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A TALE OF THE SEA. 

BY WILLIAM H. G, KINGSTON. 

——_——s 

t was the memorable Ist of June. 

\\ A sea fight ever to be renowned 

| in history was raging. between the 

fleets of England and France. The 

great guns were thundering and 

roaring, musketry was rattling, round 

shot, and chain shot, and grape, and 

langridge, and missiles of every de- 

scription, invented for carrying on 

the bloody game of war, were hissing 

through the air, crashing against the 

sides of the ships, rending them 

asunder, shattering the tall masts 

and spars, sending their death-deal- 

ing fragments flying around, and 

hurling to the deck, mangled and 

bleeding, the gallant seamen as they stood at their 

quarters in all the pride of manhood, fighting for the 

B*



THE BOATSWAIN’S SON. 

honour and glory of their respective countries. A dark 

canopy hung over thescene, every moment increasing in 

density as the guns belched forth their flashes of flame 

and clouds of smoke, filling the pure air of heaven with 

sulphureous vapours, and almost concealing the fierce 

zombatants from each other's gaze. 

“Who is that brave youngster?” asked the captain 

of the renowned ‘ Marlborough,’ a seventy-four, which 

lay hotly engaged surrounded by foes in the thick of 

the fight; “‘I never sawa cooler thing or better timed.” 

“The son of Mr. Ripley the boatswain, sir,” was 

the answer. 

“T must have my eye on him, there is stuff in that 

lad,” observed the captain. The deed which had called 

forth this eulogium was certainly well worthy of praise. 

The “ Marlborough” had for some time been furiously 

engaged, almost broadside tc broadside, with the “ Im- 

pétueux,” a French seventy-four, which ship had just 

fallen aboard her, the Frenchman’s bowsprit becoming 

entangled in her mizen rigging. To keep her an- 

tagonist in that position was of the greatest consequence 

to the “Marlborough,” as she might thus rake her fore 

and aft, receiving but little damage in return. An 

officer and two or three men sprang into the “ Marl- 

borough’s mizen rigging to secure the bowsprit to it. 

The French small-arm men rushed forward to prevent 

this being done, by keeping up a fire of musketry. The 

¢wo seamen fell. The lieutenant still hung in the 

rigging, but the rope with which he was lashing the 

bowsprit to it was shot from his hand; no other was 

within reach. Having just delivered the powder he 

had brought from below, young Ripley was watching 

the proceeding. Seizing a rope he sprang into the
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rigging unhurt amid a shower of bullets, and handed it: 
_ to the brave officer. Together they made the required 
- turns for lashing it fast, and descended to the deck in 

safety. The young powder-boy then resuming his tub- 
was speedily again seen at his station, composedly 
sitting on the top of it as if he had performed no 
unusual deed. The “ Marlborough” had soon another 
antagonist, the ‘ Mucius,” seventy-four, which fell 

aboard her on the bow, the three ships thus forming a 
triangle, of which the British ship was the base. With 

these two opponents, each more powerful than she was, 
the “ Marlborough” continued the seemingly unequal 
fight, but the stout arms and hearts of her erew 

made amends for their inferiority in numbers. Her 
mizenmast fell soon after the “ Mucius” engaged. her, 
her fore and main masts followed, and the Frenchmen 

began to hope that victory was to be theirs, but they 
had not discovered at that time the stuff of which 
British tars are made. Though dismasted herself, she 

had her foes fast so that they could not escape. So 
well did her crew work their guns, that they quickly 

shot away the bowsprit and all the lower masts of the: 
“ Tmpétueux,” those of the “ Mucius” soon sharing the 

same fate. At this juncture another French ship, the 

** Montagne,” passing mnder the ‘‘ Marlborough’s” stern, 

 Sred a broadside into her of round shot and langridge, 

killing many of her brave crew, and wounding among 

others her captain, though receiving but a few shots in 
return. The first battle in that long, protracted, and 

bloody war was over, and won by England’s veteran 
admiral, Lord Howe; six of the enemy’s finest line of 

battle ships forming the prize of victory, and among 
them the “ Impétueux.”
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The “Marlbcrough’s” captain had not forgot the pro- 
mise he had made to himself in favour of Young Ripley. 

As he lay wounded in his cabin he sent for the boat- 

swain. The proud father had heard of his son’s gal- 

lantry, and the captain’s words had been repeated to 
him. It would have been difficult to find a finer speci- 

men of the superior class of British seaman, the pith 

and sinew of the navy, than the boatswain of the “Marl- 

borough” presented, as, stillin the prime.of manhood, he 

stood, hat in hand, before his captain. By his manner 

and appearance he looked indeed well fitted for the 

higher ranks of his profession, but it was his lot to be a 

boatswain, and he did not complain. With unfeigned 

satisfaction he heard the account of his son’s gallantry 

and coolness rehearsed by the captain’s lips. 
“You have always proved yourself to be a brave 

man and a good officer, and although I have it not in 
my power to reward you as you deserve, I can your 
son,” said the captain. “ Would it be satisfactory to 
you to see him placed on the quarterdeck ?” 

The father’s heart beat quick ; the blush of gratified 
pride rose to his cheeks as he answered, “It is the - 
thing of all others I should prize. I trust that he 
will not be found unfitted for the rank to which he 
may attain if you thus put his foot on the lower 
ratlins.” 

“Tam glad to have hit the thing to please you, 
Mr. Ripley,” said the captain. ‘Your son shall at 
once be rated as a midshipman in the ship’s books ;” 
and then he added, a shade of grief passing across his 
countenance, “ He will have no difficulty in getting an 
outfit from the kits of the four youngsters who were 
killed on the 1st. By the by, what is he called ?”
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“ Pearce, sir—Pearce Ripley is his name,” answered 

the boatswain. 

“Very well; send my clerk to me, and tell your 

boy that he isa midshipman. The first lieutenant will 

introduce him to his new messmates, and secure him a 

favourable reception,” said the captain as the boat- 

swain withdrew. 

Pearce Ripley was a fine-looking lad of about four- 

teen, with an ingenuous countenance and frank manner, 

which spoke of an honest, brave heart. With the ship’s 

company he had been a general favourite ; it was to be 

proved how far he would recommend himself to the 

officers. 

In the afternoon the young gentlemen, as all the 

members of the midshipmen’s mess were called, were 

summoned on the quarterdeck, and briefly addressed by 

Mr. Monckton, the first lieutenant. Pearce Ripley was 

then sent for, and the boatswain’s son had no cause to 

complain of his reception by those whose messmate he 

was about to become. They, with one exception, came 

forward and cordially shook him by the hand, and when 

he entered the berth they all seemed to vie who should 

pay him the most unobtrusive attention as forthwith to 

place him at his ease. So surely will true bravery and 

worth be rightly esteemed by the generous-hearted 

officers of the British Navy. Pearce had gained the 

respect of his messmates; he soon won their regard by 

his readiness to oblige, his good temper, his evident 

determination not to give or take offence, and his 

general kind bearing towards all. On duty he showed 

that he was resolved to merit the good opinion which 

had been formed of him. The only person who differed 

from the majority was Harry Verner, a midshipman of
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about his own age. Though Verner had shaken hands 
with him, it had been with reluctance and marked cold- 

ness. His manner was now haughty and supercilious 
in the extreme, and he took every opportunity of 
making sneering remarks about men who had risen 
from the lower orders always being out of place and 
never doing any good. “If such were to become cus- 
tomary in the service, it would drive all the gentlemen 
out of it,” he remarked one day in Pearce’s hearing. 

“Not if those who entered it knew how to behave as 
gentlemen,” Pearce replied, quietly. Verner said nothing 

in return, but he gave a look to show his intense dis- 

pleasure. Generally Pearce walked away when Verner 
spoke in that style, or when at table, and he could not 
move, pretended not to hear what was said. 

The fleet reached Portsmouth. Great was the satis- 
faction of the British nation at the victory won. The 
good King George the Third and the kind Queen 
Charlotte went on board all the ships and visited the 
wounded ; honours were awarded to the chiefs, and 

those officers who had especially distinguished them- 
selves were presented to their Sovereigns. Among 

others was Pearce Ripley, as the midshipman who had 

helped to take the “Impétueux.” The “ Marlborough’s” 

crew declared on this that he was a marked man and 

must get on in the service. The remark greatly excited 

Harry Verner’s indignation and wrath. “It is high 

time for me to quit the service after this,” he remarked, 

when the King patted Pearce on the head, but did not 
even glance towards him. Of memorable days in 

English history, the Ist of June, 1794, stands justly 
prominent,
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Li 
Tue “ Marlborough,” though victorious, had received so 

tremendous a battering from her numerous opponents, 
that it was very clear the stout craft could not again go 
to sea without a thorough repair. Her officers and 
crew were therefore distributed among other ships then 
fitting out, and thus Pearce, for the first time in his life, 

was separated from his father, to whom he had always 

been accustomed to look up for guidance and advice. 
In some respects this might have been an advantage to 
the young midshipman, but the parting cost both more 

pains than either confessed. “I am no great preacher, 
my boy, but remember there’s One ever watching over 
you, and He’ll be true to you if you try honestly to be 

true to Him,” said the boatswain, as he wrung his son’s 

hand, and stepped down the side of the fine frigate to 
which Pearce through the interest of his late captain had 

been appointed. The crew went tramping round the 

capstan to the sound of the merry fife, the anchor was 

away, and under a wide spread of snowy canvas the 
dashing “ Blanche” of thirty-two guns, commanded by 

the gallant Captain Faulkner, stood through the Needle 

passage between the Isle of Wight and the main, on 

her way down channel, bound out to the West Indies. 

it was a station where hurricanes, yellow fever, and 

sicknesses, and dangers of all sorts were to be en- 

countered, but it was also one where enemies were to be 

met with, battles to be fought, prizes to be captured, 

and prize-money to be made, glory, honour, and pro- 
motion to be obtained, and who on board for a moment 

balanced one against the other ?



THE BOATSWAIN’S SON. 

Several of Pearce’s old shipmates were on board the 

“ Blanche,” and two of his messmates, from one of whom, 

Harry Verner, he would rather have been separated ; the 

other, David Bonham, he was very glad to see. Be- 

tween Bonham and Verner the contrast was very great ; 

for the former, though of excellent family, was the most 

unpretending fellow possible, free from pride, vanity, 

and selfishness, and kind-hearted, generous, good ten)- 

pered, and the merriest of the merry. The first A. B. 

who volunteered for the “ Blanche,” when he knew Mr. 

Pearce had been appointed to her, was Dick Rogers, an 

old friend of his father’s, with whom he had served 

man and boy the best part of his life; and if there was 

one thing more strongly impressed on Dick’s mind than 

another, it was that John Ripley, the boatswain, ought 

to have been a post captain. For his father’s sake Dick 

had at first loved Pearce, and now loved him for his 

own. “Though his father isn’t what he should be, he 

shall be, that he shall, or it won’t be my fault,” he said 

to himself. Dick was no scholar, and had not many ideas 

beyond those connected with his profession, except that 

particular one in favour of Pearce which might or might 

not be of any service to him, and yet let us never despise 

a friend, however humble. Pearce did not, though he 

possibly had not read the fable of the lion and the mouse. 

Dick Rogers was short and broad in the shoulders, 

though not fat, with a huge, sandy beard, a clear blue 

eye, and an honest smile on his lips, and saying that he 

was 2 seaman every inch of him, he needs no further 

description. Verner let it be known, among their new 

messmates, that Pearce Ripley was only the boatswain’s 

son; and hearing this, Bonham took great care to re- 

count to them his gallant act on the Ist of June, and to



THE BOATSWAIN’S SON. 

speak otherwise in his praise. Dick forward did not 
fail to make the young midshipman his theme, and: 

there the fact of his parentage was undoubtedly in his 

favour. “We shall be, no doubt, alongside an enemy 

some day soon, and then will be seen what stuff the 

youngsters are made of,” was the remark of several on 

board. They were not wrong in their prognostications. 
The Island of Desiderade, near Guadeloupe, was in 

sight to windward. “A sail on the weather bow!” was 
shouted by the look-out at the mast’s head, always the 

keenest sighted of the seamen on board in those days. 
The frigate made all sail in pursuit of the stranger, 

a large schooner under French colours. The chase stood 
into a bay defended by a fort, where she was seen to 
anchor with springs to her cables. Along the shore a 
body of troops were also observed to be posted. The 
drum beat to quarters as the “Blanche” worked up 

towards the fort, when, the water shoaling, she anchored 

and opened her fire in return for that which the fort, 
the schooner, and the soldiers were pouring in on her. 
Captain Faulkner’s first object was to silence the fort. 
This was soon done. The schooner, which it was clear 

was heavily armed, must be brought out. The boats 
were called away, under command of the second lien- 
tenant. Pearce leaped into the one to which he be- 
longed. A master’s mate, Fitzgibbon, had charge of 
her, and Dick Rogers formed one of her crew. Harry 

Verner was in another. Away the boats dashed, at a 
rate boats always do move pulled by British seamen 
when a prize is to be taken. The Frenchmen worked 
their guns bravely. A shot disabled the leading boat. 
Pearce, sitting by Fitzgibbon’s side, heard a deep groan, 
end before he could even look up the master’s mate fell
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forward, shot through the head. His boat took the 
lead. “‘ Now’s your time,” cried Dick Rogers; “we'll 
be the first aboard, lads.” The crew were not slack to 

follow the suggestion. In another moment they were 

up to the schooner, and, leaping on her deck, led by 

Pearce, laid on them so fiercely with their cutlasses that 
the Frenchmen, deserting their guns, sprang over the 

bulwarks into their boats on the other side nearest the 
shore, and, before another boat reached: the vessel, pulled 

away towards where the troops were marching down to 

their support. The cables were quickly cut, and amid a 

shower of bullets sail was made, and the prize carried 
out. “TI said as how he’d do it—I said he wouldn’t 
be wanting,” exclaimed Dick Rogers, as he gave his 

account of the cutting out expedition to his chums on 
board. ‘“He’ll do more too come another occasion.” 
That occasion did occur before many days were over. 
Two days afterwards the ‘“‘ Blanche’ was joined by the 
“ Quebec” frigate, and together, when sailing by Guade- 

loupe, they discovered the French thirty-six-gun frigate 

“Pique” lying at anchor in the harbour of Pointe-a- 
Pitre, ready for sea. Notto deprive his brother captain 
of the honour he might obtain by engaging an anta- 

gonist so worthy of him, Captain Carpenter parted 

company, and the “Quebec,” steering westward, was 

soon out of sight. The next thing to be done was tv 

get the French frigate to come out from under her 
protecting batteries to fight. This seemed no easy 
matter, for prizes were captured and sent away under 

her very nose, and still she did not venture ferth. At 

length, however, on the memorable evening of the 4th 

of January, the “ Blanche,” towing off another prize in 

triumph, the “Pique” was seen to follow. The sun
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went down. It was the last many a brave man was 
destined to see. Darkness had come on, when the 

French frigate was observed through the gloom astern. 

The “ Blanche” tacked in chase. 
In the solemn hour of midnight, while darkness 

covered the face of the deep, the two vessels approached 

each other, their relative positions clearly distinguished 

by the light from the fighting lanterns which streamed 

from their ports. The British crew, mostly stripped to 

the waist, stood at their quarters, grim and determined, 

with the gun-tackles in hand, eager for the moment to 

open fire. Pearce was on the quarterdeck. Young as 

he was, the whizzing of shots and the whistling of 

bullets scarcely made his heart beat quicker than usual, 

and yet, as in gloom and silence he waited for the signal 

when the bloody strife must commence, he felt an awe 

ereep over him he had never before experienced. Nearer 

and nearer the combatants drew to each other. The 

“Pique” commenced the fight. The “Blanche” returned 

her distant fire; and, after various manceuvres, the two 

frigates ranged up alongside each other and hotly en- 

gaged, broadside to broadside, in the fashion in which 

British tars have ever delighted. Fiercely the two 

crews fought; the French, once having began, proved 

themselves no unworthy antagonists. The main and 

mizen masts of the ‘‘Blanche’’ fell, and the French, seiz- 

ing the moment, ran alongside and attempted to board. 

The British crew sprang up to repel them. Among the 

foremost was Pearce, with Dick Rogers by his side. 

With their sharp cutlasses they drove the Frenchmen 

back. Again the guns roared as before. Once more 

the French ship fell aboard the “Blanche,” her bowsprit 

touching the latter’s capstan. Captain Faulkner hur. 
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ried to secure it there, for the “Pique,” thus held, was 
exposed to the raking fire of his frigate. Among those 
who flew to assist him were Pearce Ripley and Dick 
Rogers, the Frenchman’s musketry playing hotly on 
them. “This is something like what you did in the old 
‘Marlborough,’ sir,” said Dick to Pearce, so loud that all 
might hear him—so many did, and noted the words. 
Death was busy around them. While he was passing 
the lashing the young and gallant Captain Faulkner 
fell to the deck—a musket ball had pierced his heart. 
That was no time for grieving, even for one well-beloved 
as the captain. A hawser was being got up from below 
to secure the enemy’s ship; but before it could be used 
she broke adrift, to the disappointment of the British 
tars. A cheer, however, burst from their throats as, 
directly afterwards, the “Blanche,” paying off for want 
of after-sail, the “Pique,” while attempting to cross 
her stern, fell once more aboard her. This time they 
took good care to secure the bowsprit to the stump of 
their mainmast; and now, running before the wind, the 
“Blanche” towing her opponent, the fight was continued 
with greater fury than ever. In vain the Frenchmen 
strove to free themselves by cutting the lashings—each 
time they made the attempt the marines drove them 
back with their musketry. Still it seemed doubtful 
with whom victory would side. The “Blanche” had no 
stern ports through which guns could be fought; the 
carpenters were unable to aid them. A bold expedient 
was proposed. The guns must make ports for them- 
selves through the transome. Firemen with buckets 
were stationed ready to extinguish the fire which the 
discharge would create. With a thundering roar the 
guns sent their shot through the stern, and, the fire
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being extinguished, they began to play with terrific 
effect into the bows of the French frigate. Her fore-mast 
was immediately shot away ; her mizen-mast was seen 
to fall. Still her crew, getting their quarter-deck guns 
trained aft, fought on; but what were they to the 
“ Blanche’s” heavy guns, which mercilessly raked her, 
the shot entering her bow and tearing up her deck fore 
and aft, sweeping away numbers of her crew at each 
discharge. “If those Mounseers are not made of iron, 
they'll not stand this battering much longer,” cried. 
Dick Rogers, who was working one of the after-guns. 
Pearce was standing near him. The space between the 
decks was filled with smoke, through which the twinkling 
light of the lanterns could scarcely penetrate, the flashes 
at each discharge showing the men, begrimed with 
powder, with sponge and rammers ready to load, or 
with their tackles to run in their guns. A cheer from 
the deck told them that the Frenchman’s remaining 
mast had fallen, and now another and another that the 
foe had struck. The “ Pique” was totally dismasted; 
the “Blanche” had but her fore-mast standing. Every 
boat was knocked to pieces, and how to get on board 
the prize, still towed by the hawser, was the question. 
“The hawser must form our bridge,” cried Mr. Milne, 
the second lieutenant of the ship, springing on to it, 
followed by Pearce, Rogers, and several men. Their 
weight brought the rope down into the water. For 
some distance they had to swim till they could climb 
up by it on board. What havoc and destruction a few 
short hours had wrought. Of a crew not far short of 
three hundred men, one-third lay dead or wounded, the 
deck covered with gore and the wrecks of the masts 
and spars; guns lay dismounted, bulwarks knocked 
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away, all telling the tale of the bravery and hardihood 
of both the combatants. When the sun arose there lay 
the victor and the conquered almost equally helpless. 
Such was one of the scenes through which young Ripley 
fought his way upwards, and gained a name and fame. 

Jc 
THE person who is constantly keeping his eye on the 
reward he aims at is very likely to stumble and fall, and 
never to reach it. He, on the contrary, who thinks 
only how he can best perform his duty will be upheld 
and encouraged, and very probably obtain a higher 
reward than any at which he might have aspired. Pearce 
Ripley found this to be true in his case. Duty was 
his leading star. It never occurred to him to say, “ Will 
this please my captain?’ ‘Will this advance me 
in the service?” The “ Blanche” was soon refitted 
and at sea again. Several prizes were made, and, 
greatly to his satisfaction, he was appointed to the 
command of one of them, with Bonham as his mate, 
and Dick Rogers as boatswain. She was a richly-laden 
West Indiaman, recaptured from the enemy. He was 
ordered to take her to England, where, on his arrival, 
he found his commission waiting for him. 

Pearce received aright hearty welcome from his father, 
and intense was the satisfaction of the brave seaman 

when his son showed him his commission and appoint- 
ment as second leutenant to the “ Vestal,” an eighteen 

gun sloop of war, commanded by Captain Gale, and 
destined for the North American station. 

“You have got your first step up the ratlins, Pearce. 

Go on as you have begun, and Heaven preserving your
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life, there is no reason why you shouldn’t reach the 

highest,” said the proud father, as he once more parted 

from his son. 

Those were days of pressgangs, and Dick Rogers 

took good care to hide away till he ascertained the craft 

Pearce was to join, when he at once volunteered for 

her. Bonham, who had still a year to serve, was ap- 

pointed to the same ship. The “ Vestal” had a quick 

run across the Atlantic till within about five days’ sail 

of Halifax, Nova Scotia, when a heavy gale sprang up, 

which tried to the utmost her seaworthy qualities. The 

sloop behaved beautifully, hove to, and rode buoyantly 

over the raging seas. Well indeed was it for her that 

she was properly handled, for the gale went on in- 

creasing till the oldest seamen on board declared that 

they had never met with such another. It continued 

for a week, each day the wind blowing harder and 

harder, or if there was a lull it seemed to come 

only that the gale might gain greater strength. For 

days not a glimpse of sun, or moon, or stars had 

been obtained. It was the morning watch; the grey 

cold dawn had just broke. Pearce was on deck, when 

sweeping his eye round the horizon as the sloop rose to 

the summit of a sea he perceived on the lee beam the 

hull of a ship, rising and sinking amid the tumultuous 

waters. At first he thought she was keel up, but as 

the light increased he saw that she was a large ship 

with the stump of the foremast alone remaining. That 

she was in a bad plight was very clear. She was re- 

markably low in the water he fancied, and who could 

say how long even she might keep afloat. 

The captain, being summoned, soon came on deck. 

To bear sway for the stranger would be a work of
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danger to the “Vestal.” Still who could tell how many 
human beings might be on board that sinking ship! 
With hatches battened down and men lashed to the 
helm, the captain resolved to go to the rescue. 

The seas came roaring up with furious rage, as the 
sloop flew before them, some breaking aboard; and round- 
ing to under the stern of the ship, she again hove to. 
Many people appeared on the deck of the stranger who, 
stretching out their arms, implored assistance. How 
was it to be afforded? Would a boat live in such a 
sea? Such appeals to British seamen are never made 
in vain. Pearce Ripley offered to make the experiment 
if men were found ready to go with him. There was 
no want of volunteers. A boat was lowered. Itseemed 
as if she must be engulfed before she left the sloop’s 
side. Ripley’s progress was watched by eager eyes 
from both ships. Now he is in the trough of the sea, a 
watery mountain about to overwhelm him; now he is 
on the summit surrounded by driving foam. A shout is 
raised as he neared the sinking ship, but to get along- 
side was even more dangerous than the passage from 
one to the other. As the ship rolled and her deck was 
exposed to view, he saw that there were women on 

board, and other people besides the crew. Ropes were 
hove tohim. He seized one, and sprang up the side. 
A few hurried words told him what had occurred. The 
ship was conveying troops and stores to Halifax, the 
master and first mate had been washed overboard, the 

second lay wounded by the falling of a spar. Many of . 
the crew had been lost with the captain. There was no 
sea officer who could enforce orders; the men were 

mutinous. Ripley instantly assumed the command 
There were several ladies. “They must first be placed 
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In safety before a man enters the boat,” he cried ont, 

presenting a pistol at some seamen who showed an 
intention of leaping into her. 

Sone entreated that their husbands mighi-accompany 
then. “Oh, father, father, come with me,” exclaimed a 
fair girl, who was being conveyed to the side to be 
  

  
    

  

  

lowered into the boat; “I cannot, I will not leave you.” 

She looked towards a fine, soldier-like man, who stood 

with several officersaroundhim. ‘“‘ Impossible! Heaven 

protect you, dearest. Even for your sake I cannot desert 

my post. It is here with my men,” was the answer. 

