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HISTORY OF THE WAR

BETWEEN GREAT BRITAIN AND THE
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA,

Drurine THE YEars, 1812, 1813, axp 1814,

CHAPTER XVIII. CONTINUED.

It will be as well, before giving Sir James
Yeo’s official account, to
make & few observations
on the Awerican version
of the descent on Oswego. It is worthy of re-
mark, that Gen. Drummond distinctly states,
that the vessels anchored at long gun shot of
the batteries, and that the reconnoisance of
the morning was only intended as & feint to
enable him to discover where the enemies’
batteries were, and what was their force;
this effected, Sir James Yeo would then be
enabled, on the withdrawal of his gun-boats,
to place his vessels in the most commanding
situations. This retirement of the gun-
boats, however, appears to have afforded
General Armstrong and others an opportu-
nity of palliating the defeat, by claiming a
sort of victory on the first day. The General
says, “ The larger vessels took a position for
battering the fort, and soon after, opened
upon it & heavy fire; while fifteen boats,
crowded with infantry, moved slowly to the
shore. When arrived within the range of
Mitchell’s* shot, a fire upon them was com-

American Accounts of
the descent on Oswego.

® The Commander at Oswego.
YOL. Y.—A

menced, which in a few minutes compelled
them to withdraw. A second attempt, made
in the same way, was not more successful ;
when ships, boats, and troops retired en
masse, and stood out of the harbour.”

It will be seen by this extract, that the
ships were not within reach of the American
guns, why then did General Armstrong
omit to mention the cause which compelled
the British vessels to withdraw? and why
does he contradict himself by leaving it to
be inferred, that the withdrawal was oeca~
sioned by the fire, and should therefore be
considered in the light of a repulse,

Again, too, the General states that, on the
occasion of the second landing, * every foot
of ground was well contested with the head
of the British column, for half an hour, after
which no farther annoyance was given to the
retreat, which was effected with coolness and
courage.”’

We do not exactly understand how the
General could have been g0 rash as to claim
for the defendants at Oswego either coolness
or courage, when one of the American
officers, who was in the action, in a letter
dated ‘ Oswego Falls,” writes thus:—* The
militia thought best to leave us, I do not
think they fired a gun.” James mentions
this same letter, which he speaks of as
having been published in the newspapers of
the day. '

Another circumstance, which oecurred
that same afternoon, afforded alsogreat cause

%\% h&‘;-’liu'.. \“"‘.
\KTTH;: :
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HISTORY OF THE WAR OF 1812.

tor self laudation on the part of the Ameri-
cans. The British fleet found it necessary,
in consequence of & heavy gale from the
north-west, to claw off a lee shore, without
delaying to hoist up all their boats, some of
which were cut loose, and drifted on shore.
This was done to prevent getting embayed ;
and to every one, who may remember the
situation of Oswego, the nacessity of. this
will be apparent, especially when it is far-
ther borne in mind, that a lee shore, on
these lakes, even in a moderate gale, is 8o
much dreaded, that, even at the present day,
despite the superior build of vessels, and
increased skill in seamanship, vessels are
sometimes compelled to leave their anchor
age twice or three times, and that it often
takes a fortnight, or perhaps longer, to take
in a load which a couple of days in fair
weatherwould besufficient for. The Ameriean
writers represent these
boats-es prizes. Smith,
0’Connor, and Thompson, all mention the
retreat of the British fleet, but not one of|
them had the honesty to state the cause.

Another point-to be commented on is the
discrepancy asto numbers. (eneral Brown
decleres, that over three thousand were
landed; Mr. O’Connor reduces this number
to two thousand ; Smith states the numbers
at between two and three thousand. Mr.
Thompson only mentions seventeen hun-
dred; and the American officer, whom we
have already mentioned, estimates the num-
ber at twelve hundred. Armstrong eschews
numbers, and merely mentions fifieen boats
crowded with men.

Retreat of the fleet.

These same writers have been quite as de-
termined to reduce their own, as to swell the
numbers of their opponents; and appear
secordingly, one and all, to have oarefully
omitted in their list of combatants the
militia, and to have confined their state-
ment as to numbers to that of the regulars
alone. We accordingly find that three hun-
dred men, and no more, formed the heroic
band who, for half an hour, resisted, accord-
ing to General Brown, the onslaught of more
than three thousand men. The same policy
was observed with regard to the captured
ariicles, and the government organs were

most assiduous in their attempts to repre-
sent the amount of loss ‘‘as most trifling.”
This proceeding afforded an opportunity to
the opposition or federal papers of the day
to tax government with wilfully deceiving
the people. We have already shown what.
really was captured, and will now give in
contrast the American accounts.

Mr. Thompson says :—* The enemy took
possession of the fort and barracks, but for
the little booty which he obtained, consist-
ing of a few barrels of provisions and whis-
key, he paid much more than an equivalent.”
Smith declares that we captured ‘ nothing
but a naked fort.” O’Connor admits eight
pieces of cannon, and stores worth one hun-
dred dollars.

The returns made by the British are borne
out by an American writer from Onondago,
who estimates the amount at over forty
thousand dollars.

The last point worthy of note is that,
although the British troops remained for
nearly 24 hours in the place, wedo not find
any complaint against them on the part of
a single American writer. This was highly
creditable to the troops, marines and seamen,
and affords a very marked contrast to the
behaviour of some Americans in an affair at
Long Point, which we shall shortly have to
relate. We will now give Sir James Yeo’s
version of the affhir, and in our notes will
be found* the general order issued by the
American commander, General Brown.

¢ American General Order.
Head quarters, Sackett’s. Harbor,
May 12, 1814,

Major General Brown has the satisfaction to
announce to forces under his command, that*
the detachments stationed at , under the
immediate orders of lieutenant-colonel Mitchell, of
the third artillery, by their ga.l]&net and highly

mili conduct, in fire of the
whotl‘:yBﬁﬁsh fleet of thie E{e for nearly two
days, and contending with the vastly superior
numbers of the enemy on the land, as ng as the
interests of the country, or the honour of their pro~
feasion required ; and then, effecting their retreat
in good order, in the face of this superior force of
the enterprising and accomplished foe, to the depot
of naval stores, which: it. became their duty to
defend, have established for themselves a pame in
arms, worthy of the gallant nation in whose cause
they fight, and highly honourable to the army.
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From Sir James L. Yoe to Mr. Croker. been nailed to the mast. My gallant and
Sir,—My letter of the 15th of April last much esteemed friend, captain Mulcaster,
will have informed their lordships, that his led the seamen to the assault with his as-
Majesty’s ships, Prince Regent and Princess customed bravery ; but I lament to say, he
Charlotte, were launched on the preceeding received a dangerous wound in the act of
day! I now have the satisfaction to acquaint entering the fort, which I apprehend will,
you, for their Lordship’s information, that for a considerable time, deprive me of his
the squadron, by the unremitting exertions valuable services. Mr. Secott, my first liew-

of the officers and men under my command, tenant, who was next in command, nobly '

were ready on the 3rd instant, when it was .led them on; a.n.(l soon gained the ramparts.
determined by lieutenant-general Drum- Captain O’Connor, of the Prince Regent, to
mond and myself, that an immediate attack ,Whom I entrusted the landing of the troops,
thould be made on the forts and town of displayed great ability and cool judgment ;
Qswego : which, in point of position, is the the boats being under a heavy fire from all

most formidable 1 have seen in Upper Cana-
da; and where the enemy had, by river
navigation, collected from the interior seve-
ral heavy guns, and naval stores for the
ships, andlarge depots of provisions fortheir
army.

At noon, on the 5th, we got off the port,
and were on the point of landing, when a
heavy gale from the N.W. obliged me to
gain an offing. On the mornjing of the 6th,
-everything being ready, 140 troops, 200 sea-
men armed with pikes, under Captain Mul-
caster, and 400 marines were put into the
boats. The Montreal and Niagara took their
stations abreast, and within a quarter of a
mile, of the fort; the Magnet opposite the
town, and the Star and Charwell to cover
the landing, which was effected under a most
heavy fire of round, grape, and musketry,
kept up with great spirit. Our men having
to ascend a very steep and long hill, were
consequently exposed to a destructive fire.
Their gallantry overcoming every difficulty,
they soon gained the summit of the hill;
and, throwing themselves into the fosse,
mounted the ramparts on all sides, vieing
with each other who should be foremost.
Licutenant Laurie, my secretary, was the
first who gained the ramparts; and lieute-
nmant Hewitt climbed the flag-staff under a
heavy fire, and in the most gallant style
struck the American colours, which' had

Lieutenant-Colonel Mitchell had, in all, less than
300 men ; and the fosse of the enemy, by land and
water, exceeded 3000.

R. JONES, assistant-adjt.-gen.

points.

Captain Popham, of the Montreal, an-
chored his ship in a most gallant style, sus-
taining the whole fire until we gained the
shore. She was set on fire three times by
red-hot shot, and much cut up in her hull,
masts, and rigging; Captain Popham re-
ceived & severe wound in his right hand, and
speaks in high terms of Mr. Richardson, the
master, who, from a severe wound in the lef¥
arm, was obliged to undergo amputation at
the shoulder joint.

Captain Spilsbury, of the Niagara ; Cap-
tain Dobbs, of the Charwell; Captain An-
thony of the Star: and Captain Collier of the
Magnet, behaved much to my satisfaction.
The second battalion of royal marines excited
the admiration of all ; they weré led by the
gallant Col. Maleohn, and suffered severely.
Captain Holloway, doing duty in the Prin-
cess Charlotte, gallantly fell at the head of
his company. Having landed with the sea-
men and marines, I had great pleasure in

witnessing not only the zeal and prompt at- .

tention of the officers to my orders, but also
the intrepid bravery of the men, whose good
and temperate conduct, under circumstances
of great temptation, (being a whole night in
the town, employed loading the captured
vessels with ordnance, naval stores, and
provisions) most justly claim my high appro-
bation and acknowledgment. And I here
beg leave to recommend to their lordships’
notice the service of my first lieutenant, Mr.
Scott; and of my aid-de-camp, acting lieu-
tenant Yoe, to whom I beg leave to refer
their lordships for information ; nor should



4

.

HISTORY OF THE WAR OF 1812.

the meritorious exertions of acting lieutenant
Griffin, severely wounded in the arm, or Mr.
Brown, both of whom were attached to the
storming party, be omitted. Itis a great
source of satisfaction to me to acquaint their
lordships, that I have on this and all other
occasions, received from Lieut-Gen. Drum-

\ mond that support and attention, which
never fail in securing perfect cordiality be-
tween the two services.

I herewith transmit a list of the killed and
wounded, and of the ordnance, naval stores,
and provisions, captured and destroyed by
thie combined attack on the 6th instant.

I have the honour to be, &c.,

Jauxs Lucas Yxo,
Commodore and Commander in Chief.

J. W. Croker, Esq., &o.

A list of officers and seamen, of his Majesty’s
fleet on Lake Ontario, killed and wounded
at Oswego, on the 6th of May, 1814,
Three seamen, killed ; 2 captains, 1 Lieu-

tenant, 1 master, 7 seamen, wounded.
Total—3 killed, 11 wounded.

A statement of ordnance, naval stores, and
provisions, brought off and destroyed in a
combined attack of the sea and land forces
on the town and fort of Oswego, on the 6th
May, 1814. ’
Ordnance Stores brought off :—Three long

32-pounder guns; four long 24 pounders.

A quantity of various kinds of Ordnance

Stores.

Naval Stores and Provisions :—3 schoon-

ers; 300 barrels of flour, 500 barrels of pork,
600 barrels of salt, 500 barrels of bread.

A quantity of large rope.

Destroyed :—Three long 24-pounder guns,
one long 12-pounder gun, two long G-pounder
guns.

One schooner, and barracks and other
public buildings.

J. L. Yzo,
Commodore and Commander-in Chief.

The statement of stores captured, given
by Sir James Yeo, corresponds pretty closely
with the returns made by the other officers;
and, as all the articles enumerated in the
lists would have to be accounted for, it is

not very likely that any addition to them
would have been made, which could only
result in heavy expenses to the parties thus
increasing the honour of their exploits by a
direct taxation on their pockets.

The British loss at Oswego was severe—
eighty-two killed and wounded. That the
Americans, however, were not suffered to
retreat quite so coolly as is represented,
may be inferred from the fact that their
own accounts return sixty-nine killed and
wounded, while sixty prisoners were cap-
tured.

The style in which Armstrong winds up
his account of this affair is very amusing,
especially when taken in contrast with his
version of another occurrence which hap-
pened shortly after. “On the morning of
the 7th, having collected the small booty
afforded by the post, and burned the bar-
racks, the fleet and army of the enemy
abandoned the enterprise, and returned to
Kingston.” One would scarcely imagine
that the enterprise thus carelessly spoken of
had cost the Americans forty thousand dol-
lars, besides a heavy loss both of life and in
Pprisoners..

The other occurrence alluded to above
took place on the 30th May, and strikingly
illustrates General Armstrong’s unfair mode-
of writing history.

By the captuare of a boat, Sir James Yeo
learned that eighteen other boats, each armed
with two guns, twenty-four pounders, were
waiting at Sandy Creek for an opportunity
of reaching Sackett’s Harbour. Sir James
accordingly despatched Captains Popham
and Spilsbury with one hundred and eighty
seamen and marines to intercept them or
cut them out. The party having reached
the creek where they had ascertained that
the enemy were, commenced the passage
up, but were attacked from the- shore by a
large party of riflemen, one hundred and
fifty in number, besides militia, infantry,
ond cavalry, mustering some two hundred
strong. The British were here fairly caught
in a trap, and all that remained for them
was to fight their way back; and to do this,
parties were landed on both banks, in order
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to drive back the enemy from a situation
cmmanding the passage of the boats. This
ittempt was gallantly made, but numbers
prevailed, and the result of the affair was
the destruction or capture of the whole
party. As a proof, however, of the resist-
ance, it will suffice to state that tha.killed
and wonnded amounted to more than one-
third of the party. That the Americans
must have had Indians as their allies, is
evident from the conclusion of Captain Pop-
ham’s official despatch :—¢ The exertions of
the American officers of the rifle corps, com-
manded by Major Appling, in saving the
lives of many of the officers and men, whom
their own men and the Indians were devoting
to death, were conspicuous, and claim our
warmest gratitnde.”

Armstrong begins his statement of the
affair by styling it an ‘““achievement” accom-
plished by Major Appling and one hundred
and thirty-two men, omitting all mention of
eithermilitia or Indians, and he declaresthat
the whole British party fell into the hands
of the Americans without the loss of a single
man of their party. The probability of this
the reader can judge of, when it is borne in
ufind that o hand-to-hand conflict occurred
on both banks of the river, and that the
British were only overpowered by numbers.
The same disregard of truth, however, which
caused Armstrong to suppress all mention
of the militia and infantry, would doubtless
prompt him to conceal the American loss,
whatever it might have been.

An occurrence on the shores of Lake Erie,
to which we have already alluded, does not
reflect quite so much credit on the national
character ag did Major Appling’s and his
officers’ conduct. Early in March, General
Drummond had quartered at the inconsider-
able village of Dover & small body of dragoons.
This was done by way of establishing an out-
post, so that the Americans might not be
ensbled, having the command of the Lake,
to land, without opposition or notice, troops,
at a post so close to Burlington heights, the

grand centre of the British position, and the
depot for the troops on the Niagara line.

British had induced the American comman.
der to concentrate about Buffalo and Erie
(where the fleet lay) a large body of troops.
One of the American officers, a Colonel
Campbell, judging, doubtless, that it was a
pity 80 many men should remain inactive,
saw, in the occupation of Dover, an opportu-
nity of distinguishing himself and benefiting
his country. Taking, then, full five hundred
United States infantry, he crossed over from
Erie on the 13th May, and, the British troops
retiring before him, destroyed the mills, die-
tilleries, and houses in the village. Mr.
Thornton says: “A squadron of British
dragoons stationed at the place fled at the
approach of Colonel Camphell’s detackment,
and abandoned the women and children,
who experienced humane treatment from
the Americans.”

If the burning of stores, barns, and dwell-
ing houses of peaceable and unresisting inha~
bitants be included in Mr. Thornton’s cate-
gory of humane treatment, we should like to
be enlightened as to what would be considered
harsh treatment. As a proof, however, that
even the Americans were ashamed of the
transaction, we have only to mention that a
court of inquiry, of which General Scott was
president, was instituted to take the facts
into consideration, and that their decision
was, ‘“that in burning the houses of the
inhabitants, Colonel Campbell had greatly
erred ; but this error they imputed to the
recollection of the scenes of the Raisin and
the Miami, in the Western territories, to the
army of which Colonel Campbell was at that
time attached, and to the recent devasta.hon
of the Niagara frontier.”

The court appears to have had most con-
venient memories, or they could scarcely
have forgotten that an act very similar to
the present had alone caused the destruction
along the banks of the Niagara. We learn
from the transaction, that the American
military tribunals of that day looked upon
pillage and destruction of private property,
only a “a trifling error.” We will have
occasion to notice in what light the destruc-

tion of the public buildings at Washington
was regarded, and whether the course of the

Fear of another attack on the part of the

British Generals is so lightly considered.
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Early in April an expedition was organized,
having for its objeet an

m&oﬁm attack on a new post esta”
blished at Matchadash,

and the recapture of Michilimackinac. The
expedition, however, in consequence, says
Armstrong,* of a discrepancy in the Cabinet

¢ Letter from the Secretary of War to the
President.—/April 31st, 1814.

Srr : So long as we had reason to believe that
the enemy intended and was in condition to re-
establish himself on the Thames, and open anew
his intercourse with the Indian tribes of the west,
it was, no doubt, proper to give to our naval means
a direction which would best obstruct or defeat
such movement or designs. An order has been
accordingly tlﬁven by the navy de ent, to em-
ploy the flotilla, in scouring t of the more
western lakes, in dwh'oying the enemy’s trading
establishment at St. Joseph’s, and in recapturi
Fort Michilimackinac. As, however, our last ad-
vices show, that the enemy has noefficient force
westward of Burlington bay, and that he has
suffered the seasou of easy and rapid transport-
ation to escape him, it is evident that he means to
strengthen himself on the peninsula, and make
Fort Erie, which he is now repairing, the western
extremity of his line of operation. Under this
new state of things, it is respectfully submitted,
whether another and better use cannot be made of
our flotilla 1

In explaining myeelf, it is necessary to premise
that, the garrigms {?Detroit and Malden included,
it will be practicable to assemble on the shores and
pavigable waters of Lake Ere, five thousand
ﬁ:ﬁnmops, and three thousand volunteers and

itia, and that measures have been taken to pro-
duce this effect on or before the 10th day of June
next. Without, however, the aid of naval means,
this force will be comparatively inoperative, and
necessarily dispersed, but with such aid, compe-
tent to great objects.

Lake Erie on which our dominion is undisputed,
furnishes a way scarcel%less convenient for ap-

roaching the heart of Upper Canada than Lake
tario. Eight, or even six men landed
in the bay between Point Abino and Fort Erie.
and operating either on the line of the Niagara, or
more directly [if a more direct route is found],
against the Bntish post at the head of Burlington
bay, cannot be resisted with effect, without com-
peﬁing the enemy so to weaken his more eastern
posts, as to briniothem within reach of our means
at Sackett’s Harbour and Plattsburgh.

In choosing between this object and that to
which the flotilla is now destined, there cannot, I
think, be much, if any, hesitation. Our attack,
carried to Burli York, in a barrier,
which completely protects Malden and Detroit—
makes doubtful and hazardous the enemy’s inter-
course with the western Indians, reduces Mackinac
toa ion perfectly useless, renders probable
the abandonment of Fort Niagara, and takes from
the enemy half his motive for continuing the naval
conflict on Lake Ontario. On the other hand,

at Washington, was not degpatched until the-
3rd of July, at which time & detachment of
regular troops and militia, under the oom-
mand of Colonel Crogan, was embarked on
board of the fleet, which sailed soon after
from Detroit for Matchadash.

The idea of attacking Matchadash was
very soon abandoned, in consequence of sun-
dry impediments, writes Armstrong, * aris-
ing from shoals, rocks, dangerous islands,
perpetual fogs, and bad pilotage,” and the
safer and easier plan of an attack on the
North-West Company’s settlement at St.
Mary’s substituted. This part of the expe-
dition was entrusted to Captain Holmes of
the United States Army, and Lieutenant
Turner of the United States Navy, and very
effectually the work entrusted to them was.
executed, as every house at the post was de-
stroyed, no public buildings of any deserip-
tion being there to warrant this atrocious
outrage. The horses and cattle were killed,
and even the provisions and garden stuff,
which could not beremoved, were destroyed,
with a view of thoroughly ruining the post.

Messrs Thomson and Smith are particu-
larly reserved as to the conduct of their
countrymen at St. Mary’s, but Mr. O’Connor
boldly declares that * the property destroyed
was, according to the maritime law of na-
tions, a8 recognized in the English courts,
good prize, as well as because the Company’s
agent, Johnson, acted the infamous part of @
traitor, having been a citizen and magistrate
of the Michigan territory, before the war,
and at its commencement, and now discharg-
ing the functions of magistrate under the
British Government.”

This position of Mr. 0’Connor’s, that mer-
chandise on shore as well as afloat is good
prize, must not be lost sight of, as the same
writer will be found laying down a very dif-
ferent interpretation of what constitutes
“ good prize,” when the proceedings of the
British in the Chesapeake are under his
consideration.

take Mackinac, and what is gained, but Mackinac
itself.
1 have the honour to be, &ec.,
(Signed,) JOHN ARMSTRONG.
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What, too, could the American Govern-
ment have thought of the monstrous pdsition
laid down, that a man, who deserted, ‘‘ played
the infamous part of a traitor.” What a
bitter satire is this of Mr. 0’Conner’s on the
whole Ameriean Government? and even
more particalarly direot does his shaft fly
against the commanders of the vessels who
had captured, either in merchantmen or
vessels of war, British subjects, and who had
employed every means short of death to force
them to abandon their national flag.

It must not be forgotten that there was
not a military or naval man of any descrip-
tion at St. Mary’s, to warrant this conduct
on the part of the Americans; and there is
very little room for doubt but that the course
adopted was in revenge for the failure of the
principal object of the expedition, which was
to get hold of the North-West furs, which
scheme was, however, happily frustrated.

“ This serviee,” says Armstrong, ‘‘ being
soon and successfully performed, the fleet
sailed for Michilimacinac, and, on the 26th,
anchored off that island.”

The laboured attempt of Armstrong to in-
vest this post with all the defences that
citadels like Quebee possess, is so ludicrous,
that ‘we are tempted to transcribe the whole
passage :—

“ After a short reconnoissance, and a few
experiments, three discoveries, altogether
unlooked for, were made—

1st, That, from the great elevation of the
fort, its walls could not be battered by the
guns of the shipping.

24, That, from the steepness of the ascent,
any attempt to carry the fort by storm would
probably fail.

3d. That should this mode of attack suc-
ceed, it would be useless, inasmuch as every
foot of its interior was commanded by guns
placed on higher ground.

These facts, leaving no hope of success but
from an attack of the upper battery, the
troops were landed on the 4th August, and
eonducted to the verge of an old field ; indi-
cated by the inhabitants as the position
which would best fulfil the intention of the
movement, when, to Croghan’s surprise, he

found himself anticipated by the enemy;
and in & few minutes, assailed in front from
a redoubt mounting four pieces of artillery,
and in flank, by one or more Indian attacks
made from the surrounding woods. Suoceed-
ing, at last, in repulsing these, and in driving
the enemy from the cleared ground, it was
soon discovered that the position was not
such as was at all proper for a camp of either
siege or investment, being of narrow surface,
skirted in the whole circumference by woods,
intersected by deep ravines, and furnishing
only a difficult and perilous communication
with the fleet. Croghan, at once and wisely,
withdrew to the Lake shore and re-embarked
the troops. Our loss on the occasion was
not great, numerically considered; but be-
came deeply interesting by the fate of Capt.
Holmes, a young man of high promise, uni-
versally respected and regretted.”

All this reads well, and doubtless pro-
duced the desired effect ; but what were the
real facts? That the Americans made &
feint of landing in one quarter, in which di-
rection the British troops hastened, the real
landing having been effected elsewhere almost
without opposition. A short time, however,
after the landing, the Americans were at-
tacked by & body of Indians, and compelled
to retreat, the British troops having no share
in the action, the whole credit of which be-
longs to the Indians. Had the garrison been
present to co-operate, there is no doubt but
that the whole party would have been cap-
tared or killed, The savage and ruthless
Holmes, the author of all the ravages at St.
Mary’s, met a well-deserved fate, being shot
during the skirmish.

Armstrong and others have done their ut-
most to gloss over this repulse, by represent-
ing Michilimacinac as an isolated post, hav-.
ing no influence, direct or indirect, on the
war. This sort of argument is very conveni-
ent after defeat, but the question naturally
arises, why did the American Government
despatch one thousand troops (for such was
the number, and not five hundred, as repre-
sented by Armstrong and others,) against so
unimportant a post?

In Lieutenant-Col. Maodonald’s despateh
to Sir George Prevost, it will be found that
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the Indians did not receive the credit to
which they were entitled, but both Veritas’
Letters, and Sketches of the War admit that
the repulse was effected by the Indians.
Colonel Macdouall’s despatch states: —

From Liewtenani-Colonel M’Douall to Sir
George Prevost. *

Michilimacinac, August 14, 1814,
SIR,

I have reported to lieutenant-general
Drummond the particulars of the attack
made by the enemy on this post on the 4th
instant. My situation was embarrassing. 1
knew that they could land upwards of
1,000 men ; and after manning the guns
at ¢he fort, I had only a disposable force of
140 to meet them, which I determined to do,
in order a8 much as possible to encourage
the Indians, and having the fullest confi-
dence-in the little detachment of the New-
foundland regiment. The position I took
up was excellent, but at an unavoidable and
too great a distance from the forts, in each
of which I was only able to leave 25 militia-
men. There were likewise roads upon my
flanks, every inch of which were known to
the enemy, by means of the people formerly
residents of this island, who were with
them. I could not afford to detach & man to
guard them. .

My position was rather too extensive for
such a handful of men. The ground was
commanding,'and, in front, clear as I could
wish it. On both our flanks and rear, a
thick wood. My utmost wish was, that the
Indians would only prevent the enemy from
gaining the woods upon our flanks, which
would have forced them upon the open
ground in our front. A natural breastwork
protected my men from every shot; and I
had told them that, on a close approach of
the enemy, they were to pour in a volley,
and immediately charge; numerous as the
enemy were, all were fully confident of the
result.

On the advance of the enemy, my 6-pounder
and 3-pounder opened a heavy fire upon
them, but not with the effect they should
have had: being not well manned, and for
want of an artillery-officer, who would have
been invaluable to us. They moved slowly

and cautiously, declining to meet me in the
open ground, but gradually gaining my left
flank, which the Indians permitted, without
firing a shot. I was even obliged to weaken

.|my small front, by detaching the Michigan

fencibles to oppose a party of the enemy,
which were advancing to the woods on my
right. I now received accounts from Major
Crawford, of the militia, that the enemy’s
two large ships had anchored in the rear of
my left, and that troops were moving by a
road in that direction towards the forts. I,
therefore, immediately moved, to place my-
self between them and the enemy, and took
up a position effectually covering them ; from
whence, collecting the greater part of the
Indians who had retired, and taking with me
Major Crawford and about 50 militia, I again
advanced to support a party of the Fallsovine
Indians; who, with their gallant chief,
Thomas, had commenced & spirited attack
upon the enemy; who, in a short time, lost
their second in command and several other
officers ; seventeen of whom we counted dead
upon the field, besides what they carried off,
and a considerable number wounded. The
enemy retired in the utmost haste and oon-
fusion, followed by the troops, till they found
shelter under the very powerful broadside of
their ships, anchored within a few yards of
the shore. They re-embarked that evening,
and the vessels immediately hauled off.
I have the honor, &ec.

R. M’'DOUALL, lieutenant-colonel.

His Excellency Sir George Prevost, &c.

Mr. Thomson, in Sketches of the War,
does not use his own language, but quotes
from Captain Sinclair’s letters the following
passage—* Michilimacinac is, by nature, &
perfect Gibraltar, being a high inaccessible
rock on every side, except the west; from
which, to the heights, you have nearly two
miles to pass through a wood, so thick, that
our men were shot down in every direction,
and within a few yards ef them, without being
able to see the Indians, who did it. * * *
Several of the commanding officers were
picked out, and killed or wounded by the
savages, without seeing any of them. The
men were getting lost and falling into con-
fusion, natural under such circumstances ;
which demanded an immediate retreat, or a
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total defeat, and a general massacre must
have ensued,” This was conducted in &
masterly manner by Col. Croghan, who had
lost that valuable and ever fo be lamented
officer, Major Holmes, who, with Capt. Van
Horn, was killed by the Indians.”

It is worthy of remark that to the Indians
is here given the credit of this repulse, and
had this really not been the case, there is no
doubt but that Mr. Thomson would gladly
have swelled the roll of difficulties which the
Americans had to coutend against. Asitis,
Mr. Thomson declares *that the Indians
alone exceeded the strength of Col. Croghan’s
detachment, and that this intrepid young
officer was compelled to withdraw his forces
after having sustained a loss of sixty-six
killed and wounded.”

There were but fifty Indians on the island
at the time of the attack, so that Mr. Thom-
son’s “inirepid young officer,” the hero of
Sandusky, did not cover himself with laurels
on the occasion.

Shortly after the arrival of Col. McDouall
at Michilimacinac, he
was joined by so many
of the Western Indians,
that he folt warranted in despatching a party
to attack the late Indian post of Prairie du
Chien, some four hundred and fifty miles
from Michilimacinae, on the Mississippi,
which had been lately taken possession of by
Gen. Clark. A 8t. Louis paper states that
“ every attention was directed to the erection
of a temporary place calculated for defence,
that a new fort was progressing, and that
the defence was entrusted to one hundred
and thirty-four dauntless young fellows from
the country.” Besides these dauntless young
fellows, we know that sixty rank and file of
the 7th regiment were present. Al this
preparation shows the importance attached
to the post, and makes it the more strange
that no American author should have alluded
to the expedition despatched against it.

The object in making this attack was to
remove the possibility of an unexpected
sttack on Michilimacinac from the rear.
Col. McKay’s dispatch to Col. McDouall will
be found safficiently explanatory without
farther comment from us.

Attack on the post of
Prairie da Chien.

From Lieutenant-Colonel M*Kay to Lieutenant-
Colonel M Douall

Prairie du Chien, Fort A’ Kay.

SIR, July 27, 1814.

I have the honour to communicate to you,
that I arrived here on the 17th instant at 12
o’clock ; my force amounting to 650 men :
of which, 150 were Michigan fencibles,
Canadian volunteers, and officers of the In-
dian department, the remainder Indians.

I found that the enemy had a small fort,
situated on a height, immediately behind
the village, with two blockhouses, perfectly
safe from Indians, and that they had 6 pieces
of cannon, and 60 or 70 effective men,
officers included. That, lying at anchor in
the middle of the Mississippi, directly in
front of the fort, there was a very large gun-
boat, called Governor Clark, gun-boat No. 1,
mounting 14 pieces of cannon, some 6 and 3
pounders, and a number of cohorns, manned
with 70 or 80 men with muskets, and
measuring 70 feet keel. This floating
blockhouse is so constructed, that she can
be rowed in any direction, the men on board
being perfectly safe from small arms, while
they can use their own to the greatest ad-
vantage.

At half-past 12 o’clock, I sent captain
Anderson with a flag of truce, to invite them
to surrender, which they refused. My in-
tention was not to have made an attack till
next morning at day-light ; but, it being
impossible to control the Indians, I ordered
our gun to play upon the gun-boat, which
she did with a surprizing good effect ; for,
in course of three hours, the time the action
lasted, she fired 86 rounds, two-thirds of
which went into the Governor Clark. They
kept up a constant fire upon us, both from
the boat and fort. We were an hour be-
tween two fires, having run our gun up
within musket-shot of tho fort, from whence
we beat the boat out of her station. She
cut her cable and ran down the current,
and was sheltered under the island. We
were obliged to desist, it being impossible,
with our little barges, to attempt to board
her, and our only gun in pursuit of her would
have exposed our whole camp to the enemy ;
she therefore made her escape.
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On the 19th, finding there were only six
rounds of round shot remaining, including
three of the enemy’s we had picked up, the
day was employed in making lead bullets
for the gun, and throwing up two breast-
works : one within 700 yards, and the
other within 450 yards of the fort. At six
in the evening, every thing being prepared,
I marched to the first breast-work, from
whence I intended throwing in the remain-
ing six rounds. At-the moment, the first
ball was about being put into the cannon, a
white flag was put out at the fort, and im-
mediatoly an officer came down with & note
and surrendered. It being too late I deferred
making them deliver up their arms in form
till morning, but immediately placed s
strong guard in the fort, and took possession
of the artillery; From the time of our
landing till they surrendered, the Indians
kept up a constant but perfectly useless fire,
upon the fort: the distance from whence
they fired was too great to do execution, even
had the enemy been exposed to view.

I am happy to inform you, that every man
in the Michigan fencibles, Canadian volun-
teers, and officers in the Indian department,
behaved as well as I could possibly wish ;
and, though in the midst of a hot fire, not a
man was even wounded except three Indians;
that is, one Puant, one Fallsovine, and one
Sioux, all severely, but not dangerously.

One lieutenant, 24th U. 8. regiment; one
militia captain, one militia lieutenant,
threo serjeants, three corporals, two musi-
cians, 53 privates, one commissary, and
one interpreter, have been mude prisoners,
One iron 6-pounder, mounted on a garrison, |,
carriage ; one iron 3-pounder, on a field
carriage ; three swivels, 61 stand of arms,
four swords, one field-carriage for 6-pounder,
and a good deal of ammunition ; 28 barrels
of pork, and 46 barrels of flour: these
are the principal articles found in the
fort when surrendered.

I will now take the liberty to request
your particular attention to captains Rollette
and Anderson ; the former for his activity
in many instances, but particularly during
the action. The action having commenced
unexpectedly, he ran down from the upper

end of the village, with his company,
through the heat of the fire to receiva
orders; and before and since, in being in-
strumental in preserving the citizens from
being quite ruined by pillaging Indians ;
and the latter, for his unwearied attention
in keeping everything in order during the
route, and his activity in following up the
cannon dunng the action, and assisting in
tm.naportmg the ammunition. Lieutenant
Portier, of captain Anderson’s company ;
lieutenants Graham and Brisbois, of the In-
dian department ; captain Dean of the
Prairie du Chien militia ; and lieutenant
Powell, of the Green Bay, all acted with
courage and activity, so becoming Cana-
dian militia or volunteers. The interpreters
also behaved well, but particularly M. St.
Germain, from the Sault St. Marie, and
M. Rouville, Sioux interpreter: they abso-
lutely prevented their Indians committing
any outrage in the plundering way. Com-
missary Honoré, who acted as lieutenant in
captain Rollette’s company whose singular
activity in saving and keeping an exact ac-
count of provisions surprised me, and with-
out which we must unavoidably have lost
much of that essential article. The Michi-
gan fencibles, who manned the gun, be-
haved with great ocourage, ocoolness, and
regularity. As to the serjeant of artillery,
too much cannot be said of him ; for the
fate of the day, and our success are to be
attributed, in @ great measure, to his
courage, and well-managed firing.

Sinoe writing the foregoing, a few Sanks
have arrived at the rapids, at the Rock river,
with two Canadians, and bring the follow-
ing information : On the 2lst instant, six
American barges, three of which were
armed, were coming up and encamped in the
rapids ; that, in the course of the night, the
party of Indians having the four bags of
gunpowder I sent from this on the 17th,
reached, them. The barges being encamped
at short distances from each other, they, on
the 22d, early in the morning, attacked the
lowest, and killed, about 100 persons, took
five pieces of cannon, and burnt the barge :
the other barges seeing this disaster, and
knowmg there were British troops here, ran
off. This is, perhaps, one of the most
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brilliant actions, fought by Indians only,
since the commencement of the war.
I have, &o. '
W. M’KAY, Lieutenant-colonel.
Lieutenant-colonel M’Douall,
commanding at Michilimacinae.

This notice of the Indians would have
come with a betiter grace from Col. McKay,
had he notpreviously stated that thefire inces-
santly kept up by them was perfectly use-
less, from their being so far off, while, in the
very next paragraph, he admits that not &
man, except three Indians, was wounded.
How is this reconcilable with the respectful
distance which they observed? and did it
not occur to Col. McKay, when stating that
his red allies got wounded, that he was
thereby admitting the fact of .their being
under fire ?

Captain Sinclair after
tracdon of the Neney the repulse at Michili-
8 Kottawamgs. macinao, thinking, we
presume, that it would not answer to return
empty-handed, and having missed the furs

) at St. Mary’s and St. Joseph’s, determined
to make a third attempt to acquire laurels
and booty by a descent on & blook house, two
miles up the Nottawasaga, situate on the
south-east side of the river, which here runs
parallel o, and forms a narrow peninsula
with, the shore of Gloucester Bay. The
succees of the expedition was complete, so
far as the destruction of the block house, but
neither the Nancy, her men, nor the furs
rewarded the prowess of captain Sinelair
and his party, as lieutenant Worsely, who
commanded, burned the Nancy, a small
trading schooner belenging to the North
West Company, to prevent the enemy taking
posseasion of her, and, as the block house
‘had been set fire to by a shell, he himeelf|
retired with his party up the river. The
whole of the North West Company’s valua-
ble furs had been previously despatched up
the French river, so that the sole reward
reaped on the occasion was the destruction
of a log block house, and the destruction of|
a schooner some eighty or a hundred tons
burthen. Although no benefit was reaped
by the Americans in this affair, it was pro-

ductive of ultimate good to the British, as,

when captain Sinclair departed for Lake
Erie, he left the two American Schooners,
Tigress:and Scorpion, to blockade the Not-
tawasaga, hoping thereby, as it was the only
route by which provisions or supplies of any
description could be forwarded to Michili-
macinac, that he should be thus enabled to
starve out a place which had successfully
resisted an attack by arms. In obedience,
probably, to orders, the schooners took a trip
to the neighbourhood of St. Joseph’s, and
were discovered by some Indians, who dis-
closed the fact of their presence to licutenant
Worsley, with the additional information
that they were fifieen miles apart. Acting
on this information, lieutenant Worsley pro-
ceeded to take the measures which will be
found detailed in the following despatch :—

From Liewtenant Bulger to Lieutenant-Colonel
M’ Douall.
Michilimacinac, September T, 1814 .

SIR,

I have the honor to report to you the par-
ticulars of the capture of the United States’
schooners, Scorpion and Tigress, by a de-
tachment from this garrison, under the com-
mand of Lieutenant Worsley, of the royal
navy, and myself.

In obedience to your orders, we left Mich-
ilimacinac on the evening of the 1st instant,
in four boats, one of which was manned by
seamen under Lieutenant Worsley, the others
by a detachment of the royal Newfoundland
regiment, under myself, Lieutenants Arm-
strong, and Radenhurst. We arrived near
the Détour about sun-set on the following
day; but nothing was attempted that night,
as the enemy’s position had not been cor-
rectly ascertained. The troops remained
the whole of the 3rd instant concealed
amongst the woods, and, about 6 o’clock that
evening, began to move towards the enemy.
We had to row about six miles, during
which the most perfect order and silence
reigned. The Indians who accompanied
us from Macinac, were left about three
miles in the rear. About 9 o’clock at night
wediscovered the enemy, and had approached
to within 100 yards before they hailed us.
On receiving no answer, they opened & smart
fire upon us, both of musketry and of the

- |
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24-pounder. All opposition, however, was
in vain ; and in the course of five minates,
the‘enemy’s vessel was boarded and carried,
by Lieutenant Worseley and lieutenant Arm-
strong on the starboard-side, and my boat
and Lieutenant Radenhurst’s on the lar-
board. She proved to be the Tigress, com-
manded by sailing-master Champlin, mount-
ing one long 24-pounder, and with a comple-
ment of 30 men. The defence of this vessel
did credit to her officers, who were all
severely wounded. She had three men
wounded and three missing, supposed to
have been killed and thrown immediately
overboard. Our loss is two seamen killed,
and several soldiers and seamen slightly
wounded.

On the morning of the 4th instant the pri-
soners were sent in & boat to Macinac, un-
der a guard, and we prepared to attack the
other schooner, which we understood was
anchored 15 miles further down. The posi-
tion of the Tigress was not altered ; and, the
better to carry on the deception, the Ame-
rican pendant was kept flying. On the 5th
instant, we discerned the enemy’s schooner
beating up to us; the soldiers I directed to
keep below, or to lie down on the deck, to
avoid being seen. Every thing succeeded to
our wish; the enemy came to anchor about
two miles from us in the night; and, as day
dawned on the 6th instant, we slipt our cable,
and ran down under our jib and foresail.
Every thing was so well managed by Lieu-
tenant Worseley, that we were within ten
yards of the enemy before they discovered
us. It was then too late ; for, in the course
of five minutes, her deck was covered with
our men, and the British flag hoisted over
the American. She proved to be the Scor-
pion, commanded by Lieutenant Turner, of|
the United States’ navy; carrying one long
24-pounder in her hold, with a complement
of'32 men. She had two men killed, and
two wounded. I enclose & return of our
killed and wounded, and am happy to say
that the latter are but slight.

To the admirable good conduct and man
agement of Lieutenant Worseley, of the royal

navy, the success is to be in a great measure

attributed ; but I must assure you, that
every officer and man did his duty.
I have the honor to be, &c.
A. H. BULGER,
Lieutenant Royal Newfoundland Regiment..

To Lieutenant-Colonel Mc'Douall, &ec. &e.

Return of killed and wounded of the
troops, employed in the capture of the United
States’ schooners, Scorpion and Tigress, on
the 3rd and 6th of September, 1814.

, Royal Artillery ;—1 rank and file, wounded.
Royal Newfoundland Regimeni;—1 Lieu-
tenant, 6 rank and file, wounded.
Officer wounded.
Lieutenant Bulger, slightly,
N.B. Three seamen killed.

Lieutenast Bulger does not mention in his
despatch anything relative to the value of
theseschooners, which were appraised shortly
after, by the proper officers, and valued at
sixteen thousand pounds sterling. As all
mention of force is also omitted, it will be as
well to state that the party consisted of
lieutenant Worseley, one midshipman, one
mate, and seventeen seamen, with lieutenant
Bulger and fifty rank and file. Besides this
number, there were forty-one others taken
from the Indian department, the commissa-
riat, &c., besides three Indian chiefs. The
American versions of this affair, which was
made the subject of a court of investigation
by their government, fully sustain their
character for fertility of invention. Before
the court, the British force was made to con-
sist of three hundred soldiers, sailors and
Indians. Mr. Thomson supplies lieutenant
Worseley with two hundred and fifty Indians,
a hundred and fifty sailors, and a detachment
of the Newfoundland regiment. Mr.0’Connor
mentions no numbers, but introduces instead
the following statement.

“ Captain Arthur Sinclair, commanding the
United States’ naval force on the upper
lakes, states in a letter to the Secretary of
the Navy, on the authority of sailing mas-
ter Champlin, that ‘ the conduct of the
enemy to their prisoners (the crew of the
Tigress), and the inhuman butchery of those
who fell into their hands, at the attack on
Michilimacinac, has been barbarous beyond
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aparallel. The former have been plundered |discipline of the crew of the Argus? Ingersol

of almost every article of clothing they pos-
sessed ; the latter had their hearts and livers
taken out, which were actually cooked and
Jeasted on by the savages; and that loo in
the quarters of the British officers, sanctioned
by Col. McDouall.” ”

It is only necessary to remark on this
extraordinary fabrication of Mr. O’Connor’s,
that there were no prisoners taken at Michili-
macinac, and that in the proceedings, as
reported by American journals, of the court
of enqriry that tried the officers and crew of
the Tigress, no such proceedings were even
hinted at. Ts it probable that such conduct,
had it occurred, would have been passed over
in silence, affording, as it would have done,
such an opportunity of stigmatizing the
British ? The answer is obvious, yet we
find that Mr. O’Connor’s book, with the
atrocious statement uncontradicted, has pas-
sed through many editions, and is even now
a class book of history in the United States.

