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BACK AT TRINITY.

1 am the rector of a little parish
in the wilds of Cumberland, and
have been so this ten years; my
parishioners live upon hill-sides,
and in secluded vallies, over a
space of many score squarc
miles; but their nuinber is not
over fifty souls: 1 have also just
fifty pounds a year for curing
them. When f say that my
churchwarden and myself — the
best informed men in the parish,
and the fountain-head of infor-
mation to the dalesmen — have
differed within the last fortnight
about the capacity of ministers,
and the ma.na[.lgcment of the war, it
may be concluded that Waste-
land folk are somewhat behind
fublic opinion. Were I met, as

o about my duties, over the
hiﬁs with my dog and my long
croof(, 1 might well be taken for a
literal shepherd of mny flock. It
was not always thus with me.
There is an old three-cornered
cap, the wonder of the ancient
dame who ‘‘does” for me, which,

Household Words. XXXIII,

broken and battered as it is,
looks disdainfully at its neigh-
bour of black straw that now
forms my pastoral covering.
Anmidst the simple clothing in my
old oak wardrobe, there hangs,
iattered and torn enough, along
blue Trinity gown; and among
the homely crockery of my cup-.
board, there shines resplendent,
with the college arms ononeside,
and a glass at the bottom, a
¢“pewter” that was the reward of
victory upon the silver Cam.

I had failed to get my fellow-
ship, and spent most of my little
capital in dear — too dear — old
Cambridge, but the memory of
m{ college days secmed worth it
all. When my daily work was
over, and my evening pipe was
lit, I loved to recline in &c chim-
ney-corner of my sitting room,
and recall the ancient days; and
the scenes of that happy time,
though they grew dimmer an
dimmer with ev backward
glance, shone not less glorious
througf: the haze. Ihad always
a vague longing to revisit the

1
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fading halls and ‘‘lessening
towers ” once more, and, this last
May, having received an invita-
tion, hospitable and kind as only
a coilege friend’s can be, it fairly
overset all considerations of eco-
nomy, and down to Trinity, like
an escaped bird 1flew; thatbeing
a poetical expression for the state
o mg feelings, rather than the
speed of my journey, for Waste-
land is over forty miles from the
railway station, across the moun-
tain by-roads, and 1 accom-
plished them in a gig like Doctor
Syntax’s.

I came through London, and
g0 by the Eastern Counties’ line,
and as we drew n+anrthe low flat
country with ‘“the Brobdignags”
— I used to think 80 n'i'l}h efore
Jcameto Camberland —1I thought
Irecognised the roads and walks
about, and coupled cach with
some remembrance of old. There
was the windmill whereat Jones’
skewbald shied and threw him;
and there were the post and rails
over which Brown, in scarlet,
thought to have escaped from the
sporting proctor; and there the
broad bright stream where we

three ducked the gameckeeper.
I would rather it had been the
coachin

days again, to have
lingered a little lgmger on our
way, to have driven the four

ays into Trumpingtan, and to
ave sat beside Jack Hall. Jack
the road between the two
versities, and used to be a
d character; he artfully con-
d to sympathise now with
Fand now with the other, as

TRINITY.

his box companion happened to
be Cantab or Uxonian, but 1 re-
member one mistake of his.
Robinson of Trinity had been
staying up at Christchurch, and
was taken by Jack to be of that
college; after some conversa-
tion, tending still more to
strengthen that impression, Jack
observed: — ¢ Well, sir, I dinna’
how it is, but I can allus tell &
Hoxford from a Cambridge gent.
The Hoxford gent says, ‘ﬁs’ll'
when he speaks to me, as you do
sir, and asks me to take a glass o
wine here (as it may be), and an-
other there, and ‘your health
Hall,’ says he, and when he gets
off, says he, ‘here's half-a-crown,
Hall (at least), for you.” But your
Cambridge chap says, ‘Jack mi
boy, a pot o’ beer?’ and ‘I loo
towards you,” and gives me a
boggarl shiiling ‘to end with.”
When Robinson, therefore, got
down at 'I'rinity, he said with em-
phasis, ‘“Jack, my boy, here's a
shilling for you — I'm a Cam-
bridge man.” Poor Jack is dead
now, and we came through the
town in an omnibus; through the
town that is being all rebuift, and
by way of Pembroke, Corpus,
and Cat's Hall, past the lon
screen of King's College, throug
which the organ peals, and close
by the stately Senate House
where my heart beat high and
hopefully for days, and where at
last -it sank to zero; when the
long list came out, and wrangler
after wrangler was called forth,
and I, the last, was called — the
Golden Spoonf
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Show me thine ancient front,
old Caius, I pray, for brick thou
art behind, but threc months
piled, and hide thy next door
neighi:our'a fresh red face; the
street is new too, I dare say im-
proved, but 1 would rather have
the tumbling shops and all their
storeys nodding overhead. Thank
Heaven, the grand old gate is
where it was, and the old martin
builds in Harry’s crown, and still
makes entry hazardous; the

orter looks the same, but not so,
s hedoesnotknowmefroma cho-
rister, or credulous father bring-
ing up a son to first matriculation
— for the Porson prize and all
the rest — or haply frage some
dun importunate, passing his
days without the ‘‘sported”#
oaks; “in the middle leaps the
fountain,” shaking coolness
through the court, and the
figeona tamely trot upon the
evel shaven lawns, and from the
ancient clock turret peals forth
the passing hour ‘“in the male
and female voice” as was wont
to be of old; up the stone steps
sast the butteries and the great
ark swinging doors, and into
Neville's
fair, with echoin,
cither side, and
ﬁstea the p{enant
ere is a new wonder;
men — so strangely
friends of mine own days,
scarce .can think them quite un-
known to me, with the same

"";’rl‘m outer door of University rooms,
when closed (or sported) stands for a sort
of material “not at home* to all comers.

ourt, unchanged and
cloisters ppon

sagh its oien
stream —: but
ups of
e the

1!while

TRINITY, 3

bright hopeful faces and the
same light ce of limb — with
¥hotogmphm apparatus and the
avouring sun limning each
other’s features: thus may these
portrait galleries be formed of
all whom it may please them to
keep fresh in memory; ah me, I
would before death and distant
climes had taken them I had
made me such & book in
blithe colleie days! 'Chis
my chee ost, seems sto
older, and, by my life! notﬁui
untinged with gray, but still thé&
same frank smile, warm grip, and
the good heart within all sound
and young! A man who never
misused hir t‘ne here; a Fellow
of his Colleges, M.A., Lecturer,
Don; with vasty rooms, oak-
paneled, hung with gicmrel,
stored with books, a palace ofa
place; my name, alas is not upon
the board — my poverty, indeed,
not will, prevented it, and so be-
neath his wingll dine atthe ‘high
table” with the reverend deans,
and hobnob with professors. The
grand old hall is filled from end to
end with sounds of feasting; the
undergraduateshavenotlearntto
carve, but hack and hew as in the
olden time; the B.A.s criticise
their food and frown as usual on
their caterer; and in the oaken
galle? stare the dames, oryoung
or old, in wonder at the scene,
tiu'ongh the painted panes
the Mayday sun chequers
rainbow hues the pictur
and dim. In Combination
where once I sat at viv

wretched, ignorant, thewine
1
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round, and wit,and pleasant talk,
and ev. here beams kindness
and a friend; a saint’s day this
so from the upper rows in clm.pei
where the magnates sit, I see the
white-robed youths come breath-
less in, the whispered talk of
some behind their books, with
one eye watchful lest the out-
raged dean swoop from his eyrie

--gmtheir dove-like forms, and
once more in college fanes

e storm their high-built organs make,

d thunder-mauslc rolling shake

b4 'he proph 1 d on the p

" Next night is a race night on the
Cam, and hurrying to the barge
which every evening toils down
the narrow stream, Istand amidst
the crowd about her bows, and
mark the crews as they pass.
No eight-oars are there, else-
where, such as these; theirstroke
together, and the bending backs
together, as they run before the
wind; and he with the tiller
ropes, who also bends, albeit
standing on the frailest plank,
overbalanced by an ounce on
either side; the thin keel cleaves
the stream as an arrow-head
cleaves the “viewless air,” and
the music dies away from their
oars, in distance lost at half a
score of strokes, which presently
some rival boat takes up, and so
the linked sweetness is drawn
out through all the voyage. We
leap upon the bank, and join the

gieers to the starting-point.

e at the third gunfire the

- ring — two dozen at full

. en twice four hundred

8t tamultuously start upon the

TRINITY.

path; and “Now you're gain-
ing!” or ¢“Well pulled — well
pulled!” is shouted like one
voice. Ah, Trinity, First Tri-
nity, it is vain. e long keen
row o’erlaps you even now.
ee, your victor sets up his con-
quering flag, nor wastes his
streng'ﬁ:, but leisurely draws on,
or hugs the river bank an rested
oars, and marks the panting
rivals racing by — a long, lon,
line, with gaps made here an
there, where other conquerors
and conquered strove — of flash-
ing oars and foam and coloured

caps, and forms half-naked
striving for their lives; while on
the w 8 floats triumphal mu-

sic, and falls and rises the in-
crcasing cheer. So eve by eve
alternate through the May, the
measured pulse of racing oars
beats on beside the willows, and
the great throng returns on barge
or horseback, or winds home on
foot along the meadows.

Every day some joyous plan
awaited me. I breakfasted with
jovial undergraduates, on dishes
with strange names and stranger
tastes, and drank the cup of
Cossas like a boy. I heard old
talk .of men as bats and oars — 2
clever bat, a first-rate oar, they
said; of Smith's (young Smith’s,
of Corpus) last good thing; of
Unionic speakers eloquent; the
red-hot Chartist speaker Robin-
son (as in my time were.Smiths
and Robinsons); of Lord Claude -
Lollyg:lps who beard the deans;
of Admirable Crichtons, great

at beer, greater at classics; new
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modes of cutting chapels were
discussed, excuses new, as,
““ Tryinf on my boot on the
wrong foot, dear Mr. Dean, 1
could not get it off, and so was
late for service:” and for the
next da “Tightness of left
boot still, Mr. Dean, continues,”
with quite a racy smack about
them yet, though ancient as the
everlasting hills.

Adown the Backs, the stream
behind the town, where half the
College gardens bloom on either
side and half the lawns slope
down, we floated dreamily:

One friend pulled stroke, another bow,
And I, I stecred them anyhow.

We played on many a hidden
college plat, fast barred from
me in undergraduate days, at
%rand old games — at quoits and

acon’s iame of bowls, turned
Heaven knows how many cen-
turies ago, with half the bias
dropped out and the numbers
dim with cobwebs and time. The
long loud laugh I learnt in West-
moreland rang out and echoed
round the monkish walls most
strangely. Itseems to me, your
fellows sooner age in mouldy
cloisters than we dgwellers on the
windy hills do. And yet they
are a glorious set. Their dinners
every day are like a king's; but
when they have their andit! —
ah me! here in this unfruitful
valley, as I eat my mutton and
my oatmeal cake alone, I think
upon those audits with a sigh.

Fish, flesh, fowl, fruit — in
shoals, herds, flocks, and gar-
dens-full: wine, of what dim

‘5
vice-chancellorship in blythe
King Harry’s time I know not;
and (as my northern fancy ill-
concealed) far better than all
wine, old auditale. The dinner
prefaced and concluded by =&

ace, read by two scholars in

ramatic parts in the best
Latin; the tankards and the salt-
cellars of gold presented by the
foundress. There she stands,
albeit she looks whitec and stern
enough, and, as it is said, re-
pented of her love to this good
college, and left her wealth to
others ere she died. “I look
towards you, madam, Your
health!” deed, the master's
self did put his lips to a huge
golden goblet full of port, and
the rest all rose up after him with
solemn bow, one after one, three
standing at a time, and drank her
memory: “In piam memoriam
fundatricis.” ell for me I had
not first to guote the Latin, or
surely I had mauled the long
penultimate! So, after that the
rosewater and graces, and then
in Milton's garden we wandered,
and kept his mulberry free
enough from blight, I warrant it,
with good tobacco smoke.

Thus my last day at Alma
Mater. Mayhap, I shall notsee
her any more: but while old
friends find harbour in my heart,
and recollections of blythe days
are dear, to her in piam me-
moriam will I drink, and towards
her will I look with ioving eyes.

TRINITY.
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RICE.

.- Taose who have only seen rice
s exposed for sale in grocers’
41. indows, or who have tasted it
in no other shape than as pud-
dings, may with truth be said to
know nothing of it as an article
of food. In this country, indeed,
little is understood of the impor-
tant part this dg'min performs in
employing and feeding a large
ortion of the human family.
ultivated in all four quarters of
the globe, but chiefly in America
and Asia, it is no exaggeration
to say that it forms the food of
three-fourths of the human race:
in other words, of between six
and seven hundred millions of
the population of the world.
Itis not merely that the dense-
ly-packed inhabitants of China,
iam, British India, and the
Eastern islands, employ this
in in lieu of wheat. It stands
em in place of all the varied
food of European countries: of
bread, vegetables, flesh, and
fowl. The ricedealer is at once
theirbaker, greengrocer, butcher,
and poulterer. It is impossible
to enter the most remote village
in the East without seeing piles
of rice stored in half-open gra-
naries, or heaped up for sale in
bazaars in such boundless pro-
fusion as to bewilder a traveller
from the west, who is apt to
wonder what will become of it
all. Three-fourths of the ware-
houses in town and country the
. traveller may depend on being
Ence stores: three-fourths of the

lumbering native craft that steal
along the coast, and quite that
proportion of the lazy bullock-
carts that are to be met with
toiling over Indian roads, are
certain to be laden with rice.

Of rapid ﬁ'rowth, and easily
adapting itself to many varieties
of soils, irrespective of culture,
rice appears to be the most
suitable for the countries in
which it is found. The abundant
rains which periodically fall
within and about the tropics, are
precisely what is needed by this
semi-aquatic plant. Sometimes,
however, the rainy season ceases
before its time, or fails alto-
gether: in which case the crops
will assuredly perish, should
there exist no meansof procuring
a sugply from elsewhere, by
aqueducts and dams, or bunds,
as they are termed. The con-
struction of works of irrigation
has, from the earliest periods
occupied the attention of Indian
monarchs, who spared no efforts
to keep their subjects well sup-
plied with water. It long formed
a reproach to the British govern-
ment of India, that whilst the
Hindoo and Mahometan rulers of
Hindostan had been alike mind-
ful to spend a portion of the
taxes on works of this kind, they
allowed the bunds and canals to
fall into neglect and ruin. :

The want of those means of ir-
rigation has often been fatally
felt in some districts of India.
A sudden and severe drought
will destroy the growing crops;

and when, as is unfortunately



the case in some parts, there are
no roads by which to convey

ain from more fortunate

istricts, the consequences are
frightful. In this way we read
that in the year eightecen hun-
dred and thirty-three, fifty thou-
sand persons perished iIn the
month of September, in Luck-
now: at Kanpore twelve hun-
dred died of want: in Guntoor,

7

puzzled our best European en-
gineers to have accomplished
without a great and ruinous
outlay.

‘Wehavebeenlong accustomed

to regard the magnificent ruins .

Yet remaining in the prostrate
and of the mighty Pharaoh
with feelings of mingled awe an
admiration, looking upon them
as the crumbling types of a by-

two hundred and fifty thousand,gone reign of architectural and

human beings,
thousand bullocks, a hundred
and sixty thousand cows, and an
incredible number of sheep and
%:)ats, died of starvation: fifty
thousand people perished from
the same cause in Marwa; and
in the north-west provinces half
a million of lives are supposed
to have been lost. During tl
year a million and a half of
man beings are believed to h
perished from want of food.
In some parts of India the
monsoon rains fall heavily for a
short period, and very slightly
at other times, yiclding a greater
supply than is needed in the first
iustunce‘ and too little after-
wards. T'o meet this irregularity,
and store up the too copious
raine of the early monsoon,
bunds were built across vallcys
to form artificial lakes, often of
vast extent, whence the adjacent
country was irrigated by means
of water-courses carried fre-
uently for many miles along
the flanks of mountains, across
orges and valleys, and through
the most difficult country; opera-

tions, which would have sorely in the less overgrown cornexs;

seventy - four:

engineering greatness. Further
eastward, still nearer the rising
of the sun, there are, however,
ruins gnite as vast; monumental
vestiges of former greatness fully
as astounding. The remains of
ancicnt works of irrigation in the
island of Ceylon alone, are sufli-
cient to fling into the shade the
abours of the old Egyp-
to dwarf to the flim-
cance the proudest
engineering works of he present
rulers of India.

Situated amidst the wildest so-
litudes, or in the depths of un-
healthly: jungle districts, these
ruins have remained almost un-
knownto Europeans. Surrounded
by stagnant swamnps or dense
forests and jungle, where once
were fertile plains or luxurious
valleys, rich with waving rice-
fields, that in those remote ages

'fed a vastpopulation,those ruined
ibunds are now the resort of wild

elephants, buffaloes, and innu-
merable waterfowl. Here and
there a cluster of miserable huts,
termed out of mere courtesy a
village, may be seen vegetaty

-

R A
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this great jungle-water Bln.in, like
islands in some orientalDead Sen,
but how they came there, or what
their inmates do is not easily
defined. )

Of the extent of these tanks
some idea may be formed from
the fact of there being at the pre-
sent day not fewer than en
villages within the dried up bed
of one of them. The dilapidated
wall of this great artificial lake
is fifteen miles in length, ex-
tending as it did at one time com-
pletely across the lower end of a
spacious valley. Built up of huge
blocks ofstone strongly fixed with
cement work, and covered with

, it formed a solid barrier of
one hundred feet in width at the
base, shelving off to forty
wide at the top. The mgy
of these works hears qulgsielt:
mony not only to tRudiiity:

ormer craftsmen of this
island, but to the extent of the
then population; and the re-
sources and public spirit of the
Cinghalese monarchs, who could
successfully undertake works of
such magnitude and utility. 1n
the early period of the Christian
era, when Britain was in a semi-
barbarous state, when her nobles
dwelt in rude edifices but little
removed from huts, and when her
navigators badnotlearnt to tempt
the perils of an over-sea com-
merce, Ceylon, then known as
“the utmost Indian isle, Tapro-
bane,” possessed’ cities of vast
extent — as large as the present
. Jsondon — and housed her mo-
rchs and priestsin edifices that

£

.4
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would astonish the architects of
our modern Babylon, that would
leave our proudest palaces far
behind, that would need a Milton
to describe and a Martin to de-
lineate. 8he was also a liberal
exporter of rice to distant coun-
tries. In thepresent day, withbut
a fourth of herformerpopulation,
Ceylon is compelled to purchase
grain from Indian producers in
consequence of the decay of her
works of irrigation.

It must not be supposed by Fu-
ropean readers, that rice, in the
larger acceptation of the word, is
represented by ¢ the finest Caro-
lina,” or even “the best London
Cleaned Patna.” Thereis nomore
affinity between those white ar-
tificial cereals,and the ¢‘real, ori-
gl‘;a " staple food of India and

Iast, than is to be found be-
een & sponge-cake and a loaf of
genuine farm-house bread. The
truth is, Eeople in this part of the
world, have no conee&tiou of
whatgoodriceis like. If they had,
there would not be such a lively
demand for the produce of the
Southern American States. But
such is pre¢judice, that if a mer-
chant were to introduce into an
port of Great Britain, or Ireland,
a cargo of the rcal staple food of
orientals, he would not find a
purchaser for it, so inferior is it
in appearance, in its colour,
shape, and texture, to the better-
known and tempting looking
grain of South Carolina. '

Perhaps, no greater fallacy

exists, than the common belief in

the poverty of the nutritive qua-



RICE.

litiesof rice. Thatmay hold good
in regard to the rice consumed iu
this country, but certainly not, if
applied to the common rice of
many parts of the East. A hard-
working Indian labourer would
not make a meal on our “¥inest
Carolina,” if he could get itasa
present: he would know that he
could not dohalf-a-day’s work on
it, even though he swallowed a
full Indian allowance, and that is
saying a good deal: an English-
manin the West, canhave no con-
ception of the prodigious quan-
tities of rice a working-maninthe
castern tropics will dispose of at
one sitting. A London alderman
might weﬁ envy him his feeding
capacity.

’erhaps, it may be thought,
that there 1s no such thing as a

hard day's work in India; and
that, therefore, there can be ne

good grounds for vouching for
the nutritive properties of the
grain of those countries. 1fso, it
makes another of the rather long
list of popular modern fallacies.
I have seen as hard work, real
bone and muscle work, done by
citizens of the United Kingdom
in the East, as was ever achieved
in the cold West, and all upon
rice and curry — not curry and
rice—inwhichthericehasformed
the real meal, and the curry has
merely helped to giveitarelish, as
& sort of substantial Kitchener's
Zest, or Harvey’s Sauce. 1 have
seen, likewise, Moormen, Mala-
bars, and others of the Indian la-
bouring classes perform a day's
work that would terrify aLondon

9

porter, or coal-whipper; or a
country navvy, or plou an;
and under the direct rays of a
sun, that has made a wooden
platform too hot to stand on, in
thin shoes, without literally dan-
cing with pain, as I have done
many a day, within six degrees of
the line.

1t would be amatter of no little
difficulty, and, perhaps, of doubt-
ful interest, to tell how many
varieties exist of the rice family,
in easternlands,from the whitest,
most delicately - formed table-
rice of Bengal, to the bold, red,
solid grain of the Madras coast,
and the sickly-looking, trans-
parent, good-for-not -but-
starch rice of Arracan. Mnim ga
roughguessattheirnumber, there
cannot be less than two hundred
varieties, These may be thrown
dmrtor < reat, widely-different
classes, viz., field rice and hill
rice: the distinctive features of
which are, that the former is
grown in cultivated fields by the
aid of water, the latter on dry hill
slopes, without irrigation. The
oneyields a rich,nutritious grain,
in great abundance, the other, a
thin, and husky rice, fit only for
the food of cattle, or the ver
poorest class of natives. Wit
this last-mentioned description
of grain, there is scarcely any at-
tempt at cultivation, in a Kuro-
pean sense of the word, nor is
there any feature about it, worth
of notice; so that the reader will
readily excuse me for passing to
the more interesting subject of

the ordinary field rice of theEast.
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A corn field in the ear, a hop
plantation in bud, a cherry or-
chard in full blossom, a bean
field in flower, are lovely sightsto
lookupon; yet,I have beheld one
more beautiful. A rice field half

own in age, butfully deve]%ped
in the rich velvet beauty of its
tropicgreen, bending to the pass-
ing sea-breeze, amidst & cooling
bath of limpid water, with topes
of cocoa-palms clustering about
its banks, and here and there
groves of the yellow bamboo
sweeping its bosom with their!
feathery leaves; above, flights of
gaily plumaged paroquets, or

entle - voiced doves, skimming
in placid happiness across the
deeply rich azure of the tropical
sky, is a scene worth all the toils
and privations of an eastern
voyage to gaze upon. . -

A more unpromising or unin-
viting prosiect can scarcely be
imagined than the same fields|
when being prepared for the
grain, at the usual sowing time,
Just as the first rains of the
changing monsoon begin to fall.

RICE.

humble forty ammomuns of rice-
land from the princely domains of
Adrian Hejeyrasingha Senera-
tane Modliar.