The boat had already nearly as many persons in her 
:
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as it would be safe to carry. This was no time for 
delay. Pearce lifted the young lady in his arms, and 
lowered. himself with her into the boat. The boat re- 
turned to the “ Vestal,” and all those who had been 
rescued were put on board. The young lady again and 
again entreated him to save her father. Pearce pro- 
mised to make every effort to bring off the colonel. 
“But unless his men are rescued, I doubt that he will 

leave the ship,” he added, as he returned to his boat. 
Two other boats were now lowered, but it was too 

evident that they could only save a part of the people 
from the foundering ship. Those on her deck were now 
seen forming a raft. It was their last hope of life should 
the boats not take them off. Though several of the 
people made a rush to the side, they were driven back 
by the officers and soldiers who remained firm, and the 
men were told off in order to allow of them to embark 
as arranged by Pearce. Twice the boat returned with- 
out an accident to the “ Vestal.” The young lady cast 
a reproachful look at Ripley, when she saw that her 
father was not among the saved. ‘ He would not come, 
lady, but I willmake another effort,” he exclaimed, as he 
prepared once more ¢o leave the corvette’s side. Just then 
arose the fearful ery, “She is sinking! she is sinking !” 

“Oh, save him! save him!” shrieked the poor girl 
in an agony of terror, stretching out her hands towards 

the spot where she fancied that she saw her beloved father 
struggling in the waves. Pearce and his brave com- 

panions needed not such an appeal to make them use 

every effort to reach their drowning fellow-creatures. 
Some had leaped on the half-finished raft as the ship 

sunk beneath them, but many of these were speedily 

washed off. Others were clinging to spars, and oars, 
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and gratings, Pearce was soon in the midst of the 
hapless beings, many with despair on their countenances, 

unable to reach the boat, sinking as he neared them. 

He looked round for the colonel. He could not dis- 

tinguish him among the rest. Three people had been 
hauled in, when as the boat rose to the summit of a sea 

he saw below him a person clinging toa grating. A hand 

was waved towardshim. ‘‘ Give way, lads,” he shouted, 

and in another minute he had the satisfaction of hauling 

on board the brave officer for whom he was searching. 

The other boats took off the people from the raft. 

He picked up several more, and returned in safety on 

board. The meeting of the father and his daughter need 

not be described. They were, he found, a colonel and 

Miss Verner. He was struck by the name as that of 
his former unamiable messmate. When the weather 

moderated, and the colonel was sufficiently recovered to 

appear on deck, he warmly expressed his gratitude to 

Pearce, and his admiration of the gallantry he had dis- 

played. His daughter Alice was not less grateful. A 

calm succeeded the gale, and Pearce had frequent 

opportunities of seeing her. He did not mention Harry 

Verner to her, and indeed so great was the contrast he 

perceived between the two in manners and behaviour, 

that he could not suppose they were nearly related. . 
Still there was at times an expression in Colonel 

Verner’s countenance when he was annoyed which re- 
minded him strongly of Harry. 

There was a frank heartiness and sincerity about 
the young lieutenant which at once gained Miss 
Verner’s regard. It was very different to what she 
had been accustomed, still his manner towards her was 

gentle and deferential, as if he in no way presumed on
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the service he had rendered her. Indeed, it never 
entered his head that he had rendered her any especial 

service, or that he had the slightest claim on her regard. 
He felt, as he wrote to his father, “that he had had 

the good fortune to command the boat which saved a 

colonel and Miss Verner; that they were very nice 
people ; that the colonel was to be stationed at Halifax, 
and had invited him to his house whenever he could 
get leave on shore.” He added, “ That will not be very 
often during these stirring times, but I shall thoroughly 
enjoy it when I do go, for Miss Alice. Verner is the 
most beautiful and amiable girl I have ever seen or 
expect to meet; without a bit of pride about her, and 

she talks to me as if I were an old friend.” 

At length the “Vestal” dropped her anchor in the fine 

harbour of Halifax, and with a regret which surprised 

him, Pearce saw the passengers depart for the shore. 

“Remember, my dear Mr. Ripley, Miss Verner 

and I shall at all times be glad to see you,” said 

Colonel Verner as he was about to leave the ship. 

Alice did not say as much as her father, but Pearce 

believed from the expression of her countenance that 

she willingly seconded her father’s invitation. Still he 

knew that the familiar intercourse which had been so 

delightful to him on board must come to an end. 

“What can she ever be to me more than she is at 

present ?” he exclaimed to himself. She says that I 

saved her life and her father’s life; but then I saved 

the lives of many other people. To be sure I have got 

one step up the ratlins, but it may be very long before 

I get another. No, no, Pll not think about it.” 

The next day a special invitation to the governor’s 

tabie, where he met Colonel and Miss Verner, and where
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all the gentlemen from the governor downwards drank 

wine with him, considerably altered his feelings. This was 

the first of many attentions which he received from the 

military officers and the principal inhabitants of Halifax. 

His time on shore was indeed fully occupied in making 

morning ealls and in attending the parties to which he 

was invited. A portion of every morning he spent in 

the society of Miss Verner. It was very delightful, and 

he felt sure that he was welcome. 
At length the “ Vestal”? was suddenly ordered to sea. 

Pearce had the greatest difficulty in getting on shore to 

wish his friends good-bye. Alice turned pale when he 

told her that the ship was to sail that evening. “ You 

will come back here surely, Mr. Ripley,” she said, in a 

trembling voice ; “ you have been every thing to us since 

that awful day when you saved our lives from the sink- 

ite ship ; we shall miss you, indeed we shall, very much.” 

Pearce could not frame a reply, at least, satisfactory 

to himself. He scarcely knew what he said, as he 

hurried away. The words might have made a vainer 

man than he was much happier than they did him. 

The “ Vestal” was bound for the West Indies. She 

eruised for some time, making several rich prizes, which 

she sent into Port Royal, Jamaica, and which filled the 

purses of her officers and men in a very satisfactory 

manner. Still, no honour or promotion was to be 

obtained by the capture of honest merchantmen, At 

length, however, there appeared a chance of falling in 

with an antagonist worthy of her. One morning at 

dawn a stranger was discovered on the lee beam. The 

“Vestal” was kept away, andall sail madein chase. As 

the “Vestal” gained on the chase, she was discovered ta 

be a large ship, and pronounced to be flush-decked.
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“Then we'll tackle her; never mind how many 
guns she carries,” exclaimed the captain—a sentiment 
to which his officers and men responded heartily. 

The chase was accordingly continued, and as the 
vessel came up with her on the weather quarter, it was 
seen that she was a large flush-decked ship, carrying 
twenty-two guns. The ensign of France flew out from 
the stranger’s peak, and was saluted by a shot from 
one of the corvette’s bow guns. The battle thus begun, 
the “Vestal” keeping the weather gauge, was con- 
tinued for half-an-hour with great fury, till the French- 
man’s fore-mast went by the board. The enemy’s 
guns were well handled, and the corvette began to 
suffer accordingly. The first lieutenant and five men 
were killed, and the captain, a midshipman, and several 
men wounded. The captain was carried below, and the 
command devolved on Pearce. The young lientenant’s 
heart beat high. “Bonham,” he said, addressing his 
friend who was standing near him, “we'll take that 
ship, or go down with our colours flying.” The breeze 
which had fallen returned, and as the corvette was still 
under perfect command, he was able at length to obtain 
a position by which he could pour several raking broad- 
sides into the bows of the enemy. Her main-top mast 
was shot away; her mizen-mast followed. The ensign 
of France was again hoisted, but did not long remain 
flying. Pearce poured in another broadside, and down 
i# came, the cheers of the British crew giving notice of 
what had occurred to their wounded shipmates below. 
The prize, which proved to be the “ Désirée,” had lost a 
considerable number of her crew, most of them killed 
during the latter part of the action. Bonham was sent 
on board to take command, and in two days the
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** Vestal” and her prize entered in triumph the harbour 
of Port Royal. Here the admiral with part of the fleet 

were at anchor. Pearce went on board the flag-ship to 
make his report. He was warmly received, and highly 

complimented on his conduct. The next day he found 
that he was to be first lieutenant of the corvette, and 
Bonham received an acting order as second lieutenant. 
The “ Vestal” had received so much damage, that she 

was obliged to refit at Port Royal. This took several 
weeks, and Captain Gale considered himself sufficiently 

recovered, when she was ready, to go to sea in her. 

Pearce had, however, virtually the command. Several 

more prizes were taken. “That's young Ripley’s 
doing,” exclaimed the admiral, “he deserves his pro- 
motion, and he shall have it.” 

1G 

Once more the “ Vestal” was at anchor in Port Royal 
harbour. In vain her brave captain had striven against 

the effects of his wounds. He must return home if he 
would save his life, he was told, so he applied to be 

superseded. The admiral came on board the “ Vestal” 
to inspect her. The next day he sent for Ripley, and 
put a paper into his hand. Pearce’s heart beat quick 
with proud satisfaction. The document was an order 

to take the acting command of the corvette. “I have 

written home by this post to ask for your commission, 

and to recommend that you should be confirmed in the 

eommand of the ‘ Vestal,’” added the admiral. “TI 

am sure that you will take care she doesas good service 

as she performed under Captain Gale.” Bonham, who
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tad received his commission a few months before, 

became first lieutenant, and a young protégé of the 

admiral’s received an acting order as second; so that . 

the united ages of the three principal officers of the 

ship amounted to little more than fifty-five years. Old 

heads were worn then on young shoulders. Many 

prizes had been taken, and the time approached for 

their return to Port Royal. The corvette lay becalmed. 

A French store-ship was expected, which had been 

separated from her convoy. The “Vestal” lay dis- 

guised, as was usual in those days, looking very unlike 

the smart sloop she was. A blue line was seen in the 

horizon, the sign of an approaching breeze, and in the 

midst of ita sail. The breeze brought up the stranger, 

a fine brig, to within about a mile, when it died away. 

She was an armed vessel, and showed by her colours 

that she was French. Before long, two boats were 

seen to put off from her. Three boats were instantly 

lowered from the opposite side of the “ Vestal,’ and 

manned. The Frenchmen pulled rapidly on, expecting 

to make an easy prize of the “ Vestal.” Their look of 

consternation was very great when they first perceived 

the painted canvas which concealed the corvette’s guns. 

Pearce had carefully watched for the first sign of 

their wavering, and now ordered the three boats to 

make chase. The Frenchmen, taken by surprise, made 

but a slight show of resistance, and in ten minutes 

the whole party found themselves prisoners on the deck 

of the corvette. The “Vestal” was now towed up 

towards the brig, which opened her fire at the boats, 

but this did not deter them from placing the corvette 

on her quarter, when a few rapidly delivered and 

almost raking broadsides compelled her to haul down
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her colours, having had the chief officers left om 

board and ten of her crew killed or wounded. The 

privateer, which mounted fourteen guns, was on her 

way to France, having a large amount of specie and valu- 

able goods on board, the result of a successful cruise. 

It was with no little pride that Captain Ripley 

returned to Port Royal from his first cruise, with the 

fine brig in company, the British ensign flying over 

that of France. The admiral congratulated him on his 

success, and at the same time put his commission and 

appointment into his hand. 

“You must be ready for sea again very soon 

though,” said the admiral; “I have dispatches to send 

to Halifax, and unless another cruiser comes in, I must 

send you.” 

Pearce, rather to the admiral’s surprise, replied 

with animation, that he should be ready to sail that 

evening if required, provided he could get water, fuel, 

and fresh provisions on board. The admiral gave him 

permission to make everybody exert themselves. 

By noon the next day the young commander: had 

got his ship ready for sea, and receiving his dispatches 

with a joyous heart, he shaped a course for Halifax. A 

bright look-out was kept, but on this occasion it was to 

avoid strange sails. He was only to fight for the 

purpose of escaping capture. Halifax was reached, and 

Pearce having delivered his dispatches, hurried up to 

Colonel Verner’s house. 

Miss Verner was at home. She started, ana the 

colour rose to her cheeks when Captain Ripley was 

announced. She put out her hand, and did not with- 

draw it, for Pearce forgot to let it go. 

“ Ave you really a captain already ?” she asked.
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“Yes; that is,a commander. I am captain of the 

“Vestal,” he answered, and he told her how Captain 
Gale had been compelled to go home, and that he had 
been appointed in his steal. He mentioned also the 

number of prizes he had taken—a matter which 

interested Colonel Verner more than it did her. 

“That young Ripley is a very fine fellow,” observed 

the colonel to a brother officer.” Why, in one cruise 

he must have made not far short of ten thousand 

pounds as his own share of prize-money. <A capital 

haul for the admiral. Those naval men have better 

chances than we have of filling their purses.” 

If Pearce had received attentions when only a young 

lieutenant, he was doubly courted now that he was 
a commander, with an established name for gallantry 

and energy. Alice Verner no longer hesitated acknow- 
ledging to herself that she had given him her entire 
heart. She felt honoured by his preference, and proud 
of it among so many others who seemed anxious to 
obtain it. Halifax was always a lively place. There 
were a great number of resident families with young 
people, and dances were therefore much in vogue. Con- 
sequently naval officers were always welcome, lieu- 
tenants and passed midshipmen were acceptable, but 
young commanders were treated with especial favour. 
A more experienced man than Pearce might have had 
his head turned with the attentions he received. While, 
however, he was grateful for them, he enjoyed to the 
full the society in which he found himself, and became 
neither conceited nor vain. He had also the oppor- 
tunity of comparing Alice Verner with other girls, and 
he became more than ever convinced of her superiority 
to them all. His stay at Halifax was likely to be short,



THE BOATSWAIN’S SON. 

He naturally wished to spend as much of his time as 
possible in her society. She invariably received him so 
frankly and cordially that all restraint was thrown 
aside. He felt almost sure that she loved him; so he 
took her hand and told her how much he loved her, and 
that he believed he had made enough prize money 
already to enable her to live as she had been accustomed 
to; that he hoped to make more, and that he had good 

reason to believe he should before long be a post captain, 
when he should be her father’s equal in rank. Alice 
was not very much surprised nor agitated, because she 
was before sure that he loved her. Still it was very 
pleasant to hear him sayso. Pearce also felt supremely 
happy, and did not for a moment contemplate the 
clouds and storms which might be ahead. Alice herself 
might possibly have seen difficulties which he did not. 
She loved her father, but she knew that he was a proud 

man and weak on certain points, and that few men 
thought more of family and connections. It had always 
surprised her that he had not inquired more particularly 
about Pearce’s parentage, but she concluded that he 
was acquainted with the circumstances of the case, and 

was satisfied. It was, at all events, her duty to tell her 

father that Captain Ripley had declared himself. Pearce 
was to dine with them that day. In the meantime he 
had to go on board. He returned some time before the 
dinner hour. Colonel Verner had not come in, so that 

Alice had not had an opportunity of speaking to her 

father. Pearce told her that a frigate had arrived that 
morning direct from England. Everybody was eager 

to hear the news she brought. Probably that kept the 

colonel from home. While seated together, and in- 
terested more in themselves than in the world at large,
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the door was suddenly opened, and Lieutenant Harry 
Verner was announced. 

“Why, Cousin Harry, where have you dropped 
from ?” said Alice, rising to welcome him, “I did not 
even know that you werea lieutenant. You have grown 
ap out of a little midshipman since I saw you last.” 

“ve dropped from His Britannic Majesty’s Fri- 
gate “ Hecate,” of which I have the honour of being 
third lieutenant,” announced the young man, “And 
as for changes, though you are lovely as ever, I shall 
not know soon whether I am standing on my head or 
my feet ;” he looked fixedly at Pearce as he spoke. 

“JT beg your pardon, Captain Ripley,” said Alice, 
recovering herself from the slight confusion into which 
she had been thrown; “I should have introduced my 
cousin to you.” 

“Harry Verner and I are old shipmates I suspect, 
unless there are two of the name very much like each 
other,” said Pearce, rising and putting out his hand. 

“Yes, as midshipmen we were together, I believe,” 
answered Harry, superciliously ; “but really it is difficult 
to remember all one’s old shipmates.” 

Pearce under some circumstances would have been 
inclined to laugh at Harry Verner’s impudence, but it 
was very evident that the lieutenant wished to pick a 
quarrel with him, which was by all means to be avoided. 
Alice had thought her cousin a tiresome boy ; he now 
appeared to have grown more. disagreeable than before. 
Colonel Verner came in and welcomed his nephew, who 
was the only son of his elder brother; other guests 
arrived, and the conversation became general. Harry 
at once assumed to be the person of most importance in 
the house, and though he was laugling and talking
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with every one, Alice discovered that he was constantly 
watching her and Captain Ripley whenever they spoke. 
Captain Ripley had to return on board. He never slept 
out of his ship if he could avoid it. 

“T suppose, colonel, that you can give me a shake 
down,” said Harry; “I have got leave to remain on 
shore.” 

Her cousin’s remaining prevented Alice from speak- 
ing to her father thatnight. Harry showed no intention 
of going to bed till Pearce had taken his leave, and 
Alice had retired. He then, jumping up from the sofa 
on which he had thrown himself, exclaimed, “ My dear 
uncle, where did you pick up that man ?” 

“Whom do you mean, Harry ?” asked the colonel, 
rather astonished at his nephew’s somewhat impertinent 
manner. 

“Why, Captain Ripley, who has just left this,” 
answered the lieutenant. “He seems as much at home 
with Alice as if he were engaged to her. Indeed, I am 
half expecting you to tell me that he is.” 

“ Really, Harry, you are speaking too fast,” said the 
colonel ; “‘ Captain Ripley is one of the finest officers in 
the navy, and having rendered the greatest possible 
service to my daughter and me, I feel bound to treat 
him with every consideration and kindness.” 

“Which he repays by aspiring to my cousin’s 
hand,” answered Harry. “Were he aman of family I 
should say nothing, of course; but he is, sir, a mere 

adventurer. His father is a common boatswain—a 

warrant officer—not a gentleman even by courtesy, and 

his mother, for what I know to the contrary, might have 

been a bum-boat woman, and his relations, if he has 

any, are probably all of the lowest order.”



THE BOATSWAIN’S SON. 

The colonel walked up and down the room very 
much annoyed. ‘Though what you say may be true, 

Harry, that cannot detract from Captain Ripley’s fine 
qualities nor relieve me of the obligations I owe him,” 
he observed after atime. “Of course, were he to dream 

of marrying Alice, that would alter the case, and i 

should be compelled to put a stop to our present 

friendly intercourse; but I do not believe that such an 
idea enters his head. He is like you sailors generally, 

here to-day and gone to-morrow. Probably when he 
leaves this we may not see him again for years to 
come.” 

“Not so sure of that,” said Harry ; “Ripley was 

always very determined when he made up his mind to 

do a thing, and you will pardon me, uncle, but the way 
in which he was speaking to her when I came into the 

room was anything but that of an ordinary acquain- 
tance.” 

“Tl see about it, I'll see about it,” exclaimed the 

colonel, now more than ever annoyed. ‘It is impossible 

that a man of such low extraction should aspire to the 

hand of my daughter. The idea is too absurd !” 

Harry Verner retired to rest that night under the 
comfortable belief that he had revenged himself on the 

man whom he had always disliked, and now envied, for 

his rapid promotion and success. 

Mie 
THE arrival of the “Hecate” relieved the “Vestal,” which 
was ordered to proceed at once to sea. Poor Alice received 
Captain Ripley with marks of sorrow in her counte-
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nance which alarmed him. “My father will not hear 

of it,” she exclaimed, giving way to a burst of grief; 

“but I told him, and I promise you, that I will marry 

no one else.” Z 
“T know, I feel, and I am sure you will not, 

dearest,” said Pearce, tenderly gazing at her. “And 

be of good courage, I trust yet to do deeds and to gain 

a name to which those who now scorn me for my 

humble birth may be proud to ally themselves.” 

Pearce had never before uttered anything like a 
boast, but his swelling heart assured him of what he 

could do, and his indignation at the contempt in which 
his father was held made him speak in a vaunting tone 
so different to his nature. The moment of parting 
arrived; Alice, unasked, renewed her promise, and 
Pearce hurried on board unwilling to encounter any 
of his ordinary acquaintances in the town. It was 
well for Harry Verner that he did not fall in with him. 
Before night the corvette was far away from Halifax. 
Pearce was not exactly unhappy, but he was in an ex- 
cellent mood for undertaking any daring act which 
might present itself. Once more he returned to 
Jamaica, picking up a few prizes on the way. “ Always 
welcome, Captain Ripley,” said the admiral, cordially 

greeting Pearce when he appeared at the Penn to report 
himself. ‘“ You've done so well in the sloop that we 
must get you into a smart frigate; you'll not have to 
wait long fora vacancy, I daresay.” This commenda- 
tion was sufficient to restore Pearce’s spirits. He hoped 
to do something before the corvette had to return 

home. ‘There are two classes of people who hope to do 

something—one waits for the opportunity to occur, the 

other goes in search of it and seldom fails in the search.
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Pearce Ripley belonged to the latter class. Several 

more prizes were taken, and a considerable amount of 

damage done to the commerce of the enemy; but 

still the “ Vestal” had not fallen in with an enemy 

the conquest of whom would bring glory as well as 

profit. Week after week passed away. It had been 

blowing hard. The wind dropped at sunset; the mght 

was very dark and thick, an object could scarcely have 

been discerned beyond the bowsprit end. The 

island of Deserade, belonging to France, bore south- 

east by south, six or seven leagues, when, as day broke 

and the light increased, a ship was perceived close on 

the weather-beam, which in a short time was made out 

to be an enemy's frigate. The breeze had by this time 
sprung up again and was blowing fresh. 

“ We may fight her or try to escape,” said the cap- 

tain to Bonham, eyeing the frigate as if he would rather 

try fighting first. 

“JT should say that the odds being so greatly against 

us we ought to try to escape,’ answered the first leu- 

tenant; “but I speak my own sentiments, and I am 

sure that of all on board, if fight we must, we will all 

be ready to stand by you to the last. Victory does not 

always side with the biggest.” 

Sail was accordingly made to the north-west, but no 

sooner had she shaped a course than the frigate under a 

cloud of canvas came tearing after her at a rate which 

proved that the “ Vestal” had not @ chance of escaping. 

The crew showed by unmistakeable signs that they ex- 

pected to be captured, by going below and putting on 

their best clothes. Pearce calied them aft, “‘ Lads, we 

have served together for three years, and done many a 

deed to be proud of. Do not let the Frepchmen hoast
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that they took us without our having done our best to 
prevent them. I purpose to fight that frigate if you 
will stand by me, and that I am sure you will.” 

“ Aye, aye, that we will, and would if she were twice 

as big, and sink at our guns before we strike,” shouted 
Dick Rogers, and their loud cheers expressed the senti- 
ments of the rest. The corvette at once prepared for 
action, and as soon as all was ready she shortened sail. 
to allow the frigate to come up, greatly to the French- 
men’s surprise probably. The latter began firing as 
soon as her guns could reach the corvette. “Let nota 
shot be returned till I give the order, lads,” cried 
Ripley ; “we must throw none away.” He wuited till 
his carronades would tell with effect. ‘Now give it 
them, lads,” he shouted. 

The heavy shot crashed against the side of the frigate 
in a way which astonished the Frenchmen. With won- 
derful rapidity the guns were run in, loaded, and again 
sent forth their death-dealing shower of iron, this time 
tearing through the frigate’s upper bulwarks, sweeping 
across her quarter-deck and wounding her masts. 
“Hurrah! we have knocked away her wheel,” cried Bon- 

ham, who had sprung into the mizen rigging to ascertain 
the effect of the last broadside ; “ she’s ours, if we are 
smart with our guns.” 

The Frenchmen had just fired a broadside which had 
killed three of the “‘ Vestal’s” crew, knocked one of her 

boats to pieces, and done other damage, but had not 

materially injured her running rigging. Firing another 
broadside in return, Pearce saw that by wearing sharp 
round he could pass under the stern of the frigate, and 
at the same time bring a fresh broadside to bear on her. 
The manceuvre was rapidly executed, the effect was



THE BOATSWAIN’S SoN. 

very great on board the enemy. ‘The crew were seen to 

be hurrying to and fro as if in dread of some event 

about to oceur. It was next seen that all sail was being 

made on the frigate. The men had deserted their guns. 

The British seamen plied the enemy with their car- 

ronades with still greater energy. The great masses of 

iron were hauled in and out as if they had been made 

of wood. Their only fear was that their antagonist 

would escape them. More sail was made on the corvette 

to keep up with him. To prevent the corvette from 

following, the Frenchmen again returned to their guns, 

and the frigate suddenly hauling up let fly her broadside. 

