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paper I picked up in the bar of
THE BEECIIGROVEFAMILY. thg station hotel, that tells a very

“So you think, my lad, that different story of the Place where
ou would be quite happy 1f you I passed more than fifty years of
ad such a hall as that we past my hife.”
this morning, with a park of old  There was not a prettier estate
trees and a lake with swans and a in this county than Becchgrove
terraced garden, and pheasants Park. A thousand acres in a ring
feeding and crowing in every co fence, beside common rights and
vert. Ay, butyou're wrong, my other property that went with it.
lad. 1t isn't halls or parks, or It was in the family of Squire
anything that money can buy, Corburn, they say, for five hun-
that can make you happy.” dred years and more. But the
The speaker was a white- last three squires dipped it each
haired, hale old man, with that dceper than the other; for they
clear tinted complexion that all drank and all played deep,
speaks of an active and not too and drinking and dice don't go
hardlifespentout of doors. From well together. Squire Andrew —
his drges he might have been a he was the last — lived as his
small farmer, or a head game- forefathers had done; kept his
keeper, ora bailiff, or chief gar- hounds and drove s four-in-
dener; and, from his way of hand, andhad open house always
sperking, it seemed as if he had at race time, and strong ale and
been in the habit of conversing bread and cheese for every one
with his superiors, and had that called any day in the week;
caught up some of their phrases all which would not have hurt
and tones, him so much if he had not always
“Why, here,” he said, pulling had either the dice-box or the
- out of his pocket a printed aue- bran(tlz-bottle in his hand. He
tioneer's catalogue, “here is a was the last of & bad sort who
. Household Words, XXXV,



THE BELCHGROVE FAMILY.

were called jolly good fellows,
because they flung their money
about to every lad or lass that
would join their mad wicked
pranks.

Well, one cvening he rolled
off the sofa after dinner: and,
before his poor wife could un-
loose his handkerchief, he was
dead. Then it turncd ont that,
for three years, he had only been
living at the Place on sufferanec,
that everything there, land,
house-furniture, pictures, horscs,
carriages— everything, belonged
to old lawyer Rigors of Blex
borough. Squire Corburn left no
sons; only two daughters. So the
poor lady gathered up the little
that was left to her, with a sinall
income the Squire could not
touch, and was seen no more.

My father was bailifl’ over the
home-farm, under Squire Cor-
burn, and I was his deputy. So
you may believe we had a nice
place of it.

The oldlawyerhad the charac-
ter of being a hard man in busi-
ness, and had mortgages over
half the estates in the county;
but, as soon as Beechgrove Park
came into his possession he al-
tered his ways, retired from busi-
ness, kept on all the old head
servants, and carried on every-
thing much the same as before;
only, as all was done in perfect
order, he got more for his money.
Except that he parted with the

wine in addition to the old stock;
and, by thesc means, with capi-
tal phcasant preserves, and the
reputation of having money to
lend, he was soon visited by al-
most all the first ﬁ(‘ople in the
county. At first the old lawyer
seemed to take a ncw lease of
ife, looking after his gardens
and farm, and riding out to pay
visits; for he was a handsome old
fellow, not much above sixty —a
widower, and mothers thought
he might marry again.

But it was too much for him at
last. 1le took to drinking, and
played such tricks with low com-
pany, that he went back as fast
as he had gone forward, and one
by one, was dropped by his new
friends; for, although they might
pardon strange behaviour in one
of themselves, they could not put
up with the liberties of a man that
some remembered an office-boy
in Blexborough. The end of 1t
was that he made jolly compa-
nions of whoever would be jolly
with him, and ended by marryin
the daughter and barmaid of Bo
Carter, of the Swan Inn, a boun-
cinis; girl ofei[ihteen.

ow, the lawyer had a son
whom he had brought up for the
church, and was at college long
cnough; though he never becamne
a parson, nor did he agree at all
with his father. Ile used to be
nwa{' a good deal, travelling,
until his father came iuto the pro-

hounds, he put down no part of perty. Then he returned with his

the Corburn state. He furnished
the best rooms; engaged a first-
rate cook; laid in some famous

wife, a very nice lady.
The father and son, whom we
all called the young Squire, did
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not get on at all together — they
were so different. 1 he old lawyer
was loud, noisy, and hearty: the
young Squire was pale, shy, and
silent. 1lle had not married ac-
cording to his father’s liking, and
he did not push himself forward.
He liked his book and hated the
bottle.

When lawyer Rigors married
Kitty Carter, the young Squire
left the park and went abroad,
travelling in foreign parts, —
France, Italy, and such like; for
the old gentleman made thew a
handsome allowance. At length
the old gentleman went too fast,
though Kitty took all the care of
him she could, — was taken sick,
lingered for several months, and
diced.

Of course, the young Squire
was sent for: it turned out that
he had left a curious will that no
one could understand, with all
sorts of directions; but, above
all, a greatincome and one of his
best estates to Kitty, for life, if
she did not marry. They say the
look the Squire gave Kitty, when
the will was read, was awful. And
that he flung out of the room
without noting the hand — Kitty,
who was always a friendly soul
— held out to him.

Now, when the old lawyer
died, 1 will say there was not a
more beautiful place in the king-
dom. Youwentup a drive thrm\%rh
the little park, after passing the
lodge-~gate under an avenuc of
beech and oak-trees — that led
straight to the lake fed by the
spiingsthatflowed out in awater-

fall and went murmuring alon
for miles: a stream swarming wit
trout. On the other side the lake
was the Place, a stone house,
standing behind some terraced
gardens that led down 1o the
water, with rich parti-coloured
heds dotting over the greenlawns
flanked by groves and bright
evergreens. ﬁivhind the house
the Jawns and gardens rolled un-
til bounded by plantations where
vistas opened views of the distant
hills and the pasture fields of the
home-farm. The range of walled
gardens were placed on the warm
south side, quite out of sight;
there, the best fruit-trees had
heen grown ever since the monks
made the gardens. The old law-
yer spent thousands in building
graperics and pineries, for he
prided himself on having the best
of everything.

To walk out on an autumn
evening on thosc terrace-gar-
dens, all red and gold and grcen
with flowers, turf, and evergreen,
and see the lake where the coots
and wild-ducks played, and the
swans sailed proudly, and the
many-coloured trees of the park,
wherethepetdeerlay orbrowzed,
with everything asperfect as men
and money, scythes and brooms
and wceders, could make it.
Often I was up by daybreak to
see that the gardeners made all
ready for lawyer Rigors to sec,
when he came from his annual
London visit.

And the house was a fine old
lace with suifes of rooms, one
eading from another, without

1%
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end, and a great hall and a long
gallery, where the family por-
traits hung, and the lawyer put
up a billiard table where he and
his friends played in wet weather.

The old lawyer was buried be-
fore the letter telling of his death
reached the son, so Mrs. Kitty
cleared and went to her jointure
house and from that up to Lon-
don, where she met young Mr.
Rigors, and heard the will read.

¢ had orders to get all ready
to receive him. I minditasifit
was {esterday, seeing the big
travelling coach, piled with
trunks and imperials, come up
the avenue and wind round the
lake, as fast as four horses could
trot. The children had their faces
all out of the windows, wild with
delight, and in a minute after the
coach stopped at the hall-door,
the boys were out and over the
ardens pulling the fruit, and
into the stables, and then back
to the house, and 1unning races
through the corridors,

At first, the young Squire, as
we still called him, kept up some-
thing of hisfather's style, though
he(f)ut down fourhorses to a pair,
and got rid of & lot of 1dle men
servants. The calls of those

entry that came, he returned,

utexcused himself on the ground
of his health, and the education
of his children from receiving
formal company.

The children were very happy
— every day hunting out new
stores and treasures, riding the
ponies and donkeys, and making
ull sarts of pets in the preserves

THE BEECHGROVE FAMILY.

and onthe home-farm. But month
by month cxpenses were cut
down, until at length the Squire
sent for me— having taken it into
his head thatI was the steadiest
fellow there — and told me that
he was not what people thought;
but very poor, and that every-
thing must be made to pay. The
gamekeepers were all to go, ex-
cept two woodmen, and all the
fancy gardeners. The old lawyer
had a dozen, one for each degart—
ment. All the land that could was
to be let, and the fruit and vege-
tables sold. He did not say this
at first, but he hinted, and 1
understood him. Do the best you
can, says he, don't ask me for
money, and I shall expect the
house well kept in dairy and
poultry, and the land in hand to
pay a fair rent.

n two years you never saw
such a ruin! 1 verily believe the
master's fractious mean ways
broke his lady’s heart; anyhow
she pined away and died before
the worst. After her death the
Sq;llire went fairly wild on saving.

ou never saw such a change

in a place in all your life. 'The
coach-horses were not sold, but
get to plough and cart. A many
of the fancy beds for flowers were
sowed with potatoes, tumips,
mangolds, and such like. The
lawns were let go to grass, and
even grazed over. And as for the
ark, it was grazed down to the
are roots with stock atso much
a-head, until no one would send
any more in to be starved. Geese
and ducks were reared in the gar-
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den-temples and fed in thebasins
made for gold fish.

Everything was left. to' falljto
rack and ruin, except just what
could be turned to profit, or what,
at any rate, the master fancied to
be a profit. He took a fancy to
me from the first, beccause you
see 1 was a sort of Jack of all
trades, and did not mind turning
my hand to anything. Sol grew
from that to be a kind of bauliff.
We had a deal of fruit to sell mn
Blexborough, which though not
such a big place as 1t is now since
these railways were found out,
was beginning to be a pretty
good maiket. Then there was the
hay and the potatoes, the sheep
and the pigs, and 1 managed all.
So, of course, I got to speak to
the Squire pretty often, and 1
said to hum onoe, **Ithink, Squlrc,
if you're for farming you'd do
better to take a regular farm,
and let on sale this place that’s
planned for pleasure-grounds,
and never was meant for profit.”
But, bless you, he'd never listen
to any common sense, for 1 be-
lieve the truth was he could not
bear to put mouney out of hs
pocket, and many and ‘many a
time when he wouldn't order a
{lomt of meat from the butcher’s,

e'd have pork, that, what with
one experiment oranother, would
cost him a shilling the pound.

One day, he made up his mind
to break a fine mere of land to

lough. SaysI, ¢ We want some
orses very bsci, Squire, for that
stiff elay.”

“Why, Robin,” sayshe — my
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name’s Robin Spudder—*haven't
you the four horses?”

“Lord, Sir,” says I, “they’re
no good at all. They may do in
the i%}xt carts, or for harrowing,
though that wasn't what they
were meant for; but for plough-
ing, you sce, you want some
weight and substance, and it’s
my belief you 'll kill the horses,
and do no good to the land.”

The Squire was a mild spoken
gentleman, unless you put his
back up; but, when I said this,
his eyes flared liké a foreing fur-
nace. Says he, “Robin, are you
m a conspiracy to 1uin me hke all
the rest? Those horses cost my
father four hundred pound, and
you told me yourselfpthey would
not fetch twenty pound a-piece,
and now you want me to buy
more!”

Well it was no use saying any-
thing, for 1 dare not tell him that
he had ruined the poor brutes
with feeding them on a mess of

otatoes and chaff-stuff he had
earned out of a French book.

Another time, I've known him
sooner than give an order for a
load of coals, make me cut down
two ornamental trees,

So you see, we lived on the
farm off vegetables, poultry that
didn't sell, skim-milk; all the
cream went for butter; pork, and
such old fat wethers as were not
fit for market. I used to be sorry
for the poor ¢hildren, walking
among the fine fruit, and not
allowed to touch so much as an

le, unless it was bruised, and
obliged to be content with dry
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bread, when we were making
pounds and pounds of fine butter;
talking among themselves how
different 1t was when their poor
Ma was alive,

But they were so young that
they did not feel the change
much, as long as they could play
about; and, of course, when
their father’s back was turned,
they had the best of everything.
‘We, servants out of the house,
did very well, our wages were
regular, and, of course, we had
the best of everything that was
sold, beside our perquisites.

1 lived in one of the park
lodges, and made myself and my
missis very comfortable, with a
garden. A cow's grass was part
of my wages; and many a time
the children came down from the
Hall, and had a better tea with
us than they were allowed at
home. The worst of it was, the
Squire was always trying some
new-fangled plans, and never
stuck to any of 'emn long enough
to make 'em pay. He used to

read something out of a book,

and come down full of it, and try
it, if it could be done without
laying out too much money, and
then before it was half done, he
tried something clse.

One time he was for fatting

THHE BEECHGROVE FAMILY.

much more than they cost. Thea
he was all for pigs, and we had
Eigs by the humlrecf, eating their
eads off. Well, that didn't an-
swer, and the éairy-—made in
one of the wine cellars of the old
house, with fifty cows — didn't
turn out much better. The cows
died, or gave no milk, and the
dairy-maids stole the batter, or
clse no one would buy it; and the
checse made on anew plan, from
Holland, or Switzerland, or some
outlandish place, never turned
out right. The Squire, you sec,
was quitc a bookman; and when
he’d given his order, and read
his cxplanation, he thought he’d
done all that was nccessary.

It wasn’t my business to make
any difficulties. Mine was a com-
fortable place; and so were all
the servants’ and labourers’, for
the matter of that; but we could
none of usunderstand the Squire,
no more could the neighbours.
Forit was said, that though the
old lawyer had not left lim so
much as he expected, still there
was a pretty tidy lot: some thou-
sands a-year at the least, I've
heard say, beside the house and

ark. But he had got into his
ead most times that he was
going to be ruined, or that he
was ruined, and was always

cattle in stalls; so Ire fits up with dwelling on the large fortune he
© __ots and clay some old sheds, had to pay to his father's family.
and buys a lot of poor Welch He'd talk to me, he’d talk to an

cattle at a low figure, and goes labourers about it; I don't thin

to work very hot for a few weeks. he ever used to talk to his lady
But the beasts wouldn't foed, or about anything else; and that’s
the food was not right, and all the way he moped her to death.
went wrong, They didn’t seil for I've heard him myself talk to
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little Rupert and Masier Charles
about the duty of bemng content
with dry bread, when they were
not more than seven or eight
years old. The children werc
dear creatures. Me and my mis-
sis loved them all, and they loved
us. There was the eldest, Master
Rupert, a high-spirited chap, al-
ways in mischiefwhenhis father's
back was tuined — a fine, free-
spirited lad, and the kindest,
bravest heart in the world; and
Charles, as quiet as a lamb, al-
ways at his book; and Norman,
the youngest, rather spoiled, but
a merry sharp little grig; and the
two young ladies, the twins that
my wife nursed agd took to al-
most altogether when their poo:
mother died; — Miss Maria and
Miss Georgina.

They had no playmates; for
the Squire wouldn’t let ’em have
any if he knew it. They weren't
dressed like other cluldren. The
boys always the same corduroys,
cxcept eloth on Sundays; and
then they wore these until they
were too short in the arms and
the legs by half ayard. The poo
young ladies were in the same
way; always cotton gowns and
common siraw bonnets, and their
hair cut short like boys, until
they were quite big giils. The
used to crcep into church
ashamed, for they knew they
were gentle-folks, and did not
like being so shably.

Theyneverwent to school; the
Squire could not bear the idea of
the expense. First he taught
them himself; then he found that
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took too much time; so he hired
a curate in the next parish, a
curious sort of a snuffy old man
to teach boys and girls. But they
only made fun of him, and did
not learn much, I doubt, except
Charles. Then he got a cheap
governess for the ladies; but she
did not like the living, and mar-
ried Bob Cannon tho forester. I
believe the Squire loved his chil-
dren dearly; but he was so busy
saving up moncy for them, and
he was 80 severe with them about
every trifle, and always lectaring
them about one thing or another,
that they feared him too much to
love him.

Lord Splatterdash says, I am
told, that all cluldren are alike.
He would not have said so if he
had known my young masters —
Rupert, and Charles, and Nor-
man. Rupert was proud naturally.
1Ie could not do what his father
did. I've scen him ery withshame
and vexation when the Squire has
taken him with us to market to
drive the old phaeton, and he has
heard his fa.tHer disputing about
a groat in the bill with the inn-
keeper. For we used to take our
own chaft’ with a sprinkling of
oats in a bag, and feed outside
the town, near a haystack, in fine
weather, and stood out all the
time. In wet weather we were
obliged to put up atan inn; and
then we had to bear with a deal
of sauce because Squire Skinflint,
as they called him, was known
never to spend a penny if he
could help it. He’d go five miles
round, and creep over any hedge
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on horseback, to avoid a turn-
ike. Many a time ata crowded
air we have been turned out by
landlords saying, “I can’t afford
to take in folks that neither eat
nor drink."”

But for all that, the Squire was
not & bad man to the poor — far
from it; and would come down
handsome at times, by fits and
starts, if there was any case of
distress. But his whole mind
seemed eat up with the notion of
saving fortunes for his children.
Ilc used continually to say, ‘““You
see they're five of them; and my
father's behaved so ciuel 1o me
that there be very little for themn,
Robin, when 1'in gone.”

Now, when Master Rupert grew
to about fifteen, and the two
young ladies thirteen, although
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of those kept for the pigs (the
best of all went to market), with
one egg and one rasher of bacon
a-piece, and dry brown-bread.
The flitches and hams, and all
that could be, were locked up in
the store-room, and the Squire
kept the keys and gave out daily
what he thought was wanted. As
for the young ladies, when they
were big enough, they were
dressed 1n their mmother’s dresses
as long as they would last. I have
seen them shivering in a cold Oc-
tober day for want of a shawl or
a cloak when he had three or four
locked up in the great wardrobe;
but the Squire said it was too
soon to begin warm clothes in
October. No matter what kind of
weather, we never began fires
until the ninth of November.

they were kept so close, they got  One  Saturday just before
to hear many things maidngthem Christmas — it was Master Ru-
think that their father was not so pert’s scventeenth birthday —
poor as he always said. For ser- not that they keptany birthdays
vants will talk: at that time not — the Squire went to Clnistmas
one single bit of furniture had fair with me to sell a lot of bul-
been bought since the old lawyer locks, the best he ever had, fed
died. The carpets were worn out on the summer's grass in the
and patched one with another, park. An hour after we wero
like a patehwork quilt. In the gone, Master Rupert called his
living rooms, they made up with brothers and sisters into the hall
odd sets of chairs; andhe’d patch that was never used, and there
the broken windows with paper he had got a roaring fire in the
himself. They gotrid of servants grate. Old Jenny Crookit, who
until they had only two oldish told me the story, said he shouted
women in the house beside the outlike a madman, ‘Look here,
farm servants. They used to dine children, I have got orders to
at ope o'clock, in what was the give you a treat on my birthday.
servant’s hall, on a long deal Here’s wine.” And so there were
table; and I've known them git several cobwebbed bottles. He
dowan day after day to a dish of must have broken into the vault.
potataes, chosen from the best “Here are fowls and turkeys
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ready for the gridiron. Georgy,
Molly, and you, Dame CrOOElyt
help to make a good broil; and
while you are doing that, I winl
show you something.” He went
out og the room, and returned
dressed in a complete set of new
clothes,like a farmer’s son ridin

to market. He was very tall an

strong of his age, and handsome
Grand he did look, with a 1ed
flush on his cheek and a strange,
wild look in his eye. The chil-
dren shouted with pleasure and
surprise. Then says he, ‘“Dame
Crookit, I am going on a journey
— along journey. The hing hay
sent for me, and I must give you
all a feast such as we read of 1n
story-books before I go.” So
they all set to work, and cooked,
feasted, and laughed, and re-
joiced, and le the loudest of
them all. When they had done,
he called in all the labourers that
were in the cattle-yards and
round the house, and made them
drink his health and a pleasant
journey. ¢Drink,” he said, ‘“the
wine won't hurt you; it’s old; it
has lain in the cellar ever sinece
my grandfather died, and long
before that. If you don’t like
wine here’s rum marked on the
cask, ninety ycars old.” Soyou
may believe t ey all drank. He
made the men go out and fetch in

more logs and pile up such a fire w

a8 had not been seen for many a
year. Then ho said, *Come, my
friends, I will sing you a song.”

he sung first one and then
another ballad — all mournful
ditties that made the lasses weep

LA

— he was always a fine singer.
Many a time he has rode before
me when he was a cluld, and
sunE all the way thxougfl the
park. His beautiful voice went
ringing through the empty halls,
and winding up the stairs, where
the cow-boys hung listening.

Hewas in themiddle of aballad
— we could hear the last verse as
we camne up the avenue. ¢“ What's
that?” said the Squire. Forthe
house was always mute as an
empty church. When we turned
into the stable-yard the flames
of the hcarth-fire flashed out
through the dusty, coebwebbed
window. ‘“Good heavens!” he
cited: “the house is on fire!”
Next,as he hurried along the pas-
sage came the gabble of cheerful
voices. Ile flung open wide the
heavy door, and eried, in a voice
of dismay and rage, ‘What's
all this?  Who dared do this?”

“1t was I, father,” said Rupert,
stepping forward, looking flushed
and even still morefierce than his
father. ¢It was I who did itall.
I am going to leave you, sir, on a
long journey, and t;wught I
should like to five my brothers
and sisters and old friends one
faiewell feast after years of star-
vation; and if you grudge it me,
why then you can deduct it from
my share of my mother's fortune,
ich you must pay when I come
of age.”

“Villain! It's false. You've
not a shilling unless you've rob-
bed me.” And he raised his
whip 10 sfrike him.