Heavy showershave fallen; the
fat, thirsty soil has drunk deep of
the welcome down -powerings
from above, and thus, whilstitis
in rich unctuous humour, the ser-
ving-men of the humble Apooha-
mey, and the lordly Modliar, ply
it liberally with potations of the
buffalo-plough. Itis quite aswell
that the stranger traveller is in-
formed of the nature of the ope-
ration which is going on before
his perglexed eyes, otherwise he
would be sorely puzzled to know
what it all meant: why the pair of
sleepy-looking buffaloes were so

ipatiently wading, up to their

portly stomachs, in regular
straight walks, through the sea
of slushy quagmire, and why the

ipersevering native followed them

8o closcly, holding a crooked
picce of stick in his hand, and
urging them, occasionally, with
a few oriental benedictions. On
drawing near to the muddy, nude

Saturated with water, the soil agriculturist, you perceive that
wears all the attributes of slushi- |the buffaloes are tied, with slight
ness. Far as the eye can reach pieces of string, to the further
along the ample valley lays one end of a long, rambling, qucer-
dull, unbroken vista of rice-land, 'looking slip of wood, whic the{
ankle-deep in rich alluvial mud. aredraggingdeliberately throug
No cheerful hedgerows; nothing the slimg' ground, a few inches
by which, at a distance, one can.beclow the surface, and at the
distinguish one field from an-/other end of which appears to be
other. Here and there a long, ir-:tied likewise, the apatheticIndian
regular earth-mound, crowned ploughman.
with rambling stones, marks thej It needs all the faith one can
bo ry-line of Abrew Hickre- musterto believe thatthisactually
i@ oohamey, and divides his ! constitutes the ploughing opera~
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tion of eastern countries.You have
no doubt about the man, nor the
buffaloes; it is the plough thatis
so intensely questionable. It
bears no likeness to any kind of
implement — agricultural, manu-
facturing, or scientific — in any
art of the world. Still, thercis a
aint, glimmering, indistinct im-
pressionthatyouhavesomewhere
met with something of the sort,
or that you have dreamed of
something like it. A sudden light
bursts upon you, and you re-
cognise the thing, — the entire
scene—man, buffaloes,andsticky
plough. You have seen them re-
resented in plates of Belzoni’s
iscoveries in Egypt, and in
Layard’s remains of Nineveh.
There they all are—as veritable,
as formal and as strange — as
were the Egyptian and Ninevite
agriculturists, I'm afraid to say
how many centuries ago. It was
precisely the same set of cattle,
man, and ‘p,lought that sowed the
corn that Joseph's brethren went
down from the land of Canaan
for, whon they heard there was
corn in Egypt. 1t was just such
culture asthis, thousands of years
since, that raised the ears of corn
that were found entombed in the
mummy's hand, by Mr. Pettigrew,
some few years ago.
Thereisnothing peculiar in the
Cinghalese mode of sowing their
grain, furtherthan that,like other
orientals, they blend a certain
portion of superstition and reli-
gious observance with every ope-
ration of their primitive agricul-
ture. The village priest must be
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consulted as to the lucky day for
scattering the seed; and an
offering at the shrine of Buddha
is necessary to sccure the pro-
tection of his Indian godship; in
addition to which, small bouquets
of wild flowers, and the tender
leaflets of the cocoa palm are
fastened on sticks, at each corner
of the newly -sown field, in order
to scare away any evil spirits that
might otherwise take it into their
mischievous heads to blight the
sced.

In an incredibly short space of
time, the rice-blades, of a lovely
pale green, may be seen peeping
above the slushy soil, and, in &
few more days, the tin shoots
will be some inches high. Then
they are treated to a cold bath,
from the nearest tank, bund, or
river, as the case may be, the
supply of water necessary to
cover thoe field as high as thetops
ofthe growingcorn beingbrought
to it by means of water-courses,
or mud-and-stone aqueducts. In
the hilly country of the interior,
as before stated, these water-
courses even asnow existing,and
of a comparatively humble de-
scription, are marvellously made
and managed. For many miles
the tiny gurgling stream fiows on
through the wildest parts of the
country; and the traveller on his
horse may ride a good day's
journey without reaching the end
and destination of one of those
simple but most useful aque-
ducts.

In hilly country the field paddy

is often grown on steep ground
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cut into narrow terraces, which
rise prettily above each other,
often to a considerable height.
In such situations the plough,
small and light though it be,
cannot be used, and the loosen-
ing and turning up of the ground
has to be performed by hand-
labour. ecding, by women
and. children, takes place whilst
the rice plants are but a few
inches in height; after which the

wth and maturity of the corn

ecomes very rapid.

The period which elapses be-
tween the sowingand the harvest-
ing varies according to the par-
ticular kind of rice that may be
under cultivation. From three
to five months is the usual time;
and, in this way, two harvests
are secured during each year in
favourable situations, though in
much of the poor light soil of the
sea-board not more than one crop
can be taken, and then only after
manuring, or the ground must lie
fallow for an entire year. 1have
known many fine fields, in eleva-

. ted positions, where the supply
of water was abundant, yield two

_ fall croa: every year in succes-

- sion without the aid of manure,
. and this they had continued to do
since the earliest recollection of
that universal patriarch, the
oldest inhabitant.

The harvest-home of Indian
farm ers is, as with us, an impor-
tant operation, though carried
on in a widely different manner.
Here, again, a lucky day must
be found; and, when obtained,

the prior cuttings of the ripe field

Pl
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are carcfully set aside for an of-
fering of thankfulness to Buddha.
There is not any attemptatstack-
ing up the corn in the straw: itis
removed to the threshing-floor
as fust as cut — the said thresh-
ing-floor being neither more nor
less than a very dry, smooth, and
hard corner of the nearest mea-
dow. There the operation of
threshing goes on in precisely
the same ancient fashion as the
ploughing.  The cattle that
trea out, unmuzzled, the
corn of the Cinghalese cultiva-
tion, in the rcign of Queen Vie-
toria, are employed precisely in
the same manner as the caitle
were during the sway of King
Cheops of the Nile; and, for
aught we know, may be lineal
descendants of the same cattle.
It is quite certain that the agri-
cultural socicties eastward of the
Pyramids have accomplished
very little in the improvement of
farming implements and process-
es during the last foew thousand
years.

‘When trodden out by the hoofs
of cattle, the grain is winnowed
from the chaff by simply letting
it fall from a light shallowbasket
raised to some height from the
ground. The wind blows the
chaff away whilst the corn falls in
a heap below. 1t is then stored
in dry rooms, or buried in pits
below the ground, under cover,
till required. In that state it is
called “paddy,” having a rough
bhusk, which must be removed
before it becomes rice, and is fit

for cooking. This removal isac-
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complished by simply péunding| Imade my way to it; and, pull-
the grain in a large wooden mor-,ing up at the little verandah in
tar, after which it is again win-ifront for a cup of water, was
nowed and transformed into startled at being addreased by a
edible rice. iyoung English woman clad in the
It was during one of my long loose, flowing robe of the Kan-
rides through an exclusive rice dyan females. There were one
producing district of the interior,or two dusky - white, sunburnt
of Ceylon that 1 encountered a little children ﬁa.mbolling about
most unexpected and remarkable ' under some shady bread-fruit
object — a white coolie. I was trees in the rear of the house,
walking my horse towards the:playing withamotley assemblage
nearest halting - place through a.of goung pigs, kids, dogs, and no
beautifully wooded valley inter-.end of loug -legged, tail -less
sected wit{x running streams, rice- fowls. My ncw acquaintance was
grounds, and bamboo topes, very reserved, and apologised
when, at some distance belowifor the absence of her husband,
me, 1 perceived, staggeringalong!who, she said, had gone to the
under a load of ripe plantains, next bazaar for supplies. A good
swung in the ordinary nativeman-:draught of milk satisfied my
ner by mcans of a ‘l‘]pingo ,” or thirst; and, flinging a handful of
yoke across theshoulders,a white small coin amongst the children
man dressed in the common garb ‘and farmyard inhabitants, I bade
of the country, and in every way:the mother good morning, and
resembling a native, save in the 'rode on my way pondering how it
colour of his skin. He was sbon could be that these follow coun-
lost in the distance, and 1 rodeitrymen were thus singularly
on pondering over the strange placed amongst the Cinghalese
sight. Half-an-hour took me to!peasantry of the land.
a little plateau at the extremity! I learnt from the keeper of the
of one of the many gorges in that nearest rest-house for travellers,
wild country, in the midst of the little history of this couple;
which was one of the prettiest,and, touching as it was, I felt
little cottages and gardens it; glad that I had not put any ques-
would be possible to see in any tions on the subject to the young
country. Half hiddem amidst; woman at the cottage — the real
waving, green clusters of plan-:heroine of the brief story. She
tains and pomegranates, the little  had been engaged to her present
white cottage might have be—ihusband for some years before
longed to some Cinghalese Paul he came out to Ceylon as a coffee
and Virginia, some oriental Ba-|planter. He was prosperous, and
voyards, so sweetly pwtures%ue;wrote home for her to join him,
was it, amidst that savage but whichshedid; but, to her sorrow,
fertile country. |found that he had given way to
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the bane of the East— drink. Her| Thames, sat, oneeveningatdusk,
love for him, however,underwent|an old man and a young woman.
no change: stron[ély reliant on|The age of themanmightbe some
her persuasive an iding in-|seventy; whilst his companion
fluence over him, she became his had certainly not reached nine-
wife in the full hope of saving|teen. Her beautiful, blooming
him from degradation and early|face,andactive,light,andupright
death. The sacrifice was made|figure, were in strong contrast
in vain. His career was soon|with the worn countcnance and
run: from one situationto another |bent frame of the old man; but
he passed, down and down, still|in his eye, and in the corners of
lower, though many would have |his mouth, were indications of a
helped and saved him for his|gay self-confidence, which age
wife's sake and his children’s. At/ and suffering had damped, but
length there was no refuge for not extinguished.
them but to try and cultivate a| ‘No use looking any more,
plot of ground, and rear food for|Mary,” said he; ¢“neither John
themseclves. Afriendly chief gave(Meade nor Peter Finch will be
them a field for rice, a garden, here before dark. Veryhardthat,
and a coftage, and the wife still | when a sick uncle asks his two
clinging to her old fond faith of nephews to come and see him,
saving him from cvil, followed they can’t come at once. The
him to the jungle, and with her|duty is simple in the extreme, —
own hands tended his wants. My jonly to help me to die, and take
informant told me that the ‘““white |what I choose to leave them in
master” had left off drinking ar-|my will! Pooh! when I was a
rack, and was, in fact, a sober,|young man, I'd have done it for
hard-working man, but so beaten |my uncle with the utmost celerity.
down, so cowed, and hopeless of | But the world’s getting quite
his future, that he cared for no- |heartless!”
thing beyond his present life.| ¢Oh, sir!” said
They grew all they needed, and,| “And what does ‘Oh, sir!’
from time to time, he carried a|mean?” said he. “D’ye thinkI
load of fruit to the nearest bazaar |sha'n’t die? 1 know byetter. A
to barter it for salt, or a piece of|little more, and there’ll be an end
cotton cloth. And so they lived |of old Billy Collett. Hell have
in the midst of their gardens and left this dirty world for a cleaner
their rice-fields. — to the great sorrow (and ad-
vantagel)J of his affectionate rela-
:ihvea! gh! uGév? me a glass of
e doctor’s-stuff.’ .
TWO NEPHEWS. The girl poured some medicine
_Ar the parlour window of alinto a glass, and Collett, after
Ppretty villa, near Walton - on- |having contemplated it for a mo-
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ment with infinite disgust, ma-
naged to getit down,
¢] tell you what, Miss Mary
Sutton,” said he, ‘I don’t by
any means approve of your ¢‘Oh,
sir!’ and ‘Dear sir,’ and the rest
of it, when I've told you how 1
hate to be called ¢sir’ at all. Why
you couldn’t be more respectful
if you were a charity-girl and I a
beadle in a gold-laced hat! None
of your nonsense, Mary Sutton,
.if you please. I've been your
lawful guardian now for six
months, and you ought to know
my likings and dislikings.”
“ My poor father often told me
how you disliked ceremeony,” said

Mal:;.

¢“Your poor father told you
quite right,” said Mr. Collett.
‘“Fred Sutton was a man of ta-
lent — a capital fellow! His only
fault was a natural inability to
keep a farthing in his pocket.
Poor Fred! he loved me — I'm
sure he did. He bequeathed me
his only child — and it isn’t every
friend would do that!”

“A kind and generous pro-
tector you have been!”

“Well,I don’t know; I've tried
not to be & brute, but I dare sa{
I have been. Don't 1 spea
roughly to you sometimes?
Havn't 1 given you good,
grudent, worldly advice about

ohn Meade, and made myself

quite disagreeable, and like a

ardian? Come, confess you
ove this penniless nephew of
mine.”

¢Pennilessindeed!"” said Mary.

¢“Ah, thereitis!” said Mr.Col-
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lett. ¢ And what business has a
oor devil of an artist to fall in
ove with my ward? And what

business has my ward to fall in

love with apoor devil of an artist?

But that’s F'red Sutton’s daughter

all over! Hav'n't1two nephews?

Why couldn't you fall in love

with the discreet one — the.thri-

ving one? Peter Finch — consi-

dering he's an attorncy — is a

worthy young man. He is indus-

trious in the extreme, and at-
tends to other people’s business,
only when he's paid for it. He
despises sentiment, and always
looks to the main chance. But

John Meade, my dear Mary, may

spoil canvasforever,and not grow

rich.He's all for art,and truth,and
social reform, and apiritual ele-
vation,and the Lord knows what.

Peter Finch will ride in his car-

riage, and splash poor John

Meade as he trudges on foot!”

The harangue was here inter-
rupted by a ring at the gate, and
Mr. Peter Finch was announced.
He had scarcely taken his scat
when another pull at the bell was
heard, and Mr. John Meade was
announced.

Mr. Collett eyed his two ne-
phews with a queer sort of smile,
whilst they made speeches ex-
pressive of sorrow at the nature
of their visit. Atlast, stopping

them,
‘“Enough, boys, enough!”
said he. ‘Let us find some better

subject to discuss than the state
of an old man’s health. 1 wantto
know a little more about you
both. Ihav'n’t seen much of you
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up to the present time, and, for!state robbery: private charity is

anything I know, you may be
rogues or fools.”

ohn Meade seemed rather to
wince under this address; but
Peter Finch sat calm and con-

fident.
“To put a case now,” said
Mr. Collett: ¢“this morning a

{;oor wretch of a gardener came
egging here. lle could get no
work, it seems, and said he was
starving. Well, 1 knew something
about the fellow, and I believe he
only told the truth; so 1 gave him
a shilling, to get rid of him.
Now, 1°’m afraid I did wrong.
‘What reason hadl for giving him
a shilling? What claim had he
on me? What claim has he on
anybody? .The value of his
labour in the market is all that
a working man has a right to;
and whenhislabouris of no value,
why, then he must go tothe Devil,
or wherever else he can. Kh,
Peter? That’s my Phﬂoaophy-—
what do you think?

I quite u(iree with you, sir,”
said Mr. Finch; ¢“perfectly agree
with you. The value of their
labour in the market is all that
labourers can pretend to — all
that they should have. Nothing
acts moro perniciously than the
absurd extranecous supportcalled
charity.” -

¢« Ilcar, hear!™ said Mr. Collett.
“You 're a clever fellow, Peter.
Go on, my dear boy, goon!”

b at results from charitable
aid?” continued Peter. ¢ The
value of labour is kept af an
unnatural level. State charity is

public wrong.”

“That 's it, DPeter!” said
Mr. Collett. “What do you think
of our philosophy, John?”

¢« don’t like it! I don’t believe
it!” said John. “¥You were quite
right to give the man a shilling:
I'd have given him a shilling
myself.”

¢ Oh,youwould —wouldyou?”
said Mr. Collett. ‘“You 're very

encrous with your shillings.
ould you fly in the face of all’
orthodox political economy, you
Vandal?"”

“Yes,” said John: ¢“as the
Vandals flew in the face of Romeo,
and destroyed what had become
a falsehood and a nuisance.”

“I’0or John!” said Mr. Collett.
¢“We shall never make anything
of him, Peter. Really, we’
better talk of somecthin
John, tell us all about
new novel.” ny .

They conversed on various
topics, until the arrival of the
invalid’s early bed-time parted
uncle and nephews for the night.

Mary Sutton seized an oppor-
tunity , the next morning, after
breakfast, to speak with John
Meade alone.

¢“John,” said she, “do think
more of your own intercst — of
our interest. What occasion for
you to be so violent, last night,
and contradict Mr. Collett so
shockingly? I saw Peter Finch
laughing to himself. John, you
must be more careful, or we shall
never be married.”

“Well, Mary dear, I’'ll do my

else.
he last

d
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best,” said John. ¢TIt was that
confounded Peter, with his chain
of iron maxims, that made me
ﬁ( out. I’m mnot an iceberg,

¢« Thank heaven, you're not!”
said Mary; ‘“but an iceberg
floats — think of that, John.
Remember — every time you of-
fend Mr. Collett, you plcase M.
Finch.”

“SoTdo!” said John. ‘Yes;
I’ll remember that.”

¢«If you would only try to he a
little mean and hard-hearted,”
said Mary; “just a little, to
begin with. ou would only
stoop to conquer, John, — and
you deserve to conquer.”

¢May I gain my deserts, then!"
said John. ‘‘Are you not to be
my loving wife, Mary? And are
you not to sit at needle-work in
my studio, whilstI paint my great
historical pictnre? How can this
come to pass if Mr. Collett will do
nothing for us?” -

““Ah, how indeed?” said Mary.
“But here’'s our friend, Peter
Finch, coming through the gate
from his walk. 1 leave you to-
gether.” And, so saying, she
withdrew.

“ What, Meade!” said Peter
Finch, as he entered. “Skulking
in-doors on a fine morning like
this! I’ve been all through the
village.
but wants looking after sadly.
Roads shamefully muddy! Pigs
allowed to walk on the foot-
path!”

¢“Dreadful!” exclaimed John.

¢“] say — you came out pretty

Houschold Words. XXXIIl.

Not an ugly place —!
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strong last night,” said Peter.
*“Quite defied the old man! But
I like your spirit.” .

“I1 have no doubt you do,”
thought John.

¢« QOh,when I wasa youth,I was
a little that way myself,” said
Peter. “But the world — the
world, my dear sir — soon cures
us of all romantic notions. I re-
gret, of course, to see poor
people miserable; but what’s
the use of regretting? It’s no
partofthe business of the superior
classes to interfere with the
laws of supply and demand;
poor people must be miserable.
What can’t be cured must be en-
dured.”

¢“That is to say,” returned
John, “whnt we can’t cure, they
must endure?"”

¢“Exactly so,” said Peter.

Mr. Collett this day was too ill
to leave his bed. About noon he
requested to see his nephews in
his bedroom. They found him
propped up by pillows, looking
very weak, butin good spirits, as
usunl,

¢ Well, boys,” said he, “here
I am, you see: bhrought to an
anchor at lart! The doctor will
the here soon, I suppbere, to shake
‘his head and write recipes. Hum-
bug, my hoys! Patients can do
as much for themselves, T be-
ilieve, as doctors can do for them:
they’re all in the dark toge-
ther — the onmly difference is
that the patients grope in Eng-
lish, and the doctors grope in
Latin!”

”

2
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“You are too sceptical, sir,”
said John Meade.

“Pooh!” said Mr. Collett.
“Let us change the subjcct. 1
want your advice, Peter and
John, on a matter that concerns!
your interests. I'm going to
make my will to-day — and I
don’t know how to act about
your d;:onsin,dme?)a. Briggs. Em-
ma disgraced us marrying an
oilma.n.g’r v

¢“An oilman!” exclaimed John.

“A vulgar, shocking oilman!”
said Mr. Collett, ‘“a wretch who
not only sold oil, but soap,
candles, turpentine, black-lead,
and birch - brooms. It was a
dreadful blow to the family. Her
poor grandmother never gotover|
it, and a maiden aunt turned
methodist in despair. Well!
Briggs the oilman died last week,
it seems; and his widow has
written to me, asking for assist-
ance. Now, I have thought of
leaving her a hundred a-year in
my will. What do you think of
it? 1’m afraid she don’t deserve
it. What right had she to marry
against the advice of her friends?

bat have I to do with her mis-
fortunes?”

¢“My mind is (Luite made up,”
said Peter Finch, ‘no notice
ought to be taken of her. She
made an obstinate and mnworthy
match — and let her abide the
consequences!”

¢ Now foryour opi
said Mr. Collett.

“«Upon my word I think I
must say the same,” said John
Meade, bracing himself up boldly

nion, John,”
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for the part of the worldly man.
“What right had she to marry —
as you observed with great jus-
tice, sir. Let her abide the con-
sequences — as you very pro-
perly remarked, Finch. an't
she carry on the oilman’s busi-
ness? ldare say it will support
her very well.”

¢“Why, no,” said Mr. Collett;
‘“ Briggs died a bankrupt, and

his widov and children are de-
stitute.”

¢“That does not alter the ques-
tion,” said Peter Finch. ¢ Let
Briggs’s family do something for
her.

“To be sure!” said Mr. Col-
lett. ‘‘Briggs’s family are the
eople to do something" for
er. She mustn't expect any-
thing from us — must she,
John?”

¢ Destitute, is she?” said John.
¢“With children, too! Why this
is another case, sir. You surely
ought to notice her — to assist
her. Confound it, 1’'m for
letting her have the hundred
a-year.”

“QOh, John, John! What a
break-down!” said Mr. Collett.
¢“So you were trying to follow
Peter Finch through Stony
Arabia, and turned back at the
second step! Here’s a brave
traveller for you, Peter! John,
John, keep to your Arabia Felix,
and leave sterner ways to ve
different men. Good bye, bo
of you. I've no voice to talk any
more. I1'll think over all you
have said.”

He pressed their hands and
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they left the room. The old
man was too weak to speak next
day, and, in three days after
that, he calmly breathed his
last.

As soon as the funeral was
over, the will was read by the
confidential man of business,
who had always attended to Mr.
Collett’s affairs. The group that
sat around him preserved a de-
corous appearance of disinterest-
edness; and, the usual preamble
to the will having been listened
to with breathless attention, the
man of business read the follow-
ingin a clear voice:

¢“I bequeath tomyniece, Emma
Briggs, notwithstanding that she
shocked her family by marrying
an oilman, the sum of four
thousand pounds; being fully
persuaded that her lost dignity,
if she could even find it again,
would do nothing to provide
her with food, or clothing, or
shelter.”

John Meade smiled, and Peter
Finch ground his teeth — but in
a quiet, respectable manner.

he man of business went on
with his reading.

‘“Having always held the
opinion that woman should be
rendered a rational and inde-

endent being, — and having

uly considered the fact that
society practically denies her
the right of earning her own
living — I hereby bequeath to
Mary Sutton, the only child of
my old friend, Frederick Sutton,
the sum of ten thousand pounds,
which will enable her to marry,

19

or to remain single, as she may
prefer.”

John Meade gave a prodigious
start upon hearing this, and
Pcter Finch ground his teeth

in — but in a manner hardly
respectable. Both, however, by
a violent effort, kept silent.

The man of business went on
with his reading.

¢“] have paid some attention
to the character of my nephew,
John Meade, and have been
grieved to find him much
possessed with a feeling of
philanthropfy, and with a general
prefcrence for whatever is noble
and true over whatever is base
and false. As these tendencies
are by no means such as can
advance him in the world,
1 bequeath him the sum of ten
thousand pounds — hoping that
he will thus bo kept out of the
workhouse, and be enabled to
paint his great historical picture
— which, as yet, he has only
talked about.

¢ Asfor my othernephew, Peter
Finch, he views all things in so
sagacious and selfish a way, and
is so_certain to get on in life,
that I should only insult him by
offering an aid which he does not
require; yet,from his affectionate
uncle,and entire? as a testimony
of admiration for his mental
acuteness, I venture to hope that
he will accept a bequest of five
hundred pounds towards the com-

letion of his extensive library of
aw-books.”

How Peter Finch stormed, and
called names — how John Meade

DX
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broke into a delirium of joy —
how Mary Sutton cried first, and
then laughed, and then cried and
laughed together; all these
matters I shall not attempt to
describe. Sutton is now
Mrs. John Meade; and her hus-
band has actually begun the

eat historical picture. Peter

inch has taken to discounting
bills, and bringing actions on
them; and drives about in his
brougham already.

THE YELLOW MASK.

IN TWELVE CIIAPTERS.
CBAPTER I.