Pearce saw the manceuvre about to be executed, and 

was just in time to haul up also to save the “ Vestal” 

from being raked. The frigate’s shot, accompanied by 

a shower of musketry, camé tearing on board. Hitherto 

one officer and four men had been killed on board the 
“Vestal,” and six wounded, including the master 

slightly—a heavy loss eut of a sloop’s complement, but 
Pearce saw victory within his grasp, and resolved to 

persevere. The last broadside from the frigate told 

with fearful effect on the corvette. Her spars and 

rigging were much cut about; three more men were 

struck, and the brave captain was seen to stagger back. 

Had not Rogers sprang forward and caught him in his 

arms he would have fallen to the deck. He was speech- 

less, but he motioned to Bonham, who ran up to con- 

tinue the fight. When an attempt was made to carry 

him below, he signified that he would remain on deck 

till the battle was won. The surgeon came up and 

stanched the blood flowing from his shoulder. The 

nervous system had received a violent shock, but he 

could not tell whether the wound would prove mortal,
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the surgeon reported. Still the battle raged. The 
French were again seen to quit their guns. The cor 
vette followed up her success. It was observed that 

buckets were being hauled up through the ports, the 
frigate must be on fire; her foremast fell, the corvette 

ranged up alongside, the French eusign was still flying. 

Bonham was ordering another broadside to be poured 

in, when down came the enemy’s flag, and at that 

moment, Pearce recovering, joined in the cheer which 

burst from the lips of the British crew. 
“Go and help the poor fellows,” were the first words 

the young captain spoke. The corvette’s boats which 

could swim were lowered and armed with buckets, the 

English seamen hurried up the sides of their late oppo- 

nent. Her deck presented everywhere signs of their 

prowess, covered with the bodies of the slain, and 
the wreck of the foremast and rigging; the wheel 

had been shot away and three men killed at it. As 
@ security Bonham, who had gone on board and re- 
ceived the commanding officer’s sword, the captain 

haying been killed, sent him and three others on board 

the corvette, while he and his men set to work to extin- 

guish the flames. The magazine was happily drowned, 

which was of itself a sufficient reason for the frigate to 

have struck, though the state of her masts and spars, 
and the number of her killed and wounded showed the 

skill and courage of her comparatively tiny opponent. 

The fire was at length got under, very much by the, 
efforts of ths Englishmen, who had to hint to the French 

that if they did not exert themselves they would be left 

to perish, as it would be impossible to get them all on 

board the corvette before the frigate would become 
untenable. The corvette and her prize having been put
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somewhat to rights, made sail for Jamaica. They had 
a long passage up, and the greatest vigilance was ne- 
cessary to keep the prisoners in order. A plot was 
discovered for retaking the frigate, and Bonham had to 
threaten the French officers with severe punishment 
should anything of the sort be again attempted. 

Pearce Ripley lay in his cabin unable to move. The 
hearts of the officers and men were deeply grieved, for 
the surgeon would not pronounce a favourable opinion. 
He was young, and had a good constitution. He might 
recover. The corvette succeeded in carrying her prize 
to Jamaica. The admiral himself came on board to see 
Ripley and to congratulate him on his achievement. 
“Your promotion is certain, Captain Ripley,” he said 
kindly ; “and I should think his Majesty, when he hears 
of your gallantry, won’t forget to give a touch on your 
shoulder with the flat of his sword, eh. You will find 
a handle to your name convenient, and you deserve it, 
that you do, my lad.” 

The admiral’s kindness contributed much to restore 
Pearce to health. While he remained on shore Bonham 
received an acting order to take command of the 
“Vestal.” Before Pearce had totally recovered he re- 
ceived his post rank with a complimentary letter on his 

gallantry. Bonham, at the same time, found that he 
was made a commander; the “ Vestal,’ having been 

upwards of four years in commission, was ordered home, 

Captain Ripley taking a passage in her. She escaped 
all the enemy’s cruisers, and arrived safely in Ports- 

mouth harbour. She was, however, considered fit to go 

to sea again after an ordinary repair, and was recom- 

missioned by Captain Bonham. Pearce was sent for 

by the First Lord of the Admiralty to attend the King’s
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levee. He was presented to his Majesty, that good old 
king who truly loved a sailor, and knew how to appre- 

ciate honour and valour. On kneeling to kiss his sove- 

reign’s hand he felt a touch on his shoulder, and with 

astonishment, gratitude, and delight, heard the King say, 

“ Rise, Sir Pearce Ripley; you are well deserving of 

knighthood.” 

Pearce felt very much inclined to shake the King 

cordially by the hand, and to assure his Majesty that no 

reward could be more satisfactory. He did not, how- 

ever, nor did he say why he was so pleased with the 

rank bestowed on him, but made the usual bow, and 

moved off to allow others to present themselves. There 

was one, however, waiting for him outside the palace, 

as fine and officer-like looking man as any of those 

present in admirals’ or post captains’ uniforms—his 

father, and the knowledge of the intense delight his 

promotion gave him, greatly added to the satisfaction . 

Pearce felt on the occasion. Sir Pearce Ripley was 

gazetted the next day to the command of a, fine frigate, 

the name of which he soon made well known by the 

gallant exploits he performed in her. 

Bake 

Two years had passed by. Colonel Verner, now a 
general, with his daughter, had returned to England, 

and they were spendmg some weeks during the summer 

at the house of a friend, Admiral Sir J. B , in the 

Isle of Wight, in the neighbourhood of the then pretty 

little village of Ryde. Alice looked thinner and paler 
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than formerly, but her beauty was in no way impaired; 
and the sweet smile which lit up her countenance—one 

ef its chief charms when she spoke, was still there. 

She had accompanied her father and the admiral ona 

walk into Ryde. When some little distance from the 

village, they met a fine dignified-looking man, ~his 

silvery hair showing that his age was greater than 

would have been supposed from his florid, clear com- 

plexion. An undress naval uniform set off his fine 

figure to advantage. The admiral looked at him fora 

moment, and then shaking him cordially by the hand, 

inquired what brought him to Ryde. 

“T have taken a cottage in the neighbourhood for 

my son’s saxe when he comes home, for as I have 

quitted the service I shall always be ready to receive 

him,” was the answer. 

“Oh, then we are near neighbours. Come over and 
dine with me to-day. I like to talk over by-gone days 

with an old shipmate,” said the admiral. 

The stranger accepted the invitation, and after a 
little more conversation, he walked on. 

“A distinguished man,” observed General Verner, 
when the admiral rejoined him. 

“A right noble and brave man,” said the admiral, 
but made no further remark. 

The stranger was in the drawing-room when Miss 
Verner entered, and was soon engaged in an animated 

conversation with her. She thought him somewhat 
eld-fashioned in his phraseology, perhaps, and mode of 
pronunciation, but she had so frequently heard officers 
of high rank speak in the same way, that she was not 
surprised, and as he had seen a great deal of the world, 
and described well what he had seen, she was much
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muerested. As she listened, she felt her interest 
increase, and became insensibly drawn towards the old 

gentleman. As there were many married ladies present, 

she was led out among the first, and so she did not see 

when he left the room, which might have given her an 

idea as to his rank, but she found herself sitting next to 

him at dinner. Her father was opposite, and appeared 

to be much interested in his conversation. According 

to the good old custom, the admiral drank wine round 

with all his guests. “ Mr. Ripley, will you take wine?” 
he said, addressing her companion in his kind friendly 

tone. She started, and she felt the blood rush to her 

cheeks. She had not recovered from her confusion 

before the ceremony of wine-taking was over, and the 

old genileman again addressed her. Could he be the 

father of Pearce? She had always understood that his 

father was a boatswain, and this old gentleman could 

not be that, or he would scarcely have been dining at 

the admiral’s table. Her father would make the inquiry 

probably of the admiral; if not, she must try to muster 

courage to do so. Im the mean time she would 

ask her companion if he knew Sir Pearce Ripley. 

In a low and somewhat trembling voice she put the 
question. 

“Indeed I do, young lady, and am proud to own 

him as my son,” answered the old seaman, fixing his 

clear grey eyes on her, as if he would read her heart. 

“have a hope that you know him too, and that no 

two people love him better in the world,” he added in a 

whisper. 

Alice felt her cheeks glow, and yet she was not 
annoyed. “Indeed you are right,” she said, in a low 

tone, which she hoped no one else would hear, for
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several people were speaking loudly, and there was a 
clatter of knives and forks. 

“He will be in England again soon to refit, for he 
has allowed his frigate very little rest since he com- 
manded her,” observed the old gentleman. ‘“ He, I 
hope too, will then get a spell at home, for since he 

went to sea at ten years of age, he has never once been 

ten days on shore at a time, aye, I may say, not a month 

altogether.” 

Alice whispered.her hope that he would remain on 

shore. After retiring to the drawing-room she looked 
anxiously for the arrival of the gentlemen. Her father 

and Mr. Ripley entered together. The general soon 

came and sat down by her. 

“A very agreeable old naval officer that is we’ve 
been talking to,” he remarked; “I did not catch his 
name, but the admiral tells me that he is a master in 
the service.” 

Alice was pleased to hear this, but much puzzled. 
She managed to speak to the admiral when no one was 
near. He put on a quizzical look. “Now, young lady, 
if you had been inquiring about Sir Pearce Ripley, his 
son, I should not have been surprised,” he answered. 
“The fact is, my friend Ripley became a master late in 
life. He had served in the lower grades of the pro- 
fession, and if the rules of the service had allowed it, he 
should have been made a post captain. I cannot tell 
you all the brave things he has done. When in charge 
of a prize, he fought a most gallant action ; he prevented 
his ship’s company from joining the mutineers at the 
Nore. On two several occasions, he saved the ship 
from being wrecked, not to mertion his conduct on the 
first of June, and on numerous previous occasions. I
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placed his son on the quarter-deck, predicting that he 

would be an honour to the service, and so he is, and 1 

am proud of him.” 

While the admiral was speaking, Alice was con- 

sidering whether she should confide her case to him, 

and beg him to intercede with her father, or rather to 

speak to him of Mr. Ripley in a way which might over- 

come his prejudices. She almost gasped for breath in 
her agitation, but her resolution was taken, and with- 

out loss of time she hurriedly told him of her engage- 

ment to Sir Pearce Ripley. 

“Tam heartily glad to hear of it, my dear young 

lady,” exclaimed the admiral warmly ; “he is worthy of 
you and you are of him, and that is saying a great deal 
for you. MHoity toity! I wonder my friend General 
Verner has not more sense ; the idea of dismissing one 

of the finest cfficers in the service because he hasn’t a 

rent-roll and cannot show a pedigree as many do a yard 
long, and without a word of truth from beginning to end. 
if a man is noble in himself what does it matter who his 

father was? The best pedigree, in my opinion, is that 

which a man’s grandson will have to show. Better to 
have one noble fellow like old Ripley there for a father, 

than a line of twenty indifferent progenitors, such as 
nine-tenths of those who set such store by their ancestry 

can boast of.” 
Alice very naturally agreed with the admiral, who 

was himself a man of much older family than her father. 

He attacked the general the next morning. He hated 

circumlocution and went directly to the point. ‘ You 

object to your daughter marrying Sir Pearce Ripley 

because his father was a boatswain. I tell you I was 

for many years of inferior razk to a boatswain, I
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entered the navy as captain’s servant. What do you 
say to that? It does not signify what a man has been, 

ibis what he is should be considered. Now, my dear 

general, just clap all such nonsense under hatches, and 

the next time young Ripley asks your daughter to 

marry him, let her, and be thankful that you have 

secured so fine a son-in-law and so excellent a husband 
for the girl.” 

General Verner had not a word of reply to his 
friend’s remonstrance. The admiral, when he met Alice, 

exclaimed, “I’ve been pouring my broadsides into your 
father till I leit him without a stick standing and every 
gun dismounted ; if you give him a shot depend on’t 
he'll strike his flag.” 

  

Vie 

Tus admiral’s house commanded an extensive view of 
the Solent, looking across to Portsmouth, down the 

channel towards Cowes and up over Spithead. One 
bright morning after breakfast, the admiral, as usual, 
with his eye at the telescope, was watching the ever- 

varying scene on the waters before him, when he ex- 

claimed, “Two frigates standing in, and one is French, 
a prize to the other. To my eye the Frenchman seems 
the biggest of the two; I must send over and learn all 

about it. He rang the bell, his old coxswain appeared. 

“ Judson, take the. wherry and board that frigate, and 
give my compliments and learn the particulars of the 
action, and if her captain can spare time I shall be very 
glad to see him.. Here, give this note if ”» The 

! 
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admiral spoke a few words in an under tone heard by no 
one else. ; 

Judson hurried off. There was a fair breeze to 
‘Spithead, and back—a soldier’s wind. Alice watched 
the progress of the boat with great interest. She 
reached the English frigate, remained a short time, and 
was speedily on her way back. Before she had long 
left the frigate she was followed by another boat which 
overtook her as she reached the shore. 

A short time afterwards, Judson appeared, and put a 
card into his master’s hand, “ Say that I shall be de- 
lighted to see him when he can come up.” 

“What about the action, Judson?” asked the 
admiral. 

“Just the finest, sir, that has been fought during 
the war,’ answered Judson. “ He’ll be up here pre- 
sently, and tell you more about it than I can.” 

Scarcely ten minutes had passed by, when Judson 
announced “Captain Sir Pearce Ripley!” . The 
admiral received the young captain with every mark of 
regard. “ And now let me introduce you to my guests, 
General and Miss Verner; but, by the by, you know 
them, I think.” 

Alice, lost to all sense of decorum, sprang forward 
to receive him. The general put out his hand in a 
cordial manner, and with many compliments congratu- 
ated him on his success. The admiral having listened 

to an account of the action, dragged off the general to 
see some improvements on the farm; the ladies of the 
family left the room, and Pearce Ripley heard from 
Alice’s own lips that her father fully sanctioned their 
union. He claimed a sailor’s privilege, and before a 
month had passed their marriage took place.
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Bonham obtained his post rank, and though he had 
not the talent of his friead, he ever proved himself an 
active efficient officer. Harry Verner quitted the service, 
finding that, notwithstanding his ccnnections, his 
merits were not appreciated, and that he was not likely 
to obtain his promotion. He soon afterwards broke his 
neck out hunting. Sir Pearce Ripley commanded several 
line of battle ships, and took an active part in three of 
England’s greatest naval victories. He in due course 
became an admiral, and was created a baronet, and his 
sons entering the navy rose to the highest rank in 
their noble profession. 
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     BY MRS. WEBB. 

—4+— 

RIGHTLY blazed the fire, one 

iS New Year’s Eve, in the cheer- 

dining-room of Mr. and Mrs. Hustace’s hos- 

pitable dwelling. The great dry log of wood that had 

been reserved for the festive occasion, was crackling on 

the hearth, and sending up volleys of sparks, and a 

glowing blaze, that lighted up the bright faces of a party 

of children, who, with their parents, and grandfather 

and grandmother, sat around the fire. 

Chesnuts had been roasted in the hot embers, 

oranges and biscuits had been duly discussed, and the 

juvenile members of the party began to intimate to their 

grandfather—Mr. Eustace the elder—that they were im- 

patient for the long-promised treat of the evening. 

“Now, grandpapa,” said Alice, the eldest of the 

children, as she drew her chair quite close to Mr. 

B*
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Bustace’s, “now we are all ready to listen to your story, 

so pray begin, or it will be time for amy to go to bed 

before you have finished.” 

Little Amy drew a stool to her grandfather’s feet, 

and sat down, looking up at him with curiosity and 

interest in her large blue eyes. 

Charley was all attention; but, being a boy, and 

twelve-years of age, he was too manly to express all the 

curiosity that he thought quite suitable to both his 

younger and his elder sister, who were only girls. 

Old Mr. Eustace laid his hand fondly on Amy’s 

head, and said, “I was not older than you, my little 

puss, when my trials and troubles began—those troubles 

that led to all the adventures which I am going to 

relate to you. My own dear mother died when I was 

very young—so young that I never had more than a faint 

recollection of her sweet face and loving words, and of 

the bitter tears I shed when I was told that she was dead. 

“My father was very kind tome. In the midst of 

his own grief he tried to do all in his power to supply 

the place of our lost parent to me and to my little sister, 

Bertha. And we were very happy, for we soon forgot 

our loss, and lived—as children do—in the pleasure of the 

present day, looking neither to the past nor to the future. 

“But years went on, and when I was Amy’s age— 

just eight years old—my father took another wife. He 

married a widow, a Mrs. Jameson, who hadason two 

years older than I was. My new brother’s name was 

Clement—not an appropriate name, by the by, as far 

as I was concerned ; for he wasvery harsh and unkind 

tome. His mother thought a great deal of him, and I 

fancied she spoilt him, and was unjust to me. 

“But my father was as kind as ever, and both our



EY LIFE EN THE PRAIRIE. 

stepmother and Clement were good to my gentle little 
sister; so I put up with my share of ill-usage, and 

made no complaints for several years. 

“You know, my children, that my parents lived in 
America ; and it so happened that my father was obliged 
to go to England on pressing business. Before he left 
home he called me to his own room, and he gave me 

much good and Christian advice. He charged me to 
remember all the religious instruction which I had re- 
ceived from him, and from my own sweet mother, and 

to try always so to live that I might go to rejoin her in 
heaven when I died. Much he said about the study of 
God’s Word, and the importance of constancy in prayer ; 
and then he prayed for me and my little sister, and I 
shall never forget what I felt while he was praying. 
Thank God, I never did forget it! 

“Soon he left us, and we never saw him again. My 

beloved father died in England, and Bertha and I were 
orphans. 

““ Our stepmother behaved well to us for a time; but 

soon she seemed to be tired of us, and she allowed 

Clement to treat me just as he pleased, and to assume 

authority over me, which I could not submit to. 

“A sister of my mother’s came to visit us, and she 

took Bertha away with her, and I was left alone and sad. 
I wanted to be sent to a public school, but my wish was 

denied, and a tutor was engaged to instruct me and 

Clement. I hated this man; I know it was wrong, 

but at the time I fancied it was quite justifiable to 

hate him. Certainly he was not a man to inspire either 

respect or affection, but I ought to have obeyed him, 

and I ought to have tried to conciliate my step- 

mother.
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‘ T did neither, and yet I went on reading my Bible, 

and repeating my prayers, and believing that I was 

acting like a Christian boy. But, dear children, re- 

member that we must ‘show our faith by our works,’ 

and my actions were not at all in accordance with my 

belief or my knowledge. 

“Things grew worse and worse; and at length 

Clement one day struck me violently for a small offence. 

I returned the blow, and levelled him with the ground. 

He made a false statement of the affair to his mother 

and the tutor, and I was cruelly chastised and locked up 

in my own room.” 

“ And what did you do ?” cried Charley, with spark- 

ling eyes and flushed cheeks. “I hope you never gave 

in to any one of them again.” 

“Well, Charley, I was much like other boys, head. 

strong and proud. I brooded over my wrongs until 

they seemed to be unbearable. Then I began to form 

plans for delivering myself out of the hard bondage 

which I thought I was enduring. I was very strong 

and active. I had accustomed myself to violent exercise, 

and I had acquired much skill in shooting and fishing 

on my father’s property, and also in the wild country 

which adjoined it. I therefore felt very independent, 

and had a perfect confidence in my own powers. 

“My resolution was formed. I put a few clothes, 

and all the money and other valuables which I pos- 

sessed —a miniature picture of my father being my 

greatest treasure—into a knapsack. I made a hearty 

meal of the food which was brought to me by a servant, 

and then I waited impatiently for night. Very sincerely 

I prayed for God’s blessing on an act which I atter- 

wards knew to be an act of folly and wickedness, And
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T read my usual portion of Scripture with all the atten- 

tion which I could command, though my heart was 

cherishing unholy feelings, and I was following my own 

evil devices. 

“My Bible was carefully packed in my knapsack, 

and I repeated the promise which I had made to my 
beloved father, that I would make it the guide of my 

life. Was I doing so now? I fear not. 

“ Night came, and witha beating heart and trembling 

step I climbed out of my window. A luxuriant creeper 

covered the wall, and, by means of the cord-like boughs, 

I descended very easily to the ground. There was a 

faint moonlight, and I stood to look at the dear home of 

my childhood. Sad memories—sad and yet sweet—came 

over my young heart. I thought of my gentle mother 

and of my noble father, and I almost fancied their 

blessed spirits were hovering over me at this crisis of 

my life, and I wept bitterly. 

“Soon all my courage and resolution returned, and 

I left the spot. I had a dog—a faithful creature, which 

Thad reared from its birth, and which loved me de- 

votedly. I went to the place where Wolfgang was 

chained up, andI unloosed him. His joy at seeing me 

was so great—for my imprisonment had lasted for 

several days—that I feared his barking would rouse the 

inmates of the house. I therefore started at full speed, 

and never stopped until I had reached a thick wood that 

skirted my father’s clearing. There I stopped to recover 

my breath, and to consider in what direction I should 

turn my steps. 

“T had a small pocket compass, and this was of 

inestimable service to me in all my wanderings. By 

the dim light of the moon I now took my bearings,
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while Wolfgang stood silently by my side, lecking up 

into my face with eager and inquiring eyes. 

“My first object was to get beyond reach of any 

pursuit that might be attempted the next morning, but 

I also wished to make my way towards the less in- 

habited part of the country, where I should have ne 

      
  

chance of meeting any one whom I had ever seen at my 
tather’s house, or at any of the neighbouring settle- 

ments. I therefore steered my course nearly west, and 

“ref ce the sun rose, | was far in the depths of what 

seed to me a boundless forest. 
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“By this time I was hungry and exhausted, so I 

made a scanty breakfast, in which Wolfgang shared, of 

the remains of my last night’s supper; then we both 

lay down to sleep on a bed of dry leaves. 

“ After a few hours of rest, which I calculated by 

the height of the sun above the horizon, as I caught its 

bright beams through the thick foliage of the over- 

hanging trees, I arose refreshed, and again pursued the 

same course. Wolfgang had often made himself useful 

on former occasions by carrying my fishing-basket, and 

I now thought he might render me still more important 

assistance. 1 therefore fastened my knapsack on his 

back, and the good-tempered fellow trotted along with 

his burden, which did not seem at all to incommode him. 

This was a great relief to me, for I had still my fishing- 

tackle to carry, and also a strong stick, which was my 

only weapon of defence, except, indeed, a large pecket- 

knife, which I fancied I could make available for that 

purpose if I were to be attacked by either man or beast. 

“Thus we journeyed all day, Wolfgang fasting, but 

perfectly patient, and I endeavouring to satisfy my 

hunger with a few berries and wild fruits, which I knew 

to be wholesome. 

“ Towards sunset an opening appeared in the forest, 

a clearing had evidently been made ; and, to my great joy, 

T saw a light smoke curling up above some low bushes. 

“T was too hungry and weary to think of danger, 

and I hurried forward. I longed to see some human 

creature, who, being, therefore, ‘ a cooking animal,’ could 

give me some food. I came upon a small hut, built of 

boughs and turf, and evidently only a temporary re- 

sidence for the white man, who sat on the ground 

near the low entrance, carefully cleaning his gun.”
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“But suppose they had been savages—suppose they 

had been Red Indians,” said Alice; “what should you 

have done then, grandpapa ?” 

“JT had seen some Red Indians when I had travelled 

with my father, and also afew stragglers used to come 

to our residence to barter furs and feather ornaments for 

cloth, or printed calico, or gunpowder. I should not, 

therefore, have feared to approach a native hut. But I 

was well pleased to see a white man, especially as he 

looked up on perceiving me, and I at once read kind- 

ness in his plain, open countenance.” 

‘¢ And was he good to you, grandy? and did he give 

you food, and Wolfgang also ?” asked little Amy, with 

much interest. 

“Yes, my little puss; he gave us food and shelter, 

and a hearty welcome; and his wife was as kind as he 

was. But if I tell you all that they said, and all that 

they did, I shall not get to my life m the Prairie for 

many evenings to come.” 

“Oh, so much the better,” exclaimed Charley, and 

he even clapped his hands, like a child, ashe was. “ The 

longer your story is, the better we shall like it.” 

“ But I fear my elder children might not agree with 

you,” said the grandfather, laughing, “so I shall con- 

dense this part of my narrative. Suffice it to say that I 

found my new friend, James Franklin, and his wife, had 

come from Europe some months since, and were pro- 

ceeding further west in search of a settlement where 

they could take up their abode, and earn a living for 

themselves and their two young children, Katie and 

Harry. 
“Here was an opening forme. I eagerly offered to 

accompany them, and work with them in their pro-
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jected clearing. I vaunted my own strength, and will- 

ingness, and skill, and the good people cheerfully 

accepted my offer. 

