable cigar. But I cannot say the
Paris men are either so attractive or so
respectable-looking as the Paris women.

By and by, the night being fine, the
spaces in front of the restaurants began
to fill. The crowd settled down to
take its café as usual in the open air.
Soon there was a three-deep row of
crowded tables, at which sociable family
groups chatted and looked about them,
and sipped various beverages of appa-
rently innocuous kind. Drink is not the
temptation of a Frenchman ; not a single
drunken man did we see during the
whole three days. Would it be so if
we had a London carnival ?

Nor was there, in spite of the con-
tinually increasing crowd, any incon-
venient pushing or crushing. That
thoroughly French civility and courtesy,
which I have so often referred to, never
failed. Once only there was anything
approaching to a rush—when a party of
young men and women, dressed for the
Opera-ball in fancy costumes, stopped
to take their café, visible to all outsiders,
at a restaurant. But even then the result
was only a scramble and a good stare,—
the sole expression of feeling on the
part of the crowd coming from a peasant
lad, who lifted up his hands and eyes in
admiraticn of the women, exclaiming—
“(est ébloutissant |

But soon the throng became almost
impassable, especially round the cos-
tumiers' shops, where, surrounded by a
blaze of satin dominoces, white, black,
pink, scarlet, and backed by queer masks
of all sorts, sempstresses were seen still
diligently stitching—hard at work while
all Paris was at play—upon ball-cos-
tumes. And presently one saw now
and then, threading the crowd in their
masques and dominoes, people who were
going to “assist ” at that final festivity,
the grand masqued ball at the Opera-
Comique—said to be the most splendid,

attractive, and disgraceful recreation of
the city in its holiday mood—at which,
I need scarcely say, we were not present.
Bat we caught floating fragments of it
pushing through the streets, or humble
imitations of it done hy ragged lads
squeaking in horrible cow’s horns from
under gigantic noses; while older and
less innocent young fools dressed up
in women’s clothes, shrieking in shrill
treble, and waving broken parasols about
their heads, occasionally darted through
the crowd, which made way for them
and greeted them with shouts of appre-
ciative langhter.

At eight o’clock next morning, go-
ing, as was my wont, into the nearest
church, I met crowds, actual crowds,
of both men and women hurrying to
its doors. All sorts of people they
were —the working eclass, the shop-
keeping class—the same class exactly
which had filled the streets up to ten
o’clock on the night before. Now, at
that early hour in the morning they
were beginning their day by going to
basse-messe, or confession, or whatever
it was. I never have understood the
ins and outs of Roman Catholic ser-
vices, which to us seem so childish and
involved. But of one thing I am certain
—the people pray. And it wasa curious
and startling contrast to all the mirth
and revelry of the past three days, to
see them turn out thus, on a gloomy,
damp morning, to commence with earn-
est worship—at least their countenances
implied earnestness—the first day of
Caréme ; what we call Ash-Wednesday.

Les Anglais n’avment pas §amuser.
No. I am afraid we do not. Races,
like individuals, have their special cha-
racteristics, which it is useless to fight
against, and almost useless to try to
alter. DBest to leave them as they are,
when they are mere ¢ peculiarities,” not
degenerating into actual sins. Therefore,
I am not going to add one word of moral-
izing—not certainly of condemnation—
either of ourselves or our neighbours.
Only, that if there are better things,
there certainly may be worse things,
than this sight which I have here re-
corded,—the sight of a City at Play.
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THE AMERICAN LECTURE-SYSTEM.

BY THOMAS WENTWORTH HIGGINSON, OF NEWPORT, RHODE ISLAND, U.S.

Across the prairies of the American
continent, five hundred miles west of
the Missouri river, and about midway
between the Atlantic and Pacific shores,
there moves westward into the wilder-
ness a railway construction-train of
eighty vans. There is no house within
a bhundred miles, nor sign of human
existence save that connected with the
new railway itself. Far to right and
left, among distant mountains, are
fifteen hundred wood-choppers; far in
advance are two thousand men, grading
the track ; behind them follows a
smaller force, laying the wooden
gleepers. In the rear of this last army
the construction-train halts; a truck,
drawn by two horses, takes on a load
of rails with the necessary chairs and
spikes, then the horses set off at a
gallop. They stop where ten men are
stationed, five on each side, opposite
the last pair of rails yet laid. The
truck has a pair of rollers, two men
on the right seize a rail and throw it
on the roller, three others run it out
to the proper distance, while the group
on the left are similarly employed.
With a single swing, the end of each
rail is forced into the chair already
laid. The chief of the squad shouts
“Down ! ” when the second chair is at
once set, and the next rail grasped.
Twice in every minute there comes
from each side the line that cry of
“Down!” It is the measured footstep
of advancing civilization. With each
day’s sunset more than two additional
miles of this habitable globe have been
permanently girdled and possessed by
man. These iron rails once laid, all
else follows—all the signs and appli-
ances of American social order: the
farm, the workshop, the village, the
church, the schoolhouse, the New York
T'ribune, the Atlantic Monthly, and—the
popular Lecture-system.

The village once established, the rail-
way becomes its tributary ; bears its
products to the market, brings it
means of comfort and of culture. Soon
there must be imported some apparatus
for social recreation, a juggler—a travel-
ling *circus,” a band of ¢ Ethiopian
Minstrels” with * banjo ” and “ bones.”
But this is not enough. Gradually
the New England element, which is
apt to be the organizing and shaping
force in a north-western town, calls
loudly for some direct intellectnal
stimulus. Tt must see the men of note,
must have some contact with the more
cultivated Eastern mind. ¢ Europe,”
says Emerson, “stretches to the Alle-
ghanies.” . From beyond the Allegha-
nies, then, must intellectual delights
be sought. Let us have the orator,
the philosopher, the poet; but as we
cannot go to him, he must come to us.

Yet at first the soil is rather unpre-
pared for intellectual culture, pure and
simple ; it must be administered in
combination with something else for a
time. Youth and levity crave a dance,
for instance ; the dance is conceded ;
but since many of the guesits must
ride twenty miles for their pleasure, it
will be an obvious economy to appoint
the lecture for the same evening, per-
mitting one admittance-fee to serve for
both. ¢ Tickets to Emerson and ball,
one dollar.” There is no end to these
combinations in the earlier stages of
intellectual colonization. There lies
before me a handbill, printed last
winter in a village of Indiana, wherein
Mr. J. Jackson offers to read Hamlet
for twenty-five cents, ladies free. He
modestly adds that ¢ after the reading
“ he will develop a plan for the forma-
“tion of a company, with a small
“ capital, for the manufacture of silk
‘ handkerchiefs of a quality superior
“to anything in the market, and will
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“ relate some incidents of his early life
“in conmexion with this particular
“article.” Thus Mr. J. Jackson art-
fully allures his audience to tears, and
then staunches their griefs with his
own pocket-handkerchiefs.

These are the germs of the Lecture-
system, After a time these crude be-
ginnings are matured and systematized,
and arrangements are made for a sepa-
rate course of lectures, which may at
the utmost include a concert or two,
and perhaps a dramatic reading—
pocket-handkerchiefs not included. A
public meeting is perhaps called ; some
simple organization is effected, perhaps
in connexion with some local charity
which may share the profits of the
enterprize, while provision is made
against any deficit by the subscriptions
of a few energetic men. Officers are
appointed—usually a Lecture-committee
—to select the speakers, a Secretary to
invite them, a Treasurer to pay them,
and a President to introduce them to
the audience. The lecture then becomes
the weekly excitement of the place ; all
local appointments make way for it,
and it attracts people from long dis-
tances. That is if they be of New
England birth ; for the popular lecture
cannot exist below a certain parallel of
latitude, while foreign immigrants are
apt to avoid it—or to taste of it, as
they do of any other national dish,
with courtesy, but not with relish.

A winter's course of lectures may
vary from a half-dozen to a score. At
first, each local organization acts on its
own responsibility. Soon it is found
practicable for a few adjacent towns to
co-operate in their plans, thus offering
to their favourite lecturers a series of
engagements on the same line of travel.
Carrying this method yet farther, there
has grown up an extensive organization
of “ Western Literary Societies,” whose
range extends from Pittsburg in
Pennsylvania to Laurence in Kansas.
The agent of this association, Mr.
G. L. Torbert, of Dubuque, Iowa, has,
during the ‘past winter, negotiated
between thirty-five lectures and ome
hundred and ten societies, arranging
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for each society a tolerably regular
course of lectures, and for each orator
a continuous series of engagements,
longer or shorter. In the autumn he
issued his list of speakers, with their
respective subjects and prices, leaving
each society to make its selection from
the list. The lecturer has no trouble
about the matter after he has once
inspired the Western public with an
appetite for Lis services. He states his
demands, the agent does all the rest;
and the happy itinerant leaves home
with a printed circular in his pocket,
assigning his dozen or his hundred
engagements, as the case may be. Per-
haps he has never heard the names of
many of the towns where he is to find
his audiences; no matter, he is sure
that they will all be there, posted a
day's journey apart, along his designated
route. Arriving at each town, he will
surely find his committee-man awaiting
him, and each will recognise the other
by that freemasonry of the eye which
brings host and guest together. So
smoothly, in short, does the great
machine revolve that there is no like-
lihood of interruption, unless from some
great snowstorm blockading twenty
lecturers on as many railways, and
thus disappointing a score of audiences.
For an appointment once missed can
by no means be taken up again; the
traveller must hasten on for the next.
It is an exciting life, thus to find
one’s self moving to and fro, a living
shuttle, to weave together this new web
of national civilization. Were the audi-
ences never so dull, the lecturer’s task
would have interest in view of its
results. But the audiences are rarely
dull, and it is usually worth the labour
that it costs him to meet them face to
face. True, he must spend night after
night in “sleeping-cars,” taking such
slumber as he may while his rocking
cradle is whirled on. He rises at dawn,
perhaps, for some comfortless change of
conveyance, or some shivering wayside
breakfast. He dozes half the day, and
in his waking hours risks his eyes over
newspapers, or his temper over politics.
He arrives hungry at his place of desti-
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nation, and must perhaps hasten at
once, having reached the lowest ebb of
human forlornness, to his lecture-room.
But there the scene changes. With the
glare of the gas lamps there comes a
sudden stimulus, such as the footlights
give to the jaded actor. The lighted
hall looks familiar, the faces appear
well known ; it seems to be the same
friendly audience that has travelled
with him from the Atlantic shore. At
any rate, these men and women will
laugh where their predecessors laughed,
applaud where they applauded. It may
seem hard to throw new life into an
opening paragraph that has done daily
duty at precisely that hour for the
four weeks previous, but it can be
done. Animation comes back, a new
allusion occurs, a fresh image ; the
lecture is trite, to be sure, but surely a
poor wanderer may be forgiven for a
few vain repetitions, if his object be
that his children may repeat their daily
bread. So he contends bravely for his
one glorious hour against an atmosphere
of too crowded life and the inertness of
an asphyxiated audience.

Closing with such climax of eloquence
as heaven may send, he retires meekly
to his seat, and accepts with due
modesty the guarded compliments of
the presiding officer. In return, the
lecturer praises the intelligence of that
particular audience and the convenient
architecture of the Town Hall; and
then, descending from the platform, he
shakes hands with the Committee of
Arrangements and the Board of Select-
men. All now is peaceful, and he
retires with a sense of conscious virtue
to his hotel, or is perhaps received as a
guest in some little Western home, a
bit of transplanted New England, where
he finds Longfellow’s “ Dante” on the
table, and Millais’ ¢ Huguenot ” on the
walls. There he finds himself over-
whelmed with kindnesses, for which no
return is asked save the last item of
gossip from the cities, and then his
spirits rise with this easy popularity,
and he thinks lecturing a delightful
career.

The next morning, too, when the

drive to the railway seems pleasant
in the frosty air, and he whirls away, a
hundred dollars richer, to fresh fields
and pastures new, the life he leads
seems yet attractive. It is only as the
day goes on, and his jaded spirits droop
steadily from the morning excitement
to the noon collapse, that he again
settles into a proper sense of his forlorn
condition. Then savage fancies begin
to haunt his breast, and he likens him-
self to that fabled piece of comfortless
ornithology, the huma, which hovers
unceasingly and never alights. Itis a
symbol so suitable to this hapless pro-
fession that Dr. Holmes, in the *“ Auto-
crat,” confesses to having employed it
on two suecessive lecturing tours to the
same kind hostess at the same tea table.

But tea table and kind hostess belong
not always to the lecturer. More often
he encounters the stern hardships of
American hotel life. In the large cities
he may often obtain sumptuous fare at
corresponding prices, but the village inn
of English traditions hasno existence in
America, and in its place are sorrow,
privation, and weariness of the flesh.
The lecturer goes forth boldly on his
first trip, assuring the wife of his bosom
that she need not fear for him, since he
can subsist on the simplest fare. Tle
sends back words of lofty cheer from
the first stopping place, while he ex-
plores the savoury luncheon, packed by
her fair hands in its basket. Too late
he learns that the simplest fare is the
one thing that neither love nor money
can commonly procure him, after the
basket is once empty ; and he finds to
his cost that digestive organs which
have been trained to simplicity are pre-
cisely those most endangered by lard
and fried pork. Worst of all, the lec-
turer’s nervous system is a part of his
stock-in-trade, and upon his material
food and drink depends the intellectual
pabulum of his audience. He has
encountered an obstacle which can only
be conquered by reforming the dietetic
habits of a nation. Dickens’ tale of
“ Mugby Junction” had but a moderate
success In America, and I fancy that it
was because it portrayed a condition of
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culinary things so superior to the average
on our own railways, that we could
never quite understand his complaint.

So seriously is this great evil brought
home to the lecturer’s daily life, that he
sometimes feels moved to begin at the
foundations, and discourse on the
cookery-book.  This present writer,
when young and inexperienced, did
thus essay to break a feeble lance
against American pie. How little knows
any foreigner, when he hears the name
of this dish, that though to him it has
been a mere luxury of the dessert, it is
in this republic one of the great ruling
forces. Cotton is dethroned, slavery is
fallen, but pie is still king. Pie rules
the court, the camp, the grove, and, of
course, the railway station. I have
known a farmer’s wife to say soberly
that she had given up making bread,
because her children preferred pie.
Accordingly,. on one occasion, this
modest lecturer protested against this
excess of indulgence. He spoke espe-
clally of the accustomed mince pie of
America, which he justly described as
consisting of something white and indi-
gestible at the top, and something moist
and indigestible at bottom, with untold
horrors in the middle. Returning home-
ward by rail next niorning, he found
his lecture under discussion by two
passengers. A respectable dame had
asked another if she had heard it.

“No,” she answered, ¢“Ididn’t. But
Miss Jones she come home that night,
and she flung her hood right down on
the table, and says she—*There,’ says
she, ‘Mr. Jones, I'm never goin’ tfo
have another o’ them mince pies in the
house just as long as I live,” says she.
‘There was Sammy,’ says she, ‘ he was
sick all last night, and I do believe it
was nothin’ in all the world but just
them mince pies,” says she.”

“Well,” said the other lady, a slow,
deliberate personage, “I do suppose
that them kind of concomitants ain’t
good things.”

Here the conversation closed, but Sam
Weller did not feel more gratified, when
- he heard the Bath footmen call a boiled
leg of mutton a *“swarry,” and wondered
what they would call a roast one, than I

when my poor stock of phrases was
reinforced by this unexpected poly-
syllable.

This is a sample of the racy personal
criticisms which may await the lecturer.
Passing usually unrecognised in his
travelling dress, he may be asked to
describe his own appearance, may be
advised to attend his own lecture or
else dissnaded from it, may assist in the
dissection of his own mental traits, or
officiate at the funeral of his own repu-
tation. Fach professional tour may
thus replenish his stock of anecdotes
for the next. A well-known lecturer
was lately ascending the steps of some
great hotel, he being in very travel-
stained condition, and bearing his valise
in his hand. A red-faced, over-dressed
lady paused in her descent to accost
him. “Pray,” said she, “are you the
porter ?” ¢ No, madam,” he courteously
responded, ““are you the chambermaid?”

Sometimes, to be sure, he may dis-
cover that there is some quite different
basis for the popular zeal which he at
first claimed as personal to himself.
remember that once, when travelling on
a small branch railway to fulfil an
engagement, I heard on the way a good
deal of talk about that evening’slecture.
Conductors, brakemen, and passengers
were all comparing notes about it, and
all seemed to agree that nothing should
prevent them from being present. I
could not quite make out their special
point of sympathy, but sat in pleasing
meditation on the intelligence of this
particular region. By the time we drew
near the terminus, the conductor had
his eye on me as the only stranger and
the probable orator. When he accosted
me, and I owned the fact, he burst
eagerly into conversation. ¢ You are
probably not aware,” he said with
dignity, “that the President of the
¢« Lecture-association, who should intro-
“ duce you to-night, is absent from the
“ vyillage, and that you will be intro-
¢ duced by the Vice-President, who is
‘ engineer of this very train.” Here was
the elucidation! All this intellectusl
interest was but esprit du corps. When
the time came, the engineer introduced
me, very quietly and properly ; in his

E2
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evening dress, he would have passed for
a robust geological professor. I found
him a most intelligent man, and a reader
of Emerson ; and he took me home on
his locomotive the next morning.

I have dwelt chiefly on the recent
expansion of the American Lecture-
system in the Western States, because it
is there most thoroughly organized, and
takes its most characteristic forms. In
the maturer civilization of the Eastern
States it is more mingled with other in-
tellectual influences, and it also needs
less of centralized organization. Lec-
turers are more accessible, and can make
their own arrangements. An effort is
now being made, however, by the
‘ American Literary Bureau” ai New
York, to introduce into the Eastern
circuit something of the method which
prevailsat the West. Its superintendent,
Mr. James K. Medbery, has made en-
gagements for nearly thirty lecturers
during the past winter, in eight different
states of the Union, including a portion
of the field covered also by the “ Asso-
ciated Western Literary Societies.”
There are probably some two hundred
such societies west of the Alleghanies,
and several times that number in the
Atlantic States. More accurate statistics
have not yet been obtained.

The stronghold of the system has
always been in Massachusetts, where it
originated ; it has spread thence west-
ward, but not far southward; it has
never taken much hold in -New York
city, for instance, nor in the Middle
States generally, while in the Slave
States it never gained a footing at all.
It came into existence about forty years
ago; and one of its leading .founders
was our great school reformer, Horace
Mann. At first there were no profes-
sional lecturers, but each local course
was carried on by the lawyers, phy-
sicians, and clergymen of the neighbour.
hood. As cerfain lecturers became more
popular, they extended their range, and
were paid a fee. Fifteen dollars was
a large fee at first—ten dollars seemed
more reasonable; and it was long
hefore it crept up to twenty-five and fifty.
Even now the standard of prices at the
East remains far below that prevailing

at the West, partly because the lecturers
have not so far to go, and partly because
there are more competing entertain-
ments, and the community will not,
therefore, pay so much.

The introduction of professional lec-
turers, while strengthening and popu-
larizing the system, has doubtless tended
to banish the old style of lectures. The
present aspect of things must be quite
unlike the English system of ¢ Me-
chanics’ Institutes,” where some eminent
professor gives instructions in Geology,
or Barnes Newcome discourses to his
constituents on the “Poetry of the
Domestic Affections.” With us, poetry
and science have almost left the field.
The popular lecture is coming to be a
branch of that national institution ¢the
stump.”  Politics, long excluded by
common consent, now threaten to ex-
clude everything else. The Iong slavery
agitation, and the war fo# the Union,
very properly brought this element in,
and it certainly shows no symptoms of
going out. The public demands a
glimpse of every public man, and espe-
cially every prominent reformer; and
not that only, but they wish to see him,
as if he were an Indian warrior, in his
war-paint. Wendell Phillips may be
patiently heard for once discoursing
discreetly on the ¢ Lost Arts,” or on
¢ Street-life in Furope,” but the next
season he must come in all his terrors,
and thenceforward he must bring toma-
hawk and scalping-knife every time.

Now this tendency has its good
results. Great public questions must be
discussed, and they can nowhere be dis-
cussed so well. There are problems now
pressing upon us which political parties
sedulously avoid, and for which the
Lecture-system gives an opening—as, for
instance, the question of suffrage for
women, both sides of which are now
being ably advocated through this means
over the length and breadth of the land.
Again, even party questions can thus be
handled without the trammels of party.
The popular lecture is the antidote to
the caucus. On its free platform, the
statesman speaks for himself alone, and
commits nobody ; he rises as if in com-
mittee of the whole, and proceeds with-
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out reference to a prospective division.
Moreover, an outlet is thus afforded to
men whe keep aloof from all party ties.
I have seen Wendell Phillips received
with admiration and delight by audiences
of whem not one in a hundred would
admit the truth of his assertions—until
twelve months after they were uttered.

But with this great good there comes
an evil alse. 'What public pelicy gains
by this change of theme, literature and
art lose. With the name “ Lyceum ” is
also passing away the “Lyceum lecture.”
The schelar recedes from sight, and the
impassiened orator takes his place.
There is no time for Longfellow to ana-
lyze ¢ Dante,” nor for Lowell to explain
Hlamlet, while Sumner thunders the
terrors of the Lord against a delinquent
President, or Anna Dickinson pleads for
the enfranchisement of one half the
human race. Agassiz is now the only
popular lecturer en science who can be
said to have an hearing; and Emerson
is the only very prominent literary man
who new keeps the field. Iolmes has
almost ceased lecturing, by his own
choice, since his great success as a maga-
zinist ; and George Curtis seems to have
withdrawn himself from all permanent
literary work since winning such easy
fame on the platform. Yet the old
style of “instructive ” lectures has not
wholly vanished ; nobody yet wishes
absolutely to exclude them ; and there
is fortunately always in the field some
Arctic explorer, or some slayer of gorillas,
whose narratives, if they de not always
fill the mind with facts, at least afford a
vigorous tenic to the imagination. And
if science and art are banished from the
popular organizations, they occasionally
find refuge in the larger cities, under
the special shelter of some ¢ Cooper In-
stitute” in New York, or “Lowell
Lectures ” in Boston. There, if reports
be true, these elevated pursuits can have
it all their own way, and a man may
venture on such depths of wisdem as to
rid himself at last of all human audience,
except his wife and the janitor.

But even with these drawbacks, the
American Lecture-system has this great
result, that it furnishes a ready standard
by which to try all prominent men.

They must at least face the people eye
to eye. This ordeal of the gaslight
displays to all beholders the face, the
form, the bearing of the speaker. Once
placed before his public he can no more
evade inspection than if he were a statue
in the public square. All men are not
statuesque, and the most subtile genius
may often shrink, it is true, from such
a glare of publicity. It is a test which
bears severely on the over-sensitive, or
on those ill-furnished with voice or pre-
sence. It moreover tends to the ignoring
of all thoughts which cannot be put up
in available parcels of sixty minutes’
compass. But on the other hand, it
helps te train each speaker into a whole
manhood ; it saves the philosopher from
becoming a pedant, the student from
being an intellectual voluptuary, and
it places each in broad, healthy contact
with his fellow-men.

Before this popular audience your
finer points will probably fail of appre-
ciation, your chkeapest effects may tell
better than your choicest ; there is no
room for the subtile and evanescent, nor
yet for the profound ; but on the other
hand, you know that your broadest
commeon-sense, your heartiest sympathy,
your manliest courage, will be sure of
appreciation. You have to do with
people who do not ask to be flattered,
and will not bear to be patronized ; who
insist on hearing semething to interest
them, and are ready and eager to be
taught. -~

It is good for the man of literature or
science to meet such an audience ; it
makes him one of the people; he goes
back to his library strengthened. Ie
finds that whatever else the mass of
men like or dislike, they always like
true manhoed. Knewledge, grace, taste,
even logic, are all secondary to this.
Horace Greeley, who is at once the idol
and the butt ef a large portien of his
countrymen, got the mastery of a whole
‘Western audience, as they laughed at
his uncouth entrance, by the simple
announcement of a selfevident propo-
sition. “I suppose it to be fact univer-
sally admitted,” he said, in his whining
voice, “that I am the worst public
speaker in America.” The voice whined,
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but the man did not. Everybody knew
that he was a bad speaker, and that he
was invited, nevertheless, because he had
something to say. Somuch being estab-
lished, he went on and said it.

A man may thus make himself
aczeptable by a single available quality;
but the more such gqualities he com-
bines the more numerous will be his
invitations, and the higher his price.
In large towns it has almost come to be
taken as an axiom that high-priced
lectures are the only good economy.
No matter how muoch money a man
asks, if he can draw an audience that
shall be in proportion. It was thought
a bold thing when Henry - Ward
Beecher raised his price to two hundred
dollars. Yet I have known lecture-
associations to run themselves in debt
by employing cheap local lecturers, and
to clear themselves at last by sending
for this expensive favourite. John B.
Gough and Anna Dickinson now receive
the same high compensation, and pro-
bably both these lecturers have now
more invitativns during the year than
Beecher. "Gough was an importation
from the platform of the temperance
agitation, and at once found the new
field equally favourable and far more
lucrative. A sort of evangelical come-
dian, he is the idol of many worthy
people who never saw good acting on
any other stage ; and he is a favourite
with many others who can tolerate his
contortions for the sake of his drollery.
He does not offer much to the intellect,

true, but he often touches the heart;

and something is due to a man who
makes laughter an ally of good morals.
Miss Dickinson deals rather in tears
than in smiles. She owed her first
celebrity, perhaps, to the unwonted com-
bination of twenty years of womanhood
with a remarkably clear head for poli-
tical questions. But she could not have
retained it for eight years without giving
evidence of other elements of power.
She has good looks, perfect self posses-
sion, an effective voice, readimess of
illustration, fidelity to principle, and
great magnetic power; and yet, with
all these, she seems to me a far less
attractive speaker than her chief prede-
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cessor, Lucy Stone, who never called
forth one-half so much enthusiasm.
Courage is certainly among Miss Dickin-
son’s traits, for during the last Presi-
dential campaign she made a triumphant
tour among the roughest mining regions
of Pennsylvania, speaking in some places
where almost any man of like opinions
would have been mobbed into silence.
She was probably the most effective
orator sent out by the Republican
Committees during that election, and
certainly earned the right to pass from
that theme to her present one, the
enfranchisement of her sex. This she
treats under the piquant title, « Idiots
and Women,” borrowing the sarcastic
juxtaposition from the statute-books. It
is quite an art, by the way, to launch
a new lecture under a pungent name.
“ Book, sir, book ? It’s the title,” Long-
man used to say; and if a lecture is
to be kept afloat for a whole season, it
must sail under a flag of its own that
shall be quite distinctive.

Next in popularity comes, doubtless,
‘Wendell Phillips, and next to him, pro-
bably, George William Curtis. These
are the lecturers who still represent
polished culture on the platform, and
both carry thither a certain high-bred
air, which is always most seductive
when combined with radical opinions.
‘Wendell Phillips has won public favour
while always keeping in advance of
public opinion — the highest test of
power. Recognised by all asthe foremost
of American orators, he has never yet
paused one moment to enjoy the fruits
of past successes, and will die in the
harness as a radical.  Curtis cannot be
compared with Phillips in intellectual
power, nor in extent of service ; he per-
haps gives his hearers as much thought
as they demand, but that is not much,
whereas Phillips gives them more,
forces it upon them. Nor is Curtis so
prophetic in insight, nor so free from
party ties. DBut he has all the qualities
for a popular favourite, combined with
singular rectitude of the moral nature ;
nothing can be more charming than his
rhetoric, more agreeable than his voice,
more graceful than his elocution ; and
he has before him a distinguished and
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useful career, though widely unlike that
literary life for which he at first seemed
destined. Both these orators, indeed,
might help to refute that mistaken im-
pression, first fixed in the European
mind by De Tocqueville, to the effect
that the cultivated men of America
Leep aloof from politics. Here are two
men who have been utterly swept aside
from the pursnits of pure intellect by
overpowering public demands, and if
neither has yet taken office, it is because
the time has not come.

A more recent favourite in the
lecture-room, who can also venture to
ask high prices for his lectures, is
Theodore Tilton, editor of the New York
Independent. This is a weekly religious
newspaper of great popularity and in-
fluence, and gives him an excellent
pedestal.  But he shows in the lecture-
room the same ability which has built
up the Independent, while he is so free
from bigotry as to be constantly charged
with latitudinarianism ; he.has, more-
over, a very sympathetic nature, a ready
wit, and that sunny disposition which
is such a priceless gift to a reformer.

I can think of no other speakers who
habitually venture to exceed the hun-
dred-dollar limit for even their Western
lectures, although Sumner and Agassiz
may sometimes fix a higher price upon
a short series. Our English visitor,
Henry Vincent, has received onehundred
and fifty dollars, I believe, for each of
his sixty Western lectures, and is said
to have won popularity.

There still remain a few acknow-
ledged leaders who should especially
be mentioned. Emerson, for instance,
still retains his hold upon his country-
men, after some thirty years of lecturing,
and is heard with respect and attention.
A Western agent is said to have justified
Emerson’s continued popularity, not on
the ground that the people understand
him, but that ““they think such men
ought to be encouraged,” which is, after
all, creditable to the public mind. He
is not a man to draw crowds, but, on
theother hand, few of the crowd-drawing
orators can venture to give a separate
course of lectures on their own respon-
sibility, as he sometimes does. Indeed,

he is heard to the best advantage before
an audience of his own gathering, espe-
cially in Boston, where there are enough
who are trained to follow his thoughts,
and are not daunted by the lumen siccum
of that upper air.

Edwin Whipple aids Emerson in
keeping a place upon the lecture-plat-
form for the literary class. Bayard
Taylor represents the indefatigable
travellers, and his reports of his latest
trip are always well received by that
large class who (as Goethe says in his
analysis of playgoers) do mnot care to
think, but only to see that something is
goingon, The Rev. Dr. Chapin, of New
York, is almost the only clergyman, save
Beecher, who stands high as a lecturer
also, and the effects he produces are due
rather {0 a natural heartiness and
vigour than to any depth of thought
or culture. He has the trait, which
Emerson thinks essential to the orator,
of “giving out vast quantities of animal
heat.” Frederick Douglass represents
the coloured race with a natural elo-
quence that twenty years of public
speaking have only matured. His glow
and fervour are extraordinary, and so is
his dramatic power: there is, too, a sort
of massiveness about him which is con-
tributed partly by his grand physique;
and he surpasses in his perception of the
finer felicities of the language all other
“self-made men” I have ever known.

There are many other lecturers than
these, and it is impossible to draw the
line at which one ceases to be a “pro-
fessional.” I have mentioned these
names, not from any personal prefer-
ences of my own, but because they are
confessedly the most popular, as is fur-
ther proved by the infallible test of the
money-market. It will be seen that
the profits of the most successful lec-
turers must be very large, for there are
three or four who can always command
an audience, and can, if they please,
prolong indefinitely the usual season
of four months. I see no reason
why Gough should not annually earn
thirty thousand dollars in this pro-
fession, so long as his strength and
popularity hold out. Even for those
lower on the list of favour, the com-



56 The American Lecture-System.

pensation is out of all proportion to
that obtained by the best literary
work, Theodore Tilton is said to have
been offered twelve thousand dollars
for the current year, as editor of the
Independent, on condition of under-
taking no other work, or seven thou-
sand dollars with permission to lec-
ture as much as he pleased. He un-
hesitatingly chose the latter. But the
salary given to popular editors gives no
index of the price for first-class literary
work; and Hawthorne could hardly have
earned from a magazine, by a month’s
labour, what a leading lecturer may
harvest every night. The literary class
may thus gain very much by even a
small share in the successes of the lec-
ture-room. A successful winter's tour
means a trip to Europe next summer,
or a year's leisure for some extended
literary work. Theodore Parker habit-
nally invested the income arising from
his lectures in the precious library
which he bequeathed to the city of his
love. And it is pleasant to know that
these profits are not gained at the ex-
pense of the institutions with which one
deals, for lecture-associations are almost
always self-supporting ; and I know one
in Worcester, Massachusetts, whose net
profits for the last three years have
averaged twelve hundred dollars after
paying to the lecturers an average price
of one hundred dollars.

I am, perhaps, laying too much stress
on the financial aspects of this intel-
lectual itinerancy; but mno apology is
needed to Englishmen, at least, since,
when they come among us as public
speakers, they show a proper willingness
to accept this practical aspect of the
profession. 1 remember that, when
Thackeray was here, and was hesitating
between two competing offers for his
lectures, he seemed quite relieved when
we assured him that in America he
needed no apology for yielding to the
soft seductions of an additional fifty
dollars. And now that Dickens gathers
in his nightly thousands, may be par-
doned to us homebred mortals if we
look sharply after our hundreds.

It may be said, in summing up, that
the American Lecture-system is con-

stantly expanding and becoming better
organized as to its methods, as well as
more liberal in its rewards ; but that, as
to themes and treatment, it has not yet
taken its final form. Because public
affairs now engross the larger share of
attention, it does not follow that it will
be always so. The excitements pro-
duced by slavery are outlasting its life-
time, and until the Southern States are
¢ re-constructed ” on principles of uni-
versal justice, there can be no permanent.
calm. But it seems altogether likely
that after the coming Presidential elec-
tions, there may come a period of peace ;
and literature and art, the children of
peace, must then resume their sway.

It will then be found permanently
true that there are elements in the
popular lecture which no form of litera-
ture can supply. The different lecturers
who have been named in this essay are
persons of the most various gifts and
training, with but this one point in
common, that almost all of them are
orators born, rather than writers; or at:
least reach the public through the ora-
torical gift. Subtract the audience, and
their better part is gone. XEmerson is
probably the only one among them
whose lectures, printed precisely as they
are delivered, would be a permanent
contrfbution to literature,—and it is,
perhaps, this very fact which stands
most in his way as a lecturer. Oratory
and literature still remain two distinct
methods of utterance, as distinet as
sculpture and painting, and as difficult
to unite. Their methods, their results,
and their rewards, are wholly different.
Tt is the general testimony of those who
have tried both, that they put poorer
work into their speeches than into their
writings; but that, on the other hand,
the very act of speech sometimes yields
such moments of inspiration as make
all writing seem cold. Thought must
be popularized, execution made broader
and rougher, before it can be appreciated
in an instant by a thousand minds; but
those thousand minds give you in return
a magnificent stimulus that solitude can
never supply. It is needless to debate
which is best: it is the difference be-
tween light and heat.



THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS;
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BY THE AUTHOR OF “ THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE.”

CHAPTER XX.
THE ABBE.

¢ By day and night her sorrows fall

Where miscreant hands and rude

Have stained her pure, ethereal pall
With many a martyr’s blood.

And yearns not her maternal heart
To hear their secret sighs,

Upon whose doubting way apart
Bewildering shadows rise ¢

_KEBLE.

It was in the summer twilight that
Fustacie, sitting en the doorstep be-
tween the two roems, with her baby en
her knees, was dreamily humming to
her a tune, without even werds, but
one that she loved, because she had
first learnt to sing it with Berenger
and his friend Sidney to the lute of
the latter ; and its notes always brought
before her eyes the woods of Mont-
pipeau. Then it was that, low and soff
as was the veice, that befel which
Noémi had feared : a worn, ragged-
looking young man, who had been
bargaining at the doer for a morsel of
bread in exchange for a handkerchief,
started at the sound, and meved so as
to look into the house.

Noémi was at the mement not
attending, being absorbed in the study
of the handkerchief, which was of such
fine, delicate texture that an idea of
its having been stolen possessed her ;
and she sought the corner where, as
she expected, a coat-of-arms was em-
broidered. Just as she was looking up
to demand explanation, the stranger,
with a sudden ery of “ Good heavens, it
is she!” pushed past her into the house,
and falling on his knee before Eustacie,
exclaimed, “ Oh Lady, Lady, is it thus
that I see you?”

Eustacie had started- up in dismay,
crying out, “Ah! M. PAbbé, as you
are a gentleman, betray me not. Oh !
have they sent you to find me? Have
pity on us! You loved my husband !”

“You have nothing to fear from me,
Lady,” said the young man, still kneel-
ing ; “if you are indeed a distressed
fugitive—so am I. If you have shelter
and friends—I have none.”

“Ts 1t indeed so,” said Eustacie, wist-
fully, yet scarce reassured. “ You are
truly net come from my uncle. Indeed,
Monsieur, I would not deubt yeu, but
you see I have so much at stake. I
have my little one here, and they mean
so cruelly by her.”

“ Madame, I swear by the henour of
a nobleman—nay, by all that is sacred
—that I knew nothing of your uncle.
I have been a wanderer for many weeks
past ; proseribed and hunted down
because I wished to seek into the
truth.”

“ Ah!” said Eustacie, with a sound
of relief, and of apelogy, “pardon me,
sir; indeed, I know you were good.
You loved my husband;” and she
reached out her hand to raise him,
when he kissed it reverently. Little
Lourgeoise and worn mendicant as they
were in dress, the air of the Louvre
breathed round them ; and there was
all its grace and dignity as the Lady
turned round to her astenishied hosts,
saying, “ Good sir, kind mother, this
gentleman is, indeed, what you took me
for, a fugitive for the truth. Permit
me to present te you, Monsieur ¥ Abbé
de Méricour—at least, so he was, when
last T had the henour to see him.”

The last time %e had seen her, poor
Fustacie had been incapable of seeing
anything save that bloody pool at the
foot of the stairs.
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Mériecour now turned and explained.
“ Good friends,” he said courteously,
but with the fiéreté of the noble not
quite out of his tone, “I beg your
grace. I would not have used so little
ceremony, if I had not been out of
myself at recognising a voice and a
tune that could belong to none but
Madame P

“ Sit down, sir,” said Noémi, a little
coldly and stiffly—for Méricour was a
terrible name to Huguenot ears; “a
true friend to this Lady must needs be
welcome, above all if he comes in
Heaven’s name.”

“Sit down, and eat sir,” added
Gardou, much more heartily ; “ and
forgive us for not having been more
hospitable—but the times have taught
us to be cautious, and in that Lady we
have a precious charge. Rest; for you
look both weary and hungry.”

Eustacie added an invitation, under-
standing that he would not sit without
her permission, and then, as he dropped
into a chair, she exclaimed, “ Ah! sir,
you are faint, but you are famished.”

¢« It will pass,” he said ; “I have not
caten to day.”

Instantly a meal was set before him,
and ere long he revived ; and as the
shutters were closed, and shelter for the
night promised to him by a Huguenot
family lodging in the same house, he
began to answer Eustacie’s anxious
questions, as well as to learn from her
in return, what had brought her into
her present situation.

Then it was that she recollected that it
Imd been he, who at her cousin Diane’s
call, had seized her when .she was
rushing out of the palace in her first
frenzy of grief, and had carried her
back to the women’s apartinents.

¢ It was that day which brought me
hiere,” he said.

And he told how, bred up in his
own distant province, by a pious and
excellent tutor, he had devoutly be-
lieved in the extreme wickedness of
the Reformers; but in his seclusion he
had been trained to such purity of faith
and morals, that, when his brother
summoned him to court to solicit a

benefice, he had been appalled at the
aspect of vice, and had, at the same
time been struck by the pure lives of
the Huguenots ; for truly, as things then
were at the French court, crime seemed
to have arrayed itself on the side of
the orthodox party, all virtue on that of
the schismatics.

