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CHAPTER XXVII. TOM COGGLESBY'S PROPOSITION. This address, accompanied by a commanding
THE appearance of a curricle and a donkey-cart | elevation of the dexter hand, seemed to excite
within the gates of Beckley Court, produced a | Mr. John Raikes far more than Old Tom. He
sensation among the men of the lower halls, and | alighted from his perch in haste, and was running
a couple of them rushed out, with the left calf | up to the stalwart figure, crying ¢ Fellow !
considerably in advance, to defend the house from | fellow !’ when, as you tell a dog to lie down, Old
violation. Towards the curricle they directed | Tom called out, *‘Be quiet, sir!” and Mr. John
what should have been a bow, but was a nod. | Raikes halted with prompt military obedience.
Their joint attention was then given to the | The sight of the curricle acting satellite to the
l donkey-cart, in which old Tom Cogglesby sat | donkey-cart quite staggered the two footmen.
| alone, bunchy in figure, bunched in face, his ¢ Are you lords ?” sang out Old Tom.
shrewd grey eyes twinkling under the bush of his | A burst of laughter from the friends of Mr.
% eyebrows. John Raikes, in the curricle, helped to make the
¢ 0Oy, sir—you! my man!” exclaimed the | powdered gentlemen aware of a sarcasm, and one,
tallest of the pair, resolutely. ¢ This won’t do. | with no little dignity, replied that they were not
Don't you know driving this ’ere sort of convey- | lords.
ance slap along the gravel ’ere, up to the pillars ‘“ Are ye judges ?”
‘ere, s unparliamentary ? Can't be allowed. Now, ¢ We are not.”
right about. Aimmediate !” ¢Qh! Then come and hold my donkey.”
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Great irresolution was displayed at the injunc-
tion, but having consulted the face of Mr. Raikes,
one fellow, evidently half overcome by what was
put upon him, with the steps of Adam into exile,
descended to the gravel and laid his hand on the
donkey’s head.

¢« Hold hard ! ” cried Old Tom. ¢ Whisper in
his ear. He'll know your language.”

¢““May I have the felicity of assisting you to
terra firma?” interposed Mr. Raikes, with the
bow of deferential familiarity.

¢ Done that once too often,” returned Old Tom,
jumping out. ¢‘There. What's the fee ?”

Mr. Raikes begged that all minor arrangements
with the menials should be left to him.

¢ What's the fee ?” Old Tom repeated. ‘“There's
a fee for everything in this world. If you ain’t
lords or judges, you ought to be paid for dressing
like 'em. Come, there's a crown for you that
ain’t afraid of a live donkey ; and there’s a six-
penny bit for you that are—to keep up your
courage ; and when he’s dead you shall have his
skin—to shave by.”

¢ Excellent ! Most admirable!” shouted Mr.
Raikes. ¢“ Franco, you heard? Fred?!”

““ First-rate |’ was the unanimous response
from the curricle : nor was Old Tom altogether
displeased at the applause of his audience. The
receiver of the sixpenny bit gratified his contempt
by spinning it in the air, and remarking to his
comrade, as it fell : ¢ Do for the beggars.”

‘“Must be a lord |” interjected Old Tom.
¢ Ain’t that their style ?”

Mr. Raikes laughed mildly. ¢ When I was in
Town, sir, on my late fortunate expedition, I
happened to be driving round St. Paul’s. Rather
a crush. Some particular service going on. In
my desire to study humanity in all its aspects, I
preferred to acquiesce in the blockade of carriages
and avoid manslaughter. My optics were attracted
by several effulgent men that stood and made a
blaze at the lofty doors of the cathedral. Nor
mine alone. A dame with an umbrella—she like-
wise did regard the pageant show. ‘Sir,’ says
she to me. I leaned over to her, affably—as
usual. ‘Sir, can you be so good as to tell me
the names of they noblemen there?’ Atrocious
grammar is common among the people, but a
gentleman passes it by : it being his duty to under-
stand what is meant by the poor creatures. You
langh, sir! You agree with me. Consequently
I looked about me for the representatives of the
country's pride. ¢ What great lords are they?’
she repeats. I followed the level of her umbrells,
and felt—astonishment was uppermost. Should
I rebuke her ? Should I enlighten her? Never,
T said to myself : but one, a wretch, a brute, had
not these scruples, ¢Them ’ere chaps, ma'am?’
says he. ‘Lords, ma'am? why, Lor’ bless you,
they’re the Lord Mayor's footmen 1’ The illusion
of her life was scattered! I mention the circum-
stance to show you, sir, that the mistake is per-
fectly possible. Of course, the old dame in ques-
tion, if a woman of a great mind, will argue that
supposing Lord Mayor's footmen to be plumed
like estridges—gorgeous as the sun at Midsummer,
what must Lord Mayors be, and semperannual
Lords, and so on to the pinnacle *—the footmen

the basis of the aristocratic edifice. Then again
she may say, Can nature excel that magnificent
achievement 1 behold, and build upon it? She
may decide that nature cannot. Hence democratic
leanings in her soul! For me, I know and can
manage them. Thomas! hand in my card. Mr.
John Feversham Raikes.”

Mr. Raikes spoke peremptorily ; but a wink
aud the glimpse of his comic face exhibited his
manner of management.

““And tell my lady, Tom Cogglesby’s come,”
added the owner of that name. ‘‘ Be off.”

““M.P. let us hope we may shortly append,”
pursued Jack. ¢ Methinks 'tis a purer ambition
to have a tail than a handle to one’s name. Sir
John F. Raikes were well. John F. Raikes, M.P.,
is to the patriotic intelligence better. 1 have
heard also—into mine ear it hath been whisperdd
—+that of yon tail a handle may be made.”

“If your gab was paid by the yard, you'd have
& good many thousands a year,” Old Tom inter-
rupted this monologue.

“You flatter me,” returned Jack, sincerely.
¢“The physiologists have said that I possess an
eloquent feature or so. Ciceronic lips.”

¢ How was it you got away from the menagerie
~—¢ch ?” gaid Old Tom.

¢ By the assistance of the jolliest old bear in
the word, I believe,” Mr. Raikes replied. *In
life I ride on kis broad back : he to posterity shall
ride on mine.”

““Ha! that'll do,” said Old Tom, for whom Mr.
Raikes was too strong.

““May we come to an understanding before we
part, sir?” continued the latter. ¢ Your allusion
to a certain endroit—surely I am not wrong?
Indiscreet, perhaps, but the natural emotions of
gratitude !—a word would much relieve me.”

¢¢ Go about your business,” cried Old Tom ; and
was at that moment informed that her ladyship
would see him, and begged Mr. Raikes to make
himself at home.

¢ Artful {” mused Mr. Raikes, as Old Tom
walked away: ¢ Artful! but T have thee by a
clue, my royal Henry. Thy very secret soul I
can di Strange fits of generosity are thine,
beneath a rough exterior; and for me, I'd swear
thee client of the Messrs. Grist.”

Mentally delivering this, Mr. Raikes made his
way towards a company he perceived on the lawn.
His friend Harrington chanced to be closeted with
Sir Franks : the Countess de Saldar was in her
chamber : no one was present whom he knew but
Miss Jocelyn, who welcomed him very cordially,
and with one glance of her eyes set the mercurial
youth thinking whether they ought to come to
explanations before or after dinner; and of the
advantages to be derived from a good matrimonial
connexion, by a young member of our Parliament.
He soon let Miss Jocelyn see that he had wit,
affording her deep indications of a poetic soul;
and he as much as told her, that, though merry
by nature, he was quite capable of the melan-
choly fascinating to her sex, and might shortly be
seen under that aspect. He got on remarkably
well till Laxley joined them ; and then, despite
an excessive condescension on his part, the old
Fallowfield sore was rubbed, "and . in| & brisk
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passage of arms between them, Mr. John Raikes
was compelled to be the victor—to have the last
word and the best, and to win the laughter of
Rose, which was as much to him as a confession
of love from that young lady. Then Juliana came
out, and Mr. Raikes made apologies to her, reject-
ing her in the light of a spouse at the first
perusal of her face. Then issued forth the swim-
ming Countess de Saldar, and the mutual cour-
tesies between her and Mr. Raikes were elaborate,
prolonged, and smacking prodigiously of Louis
Quatorze. But Rose suffered laughter to be seen
struggling round her mouth; and the Countess
dismayed Mr. Raikes by telling him he would be
perfect by-and-by, and so dislocating her fair self
from the ridicule she opened to him: a stroke
which gave him sharp twinges of uneasiness, and
an immense respect for her. The Countess sub- |
sequently withdrew him, and walked him up and |
down, and taught him many new things, and '
so affected him by her graces, that Mr. John !
Raikes had a passing attack of infidelity to the
heiress.

While this lull occurs, we will follow Tom
Cogglesby, as he chooses to be called.

Lady Jocelyn rose on his entering the library,
and walking up to him, encountered him with a .
kindly full face.

¢ So I see you at last, Tom ?” she said, without
releasing his hand ; and Old Tom mounted patches
of red in his wrinkled cheeks, and blinked, and
betrayed a singular antiquated bashfulness, which
ended, after a mumble of ¢ Yes, there he was, and
he hoped her ladyship was well,” by his seeking
refuge in a chair, where he sat hard, and fixed
his attention on the leg of a table.

*Well, Tom, do you find much change in me?”
she was woman enough to continue.

He was obliged to look up.

¢« Can’t say I do, my lady.”

. *Don’t you see the grey hairs, Tom ?”

‘¢ Better than a wig,” rejoined he.

Was it true that her ladyship had behaved
rather ill to Old Tom in her youth? Excellent
women have been naughty girls, and young beau-
ties will have their train. Tt is also very possible
that Old Tom had presumed upon trifles, and
found it difficult to forgive her his own folly.

¢ Preferable to a wig? Well, I would rather
see you with your natural thatch. You're bent,
too. You look as if you had kept away from
Beckley a little too long.”

“Told you, my lady, I should® come when your
daughter was marriageable.

“Oho! that's it? I thought it was the
Election.”

*¢ Election be—hem !—beg pardon, my lady.”

¢ Swear, Tom, if it relieves you. I think it bad
to check an oath or a sneeze.”

“I'm come to see you on business, my lady, or
I shouldn’t have troubled you.”

¢ Malice 7"

““You'll see I don’t bear any, my lady.”

“Ah! if you bad only sworn roundly twenty-
five years ago, what a much younger man you
would have been! and a brave capital old friend
whom T should not have missed all that time.”

“Come!” cried Old Tom, varying his eyes

rapidly between her ladyship's face and the floor,
¢ you acknowledge I had reason to.”

¢ Mais, cela va sans dire.”

¢« Cobbler’s sons ain't acholars, my lady.”

¢¢ And are not all in the habit of throwing their
fathers in our teeth, I hope!”

0ld Tom wriggled in his chair. “ Well, my
lady, I'm not going to make a fool of myself at
my time o’ life. Needn’t be alarmed now. You've
got the bell-rope handy and a husband on the
premises.”

Lady Jocelyn smiled, stood up, and went to
him. ¢TI like an honest fist,” she said, taking
his. “We're not going to be doubtful friends,
and we won't snap and snarl. That’s for
people who're independent of wigs, Tom. I find,
for my part, that a little grey on the top of my
head cools the temper amazingly. I used to be
rather hot once.”

¢ You could be peppery, my lady.”

¢ Now I'm cool, Tom, and so must you be; or,
if you fight, it must be in my cause, as you did
when you thrashed that saucy young carter. Do
you remember?”

«If you'll sit ye down, my lady, I'll just tell
you what I'm come for,” said Old Tom, who
plainly showed that he did remember, and was
alarmingly softened by her ladyship’s retention of
the incident.

Lady Jocelyn returned to her place.

‘“You've got a marriageable daughter, my
My ’ ”

] suppose we may call her 80,” said Lady
Jocelyn, with a composed glance at the ceiling.

¢’Gaged to be married to any young chap ?”

 You must put the question to her, Tom.”

s Ha! I don’t want to see her.”

At this Lady Jocelyn looked slightly relieved.
Old Tom continued,

¢ Happen to have got a little money—not so
much as many a lord’s got, I dare say; such as
'tis, there ’tis. Young fellow I know wants a
wife, and he shall have best part of it. WIill that
suit ye, my lady?”

Lady Jocelyn folded her hands. ¢ Certainly;
I've no objection. What it has to do with me I
can't perceive.”

¢« Ahem!” went Old Tom. It won't hurt
your daughter to be married now, will it?”

““Oh! my daughter is the destined bride of
your ¢ young fellow,”” said Lady Jocelyn. ‘Is
that how it’s to be ?”

¢ She ”—Old Tom cleared his throat—*¢she
won't marry a lord, my lady ; but she—hem—if
she don’t mind that—'ll have a deuced sight more
hard cash than many lord’s son’d give her, and a
young fellow for a husband, sound in wind and
limb, good bone and muscle, speaks grammar and
two or three languages, and—"

“Stop1” cried Lady Jocelyn. *‘I hope this is
not a prize young man ? If he belongs, at his age, to
the unco guid, I refuse to take him for a son-in-
law, and I think Rose will, too.”

0ld Tom burst out vehemently: ‘“He's a
damned good young fellow, though he isn't a
lo "

““Well,” said Lady Jocelyn, “I've no doubt
you're in earnest, Tom. ~It’s curious, for this
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morning Rose has come to me and given me the
first chapter of a botheration, which she declares
is to end in the common rash experiment. What
is your ‘young fellow’s’ name? Who is he?
What is he ?”

““Won't take my guarantee, my lady ?”

¢ Rose—if she marries—must have a name, you
know ?”

Old Tom hit his knee. ¢ Then there’s a pill
for ye to swallow, for he ain’t the son of a
lord.”

¢¢ That's swallowed, Tom. What is he?”

‘ He's the son of a tradesman, then, my lady.”
And Old Tom watched her to note the effect he
had produced.

¢ More’s the pity,” was all she remarked.

¢ And he’ll have his thousand a-year to start
with ; and he's a tailor, my lady.”

Her ladyship opened her eyes.

¢ Harrington’s his name, my lady.
whether you ever heard of it.”

Lady Jocelyn flung herself back in her chair.
¢ The queerest thing I ever met ! said she.

‘¢ Thousand a-year to start with,” Old Tom went
on, and if she marries—I mean if he marries her,
I'll settle a thousand per ann. on the first baby—
boy or gal.”

“Hum! Is this gross collusion, Mr. Tom?”
Lady Jocelyn inquired.

¢ What does that mean ?”

¢“Have you spoken of this before to any
one?”

“I haven’t, my lady. Decided on it this
morning. Hem ! you got a son, too. He's fond
of a young gal, or he ought to be. I'll settle him
when I've settled the daughter.”

‘ Harry is strongly attached to a dozem, I
believe,” said his mother. ¢ Well, Tom, we’ll
think of it. I may as well tell you : Rose has just
been here to inform me that this Mr. Harrington
has turned her head, and that she has given
her troth and all that sort of thing. I believe
such was not to be laid to my charge in my
day.”

‘ You were open enough, my lady,” said Old
Tom. She's fond of the young fellow? She'll
have a pill to swallow ! poor young woman !”

Old Tom visibly chuckled. Lady Jocelyn had
& momentary temptation to lead him out, but
she did not like the subject well enough to play
with it.

¢¢ Apparently Rose has swallowed it,” she said.

“‘ Goose, shears, cabbage, and all!” muttered
old Tom. “Got a stomach!—she knows he’s a
tailor, then ? The young fellow told her ? He hasn't
been playing the lord to her?”

¢ As far as he's concerned, 1 think he has
beeu tolerably honest, Tom, for & man and a
lover.”

‘““And told her he was born and bound a
tailor 7”7

¢ Rose certainly heard it from him.”

Slapping his knee, Old Tom cried : ¢‘Bravo!”
For though one part of his nature was disap-
pointed, and the best part of his plot disarranged,
he liked Evan’s proceeding and felt warm at what
seemed to him Rose’s scorn of rank.

¢‘She must be a good gal, my lady. She couldn’t

Don’t know

{ 'a got it from ’tother side. Got it from you. Not
that you. ”

““No,” said Lady Jocelyn, apprehending him.
“I'm afraid I have no Republican virtues. I'm
afraid I should have rejected the pill. Don’t be
angry with me,” for Old Tom looked sour
again ; “I like birth and position, and worldly
advantages, and, notwithstanding Rose’s pledge
of the instrument she calls her heart, and in spite
of your offer, I shall, I tell you honestly, counsel
her to have nothing to do with—"

¢ Anything less than lords,” Old Tom struck
in. *Very well. Are ye going to lock her up,
my lady?”

“No. Nor shall I whip her with rods.”

‘¢ Leave her free to her choice ?”

¢ She will have my advice. That I shall give
her. And I shall take care that before she makes
a step she shall know exactly what it leads to.
Her father, of course, will exercise his judgment.”
(Lady Jocelyn said this to uphold the honour of Sir
Franks, knowing at the same time perfectly well
that he would be wheedled by Rose). ¢ confess
I like this Mr. Harrington. But it's a great mis-
fortune for him to have had a notorious father.
A tailor should certainly avoid fame, and this
young man will have to carry his father on his
back. He'll never throw the great Mel off.”

Tom Cogglesby listened, and was really asto-
nished at her ladyship’s caln reception of his

roposal.

¢ Shameful of him! shamecful!” he muttered
perversely : for it would have made (ld Tom deso-
late to have had to change his opinion of her
ladyship after cherishing it, and consoling himself
with it five-and-twenty years. Fearing the ap-
proach of softness, he prepared to take his leave.

¢ Now—your servant, my lady. I stick to my
word, mind : and if your people here are willing,
I—TI've got a candidate up for Fall’field—I'll knock
him down, and you shall sneak in your Tory.
Servant, my lady.”

Old Tom rose to go. Lady Jocelyn took his
hand cordially, though she could not help smiling
at the humility of the cobbler’s son in his manner
of speaking of the Tory candidate.

“Won't you stop with us a few days?”

““I'd rather not, I thank ye.”

““ Won't you see Rose ?”

1 won't. Not till she’s married.”

¢¢ Well, Tom, we’re friends now ?”

¢ Not aware I've ever done you any harm, my
lady. ”» .

*‘ Look me in the face.”

The trial was hard for him. Though she had
been five-and-twenty years a wife she was stil
very handsome: but he was not going to be
melted, and when the perverse old fellow obeyed
her, it was with an aspect of resolute disgust that
would have made any other woman indignant.
Lady Jocelyn langhed.

¢ Why, Tom, your brother Andrew’s here, and
makes himself comfortable with us. We rode by
Brook’s farm the other day. Do you remember
Copping’s pond—how we dragged it that night?
‘What days we had !”

Old Tom tugged once or twice at his imprisoned

fist, while these youthful frolics of his too stupid
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self and the wild and beautiful Miss Bonner were
being recalled.

¢« remember!” he said savagely, and reaching
the door hurled out: *‘ And I remember the Bull-
dogs, too !—servant, my lady.”

in his ears.

Lady Jocelyn had not laughed. She had done
no more than look and esmile kindly on the old
boy. It was at the Bull-dogs, a fall of water on
the borders of the park, that Tom Cogglesby, then
a hearfy young man, had been guilty of his folly :
had mistaken her frank friendliness for a return
of his passion, and his stubborn vanity still attri-
buted her rejection of his suit to the fact of his
descent from a cobbler, or, as he put it, to her
infernal worship of rank.

¢ Poor old Tom !” said her ladyship when alone.
¢ He’s rough at the rind, but sound at the core.”
She had no idea of the long revenge Old Tom
cherished, and had just shaped into a plot to be
equal with her for the Bull-dogs !

(To be continued.)

JAPANESE FRAGMENTS.
BY CAPTAIN SHERARD OSBORN, R.N.

TR Japanese Ambassadors are in the United
States. The slavery and anti-slavery members
have ceased squabbling about that line over
which they may use very unparliamentary lan-
guage, but must not stride. Bowie knives and
gouging apparatus have been sheathed pro tem.,
and shooting at sight deferred, in order that the
Envoys of H.I.M., the Taikoon of Japan, be pro-
perly received, and that a favourable impression
be made on their eastern intellects of the culmi-
nating civilisation of American institutions. What
a charming relief it must be for that grey-headed
chief magistrate of the Great Republic to forget
the perils of a committee of both houses especially
delegated to destroy a reputation founded on forty
years of public service, and to explain to the fresh
untutored 'ambassadors of an Eastern Potentate
the blessings of universal suffrage, and the absence
of hereditary right. They will come here to
England, it i3 to be hoped,—and before all
England has gone to bathe, shoot, and yacht.
But if not, we must take them to the Iale of
Wight, and show them our big Trafalgars and
pretty Blue-bells. We can take them to our great
marts of Liverpool and Manchester. We can

. show them Aldershott and Portsmouth, Oxford

and London—but London out of season. They
must go to the North, and if we can only get the
Kamis into knickerbockers, we may show them
Ben Nevis, and remind them feebly of their own
beautiful mountain scenery, and we can at least
send them away convinced that we are not, all,
robbers of gold, or defrauders of foreign customs,
a8 their countrymen very naturally suppose; and

that although we possess an uncommon good |
opinion of ourselves, and do most things with a

high hand, except where Americans, French, or
Russians are concerned, that still we are not such
a bad set of fellows after all : and hulf-pay officers
snd workh paupers excepted, are fairly clothed,
{airly fed, and fairly gov

=

|

With which he |
effected a retreat to avoid a ringing laugh he heard

It is necessary, however, that we should rub up
our knowledge of the people whose ruler has thus
sent an embassy to report upon European manners
and customs ; and as the Japanese have for three
centuries refused all intercourse with Europe, we
are obliged to go back to ancient documents for
much of what we wish to know touching that
empire, or of the singular and interesting people
dwelling within its boundaries.

Comparing that information with the observa-
tions and notes made by us and other recent
visitors to Japan, we are struck with the strange
immutability of many of the characteristics of the
people, and of the institutions under which they
have lived for three centuries, whilst, unlike the
Chinese, the arts and sciences, the manufactures
and industrial produce of the country have ad-
vanced considerably. The little compilation, a
¢“Cruise in Japanese Waters,” which was so
favourably received by the public, was written
under all the advantages on the one hand of fresh
impressions, and on the other hand, amidst the
multifarious duties of an officer commanding a
man-of-war, it was consequently impossible to
embody in it all the notes hastily thrown together,
or to correct and enlarge upon them from old
works that T was well aware existed in abund-
ance, touching the condition of the people and
country, at a time when it was unreservedly
open to Europeans of all denominations. Here
in England, in the noble library of the British
Museum, we have a fund of valuable informa-
tion which may, I believe—and the reader shall
be my judge—be profitably explored, and I
bring to that ancient knowledge modern informa-
tion, and, what is better still, a series of native
illustrations procured in the city of Yedo itself,
which will bring before us in vivid relief the
scenery, the towns and villages, the highways and
byways of that strange land—the costumes, tastes,
and, I might almost say, the feelings of the people
—so skilful are Japanese artists in the Hogarth-like
quality of transferring to their sketches the cha-
racteristics of passing scenes.

It is many centuries since Europe heard of
Japan, yet our information of her is still fragmen-
tary. The early traders, like our modern ones,
did not willingly impart their knowledge lest it
should interfere with large profits. The mis-
sionaries of that day, the followers of Ignatius
Loyola and St. Francis, looked to little else
than the ecclesiastical points involved in their dis-
coveries or progress, and, with rare exceptions, it
was not until the Hollander and Englishman
commenced to supersede the Portuguese and
Spaniards that reliable or valuable information
touching the geography, the polity, and social
condition of the Japanese Empire begun to be
recorded—and then in such forms! Such huge
tomes, such ponderous volumes wrapt in quaint
language and mouldy learnedness. One turns in
despair from the endless miracles recorded by
worthy fathers who lived surrounded by raging
heathens and affrighted bonzes, to the wonderful
dissertations of worthy John Ogilby, master of the
revels to our Cbarles IL of glorious memory.
He insists upon travelling to and fro between
Miaco and Thebes, Yedo/and Ancient Athens, or

e




ore and leave his dross, and then clutch sweet
Purchas, who startles us by stating, on authority
which may not be denied, that in Japan, ¢ where
our countryman Williams Adams doth now re-
side, and hath been there these many years, there-
fore hath better means to know than any one,”
there are two mountains, one of which casteth
out flames, and where the Devil might be seenin a
bright cloud by such as prepared themselves for
the sight by due preparation of mind and body!
For a moment we trembled. Could this be our

- L I ’,—/
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Rome. By dint of perseverance we extract his [ beautiful Fusi-hama, the ¢¢matchless one of

Ni-pon?” Was she like other peerless ones, merely
a snare and a delusion, handing her votaries over
to the Evil One in a bright and dazzling cloud?
Gracios a Dios! No; further on we recognised
her, for the ancient writer mentioned another
mountain, our Fusi-hama, as being ** many leagues
higher than the clouds.” Bother that burning
mountain and its unpleasant occupant : we felt so
relieved, and turning to our ‘‘ Hundred Phases of
the Matchless Mountain,” published in Yedo, we
rejoiced like the travellers who, in the early

Travellers. First view of Fusi-hama. (Fac-simile.)

morn, halt on the highway, and gaze upon her
grand proportions in wonderment and love as she
towers above that great empire, and daily bleases
the millions at her feet.

But let us begin our tale of Japan, and try to
carry our reader back to the old, old time, A.D.
1300, when Venice and Genoa were as great as we
yet hope they will, one day, again become. It
was, then, five centuries and a half ago, that
Zipangu, the Chinese barbarism for Nipon, was

‘first heard of in Europe, and that through the nar-

ration of the brothers Polo. They had just
returned from their wanderings and sojournings
in Tartary and China, and men hardly knew what
to believe of the marvels they related.

That first news of Nipon was brief, yet ad-
mirably calculated to awaken the curiosity and
cupidity of races who had for ever been accus-

tomed to look to the remotest East, as a land of
wondrous wealth, where gold, precious stones, and

almost as precious spices, were as dross. Lands.

which, if the mail-clad warlike sons of Western
Europe could only reach, their strong arms and
stout hearts would enable each impoverished knight
and desperate soldier to carve out a kingdom for
himself. Marco Polo had not visited Japan, but
he had dwelt long in China ; he was the first and
last European who ever held office under the
Chinese Government, and it was from the Chinese
that he had learnt of the great islands to the east-
ward. ¢ Zipangu !” for g0 he calls Nipon, ¢‘is an
island in the Eastern sea, very great in size ; the
people of a white complexion, of gentle behaviour,
—in religion idolators,—and they have a king of
their own. They have gold in great plenty ; their
king permits no exportation of it, and they who have
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been to that country—and they are few—report
the king’s house to be covered with gold (as
churches are here with lead), gilded windows, and
that they also have many jewels ! ”

We can imagine the excitement in the stately
palaces, and on the marble quays of Venice, when
her merchants read this tale, the truth of much of
which was subsequently proved ; and how they
longed that their ¢ talle shippes,” ¢ those proud
argosies,” which had explored the inhospitable
coasts of Northern Europe, and penetrated to the
further shores of the Cimmerian Bosphorus, should
likewise attain and secure for the Queen of the
Adriatic the promised wealth of that wondrous
Zipangu.

They had not, however, been the first to
break the Tenth Commandment—to covet that
which Providence had given unto others—and
Marco Polo relates how his great patron, the con-
queror of China, Kublai Khan, had been stimu-
lated to bring the Britain of the Pacific under his
paternal sway. Small measure of small
persuasion would have fallen to the fair-skinned
dwellers in Nipon or Zipangu, could Kublai have
reached them with his Tartar hordes. Dieu merci !/
horses may not swim the dewp sea, and a small
breadth of blue water stayed the charge of the
Tartar cut-throat of the olden day, as we trust it
may do the pas accelerée of the more modern
Zouaves or Turcos into our own good land. Kublai
Khan proceeded therefore to expound certain phi-
losophical principles to the Wang or King of
Nipen, in a communication which would vie, in
some respects, with similar documents that we
have seen of late years appear from other great
potentates who dwell nearer to the meridian of
Greenwich. We give it verbatim as a charming
exemplification of the ancient fable of the wolf
and the lamb.

The *¢ exalted Emperor of the Mongols” from
his capital of Cambolu, supposed to be the pre-
sent Pekin, writes in the year of Grace, 1278,
to the Wang, or King of Nipon, as follows :

“] am a prince of a formerly small state to
which the adjacent lands have united themselves,
and my endeavour is to make inviolable truth and
friendship reign among us. What is more, my
ancestors have, in virtue of their splendid warrant
from Heaven, taken possession of Hia dominions
(? China). The number of distant countries and
of remote cities that fear our power, and love our
virtue, passes computation. Nipon lies near, and
has, from the beginning held intercourse with the
central empire. But, during my reign, not a
gingle envoy has appeared to open a friendly in-
tercourse with me. I apprehend that this state
of things is not, as yet, well known in your coun-
try, wherefore I send envoys with a letter to make
you acquainted with my views, and I hope we
shall understand each other. Already philosophers
desire to see the whole world form one family.
But how may this one family principle be carried
into effect if friendly intercourse subsist not
between us? I am resolved to call this principle
into existence, even should I be obliged to do so
by force of arms| It is now the business of the
Wang of Nipon to decide what course is most
agreeable to him!”