“The next day we set out on our journey, leaving 

the hut, which had only been. inhabited a few days, to 

be a shelter to any wanderer who might require it. 

“ Franklin had a strong cart and horse, which con- 

veyed all his worldly goods, as well as the two children, 

and in which his wife also was frequently obliged to 

take her seat while we crossed the forest and the track- 

less wilderness. 

“ At length we reached the spot which had been 

granted to Franklin, and I will not describe all the toil 

and difficulty which we encountered before we had a 

comfortable home. Time and patience, however, enabled 

us to overcome all obstacles, and we dwelt for several 

years in peace and tranquillity. I never regretted the 

step I had taken in leaving my former home, for I was 

then too young and too ignorant to know the value of all 

that I had abandoned. Still I had an inquiring mind, 

and it was a vast satisfaction to me to find that my new 

friend had received a very respectable education, and 

had brought with him into the wilderness a number of 

useful books, as well as some on religious subjects. He 

was indeed a pious, Christian man, and to him and to 

his excellent wife I owe more than I have ever been able 

to repay. They impressed upon my mind all the in- 

struction which I had received in childhood, and they 

taught me to love the faith which made them what 

tney were. 
“ So time fled by. Our fields became fruitful, and 

our dwelling was enlarged and improved. The children 

grew, and were as joyous as the birds that sang in the
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tall trees around the clearing, and they were as lovely 

and graceful too. Another little girl, who was named 

Eustacia, after me, was added to the family, and we were 

considered the happiest and most prosperous settlers in 

all the district. 

“We had some neighbours, but they were very 

distant; and we seldom met, except occasionally to 

transact some business of sale or barter. There were 

also—far away across the Western Prairie—some lodges 

of Indians, who sometimes visited us for the same 

purpose, and from whom I acquired a certain know- 

ledge of the native language, which sounded very 

sweet from the lips of some of the graceful young 

squaws. 

“But I see,” said Mr. Hustace, suddenly interrupting 

his narrative, “that it is time to break up our sitting. 

Good night, Amy; your eyelids are dropping, in spite 

of all your efforts to keep awake. You shall come with 

me to the prairie to-morrow evening.” 

Il. 

Vury ready were the young people to take their places, 

and equally willing was their kind grandfather to 

gratify them. 

“T told you,” he said, “that we would go to the 

prairie this evening; but I must first tell you what it 

was that broke up our quiet life in the clearing, and 

sent me to seek another and still wilder home. 

“Our house was built on a piece of ground sloping 

towards the south. On that side the clearing had been
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carried to some distance, and the land was tilled, and 

had already made a good return for the labour which 

we had expended upon it. But around the other sides 

of our dwelling the forest remained in its natural state. 

It was not very dense; but was composed of scattered 

trees, and patches of prairie grass, some of which was 

five or six feet high. The same kind of wilderness ex- 

tended all round our clearing, for we had not been able 

to cut down the trees, except upon the land we culti- 

vated. 

“Tt was the height of summer, and our crops were 

ripe and dry—the prairie grass was in flower, and 

waving in the breeze that blew from the east—even the 

very trees seemed parched and dried up. 

“Franklin and L were shooting behind the house, 

and as he fired at a large squirrel near the foot of a tree, 

‘some sparks fell among the withered grass, which 

instantly ignited. We rushed to trample it out, if 

possible, for we both saw the danger which threatened 

us; but our efforts were useless. The flames spread 

before the wind, and rapidly approached our dwelling, 

which was entirely constructed of wood. 

“One moment Franklin looked at me in agony, then 

he darted towards the house, calling me to follow him. 

Already the crackling and roaring of the flames was 

audible, and showed how rapidly the work of destruc- 

tion was going on. We reached the dwelling, which we 

had no hope of saving, and, with a few hasty words, 

Franklin made his wife aware of the peril to which she 

and her children were exposed. 

“She met the shock bravely ; she neither screamed 

nor fainted ; but she instantly took the three children 

to a distance from the house, and placed them in an
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open spot inthe garden; and then she directed me what 
to carry from the dwelling to the same place, while her 
husband hastily harnessed the horse to the cart, and 
brought him round. 

“We loaded the cart, and set the children on the 

bundles of clothes and bedding which we had secured, 

and then we all waited in breathless expectation of the 

coming peril, the intelligent Wolfgang panting by my 
side. The wind might possibly, we thought, drive the 

flames across our clearing and behind the house, which, 
in that case, might escape; and very fervently we 

prayed that God would so rule the elements for our 

preservation. But such was not His will, The tall 

grass and the trees were all in a blaze, and the advanc- 

ing roar was fearful. Flakes of fire soon fell on the 

thatched roof of our log-house, and the flames sprang 

up high towards heaven. 
“No hope remained of saving anything more except 

our lives, and to that object we now turned all our 

thoughts. The cries and sobs of the children which 

broke forth lamentably when they saw their home 

become a mass of fire, were very sad, and added much 

to the distress of Mary Franklin. But now, in this 

hour of heavy trial, I saw the worth of true religion, 

and a firm trust in the goodness and the power of God. 

No murmur escaped the lips of either Franklin or his 

wife; no allusion to second causes as the origin of their 

calamity was made. 
“Tt is the Lord! seemed to be the only feeling of 

their hearts ; and to His will they submitted, while they 

used every means in their power to avert the still 

greater evil which threatened them. 

“<Tf our lives, and our children’s lives can be saved,
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exclaimed Mary, ‘I will still bless the Lord for His 

goodness!’ 
“¢He never failed those who trusted in Him, Mary,’ 

replied her husband, ‘and He never will. We must 

leave our home to the flames, and hasten across the belt 

of trees to the west before the flames have reached them. 

You know there is open country beyond. There we 

may yet be safe.’ 
“Time pressed; the cart was set in motion, and 

Franklin kept hold of the horse’s head, for the animal 

was now much terrified and excited. The western belt 

of forest was nota wide one, and we made our way 

through it in breathless haste, for the fire was pursuing 

us. Already it was encircling our little clearing, and 

we could see the flames between the stems of the trees 

as we cast anxious glances behind. It was, indeed, a 

race forlife. Not a word was spoken; even the children 

ceased to cry, and only hid their faces and sobbed. 
“ But there was not silence. Above the increasing 

roar of the flames was heard the crashing of falling 

boughs, the screams of the affrighted birds, and the 

eries of the wild animals that were roused from their 

lairs, and now came rushing past our little cavalcade. 

We envied them their power of speed.” 
“ And whatdid you do? Oh, what did you all do?” 

exclaimed little Amy, grasping her grandfather’s knees, 
and looking up into his face with eager, tearful eyes. 
“ Did you save those three little children ?” 

“You shall hear, dear Pussy. God was very good 
tous. We passed through the belt of forest and got 

out upon the open plain—the prairie. We looked back 
and saw the flames shooting up above the loftiest trees, 
while clouds of thick smoke came rolling over the sum-
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mits, and showers of sparks were driven before the wind, 

which had now increased to a gale. 

“ We looked before us, and there stretched a bound- 

less plain. But what was our horror at seeing that at 

about sixty yards from the forest the prairie was covered 

with a thick growth of tall grass, which waved in the 

breeze, and was evidently as dry as tinder. 

“'T'o remain where we were was to be suffocated by 
the rapidly approaching smoke and flame, and yet to 
proceed seemed hopeless; for we well knew that the 

grass would be quickly ignited, and then an awful death 

awaited us. Truly, 1 felt, as I know my friends did, 

that there was ‘but a step between us and death,’ and 

that none could save but One. 

““We pressed on in silence. A herd of wild buffaloes 

dashed past us, and trod down the tall grass, leaving a 

broad path for us to follow. Again and again the fugi- 

tives from the forest rushed by at full speed, leaving us 

to toil laboriously after them. 

“The flames burst forth from the trees, and the 

prairie was on fire! What hoperemained? We looked 

up at the blackened sky, and heaven itself seemed to be 
shut out. But the Lord’s eye was piercing the deadly 
cloud, and the Lord’s loving care was providing for us 
a way of escape. 

* Another headlong rush of animals—elks, buffaloes, 

and antelopes—bounded by, nearly upsetting the cart 
and jostling us all violently; and then was heard the 
trampling of a troop of horses, and we expected to be 
inevitably crushed beneath their hoofs. 

“We glanced round to see if we could turn out of 
their track, when we saw that each horse bore an 
Indian, and that they were flying before the flames. 
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We drew up, and we raised our voices in a loud cry te 
attract their attention. Some of the troop passed by, 
unheeding our distress; but all were not thus hard- 

hearted. One, who seemed to be the chief, and who 

brought up the rear of the flying band with a few 

women, and two or three distinguished-looking warriors, 

paused when he beheld us. 

“Quick as thought he rode up to Mary Franklin, 

and bent down to lift her on his powerful horse. 

“¢Save my children,’ she cried, as she pointed to- 

wards the cart, and attempted to rush to her little ones. 

But the Indian raised her from the ground, and placed 

her before him, while he gave rapid orders to those 

around him. The females snatched the children, who 

were now shrieking with terror, and bore them away 

at a furious gallop. The Sagamore followed; and 

Franklin and I were also taken up behind two of the 

dark-skinned warriors. Another caught the rein of our 

terrified horse, and led him at the same wild pace across 

the prairie, with the lightened caré rattling at his heels 

and urging him to a still more frantic speed.” 

“That was a real good race,” exclaimed Charley, 

looking very much as if he would have liked to take 

part in it. 

“Tf you had been there, Charley, I doubt whether 

you would have thought it ‘a good race.’ It was an 

awful crisis; and I shall never forget it. The smoke 

at times almost blinded us, and we could see that the 

roaring hissing flames were travelling at least as fast as 

the fleet horses could carry us. How long they could 

keep up their speed, and when the struggle for life 

would be ended, we could not tell. 

“ Hven in the excitement of that moment I could not
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forget my faithful dog. He followed close behind me 

gasping for breath, but lifting his head at every call that 

T made to him, and making still more desperate efforts 

to overtake us. 

“Tpelieve the race had been one of many miles in 

length; and the strength of some of the horses seemed 

to be failing. The blinding effect of the smoke that 

filled the air, the heavy, choking smell of the burnt 

grass and trees, and the lurid glare of the red flames 

that were speeding at our heels, were almost over- 

powering, both to ourselves and our steeds; and still 

we were far from a range of low hills that bounded the 

plain, and where alone we could hope for safety and 

rest. 

“T was looking anxiously forward, endeavouring to 

ascertain how poor Mary Franklin and her young chil- 

dren endured the desperate race, when I was struck by 

a black portentous gloom that extended along the 

western horizon in front of us, and now almost hid the 

range of mountains towards which we were fleeing. I 

gazed at this strange, dark mist, and at its base I saw a 

line of fire that quivered and played, and threw up 

bright tongues of flame into the overhanging cloud. 

“TI caught the arm of the Indian behind whom I 

rode, and I pointed eagerly forward at the fearful sight, 

exclaiming, ‘ Look there !’ 

“¢Qur brothers have done well,’ he replied to my 

sign, and inquiring exclamation. ‘They have fired the 

prairie.’ 

“Done well! Fired the prairie, I cried in despair. 

Then we are between two fires, and all hope is gone.’ 

“ A low chuckling laugh escaped from the Indian, 

and then he said in a calm voice, ‘Does not the pale-
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face know that one fire is flying before the other, and 
leaving behind it a desert that cannot burn? There 

we shall be safe.’ 

“Then I remembered what I had heard of these 
sagacious savages—that when they see a conflagration 

coming towards them, and have no means of escaping 

and saving their property, they will sometimes set fire 
to the grass to the leeward of their camp, trusting that 

the wind will drive it away, and all the combustible 

vegetation will be consumed before the coming fire 
reaches them. Thus the approaching flames die out for 
want of fuel, and the Indians move forward on the hot 

ashes of the fire which they themselves have kindled, 

and which has been the means of their preservation.” 

“Oh, how very clever!’ exclaimed Alice. ‘And 

had the Indians really done so ? and were you saved by 
that cunning contrivance? Dear grandpapa, we are all 
very much obliged to the savages.” 

“T.assure you, my dear girl, I felt extremely grate- 
ful to them when at length we galloped out of the 
wilderness of lofty grass and weeds, and found ourselves 
on a clear open space, covered indeed with smouldering 
herbage, but out of reach of the two fires that were 
advancing and receding on either side. 

“There were many huts, or wigwams of the natives, 
on this space ; and the whole tribe were busily engaged 
in removing their horses and other valuables to a safe 
distance from the borders of the unconsumed grass. 

“They had no time to lose, for the flames followed 
rapidly on our steps; and before we had had time to 
recover our breath, and to congratulate one another on 
our providential escapefrom a fearful death, the whole 
plain that we had traversed was a sheet of fire.
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“The intense heat of the sun above our heads, of 

the ground beneath our feet, and of the flames that 

roared around us, and seemed to be striving to over- 
take us, was really overpowering. But we were safe— 

the fire could not reach us, and we gladly sought 
shelter in a wigwam which was given to us by order of 

the Sagamore. There our first act was to offer our 
humble and hearty thanks to the Lord who had thus 
graciously preserved us; and then Franklin and I left 
the exhausted mother and her children to rest, while 

we went to make inquiries as to the tribe among whom 
we had fallen, and also as to our prospect of returning 
to the spot which we had left so unwillingly, or to any 
other place inhabited by white men.” 

tte 
“We found that our Indian friends were a branch of a 
tribe called the Crees, who were on very amicable terms 
with the white settlers in their neighbourhood ; and we 
soon recognized some among them as the very individuals 
who had occasionally visited our home in the forest, and 
had carried on little mercantile transactions with the 
Franklins. 

The encampment where we had now found them 
had been their summer residence for several years ; and 

their favourite hunting grounds were in the neighbour- 
ing plains and hills. On these grounds, which they 
looked upon as their own territory, the Apache Indians 
had several times encroached, and there was now open 
war between the rival tribes. The Apaches were 
located in the forest to the north-east—above the spot
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where our now ruined dwelling was situated—and they 
would undoubtedly soon visit the place, and carry off 

everything which the flames had spared, more especially 
as they knew that the settlers had been on friendly 
terms with their enemies the Crees. It was therefore 
useless to think of returning to our desolated home; and 
Franklin resolved to give up all idea of farming, and go 
back to Toronto, where he hoped to be able to maintain 
his family in some other way.” 

“ And did he succeed, grandy ?” asked Alice; “ and 
did you leave the prairie and go with him P” 

“One question at a time, Alice,” replied Mr. Hustace, 
laughing. ‘Tam happy to say that my good friend did 
succeed in time; and I heard of his prosperity many 

years afterwards. To your other query I reply in the 
negative. I did not go to Toronto—as you shall hear.” 

“Oh, I am so glad of that,” exclaimed Charley, “ for 
then we shall hear more about the Indians!” 

“My life in the prairie did not end with the burning 
of our log-house. Indeed the wildest and most adven- 
turous part of it only then commenced. 

“Tt would not have been safe for the Franklins to 
leave the protection of the Crees at that time, for if 
they had attempted to travel in the direction which they 
desired, they would in all probability have fallen into 
the hands of the Apaches. It was therefore arranged 
that we should accept their hospitality for a time, and 
remain with them, at least until they broke up their 
camp and moved further to the west. 

“To this arrangement Mary Franklin very readily 
agreed. She was weary and exhausted, and perfect 
rest seemed necessary for her, and for the children 
likewise. They met with the greatest kindness from 
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all the Indian women, especially from Mahala, the 

favourite wife of Squantv, the Sagamore or chief. 

«The generous and grateful conduct of this uncivi- 

lized woman was a proof of the truth of the old saying, 

that no act of kindness ever falls fruitlessly to the ground. 

One of her sons—Lincoya by name—had, about a year 

ago, come to our dwelling with a bad wound in his leg, 

which he had himself inflicted with his hatchet while 

cutting a pole in the neighbouring forest. Mrs. Frank- 

lin had dressed and bound up the wound, and given the 

Tndian lad every assistance and refreshment that were 

in her power to bestow. Lincoya had then left her with 

few words of thanks—for the Indians are a very laconic 

race—and the circumstance had nearly passed from her 

mind. 

“ But it had not been forgotten by the boy or by his 

mother, to whom he had spoken of the white lady’s 

gentle kindness; and now Mahala felt that she could 

not do enough to show her gratitude; and Lincoya was 

equally willing to do all in his power to render our stay 

in his father’s camp agreeable. 

“ Brom him I learnt that the Sagamore had been on 

a hunting expedition into the forest beyond our clearing, 

accompanied by several of his chief warriors and most 

- successful hunters, and also by Mahala and a few other 

women of the tribe, on the day of the awful fire. He 

had likewise been reconnoitring the position of the 

hostile Apaches; and, under the pretence of merely 

seeking for game, he had contrived to ascertain theix 

numbers and the nature of their position with consider- 

able accuracy. 

“He had been absent from the wigwams for five 

days, and on the day appointed for his return, Lincoya 
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went with some of the young hunters to try their skill, 
both with guns and bows and arrows, on the game that 
abounded on the sides of the range of hills which I have 
mentioned. They mounted these hills to a considerable 

height, and then turned to meet the wild animals 

and birds that were leaving the jungle of grass and 
bushes on the plain, to seek their food on the mountains. 

“To their dismay they saw fire and smoke bursting 
up from the forest on the other side of the plain. It 
was evidently many miles from their village, but the 

wind came from that quarter, and they well knew how 
rapidly the flames would spread before it; and they 

also knew that their friends in the wigwams would 

not perceive the fire until perhaps escape would be 
impossible. 

“*T thought of my parents,’ said Lincoya, ‘and I 

trusted that Mahneto (the good spirit) would protect 

them; and I knew that my father was wise, and that 

his horses were fleet. And I thought of you, and your 

white friends, and the little pale-faced babies, and I 

wished that I could save you. But that was impossible; 

so I tried to forget you, and to think only of saving my 

own people.’ 

“Then Lincoya went on to tell me how he and his 

companions left their game, and even dropped their 

weapons, and ran with the speed of antelopes down the 

hill, and across the plain, often through grass and 

tangled weeds and bushes that impeded their progress. 

“At length they reached the camp; and, without 

pausing to explain their object, they snatched burning 

brands from the nearest hut, and set fire to the dry 

grass to leeward. 

“Soon no explanation was needed, for the smoke
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and flame were advancing, and several wild animals 

came bounding from the burning forest. 

“The Indians immediately commenced the removal 

of their goods beyond the reach of the coming fire; 

and as I have already told you, my children, we found 

them thus engaged when we burst at full speed into the 

encampment. 

“**T little expected,’ said Lincoya, ‘to see the white 

settlers, who had been so good to me, thus saved by my 

people; but so Mahneto watches over those who are 

kind to his red children.’ ” 

“Does Mahneto mean God ?” asked Amy, reverently. 
“ Mahneto is the name which the Indians give to the 

Great Spirit, who they believe to have made all men, 

and to take care of all, more especially of the red men, 

whom they call his children. They have a great fear of 

offending Mahneto; and they hope to go into his presence 

when they die; but they also both fear and reverence 

the evil spirit, whom they call Hobbamock, and to whom 

they make offerings, and even among the more savage 

tribes, sacrifice the prisoners whom they have taken in 

battle.” 

“How dreadful, grandpapa!” exclaimed Amy. “I 

do not like to think of such cruelty, so pray go on and 

tell us of the kind Mahala and Lincoya.” 

“They were indeed very kind to us, and so was the 

Sagamore, Squanto; and therefore all the tribe acted 

towards us in a friendly manner for fear of offending 

their chief; but I often fancied that some of the warriors 

regarded us with jealousy and susnicion, and in their 

hearts resented our intimacy with Squanto and his 

family, and the evident respect which he paid to the 

white strangers. 
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“We remained with our new friends for a few 
weeks, during which time Franklin and I accompanied 

the chief on several hunting expeditions, both to the 

hills and to the forest. Once we went in the direction 

of our old home, and we rode through the belt of burnt 

and blackened trees, which looked like melancholy 

ghosts of their former beautiful selves. Many of them 

had fallen to the ground, and lay across our pathway, 

but the active Indian horses on which we were mounted 

carried us over the prostrate stems in a manner that 

quite delighted me, though it put my horsemanship to 

the proof.” 

“What glorious fun!” exclaimed Charley. “TI 

wish I could have just such a ride.” 
“You had better emigrate to America, and become 

a settler in the backwoods,” said Mrs. Eustace, 

smiling. “But I fancy, Charley, that you would 

soon tire of the rough life, and long for your English 

home, notwithstanding the charms of being burnt 

out of a log-hut, and having charred *rees to leap 

over.” 
Charley laughed, but made no reply, and his grand- 

father proceeded— 

“The Sagamore praised my skill in the management 

of my steed, and that gave me confidence. I rode by 

him and my friend Franklin and Lincoya, and we soon 

came to our once fertile enclosure. All was bare and 

wasted. The fire had scorched up every particle of 

vegetation. A few blackened logs and stones alone 

told where the house had stood, and all around was 

atter desolation ! 

“Franklin surveyed the ruin with a sad, but calm 

expression, and then he turned away; and I saw that his  
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eyes were lifted up to heaven with a look of so much 

pious resignation as I shall never forget. 

“We passed by the tree, at the foot of which the 

squirrel had stood when Franklin fired the fatal shot 

which had wrought such wide destruction. 
“He pointed to the spot, and turning to me, he 

said gravely, ‘“ Behold, how greata fire a little spark 

kindleth.” Never forget that sentence, my dear Edgar, 

nor the application which the Apostle makes of it. 
This fruitful land become a desert may be a useful 

lesson to you through life in things spiritual as well as 

temporal.’ 

“On we rode to the place where Squanto had sent 

some of his hunters forward at break of day to drive in 

the game from the thick forest to a small open glade. 

There we now saw several buffaloes, and some deer of 

various kinds and sizes, besides many smaller animals. 

Great was our excitement at the goodly spectacle. I 

had never beheld such a sight before, and all the natu- 

ral love of destruction which seems to belong to man- 

kind was stirred up in my breast. I longed to kill one 

of those noble creatures with my own hand.” 

“T should think you did, grandfather,” said Charley, 

decidedly ; “‘and I hope you accomplished it.” 

“Well, my boy, I did my best certainly, but I was 

very nearly killed myself.” 

“ But not guite, erandy,” said little Amy, with a 

playful glance at her grandfather. 

“Not quite, my little Pussy ; but you shall hear how 

T escaped, and lived to tell you my story. I carried a 

gun, and also a light spear, and most of the hunters 

were armed in a similar manner though some had also 

bows and arrows.
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“ The signal was given, and we all rode at a gallop 
towards the herd of animals, that now saw their danger, 
and tried to escape towards the forest. But the Indian 
beaters met them, and generally succeeded in turning 
them back, although several dashed past the red men, 
or knocked them on the ground, and bounded over them. 
Thad fixed my eyes, and my heart too, on a splendid 
elk, with wide branching horns, which I thought would 
be a grand trophy to bear away. I rode towards him, 
accompanied by Lincoya, who knew my want cf expe- 
rience in this kind of hunting, and kindly kept near me. 

“The elk saw our rapid approach, and he stood a 
moment at bay, pawing the ground with his hoofs. 
‘Now fire! cried Lincoya; ‘send a ball into his fore- 
heaid.’ I attempted to do so, but my aim was imperfect, 
or my hand unsteady, and I only wounded the powerful 
creature in the shoulder. With a wild ery of rage and 
pain, he dashed towards us. 

“* Poise your spear,’ shouted Lincoya, and, grasping 
his own, he held it aloft, ready for action. I did not 
lose my presence of mind; my spear was ready to meet 
the infuriated animal, and, as he came within reach, 1 
plunged it into his neck. It broke off short in the 
wound, and scarcely checked the creature’s speed. 
Heavily he came against my horse’s chest and shoulder, 
and rolled him and his rider on the ground. One 
moment the elk drew back to prepare for the fatal rush 
which would inevitably have finished my earthly career. 
Isaw the red and fiery eyes glaring at me, and the 
strong horns aimed at my defenceless person, as I lay 
partly under my fallen, struggling steed, without any 
power of moving. 

“Tn that extremity, I am thankful to say, I remem-
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bered that there was One above who could, even then, 

help me, and a fervent ejaculation escaped my lips. 

“Tt was heard and answered. The brave and active 

Lincoya was ready, and as the savage brute paused to 

draw one breath, he drove his spear deep into the back 

of his neck, close to the head, and he fell dead on the 

ground beside me. 