“Don't strike me,"” said Master
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Rupert, stepping back apace,and  Some said he fretted for his
turning from red to white; “don’t son; others said it was for the
strike me, or yowll repent it for money Master Rupert had
many along day.” burncd, and the loss of {he gray
But he did strike himagain and colt, the best he'd bred. Anyhow
again, right across his face, until he said no word, but got up at the
the blood flew. *lend of the week, moiling and
In one minute, before I could striving,and screwing,and grind-
step between them, the son, who ing worse than ever. 1 think
was a head taller than his father, myself he loved Master Rupert,
had him in his arms pinioned, for all his hard lines to himj for,
snatched out of his other hand once — when his son had been
the big black pocket-book he al- gone six months —1 found him in
ways carried, and then full of the/the old lawycr’s study standing
price of twenty bullocks, burst it looking at two pictures — one of
open over the fire, shook out the himself, taken when he was about
notes into the crackling flames, 'ten years old, and another of
then threw the book into the Rupert when he was seven or
embers and put his heel upon it. eight, drawn for his grandfather
Some of the notes flew burning, by some forcign artist. 1 heard
like evil spivits, up the chimney; bin mufter to himself, “so
the rest were ashes in aninstant. changed;” and 1 half fancied
“There!” he eried, “there! there was a tear in his eye. DBut
That's how I should like to scrve turning him sharp round on me,
all your cursed money — it is he said grimlike ¢ Could any one
your curse and ours.” |believe that pretty child could
Before the Squire could re- have turned out such a villain, to
cover himself Master Rupert was rob his poor old father? What?”
gone. We heard a clattering in he cried to me, as I muttered
the yard of horses’ fect. Iranto something — for the boy was my
the window, and saw bhim by the favouritc — “do you defend
light of the moon gallop down him?”
the avenue on his gray colt, that' “Macter Rupert was not a
he must have had all ready sad- villain,” says I, ¢if it was the last
dled. We never saw him again. word I was cver to speak.” And
The Squire took to his bed and with that I threw down the
lay there nigh a week, scarce sample of wheat 1 had brought,
eatinf anything. Itended on him went out, and.never went near
myself. 1 could hear him groan him all day. But he could not do
as I passed his door; but, whenl without'me. So the next time I
came in he looked just as usual, had to go to him,he took no more
pale and hard and grim. You notice.
could never tell what he meant When we came to settle with
by his face. the miller who took part of our
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corn and sent us meal, we found mounted robbers. And the chap-
that he had paid Master Rupert lain enclosed a lock of his hair,
cash for a brood mare that used and a portrait made on some-
to be called his. Before that thing like glass, only tough, by
time the Squirc had taken care of an Indian. Poor lad! it was the
the money, as he said for them, of very moral of him; though the
any calves or lambs sold belong- thick dark moustaches and the
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ing to the children.

Two years afterwards a son of
the head ploughman that had
gone to sca wrote to his mother,
saying he had met Master Rupert
in Calcutta, dressed in cavalry
uniform; that he knew him in a
minute, although he was very
much altered. But that Master
Rupert dented his name, and re-
fused to own to ever having scen
Bob Colter before. But Bob was
quite clear that it was the young
Squire. I went and told my
master, who said nothing at the
time, but it secms set to work
with his London friends to buy
Master Rupert out. 1 did not
know this at the time. Long
afterwards, when the Squire fell
sick of the illness he died of, I
found the letters under his pillow.
Furst, there was a letter trom
some one in India, saying that
theyhad seenthe soldier Thomas
Rupertson, of the fiftieth K. O.
Light Cavalry, and that he had
entirely denied that he had any
parents living, or that he had any
pretensions to be a gentleman;
and further said he should enter
some otherregiment immediately
if bought out. There was another
letter, saying that, since the first
bad been written, private Thomas
Rupertson had died of a wound

to grow richer.

fierce look was very different to
when he used to go shepherding
with me on his rough pouey.

Master Rupert’s going was only
the beginning of our troubles.

Every year the Squire sccmed
He could not
help 1t; for, though the home-
farm was miserably managed, he
spent nothing to speak of, and
wasg saving up his rents, and lay-
ing them out every year on in-
terest. People cawme to him from
all parts to borrow money; and
he sat up all night besides the
day, when he was not busy in the
farm, looking over parchments
and counting up money, and
packing it up to take to the Blex-
borough Bank.

Theyoung ladies were growing
up; buthe only seemed to notice
them by fits and starts. They
were afraid of him, always
skulked out of the way, and only
spoke in whispers, or just Ay and

ay, before him, though they
could laugh loud enough behind
his back, — joking with the lads
who made an excuse to call when
they knew the Squire was at
market or bank. Oh, but they
were bonny lasses, with colour
like roses! but strange and wild
in their way as gny young jillies,
and no one to look after them, —

received in & fight with some scampering about the park on
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their ponies, with their hairflying she found that Mr. Sam Woods
about their ears, and justan old had only manied her for her
shawl or a horse-rug round their money, she fretted away to a
feet, instead of a habit; or play- shadow, and soon faded away
ing hide-and-seek round the old altogether.

hall. Thoy were at the age when __ Thenextthat left uswas Master
sorrow and sad thoughts soon Norman, the spoiled darlng. He
pass. So poor Rupeit was for- was a keen hand from a child,
gotten,except on winter evenings and would take anything he

round the fire.

Well, one day they were both
missing: they had gone off and
married two wild fellows, law-
yer's clerks — not bad-looking
chaps though — who got ac-
quainted with them in the park
while coming backwards and
forwards to raise money on wri-
tings for their master, lawyer
Johns,—JesuitJohus they called
him. It was a sad business.
First, the huebands sued the
Squire for their wives' share of
their mother's fortune; then,
when they got it, and found 1t
not to be so much as they ex-
pected, they ill-used the poor
things. Laugston, that married
Miss Georgy, gave up the law
and openeda public-house, where

-could lay his hands on. He
cheated at marbles; was never so
happy aswhen he could get a few
haltpence and play pitch-and-
toss with the faim lads or the
postihons down at the Flying
Childers. Ile took to betting by
gomg on the sly to his biother-
m-law Langston’s public house.
ITow he got the money we could
not tell; butl he came to be are-
gular blackleg betoie he had a
beard, at every i1ace he could
steal away to. He finished by
breaking open the Squire’s desk,
when it was full of the price of
the wheat-stacks, and gomng off
to Doncaster, where we heard he
won a sight of money. e never
showed again until he was come
of age. 'Then he drove up,

all the racing and sporting dressed like alord, in a curricle,
fellows from the igh Moor with two men servants abulldos,
tiaining grounds used to go: and and a black-faced biackguar -
oor l\fxss Georgy, that always looking dandy fellow alongside
Ead a spirit of her own, when of him. The Squire was gettin
Langston got in the way of feeble then, but more fond o
beating her, ran off with Captain money than ever. Norman
Lurtcher of the Lancers, the frightened him so, that he was
steeple-chase rider. What be- glad to give him more than his
came of her afterwards I don’t share of his mother's fortuno
know; but they did say that she down on the nail, to get rid of
died in a London work-house. him. When he heard what had
Miss Maria, the fair one, was al- become of his sisters, the boy
ways & meek spirit; and when cursed and swore awfully, From
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what his groom said, it seemed as
if he had brought the black-look-
ing dandy to marry one of his
sisters. His last words were to
warn the Squire that he should be
back in a year for more cash.

. But he never came; for he was

upset and killed coming from

Newmarket spring meeting, the
ear before we heard of Mr.
upert’s death.

So there was none left but Mr
Charles, who was always a quiet,
careful lad, and had persuaded
the Squire {o let him go into the
Blexborough bank, where they
were glad enough to have him.
So he used to be there all the
weck, and come up on Sundays,
walking the ten miles unless he
eould get a cast in a gig, and
going back the Monday with me
in the market cart. IHe was the
very same sort as the Squire, but
not such a spirit. You might see
the old man and the young one,
with a very old look and stooping
shoulders, walking up and down
the terrace, deep in talk, every
Sunday. Sometimesthey stopped
and looked over printed papers
Mr. Charles woulg bring out of
his pocket. If the weather was
too rough, they would take their
walk in the long gallery, and so
save fire. Then they
down to dine off a bit of bacon,
or perhaps a rabbit caught in the

would sit!
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the bank, and set up in business
for himself, and, according to
what we heard, grew wonder-
fully rich. Then there came a
time of plans of American mines,
where the orchids came fiom
and canals, railroads, and all
sorts of schemings. The old
Squire’s eyes used to glisten
again when he heard what a sight
of money Mr. Charles was likely
tomake. He used to say, when
Mr. Charles was getting ready
on the hall-steps to go home
on Sunday nights, “Good boy,
good boy; if all your specula-
tions come off right, you'll have
all T have.”

“How much may that be,
father?” Mr. Charles asked him
one night.

The old man’s eyes glistened,
and he rubbed his handstogether
gleefully.  “Thousands, boy,
thousands!” he said, and then
went back into the parlour,
1ubbing his hands faster than

ver.

After a while, however, things
changed very much. Mr. Charles
lost his cheerful looks on
Sundays, and 1 noticed that,
whenever he came, the old Squire
grew black and pinched about
the nose and mouth, as he always
did when any one asked him for
money. 1t seemed to me that
Mr. Charles’s speculations had

park, or any cheap mess, and not come off right.

all the time their tongues went|
slowly, steady on, — but never

about anything that I could hear
but just money, mongy, money,
Aftor a while, Mr. Charles left

A

Well, one Sunday — it was in
November — for the first time I
heard Mr. Charles and the Squire
at something like high words;
anyhow, Mr. Charles’s voice was
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raiscd. So I stood in the shade not stay in such a house any
of the long gallery door, and longer. He never said a word
heard the Squire say, “Give my good or bad, but just stiffencd
leard-earned moncy to a pack of hinselfup, and waved me out of
scoundrels, thicves! No, Charles, the room.
no; not a penny. It will be better  What he felt no one knows;
for you to” — I could not catch but, after this last son’s suicide,
the last word; but Mr. Charles he scemed to grow harder and
screamed, “Never!” in such a harder. The very next day he
voice as T did not forget, and ordered a distress to be putin on
heard in my dreams often after. two poor tenants that had lost all
They ccased then, but began their stacks by firec, and turned
again after supper, with the them outinto the snow.
doors closed. Of course there was an inquest
The next morning, I went to and a great mnoise about the
call Mr. Charles, as usual, to go Squire killing his son for want of
with me in the market-cart to a thousand pounds, or so, and
town. His door was fast. I herollinginriches. But, before
knocked. No answer. Something much could be said or done,
nmisgave me, so I got one of the having cold at the funeral, he
boys to climb up to the window died without saying a word, and
with a ladder, and get in by before a doctor oralawyer ora
breaking a pane. Assoon as the parson could be brought to him.
boy got in, he began to holloa He left four wills, but none of
and shrick, so I put my shoulder them signed.
to the door, and burst itin. Sure  They put me in charge of the
enough poor Mr. Charles had property, and 1 had it for ycars
hung himself and was dead and until they took the railroa
cold. He’d never been a-bcd,fthrough the Ilall. As soon as
but sat up, writing and tearing his dcath was known there were
up papers. 1 could just read a claimants in all dircetigns. It
halfpa dozen times written over secms Mr. Charles was privately
¢ Bankrupt— Beggar — My poor married, and had a family by one
wife.” 1never knew he was mar- of the dairy-maids. She married
ried before, Jesuit Johns, the lawyer’s son
It seemed that the poor lad had for her second husband, and Mr.
been unfortunate in business; Norman had a wife; but there
had lost more than he could pay, were some doubts whether she
and been driven to desperation had not another husband living
by the 8quire refusing to lethim when she married Mr. Nor-
have the money he wanted to go man. And the two sons-in-law,
on with out of the million he said Langston and Woods, made
he was worth. Iwent straightto their claimsj and a Mr. Blang, a
the old man, and said that 1 could wonderful Indian lawyer, set up
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for some yellow children of Mr.
Rupert’s, and showed a camp-
marriage; so there was plenty of
law-work. At it they all went,
hammer and tongs, before all the
courts, and were at me cvery
weck to swecar one paper or
another.

IIow they settled it I don’t
know, but the place all tumbled
down, except the walls, before
the railway came through it, and
now I sce by this bill, that it is
to be sold in lots by order of the
Court of Chancery.

I gave up the charge two years
ago, to go and live with my
married daughter, down south,
and as I'm travelling back to
spend Christmas with my son, the
first thing 1 sce here is this last
memorial of the old place, where
I learncd that it is content and
not riches that makes folks

happy.

NOSTRADAMUS.

A Frexcn writer, M. Bareste,
published, about fifteen years
ago, a’book called Nostradamus.
It contained a life of that calum-
niated sage, and dwelt with con-
siderable unction on the pro-
phecies by which his hero had
achieved his reputation, and
maintained the exactness of their
fulfilment in a great many in-
stances, not without an apparent
conviction that some of his fore-
tellings would yet come to pass.
There is always great difficulty
in ascertaining the date of these

15

redictions. From time to time
insertions take place. Events are
ﬁlainly prophesied after they

ave occurrcd, and great in-
genuity is used to twist events
mto an accordance with pro-
phecy when the opposite process
19 ineffectual or difficult.

But as M. Bareste’s book was
published so long ago, and we
have the date before our eyes,
we cannot run any risk of being
imposed on if a predietion,
printed at that time, has rcceived
1ts completion since. Whether
Nostradamus wrote down his
prophecies in fifteen hundred
and fifty-five or not docs not
matter — nor whether another
famous inspector of the future, of
the name of Olivarius, saw vi-
sions and dreamed dreams in
fiftcen hundred and forty-two,
gives us no uncasiness. We sce
certain things recorded as being
anciently foretold in a volumec
printed in the first style of
modern typography, in eighteen
hundred and forty, and we don't
care whether they were anciently
foretold or not; we are satisfied
with the knowledge that they
arc, at all events, as ancient as
the publication of the book con-
taining them. They were written
before the ¢vent — for they were
Briuted before the event — read

efore the event, and utterly un-
believed and forgotten; all be-
fore the event. Not that we con-
sider M. Bareste either a prophet
or an impostor. He may believe
or not in the unadulterated con-
dition of the Quatrains of Nostra-
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damus, and the more distinct
enunciations of Maistre Dieu-
donné Noél Olivarius. We be-
lieve, and that is quite enough,
in the year eighteen hundred and
forty, and on sceing the difference
between that and eighteen hun-
dred and fifty-five, we cannot
deny that some person, be he
who he may, had an amazingly
clear perception of what is going
on just now — not that the pro-
phecy is fulfilled — but the cur-
tain 18 drawing up — the first act
is begun, and the principal per-
sonages have taken their places
on the stage. Let our rcaders
judge for themselves, and first
of Nostradamus.

Nostradamus, the Latinised
form of the French surname,
Notredame, was born at St Rem
in Provence, in fifteen hundred
and three. Originally of a Jewish
stock, his family had devoted
itself to the sciences of law and
medicine, and theyoung Michael,
for that was his name, soon dis-

tinguished himself by his skill
and learning. Having lost his
wife at an early age, he tried to

distract his grief by travelling in
foreign lands. He visited Italy
among other places, where Leo
the Tenth was physically and
metaphorically placing the head

NOSTRADAMUS.

came illudtrious for his infallible
prescriptions against fever and
the plague. A man of a poetic
temperament—with morbid views
of hfe—pursued with unrelentin

animosity by his professional r1-
vals, and driven for occupation
in the solitude to which his pride
compelled him, to the mystical
writings of the time and his own
meditations, he soon became per-
suaded that he was in possession
of marvellous gifts e do not
suppose he was a wilful deceiver.
There is sufficient in bis history
and circumstances to account for
the exaltations of his mind with-
out having recourse to the theory
of hisbeing a cheat. He collected
his predictions in fifteen hundred
and fitty-five. They are written
in very obscure quatiains from
which, in general, it would not
be difficult to make out any
meaning one chose. But the
success of the boak was extra-
ordinary. ‘lhe small town of
Salon in which he resided was
besieged by illustrious visitors.
Catherine de¢’ Medicis sent for
him to court, and employed him
to draw the horoscopes of her
gons. A second edition was
called for in fiftecn hundred and
fifty-eight, and the apparent ful-
filment of one of the principal

of 8t. Peter on the shoulders of prophecies in the following year,
Jupiter; and having seen enough placed him at the summit of his
of Rome to inspire him with a fame. This fortunate coincidence
philosophic knowledge of the was the death of the king -~
speedy diminution of Papal Henry the Second — in conse-
power, he returned to France quence of a wound received in &
after an absence of twelve years, tilting mateh with Montgomery.
married a second time, and be- This event enriched the astrp-
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loger of Salon. Here is the qua- But living or dead, little or no-
train, and four more misty lines, thing was heard of Nostradamus
it is difficult to imagine. Yet, except in the Lives of the Astro-
through the mist, certainly looms| logers, and somctimes even in
a golden visor, a wound to the the Iistories of Imposture, till

NOSTRADAMUA.

eye, and a death —

Le lion jeune le vieux surmontera
En champ bellique par singulier duel;
Dans cage d’or les yeux lui erévera,
Deux plaies une, puis moulir,
ciuelle!

mort

The lion young the old lion shall reverse
In single combat in the warlike plam,
Within a cage of gold, his eyes shall

pierce,
Two wounds in one, then die, O, death
of pain!

Notwithstanding the obscurity,
and the difficulty of distinguish-
ing between the lion conquering
and the lion subdued, the pre-
diction was hailed at once as a
])roof of Nostradamus’'s super-
wman powers, and kings and
princes were proud to visit the
divinely-gifted man. The Duke
of Savoy and his wife made a
pilgrimage to Salon, and Charles
the Ninth sent him a purse of two
hundred golden crowns. But
crowns and reputation could not
¥rolong the philosopher’s days.
{e died in fifteen hundred and
sixty-six, and is supposed, or
was lately supposed by is fellow-
citizens of Salon, to have merely
pretended to die, but to be in
reality comfortably sitting up in
his tomb, with pen, ink, and
candles, and surrounded with his
books of gramarje. The epitaph,
however, above him, declares
solemnly the fact of his death;
and in this instance even an epi-
taph probably speaks the truth.
Houschold Wor ds, XXXV,

he was suddenly reinstated in all
his glory in eighteen hundred
and four. The prophets began
to be honoured, and in that ycar

it is cecrtain that a copy of the

I Centuries, as they were calledd

of Nostradamus, was presente
to Napoleon. Theroe also fell into
his_hands a volume purporting
to have been written by a cer-
tain Maistre Noél Olivarius, a
contemporary of Nostradamus,
which, if it is authentic, puts
the powers of his more famous
countryman to shame. Its date
was fifteen hundred and forty-
two. It was discovered in seven-
teen hundred and ninety-three,
in the midst of a large pile of
volumes condemned to the flames
by the enlightened Montagnards,
who were desirous of putting an
end to the very memory of priests
and nobles and kings. Avalorous
gentleman of the name of Fran-
‘ois de Metz, having no fear of
ontagnard vengeance before
his eyes, and scarcely believing
that the liberty of his country
depended on the destruction of
a little duodecimo, bound in
vellum, and writton in the cran-
kiest of hands and palest of inks,
rescued it from the revolutionary
flames, and found it to consist of
a great number of prophecics
about all manner of subjects,
and particularly one which it
needed no very brilliant inter-
2 .
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preter in the first years of this tween cunning and wisdom; but
century to refer to the great sol- secemed as firm in his seat as if
dier on the throne. What became honour and courage had finally
of this marvellous prediction all|disappeared from the heart of
the time from its rescue from the France. How are we to account,
Montagnard fire till it appearcd|we say, for the enigmatical, but
at the Tuileries, we are not told.|very unmistakeable foreshadow-
In what state was it when it met ing of events going on before
the despot’s eyes? Up to what our eyes? Whether the fore-
point of his history did the pro- shadowing was cast from the
phecy at that time extend? It is magic lanthorn of Nostradamus
not likely that aprophet in livery, | or Olivarius, or the magic mirror
which the modern sooth-sayer of some seer of visions in the
probably was, would go beyond'palmy days of Louis Philippe;
the establishment of the empire,|take what date we choose—wﬁe-
or dwell on Moscow and Water- ther eighteen hundred and four
1oo. But there scems little reason as M. Bareste docs, or eighteen
to doubt that the prediction, as hundred and fifteen as recorded
it exists at present, was printed groofs invite us — the fact of its
in eightecn hundred and fifteen. | being an actual prediction cannot
t was inserted in the Memoirs of admit of a doubt. But to make
Josephine (cditions of eighteen clear its connection with France
hundred and twenty and eightcen 'and her fortunes, it will be ne-
hundred and twenty-seven), and}cessary to give the whole pro-
stretched its glance far into the phecy; and as we submit the
future; for it clearly foresaw the ‘matter to the critical decision of
revolution of eighteen hundred the reader, we will give it in as
and thirty, the expulsion of Louis close a translation as we can of
Philippe, and the accession, the ancient language in which
prosperity, and finally the death Olivarjus delivered it.
of — some one whom the reader
may fix on for himself. Gallic Italy will see, far from her
ven if the whole story was a bosom, the birth of a supernatural being.
mystification at first, how shall That man il como out, quito young,
we account, we repeat, for the tongue and manners among the Celtle
latter part of the pretended an- Gauls; will open, still young, through a
clent manuscript, when we read (housind obatslis, ariong the solders,
it in a book published in eighteen ! That winding path will leave him many
hundred and forty? — vears be.fxrlefu. He wlil ecome to war near hig
foro the time of Louls Napoleon 1ai7e)end fr s lutrs or more, Beyond
— while the most sagacious of g]oxg and valour, and will subdue afresh
monarchs was writing out in text th;ﬂ&ﬂ;‘g:’ﬁ}fﬁ- to the Germa "
hand, for all generationsof kings ., i thie troublos and fears of the Gallle
and governors, the difference be- Celts, and will then be namsd not king .
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but {mperator by grand enthusiasm of
the people.

» Will battle in all parts of the empire;
will chase princes, and lords, and kings
for two lastres or more. Then he will
cnll to life new princes and lords, and,
speaking on his estrade (raised dais),
ghall cry, ** O! sidera — O! sncra!™ Will
be seen with an army numbering forty-
nine times twenty thousand foot soldiers,
armed, who will carry arms and horns of
iron. He will have seven times seven
thousand horses, mounted by men who

will carry, in addition to the former,'

great lance or sword and body-armour of
brass.
thousand men who will play tersible
machines, and will vomit sulphur and
fire and death. The total amount of his
army will be forty-nine times twenty
thousand men. Will bear in his right
lhand an cagle, sign of the victory to
win. Will give many countries to nations,
and to each one peace. Will come into
the great city, ordaining many great
things, buildings, bridges, harbours,
aqueducts, canals: will do, himself alone,
by great riches, as much as a Roman, and
all in the dominlon of the Gauals. Will
have two wives; and one son. Will go
warring to whero the lines of longitude
and latitude cross, fifty-five months.
There, his enemies will burn with fire the
great city, and he will enter these and
depart from thence with his men, from
under ashes and great rulns: and his
men, having no longer either bread or
water, through great and extreme cold,
will be so unfortunate that two-thirds of
his army will perish, and, moreover, the
half of the remainder, belog no longer in
his dowinion.

Then the great man, abandoned, be-
trayed by his friends, will be chased In
his turn with great loss near to his native
80il by the great European population.
In his place will be put the kings of the
old blood of the Capet.