As a specimen of imperial correspondence, in
the year of Grace, 1278, we may say that this
document is not an uninteresting one, though
it failed in convincing the ruler of Japan (then
called the Zio-goon) of the advisability of enter-
ing into ‘‘amity and friendship” with such a
ruffian. Kublai proceeded to enforce his argu-
ments, and a mighty fleet put forth from the
shores of the wide-spreading Yangstye-keang to
the shallow waters, and hardier climes of Pe-
chalee and the hosts of Tartary sailed for the
subjugation of the Isles of the Day-dawn. It
was another Armada, and met with the same
well-deserved fate. Storms swept the rocky shores
of Kin-su, the southernmost island of the Japanese
group, and by shipwreck, famine, and the sword of
the islanders, nearly all that vast force perished.

Yet, in days still more remote, a peaceful coun-
quest of Japan had been effected by the swarming
hive of human beings located in the great plain
which forms the heart of China. The Chinese
dwelling in that rich valley of the Yangstye-
keang appear from the earliest ages to have been
the prey of their neighbours, or else to have been
constantly over-run by fresh inroads from thoso
wide plains of Mongolia whence they derived their
origin. Pressed on by the sword of a conqueror, or
tleeing from the plague, pestilence, and famine which
followed in his path, it was but natural, whilss
portions of the Chinese masses fled over the lofty
mountain ranges which lie south of the Yangstze,
and so reached the rich provinces which now con-
stitute the tropical portion of that great empire,
that another exodus took place from the seaboard,
whence the unhappy fugitives took ship and fled
eastward across the great ocean, in search of that
peace and security which was donied them at
home. Chinese and Japanese records happily
approximate in their dates of one such exodus;
and, taking the latter as our guide, we learn that
about 300 years before the advent of the Saviour,
there arrived from the ‘setting sun” (China) a
number of beneficent strangers, led by one who
combined, like another Moses, the triple office of
legislator, high priest, and generalissimo. This
great leader, Sin-fuh, has since been deified in
Japan : but the occasion of his peaceful invasion
of that land is otherwise explained by the myth-
loving historians of China. They tell, that during
the reign of one Hwang-te, 300 couple of young
men and women were sent across the eastern sea
in search of the waters of immortality ; and that
these wanderers elected one Sin-fuh as their
leader, and, under his skilful guidance, after
dire adventures by sea and land, reached the
pleasant shores of Nipon—it was their Canaan.
It is more than probable that the aboriginal race
then found in Kiu-siu and Nipon Islands was of
those same Ainos who now dwell in Yesso and
the Kurile Islands; and the sword, as well as the
milder influence of a superior civilisation, had
doubtless much to do with the moulding of the
Japanese people and government into what we
now find them. From the reign of this warrior-
priest, Sin-fuh, date most of the arts and sciences
now existing in that country, and his rule
must have rapidly spread from the southern
portion of the empire as far as the latitude of
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Yedo, the present capital; for it is said that,
although he only lived 150 years, his death took
place upon Mount Fusi-hama, the Matchless-
mountain of Japan. That lofty and beautiful
peak is the Sinai of the Japanese islander—for
Sin-fuh, with great wisdom, and still better
taste, did not trust to the grateful memory of
his countrymen for a monument to his fame, or

to perishable statues of marble and brass, but
identitied his life and death with the handi-
work of the great Creator. If the Japanese
records tell truly, their wonderful cone of Fusi-
hama was projected upward by volcanic action
during the lifetime of Sin-fuh, and the thunders
of the Deity might have been possibly invoked by
the Japanese legislator, to confirm his authority,

Pilgrims to Fusi-hama. (Fac-simile.)

as was done in the olden time by the great
Israclite at Sinai. Sin-fooism, the ancient faith
of the Japanese islander, has its stronghold in
that mountain, and in the type of strength, purity,
and grandeur which it represents, On its crest is
the supposed resting-place of the founder of that
faith, and thither have wended the devout of all
times in earnest pilgrimage.

Everything in Japan reminds the visitor of
this prevailing faith. The love of the people for
Fusi-hama in all her phases, and the thousand
scenes incident to the yearly pilgrimage to its
summit, are the favourite topic of her literati,
and the constant subject of her artists’ pencils.

Amongst other graphic illustrations of the toil
and danger undergone by Japanese devotees, we
give a fac-simile of one, which brings vividly
before us the ‘ antres vast and deserts idle”
through which they have to wend their way ; and
we can sympathise with the Alpine Club as they
view our fac-simile, and regret that no artist has
been found in Europe who could as truthfully
pourtray their deeds of daring at the shrine of
their mountain goddess. There is, however, one
hope left for them. A talented Japanese artist is
in the suite of this foreign embassy: we should
recommend them to engage him to illustrate their
next work.
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The faith of Sin-fuh, and the theocracy founded !

by him, lasted nigh upon twelve hundred years,
to A.p. 1150, about a century before Kublai Khan,
desirous of making war for an idea, made an
attack upon the liberties of the Japanese. Those
twelve centuries, however, were chequered with
an average amount of intestine wars and rebel-
lions, and a warlike spirit was fostered, which
tended to the extension of the race over the whole
of Nipon Island and a portion of Yesso, the
original dwellers being thrust northward, or
destroyed. 1In that period of time, and prior to
Kublai's attempt, there was evidently frequent
intercourse with the Chinese Empire, though no
acknowledgment of its supremacy, and it was
doubtless through the traders between Japan and
China that Kublai Khan learnt of the wealth and
importance of the ¢‘ Land of the Day-dawn,” and
with becoming modesty desired to bring it under
his beneficent sway. A hundred years, however,
before this attempt was made, the Priest-kings,
or Dairi, now called Mikados, of Japan, had
almost resigned the executive control to the repre-
sentative of the military forces of the empire.
The tirst Zio-goon, or executive ruler of Japan,
crushed out the rébellious spirit of the great
feudal barons, who, of course, under an ecclesias-
tical sway, had been nigh independent, and he
then placed the head of the church in a secondary
position, tendering him allegiance, however, and
using his ecclesiastical influence for the purposes
of the state. Fresh energy had thus been imparted
to the ancient empire founded by Sin-fuh, and
Japan was in no mood to bow to Kublai Khan,
The storms which sweep the seas of this Eastern
Britain stood Mikado and Zio-goon, priest and
soldier, in good stead ; and, elated by their first
success in resisting the onslanght of the Chinese
armies and fleets, they passed an edict, that
‘¢ Henceforth no Mongol subject should set foot in
Nipon under pain of death!” Brave words! of
which Kublai Khan tested the sincerity, by rashly
despatching an envoy and suite to summon its
promulgators to pay tribute ; and when the Zio-
goon, true to his word, executed them on the
sea-board of his kingdom, the indignant conqueror
of many realms launched forth another host, to
perish as the first had done ; and Kublai brought
upon all the sea-board of China the curse of a
desolating retaliation by Japanese marauders.

i Through centuries the recollection of that attempt

to rob them of their independence, sharpened the
sword and nerved the arm of the bold pirates
from Nipon, and the Chinese trader ceased to tra-
verse the narrow valley of waters which divided
the plains of the Yangstye-keang from the rocky
iron-bound coasts of Zipangu. The traffic between
the two countries, and traffic there must have
been, now passed entirely into the hands of the
Japanese seamen, whom the Chinese historians
quaintly paint as half robber, half merchant,
strongly resembling those early merchant-explorers
from whom we, in Great Britain, date our com-
mercial and maritime greatness,

Whilst such was the state of affairs in Japan,
the news brought by Marco Polo to Europe was
working—a little leaven was leavening the enter-
prising spirit of Christendom. Cathay and Zi-

pangu were the goal of popes and kings, priests
and soldiers ; and a real knowledge of the earth’s
surface was unrolling itself before the genius and
cupidity of Europe. Whilst, therefore, Spaniards,
Portuguese, Dutch, and English are rapidly
struggling towards the land where ¢ the king’s
house was covered with gold,” let us look upon
the fair kingdom of Japan.
(To be continued.)

THE LONDON SEASON.

THiIs season is not like most others that we have
known. It has afforded a practical answer to the
question why we English people have selected the
most beautiful time of the year for abandoning
our country houses and green retreats, and bury-
ing ourselves in the heart of a noisy, dusty, stuffy,
burning city. The country is not green, and the
town is not hot—not half as hot as it should be
for comfort. It is all very well to talk of the
romantic aspects of Nature; but surely since last
Easter we have rather desiderated cheerful rooms
and bright fires and genial assemblages of hearty
people, with curtains drawn, and what is called
‘¢ Nature ” carefully excluded, than any tarrying
by waterfalls, or coquetry at night with celestial
phenomena. The nightingales have all suffered
from sore throats: and some time back when I
heard a cuckoo in Richmond Park attempting his
usual monotonous call, it was done in so peevish a
manner that I had not the heart to turn a four-
penny-bit for luck’s sake. How the people in
Covent Garden have got their flowers it is difficult
to say. I should rather have expected to seo
violets growing at Charing Cross, and primroses
upon Ludgate Hill, than in the few fields and
hedge-rows which it has been my misfortune to
see during the last few months.

But, to speak the truth, even at ordinary times,
when the terrestrial gases have not been mixed up
in such universal hubbub as they have been during
the last months of shipwreck, and hurricane, and
deluge, when things which should be green are green,
and when the ground is pied with daisies where
daisies ought to be, and the white-thorns keep
their fragrant appointments with the exactest
punctuality,—these should rather be taken as
relishes and contrastp to life in London during the
London season, than as substitutes for all that
London can show at such a time. With the best
inclination to sympathise with all human pursuits,
it is hard to see how a man, in order to employ
himself most worthily, should avoid the society of
his fellow men. Why should not a Londoner
grow sentimental about Wardour Street as well as
a Highland gentleman—TI have no wish to twit
him with his little peculiarities—about Glenlivat ?
As T walk about the streets of London—oftentimes
by night—those dull brick houses are full of
echoes of past days. I could tell you how the
flutings lie on the marble mantel-pieces, and
where the easy-chair on which the grandfather
sits must be placed because it would not fit any
other part of the room. There was the kindly
welcome, and the ready jest, and the little tiffs,
and the large reconciliations with the young
ladies, and the plans for the coming season, and
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all that makes life delightful to the feelings and
the senses, and now all that is quite, quite gone !
Were T to knock at the door now, and race up
the stairs as of old, Betty would be overcome, and
the excellent head of the family inside would give
me in charge on the suspicion of having a design
against the great-coats and umbrellas. No poetry
in London! No poetry save & man is sitting and
sneezing on a swab of wet moss—a Highland
piper being at hand with one of those horrid in-
struments of torture applied to his hard, horny
lips! Why, one could write a sonnet about South
Andley Street.

But if London at all times is better than any
other place you could name, what is it not during
the seasom, when every joy is at its climax, and
when all your friends and acquaintances from all
parts of the country, and from all parts of the
continent, and from all parts of the world, come
dropping in thick as gnats used to be in summer
evenings—when there were summer evenings, and
there were gnats. I know that some unneigh-
bourly sort of people will have it that London is
most delightful in September, when everybody is
out of town, and the Hindu sweeper in Saint
James’s Square leaves off peddling with the unpro-
fitable mud at his crossing, and, folding his arms
across his breast, meekly gives in to Budhism.
Of course London is pleasant in September when
the seat of empire is your own—but it is pleasant
as gleep is after toil, or night after day. I like,
as well as any man, to have the library in the
club entirely to myself, and to moralise in the
deserts of Old Bond Street, but human nature
has also its social and its gorgeous side. I
have a rich vein of duchesses in my mind,
which I can open up during the London season.
If ever there was a loiterer by old bookshops, and a
lover of old crinkum-crankums of every kind, I am
that idle, useless person : but of all the fair sights
which the London streets can show, the fairest
are those beautiful young maids and matrons
who, as the season grows fervent, are drawn about
in their triumphal cars by horses such as Greece

never dreamed of, for all the testimony of her |
i ful to be brilliant.

Elgin marbles. How all that human ingenuity
could contrive, or human industry procure from

all quarters of the globe, has been lavished on |

these Summer Queens ; and how they take it as a
matter of course, as the rose does its fragrance,
or the humming-bird the iridescence of its
restless wings! What a pity it would be if
humanity could be at all mown down to a dead
level like a lawn, and the heavens, in place of con-
taining the greater and the lesser glories, were all
lit up with myriads of farthing candles, all of
equal dimness. The Londoner who has learned
to enjoy his season properly, and to linger over
its flavour, as a true scholar in wines would trifle
with a beaded glass of amber Sauterne, and bless
the Chéteau-Yquem where it was cradled into
sweetness, knows well what pleasures can be
extracted from the mere contemplation of those
more heroic exemplars of humanity who glide
about the town in such Elysian guise. Arch-
bishop Whately and the economists are right :
you must have duchesses, that it may be well
with the beggars; but for poor Dives, who I pro-

' test to my thinking, was somewhat hardly used,
. there would have been no broken victuals, no
" savoury scraps for starving Lazarus. But these are
knotty points ;—we had best fall back on the
i London season.
i 1 lay no great stress on that false start before
+ Easter. It is but a foretaste, or rather a whet
before the banquet; indeed it might more aptly
: be compared to the tuning-up of the fiddle before
 Signor Costa takes his seat, and with one wave of
his magic wand opens the Palace of Music at a
- blow. If any one should be disposed to take a
 little turn to the French capital before the occur-
" rence of the Easter winter—of late years we have
commonly had snow at that season—if there were
not room for actual commendation, you would
scarcely think him worthy of absolute blame. It is
the time when second and third-rate singers establish
, their failures as facts on the operatic stage. It is
' the time when theatrical managers depend upon
the fag-ends of worn-out themes, and try the
. patience of the public whilst they are burnishing
| up their tinsel and spangles for fresh and unwonted
| effects. It is a time when shabby-genteel people
. who but wish to spread a report about their
| vicinage that they have been up to London * for
the season,” spend a fortnight or three weeks in
town, and return to their usual and congenial
hypocrisies, under the false impression that they
are not found out. There is little good, and much
bad about that false-birth, the London season
before Easter. The real people will not keep
open-houses for shadows. Those who constantly
inhabit London, maintain the even tenor of their
way, and will not suffer themselves to be drawn
into demonstrations which can have no substantial
results. The country pilgrims have not yet
arrived. They wisely stop down in their own
domains, and refuse to bear their part in an idle
mockery. You may notice that this is the time
chosen by the astuter shopkeepers for calling to
their aid the skill of the house-painter and
decorator. They have put their cleanings and
burnishings off till the last moment, that they
may show in full brilliancy when it is most need-
They know what can be
accomplished in three weeks by a combination
between inclement skies and London ¢ blacks,”
and will not make their running till the critical
moment. Their gains before Easter are nothing
but tributes from country cousins, not worthy of
serious account.

When the real season has set in, it seems as
though all persons who can do anything better
than their fellows, in any quarter of the globe,
had descended like & swarm of locusts upon the
town. The Monsieurs, and the Signori, and the
Herrs, flock to our shores with the hope of levy-
ing tribute from the Londoners in one form or
another. One gentleman has a marvellous ut de
poitrine ; another produces musical sounds by
merely thumping his chin; a third can do more
in the conjuring way than has ever been thought
possible before ; a fourth relies for success upon
the intelligent action of a set of well trained
poodles ; a fifth will cure all your ailments by
throwing her- or him- self into a mesmeric con-
dition, and prescribing apt remedies for your
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infirmities ; a sixth will transport you in a trice
to the banks of the Mississippi, or put on a pig-
tail and a Chinese dress, and entertain you with
characteristic songs whilst he takes you up and
down the Yang-tse-Kiang in a couple of hours,
and brings you home to dinner at the appointed
time. Why should not & man like to spend eight
or nine weeks in the midst of this Arabian Night'’s
dream which mortals call the London season?
There is something for all ages, and all conditions
of men. Whether you are a fat baby, and are
rolled about in a perambulator—or a prosy old
gentleman, and take your airings upon a steady
cob—whether your heart’s desire is for sugar-
plums, or a good sleepy discussion of the Church
Rate Question—jyou will ind the means of gratify-
ing it, better than you would do anywhere else, in
London, when the season is at its height.

The season for very serious people is of course
during the May Meetings at Exeter Hall, when so
many olergymen and their healthy country-look-
ing wives are to be seen about the Strand and
Fleet Street. I have not one word to say against | nam
them, or their manner of ordering their lives;
but I am writing for those—I am one of them
myself—who see no harm in spending an evening
with “Normas,” or in idling throughout a summer
evening in Hyde Park, and criticising the horses
and their fair riders. Presently, we will waste a
few minutes with them ; but I would first ask, in
answer to the charge that it is a sin, or a mistake,
to abandon the country at the season of the year
when it is bursting into beautiful life, if this
is really so? What prevents us from riding
about Richmond Park, or up the dark avenue
of horse-chesnuts in Bushy Park, at our pleasure?
There are green lanes Hendon and Edgeware
way ; there are pleasant heaths in Surrey within
a riding distance. There are such events in the
career of a Londoner during the season as little
excursions to Gravesend and Greenwich. Show
me, in any of the English counties, a fairer
spot than Cobham Park with its ash trees and
its deer leaping amongst the tall fern, while
the Medway rolls beneath your feet! He is not
a judicious Londoner who, when the season is in
full swing, does not steal away once and again for
an afternoon up Thames, and spend it in sunny
idleness under the shades of lordly Cliefden, or,
still better, under the dark cool woods of Marlow.
If you long for a whiff of sea-air, is not London
situated on the Sussex coast? Depart to our
Brighton suburb, and when your nerves are re-
struang come back to the heart of the town.
Woodland, heath, river, sea, park, or common—
they are all to be found in and about London, and
are in their prime during the height of the season.

Besides, if any one has a licentious taste for
floral joys, where can it be gratified so highly as
in town? I do not suppose that in any part of
the world such floral exhibitions are to be seen as
in London. The Directors of the Botanic Gardens
in the Regent’s Park and their yoke-fellows of the
Crystal Palace will cater for your taste in this
kind in a way which will outdo your expectations,
or you must be hard, indeed, to please. Flora
holds her Derby days and her Cup days in London,
and if you care to assist at the Olympian struggles

of fruits and flowers, come to London during the
season.

If, again, the inclination of your fancy be for
painting, you must either be a connoisseur with a
hobby, or a sneerer at your own country, or a
professed critic, or, generally, a very uncomfort-
able sort of person, if you do not find much to
afford you gratification; and, indeed, far more
than the critical stomach of most of us can digest
in the three Exhibitions of the Royal Academy,
of the Ancient Masters, and of the old Water
Colourists. Of late years our French friends have
also sent us a collection of pictures during the
London season, which always contains some few
note-worthy performances—now it is one of those
marvellous Horse Fairs, or procession of Spanish
Mules by Rosa Bonheur—now the Duel in the
Snow after the Masked Ball ; but there is always
something which will entertain and instruct you,
if you are not wilfully resolved not to be instructed
or entertained. There is a good week's occupa-
tion for a lover of pictures in the four exhibitions

named—to make no mention of the more perma-
nent galleries, such as those which contain the
Turner and Sheepshanks Collections in the new
buildings at South Kensington.

Do you care for music? London, during the
season, may be said to be the very Delphi of the
musical world. The most famous singers, the
most famous performers in Europe seek, and
readily find, engagements at one or other of the
London Opera Houses. When they have made
their proofs elsewhere they come to us. If a
London manager accepts them, and a London
audience ratifies his choice, they have gained the
blue ribbon of their art, and henceforth are ¢ per-
sonages.” Besides the operas there are concerts
innumerable, in which the most skilful pianists
and violinists, of whom the world knows, are ready
to put forth their full strength for your amuse-
ment. One year we have a Handel Festival, when
the works of the great master are given in a style
which would probably have astonished their
author as much as he has contrived to astonish the
world with the grandeur of his musical concep-
tions. Recently Germany sent us her Cologne
Choir—last week we had amongst us the chosen
members from amongst the French Orphéonistes.
Whatever may have been the case in by-gone
days, it is clear that, in our own, any musical
fanatic might, with safety, leave Paris and
Vienna, and Milan and Naples unvisited ; if his
object be to gratify the most morbid craving
for melody and harmony, let him come to London
during the season.

Thus far we have spoken of a few heads of
attraction—of beautiful women in such crowds
that beanty ceases to be a distinction ; of some of
the loveliest forms of English scenery, and by
which London is surrounded; of fruits and
flowers; of painting and of music. If any one
cares for these things, or any of them, here they
are to be found. But when you have said all this
you have only spoken of the sensuous side of the
London season. But one of the chief causes why
that time is so delightful to a man of intelligent
and energetic mind, is that then the nation is in
its full intellectual stride. During the autumn
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most of us—overworked men as most Londoners
are — geek for recreation or relaxation on the
continent, or at watering-places, or in the
country ; in the period which intervenes between
the return to town and the commencement of the
true season, each oneis merely occupied with hisown
private affairs, but when the parliamentary season,
which is identical in point of time with that which is
commonly spoken of as the London season, has fairly
set in, London is the clearing-house of the world.
‘Whether one be in the right or in the wrong, one
likes to assist at the discussion of the great ques-
tions which are astir. As long as one is upon this
earthly stage it is as well to be an actor in the
scene, and not a mere lounger in the green-room,
nor a critic before the curtain. It is very true,
that at the present moment the immediate deci-
sion of mortal events seems to reside rather in
Paris than in London ; but the Parisians, or the
French who go to Paris for their season, have
marvellously little to do with the matter. England
is the only country in Europe where a man can
say what he likes, and write what he likes, about
public affairs. London is the grand centre of
political action, and London transacts its chief
business in this kind, during the season.

So far of a few of the principal incidents of this
delightful time ; but we should also cast a glance
at the number and sorts of people whose existence,
in some cases, and well-being in all, depend upon
the course which a London season may take. Let
us think for a moment of the lodging-house
keepers, and hair-dressers, and silk-mercers, and
milliners, and seamstresses, aud job-masters, and
all persons who live in Bond Street and Regent
Street and the neighbourhood of these localities,
and all who depend upon them. Nay, whilst we
are about it, why not give a thought to Man-
chester, and Coventry, and Lyons, and Bordeaux ?
for in all these famous towns the existence of the
inhabitants will be found to be more or less bound
up with the fortunes of the London season. The
first question, of course, which a visitor to London
is obliged to ask himself is, where he shall find
““ apartments ; ” for living in hotels is out of the
question, save in the case of the very wealthy.
I bave often wondered what is the real origin of
the London lodging-house keeper. From my own
small experience of the class, I should say that
they were all fallen stars—that they have, at a
previous period of their career, before they took
to letting lodgings, lived in great luxury and mag-
nificence, but are now in ‘‘reduced circumstances.”
They never appear to have mounted up the rungs
of the social ladder until they attained the serene
platform on which they could let lodgings calmly
and be at peace. They have tumbled down upon
the calling, as it were, from above. The fact,
I suppose, is, that they suffer, poor people, from a
morbid desire to assert their own dignity in the
presence of their lodgers. You will commonly
enough find two sisters following this pursuit:
the eldest will do the bargaining and the necessary
acts of severity about coals and extras, while the
younger lady, a sort of faded beauty of seven-and- |
thirty, gives herself the airs which are necessary '
to support the consideration of the family. If-
you are & married man, or have ladies in your,

party, it will be found extremely difficult to keep
this gay young thing out of the ‘‘apartments”
as soon as your own back is turned. Whenever
you venture upon the smallest objections to any
of the arrangements or charges, or wish to *get
in ” things on your own account, you are at once
annihilated with tho precedent of what Sir Roger
This, or Colonel That, who had previously occu-
pied the apartments, did under similar circum-
stances. Both the baronet and the gallant officer
in question invariably proceeded upon the principle
of unbounded confidence in the ladies of the
house, and found themselves the better for it.
As a general rule, I am sorry to say, that our
London lodging-house keepers much prefer letting
to gentlemen. Ladies, they say, stop at home a
great deal, and are always ringing the bells. I
suspect, moreover, that the feminine mind is more
impatient of small pilfering, and not so easily
moved by a passing reference to Sir Roger and the
Colonel. On the whole, however, these poor
people must have a hard struggle of it in the
world ; in most cases their ¢ apartments ” do little
more for them than keep a roof over their heads,
and a loaf on their boards ; so that we should not
be too critical on their little attempis at over-
charging during the season. What a weary time
it must be for them when London is out of town,
and what days of frightful excitement when the
season is just beginning, and the furniture is
furbished up, and the anti-macassars are scattered
about with no niggard hand, and the bills are in
the windows, and the black silk gown and best
cap are put on, and they can do no more! As
they sit behind the blinds, and watch the passers-
by, what a keen insight they must have into their
business and objects ! They must be able to detect

at a glance afamily-man in search of lodgings, and .

even to infer from the expression of his face
if he is likely to require an extra bed-room.
How their hearts must beat as he pauses opposite
the window, half crosses over, and then walks on
without ringing ! But if he does ring, and Betsy
at that moment is gone out for the beer !

The establishments of the leading milliners are
pre-eminently dependent upon the fortunes of the
London season. The fates of the producers and
consumers of dress are very different during this
period. Tt is not a pleasant thing to think
of the contrast between the fortune of the poor
girl who sits up all night to work at the ball-dress
that it may be sent home in time—and that of
the young lady who sits up all night to wear it.
Do not let us therefore indulge in vulgar senti-
mentality, and groan over the caprices and seltish-
ness of the queen of the ball-room. If that young
person will but give her orders in time, and pay
her bill in due season, she is not to be blamed
becanse Madame Haradan Jones works short-

. handed. The real mischief lies in the suddenness
of the order which disturbs the arrangements of

Madame H. J., and in the non-payment of the ac-
counts which cripples her resources, and prevents
her from making those arrangements on a suffi-
ciently liberal scale. Still, I wish that a milliner's
work-room, at about 2 A.M., were esteemed one of
the lions or lionesses of London, and that my
bright little butterfly friends—the Lucys, and
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Fannys, and Marys—were taken occasionally to
see a laboratory of this description. The room is
generally ¢ stuffy,”—you will find in it two or
more long tables with twenty or so sleepy girls
stitching away like so many machines, They
have just had some strong tea to keep them awake,
for there is to be a féte, or a ball, or something of
that sort the next day, and the work must be
done. At the end of each table there sits a sort
of superior officer—a lady maturely young—one of
whom presides over the destinies of the caps and
bonnets ; the other, over those of the gowns and
dresses ; — this last one ‘‘cuts out.” They are
generally remarkable for severity of temper during
office hours, and with a stern tap of the thimble,
and a ‘‘ Now, young ladies!” instantly repress
any feeble attempt at conversation which may be
made by the poor girls in their several depart.
ments. I smppose it is necessary, but it does
seem hard to prevent them from talking,—they
must have such a deal tosay. At the millinery-table
some of the young people are working on paste-
board heads which seem invariably to have lost
their noses. They all look up in a subdued way,
because, at that moment, Madame H. J. herself
has entered the room with an expression of bland

philanthropy on her amiable features, which,

as they know by painful experience is the invari-
able preface to a suggestion, that they should sit
up an hour or two longer than usual to ‘‘get
through ” the work. This suggestion is generally
offered in a playful way at first, but the young

" ladies know very well that a sterner mask can be

put on if Madame’s hilarity does not receive a
cheerful response. By all means let us sit up and
enjoy ourselves !
There is a contrast to this picture next day at
the fancy fair, held in the grounds of Strawberry
, Twickenham, for the benefit of let us say
“The Indigent Governesses Asylum.” Behind

that stand, and actually engaged in the wicked

attempt to make a stout Archdeacon purchase a
pink paper thing for catching flies, you may see
the bold but fascinating Lady Dalilah Stopall.
§h: has succeeded. The venerable gentleman has
deposited a sovereign in payment, and looks to
have the change returned ; but this saucy lady
informs him with a laugh, that she never gives
change at her establishment. His consort, a tall,
grim, monumental looking matron, is biting her
thin lips with vexation, and looks as if she would
give him a little bit of her mind to-night upon the
subject of his improvident bargain. The two
children ask, ¢ What papa will do with it?" as he
holds his flimsy purchase wp, and is evidently
puzzled how to get off the stage with dignity.
* Catch flies, darlings !” says Lady D. 8. with an
impertinence and levity of manner which the two
young officer-looking men in the mandarin hats
evidently deplore. Well, Lady Dalilah has on
the very identical drees which was the result of
Mrs. Haradan Jones's playful suggestion to her
young people on the previous night. The sugges-
tion was dropped at 12°30 A.m., and by 11 aA.m.
that curious system of small flounces which con-
stitutes a modern dress was punctually delivered
at 521, Charles Street, Berkeley Square, and is
now at Strawberry Lodge.

If, being a man, you want any practical test
beyond the general appearance of Old Bond Street,
of whether the London Season is on or not, go to
Matchwell’s in the Arcade ; and if you have any
hair, get it cut. In the season you have to wait for
your turn, while all the gentlemen, with ¢ knees ”
on their heads, are getting trimmed and essenced,
and greased and brushed. How I envy that
young dog with a head like a mop! How asto-
nished the artiste looks who is called upon to cut
the hair of that bullet-headed gentleman who has
but two little tufts left just above his ears: his
astonishment, however, is but of short duration,
and as he takes comb and scissors in hand, he
asks in the usual routine way, “ Would you like
much off, sir?” If there were a grain of irony in
his tone, the bullet-headed gentleman, who is an
enormously powerful man, would knock him down
without a moment's hesitation; but there is no
room for picking a quarrel, so the visitor replies,
in a manner equally formal, that he would rather
have the operation repeated, for he might take
cold if much hair were removed at once. The
tiresome people, when you are waiting for your
turn, are the gentlemen who insist upon having
their heads washed. A fashionable hair-dresser's
establishment is one of the best places you can
visit if you want to ascertain about the ebb and
flow of the London Season.