“J was soon released from my painful position, and 

proceeded to pour forth my thanks to my preserver. 

But the Indian checked me with a smile, and only 

replied, ‘The pale-face will be a hunter yet. He had 

better remain with us, and become a Cree.’ 

“T looked at the manly youth, and I felt that I 

sympathized in his suggestion. It seemed to me a 

happy and a noble life, to roam the forests and the 

plains in perfect freedom, and to be a skilful hunter, and 

a brave warrior. 

“TJ did not, however, express my thoughts; I only 

returned his kindly smile, and remounting my horse, 

we rode to the other hunters. Much game had been 

secured, and was now being placed on the backs of 

some horses which had been brought for the purpose. 

The skin and head of my elk were taken, and the horns, 

which I had so greatly coveted, were presented to me 

by the Sagamore, with a few words of approbation which 

made my heart bound with joy and pride. 

“You have seen those horns, Amy. They are the 

very ones that now hang over the chimney-piece in 

your father’s study. I gave them to Franklin when we 

parted, and he promised to preserve them and restore 

them to me if we ever met again. He kept his word, 

and they remain as a memorial of my sport, my danger, 

and my merciful preservation.”
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“Dear grandpapa, that is delightful!” exclaimed 

Alice. “I have always admired those noble horns; 

and now I shall almost love them. They will remind 

me so much of that day’s hunting, and of all your 

adventures among the Indians.” 

Here Mrs. Eustace interrupted the narrative, which 

she declared had proved so interesting to herself, as 

well as to the children, that it had caused her to forget 

time. 
So the party broke up, to meet again the following 

evening. 

IY. 

“T ronp you, my dear children,” said old Mr. Eustace, 

“that as much of our game as was considered worth 

carrying away to the camp, was packed upon spare 

horses. These were sent off to the wigwams, and we 

rode round by another way—not now so much in 

pursuit of game, as that the Sagamore might observe 

whether his enemies, the Apaches, had left their encamp- 

ment; and, if so, in what direction they had gone. 

“When we drew near to the place where their huts 

had been erected, Squanto desired the whole party to 

remain still and silent among the thick trees, while he 

and his son, and two or three experienced warriors, rode 

on to reconnoitre. They found the camping-ground 

deserted, and Lincoya immediately returned to summon 

us all to the spot, when a search was commenced by the 

sagacious Indians for any traces by which they could 

discover the way their enemies had taken. 

“They were not long in finding the trail of the
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Apaches, although they had evidently tried to obliterate 

all footmarks, both of men and horses, to a considerable 

distance from the camp. 

“ Franklin and I fancied that the countenance of the 

chief did not express unmixed satisfaction, when he 

ascertained that the Apaches had taken a north-westerly 

course, and were probably skirting the open prairie in 

the concealment of the forest boundary, intending to 

take possession of a well-known hunting-ground beyond 

the hills which we have already alluded to, and which 

the Crees claimed as their own possession, and made 
their usual quarters for the autumn and winter. 

“This ground had already been contested more than 

once by the rival tribes; and, as Lincoya informed me, 

with varying success. Once the Crees had been com- 

pelled to relinquish it to their foes, and this had added 

bitterness to their enmity, though it had raised their 
opinion of the skill and prowess of the Apaches. 

“The Sagamore did not confess to any uneasiness. 
He only said, with the usual Indian grunt—‘ Ugh!’— 
‘Then we shall meet them beyond the hills. My 
braves will repay them for the insult they offered to the 
Crees.’ 

“He scarcely spoke another word during all our 
long ride back to the camp. He was evidently in deep 
thought; no doubt concocting plans, and devising 

stratagems for the defeat of the Apaches. 
“Franklin also was silent. He was, as he after- 

wards told me, reflecting on his own present position, 

and the perils to which his wife and children might 

be exposed; and he was endeavouring to form some 
plan for removing them to a place of safety and civili- 
zation.
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“Tn all his schemes my good and true friend included 
me as part of his family. I believe he felt towards me 
the affection of a father, or rather of an elder brother, 
and his wife was to me as a kind and gentle sister. 

“On our return to the camp, a council of the elders 
of the tribe was held, to deliberate on the measures that 
should be pursued. 

“In the centre of the eamp there were two lodges 
or huts of a larger size and more imposing appearance 
than the rest. One of these was the residence of the 
Sagamore, and the other was the council-chamber of the 
tribe. In front of the latter was placed the Totem, ox 
standard— being the distinctive badge of each tribe. 
The Totem was a long staft, decorated with many gay- 
coloured feathers; and in time of war it was the privi- 
lege of the most distinguished warrior to carry it. 

“The Calumet, or pipe of peace, was also placed 
near the entrance of the palaver-house, or council-lodge. 
This was a pipe with a tube of from four to six feet in 
length, and a bowl of red or white marble neatly carved. 
The tube was painted with the figures of different 
animals—as the jaguar, the ellx, the buffalo, or the 
antelope—each tribe selecting its own patron animal. 
It was also adorned with hair, porcupines’ quills, and 
gay birds. This pipe was deemed sacred. The Indians 
considered it as a gift from the Sun to their favoured 
race, and it was never allowed to touch the ground lest 
it should be defiled. He who had the honour of bearing 
it was also looked upon as sacred ; and, like the heralds 
among civilized nations, his person was inviolable. 

To the hut thus consecrated by the presence of these 
sacred articles, the chief and his elder warriors repaired, 
and. after a long palaver, we found that they had decided
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on an immediate departure from the plain, and an 

attempt to occupy the contested hunting-ground before 
the Apaches could reach it by the more circuitous route 
which they had taken. 

“No time was to be lost; and orders were given for 
the huts being instantly taken down, and the more 
portable parts of them, with the scanty furniture 
which they contained, being packed on the baggage- 
horses. 

“Tt seemed to be regarded by the chief and his family 
as a matter of course that the white strangers should 
remain under their protection, and share their dangers 
or their safety. But Franklin would not hear of this. 
He was resolved to take his wife and children to 
Toronto, and the Crees were going to travel in a nearly 
opposite direction, and would be exposed to dangers 
and privations to which the ‘ white lady’ must not be 
subjected. 

“The fact of the Apaches having left the eastern 
forest, rendered it safe for Franklin to bend his steps 
towards the rising sun. He therefore declared his 
resolution to Squanto, and at the same time expressed 
his lively gratitude for the kindness and hospitality 
which he and his family had experienced. 

“The Sagamore did not urge him to remain with 
his tribe; he knew that the Indian life was not suited 
to those who had been brought up so differently. 

““Go, my brother,’ he said, with true courtesy, 

‘the red men have been glad to give you shelter and 
rest. But the heart of the white lady is with her own 
people, and she would pine in an Indian wigwam. Our 
squaws can ride as well as our warriors; and, if danger 
comes, they can take up their children and fly to a place
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of safety. But the pale-faced woman would be terrified 

at the sight of the Apache war-paint, and at the sound 

of the Apache war-cry. Take her to the dwellings of 

the white men.’ 

“Mahala and the other wives of the chief and his 

warriors seemed quite grieved at parting with Mrs. 

Franklin and her little children, whose white skins and 

rosy cheeks they were never tired of admiring. From 

their own scanty store of provisions, they contributed 

liberally to the comfort of the strangers, and they 

also provided them with buffalo and wolfskins to 

shelter the children, and make a bed for them in the 

cart. 

“Very generously the Sagamore presented Franklin 

with a horse, on which he could ride beside the cart, 

while Mary and the children sat on the baggage. 

“TI watched all these preparations with a beating 

heart and a troubled spirit. I felt deeply pained at the 

idea of parting with my kind friends, perhaps never 

to meet again in this world. But I was perfectly 

fascinated with the wild life of my new companions, 

and I could not bear to relinquish it, and to go toa 

great city, where I saw no prospect of gaining a 

maintenance for myself, and yet where I would never 

consent te be a burden on the Franklins. They had 

friends at Toronto, and means of establishing themselves 

respectably. I had none, and also I feared bemg dis- 

covered by my relatives, and called to account for the 

course I had pursued. I was now eighteen years of 

age, and taller and more powerfully made than any of 

my Indian associates, who were all rather small and 

slender, but muscular and active to the highest degree. 

I felt that I was a man, and I longed to take part in the
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manly occupations of Lincoya and his red brethren. Oh, 
my dear children, how often did I afterwards regret the 
foolish pride and wilfulness that led me to turn a deaf 
ear to all the remonstrances of my friends, and to the 
voice of my own conscience, and to choose ignorance 
and barbarism rather than submit to the wholesome 
restraints of civilized life, with all its many advantages 
both temporal and spiritual! 

‘‘T have indeed had reason all my life to feel shame 
and sorrow for the decision I then made. I have striven 
to repair the evil, and to take my position among 
cultivated men, but nothing could ever redeem the time 
which I wasted in mere bodily exercises.” 

“ Dear grandy,” said Alice, timidly taking hold of 
Mr, Eustace’s hand, “I wish all the world were as 
good, and clever, and agreeable as you are. There is 
no one like you!” 

“You are partial, Alice, darling,” said her grand- 
father, kindly. “ But when you hear what a savage I 
became, I fear you will think differently. 

“Lincoya knew my wishes, and he begged his father 
to plead my cause with the Franklins, and say for me 
what I could not find courage to say myself; and as the 
Sagamore had taken a great fancy to me, and also saw 
the growing attachment between me and his son, he 
readily became our spokesman. 

“** My brother,’ he said, ‘you are going to leave us, 
and may the Great Spirit watch over you wherever you 
may turn your steps. You have a wife and little 
children—it is well. But why should the young hunter 
go with you? He is brave and strong; he will be a 
great warrior. The soul of my son Lincoya is knit to 
that of Edgar. Let him stay with us.’
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“Then I took courage to declare my determination 

to try Indian life, at least for a time; and though Mary 

and the children wept at parting from me, and Frank- 

lin’s voice shook as he bade me farewell, my resolution 

was not shaken. 

“ An escort was sent by the Sagamore to attend the 

Franklins through the forest, as far as the first white 

settlement, after which it was hoped they might 

encounter no dangers, and their guards could then 

gallop back, and rejoin the tribe, which must necessarily 

travel slowly, on account of the heavy baggage. 

“ Must I confess that when the cart which contained 

my friends was out of sight, and Franklin had waved 

his hand to me for the last time, I felt my spirits sink ; 

and tears—partly of sorrow, partly of self-reproach— 

rose to my eyes. I had compelled Franklin to take all 

the money which I possessed, and which could be of no 

use to me, and also a few other valuables which might 

not be safe in an Indian camp. He only consented to 

this arrangement as a loan, but I knew it might be of 

great service to him, and so it proved, and well did he 

afterwards repay me. g 

“Tt was a comfort to me to feel that I had done alll 

could to assist him, and had retained nothing but my gun, 

and my dog, and my Bible—that never left me,thank God, 

in all my wanderings. But still my conscience smote me, 

and whispered that I had deserted my friends. If Thad 

possessed a horse, I believe I should have galloped 

after them. But I was too proud to confess that I 

repented, and I only turned aside to hide my feelings. 

“¢ he heart of the pale-face is soft,’ said the voice 

of Lincoya, as he followed me. ‘My brother must not 

weep as women do!’
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“In a moment I recovered myself, and Lincoya had 

never again occasion to taunt me with soft-heartedness. 

Alas! I became in time almost as unfeeling as an 

Indian!” 

YW. 

“T vinp, my children,” resumed Mr. Eustace the next 

evening, “that I must be more brief in my narrative, ot 

I shall be obliged to leave it unfinished. I must only 

tell you to-night of the chief events in this period of my 

life—for I remained several years with the Crees, and 

they were years of much adventure. When I visit you 

again, I promise you some more stories. 

“The war between my friends and the Apaches, as 

it occurred directly after I jomed the former, and com- 

menced my Indian life, left a most vivid impression on 

my mind, and I will now tell you of it We made 

what speed we could toward the debateable ground ; 

and, when we were one day’s journey from it, Squanto 

took his chief warriors with him, and went forward, 

leaving Lincoya to conduct the rest of the cavalcade to 

a spot which he had appointed. 
“ By the time we reached that spot, which was a 

narrow glade well sheltered by trees, the Sagamore 

rejoined us. We were informed that the Apaches had 

. reached the hunting-ground, and established themselves 

comfortably in huts made of boughs cut from the trees 

beneath which their camp was formed. They had 

travelled without their families, and without baggage, 

and had therefore been able to outstrip us in the march.



MY LIFE IN THE PRAIRIE. 

It was evident, Squanto said, that they were prepared 

to contest the ground, for they were well armed, and 

some of them already wore their war decorations. 

“*Fow did the Sagamore obtain all this knowledge?” 

I asked of Lincoya. ‘Surely he cannot have entered 

the Apache camp!’ 

“‘Tincoya smiled. ‘My brother has much to learn,’ 

he said; ‘the red men can see and hear things that the 

pale-faces would never find out; but to-morrow you 

will be taught what Indians can do. My father allows 

me to take you with the war-party that is to go forth at 

break of day. My brother will be wary, and very 
silent; I know that he is brave.’ 

“T promised all that was required, and impatiently 
waited the coming events. Meanwhile we made a 

temporary encampment in the valley, and Squanto 

selected the warriors who were to accompany him, and 

then appointed to the rest their respective duties as 

guards and sentraes of the camp. 

“As the first dim rays of light appeared in the 
horizon, Lincoya awoke me, and soon the band of 

warriors were in motion. We reached the skirts of the 

dense forest within which our enemies were concealed, 

and immediately the Indians placed themselves in a line, 

and followed the chief step by step—the last of the file 

carefully obliterating the traces of our feet in the dry 

leaves. 
“‘Squanto stopped under a wide-spreading tree, and 

threw a long leather thong over one of the lower 

boughs, which he drew down, with the assistance of 
some of his people, until the end nearly touched the 
ground. Then, while his warriors held it, he mounted 

the hough, and walked as gravely and majestically 

i
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along it as if he were leadiag his braves to battle. The 
whole troop followed, the last man being bound in the 
thong which drew him up when the bough returned to 
its place. 

“T found some difficulty in keeping my balance, but 
Lincoya assisted me, and we soon reached the stem of 
the tree. Silently we all climbed nearly to the summit, 
when, to my surprise, I found we were on a sort of 
platform, sixty or seventy feet from the ground, and 
composed of the wide-spreading horizontal branches, 
twined so closely by anas, or creeping vines, that they 
formed a natural floor. On these elevated platforms 
the Indians sometimes proceed for a considerable dis- 
tance without descending to the earth; and, as in the 
present instance, they often find them of great service 
as watch-towers. 

“Slowly and cautiously we followed the Sagamore 
in profound silence, until at length he stopped and sat 
down cross-legged. We gathered round him, and did 
the same, and then I understood why we had been 
brought into this singular situation, for Lincoya very 
gently drew aside some small boughs and made a sign 
to me to look down. I did so, and I beheld the ground 
strewed with the forms of sleeping Indians, grouped 
around their expiring night-fires. 

“The sun had now risen, and soon the camp of the 
Apaches was in motion. We could watch their move- 
ments, and hear their low guttural voices, as they 

prepared their morning meal. Hitherto I had forgotten 
that I was unprovided with food, but Lincoya had a 
gourd of water and a small bag of parched corn slung 
ound his waist, and these he shared with me, as we sat 
he live-long day on our lofty perches.” 
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“ And had you nothing else to eat, grandpapa?” 

asked Amy, very compassionately. 

“No, my dear, nothing else. The Indians are great 

gluttons at times; but, when food is scarce, or they are 

on hunting or warlike expeditions, they can subsist on a 

very meagre supply. You know I had determined to 

become an Indian in my mode of life, and therefore it 

was necessary for me to learn how to bear hunger, and 

discomfort, and pain, without murmuring. 

“So there we sat, and watched our enemies far 

beneath us. A council was held about mid-day, which — 

broke up with great signs of joy; and then prepara- 

tions were made for some expedition, which was 

evidently a warlike one, from the examination of 

weapons that took place, and the hideous adornments 

with which the savages sought to render themselves 

more terrible. 

“Red, black, and white paint were laid on their 

faces, and breasts, and limbs, in the most grotesque 

patterns; and the heads of the chief and his principal 

warriors were decked with feathers, some being very 

fine eagle-plumes, which hung down their backs. 

“When all were prepared—bows and quivers on 

their backs, muskets and spears in their hands—a war- 

dance was performed ; and such was the violence of the 

dancers, and so fearful were their cries and shonts, that 

they seemed more like demons than men. 

“T gazed on the scene with a sort of awe, but my 

comrades appeared perfectly cool and indifferent, and 

only anxious to ascertain in what direction the war- 

party was bound. 

“ By signs and sounds which were unintelligible to 

me, the Sagamore formed an opinion on this point ; and
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he told Lincoya in a low whisper that the Apaches were 
going towards our old camp on the plain, no doubt 
with the intention of intercepting our expected march. 

“This discovery seemed to give great satisfaction to 
the Crees, and many low grunts were emitted, to 
express their approbation of this dividing of the Apache 

forces. 

“Towards evening, the hostile party set out, and the 
Sagamore followed their course on his own elevated 

platform, so far as to make sure that it did not move 
toward the glen where his friends were concealed. 
Then he returned to us, and immediately prepared for 
action. 

“‘ All our guns were loaded, and slung from our 
shoulders; the last morsel of food was eaten, and we 

were placed close to the trees by which we were to 
descend into the enemies’ camp. Every warrior had a 

torch of inflammable wood dipped in resin, and a flint 

and steel to ignite it; and all were ready to obey the 

signal of their chief. 
“We watched the sun go down, and darkness fell 

on the Apache camp while we were still in daylight. 

A few fires were lighted on the outskirts of the enemies’ 

camp, where sentries were placed, and then the red-men 

lay down to sleep. 

“ As soon as all was still, Squanto gave the signal; 

and swiftly and silently the whole party descended to 

the lowest boughs of the trees, and dropped from them 

to the ground, instantly lighting the torches which they 

held in their left hands. 
“The alarm and the attack were instantaneous. 

The Crees were in the very centre of the camp, and the 

astonished Apaches knew not from whence they had
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come. The slaughter was terrible. It sickens me to 

think of it now; but at the time I was so much excited, 

that I fought like an Indian, and heeded not the blood 

Ished. Neither did I heed a wound which I received 

in my left arm, and of which I still have the deep scar. 

“The Apaches were driven from the ground, leaving 

many dead, who were instantly scalped, and the bloody 

trophies were hung exultingly to the victors’ girdles 

The wounded were carried away, and we could not 

follow the fugitives owing to the darkness, but we per- 

ceived that they fled in the direction in which the ware 

party had gone. 

“ Our chief then summoned his warriors around him. 

He stood in the middle of the camp, and the light of 

the burning torches that were still held by some of the 

Crees, fell on his calm features and manly form. He 

called over his men, and only one was missing. His 

body was found by a heap of slain, but the scalp was 

gone—the Apaches had borne away that one trophy. 

“Many were wounded—some more severely than I 

was; and to each the Sagamore spoke words of praise 

and sympathy. It was only when he had performed 

this duty, and placed his men in order of march, that 

we discovered that he was himself wounded, and was 

suffering acute pain from a musket-ball lodged in his 

shoulder. 
“He would not suffer his son to try to extract it, 

but said he would go to the glen, and put himself inte 

the hands of the Powow, or medicine-man—I should 

rather say, the sorcerer—of the tribe; who, he said, 

would also cure my wound. 

“We repaired to the glen, and a regular camp was 

formed, and huts were built. But the first care of all
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the Crees was to summon the aid of the Powow for 
their beloved Sagamore. 

“Iwas beside Squanto when the medicine-man was 
brought into the tent of green boughs in which he lay 
—for the wound was more serious than had been at 
first supposed, and the chief was now greatly exhausted. 

“The Powow was decked with feathers, and bones, 
and shells, and smeared with paint and grease. He was 
an awful figure, and his treatment of his patients was as 
awful as his appearance. He administered to each of 
us a powerful emetic, and then he applied a sort of 
blister of hot ashes around the wound of Squanto, to 
draws out the ball! My arm he bound up with some 
herbs, which were, I believe, very healing. But both 
he and the Crees expected more beneficial results from 
his incantations than from his outward applications ; 
and they were equally shocked and displeased when I 
positively refused to take any part in them. 

“T retired from the hut, and remained at some dis- 
tance; but I could hear the voice of the Powow calling 
frantically, first upon Mahneto for aid, and then exor- 
cising the Spirit of Evil, who, he said, was interrupting 
the progress of the cure. 

“Happily for Squanto, one of his braves had 
acquired a little skill in surgery from a white settler, 
with whom he had been on intimate terms; and, after 
the Powow was gone, he obtained the chief’s permission 
to practise upon his shoulder. He soon drew forth the 
ball, to the surprise and admiration of the beholders ; 
but they all declared that he could never have done so 
if the Powow had not driven Hobbamock away, and 
placed the patient under the beneficent care of Mahneto. 

“The Apaches did not return from their fruitless 
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expedition to assail our new camp—probably they con- 
sidered the Crees too strong to be driven away. We 
occupied the ground until the following spring, when 

we moved to the plain, where there was grass for the 

horses, and plenty of game for the hunters. Thus we went 

on for four summers and four winters—hunting some- 
times buffaloes and deer, and sometimes wolves and bears. 

“At length I became weary of this life of wild 

adventure, and yet of monotony. I could not forget 

that I belonged to a civilized race, and I yearned to 
return to civilized life. 

“We were encamped one summer on the eastern 
border of the prairie, and Lincoya and I—attended by 
my faithful Wolfgang—rode to a settlement in the 
neighbourhood to procure some powder and shot. As 

we approached the farm-house, which strongly re- 

minded me of my former home, we saw a little giri 

gathering wild-flowers. I called to her, but when she 

looked up and saw Lincoya, she was alarmed, and would 

have run to the house. I, however, intercepted her 

course, and dismounting, I spoke to her gently, and 

begged she would conduct us to her home. 

“She consented, and led us on, casting furtive glances 

at my red companion, and curiously inquiring ones at me, 

and at my shaggy old follower. 

“We entered the house, and the mistress of it 

approached me. We both started and gazed eagerly in 

each other’s faces. 

“ Bertha!” I exclaimed. 

“Tt is indeed my brother Edgar!” she cried; ana 

instantly we were locked in each other’s arms. 

“My sister had, I found, married, and had settled 

with her husband and his young sister in that district, 

and Providence had thus brought us together. 
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“¥ need not tell you that I was at once cured of alll 
my love of savage life. Iwentto take leave of my Cree 
friends, for many of whom—especially Lincoya and the 
chief—I had a sincere regard ; and then I and Wolfgang 
joined my sister and her husband, Edward Ferguson. 

“We did not long remain in this wilderness. I 
found that my step-mother had died, and that her son 
Clement was in possession of all my father’s property, 
which rightfully belonged to me. We therefore 
returned thither; and, as I found Clement a very 
different person to what he had formerly been, I allowed 
him to retain the estate, on his paying me a certain sum 
of money. 

“ Do you wish to know the name of the young girl who 
led me to her sister-in-law ? It was Nora Ferguson; and 
in due time she became Nora Eustace, and my wife. 
And there she now sits, smiling at the oft-heard stories of 
her old husband. I think that she is tired of them, in 
spite of her smiles; so, good-night, my dear grand- 
children ; and I hope you will none of you ever be tempied 
to trv ‘a Life in the Prairie!” 
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WILLY AND LUCY. 

BY G. E, SARGENT. 

  

     ——    
| 

1 vo not think I could have been 

much over five years old; and 

my sister was certainly under three 
years, at the time that my story 

must begin. 

Ihave not avery distinct recol- 
lection of all the circumstances of the event I am about 
to record in this chapter; but I have heard the story 
mentioned so often by others that I seem to have it all 
ready to be written down, just as clearly as though it 
had happened only yesterday, instead of fifty years ago. 

It took place in a hop-garden in Kent. I mean, our 
mother’s sudden illness and death took place there. It 
was a fine, bright day, but rather cold, as was to be 

expected at that season of the jar, for hop-picking was 
B* 
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nearly over. Our mother was standing at one end of a 
long bin, picking the hops off the stalks; Lucy, my 
sister, was seated on the ground beside her on a little 

stool, and wrapped up in a warm but old and faded 
shawl; and I had rambled away with a boy with whom 

I had made acquaintance, and was looking for black- 
berries in the hedge. 