De Méricour consulted spiritual ad-
visers, who told him that none but
Catholics could be truly holy, and that
what he admired were merely heathen
virtues that the devil permitted the
Huguenots to display in order to delude
the unwary. With this explanation
he had striven to be satisfied, though
cyes unblinded by guilt and a pure
heart continued to be revolted at the
practices which his Church, scared at
the evil times, and forgetful of her
own true.strength, left undenounced in
her partisans, And the more that the
Huguenot gentlemen thronged the court,
and the young Abbé was thrown into
intercourse with them, the more he per-
plexed himself how the truth, the faith,
the uprightness, the forbearance, the
purity that they evinced could indeed
be wanting in the seal that made them
acceptable. Then came the frightful
morning when carnage reigned in every
street, and the men who had been
treated as favourite boon companions,
were hunted down like wild beasts in
every street. He had endeavoured to
save life, but would have speedily been
slaughtered himself except for his
soutane ; and in all good faith he had
hurried to the Louvre, to inform royalty
of the horrors that, as he thought, a
fanatic passion was causing the populace
to commit.

He found the palace become shambles
—the King himself, wrought up to
frenzy, firing on the fugitives. And the
next day, while his brain still seemed
frozen with horror, he was called on to
join in the procession of thanksgiving for
the King’s deliverance from a dangerous
plot. Surely, if the plot were genuine,
he thought, the procession should have
savoured of penance and humiliation
rather than of barbarous exultation !
Yet these might be only the individual
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crimes of the Queen-mother, and of the
Guises seeking to mask themselves
under the semblance of zeal ; and the
infallible head of the visible Church
would disown the slaughter, and cast it
from the Church with loathing as a
blood-stained garment. Behold, Rome
was full of rejoicing, and sent sanction
and commendation of the pious zeal of
the King. Had the voice of Holy
Church become indeed as the voice of a
bloodhound? Was this indeed her
call

The young man, whose life from
infancy had been marked out for the
service of the Church—so destined by
his parents as securing a wealthy pro-
vision for a younger son ; but educated
by his good tutor with more real sense
of his obligations, felt the question in
its full import. He was under no vows;
he had, indeed, received the tonsure,
but was otherwise unpledged, and he
was bent on proving all things. The
gaieties in which he had at first mingled
had become abhorrent to him, and he
studied with the earnestness of a newly-
awakened mind in search of true light.
The very fact of study and inquiry, in
one of such a family as that of his
brother the Duke de Méricour, was
enough to excite suspicion of Huguenot
inclinations. The elder brother tried
to quash the folly of the younger, by
insisting on his sharing the debauch-
eries which, whether as priest or
monk, or simply as Christian man, it
would be his duty to abjure; and, at
length, by way of bringing things to a
test, insisted on his making one of a
party who were about to break up and
destroy a Huguenot assembly. Unable,
in his present mood, to endure the
thought of further cruelty, the young
ADbbé fled, gave secret warning to the
endangered congregation, and hastened
to the old castle in Brittany, where he
had been brought up, to pour out his
perplexities, and seek the counsel of
the good old chaplain who had edu-
cated him. Whether the kind, learned,
simple-hearted tutor could have settled
his mind, he had no time to discover,
for he had scarcely unfolded his troubles
before warnings came down that he

had better secure himself—his brother,
as head of the family, had obtained
the royal assent to the imprisonment
of the rebellious junior, so as to bring
him to a better mind, and cure him
of the Huguenot inclinations, which in
the poor lad were simply undeveloped.
But io all Catholic eyes, he was a
tainted man, and his almost inevitable
course was to take refuge with some
Huguenot relations. There he waseagerly
welcomed ; instruction was poured in
on him ; but as he showed a disposition
to inquire and examine, and needed
time to look into what they taught him,
as one who feared to break his link
with the Church, and still longed to
find her blameless and glorious, the
righteous nation that keepeth the truth,
they turned on him and regarded him
as a traitor and a spy, who had come
among them on false pretences.

All the poor lad wanted was time to
think, time to examine, time to con-
sult authorities, living and dead. The
Catholics called this- treason to the
Church, the Huguenots called it halt-
ing between two opinions; and be-
tween them he was a proscribed, dis-
trusted vagabond, branded on one side
as a recreant, and on the other, as
traitor. He had asked for a few
months of quiet, and where could they
be had ? His grandmother had been the
danghter of a Scottish nobleman in the
French service, and he had once seen a
nephew of hers who had come to Paris
during the time of Queen Mary’s resi-
dence there. He imagined that if he
were once out of this distracted land of
France, he might find respite for study,
for which he longed ; and utterly igno-
rant- of the real state of Secotland, he
had determined to make his way to his
kindred there ; and he had struggled on
the way to La Rochelle, cheated out of
the small remains of his money, selling
his last jewels and all the clothing
that was not indispensable, and be-
coming so utterly unable to pay his
passage to England, that he could only
trust to Providence to find him some
means of reaching his present goal.

He had been listened to with kind-
ness, and a sympathy, such as DL
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Gardon’s large mind enabled him to
bestow, where his brethren had been
incapable of comprehending thata man
could sincerely doubt between them and
Rome. When the history was finished,
Eustacie exclaimed, turning to Maitre
Gardon, “ Ah! sir, is not this just what
we sought? If this gentleman would
but convey a letter to my mother-in-
law i

M. Gardon smiled. ¢ Scotland and
England are by no means the same
place, Lady,” he said.

“Whatever this Lady would com-
mand, wherever she would send me, 1
am abt her service,” cried the Abbé
fervently.

And, after a little further debate, it
was decided that it might really be the
best course for him, as well as for
Madame de Ribaumont, for him to
become the bearer of a letter and token
from her, entreating her mother-in-law
to notify her pleasure whether she
should bring her child to England.
She had means enough to advance a
sufficient sum to pay Méricour’s passage,
and he accepted it most punctiliously
as a loan, intending, so soon as her
despatches were ready, to go on to La
Rochelle, and make inquiry for a ship.

Chance, however, seemed unusually
propitious, for the next day there was
an apparition in the streets of La
Sablerie of four or five weather-beaten
rollicking looking men, their dress pro-
fusely adorned with ribbons, and their
language full of strange oaths. They
were well known at La Sablerie as
sailors belonging to a ship of the fleet
of the Count de Montgomery, the un-
fortunate knight whose lance had caused
the death of King Henry II., and who,
proscribed by the mortal hatred of
Catherine de Médici, had become the
admiral of a piratical fleet in the
Calvinist interest, so far winked at by
Queen Elizabeth, that it had its head-
quarters in the Channel islands, and
thence was a most formidable foe to
merchant vessels on the northern and
eastern coasts of France ; and often in-
dulged in descents on the coast, when
the sailors—belng in general the scum
of the nation—were apt to comport

themselves more like American buc-
caneers than like champions of any
form of religion.

La Sablerie was a Huguenot town, so
they used no violence, but only swag-
gered about, demanding from Bailli La
Grasse, in the name of their gallant
Captain Latouche, contributions and
provisions, and giving him to under-
stand that if he did not comply to the
uttermost it should be the worse for
him. Their ship, it appeared, had been
forced to put into the harbour, about
two miles off, and Maitre Gardon and
the young Abbé decided on walking
thither to see it, and to have an inter-
view with the captain, so as to secure
a passage for Méricour at least. Indeed,
Maitre Gardon had, in consultation with
Eustacie, resolved, if he found things
suitable, to arrange for their all going
together. She would be far safer out
of France; and, although the Abbé
alone could not have escorted her, yet
Maitre Gardon would gladly have se-
cured for her the additional protection
of a young, strong, and spirited man ;
and Kustacie, who was no scribe, was
absolutely relieved to have the voyage
set before her as an alternative to the
dreadful operation of composing a letter
to the belle-mére, whom she had not
seen since she had been seven years old,
and of whose present English name she
had the most indistinct ideas.

However, the first sight of the ship
overthrew all such ideas. It was a
wretched single-decked vessel, carrying
far more sail than experienced nautical
eyes would have deemed safe, and with
no accommodation fit for a woman and
child, even had the aspect of captain or
crew been more satisfactory—and the
ruffianly appearance and language of the
former fully rivalled that of his sailors.
It would have been mere madness to
think of trusting the Lady in such hands;
and, without a word to each other, Gar-
don and Mcéricour resolved to give mno
hint even that she and her jewels were
in La Sablerie. Méricour, however,
made his bargain with the captain, who
undertook to transport him as far as
Guernsey, whence he might easily make
his way to Dorsetshire, where M. Gar-
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don knew that Berenger’s English home
had been.

So Xustacie, with no small trouble
and consideration, indited her letter—
telling of her escape, the birth of her
daughter, the dangers that threatened
her child—and begging that its grand-
mother would give it a safe home in
England, and love it for the sake of its
father. An answer would find her at
the Widow Noémi Laurent’s, Rue des
Trois Fées, La Sablerie. She could not
bring herself to speak of the name of
Espérance Gardon which had been
saddled upon her; and even M. de
Meéricour remained in ignorance of her
bearing this disguise. She recommended
him to the kindness of her mother-in-
law; and M. Gardon added another
letter to the Lady, on behalf of the charge
to whom he promised to devote himself
until he should see them safe in friendly
hands. DBoth letters were addressed, as
best they might be, between Eustacie’s
dim comprehension of the word Thistle-
wood, and M. Gardon’s netion of spell-
ing. “Jadis, Baronne de Ribaumont”
was the securest part of the direction.

And for a token, Eustacie looked over
her jewels to find one that would serve
for a token ; but the only ones she knew
would be recognised, were the brooch
that had fastened the plume in Be-
renger’s bloody cap, and the chaplet of
pearls. To part with the first, or to
risk the second in the pirate-ship, was
impossible, but Eustacie at last decided
upon detaching the pear-shaped pearl
which was nearest the clasp, and which
was so remarkable in form and tinf that
there was no doubt of its being well
known.

CHAPTER XXI.
UNDER THE WALNUT-TREE.
Mistress Jean was making the elder-flower
wine—
“And what brings the Laird at sic a like
time ?”
Lapy NAwRN (The Laird of Cockpen).

SUMMER was mnearly ended, and Lucy
Thistlewood was presiding in the great

kitchen of the Manor-house, standing
under the latticed window near the large
oak-table, a white apron over her dress,
presiding over the collecting of elder-
berries for the brew of household-wine
for the winter. The maids stood round
her with an array of beechen bowls or
red and yellow crocks, while barefooted,
bareheaded children came thronging in
with rush or wicker baskets of the crim-
son fruit, which the maids poured in
sanguine cascades into theirearthenware;
and Tmey requited with substantial
slices of bread and cheese, and stout
homely garments mostly of her own
sewing.

Lucy was altogether an inmate of her
father’s house. She had not even been
at Hurst Walwyn for many months ; for
her stepmother’s reiterated hopes that
Berenger would make her his consola-
tion for all he had suffered from his
French spouse, rendered it impossible to
herto meet him withsisterlyunconscious-
ness ; and she therefore kept out of the
way, and made herself so useful at home,
that Dame Annora only wondered how
it had been pessible to spare her so long,
and always wound up her praises by
saying, that Berenger would learn in
time how lucky he had been to lose the
French puppet, and win the good
English housewife.

If only tidings would have come that
the puppet was safe married. That was
the crisis which all the family desired
yet feared for Beérenger, since nothing
else they saw would so detach his
thoughts from the past as to leave him
free to begin life again. The relapse
brought on by the cruel reply to Osbert’s
message had been very formidable : he
was long insensible or delirious, and
then came a state of annihilated thought,
then of frightfully sensitive organs, when
light, sound, movement, or scent were
alike agony ; and when he slowly revived,
it was with such sunken spirits, that his
silence was as much from depression as
from difficulty of speech. His brain was
weak, his limbs feeble, the wound in
his mouth never painless; and all this
necessarily added to his listless in-
difference and weariness, as though all
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youthful hope and pleasure were extinet
in him, He had ceased to refer to the
past. Perhaps he had thought it over,
and seen that the deferred escape, the
request for the pearls, the tryst at the
palace, and the detention from the king’s
chamber, made an uglier case against
Kustacie than he could endure to own
even to himself. If his heart trusted,
his mind could not argue out her defence,
and his tongue would not serve him for
discussion with his grandfather, the only
person who could act for him. Perhaps
the stunned condition of his mind made
the suspense just within the bounds of
endurance, while trust in his wife’s inno-
cence rendered his inability to come to
her aid well nigh intolerable ; and doubt
of her seemed both profanity and misery
unspeakable. He could do mnothing,
He had shot his only shaft by send-
ing Landry Osbert, and had found that
to endeavour to induce his grandfather
to use further measures was worse than
useless, and was treated as niere infatna-
tion. He knew that all he had to do
was to endeavour for what patience he
could win from Cecily’s sweet influence
and guidance, and to wait till either
certainty should come—that dreadful,
miserable certainty that all looked for,
and his very helplessness might be
bringing about—or till he should regain
strength to be again effective.

And miserably slow work was this
recovery. No one had surgical skill to
deal with so severe a wound as that
which Narcisse had inflicted ; and the
daily pain and inconvenience it caused
led to innumerable drawbacks that often
—-even after he had come as far as the
garden—brought him back to his bed in
a dark room, to blood-letting, and to
speechlessness. No one knew much of
his mind— Cecily perhaps the most, and
next to her, Philip, who, from the time
he had been admitted to his step-
brother’s presence, had been most
assiduous in tending him, seemed to
understand his least sign, and to lay
aside all his boisterous roughness in his
eager desire to do him service. The
lads had loved each other from the
moment they had met as children, but

.

never so apparently as now, when all
the rude horse-play of healthy youths
was over—and one was dependant, the
other considerate. And if Berenger had
made no one else believe in Kustacie, he
bad taught Philip to view her as the
“ Queen’s men” viewed Mary of Scot-
land. Philip had told Lucy the rough
but wholesome truth, that < Mother talks
mere folly. Eustacie is no more to be
spoken of with you than a pheasant
with old brown Partlet; and Berry
waits but to be well to bring her off
from all her foes. And I'll go with him.”

It was on Philip’s arm that Berenger
first crept round the bowling-green, and
with Philip at his rein that he first
endured to ride along the avenue on
Lord Walwyn’s smooth-paced palfrey ;
and it was Philip who interrupted
Lucy’s household cares by rushing in
and shouting, * Sister, here! I have
wiled him to ride over the down, and he
is sitting under the walnut-tree quite
spent, and the three little wenches are
standing in a row, weeping like so many
little mermaids. Come, I say!”

Lucy at once followed him through
the house, through the deep porch to
the court, which was shaded by a noble
walnut-tree, where Sir Marmaduke loved
to sit among his dogs. There now sat
Berenger, resting against the trunk, over-
come by the heat and exertion of his
ride. His cloak and hat lay on the
ground ; the dogs fawned round him,
eager for the wonted caress, and his
three little sisters stood a little aloof,
clinging to one another, and crying
piteously.

It was their first sight of him ; and it
seemed to them as if he were behind a
frightful mask. Even Lucy was not
without a sensation of the kind, of this
effect in the change from the girlish,
rosy complexion to extreme paleness, on
which was visible, in ghastly red and
purple, the great scar left by Narcisse,
from the temple on the one side to the
ear on the other.

The far more serious wound on the
cheek was covered with a black patch,
and the hair had almost entirely dis-
appeared from the head, only a few light



The White and Black Ribaumont, 63

brown locks still hanging round the
neck and temples, so that the bald brow
gave a strange look of age ; and the dis-
figurement was terrible, enhanced as it
was by the wasting effect of nearly a
year of sickness. Lucy was so much
shocked, that she could hardly steady
her voice to chide the children for not
giving a better welcome to their brother.
They would have clung round her, but
she shook them off, and sent Annora
in haste for her mother’s fan; while
Philip arriving with a slice of diet-
bread and a cup of sack, the one fanned
him, and the other fed him with morsels
of the cake soaked in the wine, till he
revived, looked up with eyes that were
unchanged, and thanked them with a
few faltering words, scarcely intelligible
to Lucy. The little girls came nearer,
and curiously regarded him ; but when
he held out his hand to his favourite
Dolly, she shrank back in reluctance.

“Do not chide her,” he said wearily.
“ May she never become used to such
marks ! ”

“What, would you have her live
among cowards?” exclaimed Philip;
but DBerenger, instead of answering,
looked up at the front of the house, one
of those fine Tudor fugades that seem
all carved timber and glass lattice, and
asked, so abruptly that Lucy doubted
whether she heard him aright,—¢ How
many windows are there in this front?”

T never counted,” said Philip.

“I have,” said Annora; ‘“there are
seven and thirty, besides the two little
ones in the porch.”

“None shall make them afraid,” he
muttered. “Who would dare build
such a defenceless house over yonder?”
—pointing south.

“Our hearts are guards enow,” said
Philip, proudly. Berenger half smiled,
as he was wont to do when he meant
more than he could conveniently utter,
and presently he asked, in the same
languid, musing tone, ¢ Lucy, were you
ever really affrighted %”

Lucy questioned whether he could be
really in his right mind, as if the be-
wilderment of his brain was again re-
turning ; and while she paused, Annora

exclaimed, “ Yes, when we were gather-
ing cowslips, and the brindled cow ran
at us, and Lucy could not run because
she had Dolly in her arms. Oh! we
were frightened then, till you came,
brother.”

“Yes,” added Bessie ; “and last winter
too, when the owl shrieked at the
window——"

% And,” added Berenger, “sister, what
was your greatest time of revelry ?”

Annora again put in her word. “I
know, brother ; you remember the fair-
day, when my Lady Grandame was
angered because you and Lucy went on
dancing when we and all the gentry had
ceased. And when Lucy said she had
not seen that you were left alone, Aunt
Cecily said it was because the eyes of
discretion were lacking.”

“Qh, the Christmas feast was far
grander,” said Bessie. “Then Lucy
had her first satin farthingale, and three
gallants, besides my brother, wanted to
dance with her.”

Blushing deeply, Lucy tried to hush
the little ones, much perplexed by the
questions, and confused by the answers.
Could he be contrasting the life where a
vicious cow had been the most alarming
object, a greensward dance with a step
brother the greatest gaiety, the dye of
the elder-juice the deepest stain, with
the temptations and perils that had be-
set one equally young? Resting his
head on his hand, his elbow on his knee,
he seemed to be musing in a reverie
that he could hardly brook, as his
young brow was knitted by care and
despondency.

Suddenly, the sounds in the village
rose from the quiet sleepy summer hum
into a fierce yell of derisive vituperation,
causing Philip at once to leap up, and
run across the court to the entrance-
gate, while Lucy called after him some
vain sisterly warning against mingling
in a fray.

It seemed as if his interposition had
a good effect, for the uproar lulled almost
as soon as he bad hurried to the scene
of action ; and presently he re-appeared,
eager and breathless. “I told them to
bring him up here,” he said; “they
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would have flogged him at the cart’s-
tail, the rogues, just because my father
is out of the way. I could not make
out his jargon, but you can, brother ;
and make that rascal Spinks let him go.”

“What should I have to do with it #”
said Berenger, shrinking from the sudden
exposure of his scarred face and maimed
speech. “Iam no magistrate.”

¢ But you can understand him ; he is
French, the poor rogue—yes, French, I
tell you! He shrieked out piteously to
me something about a letter, and want-
ing to ask his way. Ah! I thought
that would touch you, and it will cost
you little pains,” added Philip, as Be-
renger snatched up his broad Spanish
hat, and slouching it over his face, rose,
and, leaning upon Annora’s shoulder,
stepped forward, just as the big burly
blacksmith-constable, and small shriv-
elled cobbler advanced, dragging along
by a cord round the wrists, a slight
figure with a red woollen sailor’s shirt,
ragged blackhosen, bare head, and almost
bare feet.

Doffing their caps, the men began an
awkward salutation to the young Lord
on his recovery, but he only touched his
beaver in return, and demanded, *“ How
now ; what have you bound him for "’

“You see, my Lord,” began the con-
stable, ¢ there have been a sort of
vagrants of late, and T'll be bound *twas
no four-legged fox as took Gaffer Shep-
herd’s lamb.”

The peroration was broken off, for,
with a start as if he had been shot, Beren-
ger cried aloud, “Meéricour ! the Abbé!”

“Ah, Monsieur, if you know me,”
cried the young man, raising his head,
‘“free mie from this shame—aid me in
my mission !”’ '

“TLoose him, fellows,” shouted De-
renger ; ‘Philip, a knife—Lucy, those
seissors.”

“’Tis my duty, my Lord,” said Spinks
gruffly. “All vagabonds to he appre-
hended and flogged at the cart’s-tail, by
her Grace’s special commands. How is
it to be answered to his Honour, Sir
Marmaduke ?”

“Qaf!” cried Philip, ¢ you durst not
have used such violence had my father

\

been at home! Don’t you see my
brother knows him %”

With hands frembling with haste,
Berenger had seized on the seissors that,
housewife-like, hung at‘Luey’s waist,
and was cutting the rope, exclaiming in
French, “Pardon, pardon, friend, for
so shameful a reception.”

“ Sir,” was the reply, without a sign
of recognition, ‘‘if, indeed, you know
my name, I entreat you to direct me to
the chiteau of le Sieur Tistéfote, whose
Lady was once Baronne de Ribaumont.”

“ My mother! Ah, my friend, my
friend ! what would you,” he cried, in a
tone of tremulous hope and fear, laying
one hand on Mdricour’s shoulder, and
about to embrace him.

Méricour retreated from the embrace
with surprise and almost horror, ¢Is
it indeed you, M. le Baron? DBut no,
my message is to me such person.”

“A message—from her—speak !”
gasped Berenger, starting forward as
though to rend it from him; but the

" high-spirited young man crossed his

arms on his breast, and gazing at the
group with indignant scorn, made
answer, “ My message is from her who
deems herself a widow, to the mother

-of the husband whom she little imagines

to be not only alive but consoled.”

“ Faithful ! faithful !” burst out
Berenger, with a wild, exultant,
strangely-ringing shout. * Woe, woe,
to those who would have had me
doubt her. Philip—TLuecy—hear! Her
truth is clear to all the world!” Then
changing back again to French, ¢ Ten
thousand blessings on you, Méricour.
You have seen her ! 'Where—how ¢”

Méricour still spoke with frigid polite-
ness. “1I1 had the honour to part with
Madame la Baronne de Ribaumont in
the town of La Sablerie, among humble,
Huguenot guardians, to whom she had
fled, to save her infant’s life—when no
aid came.”

He was obliged to break off, for
Berenger, stunned by the sudden rush
of emotion, reeled as he stood, and
would have fallen but for the prompt
support of Lucy, who was near enough
to guide him back to rest upon the
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bench, saying resentfully in French as
she did so, “ My brother is still very
ill. I pray you, sir, have a care.”

She had not half understood the rapid
words of the two young men, Philip com-
prehended them far less, and the con-
stable and his crew of course not at all;
and Spinks pushed forward among the
group as he saw Berenger sink back on
the bench ; and once more collaring his
prisoner, exclaimed, almost angrily to
Philip, ¢ There now, sir, you've had
enough of the vagabond. We'll keep
him tight ere he bewitches any more
of you.”

This rude interference proved an
instant restorative. DBerenger sprang
up at once, and seizing Spinks’s arm,

exclaimed, “Hands off, fellow! This
is my friend—a gentleman. He brings
me tidings of infinite gladness. Who

insults him, insults me.”

Spinks scarcely withdrew his hand
from Méricour’s neck; and scowling,
said, “ Very odd gentleman—very queer
tidings, Master Derenger, to fell you
like an ox. I must be answerable for
the fellow till his Honour comes.”

“Ah! Eh quor, wherefore not show
the canaille your sword?”” said Méri-
cour, impatiently.

“ Tt may not be, here, in England,”
said Berenger (who fortunately was not
wearing his weapon). “And in good
time here comss my step-father,” as the
gates swung back, and Sir Marmaduke
and Lady Thistlewood rode through it,
the former sending his voice far before
him to demand the meaning of the
hurly-burly that filled his court.

Philip was the first to spring to his
rein, exclaiming, ‘¢ Father, it is a French-
man whom Spinks would have flogged
at the cart’s tail ; but it seems he is
o friend of Berenger’s, and has brought
him tidings. I know not what—about
his wife, I believe—anyway he is beside
‘himself with joy.”

¢ 8ir, your Honour,” shouted Spinks,
again seizing Méricour, and striving to
drag him forward, “I would know
whether the law is to be hindered from
taking its course because my young Lord
there is a Frenchman and bewitched.”

No. 103.—vorL. xviL.

“Ah,” shrieked Lady Thistlewood,

“I knew it. They will have sent
secret poison to finish him. Keep the
fellow safe. He will cast it in
the air.”

“Aye, aye, my Lady,” said Spinks,
“there are plenty of us to testify that
he made my young Lord fall back as
in a swoon, and reel like one distraught.
Pray Heaven it have not gone further.”

“8ir,” exclaimed Berenger, who on
the other side held his friend’s hand
tight, ¢ this is a noble gentleman-—the
brother of the Duke de Méricour. He
has come at great risk to bring me
tidings of my dear and true wife. And
not one word will these demented
rascals let me hear with their senseless
clamour.”

“Berenger! You here, my boy?”
exclaimed Sir Marmaduke, more amazed
by this than all the rest.

“He touches him—he holds him!
Ah! will no one tear him away?”
screamed Lady Thistlewood. Nor would
Spinks have been slow in obeying her
if Sir Marmaduke had not swung his
substantial form to the ground, and
stepping up to the prisoner, rudely
clawed on one side by Spinks, and
affectionately grasped on the other side
by Berenger, shouted,—* Let go, both !
Does he speak English? Peace, dame.
If the lad be bewitched, it is the right
way. He looks like another man. Eh,
lad, what does your friend say for
himself?”

“Sir,” said Berenger, interpreting
Méricour’s words as they were spoken,
“he has been robbed and inisused at
sea by Montgomery’s pirate crews. He
fled from court for the religion’s sake ;
he met her—my wife”” (the voice was
scarcely intelligible, so fremulously was
it spoken), “in hiding among the
Huguenots—he brings a letter and a
token from her to my mother.”

“Ha! and you know him? You
avouch him to be what he represents
himself ?”

“T knew him at court. I know him
well.  Father, make these fellows cease
their insults! I have heard nothing
yet. See here!” holding out what

F
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Mcéricour had put into his hand ; ¢ this
ou cannot doubt, mother.”

“ Parted the pearls! Ah, the little
minx !” cried the Lady, as she recog-
nised the jewels.

“T thought he had been robbed?”
added Sir Marmaduke.

¢The gentleman doubts 1 said Méri-
cour, catching some of the words. “He
should know that what is confided to
a French gentleman is only taken from
him with his life.  Much did Ilose; but
the pearl I kept hidden in my mouth.”

Therewith he produced the letter.
Lady Thistlewood pronounced that no
power on earth should induce her to open
it, and drew off herself and her little
girls to a safe distance from the secret
poison she fancied it contained ; while
Sir Marmaduke was rating the constables
for taking advantage of his absence fo
interpret the Queen’s Vagrant Act in
their own violent fashion; ending, how-
ever, by sending them round to the
buttery-hatch to drink the young Lord’s
health., For the messenger, the good
knight heartily grasped his hand, welcom-
ing him and thanking him for having
‘“ brought comfort to yon poor lad’s
heart.”

But there Sir Marmaduke paused,
doubting whether the letter had indeed
brought comfort ; for Berenger, who
had seized on if, when it was refused
by his mother, was sitting under the
tree—turning away indeed, but not able
to conceal that his tears were gushing
down like rain. The anxious exclama-
tion of his step-father roused him at
length, but he scarce found power or
voice to utter, as he thrust the letter
into the knight’s hand, “ Ah! see what
has she not suffered for me ? me, whom
you would have had believe her faith-
less 9” ’

He then grasped his friend’s arm, and
with him disappeared into the house,
leaving Sir Marmaduke holding the
letter in a state of the utmost bewilder-
ment, and calling by turns on his wife
and daughter to read and explain it to
him.

And as Lucy read the letter, which
her mother could not yet prevail on her-

self to touch, she felt at each word more
grateful to the good Aunt Cecily, whose
influence had taught her always to view
Berenger as a brother, and not to con-
demn unheard the poor young wife. If
she had not been thus guarded, what
distress might not this day of joy to
Berenger have brought to Lucy. Indeed,
Lady Thistlewood was vexed enough
as it was, and ready to carry her inere-
dulity to the most inconsistent lengths.
“ It was all a trick for getting the poor
boy back, that they might make an
end of him altogether.” Tell her
they thought him dead.—* Tilley-
valley ! it was a mere attempt on her
own good-nature, to get a little French
impostor on her hands. Let Sir Duke
look well to it, and take care that her
poor boy was not decoyed among them.
The Frenchman might be cutting his
throat at that moment! Where was he ?
Had Sir Duke been so lost as to let
them out of sight together? No one
had either pity or prudence now that
her poor father was gone;” and she
began to weep.

“No great fear on that score, dame,”
laughed the knight. “Did you not
hear the lad shouting for ¢ Phil, Phil !’
almost in a voice like old times. It
does one good to hear it.”

Just at twilight, Berenger came down
the steps, conducting a graceful gentle-
man in black, to whom Lady Thistle-
wood’s instinct impelled her to make a
low courtesy, before Berenger had said,
“ Madam, allow me to present to you
my friend, the Abbé de Méricour.”

“Is it the same?” whispered Bessie
to Annora. “ Surely he is translated ! ”

¢ Only into Philip’s old mourning

suit. I know it by the stain on the
knee.”

“Then it is translated too. Never
did it look so well on Philip! See, our

mother is quite gracious to him; she
speaks to him as though he were some
noble visitor to my Lord.”

Therewith Sir Marmaduke ‘came for-
ward, shook Méricour with all his might
by the hand, shouted to him his hearty
thanks for the good he had done his
poor lad, and assured him of a welcome
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from the very bottom of his heart. The
good knight would fain have kept both
Berenger and his friend at the Manor,
but Berenger was far too impatient to
carry home his joy, and only begged
the loan of a horse for Méricour. For
himself, he felt as if fatigue or dejection
would never touch him again, and he
kissed his mother and his sisters, in-
cluding Luey, all round, with an effusion
of delight.

“TIs that indeed your step-father?”
said Méricour, as they rode away
together. “ And the young man, is he
your half brother ?”

¢ Brother wholly in dear love,” said
Berenger ; “no blood relation. The
little girls are my mother’s children.”

“Ah! so large a family all one? All
at home? None in convents ?”

*“We have no convents.”

“Ah, no. Butall at home! All ab
peace ! This is a strange place, your
England.”

CHAPTER XXIIL

DEPARTURE.

¢TIt is my mistress !
Since she is living, let the time run on
To good or bad.”—Cymbeline.

Mgricour found the welcome at Hurst
‘Walwyn as kindly and more polished
than that at Combe Manor. He was
more readily understood, and found him-
self at his natural element. TLord Wal-
wyn, in especial, took much notice of
him, and conversed with him long and
earnestly ; while Berenger, too happy
and too weary to exert himself to say
many words, sat as near Cecily as he
could, treating her as though she, who
had never contradicted in his trust in
Edstacie, were the only person who
could worthily share his infinite relief,
peace, and thankfulness.

Lord Walwyn said scarcely anything
to his grandson that night, only when
Berenger, as usual, bent his knee to ask
his blessing on parting for the night, he
said, gravely, “Son, 1 am glad of your
Joy ; I fear me you have somewhat to
pardon your grandsire. Come to my

library so soon as morning prayers be
over; we will speak then. Not now,
my dear lad,” he added, as Berenger,
with tears in his eyes, kissed his hand,
and would have begun; “you are too
much worn and spent to make my deaf
ears hear. Sleep, and take my blessing
with you.”

It was a delight to see the young face
freed from the haggard, dejected ex-
pression that had been sadder than the
outward wounds; and yet it was so
questionable how far the French con-
nexion was acceptable to the family,
that when Berenger requested Mr.
Adderley to make mention of the merey
vouchsafed to him in the morning de-
votions, the chaplain bowed, indeed, but
ook care to ascertain that his so doing
would be agreeable to my Lord and my
Lady.

He found that if Lady Walwyn was
still inclined to regret that the French-
woman was so entirely a wife, and
thought Berenger had been very hasty
and imprudent, yet that the old Lord
was chiefly distressed at the cruel in-
justice he had so long been doing this
poor young thing. A strong sense of
Jjustice, and long habit of dignified self-
restraint, alone prevented Lord Walwyn
from severely censuring Mr. Adderley
for misrepresentations; hut the old
nobleman recollected that Walsingham
had been in the same story, and was too
upright to visit his own vexation on the
honestly-mistaken tutor.

However, when Berenger made his
appearance in the study, looking as if
not one night, but weeks, had been spent
in recovering health and spirit, the old
man’s first word was a gentle rebuke for
his having been left unaware of how far
maftters had gone ; but he cut short the
attempted reply, by saying he knew it
was chiefly owing to his own overhasty
conclusion, and fear of letting his grand-
son injure himself by vainly discussing
the subject. Now, however, he ex-
amined Berenger closely on all the pro-
ceedings at Paris and at Montpipeau,
and soon understood that the ceremony
had been renewed, ratifying the vows
taken in infancy. The old statesman’s

F2
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face cleared up at once; for, as he ex-
plained, he had now no anxieties
as to the validity of the marriage by
English law, at least, in spite of the
decree from Rome, which, as he pointed
out to his grandson, was wholly contin-
gent on the absence of subsequent con-
sent, since the parties had come to an
age for free will. Had he known of
this, the remarriage, he said, he should
certainly have been less supine. Why
had Berenger been silent ?

“] was commanded, sir. I fear I
have transgressed the command by
mentioning it now. I must pray you
to be secret.”

“ Secret, foolish lad. Know you not
that the rights of your wife and your
child rest upon it ?”’ and as the change
in Berenger’s looks showed that he had
not comprehended the full importance
of the second ceremony as nullifying the
papal sentence, which could only quash
the first on the ground of want of mu-
tual consent, he proceeded, ““ Command,
quotha? Who there had any right to
command you, boy %”

“ Only one, sir.”

“ Come, this is no moment for lovers’
folly. It was not the girl, then ? Then
it could be no other than the miserable
King—was it so?”

“Yes, sir,” said Berenger. ¢Ile bade
me as King, and requested me as the
friend who gave her to me. I could do
no otherwise, and I thought it would
be but a matter of a few days, and that
our origiual marriage was the only im-
portant one.’

: “Have you any parchment to prove
T ?”

“No, sir. It passed but as a-ceremony
‘to satisfy the Queen’s scruples ere she
gave my wife to me to take home. I
even think the King was displeased at
her requiring it.”

“Was Mr. Sidney a witness ?”

“No, sir. None was present, save
the King and Queen, Ler German coun-
tess, and the German priest.”

“The day 1"

“ Lammas-day.”

“The first of August of the year of
grace 1572. I will write to Walsing-

ham to obtain the testimony, if possible,
of King or of priest ; but belike they
will deny it all. It was part of the
trick. Shame upon it that a king should
dig pits for so small game as you, my
poor lad.”

“Verily, my Lord,” said Berenger,
T think the King meant us kindly, and
would gladly have sped us well away.
Methought he felt his bondage bitterly,
and would fain have dared to be a true
King. Even at the last, he bade nie to
his garde-robe, and all there were un-
hurt.”

“ And wherefore obeyed you not ?”

“The carouse would have kept me
too late for our flight.”

“XKing’s behests may not lightly be
disregarded,” said the old courtier, with
a smile. ‘ However, since he showed
such seeming favour to you, surely you
might send a petition to him privately,
through Sir Francis Walsinghan, to let
the priest testify to your renewal of con-
tract, engaging not to use it to his detri-
ment in France.”

“T will do so, sir. DMeanwhile,” he
added, as one who felt he had earned a
right to be heard in his turn, “I have
your perinission to hasten to bring home
my wife ?”

Lord Walwyn was startled at this
demand from one still so far from re-
covered as Berenger. Iven this talk,
eager as the youth was, had not been
carried on without much difficulty, re-
petitions, and altered phrases, when he
could not pronounce distinetly enough
to be understood, and the effort brought
lines of pain into his brow. He could
take little solid food, had hardly any
strength for walking or riding; and,
though all his wounds were whole,
except that one unmanageable shot, in
the mouth, he looked entirely unfif' to
venture on a long journey in the very
country that had sent him home a year
before scarcely alive. Tord Walwyn
had already devised what he thought a
far more practicablearrangement, namely,
to send Mr. Adderley and some of my
Lady’s women by sea, under the charge
of Master Hobbs, a shipmaster at Wey-
mouth, who traded with Bordeaux for
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wine, and could easily put in near La
Sablerie, and bring off the Lady and
child, and, if she wished it, the pastor
to whom such a debt of gratitude was
owing.

Berenger was delighted with the
notion ot the sea rather than the land
journey ; but he pointed out at once
that this would remove all objection
to his going in person. He had often
been out whole nights with the fisher-
men, and knew that a sea-voyage would
be better for his health than anything,
—certainly better than pining and lan-
guishing at home, as he had done for
months. He could not bear to think of
separation from Eustacie an hour longer
than needful ; nay, she had been cruelly
entreated enough already ; and as long
as he could keep his feet, it was abso-
Iutely due to her that he should not let
others, instead of himself, go in search
of her. It would be almost death to
him to stay at home.

Lord Walwyn looked at the pallid,
wasted face, with all its marks of suffer-
ing and intense eagerness of expression,
increased by the difficulty of utterance
and need of subduing agitation. He
felt that the long-misunderstood patience
and endurance had earned something ;
and he knew, too, that for all his grand-
son’s submission and respect, the hoy,
as a husband and father, had rights and
duties that would assert themselves
manfully, if opposed. It was true that
the sea-voyage obviated many difficul-
ties, and it was better to consent with a
good grace than drive one hitherto so
dutiful to rebellion. He did then con-
sent, and was rewarded by the lightening
flash of joy and gratitude in the bright
blue eyes, and the fervent pressure and
kiss of his hand, as Berenger exclaimed,
“Ah! sir, Eustacie will be such a
daughter to you. You should have seen
how the Admiral liked her!”

The news of Lord Walwyn’s consent
raised much commotion in the family.
Dame Anmnora was sure her poor son
would be murdered outright this time,
and that nobody cared because he was
only %er son; and she strove hard to stir
up Sir Marmaduke to remonstrate with

herfather; but the good knight had never
disputed a judgment of “my Lords”
in his whole life, and had even received
his first wife from his hands, when for-
saken by the gay Annora, So she could
only ride over to Combe, be silenced by
her father, as effectually as if* Jupiter
had nodded, and bewail and murmur to
her mother till she lashed Lady Walwyn
up into finding every possible reacon
why Berenger should and must sail.
Then she went home, was very sharp
with Lucy, and was reckoned by saucy
little Nan to have nineteen times ex-
claimed, “ Tilley-valley ” in the course
of one day.