Arour a century ago, there
lived in the ancient city of Pisa a
famous Italian milliner, who, by
way of vindicating to all cus-
tomers her familiarity with Paris
fashions, adopted a French title,
and called herself the IDemoiselle
Grifoni. She was a wizen little
woman, with a mischievous face,
a ?uick tongue, animble foot, a
talent for business, and an uncer-
tain disposition. Rumour hinted
that she was immensely rich ; and
scandal suggested that she would
do anything for money.

The one undeniable good qua-
lity which raised Demoiselle Gri-
foni above all her rivals in the
trade was her inexhaustible forti-
tude. She was never known to
yield an inch under any pressure
of adverse circumstances.

life on which she was threatened
with ruin was also the occasion

Thus ! fi
the memorable occasion of her|se
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on which she most trium‘;)hantly
asserted the energy and decision
of her character. At the height
of the demoiselle’s prosperity,
her skilled forewoman and cutter-
out basely married and started in
business as a rival. Such a cala-
mity as this would have ruined an
ordinary milliner; but the invin-
cible Grifoni rose superior to it
almost without an effort, and

roved incontestably that it was
1mpossible for hostile Fortune to
catch her at the end of her re-
sources. While the minor mil-
liners were prophesying that she
would shut up shop, she was
quietly carrying on a private cor-
respondence with an agent in
Paris. Nobody knew what these
letters were about until a few
weeks had elapsed, and then cir-
culars were received by all the
ladies in Pisa, announcing that
the best French forewoman who
could be got for money was en-

aged to superintend the great

rifoni establishment. This
master-stroke decided the vie-
tory. All the demoiselle’s cus-
tomers declined giving orders
elsewhere until the forewoman
from Paris had exhibited to the
natives of I’isa the latest fashions
from the metropolis of the world
of dress.

The Frenchwoman _arrived
punctual tothe appointed day,—
glib and curt, smiling and flip-
pant, tight of face and supple of
Yirginte. and hor family had
e Virginie, and her fa a
iulmmanf;n deserted her. ySh«a

was set to work the moment she
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was inside the doors of the Gri-
foni establishment. A room was
devoted to her own private use;
magnificent materials in velvet,
silk, and satin, with due accom-
paniment of muslins, laces, and
ribbons, were placed at her dis-
posal; she was told to spare no
expense, and to produce, in the
shortest possible time, the finest
and newest specimen-dresses for
exhibition in the show-room.
Mademoiselle Virginie undertook
to do everything riguired of her,
produced her portfolios of pat-
terns and her book of coloured
designs, and asked for one assis-
tant who could speak French
enough to interpret her orders to
the ftalian girls in the work-
room.

“l have the very person you
want,” cried Demoiselle Grifoni.
¢“ A workwoman we call Brigida
here — the idlest slut in Pisa, but
as sharp as a needle — has been
in France, and speaks the lan-
guage like a native. I’ll send her
to you directly.”

ademoiselle Virginie was not

left long alone with her patterns
and silks. A tall woman, with
bold black eyes, areckless man-
ner, and a step as firm as a man’s,
stalked into the room with the
ait of a tragedy-queen crossing

e stage. The instant her eyes
fell on the French forewoman,
she stopped, threw up her hands
in astonishment, and exclaimed,
“Finette!”

“Teresal” cried the French-
woman, casting her scissors on
the ta.bie, and advancing a few
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steps.

‘“Hush! call me Brigida.”

“Hush! call me Virginie.”

These two exclamations were
uttered at the same moment, and
then the two women scrutinised
eachotherinsilence. The swarthy
cheeks of the Italian turned to a
dull yellow, and the voice of the
Frenchwoman trembled a little
when she spoke again.

¢“How, in the name of Heaven,
have you dropped down in the
world as low as this?” she asked.
¢1 thought you were provided for
when —"

¢“Silence!” interrupted Bri-
gida. “You see I was not pro-
vided for. 1 have had my mis-
fortunes; and you are the last
woman alive who ought to refer
to them.”

¢“Do you think 1 have not had
my misfortunes, too, since we
met?” (Brigida’s face brighten-
ed maliciously at those words.)
“You have had your revenge,”
continued Mademoiselle Virginie
coldly, turning away to the table
and taking up the scissors again.

Brigida followed her, threw
one arm roughly round her neck,
and kissed her on the cheek.
“Let us be friends again,” she
said. TheFrenchwomanlaughed.
“'T'ell me how 1 have had my re-
venge,” %ursued the other,
tilﬂltenin_g er grasp. Mademoi-
selle Virginie signed to Brigida
to stoop, and whispered rapidly
in her ear. The Italian listened
eagerly, with fierce suspicious
:gas xed on the door. When
e whispering ceased,sheloosen-
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ed her hold; and, with a sigh of
relief, pushed back her heavy
black hair from her temples.
¢“Now we are friends,” she said,
and sat down indolentlyin achair
placed by the work-table.
“Friends,” repeated Mademoi-
selle Virginie, with anotherlaugh.
¢ And now for bueiness,” she con-
tinued, getting arowofpinsready
for use by putting them between
her teeth. I am here, 1 believe,
for the purpose of ruining thelate
forewoman, who has set up in op-
osition to us. Good! 1 willruin
er. Spread out the yellow bro-
caded silk, my dear, and pin that
pattern on at your end, while I
pin at mine. And what are your
¥lans, Brigida? (Mind you don't
orget that Finette is dead, and
that Virginie has risen from her
ashes.) You can’t possiblyintend
to stop here all your life? (Leave
an inch outside the paper, all
round.) You must have projects?
‘What are they?”
¢ Look at my figure,” said Bri-
gida, placing herself in an atti-
tude in the middle of the room.
“Ah!” rejoined the other, *it’s
not what it was. There’s too
much of it. You want diet, walk-
ing, and a French staymaker,”
muttered Mademoiselle Virginie
through her chevaux-de-frise of
pins.
¢“Did the goddess Minerva
walk, and employ a French stay-
maker? Ithoughtshe rode upon
clouds, and lived at a period be-
fore waists were invented.”
an *“ What do you mean?”
'ﬁ" ¢This — that my present pro-

THE YELLOW MASK.

ject is to try if I can't make my
fortune by sitting as a model for
Minerva in the studio of the best
sculptor in Pisa.”

¢ And whois he? (Unwind me
a yard or two of that black lace.)”

“The master sculptor, Luca
Lomi, — an old family, once
noble,but down in the worldnow.
The master is obliged to make
statues to get a living for his
daughter and himself.”

¢“More of the lace — double
it over the bosom of the dress.
And how is sitting to this needy
sculw:or to make your fortune?”

“Wait a minute. There are
other sculptors besides himinthe
studio. Thereis, first, his bro-
ther, the priest — Father Rocco,
who passes all his spare time with
the master. He is a good sculptor
in his way — has cast statues and
made a font for his church — a
holy man, who devotes all his
work in the studio to the cause of

iety.”

¢ Ah,bah! we should think him
a droll priest in France. (More
pins.) ou don't expect Lim to
}m‘:: money in your pocket sure-
y ”

“Wait, Isayagain. Thereis
a third sculptor in the studio —
actually a nobleman! His name
is Fabio d’Ascoli. He is rich,
youn?, handsome, an only child,
and little better than a fool.
Fancy his working at sculpture,
as if he had his bread to get by it
— and thinking that an amuse-
ment! Imagine a man belonf)ing
to one of the best families in Pisa
mad enough to want to make a
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reputation as an artist! — Wait!
wait! the best is to come. His
father and mother are dead — he
has no near relations in the world
to exercise authority over him —
heis a bachelor, and his fortune
is all at his own disposal; going
a-begging, my friend ; absolutely
going a-begging for want of a
clever woman to hold out her
hand and take it from him.”

“Yes, yes —now 1 understand.
The goddess Minerva is a clever
woman, and she will hold out her
hand and take his fortune from
him with the utmost docility.”

“The first thing is to get him
to offer it. I must tell you thatI
am not going to sit to him, but to
his master, Luca Lomi, who is
doing the statue of Minerva. The
face is modclled from his daugh-
ter; and now he wants somebod
to sit for the bust and arms. Mad-
dalena L.omi and I are as ncarl
as possible the same height,
hear, — the differcnce between
us being that Ihave a good figure
and she has a bad one. 1 have
offered to sit, through a friend
who is employed in the studio. If
the master accepts, 1 am sure of
an introduction to our rich young
gentleman; and then leave it to
my good looks, my various ac-
complishments, and my ready
tongue, to do the rest.”

¢«“Stop! 1 won't have the lace
doubled, on second thoughts.
I'll have it single, and running all
round the dress in curves — so.
‘Well, and who is this friend of
yours employed in the studio? A

23

¢“No! no! the strangest, sim-
plest little creature —

Justthen afainttap wasaudible
at the door of the room.

Brigida laid her finger on her
lips, and called impatiently to the
person outside to come in.

The door opened gently, and &
young girl, poorly butveryneatly
dressed, entered the room. She
was ratﬁxer thin, and under the
average height; but her head and
figurc were 1In perfect proportion.

er hair was of that gorgeous
auburn colour, her eyes of that
deep violet blue, which the por-
traits of Giorgione and Titian
have made famous as the type of
Venetian beauty. Her features
possessed the decfiniteness and
regularity, the ‘‘ good modelling”
(to use an artist’s term), which is
the rarest of all womanly charms,
in Italy as elsewhere. The one
serious defect of her face was its
paleness. Iler cheeks, wanting
nothing in form, wanted every-
thing in .colour. That look of
health, which is the essential
crowning-point of beauty, was
the one attraction which her face
did not possess,

She came into the room with a
sad and weary expression in her
eyes, which changed, however,

e moment she observed the
magnificently - dressed French
forewoman, into a look of asto-
nishment, and almost of awe.
Her manner became shy and em-
barrassed; and after an instant
of hesitation, she turned back
silently to the door-

fourth sculptor?”

¢#Stop, stop, Nanina,” said
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Brigida, in Italian.
afraid of that lady.

¢“Don’t be
She is our

new forcwoman; and she has it[

in her power to do all sorts of
kind things for you. Look up,
and tell us what you want. You
were sixteen last birth-day, Na-
nina, and you behave like a baby
of two years old!”

¢“] only came to know if there
was any work for me to-day,” said
the girl, in a very sweet voice,
that trembled a little as she tried
to face the fashionable French
forewoman again.

¢“No work, child, thatis easy
enough for you to cio," said Bri-
gida. ‘““Are you going to the
studio to-day?”

Some of the colour that Nani-
na's cheeks wanted began to
steal over them as she answered
“Yes.”

“Don’'t forget my message,
darling. And if Master Luca
Lomi asks where 1 live, answer
that you are ready to deliver a
letter to me; but that you are
forbidden to enter into any parti-
culars, at first, about who 1 am,
or where 1 live.’

“Why am I forbidden?” in-
quired Nanina, innocently.

*““Don’t ask questions, Baby!
D¢ as you are told. Bring me
back a nice note or message to-
morrow from the studio, and 1
will intercede with this iady to
get you some work. You are a
foolish child to want it, when

ou might make more moncy,
Kere ang at Florence, by sitting
to painters and sculptors; though
what they can see to paint or mo-
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del in you I never could under-
stand.”

¢« like working at home, bet-
ter than going abroad tosit,” said
Nanina, looking verg much
abashed as she faltered out the
answer, and escaping from the
room with a terrified farewell
obeisance, which was an eccen-
tric compound of a start, a bow,
and a curtsey.

¢ That awkward child would be
pretty,” said Mademoiselle Vir-
ginie, making rapid progress
with the cutting out of her dress,
t¢if she knew how to give herself
a complexion, and had a
sentable gown on her back.
is she?”

*“The friend who is to get me
into Master Luca Liomi’s studio,”
replied Brigida, laughing. “Ra-
ther a curious ally for me to take
up with, isn't she?’}

“Where did you meet with

her?”
She hangs

re-
ho

‘‘Here, to be sure.
about this place for any plain
work shecan get to do; and takes
it home to the ,oddest little room
in a street near the Campo Santo.
Ihad the curiosity to follow her
one day, and knocked at her
door soon after she had gone in,
as if I was a visitor. She answer-
ed my knock in a great flurry and
fright, as you may imagine. I
made myself agreeable, affected
immense interest in her affairs,
and so got into her room. Such
a place! A mere corner of it cur-
tained off to make a bedroom.
One chair, one stool, one sauce-

pan on the fire. ‘Before the
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hearth, thé most grotesquely-
hideous, unshaven poodle-dog
ou ever saw; and on the stool a
fair little girl plaiting dinner-
mats. Such was the household
— furniture and all included.
¢Where is your father?’ I asked.
—¢He ran awayand left us,years
ago, answers my awkward little
friend who has just left the room,
speaking in that simple way of
hers, with all the composure in
the world. ‘And your mother?’
—¢‘Dead.” — She went up to the
little mat-plaiting girl, as she
gave that answer, and began
playing with her long flaxen hair.
*Your sister, 1 suppose,’ said 1.
¢‘Whatis her name?'—*"'hey call
me La Biondella,’ says the child,
looking up from her mat (La
Biondella, Virginie, means The
Fair). — ‘And why do you let
that great, shaggy, ill-looking
brute lie before your fireplace?’
I asked. — ¢O!’ cried the little
mat-plaiter, ‘that is our dear old
dog, Scarammuccia. He takes
care of the house when Nanina is
not at home. He dances on his
hind legs, and jumps through a
hoop, and tumbles down dead
when I cry Bang! Scarammuccia
followed us home onenight, years
ago, and he has lived with us
ever since. He goes out eve
day by himself, we can't tell
where, and_ generally returns
licking his chops, which makes
us afraid that he is a thief; but
nobody finds him out, because
he is the cleverest dog that ever
lived!’— The child ran on in this
way about'the great beast by the
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fireplace, till I was obliged to
stop her; while that simpleton
Nanina stood by, laughing and
encouraging her. I asked them
a few more questions, which pro-
duced some strange answers.
They did not seem to know of
any relations of thecirs in the
world. The neighbours in the
house had helped them, after
their father ran away , until they
were old enough to inelp them-
selves; and they did not seem to
think there was anything in the
least wretched or pitiable in their
way of livinﬁ. c last thing 1
heard when 1 left them that day,
was L.a Biondella erying ¢ Bang!®
then a bark, a thump on the floor,
and a scream of laughter. 1f it
was not for their dog 1 should go
and see them oftener. But the
ill-conditioned beast has taken a
dislike to me, and growls and
shows his teeth whenever I come
near him.”

“The girl looked sickly when
she came in here. Is she always
like that?”

¢“No. She has altered within
the last month. I suspect our
interesting young nobleman has
produced an impression. The
oftener the girl has'sat to him
lately, the paler and the more out
of spirits she has become.”

0! she has sat to him, has
she?”

“She is sitting to him now. He
is doing a bust of some Pa
nymph or other;and he prevailed
on Nanina to let him copy from
her head and face. According to
her own account the little fool
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was frightened at first, and gave
him alfthe trouble in the w%arld
before she would consent.”

“And now she has consented,
don’t you think it likely she may
turn out rather a dangerous
rival? Men are such fools, and
take such fancies into their
heads —"

¢ Ridiculous! A thread-paper
of a girl like that, who has no
manner, no talk, no intclligence
who has nothing to recommend
herbut an awkward babyish pret-
tiness! — Dangerous to me? No!
no! If there is danger at all, I
have to dread it from the sculp-
tor’s daughter. 1 don’t mind con-
fessing that 1 am anxious to see
Maddalena Lomi. But as for
Nanina, she will sitn}l):y be of use
tome. All 1l know alreadyabout
the studio and the artistsin it, I
know through her. She will de-
liver my mecssage, and procurc
me my introduction; and when
we have sot so far, I shall give
her an o0ld gown and a shake of
the hand; and then, good-bye to
our little Innocent!” .

“'Well, well, for your sake I
hope you are the wiser of the two
in this matter. For my part, I
always distrust innocence. Wait
one moment and 1 shall have the
body and sleeves of this dress

for the mncedlewomen.

There, ring the bell, and order
them up; for I have directions to
give, and you must interpret for
me.”

‘While Brigida went to the bell

the energetic Frenchwoman be-|1

gan planning out the skirt of the
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new dress. She laughed as she
measured off yard after yard of
the silk.

“What are you laughing

about?” asked Brigida, openin
the door and ringing a hand-be
in the passage.

¢] can’t help fancying, dear, in
spite of her innocent face and her
artless ways, that your young
friend is a hypocrite.”

¢“And 1 am quite certain, love,
that she is only a simpleton.”

COAPTER IT.

Tae studio of the Master-
Sculptor, Luca I.omi, was com-
posed of two large rooms, un-
equally divided by a wooden par-
tition, with an arched doorway
cut in the middle of it.

‘While the milliners of the
Grifoni establishment were in-
dustriously shaping dresses, the
sculptors in anag[;omi’s work-
shog were, in their way, quite as
hard at work shaping marble and
clay. In the smalier of the two
rooms the younguitobleman (onl
addressed in##ftc studio by his
Christian name of ¥Fabio) was
busily engaged on his bust, with
Nanina sitting before him as =&
model. His was not one of those
traditional Italian faces from
which subtlety and suspicion are
always supposed to look out
darkly on the world at large.
Both countenance and expression
proclaimed his character frankly
and freely to all who saw him.
Quick intelligencelooked bright-
his eyes; and easy good-

y fr
humdfir laughed out pleasantly
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in the rather quaint curve of his
lips. For the rest, his face ex-
ressed the defects as well as the
merits of his character, showin
that he wanted resolution an
perseverance just as plainly as it
showed also that he possessed
amiability and intelligence.

At the end of the large room,
nearest to the street-door, Luca
Lomi was standing by his life-
size statue of Minerva, and was
issuing directions, from time to
time, to some of his workmen
who were roughly chiselling the
drapery of anothor figure. At the
opposite side of the room,ncarest
to the partition, his brother, Fa-
ther Rocco, was taking a cast

from a statuette of the Madonna;
while Maddalena Lomi, the
sculptor’s daughter, released

from sitting for Minerva’s face
walked about the two rooms and
watched the work that was going
on in them. There was a strons
family likeness of a certain kin

between father, brother, and

daughter. . All three were tall
handsome, dark - haired, and
dark-eyed; nevertheless, they

differed, in expression, strikingly
as they resembled one another in
feature. Maddalena Lomi’s face
betrayed strong passions, butnot
an ungenerous nature. Her fa-
ther, with the same indications of
a violent temper, had some sinis-
ter lines about his mouth and
forehead which suggested any-
thing rather than an open dispo-
sition. Father Rocco’s counte-
nance, on the other hand, looked
like the personification of abso-
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lute calmness and invincible mo-
deration ; and his manner, which,
in a veryfirm way, was singularly
quiet and deliberate, assisted in
carrying out the im£ression Tro-
duced by his face. The daughter
seemed as if she could fly into a

assion at a moment's notice,and
forgive alsoat a moment’s notice.
The father, apa)earing to be just
as irritable, had something in his
face which said, as plainly as if
in words, “Anger me, and I never

ardon.” The priest looked as
if he need never be called on
either to ask forgiveness or to
grant it, for the double reason
that he could irritate nobody else,
and that nobody else could irri-
tate him.

¢“Rocco,” said Luca, lookin

at the face of his Minerva, whic
was now finished ; ¢“this statue of
mine will make a sensation.”

¢J am glad to hear it,” rejoined
the priest drily.

“1tis a new thing in art,” con-
tinued Lucca enthfsiastically.
*QOther sculptors, with a classi-
cal subject like mine, limit them-
selves to the ideal classical face,
and never think of aiming at in-
dividual character. Now I do
preciscly the reverse of that. 1
ﬁft my handsome daughter,

addalena, to sit for Minerva,
and I make an exactlikeness of
her. 1 may lose in ideal beauty,
butl gain in individual character.
People may accuse me of disre-
garding established rules — but
my answer is, that 1 make m
own rules. My daughter looks
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like a Minerva, and there she is
exactly as she looks.”

«]t is certainly a wonderful
likeness,” said Father Rocco, ap-
proaching the statue.

¢It is the girl herself,” cried
the other. ‘¢‘Iixactly her expres-
sion, and exactly her features.
Measure Maddalena, and meca-
sure Minerva,and, from forehead
to chin, you won’t find a hair's
breadth of difference between
them.”

¢“But how about the bust and
arms of the figure, now the face
is done?” asked the priest, re-
turning, as he spoke, to Lis own
work.”

¢“] may have the very model I
want for them to-morrow. Little
Nanina has just given me the

strangest message. What do you:
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be either one or the other — or
she would not have forbidden
Nanina to say anything about
her, in answer to all my first na-
tural inquiries. Where is Mad-
dalena? 1 thought she was here
a minute ago.”

¢“She is in Fabio’s room,” an-
swered Father Rocco, softly.
¢“Shall I call her?”

“No, nQ!” returned Luca. He
stopped, looked round at the
workmen, who were chipping
away mechanically at their bit of
drapery; then advanced close to
the priest, with a cunning smile
and continued in & whisper: “lf
Maddalena can only get from
Fabio’s room here to Fabio's pa-
lace over the way, on the Arno —
come, come, RRocco! don't shake
your head. 1f1 brought her up to

think of a mysterious lady-ad-|your church-door, one of these
mirer who offers to sit for the;

bust and arms of my Minerva?”

‘“Are you going to accept the
offer?” inquired the priest.

“J am going to reccive her to-
morrow; anad if 1 really find that
she is the same height as Mad-
dalena, and has a bust and arms
worth modelling, of course I shall
accept her offer; for she will be
the very sitter 1 have been look-

ing after for weeks past. Who

can she be? That’s the mystery
I want to find out. Which do you
say, Rocco — an enthusiast, or
an adventuress?”

¢“I do not presume to say, for
Ihave no means of knowintﬁ. ’

¢ Ah! there you are, with your
moderation again. N’ow, do
presume to assert, that she mus

days, as Fabio d’Ascoli’s be-
trothed, you would be glad
enough to take the rest of the busi-
ness off my hands, and make her
Fabio d’Agcoli’s wife. You are
a very holy man, Rocco, but you
know the difference between the
clink of the money-bag and the
clink of the chisel, for all that!”

¢“] am sorry to find, Luca,”
returned the priest coldl’ , ‘“that.
you allow yourself to talk of the

jmost delicate subjects in the

coarsest way. This is one of the
minor sins of the tongue which is
growing on you. en we are

alone in the studio I will en-
deavour to lead you into speak-
ing of the young man in the next
room and of your daughter in
terms more becoming to you, to
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me, and to them. Until that
time, allow me to go on with my
work.”

Lueca shrugged his shoulders
and went back to his statue.
Father Rocco, who had been
engaged during the last ten mi-
nutes in mixing wet plaster to the
right consistency for taking a
cast, suspended his occupation,
and, crossing the room to a cor-
ner next the partition, removed
from it a cheval-glass which
stood there. He lifted it awa
gently, while his brother's ba
was turned, carried it close
the table at which he had been at
work, and then resumed his em-

loyment of mixing the plaster.

aving at last prepared the com-
position for use, he laid it over
the exposed half of the statuette
with a neatness and dexterity
which showed him to be a prac-
tised hand at cast-taking. Just
as he had covered the necessary
extent of surface, I.uca turncd
round from his statue.

“How are you getting on with
the cast?” he asked. ‘Do you
want any help?”

¢ None, brother, I thank you,”
answered the priest. ¢ Pray do
hot disturb either yourself or
Yyour workmen on my account.”

Luca turned again to the statue;:

and, at the same moment, Father
Rocco softly moved the cheval-

lass towards the open doorway

etween the two rooms, placing
it at such an angle as to make it
reflect the figures of the persons
in the smaller studio. He did this
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with significant quickness and
precision. It was evidently not
the first time he had used the
glass for purposes of secret ob-
servation.