Another fair proof that town is full is the

of St. James's Street, and the part of Pall
Mall which contains the clubs. I wonder what
those dear old gentlemen in the bow-windows of
the old clubs into which Gamma and his kind
never venture to intrude a profane foot can pos-
sibly find to talk about. There they are, year after
year,—they never dream of shifting their quarters
to another world—gazing complacently at the
passers-by with newspapers spread upon their
knees, and interchanging remarks upon things in
general. Nothing seems to move or excite them—
they are calm and serene even when Europe is in
flames, or the Jews are let into Parliament. I
think I should like to be as one of them for
a quarter of an hour. Their heads must be so cool.
‘What must a man feel like who has never been
called upon for any exertion, save for his own
pleasure, for three-score years and tent It is a
sensation of which one would like to have
some practical experience. You never see a hub.
bub and turmoil round the doors of their clubs, as
in the case of the more noisy and excitable esta-
blishments in Pall Mall during the London season.

But of all the glorious sights, during that
famous period, give me the Ride in Hyde Park,
known to mortals as Rotten Row. I do nof think
that the great London spectacle was improved
last year by the removal of the band from Ken-
sington Gardens to the end of the Ride near
Apsley House. It may be that one is under the
influence of old feelings. Sentiment is essentially
Tory. As we look back—ah! it is now years
and years ago—to the golden time when the fair
horse-women were a8 goddesses, and our hearts
were in our mouths as we drew near that old elm
tree where they sate upon their steeds—lovely,
transcendental, and in chimney-pot hats—we do
not love to see our old associations disturbed. As
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a stout and elderly friend observed to me the other
day—the mind never loses its figure ! Was it not
there that she burst upon our astonished vision for
the first time? Was it not there that three
weeks afterwards, and on the day subsequent to
the assembly at old Lady Dandelion’s, when she
had glanced at us looks of encouragement, as we
supposed, over two strawberry-creams of which
we were then partaking— (alas! strawberry-
creams don’t taste like that now-o’-days—they are
deficient in flavour)—we met her again, and there
she distinctly flicked her bay mare *Joddles”
three times in a way that betrayed her sweet con-
fusion at our presence? Alas ! again, I say, my
friends, why continue this chapter of painful
reminiscences? Were we not, what our French
neighbours would call 6condum because a doubt
seemed to exist in the paternal mind, whether we
could warrant sufficient supplies of nectar and
ambrosia for the consumption of the Nymph
whilst she adhered to the crust of the planet?
Alas! once more were we not consulted by that
very Nymph, the other day, upon the propriety of
sanctioning a union between her daughter
Angelina and the youthful Edwin who enjoys
a certain amount of the confidence of his Sovereign
a8 a clerk in the Foreign Office, and did we not
reply that the match would be an imprudent one,
and that Angelina could do better? Horrible !—
most horrible!  The corner by the Gardens there
is thick with recollections of this kind ; I cannot
shift my quarters to the other end of the ride with
any degree of complacency. When the Band per-
formed in the open, there was no friendly shade
under which the Edwins and Angelinas of the pre-
sent day could exchange furtive glances, whilst the
Papas pulled out their watches and calculated the
interval between that time and the dinner-hour.
In one respect, indeed, the change was far better,
for surely the long rows of seats which were then
placed both along the Ride and Drive were a
great convenience to the ladies who wished to take
the air and see the horse-folks, as well as to
the gentlemen who wished to gaze upon them with
respectful awe. To be sure, we then lost the
Watteau-like picture of the promenaders in Ken-
sington Gardens ; but T think it was an advantage
that the ladies had ¢‘ deployed into line.” Young
volunteers, is the phrase a correct one—and such
as would be used by you military men ? I rejoice to
see that the Band has now been moved back to its
old place. In another respect, too, a change has
come over the Ride since the times I have been
describing. We have now three distinct sets
of riders, some take their exercise or pastime in
the morning, some at noon, some in the evening.
Most commonly they are lawyers, and City
people, and political men who are to be found
in the Ride, before breakfast, proceeding up and
down on hard-trotting horses, and endeavouring
to cram the exercise of two hours into ome.
Then we have a large batch of riders, more
or less mixed up with fashionable life, who
find it more convenient to get the ride
over before luncheon, so that they may not
be fatigued for their dinner-parties and their
operas in the evening. Besides these two earlier
batches we have the later riders who adhere to,

the good old customs of their forefathers and fore-

mothers, and take their pleasure in the ride
between five and seven P.M. during the London
Season. Perhaps it is as well that the company
is thus divided, because, in consequence of the
enormous increase of wealth as well as of inhabi-
tants of London and visitors, there really would
scarcely be room for all—if all were to ride at
once. Asitis the place is crowded, and when
the season is at its height I should like to see
either the Bois de Boulogne, or the Champs
Elysées, or the Thiergarten, or the Prater attempt
rivalry with the famous Ride in Hyde Park.

An observer of a philosophical turn of mind
might find abundant food for reflection in the hats
worn by the ladies. I confess I am mnot without
a sneaking partiality for the Spanish-looking hat
and black feathers. Very young ladies may try a
bird's wing, for a girl’s face will come out victo-
rious of almost any trial to which it may be put.
But [ would not recommend my stout friend Mrs.
Mompesson Todd to mount a pheasant’s pinion.
The white feathers are too conspicuous, and as a
rule are not becoming, nor are the blues and reds
to be violently commended. The hat masculine
again, when worn upon the lovely heads of certain
fair beings before whom the hearts of the spec-
tators quail, is & dangerous weapon of offence,
and ought to be put down by the police. Upon
some faces, indeed, it is perfectly harmless, and
therefore interference on the part of the public
authorities would bs superfluous. I rejoiced last
year to see that the dainty little tails to the
jackets of the habits have been once more per-
mitted to the Nymphs in substitution for those
flopping paletdt sort of things which made slight
Nymphs look stout, and stout Nymphs stouter.
But what a wonderful sight the Ride is during the
season. You have scarcely recovered your breath
from the effect of one vision which has cantered
past, when four come on a-breast under the
guardianship of two tall wretches with violent
whiskers. Then the little gentleman with the
tippet—may his shadow never be less !—trots
past on his lean horse, and gives time for the
restorative agencies of nature to come again into
play. Look at that young girl who is cantering
past with her feather streaming in the wind, and
the bronzed-looking youth upon a pulling, tearing
chesnut mare by her side, who is whispering
something in her ear—can't you guess what it is
about *—how divinely happy she looks! Then
four gentlemen in a row trot by you, whose names
are famous wherever the English language is
spoken, and they are chattering and giggling like
a parcel of school-boys. There is no attempt there
at melo-dramatic heroism. Next there passes a
curious stout man upon & curious stout horse,
which canters along in an emphatic way, and gets
over the ground at about the rate of four miles an
hour upon a liberal computation. That is the
celebrated hobby-horse of the Hyde Park Ride.
If my space were not contracting so rapidly, I
should like to have said a word about the lovely
little children—Adngeli non Angli—with the long
silken hair, who are there amongst their elders,
upon the rough ponies, which look so full of fun
that you would almost expect to hear them neigh-
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Knickerbockers on the Shetland is distinctly
i laying down the law in a masculine sort of way
to the little lady with the partridge wing on the
grey pony, who bursts out laughing at him, and
brings him to a sense of his situation in true

!
i ing out jokes at each other. That little fellow in

| feminine style—for all the world as her sister

Ellen, just out of her teens, would do with the

Madame Grisi, or the fresh warblings of the Hun-

I, garian Csillag, at a later period of the evening, I

should not be very ready to bewail your misfor-

:‘ tune. The danger is, that a man may not know

London and the felicities of the London season
well until he has exhausted half the term of his
pilgrimage. Happy is he who has so carefully

his life, that when it is half exhausted,
he has surrounded himself with friends, in whose
houses he can find a pleasant smile and a hearty
welcome ; and this is only possible in London.
In the country, with enormous wealth at your

Ldupou.l, you can indeed fill your house with

The London Season. (Pago 41.)

Colonel if he gave himself airs. My young
friend, you are imbibing learning of the most
valuable kind—attention to your dear governess!

Well, I say that all this is very pleasant—one
amongst the pleasant things of London during the
season. Nor are the stroll home and the London
dinners disagreeable. Should you by hard fate
be compelled to go and hear the final strains of
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friends, but, non cuivis, we are not all born with
golden ladles in our mouths. Besides, be as rich
as you will, you can offer your friends a good
deal, but you cannot place a London at their
disposal, nor are they free agents as long as they
are guests at your house. It is better to be in
London, and to be free, and to look up the
plea. nat people as you feel a thirst for their pre-
sence. , Under ordinary circumstances nothing is
duller, 18 far as society is concerned, than country
life in E.ygland ; and out of England it can scarcely
be said p exist. Whatever they r.ay be to the
natives o.' the countries, foreign capitals are to
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English people but as watering-places,—delightful '
for a time, but in the long run poor substitutes |

for London during the season.

Vanitas vanilatum! omnie vanitas! may be
the remark of some dismal person upon what has
here been written of London. It may be so; and
if it is so, let us make the best of it. I distinctly
like vanities of all kinds, and more especially
those which involve the society of the most intel-
ligent and pleasant of my fellow-creatures, and an
enjoyment of the highest forms of art and litera-
ture, and the spectacle of the full-swelling tide of
human life. Let us leave Tityrus and Melibeceus
to their goats and their hexameters if they like
them; but let us rather take our stand at Charing
Cross. Above all, let as many of us as delight in
the sight of happy human faces, come to London
—during the season. GaMmA,

the campaign of 1814, when the plain of Brie was
occupied by hordes of Calmucs and Cossacks.

\ We have just time to notice the picturesque castle

built by Charles Martel for young King Thierry
IV. upon the summit of a pleasing slope, before
the railway-train crosses the Marne for the eighth
and last time, and we break away into the prettiest
part of the ancient province of Champagne—the
country of the Champagne wines—a district from
whence it is said the kings of France were supplied
with Fools—a fact considerably in favour of the
intelligence of the people.

Passing Dormans, the birth-place of Pope
Urban II., and Port & Binson, where is visible the
Gothic castle built by Madame Cliquot (*‘the
mother of wines ), we come to the head-quarters
of Vins de Champagne, namely, Epernay, and are
now about eighty miles from Paris. Making a
pleasant trip to Rheims, a little to the north

THE VINEYARDS OF LA BELLE
FRANCE.

Now that deputations from the British wine mer-
chants, or rather manufacturers, are no longer
waiting upon Mr. Gladstone, and the makers and
vendors of ¢ publican’s port” have done getting
up sympathy meetings with the afflicted teetotallers
—we will, if you please, good reader, take a trip
to the vineyards of La Belle France.

Commencing with the most northernly, it will
be necessary to take our tickets to Kpernay. . This
is on the line of railway-—constructed, I believe,
with English money, as most of the continental
railways are—from Paris to Strasbourg, which
answers to our Eastern Counties. Starting from
the splendid terminus Place de Strasbourg, we pass
from the north side of Paris, and soon arrive at
the orchards and gardens of Lagny, on the left
bank of the Marne. Twice crossing this river,
we arrive at Meaux, a large city with eight or
nine thousand people, and catch a glimpse of the
stately cathedral of St. Stephen, and whirl past
the avenue of yews where the learned Bossuet was
accustomed to meditate undisturbed by the shrill
whistle and whirr of the railway-train. The water-
mills on the Marne are always going, to supply
Paris with flour, and the land around is produc-
tive. The dairymaids make a very delicious
cheese, called fromage de Brie. Rattling through
the tunnel of Armentidre, we pass La Ferté-sans-
Jouarre, cclebrated for the best millstones in the
world, cut out of a silicious rock known as Burr
stone, forming the uppermost stratum of the fresh-
water basin in which Paris is situated. Blocks
are extracted in cylinders, but the millstones are
usually composed of pieces, bound together by
iron, and presenting somewhat the appearance of
mosaic work. Some twelve hundred pairs are
produced annually : a good stone, six feet and a
half in diameter, costs about 48/. The river here
is varied by islands, one supporting the half-
ruined castle of La Barre. All along to ‘he
Chiteau Thierry station the banks of the M arne
are very pretty, and the surrounding c antry
shows evidence of a recent awakening a' d pro-
gress amongst the farmers. This old torm wears
a shattered look—it has been hacked anc scarred ;
and seeking to recollect the cause, we revert to

(where we are reminded of the prophesying rustics
and the wonderful Maid of Orleans), and observing
the vineyards which cover the slopes that surround
and arise from the banks of the Vesle, and then
visiting the hill of A on the Marne, and Haut-
villiers, and Dizy, and Avernay, and prosecuting
all imaginable inquiries in rather feeble French
wherever it is possible to do so, we obtain
certain disjointed facts, which, digested, group
themselves into something like the following
order.

These Champagne wines are divided into Vins
de la Rivitre and Vins de la Montagne ; the
former, or those produced from the lands in the
valley, being the richest. They occupy a tract of
country about five leagues in extent.

It must here be remarked, that position and
aspect make prodigious difference in the yield of
the vine. In the slope of a hill, from the top to
the bottom, there will often be three different
sorts of wine. The best and most favourable
aspect for a vineyard is upon a rising ground
facing the south-east ; and thus we generally find
them situated. The vine grows in every soil, but
only very few are adapted tb its economic culti-
vation. It luxuriates in the débris of granite
rocks ; and beds bearing marks of volcanic action
are peouliarly favourable to its growth. There we
find a thin calcareous soil, where very little else
would flourish but the vine.

The vineyards upon these slopes remind us of
Kent, because the vines, like the hops, are sup-
ported by means of poles. In the south they are
allowed to trail along the ground for the purpose
of preventing evaporation of moisture from the
soil ; but, in consequence of the cold and wet
weather often prevalent in the north, they are
here artificially supported.

The vintage commences when the leaves begin
to fall, and the juice is sweet, bland, thick, and
clammy. The fruit is nsually gathered before the
sun has risen, by which means a briskness is given
to the wine, and its quantity is increased by one
ton in twenty-four. A sufficient quantity of fruit
is gathered to fill one or two vats, to insure an
equal fermentation ; and this gathering is per-
formed by women with scissors, cutting the ripest
bunches, and mixing with them a small proportion
of the slightly unripe berries; For the|red Vins




Jouy 7, 1808.)

THE VINEYARDS OF LA BELLE FRANCE.

45

de Champagne (the colour of the wine depending
upon the length of time the husks are allowed to
ferment with the must or wort) the fruit is gathered
dry, after the sun has risen.

And now commences the labour and risk which
raise the price of these wines so high, irrespective
of duty. The fermentation of those intended to
be brisk is very tedious. It will be well to defer
the chemical description of the process until we
have seen the difference with which it is conducted
in manufacturing the various wines. It is only
necessary now to say, that the liquid, or must, is
soon pasaed from the vat into the cask. And
while in cask, those wines obtained from the first,
second, and third, or final pressure of the fruit,
and known relatively as vins gris, el de perdriz,
and vins de taille, which are most coloured, are
mixed together. Thus, when vins gris have fer-
mented in casks ten or twelve days, the bung-
boles are closed, and spigot holes are left, through
which the casks are filled up from time to time
with the other varieties, upon a systematic plan.
‘Wines bottled any time between the vintage and
the following May will be sparkling. They begin
%o sparkle after being six weeks in bottle, and
the mountain sorts earlier. Bottled in June
they will sparkle but little ; and bottled so late
as October, they will acquire the condition termed
s8ill,

Baing in bottle, a third fermentation is induced
by putting into each bottle a small glass of what
is called lqueur—sugar-candy dissolved in wine,
and fined to brightness. ¢ This fermentation pro-
duces a fresh deposit of sediment. In this process
the greatest attention is requisite, and the bottles
are closely watched, the temperature of the air
carefully regulated to promote or check the fer-
mentation ; yet thousands of bottles explode ; so
many, that 10 per cent. is always charged as a
cost of manufacture.” This is particularly the
ease in seasons of great and sudden heat. In
April, 1843, Madame Cliquot, the largest grower
in France, lost 25 per cent., or 400,000 bottles,
before fermentation could be reduced by large

ies of ice. :

s« After clouding with fermentation in the
bottles, the wine begins to deposit a sediment,
and the bottles are placed with their necks down-
wards in long shelves, having holes obliquely cut
in them, so that the bottoms are scarcely raise:..
Every day the attendant lifts the end of each
bottle, and after a slight vibration replaces it
a little more upright in the bed, thus detaching
the sediment from the side, and letting it pass
toward the neck of the bottle.” This process is
now continued until all the sediment has gravi-
tated to the neck. Then a man takes the bottle
to a recess prepared for the operation, holds its
mouth downwards, cuts the wire, and away
the cork, sediment, and, I was about to add, the
wine too, which would be the case, were not a
lad in attendance with some old corks, one of which
is immediately taken to supply the place of the
one just ejected. The quantity of wine lost by
this operation depends very much upon the clever-
mess of those who conduct it, and nimble fingers
are therefore in great request. The bottle is

be submitted to a second disgorgement, and some-
times a third. It is finally fitted, by another dose
of candy, prepared with white wine, which imparts
a pleasant sweetness, and aids its sparkling con-
dition when opened, for the particular market to
which it is going.

Thus, before the wine is perfectly cleared, it is
calculated that every bottle passes through the
hands of the workmen at least two hundred
times.

The demand for this class of wine has so
much increased latterly (Russia alone consuming
8,000,000 of bottles from France, and three times
that quantity from other sources), that we now
are introduced to various imitations in sparkling
Hock, Burgundy, and Moselle. We might have
expected it to be free from adulteration in this
quarter, but it is not so; for at Paris and Cette
are established manufactories where poor light
wines are fined with candy, and passed through
an apparatus that charges them with carbonic
acid gas, and fits them for sale in ten minutes,

Respecting the quantity that is made, it is
understood that the genuine production of the
Champagne districts exceeds 50,000,000 of bottles,
and the price at Epernay being from two to three
francs, or ls. 8d. to 2s 6d. per bottle, supposing
the duty here to be 3s. per gallon, or 6d. per
bottle, and the carriage and wine merchant’s
profits amount to' 1s. per bottle, which is surely
an extreme calculation, we shall find the genuine
article upon our tables at something like 4s. per
bottle. It is, however, proposed to vary the duty
according to the strength of the spirit of any
given wine, and as Champagne has but a small
proportion of alcohol, it will probably be intro-
duced into this country after the 1st of April,
1861, at a charge of ls. per gallon, instead of 3s.,
as it now stands in Mr. Gladstone’s improved
tariff.

The chief lion of importance in connection with
this trade is to be found at Chalons-sur-Marne, a
town of 14,000 inhabitants, higher up the river
than Essemay, and near M. Jaqueson’s Champagne
Cellars. They are plainly visible from the station,
and a little on the right. The statement that the
French Government hired his cask and packing
sheds for six months to barrack 4000 men, gives
some idea as to their extent. There are generally
to be found 4,000,000 of bottles, ready for sale.
They are deposited in galleries, excavated in the
chalk rock, about six miles long, intersected by
tramways communicating with the railway, and
perfectly lighted by metal reflectors, placed at the
bottom of the air-shafts.

Our good teetotal friends—people with excellent
intentions and large appetites, will be somewhat
scared by this vision, more scared, may be, than the

| extinet disciples of that school who some years back

beheld blessing in sterility, and ruin in fertility,
and who accustomed themselves to lament over
¢“the superabundance of production.” Let their
fears be calmed by the fact, that the peasants in
and about these vineyards dance and sing all day
long but are never drunk. Cheap wines will
surely be more effective than Total Abstinence
| Pledges, and, Christian though I am, I very much

filled ap with purified wine, and again stacked, to | incline to the idea of a heathen poet, who has
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elegantly represented wine as a recompense given

Fill, then, a bumper from the taper-necked

by the deities for the misery brought upon man- | bottle, and let us drink to the future vintage of

kind by the general deluge.

the Marne. H. R.

THE MONTHS.

HEere is July! In how many different tones is
that exclamation made! On the whole, I believe
July is not popular in England. The promise of
spring is gone, and the peculiar pleasures of
autumn are far off; and the first rich summer
treats are in June. July is too hot, we are told.
July is rainy—at least, after St. Swithin’s day.
July is too green, with its massive dark foliage—
its uniform oaks, and its black sycamores. So
say my neighbours. I, however, am of my boys’
way of thinking. July is their holiday season,
and therefore a glorious and delicious month. I
feel with them, not only because we all make
holiday with them, but because there is a singular
splendour in the full fruition of the summer, and
in the depth of summer influences witnessed and
felt in July. [Its sultriness, its rains, its glare of
sunshine and gravity of shade may sober down
the exhilaration of the early year ; but they create
a deeper pleasure than that of exhilaration. Per-
haps July is not exactly the month that I should
choose for a long journey of pleasure; but it is
the month of all the year to make holiday in, in a
rural home, with schoolboys and their sisters.
There are even more flowers and fruits than

in June; the days are long; and all is ripeness
in the animal and vegetable kingdoms.

The time and order of our holidays are deter-
mined by the date of the hay-making, and other
Midsummer processes. The interval between them
and preparations for harvest is the best time for
farmers and country-gentlemen to look about
them, and penetrate into neighbouring districts,
to note the condition of agriculture and the pro-
spects of the crops. This good old custom is kept
up in my family, not only for the advantage of
anybody’s estate, but because it yields knowledge,
health and pleasure at once to the young people,
who go with me, two or three at a time, on each
of the three or four excursions which precede our
usual visit to the sea. Some of these trips occupy
only a day,—though a long one. Others require
two days, or three, according to weather. The
ponies are in training for some time before. There
is great thankfulness if the season serves for get-
ting in the hay before June is gone; and, if we
have not begun to mow by old Midsummer (July
6th), we have our fears of being caught by the
rains of St. Swithin.

This year, the wet close of May, followed by a
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watery June, has so favoured the grass as to make
us nearly secure of a timely haymaking; and
our July pleasures are laid out with a confi-
dence which we must hope will not be disap-
pointed.

Little Master , after all, decides what our
first trip of this month shall be. He burstsin
upon mamma with news that he is going to ride in
a cart,—going a long way off, to see beautiful
flowers and gooseberries,——going to see a great
many people in a great town. Nanny told him so,
—his dear Nanny, the nursemaid, who married
away from us in April, but contrives to see her
pet Harry several times a week. Nanny appears,
and explains that her husband has some flowers
and some wonderful gooseberries at the horticul-
taral show at N——, and that she begs to be
allowed to take Harry with her in the donkey-
cart for the ride and the show. It is settled
at once that not only Harry, but everybody
shall go. My wife will drive two in the pony-
carriage from the Crown, and three will ride.

The three who ride will make a circuit by
bridle paths : and the others start early, to avoid
the dust of the high road at mid-day, when the
county is crowding to the show. The dust is still
laid with the dew in the avenue as we pace down
it after our early breakfast, and the grass is fresh
in the broad lane we first turn into from the high-
road.

Some people are here before us, however.
There are three or four girls, with a woman in the
midst of them, crouched down by the ditch, and
half-hidden in the hedge, and so busy that they do
not notice us till some jingle of stirrup or rein
—a8 we are passing on the grass—makes them look
round all at once.

They are herb-gathering. The herbalists have
a notion that deadly night-shade, for instance, and
several other materials for medicines, are of better
quality in their wild state than when grown for
salee. What a quantity of that night-shade there
is in this lane ! There are bundles of other plants,
too, in the woman’s basket. She has been at
work since before four o’clock, and is going home
now the sun is drying up the last of the dew.

How rich the hedges are! For half a mile
together they are starred over with wild roses, and
honeysuckles
dangle forth in streamers from the hazel-stems and
the thorns, and the bindweed chains up everything ?
in its tangles. On the bank are the meadow-
sweet, and mallows out of number, and the ladies’
bed-straw, and spreading borage, and long trails
of wild strawberry, with its scarlet fruit peeping
out here and there; and running vetches, and
scabious standing up stiff ; and under them, for
the searching eye of herb-gatherers, there is a
wondrous mosaic of tiny blossoms, — scarlet,

yellow, blue, white, and purple. The ditch is
nearly dry; but, in the moister places, there is
forget-me-not, and yellow loose-strife, and ruahes
enough to supply dragon-flies to glance about the
lane.

I
Bell turns on her saddle to look once more at |

' the woman and her brood, and thinks it must be :

pleasant to be a herb-gatherer: at least, ona sweet

are other occupations for children which look
highly agreeable on a summer morning. We must
remember the evil of uncertain crops to herb-
gatherers, and of changeable weather which makes
their calling a very precarious one. It is fatiguing
too: Whether it be from superstition or experi-
ence, some of the gathering is done in the night,
and some in the hot noon, as well as the dewy
morning ; and many plants lie wide apart—low
down in swamps and high up in rocky places, and
in the depths of woods, or sprinkled scantily over
wild moors.

But Charles wants to know what other children’s
occupations have such an agreeable appearance in
summer. He is advised to look about him this
very morning, and see whether he can observe
any. In the midst of his guesses, he is about to
dismount to open a gate when he sees there is a
girl running to save him that trouble.  There is
also a boy, but we do not see him till we are just
upon him. He lies on his face in the thick grass.
As we look back, we see him motion his little
sister to him, twist the halfpenny out of her hand
and pocket it, and then dismiss her with a kick to
her post. She clearly wishes to sit down in the
shade; but he thrusts her to the sunny side,
whence a longer stretch of the lane is visible.
Charles volunteers the observation that he should
not like to be either that girl or that boy; but
the occupation might be a pleasant one enough.
All boys in lanes are not tyrants, he supposes, nor
all girls slaves,

Next, he points with his whip to a field on the
left, observing that the field is ugly enough, but
not the work, heshould fancy. It isa brick-field ;
and, as far as tho clay-heaps, and the holes, and
the puddles go, nothing can be uglier; but the
sheds have a cool appearance; just a picturesque
thatch of furze and heather, laid on four poles;
and a wattled side, moveable as the sun travels
round. The boys and girls under those sheds have
a cool material in clay and water; it must be
pretty work moulding the bricks, and turning out
the smooth slabs, and ranging them for drying in
the form of a perforated wall. Besides, the wages
are good and certain, till the winter frost shuts
up the season.  Still, as Bell observes, it is
dirty work, and there is no beauty in wet
clay.
¢“What do you say to this?” I ask, as we see a
long, low roof in a turning of the lane, some way
before us. We hear a wheel first, and then we
look into a very long shed, entirely open through-
out its length, and at present chequered with
moving shadows from a row of elder bushes on the
farther side. It is a rope walk; and half-a-dozen
men and women are walking backwards, with each
a great coil of tow about the waist, while at either
end is a wheel, one turned by a boy and the other
by a girl. The girl looks hot, the boy looks dull ;
and when we consider that they will be at their
wheels till evening, except at meals, we think it no
" bad thing for children that the twisting of ropes
! will soon cease to be done by human hands.

Some real out-door work, something to do in
 field, or wood, or garden, is what Bell inquires for,
to compare with herb-gathering.

'qugnnt morning in July. I remark that there | Befors we have ridden many yards further, we
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find what we want. What is that shrill and
monotonous ‘‘halloo ! ” far away to the right, but
nearer and nearer, and alternating with a clapping
sound ? Charley rises in his stirrups and sees the
bird-boy in the next field but one. The bird-boy
was out of the question from the beginning, we
admit, because of the dreary solitude of his life.
Then the shepherd-boy must be excluded also,—
far up in the hills. No; the shepherd-boy has
his dog to converse with. He is not to be pitied
at this time of year. There are children in rows
in yonder field to the left, — what are they doing ?
They are giving the last weeding to the pea-crop ;
and, in the next field, older lads and lasses are
thinning the turnips, work which requires more
discretion than weeding. It is to be hoped they
get used to the stooping; but in glaring sunshine
it must be very trying; and in wet weather, it
must be as dirty as the brick-field. Turning a
wheel in shade and shelter might be preferable, we
all agree. Even as we pace leisurely along, we
find the heat rather an evil, and watch for the
entrance of the wood into which we mean to
turn.

We certainly do not agree in the complaint
of the monotony of the foliage in July. There
is scarcely a tree which has not interior beauties
seen some way off by observing eyes. Not only
are there many shades of the same tint. when
one looks up from below ; but there are varying
growths of the leaves of the present season which
cast lights and shadows through and through the
whole structure. Leaves and blossoms have gone
on unfolding up to last week, though the great
dome was covered in nearly two months since.
In the same way I dispute the monotony of
the open area of the land. We stop at the
entrance of the wood to look over to the far
horizon, and note the sameness or variety of the

green.

¢ Can green be more diversified ?” we exclaim.
Behind us there is a depth of shade that is
almost black. Overhead, as we stand under the
beeches, a green light is shed upon us, like that
which we imagine at the bottom of the sea. Oppo-
site is the deep green of the turnip-fields, and
beyond them the more dusky hue of the unripe
corn a8 it waves in the breeze. Then there is an
expanse of lately-mown meadows of the brightest
emerald tint, and on the hillside above is a fir-
grove, made the more black by the breadths of
yellow rye interspersed here and there. This is
enough. We shall set up our testimony hence-
forth whenever July is reproached with the mono-
tony of its colouring.

There are sounds of voices and implements in
the depth of this wood ; and here are more chil-
dren at work. My boys had supposed all the
cutting and barking in the woods would be over
before their holidays ; but they forgot the squire’s
great birches, which annually afford work to the
fellers and barkers till the 15th of July,—the day
on which the last load must be carried, and the
last chips cleared away.