The effect upon Philip was a vehe-
ment insistance on going with his bro-
ther. He was sure no one else would
see to Berry half as well; and as to
letting Berry go to be murdered again
without him, he weuld not hear of it ;
he must go, he would not stay at home ;
he should not study ; 1o, no, he should
be ready to hang himself for vexation,
and thinking what they were doing to
his brother. And thus he extorted from
his kind-hearted father an avowal that
he should be easier about the lad if
Phil were there, and that he might go,
provided Berry would have him, and
my Lord saw no objection. The first
point was soon settled ; and as to the
second, there was no reason at all that
Philip should not go where his brother
did. In fact, excepting for Berenger’s
state of health, there was hardly any
risk about the matter. Master Hobbs,
to whom Philip rode down ecstatically
to request him to come and speak to my
Lord, was a stout, honest, experienced
seaman, who was perfectly at homein
the Bay of Biscay, and had so strong a
feudal feeling for the house of Walwyn,
that he placed himself and his best ship,
the Zhrostle, entirely at his disposal.
The 7Throstle was a capital sailor, and
carried arms quite sufficient in English
hands to protect her against Algerine
corsairs or Spanish pirates. e only
asked for a week to make her cabin
ready for the reception of a Lady, and
this time was spent in sending a post to
London, to obtain for Berenger the
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permit from the Queen, and the passport
from the French Ambassador, without
which he could not safely have gone;
and, as a further precaution, letters were
requested from some of the secret agents
of the Huguenots to facilitate his ad-
mission into La Sablerie.

In the mean time, poor Mr. Adderley
had submitted meekly to the decree
that sentenced him to weeks of misery
on board the Throstle, but, to his infinite
relief, an inspection of the cabins proved
the space so small, that Berenger repre-
sented to his grandfather that the ex-
cellent tutor would be only an incum-
brance to himself and every one else,
and that with Philip he should need
no one. Indeed, he had made such a
start into vigour and alertness during
the last few days that there was far less
anxiety about him, though with several
sighs for poor Osbert. Cecily initiated
Philip into her simple rules for her
patient’s treatment in case of the return
of his more painful symptoms. The
notion of sending female attendants for
Eustacie was also abandoned, her hus-
band’s presence rendered them unne-
cessary, or they might be procured at
La Sablerie ; and thus it happened that
the only servants whom Berenger was to
take with him were Humfrey Holt and
John Smithers, the same honest fellows
whose steadiness had so much conduced
to his rescue at Paris.

Claude de Méricour had in the mean
time heen treated as an honoured guest
at Combe Walwyn, and was in good
esteem with its master. He would have
set forth at once on his journey to Scot-
land, but that Lord Walwyn advised
him to wait and ascertain the condition
of his relatives there before throwing
himself on them. Berenger had, ac-
cordingly, when writing to Sldney by
the messenger above-mentioned, begged
him to find out from Sir Robert Melvﬂle,
the Scottish Envoy, all he could about
the family whose designation he wrote
down at a venture from Méricour’s lips.

Sidney returned a most affectionate
answer, saying that he had never been
able to believe the little shepherdess a
traitor, and was charmed that she had

‘would, Mr. Adderley thought,
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proved herself a heroine; he should
endeavour to greet her with all his
best powers as a poet, when she
should brighten the English Court;
but his friend, Master Spenser, alone
was fit to celebrate such constancy.
As to M. ’'Abbé de Méricour’s friends,
Sir Robert Melville had recognised
their name at once, and had pro-
nounced them to be fierce Catholics and
Queensmen, s0 sorely pressed by the
Douglases, that it was believed they
would soon fly the country altogether;
and Sidney added, what Lord Walwyn
had already said, that to seek Scotland
rather than France as a resting-place in
which to weigh between Calvinism and
Catholicism, was only the fire instead of
the frying-pan ; since there the parties
were trebly hot and fanatical. Ilis
counsel was that M. de Méricour should
so far conform himself to the English
Church as to obtain admission to one
of the universities, and through his
uncle of Leicester, he could obtain for
him an opening at Oxford, where he
might fully study the subject.

There was much to incline Méricour
to accept this counsel. He had had
much conversation with Mr. Adderley,
and had attended his ministrations in
the chapel, and both satisfied him far
better than what he had seen among
the French Calvinists; and the peace
and family affection of the two houses
were like a new world to him. But he
had not yet made np his mind to that
absolute disavowal of his own branch
of the Church, which alone could have
rendered him eligible for any foundation
at Oxford. Iis attainments in classics
reach
such a standard as to gain omne of the
very fow scholarships open to foreigners ;
and his noble blood revolted at becoming
a pensioner of Leicester's, or of any other
nobleman.

Lord Walwyn, upon this, made an
earnest offer of his hospitality, and
entreated the young man to remain at
Hurst Walwyn till the return of Berenger
and Philip, during which time he might
study under the directions of Mr. Ad-
derly, and come to a decision whether
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to seck reconciliation with his native
Church and his brother, or to remain in
England. In this latter case, he might
perhaps accompany both the youths to
Oxford, for, in spite of Berenger's mar-
riage, his education was still not sup-
posed to be complete. And when
M¢éricour still demurred with reluctance
to become a burthen on the bounty of
the noble house, he was reminded grace-
fully of the debt of gratitude that the
family owed to him for the relief he had
brought to Berenger; and, moreover,
Dame Annora giggled out that, “if he
would teach Nan and Bess to speak and
read French and Italian, it would be
worth something to them.” The others
of the family would have hushed up
this uncalled-for proposal ; but Méricour
caught at it as the most congenial mode
of returning the obligation. Every morn-
ing he undertook to walk or ride over
to the Manor, and there gave his lessons

to the young ladies, with whom he was .

extremely popular. He was a far more
brilliant teacher than Lucy, and ten
thousand times preferable to Mr. Adder-
ley, who had once begun to teach Annora
her accidence with lamentable want of
success.

CHAPTER XXIIIL
THE EMPTY CRADLE.

¢‘ Eager to know
The worst, and with that fatal certainty
To terminate intolerable dread,
He spurred his courser forward—all his fears
Too surely are fulfilled.” s

Co~NTrRARY winds made the voyage of
the Throstle much more tardy than had
been reckoned on by Berenger's im-
patience ; but hope was before him, and
he often remembered his days in the
little vessel as much happier than he
had known them to be at the time.

It was in the calm days of bright
October that Captain Hobbs at length
was putting into the little harbour
nearest to La Sablerie. Berenger, on
that morning, had for the first time been
seized by a fit of anxiety as to the im-
pression his face would make, with its

terrible purple scar, great pateh, and
bald forehead, and had brought out a
little black velvet mask, ealled a tour de
nez, often used in riding to protect the
complexion, intending to prepare Eus-
tacie for his disfigurement. He had
fastened on a carnation-coloured sword
knot, wound a scarf of the same colour
across his shoulder, clasped a long ostrich
plume into his broad Spanish hat, and
looked out his deeply-fringed Spanish
gloves ; and Philip was laughing merrily,
not to say rudely, at him, for trying to
deck himself out so bravely.

“See, Master Hobbs,” cried the boy
in his high spirits, as he followed his
brother on deck, “You did not know
you had so fine a gallant on board. Here
be braveries for my Lady.”

“Hush, Phil,” broke in Berenger,
who had hitherto taken all the raillery
in perfect good part. ¢« What is amiss,
Master Hobbs ?”

“T cannot justly say, sir,” returned
Master Hobbs, without taking his gaze
off the coast, “but by yonder banks
and creeks this should be the Sables
d’Olonne ; and I do not see the steeple
of La Sablerie, which has always been
the landmark for the harbour of St.
Julien.”

“ What do you understand by that?”
asked Berenger, more struck by his
manner than his words.

“ Well, sir, if I am right, a steeple
that has stood three or four hundred
years does not vanish out of sight like
a cloud of smoke for nothing. If may
be lightning, to be sure; or the Pro-
testants may have had it down for
Popery ; but methinks they would have
too much Christian regard for poor
mariners than to knock down the only
landmark on this coast till you come fo
Nissard spire.” Then he hailed the man
at the mast-head, demanding if he saw
the steeple of La Sablerie. No, no,
sir.” But as other portions of the land
became clearer, there was no doubt that
the Zhrostle was right in her bearings ;
so the skipper gave orders to cast anchor
and lower a boat. The passengers
would have pressed him with inquiries
as to what he thought the absence of



72 The Chaplet of Pearls ; or,

his landmark could portend; but he
hurried about, and shouted orders, with
the deaf despotism of a nautical com-
mander ; and only when all was made
ready, turned round and said, “XNow,
sir, maybe you had best let me go
ashore first, and find out how the land
lies.”

“ Never ! ” said Berenger, in an agony
of impatience.

- «1 thought so,” said the captain.
““Well, then, sir, your fellows ready ?
Armed ? Al right.”

So DBerenger descended to the boat,
followed by Philip ; next came the cap-
tain, and then the two serving men.
Six of the crew were ready to row them
to the shore, and were bidden by their
captain to return at once to the vessel,
and only return on a signal from him.
The surging rush of intense anxiety,
sure to precede the destined moment of
the consummation of hope long deferred,
kept Berenger silent, choked by some-
thing between fear and prayer; but
Philip, less engrossed, asked Master
Hobbs if it were not strange that none
of the inhabitants of the squalid little
huts on the shore had not put out to
greet them in some of the boats that
were drawn up on the beach.
¢ Poor wretches,” said Hobbs ; ¢ they
scarce know friend from foe, and are
slow to run their heads into the lion’s
mouth. Strange fellows have the im-
pudence to sail under our flag at times.”

However, as they neared the low, flat,

sandy shore, a few red caps peeped out
at the cottage doors, and then, appa-
rently gainingconfidence from thesurvey,
some wiry active figures appeared, and
were hailed by Hobbs. His Bordeaux
trade had rendered him master of the
coast language; and a few incompre-
hensible shouts between him and the
natives resulted in a line being thrown
to them, and the boat dragged as near
as possible to the landing-place, when
half-a-dozen ran up, splashing with their
bare legs, to offer their shoulders for the
transport of the passengers, both of
whom were seized upon before they
were aware, Philip struggling with all
his might, till a call from Captain

1

Hobbs warned him to resign himself ;
and then he became almost helpless
with laughter at the figure cut by the:
long-legged DBerenger upon a small
fisherman’s back.

They were landed. Could it be that
Berenger was only two miles—only
half an hour’s walk from Eustacie? The
bound his heart gave as he touched the
shore seemed to stifle him. He could
not believe it. Yet he knew how fully
he had believed it, the next moment,
when he listened to what the fishermen
were saying to Captain Hobbs.

“Did Monsieur wish to go to La
Sablerie? Ah! then he did not know
what had happened. The soldiers had
been there ; there had been a great burn-
ing. They had been out in their boats
at sea, but they had seen the sky red—
red as a furnace, all night; and the
steeple was down. Surely, Monsieur had
missed the steeple that was a guide to.
all poor seafarers; and now they had
to go all the way to Drancour to sell
their fish.”

“And the townspeople?”
asked.

“ Ah! poor things; ’twas pity of
them, for they were honest folk to deal
with, even if they were heretics. They
loved fish at other seasons if not in
Lent ; and it seemed but a fair return
to go up and bury as many of them as
were not burnt to nothing in their
church ; and Dom Colombeau, the good
priest of Nissard, has said it was a pious
work ; and he was a saint, if anyone
was.”

« Alack, sir,” said Iobbs, laying his
hand on the arm of Berenger, who
seemed neither to have breathed nor
moved while the man was speaking ;
“J feared that there had been some
such bloody work when I missed the
steeple. But take heart yet, your Lady
is very like to have been out of the way.
We might make for La Rochelle, and
there learn !” Then, again to the fisher-
man. “None escaped, fellow ?”

“ Not one,” replied the man. ¢ They
say that one of the great folks wasin a
special rage with them for sheltering
the Lady he should have wedded, but

Hobbs
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who had broken convent and turned
heretic ; and they had victualled Mont-
gomery’s pirates, too.”

“ And the Lady ¢ " continued Hobbs,
ever trying to get a more supporting
hold of his young charge, in case the
rigid tension of his limbs should sud-
denly relax.

“I cannot tell, sir I am a poor
fisher ; but I could guide you to the
place where old Gillot is always poking
about. He listened to their preachings,
and knows more than we do.

“Let us go,” said Berenger, at once
beginning to stride along in his heavy
boots through the deep sand. Philip,
who had hardly understood a word of
the pators, caught hold of him, and
begged to be told what had happened ;
but Master Hobbs drew the boy off,
and explained to him and to the two
men what were the dreadful tidings that
had wrought such a change in Berenger’s
demeanour. The way over the shifting
sands was toilsome enough to all the
rest of the party ; but Berenger scarcely
seemed to feel the deep plunge at every
step as they almost ploughed their way
along for the weary two miles, before a
few green bushes and half-choked trees
showed that they were reaching the
confines of the sandy waste, Berenger
had not uttered a word the whole tinie,
and his silence hushed the others. The
ground began to rise, grass was seen
still struggling to grow, and presently a
large straggling mass of black and gray
ruins revealed themselves, with the
remains of a once well-trodden road
leading to them. But the road led to a
gateway choked by a fallen jamb and
barred door, and the guide led them
round the ruins of the wall to the open-
ing where the breach had been. The
sand was already blowing in, and no
doubt veiled much ; for the streets were
scarcely traceable through remnants of
houses more or less dilapidated, with
shreds of broken or burnt household
furniture within them.

“ Ask him for la rue des T'rois Fées,”
hoarsely whispered Berenger.

The fisherman nodded, but soon
seemed at fault; and an old man, fol-

lowed by a few children, soon appear-
ing, laden with pieces of fuel, he ap-
pealed to him as Father Gillot, and
asked whether he could find the street.
The old man seemed at home in the
ruins, and led the way readily. “Did he
know the Widow Laurent’s house ¢ ”

“ Mademoiselle! Laurent ! Full well
he knew her ; agood pious soul was she,
always ready to die for the truth,” he
added, as he read sympathy in the faces
round ; “and no doubt she had wit-
nessed a good confession.”

¢ Knew he aught of the Lady she had
lodged #”

‘“ He knew nothing of ladies. Some-
thing he had heard of the good widow
having sheltered that shining light,
Isaac Gardon, quenched, no doubt, in
the same destruction ; but for his part,
he had a daughter in one of the isles
out there, who always sent for him if
she suspected danger here on the main-
land, and he had only returned to his
poor farm a day or two after Michael-
mas.” So saying, he led them to the
threshold of a ruinous building, in the
very centre, as it were, of the desolation,
and said, ‘“‘That, gentlemen, is where
the poor honest widow kept her little
shop.”

Black, burnt, dreary, lay the hospit-
able abode. The building had fallen,
but the beams of the upper floor had
fallen aslant, so as to shelter a portion
of the lower room, where the red-tile
pavement, the hearth with the grey
ashes of the harmless home-fire, some
unbroken crocks, a chain, and a sabot,
were still visible, making the contrast
of dreariness doubly mournful.

Berenger had stepped over the thresh-
old, with his hat in his hand, as if the
ruin were a sacred place to him, and
stood gazing in a transfixed, deadened
way. The captain asked where the
remains were.

“Qur people,” said the old man and
the fisher, “laid them by night in the
earth near the church.”

Just then Berenger's gaze fell on
something half-hidden under the fallen

1 This was the title of bourgeoisc wives, for
many years, in France.
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timbers. He instantly sprang forward,
and used all his strength to drag it out
in so headlong a manner, that all the
rest hurried to prevent his reckless pro-
ceedings from bringing the heavy beams
down on his bead. When brought to
light, the object proved to be one of
the dark, heavy, wooden cradles used
by the French peasantry, shining with
age, but untouched by fire.

¢ Look in,” Berenger signed to Philip,
his own eyes averted, his mouth set.

The cradle was empty, totally empty,
save for a woollen covering, a little
mattress, and a string of small yellow
shells threaded.

Berenger held out his hand, grasped
the baby-plaything convulsively, then
dropped upon his knees clasping his
hands over his ashy face, the string of
shells still wound among his fingers.
Perhaps he had hitherto hardly realized
the existence of his child, and was solely
wrapped up in the thought of his wife ;
but the wooden cradle, the homely toy,
stirred up fresh depths of feeling; he
saw Eustacie with her tender sweetness
as a mother, he beheld the little likeness
of her in the cradle ; and oh! that this
should have been the end! TUnable to
repress a moan of anguish from a burst-
ing heart, he laid his face against the
senseless wood, and kissed it again and
again, then lay motionless against it
save for the long-drawn gasps and sobs
that shook his frame. Philip, torn to
the heart, would have almost forcibly
drawn him away; but Master Hobbs,
with tears running down his honest
cheeks, withheld the boy. ¢ Don’t ye,
Master Thistlewood, t'will do him good.
Poor young gentleman. I knoi how it
was when I came home and found our
first little lad, that we had thought so
much on, had been taken. But then he
was safe laid in his own churchyard,
and his mother was there to meet me ;
while your poor brother: Ah! God
comfort him !”

« Le pauwvre Monsteur !” exclaimed
the old peasant, struck at the sight of
his grief, ¢ was it then his child? And
he, no doubt, lying wounded elsewhere
while God’s hand was heavy on this

place. Yet he might hear more. They
said the priest came down and carried
off the little ones to be bred up in
convents.”

“ Who %—where ?” asked Berenger,
raising his head as if catching at a straw
in this drowning of all his hopes.

“’Tis true,” added the fisherman.
“ It was the holy priest of Nissard, for
he sent down to St. Julien for a woman
to nurse the babes.”

“To Nissard, then,” said Berenger,
rising.

“It is but a chance,” said the old
Huguenot ; “ many of the innocents
were with their mothers in yonder
church. DBetter for them to perish like
the babes at Bethlehem than to be bred
up in the house of Baal; but perhaps
Monsieur is English, and if so he might
yet obtain the child. Yet he must not
hope too much.”

“No, for there was many a little
corpse among those we buried,” said
the fisher. “ Will the gentleman see
the place.”

“Oh, no,” exclaimed Philip, under-
standing the actions, and indeed many
of the words ; *this place will kill him.”

“To the grave,” said Berenger, as if
he heard nothing.

“ See,” added Philip, ¢there are
better things than graves,” and he
pointed to a young green sucker of a
vine, which, stimulated by the burnt
soil, had shot up between the tiles of the
floor. ¢ Look, there is hope to meet
you even here.”

Berenger merely answered by gather-
ing a leaf from the vine and putting it
into his bosom ; and Philip, whom only
extreme need could have thus inspired,
perceived that he accepted it as the
augury of hope.

Berenger turned to bid the two men
bear the cradle with them, and then
followed the old man out into the place,
once a pleasant open paved square, now
grass-grown and forlorn. On one side
lay the remains of the church. The Hu-
guenots had been so predominant at La
Sablerie as to have engrossed the build-
ing, and it had therefore shared the
general destruction, and lay in utter,
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desolate ruin, a mere shell, and the once
noble spire, the mariner’s guiding star,
blown up with gunpowder in the lawless
rage of Anjou’s army, one of the most
cruel that ever desolated the country.
Beyond lay the burial-ground, in un-
speakable dreariness. The crosses of the
Catholic dead had been levelled by the
fanaticism of the Huguenots, and theugh
a great dominant stone cross raised on
steps had been re-erected, it stoed un-
even, tottering and desolate among
nettles, weeds, and briars. There seemed
to have been a few deep trenches dug to
receive the bedies of the many victims
of the siege, and only rudely and slightly
filled in with loose earth, en which
Philip treading had nearly sunk in, so
much to his horror, that he could hardly
endure the long contemplation in which
his brother stood gazing en the dismal
scene, as if to bear it away with him.
Did the fair being he had left in a
king’s palace sleep her last sleep amid
the tangled grass, the thistles and briars
that grew so close that it was hardly
possible to keep frem stumbling over
them, where all memeorials of friend or
foe were alike obliterated ? Was a rest-
ing place among these nameless graves
the best he could hope for the wife
whose eyes he had heped by this time
would be answering his own—was this
her shelter from foe, from sword, famine,
and fire ?

A great sea-bird, swooping along with
broad wings and wild wailing cry, com-
pleted the weird dismay that had seized
on Philip, and clutching at his brother’s
cloak, he exclaimed, * Berry, Berry, let
us begone, or we shall both be dis-
traught !”

Berenger yielded passively, but when
the ruins of the town had been again
crossed, and the sad little party, after
amply rewarding the old man, were
about to return te St. Julien, he stood
still, saying, “ Which is the way to Nis-

sard ?” and, as the men peinted to the
south, he added, “Show me the way
thither.”

Captain Hobbs now interfered. He
knew the position of Nissard, among
dangerous sandbanks, between which
a beat could only venture at the
higher tides, and by daylight. To go
the six miles thither at present would
make it almost impossible to return to
the ZThrostle that night, and it was
absolutely necessary that he at least
should do this. He therefore wished
the young gentleman to return with him
on board, sleep there, and be put ashore
at Nissard as seon as it should be pos-
sible in the morning. But Berenger
shook his head. He could not rest for
a moment till he had ascertained the
fate of Eustacie’s child. Action alone
could quench the horrer of what he had
recognised as her own lot, and the very
pursuit of this one thread of hope seemed
needful to him to make it substantial.
He would hear of nothing but walking
at once to Nissard; and Captain Hebbs,
finding it impessible to debate the peint
with one so dazed and crushed with
grief, and learning frem the fishermen
that not orly was the priest one of the
kindest and mest hospitable men living,
but that there was a tolerable cabaret
not far from the house, selected from
the loiterers whe had accompanied them
from St. Julien a trustworthy-looking,
active lad as a guide, and agreed with
Philip te come to Nissard in his beat
with the high tide on the morrow,
either to concert measures for obtaining
possession of the lost infant, or, if all
were in vain, to fetch them off. Then
he, with the mass of stragglers from St.
Julien, went off direct for the ceast,
while the two young brethers, their two
attendants, and the fisherman, turned
southwards along the summit of the
dreary sandbanks.

To be continued.



o

6

WORKMEN ON THE THAMES AND ELSEWHERE.

By the time this paper is before the
public, a winter among the most dismal
ever known to some classes of workmen
will have passed away, carrying with it
many an untold story of suffering, and
one may reasonably hope much of the
suffering itself, but not without leaving
deep wounds and scars, which ought to
have a powerful voice, and a graphic
history, that what has been may not be
suffered to repeat itself perpetually year
by year, if human power, acting on just
and even economical principles, can
prevent it. The story of such a winter,
however, is not pleasant to tell, or hear,
or read ; and the probability is that no
one will care to tell it fully, now or in
times to come. The dreary term, ‘ East
End Distress” (dreariest of all news-
paper terms since the ¢ Lancashire
Cotton Famine,” and, in some respects,
more desolate and hopeless than that,
because less easily understood), is almost
enough to drive away consideration or
attention at this spring time of another
year. Human instinct points to the
burying of such terms out of sight the
moment they are dead, that life, with its
fresh young impulses, may go on its
way, free and unfettered, to the duties
before it.

The feeling is not one pertaining
specially to any class. It is human.
‘Whatever may have been one’s winter
pleasures and comforts on the one hand,
or suffering and privation on the other,
the mind is unwilling to dwell on them
in the beginning of spring. The rich
man may buy a thousand pleasures, but
he cannot buy the white hawthorn-
blossom, or the lark’s song to the open-
ing year. He must wait the Creator’s
time for these; and when they come,
why should not the heart bound forth
to welcome them, as the type and pro-
mise of the yet fresher spring that will
follow the longer and darker winter to
come ?

In the case of the poor man there is
good reason for the feeling being even
stronger. He alone rightly knows the
world of meaning there is in the “cut-
ting of the days,” ¢ the fall of the year,”
¢ the dark days before Christmas ;" days
dark and gloomy enough, meaning very
little work to some men, and none to
others, but poverty and privation more
biting than any frost, bite as it may. To
these men there is new life in the open-
ing of the year, when the street corners
are deserted, and the hands taken out of
the trousers’ pockets, and the shoes
repaired, and the tools brightened and
sharpened for work.

Unless, however, appearances are fal-
lacious, the day cannot be distant when
the highest imperial reasons will render
it impossible for either rich or poor
to forget in spring the dark days
of winter. The old conditions under
which it was possible to do so have
nearly, if not entirely, passed away ;
and it seems as if even the Kast-end
distress would be the reverse of a
calamity if it should force itself on
public attention, in spite of all instinct
and selfish feeling to the contrary, as
something that canmot, save at national
peril, be neglected. In the strong light
of the East-end distress it would be pos-
sible to define the present relations of
employers and employed, of wealth and
labour, as differing from what they were
at other times, during, say the last half
century, prior to which the conditions
would be altogether different, the end
of the great French war forming an
era in the history of labour in Great
Britain. Previous to this time, or an
approximate one, the workman and
his work were, in all leading charac-
teristics, the same that they had been
for centuries. From this time, or an
approximate one, there were changes so
vast and rapid that almost every suc-
cessive year brought new features and
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powers, to be faced and conquered, or
yielded to and left in possession of the
labour market.

These, and some kindred facts, may
appear if, without attempting a history
or the semblance of one, we take the real
story, as commonplace as the life, of one
poor family, and try to let it run into its
own natural form, without any colouring
whatever, where 1t would be possible,
and, perhaps, from a writer's point of
view, desirable, to present a picture
that would be in itself attractive.
The cottager who has been courteous
enough to supply the picture that will
follow here, is a real workman, rough
and hard as a gnarled oak, and now
more than seventy years of age. He
had the look of a man, and spoke like
one, with a noble modesty, too, that
strove in vain to hide itself as the story
went on. I shall give place to his much
greater experience, and leave the ques-
tions involved in the term, ¢ Work-
men on the Thames and Elsewhere,”
to be dealt with by him in his own
way, in a story, true I am sure in every
part, unless there may be slips of me-
mory as to exact dates, in cases which
cannot be important to the general facts.
The old man said :—

“J hardly know about the story of
my life, for there is very little in it that
is not in almost every life, and nothing
compared with what there is in some;
but, still, if you think you can sand-
paper it up a bit and make it useful to
my fellow-workmen, you shall have it
with all the pleasure in the world, for
I faney you have not come here to make
sport of us, or hold us up as examples
in the way that a great many people do.

“I was born in March, 1798, at
Chatham, where my father had worked
all his life, as a shipwright in the Govern-
ment dockyard, as his father, and my
mother’s father had before him, carrying
us back, you see, a long way as a family
of shipwrights. I have heard my father’s
father say that he had worked there for
2s. 1d. a day, and that it was capital
wages, for at that time a pound of beef
only cost 11d., and other things were
in the same proportion.

“In the year 1800 a much higher
wage was found too small, the price of
provisions having risen enormously, and
a part of the men signed a round-robin
to the Admiralty, asking for an advance
of pay. Mr. Pitt was Prime Minister
then, and when he heard of it he was
very angry, and is reported to have
said, ¢ Discharge all the men who signed
the round-robin, and make every one
that remains take an apprentice or two,
and then we shall have them at our
mercy.” I need hardly tell you that I
did not hear the great man say this, and
I never knew any one who did, but the
men were discharged ; and my father,
who was one of them, came to the
Thames. He was one of a family of
seventeen, and I am one of a family of
thirteen, but I am now the only one
left on either father’s or mother’s side,
though my own children and grand-
children (and I have one great-grand-
child) number nearly fifty, and I fancy
their parents would not like to part with
any of them, which some may think
foolish, when all is so dark ahead of us.

“While we were making this little
change—casting off the moorings where
our family had been so long—Bony was
foreing his way over the Great St. Ber-
nard, and Lord Castlereagh carrying his
Act of Union; and some one, about
the same time, laid the first stone of the
new dock in the Isle of Dogs. It was a
year of famine and bread-riots, I have
heard ; but my fatner was lucky enough
to find work at once in Mr. Pitcher’s
yard at Northfleet, and then, unlucky
enough, a few months after, to get badly
crushed at the launch of the Inglis,
India hoy, a kind of craft used for load-
ing and discharging the Indiamen. Mr.
Pitcher (the old man, Mr. Henry) sent
his own carriage to take my father to
Chatham, and paid him seven shillings
a day all the time—1I forget how many
months—he was off work; which I think
you will agree with me was very hand-
some treatment to a stranger.

“ When my father was well again he
went back to Mr. Pitcher’s, and stayed
there till near the end of 1802; and then
work having fallen slack, he came up to
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Blackwall, and was taken into the em-
ploy of Messrs, Wigram and Green,
who were at that time building seventy-
fours and frigates. I left school in
1812, to be apprenticed to Messrs.
‘Wigram and Green, and the same year
my father began to build himself a
new house in Bow Lane. We all,
big and little, helped him as well as
we could, at nights and odd times.
We dug out the foundations ourselves,
and when the bricklayers had run up
the walls we had no more outside help.
‘We roofed, put in windows, stairs, and
all that was wanted, so that we were
soon rent-free,-and as snug as Robinson
Crusoe ; as some of us would like to
be now, if we knew the way to it, for
house-rent is one of the greatest draw-
backs a workman has in London.

“We were building the Lady Mel-
ville, Indiaman, in 1812-13, when the
order came from Government to lay
down a number of fir frigates, to match
the Yankees, and the work was begun,
but the ships never got to sea. They were
kept in harbour till they rotted, and
then were broken up. They were elm
from the keel up to light-water mark, and
all above was fir, so that they would have

been light and useful, I daresay. After
' they were finished, about the beginning
of 1814, work fell off. 'We had ships
enough to look after the French ; there
was no free trade on the river, and all
at once the work came to a standstill ;
the apprentices only being kept on in
the yard. This had been about the
last thing looked for, and most of the
men had lived up to their wages, many
of them in the creditable way of doing
the best they could for their families, and
some in the other way ; you know it takes
all kinds to make up every kind. Some
had money in the bank, and had to live
on it while there’ was a penny left, as
many have done during the last two
years, without the slightest hope of ever
making it up again. The bulk of the
hands, however, lived by making penny
bundles of firewood, for sale in London,
and it went sadly against the grain, I
can tell you, though they had no reason
to be ashamed of it,—had they?

“Towards the end of 1815 things
began to look up a little. DMessrs.
‘Wigram and Green built the Waterloo,
Indiaman, for the Honourable Company,
who up to this time had only three
vessels of their own; the others were
merely chartered by them, though built
expressly for the trade. They had the
General Hewett and the Thomas Grenville
built for them, and the Balcarres, a
Bombay-built ship that they had bought.
The Waterloo was their fourth, and I
believe they never afterwards had more
than ten of their own at any one time.
The Indiamen all measured from 1,200
to 1,500 tons, and were like great square
boxes, compared with what we have
now ; but it is rather curious that they
made the voyage in very little more
time than our present clippers do. I
suppose it was owing to the large spread
of canvas that, from their build, they
could carry ; but atall events they made
the double voyage to China and India
in about fourteen months, and the
single one in about ten. I once came
home from Madras in seven months, from
leaving England to anchoring again in
the Downs, but that was an unusual case.

“We are often reminded of the ¢roar-
ing times’ (about 1812) when ‘ship-
wrights’ wives tasted butter with
guineas,’ as maybe one did, some time
or other, and so it was set down to the
credit of all. At any rate, we are
twitted with it to this day, and as all
who can prove it either true or false are
getting into small room, it may very
likely find its way into the history of
fIicnglza.nd some day, as an undoubted

t.

“Well, at that time, some men did
earn as much as a guinea i day, but I'll
tell you how. We worked in com-
panies, as we do now, and took work
by the piece—in Messrs. Green’s yard it
was always so. Some companies, of
course, made a great deal more than
others, and some had better work than
others, so that the wages were very un-
equal ; and while some were earning a
guinea a day, others were earning so
little as to reduce the average of the
whole to twelve shillings a day ; which,
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you will see, could not leave a large sum
for the minimnum wage.

“ Nominally, the men now on this ship
of Mr. Green’s are working at six shil-
lings and sixpence a day, but this only
means that the piece-work is computed
at that rate. I have known the men of
a company in some cases earn more than
their wages, and in others begin at
seveh shillings a day, and have to come
down to half that amount before the
work was finished ; only this we are
never reminded of by any one. You
will see, too, that we have a common
interest in each man being able to do
his work, and doing it, which is the
reverse of what is sometimes said of us;
while the best part of the joke in con-
nexion with the guinea-a-day times, is
kept farthest back of all ; I mean how
we worked for it.

“"We had no six o’clock bell rung in
the evening; we had to find out, by
being tired, when it was time to leave off,
and we worked all hours, early and late,
while there was a bit of daylight, and
as hard as we could. Then we rarely
had work more than eight months in
the year, after the brisk war times—
and when the less golden days came, we
found employers who had a great deal
down against us, and could point, very
cleverly, to what we earned under
exceptional circumstances, but never to
the hours we worked for it, or to
their own profits from the same causes
that led to our good wages. It was
never thought either that we could pos-
sibly want to read, or sit at home, or
lay up anything for our families; and
to tell you the truth, there was not much
reading among us ; we had no time for
it when we were at work, and no heart
for it when we were idle. Cheap maga-
zines and newspapers came, and made us
readers whether we would or no, and
if we now and then took things up
wrongly, through not knowing the
meanings of them, it was as much our
misfortune as our fault. I want you now
to take in one or two things in the life
of a comrade of mine, which bears
somewhat, I think, on what you want
to know. We will call him Tom

Brown—we could not find a more suit-
able name anywhere, or one that re-
minds us of a better friend of every-
thing that is right and good, in school-
days or out of them.

¢ Mr. Brown, Tom’s father, came to the
Thames in 1808, and was employed at
Messrs. Wigram and Green’s, bettering
his condition from 1s. 6d. to 2s. a day
by the change. Tom was then only four
years old. They took a house in Robin
Hood Lane, Poplar, which at that time
was like a country hamlet, and con-
tained only about 3,000 people ; now, I
believe, its population is about 85,000,
Nearly all the houses in the lane were
built of wood ; and some of them, it
is said, were two or three hundred years
old.

“At the proper time Tom was sent to
the Green-coat School, built by Mr.
Green, and supported in a great measure
by the Rev. Henry Higgenson, chaplain
of the Hon. Company, and Tom says as
good a man as ever lived. It was for
boys of all countries, and boys of all
countries went to it, having schooling,
clothes, and shoes free.

“When Tom was fourteen years old, he
was sent into the storehouse of the yard,
where a number of lads were employed.
It was a department quite separate from
the shipbuilding, but the apprentices
were often selected from it, on a very
cute principle, by the foreman ship-
wright. He had the privilege of put-
ting apprentices into the companies of
men, and charging the men for them
according to the time they had been at
the trade, which in itself was all right.
But when he took a lad from the store,
he charged for him according to the
time he had been there, not according to
the time he had been at the trade ; paying
the boy’s wages on one principle and
demanding pay for him on another.
Tom had been a year in the store when
he was apprenticed (in 1818), and he
was put into the company as in his
second year—receiving pay as a first-
year boy, and being paid for as a second-
year one. I have known boys in the
same way charged for as in their third
or fourth year, though they had no
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real knowledge of the trade, and there-
fore there was a great injustice to the
men, but we had to take it as it came,
and keep our grumbling to ourselves.

“In 1814 we had to rely once more
for work almost entirely on the Hon.
Company. They regularly sent out two
fleets in the year, the first before Christ-
mas (it was always calculated that the
crews would get their Christmas dinner
in the Downs), and the other early in
the year, from February to April. Then
we were at a standstill and idle for four
or five of the finest months of the year.
‘When the Company’s vessels came back
the East India dock was crowded, and
we had work from daylight to dark, and
earned from eight to nine shillings a day.

“In 1815, when I had been threeyears
at the trade, I was sent to sea with a
vessel from Woolwich Arsenal to follow
the fleet with supplies for Wellington’s
army. We were out six months, and
were paid off at Portsmouth, after which
I was allowed to enter one of his
Majesty’s frigates, and was in the car-
penter’s crew ninemonths, during a cruise
in the North Sea. 'We were discharged
at Deptford, and then I came on shore
and worked in the yard till 1818, when
I was again sent to sea, as carpenter of
a small vessel, bound for South America;
but we never got there, for after three
serious mishaps in the river, the vessel
went down off Dungeness light-house.
All hands except one man were saved
in the long-boat, but we lost our clothes
and everything but what we had on. I
then went, in another vessel, to the coast
of - Africa, and we brought home and
discharged for Plymouth dockyard the
first cargo, I am almost sure, of African
oak ever used in his Majesty’s service.
Then I came on shore, and worked till
my apprenticeship was out.

“In 1817 there were three Indiamen
under way in the yard. When these were
finished, a few months before I was out
-of my time, work again fell off, and we
had a little experience of a new state of
things. At the end of the war a number
of old war-ships were bought by the
master-shipwrights on the Thames, to be
made into whalers for the South Sea.

‘When work fell off these were brought
out, and we were told they should be
gone on with at once, provided (as it
was only for our sakes the work was
being thought of) we would take reduced
wages. We agreed, and went to work
at one-eighth less than the rate of wages
at the time. In 1822 we built two
steam-vessels for the Caledonian Com-
pany, at 32s. 6d. a ton, which we
reckoned made our wages, with the
hardest work, soon and late, about 3s.
aday. We should now have about 52s.
a ton for the same kind of work, taking
the complete hull of a vessel, and fitting
it up ready for sea. We did other work
on similar terms.

“We were also told that if we took this
work at a low rate we should have the
opportunity of making it up when the
Indiamen came in, as we had, fairly
enough. But then it told two ways, for
by the men who were on the new work
being taken away to the old, a great
many of those who had been walking
about remained walking about, instead
of sharing the work while it lasted, as
they would have doneunderother circum-
stances. So that they were really worse
off, instead of better, for the vessels put
on for the general benefit, and as a kind
of charity to keep us in work. I could
tell you of many such charities in connex-
ion with our trade on the Thames—
charities that paid the charitable, and
set a state of things agoing that is going
still, and of which, rightly or wrongly,
we are very jealous. .

“There were, at this time, in Poplar, a
number of shopkeepers, who sold every-
thing for eating and wearing, and gave
us credit during the idle time. When
we began work again, we also began to
pay off the old score. Most people
know what this kind of credit means to
the man who, from any cause, has to avail
himself of it; but there was no help for
it in our case. By the time the score was
cleared away, the chances were that the
work was done, and then a new score had
very soon to take the place of the old one.
It came about as naturally as a law of life,
and many men whom I knew never saw
the end of it.
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¢“In 1822 we began to get up what we
called ¢social meetings,” to consider
our position and what was before us and
our children. After long talks and all
manner of suggestions (for you know
talking is not in our line and we rarely
make much of it) we decided to ask the
.masters for an advance of wages, from
5s. to 6s. a day, when working by day,
and a contract-price equivalent to it,
and that the bell should be rung at six
o'clock in the evening. It was 1824
before we had got the matter into sailing
trim, and then we sent in our petition,
as respectfully as we knew how. The
proposal was peremptorily refused, and
then there was a general stand out on
the Thames—the only one in my time.
The same year our ¢ Shipwrights’ Provi-
dent Union’ was formed, in the face of
a fierce opposition, and we set about our
first procession. We went to Blackheath
and had a jolly day of it—bheefsteaks and
whisky, and such a turn-out on the
whole as most of us thought we should
not casily forget.

“The Government tried its best to
break np the society, by sending men
from the dockyards to work in our
places, but we absorbed the men as they
came, as we did those from other parts
of the country, for we had all one in-
terest, and saw that we had. You would
be surprised what a horror some people
seemed to have of our society ; but, then,
the same people had a“horror of all
societies of working mén, even for
establishing reading-rooms. I some-
times think, though T can never get it
rightly put into words, that when you
literary people are talking and writing
about the Press and what it did and
suffered for freedom, you might now and
then edge in a word for us workmen, all
through the country, and what we did
and suffered, many a time, for the same
freedom, when we had very few kind
words, but as much as we liked of bitter
enmity, till in the end we almost began
ourselves to believe that we must be the
worst people on earth.