Mechanically stirring the wet
plaster round and round for the
second casting, the priest looked
into the glass, and saw, as in &
picturc, all that was going for-
ward in the inner room. ad-
dalenaLomiwas standing behind
the young nobleman, watching
the progress he made with his

t. Occasionally she took the

elling-tool out of his hand,
and showed him, with her sweet-
est smile, that she, too, as a
sculptor’s daughter, understood
somcthing of the sculptor’s art;
and, now and then, in the pauses
of the conversation, when her
interest was especially intonse in
Fabio’s work, she suffcred her
hand to drop absently on his
shoulder, or stooped forward so
close to him thather hairmingled
for a moment with his. Moving
the glass an inch or two so as to
bring Nanina well under his eye,
Father Rocco found that he
could trace each repetition of
these little acts of familiarity by
the immediate effect which they
produced on the girl's face and
manner. Whenever Maddalena
80 much as touched the young
nobleman — no matter whether
she did so by premeditation, or
really by accident — Nanina's
fcatures contracted, her pale
cheeks grew paler, she fidgetted
on her chair, and her fingers
nervously twisted and untwisted
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the loose ends of the ribbon

fastened round her waist.
“Jealous,” thought Father

Rocco; “I suspected it weeks

a%)l . .
e turned away, and gave his
whole attention, for a few mi-
nutes, to the mixing of the plaster.
‘When he looked ‘f)a.ck again at
the glass, he was just in time to
witness a little accident which
suddenly changed the relative
positions of the three persons in
the inner room.

He saw Maddalena take up.s

modelling-tool which lay om-aite

table near her, and begin to help
Fabio in altering the arrangf-
ment of the hair in his bust. T'he
young man watched what she was
doing earnestly enough for a few
moments; then his attention wan-
dered away to Nanina. She
looked at him reproachfully,
and he answered by a sign which
brought a smile to her face di-
rectly. Maddalena surprised her
at the instant of the change; and,
following the direction of her
eyes, easily discovered at whom
tge smile was directed. She
darted a glance of contempt at
Nanina, threw down the model-
lingl-ltool, and turned indignantly
to the young sculptor, who was
affecting to be
again.

“Bignor Fabio,” she said, “the
next time you forget what is due
to your rank and yourself, warn
me of ify if you please, before-
handyénQ I will take care to leave
the room.” While speaking the
last words she passed through

ard at work
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the doorway. Father Rocco,’
bending abstractedly over his
plaster mixture, heard her con-
tinue to herself in & whisper, as
she went by him: “If I have any
influence at all with my father,
that impudent beggar-girl shall
be forbidden the studio !

¢ Jealousy on the other side,”
thought the priest. ¢ Somethin
must be done at once, or this wi
end badly.”

He looked again at the glass,
and saw Fabio, after an instant
of hesitation, beckon to Nanina
approach him. She left her
scat, advanced half-way to his,
then stopped. He stepped for-
ward to meet her, and, taking her
by the hand, whispered carnestly
in her ear. When he had done,
before dropping her hand, he
touched her cheek with his lips,
and then helped her on with the
little white mantilla which cover-
ed her head and shoulders out of
doors. The girl trembled vio-
lently, and drew the linen close
to her face as he walked into the
larger studio, and, addressing
Father Rocco, said:

“] am afraid I am more idle, or
more stupid, than ever to-day.
I can't get on with the bust atall
to my satisfaction, so I have cut
short the sitting, and given Na-
nina a half holiday.”

At the first sound of his voice,
Maddalena, who was speaking to
her father, stopped; and, with
another look of scorn at N’a.n.ina,
standing trembling in the door-
way, left theroom. Luca Lomi

ed Fabio to him as she went
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away, and Father Rocco, turning
to the statuette, looked to see
how the plaster was hardenin

on it. Seeing them thus enga.ge ,
Nanina attempted to escape from
the studio without being noticed ;

but the priest stopped her just as'

she was hurrying by him.

“My child,” said he, in his
gentle, quiet way, ‘‘are you going
home?”

Nanina’s heart beat too fast for:

her to reply in words — she
could only answer by bowing her
head.

“Take this for your little
sister,” pursued Father Rocco,

utting a few silver coins in her

and; “I have got some cus-
tomers for those mats she plaits
so nicely. You need not bring
them to my rooms — I will come

:doorway stood threc chairs.
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After she had gone, Fabio re-
turned to the priest, who was still
busy over his cast.

¢I hope you will get on better
with the bust to-morrow,” said
Father Rocco, politely; “I am
sure you cannot complain of your
model.”

«“Complain of her!” cricd the
young man, warmly; ¢“she has
the most beautiful head 1 ever
saw. 1f I were twenty times the

sculptor that I am, I should
despair of being able to do her
justice.”

+ He walked into the inner room
to look at his bust again —
lingered before it for a little
while — and then turned to re-
trace his steps to the larger
studio. Between him and tXe

8

and see you this evening, when 1 he went by them, he absently
am going my rounds among my!touched the backs of the first
parishioners, and will take the;two, and passed the third; but
mats away with me. You are a'just as he was entering the larger
good girl, Nanina — you haveiroom, stopped, as if struck by a
always been a good girl — and as|sudden recollection, returned
long as I am alive, my child, Jou:hastily, and touched the third
shall never want a friend and an|chair. Raising his eyes, as he
adviser.” approached the large studio
Nanina's eyes filled with tears.!again after doing this, he met
She drew the mantilla closer than!the eyes of the priest fixed on
ever round her face as she triedihim in unconcealed astonish-
to thank the priest. Fatheriment.
Rocco nodded to her kindly, andi ¢Signor Fabio!” exclaimed
laid his hand lightly on herbead : Father Rocco, with a sarcastic
for a moment, then turned round |smile; ‘“who would ever have
again to his cast. jimagined that you were super-
‘““Don’t forget my message to!stitious?”
the lady who is to sit to me to-| ‘‘My nurse was,” returned the
morrow,” said Luca to Nanina,|young man, reddening, and
as she passed him on her way ont‘ aughing rather unea.silgl.ts “She
i

of the studio. taught me some bad ha that I
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have not got over yet.” With
those words he nodded and
hastily went out.

¢“Superstitious!” said Father
Rocco softly to himself. He
smiled again, reflected for a mo-
ment, and then, going to the
window, looked into the street.
The way to the left led to Fabio's
palace, and the way to the right
to the Campo Santo, in the neigh-
bourhood of which Nanina lived.
The priest was just in time to sec
thetzoun sculptor take the way
to the right.

After another half-hour had

elapsed the two workmen quitted | bod,

the studio to
Luca and his
alone.

“We may return now,” said
Father Rocco, ‘to that conver-
sation which was suspended be-
twcen us earlier in the day.”

¢]1 have nothing more to say,”
rejoined Luca, sulkily.

“Then you can listen to me,
brother, with the greater atten-
tion,” pursued the priest. ‘1 ob-
jected to the coarscness of your
tone in talking of our young
pupil and your daughter — 1 ob-
ect still more strongly to your
imsinuation that my desire to see
them married (provided always
that they are sincerely attached
to each other) springs from a
mercenary motive.”

¢#You are trying to snarec me,
Rocco, in a mesh of fine phrases;
but I am not to be caught. 1
know what mﬁaown motive is for
hoping that ddalena may get
an offer of marriage from this

o to dinner, and
rother were left
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wealthy young gentleman — she
will have his money, and we shall
all profit by it. That is coarse
and mercenary, if you please:
but it is the true reason why I
want to see Maddalena married
to Fabio. You want to see it,
too — and for what reason, I
should like to know, if not for
mine?”

«“Of what usc would wealthy
relations be to me? What are
people with money — what is
money itsclf — to a man who fol-
lows my calling ?"

“M oney is something to every-
“{s it? When have you found
that T have taken any account of
it? Give me money enough to
buy my daily bread and to pay
for my lodging and my coarse
cassock — and though 1 may
want much for the poor, for my-
self [ want no morc. When have
you found me mercenary? Do 1
not help you in’this studio for
love of you and of the art without
exacting so much as journey-
man’s wages? Have 1l ever asked
you for more than a few crownsto
give away on feast-days among
my parishioners? Money! money
for a man who may be summoned
to Rome to-morrow, who may be
told to go at half an hour’s notice
on a foreign mission thatmay take
him to the ends of the earth, and
who would be ready to the
moment when he was called on!
Money to a man who has no wife,
no children, no interests outside
the sacred circle of the church!
Brother! do you see the dust and
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dirt and shapeless marble-chips
lgm' g around your statue there?

over that floor instead with gold
— and, though the litter may
have changed in colour and form,
in mX eyes itwould be litter still.”

¢“A very noble sentiment, I
dare say, Rocco, butl can't echo
it. Granting that you care no-
thing for'money, will you explain
to me why {ou are so anxious
that Maddalena should marry
Fabio? She has had offers from
poorer men — you knew of them
— but you have never taken the
least interest in her accepting or
rejecting a proposal before.”

“I hinted the reason to you,
months ago, when Fabio first
entered the studio.”

“It was rather a vague hint,
brother — can’t you be plainer
to-day?”

¢“] think I can. In the first
place, let me begin by assuring
you, thatl have no objection to
the young man himself. He ma;
be a little capricious and undeci-
ded, but he has no incorrigible
faults that I have discovered.”

“That is rather a cool way of
praising him, Roceo.”

‘1 should speak of him warmly
cnough if he were not the repre-
sentative of an intolerable cor-
ruption and a monstrous wrong.
Wienever I think of him I thin
of an injury which his present
existence perpetuates, and if I do
sgeak of him coldly it is only for
that reason.”

.Lucalooked away quickly from
his brother, and began kicking
absently at the marble chips

Houschold Words. XXXIIL.
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which were scattered over the
floor around him.

“I now remember,” he said
‘“what that hint of yours point.ed
at. 1know what you mean.”

¢“Then you know,” answered
the priest, ‘ that while part of the
wealth which Fabio d’Ascoli pos-
sesses is honestly and incontest-
ably his own; part, also, has
been inherited by him from the
spoilers and robbers of the
church —”

¢ Blame his ancestors for that;
don't blame him.”

¢“1 blame him as long as the
spoil is not restored.”

“Ilow do you know that it was

spoil, after all?”
- ¢«] have examined more care-
fully than most men the records
of the Civil Wars in Italy; and 1
know that the ancestors of Fabio
d’Ascoliwrung from the church,
in her hour of weakness, property
which theydared to claim as their
right. 1 know of titles to lands
signed away, in those stormy
times,under the influence of fear,
or through false representations
of which the law takes mo ac-
count; 1 call the money thus ob-
tained, spoil — and I say that it
ought to be restored, and shall
be restored to the church from
which it was taken.”

¢ And what does Fabio answer
to that, brother?”

¢] have not spoken to him on
the subject.”

¢“ Why not?” .

‘“Because, I have, as yet, no
influence over him.  When he is
married, his wife will have influ-

3
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ence over him; and she shall
speak.”

¢«Maddalena, I suppose? How
do you know thatshe will speak?”’

¢“Have I not educated her?
Does she not understand what
her duties are towards the
church, in whose bosom she has
been reared?”

Luca hesitated uneasily, and
walked away a step or two before
he spoke again.

¢“Does this spoil, as you call
it, amount to a large sum of mo-
ney?” he asked in an anxious
whisper.

¢]1 may answer that question,
Luca, atsome future time,” said
the priest. ¢ For the present, let
it be enough that you are ac:
guainted with all T undertook to
inform you of when we began our
conversation. You now know
that if I am anxious for this mar-
riage to take place, it is from mo-
tives entirely unconnected with
self-interest.  1f all the property
which Fabio’s ancestors wrong-
fully obtained from the churci’x,
were restored to the church to-
morrow,not one paulo of it would
go into my pocket. I am a poor
priest now, and to the end of m
days shall remain so. You sol-
diers of the world, brother, fight
for your pay — I am a soldier of
the church, and 1 fight for my
cause.”

Saying these words,he returned
abruptly to the statuette; and re-
used to speak, or leave his em-
ployment again, until he had
taken the mould off, and had
carefully put away the various
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fragments of which it consisted.
This done, he drew a writing- -
desk from t’he drawer of his work-
ing-table, and taking out a slip
of paper, wrote these lines:

¢ Come down to the studio to-morrow.
Fabio will be with us, but Nanina will

return no more."

Without signing what he had
written, he sealed itup, and di-
rected it to — ‘Donna Madda-
lena.” Then took his hat, and
handed the note to his brother.

¢“Oblige me by giving that to
my niece,” he said.

¢Tell me, Rocco,” said Luca
turning the noteround and round
perplexcedly between his finger
and thumb, ‘Do you think Mad-~
dalena will be lucky enough to
get married to Fabio?”

¢ Still coarse in your expres-
sions, brother!”

“Never mind my expressions.
Is it likely?"”

¢ Yes, Luca,l think it is likely.”

With these words he waved his
hand pleasantly to his brother,
and went out.

CHAPTER IIIL.
Frou the studio, Father Rocco
went straiﬁht to his own rooms,
hard by the church to which he
was attached. Opening a cabinet
in his study,he took fromone of its
drawers a handful of small silver
money — consulted for aminute or
so a slate on which several names
and addresses were written —
provided himseclf with a portable
inkhorn and some strips of paper,
and again went out.

He directed his steps to the
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oorest part of the neighhour-
Eood- and entering some very
wretched houses , was greeted by
the inhabitants with great respect
and affection. The women, es-
pecially, kissed his hands with
more reverence than they would
have shown to the highest crown-
ed head in Europe. Inreturn,he
talked to thcm as easily and un-
constrainedly as if they were his
equals; sat down cheerfully on
dirty bed-sides and rickety
benches; and distributed his
little gifts of money with the air
of a man who was paying debts
rather than bestowing charity.
Where he encountered cases of
illness, he pulled out his inkhorn
and slips of paper, and wrote
simple prescriptions to be made
up from the medicine-chest of a
neighbouring convent, which
served the same merciful purpose
then that is answered by dispen-
saries in our days. When he had
exhausted his money and had got
through his visits, he was escort-
ed out of the poor quarter by a
perfect train of enthusiastic fol-
lowers. The women kissed his
hand again, and the men unco-
vered as he turned, and, with a
friendly sign, bade them all fare-
well.

As soon as he was alone again,
he walked towards the Campo
Santo; and passing the house in
which Nanina lived, sauntered up
and down the streetthoughtfully,
for some minutes: when he at
length ascended the steep stair-
case that led to the room occupied
by the sisters, he found the door
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ajar. Pushing it open gently, he
saw La Bion ella.? sigtieng ywith
hir“s)retty fair profile turned to-
wards him, eating her evening
meal of bread and grapes. Atthe
opposite end of the room, Sca-
rammueccia was perched up on his
hind guarters in a corner, with
his mouth wide open to catch the
morsel of bread which he evident-
ly expected the child to throw to
him. What the elder sister was
doing the priest had not time to
see; for the dog barked the mo-
ment he presented himself; and
Nanina hastened to the door to
ascortain who the intruder might
be. All that he could observe was
that she was too confused, on
catching sight of him, to be able
to utter a word. La Biondella
was the first to speak.

“Thank you, Father Rocco,”
said the child, jumping up, with
her bread in one hand and her
grapes in the other: “Thank you
for {a'iving me 8o much money for
my dinner-mats. There they are
tied up together in one little par-
cel, in the corner. Nanina said
she was ashamed to think of your
carrying them; and 1 said I knew
where you lived,and I should like
to ask you to let me take them
hou}e.” think

“Do you thi ou can ca
them all the wa,y,y my dea.:'sx
asked the priest.

“Look, Father Rocco, see if
I can’t ¢ them!” cried La
Biondella, cramming her bread
into one of the pockets of her
little apron, holding her bunch
of grapes i)y the stalk in her

ge
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mouth, and hoisting the packet
of dinner-mats on her head in a
moment. “See, I am stron
enough to ouble,” said the
child, looking up proudly into
the priest’s face.

¢ Can you trusther to take them
homefor me?” asked Father Roc-
©co,turning to Nanina. “I wantto
speak to lFou alone; and her ab-
sence will give me the opportuni-
ty. Can you trust her out by her-
self?”

¢ Yes, Father Rocco, she often

oes out alone.” Nanina ve

is answer in low, trembling
tones, and looked down con-
fusedl’y on the ground.

¢“Go then, my dear,” said
Father Rocco, patting the child
on the shoulder. ‘“And oome
back here to your sister, as soon
as you have left the mats.”

a Biondella went out directly
in great triumph, with Scaram-
muccia walking by her side, and
keeping his muzzle suspiciously
close to the pocket in which she
had put her bread. Father Rocco
closed the door after them; and
then, taking the one chair which
the room possessed, motioned
to Nanina to sit by him on the
stool.

. “Do you believe that I am
four friend, my child; and that
have always meant well towards
you?” he began.

¢“The best and kindest of

friends,” answered Nanina.
“Then you will hear what I
have to say &aﬁenﬂy; and you
| believe that I am speaking

Yyour good, even if my words
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should distress you?” (Nanina
turned away her head.) ‘Now,
tell me; should I be wrong, to
begin with, if I said that my
brother’s pupil, the young noble-
man whom we call ¢Signor Fa-
bio,’ had been here to see you
to-day?” (Nanina started wup
affrightedly from the stool.) *Sit
down again, my child; I am not
going to blame you. iam only
going to tell you what you must
o for the future.”
He took her hand; it was cold,
and it trembled vioiently in his.
¢“I will not ask what he has
been saying to you,” continued
the priest; *‘for it might distress
you to answer; and I have, more-
over, had means of knowing that
your youth and beauty have
made a strong impression onhim.
1 will pass over, themn, all re-
ference to the words he may have
been speaking to you; and I will
come at once to what I have now
to ss&y, in my turn. Nanina, my
child, arm yourself with all your
courage , and promise me, before
we part to-night, that you will
see Signor Fabio no more.”
Nanina turned round suddenly,
and fixed her eyes on him, with
an expression of terrified incre-

dulity. ¢‘No more?”
“You are ve oung and very
inmocent,” sai ather Rocco;

“but surely you must have
thought, before now, of the dif-
ference between Signor Fabio
and you. Surely dyou must have
often remembered that you are
low down among the ranks of the
poor, and that ho is high up
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among the rich and the nobly-
born?”’

Nanina's hands dropped on the

riest’'s knees. She bent her head
gown on them, and began to
weep bitterly.

¢ Surel youmusthavethou ht
of tha.tg’ reiterated Father
Rocco.

¢¢ 0O, I have often, often thought
of that!” murmured the girl. “I
have mourned over it, and cried
about it in secret for many nights
past. He said I looked pale, and
1ll, and out of spirits to-day;
and I told him it was with think-
ing of that!”

¢“And what did he say in re-
turn?”

There was no answer. Father
Rocco looked down. Nanina
raised her head directly from his
knees, and tried to turn it away

again. He took her hand, and
stop ed her.

¢ (gome!” he said; ‘speak
frankly to me. Say what you
ought to say to your father and
your friend. Whatwashis answer

my child, when you reminded
lmn?of the difference betwcen
ou ”

¢“He said I was born to be a
lady,” faltered the girl, still
struggling to turn her face away,
¢“and that I mifht make myself
one if I would learn and be pa-
tient. He said that if he had all
the noble ladies in Pisa to choose
from on one side, and only little
Nanina on the other, he would
hold out his hand to me, and tell
them, ¢This shall be my wife.’

He said Love knew no difference
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of rank; and that if he was a
nobleman and rich, it was all the
more reason why he should
please himself. He was so kind
that I thought my heart would
burst while he was speaking; and
my little sister liked him so, that
she got upon his knee and kissed
him.  Even our dog, who growls
at other strangers, stole to his
side and licked his band. O,
Father, Rocco! Father Rocco!”
The tears burst out afresh, and
the lovely head dropped once
more, wearily, on the priest’s
knee.

Father Rocco smiled to him-
self, and waited to speak again
till she was calmer.

“Supposing,” heresumed, after
some minutes of silence, ‘“sup-
posing SignorFa.bio really meant
all he said to you —”

Nanina started up, and con-
fronted the priest boldly for the
first time since he had entered
the room.

¢“Supposing!” she exclaimed,
her cheeks beginning to redden,
and her dark blue eyes flashing
suddenly through her tears.
¢“Supposing! Father Rocco, Fa-
bio would never deceive me.
Iwould die here at your feet,
rather than doubt the least word
he said to me!”

The priest took her by the
hand, and drew her back to the
stool. “I mever suspected the
child had so much spirit in her,”
he thought to himself.

“I would die,” repeated Na-
nina, in a voice that hggan to
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falter now. ¢“Iwould die, rather
than doubt him.”

«J will not ask you to doubt
him,” said Father Rocco, gently;
¢“and I will believe in him myself:
as firmly as you do. Let us sup-,

ose, my child, that you have!
earnt patiently all the many
things of which you are now
ignorant, and which it is ne-
cessary for a lady to know. Let
us suppose that SignorFabio has
really violated all the laws that
govern people in his high sta-
tion, and has taken you to him

ublicly as his wife. You would,
Ee happy, then, Nanina; but!
would he? He has no father or!
mother to control him, it is true;
but he has friends — many
friends and intimates in his own
rank — proud, heartless people,
who know nothing of your worth
and goodness; who, hearing of’
your low birth, would look on
you, and on your husband too,
my child, with contempt. He
has not your patience and forti-
tude. Think how bitter it would
be for him to bear that contempt
— to see you shunned by proud
women, and carelessly pitied or
patronised by insolent men. Yet
all this, and more, he would have
to endure, or else to quit the'
world he has lived in from his|
boyhood — the world he was
born to live in. You love him,
Iknow —"

Nanina's tears burst out afresh.
“ 0, how dearly! — how dearly!”
she murmured.

“Yes, you love him dearly,”
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all your love compensate him for
everything clse that he must
lose? 1t might, at first; but there
would come a time when the
world would assert its influence
over him again; when he would
feel a want which you could not
supply — a weariness which you
could not solace. Think of his
life, then, and of yours. Think
of the first day when the first se-
cret doubt whether he had done
rightly in marrying you would
steal into his mind. e are not
masters of all our impulses. The
lightest spirits have their mo-
ments of irresistible depression;
the bravest hearts are not always
superior to doubt. My child, my
child, the world is strong, the
pride of rank is rooted deep, and
the buman will is frail at best!
Be warncd! For your own sake
and for Fabio’s, be warned in
time.”
Nanina stretched out herhands
towards the priest, in despair.
¢“0O, Father Rocco! Father
Rocco!” she cried, ¢ why did
you not tell me this before?”
¢“Because, my child, I only
knew of the necessity for telling
ou, to-day. But it is not too
ate, itis never too late, to do a
ood action. You love Fabio,
anina? Will you prove that
love by making a great sacrifice
‘for his good?”
«“J would die for his good!”
¢ Will you nobly cure him of a
passion which will be his ruin,
if not yours, by leaving Pisa to-
morrow ?”

éontimwd the priest; ¢“but would

“Leave Pisa!” exclaimed Na-
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nina. Her face grew deadly pale:
she rosqg and moved back a step
or two from the priest.

¢“Listen to me,” pursued
Father Rocco. I have heard
you complain that you could not
get regular employment at
needlework. You shall have that
employment, if you will go with
me — you and your little sister
too, of course — to Florence to-
morrow.”

“] promised Fabio to go
to the studio,” began Nanina,
affrightedly. I promised to go
at ten o’clock. How canI —"

She stopped suddenly, as if
her breath were failing her.

“I myself will take you and

our sister to Florence,” said

ather Rocco, without noticing
the interruption. ‘1 will place
you under the care of a lady who
will be as kind as a mother to
you both. 1 will answer for your
getting such work to do as will
enable you to kee
honestly and independently ; and
I will undertake, if you do not
like your life at Florence, to
bring you back to Pisa after a
lapse of three months only.
Three months, Nanina. Itisnot
along exile.”

“Fabio! Fabio!” cried the
girl, sinking again on the seat,
and hiding her face.

¢“Jt is for his good,” said
Father Rocco calmly; “for Fa-
kio’s good, remember.”
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¢“Am I not to be depended on
to explain to him all that he
ought to know?”

¢“How can I go away from
him? O, Father Rocco, how can

ou ask me to go away from

im?”