As 1 am always ready to own, I never can get
past that particular piece of rural business without
a stop; and, as usual, we dismount to watch the
proceedings. Boys come running to hold our horses

or fasten them up ; and we sit down in the shade.
Bell, however,  cannot make out what those
children are about, sprawling on their stomachs at
the roots of the trees in a glade which runs back-
ward, and poking and stabbing the ground with
old knives. They are digging for truffles; and
Bell wants no better entertainment than to sit
and watch them, and talk to them till summoned
by me. Here, at last, is something as pleasant
in its way as herb-gathering, only a yet more tem-
porary resource, For the time, however, what can
be pleasanter than spending the day in a wood,
digging for truffles? At the end of a hot day, it
must be pleasant to go forth into the next grass-
field where mushrooms may be looked for. To be
learned in fungi, which are more eaten, and in
larger variety, every year, and to be trusted to
bring only what is wholesome ; to spend days in
pleasant places, and find eager customers in the
evenings, must be pleasant labour. So thinks
Bell, as she sits at the foot of a beech, where the
white butterflies are chasing one another up into
the roof of the green tent : but at once the children
scramble up, the horses stamp and struggle as if
they would break their bridles, and the woodmen
throw their axes and saws far from them in the
grass. ‘There has been a vivid flash of lightning,
and a crash of thunder immediately follows, which
makes the heart stop for the moment. It is won-
derfully sudden : but we had not looked abroad
for many minutes; and now that we do, we see
the further region of the open country still lying
in yellow sunshine, while a leaden gloom is hurry-
ing thitherward from behind us. More lightning—
forked, this time——and crash upon crash of
thunder: and above it we hear the roar of the
wind in the wood, and then the splash of the
rain upon the roof-like foliage. All parties rush
into one group, and the group rushes in the direc-
tion of the woodmen’s hut. The hut, which is
only a structure of planks with a thatch of
faggots, will not hold half of us. Bell is thrust
in first, and her father and brother mext, just as
the first stream pours down from every tree. The
children do not want shelter, and show signs of
crying if forced to take it. To ride ponies is be-
yond their expectation; but to sit the ponies
under the tree, in order to keep the saddles dry,
seems now worth a dashing effort: and there
they are, two on each steed, winking as the rain
dashes in their faces, and the lightning dazzles
their eyes, and spreading themselves and their
poor clothing over the ponies’ backs so as to catch
the utmost amount of wet. As the woodmen say,
they would be wet at all events, and they are used
to it; and they will fancy they get a ride by it.
1t is difficult to make the woodmen come in far
enough; but we have insisted on their coats
being brought in, and all who are in their shirt-
sleeves coming in too.

Charles says he remarked the stillness of the
wood, except for the noises we made, before the
storm : but the men remind us that it is the still
season, when no bird sings by day, so that the
insects seem to have the covert to themselves,
except when a leveret rustles in the fern, or the
wood-pecker's tap is heard from the far side of
some great trank. Except the constant yellow-




THE MONTHS.—JULY.

49

| Jurr 7, 1860.]
|

. hammer, or the strong blackbird who says what is

in him under all circumstances, or the thrush,
| closing the day with more or less of song, there is
i nothing to be heard of the birds in July. In the
| meadows there is the lark sometimes, and in the
|

! fowl; but the woods are still at noon as human

' dwellings at midnight.

' The storm travels fast over the open country—
now wrapping a village or a farmstead in a mist
of rain, and then leaving it behind ; so that we
are soon inquiring whether the splash around us
is mere drip from the trees or the skirts of the

| shower. Presently we are off on dry saddles,

~ leaving the children rich in coppers and in pride
at having had a ride under the tree. We shall
| be at N—— in twenty minutes ; and our steeds
will be well looked to there. Fast as our pace is,
we watch the storm ; and the last we see of it is
the bank of black cloud obscuring the horizon
line, and making the church spire at L—— stand
out white instead of dark against the sky. A

shows that the electric element is not yet expended.
‘While watching it from the high road we come in
view of a group of people, backed by a barouche
and a cart. It is not a carriage accident. A large
elm has been shivered to the root by the lightning,
and its fragments lie round like the spokes of a
wheel, showing that it was struck perpendicularly
at the summit. As we return in the evening, my
wife remarks on the extent to which the corn has
been laid sinceshe passed in the morning; but there
is time for it to rise again; and beyond this we
know of no harm done till we learn from the
squire that three sheep of his, and two horses of a
neighbour, have been laid low on the hills by one
tremendous flash.

The Show meantime is as gay and glorious as if
no shadow of gloom had passed over the great
tent (or line of tents) in which it is spread out.
This is the place to learn what is the fruition of
July. The roses seem to be the spoil of the whole
county ; yet we scarcely passed a house which
was not covered with them from the door-step to
the eaves. What banks of blossom against either
wall of the tent ! What tablets of rich colour in
the middle! In the other range, what prodigious
vegetables coming out of small cottage gardens!
! and what weighty and noble fruits grown by
{ humble hands! 1In this department we meet
Harry, proud of carrying the largest gooseberry
but two on the ground. It has not got the prize;
but Nanny is smiling too. A cabbage of her
husband’s and a favourite pink have been suc-
cessful, and Nanny goes home a proud wife.

We take our farewell of roses and carnations for
this year, as we did of the bulbous flowers a fort-
night since. Our porch and everybody’s en
will have roses, more orless, through the month ; but
thisis the last showof them ; and the summer isthus
sighing as it passes away over our heads. .

‘We see this lapse of summer as we ride home
by the road, which is no longer dusty. The oats,

which bave already been lifted again by the hot
sun, flicker in the evening light almost like

marshes there is plenty of noise among the water- |

burst of red light from the heart of the blackness

which have escaped the weight of the storm, or :

spangles. They are fully in ear. The scarlet

poppy and blue cornflower dot the wheat and
barley fields with colour. The thistles are in
their beauty ; and very beautiful they are, in my
opinion. As we pass the village pound at High-
cross we hear a bovine voice of complaint, and see
that three cows are restlessly moving about, and
getting into one another's way. As usual at this
season, they have been irritated by the heat and
the flies, and have discovered and made use of the
weak points in fences to get into shady gardens,
and eat juicy vegetables, and drink from private
ponds. We spread the news as we go, that the
poor creatures may get home, and their scolding
over before night. Such incidents should make
old-fashioned people attend more to the arguments
for stall-feeding than they do. Even the cows
that we see standing knee-deep in the stream by
the roadside are sorely teased by the flies. Every
movement shows it : and, however the sketching
tourist may miss their presence under the slanting
trees, and amidst the mirror of the water, it is
better for themselves that they should be under a
roof in an airy stable where flies are not tolerated.
As my wife pours out the rich cream over the
strawberries at tea, after our day’s exertions, she
tells us that there is a manifest superiority in the
milk of cows which lead a cool tranquil life in
their airy stalls over that of cows which break
fences and run restlessly about, lashing at the
flies, only to find themselves in the pound at last.

In two days I must begin my rounds—weather
permitting. The two lads are to be my com-
panions on the first occasion, and I hope we may
have as prosperous a trip as their sisters and I had
last year. The object is to see how the upland
farmers get on, and how they are managing the
new machines and unheard-of manures introduced
among them by the Lords Paramount of their
district. 1t is & charming circuit of forty miles,
over the moors and among the hills. Last year
there was the stamp of drought over the whole
region. We rode in the night more than in the
day—the heat was so extreme. It was strange,
in the morning twilight, to come upon a group of
women in a hollow, or beside a dry cistern in the
hedge, some knitting, some chatting, some dozing
with sleeping babies in their arms, and every one
with a pitcher beside her. Night after night
these women sat there to watch the springs.
‘Wherever there was hope of a dribble of water,
however small, some anxious housewife crept to
the spot when neighbours might be supposed
asleep ; and there was always somebody there, or
sure to follow presently. It was like ¢‘ prospect-
ing ” in the diggings in gold countries, except that
the water was more precious than any gold.

This year the grass will be green in the intervals
of the gorse and heather, and there will not be
the danger of moorland fires which haunts the
inhabitants in very dry seasons. There is mno
keeping lucifer matches out of the hands of
children ; there is no teaching packmen to be
careful about the ashes of their pipes, or gipsies
about disposing of their wood and peat ashes;
and the consequence is that the sky is now and

| then red at midnight, and the breeze hot with
fires of a mile broad, and hundreds of acres

of young plantations are (destroyed. - Sportsmen
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mourn over the game, and improvers over their | the fashion of my kind in shutting my eyes upon

young woods. The scene cannot compare with
the forest and prairie fires of America, which

drive all sorts of wild and tame beasts into the |

ponds together—wolves and lambs, bears and
deer, Red Indians and white Christians and negro
fugitives—all crouching under water, and putting
out their noses into the hot and smoky air when
they must breathe. We have no such spectacle
as this to watch; but our moorland fires in a
droughty July are sublime and terrible in their
way, and sadly disastrous.

We shall find something different this year.
The peat-cutters will see the brown water ooze
into the trenches as they form them: the children
will swim their rush-boats in the blue pools among
the heather, while their elders are digging and
piling the peat. The older children will go bil-
berry gathering to some purpose in a season like
this. Even cranberries are not out of the ques-
tion. Here and there, a8 we come upon some
little rill glistening in the turf, or muttering
among little sandy shoals and pebbles, we shall
find women and children, each with a tin pot,
picking the red berries from among the dark
leaves. I don’t know which is the prettier sight,
a basketful of bleaberries with the bloom upon
them, or a bowl of cranberries in the sunlight on
the grass. There are flowers to all this fruit, too.
Clumps and rows and large beds of wild thyme,
where the bees are humming all day long; and
some of the earlier heaths ; and blue-bells quiver-
ing with every breath, or sheltering under the
gorse ; these abound over our whole track. Then,
when we stop by the pools where the bulrush
waves and nods, and where the cotton-rush hangs
out its little banners, as if a fairy host were
marching beneath, we look for the curlew’s nest,
and, if it be early or late enough, we are sure to
hear the plover all along our way. All these
things are different in a season of drought. And
80 it is when we reach the tilled lands, where the
quail should be heard in the corn-fields, and the
young partridges should be beginning to fly.

It will not take us many miles round to see
how the salmon-fishing goes on in the estuary,
where the spearing in the pools, as the tide goes
out, is & fine night-spectacle. I am always glad
of an excuse for a night's watching, to see the
glitter of the torches in the long lines and broad
patches of water left by the tide, and the long
shadows of the men on the wet sand, and the
black circle of figures round the pool, with a
yellow face now and then visible from a flash of
the torch within, and the basket of silvery,
shining fish when there has been good success.

My children tell me I am an animal of noctur-
nal habits—at least, in the middle of summer.
Well! why not? The suvans have astonished us
with the news that seven-ninths of the known
animal creation are now found to be nocturnal in
their habits : and why should not I go with the great
majority ? The laugh is on my side against those
who conceitedly suppose the universe to have
been made and arranged for them, so that light is
better than darkness, and the day than the night,
because it suits them better ! However, for three
parts in four of the year, 1 am willing to follow

the night ; but in the hot season, why not enjoy
the sweetest hours of the twenty-four ?

Then we look for lights, as in the day we look
for flowers. Not only in the sky——though the
meteors are splendid in the thundery season—but
in the woods, in the gardens, and on the sea.
The glow-worm is gone: but there is a more
diffused and mysterious light about the roots of
trees than the glow-worm gives; and where
felled trees have lain long, we may see it playing
on and under the prostrate trunk. It is the phos-
phorescent light which hangs about certain fungi,
and especially those which infest decaying wood.
There have been rare nights at this season when I
have caught the flash of light which certain
flowers give out, and there is no doubt to my
mind about the soft veil of floating radiance v hich
wraps round some of the boldest blossoms in our
greenhouses and parterres in sultry nights. Where
there isafinespread of nasturtiums, or a large clump
of the hairy red poppy, or a group of orange lilies,
the pretty sight may be seen, quite independently of
the amusement of holding a light to fraxinellas,
and other flowers which abound in volatile oils.

Our grand night-adventure, however, will be at
the close of the month. The boys’ holidays are
to end at the sea, this summer, as in many former
ones, and it is an old promise that we should
spend a night at sea with the herring-boats. Be-
sides stars and meteors, we may then see lights of
many hues, The lighthouse gleam, waxing and
waning the whole night through, with the long
train it casts over the heaving sea, has an inex-
haustible charm for me. To watch it from an
inland hill is very bewitching, or from a distant
point on the sands, especially if they are wet ; but
this is nothing to the pleasure at sea, where that
path lies straight to one’s feet, wherever one may
go, growing bright and dim, and bright again, as
by a regular pulsation, answering to one within
one's-self. Then, in the wake of the boat, there
may perhaps be the phosphorescent light so fami-
liar to voyagers, now glancing in large sparkles,
and now breaking out along the ridge of a billow.
Moonlight there will not be : for the choice is of a
dark night for the fishery. A dark night, with
breeze enough to ripple the water, is the best.

We have often seen the watcher on the cliffs,
looking out with experienced eyes for the peculiar
sheen and movement of the water which betoken
the presence of the herrings. 1t will be rather too
early for the great shoals on which the fortunes
of the fishermen for the year depend. If it were
not, there would be no chance for us ; for the men
want every inch of room in their boats for them-
selves in the full season. But we may be in time
for the first-fruits of the fishery ; and if so, we are
to make a night of it, starting at sunset or later,
according to where the fish may be. We rather
hope to go far out, and get some notion of deep-
see fishing, and of the smell, and the handling of
the nets and other gear; and of the look of the
fish as they come tumbling in, and glitter in the
rays of .the lantern ; and of the appearance of
the setting of stars and rising of dawn from the
very surface of the sea, which is quite different
from the elevation of a large vessel ; and, not
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lesst, of the notions, and talk, and manners of the
tishermen, and how they sup, and how they
manage their craft, so that in future we may
know how to think of them, when, from the cliff
or the beach, we see their fleet put off for the
night-fishing, or returning in the early sunlight.

July must certainly be a favourite month with
me, so hard as T find it to turn away from the
mere inventory of its pleasures. But there is
business to be looked to.

The greenhouses must be repaired and painted
while we can keep the plants out of doors. We
must pat an end to the delay about opening the
drinking-fountain in the village, which was pro-
mised before the dog-days. The trough below is
more wanted for the dogs than even the cup and
basin above for working-men and wayfarers. If
the policeman keeps an eye on that trough, to see
that it is not meddled with, and on any strange
hungry dog that may appear, we need have no
more horrible alarms about mad dogs, such as we
had last year. There would be nearly an end of
that terror if there were water-troughs for dogs
wherever dogs abound. We must get the people
at N. stirred up to erect drinking-fountains,
and open their baths before the hot weather is
gone. When down in the low grounds, I must
see after the cygnets for the park-mere, and take
a lesson in swan-doctoring for the languid season,
when it is not easy to replenish the still waters
sufficiently. My neighbours entreat me to ascer-
tain the truth about the potato-disease. Now is
the time for it to give hints, if it is going to afflict
us again; and to inquire into this is the main
object of my next circuit among the farms. The
field peas will be cut in the forwardest places by
the time we return from our last round; and the
lads are to see the thatehing of the ricks, as we
are learning to do it now. More children's em-
ployments! There is driving home the peat-
crate, drawn by pony or ass, and cnnberry
gathering, and helping in fishing and curing, both
salmon and herrings, to say nothing of all the other
fish which abound in July,—the cod and smelts,
the turbots, soles, skate, and plenty more. Then
there is the gathering of uaripe apples and plums,
to sell for puddings and pies; and carrying to
market the thinnings of the apricot crops, which
make the best tarts in the world; and the sup-
plying all housewives with fruit for preserving,—
currants and raspberries, gooseberries and straw-
berries. Then the stout country lads can get in
the peas, cut them close to the ground with sickles,
and bind them with the least poesible shaking;
and the girls meantime must be looking after the
siling bens, which will be moulting for & month to
come. There is plenty for everybody to do in
July, though the barley will not put on its
dazzling whiteness till the end of the month, nor the
red wheat yet look as if it was tanned by the sun.
We call it an interval of leisure between the hay
and the corn harvests; but there is plenty to do
and to learn, as my lads and I shall find, from
beginning to end of our holiday time. If there is
any leisure, it is when 8t. Swithin’s Day makes
good its old promise; but July rains keep no
rational people within doors for many hours at a
time. Some of us like them as well as sunshine,

when seen from a boat-house or the shelter of a
hollow tree : and an alternation of the two, which
would be our choice, is usually our happy fate.
And so marches July, in his gay pathway between
ripening harvests !

THE NEGRO'S REVENGE,
(FROM AN UNACTED DRAMA.)

[Antoxto, surnamed El Matador, o sea-captain, and
in reality a pirate from the Spamch Main, having
excited the admiratwn of a_company of actors and
actresses, in Jtaly, by a sudden paammatc outburst,
18 requesled by them to narrate a story, in order to
elicit from him a specimen of his natural aptitude
Jor the stage.]

Antonio. The shark had followed us for a week.
Night and day, day and night, his back-fin glis-
tened in our wake—fifty fathom astern, it was
always there. We had none sick on board ; but
we had been too long cruising in the tropics mnot
to know that at least one of us would lose the
number of his mess ere the creature parted com-
pany with the ship.

The weather being very sultry the sailors became
irritable, until if a man but chanced to loock at
another it gave offence, as if each thought his
neighbour wished him to glut the monster’s raven-
ing maw, and so solve the doom which threatened
all alike. At length, on the seventh day, the
third mate, a scowling Portingallo, quarrelled with
the black cook Zanga, who, he swore, put cock-
roaches purposely in the dishes that underwent
the sable preparation of his most greasy hands.
Now this Zanga was a tall Ashantee, who had
been a king in his native land—a laughing,
merry-hearted fellow, but proud as the Prince of
Darkness after his own fashion. I did not hear
all that was said between them ; but the negro
turned the laugh against the Portingallo, who was
jeered at for his unsavoury complaint. That
evening, Zanga's son, a boy about twelve years old,
a child in arms when his father was taken captive,
was seen on the forecastle playing, as was his
wont, with the captain’s favourite bloodhound,
which it was his sole charge to feed. It had fallen
a dead calm, and the shark had come some twenty
fathoms nearer, and its huge sides gleamed ghastly
with phosphoric light. We had some thought of
shooting at it with a falconet ; but the captain
was in a surly mood, and wonld brook no waste
of powder to gratify our desire. The next ‘day
the boy was missing, and when we looked astern
for the shark, it was no longer there (pauses).

An actress. Nay, continue, I pray you. Had
the poor child fallen overboard ?

Antonio. 1 kiss your fingers, Sefiorits. During
the morning the dog became furious, and twice flew
at the Portingallo’s throat, so that we were forced to
chain the animal to the capstan, being alarmed at
his sudden frenzy. Had the Portingallo dared to
brave the captain’s wrath, he would have salain
the hound with a boarding-pike as he lay there
securely fastened, by turns growling and whining,
his head couched motionless between his paws,
his tail ever and anon beating the deck with quick
impatient knocks, and the fiery glitter of his deep-
sunk, blood-shot eyes following every movement
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of him whom he had so strangely assailed. During
the evening there was a hot and noisy altercation
forward as to whether or not the dog had capsized
the boy overboard in anger or boisterous sport.
Some, among whom the Portingallo was most
vehement, swore with oaths and curses that it was
80. Two or three declared that the dog had been
shut up aft in the sail-room a full hour before they

last saw the missing lad busy with his fishing

lines close to the open porthole of a culverin.
As for Zanga, he spoke to none, answered none,
and none cared to question his grief. Have any
of you ever chanced to see a mnegro's face turn
ashen pale—all the villanous ink of his complexion
precipitated from the dry parchment of his skin by
the deep inward chemistry of an agonising breast ?
That night, about eight bells, being toward the
end of the Portingallo’s watch on deck, a cry from

SWAIV, Se

the still surface of the ocean but a little way off,

med to vibrate through the ship’s tim-
bers, roused us from sleep. We tumbled up from
our hammocks and looked anxiously around.
Scarce a stone's throw distant, on the starboard
side, in the very track of the moonlight, we
saw the jollyboat adrift, and in it the gigantic
figure of the mnegro stooping over something
which lay prostrate at his feet. It was the
Portingallo, naked to the waist, gagged and
bound hand and foot. As we gazed, the negro
attached a second rope to one of those by which
the Portingallo was already fastened. In the
thrilling light of the moonbeams every detail
shone distinct and clear as in the picture of a

martyrdom lighted by a thousand tapers at high
mass. (Crosses himself) We shuddered as we
saw the negro make this rope well fast, while the
Portingallo lay writhing in the boat before him.
We saw his white teeth glisten again as he
grinned in his revenge, and the metallic shine of
agony on the Portingallo’s face, and the sweat
pouring down him, and the wrinkled anguish of
his brow, and the bristling of his hair in the
extremity of his terror ; and then, last of all,
we heard the gentle plashing of the water as the
boat swayed with their movement, and the fret-
ting of the rope, and each touch of their naked
limbs, and the gurgle in the victim's throat, and
the breathing of the avenger 'ard the doomed.
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Your stage-lamps, ladies, do not cast so fair and | who

true a light as that beautiful tropic moonshine on
the face. Then the negro carefully lifted his
victim over the boat’s side, payed out his rope, and
paddled a little distance off. His purpose flashed
simultaneously upon us. He was fishing with a
human live-bait for sharks.

An Actor. Saints of mercy! and did none of
you interfere ?

Antonio. An Imperial lady at a bull-fight could
not be more entranced than we were. Presently
a dark shadow rose from the water near the boat,
and then another and another, until a dozen
sharks, small and large, slowly moving their
rudder-like tails, were poised in full sight beneath.
When the Portingallo saw them, he leapt half
out of the water with a convulsive effort that nearly
bent him double, as ye may have seen a fish on dry
land jerk itself spasmodically towards ocean. The
largest shark quickly turned over underneath ; but
Zanga twitched his line, and then a second and a
third essayed to seize that living bait. Then the
gg got loose, and the doomed man yelled to
Heaven and to the ship for aid, and shrieked a
brief and piteous tale, how the boy overbalanced

' fell into the sea, and how but for the shark he

would himself have saved him. But Zanga yelled
with triumph, and they both yelled together,
until you could scarcely distinguish between their
cries, and untwist the sacred harmony of revenge
from the howling discord of despair. Oh ! revenge,
I tell you, is the gift of the gods, the only joy
that the grudging immortals freely share! 8o
the black cried in his fury, and the white man in
his agony, until the ship’s crew suddenly found
their sweet voices, and raised & chorus to them
both ; and the dog, who had got loose, bayed in
fierce answer to all ; and the sharks made a bub-
bling and commotion, that you would have
thonght hell itself had risen from the deep. But
Zanga pulled his line no longer ; and, like hounds
in at the deatb, the sharks closed upon their
prey, and the boat rocked to and fro, and the
black danced screeching and howling ; and by the
time we had lowered the gig and long-boat—both
of which we found staved full of holes, as a
woman'’s reputation when handled by a score of
her own sex—we saw nothing save a few shivered
planks, and a dark-red stain on the placid water,
to tell us of the scene that had been there.
Within an hour a breeze sprung up, within two
it had freshened to a gale, within three we were
scudding under bare poles. During four days the
hurricane raged, on the fifth the ship struck and
foundered, and I alone escaped to tell the story of
the Negro’s Revenge. Methinks you look pale,
ladies—there is nothing for the complexion, believe
me, like sea-air. Avrrep B. RicHARDS.

ESSEX ELEPHANTS.

TaE great home county of Essex is less explored
Ly strangers than almost any shire in England.
Its margin, seen from the Thames, is so truly
uninviting, and the way to it through the eastern
limb of London, by Aldgate, Whitechapel, Mile
End, snd Stratford, is so dull, so flat, so poverty-
siricken, and so redolent of odours, that persons

have travelled their country tolerably
well, have left this material portion of it un-
visited.

Yet Easex has its claims on our attention. Tt
possesses decided beauties—its Chigwell Row, its
Laindon Hills, and, till lately, its large and pic-
turesque forests of Epping and Hainault. Within
their shade rose Havering-atte-Bower, the resi-
dence of Edward the Confessor, and Wanstead
House and Park, where a king, ‘‘out by rotation,”
found a princely home. Within the last few
years, alag ! the woodcutter's axe has been busy
among the Hornbeams and other trees, and the
deer-trodden thickets are fast disappearing before
modern improvements.

To the antiquary the eastern kingdom is filled
with interest. Who it was that embanked the
Thames and the Lea, and by converting swamps
into rivers gave large pastures to Eessex and Hert-
fordshire, is a question still to be answered.
Being done, the Danish snake-ships, entering the
Lea at Barking Creek, sailed up to Hertford, as
they probably sailed up the Fleta to Battle Bridge.
The great street, proceeding due east from London,
crosses the Lea and several of its branches; the
latter having their origin in trenches and counter-
trenches cut for strategic purposes. Stratford-le-
Bow-—i.e., the street-ford with a bridge (de arcu)—
is memorable as the locality of the first stone
arch, and is supposed to be the place intended in
the ancient nursery song—

London Bridge is broken down,
Dance over my Lady Lea.

Adjoining Bow, the chapel of St. Leonard’s,
Bromley, marks the escape from drowning of the
Empress Matilda. Across the river commences
Stratford Langthorne, where, in Mary’s reign,
eleven persons were burnt to death. Looking
northward from the road, which, through the
lower portion of Stratford, is constructed on a
causeway, Leyton Church is seen, planted on a
slight elevation, the first from the river in a dis-
tance of about five miles. The site was probably
taken for a Pretorium by the Romans, and a stone
coffin, in good preservation, was here discovered
in making the cutting for the Cambridge line of
railway. Half a mile from the church, on the
winding Les, beloved by Izaak Walton, is situated
Temple Mill. Corn-mills were property not at all
despised by the lofty Knights Templars.

Still keeping our faces turned to the rising sun,
three or four miles brings us to the village of
Iiford, a word commemorating difficulties once ex-
perienced in crossing the little river Roden, which
here opposed the traveller's passage. An equal
distance onward, another small affluent of the
Thames imparts its name to the town of Romford.
But our special business at present is with the
former locality, and we dismiss our antiquarian
guide and ask a geologist cicerone.

To ¢ those who understand their epoch,” it is a
result of exceedinginterest to have witnessed a great
science grow, in their own life of forty years, from
stammering childhood to adolescence ; to have seen
almost the first uncertain bes:lmahoi gzl}ogyhostrug-

ing in the morning sky, and then, from hour to
m pouring in a flood of accumulating facts,
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and classifying them into a marvellous system.
Persons born since the commencement of the
present century remember geology in its pre-
scientific condition, and will recal with a thought-
ful smile the detached fact, the isolated mineral
specimen, or remarkable local formation, which
first drew their attention to the subject.

The long, grey, old church of West Ham, which
stands half a mile riverward of Stratford, contained,
in years past, some objects likely to attract the
wandering eyes of a child during a sermon.  The
great silken colours of the West Ham Volunteers
hung dustily and discoloured below the tall chancel
arch. Below them, an elaborate lion and unicorn,
the size of cubs, smiled ferociously on the preacher
as he passed between them to his elevated pulpit ;
and at the east end of the church, leaning against
an altar-tomb, two immense bones rested—one
being a shoulder-blade, three feet in length, and
the other a rib—concerning which relics the in-
quirer was shortly answered that they were mam-
moth bones. The spark of interest thus kindled in
our own breast towards osteology might have easily
died out again, had it not been followed, some two
and thirty years ago, by a neighbour presenting to
our youthful collection of curiosities a few pieces
of fossillated ivory, exhumed at Ilford in a spot
where the ground had been opened for brick-
making. Many persons visited the diggings daily ;
but until lately, when an enlightened curiosity has
been established, the discoveries ceased to com-
mand attention ; and, doubtless, great numbers of
mammoth relics have been found, and then lost
for ever. During the last two years, however,
greater care has been taken. The proprietor of
the brick-field gave to a gentleman in the neigh-
bourhood, much devoted to geology, full powers
over all the animal remains discovered—and,
what was of the highest importance, left orders
that his workmen should notify to Mr. Brady
their having come upon any bones. Thus he was
able to examine them in situ, and to prevent, in a
great measure, their injury or destruction. In
this one field (and there are two other brick-fields
near it) the remains of at least eight elephants
have been brought to light. A short account of
their discovery was read by Mr. Brady at the
meeting of the British Association at Aberdeen,
in September last. The bones of the elephant
(Elephas primigenius) are found associated with
those of the rhinoceros, the Irish elk, the horse,
and the ox. An immense tusk was discovered,
fourteen feet below the level of the soil, to see
which, before it was disturbed, Sir Charles Lyell
and other eminent geologists were invited. The
tusk was deficient of both extremities, but the
portion rescued was nine feet long and of great
thickness. Since that time a bone of enormous
size belonging to a whale has been extracted.

The geological position of these relics is the
Pleistocene, or latest tertiary formation. The
vein in which they occur varies from five to ten
feet in thickness, and consists of sandy gravel
It underlies the band of brick-earth already men-
tioned, into which some of the bones intrude, and
thus attract the notice of the brick-makers. Above
the brick-earth is the extensive and valuable bed
of scarlet gravel for which this part of Essex is

celebrated. This bed, with the vegetable mould
which covers it in, is from four to six feet in
depth at Ilford. In otherspotsthe gravel has been
worked as deep as twenty feet. Beneath all is the
great deposit of the London clay.