“Along with our proposals we also sent
a price-list, but, of course, that too was
rejected. Mr. Green’s firm went further,
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and asked the men to sign a document

certifying that, ‘If we are found, after

¢ this, to belong to the Shipwrights’

¢ Provident Union, we will forfeit 5. of
¢ the wages due to us for work in this

¢employ.” The men who signed this

were promised good wages and the best

of the work ; and about twenty did sign

it, some of them without knowing what

it was. Mr. Green sent for me, among

others (but we went singly), and said,

‘You are a young man, with all your

life before you, why don’t you sign?’

¢ No, sir,” I said, ‘I cannot sign that.

I have served one apprenticeship and

don’t intend to be bound again, and if
ever I come to be an old man I should

not like to be pointed at as one who

had signed away the birthright of those

who were to come after.” ¢ Well, well,

he said, quite good-naturedly, ‘then I

suppose you must go, but you are

foolish.” And so I went to sea again,

and was away twenty-two months.

‘When I came back the strike was at an

end, and my friend Tom Brown was on

a voyage to the East Indies, having, in

consequence of what he thought, and
still thinks, was hard usage, run away
from the yard four months before he-
was out of his apprenticeship. At the-
time of the strike he had been placed!
in charge of a portion of the other lads,

and he was afterwards blamed for not -
doing the best he could with his com-
pany, and for punishment was set to a

piece of work that he could not do.

He escaped in the way I have told you;:
but when he came back, two years after,

he had to work for his indentures, till

he paid for them, in all, cut of his

wages, about 80/ ; a large sum for four

months, but useful enough to Tom in

one way, for, of course, he had work

all the time when he might have been

idle, and, indeed, he had work long

after that, the subject of his running

away never again being referred to.

“ When fairly out of his apprentice-
ship, my friend married a wife and
made himself a home, and very soon after-
wards his father, and his wife’s father,
died, and both families fell to Tom’s
charge, without a word of grumbling on

G
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his part, as far as I know, and I think
I know almost everything he has had
to grumble about from that day to
this. In addition to providing for the
old people, he has brought up, of
their families and his own, thirteen
children ; and what are left of them are
respectable mechanics and mechanies’
wives. He has now for about two years
been, like myself, out of work, but we
have been better off than hundreds, and
are too old, at any rate, to be of much
account at such a time ; but try, if you
can, to lend a hand to the trade, by
telling the truth of us, and nothing but
the truth ; and what you cannot do for
a couple of old men you may help to
do for the younger omes. You won't
regret it if you ever come to be an old
man, and out of work as we are. I
shall now run through my own story as
quickly as I can.

“When I came back from sea I went
to the yard to ask for work, and the
foreman gave me a job; but I hadn’t
been a fortnight at it when some of the
document-men told one of the firm about
it, and I was discharged. I went to the
Limekiln shipyard, and stayed there six
months, and then, thinking the unplea-
santness had blown over, I came back
to what I call our yard, and again was
employed, but the old stories were
repcated, and I was once more sent
adrift in the beginning of 1827. I
shipped, as carpenter, for the East
Indies, and was away till the end of
1831, after which I had no more trou-
bles with discharges on old scores. I
went back to the old yard, and when I
took to sea again it was not from unplea-
santness of any kind on shore.-

“About the time I came home (in
1831) the East India Company’s Charter
expired, and we had free-trade on the
river. We did not feel the difference
at first, but in time trade set in, and
from 1835 till about two years ago we
have not had much tocomplainof, though
some of us had long had a misgiving
that any year might bring what I
suppose the commercial failures of 1866
Lastened, by taking away confidence
and money from the labour market.

The iron shipbuilding, of course, threw
things out of the old track; but the
number of vessels we had to build for
foreign countries helped us to tide over
the difficulties of the new trade. I
could tell you of this and also of the
present distress, but I suppose what you
sought out an old post like me for was
a story of old times. I may say, though,
that we have had suffering during the last
two years—and not in our trade alone,
but in all trades down here—such as
will never be understood or known.
I have seen men and women who
were once in comfortable circumstances
reduced to pauperism ; many scores of
decent houses have been emptied of
everything of furniture that would sell,
even to the last stool; we have been
talked about as paupers, and treated as
paupers; we have grown wonderfully
patient under forms of dictation we
would have spurned away from us in
healthier and manlier times,—and where
it is to end does not yet appear.
There is a grand thought of co-operative
labour afloat, but I am afraid I shall
never live to see it carried out. I
wonder, though, if any one calls it a
levelling idea, or fancies it means break-
ing up the constitution of the country.
They called everything by that name
if it was done by workmen, since T have
been in the world, and I suppose they
will call some things by the same name
when I am out of it altogether.

“In spite of all this, however, things
do change. There have been great
changes on the Thames since that fine
morning, sixty-eight years ago, when
my father came over from Chatham to
Northfleet, with myself, a little squal-
ling fellow two years old, as one of his
encumbrances. We have seen limited
companies spring up on every side (there
are about twenty-three yards now on
the north side of the river and nine-
teen on the south), but we have not yet
seen a co-operative labour yard. If we
are spared to see that, we shall have
seen the greatest work of all; and a
little calm common sense on our part,
and a little kindly help on the part of
those who feel kindly towards us, would
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render it possible, in some small way,
where the principle could be tried.

“T dare say now ” (and here the old
man’s eyes, that had from the first been,
now and then, twinkling as roguishly as
a young girl’s, laughed outright) “you
would like to know what place of
worship I go to on Sundays, and
whether we eat with knives or forks
at our house, and how many pints of
ale I drink in a month, so that you
may tell me how much they would
come to in twenty years. You don’t?
Are you quite sure, sir, even about the
place of worship? I'm glad you think
you are, for I'm sadly afraid I could
not tell you the texts all through ome
year as I could the names of vessels
built in certain yards on the Thames
for half a century. And as for the
Well, well, let us leave it as it is.”

I shall add nothing to the story of
this fine old workman, but that Eng-
land has reason to be proud of such a
man ; and that fhe clergyman or em-
ployer who could reach the hearts of
men like him, in the right way (as some
do), who could be a father to the young
and a friend and brother—why not a
brother #—to the old would do a work
worthy of the highest ambition of a
human being. The way in which the
old man spoke of Mr. Pitcher's kindness
to his father, and in.many cases of the
kindness of his own employers, showed
what a grand basis there was there for
confidence between man and man.

- In this story, however, there is not
much reference to the most saddening
features of a workman’s life. I had
intended to take in more briefly, though
still somewhat in detail, the experience
of another man, an ironworker, a man
of considerable artistic and other talent,
whose life has been one of great sorrow
and suffering, but I must only venture
to give a few facts in bare outline. This
man, with a large legacy of family mis-
fortune, following a much brighter and
happier state of things, came to Poplar
about twenty years ago, and was em-
ployed, as an unskilled labourer, in an
iron foundry, where three years later he
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was made clerk. Up to this time his
life was ome unbroken series of mis-
chances ; now there seemed a prospect
of happier days, but it was a transient
prospect, for in a short time work fell
off and he was discharged, among a
number of others of whose after-doings
I have no definite record. He found
work in Wales, and was employed there
two years, when he was compelled to
return to London ; and then, turning his
knowledge of drawing to account, he
earned a livelihood by taking likenesses,
till he again found his way to the work
that, without any regular apprenticeship,
had become to him as a trade. This
engagement was in a yard-for iron ship-
building, and herehe was employed about
four years, when the commercial failures
of 1854 broke up the firm. ¢“I had
then been married,” he said, * eighteen
months, all which time my wife had
been ill and attended by a doctor. On
the very day I was discharged from my
employment she died ; and then, when
all was over, I went and got drunk,
and drank away for several weeks, for
the first and last time in my life.” He
found other employment, and in time
another wife, who has resolutely stood by
him, with all womanly help, in sorrow
quite as great as any that had gome
hefore. In 1866, after many difficulties
and long idleness, he was employed as a
viceman, but-he had not been an hour at
work, when, as ill-luck would have it,
he had a finger broken and the palm
of his hand torn away by the machinery
with which he was engaged. Long
before these wounds were healed he was
in the last two years of  East-end dis-
tress.” ‘When he had suffered, modestly
and uncomplainingly (I have this from
others, not from him), till very nearly
the last of his household furniture
was gone, he applied to the parish for
relief,and then he said, X was sent to the
stoneyard at three shillings a week and a
quartern loaf, Iwas there seven months,
locked up, day by day, with five hun-
dred other men, some of them the worst
reprobates I ever met anywhere. I had
worked previously at whatever I could
get—with barrow, or pickaxe,2 or any-
<
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thing, but I never felt myself in the
least degraded till I came to that stone-
heap. With starvation before me and
my family, I at last gave it up. My
wife was ill, one of my daughters soon
afterwards died (thank God, by the
help of some kind friends I buried her
without having to apply for a parish
coffin) ; we are as poor as we can be,
dependent on the few shillings I can
earn in a week and on charity, but we
have not again applied to the parish.”
These words, spoken gravely, and I
think sincerely, need no application of
mine, and they apply to many more
cases than the one now before the reader.

No one who has known anything of
the poor parts of London during the
last winter, or who has attentively read
of them, can doubt that sharp remedies
are needed for certain melancholy facts
and conditions of life, in some cases
temporary, in others chronic. There are
wealthy employers and others ready to
assert that the distress has been over-
stated ; that there is a danger of encou-
raging vice and idleness under the belief
that helpis being giventohonest poverty;
that things were always so, and always
will be so, &c. All this, however, does
not alter the fact that there is a cry, like
a wail of woe, among the poor of London ;
a cry powerful enough, where it can be
heard, to silence all such bland asser-
tions, and bring men face to face with
solemn responsibilities. It would be
utter quackery to attempt to state or
define specific remedies for all the wants
and woes involved in the term ¢ East-
end distress,” but no one need have any
difficulty in finding sufficient of them
to be made the means of much good.
Only, are we in earnest in seeking for
them ?

Employers and workmen too often
deal unfairly with each other, on
system. When the workman can say
“It is our turn now,” the employer
often adds, “It will be mine next.”
Surely it is for the employer, as the man
of power, and to some extent the repre-
sentative there of educated people, to
get the example of better things ; and if
it took him a lifetime to make the ex-,
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ample felt and understood, the life would
not be spent in vain. If offences and mis-
understandings, “chances” and “turns”
of doing each other injury are to cease,
the great work must begin among those
who, from their wealth, and the vantage-
ground that they possess, could begin it
both with dignity and a fair prospect of
success. Such examples are rare. Work-
men are flattered—dishonestly flattered
—as they never were before, but there is
a conviction among them that they rarely
have fair play, or upright and downright
treatment, springing from pure motives.

There is also a conviction among
them that they might as well be
silent when capital is stating its case
and theirs, for that, right or wrong, they
are sure to be beaten. A wealthy ship-
builder tells the public that men who
refuse to work in private yards ab six
shillings a day, accept work in Govern-
ment yards at five shillings a day, for-
getfing to add that in Government yards
there is maintenance in case of injury,
and no broken time—facts which this
gentleman had himself pointed to, on a
previous occasion, for a different pur-
pose, as sufficient to make the lesser
wage in the one case better than the
greater one in the other. Workmen,
charged with all manner of unfairness,
point to this, and ask, with excusable
bitterness, Ts this fair play?”

There are times when they ask the
same(uestion on less reasonable grounds.
They are sometimes, like other people,
decidedly in the wrong, and when they
are so, they work at the wrong as ear-
nestly as if they were making a temple of
it, for sacred duties resting on both faith
and will ; but even then one good breeze
of reason and kindness would blow the
temple to the ground. In the recent
interview of several representatives of
trades’ unions with Mr. Gladstone, the
words of the great statesman were not
more pointed and telling than those of
the workmen, for here the men were
met with kindness, and a desire to know
the exact facts they wished to state.
Had it been otherwise, had their words
been twisted and turned into meanings
they were never intended to convey,
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Mr. Gladstone mighthavetrinmphed over
his poorer fellow-countrymen, might
have shown them how little qualified
they were to compete in dialecties with
:a great dialectician, but the interview
would have been useless, and indeed
baneful, instead of being creditable to
both workmen and statesman, as it was,

A stern political economist, standing
-on exact science, and applying “data” to
the case of “starving” men will always
fail to comprehend the position of work-
men. Allowances must be made for
circumstances calculated to distort the
views of the calmest minds. The men
who would restrict the number of ap-
prentices are men who have been ¢ out
of work.” The men who, like mad-
men, destroyed machinery, were men
whom machinery had brought from
comfort to abject poverty. ILet that
man or woman be loud in condemna-
tion of them who has known what it is
to have an empty cupboard and children
crying for bread, who has looked upon
a blank hopeless future, while fortunes
were being amassed by his or her branch
of labour turned into new channels.
The exact science and unerring data,
without an allowance for the life his-
tories, are as likely to lead to erroneous
conclusions as any claim of workmen
would be, even when made in defiance
of data and science, and without regard
for the lessons of general history.

There are those who tell us that in
emigration alone there is hope for the
poor of England; and it cannot be
doubted that emigration has done and is
doing what nothing else could have
done. Tt is not pleasant, however, to
admit that in England all is hopeless,
and that ‘the sole hope of an English-
man is in finding his way to a foreign
shore. Surely, the time has not come
to forget this home of freedom—this
‘mother of free men—and think only of
escaping to the refuge of a strange land.
Surely, it is the interest of men of all
classes to try to do sometbing to show
that England, while founding new na-

tions abroad, can still be more than a
foster-mother to her poor at home.

The hope is in labour. All the kind-
ness in the world without that would
be merely supplying means of temporary
relief, and even the labour itself on an
eleemosynary basis would be no more.
The workmen on the Thames think
that their employers are now anxious to
“take therr turn,” and make of the very
distress a means of profit. I do not
say that this opinion is correct; as
applied to many cases I am sure it is
the reverse; but it is believed, and the
workmen’s history excuses, if it does not
Jjustify, the belief.

One thing, however, workmen must
make up their minds to do, if they
would better the condition of their
trade. They must take small wages—
in fact, any reasonable wages—the first
time they have an opportunity of begin-
ning work on any fair and reasonable
principle of co-operative labour. There
should be no higgling or hesitating,
no foolish jealousy, for of every pound
saved here they would have a share.
They have good reason for hesitating
now, but they should shrink from no
sacrifice—they should work all hours,
and “out at elbows” if necessary, to
carry that noble idea into life.

The money that one kind lady has
given to Bethnal Green, would have
set on foot some branch of co-operative
labour, which, treat it as we may, and
blink the facts as we may to meet the
wishes of interested persons, is one of the
most promising rays of light ahead of
the East-end distress. National Educa-
tion, on a broad basis, is another. The
winter of 1868 is distant. There is
time for real work while the days are
long. If that work is done, the distress
will be fairly faced, and may be stemmed.
If that work is not done, on some high
national ground—above all party and
sectarian aims—the distress will return
again in winter, unchanged in character,
unless, indeed, the change is for the
worse.
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THE ABYSSINIAN EXPEDITION.

BY CLEMENTS R. MARKHAM, SECRETARY TO THE ROYAL GEOGRAPHICAL
SOCIETY, AND GEOGRAPHER TO THE EXPEDITION,

IL.

THE MARCH FROM SENAFE TO ANTALO
(HALF WAY TO MAGDALA.)

‘Wuex Sir Robert Napier landed in
Annesley Bay, and took command of the
Abyssinian field force, in the beginning
of January, there were two courses open
to him in the conduct of the campaign.
Teddoros was still at a considerable dis-
tance from Magdala, advancing at the
rate of two or three miles a day, and
impeded by all his moveable effects,
some guns, and, above all, by a heavy
mortar which his European workmen
had succeeded in casting for him.

It might, therefore, have been decided
that the great object of the campaign
was to reach Magdala before Teddoros
could arrive and get the captives into
his clutches again. Senafé is twenty-
one easy marches from Magdala ; and,
even if the march had not commenced
until the end of January, a small force
pushed promptly forward, with two
months’ provisions, would have attained
the object in view. But the general
commanding it must have relied on the
resources of the country, to a considerable
extent, both for supplies and transport ;
and temporarily, until supports could be
brought up, on the friendliness of the
people for keeping communications open
with his base. The success of such a
course would have brought the campaign
to a conclusion in the shortest possible
time, and at the smallest possible cost.
‘Whetherit wasfeasible; whether reliance
on the resources of the country and the
friendliness of the people, to the extent
required, would have been justifiable ;
and finally, whether this course, though
not absolutely free from risk, was not
the only one by which success was

possible: are questions that may be
decided more correctly and more profit-
ably when the results of the campaign
are finally discussed at its conclusion.
Suffice it that this first course was not
even attempted.

The alternative plan—the plan by
which the campaign is actually to be
conducted—gives the first move to the
adversary with a vengeance. While the
English player moves a few pawns one
square to the front, the Abyssinian is
allowed time to castle his king, and take
the pieces for which the game is played,
The enemy is permitted to reach Magdala
and get the game into his own hands,
while the English general is maturing
arrangements on so large and complete
a scale as to leave no room for any pos-
sible mischance to his troops, except
through inexcusable neglect or incompe-
tence. This course involves an enor-
mous outlay, great loss of time, and
desperate risk for the captives  Its
recommendations are that, setting the
object of the campaign on one side, it
ensures the health and comfort of the
troops, and is emphatically a safe and
prudent course. The force will be, as
much as possible, independent of the
resources of the country. Advances
will not be made unless ample means of
transport are previously secured ; three
safe depbts will be formed at the chief
places along the line of march,’ and the
whole campaign will be conducted as if
the line was through an enemy’s country,
and Teddoros was a formidable Euro-
pean foe.

The state of the transport-train when
the Commander-in-chief landed was
such that, for the conduct of a campaign
on this plan, serious delays were un-

1 Senafé, Adigirat, and Antalo,
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avoidable ; and in that state it long
remained. The omission, at Bombay,
to send muleteers in adequate numbers
who could understand the transport
officers is the main cause of this com-
plete break-down ;! but total ignorance
of the proper treatment of mules has
also had much to do with it. Saddles
were sent out of such monstrous patterns
and fearful weight, that sore backs were
a certain consequence of their use. One
of these is the mass of wood and iron
and leather straps, called the Otago
saddle, without blanket or covering of
any kind for the night ; another was the
Suez pattern, which was a breed between
a hatchway ladder and a hencoop. Even
now there is not a single proper pack-
saddle in Abyssinia—not a single aparejo,
such as experience has proved to be best
adapted for baggage-mules in all countries
where mules have for centuries been the
chief or only means of transport. The
freatment of the mules is of a piece with
their equipment. Instead of driving
them, four are chained together and
dragged along the road ; and the scenes
that take place when the poor brutes
come to any difficult or dangerous part
may be imagined. But this chaining-up
is carried still further. When the mules
are turned out to graze, four are chained
together by the headstalls, the sick to
the strong, and those that want to lie
down and rest to those that would
wander about and graze. Near Senafé
one of these forlorn chain-gangs slipped
into a pond about eight feet square, the
rest were dragged in after him, and all
foeur were drowned, while the Turkish
muleteer sat smoking a few yards off.
No wonder that out of 12,000 mules that
have been landed, upwards of 4,000 have
been lost from neglect and starvation,
while the survivors are in so reduced a
condition that, instead of the usual mule
load of 280 to 3001bs., they are incapable
of carrying more than 1501bs. in addi-

tion to the ponderous saddle, weighing
401bs.

1 A number of muleteers from the Punjab,
good well-disciplined men, were at last sent
from India, and 1,800 men were landed to-
wards the end of February,

This state of things accounts for some
of the delay ; and during the months of
January and February the arrangements
of the campaign were slowly progressing.

‘By the middle of January the whole of

the 33d Regiment had arrived at Se-
nafé ; and during that first half of the
month the commissariat had so far
availed themselves of the resources of
the surrounding country as to have"
purchased 60,0001bs. of barley. and
200,000 Ibs. of grass. Little girls were
to be seen in all direclions, staggering
along under the weight of 401bs. of
grass ; and upwards of 400 loaded per-
sons came in daily, beside those bringing
in firewood. Bullocks, goats, and sheep
were also sold in great numbers; and,
in return, dollars were sown broadcast
over the district around Senafé, which
was being rapidly drained of its produce.
Towards the end of January carts drawn
by bullocks arrived on the plateau, and
demonstrated that there was at last a
road suited for wheel-traffic from the
coast to the highlands of Abyssinia.
This was a great achievement, reflecting
the highest credit on the officers and
men who had thus overcome all the
difficulties of the path ; and it was one
which would be. of the utmost future
importance. The whole of the surviving
mules, relieved of the harassing work
between the coast and Senafé, would be
available for troops on the line of march,
while the provisions and stores would
in future be pushed up from the coast
by means of camels, bullocks, and cart
traffic. Elephants were also landed at
Mulkutto for use on the coast plain,
and the railroad between Mulkutto and
Komayli was making progress.

At length, after a delay of nearly a
month on the coast, Sir Robert Napier,
with his numerous personal staff, arrived
at Senafé on the 29th of January. Bri-
gadier-General Merewether, the political
officer who had been the life and soul
of the expedition from the commence-
ment, had come up some days before,
and his arrival betokened activity and
movement. Accordingly, the march on-
wards may be said to have commenced
during the last ten days of January.
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First of all, on the 17th, two companies
of the 10th Bombay Native Infantry,
and two of the 33d, under the energetic
command of Major Pierce, marched out
twelve miles to the romantic glen of
Goonagoona, to prepare aroad. In a few
days the regiment of Scinde Horse fol-
lowed. On the 27th the Quartermaster-
General, Colonel Phayre, proceeded to his
favourite position, theextremefront; and
on the 31st Brigadier-General Collings
commenced the march with four com-
panies of the 33d, four of the 10th
Native Infantry, a company of Punjab
Pioneers, another of Bombay Sappers,
and a detachment of Scinde Horse.
Colonel Loch, with seventy-five men of
the 3d Bombay Cavalry, followed a few
days afterwards, as an escort for the
Quartermaster-General. A convoy of
600 mules, with a month’s provisions
for the advanced force, left Senafé on
the 3d of February, and a second fol-
lowed on the 12th. General Mere-
wether started on the same day; and
the head-quarters of the 4th Regiment,
of the 3d Bombay Cavalry, a company
of Beloochees, and one of the batteries
of Armstrong steel guns, commanded by
Colonel Millward, followed. Thus the
march may be said to have commenced
in the end of January.

The distance from Senafé to Magdala
is 260 miles. Onme-third of this distance
passes through the great northern divi-
sion of Abyssinia, the other two-thirds
through Wodgerat, Lasta, and the Galla
country. The wise policy of conciliation
which has been adopted necessarily
brings the leaders of the expedition
into contact with the rulers of the coun-
try, and a knowledge of the politics of
Tigré is essential to a clear understand-
ing of the prospects of the expedition.
It will be well, therefore, to give a very
rapid sketch of the history of Tigré
during the present century, as well to
render the present state of affairs intel-
ligible, as that the frequent mention of
chiefs and their quarrels, on the line of
march, may convey some idea beyond
that of savage and unintelligible names.
The subject, at first sight, sounds unin-
viting, but it will be treated very briefly,

and it is hoped that a few pages will
convey all the information that is really
needed.

Tigré is divided into several pro-
vinces, all under hereditary chiefs,
whose families have long held domi-
nion, and for whom the people often
feel a strong attachment. Chiefs and
people are Christians in more than
name—their whole life and all their
thoughts being pervaded with Christian
and monastic legend. But they are
essentially savages : insolent in manner,
without a trace of refinement, often
cruel, boastful, turbulent, and grasping,
but seldom really brave. Thus a brave
man among them at once becomes an
influential leader. A mixed race—
a Habeshah or confusion—they have
much of the negro in their composition,
much of the Arab or Jew, none of the
best qualities of either. Their outward
appearance is easily described. A mass
of woolly hair streaming with rancid
butter, but with no other covering, a
shdama of white cotton cloth with
broad crimson border, worn like a
Spanish capa, sometimes a fur tippet
with six or eight long tails, cotton
drawers, a curved sword on the right
side, a long spear, hide shield, and
naked feet. The features, though very
dark, are regular, and often handsome.

Tigré had always remained subject to
Gondar during the rule of the Em-
perors of the old dynasty, and it was
not until the time of Bruce that Ras
Mikhail, a chief of the province of
Salawa in Tigré, obtained supreme
power in Abyssinia as the Ras or
Minister of a puppet Emperor. Ris
Mikhéil, although driven from Central
Abyssinia, retained his power in Tigré
until he died in extreme old age, but his
son was defeated and killed by the Gallas
from the south. Central Abyssinia,
with the possession of Gondar and the
puppet Emperor, had passed into the
hands of a family of Yedju Gallas, who
retained it (with the title of Rés) until
the rise of Teddoros. But not Tigré.
While Ras Guksa, the first of the
Yedju Galla Réses, was gaining power
in Central Abyssinia, a remarkable ruler
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rose up in Tigré named Rés Waldo
Salassy,! a chief of the province of
Enderta. He was a grandson of a
chief named FEzkiis,?2 who had married
a waizaro (princess), a daughter of an
emperor of the ancient dynasty. Rés
Mikh4il, and some influential chiefs of
the present day, are of the same stock.
Ris Waldo Salassy, though constantly
engaged in wars, especially with Ras
Guksa, was an enlightened ruler. His
favourite residence was at Antalo; but
he founded the neighbouring pleasant
town of Chelicut, with its surrounding
gardens, and also had a palace in Adowa,
the chief commercial town of Tigré. In
his time the mission of Mr. Salt” took
place, who was accompanied by Pierce
and Coffin, and the latter Englishman
took service under the Tigré ruler.
‘Waldo Salassy died about the year 1816,
and was succeeded by his relation
Gebra Mikhail,® who was defeated and
killed in a battle near Adigirat by Saba-
gadis, the chief of Agamé, two years
afterwards,

Sabagadis, son of Shum Waldo of
Agamé, is the favourite hero of the
people of Tigré, and his memory is
idolized in his native Agamé, a country
of deep ravines and inaccessible fast-
nesses, and famed for the skill of its
musketeers. As a young man Saba-
gadis was turbulent and often in rebel-
lion, when he retired to the impreg-
nable fastness of Debra Matso. Mr.
Salt knew him in those days, and fore-
told his future greatness. After the
defeat of his adversary, Gebra Mikhail,
he became ruler of all Tigré, with the
title of Dejatchmatch (usually abbre-
viated to Dejatch)*; but his favourite
residence was still at Adigirat, the
capital of his native Agamé. Sabagadis
maintained peace and prosperity from
his accession to his death, a period of
thirteen years. He was just to the

1 Waldo Salassy means “Son of the
Trinity.” .

2 Hezekiah.

3 Servant of St. Michael.

4 One of the highest Abyssinian titles. Dej
is “ door,” and Afchmatch “a chief or warrior:”

“ Warrior of the door,” originally a title at the
court of the old Emperors,

poor, permitted the establishment of a
Protestant Mission at Adowa, and
encouraged trade. But in 1831 two
powerful enemies combined against him :
Dejatch Oubie of Semyen, on the other
side of the great river Tdkkizie, and Ris
Marie, the son and successor of Réis
Guksa (Waldo Salassy’s old foe) in
Central Abyssinia. Sabagadis was now
advanced in years, but seven stalwart
sons ‘were growing up around him to
fight their father’'s battles; and the
Gallas had more than once fled before
them. There were Hagoos, the gallant
young warrior, joy?! of his father’s heart;
‘Waldo MikhA4il, the hasty-tempered ;
Kasa, his father’s reward;? Himan-
dahar Waldo Salassy, the brave; Guan-
gul; Sabh&t; and Aragow. Their
names are given because their influ-
ence or that of their descendants is
still felt in Tigré. Sabagadis and his
sons led an army against the allied
enemy, and the battle took place at
Mai-Isldmi, near Debra Abbaye, on the
north bank of the Tikkizie. At fixst
the people of Tigré were victorious,
and the brave young Hagoos slew Ris
Marie himself, in single combat. But
Hagoos was killed by the Gallas, his
sorrowing father lost heart, and the
Tigré army dispersed. Sabagadis was
taken prisoner, and speared to death
by his enraged enemies His loss was
mourned by the people he had served
so well,;and numerous songs still pre-
serve his memory among their de-
scendants. They sing how “for the
measures of corn and the glasses of
mead of the people, Sabagadis, the
friend of the Christian, died at Mai-
Isldmi,” and how ‘“the people now
eat the corn grown by the blood of
Sabagadis.”

This was in 1831. From that time
to 1855 Dejatch Oubie of Semyen ruled
over Tigré, a stranger both in race and
language. But the gallant young chiefs
of Agamé did not allow him to take
possession without further opposition.
Mr. Coffin had been sent on a mission
to England by Sabagadis in 1821, and,

1 Hagoos means “joy.”
2 Kdsa is “reward.”
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returning with a supply of muskets,
gave some to the sons of his employer.
Fortune, however, was against them.
Waldo Mikhéil at first made head
against the invader; but, by some
hasty act, he had caused a blood feud
against himself in the province of Akula-
Guzay, where he was treacherously
murdered while on the march, leaving
two young sons named Barya-hoo and
Guksa. Késa, the next son, was in-
duced to lay down his arms and accept
the daughter of his foe, but the day
after his arrival at the camp of Dejatch
Oubie he was basely seized, and thrown
into prison. The other sons, Guangul,
Sabhit, and Aragow, retreated into the
fastnesses of their native Agamé.

Dejatch Oubie was a man of consider-
able ability, and, on the whole, ruled
the country well and wisely for twenty-
four years. On the 10th of February,
1855, he was entirely defeated by Ted-
doros and taken prisoner, and he lived
for many years at the camp of his con-
queror, only dying in extreme old age
in 1866. His daughter was married to
Teddoros, and bore him a son, both
mother and child being now in the for-
tress of Magdala. Tebddoros was crowned
immediately after his victory—a sad and
evil day for Abyssinia ; for he is merely
a brave and rather audacious soldier,
open-handed to his troops, horribly eruel
to the people. His reign was one of in-
cessant war and calamity. He is not an
administrator, and was never, in any
true sense, a king.

For a few months Teddoros gave the
government of Tigré to Balgeda! Araya,
son of Dejatch Temsoo, the chief of En-
derta. But the Balgeda is now, with so
many other unfortunates, in the dun-
geons of Magdala. He then appointed
Késa, the son of Sabagadis, to that
post ; but a rebel appeared in the person
of Agau Negusie, of Sghala in Semyen,
who was a grandson, through a daughter,
of Dejatch Oubie, Taking advantage of
the absence of ‘Teddoros in the Galla
country, he induced the people to rebel,

! Balgeda is the title given to the chief of
a salt caravan.

and became ruler of Tigré in 1856. His
intrigues with the French are fully de-
scribed in Dr. Beke'’s work, but fortune
was against him, and his career was
short. In 1861, Teddoros marched into
Tigré, and encountered the army of Ne-
gusie at Sagamo, near Axum. In the
night, a messenger proclaimed in the
camp of the ill-fated rebel that a free
pardon would be granted to all who de-
serted their leader. The craven host
fled in the night. Negusie went to
sleep a leader of a numerous army ;
when he awoke he was alone. He burst
into tears, then mounted his mule and
fled away to the mountains of Temben,
in the extreme south of Tigré. Here
he was captured, and the monster Ted-
doros caused one of his hands and one of
his feet to be cut off, and then had him,
in that condition, exposed in the sun till
he died. The inhuman savage added
the most barefaced treachery to his
cruel atrocity, and murdered all Ne-
gusie’s chiefs who had voluntarily sub-
mitted. Késa, the son of Sabagadis,
was then again appointed to the govern-
ment of Tigré. His beautiful daughter,
Averash,! was the wife of Tesfa Zidn,2
(son of Dejatch Hailo, the present ruler
of Hamazen) who was killed by Ne-
gusie in 1859. The young widow in-
spired as much love in the breast of
Teddoros as that monster is capable of,
and she became his concubine, thus
securing the government of Tigré for her
father ; but both X4sa and his daughter
died soon afterwards, in the camp of
Teddoros at Mahdera-Maryam. Tigré
was then given by Teddoros to Dejatch
Sahaloo, of Geralta, who ruled from
1861 to 1863, but he is now, with so
many other state prisoners, in the dun-
geons of Magdala. The next ruler of
Tigré was Réds Barya-hoo, a chief of
Shire, who had married Teodoros’s
sister, and is now in his camp. They
had a child named Yainishiit, whom
Tebdoros afterwards nominated to be
future ruler of Tigré; the chiefs who

were to act for him being his father’s
1 Averash means literally, ‘‘you have
brought light.”
2 ““The Hope of Zion.”
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brother, Tekla Gorgis, and Azmatch
Barya-hoo,! of Asha.

The cup of Tebdoros’s iniquities was
now full, and his power was gone. In
1865, the governor of Lasta and Waag,
named Gobazie,? rebelled against him,
and proclaimed his own sovereignty. A
blood feud existed between them, for
not the least of Teddoros’s many atro-
cities was the cruel mutilation and hang-
ing of Gebra Meten,® the father of
Gobazie, and former Governor of Waag.
In 1866, Gobazie invaded Tigré, took
Adowa, and overran the whole country ;
Azmatch Barya-hoo, Tebdoros’s governor,
retiring before him. Meanwhile, another
chief, named Tirsu Gobazie, a man of
no family, had rebelled in the western
part of Abyssinia, and become inde-
pendent ruler of Walkeit and Semyen.

‘When Gobazie retired out of Tigré
early in 1867, and returned to Lasta,
he left Dejatch Deras, of Agamé, his
Governor of Agamé and all the eastern
mountain country; and Dejatch Késa,
of Temben, his Governor of Enderta.
Sabhit, one of the surviving sons of
Sabagadis, who was then living at Adi-
girat, was taken away as a hostage into
Lasta. On the retreat of Gobazie, his
lieutenant Deras was defeated by Tekla
Gorgis,* who still adhered to Teddoros.
Tekla Gorgis soon afterwards died in his
native province of Shire, but Azmatch
Barya-hoo, Teddoros’s other licutenant,
reoccupied Adowa.

‘We now come to the career of Késa,
the new ruler of Tigté, upon whose
policy so much depends. Kéasa’s father
was Shum Temben Mercha,? and his
mother was a daughter of Dejatch
Temsoo of Enderta, by a sister of Saba-

1 Azmalch is a title—* a chief.” Barya-hoo
“his slave’ (God understood).

2 The word Waagshum, pronounced Wak-
shum, placed before his name merely means
“ Governor of Waag,” a mountainous district
south of Tigré.

3, Qebra means “servant,” and Meten “the
Redeemer "—* Servant of the Redeemer.”

4 Tekla ¢‘a plant.” [Literally, “ The plant
of St. George.”

5 Shum Temben simply means “Governor
of Temben,” an extensive mountainous coun-
try in the southern part of Tigré. Merche
signifies ““chosen.”
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gadis. After the death of his parents,
young Kaisa appears to have lived a
good deal with the Taltal tribes in the
low country to the eastward of the
Abyssinian plateau, where he chose a
wife. e was also once at the camp of
Teddoros, but his life had been unevent-
ful until Gobazie made him a Dej-
atchmatch, and appointed him Gover-
nor of Enderta. Since then his rise to
power has been extraordinarily rapid.
His patron returned to Lasta in the end
of 1866. In the spring of 1867 the
ambitious young lieutenant rebelled,
defeated Deras, the other lieutenant of
Gobazie, in a hard-fought battle on the
plain of Haramat, and made himself
master of all the country from Agamé
to the frontier or Lasta. For a few
months he remained quiet, apparently
coquetting with Teddoros, who was
anxious to propitiate this formidable
adversary of his enemy Gobazie. DBut
in the autumn of 1867 he advanced
rapidly upon Adowa, and defeated
Azmatch Barya-hoo at Gurré, near Debra
Sina, in October. He then proclaimed
himself sovereign ruler of Tigré. Iis
success was stained with no cruelties,
and all the great chiefs, even Dejatch
Hailo of Hamazen, a former warm
adherent of Teddoros, have quietly
submitted to him; while his adver-
sary, Barya-hoo, has been appointed
Governor of Sarawé. Thus the rise of
Dejatech Késa to power in Tigré is
contemporaneous with the arrival of
Colonel Merewether and the recon-
noitring party on the coast ; and when
Késa addresesed a letter of welcome
to the British officer on arriving at
Senafé, he styled himself Rdsa Maquo-
nint sa Etyopdya—* Head of the chiefs
of Ethiopia.”

On the 26th of January M. Munzin-
ger, the British Consular Agent at Mas
sowah, whose services to the expedition
have been invaluable, set out on a
friendly mission to Dejatch Késa,
accompanied by Major Grant and a
small escort of the 3d Cavalry. The
day after their arrival at Adowa, the
ceremony of the blessing of the naga-
rects (kettledrums) took place, when the
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chiefs present had to swear fealty to
their new sovereign. A great feast was
prepared in the ruined hall of the old
palace of Waldo Salassy, and decanters
(brilli) of mead flowed freely for many
hours ; while Késa sat gravely at the
head of the board. He is rather a
handsome young man, with a melan-
choly careworn expression. From time
to time a chief went out, returning on
his horse, with the kaletcha or diadem
round his brow, and his retainers around
him, who loudly swore devotion to
Kasa. It was a large gathering of
powerful chiefs. Here was Guksa, the
elder and only brother of Kasa, who
has been appointed Governor of Shire ;
Gebra Mikhail of Tzera, the wise in
council ; Hailo Maryam of Salowa,
whose brows were girt with a silver
diadem ; Hagoos of Geralta, of the
large eyes and handsome face ; Nebreet
Gebra Ubet of Axum, keeper of the
sacred ark ; Shum Temben Anun, the
aged warrior, and uncle of Késa; Shum
Agamé Tessu, the low-born servant of
Sabagadis, and now the rival of his
descendants ; Balgada Waldo Salassy,
the leader of the salt caravan; and
many more.

M. Munzinger’s interviews with Késa
were satisfactory. The new ruler ex-
pressed a desire to give every assistance
in his power to the English troops in
their advance to Magdala; promised to
issue orders that supplies were to be
furnished to them along the line of
march, and said that he was most
anxious to see Teddoros defeated, and
the prisoners released. There can luckily
be no doubt that the interests of Késa
* are so identified with the sueccess of the
expedition that his friendship may be
securely counted upon.