He, forced into exile in the sea from
whioh he eame 80 young, and near to his
nativé soil, remaining for eleven moons
with some of his men, true friends and

‘ soldlers, and not amounting to more than
seven times seven times seven times two
times {n number. Immediately the eleven
moons are past, will he and his men take
;hls and set foot on the Celto-Galltc

&nd,
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And he will march to the great city,
where is seated the kRing of the old blodd
of the Capet, who rises, fleces, carrying
with him royal ornaments. FPuts kings in
his ancient domination. Glves his people
many admirable laws,

Then, cleared away again by a three-
fold European population (par trinité po-
pulation Européenne) after three moons,
and the third of a moon. The king of
the old blood of the Capet is put back in
his place; and he, believed to be dead by
his people and soldiers, who during that
time will kcep his memorials on their
breasts. The Celts and Gauls, like tigers

He will have seven times seven | and wolves, will devour each other. The

blood of the old king of the Capet will be
the plaything of black treasong. Tho
discontented will be deceived, and by fire
and sword put to death; the lily main-
tained; but the last branches of the old
blood still menaced.

So they will quarrel among themselves.

Up to this point the prophecy
scems to point to the fortunes of
Napoleon, the old Bourbons, and
the commencement of Louis Phi-
lippe’s reign. But now comes
the end of it. After the mutual
animosity of the old and young
blood of the Capet, and the dis-
content of the French nation, we
may suppose ourselves arrived at
the end of eighteen forty-eight.

Then a new combatant will advance
towards the great city..... He will
bear lion and cock on his armour, Then
the lance will be given him by a great
prince of the East. (Ainsi la lance lui
sera donnée par grand prince d'Orient.)

He will be marvellously seconded by
the warllke people of Gaul, who will
unite themselves Lo the Parisians to put
an end to troubles; collect soldlers, and
cover themselves with branches of olives.

8till warring with such glory seven
times seven moons, that a threefold
European population, with great fear,
and cries, and tears, offer thelr sons in
hostage; bend beneath laws sound, just,
and beleved by all
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The new combatant, whoever
he is, who comes in 80 apropos to
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wards the immense Gauls declared by all

'people the great and metropolitan nationa

And he, saving the ancient remains of

put an end to civil dissension, is the old blood of the Capet, rules the
evidently supported by the sol-'destinies of the world, makes himself

diers — no less than by the pco-
ple of Gaul — he bears for his
cognizance a lion and a cock;
which, without any great stretch

govereign council of every nation and

| people; lays foundation of fruit without

end — and dies.”

Let every one decide what all

of ingenuity, may be taken to this means for himself. We can-
represent an alliance between not profess that we are alto-
France and England; and, im- gether pleased with the prospect.
mediately on this being ar- But time will show.

ranged, a lance is given him by

the great prince of the Orient.

‘We may venture tointerpret this,
¢“g cause of war is furnished to
the allied Lion and Cock, Ly the
Sultan of Turkey.”
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Ix the year of grace sixtecn
hundred and eighty-seven, Law-

The war we are sorry to sec is rent Guillemott d’Anglade, lived
to last longer than we hoped: it in a fine house inthe Rue Royale,
is not to be concluded till the at I’aris, near the Bastille. He
entire submission and humilia- and his wife lived in great style,
tion of three Kuropean states, kepttheir carviage, played high,
and thatis not to occur for forty- talked incessantly of their high
nine months. However, the | birth and family estate, appearcd
triumphant conclusion will justi- to have plenty of moncy — which
fy any little delay, and we only |they lentoccasionally upon good
regret that the indemnity for the|sccurity — and, on the strength
expenses of the war is not more|of their own representations ob-
distinctly expressed. But the tained entrance into the society

sons deposited as hostages will
give the allies an immense power
over the royalties of Berlin,Vien-
na, and Petersburg.

External glory 1s, however, to
be followed by great calamities
at home. Peace is only to endure
for twenty-five moons.

In Lutetla (Paris) the Seine, reddened
with blood (the consequence of struggles
to the death) will widen its bed with ruin
and mortality. New seditions of discon-
tented mailloting (factions). Then they
will bo chased from the palace of the
kings by the man of valour; and afier-

of some of the best houses in
Paris. For the rest, they were a
worthy, respectable couple, like
hundreds of others; their only
sin being that they gave them-
selves out for being much richer
and grander than they actually
were; M. d'Anglade being a man
of low birth and very moderate
means, This was the beginning
of all the sorrows that afterwards
befel them.

M. d’Anglade and his wife oc-
cupied the greater part of the
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house; but, asis gencral in Paris,

there were other nmates. A cer-

tain Count and Countess de Mont-

ommeri occupicd the ground-
%oor and the rooms above. The
ground-floor consisted of three
rooms, which all opened into a
long conidor, at one end of
which was the porte-cochtie of
the court-yard, and at the other
a staircase leading to the 100ms
upon the first-floor, where there
was a small imner closct or strong
room. Mere the count and
countess kept their money and
jewels. The Abbé I'rangois Gag
nard, the count’s almoner, a
page, and a valet de-chambre,
slept in one of the thiee rooms on
the ground-floor. Another was
the salle-i-manger, and the one
which opened from it served foi
different purposes.

A friendly acquaintance soon
sprung up between the d’An-
glades and the Montgommeries.
Soon after he entered the house,
the Count de Montgommeri re-
ceived a large sum of money,
partly louis-d’ors, some of which
were quite new and others au
cordon, or old ones. The re-
mainder of the money was in
thirteen bags, each bag contain-
ing a thousand franes; also there
was a bag containing ecleven
thousand five hundred livres in
Spanish pistoles. All this money,
together with a magnificent pearl
necklace estimated to be worth
four thousand livres, was secured
in a strong coffer, and the coffer
was carefully placed in the small
inner closet we have mentioned.
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I'The d'Anglades knew all this,
and had recommended an invest-
ment for his money to the count.
One day M. de Montgommeri and
his wife agreed to go and spend a
few days at their country house
of Ville Vousin near Mont I'l1¢re,
and invited their neighbours, the
d’Anglades, to accompany them.
They accepted the invitation;
but snbscquently made some fri-

olous excuse for remaining at
home. The count and countess
sct off on Monday the twenty-
sccond of September sixtecn
lundred and eighty-seven, and
zave out that they should return
the following ‘Thursday. The
almoner, 'Abb¢ Gagnard, and
all the servants accompanied
them, cxeept a femme-de-cham-
bre, named Formduie, and one
lacquey. Four sewing women,
employed to embroider some
hangings for Madame de Mont-
gommeri, were also left in the
house; but they were lodged in
another part of the bwlding.
The key of the outer door of the
room on the first-floor was con-
fided to the femme-de-chambre;
the Abbé Gagnard shut and
double-locked the door of his
room on the ground-floor; and
the fanuly departed, considering
that they had left everything
secure. 'T'his was showing a cou-
tempt for burglars that, under
the circumstances, amounted to
rashness; and they seem to have
thought so, for, they return-
ed home suddenly, twenty-four

{hours earlier than they had in-
tended. The count declared that
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his mind was {roubled by the
sight of some drops of blood
which he found upon a table-
cloth, and that he determined to
quit Ville Vousin that moment,
havinia resentiment that some-
thing had happened. The abbé
and the servants did not arrive
until after him.

The first thing that struck the
abbé was, finding his room-door
a-jar, although, during the ab-
sence of the count and countess,
it had seemed to be closed; the
abbé having double-locked it
with his own hands, and the key
had never been out of his posses-
sion. All the servants remarked
the fact also, but at the moment
it did not, singular to state, make
much impression on them. Sup-
per was served to the count and
countess in the salle-i-manger,
and they were still at table when
their neighbour,d’Anglade, came
home, ateleven o'clock, accom-
panied by the Abbds de Fleury
and de Villais, who had supped
with him at the house of la Pré-
sidente Robert. Finding the
count and countess were rcturn-
ed, thﬁ’ all went in, and pre-
sently Madame d’Anglade joined
them. After a lively conversa-
tion they all separated for the
night, and everything seemed as
usual,

The next morning, the Count
de Montgommeri discovered that
he had been robbed. The lock
of his strong box had been
forced, and everything it con-
tained had been carried away.

He of course made & complaint
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to the lieutenant-criminel of the
chitelet; who, with the procu-
reur du roi and the commissary
of police, lost no time in repair-
ing to the spot. On examination
they declared the robbery to
have been committed by some
one upon the premises, and de-
cided upon scarching the whole
house. D’Anglade and his wife
requested that their own apart-
ments should be the first exa-
mined. Strict scrutiny was made
but nothing could be discovered
in the rooms they inhabited. The
officers proceeded to the attics.
Madame d’Anglade excused her-
self from accompanying them
upon the plea of sudden faint-
ness. Up to the aities the officers
went; and, concealed in an old
chest, under wearing apparel
and house-linen, they found a
rouleau of sixty louis au cordon,
wrapped in a printed paper,
which the Count de Montgom-
meri declared was his genealogy.
He also said that part of the
money stolen from him consisted
of louis au cordon of the years
sixteen hundred and eighty-six
and sixteen hundred and eighty-
seven.

When d'Anglade was question-
ed about this money, he stam-
mered and could give no account
of how he came by it. He seemed
in despair, and Madame d'An-
glade said that the door of the
apartment of the Abbé Gagnard
had not been secured as it ought
to have been, and she insisted
that it should be likewise search-
ed. This was done, it was found



23

that money had been abstracted the hushand was placed in the
from five bags, cach containing chételet, and the wife in Fort
a thousand livres. As the Abbé I'Evéque. They were each thrown
(Gagnard had double-locked the into a dungeon, and the gaolers
door before his departure and were strictly charged to prevent
never parted with the key out them seeing- or communicating
of his possession, this incident with any one. Their confine-
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confirmed the suspicion that had
settled upon d’Anglade and his
wife. The lieutenant-criminel
went so far as to say to d’An-
glade, —

“Either you or I must have
committed the robbery.”

So convinced was he that he
had secured the guilty person,
that he declared 1t useless to
waste time in making any further
search, especially as the count
said he could answer for the
honesty of all his own servants.

D’Anglade and his wife were
taken formally into custody;
their persons were searched, and
seventeen louis-d’or and a double

istole, Spanish money, were
ound in d’'Anglade’s purse — a
circumstance which strengthen-
ed the suspicion against him, as
part of the money stolen was in

istoles. It came out also, that

'Anglade, who was in the habit
of supping every night in town,
always took the key of the street-
door; there being mno regular
porter; but, upon the night on
which the robbery must have
been committed, he supped at
home, contrary to his usual cus-
tom. This crowning piece of cir-
cumstantial evidence seemed de-

ment was made as severe as pos-
sible. Madame d’Anglade had
a dangerous miscarriage, but it
brought no amelioration to the
rigour of her prison.

The trial came on. Witnesscs
werc heard for the prosecution.
Amongst the chief were the
count’s scrvaats and the Abbé
Gagnard, his almoner; and two
of these witnesses deposed that
they had seen d’Anglade near
the door of the abb¢’s apartment

Just before the arrival of the

Count de Montgommeri. An-
other witness swore that he knew
d'Anglade to be a gambler, and
that he had heard the Abbé
Bouin call him an old clothes-
man; and this tallied with the
fact that he lent money upon
pledges.

Another witness deposed to
having heard that d'Anglade had
once stolen a piece of ribbon,
and that, before he came to live
in the Rue Royale, a quantity of
silver plate had suddenly disap-
pearef from the house where he
lodged. Many other minute facts
came out, all tending to deepen
the suspicion against the d’An-

lades. The most damaging evi-
ence, however, was gathered

cisive; seals were placed on all from his own replies to the inter-
the doors, and d’Anglade and his rogatories concerning his birth
wife were carried off to prison, — and source of income, An evi-



24

dent mystery surrounded him.
He prevaricated in his answers.
At last, it was made clear, that
instead of being, as he had
boasted, a gentleman of high
birth and large fortune, his origin
was mean, and his income was
not more than two thousand
livres, although he lived expen-
sively, paid for everything in
ready money, and had money to
lend out besides. This at once
established him as a chevalier
d’industric, and put an end to the
sympathics of honest men. Add-
ed to all these facts and suspi
cions, d'Anglade and his wife
contradicted each other, and
there were discrepancies between
their statements. The case look-
ed very black against them; but,
as the justice of thosedays would
on no account condemn a pri-
soner without giving him every
chance of confessing his doom to
be well merited, d’Anglade was
put to the torturc. The evidence
was after all only circumstantial,
and it would be a satisfaction if
he could be made to confess. He
was put first to the torture ordi-
nary; and, as that brought no-
thing, they proceeded to the
torture extraordinary, which
brought nothing either. As d’An-
glade refused to confess hisguilt,
there was nothing to be done but
to condemn him without a con-
fession (for of course justice
never felt a moment’s hesitation
as to his guilt), and, on the six-
teenth of ﬁbruary, sixteen hun-
dred and eighty-eight, he was
condemned to the galleys for
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nine years: his wife was banish-
cd from Paris for a like period.
Also, he was sentenced to pay a
fine to the king, to make restitu-
tion of the stolen goods, and to
pay three thousand livres to the
count by way of compensation,
which required more than he had
m the world. The five months he
had spent in prison, during which
he had lived on bread and water,
with nothing butdamp and rotten
straw for a bed, had entirely
shattered his constitution. Never-
theless, on being taken from the
torture chamber he was thrown
into the darkest and frightfulest
dungeon of the Montgommeri
tower, from which he was only
removed to be taken—all broken
to pieces — to the Chiteau de la
Joucelle, where he was attauched
to a gang of for¢ats. He seemed
to be at the point of death; he
declared that he was innocent of
all knowledge of the robbery, re-
ceived the last sacraments with
devotion, pardoned bis cnemies,
and expected death with a com-
posure that might arise either
from a sense of innocence or the
prospectof arelease from intense
suffering. Ile recovered, how-
ever, sufficiently to depart for the
galleys with the rest; but he was
obliged to be conveyed in a cart,
and two men were employed to
I1ft him down every evening and
lay him upon his bed of straw,
and to lift him again into the cart
the next morning. The Count de
Montgommeri, who was terribly
afraid that the sufferings of d’An-
glade might soften the heart of
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justice, or that death might de-
prive him of his revenge, was
earnest in his solicitations for the
immediate departure of d'An-
glade to the galleys, and station-
ed himself upon the road by
which he must pass in order to
feast his eyes upon the spectacle
of d'Anglade’s miscry.

Upon the fourth of March, six-
teen hundred and eighty-nine,
d’Anglade died in the hospital at
Marscilles, four months after his
arrival at the galleys.

No sooner wasd’Angladedead,
than anonymous letters began to
circulate in all directions, in
which the writer declared that
his conscience would give him no
peace until he declared that M
d’Anglade was entirely innocent
of the robbery committed upon
the Count de Montgommeri, and
that the real criminals were one
Vincent, alias Belestre, and the
Abbé Gagnard, almoner to the
count. It was added that a wo-
man n-med La Comble could
give important evidence.

IIere was a terrible revelation!
The penitent prosecutor had be-
come horror-struck at the possi-
bility of having been the means
of subjecting an innocent man to
so terrible a fate. Ile ordercd a
certain Degrais, (the same who
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discovered to be the son of a
poor tanner at Mans, He had en-
listed as a soldier, under the
name of Belestre, and had risen
to the rank of sergecant; but had
been tried and condemned to the
galleys for his share in the assas-
sination of a miller. This was his
first offence. His later exploits
had been confined to burglary
and highway robbery. After
being very poor for a {on

and a vagabond besides,
finished by purchasing an estate
i the ne rﬁbourhoo of Maus,
for which tl’me had paid ten thou-
sand livres. Asto the Abbé Gag-
nard, his father was gaoler to
the prison in'Mans, and the son
had nothing to live upon when he
first came to Paris, except the
masses he said at the Saint Eeprit.
When le entered the household
of the Count de Montgommeri in
quality of almoner, he wasin the
most ahject poverty; but, three
months after he quitted him, he
lived in something like opulence.
He had never been suspected of
any especial crime; but he was
intimate with Belestre. lle was
moreover perfectly acquainted
with everything that passed in
the count's household; and,
above all, he knew that the count
had received a large sum of

% time,
e had

was employed to persuade the money in the month of June, six-

poisoner,
to leave the convent, where she
had taken refuge), to make in-
quiries into the life and habits
of the part% now accused. The
result was that Peter Vincent, or
Belestre, the first-named, was

adame Brinvilliers,'tecn hundred and eighty-seven,

ix{nd he also knew where it was
ept.

They were both arrested. The
woman La Comble, alias Cartant,
Belestre's mistress, gave evi-
dence which was corroborated
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Ly a crowd of qther witnesses;
and 1t was clearly proved that
Belestre had committed the rob-
bery by means of falsc keys, and
with the assistance of Gagnard.
Belestre endured the torture
without confessing anything; but
Gagnard had less fortitude and
confessed his crime. He said,
too, that he was so much alarm-
ed when the lieutenant-crimmnel
was examininﬁ the premises, that
had he asked him the smallest
question he should have con-
fessed everything A comfortable
hearing for that officer!

The gibbet relieved the world
of these two scoundrels. Nothing
then remained to be done, except

A CITY WEED.

A CITY WEED.

WE may not trample on thec, smmple
weed,
So bravely springing in the stony way;
The stordy growth of some far-wafted
seed,
Thus Aourishing upon a grain of clay.
No gaudy colows flaunt around thy stem,
No giateful scent thy hardy foliage
ylelds,
But, rudely set, thou shinest like a gem,
In hues reflccted fiom the distant fields.

Thou drawest nurture fiom the dewy
skies,
Thou findest food upon the subtle af1;
And sometimes may the sun r¢joice thine

eyes
(Tor thou hast eyes) down in this som-
bre lair.
And thou art beautiful! so fiimly set
Within the ragged crevice of u stone ;
So st1ong, so resolute, 8o hopeful, yet
So surcly perishable, and alone.

to make amends to the vietim of So shouldst thou stand, thou biave and

judicial error. Letters of revision
were obtaincd. Parliament pro-
nounced a decree on the seven-
teenth of June, sixteen hundred
and ninety-three, which rehabi-
litated the memory of d’Anglade
justified the wife, and rescinde
her sentence, condemned the
Count de Montgommeri to make
restitution of the money that had
been adjudged to him as repara-
tion for the robbery, and to pay
all expenses besides. A collce-
tion was made in the court for

d Yet thy best fortune 1s,

slmple heart,
As firmly planted on thyfoot of ground;
As stiong, as resolute to play thy pait,
Though stony dangers hem thee clogely
round.
Perchance, brave weed, did we thy na-
ture know,
Rare balms and subtle virtuesinthee lie;
unharm'd to
grow,
Unknown to ripen, shed thy sced, and
die

A LADIES' WAREHOUSE.
Oup Queen Charlotte, the be.

the benefit of the daughter of M. nignant patron of literature,

and Madame d’Anglade,
amounted to above a
thousand livres.

which never allowed Madame D'Arbla;
hundred (Who had the inestimable privi-

lege of mixing the Queen's snuff

But all this did not bring back 8nd putting onthe Queen’s gowns

poor M. d'Anglade to life again.

because she had written a clever
novel), or any of her humbler
servants to wear silk. According
to ber rule, they might not

Walk in silk attire. .
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As for the veil, the parasol, and
the edged pocket-handkerchief,
in which our single-handed maid
Betty rejoices during her Sunday
out, such vanities, had they been
possible, would have leen set
down as so many signs of Jaco-
binism, Robespierﬁsm; fearful,
revolutionary, mecendiary.

The notion of a sumptuary
law, after the model preseribed
gythat fearful bore, Mentor, in

elemachus, is still in favour
with a 1§0od many well-to-do
people; but they are beaten by
the cheapness of machinery,
which has swept away a crowd of
prejudices an(ll) flooded us with
comforts and luxuries and rea-
sons for not “sitting at home at
ease.” Nevertheless, a comical
example of Queen Charlotte’s
ﬁrinclplee is yet extant. Squire

aven owns the parish of Ravens-
burne, a fine estate in the most
rural part of Lancashire. Having
failed in making the social and
political world around him stand
still, he is obliged to be content
with ruling over his own parish.
In the squire’s servants’-pew on
Sundays 1s rangéd a row of ser-
ving-maids in the old Lancashire
costume — a calico jacket,  or
Lancashire bedgown, and a
striped lindsey-wolsey petticoat.
A very pretty costume no doubt;
and a costly one; for the old-
fashioned chintz, in the good
old days, would have cost five
shillings Instead of five pence a-
yard. No servant-maid is en-
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cottages, that does not conform
in costume as well as in polities,
to the immutable Ravensburne
principles.

If Squire Raven's ukase had
been as powerful in parliament
as in his own parish; if he could
have settled the costumes of the
lower classes and excluded all
the produce of foreigners, the
long hine of manufacturing towns
and villages, which, beginning a
few miles from that green oasis
of squiredom, Ravensburne,
stretches into Yorkshire and
across the border — clothing the
naked and feeding the hungry,
placing clean linen within the
reach of every labouring family
— would have remained stagnant
under the dominion of the spin-
ning-wheel, in the midst of the
moorland deserts, over which
manufacturing power has spread
turnipsand corn, sheep and short-
horns.

Single examples best show
what machinery and enterprise
have done towards clothing the
world. An accident has given us
the opportunity of describing
what machinery and enterprise
can do to clothe womankind and
babykind. The accident was a
hunt-breakfast, given by Mr.
Julius Lincoln (the celebrated

aper-stainer), te Lord Drain-
and’s Hunt — a breakfast which,
for admirable profusion and con-
fusion of everything; from plain
chops to Yorkshirc pies; from
cherry cordial to champagne —

gaged at Raven Hall, no family will long be a green spot in the
allowed to live in the squire’s memory of the two hundred
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guests, We had the good for-
tune to make the acquaintance
of a stout, fresh-complexioned,
broad-shouldered, broad-brim-
hatted, scarlet-coated stranger.
Later in the day, a cramped stile,
unjumpable for fifteen stone,

ave us the opportunity of turn-
ing aside, and jogging on leisure-
ly together; and so, during the
rest of the day, we talked of
horses and farming aloud, silent-
ly reckoning each other up. For
my part, 1 thought my new friend
could not be a parson — parsons
don’t ride in pink in Lancashire;
nor a farmer, although very like
a thousand-acie Lincoln Wolds
man. Specualation came to an end
when we parted, and the stout
stranger presented me with his
card — Mr. George Ahrab — and
invited me to come and lunch
with him any day (except two
hunting dnzs\, “at number ten
thousand, Cheapside, where his
firm, Ashstock and Ahrab, dida
little business with all parts of the
world.”
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regions of that
thoroughfare.