Though the excavations at Ilford have been
singularly productive in the discovery of animal
remains, it is not to be understood that they exist
in that site only. In other parts of Essex and also
in Middlesex coming within the basin of the
Thames, similar bones have been brought to light.
Remaius of the elephant have been met with at
Grays, at Harwich, at Erith, at Brentford, at
Kingsland, and, within a few months past, at
Charing Cross. At Erith the lion and hyena, and
at Grays the bear, add the carnivora order to
the list of animals given above.

A view of the circumstances leads to the plaus-
ible oonjecture that, in its main features, the
configuration of land and water was the same
when these herds of strangely associated animals
lived as it is now. The estuary of the Thames
probably ran up farther inland ; and the waters of
the river, before they had cut themselves deep
channels, and before the hand of man was at work
to confine them within useful limits, spread widely
in marsh and morass, till they touched the feet of
the hills in Kent and Essex. Dr. Anderson has
lately speculated on the condition of the Mediter-
ranean, before a sinking of the ground-level between
the Pillars of Hercules allowed the Atlantic waves
to fill the depressed savannah through which the
Eastern waters made their way to the ocean, and
expatiated to great distances on either side their
centre course. Thus, he accounts for the remains
of hippopotami found there—the herds of which
must have been counted not by thousands, but
by tens of thousands.

But it must always be remembered in the case
of the Essex deposits we have described, that they
are in the drift—a name at once suggestive of the
washing together, or other transportation of rocks
and organisms, which may previously have been
scattered, and distant from each other. Indeed,
where carnivora abound, the weaker kinds among
the other orders must necessarily disappear. To
meet with traces of their association in one place
would indicate a disturbance either of the surface
on which they dwelt, or of their very natures.
We can hardly conceive of *a happy and united
family” on so grand a scale, and without the
restraints of a cage or a keeper.

In all this search for bones in the drift, and it
has now been long and extensive, no flint instru-
ments or any presumptive remains of man have
been discovered. This evidence is, it is true,
negative only ; but it has its significance, and must
be allowed its due weight in the discussion pro-
ceeding as to the first era of mankind. The drift
and the gravel are the concluding page of geolo-
gical history. The animals found do not differ
greatly in their construction from existing species ;
some of them are identical; the date of their
disappearance does not require to be removed very
greatly from our historic period. Therefore, if
anywhere, we have here a right to anticipate the
discovery of traces of human existence ; but there
are none—none up to the present. timme /have been
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brought to light ; nothing has been lifted from the
ground to picture to our imagination the noble
savage contending for existence with foes exceed-
ing himself in passion and in strength—his whole
armoury consisting of a sharpened flint, and the
fires of his enkindled eye.

The fact that, still more recently, even within the
last few months, a wrought millstone has been dis-
covered near the bone deposits, does not militate
against these remarks, for it was found in a peaty
earth of yet more recent date, though undoubtedly
very ancient, and in the society of remains of
existing species. Thus, transported materials are
likely, for the present, to create trouble and doubts
amongst geologists, till science, advancing in its
lesson, fits in these additional pieces to its puzzle.

Our inquiries as to the fate of the ‘ mammoth
bones ” which formed the ossuary of All Saints,
‘West Ham, are unsuccessful. Three things may
have happened. They may have been decently
interred in the churchyard before it was closed
for sepulture ; or they may have been crushed to
manure the corn-lands of that parish; or they
may have entered more immediately into our
cereal food by being ground and mixed with fiour.

Ma~LEY HOPKINS.

THE TOMB OF MAUSOLUS.

WHLE Greek ruins excite our attention as well
as admiration, few people are aware of the rich
works of art which have been lately deposited in
the British Museum, and which have not yet been
exhibited to the public. We allude to those
Greek marbles, a portion of a building which has
been called—and, from what now remains of it,
probably most justly—one of the Seven Wonders
of the World. This is the famous Mausoleum
erected by Queen Artemisia to the memory of her
husband, Mausolus, King of Caria, or rather of
Halicarnassus. She loved him with such tender
affection, and was so greatly afflicted at his death,
that, according to the custom in those days, after
his body had been burnt to ashes, historians tell
us that she daily eat a portion of those ashes, and
died soon after she had finished them.

However this may be, it is certain that she
determined to erect a monument to his memory,
sufficient at the same time to prove her own
affection for one she so tenderly loved, and to
show the world the estimation in which he was
held by his subjects. Mausolus is said to have
died immensely rich; and with his wealth his
gueen began to erect a monument, which she
called a Mausoleum, after the name of her hus-
band, and from which afterwards all magnificent
sepulchres and tombs have received the same
appellation. This celebrated Mausolenm was
erected three hundred and fifty-three years before
the birth of our blessed Saviour; and on reading
the following account of the interesting marbles
now in the British Museum, this date should not
be lost sight of. In fact, their antiquity, and the
exquisite beauty of their workmanship, cannot
fail of filling the mind with admiration.

Four different architects ara stated to have been
employed upen this noble monument of affection.
Scopas erected the side which faced the east,

Timotheus had the south, Leochares had the west,
and Bryaxis the north. Over this stately Mauso-
leum & pyramid was raised, executed by Pitheus,
who adorned the top of it with a chariot drawn by
four horses. The expenses of this edifice must
have been enormous, and this gave occasion to the
philosopher Anaxagoras to exclaim when he saw
it, ‘““How much money is changed into stones.”
Artemisia died before it was finished, as supposed
of grief, but not until after she had expended her
husband’s wealth in the building. But so great
was the admiration it occasioned, that her sub-
jects united together to complete it.

The site of this vast monument of antiquity
was for a great number of years unknown, although
the interest felt for the discovery had never
ceased. Many persons thought, and it now ap-
pears not without reason, that it must have been
swallowed up by an earthquake. It is certain
that the French Government sent men of science
to endeavour to discover these interesting ruins.
Russia, Prussia, and Austria did the same, all
with the hopes of enriching their several countries
with these ancient marbles, but altogether without
success. It remained for an Englishman to make
the discovery, and that Englishman’s name was
Newton.

Mr. Newton was employed for twelve or thir-
teen years in the British Museum, where he
not only acquired a great love of ancient marbles
and a considerable knowledge of their history, but
also had his curiosity much excited in order to
ascertain the site of the tomb of Mausolus. For-
tunately for antiquarians, and also for his country,
Mr. Newton was appointed Vice-Consul at Mity-
lene, and from thence he had the best opportuni-
ties of prosecuting his inquiries respecting the
tomb of Mausolus. Having at length ascertained
the spot, and means being placed at his disposal
by the British Government, he procured some
sappers and miners from Malta, and began his
excavations. It is not intended to particularise
the discoveries he made. It will be sufficient to
mention a few of them. Amongst others, he has
brought to light a noble statue of Mausolus, nearly
perfect. 1t is impossible to view it without
feelings of wonder and admiration. The whole
character of the head much resembles the ideal
portraits of Alexander the Great on the coins of
Lysimachus and in several extant marble busts.
The face is slightly bearded, the features massive
but finely formed, and with a most noble expres-
sion. Indeed, where shall we find in classical
art any head in which such majesty is combined
with the traits of individual likeness ?

A fine colossal female statue was also found,
supposed to be that of Artemisia; but, unfor-
tunately, it wants the head, which has not yet
been recovered. The figure and drapery are very
finely executed.

Portions of colossal horses have also been dis-
covered ; and these no doubt formed a portion of
the marble Quadriga by which the Mausoleum
was surmounted. Notbing can be finer than these
marbles, especially the head of one of the horses,
which may vie with the celebrated one in the
Elgin Marbles.

Finely sculptured lions and a leopard have also
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been brought to light, and many other remains of
the greatest interest, amongst which are some
friezes, beautifully executed, and which have been
preserved and deposited in the British Museum,
the whole of them extending to a length of eighty
feet : and Mr. Newton is of opinion that no
museum in Europe can show 80 magnificent a
series of high reliefs. These marbles willno doubt
form a fine study for artists, and it is to be hoped
that drawings of them will be published.

As to the Mausoleum itself, we learn from Pliny
that it was surrounded by thirty-six columns, and
that the whole height was a hundred and forty
feet, and the length on each side sixty-three feet,
making two hundred and fifty-two feet in all,
and that the whole was adorned with appropriate
sculpture.

Mr. Newton has the credit of having conducted
the excavations of these magnificent remains, and
also for having satisfactorily set at rest the
question of the locality of the Mausoleum. His
saccess can only be properly appreciated by
viewing the vast quantity of interesting relics he
has sent to this country, and which must form
only a small portion of the original building, the
materials of which, through a long succession of
ages, have been used for various erections and the
burning of the marbles to procure lime.

Mr. Newton is now the English Consul at
Rome, where it is to be hoped that his scientific
knowledge and thirst for new discoveries may
enable him to enrich his country with further
objects of interest and antiquity.

EpwarD JessE.

SHE AND L

Now married balf a score of years,
With children growing tall,

I muse on former hopes and fears,

On long past smiles and sighs and tears,
And bygone days recall.

Yes ! twelve, twelve months have passed away,
Since *‘ Bhe and 1" first met,

Baut still the dress she wore that day,

And almost all she chanced to say,
I well remember yet.

Of course I cannot tell if she
‘Was conscious of her power ;

I know that on that day for me

Commenced a long captivity
Which lasts until this hour,

My love was faint and feeble then,
And almost self-denied ;

Yet still I'd jealous promptings when

I chanced to witness other men
Attentive at her side.

And, oh ! what jealous pangs I bore
As love increased in force ;

I often turned and left her door,

With firm resolve to go no more,—
And went next day of course.

What trifling matters then inclined
My hopes to rise or fall ;

It wasn't difficult to find

A plea for my sad state of mind
In anything at all.

While I was in this wretched state,
Some friends, one summer day,
Arranged a little rural féte ;
I made a sham of self-debate,
But went—1I needn’t say.

Although I own that in my eyes
A pic-nic’s no great treat ;

I don’t like gnats, or wasps, or flies,

Or dust that spreads, or damps that rise,
Or rain, or broiling hest.

Well ! at this féte— tho’ what about
I've not discovered yet—

Clara began to sulk and pout,

And I, from sympathy, no doubt,
Began to fume and fret.

Our words were very sharp and curt,
‘We spoke, and nothing more ;

And then, I always will assert,

That she began to langh and flirt
With people by the acore.

(I do sometimes assert it now—
It’s not & bit of nse—

She positively won’t allow

One single thing, but asks me how
I can be such a goose.)

What bappen’d next I cannot say,
Bxoept from what I hear :

Pm told that I was very gay,

And chatter'd in the wildest way
With everybody near.

The sequence of events I own
I’ve never understood,
But when my mind regain’d its tone,
I found that we were quite alone,
And walking in a wood.

Yes, there we were, with no one by,
No sound the silenee broke,

Till Clara gave a little sigh,

Which startled me 8o much that I
Took heart of grace, and spoke.

I sought a smile, I fear'd a frown,
But scarce had I
When she, to veil her face, shook down
Those clust'ring curls, in shadow brown,
But golden in the sun.

Ah, then came bliss, so long deferr'd,
‘Which paid for everything !
What joy one little whisper'd word,
So low it scarcely can be heard,
Is large enough to bring!

O, what a calm, delicious change
From jealousy to rest !

And then the trifles to arrange,

8o numerous, so sweet, and strange,
Which give love half its zest.

The elender ring, the stolen tress,
(Inestimable prise !)
The loving glance, the shy caress :
If such as these be foolishness,
I envy not the wise.

No bitter memories remain

Of all that stormy past ;
May those who feel a kindred pain
By fortune’s kindly aid attain

A kindred joy at last! C. P, Wrtiam,
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PRELUDE TO AN ENGAGEMENT.

CHAPTER XXIX.

MoNEY was a strong point with the Elburne
brood. The Jocelyns very properly respected
blood ; but being, as Harry, their youngest repre-
sentahve. termed them, poor as rats, they were
justified in considering it a marketable stuff ; and
when they married they married for money. The
Hon. Miss Jocelyn had espoused a manufacturer,
who failed in his contract, and deserved his death.
The diplomatist, Melville, had not stepped aside
from the family traditions in his alliance with
Miss Black, the daughter of a bold bankrupt,
educated in affluence ; and if he touched nothing
but 5000.. and some very pretty ringlets, that was
not his fault. Sir Franks, too, mixed his pure
stream with gold. As yet, however, the gold had
done little more than shine on him; and, belong-
ing to expectancy, it might be thought unsub-
stantial. Beckley Court was in the hands of Mrs.

H !ll \1'(\"ti"‘:“:’ it

Bonner, who, with the highest sense of duty
towards her only living child, was the last to appre-
ciate Lady Jocelyn’s entire absence of demonstra-
tive affection, and severely reprobated her daugh-
ter's philosophic handling of certain serious sub-
jects. Sir Franks, no doubt, came better off than
the others. Her ladyship brought him twenty
thousand pounds, and Harry had ten in the
past tense, and Rose in the future; but living,
a8 he had done, a score of years anticipating the
demise of an incurable invalid, he, though an
excellent husband and father, could =carcely be
taught to imagine that the Jocelyn object of his
bargain was attained. He had the semblance of
wealth, without the personal glow which absolute
possession brings. It was his habit to call himself
& poor man, and it was his dream that Rose should
marry a rich one. Harry was hopeless. He had
been his grandmother’s(pet up to the years of
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adolescence : he was’ getting too old for any pro-
spect of a military career : he had no turn for
diplomacy, no taste for any of the walks open to
blood and birth, and was in headlong disgrace
with the fountain of goodness at Beckley Court,
where he was still kept in the tacit understanding
that, should Juliana inherit the place, he must be
at hand to marry her instantly, after the fashion
of the Jocelyns. They were an injured family ;
for what they gave was and the com-
mercial world had not behaved honourably to
them.

Now Ferdinand Laxley was just the match for
Rose. Born to a title and fine estate, he was
evidently fond of her, and there had been a gentle
hope in the bosom of Sir Franks that the family
fatality would cease, and that Rose would marry
both money and blood.

From this happy delusion poor Sir Franks was
awakened to hear that his daughter had plighted
herself to the son of a tradesman : that, as the
climax to their evil fate, she who had some blood
and some money of her own—the only Jocelyn
who had ever united the two—was desirous of
wasting herself on one who had neither. The
ides was so utterly opposed to the principles Sir
Franks had been trained in, that his intellect
could not grasp it. He listened to his sister, Mrs.
Shorne : he listened to his wife : he agreed with
all they said, though what they said was widely
diverse : he consented to see and speak to Evan,
and he did so, and was much the most distressed.
For Sir Franks liked many things in life, and
hated one thing alone—which was ¢ bother.” A
smooth world was his delight. Rose knew this,
and her instruction to Evan was: ¢ You cannot
give me up—you will go, but you cannot give me
up while I am faithful to you: tell him that.”
She knew that to impress this fact at once on the
mind of Sir Franks would be a great gain; for in
his detestation of bother he would soon grow
reconciled to things monstrous ; and hearing the
same on both sides, the matter would assume an
inevitable shape to him. Mr. Second Fiddle had
no difficulty in declaring the eternity of his senti-
ments ; but he toned them with a despair Rose
did not contemplate, and added also his readiness
to repair, in any way possible, the evil done. He
spoke of his birth and position. Sir Franks, with
a gentlemanly delicacy natural to all lovers of a
smooth world, begged him to see the main and
the insurmountable objection. Birth was to be
desired, of course, and position, and so forth : but
without money how can two young people marry ?
Evan’s heart melted at this generous way of
putting it. He said he saw it, he had no hope:
he would go and be forgotten : and begged that
for any annoyance his visit might have caused Sir
Franks and Lady Jocelyn, they would pardon
him. 8ir Franks shook him by the hand, and
the interview ended in an animated dialogue on
the condition of the knees of Black Lymport, and
on horseflesh in Portugal and Spain.

Following Evan, Rose went to her father and
gave him a good hour's excitement, after which
the worthy gentleman hurried for consolation to
Lady Joceclyn, whom he found reading a book of
French memoirs, in her usual attitude, with her

feet stretched out, as if she made a footstool of
trouble. Her ladyship read him a piquant story,
and Sir Franks capped it with another from
memory ; whereupon her ladyship held him
wrong in one turn of the story, and Sir Franks
rose to get the volume to verify, and while he was
tarning over the leaves, Lady Jocelyn told him
incidentally of old Tom Cogglesby’s visit and pro-
position. Sir Franks found the passage, and that
her ladyship was right, which it did not move her
countenance to hear.

‘“Ah!” said he, finding it no use to pretend
there was no bother in the world, ¢“here’s a
pretty pickle! Rose says she will have that
fellow.”

‘“Hum ! it's a nuisance,” replied her ladyship.
¢ And if she keeps her mind a couple of years, it
will be a wonder.”

¢ Very bad for her, this sort of thing—talked
about,” muttered Sir Franks. *‘ Ferdinand was
just the man.”

“Well, yes; I suppose it's her mistake to
think brains an absolute requisite,” said Lady
Jocelyn, opening her book again, and scanning
down a column.

Sir Franks, being imitative, adopted a similar
refuge, and the talk between them was varied by
quotations and choice bits from the authors they
had recourse to. Both leaned back in their chairs,
and spoke with their eyes on their books.

N ¢“ Julia's going to write to her msther,” said
e.

¢“Very filial and proper,” said she.

“There'll be a horrible hubbub, you know,
Emily.”

¢ Most probably. 1 shall get the blame ; cela
se oongoit.”

“ Young Harrington goes the day after to-
morrow. Thought it better not to pack him off
in a hwrry.”

¢ And just before the pic-nic; no, certainly. I
suppose it would look odd.”

¢ How are we to get rid of the Countess ?*

¢“Eh? This Bantru is amusing, Franks; but
he’s nothing to Vandy. Homme incomparable !
On the whole I find Ménage rather dull. The
Countess ? what an accomplished liar that woman
is! She seems to have stepped out of Tallemant’s
Gallery. Concerning the Countess, I suppose you
had better apply to Melville.”

¢ Where the deuce did this young Harrington
get his breeding from ?”

¢ He comes of a notable sire.”

“Yes, but there’s no sign of the snmob in
him.”

*¢ And T exonerate bim from the charge of ¢ad-
venturing’ after Rose. George Uploft tells me—I
had him in just now—that the mother is a woman
of mark and strong principle. She has probably
corrected the too luxuriant nature of Mel in her
offspring.  That is to say, in this one. Pour les
autres, je ne dis pas. Well, the young man will
go ; and if Rose chooses to become a monument of
constancy, we can do nothing. I shall give my
advice ; but as she has not deteived me, and she
is a reasonable being, 1 shan’t interfere. Putting
the case at the worst, they will not want money.
I have no doubt Tom Cogglesby means jwhat he
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smays, and will do it. So there we will leave
the matter till we hear from Elburne House.

Sir Franks groaned at the thought.

¢ How much does he offer to settle on them?”
he asked.

¢ A thousand a-year on the marriage, and the
same amount to the first child. I dare say the
end would be that they would get all.”

Sir Franks nodded, and remained with one eye-
brow pitiably elevated above the level of the
other.

¢ Anything but a tailor!” he exclaimed pre-
sently, bhalf to himself.

¢ There is & prejudice against that craft, isn't
there ?” her ladyship acquiesced. *‘ Béranger—
let me see—your favourite Frenchman, Franks,
wasn’t it his father 2—no, his grandfather. ¢ 2Mon
pauvre et humble grandpere,’ [ think, was a tailor.
Hum ! the degrees of the thing, I confess, don't
affect me. One trade I imagine to be no worse
than another.”

¢ Ferdinand’s allowance is about a thousand,”
eaid Sir Franks, meditatively.

¢ And won’t be a farthing more till he comes to
the title,” added her ladyship.

¢ Well, resumed Sir Franks, *it's a horrible
bother ! ”

His wife philosophically agreed with him, and
the subject was dropped.

Lady Jocelyn felt with her husband, more than
she chose to let him know, and Sir Franks could
have burst into anathemas against fate and cir-
cumstance, more than his love of a smooth world
permitted. He, however, was subdued by her
calmness ; and she, with ten times the weight of
brain, was mancuvred by the wonderful dash of
General Rose Jocelyn. For her ladyship, think-
ing, “T shall get the blame of all this,” rather
sided insensibly with the offenders against those
who condemned them jointly ; and seeing that
Rose had been scrupulously honest and straight-
forward in a very delicate matter, this lady was
8o constituted that she could not but applaud
her daughter in her heart. A worldly woman
wounld have acted, if she had not thought, dif-
ferently, but her ladyship was not a worldly
woman, Evan's bearing and character had,

his residence at Beckley Court, become so
thoroughly accepted as those of a gentleman, and
one of their own rank, that, after an allusion to
the origin of his breeding, not a word more was
said by either of them on that topic. Besides,
Rose had dignified him by her decided conduct.

By the time poor Sir Franks had read himself
into tranquillity, Mrs. Shorne, who knew him
well, and was determined that he should not enter
upon his usual negotiation with an unpleasantness,
that is to say, to forget it, joined them in the
library, bringing with her Sir John Loring and
Hamilton Jocelyn. Her first measure was to
compel Sir Franks to put down his book. Lady
Jocelyn subsequently had to do the same.

“Well, what have you done, Franks?” said
Mrs. Shorne.

‘“Done ?!” answered the poor gentleman.
“What is there to be done? I've spoken to

Harrington.”
¢“Spoken to him! He deserves horsewhipping !

Have yon not told him to quit the house in-
stantly ?”

Lady Jocelyn came to her husband’s aid : “ Tt
wouldn't do, I think, to kick him out. In the
first place, he hasn’t deserved it.”

* Not deserved it, Emily !—the commonest of
low, vile, adventuring tradesmen !”

¢ In the second place,” pursued her ladyship,
¢“it’s not advisable to do anything that will make
Rose enter into the young woman’s sublimities.
It's better not to let & Iunatic see that you think
him stark mad, and the same holds with young
women afflicted with the love-mania. The sound
of sense, even if they can't understand it, flatters
them so as to keep them within bounds. Other-
wise you drive them into excesses best avoided.”

¢ Really, Emily,” said Mrs. Shorne, ‘‘you
speak almost, one would say, as an advocate of
such unions.”

‘ You must know perfectly well that I entirely
condemn them,” replied her ladyship, who had
once, and once only, delivered her opinion of the
nuptials of Mr. and Mrs. Shorne.

In self-defence, and to show the total difference
between the cases, Mrs. Shorne interjected : ““An
utterly penniless young adventurer !”

“ Oh, no; there’s money,” remarked Sir
Franks.

¢ Money, is there !” quoth Hamilton, respect-
fully.

¢ And there’s wit,” added Sir John, *‘if he
has half his sister’s talent.”

¢ Astonishing woman !” Hamilton chimed in;
adding, with a shrug, ‘ But, egad!”

“Well, we don’t want him to resemble his
sister,” said Lady Jocelyn. ‘I acknowledge she’s
amusing.”

¢ Amusing, Emily!” Mrs. Shorne never en-
countered her sister-in-law’s calmness without
indignation. *‘I could not rest in the house with
such a person, knowing her what she is. A vile
adventuress, as I firmly believe. What does she
do all day with your mother? Depend upon ii,
you will repent her visit in more ways than
one.”

¢ A prophecy ?” asked Lady Jocelyn, smiling.

On the grounds of common sense, on the
grounds of propriety, and consideration of what
was due to themselves, all agreed to condemn the
notion of Rose casting herself away on Evan.
Lady Jocelyn agreed with Mrs. Shorne; Sir Franks
with his brother, and Sir John. But as to what
they were to do, they were divided. Lady Joce-
lyn said she should not prevent Rose from writing
to Evan, if she had the wish to do so.

““Folly must come out,” said her ladyship.
“It’s a combustible material. I won’t have her
health injured. She shall go into the world
more. She will be presented at Court, and if
it’s necessary to give her a dose or two to coun-
teract her vanity, I don't object. This will wear
off, or, si c'est véritablement une grande passion,
ch bien! we must take what Providence sends
u'.”

¢ And which we might have prevented if we
had condescended to listen to the plainest worldly |
wisdom,” added Mrs. Shorne. |

““Yes?” said Lady Jocelyn, equably, ¢ you ]
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" ings, ever worked so harmoniously towards the

know, you and I, Julia, argue from two distinct'
points. Girls may be shut up, as you propose.
I don’t think nature intended to have them the
obverse of men. I'm sure their mothers never
designed that they should run away with foot-
men, riding-masters, chance curates, as they
occasionally do, and wouldn’t, if they had points
of comparison. My opinion is that Prospero
was just saved by the Prince of Naples being
wrecked on his island, from a shocking mis-
alliance between his danghtcr and the son of
Sycorax. I see it clearly. Poetry conceals the
extreme probability, but from what I know of my
sex, I should have no hesitation in turning
prophet also, as to that.”

‘What could Mrs. Shorne do? Mrs. Melville,
when she arrived to take part in the conference,
which gradually swelled to a family one, was
equally unable to make Lady Jocelyn perceive
that her plan of bringing up Rose was, in the
present result of it, other than unlucky.

Now the two generals—Rose Jocelyn and the
Countess de Saldar—had brought matters to this
pass; and from the two tactical extremes: the
former by openness and dash: the latter by
subtlety, and her own interpretations of the
means extended to her by Providence. I will not
be so bold as to state which of the two I think
right. Good and evil work together in this world.
If the Countess had not woven the tangle, and
gained Evan time, Rose would never have seen
his blood,—never have had her spirit hurried out
of all shows and form, and habits of thought, up to
the gates of existence, as it were, where she took
him simply as God created him and her, and clave -
to him. Again, had Rose been secret, when this |
turn in her nature came, she would have
forfeited the strange power she received from it,
and which endowed her with decision to say what .
was in her heart, and stamp it lastingly there.
The two generals were quite antagonistic, but no
two, in perfect ignorance of one another’s proceed.-

main result. The Countess was the skilful engineer :
Rose the general of cavalry. And it did really
seem that with Tom Cogglesby and his thousands .
in reserve, the victory was about to be gained. .
The male Jocelyns, an easy race, decided that if
the worst came to the worst, and Rose proved
a wonder, there was money, which was some-
thing.

But social prejudice was about to claim its
champion.  Hitherto there had been no generalon |
the opposite side. Love, aided by the Countess, |
had engaged an inert mass. The champion was
discovered in the person of the provincial Don :
Juan, Mr. Harry Jocelyn. Harry bad gone on a f
mysterious business of his own to London. He
returned with a green box under his arm, which, ‘
five minutes after his arrival, was entrusted to
Conning, in company with a genial present for |
herself, of a kind not perhaps so fit for exhibition,
at least they both thought so, for it was given in
the shades. Harry then went to pay his respects |
to his mother, who received him with her custo-
mary ironical tolerance. His father, to whom he |
was an incarnation of bother, likewise nodded to
him and gave him a finger. Duty done, Harry

- nothing but glum faces.

, he has caught her, he tells her.

looked around him for pleasure, and observed
Even the face of Mr.
John Raikes was heavy. He had been hovering
about the Duke and Miss Current for an hour,
hoping the Countess would come and give him a
promised introduction. The Countess stirred
not from above, and Jack drifted from group te
group ou the lawn, and grew conscious that wher-
ever he went he brought silence with him. His
isolation made him humble, and when Harry shook
his hand, and said he remembered Fallowtield and
the fun there, Mr. Raikes thanked him, and ina
small speech, in which he contrived to introduce
the curricle, remarked that the Hampshire air
suited his genius, and that the friendship of Mr.
Harry Jocelyn would be agreeable to him.

¢¢ Where's the tailor ?” cried Harry, langhing.

¢ Tailor ! Jack exclaimed, reprovingly, ‘“oh !
now, my dear fellow, you must positively drop
that. Harrington’s sisters! consider! superb
women ! unmatched for style! No, no; Harring-
ton’s father was an officer. Iknow it. A distant
relative of Sir Abraham Harrington, the proud
baronet of Torquay, who refused to notice them.
Why? Because of the handle to his name. Ome
could understand a man of genius !—a member of
parliament ! but proud of a baronetcy! His con-
duct was hideous. The Countess herself informed
me.”

“Ha! ba!” laughed Harry, I was only jok-
ing. I shall see you again.” And Mr. Raikes was
left to fresh meditation.

Harry made his way to join his friend Ferdi-
nand, and furnished him with the latest London
news not likely to appear in the papers. Laxley
. was distant and unamused. Irom the fact, too,
! that Harry was known to be the Countess's dave,

| his presence produced the same effect in the

different circles about the grounds, as did that of
Mr. John Raikes. Harry began to yawn and
wish very ardently for his sweet lady. She,
however, had too fiue an instinct to descend.

An hour before dinner, Juliana sent him a mes-
sage that she desired to see him.

“Jove! I hope that girl's not going to be blow-
ing hot again,” sighed the conqueror.

He had nothing to fear from Juliana. The
moment they were alone she asked him, ¢ Have
you heard of it?”

Harry shook his head and shrugged.

¢ They haven't told you?! Rose has engaged

! herself to Mr. Harrington, a tradesman, a tailor!”

‘“Pooh ! have you got hold of that story ?” said
Harry. “But I'm sorry for old Ferdy. He was

' fond of Rosey. Here’s another bother!”

¢ You don't believe me, Harry 1"

Harry was mentally debating whether, in this
new posture of affairs, his friend Ferdinand would
press his claim for certain monies lent.