At first I was not so far away from my mother and 
sister that I could not see them when I turned my face 
that way; indeed, I had been told to keep near to them. 
But presently my companion, who was older and bigger 
than I, enticed me to the farther side of the hop-garden, 
and them into an adjoining field; and there we rambied 
about for more than an hour, as I suppose, until I re- 

membered the charge my mother had given me. Then 
ran back as fast as I could. Iwas not afraid of my 

mother’s anger, but I knew she would be concerned at 

my long absence. 

When I got back to my mother’s bin she was uot 
there, neither was my little sister. I did not notice 
then, but I remembered afterwards, that there was a 

good deal of confusion at that part of the garden, and 

that two women who had been in the habit of standing 

at the same bin with my mother were absent. 

Nobody took any notice of me for a little while; but 
presently, when I was staring about and ready to cry, a 

young woman, whose name I knew to be Jenny, came 

up to me, and took me by the hand. 

“Are you looking for your mother, Willy?” she 

said, kindly. 

“Yes, and imcy. Where are they, please?” Iasked. 

“Your mother has been took bad,” she said, “and 

has had to be carried to the barn; and Lucy is along
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with her. Suppose you stay with me a little while, 

Willy.” 
“No, Pll go to my mother,” said I. And, snatching 

my hand away from Jenny’s, I ran off to the barn. 

I may as well explain that Mr. Watson, the farmer, 

had fitted up his large barn as a sleeping-place for the 

people who came from a distance to pick hops for him. 

I dare say there were seventy or eighty im all, includ- 

ing children, who rested in that barn every night as long 

as Lop-picking lasted. The men and great boys slept 

at one end, and the women and children at the other— 

a rough sort of a partition having been put up in the 

middle of the barn, from side to side. 

It was nota very luxurious sleeping-place, of course ; 

but it was made as comfortable as possible; and as there 

was plenty of clean, sweet straw, besides such bed- 

clothes as the hop-pickers brought with them, there was 

no cause for complaint. 

I ran off to the barn, then, when I heard of my 

mother’s having been carried there; and I soon found 

my way to the bed on which she had been placed. The 

two women whom I had missed were close by—indeed, 

one of them was kneeling down and partly supportine 

my poor mother in her arms, while the other was dab- 

bling her face and hands with water. Little sister Lucy 

was on the bed, nestling up to our mother, and erying a 

little, as though half frightened. 

I was frightened too when I saw my poor mother’s 

face, it was so pale and ghastly; her eyes were half 

closed; her lips were parted and quite white; her 

features were sadly distorted; and her beautiful soft 

brown hair was throtyn back, hanging tangled and wet 

over the arm of the woman on whom she was reclining.
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“What's the matter with mother, please?” I said 
to the women. 

“Go away, Willy, go away,” said the one who was 
wetting my mother’s face. She said this hurriedly, but 
not angrily. “Go away, there’s a good little boy, and 
take your sister with you; your mother’s in a fit, like; 
but she’ll come to presently.” 

Idid as Iwas told, taking Lucy by the hand and 
drawing her off the bed—that is to say, 1 did not go 
quite away out of the barn with my sister, but withdrew 
a little way off, and sat down on another bed, silently 
watching and listening. 

“* She’s terrible bad,” said one of the women. 

“She’s getting worser and worser,” the other re- 
marked; “I wish the doctor would make haste and 
come,” she added. 

“She was complaining only yesterday of feeling sc 
queer and numby like; but I reckoned it was only with 

being cold. Poor dear, how hard she breathes! is she 
coming to, do you think, Mary ?” 

The woman who was applying the water shook her 
head, and whispered something that I did not hear; and 
then the other gently laid my mother down, and both 
stood silent, watching her. Then other women came 
in, and a great deal of whispering passed, until pre- 

sently the tramping of a horse outside the barn was 

heard. 

“ Here’s the doctor!” said one; “but it isn’t much 

that he can do, I am afraid.” 

It was not much that he could do. He looked 
very grave when they took him to my mother’s bed- 

side. 

“Have you got any brandy here, any of you?” he
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said, quickly, as he stooped down, and placed his hand 
on my mother’s breast. 

Nobody had any brandy. It wasn’t likely they 
would have. But one ran and told Mr. Watson, who 
was in the hop-garden, that some brandy was wanted 
for one of his hop-pickers who was taken very bad ; and 
he kindly sent a boy to his house with a message to his 
wife, and presently the brandy came. Meanwhile the 
doctor had taken out his lancet, and had opened a vein, 
but almost without effect. 

I will not lengthen this part of my story. I shall 
only say that the good doctor was very attentive, and 
did all he could to save my poor mother’s life; and that 
the women were kind, too, after their fashion. But all 
was of no avail—my mother died that evening. 

She “came to” a little while before she died. She 
was unable to speak, so as to be understood; and she 
could not move herself at all, only to roll her head un- 
easily on the rough pillow. But by some means she 
made it known to her nurses that she wanted Lucy and 
me; so we were brought to her, and placed, side by 
side, close to her couch. 

At first she looked very mournfully towards us, and 
big tears rolled down her cheeks, which the good 
woman who was attending on her gently wiped away as 
fast as they came. But presently a pleasant happy 
smile spread over her countenance, and her lips moved 
slightly. Then her eyelids gently and slowly closed, so 
that I thought she was going to sleep. 

Our dear mother was dead. 
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ie 

“ Any what’s to be done with these children ?” A short 

stout, red-faced person in a pepper-and-salt coloured 

coat said this. I knew him afterwards as the villege 

shopkeeper, and also the parish overseer. 

Mr. Watson, the farmer, shook hishead. “That 

queers me,” he replied. 

There were three other persons present. One of 

them was the clergyman who had officiated at my poor 

mother’s funeral. Another was the parish clerk, who 

stood at a humble distance from his superior, with the 

white surplice which had been worn at the funeral ser- 

vice thrown over hisarm. It had been sciled at the 

grave ; and the clerk was taking it home to be washed, 

ready for the next Sunday. The third person was the 

village carpenter, who had made my mother’s coffin, and 

furnished the shabby, threadbare pall which was past 

being used excepting at paupers’ funerals. The con- 

versation was held at the churchyard gate, and I heard 

it, because the men talked loud, and I stood not very 

far off, holding on by one of her hands to Mary, the 

woman who had attended my mother on her death-bed, 

and who, with the other hand, was leading my little 

sister Lucy. We could not leave the churchyard be- 

cause the clergyman and the rest were stopping the 

way. 

“Have you no idea where the poor creature came 

from, Mr. Watson ?” the clergyman asked. 

“She came from London, that’s all I know,” said 

Mr. Watson; “and I don’t know that for certain, only 

that she said so when I took her on for the hop-picking,
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and the boy there”—pointing to me—‘ says so too. 
That’s all I know about the poor woman.” 

“And do none of your other people know anything 
of her?” said the clergyman. 

“Not a word, sir. I have been asking them all 
round, and nobody knew her. She has not even men- 
tioned her name to any one all the hopping time. She 
came by herself and the two children, the second day 
of picking, and begged to be taken on, saying she had 
had a long tramp from London after work; and should 
be broken down if she had to go further. So I did 
take her on, and there’s the end on’t.” 

“And the boy—have you asked the boy any ques- 
tions P” 

“ots,” said the farmer; and so indeed he had; 
“but, bless your heart, sir, look at him. A little shaver 
like that! What’s to be expected that he could say ? 
All he knows is that London was his last home, but that 
he hadn’t lived there long; but where he came from 
before, goodness knows, the boy doesn’t.” The farmer 
said this with some vexation, I thought. 

“He knows his own and his mother’s name, per 
haps?” interposed the overseer. 

“Not a bit of it, Mr. Chivers; nothing beyond that 
his name is Willy, and his sister’s is Lucy, and that hig 
mother was his mother; and you can’t make much out 
of that, I think,” said the farmer. 

“ Has he got never a father, do you think, Mr. Wat- 
son?” 

a step or two forward to ask the question, and then fall. 
ing quickly back again. 

chimed in the parish clerk submissively, making 

“Tis a wise son that knows his own father,” 
said Mr. Watson, halflaughing; “but this boy
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doesn’t know that he ever had one. So he 
says.” 

“°Tis a hackard job,” said Mr. Chivers, the over- 

seer (he meant “an awkward job,” but it amounted to 
the same thing), “’tis a hackard job; hadn’t the 
woman’s clothes any marks on ’em? or, wasn’t there 

anything about her, to tell of her name and settlement ?” 
“Not a shred; so my wife says. Her gown is a 

common print, and one of the commonest patterns 
going. There’s marks on her under-clothing to be sure, 
and very good fine stuff they are made of—so my wife 
says—though thin and pretty well worn out. And her 
shoes—bless you, worn out they are too, though they 
may have been good ’uns in their time. Howsoever, 
my wife has had the clothes and all washed and cleaned 
up, and laid ’em aside, in case anybody should turn up 
to claim ’em.” 

“But the marks, Mr. Watson; you said some of the 

garments were marked,” said the clergyman. 
“With an M and an N, sir” (the farmer said a Hem 

anda Hen) ; “but bless your heart, Mr. Merton, what’s a 

Hem anda Hen. Them letters mayn’t stand for more 
on them clothes than they doin the Church Cathechiz.” 

“No, no, the marks on the clothing mean something 

more than that. The poor woman’s name doubtless 
began with those letters; Mary, for instance, or Mar- 

garet, or Maria, or Martha, for the first letter; and 
Norris, or Nugent, or Needham ——” 

“Or Nobody, or Nothing,” said Mr. Chivers, in a 
dissatisfied tone, interrupting his minister. “I beg your 

pardon, Mr. Merton,” he said, “ but you may make lots 

of names out of them two letters, and not one of them the 
right one.”
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“Very true, friend,” said the gentleman, quietly, 
“but they will do to hang an advertisement upon, if the 
parish sees fit to advertise. But was nothing found or 
the poor woman’s person? Had she nothing with he. 
except the clothes she had on, Mr. Watson ?” 

° There was a plain wedding-ring on her finger, sir, 
and a pocket-comb and a silver thimble, and a, little 

housewife, and a shilling or two and a few coppers, and 
a bit of sealing-wax in her pocket; also a common hair- 

brush and some soap and a towel, along with a change 
of under-clothes, in a bundle that she brought with her. 
That is all, Mr. Merton.” 

“Not much to identify the poor creature and her 
children by, certainly; though the housewife might be 
recognized perhaps by any one who was in search of the 
missing woman. At any rate you have taken care of 
these articles, Mr. Watson ?” 

“My wife has got ’em all laid up in store, sir,” said 
the farmer, “readyto behanded over toanybody the parish 
may appoint, when it takes charge of them youngsters.” 

“Oh, I don’t know about taking charge,” said the 
overseer, hurriedly. “It isn’t settled yet that the 
parish has anything to do with ’em.” 

“Nonsense, Mr. Chivers,” said the clergyman, 
mildly, “the parish must take charge of the poor 
orphans until their natural guardians can be found. 
There’s no question about that.” 

“ And if they never should be found, sir ? which seems 
the most likely thing, byall appearance,” said the overseer, 
at which the parish clerk nodded his head energetically. 

“ Why, then, the parish must continue to take charge 
ofthem. Any magistrate will tell you that this is good 
Jaw; and any Christian will say that it is good gospel.” 
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“ Rather hard upon the parish, though, sir,” said Mr. 

Chivers, discontentedly; “and I reckon the vestry os 

(westry, he said) “won't like it. And I must say, “tis 

hagerawating for strange people to be brought into the 

parish to die and put us to the expense of burying, and 

then leaving brats behind to be took care of. Poors- 

rates are high enough already, Mr. Watson, as you know, 

without such hextrar pulls.” 

“Hush, hush, Mr. Chivers; this is rather uncha- 

ritable, isn’t it?” said Mr. Merton, who perhaps saw 

that Mr. Watson looked angry. “It may be that the 

poor woman's relatives—if she has any, which I dare 

say she has—will make some inquiries after her. At 

any rate, our duty is plain, as a parish, 1 mean, to pro- 

vide, for the present, for this boy and girl. They won’t 

be much expense yet awhile.” 

“Which puts me in mind,” added the farmer, “that 

there’s some money due to the poor woman—leastways 

there was—for hop-picking. It isn’t much, for she was 

a poorish hand, not much used to such work I reckon, 

and she drawed pretty near all she earned, from day to 

day ; but whatever balance there is shall be paid over to 

Mr. Chivers when ’tis settled what’s to be done.” 

“That can’t be settled till a parish meeting has been 

called,” said Mr. Chivers, still sulkily. 

“But meanwhile, something must be done with these 

children,”’ said the clergyman, pointing to my sister and 

me. “They have been kindly taken care of by Mr. Wat- 

son while their poor mother was unburied; but, of 

course, he ought not to be burdened with them any 

longer.” ‘ 

“ As to that, sir, I don’t so much mind their going 

back with the woman there to the hop-garden, they
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won't be in the way there, and the women folks have 
agreed to take care of them as long as the hopping lasts, 
and they can sleep in the barn with the women, and my 
wife will find them im victuals. But that isn’t to say 
we do it because we are obliged, Mr. Chivers ; and as to 
taking in people to hop-picking that we know nothing 
about, I should like you to tell me how we are to get 
our hops picked at all if we didn’t do that.” 

“Well, well; what you say is quite true and reason- 
able, Mr. Watson,” interposed the clergyman, who 
seemed anxious to prevent sharp words between his 
parishioners, “and it is very kind of you to offer to 
have the poor children looked after for a few days or a 
week. Perhaps some inquiries may be made for them 
before then. If we could only find out where the poor 
woman last came from a 

“If you please, sir—if you please, gentlemen.” 
It was Mary, the poor woman who had led my 

sister and me to the churchyard, that said this. She, 
as well as I, had unavoidably heard the conversation I 
have recorded, and at that moment stepped forward 
and stood before the group, making a profound curtsy 
to each and all, not omitting the parish clerk. 

“ What is it, my good woman ?” asked Mr. Merton. 
“The letter, if you please, sir. The dear soul as 

has just been put in the ground——” 
“Her body you mean. Well?” 
“Yes, sir, she wrote a letter only was a little more 

than a week ago. I went and bought a sheet of 
writing-paper and a pen, and a penn’orth of ink, at 
Mr.. Chiverses shop, as he very well knows, he having 
sarved me with the same; and I wouldn’t tell a story, 
gentlemen, standmg in this place as I do at this time, 
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and these precious babes alongside of me, as hasn’t a 

mother, poor dears.” 

Having delivered herself of this mysterious speech, 

my conductress made another series of curtsies, and 

wiped her eyes with the corner of her apron. 

‘Oh, she wrote a letter, you say. Perhaps some- 

thing may come of that, Mr. Watson. What did she do 

with the letter when she had written it ?” 
“ She folded it up, sir, and iy 

“Yes, yes, and directed it and sealed it, I dare say; 

and what then?” 
“lis the real truth I am telling of you, sir’— 

another curtsy—“‘she did them very things as you 

say, as true as if you had seen the dear angel a-domg 

on ’em.” 

“But what became of the letter? What did she do 
with it when she had written it?” 

“JT took it to Maidstone my own self, and with this 

very hand I took it into the shop where the post-office 

is kept, and paid a sixpence for carriage; which I did 

honest, sir.” 

“ It was very kind of you,” said Mr. Merton. “ But 
do you know what was in the letter—what it was 
about ?” 

“No, sir, not if I was to be whipped with scorpions I 
eouldn’t tell, sir.” 

“We won't put you to that test, my good woman,” 
returned the clergyman, who seemed a little impatient 
and a good deal amused, “and I suppose you don’t 
know to whom the letter was directed ?” 

“Not if I was to be whip a 
“ But we are not going to do any such thing,” said 

the clergyman; “on the other hand, I think you de- 
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serve to be rewarded for your kindness to the stranger 

and her children. But listen now: itis of importance 

that we—that is, the parish—should know something 

about the friends of the poor woman we have just 

buried ; for the sake of these children we are anxious 

to know this. Now, if you could but recollect—think 

now—didn’t you read the direction on that letter?” 

“Dear bless me! I can’t read print, let alone such 

scritch-scratch writing, sir,’ said she. 

“And you did not show it to anybody, to ask them, 

out of pure and simple curiosity, mind, where the letter 

was going ?”” 

“Not if I was—— I beg your pardon, sir, for 

saying such a thing; but I didn’t ask anybody, and ’tis 

only the truth I am a-saying, sir.” 

“Then we shall not get any further with the letter, 

I am afraid,” said the clergyman, “unless the post- 

master at Maidstone can enlighten us as to the direc- 

tion. I am going there to-morrow, and I will ask 

him; and then — thank you, good woman, for your 

information, and please to accept this” —he put a 

shilling into her hand—“for your kindness to the 

children.” 

“ And take ’em down to the hop-garden, dame, and 

take care of ’em there; I’ll see to paying you for loss 

of time,” added the farmer. 

*« And here’s som’at for you to suck, young uns,” 

said the shopkeeper, putting a peppermint lozenge into 

my sister’s little hand and mine. 

At the same time room was made for us to pass. 

In the few days that followed while the hop-picking 

lasted, my sister and I were made much of by the poor 

nop-pickers. We were carefully watched and sheltered
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from the weather through the day, and plentifully fed ; 

and at night we were taken care of in the barn. 

Then came the last day of hop-picking, and the 

removal of the bins, the packing up of the hop-pickers’ 

bundles, the gathering together of families, the final 

settlement of all balances due, and the saying good bye 

till another year came round. Some went east and 

some west, some north and some south, while my sister 

and I remained in the deserted barn. 

Not for long, however. Almost as soon as the last 

of the hop-pickers had departed, the good-natured 

farmer took Lucy and me by the hand, and led us away 

to his house, where he left us with Mrs. Watson, who 

had previously taken notice of us in the hop-gardens. 

She was a little, thin, elderly lady, I remember, with 

quick bright eyes and a rather sharp voice, that made 

me almost afraid of her. But, in spite of keen eyes 

and sharp voice, the farmer’s wife treated us pleasantly, 

taking Lucy on her lap, and smoothing down her hair, 

while she talked to her and to me. 
I have reason to remember that time ; for ib was then 

that Iwas parted from my sister. And I may as well 

say here as anywhere that Lucy’s pretty face and en- 

gaging manners, as a child, had much to do with this 

separation. I have spoken of my poor mother’s beauti- 

ful soft brown hair. Well, Lucy’s was just like it. Be- 

sides this, my sister had gentle, blue eyes, and a pretty 

little mouth and chin. She does not wish me to men- 

tion these things, I know; but I must tell my story (and 

hers) in my own way. 

What means had been used after the day of my 

mother’s funeral for finding out my mother’s friends, I 

can only guess; but it is certain that they had been
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ineffectual, and that the time was come for us to “ fall 

upon the parish,” in spite of Mr. Chivers’s reluctance 

to admit our claim. I suppose there had been a parish 

meeting called to decide upon this important question ; 

but all I can be quite sure of is, that Mrs. Watson pre- 

sently asked my little sister, whom she was fondling, as 

Ihave just said, whether she would like to stay and 

live with her? 

“T want my mother,’ said Lucy, sadly, and lifting 

her soft blue eyes, which were swimming with tears, to 

the good woman’s face. 

“ Pretty little darling,” said the farmer’s wife, sooth- 

ingly; “your mother is gone to heaven, and you will 

never see her again in this world. But I will be a 

mother to you if you will be a good child. You shall 

stay with me, and I will take care of you.” 

“ And Willy too?” said Lucy. 

“ Willy shall come and see you sometimes, child,” 

returned Mrs. Watson; “but he is going to live where 

there are more little boys.” 

“T don’t want to go away from Lucy,” I said. 

“But you will have to do it whether you like it or 

not,” said the little lady, sharply. “Children are not 

to have everything they want. It is a good thing for 

you that there is somebody to take care of you.” 

I was quite astounded by this sudden change in the 

lady’s tone, and began to cry, so did Lucy, which seemed 

quite to surprise my sister’s patroness. 

“Dear me! What can all this be about? There, 

you needn’t cry, child,” she said, giving Lucy a kiss; 

“TJ didn’t mean to scold. Dry your eyes, my little man, 

and you shall have a cake.” 

She gave me a cake, and she gave my sister a cake
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too, and we ate them; but mine was seasoned with bitter 
anticipations. What were they going to do with me? 
and why was I to be separated from Lucy ? 

It was almost a relief to me when the good-natured 
farmer came back again, and offered to take me for a 
walk. 

“ Sha’n’t Lucy go too?” I asked. 
No, Lucy wasn’t to go. Her little legs were tired. 

She might stay and play with the kitten (there was one 
in the room); and she should be taken care of while I 

was gone. All this and more I was told; and being 
obliged to submit, I took the farmer’s big hand, and 
trotted away by his side. I remember, however, that 

when I had reached the door, and was just going out, 

Lucy ran after me, and put her little arm round my 
neck, and kissed me two or three times. 

Norz, sy Lucy.—I remember that too. Itis strange 
that though I cannot recollect anything about my poor 
mother and her death, nor about her funeral, I have 
a distinct remembrance of the scene in Mrs. Watson’s 
little parlour, and of almost all that passed there to the 
time of my kissing Willy. Iremember, too, what passed 
afterwards, which I will write down here. 

The door was no sooner closed on Mr. Watson and 
my brother than the little lady (as Willy has written) 
rang a silver hand-bell which was on the table. This 
brought in a country-looking servant by another door. 

“YT want you to bring me a birch-broom, Sally; one 
of the new ones out of the store.” 

“Laws, missus; what can you be wanting such a 
thing for ?” said Sally, opening wide her eyes. 

“Do what I tell you, and don’t ask any questions,”
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said the mistress, rather angrily; and the servant dis. 

appeared. She soon returned, however, bringing with 

her the household implement, which Mrs. Watson care- 

fully unbound, and from which she selected about half a 

dozen long and slender branchy twigs. These she put 

together, and tied round at the thickest ends with s 

piece of new tape out of her work-basket. 

    

  

“Laws, missus; if you beant making a Rop!” ex- 

claimed Sally, horror-stricken, 

“ Wherever there’s a child there ought to be a rod,” 

said the lady, calmly ; “and as I have engaged to bring 

up this chil v3 

“ Poor misfortunate thing! ” ejaculated the servant. 
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“Hold your tongue, Sally; as lam going to bring 

up this child till her friends are found, I mean to do 

my duty to her; and if she deserves to be whipped, she 

shall be whipped.” 
I had a very imperfect understanding of this curious 

by-play at the time; but I had wit enough—baby as [ 

was—to suspect that I was concerned init. Nothing, 

however, came of it, at that time at any rate, for the 

rod was put away in a cupboard, the broken besom was 

removed, Sally disappeared again, and the farmer’s 

wife, taking me in her arms, half-smothered me with 

kisses. 

The history and mystery of the whole affair was, that 

kind Mrs. Watson, having no children of her own, and 

never having had any, and taking compassion on my 

motherless condition, had boldly proposed to her hus- 

band to adopt me as her own. My brother attributes 

this generous wish to my infantile prettiness, such as it 

was at that time; but I think it arose from real kind- 

ness of disposition. But whatever was the cause, Mr. 

Watson willingly acceded to his wife's proposal; and 

that is how I became an inmate of Beechwood farm. 

I. 
% Hern’s the boy,” said Farmer Watson to an elderly 

man in a white smock-frock, who was leaning over a 
wooden railing which separated the road from a good- 

sized flower-garden, beyond which was a long, low, 

rustic-looking house, with whitewashed walls and a high 

tiled roof. 
* Oh, that’s him, is it, Mr, Watson?” said the man,
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moving slowly, and opening a gate for us to enter the 

premises. “ Very good, sir,” he added, when this was 

accomplished. 
“He isn’t a very big fellow, you see,” observed Mr. 

Watson. 
“No, he isn’t very big,” repeated the man. 

“You can make room for him without much trouble, 

Mr. Larkin,” said the farmer. 

“Yes, Mr. Watson, I can make room for him, and 

should have to if he was twice as big, I suppose,” re- 

marked Mr. Larkin. 

“ Well, then, I’ll give him up to you here.” 

“Il take care of him, Mr. Watson,” replied Mr. 

Larkin; “but won’t you go in and see the missus, 

sir P” 
“Not now; 1 am busy. I'll call another time and 

see how the boy gets on.” 

“ Oh, he'll get on, sir; he’ll be plump as a patrick 

(partridge, I believe, he meant) in a week’s time ; you'll 

see if he isn’t. We don’t starve ’em in owr house, Mr. 

Watson.” 
Mr. Larkin did not look as though he were starved, 

at all events. He was very plump indeed. 

I had not done wondering what this conversation be- 

tokened, when Mr, Watson slipped out at the gate and 

disappeared, and Mr. Larkin told me to follow him into 

the house. 
Mr. Larkin led the way first into a large hall or pas- 

sage into which some doors opened, right and lett. 