We found Mr. Ahrab, in his
brown cont and commercial den,
deep in his eorrespondence, —a
very different style of man from
Ahrab mounted, top-booted,
scarlet-coated, with no amiety
except about killing the fox;
after a few cordial words of wel-
come, an intimation that his din-
ner and my luncheon would be
ready at onc o'clock “sharp,” he
put us under the care of a Mentor
able to guide us on our voyage
of discovery.

We began our investigations
at a counter of pocket-handker-
chiefs. A pocket-handkerchiefis
once of the most solid signs of
civilisation — a standard waving
in advance of civilised wants.
Here were to be found handker-
chiefs fitted for all classes; from
duchesses to dairymaids; from
royalty to the Lilliputian tenants
of infants’ schools, arranged in
dozens, — an exceptional num-

mysterious

Wanting, lately, to show a ber being worth ten pounds each

foreign friend the showy side of withoutlace. Thirty pounds the
England, which does not lie in dozen seemed the apex of ordi-
palaces or public places, I rc- nary transactions; thence de-
membered my adventure, and scending, the importance of the
fished out the fox-hunter's card. sales generally increasing with
And this was how I found my the descent, were the cheapest
way, one fine morning, to a great description of French at eight
warehouse —abarrack and store- shillings and sixpence, lrish cam-
house of commercial warfare on bric at onc shilling and nine-

human nakeduness — which mo-
destly obtrudes a narrow archi-
tectural front on Cheapside, and
stretches many a rood into the
longth and hreadth of the back

pence, and Scotch cambric at
ninepence-halfpenny the dozen.
The price per dozen, in all the
cheaper qualities being consider-
ably less than the price charged

§
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for a single handkerchief before
stcam  superseded band-spin-
ning.

French emhroidered handker-
chiefs, even of a very cheap kind,
undergo a strange round of
voyages and travels before they
appear at evening parties. The
cambric is imported iuto London
in the piece, thence forwarded to
the branch manufactory in Glas-
gow; there divided into proper
Iengths for handkerchiefs; and,
with a duc quantity of cotton-
thread, arc distributed among
the peasant girls of Scotland and
Ireland, to be embroidered. By
this new trade of embroidering
handkerchiefs, petticoat borders,
muslin dresses, and under-gar-
ments, many a comecly lass is
able to exchange the digging-
fork for the needle. When em-
broidered, the camnbrie, no longer
white as driven snow, is collceted
and returned to Glasgow to be
washed and bleached. Then,
marshalled in dozens, it journeys
back to Cheapside to be theunce
distributed

Far as the breeze can bear the billow's
foam.

By meeting all tastes, and
descending to pocket-handker-
chiefs at a little more than three
farthings a-piece, Ashstock,
Ahrab and Co. manage to sell,
in the course of the yecar, some-
thing like three million of them;
that is to say rather more than
three hundred and fifty acres of
lawn and cambrie; yet, before
the spinning-jenny beat the spin-
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ning-wheel, a cambric pocket-
handkerchief in the hand of a
village maiden was as groat a
rarity as a pair of silk stockings
in the days of Queen Bess,

The boxes by which ladies, on
shopping thoughts intent, are
crattily seduced into buying a
dozen at a time, all ready marked
with the name Annic or Bessie,
and so on through the alphabet,
are no longer ot the plainest de-
seription. T'he march of luxury
has transformed them into works
of art; moulded them in elegant
forms, and adorned them with
coloured pictures of the interest-
ing events of the day — royal
marriages and inteiviews, por-
traits of princesses and herocs,
views of shipwrecks and battles.,
The Great Exhibition afforded a
good many subjects: the Turkish
alliance, the Sultan, and Omar
Pasha have had their day; as
also Alma and Inkcrmann. At
the date of our inquisitorial pro-
gress, the Emperor and Empress
of the French, with scenes fromn
the Queen’s visit to Paris, were
in high favour. The taking of
Sebastopol will probably follow.
These boxes, once given with
the handkerchiefs, have now a
distinet wholcsale value of from
siapence to ten shillings and six-
pence each.

The next step was into a snowy
armoury; where a wonderful
variety of embroidered mnuslins,
dresses (from the Glasgow branch
manufactory) for wedding, cliris-
tening, ball, or any other occa-
sion where white is imperative,
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were arranged in such numbersl Marching steadily on, we suc-
as to be truly distracting. Full-:cessively passed the department
flounced robes, gorgeous in their; of cap fronts, of cauls — not the
blanch extravagance of tambour- natural article occasionally ad-
ing and embroidery, were to be vertised in the Times at fifteen
had at ten and fifteen pounds'pounds, and specially rocom-
each; but, the great trade is in/mended to sca-captains — but
our favourite plain tucked robes, white net, supplied at fifteen
of whichthousands were annually pence the dozen, and nightcaps
distributcd among our rising too, from the very plamest to
beauties at from seven to ten the most insinuating that ever
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shillings each. Imagine the as-'
tonishment of our grandmothers
at hearing of a ball-dress at half-
a-guinea! We calculated that
Ashstockand Ahrab sell annually
about fifty acres of muslin dresses,
without counting roods of cam-
bric collars from fourpence half-
Ecnny upwards, and miles of

abit-shirts, chemisettes, jabots
cuffs, an
jackets.

Curtains for cottageswere once
an unknown luxury, unless in
common calico, but we found, in
the muslin department, that the
march of machinery had produced
embroidered muslin curtains at
two shillings and sixpence per
pair; while plate-glass four-
windowed drawing-rooms could
be accommodate
pounds.

Mourning — both light and
deep afflictiof departments —
came next; and there,amid crape
in all shapes of dress and all de-
grees of fineness, with bugles
worthy of Hamlet, we found that
the largest trade was in scrvants’
black caps at three farthings a-
piece, and plain linen collars at
the same price,

sleeves, mantles,

at eighteen

adorned a rosy morning face. In
caps, not nightcaps, the Swedish
Nightingale's scems the favourite
name, judging by the trade ther-
mometer; tor the sale last year
in white and black Jenny Linds
was over a hundred thousand
dozen. We roughly estimated
the weight of caps of all kinds
sold annually at this single shop
at two hundred tons.

Neat, ribands in all the colours
of the rainbow — of silk, satin
and velvet — the best work of
Coventry and Lyons, made the
counters gay as flower-beds.
What a dehghtful addition to a
collar is a becoming neckriband
of bright harmonious colours,
Parisian women of all grades
well know. The attendant in this
department told us, with a pro-
fessional sigh of regret, that his
stock was very dead, as broad
ribands were all the rage. Pass-
ing from gay ribands, a regiment
of grave cloaks were reviewed.
Cloaks of all materials; cotton
velvet, silk volvet, satin and
moiré antique, cloth, in admi-
rable sober colours (when shall
we have a revival, for the strects
of the charming red ric}ing-hood
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cloaks of our youth?) alpacas,|
and mixed mysterious textures|
with names to match. All tastes|
and pockets were to be suited;}
expense-no-object could be satis-|
fied, while the real use of a win-|
ter's cloak, warmth, was amply,
fulfilled in capital woollen imita-|
tion of bear-skinsneatly trunmed, |
at five shillings each. ‘
Baby linen came next; orga-|
nised on a scale sufficiently large
to provide for all the nurseries in/
thekingdomatamoment's notice. |
There were doll-like shirts at six-|
F_enco, and al-o at sixteen shil-|
mgs; longrobes at four shillings,
and at ten pounds each (more]
Scotech and Irish peasant em-f
broidery); Lilliputian silk-em-|
broidered merino shoes, which a|
young lady with a very new|
white bonnet pronounced perfect|
ducks; pincushions — those mo-
numents of incrcasing nurseries
— at from ninepence to a guinea;
and all the otﬁer paraphernalia
that are called into use by the
wonder of every family, the baby!
Bassincttes, at fabu{’ous prices,
and caps of satlin with or without
cockade, pictured babyhood in
every corner of the department.
The ladies’ gencral outfitting
section came very naturally close
to the baby's. The name de-
scribes it. As for the contents,
it was quite plain that, if a tele-
graphic despatch announced the
arrival at gouthamptou of an
army of amazons a thousand
strong in want of all the armoury
of modern costume, there would
be no hesitation in returning an
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answer of “All right; the clothes
will be sent down by the next
train.” Everything was to be
found there, from top to toe, ex-
cept shoes. An entire room was
given up to those instruments of
torture, stays. A single brown
wooden-husked rib-compresser
was to be had at tenpence; in-
creasing prices ended at best
Freneh, one hundred and fifty
shillings a-dozen.

Millinery made its department
very gorgeous in ornamental ar-
ticles, the greater part of which
puzzled our ignorance, and
warned us not to enter into de-
tails; but onec instance of the de-
velopment of commerce in an in-
significant branch of trade was
too curious to be passed over. At
a certain, or rather an uncertain,
time of life, ladies take to head-
dresses. Some adopt false hair,,
gsome caps, and many used to
wear particoloured skull-caps of
Berlin wool. Thesehave recently
been in a great measure super-
seded by certain dark-brown
silky materials, manufactured
into network coronets, marvel-
lously resembling braided hair,
and caps with pendent corkscrew
curls, made of mohair, that is,
the hair of a goat, chiefly im-
ported from Syri&, At first there
were difficulties in the way of
spinning and weaving mohair;
but the attention paid, with such
remarkable success, to alpaca
led to the study of all kinds of

oats’ hair; and now, more than

ve hundred manufacturers, some
of them little above the rank of
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journeymen, are engaged in sup- | to plunge into & labyrinth of fila-
plying mohair head-dresses. ments. Roods of counters and

Artificial flowers, English and |shelves were devoted to every
French, occupy two rooms, and|desecription of every country and
make them gay as the parterres|every ﬂind. France and Belgium
of Paxton. English flowers have'supplied hand-made pillow-lace,
not, as was expected, been cx-las did our own counties of Bucks
tinguished by French tasic and Herts, and Northampton, and
cheapness, but continue to afford Devon; but the great trade is in
employment to a numerous class. machine lace and net from Not-
But, as a general rule, there is|tingham, Honiton, and Tiverton;
no comparison between the two in which, besides many new uses
in beauty. The French flower- the finest descriptions are so well
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maker is an artist; the English,
amechanic, copying from a con-
ventional standard; although
some of the English examples
showed that there must be bril-
liant exceptions,

From French flowers at fabu-
lous prices in the two extremes
of cheapness and costlincss, we
returned to the principal depart-
ment in this great warehouse,
lace — the department wiich in
fact has originated all the rest,
and led the firm in the course of
years to consult the convenience
of their customers, by concen-
trating all their wants and cna-
bling them to stock a shop in one
morning walk, under one roof.
Thus curtains, dresses, collars,
1ibbons for collars, bracelets,
brooches, flowers, feathers,
clpaks, baby®linen, bonnets,
millinery, and all the rest of

imitated that, at a yard distance,
no person not in the trade, can
tell the difference between costly
fine hand-work and cheap
machine imitation. The most
fashionable collar at the present
moment is Irish hand crochet, in
imitation of ancient point lace,
—the difference in price between
the simulated and the real article
being abont shillings to guineas.
Lace curtains and lace flounced
robes in black and white have
been rendered a possible luxury
within the reach of the middle
clagses. Five-and-twenty years
ago an article (in net) now sold
for fourpence cost forty shillings
a-yard. Changes of the same
character, succeeding from year
to year, have enabled the million
to use goods which were once the
privilege of theinactive few, have
created the lace-trade of Eng-

ladies’ apparel were added; and, land, and given employment to
a Glasgow muslin manufactory the thousands who, directly or
became the colony of the parent indirectly, draw their wages from
establishment in Nottingham.  the house of Ashstock and Ahrab.
Lace is not a describable ar- The importance of the machine
ticle, a few figures will be more lace trade may be measured in .
cxpressive than any vain attempt millions of yards, Five kinds of
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it were sold in one year to the ex-
tent of more than six thousand
miles, or more than the distance
from Liverpool to New York and
back. Thistrade rests, like the
bulk of British trade, on chcap
machine manufacture, and is
daily improved and extended to
new uses. Where our grandmo-
thers were content with a pair of
hereditary lace lappets of un
known age, and, 1in their cyes,
incalculablevalue, our daughters
and wives aspire to whole dresses
and curtains, and our servants
can afford a succession of clean
light caps and bounect fronts. In
fact, by modern improvements,
“we are less afraid of wearing out
than of washing; cheap clothes
mean cleanliness.

There is — purse-proud beau-
ties would be surprised to hear—
no demand iu England for the
finest and most expensive de-
scriptions of modern foreign
hand-made lace; English ladies
will rarely give one, two, three
hundred pounds — as French,
Spanish, Russian, and Amcrican
ladies will — for a dress, a shawl,
or even a veil. The most expen-
sive laces they purchase are anti-
quities, or mock antiquities, dyed
in coffee-grounds to the colour
which enables them to pass for
the point of Queen Anne. At the
French Exhibition, there is a
black silk-lace shawl, manufac-
tured for the empress of the
French, from an original design,
by the well-known house of Lefe-
buvre, price six hundred pounds;
and the manufacturers have more
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than once reccived orders of
nearly equal cost.

At lace ended our tour through
the long avenues and towering
storeys of the great house, the
first of some half-dozen engaged
in the same operations, present-
ing in the vastness, complete-
ness, and machine-like order of
its operations, a sample of British
commercial enterprise Although
a half-way house of distribution
between the manufacturers and
the retailer, nearly four hundred
persons, male and female, are
employedunderoneroof toserve,
note down, correspond, pack up
and deliver the supplies reqnircd
from every point of the compass
— five pounds’ worth to the little
milliner at Penzance, a thousand
pounds’ worth to Madame Lafleur
atHavannah,and MadameSriggs,
from Paris, at Melbourne—which
amount in a year to more thana
million sterling. We were glad
to find that Ashstock and Ahrab
— more wise than certain rail-
way companies lately noticed in
Household Words — do not dis-
perse their staff among the chop-
houses of Cheapside, but provide
ata greateconomy of time,money,
and digestion, a series of meals
of roast and boiled joints, cooked
by gas, which, as our luncheon
told us, left nothing to be de-
sired.

Among the elements of the
progress of this many-armed
establishment, penny postage
had no mean share in selling,
freighting, and setting in motion
the railway van,the ocean steam-

8
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er, and the clipper ship. The
average number of letters re-
ceived and answered weekly,
amount to some four thousand.
The clectric telegraph, too, gives
its help, and often saves twenty-
four hours of time in the execu-
tion of an order.
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and Irish counties, in France and
in Belgium,

Aund'this firm, with its princely
revenues, army of assistants,
thousands of dependents — its
several branch establishments,
and still more numerous agents,
all working with a clockwork re-

What we may call outposts of gularity incomprehensible to the

attack on women’s wants have
been established by Ashstock
and Ahrab in branches in the
great citics of Manchester, Liver-
f’ool, Edinburgh, Birmingham,

Jymouth, and Dublin; besides
a muslin manufactory atGlasgow
and a lace factory at Nottingham
In New York and Calcutta, inde-
pendent colonies — consuming
nothing but the produce of the
Cheapside empire — have been
ostablished; and, in the great
Australian cities, like plantations
have been founded. As for home
consumption, Great Britain is
mapped out into districts, which
are periodically traversed by
commercial ambassadors, tra-
velling by road and rail. In the
hilly territories of the north you
may sometimes meet a neat, ca-
pacious, dark-green fourgon,
driven four-in-hand. It doesnot
contain the bed or batterie de
cuisine of a foreign prince, nor
any of the hounds or racehorses
of a sporting peer: itis a moving
warehouse of our friends Ash-
stock and Abrab: one of the
means by which they push their
sales and afford to pay wages,
directly or indirectly, to some
ten thousand people, including
peasant girls, in English, Scotch,

muddling procecedings of Ord-
nance and Horseguards, Admi-
ralty, Woods, Forests, and
Public Works — i3 but omne
sample of hundreds of firmns
which organise the labour of the
staple trades of England. Neither
are the principals merec money-
grabbing drudges. They can
afford time, as we have seen, for-
healtbful recreation. Neither do
any of their dependents appcear
to be overworked.

THE ROVING ENGLISHMAN'

IN BELGI1UM.

I am in one of the third class
carriages of a DBelgian railway-
train, and travelllng between
Mechlin and Gand. I take the
liberty to observe gnot altogether
without a pang of wounded pa-
triotisin) that a third class car-
riage on a Belgian railway is in-
finitely superior in comfort and
accommodation to a second class
carriage on a British railway. It
has more air, more light, more
room, more conveniences. Ithas
seats 50 contrived that no man’s
knees are nccessarily in the lap
of his fat friend opposite. A pas-
senger — although only a com-
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mon labourer or mechanic — may
it forward or backward or side-
ways as he listeth, He may stand
up, and even walk about and
stretch his legs a little, There
are blinds to a third class car-
riage in Belgium; so that it ac-
tually appears to have occurred
to the directors or the govern-
ment (I know not which) that
there is perhaps now and then
some slight, if scarcely per-
ceptible, difference between poor
persons and cattle. Why the ad-
vantages here described exist in
Belgian third class carriages,
and do not exist in British third
class carriages, 1 confess myself
entirely unable to determine. In-
deed, I take the present cramped
and gloomy state of travellers in
Britain to be something very
much hke a personal affront to
myself; for, 1s it not now nearly
five years ago thatI was enabled
to suggest some very simple and
practical improvements in rail-
way carria%:as, derived from the
most benighted ?ortion of slug-
gish Austria?* I will not, how-
ever, further advert to my valu-
able admonitions. Such a course
would be ungraceful, assavour-
ing of that vulgar species of self-
laudation or egotism which is, or
ought to be, abhorred of gods
and men. Iwill here simpl add,
to the facts which were laid near-
1y a lustre ago before an obser-
vant public, that it appears in my
humble judgment we altogether
misconceive the true spirit of ad-

* In the third volume of Houschold
‘Words, page 632.
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vertising, and that our trades-
men do not set about it in that
honest and straightforward man-
ner which I should be glad to see
once more a sure charaecteristic
of anything so truly British as
the art of puffing.  The sums
spent in advertising are far
beyond all reasonable calcula-
tion, Advertising on a large
scale is gencrally understood to
succeed, whatever it may do on a
small one. Our advertisements
are, however, the -clumsiest,
stupidest things conceiveable,
The veriest tyro in his art should
be ashamed of them. They dis-
figure some of the finest sites of
our metropolis, they blind us
with their intolerable red and
cllow glare, they frighten our
orses with weird unusual shapes;
in a word, they are sometimes
ridiculous, and sometimes offen-
sive. Not one of the spirited and
enterprising persons who deface
our capital with these manifold
abominations, I would respect-
fully suggest, have clearly under-
stood their true interests. The
do not appear to have marked,
learned, and inwardly digested
the capital principle which was
suggested to them on so large a
scale at the Great Exposition of
eighteen hundred and fifty-one.
Thebestartificers and mechanics
of every description in the world
secm to shrink, with a shame-
facedness altogether unaccount-
able, from a frank and fair ex-
hibition of their handiwork.
They have altogether overlook-
ed the valuable capacities of rail-

3%
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way trains ag 80 many moveable
palaces of industry. A thousand
new and ingenious contrivances
might be constantly introduced
by means of them to a wide and
constantly-increasing public,and
every carriage might be provided
with suitable articles of comfort,
convenience,and ornament, with-
out a shilling expensec to the
wincing shareholders. Tam sure
that if advertisers will fairly con-
sider this hint, and railway offi-
cials unite in carrying it out, tra-
velling might be often made an
instructive amuscment, instead
of a means of getting the back-
ache in the dullest manner. Little
lass cases of novelties (well
astened and secured) might be
Blaced in convenient positions,
efore people who would have
often nothing else to do but exa-
mine them and reflect on their
value during many hours. By a
proper system of perambulating
guards, such as that which is or-
ganised on all foreign railways,
robberies would be out of the
question. A good light might
also be secured in railway car-
riages on the skylight principle,
from the roof, and gy better (;ay
advertisement) lamps at night.
To return, however, from sug-
gestions to facts, it is quite cer-
tain that our railway carriages
are still inferior in very many re-
spects to those in foreign coun-
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ful reforms here as elsewhere;
but as the British constitution
and Rule Britannia can scarcely
be mixed up in the matter by any
ingenuity of the most consum-
mate official casuist, perhaps we
may venture to entertain some-
thing like a growing expectation
of improvement within fifty years
or thereabouts.

I regret to state that the Bel-
gian custom-house is by nomeans
so agreeable an institution as the
Belgian railway. 1t has given me
some very needless trouble. It
has idly delayed me, without any
comprehensigle reason, five clear
days upon my journey, and I am
now obliged to go from Malines
to Gand (a central depot) in order
to make things pleasant. I shall
succeed, but the custom-house
authorities have been, and are,
in the habit of adopting very in-
convenient procecdings, never-
theless. They are indecorously
fond of small quibbles and petty
quirks. They pounce on a few
centimes (from me they took six-
teen, or three half-pence and a
fraction) with a hasle rather un-
dignified, if not unbecoming.

owever, I may thank them
for an improving little trip, and
itwould therefore be but churlish
to grumble. 1 am enjoying the
almost unknown luxury of travel-
ling without luggage or impedi-
ments of any kind; for, as I am

tries, and this differenceis in few journeying within the frontiers,

places more perceptible than in
the third class waggons on the
Belgian lines. Iam aware that it
will be as difficult to obtain use-

I am not worried even with a
ga.ssport question. It is late in

eptember; but there has been
such an unusual continuation of
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fine weather, that I begin to have
some hope even of the wayward
climate of Flanders. I am not
without a charitable expectation
that this climate has at last re-
solved to redeem a very doubtful
character, and abstain altogether
from fog and water for the future.
Although, on ordinary occasions,
a wary and prudent traveller,
1 resolve on the present occasion
to undertake my journey withotft
even a cloak or umbrella, and to
trust my second-best clothes and
a middle-aged hat entirely to the
honour and fair promises of the
morning. As the reader may be
apprehensive of the result, 1t is
proper also to add that my con-
fidence was not misplaced, and
that the weather courteously de-
puted to attend me throughout
the day, behaved with the most
cheerful and obliging manncr,
not even venturing to blow a
cloud, lest 1 should begin to en-
tertain a passing doubt of its in-
tegrity. 1 carry nothing with me,
therefore, but a pocket-book, a
cigar-case, a volume of Robinson
Crusoe in ¥rench, which I bought
at the book-stall for emergencies,
and have been reading since with
an cver-fresh and eager delight.
Notwithstanding, however, the
example of so many British tra-
vellers, I begin at length to think
that it is not the most enlighten-
ing and knowledge-seeking me-
thod of going through a country
to keep one’s eyes constantly
fixed on a book; and, therefore,
having read past a station or two,
1 tear my attention away with a
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resolute wrench from the en-
chanted island and the Caribs, to
light a waking-up cigar and look
about me.