«I will ask You to do nothing
hastily. I will leave you till to-
morrow morning to decide. At
nine o’'clock I shall be in the
street; and I will not even so
much as enter this house, unless
1 know beforehand that you have
resolved to follow my advice~
Give me a sign from your win.
dow. If I see you wave your
white mantilla out of it, I shall
know that you have taken the
noble resolution to save Fabio
and to save yourself. I will say
no more, my child; for, unless
I am grievously mistaken in you,
1 have already said enough.”

He went out, leaving her still
weeping bitterly. Not far from

yoursclf|the house, he met La Biondella
and the dog on their way back.

The little girl stopped to report
to him the safe dclivery of her
dinner-mats; but he passed on

uickly with a nod and a smile.

is interview with Nanina had
{left some influence behind it
|which unfitted him just then for
tllu;l ‘i)ccupation of talking to a
child.

Nearly half-an-hour before nine

o’clock on the following morning,

* What would he think of me if Father Rocco set forth for the

I went away? O, if I had but
learnt to write. If I could only
write Fabio a letter!”

street in which Nanina lived. On
‘his way thither he overtook a
{dog walking lazily a few paces
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a-head in the road-way; and saw, !
at the same time, an elega.ntlg-|
dressed lady advancing towards
him. The “dog stopped suspi-;
ciously as she approached, and.
growled and showed his teeth
when she gasaed him. The lady,,
on her side, uttered an _excla-,
mation of disgust; but did not:
seem to be cither astonished or|
frightened by the animal’s
threatening attitude. Father
Rocco looked after her withsome
curiosity, as she walked by hlm.'
She was a handsome woman, and !
he admired her courage. “Iknow,
that growling brute wellenough,” |
he said to himself, “but who can |

the lady be?”

The dog was Scarammuccia,
returning from one of his ma-
rauding expeditions. The lady;
was Brigida, on her way to Luca;
Lomi’s studio.

Some minutes before mnine,
o’clock, the priest took his post
in the street, opposite Nanina’s,
window. 1t was open; but neither,
she nor her little sister appeared
at it. He looked up anxiously
as the church-clocks struck the
hour; but there was no sign for
a minute or so after they were
all silent. ¢Is she hesitating
still?” said Father Rocco to him-
self.

Just as the words passed his
lips, the white mantilla was
waved out of the window.

WHITTINGTON IN SERVIA.

Tux fact that the Londoners:
have no right to monopolise,

,8poiled of his Te

WHITTINGTON IN SERVIA.

Richard Whittington was proved
long ago by Grimm’s Popular
Stories, where we find the happy
owner of the cat flourishing in
Germany, as the third of three
lucky brothers, and making his
fortune by precisely the same
means as those that brought
wealth and civie honour to him
who discovered prophetic mean-
ing in the sound of Bow bells.

t eertainly gives symmetry to
the legend of Whittington to
make him the youngest of threc
brothers. A German proverb
declares that ¢all good things
are three,” and throughout the
whole course of Teutonic legends
we find that three adventurcrs
are usually necessary to carry
out any great purpose; and that
those are usually achieved by a
third son, who has previously
been an object of contempt to
his atro%er seniors. KEven the
English Whittington is connect-
ed with the mystical number.
Not only was he thrice Lord

‘Mayor of L.ondon, but — what is

not generally known — he was
thrice buried. ¢ This Richard
Whittington,” says an old his-
tory of the city, ¢ was thrce times
buried; first, by -his executors,
under a fine monument; then, in
the reign of Edward VI., the
parson of the Church (St. Mi-
chael, Paternoster) thinkin

some_great riches to be burios
with him, caused his monumeng
to be broken, his body to be
aden sheet, and
again the second time to be
buried; and in the reign of
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Quecen Mary, the parishioners
were forced to take him up to
lap him in lead as before, to
bury him a third time, and to
place his monument, or the like,
over him again; which remained,
and so he rested, till the great
fire . of London violated his
resting-place again.”

Whltmagton is not only to be, characteristics.
e but in Servia |

found in Germany,
— & land of wild legends — and
there, though, as with us, heis
a brotherless individual, his
moral aspect is compietely
changed. With us the lesson
taught by the triple mayorality
is that of hopefulness under mis-
fortune. hittington holds a
lowly position in the social scale
and 1s ill-used by the tyranni
cook; but, the prophecy of Bow-
belle, which he heard while he
rested on his walk from Liondon
calling to him to turn aiain , still
rings 1n his ears, and cheers him
through his troubles. There is,
of course, a sort of fatality in
the tale, but it is not of a sort
that makes a person sit with his
hands before him and donothing.
On the contrary, it brings with it
that presentiment of success
which is the stimulus to exertion,
and the tone of the story is such
as to justify it for the popular
myths of an energetic and ambi-
tious pcople like the citizens of
London,

The Servian Whittington has
nothing German or English in
his nature, and it is singular to
observe how a story nearly the
same a8 that of the Lord
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of London can be told with so
complete a variation of moral
purpose. The Servian Whitting-
ton bears the strongest marks of
an Eastern origin. An utter
%ostration before the Supreme
ill, as the fountain of all jus-
tice, and a thorough conviction
of his own unworthiness, are his
He is described
as a poor man, who has hired
himself out as a labourer to a
rich man, but makes no compact
as to wages. Here, already, we
find an indication of that same
feeling which makes the Turk
look upon insurance against fire
as an act of impiety, proving a
want of trust in the discrimina-
ting justice of Providence. The
poor man makes no compact,
firmly believing that a higher
ower will measure his reward
Ey his deserts. At the end of a
year he goes to his master, and
reql;lcsf.s him to pay what is duc,
without naming an amount. The
churlish employer gives the poor
fellow a penny, but so sensitive
are the feclings of gratitude in
the latter, that he will not ven-
ture to enjoy his miserable
reward, until Heaven proves by
a miracle that he has deserved it.
He takes the coin with him to
the margin of a brook, and then,
after expressing his wonder that
the labour of a year has'rendercd
him possessor of so great a
treasure as a penny, prays to
Heaven to allow the coin to float
on the surface of the brook if he

ayor|

be worthy to retain it. 'When his
prayer is finished, he flings his
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penny into the brook, and —|the plague of the population,
natur:ﬂ)lyﬂ!:nozgzlto—— it flinks at i'lﬂld whcéll-f catsdare tllll_xkx;ol\yn.
once e bottom. Je, ac-!The traveller produces his feline
cordingly, dives after it,fe;:chesitrea.sm-e, thg) vermin are de-
il avowal of his own anland” silver purchases the S do-
-1 2 urc. 8 ~
worthiness, and goes to work for! strozer. P

another year on precisely the! The London hero.has simply
same principle as before. Atthe!to put the proceceds of his in-
ggi%e(;f tt}!:e second ey'(asu'dheare(i[ver:lt;rlr;::n; in;o hist stron% obox,
e same rowar nd:an come eat man at once;
nlllakes the sallne efpsrimen’t with{but they énsmfg'e thingssother:
the same result. Indeed, it may|wise in Secrvia. 'I'ne Servian
be remarked that, 1]11'01’1gh the:\Vhit.tington is not a mere in-
whole course of legendary lore,|stance of that eminently prosaic
a second trial is of no service,{form of destiny, which goes by
save as a stepping-stone to a!the name of luck. His piety and
third. However, the end of an-|rectitude having been firmly
other year brings with it a;established by his extreme con-
change of fortune. The coinliscientiousness in earning the
which ho now receives, floats on!penny, the tale would show that
}2ees§zf;z‘(’::nolfath§l:iﬂ;ok d, t}mre(iiso .lgltt_igblt(:xbll)'d rlghtteoua an a.cy—

T 8 nly declared! quisition could not under an
that a penny has been rightfully i circumstances be encroached
earned by the labour of threei}xpon by an hut]nan ]-;lower. 'J‘.;he
years. eudal lord is less honest than
Aftle; a I‘,vhi}iel,} the master scts !;.‘he Liondon }:nereh;mt ;kand whgn
out, like Lord Bateman, to sec.:he comes home he keeps the
some foreign country, and the history of the cat to himself, and
cnrned peny. that he may 15y Soliehed marbie as the vaine of

1 ma olis mar 8 valu

it out toléoody t;.dvantage in gart{= is penny. The poor fellow is
beyond seas. The master pro-idelighted with his bargain; and
mises to exaecute faithfully the,certainly, when we find thatitis
important trust, but in his waylarge enough to serve him for a
to the ship meets a number of;table, we must admit that he has
children on the sea-shore who no reason to be dissatisfied. On
are ill-using a cat. He rescncs the following day, however, he
the unfortunate animal with the finds his table turned into a mass
lab(l))urex;.s Pl?l,xmy’ la.nd tj:a}ll(es it-gf puli:z OIg , BO 3.1ha.t ittilli:mmle;

on boar The value of the cat his whole hut. True to his o
is soon manifested, exactly as in character, he rushes to his
the I.ondon tale. A land is master, describes the metamor-
reached, where rats and mice are phosis, and declares that he can
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have no right to such a treasure.
However, the master sees in the
miracle an unmistakeable sign of
Heaven's will. Confessing his
own transgression, he gives to
his honest labourer the ship-
load of precious metal which he
had received as the price of the
cat. .
‘We would not lose our relish
for our old stories; but we think
few of our readers will deny that
the honest Servian peasant is a
grander figure, and more effce-
tually carries out a _moral pur-
pose, than the lucky Lord Mayor
of London.

THE ANGEL.

Way shounld’st thon fear the beautiful
angel, Death
Who waits thee at
skies,
Ready to kissaway thy struggling breath:
Ready with gentle hand to closo thine
eycs.

How many a tranqnil soul has pass'd

‘tbe portals of the

away,
Fled gladly from fierce pain and plea-
sures dim,
To the eternal splendour of the day,
And many a troubled heart still calla
for him.

Bpirits too tender for the battle here

liave turn’d from life, its hopes, ita:

fears, its charms,
And children, shuddering atla world so
drear,
Have smiling pass’d away into his
arms.

He whom ‘thou fearest will, to case its
pain
Lay his cold hand upon thy aching

heart:
Will soothe the terrors of thy iroubled

depart,

brain,
And bid the shadow of earth's grief; . N
|at the meaning hidden in the
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He will give back what neither time,
nor might,
Nor passionate prayer,
hope restore,
(Doar as tu long blind eyes, recover'd
sight)
He will give back those who are gone
before.

0, what were life, if lifc were all? Thine
eyea
Are blinded by their tears,
would'st sce
Thy treasures walit thee In the far-off

nor longing

or thou

skics,
And Death, thy friend, will give them
all to thoo.

MORE ALCHEMY.

It cannot, of course, be ex-
pected that in the course of a
short article, we should be able
to give our readers any deep
insight into the writings of the
alchemists — they were the life-
long studies of men who gave
themselves a living sacrifice to
their art; each had to discover
for himself his own knowledge,
— for the writings left by the
most revered adepts were all
skilfully dcsigned to conceal
their secret. The books of
Rhasis; by their subtle, per-

lexing, and intentionally mis-
eading directions, nearly broke
the heart of Bernard of Treviso,
and of many another beside him.
i"T'o compel the real intention of
the writings of the alchemists
iwas scarcely less difficult than
the great work itself; and the
fabled process of compelling
Proteus to utter his oracles, was
simple in comparison to getting
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dark sa{ings of the masters of
‘holy alchemy,” as it was called.
If our readers find our extracts
sometimes hard to be under-
stood, they may have the com-
fort of assuring themselves that
they find them — what they were
originally intended to be! Elias
Ashmole published in sixteen
hundred and fifty-two a book
which he called ¢Theatrum
Chemicum Britanicum,” con-
taining the metrical works of the
English philosophers who have
written concerning IIermectic
mysteries. The book is some-
what rare, and we wish we could
transfer some of the wonderful

woodcuts with which it is
adorned to our pages. In the
preface, spcaking of himself,

Ashmole says, — I must profess
know enough to hold my
tongue, but not enough to speak,
— and the no less Real than
Miraculous Fruits I have found
in my diligent inquiry into this
arcana, lead me on to such de-
grees of admiration they com-
mand silence, and force me to
lose my tongue. Howbeit there
are few stocks that are fitted to
inoculate the grafts of science
upon; thd¥ are mysteries uncom-
municable to all but adepts, and
those that have been devoted
from their cradle to serve and
wait at this altar — and they,
perhaps, were with St. Paul
caught up into Paradise, and as
he . en.rd% unspeakable words —
8o they wrought impossible
works, such as itis not lawful to
v}-,utter.

MORE ALCHEMY.

The first whose work he re-

rinds is Thomas Norton, of

ristol; 2 man of high repute;
whose family lived in great
esteem under He the Eighth.
He died in ﬁfteeﬂundre and
sixty-two, at the age of omne
hundred and thirteen. There
were nine brothers named Nor-
ton, who lived much respected;
one of them, Sir Sampson Nor-
ton, lies buried in ¥ulham
Church; his tomb is adorned
with Hermetic paintings. He was
master of the horse to Henry the
Kighth. ¢“The Ordinal,” Thomas
Norton's chief work, which was
written in fourteen hundred and
seventy-seven, opens thus:

Malstryeful, morvelous, and Archimals-
tryo

Is the tincture of holy alkimy.

A wonderful sclence, secrete philosophle,

A singular gift and grace of the Al-
mightie,

Which never was found by the labour of
maun;

But by teaching or revelacion begann.

It was never for money sold nor bought,

By any man which for it hath sought,

3ut given to an able man by grace,

Wrought with great cost, by long lalsir
and space.

It helpeth a man when he hath neede;

It voldeth vain-glory, hope, and

dreade;

It voldeth bitl , extortion and
excesso;

It fencoth adversity that shee doe not
opprosse. - .

| This scicnce was never tought to man,
‘But he were proved perfectly with space
iWhether he were able to receive this

grace,
iFor his trewth, vertue, and for his stable

! witt,

iWhlch if he fault he shall never have
{ Also no man could yet this science reach
But if God send a master him to teach;
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For it is so wonderful, and so selcouth,

That it must needs be tought from mouth
to mouth.

Also he must (be he ncver 8o loath)

Receive it with a most secrct dreadfull

oath,
That as we refuse great dignities and

fame,
S0 we must needs refuse the same.
Also that he shall not be so wilde
To teach this secrot to his owne childe,
For nighness of blood, nor consanguinity
May 1':.ot acoerted be.to thl-‘dlcnity.

L

80 that noe man may leave this arte be-

hind,
But he an able and approved man can
finde
When age shall grieve him to ride or goe,
One, he may teach, bat then never no
moae.
For this science must ever sccret be',
The cause whereof is this, as ye may sce:
All Christian pease he might hastily spitl,
And with his pride he might pull downe
Rightful kings and princes of renowne.
‘Wherefore the sentence of perill and jeo-

pardy
Upon the teacher resteth droadfully.

The following lincs are curious.
‘What mines of treasure there
would bein old marine store shops
if Raymond Lully had only left
his secret, if he had a secret,
plainly written:

— In a city of Catilony

William Raymond Lully, knight, men
suppose,

Made in seven images the trewth to dis~
close;

Three werc good sflver, in shape like
ladies bright,

Everie each of four were gold, apd like a

knight,

In borders of their clothing letters did
appear,

8ignifying in sentences as it showeth
here:

1. Of old hobnails (said one) I was yre,

Now 1 am good silver as good as yo

desire.

2. I was (said another) iron, set from the

mine,
But now I am gold, pure, perfect, and
ne.
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3. Whilome was I copper, of an old red

pann,
Now am I good silver, sald the third
woman.
4. The fourth sald, T was copper grown
in the filthy place,
Now am I perfect, God made by God's

grace.

8. The {fifth said, I was silver, perfect
thro® fine,

Now am I perfect gold,

better than the prime.

6. I was a pipe of lead nigh two hundred

Yyear,
And now, to all men, good silver I
appoare.
7. The seventh said, 1 leade, amn gould
made for the matstrie,
But trewly my fellows are nearer
thercto than I,
Cuvetlzeka.nd cunning, have discorde by

excellent,

de,
Who lucre :ovutel.h, this sclence shall
not find.

Norton is eloquent about the
picty, prudence, and temperance
a man must possess to study the
science with anz probability of
success — which may perhaps
account for the fact that
Amongst millions millions of mankinde,

Bcarcelle seven men may this science
find.

The seven planets (all that
were known in those days) had
each an especial influence over
the corresponding seven metals.
Whether any of the more recent-
ly-discovered planets have ac-
cepted the character of presidin
spirits to the newly-discovere
metals, we do not know. The
stone passed through many
phases during thigrogress of the
great work — the adepts are
eloquent in their description of
the ¢ grecat pleasure and delight”
it was to watch the ‘‘admirable
works of Nature within the
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vessels.” We are sorry that we
cannot tell the reader what the
matter, or substance was, upon
which the masters set to work, at
once so difficult and so indispen-
sable; but the truth is, that this
First Principle was the citadel of
the great secret of nature, — the
resting point uponwhichthelever
might be fixed, which would be
able to move the whole natural
world. 'This secret each master
religiously guarded; they all
speak of 1t under different names
— glmost innumerable — as, The
Green Lion, Litharge, Heavy
Water, Dry Water, Burning
Water, The Son blessed of the
Fire, The Brother of the Serpent,
The Egg, Mizadir, The Tecars of
the Eagle, Mozhacumia, Xit, Zaaf,
Life, Mcrcury, and so forth. The
masters speak freely of the sub-
sequent processes to which this
matter was subjected, but upon
the method of acquiring this
secret of secrets they maintained
a silence like death. In a treatise
that bears the candid title of Se-
crets Revealed, this encouraging
sentence is found at the onset:
¢“ Having prepared our Sol and
our Mercury, shut them in our
vessel, and govern them with our
fire, and within forty days thou
shalt see, &c. * * but if thou be:
yet ignorant both of our Sol, and|
of our Mercury, meddlenot inthis,
our work, for expense only will:
be thy lot, and no gain nor pro-,
fit.” This is literally the first sen-
tence; wefold our hands humbly,:
and follow the advice contained
therein. Having thus cunningly

MORE ALCHEMY.

locked up the secret, the master
has no further scruple about be-
coming communicative — but al-
wags in emblematic language,
and at great, indeed almost inter-
minable length. We fear the
rcader would notderiveany other
profit than the trial of his pa-
tience, which, however, was the
cardinal virtue called forth in
alchemy. The Substance passed
through various colours on its
progress towards perfection ; and
these colours were the indica-
tions whether the workers were
in the right track, and also
whether the fires and furnaces
were of the proper temperature.
The first process was called
Putrefaction—¢the eniendering
of the erow,” — and the matter
became ¢black, blacker than
black itself.” Somectimes it ap-
peared dry, but atthe end of forty
days it boiled like melted pitch;
but it was esscntial to keep the
vessel tightly closed. After this,
for the space of three wecks there
appeared all the colours that can
possibly be imagined in the
world; these at last gave place,
and a whiteness showed itself at
the sides of the wvessel, most
beautiful to behold — ¢like unto
rays of hairs;” this was the se-
cond stage of the work. At the
end of the fourth month the
matter again assumed many beau-
tiful colours, but momen ,and
soon vanishing, and mor® akin to
white than black. This stage of
the process endured for about
three weeks, during which, the
matter began to changeintomany
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forms; it melted and grew hard
again many times a day; ‘“some-
times,” says one of the masters,
«it will appear like to the eyes of
a fish, — sometimes like a pure
silver tree, shining with branches
and leaves; in a word, about this
season the hourly marvels shall
overwhelm the sight, and at the
last thou shalt have most pure
and gparkling grains, like unto
atoms of the sun, more glorious
than which human eycs ncver
saw.” This, however, was not
the end. The congealed mass —
the White Stone, as it was called
— was then taken out of the
vessel, and put into a fresh one,
an operation very difficult, and
‘“only to be done by the will of
God;” theleast error would spoil
the whole work, and to regulate
the fire at this critical period re-
uired something likcinspiration.
&‘his critical period — the pro-
ress from the White Stone to the
ed—endured forty days, during
every instant of which the philo-
sopher was liable to see all his
work spoiled. The white gra-
dually assumed many transito
colours — green, at first, whic
was looked on as the sign of the
animation and germinating virtue
of the substance; purple, yellow,
brown, successively followed; at
length it assumed ‘the.colours
of the rainbow and the peacock’s
tail, which showmost gloriously.”
At this period, the substance as-
sumed many strange shapes. At
the end of thirty days a citrine or
golden colour began to tinge the
mass within the vessel. 'The

‘the glo
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work was now near the close.
¢“ Now," saysthemaster, ¢“to God,
the giver of all good, you must
render immortal thanks, who hath
brought on this work so far, and
beg earnestly of him that thy
counsel may be so governed that
thou mayest not emndeavour to
hasten thy work so as to lose all.”
After aboutfourteen days’ further
expectation, the golden colour
was tinged with violet, and the
substance, after taking various
forms, and being congealed and
liguefied again many times a day
for the space of another month —-
the end came — within the space
of three days the matter became
converted into fine grains, “as
fine as the atoms of the sun,” and
the colour the highest rep ima-
ginable, like the soundest blood
when it is congealed.” 'This was
the crown ofthe work—the “king
that had triumphed over the hor-
rors of the tomb.” There still re-
mained some further manipula-
tion before projection, or the act
of transmutation could beaccom-
plished, but having attained thus
far, the remainder was compara-
tively casy, and we conclude this
portion of our chapter with the
counsel of one of the masters:
¢ Whosocver enjoyeth this talent,
let him be sure to employ it for
of God, and the good of
his neighbours, lest he be found
ungrateful to God his creditor,
who has blest him with so great
a talent, and so be in the last day
found guilty of misproving of it,
and so condemned.’

Amongst the hicroglyphics
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with which Nicholas Flamel
adorned the fourth arch of the
Cemetery of the Holy Innocents
in Paris, and which, as he de-
clared, indicated both the truths
of religion and the secrets of al-
chemy, there was the figure of a
black man kneeling with a scroll
coming from his mouth, upon
which was written, “Take away
my blackness.” The true philo-
sophers were rccognised by the
matter which they employed for
the work of the magistry. They
spoke of their matter as ‘“one,
although it was found every-
where and in every thing, and it
could only be drawn thence by
its own virtue.” 1t was the guint-
essence which contained the prin-
ciple out of which all things are
made. A modern German phy-
siologist has declared that if we
could understand the process of
Nutrition, we should have seized
upon the secrct of Life. The
alchemists worked in this idea.
The aim they professed was to
discover the seed or germinating
principle of metals, and to dis-
cover the conditions under which
this seed grew in the bowels of
the earth, and becamelcad, silver,

old, &c. — and the different in-

uences by which one metal be-
came more precious and perfect
than another; weary work they-
had with their meltings, and dis-
tillations, and coagulations, and
fixations, and evaporations, and
¥reoipitaﬁons. It is quite in vain
‘or any onc to hope by following
the directions leftin the writings
of the great masters, to perfect

MORE ALCHEMY.

the lower metals into the higher
ones. They who posscssed the
secret—keptit! that modern
chemistry can say, is, that metals
do certainly grow in the earth;
but under what laws and condi-
tions originated, is not known.
Asregards gems, which was also
an object of alchemical research
modern science has recognised
that it is absolutely practicable
to make gems by art, although
hitherto the result has not been
perfect.