Return we to the advanced brigade of
the DBritish force, which, after a march
of thirty-four miles over the table-land
which separates the waters flowing to the
Red Sea coast from the tributaries of the
Mareb, encamped in front of Adigirat,
the chief village of Agamé, on the 2d
of February. Adigirat is situated at
the foot of the Harat range, and the

peak of Aloquor, 11,000 feet above the

<

sea, rises immediately in the rear.’ The
houses are nearly all in ruins, but the
gréat church is covered with paintings
recording the deeds of Sabagadis, both
in battle and in the chase. On a rocky
hill near the church is the ruined palace
of the great Agamé hero. A spacious
courtyard leads to the great doors
opening on the adrash or reception-hall,
and above this entrance there is a gal-
lery, approached by a staircase, twenty
feet from the ground, where Sabagadis
sat and administered justice. The hall
is sixty-four feet long by twenty-five,
and about twenty-two in height. At
the end opposite the entrance there is a
double doorway leading to an inner
chamber. Here the great chief’s throne
(a high bedstead covered with rugs) was
placed, when his vassals feasted in the
hall. The inner chamber had a circular
ceiling of coloured wickerwork, very
tastefully designed, and four alcoves, at
the ends of which are doors or win-
dows. This arrangement gives the
chamber the form of a cross. A door
on one side leads across the courtyard
to a circular building with an upper
story. The favourite horses had their
stables below, and above there is a
handsome chamber approached by a
staircase, for the ladies of the family.
It is called the helfiné ; and must have
been cheerful and airy, with a fine view
of the Adigirat plain from the windows.
‘With the exception of the adrash or
great hall, only required in the palace of
a ruler, this building resembles exactly
the best Abyssinian houses in Adowa.
It is now in ruins, for the soms of
Sabagadis, after his death, built a
smaller and more defensible house at a
distance of half a mile. This house
consists of a two-storied square tower
with four roofed shields for musketry
on the top, a circular kelfiné, and some
out-buildings, all surrounded by a high
wall. It was the residence of Sabhit,
the eldest surviving son of Sabagadis,
until he was carried off into Lasta by
Gobazie, in 1866 ; and now his young
widow, the fair Tayech, a grandchild of
a Greek settled in Adowa, lives there in
strict seclusion.  She sent presents of
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bread and meat to General Merewether
on his arrival, and when a Chinese silk
was offered in return, she replied that
some money to send to her imprisoned
husband would be more acceptable.
The English camp faces the fair lady’s
tower, a little stream flowing between ;
and a few miles to the eastward is the
church of Gaala, in a delicious shady
grove, with a bright stream flowing from
the sandstone cliffs which overhang the
trees. Here the good and brave Father
Jacobi, with his Catholic Mission, was
established for some years, during the
time of Dejatch Oubie, and he intro-
duced the vine, potatoes, and other
vegetables.

On the accession of Késa, he adopted
a very unwise and suspicious policy in
the government of the different pro-
vinces, often attempting to ensure his
own power by dividing the rule amongst
several chiefs. Thus in Agamé he gave
the government to two grandsons of
Sabagadis named Barya-hoo and Guksa,
sons of Waldo Mikhail, who was slain
in Akula-Guzay. But he associated two
other chiefs with them—one a total
stranger to the district, and the other
an old servant of their grandfather
named Tessu. This arrangement was
resented by the whole family of Saba-
gadis,! and Barya-hoo rose in rebellion.
He is still “ out against Késa,” with his
Agamé retainers, and many of his young
cousins, such as Hagoos, the son of
Sabhait, and Waldo Gabriél, the son of
Aragow.2 The malcontents have sent
civil messages to the English camp, ex-
plaining their grievance and asking for
help. This unsettled state of affairs
renders Adigirat a very important posi-
tion along the line of march, and here
will be formed the second permanent
depb6t, the first being at Senafe.

On the Tth of February M. Munzin-
ger and Major Grant arrived at Adigirat
from Adowa, escorted by a chief sent by
Kasa, with nagareets and long horns,

1 KAsa himself is a grand nephew of Saba-
gadis, through his maternal grandmother.

2 Aragow 1s the youngest son of Sabagadis.
He is now a state prisoner of Teddoros’s, in
the dungeons of Magdala.

The Abyssinian Expedition.

making a most diabolical noise. This
chief is the Lika-Mankwass Ilma.! He
was received in durbar by Sir Robert
Napier, witnessed some evolutions of the
Scinde Horse and 3d Cavalry, finished
twelve bottles of rum in two sittings,
and set out on his return to Adowa
with two huge pats of butter on his
head, representing an early morning
toilette. The British soldier turned his
somewhat strange nmame into ¢ Liquor-
my-goose.” _

General Merewether has taken great
pains to make the means of transport
in the country along the line of march
available for the purposes of the expe-
dition. This is a most important point
under any ecircumstances, but more
especially so in the present state of the
transport-train ; and his wise measures
have been highly successful. In the
neighbourhood of Senafé the owners of
bullocks agreed to deliver bags of grain
and flour at Adigirat, at the rate of one
dollar and a half for each bag of 69 1bs.;
and immediately after the convention
had been signed 1,400 bullocks started
from Senafé in two days. At Adigirat
General Merewether arranged a similar
convention with the people to carry
bags as far as Agula, forty-four miles on
the road towards Antalo; and it was
entered upon by them with even greater
eagerness and good-will. Bullocks, don-
keys, and even women were pressed
into the service, and the road was soon
covered with all available beasts of
burden, carrying supplies for the British
force. And this is the country which
is said to furnish no means of transport!

On February the 11th, Brigadier
Collings, with the advanced brigade,
marched from Adigirat for Antalo—
the Quartermaster-General, with a small
ploneer force, having gone on some days
before.  General Merewether, having
completed all necessary arrangements at
Adigirat, followed on the 12th. Mean-

1 The Lika-mankwass was the officer who
dressed exactly like the king on the field of
battle, and rode the same coloured horse.
Ilma is hereditary Chief of Gundupta, near
Adowa, of a very ancient family, His father,
Desta, married a daughter of Sabagadis.



Tle Abyssinian Expedition. 95

while the head-quarter wing of the 4th
Regiment had arrived. But the Com-
mander-in-Chief still remained behind,
and it was evident that there were to be
further delays. There was to be a com-
plimentary interview with Késa, a tame
elephant was to be brought up for his
inspection, and a battery of six nine-
pounder guns must be dragged up, at
least as far as Adigirat or Antalo, to show
the people what the English can do.

The Harat range of mountains sud-
denly ends about eight miles south of
Adigirat, and the broad fertile plain of
Haramat stretches away to the south-
ward, from its base. This is the com-
mencement of the basin of the Nile—
all the streams flowing to the Tikkizie,
the main affluent of the Atbara, which
is the chief fertilizing tributary of the
great river of Egypt. At Dongolo, 35
miles south of Adigirat, there is a
steep descent of more than 1,000 feet.
Hitherto, from Senafé to Dongolo, the
plains and valleys had averaged an ele-
vation of 7,000 feet above the sea ; from
Dongolo to Antalo they are 6,000 feet
and upwards ; acacias and mimosastaking
the place of juniper and other hardier
trees. Agula is a district at this lower
level, where there are many Moham-
medan converts, who are all traders, and
owners of capital strong-built camels.
During the two days that the advanced
brigade stopped at Agula, the Adigirat
people brought in 63,600 lbs. of grain
and flour ; and here General Merewether
completed another convention with the
people to carry bags on to Antalo, on
their camels and donkeys, on similar
terms. The country between Agula and
Antalo, a distance of 33} miles, is a
succession of grassy plains and valleys
divided by ridges running east and west.
It is well watered, has plenty of grass,
can furnish any quantity of butcher’s
meat, and large supplies of grain. Strong
hardy little mules can be bought in
great numbers, and the people are ready
to use the bullocks, donkeys, and women
on hire, for carriage. This is certainly
not a country where an onward march
should be delayed for want of provisions
and means of transport,

Antalo was once a large and flourish-
ing place, the capital of Ris Waldo
Salassy. It is now half-deserted, a
straggling desolate village of circular
huts of mud and stone, with thatched
pointed roofs. But on Mondays the
market gives rise to a lively and bust-
ling scene. Villagers come in from all
directions ; Maria Theresa dollars, with
blocks of salt (amule) as small change,
exchange hands rapidly, as cows, mules,
camels, sheep, blankets, white cotton
cloth, hides, corn, beans, butter, honey,
wax, chilies, onions, tobacco, kosso, are
bought and sold. Antalo is on a terrace,
at the foot of the overhanging -cliffs
of lofty Amba Aradom, and more
than 1,000 feet above the vast plain,
covered with long grass and huge stones,
which it overlooks, and which stretches
away to the southward. On the northern
side of the Antalo hills there is a valley
in which the far pleasanter village of
Chelicut nestles in groves of trees,
amidst irrigated fields and gardens. The
great circular church of Chelicut, dedi-

“cated to the Trinity, is surrounded by a

grove of tall straight junipers ; its outer
wall consists of a series of narrow arched
openings forming an arcade, within
which is a cloister surrounding the
Holy of Holies ; and the cloister wall is
covered with gaudy and grotesque Bib-
lical pictures. Near the church a long
stretch of green sward, bordered by a
running stream, is shaded by the wide-
spreading branches of a venerable dahro
tree. Here General Merewether had an
interview with the priest and principal
people of the place, sitting in a circle
on the ground. They were informed of
the intentions of the English, and that
everything would be paid for, and they
promised to encourage the villagers to
bring produce to the camp for sale.

The British camp was pitched on the
southern side of the great plain, five .
miles S.E. of Antalo, near the banks of
the river Baya. The advanced brigade
and pioneer force arrived on the 20th
of February, having completed a good
practicable road for baggage mules from
Adigirat to Antalo. This camp will be
the third permanent depdt. It is just
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half-way between the coast and Magdala,
the- distance remaining to be marched
being 140 miles, which might easily be
done in a fortnight. The people of
Agula have brotght flour and grain in,
with such punctuality, and in such
quantity, that there is now sufficient
here to enable a small force to march on
to Magdala at once, and complete the
work. General Merewether has con-
cluded a convention with the people
round Antalo to carry provisions on-
wards, and now there are upwards of
4,000 Government mules between Senafé
and Antalo, so that there cannot well
be much longer delay. The Commander-
in-chief is, however, still in the rear,
holding interviews with Kasa, and
causing heavy artillery to be dragged
forward, which will not be required for
actual operations against Teddoros. The
(Quartermaster - General is one march
ahead, at a place called Misgi, with the
pioneer force! and an escort of cavalry;
and General Collings is in the Buya
camp with a force consisting of the
head-quarter wing of the 33d, a battery
of Armstrong steel mountain-guns, 150
of the Beloochees, and detachments of
Sind Horse and 3d Cavalry.

The dominions of Xésa, the new
ruler of Tigré, have their southern limit
on the banks of the Buya stream.
Beyond is the province of Wodgerat,
which extends to the northern frontier
of Lasta. Dejatch Waldo Yests, the
powerful chief of Wodgerat, perched on
his impregnable fastness of Amba Alaji,
is thus placed between the rival rulers
of Tigré and Lasta; but he is said to

1 One company of the 10th Bombay Native
Infantry, one of Bombay Sappers, and one of
Punjaub Pioneers.

incline towards the latter, However
that may be, he is most friendly to the
English, and has already sent his
brother, Barya Gorgis, an intelligent
young fellow, to General Merewether,
with presents and offers of assistance.
Gobazie, the ruler of Lasta, is now
with an army near Lalibela, watching
the movements of his enemy Teddoros,
and sending repeated messages to the
English, urging them to hasten forward.
Teddoros himself, who has been so long
dragging his guns and his heavy mortar
over the difficult road towards Magdala,
has at length all but completed his
herculean task. The last news from
the prisoners was dated the first week
in February, when they were all well,
but dreading the arrival of their jailer.
Such is the position of affairs at the
close of what may be considered the
second act of the expedition.” The first
act, extending from the arrival of
General Merewether to that of the
Commander-in-chief, was one of pre-
liminary operations. The port was
selected, the best pass to the interior
was discovered and opened, and an
advanced force was established on the
Abyssinian highlands. The second act
includes the months of January and
February, when the plan of the cam-
paign was decided upon, a friendly
understanding was established with all

" the rulers and people along the line of

march, the resources of the country were
developed, and an advanced force was
established at Antalo, half way to
Magdala. The third act will contain
the march to that fortress, and, let us
hope, the liberation of the prisoners
and a successful termination to the
expedition.
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ON MR. TENNYSON’S “LUCRETIUS.”

BY R. C. JEBB, M.A., FELLOW OF TRINITY COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE.

Mgr. TenNYSON'S Lucretius has probably
had a great many readers who did not
know much about Lucretius before, and
who have never read a line of the De
Rerum Natura,; nor is it necessary to
have done so in order to enjoy Mr.
Tennyson’s poem. DBut apart from its
artistic qualities, the poem has another
which, in a work of art, is accidental,—
its historical truth ; that is, the Lucretius
whom it describes has a true resem-
blance to the real Lucretius, as revealed
in his own work; the picture is not
merely a picture, but happens to be a
portrait also. Perhaps it will not be
without use in helping us to under-
stand this portrait more thoroughly,
if we can discover some of the leading
characteristics, the main currents of
thought and feeling, which the De
Rerum Natura shews in the historical
Lucretins; and which are so reproduced
in Mr. Tennyson’s poem as to give this
impression of its being historically true.
The character of Lucretius is not one
which can be understood without some
little trouble ; his life was coloured by
a creed which, as he held it, can
never be popular; and because he
lived this creed, and did not talk it
merely, he has always been lonely;
a stranger, almost, in the Roman
world into which he was born too late ;
and, for after times, one whose voice,
No. 104.—vor. xvIIL

when first heard, seems far off and
strange ; until, as the monotone grows
upon the ear, it is no longer a dirge
chanted to the winds, but the earnest
pleading with human fears and hopes
of a passionate human heart. It is
difficult to follow the workings of a
nature so much out of the range of
common sympathy without some pre-
vious knowledge of its laws ; without
ab least some general perception of the
master-lines in which its forces move,
some clue to the secret of the inner
life from which they spring. In this
large sense, the best commentary on
Mr. Tennyson's Lucrettus is the De
Rerum Natura itself, There is, of
course, a more special sense in which
its aid might be used; the English
poem abounds with phrases, imagery,
allusions, which might be illustrated
from the Latin ; and, for any one who
knows the Latin poem already, there is a
certain interest in recognising them. For
instance, when Lucretius is speaking
of the hateful fancies that beset him, and
asks,

How should the mind, except it loved them,

clasp
These idols to herself? Or do they fly,
Now thinner and now thicker, like the flakes
In a fall of snow . . .?

this means more, if it is remembered
that such was in fact the regular
H
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Epicurean doctrine, which Lucretius
jllustrated with so much poetical
variety,—that from all surfaces are for
ever streaming images, ‘idols,’ thin as
films, ‘fine as the gossamer coats which
the cicade puts off in summer,’? or ‘the
vesture which the serpent slips among
the thorns;’ and that these ¢‘idols’
account for all that men see or fancy. Or
when Empedocles is spoken of as the
great Sicilian, the designation gains in
point if it servestorecall the famous lines?
in the De Rerum Natura,where Lucretius
is stirred to the praise of Sicily by the
mention of her greatest son; and ends
by saying that that fair island, ¢rich in
all good things, guarded by large force
of men, yet seems to have held within
it nothing more glorious than this man.’?
Again, where Lucretius is speaking of
the dream in which his ruling thought
took a terrible form,—in which he saw
the atom-streams pouring along in
tumultuous career, wrecking order, and
re-ordering chaos,—

That was mine, my dream, I knew it—
Of and belonging to me, as the dog
With inward yelp and restless forefoot plies
His function of the woodland :

it is perhaps just possible to read this
without perceiving that the comparison
intended is with a dog hunting
dreams ; but certainly no one will miss
the point, or fail to sec what °restless
forefoot’ means, who remembers that
exactly the same idea, the uneasy
movement of a dog’s feet when he
is dreaming, is brought in by Lucre-
tius himself, where he is proving that
the visions of sleep merely reflect the
waking instincts :

‘Venantumque canes in molli saepe quiete
Jactant crura tamen subito.4 |

Indeed, there are one or two places in
which Mr. Tennyson decidedly puts a
premium on classical reading ; for in-
stance, where Lucretius has been com-
plaining that he cannot throw off the

1 Luer. iv. 58. 2 Luer.}i. 716—733.
b, Mr. Munro's Translation,
Luer, iv. 991.
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horror which is weighing upon him, and
then asks,

But who was he, that in the g:rden snared
Picus and Faunus, rustic Gods ?

the question is scarcely likely to be
answered or understood by any one
who does not know the story in Ovid’s
Fasti, how King Numa caught Picus and
Faunus drowsy with wine in the Aven-
tine grove, made them his prisoners, and
drew from them the secret of averting
Jove’s angry lightnings.!? So that Lu-
cretius appears to mean : ‘I cannof
throw off this horror; but perhaps
Picus and Faunus—if I can only catch
them, as Numa did—will teach me how
to appease the gods.’

Such an allusion as this is a riddle
which not many people will think of
attempting to guess, and it is quite un-
necessary that they should ; it is enough
to feel that, precisely because the allu-
sion is obscure, it is natural in a so-
liloquy ; for a man who is really talking
to himself does not take pains to be in-
variably lucid for the benefit of possible
listeners,

The De Rerum Natura leaves with
any one who reads it attentively a
distinet impression of the personality of
Lucretius ; for he has no conventional
literary reserve, mno hesitation about
speaking of himself when it is natural
to do so. He has the concentrated
earnestness of a prophet, who feels
only that he has a message, and must
speak it ; whose self-oblivion is above
the fear of self-assertion. Now, Mr.
Tennyson seems to us to have been
very successful in reproducing that im-
pression of Lucretius which is derived
from the Latin poem, and to have
effected this, not by direct imitation or
allusion ; not by the painting of par-
ticular striking traits; but by a force
of imaginative sympathy which seizes
and represents their result. Thus in
Mr. Tennyson’s poem, as in the De
Rerum Natura, one feels intinctively
that Lucretius is lonely; lonely mot
merely in the sense directly indicated,

1 Ovid, Fast. iii. 285—328.
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a man of retired, studious habits ; but
one who stands apart from the life of
his day, isolated in his attachment to
old traditions; with too little flexibility
or worldly wisdom to make his way in
society, or to be in any sense popular,
In the De Rerum Natura this solitari-
ness makes itself felt, primarily and
throughout, in a certain sustained in-
tensity, suggestive of an effort carried
through in unbroken seclusion ; fre-
quently in mannerisms or quaintnesses,
such as grow upon a self-wrapt man,
unused to adjust himself by external
standards. Mr. Tennyson conveys to
us this intensity of Lucretius, and
performs the difficult task of translating
it into a morbid phase; it is shewn
labouring and throbbing under a dead
weight of oppression ; we feel that the
agony described is not that of a cold
mind stung, but of an eager mind
baffled. The same tone of character,—
ardent, self-absorbed, out of relation
with usage,—is further hinted by certain
peculiarities of style and language ; but
these direct imitations are restrained,
and in each case make some distinct
addition to the total effect. Forinstance,
when Lueretius states incidentally some
doctrine which is not to be discussed at
present, he sometimes gives the most
obvious argument for it in a short
parenthesis,—muttered over to himself,
as it were, to fortify his own convic-
tion ; and this sometimes suggests very
picturesquely his habit of lonely self-
converse. This characteristic is given in
Mr.§ Tennyson’s poem, in the passage
where Lucretius touches on the story
of the Sun having been wroth for the
slaughter of his sacred oxen, whose flesh
moved and moaned on the spit as the
comrades of Odysseus were preparing to
eat them ;! the Sun, he says—

never sware,
Unless his wrath were wreak’d on wretched

man,

That he would only shine among the dead

Hereafter : (tales ! for never yet on earth

Could dead flesh creep, or bits of roasting ox

Moan round the spit, nor knows he what he
sees . o .)

1 Qdyssey xii. 374—396.

Another Lucretian trait is the love
for certain favourite words, phrases,
epithets, which are repeated again and
again. In this way his regular epithet
for verse is “sweet,"—and this, with
him, is by no means a platitude, but
has a special meaning, which is ex-
plained by a passage in his poem.! He
says there that, as doctors tempt children
to take a dose of wormwood by smear-
ing the edge of the cup with honey, so
he has resolved to set forth his unpa-
latable doctrine ¢in sweet-toned Pierian
verse, and o'erlay it, as it were, with
the pleasant honey of the Muses.” When
Mr. Tennyson makes Lucretius speak of

shutting reasons up in rhythm,
Or Heliconian Aoney in living words,
To make a truth less harsh,

—this is a true expression of that affec-
tionate, simple-hearted purpose, which
avows itself so often in the De Rerum
Natura, and is so touching in its guile-
less pride of cunning,—the purpose to
use his very choicest art in coaxing
Memmius to take the physic of the soul.

Lucretius prohably died in 54 m.c.
The last years of his life, the years oc-
cupied with his unfinished poem, were
virtually the last of the Roman republic.
Several causes were hastening the dis-
ruption of the old framework, and lead-
ing up to the rule of one man under
republican forms. Meanwhile there was
a conservative party, republican in the
old sense, with its strength in the Senate ;
and the so-called popular party, out of
which the Dictator was soon to come.
It is not doubtful with which side
Lucretius sympathized, so far as he trou-
bled himself with politics at all. All
his instinets were those of the old Com-
monwealth, when men lived simply,
and worked hard at things in which
they believed. If general sensuality
and insincerity are always signs of
national decay, in the case of Rome
they were especially ominous, since
hardy simplicity and earnestness were
the very. groundwork of the normal
Roman character. A man of the tem-

1 Lucr. ii. 936 ff.
H 2
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perament of Lucretius would feel this ;
and from his seclusion would look out
on politics, not, perhaps, with much
foresight, or with defined anxieties ;
bnt with vague uneasiness for an order
of things dear and venerable to him,
and with nervous dependence on those
whom he believed able to save it. At
the beginning of the De Rerum Natural
he speaks of himself as writing ¢ patriai
tempore iniquo,” and amid troubles
which hindered him from working with
a quiet mind. This solicitude for the
republic is thrice marked in Mr. Tenny-
son’s poem : in the dream, springing
from a boyish memory of Sulla’s massa-
cres nearly thirty years before ; in the
prayer of Venus to restrain Mars from
bloodshed ; and very finely in the pas-
sage where the spirit of Lucretius rises
against the thought that the senses
should enslave Aim,—namesake of her
whose blood was given for Roman
honour :—

And from it sprang the Commonwealth,
which breaks
As T am breaking now !

Anxiety for his country was one of
the troubles for which Lucretius found
some solace in his Epicurean creed. The
religion of equanimity had a sort of pre-
scriptive right to console political despair ;
in its youth it had been the popular
creed at Athens in the days of vassalage
to Macedon ; and now it was popular
with intelligent men in the days when
the Roman republic was seen to be
breaking up. At a time when men felt
that public affairs were in a thoroughly
bad state, and that they were powerless
to mend it,—when they could not see
that any career of high activity was
open to them, or that they could pos-
sibly influence the largest interests of
society,—they felt the attraction of a
philosophy which said of such evils,
first, that they could not be helped ;
and next, that they did not greatly
matter.  But TLucretius approached
Epicureanism in another spirit, and held
it with a very different grasp, from the

1 Luer, i 41.
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weary public men or men of society:
who accepted it as a refuge from prac-:
tical life. He held it because he believed
devoutly that Epicurus had really solved-
the problem of life; his faith rested
primarily on a scientific basis ; for him,
it was accident,—tending, no doubt, to.
deepen his conviction, but still an acci-
dent,—that this faith supplied the kind
of fortitude specially needed in his own
day. Earnestnessand honesty were not,.
however, the only qualities which dis--
tinguished the philosophy of Lucretius
from much that passed under the same
name. In teaching or hinting the art,
so important to the higher Epicurean-
ism, of drawing pleasure from simple
things, it had a peculiar and wonderful
charm, due to a special characteristic of
Lucretius, a characteristic rather rare in
antiquity ; his feeling for the life and.
beauty of nature. This sense in him
had many moods : sometimes it is roused
into sonorous verse by sights of grandeur-
or terror, by storm or volecano; some-
times it is in sympathy with the far-
stretching silence of Italian uplands, the
‘otia dia pastorum ;’ but especially it
delights in the happy animation of fields
and woods, in the exuberant life of
creatures who enjoy the present, and
have no care for the future. There is a
peculiar buoyancy and blitheness in the -
rhythm of Lucretius when he speaks of
such things; a tone different enough .
from the mournful majesty of the
cadences which unfold his main argu-
ment, his protest against the fear of
death, against the hope of a life to
come. The brisk, joyous movement of
these occasional passages is very happily
caught in Mr. Tennyson’s lines, where
Lucretius speaks of the time

when light is large and lambs are glad,
Nosing the mother’s udder, and the bird
Makes his heart voice amid a blaze of flowers.

This instinct of sympathy with the
aspects of external nature, this power
of being stirred, soothed, or gladdened
by them, was especially Italian. A
Greek, of course, was keenly alive to
outward impressions; but his feeling
for nature was sensuous, not ideal; he
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-enjoyed spring or summer because it

.was cheerful, and stimulated his sense

of life; not because it was beautiful,
.and set him thinking about its own life.
A grave, meditative pleasure in scenery,
or in common country sights and sounds,
came more easily to the Italian, by in-
stinet a farmer, not a man of cities;
and where the capacity for this pleasure
was large and free, it might evidently give
a calmer, more independent contented-
ness than any round of artificial pas-
times, however refined, which the Greek
Epicurean could devise. Epicureanism
was a Greek product, matured and long
‘monopolised by Greeks ; but the highest
form of it historically known to us, the
phase shewn in the De Rerum Natura,
grew out of the Italian character.

One reason, perhaps, why this feeling
towards nature had comparatively slight
hold upon the ancients generally, was
this: polytheism had a strong hold
upon them, from which even the sceptics
-did not escape; and polytheism meant
the analysing of nature into a number
of persons, each ministrant to a separate
province of human needs and wishes.
The sympathy of nature with man was,
as it were, drawn off into the gods; the
moods of the sea became the humours of
Poseidon ; the way in which mountain
solitudes affected the imagination was
by suggesting Pan and the Oreads. This
fact, of course, goes only a little way
towards explaining the difference be-
tween the ancient and the modern feel-
ing for scenery ; a difference due, more
perhaps than to any other single cause,
to medieval thought having been so
long steeped in a tender, melancholy
religious sentiment, favourable to reverie.
But, in so far as the impulse to medi-
tate on natural beauty was felt in pagan
antiquity, the presence of the gods must
have tended to thwart it; their forms
must have intercepted and distracted
the gaze. There is a vivid, easily-
startled fancy to which forest silence or
the air of the hills seems to tremble
with a mystery of haunting deities ;
that Greek fancy which thrilled with a
presage of apparition on the island
shore where ¢ dance-loving Pan walks

beside the waves,’ or in the shadows
of the grotto on the Delphian steep,
KkolAn, piropyis, daudvwy dvacTpodif*
Beneath whose wing-swept dome immortals
stray :

but it is very different from the grave
imagination which enters into the secret

“meaning of beautiful places, which likes

to pause and rest upon them, pene-
trated with their charm, and moved by
it to an indefinable yearning which
seems half regret, half hope, a mood
which can almost yield, as to music,

Teaxs from the depth of some divine despair.

Now, it was in this earnest, thoughtful
way that Lucretius was accustomed to
regard nature; and it seems singular
and distinctive of him, that in a tem-
perament so grave, so averse from mere
@sthetic dreaming, so unused to a play
of sensuous fancy, there should at the
same time have lived a feeling, vivid,
flexible, artistic, for the Greek poetry
of the gods. He rejected the myths
that spoke of them ; but no one under-
stood the spirit of the myths better, to
no one were their outlines clearer. Take,
for instance, the passage about Mars in
the invocation of Venus,—

In gremium qui saepe tuum se
Reicit, aeterno devictus vulnere amoris,
Atque ita suspiciens tereti cervice reposta
Pascit amore avidos inhians in te, dea, visus,
Eque tuo pendet resupini spiritus ore :1
this picture has nothing of the wooden-
ness, the pompcus conventionality, into
which most of the Latin poets (with the
signal exception of Catullus) are apt to
fall, when they deal with the common-
places of the popular faith; as far as
the thought is concerned, it might have
come from a Greek of the time of
Pericles, to whom the gods were very
real persons; whose idea of them was
in harmony with all the beauty of form,
and bright with the glow, amid which
he lived. Again, in the passage where
Lucretius describes the Phrygian pa-
geant of Cybele,—though the .Roman
sympathy with pomp, the triumphal
instinet, is perhaps uppermost,—a true
Greek feeling comes out, Wwhere it 1s

1 Lucr. i. 33 .



102

said that the Idaean Mother, as she is
borne in procession through great cities—

Munificat tacita mortales muta salute :
Gives mute largess of benison to men.,

It would be easy to multiply in-
stances of the force and truth with
which TLucretius realized what was
beautiful or stately in the popular reli-
gion which he had renounced. It is
one of his characteristics, and demanded
recognition in any portrait of him which
was to be historically true. Mr. Tenny-
son has expressed it in the apostrophe
of Lueretius to the Sun :—

Nor knows he what he sees,
King of the East altho’ he seem, and girt
VWit lifiong and flame and fragrance, slowly

S
His golden feet on those empurpled stairs
That climb into the windy halls of heaven.

This image of the sun moving upward
in his worshipped majesty has a spe-
cially Roman stateliness; the lines
which follow touch a feeling, or rather
the disappointment of a feeling, more
distinctively Greek ; they speak of the
sun looking down with the same blank
splendour on all phases of human hope
or suffering, on the new-born, on old
age and death ; never sympathizing with
what he sees, never pausing in his course,
—as Ajax in Sophocles asks him to pause,
¢ checking his golden rein’ over Tela-
mon’s sorrow-stricken home in Salamis.

As for the Epicurean gods,

who haunt

The lucid interspace of world and world,—
tranquil, immortal, careless of men,—
Lucretius accepted the dogma of their
existence as he found it in Epicurus :

My master held
That gods there are, since all men so believe.

This is the only ground assigned by
Lucretius himself for the belief; viz.,
that all men have seen, either in waking
hours or (oftener) in dreams, forms of
more than human stature, beauty, and.
might; and have rightly inferred the
existence of beings, immortal, because
for ever haunting men, and blessed,
because greatly strong; though it was

1 Tuer. ii. 626.
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wrong to infer that these beings trouble
themselves about men.! But Lucre-
tius, like Epicurus, is silent on the dif-
ficulties of reconciling such a belief with
the atomic theory. Did the gods exist
from all eternity, or did they come into
existence ? Are they to exist for ever,
or to pass away when the atoms, which
have formed, shall dissolve all else that
man knows of? There is, indeed, in
the De Rerum Natura an unfulfilled
promise? to explain more fully the
nature of the sphere in which these
divine heings move ; but the grand dif-
ficulty of their existence is never even
touched. It is strange if Lucretius did
not feel the difficulty,—if doubts and
misgivings did not sometimes visit him ;
they may have been silenced, partly by
loyalty to his master, partly by a poet’s
sympathy with the grandeur of immortal
sinecurism. It seems to us one of the
finest touches in Mr. Tennyson’s poem,
that it represents these doubts as start-
ing up just when the laws of the man’s
inner life have been unsettled, the old
balance of his faculties disturbed. An-
archy begins to reign in the nature
hitherto so strongly self-ruled ; the faith
which love and reverence for a great
master had consecrated, and around
which subtle fancies have long been
suffered to twine, is rudely shaken ; the
intellect, at the very moment that it is
tottering, and while but half conscious
of its own treason, is insurgent :

The Gods ! the Gods'!
If all be atoms, how then should the Gods
Being atomic not be dissoluble,
Not follow the great law ?

But, for Lucretius, the loss of this part
of his faith was only a sentimental loss ;
it could not add to the reality of his
anguish, or furnish a distinet motive for
desiring death. He dies because he has
lost the tranquil mind which alone, in
his belief, can make life tolerable :

But now it seems some unseen monster lays
His vast and filthy hands upon my will,
‘Wrenching it backward into bis, and spoils
My bliss in being.

1 Luer, v. 1161—1193. 2 Luer, v. 155.
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The story of the madness and suicide
of Lucretius comes to us from the fourth
century A.D., on the authority of Jerome
in the Eusebian Chronicle; but was pro-
bably current at least as early as the
time of Suetonius, at the end of the
first century. The De Berum Natura is
evidently an unfinished poem ; on the
other hand, Jerome’s statement that it
was composed per intervalle tnsoniae is
scarcely credible. A more probable ver-
sion of the story is that which Mr, Ten-
nyson’s poem implies, viz. that the
slow workings of the poison did not
become malignant until Lucretius had
already brought his work nearly to the
state in which we now possess it.

It would of course be idle to inquire
whether the possible was the actnal fate
of Lucretius, or fo expect more certainty
about his death than about his life, On
him, in the Latin poetry which owed
bhim so much, no firelight of familiar
allusion ever falls, no word, even, of
more formal praise gives him companion-
ship with the names of which Rome was
proud ; and after his death he is not
heard of for four hundred years, until, in
the twilight of an age shuddering with
traditions of Satan’s work among the
heathen, a lurid flash of epitaph changes
the darkness about his grave to horror.
In reading the poem which has perma-
nently enlarged the circle of those for
whom Lucretius will have an interest,
it is natural to think of another name
alluded to there, to which another living
English poet, Mr. Matthew Arnold, has
drawn sympathy ; the name of a man
most unlike Lucretius in bent of genius,
but like him in this, that his troubles,
too, were of the intellect, and that
he is said to have taken refuge from
them in death. When Empedocles stood
on Etna, on the brink of his fiery
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grave, his thoughts were not those of
Lucretius ; no regret for vanishing con-
quests, no confusing torment of the
senses, mingled with bhis clear-minded
despair. e had never been very hope-
ful that the boundaries of man’s intel-
lectual domain could be pushed by his
frontier-war with fate. And now, after
the years which have slowly taught him
what those limits indeed are,—how neces-
sarily, in his own words of profound
sadness, men live and die

atTd ubvoy weio0évres Sre wpoaékvpaay Eraoros,
sure of no more than each has stumbled on,

he feels that the only crown which such
effort as his can win is to quit the world
with at least the desire for light un-
quenched. What a contrast to this sense
of baffled, hopeless struggle is the exult-
ing confidence which speaks in the De
Rerum Natura; the joy in the greab
victory of Epicurus, which ¢brings us
level with the sky; the sense of a
new power ¢ wrested from the hands of
fate;” the assurance to the disciple
that ‘one thing after another will grow
clear, and dark night shall not rob
thee of the path, until thou survey the
utmost ends of nature;'! changing at
last, in that dark hour of which we have
been following the anguish, to an agony
of defeat and abasement; fo that ery
which the bitter bondage of the senses
wrings from the conqueror who had once
mounted to the serene templesof the wise,

‘What man,
WhathRoman, would be dragged in triumph
thus ?

Empedocles died because he could not
find peace ; Lucretius, because he had
found and lost it.

1 Luer. i 1115 ff.
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LIFE AT THEBES.

BY LADY DUFF-GORDON.,

Luxor, 3d February.

THERE is a man here from Girgeh who
says he is married to a ginneeyeh (fairy)
princess. 1 have asked to be introduced
to her, but I suspect there will be some
hitch about it. Do you remember Alexis
saying to me, ‘“ Allez, madame, vous étes
trop incredule ?” The unintelligible
thing is the motive which prompts
wonders and miracles here, seeing that
the wonder-workers do not get any money
by it, and indeed very often give, like
the Indian wélee I told you of, who gave
me five dollars for the poor. is mira-
cles were all gratis, which was the most
miraculous thing of all in a saint. I
am promised that the ginneeyeh shall
come through the wall. If she should
do so, I should be compelled to believe
in her, as there are no mechanical con-
trivances in TLuxor. All the hareem
believe it, and the man’s human wife
swears she waits on her like a slave,
and backs her husband’s lie or delu-
sion fully. I have not seen the man,
but I should not wonder if it were a
delusion. Real bonrd fide visions and
revelations are so common, and I think
there is but little downright imposture.
Meanwhile familiarity breeds contempt ;
ginns, afreets, and shaitans inspire far
less respect than the stupidest ghost at
home, and the devil (Iblees) is reduced
to deplorable insignificance. Heé isnever
mentioned in the pulpit or in religious
conversation with the respect he enjoys
in Christian countries. I suppose we
may console ourselves with the hope
that he will pay off the Muslims for
their neglect of him, hereafter.

I cannot describe to you the misery
here now—indeed it is wearisome even
to think of : every day some new tax.
Now every beast—camel, cow, sheep,
donkey, horse—is made to pay. The
fellaheen can no longer eat bread ; they

are living on barley-meal mixed with
water, and raw green stuff—vetches, &c.
which to people used to good food is
terrible, and I see all my acquaintance
growing seedy, and ragged, and anxious ;
the taxationmakes lifealmost impossible :
100 piastres per feddan as tax on every
crop, on every animal first, and then
again when it is sold in the market,
and a tax on every man, on charcoal,
on butter, on salt. I wonder I am not
tormented for money ; but not above
three people have tried to beg or
borrow.

Thanks for the Westminster Epilogue ::
it always amuses me much. So Terence
was a nigger! I would tell Rachmeh
so if I could make him understand who
Terence was, and that he—Rachmeh—
stood in need of any encouragement ;
but the worthy fellow never imagines
that his skin is in any way inferior to
mine. There is no trace of the nigger-
boy in Terence’s Davus. My nigger-
boy, Mabrook, has grown huge, and
developed a voice of thunder; he is of
the elephantine rather than the tiger
species—a very wild young savage. If
he goes, I am tempted to take Yussuf’s
nice little Denka girl to replace him :
but a girl is such an impossibility where
there is no regular hareem. In the boat,
Achmet is enough under Omar, but in
this huge, dusty house, and with errands
to run, and comers and goers to look
after, pipes and coffee and the like, it
takes two boys to be comfortable. It is
surprising how fast these Arab boys
learn, and how well they do their work.
Achmet, who is quite little, would be a
perfectly sufficient servant for a man
alone. He can cook, wash, clean the
rooms, make the beds, do all the table
service, knife and plate cleaning, all
very well. Mabrook is slower, but has
the same merit our poor Hassan had—
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he mever forgets what he has been
told to do, and he is clean in his
work, though hopelessly dirty as to
his clothes. He cannot get used to
them, and takes a roll in the dirt, or
leans against a dirty mud wall, quite
forgetting his clean washed blue shirt.
Achmet is quicker, and more careless ;
but they are both good boys, and very
fond of Omar. ¢ Uncle Omar” is the
form of address, though he scolds them
pretty severely if they misbehave ; and
I observe that the high jinks take place
chiefly when only I am in the way, and
Omar gone to market or to the mosque.
The little rogues have found out that
their laughing does not  affect my
nerves,” and I am often treated to a share
in the joke. How I wish R could
see the children ; they would amuse her.
Yussuf’s girl, “ Meer en Nezzil,” is a
charming child and very clever: her
emphatic way of explaining any thing
to me, and her gestures, would delight
you. Her cousin and future husband,
aged five (she is six), broke her doll
which I had given her, and her descrip-
tion of it was most dramatic—ending
with a wheedling glance at the cupboard,
and “of course there are no more dolls
there.” She is a fine little creature,
far more Arab than Fellaha, quite a
shaitun, her father says. She came
in, full of making cakes for Bairam, and
offered her services. “Oh, my aunt,
if thou wantest anything, I can work,”
said she, tucking up her sleeves.

It is warm and fine enough now, and
I am a good deal better ; Mustafa has
found me a milk-camel at last ; —no easy
matter, as all our camels are now taken
to work. You cannot think what the
war in Crete is to the people here ; they
who take no sort of pleasure in killing
Christians, and only hate leaving their
families, and the cold and misery !