Returning after some whiffs
and reflection to the every day
world again, I perceive thatI am
seated next a dapper little man
who has just joined us from the
small village at which we last
stopped. He evidently belongs
to one of the great middle classes
of the country; but to which
class, it is not so easy to deter-
mine; for any onc more unlike
a Briton of similar condition it
would be impossible to imagine.

In age, he may be four or five
and twenty. He is small of sta-
ture, and his limbs are as deli-
cate as those of a young woman.
lle has a spare black beard, and
small moustachios. The sides of
Lis face are shaven. His eyes are
dark, and his complexion a pale
olive; so that1l sit for some time
musing whether he may not have
Spanish blood in his little veins;
reflecting also on the marked
peculiarities of race, which no
time or circumstance can, per-
haps, wear wholly away.

If my small friend is farther re-
markaf‘)’le for anything, itis for a
certain air of propriety, that de-
cent poverty and careful conceal-
ing of humble fortunes which has
always something in it so strong-
ly attractive — I had almost said
affecting. His clothes are well
made (though somewhat scanty),
and scrupulously brushed, his
hair is nicely cut, and his thin
beard is prettily trimmed into



38

shape, IHeis dressed in a jaunt
little plum-coloured coat, thrifti-

turned and newly braided at'

1

tie worn edges, a black satin
waistcoat, and continuations of
a neat clouded grey. I subsc-
quently ascertain that they are
new, and cost sixteen francs only
two months ago. Ior the rest
mfy spruce neighbour wears a set
of gingerbread blue enamelled
studs Fof pale washed-out Bel-
gian jeweller's gold), curious, as
showing in some degree how
very much gold may be alloyed,
and yet retamn its title by courte-
sy, and how very thinly i1t may be
beaten. His shirt is coarse in
texture, but so pricked and fret-
ted, so pleated and ironed by
housewifely hands as to look finc
at a little distance. Ilis boots are
unexceptionable, and his hat 1s
vigorously brushed and worn on
one side. His Belgian taste (like
that of most simple quiet folk),
for flaming colours, breaks out
in a violent red pocf:et-handker—
chief, which he flourishes occa-
sionally, not without an air of
pride and satisfaction in his per-
sonal appearance. In constitu-
tional temperament he is evident-
ly phlegmatic enough, as thein-
habitants of most moist climates
really are; but he is as evidentl
bitten with that mania for all
things French, which occasions
such surprising and ridicalous
effects in Belgium, as though a
frog would imitate a butterfly.
He therefore thinks it necessary
to speak in an exeited manner, to
use much gesticulation, and to
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affect the air of a gay swaggering
young ruffler, so that he reminds
me rather of the quiet man who
becomes a hero against his will
i the charming French comedy
of La Bataille des Dames,

We soon getinto conversation.
The Belgians being remarkably
friendly and communicative in
their manners, 1 have nothing to
do but to sit still and hear my
little friend talk, to acquire any
nformation about himn which
may interest me. The little man’s
talk, too, really is interesting to
a stranger, and a student of man-
ners. Listening, without cftort,
also suits the lazy languor of the
day. He shall tell the reader,
therefore, his story, as he told it
to me.

“My father was a huissier, or
what melodramatic writers call a
myrmidon of the law. 1t is not
an agreeable profession. Huis-
siers are not readily received in
society. Pecople are ashamed to
ask them to theiwr houses, lest it
should appear they came on
legal business. Formerly — that
18, about twenty years ago — my
father sometimes made five thou-
sand, or six thousand francs a-
year bK his profession. People
were then very litigious and ex-
travagant. The property of
whole villages and districts
changed hands with what would
now appear extraordinary rapi-
dity. There was a great deal of
drinking and merr{-making; 80
that most folks lived beyond
their means,and got into trouble.
They spent more and earned leas
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than now. My father, of course, the girls ask my brother why he
rofited by this statc of things. does not got married, he tells
Ie lived in a rural district, and them laughingly, but truly
he was usually on horseback enough, ‘that potatoes are too
from daylight till dark. He was dear.” o understand this joke,
thus enabled to bring up a large you must know that potatoes are
family (therc were eleven of us), the chief, and sometimes the
in credit and respectability : for only, food of our country people.
that moncy which others squan- 1 am sorry to say they have near-
dered away, was thriftily em. ly doubled in prico, as have most
ploeved when it fell into his Kands, other provisions, since the com-
and became a blessing to us all. mencement of the war; and my
Latterly, however — that is, brother’s fees must be raised, if
within thesc last ten years— mat his business does not increase,
ters have much altered. People before he will be able to marry
have grown more carcful and and support a family in the same
well conducted. My father's respectability as that in which he
yearly gains gradually diminish himself was broughtup. I do not
ced to one-third of their former know whether to attribute my
value, and last year he earned brother's scanty profits to the
only two thousand francs. There good government of King Leo-
are very few law-suits, now-a- pold — perhaps it may be partly
days, in Belgium, and my father owing to the fact that people live
had enough to do to bear his re- more in towns (especially at
verse of fortune. Ile fell, in- Brussels), than formerly; but
decd, into bad health; and, some mild laws and uncorrupt tribu-
months since, nof being able to nals, have doubtless something
ride as well a3 he used to do (for to do with it.
he is nearly seventy), he was I am offercd the \)lace of
thrown from his pony, and hurt junior clerk at a large cloth ma-
severely. He resigned his em nufactory at Verviers. Ishall re-
Eloyment; and, though he had ceive seven hundred franes a-

cen forty years in it, he hasno
retiring allowance. The huis-
siers have formed no fund among
themselves for this purpose, and
the state docs mnot interfere.
I wanted to succecd my father;
but, as I am not yet twenty-five
years old (the cligible age), his
place was given to an clder bro-
ther of mine, who still holds it.
lts value, however, continues
visibly to diminish; and, when

year directly I begin. I can live
very well on this as a bachelor.
I can get a room and my meals at
any small respectable inn, for
forty francs a-month. This is
better than boarding with a pri-
vate family, because they general-
ly behave as if they were confer-
ring a favour on you. Besides,
I shall have more liberty. '

“If I liked to go abroad, and
travel, I might do much better.
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Our family has a high character
for honesty. People know they
can trust, and are glad to employ
us. Iwas recently offered a place
of one thousan({ eight hundred
francs a-year, as a commercial
traveller, if T would previously
qualify mysclf by a three years
apprenticeship to the trade. Ire-
fused, however, a rolling-stone
gathers no moss, and my mother
said I should acquire bad and ex-
pensive habits.

“Ihave another brother. He is
a mechaniec — a workman. Ie is
employed at Gand for the rail-
way, and he earns about six
francs a-day; but he does not
Bave anythmg. He keeps too
good society for that, and he is
anxious to maintain his station.
I am going to pay him a visit, and
shall live witE {ﬁm till I go to
Verviers.

“I shall not marry till T am
forty, at least. Bachelor life is
so amusing. Besides it is not
easy to find a wife. Young men
are never thought much of in
their own country. I should go
to England to get married. Pa-
rents here judge of me too close-
ly by my sous, and if I were to
propose to a girl who has a few
sous more than I, her parents
would turn me out of the house
without ceremony. I shall do
very well, however, by-and-by,
for I bave arich aunt, the widow
of a doctor. She will make me
her heir, She has about eight
thousand francs in the public se-
curities, and a small cottage with
a garden of her own.”

THE ROVING ERGLISHMAN,

It was an agrecable ride — our
waggon soon grew full of cheer-
ful, homely country people, and
I was never tired of looking at
them, The men had mostly pale,

assionless faces cleanly slvmved.
They wore blue blouses, like the
French peasants, velvet caps
with large peaks, and often limp
white handkerchiefs: they car-
ried stout cudgels in their hands,
and short pipes in their mouths.
I'he women were generally dark-
eyed and ruddy complexioned;
and but for the majesty present-
ed by a back viewof their figures,
they might have been often call-
ed graceful. Their manners were
singularly free and unembarrass-
ed One of them arranged her-
self so as to use me comtortably
for a back-cushion during the
journey, and another tied up her
stocking before all the company,
without the smallest sense of im-
propriety. They wore long ear-
rings of & bright pale gold, some-
thing after the Tfashion of the
Norman women, but they want-
ed the demure witchery of the
snowy, high-crowned cap. In
one part of the carriage, among
an apple-faced bevy of elderlz
market-women, sat & pricst, wit,
his shovel-hat and shaven crown;
in another was a soldier, with the
exceedingly short uniform and
placid countenance of the ortho-
dox Belgian warrior.

We laboured slowly forward,
stopping at some little station
every ten minutes, and then
trumpeting on again, like a pro-
cession of tectotallers returning
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from one of their excitable festi-!
vals. On either side lay the well-|
tilled and fruitful lands of the:
Low Countries. Everywhere the
same flat, smiling level. Quiet
villages cluster picturesquely
over the landscape, and the
flight of every quarter of an hour
is pealed musically from many!
steeples. Yonderis a thick, sha-
dowy wood, which looks like a
fine property for somebody; and
near, winds a canal which must
have suffered by the railway.
Long lines of poplars mark dis-
used dusty roads in every direc-
tion. Stunted pollard-trees cast
their broad shadow over dykes
where the jack lies watchful and
ravenous; the dull tench is slecp-
ing among the weeds of many a
silent pond; the eel writhes
through the mud beneath him,
and the frogs croak around —a
noisy multitude. In one spot the
tall chimney of a manufactory
rises high in the air; and, where-
ever a breeze is to be caught, it
turns a windmill. The modest
homesteads of the comfortable
farmers, with their white-washed
walls and straw-thatched roofs,
their plentiful gardens and thri-
ving crops, stud the prospect
everywhere. The bee goes about
with a business-like hum, and the
butterfly on_ fluttering wings,
wantons on his whimsical way
among the bean-fields. T'he pea-
sants working on the soil look up
with wistful eyes, and repose for
& moment from their labour as
we wander along. All spcaks of a
gentle government and a pros-
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perous community; though I
cannot help moralising as we
draw near to Gand on the muta-
bility of all human things, and
reflecting how matters are alter-
ed since Charles the Fifth wittily
boasted he could put all Paris
into his Gand (Glove).

SENTIMENT AND ACTION.

IN SEVEN CHAPTERS.

CIIAPTER I.

“A arraAr gift, agreat gift you
ask me for, Masfestaul!” gaid
the old man, sternly, turning
away his head.

“But one that you will never
have cause to repent bestowing
on me,” said Paul, ecagerly.
“Oh, Mr. Trevelyan, you do
not know how carefully 1 will
guard her, how tenderly I will
reverence her, how manfully
keep her from all sorrow and all
harm! You do not know how
much I love her, nor how fer-
vently I honour her! Trust me,
sir; foryou may; you can bestow
her on none who will guard her
more tenderly, more lovingly
than L.”

“Ah! all young men say the
same things, boy, before mar-
riage. Unfortunately it is only
experience that distinguishes be-
tween the real and the false, love
and fancy, truth and change.
And if that experience prove 1il
—there is no repairing it, Paul!”

“Yes, yes! Iknow all that!”
said Paul, impatiently, yct not
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disrespectfully. “Butit can never
be so with me. Time, age, cx

perience, all will only piove more
firmly my love and®undying truth.
O, believe in me! believe in me!
God is my witness that my life
shall justify you!”

“Foolish boy! to believe in
the possibility of love, in the
existence of constancy and happi-
ness,” murmured Mr. Trevelyan,
between his closed teeth. “A
day will come,” he said, aloud,
“when you will cuise me in my
grave, that T ever consented to
this match; when you had rather
I had slain her with my own
hands than have given her to

ou.”

“Never! never!” cried Paul.
“('ome what may, the happmess
of having once loved and becn
loved byli)er, shall suftice.”

The old man took his hand,
and looked him carnestly in the
eyes. They were sitting on a
garden bench set in the shadow
of a large horse-chestnut. Be-
hind them rose the barren fell,
with its greg gmmtc 10cks scan-
tily covered by heath and juni-
pers; before them lay a deep
glade, flush with the richest
f,mon and bright with flowers.

n the distance shone the sca,
glittering hike a band of silver
across the opening among the
trees made by that steep ravine;
the white sails of the distant
ships lessened into mere specks,
shining in the sun like the wings
of white birds. It was one of
those summer days when the sun
lies like a seething fire on the
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leaves and grass — when the
carth seems to breathc and pal-
pitate through the low heat mist
(uivering over her, and Nature
lies so still you might believe her
dead- it was one of those days
which fill the soul with nameless
emotion, and make that unful-
filled longing for love and beau-
ty, which even the happiest and
most richly doweied among us
feel, a passionate desire and a
painful void; it was aday wherein
we live —in the tiue meaning of
the word— because we foel. Per-
haps it influenced even Mr. Tre-
velyan, although not ecasy to
affect in any way; but there are
times when a subtle influence
secms to pervade our whole be-
ing, and to changce the direction
ot all our faculties and thoughts,
— and this was one of them.

Mr. Trevelyan was a man of
calm and gentle manner, but
with a nature hard and cold and
bright as polished steel Difficult
to excite, but 1esolute when
rouscd — whether for good or
evil, positive, distinet, and
tirm, — he had nonec of that half-
hearted temporising between the
will that would, and the feeble-
ness that dare not, refuse, which
50 often holds the balance be-
tween cruelty and folly. Hisyes
would be yes indeed, and there
would be no appeal from his first
denial. It was a serious matter to
demand a favour from him; but
if & pain, at least it was not a
lingering one. Paul knew that
his refusal would be abrupt and
decisive, and that his promise
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would be religiously kept. And in country places is always to be
when, after a long silence, he explained by shese conditions.
said in that compressed manner &‘hc result of all those long
of his, “You may take her, 1 walks together through the
trust you,” the young artist felt woods, and across the meadows,
that tge worst of the danger was. and upon the craggy fells, — of
over, and that his marriage with all those lessons on beauty by
Magdalen was certain now; for|the piano and the easel, when art
of her consent he never doubted. made another language between
Living in a dull couniry-house, them, and interpreted mysteries
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with no pleasures beyond the
insipid occupations of a young
girl's drawing room world, the
visits of Paul Lefevre, the artist-
poct, had given a new lite to
}ﬂagdalon. He had taught her
pamtmg, which of itsclf opened
exhaustless mines of intellectual
wealth before her; and he had
led her to think for herself on
many points which hitherto she
had either never touched at all,
or clse thought on by rote. Iis
gifted mind, full of beauty and
K’E)Otry was a rare treasurc to

:Lgdazlen, living alone with her
father, — a man who demed all
intellectual power and action to
women; who would give them so
much education as would enable
them to read a cookery-book and
the Bible, but who thought that
a higher class of culture wasboth
unnceessary and unfeminine. In
thatlonely country-place, and in
that inactive life, Paul, and his
beauty, and his love, assumed a
power and proportion they would
not have Ead in a buster life.
‘Want of contrast lent perfection
and want of occupation created

which words could not reach, —
of those mutual studies of poetry
and history, when the extreme
lbmits of human thought and
human emotion were reached,
and the echoes of the noble
chords struck then vibrated in
their young hearts, — the result
of this friendship, which at first
was simply intellectual inter-
course, was, as might have been
looked for, that Paul loved Mag-
dalen, and that Magdalen loved
Paul, or fancied that she loved
bim, m kind. If there had been
some one else whom she could
haveloved —some other standard
by which to measure the require-
ments of her nature and the needs
of her heart— it would then have
been a choice; as it was, it was
only an acceptance. She accept-
cd as likeness what was simpl
ignorance of diversity, and too
that for understanding which was
want of opportunity of judgment.
She loved Paul from gratitude
for his love of her, from admira-
tion of his beauty, and delight in
his intellect; she loved him as a
sister might love a brother, but

an interest which assuredly was scarcelyasa woman of her strong
not born of moral sympathy or nature would love the husband of
fitness. But the v orld of mystery her own free intelligent choice.
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But as she knew no other love,
this contented her, and she be-:
lieved implicitly in its strength!
and entirencss.

Paul came into the drawing-
room, where she was sitting In
that (ieep cool shadow which is
80 pleasant when the outside
world lies in such burning glare.
Rushing in from the sunshine,!
he could scarcely sec her at first,
sitting by the open window, be-
hind the green blind, reading;
reading one of his favourite au-
thors, marked and paged by him.
He came to her hurriedly, his
face lighted u{) with joy and
burning with blushes. Though
he had never looked more beaut:-
ful, he had never looked more
boyish than at this moment.
Even Magdalen, who was not
accustomed to criticise, but
rather to regard him as an in-
tellectual giant beyond her sta-
ture — even she was struck b,
his extreme youthfulness of air
and manner, as he came up
timidly but joyously towards her.

“Magdalen, your father has
given his conscnt! — we are en-
gaged,” he said, in a low voice,
which trembled so that it could
scarcely be heard.

Magdalen laid both her hands
in bis with a frank smile. “I am
very glad, Paul,” she said, her
voice nnchanged, her blue eyes
as calm and dreamy as ever, and
not the faintest tinge across her
brow. Her betrothal was a name,
not the realization of a vision; a
fact, not a foeling, It was ane-
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cessary social ceremony between
two persons unmarried and un-
connected; it was no material
ratification of that dearer betro-
thal vowed in secret before. And
with the childlike kiss, given so
quietly by her, received so reli-
giously by him, began the initial
chapter of their love and banded
hives. It ought to be the initial
chapter to a drama of happiness,
or no apparent element of happi-
ness was wanting. Youth, beau-
ty, innoccnce, aund intellect;
what more was needed for the
scarching crucible of experience ?
One thing only. It might be read
in the cai’m stillface of Magdalen,
bending s0 tran(ﬁuilly over her
book, while her lover sat at her
feet, his whole frame convulsed
with the passion of his joy. It
might be scen in the immeasu-
rabledistance between their feel-
ings as he buried his face in her
lap, his long hair falling like
dusky gold upon her white gown,
and sobs expicssing his love;
while she smoothed back his hair
with a tender but sisterly touch,
wondering at his fervour, and at
the form which his happiness
took. And then, when he looked
up, and with quivering lips called
her his life, and his life’s best
angel, and uttered all the wild
transports which such a love in
such a nature would utter, she
calm and grave and tender, would
try to check him very )
through all this storm of

herself as calm and unimpas-
sioned ag if & bird had been sing-
ing at her knee,
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CHAPTER II.

Tuere was a son belonging to
the Trevelyan family, Andrew,
nominally a lawyer in London;
a married man of respectable
standing and profession, but
practically a gambler and a —
sharper. Perhaps, if he had been
more wiscly educated, he would
have turned out more satisfac-
torily, but he had been spoilt by
every kind of injudicious indul-
gence. llisfaultshad been left to
§row as they would, unchecked.

ay, in many instances they had
been even cncouraged. So that
it was no wonder if the spoilt and
gampored child grew up the sel-

sh, vicious, unrestrained man,
who knew no higher law than his
own gratification,no higher plea-
sure than personal indulgence.
Love for this son had been one
of Mr. Trevelyan's strongest —
or weakest — points, as onc
might judge. Through good re-
port and evil report, In spite of
knowing that his race was dis-
honoured, and his name debased
by his evil life, the old man stood
staunch and loving. liven when
he married that wretched woman,
met with Heaven knows how or
where, but not as Magdalen’s
sister should have been; even
when he sent down that villanous
Jew to tell of his arrest for a dis-
honoured bill, and to demand,
rather than request, ecnough
money to pay off this score, and
set him going again — even then,
the old man only turned pale and
looked sad, but he loved his
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|darling boy none the less. It
was his pride, his wilful point of
obstinate belief and groundless
hope, and he would not be driven
from it. He was his first-born,
cradled in his arms while the halo
of romance yct shone bright
about his marriage life, and the

olden cloud of hope tinged the
ﬁlm form of his future. And Mr.
Trevelyan was not a man of pass-
ing impressions. Affection once
marked on that granite soul of
his must be stiuck out violently,
if struck out at all; for neither
time nor the friction of small
cares and petty annoyances
could destroy it; and even An-
drew’s worst faults had not as
yet destroyed the sharpness of a
letter.

Andrew lived on his profes-
sions of affection. 1f he sent
down a shameless confession of
evil passages in his evil life, he
coupled this confession with such
warm assurances of attachment,
that the old man’s theart failed
hiin for the stern place of judge,
and he beeame the advocate in-
stead. How could he not forgive
one he loved so well, and who
loved him so faithfully? And
what great hope was there not
yet of ultimate reformation when
that sacred filial love continued
so unchilled! After all, it was
but a youth’s folly that the boy
was ever guilty of. His heart
was in its right place, and all else
would come right in time. An-
drew well knew what the old man
would think when he wrote those
loving dutiful letters. He used to

AND ACTION.
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call them his exchequer-bills,
and tell his wife what each was
worth. For be never wrote unless
he wanted money; which, how-
ever, was frequent; and he was
always sure of something as the
roward for his trouble, So things
bad gone on for the last haﬁ'~
dozen years; Andrew passing
from bad to worse with startling
rapidity, until even the ver
swindlers and scoundrels wit!
whom he associated grew some-
what shy of him.