‘We are not writing a treatise
upon alchemy; all we purpose to
ourselves is to p;‘ive the point of
view from which the great old
masters of the art contemplated
it. To speak of alchemy flip-
pantly and compendiously as a
delusion, or an imposture, — and
to speak of the adepts themselves
only as either dupes or iinpostors,
is to show a very small and nar-
row spirit, & spirit in which no
sort of wisdom can take root and
rrow. ““Scest thou a man wise in

is own conceit,” says King Solo-
mon, ‘“there is more hope of a
fool than of him.” Basil Valen-
tine's instructions to those about
to address themselves to the
Great Work show that alchemists
were at least in earnest. ¢ First,
therefore, the name of God ought
to be called on religiously with a
pure heart and sound conscience
without ambition, hypocrisy, an
other abuses, such as are pride,
arrogance, disdain, worldly
boasting, and oppression of our
neffhbours, and other tyrannies
aud enormitics of that kiud, all
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which are tobe totallyeradicated
out of the heart.... or, seeing
that man hath nothing but what
his mosrt bountecous Creator
bestows upon him ... it is most
just that his first Father (who
hath created the heaven and the
earth, things visible and invisible)
be with most inward humble
prayers, srught to for the ob-
taining of them ... Whosocver.
therefore, hath resolved within
himself to seck the top of ter-
restrials, thatis, the knowledge
of the good lodging in every
creature lying dormant, or cover-
ed in stones, herbs, roots, seeds,
living creatures. plants, minerals,
metals, and the like; let him cast
behind him all worldly eares and
other appurtenances, and expect
release with his whole heart by
humble prayer, and his hope
shall not fail.” Men who began
and pursued their life-long toil
in this rpirit,are not tobe spoken
of without great respect.

The mixture in the works of
the alchemists of religious ana-
logies and fanciful allusions,
with philosophical facts, would
provoke a smile, ro we will not
go into their speculations upon
the New Jerusalem as deseribed
in the Apocalypse. With its
twelve gates of precious stones
— its streets of gold, with the
Tree of Life growing in the
midst, ‘“the leaves of which were
for the healing of the nations,” —
the “sea of glass mingled with
fire;” and the Fountain of the
Water of Life, at which who-
soever is athirst may hope’ to
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drink. We will conclude our spe-
cimens and extracts from the
alchemists, by the following
scrap from Sir George Ripley,
who wrote the Twelve Gates of
Alchemy, in fourtecen hundred
and seventy-one, which he dedi-
cated to King Edward the Fourth.
He was Canon of Bridlington, in
Yorkshire, and exempted from
the rules of his cloister in order
that he might travel in search of
knowledge. He was dignified by
the Pope, and enjoyed a great
reputation; he died in fourteen
hundred and ninety.

The Bird of Hermes * is my name,
Fating my wings to make me tame.

In the sen withouten lesso

Standeth the Bird is Hermes —

Eating his wings variable,

And thereby makete himaclf more stable.
Whien atl hig feathers be agone

Me standeth still there as a stone;

Here is now hoth white and red,

And also the stone to quicken tho dead;
All and some, withouten fable,

Both hard, and nesh, and malleable.
Understand now well aright,

And thanke God of this Light.

The following, which is signed
W. D. D. Reoman and is called
an Enigma Philosophicum, is not
one whit more easy to be under-
stood than the clear and candid
explanations; and with this we
take leave of our readers.

A PIIL

There is no light but what lives inthe sun;

Thore is no sun but which is twice
begott.

Nature and Arte the Parents; firat be-
gonne

By Nature ‘twas, but Nature perfeots

not;

* The *Bird of Hermes™ was one of
the names by which tho masters spoke of
their matter or substance.

4

ICUM.
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Arte, ‘then, what Nature left, in hand
* doth

(]
And out of one, 'a twofold work dothe
make.

A twofold worke, but such & worke
As doth admit division none at all,
{(Bee here wherein the secret most doth
lurk), g
Unless it be a mathemaiical.
It must be two, yet make it one and one,
And you do take the way tomake It none.

THE AUDIT BOARD.

Tux Board of Audit has a
history which — thanks to an
official document — it will not
cost us much trouble to tell.

Before the reign of Queen Eli-
zabeth the accounts of the erown
were examined by auditors spe-

cially comnstituted for the pur-
* pose, or by the auditors of the

and revenue; or at times, as in
the case of sheriffs, collectors of
revenue, the customs, the mint,
and the ileeper of the wardrobe,
gy the auditors of the exchequer.
ertain accounts, however, were
examined in the office of the lord
high treasurcr, as some few ac-
. counts are to this day examined
there.

In the second year of the reign
of Queen Elizabeth, two auditors
of the imprests (an imprest is an
advance of public money) were
appointed, and these oftices con-
tinued in existence till the year
one thousand seven hundred and
eightg-ﬁve. The auditors were
paid by fees on the accounts they
examined. The fees were at
established rates, but were some-
times increased by the lord high
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freasurer on 4 memorial from the
auditors that the accounts were
more voluminous than they had
formerly been, or by a voluntary

antfrom the lord high treasurer

or the pains which the auditors

had been at in making up parti-
cular accounts. The accounts of
the treasurer of the navy appear
to have occasioned the first me-
morial from the auditors for an
increased allowance. This was
upwards of two hundred years

0.

The two auditors of the im-
grests, as originally appointed,

ad no power to call upon parties
to render account, but were de-
pendent on the treasury for get-
ting them. This state of depen-
dence on the treasury continued .
during the struggle with Charles
the First; but, in the year sixteen
hundred and tzorty—nine the audi-
tors were empowered by the com-
mittee of public revenue, sitting
at Westminster, to call before
them all such persons as had re-
ceived any moneys upon imprests
or otherwise, to pass their ac-
counts according to the usual
course of the exchequer. Fees
were abolished by the same com-
mittee, and the two auditors were
allowed a fixed sal of five
hundred a-year each for them-
selves, as it was stated; and their
clerks, including all c’harges for
house-rent, pens, ink, paper, and
parchment,and all other inciden-
tal expenses.

With the restoration of Charles
the Second, the two auditors re-
turned to the former system of
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ayment by fees, and depen-
Sence on the treasury — a prac-
tice which remained in force until
the abolition of their duties sixty

ears since. "T'he accounts had
'Ky that time increased so much,
however, both in number and
bulk, that each of the auditors
was receiving not less, but even
more than sixteen thousand a-
year, and retired when the office
was abolished upon an annuit
of more than half that sum. Eac
auditor had his deguty and staff
of six or seven clerks; and, as an
example of the scale of remune-
ration to the auditors of the im-
prests, the account of the chief
cashier of the Bank of England
may be quoted; for the audit of
which there was allowed a hun-
dred pounds for every million of
capital stock managed by that
company. The feces paid for au-
diting the bank account for the
year seventeen hundred and
eigty-four excceded twenty thou-
sand pounds.

The first attempt by the House
of Commons to establish a con-
trol over the grants of parlia-
ment, and to check the appro-
priation of supplies was made in
sixteen hundred and six?-aeven;
when it was determined by the
house, that the money voted for
the Dutch war should be applied
only to the purposes of the war.
Commissioners for this purpose
were agpointed by an act for
takingthe accompts;and,by these
commissioners the strictest scru-
tiny was made, as is observed by
Pepys, who was minutely ex-
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amined before them on the-ex-
penditure of the navy. ¢That
supplies granted by parliament
are only to be expended for par-
ticular objects specified by itself,
became,” says Mr. Hallam, “from
this time an undisputed principle
recognised by frequent and, at
len constant practice.” This
may be considered the first
establishment of a parliamentary
audit; or, in other words, of an
audit to a certain extent inde-
pendent of the government. The
commissioners specially appoint-
ed in subsequent reigns under
various acts, to take and state
the public aceounts of the king-
dom, were independent of the
treasury,and Eenerally consisted
of persons who were not mem-
bers of parliament. The fune-
tions of these commissioners in-
terfered in no wa! with the duties
of the auditors of the imprests.
As yet, except by these tempo-
rary commissions, there was
no gencral scheme of control
or superintendence over the
whole of the public accounts;
and the system of allowing the
office which regulated and con-
trolled the issue of public moncy
the power of separately auditing
the expenditure, remained in
force. oney was issued by the
treasury, without account, apart
from the control of parliament.
By degrees, however, fresh at-
tempts were made to obtain com-
prehensive audit of all public
accounts. With this object the
office of the commissioners for
auditing the public accounts was
4%
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created at the suggestion of Pitt
after the American war, on the
abolition of the two auditors of
the imprests, sixty years ago.
The board consisted then of five
commissioners (two of them
being comptrollers of army ac-
counts,) paid at fixed salaries;
fees for auditing secounts having
been abolished by the same act
which appointed them.

But even by these improve-
ments no uniform plan of audit
was obtained; for there still
existed other offices independent
of one another, and responsible
to the treasury. They were the
following: — auditor of the ex-
chequer; auditor of the land
revenue; auditorofexcise ; comp-
trollers of army accounts, and
commissioncrs for the accounts
of Ireland. Other offices subsc-
quently arose out of the exigen-
cies of war and other circum-
stances; namely, those of the
commissioners for West India
accounts, in eighteenhundredand
six; and of the commissioners
for colonial accounts,eight years
later. The accounts of the subor-
dinate officers of the army, navy,
and ordnance were examined
by the respective departments,
"to whom alone those officers
were responsible, but no general
account was made up for audit
until twenty-two years ago in the
case of the navy, and nine years
ago in the case of the army and
ordnance. Since that time an

audited accountof theappropria-,accounts b

tion of the votes of parliament
for each service, and also for the
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commissariat service, has been
laid before the House of Com-
mons by the commissioners of
audit, under the act nine and ten
Victoria, chapter ninety-two.

The disadvantage and expense
attendant on a subdivided form
of audit managed in so many
unconnected offices — the want,
in fact, of compact organisation,
which is still felt more or less in
all departments of the govern-
ment — led from time to time to
fresh consolidations. In the year
eighteen hundred and thirteen
one of the commissioners for
auditing the public accounts was
appointed auditor-general of ac-
counts in the PPeninsula. He re-
turned from Lisbon six years
afterwards, and his establish-
ment was then reduced. The ex-
traordinary expenditure arising
out of the famine in Ircland, in
cighteen hundred and forty-
seven, rendered it necessary for
the commissioners of audit to
send two officers to Dublin, to
cxamine the accounts of the re-
lief commissioners during the
progress of the expenditure. It
was also at about the same time
considered nccessary by the
government to appoint a special
commission to sit in Dublin, to
examine the accounts of the ex-
penditure for the labouring poor
in Ireland.

Various duties have from time
totime been assigned tothe com-
missioners forauditingthe public
the Lords of the
Treasury, thereby making them
general advisers of the govern-
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ment in matters of account, in!

addition to their duties as audi-
tors. The duty of making up and
preparing an annual account of
the transactions of the commis-
sariat chest has also been as-
signed to the commissioners of
audit, by treasury minute dating
nine or ten years back. The
Lords of the 'I'reasury have ex-
pressed an opinion, that all ac-
counts of e cxpenditure of

ublic money should be audited
gy the commissioners for au-
diting the public accounts, and
there are now not many excep-
tions to that rule.

‘T'he board of audit now con-
sists of five commissioners; there
were once nine. ‘The chairman
has a salary of fifteen hundred
a-ycar; the four others, twelve
hundred a-year each. They are
appointed by the crown; but,
with a view to secure their in-
dependence, the appointmentis
a patent one, and, having once
been made, can only be revoked
on an address from both Houses
of Parliament to the Crown. The
salaries of these national au-
ditors are, for the same reason,
settled as fixed charges upon the
consolidated fund. Before enter-
ing on his duties, each commis-
sioner swears that he will faith-
fully perform them; and he is,
in his turn, authorised to admi-
nister to all subordinates oaths
in assurance of their true and
faithful demeanour in all things
relating to the performance of
the trust reposed in them. No
audit commissioner can sit in
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arliament. Down to the year
last expired, the cost of the
whole establishmentwas charged
on the consolidated fund. ut,
with a view to the annual revi-
sion of the main expenses of the
department by the House of
Commons, it has now to be pro-
vided for by annual estimate and
vote of that assembly. The
estimate voted last year was
ncarly fifty thousand pounds.
The cost of the department, in-
cluding the salaries of the com-
missioncrs, being about fifty-
four thousand a-year.

The board, attended by its
secretary, meet at least three
times a week for the transaction
of the higher kind of business.
But, in addition to board meet-
ings, the commissioners divide
themselves into committees of
two, for the despatch of details
not requiring general considera-~
tion. Each of these committecs
takes under its more immediate
control one or two of the interior
departments into which the work
is distributed, and the heads of
those departments attend, to
bring before the committees to
which they are subject, all
questions of doubt and diffi-

culty.

The establishment consists of
a secre with eight hundred
a-year rising to a thousand; an
inspector of naval and mili-
tary accounts with six hundred
a-year, rising to eight; ten in-

spectors with five hundred a-year
rising to six hundred and fifty;
fifteen first-class senior -
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ners with four hundred a-year|departments may be said to be
rising to five; one book-keeper,|filtered in its passage to the
with four hundred a-year rising Board. The appropriation audit
to five hundred and “fifty; one!of the commissariat chest ac-
supernumerary first-class senior;count, for presentation to par-
examiner with foor hundred|liament, is compiled wunder
a-year rising to five hundred;! the secretary’s superintendence.
twent second - class senior| This leading branch consists of
examiners, and two supernume-!the secretary, the book-keeper,
raries, all with salaries of three,'t.he chief clerk, three senior
hundred rising to three hundred second-class, and six assistant
and fifty pounds; moreover;examiners.

thirty junior examiners and two| 2. Naval and military ac-
supernumeraries whose salaries|counts.

amount from a hundred and fifty( 3. Revcnue accounts branch;
to two hundred and fifty pounds;!for auditing the customs, post-

finally, thirty assistant examiners|office, inland revenue, and

and one supernumerary, whose|sherifts’ accounts.

salaries rise from ninety pounds| 4. The public debt and pay-
oftice accounts branch. 'This

a-year to one hundred and
fort{. takes cognisanco of the accounts
The patronage of these officers! of the Bank of England, of the
is with the treasury; but, with national debt, of the paymaster-
two exceptions, all enter in the general, the pay-master of the
lowest rank, as assistant exami-: eivil scrvice in Ireland, and the

ners, and rise according to a'queen and lord treasurer’s re-

rule laid down by the commis-{membrancer in Scotland.
sioners. The exccptions are the
secretary and the inspectors in
charge of naval and military ac-
counts. These two officers re-
ceive a direct appointment from;
the treasury, and do not rise byi
gradations through the lower,
ranks. The whole establishment '
is divided into twelve branches’
or de'Bartments t—

1. The secretary’s department. |
This conducts the general busi-:
ness of the board, such as the'

preparation of minutes, reports,;
vgorrespondence, and is the de-;
: .g;rtm through which all the'

usiness, transacted by the other,

ent

5. Theiwoods and works ac-
count branch.

6. The first section of the com-
missariat branch. This attends
to commercial affairs at and
beyond the Cape of Good Hope,
namely, at the Cape and at
Ceylon, Hong Kong the
Mauritius, New South Walcs,
New Zcaland, South Australia,
Western Australia, and Van
Diemen’s Land.

7. The second scction of the
commissariat branch. This deals
with the business of the com-
missariat on this side of the
Cape.
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8and 9. Are formed by a like
division into two sections of the
colonial account branch.

10. The police and prisons
branch. Attends to the accounts
of the London and 1)ublin police,
the Irish constabulary, county-
courts, the convict service, and
all prisons.

11 and 12. Are the first and
second scction of the miscel-
laneous account branch. 'The
business of the first includes the
neccounts of all poor-law commis-
sions, of Irish lunatic asylums,
hospitals and infirmaries, of the
board of trade, the diplomatic and
the secret service. Tho other
scction of this branch takes
cognisance of all other small
accounts of the public service,
some thirty or forty in number,
and is mannecd withoncinspector,
one senior firat-class, two senior
sccond-class, three junior and
two assistant examiners, and one
temporary clerk.

The number of persons in the
establishment averages one hun-
dred and fifty persons. The tem-
porary clerks receive according
to their standing, from five to
eleven shillings a-day. The re-
tiring allowances are the same as
in other departments of the civil
service.

ainst every one whoreccives
public moncy a charge of the
amount imprested to him is en-
tered on the books of the audit
board, and the board then calls
on the receiver to discharge
himself of the sum — first, by
showing proper vouchers for the

SALAR JUNG LIBR~mY.
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money he has spent, and then by
proof that he was duly authorised
to spend it.
hen the examination of an
account is completed at the audit
office, the commissioners make
what is called a “state of the
account,” which briefly includes
the charge and discharge. This
they transmit to the treasury,
which, if satisfied therewith,
rants a warrant to  prepare it
or dcclaration. The state of the
account so warranted is then
made into a declared account,
declared by the commissioners
of audit, and signed by the
chancellor of the exchequer.
A rccord of it is entered at the
treasury; but it is in the audit
office that the document is finally
deposited. The fact is then
notified to the accountant. If
there is no balance in his hands,
the account is pronounced cven
and quit. If there be a balance,
it is notified that the charge
against the accountant is so much
and the discharge so much, and
the accountant 18 declared to be
indebted to the amount of what-
ever the balance may be. This
is the accountant’s formal ac-
uittance to the extent stated.
On the other side, for balances
improperly detained in the ac-
countant’s hands the board of
audit has power to charge him
interest; and both it and the
treasury have large and {)rompt
remedies at law against all debt-
ors to the crown.
The duties and powers of the
audit office are partially enacted

ko™
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by various statutes, and partly
the result of treasury orders. In
those of its duties for which
authorityis derived by statute the
audit board acts independently
of the treasury, and will not
admit of its interference; but in
all other respects the audit board
is subject to the treasury as its
superior power. At present, the
laws under which the board acts
are confused and dispersed; but
it is intended shortly to con-
solidate and bring them all into
one general statute. 1t is pro-
bablethat these changes will tend
to render the audit board more
independent of the treasury than
it now is.

THE OLD BOAR’'S HEAD.

Ix no history of London that
has ever been written, from the
remote time of the old author,
Fitz-Stephen, up to that of our
present Peter Cunningham, has
the gradual downfall of any
ancient house been so minutely
described as that of the Old
Boar’s [1ead Tavern, Eastcheap
by Shakspeare. GoipsmiTa and

AsHinagTON IRving have, each
in his own delightful way, treated
of the Old Boar's Head. Let
me follow its dccline and fall,
through Shakspeare.

It was, and for years had been,
a respectable and well-to-do
house at the time Prince Hal and
hig boon companions frequented
it; for the host, Quickly, was
. &thorough man of business, and
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had everﬁbody’s good word, even
that of his wife; but after his
death there was a great change
for the worse, and, in the end,
utter ruin. Falstaff and his
followers got into the widow’s
debt. He borrowed money of
her, and even got her to sell her
goods and chattels;” introduced
such characters as Doll Tear-
sheet into the house, promised
to marry her, then went off into
the country to beat about for
recruits, and when he returned
found her in prison. ‘I he charac-
ter of the old tavern sank lower
and lower; a man was killed
during a brawl in the house;
Widow Quickly took in common
lodgers; married that bouncing;
cowardly, ‘“swaggering rascal,’
Pistol. Then Falstaff died in it.
Her new husband left her and
went to the wars; and finally she
died in the hospital.

It stood in a commanding si-
tuation — the high road from the
Tower to Westminster. All the
royal processions — and there
were 8 many in its palmy days —

assed the door of the Old Boar’s
i:(ead before turning into Grass-
church Street, and on to the Con-
duit and Standard on Cornhill.
Behind it and near at hand was
the river, old London Bridge,
Billingsgate, with its fishermen
and watermen, who had only to
step a few yards up the gradual
ascent, and in at the back door
of the tavern to obtain whatever
they pleased to call for, from
those obliging drawers, Tom,
Dick, and Francis: and from the
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latter they were sure to obtain a
civil “Anon, anon, sirs,” how-
ever busy he might be. Nor was
it an ﬁeat distance from Lead-
enhall Market, where the artifi-
cers worked who prepared the
pageants; and these, we may be
sure, often dropped in to pick up
what news they could from the
followers of the Prince, and to
ascertain when they were likely
to have a job to repaint the Nine
‘Worthies, silver the angels, and
ild the dragons, which had been
ut little used during the reign of
Richard the Second, who passed
the old tavern when he was led a
risoner to the Tower by Hal's
ather, the ambitious Boling-
broke. Host Quickly'was a man
of business, and would never
lose an ogportunity of contribu-
ting to these pageants, and of
showing his loyalty — whoever
might be king — by throwing
over the balustrades of his galle-
the ta};les that decorated his
ining chambers, which would
hang down as low as the ‘“red-
lattice,” where Bardolph often
stood to cool his nose, which was
of the same colour as the painted
casement. He would not even
allow his business to be inter-
rupted by so coveted a customer
as Prince Hal; for when he and
Poins were both calling the
drawer at the same time, and
simple sugar-stick-loving Francis
stood amazed, not knowingwhich
way to go, Host Quickly stepped
up with a brief sharp ¢ What!
stand’st thou still, and hear'st
such a calling? Look to the
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ests within.” Then as if he
ad not seen their mad pranks
with the drawer, he politely ac-
quainted the Prince tﬁnt Falstaff
and some half-dozen more are at
the door, and asked if it was his
pleasure that they should be let
m. Such a man was sure to get
on, and deserved the encourage-
ment he reccived; for, e
Prince when speakinq of him to
Dame Quickly, said, *Ilove him
well; heis an honest man.” And
when Falstaff complained of
having had his pocket picked in
the tavern, he indignantly said,
¢t the tithe of a hair was never lost
in my house before.” He allowed
no Doll Tear-sheets, or swagger-
ing Pistols, or butchers’ wives 1o
come in and ‘‘borrow vinegar,”
hang about the tavern, or be fa-
miliar with his wife, while he was
alive; but made the Old Boar's
Head one of the most respectable
houses in the City of London
while his wife was known far and
wide as ‘a2 most sweet wench,”
and was compared, by Hal him-
self, no mean_authority, to the
‘‘honey of Hybla.” His Pome-
apate-room was always kept a
rich warm orange colour, where,
by the winter fire, such guests as
Smooth the silkman loved to con-
gregate; while the Halfmoon-
arlour had a cool look in the
ottest day of summer, with its
silver white walls; and in the
Dolphin-chamber you might sit
for the long hour together, and
admire the tapestry, on which
Arion sat on the sea-green
monster’s back, while the waves -
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looked almost as natural as those
which were ever rolling about the
confined arches of old London
Bridge. No marvel that such.a
man had parcel-gilt cups, plate
of every description, rooms hung
with arras, and ‘“noblemen of
the court at the door.” Iie lived
in drys when the City was the
‘West-end, and the neighbour-
hood of the Tower was covered
with the mansionsof the nobilitz 3
and many of those, no doubt, like
Prince Hal, ‘“loved him well,”
and knew him to be an “honest
man,” though he did occasional-
ly, like the hosts of the present
czz.y, adulterate his liquors, and
ut ‘‘lime in his sack.” He died
efore Prince Hal ascended the
throne, and, though the heir-
apparent still used the house oc-
casionally, the Old Boar’s Head
was never again what it had been
during the lifetime of Minc Host
Quickly.
After his death there was a
rcat change in the Old Boar’s
Ecnd. Falstaff, who seldom let
slip the opportunity of ingratia-
ting himself in the good ces
of Dame Quickly, even in her
husband’s lifetime, called her his
¢“tristful queen,” when enacting
the part of the king before Prince
Hal,and otherways complimented
her on many similar occasions;
and now_he not only lived at
‘“rack and manger” himself, but
quartered his lawless followers
on the too-casy widow. After his
exploits at Shrewsbury, about
which he used to tell as many un-
truths as he formerly had told of
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the men in buckram at Gadshills
he sat where he liked, and not
onzz called for what he pleased
without paying for it, but getting
the fond foolish woman into the
Do]Phin-cha.mber, he would,
while sitting at the round table,
at a sea-coal fire, borrow her
money, and talk about marrying
her, then spend it before her face
on such disreputable characters
as Doll Tear-sheet. Then she
became irritable, maudlin, and
fond to foolishness; at one hour
abusing him, the next sueing him
for what he owed her, and almost
in the same breath offering to

awn her very gown to support

im in his extravagance: thonﬁh
at the same time, as she said, ‘“he
was oating her out of house and
home.” orse than all, she
sat down and drank with the
disreputable company Falstaff
brought to the tavern, talked sad
nonsense over her cups about
what Master Tisick the deputy
and Master Dumb the minister
said of her honosty and respecta-
bility ; and this to the very per-
sons who made her house infa-
mous. As for Falstaff, instead
of pitying and protecting her, he
added insult to injury; spoke of
her before the chief justicc as
having become distraught, said
that she had been in ¢ good case”
once, but that poverty had dis-
tracted her; and then before that
dignitary’s face took the poor
fond weak-minded croature aside,
and persuaded her to pawn’her
plate and arras, which he told
her was only “bed-hangings and
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fleabitten ta})es ,” and that any
¢ glight drolle in water-works
was worth a thousand of these
ancient heirlooms; while glass
was better than those parce -ai.lt
cups, which had so long been the
ride of the Old Boar's Head.
;.)l‘he master’s eye was no longer
there to overlook; the master-
mind that reduced all to order
was gone. Smooth the silkman
would fight shy of the house, for
the rumoured change would soon
reach Lombard Street. Tisick
the deputy would shun it. Dumb
the minister, after a few shar
remonstrances, in which Fals
would laugh him to scorn, would
cross over the way whenever he
went past; and even Keech the
butcher’s wife would steal in at
the back door, for but few of the
female neighbours would carc to
claim acquaintanceship with a
woman who drank canary with
Mistress Tear-sheet; and was
continually having the city-watch
at her door to quell some brawl.
Francis the drawer had,no doubt,
long bofore things came to this
pass, taken Prince Hal’s advice,
shown his indentures a fair pair
of heels, and left some other to
ery “Anon, anon, sir,” through
the deafening cliniting of pewtcr.
The plate was melted, the ta-
pestry pawned; the Pomcgranate-
room was the colour of a Novem-
ber fog, the Half-moonparlour a
dead dirty white. Arion and his
dolphin had gone — having been
carried off and sold. The green
ceiling, which gave such a cool
sea-like look to the apartment,
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was peeling off; the quaintly-
ca.rvel()l mant.el-pi:ace clog Zh

dust; and instead of that look of
cleanliness which gave such a
charm to the Old Boar's Head,
nothing would be scen but ne-
glect, decay, and dirt. Falstaff,
as he told Shallow, still saw old
Jane Nightwork; she was then
very old, and it could only have
been as charwoman at the tavern
in East-chcap where he met her;
for, the Windmill in St. George's
Ficlds went to the dogs after old
John Nightwork died. And now
old Jane went out to clean, ate

‘| broken victuals in the scullery

and ran errands, perhaps for Doli
T'ear-sheet, hunting up Sneak the
streetmusician whenhe was want-
ed, or running for Fang to ar-
rest some customer who kicked
up a disturbance, and refused to
pay his reckoning. ¢Oh, whata
falling off was there!”