The last regulations have stopped all
money-lending ; and the prisons are
full of “Sheykhs el Beled,” whose
villages cannot pay their taxes. Most
respectable men have offered me to go
partners with them now in their wheat,
which will be cut in six weeks, if only
I would pay their taxes now: I to

take half the crop, and half the taxes,
with interest, out of their half,—some
such trifle as thirty per cent, per month.
A Greek at Koos is doing this busi-
ness; but, as he knows the people
here, he accepts none but such as are
vouched for by good cadees,” and he
will not lose a feddan. Our prison
is full of men, and we send them their
dinners in turns. The other day a
woman went with the big wooden
bowl on her head full of what she had
cooked for them, accompanied by her
husband. A certain Effendi, a new
Vakeel here, was there; and said,
¢ What dost thou ask here, thou ——1”
calling her by an opprobrious name.
Her husband said, “She is my wife,
O Effendi!” Whereupon he was beaten
till he fainted, and then there was a
lamentation. They carried him down
past my house with a crowd of women
all shrieking like mad creatures, espe-
cially his wife, who yelled, and beat her
head, and threw dust over it, more
majorwm as you may see on the tombs,
Such are the humours of tax-gathering
in this country. The distress in Eng-
land is terrible, but at least it is not
the result of extortion like it is here,
where everything from Nature is so
abundant and glorious, and yet man-
kind so miserable. It is not a little
hunger, it is the cruel oppression which
maddens the people now. They never
complained before, but now whole vil-
lages are deserted, and thousands have
run away into the desert between this
and Assouan. '

6th March.

The warm weather has set in, and I
am already as much the better for it
as usual. But I have been very ill.
Dear Sheykh Yussuf was with me the
evening I was attacked, and sat up all
night. At the prayer of dawn, an hour
and a half before sunrise, I watched
him wash and pray, and heard his
supplications for my life and health,
and for you and all my family, and I
thought of what I had lately read—
how the Greeks massacred their own
patriots because the Turks had shown
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them mercy—a display of temper which
I hope will enlighten Western Christen-
dom as to what the Muslims have to
expect if the Western Christians help
the Fastern Christians to get the upper
hand.

Yussuf was asking about a traveller
the other day who had turned Catholic.
“Poor thing,” he said, “the priests
have drawn the brains through the
ears, no doubt; but never fear, the
heart is good, and the convert’s charity
is great, and God will deal lightly with
those who serve Him with their hearts,
though it is sad they should bow down
before images. But look at thy slave
Mabrook. Can he understand one-
hundredth part of the thoughts of thy
mind ? Nevertheless he loves thee, and
obeys thee with pleasure and alacrity :
and wilt thou punish him because he
knows not all thy ways? And shall
God, who is so much above us as thou
art above thy slave, be less just than
thou?” I pinned the Mufti at once,
and insisted on knowing the orthodox
belief ; but he quoted the Koran and
the decisions of the learned, to show
that he stretched no point as far as
Jews and Christians are concerned, and
even the idolators are mot to be con-
demned by man. Yussuf wants me to
write a short notice of the Faith from
his dictation. I wonder if any one would
publish it. It annoys him terribly to
hear the Muslims constantly accused of
intolerance. Is he right, or is it not
true? They show their conviction that
their faith is the best in the world with
the same sort of naiveté that I have
seen in very innocent and ignorant
Englishwomen : in fact, they display a
sort of religious conceit: but it is nob
often bitter or hawneuz, however much
they are in earnest.

Achmet, who was always hankering
after the flesh-pots of Alexandria, got
some people to take him ; so he came
home, and picked a quarrel, and de-
parted. Poor little fellow, the “Sheykh
el Beled” put a stop to his fun by
informing him that he would be wanted
for the Pasha’s works, and must stay
in his own place. Since his departure
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Mabrook has come out wonderfully,
and does his own work and Achmet’s
too with the greatest satisfaction. e
tells me he likes it best so; he likes
to be quiet.

The old lady of the Maohn proposed
to come to me, but I would not let
her leave her home, which would be
quite an adventure to her. I knew
she would be explanatory, and lament
over me, and say every moment, “ Oh
my liver, oh my eyes! the name of
God be upon thee, and never mind!
to-morrow, please God, thou wilt be
quite well,” and so forth. People send
me such odd dishes; some very good.
Zeyneb, Yussuf’s wife, packed the meat
of two calves tight in a little black
earthen pan, with a seasoning of herbs,
and baked it in the bread oven, and the
result was excellent. 7

The slaves are now coming down the
river by hundreds every week, and are
very cheap: twelve or twenty pounds
for a fine boy, and nine pounds and
upwards for a girl. I heard that the
last gellab (or slave-dealer) who called,
offered a woman and baby for anything
one would give for them, on account of
the trouble of the baby. By the bye,
Mabrook displays the negro talent for
babies ; now that Achmet is gone, who
scolded them and drove them out, Mo-
hammed’s children, quite babies, are
for ever trotting about ¢ Maboo,” as
they pronounce his name, and he talks
incessantly to them ; he is of the sons
of Anak, and already as big and as
strong as a man, with the most pro-
digious chest and limbs. . . .

I am a special favourite with all the
young lads; they must not talk much
before grown men, so they come and sit
on the floor round my feet, and ask
questions and advice, and enjoy them-
selves amazingly. *“Hobbe-de-hoyhood”
is very different here from what it is
with us ; they care earlier for the affairs
of the grown.up world, and are more
curious and more polished, but they lack
the fine animal gaiety of our boys ; the
girls here are much more gamin than the
boys, and more romping and joyous.

It is very warm now. I who worship
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“ Amun Ra,” love to feel the Shem el
Kebir (the big sun) in his glory. It
is long since I have had letters ; I long
to hear how yon all are.

I am to inherit another little blackie
from some people in Keneh :—the fun-
niest little fellow. I hope he will be as
good and innocent as Mabrook. I can’t
think why I go on expecting so-called
savages to be different from other people.
Mabrook’s simple talk about his village,
and the animals, and the victuals ; and
how the men of a neighbouring village
stole him in order to sell him for a gun
(the price of a gun is a boy), but were
prevented by a razzia of Turks, &e. who
killed the first aggressors, and took all
the children ;—all this he tells just as
an English boy might tell of bird-nest-
ing; he has the same general notions
of right and wrong : and yet his tribe
have neither bread nor any sort of
clothes, nor cheese nor butter ; nor have
they even milk to drink, nor even the
African beer (mereessah) ; and it always
rains there, and is always deadly cold at
night, so that without a fire they would
die. They have two products of civiliza-
tion, guns and tobacco, for which they
pay in boys or girls whom they steal.
The country is called “Sowaghli,” and
the next people are “ Mueseh,” on the
sea-coast, and it is not so hot as Egypt.
It must be the Suaheli country, on the
mainland, opposite Zanzibar. The new
“ négrillon” is from Darfoor ; won’t
Maurice be amused by his attendants?
the Darfoor boy will trot after him, as
he can shoot and clean guns,—tiny as he
is. Iwish he may stay the winter here;
I really think he would enjoy it.

19th April.
Since the hot weather has come I am
mending. I expect my boat up in two
or three weeks, and next month I will
start down the river; it will be time to
make plans for next winter when I am
in Cairo. . . . Mustafa will go down
with me, and in return will send my
horse and sais in a boat with his two
horses. I shall be very glad of his
company, and it will be very conve-

nient. Perhaps Yussuf will come too.
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I have been much amused lately by a
new acquaintance who, in romances of
the last century, would be called an
“ Arabian sage.” Sheykh Abdurrach-
man lives in a village half a day’s
journey off, and came over to visit me,
and to doctor me according to the science
of Galen and Avicenna. Fancy a tall,
thin, graceful man, with a grey beard
and liquid eyes, absorbed in studies of
the obsolete kind, a doctor of theology,
law, medicine, and astronomy! We
spent three days in arguing and ques-
tioning. I consented to swallow a potion
or two which he made up before me, of
very innocent materials. My friend is
neither a quack nor superstitious, and
two hundred years ago would have been
a better physician than most in Europe.
Indeed I would rather swallow his
physic now than that of an Italian M.D,
I found him, like all the learned theo-
logians I have known, extremely liberal
and tolerant. You can conceive nothing
more interesting and curious than the
conversation of a man learned and intel-
ligent, and yet utterly ignorant of all
modern Westernscience. If Iwaspleased
with him, he was enchanted with me,and
swore by God that I was a mufti indeed,
and that a man could nowhere spend.
time so delightfully as in conversation
with me. He said he had been ac-
quainted with two or three Englishmen
who had pleased him much, but that if
all Englishwomen were like me the
power must necessarily be in our hands,
for that my “akl” was far above that
of the men he had known. He objected
to our medicine, that it seemed to con-
sist in palliatives, which he rather
scorned, and aimed always at a radical
cure. I told him that if he had studied
anatomy he would know that radical
cures were difficult of performance, and
he ended by lamenting his ignorance
of English or some FEuropean lan-
guage, and that he had not learned our
“Elm” (science) also. Then we plunged
into sympathies, mystic numbers, and
the occult virtues of stones, &c.; and I
swallowed my mixture (consisting of
liquorice, cummin, and soda) just as the
sun entered a particular house and the
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moon was in some favourable aspect.
He praised to me his friend, a learned
Jew of Cairo. T could have fancied
myself listening to Abu Suleyman of
Cordova, in the days when we were
barbarians and the Arabs were the
learned race. There is something very
winning in the gentle dignified manners
of all the men of learning I have seen
-here, and their homely dress and habits
make it still more striking. 1 longed
to photograph my sheykh as he sat on
my divan pulling manuscripts out of his
bosom to read to me the words of «“ El
Hakeem Lokman,” or to overwhelm
me with the authority of some phy-
sician whose very name I had never
heard.

The hand of the Government is aw-
Afully heavy upon us. All this week the
people have been working night and
day cutting their unripe corn, because
310 men are to go to-morrow to
work on the railway below Sioot.
"This green corn is of course valueless
to sell and unwholesome to eat. So
the magnificent harvest of this year
is turned to bitterness at the last
moment. From a neighbouring village
all the men are gone, and some more
.are wanted to make up the corvée
The population of Luxor is 1,000
males of all ages, so you can guess
how many strong men are left after 310
-are taken. . . . .

The poor Copts are working away to-
day at their 450 ‘“rekahs” (prostra-
tions) which take place on Good Friday :
how tired and faint they will be to start
to-morrow for the works, after fifty-five
-days’ hard fasting, too !

The new black boy who is coming to
me is, I am told, a Coptic Christian,
which is odd, as he is from Darfoor,
which is a Mahommedan country. Ma-
.brook suits me better and better; he
has a very good, kind disposition; I
.have grown very fond of him. I am
sure you will be pleased with his
pleasant, honest face. I don’t like to
think too much about seeing you and
M next winter for fear I should be
-disappointed. If I am too sick and
wretched I can hardly wish you to

Life at Thebes.

come, because I know what a nuisance
it is to be with one always coughing
and panting, and unable to do like other
people. But if I pick up tolerably this
summer, I shall be very glad to see you
and him once more.

This house is falling sadly into decay,
which produces snakes and scorpions.
I sent for the ¢ Hawee’ or charmer,
who caught a snake, but who can’t con-
jure the scorpions out of their holes.
One of my fat turkeys has just fallen a
victim, and I am in constant fear for my
little dog, Bob, only he is always in
Omar’s arms. I think I described to
you the festival of Sheykh Gibrieel :
the dinner, and the poets who impro-
vised ; this year I had a fine piece of
declamation in my honour. A real
calamity is the loss of our good
Maohn. The Mudir hailed him from
his steamer to go to Keneh directly,
with no further notice. 'We hoped some
good luck for him, and so it would have
been to a Turk. He is made * Nazer
el Gisr” over the poor people at
the railroad works. He only gets
2{. bs. per month additional, and has
to keep a horse and a donkey, and
to buy them, and keep a sais, and he
does not know how to squeeze the
fellaheen. It is true, “however close
you skin an onion, a clever man can
always peel it again ;” which means that
even the poorest devils at the works
can be beaten into giving a little more ;
but our dear Maohn, God bless him,
will be ruined and made miserable by
his promotion. I had a very woeful
letter from him yesterday.

THEBES, 15th May.

All the Christendom of Upper Egypt
is in a state of excitement owing to the
arrival of the Patriarch of Cairo, who
is now in Luxor. My neighbour
Mikaeel entertains him, and Omar has
been busily decorating his house, and
arranging the illumination of his garden;;
and to-day is gone to cook the confec-
tionery, he being looked on as the
person best acquainted with the cus-
toms of the great. Last night the
Patriarch sent for me, and I went to
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kiss his hand, but I won't go again. It
was a very droll caricature of the thun-
der of the Vatican. Poor Mikaeel had
planned that I was to dine with the
Patriarch, and had borrowed my silver
spoons, &c. &e. &c. in that belief. But
the representative of St. Mark is furious
against the American missionaries, who
have converted some twenty Copts at
Koos, and he could not bring himself to
be decently civil to a Protestant. I
found a coarse-looking man seated on a
raised divan, smoking his chibouk : on
his right were some priests on a low
divan. I went up and kissed his hand,
was about to sit by the priests, but he
roughly ordered a cavass to put a wooden
chair off the carpet to his left, at a dis-
tance from him, and told me to sit there.
I looked round to see whether any of
my neighbours were present, and I saw
consternation in their faces; so, not wish-
ing to annoy them, I did as if I did not
perceive the affront, and sat down and
talked for half an hour to the priests,
and then took leave. Mikaeel’s servant
brought a pipe, but the Patriarch bawled
at him to take it away, and then poor
Mikaeel asked his leave to give me a
cup of coffee, which was granted. I
was informed that *the Catholics were
Maas messakeen (inoffensive people), and
that the Muslims at least were of an
old religion, but that the Protestants
ate meat all the year round, like dogs,”
—or Muslims,” put in Omar, who
stood behind my chair, and did not
relish the mention of dogs and of the
“English religion” in one sentence.
As I went, the Patriarch called for
dinner ; it seems he had told Mikaeel
he would not eat with me. It is evi-
dently “a judgment” of a most signal
nature that I should be snubbed for the
offences of missionaries, but it has
cansed some ill-blood, the Cadee and
Sheykh Yussuf, and the rest, who all
intended to do the civil to the Patriarch,
now won’t go near him, on account of
his rudeness to me. He has come up
in a steamer at the Pasha’s expense,
with a guard of cavasses, and of course
is loud in praise of the government,
though he failed in getting the Mudir
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to send all the Protestants of Koos to
the public works or the army.!
Yesterday I heard a little whispered
murmuring about the money demanded
by the ¢ Father”—one of my Copt
neighbours was forced to sell me his
whole provision of cooking-butter to-
pay his quota. This a little damps the
exultation caused by seeing him so
honoured by the Pasha. Keneh gave-
him 200 purses (6004.). Ido notknow
what Luxor has given yet, but it falls
heavy on the top of all the other taxes.
One man, who had heard that he called
the American missionaries ‘‘beggars,”
grumbled to me—* Ah, yes, beggars,
beggars ; they did not ask me for any
money.” I really do think that there
must be something, in this dread of the
Protestant movement. Evidently the
Pasha is backing up the Patriarch, who
keeps his Church well apart from all
other Christians, and well under the
thumb of the Turks. It was pretty to
hear the priests talk so politely of Islam,
and  curse the Protestants so bitterly.
‘We were very near having a row about
a woman who formerly turned Mus-
limeh to get rid of an old blind Copt
husband, who had been forced upon her,
and was permitted to recant, I suppose,
in order to get rid of the Muslim hus-
band in his turn. However, he said,
“T don’t care, she is the mother of my
two children ; and whether she is Mus-
lim or Christian, she is my wife, and I
won’t divorce her, but I'll send her to
church as much as she likes.” There-
fore the priests, of course, dropped the
wrangle, much to the relief of Yussuf, in
whose house she had taken up her
quarters afterleaving the church, and who
was afraid of being drawn into a dispute.
My new little Darfoor boy is very

1 Since the above was written three Pro-
testant converts were seized at Koos by the
directions of the Patriarch, and sent up the
river to the White Nile. It is believed that
instructions had been given to throw them
overboard as soon as they were at a safe dis-
tance. Through the vigorous interposition,
however, of the English and American consuls-
general, the Government was compelled to
send after them, and they have been restored
to their homes.—EDITOR, .
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funny, and very intelligent. I hope he
will turn out well ; he seems well dis-
posed, though rather lazy. Mabrook
quarrelled with a boy belonging to the
quarter close fo us about a bird, and
both boys ran away. The Arab boy is
missing still, I suppose, but Mabrook
was brought back by force, swelling
with passion, and with his clothes most
Scripturally “rent.” He had regularly
“run a-muck.” Sheykh Yussuf lectured
him on his insolence to the people of
the quarter, and I wound up by saying,
¢ Oh, my son, whither then dost thou
wish to go? I cannot let thee wander
about like a beggar, with torn clothes
and no money, that the police may take
thee, and put thee in the army, but say
where thou desirest to go, and we will
talk about it with discretion.” It at
once broke in upon him that he did not
want to go anywhere, and he said, «“I
repent that I am but an ox; bring the
courbash, beat me, and let me go to
finish cooking the Sitt's dinner.” I re-
mitted the beating, with a threat that
if he bullied the neighbours again he
would get it from the police, and not
from Omar's very inefficient arm. In
half an hour he was as merry as ever.
It was a curious display of negro temper,
and all about nothing at all. As he
stood before me he looked quite grandly
tragic, and swore he only wanted to run
outside and die, that wasall !

I must get you to send me stuff to
clothe my boys—not yet, but towards
the winter ; stout, unbleached calico, a
horsecloth for them a-piece, a piece or
two of strong print, and some coarse
réd flannel, or serge. Little Darfoor,
of course, is very chilly, and - requires
flannel shirts. I have cut up some old
clothes to make them.

‘We have had a curiously cool season,
but the winds have been infernal ; the
heat only began yesterday. I have been
very ailing indeed, never ill enough to
be laid up, and mever well enough to
get out. 1 hope soon to feel better.
I have never been in any danger all the
winter, but I have never been at all
well, chiefly a feeling of horrid weak-
ness and fatigue. . I have mever been
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well enough fo get on the horse, which
is provoking, but can’t be helped.

I wish you could have heard (and
understood) my soirées, au clair de la
lune, with Sheykh Abdurrachman and
Sheykh Yussuf. How Abdurrachman
and I wrangled, and how Yussuf laughed
and egged us on! Abdurrachman was
wroth at my want of faith in physic
generally, as well as his in particular,
and said I talked like an infidel;
for had not God said, “I have made a
medicine for every disease.” I said,
“Yes, but He does not say that He has
told His doctors which it is, and, mean-
while, I say, ¢ Hekmet Allah’ (God will
care), which can’t be called an infidel
sentiment.” Then we got into alchemy,
astrology, magic, and the rest; and
Yussuf vexed his friend by telling,
gravely, stories palpably absurd. Ab-
durrachan intimated that he was laugh-
ing at “El Elm el Muslimeen” (the
science of the Muslims) ; but Yussuf
said, ¢ Whatis the ¢ Elm el Muslimeen?’
God has revealed religion through His
Prophets, and we can learn nothing
new on that point ; but all other learn-
ing He has left to the intelligence of
men, and the Prophet Mohammed said,
¢ All learning is from God, even the
learning of idolaters.” Why then should
we Muslims shut out the light, and
want to remain ever like children ¢ The
learning of the Franks is as lawful
as any other.” Abdurrachman was too
sensible a man to be able to dispute this,
but it vexed him.

I am tired of telling all the Plackereien
of our poor people—how 310 men were
dragged off on Kaster Monday with their
bread and tools ; how in four days they
were all sent back from Keneh because
there were no orders about them, and
made to pay their boat hire. Then in
five days they were all sent for again.
Meanwhile the harvest was cut green,
and the wheat is lying out unthreshed
to be devoured by birds and rats, and
the men’s bread was wasted and spoiled
with the hauling in and out of the boats.
I am obliged to send camels twenty
miles for charcoal, because the Ababdeh
won’t bring it to market any more, the
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tax is too heavy. Butter, too, we have
to buy secretly, none comes into the
market. When I remember the lovely,
smiling landscape which I first beheld
from my windows, swarming with beasts
and men, and look at the dreary waste
now, I feel the ‘“foot of the Turk”
heavy indeed. Where there were fifty
donkeys there is but one : camels, horses,
all are gone, not only the horned cattle
—even the dogs are more than decimated,
and the hawks and vultures seem to me
fewer. Mankind has no food to spare
to hangers-on : the donkeys are sold, the
camels confiscated, and the dogs are
dead (the one sole advantage). DMeat is
cheap, as every one must sell to pay
taxes, and no one has money to buy.
T am implored to take sheep and poultry
for what I will give. ITxcuse my being
idle, I am still so shaky, although really
better.
Luxor, 17th May.

The little Darfoor boy has been
brought to me: he is very intelligent :
I hope he will do well. He has quite
lost his air of solemnity, and seems very
happy, and inclined to be affectionate, I
think. I have had to scold him for
dirtiness and bad language, in which he
indulged most profusely ; but he is quite
childish, and I hope will soon lose it.

I have only time for a few words by
Giafar Pasha, who goes early in the
morning. My boat arrived all right.
She brought me all sorts of things : the
books and toys were very welcome. The
latter threw little Darfoor into ecstasies,
and he got into disgrace for playing with
the “Sitt,” instead of minding some
business in hand. I fear I shall spoil
him, he is so extremely engaging and
such a baby: he is still changing his
teeth, so cannot be more than eight.
At first T did not like him, and feared
he was sullen, but it was the usual
-khef (fear)—the word that is always
in one’s ears—and now that is gone he
is always coming hopping in to play
with me. He is extremely intelligent,
and has a pretty baby nigger face. The
Darfoor people are, as you know, an
independent and brave people, and by
no means “savages.” I cannot help
thinking how pleased — would be
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with the child. He asked me to give
him the picture of the English Sultanch
out-of the Zillustrated London News, and
has stuck it inside the lid of his box.
On Sunday the Patriarch snubbed
me, and would not eat with me, and
on Monday a walee (saint) picked out
tit-bits for me with his own fingers, and
went with me inside the tomb. The
Patriarch has made a blunder with
his progress. He has come ostenta-
tiously, as the protégé of the Pasha,
and he has ‘“eaten” and beaten the
fellaheen, and wanted to maltreat a
woman for mentioning divorce. The
Copts of Luxor have had to pay 401
for the honour of his presence, besides
no end of sheep, poultry, butter, &e.
If T were of a proselytizing mind, I
could make converts of several whose
pockets and backs are smarting, and the
American missionaries will do it. Of
course the Muslims sympathise with
the converts to a religion which has no
“idols,” and no monks, and whose
priests marry like other folk, so they
are the less afraid. I hear there are
fifty Protestants at Koos, and the
Patriarch was furious because he could
not beat them. Omar very kindly
cooked a grand dinner for him last
night for one Mikaeel, a neighbour of
ours, and the eating was not over #ill
two in the morning. Our Government
should manage to put the screw on
him about the Abyssinian prisoners.
The Patriarch answered me sharply,
when I asked about the state of religion
in Abyssinia, that ¢ they were lovers of
the faith, and his obedient children.”
Giafar Pasha came here, like a gentle-
man, alone, without a retinne. Heison
his way from two years in the Soodan,
where he is absolute Pasha. He is
much liked and respected, and seems a
very sensible and agreeable man, quite
unlike any Turkish big-wig I have seen.
Great potentate as he 1is, he made
Yussuf, Mustafa, and Abdallah sit
down, and was extremely civil and
simple in his manners. I believe he is
a real Turk, and not a Memlook like the
rest. I will write again soon. Now
you will soon know that I am much
better, and all is prospering with me.
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REALMAH

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘ FRIENDS IN COUNCIL.”

CHAP. XXIIL
REALMAH BECOMES KING.

THE city was now in peace. Order had
been restored ; and all the sensible inhabi-
tants of Abibah felt that to Realmah this
peace and order were due. No member
of the family of the chief of the West
had come forward to take his place.
The flight of the chiefs of the North
and of the South was looked upon as an
act of abdication on their part. The coun-
cils of these quarters of the town met
together, and it was almost unanimously
resolved (what was done in one council
not being, at the time, known in the
others) that the chiefdom of each quarter
should be offered to Realmah. His
aged uncle, the great chief of the East,
upon hearing the determinations of the
several councils, said that he would ab-
dicate in favour of his nephew, who
should thenceforward be king of the
whole nation. It is curious to observe
that, from their having a word in their
language for king, the kingly form of
government must, at some time or other,
have prevailed amongst them. There
was an ancient proverb to this effect,—
« Lakaree' slapped the king's white face
—uwhen he was dead.”

The principal men of the several coun-
cilspresented themselves before Realmah,
and tendered to him this kingly office.
He asked for twenty-four hours to de-
liberate.

The evening after he had received
these men was like the one that
has been described at the beginning of
this story. The atmosphere was
cloudless, and the stars were visible.
Realmah walked out upon the balcony
overlooking the lake, which he had
walked upon in the early days of his

1 A cant name for one of the lowest class of
wWeavers,

. what science has taught us.

career, and when his chief thought had
been how to defeat the wiles of the
ambassador of the Phelatahs. What
great events had happemed to him
during the interval that had passed!
He had been comparatively an obscure
young man when he first walked up
and down that balcony, and gazed upon
those stars. Since then, he had been
in battles ; had performed the part of a
conqueror ; and endured that of a pri-
soner. He had been madly in love
with the beautiful Talora; and now, if
he told the truth, her charms had very
small attraction for him. The despised
Ainah had taken with her, to her un-
timely grave, all the capability for love
that there was in him.

Since that first walk, too, on the
balcony, he had become a great in-
ventor; and his discovery of irom, he
felt, would be the chief safeguard for
his nation.

These were the principal subjects of
thought for Realmah ; but there were
others which will force themselves upon
the minds of all poetic and imaginative
people when they regard the unclouded
heavens, and think of, or guess at, the
great story which those heavens can tell
them.

Perhaps a starlight night is the
greatest instructor that is permitted,
otherwise than in revelation, to address
mankind. Realmah could not know
‘We now
know that, in contemplating those
heavens, we are looking at an his-
torical scene which makes all other
histories trivial and transitory. That
speck of light which we call a star, is
an emanation which proceeded from its
origin thousands of years ago perhaps,
and may not in any manner represent the
state of the star at the present day.
Then, again, it is not as if we were
reading the history of any one past
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rperiod ; but we are reading the com-
mingled history of innumerable ages,
widely distant from each other! If
men thoroughly entered into the spirit
of this strange, weird scene, it would
be the greatest cure for ambition, vanity,
or avarice that has ever been devised.

Milverton. You see, Sir Arthur, that I
have stolen your thunder.

Realmah, however, gazed upon it with
the ignorant eyes of one comparatively
a savage. And yet the wonderful scene
had a strange influence upon him, and
roused in his mind those thoughts
which are common to all thinking men,
-and which, as we have seen, had before,
on a remarkable occasion, been present
40 his mind ; namely : “ Whence am I ?
What am 1? What am 1 here for?
What does it all mean ?”—thoughts
which are never without a wild kind
of melancholy, the melancholy of an
inquiring and unsatisfied soul. And
then he turned to business. There were
1motives which made him hesitate, now
‘that the opportunity had come, to accept
the greatness thrust upon him. T have
said that, after the death of the Ainah,
he had become ambitious. But still his
nature was to a great extent like that
of Hamlet, as described by our great
poet, who felt it so hard that rough
action, and dire struggle with the world
around him, should be forced upon one
who would far rather contemplate the
ways of men, than be in any measure
mixed up with them.

Moreover, there was one thought that
plagued Realmah, and drove him like a
-goad ; namely, the consideration as to
who should be his successor to the
throne—for he was childless. After long

1 The idea in the text is very difficult to
realize, or to express.
things with great, this illustration may be
ased. It is as if a man of the present day
were to see (not to read about, but to see)
Lord George Gordon’s riots, Louis the Four-
teenth’s conquest of Flanders, Charlemagne’s
slaughter of the Saxons, Hannibal’s vietory at
Canne, the building of the hundred-gated
Thebes, and weary Methuselah eelebrating hig
seven hundredth birthday—all at the same
time, these scenes having reached his eyes at
the same moment, and being for him the story
-of the present day.

No. 104.—vor. xvIIL

To compare small .
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pondering, he resolved that he would
adopt some youth, the worthiest of the
scions of those noble houses who had
fallen from their high estate in this
sudden revolution. 'With a sigh he con-
gratulated himself, or rather the state,
upon his being childless. “For,” as he
said to himself, “any child of mine might
be most unworthy to succeed me; but
it will be hard if I cannot discover one
amongst these young men of noble
family, who should be able to guide
the kingdom when I am old, or dead.”
This thought soothed his mind ; and,
as the cold grey light of early morning
broke in upon his meditations, he had
completely made up his mind how to
act, in every particular, on this, the
greatest occasion of his life.

He had resolved, unhesitatingly, to
be the King of the Sheviri,

Ellesmere. 1 am an ass, an idiot, a dolt,
a dunce, a blockhead, and a dunderhead. All
the rough, rude things that my enemies say
against me are true. All the utterances of
the refined malice of my friends are true.
Yes, Cranner, you are right. I cannot be
sure of doing a simple sum in addition
correctly. Say what you like of me, all of
you.

‘Whatever any theologian has said of any
other theologian, who differs from him
slightly, is true of me.

‘Whatever any editor of any Greek play
has said of any former editor of the same
Greek play, is true of me.

‘Whatever any elderly lady who attends
the Billingsgate Market and sells fish, says of
any other elderly lady engaged in the same
vocation, who sells her fish at a lower price,
is true of me.

Whatever any “Right Honourable friend ”
who has left the Cabinet, says of any other
“ Right Honourable friend” who remains in
the Cabinet, is true of me.

Sir Arthur. No, no, Ellesmere ; keep
within some bounds.

Mauleverer. 'Whence comes this sudden
bu.rsi; of just, but long-deferred, self-apprecia-
tion

Ellesmere. 1have been puzzling my brain
for weeks to find out what this man was at
and I now see that I ought to have perceived
his drift at once. The first syllable of the
word Realmah ought to have enlightened
me.  Of course he was to become king ; and
of course, he is to initiate a form of govern-

I
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ment, or a mode of foreign policy, which is
to be eminently instructive in modern times.
I am disgusted. I have been bothered
about all these love affairs: I have been
worried about the smelting of iron-stones :
my feelings—my tenderest feelings—have
been harrowed by the death of the Ainah ;
and now I find that I have gone through all
this suffering, only that I might become
interested in the character and fortunes of
Realmah, and therefore be induced to listen
more patiently to the record of his official
and diplomatic proceedings. I am a dupe.

Mr. Milverton did not make any
reply to this outburst of Sir John Elles-
mere’s, but continued the reading of the
story.

CHAP. XXIIIL

THE KING PROVIDES AGAINST FAMINE :
HIS COUNCILLORS,

Rearman’s first care upon coming to
the throne was to provide against the
famine which threatened the inhabitants
of Abibah. In his mode of doing this,
he struck, as it were, the key-note of
the policy he was about to pursue
throughout his reign. He determined
to persuade the Phelatahs to supply
him with provisions. He accordingly
addressed a letter to their chiefs.

It may surprise the reader to hear
that there was any mode of communi-
cation amongst the dwellers in the
Lake cities which can be likened to the
writing of a letter.

The Peruvians kept their records by
means of the quippus, which was a
tassel composed of threads of different
colours, having knots in them at dif-
ferent lengths in the threads.

The inhabitants of the Lake cities had
adopted a similar system, only that they
used shells instead of threads ; and the
differences of form and colour of the
shells corresponded with the differences
of interval in the knotted lengths and
of the colours of the threads in the
Peruvian quippus. This seems a very
rude and difficult mode of writing, but
practice made it easy ; and those who
were much practised in it, could read
and write with comparative facility.

Realmah’s letter to the chiefs of the
Phelatahs was as follows —

Realmah.,

“Your eldest brother, I, Realmal, the
King of the Sheviri, by Londardo with
the four feathers, to the great Lords and
Dividers of bread of the Phelatals, send
greeting, and desire for them health,
honour, wealth, and quails.

(The four feathers were the insignia of
an ambassador ; and quails meant abun-
dance, alluding to the immense flocks
of those birds which at certain times of
the year passed over those regions of
the earth, and furnished the inhabitants
with food for many days.)

“ The koopha,* when st free, forgets the
hardship of its captivity, and remembers
only the kindness that it recetved when
2t was in its cage. The great king’s Leart
is larger and more loving than that of the
little koopha.

“TWhat he did, whom you would wish to
love as a friend, let it be as a bad dream,
not to be thought over in the good day-
time, for he did it mistakenly.

« For both, the same moon above,; for
both, the same waters beneatl; the same
day for both, when the almond-trees, blos-
soming with joy, tell that swmmer has
come back again : why should the Phe-
latahs and the Sheviri shoot arrows at
each other? They should sing the same
song on the same day to the dear summer
when she returns to them.

“ The wild bulls may stamp thewr fore-
Jeet as If to the sound of the mithral,?
but if one moves out of the line, coming
JSorward or drawing backward, all is lost,
and the little young lions in their dens
have much food.

“ The men of the North are as a lion,
and the young lions are many.

“ Paravi® has beengood tothe Phelatahs,
but has lidden her face from the Shevire,
and would not see them. The good god-
dess makes things uneven so that good
men may make them even again, for she
s aluays wise and loving.

“ The young mardens of Abibak droop
Like the lilies when the stars drivk up
the dew betore the morning, and there is
no rain. The mothers tn Ab:bal. almost

1 Ring-dove.
2 A musieal instrument resembling the flute..
3 The goddess of fertility.
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wish that therr children were dead, for
they have no food to give them.

“What need I say more? The generous
do not love to have many words said to
them, It s I who have written. this,

I, Bealmah, the King.”

‘We may smile at this extraordinary
production, but there is something touch-
ing and tender, and not without dignity,
in the way in which these poor people
expressed their thoughts. It was a point
of high diplomatic politeness not to say
anything directly, but in tropes and
similes, with proverbs and with fables ;
in fact, to write always allusively, but
so that the allusions should be under-
stood by any intelligent person cognizant
of the facts.

This missive was entrusted to Lon-
dardo, who, without delay, was to pro-
ceed to Abinamanche.

His secret instructions were, to put
himself into communication with Koo-
rali, who was friendly to Realmah ; to
proclaim everywhere that the govern-
ment had been thrust upon Realmah ;
that the King’s main object was to unite
all the people of the South against the
threatened invasion of the North ; and,
if he found great difficulty in obtaining
the main object of his mission, to declare
very plainly that the Sheviri would come
and take the food they wanted, and that
desperate men were desperate enemies
to-deal with.

. The above commands were given in
full council to Londardo. There was,
however, another instruction, most secret,
given by the King alone. It was to the
effect that Londardo might delicately
ridicule the King, showing by shrugs of
the shoulder and smiles, and dubious
words uttered only to a few of the Phela-
tahs, very confidentially (“It will spread
enough,” said Realmah), that he, Lon-
dardo, thought their new King almost a
maniac on the subject of his fears of the
men of the North. ¢ Possess them with
that idea,” said thesubtle Realmah, “con-
vince them that I mean to be an ally,
and not an enemy, and so we may pre-
vent their fighting us now—now, when
my people are hunger-stricken, and my
power is not confirmed.” ILondardo suc-
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ceeded in his mission, and thus the first
difficulty in Realmah’s reign was over-
come. :

Londardo was one of Realmah’s chief
councillors ; and, before proceeding to
enumerate the principal events of the
reign, it will be well to give an account
of these men. They were selected by
the King from the four councils that had
been attached to the four chiefs who
had ruled over the town.

First there was Lariska, who was
thought to be the wisest man in the
kingdom. But there were great draw-
backs upon his wisdom. He spun out
Innumerable arguments, and had always
a great deal to produce for, or against,
any given course of action. There was,
however, this terrible defect in him—
that an argument was valued according
to its purely argumentative value, rather
than according to the nature of the
thing it touched. For example: if
there were an argument which affected
eighty parts of the transaction debated
upon—the whole transaction being re-
presented by the number one hundred
—to Lariska that argument was not of
more value, and not more to be insisted
upon, than some argument which aftected
only one-hundredth part of the trans-
action, but which was interesting and
curious as an argument. In short, as
the Court-jester observed, Lariska never
made any difference in his nets, whether
for panthers or for rabbits.

Then there was Bibi. He was really
a very able man; but he habitually
placed the expression of his opinion
under severe restraint; and his mode
of declaring approval, or disapproval,.
was so cold, that Realmah had to study
Bibi’s lightest words in order to ascer-
tain what he really meant. Realmah
used to invite Bibi frequently to his
table, and was wont to talk to him
upon State affairs when the strongest
bowls of mead had circulated freely
round the board.

Then there was Delaimar-Daree, who
was a wonderful man, not only for pro-
ducing arguments, but for suggesting
resources. His extraordinary fertility,
however, dwarfed his powers of conclu-
siveness; and, after an ad.mirah]; speech

I
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in council, Realmah did not know how
Delaimar-Daree wished any question to
be settled. The lines of his thought
were all parallel, and never met in a
focus. As Philip van Artevelde says of
the mind of some councillor—
A mind it is
Accessible to reason’s subtlest rays,
And many enter there, but none converge.”

Then there was that burly old man,
full of sagacity, named Brotah. He
always took a common-sense view of
every matter, and his counsel was often
most valuable ; but he was greatly in-
fluenced by personal feelings. e said
what he said, because somebody else
had said the other thing. You had
therefore to abstract from his advice
the personality of it, before you could
tell whether it was either good or bad.
It was to be observed of Brotah that
he delighted at being in a minority.

Then there was Lavoura, a refined
and delicate-minded man, who always
suggested indirect, and sometimes
sinister, ways. You were never to
meet the matter in hand directly ; but
you were to do, or say, something quite
remote from it, which was to come
back in some wonderful manner upon
the question at issue. Had Realmah
known the principle of the boomerang,
he would have called Tavoura his
boomerang councillor. Realmah him-
self was a little too much inclined at
times to adopt Lavoura’s advice—not
seeing that this is not the right way
for a great king to govern.

Then there was Delemnah—a bluff,
“coarse, sensible man, who never was
for adopting a roundabout way, or even
a delicate way, of doing anything, but
believed in brute force, and almost wor-
shipped it. He and Lavoura generally
spoke against one another in council.

Then there was Marespi. He did
not indulge in many opinions of his
own; but, after a matter had been
much debated by others, he had the
keenest perception of how the votes
would go, and was fond of being on
the winning side. He was immensely
guided by what was said out of doors
of any measure of the Government ;

Realmah.

and a tumult in the street was a thing
that quite ruled his views of policy.

Then there was Londardo. Ie was
a man with a large noble mask of a
face, with very bright black eyes, who
indulged in obstreperous laughter, and
had a habit of rubbing his hands
together in a boisterous manuner that
expressed the continual joy and fun
that ‘was bubbling up in him. He was
a very sensible person, and absolutely
invaluable as a peace-maker. In the
pleasantest manner he could tell two
councillors, who were about to quarrel,
that they were two fools ; and he would
even get up from the council-table, and
shake them, contriving with exquisite
tact, perhaps, to make a remark that
should tend to conciliate the opponents,
such as, “You are the last two men
who should ever disagree, for did I not
hear him say of you the other day, that
you were one of the best of men, and
one of the cleverest of us all? Now do
not be fools. We have not time for
folly; and if we disagree amongst
ourselves, how are the people to be
governed ?” He was the man who
proposed that refreshments should
always be brought in when there was
a council, and would contrive that the
eating time should arrive very oppor-
tunely. e was of great service to the
King, performing that part of rude
conciliation which it would have been
quite undignified for Realmah himself
to undertake.