¢“Oh, I believe you,” he said. ¢ Harrington
has the knack with you women. Why, you made
eyes at him. It was a toss-up between you and

Rosey once.”

Juliana let this accusation pass.

*“ He is a tradesman. He has a shop in Lym-
port, I tell you, Harry, and his name on it. And
he came here on purpose to catch Rose. And now
And his mother
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is now at one of the inns, waiting to see
him. Go to Mr. George Uploft ; he knows the
family. Yes, the Countess has turned your head,
of course ; but she has schemed and schemed, and
told such stories—God forgive her ! "—

The girl had to veil her eyes in a spasm of

weeping.

*¢Oh, come! Juley!” murmured her killing
cousin. Harry boasted an extraordinary weakness
at the sight of feminine tears. ‘I say! Juley!
you know if you begin crying I'm done for, and it
isn’t fair.”

He dropped his arm on her waist to console her,
and generously declared to her that he always had
been very fond of her. These scenes were not
foreign to the yonuth. Her fits of crying, from
which she would burst in a frenzy of contempt at
him, had made Harry say stronger things; and
the assurances of profound affection uttered in a
most languid voice will sting the hearts of women.

Harry still went on with his declarations, heat-
ing them rapidly, so as to bring on himself the
usual outburst and check. She was longer in
coming to it this time, and he had a horrid fear,
that instead of dismissing him fiercely, and so
annulling his words, the strange little person was
going to be soft, and hold him to them. There
were her tears, however, which she could not
stop.

¢ Well, then, Juley, look. I do, upon my
hono;t’lr, yes—there, don't cry any more—I do love

.

Harry held his breath in awful suspense. Juli-
ana quietly disengaged her waist, and looking at
him, said, ‘‘Poor Harry! You need not lie any
more to please me.”

Such was Harry’s astonishment, that he ex-
claimed, <1t isn't a lie! I say, [ do love you.”
And for an instant he thought and hoped that he
did love her.

¢¢ Well, then, Harry, I don’t love you,” said
Juliana ; which at once revealed to our friend
that he had been utterly mistaken in his own
emotions. Nevertheless, his vanity was hurt when
he saw she was sincere, and he listened to her, a
moody being. This may account for his excessive
wrath at Evan Harrington after Juliana had given
him proofs of the truth of what she said.

But the Countess was Harrington's sister! The
image of the Countess swam before him. Was it
possible? Harry went about asking everybody
he met. The initiated were discreet; those who
bhad the whispers were open. A bare truth is not
80 convincing as one that discretion confirms.
Harry found the detestable news perfectly true.

““8top it by all means if you can,” said his
father.

“Yes, try a fall with Rose,” said his mother.

¢ And I must sit down to dinner to day with a
confounded fellow, the son of a tailor, who's had
the impudence to make love to my sister!”
cried Harry. ¢ I'm determined to kick him out
of the house '—half.”

¢ To what is the modification of your determi-
nation due?” Lady Jocelyn inguired, probably
suspecting the sweet and gracious person who
divided Harry’s mind.

Her ladyship treated her children as she did

mankind generally, from her intellectual eminence.
Harry was compelled to fly from her cruel shafts.
He found comfort with his Aunt Shorne, as the
wicked called that honourable lady. Mrs. Shorne
as much as told Harry that he was the head of
the house, and must take up the matter summarily.
It was expected of him. Now was the time for
him to show his manhood.

Harry could think of but one way to do that.

¢ Yes, and if I do—all up with the old lady,”
he said, and had to explain that his grandmama
Bonner would never leave a penny to a fellow who
had fought a duel.

¢ A duel!” said Mrs. Shorne. ¢ No, there are
other ways.  [nsist upon his remouncing her.
And Rose—treat her with a high hand, as becomes
you. Your mother is incorrigible, and as for
your father, one knows him of old. This devolves
upon you. Our family honour is in your hands,

”

Considering Harry's reputation, the family
honour must have got low. Harry, of course,
was not disposed to think so. He discovered a
great deal of unused pride within him, for which
he had hitherto not found an agreeable vent. He
vowed to his aunt that he would not suffer the
disgrace, and while still that blandishing olive-
hued visage swam before his eyes, he pledged his
word to Mrs. Shorne that he would come to an
understanding with Harrington that night.

¢¢ Quietly,” said she. ‘¢ No scandal, pray.”

¢ Oh, never mind how I do it,” returned Harry,
manfully. ¢ How am I todo it, then?” he added,
suddenly remembering his debt to Evan,

Mrs. Shorne instructed him how to do it
quietly, and without fear of scandal. The miser-
able champion replied that it was very well for

‘her to tell him to say this and that, but—and she

thought him demented—he must, previous to
addressing Harrington in those terms, have money.

“ Money !’ echoed the lady. ¢ Mouney!”

¢ Yes, money !” he iterated doggedly, and she
learnt that he had borrowed a sum of Harrington,
and the amount of the sum.

It was a disastrous plight, for Mrs. Shorne was
penniless.

She cited Ferdinand Laxley as a likely lender.

¢ Oh, I'm deep with him already,” said Harry,
in apparent dejection.

‘«“How dreadful are these everlasting borrow-
ings of yours!” exclaimed his aunt, unaware of a
trifling incongruity in her sentiments. * You
maust speak to him without—pay him by and by.
We must scrape the money together. 1 will write
to your grandfather.”

¢Yes; speak to him! How can I when I owe
him? I can’t tell a fellow he's a blackguard
when I owe him, and I can’t speak any other
way. I ain't a diplomatist, Dashed if I know
what to do!”

¢¢ Juliana,” murmured his aunt.

¢ Can't ask her, you know.”

Mrs, Shorne combatted the one prominent
reason for the objection: but there were two.
Harry believed that he had exhausted Juliana's
treasury. Reproaching him further for his waste-
fulness, Mrs. Shorne promised him the money
should be got, by, hook or(by crook; mext day.
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“ And you will speak to this Mr. Harrington
to-night, Harry. No allusion to the loan till you
return it. Appeal to his sense of honour.”

The dinner-bell assembled the inmates of the
house. Evan was not among them. He had gone,
a8 the Countess said aloud, on a diplomatic mission
to Fallowfield, with Andrew Cogglesby. The truth
being that he had finally taken Andrew into his
confidence concerning the letter, the annuity, and
the bond. Upon which occasion Andrew had
burst into a laugh, and said he could lay his hand
on the writer of the letter.

“Trust old Tom for plots, Van! Hell blow
you up in a twinkling. Cunning old dog! He
pretends to be hard—he’s as soft as I am, if it
wasn’t for his crotchets. We'll band him back
the cash, and that's ended. And—eh? what a
dear girl she is! Not that I'm astonished. My
Harry might have married a lord—sit at top of
any table in the land! And you’re as good as
any man. That’s my opinion. But I say she's a
wonderful girl to see it.”

Chattering thus, Andrew drove with the dear
boy into Fallowfield. Evan was still in his dream.
To him the generous love and valiant openness of
Rose, though they were matched and mated in
his own bosom, seemed scarcely human. Almost
a8 noble to him were the gentlemanly plain-speak-
ing of Sir Franks and Lady Jocelyn’s kind com-
mon sense. But the more he esteemed them, the
more unbounded and miraculous appeared the
prospect of his calling their daughter by the

name, and kneeling with her at their
feet. Did the dear heavens have that in
store for him? The horizon edges were dimly
lighted. '

Harry looked about under his eyelids for Evan,
trying at the same time to compose himself for
the martyrdom he had to endure in sitting at
table with the presumptuous fellow. The Countess
signalled him to come within the presence. As
he was crossing the room, Rose entered, and
moved to meet him, with: ¢ Ah, Harry! back
again? Glad to see you.”

Harry gave her a blunt nod, to which she was
inattentive.

¢ What ! ” whispered the Countess, after he
pressed the tips of her fingers. ¢ Have you
brought back the grocer ?”

Now this was hard to stand. Harry could for-
give her her birth, and pass it utterly by if she
chose to fall in love with him ; but to hear the
grocer mentioned, when he knew of the tailor,
was a little too much, and what Harry felt his
ingenuous countenance was accustomed to exhibit.
The Countess saw it. She turned her head from
him to the diplomatist, and he had to remain like
a sentinel at her feet. He did not want to be
thanked for the green box : still he thought she
might have favoured him with one of her much-
embracing emiles,

In the evening, after wine, when he was warm,
and had almost forgotten the insult to his family
and himself, their representative, the Countess
snubbed him. It was unwise on her part: but
she had the ghastly thought that facts were oozing
out, and were already half known. She was
therefore sensitive tenfold to appearances : savage

if one failed to keep up her lie to her, anid was
guilty of a shadow of difference of behaviour.
The pic-nic over, our General would evacuate
Beckley Court, and shake the dust off her shoes,
and leave the harvest of what she had sown to
Providence. Till then, respect, and the honours
of war! So the Countess snubbed him, and he
being full of wine, fell into the hands of Juliana,
who had witnessed the little scene.

¢“She has made a fool of others as well as of
you,” said Juliana.

¢ How has she ?”” he inquired.

“Never mind. Do you want to make her
humble and crouch to you ?”

I want to see Harrington,” said Harry.

¢ He will not return to-night from Fallowfield.
He has gone there to get Mr. Andrew Cogglesby's
brother to do something for him. You won’t
have such another chance of humbling them both
—both ! I told you his mother is at an inn here.
The Countess has sent Mr. Harrington to Fallow-
field to be out of the way, and she has told her
mother all sorts of falsehoods.”

¢ How do you know all that?” quoth Harry.
¢ By Jove, Juley! talk about plotters! No keep-
ing anything from you, ever!”

¢ Never mind. The mother is here. She must
be a vulgar woman. Oh! if you could manage,
Harry, to get this woman to come—you could
do it so easily ]—while they are at the pic-nic
to-morrow. It would have the best effect on
Rose. She would then understand! And the
Countess ! ”

“T could send the old woman a message!™
cried Harry, rushing into the scheme, inspired by
Juliana's fiery eyes. ‘‘Send her a sort of message
to say where we all were.”

¢ Let her know that her son is here, in some
way,” Juley resumed.

¢ And, egad! what an explosion!” pursued

¢¢ But, suppose—"

¢ No one shall know, if you leave it to me—if
you do just as I tell you, Harry. You won't be
treated as you were this evening after that, if you
bring down her pride. And, Harry, I hear you
want money—1I can give you some."

““You're a perfect trump, Juley!” exclaimed
her enthusiastic cousin. ¢ But, no; I can’t take
it. I must kiss you, though.”

He put a kiss upon her cheek. Once his kisses
had left a red waxen stamp ; she was callous to
these compliments now.

¢ Will you do what I advise you to-morrow?”
she asked.

After a slight hesitation, during which the
olive-hued visage flitted faintly in the distances of
his brain, Harry said :

¢ It'll do Rose good, and make Harrington cut.
Yes ! I declare I will!”

Then they parted. Juliana went to her bed-
room, and flung herself upon the bed, hysterically.
As the tears came thick and fast, she jumped up
to lock the door, for this outrageous habit of
crying had made her contemntible in the eyes of
Lady Jocelyn, and an object o pity to Rose.
Some excellent and noble natures cannot tolerate
disease, and are mystified by its ebullitions. It
was sad to see the.slight thin(frame grasped by
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those wan hands to contain the violence of the
frenzy that possessed her! the pale, hapless face
rigid above the torment in her bosom ! She had
prayed to be loved like other girls, and her readi-
ness to give her heart in return had made her a
by-word in the house. She went to the window
and leaned out on the casement, looking towards
Fallowfield over the downs, weeping bitterly, with
a hard shut mouth. One brilliant star bung above
the ridge, and danced on her tears.

“ Will he forgive me !” she murmured.
my God! I wish we were dead together !”

Her weeping ceased, and she closed the window,
and undressed as far away from the mirror as she
could get, but its force was too much for her, and
drew her to it. Some undetined hope had sprung

6 oh,

in her suddenly. With nervous slow steps she
approached the glass, and first brushing back the
masses of black hair from her brow, looked as for
some new revelation. Long and anxiously she
perused her features: the wide bony forehead :
the eyes deep-set and rounded with the scarlet of
recent tears, the thin nose—sharp as the dead;
the weak irritable mouth and sunken cheeks. She
gazed like a spirit disconnected with what she
saw. Presently a sort of forlorn negative was
indicated by the motion of her head.

[ can pardon him,” she said, and sighed.
«“ How could he love such a face ! ”

I doubt if she really thought so, seeing that she
did not pardon him.

(To be continued.)

MASTER OLAF.

MastEr Orap, the smith of Heligoland,
At midnight layeth his hammer by ;
Along the sea-shore the tempest how!s,
When a knock at the duor comes heavily.

¢ Come out, come out, and shoe me my horse !

I must yet far, and the day is at hand !”
Master Olaf opens the door, and sees
A stately Ritter before him stand.

Black is his mail shirt, helm, and shield,
A broad sword hangeth upon his thigh,

His black horse tosses his mane go wild,
And paws the ground impatiently.

(FroM THE GERMAN.)

Whither so fast 7"
| ¢¢ I yesterday lighted in Nordernie ;
i My steed is swift, the night is clear,
I Ere sunrise I must in Norway be.”

' ¢¢ Whence so late !

. *“ Haddest thou wings, that might I believe.”
*‘My horse with the wind right well hath raced,
Yet already a star pales here and there,
So the iron bring hither, and make thou hast2.”

Master Olaf taketh the shoe in band,

It is too small, but it spread and spread :
And as it grew to the edge of the hoof,
i There seiz3d the master fear and, dread.
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The Ritter mounts, and his broad sword clangs :
‘¢ Master.Olaf, I bid thee now good night !
Know, thou hast the horse of Odin shod;
I hasten across to the bloody fight.”

The black horse shoots forward o’er land and ses,
Round Odin’s head a splendour shone ;
Twelve eagles are straining in flight behind,

Swiftly they fly,—he rides foremost on. L. B.

THE FINDING OF THE SAVIOUR IN
THE TEMPLE.

NOTES ON MR. HOLMAN HUNT'S PICTURE.

THE picture commenced by Mr. Hunt at
Jerusalem, in 1854, is finished at last. One pic-
ture, and that not very large, is the fruit of more
than five years of a painter’s labour! This is
worth thinking about, not as affording curious
data for calculating the number of pictures a man
might produce at such a consumption of time,
during the comparatively short period wherein he
possesses his greatest powers, because if we desire
great pictures, or any other thing which is really
great, we must not be over-anxious for speed of
production. - This labour of five years evidences
the possession of those very faculties which are
needful for the creation of the greatest works—
patient labour, unwearied devotion, tenacity of
purpose, a willingness to forego immediate fame,—
these are the means by which the highestcreative
power receivés its fullest development.

For the last year or two rumours have come
from the artist's studio that the pieture was all
but finished ; the lucky few who had seen it were
full of satisfaction; but the painter himself was
not satisfied,~the idea was still too far above the
embodiment ; much that seemed very good had to
be painted out and the labour begun anew.

I think that we who are not artists are too apt
to under-estimate the artist's labour. We accept’
the beautiful outline and splendid colours as »
sort of holiday-work wrought in perpetual joy of
heart. We do not bear in mind that if the work
is truly great it has been exetuted at the:full
tension of the artist’s powers, that there has been
in all probability a bitter struggle with doubt and
uncertainty before the easel, till the man grew
disgusted over his brightest thoughts, and had to
leave his painting awhile and seek fresh strength
ere he could return to his labour. We know that
authors are forced to put down the pen. Recol-
lect the grim way in which “Jane Eyre” was
written—long intervals when it was mot in the
heart to work. When we look on a great paint-
ing, let us sympathise with the stern labour which
is hidden beneath its loveliness.

The pre-Raphaelites will point to this picture
in absolute vindication of their principles—it was
a reproach to them that the force of their accesso-
ries destroyed the main interest of their pictures.
You must paint down your objects of still life
was the cry. Not so, they replied; we must
repair our error by striving to paint our coun-
tenances up ; if all parts of the picture are truly
painted, the interest of the human face will give
it due dominance in the composition.

It is curious to observe how this adherence to
truth of detail has led the pre.Raphaelites to

create a principle in religious painting oppesed
to previous methods. Great religious painters
hitherto have striven to attain their aim through
idealisation—the countenance was idealised until
it had almost lost its human interest—to mark
the divineness of the subject the surrounding
accessories were generally of a purely conventional
character—the heavenly host introduced ;—by
making the picture unearthly it was sought to
make it divine. With the pre-Raphaelites the
reverse ; their principle is realisation ; in showing
us as truly as possible the real, we are to behold
the wonder of the divine.

So on this principle it was necessary for Mr.
Hunt to strive for the utmost poasible truth. I%
was  ne to resuscitate an architecture
whereof all records beyond certain traditions
have passed away—the Temple, of which not one
stone remains upon another, had to be reproduced
in its most probable aspect. According to tradi-
tion, one portion of that Temple yet remains—the
natural rock pavement, reddish limestone fading
at the edges into slate-colour, over which is now
reared the mosque of Omar. This pavement
forms the foreground of the picture, and above it
is raised, as of old, one of the covered outer
tourts or cloisters of the Temple—slender golden
columns- in the form of palm and pomegranate
stems conventionalised, supporting a series of low
arched roofs which run horizontally with the
picture : this roofing is of gilt fretted work, the
interstices filled in with rnby, purple, and other
coloured glass. So by the law of perspective, as
‘we look up, we behold ridge below ridge of jewel-
work resting on the golden columns, and glowing
with transmitted light. The background, shutting
in the court, is a screen.of delicate metal work,
the details standing out against the bright glare
of day. There is an opening in the screen which
shows the distant country, clear outline in the
noon-day heat, untempered by the slightest mist.
To the right of the picture, in the foreground, is
a brazen gate opening from a flight of steps which
leads down to the Court of the Gentile. Now the
architecture of this court follows the fashion of
the Greeks, — marble columns and Corinthian
capitals, in strong contrast with the distinctive
Hebrew character of the holier portions of the
Temple. According to a tradition, this court was
constructed during our Saviour’s childhood, and
the association at such a period of Gentile art
with the architecture of the exclusive Jew in the
great edifice dedicated to the worship of Jehovah,
possesses a strange significance. The builders are
still at work, the space for the * corner stone” is
unfilled. Beyond the wall of this court rises
Mount Scopus, cypress trees and olive gardens; a
long range of barren hills in the furthest distance.

After this manner was the glory of the second
Temple which Herod the Great had rebuilt with
great magnificence to flatter the pride of the Jews,
and in the thought of that glory they made their
angry retort, ‘‘ Forty and six years was this
Temple in building, and wilt thou rear it up in
three days ?”

Although this representation of the architecture
of the Temple may not be quite historically true,
yet, asregards the other portions of the picture, the
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unchanging character of Eastern life has retained
till now the old forms of costume and other com-
mon objects as they existed at the period of
our Saviour’s life on earth. Almost every detail
of the present, truly painted, becomesa fact of the
past.

But, more wonderful than this, the old customs
still continue ; the learned Jews still sit together
in places of public resort, to talk of doctrine and
tradition ; the Roll of the Law is as sacred, and
as zealously to be kept from profanation, now
that the Moslem holds the sacred city, as it was
before the Roman had destroyed the Temple of
Jehovah.

On its naturalistic principle, the picture aims at
showing us one of the ordinary days of religious
life in the courts of the Temple. The Doctors are
sitting together on a semi-circular bench, and
some matter of strange interest animates their
discussion. A peasant boy has joined himself
to their company, sitting at the feet of one of
the youngest of their number,—tradition says,
Nicodemus ; and this boy has been listening to
their arguments, and has asked them certain
questions, and has astonished them by his under-

ing and answers. The questions of the boy
have sounded strangely in the ears of these
learned men. The blind High Priest holds with
nervous grasp the sacred Rolls of the Law, as the
Rabbi at his side repeats in his dulled ear some-
thing that the boy has said. No wonder the old
man holds the Rolls of the Law so tightly in his
feeble hands, for it may well be that the words
which he hears contain the germ of those questions
which on another day were to put the chief priests
to silence and confusion.

God's words at both periods, but spoken now in
the voice and timid manner of childhood, to be
spoken again in the lapse of years with the force
of Perfect Man,

““Only the strange questions of a precocious
child,” think these learned Doctors, and the whole
occurrence will presently pass from their minds.
Not so with Him : the questions which had arisen
in long communings on the hill-side at Nazareth
are answered now. He has spoken to the men of
highest intellect in the land. Their answers to
His questions, given with the weight of authority,
and the dignity of age, will abide in His mind.
The hollowness and falsehood of those answers
will grow more and more apparent with His
increase in wisdom during those after years that he
dwelt in Nazareth subject to His parents.

«¢Gifted with extraordinary mind, yet only a
peasant boy !’ think these learned men. Those
are His parents—humble folk, who have sought
him, and are standing there amazed, as well they
may be, at the position in which they have found
their son; and He, seeing his parents enter the
court, has broken suddenly from His thoughts,
and risen to meet them, but in a moment every
feeling is absorbed again in the great idea which
is forming in His mind, and though His mother
draws him aaxiously to her arms, He is lost to all
earthly conscio.asness—one hand is passive in her
tender grasp, and the other, with pu ess
energy, is twitching at the fastening of His
girdle. Presently His y»to their expostu-

lation, ‘0 place her, that I must be about my
Father's bt tauems 7”7

I said we were to see in the real the wonder of
the Divine.

We behold Him in the picture as they beheld
Him that one day at Jerusalem, clad in an
ordinary garment, the son of a poor carpenter,
but we know that He is the Son of God. The
occurrence, which a few days will efface from their
recollection, is sacred to us—merely the wonder-
ing eyes of an intelligent child, as they beheld
his earnest gaze,—unfathomable depth of divine
spirit to us. The sadness of that young face,
which would be scarcely perceptible to them,
deepens in our eyes, a foreshadow of that sorrow
which was to cling to His life on earth. They
thought it was the surprising talent of a child ;
we know that it was the development of that
wisdom which is divine.

With regard to Mr. Hunt’s conception of the
Holy Family.—As far as I am aware, the Virgin
and Joseph have been generally painted as
conscious of the real nature of their child,—that
they did not comprehend it is certain. ¢ And
they understood not the saying which he spake
unto them.”

There is the mother's tender love in the Virgin's
countenance, troubled with amazement—amaze-
ment too, and deep feeling, in the father’s coun-
tenance ;: but there is the absence of that respon-
sive sympathy which arises from comprehension
and appreciation. He stands isolated even in his
mother’s arms. Alone, as regards Auman sym-
pathy, in this great era of His childhood, though
in the midst of the busy life of the Temple, as
He was so often to stand alone, without the solace
of human sympathy and love, in his after life.

When we turn from the group of the Holy
Family, a unity of purpose binds together the
separate details of the picture, and insensibly
draws our thoughts back again to Him. The
consecration of the first-born—the lamb without
blemish borne away for sacrifice—the table of the
money-changer—the seller of doves—the blind
cripple at the gate—the superstitious reverence
for the Books of the Law, shown by a child who
is reverently kissing the outer covering—the
phylacteries on the brow—the musicians who
have been assisting in the ceremonial of the
Temple, and are gazing curiously on the scene,
little witting that the boy before them is the
descendant of the Royal Psalmist. So it comes to
pass that this truthful rendering of detail strikes
the chords of those feelings which vibrate in our
hearts with every incident of His sacred career.
A grand prelude to the after ministry of Christ—
conceived in a fine spirit—as the great musician
places the theme of his leading ideas in the
overture, which ideas are to be wrought to their
fulness in the after portions of his work.

It has not been my object to comsider the pic-
ture technically ; that question has been already
very fully discussed in other critiques. Every-
body must acknowledge the marvellous finish of
the execution—ubtmost delicacy combined with
power of effect—the harmony and richness of the
colouring—the brightness, true to Eastern climes,
though dazzling to Western eyes—the wonderful
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painting of the countenances. ord clo danger | he was about to pour upon the heads of “lm Par- |
that the technical merit of the pictfre will be liamentary antagonists, How the litt¥e fellow
overlooked, but the high position tha it holds ' with the muffins and the bell would stop & short in
stands on other grounds than manipulative skill. | his ringing upon being suddenly infornthed in &
‘We must bear this in mind, that the picture, to , stern way by a casual passer-by, ¢ that “the im-
be judged fairly, must be judged by the principle ' pulses of & wild democracy—and a democracy had
of realisation—not hastily condemned because it ' its impulses—were as phosphorus on the match,
does not follow the commonly adopted method of | not Phosphorus the morning star.” How the man
idealisation. Looking at it solely from the ideal | who carried the Dutch clocks about, and was
point of view, the meaning and purpose of the | giving notice of his presence by striking the
picture would be utterly misunderstood. And | hammer against the bell, desisted from his mono-
after all, with regard to this question of idealisa- ; tonous amusement on being told ¢ that it was
tion, it is evident, in a system of treatment which ' now notorious that he possessed enemies in all the
is based upon the principle of embodying the , Cabinets of Europe—friends in mnome!” The
greatest possible amount of truth, that in the | orators, and declaimers, and thinkers-aloud of the
highest parts of this picture the very power of | London streets are very numerous. 8o long, how-
realising necessitates the fullest powers of | ever, as these outward expressions are merely refer-
idealising—and 80, in painting the head of Christ, | ences to the business of the day, which may really
the terms realise and idealise become almost | occupy their thoughts, there is not much wonder
synonymous. In his earnest desire to represent | that it shonld be so. The sights of London are
our Saviour with the greatest possible truthful- | familiar to them ; some particular idea has got
ness, Mr. Hunt has attained by his method a | possession of their brain, and their attention is
result which, in holiness of feeling and depth of | absorbed. If they are not retentive of speech,
tenderness, rivals the efforts of the greatest | the ideas become words, and fly out to the aston-
masters of religious art. ishment of mankind.

I will urge this in conclusion. We may appre- | These, however, are but the reasonable and
ciate either principle of religious painting, without | natural somnambulists. The irrelevant speechify-
depreciating the other. We may admire the | ing apart, most of us walk about at times with the
examples of both methods. It is especially an | soul's eyes cast inwards; but I rather mean that
error in art-criticism to become a vehement | there is in London a large class of persons who
partisan. There is an appropriateness and a value | pass through life engaged in a series of imaginary
in both these principles, and we miserably narrow | adventures, and who walk about our streets
the kingdom of Art if we condemn Raphbael | utterly unconscious of what is passing around
because he was not a realist, or Holman Hunt | them. The occasions of questioning people who
because he is not an idealist. G. U. 8. |suffer from this strange fancy are of course mnot
very numerous ; but it would probably be found
that they did not carry out their dreams to legiti-

OF SO%]]?G%%% f\FI:OPLE AND ODD mate conclusions, as authors do when they invent

N LONDON. the incidents of a novel. They would rather

WarLk about the streets of London with an | travel round the same small circle of fancies, like
observant eye, and amongst other strange sights | tethered cattle. With all Dream-land before them,
you will notice many persons who pass you by | they are content with half an acre or so for their
with so abstracted an air that you feel sure that | own use. Given a sensitive disposition—a mono-
though their bodies are in London their souls are | tonous occupation which requires no particular
out of town. They are smiling fantastically—they | effort of attention—a solitary or an unhappy home
are making strange gestures—they are muttering | —and one would expect a London somnambulist
to themselves—their minds are far indeed from | a8 the result. In the country a man could
the turmoil of cabs, and omnibuses, and jostling | scarcely indulge in this continuous dreaming with-
people amongst whom they are making their way. | out becoming absolutely demented: in London
These are the somnambulists of London. They | the movement and stir, and the sight of the shops,
exist in far greater numbers than is supposed. and the constant necessity of avoiding the poles

By the term somnambulists, I do not of course ! of the omnibuses and carriages are just sufficient
mean that these people are asleep in the ordinary | to assist a man in keeping his wits at call even |
acceptance of the word, but that they are quite as | though he does not habitually make much use of
unconscious of all sights and sounds around them | them. In the neighbourhood of the Law Courts
as poor Madame Malibran assumed to be when | you may constantly see strango clients of this sort
she stepped over the wooden bridge in the last | whose lives have been one feverish dream of bills
act of the famous opera, and let the candlestick | and answers, and demurrers and rejoinders. The
fall. They are dreaming by daylight, and if you ! little old lady who haunts the precincts of the
compel their attention by stopping, and addressing | Chancellor’s Court at Lincoln’s Inn is not a mere
them, you would find them for a moment puzzled : delusion, nor the invention of an imaginative
and disconcerted, just as a sleeper is when he is | writer. You may see her there at her regular
awakened before his regular time, and pressed ! times and occasions passing in and out of the
back into life. I have more than once seen an ! archway of Lincoln’s Inn which opens upon
illustrious writer and orator, who has recently | Chancery Lane, chirruping along with a bundle of
passed away from amongst us, walking rapidly ' papers in her hand, just as though she were in
along the streets, and favouring the little boys  high practice, and getting on as a solicitor.
with the sonorous periods which, at a later hour, } On the whole, perhaps, the ‘Court of Chancery
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is more prolific of our London somnambulists
than any other of our national institutions. Why
should not the court, which does them so much
harm, also endeavour to do to its poor suitors a
little good ? Ever since 1 have known London, cer-
tain houses on the northern side of Snow Hill have
been shut up ; so have certain others in Stamford
Street, just where it abuts upon the Blackfriars
Road. The houses are in Chancery ; so are many
other houses, and blocks of houses, which are
scattered about the great town. Until a man has
carefully examined them externally, and visited
them internally, he has no idea of what urban
desolation means. Generally there is a report in
the neighbourhood that they are haunted ; but the
real spectres which hold them as their own, and
keep the human race at bay, are old Parchments
and Dry Forms, and Equitable Doctrines, and
such like. I know it is usual for our learned
lawyers in such cases to say that the complaints
of the laity on such points are ignorant and incon-
siderate. ¢ If we look to the great improvements
which have been introduced of late years into the
doctrines, as well as the practice, of the Court of
Chancery ;—if we reflect that it is the guardian
of the orphan and the widow ;—that it is called
upon to exercise a transcendant jurisdiction over
trusts, and that it has already, with a graceful
obedience to the desires of the nation, pensioned off
the Six Clerks and the Masters ;—if we take into
consideration that where delay occurs—and delay
will sometimes occur even in the administration
of the jurisdiction of Chancery—the suitors, and
not the court, are in fault,” &ec., &c., &c. T say,
that when I hear arguments of this kind pro-
pounded by old Law, or rather Equity Lords in
the House of Peers,—or printed in fine type in
Law Magazines, and so forth,—my thoughts will
recur to the old abandoned houses on Snow Hill,
in Stamford Street, and elsewhere, as a practical
answer to all these alarming denunciations. There
are the arguments, and there are the results. At
any rate, why should Chancery tenants—for such
indeed are the poor suitors—want houses *—and
why should Chancery houses want tenants? As
an intermediate step, until conclusive justice
could be done, why should not these poor people
be allowed to keep these poor houses warm ?
‘Why should the Chancery houses tumble down,
and the Chancery suitors almost perish, for want
of lodgings, in the streets? They are amongst
the odd people, and the odd sights of London.
How few outward demonstrations of grief—
save amongst professional beggars who assume
the semblance of the pauper from interested
motives—do you find about the streets of a town
which contains a population approaching to some-
thing like 3,000,000 of human beings! London
laments itself in-doors. There may indeed be seen
a few examples of noisy, feminine sorrow in the
stern, strong courtyard of the Central Criminal
Court, when some trial is going on which keeps
the minds of the outsiders in suspense. Such a one
—amongst some other painful enough incidents of
the like kind—was this. A lad was to be tried—
for what precise offence I am not able to say;
but at any rate his wretched mother was deluded
by one of the vile touters who hang about the

court, to place her confidence in his employer.
In order to make up the necessary sum for his
defence, she had sold her bed—she had sold or
pawned her table and chairs—her clothes, with
the exception of the few rags she had on her back
—and even to her flat-irons. Still the sum was
incomplete—still the touter was inexorable—still
the case was about to be called on—and the counsel
would not appear, save the fee was there—at least
80 the agent said. The woman had done all she
could—her last bolt was shot—she sat rocking
backwards and forwards, feeling that her boy was
innocent—(he really was acquitted at a later
hour, and upon very conclusive evidence),—but
that he certainly would be condemned, because
no gentleman was there to take his cause in hand.
At this moment a strongly-buil, ill-favoured sort
of girl—she might have been seventeen years of
age—the mourner's daughter, and the prisoner’s
sister, came in, and passed a few shillings into
the mother's hand. No questions were asked as
to how she had become possessed of the money ;
it was handed straightway to the touter, and he
disappeared into the body of the court. Siddons
or O'Neil, Rachel or Ristori, might have tasked
their marvellous dramatic powers o the utmost,
but they could scarcely have simulated the woe-
worn look of the mother, or the cool indifference
of the daughter, who was rather disposed than
not to laugh and joke with the other women
about, whilst waiting for the verdict. This also
was one of the odd sights of London, if we speak
of real grief ; but the simulation of it is as absurd
as the reality is what a man had rather not wit-
ness if he cannot be of help.