The large chair in which Fal-
staff sat to enact the part of king,
when he drank a cup of sack to
make his eyes look red, before
rcbukinlil’rince Hal, was by this
time either broken up or sold.
The cushion which he placed on
his head for a erown, had long
lain under one of the benches;
and many a cur had coiled itself
up, and slept on it for hours
together unheeded. Bardolph’s
nose now stood boldly out in its
fiery crimson from the weather-
stained and unpainted lattice;
and as for NeH , a8 Mistress
Quickly was too familiarly called,
she would sit neglecting her busi-
ness, sipping with Doll Tear-
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-sheet, and telling her *“that she
had known Falstaff twenty-nine
years come peascod-time;

man never lived.” Jack mean-
time, with Nym and Pistol, were
having the run of the house,while
that villainous boy was ever pla-
guing Bardolph about his nose;
and the poor old man, the truest
friend Falstaff had, and who had
served him faithfully ¢fort
years,” would sit ?ipart, and sig
over the good old times which
had decpartcd never to return
again: sometimes saying to his
master, ‘‘you cannot live long,”
though such kindly warnings
were unheeded by the gormandi-
sing knight: while as for Nell
Quickly she sat with closed eyes,
and went drifting headlong to
ruin.

Lower and lower fell the cha-
racter of the Old Boar's Head;
almost every hour of the day and
night would the maudlin widow,
inhopes of quelling theriot,brawl-
ing, and drunkenness, ¢for-
swear keeping house, rather than
be in those tirrits and frights.”
Falstaff and Bardolph were ‘on
his Majesty’s service ”’ inthe coun-
try, making all the money they
could for themselves, out of the
Mouldys and Bullcalfs they were
enlisting, and living on the fat of
the land, in Gloucestershire, with
Justice Shallow: while at home
those thorough-paced rascals,
Pistol and Nym, were quarrelling
for the hand of Dame Quickly,
. like wreckers over a salvage. The
%1d tavern had now become a

and!
that an honester or truer-hearted !
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common lodging-house, ‘there
had been & man or two killed in
it,” and it had become dangerous
to go into the place. A watch
was set about thedark courts and
alleys which lay around the spot,
ezpcciu.lly such as led to the foot
of the bridge, for there were
suspicious whisperings afloat,
dark hints of foul play, and dead
bodies that had becn thrown into
the giver, to shoot the bridge,
and be drawn by the boiling
eddies deep down, never more to
arise until the sound of Doom.
The gallery from which Quickly
used to hang out his tapestry on
gala-days, was now broken and
dangerous, and looked as if it
would, at any hour, topple down
upon the heads of the passengers
below; the round table which
stood on it and had formerly been
the ornament of the Dolphin-
chamber, was covered with dust
and the marks of muddyale,while
one broken leg was splice& with
unsightly rope, the work of some
waterman. Low fellows, em-
ployed on the wharves and river
orters, costardmongers, an

shmongers, and such as plied
in the streets, now occupied i,
pl?i.ng at shovel-grote,drinking,
and quarrelling all day iong, and
insu.ltini')every passenger in the
street. Doors were hanging half-
off the hinges, balustrades were
broken, windows patched and
sto ped up with paper and rags,
behind which sat women — even
a grade lower than Doll Tear-
sheet, who had run her race, and
was t'knin the hospital. It was
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a bad house, shunned by every
one who respected himself, and
only frequented by those who had
no character to lose. Nym and
Pistol, when not quarrelling were
gambling, then disputing about
their bettings; and, though both
arrant cowards, threatening to
¢“gcour their rapiers” on each
other, then compounding in
money and drink; and patching
up a hollow peace, while Dame
Quickly was ever threatening to
shut up the housc. Even she had
been dragged off to prison to ac-
count for the death of some
customer, and what little she
{)ossessed had gone to obtain her
iberty. After this, she fell so
low, that she married Pistol: a
fellow whom Doll had many a
time ealled ¢ cut-purse cheat,and
juggler.” And, now, she could
no longer lift up her head, and
say wifﬁ pride, as when Quickly
was alive, ‘1 am an honest man’s
wifc;” for, a greater cur, and a
more thorough - grained rogue
than Pistol, had never set foot on
the causeway of Eastcheap.

Last scene of all — amid all
this vice, wretchedness, poverty,

and misery — poor, broken-heart-
ed Falstaff, was one day brought:
in from the Fleet 1[’n-ison , by Bar- '
dolph, to die. Prince Hal was!
now king‘, and had not only;
shaken off all hisold companions,
but had threatcned them with

unishment, if they came a-near

im. Poor Jack was lying up-
stairs in a dilapidated chamber,
on & bed, the hangings of which,

had long before been sold by
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Nell, to supply him with mon

On that April day, when his :ﬁi
boon companion rode by on his
way from the Tower, to be
crowned king at Westminster,
Bardolph, his nose paler thanin
formerdays, stood on the broken
balcony, and sighed as the pro-
cession passed, while he thought
of his kind old master, dymng
neglected within. Even the young
king, after raising his eyes for a
moment to glance at the house
where he had held so many of
his mad merrymakinq:, seemed
saddened when he beheld its
altered coundition; nor did he
raise his head again, until his
attention was roused by the
surrounding nobles, to the gaudy
pageant which stretched across
Grass-church Street.

There was a smell of May in
the ‘“simple market of Bucklers-
bury,” and whenever Falstaff sat
amid the buzzing of flies in his
stifling chamber, ‘babbling of
green fields,” thither faithful
Bardo]gh would go, if he could
either beg, or borrow, a (iv(roa.
and purchase flowers to deck an
sweeten his apartment; for, they
set the poor invalid talking of
the summer-arbour in which he
had eaten last year's pippins with
Shallow, and of the pleasant
head-lands that werethen waving
with red wheat. And now his
clothes were a world too wide
for him; he could have buckled
that villainous boy within his
belt, who had no pity for him,
but when he complained of feel-
ing cold, would with a grin, bid



62 THE OLD BOAR’S HEAD.

Bardolph ¢ put his nose between |pranks he and Hal played in her
the sheets, and do the office of a|younger days, unconscious that
warming-pan.” ‘The lowjlodgers|the awakening of such recollec-
were ever running in and out,|tions pierced him like the wound
slamming the doors all day lon?. of a dagger. All those hollow
Pistol was constantly quarrel-|friends, who had buzzed about
lingwithN m, and his own wife, him like summer flies in the
and begrudging every little kind- | sunshine of his prosperity, had
ness she showed to Falstaff; and |[now forsaken him, leaving only
she, in her half-crazed way,|Nell and Bardolph behind, while
muddled with drink, and ill-olad. [the nose of the latter paled and
would, every now and then,{grew sharper, through weary
come hurrying in, with her hair|vigils, and affectionate offices,
hanging about her face; fond,|smoothing his pillow, straighten-
foolish, and maudlin ; telling him |ing his white hair, and holding
how she should never be hagpy the sack-cup to his lips. When
any more, since she couldn’t;he cxpired, true-hearted Bar-
have him; and he, feeling that doli)h, with the tears in his eyes,
he had brought her to that state, |exclaimed — ¢“Would, I were
would sit and wish that he had {with him, wheresome’er he is,
his life to live over again, while!either in heaven or in hell.” A
he vowed within himself, 1f such!godless prayer, which the ac-
a thing could be, how diiferently cusing angel would see recorded
he would act. Sometimes Sneak, |with a sigh, for there must have
the street musician, would half|been something loveablo about
madden him, by the horrible poor Jack, to have awakened
noisc he made, while la{’inito such a wish.
the drunken guests in&e roken| They would bury him in the
balcony: and old Jane Night-old City churchyard, at the foot
work, would be constantly mo-lof the bridge, for he would be
ving about him in her dirt and too heavy a corpse to carry far.
ugliness. Sometimes he would |Bardolph and Nell would be chief
repeat to himself the words mourners at the funeral, though
Prince Hal uttered, when he!NymandPistol would make some
thought he was dead, while lying: pretended show of grief. Even
beside Percy on the battle-ﬁclﬁ{gy the grave-side, that evil boy
of Shrewsbury, and say with alwould keep on jesting about Bar-
sigh, “I could have better spared !dolph’s nose; and the good-na-
agetter man.” Then Nell would tured fellow, who had served
bid him be of good cheer, and as Falstaff faithfully for near forty
he ¢“fumbled with the sheets, and years, would answer, that ‘“the
played with the flowers,” would, fuel was gone that maintained
Eoor simple soul, try to amuse that fire,” for his drink “was all
__ him, by telling him of the mad| he riches he got in his service.”
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Keech the butcher’s wife, and
Smooth the silkman, would, in
remembrance of the many merry
dinners he and the deceased had
enjoyed at the Lubber's-head in
Lom{ud Street, follow; and
Dumbleton, who would not —
with Bardolph forsecurity —trust
him satin enough to make a cloak,
would be a looker-on. Dumb, the
minister, would read the solemn
burial service, and between the
pauses would be heard theroarin
of the river, as it rushed throug!
the narrow arches of old London
Bridge. Old Jane Nightwork, in
§or shabby attire, would mingle
with the assembled crowd. Then
the funeral procession would
return, and that would be the|
last time a respectable compan
assembled inthe Old Boar's Head.

On an after day, Henry the
Fifth would ride by, with the
plaudits of assembled thousands
ringing in his cars, after the
great victory he had won at
Agincourt. Perhaps he would
look at the old house, as he
passed, then shut up, and in
ruins, and would think of his old
hostess, who had died in the
hospitaf — of Falstaff, who slept
his long sleep in the 5reen
churchyard by the river-side —
of the happy days, when he
played the part of drawer, within
those decaying walls — and sigh
for the sound sleep he enjoyed
there, before he found his kingly
crown a

Polished perturbation, golden care,
That kept the ports of slumber open wide

‘To many a watchful night,
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and bringing troubles he never
dreamed of while he was called
¢a Corinthian, a lad of mettle,
a good boy,” by every drawer in
the Old Boar's Head.

ROUTINE,

‘Whauar is this Rouring, of which
we hear so many loud com-
plaints ? It is merely a fixed order
of managing the details of any
business, and is not only harm-
less, but useful in its proper sub-
ordinate place. Then what do
we mean by stu;')id, mischievous,
fatal Routine. 'The greatest dis-
order carried on under an ap-
pearance of order; the culture
of forms with a neglect of reali-
ties; the employment of means
without a reference to the end;
the part setting up itself as inde-

cndent of the whole to which it

elongs; the automaton imitating
the work of the living, thinking
man; these are so many contri-
butions to a full definition of bad
routine. ltis the work of grave
fools employed
“In dropping buckets into empty wells,

Andgrowing old indrawingnothing np.”

He was an old routinier who
locked the stable-door, after the
horse had been stolen. Another
of the same family started a
slow-coach to compete with the
rail. Routine, when he wears the
black gown, goes on mumbling
to Thirteenthly, while the con-
gregation snores. In other cha-
racters, he Bla.ya the organ
while nobody blows the bellows ;
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marches up the hill in order to
march down againj fixes pumps
where there is no water; sinks
shafts where there is no coal;
serves out rations of becf to ve-
getarians; and has alwas a good
. supply of heavy clothing, and
Witney blankets ready for hot
weather. °

The ancestry of Routine is re-
spectable, and may generally be
traced to some relationship with
reality. As an example — it i«
said that among the Mongol
Tatars, praycrs are offered to
Buddha by means of small
wheels placed across streams,
and turned by the water. So
many turns; so' many prayers!
The devout routinier sets his
little wheel in motion, then
smokes his pipe, or goes to sleep,
and wakes with a consciousncss
of having prayed so long. Most
probably, in ecarlier times, the
water-wheel served as a rosary,
or as an accompaniment to some
real act of piety. The reality was
forgotten; the form, or routine,
remained. Would the reader un-
derstand how the kernel may
Eerish while the shell is carefully

oarded; how the life, the in-
forming spirit may depart, and
leave in good preservation all the
red tape, parchment, and other
integuments of the body; let him
read our simple parable of the
‘Water Carriers.

THRE WATER CARRIERS.

. In the land of Routine — a
rather extensive region — the

ROUTINE.

people had long suffered from a
scarcity of pure water, and it
was well-known that diseases
and deaths were caused by
drinking from polluted strcams.
To remedy the evil, a few bene-
volent and laborious explorers
devoted themselves to the work
of bringing down pure water
from a neighbouring hilly coun-
try. The results of their enter-
prise  were hailed with the
greatest delight, and men, wo-
men, and children, who were
dyving of thirst, revived when
they  canght a glimpse of the
sparkling  fluid. The original
water-carriers were decked with
badges and hououred as saviours
of the people; while the yokes
and buckets used in the first
journey to the springs were pre-
served among national trophies.

Thus the original Guild of
Water Carriers was founded. Tt
became numerous and powerful,
and, in the course ¢f time, made
great improvements in its re<
sources. Instead of the simple
means first used, pipes and
cisterns were laid down, to con-
duct water from the hills into the
dwelling of every man in the
land, and reasonable rates for
the use of these advantages were
cheerfully paid by the people.
The water company was, in-
deed, the chief organ of life, in-
dustry, and progress all over the

country.
But when public spirit had
declined, and indolence had

followed success, the members
of the guild began to regard
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their own welfare as something
separate from that of the people.
They preserved their badges

made a parade of the origmai
buckets, and asserted their own
exclusive right of supplyin,

water throughout the land o

Routine. Meanwhile, they al-
lowed their works to fall into a
ruinous condition. Fountains
were choked, pipes burst, and
cisterns became leaky; but the
old rates for expenses of buckets
badges, and other insi [

the guild were still levied; and,
indeed, increased in amount,
proportionately as the supply of
water diminished. The so-called
watermen, extended their organi-
sation, and appointed each other
as chicf overseers, surveyors of|
cisterns, inspectors of pipes, and
other officials, too numerous to
be mentioned. They met to-
g}:sther, dined, made speeches on
the fine qualities of their water,
and defined the proper shapes
and sizes of buckets. As they
enjoyed wealth and leisure, they
became scientific and metaphy-
sical; they analysed water, dis-
cussed the conditions of its
purity, and found that the most
essential was, that it should be
supplied by the men who wore
the badges. They instituted a
course of lectures on buckets,
held discussions on the modes of
wearing the badge; and, atlast,
carried thcir refinements so far
as to assert, that the people
wanted, not more water, but a
grand, original, decorated water-

company. 8o, in talk, at least,
llousehold Words. XXXIII.
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there was a plentiful supply of
the fluid. - It v]v)a.s —_ PPY

‘Walter, water everywhere,
And not a drop to drink!"

But, while the guild was
flourishing, the people were
again suffering from thirst, and
drinking from muddy streams. °
Several adventurers went out to
find the pure fountains in the
hilly country. They were simple,
practical men, rather rudel
dressed, without badges; and,
having no permission to use the
original buckets, they carried the
precious fluid in all kinds of ves-
sels — rude crockery, tins 'fmns
— anything that would hol wa-
ter. 'These irregularities offend-
ed the brethren of the gi;uild, who
commenced actions of trespass
against the adventurers, ecriti-
ciscd the new buckets, laughed
at the inelegant shapes of the
crockery, and cited several cases
of extremely old people, who had
died some few years after drink-
ing the heterodox water.

t would be unfair to represent
that the old routiniers had been
altogether idle and indifferent
during the time of general dis-
tress from drought. It is true,
they did not mend their pipes
and cisterns; but they found em-
ployment of another kind. Be-
side their common quarrel with
the Irregular Watermen, they
had among themselves a family-
feud between the two parties of
Blue and Yellow, so named from
the colours of their respective
empty buckets; and it unfor-
tunately happened that, just in

b
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the time of the great drought,'they found nothing better than a
ishis qua.rﬂel ha((li become culrious- -blue speech of ﬁvs columns — all
y complicated and highly in-;aboutyellow buckets!
teresting. On the outside of the; Here ends our parable; for it
l?uiul-g bu:lll 5 gothin? _cgultti‘ ﬂb;gjdest(éribes tl:.e prqxsuantil:x staltf og tlu;
ea ud complaints o ;water-question in the Land o
want of water, and the ruinouszoutin%. 1f any reader doubts it,
condition of the aqueducts: let him visit the country (it is not
and Yelton controverdy secmed saltry weather. o will see tha
nd y w controversy s ) e will 8
interminable. In the street it was. broken pipes and leaking cis-~
common to see some irregular terns; while, among these ruins,
waterinen, stopping a routinier he will observe how numerous
to inquire if anything had been are ¢“the true original” (but very
done for .}hg w:n-kﬁ y and the lsltt- :dry) watermen, l:v ?( wear badges,
Jotost ‘mows of a sih. division. abogt doclaiming agatast all S
among the yellows. By some regular proceedings.
chance, an irregular man gained |
admission to the hall, and asked THE TERRACES.
the president to fix a time whcnl In a certain colony, the land
the state of the public water- was arranged in tcrraces, or as
works would be considcred. The steps, one rising a few feet above
president — a jocular old gentle-|another. The base was a level,
Hom mrat ho postponed sin die; Teeobd. the drainage from h
or until the ‘“yellow buckets shaliitcrraces, and was, consequently,
have ended their dispute;” and;very unwholesome. The safety
he added, with a smile, ¢ T’hough lof the whole colony depended on
now in good health and spirits,!the firmness of the dikes or em-

I can hardly hope to survive that
day.” The complaints of the
people at last compelled the

uild to go through the form of a
giacussion on the state of the
waterworks; but it was 8o ma-
naged as to lead to nothing more
than the old question of blue and
yellow. The dwellers in the Land
of Routine rose in the morning,
after the grand debate, and
eagerly pecrused their papers,
hoping to find some -plan for
mending pipes and cisterns; but

]bankmeuts, which held back an
{immense body of water, and in
old times had been so well con-
structed that it was supposed
they would last for ever.

ach terrace was occupied by
‘a certain class of settlers: the
ipeople on the Clay Level lived in
mean cottages; above them, the
settlers on the first pla,t.f,orm,
styled Comfort Terrace, inhabit-
e(i7 rather small but convenient
houses, and were mostly employ-
ied in trade. On the higher
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ground, Golden Terrace had its
mansions, gardens, carriage-
roads, and other signs of opu-
lence. Above, Rank Terrace
was, in reality, not better than
the golden platform; but its oc-
cupiers were allowed to wear cer-
tain badges, greatly coveted by
the Goldeners. On the highest
gla.tform, Government Terrace,

y its august symbols of power
and dignity, cast a shade over all
inferior grandeur.

It was the main feature of so-
ciety throughout the colony,
that, on every terrace, the resi-
dents visited among themselves,
refused to associate with the
lower orders, and industriously
strove to find certain zigzag
paths u{oI to the next higher plat-
form. pward — ever upward!
This was the constant movement
of the terrace-people — from
Comfort to G‘roldl: from Gold to
Rank, and from this (by a very
easy flight of stairs) to Govern-
ment Terrace. Everywhere, it
was a point of ctiquctte to avoid
allusions to the Cilay Level — ex-
cepting some special occasions,
when 1t was recognised as an in-

_ evitable nuisance. But, in almost
every country, we find some re-
markable anomaly in the customs
of society. In the terrace-colony
there was a strange ceremony,
now and then performed by the
higher classes, when they de-
scended from their terraces, en-
tered the cottages of the dwellers
on Clay Level, shook hands with
the lower orders, fondled their
dirty children, and distributed
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sums of money. It was a farce,
acted in commemoration of cer-
tain institutions otherwise for-
gotten.

In ordinary times the terrace-
people were all so busy in climb-
ing, or finding out the zigzag
paths leading upward, that they
almost forgot the fact that, in
former ages, the dikes had been
sometimes broken down by inun-
dations, and had required for
their repair the labour of every
man in the colony. Once, there
had been a spade in eve: ’house;
butontheterraces the rude imple-
ment had been exchanged for a
tiny toy-spade, made of gold or
silver, and tied as a badge to a
button-hole.

Mecanwhile, the higher people
boasted of the glorious consti-
tution of the dikes which were
leaking at their foundations. The
water, flowing through subter-
raneous channels, found its way
down to the Clay Level, and
made that district very unwhole-
some. For a time, this served
only as a stimulant to the climb-
ing process. Every one endea-
voured to go upward, as far as
possible, from the malaria of the
swampy land. But the water
rose, higher, and still higher,
until the people of Comfort I'er-
race began to complain of their
damp houses. Up from Clay
Level to Golden Terrace rose
the stream of stagnant pools, and
even Rank complained of an op~
pressive quality of the air. Then
came plans of reform; but the
little silver spades could do mo-

H#
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thing. Many theories were pro-

ounded. Waterproof floors were
aid down for the comfort of the
higher classes, “But,” said one,
¢it is not the rising of the water
that hurts us; it is the bad evapo-
ration from the Clay Level.” —
¢¢'We must pump back the water
into the Level,” said another.
A coal-merchant recommended
large fires; a practical man, who
hated all new and comprehensive
measures, advocated mops! “Let
it come, and mop it up as it
comes!” said this genius. An-
other man, of a merry disposi-
tion, declared that the evil was
pa.rtiy imaginary. A melancholy
man asserted, that it was, like
many other grievances, simply
inevitable. Many,however, traced
symptoms to their causes, and
complained that ¢“the dikes had
been neglected;” but the com-
glainants had formerly voted in

avour of the scheme of setting
aside the real workmen with the
real spades, and giving the cus-
tody of the dikes into the hands
of the idlers on Rank Terrace,
who wore silver-spades at their
button-holes. The question of the
dike-system could hardly be
mooted without reealling unplea-
sant recollections; for example:
that A. 8. and c., on Comfort Ter-
race, had voted for the infant son
of ». on Rank Terrace, when he
was appointed as Grand Dike
Conservator and High Guardian
of the Silver Spade. All the ter-
races had combined in enacting
lathhat none of the men of

sy

evel, however well they|of
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might handle real spades, should
meddie with the structure of the
dikes.