In regard to the numbers, the statements
furnished by authorities who wrote on the
subject at the time, have enabled us to dis-
prove the American exaggerations, by giving
the correct numbers.

. ‘We must now pass, for

Neval procesdings. the present, from the op-
erations by land, and take a glance at the
occurrences that had taken place during the
last few months. We must not omit, how-
ever, to notice one statement of Ingersol’s
relative to the capture of the Argus by H. M.
Brig the Pelicen, which we have already
touched upon.

In extenuation of the loss of the Argus,
Ingersol states “that on the 13th August,
the Argus captured a vessel loaded with wine,
of which too free use was made by the Ame-
rican crew, soon after which her flag was,
not ingloriously, struck, after an engagement
with the English brig of war Pelican, Capt.
Maples.”

Now what inference is to be drawn from
this passage? Is it to be comstrued into a
confession that the American captain resorted
to an attempt to give his crew what is com-
monly styled Dutch courage, or should it be
taken as a very severe reproof upon the

knew full well, when he attempted this
ridiculous excuse, that when a merchant
vessel is taken by a man of war, that, should
she not be destroyed, a prize crew is put on
board of her, and she is despatched to the
nearest port; had he, therefore mentioned as
a reason why the prize was recaptured, that
the prize crew got drunk, it would have been
of no unusual eccurrence. Again, how were
the crew of the Argus to have got at the
wine ; the prize was not taken by boarding,
but by a gun fired across her bows, and so
soon a8 a boat’s crew was put on board of
her, the Pelican being discovered, the boat’s
crew were recalled, and the brig set on fire.
Is it probable that the captain and officers of
the Argus would be so remiss in their duties
as not to notice the boat’s crew bringing
back from the prize so much wine as to
intoxicate a whole crew, and keep them in
that state for twenty-four hours, the time
that elapsed between the capture of the brig
and the going into action. The whole idea
is absurd, and only furnishes another in-
stance of what American writers will resort
to in order to bolster up any national dis-
honour or defeat.

On the 24th of May Commodore Decatur,

Decatur’s crulse tn commanding the United
ms:'ﬁ"m States forty - four- gun
Hornet. frigate, with the Mace-
donian, thirty-eight, and the Hornet, eighteen
gun sloop, started for the East Indies from
New York. By the 1st June, the American
squadron had got through the intricacies of
Long Island sound, by which passage they.
were forced to endeavour to get out, Sandy
Hook being blockaded, and they stood out to
gea. At nine a. m., however, they were dis-
covered by H. M. ship Valiant, seventy-
four guns, in company with the eighteen-
pounder, forty-gun frigate Acasta, and im-
modiately chased. Here was a glorious
opportunity for Commodore Decatur ; he had
been thirsting for an opportunity to tackle
single-handed to a British seventy-four; and
as according to American accounts the
Macedonian was as fine a frigate as the
British had ever built, the Acasta was just
her match, and if any slight make-weight
might have been required, it was amply




14

HISTORY OF THE WAR OF 1812.

supplied by the Hornet. What then did
Commodore Decatur do? He ran back to
New London, being compelled to start a
great part of his water, and throw his pro-
visions overboard, to escape capture. The
Commodore did not attempt to increase the
force in pursuit, but the American papers
did; and it was, accordingly, circulated
through the Union, that three vessels had
chased, a razeo being added to the real
number.

An attempt was made a short time after

the chase of Decatur and
mtm‘i" .‘é‘m his squadron, to blow up
Taland. the Ramilies, seventy-
four, then at Anchor at Fisher’s. Island.
James gives the following account of this
occurrence.

Two merchants of New York, encouraged
by a promise of reward from the American
Government, formed a plan for destroying
the Ramilies, Captain Sir Thomas Master-
man Hardy. A schooner named the Eagle
was laded with several casks of gunpowder,
having trains leading from a species of gun
lock, which, upon the principle of clock-
work, went off at a given period after it had
been set. Above the casks of powder, and
in full view at the hatchway, were some
casks of flour, it being known at New York
that the Ramilies was short of provisions,
and naturally supposed that Captain Hardy
would immediately order the vessel along-
side, in order to get the ship’s wants sup-

plied.”
“ Thus murderously lmo schooner
sailed from New York and stood up.the

sound. On the 25th, in the morning, the
Eagle approached New London, as if intend-
ing to enter that river. The Ramilies dis-
patched a boat, with thirteen men, under
lieutenant John Geddes, to cut her off. At
eleven, a. m., lieutenant Geddes boarded the
schooner, and fouud that the crew, after
having let go her only anchor, had aban-
doned their veesel and fled to the shore.

The licutenant brought the fatal prize
near the Ramilies, and Sir Thomas ordered
him to place the vessel alongside of & trading

sloop, which had been recently captured,
and lay a short distance off.

The lieutenant did as he was ordered; and
at 2 h. 30 m., p. m., while he and his men
were in the act of securing her, the schooner
blew up with a tremendous explosion. The
poor licutenant and ten of the fine fellows,
who were with him, perished; and the re-
maining three men escaped only with being
shockingly socorched.

Both James and Brenton are very severs
in their animadversions on this head, and
James declares that he fully concurs with-
Brenton in the following remark :—

“A quantity of arsenic placed amongst
the food,would have been so perfectly com-
patible with the rest of the contrivance, that
we wonder it was not resorted to. Should
actions like these receive the sanction of
Government, the science of war, and the law
of nations, will degenerate into the barbarity
of the Algerines ; and murder and pillage
will take the place of kindness and humanity
to our enemies.”

We confess we are not of this opinion.
We see in this transaction nothing more
than the modified use of fire ships, and can-
not see the difference between this scheme:
and the Emperor of Russia sinking subma-
rine charges to blow up vessels attempting
the passage to Cronstadt. Some eminent
writers on the subject, such as Wolf, &ec.,
have asserted that war legalizes any violence,
and that fraud and poieon may be employed
against enemies; Grotius, Vatel, and other
authorities have defined the legitimate mode
of war to be the employment only of such
force as is necessary to accomplish the end
of war—rather an ambiguous definition.
Leaving, however, this nice point to be set~
tled by the peace congress, we would direct
attention to Ingersol’s inconsistency on this
subject. He is very eloquent on the em-
ployment of the Indians by the British, and
declares that *“God and nature put no such
means in men’s hands; shocking to every
lover of honorable war. In vain has religion
been established if these acts of cruelty are
permitted.”
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Now surely the employment of Indians
was no more shocking to every lover of
honorable war, than the attempt to blow up
the Ramilies. Yet we fird Ingersol repro-

bating the one and passing over the other.

‘We are more honest than Ingersol, and
can find no difference betweenashell thrown
into Odessa, and a fire-ship sent into Cron-
stadt or Sebastopol. Every Christian must
deplorewar as a calamity, but o long as the
necessity of a thing, so opposed to every
Divine law as a state of warfare, is recog-
nized by nations, we cannot see how it is to

be regulated by Christian rules.

Perhapa one of the most signal instances
i Of unblushing effrontery
reference to the course occurred in the casd of
the President, Commo-

dore Rodgers. The President was on her
retarn from her third oruise, and having
passed the Delaware was standing for New
York, ““when,” says the Commodore, I
sow nothing until I made Sandy Hook,
when I again fell in with another of the
enemy’s squadrons ; and by some unaccount-
able cause, was permitted to enter the bay,
althongh in the presence of a decidedly
superior force, after having been obliged to
remsin outaide, seven hours and a half, wait-

< the President.

ing for the tide.”

This assertion of the Commodore’s was
not suflicient for the officers of the Pre-
sident, who improved on the story, and
asserted that' seeing & large ship to wind-
ward they ‘ backed the maintopsail and
cleared for action. The strange sail came
down within gun-shot, and hauled her wind
on the starboard tack. We continued, with
our maintopsail to the mast, three hours,
and, seeing no probability of the seventy-
Dar gun ship’s bearing down to engage, the
President gave her a shot to windward, and
hoisted our colours; when she bore up for
us reluctantly. When within half gun-shot,
backed her maintopsail. At this moment,
all hands were called to muster aft, and the
Commodore said a few but expressive words,
though it was unnecessary ; for what other
stimulant oould true Americans want, than
fighting gloriously in the sight of their na-

tive shore, where hundreds were assembled to
witness the engagement.”

“The commander of the seventy-four,”
adds the writer of this veracious document,
“had it in his power, for five hours, to
bring us at any time to an engagement, our
maintopsail to the mast during that time.
It was afterwards ascertained that the ship
which declined the battle with the President,
was the Plantagenet, seventy-four, Captain
Lloyd. The reason given by Captain Lioyd
for avoiding an engagagement was that his
crew were in & state of mutiny.”

One would almost think that this was inven-
tion enough to put forth on an imaginary-sub-
ject ; not 8o, however, as another American
writer declares that “Captain Lloyd after
returning to England had several' of his
sailors tried and executed on this charge.”

Unfortunately for the truth of these state-
ments, the Plantagenet, on the day that
Commodore Rodgers was off the Hook, was
off Barbadoes, at least sixteen hundred
miles distant. Again, the crew of the
Plantagenet was one of the finest in the
service, and no such trials took place on her
return_home. The vessel that was magni-
fied into a seventy-four by the diseased imag-
ination of Rodgers and his officers, was the
thirty-eight gun frigate Loire, Captain Tho-
mas-Brown, and his reasons for not bring-
ing the President to action were, that he
had seventy-four men away in prizes, and
forty in sick bay, thus leaving out of three
hundred and thirty two men, only two hun-
dred and seventeen to go into action witha
vessel carrying four hundred and seventy.

‘We have lost sight of the Essex, thirty-two
gun frigate, Capt. Por-

Cruiss of the Hesex. ter, who sailed towards
the end of 1812, on a cruise to the Pacific.
The Essex was to have made this cruise
in company with the Constitution and Hor-
net, but not meeting with these vessels at
the rendezvous, Captain Porter proceeded
alone, and on the 14th of March, having
captured the British packet Norton, with
eleven thonsand pounds sterling on board,
arrived at Valparaiso, on the coast of Chili.
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Having revictualled his ship, Capt. Porter
stood over to the Gallipagos, where he cap-
tured twelve whalers. Two of these the
American commander armed and manned as
cruisers, the manning part of the operation
being completed by inducing eeveral of the
crews of the whale ships to desert, and by
taking several Americans out of a Peruvian
vessel. The larger of these vessels, newly
christened the Essex Junior, was armed with
twenty guns (ten long sixes, and ten eigh-
teen pound carronades) and a complement
of ninety-five men.

It does not appear that Capt. Porter was
very successful between this time and the
beginning of 1814, when we find him still in
company with the Essex Junior in Valpa-

. raiso.

On the 8th of February the British thirty-
six gun frigate Phoebe, Captain Hillyar, and
the eighteen gun sloop, Cherub, Captain
Tucker, long in pursuit of Captain Porter,
discovered his vessels at anchor with two of
the prizes, stood into and anchored in the
port. With the usual policy of his country,
Captain Porter began to tamper with the
British seamen, by hoisting at his fore-top-
gallant mast hend a white flag, with the
motto, ‘“Free Trude and Sailors’ Rights.”
This was answered by Captain Hillyar, who
ran up a Ste George’s ensign, with the motto
“God and Country; British Sailors’ Best
Rights ; Traitors offend both.” Three or
four days after, Captain Porter returned to
the attack by hoisting a flag, on which was
inscribed ‘God, our Country, and Liberty ;
Tyrants offend both.”

" After remaining sometime in harbour, and
making several ineffectual attempts to escape
from his watchful antagonist, Capt. Porter,
on the 27th of March, was blown qut of the
Iarbour, followed immediately by both Bri-
tish vessels, and, after an attempt to run his
vessel on shore, easily captured ; the Essex
junior having been secured also. Captain
Porter and part of his crew succeeded in es-
caping to shore, taking with them part of
the specie. This, however, was only partially
effected, from their boats having been much
cut up by the fire of the Pheebe. The loss
of the two British vessels was five killed and

ten wounded. Captain Porter asserted that
he had fifty-eight killed and sixty-six
wounded, and there is no means of disprov-
ing the assertion. ‘The battered state of
the Essex,” declared Captain Porter,  must
prevent her ever reaching England.” In
spite, however, of the assertion, she was
safely anchored in Plymouth Sound. The
superiority was decidedly in favour of the
British (not more so, however, than in the
three first actions of the war, the advantage
was the other way), so there is no room for
further observation on the matter, than to
examine wha't became of the prizes taken by
the Essex. The Essex junior, we have just
seen recaptured ; another, the Georgiana,
armed with sixteen guns, and a prize crew
of over forty men, was fitted up with sper-
macetti oil taken from the others, and de-
spatched to the United States; her passage
was cut short in the West Indies by the Ba-
rossa frigate. The cargo was valued at one
hundred thousand dollars. The Policy and
New Zealander were filled with all the oil
from the other ships, and sent home. They
were, however, both recaptured, with their
prize crews—the first by the Loire, the second
by the Belvidera. The Rose and Charlton
were given up to the prisoners; the Sir
Andrew Hammond was taken by the Che-
rub; the Hector, Greenwich, and Catherine
got burned, and the Seringapatam was run
away with by her crew, who delivered her to
her owners in payment of salvage. It will
thus be seen that, a balance being struck, the
result would not be very favourable to the
American Government, the loss of the Essex
being taken into consideration ; not to speak
of the valuable services of Captain David
Porter, of whose talents as a despatch-writer
we will furnish the reader with an example

in our next chapter.
—_——

Ascension Day, Hory TrURspav.—A
commemoration of the Ascension of our Lord.
The day before on which the Doge of Venice
solemly embarked in the Bucentaur to wed
the Adriatic. This pompous ceremony took
its rise in 1173. Pope Alexander having
been rescued from the fury of the Barbaros-
sa by Ziani, the doge, he presented the
latter with a ring, in token of the subjoction

of the sea to the Venetian ropublic.
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“The voloe of mythmvulnm H-m; the
Nghtaing lightened the world.”

n,.‘:,‘mﬁf“x’wm“&‘ﬁ““‘
Ecouasasncos xliil. 11

The summer sun has at last asserted its full power,
and under its inflnence the plants, whose growth a
wise provision had hitherto partially checked, have
pow attained their full size. Meadowsand gardens
are, on every side, in luxuriant blossom, and already
the early currant and gooseberry peep invitingly
from amid the thick clusters of leaves which sur-
round them.

Before the intense heats of the latter part of the
month set in, nothing can be more delicious than
an early ramble. The eye literally feasts on the
varied hues and forms of the flowers and shrubs,
and, when overpowered by the heat, a refuge is
sought in the woods, there, in bappy contrast,
do we find strength and vigorous life manifested,
and, screened from the fierce beams of the sun,
we are content to loiter till

#The bright planet of the night
‘Wanders o’er the blue sky free.”

Pleasant, however, as these rambles are, they are
not unattended with ¢ chances of change,” as in
this and the following month it is almost impossi-
ble to reckon with confidence on the most beautiful
moming not ending either in rain or a thunder-
shower. It is not, however, to the rambler that
the uncertainty of the weather brings the greatest
inconvenience, as the season of hay-making gene-
nlly commences towards the end of the month,
and many a sweet-smelling swathe; or hayeock,
hes, again and again, to be turned or spread ere the
Jabours which, ¢ with regular strokes and a sweep-
ing sound,” Iy low the sweet and flowery grass,
are crowned with success. Serely indeed is the
patience of the mower too often tested, and with
us, even as in our dear fatherland, it is often mid-
night “ ere,” as Howitt writes, ¢ the fragrant ricks
rise in the farm-yard, and the pele, smooth-shomn
fields are leR in solitary beanty.”

A marked difference, teo, will be noted by

& Hisa who seeks the dawn,”
s with us it is not as in merrie England, when
the mowers are afield long ere the sun glances
above the horizon.

This early work is gpite- impossible in our
climate, where the dew loves. to linger long after
the sun has shown himself above the horizon, and
from dawn till an hour afler sunrise, our fields
remain unenlivened by ¢hay-makers tossing the
green swathes to the sun.”’

You. V.—s.

It is during this month, too, that the farmer most
anxiously watehes his wheat-fields. The filling
of the ears—violent storms, whieh break or lay
flat the stalks—the rust, that mysterious diseass
50 fatal to the hopes of the husbendman, are all
sources of amxiety to him. With all these causes
of anxiety, however, he whose lot is cast in cities,
far from the genial aspects of Nature, is sincerely
to be pitied during this period of the year. After
the early summer rains, all Nature seems revived,
and the sun appears to shine with additional bril-
liancy. In a little work entitled, ¢ The Hand of
God manifested in kis Works,” the aiithor, when
describing the emotions of David, ¢the anointed
of the Lond, lndtbetweetplmutof!smel,
represents him as ¢ singing with prophetic inspira-
tion the praises of the Rock of Israel, influenced
by the beauty of Nature under such sweet summer
aspects. The same author also quotes the well
known lines:—

& The-softening sir is balm ;

Eoho the mounteins reund; the forest smiles;

And every sense and every heart is joy.

Then comes thy glory in the summer months,

With light and heat refulgent. Then thy sun

BShoots full perfection through the swelling year;
And oft thy voloe in dresdful thunder speaks;

And oft at dawn, deep morn, or falling eve,
By brooks and groves, in hollow whispering gales.”

We have already pointed out how wonderfully
during the early months of the year the evidences
of Divine benevolence were manifested, and now
that the fruition of all the intentions of Providence
draws nigh, we daily find some new proof of his
goodness. ¢ The provision of food, the maturing
of plants and animals, the development of seed for
the reproduction of vegetable life in the following
spring,”” have all in turn been unrolled from
Nature’s page for the benefit of the poet, the
naturalist, or the Christian. It will be well, how-
ever, to remember “that the lessous of summer
will, no more than those of spring, reconcile all
difficulties, or illaminate to us what is mysterious,
obecure, or incomprehensible in the ordering of
Nature, and the deatings of God with man ; but in
80 far as these lessons are clearly expressed, they
point with no less distinctness to the same conclu-
sions, and-show us that the God of Nature is a God
of love.”

- William Howitt’s. lines on * Summer and the
Poet ” will be found: very appropriate, as showing
what ought to be the spirit in which we should
regard all the manifestations of Providence through
the great book of Nature, and how prone is humen-
ity to murmur, even while the choicest blessings

are being showered on him. Howitt thus sings:—
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POET.
Oh! golden, golden summer,
‘What is it thou hast done 2
Thou hast chased each vernel roatner
With thy fiercely burning sen.

Glad was the cuckoo’s hail —
‘Where may we hear it now 2
Thou hast driven the nightingale
From the waving hawthom bough.
Thou hast shrunk the mighty rivers
Thou hast made the small brook flee;
And the light gales faintty quiver
Through the dark and shadowy tree.

Spring wake har tribes to bloem,
And on the green sward dance §
Thou hast emitten them to the tomb
With thy consuming glance.

And now Autumn cometh on,
Singing *mid shocks of com,
Thou hastenest to be gons,
As if joy might not be borne.

. SUMMER.
*And dost thou of me complain?
Thou, who with dreamy eyes,
Praising my silvery akies 1
Thou, who didst deexn diving,
The shrill cicada’s tune,
‘When the odours of the pine
Gushed through the woods at noan ?

1 bave run wmy fervid race,
1 have wrought my task oncs more §
1 have filled each fruitful place
With a plenty that runs o'er.

There is treasure in the garner,
There is honey with the bee}

And oh! thon thankiess seorner,
There’s 2 parting boon for thee

Soon as in misty sadeess,
Sere Autumn yields her meign,
Winter with stormy meadness
Shall chase thee from the plain..
Then shall these scenes elysian -
Bright in thy spirit burn,
And each summer thsught and vision
Be thine till I retura.
Tae Brere.—In the year 1274, the priee of
& small Bible, neatly written, was about £30,
equal to about £200 ¢f our money,

ON RUSBSSBIA.
No. II.
BY EEV. B. F. BURNS, KINGSTON.

To render moreocomplete the view presented,
inlustiarticle, of the military resources of Russis,
it will be necessary to say something regarding
the Comatks, of whose valodr she bossts, and
on whose sssistance in times of aeed she special-
ly depends. Their origin dates from the period
of the Thrtar tnvesion, sbout the beginning of
the thirteenth century. The barbarous retain-
ers of Genghls Khan rushed down, like sn sval-
anche, from the cold regions of the North, on
the plains which Rurie had conquered and eol-
onized. Though their rule ultimately did not
prove as oppressive as was feared, for a con-
siderable time devastation and death tracked
their footsteps. The sky was reddened with
the glare of blaxing villages. The soil was sa-
turated with the blood, snd whitened with the
bones, of countless victims. They resembled
an army of locusts, with a garden in front and
a desert behind them. Many of the settlers in
the vicinity of Kiow and part of the extensive
region known as Little, or Southern Russis, fled
from their homes, and found shelter in an un-
frequented strip of country bordering on the
Don and stretohing towards the banks of the
Dneiper and the sheres of the Black Sea. Af
intervals they were joined by malcontents from
different tribes. Together they formed a motley
mass, united in the love of that liberty they
claimed for themselves, and in the lawlessincun-
shons they made on others. They parteok of the
character of the brigand or freeliooter, rathes
than of the soldier or civilian. In boats, little
better-than our Indian camoes, they pursaed on
the Black Seaa.coursesimilar to that which their

‘| Varangian anoestors had done upon the Baltio,

snd performoed deeds worthy the palmy days
of Rob Roy or Robin Hood. The modern Cose
sacks possess the gemeral festures which murked
their predatory sires. War is their native els.
ment. Phey leave to'women and serfs the eul-
ture of the land and the prastioe of the indus-
trial arts. In periods of peaso they may fish ox
hunt, Jook after their horses, or loiter sbomt,
decked out in a blue jacket, lined with silk
und edged ‘with gold Ince, silk vest and girdle,
ample white trousers and a laxge cap of black
wool with a wed bag fleating behind. Butthey
are nover truly contented, save when brandish-
ing their ponderous spear, or coursing with
lightuing rapidity on their faithfal steeds over
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the fertile steppes of the Ukrnine, or bensath
the frowning shadow of the Cauncasus.

There are two leading classss—those of the
Ukraine ; and those of the Don. The Ukraineise
distriot where the soil is rich and loamy and
the sky is bright and clear. The Cosdacks here
have a government of their own, thoronghly in-
dependant; miilitary law prevails and is admin-
istered with great strictness. In cased of mur-
der for examplo—the murderer is buried alive
with his vietim. Ian the matter of love they
revarse the custamary erder, establishing a per-
petual leap year, by leaving it to the female to
undertale the delicate task of popping the ques-
-tion, a privilege which some modest swains
wopld willingly cemcede to her. Whenever &
young woman falls in love with & young man,
she undertakes s pilgrimage to the house of his
parents, and sitting down on the ground makes
this pathetic and irresistible appeal:. ¢ Ivan,
the gooduess I see written in your countenance
Is » sufficient assurance to me that you are
capable of ruling and loving a wife, and your
exoellent qualities encourage me to hope that
you will make a good gospodar (husband or
master). It is in this belief that I have taken
the resolution to come and beg you, with all
due humility, to secept me for ypur spouse,”
A similar appesl is then addressed to the pa-
xents. 8hould arefasal be given, she is nothing
daunted, but simply states thst she will net
Jesve the house till she have secured the ehject
of her attachment. In the generality of oases,
these strong-minded women ocarry their point.
While shey are thus assiducus st the shrine of
Venus, the men are equally devoted to the in-
gerests of Mars. Their delight is in the din of|
battle and the shosk of arms. This holds espe-
eially true with regard o the Cossacks of the
Bon, whe, for o lengthened. succession of years
bave been constently on duty. In consequenee
of their proximity to the great Caucasian range
they have been the principal actors in that pro-
tracted contest with the brave Cirosssians, which
a8 done not a little to wound the pride of]
Russis and takefromi the prestige of her power.

A glanee at this contest may not be wn-
interesting, while it will serve to exhibit the
character of the Cosincks, and to establish our
Lormer position that the military strength of
Russia is by no means so forinidable as has
Beoen ropresented.

The Caucesian mountains separate .Ruseia
from Tarkey on the one hand, and Persis on

forty-six miles; their height in some points is
closs on 18,000 foet, exceoding the loftiest of
the Aljine peaks. ¢ By this chain of heights
the pabsage between the Euxine smnd the Oas-
plan Seasis guarded 45 by a sleapless host of
invincible sentries, and its verdant vales end
rugged ridges fortm. the natural fastnosses for &
race of mountainesrs, where they may maintain
the eharacter for mdomitable eadurence whish
has marked the highlander of every age snd
oountry.” The territory scooped out between
these two seas and fenced in on one side by this
gigantio wall of nature’s construction embiaces
an ares of 100,000 square milés. In this « laoyd
of the mountain and .the floed ’ the Circassinns
were crsdled—a people who, for & quarter of &
century, havehelt the Ruséians at bay, and who,
in their bold strugglings for iberty, have proved
-themsélves not uuworthy of being placed nesr
those who fought beneath :the banner.of the pa-
triot Tell aud the Bruoce uf Binnockburn.

To the influences that sre a¥scciated with
hiighland scenery. the Circassisn is peculiarly
open. Resred in a zegion where the siblime
.and beautifal in natare are exquisitely blended,
-his choloest afféetions gather round it. Breath-
ing e afr of liberty as it sweeps fresh and keen
from spowelnd -heights, acvedsible only to the
eagle or the chamois, he spurns the chains of the
oppreesor; he dares to be free.

@ Your lo thet shed to whith his soul conforms

By the twoaty of Adrianiple in 1829, which
terminated the Iast genaral war between Turkey
and Ruseis, Circadsia, which kad s nominal con-
uexion with-the former, was oeded to the iattes.
The kigh spirited however regarded
the tresty as o piece of waste paper, andl there-
fore Russia direeted her entire energies to the
task of compelling their obédience, First ah
army of 100,000 was dispatehed ; then another
of 150,000 in addition to the Coseack Cavalry ;
forts weee built, rosds constracted, every cofi-
calvable engine of destruction was put in xequi-
sition. Themost sble and accomplished Russien
Glenearals were employed. Proclamations simifier
to these with which we are farailinr, 'weve issued.
Butall in vdin. The Cauocasas teems with Ther-
mopylms and the invingible Sshamyl kas proved
another Loonidas. The Gossavlt has been no
.mateh for the Circassian. The flower of the
Ruassian -army has fallen benesth the unerring
rifles of these invisthle markemen, With 80 deter-

the other. Their langth is six hundred snd
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mined followers Schamyl cut his way through
the serried ranks of the entire Rusaian host, and
brandishing the biade that was bathed im the
blood of multitudes, flew like s bird to his nest
in the mountains. And now he bas lent his
sword to the Sultan, and on » wider field will
face his former foe. If for twenty years he,
dingle handed, faced him so suocessfully, what
may we expect when Russia removed from all
oxtraneous sympathy and support, and left
alone in her shame, has to face an indigmant
universe.

- This Circassian campaign strikingly reveals
the inherent weakness of Russia; and when we
oonsider that during its entire course the Cos-
sacks have been Russia’s most effeotive instru-
ments, wo need not fear the resnit in connection
with the present streggle. But, in point of fact,
even on them she eannot fully rely. So inde-
pendent are they in spirit, and so jealous
of their rights, that it would not take much to
make them desert their colours. They bave
done so repeatedly already. We find them
allied successively with Poles, Swedes, and
Tartars. Peter the Great and Cathavine IX
folt that their fidelity oould not be trusted, and
had recourse to various expedients in owder to
overawe them. The terms and mode of their
servioe were both wont to be peculiar. It was
voluntary, not compulsory. Hence the very
name Coseack, which is identical with freeman.
When they made a charge, it was not like the
regular army, in a united phalanx, but in a
loose and separate form. They advanced not
with the measured step and unbroken line of
the ordinary treops, but like our own High-
landers, in the days of old, they bore down
promiscucusly on the foe with the impetuesity
of the whirling tornado, or the sweeping
blast. For several years their tactics have been
completely changed. Nicholas has been deing
all in his power to introduce among them his
favourite ides of unmiformity. They are new
regularly distributed into upwards of 160 regi-
ments, sud differ little, if at all, from those
.whioch are enlisted by compulsion, and advance
in oconoert. There is strong ground for suspect-
ing that these chamges have not been palat-
able to the Cossacks, who are jealous of innova-
tions, and sensitive in regard to their ancient
distinction, Who knows but that advantage
may be taken of the present war for bursting
the bonds wherewith they have been girt round,
and that Russia may find them a source of weak-
ness rather than of strength ?

A word on the naval resources of Russia
may be a fitting sequel to what has beea
advanced on the military. Here, however, wo
need net delay or enlarge, as even the warmest
partizans of Russia have been oenstrained to
confess her deficiency. 'Tis true that she has
several large ahips-of-the-line amd powerful
frigates, and that in the practise of gunnery
some of her seamen are tolerably skilled. But
to cope with the eombined nsvies of the two
groatest maritime powers in the world is beyond
her ability, notwithstanding all the bustle in
the dockyards of Cronstadt. The defeat at Bi-
nope will be returned with interest at Sebas-
topol. Who can tell but that another mail may
bring us the news of another Navarino Y—with
this difference, that whereas in 1827 England
and Franoce joined with Russis to destroy the
Turkish navy, England and France now join
with Turkey, to destroy the Russian.

“ Prouder scene never hallowed war’s pomp to the mind,
Then when Christsndom’s pennons wooed social the wind,
And the flower of her brave for the combat combin’d
Their watchword, humanity’s vow ;
Not & sea-boy that fights in this cause but mankind
©Owes & garlsnd to honor his brow.

But we must hasten from the weapons of
the warrior and the garments rolled in blood,
to those peapeful fiekds whese industry and in-
telligence win their bloodless trophies. Sinoe
the period of Peter, Russia has made no incon-
siderable progress in these useful arts which lie
at the foundation ef a country’s meterial pros-
perity. Catharine IL, by inviting to her cours
men of literary distinction, and holding out
premiums {0 superior merit in the different de-
partments of the fine arts, did not s little to
polish the rugged surface of her country, and
to produce amongst her subjects a taste for ele-
gant acoomplishments. The settlement of fo-
voign artisans and ertists has beear enoouraged.
To such the highest rate of wages is given. As
generally the most enterprising are most ready
to emigrate, captivated by such gelden baits, it
is not surprising to find articles mamufactnred
in theindustrial establishments of 8¢. Petersburg
not inferior to the best that Paris or London
can supply. Cadinet-work, for example, has
been carried to s high state of perfeetion. In
the Academy of Science there is a writing-desk,
which is a perfect gem of its kind. The carv-
ing is the most exqmisite that ean be oonceived.
It is partitioned off into a variety of compart-
ments, and can be applied to s variety of pur-
poses.  On opening it you are met by s beauti-

ful group of figures in bronre, superbly gilt.



ON RUSSIA.

2a

Gently pressing s secret spring they vanish in
8 moment, and the place for writing, with the
receptacles for writing materials, appear. Im-
mediately over this is a row of drawers for
valuable papers, none of which can be opened
without the flowing forth of a stream of melody
from an invisible musical apparatus—melody so
loud as would be sure to lay an arrest on any
bold intruder. The ingenious mechanic received
upwards of 20,000 dollars from his sovereign,
and his elaborate piece of work was honoured
with & place in the great National Museum.

The Russians poseess amaxing powers of
imitation. Birmingham used to be famed for
its imitations of jewellery and precious metals ;
but it must yield the palm to Moscow. Give
the Russian only the copy, and it will be re-
produced to the minutest particular. This fa-
culty for imitating is shown in almost every de-
partment. There have prooeeded from the hands
of a single Russian werkman oepies, whose ori-
ginals required the cembined efforts of the most
expert mechanios in the world. A Bussian
peasant produced & portrait of the Emperor
worthy of & high plece in any oollection. In
low oellars slaves have been detected painting
in enamel, in o style that would do no disgrace
% o Rubens or & Wilkie. In manufacures
Bussia is advancing. There are faotories, go-
wernmental and private. The materials are
such a8 ootten, silk, wool, leather, paper, glass,
gold and silver, tobaooo, clay, and wax. The
tapestry, poroelain, wool, and leather establish-
ments have s high reputation. The trading
spirit is carried to & great extent. Even the
sexfs often obtain passports, or tickets of leave
from their masters, and by a course of peddling
amass 8 small fortune, on which s tax is levied.
The common way for & man who aims at being
a merchant is to begin as & raénoschik, or street
bawker. Then, when & little is collected
@ lavka, or small store, is taken. By dint
of parsimony and perseverance he gets up the
ladder step by step, till he becomes a man of|
eonsiderable consequence, and dies, like Sava
Yacovlof, worth several million rubles. The
eommerce of the country is carried on princi-
pally through the agency of foreigners resident
in the metropolis. The business of commission
sgent is therefore a lucrative and important
one. The English, Datch, Danish, French, and
Germans are the principal partiesin connection
with this branch. To them the country mer-
¢chants dispose of their goods,receiving generally

the cash in hand, while the imports are given
in return to them, generally on credit.

The leading Russian ports are Cronstadt on
the Baltic, and Odessa on the Black Sea. Cron-
stadt Iies on the eastern extremity of the Gulf
of Finland, a few miles from the great metro-
polis. It is difficult and dangerous of sccess,
the channel being shallew and confined. Vessels
drawing more than eight feet of water have to’
stop and unload. Here congregate crafts of
every description from every mnation under
Heaven : while the goods, transferred into light
pinnaces, creep slowly up the Neva, in opposi-
tion to the mighty current that constantly sets
in from the mighty Ladoga.

Odesss, sixty years since, was an obscure
Tartar village. Ttisnow a populous and wealthy
city, rivalling the metropolisitself, Many pre-
fer it on account of living being 50 much cheaper.
The magnificent esplanade that liries its harbor
often presents a spectacle as gay as the parks
of London or the Boulevards of Paris. The
genius of Catharine I1. selected it as being near
the centre of the empire, and having the com-
mand of the recently acquired provinces in the
neighbourheed of the Black Sea.

Eleven years after being founded we find 530
ships at its wharves. In 1795, the exports and
imperts together did not exceed 68,000 rubles
a year. In 1885, or forty years after, we find
them rising to upwards of forty-one millions.
In this latter year the number of merchants,
divided into three guilds, throughout the coun-
try generally, exceeded 82,000. The peasants
baving permission to trade were about 5000,
There were upwards of 6000 manufacturing con-
cerns, and the workmen in connection with them
nearly 200,000. The exports and imports ex-
ceeded 800,000,000 rubles. There has, of
course, been a considerable increase since the
above period, but not by any means on a scale
commensurate with the extent of the country
or the resources it contains.

Commerce 8ud agriculiure are twin sis-
ters. They must either mutually sssist or re-
tard each other. In & country marked here
and there, as we have scen Russia to be,
by extensive and fertile plains, we natarally
look for agricultural as well a8 commercisl
progress. Nor are we altogether disappointed.
The crops correspond very much with our
own. Rye prevails in the north, wheat in
the middle and south, and this, as with us,
is the staple produce. The Bussian wheet
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has ehallenged competition withthe world. The
only specimen, we understand, that divided the
honor with it in the Crystal Palace, was that
from Mr. Christie’s form, near Braatford.
They also resemble us jn baving spring
snd fall crops. Potatoes yield from thirty
to fifty-fold in the chilly region of Areh-
angel, where other crops fail. Fiax, hemp,
ond silk are also assiducusly onltivated, and
since 1768 tobacco has been introduced. Inthe
gardens cobbages abound, which are consumed
prinocipslly in the production of that familiar
dish “sour krsut.” The orchards of the south
are stocked with some of the finest fruita of the
tropics, which grow in rich luxuriance in the
open air, apd with hardly the necessity of csl-
tore. The green pastures in hoth the nerth and
south are oovered with flocks, whose weol is
highly prised, and forms an important article
of ocommerce. The implements of husbandry
are in general somewhat primitive in their con-
siruction. And it cannot be said that the pea-
gants are models of diligence. But the native
richness of the soil pompensates for all defici-
encies.

8t. Petersbuigh is & standing evidence
that in regard to architecture Russia falls not
behind. It is & wonderin itself, and Hiustrates
most strikingly the indomitable perseverance of
its founder. Between Lake Ladoga and the
Baltic, where the Neva divides itself ‘into four
branches, forming as many small swampy
islands, lay a marsh, on which, little more than
4 oentury and & half ago, squatted a fow
wretched cotters, and from which jssued a pes-
tilential miasma. As if to show what an iron
will and & pure despotism could aocomplish in
the face of the most formidable phyaical ob-
stacles, the ecoentric Peter selected this as the
gite of his fature capital. Proeparations are
made on the most gigantfo scale. Thousands
of workmen are assembled, Bussians, Cossacks,
Oalmucks, Tartats, Finlanders. There was
not a stone to be had in the whole country
round. Petsr decrees that every large vessel
should bring thirty stones every voyage it made,
. those of smaller dimensions ten, snd every cart
or waggon three. Upwedrds of three hundred
hobles were commanded to leave Moscow, the
old capital, and to erect as many palaces of
solid masonry, in this unpropitious atmosphere
and on this treacherous soil. The erestion of
stone houses in any other section of the empire
was strictly forbidden, till the new city got a
fuir start. The workmen had. no shovels, or

piekaxes, or conveyances, and had to carry

stones, sand, and other materials in bags or the

skints of their garments. Fully 100,000 in sl

fell vigtims to the olimate. Despite such diffi-

culties, which would have shaken the resolution

of eny erdinary man, the indemitable Peter

pushed op till, in an incredibly short time,

there rose, a8 if by magic, from the marsh, a

magnificent metropolis. . The public works, go-

vernment buildings, and private residences of
the nobility are pomposed of massive material,

and marked by the most costly and elabo-

rate architectura]l adornments. The immense

wharves of solid granite, the gorgeous fmperial

palaces, the imposing facade of the Admiralty,

the towering eolontiade of the Church of Csjan,

ond the- glittering dome of the great cathedral’
of 8t. Isaac, with its etately pillars, upwards of'
two hundred in number, below and above—at-

tract the attention and extort the admiration of
every spectstor. Nor, when speaking of the’
new, can we altogether lose sight of the old

capital, which has twice risen like the Phoenix
fiom its own ashes, and in its present form

has lost none of its anclent splendowr. Here
Furops and Asis seem to meet, though the

manners of the population and the general aspecs
of the Buildings partake more of the East than .
the West. Moaocow is the pride of the old no-

bles, who, in many instances, have been com-

pelted to surrender to a race of upstarts the

sunahine of the Court and the smiles of the
Czar. They exchange without regret the mush-
room metropolis, for that which they have
ceased not to regard es the only true ome;

around which cluster their most cherished asso-

clations, and within which they oan keep up, in
semi-barbario magnificence, without risk of im-

perial intrusion, the time-honered eustoms of
thei= ancestral halls.

The facilities of communiocation in Russia are
rapidly on the increase. At the commencement
of the . present century a miserable corduroy
road stretched over the dreary interval of 500
miles that separated these two cities from each
other. Now there is & splendid macadamized
road, with comfortablo resting-places at conve«
nientstages. This has been recently superseded
by a raliway, for which Russia is indebted to
English and American enterprise, 80 that now
the distance can be described in as many hours
as it was wont torequire weeks. The oid Rus-
sian travelling carriage is most comfortable and
commodious. It is a moving house, and one

may live in it during the most protracted jown-
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ey without needing to have recourse 1o a ta-
ven. The oarriages of the aristoowacy are slay-
ish imitations of the continental. The Nevsky,
which is the Broadway or Boulevard of 8t Pe-
tmsburg, is crowded with them on the lovely.
sammer afiernoons.  The ssens is st ones gsudy:
sad grotesque. There is every conesivable veri-
oly of costume, and the colowrs.of the equipages;
we with therainbow. Bank is judged of by the
sumber qf heeses driven. Three or four are
mmatimes driven’abreast, and six for a noble-
man is & common oocurrense. The owdinary
wehicles sre the sledge in'winter, snd the drosky
ja summar. The former is mush the same with
what we are ueed fo. nohnchau-pbb{
owriosity. ‘‘A low narrod seat, covered with
leathor, and bearing some resemblance to the

ihered, the air is sharp, the sky looks gray and
ssosnts. The Neve joins in with mournful
murmure, and sl napure sighs with seeming sad-
ness over the early grave of summer. Clouds
of dust sweep through the grest avenues, and
penstrate the erovioes of every door and win-
dow. Colds and asthmss provail. Strangers
prepare to leave. Homsekeepers are emgaged
in putting in double window sashes and lining
the deors with felt, and every one who is able
fiies from a country that Randolph of Roanoak,
after an experience of twenty days, described
a8 “eursed with all the plagues without pos
sessing the fertility of Egypt.’ "#

But whea winter sets fairly in, it is by no
means 80 disagresable. ¢<The nights of Rusals,

dismembiyed trank of ea old hobby horse, is{ when millens of stars tremble in the cold clear

piaced lengthways sorces the axles of fonr small
wehiclea, between the two foremost of which is
‘s seat for the driver. On this the mﬂ
saounts estride with hia feet placed in a pair

stirrups or motal steps, which hang within an
insh or two of the ground, When there is rain
the treveller is sure to be scaked; when there

is mud he is defiled to the eyes; whem there is

firmament, and the moonlight sparkles on the
crasted snow,are very beautiful. The woodland
hung with white drapery, the pine boughs
tipped with icioles, the surface of the ground
elear a8 orystal, and the air echoing the melody
of merry voioes and tinkling sleigh bells, exoité
the most pleasing sensations.” It is sad to
think that the time which hangs heavy on Rus-

dust he is ehoked; and when there is sun he is sian hands is too generally devoted to miscalled
soasted.” I is aboutasbad ss the sedan chair, | icasnres, which tend to enfeeble rather thas
wanting' the seas. And yot, notwithstanding]invigorate the oconstitution, and to besot rathes
the tendency of the Bussian to mimic every|ihan elevate and expand the mind. Throwing
foreign improvensent, he is passsionately fond off goty and devotion to the dogs, and the reins on
this apolegy for & comveyance, and cannot be|ehy neck of passion, the Russian too often in-
easoned or ridiculed owt of it The examplel Guires in the scliloquy, * Boul, take thine ease,
of driving faet in set by the Bmperor, and unl-| o0 “drink and be merry,” as if he had no mind
versally followed. Gonsidering the natwre and | 1 gultared or soul to be saved. The return
oollisions| oe 414t sun which will loosen the icy chains of
eadupsets might be anticipated But itisquite| s Neva, 1s awaited with impatience. Itsarrival
the reverse; which may in part be explained|is pafied with the ringing of bells and the boome
by the M that, in eeses of accideat, by an ing of cannon. A jubilee is proclaimed.
imperial ediet, both horses snd vehcles 8r¢| 1, yeaking of the winding Neva as s source
ssmmarily coxfiscated, of pride and profit, we must not forget that it
We have sdveried to the Newa in speaking|i, , 4yuroe of weakness and apprehension too.
of 8t Potarsburg. It may be said to comstitate| per)ans indeed, the respact had for it is more
the great artary along whish the stream of Bus- |, ¢ principle which prompts the Yezidees to
dien lifs as well as commeres flows. I4is 40|y irenty the devll, in order to ward off dreaded
the Rassian what the Nile is to the danger. The Neva, like the Nile, is apt to rise,
or the Ganges to the Hindeo. He idolises it.| ,verfigw its natural banks, and burst its arti-
W is to him & souroe at anoce of plessure and| iy perriers, and St. Petersburg, from its low
profit. It is speuned by bridges of the pontoon| yation, runs & great risk. By one of these
®at, which are being constantly removed. Forf opioical inundations (in 1824) 8000 souls and

night. When such floods occur, should the
:"‘“’“ to unresirained o "“:ml There| /i d blow long in s particular direction, no
wister's spprosch. ¢ The loaves Save all wi-/

¢ Maxwell
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power on earth could save the city. Soon would
the wooden foundation on which it rests be
sapped, the stately edifices crumble inte rains,
and the magnificent metropelis beceme @ mise-
rable swamp |

In contemplating the condition of the
Russian people the benevelent mind finds much
more to pain than to gratify. We may mourn
over the three millions on the adjoining re-
public, whose clanking chains grate on our ears,
and whose piercing cries rise to heaven from the
fat plantations of the south. But in Russia we
find forty millions who are in a state little su-
perior. For nearly three centuries the Russian
serf has been bound to the soil, and bought and
sold slong with it. The value of an estate is
estimated by the number of serfs upon it. Some
estates of prodigious extent have a8 many as
100,000. The serfs are equally divided between
the noblesand the Crown—20,000,000 belonging
to the former,and the same number to the latier.
Prior to 15698, they were free to move from
one locality to the other, and could hire their
services for a set term. In that year -Boris
Gudenof, wishing toemploy the nobles as & lad-
der to the throne, did all in his power to curry
favour with them. So soon as the golden object
of his ambition was reached, hs rewarded their
services by giving over to them the serfs,
bound neck and heel. Their laboxr is light.
Their habits are lagy. If their work be
over (a8 is generally the case) by noon, the
rest of the day is frittered away in idleness,
while the wife leoks after the garden and the
loom. They dare notmarry without permission
of the lordly superior, and should the intended
belong to a different property, considerable ne-
gotiation is required beforethe exchange is ef-
fected. When & serf is savagely beaten, should
he die within three days, the master is liable to
be fined ; should he die after that, the master
goes scot free. All runaways are advertised;
and when not claimed, are immediately sold off.
There is one feature in which Russian bears s
ipleasing contrast to American slavery—the con-
pudial tie is respected; family disruptions
gre not allowed. Husband and wife, parent
and child are not inhumanly separated. We
meet not such harrowing scenes as those de-
picted in the pages of Uncle Tom. We might
search the wilds of Siberia, the shores of the
Baltie, or the stoppes of the Ukraine, and not
find the equal of Legree.