One day a letter arrived to Mr.
Trevelyan, from London. 1t was
a curious letter, containing mi-
nute inquiries concerning his
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contents of which she did not
know; and how he suddenly
drooped, as if struck by some
fatal disease. She asked him if
anything had happened to vex
him, but all he answered was,
“No, child, nothing that you
can cure,” looking sadly on the
ground as he spoke. 1ie folded
up the letter carefully, aud, in
his precise manner, put it away
amongotherpapersinhisdrawer;
and the matter scemed to be for-
gotten, or to have passed hke
any other small disturbance. But
Magdalen understood him too
well not to see that there was a
painful secret somewheie, one

Lealth and habits, which he was/that nothing of her love could
prayed to answer by return of touch, nor “his own philosophy
post. He did answer, but not curc. More than once she ap-
on the points required; and a proached the subject gently, for
correspondence ensued, which she knew that it was somehow
atlast led to the information that connected with her brother; but
Andrew had been raising money he never answered her questions,
on post-obits, and that he was and at last got angry with her if
speculating deeply on the pro- she mentioned Andrew’s name.
bable chances of his father’s It was very painful for poor Mag-
death within the next two years. dalen to see her father breaking
This was perhaps the only thing his heart thus in silence, without
that could have stirred Mr. Tre- suffering her to sympathise with
velyan, and this struck at the him; for she thought, woman-
very root of his love by destroy- like, that love and sympathy
ing his trust. Everything else he would surcly lighten his burden,
could forgive, and had forgiven, whatever it might be! But he
but this: and this was the blow kept his own counsel, strictly,
that struck out {hat graven word and Magdalen could only guess
which nothing else Ead injured, the direction, while ignorant of
and left a void and a ruin instead. the details of his sorrow.
Magdalen knew nothing of He fell ill; poor old man! No
what had happened. She was one knew exactly what was the
terrified to see how pale her mattér with him. The doetors
father was, while reading a cer- were at fault and drugged him
tain lotter in & strange hand, the with every kind of abomination,
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some of which, at least, must had been born after that terrible
have been wrong, if others werce night—which no one but himself
right. Dut no drugs wo.ld have and his God knew of — when his
saved him now; not the best nor wife’s dreamy lips, Francesca-
most shilfully administered. At like, muttered the secret kept for
his age, the terrible revolution so many painful jecars, and told
worked by such a crushing sor- him that she had neverloved him.
row as this was beyond the reach Magdalen had always seemed to
of doctor’s stuff. His heart was him to be the ratification of his
broken. He had an illness of despair, as Andrew had been the
two months or more; a slow, fulfilment of his hope; and it was
sure sickness that never fluc only now, for the first time in
tuated, but day by day certainly life, that he acknowledged he
dragged him neaier to the grave. had been unjust. The poor girl
He knew that he was dying, but had felt the difference made be-
he never mentioned his son. It'tween them both, but she be-
was his bitterest reflection to feel lieved it arose from some fault in
that the gambler's calculation | herself. She knew there was but
had been luchy, and that his little virtue in Andrew. Now she
death would shamefully enrich had taken her true position in her
him. ifather's love, and had become
Magdalen hardly ever left him. 'really dear to him. Before, he
Nothing could excced the dovo-ghad been coldly proud of her
tion, the tenderness, with which beauty, and he had respected
she nursed him. If love could her character; but he had never
have saved him he had not died loved her. Since hisillness it was
while she had been with him!|different. He was only happy
She had the 1are power of em-iwhen she was sitting at the foot
bellishing a sick-room — making of the bed where he could see
it rather a beautiful cradle of her, — ounly easy when she was in
weakness than the antechamber;the room and before his eyes.
to the grim tomb: that power Oncc she heard him say, *Blind!
which comes only by & woman’s blind!” and “Avenged!” while
love. #'he friends who came to looking at his sou’s portrait,
see them remarked on that ex-/hanging against the wall just
quisite order and the melancholy above her head, as she stood by
beauty she had given; and many the table. Blnd! yes, as too
of them said that Miss Trevelyan many of us are blind, both in our
had changed her father’s sick-'loves and our misappreciations.
bed into a thrane. The old man At last he died. He had been
appreciated her now for the first sinking rapidly for some time,
time. He had ncver loved ber as but still bis death was sudden at
he had loved his son; indeed, he the very last, Magdalen was
never loved her much at all. She|alone with him. She had given
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him his medicine, and had just
shaken up his pillows and
smoothed the coverlet, when she
saw his countenance change. She
went closer to him and asked
him if he wanted anything; she
thought he was feeling faint, per-
haps. Hislip slightly moved, but
she heard no sound 18sue from it,
his eyes grew fixed, and that
terrible film came over them; she
raised his head, again he slightly
smiled; — a sigh: and then she
was alone.

Andrew did not know of his
father's illness. More than once
Magdalen had entreated her fa-
ther to allow her to write to him,
but he used to answer, ‘““No, my
love, not yet — not till 1 give
you leave,” in a tonc and manner
so distinet and positive, that she
felt nothing more was to be said
And in his state of weakness she
was careful to be obedient to the
utmost, fearing that he should
think her undutiful because he
was unable to be authoritative
So the old man had sickened and
died in peace; and Magdalen wasg
not sorry that his death-bed had
been undisturbed by the mockery
of her brother’s pretended love.
But when she was left alone she
wrote hastily to Andrew, telling
him what had happened, saying
that her father would not allow
her to write to him to inform him
of his illness, but that now he
was the head of the family, and
must take everything on himself;
begging him at the end of her
letter to come down immediatel

and manage all as he liked.
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Andrew gave a long whistle;
“What!” he said, ‘“gone so
soon! That little jade! — if she
had only told me he was ill, I
could have got ten per cent.
more. 1'll pay her out for this!
We'll see wgo will be master and
who mistress, when 1've got
things into my own hands! How-
ever, I can't go down to night,
5o they may muddle away by
themselves ag they like.”

The reason why he could not
go down that night was, that he
had made up a whist-paity with
cards so cleverly maiked that no
one could detect them; and as he
expected to clear nearly a hun-
dred pounds by this coup, he was
not disposed to lose such a good
chance because his father was
lying dead athome, and his sister
did not like to be alone.

He wrote, however, a few lines
expressing his surprise at the
news; not a word of grief; he
had no necd now to continue that
farce; and authorising her to be-
gin all the necessary arrange-
ments, as his agent, saying that
he would go down to-morrow,
take possession, read the will,
and see that the funcral was
Eroperly conducted. Properly,

ut with stricT economy and
simplicity, said carcful’ Andrew,
— the word strict being under-
lined twice. All this seemed ver
natural to Magdalen. Bad as 1t
was, she expected nothing better.
And as for his certainties about
his heirship, she herself shared
them. She never for a moment
doubted that he was made the
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heir, and that only a small mar-|attempting to work - sometimes
riage portion )had been're.served|{)akmg upa })ofollc as if tho m}a]ad d—
for her when Daul — artistic, un- | but her tears fell over ber hands
P mirny hor. and Kocp 3 house pge. Baud wandored moumstuls
0 marr d .
whoreinyto hold her. {from room to room, his sympathy
The whist party proved a falling far short of Magdalen's
failure for the calculating An-'sorrow; “But,” as she said to
Cenacs ne keculy aive-to all the = mo he n the moldrs Whon,
es as keenly alive — !
;’)%r;ssiliiliis:ios ofy trickery, werce in the midst of the passionaté
there with him; and his clever anguish and the solemn silence
device, first suspected and then that sat side by side, like grim
discovered, ended only in a scene a}fgels‘b]{ [tlhe ghyfsl;oliiﬂ adcar..
of violence and tumult, where rm(;igeAlod ed moisily to eh 0(?(1],
everybody wasrobbed and every- and An rewshvowe wfas hem ,
hody beaten, and the blame of swearing at the man for having
all thhrown on the cheaitm h(i)stt; dl‘g’@é‘l ggguﬂg 232}-?:&%11” o
— er, he had to res - v
payv:z l(;mrreg’er:tféxeoof"r n]\émey to pre- the man of slang and vice, loud
vent the aﬂ'?irhbein carried into 1 voice, nms{,i:ogggé sﬁma(; Eg(lg:é
1 t ice, a3 some in manner, h
ol;'e ?l?(?dz;-dic:tp;oulld most dis-face lined and attenuated by dis-
bl of th gt hewtn| i, I, b el
¢ The next day he came down to ty, Andrew entered the hall,
ol eF o domgh, o vecove him. H made o ut-
and out o umour cnough. ¥ ve him. -
Everything had been arrangﬁd t(‘l'l‘lpt, n% Oft?;t,aattlzzgrépa}:];y;v 2;
f?r e funeral’wm%h T aiah (honost. Tt how frightful it was
gnadeihzoi)‘gggo:as )}ull of that to her who had sat so many hours
terrible stillness which the pre- by that dying maq,::ll her ghgl:\i
sence of death brings with it, —[soul had become 1r}belrp9ne a i
a solemn unea}-th{y shllne's‘q, — }by hlsth_' howo';irnru% eltsvlzg‘.?l A v(;
the shadow of God’s hand. There have this g : "
T e "o F that sncred momory — to foel
which a single day’s want of that — to f
hiniad oot ot Of aven twothor's presonce semoved hor
mingled with the scent of lav enilfr‘?b her's p ;ro , Temoved her
der and dried rose leaves, mll; }la er g, sutxll_l ﬁn;\st er! The lone-
Sg;gfngog:::a aglféllftffggftly{ug ollr'lpel:Zu%oodewas nothing com-
spoke in whispers; Magdalen sat pared to the sickening loneliness
Houschold Words, XXXV. 4
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of her feeling now. The coarse-
ness of indifference with which
he asked, first broadly, and then
in detail, for information of his
father’s last moments,—the cold-
ness with which he listened, rub-
bing his eyes and yawning noisi-
ly, when she told him such and
such facts as for the mere sym-
pathy of a common humanity
would have touched the heart
even of a stranger — the very
boast of carelessness in every

SENTIMENT AXD ACTION.

Do you mean papa?” eaid
Magdalen, very coldly.

“Of course, L do!” and Andrew
laughed. How loud and long his
laugh was! It chilled Magdalen's
very heart within her.

“Oh, Andrew, don’t laugh
now!” she cried, laying her hand
on his arm. ‘It terrifies and
shocks me, when you know what
lies above our heads.”

‘Don’t be a superstitious fool,
Magdslen,” said Andrew, savage-

gesture; lounging against the ly; “and don’t tell me what I am
chimney-piece; flinging himself to do and what not! You foolish

into an easi-chair, with one foot
raised on his knce, or else,with
one hand doubled against his
side, and the other playing with
the little dog — all was torture to
Magdalen, who felt that she also
was included in the shameful dis-
grace of het brother.

¢Ah, and so this is your Joe!”
heasked, looking at Paul through
his half-shut eyes; then, turning
to his sister, he said, in a loud
whisper, “I say, Mag, there’s
not too much good stuff in him!
He’s a fine lad as far as face
goes; but hang me if I wasn't
more of a man at fourteen than
he is now. However, that’s no
affair of mine.”

“I hope you will be good
friends,” said Magdalen, choking,
“and that you will never have
cause to regret your relation-
ship.”

“That’s a sensible speech,
Mag, proper to the occasion.
I say, did the old boy like the
match?” .

girls stay down here moping in
the country, till you don’t know
how to live. You get into a world
of ghosts and shadows, till you
are frightened at the very sound
of your own voices.” Andrew re-
crossed his legs, and played with
the dog’s ears till it howled and
slunk away.

Paul looked at the Londoner
with a mild curiosity, as if he had
been a kind of privileged wild
beast; and then, satisfied that
he could do nothing towards
taming him, and fecling ill at
case in his society, he went awa
for a time, much to Magdalen's
relief and Andrew’s disappoint-
ment; for he had promised him-
self good sport in baiting him.

Hearing that Andrew had ar-
rived, old friends of the family
had assembled by degrees, to
hear the will read, and to offer
assistance or condolence as their
position warranted; — some with
& vague feeling of protection to
Magdalen; for Andrew had the
worst character possible in the
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neighbourhood; and more than chair nearer to the window.
one thought it not unlikely that ‘“Hang these plaguey blinds!”
his sister might need some de- he cried, plucking at them im-
fence against himj; ‘““For,” as patiently; “they don’t let & man
they said justly, ‘“that dreamy sce his own! Come, Mag, let’s
lover of hers knows nothing of see what he has left for your
business;”  which was true wedding gear. Quite enough,
enough. There was soon quite a I'll be bound, else my name'’s

BENTIMENT AND ACTION.

large assemblage — large, that not Andrew!”

is, for a lonely country-house;

and Magdalen was surprised to haughtily

find how relieved and protected
she felt by their presence. They
all seemed nearer to her than her
brother; and all more sympathi-
sing and more sorrowful for her
loss.

“Mag, where’s the will?” said
Andrew, in a loud voice. “I sup-
Eose you know where the old boy

ept his things, don’t you?” Ile
spoke as the master, with the
tone and manner of a slave-
driver. It was the ultimatum of
coarseness.

“In the library,” said Mag-
dalen.

¢“Ah, stay! In the top librar,
drawer, ain’tit? Don’t you thin
80? I remember that used to be
his hiding-place when I was a
little lad, and knew all about
him. 1f so, I can find it myself,
Mag; 1 have the keys. No tricks
of substitution, you know, gen-
tlemen!” and, with a laugh and
a leer, he strode out of the
room.

He soon came back, bringing

a sealed packet, endorsed “M
will,” in Mr. Trevelyan's hand-
writing,

“Here it is, safe enough!” he
said, chuckling, and drawing a

’but in her daughter’s di

Magdalen rose, and walked

across the room:
and sorrowfully: not
in her own seﬁilove,
ity, -
wounded for that dead father
whose memory was outraged by
his son. A look from one of the
friends assembled brought her
back to her seat; and she felt
when he whispered ‘“bear with
him quictly now, for the sake of
your poor father,” ghat this was
both good advice and the high-
est duty; so she controlled her-
self as well as she could, and sat
down, feeling for the first time in
her life dishonoured.

Andiew broke the seal of the
packet, and took the will out of
the envelope. Crossing his legs,
and clearing his throat, with a
certain dare-devil, “Come on,
then!” kind of air, he began to
read it aloud. The will set forth
that all the lands, tenements, &c.,
of which he, the testator, might
dic possessed, were bequeathed
to his dear son, Andrew, with the
exception of fifty pounds a-year
to be paid to Magdalen, whom he
confided to the tender eare of her
brother, “in full reliance on his
love and honour.” The bulk of
the property was about eight

4-‘

haughtil
woundetf
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hundred a-year. Itwas all clear
and distinet, signed and attested
in due form; but Andrew’s face
had changed ds he came to the
close.

“Aha! What’s this?” he cried,
looking ficreely at Magdalen,
whose arm he seized as she bent
forward when he called her.
‘““What devil's work have you
been after here, with all your
pretended love and sickening
flattery!” and he almost struck
her, as he shook her arm vio-
lently.

“Andrew, what are you talking
of?” said Magdalen, starting up
and flinging off his hand. “Iven
at such a time as this, and from
my brother, I cannot submit to
such language.”

“You are right, Magdalen!
For shame, for shame, Mr. I're-
velyan!” went round the room.

“Judge me, all of you!” ex-
claimed Andrew, hoarsely, rising,
and facing his sister. “Judge me
by yourselves! 1If any of you
have seen your very lives and the
lives of your children snatched
away by a demon's turn like this,
you can feel with me, and under-
stand my violence. Violence itis
not, but righteous and most just
anger. This was why she never
told me of my father’s illness!”
he added, grasping Magdalen’s
shoulder, as she stood firmly be-
fore him. ‘“This was why she
practised all her arts, and made
the old man, doting on his death-
bed, believe her devoted to him,
not his money, — he, who had

TR
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never liked her in life, making
her his heir!”

¢“Heir!” eried Magdsﬂen. turn-
ing pale. “Ilis heir!” she re-
peated, asif in a dream.

“Aha! 1 had becen too honest
for him, had I!” continued An-
drew, without noticing the inter-
ruption. “I was not courtier —
not flatterer enough, wasn't I!
And this was why she has always
been the fircbrand between him
and me, cxaggerating every little
indiscretion, and turning his love
for me into coldness — as she has
done lately — all to steal a march
upon me, and cut me out of my
inheritance. I, the only son, to
be disinherited for such a worth-
less fool as that! Dy Jove, gen-
tlemen, it is maddening! Listen
to the pretty little codicil I find,”
Lie continued, in a tonc of bitter
banter, striking his forefinger
against the parchmeunt: ““*I here-
by revoke all former wills and
testaments whatsoever or when-
soever made by mne, and leave to
my dear daughter, Magdalen, the
sole use and benefit of all that 1
may dic possessed of, whetherin
lands or money. Ialsolcave her
my sole exccutrix. Signed, An-
drew T'revelyan. Witnesses, Iaul
Lefevre and Mary Anne Taylor.
And you are in this, too, sir!” he
said, turning savagely to Paul.
“By heaven, there seems to be a
pretty plot hatched here!”

“I'saw Mr. Trevelyan sign that
lj):aper, and I and Mary Anne

aylor witnessed it; but I did
not know what it was I signed,”
answered Paul, hesitatingly.
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Andrewbenthisbloodshoteyes
full upon him; and from him to
Magdalen, and back again. He
looked at the writing of the codi-
cil attentively — a profound si-
lence in the room — and again he
looked at them.

“Where is this Mary Anne
Taylor?” he asked, in a hoarse
whisper.

“You know that she is dead;
she was our nurse,” said Mag-
dalen, in a low voice.

“1 see it all — a plot, gentle-
men! aplot!” he shricked. “But
as 1 live, it shall not go unpunish-
ed! Isceitall now, and you and
the whole world shall see it too.
That wriling is not like my fa-
ther's — my sister’s lover one of
the witnesscs, and her nurse, con-
veniently dead sinee, the other.
I am no child, to be taken in by
anything so clumsy and sclf-evi-
dent as this!” IHe flung the paper
on the floor, and trampled it once
or twice beneath hisheel. ¢“1shall
not stay for the mockery of this
funeral,” he said; “l have no
business here. My curse upon
you all! —my deadly, blightin
curse, and my revenge to come!
That is my share in the funeral
to-morrow.”

“Andrew! Andrew! do not go:
do not dishonour poor papa so
shamefully !” exclaimed Magda-
len, clinging to him. ¢Think
of what you owe him. Andrew,
reflect.”

“Owe him?” ecried Andrew.
“What I owe you; and what I
will pay you” He dashed her
from%im with an oath; then, re-
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peating his curse, he flung him-
self from the room, and so from
the house; leaving the palecorpse
stiffening in the chamber above,
without a thought, a prayer, or
a sigh for what had loved him so
well.

l COATS AND TROUSERS.

Axrmep with a sufficient Open,
Sesame (the gift of an enchanter
in an alpaca coat); conveyed to
Paul's Wharf by the fiery Dragon
of the modern Thames, an iron
stcamer; threading one of those
narrow ducts retained by munici-
pal wisdom to consume time and
teach paticnce; crossing, not
without danger, the living roar-
ing strean of Cheapside; diving
into another scething gutter of
commerce, we passed into a si-
lent dingy court, obstiructed by a
Pickford’s cart and its Mamez)n
of bales. In other respects the
solemn close was deserted by
every living thing save by a pair
of solemn city cats, which grave-
ly sat where helmeted sentinels
and powdered scdan - chair-
bearers had watched or lounged
in bygone times. We pushed in
at a door, guiltless of the finery
of paint, that closed behind us
with an unmechanical bang;
and, passing through a gloomy
ground-floor unquestioned by the
tenants, we ascended a broad
staircase, black with time and
hand-friction.

In the suite of chambers that
we entered — once the town resj-
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dence of Mr. Pecl of Laucashire, jolly marine. The bishop's sober
father of SirRobert Peel of Tam- black of costliest quality; the

worth — canvas-covered bales
formed stacks rising to the ceil-
ing; piece goods lay in vast
square heaps upon long count-
ers; wide deal shelves were
stuffed with layers of woollen
stuffs and of woollen mixed with
baser material of every degree,

uality, and variety that goes to
axe clothing of man civilised and
uncivilised. We were on the pre-
mises of a firm of merchants in
the wholesale sense, to whom
orders for a hundred thousand
yards came as often and as na-
turally as a command for a single
suit to a popular tailor; to whom
in these warlike tunes almost
every goods-train from the works
brought unnumbered yards of
uniform cloths,and every trading
vessel from Scotland and Ireland
mountains of the flax goods in
which those countries so much
excel. From the dark dingy
staircase we had ascended, con-
tinually went forth the stuft for
clothing the armies and navies
of England, the parti-colourcd
troops of Indian princes, the
Zouaves, the Gardes Impériales,
Chasseurs d’Afrique, and rifle-
men of Vincennes. “From the
same source is provided the
scarlet robes of Ashantee heads-
men, the camlet cloaks of Chinese
mandarins, the white blankets
of Kaffir chiefs, the canary-co-
loured pantaloons of South Ame-
rican infantry; the serge shirts
and pea-coats of Jack, A B.; the
grey great coat of his ally, the

miner’s flannel jacket and mole-

|skin suit; the Derby alpaca of the

sporting dandy; the blue broad-
cloth of the scl ool-boy’s many-
buttoned jacket, and the coffin-
maker's dismal baize, also con-
tinually flow into the warehouse
from every manufacturing dis-
trict, and out again to consumers
of every class and clime.
Broadecloth — once the distin-
guishing mark of the gentleman
and weﬁ-to-do citizen — is the
oldest of our manufactures. It
dates from William the Con-
queror, and its very existence
was thought to depend upon a
close monopoly of British wool.
To export British wool was high-
ly penal; but a dispute which
long raged between the woollen
manufacturers and farmers, at
length resulted in freeing the
public from the monopoly of
both; and this dispute was a
notable example of the sort of
slaverﬁ our mneighbours the
French endure. English manu-
facturers stoutly — contended
against the exportation of British
wool, lest foreign manufacturers
shouldrivalthemin cloth-making,
but claimed to import the fine
wools of Spain and Germany.
The farmers, on the other side,
desired leave to sell their wool to
the foreign customer; but de-
manded protection against the
competition of the foreign wool-
Erower. The contest was waged
otly, and the battle swayed to
and fro, aceording as the sheep-
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feeding or the wool-consumin

faction obtained the upper hand.
At length, ITuskisson, the legis-
lative precursor of free commerce,
took advantage of the pastoral
and wool-weaving dissensions,
and gave both what they did not
want. Ile permitted the exporta-
tion of British, and the importa-
tion of foreign wools at a low
duty, and sent both sets of suitors
despairing away. Up to that
period, very little woollen cloth
was sold under from eight to ten
shillings a-yard. At present,
broadcloth can be bought at
every price between two shillings
and twenty-five shillings a-yaid.
The highest priced material, con-
sumed in a limited quantity, con-
sists in the finest blacks and
scarlets. At from four to five
shillings per yard an excellent
pure wool cloth can be produced.
Cheap cloth has rendered cheap
clothes possible, and extinguish-
ed the custom of hereditary ward
robes. Inouryoungerdays, all
the mechanics and humbler
classes who wore Sunday clothes
wero content with the second-
hand garments of the wealthy.
Their appearance was mean, and
their cost, taking wear into con-
sideration, extravagant.