Opening one of these, he ushered me into a neat car. 

peted parlour. 

“Here, missus ; here’s the boy,” he said, and moving 

his stout frame on one side, I had a full view of a most
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extraordinary. personage; the very fattest woman 
whom my eyes had ever, or have since then ever, 
beheld. I have spoken of Mr. Larkin as being stout, 
bat compared with Mrs. Larkin, he seemed as thin as a 
lath. 

This fat woman (who was also large-limbed and tall) 
was seated in a huge arm-chair, which was strengthened 
with various appliances of stout timbers, else it must 
have collapsed beneath her weight; and was making 
wonderful efforts with a set of knitting-needles, to 
manufacture a stocking, I believe. She laid this work 
down, however, when she saw me, and beckoned me to 
draw near to her chair, which I did with fear and 
trembling. 

Mrs. Larkin’s throat must have been as fat within as 
it was without, for her voice wheezed and guregled as 
though it had some difficulty in finding a passage. 

“Come closer, I want to look at you, child,” rum- 
bled out of her mouth somehow. And obeying the 
command, I crept up close to her knees. Dear me! I 
never knew till now what a little insignificant mite of a 
thing I was. I remember thinking, some time after- 
wards, when I first read “ Gulliver’s Travels,” that I 
must have borne no distant resemblance to that gentle- 
man when under the inspection of his Brogdignagian 
nurse, Glum—what was her name ? 

“So you have lost your mother, have you, child?” 
said fat Mrs. Larkin. 

I began to cry, not so much at the sense of my loss 
at that moment, as from bodily fear of this very enor- 
mous old lady. 

“Poor child!” she said, compassionately, and to my 
great astonishment, I may almost say alarm, good Mrs.
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arkin began to cry too. I saw two or three big tears 

run down each cheek. She did not know this herself 

1 believe, till they began to tickle the corners of her 

mouth, and then she wiped them away hastily. 
I must not indulge myself by writing down all that 

was said in this private interview (for Mr. Larkin 

silently walked away as soon as he had introduced me), 
{ shall only say that this elephantine lady told me that 
she was the mistress, and that her husband (Larkin, she 
called him, without a Mr.) was the master, of the parish 

workhouse—that the house in which I then was, was the 

parish workhouse—that there were a few old men and a 

few old women whose home it was, and a limited num- 

ber of boys and girls of all ages, who were being 

brought up there because, for one reason or other, they 

had no other home. Also, that there was a poor crazy 

woman, who lived there because she could not live any- 
where else ; and that besides all these, there was a shifting 

company of occasional inmates, some young and some 

old, who made a convenience of the parish workhouse 

when it suited them, and came and went pretty much at 
their pleasure. All this I learned in that half-hour’s 
chat. 

Talso was informed on what days I might expect to 
have boiled beef and greens for dinner; and on what 

other days suet puddings and potatoes; and on what 
other days good strong soup. And how I should soon 
grow big and fat. Here I broke in—with a comic look 

of affright, I suppose—— ‘‘As big and fat as you, 
ma’am?” which made Mrs. Larkin laugh till her 

whole frame shook like a rich jelly, and tears again rolled 

down her cheeks because they couldn’t help it. 
“What a funny boy itis!’ she gurgled out, when
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she could find her voice. “As big and fat as me in- 
deed! Ihope not, for a good fifty years to come. I 
Suppose you wouldn’t like to be served as they serve me 
every night and morning, would you ?” 

“What do they do to you, ma’am?” I wished to 
know—for the old lady’s kindly way had banished my 
reserve. 

“ Look up there,” said Mrs. Larkin, pointing to the 
ceiling, and then I saw for the first time a large square 
trap-door. 

“They open that trap,” she continued, “and then 
they wheel my chair under that great opening, and let 
down ropes, and hook them on with iron hooks to these 
rings in my chair, and then they draw me up, chair and 
all, to my bed room above, with strong pulleys. That’s 
what they do at night when I want to goto bed. And 
in the morning they let me down inthe same way. I 
haven’t been able to walk upstairs these ten years. 
Why, the staircase isn’t half wide enough. And how 
should you like that?” Mrs. Larkin asked. 

I thought it must be very nice to have such an easy 
way of going to bed; but as Mrs. Larkin seemed to 
expect me to pity her, I did so. 

“Ob well, it doesn’t matter,” said she. “I can 
manage to hobble about a little, only give me plenty of 
time; and now I think yow had better goalong with the 
other boys.” 

“Where shall I go, ma’am ?” 
Instead of replying to me verbally, Mrs. Larkin put 

to her lips a silver whistle, which I had before observed 
to be hung round her neck by a broad ribbon, and blew 
such a shrill, loud, prolonged note upon it, that I was 
quite startled. It had the intended effect, however, of
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bripging into the room a very slatternly woman, in a 
grey grogram gown, who grinned and made a, succession 
ot comic curtsies to the mistress. 

“Here’s a poor little boy for you to take care of, 
Nancy,” said Mrs. Larkin. 

Nancy turned half round, and honoured me with a 
stare, and another erin. 

“You must take very great care of him, Nancy, and 
be very good to him. He hasn’t got a mother.” 

Nancy left off grinning, and screwed her mouth into 

a round O. 
“Don’t let him be put upon by the big boys,” said 

Mrs. Larkin, continuing her instructions. 

Nancy shook her head violently from side to side, 
till I thought she must be giddy. 

“ And see that he gets enough 4o eat at meal-times, 

Nancy.” 
Nancy altered the motion of her head to a succession 

of nods, which made me think that it must have been 

set very loosely upon her body. And then, without 

waiting any further commands, she seized me by the 

hand, and dragged me away. 

I very soon learned that this new acquaintance of 

mine was the crazy woman of whom I had been told; 

and that the particular form taken by her craze was to 
be obstinately silent, sometimes for weeks together. 

She was a poor, harmless, faithful creature, and I do 

not think she was altogether unhappy. I am sure I 

hope she was not, for I respect poor crazy Nancy’s me- 

mory very much. She was always very good to me. 

I shall not make a long story of my early life in the 

parish workhouse. I may say, however, that I was not 

badly treated. I had plenty to eat, as had been promised
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ty Mrs. Larkin; and if my bed, in the long room with 
the other boys of the establishment, was rather hard, 

at any rate it was clean; and as I had never, in my 
remembrance, known the luxury of a soft couch, I did 
not feel the miss of it. 

Mr. Larkin, the master, was an easy-going, indolent, 

good-natured sort of man; and I am afraid the discipline 

of the workhouse was rather lax and defective; but 

crazy Nancy was faithful to the charge she had received 

concerning me, and was always ready to protect and 
take my part if she thought I was being “put upon.” 
{n short, I soon became reconciled to my new home. 

I have reason to suppose that good, fat Mrs. Larkin 
took a fancy to me from my first introduction to her. 
Perhaps her compassion was roused by the circumstances 
which had made me a workhouse child. At any rate, 

she very often sent for me into her parlour; and some- 
times I had the high privilege of partaking of her tea 
and toast. What was far better than this, she under- 

took to give me some little education. I am rather 
uncertain now whether I had learned more than the 
alphabet from my poor mother. Under Mrs. Larkin’s 
instructions, however, I rapidly learned to read. 

There was one indulgence granted me which made 
my first years at the workhouse pass almost happily. 
Nearly every Sunday afternoon I was made as smart as 
crazy Nancy could make me, and despatched to Beech- 
wood Farm, to see my sister Imcy. I was in general 
well received by little Mrs. Watson (what a contrast 
she was to my fat Mrs. Larkin, to be sure!) and I was 
permitted, when the weather was fine, to ramble about 
the garden and fields with my darling: if it was tov 
cold or wet, we were allowed to play, or sit and talk, as
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we pleased, in the large stone kitchen, where there was 

always a good fire. On these weekly holidays, I was 
always feasted on plum-cake and apples, with a class of 
home-made wine; and when I returned to my home, it 

was with the anticipation of seeing Lucy again on the 
following Sunday. 

Thus things went on, in this smooth way, as far as 

I was concerned, until I was, as I suppose, about ten 

years of age, and Lucy not quite eight. 

Nore sy Lucy. I have not much to add to this 
chapter of Willy’s history, except that I have always 
thought that my brother was very fortunate in falling 

in with so good a friend as Mrs. Larkin. I remember 

going to see her once or twice in these early days; and 

how astonished I was at her grvat size. 
My own history during the five years Willy has 

passed over in this chapter is soon told. Mr. and Mrs. 
Watson were good to me, and I was taught to call them 
“father” and ‘‘ mother.” The little lady (as my brother 

calls Mrs. Watson) had no mind that I should be 
spoiled ; and I very soon had demonstrated to me what 
she intended to do with the rod. We were very good 
friends, however; and after I had learned necessary 

obedience and docility, I was not often punished. 

Sundays were very pleasant days to me, because of 

my receiving Willy’s visits. 
I may as well add, what of course will have been 

understood, that in all the five years of our history down 
to this chapter, no intelligence had been gained respect- 

ing our mother’s friends, and that the expectation of our 

ever being claimed was almost entirely abandoned.
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IY 
Wuen I. was abont ten years old, the workhouse 
opened its doors to a new inhabitant—a pauper, of 
course. His name was Lawrence Brisco; and, when I 

first knew him, he was, I suppose, sixty years of age, 

and a tall, feeble, thin, broken down old man. 

For fifteen years he had been the village school- 
master, until his health gave way, so that he was no 

longer able to fulfil its duties; and then he had no re- 
source left but to take refuge for the remainder of his 
life in the parish workhouse. 

One day, soon after Lawrence Brisco’s first appear- 
ance at the workhouse as his home, he was seated on a 

bench on the sunny side of the yard in which the boys 
were sometimes permitted to play. Presently the old 
man caught my eye, and beckoned me to him. 

“T want to talk to you,” he said, in feeble tones, 

when I had obeyed his call. “I have heard all about 

you,” he added, “and I want to make a friend of you. 

Will you let me?” 

I told him that I was quite willing to be his friend 
if that would do him any good. 

“Tt will do me good,” he said, with a sigh; “for I 

feel very lonely.” Then he began to tell me some of his 
past history, which was a very sad and melancholy one; 
for he was born to a large estate, and had received a 

college education in his youth ; but had come to poverty 

and disgrace by his own misdoings. This was his story, 
and he ended by saying that he wished he had died 

when he was a child. 
“Oh, please don’t say so, Mr. Brisco,” I said ; for it 

seemed to me to be a terrible wish.
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“TI do wish so,” continued he, “because I should 
not have had the sins to answer for that Ihave now. I 
have never done any good in the world,” he added, 
bitterly, “but a great deal of mischief.” And then he 
bowed his head, and was silent. 

“You did good when you were a schoolmaster, didn’t 
you, sir?” I did not know what else to say, and I 
wanted to comfort the poor old fellow if I could. 

“Do you think so?” ke asked, looking up again. 
“T don’t know about that. I did it for bread. I 
shouldn’t have done it if 1 could have helped it. SoI 
am afraid that does not tell much in my favour.” 

This was pretty nearly all the conversation we had 
‘at that time; but every day after that, when he was 
seated on the bench, I went to him; and, not to make 
a long story of it, he drew me on to talk about myself, 
and my own prospects. 

And now, for the first time, I began to perceive that 
my position as a workhouse boy, living upon charity, 
was not a desirable one. 

This discovery was very painful to me, the more so 
that I fancied my dear little sister must despise me in 
her heart for being a parish pauper. I recalled to 
mind many little circumstances which half convinced me 
that she “looked down” upon me, and was half ashamed 
of having a workhouse boy for a brother; and this so 

preyed on my mind that I dreaded the approach of each 
successive Sunday, because then I should have to appear 

before Lucy in my degraded condition. I did not care 
so much about being despised by other people; but I 
could not bear the thought of being despised by her. 

Happily, this depression of spirits did not last long. 
I think that Lawrence Brisco saw what impression his
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conversations had made upon me; and he exerted him- 
self to rouse my energies. 

“You are here through no fault of your own, Willy,” 
he said to me one day; “and you have nothing to re- 
proach yourself with, as I have. But you will have to 
reproach yourself hereafter if you don’t try to overcome 
your disadvantages, and make your way upwards. You 
can do itif you will.” 

“Do you think so, sir?” said I. 
“Tam sure of it,” he said. 
* How can I do it, sir?” I wanted to know. 
“By good conduct and good principles. These ara 

indispensable; but this is not all, A man may have 
good principles, and behave well in a low sphere, and 
yet never rise out of it. Now you want to rise out of 
this sphere of yours, do you not?” 

“Yes, sir, Ido,” said I, with a swelling heart. 
“Very well; then you must prepare yourself, or be 

prepared fora higher. You have got good sense and 
intelligence, and abilities, or I should not trouble myseif 
about you, verhaps,” Brisco went on; “but you want 
something else. You must have more education than 
you have got. Ha! I know what you may be thinking 
about my education, and how little use it ever has been 
to me.” 

“TI was not thinking of that, sir,” I said, deprecatingly. 
“Well, I should not blame you for thinking so; but 

education is like a sharp sword. Take it by the handle 
and use it rightly, and you may carve your way in the 
world; but take it by the blade, as I have done, and it 
cuts—it cuts the hand that holds it. You must have 
education; and when you have got it, you must put it 
to good use.”
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“How am I to get it, sir?” I asked, despondingly. 
“Tl give it you,” said the old man, lifting up his 

head. ‘It will be doing something beforeI die. T’'ll 
give it you.” 

And he was as good as his word. He had a few old 
school-books with him, and by some means or other he 
obtained more as they were wanted; and he set to in 
earnest to “ make a man” of me, ashesaid. I amafraid 

I was a dull scholar at first ; but my ambition was fired, 
and I was determined not to be daunted by difficulties. 

Nore sy Lucy.—It is very good of Willy not to 
write harshly of me in this chapter. I have to reproach 
myself for having given him reason to think that I had 
learned almost to despise my poor brother, only because 
he was a workhouse boy, not choosing to remember that 
I was as much living on charity as he was. 

And though Willy is so forbearing as not to mention 
it, there is no reason why I should keep the same silence; 
and I will say that, on one occasion especially, I behaved 
so haughtily to my poor brother, when he came as usual 
to see me, that he went away from Beechwood Farm quite 

broken-hearted. He did not mind others sneering at 
him, he said, but he could not bear it from me. 

My own little history, down to the time to which 
Willy has brought his, may be told in a few words. No 
near relations could have been kinder to me than were 
Mr. and Mrs. Watson. I was never made painfully to 
feel my dependence, while I was given to understand 
that they charged themselves with my future welfare. 
They did not mean that I should grow up to be a fine 
lady, they said, any more than they wished me to look 
forward to getting a living by common service. I was



WILLY AND LUCY. 

taught everything useful, therefore, and Mrs. Watson, 
who had had a higher kind of education than most 
farmers’ wives of those days, undertook to teach me 
what her plainer husband laughingly called “fallals and 
fillagrees.” It might be, she said, that I should be glad 
to go out into the world as a governess when I was old 
enough, and it should not be her fault if I were not fit 
for such a situation. 

WY. 
Onz day, when I was supposed to be about fourteen 
years old, I was told that I was wanted in the parlour, 

and was accordingly brought in from the garden, where 
Thad been at work since early morning. 

When I reached the parlour, I found there (besides 
the master and mistress of the workhouse) my old 
acquaintance Mr. Merton, the clergyman, Mr. Chivers, 

the overseer, and the little shaky parish clerk. There 

was also another person whom I did not know—a queer- 

‘ooking man, with rough grizzled hair, a beard of two or 

three days’ growth, a pale, cadaverous countenance, and 
very rough discoloured hands. The discolouration was 
not from dirt, however, but the consequence of his trade. 

He was evidently a shoemaker. 
I understood it all. As a general rule, and very 

properly too, the children brought up in the workhouse 
were not allowed to remain there after fourteen years of 
age. The girls were put out to domestic service, and 
the boys were disposed of, some to farm service, and 
some to ordinary mechanical trades. 

I had previously been told that I should have to
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2 “oo a-prentice;’ and now I saw before me my fature 

master. 

I cannot say that I was very much prepossessed in 

favour of Mr. Shillibeer, this being, as I afterwards 

knew, the name of the shoemaker whose home, I soor 

found, was in a back lanein the town of Maidstone. He 

was not a pleasant man to look at; and his voice was 

harsh and grating, though, in the presence of Mrs. 

Larkin’s parlour guests, he evidently tried to modulate it. 

He had also an unpleasant habit of not looking any per- 

son in the face. However, it was not for me to make 

objections which I knew very well would not, and ought 

not, to be listened to; and I expressed my willingness 

to go to Maidstone with Mr. Shillibeer on trial. 

My little bundle of clothing was soon tied up, there- 

fore, and I went over the house and round the premises 

to say good-bye to my fellow paupers and companions. 

First of all I shook hands with all the boys and girls, 

and I am glad to reflect now that, though by this time 
I had grown up to be the biggest and strongest, as well as 

the oldest, of that young tribe—those who had been my 

elders having, in the course of years, slipped off one by 
one—there was real sorrow felt and expressed when it 

was known that I was leaving the house. Ido not wish 

to sound my own praises, and indeed the fact is, I never 

had had the inclination to domineer over the weak and 

comparatively helpless, so there is no credit due to me 

for not having done this. 
After bidding good-bye to the young, I went round 

to the old, who did not seem to care much whether I 

went or stayed. My parting with Crazy Nancy was 

rather pathetic, however, for the poor thing had grown 
to be very fond of me because I never teazed her, she
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said, like some of the rest of them. Last of all I went 
into the infirmary, as a certain room in the house was 
called, to take leave of poor Lawrence Brisco, who had 
by this time so sadly failed in bodily strength as to be 
searcely able to leave his bed. He was sitting up in it, 
however, propped with pillows, and reading the Bible; 
for I am glad to say that he had of late taken to that 
study, and found more comfort in it than in anything 
or all things else. 

“T am come to say good-bye to you, sir?” I said, as 
I stood by his bedside. 

“Ah! you are going away then, Willy?” he an- 
swered, with a trembling voice. 

T told him I was, and also where Iwas going, and 
for what purpose. 

He seemed very much troubled at the thought of my 
leaving, and he did not appear to look on my immediate 
prospects with much favour. 

“Tt is not quite what I had hoped for you, Willy,” 
he said ; “it is foolish of me to say it, and especially to 
say ib to you, perhaps, but it must come out; and I 
can’t help it. It isn’t just what I have hoped for you; 
Tthink you are made for something different—I don’t 
say better, but different. You'll never be a good shoe 
maker, lam afraid. But I may be wrong, and I don’t 
want to dishearten you at starting. And anyway, it 
will be something to staré upon; better than being here 
any longer, though I am sorry to lose you. TI shall 
never see you again, my boy, I think,” he added, and 
tears ran down his cheeks. He did not try to check 
them. 

“T hope I shall see you again often, sir,” I said, as 
cheerfully as I could, but the old man shook his head.  
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“You'll be away a month on trial,” he said, mourn- 

fully ; “‘and by that time all my troubles in life will be 

over. ButI am not going to speak about myself,” he 

continued, interrupting and preventing me from answer- 

ing him. “Sit down for a minute or two, and let me 

talk a little.” 

I sat down, as he told me, and he went on—“ You 

have something to begin with, Willy. You have the 

-sword; take care how you use it. Remember what I 

told you once—Hducation is a sword; if taken by the 

handle it will do good service; but if taken by the 

blade it will cut the hand that holds it. You may think, 

perhaps, that the little learning you have picked up 

won't be of much service to you where you are going. 

But it may be, and will be, so don’t letit go, but increase 

it as much as you can by adding to it. It may be my 

fancy ; but you won’t always be a shoemaker, that’s my 

opinion. But don’t take a distaste to your trade, I do 

not wish you to do that; it is a good honest one, and a 

respectable one. Still you may turn to something else, 

where your learning may be of more use to you. So 

don’t let it go, Willy.” 

TI promised my old teacher that I would not. 

“ And whatever you are besides,’ he continued, 

“vou may always be respectable, and even a gentle- 

man if you will—a gentleman in the true sense of 

the word—such a one as I never have been, with all 

my lost advantages. What is more important still, 

I hope you will be a. Christian, Willy, [6 is bad 

enough to live without religion, but.to die without 
i? 

Here my poor old teacher paused for a little while, 

and his countenance showed such distress that I could
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scarcely bear to look at him. Presently, however, ke 
resumed. 

“ Have they given you a Bible, Willy 2” 
I told him that they had, that is to say, Mr. Merton 

had. It was customary for the clergyman to give a 
Bible to the boys and girls on leaving the workhouse 
for service. 

“Tam glad of that. Read it, Willy, and attend to 
it. If I had done so——. But I won’t speak of my- 
self; only I was going to say I must give you some- 
thing to remember me by. There are three books I 
should like you to have; they are on the shelf there; 
bring them.” 

I did as I was told. The three books were a tat- 
tered Latin “Virgil,” a French “Telemachus,” and a 
volume of Euclid. 

“Take them with you, Willy , they are yours; I 
shall never want them again. I must turn to this 
book”—he laid his hand on the open Bible on his 
bed—“for all the help and comfort I can get now. 
And now God bless you, Willy. Be a good boy; be a 
good man. God bless you! Kiss me, Willy, before 
you go.” 

I knelt down by his side, put my arm round the 
dear old man’s neck, and kissed his forehead, his cheeks, 
his lips, again and again. 

Tam glad to think I did; I am glad to think I did. 
fam not ashamed now that I did it, and that I broke 
out into a flood of tears and a tempest of sobs as I did 
it. It comforted the old man. I never saw him 
again. 

When I went down to Mrs. Larkin’s parlour, all 
the visitors were gone excepting Mr. Shillibeer, and he
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was feasting on workhouse cold beef and beer; so he 

was in no hurry, and I had time to untie my bundle 

and put in the three books. They, together with the 

Bible, made the bundle bulky and heavy; but had it 

been twice as weighty, I could not have left the books 

behind. 
Presently I bade Mr. and Mrs. Larkin good-bye, and 

I was on the road, trudging beside my new master, who 

did not offer to help me with my load. The world was 

all before me. 

Do you think it strange that I felt sorrowful on 

leaving that parish workhouse? I did feel sorrowful. 

Thad received kindness and consideration there, and it 

was the only home I had ever known. Others, I am 

aware, have written about the hardships and cruelty 

practised on poor children in similar establishments, as 

they were formerly conducted under the old poor law. 

I do not dispute their experiences, I have only given 

my own. 
I obtained leave from Mr. Shillibeer,—whose heart, 

or stomach, which does duty for the heart with some 

people, was warmed with beef and beer,—I say I obtained 

his leave to call at Beechwood Farm, and say good-bye 

to Lucy. 

The darling was sorry I was going away; but she 

had not much time to speak to me, for she was taking 

her lessons, and Mrs. Watson did not like her to be inter- 

rupted. So she kissed me very kindly, and went back 

again, after telling me that I must manage to get over 

to see her very often. 

Mr. Watson came in just then too, and shook me 

heartily by the hand, and gave me a great many en- 

couraging words which did me good, and which T am
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glad to remember after the lapse of forty years, because 
T know they were genuine. He also put his hand in 
his pocket, and took out two half-crowns, which he 
gave me, telling me that I might be glad of them 
before long. 

Having thanked the good-natured farmer, I rejoined 
ny master that was to be, and we went on together to 
Maidstone. It took us a long time to get there though, 
tor Mr. Shillibeer had several calls to make at different 
houses on the road,—to “take measures,” he conde- 
scended to tell me, as he left me to wait for him ont- 
side. It curiously happened that these houses had all 
of them signs over their doors. Ihave no doubt that 
Mr. Shillibeer did go in to “take measures ;” but as i 
occupied a long time, and he came out of each house 
wiping his mouth and looking red about the eyes, and 
making irregular steps, I believe I am right in sup. 
posing that the “measures” he referred to were not 
measures for shoes. 

We reached Maidstone at last, however. 

Nore sy Lucy.—All I have to say at the end of this 
chapter is, that I am ashamed of my past self—ashamed 
to think how I imposed on my dear Willy, so as to 
make him think I was sorry he was going away. I was 
selfishly glad he was going; not glad for his sake, 
which might have been natural and right, but glad to 
be rid of the disgrace, as I thought of it, of having a 
brother in the workhouse. I had grown up to be missy 
and proud, forgetting my own position, and fancying 
myself to be a person of importance,—conceited child 
that I was. The truth is, I was half spoiled by the
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kindness I constantly received from my good protector 

and protectress at the farm; and if Mrs. Watson could 

but have known how haughtily I felt towards my 

brother in parting with him that day, the best thing 

she could have done, as I honestly believe, would have 

been to give me a good sound whipping with her ever- 

memorable rod. 