The huts of the sexfs are in olumps. They
have been described as ¢ vesembling the miser-

able chalets of the Upper Alps. The better
olass have rudely carved and painted gables
upon the road, and a long roof that runs back,
and oovers house, and barn, and stable. They
are all built of pine legs, neatly dovetailed into
each other at the angles, and filled in with
layer of moss. If the building is of two stories,
the upper room, which is generally fifteen or
sixteen feet square, and &ix or seven feet high,
is used as the family epartment. A stair or
ladder oonduots to this chamber. A mmal}
window admits the light. Long wooden benches
are placed round three sides of the reom, and
the peeteh, or stove, ocoupies the fourth side.
A table, two or three stools, & few bowls, plates,
and wooden spoons, earthenware' dishes, old
sheepskins,; spinning wheels, flax and hemp
hanging in bunches, and an image of the Virgin
saspended in & corner, constitute the sum total
of the utensils and furniture.” . There are mo
beds, indeed these are hardly known ever ia
Russian palaces, for oriental customs have not
died out. In summer they lie on the benches
or floor; in winter they lie on the stove, which
resembles & baker's oven, with a broad flat top.

Btrietly speaking, there is but one order
of nobility in Russia, though it be divided into
different grades. The old title of- Boyard has
given place to such as Prinoe, Count, and
Baron. ' Plain though he was to & degree in his
own personal habits, Peter the Great was o
mighty stickler for ceremony, and introduced &
new style of court etiquette. Before his time,
the Quaker fashion of giving the simple name
was adopted. But Poter decreed that the high-
est of the nobility should be addressed as
“Your high brilliancy;” the second as ¢ Your
brilliancy;” the third as ¢ Your high excellence ;”
the fourth as * Your exocellence:” the fifth as
«Your high good birth;” and the lowest as
““Your respectable birth.” Certain privileges
from time immemorial have been ceded to the
Russian nobles. They can tax their serfs
without asking leave from the Crown. They
are under no obligations, in ordinary cases, to
sapply recruits or military accountrements and
accommodation. They can erect manufactories
and open up mines, without being liable to be
taxed. Their persons and landed property are
also free from taxation. Like Dives, they are clad
in purple and fine linen, and fare sumptuousty
every day. In their palaces there is the most
gorgeous display of glittering plate and costly
farniture. On their tables are spread the most
eplourean dainties. On festive oocasions, espe-
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cially when the Emperor is entertained, no ex-
pense is spared. The consequence is, many of
their estates are drowned in debt, and are fast
passing out of their hands. They borrow mo-
ney at an exorbitant rate of interest, which they
must refand by s specified time. Shoulditnot
then be forthcoming, one per cent. for every
month thereafter is charged ; and after the ox-
piry of a few months, before they are well
aware, they are beggared. Thus the Czar has
been erecting his throne on their ruins, increas-
ing his power st their expense. A new set of|
nobles, like gaudy butterflies, flutter about the
Court, dancing in the light of his countenance.
Betwoen them and the old nebility no kindly
feeling oxists. There is no saying but that the
latter, smarting uader a keen sense of unre-
dressed wrongs, may rouse the slumbering spi-
rits of their crouching dependants, and either
cause the Emperor to ahare the fate of hisfather
Panl, or the empire to fall to pieees through in-
testine strife. ’

With respeot &0 literaturs snd edwes-
fion, progress is being made. The Russ lan-
guage is & member of the great Gothic family,
bas thirty-six letters, and in some of its features
resmubles the Greek. Catharine II. did much
to enocurage literature, by gathering round the
Court some of the most illustrious literati. But
Psul (who placed under aban a certain species
of dog, known as the pug-nosed, becauseit resem-
bled himself ), did all in his power to undo what
bhis precedessor had done. During his reign, ¢ig-
norance was bliss, *twas folly to be wise.” The
possession of talent only amoothed the pathway
to Siberia. To write & book in which anything
like freedom of thought was displayed, was sure
o invest & man with s title to the mines or a
life’s lease of some vast wilderness. It is not
therefore to be wondered at that the literature
of Russia is in its infancy. Poetry, which
generally forms the first step in the scale of &
Bation’s mental development, is almost the only
branch in which she has attained to exeellence.
The Finnish melodies resemble the wild and
wailing strains of Ossian. The Academic Li-
brary contains 3000 Russian works, of which
more than 800 are romances, many of which
are crammed with silly and superstitious le-
gends. Karamsin is almost the only name that
stands out prominently on the page of Russian
Kierature. He is the Gibbon of Russia. Monthly
reviews are in high favour, and steadily on the
increase. But the press is gagged. There is
aly one regular paper that is not direotly

under the patronage ef the Crown—tbhat is not,
in other words, striotly official. It is called the
< Northern Bee,”” and is described as ¢ flounder-
ing in a slough of low vulgar polemics, feasting
itself on the vile flatteries addressed to the
Russian Government, and tormemting itself to
bar the road against all intelligemce which de~
vistes from its own ruts, against.every free
spirit and against every heart that has the
least independenge.”

Increased attention is now being paid to edu-
cation. A Minister of Public Instruction bhas
been appointed, who ranks as s member of the
Imperial Cabinet, and whose duty it is to over-
look the entire educational machinery. There
are four olasses of institations—parochial and
district schools, gymnasia and universities.
The parochial schools are for the masses. The
district, for the children of mechanics and
tradesmen, to qualify them for some useful
pursuit. The gymnasia resemble our grammar
schools, and are intended 88 preparatory to en-
tering college. It affords one, however, & me-
lancholy picture of the low state of education,
when we are informed in an official statement
that in 1885 only 85,707 attended all the publie
schools in the empire, and 1985 the universi-
ties; hardly 88,000 out of a population of more
than sixty millions. There are private, mili-
tary, and eoclesiastical schools besides, but
even throwing them into the scale, the inequal-
ity isimmense,

The religions element (such a8 it ie)
enters largely into the composition of the
Russian character. It is not from indifference
to it, but rather from a sense of its extent and
importance, and our inability to do it justice
within the brief space that remains to us, that
wo must content ourselves with a very cursory
glance at this department of our subject. The
prevailing religion is that of the Greek Church,
to which fally nine-tenths of the population
adbere. Inregard to image-worship and certain
trivial ceremonies it differs from the Roman,
but in their great essential features they are
very neaxly alike. Till ¢he time of Peter the
Great, the Patriarch of Constantinople was
scknowledged head; but that eccentric mon-
arch, not being able to brook a rival, mounted
the eoclesiastical as well as the civil throme,
and umseated the grand worthy Patriarch.
The Czar is therefore now the head of the
Church and State together. There are 3
metropolitans, 49 bishops, and 52,000 priests,
or Popes, as they are called. The supreme
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oourt is the Holy Synod, which meets periodi-
eally, presided ever by the Emperor or his
ecommissioner, and composed of the 83 arch-
bishops, 4 biehops, snd & number of priests.
The priests are divided into two olasses—the
socular and the monastio. The secular are
sllowed to merry, wear broad-brimmed hats,
Joose flowing rvobes, and Jewish beards, and
derive their prineipal support from lands
(resembling our Clergy Reserves) set apart by
imperial authority in the 18th century. The
monks wear & high conbeal cap, black gown,
and long vell, aud are beund by rules and vows
peculiarly stringent. Amongst the regular
elergy there is & graduating scale of seven
steps, up which & slow ascent is made, aceord-
ing to the merit of the candidates. Fasts and
feasts prevail to a great extent. Easter s the
most promiment, during whish *“all Russis

breaks out imto an Oriental exuberanee of)

kisses.” Then, the highest lady in the land
cannet and will not refuse a kiss from the
obscurest peasant, if he only approach hey with
an egg in his hand, and exelaim, ¢ Christod
Voshkrose” (Christis risen). While the Russisa
repudiates idols, he puts piotures in their room.
The prominent featave in his religion 18 making
the sign of the cross. Coming out in the mor-
ing he orosses himself—before and sfter each
meal he crosses himself; he camnot hear &
bell, or pass & church, or strike a bargain, or
change horses on a journey, or even be spat
upon by an enraged eountryman, witheut mek-
ing the mystic pass ef the hand from brow to
breast. If any Russian apostatizes, he is sent
off to Siberia. Thisis the religion round which
the Caar has thrown the shield of his protection.
Of this faith he professes to stand forth as the
defender Tho Orthodox sgainst the Infidel—
this is his plea. “For God and the Empire"—
thisis his watohword. Sooner than he is aware,
he may find to his eost that he hasroused a spirit
he cannotallay. There are combustible elements
in his own nation, as weldas sonttered all over
the Continent of Eurdpe, whioh the firebrands
be showers around him may kindle into & oon-
flagration that may convert into & heap of smoul-
dering ashes the bulwarks of despotism. The
ory he has raised falls as music on the ears ef
orushed Poland and bleeding Hungary. Im-
prisoned patriots hear it, and dance in their
chains, Exiled Liberty hears it, and lifts wp
her head. The country which bound to a rock
the modern Alexander, will not quail before the
modern Alario. Let us, in view of this tromen~

dous streggle, elaim for her the especial protee-
tion of Him whe loreth righteousness and hateth
iniquity. Exoept the Lord keep our country,
the watechmen watch In vain. While some, then,
trust in chariots, and some in horses, let us
remember the name of the Lord our God. If
we are not oalled upon to wield the carnal
weapons, let us wield those forged in the armory
of Heaven. ¢ Arise, Lord, let thine enemies
be soatiered, and them that hate thee flee before
thee. Give us help from treuble, for vain is the
help of man. Through God we shall do vali-
aatly, for ho it is thet shall tread down oue
enemtcs.”
esmeutpoemcy
LINES TO AMERICA.
BY WILILZAM DYRKE.

Is thls the Land of Froedom ? O my brothers}

And sare these Liberty’s proud boastful -om,
That tear the helpless &ﬂdnn

mothers,
And trample on the poor efflicted ones ?
And gre they Ghristions? Can yow call them
Thttcr;mp their brother man with chaing

and gyves,
And lacerate the flesh of feeble worman,
And meke a trade of human ereatures lives ¢

Oh, freeborn eltizen! in this thy nation
thousands—fesh

m&ﬁ-.nm and blood,
Toiling in oeaseless, hopeless d tion,

Groaning beneath the curse of slavery ?
Are they not daily like damb cattle barter'd?
Is not ﬂxeir wailing heard throughout the
Have not tho forest-tyees beheld them slangh-

ter'd?
Do not their bones lie bleaching on thesand ?

Is mot the young wife from her husband riven ?
The infant stolen from its mother’s knee ?
Canst thou, then, stand beneath God’s broad

blue heaven,
And dare %0 toll me that thy land is yazx!
And yon, yeo stiff-neck’d ﬁper generation,
lgonndm “ Shepherds of the
'l'hst stxive to justify your tyrant nation,
By straining texts o God (] most holy Word{—

That walk the earth in purple and fine linen—
That rob the poor, and in the p: J)it pray!—
There’s Ono above that doth behold your sin.

How younmmmlnﬂnjndmt-dqt

Oh, land of base injustice and oppression |
Heaven snrely will not pass thy great trans-

Not geuahdtmd:yhlﬁnmotw!
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THE PURSER’S CABIN.

YARN L
Wherein the Pyracr overhawls the log-daok of
bis life.

It eannot matarially benefit my readers to learn
the naane of the steam-vessel in which their hum-
ble sarvant fills the responsible office of Purser.
Enangh to say that she is one of the swiftest, and
mast sea~warthy of the ¢ vapour ships,® which
navigats the waters of Lake Ontario, and that as
such she stands high on the govd books of Inmu-;
rance and Express Compenies.

As regards myuelf, it i» but reaponabile that }
should speak somewhat more specifically, Every
oue likes to know something of the pessan who
eutertains him with a periodical meps of gossip,
especially in an age like the preseat, when 0 many

are to be found sailing under false eolours. Since high

the beard movement has prevailed in ¢ this Cana-
da,” nothing is more dificult than to diseriminate
between the different orders and degrees of the
great Adamic family. After hobbing and wob-
bing for hours with some hirsute personage, under
the firm perswasion that, ay the most moderate
mckoning, ke is & Colonel of the Horse Marines,
you are renderedmisanthropieal by the discovery|
that he is & peripatetic agent of the great sartorial
establishment of Von Snip De Cabbage & Co.,
Joudon! With all my experience and knowledge
of the wasld, I have more than once been thorough-
ly « sold” afier this fashion, snd must own that I
felt consumedly cheap, at the close of the transc-
tions !

In asder, thevefore, that we may ecommnons with
mutoal eonfidence and upen the square, I purpose
to insinee you (as Paddy would say) with some

i oconcerning my ¢ story’s history,” up to
the period of the opening of these yarms. Be so
good then as ignite your eigar, if a gent, os re-
plensish your tea cup if one of the gentler gender,
whilst the Pumer praceeds to adrait you into his
confidence. I never can converse with fluenicy ex-
cept [ behold every one sociable and at eage around
me.

I am a mative of North Britain, having emit-
of my primary squall in the manufacturing
town of Paisley, of the barracks whereof my pe-
taral sncestor was master. Lieutenant Stobo
(for 50 was mén pere designed and named) had ae-
tisted at moat of the bickerings which took place
in the Peninsula, from the commencement of the
Ppresent century, %o the monster shindy of Water~
loo. , If his name is not remembered at that locality
and Badsjos the fanlt eannot be charged to him,|dians

Having nething but his pey wherewith to sus=
tentate and rear a baker's dosen of olive branches,
it ean readily be imagined that the Lieutenant had
ne small diffieulty in making the two ends meet.
The greater proportion ef his existence es pater
| fomilias, was spent i & ehronic wrestling bout
with peverty, aud ecandour eomstrains me to own,
that in nine eases out of ten, he eame off enly
second best. Right seldom wea the gaunt wolf
abeent from the doer of the Stobo shanty..

Matters being thussituated it became an abstruse
problem with my father what he should make of
me, whea I had mumbered seventeen summers.
His pride militated against the idea of devoting his
heir apparent to & mechanical destiny, whilat the
res angusta domi interposed & stern veto to my
pursuing & more aristocratic career. I had re-
ceived the best education Domine Peddie, of the
schoot, could flog inte me (these were not
the empirical days of moral suasionf) but the
means were Incking for eontinuing my studies in
the Univemity of Glaagow. Often and often did
the barrack-master dectare, whilst discussing “ s
foot of clay,” that mounting the breach of Badajos
was a mere flea bite campared with the bothes
which my settlenaent in life gave him.

Providence, however, put an end to the perplex
ing dilerama, at & moment when it was at its most

ing climax.

My mothers only brother, Denis Lynch, who
had spent forty years of his mortal eurriculum i
the East Indies, as a medical servant of ¢ Jobn
Company,” returned to the oxld country (as he
had ever ealled it) at the crisis to which I have
been referring. Denis, who, (as might ba predi=
cated from his name) was a native of the viperless
island of saints and potasoes, stegred his course in
the first instancs to Cork, the city which claimed
him a4 8 son, Not leng, however, did the ancient
medico remain in that couvivial quarter of the
4 firet gim of the aay.”? All his acquaintances had
paid the debt of pature or emigrated s quar
ter of a century antecedent to his returs. Not one
¢ old familiar fece” wes left an the aky-side of
the chureh-yard,” to use his own expression.

Thus eircumstancgd Doctor Lynch bethought
him of the Jend o> cakes; In that section of the
United Kingdom all his kindred that were ¢ to the
fore,” resided, and he experienced a yearning for
the companionship of flesh and blood. Two scions
of the Lynch tree flourished in Scotland—vizy
Cuthbert his brother, who carried on business in
the provision line at Glasgow, and my mother the
rphcmwot‘duhuloyhmckbo-(umw

would express it).

sesing that at the former he lef an aym, and at
the latter sn eye by way of ssvenirs,

The dealer in mess pork, a widower with one
soi2, had never occupied an altitudinous position in




THE PURSER’S CABIN. !

the regards of the East Indian son of Xsculapius,
because, in his opinion, that personage had tar-
nished the fair fame of the family by adopting an
occupation so closely allied to that of a camifex.
And here it is proper to mention that the Lynches
belonged to the genuine “ ould Milesian stock,”
no fewer then ten kings, begides bishops beyond
the range of arithmetic to compute, having given
dignity to their genealogical muster-roll. When,
therefore, Cuthbert Lynch betook himeelf to the
purchase and venditure of amoked hams and sides
of bacon, he was regarded by the clan as having
committed an act of self-excommunication, and all
intercourse. with him was broken off.

Hence it came to pass thatthe Doctor on leaving
Coark, directed his steps to Paisley instead of Glas-
gow, and became a welcome inmate of Lieutenant
Stobo’s domicile. :

Ere long it became s matter of notoriety that I
bad been fortunate enough to acquire the especial
good graces of my uncle. Doubtless the circum-
stance that I had been named after him at the
beptismal font, tended to bring about this fortunate
state of things. Be that as it may, the Doctor,
before six months had elapsed, proclaimed his in-
tention of making me his heir, on condition that I
should reeide with him, and dutifully conform to
all his requirements. As it was notoriouns that the
medico had realized a snug competency of some
thirty thousand pounds, no objection was made to
the terms with which the offer was qualified ; and
my uncle, to whom Paisley was rather a dull lo-
cality, baving, in the language of Jonathan, ¢ elec-
ted” to reside in Glasgow, I accompanied him to
that city.

Doctor Lynch was a great euthusiast in his pro-
fession, looking upen the healing art as the noblest
subject which could engage the attention of man.
Accordingly we had not long been settled in our
new quarters before he insisted—I use this word
because the old gentleman was peremptory as
Nicholas himself-—that I should begin forthwith to
fit myself for obtaining a degree in medicine. To
quote his own words, if he could only live to see
me write M.D., at the stern of my name, he might
be waked theresfter with all convenient despateh.

Now, of all occupations in this industrial planet,
the ane which from boyhood had been most dis~
tasteful and revolting to me was that of a leech.
To my mind it suggested associations which did
not present a single redeeming feature. At an
early period of my history I had been afflicted with
an obstinate and protracted illness, rendering a fre-
quent and copious administration of nauseous drugs
a matter of necessity. Hence originated a dislike
to the entire pharmacopeeia which grew with my
years, and strengthened with my strength. The

bare sight of an apothecary’s huxtery filled me
with disgust, and if left to myself I would sooner
have perished by inches than imbibe a curative
draught, whether white or black.

However, as the old proverb inculcates, men
must needs progress when impelled by a certain un-
orthedox personage. I had seen emough of my
avuncular relative to be convinced that any oppo-
gition to his behests would be followed by my dis-
missal with empty pockets. With a self-denying
resolution therefore, which would bave sufficed for
a staic or & North American Indian, I professed my
willingness to embrace the pistellum et mortarium,
and was bound apprentice to Dr. Corkindale the
surgeon of the jail.

On the day when the indenture was executed
my uncle, ag we were sitting at dinner, showed
me & deed subecribed by himself, which he in-
formed me was his will. ¢ When I am dead and
gone, my boy,” said he, “ you will find something
bere quite as interesting to read as a new novel.”
¢ Far distant be the day,” was my answer, as the
tears dropped from my eyes, for 1 Joved the old
man with all his Bashawism, « far distant be the
day, on which I shall be so intesested. Without
exaggeration, I can say with the Permans, may you
live a thousand years.” The Buctor, who leved
his jeke, rejoined, « If you had been a full bred
Irishman, Denis, you would have said for ever and
a day longer! But fill up your tumbler, it will
be time enough for me to think of dying when you
are entitled to feel my pulse as one of the faculty!”

1t is hasdly necessary for me to say that I made
but slender progress in my uncoogenial studies.
The moare I attempted to grapple with them, the
more repulsive did they become, till at length I
merely preserved the appearance of pursuing them.
Instead of attending the dissecting room or hospital
I wandered by the banks of the Clyde or the
Kelvin , and though I showed face in the lecture
halls, some volume of belles lettres was the text
book which lay on the desk before me, in place
of Bell’s Surgery.

One of the most diligent and laborious of my
fellow students was Phelim Lynch, the son of my
ham curing uncle. Though my own cousin, I
must candidly say that a more disagreeble Jook~
ing specimen of humanity could not easily be met
with during the currency of a mid-summer’s day.
He was low in stature, carried & hunch on his
back which would have fitted a camel, and one of
his eyes uniformly pointed north when scrutinix-
ing an object situated in the south.

With all these physical drawbacks, however,
my cousin Phelim had a wonderfully insinuating
manner. His powers of blarney and sofi agwder

were_very great,and he possessed the artof adapt
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ing himself to the tastes and predilections of all {have sailed up the river of my existence for three
sorts and conditions of men. years, and thus been enabled to make the downward
For a long period but little intimacy existed be- | voyage in a more sane aud profitable manxer.
tween us. We were on civil speaking terms, but| In a species of stupor I sat in the ante-room, till
that was all. Doctor Lynch had never recognized|my turn for examination came round. One by
the existence of his brother, and consequently was|one my companions were summoned till at length
bardly cognizant of the existence of Phelim. Of|Phelim Lynch and myself alone remained. After
course it was neither my interest nor my desire|a while he likewise was called upon by the Janitor,
that a more cordial state of matters should prevail, andforamm,whmhleemedadmhge,lnt
and consequently I never invited my cousin to|in solitary misery.
visit us, nor ever hinted to our uncle that I was| Like a blast from the archangel’s grave-rend-
daily in the habit of seeing him. ing trumpet, I heard my name proneunced by the
By degrees, however, Phelim insinuated himself} attendant 1 I felt as if I could have strangled the
into my confidence. He was assiduous in paying|fellow where he stood. There was something
me little marks of attention which gratified my|diabolically aggravating in the contrast which
vanity, causing me to look upon him with com-|the cool, matter-of-fact tones of his voice presented
placency, if not with esteem. Finding out that I|to the wild hurricane of despair at that moment
posecased 8 literary turn of mind, and sometimes|raging within me.
gave way to the weakness of verse mannfacturing,| There is no necessity for my recounting the
be prevailed upon me to show him some of the|events which the next quarter of an hour witnessed.
efforts of my unfledged muse. These he praised| Though my judges, I believe, were lenient, as
with an ardoar, which I am now convinced must|much so probably, as was consistent with their
bave been altogether simulated. No man of sound | duty, the answers which I gave fell far short of
Jjuigment could have lauded ex animo such miser-{the meanest standard which they could recog-
able abortions, and with all his faults, my cousin{nize. In their looks I read my fate, long before
could not be charged with lack of taste or sense. |their tongues gave it utterance. One glance at
After a season the wily schemer proposed that I|the stern, indignant, and yet sorrowful countenance
should send certain of my crazy rhymes to the jof my uncle added the crowning drop to the eup
Ohronicle, at that period the literary cess pool, or |ef my measureless misery. I staggered from the
Jaw box of Glasgow, where trash of every decrip-|hall in‘an agony of shame, and falling
tion was eertain of insertion, if not violating the | down the stairs was wrapped for, I know not how
first canons of grammar. In an evil moment I Iag,ntlnmmfnlmﬂzofdmmle.obhvm.
followed-the tempting advice, and my offering be- . . . . .
ing inserted I became flushed, so to speak, with| It was on a quiet, sunny, summer evening that
the typographical fever, and fell an unresisting [T again becamne a conscious denizen of this earth.
victim to the eacoethes seribends. Near the bed on whieli I reclined was seated my
‘The upshot may be readily anticipated. My|cousin Phelim Lynch, evidently now a regular
proper studies were neglected more than ever, and | inmate of the house. At the table stood the Doc-
my utmost ambition was to be esteemed a man of | tor engaged in burning some dismembered sheets
letters. Alns! how many thousands are constantly | of paper by means of a lighted taper. Weak and
mhngahpwmkofthmfamuupoutmhr dim as were my eyes they were still able tomake
out the large round text backing which appeared
upon the last incremated fragment. The old man

'lhyunlpedamy,mdthnperiodatlength
drew on when it behoved me to undergo the ex-|had destroyed hiswill. * ¢ * ¢
smination for my degree. From that time forward my consin and myseld

Being s member of the profession, Doctor Lynch, | resided with our uncle, and verily we were a joy-
who naturally felt a deep interest in the ordeal to|less and most uncordial ‘family. The Doctor at
which I was to be subjected, easily obtained per- ﬁmdrewgre-tlymphelnn,wnthwhomheloved
mission to be present on the occasion. to convesse on medical topics, but graduelly, I

With & heart prophetically heavy, I accompanied | could perceive, bis regard suffered a declension.
kim to the inquisitorial hall on the appointed day. | There was something selfish and calcnlating about
How bitter were my sensations as I ascended the|my rival, which the Doctor could not away with,
steps which led to what I justly regarded as my |so foreign was it to his own frank, though eccen-
torture chamber.  Vividly there passed before my |trie, disposition, and I began to cherish sanguine
mind’s eye & retrospect of dissipated time, and |hopes that I would once more regain a footing in
Deglected opportunities. At that moment I would | his affections. . ]
willingly bave parted with a limb if I could only The marriage of one of my sisters took me to



which, in all probability, weukd prove fatal. Tbtbfmlemwlm”kimhthm
scrawling manner in which this missive was writ- |off the Etnd which crushed hira to the earth, Denis
ten sufficiently demonstrated the shattared condi- | Lynch made one more attempt to give lis wishes
tion of the writer, and witheut a moment’s delay |voices Looking firstat me he tnmed to his brother
I hurried to his dwelling. and mceeeded spasmodically in stuttering forththe .
. Quickly as I travelled, and short the distancs |single word Wits!  Ere the lspee of twe move
which had to be overtaken, I came too late. A {seconds, death had struck him damb for ever.
second time had the marble-armed messenger of | After the funeral, the legal agent of the deceased
death smitten the old man, and though still alive |produced a testament regulady drawn, and duly
and conscious when I entered the echamber he was |executed, By this deed, which was dated a few
speechless, and just drilting into the unfathoraed {days after the miserable.catastrophe of my exami-
gulph of eternity. nation, Doctat Lynch, after beqneathing to me, the
The only individuals who watched the bed of {sum of five hundred pounds, left the entire residue
the dying man were Phelitn and his father. Great|of his means and estate to my cousin Phelim. It
was my astonishatent at finding this last allnded | was added by way of reason for this disposition of
te persondge in such a locality. I well knew that fhis propetty, that the aforesaid Phelim Lymeh bad -
the Doctor could never bear even to hear mention |deonstrated an enthnsiasm for the medical pre-
made of his name, and I could not comprehend, |fession which highly gretified him, while, on the
.consequently, how he bad conse to invite his pre- lothar hand, his other nephew and nsme-eake had
sence at this season. unfortunately evidenced a disposition dismetrically
Onethmgwunqobvm,ﬂutnwmtﬂnmvm
affection which had impelled the dying man to| Prepered, as I was in no small degree for this
8oek, at the eleventh hour, an mterview with one |upshet, it came upon me with stunning bitterness,
who, during the currency of life, had been 30| My mind could with difficulty reslize the fact that
utterly distasteful to him. From his couch of un-~|the bright and sunny castles which for years I had
xost he glared at the meea, sinister looking huxter, |been huilding in the air, had vanished like the thin
with an expression which spoke as plainly as mist of a mid-sumiber’s morning. Though et
could do, that that he regarded him as an unwel- [left a béggar, by any means, the sum at my eom~
-came and abominated intruder. mand was a pitifill pittance compnred with the
. When nyy fast expiring uncle became cognizant | fortune which I had deemed my own ; and listless
of my presenee this silent language became more |and apathetic I wandered upon the face of the
emphatie and significant. Feable, and more than |awrth, crying ichadod, and tw0ell-s-wa, over mined
half dead as he was, he made a desperate effort to |hopes and blighted expectations.
raise himeelf from the bed,and clutch the pale| Cuthbert Lynch,and hisfortunate son, had never
udnhrhhngennﬂ',ulffwthswrpmdm- dwelt together in a very affectionate or harmponiots
straining him to give up some precious article|menner. The young man, who despite his unpre-
which he bad unlawfully become possessed of. | possessing exterior had much of the fop inhis con~
The exertion was all ir vain. Dimhdtoopomhn,emeuvedatueulymcfedmgof
effectually manaeled its captive to permit the slight- ageinst the ungdinly and unkempt senicr.
est exercise of his physical powers. He regarded him as a drag chain in his efforts to
Never, to the latest mement of existence, can I|sitain & pesition at society’s table above the salf,
forget the varied expressions which continued to{and o far as in him Iay gave him a wide berth.
flit athwart that distracted visage, as long as lie’s| Iu thess circamstmnces, which were patet toall
fliekering taper remsined burning. Aaguish, rage, | who were acquainted with the pair, it wasnaturally
Jyernerse, and hatred sueceeded each other like the jantieipated that but slender intereourse would exist
tints of the dying dolphin. It might have been [betwoen them after the accession of Phelim to fot=
imagination on my part, but, I could mot help|tene. Different far, however, was the result.
-thinking that whenever the peor Doctor looked |Wher young Lynch removed to a fashionable
upon me the pantemaimic emotions which 1 have |demicile in Blythswoed square, his father gave up
above detailed, gave place to the tenderest pity. business and accompanied him thither. At his
He seemed to be realizing and foresqeing the hard- jnacet ambitious and shewy parties the unceuth ex-
hige which awaited me on my future pilgrimege. | pork dealer was always to be found, though it wae



plain that he was regarded by the owner of the| And here it is necessary for me to state, that
snansion asan intruder whose absence would have | during the discussion of sundry schemes I bad
been deemed w relief. There he swt appareatly | indoctrinated Mr. Wood Nutmeg (for so was the
for no other purpose thas to play the part enacted | aforesaid * agent ¥ mamed,) with the fact that I
ly skuils at the banguetsof theancients. He wes|was a passionate admirer of fine scenery. * Give
a perennial memorial that his aspiring son wase|me,” said T, « hill and dale, Jeafy bank and flowery
mﬁm.mﬁmnmmwlwmmhymwdmmebhnﬂu
sire. So far as I can leam, this perplexingly mye- | of crestion.” -

tevious state of thinge still continnes. Whether| As T uttered thess enthusiastic words, I could
m.thtmderofnmyrddlo.wﬂlﬁnﬂl dnacttwmhngmoth cyed'M.r Netmeg

damymﬂﬁndmymmr&dmthobmhhuh:*abdmdhhmymm
register of the North American Hotel for the month | parted,”—and the next day I dated a letter to the
of Angust, in the year of grace ane thousand eight| barrack-master of Paisley from my estate of Mos=
hondred and forty-four. quito Swamp §

It is hardly mecessary for me to say that, like|" halylnndnotdnlﬂﬂn avests of the
the majority of adventuress similarly situated, a1y | ensuing six years? Cognate stories are being
primary and abeorbing desire was tobecomealord | told every day, and the most unobservant rwaser
of the sail. Alsxander Pope (‘the little crooked | can hasdly fail to resd them !
thing that asked questions”) informs us that A romantic young couple, whose knowledgs of

« 10 008 one’s solf i prind agricultare was derived from bucclic poems, and

AR SIS Sl s et 2 # dometic melo-dramas,” would most probably
Evenso to a raw, unfledged #old countryman,”

have cottoned hugelf to my domain, especially
there is something superlatively intoxicating in the | when viewing it from the road in summer time !

idea of aequiring landed propesty. In the estime-| j }oupver, the Damon and Phyllis had calcutated
unofﬂchlm“‘fﬂ'ﬂ'"f“:”mkmhommmomdmxdgupotbodmg
Mldbehmmdnnpmducmuugumim- from the product of the soil, they would have

prisoned in the chest of @ miser. found themselves consumedly off their egga ! Even
Hardly, therefore, lad I recovered from the fi- ; ;

tigue of my trans-atlantic expedition, than I set “ From his salad days had Keped ¢f erape,”
about the task of transmuting my gold into clay,| weuld with difficulty bave maintained the union
thos reversing the process of alchymy! Verily|between aoul and body, on such a clearing |
bad I been one of the dreaming “adepts® I cowid| Utterly unacquainted with the simplest opers»
not more effectually have translated the means and| tions of husbandry, I had to depend upon “ hired
scbstance which I possesved, into droes and ashes !| men » for every potatoe and grain of wheat which
A crafty and insinmating “agent,” whose ac-| was engendered upou the farm. Thus it naturally
quaintance I made at the hospitable bar of the|and necessarily fell out that with me debts accu-
Wellington, and who took the exaet measure of|mulated with a million fold greater fecundity
myfootmmﬁmnmm,pmaddmﬁ-t then did grain, till at length the honnding the wolf
be had a lot to dispase of, which was the identica]| from. the door, would have shrewdly taxed the
thing I desiderated. puhundbottomofﬂerculuhmnlf



SIN AND LOVE.

If I followed the example of many of my Cana-
dian compatriots, I should here break forth into a
series of maledictions against this ¢ abominable
country!” Instead of doing so, however, I shall
put a per contra case.

An honest Esquesing farmer takes it into bis
noddle to emigrate to England, and pitches his tent
%n the metropolis thereof. Though as ignorant of
the mysteries of shopkeeping, as I was of plough-
ing and chopping, he sets up as a dealer in musco-
vado, blacking, green tes, and brown scep. What
would be the almost inevitable result? Why, ere
the world had become six years more ancient, the
name of poor Mush Maple would swell the muster-
roll of insolvency, aud the white-wash brush of a
Commissioner of Bankruptcy would be required to
obliterate the consequences of his dementation !

Now whdt estimate would people form of the
faimess or sanity of Mr. Maple, if he should put
forth_a history of his mercantile mis-adventures,
written 90 as to convey the impression that they
furnished a fair sample of the huxtering capabili-
ties of London? I leave the soured and misanthro-
pical amateur agriculturists of this noble, but too
often, idiotically maligned colony, to auswer the
question!

In process of time it became the duty of the
Sheriff to investigate the state of my affairs, and,
finding I could make nothing.out of Mosquito
Swamp, that considerate functionary disposed of it
to another. May my successor be more fortunate
than I was, is the heartfelt orison of the spinner of
these yarns!

Once more—

“ T'he world was al defore me where Lo ohoose®
How I spent my time antecedently to my obtaining
the berth which I now hold, it is not my intention
at present to record. At some future period I
may narrate my experienced as clerk in a country
store—a common school teacher—and a pettifog-
ging practitioner before the District Courts. All
these gradations of misery I passed through; and
if ever a sinner served out his purgatorial probe-
tion on this earth, I am the man!

At length I was appointed Purser to the———;
1 was almost blabbing the name of the vessel! In
this employment my hours glide away, if not in a
very aristocratic, at Jeast in a comperatively
bappy manner. My duties are light; I have the
run of & good table ; and the varieties of character
which are constantly coming under my ken, for-
pish me material for observation and amwsement..

When the labours of the day are over, it is

“ My custom of an gfternoon®
to invite into my cabin some passenger, whose
appearance or menner has struck my fancy. As

'|'We behold Thn

© The crid s conveniont,”

affording room for two to take as much ease as if
they were in an Inn. Here, wnder the genial
influence of & mild cigar, and a glass of « cold
without,” or lemen syrup, according as the guest
swears by Beaechus or Father Matthew, sundry
narrations are periedically delivered hy the parties
who enjoy my hospitality.

The editor of the Anglo-American recently
spent a few hours in my den, and at his request I
have commeneed this seri¢s of papers. TFhey will
consist of the more interesting confessions or
legends detailed to me by my guests, and,as a
general rule, will be told in the ipsissima verba of
the narrators.

With one caut remark, I wind up this
preliminary yarn. If any pilgrim who makes a
voyage in that crack steamer the has a
repugnance to beholding his name and adventures
in print, let him, by all means, avoid
Tas Purszes Casix!

D s - ———

SIN AND LOVE.

BY THR RRV. K. J. MACGEORGE.

L
What is sin? On Calvary
Seek the answer! With moist eye
Gaze upon the thorn-crowned One,
Not now on the Triune throne;
But writhing on the cress of shame,
Though in Him wes found no blame.

II.
Why does blood His fair limbe stain ?
Wherefor broil His nerves with pain ?
Whence the mystic lonesome cry,
“Eli lJama sabachthani 1
A world’s guilt his soul doth wring!
A world’s guilt lends death its sting !

ask!

the God-man to His task?

Why did He the cup, nor shrink
T'il':u of m& to'drink?

¢ our t you might prove
Tmammortal J’O’l. This, thi.{lolovof P

III.
What is love? Oh can
What ur, A

IV.
Savioar Christ ! let all adore Thee !
Saviour Christ! we bend before Thee |
’Mid Thy dukee; ago?y
eit;
Ransomed souls with one accord,

the man in the play says,

Hail Thee universal Lord
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THE GREEN RING AND THE GOLD
RING.

The story I have {o tell, oecurxed less than
cighty years ago, in the days of powder and
pomade ; of high heads and high heels; when
beaux in pea green ooats lined with rose-
colour, attended on belles who stepdied their
dainty steps with pwd-hudod canes; and
when lettres-de-cachet lay like sachets-d-
gants on toilet tables amopg patches and
rouge. Less than eighty yeare ago, when
the fair Queen of France and her ladies of
honour wielded these same letires-de-cachet
with much of the ease with which they flut-
tered their fans. Less than eighty years ago,
when the iron old Marquis de Mirabeau was
writing to his brother the Commandeur de
Malte those fearfal letters, wherein the rea-
der of the present day may trace, as in a map,
the despotio powers then exercised by the
seigneurs of France over their sons and
dsughters, as well as over their tenants and
vassals. Hard, short-sighted Marquis de
Mirabeau! Little did he reckon when he
wrote those letters, or when he oconsigned
his son in the flush of yowth, and hope, and
love, $0 a prison-cell and to exile—that the
family-name was to be indebted to the fame
of that vitaperated son for its salvation from
obscurity, or that the arbitrary powers he
used so vilely were soon to be swept away
for ever.

Less than eighty years ago, then, before
the Revolution was dreamed of in that part
of France, there stood, in a long, straggling,
picturesque village of one of the southern
provinces, a stone-and-mud cottage, less dirty
and uninviting than those by which it was
surrounded. There was no dirt-heap under
the solitary window, no puddle before the
door; which, unlike every other house in the
village, possessed the luxury of an wnfrac-
tared door-step. No tidy cottage-gardens
gave cheerful evidence of the leisure or taste
of the inmates; for in those days the labour-
ing population of France were too thoroughly
beaten dqwn by arbitrary exactions to have
spare hours to devote to their own pursnits ;
but round the window of this particular cot-
tageanasturtium hadbeen trained by strings;
and, through its yellow spd orange flowers

Yoir. V.—¢.

que could, now and then, catch a glimpse of
8 pair of lustrous eyes,

The superior cleanlineas of this little dwell-
ing, the flowers, the deceney of the family,
word the work of one pair of hands belonging.
%0 & young girl named Alix Laroux, whose
industry was the support of a younger bro-
ther aad sister, aud of 8 blear-eyed grand-
mother,

Now, Alix wes s pretty, as well as a hard-
working girl, yet it was neither to her beauty
nor to her indystry that she was indebted
for becoming the heroine of our tale, although
ber success in finding work, when others
oould find none, had made envious tongues
gossip about her. Village scandal is very
like town scandal; as like as a silken mas-
querade costume i to ite linsey-woolsey
ariginal; the form is the aame, the texture
alone is different; and at the well of Beay-
the | regard, from which watgr was fetohed and
where the salad for smpper was washed, it
was whispered thet Alix was a coquette, and
that the remote caunse of her prosperity was
the infinence which her bright eyes had ob-
tained over the strong heart of the Bailiff of
Beauregard. Every one wished that good
might come of it, bot—

Butin the meanwhile, good did oome of it;
for, thanks to the large black eyes that looked
so frankly into his, and to the merry smile
of the village beauty, Monsieur Reboul had
oome to the knowledge of Alix’s cheesful
steady activity; and a feeling of respect had
mingled with his early admiration when he
discovered that, while no one was more par-
ticular in the payment of lawful duee than
the hard-working girl, no one resisted more
strenuously any illegal exactions. Atlength
the stricken bailif—who, by-the-by, was
double Alix’s age—testified the sincerity of
his feelings towards her by taking her brother
Jean imto the household at the castle, and
even offered to have Alix herself admitted
among the personal attendents of one of the
young ladies of Beauregard: whose marriage
had lately been eelebrated with great magni-
ficenoe in Paris.

But Alix shook her pretty head, and said,
“No, she thanked him all the same,” with
a smile that showed her pearly teeth; and
what man in love—though & bailiff—could
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resent a denial so sweetly accompanied?
Monsieur Reboul was, indeed, for a moment
cast down, but his spirits were soon revived
by some of those wonderful explanations
which men in his predicament generally have

- &t their command; 8o he left the cottage with
& friendly adieu to the smiling girl, and with-
out a suspicion that Alix had any private
reasons for her dislike to leave the village, or
that the daily greeting of Francois the stone-
cutter was & matter of more moment to her
than the prettiest compliments of the Bailiff
of Beauregard.