The change was helped on
curiously enough by negro eman-
cipation. While
the West Indies were slaves,
their owners clothed them simply
in a shirt and trousers of a kind
of striped mattrass sacking.
When emancipated, the first de-
sire of the coloured gentleman

b
tﬁe negroes of |thrown away to rot.

55

was to dress like his lafe proprie-
tor. The Jews of London, well
posted up, as the Americans say,
to this fact by their West Indian
Hebraic correspondents, hasten-
ed to send out consignments of
second-hand clothes which had
been previously cleanced and re-
made. Thus, Julius Cesar Twigg
or Napoleon Bonaparte Buxton
wag able to rig himself out in the
latest fashions from England for
as many half-crowns as it cost
his white rival pounds sterling.
The demand soon exceeded the
supply ; the Yorkshire manufac-
tuiers were called upon for a
cheap cloth, and they found it in
two materials— cotton and shod-
dy. Instead of making the cloth
of all wool, a warp of cotton was
introduced under a woollen weft,
and a strong, durable, good-
looking article was produced at a
cheap rate. But cheap wool was
also needed for the face or weft,
and this was found by tearing up
old woollen clothes, re-washing,
dyeing, and spinning them, with
the addition of more or less new

wool. This is shoddy. Thus,
shoddy and cottou-waxz gave
cloth for the million. great

deal of virtuous indignation has
been wasted on shoﬁ?ly making
which is only one way of utilising
what used to be grievously
"he cheap
cloth soon found its way into
English shope, and drove out the
old clothes trade. The new de-
mand had another effect; it sti-
mulated the ingenuity of mechani-
cal manufacturers to comh wools
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that had hitherto been deemed
too short for combing, in order
to mix them with shoddy; and
thus arose a demand for wool
from all parts of the globe, that
has been increased beyond all
calculation. At first, purchasers
were taken in by cheap coats and
trousers; but now the thermo-
meter of price is perfectly under-
stood. e have seen a beautiful
article in wool made of old worst-
ed stockings. The mixed colour-
ed shooting suits now so much in
vogue are chiefly made of shod-
dy, just as fine paper is made of
rags. By our manufacturing

TROUSERS.

and broadcloth. Pecrhaps the
very great-coats they lent our
troops last winter were spun and
milled in Yorkshire.

Army cloth is a trade of itself.
There are a number of manufac-
turers who make nothing else.
Army cloth has no face, no right
or wrong side; it cuts cqually
well every way. For a sea-tra-
veller’s coat there is nothing bet-
ter than a soldier’s grey great-
coat, which costs, in large quan-
tities, about five shillings a-yard.
Nothing is more deceptive than
a bright-faced cloth; when un-
clipped and unsmoothed, cloth

skill, cheap iron and coal, capital wears the best. Flushing, better
and credit, by arcpeal of all the' known as P-coating, is another
monopolics and all duties on raw ' separate Yorkshire manufacture,
produce with which our staple chiefly found about Dewsbury.
trade was once fenced round, we This like broad-cloth has been
are able to sell woollen all over reduced in price, and can be had
the world, and to buy from from one slzlllingmyard, used in
Egypt, from Abyssinia, from the commonest slop-clothing, up
Syria, the East Indies, and all to ten shillings, for the swits of
regions where sheep can live, members of Royal Yacht Club
anything which is wool or hair, and other sea-going amateurs.
in addition to the fine qualities|{An A.B.Jack getsacapital P-coat
obtained from Germany and! atfive orsix shillings a-yard.

Australia. In France, on the! Tweed is one of the favourite
contrary, under an absolute pro-.names among tailors’ goods. It
tective system, foreign woollen formerly meant a sort of plaid of
cloth is loaded with prohibitory ' pure woollen, manufactured on
duties; but, as the French manu- the banks of the river of that
facturers are quite unable to sup- 'name from Scottish Cheviot and
ply any large sudden order for black-faced wool. It has since
military cloths and blankets, or been cheapened by cotton and
any of the cheaper sorts of warm 'shoddy mixtures, and improved
woollen goods, the French go- by Australian wool, — the staple
vernment, since the commence- of all our best cloth. Tweed
ment of the war, has been obliged is manufactured not only in
to lay out upwards of a million Scotland but in Yorkshire and
sterling in British blankets, rugs, | Gloucestershire, of wixed British

. W.AI&

»
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and foreign wool, and means
anything that for a particular
season the tailors agree tocall by
that name.

After going through the vari-
ous samples of the varicties
enumerated, we did not pause
overthe curiositics of cloth tls:bric,
such as cloth of two colours, one
on each side, chiefly valuable as
cloaks for pickpockets, or the
elephantine cloth made once and
never again for the Great lixhibi-
tion of eighteen hundred and
fifty-one. T'hese feats are the
toys of rich manufacturers, and

b7

purpose an _exeellent wool, from
the LastIndies. EastIndian wool
is a comparatively new article of
commerce: ({)revious to cighteen
hundred and forty-two the quan-
tity imported was quite insignifi-
cant. Thebest blankets are made
of English wool; we send them to
every quarter of the world, to
South America, where they are
often worn coloured as ponchos.
But in Leeds they also manufac-
ture ponchos of cotton and wool
mixed, of the ancient Mexican
and Peruvian patterns, which are
more beautiful than any modern

TROUSERS.

not worth serious attention. In- designs. Australia is a great
deed it may be laid down as a market, asthe bushman or gold-
rule that the greatest manufac- digger finds in his blanket the
tures and most important trades uses of a knapsack, a tent, and
rest on the unattractive articles abed. InNcw Zealand, among
which the millions consume. The!the natives, English blankets
stuff of parti-colourced waistcoats, have superseded the native robe
dear to our youth, of wool, silk, lof New Zealand flax. I he Kaffirs
and cotton artfully mixed, was;formerly worebrown cloth cloaks
not to be found, fashion having|or karosses; they now send to
driven it into the shade, — it was' our friecnd’s warchouse for white
chicfly manufactured atAlmonds-lblankots. The custom house of
bury, in Yorkshire, which now the United States imposes heavy
languishes, because the men of duties on English cloth; to evade
eightecn hundred and fifty-five these duties, the material for the
wear coats and waistcoats all of uniform of part of the United
a-picce. States is imported in the shaﬁe
A pile of Llankets of peculiar, of blankets large cnoughto make
stripe led us to afresh apartment. two uniforms; the duty on blan-
England beats the world in blan- kets being less than on cloth.
kets. Until the war broke out, Nestto the blankets, bales of
our army lay bencath blankects serge attracted our attention.
woven from Russian wool, which This is a cheap worsted fabric,
is of a shining, bright texture,'used largely for the blue shirts

mixed with our own ancient long-
woolled breed. When the sup-
plies were stopped, the vacuum
was filled by a cheap, but for the|

of sailors in the navy, for ladies’
bathing gowns, and for gentle-
men's cricketing trousers. Ie-
cently, government having dis-
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carded cough-creating white
duckin army, aftermany changes
in search of something not too
hot, warm enough, and of uni-
form colour, in spite of rain and
sun and soldiers’ washing, have
fixed on a dark blue serge for
military continuations.

COATS AND

Thus the woollen trade, which
forty years ago was confined to
one or two materials in a few
colours — having been relieved
from protection and encouraged
hy the abolition of duties on
foreignwool —hasbeen extended
into mmnumerable branches, fromn
robes as fine as muslin, to felted
carpets and hats as soft as velvet
and tough as leather: the old
felted hat was iron in its texture.
This vast extension of trade
would have been impossible, had
we been confined to British long
wools, which are excellent, but
limited in their application. DBri-
tish sheep are now kept primarily
for mutton; the mere wool-pro-
ducing breeds have disappcared,
have given way to Lcicesters, Lin-
colns, Cotswolds, SouthDowns,
and C’heviots, to our great profit.

Australia was the great wool-
len revolutionist. German super-
seded Spanish wool, and Austra-
lian has superseded German to a
great extent. The fine wool of

TROTUSERS.

ragement of a heavy duty of
foreign wool, was under fourteen
million pounds weight, of which
about seven million pounds came
from Spain, three millions from
Germany, and three millions
from the rest of Europe. In eigh-
teen hundred and forty, after the
total imports (after I-{uskisson's
reduction of duties, in eighteen
hundred and twenty-five) had
reached fifty million pounds; in
cighteen hundred and forty-nine,
after Sir Robert Peel’s total abo-
Lition of duties on raw produce,
wool importation roseto scventy-
six million pounds, of which more
than half came from Australia.
There were no flocks of fine-
woolled sheep in Australia be-
fore the year cighteen hundred.
In eightcen hundred and fifty-
four, our importations of wool,
including alpaca, amounted to
one hundred and six million

ounds. This increase from the
importation of eightcen hundred
and forty was caused by the East
Indies sending us fifteen million
pounds ingtead of two and a half
millions; the Cape and South
Africa, eight and a quarter mil-
lions inatead of three-quarters of
a million pounds; and Australia,
forty-seven and a half millions
instead of fifteen million pounds.

In broadcloths, doeskins, and

Spain often cost ten shillings a- everykind of woollen cloth where
pound; we now obtain an enor- a fine appearance is required,
mous supply of fine wool at from Australian wool is the principal
one shilling and sixpence to two material employed. hon a
shillings per pound. In eighteen cheap article is required, this
hundred and fifteen, the whole kind of wool is thrown to the sur-
importation, under the discou- face, and lower class wools with
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a cotton warp form the rest of

the cloth; but, for the very finest
cloths, manufacturers employ
the most expensive German
wools. In the same fleece, the
choicest portions will be worth
six shillings a pound, and the
inferior less than two shillings.
These are got up with more care
than it is possible to bestow ina
country where labour is so dear
as Australia, and are worth from
three shillings to five shillings
per pound. Soil and climate do
for Australia what in Germany is
the result of the greatest care
and skill, and give a large fine
average of beautiful wool.
Manufacturershave been great-
ly assisted in their consumption
of foreign inferior raw mateiial,
by the invention of machiues
which can comb and produce a
continuous sliver, from wool only
one inch and a quarter in length;
in fact, any description of wool
can now be turned to use and
find & market, whereas formerly
the special value of English wool
lay in its long staple, three to
four inches being the shortest
length that couldgbe combed b
hand. Thus have English wool-
lens thriven and extended in the
face of the cotton trade, agamnst
which they were once protected
by special legislation. Spain,
ruined by wretched government,
now sends us only half a million
pounds; and Germany, under-
sold in the commoner qualities,
sends half her former export, or
eleven million instead of twenty-
iwo million pounds, and is &
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purchaser of Australian wool in
our markets.

In the mean time, English
sheep, instcad of being extin-
guished by the foreigner, have
gone on multiplying under our
mproved system of agriculture
until they have at least double
in number, and increased omne-
third in weight of fleece. It is
worth while noting that I’eru hag
given us guano, which, by its
fertihsing, stimulating qualities,
has enormously increased the
home-breed of sheep, as well as
alpaca wool or hair, the source
of a new manufacture.

Next to Australian wool, the
greatest addition to our textile
manufuctures has been made by
the introduction of the hair of
the alpaca. We found on the
shelves of the warchouse pieces
of goods labelled alpaca, and
real alpaca, in as great variety
as to quality as woollen cloths.
The cheaper kinds do not con-
tain a garticle of real alpaca
wool, but are manufactmed
from Russian and other bright
coloured flceces mixed with long
Leicestershire wools, into light
and serviceable garments for
man and woman. The finer qua-
lities known in the trade as real
alpaca, are cxtensively used for
the linings of coats instead of
calico or silk, for women's
dresses, and for fashionable
summer coats. They are often
equal in beauty to silk, and much
more durable. T'he consumption
for cheap summer coats (which
have superseded thelinenblouse)
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is something cnormous. It isalso|left alone, and that there will be

largely used in the manufacture
of waterproof garments. There
is a curious story connected with
Indian-rubber coats. The late
Mr. Charles Mackintosh intro-
duced waterproof garments, and
under his patent realised a large
fortune from heavy cream-co-
loured cotton coats and cloaks,
which smelt most vilely, fitted
most awkwardly, and cracked
and rustled most unpleasantly.
At his death, the executors con-
sidered the fashion worn out, and
sold off his stock with the idea

of abandoning the manufacture.
But very soon some one hit ul)on |
ico’

the idea of using first thin ca
with a caoutchoue lining, and
afterwardg alpaca cloth, and
soon the waterproof or Mackin-
tosh was hrought within the
reach of all classcs from the cab-
man upwards.

In Queen Anne’s time, as Pope
records, in the lines beginning
“QOdious in woollen,” woollen
was protected against cotton, by
an act of parliament which com-
pelled Clarissa to be buried in a
woollen shroud. In our own time,
a political lunatic endowed with
some fortune and powerful lungs,
tried to set up a British wool
league against cotton. It died
without a sign. Had he spent
an hour in a woollen factor's
warehouse, he would have found
that every day produces new
openings for the use of new ma-
terial and new manufactures, and
that there is room for the growth
of all wool, flax, and cotton, if

room as long as half the inhabi-
tants of Kurope arc clothed in
rags or untanned sheepskins.
Before the South American re-
volution the country people wore
expeusive and uncomfortable
leather suits; now they wear
cloth and cotton garments. There
is also a lesson to be learned by
those dilcttanti official or would-
be official teachers, who want to
establish trade museums to teach
our manufacturers their business.

Returning by theWark ground-
floor, we took a rapid glance at
the linen and canvas department,
of which some kinds very natu-
rally follow the woollens. Whe-
ther the woollens led to the
linens or the linens to the wool-
lens we did not learn; at any
rate, the arrangement was the
result of the tendencies of the
modern system of trade, to con-
centrate in the hands of inter-
mediate agents all that a special
class of rctailers or contractors
are likely to require. For in-
stance, the trade in military
cloaks up-stairs led naturally to
a stock of military drills forarmy,
and ducks for naval, trouscrs
down-stairs. The difference be-
tween drill and duck lics in the
texture ; drillbeing smooth-faced,
duck showing the course of the
threads. Doth ought to be made
of flax. Then again we saw vast
bales of canvas for teunts, a de-
mand entirely created by the
war; others again of varying
qualitics, beginning at number
one, for ships’ sails, all of flax,
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There were also specimens of
cotton-cloth, for the small tents
of four parts to be borne by
troops in the field, each soldier
carrying a fourth-part, an idea
which we have borrowed from
the French army. We cau manu-
facture the article, however,
much better and cheaper and
more quickly than they ean.
Then, 1 hemp, there was ham-
mock-cloth, and enormous quan-
tities of the sheeting used for
packing up bales. Bed-sheets of
every quality were to be found,
the coarser kinds in immense
quantities, as was necessary,
since, this last year, orders have
come in for ten thousand pairs at
a time, to be supplied at short
notice. Among the canvas ar-
ticles was onelight coarse article,
which helped us to a derivation;
itis known in the trade as dandy-
canvas, and is used by tailors for
innerunseen linings and paddings
of the collars and breasts of coafts.
Did this material, so extensively
used when George the Regent
brought padded shapes into
fashion, originate the word dan-
dy, which succeeded buck and
blood, and has bcen succeeded
by swell?  Again, is not dandy
an English corruption of Dundee,
the seat of this said canvas manu-
facture? Perhaps some corre-
spondent of Notes and Queries
will take the subject up.

There must be some very cu-
rious statistics, if they could be
hunted out, on flax and hemp
manufacture. Cotton has taken
the place of flax for many gar-
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ments, and so has woollen; and
all three have been mixed. Yet
there is more flax, more hemp,
and morc wool consumed than
ever, in conscquence of certain
trade compensations. The flax
employed for the sails of the
ships set afloat by the raw cotton
and manufactured cotton trades,
must be nearly equal to the
amount displaced in shirts and
shifts. The canvas shecting for
covering bales required by in-
creased foreign trade must have
risen to a very formidable item in
the last twenty-five years; and if
in racing England, light woollen
has taken the place of drill for
trousers, the owners of the trou-
sers have ereated new outlets for
white cool drills atthe Antipodes.
Scarcely a year has passed since
war interrupted the supply of
Russian flax and hemp, but al-
ready ncew supplies and new ma-
terials are flowing in. India be-
gins to be especially rich in sub-
stitutes for hemp and flax. Jute
is one of the comparatively new
mnaterials; it is a sort of hemp,
inferior in strength, but more of
a cotton character, and is much
and skilfully used in Scotland.

THE REGIMENTAL
MARKET.

Amoxe the orators who have
been flourishing lately at agri-
cultural meetings, there was a
clergyman who propounded the
opinion (as one that could not be
controverted) that our regimen-
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tal systeth was a8 near perfection momber, and the different general

as possible. Without stopping to
enquire what the reverend gen-
tleman's opportunities may have
been of forming such a conclu-
sion, Ishall proceed to state what
my own experience is. IHaving

officers with whom he was ac-

nainted, I received formal offi-
cial intimation from the military
secretary of the commander-in-

lchief, that, upon payimg the

sum of eight hundred and forty

been upwards of ten years an!/pounds to Messrs. So-and-so the

officer in a light dragoon regi-
ment, Imay perhaps know nearly
as much of the subject as the re-
verend orator. .

Why I entered the service I
can hardly define. Thad no par-
ticular glow of military ardour.
It might have been because
several “men” of sixteen, or so,
who were my schoolfellows at a
fashionable public school, in-
tended to join the army; or,
more likely, because of the glo-
rious privilege of wearing a uni-
form gedizened with gold lace;
but, most likely of all, becausc
of the alternative my father
placed beforemeof either purcha-
sing a commission, being made
sole master of five hundred a-
year besides my pay, and started
with good horses in a well-known
regiment; or of going to college,
working for a degree, and then
entering the Middle Temple, tp
bore my brains with law.

The choice was rapidly made,
and my name was put down at
the Horse Guards for a com-
mission.

Commissions were very difficult
to be had in those days, even by
purchase; and, after waitin
about a year and a half, an
tormenting my father to write
almost every month to the county

army agents, my name would be
recommended to her Majesty for
a commission of cornet, in the
light dragoons.

Thus 1| was appointed to the
army, not on account of any
merit of my own; not because I
was either morally or physically
suited for it; not because 1 knew
one iota of the profession; but
first, because my father had in-
terest ecnough to get me a com-
mission; and sccoudly, because
he had money enough to pay
eight hundied and forty pounds
for it.

About two months after secing
my name in the Gazettc as a
cornet of light dragoons, I joined
the head quarters of the regiment,
which were stationed at a manu-
facturing town in the north of
England. For the first four
months I was kept pretty close
to the barrack-yard, having to
learn all the various drills and
exercises. It is an extraordinary
anomaly that young officers
should {)e taught all their duties
after, and not before, they join
a regiment. I have often seen a
recently appointed cornet leain-
ing to ride in the school — bump-
ing round without stirrups, con-
tinually and not gently bullied
by the riding-master, and much
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laughed at by the men — who, a
few hours afterwards, was in
command of a troop, or part of
a troop at stable duties, the mi-
nutiee of which he knew less
about than the horses the dra-
goons were grooming. I defy the
men over whom such a youth
ought to excrcise authority, to
have much respect for a lad who
does not know the accidence of
his profession, and has to learn
before their eyes what all of
them know perfeetly, and what
many of them knew before he
was born. .

I got through my riding-school
and drill in about six months;
and, in thrce more, could take
command of a troop on a field-
day, without making many more
mistakes than my neighbours.
With this knowledge 1 began to
take a certain degree of interest
in my profession, and, had I met
with encouragement from my
seniors, might have turned out
a tolerably good soldier. Dut
in the light dragoons, as in al
most every arm of the service, it
was constdered vulgar and in
tolerable to speak upon any sub
ject connceted with duty. 'The
'}ieuteuant-colonel commanding
the corps was the younger scion
of a noble house, who had, by
great interest and a large outlay
of money, risen to his prescut
position In a very few years. He
seemed to consider his regiment
his own private property, and
took great umbrage if even the
authorities at the Horse Guard:
interfered much with his com
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mand. Being a married man we
saw little of him, except on
parade or at stables; but, as he
rave us all as much leave as we
iked, and never bored us with
much drill, he was very popular
with his officers, and had the re-
Butatiou throughout the cavalry

ranch of the service of being a
capital good fellow. The fact
was, that although very fond of
his profession, and very fond of
‘1is regiment, the colonel was too
sensible a man to attempt impos-
sibilities. Like many other men
in his position, he saw that his
officers were not soldiers, and
that nothing could ever make
them soldiers while the present
regimental system lasted. The
duty of the corps was altogether
carried on by the coloncl himself,
his adjutant — a smart middle-
aged man who, like most other
cavalry-adjutants, had risenfrom
the ranks and was thoroughly
conversant with every thing con-
nected with a dragoon regiment,
from the shoeing of a horse to
manoeuvring in the field — and
by the six troop sergeant-majors.
T'he captains knew little respect-
ing cither the men or horses of
their troops, and the subalterns
less, If the colonel or adjutant
wanted any information from the
captain about those under his
command, he was always obliged
to ask the troop sergeant-major
as the readier means of getting
a correct answer. Captalns by
purchase hardy ever know much
about their own men. So abso-
lutely were professional subjects
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tabooed amongst my comrades,|in ten weeks, is a bore; to be
that it is only after frequenting'detached as member of a court-
our mess-table for years, the martial is an awful bore; and to
scorn and contempt with which have to wear uniform in the
any topic relating to ‘“shop” is!streets — as is the regulation at
put down, can be believed. At Dublin and a few other large
every regimental mess at which ['towns — is an insufferable bore.
dined (and there are few, amongst 1laving been denied leave of ab-
cavalry corps, whose hospitality sence to town during the season;
I have not partaken of), the same | to Doncaster when the St. Leger
peculiarity is visible. llorses,iis about to be run, or to New-
dogs, hunting, shooting, racing; market for the Cwesarewitch; to
the ballet, the peerage; whom, Scotland in August, or to Leam-
this duke married and whom this|ington in October; are such
dowager; Tattersall’s; and the superlative bores, that many a
sporting magazine, formed the patriotic officer has sold out in
staple of talk and knowlcdge; consequence. Not that such
but of military tactics, milit_ary wurrigrs are in‘ the habit of
history, the art of campaigning, 'allowing professional sources of
of training men and horses for annoyance to bore thein for any
their work, they know nothing,|length of time. In this respect
and will not learn, or speak they are consistent. They enter
about, or suffer their brother the service for their own pleasure
officers to learn. Why this should /and convenience, and leave it for
be the case 1 know not, butl the same reason. 1 have known
would as soon think of asking|even captains of Dragoons cut
the Archbishop of Canterbury’s the concern, as they curtly term
opinion of the winner of the|it, at a moment’s notice; and as
Derby, or the Lord Chancellor forsubalterns — to repeat an ex-
for a criticism on the cut of my |pression 1 once heard used by an
trousers, as 1 would dream of|oldSergeant-Major— ‘“onc never
leading the conversation at a knowswhatcornetsorlicutenants
mess-table into any military sub- may belong to the regiment for
ject. Indeed, onc of the first any given ten minutes.” Nor arc
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things a lad learns from his com-

anions upon Joming a corps, 18
?o desi aﬁe every kind of £uty a
bore. To be orderly officer once
a week, oronce in ten days, isa
bore; to have to attend stables,
and see — or be supposed to see
— the troop-horses groomed for
an hour every day, is a bore; to
have a couple or threc field-days

these sudden whims exclusively
the acts of very young officers.
lremember a captain in a cavalry
corps who had lately returned
from India being refused by his
colonel three days’ leave to go to
London. Five minutes after the
refusal, he was in the room of
the senior-lieutenant for pur-
chase, asking him what he would
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give him if he sold out. “If you
send in your papers this after-
noon, 1’1l give you so much”
(naming a very large sum), was
the reply. The papers were sent
in, a cheque was given for the
amount agreed upon, and in
twenty-four hours the captain
was a free man and the lieutenant
a captain. In the course of my
service, I certainly remember a
score, if not more, of officers
who retired from the army upon
the pique of the moment. Some
sold out because their regiment
was ordered to Ireland, or to
some quarter which they did not
like; others for being repri-
manded for neglect of duty. In
fact, officers consider their com-
missions to be their own private
property— which is certainly the
case according to the present
system — and that they have a
right to sell them, as they were
purchased for their own private
convenience.