In the higher circles of the Sheviri
there were always stories current about
Londardo. It was told of him that,
when debates at the council were dull,
he would absolutely have the audacity
to go to sleep; but that, somehow or
other, when he woke up, it always
seemed as if he knew all about what
was going on. There was a story, too,
of how, at a council in the first year of
Realmah’s reign, when the King had
made some subtle proposal, Londardo
had observed, ¢ Well, you are the
craftiest young chief that ever sat upon
a throne; but do not be so over-
clever; for, after all, kings should be
plain, blunt sort of fellows—something
like me, only with better manners.”
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Also, on a memorable occasion, when
there was great division in the council,
and when a tumult of discord arose
amongst the councillors, Londardo got
up, and placed his broad back against
the door, saying, “ Now I do not care
a snail’s shell how the thing goes. One
way is as good as another, and the
arguments for and against anything
are always about equal; but one way
you must go, and you do not pass
through this door till you are all of
one mind as to which way that shall
be. Right or wrong, decide some-
thing ; and stick to it.” And they did
decide something ; and did stick to it.

Then there was Llama-Mah. He was
an adroit, clever man, but withal a poor
creature, a thorough flatterer by nature,
whose only object at a council it was
to discern what was the King’s opinion
upon any matter, and to vote as the
King would wish. Realmah, at first,
could not endure this man, and was,
for some time, very cold in his de-
meanour to him. But the allurements
of flattery and of constant assent are
so powerful, that, eventually, the great
King was overcome by the assiduities
of Llama-Mah, and began to look upon
him as one of his truest friends. It
was, at last, “ My good Ilama-Mah has
said it;” or ¢ Llama-Mah has made
a very sound observation ;” or “We
must wait to hear what Llama-Mah
will say.”

Let this not be wondered at. A life-
time is so short, and life is so difficult,
that we are glad to avail ourselves of
the services of any human creature
who is good enough, and wise enough,
always to be of our opinion.

Lastly, there was Litervi, who was
more of a judge than a councillor. He
seemed to have no ideas of his own, and
always managed to speak last, summing
up carefully, and with great discrimina-
tion, what the others had counselled.

It is not to be supposed that these
able men are thoroughly described in
these short characters given of them, or
that they acted always consistently
with these characters. Sometimes De-
lemnah was timid. Sometimes Lavoura
was brave, Sometimes Delaimar-Daree
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was conclusive. Sometimes Londardo
was not sweet-tempered. Sometimes,
but very rarely, Litervi hazarded a
remark of his own. This was not
altogether from inconsistency ; but men
know what others think of them, and
how they are expected to think and
act, and, as they do not like to be shut
up in a character, they sometimes go
in quite a contrary way to that which
they krow is expected of them.

Besides, there are profound incon-
sistencies of character. Litervi, the
most cautious of men, who adored
delay, was, during the twenty-four
hours that preceded Realmah’s acces-
sion to the throne, the most bold and
unscrupulous of councillors ; and you
could perceive that there was in the
same man the nature of a daring con-
spirator, and of a timid and procras-
tinating judge.

It may seem surprising that so many
eminent men should have been col-
lected together in ome council; but
the truth is, that among semi-civilized
people, as amongst boys at school, and
young men at college, the right persons
are almost always chosen. It is true
that there were strong lines of demarca-
tion of rank among the Sheviri, and
there was no chance of any man being
made a councillor who was not in the
highest class; but in that class the
most just and wise choice was made
of men fit to counsel and to rule.!

Such were the councillors with whom
Realmah undertook to govern the great
kingdom of the Sheviri, which, under
his government, gradually increased
until it embraced an extent of country
three hundred and seventy miles in

1 The idea of a man’s wealth being any
reason why he should be made a councillor
would have been one impossible for the She-
viri to contemplate. 'They would not even
have thought it a joke, but rather a sugges-
tion made by a man about to have a fever, if
any one had suggested that Pom-Pom, the
richest man in Abibah, but one of the most
foolish, should be made a councillor. In
fact, they thought that a councillor should
be a man able to give counsel. But then
semi-savages are so blunt and rude, and
childish in their ideas; and their ways of
going on are quite different from those of
civilized people.
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length, and something like one hundred
and eighty in breadth.

It was a piece of good fortune for
Realmah that he was one of those men
who could listen carefully to counsel of
various kinds, and have the courage to
abide by it, or neglect it, as it suited
his great purposes.

Ellesmere. 'Well, now we have Realmah
and his councillors before us, and a precions
set of crafty scoundrels they are. I know
this, that I should not have liked to have
lived in that time, and to have been a chief
possessing any territory within 300 miles’
distance from Abibah. I feel certain that I
should havebeen absorbed by these Marespis,
Llama-Mahs, and Realmahs.

I suspect we have all sat for our portraits,
and that bits of us, at any rate, are to be
found in the characters of these councillors.
I do not, however, see any Mauleverer
amongst them. Probably Realmah thought
that he could do all the melancholy part of
the business for himself. There is no men-
tion made of a clerk of the council, but I
suppose, when he is deseribed, that Cranmer
will sit for the portrait—a good, steady
official man, with no nonsense about him,
having no regard for fables or falsities of any
kind, except perhaps for Potochee and her
crew, because age would have rendered any
institution respectable in his eyes, even tBat
of wizardry and witcheraft.

But I must go and play a game of quoits
with Tommy Jessom,

By the way, it would be a good thing in
any council to have a boy. His counsel
would be so direct and honest, and he would
not make long speeches.

After a fearful speech by Lariska, or by
that other fellow who never brought his
manifold suggestions to a point, what a treat
it would be to hear Tommy Jessom exclaim,
T vote we go in and lick ’em,” or, “I vote
we cave in” I do not pledge myself to
explain the exact meaning of the expression
“cave in ;” but Tommy has taught it to me :
and I observe he always uses it when he is
about to yield to my superior prowess.

. A woman, too, would be a great acquisi-
tion to a council, as bringing an amount, of
common sense and steady regard for present
advantage which are often wanting in a
council composed of men only.

There! Have I not compensated by this
speech for all the rude truths I may have
uttered during my lifetimie about women?
You may kiss my hand, Mildred and
Blanche, in token of your gratitude,

Realmah,

Here Ellesmere held out his hand,
but only received a sharp slap upon it
from his wife, whereupon he went away
declaiming loudly against the inveterate
ingratitude of women. The others fol-
lowed him, and our party was broken up
for the day.

CHAPTER XI.

I must make some apology for what I
am going to marrate in this chapter.
I have been asked to give the story,
written by myself, to which I alluded
in a former chapter ; and as a sensible
young lady sits down to play at the
piano when she is asked, whether she
is a good or an indifferent performer, so
I think I had better give this story at
once rather than show any tiresomely-
modest reluctance to do so.

On the day when I told-the story,
we met in the study, after luncheon,
for the weather was stormy, and the
gentlemen were not inclined to venture
out. The ladies, however, had gone to
hear a confirmation sermon. Mr. Mil-
verton began the conversation.

Muilverton. We are to have something
new to-day. Johnson is going to give us
a bit of his experience of life. .

Ellesmere. Babes and sucklings ! A dis-
course on coral, eh ?

Sir John seemed to have forgotten,
or pretended to have forgotten, that he
had himself asked me to write a story.

Milverton. T can tell you it is very good,
and very deep.

Ellesmere. Oh yes! we know! Milver-
ton has a forty-woman power of prejudice in
favour of his friends. Anything that they
do must be admirable. And, as for his
secretary, who is part of himself, whatever
he does is good enough for the Revue des
deux Mondes.

What mischief, I wonder, has Sandy
been hatching? I have observed he has
been very thoughtful lately, and has been
an execrable companion. O Sandy the
clever one! drinker-in of wisdom from
many fountains of that fluid! And O
the delight of a well-woven story that
agitates the mind with pleasing alternations
of hope and fear !

Milverton. What do you mean, Elles-
mere, by that nonsense ? 3

Fllesmere. It is an imitation, and not
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a bad one T think, of one of Paul Louis
Courier’s best bits.

He was ridiculing some of the French
lawyers for their habit of apostrophizing,
which, however, he said he had adopted him-
self ; for, when at home, he did not ask his
servant Nicole simply to bring his slippers,
but exclaimed, “ O mes pantoufles! et toi,
Nicole, et tov!” And so, instead of asking
Sandy to give us his story, I exclaim, “O
the cleverness of Sandy ! And O the beauty
of a good story ! ”

But what is it about, though ? A treatise,
in the disguise of a story, on weights and
measures ! An essay, disguised as a tale,
on the system of decimal notation? If it
is, I go. Friendship has its limits. I like
Sandy very much ; but one must draw a
line somewhere: and I draw the line by
refusing to listen to any essay on decimal
notation, even from my dearest friend.

Milverton. Make your mind quite easy,
Ellesmere ; and, Alick, do not wait for any
mare talk, but begin at once.

Johnson. I begin by saying that it has
always been admitted that the Scotch
possess peculiar prophetic powers, as I may
instance by their well-known powers of
second sight. And now I commence my
story.

When I was a youth I went to visit my
uncle, a small tenant-farmer and fisherman,
who lived in the extreme north of Scotland
on the sea-side. Boy-like, I was always
about amongst the boats, which were new
things to one who had hitherto lived
far inland. One morning I succeeded, by
dint of great efforts, in pushing my uncle’s
boat down to the margin of the sea. I got
into it, and rocked it about from side to
side. In a few minutes it happened that a
great wave came rushing up the shore—a
ninth wave, I suppose it was—and when
the recoil of the waters came, the boat, to
my dismay, was afloat ; and a strong wind
from the shore carried me out to sea.

Ellesmere.  Of . course you had some
haggis with you ?
Johnson. No, Sir John; but I had two

bannocks which my good aunt had given
me after breakfast, knowing that I should
not return to the honse for hours. But I
had no water. For three days I was driven
further and further out to sea. What I
suffered from thirst no man, who has not
gone through similar suffering, can.imagine.
I think I should have died if it had not
been for a slight shower which fell at the
end of the second day, some drops of which
I caught in my bonnet.

On the morning of the fourth day, after
my departure, I neared an island. To my
great astonishment, a number of people were
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on the shore, and made signs of welcome to
me. The moment I landed, a young girl
handed me a- beautifu] shell, full of water.

The people were all dressed in a fashion
quite unknown to me. After turning me
round several times, and pulling about my
clothes in the wayin which savages examine
the dress of civilized men, and asking me
many questicns which I could neither fully
understand nor answer, I was taken to the
hut, near the shore, of the father of the
girl who had given me the water. His
name was Pitou. Her name was Effra.
They showed me a couch of heather; gave
me some dried fish to eat; and, after I had
eaten it, I lay down and went to sleep for
four-and-twenty hours.

When I awoke, and was refreshed with
food, I went out of the hut, and wandered
about the island. It was very beautiful.
Doubtless the beneficent Gulf Stream made
the surrounding waters warm and the
climate temperate.

The language was very like Scotch:
indeed it was Scotch, only that there were
many old words in it such as I had never
heard any one but my grandfather make
use of. I soon became familiar with the
language. It is such an easy thing to learn
a language when one is taught by a girl
like Effra.

I was allowed to roam about the island
as I pleased ; but, to my dismay, I found
that my boat had been hauled up some
distance from the beach, and had been
firmly fastened to stakes driven into the
earth, so that I could not move it.

After I had been a few weeks in the
island, Pitou asked me if I would like to
see the House of Wisdom. He did not use
the word “wisdom,” but said.the House of
Direction for Head, Heart, and Hand. You
will readily consent to my abridging the title.

I assented to Pitou’s suggestion. We
then went to the only building of any pre-
tension to architecture in the island. I had
often noticed it in my rambles ; but had
never ventured to approach it, thinking it
to be the residence of the chief of the
island, who might not approve of my
coming into his presence unsent for. The
first persons I saw, and who were in a sort
of out-house, had a painful, anxious, sub-
dued lock about them, most unpleasant to
behold. They glanced at me for a moment
and then seemed to look far away over my
head. Then they muttered something to
one another which I could not understand.

“Those are the Spoolans,” said Pitou to
me. It is almost impossible to give an idea
of the contempt which Pitou threw into
his - pronnnciation of the word ¢ Spoolans.”
“Two foolish old fellows,” he added.
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Now, they were not old. One was quite
young, and the other only middle-aged.
‘What can Pitou mean ? I thought.

After making a gesture of contempt,
which was done by bringing his two hands
together close to his mouth, and then throw-
ing them suddenly from his mouth, as if he
sald, “I have collected all their merits
together, and find them to be naught,”
Pitou departed. I could not help looking
back at these two poor men, who must have
seen this gesture ; but they were evidently
used to such demonstrations, and merely
looked wistfully over Pitou’s head into the
far country and the distant sea.

‘We then went into a shed on the right
hand of the principal building. Here there
were six men. These men also looked very
miserable, but there was not that abject
and hopeless appearance about them that
there had been about the Spoolans. They
were better clothed, too ; the Spoolans were
in rags. I made my bow, and then Pitou
said to me, *“ The Raths !” Then he added,
“It’s no good staying here. Come on;”
but, as we departed, he did not make any
gesture of contempt.

We then ascended a flight of steps which
led to the principal building. It consisted
of three chambers on the lower story, and
two on the upper.

We went 1nto the left-hand room on the
lower story. There were five men here.
They were well-dressed, and, though ex-
ceedingly thoughtful, did not seem to be
unhappy. Pitou made a bow to them, and
then saying to me, “The Uraths,” con-
ducted me out of the apartment.

We then went into the right-hand
chamber. Here there were four men. These
were handsomely dressed, were evidently
in good spirits, and altogether in good case.
Pitou made three low obeisances ; and, as
if introducing me, said, “The Auraths,”
and then added, “ The Boy from the Black
Land.” I made my obeisances, imitating
Pitdu, and we walked out,

We then entered the centre chamber.
Here were seated two men, very well
dressed and very jovial-looking, and with
an imperious air about them. When Pitou
came into their presence, he was abject. It
was not merely that he indulged in bows
and genuflexions ; but he almost crawled
before them. ¢ The Mauraths,” he said;
and then, pointing to me, “ Your servant
from the Black Land.”

I then made sundry bows—1I could not
condescend to crawl, like Pitou—and we
quitted that apartment.

Then we went upstairs into a sort of ante-
chamber, that was crowded by people. A
way, however, was made for us, and we
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entered the principal chamber of the build-
ing. Here was seated, in great state, a
coarse, fat, jovial-looking, rubicund man,
who seemed to me to spend half his time:
in laughing about nothing. He was waited
upon by persons who knelt to him. If
Pitou had been abject before, in approach-
ing the Mauraths, it was nothing compared
to his abjectness now. He pulled me down
on the ground, and dragging me after him,
crawled to the feet of the langhing man,
Then he said, “ The Amaurath ;” and after-
wards, pointing to me, “ Your slave from
the Black Land.” Then, shading his face
with his hands, as if he could not bear the
splendour of the jolly chief’s commonplace:
countenance, Pitou crawled backwards, pull-
ing me with him.

Then we went home. I should think

. that on the face of the earth that day there-
‘was not a more puzzled and bewildered:
individual than I was. As we walked
home I remained silent ; but Pitou kept ex-
claiming, “ O the beloved young man! O:
the beautiful Being! O the Basketful
of Direction for Head, Heart, and Hand ! ”
I thought Pitou had gone crazy, especially
as I understood him to apply these excla-
mations to the stout, rubicund, middle-
aged, laughing gentleman we had just left.

After I had a little overcome my amaze-
ment, I questioned Pitou and Effra as to
what all this meant. It was not until after
many hours’ talk on that and on the suc-
ceeding day that I began to understand
the whole matter. .

These twenty men whom I bad seen in
the House of Wisdom were prophets, or
were supposed to be prophets. At any rate,
they had remarkable gifts of foresight. But
these gifts differed very much in value.
For instance, the wretched Spoolans only
foresaw what would happen after a hundred
years had passed : the unfortunate Raths,
what would happen after twenty-seven
years : the Uraths, after a year : the Au-
raths, after a month : the Mauraths, after
three days : while the great Amaurath, that
genial prophet and potentate, could foretell
what would happen after the next six
hours. The extent of their prophetic powers

. was after this fashion—that each set of
prophets foresaw for as long a time as that
which had to elapse between the present
and the time at which their power came
into play. For instance, the Amaurath’s
duration of prophetic vision, if I may so
describe it, was for six hours: that of the
Mauraths for three days: and so on with
all the rest.

The latter four classes foresaw only, or
chiefly, material damage or material good.
Moreover, they could not explain much
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about their prophecies. They could not
tell you about the means to the ends which
they foresaw ; while on the other hand
the despised Raths and Spoolans had great
width and depth of foresight. But who
cares to know what will happen twenty-
seven years hence, still less what will hap-
pen a hundred years hence? I now quite
understood the sorry garb of the Raths,
and the absolute rags of the Spoolans.

As time went on I became familiar with
the inhabitants of the House of Direction
for Head, Heart, and Hand. The jolly old
chief would laugh his loudest when he saw
his slave from the Black Land. These
people had somewhut of an aversion and
distrust for any person who lived upon a
continent. They used to say, the bigger
the land he comes from, the worse the man ;

and they preferred to remain quite iselated..

from the rest of the world. They naturally
supposed me to come from a continent ; but
gradually they came to tolerate me, and
were very kind to me,

This freedom of entry into the great
House would have given anybody much
knowledge of the world who had brought
any of such knowledge to begin with. But
I was a simple youth of eighteen, and could
profit but little by what I heard. The
world seemed then to me, and indeed seems
now, like a play, or an opera, acted before
_ You in a language you do not understand.

There are very emphatic gestures; and
the principal performers come together in
twos, threes, and fours; and they lift np
their hands, and appeal to the audience
very earnestly about something. They do
not seem to have much to say to one another.

Then somebody seems to hate somebody
else very much, but you do not make out
why. Also somebody, always a tenor (why
tenors should be the only men who ever
fall in love I cannot understand), loves
some soprano very much, and there is a
stage embrace, which does not seem to count
for much; especially as the gentleman
and lady on the stage make most of their
love respectively to a lady and gentleman
apparently in the upper gallery.

Then there is a chorus of very clean
peasants, who never have anything to do
with clay soils, and who seem happy, and
are certainly noisy, about something ; and
then there is some dancing, of which you
cannot exactly construe the meaning. And
then there is a good deal of scuffling
amongst the minor performers ; but what-
ever they do, it never interferes with the
singing of the principal performers, The
politeness is wonderful; fetters are never
put by the little people on the great people
until they have quite finished their songs.
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And then somebody, generally the prin-
cipal lady or gentleman, seems resolved to
die, and takes a long time about it, but
keeps in good voice, if not in good heart, to
the end. And then the curtain falls down,
and he or she comes on looking very smiling
and gracious ; and then the audience rush
away to cafch cold in the passages.

‘When you go home and have to tell the
story of the play, and endeavour to do so,
it must often be a story that differs con-
siderably from the one that you were in-
tended to listen to and understand.

But I suppose one makes out quite as
much, and quite as accurately, about this
play-story as about the story of the men
and women who surround you.

Now here was an opportunity for getting
nearer to the heart of things, and making
out what people really wished for; but, as
I said before, this grand opportunity was
given to a mere lad. Still I remarked some
things which, perhaps, were worth observing.

I was with the Raths one day. I
used to frequent the rooms of those who
could prophesy distant things to a degree:
that astenished the other inhabitants of the
island. Suddenly there entered a hand-
some young man who was celebrated for
his skill in minstrelsy. He had come to
ask the question whether he would he
famous in future years. The Raths told
him that neither his fame, nor even his
name, nor the songs he sang, nor the music
which he sang them to, would be known
to any human being in twenty-seven years’
time. He went away very sad; and I
noticed that the mean fellow carried off
some honey-cakes which he had doubtless
brought as a present if the response should
be favourable. The Raths looked wistfully
after the honey-cakes; but they were
obliged to tell the truth: and they told
it, and remained hungry.

Again, everywhere throughout the build-
ing there was a buzzing sound, on the days
of audience, of the word ¢ Beans,” or some-
thing like it. Beans, beans, beans, nothing
but beans. I was puzzled at first, but soon
found out that a wild bean, much smaller
than ours, passed for money ; and there were
constant questions about beans addressed to
the short-time prophets. Would beans be:
more or less valuable ? would there be many
found this year ? A whole boat-load of these
beans had once come from a neighbouring
island, and had been exchanged for dried
fish and other articles of small value. The
disturbance this had caused amongst the
beaned (I mean the moneyed) men of the:
island was fearful ; and a frequent question
was - whether any such pestilential cargo
would soon come. again.
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The prophets took no sharein the govern-
ment of the island. But they were often
secretly consulted by the ruling men, or by
those who aspired to rule. It surprised me
greatly, at first, to find that the ruling men
consulted only the short-time prophets. Cer-
tainly one old chief did ask a question of the
Uraths while I was there ; but he was the
only one who did so. The Mauraths or
the Amaurath were the prophets chiefly
consulted by politicians. I thought this
very strange ; but Mr. Milverton tells me
that not only in this little island of mine,
but elsewhere, the politicians would be quite
contented with veritable prophecies for six
hours, or three days, oratthe mostfor amonth.

I wondered that lovers never came to
the Raths, or even to the Uraths; but I
found that they were too sure about their
future to care for asking questions respecting
it. One poor fellow, a melancholy bachelor
(the rarest thing in that island), had once
asked a question of the Uraths ahout his
prospects of happiness after the first year of
marriage. His name was Toulvi, and that
of his beloved, Dalumma. Dalumma, hear-
ing of this question (all the prophets were
addicted to gossiping), refused poor Toulvi ;
and no other young woman ever listened to
his advances.

I expected that unpleasant questions
would be asked about life and death. But
this was never done. It had been tried in
former years; but mankind, at least the
mankind of that island, could not endure
such knowledge. Besides, there were very
ugly stories of sons and wives having asked
questions about the lives of heads of families
—questions asked in the purest spirit of
conjugal and filial tenderness; but, some-
how or other, the husbands and fathers did
not take it well ; and the practice was very
wisely discontinued. It was a beautiful
arrangement connected with this prophetic
power, that, with rare exceptions, the pro-
phets had no knowledge of future events,
unless distinet questions were submitted to
them respecting these events. ;

The questions chiefly asked were of a
very humble kind ; and were asked more
by fishermen and husbandmen and handi-
craftsmen than by any other classes in
society. In truth, in good society, if I may
use such an expression as regards the society
amongst those who may be considered semi-
savages (for they had no newspapers), it was
not thought very good taste to be seen in
the House of Wisdom. Any foreknowledge
was an agitating and vulgar thing : it tended
to democracy : it made people dissatisfied
with the goings on of their ancestors and of
the ruling classes ; and it was, very judi-
ciously, voted to be vulgar.

Realmah.

My sympathy was with the Spoolans.
Such melancholy I have never seen upon
the faces of any human beings as that which
was indented upon theirs. And yet the
things they prophesied were mostly plea-
sant. According to them, the race of these
islanders was always to improve in sagacity
and gentleness. But that foreknowledge
seemed to make them (the Spoolans) dread-
fully discontented with the present state of
things. I suspect that there will prove to
be the usual counterbalancing drawbacks to
all the good things the Spoolans prophesied ;
but they seemed to believe only in the good.
And they always wore the aspect that is to
be seen in sanguine men, when the things
they have hoped for, and schemed for, do
not come to pass—at least in their time.

Once a year (luckily it happened while I
was in the island) the Spoolans were called
in to make mirth for an evening by nar-
rating what would begin to happen in one
hundred years’ time, and would continue to
happen for a hundred years. What they
said was in the highest degree interesting to
me. T listened to them with breathless
attention ; but the rest of their auditors
were, for the most part, convulsed with
laughter—even when calamity was prophe-
sied. And yet there were traditions show-
ing how truly the Spoolans of a former age
had spoken.

For instance, the chiefs who ruled the
island now were of a conquering race who
had subdued the original inhabitants. The
Spoolans had foretold the coming of these
conquerors. The Spoolans had only met
with ridicule.

When the calamity had in two more
generations approached much more closely,
the Raths began to utter their forebodings.
One or two chiefs (and it is remarkable that
they were amongst the oldest) endeavoured
to warn the people, and to suggest forti-
fications. But nobody heeded them. All
the middle-aged men said to themselves:
“This is an affair for our children. Mean-
while we have to be predominant in the
Great Council to-day, which is hard work
enough for us.”

Then it came to the Uraths to prophesy
upon this coming invasion. A little stir
was made then; but men said, “If the
invasion is to come in a year, it must come :
we cannot do more than we are doing. Our
forefathers really ought to have looked to
this matter. It is disgraceful to see how
careless men are about the fortunes of those
who are to succeed them.”

It need hardly be said that the island
was easily conquered ; and that the ancient
inhabitants had to submit to the new
dynasty, as the Chinese to the Tartars.
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I must not weary my hearers any longer.
You will, of course, know that I escaped
from the island ; for here I am. My per-
sonal adventures are not worth listening to;
but T thought you might like to hear about
an island which possesses such a wonderful
institution as that which is to be found in
the House of Wisdom of Tele-Ma-Malakah,
which means the “ Bridal Pearl of the Sea.”

Ellesmere. Well, Sandy, I must congra-
tulate you. You will evidently become a
great writer of fiction. Only, my dear
fellow, avoid preciseness. Observe the great
Sir Arthur : you would not have caught
him placing his island in any sea near
home ; and then your foreseeing people are
too clearly distinguished one from another
by your naming distinct periods for their
prophetic powers. “ Nemo repente fuit fal-
sissumus,” which means “mno one tells
plausible lies,” or writes fiction well, without
a good deal of practice.

For my own part I should have liked to
have heard more about Effra. Doubtless
she aided in your escape, and won over a
foster-brother ; and then you and she and
he were wrecked on the rocks at Brixton,
somewhere near where the railway station
is now. You know there is, or was, such
a river as Effra at Brixton. The name was
unquestionably derived from your Effra.
Some foolish antiquaries—but they are
always in the wrong—might contend that
it was an _Anglo-Saxon name which the said
river had enjoyed for a thousand years.
But never mind. What says the poet I—
“Whate'er, my friend, you say, whate’er you

write,

Keep probability well out of sight.”

She, I mean your Effra, was very beau-
tiful, was she not ?
Jolnson. Indeed she was.

My readers will imagine that there
was a young lady whom I could
describe.

She had a horizontal face, and
" Lllesmere. 'What on earth does the boy
mean by a horizontal face ?

Sir Arthur. I understand.

Johnson. A forehead which is so set in
the hair that it shows squarely—straight
eyebrows—straight lips, though full; in
fact, all the lines which principally attracted
your attention, were horizontal.

Ellesmere. A civil engineer’s description
of his love. But I do see what Sandy
means. When she smiled, the dimples

spread horizontally and not vertically. I
declare, though, I believe there never was
such a description of a young woman given
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before. You certainly are an original
fellow, Sandy.

The woral of your tale is a shade too
obvious. We all know that short-time
prophets are the people worth attending
to in this short-time world. If anybody
will be good enough to tell me what Mr.
Gladstone or Mr. Disraeli will do next
week, I shall be very much obliged to him,
whether the much-foreseeing man is called
a Maurath or not. And, in truth, I should
be one of those who would crawl before
the laughing Amaurath, a worthy man who
could tell me, on the last day of the debate,
better even than Mr. Brand or Colonel
Taylor, what the division would be. Down
with the Raths and the Spoolans, say I.
If such fellows were listened to, we might
have good sense prevailing in the world,
which would be a very dull thing.

My complaint of the world, which I beg
Jeave to make very loudly, is this—that
there is too much of everything. A conser-
vatory is always too full of flowers to please
me; a city, of inhabitants; a dinner, of
dishes ; a speech, of words; a concert, of
songs ; a museum, of curiosities ; a picture-
gallery, of pictures ; a sermon, of texts ; an
evening party, of guests : and so I could go
on enumerating, for an hour at least, all
the things which are too full in this fulsome
world. T use fulsome in the original sense.

You remember the witty saying of a
French traveller. When asked about his
travels, he pithily exclaimed, “ Il y a quel-
que chose de trop dans tous les pays—les
habitans.”

And so say I, there is always “quelque
chose de trop ” in everything human. With
one exception, however. There are not too
much good sense and foresight in mankind.
Now, Sandy would make us all wise and
foreseeing, or at least borrowers of wisdom
and foresight from his old Spoolans. I quite
understand why everybody thought them
old. o

In fact, Sandy would make us all into
Scotchmen. Now the Scotch are pleasant
and useful fellows in their way. In truth,
they have done wonderful things, and have
made their little rugged country occupy a
great space in men’s hearts and minds.

But I decline to belong to a universe of
Scotchmen. : )

There would be no such unproductive
sports left in the world as leap-frog. And
every joke would be sat upon by a jury.

No, Sandy, whatever other mischief you
may do, beware of bringing too much good
sense and foresight into the world. Good-
bye, I am going to walk. Come along,
Fairy. Every dog would be made useful,
and have to draw a cart. And the immense
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fun and affection that there are in dogs
would all be worked out of them. They
would come home in the evening to their
wives and families, as dull as men of busi-
ness. It shan’t happen in my time, if I can
prevent it.

So saying, he whistled to Fairy, and
off they went together.

Sir Arthur. There was one passage in
the story that I hardly think was yours, Mr.
Johnson ; and, in fact, I hope it was not.
I accuse Milverton of it.

Johnson. Which was it, Sir Arthur ?

Sir Arthur. The illustration of human
life taken from an opera heard by you in
some language not known to you. That
passage was too old for you, and a little too
cynical, I thought.

Milverton. Well, that was mine: it
really was almost the only thing I did
insert ; but I did not mean it to be cynical.

I know very well what you mean—that
a young man 1s too much delighted by his
early operas to take much notice of the
comic element in them.

Now I go beyond that, and must confess
I am greatly amused by the real life at
a play or an opera, and by what goes on
behind the scenes : things which would have
disgusted me, as being unpleasantly real,
when I was young.

Sir Arthur, I do not know exactly what
you allude to.

Milverton. The reproachful look of the
severe conductor when he turns to quell
some of his band who are too loud or too
fast ; the anxiety of the stage-manager who
at the side is tempestuously waving his flag
to ““supers ” who will not come on at the
right time; the gay chatting with some
friend at the side scenes of the great tragic
lady who is just coming on with the dire
intention of killing herself, and a child or
two; the good-natured ballet-girl who is
adjusting a wreath, to' make it more be-
coming, upon some other ballet-girl, or
smoothing down her friend’s skirts ; the pot
of porter which the high tragic actor is con-
suming with considerable relish ; the per-
plexity of the scene-shifter when the scenes
won’t go rightly together, and an obstinate
old oak-tree will cut into the middle of a
cottage ; the busy carpenters in the flies
giving the final touches to their work ; the
abrupt change of demeanour which occurs
when the chief tenor and soprano have gone
off the stage with their arms round each
other, or in some loving attitude, and they
part at the side-scenes as a lady and gentle-
man who have a slight acquaintance with
one another, and perhaps a considerable
dislike : all these things amuse my foolish
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mind ; and I like to sit in a box which will
give me a good view of them.

Mauleverer. Do not forget the choruses.
How beautiful is their unanimity ! How L
wish that there was anything like it in
common life! The same gesture, the same
question, the same reproach, the very same
words, seem to occur to all these excellent
men at the same moment. Hands, arms,
legs, eyes, eyebrows, all move together.
They make use of the same exclamation :
if one says “hah !” they all say “hah !” Of
‘“ohs” and “ehs” and “huahs ” and “hums”
there is no unpleasant variety.

Milverton. As the French song says,—

“ Quand un gendarme rit,
Tous les gendarmes rient,
Dans la gendarerie.”

Sir Arthur. 1 declare we have gone
into quite a discussion of the proceedings
at operas and plays. It is all your fault,
Milverton, as it was you who introduced
that illustration into Mr. Johnson’s clever
story, which illustration, forgive me .for
saying so, was evidently lugged iu, and
had no proper relation to “ Spoolans” or
“Uraths.”

After this the conversation ended.

CHAPTER XII.

It was agreed that the reading to-day
should be in the drawing-room, in order
that the ladies might be able to go on
with their work (they were very busy
preparing for some fancy fair) while we
were talking or reading.

Before the reading commenced, there
was an interesting conversation, which
began in this way.

Milverton. 1 have just been into your
room, Ellesmere, to see about the chimney,
which they say smokes.

Ellesmere.  Pray don’t trouble yourself.
There is a proper concatenation in alk
human affairs. One must have a smoky
chimney when one has a scolding wife.

Milverton. I saw Dickens’s “ American
Notes” on your table, and looking at it, I
came upon a passage about solitary confine-
ment. [ suppose it is the dreadful punish-
ment which Dickens says it is, and in which
he is supported by Mr. Reade in ¢ Never Too
Late to Mend ;” but I have always fancied
that I could bear a little of this solitary con-
finement very well.

See what advantages there are :—

No letters.

No choice given you about your food.
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Lots of time for thinking about and
inventing things.

No servants to manage.

No visitors to entertain.

The chief pain of life is in deciding ; and
there, in your solitary cell, there would be
no oceasion to decide anything.

Ellesmere. 1 agree with you. Life be-
comes more and more tiresome from our
having more and more to decide. Now, at
a dinner-party, they will bother you with
two sorts of soup, two kinds of fish, and
innumerable wines,

Mauleverer. Very wrong of the host to
throw such a weight of responsibility upon
his guests. One is sure to believe that one
has chosen indiscreetly, to feel that it is
irremediable, and to be tormented by regret
throughout the dinner for one’s early error
—say, in the choice of the soup. I have
often felt that.

Sir Arthur. T always admired the plan
that great Catholic monarchs had of going
into retirement in some monastery for two
or three weeks.

Milverton. 1 am afraid they received
despatches. Now, in solitary confinement,
one should have ceased to be a person to
whom anybody couid address anything.

It would be better than being in a yacht
—at least to any one who is apt to be sea-
sick.

Str Arthur. There would be no bells to
molest you. The three great evils in life
are noise, poverty, and popularity. Nobody
can tell what I have suffered from noise in
the course of my life. It has been an act of
great forbearance on my part to endure
dogs, for I do so much detest their barking.
The weak part of their character is that they
will bark, m season and out of season, for
good reason, or for no reason at all—gene-
rally the latter. I love horses, because they
make so little noise. Rabbits, too, and
white mice are

Ellesmere. I will not have a word said
against dogs. They are the best fellows I
know. Sir Arthur objects to their barking ;
why does he not object to men’s talking ?
Pray, sir, by which have you been most
bored : by the injudicious barking of dogs,
or by the foolish talk of men? Do dogs
make two hours’ speeches to convey ideas
(ideas ?) which might have been conveyed in
ten minutes ?

Of course, if I wished to run them down
—that is, if T were a base and ungrateful
man—I too could say something against
them. They are a little too prone to be
vulgarly aristocratic, for my taste—too apt
to despise poor and ragged people, and to
bark at their heels. But then, again, if
they are on the other side of the House,
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if they belong to poor and ragged persons,
they have a proper respect for rags and
poverty, and sniff contemptuously at carriage
people. In short, they partake the errors
and vices of their masters: that is all.
Milverton’s dogs howl philosophy ; Sir
Arthur’s whine poetry ; Mauleverer’s (sen-
sual dogs those!) discern great difference
between different kinds of bones ; and mine
bark at everybody, just like me, without
doing any harm to anybody.

In general, dogs have rather too much
love for good society—a failing which they
partake with most of us. We all like to
visit the best people, as they are called. So
with dogs. The kitchen is warm, its atmo-
sphere 1s rich with unctuous and savoury
odours, the cook is kind ; but the parlour is
preferred by the dog, from an innate love
of high society.

I do not believe there has been any
instance of a man committing suicide when
he has had a dog to love him. Move for a
return, Mr. Cranmer, and you will find I am
right.

As regards friendship, the very word
would have been unknown but for dogs.
Does not Max Miiller say that the word for
friendship in the original language was
“ man-and-dog-in-the-desert ?”

Milverton. What an ingenious way
Ellesmere has of insinuating that he is
supported by some great authority ! “Does
not Max Miiller say ?” No, he does not
say anything of the kind.

Ellesmere. How do you know ? I have
no doubt it is in a note which has hitherto
escaped your observation. But, at any rate,
the friendship between a dog and a man is
the highest form and exemplar of friend-
ship. Does a dog ever say, or look as if it
would say, “I told you so,” when you are
mortified to death at having committed
some grievous folly ? or does it use what is
called “ the privilege of a friend ” to say the
most cutting things to you ?

Then look at the nice appreciation of
character which dogs manifest : their toler-
ance of children, their boundless fidelity,
their interest in all human affairs.

“Omnis Aristippum decuit color, et status,
et res.”

Aristippus must have been very like a
dog. Dogs will go with you to a badger-
bait, to a fox-hunt, to a public meeting, to
races, to church, and will almost always
behave themselves well and creditably, and
not disgrace their masters.
* Cranmer. The irrepressible dog at the
Derby ?

Ellesmere. If I wanted an instance to
show the brutality of men and the humanity
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of dogs, I would rely upon the case of the
dog at the Derby. He knows that his
master has backed heavily Vauban, or
Hermit, or Lord Lyon, and, of course, he
has a deep and affectionate interest in the
race for his master’s sake. And then the
poor creature is malignantly shouted at all
along the racecourse ; and when he perceives,
with the tact of a dog, that he is doing
something wrong, and wishes to escape to
the right or the left, no good Christians
make way for him.

By the way, talking of Christians, I
admit that dogs are not good Christians :
they are too prejudiced for that, and too
much inclined to persecute the inferior
animals ; but then how few men are! In
short, you cannot say anything against dogs
which does not apply with equal foree to
human beings ; while, on the other hand,
how many things may be said against human
beings, which do not apply to dogs? If
Rochefoucauld had passed his time with
dogs instead of with courtiers, would he
ever have said “that there is something in
the misfortunes of our friends which is not
entirely displeasing to us?” I ask you, did
you ever know a dog bark out any maxim
like that? No; down with men, and up
with dogs, say L.

If the Pythagorean system is true, it will
only be the very good and choice men who
will become dogs in the next stage of exist-
ence. Come here, Fairy : I have no doubt
you were an exemplary woman ; that you
never scandalized any other woman at tea-
time ; that you did not thwart your husband
seriously more than twice a day ; that you
did not worry him to sign cheques; and
that you did not say he was a brute if he
declined to go out shopping with you. Yes,
turn up the whites of your eyes, my dear, to
show how horrified you are to think that there
are women not quite so good as you were.
But you were awonder of a woman,as you are
now-a wonder of a dog. I will not have
dogs run down; I am their champion.
‘What does the excellent Dr. Watts say,
somewhat ironically ?2—

“1If dogs delight to bark and bite,
‘We make a great to-do;
If men show fight, and women spite,
Why, ’tis their nature to.”

Any excuse for ourselves ; none for the
poor dogs.

Milverton. Poor Dr.Watts! What would
he say to hearing his good words so
parodied ?

Sir Arthur. Notwithstanding Elles-
mere’s eulogium upon dogs, I venture to
say again, what I said before, that I do not
like their barking. But, to pursue the
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general question of noise, we never hardly,
in our houses, make any sensible provision
against it. '

Mzlverton, Very true, Sir Arthur. I re-
member reading of some murder committed
in a Russian palace—a noisy murder, too—
but nobody heard anything of it in the next
room. Now that is my idea of how a house
should be built. It should be possible to
commit a murder in any room, without the
rest of the house heing troubled or disturbed.
As it is, architects seem to have set their
faces againstall quiet and privacy. Studious
men are the victims of neighbouring pianos.
A nursery is a hot-bed of annoyance. I
have studied the. question of noise very
deeply, and I will tell you something of the
greatest importance. Put a layer of small
shells between the flooring that separates a
room from the room above it. You will
find these shells admirable non-conductors
of sound.