The next day was market-day at Maillot, a
town about two leagues distant from the
village, whither, for four years, Alix had been
accustomed to go once & week with poultry
and eggs; her great resource for the rent of
her grand-dame’s hut. It was a matter
of rivalry among the young women of the
neighbourhood to be first at market; and
Alix, who greatly enjoyed supremacy in
everything, had endeavoured in this, a8 in all
else, to surpass her companions. This how-
ever, was not very easy, for others could rise
betimes, as she did herself. A few months
before, an aocidental discovery of her brother
Jean had at length secured for her the en-
vied privilege. Jean like other idle lads of
his class, was necessarily a poacher, and, on
one of his secret expeditions into the forest
which lay between Beauregard and Maillot,
had chanced to fall upon a path by which
the distance was shortened by at least a
third. This discovery he confided to Alix;
and ever since, under his guidance and es-
oort, she had availed herself of it to reach
Maillot earlier and with less fatigue than her
companions. She had found the walk very
pleasant when Jean was with her to earry
her basket, and with his boyish sallies to pre-
vent her from dwelling on the superstitious
terrors with which tradition had invested
the forest; but now that she must tread its
tangled paths alone, she hesitated, and was
half tempted to relinquish the daring pro-
ject. Still she felt unwilling to yield the
honour of being first, without a struggle.
Besides, her companions had always given
her a reputation for courage, and although
she had a secret conviction that she owed it
solely toher youngbrother’s reflected bravery,
it is & reputation which young girls prize so

highly, that, rather than forfeit it, they will
rush recklessly into real dangers, from which,
if they escape, it is by their good fortune,
and not by their boasted courage.

Alix could not endure to allow to others
that she was afraid. No, no, she must not
permit that to be said, nor must she expose
herself to jeers and laughter of those who
would delight to hear that she was not first
at market. She must go by the wood-path,
and must go early. And sothinking, she laid
her down to rest.

The part of France in which Alix was born
and brought up is full of historical remains,
and therefore abounds with traditions, the
more mystical and terrible from the dash of
paganism with which they are mixed up.
Not a forest, ruin, or grotto, is without some
picturesque legend, which the young listen to
from the lips of the aged with shuddering
delight; and all that Alix had ever heard of
the forest of Beauregard, or of any other
haunted wood in the province, rose with dis-
agreeable tenacity to her memory on this
particular night. She remembered the dark-
ness and gloom of the old trees, the thickness
of the brushwood, and shuddered as she
thought of the possibility of meeting the
Couleuvre-Fée—the Melusina of Provence—
or the Chévred’Or, who confides the secret res-
ting-place of hidden treasures to the wander-
ing traveller, only to afflict him with incura-
ble melancholy if he prove himself unworthy
of riches. As the dread of thesesupernatural
creatures incrensed upon her with the silence
and darkness of night, she hid her head be-
neath the counterpane, and wisely resolved
to dare all that human beings could do to
vex her, rather than encounter the tricks and
temptations of those unearthly ones,—and
then she slept.

Light to see, however, is nearly allied to
courage to dare, and when Alix arose at
early dawn, her perturbations and trem-
blings had vanished, and her midnight deci-
sion was overturned by the impulse of the
morning, She dressed herself, quickly, but
carefully, in her most becoming attire; and
a very fine specimen of the women of the
province she looked—noted though they are
for the regal style of their beauty—when
equipped in her plaited petticoat; her bright
ficht, not pinned tightly down, but crossing
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the bosom in graceful folds, and fastened
in a knot a$ the back; her thick glossy bands
of black hair contrasting well with the rich
glow of her cheek, and with the Madras silk
handkerchief which covered without conceal-
ing the luxuriance of her long bair. Hold-
ing in her hand her large market-basket,
not unlike in shape to a ooal-scuttle or a
gipeey bonnet, with & majestic rather than
s tripping step, Alix began her walk; look-
ing more like one of the Roman matrons
from whom tradition tells that her race was
descended than a poor peasant girl.

As she reached the turn from the high-road
to the wood she quickened her steps, and
resolutely took to the forest path; while, as
if determined to prove to herself that she
was not afraid, she ever and anon gave forth
s snatch of song, im & voice as clear and
shrill as that of the birds twittering in the
branches overhead, to join the common hymn
of praise with which the denizens of earth
and sky salute the new-born day. |

The morning was unusually sultry and
oppressive, although the sun was but newly
risen. Alix felt herself overcome with fatigue
when scarcely half way through the forest.
She was 8o fatigued that she found it neces-
sary tosit down ; bat, just as she had selected
a seat in a quiet skady nook which promised
to be a pleasant resting-place, she discovered
that it abutted closely on the opening to one
of the grottos that tradition had marked out'
as the former habitation of hermita or saints
whose spirits were still believed to haunt
their old dwelling-places. She no sooner be-
came aware of the grotto’s vicinity than she
rose bastily; and, snatching up her basket,
set of down one of the alleys of the forest,
without taking time to consider where she
was going; when forced to pause to recover
her breath, she found herself in a spot she
had never been before, but one so lovely that
she looked around with surprise and admira-
tion.

It was a little glade, in form almost an
amphitheatrs, carpeted with turf as soft and
elastic as velvet; its bright green, enamelled
with flowers; and on each petal, each tiny
blade of grass, dew-drops were sparkling
like tears of happiness, in welcome to the
sun’s returning rays. Around this little cir-

cle, mighty old trees, gnarled and rugged,

the fathers of the forest, were 8o regularly
ranged as to seem the work of art rather
than of nature, and this impression was
strengthened by the avenue-like alley that
spread from it towards the north. Imme-
diately opposite to this opening, on the
southern side of the amphitheatre, rose a
rampart of grey rocks, marbled with golden
veins, from whose hoary side sprung forth the
rock rose or pink cystus, and under whose
moist shade the blue aster, one of the fairest
of earth’s stars, flourished luxuriantly. As
Alix’s eys fell on the trees, and grass, and
flowers, she set her basket down carefully
at the foot of a fine old oak, and, forgetting
fatigue, heat, and superstitious terrors, busied
herself in gathering the dew-gemmed flowers,
until her apron was quite full.

Then, seating herself under the oak, she
began with pretty fastidiousness to choose
the most perfect of her treasures to arrange
into a bouquet for her bosom, and one for her
hair. While thus engaged she half-chanted,
half-recited her Salve Regina:—

Hall to the Queen who reigns above,
o frgm thla Prosehed warla of toars
8end sighs and groans unto thine cars.
Oh, thou sweet advocate, bestow

One pitying look on us below!

The hymn and toilet were concluded to-
gether ; and then, but not till then, Alix re-
membered that thére was a market at Maillot,
at which she must be present, instead of spen-
ding the day in such joyous idleness. She
sighed and wished she were a lady—the young
lady of Beauregard, of whose marriage Mon-
siear Reboul had told her such fine things
—and, as she thought thus, association of
ideas awoke the recollection that this day
was the twenty-third of June, the vigil of St.
John; & season said to be very fatal to the
females of the house of Beauregard. She
shuddered as the terrors of that tradition
recurred to her memory, and wished she were
notalonein the haunted forest on so unlucky
a day. Many and strange were the supersti-
tions she had heard regarding St. John’s Eve,
and many the observances of which she had
been the terrified witness; but that which
had always affected her imagination the most,
was the ancient belief that any one who
has courage to hold a lonely vigil in a church
on St. John’s Eve, beholds passing in pro-

cession all those who are fated to die within
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the year. It was with this superatiﬁonlthsteomthingmpemnmd and tarrible was

that the legend of Beauregard was associa-
ted; for, it was said that in old times a cer-
tain lady of the family had, for reasons of her
own—bad reasons of course—held such a
vigil, had seen her own spirit among the
doomed, and had indeed died that year.
Tradition further averred, that sinoe then, the
twenty-third of June had been always more
or less fatal to the females of her house; and
a8 Alix remembered this, she was content to
be only Alix Leroux, who, though possessed
neither of chiteaux nor forests, and forced to
work hard and attend weekly markets, had
no ancestral doom hanging over her, but
could look forward to a bright future, as the-
beloved mistress of a certain stonecutter’s
comfortable home; of which stonecutter’s
existence Monsieur Reboul was quite uncon-
scious.

Her thoughts of Francois, her young
warm-hearted lover, of the two strong arms
ready at & word from her to do unheard of
miracles, dimpled her cheeks with smiles,
and entirely banished the uncomfortable
cogitations which had preceded them; tak-
ing up her basket, she arose; and, look-
ing around her, began to consider which path
she ought to follow,.to ind the moet direct
road to Maillot..

She was still undecidad, when a whole
herd of deer dashed down the north alley
towards her, and broke forcibly through the
thick covert beyond, as if driven forward
by intense fear. She was startled by the
sudden apparition, for & moment’s consider-
ation convinced her that what had terrified
them might terrify her also, and that the
part of the forest from which they had been
driven was that which she must cross, to
reach Maillot. Timid as a deer herself, at
this thought she strained her eyes in. the di-
rection whence they had come; bat counld see
nothing. She listened ; all was still again,
not a leaf stirred,—aud yet, was it fanoy, or
was it her sense of hearing excited by fear
to a painful degree of acuteness, that made
her imagine that she heard, at an immense
distance the sound of muffied wheels and of
the tramp of horses’ feet? She wrung her
hands in terror ; for, satisfied that no earthly
carriage could force its way through the
tangled forest paths, she eould only suppose

about to blast her sight; still, as if fasci-
nated, she gazed in the direotion of the
graually increasing sounds. Not & wink of
her eyes distracted her sight as she peered
through the interveningbranches. Presently,
a huge body, preceded by something which
caught and reflected the straggling rays of
sunshine that penetrated between the trees,
was seen crushing through the brushwood.
Nenrer and nearer it came with a curiously
undulating movement, and accompanied by
the same strange, dull, inexplicable sound,
until, as it paused at a few hundred paces
from her place of concealement, she per-
ceived to her intense relief that the object of
her terror was nothing more than an earthly
vehicle of wood and iron, in the form of one
of the unwieldy ceaches of the day, drawn
by a team of setrong Flanders horses;
and that the strange muffled sound which
acocompanied it, arose solely from the elas-
ticity of the turf over which it rolled having
deadened the noise of the wheels and the
horses’ hoofs. The relief from supernatural
terrors, however, rendered Alix only the
more exposed to earthly fears ; and, when a
seoond glance at the carriage showed hexr
that the glistening objects which had caught
her eye at a distanee were the polished
barrels of mousquetons, or heavy carbines,
carried by two men who occupied the driv-
ing seat, she slipped from her hiding-place
behind the large oak tree, and carefully
ensconced herself among the thick bushes
that overshadowed the rocks.

Scarcely had she done this, before one of
the armed men got down from the box, and
walked around the circular glade, scanning
it with a curious and penetrating glance.
For a moment, he paused before the old oak,
as if attracted by some flowers Alix had
dropped ; but, another quick searching look
seeming to satisfy him, he returned to the
carriage and stood by the door, as if in con~
ference with some one inside.

“Thank Heaven!” thought Alix, “he
sees that the carriage cannot pass further in
this direction ; I shall not, therefore, be kept
here long;” and her curiosity as to what
was next to be done, gaining predominance
over her fears, she again peered eagerly be-
tween the branches. A gentlemen got out

'
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of the carriage, and examined the little glade
a8 earefully as his servant had dane.

“ What a handsome man |” fought Alix.
““What a grand dress he has; all silk vel-
vet!” She fixed an admiring glance on the
tall, noblelooking figure that stood for a
moment silent and still, in the centre of the
amphitheatre.

“It will do, Pierre,” he said at length, as
he turned on his steps ; ‘‘ begin your work.”

Pierre bowed, and, without speaking,
pointed to a little plot of ground, peculiarly
bright green, with a dark ring around it—
e fairy ring, in short, 80 named in all coun-
triee—which lay almost directly opposite to
Alix’s hiding-place.

“Yes,” was the brief answer. «Call
Joseph to help ; we are at least an hour too
m”

The strong rigidity of the speaker’s coun-
tenance caused Alix to tremble, although she
did not know why, unless it was in her
dread of falling into his hands as a spy of
bis secret actions, whatever they might be;
for he was evidently not & man to be trifled
with. -

Pierre went back to the carriage, from
which the other man had already descended,
and together they tosk from the hind boot, a
eouple of pickaxes and spades, with which
they speedily began to cut away the turf
of the green-ring, for a space of some six or
eight feet in length, and half as many in
breadth.

She ocould distinetly see Pierre’s face,
and perceived that it was not one she had
ever seen before. Thas of Joseph was con-
ocealed from her, as he worked with his back
towards her ; but there was something about
his dress and appearance which scemed
familiar to her, and which was very different
from that of Pierre. But what strange kind
of hole was that they were digging?

*Holy Mother of meroy, it is & grave 1”

As this idea occurred to her, her blood
ran cold ; but the sudden thought underwent
a8 sudden a change, when the second man
furning his face towards her, she recognised,
¥ her amasement, the countenance of her
admirer, the old baliff.

The sight of his familiar face dissipated
ker gloomy suspisions, and she speedily
persuaded herself that instead of a grave to

hide some dreadful deed, they were digging
for some of the concealed treasures whioh
everybody knew were buried in the forest.
Monsieur Reboul has often told her that he
had heard of them from his grandmother, so
it was natural enough he should be ready to
seek them. How she would torment him
with the secret thus strangely acquired !

From her merry speculations she was
roused at length by the re-appearance of the
tall man, earrying in his arms something
wrapped in & horseman’s cloak, and followed
by another and younger figure, bearing like
himself, all the outward signs of belonging
to the highest class of the nobility, though on
his features was stampod an expression of
cruelty and harshness.

“Going to bury a treasure, rather than
seck one,” thought Alix, “ Very well, Mon-
sieur Reboul, I have you still1”

The tall man, meanwhile, had placed his
burden on the ground. Removing the
cloak that covered it, he displayed to Alix’s
astonished eyes a young and very lovely lady.
For a moment the fair creature stood motion-
less where she was placed, as if daszled by
the sudden light; but it was for 8 moment
only, and then she flung herself on the
ground at the feet of the elder man, beseech-
ing him to have mercy upon her, to remember
that she was young, that life, any life, was
dear to her |

The man moved not a musele, uttered not
a word save these, “ I have sworn it.”

The girk—for she looked little more than
sixteon—pressed her hands on her bosom, as
if to still the suffocating beating of her heart,’
and was silent. Suchsilence! Such anguish!
Alix trembled as if she herself were under
the sentence of that culd cruel man. Bug,
now the grave was finished; for grave it
seemed to be, and one too, destined to en-
close that living, panting, beautiful creature.
The old man laid his hand upon her arm
and drew her forcibly to the edge of the
gaping hole.

‘With sudden strength she wrenched her-
self from his grasp ; and, with a wild thril-
ling shriek, rushed to the young man clung
to him, kissed his hands, his feet, raised her
wild tearless eyes to his, and implored for
merey, with such an agony of terror in her
hoarse broken voice, that the young man’s
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powerful frame shook as if struck by ague.
Involuntarily, unconsciously he clasped her
in his arms. 'What he might have said or
done, God knows, had the old man allowed
him time; but already he was upon them,
and snatched the girl from his embrace. The
young man turned away with a look so ter-
rible that Alix never recalled it, never spoke
of it afterwards, without an invocation to
Heaven.

¢ Kill me first,”” shrieked the poor girl, as
her executioner dragged her a second time to
that living grave. “‘ Notalive, notalive! Oh
my father, not alive.

“I have no child, you no father!” was
the stern reply. The young man hid his
face in his hands, and Alix saw them thrust
their victim into the grave; but she saw no
more, for, with a cry almost as startling as
that which the murdered lady had uttered,
she fled from her concealment back to the
village. Panting, she rushed on without
pause, without hesitation, through unknown
paths ; her short quick cries for  Help | help!
help!” showing the one idea that possessed
her; but she met no one until she stopped
breathless at the first house in the village
that of the curé.

“Come, come at once; they will have
killed her!” she exclaimed.

¢ What is the matter my poor girl 7 he
asked in amazement, as, pushing back his
spectacles, he raised his head from his
breviary.

“QOh come sir! I will tell you as we go.
Where is Francois | He would help me! Oh,
what shall Ido, what shall 1do? Come, do
come !’

Thero was no mistaking the look of agita-
tion in her face; the curé yielded to her
entreaties and followed her. Asthey quitted
the housoe they met some labourers with
spades in their hands, going to their daily
work.

¢ Make these men come with wus,”’ Alix
said, ¢ and bring their spades !”’

The curé did so, and in an incredibly
short space of time the little party reached
the green-ring. The spot was vacant now,
as formerly—carriage, horses, servants, exe-
cutioners, and victim, all had disappeared
a8 if by magic; and in the quiet sylvan soli-
tude, not a trace save the newly-turned soil

was perceptible of the tragedy enacted there
80 lately. But Alix staid not to glance around
her ; going mp to the fatal spot, she gasped
out, “Dig, digl”’

No one knew why the order was given,
nor what they were expected to find; but
her eagerness had extended itselfto the whole
party, and they at once set to work, while
she herself, prostrate on the ground, tried to
aid them by tearing up the sods with her
hands. At length the turf was removed, and"
a universal cry of horror was heard, when
the body of the unhappy girl was discovered.

““Take her out; sheisnot dead! Monsieur
le Curé save her; tell us how to save her!”

The labourers gently raised the body, and
placed it in Alix’s arms, as she still sat on
the ground. They chaffed the cold hands,
loosened the rich dress—the poor girl’s only
shroud—but she gave no sign of life.

“ Water, water !’ cried Alix.

No fountain was near, but the rongh men
gathered the dead leaves strewn around, and
sprinkled the pale face with the dew they
still held. For a second they all hoped: the
eyelids quivered slightly, and a faint pulsa-
tion of the heart was clearly perceptible.

But that wae all. They had come too late,

The curé bent over the dead and repeated
the solemn ‘De profundis clamavi ad te
Domine,” and all then joined in the hymn of
death “Dies irm, dies illal” as they gently
bore the corpse from the place of ita savage
sepulture, to holy ground. For several days,
the body was exposed in an open ooffin in the
little village church of Beauregard, and every
effort was made to track the perpetrators of
the dreadful deed. But in vain; no trace
of them could be found. An innate dread
of some personal misfortune sealed Alix’s
lips with respect to her rcognition of the
Bailiff, and all inquiries as to the passing of
a carriage such as she had described, between
Maillot and Novelle, were madeunsucessfully.

The dress of the young lady was carefully
examined, in hopes of the discovery of her
name by means of cyphers or initials on her
linen ; but there were none. Thesatin robe,
the jewels she had worn on her neck and
arms, and the delicate flowers twined in her
hair, gave evidence that she bad been chrried
away from some gay féte. From the ring on
her marriage finger they augured she was a
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wife; but there all conjecture ended. After
her burial in holy ground her gold ring and
other ornaments were hung up in the church,
in the hope that some day & claimant might
arise who could unravel the strange mystery;
and close by them was suspended an ex voto
offering by Alix, in gratitude for her own
escape.

The story was never cleared up. Monsieur
Reboul was never seen again, and Alix
had so lost her boasted courage that she
never afterwards dared to take a solifary
walk ; especially near the fatal green ring in
theforest. Perhaps it was this dread of being
alone, or perhaps the mysterious disappear-
ance of Monsieur Reboul, which tempted her
soon afterwards, to follow the advice of her
neighbours, and become the wife of Franoois,
the stonecutter. The marriage was & bappy
one, and & time came when the remembrance
of that fatal Eve of St. John was recalled
more as a strange legend to be told to
her children and her grandchildren thanasa
fearful drama in which she had herself taken

In the revolutionary struggles which fol-
lowed, the ornaments of the murdered girl
were, with other relics of the old régine, lost
or removed from the little village church,
yet the story lingers there still, and, like
many another strange story, it is a true one.

—————

THE BRITISH JEWS.

The word “ Jew” is a term familiar enough
in the daily talk of the world, and there are
various recognised though dissimilar ideas
attached to it. Most of us know something
of the ancient history of that people as
recorded in the Scriptures; all of us have
heard of the parliamentary efforts made for
the last few years to give the British section
of them the full privileges of citizens. Of
their sufferings during the dark ages ‘and
the foudal times the popular knowledge has
been generally gained in the school of his-
torical romance, through such works as Sir
Walter Scoit’s Joankoe. We are accustomed
to say ““ as rich as a Jew.” There is a pic-
tare of a hooknosed man with a bag on his
shonlder, crying, “Old Clo’,” which rises
up in many minds when the children of
Israel are spoken of. It is a prevalent

notion that a Jew is a sharp, trafficking,
trader, with whom it is necessary in business
matters to be very cautious. Usurer and
money-lender are intimately connected in
the opinion of thousands with the worship-
pers of the Synagogue. Punch draws them
in his cartoon caricatures as the seducers of
shopboys from the paths of honesty; as
filling the post of sharp attorneys, gruff
bailiffs, and relentless sheriffs’ officers. The
prejudice handed down by Shakspere is
nearly as prevalent and quite as strong,
though differently expressed, as it was when
“ Shylock” was drawn. In fact the popular
notions of the Jew present a very uncertain
and confused condition of knowledge. Not
one in a thousand probably knows the facts
respeoting the social state of that community
which, living among us, is not of us. A
small volume which was published last year,
entitled, The British Jews, by the Rev. John
Mills, contains a great deal of trustworthy
information upon this subject; and partly
from that and partly from personal know-
ledge, we gather the materials for such &
slight sketch as our space enables us to give
of the Jewish community.

‘When we first took up the book we hoped,
that though its title conneoted it with the
British Jews only, we should have had some
glimpses of the Jewsabroad. Scattered and
dispersed as that people are among all the
nations,, it is impossible to treat of them
satisfactorily except as a nation. On the
continent, in Germany especially, the Jews
have reached an intellectual eminence which
puts them at least upon a par with the
descendants of the Teutons by whom they
are surrounded. Jews are there to be found
in every university, and not unfrequently
they are at the head of the schools. They
lay claim to some of the very greatest names
in the world of music. The greatest of
German modern painters are said to belong
to their ranks. Their physicians are in
very high repute; and the legislature of the
last fow years owes something to the influ-
ence of lawgivers of Hebrew blood. The
continental Jews are, it would seem, the
brain of the Jewish people, and of them we
find little or nothing in the work of Mr.
Mills. It restricts itself to the subject
indicated by its title ; and we must wait for
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some other opportumty of testing the pre-
tensions of the foreign brethren. Some
novels, such as those of Mr. Disracli and
Charles Auchester, claim for the Jews
an artistic and intellectual pre-eminence,
the reality of which deserves to be investi-
gated. Possibly the promised Life of Felix
Bartholdy Mendelssohn, the great Jewish
composer, will furnish more trustworthy
‘grounds than novels, however elever or bril-
liant. For ourselves, we confess that
intellect does not seem the distinguishing
characteristio of the Jews as a people. The
distinguishing feature of their mental cha-
racter, both in ancient and modern times, as
we read it is Faith. By Farrm the tribes
were held together when they inhabited
Palestine; by Faith they have refained the
unity of & people in their dispersion. There
is much truth in the remark which has
been made, that the Jews are the ecclesiasti-
cal race. When they are anything else it is
rather an effect springing from the circum-
stances of their condition than the result of
their trae mental character. They are
scientific and artistic in seientific and artistic
Germany ; comniercial and money-getting in
shopkeeping England: but if, as ancient
prophecies tell us, they should ever be
gathered together again, the tendencies of
the race may be expected to crop out, and
their minds to take an ecclesiastical direc-
tion.

If any one takes a ride in one of the
omnibuses proceeding eastward which leave
the neighbourhood of the Strand after the
theatres are closed on Saturday evening, he
is tolerably certain to hear the accents of
the Jewish tefigne. Men with prominent
features, and a fnore than Christian display
“of jewellery, and women dressed in brighter
colours than wodld become the children of
our cold, grey, neutraltinted northern clime,
but which’are in admirable keeping with
-their bright complexions and vivid black
eyes, crowd the vehicle. -There is no mis-
taking them. Meet them in any corner of
the world, and by that indescribable dis-
tingtion which marks the race, you would
know them forJews. You will find them
in the course of your ride good-tempered and
hilarious, freer and more talkative than the
taciturn Englich, but with just the slightest

sprinkling of Oriental reserve tinging their
animation. When you reach the neigh-
bourhood of Bishopsgate Street, some of
them will leave and take their way towards
Shoreditch; another batch will go at St
Mary Axe, more !at Mitte Street, leading
out of Aldgate; and the oonductor of the
“late bus” will be apt to grumble at othet
stoppages at Duke Sireet, Houndsditch, and
the Minories. Farther down Whitechapel,
at Petticoat Lane, the lasd of the tribes will
leave the carriage to the Christian passen-
gers. If you feel any curiosity about these
people, and will take a stroll in the direction
indicated by these points of departure, you
will learn more about certain classes of the
British Jews than you can find in any book
we know of. Let us go in company—eay
down Mitre Street, Aldgate. It isa narrow
street, dirty and dingy, and as we go down
our noses are saluted with a smell of decayed
vegotable matter. No wonder. Bee the
fronts of the ground floors of some of the
houses are taken out, so that they stand
open to the street, and look more like the
stalls of an Oriental bazaar than European
shops. Insideis piled foreign fruit in heaps.
Oranges are there in plenty, giving forth
their peculiar odour; and if you are not a
snuff-taker, and your olfactory nerves are in
good order, you may distinguish amid the
odour of the healthy golden globes the smell
of the specked and diseased ones, which that
Jewish girl is picking from the rest. Look
a little closer, and you may recognise an
acquaintance. Despite the dingy cotton
frock, with tacked up sleeves and the soiled
hands and face, there are the prominenmt
nose, the bright black eyes, the sanguine
complexion of the lady, who, in blue satin
and crimson bonnet, was your omnibus vis-
avis; and yes, there, in fustian jacket,
worn and greasy, or shirt-sleeves of doubt-
fal hue, unpacking a chest of oranges, is the
gentleman her companion, whose brilliant
shirt-studs, and oonspicuous waistcoat, and
massive guard, attracted your attention.
Stay one moment, delicate of nose though
you be, and put up with the effluvia from
decaying leaves and rotting fruit beneath
your feet, and you shall sce & contrast. A
man with a basket at his back, a stout stick
in his hand, and a short black pipe twisted
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into the band of his dingy bat, has stopped,
and a dialogue is going om between the
bright-eyed girl and him. You see at once
that they are of different races. The sharp
grey eye, the nose with a tendency to turn
wp, the wide mouth, the projecting chin, and
the brogue, proclaim him 8 denisen from the
west or south of Ireland; and you learn he
is & hawker. Perhaps he is a descendant of
the ancient kings of the Green Isle; perbaps
the blood flows in her veins of the princes of
Judah; and there they stand chaffering about
8 heap of speoked oranges! Now we will go
on, and as we go, let us mark what we have
learnt so far. We have got a characteristie of
theBritishJews. They arefond of amusement,
and set a high value on appearances. They
will toil in that dismal hole Monday
morning till Friday sundown, living scantily,
wearing mean clothes ; then, on the busiest
day of the Christian world, with a conscien-
tiousness rare in any race but theirs, they
koep their Sabbath, and in the evening,
dressed expensively and showily, they com-
ponsate themselves for a week of privation
by a night of ammsement.

At the bottom of Mitre Street, running
acroes is another street, which diffars only in
the odour being stromger, and mixed with
the effluvia of fish fried in oil, and presenting
a deeper substratum of rotting vegetable
matter; but we pass quiokly out of that,
eastward, into the better portions of the
Jewish quarter. Here the shops are more
European ir appearance. There are butchers
like those in other parts of the metropolis,
and shops such a8 you might meet with in
any of the meaner thoroughfares ; butif you
notioe, the meat is paler in hue than that
sold among Christians. It has been killed
acoording to the Jewish ritual, and drained
of its blood. Certain parts are excised, and
eartain tendons carefully cutaway. Officers
are appointed by the synagogue to see this
doue, and to set their seals upon the flesh
meat of the community. You notice, too,
that there are Jewish names over the doors,
and you see a8 you go along several shope,
the proprietors of which deal in scraps of
cloth of all sorts and sizes and colours.
Tailors who have patches to put on go there
to matoh old garments, and it eeldom hap-
peus that they ocamnmot find among the

fragments some morsels of the hue and
texture they want. Passing on westward
toward St. Mary Axe, you see the better
houses of this locality. The plates on the
doors speak of surgeons and solicitors and
diamond merchants. Good-sized houses
they are, but dingy and gloomy; and if a
servant girl opens a door, the chance is, you
see at onoe she is Irish. Why we know not,
but the Joews generally have Irish servants.

St. Mary Axe, and it is four o’clock.
Men and women—Jewish men and women
—are sauntering down toward Houndsditch.
They are the “ Old Clo.” folk, . They have
been out gathering the cast-off garments all
day. They seldom give money for them.
In general they carry baskets of crockery
and chimney ornaments, and barter shrewdly
with housewives, whose husbands are away
at work. They talk as they go. They lean
up against posts, and stop at the corners of
courts, and speculate with one another upon
the value of napless hats and threadbare
coats and,dilapidated inexpressibles, and
make bargains, and exchange with each
other. They are going across Houndsditch
into Cutler Street, where they have an old
clothes market,—a noisy Babel of cast-off
garments, where you may fit yourself out
with a whole suit for about three half-crowns.
In this traffic the Irish again are the rivals
of the Jews. There is surely some link
bringing together these children of the East
and the West.

Perhaps we have seen enough for one
stroll. If you want to know more, you may
go west to Holywell Street, or east to Potti-
coat Lane,—the latter a closer, dingier,
dirtier, more fried-fish-scented place than
any we have seen yet; and then you have
seen nearly as much as you can see of the
London Jews. There are outlying colonies
running out into Shoreditch, and spreading
over toward Ratcliffe Highway, but the
streots radiating from Aldgate and White-
chapel are the metropolitan home of the
great body. Their magnates, too, may be
caught in asistocratic Belgravia, but except
the unmistakable face and constant acoent,
we shall not notice anything distinctive in
them. These are the London Jews, and the
London Jews are the Jews of England.
Five-sixth of them live in London. There
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is a goodly number in Manchester and Bir-
mingham and the seaport towns, but here is
their bulk. It would not be fair to say,
‘“ Where the carcase is, there are the
vultures gathered together;” but ‘ Where
trade is, there will the English Jew be.”
He does not do hard work; he seldom
applies himself to any mechanical occupa-
tion ; he dislikes to have a master, and he
rarely submits to regular employment. He
is the Arab of commerce, loving to be
independent, and to huckster and barter on
his own account. If he grows rich it is as
much owing to the Oriental temperance of his
habits as to the largeness of his gains, For
such a people London and the large towns
offer the most opportunity, and in the
metropolis some 25,000 out of the 30,000 or
less of the English Jews reside.

The British Jew, then, is not scientific,
nor literary, nor artistic. He does not make
discoveries, nor write books, nor take a high
position in the world of art. e is financial
and commercial, but not manufacturing nor
industrial. Divested of a national unity,
he, like his continental brethren, takes his
tone from the people among whom his lot is
cast; but like them also he refuses to blend
with other races, and preserves the base
upon which a national unity may be
erected.

That national base is the faith handed
down to him from his fathers—the faith
which Moses taught. - The books of the
ancient teachers of his race are his—the
Bible and the Talmud. The first, perhaps,
the Christian knows as much of or more
than the Jew ; the latter is a book almost
exclusively Jewish, This Talmud is the
unwritten law. It consists of two parts;
the Miskna, or Repetition consisting of the
decisions of the ancient priests: and the
Gemara, or Completion made up of later
discussions. There are two Gemaras,—one
the Babylonian, the other Jerusalem, and
each of these, with the Mishna, makes the
Talmud of a school. The most important
movement of late years, and one which
threatens the Jewish unity, is the foundation
of a sect of reformed Jews, who, discarding
the Talmud, take the Bible as their autho-
rity. We may add, in conclusion, that the
Jows have an aristooracy and a democracy ;

the first called Sephardim, who are descend-
ants of Spanish and Portuguese Jews, and
trace their lineage to the house of Judah;
the latter called Askenasim, and made up of
the descendants of German and Polish Jews.
They have also numerous charitable insti-
tations, and are now making active efforts
to spread education—the schools, particularly
those of the Reformed Jews, taking a secular
aspect. Their latest school is the West
Metropolitan in Red Lion Square; and any
of our readers who desire to become con-
versant with the educational efforts of the
Jews, will, we are certain, receive every
information from the master, Mr. Brooke.

RV ——

ADVENTURES OF A SPECIAL CORRES-
PONDENT OFF GALLIPOLI.

A correspondent at Gallipoli gives a most
curious and at the same time thrilling nar-
rative of the adventures that befel one of his
brethren on the waters of Gallipoli last Palm
Sunday. He had arrived at Gallipoli on the
previous Saturday in the Golden Fleece, and
not finding himself able conveniently to get
into lodgings, slept on board. It is & wise
saying that one should never sleep on board
a ship when it is possible to sleep on shore.
If the correspondent had remembered it he
would have been saved much trouble. At
midnight a violent gale of wind arose, and
the Golden Fleece dragged her anchor and
ran down some miles from her moorings to a
considerable distance below Gallipoli, on the
Asiatic side of the Dardanelles. At five
o’clock in the morning the correspondent
was on deck, having been promised a boat to
take him ashore, but to his consternation he
was told the orders were to take him only to
the nearest vessel, as the captain, being eager
to make his way to Malta, could not spare &
boat to Gallipoli in such a wind and high
sea. The morning was bitterly cold and
stormy, and the nearest vessel, a stout brig,
was only a couple of hundred yards from the
Golden Fleece ; the white minarets of Galli-
poli stood out far away in melancholy dis-
tance. The correspondent yielded to his
hard fate; the boat of the steamer was with
some difficulty got up, and a few minutes
brought them alongside the brig. Not a soul
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was to be seen. About six feet above the
water, and as many from the top of her bul-
warks, hung a crazy old boat over the side,
and as soon as they had managed to get under
her the men hoisted the correspondent’s bag-
gage into this boat; he contrived to get in
after them, and the jollyboat made way to
the Golden Fleece. As the brig’s boat held
a good deal of water, the correspondent
busied himself in arranging his property on
the thwarts, and then applied himself to the
task of climbing up from the boat into the
vessel. The instant he laid hold of the rope
to do 80, it came alack into his hand—it had
been loosed on deck—and at the same mo-
ment a villianous face was thrust over the
side of the brig, the hideous mouth of which
said— We Greek! No Inglis! You go
away! Wein quarantin!” The correspon-
dent called out to the officer in charge of the
boat of the Golden Fleece, which was strug-
gling against the head wind near the brig,
and told him what the man said.
and said he would tell the captain—his men
gave way, and as he watched their progress
the correspondent was the cynosure of the
neighbouring eyes of some half-dozen of the
most ill-looking dogs that ever came from the
Morea, who peered at him malignantly as he
stood shivering in the cold and spray, in the
open boat, suspended ’twixt sky and water,
over the ahip’s side, and pitching and toesing
a8 she plunged to her anchors. He watched
the boat most anxiously, saw her pull under
the stern of the Golden Fleece after a tough
row; then came a delay full of saspense to
the ndent, and, judge his feelings
when he saw the tackles lowered and the
boat hoisted away up to the davits. He still
waited in forlorn hope to see the gig lowered
away. The shifting of the vessel as she
rolled in the seaway hid the' Golden Fleece
at times from his sight, and each time that
she was lost to view he imagined her hands
busied in pulling & boat to aid him, but the
Bext lurch showed her with her boats hanging
from the davits, her men busied only in pre-
paring for sea. When the Greeks saw the
boat hoisted up and the signals of the cosres-
pondent disregarded, they became very in-
sulting, putting out their tongnes, pointing
10 the sea, and “‘making believe” they would
tilt their boat into it, and at last they pulled

He heard,

up all the loose rope and disappeared. This
looked very ugly—the cold was intense—the
sea water drenching—and so the correspon-
dent shinned up the davit tackle and got on
the bulwark. He was stopped there, however,
by a sailor in far cap and eheepskin jacket,
who plainly intimated he would not let him
on board. As the fellow evidently relied on
the assistance of six or seven others who
were crouching about the deck, the corres-
pondent saw that force would not avail—his
pistols, indeed, were, as they generally are
when wanted, in an obscure recess of some
unknown portmanteau. Entreaties were all
in vain, At last the ruffians asked, “ Kew-
antey volete daree?’ and the tender of a Na-
poleon for the privilege of leaping on the deck
made in reply was accepted, after a delay of
some minutes, which seemed hours to the
sufferer. The money was given and the do-
nor leaped down on deck, but it was only to
find himself in a more threatening position,
for the Greeks thronged around him, and with
the most murderous grins, intended for civil
smiles, pressed lovingly around his pockets
and felt the contents as well as they could by
furtive passes, inviting him at the same time
to descend by a hole in the deck down into
their agreeable salon under the forecastle.
As there could be but little doubt of the in-
terested nature of their hospitality, these
offers were firmly rejected, and the unfortu-
nate “party’’ proceeded to make a last appeal
to “the Golden Fleece” by climbing up on
the transport as well as he could in his fam-
ished and half frozen state, and waving his
handkerchief to the crew. The signal could
be, and no doubt was, distinctly seen, but no
notice was taken of it. Allthe time the un-
fortunate was displaying the little square of
white cambrio, the Greeks were clustered at
the foremast watching whether a boat would
be sent off or not. At length a volume of
spray flashed up from the stern of the Golden
Fleece—it was the first turn of her screw—
another and another followed, and the steam-
er, gathering way shot athwart the bows of
the brig, aud made right down the Darda-
nelles for the sea. The Greeks muttered to
each other, and one fellow, with a very sig-
nificant sneer, pointed to the vessel as she
rapidly increased her distance,—said *No
mind, John—come down—we good mem!
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Bono! Bono!” Meanwhile they began to
finger a deal case which was amongst his
luggage. Pillage looked badly, for no one
can say where it ends once begun; and so
the proprietor descended from his elevated
position on the bowsprit, and redoubled his
entreaties for a boat to the shore. The Greeks
shook their heads, and grumbled and grunt-
ed angrily, getting closer around him, till
at last one very ill-looking dog, coming close
up along side, 1aid hold of the black leather
case of. the racing glass, which hung by a
strap over the shoulder of their unwelcome
visitor, evidemtly thinking that it contained
arms. The correspondent shoved off the
fellow with a thrust of his elbow, and as the
vessel gave alittle heel over at the same time,
sent him reeling up against the bulwark. He
caught hold of his knife made a rush at the
Englishman, swearing horribly as he did so,
but one of his companions caught him by the
wrist. As there was an evident disposition
to take his part among the majority of the
crew, our correspondent prepared for the
worst. It suddenly occurred to him that it
did not seem as if any man of the superior
class who could command such a vessel was
amongthe men, and hepassed quickly through
the crew,and walking aft with aneye well over
his shoulder made for the cabin. The crew
followed, but as soon as he gained the com-
panion, he dived below, and was greeted by
the sight of the captain fast asleep in his
berth. As he tried to explain to him the
object of his unceremonious intrusion in his
best Italian, the correspondent wasinterupted
by the captain saying, in very fair vernacular,
“Speak English, I understand better.” He
flew into a violent rage on being told the
cause of the intrusion—said he was going to
sea in half an hour—that he had been driven
from Constantinople without papers by the
help of the English and French, and might
be seized as & pirats by any ship of war—
that the English had ruined him and his men,
had helped the Turks to murder them and op-
press them, and yet called themselves Chris-
tians; that he would give no boat to the shore
—had no boat to give even if disposed to do
80, and that the Englishman might get out of
the ship his own way as he contrived to get
into it, adding that if he (the captain) was
an Englishman, he would sooner die a hun-

dred deaths, or drown in the sea, than board
8 Greek vessel or ask aid from a Greek sailor.
The prospect of being carried out to sea and
knocked on the head en route to some clas-
sically barbarous hole, was now painfully sug-
gested. A few turns of the windlass and
the brig would have flown down the Darda-
nelles like an arrow. 'Who could prevent it ?
‘Who could even tell what had become of the
hapless Briton whom the captain of the
steamer had sent on board a vessel anchored
in the Dardanelles at half-past five o’clock
one spring morning in half a gale of wind?
As the captain had positively refused to have
anything to do with the Englishman, and
had gone so far in his rage as to spit on the
deck and trample on it, when, in reply to
questions, he said he had been in England,
“Oh1 too often! too often!” There was evi-
dently nothing for it but to “await the
course of events.”” The crew held a consul-
tation among themselves, and one of their
number came aftto the captain and had anan-
gry discussion with him. A steamer visible
through the hage running down from the sea
of Marmora towards Gallipoli was frequently
pointed to, and reference was aleo made agnin
and again to the ships closer in to the town by
both captain andsailor, while the crew seemed
to watch the result with much interest.
The Englishman had not lost sight of the
fact that some bottles of his sherry had dis-
appeared from the case, and had evidently
been drunk by the crew, and there is no doubt
but that he too evinced a good deal of anxiety
a8 to the dialogue. As hewascraning his neck
to listen, the captain roared out, *“Go forward
there! what for you listen tome, eht” This
was too much, and so the correspondent,
taking advantage of their evident dread of
the steamers a-head, said, ‘“Come, come, my
good man, keep a civil tongue in your head ;
remember there are English ships at anchor
near,” (there was not one), ‘“and that there
are English soldiers on shore, and if you in-
sult me it will be the saddest day you ever
knew.” The steamer from the Bospborus
was all this time coming down eloser, and
may be supposed to have entered into the
caloulations of these worthies. Aftera little
further eager consultation the captain re-
turned, and said though he felt the affront of
being boarded in that way without his con-
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sent by-an Englishman, he had prevailed on
his men to try and take him in the boat,
which was small and bad for such a sea, to
an Italian brigantine which lay anchored to]
leeward, and though he would not touch a
penny of money belonging to such a people
his men were poor and had no choice but to
go if they were well paid. The Englishman
#aid he would give a Napoleon for the service
{he would gladly have given ten if put to it at
the time), and the Greek seemed to consider
it liberal. After a fresh ‘“‘row” with the men,
some of whom absolutely refused to go with
the boat, the captain succeeded in persuad-
ing four of them to go over the side—the
Englishman followed with a heart full of
thankfalness, though the boat was indeed
small and bad, and the sea ran high, and
after a hard struggle the erew pulled clear
of the bows, and were battling with the full
force of the short thick waves that broke on
all sides. It was afighting for life, but any-
thing was better than the brig and the
prowling pirates on board her. Many
times the men were about to give up
and return to their ship, but the top of the
Napoleon and the fear of the shore deferred
them, and after tumbling and plunging about
for & much longer time than was pleasant
the boat ran under the stern, of the Italian
brigantine La Minerva of Genova. The cap-
tain seeing a boat put off from the Greek,
manned by four very unprepossessing looking
people, ehrieked over the taffrail, * Che man-
date? Che voleteSignori?” Theprincipalsignor
was too much occupied with the desire to get
on board to reply; a rope hungover the side,
and seizing hold of it as the boat rose on a
wave, the correspondent swung himself off
from her, and with desperate energystruggled
up the side till he stood breathless before
the frightened master and his crew. A fow
words set all to rights. The good Italian
received the siramger with open arms, and
saw that instant steps were taken to se-
cure his luggage from the boat. His boat,
he said, would not live in such a sea, and
indeed he had given the Greeks over several
times, though conscious they were espeocially
protected in & certain quarter when he saw
them descend into the trough of the sea. He
was very indignant when he learned the way

in which the Greeks had acted, and taking

down his glass they made out the name on
her side, in gilt* letters—blank something
Nicholas. As they were looking the Greek
loosed his top sails, flew down the Darda-
nelles, and was out of sight—round a point
of land in & few minutes. In the course of
the moming the wind abated, and the sea
went down, the boat was manned with six
stout Genoese, and the Englishman and good
Captain Ogile parted on the deck of the Min-
arva as did only old friends sever, and it was
with a thankful heart the correspondent
scrambled up on the crazy planks of the
beach of the Gallipoli, and sought the hos-
pitality of the English commissariat.