After being about two years in
the regiment, 1 became senior
cornet for purchase, and very
soon after had an opportunity of
obtaining my promotion to lieu
tenant. hat was my fitness for
this step? Money; nothing else.
Senior to me was an officer who
had risen fromn the ranks, and
had seen much active service
with the corps when it was in
India. This gentleman had been
nearly twenty years a soldier;
having passed through all the
grades of the service, from pri-
vate soldier to that of cornet and
adjutant of his regiment. But,

Houselold Words. XXXV,
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as he had not the money to pur-
chase his licutenancy, I, who
had only been two years in the
army, leapt over his head. In-
cluding what my father had paid
for my first commission, my rank
had now cost me seventeen hun-
dred and sixty pounds. The re-
gulation price of a lieutenancy is
cleven hundred and sixty pounds,
and by Act of Parliament, as
well as by the Quecn’s Regula-
tions for the Army, to give more
than the sum laid down for any
commission, is to be guilty of
a misdemeanour; nevertheless,
there is hardly ever a commission
sold in the army for regulation
price: double that sum being in
many cases given as a bribe to
the senior officer. For the seven-
teen hundred and sixty pounds
laid out by my father in my com-
missions, I reccived an income
of one hundred and sixty-two
pounds per annum; but this was
nothing like enough even to pay
my monthly mess-bills. I was not
extravagant; but, on the con-
trary, was always careful of my
money; and yet my actual bar-
rack-yard expenses — thatis, all
[ spent when actually present
with my regiment — never came
to less than fifty pounds a-month,
and few of my companions spent
as little as I did. Thus it will be
seen that for any, save men with
a certain income, to dream of
enteringa cavalryregiment would
be utter madness. In fact, the
means which a candidate for such
regiments has at his command,
are always ascertained at the

5
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Horsc Guards before the nomi- the requisite amount of capital to
nation is made. Ininfantry regi- gurchase atroop. The other of-
ments the expense of living is not ficer senior to me had just lost
go great, I believe; although his money at Newmarket, and
evenyoungofficers inthatbranch was therefore obliged to with-
of the service require from two draw his name from the list of
hundred to three hundred pounds ‘ purchasers. Being third-lieute-
a-yearbeyondtheir pay, toenable nant, and only having been six
them tolivelike their companions ycarsin the army, I was thought
and to keep free from debt. In]particularl fortunate in bein
the regiment in which my lot was able to obtain my troop; an
cast there were only two officers therefore the captain who wished
who had no privatc means; these‘ to retire, determined to make me
were the quarter-master and the  pay highly to induce him to do
adjutant. Both these gentlemen so. Ihad heard that he had given
had risen from the ranks; and, fivethousandfivehundred pounds
as each was in the receipt of[for his troop, the regulation
better pay on account of their price being only thrce thousand
situations than the other subal-|three hundred and twenty -eight
terns; as the colonel cxcused,gounds, and offered him what
their attendance at the mess on he had paid. But the price he
account of the expense; aud as asked was six thousand guineas.
neither were ever asked or ex- This sumn 1 thought too much;
pected to join in any subscription however, after a great deal of
to balls, hounds, the regimental- hagglingand bargaining,lagreed
drag, races, steeple-chases,mess- to pay him six thousand pounds,
dinners, or other extravagancies, an(i) to take an old screw of a
they managed to make the ends charger off his hands for a hun-
meet, dred pounds extra. The sale was
The marketing for promotion duly made, and, in a few days,
whick frequently takes place, myname appeared in the Gazette
would, in the commercial world, as captain by purchase. Once
be called by an uflg'name. About more, by virtue alone of my fa-
four years after I had purchased ther's long purse, 1 passed over
my lieutenancy, having beenthen two officers much senior to my-
sixyears in the service, an oppor- self. Not once but twenty times
tunity occurred of getting my have I been present, and still
cagtaincy. I was not the senior oftener consulted, when bargaius
subaltern, there being two before of a like nature wero struck be-
me on the list. One of these was tween my brother officers. Nor
the riding-master — a gentleman havel told the whole tale. When
whohadanannuitywhichenabled a promotion takes place, not
him to live with tolerable comfort, onlx;' has the bargain to be struck
but neither ke nor his friends had between the officer actually de-
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siring to sell out and him wishing
topurchase, but thelower grades,
who gain a step by the move,
have to furnish their quota of the
sum required. Thus, in my own
case, although I was responsible
to the retiring captain for the
whole six thousand pounds, I
had to negociate with the cornet
who was to succeed me as lieu
tenant, in order to induce him to
contribute a certain amount for
his own J)romotion, which my
purchased step occasioned.
Shortly after I obtained my
troop, a practical illustration of
what our system of army promo-
tion leads to, occurred in my
own case. The head quarters of
the regiment I belonged to were
stationed at a garrison town in
the south of Ireland; and, as it
happened to be the season when
there are no field-days, several
of the officers were absent on
leave. In those days, we had
only six troops in each cavalry
regunent, and, of those belonging
to our corps, four were statione
at different out-quarters. The
colonel was travelling on the
continent, and the major, who
in his absence commanded the
regiment, was suddenly taken
unwell, and proceeded at once
to his father’s house in the neigh-
bourhood. I being the only cap-
tain present at head quarters —
and itnotbeingthoughtadvisable

to recall any of the other captains|
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of course, was over all the offi-
cers present with the corps,
amongst whom were the riding-
master and adjutant. The latter
had been a dragoon, and had
risen to the rank of sergeant-
major, six years before 1 was
born; eventhe commission, which
bg long and good service he had
obtained, was awarded him four
years before I entered the army.
Yet I, by mere dint of purchase-
money, commanded this man,
whom I could not but feel was in
every respect my superior as &
soldier. This gentleman had
been three or four times wounded
in India, wore a couple of me-
dals, and had becn mentioned in
General Orders. He could never
rise to higher rank than he had
already attained, for the want of
money to go into the regimental
market with.

The other officer I mentioned
— the riding-master — was the
senior licutenant in the regiment.
He had never been in the ranks,
having entered the corps when it
was in India, where he had seen
a great deal of service, some
fourteen years before I got my
first commission. This officer
had purchased both his cornetey
and lieutenancy, but his father
having lost his fortune by the
failure of a Calcutta bank, was
unable to help him with any more
money, except & small annual
allowance. The consequence was

from their respective troops at that he remained a lieutenant,

the out-posts — was for upwards
of a month in command of the

regiment, During this time, I,l

although every captain in the

regiment, as well as the major,

had joined the corps as young-
5#
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sters since he enteredit, and none
of them had ever seen a shotfired
in anger; whereas this officer
had gone through three cam-
paigns in India.

I remained about six years
longer with the regiment, and
during that time lived like most
of my brother officers. The
never-varying monotony of Eng-
lish military life, affords no scope
for the working of those energies
which seem natural to the Anglo-
Saxon race in all countries and
all professions. This every offi-
cer begins to feel after a certain
length of time. So long as the
end and aim of existence is hunt-
ing, shooting, horse-racing, di-
ning at mess, or making one of a
jovial party in London at the
Army and Navy Club — known
familiarly as the Rag and I"amish
— a commission in a crack regi
ment has a certain charm, which
to most men, on the younger side
of thirty, is most seductive. But
after that age, the mind begins to

want the realities of life, and tol'
desire some advancement in so-|instead of tobacco.

THE PORCUPINE CLUB.

cessor, a like sum to whatI had
paid for my rank, and became
once more a private gentleman.

How is it possible that with
such a military system, the Eng-
lish army can ever be in time of
war wseful to the country? I
grant that our apprenticeship in
the Crimea has taught our troops
something of the art of war; but,
should they not have known this
from the commencement? What
should we say of a barrister who,
when a brief was put into his
hands, began only then to study
the law? Or, would we not be
greatly surprised at a doctor
who, when called to a sick man’s
bedside, asked for time to con-
sult his medical books?

THE PORCUPINE CLUB.

At Constantine, Algeria, there
are several clubs or socicties of
porcupine-hunters, whom the
Arabs call hatcheichia, because
they smoke hatchich, or hemp,
The mem-

cial position, fortune, or even|bers of these clubs are of Kabyle

an increase of responsibilities —
even of cares. Thusitisthatso
many officers leave the service
after having been about ten or
twelve years in the army exactly
at a time when they have learnt
their duties and are likely to
gervetheir country with the great-
est efficacy.

After ten years of a pleasant,
but useless — although, perhaps,
not positively wicked — life, I
sold out, obtaining from my suc-

origin. The title of hatcheichi,
or a man who loses his reason by
indulgence in smoking, is the
cause and the permancnt mark of
the contempt with which the
other natives regard them. To
console themselves for the repro-
bation of the Algerian public
they meet every evening, to howl
like wild beasts, and to smoke to
the sound of the tom-tom, till
they drop to the ground, over-
come by the influcuce of drowsi-
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ness and hatchich. Between the
different clubs there exists so
fierce a rivalry, that, before the
taking of Constantine, on the
féte-day of spring, the members
belonging to the Gate of El-Kan-
tara and of the Gate Jebia used
to engage in bloody battles, in
which clubs were the only offen-
sive and dcfensive arms em-
ployed. Tt was worse than the
rows at Donnybrook fair, inas-
much as the Arabs are more ha-
bitually sanguinary than the Irish.
One would have thought that
these assassins (asthe etymology
of their name justifies us in call-
ing them) would have bestowed
their hunting aspirations on
nobler game than a poor inoffen-
sive porcupine. The French au-
thorities soon put an end to these
encounters within the walls of
the town, but the hempen coterie
contrived to make up for the lost
time when they reached the thea-
tre of their sporting operations.
Their passion for porcupine-
hunting is not easily understood
by persons unacquainted with
the difficulties they are obliged
to overcome in order to take &
single head of this prickly game.

‘Lhe porcupine resembles the
badger in its manners and habits;
only nature has armed it with a
cuirass to protect it from the
hyenas and jackals, who often
dwell in the same burrow. It
digs its retreat to a great depth,
and always at the foot of a rock.
In the environs of Bougie and
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porcupines, with snares made of
brass wire. It is probable that
they formerly abounded in the
outskirts of Constantine, which
are very rocky, and full of bur-
rows swarming with jackals; but
the hatcheichia must have exter-
minated them, since none are
left.

The porcupine-hunters gene-
rally open their campaign to-
wards the close of winter. As
they are obliged to make a march
of several days before their sport
can begin; as each of these ex-
cursions lasts for at least a
month, and as they are aware
from experience that their habits
shut them out from Arab hospi-
tality, they wisely make prepara-
tions beforehand. On the ceve of
the day appointed for their de-
parture, they mectin their club-
room, and feast and riot there,
till it is time to open the doors
and start. Those who are not so
fortunate as to take part in the
expedition, a¢company their con-
fréres a little way, and embrace
them on parting as if they were
never to behold them again. The
sportsmen, ordinarily eight or
ten in number, promise to work
miracles for the honour of the
club, and set off, preceded b,
one or two donkeys laden wit
tools and creature-comforts, and
followed by two or three couples
of almost-always mangy terriers,
Each hunter is armed with a stick
five feet long, to the extremity of
which is fitted a piece of lance-

Ghelmsa, the French soldiers shaped iron with teeth like a saw.
caught fabulous quantities of This pleasing instrument is in-
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tended to spit the ecnemy, and to
drag him out of his hole, as a
cork-screw would a cork. The
girdles of the most robust adven-
turers are adorned with iron
hammers of all shapes aud sizes,
whose mission is to widen the
runs of the porcupine to admit
the entrance of a child ten o1
twelve years of age, the smallest,

uniest, most wiredrawn animal
1n all creation, who, if he walked
upon his hands and feet, would
be the perfect image of a turnspit
or an otter-hunting Scotch ter
rier. This abortion is covered
from head to foot with a leather
dress (which is his armour of
proof, that makes him look like
an overgrown spider). He is the
hero, the Hercules of the band;
for his unfailing duty is to attack
the %rey.

The porcupine-slayers march
for several days over mountain
and plain sleeﬁing beneath the
starry vault sli tly protected by
some tolerant douar, which, asa
great favour allows them to en-
camp within gunshot distance.
At last they arrive at a burrow
which they know of, or whichdas
been pointed out to them. The
presence of the porcupine is be-
trayed by sundry quills which he
has let fall; his habitual points
of exit and entrance are betrayed
by numerous foot-steps. There
can be no doubt about the mat-
ter; this tenement is inhabited.
The dogs, uncoupled, disappear
in the mouths of the burrow,
and, immediately that they give
tongue, the sportemen answer
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with a joyous hurrah, and pre-
pare their arms to besiege the
place. When all is ready for
opening the trenches, they look
out for the biped who plays the
part of terrier; but in vain. He
and his lance have disappeared.
It is useless to interrogate the
echoes around by calling him by
the tenderest names. 'ﬁhe sup-
port, the pride, and the hope
of the expedition remains in-
visible.

Whilst the hunters, believing
him lost, are giving way to their
despair, the dogs rush out of the
burrow, with their wiry hair
standing on end; and then, after
the dogs, appears at first a foot,
and then a leg, advancing back-
wards, and soon afterwards the
lengthy body and the head of the
child, who throws into the midst
of his companions a porcupine
almost as big as himself and as
lively as can be, although trans-
ﬁxedy.' After killing the animal,
he is regularly prepared for the
spit, the entrails being replaced
with aromatic plants, mingled
with a few handsfull of salt. The
object of this operation is to
make the porcupine keep till the
end of the campaign, in order
that he may figure on the table
of the club at Constantine. It
ought to be mentioned that
things do not always go off so
well, and that more frequently it
takes several days’' hard work
and siege to catch the animal, —
if, and when, he is caught. For
it sometimes happens that the
runs are 80 narrow and the rocky
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walls so hard, thatin spite of the
crow-bars, the hammers, and the
heated passions of the assailants,
the child, however capital a ferret
he may be, isunable to reach the
porcupine’s last retreat, and the
siege 1s unwillingly obliged to be
raised. In this way the sports-
men scour the cireles of Constan-
tine, Ghelma, and Bone; they
even penetrate as far as the circle
of La Calle, sixty leagues from
their starting point. Their ex-
peditions are more or less lucky
and productive; and, if they
sometimes rcturn with a dozen
head of game, which furnish
materials for feasting during
several days, on other occasions
a month’s journey of fatigue and
privation results in the capture
of a single porcupine.

In such cases, the members of
the club mecet as usual to cele-
brate their comrades’ return
The animal is served roasted, on
a wooden dish, and placed in the
middle of the assembly, who are
grouped in a circle around it con-
templating its beauties with in-
tense satisfaction. The president
invites his right hand neighbour
to help himseﬁ"; the politeepicure
just touches the edge of the dish
with the tips of the fingers of his
right handlz moves them towards
his lips, and says, “I have had
enough.” All the other guests
follow his example, and fall to
on the couscousson and the dates
which surround the dish of ho-
nour. Then they sing in head-
splitting style, with an accom-
paniment of tom-toms and clap-
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ping of hands, in celebration of
their own exploits, past, present,
and to' come. The hemp-pipe
finishes the rest of the business.
The club meets again next day,
the day after the next, and every
day the same, till the neighbours
begin to complain of the dis-
turbance made by the hatchei-
chia during the night, and of the
isupportable infection inhaled
by the porcupine now passed to
the putrefactive phase, — higher
than the lighest six-weeks-old
haie, or grouse sent by coach in
August from the moors of Caith-
ness to the valleys of Cornwall,
— till the police 1s obliged to in-
terfere at last, and turn both the
game and its captors outof doors,
to open their sittings in some
other locality.

As the porcupiners wage no
more than two or threc campaigns
annually, they practise hedge-
hog-hunting during the intervals,
just to keep themselves and their
dogs in training. 'When the
weather is fine, and the moon
promises well, they start from
Constantine in the afternoon with
a few couple of terriers, and beat
the country all night long. When
a dog falls upon a heggehog’s
track, he gives tongue, and is
joineé by the others, who hunt in
a pack, exactly as if they weie
after & stahgnor a boar. When the
creature finds he is caught, he
rolls himself up like a prickl
muff, opposing the spines which
cover him to the teeth of his pur-
suers. One of the hunters seizes
him with the flap of his burnous,
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puts him into his hood, and the
chace goes on till morning
dawns.

Porcupine-hunting is looked
down upon, not for the fault of
the creature itself, but because
of the disreputable habits of the
persons who usually make it their
object of sport. Another wild
animal is scorned as a quarry, on
account of its own intrinsic despi-
cability. “Cowardly as a hyena,”
is an Arab proverb. Perhaps,
however, the main causc is the
universal hatred which this odious
beast inspires, arises from its
habit of violating graves. Whe-
ther resurrection-men or hyenas
are concerned, the feeling is the
same in the popular mind. What
else can we do, but execrate the
insulters and devourers of what
remains of those we have loved
most dearly on earth? Now, the
hyena, who fears to attack any
other creature than a solitary,
wretched, ailing, half-starved
dog, not daring to make an on-
slaught on a flock of sheep, the
vile hyena disinters the dead,
and eats their very bones. Is it
likely that such a beast should
meet with anything but detesta-
tion? As a precautionary mea-
sure, whichisnotalwayseftectual,
the Arabs bury their dead very
deep. In some districts, they
even build two vaults for the re-
ception of one body, putting
their precious deposit in the
lower one. Consequently, the
skin of so dastard an animal is
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fuscd admittance, for fear it
should bring bad luck with it.
The lowest Arabs will eat
hyena’s flesh, which, by the way,
is not particularly good; but they
are very careful not to touch the
head, and hold the brain in
especial abhorrence, believing
that such contact would suffice to
make them lose their senses.
They sometimes amuse them-
selves with chasing it on horse-
back, and allow their harriers to
worry it to death without doing it
the honour to fire a shot. 'L'he
gun would be contaminated.
Onefine Augustmorning M. G¢é-
rard, riding in search of nobler
prey, whilst meditatinﬁ his plans,
observed the approach of a bris-
tling, repulsive-looking, limping
animal, — a hyena which, sur-
prised by daylight, ashamed of
himself and out of countenance
— was regaining his fortress or
burrow with a hobbling step.
The lion-killer had left his gun in
the hands of his Arab attendant;
and, having no other weapon
than his sabre, he drew it from
its scabbard and charged the
brute, which darted away and
disappeared amidst the wayside
bushes, at the foot of a rock,
M. Gérard dismounted, tied his
horse to a tree, and soon found a
hole which he was delighted to
recognise as an ancient quarry,
high enough and broad enough
to admit his Eassing alonff it up-
right and with his arms at liberty.
In two minutes, the two new ac-

looked upon as valueless. In the quaintances were face to face,

majority of tents it would be re-|

and 80 close that the party most
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anxious for the introduction
could feel the end of his sabre
bitten by teeth; but he could see
nothing, the hole was so dark.
He knelt down, closed his eyes
for an instant, and, on opening
them, could distinguish the ani-
mal sufficiently to know where to
strike. The great difficulty was
to draw from 1ts mouth the point
of the sabre, which it continued
to hold fast; then, as soon as it
let it go, he plunged the blade
into its chest up to the handle.
A sort of muffled grunt was the
only response; and when the
blade was drawn from its body,
the animal was dead. Just as M.
Gérard was about to seize the
carcasc by the foot, to drag it
into the open air, he heard a con-
fused sound of voices at the
quarry’s mouth, procecding from
his guide and a group of reapers,
who had seen ﬁ)im charge the
hyena and dismount at the foot
of the rock. -When the Arab be-
held the blade of the sabre red
with the blood of the animal, he

aid

“Thank heaven, for causing
me to remain behind with your
gun, and never again make use
of your sabre in warfare ; itwould
betray you.” Asthe Frenchman
did not appear to understand the
meaning of the speech, the guide
added,

“An Arab, when he finds a
hyena in his hold, takes a hand-
ful of cow-dung and holds it out
to the brute, saying, ‘Come; let
me make you pretty with some
henna on t{;e tips of your charm-
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ing fingers.’ The hyena offers its
paw, the Arab scizcs it, drags it
out, gags it, and gives it to the
women and children of the douar
to stone to death, as a cowardly
and unclean animal.”

M. Gérard, without literally
believing every syllable told by
his guide, easily comprehended
that he had made a mistake which
would require a brilliant repara-
tion in order to put a stop to
scandal and ill-natured remarks
amongst the tribes; but he ac-
tually witnessed an occurrence
which proved that his follower
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