There are men who go about London, and levy
contributions on the charitable, by falling down
apparently into fits. They fill their mouths with
some preparation, probably of the nature of soap,
in order to produce foam; and really, until you
know that the exhibition is a mere trick, it is one
of the most appalling nature. One of the pro-
fessors of this mystery I remember to have seen
busy in the exercise of his profession close to the
National Gallery. He had chosen the place for
his entertainment very happily just in the corner
at the western side, where the rails make an angle
with the houses, and there is a kind of comfortable
little sick-bay, full in the public sight, but yet
unprofaned by the public tread. The poor wretch
was just getting himself into the full swing of his
little exhibition, that is to say, he had fallen or
thrown himself down on the ground; he was
writhing about in strange agony; he was beating
his poor head against the pavement; he was roll-
ing his eyes about in a manner terrible to behold ;
and he had just succeeded in producing a fine rich
foam. There was a crowd about him full of sym-
pathy and sorrow. One good Samaritan was
holding up his head, and another had loosed his
shirt-collar. Some were for a cab and the hos-
pital : others for letting the poor sufferer lie still
until the fit had spent its fury. At this moment
a policeman came up, and made his way through
the crowd. No sooner had he caught sight of the
sufferer, than he denounced him as ome of the
biggest vagabonds and imposters of London ; and
true to his instincts as a guardian jof the public
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peace, desired the false convulsionist instantly * to
leave off them games, and move on!” A person
who happened casually to be present, suggested
that the purposes of public justice would be much
better answered if this clever performer were
allowed to bring his entertaining and interesting

performance to its natural conclusion. Policeman

Z 999, happened, for once in a way, to be a man
of some little intelligence, and assented to the
proposition. The more the man in the sham-fit
twisted and writhed about, the more the crowd
were delighted ; and when he foamed at the
mouth with extra energy, as though to vindicate
his ailment, they cheered him as they would a
favourite performer who had made a good hit. A
more ridiculous scene could scarcely be imagined.
At last the man condescended to recover his
senses, and slunk away in a very sheepish manner
indeed, with a mild reproach to the by-standers
upon their ignorance of the treatment which
ought to be adopted in cases so distressing as
his own. *

Let us not linger too long amongst the dismals
and the sham-dismals, for really in human life
there is no use in ¢ piling up the agony” too
high. He must be a cross-grained, morbid sort of
curmudgeon who does not see, that with all its
trials and troubles, this world contains more bless-
ings than curses. Shall we cast a glance at these
Ethiopian Serenaders and jugglers? It is a
curious fact, that the Ethiopian Serenader has
become hardened into an institution. The trade
of the mere street-singer was not a very thriving
one, when the sublime thought occurred to some
manager, or undertaker of enterprises of this
kind, that it would be well to give the London
public a taste of *‘ Nigger music.” The idea was
a prolific one: it has proved onme of the most
successful hits of our time. For awhile we all of
us abandoned our martial, and maritime, and
poaching, and sporting, and sentimental melodies,
and took to *‘ goin’ down de river on de Ohio!”
or asking the young ladies of Buffalo if *they
couldn’t come out to-night?” or bewailing our-
selves over the untimely fates of Mary Blane or
Lucy Neal. If I remember right, the speculation
was originally a Yankee one—a new and a not very
illegitimate endeavour to discount the domestic
institution in another form. Well—we had these
Ethiops of all kinds, and with all varieties of cos-
tume ; but they always adhered to the particular
instruments with which the original black men
had first won their way to public favour—the
banjo, the guitar, the tambourine, and the bones.
The gentleman with the banjo always undertook
the more sentimental business; he of the guitar
graceful passion, but not without a vein of true
feeling ; the bearer of the tambourine gave him.
self up to the madness of the moment; and
‘“‘bones ” was always the merry fellow—the low-
comedisn of the party. This division of labour
has been steadily maintained, now that Ethiopian
serenaders perambulate our streets in every direc-

* One of theso performers, a thirstier soul than the rest,
wore a placard round his neck, which became visible as
soon as his walstcout came open, which it did invariably.
The placard said: I am liable to thess fits ; don’t bleed me ;
give ne some dbrandy-and-water,”

tion, and the exercise of the craft has taken its
place amongst the legitimate professions. Were a
son of mine to come to me and say, ¢ Father, I
have turned the matter over in my mind, and I
had rather become an Ethiop than be called to the
Bar, as 3 means of livelihood !” I would not dis-
miss the youth in a harsh and sudden way from
the paternal presence. To be sure, the prizes at
the Bar are greater, but there is an earlier compe-
tence to be found amongst the serenaders. If an
experienced banjo-man, now, would take you up
and give you an opening, or if you could marry
into the family of a well-established ¢‘ bones,”
there might be something in it. I had the curi-
ogity once to invite a troop of these fellows to a
public-house, and to endeavour to find out their
histories. They were young men with the regular
wigs (just like the Bar), and the blackened faces,
and the tight white trousers, and wonderful hats.
One told me he had been apprenticed to the river ;
‘“bones” had a most decided Irish accent; and
the tambourine-man had originally been a shoe-
maker. I forget about the fourth. What a
change for the better it must have been from the
shoemaker’s low stool and monotonous employ-
ment, to the full, rich, rollicking life of the
London streets! I understood at once how it
was that my swart and sable friend had taken the
tambourine part. Pent-up Nature would have
her way. He was making amends for the cobbler’s-
wax of years. What a difference between the
confinement of his limbs on that wretched stool of
industry, and his strange antics as he struck his
tambourine—now upon his head—now with his
hand—now against his knee—and revelled, as it
were, in the very madness of Ethiopian ecstacy.
I wish that I could remember the exact sum they
told me they were able to divide amongst their
little band one day with another ; but certainly I
am not wrong when I say it was considerably
more than they could have earned unless they
had taken rank amongst the skilled workmen of a
good trade. But, then, they had besides a full
freedom from restraint, and from the foreman’s
watchful eye. They could go in and out as they
pleased. On race-days at Epsom or Ascot they
were there, There was the glorious uncertainty
of the thing as well to be taken into account as an
additional inducement to a young man of ill-
regulated mind. A lad of an adventurous spirit
might do worse than join the Ethiopians.

1t is to be doubted if the calling of the juggler
possesses as many advantages. The training for
the profession is so severe that it kills many
neophytes, and then they are a rough set. The
only test of excellence is bodily strength or agility.
He who would attain to anything like social dis-
tinction amongst his fellows must be able to
knock them all down in succession—or, if knocked
down himself, to jump up with a summersault,
and land upon his opponent’s shoulders. The
training for this sort of career begins at a very
early age, when the joints are most supple, and
the human frame is capable of being twisted into
as many shapes as though it were made of gutta-
percha., Of course, in the streets, we only see the
result of the training when the members of the
family of Mark Tubbs resolve themselves into a
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pyramid, of which Mr. M. T. is the base and
Bobby the apex. Two young gentlemen—the
second and third sons—take their stand upon the
paternal shoulders, and poor little Robert, when
this arrangement is completed, swarms up in some
inconceivable way to his proper and exalted
position upon the shoulders of his brethren. He
has ceased to feel any pride in his exaltation.
‘With his little conjuror’s band or fillet round his
head, and his flesh-coloured suit of tights very
dirty at the knees, and his poor little hollow
stomach, and his worn-out pumps, he knows too
well the meaning of all this grandeur. Let him
make but a false step, or a slip in the course of
the performance, and, independently of the risk
of breaking his small neck, he knows what he has
to expect from the justice of his muscular kins-
folk. Just let them get away from the archway
out of public sight, and down by the dead-wall,
and our young friend Robert knows well enough
that he will be held up by his ear, as though he
were a black-and-tan terrier, and passed from foot
to foot like a football in the west country upon a
summer's evening. This is the result of an un-
successful performance: but when matters go
well, and the treasury is full, Robert knows that
his share of the plunder will be confined to a
stealthy and childish ¢ pull” at the pot of porter
for which he has been despatched to the adjacent
public-house (he replaces the froth with his dirty
hand), and, possibly, to the greasy paper in which
the cooked ham from the ham-and-beef shop has
been ¢ fetched.” It is certainly very nice to lick
this well over—especially when little bits of fat
adhere to it—but, still, exertions so violent, and
so successful, wmight have deserved a higher
reward.

Let no one imagine that the juggler's or acrobat’s
triumphs are easily won. It is not so easy as it
looks at first sight to keep half-a-dozen balls up in
the air at one time, nor to catch all those rings in
the horn, nor to do the sword trick, nor to keep
the long pole well balanced on the belt whilst
your youngest child is sprawling upon his stomach
upon the small piece of wood at the top, and staring
into the drawing-room windows. Itseems as nothing
when you see the feat accomplished by passed-
masters in the art ; but let any Paterfamilias just
lie down on his back on the floor, toss his feet up in
the air, and then select from amongst his progeny
some small thing about two or three years of age,
and keep it twisting in the air merely by slightly
kicking it as he can touch it with his feet. Nay,
any one who had not devoted some little time and
attention to the acquisition of the neceasary skill
would find not a little difficulty in swinging that
kind of rope about with which the acrobats clear
the ground, and keep a proper area for their per-
formances. It is a curious enough sight, if you
can procure admission to the domestic circle of
such a professor as Mr. Mark Tubbs. The plan T
employed myself was to seek instruction in the
art of keeping the balls in the air ; but, of course,
all that is necessary is to find a colourable excuse
for presenting Mr. M. T. with a trifling gratuity.
The man I got hold of appeared a very honest
fellow ; he came from near Sittingbourne ; he was
not a gipsy, you could tell that from his skin and

his eyes ; and he was not a drankard, that could
be inferred in great measure from his own appear-
ance, still more so from that of his wife. The
face of a drunkard’s wife well-nigh invariably
gives you the key to the story. They lived or
lodged on a ground-floor on the Surrey side of the
Thames, not far distant from the Victoria Theatre.
I spent a very delightful evening with the Tubbses,
The great idea of the head of the family was to
get out with all his belongings to Australia; but
it was very strange, that althongh Mrs. T. evi-
dently dishked that her youngest child should be
brought up to the family profession—although
she was exceedingly averse to see her second
daughter committed to the career of an opera-
dancer, upon which that young lady had already
entered ; and although her crowning infelicity
was that the twins, who, at the moment she was
speaking of them, were running after a cat upon
the low wall of the court-yard at the back of the
house, should take infantine parts in one of the
transpontine theatres which I forbear to name,—
still she talked of the sacrifices which they must
make if they abandoned their native land, and all
the associations so dear to their hearts. Poor
people—they scoemed so grateful that anybody
with a decent coat on his back should take an
interest in their fortunes—otherwise than by
offering them tracts and unctuous advice—that it
was with difficulty I could restrain them from
giving me a private performance. What young
pirates the boys were, to be sure; and although
they were only fifteen or sixteen years of age,
how awkwardly they would have turned upon
you in the street if, swelling with patrician dis-
dain, you had called them ‘¢ young scoundrels,”
and threatened them with a touch of the horse-
whip. I protest I would as soon have had two of
the hunting leopards in the Zoological Gardens let
loose upon me about feeding time, with a sugges-
tion from the keeper that I was toothsome and
nice. They could walk about on their hands, and
keep balls up in the air by merely developing and
contracting the inner muscle of the arm, and
catching the ball upon it as it fell. They walked
round the ledge of the room, which was so narrow
that you would scarcely have thought a cat could
find a foot-hold upon it. This was the famous
feat of which Jackson the pugilist—Lord Byron’s
tutor—was so proud; but these boys thought
nothing of it. Even if you could have hit a
stronger blow than these young gentlemen—a fact
which I much doubt—you would scarcely have
had a chance of touching them, so nimble and
agile were they in shifting their ground ; and if
by a miracle you had touched them, you would
have hurt your own knuckles much more than
their hard heads. I must not, however, dwell
too long upon my recollections of this delightful
soirée. The end of the tale was tragical enough.
Some months afterwards, on calling at Acrobat
Lodge, I found no one at home save Mrs. Tubbs,
who was with her arms in the wash-tub. Since
our pleasant evening she had been relieved from
all anxiety upon the subject of the Twins.
It appeared that the poor children had caught
the measles, without anybody being the wiser.
““They seemed ailing and out of sorts,” Mrs.
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T. said: “but then “childurn are allays
gettin in sarts and out o' sarts, and we didn’t
think nothink on it.” The result was, that the
young Thespians attended at their theatre at the
usual time to fulfil their engagements. They had
to appear as Peace and Plenty, amidst a great
display of red-light, at the end of a grand spectacle,
which was drawing uncommonly well. They did
80 appear, and scattered their choicest blessings
upon the world in general, and this dear, dear
England in particular. When they got home,
after the conclusion of this act of benevolence,
there was no doubt any longer as to their being
out of sorts. The measles had been driven in
~or had struck in—I really do not know the
exact phrase which is used upon such occasions ;
but the end was, that poor little Peace and
Plenty were carried out of Acrobat Lodge mnext
Sunday morning in two little coffins, and slept
quietly henceforward side by side—and the cat in
the back-yard sate purring on the wall on a space
which was tolerably clear of broken glass, and
was puzzled to think why the Twins did not
come to chase her in the usual way.

I fear that some of our readers may think that
I am attaching too much weight to the sorrows
and trials of the poor. A man now-a-days is said
to be fond of the ‘slums,” whenever he gets out
of the stratum in which Lords Frederick and
Augustus, and Ladies Blanche and Mildred, are
to be found ; or out of the groove along which pale
scholar-like yonng Puseyite clergymen quickly
slide along to all the beatitudes, and, like dear,
good fellows as they are, do not refuse to associate
the destinies of wealthy Evelinas with their own, as
soon as they are satisfied that the young ladies in
question hold correct opinions upon the subject
of the rheumatic ailment with which Saint

Margaret’s favourite pigeon was afflicted. Still, |

as the world goes, the ‘‘slums” are so very
populous, and the more blessed and interesting
people are so few in number, and have had such
numerous biographers, that one may be pardoned
for occasionally sparing a word to the sorrows and
struggles of those unfortunate persons who have
to fight a round for very existence every day
of their lives. Never mind—paullo majora
canamus. Let us get to the cormer of St.
James’s Street upon a Drawing Room day, and
if you cannot spend an hour or two there
in philosophic investigation, and see odd people
and odd sights in abundance, you must be
hard indeed to please, and rather wanting in
powers of discernment. As a general rule the
ladies do not look their best in that more than
evening costume, and under the garish light of
the sun. They are somewhat—I beg their par-
dons for the profane suggestion —as the belated
masquers whom a very late, or a very early,
Londoner occasionally comes across in the neigh-
bourhood of Covent Garden when a masked ball
has been held on the previous night. Still there are
bright young faces enough to satisfy even the
most critical spectators, although in the case of
many of the dowagers, one might wish that a
little of their ample skirts had been transferred to
another portion of their costly habiliments. The
prettiest sight is that of the young girl who is

going to be presented, and upon whose white soul
the shadows of gold sticks, and chamberlains, and
ushers have fallen heavily. She really believes
in all these things, and is struck with awe.
The drawing-room days, however, are now very
different from what they were when T was a
lad—not that I therefore wish to wring my
hands and lament myself over the tarmished
lustre of the British crown. Twenty-tive years
have told withemuch effect upon the social ar-
rangements of the country, and the country is
all the better for it. Why should the upper-
lobby be left in the possession of a few hun-
dred persons, when there are thousands upon
thousands whose strong heads have conquered
for their country a high place amongst the
nations of the world, and for themselves influ-
ence and substantial power and wealth? It
would have been an ill-day for the Court had
it been determined that, under no circumstances,
Miss Spillsby should be presented by her illus-
trious parent, Mrs. Spillsby, ¢“ upon the occasion
of having purchased her Brussels lace fall,”
or Mr. Dobbs by Mr. Lobbs ¢ upon his return
from the Isle of Wight.” If our friend Spillsby
is the great pivot upon which the return of the
Yorkshire members must always depend; and if
Mr. Dobbs employs some thousands of hands in
his Welsh Iron Works, it would be somewhat
unsafe to offend their not very unpardonable
vanity. They have won their way to the top of
the tree ; they want to pluck a plum or two, and
drop it in the parched mouths of their wives and
daughters, sick and panting with legends of Ladies
Flora, Wilkelmina, &c. &c.; why not? Still,
with all this—oh, vanity of vanities !~—do not, oh,
excellent Mrs. John Smith!—do not turn up your
sweet nose in that disdainful way upon your poor
fellow-creatures who have gathered together this
day to admire and reverence your majesty and
grandeur. The game of scorn is a double-wicket
business. Your husband, the revered J. S., worked
early and late at his mill—whether it was a
cotton-mill, or & law-mill, or a money-mill—and
there you are; but do not forget, that at the
bottom of that sloping street, and within those old
brick walls, there are hundreds of ladies, all
radiant with diamonds and jewels, even as you
are yourself, but who have a clear logical right to
think of you as dirt, if your theory be correct.
Go, therefore, to the Drawing-Room, and make
your curtesy in the most approved fashion ; and I
trust that our Gracious Sovereign will so far recog-
nise your importance as to send you subsequently
an intimation that one of her balls would not be
complete without your presence; but be calm,
Mrs. Smith, be thankful and calm.,

What on earth is that brass band playing away
for with such energy in Arlington Street? Surely
that cannot be a feature in the festivities of the
Court. There has been a marriage there this
morning ; and although the happy couple whose
destinies were united by the art magic of the Very
Reverend Somebody, assisted by the Reverend
Otherbody, have long since departed for the sylvan
shades of Broghill, en route for the Continent, these
German musicians are of opinion that there are
still a few shillings to be blown out of the house.
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They are the third band that has been there
this morning, and by dint of energy and perse-
verance they will no doubt carry their point in
the long run, for the very housemaids would
think it a shame if the musicians were to go
unrewarded upon so solemn an occasion as that of
Miss Lucy’s marriage—she is now Lady Malthop
of four hours’ standing—a capital match, in which
the old Shropshire Stukeleys bartered away that
amount of consideration which results from living
in the same place against the golden results of
SIS

NS

~

———

Malthop’s Entire. We are not, however, con-
cerned with the marriage—it is to the brass band
of Germans that I wished to call a moment’s
attention. It is a fact that it is a very gainful
speculation for the poorer children of the ‘¢ Father-
land ” to unite in these harmonious troops, and
to spend a few months amongst us, or even a
few years. They are, for the most part, respect-
able lads, and the sons of respectable people.
During their stay amongst us there is little to be
said against them—much in their favour. There

(Page 69.)

is but ome case in my recollection—it occurred
the other day—in which a German band has been
bLrought up for annoying a family or neighbour--
hood after they had been warned to move off. Has
anyone ever seen any of these German musicians
drunk about the streets? I mnever have. They
have done much to cultivate and refine the national
taste for instrumental music, and may fairly say
that what we give them is for value received. Their
instrumentation is generally good—at times, ex-
cellent and faultless. It may, not, perhaps, be
sufficiently known how far these wanderers have
inoculated us with their fondness for music. You
will find them not- only about the streets of
London—which is their title to mention here—

but in all the wateriug places and large country
towns—nay, in our very villages and country
houses—in all tea-gardens, and Tivolis, and
dancing places. The humblest dancers in our
day can have as good music to dance to as that
which regulated the courtly steps of the mis-
tresses and masters of their grandmothers and
grandfathers. There is no reason to regret that
the old trio of harp, fiddle, and cornopean, which
80 long constituted the instrumental music of the
London streets, is at an end.

The other evening, when it was just dusk,
during the inclement season of June, as 1 was
coming home, I fell upon three of the pifferar
whom you find at Christmas time in such num-*
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bers in the Piazza di Spagna at Rome, and about
the Chiaja of Naples, dancing and grinding away
at their little hurdy-gurdies, just as though
London in the awful month of Juune, 1860, was
any fitting place for such dirty children of the
South. It is clear enough that these poor people
never came here on their own account, nor
upon the suggestions of their own brains. They
must be the human merchandise out of which
some Italian slave-dealer looks to make a good
profit ; and it is to be hoped he will be disap-
pointed. Were they exported direct from Naples?
did they grind their way all through Italy, and
across the Swiss mountains, and down the Rhine ?
How did they manage to find money to pay their
fares across the Channel? The first supposition
is probably the correct one; but really our own
Scotch bag-pipers are quite a sufficient affliction
for a human society, without any leaven from
abroad. It never can be worth the while of the
wretched creatures themselves to try this English
journey as a commercial adventure like the
Germans. The Germans are tradesmen—these
people are beggars. 1t is scarcely advisable to
come so far as England from Italy in search of
alma. The little Savoyards with the white mice,
and the organ-grinders from Parma, have become
an institution ; it would be useless to say a word
about them. They, too, are mainly imported by
speculators upon a venture; and oftentimes, if
their stories are to be believed, have enough to
hear. One night on coming home through the
Regent’s Park, and on the side of the enclosure
by the wooden palings, I saw something which
looked at first in the gloom like an overturned
cab, or something of that description. On cross-
ing over I found that it was an encampment of
little Savoyards, who had piled their organs up so
as to give them shelter from the wind, and had
clubbed their filth and their warmth, and were
lying all together asleep. London was the Prairie
to these little travellers from the South. Their
story was, that they had not earned money
enough in the day to secure them a favourable
reception from the padrone at night. They
were afraid of being beaten if they returned home,
and so had preferred taking their rest al fresco
in the Regent's Park.

The native ballad-singers are at best a dreary
set, and not to be encouraged. It is not, how-
ever, one of the pleasant sights of London when
you see a drab of a woman with an infant at her
breast, dragging two wretched children by the
hands through the muck and mire of the streets
after a day of down-pour, such as we have known
of late, and when the pavement, illuminated by
the gas-light, is glossy with rain. What a cruel
irony it is to hear such a creature shouting out in
a husky way—

Through pleasures and palaces, where’er we may roam,
Yet go where we can there is no place like home.
Home, home, sweet home.

Nor is one quite disposed to believe in the genuine-
ness of the destitution of that tidily-dressed man
in the rusty but well-brushed suit of black who
perambulates the streets, accompanied by his lady
"and their numerous family—all neatly though

poorly dressed—and the youngest ones with white
pinafores of irreproachable cleanliness. He looks
like a schoolmaster, and the presumption is that
he is in difficulties. It is, however, to be feared
that there is something too professional about the
manner in which every member of the family,
from the parents down to the youngest child,
pauses every now and then, pivots about on her
or his own heel, and sweeps the windows of the
street which they may at that moment happen to
be making tuneful with hungry gaze. They know
what they are about too well. Again, no one can be
said to have made a complete study of the streets
of London unless he has mastered the difficult
subject of the sweepers, from the dear old lady at
the bottom of the Haymarket, who is, I am told,
a millionnaire, and the Hindu gentleman in 8t.
James's Square, downwards. These two are well-
nigh, if not quite, at the top of the profession.

I have only spoken—and quite in a random and
disjointed way—of a few of the odd sights and per-
sons which any person of common observation
must notice as he walks about the streets of Lon-
don. It would be a very different tale if I were
to ask the reader to accompany me in a little stroll
whilst I talked to him of what was passing
through the brains of the passers-by—plain, well-
dressed men, with nothing very noticeable about
them. But now it is John Sadleir fumbling with
the cream-jug; now Felice Orsini with a hand-
grenade in a side-pocket ; now Pullinger on the
way to attend the funeral of his relative, whilst
the directors of the Union and the Bank-parlour
people are talking him over. These are notabili-
ties ; but, reader, if you are a person who would
rather study human life from realities than from
books, keep your eyes open as you walk about the
streets of London, and you will find in them odd
sights and odd people enough. GadMma,

THE BEE IN THE BONNET.

OF course when I received a letter from little
Ned Ward, announcing that at last he was going
to be happy, I ought to have felt sympathetically
joyful. When the letter went on to state that I
must, under extraordinary penalties, present my-
self that evening at his chambers in Crown Office
Row, to partake of a gorgeous banquet in honour
of the occasion, and to drink ’er health in a great
number of bumpers, I ought to have accepted the
invitation with a rapt alacrity, and have con-
ducted myself generally in a light-hearted and
genial manner. No doubt that would have been
the right sort of tone to have taken. I accepted
the invitation, certainly. I wrote a short letter
of congratulation even. I hoped he might be
happy—no end of happy—with her, whoever she
might be: and yet I did not feel very warmly or
very cheerfully in the business. It seemed to me
as though I were coming in second in a race.

He had always been little Ned Ward to mc,
He was my junior : he had been my fag at school.
He had been a little pale-faced boy, very thin and
weakly, with dry, fair hair, and a blue jacket and
bright buttons, when I had been an ultra-grown
youth suffering acutely in stick-ups, and per-
plexedly grand in a tail-coat. But now things
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were changed. Professionally he was a barrister
in the Temple. I was simply an attorney in
Essex Street. He had been decidedly successful.
T had been decidedly less fortunate. Socially, I
think I may be permitted to say, that he was a
swell. He was the neatest hand at tying a white
neckcloth I ever saw; he wore exquisite gloves,
and boots of exceeding varnish ; he could sing
light tenor songs (his F was a comfortable and
melodious note, his G certainly more hazardous
and less harmonic) ; he conld play (a little) on the
flageolet ; his hair curled naturally, and his amber
whiskers were so luxuriously pendent, that I some-
times wondered he was not rebuked by the Bench
for excess of hirsuteness on their account. Of
myself it behoves me to speak with reserve; but
I will admit that I don’t count myself a great
drawing-room triumph. I never could tie a white
neckerchief. I am uneasy in lacquered boots.
I have no ear for music ; my hair does not curl,
and my whiskers are of rather a common-place
pattern. Of old, I used to patronise him, and
eonsidered I had done rather a generous thing
when I admitted a junior boy to terms of equal
friendship. Now, however, I had begun to fancy
that he had lately been rather patting me on the
head. He had gone past me in a number of ways;
and now he was going to be married before me.
Ned Ward had beaten me, in fact. I did not
like owning it; yet I felt it to be true, and,
somehow, the feeling grated a little on my self-
conceit.