Pruravity or WorLps.—According to thia
hypothesis, which has received the sanction
of great minds, from Huygens down to Her-
schel, all the solar, stellar, and planetary
bodies are regarded as the abodes of rational,
sentient beings. But there are fiets which
seem to disturb this hypothesis. A terres-
trial man, placed on one of the newly
disoovered planets, would weigh only a few
pounds, whilst the same individual, placed
upon the surface of the sun, would weigh
about two tons. In the one case, therefore,
gravity would soarcely keep the man’s foet
to the ground, and in the other it would fix
them immovably. Moreover, the great at-
traction of the sun must cause bodies to fall
through nearly 335 feet in a second, and,
consequently, & man who might accidentally
fall prostrate, would inevitably be dashed to
pieces. A man of straw, or a locomotive
bladder of smoke, might walk up with exem-
plary steadiness and keep his head up, on
the sun, and a leaden dandy might possibly
adonize with comparative comfort on one of
the recent asteroides. Seriously, before we
can people the universe, we must discover
species of the genus Homo, physically
adapted to the various ocondisioms of all
cosmioal bodies.

Visrzamion.—A fostival instituted by Ur-
ban VI. 10 obtain the Virgin’s intercession,
and in memory of the visit to her cousin
Elizabeth. In several parts of France the
Feast of the Ass was colebrated on this day.

 The asinine performer, and his brethren the

olergy, repaired to the altar together, and
brayed in unison!
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THE EARL OF ELGIN.*

‘We have selected as the first of our gallery of
portraits the present Governor-General, James
Bruce, Earl of Elgin, &c. &c., in the peerage of
Scotland, and Baron Elgin in that of the United
Kingdom.

Our sketch is taken from that in the lustrated
London News, and the accompanying description,
with all political applications omitted, is drawn
from the saine source.

The Eail of Elgin claims comnion ancestry
with the royal family of the same name, so illus-
trious in the earlier records of Scotland. One of
his comparatively later predecessors, Edward
Bruce, of Blairhall, was among the Commissioners
nominated to witness the nuptials of Queen Mary
with the Dauphin, in 15568, and was supposed to
have been poisoned—a circumstance but too signi-
ficant of the long train of disasters that followed
that luckless union. His second son, Edward
Bruce, of Kinloss, was accredited by James VI. to
the Court of Elizabeth to congratulate her Majesty
upon the suppression of the commotions excited by
the Earl of Eesex; and furthered the interests of
his royal master so well in this mission, that on his
return he wascreated Baron Bruce of Kinloss, county
Elgin ; and, on the accession of James to the throne
of England, was nominated of the Privy Council,
and appointed Master of the Rolls. Thomas, third
Baron, was created Earl of Elgin in 1683; but
Charles, fourth of that title, dying without surviv-
ing male issue in 1747, the family honours reverted
to his relative and namesake, ninth Earl of Kin-
cardine, descended from the third son of Edward
Bruce, of Blairhall, already mentioned. Uniting
the two dignities, his Lordship assumed the title
of Elgin and Kincardine ; and was succeeded, on
hisdeath in 1771, by his eldest son, William Robert,
who died a few months afterwards ; the Countess
surviving him many years, and discharging with
great credit to herself the responsible station of
governess to the lamented Princess Charlotte of
Wales. His Lordship’s honours devolved upon
his brother Thomas, who married the only daugh-
ter of William Hamilton Nisbet, Esq., of Dirleton,
in Haddingtonshire.

This accomplished nobleman filled several im-
portant diplomatic appointments, and, while Am-
bassador Extracrdinary in Turkey, formed the
design of collecting and transporting to England
the invaluable remains of Grecian art (chiefly con-
gisting of decorations from the Parthenon) now in
the British Musewn, and known as the Elgin
Marbles.

Lord Elgin married, in 1810, Elizabeth, youngest

?S“hsnv{nz-

daughter of James Townshend Oswald, Esq., of
Dunnikier, in Fifeshire ; of which union the present
Earl is the eldest child, being born in Park-lane,
in 1811 ; consequently, he is now in his forty-third
year—a very early age at which to date services
80 prolonged as those he has rendered to his country
in exalted and responsible office. He received his
education at Christchurch, Oxford ; where, in addi-
tion to a large development of the hereditary pre-
dilection for art, he attained first class in Classics
in 1832; and subsequently became a Fellow of
Merton College. In 1841 he married Elizabeth
Mary, only child of Lennox Cummning Bruce,
Esq., of Roseisle, Stirlingshire ; and the same year
was elected to represent Southampton in Parliament
—in the proceedings of which Assembly, however,
he scarcely took part, owing to the death of his
father, the November following, when he suc-
ceeded 1o the family honours. But though till then
untried in public life, his administrative aptitude
was discovered by the Cabinet in power at the
time, and the result has been alike creditable to
their prescience and his capacity. In March,
1842, he was nominated by the Earl of Derby
(Lord Stanley), then for the second time Colonial
Minister in Sir Robert Peel’s Ministry, as Governor
of Jamaica, where, singularly enough, he succeeded
Sir Charles (afterwards Lord) Metcalf, whom he
subsequently succeeded in Canada (Lord Cathcart
intervening) ; and higher praise can hardly be
bestowed upon Lord Elgin than the fact, that in
either sphere he proved himself in every way
worthy of so impartial, enlightened, and discrimi-
nating a predecessor. For four years, during a
most eventful period in the history of the island,
while, in whag may be called the transition stage
of society consequent on recent legislative altera-
tions affecting the staple of the colony, he conducted
its affairs with exemplary prudence, and with a
degree of satisfaction to the inhabitants of which
vivid remembrance is borne to the present day.

In August, 1846, his Lords}up resigned the
Govemorship of Jamaica, and in the following
month was appointed Governor-General of Canada,
with a salary of £7777 per annum. thuconduct
in this important post, perhaps the most emphatic
eulogium that can be expressed is conveyed in the
fact, that he has been continued in it by four suc-
cessive Colonial Ministers, and that these four were
all at a festival in his honour, viz., Mr. Gladstone,
Earl Grey, Sir John Pakington, and the Duke of
Newcastle; while the president of the evening,
Lord John Russell, had likewise filled the same
office, as also had another of those present, Lord
Glenelg. Thus was the conduct of Lord Elgin as
a Colonial Governor practically sanctioned in the
most complimentary manuer by aix Secretaries of
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State for the Colonies. A seventh may be virtu-
ally said to have done so too; for the Earl of
Derby, in declining the invitation on the score of
an important prior engagement, expressed his
“ respect and regard * for the guest of the evening ;
and, moreover, the noble Earl’s son, Lord Stanley,
was present.

When Lord Elgin assumed the government of
Canada, he took the earliest opportunity to avow
the principles an which he proposed to administer
the trust reposed in him by his Sovereign, and this
avowal obtained for him the general confidence of
the Canadian people.

It would be wholly out of place here to discuss
the political measures brought forward by the
advisers of the Earl of Elgin. According to the
recognized principles of the Canadian Government,
the Ministers of the Crown are responsible for every
act of the Government, and from that responsibility
they have never shrunk. It must not, however,
be supposed (hat the Governor-General’s duties are
either light or unimportant. The zeal displayed
by the Earl of Elgin in advancing the material
interests of the Province, by countenancing every
measure calculated to promote them, has been
admitted on all hands. His able despatches to the
Secretary of State for the Colonies have been read
with admiration by Canadians of all classes; who
have likewise appreciated his efforts to pramote,
byﬁ;eoﬂkrofpﬁmandotherwise,nﬂmllyusefnl
Projects for the improvement of the agricultyre,
commerce, or export manufactures of the Province,

Idelginﬁndaamocteﬁ'ecﬁveluxilinryto
his deserved popularity in the person of his Ppresent
estimable and accomplished Countess. This lady,
theﬁfeandlight,assheistheomament,ot‘the
circle which her husband’s courteous hospitality,
00 less than his official position, draws around him,
bas also hereditary claims on Canadian feeling.
She is the eldest surviving daughter of the late
Eadl of Durham, formerly Governor-General of
Canada; his son, her brother, the present Earl,
being also among those who assembled to honour
Lord Elgin. ’

CaNpLEMAS.—At an early period a festival was
observed on this day commemorative of the presen-
tation of Christ in the Temple, and the Purification
of the Virgin. A profusion of lights was introduced
with reference to Simeon’s acknowledgement of
Christ as a ¢ light to lighten the Gentiles.”

Cunman.—Curran and a companion passing
along the streets in Dublin, overheard a person re-
marks to another— He is a great genus® (genius)
“ That man murdered the word,” ssid Curran’s
fiend. “ Not at all,” replied the wit “ he bas only
knocked an § out.”

TO A BELOVED ONE. ‘

Heaven hath its crown of Stars, the Earth
Her glory-robe of flowers—

The Sea its gerns—the grand old woods
Their songs and greening showers ;

The Birds have homes, where leaves and blooms
In beauty wreathe above ;

High yearning hearts, their rainbow-dream—
And we, Sweet ! we have love.

We walk not with the jewell’d Great,
Where Love’s dear name is sold ;
Yet have we wealth we would not give
For all their world of gold !
We revel not in Corn and Wine,
Yet have we from above
Manna divine, and we’ll not pine :
Do we not live and love ¢

There’s sorrow for the tailing poor,
On Misery’s bosom nurst :

Rich robes for ragged souls, and Crowns
For branded brows Cain curst !

But Cherubim, with clasping wings,
Ever about us be,

And, happiest of Gon’s happy things !
There’s love for you and me.

Thy lips, that kiss till death, have tarn'd
Life’s water into wine ;

The sweet life melting thro’ thy looks,
Hath made my life divine.

All Love’s dear promise hath been kept,
Since thou to me wert given ;

A ladder for my soul to climb,
And summer up in heaven.

I know, dear heart ! that in our lot
May mingle tears and sorrow ;
But, Love’s rich Rainbow’s built from tears
To-day, with smiles To-morrow.
The sunshine from our sky may die,
The greenness from Life’s tree,
But ever, *mid the warring storm,
Thy nest shall shelter’d be.

1 see thee ! Ararat of my life,
Smiling the waves above !

Thou hail’st me Victor in the strife,
And beacon’st me with love.

The world may never know, dear heart !
‘What I have found in thee ;

But, tho’ nought to the world, dear heart !
Thow’rt art all the world to me.
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CEDAR RAPIDS, RIVER ST.
LAWRENCE.*

TaE St. Lawrence is perhaps the only river in the
world possessing 80 great a variety of scenery
and character, in the short distance of one hundred
and eighty miles—from Kingston to Montreal.
The voyage down this portion of the St. Lawrence
is one of the most exciting and interesting that our
country affords to the pleasure-seeking traveller.
Starting at daylight from the good old city of King-
ston, we are at first enraptured by the lovely and
fairy-like scenery of the ¢ Lake of the Thousand
Isles,” and oft we wonder how it is that our helms-
man can guide ug through the intricate path that
lies before him. Surely he will make some mis-
take, and we shall lose our way and our steamer
waader for ages ere the trackless path be once more
discovered. However, we are wrong, and long be-
fore the sun has set we have shot the « Long
Sault,” and are passing through the calm and peace-
ful Lake St. Francis. Gently we glide along,and
are lost in pleasing reveries, which grace the scenes
of our forenoon’s travel. Suddenly we are awakened
from our dreams by a pitch and then a quick jerk
of our vessel, and rising to see the cause, we find
ourselves receiving warning in the Coteau Rapids
of what we may expect when we reach the Ce-
dars, a few miles furtheron. Now the bellis rang
for the engine to slow its speed, and glancing to-
wards the beam, we find it merely moving suffi-
ciently to keep headway on the vessel ; now looking
towards the wheelsman’s house, we see four men
standing by the wheel; backwards we turn our
gaze, and four more stand by the tiller to assist
those at the wheel in guiding our craft down the
fearful leaps she is about to take. These prepara-
tions striking us with dread, we, who are now
making our first trip, involuntarily clutch the near-
estobject for support, and checking our breath,await
the first plunge.—'Tis over. We are reeling to
and fro, and dancing hither and thither among bil-
lows of enormous size, caused solely by the swift-
ness of the current. With difficulty we keep our
feet while rushing down the tortuous channel,
through which only we can be preserved from total
wreck or certain death. Now turning to the right,
to avoid a half sunken rock, aboyt whose summit
the waves are ever dashing, we are apparently
running on an island situated immediately before
us. On! onwerushl We must ground ! butno;
her head is easing off, and as we fly past the island,
a daring leap might land us on its shores; and
now again we are tossed and whirled aboutina sea
of foam, we look back to scan the dangers passed,

* See Engraving.

and see a raft far behind, struggling in the waves.
While contemplating its daugers, we forget our
own, and the lines of Horace appear peculiarly ap-~
plicable to the Indian who first entrusted his grail
canoe to these terrific rapids :—
¢ H} robur et ees triplex
Circa pectus erat, qui fragflem truel
Qomuaisit pelago ratem
Pﬂmﬂl—--"

Ponrr o7 View.—The ancient astronomers
were led into false systems and erroneous concep-
tions regarding the heavenly bodies, in consequence
of viewiag and reasoning upon them in their rela-
tion to the carth and its apparent motions. As-
suming the earth to be at rest in the ceutre of the
univeree, they made the movements of the sun,
moon, planets, and stars, conform to this dogma ;
but whilst their systems answered to some phe-
nomena, they were totally unable to explain the
eccentric movements of the heavenly bodies, as
observed by a epectator on the earth’s surface.
The true system was evolved by making the mm
the centre, and contemplating planetary and stellar
motion in relation to that eternal orb. Simplicity
then took the place of complexity, and order of con-
fusion. May not this fact teach an important
lesson to the sceptie, who can see only complexity
and confusion in the Word of God? Does he not
look upon it from & wrong point of view? W ere
he to raise himself to the centre of moral order and
beauty, would he not perceive that Divine Inspira~
tion is the excellence of Wisdom and the majestic
simplicity of Truth.

CLERIOAL APATHY:—A prelate being in the
company of Garrick, asked him how it was that
the fictions of the stage were received so favourably,
and listened to with so much delight, whilst the
truths of etemity enforced from the pulpit produced
so little effeet. “My Lord,” replied the actor,
4 here lies the secret; you deliver your truths as if
they were fictions ; but we deliver our fictions as
if they were truths.®

Tre Moox.—We assent to the opinion that the
moon has not an atmosphere; but have we ever
reflected on what is implied in the absence of this
iform envelope? The moon must be a soundless,
voiceless desert. Its landscape must be tetally
unearthly aud ghastly; with no srial tiats and
gradations ; and all objects near and remote staring
out with monotenous uriformity. There can be
np diffusion of light in its sky—a dark coneave,
pierced by the burning orb of the sum at one part
of the lunation, and by the vast disc of the earth at
another. The thread of the gossamer, if suspended,
would hang plumb and mationless, like a pendulum

at rest.
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CHAPTER L

EvERY one has heard of that famous political
move by which Napoleon hoped to check-mate
England, and shut her out from the commerce
of the continent. The emperor had been baffled
in his intention of invading this country, and
unwilling to give up the long-cherished hope of
striking & blow at the heart of his powerful
enemy, he sought to effect by indireot means
that which he would have preferred attempting
on the soil of Britain, at the head of & hundred
thousand men. He therefore launched those
memorable decrees, dated from Berlin and Mi-
lan, which were to have had the effect of weak-
ening England by ruining her trade, and ulti-
mately to lay her prostrate at the Toet of the
conqueror.

Many yet alive will remember the excitement
created by the publication of these decrees, and
the establishment of the great continental hlock-
ade. Few, however, are aware of the loss and
suffering consequent thereon, which, though
severely felt by the British, weighed far more
heavily on the continent than on those it was
intended to injure. Commercial men on both
sides of the Channel resorted to all sorts of
schemes to baffle the designs of the all-powerful
emperor. Those who were most deeply involved,
and who made the most profit, never cared to
reveal their sharein the great system of whole-
mle smuggling that was carried on ; and in time
other events effaced the remembrance of daring
enterprise. And yet there was much in that
period that possesses a lasting interest. The
people abroad had no free press in which they
could expose their grievances; and itis difficult
in the present day to form an idea of the severe
judgments pronounced, not only on those taken
in the act of smuggling, but on all suspected,
right or wrong, in any share in the fraud.
Great commercial houses that had stood for a
century or more, were often ruined by some ras-
cally informer who had & spite to gratify, or
who hoped to come in for a share of the spoils.
The whole coast was strictly watched, and it
wasa high crime to send to, or receive from, the
foreigner even a simple letter, though it might
treat of none but family matters. Buch severity,
instead of proving fatal to England, only de-

feated itself, for the people of the continent per-

sisted in having English goods whether or no,

and English manufacturers were not at all back-

ward in sapplying the demand. Having been
Vou. V.—b.

an eye-witness and actor in some of these pro-
oeedings, I have thought that a few chapters
recalling some incidents of that eventful period
might prove interesting to readers of the present
day.

In the year 1797, my father having resolved
on bringing me up to a mercantile life, placed
me for the usual period in & respectable house
at G——. I was then fifteen years of age, in-
clined to work, and with a reputation for intel~
ligence, and soon learned to render myself useful
to my prinoipals, who, at-the expiration of my
term, kept me as one of their clerks. Iremained
in the service of the firm out of regard for my
parents, who wished to keep me near them,
although the meagre salary which I received, to
say nothing of my inclinations, would have led
me to seek fortune in another country. No
change, however, took placein my circumstances
until 1808, the year of the famous decrees of
Milan and Berlin. We had a stock of mer-
chandize on hand which was speedily’exhausted ;
but there were no means of renewing it, and
masters, clerks, and apprentioes crossed their
arms and waited. To shorten time we read
novels and romances of all kinds, bad as well
as good ; and many a circulating library owed
its fortune to Napoleon's hatred of England,
though assuredly neither one nor the other sus-
peoted the fact. Wait we must; but for what?
No one could say. Everybody hoped; but
what? Day after day people repeated by way
of consolation—the string is overstrained, it will
break. They spoke truth, yet the string held
good; and days, weeks, and months of insup-
portable inactivity went by. What yawning!
What secret maledictions upon the emperor!

In February, 1809, the public journals an-
nounced the sale of an English vessel at Cher-
bourg, which had been captured by a privateer.
The cargo consisted of the very articles we had
been so long unprovided with. A rumour went
the round of the office, and the result was that
the firm decided on sending me to the sale.
They gave me full instructions and letters of
credit on Paris for 100,000 francs. I gladly left
my high stool, my desk, novels, and idleness,
and started, happy as a bird flown from the
cage and permitted to try the strength of its
wings.

I remained in Paris only the time necessary
to see our correspondents, and to make some
acquaintance with a world so new to me. By
good fortune I met an ancient college chum,

well up in what was going on, who whispered
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[ /r 0 T mygerijuily into h] ear, that the English were

__sstablishing a mary/at Heligoland, and that a

; ,mveml hayjm succeeded in landing her

‘Friesland. He told me nothing

Tarther ; and though I affected to treat this im-

portant information a8 news of common interest,
1 soon afterwards took a place in the diligence,
and was on my way to Cherbourg.

Scarcely was Paris left behind, than the
movement of the vehicle communicated itself to
my imagination, and while my person journeyed
towards the coast of France, my thought tra-
velled to East Friesland, and hovered over the
rook of Heligoland. At last I exclaimed, while
breathing the dust that flew in clouds from the
road, “What a goose I am! I am going to buy
English goods at Cherbourg at nine times their
value, and pay 45 francs for that which is worth
only five. Can’t I do something better? Pro-
1it is so attractive, that means will be found in
‘the end to introduce these things into France,
-even if they have to go round by the Baltic, or
-the Sea of Marmora. I will go to London, pur-
-ohase a bale, and shall be sure to find a hole in
‘the living hedge of Custom-house officers
through which to pass it. But what will my
.principals say? Bah! if I succeed, I shall ap-
1pear to them white assnow. And if I fail—but
I shall not fail.”

Such were the thoughts that occupied my
'mind during the remainder of the journey.
With every change of horses I built a new castle
in the air, each more and more magnificent.
At lagt, we arrived in Cherbourg. Full of my
adventurous projects, I was no way inclined to
amuse myself by outbidding the numerous buy-
ers who had come, like birds of prey, from all
France, to swoop down on the unlucky English
cargo. The lots were too small to make me en-
vious; and but little impressed by the proverb,
¢¢ A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush,”
I made my way back to Paris.

It must be confessed that on getting near to
the barrieres, 1 began to see a little more dis-
tinotly the obstacles accumulated between my
project and their acoomplishment. I had én-
tered upon the subsiding point of enthusiasm,
when the imagination, after baving taken its
loftiest flights, sinks insensibly downwards, and
goes dragging along the earth. Moreover, how
were our correspondents to be induced to give
up to me the 100,000 francs destined for pur-
chases at Cherbourg, for a purpose that I dared
not reveal !  To speak of my intention of cross-
ing over to England would have either opened

for me the doors of alunatic asylum, or exposed
me to the gravest suspicions. I had, therefore,
to concoct & plan, foresee difficulties, prepare
answers; and Isucceeded. By dint of firmness
and self-possession, aided by a small amount of
lying, I attained my object, which was the
transference of my credit and the letters of re-
ocommendation to Holland. The small lie, as
will be seen in the end, might have cost me very
dear, for more than once I risked my life, as
well a8 my liberty. It involved, also, other
consequences ; obliging me to hold out to the
end with the species of wager that I had laid,
and leading me into transactions and positions
that I should have shrunk from, could I have
foreseen them at the outset of the enterprise.
The remembrance of this error has had a salu-
tary effect on my subsequent existence ; it has
convinced me of the great truth that a first fanlt
paves the way for others, or at least, in most
cases, brings in consequences altogether unex~
pectad and painful.

Soon I was on my way to Holland. I hadno
definite plan of succeeding, neither could I have,
seeing my ignorance of the places, the ciroum-
stances and the possibilities. ~Sometimes I
thought of & voyage up the North Sea, as far as
Russia, even to Archangel or Torneo, if need
were, to find & port where I could land my
goods. The die was oast, and, whatever the
cost, I was determined to win. As it turned
out, a shorter way offered, but which, in fact,
was neither better nor easier.

On my arrival at Rotterdam, I called on & re-
spectable merchant, to whom I was recommend-
ed. He received me 8o kindly, that I confided
my hopes to him, and frankly stated my desire
to cross over to England. In an instant, even
while I spoke, the gentleman’s language and
manner underwent a complete metamorphosis.
His tone became cold, his air severe; and re-
garding me fixedly, hesaid, ‘¢ You ask for what
is impoasible ; such a precious freak would ruin
us all.”

¢ Well, then,” I answered, * give me letters
for the towns in East Friesland, for Hamburg,
and Bremen. I should greatly regret compro-
mising you, but I must go to England.”

¢ Are you determined ?”

¢ Perfectly.”

[ ’m & fouy.l,

¢ No matter, I must go to England.”

¢ Return here to-morrow,” he replied, «P1l
think the matter over;” and with a slight move-
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ment of the hand, by wey of salutation, I was
dismissed.

The next day I was at his door in good time.
He took me into his private office, and seating
himself direotly in front of me, he began,
« Monsieur, I have maturely reflected on your
demand ; can you say the same? Have you
well caloulated all the consequences of your re-
doubtable enterprise? Do you know to what
you expose yourselfand your friends in seeking
sship? Do you know what awaits you, if, as
is to be feared, you fail in escaping the suroeil-
lance of the numerous agents, whose duty it is
to execute the emperor’s decrees I’

“ Owi, monsieur, I am quite aware that Irisk
being taken and shut up in prison, or be a mark
for s bullet, if I attempt to run away. Butl
have already said, ¢Nothing venture, nothing
bave.’ I am determined to go to England.”

« Holland,” went on the worthy merchant,
«is specially watched. We are the more mis-
trusted, because the interests of our commerce
suffer greatly. The police of Paris is as regu-
larly brought into play here as at the Palais
Royal; and I am beund to tell you, it is & point
of conscience with me, that many atiempts simi-
Iar to yours have been made, and that all—all,
without exception, monsieur, have failed. More

than 150 persons are imprisoned in the fortress
of Enkhuysen slone for this sort of thing; and
I have reason to believe that the officers are not
less vigilant towards the norih, and failures take
Pplace there as well a8 here. Take my advice,
and give up your schieme. You are young,” he
added, takingme by the hand, *you appear to
me to be active, and not devoid of ability ; you
will find many other ways of advancing yourself
in the world.”

Pears stood in the excellent Dutchman’s eyes
as he spoke thus for several minutes, and in a
most affectianate tone; but judging from the
exprossion of my featares, as much as from my
answers, that nothing could shake me, he re-
sumed in his habituel tone, < You are, them,
quite determined 1”

“ Oui, monsieur, quite.”

“ Very well, you thall start this evening. A
fisherman of my acquaintance will carry you to
Harwich, in company with two gentlemen whose
scquaintance you will make on board. The
owner is a simple and ignorant man, and his
vessel in rather a bad condition ; two facts which,
bewever uncomfortable in one sense, will have
the advantage of not arousing suspicion. You
will pay eighty guilders for your passage, all

charges included. Yonu have, I believe, no bag-
gage; 80 be in waiting at six precisely this
evening on the steps of your hotel, with nothing
but & portmantesu. A gig drawn by a black
mare, and driven by a big man, will stop before
you; get ap by his side, and keep yourself
quiet.”

¢¢ But, monsieur —’ I wished to interrupt.

¢ have nothing further to say. From this
moment we do not know one another. We have
never seen each other. I wish you good luck.””

‘We shook hands, and I took leave of the kind
hearted merchant, fully resolved to say or do
nothing that might compromise him. In the
evening, s few minates before six, I was at my
post, and presently saw a gig approaching in
the distance. It was the ome I expected—s
black mare and a big driver; there could be no
misteke. I took my seat, the whip smacked,
and away we went.

Up one street, down another, across the out-
skirts of the city; and at last the open country.
I addressed a fow words to my companion. Not
s word or sign in answer; he appeared not to
understand me. I waited & quarter of an hour,
and renewed the attempt at conversation, butin
German; still the same silence. He made up
his mind not to talk, that was evident; so I re-
signed myself to the course of events.

The day waned, and was succeeded by the
darkest of nights. 8till we kept on at the same
peoe along a narrow and deserted road, making,
as it seemed to me, numerous deours. My
heart beat quickly with excitement and impa-
tience. At length we came to a cross-road,
where twé men of rather suspicious appearance
were waiting. My driver leaped nimbly from
the gig, took my portmantesu, handed it to
the two men, spoke s few words to them in &
low tone, which it was impossible for me to
comprehend ; then turning to me, he whispered
in my esr, in good French—¢ Follow these
men ;” and remounting immediately to his seat,
he lashed the black mare, and disappeared.

Without saying a word, my guides walked off,
and I followed them. Judging from their be-
haviour and their dress, they belonged to the
lower class of people, and they were quite as
tacitarn as the big driver had been. We crossed
large damp meadows, then stubble-fields, then
endless dykes, and more squashy meadows;
and kept on for s full hour and » balf, when wo
came to another oross-road, where two other
men were walting me. My guides put the

portmantesu into their hands, and addressing
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me in Dutch, said— ¢ Betalen, Mynheer, betalen”
(Pay, monsieur, pay).

This demand vexed me greatly. My purse
was but slenderly furnished, and my correspon-
dent at Rotterdam assured me that my eighty
guilders would defray all charges. I, however,
drew a few florins from my pocket; the men
made a grimace of dissatisfaction, and insisted
on having more. Being impatient to find my-
pelf under some roof where I could rest and dry
myself, I added three crowns to the gift, and we
parted good friends.

While following my new guides, I was full of
joyous reflections. I saw myself, at the end of
snother hour or two, embarked in & good ship,
scudding away to England, whose soil I hoped
to tread on the morrow. My golden dream
lengthened with our walk, which, in profound
silence, was across wet meadows and along wea-
risome dykes as before. The night was cold as
well a8 dark, and we had walked for more than
two hours, but I scarcely felt fatigued, so much
was I sustained and cheered by the thoughts to
which I entirely abandoned myself. By and by
we encountered two other men, who were evi-
dently posted to wait for us, and I had to un-
dergo a second course of ‘ Betalen, Mynheer,
bet ” 1 made a desperate resistame, but
was forced to yield to necessity. I had given
myself up to these men; my project was com-
pletely in their power, and I was dependent on
their good-will. I paid, therefore, in order to
eontinue my journey.

CHAPTER IL

As we kept on across the dreary midnight land-
scape, I began to have scruples, or rather fears,
a8 to the result. Suspicion after suspicion
crept into my mind, and at last I persuaded
myself that I had fallen into the hands of clever
rogues, who were determined to make the most
of me. It seemed to me that I recognized some of
the places we passed, and the idea grew upon me
that I was to be walked round and round upon
the same road all night, without bringing me a
step nearer to my destination, until every sous
had been extorted from me. Immediately I
took the resolution to be on my guard, and to
keep out of the trap, if trap there were, what-
ever might be the consequences Waiching my
opportunity, therefore, as a preliminary pre-
eaution, I contrived to conceal in a safe place
about. my person all the loose money I had in
my pocket, continuing all the while to follow
my guides. At length they halted; we stood

still on the same spot for some minutes, with-
out saying & word to each other, and I was be-
ginning to feel uneasy at the delay, when &
figure came towards us out of the gloom, and
at once my two guides broke out with the eter-
nal ¢ Betalen, Mynheer, betalen.”” 1 answered
them successively in French, German, and Eng-
lish, trying to explain that I had no money left,
and owed them nothing. They, however, could
not, or would not understand ; and repeated,
with greater emphasis, ‘¢ Betalen, betalen.” It
was in vain that I added pantomime to speech,
and turned my pockets inside out, to demon-
strate their emptiness ; the Dutchmen remained
as little convinced by my signs as by my words.
I then lost patience, and snatching my port-
manteau from their hands, sat down upon it,
without & word of explanation.

A quarter of an hour dragged slowly away,
full of anxieties on my part; for if these men
abandoned me, my project failed at the very
outset. But I had the advantage over them of
a fixed determination, and guessed at the causes
of all their hesitation. They eould neither make
up their minds to leave me on the road, nor to
lose the few florins which they had promised
themselves. Whether it was that their patience
became exhausted, or that they had other busi-
ness to attend to, they at length reluctantly, as
it seemed, took themselves off. The man who
had come alone to meet us then signed to me to
follow him, notwithstanding that he had wit-
nessed the success of my struggle with his
countrymen. I congratulated myself heartily
on the result, for now that my conductor knew
there was nothing further to be obtained from
me in the way of gratuities, he would probably
not wish to prolong his walk. And, indeed, at
the end of another half hour, just as day was
beginning to peep, we came in sight of a cabin
built on the bare sandy shore st the mouth of
the Maas. Pointing towards it, my guide gave
me to understand that I was expected at the
miserable little edifice, there was my destina-
tion, and, without enother word, he abruptly
left me. '

I was worn out with cold, fatigue, and hun-
ger; but the sight of the broad expanse of
water reanimated me, and I stepped gaily into
the cabin, the interior of which, however, offer-
od nothing cheerful. Broken planks, pieces of
ships’ timbers, and nets heaped one on the other,
nearly filled the narrow space. A man who lay
stretched on these nets, rose at my entrance,
struck s light, bade me lie down, and $6ld me,
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in bad German, that the buss, the fishing-boat,
would drop down the river next day, and take
us on board. The us reminded me of the two
travelling companfons that had been mentioned
to me at Rotterdam ; and, at the same inetant,
s though answering to my thought, there came
from behind the pile of planks two individuals
equally desirous with myself to arrive in Eng-
iand.

The eldest, whose age might be forty, was
Portuguese consular agent at Antwerp. For
two years the course of events had deprived him
of occnpation, of salary, and of perquisites, and
it was literal hunger that made him brave the
risk of the passage. The other was a young
man of tweaty, a native of Demerara, from
whence he had been sent & boy of eight,
to be edueated in Holland, and was now about
to return to America, to take possession of a
large property bequeathed to him by one of his
wncles. They were both good fellows, and we
became very intimate during the ten days that
eur compamionship lasted. But enough of a
travelling friendship, which ended at London,
where we separated, and I never saw them
sfterwards.

These two gentlemea had been hiding in the
hut for five whele days, living on previsions
which they had had the foresight to bring with
them. I ought te have done the same; but
having, uanfortumately, believed that the trip
would not be more than twenty-four, or, at most,
thirty hours, I had brought but scanty provision
with me, and was obliged at once to put myself
en short allowanee. The aets served us for
beds; and though there was a wide difference
between the hard, stringy meshes and eider-
down, we nevertheless slept soundly. But what
was more disheartening, the promised boat had
failed to make its appearance; and for three
mortal days that we had to wait, we exhausted
and worried ourselves with conjeetures as to the
canse of the delay. At last, on the morning of
the fourth day our hest awoke us with the news
that the vessel had arrived, and lay at anchors
few handred yards from the shore. A few
minutes later, thanks te his rieketty fishing-
punt, we were safely on board.

Scarcely had we installed oursélves, than the
word was given to heist the sail, and away we
went. QOur satisfaction may be imagined ; we
embraced one another, we daneed, and, in faet,
were fairly evercome by inexpressible emotion.
All at once a violent shock interrupted our pre-
mature demonstrations ef delight. The duss had

struck a sand-bapk, and with such force, as to
form a groove, in which we became fixed. What
was to be done? An ugly eross sea wae getting
up; the shallows stretched away for miles
around, and our captain—if such a title may be
given to a fisherman—was not well acquainted
with the channel. There we were, stopped short
at the very moment we thought the last obstacle
had been left behind ; and the only answer to our
anxious, What was to be done ? was to wait for
the tide. Five long hours did we wait, and
then the rising tide set us once more afloat, but
only to drift us baek to the point from which
we had set out; and now, on the heels of the
first misfortune, followed a seeond. The eaptain
gave us to understand that his ¢ sailing per-
mit” being only for a limited period, he was
afraid to undertake a voyage in which so much
time had already been lost, and with the pros-
pect of imprisonment and loss of his vessel by
confiscation on his return. He therefore refused
to make the pasage.

1 held eounsel with my two eompanions in
misfortune. Had we been armed there is no
doubt that with a pistol at his ear the fisherman
might have been forced to steer once more away
from the land ; but unluckily my only weapon
was a smell penknife, and I was thebest armed
of the three, There was nething for it but to
submit to neceseity, and re-enter the river. The
other two crept into & hiding place eontrived in
the side of the veseel, while I, as 1ast comer and
supernumerary, was foreed to crawl under &
heap of nsts. Tho buss floated up to a well-built
village, the name of which I never heard, was
made fast to a wharf, where a couple of officers
came immediately on board to make the usual
seareh prescribed by custom-house and muaici-
psl law. Happily they could not see through
planks nor a heap of nete, and they made no_
attempt to remove ome or the other, so that
though I eould bear every word they spoke they
did not diseover me where I lay in my stifling
quarters. Theday passed uncomfortably enough
for me, and just as I had eome to the conclusion
that the night was te pass in the same way, the
captain called me from my hiding place, threw
over me & seaman’s cloak, and stepping on
shore, led me to a house brilliant with cleanli-
ness, where I found my two friends, & bright
five, and a well-spread table. A good-looking
woman waited on us, and for my part I never
made a better repast, nor slept better, for ex-
cellent beds had been prepared for us. We had,
however, to be up before the day to ensconse
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ourselves once more in our hiding places. ' It
had rained all night, and the change from com-
fortable beds to wet planks was anything but
agreeable. Scarcely had I crept in than the
officers paid us a second visit, and one of them
began to turn over the nets under which I was
hidden. I could hear his movements without
being able to interpose a check, and the most
frightful apprehensions seized me. To the dread
of being discovered was added that of being
pierced by his sounding-iron or his bayonet. I
trembled from head to foot, and cursed the pro-
Jjeot which hadled me into such a predicament.
Every moment did I expeoct to feel a stab, or to
hear the cry that I was discovered; but the
officer, either becoming weary of his task or
soeing nothing to excite his suspicion, replaced
the nets before he had got to the bottom of the
heap, and I escaped with the fright.

No sooner was the search over than our cap-
tain again unmoored, and once mere we des-
cended the Maas: taught by his first mischance,
he kept a better look out, and we got clear of
the shallows without striking. But the aocident
had rendered him so timorous and mistrustful,
that he refused to keephis vessel going at night,
and as soon a8 evening set in, he heaved-to till
day-break. Fortunately the weather was fine
and the sea calm, too calm, indeed, for impa-
tient voyagers; we mare than onoe thought our-
selves in danger of being drifted down by the
ourrents to the Straits of Dover, We had sus-
pected the ignorance of the captain, but it ex-
ceeded all our anticipations, and his want of
skill was evident even to those unaccustomed to
the sea. The boat, in truth, was detestable, as
most Dutch boats are; & very shoe, broad and
flat, with but a few inches of keel, suited to the
shallow coast of Holland, steering badly and
sailing slow. One morning, lying on the half-
deok, I happened to pierce one of the planks
with my penknife, when to my surprise, the
whole blade buried itself with the greatest ease
up to the handle. I tried the eame experiment
in other places, and found the wood everywhere
rotten, a by no means comfarting discovery, for
if it should come on to blow hard the old tub
might break up and send us all to the bettom.

However, the calm weather held; but the run
across, instead of from thirty-six to forty hours,
took us seven days! And it would have been
longer had we not been spoken by a party of
English amugglers out on a cruise, who wished
to know if we had gin to sell, and who put us
on the right course, for we hed got ten leagues

to the southward of our port. During these
seven days we had to content ourselves as re-
gards food with the mess-kid of the crew, which
was by no means appetising. Barley broth,
mixed with beer, and with a measure of treacle
when the captain thought fit to give betier fare
than usual, was our daily diet, to which the crew
added lumps of raw bacon. In vain, although
tormented by hunger, did I try to follow their
example. Providence had not given me either
a Dutch or Greenlandish stomach, and I really
suffered from want of food. When, three years
afterwards, I oconsulted the celebrated oeulist
Forlensi of Paris on my disessed eye, which
caused me much uneasiness (in fact, I have lost
the sight of one eye, and see but badly with the
other), he told me there waa a contraction in the
optic nerve, which I could enly attribute to the
privation of nourishment which I had undergone
in the last three days of this tedious voyage.
Atlength, seven days after our departure from
the Maas, we saw the pleasant clean-looking
town of Harwich hefore us, and its harbour full
of vessels, The morning was bright and glad-
some, the sky cloudless, and thesun shoneas I
have seldom seen it shine in England. We
were eager to land, but an officer came on
board and ordered us to lie off until we had got
permits from the Alien Office. Here was an-
other delay; but by return of post the neces-
sary documents arrived, and we had the satis-
faction of going on shore and taking up our
quarters in an exoellent hotel. Here I may
mention two facts which signalised our arrival at
Harwich. The first was the pertinacity with
which one of the custom-honse officers, seeing
my chin covered with a beard of a fortnight’s
growth, insisted that I was & Jew, and would
by no means be convinced that I was not of the
posterity of Abraham. The second may help to
give an idea of the reality, of the blockade by
which Napoleon hoped to cut England com-
pletely off from the continent. As soon as we
entered the port we were met by the agents of
some of the London newspapers, who asked if
we had any news or any papers. The Pertu-
guese found a torn leaf of & paper in his pocket,
at least three weeks old, bat for this, so eager
were they for news, they paid almost its weight
in gold. 1do net exaggerate, for the sum served
to pay his expenses from Harwich to Londen.
We had then to regret that we had not supplied
ourselves largely before setting out with such
profitable merchandize. Butas the old proverh
says—‘‘Qne can’t foresee everything;” and in
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this incident we had still more reason to con-
gratalate ourselves on the fortunate termination

of our voyage.

CHAPTER III.

Ox arriving at London I gavemyself up entirely
to business, leaving pleasure or sight-seeing
for a fature occasion. Ome of my first proceed-
ings was to gather all the information possible
concerning the Heligoland affair, which was one
of those self-defenzive expedients that commerce
is sure to resort to when she is prevented hav-
ing fair play. It took me a whole fortnight to
find out what I wanted, for the enterprise was
still & secret for the public, and most of the
merchants and traders knew nothing whatever
of the means by which merchandize might be
forwarded to the comtinent. In the end, how-
ever, my friends discovered the broker who had
sent the first ship to Heligoland, the one of
which I had heard a whisper at Paris. He was
just then preparing a second despatch; and not
to lose time I immediately bought goods to send
by the same ship, and followed them up by
other purchases to the extent of the sum at my
disposal. For a time these operations were kept
secret, and large profits were realised; but at
last all was made public, and then everybody
wished to share in the Heligoland trade, and
vessels gailed every day. My purchases
had all been sent off, and I was about to follow,
and watch over their introduction to the conti-
nent, when the British Government put an em-
bargo on all the ships ‘in their ports, and de-
ranged my plans as well as those of a thousand
others. They were fitting ont the expedition to
Walcheren, which it was important to keep se-
eret; and in consequence, during the six weeks
that the embargo lasted, not a ship left her an-
chorage, nor could foreign letiers be gent or re-
ceived. There was a complete interruption to
business.

1 employed the time in seeing London and its
environs, a pleasurethat I would willingly have
deferred to a fature visit; but there was no al-
ternative.

No soener was the embargo taken off, than
heaps of letters arrived. Events had marched
with great strides on the nerthern coasts. A
passage had been deen disoovered, and a good
many cargees ‘‘run” across East Friesland, a
region now known as the Duchy of Oldenburg,
and part of Hanover. My first two lots of goods
were already on the continent, and all seemed
to be going on swimmingly, when one day we

were thrown into consternation by the news
that 600 custom-house guards had been de-
spatohed to form a cordon from Dusseldorff to
Lubeck, and thus to hem in the part of the
country through which we had been passing our
merchandize. Napoleon was at that time medi-
tating the capture of the island of Loban and
the battle of Wagram, but with his indefatigable
vigilance overlooking the whole extent of hia
great empire, he saw that the English, whom
he hated with implacable hatred, were opposing
him on the sea-coast as well as in Germany, and
he issued the order which overturned all our
plans. What was to be done? Time pressed;
there was nothing for it but to be off at once to
the spot to save, if possible, our threatened
packages.

I took a place in the first packet for Heligo-
land. We had a hundred passengers on board,
80 numerous were those engaged in supplying
the continental markets —smuggling some
would have called it. The vessel was roomy, in
good condition, and commanded by an excellent
oaptain. The weather, too, was favourable, and
in sixty hours we came in sight of the famous
rock which had become all on a sudden the
stepping-stone for commerce between England
and the continent.

Heligoland is a rock about a mile in eircum-
ference, situated some six leagues from the
mouth of the Elbe. It rises perpendicularly
from the sea, extept in one place where a stony
beach a few yards in width forms a landing-
place; and from this a stair cut in the cliff
leads to the top of the rock. This islet, inha-~
bited by about thirty families of fishermen, who
were some of the best sailors in Europe, had
long been in the hands of the Danes; but in the
war against France the English seized it to use
a8 & means of communication with the northern
coast of Germany. At the time of my arrival
this little known point of the world had been
for some weeks smrrounded by @ large flpet of
veseels of all sizes, overladen with all kinds of
merchandize. You could get everything you
wanted, of whatever style, except food and lodg-
iug. At that time there was but one tavern—
a wretched affair with only two beds—in the
whole island; and no preparations had been
made, nothing had been foreseen for the large
floating population, attracted thither by the
hope of pushing a trade. Living was incredibly
dear. For sixty francs a day, you could not get
a8 much as might have been bought with forty

sous at Paris. Fortanately the population was
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continually renewed; they just set foot on
shore, and were off again immediately.

Renouncing all hope of getting a bed, I saun-
tered in the evening among other strangers out
towards the beacon, with the intention of pass-
ing the night near its cheerful blaze. We seated
ourselves as best we could upon our bags and
portmanteaus around the huge chauffier that
shed a bright illumination farinto the darkness.
The sky was clear, the air shatp and piercing ;
and although well clad, having a pilot-coat for
additional protection, I soon found my position
unbearable, and made my way back to the fow
houses that did duty for a town. I inquired
for the domicile of my correspondent, and, in
reply to my knock, & man, pale and apparently
in ill health, about forty years of age, came to
open the door. I made myself known to him,
and related my embarrassment, ¢ Come in,”
he answered, ‘ we'll do the best we can.” His
abode was far from spacious, six feet by eight
being its utmost dimensions; and the furnitare,
two chairs, a table, two chests, and a cast-iron
stove. I lay down with my clothes on. Youth
and good health, it is said, can sleep anywhere;
however, on rising in the morning, I felt a great
desire to breathe fresh air. ¢ Shall we go down
to the port?” I asked, ‘and see if my cases
have arrived, and whether we can send them
on?”’