Cranmer. I wish architects were subject
to examinations. -

Milverton. Very good. The first ques-
tion I should ask them would be, What
thickness of what material will prevent such
and such noises—say the playing of a piano
by a beginner—from being heard in the
adjacent rooms ?

Sir Arthur. I remember when I was in
Germany, and used to spell over the German
newspapers, nothing used to delight me
more than the advertisements of servauts,
which so often began, “Ein stilles Médchen.”
Now, if one could advertise about houses,
and say truthfully, “ Ein stilles Haus” (I'm
sure I do not know whether that is the right
German), what an attractive advertisement
it would be !

Ellesmere.  You were quoting just now
“ Never Too Late to Mend.” I don’t think
Mr. Reade protested so much against solitary
confinement as against the cruelty which
in that particular case accompanied solitary
confinement. At least such is my recollec-
tion of that eloquent and fervid book.

Milverton. No, you are wrong ; he pro-
tested against the system as well as against
the cruelties which he stated to have accom-
panied it in that particular case.

It is a commonplace remark to make, but
what an atrocious thing cruelty is! Do not
you all feel that all other sins known in the
calendar of sinfulness you might have com-
mitted, circumstances favouring ? but cruelty
is unspeakably abhorrent to all thoughtful
men., There i1s nothing Christianity has set
its face so distinctly against.

Ellesmere. But then, you see, there are
so few Christians in the world. At least
such is the conclusion I have come to, from
my limited experience. There is something”
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in my mind upon this subject which would,
I fear, perfectly horrify you all. It is a
strange, almost ridiculous, resemblance that
has often struck me between Christianity
and something which is considered to be one
of the most frivolous of all the frivolous
things in this world.

I would not have said it before dear
Dunsford for the world, and I am afraid to
say it even to you.

Cranmer. Let us hear it. We are not
bound to agree with it, and I am certain
beforehand I shall disagree with it.

Sir Arthur. Do not all at once be
modest and timid, Sir Jobn. If you are
suddenly taken in this way, we shall all
think you are going to have an illness.

Lady Ellesmere.  Pray do mnot imagine
such a thing. I did not half describe to
you, when we talked upon the subject of
illness the other day, what an irrational
person he is. He bad the audacity to com-
plain of me. But, indeed, the great supe-
riority of women to men is never more
conspicuous than in jllness. Men oscillate
from utter abjectness to obstinate indocility.

Oue day it is, “ Oh, pray manage for me,
and pray manage me. I have no will of my
own; I am nobody, only a bundle of pain and
misery.”

The next day my lord is a little better,
and has resumed his usual grandeur and
obstinacy. If you bring him some beef-tea
or some water-gruel, he insists upon your
explaining to him (at least Sir John does)
the exact nature and effect of those harmless
fluids. He once reasoned with me for
three-quarters of an hour about a mustard-
plaster ; and, indeed, he made a speech
about it (at a time when he was ordered not
to talk at all) which would have done him
great credit before the Judicial Committee of
the Privy Council. e divided his speech
into seven heads, and it ended by showing
that a mustard-plaster was one of the most
dangerous remedies that could be applied ;
but I did apply it nevertheless. I say
again, that the superiority of a woman to a
man is never more manifest than in a sick-
room, whether as nurse or patient—in the
one case showing a skilfulness and tender-
ness, in the other, a patience and endurance,
utterly unknown to what is facetiously called
the stronger-minded sex.

Ellesmere. Doesn’t she talk like a book?
—Ilike a bit of the Rambler or Spectator?
“Showing in the one case a clumsiness and
hardness, and, in the other, an impatience
and irritability, which are quite unknown to
the wiser and the gentler sex, that is, to the
sex masculine.” I think those were her
words, or, at least, such as they ought to
have Deen,
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Sir Arvthur. 1 thought that what Lady
Ellesmere said was equally true and well-
expressed.

Ellesmere. The poor husband, or father,
or brother, is always at a sad disadvantage
in dealing with his womankind. He brings,
with trembling and reluctant hand, the in-
vigorating but distasteful acid of the medi-
cinal potion, while the polite stranger
assiduously presents the fallacious palliative
of the consequential saccharinity.

At least, that is how Dr. Johnson and
Lady Ellesmere would express it. Plain
John (that is how some people describe me,
as they used to’ describe a former lord
chancellor), plain John has to adminster the
dose, and the polite Sir Arthur gives the
sugar or the jam which weak people take
after their doses.

Milverton. This is a very pleasant and
instructive interlude ; but you were going
to say something which would horrify us.
I join with Mauleverer, and maintain that
it 1s beyond your power to horrify me.

Ellesmere. Here goes, as you will bave
it. Is there anything that Christianity
protests against so much as riches and the
belief in riches? Or, to put the question
more largely, Is there anything that Chris-
tianity protests against so much as a slavish
yielding to worldly greatness of any kind—
to great riches, great power, great intellect,
great force, or great worldly success of any
kind ?

Milverton.

Sir Arthur.  Yes.

Ellesmere. 'Well, then, Fashion s the
only thing which, in modern times, has stood
up boldly against wealth, power, rank, dig-
wity, and success of all kinds. I am not old
enough to remember when Fashion was
predominant, but I heard older men talk
about it, and I learned to estimate its
power. There was a time when it was the
fashion to be poor. Think of that. It is
very like Christianity, you know.

Str Arthur.  This is the most paradoxical
thing I ever heard, and yet there really is
something in it. Fashion did make a sort
of protest against riches, rank, and adventi-
tious worth of all kinds. But, my dear Sir
John, the idol it set up instead was a miser-
able one.

Ellesmere. 1 do not care about that ; it
somehow appealed to what was considered to
be personal worth rather than adventitious
circumstances. Men were fashionable who
did not possess any of the things that the
world generally dotes upon. .

DMilverton. What you say, Ellesmere, i3
very ingenious ; and I must honestly suy I
sympathise with anything that thwarts, or
tends to thwart, the brute power of wealth.

Yes ; you are right,
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How many a man may say, as some Don
Alonso, or Don Juan, says in one of Cal-
deron’s plays—

“Y el haber, en mi, 6 no haber,
O temor 6 atrevimiento,
No consiste en otra cosa
Que haber 6 no haber dinero ;”

which being liberally translated, means, “ If
I have cash, I have courage; but if I am
poor, I have none.”

Ellesmere. You see neither Sir Arthur
nor Milverton have much to say against my
theory. I am not such a fool and scoundrel
after all, Mr. Cranmer, ath 1?

Cranmer. Nobody thought that you
were, Sir John; but, for my part, I must
say I prefer a great contractor to Beau
Brummel.

Ellesmere. T do not.

Sir Arthur. The best protest I ever
knew made against worldly success was by
a small society of young men at college.
Their numbers were very few, aud their
mode of election was the most remarkable I
have ever known. The vacancies were
exceedingly rare—perhaps one or two in
the course of a year—and the utmost care
and study were bestowed on choosing the
new members. Sometimes, months were
given to the consideration of a man’s claim.

Rank neither told for a man, nor against
him. The same with riches, the same with
learning, and what is more strange, the
same with intellectual gifts of all kinds.
The same, too, with goodness; nor even
avere the qualities that make a man agree-
.able any sure recommendation of him as a
.candidate.

Mauleverer. "What did you go by then ?

Sir Arthur. 1 really feel a difficulty in
-deseribing to you, and yet I know perfectly
what it was.

A man to succeed with us must be a real
man, and not a “sham,” as Carlyle would
say. Matthew Arnold has invented a word
to describe certain people, which is not a bad
one. He calls them “ Philistines.” Now,
our man was never a * Philistine.” He was
not to talk the talk of any cligue ; he was
not to believe too much in any of his adventi-
tious advantages ; neither was he to disbelieve
in them—for instance, to affect to be a
radical because he was a lord. I confess I
have no one word which will convey all
that I mean; but I may tell you that,
.above all things, he was to be open-minded.
When we voted for a man, we generally
summed up by saying, “He has an apostolic
spirit in him,” and by that we really meant
.a great deal.

I remember ——; who is now a very great
personage in the world, saying to me, “In
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the course of one’s chequered life one meets
with many disgraces and contumelies, and
also with several honours ; but no honour
ever affected me so much as being elected,
as a youth, into that select body. And, to
speak very frankly, I think they were right
in choosing me, for, with many demerits of
the gravest kind, I do think T am a real
human being, and I say what I think, and I
try to think for myself, and the world’s
gauds and vanities do not, I conceive, exces-
sively impose upon me.”

By the way, I must tell you a curious
thing—viz. that the choice made by these
young-men, though made without any view
to future worldly pre-eminence, yet seemed
to involve it, for a very large proportion of
the men so selected have made their mark
in the world ; and some of the foremost men
of the time belonged to that society. But
boys at school and youths at college do
choose so wisely and so well, as Milverton
has told us. They are not to be deceived
by wrappages of any kind.

Milverton. But we wander from our
subject. Ellesmere said that there were few
Christians anywhere. If he means that
there are few perfect Christians, every one
would agree with him. But if he means
that Christianity has not prevailed, is not
prevailing, and will not prevail in a much
higher degree, I humbly think he is mis-
taken. The truth is, so large a conquest has
already been made by Christianity in the
human mind, that each individual Christian
looks smaller, and is, of course, of far less
account, than when he was surrounded by a
Pagan world. “ Non meus hic sermo.”
These are not my words, but Dunsford’s—
almost his last words to me.

Dunsford was our tutor, Ellesmere’s and
mine, at college. He lived near us here,
and was much with us.

Ellesmere. I never asked, Milverton,
what he died of. As you know, I was
abroad at the time.

Milverton. Of simple exhaustion. You
know he was about the most learned man in
England, being great in science, in classical
lore, and in literature of all kinds. He kept
up his learning, was a most diligent student
to the last, and withal a most active clergy-
man in a large and scattered parish. He
burned the candle at both ends, rising early
and going to bed late.

Lady Ellesmere. He had no wife. 'Wives
are of some use, if only to prevent their
husbands from overworking.

Milverton. Well, a day or two before his
death, he cleared the room of his attendants,
and told me he wished to speak to me. He
began by talking of the critical spirit of the
present age, and how the historical part of
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Christianity would have to undergo a severe
ordeal. He spoke of some of the great
heresiarchs of the present day, both of those
who were ewminent in Biblical eriticism and
in science, and he spoke of them with the
greatest kindness, saying that many of them
were good men who loved the truth, and
that no permanent harm could come to
religion from a sincere search after truth.

“T do not wish,” he said, “my dear boy”
(he always looked upon Ellesmere and my-
self as his children)——

Ellesmere.  Yes; Dunsford was one of
those persons who think you never grow
any older, and always treated Milverton and
me as boys, because we had been his pupils.
I remember once, after he had been lecturing
me in a very pedagogic way about some
heresy which I had presumed to utter anent
the classics (I dare say about the manu-
facture of Latin verses), I let the conversa-
tion drop, and then a few minutes after-
wards, in the most demure way (I was
staying at his house), I asked whether one
of the maids could be spared to take me
out for a little walk. The good man langhed
heartily, and did not attempt to tutorize me
for the next three days. Itis true it was
some years ago, but I had “taken silk ” (as
we say at the Bar), and did not by any
means think niyself a small or insignificant
personage. As we grow older we grow
more modest : at least I do every day.

But go on, Milverton, with what dear
Dunsford said to you.

Milverton. “I do not wish,” he said, “ to
prevent such people as you and Ellesmere
(he named you, John) from reading all this
«criticism, and accepting any of it that seems
good to you ; but let no man rob you of the
main truths of Christianity : let no one
blind you to what there is essentially divine
in our religion.

“I may be an enthusiast, but I think that
the triumphs of Christianity are but. com-
mencing. I look forward to a time when
-war, which so distresses you now, Milverton,
will be an obsolete thing ; when the pity we
have at present for the woes and miseries of
<ther men, will seem, comparatively speak-
ing, but hardness of heart; when the grief
of any one will be largely partaken by all
those who know of it, and when our sonls
will not be isolated ; when good men will
allow themselves to give full way to their
benevoleut impulses, because no unfair ad-
vantage will be taken of their benevolence ;
when the weuk will not traffic upon their
weakness, nor the strong abuse their
strength ; when wealth will not be ardently
sought for, except by those who feel that
they can undertake the heavy burden of
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dispensing wealth for the good of their
brethren ; when men and women will be
able to live together in a household without
mean dissensions; when the lower seats
shall be preferred ; when men will differ
abont nice points of doctrine without ad-
judging to their adversaries eternal condem-
nation ; when, in short, instead of a tumult
of discord ascending to heaven from this
bewildered world, there should go forth one
harmonious melody, breathing peace and
faith, and love and contentment.”

Mauleverer (aside to me). And when
every fir-tree in the wood shall be a Christ-
mas-tree bearing pretty toys and delicious
sweetmeats.

Ellesmere. “Jam redeunt Saturnia regna.”
There will be no room for the like of me in
this good world that the excellent Dunsford
contemplated, but I shall only be too de-
lighted to behold it, whether from near or
from afar ; and certain it is, that if we do
not believe and hope for better things, we
shall never try to make things better.

M:ilverton, And then he added some-
thing which impressed me very much, for
he was not a man of a romantic turn of
mind, or given to daring speculations.

“ Moreover,” he said, “I fondly believe
that physical nature will then become less
obdurate—that is, if men are fitted to receive
a softer, gentler state of being. Now, as
it is, if Nature were more easy and more
bountiful, men would only have more spare
time for annoying and persecuting one
another ; but depend upon it, if we were
more fitted to receive good things from our
Father, we should receive them.

“Think of these sayings of mine when I
have gone, my dear, and let no one persuade
you that Christianity is the mere dream of
a few benighted enthusiasts. I can say no
more. Good night ;—and perhaps it is good
night for ever.”

It was not so, for I saw him die; and it
is a sight that is not without consolation to
see a good man die.

No one seemed inclined to comment
upon these last words of the good Duns-
ford. Mr. Milverton soon got up and
walked about the room. The others
looked at one another with a curious
expression of countenance, half sad, half
hopeful.,  Mr. Mauleverer shrugged up
his shoulders, and Ellesmere replied to
him by a similar gesture (it was not a
mocking gesture, but one of sadness),
but neither of them said anything.

To be contenued.
K
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DULWICH COLLEGE: THE STORY OF A FOUNDATION.

BY J. GOODALL.

PART IL
RETROSPECTIVE.

‘WE have seen in the former part of this
Story of a Foundation, that the long
line of Alleyns, who ruled in the Dul-
wich domain from the death of the
founder in 1626 until the "subversion
of his scheme of government in 1857,
seldom enjoyed undisturbed repose for
any prolonged term. When England
at large was chafing under the iron
rule of Cromwell, God’s Gift College
also was mourning its own special inter-
regnum. The pious pastor of a small
island off the Clyde, who was accustomed
to offer up public prayers on behalf of
the population of the Greater and the
Lesser Cumbrae, and also for the in-
habitants of the adjacent island of Great
Britain, had, in all likelihood, his pro-
totype in one or more of the pro-
scribed fellows of Dulwich College,
in the period of the Great Rebellion.
Evil days at God’s Gift claimed their
first thoughts, but the weal and woe of
England at large were never altogether
absent from their minds. Macaulay tells,
in his Life of Bunyan, of martial saints
who fought and expounded in Fairfax’s
army. Men of this stamp must have
astounded Dulwich audiences with fierce
denunciations against prelacy and kingly
government. When Ronndhead soldiers
were quartered on Alleyn’s foundation,
the chapel, in which Archbishop Laud
had recently exercised the functions of
visitor, resounded with stentorian re-
bukes against ritualistic practices. The
theology which our Stuart kings held to
be unfit for a gentleman must, at that
date, have been quite familiar to Dul-
wich ears. In later times disquietudes
of another sort have often ruffled the
serenity of Alleyn's College. These
have already been briefly adverted to.

The first Commission on Charities,
1834, recorded that it seemed proper
to submit to the Attorney-General,
“whether the opinion of a court of
“equity should not be taken on the
“propriety of extending the charity to
“such a degree and in such a manner
“as might be deemed most expedient ?”
Nothing came of this except the Dulwich
College Grammar School in 1842,

The intervention of the second Charity
Commission began in 1854, In the
three summer months of that year one
of their inspectors conducted a full in-
quiry into the College. 2

Arduous indeed must have been the
task of reducing the chaos of conflict-
ing notions, and reconciling antagonistic
interests with which the commissioners
had to deal into a consistent working
scheme. Vestrymen and churchwardens
struggled long, but happily with only
moderate success, to mould the College
into conformity with narrow parochial
instincts.

The following abstract of the new
scheme will show that wiser counsels
and broader conceptions than could
have been expected from any conclave
of mere parochial administrators happily
gained the ascendency.

NEW SCHEME.

Ten years—the third decade of Queen
Victoria’s reign—have glided away since
Alleyn’s College began its new career.

One of the gravest defects of the old
foundation was that the paid officers of
the College were also its rulers—the
administrative and executive functions
were in the same hands. The new scheme
gives the management to an independent
body of nineteen governors—eleven ap-
pointed by the Court of Chancery, and
eight elective, two from each of the
favoured parishes. Such a body is not
likely to be dominated by parochial
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interests, or to lend itself to petty local
rivalries. In consideration of the popu-
lousness of the four parishes, the com-
missioners adhered to the original local
limits from which to select recipients for
Alleyn’s bounty. Three-fourths of the
net income are appropriated to the edu-
cational, and one-fourth to the eleemo-
synary branch of the charity, on the
ground that these proportions are in
accordance with the founder’s intention,
as set forth in his 113th and 117th
statutes.

There are the usual provisions for
continuing the succession of governors,
fixing their powers and duties, vesting
in them the College estates, and other
purposes common to similar trusts.

Section 11 fixes the annuities of the
members of the dissolved corporation,
viz.—

To the master, the sum of 1,015

To the warden . . . . 855l
To the first'and second fel-
“lows,each . . . . . 500
To the third and fourth
fellows, each 4667,
To each of the twelve poor
brethren and sisters . 150, —

in all 5,602/, per annum, exclusive of
some small pensions authorized by other
sections of the scheme on behalf of
various employés of the old corpora-
tion. Most of the twelve old pen-
sioners are now dead, but all the six
superior members of the foundation
continue to receive their annuities.

The governors have the power to dis-
place any of the officers, inclusive of
head-master and chaplain, for neglect of
duty, or other sufficient cause, and to
prescribe rules for the discipline of the
College. Section 44 deals with the
arduous problem of keeping the keepers
- to their trust, should they show a dis-
position to pervert it.

Sections 45-99 set forth the constitu-
tion of the Upper and Lower Schools ;
the course of instruction and scale of
fees payable in each ; the qualifications,
duties, powers, and emoluments of the
masters; the conditions on which boys
may become foundation scholars and
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gain exhibitions, with regulations for
boarding-houses, and other matters.

THE UPPER SCHOOL.

Boys from the favoured parishes are
admissible between the ages of eight
and fifteen, and may remain till eighteen.
Boys not having the residential qua-
lification (whom the founder would
have termed “ foreigners”) are eligible,
in the absence of candidates with the
preferential claim. There are to be
twenty-four foundation scholars in the
Upper School, maintained in all re-
spects at the cost of the College. None
of these have hitherto been appointed.
The head-master and the second master
are not permitted to take boarders or
private pupils. The school fee is 61
or 8l. according to age, with 2. more
for outsiders. The range of instruction
embraces the usual English subjects,
with Latin, Greek, modern languages,
mathematics, physics, mechanics, che-
mistry, and natural sciences. At present
only one modern language (French) is
taught, and science is postponed until
the new buildings are ready to receive
the boys, now crowded into a set of
inconvenient rooms in the old College.
It seemed at one time that suitable
buildings could be only hoped for, but
never seen, by the present generation.
Mz. Rogers, chairman of the governors,
when laying the foundation-stone of
the new schools, on the 26th June,
1866, stated that the money paid by
the two railway companies, whose lines
intersect the estate, had put the College
thirty years in advance of what would
otherwise have been its position. The
new schools, now mnearly completed,
form a magnificent building, in the style
of the Northern Italian of the 13th
century, fine samples of which are
still extant at Pavia, Verona, and
Milan. Mrz: Charles Barry, the College
architect and surveyor, supplied the
design, and superintends the erection.
The building is of red brick, with a
liberal use of terra cotta of different
hues. The main buildings are of four
stories, and comprise residences for the
under-master of the Upper School, and

E 2
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the head-master of the Lower School,
besides library, board-room, &ec. : a de-
tached house will be built for the master
of the College. One wing takes the
Upper School, the other the Lower;
both communicate by a cloister with
the central hall, for collective gather-
ings, such as speech-day celebrations.
The building, exclusive of fittings, is
to cost about 62,000/ The total pre-
cinets include forty-five acres, of which
fifteen are reserved for future College
requirements, while thirty are occupied
with the schools, official residences, play-
grounds and playing-fields. A spacious
swimming-bath might well find a place
in so great an expanse of ground.- There
are streamlets which could be turned
to account for feeding it. Apparatus
for gymnastic exercise is another de-
sideratum up to the present date, but
this will not long be the case, as the
governors have resolved to add all ap-
proved appliances under this head.
Though not closely connected with the
architecture of the schools, it may here
be mentioned by the way, for lack of a
more appropriate place, that Dulwich is
farther indebted to Mr. Charles Barry’s
taste for most of its limited store of
architectural embellishments. It was
a part of the bargain between the Col-
lege and the railways, that the latter
should submit to the addition of some
-grace and comeliness in passing through
the College property. Thus the schools
and viaduets are by no means the only
memorials of Mr. Barry’s professional
connexion with the neighbourhood. Can
he give a new meaning to the ¢ siste
viator” stone in the centre of the village,
and (now that the College buttery gives
no bread and cheese and beer fo the
wayfarers who approach its precinets)
earn the gratitude of thirsty souls who
look in vain oufside the taverns for any
drinking fountain in Dulwich? More
seats for wayfarers, under the grateful
shade of Dulwich trees, furnished with
quaint inscriptions like those on High-
gate Hill, may be added to the sugges-
tions on which the College surveyor
will need little pressure to induce him
to act if only the wherewithal be forth-
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coming. But this digression has taken
us clean away from our track, to which
We now retrace our steps.

There are to be eight exhibitions of
1004. each, tenable for five years, either
at an English University, or during the
earlier stages of bond fide preparation
for some learned or scientific profession,
or for the fine arts. Full effect has not
yet been given to this munificent pro-
vision, but a commencement has been
made in the award of 40l scholarships
to four youths within the past two years.

LOWER SCHOOL.

The course embraces the usual English
subjects, with Latin, modern languages,
mathematics, and elementary instruction
in physics, mechanics, chemistry, and
natural sciences. The needs of boys of
the higher sections of the industrial
classes have determined the range of in-
struction adopted here. As in ths Upper
School, the curriculum has not hitherto
embraced the whole of the intended
course. The fee is 1/. per annum. When
funds admit, there are to be apprenticing
gifts of 407 to each of six boys when
quitting the school, and twelve exhibi-
tions, also of 40/. Foundation boys are
eventually to form a large element in the
Lower School. There are already twelve
as under the old charter. They are
better off than their predecessors. The
average cost of their board, clothing,
and residence was 54/. each for the year
1866. (See Report of Schools Inquiry
Commissioners, vol. iii. p. 139.) This
is virtually for nine months, as the boys
are at home not less than three months
in their holidays. The cost of a founda-
tioner 1is, therefore, six pounds per
month, without ineluding his education.
The statutory qualification for a founda-
fioner is much the same as under the old
scheme.

The costume of the Dulwich founda-
tioners is in pleasing contrast with the
conspicuous habiliments of some other
foundations. Instead of obtrusive co-
lours and absurd fashions, Dulwich gives
its foundationers a garb nowise dis-
tinguishable from that of a plainly clad
boy of the middle class, unobtrusive,
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and favourable to self-respect. Seen
singly, the dress would not be taken
for a uniform ; seen in the mass, the
boys present the appearance of genteel
members of a private hoarding-school,
with suits of sober, but not sad, colours.
The wardrobe of each boy includes a
suit of black cloth, with grey trousers
and cricketing caps.

The hamlet of Dulwich retains its
ancient prior claim over the other sec-
tions of Camberwell parish. Both
schools are liable to inspection by
Her Majesty’s Inspectors of Schools.
(Sect. 97.) Itis to be regretted that the
Education Department feels obliged,
owing to the insufficiency of its staff
for any but indispensable work, to
waive 1ts title in this and all similar
cases of schools not in receipt of its
grants, or which have been built without
its aid. But one of Her Majesty’s In-
spectors, acting temporarily as an officer
of the Schools Inquiry Commission,
inspected the Schools in November
1865. His report will be read with
keen interest beyond the limited circle
having a local interest in Dulwich.

ELEEMOSYNARY BRANCH.

Sections 100-—110 are concerned with
the almspeople. Only two of the highly-
pensioned ““poor brethren” survive
as representatives of the old order of
things.. The ‘poor sisters,” too, have
all but one succumbed to time. Twelve
“Dbrethren” and twelve “sisters” have
suitable rooms in the College, with a
weekly allowance of twenty shillings
each. The title “poor” has been
dropped. “‘ Respectable persons, either
“ married or single, who shall have
¢ fallen from better circumstances into
“indigence, and who shall be of the
“age of 60 years or upwards,” and
who have the local qualification, are
the recipients of this substantial bounty.
Out-pensioners at ten shillings per week
are to be appointed when funds are
forthcoming.

There are several minor accretions on
Alleyn’s foundation, as Whitfield’s gift,
in 1826, and James Allen’s gift, in 1741 ;
but these have only limited local interest.

PICTURE GALLERY.

Sections 111—113 deal - with the
custody of the pictures and the disposal
of the endowments belonging to them.
The annnal surplus income, if any, de-
rived from the picture endowment may
be devoted to defraying the cost of in-
structing the boys in drawing or design.
The history of the Picture Gallery claims
some mention here. Noel Desenfans, a
Belgian, established as a leading picture-
dealer in London, was commissioned by
Stanislaus, King of Poland, to form a
collection of paintings. The dethrone-
ment of Stanislaus, and the dismember-
ment of his kingdom (1793—1795),
deprived Desenfans of all hope of com-
pleting his commission, so the pictures
remained on his hands. He subsequently
bought many more on his own account
from French refugees. He died in 1807,
leaving his treasures of art to his friend
Sir Francis Bourgeois, R.A., of Swiss
extraction, but a Londoner by birth.
He had rendered Desenfans much assist-
ance in the selection of pictures; and
so intimate was their friendship, that
they passed their latter years under the
same roof in Charlotte Street, Fitzroy
Square, where both of them died, and
where each remained encoffined until
removed years after to Dulwich. Des-
enfans had long advocated the forma-
tion of a mational collection of pictures
in his adopted country, and Bourgeois,
having no claims of kindred to consider
in the bestowal of his property, deter-
mined to give effect, in some degree, to
his friend’s wish, His first intention
seems to have been to leave his col-
lection to the British Museum ; but
his acquaintance with Mr. Corry, one
of the Fellows of Dulwich College, led
him to prefer what he called the unpre-
tending merit of Alleyn’s foundation.
He accordingly bequeathed the collec-
tion, which he had enlarged, to Dulwich
College, to be there preserved for the
inspection of the public, on such terms,
and at such times, “as the governing
body of the College should appoint.”

Three hundred cabinet pictures might
easily become as burdensome a gift as
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the proverbial white elephant. Bour-
geois, however, made ample provision
for the housing and feeding of his
elephant. Reserving a life-interest in
his property to the wife of his friend,
he gave the reversion of it, with his
pictures, to Dulwich. The pecuniary
bequest consisted of 2,000 towards
such an addition to the buildings as
would make room for his pictures,
and 10,000/ for investment, the pro-
ceeds of which were to defray all
current charges. He died in January
1811. In the following July, Mrs.
Desenfans, who gave her whole heart
to the furtherance of the gallery, volun-
teered to give up all her life-interest in
the property, on condition that the
College authorities would at once set
about building the Gallery. She, more-
over, supplemented their lack of funds
for building by a donation of more than
4,000/. She died in 1813, just before
the completion of the Gallery,and among
her bequests was a sum of 500/ for
investment, the interest to be expended
in an annual dinner for the Royal Acade-
micians on their official visit to inspect
the pictures and Gallery. She bequeathed
also a goodly stock of silver plate—all
bearing her husband’s crest,—and costly
china dinner and dessert services, with
other accessories of a banquet. She
gave also, to be kept with the pic-
tures, statues of her husband and his
friend, together with the large French
clock, vases, and ornaments which are
still at one end of the gallery. The first
dinner under the will wasin 1817. From
1820 the rule of a triennial banquet,
with a breakfast in the two succeeding
years, was adopted, because the dinner
fund had proved inadequate for a yearly
entertainment on the scale designed. Mr.
Tite, one of the governors, announced
to the speech-day audience in June last,
that it is in contemplation to establish
an art-school near the Gallery, the pupils
of which may get their general educa-
tion with the other boys, while the
Bourgeois Collection will be utilized
for their special instruction in art.

The endowment bequest was invested
when the Funds were greatly depressed,
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and at present is represented by the
substantial total of 17,500/. Consols.
There is, besides, a leasehold ground-
rent of 12/. of whicha few years remain
unexpired. The total yearly income from
all sources is about five hundred guineas.
A marked improvement is observable in
the aspect of -the Gallery and its ap-
proaches within the last year or two. A
doorway opens from the Picture Gallery
into the mausoleum, where are to be
seen the three sarcophagi containing
the remains of Sir Francis Bourgeois,
Noel and Margaret Desenfans. Soane,
the architect of the Gallery, is said to
have contemplated adding his museum
to it, and making the mausoleum his
own place of sepulture. The vacant
coffin which he provided for his own
remains now rests on top of that con-
taining the body of Bourgeois, and on
it stand the two busts bequeathed by
Margaret Desenfans.

The sovereigns who bear rule over
Poland would now fail to secure the
pictures purchased for Stanislaus, even
if they were ready to offer ten times
the price that would have contented
Desenfans at a date slightly later than
that at which West recommended George
III. to give him a thousand guineas
for a Claude. Some of the pictures
are said to be of doubtful authenticity
(e.g- the Paul Potters); others are of
inferior merit: some have been dis-
placed on those grounds; but after all
such deductions there remainsan abund-
ance of the choicest treasures of art
enshrined at Dulwich. Raphael, Do-
menichino, Titian, the Caracei, Murillo,
Rubens, Holbein, Teniers, Jordaens,
‘Wouvermans, Cuyp, Ostade, Gerard
Dow, Poussin, Salvator Rosa, Rembrandt,
Watteau, Vernet, Ruysdael, Le DBrun,
Dolei, Gainsborough, Reynolds, Law-
rence, Northcote ;—tliese and some
others whose names are landmarks in
the history of art, are worthily repre-
sented in the Dulwich Gallery of 366
pictures.

PRINCE ALBERT AT DULWICH.

An incident arising out of a royal visit
to the Picture Gallery, nearly a quarter
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of a century ago, may here claim a few
words. A fine of one shilling was the
penalty for the infringement of a bye-
law then in force for the preservation
of the College lawn from intrusive
feet. The foundation boys formed
the local eonstabulary for securing
conformity to this law, and their zeal
was stimulated by the eondition that
every fine became their own property.
In the early spring of 1843, the Prince
Consort, accompanied by Sir E. Bowater,
both dressed as private gentlemen, dis-
mounted at the College gate, passed
down the avenue, and then walked on
the tempting earpet of close-eut lawn.
A blue-eoated recipient of old Alleyn’s
bounty espied from some vantage nook
the weleome vision of two law-breaking
strangers in fagrante delicto. Swift as
a bird of prey hastening to appease his
hunger, young Hartley rushed forward
lifting his hand to his forelock, in
schoolboy fashion, and smiling, accosted
the Prince in the time-honoured formula,
“ A shilling apiece to pay, Sir, for walking
on the College lawn.” The trespass
was condoned by a payment somewhat
beyond the penalty demanded; and
Hartley, who is now a compositor in
a London establishment, is not a little
proud of having in his young days im-
posed a pecuniary penalty on Albert
the Good.

THE WOOD AND COMMON.

Dulwich Wood, designed by Alleyn
to supply the fagots whieh should for
ever keep frost out of the College
chimneys, and Dulwich Common,
which was rough waste-land for well-
nigh two centuries after he bought
it dirt-cheap from the spendthrift
Calton, will ere long be as unlike
what their names imply, as St. John’s
‘Wood, or Clerkenwell Green, or the
Fields named after Lincoln’s Inn, or the
scores of similar incongruities which form
a standing puzzle to wuunsophisticated
country cousins on their first visit to the
metropolis.  Roads of all kinds tra-
verse this 200 acres of ancient wood-
land in all directions. Handsome villas,
for the most part detached, and with all
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the surroundings that betoken wealth
and luxury, fill up great gaps among the
forest trees. The ground-rent now
realized from any two acres of these
plots is little short of the yearly in-
ecome formerly yielded by the whole
200 acres. There were good preserves
of game in the Wood and adjacent
plantations until 1844, and hares were
knocked overin and near the Common in
still more recent times. Here the boy
Byron found his earliest ¢ pleasure in
the pathless wood,” and snatched the
fearful joy of the truant schoolboy.
Before going to Harrow he passed two
years at Dr. Glennie’s school, near the
then eastern end of the Wood. His name
figures in old ledgers belonging to one
of the Dulwich tradesmen, who treasures
the musty folios, with a little honest
pride in the association. The boy poet
must have had a speaking acquaintanee
with the hermit who for thirty years lived
in a cave in the Wood, and was murdered
there at the time of Byron's sojourn.
Sydenham Hill had theu as bad a repu-
tation as Hounslow Heath for its foot-
pads and highwaymen. The exploits of
these “minions of the moon” must have
had an intense interest for the romantic
young Byron. He and his school-
fellows adopted among their sports a
mimiery of brigandage, terrifying un-
wary wayfarers by a fire from ambuscades
in the thickets or gnarled oaks. Bub
their old blunderbusses and pistols were
not arms of precision ; from them, if it
eannot be said there ¢ flashed no fire,”
it must yet be believed ¢ there hissed
no ball.”

The western side of Dulwich Wood
is skirted by Penge Road, in whieh, but
not quite close to the Wood, stands a
toli-gate that merits a few words en
passant, in eonsideration of its import-
ance among the items of the College
budget. No surly, crusty customer,
hugging himself in his misanthropy,
would select this Dulwich pike to
illustrate Mr. Weller's theory. He
could not here gratify his unsociable
instinets, and retire from the world as
a solitary recluse. He would here
frequently find his pike beset by
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the rush and ecrush of troops of the
merriest mortals, in all the abandon
of holiday - making. = This toll-bar
draws heavy tribute from myriads who
prefer the road to the rail in visiting
the Crystal Palace. 0Odd Fellows' and
Foresters’ gatherings, Concerts and
Flower-shows, Firework nights and Gala
days, Good Fridaysand Choral Festivals,
are all red-letter occasions for the Penge
Road toll-bar. It treasures, too, the sunny
memory of the Garibaldian ovation, and
of the visit by the Viceroy ot Egypt, the
heir to the Pharaohs and Ptolemies. But
the climax is still to be told. Abdul
Aziz Khan, the successor of the Soly-
mans and Amuraths, in his transit from
the Crystal Palace to Dulwich, drew
after him to this pike a stream of car-
riages which occupied six hours in pass-
ing through. A repetition once a week,
all the year round, of such a flood of
silver tribute would afflict the governors
with an embarrassment of riches, and
possibly drive them fo start a middle-
class girls’ school, for lack of any un-
satisfied requirement which could absorb
more unappropriated cash.

THE FUTURE.

Sir Roundell Palmer enunciated,
some months since, the proper work of
the old Grammar Schools in the present
and after times to be ‘“ how best to adapt
themselves to the wants of the localities
in which they are situated, or rather
of the communities to whose wants they
are subservient.” This is not in accord-
ance with the dictum of pundits of the
law of a somewhat earlier date, but it is
iir entire agreement with the conclusions
of sound common sense nowadays all
over the world. Dulwich College has
already addressed itself to the task
which the ex-Attorney-General com-
mends as the fittest aim of all the
old foundations. A fair measure of suc-
cess has marked its new career. It has
allied itself with the Universities in one
direction, and with the busy haunts of
commerce in the other. The older
studies are carried on side by side with
the so-called modern subiects. Four
of its alumni are' now using its curtailed
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exhibitions at the Universities, and eack *

of them has gained in open competitiors
an additional exhibition or scholarship
at Oxford or Cambridge. In less
ambitious ordeals, too, many younger
Dulwichians have achieved very credit-
able success. These results have been
attained under great disadvantages.
Both schools are filled to overflowing,
and are constantly turning applicants
away. Yet their total numbers reach
only 220, so greatly are they  cribbed,
cabined, and confined ” in a set of small
and-inconvenient rooms. More masters
are needed, both for the subjects not
yet taught, though laid down in the
scheme, and for aiding the present staff
in gathering a harvest too great for so
few labourers. The advanced state of
the new buildings affords the prospect
of speedy relief from one main hindrance
to development. The yearly income of
the charity is rapidly augmenting. It
was only 800/. per annum at the founder’s
death, and even less in those troublous
times when the Fortune Playhouse was
suppressed, with all other theatres
(1647), and became a source of pro-
longed embarrassment to the impove-
rished foundation. In the century fol-
lowing Alleyn’s death, the income had
reached only 1,300/.; in another century
it had grown to about 7,000/ Ten
years ago it was between 9,0007. and
10,000/, A still more rapid rate of
increase has since set in. It may now
be stated in round numbers at 13,0001,
with a constantly increasing rent roll.
The gross income for some years past
has greatly exceeded 13,000/, and
has even averaged as high as 16,0007
for each of the three years ending with
December 1866. But something like
3,0007. out of this 16,000/, was made
up of igterest on the purchase-money
paid by the railways for College land
taken, and on other deposits and accu-
mulations which will all disappear in
the new buildings. The severance of a
large total acreage for railways, schools,
and a church has nowise depressed the
ever-elastic rent-roll. The part that is
left pays more than the whole before
it was cut up. Numerous leases, dating
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from the early years of the century, will
shortly run out, and greatly enhanced
rents will be obtained. More and
more grass-land is taken up each year
for building, and ground-rents are mnot
light in Dulwich.

The pensions and allowances to the
members of the old foundation have
dwindled from 6,280/ in 1858, to less
than 4,000/. in the past year. These
and similar facts give fair warrant to
the assumption that before the close of
our century, Dulwich College will
possess an unencumbered net income of
fully 20,000/. per annum, irrespective
of school fees. That splendid revenue,
too, will form only an approximation to
the yet more princely income which is
in store for the foundation at a date
when boys now in the schools shall
have attained the evening of their days.
Nor is it beyond the bounds of the
practicable (if Parliament will give its
sanction to the attempt) to bring the

yearly income up to 30,000/. in fewer"

years than will suffice for junior boys
now in the schools to take their places
in the highest form. Land in the neigh-
bourhood of Dulwich fetches from 7007
to 1,000Z, per acre. Twelve hundred
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