In the neighbourhood of the
colony, there lived an eccentric,
old hermit — a student of geo-
logy—who loved to pore beneath
the surfaces of things. Irom
time to time, he had sent warn-
ings to the dwellers on the ter-
races, telling them that the em-
bankments were in an unsound
condition; but his theories had
been commonly rejected as too
wide and impracticable. In the
greso.ut emergency, he repeated

is admonitions: ‘* Your plan of
separate interests on your several
terraces,” said he, ‘‘is very pretty,
and the silver spadecs are neat de-
corations; but — the dikes are
leaking! Their repair requires
the united efforts of the whole
colony. ¥orget ComfortTerrace,
Golden Terrace, and Rank Ter-
race. Ask not on what platform a
man may dwell; but demand, as
the great qualification in every
publicoflicer, that heshallhandle
well a real spade. Throw away
the silver toys, with the ribbons
and other trumpery, and march
away — shoulder to shoulder —
fine broad-cloth and fustian, to -
the repair of the dikes; or, as
surely as water finds its level,

ou will be all drowned!” — ¢ He
18 & revolutionist!” said the men
of Rank Terrace; and the old
man’s counsel was rejected.

So the leak continued, grow-
ing wider and wider, from day to
day, and sapping the foundations

the dike. There it stood under-
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mined, wearing away, trembling
with every pulsation of the great
mass of water, until, at last, it
fell, and down came the roaring
#Hlood, covering the Clay Level
and dashini wave after wave,
higher and higher, on the ter-
races. Now, from Comfort, Gold
and Rank Terraces the pecople
ran to the old hermit, beggin
for advice. But his ecalm ad-
monition was changed to bitter
mockery. “Why come to me?”
said he, ‘it is too late for philo-
sophy. Words can do nothing
now. DBut never despair! Dull
your pretty little silver spades
from your button-holes, and stop
the inundation!”

MR. PHILIP STUBBES.

Thenew palace at Westminster
is a very magnificent building, in
(1 am quite willing to belicve Sir
Charles Barry), the purest style
of Gothic architecture; and the
large, not to say extravagant,
sumns of moncy which have been,
and will be for the next half-cen-
tury or so, expended in its erec-
tion, speak highly for the wealth
and resources of this favoured
empire. The Horse Guards Blue,
also, are a splendid body of men.
1 scarcely know what to admire
most in their cquipment: their
black horses with the long tails,
their bright hehnets — likewise
with long tails — their jack-
boots, or their manly mous-
tachios. Among the officers of
this superb corps are tobe found,
I have been told, some of the
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brightest ornaments of our ju-
venile aristocracy. Dut, admiring
them, I cannot quite withhold my
meed of admiration for the
Queen’s beefeaters — for the
Royal coachman, the Royal foot-
men, the Royal outriders, and the
Honourable Corps of Gentlemen-
at-Arms. In all these noble and
expensively-dressed institutions,
I am proud to recognise signs of
the grandeur and prosperity of
my country. Likewise in the El-
der Brethren of the Trinity
Ilouse, the Liord Mayor’s barge
and the Liord Mayor’s court; the
loving cup, the Old Bailey black
cap, the Surrey Sessions, St.
George’s Hall at Liverpool, the
Manchester Athensum, the Scott
Monument at Edinburgh, special
juries, the Board of Health, and
the Crystal I’alace at Sydenham.
What a pity it is that, in the face
of all these grand and flourishing
establishments, there should be
an inevitable necessity for the
existence of Model Prisons, Re-
formatories, Ragged Schools,
Magdalen Ifospitaﬁ, and Admi-
nistrative Reform Associations!
What a pity it is that, with our
fleets and armies that cost so
many millions of money, and
look — and are — so brave and
serviceable, there should be in-
competent commanders,ignorant
administrators,and imbecile sub-
ordinates!

How many other pities need to
be recounted to show that we are
in a bad way? Nced we turn to
the collective wisdom assembly,
the house of Parler and Mentir,
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with its feeble jokes, logic-
chopping, straw-splitting, tapo-
?in , tape-untying to tic again;
ouble-shuffling, word-cating,
quipping-quirking, and wanton-
wileing eed we notice the re-
currence of that, to me, fiendish-
ly-insolent word ‘‘laughter,”
at speckles parliamentary de-
bates like a murrain? Are we
not in & bad way while we have
Chancery suits sixty years old,
and admirals and generals on ac-
tive service, eighty? Are we not
in a bad way when working peo-
ple live in styes like hogs, and,
with little to eat themseclves, have
always a knife and fork laid (by
the chief butler, Neglect) for the
guest who may be expected to
ine with them from day to day
— the cholera? Isitmnotto bein
a bad way to be at war, to pay
double income tax, to be aflicted
with a spotted fever in the shape
of gambling that produces a de-
lirium — sending divines from
their pu]Eits to stockjobbing,and
turning English merchants and
bankers, whose integrity was
once proverbial, into cheats and
swindlers? Surely, too, it must
be a bad way to be in, to see re-
ligion painted upon banners, and
temdpera.nce carted about like a
wild-beast show,and debauchery
in high places; to have to give
courts and church,
schools, laws and learning, youth
and age, the lie; and as the old
balladist sings in the “ Soul’s Er-
rand,”

“ I¢ still they should reply,
Then give thom still the le.,™

arts and,
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But bad as is the state of things
now-a-days, it was an hundred
times worse, I opine, in the days
of the six acts, the fourpenny
stamp, the resurrcction men, the
laws that were made for every de-
gree, and so hanged people for
almost every degree of crime. It
was worse when there were penal
enactments against Catholics,
and arrests by mesne process. 1t
was worse before steam, before
vaccination, before the Habeas
Corpus, ‘before the Reformation;
it was certainly an incomparably

more_ shocking state of things
in the days of Mr. Philip
Stubbes.

And who was Mr. Philip

Stubbes? Dames and gcntles,
he flourished circa Anno Domini
fifteen eighty-five, in what have
been hitherto, but most er-
roneously, imagined to be the

almy days, of Queen Elizabeth.
Emnenta. le delusion! There
never could, according to Mr.
Stubbes, have cxisted a more
shocking state of things than in
the assumed halcyon age of Good
Quecen Bess. For what, save a
profound conviction of the
wickedness and immmorality of
the age, could have moved our
author to write and publish, in
the year eighty-five, that famous
little twelvemo volume called —
The Anatomie of Abuses: being
‘a Discourse or Brief Summarie of
isuch Notable Vices and Cor-
jruptions as mow raigne in many

{Christian Countreys in the
Worlde: but (especially) in the
Countrey of Ailgna; Together
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with most Fearful Examples of
God’s Judgements, executed
upon the Wicked for the same,
as well in Ailgna of late as in,
other Places elsewhere. Veryi
Godlye: To be read of all True:
Christians everywhere, but most
chiefly to be re[.lta.rded in Eng-
land. Made Dialoguewisc. By
Philip Stubbes.

Ailgna, it need scarcely be
said, 1s England, and the abuses,
vices, and corruptions anato-
mised and denounced areall Eng-
lish. Mr. Stubbes must have
been a man of some courage,
both moral and shysical, for he
has not hesitated to attack, not
only the vices and follies of the
day, but also some very ticklish
matters of religion and govern-
ment. That he did so with im-

unity is to be presumed as wé!
ﬁear nothing of the Anatomie of|

Abuses having been madeo a Star
Chamber matter, or that Mr.
Stubbes ever suffered in his own
anatomy by stripes or imprison-
ment, the ¢little ease,” the
scavenger’'s daughter, the pil-
lory, the.loss of ears, or the loss
of money by fine.

1 must state frankly, that I
have not been wholly disinterest-
ed in adverting to M)u'- Stubbes in
this place. Something like envy,
something resembling democra-
tic indignation, prompted me to
make the old Elizabethan worthy
a household word; for, Stubbes
is very scarce. He hasnever, to

1

of Abuses. He sells — musty
little twellver;:o as he is — fgr
very nearly his weight in gold;
and it was the facf of a gngle
Stubbes having fetched, a month
since, at the sale of the Bakerian
collection of rare booksand auto-
graphs, no less a sum than nine

ounds ten shillings sterling,
that induced me to hie instanter
to the reading-room of the British
Museum ; to search the catalogue
anxiously; to find Stubbes trium-
phantly; to anatomise his Anato-
mie %Im:iy, and with a will. May
the shadow of the British Museum
library never be less! 1 don’t
care for the defective catalogue;
1 can suffer the attacks of the
Museum flea; T have Stubbes;
and Lord Viscount Dives can’t
have any more of him, save the
power of tearing him up to light
his pipe with. 1 don’t envy Dives.
M{?i{))rary is as good as his, with
all its Turkey carpets, patent
reading-desks, busts, and red
morocco trimmings to the
shelves,

The interlocutors or speakers
in the Anatomie of Abuses in
Ailgna arc Philoponus and Spu-
deus. Spudeus, Philoponus, and
Stubbes to boot, being long
since gone the way of all twelve-
mo writers, I need not trouble
my rteaders with what they
severally said. A summary of
the substance of their discourse
will be sufficicnt. 1 may premise,
however, that Spudeus opens the

my knowledge, been reprinted,
and none but the rich can possess

dialogue by wishing Philoponus
good morrow: adding to his sa-

an original copy of the Anatomie|lutation the pithy, though scarce~
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1y appropriate, apophthegm that
6 yll)ll:g };me is otPten a Har.” To
which answers Philoponus, that
he wishes Spudeus good morrow,
too, with all his heart. The in-
terchange of civilities being over,
Philoponus informs his friend
that he has been lately travelling
in a certain island, once named
Ainabla, after Ainatib, but now

resently called ‘Ailgna, and

orthwith launches out into a tre-
mendous diatribe on the abuses
of that powerful but abandoned
country.

Ailgna, says Stubbes, through
his eidolon Philoponus, is a
famous and pleasant land', im-
mured about by the sea, as it
were with a wall; the airis tem-
perate, the ground fertile, the
earth abounding with all things
for man and beast. ‘The inhabi-
tants are a strong kind of people,
audacious, bold, puissant, and
heroical: of great magnanimity,
valiancy, and prowess, of an in-
compa.mi)le feature, an cxcellent
complexion, and in all humanity
inferior to none under the sun.
But there is a reverse to this
flattering picture. It grieveth
Stubbes to remember their 1i-
cences, to make mention of their
wicked ways; yet, unaccus-
tomed as he is to pubfic abuse, he
must say that there is not a peo-
ple more corrupt, lying, wicked,
and perverse, living on the face
of the earth.

The number of abuses in
Ailgna is infinite, but the chief
-oneis pride. The Ailgnan pride
de tripartite: pride of the heart,
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pride of the mouth, and pride of
apparel ; and the last, accordin
to our anatomiser, is the dead-
liest, for it is opposite to the eye,
and visible to the sight, and en-
ticeth others to sin.

Stubbes says little about pride
of the heart, which he defines as
a rebellious elation, or lifting
onesclf up on high. 'The worthy
old reformer, probably remem-
bered, and in good time, that
pride of heart was an abuse,
slightly prevalent among the
princes and great omes of the
earth: among brothers of the sun
and moon, and most Christian
kings, and defenders of faiths
they had trampled omn, and
sovereigns by the grace of the
God they had denied. The good
man held his tongue, and saved
his ears. But, on pride of the
mouth — in less refined Ailgninn,
bra;f‘ging — he is very severe.
Such pride, he says, is the saying
or crying aperto ore, with open
mouth, “Iama gentiema.n, Tam
worshipful, I am honourable. I
am noble, and I cannot tell what.
My father did this. My grandfa-
ther did that. I am sprung of this
stock, and I am sprung of that;
whereas Dame Nature, I>hilopo-
nus Stubbes wiseg remarks,
bringeth us all into the world af-
ter one sort, and receiveth us all
again into the womb of our mo-
ther — the bowels of the earth —
all in one and the same manner,
withoutany differcnce or diversity
at all.” It is somewhat strango
thatwith these healthy notions of
equality, and contempt of mere
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rank, Philoponus should conde-
scend to dedicate his book to
‘“the Right Honourable, and his
very singular good Lord, Philip,
Earl of Arundel,” and that he
should conclude hisdedication in
this fashion. ¢Thus, I cease to
molestyour sacred ears any more
with my rude speeches, beseech-
ing your good Liordship, not only
to admit this, my book, mto your
honour’s patronage and protec-
tion, but also to persist, the first
defender thercof, against -the
swinish crew of railing Zoilus
and flouting Momus, with their
complies of bragging 'I'hrasoes,
and barking Phormicons, to
whom it is easier to deprave all
things than to amend them-

selves.” Oh! loaves and fishes!
Oh! mighty power of a Lord’s
natne! Sacred ears! Oh! vanity

of heart, and mouth, and dress,
and Stubbes, and all things
buman!

Circe’s cups and Medea's pots,
Mr. Stubbes pertinently, but
severely remarks, have made
England drunken with pride of
apparel. Not the Athenians, the
Spaniards, the Hungarians
(known, as they are, accordin
to Mr. Ingoldsby, as the prou
Hungarians), the Caldeans, the
Helyetians, the Zuitzers, the Mos-
covians, the Cantabrigians, the
Africanes, or the Ethiopians —
(Mercy on us! what a salad of
nations!) — no people, in short,
under the zodiac of heaven have
half as much pride in exquisite
bravery of apparel, as the inha-
bitants of Ailgna. No people is
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so curious in new fangles, wear-
ing, merely becausc itis new, ap-
parel most unhandsome, brutish,
and monstrous. Other countries
esteem not so much of silks, vel-
vets, taffeties, or grograms, but
are contented with carzies, frizes,
and rugges. Nobles, Philoponus
Stubbes maintains, may wear
gorgeous attire, and he gives the
why; magistrates may wear
sumptuous dresses, and he gives
the wherefore; but he complains
bitterly that it is now hard to
know who is noble, who is
worshipful, who is & gentleman;
for those that are neither of the
nobility, gentry, or yeomanry,
no, nor yet any magistrate or of-
ficer of the commonwealth (not
even a beadle, I suppose), go
daily in silks, satins, damasks,
and taffetics, mnotwithstanding
that they be both base by birth,
mean by estate, and servile by
calling. And this, Mr. Stubbes
counts a great confusion in a
Christian commonwealth.

Of a different opinion to Philip
Philoponus Stubbes regarding,
exquisite bravery of apparel, was
Michel Equihem,; Seigneur of
Montaigne, who, at about the
same time that Stubbes was ful-
minating his anathemas against
pride of dress in England, was
writing his immortal essayp in his

uict home inKF'rance. Montaigue
eprecates sumptuary laws in
encral; but he would seek to
iscourage luxury, by advising
kings and princes to adopt sim-
plicity. ‘Aslong,” he says, ‘‘as
1t is possible only for kings to eat
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turbot, and for kings’ sons to
wear cloth of gold, turbot and
cloth of gold will be in credit,
and objects of envy and ambi-
tion. et kings abandon these
signs of grandeur. They have
surely enough without them. Or
if sumptuary laws be needed, let
them remember how Zeleucus
purified the corrupted manners of
the Locrians. These were his
ordinances: That no lady of con-
dition should have her train held
up, or be accompanied by more
than one page or chambermaid,
unless she happened to bedrunk;
that no lady should wear bro-
cades, velvet, or pearls, unless
she happened to bedisreputable;
and that noman should weargold
rings on his fingers or a velvet
doublet on his back, unless he
could prove himself to be a cheat
and cut-throat. It is astonishing
how plain the Locrians dressed
after these edicts.”

After descanting awhile upon
Adam and Eve, their mean attire
— Diogenes, his austerity — and
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{ certain Grecian who, coming to!
ourt in his philoaopixer’s weedl
(query, a German meerschaum),;
was repulsed therefrom, Mr.;
Stubbes favours us with an excel-
lent apophthegm, concerning an-
other philosopher who was invi-
ted to a king's banquet, and
wishing for a spittoon, and seeing
no place of expectoration (for
every place was hanged with
cloth of gold, cloth of silver
. tinsel, arase, tapestry, and the
' like), coolly expectorated in the

- ‘king's face, saying: “Itis meet,
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0] kinf: that I s&it in the plainest
placel” After this, Mr. Stubbes,
taking the appa.ref of Ailgna in
degrees, discharges the vials of
his wrath upon the ¢‘diverses
kinds of hats.”

Sometimes, he says, they use
them sharp on the crown, peaking
up like the shaft of a steeple
standing a quarter of a yard
above the crowns of their heads
— some more, some less, as
pleases the phantasy of their in-
constant minds: others be flat
and broad, like the battlements
of a house. These hats have
bands — now black, now white,
now russct, now red, now green,
now yellow, now this, now that—
never contcnt with one colour or
fashion, two days to an end.
¢“And thus,” says Philip, ¢“they
spend the Lord, his treasure —
their golden years and silver days
in wickedness and sin,” — and
hats. Some hats are made of
silk, some of velvet, taffety
sarsenet, wool, or & certain kind
of fine hair fetched from beyond
seas, whence many other kind of
vanities do come besides. 'T'hese
they call beuer (beaver) hats, of
many shillings price.  And no
man, adds Philip, with melancho-
ly indignation, is thought of any
account, unless he has a beuer or
taffety hat, pinched and cunning-
ly carved of the best fashion.
\%Iore Philip Philoponus Stubbes
such atile, I wonder — beuer or
taffety — when he went to pay his
respects to the sacred ears of his
singular good lord, the Earl of
Arundel ?
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Feathers in hats are sternly de-
nounced, as sterns of pride and
ensigns of vanity — as fluttering
sails and feathered flags of de-
fiance to virtue. .And there are
some rogues (sarcastic P’hilip!
that make a living by dyeing an
selling these cockscomnbs, and
many more fools that wear
them.

As to ruffs, I’hilip Philoponus
roundly asserts that they are an
invention of the Devil in the ful-
ness of his malice. For in Ailgna,
look you, they have great mon-
strous ruffs of cambric, lawn,
holland or fine cloth — some a

uarter of ayard deep — standing

orth from their necks, and hang-
ing over theirshoulder pointslike
a veil. But if Alolus, with his
blasts (malicious Stubbes!) — or
Neptune, with his storms, chance
to hit upon the crazy bark of their
bruised ruffs, then they go flip-
flap in the wind, like rags that go
abroad; or hang upon their
shoulders like the dishelout of a
slut (ungallant Philip!). Thisis
ashocking state of thingsenough,
but this 1s mnot all. eI‘he arch
enemﬁ'. of mankind, not content
with his victory over the children
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to bear up the whole frame and
body of theruff from hangingand
falling down. As for starch, itis
a certain liquid matter wherein
the Devil hath willed the people of
Ailgna to wash and dip tgeir ruffs
well, which being dry, will then
stand stiff and inflexible about
their necks. In another portion
of the Anatomie, Stubbes calls
starch the Devil’s liquor.

This persistent denunciation
of the harmless gluten of wheat
flour, on the part of this quaint
old enthusiast, is very curious to
consider. How an educated Eng-
lishman — a scholar, too, as
Stubbes wundoubtedly was —
could, in the Augustan age of
Queen Elizabeth — in the ve
days when Shaki{)eare was Wwrl-
ting his plays and Bacon his es-
BAYyS — gravel{) sit down and
aftirm that the Devil had turned
clearstarcher, and lured souls to
perdition through the medium of
the washtub, passes my compre-
hension. Ishould be inclined to
sct Philip down at onceasacraz

fanatie, did I not remember wit.

ishame, that in this present year
lof the nineteenth century there
rare educated Christian mistresses

of pride in the invention of ruffs, |in our present Ailgna who look

has

malignantly devised two |upon ringlets and cap-ribbonsin

arches or pillars to underprop their female servants as little less
the kingdom of great ruffs withal than inventions of the Evil One;
— videlicet, supportasses and'that there are yet schoolmasters
sTArcH. Now, supportasses are who sternly forbid the use of
a certain device made of wires steel pens to their pupils as
crested, whipped over with gold, |dangerous and revolutionary im-
silver tfu'ead, or silk, to be ap-|/plements; that there are yet be-
plied round the neck under the‘fievers in witcheraft; and cus-
tuff, upon the outside of theband, |tomers to fortune-tellers, and
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takers of Professor Methusalch’s
pills. 1 dare say Stubbes and his
vagaries were laughed at as they
deserved to be by the sensible
men of Queen Elizabeth’s time;
but that, on the mass of the peo-
ple, his fierce earnestinvectives
against the fopperies of dress
made a deeg and lasting impres-
sion. This book-baby twelvemo
of Philip ’hiloponus is butababe
in swaddling-clothes now; but he
will be sent. anon to the school of
stern ascetic fmrita.nism, and Mr.
Prynne’s Unioveliness of Love-
locks will be his hornbook.
Growing adolescent and ad-
vanced in his humanities, his
soul will {lcam for stronger
meats, and the solemn leagueand
covenant will be putinto his hand.
He will read that, and graduate a
Roundhead, and fight at Nascby,
and sit down before Basing
House, and shout at Waest-
minster, and clap his hands at
‘Whitchall. So, I’hilip Stubbes’
denunciations will be felt in their
remotest consequences and
starch will stiffen round the neck
till it cuts off King Charles the
First's head.

Our reformer’s condemnation
of starch is clenched by a very
horrible story—so fearsome that
I scarcely have courage to tran-
seribe it; yot remembering how
many young men of the present
day are giving themselves up
blindly to starch as applied to
all-round collars, and wishing to
bring them to a sense of their
miserable condition, and a know-
Jedge of what they may reason-
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ably expect if they persist in their
present pernicious course of life
and linen, I will make bold to tell
the great starch catastrophe.
The fearful judgment showed
upon a gentlewoman of Epraut-
na (?) (in'the margin, Antwerp) of
late, even the twenty-second of
May, fifteen hundred and eighty-
two. This gentlewoman, being
a very rich merchantman’s
daughter, upon a& timme was in-
vited to a wedding which was
solemniscd in that town, against
which day she made great lEn-epn.-
ration for the ¢ pluming of herself
in gorgeous array” gzhia reads
like Villikins and his Dinah),
that, as her body was most beau-
tiful fair, and proper, so that her
attire, in every respect might be
correspondent to the same. For
the accomplishment of which she
curled her hair,. she dyed her
locks, and laid them out after the
best manner. Also she coloured
her face with waters and oint-
ments. But in no case could
she get any (socuriousand dainty
was she) that would starch and
set her ruffs and neckerchief to
her mind; wherefore she sent for
a couple of laundresses, who did
their best to please her i)umours,
but in any case they could not.
T'hen fell she to swear and tear
(oh! shocking state of things in
Antwerp, when gentlewomen tore
and swore!), and curse and-ban
casting the ruffs under fesk, an
wishing that the devil might take
her when she wore any of those
ruffs again. In the meantime,
the devil transforming himsclf
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into a young man, as braveand
proper as she in every point of
outward appecarance, came in,
feigning himself to be a lover or
suitor unto her. And seeing her

thus agonised, and in such a!
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could not once stir it from the
place where it stood. Whereat,
the standers-by marvelling,
caused the coffin to be opened,
to see the cause thereof. ¢ ere
they found the body to be taken

‘pelting chafe,” he demanded of away, and a black cat, very lean

her the cause thereof. Who
straightway told him (as women
can conceal nothing that lyeth
upon their stomachs)howshe was
abused in the setting of her ruffs,
which hearing, he promised to
please her mind, and thereto took
in hand the setting of her ruffs,
which he formed to her great
contentation and liking, inso-
much as she, looking at herself
in the glass (as the devil bade
her), became grecatly enamoured
of him. This done, the young
man kissed her, and in doin
whereof, he ¢writhe her nec
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