¢*Oui, monsieur,” answered my host; bat
my clerk must go with you, I cannot stir cut,
it’s my fever day.”

«“What1” I exclaimed,
fever?”

¢ have had it, monsieur, for several months,
and, unluckily, I cannot get rid of it.”

These words made me shudder as with & thun-
derstroke. To be arrested by disease just at the
time when I had greater need to be active and
vigilant! I trembled with horror at the thought.
A night in a fever bed! I rushed down to the
shore and plunged into the sea, which at that
moment appeared to contain too little water to
cleanse me from the dreaded miasm. A num-
ber of seroons of quinquina were ranged along
the beach, I opened one with my pocket-knife,
and chewed a quantity of the bark, which, thus
inconsiderately taken, might have given me the
very malady that I was taking so much pains
to avoid. Happily, I escaped for the fright.

Some hours later I had arranged for a pas-
sage in a small decked boat to Wangeroed, a
sandy islet near the coast of East Friesland.
The hardy Heligolanders, in these diminutive

¢ you have the

vessels, brave the worst weather of one of the
worst seas of the globe.

The boat in which I had taken my passage
hoisted her sail, and away we went for Wan-
gerod, though not so pleasantly as could be
wished, for the wind was a-head. Yet such was
my astonishment at the skill and precision of
our manceuvres, at the rapidity with which tack
succeeded to tack, and the readiness with which
the little vessel obeyed her helm, that before I
had time to recover from my surprise at wit-
nessing to me such a novel and incredible sight,
we had arrived at our destination. I was put
on shore at Wangerod, and took a guide te show
me the way across to the mainland at low water,
We had to wade through a narrow arm of the
sea, but the weather was tranquil, and the.
water rarely came above our knees. There was
nothing to indicate danger. These shallows,
however, are very differeat in storm to what
they are in calm ; then huge waves'rush across
them, high enough to float a large ship, but so
shallow in their hollows that any unfortunate
vessel caught by them is speedily dashed to
pieces. A place was pointed out to me where
two travellers, crossing in the same way that X
did, were lost, with five fishermen who accom-
panied them.

At about a league from Carolinensjhl, my
guide, after giving me a few directions, left me
to myself. . He gave me to understand that the
owner of the first house I should come to on the
left at some distance from the village wasa good
sort of fellow, who might be depended on. 1
followed his directions, and walking in at the
door of the house indicated, I found a woman,
still young, surrounded by & troop of brats,
who, as children do everywhere, worried her
with their noise and movement. I asked for
something to eat, and the husband entering as
I spoke, he said to his wife:

¢ Get two omelettes ready for monsieur, while
I go for some wine.”

He was a8 good as his word, and brought
me & small bottle of very passable liquid, and
while eating what was set before me, I asked
him whether it would be possible to find a eon~
veyance to Aurich, a town about four leagues
from Carolinenzihl.

«T'll see about it,” he answered laconically,

¢ How much have I to pay for the two ome-~
lettes ?”

¢ Two louis.”

“What! two louis !” I exclaimed.
very dear.”

¢« That'a
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“ Do you think so? Let us go to the in-
spector; he'll tell us if it is too much-”

< Ah well,” I answered, ‘I take you at your
word ;” and drew the two pieces of gold from
my pocket with a good grace.

¢« That’s your sort,” replied the other; ¢ you
are a good fellow; I’ll carry you myself to Au-
rich. The waggon shall soon be ready.”

During his absence, which was not long, I
had time to recall to memory the Emperor Jo-
seph I1., who, in like manner, had been made
to pay two louis for a couple of eggs. There
was something in the similarity that flattered
my vanity, but at the same time I thought that
travellers would certainly be rare at Carolinen-
sihl. Then I began to question whether my
entertainer were really to be depended on; my
liberty was in his hands, my life perhaps, un-
doubtedly my enterprise was, and my honour
was bound up with that. Still, his physiognomy
and that of his wife seemed candid and honest,
and come what would there appeared to be no
alternative but to trust myself entirely to them.

While thinking, I approached the window,
where I saw the man harnessing a handsome
mare to an open car, at the back of which he
placed a calf and a heap of straw. This done,
he came into the house, wrapped me from head
to foot in an old cloak, and in exchange for my
trim English hat gave me a broad-brimmed felt
of the country, which completely shaded my
face, then bidding me mount we set off. We
made our way along the whole length of the
village, and soon inspector, gendarmes, customs
officers were left behind, and I could breathe
with an ease and freedom rare under the cir-
cumstances. We entered Aurich at nightfall;
but having neither acquaintantance nor business
in that town, I hastened my departure for Emb-
den, where I had correspondents, and where I
knew the authorities were not over-scrupulous.

Considering the price of the omelettes, I ex-
pected to pay twenty or twenty-five louis formy
four leagues’ riding, and I should have paid
them without regret, seeing that the journey had
carried me through a line of custom-houses.
My conductor, however, did not in this case
take too great anadvantage of his position, and
I had to congratulate myself on the way in
which the matter was settled between us.

It was something to have passed the custom-
houses. The next step was to put myself on a
right footing with the police, andto find a place
where I eould establish my head-quarters, and
watich the transport of my merchandise. With

respect to the first point, a few louis procured
me a passportundera false name, which from that
time was the one I always adopted in my busi-
ness transactions in that part of the country,
while I assumed a second for my correspond-
ence with England, and a third for that with
our house. These arrangements together with
certain precautions of detail, would have made
it difficult, if not imposssble, to establish a case
against me had I by any chance come under
suspicion. Besides, I took pains to make it ap-
pear that I was following a legitimate profession,
by setting up as a travelling dealer in clocks
and watches. One of my friends who was set-
tled in Holland, fitted me out with an assortment
of watches, which I offered for sale in my per-
ambulations, and thus kept myself in counte-
nance. By this assumption of the character of
a hawker, Ifeel assured that I lived with less
care and anxiety than many other of my com-
panions in fortune, who appeared to me always
harassed and uncertain of their safety.

Touching the second point, after having be-
lieved that Embden would form my best centre
of operations, I soon found that I had deceived
myself, and shifted my head quarters to Mep-
pen. I was perfectly amazed by the apathy of
the population among whom fate had thrown
me for the time; they seemed altogether indif-
ferent to events and interestsin which they were
directly and essentially concerned. It was well
known all round the neighbourhood that a divi-
sion of French custom-house officers had arrived
to engirdle Holland, Friesland, and the Duchy
of Oldenburg; but a fortnight after they had
taken up their position, though not more than
thirty leagues distant, no one could tell me if
the line was well kept and organized in all its
length, nor the position and strength of the re-
spective posts. I repeat, all the interests of
the country were concerned in this question; it
was completely blockaded, and at the mercy of
the emperor, and yet there was the inertia
which I have complained of, and could in no
way explain, except that it might be the result
of stupor. Moreover, the Frieslanders are the
most indolent and apathetic of any people I
ever saw.

During three months I led a wandering life,
the most adventurous and fallest of excitement
that can be imagined. It would be impossible
for me to relate in detail all that took place,
and the more 8o, as sach constant repetition
would weary the reader. To give some idea of
it, however, I may state that I passed the

~
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greater part of my time on horseback, having
to oversee the arrival of my merchandize, and
its disposal within reach, and to be continually
exploring the customs’ line, to find out the weak
and ill-guarded places. Then there was to make
personal acquaintance with the leaders of the
diﬂ:prent squads by whom the goods were run,
besides concocting all sorts of schemes—some-
thing new every week—for effecting the pas-
sage, and throwing dust in the officers’ eyes;
and not least, I had to be always present in
person, sometimes to use the strong hand, at
others te effect a compromise.

At the beginning we could work only on a
very small scale, being badly seconded. It is
true there were men enough eager to make mo-
ney by helping us, but fear got the better of
their good will ; they were as if terrified, and
afraid to commit themselves. But after & time
our facilities multiplied, because it became evi-
dent that the local authorities would proteot us
from the consequences of evading the emperor’s
laws, and were prepared to wink at our pro-
oeedings. So true is it that commerce by some
means or other will keep itself in activity. A
case occurred, even in the family of the em-
peror, of this indulgent system. The King of
Westphalia, whose territories we frequently
borrowed when it suited our purpose to do 80,
was not at all pleased, as weo knew afterwards,
that his imperial brother had invested his king-
dom by oustoms’ officers without giving him
warning. He despatched many & ocourier to
Napoleon, then in Austria, with complaints and
remonstrances on this invesion of his rights;
and all the time the correspondence was going
on between the two brotheps, the French em-
ployés had to rely on themselves slone, finding
no support either in the civil or military autho-
rities of the country. Without, then, knowing
the cause of this want of agreement, we never-
theless suspected its existence, and profited by

- ity to send our goods across full swing. Scarcely
8 night that we were not out, one or two par-
ties, with from fifty to two hundred waggons,
trying our luck. At times there was a surprise,
and muskets and pistols came into play, some-
times fatally, but the viotims were fow, and no
one seemed to care for their loss. The first time
that I heard the cross whistling of the balls,
like Charles XII. I involuntarily ducked my
head; but one gets used to everything, and in
time the whiz of & bullet gave me no more con-
cern ‘than the buzzing of a chafer. But to tell
the truth, the parrots, as the officers were call-

ed, because of their green uniforms, could not
get the upper hand ; they often fired for the
pleasure of firing, and only on two oocasions did
they dare to meet one of our convoys face to
face. I shall relate here a few of these adven-
tures, by way of specimen; they will serve to
show what was our mode of operation, the tac-
tics we were obliged to employ in our earnest
endeavour to disperse useful productions; and
a8 there was, besides, something characteristie
in these law-defying nocturnal expeditions,
there will be the more interest in recalling them
to memory. When the excitement of war pre-
vails, we are not unwilling to read even of com-
mercial hostilities,
CHAPTER IV.

O~z day shortly after the commencement of
the three months of adventure mentioned in
the preceding chapter, I fell in with a sergeant
of the custom-house guards, who had charge of
a post with five men, and had s little quiet chat
with him, during which he insinuated, with
singular delicacy, that if I would come down
bandsomely, he would let & whole night go
without making his rounds. I caught at the
bait, as may be supposed, and we set about
arranging our plans, in which it was stipulated
that he should come to my lodgings at seven in
the evening with his five men, their arms and
baggage, that they should stay there al night,
and that in the morning I should give them
their liberty, and something else—320 franocs,
The bargain was satisfactory to both parties ;
but from the moment it was ooncluded, I took
care not to let the honest sergeant out of my
sight, and sent off a messenger with the neces-
sary orders for the preparation of my waggon
train. The more vehicles, and the fuller the
loads, the better, for the chance was too good
to be lost. Seven o’clock struck; the guards,
with their chief, came punctual to the rendeavous,
delivered up their arms, and followed me to my
room, where at one end I had a table set for
them, well furnished with things eatable and
drinkable, tobacco to smoke, and cards for play.
Do you find all ybu want?” I asked. ¢ Yes,
master ; yes, master,” answered the men, appa-
rently well content with the prospect of such
good cheer, and losing no timo, they at once
began an attack upon the viands. Meanwhile,
I took up & position at the other end of the
room, behind a long table which served me as
rampart, should such a defence be necessary,
and there, with the musketa of the guard at my
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side, and a couple of pairs of pistols within
reach, I watched the course of events. As soon
as the men were busy with their supper, I closed
the shutters, locked the door, put the key in my
pocket, and sent off a second measenger, with
instructions for the cavalcade to start. There
had been ample time for its preparation. I
watched every movement of my boisterous guests,
being rather suspicious of their good faith; but,
to do them justioe, they appeared to have no
other thought than to enjoy themselves. They
kept on eating, drinking, smoking, and playing
the whole night, interspersing their ecoupation
with disgusting stories and obsoene jests, added
to which the atmosphere became every moment
more and more oppressive, more offensive, and
I was near fainting under the combined influence
of disgust and foul air. However, at three in
the morning, a knock upon the shutter announced
that matters had gone off suocessfully, and I
speedily dismissed my unsavoury visitors. They
were all from Liege, as I gathered from their
eonversation ; and truly they gave me no favour-
ableidea of Flemish breeding. Notwithstanding
the success of my band of freetraders, the remem-
teance of this night was so distasteful, that
mthing would have tempted me to repeat the
experiment ; and I persuaded my friends that
the better way was to force the line of our
sdversaries, at. whatever cost—pistol in hand,
if mecessary.

I might go en relating similar adventures,
were there not a risk of wearying the reader,
and overstepping the space at my disposal; I
shall therefore make a diversion, by a few
sketches of manners, which may serve to show
still more clearly the time and the people among
whem I was thrown,—by my own clicice, I need
not repeat.

My associates in these adventures were all
traders, or merchants, like myself, holding, or
responsible for stocks of English goods that
found their way across the North Sea in sur-
prising abundance. 'We were most of us young,
and not deficient in courage and resolution.
We lived, so to speak, on horseback, often lost,
or compulsorily delayed, in the midst of the
wild sandy heaths or marshy plains which con-
stitute 8o large & portion of the surface of that
part of Europe. We went always armed to the
teeth, and carrying in a belt round our body
from 200 to 800 louis in gold. Whenever we
could get the chance of & brief halt at a tavern,
out came packs of cards from our pockets, a
faro bank was forthwith established, and we

went into the game with a spirit only to be
appreciated by those similarly circumstanced.
I had generally good luck, owing, perhaps, to
my excellent memory, which enabled me to
remember the suits of cards as they were
played. Although we often became highly
excited in this pastime, it never led to a quarrel.
We drank, we laughed, the golden coins passed
from one pocket to another, then winners and
losers alike remounted their horses, and away
we went to sell cloth and calico, in spite of the
Emperor.

To tell truth, money had lost its ordinary
value for us, we made such enormous profits,
and were always 8o uncertain of the morrow!
To give an idea of our indifference, or our pro-
digality in this respect, I may relate that, being
one evening on watch at the corner of a marsh
with 8 Hanoverian, I refused twenty, thirty,
forty, fifty louis which he offered me for my
overcoat, s garment that had cost me onmly
twenty-five francs when new. And well for me
that I had such hard-heartedness or greatness
of soul, whichever it may be thought, for there
was a keen wind, and a few days later my
Hanoverian comrade was laid by the heels with
a cruel fever, which, unprotected by my coat, I
might have caught, and not he.

During our stay at Meppen, the most misera-
ble and the most devoid of resources of all the
little unknown towns of Northern Germany, we
took it into our heads, by way of amusement,
to get up a grand subscription ball. Such an
idea was only possible to a party of young fel-
lows accustomed to calculate neither difficulties
nor expense. We had to send more than 100
miles—to Hamburg or Bremen—to obtain the
means of carrying our prqject into exeoution.
But by dint of perseverance, and a determina~
tion to permit neither obstacles nor stupidity
to alter our purpose, we snoceeded. The ball
was magnificent; everything about it betokened
wealth and profusion,—elegant decorations,—
splendid lights,—first-rate music,—a capital
banquet,—a multitede of dancers, of whom
among the female portion many were pretty
and aimable. For the time we might have
fancied ourselves in some great city. By an
unsparing use of money, we had realized at
Meppen one of the enchantments out of the
Arabian Nights.

Writing about Meppen reminds me of Pap-
penburg, another town inflicted with the same
dulness, where a tragi-comic event took place
that created no small stir at the time. Passing
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one day through the latter town I saw
preparations being made in front of the tavern
for a public sale to come off in the eve‘ning, and
the landlord exerted all his eloquence to per-
suade me to stay and take part in it. I
consented, but with the formal stipulation that
& bed should be found me for the night, which,
seeing the great crowd that was likely to
assemble, was no useless precantion. The
evening came, the sale went off with con-
siderable spirit, and after it was over I found
myself sitting down with sixty others to supper,
and all the while I had taken pains to convince
myself that there were not more than ten beds
in the house. I whispered this fact to a yonng
fellow of my acquaintance seated at my side.
and as soon as the first course was removed I
suggested that we had better steal a march on
the others, and make sure of sleeping quarters.
We left the table, and called the waiter, and
bade him show us to our rooms. He led the
way to a chamber with two beds. ¢ That one
is yours,” he eaid said to me, ‘‘and the other
is for your friend, but he will not sleep alone.”

“What! not alone? A egingle bed was
promised me, and a bed I’ll have, and keep it
too.”

It was impossible, retorted the waiter with
the air of 8 man taking & high tone; but a
Prussian dollar, slipped into his hand produced
o magical effect ; every difficulty vanished, and
there we were duly and comfortably installed.
About an hour later we heard the noise of the
guests breaking up, some going home, others
secking their chambers. A brief quiet followed,
from which we flattered ourselves that we had
nothing to fear, and soon were sound asleep.
But short was our repose, for suddenly there
came thundering knocks at our door. ¢ Wer
da?’—¢Who's there I we shouted starting
up.

¢ What scoundrels are thege in my bedroom !
demanded a loud rough voice in reply ; *open
the door, or I'll break it open.”

I jumped out of bed and answered politely.
¢ Meinheer, we are here because we are put
here ; but as for breaking open the door, if you
do you are a dead man.”

Bang—crash—the panels flew into the room,
and I found myself face to face with a big fellow
whose only weapon was a lighted candle. We
—that is my companion and myself—were in
the shadow ; but the aggressor, seeing two
pistol-barrels pointed at his breast, stepped
quickly backwards, and, stumbling at the stair,

rolled from top to bottom with shouts and exe-
crecations enough to set the whole housein an
uproar. We left him to pick .himself up, and,
believing we should sustain & regular siege,
pushed all the moveable furnitare of the room
against the door, and posting ourselves behind
the barricade, we waited en chemise and pistol
in hand for the assault. Unhappily he was
no longer in a condition for the onset ; oge of
his arms was broken by the fall, and the only
enemy we had to encounter was the landlord,
who, after helping to carry the unlucky stranger
to another bed, came to weary us with his
lamentations. 'We, however, having nothing to
reproach ourselves with, went to sleep again,
and were no more distarbed. We left Pap-
penburg city the next morning, and never saw
it again.

A few days before this ocourrence I had to sus-
tain a contest of altogether a different character:
it was while we were carrying on our petty war
with the myrmidons of the customs along some
forty or fifty leagues of coast. We had two or
three agents at Embden, who, in consideration
of a heavy per-centage, undertook the landing
of our goods and their transports to the cus-
toms’ line, which it was our business to force or
evade. These agents took it into their heads
to add to their already excessive profits
another pretty lucrative branch of industry, as
I shall here explain. They had a private un-
derstanding with the officers, by which it was
arranged that out of every three or four ships
arriving from Heligoland one should become
the prey of those keen-scented gentry. The
vessel came off the coast and as a matter of
course, was seized. The agents then redeemed
it by a payment of from 150 to 200 louis, and
despatched the cargo to the interior. Then
they wrote to their correspondents, that is to us,
s first letter announcing the capture of the
vessel, then a second expressing their
pleasure at having been able to ransom it at
half its value. Bills and vouohers made out
aocordingly were produced to verify the faots,
and in this way these honest individuals
pocketed a profit of from 60,000 to 80,000
francs every time they played the trick. I was
aware of their practices, but had not yet suf-
fered by them, when in turn I received from
Mr. W——, of Embden, s ransom account
amounting to 12,000 francs, on which he
charged me 6,000 francs expenses and outlay.
This was too bad, to be plundered in such &
way! Imounted my horse, rode to Embden,
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and having taken pains to gather exaot par-
ticalars of the affairs, went to my gentleman
vith his bill in my hand.

“Ah,” he exclaimed, on secing me, *I have
been most fortunate in getting your bales and
packages released. You would mot believe,
Monsieur, how exceedingly thorny and delicate
such transactions are. Even an honest man,
runs risk at times of finding himself comprom-
ised,” &c. &e.

I let him empty his budget, and when he
finished gave him to understand that I was ac-
quainted with the affair to the very bottom,
sud the exact sum to whioh the ransom of the
entire vessel had cost him—a cargo worth
150,000 francs ; and that I was not at all dis-
posed to acoept the account which he had sent
me. ;

He fired up. I was not cool, and assured
him I would expose him to the world at high
'Change, that he should make acquaintance
with the toe of my boot, find himself denounced
a3 a swindler not only at Embden, but all the
principal Exchanges of the north. With these
threats I left him. An hour later he sent me
another account, in which the 6,000 francs
were reduced to 200 ; so neither my journey
nor my words were thrown away. At the
moment, however, that I received the bill—so
different from the first—an elderly merchant,
an old friend of my father's came into my
apartment. His business in the country was
the same a8 mine, but he come to tell me he
had just seen Mr. W——, and that worthy had
persuaded him I was compromising seriously
the interests of all strangers then in East Fries-
land. The good old man—too good for his
then employment—believed himself lost. In
vain, with facts in hand, did I show him we
‘were robbed : he would not be convinced. The
axe, he sailt, was suspended over every one of
our heads ; it might fall at any moment, and
therefore it behoved us to be prudent. His
terror was so great that I found it impossible
to make him comprehend that Mr.—— was the
one most interested in Keeping the secret; and
I still believe that the clever agent would not
bave dared to insist upon his outrageous over-
charge, or upon his share of the pretended
seizure,

Such are a few of my recollections of that
eventful period. The result is clear: Na-
poleon, although possessed of means more
poverful than ever exercised by any other
monarch, could not entirely turn aside or de-

stroy the natural course of things. His block-
ade of the continent was rigorous, but he never
succeeded in making it absolute, and indeed it
oould not have been made 0. The greater the
severity, the more did privation inspire heads
and hands to circumvent the oppressor. Since
then the world has seen no will and no power
equal to that of the great Emperor; butshould
these two elements ever reappear, we may be-
lieve, from what has taken place in the
past, that the idea of a general commercial
blockade of the continent would find no
favor except with an interested few, and could
not in any case be carried into excution. Auto-
crats who seek to aggrandise themselves by
conquest in our day will have to effect their
purpose by other means than trying to frighten
commerce or to hinder industry.

——pe—
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The prayers were made, the benediction
given, the bells rang out their lusty epitha-
lamium, and by the law of the Church and the
law of the land, Charlotte and Robert Des-
borough were henceforth one—one in interests,
one in life. No chill rights or selfish in-
dividuality to sow disunion between them ; no
unnatural laws to weaken her devotion by
offering a traitorous asylum against him ; but,
united by bonds none could break—their two
lives welded together, one and indivisible for
ever—they set their names to that form of
marriage, which so many have signed in hope,
to read over for a long lifetime of bitterness -
and despair. Yet what can be more beautiful
than the ideal of an English marriage! This
strict union of interests—although it does mean
the absorption of the woman’s whole life in
that of the man’s—although it does mean the
entire annihilation of all herrights, individuality,
legal existence, and his sole recognition by the
law—yet how beautiful it is in the ideal! She,
as the weaker, lying safe in the shadow of his
strength, upheld by his hand, cherished by his
love, losing herself, in the larger being of her
husband : while he, in the vanguard of life
protects her from all evil, and shields her
against danger, and takes on himself alone the
strife and the weary toil, the danger and the
struggle. What a delightfal picture of un-
selfishness and chivalry, of devotedness, and
manly protection ; and what sacrilege to erase
80 much poetry from the dry code of our lawa!
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, Like all newly-married women, this women
would have looked with horror on any
proposition for the revision of the legal poem.
Liberty would have been desolation to her, and
the protection of the laws she would have
repudiated as implying a doubt of her husband’s
faith. She had bean taught to believe in men,
and to honor them; and she did not wish to
unlearn her lesson. The profound conviction
of their superiority formed one of the cardinal
points of her social creed ; and young hearts
are not eager to escape from their anchorage
of trust. She was a willing slave because she
was a faithful worshipper ; sund it seemed to
her but fit, and right, and natural, that the
lower should be subservient to the will of the
higher. For the first few weeks all went ac-
cording to the brightness of her belief. The
newly-bound epic wae written in letters of gold,
and blazoned in the brightest colours of youth,
and hope, and love ; and she believed that the
unread leaves would continue the story of those
already turned over, and that the glories of the
future would be like the glories of the past.
She believed as others, ardent and loving, have
believed ; and she awoke, like them, when the
bitter fruit of knowledge was between her lips,
and the dead leaves of her young hope strewed
the ground at her feet.

The gold of the hlazoned book was soon
tarnished. Its turned leaves told of love,
eertainly ; but of a love whose passion, when
it was burnt out, ‘left no friendship or mental
sympathy to keep alive the pale ashes. On
the contrary, quarrels soon took the place of
fading ocaresses, and bitter words echoed the
loat sounds of fond phrases; no real heart-
union wove fresh ties in the place of the fragile
bands which burnt like flax in their own fire ;
but, with the honeymoon died out the affection
which ought to have lived through the hard
probation of time, and suffering, and distress.
It had been a love-match, but it was an ill-
sssorted match as well ; and want of sym-
pathy soon deepened into bitterness, and
thence fell backward into hatred and disgust.
The husband was & man of violent temper,
and he held supreme views.on marital privileges.
His wife, young, impassioned, beautiful, and
clever, was none the less his chattel; and
he treated her as such. By bitter per-
sonal experience, he taught her that the
law which gave him all but uncontrolled
power over her as his property, was not
always the duty of the strong to protect

the weak, but might sometimes—even in the
hands of English gentlemen—be translated into
the right of the tyrant to oppress the helpless.
From high words the transition to rough deeds
was easy and natural. Matters grew gradually
worse ; quarrels became more bitter and more
frequent and personal violences increased.
More than once she was in mortal fear, with
marks of fingers on her throat, and outs and
bruises on her head ; more than once relations
interposed to save her from further violemce.
In these quarrels perhaps she was not wholly
blameless. The rash passion of a high-spirited
girl was not the temper best suited to such a
husband’s wife. Less imaginative and less
feeling, she might have better horne the
peculiar mode of showing displeasure to which
he resorted ; and had she been of a lower organ-
ization, she might have gained more power
over a man who did not appreciate her intellect,
or the beauty of her rich nature. As it was—
he, too violent to control his temper on the one
side : she, too rash and eager to concesl her
pain and disgust on the other—their unhap-
piness became public, and by its very publicity
seemed to gain in strength. Friends interfered,
many thronging about her ; some, to advise
patience ; some, resolution ; some, to appeal
to her wifely love, and others to her woman’s
dignity ; and she, halting between the two,
now consented to endure and now resolved to
resist. 8o, things went on in a sad unhinged
manner ; outbreaks continually oocurring,
followed by promises of reformation and re-
newed acts of forgiviness ; but no solid peace
established, and no real wish to amend. Once
she left the house, after a long and angry soene,
during which he struck her, and that with no
gentle hand either ; and she would not return
until heart-broken petitions and solemn en-
gagements touched her woman’s pity, and
changed her anger into sorrow. 8he thought,
too, of her own misdeeds ; magnified the petty
tempers and girlish impertinences which had
been punished so severely ; took herself to task,
while the tears streamed from her dark eyes
and steeped the black hair hanging on her
neck, until at last imagination and repentance
weighed down the balance of evil on her own
side. And then he was her husband |—the
father of her children, and once her lover so
beloved! Wao all have faults and we all need
pardon, she thought ; and so she forgave him,
a8 she had done before, and returned sabmis-

sively to his house, This was what the
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Ecclesiastical law calls condonation. And by
this act of love and mercy she deprived herself
of even the small amount of protection afforded
by the law to English wives of the nineteenth
century.

They had now three children who made up
the sole summer time of her heart. Only those
who know what sunshine the love of young
and innocent children creates in the misty
darkness of an unhappy life, can appreciate her
love for hers—three bright, noble, boys. How
the loved them ! How passionately and how
tenderly ! Their lisping voices charmed away
her griefs, and their young bright eyes and
eager love made her forget that she had ever
cause for regret or fear. For their sakes she
endeavoured to be patient. Her love for them
was too strong to be sacrificed even to her out-
raged womanhood. and that she might remain
pear them, and caress them, and educate them,
she bore her trials now coming fast and thick
upon her, with forbearance, if not with silence.

But, matters came at last to a climax ; though
sooner and on different grounds than might
have been expected. She and her husband
parted on a trivial question of itself, but with
grave results: a mere dispute as to whether
the children should accompany their mother on
8 visit to one of her brothers, who was avowed-
ly (very extraordinary that he should be so,
after the married life, she had led !) unfriendly
to her husband. It was at last decided that
they should not go, and after & bitter struggle.
Far more was involved in this question than
sppears on the surface; her right to the
management of her soms, even in the most
trifling matters, was the real point of contention;
the mother was obliged to yield, and she went
slone ; the children remaining at home with
thefather. The day after she left she receiveda
message from one of the servants to tell her
that something was wrong at home ; for, the
children had been taken away with all their
clothes and toys, no one knew where. Ina
storm of terror and agony she gave herself up
% the trace, and at last found out their hiding-
place. But without any good result. The
woman who received them, under the sanction
of the father, refused to deliver them up to her,
and met her prayers and remonstrances with in-
sults and sarcasms. She was obliged to return
widowed and childless to her sister’s home in the
eountry ; like & wounded panther tearing at the
Ianoe in his side, a fearful mixture of love and
beauty, and rage and despair. It was well that

she did return to her sister’s house instead of
her own home, for, her husband, enraged at
her persistence in visiting her brother against
his consent, ordered the servants to refuse her
admittance should she present herself, and ¢ to
open the house door only with a chain across.”

After balancing between reconciliation and
prosecution, a divorce suit was decided on by
her husband; expressly undertaken ¢‘because
his wife would not return to him,” By this
suit, he attempted to prove that an old friend
and patron, to whom he owed his present po-
sition and his former fortune, was the seducer
of his wife. But, the case broke down ; and
the jury, without leaving their box gave, a
verdict in favour of the defendant: a gentlemen
of known honor and established reputation.
The crowded court rang with cheers, such as it
had rarely echoed to before, as the verdict was
pronounced ; friends in every degree of life,
old friends and friends hitherto strangers, sup-
ported her with their warmest sympathy ; and
if the readiness of the world in general to be
kindly honest, and to set right a proved wrong,
conld have acted directly wpon the law, or
could have essentially served her without its
aid, she would have had ample redress. But
it is the peculiar hardship of such a case that
no aid but the aid of the law itself, remote and
aloof, can give redress, The feelings may be
soothed, but the wrongs remain.

And now began the most painful part of the
sad epic, whose initiatory hymns had glided into
a dirge : a dirge for runed hopes and wasted
youth, for a heart made desolatey and a home
destroyed ; a dirge for the shattered household
gods and the fleetings of the fond visions of her
heart.

The suit was ended and the law had pro-
nounced the accused wife innocent. But the
law also pronounced the innocent mother with-
out a claim to her own children. They were
the father’s property ; absolutely and entirely.
He placed them with his sister a lady who
shared his propensity for corporeal punishment ;
and who flogged the eldest child, a sensitive
and delicate boy of six years old, for receiving
and reading a letter from his mother. “To
impress on his memory,” she said, ‘thathe was
not to receive letters from her”! The yet
younger was stripped naked and chastised with a
riding-whip. Yet the law held back these children
from their mother’s love, and gave them to the
charge of those who thought their education
fitly carried on by such means. Time passed,
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and still the quarrel and separation continued.
By a small alteration in this same law of ours
—this idol made by our hands, then deified and
worshipped—she was at length permitted to
see her boys. But only at stated times, and at
certain hours, and in the coldest manner. It
was her husband’s privilege to deny her all
maternal intercourse with her sons, and he
stretched his privilege to the utmost. No touch
of pity dissolved the iron bars of the law, and
no breath of mercy warmed the breast of the
husband and master. Against the decree of
the law, what was the protesting cry of nature ?
A hollow whistling among the reeds of a sandy
waste, which no man heeded—which no voice
answered.

Years trailed wearily on. Long years of
taming down her proud heart, laden almost be-
yond her strength ; long years of battle with
the wild sorrow of her childless life ; long
years when the mother’s soul stood in the dark
valley of death where no light and no hope
were. But the criminal law swept on the
beaten track, and no one stopped to ask over
whose heart this great car of our Juggernaut
passed. The mother—she to whom Gop has
delegated the care of her young—she on whom
lie shame and dishonour if she neglect this duty
for any self-advantage whatsoever; she,—a
man’s wife, and a man’slawful chattel,—had no
right to those who had lain beneath her heart,
and drunk of her life. The law in this respect
is now changed; mainly, because this sufferer
laboured hard to show its cruelty. The misery
inflicted upon her maternal love will be en-
dured by no other English mother.

Pecuniary matters came in next, as further
entanglement of this miserable web. By the
marriage settlements a certain sum of money
had been secured to the children ; the principal
of which, neither the husband nor his creditors
could touch. It belonged to the children and
the mother, emphatically and exclusively.
After many years of separation, the husband
applied to his wife for her consent to his raising
a loan on this trust-fund for the improvement of
his estate. She promised that consent, if he,
on his part, would execute a deed of separation,
and make her a certain allowance for
life. Hitherto she had mainly supported her-
self by authorship. After the demur of
reducing the allowance she proposed, the agree-
ment was entered into ; and she then gave her
consent that a loan should be raised on the
trust-fund for her husband’s sole advantage.

She rcceived in exchange a deed drawn up and
signed by a lawyer and her husband, securing
her the stipulated five hundred pounds s year
for life. Three years after, her mother died,
and the husband inherited the life-interest of
his wife's portion from her father. At the
same time a legacy of almost five hundred a
year, carefuly secured from her husband by
every legal hindrance possible, fell to her also
from her mother. When her husband knew of
this legacy, he wrote to her, telling her that he
would not continue his former allowance, which
had been secured, as she believed, by solemn
legal agreement. She objected to this novel
manner of benefiting by a legacy; and refused
to entertain the proposition of reduction. Her
husband quietly told her that she must either
consent to his terms, or receive nothing; when
she urged the agreement, he answered her with
the legal poetic fiction ¢‘that, by law, man and
wife were one, and therefore could not contract
with each other.” The deed for which she
had exchanged her power over the trust-fund
was & mere worthless piece of paper.

This shameful breach of contract was fol-
lowed by another law suit where judgment was
given in open court to the effect not only that
the agreement in her behalf, signed by her hus-
band and a legal witness, was valueless ac-
cording to that stanza of the marriage idyl
which proclaims that man and wife are one—
not only thatshe had no claim on the allowance
of five hundred a year—but that her husband
could also seize every farthing of her earnings,
and demand as his own the copyrights of her
works and the sum paid for them. No deed ¢f
separation had been executed between them,
and no divorce could be sued for by ker.  For,
she had onoe condoned or pardoned her husband,
and had so shut herself out from the protection
of the laws.

And all this is in the laws ; the laws which
throw a woman helplessly on the mercy of her
husband, make no ways of escape and build no
cities of refuge for her, and deliberately justify
her being cheated and entrapped. All these are
doings protected and all owed by our laws—
and men stand by and say, ‘It is useless to
complain. The laws must be obeyed. It is
dangerous to meddle with the laws!”

This is a true story ; those who run may
read it—have read it more than once, perhaps,
before now. As an exemplification of some of
the gravest wrongs of women and as a proof how
much they sometimes need protection even
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against those whose sworn office it is to cherish Then thou’rt like the youth, who grasps pleasure
and support them ; it is very note-worthy, indeed, too soon ;

in this country of Grest Britain, Burely thereis Whose sun sinks in darkness long ere it is noon ;
work waiting to be done in the marital code of Or the bard who still hopes for, mid sorrow and
pain,

England! Surely there are wrongs to be re- . , .
dressed and reforms to be made that have gone 1be *good time that's coming,” love’s long
looked for reign.

too long uamade! Surely we have here a right- |
eous quarrel with the laws—more righteous than
many that have excited louder ories.

Justice to women. No fanciful rights, no
unreal advantages, no preposterous escape from
womanly duty, for the restless, loud, and vain;
no mingling of women with the broils of For there’s something sae mournful and sed in thy
political life, nor opening to them of careers strain,
which nature herself has promounced them' [ could sit apd greet wi’ you till spring comes
incapable of following; no high-flown assertion ’ agai
of equality in kind ; but simple justice. ~The Like thee, my puir bird, I was tempted to roam,
recognition of their individuality as wives, the: By the distant—the future—the lovely unknown.
recognition of their natural rights as mothers, |

He’s come far owre early, my poor bird, like thee §
The good times ye sing o’, ye’ll no likely see ;

Thy neck is a’ dragglet, and droukit’s thy wing ;
I cant bear to hear thee attempting to sing.

the permission to them to live by their own
honourable industry, untated by the legal
Right and moral Wrong of any man to claim as

Like thine, my bright visions were all overcast;
Like thee, I must stoop ’neath the cauld chilly
blast.

his own that for which he has not wronght— P’m thinking, my wee bird, in sorrow and pain,

reaping where he has not sown, and gathering
where he has not strawed. Justice to women.
This is what the phrase means ; this is where
the thing is truly wanted ; here is an example

of the groat Injustioe done to them, a.ndofﬂxeir'h

mal-treatment under the eyes of a whole nation,
by the Law.

—_—
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You're come far owre early, my bonnie wee bird;
There’s nae signs o’ green leaves, 0’ simmir nae,
word.

What tempted you here, frae the green sunny
bowers,
0’ the sweet smiling south ?-—the bright region
o’ flowers.

There’s cauld days to come yet, and deep drifts o’
smaw;
And storms frae the bleak north, ere winter gae
wa’.
Thou type o’ the herald, who comes to proclaim
The advent of peace, in strife’s dreary domain ;

Wastlove of the unknown, for which we pay dear
Or bope, which enticed thee, my bird, to come

Our thoughts and our feelings are something the
same.

But ah! my poor bird, tho’ our prospects are bare,
We'll still cling to hope, nor give up to despair,
the deepest, the darkest, its beams brightest
shine;
Without them, this heart wad hae broken lang-
syne.

Erin, May 14, 1854
———e

Avrxx. MACLACHLAN.

Ax INzLIGIBLE SUITOR.—Am old soldier with
only one armm, being reduced to mendicancy
to obtain a livelihood, made acquaintance with a
brother beggar, who had grown rich by the craft,
“1 should be happy,” said the soldier,  to ally
myeelf with so distinguished a member of our pro-
fession : you shall give me your daughter.” «Hold
my dear sir,” replied the warm old gentleman,
“you cannot think of such a thing. She must
have a better match than you will make. You are
not half lame enough. My son-in-law must be a
miserable looking object, who would draw
blood out of & stone.” ¢ Do you think, then, that
you will find one worse than I am1” # To be
sure ! why, you have only lost one arm ; and ought
to be absolutely ashamed of yourself to expect
that I will give you my daughter. I would have
you to know, that I have already refused a fellow
without legs, and who goes about the city in a

here 1
Wast this blink o’ ine, this short gleam o’ joy
Which wiled thee like pleasures which tempt to
destroy ?

Yo V.—x.

bowl?
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AMERICA PAINTED ¢“COULEUR DE

ROSE.”

The United States of America have now
been painted in all manner of colours. Mrs.
Trollope painted them very black ; Captains
Hall and Hamilton painted them in gall-
stone or bilious yellow; Dickens painted
them in striped vermilion, blue, and black;
Mackay and Buckingham painted them in
sober drab; Stewart and Sheriff painted
them in vivid green; and now Miss Bremer
has painted them in bright rose-pink.

Miss Bremer’s Homes of the New World*
cloys one by its sweetness. Think of the
entertainment of supping a jar of honey at
a sitting. In a literary way, Miss Bremer’s
book is something of the same sort. Every-
thing she sees is beautiful, delicious, sweet,
ambrosial, divine, and so forth. Ordinary
personages are ‘‘beautiful souls.” Nearly
all the children at the houses she visits are
angels. The men are all noble, the women
all handsome and intellectual. There is not
a genuine Yankee in her pages—no chewing
nor spitting—mno vulgar questioning nor
rudeness, but everywhere a beautiful ‘“re-
dundancy of young life.” In fact, the book
is a romance ; and the authoress admits that
her first idea was to write a romance about
America: and though she resolved on giving
to the world her experiences, they are mostly
pervaded by the romantic roseate hue. Miss
Bremer has so obviously wished to please,
- that she has flattered ; and she so studiously
labours not to give offence, that her descrip-
tions are divested of that character and con-
trast in which so much of the interest of a
book of travels consists. In short, the book
is all light, and no shade,—all brilliant rose-
colour, without any cool greys and browns
to give the eye rest and satisfaction.

This, no doubt, shows the amiable cha-
racter of the writer, but it is, nevertheless,
a serious defect in the book. Miss Bremer
is determined to be pleased with everything,
and to see everything in its most brilliant
aspect. When she looks out of the windows
of the Astor Hotel, the first morning after

¢ The Homes of the New World ; Impressions of America
By Frederika Bromer. Translated by Mary Howitt. In 8
‘vols, Hall, Virtue, and Co.

her arrival in New York, she sees beyond
the large fountain and the  beautiful green
plot” in front of the house, “long lines of
white and gilded omnibuses,” *beautifal
houses,” *splendid shops,” and so on. The
haven of New York is “ beautifal,” the bay
is surrounded with ‘“‘green hills and groups
of beautiful villas,” and the anthoress’s ar-
rival in the bay was “festively beautiful.”
Miss Bremer was immediately inundated
with visitors requesting autographs; and she
shook hands with from seventy to eighty
persons in a day; but she seems to have
liked it. A Mr. Downing invites her to his
house up the Hudson, and she praises her
entertainer at such length and in such glow-
ing terms, that the gentleman cannot but
feel uncomfortable under the infliction, if he
be a gentleman of modesty and good sense.
Mrs. Child, the authoress, waits upon her,
and is described as ‘‘a beautiful soul ;”” and
Miss Lynch, the poetess, ‘“‘an agreeable,
pretty, and intellectpal young lady.” Mr.
Hart, the editor of Sartain’s Magazine, fol-
lows the authoress to Mr. Downing’s, and
with an eye to trade, ‘‘monopolizes” her for
his magazine during her stay in America;
and ““there was 8o much gentlemanly refine-
ment in his manner, and a something so
benevolently good and agreeable in his pale,
delicate countenance, that I could not help
taking & fancy to him, and giving him my
word that if I should write anything for
publication in America, I would leave it in
his hands.”

Here is a brief sketch of her life on the
banks of the Hudson :—*“I have greatly en-
joyed this period of my new life, and the
Hesperian fruits; and whether it is the
effect of these or of the New World’s youth-
ful lively atmosphere (we have had for some
time the most beautiful weather), or of the
new impressions which daily flow in upon
me, but I feel the strings of life vibrate, as
it were, more strongly, and my pulse beat at
times almost feverishly. I feel myself to be
drinking nectar spiritually and bodily; it is
a divine drink, but almost too potent for a
weak mortal—at least in an every-day beve-
rage. The excess of social intercourse is
also too exciting, however charming and
agreeable it may be. Mr. and Mrs. Down-
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ing, who have no children, seem to live for
the beautiful and agreeable in life amid a
select circle of friends and neighbours, who,
for the most part, reside on the lovely banks
of the Hudson, and cheerful and unembar-
rassed social intercourse seems to character-
ize the life of this circle. They are continu-
ally visiting one another. The banks of the
Hudson are now in all the pomp of autumn,
and the foliage of the woods which clothe
the shores and the heights, and which consist
of a great variety of trees, is now brilliant
with the most splendid variation of colour,
from light yellow to intense scarlet; but it
is too gorgeous and chaste a splendour to be
truly agreeable to my eye, which requires
more uniformity of colour. Of fruit there is
here the greatest abundance: the most beau-
tifal peaches, though their season is properly
over; pears, plums, grapes,—that is to say,
hot-house grapes, and many others. The
Downings’ table is ornamented every day
with a basket filled with the most glorious
froit—really Hesperian—and beautiful fla-
vour, arranged with the most exquisite taste.”
Everything described by Miss Bremer is
equally “beautiful.” ’

The most interesting descriptions are those
of individuals well known on this side the
Atlantic. But here, too, there is a want of
shade. They are nearly all painted en beau.
Of Miss Sedgwick (the authoress of Home)
Miss B. says,—*“She is between fifty and
sixty, and her countenance indicates a very
sensible, kind, and benevolent character.
The figure is beautifully feminine, and her
whole demeanor womanly, sincere, and frank,
without a shadow of affectation. I felt my
soul a little slumberous while with her for
the first few days; but this feeling was, as
it were, blown quite away in a moment by
a touching and beautiful expression of cor-
diality on her side, which revealed us to each
other; and since then I have felt that I eould
live with her as with a heavenly soul, in
which one has the most undoubting trust.”