It was a dull November afternoon, and though
the clock of St. Clement Danes had only just

. struck three, it was so dark and foggy that the

office candles—massive dips, with a tendency to
gutter, and otherwise conduct themselves dis-
agreeably—were already lighted. I had as yet no
staff of clerks, to be partitioned out into Chancery,
Conveyancing, and Common Law sections. The
office boy, Mason, who bore the courtesy title of
“Mr.” Mason—and whose supposed occupation it
was to be ¢ generally useful,” a mission which he
construed into getting into complicated dilemmas
with the ink-bottles, and being a perpetual
obstruction in all business matters with which he
was entrusted—had been sent round to Crown
Office Row with my letter to little Ned Ward.
I was just considering whether there was really
any more work to be done that required me to
adhere to routine office hours, or whether I might
not just as well walk down the Strand to St.
James’s Park and back, by way of getting myself
into a better humour and improving my appetite
for my friend’s dinner, when entered my room
my other clerk, Mr. Beale, and presented me
with & card, informing me that the gentleman
whoee name it bore desired very much to see me.
* Captain Brigham, R.N.” Could he be a new
eient ! But I had no time for reflection. I
raised the shades of my candlesticks, to distribute
the light more generally about the room, and
became conscious of the presence of a tall, stout,
elderly gentleman, with a flaxen wig and gold
spectacles. I begged him to be seated. He bowed
politely, placed an ebony walking-stick heavily
mounted with silver and decked with copious
black silk tassels on the table beside him, and a

very shiny hat with a vivid white lining on the
floor, and then calmly seated himself facing me
at my desk. Without speaking, he drew off his
black kid gloves and dropped each to his hat.
He produced a heavy gold snuff-box, and solaced
himself with no stinted pinch. He waved away
all stray grains of snuff with a large red and green
silk handkerchief, and then addressed me.

¢ My name is Brigham, as you see by my card,
—Captain Brigham, Royal Navy. I have come
to you on a matter of business. Do you take
snuff? No? Quite right—bad habit—wish T
could leave it off. I have been recommended to
come to you, and place myself entirely in your
hands. No matter who gave me that advice. I
intend to follow it. You will give me your
assistance ?”

I assured him that I should be happy to aid
him, as far as lay in my power.

“You're very kind. Quite the answer I ex-
pected : I may say quite. Are you alone here?
May I speak to you in confidence—in perfect con-
fidence ?”

For his satisfaction, I rose to see that the door
leading into the clerk’s office was securely closed.

He resumed.

“I am placed, sir, at thxs present moment, in a
position of extreme pain.”

He drew himself nearer to the fire.

¢ Few men, sir, can venture to say that they
are suffering as I am.”

He put his feet on the fender, and rubbed his
plump white hands blandly together.

I can assure you, sir, I have not brought my-
self to open this business to you without the most
intense deliberation.”

He arranged his flaxen wig in a calm, careful
way, pulling it down tightly over his ears.

He made five distinct Gothic arches by joining
his hands, very careful that the crowns of the
arches, represented by the tops of his fingers,
should meet and fit in a thoroughly workmanlike
manner ; and through the vista thus established
contemplated steadily his feet on the fender. He
appeared to me quite an ideal old gentleman,
dined, and at peace with all the world. He
resumed :

¢ It is a very common saying, sir, that there is
a skeleton in every house. The saying may be
utterly false in regard to many houses; it is
enough to say that I feel it to be true in regard to
mine. I have a skeleton in my house.”

I could only look attentive and curious: I
could only bow acquiescently, and motion him to

roceed

P .

“ My daughter, sir, is my skeleton.”

He said it abruptly, with a snap of his snuff-box
lid by way of an effective acoompaniment.

“Indeed !

““True, sir, true, painfully true. Here it is,
sir, here "—and he touched his forechead two or
three times with a fat forefinger, still holding his
gold snuff-box in his hand. *‘T believe a ¢loose
slate’ is the vulgar 'title of the malady she suffers
under. Her mother was a poor creature, very
weak and frail. Dead, sir, dead, many years.
Still I could hardly assert that the ¢loose slate’
was fully developed in her-case. But the state of
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poor child admits of no doubt. Others may
duped ; the cunning of lunacy may impose
n many ; but a parent’s eye, sir, a parent’s
! Do you think, sir, that you can take in a
mt’s eye 17
[e removed his spectacles, and rubbed his eyes
ently with his red-and-green silk handkerchief,
though he were polishing them up for exhi-
on.
‘And is her present state such as to require
irol 27
Upon some such points as these, and generally
o the measures that may be legally taken
ecting her, I desire to ask your opinion. Is
dangerous ? you would say. Well, perhaps I
d be disinclined to apply so painful a term.
acy, as I have before hinted, is gxfted with
& cunning. Upon many points those in the
it of seeing her constantly and intimately
1d very probably pronounce her sane.”
She suffers then, I conclude, from some kind
ionomanisa.”
Precisely. It is a dreadful thing to say, sir,
I am positively persecuted by my own child.”
‘e warmed his hands, and rubbed them com-
ably together.
T am her victim, sir. The vials of her lunacy,
may be allowed to say so, are turned upon
~her father, sir, her poor old father! Sheis
:ar good girl, sir, a good dear girl, though I
it, but she renders my life completely
adurable. I am subjected, sir, to a perse-
on that is killing me.”
o see that smooth, bland, rotund old gentleman,
iy warming his silk handkerchief by the fire,
would have thought that his dying of perse-
»n was quite the last fate he was undergoing,
ikely to undergo. He was one of those old
lemen who have a sort of picturesque daintiness
1t them. His linen was perfectly got up—his
seemed to have been pleated by machinery,
‘a8 80 even; his black satin waistcoat was
ularly glossy ; and his tight grey trousers were
>ped over the most resplendently polished
lingtons I ever saw.
What particular form does this persecution
me ?”
e paused for a minute, as though reflecting,
ing about the while the massive seals which,
ended from a thick curb chain, acted as buoys,
demonstrated where his watch was sunk.,
It is one of the well-known characteristics of
cy, and thoroughly understood by those who
+ studied its economy, when the sufferer is
oughly convinced of his sanity, and strenuous
ccusing those around him—even those who
1d be dearest to him—of his own malady.
s my poor child, in the most alarming paroxysms
'r attacks, does not hesitate to charge even me
lightheadedness ! This is not much, you will
But when with the subtlety of her com-
it she proceeds to induce others to believe her
sation—when I find there is a deep-laid plan
wrsue me everywhere with this strange idea,
to surround me with a system of surveillance
is positively terrible in its perfectness—then,
I begin to take alarm, and I complain of
:cution ; not unnaturally, I think.”

“ A very singular case.”

¢ T believe entirely without precedent.”

““ Are you prepared with any medical evi-
dence ?”

¢ Not at present. But—I see—it is necessary.
I will at once proceed with this, and then see you

in. Will not that be the better course ?”

““Certainly. I would only suggest great cau-
tion and secresy in all that you do, and your at
once seeing your medical man with a view to some
examination of the sufferer.”

¢ 8ir, I cannot thank you too much for your
admirable counsel. Just what I could have ex-
pected of you. I will be prepared to lay before
you certain ascertained facts touching the case,
and then see you again. When? Will Monday
suit? Let us say, then, Monday, at three o’clock.
Again let me thank you. Oh, this is the way out,
is it? Thank you. Good-day—Good-day.”

1 sat for some time considering the matter over.
I took down from the book-shelves certain of the
authorities on lunacy. I began to study the prac-
tice in regard to lunatics, and especially as to
what it was necessary to do in the office of the
Masters in Lunacy in Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields. Then
it occurred to me, what little information I was
possessed of after all, and how foolishly I had
abstained from making inquiries. How old was
Miss Brigham ? Was she a minor? Was she an
heiress? Would it be necessary to place her
under the benign protection of the Court of Chan-
cery? To appoint a Committee, and take the
accounts of her estate in the usual manner? He
was a gentlemanly old man: was he rich?
would he pay my bill? He was very courteous
and polite; but little affected, though, at his
daughter's sad state. He had nothing of the naval
officer about him—nothing whatever ; in fact, he
looked much more like a wholesale wine merchant
with & villa residence at Tooting or Muswell Hill.

Mr. Mason entered precipitately : very inky as
to his fingers, and with a piece of red tape tied
round his head to prevent his hair falling over his
eyes, which imparted to him an acrobatic rather
than a legal aspect.

T have no more letters, Mr. Mason.”

A grin broke up the sallow monotony of his
face.

¢¢ Please, sir, here's a lady wants to see you;
don’t give her name.”

¢ Show her in, sir, directly.”

And a little lady presently entered. I had
only just time to notice that she was dressed in
black silk, with puce velvet trimmings, and
an ample black velvet cloak. Her bonnet and
gloves were also puce colour, and she wore her
black veil half down, which, being sprinkled with
embroidery, gave a pleasant variegation to the
upper part of her face ; while the pretty little red-
lipped mouth and daintily pointed chin, nibbed,
as it were, by a dimple, made the lower half look
very winning indeed. She carried a handsome
mother-of-pearl card-case, but had evidently for-
gotten to make use of her cards. At any rate,
she made no attempt in the first instance to put
me in possession of her name.

“Oh pray excuse me,”—such a light, soft,
silvery voice. *I am sure I owe you a hundred
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apologies for intruding upon you in this way. So
unceremoniously too, and your time, of course, so
valuable ; but really I—. You—"

But the poor little bird became so fluttered,
that she could not continue. I hastened to assure
her that my time was all hers; that I was quite
at her service ; that I should be only too bappy to
assist her in any way. I begged her to be seated,
—+to compose herself,—and not to trouble herself
with any conversation until she felt quite equal
to it. I fidgeted about with my papers; I opened
and shut my table drawers ; I wrote my name on
my blotting-paper :—all so many devices to give
the little lady time to overcome her embarvass-
ment.

¢ What disagreeable weather,” I observed.

¢ Very, indeed, especially for walking.”

¢¢ Especially. Have you been walking?”

And s0 on. We threw out skirmishing re-
marks, under cover of which she might bring up
the heavy division of her discourse. She was
gradually improving, and in a minute raised her
half veil and permitted me to see a very pretty,
small-featured, delicately-fair face, with smoothly-
braided light-brown hair, brightly twinkling blue
eyes, and, oh! such long lashes, that seemed
always on the quiver, and gave a wonderfully
witching vividness to her glances.

¢“Y am afraid you will really think me very
tiresome—very troublesome. I am sure you will
say so when I'm gone. You're very kind : but
really I am quite ashamed of my intrusion. Only
I have been 8o anxious—so very anxious. I had
better, perhaps, proceed to ask you at once
directly what I want to know. Pray tell me.
Has papa been here ?”

¢ Papa 7"

““Yes; papa. Oh, perhaps—Oh dear me, how
very thoughtless of me. You don’t know. No,
of course not. What could I have been thinking
about? My name is Brigham—Miss Brigham. 1
am the daughter of—"

¢t Captain Brigham, Royal Navy ?”

¢¢ Oh, then he has been here ? Oh, I see he has.
Oh, I was afraid he had.”

¢¢ And you are his danghter—his only daughter?”

¢ Yes. 1 am his only child indeed.”

Poor girl! She was, then, the unhappy suf-
ferer—the melancholy subject of our late con-
versation. Was it possible? Was there a loose
slate under those charming light-brown braids?
‘Was she the persecutor of that poor benign old
gentleman? And the delicious sparkle of those

blue eyes, was it not then wholly attributable to |

the light of reason ?
¢ Please excuse him, sir,”

is, he is not quite himself.”

she went on; “he '
really should not: but he can’t help it. The fact
| And how about Ned Ward's banquet at half-past

Just so, I thought. This is the persecution !

¢ But I see there has been great remissness. I
must have more precautions taken. He must be
more rigidly watched : he must never be left
alone.”

Poor old victim ! But the Masters in Lunacy
will give you relief. Yes, I could see it now.
There was a hectic brilliancy about those glances ;
there was a restlessness about that manner ; there
was even now and then a hurry and want of
harmony about that silver-toned voice, which
betrayed the terrible calamity under which the
little lady unconsciously suffered. Yes, there was
an undoubted bee in that puce bonnet. 1t seemed
to me that I was falling deeply in love with her,
nevertheless, I was even loving her more on
account of her misfortune. It was love, strength-
ened by the addition of pity.

It is, perhaps, the best way to adopt the
course you have no doubt followed. To hear all
he has to say. He mentioned me, perhaps? He
is always talking curiously about me. It is one
of the strange fancies that have possessed him.”

Such a sharp, inquiring bird’s glance out of the
corner of the blue eyes.

‘“He did refer to his daughter,” I confeased.

“Poor dear! he is always doing that,” she
said, with a small, soft sigh. ¢ I traced him to
this neighbourhood, and, unseen, I saw him come
out of this house. From my inquiries. 1 soon
ascertained that he had been to see you, and I
gueased his mission. Pray forgive him, sir. For-
give me too, for troubling you: and forget all
that he has told you.”

Forget all my client’s instructions! How cun-
ning these lightheaded folks are, I thought.

She thanked me over and over again for my
attention to her. She lowered the half veil with
its freckle of embroidery, leaving still one red
lip and the pointed little chin uncovered. She
curtsied very politely as she drew towards the
door, and then, as though thinking better of it,
with a very winning smile gave me a small, puce-
kidded hand to shake. It was so small, it was
more like the toy hand fixed on to an ornamental
pen-wiper, than an ordinary human hand. 1 con-
ducted her through the office, and showed her the
way down the stairs.

Mr. Mason chose to see some profound cause
for mirth in all this, becoming at length so
violently convulsed with suppressed laughter, that
it became necessary for him to conceal his head in
his desk.

With a feeling of bereavement, yet of deep
interest, I went to my lonely room. Without
that puce bonnet it seemed especially lonely. I
looked at my watch : it was half-past six o’clock.

Poor thing : the ruling idea was firmly fixed in ' five ?

her mind.

¢ I do all I can to stop him. I never, if I can‘

help it, trust him out of my sight. He is sure to
get into mischief, if I do.”

What could I say? The fit was evidently very

strongly upon her.
¢« I assure you I do all T can to watch him, and

have others expressly engaged to keep him always '
| the time ? I wrote kalf-pdst five; as;plainly as any

in view.”

IL

¢ HurLo! here you are at last. Why, I'd quite
given you up. Gilkes and Jeffries, both of whom
you know. Mrs. Brisket, bring back some of
those things ; this gentleman has not dined. My
dear boy, what have you been doing with your-
self? How could you make any mistake about
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man could. Have a glass of sherry; you look
quite pale.”

Little Ned was busy pressing kind hospitalities
upon me, in his old, bright, chirping way.

¢ Make a good dinner, old fellow. Don't hurry
yourself ; there’s loads of time. We'd given you
up. I thought something had occurred to prevent
your coming altogether, or else we would have
waited for you. 1'm so sorry the things should
be half cold, as I'm afraid they are. Now let’s
have a glass of wine all round.”

¢ And the disclosure,” said Jeffries.

¢ No, no. That’s to come afterwards.”

I had finished dinner, and the cloth had been
removed. Mrs. Brisket bore an expression of
intense thanksgiving that hitherto the banquet—
the responsibilities of which evidently weighed
heavily upon her—had passed off with a success
that amounted almost to éclat. I found, however,
that she looked grimly at me, as one who had
threatened to become a sort of incarnate hitch in
the business,

¢ Now then, gentlemen, try the port—the pecu-
liar, old, crusted, many years in bottle : the port
of extraordinary vintage, of the light green seal.”

¢ Are we to come now to the event of the even-
ing 7" asked Gilkes.

*“ Are you going to make a speech ?”’ inquired
Jeffries.

*“No ; this is a private meeting ; speeches are
for the public : besides, I don’t think I can con-
scientiously make one without a fee : and I know
that none of you fellows have got any money.
T'll simply give you ker health. 1'm going to be
married. I give you her health ! ”

¢ Her health ! we all echoed, solemnly, drain-
ing glasses of ¢ the peculiar.’

““ Are we to know no more ?”

‘“Name ! name!”

‘‘Hear ! hear!”

Little Ned rose.
could be expected of a barrister—certainly he
stammered a little.

¢ The lady’s name is Brigham.”

““What ! ” I cried.

‘¢ Brigham—Fanny Brigham.”

¢ The daughter of—"

‘¢ Captain Brigham—Royal Navy.”

I sank back in my chair.

““You're ill I think, old man, ain’t you. Have

some

brandy—have some soda-water—have a
ci ?

gar.’

¢ No, thank you. All right, pass the bottle.”
“ Gilkes, the wine's with you.”

It was evident I could say nothing in the pre-
sence of those two men, Gilkes and Jeffries. I
must refrain from alluding further to the subject
until they had taken their departure. They
scemed to divine that I had some such object :
and “‘the peculiar ” that Gilkes got through ! the

cigars that Jeffries smoked! They moved at last,
certainly with difficulty.
¢“Goo’-night ! Goo’-night, old feller |

And I was alone with Ned Ward. He doubled
himself upon the sofa. Something seemed to have
affected him to tears. It must have been the
excitement of the occasion, or could it have been
¢ the peculiar?”

He was as near blushing as !
| that the marriage should not take place?”

¢ My dear Ned !”

¢“All right ! Fire away—help yourself.”

¢ You must not marry Fanny Brigham !”

““Not marry Fanny Brigham? Who says I
mustn’t marry Fanny Brigham? Who wants his
head punched ?”

“Now do be calm! Certain circumstances
have come to my knowledge—"

¢ Oh, certain circumstances have come to your
knowledge (very incoherently spoken) ; have they
indeed ?”

¢“ Now, pray listen ! ”

¢ All right, old fellow ! ¥

¢ She has a bee in her bonnet ! ”

I spoke as distinctly as possible. He opened
his eyes as wide as he could, and seemed to be
trying to stare through the wall, in a strange,
vague, senseless way.

*‘Bee in her bonnet ! he staggeringly repeated ;
‘““bee in her bonnet! Go along—get out. She
wears lilies of the valley and puce velvet ribbons.
Soon, sir, the orange blossom, the orange blossom !
Hip—hip! Charge your glasses! I give you
Fanny Brigham—Fanny Brigham ! Hurrah! For
she’s a jolly good—"

He collapsed altogether on to the hearth-rug.
It was useless to attempt to discuss the matter
further. I lifted him on to his bed, and went out
into the dismal early morning November air.

L

About noon the next day I received a visit from
Ward. He looked rather pale and fatigued ; but,
in answer to inquiries, said that he had never felt
better in his life. He called, as he stated, to
inquire after my health, as he was persuaded, from
my sudden departure on the previous evening,
that I had been exceedingly unwell.

* And about this Brigham business ?” I said.

‘“Ah—yes. Was there not some discussion
about it last night? Was it not Gilkes who said

¢ No ; 1 said s0.”

“You! What extraordinary port wine that
must have been! Why, my dear fellow, I was
coming to you to ask you to act as my solicitor in
the matter—to peruse the settlements, you know,
and that sort of thing: it's more delicate than
doing it myself. More than that, I was going to
ask you to be best man at the wedding.”

¢But, my dear Ward, you don’t know all
Captain Brigham—"

s Ah, poor old fellow!
sad, but it can’t be helped.”

¢ What do you mean? I've seen him!"

““What ! poor old Brigham !

¢ He came down here to consult me.”

¢ About the settlement?” .

¢No : his unhappy daughter’s state of mind.”

¢ QOh ! he's imposed upon you, has he? Went
over all that old story.”

¢ And I've seen his daughter.”

““You have ?”

¢ 8he also came here.”

“Well2”

““And I regret to say, that her manner con-
firmed her father’s statement. She's light-headed,
my dear Ward! I know/ she's- an —angel—a

Yes—I know. It’s
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darling ! But, my dear Ward, a wife with a
loose slate! a mother, perhaps, with a bee in her
bonnet! and the infant family taking after her!”

Ward was moved—but only to laughter. He
would not listen to my advice. We parted. It
was arranged that I was to act as his solicitor in
the matter of the marriage settlement, but my
assisting at the wedding was to remain an open

on.

I had an appointment in the city at three, and
hurried away to keep it. Cheapside was more
than normally crowded. Near Bow Church there
was obstruction : a throng of persons nearly
blocked up the footway altogether. An elderly
gentleman was quarrelling with a cabman. I
thought I recognised a shiny hat and a flaxen wig.
I forced my way through the crowd, and found
Captain Brigham, bright and glossy as usual in
apparel, but palpably excited in manner.

“¢ Where's the use ?”’ cried the cabman. ¢ Don’t
talk of pulling a fellow up : you know that ain't
the question at all. Tell me where to go, and I'll
drive you fast enough—fast as you like.”

¢ No. I object to be driven by you—I object
to be driven by & man not in his right mind ! ”

¢, gammon ! " said the cabman : ‘¢ jump in.’

¢ No, cabman, you're mad !” replied Captmn
Bnglnm. “ pity you: you ought not to be
trusted out with a cab.”

¢“Why, I've druv a cab for fourteen year—
leastwise a omnibus.”

<« I'll not be driven by you. Legally, I'm not
bound to pay you: but I'll give you sixpence.
Mind, it's not your right, but I give it you.”

¢¢ Brayvo, old ’un!” from the crowd.

¢¢ Here, my man, take your sixpence.”

¢« Sha'n’'t ! why the fare’s eighteenpence.”

City Policeman, No. 123, cut his way through.

*¢ What's this here about? Cabby, why don’t
sou take what the gent offers?”

¢« Oh! ah! Here I've druv the old all
the way from the Burlington Arcade; and he
shoving me in the back till I'm sore with his
walking-stick, and crying out that I'm mad : ain’t
it enough to aggrawate a feller? and then he
offers sixpence! He oughtn't to ride in cabs—
he oughtn’t.”

¢« The fare’s eighteenpence, sir,” said No. 123.

¢¢ Policeman, 1 won’t be driven by a cabman
who is a raging maniac. I tell you I will not.
What! Nowl look again, policeman, you'd better
go home ; you're mad, sir, quite mad. 1 can see
it in your eyes, sir; aye, and in your whiskers.”

¢ Three cheers for the old 'un !” proposed by
an Electric Telegraph boy, seconded by a Blacking
Brigade ditto, carried unanimously, and given by
the crowd.

I paid the cabman his fare ; and, aided by the
policeman, carried off Captain Brigham. A crowd
followed us for a short distance, but gradually fell
away.

¢ You're not in your right mind,” said Captain
Bri to me, when I had brought him as far as
St. Paul’s Churchyard, ‘‘but your interference
was kindly meant, and for a confirmed lunatic,
as of course you are, was really a sensible thing.
I thank you for it. Don’t you find your insanity
interfere rather with your professional pursuits ?”

I began to think I had been mistaken about
Fanny Brigham’s malady.
At my office I found a letter :

BerrLeaeu House, Zsleworth.
My pEAR Sir,—I bLavoe sent you a client. He is one
of my most difficult customers—a rational lunatic —
too lunatic to be at large, too rational to be confined.
What can we do? He wants to take law proceedings
to lock up his daughter; I believe, to indict me for
conspiracy ; all sorts of things. Listen to him—talk
to him—humour him—and do just nothing. His
name is Brigham. He bas been in the Navy. He was
wounded on the head in some slave squadron fight off
the coast of (Guinea, and has never been quite right
since. He is not at all dangerous, only a little difficult
to manage. When are you coming to see me ! I dine
every day at six, &c. &e.
Yours faithfully,
Grorck JuHNsTON, M.D.

On a subsequent day Captain Brigham called
on me.

¢T find,” he said, ¢ that 1 shall be relieved from
all difficulty in my daughter’s case. I am pleased
that it is so. A man of the name of Ward has
proposed to marry her. Of course I could not
contemplate such a thing for one moment without
his being fully apprised of her melancholy state.
I laid bare to him the whole matter. But he is
mad, sir—stark mad; he would go on in spite of
me. He takes her with all her imperfections on
her head, and she him. It is hard to say which
has the worst of it.”

In due time little Ned Ward was made happy,
I should say supremely happy. I owned that he
had beaten me utterly. Fanny Brigham looked
almost as exquisite in her veil and orange blossoms
as in her puce bonnet on the occasion of her one
visit to my office in Essex Street. Ned Ward was
very great in his superfine, double extra, blue
Saxony frock coat. He looked so kindly and
lovingly on his dear little bride, that I almost
fancied at last that he deserved his good fortune,
though a moment before I thought I should have
fainted when I heard that deliciously touching
answer, ‘I will,” steal from those rosy lips.
People said that they formed a charming couple.
They seemed to me a sort of statuette group of a
happy pair. For myself, I signed the church
books : I proposed healths : I made speeches: 1
drank champagne at unwholesome hours : I threw
the old shoe. I made myself hopelessly and con-
spicuously ridiculous; went through a wonder-
fully exhilarating course of events, and then home,
utterly wretched and desponding. The delighted
couple repaired to Baden. I secluded myself for
a fortnight in Essex Street, and was seen by no
mortal eye.

Some time afterwards I paid a visit to my old
friend Dr. Johnston, at Isleworth.

¢“Here's a gentleman I think you know,” he
said. It was Captain Brigham. He recognised
me at once.

“ Ah! my dear friend, my mad lawyer!” he
cried out, shaking me cordially by the hand.
““I'm delighted to see you. Yes, thank you, I am
extremely comfortable here. A number of gen-
tlemen, who, like myself, are of opinion that the
world is mad, sir, quite/ mad,have. established
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this snug retreat. We felt that such a poor
handful of sane men as we composed, could not
individually combat fairly with the insane multi.
tude outside these walls, so we clubbed and col-
lected together for mutual support and protection.
With all your confirmed lunacy, you have occa-
sionally very decided bursts of what I may almost
call reason, or lucidity ; and I'm very proud to see
youhere. Not but what,” and he sank his voice
to alow whisper, ““I cannot refrain from men-
tioning to you, that there are some who have got
into this institution who have clearly very little
title to be in it. Look here, now,” and he pointed
through an open doorway to a little wizen old
man in & velvet cap, busily occupied in writing
letters; *he’s not altogether sound : he’s not free,
entirely, from the ‘bee in the bonnet.’ This is
one of his bad days. Quite forgotten himself—
quite oblivious of everything. He is the rightful
heir to the throne of Siam, and is unjustly deprived
of his inheritance by the Hudson’s Bay Company.
His usual uniform consists of three peacock's
feathers in his cap, worn very much in the Btyle
of our Prince of Wales, you know. Curious
similarity, is it not? He's a wonderful hand at
cribbage. But to-day, you see, he's quite quiet,
and has forgotten all about his lawful claims, He's
writing home to his grandson, who manages his
affairs for him. He’s clearly not sound. I am
indeed glad to have seen you. Many, many
thanks for this visit, my dear friend. I only wish
you were properly qualified, and I could propese
you as a member of this delightful institution.
But, alas ! alas ! youknow that cannot be. Good-
bye, good-bye.”

¢¢ Curious case, isn't it ?” said Dr. Johnston, as
we moved away. ** He'll probably get quite round
again in time, though he may be liable to a return
of the attack. He's intensely happy. I'm not
sure that he wants our pity much. I think the
dinner must be ready—come along.”

I went home with rather entangled views about
the sanity question. As to who had, and who
hadn’t, “a bee in his bonnet?” 1 wondered
whether I had. Really I thought I must consider
before 1 answer: and I went to sleep without
giving one, Durron Cooxk.

OYSTERS AND PEARLS.

Looroo, Mootoo, Mootie, Margarite, Perles,
Perlii, Perlas : all sweet, pretty, mouth-rounding
names, but worthy to be applied to the lustrous
and beautiful spheres which we call pearls. Prin-

ipium culmenque omns; Perum pretis tenent:
¢ Of all things, pearls,” said Pliny, two thousand
years ago, ‘‘kept the very top, highest, best, and
first price.” What was true then is true now.
There are few things so immortal as good taste.
Let us,pay something * on account” of our debt
to the oyster. I propose to regard that placid
creditor, not as an article of food, but as an
assistant at the toilet. And looking at him in
that point of view, here is not a bad instalment of
the aforesaid debt. It is contributed by Barry
Cornwall :

Within the midnight of her bair,

Halfohiddan in ite doonect danne

A single peerless, priceless pearl

(All filmy-eyed) for ever sleeps.
Without the diamond's sparkling eyes,
The ruby’s blushes, —there it lies,
Modest as the tender dawn,

When her purple veil's withdrawn, —
The flower of gems, a lily cold and pale.
Yet, what doth all avail?—

All its beauty, all its grace?

All the honours of its place?

He who plack’d it from its bed,

In the far blue Indian Ocean,

Lieth, without life or motion,

In his earthy dwelling—dead |

All his children, one by one,

When they look up to the sun,

Curse the toil by which he drew

The treasure from its bed of blue.

Well, pearls are costly. Yet they are merely
the calcareous production of the class Mollusca.
Diamonds, as a certain pen has elsewhere noted,
have been shown to be merely charcoal ; the pearl
is little else but concentric layers of membrane
and carbonate of lime. All the class Mollusca are
instances of that beneficent law of nature, that
the hard parts accommodate themselves to the
soft. The common naked snail, the mussel,
cockle, oyster, garden helix, strombus, and nau-
tilus, elegant or rough, rare or common, each
illustrate this grand law. The body of a soft
consistence is enclosed in an elastic skin. From
this skin calcareous matter is continually exuded.
This protects the animal, and forms the shell.
Where the waves are rough, and rocks super-
abundan<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>