Here, however, is a picture of the life of
an American working man, which is worth
much more than the average of Miss Bremer’s

descriptions :—*“Mr. Downing has called my
sttention to a beautiful little house, a frame
Douse, with green verandah and garden just

in this neighbourhood. ‘It belongs,’ said
he, ‘to & man who, in the day, drives cart-
loads of stone and rubbish for making the
roads. In this is the working man of the
New World superior to him of the Old. He
can here, by the hard labour of his hands,
obtain the more refined pleasures of life, &
beautiful home, and the advantages of edu-
cation for his family much more quickly.
And here he may obtain them, if he will.
In Europe the greater number of work-people
cannot obtain them, do what they will.”

At another “beautiful home’’ Miss Bremer
meets Washington Irving, a veteran in lite-
rature, whom she cleverly and elaborately
describes. He is ‘“‘a man of about sixty,
with large, beautiful eyes, a large well-
formed nose, and countenance still handsome,
in which youthful little dimples and smiles
bear witness to a youthfully fresh and hu~
morous disposition and soul.” Miss Bremer
made a profile portrait of the ‘‘universally
beloved author,” while he sat to her; and it
is described as ‘“‘one of the best and most
characteristic portraits that has ever been
taken” of him. Next day she visits him at
“his home or villa, which stands on the
banks of the Hudson, and resembles a peace-
ful idyl; thick masses of ivy clothe one
portion of the white walls and garland the
eaves. Fatcows fed in a meadow just before
the window. Within, the room seemed full
of summer warmth, and had a peaceful and
cheerful aspect. One felt that a cordial
spirit, full of the best sentiment of the soul,
lived and worked there.”

A young gentleman asks Miss Bremer to
ascend a lofty church tower with him, on
which she observee: ‘Nothing strikes me
80 much as the youthfulness of this people—
I might almost say childish fervour and love
of adventure. They hesitate at nothing, and
regard nothing as impossible.” Every little
incident thus furnishes an opportunity for
praise. A lady makes a present of a brace-
let, and forthwith the authoress takes the
lady to her heart. This is no doubt very
amiable, but not very entertaining to read.

Mr. Putnam, the publisher, next obtains
possession of Miss Bremer, and engages her
for & complete edition of her works. Mr.

Putnam’s form is  beautiful,” his wife
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“charming, cheerful, and agreeable;” and
the three children are “pretty.” In the
evening came ‘‘a whole crowd of people from
the neighbourhood,” —doubtless beautiful
and agreeable, too, but that is not stated.
8he goes to see ““the Elysian Fields, or park-
like tract on an island near New York, and
socalled from theirbeautiful idyllianscenery;
and they were beautiful as an idyl; and the
day, and the air,—nay, we have nothing
like them in the Old World!” She sees
Bryant, the poet, who has “a beautiful cha-
racteristic head, with silvery locks.” She
sees one Marcus, who resembles “our Lord
both in heart and head;” and he has a wife
who is “classically beautiful;”” one of the
children “might serve as a model either for
:a cupid or for one of Raphael’s angels;” and
the other two children are ‘““delicate, delight-
ful,” and “swoet.” She meets W. N. Chan-
ning, who is “noble and enthusiastic;” “a
-character as ardent as it is pure, with a
beaming eye, and a countendnce as pure
-and regular as I could imagine a seraph to
be.” The figure is described as “noble and
-elegant,” and he “loves enthusiastically the
ideal and the perfect.”

Miss Bremer sails up the Hudson to visit
the North American Phalanstery ; and ““the
shores shone out green and gold.” The life
at the Phalanstery is very well described, of
course in bright colours; . but it is too long
for extract. She afterwards meets with Mrs.

1Kirkland (authoress of 4 New Home—who'll
follow #), and she is described as “one of the
strong women of the country, with much &

_plomd, but with also much womanliness of
heart and soul; kind as a mother, a friend,
and fellow-citizen, her Peautiful smile, and
the flash of her brown eye, when she be-
-comes animated, betray the epirit which
lives in her book of The New Home.

Notwithstanding all this “beautiful young
life,” it is pretty clear that Miss Bremer is
at times terribly bored. Young people
flock about her, asking common-place ques-
tions ; crowds come to shake hands with her,
and to obtain autographs; female phrenolo-
gista want to get hold of her head to examine
her developement; and allopaths and ho-
moeeopaths contend for the physical control
of her person. When it is known that Miss

Bremer is fond of flowers, she is inundated
with bouquets. The dinners to which she
is invited are evidently very stupid affairs;
and the many sermons by powerful preachers
of all possible views, must have been very
conflicting ; but the pleaéed lion has a good
word to say for all.

At Worcester she is entertained by the
mayor, who holds open house in her honour;
and there she shakes hands with a multitude.
Elihu Burritt is one of the party, “a very
talland strong-limbed man, with an unusually
lofty forehead, large, beautiful eyes, and
above all, handsome and strong features.”
The description of Emerson, at his house in
Concord, is one of the best in the book:—

¢ Emerson came to meet us, walking down
the little avenue of spruce firs which leads
from his house, bareheaded amid the falling
snow. He is a quiet, noble, grave figure, his
complexion pale, with strongly-marked fea-
tures and dark hair. (?) He seemed to me &
younger man, but not so handsome as I had
imagined him; his exterior less facinating,
but more significant. ' He is a very peculiar
‘character, but too cold and hypercritical to
please me entirely; a strong, clear eye, al-
ways looking out for an ideal which he never
finds on earth ; discovering wants, short-
comings, imperfections ; and too strong
and healthy himself to understand other
people’s weaknesses and sufferings, for he
even despises suffering as a weakness unwor-
thy of higher natures. This singularity of
character leads. one to suppose that he has
never been ill ; sorrows, however, he has had,
and has felt them deeply, as some of his most
beautiful poems prove; nevertheless, he has
only allowed himself to be bound for a short
time by these griefs ; the deaths of two beau-
tiful and beloved brothers, as well as that of
a beautiful little boy, his eldest son. He
has also lost his first wife, after having
been married scarcely a year. Emerson is
now married for the second time, and has
three children. His pretty little boy, the
youngest of his children, seems to be, in
particular, dear to him. Mrs, Emerson has
beautiful eyes, full of feeling, but she appears
delicate, and is in character very different
from her husband. He interests me, with-

out warming me. That critical, crystaline,
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and cold nature.may be very estimable, quite
healthy, and, in its way, beneficial for those
who possess it, and also for those who allow
themselves to be measured and criticised by
it. But for me, David’s heart With David’s
songs!”’ Afterwards Miss Bremer goes to
spend a fetr days with ¢ Sphinx of Concord.”
a8 she styles Emerson, in his home: and she
then “had a real enjoyment in the study of
this strong, noble, eagle-like nature. Pan-
theistic as Emerson is in his philosophy, in
the moral view, with which he regards the
world and life, he is in a high degree pure,
noble, and severe, demanding as much from
himself as he demands from others. His
words are severe, his judgment often keen
and merciless, but his demeanor is alike noble
and pleasing, and his voice beautiful.”

Miss Bremer meets Alcott, the Platonic
idealist, who is “one of the most noble men
in Massachusetts,” and has & * remarkably
beautiful silver-haired head;” ‘‘the young,
true American poet Lowell—a perfect Apollo
in appearance;”’ Garrison, the abolutionist,
of whom she says “‘one sees in his beautiful
eountenance and clear eagle-eye that reso-
lute spirit which makes the martyr.”

Miss Charlotte Cushman, the principal
actress in the United States, kindly placed a
box at Miss Bremer’s disposal on her return
to New York, and she there witnessed her
unquestionably great personations of ¢ Meg
Merrilies’’ and “ Lady Macbeth.” Afterwards
she became acquainted personally with Miss
Cushman, and says of her “I like Miss Cush-
man personally very much. One sees evi-
dently in her an honest, earnest, powerful
soul, which regards life and her vocation with
8 noble earnestness. She has, through great
difficulties, made her own way to the position
which, by universal recognition and by uni-
versal esteem, she now occupies. She belongs
to an old Puritanic family, and after her
father’s misfortunes she supported by her
talent for some years, her mother and her
younger sister. She looks almost better in
private than on the stage; the frank blue eye,
the strong, clear forehead, and the honest,
sensible expression of her whole demeanour
and conversation make one like to be with
ber.”’

cipated ladies” in Boston ; that is, female lec-
turers, dootors, and preachers. One of these,
Mrs. Paulina Davis, she describes as striking
“from the picturesque beauty of her figure
and head, her pale noble countenance and
rich golden hair;” while Mr. Davis, the
lady’s husband, contrary to h,ﬁss Bremer’s
usual tone of high praise, is only described
as seemingly “a sensible man.”

At Boston, Miss Bremer ‘“‘was obliged to
go out and dine, and after that to & Sweden-
borgian meeting, where I shook hands with
about one hundred Swedenborgians.” This
becomes weary work, and the tired lion at
length exclaims, after having had to underge
the same hand-shaking processat an immense
night party,—‘‘It was too much! And that
is the way they kill strangers in this coun-
try. They have no mercy on the poor lion,
who must make a show and whisk his tail
about a8 long as there is any life left in him.”

Miss Bremer has still, however, abundant
praise left for all comers; and speaking gen-
erally of the Americans, she says,—*I can-
not tell whether I rightly know the American
character, but of this I am certain, that what
I do know of it is more beautiful and more
worthy to be loved than any other I am ac-
quainted with in the world.” As for their
failings (though Miss Bremer saw none),
she says that if they exist at all ‘‘they may
be all attributed principally to the youthful
life of the people.” She gives a description
of Young America, in which she says he ““is
a young man—it is all the same if he is old
—who makes his own way in the world in
full reliance on his own power; stops at
nothing, turns his back on nothing, finds
nothing impossible, goes through everything,
and comesout of everythingalwaysthesame.”
Of the American womenshe says,—*I saw on
this occasion many beautiful toilettes, and,
many beautiful faces. The American ladies
dress well and with good taste. And here,
indeed, one seems to meet nothing but hand-
some faces, scarcely a countenance which
may be called ugly. Yet, nevertheless, I
think it would be a refreshment to see such
a one,” &c. &c.

The reader will see from these dessriptions
what is the character of the book, and that

Miss Bremer also met several of the ‘“eman-

everything is couleur de rose, or carnation,
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or some other ““beautiful” colour of the very
brightest. The book is a succession of high-
flown praise—we might almost say of flattery
—of individuals whom she names, or half
conceals under initials. For instance, of
Elizabeth H. she says,—*‘there is something
very profound and great in this young wo-
man, and her words frequently are as bril-
liant as diamonds in sunshine.” Doubtless
Elizabeth H. belongs to a large circle of ad-
mirers, and the praise will please her and
her friends ; but it is anything but interest-
ing to us. Theodore Parker has ““a Socratic
head.” Dr.Lowell, the poet’s father, is “a
handsome old man.” Professor Holmes’s
head is ‘“‘singularly beautiful.” Whittier,
the poet, has *“a beautiful head with regular
features, black eyes full of fire,” and many
other beauties. Everybody is ‘“beautifal.”
Even Leura Bridgman, the poor deaf and
blind girl, is “pretty.”

There are, however, some very pleasing
sketches of life in the south ; and the sail up
the Mississippi among the Indians is charm-
ingly described. The account which Miss
Bremer gives of Washington, and the scenes
in the Senate and House of Representatives
there, is extremely graphic and instructive.
And, had the large quantity of ‘‘sugar-plums”
been omitted from the book, it would have
been brought within more reasonable limits,
and would have been much better liked by
the general reader.

THE MAY FLOWER AND ITS BLIGHT.

It was Mayday, and Mayday was outshining
herself. May that, in the words of Milton,
¢ from her green lap throws the yellow cow-
slip and the pale primrose,” seemed bent
upon being more bounteous of her flowers
than ever. The sun shone forth in the pure,
lively blue sky, as though resolved not to be
beaten by the bright flowers of the field, and
all nature looked as if it was out for a holi-
day.

It was in the lovely village of ——, where
the inhabitants are poor enough to be hum-
ble and hardworking, and rich enough to
look well-fed and hearty, that Mayday was
being kept at the time to which our story

refers. And it was being kept in downright
old English earnest. Troops of children had
been for days past rifling the hedges of their
evergreens, and begging nosegays of all who
owned the pretty “ bits of garden” in front
of the well whitewashed cottages, which
anon would seem set in a frame of hollohocks
and scarlet-runners. Great had been the
competition as to who should bring the larg-
est contributions towards the maypole (for
—— is a glorious old-fashioned place in such
matters, and old customs are never interfered
with when they are harmless). Unheard-of
acts of generosity in the shape of gifts of
milk, oatcakes, and other delicacies, had de-
monstrated the fact that * Measter Farmer
Gibbs warn’t 8o hard a man as was thought
to be.” The vicar’s lady had been as liberal
in giving away ribbons and outgrown white
frocks, as she was of blankets when the days
smile less brightly, and the yule-log is more
comfortable than the green field. Everybody
had been up since unknown times of the
morning, and everybody was thinking about
the great business of the day, the maypole
and its festivities. Rich folks made an early
appearance at the vicarage. They loved the
fun a8 well as the poor, for whom they did
8o much, and by whom they were so much
looked up to. There was to be a dinner and
a musical party in the evening, and the vicar
and half a dozen neighbouring clergymen
were comparing notes as to the state of the
schools, refractory paupers, cottage rents and
repairs, and a host of such other matters as
none but country clergymen can discuss.

To be sure there was one exception to all
this content. Leaning against the door of
the village public-house, a rough looking,
discontented man, with a short pipe in his
mouth, looked with a heavy malicious eye at
the party who were engaged in decorating
the pole just opposite. This was Luke Scrog-
gins, the ¢ discontented man” of the whole
village. He was in good employ, but never
liked his employers; he had no children,
and therefore fewer hardships than his neigh-
bours; but he was-a * progress”” man—not
in the good sense of the world. He had heard
some Sheffield lectures about “ the rights of
man,” and he thought no small things of
himself. He did not like people to enjoy
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what he did not like ; he thought that those
who received and appreciated the kindness
of their superiors sold themselves to them ;
he muttered an imprecation against all may-
poles, Maydays, and tomfoolery, whiffed at
his pipe, and turned in for another half-pint.

“ What, again this morning, Scroggins,”
ebeerved a rubicund jovial-faced countryman,
who was earrying a-parcel of osier-hoops up
to the pole. * Better be with us than inside
o there first thing in the mornin’.”

A sulky growl met his remark, and the
discontented man sat where he was, and the
contented one went whither he was going.
We wonder how eaeh looked in the evening.

Very different was the sight which a little
chamber in Dame (or as she was sometimes
called Granny) Fisher’s little house display-
ed. At a window half bedded in the dense
thatch of the sloping roof, half blocked up
with ivy and flower-pots, a blooming creature
of sixtesn was weaving her long ringlets be-
neath a straw hat, daintily perched on one
gide, as if to set off the most roguish pair of
dark brown eyes which peered out from be-
meath. An old lady (for such ehe was by
courtesy, and perhaps nearer the denomina-
tion than all might be aware) was lacing her
white frock, and adjusting a sash round a
waist which none would have thought ple-
beian. 'Phe small looking-glass told a pleas-
ing copy of the countenance of both—the one
proud of herself, the other of her daughter,
s from time to time the younger creature
chattered on, and ever and anon exclaimed,
“ And I’m to be Queen, mother ; I'm to be
Queen of the May !”’

This was Flora Fisher, the “ flower of the
village,” the * May Flower,” the *Queen
of the May,” the youngest surviving daugh-
ter of a large family of eleven children, and
the darling of & widowed mother who had
“known better deys,” but was still above
the Jevel of many of these around her. Flora
was the dangerous cause of many & broil
among willage youth—a PHillis for whom
there were more Corydons than Virgil or
Theceritus could have furnished—a pet gos-
sip with her own sex—and a favourite with
everybody, At every village festival she
shene in as brightsome colours as any Bel-

gravisn beauty *“just out,” romped more

than her anxious mother thought good for
her health, and after flirting with some good
looking but unwieldy swain, would break his
heart by saying—* Go along, I'll have no-
thing to say to you; I don’t want you.” The
gentleman in question would immediately
meditate suicide or enlistment, but we are
bound to say that it generally emnded in
smoke, and that neither the demand for pa-
rish coffins, nor the list of her Majesty’s
forces, gained much by the dangerous attrac-
tions of the ‘ May Flower.”

Placed above absolute want, the widow of
Farmer Fisher, aided by the surrounding
gentry, bad been enabled to give both her
daughters a tolerable English education, as
well a8 to imbue them with a refinement of
ideas which could not be blighted by the
rusticity of those around them. Jane, the
eldest, was teacher in a good district school,
and was everyway disposed to do well; but
Flora, the heroine of our story, was an idle
puss, too clever to wish to stick to anything
long, fond of play, dress, tumbling in the
hay, rambling about the lanes at moonlight,
and singing, at the top of her clear voice,
ballads somewhat beyond the comprehension
of her companions, but to which they never-
theless lent very grateful attention.

She had no pride, but would romp with
anybody, and come in with burning cheeks
and fling her tired form on her mother’s
shoulder, and laugh away her chidings.
Somehow or other, Flora was always way-
ward and provoking, and always loving and
beloved. Even the lectures of the vicar's
lady were so tempered with a real fondness
for the female urchin, that she did but little
good. And so Flora grew up a charming,
dangerous, delicious little village coquette,
a sort of being of whom no one could have
imagined barm, but whom no one could quite
make ont.

Night after night had Flora been sleepless,
a8 some voice within her little soul whisper-
ed that ehe was to be * Queen of the May,”
Ths morning came, and among all early
risers none rose so early asshe, How every
little article of finery was ransacked over,
and turned upside down, and inside out, and
how .unwontedly and steadily busy were
those little fingers that cared so little for the
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thimble on ordinary occasions !

At length, the allimportant toilette fin-
ished, her mother kissed, and the May Flower
slips away to the scene of her fature triumph,
her feet beating time to the words, “I’'m
Queen of the May, Queen of the May.”

Across the field, and down the lane, and
to the vicarage the words pursue her. Her
head is filled with naught else. But the
vicar’s wife whispers a kindly * Don’t take
cold, love: and don’t be proud because all
tell you you are pretty.” But the advice
dies away, and “Queen of the May, Queen
of the May”’ again fills the girl’s ear, beats
time to her step, and sparkles in her ex-
cited and dehghted eye.

The procession is just forming, when up
comes young Robin Sykes, one of the best-
to-do young farmers in the neighbourhood,
and one on whom the May Flower had been
more liberal of her good graces than on
others. He is the best of her beaux, and,
somehow or other, she likes him the best, so
she accepts his rough but gallant attentions.
A bevy of girls bear hoops quaintly formed
mto crowns, covered with flowers and rib-
bons, and beneath which the “lord and
Iady” of the feast are to pass in a Sir Roger
de Coverley sort of procession. The may-
pole itself is worthy of St. Andrew Under-
schaft ; it forms with its streamers a perfect
open marquee of flowers, and every one who
surrounds it looks as gay, only less gro-
tesque, than the most elaborate court of King
Jack in the Green. Farmers are sipping
good light ocountry ale at the al fresco deal
tables, and comparing the beauty of the lads
and lasses; many are the rustio belles, but
none come up to the May Flower.

Suddenly up rides a young man on asplen-
did horse, and whose dress and appearance
vie with the handsomest of the more fashion-
able spectators. In an instant he has dis-
mounted, and is heart and soul in the fun.
It is young Squire —— who has just come
down to take possession of his estates in the
neighbourhood, and who has never missed
an opportunity for fun in his life. He es-
tablishes immediate popularity by giving
carte blanche on the public-house for that
evening, but declares he must have a dance
with the May Queen, who has just been in-

augurated with every village honour, and
with a good deal of village noise. He now
introduces himself; the May Flower blushes,
pouts, thinks how different he is from Robin,
and gives him her band. Robin looks dag-
gers, speaks very politely, and seeks another
partner.

How different is her new partner’s danc-
ing! How gently does he press her waist,
and how different are his polished boots from
the clumsy ones of Robin! And what 8
smile is his! How dangerously gentle! And
when, sportively claiming the privilege of
the day, he presses a kiss on her cheek, how
the May Flower forgets the happiness of the
May Queen, and sighs for some unknown lot.

The dancing went on with enthusiasm, bus
cautious people talked upon the strange part-
ner of the May Flower, and very sage ones
shook their heads, and quoted traditional his-
tories relative to the familiarities of the high
and low. Widow Fisher felt anxious, but
there was no drawing away Flora from the
dance. “You know Pm Queen of the May,
mother,” and she laughed and slipped away,
and once more threaded the dance on the
young squire’s arm.

And to judge from his appearance, he was
no less happy. The simple beauty and art-
less liveliness of his new companion delighted
him efter the heavy routine of ‘ good soci-
ety.” He thought of his romps with girls
no less lovely during his continental trips,
and perhaps hesighed as he reflected that his
father and his debts had long since engaged
him to Lady Emily ~——, who would bhave
as soon gone to & pauper’s funeral as to &
maypole festival.

There is an end to all things, and even a
May Queen cannot dance for ever. People
began to disperse. The ‘discontented
man,” who had long since been approaching
the natural results of his morning’s carouse,
was escorted home, with some difficulty, by
two village oonstables, loudly condemning
the whole proceedings of the day. And
Flora and her mother were walking home
silently in the clear, but now cool night,
and the little Queen of the May felt that she
had abdicated her brief-lasting throne, and
wished she had never been queen—she knew

not why.
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Henceforth-the May Flower was changed.
Her spirits sunk, she snubbed Robin (who
had long sinee forgotten his jealousies, and
had resumed his attentions), mixed little in
the sports of the village, and would sit in long
vacant silence, or roam by herself along the
most solitary lanes. Her mother marked the
change, but could ill divine the cause. At
times her darling would be all herself, and
the May Flower would clasp her arms about
her mother’s neck, laugh and smile as if in
remembrance of her former self, and then
sink into moody silence. For some reason
or other she shunned the vicars lady, and
most of the other elder ladies of her previous
scquaintance. Robin was distressed, but
could make nothing of her.

One day, alas, he learnt too much. Re-
tarning home with his cart from a sale at a
neighbouring town, he met Flora walking,
on the arm of the youngsquire, and evident-
ly in earnest conversation. They turned
down one of the lanes in the direction of her
dwelling, and did not observe him pass by.

Till then, Robin had never known how
much he was in love. He went home in a

state of rage and disappointment, mingled
with fears which he scarcely dared confess
to himself. Could an acquaintance between
two people in such opposite positions of
life, the one so young, the other so accom-
plished, exist without danger?

He knew not what to think or do. How
eould he interfere? Was it not a degrada-
tion for him to do so—a confession of jea-
lousy towards one who evidently was no fit
companion for his future life? He felt bound
to remonstrate with Flora herself, but his
rough, half-uncultivated nature had often
shrunk before the superior intelligence of
the May Flower, and he felt that he must
either blurt out his suspicions point-blank,
or remain silent. Poor Robin was no orator.

And what was the nature of the acquain-
tance which the May Flower had thus made ?
Young Squire —— was as honorable a young
man as Robin himself, and his early irregu-
larities had never made him regard the per-
#on of an innoocent girl but as sacred. But
be had been as dangerously attracted by the
little village coquette as she had by him ; to
listen to her language, so simple and yet so

free from all vulgarity, was so refreshing
after the high pressure cultivation of those
with whom he usually mingled, that his pru-
denoe was put to a dangerous trial. He felt
resolved to act towards her as a brother—a
protector. His large estates should afford
some liberal soil in which this wild flower
should grow and prosper, and she should
never know want or unhappiness.

So we poor mortals delude ourselves.
While the young squire was thinking only
of a present gratification from Flora’s com-
pany, and of her future comfort, she had
already grown hardened to the duplicity of
meeting him away from home, and had be-
gun to form some of those wild hopes which
8 wild and somewhat vain disposition, fos-
tered by indulgence, and fed by a certain
class of reading, ever tend to foster,under
the like circumstances.

Many more sly walks were taken, neigh-
bours began to diseover how matters stood,
and the widow received the daughter one day
with the first words of solemn anger in which
she had ever spoken.

It is too late, mother,” sobbedthe May
Flower, as she drooped upon her breast. ““I
have been a wayward, wicked girl to deceive
you, but I have been guilty no further. Not
in word nor deed has Edward (she had
learnt to call the squire by his Christian
name) ever wronged me; but I have been
foolish, oh, very foolish 1"

And then came the truth, and the whole
truth—how she had thought of him ever
after that “fatal day, O mother, when I was
Queen of the May I”’—how she had met him
accidentally, and then by pre-engagement ;
how her infatnation had increased—how he
had talked of all he would do for her when
he was once married and settled. * Married
and settled,” exclaimed Flora, in a passion
of tears, O those were the words that broke
my heart, and taught me what a miserable
fool, what a humiliated girl I had been.”
And the May Flower sobbed at her mother’s
feet.

Fully believing her ohild’s story, and be-
lieving that such matters are too frequent to
break many hearts, the sorrowing widow
suffered her child to “ cry her grief out,” as
she fondly hoped she might. Flora became
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tranquillized after a few days, clung more
eagerly to her mother, would scarcely go out
without her, and became unusually attentive
to the trivial duties of their little household.
She agan, too, visited the rector’s lady, and
again seemed to take some interest in the
pursuits of the village.

Even Robin and she were reconciled. He
believed her story (which he had heard from
her mother, and to which he had the deli-
cacy never to allude), and could have loved
her almost more than ever for her own sor-
row. He brought her the choicest flowers
that his garden could afford ; she thanked
him ; but one day, when a richer bouquet
than usual had come home during her ab-
sence, she sighed heavily, and said, “ The
May Queen, the May Queen !”

Again with the rector’s lady ; and so deep
in the perusal of the great Book of all con-
solation. So quiet, submissive, and gentle
by day; but at night a stified sob often
grated on the ear of the widow Fisher, and
she would rise and go to the little bedroom
amidst the thatch, and kiss the May Flower,
and soothe her back to her fitful slumber.

New Year’s Eve had arrived, and brought
with it sad thoughts of what the new year
would bring forth, and what it would take
away. The little chamber was as trim and
neat as ever, the linen as white, but all
without was bleak and snowy, and a tiny
fire blazed in the grate. But the bed was
not empty. There lay the May Flower, so
lovely, and so pale and delicate. And there
were medicine-bottles, and sacred books;
and the care-worn widow sat watching her
beautiful girl, as she slept with heavy, fitful
starts, and ever and anon glowed with a
preternatural hue, as a chilly sweat thawed
her limbs.

¢Call me, dear mother, early, though I
eleep but little,” said Flora, as she feebly
half-arose and pressed her mother’s hand.
**1 should like to see the sun once again.”

“ Hush, darling ; Dr. —— says you must
not talk, or you will never be well.”

¢“I feel it, mother, dearest ; butoh, I have
#o little time left to talk, even to you. How
1 should like to have seen the May flowers
blossom once more. You know I was May
Queen once, mother I’ and a tearful blush

overspread the face of the poor ohild. “I
should like to see the flowers, mother, once
more ; but read to me, mother, a little; do,
mother, it will make me content with God’s
will.”

And the widow stifled her tears, and for-
got her bitter pangs in her child’s wish, and
read words of a land where it is Mayday all
the year ronnd.

And so the May Flower languished on,
while her friends wept for her almost as her
mother. Money was lavished on all the me-
dical skill that money could procure ; every
luxury was showered into her little chamber
by her many friends, and the vicar never
left her couch till she seemed resigned and
composed. But all was in vain. The poor
little heart, untrained to self-knowledge and
self-restraint, had given way to a visionary
passion which she never could hope to real-
ize, while Squire —— had been kept in
careful ignorance of her condition, even if
the preparations for his own approaching
nuptials had not prevented his thinking
much about her. The idle gallantry of the
young man had, indeed, done mischief. It
is dangerous for us to put ourselves upon an
intimate familiarity with those who may so
seriously mistake our intentions.

The May Flower lay on her death-bed.
She knew it, and she breathed soft, divine-
inspired words of hope. She said, ““ Not a
May Queen, mother, but a Queen with a
deathleas crown.”

The dying and the living lips of the
daughter and mother met ; a faint sigh es-
caped, and the blight had doneits work upon
the May Flower.

[Nore.—It is fair to observe, that the
leading character and some of the ideas of

.|the above tale are grounded upon Tennyson’s

exquisite * Queen of the May.”]

To-uorrow.—*“ It shall be done to-mor-
row.” ‘“To-morrow the case will be just
the same.” ‘What do you grant me one
day as so great a matter?” ‘But when
that other day has dawned, we have already
spent yesterday’s to-morrow. For see an.
other to-morrow wears away our years, and
will always be a little beyond you.”
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A Youne ship-surgeon who had made
several voyages, set out about thirty-five
years ago, on board a rotten old three-master,
commanded by a worn-out captain. The ship
was named Le Cultivateur, and the young
surgeon was named Paul de la Gironidre.
He came of Breton race; feared nothing and
loved adventure.

After touching in sundry ports the old
three-master reached the Philippine Islands,
and anchored near the little town of Cavita,
in the bay of Manilla. There, the young
doctor obtained leave to live ashore until the
vessel sailed again; and having found
lodgings in the town, he began to amuse
himself in the open air with his gun. He
mixed with the natives, and picked up what
he could of their language, increasing at the
same time his knowledge of Spanish.

At the end of four months—in September,
eighteen hundred and twenty—cholera broke
out at Manilla, and soon spread over the Is-
land. Mortality was terrible among the
Indians ; and, as often happens with the
Indians, and used to happen often among
Europeans when people were more ignorant
than they are now, the belief arose that
somebody was poisoning the wells. No sus-
picion fell upon the Spanish masters of the
island, who were dying, with the rest; but
there was several French ships in the har-
bour, and it was therefore settled that the
wells were poisoned by the French.

On the ninth of October a horrible massa-
cre began at Manilla and Cavita. The old
captain of the Cultivateur was one of the
first victims. Almost all the French resi-
dents in Manilla were assassinated, and their
houses pillaged and destroyed.

Monsieur Paul the doctor, who was known
on shore as Dr. Pablo, contrived to escape in
good time to his ship. As soon as he was
on board his services were wanted by the
mate of an American vessel, who had re-
ceived a poniard wound. That being dressed,
the doctor next heard from several French
captains that one of their number, Captain
Drouant from Marseilles, was still on shore.
There remained but an hour of twillight ; he
might possibly be saved. The bold young

Breton therefore went ashore again in a
canoe, and, when he landed, bade the sailors
abide by the boat until he or Captain Drou-
ant should come to them. He then began
his search; and, at a little place called
Puesta Baga, perceived a group of three or
four hundred Indians. Among them they
had the unlucky captain, pale as a ghost:
whom a wild Indian with a kris in his hand
held by the shoulder. Down rushed Doctor
Pablo on the group, thrust the wild Indian
to the right and Captain Drouant to the left,
and pointing out where the boat was, bade
the captain run and save himself. The cap-
tain ran, and the Indians were too much
surprised at the presumption of his rescuer
to take immediate heed of the departure of
their victim ; so the capiain reached the
boat and pulled away from shore.

But, how was Doctor Pablo to escape ?
The Indian whom he thrust aside, ran at
him with uplifted arm ; him the young sur-
geon met by a blow on the head with a little
cane. The man ran back to his companions,
amazed and wrathful. Knives were drawn
on all sides, and a circle was formed about
the mad white man ; one would not strike
alone, but a score or two would strike to-
gether. The circle was closing, when an
Indian soldier, armed with & musket jumpt
into the midst. Holding his musket by the
muzzle, he swung it violently around at
arm’s length, and the revolving butt-end
soon cleared a wide space. “Fly sir 1” the
soldier said ‘‘nobody will touch a hair of
you while I am here.”

In truth a way was opened, in which the
young man was quietly permitted to depart ;
as he went the soldier cried after him, “You
cared for my wife when she was ill, and re-
fused money ; now you are paid.”

Captain Drouant having taken the canoe,
Monsieur Paul had no course left him but
to go to his old home in Cavita. On the way
he met a crowd of workers from the arsenal,
who had set out with hatchets to attack the
ships. Among these, too, there was a friend
who pinned him to a wall, concealed his per-
son until his companions were gone by, and
then urged him to promise that he would not
go on board the ships, but hide on shore.

The Doctor’s case was little improved
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when he reached home. There came a
knocking at the door, and & whispering out-
side of “Dr. Pablo.” It was the friendly
voice of a Chinese storekeeper.

“ What have you to say, Yang-Po?”’

“Doctor Pablo save, yourself. The In-
dians intend attacking you this night.”

Doctor Pablo would not save himself by
flight ; he thought it best to barricade the
doors with furnitare, to load his pistols, and
to abide the issue. '

Wearied by a day of anxiety, excitement,
and severe physical labour the beleagured
Frenchman found it difficult to keep awake
and watchful through the first hours of the
night. At eleven o’clock there came again
& knocking, hurriedly repeated.

“Who is there P’

“We are friends. The Indians are be-
hind us escape through the roof at the back,
and you will find us in the street of the
Campanario.”

He took this good advice, and had not
long escaped before the house was searched
and pillaged. His new friends sheltered
him for the night, and were about to convey
him to his ship on the succeeding morning,
when one of them brought him a letter
signed by all the captains in harbour, saying
that being in a momentary fear of attack,
they had determined to heave anchor, and
stand out to sea; but two of them, Drouant
and Perroux, would have to leave on land
part of their provisions, their sails, and their
water, unless he would send those stores off!
by means of a canoe which was sent with
the letter, and was subject to his orders.

‘ The safety of two ships,” said the young
surgeon, ‘“depends on sending off this water
and these stores.”

“Your own safety,” his friends replied,
‘““depends on getting off yourself, and that
immediately.”

I am resolved to see after the stores.”

‘ Then go alone for we will not escort you
to destruction.”

Doctor Pablo did go alone, and found up-
on the shore a crowd of Indians watching
the ships. e believed that by not fearing
them he would remove nearly all cause for
fear, and therefore went boldly up to them,
saying, “Which of you would like to earn

some money ! I will give any man a piastre
for a day’s work.” There was & silence.
Presently one said, ¢ You do not seem to be
afraid of us.” “Why, no,” he replied,
drawing his two pistols ; * you see I stake
only one life against two.” The men were
at his service in & minute; two hundred
were chosen ; anote was pencilled and sent off
by a canoe to summon all the ship’s boats to
convey the stores. A quantity of money be-
longing to Captain Drouant was taken to the
beach secretly by the pocketful, and de-
posited in a corner of one of the boats. All
went well ; there was only one unlucky ao-
cident. When Captain Perroux’s sails were
being repaired, one of the men engaged in
the work had died of cholera, and the rest,
fearing infection, had wrapped him up
hurriedly in & small sail and run away. The
Indians, in moving the saileloths uncovered
the body, and were at once in an uproar.
This was, they said, a French plot for
poisoning the air and spreading the infection.
* Nonsense, men,” said Pablo. ** Afraid of
a poor devil dead of cholera? So be it. I'll
soon relieve you of him.” Then, with a
great display of coolness which he did not
altogether feel, he wrapped the body again
in a piece of sail-cloth, and, lifting it up in his
arms, he carried it down to the shore. He
caused a hole to be dug, and laid the body
in the grave himself. When it was covered
up he erected a rude croes over the spot.
After that the loading went on without
further hindrance,

Having paid the Indians, and given them
a cask of brandy, Doctor Pablo went to the
ship with the last cargo of water, and there
—as he had taken little or no refreshment
during the last twenty-four hours—his work
being now done, he began to feel exhausted.
He was exhausted in more senses than one,
for he was near the end of his worldly aa
well as his bodily resouroés. All his goods
and the small hoards that he had made, were
either destroyed or stolen; he owned
nothing but what he had upon him—a
check shirt, canvass trousers, and a calico
waistooat, with a small fortune of thirty-two
piastres in his pockets. When he had re.
covered from his faintness and had taken a

little food, he bethought him of an English



DOCTOR

PABLO. w

captain in the Bay who owed him a hundred
piastres ; as the veasels were all on the point
of departure, he must set off in & small boat
at once to get them. Now this captain, one
of the perfidious sons of Albion I am sorry
to say, replied to the young doctor’s demand
that he owed him nothing, and threatened
to throw him overboard. 8o, in sooth he was
obliged to tumble back into his boat, and re-
turn to the Cultivateur as he could. But
then, how could he ?!—for the night was
become pitch dark, and s violent contrary

The night was spent in idly tossing on the
waves ; but, when morning came, and he
got on board his ship, other difficulties dis-
sppeared. The Spanish authorities had
quelled the riots, and the priests in the
suburbs of Civita had threatened excommuni-
cation against any one who attempted Doc-
tor Pablo’s life ; for, as a son of Asculapius,
his life was to be particularly cherished.
The French ships remained at anchor ; and,
when, soon afterwards, an Indian came on
board the Cultivateur to invite the doctor to
his home near the mountains of Marigondon,
ten leagues off, he had leisure to go, and went.

For three weeks, he lived happily as this
Indian’s guest, and then an express messen-
ger came with a letter from the mate of his
ship, who had commanded it since the death
of the old captain, informing him that
the Cultivateur was about to sail for France,
and that he must make haste and come on
board. -The letter had beensome dayswritten,
and when Doctor Pablo reached Manilla,
there was his vessel to be seen, with its out-
spread sails, almost a speck on the horizon!
His first thought was to give chace in a
canoe, the Indians saying that if the breeze
did not freshen they might overtake the
ship. But they demanded twelve piastres
on the spot, and only twenty-five were then
lying in the doctor’s pockets. What was to
bedone? If they fail to overtake the vessel,
what figare was he to make in a town where
he knew nobody, with nothing but a check
shirt, canvass trousers, calico waistooat, and
thirteen piastres? Suddenly, he resolved to
let the Cultivateur go, and keep what money
he had, to set himself up as a practitioner of!|
physic in Manilla,

But Manilla, as the world knows is a gay
place in which there is much display of
wealth and carriages, and of Spanish colonial
frippery and fashion. How should he begin ?
His stars provided for him in the first in-
stance. Before he left the shore on his way
backinto Manilla, he met & young European,
with whom he exchanged confidences. This
young European was another ship doctor,
who had himself thought of settling in the
Philippines, but was called home by family
affairs ; he confirmed Monsieur de la Giron-~
iére in his purpose. There was a difficulty
about his dress ; it was not quite the costame
in which to pay a physician’s visits. “Never
mind that my dear fellow,” said his friend.
“I can furnish you with all you want: a
new suit of clothes and six magnificent lan-
cets. You shall have them at cost price.”
The bargain was settled ; the departing
dootor turned back to his inn, out of which
Doctor Pablo presently issued fully equipped.
He had a most respectable and professional
set of clothes; only they were too long for
him in every respect, and everywhere to0
wide. He had six lancets in his pooket, and
his little calico waistcoat packed up in his
hat. He had paid for his equipment twenty-
four piastres, so he came out into the streets
of Manilla with just one piastre in his hand,
and the whole world of the Philippines before
him.

A triumphant idea presently oocurred to
him. There was a Spanish captain, Juan
Porras, known to be almost blind. He would
go and offer him his services. Where did he
live? A hundred people in the streets were
asked in vain. At last an Indian shopkeeper
observed, “If senor Don Juan is a captain,
he will be known in any guard house,” To
a guard-house Doctor Pablo went, and thence
was at once conducted by a soldier to the
captain’s dwelling. Night was then closing,

Don Juan Porras was an Andalusian, and
a jolly fellow. He was in the act of covering
his eyes with enormous poultices.

¢ Senor capitan,” said the young Breton,
“I am a doctor and a learned oculist. I am
come to take care of you, and I am sure that
I know how to cure you.”

“Quite enough,” he replied ; “every
physician in Manilla is an spe.”
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“That is just my opinion,” said Doctor
Pablo; ‘“and for that reason I have resolved
to come myself and practise in the Philip-
pines.”

“ What coyntryman are you ?”’

“I am from France.”

¢ A French physician! I am at your ser-
vice. Take my eyes; do what you will with
them.”

“Your eyes senor capitan, are very bad.
If they are to be healed soon, they ought not
to be left a minute.”

“Would you mind making a short stay
with me?”

“1 consent on condition that you let me
pay for my board and lodging.”

“Do as you will,” replied Don Juan;
“the thing is settled at once. Send for your
luggage.”

Doctor Pablo’s canvass trousers had been
thrown aside as too ragged to be worth pre-
serving, and his whole luggage was the little
white waistcoat packed up in his hat, and his
hat was all the box he had. He adopted,
the straightforward oourse, which is at all
times the sensible and right course ; he told
the captain the plain truth about himself,
and that his lodgings could be paid for only
out of his earnings, say from month to month.
The captain was on his part delighted. _ If]
your are poor,” he said, “it will be the
making of you to cure me. You are sure
to do your best.”

Doctor Pablo and the captain got on very
well together. An examination of the eyes
next morning showed that the right eye was
not only lost, but enveloped in & mass of|
cancerous disease that would ere long have
destroyed his patient’s life. Of the other eye
there was still hope. * Your right eye,” the
doctor said, ‘“and all this growth about it
has to be removed by an operation, or you
must die.” The operation was undergone.
The wounds healed, the flesh became sound,
and, after about six weeks, the use of the left
eye was recovered. During this time Doctor
Pablo met with a few other patients ; so, at
the end of the first month, he was able to pay
punctually for his board and lodging.

The captain was cured, but nobody knew
that, for he still refused to stir out of doors.
“I won’t go out,” he said, “to be called

Captain One-eye. You must get a glass eye
froth France before I’ll stir abroad.”

‘“ But that will make a delay of eighteen
months.”

“You must wait eighteen months, then,
before you get the credit of my cure. Worry
me, and I'll keep my shutters closed, and
make people believe that I can’t bear the
light, and am as bad as ever.”

If Captain Juan Porras would but show
himself, then Doctor Pablo’s fortune would
be made. Was Doctor Pablo to wait eighteen
months, until a false eye could be received
from France? Certainly not. He would turn
mechanician, and get up an eye at Manilla
under his own superintendence. He did so,
and the captain (though it did not feel asif it
were a clever fit) found it not unsatisfactory.
He put on spectacles, looked at himself in
the glass and consented to go out.

But what, somebody may ask, is all this
story about? Is it true? I only know that
it is all seriously vouched for, by the per-
son chiefly ooncerned : to wit, the doctor
himself. Monsieur Alexandre Dumas having
included the adventures of Monsieur de la
Gironiére in a romance of “A Thousand and
One Phantoms.” Monsieur de la Gironiére
considered that it was time to tell the naked
truth concerning himself and his adventures.
This he now does in a little book called
Twenty Years in the Philippines; of which,
as we understand from a notice prefixed by
the author, an English translation is to ap-
pear, or perhaps by this time has appeared.

The return of Don Juan caused s great
sensation in Manilla. Every one talked of
Senor Don Pablo, the great French phy-
sician. Patients came from all parts ; and,
young as he was, he leaped from indigence
to opulence. He kept a carriage and four,
but still lodged in the captain’s house.

At that time it happened that a young
American friend pointed out to him a lady
dressed in deep mourning, who was occasion-
ally to be seen upon the promenades—one
of the most beautiful women in the town.
She was the Marchioness of Salinas, eighteen
or nineteen years old, and already & widow.
Doctor Pablo fell in love.

Vain attempts were made to meet this

charming senora in private circles ; but she
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was not to be seen within doors anywhere.
One morning an Indian boy came to fetch
the French physician to & boy, his master.
He drove to the house indicated—one of the
best in the suburb of Santa Cruz—saw the
patient, and was writing a prescription in
the sick room, when he heard the rustle of|
a dress behind him, turned his head and
saw the lady of his dreams. He dropped his
pen and began talking incoherently ; she
smiled, asked what he thought of her
nephew, and went away. This made
Doctor Pablo very diligent in his attend-
ance on the boy ; and six months afterwards
Madame de las Salinas—Anna—was his
wife. She had a fortune of 30,000 pounds,
expected daily in galleons from Mexico.
One evening while they were at tea, news
came that the galleons were in the offing.
Husband and wife had agreed that when
this money came they would retire to France.
Don Pablo had then a splendid practice at
Manilla, and held several official situations,
kept two carriages and eight horses ; also a
fine table, at which all Europeans were wel-
come guests. It was not ruin, therefore,
when the tidings came next day that his
wife’s money wasg lost | It had been seized
on its way through Mexico by Colonel Ytur-
bide, and paid to the credit of the independent
cause, in a civil war then and there in pro-
gress. The only difference to Doctor Pablo
was, that he could not quit the Philippines.
Among other situations Doctor Pablo held
the post of surgeon-major to the first light
battalion of the line, and was a warm friend
to its captain, Novales. Novales one night
revolted, the regiment began an insurrection,
and the surgeon-major rushed out at three
o’clock in the morning, not exactly knowing
what to do. Tumult and cannonading fol-
lowed. Pablo did not return to his wife for
twenty-one hours ; he had given his service
to the Spaniards, and returned safe. He
found his wife upon her knees ; she rose to
receive him but her wits were gone. The
terror she had suffered cost her an illness
that deprived her, for a time, of reason. He
watched over her and she recovered. A
month afterwards she relapsed, and it soon
sppeared that she was subject to monthly

relapees of insanity.

He took her in search of health to the
Tierra Alta, a district much infested by
bandits ; but he did not mind bandits. He
bad sundry adventures with them, and the
result of them all was that these people
thought Doctor Pablo a fine fellow, and
liked him. With much care, Anna’s health
was at last perfectly restored.

Then the young couple, devoted to each
other, returned into Manilla, where, soon
afterwards, Doctor Pablo considered that he
had been insulted by the govenor ; who had
refused to discharge a soldier on account of
ill-health on his recommendation. Pablo
suddenly resigned every office he held under
the state, and asked his wife how she would
like to go and live at Inla-Iala? Anywhere,
she replied, with Doctor Pablo. He bought
therefore with his savings, the peninsula of
Iala-Inla ; and, although the governor be-
haved courteously, refused his resignation,
and appeased his wrath, he held to his pur-
pose firmly, and set out to inspect his new
theatre of action.

It proved to be a peninsula divided by a
chain of mountains which subsided in a
series of hills towards the lake. It was
covered with forests and thick grassy pastur-
age, and was full of game; Doctor Pablo
held himself to be a mighty hunter, great in
thechaseof thepheasantor the buffalo. There
were no animals on the domain more nox-
ious than civet cats and monkeys—men ex-
cepted. The peninsula was a noted haunt
of pirates and bandits. Doctor Pablo went
to the cabin of the person who was pointed
out to him as the most desperate pirate, a
fellow who would do his half-a-dozen mur-
ders in a day, and said to him, * Mabutin-
Tajo,”’—that was his name—‘you are a
great villain. I am lord of Iala-Iala, I wish
you to change your mode of life. If you re-
fuse, I’ll punish you. I want a guard; give
me your word of honour that you'll be an
honest man, and I will make you my lieuten-
ant.” Theman, after a pause, vowed that he
would be faithful to the death, and showed the
way to the house of another desperado who
would be his serjeant. From these, and
with these, the Doctor went to others of their
stamp, raised a little army, and by evening
had in cavalry and infantry, a force of ten
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men, which was as large as he required. He
was captain, Mabutin-Tajo was lieutenant,
and the business of the men was thenoefor-
ward not to break order but to keep it. He
got the people of the place together, caused
them to consent to assemble in & village,
marked the line of a street, planned sites for
a church and for his own mansion, set the
‘people at work, and masons and master work-
men to help them, from Manilla. ,

The people of Manilla thought the great
French physician, had gone mad, but his
faithful wife heartily entered into his scheme;
and, after eight months of constant passing
to and fro, he at last informed her that her
castle at Iala was erected, and conveyed her
to her domain.

Doctor Pablo begged from the governor the
post which we should call in London that of
Police Magistrate of the Province of the
Lagune. This made him the supreme judge
on his own domain, and secured more per-
fectly his influence over the people. From
the Archbishop Hilarion, he begged Father
Miguel de San Francisco a8 a curate. This

-priest was denied to him, as a person with
whom no one could live in peace. Doctor
Pablo persisted and obtained his wish. Fa-
ther Miguel came. He was a flery, ener-
getic man, a Malay, who got on very well
with his new patron, and was appreciated by
his flock: not the less because he laboured
much among them as a teacher and in other
ways, and preached only once a year, and
then it was always the same sermon—a short
one in two parta—nhalf Spanish for the gentle-
folks, half Tagaloo for the Indians,

In this way, Monsieur Paul de la Gironidre
settled at Iala. There, he lived many years.
He reformed the natives, taught them, and
humanised them. Without a cannon-shot, he
put an end to piracy. He cleared woods, and
covered the soil with plantations ef indigo
and sugar-cane, rice and coffee. The end of
his history was that he left Iala-Inla when its
church contained the graves of his dear wife
and of his two infant children, of a favourite
brother who had quitted France to dwell with
him, of his wife’s sister, and other friends.
Doctor Pablo went back, & lonely man, to his
old mother, in Franoe, in 1839, after having
passed twenty years in the Philippines.

MY OLD SCHOOLMASTER.

D’ye mind the tree by the roadside, Kate,
And the school-house standing by:
Where the gray-haired teacher used to wait,
As our morning steps drew nigh.
How we watched the while, for his friendly
smile,
As we tripped the way along;
Oft hand in hand, & score in a band—
A happy childish throng,.

The school-house now is torn away,
Not a beam or a post remains;
And the sunny green where we used to play,
Yields the farmer golden gains.
O’er you and I have years gone by,
But my heart is still the same;
When I think of the names of our school-day
games,
It thrills at the very name.

And that good old man who taught us so
well,

To learn and love our book;

How high did the glow of pleasure swell, '
At his kind approving look.

But his task is done beneath the sun,
And his eye with age grown dim,

Has now no light, for death’s long night
Has closed life’s day for him.

He sleeps, but I know not what marks his
tomb,
Or where is his resting spot;
But fresh in my heart shall his memory
bloom,
Till memory’s self is not.
His stories oft told, which never seemed old,
Are fresh in my mind to-day;
For, Kate, while he taught, ’twas amuse-
ment we thought,
And the time passed unheeded away.

G. W.
Vienns, May 18th, 1854.

InnoceNT’s Day.—A commemoration of the
slaughter of the infants in Bethlehem by
Herod. A singular custom formerly pre-
vailed in France, which was called giving the
innocents. All the young people found in
bed on the morning of this day was sub-
jected to a smart discipline,
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Tax Czar has still some partisans left in
England : not many, certainly; but some,
both influential and sincere, who believe in
the generosity of his protection, and the truth
of his religious geal ; who accept his version
of the history of the war, and see him only
as the conscientious defender of his Church,
regarding his occupation of the Principalities
as the simple demand for tolerance towards
his co-religionists, and the slaughter at
Sinope as the energetic expression of his
philanthropy. We would convert these men
—many of whom are worth converting—and
prove to them what religion and toleration
mean with the Czar. We will tell them a
story of some nuns at Minsk; a story which
was denied by the Russian ministér at Rome,
with Russian veracity; but which both
public and private documents in our posses-
sion establish and confirm. .

Towards the end of the sixteentl dentury
—for it is as well to go back to the origin
ofthings,—a large body in the Greek Church
separated, itself from the orthodox or State
establishment; under the name of the Uniate,
or United Greek Church, entered into com-
munion with Rome, placing itself under the
spiritaal supremacy of the Pope, in op-
position to that of the Patriarch; and
afterwards of the Sovereign. This schism
struck the deepest root in Lithuanis, and
modern Poland ; and, since that partition of|
the empire, has had powerful political in-
flaence, in keeping up the feeling of Polish
nationality ; the Uniate Church and national
fidelity being held as synonymous ; while
the Polish adherent to the Russo-Greek, or
orthodox Church was generally assumed to
be an apostate to his faith, and a traitor to
his country. It was therefore a matter of
great importance to the Czar to destroy this
schizmatic branch, and the usual machinery
of threats, bribes, and cgjolery was put in
motion, Laws were passed, which forbade
the hearing of mass, excepting on Sundays

sud great festivals ; which forbade- the teach-
ing of the Catholic religion to the children
of Catholic parents; which prescribed the
sermons that were to be preached, and the
Yor. V.—».

catechisms that were to be used in Catholic
churches; and which allowed of no theo-
logical explanations of theological differ-
ences ; which, latter, dispersed the Catholic
prieets with violence, shut up their churches,
and refused all spiritual consolations to their
flocks; which excommunicated asschismatic,
all Catholic children not baptised according
to the rules of the established church with-
infour and twenty hours after their birth, and
which offered entire pardon and indemnity
to any Oatholic convicted of any crime what-
soever—murder, robbery, no matter what—
who recanted, and became orthodox. 8o
much vigorous legislation was not without
its effect. In the spring of eightcen hundred
and thirty-nine, the whole of the Episcopal
body of the Uniate signed the .act of recan-
tation, petitioning the Exmrpéror graciously
to re-4dmit them into the bosom of the or-
thodox Church, and asking pardog both of
him and of God, for their long blindness”
and obstindcy.

Amongst these petitioners, the Bishop
Siemaszko distinguished himself as particu-
larly ardent in his profession of orthodoxy,
and as & proof of his zeal—or asits reward—
he undertook thetask of converting the Basi-
lan nuns of Minsk, with whom is our present
story,and of whom he had been * bishop and
shepherd.” He began his mission with mo-
deration, even with kindnes, calling on them,
affectionately, as their pastor, to remounce
the communion of Rome, and the acts of St.
Bagjl ; but, as their refusals were more ve-
hement than he had looked for, his behaviour
suddenly changed ; and one Friday, as the
nuns were going to prayers, Siemaszko, ac-
oompanied by Uszakoff the civil governor of
Minsk and a troop of soldiers, burst open the
convent gates, to offer them their final choice
between honours with the orthodox religion,
and constancy to their communion with
forced labour in Siberia. The nuns despised
his threats as thiey had rejeoted his bribes.
Thereverendmother, Makrena Mirazryslawski
answered generally in the name of all, and
Siemaszko then orderéd them, angrily, to
prepare instantly for a march. With
difficulty they obtained permission to offer up
a few prayers before their departure. They
flang themselves before the Host, the rene-
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gade prelate cursing them as they prayed.
Thirty-five knelt on the church flags; but,
when they rose up to go, one was found
dead, Rosalie Lenszeka. Her heart had
broken between fear and grief.

They were marched through the town;
the orphan children, of whom they had
forty-seven in the convent, following them
with tears and lamentations, and many of
the inhabitants crowding round them, weep-
ing too; for, according to various disposi-
tions, these nuns of St. Basil were much
beloved. Their kindness and benevolence
to the poor and the afflicted was & matter of
public notoriety and of public benefit. The
soldiers were afraid of a popular demonstra-
tion if they attempted any personal violence
in the town, so that the nuns were not
ironed until they came to their first halting-
place, about a league from Mingk. There
they were chained in couples, with irons on
their hands and feet, and in this manner
they marched for seven days, until they
reached Witebsk. They were placed in a
convent of Czermick, or Black Nuns, chiefly
widows of Russian soldiers; women of coarse
habits and cruel feelings, to whom they were
appointed servants, or rather serfs and
victims. Their coupling chains wero re-
moved ; but their irons remained oun their
feet ; and these they wore for the seven years
of their persecution, At this convent—
which had formerly been Basilian, and had
belonged to the Uniate Church-~they found
thirteen of its former owners Basilian nuns,
subject to the same treatment which thley
themselves were about to undergo. The
whole of the sisterhood united was placed
under the charge of the Father Ignatius
Michallwiez who had formerly been their
own almoner ; but who was now orthodox
and renegade.

Before six o’clock in the morning, the nuns
performed the work of the house, drew the
water, carried it, prepared the wood, lighted
the fires, and, in short did all that was re-
quired in the establishment. At six they
went to hard labour: breaking stones and
carrying them in wheelbarrows, to which
they were chained. From noon toone o’clock
they rested ; from one till dark, hard labour

attending the cattle. Then to rest, such as
they might find, in a low damp room, where
a few wisps of straw were their only farni-
ture, and where their clanking irons were
not removed. Their food was so scanty and
so wretched that the beggars used to bring
them bread, and often they shared the pro-
vender of the cattle when serving them, a
crime the Black Nuns punished with blows,
telling them they did not deserve to share
the food of their hogs. Ome of their most
painful duties was, cleaning the high leather
boots worn by the Czermicks, with a certain
preparation called * dziegiec,” which was
overpoweringly sickening. But the poor
nuns of Minsk lived to remember their
leather boots and the “ dziegiec” with regret.

After two months of this life—finding them
still persistent—Siemaszko ordered them to
be flogged twice a weck, fifty lashes each
time. The floggings took place in the court-
yard, under a kind of a shed, in the presence
of the deacons, the priests, the children, the
nuns: “of everything,” says the mother
Makrena, ‘that lived and blasphemed in
this dwelling,” Their flesh often hung in
strips from their bodies and the way to
their work was tracked with blood ; but they
made neither resistance nor complaint, and
only wept when they did not pray. Jt was in
thewinter; and thoy were notallowedany fire;
8o that the cold frozetheir limbs, and poisoned
their wounds, making their punishment still
more severe. After one of these flagellations,
a nun, Colomba Gorska, fainted on her way
to work. They beat her until she recovered
her senses ; when, staggering to her wheel-
barrow, she attempted to move it and fell
dead. Another nun, Baptista Downar, was
burned alive in a large stove. The Czer-
micks shut her up in it after she had lighted
the fire. Another, Nepomucena Grotkowska,
was killed, perhaps accidentally, by the
Czermick abbess, who ‘clove open her
head, by striking it with a log of wood, be-
cause she had dared to make use of a knife
to sorape from & plank a stain of tar, which
she ocould not remove in any other way.”
It was a breach of discipline, and diso-
bedience to a rule of the abbess. Another
nun, Susannah Rypinksa, died from the

again: and, after dark, household work and

flogging ; and a fifth, Coletta Sielawa, was
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also killed accidentally, by a Black Nun who
broke her ribs by knocking her down violent-
ly against a pile of wood.

After they had been many months at
Witebsk, Siemaszko wrote angrily to Michall-
wiez, asking why he had not been able to
overcome their obstinacy. Thesuperintend-
ent answered that they were “soft as wax
in his hands,” and ready to recant, ard that
Siemaszko might come to recive their confes-
sion. To bring this about, and substantiate
his boast, he began nmew tortures. They
were saddenly eeized, and divided into four
parties, shut up in damp dungeons, and
given scarcely enough to exist on. The
dungeon in which the reverend mother and
her eight sisters were confined was full of
worms and vermin, which crawled about
their persons when they slept. Their only
food was half-putrid vegetables. The other
three divisions had for the first two days a
pound of bran bread, and a pint of water
each, which was then reduced one half. Every
day Michallwiez attempted to induce them
to recant ; now with promiges, and now with
threats, and now with a false paper, which
be asserted in turn to each party that the
others had signed, and were then warm
and comfortable, “enjoying their coffee.”
“Would it not be better,” he used to say to
the mother, “ to be abbess again, than to be
eaten alive by the worms? Come! sign, as
all your children have done.” The brave
old women stHll persisted, though trembling
lest any of her nuns had given way; but,
seizing the paper from his hand, she opened
it, and found ‘it a blank. Heaping re-
proaches on his hcad, she flung the false
petition in. his face; and this “ traitor,—
Judas, envoy of Lucifer,—went back to his
master, quite ashamed,” leaving her and
her children triumphant. Siemaszko, how-
ever, arrived. He spoke to them gently,
congratulated them on their decision, pro-
wised them grand honours, and appointed
the mother, Makrena, Mother General of
her orthodox charge. Eagerly, yet in terror
leat they should find a traitor amongst them,
they all denied their conversion; and the
reverend mother refused her office with more
ezergy, doubtless, than policy, flinging back
the superb croes, with which he wished to

decorato her, telling him to wear it himself,
and then “instead of, as in the old times, a
thiefhanging on the cross, they should see the
cross hanging on a thief.” Finding that he
could make no impression on them, Sie-
maszko, indignant at the useless trouble he
had taken, and the unnecessary civility he
had shown, ordered them to be severely flog-
ged beneath his own windows: and so ended
this prelatic visitation.

Among other more revolting, but not more
severe, cruelties, was the manner in which
they were made to bring water from the river.
To “ prevent the Polish spirit from passing
into the water,” the nuns were obliged to
hold the heavy copper jars at arms’ length.
It was a great distance between the convent
and the river, especially in winter, when
they had to go & long way round; and the
poor creatures were sometimes unable to
keep the jars held out at the required dis-
tance. If theydrew them nearer, the water
was polluted ; and the Czermick Nuns, who
were always with them, armed with whips
and sticks, flung it over them, and they were
obliged to go back to the river for more.
This happened perhaps many times in the
day, and as they were not allowed to change
their clothes—indeed they had none but
what they wore—they were sometimes the
whole day and night enveloped in a sheet of
ice, for the water froze in the clothes, instead
of drying. Another misfortune which affected
them more than others, that seemed more
d@:nlt to bear, was the loss of their only
cooking utensil : an earthenware pot given
them by a Jew, in which they used to cook
the only warm food they had to eat, namely,
the “braha,” the grounds of a sort of spirit
made from corn. Michallwiez shattered it
with the heel of his boot, and the poor nuns
found all their patience and resignation
necessary to enable them to bear this loss
cheerfully. However, “they carried it to
God,” with the same marvellous patience
they showed throughout; and afterwards
another Jew gave them an iron kettle.

Agsain Seimaszko came among them ; this
time to reconsecrate the Uniate Church at
Witebsk to the orthodox faith. He tried
to make the nuns assist in the ceremony,

which would have been equal to a public pro-
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fession of faith ; but they steadfastly refused,
and suffered themselves to be cut, maimed,
bruised, ill-treated, and wounded, rather
than commit what they believed to be & mor-
tal sin. The Abbess had her head laid open,
and there was not one of the nuns who was
not bleeding from one or many wounds. At
the church door as they were being forced
in, one of the nuns snatched a log of wood
from a carpenter at work, and threw it at
the bishop’s feet; and the Abbess Makrena
offered him a hatchet, erying, ¢Thou hast
been our shepherd, become our executioner !
Like the father of St. Barbe, destroy thy
children!” the nuns kneeling before him.
Siemaszko dashed the hatchet from the
mother’s hands ; and, in falling, it cut the
leg and foot of one of the sisters. Witha
blow of his hand he knocked out ome of
Makrena’s teeth, and beat her brutally about
the head. Then, perhaps, from the excess
and reaction of his passion, he fainted: so
the barbarous scene ended. But after this
their persecutions were greatly increased,
and the death of Michallwies, who fell, when
drunk, into a pool and was drowned, only
added to their sorrows; for the Pope
Swanow, who succeeded, continually blamed
his moderation, and repeated, daily, “I am
10 Michallwiez !”

At the end of eighteen hundred and forty,
two years after their arrival at Witebsk,
they were suddenly marched off to Polosk.
By this time their clothes were completely
worn out, and they reveived a fresh supply;
namely, two petticoats of sacking, and &
half square of linen for the head. This was
all they had. At Polosk, they found other
Basilian-nuns, whose persecutions had be-
gun at the same time as that of the nuns
of Witebsk, and who had lost fifteen out of
their former number of twenty-five, from the
barbarities they had suffered. Of the ro-
maining ten, two were mad, who yet were
chained, fastened to the wheelbarrows, and
compelled to work like the rest. ~ One died
soon after the arrival of the nuns of Minsk,
and the other was one day found covered
with blood, lying dead on the floor of the
prison. In Polosk, or rather at Spas, which
is about a league from the town, the nuns
were set to work on a palace about to be

built for Siemaszko. They first had to break
the stones, not with hammers, but with the
stones themselves, which dislocated their
arms, so that they were often obliged to
help each other to replace them in the
sockets ; tumours came on their necks and
heads, their hands were swollen, chapped,
and bleeding, and their bodies were one mass
of open wounds and festering sores. At
night they could not lie down nor sleep, and
often passed the whole night leaning against
each other, weeping and praying. Their
numbers were sadly thinned during this
peried. It might be truly said that they
moistened the foundations of that prelatic
palace with their blood. Threedied in eight
days; two of qver fatigue ; and the third, too
weak to guide & bucket of lime, which she
was drawingup to the third story, let the rope
slip through her hands, and the bucket
falling on her head crushed her to death.
Five were buried alive in an excavation
they were making for potters’ earth. The
pit was very deep, and cracks and crevices
had already warned them there was danger;
but the papas (priests) would not allow any
precautions to be taken, and the bank giving
way, buried them as they worked, withoutan
attempt being made to save them. Nine other
nuns died by the falling of a wall they were
building. The mother herself escaped, only
by the fortunate accident of exchanging her
own labour (she was up on the seaffolding
with the rest) for the harder task of a sister,
named Rosalie Medumecka, who was carry-
ing gravel. Rosalie called out, *“ My mother,
I can do no more!” and the mother de-
scended to relieve her, the sistor taking her
place on the scaffolding. In & few minutes
a fearful crash, a cloud of dust, a piercing
ory, and & moaning prayer,startled her from
herlabour; the wall had given way, and the
nine sisters were crushed beneath the ruins.
When she recovered from the faintness into
which this terrible sight threw her, she was
scourged, and drivem to her work again.

One morning, & Russiar verse was found
written on the walls,

Here, instead of a momaﬁry,
Are Siberia and the Galleys.

The Basilian nuns wereaccused of having
written this, and were flogged so brutally
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that two died; one that same evening, and
the other the next morning. On this occasion
word was again sent to Siemaszko, telling
bim that, terrified at their losses, they were
prepared to recaut. He arrived at Polosk
in the sutumn of eighteen hundred and forty-
one, to receive the same answer of firm and
vehementdenial,the AbbessMakrena passion-
ately reproaching him with being “apos-
tate, traitor to the Church of Jesus Christ!”
1t was on this occasion that he read to them
the ukase signed by the Emperor, which
“approved, confirmed, and found holy, holy,
thrice holy, all that Siemaszko had done, and
that he may do for the propagation of the
orthodox faith, commanding that no person
dare to resist him in anything, and com-
manding also that in cases of resistance the
military be placed under his orders on his
simple demand.” It was on tHis occasion
also that he broke the upper cartilage of the
mother’s nose, and that he flogged the sister-
hood as he had threatened, “till he had taken
off three skins, one that they had received
from God, and two from the Emperor, that
isto say those that will come after;” when
be afirmed they wonld be less obstinate, and
would repent. After this scourging, anoth.er
nun, Baselisse Holynska, died, like so many
others before her. But Siemaszko had not
yet scourged them into pliability; and still
they resisted him and stood firm.

In eighteen hundred and forty-two, they
were again flogged twice a week, fifty blows
esch time ; and again three nuns died from
the torture: one died during punishment,
and the twenty blows that remained of her
number was struck on her corpse ; one died
two hours after; and the third lingered in
great agony till night,when she expiredin her
mother’s arms, pressing the crucifix to her
bleeding lips, and murmuring, “I love thee
with all my heart!” as she died. After
they had been scourged thus six times, the
Bussian General and his wife interfered.
They came to the place as the executioners
were abont to begin, and the General com-
manded him to desist, telling him that he
thould be hung.  “The Emperor,” he said
to their proto-papa Wierowkin, ‘“has no
knowledge of the horrible torments you in-
flit on your victims; and when he learns

that I have hung thee, he may think, per~
haps, ¢ The good old man has lost his senses ;’
but you will be hanged none the less for
it.” Ie did not know that all this was
done under the express permission of the
Emperor, and with his knowledge. But
Siemaszko returned, and by virtue of the
ukase inflicted fresh cruelties on them ; all
the more bitter because of the temporary
cessation. One evening they were brought
home from work sooner than usual. Asthey
entered they were surrounded by a crowd of
ferocious men with whom drink, and rage,
and cruelty, and viler passions still, had
transformed into worse than wild beasts.
The nuns defended themselves—effectually,
though the place swam with blood, and the
barbarities used that fearful night were such
as make one tremble. Two nuns were
trampled to death, their countenances so
disfigured by blows and the iron heels of the
men’s boots as to render them scarcely re-
cognisable as human beings. Onenun died
from a. bite in her shoulder, coupled with
other wounds, and one had her nose bitten
off; eight lost their sight, and the mother’s
head was laid open, her side gashed with a
knife, and three¢ wounds inflicted on her
arms. It was one prostrate mass of blood
and agony that those drunken fiends left
groaning on tho floorof their prison. During
the night, a sister, Scholastica Rento, died :
Wierowkin and the Czermicks saying, *“See
how God punishes you for your obstinacy !’
Some months after this, 8 new punishment
was devised. The remaining sisters were
shut up for six days, and givea only salted
herrings to eat, without a drop of water or
any, other kind of food. This was one of the
most painful tortures they had undergone,
and made many of them fear for their reason.
In the spring of the year eighteen hundred
and forty-three their place of residence was
again changed. Between soldiers with fixed
bayonets they were marched off to Miadzioly.
Here again they were placed with the Black
Nuns, in a convent formerly belonging to the
Carmelites, and here it was the infamous
murder and torture of the baths took place.
The nuns, excepting those eight who were
blind, were put into a kind of sack, with both

arms thrust into a single sleeve, so thatthey

.
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could neither defend themselves nor assist
each other. They were marched to the lake,
flung in, and when up to their chests in
water, withropes fastened round their neeks,
men in boats dragged them along. This
punishment lasted for about three hours.
Sometimes the boats drifted on shore, and
the poor women were then able to gain their
feet for a moment, but the papa under whose
charge they were at Miadzioly, would then
order the boatmen to row out into the lake,
crying, *Drown them like puppies! drown
them all”  They had these baths six times,
twice a week for three weeks. They were not
allowed to change their clothes all the night,
end thus their old wounds were poisoned,
and opened afresh, while new ones appeared
all over their bodies. Three nuns were
drowned in the baths, and buried without
rites or service by tho side of the lake. At
last the punishment was discontinued, partly
because the waters began to freese, and
partly because the Jews—who seem to have
been always compassionate—entreated, and
petitioned, and agitated the town, until the
authorities thought it best to put an end to
what was ceasing to be a warning, and be-
coming a martyrdom. But seven of the
nuns had become entirely infirm, and at the
end of their second year’s residence at
Miadzioly, only four remained of the three
united sisterhoods of Minsk, Witebsk, and
Polosk, who could still use their limbs or
work. The rest were either blind or crip-
pled. During the last year, two nuns died ;
one suffocated by a badly acting stove, which
they were allowed sometimes to use, and the
second was frozen to death in the forest,
when sent out to gather firewood.

In March eighteen hundred and forty-five,
they received warning from s friend, a priest
of their own communion, who told them that
they were all to be sent off to Siberia, who
advised them to make their escape if possible.
A good opportunity presented itself at this
time ; for the birthday of the. proto-papa
Skrykin was approaching, when the whole
convent would probably be given up to
drunkenness and excess. So it happened ;
and on the night of the first of April—when
guards, deacons, nuns, and priests were all
lying drunk and incapable—the mother

Makrena and three of her nuns made their
escape from the convent, having first filed
off their irons. They parted beneath the
convent walls giving each other rendezvous
at a house where lived some sisters of an-
other order; and here the reverend mother
and one of the nuns did meet; but their
bosts showed so much uneasiness at har-
bouring such guests, that the poor women
took to flight dgain, each in different direo
tions. After enduring great hardships and
privations, Makrena arrived at Posen, where,
she presented herself at a convent of the Sis-
ters of Charity; and where, on the four-
teenth of August, eighteen hundred and forty-
five, her depositions on oath were taken be-
fore S. Kramarkiewiez, and the * Medi-
czinee Rath Herr,” S. Jagielski, in the
presence of the chaplain of the convent, Albin
Thinet. These depositions, signed with
the name and gealed with the seal of the
Archbishop of Gresnaand Posen, attestedalso
by the imperial police of Posen, are now in
our possession. Count Dzialynska, a Polish
gentlemen certifies to the reception of the
reverend mother in his chiteau at Rornik, on
her way through the grand duchy of Posen
to Rome by way of Paris. Count Dzialynska
says: “The abbess gave me the history of
her lengthened sufferings; the truthful
character of her relation, the persons whom
she named to me, and other circumstances
which my position allowed me to appreciate,
inspired me with the most absolute faith in
her words. She showed me her head, which
bore on the top of the skull—at the left side,
I believe—a large depression, covered witha
newly-formed skin. The cicatrice exactly
resembled those of severe sabre cuts: it
was nearly an inch broad, and in length
equivalent to the half of the last joint of the
little finger. Her walk was fecble (chance-
lante), and the superioress (who accompanied
her) assured me that her legs bore the marks
of her fetiers.” This certificate we have
seen.

» The first person who published the story of
the Abbess,was a little too hurried to be quite
accurato. Instead of at Minsk, he placed this
convent at Kowna. This the Rassian govern.
ment made a great point of, and denied en-

ergetically — with truth, as to the mere
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locality: with unblushing falsehood as to
everything else. But we have the deposition
on oath of a professor at Posen, Jean Rymark-
iewicx, who asserts that he was one of a hun-
dred prisoners lodged for a whole winter in
the Basilian convent at Minsk; and that the
nuns who had been driven out to an opthouse,
to make room for the prisoners, ‘procured
comforts for them, both in food and clothing.”
Finally, we have the account of an English
Protestant 1ady, who saw and conversed with
the mother Makrena in February, eighteen
hondred and forty-eight, in the convent of’
the Santa Trinita at Rome. At that time
she was still suffering; but vigorous, stout-
hearted, energetic and determined as ever.
To this lady she gave some curious details
not published; one of her escape through the
gates of the frontier town. Unprovided with
a passport, she was sure of being stopped,
and if stopped discovered. A herd of cattle
were passing, and the Abbess hid herself
among them, passing through on all fours
unperceived. Before she had thus escaped
from the Russian territory, she went one day
to church, whore she heard her description
given in the sermon; for the government set
a large price on these poor fugitives, whose
escape and freedom of speech might bring
more ugly things to light. Afterservice, she
went boldly to the house of the priest and
proclaimed herself. But, instead of deliver-
ing her up to the authorities, he gave her
bread and money, and set her in the right
way to the frontier town. .

The Abbess Makrena is probably now the
sole Popish representative of the order of
St. Basil. She is more than sixty years
of age, and is about to found the order of
St. Basil at Rome, in a house near the Scala
Santa, and bas already four novices, three
Poles and one Italian.  “ Ier conversation
is vehement, rapid, gesticulative”: (we are
again quoting our English b “Sher
spirit as strong to bear persecution as it Was
likely to attract it and ready to forgét it.
Like a female Luther, or St. Ignatius, she
seemed violent, daring and uncompromising,

A

[Whoever uses such means, in the name of
Christianity, with a view to its propagation, be he
Greek, Roman or Anglican, proves that the Spirit
of Christ dwells not in him.—Ep.]

SONNET.

TO SPRING. BY WILLIAM BYBNE.
Spring ! beauteous, blue-eyed maid! thatin the
vale
And on the mountain tops dost strew the sod
With star-like daisies—those sweet ‘‘ smiles of
GM"
That cheer’d me in the hours of childhood—hail !
The timid violet and the primrose pale
Lift up their heads aund smiling, welcome thee !
Thou fill’st the woods with taneful minstrelsy,
Blest gladd’ner of the earth! Yet dost thou fail
To bring my heart the joy-thou once didst bring,
E’er the dark winter of the world did chase
The sunlight from my soul ; and suffering
And life’s inherent sorrows fill’d its place!
Tell me, when wilt thou, oh, beloved Spring,
Restore the feelings of my youthful days!

AraB CourrEsizs.—The Bedouin can tell
at once when drawing near to an encamp-
ment, the tent of the Sheikh. It is gene-
rally distinguished by its size, and
frequently by the spears standing in front of
it. If the stranger be not coming directly
towards it, and wishes to be the guest of the
chief, he goes out of his way and on ap-
proaching he may ride at once to it without
passing to any ether as it is considered. un-
courteous and almost an’insult to go by any
man’s tent without dtpping and eating his
bread. The owner of a tent has even right
to clajm ‘azry one as his guest who passes in
front of it on entering an ensampment.

AN Organic Rexain.—A row of columns’
in Chichester Cathedral, constructed of Sus-
sex marble, excite much attention by their
beauty. This they owe to the nature of the
material, a limestone of the Weald clays,
composed of paludife or fresh-water snails.
The ordinary spectator admires them and
admits them to be a fitting flecoration for an
ancientedifice. To the geologist, the build-
ing is bpghing of yesterday, but the marble
itself s}enuine antique, for it contains re-
wfains of sentient beings, which lived and
moved in the past ages to which our
arithmetic cannot go back.
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S8EDERUNT XXV.
(Major, Doctor, and Laird.)

Lamep.—I say, Doctor—noo that I've got
time to spier—what cam’ owre ye on the
Queen’s birth-day? It was a daft-like thing
to be awa’ on sic & special occasion! Crabtree
"here, and mysel’, missed ye sairly!

Docror.—Necessity, and not my will, caused
my sbsence. On Tuesday preceding the loyal
saturnalia, I was called to visit a patient in the
vicinity of Brampton, and did not get back to
town till Thursday afternoon.

Masor.—I opined that you made it a point
‘not to stir beyond a walking distance from
your “crib,” (as Captain Bobadil hath it) on
curative or killative niigkions?

Docror.—S8uch is my general rule, but every
rale has its exoeption.

Lamep.—That proposition I deny, root and
branch! Wha ever heard tell, for instance, o’
‘an exception to the rule, that a bill in Chancery
‘is followed by a bill o’ costs?

MaJsor.—Come, come, Laird, you must not,

in your senectitude, leave the chopping of pine
fcr the chopping of logic! Permit Sangrado,
an’ it so please you, to g{pe his explanation.
" Docror.—Indeed, there is very little explana-
tion to give. A very worthy, though soft-headed
friend of miné, residing in Chinguacousy, who
thinks in his simplicity that my brain contains
the concentrated essence of medical wisdom,
mtakenverynnwell,mdtorthwitbtdg—
graphed for me.

Larp.—What ailed the man?

Docror.—Very little, in the primary instance
—a fit of indigestion, or something of that sort.
Unfortunately, however, he fell in with one of
those herb or yard empirics who, like locusts,
infest this poor credulous Canada, and put
himself under his treatment.

Masor.—Your story is told—but one catas-
trophe could result from such premises!

Docror.—Ere three weeks had elapsed, my
hapless amious was bed-ridden in good earnest,
and it required all my skill to nndo the mischief
which the squalid disciple of Hornbook had
occasioned.

Major.—How passing strange it is that, in
this enlightened and progressive nineteenth cen-
tury, men, with the slightest pretensions to
rationality, sjould intrust themselves to vaga-
bonds whose ignorance is as obvious as their
assurance |

Laiep.—Yg may weel say that, Crabtree!
A farmer who will not give the making o’ a
pair o’ breeks to ony ane wha has not served &
regular apprenticeship to the tailoring craft,
will without scruple commit the health—I may
say the very existence—o’ himsel’, his wife, and
his bairns.to a ne’er-do-weel, whose knowledge
o’ drugs and anatomy, such as it is, has been
acquired by inspiration !

Docror.—There is no great mystery in the
matter. The quack, whatever other qualifica-
tions he lacks, generally possesses a glib and
voluble tongue, which constitutes his main
stock-in-trade. Thus endowed, the reptile
crawls into a dwelling where gickness has taken
up its abode, (these vampires have s keen and
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instinctive scent for suffering,) and at omce
undertske to effect & cure. Mast probably
some regular physician has been consulted, and
pronounced the case to be hopeless, or one, at
lesst, which medicine could not alleviate. The
anxious relatives eagerly grasp at the rotten
plank thus thrown in their way, and continue

rasping it till the rush of death’s flood mani-

ts its utter worthlessness!

MaJor.—One would imagine that a few such
upshots weuld serve to open the eyes of the
gallish Aos pollas.

Doczor.—Not & bit of it! The yard msn
has a thousand ingenious theories at his finger
ends to account for the miscarriage. His
directions had not been implicitly followed, or
—vwhat is & very common get-off with such
gentry—the licensed practitioner had, in the
first instance, irremediably injured the patient
by the administration of marcury, or some other
regler medicament!

Laiep.—I met, no’ lang ago, wi’ are o’ the
veepers—as ye very properly ca’ them—at the
house o’ an asuld acquaintance o’ mine, Duncan
Daidles, wha had been seduced to mak’ use o’
his services. He had a’ the external marks o’
8 broken-doon field-preacher—such as axoosty
black coat, sairly oot at the elbows, and a neck-
cloth aboot his craig which might hae been white
half a century ago. The creature spoke through
his nose, wi’ 8 twang savouring unwholesomely
0’ Dollardom, and, losh preserve us! what a
spate o' meaningless, lang-nebbet words he
evacuated to be sure!

Docror.—What was the name of the fellow?

Lamp.—He ca’d himsel’ Dr. Bhark, o
Brampton !

Dooror.—Why, that is the identical vaga-
bond who oocasioned my late inapportune
exodus from Toronto! Confound him! if he
had been caged in his proper domicile, the
Provincial Penitentiary, I should not have been
prevented from oelebrating the nativity of
Begins in your good compapy!

Lamp.—Seeing that I was a stranger, Dr.
8hark did »’ he eould to impress me wi’ a sense
o' his ekill, by expatiating upon a’' the ills to
which human flegh is heir to, and his infallible
remedies for the same. When he was palaver-
ing, I eouldns help thinking upon the lines o’
Robin Burns, referring to a similar character:

“And then o’ doctor’s saws and whittles,
@ a’ dimensions, shapes, and mettles,

« Calees 0’ foseils, earths, and trees;
True sal-marinum o’ the seas;
The fariva o’ beans and pess,

He has't in plenty ;
Aquasortis—what you pleass,
He can content ye.

“Forby some new, uneommon weapons,

L TR
ey puetil s,

MaJor.—One portion of your quotation I
should judge was a trifle inappropriate—I refer
to the rattling over of ¢ Latin names!”

Laiep.—If the Shark didna spout Latin, he
rapped oat & gush o’ Dutch, and sic like unknown
tongues, which answered the purpose quite as
weel |

Docros.—And how fared it with the trustful
Daidles?

Larrvo.—It was a crowning mercy that I hap-
pened to ca’ upon him! Though I am nae leech,
I soon saw that the puir body was labouring
under pleurisy; and there was the Hippocrates
—or rather, I should say, the hypocrite—o*
Brampton, drenching him wi’ denty-lion tea
and lime-water!

Docror.—The murderous ruffian!

Lairp.—The very words I used to the scoun-
drel! By my certy, I kicked him oot o’ the
door in double quick time, and sent eff an
express for a real doctor, wha arrived just in
season, and nae mair, to save the sick gowk’s
life by proper remedies |

Masor.—What a crying disgrace to the autho-
rities of ¢ this Canada” that man-slaughtering
brigands, like 8hark, of Brampton, are per-
mitted to fatten and wax plethoric upon the
blood of their fellow-creatures! Let a publican
vend 8 horn to a pilgrim, without having &
license to do so, and, presto! he is pulled up,
and stringently fined for the delict! On the
other hand, there are to be found in every
quarter of the Province desperadoes like Doctor
8hark, murdering with impunity in the very
teeth of the law!

Dooror.—Yes! and, keeping out of view the
certain loss of human' life which is thus occa-
sioned, what an injustice to men who, at much
expenditure of precious money, and more pre-
cious time, have qualified themselves to practioe
in a legal manner!

Larep.—Some unco liberal folk argue that
¢the people” should be left to judge for them-
selves in sic matters! But, as I say, what for
is this rule no carxjed oot in a’ things? Land

surveyors and barristers canna carry on their
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trades withoot a leeshence, and if they ventured
to do sae, would be harled owre the coals before
ye could cry Jack Bobinson! Noo, will ony ane
tell me that the measuring o’ a kail-yard, or the
pleading a case anent the price o’ a stirk or a
wheen bushels o’ wheat is mair important than
the life or death o’ ane o’ God’s images—silly
and feckless though that image be? Answer
me that.

Majsor.—Your question is unanswerable.

LAmrp.—Vera weel!| Why, then, in the name
o’ common justice, is fish made o’ ane and flesh
o' the ither?

Masor.—Why, indeed !

Docror.—I have noticed, as a general rule,
that the patrons of quacks are clamorous advo-
cates for a Maine Liquor-law. Now, are ‘ the
million” not quite as well qualified to judge for
themselves as to the quality of the beverages
which they ought to imbibe, as they are to pro-
nounce judgment upon the capabilities of their
medical advisers?

Larp.—A plain man, like your humble ser-
vant, would think sae!

Masor.—The root of the whole matter is,
that we live in an age of rampant humbug!
Every day we see Peter robbed, in order that
the sum due to Paul may be liquidated! Ome
man may abduct a horse, without any imperti-
nent question being asked, while another will
subject himself to the manipulation of Squire
Ketoh for merely looking at the quadruped
from over a fence!

Docror.—I notice from the accounts given
by the fourth estate, that her Majesty’s birth-day
was honoured becomingly in ¢ Muddy Little
York.”

Larro.—Oo, man, it was a grand and speerit-
stirring demonstration! If ye had been wi’ us
at Mr. Wyllie’s wunnock on the forenoon o’
Wednesday, the 24th o’ May, and seen the
parade sailing alang wi’ its flags and banners,
and cornets and dulcimers, ye would hae
imagined that ye were in Glasgow or Auld
BReekie! i

MaJsor.—Yon indeed missed a spectacle well
worth seeing! Never did I behold a finer body
of men than that which then defiled along King
Street! When I gazed upon the stalwart fire
brigades, and the national societies of the
United Empire, how did I long that John
Mitchel could have witnessed the most sugges-
tive sight! If he could have gazed upon that
noble turn-out of Anglo-Saxons and Celts, and
marked the flush of affectionate loyalty which

crimsoned their honest cheeks, he never more
would have babbled about a Yankee invasion
of Canada!

Larep.—He would just as soon hae speculated
upon the possibility o’ quarrying dooun the rock
o’ Quebeo, and bigging dry stane dykes wi’ the
chips thereof!

Docror.—How did the represented persag-
ages look ?

Masor.—* First-rate,” as our unsophisti-
cated bush-whackers would say! Nothing
could be more sublime than the bearing of the
Grand Turk—Britannia seemed born to com-
mand—and our friend Louis Napoleon had an
imperial aroma which was hugely imposing!

Docror.—Was the night procession effective ?

Larep.—It was the very cream o’ the con-
cern! I and the Major were standing at the
Parliament Buildings, and when I saw the forest
o’ torches advancing, and heard the row-de-
dowing o’ the drums, it reminded me f<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>