And yet I loved my brother; it is some consolation 

to me to believe this; but it was after a poor fashion. 

Vi, 

Wuen I had been a month at Maidstone, I returned 

with Mr. Shillibeer to the workhouse—my home no 

longer—to be bound apprentice to him for seven years, 

and he received the premium from the hands of 

Mr. Chivers, who will not appear any more in my 

story. Itisas much arelief to me to get rid of him, 

as it was to him to get rid of me. 

To my great grief I found poor Lawrence Brisco’s 

bed in the infirmary vacant. His anticipations had 

proved true; he died about a week after I bade him 

farewell. 

I have learned in the course of my life, that it is 

right and wise to “engrave benefits on marble and to 

write injuries on water.” I shall say nothing, there- 

fore, of the wretchedness I was made to sufler at the 

hands of my master, the shoemaker, and at those of his 

slatternly wife, after they had secured my premium. 

Indeed, I have received so many more benefits than
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injuries all through life, that it would be worse than 

ungrateful to dwell upon the latter. Let them pass. 

I served only two years of the seven with Mr. 

Shillibeer, for, at the end of that shorter period, his 

business, such as it was, was broken up, bailiffs took 

possession of his house, his furniture was sold, and I 

was told that I might go about my business, for he had 

nothing further for me to do. 

This happened very suddenly and unexpectedly, to 

me at least. Had I been wiser I might have known: 

sooner what would be the upshot of Mr. Shillibeer’s 

so constantly “taking measures; but I did not antici- 

pate so speedy a release from my thraldom. 

I could not help being glad. I hope I was not glad 

that my master was ruined, but I was rejoiced at being 

free. It was a poor sort of freedom certaiuly, for I had 

no money and no home; for as to going back to the 

workhouse, that was out of the question; I would not 

have done it. It was equally out of the question my 

thinking of getting work at my trade; I knew scarcely 

anything of my trade, and that is the truth. Whether 

this was my fault or Mr. Shillibeer’s may remain an 

open question. I sometimes think, however, that my 

kind old teacher was not far from the truth when he 

told me that I should never make a good shoemaker. 

And speaking about Mr. Brisco, I may mention 

that his last words to me, as well as the whole scope of 

his previous instructions, made a great and lasting 

impression on my mind. He had reminded me that 

education was a sharp sword, good if well used, mis- 

chievous if abused. I never forgot this; and, together 

with his sad example, it wrought in me a salutary 

dread of misusing what little learning I had acquired.
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He had told me, too, that I might be respectable, and 
even a gentleman if I would. I a gentleman! work- 

house bred, if not workhouse born, as I was—a gentle- 

man! I never lost,the hope those words had inspired, 

and from the time they were uttered I determined that 

I would be, in the best and only right sense of the 

word, a gentleman—a gentle man. It is not for me to 

decide whether I have fulfilled this determination, but I 

know I have honestly tried to do so. 

To return to my story. 

It was on a winter’s morning that I received from 

Mr. Shillibeer an intimation that he had no longer a 

home for me, and that I had better look out for myself. 

Accordingly I lost no time in packing up my box—after 

putting on my best suit of clothes, which were shabby 

enough, no doubt—and removing it from my master’s 
house to that of an acquaintance of mine, where I hoped 

it would be safe; and then I started off to see Lucy. 

It was afternoon when I arrived at Beechwood 
Farm, and I had the good fortune to obtain a long 

interview with my sister alone, for I really did not wish 
Mr. Watson to know just then what had happened to 
me. I knew—at least I believed—that he would be 
angry with my late master, which I did not wish him 
to be, the poor man having sorrow and trouble enough 
on his hands already, without having a parish squab- 

bling to gothrough. I knew too—at least I believea— 
that Mr. Watson would invite me to stay at his house, 
till he could find something for me to do, and I shrunk 

from this. My sister and I were already under such 
great obligations to him, that I could not bear to think 

of increasing them. Besides, I had by this time formed 
my own plans, such as they were.
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So, as I have just said, I had a good long conversa- 

tion with Lucy, who behaved very affectionately towards 

me, and gave me all the encouragement she could. 

She did more than this, she put her purse into my 

hands, with all it contained; and as Mrs. Watson had 

always been very generous and liberal with regard 

to pocket-money, as in all other matters, my darling 

had a good sum in her purse; I would not take it all, 

you may be sure; but I borrowed ten shillings of Lucy, 

and asked her to let me keep the purse as a remembrance 

of her, which she did. 

Poor dear, she cried a good deal when we parted 

after our long talk, and put her arms round my neck 

and kissed me so fondly that I could scarcely drag my- 

self away. I did this at last, however, and I did not see 

my darling again till many, many years had passed 

over both of us. 

I returned to Maidstone that same evening, and 

begged a night’s lodging there of the acquaintance in 

whose care I had placed my box. The next morning, I 

started off on the road to Dover, with a bundle slung at 

my back, containing two clean shirts (my whole stock 

besides what was on my back), my best shoes, three 

pairs of stockings, a coarse towel, and my Bible. 

The plan I had formed was a foolish and desperate 

one, now I come gravely to think of it; and it was one 

which I would not advise any other boy to try: neverthe- 

less, strange to say, and I am astonished at it now, it 

did not prove a total failure. I had made up my mind 

to seek my fortune on the sea. 

I had been knocking about Dover some two or three 

days, and getting well laughed at, or else growled at 

and told to go about my business, by captains and mates
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of vessels in the harbour to whom I made application, 
till I was utterly dispirited, and my little stock of money 
was almost all gone, when a very fortunate thing hap- 
pened tome. I need not mention particulars; but I 
had it in my power to help in rescuing a French lad, 
about my own age, and respectably dressed in a sort of 
naval uniform, from a number of rough English sailor 

lads who were ill-treating him in one of the back streets 
of the town. Iam afraid my French friend, who could 
speak no Hnglish, had been imprudent, and had been 
drinking too freely of English beer, and had somehow 
provoked the youths with whom he had met in the 
public-house. But let this be as it may, I was able to 
take him under my charge, and, having French enough 

to understand him—thanks to my poor old teacher—I 
discovered that he belonged to a large French vessel 
which, only the day before, had put into the harbour 
from stress of weather. Yielding to his fears and his 
entreaties not to be left to the mercy of “ces polissons 
Anglaises,” 1 accompanied the French lad to his ship, 
and then I found that he was the son of the captain, 
who kept me on board to dinner, and had some conver- 

sation with me, which ended in his offering (out of gra- 
titude to me for my kindness to his son, he said) to give 
me a berth in the ship. 

This was the beginning of my rise in life, for the 
captain was ever afterwards my firm and kind friend, 

and when he found that I was (as he was pleased to say) 
too well educated for a common sailor, and also that the 

sea was not, after all, my proper element, he exerted 

himself so strongly in my favour, that he procured 
me a situation in his own country, where my educa- 
tion was really of great use to me, because (as I
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hope) I laid hold of it by the handle, and not by the 
blade. 

As it has not been my intention in this story to go 
beyond the days of my childhood and boyhood, I shall 
only say that by the kindness and honourable dealings 
of my friends and patrons in France, and by tke over- 

ruling blessing of Providence, I was enabled to return 

to my native land, when I was between forty and fifty 

years of age, with a sufficient competence for life. In 
all that time, I had corresponded with my darling 

sister, and knew all that happened at Beechwood; but 

that I shall leave for her to tell. I had also paid several 

visits to England, and had enjoyed the hospitality of 

good Mi. and Mrs. Watson, who, for Lucy’s sake, 

treated me as though I were a near relative, and a dear 
friend. 

Conctupinc Nore sy Lucy.—I very well remember 
that winter afternoon, of which my brother has written, 

when he came to bid me farewell; and I am glad to 

think that, at that parting time, all my old fondness for 

him returned with such an overflowing tide that I for- 

got, for the time, my foolish vanity. I remember, too, 

that when I told Mr. Watson what had passed with my 
brother, he was vexed that I had not detained him ; and 

the next day my kind friend rode over to Maidstone to 
find Willy and to exert himself in his favour. But by 

the time he reached the town Willy was gone, no one 
knew whither; and we could not find out what had 

become of him until I received a letter to say that he 
was on board the French ship, learning to be a sailor. 

After my brother was gone quite away from the 

neighbourhood, I felt very dull for a time, and indeed I
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fad a rather severe illness. I soon recovered, however, 
and all things went on as before, only that the disin- 

terested kindness of my excellent friends increased 
more and more. 

And now I must reveal so much of my own weak- 
ness and folly as to say that I had always indulged a 
secret notion that our poor mother had been a great 
lady, and that when she made her appearance in Mr. 
Waitson’s hop-garden, ske was under some temporary 
cloud of misfortune which would soon have passed 
away but for her sudden death; also that our father, 
whom not even Willie, who was older than I, had ever 
known, was a grand personage, who would some day 
make his appearance in much magnificence, to re-claim 
his children, and to bountifully reward their benefactors, 
T cannot tell how many romances I had woven at one 
time or another, in my mind, but all tending to the same 

desirable consummation—that of our being raised from 
our lowly condition to one of great wealth and grandeur, 
by the unexpected turning up of our father, who was to 
be perhaps an earl, or a viscount, or a baronet at least; 
nothing short of this would suffice for my imagination. 
I believe that these foolish thoughts were first of all put 

into my mind by Sally, Mrs. Watson’s servant; and that 
their having taken root there will very much account 
for the disgust and impatience I felt at my brother being 
a workhouse boy. 

And my day dreams came true, in part; our father 
did make his appearance, and (through the medium of 
the letter which my poor mother wrote the week before 
she died, and the little personalities which she left behind, 
especially her housewife) satisfactorily, to himself, 
proved our relationship to him,
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Bat alas, alas! no rich, and magnificent, and gloriovs 
retinue attended him; and no grand gilded coach 

whisked me away to his baronial halls. It was asad 
story he had to reveal, and a humiliating story I had to 

hear when he found me, which was about two years 

after my parting with Willy. 

Our father was a returned convict, who, after a 
dreary banishment of fourteen years, had come home to 

England, broken in health, but penitent I trust and 
think, to make up as he best could for the misery he had 
caused to the poor wife and children whom first his mis- 
conduct and then his crime had ruined. It is true he 
and our poor mother had once been in a respectable 
position in life, and he yet retained soms traces of 
superior breeding ; but he, like Willy’s old teacher, had 
taken hold of the sword by the blade and not by the 
handle. 

Twill not write any more on this painful subject, 
except to say that my dear friends Mr. and Mrs. Watson 
received the penitent kindly, and gave him a home (for 
my sake, they said) as long as he lived, which was only 
a few months after his return. He did not live to see 
Willy. 

As to myself, the shock was very painful, but it was 
very salutary, for it called my mind down from the high 
regions of fanciful imagination to the stern and sober 
duties of life, and otherwise taught me lessons which I 
hope I never forgot. 

I have only to add that my kind Mr. and Mrs. Wat- 
son would never part with me, so I did not go out as a 
governess after all, I lived with them till they died at 
a good old age; and then, as they had no near relatives, 
they left me their farm. When. a few years afterwards,
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my brother family returned to England, as conformed an 

old bachelor as I was an old maid, he took up his abode 

with me, and here we still live. 

        
                
  

        
  

  

 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

BULLY’S ESCAPE.



                                                                

           
          

PREJUDICE LOST         
LOVE WON, NSS 

BY L. A. HALL, 

  
—+— 

A PEEP INTO THE FAMILY CIRCLE AT HOMEHURST. 

“Ts that my own darling?” inquired Mrs. Osborne, 

as she rested languidly in her arm-chair by the fireside, 

and heard the door of the drawing-room opened gently 

behind her. 

“No, mamma, it is only me,” replied a young girl of 

about fourteen or fifteen, as she entered the room and 

approached her mother’s chair. 

“Are your studies already ended?” asked Mrs. 

Osborne. 
“ Yes, mamma; and, before going out, I came in to 

see you for a moment, and to ask whether I could do 

anything for you.” 
Bt
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“No, thank you, my dear,” replied Mrs. Osborne, 

coldly, and taking up a volume which had been lying 

on her lap, as if she was about to read it. 

“Will you give me one kiss, mamma?” said Mary 

Osborne, in a low, timid voice, as if she were asking a 

favour of her mother. 

“To be sure I will. Have I ever refused to kiss 

you, Mary ?” 
“No, mamma ; but 

“But what?” inquired Mrs. Osborne, glancing 

round somewhat authoritatively at the now frightened 

Mary. 

“But I was afraid you might be displeased at my 

interrupting you.” 
“No, not displeased; but you know how small a 

matter discomposes me now my health is so broken up; 

you must not, therefore, take fancies into your head, 

my dear, they will only make you troublesome and 

disagreeable. There, like a good girl, let us have no 

more of this,” added she in a softened tone, as she 

perceived a tear stealing into her daughter's eye. “ Give 

me a kiss, and then go and take your walk while the 

day is fine. But where is Edith?” 

“T will send her to you, mamma,” replied Mary, 

leaving the room in quest of her sister, who was two or 

three years younger than herself. She found her in the 

school-room, looking rather disconsolate, as she had 

been reproved by her governess for idleness and in- 

attention. 

“ Mamma is asking for you, Edith,” said Mary to her 

on entering the room. 

Hdith looked up doubtfully at Miss Barter: ‘‘ May I 

go to mamma ?” 

99 
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“Yes; but I cannot send a good report of you to- 

day ; not such a one as I sent of your sister just now. 

Did you convey my message of satisfaction at your 

attention and progress to your mother?” added she, 

turning to Mary. 

“No, ma’am,” replied Mary, colouring ; “ for mamma. 

did not ask me if you were satisfied with me.” 
“T dare say she took it for granted,” observed Miss 

Barter, smiling. 

Mary remained silent; an unconscious sigh escaped 

her lips. Meanwhile, Hdith had flown off to the draw- 

ing-room, and had recovered on the way all her elastic 

gaiety. She threw herself into her mother’s arms, 

which were fondly opened to receive her. Mrs. Osborne 

gently pushed back her fair waving ringlets, and looking 

into her eyes observed the traces of bygone tears. 

“Has any one been vexing you, my own darling ?” 

inquired she, in an anxious tone. 

“Oh! Miss Barter is so strict sometimes with me 

that she is quite angry if I miss a word or two of my 

lesson. She is quite different with Mary, and scarcely 

ever finds any fault with her.” 

“Twon’t suffer it,” said her fond wiféther: “* She 

must be kind to you, or it will not do for her to remain 

long here.” 

Now Hdith, though wilful and impetuous as spoiled 

children are often wont to be, was not of an untrue or 

ungenerous nature. She felt instinctively that she had 

given her mother a false impression of the matter. 

“Ah, mamma,” said she, “you must not be angry 

with her; she often forgives me ;” and then hiding her 

face on her mother’s shoulder, she added, “and Mary 

learns her lessons far better than I do.”
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“So she ought, my love,” rejoined the indulgent 

mother; “she is older than you. But I don’t choose to 

have any patterns of goodness set up in the school- 

room. Ishall have a talk about it some day with Miss 

Barter. Meanwhile, my darling, give me one more 

kiss, and then go out for your afternoon walk; other- 

wise these roses,” added she, smiling, as she patted 

Edith’s cheeks, “ will quickly fade away.” 

One more fond embrace and Edith was away on the 

staircase to join her sister and governess in their after- 

noon walk. Before many minutes were past, the two 

young girls and their governess had begun their ramble 

in some of the pleasant lanes near Malvern, where they 

goon filled their fairy baskets with primroses and. 

violets, twined in their own fresh leaves, mixed with 

soft, emerald-hued moss. More than once the skylark 

lured them from too near an approach to her nest by 

her sweet, soaring song :— 

«Type of the wise, who soar but never roam; 

True to the kindred points of heav’n and home.” 

While they are thus enjoying the balmy breezes of a 

pleasant spring day, we shall give our readers some 

account of the family party who have just been in- 

troduced to them. 

Mrs. Osborne had been united in early youth to a 

wealthy Calcutta banker, to whom she was much 

attached, and whom she accompanied to the East, from 

whence, after many years of residence, she had returned. 

in ill health a few months previous to the time at which 

our story opens. Mr. Osborne had remained behind 

her, hoping at the expiration of another year to join his 

family in England, and to seek for a settled home in his
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native country. Meanwhile Mrs. Osborne was residing 
at a pretty villa near Malvern, whose bracing air had 

been recommended as the most suitable to her debi- 
litated constitution. Her three children, Mary, Cecil, 
and Edith, had long since been sent home to the care of 
their grandmother, who had confided the two little girls 

chiefly to the care of Miss Barter, a kind and ex- 
perienced governess, who soon grew warmly attached 
to her young pupils. Immediately on Mrs. Osborne’s 
return she hastened to her mother’s home, where she 

had the happiness of once more embracing her two 
daughters, whom she had not seen since the time of 
their early childhood. She was instantly attracted by 
the pretty, playful Hdith, on whom she lavished all her 

fondness, and without being conscious of it, treated her 
eldest daughter with coldness and neglect. Mary, un- 
like her younger sister, was not gifted with beanty ; but 
there was a charm in her sweet smile, a tenderness of 
expression in her dark intelligent eyes, and a gentle 
gracefulness in her form and movements, which would 
have won the heart of a less impulsive mother than was 
Mrs. Osborne. Mary’s heart had long been yearning 
for her mother’s return, but, partly from timidity, partly 
from self-distrust, she gave but little outward expres- 
sion to her joy on meeting her mother; and with 
that intuition which is so strong in early life, she 
quickly became aware that the leve she had so earnestly 
longed for, was chiefly bestowed upon her youngest 
sister. We will not pretend to deny that some feeling 
of envy at first crept unknowingly into her heart, for 
she was human, and therefore accessible to the sins 
and infirmities of humanity; but she did not suffer it 
to rest there, for she had been already taught that pre-
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cious as is the gift of affection, and especially to woman, 

it is a far higher blessing to love unselfishly, than to 

seek too earnestly for a fond return. Happily for her, 

too, she knew where to seek for a far surer strength 

than her own ; nor was the task now allotted to her ‘so 

difficult to her as it might have proved to many others, 

for she dearly loved her sister; and, perhaps, partly 

from the strong contrast between their natural cha- 

racters, partly owing to the absence of their parents, she 

had come to regard her with that sort of protective 

fondness which could scarcely be expected from the 

slight disparity in their years. Mary’s disappointment 

at her mother’s seeming coldness was deepened by a 

latent fear that it might haply be occasioned by some 
deficiency in herself. Mrs. Osborne, whose life had, 

heretofore, been one of indolent and luxurious ease, was 

not wont to analyze the feelings of those around her; 
otherwise, perhaps, she might have guessed somewhat 

of the feelings of her eldest daughter, and her mother’s 

heart might have been touched by the depth of her 

quiet tender affection. 

We have left Mary and Hdith enjoying a country 

ramble, from whence they returned laden with sweet 

spring blossoms. Edith ran straight into the drawing- 

room to display to her mother all her treasures. 

“‘ Are you not coming in to show your pretty flowers 
to mamma?” asked she of Mary, who passed by the 
open door of the drawing-room on her way up-stairs. 

“T know that mamma does not like me to go into 

the drawing-room till I have changed my boots,” was 

Mary’s reply. 
“How particular you are!’ said Hdith, laughing. 

“T always go in just as lam, and mamma never finds
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any fault with me for doing so; do you, my own dear 

little mamma?” said she, throwing herself in her 

mother’s arms. 

“What are you talking about?” inquired Mrs. 

Osborne, who was just waking up from her afternoon 

siesta. 

“T am only scolding Mary for not bringing in her 

flowers to show you, but she is afraid of coming in with 

her soiled boots on.” 

“ T hate my children being afraid of me,” said Mrs. 

Osborne. ‘It looks as if I were cross to them, which I 

am sure is not the case. Yow are not afraid of me, my 

darling ?”” 

“Not a bit,” said Edith, gaily; I am not afraid of 

any one, except now and then, a little, a very little, of 

Miss Barter.” 

“That is right, my love; I will not suffer any one 

to frighten you.” 

Mary now entered the room, bearing in her hand a 

small open basket of violets and wood-anemones, taste- 

fully arranged amid their own leaves, and presenting 

the loveliest image of freshness and repose. “Are 

they not sweet?” asked she of her mother, as she placed 

the basket on a small table by her side. 

“Yes, very sweet, thank you, my dear,” replied 

Mrs. Osborne, the intonation of her voice changing 

from its previous fond inflection to a more measured 

metre. 

“Don’t they look like children resting in their 

mother’s arms?” said Mary, whose still yet ardent 

temperament was ever kindled by the silent poetry of 

nature. 

“You are quite poetic to-day,” observed Mrs. Os-
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borne, with a slightly sarcastic emphasis on the word 
“poetic.” 

Mary coloured deeply, while with difficulty she 
checked a rising tear, for she felt but too truly that 
she was neither understood nor beloved by her mother, 
the being for whose presence she had most longed a 
little while ago. 

“Poetic! that is a grand word,” exclaimed Edith, 
laughing ; “but I can tell you that Mary does write 
verses, for I saw some in her writing-case along time 
ago, but she never gave them to me to read.” 

“No doubt they were very fine,” replied Mrs. Os- 
borne, “and we shall have a Hemans or a Barrett 
Browning in our family by and by; but,” turning to 
Mary, “I should like to see those verses of which Edith 
speaks, unless they are on some mysterious theme, not 
to be exposed to my ‘ vulgar gaze.’ ” 

“Indeed they are not worth your reading,” replied 
Mary, colouring even more deeply than before. 

“You may at least allow me to be the judge of 
that,” said her mother, whose curiosity began to be 
excited. 

“Well, mamma, you shall be obliged ;” and Mary, 
leaving the room, returned in a few moments with a 
sheet of paper, which she placed in her mother’s hands, 
trembling with emotion as she did so. Mrs. Osborne 
read aloud the following lines :— 

“ON MY DEAREST MAMM4A’S PICTURE. 

“* My mother! oh how sweet her smile! 
How kind and beaming are her eyes! 

Not all the treasures upon earth 
Like that lny’d image do I prize.
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& My mother ! ifon thy likeness 
To gaze I find e’en now so sweet, 

How joyous, oh how joyous then, 

Thine own lov’d self once more to meet} 

3¢ My mother ! seas betwixt us roll; 

Far from thy children now thou art; 

And yet I feel thee near to me— 

Yes, ever near mine inmost heart, 

s¢ My mother! oh may many a year 

Of cloudless joy and peace be thine; 

And may the bliss of pleasing thee, 

And doing all thy will, be mine ! 

$¢ Mother! should sorrow ever come 

To overcloud thy life’s bright day, 

Ob be it mine with duteous love 

To soothe each care, each grief allay! 

s¢ My mother! sweetest name on earth, 

Soon may I all its sweetness know! 

Then shall my heart with joy and praise 

To Him, the Fount of love, o’erflow.” 

As Mrs. Osborne went on reading, her voice lost its 

measured tone of indifference, for those silent breathings 

of her daughter’s love stirred the truer feelings of a 

mother’s heart within her, and she became painfully 

conscious how utterly she had failed to realize the hopes 

which had been thus fondly cherished. 

“These are, indeed, very pretty verses,” said she, 

drawing Mary to her side, and imprinting on her cheek 

a fonder kiss than had been given since the first day of 

their meeting in England. 

But had the whole tide of her feelings thus rapidly 

turned to their natural channel, or was this sudden gush 

of affection a merely evanescent feeling, destined to 

fade away as quickly as it had seemed to blossom ? 

Time will show. Meanwhile, it was so new a thing to
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Mary to receive any mark of fondness from her mother, 
that Mrs. Osborne’s moment of tenderness seemed to 
fill her heart with sunshine for many an hour after. 

This was a golden day in Mary’s life. 

Us 
LIFE IN THE SCHOOL-ROOM. 

Ir was the hour appointed by Miss Barter for the re- 
creation of her pupils, a time when they might pursue 
their own little plans or amusements, unfettered by her 
presence or her regulations. She was in her own 
chamber writing a letter, when the sound of a scream 
drew her back into the school-room, a pleasant apart. 
ment opening out through a glass door into the garden. 
She found Hdith sobbing violently, and at the same 
time scolding, in no measured terms, the housemaid for 
some supposed delinquency, while Mary was vainly 
attempting to soothe and reason with her excited sister. 

“She did it on purpose, Iam sure sue did; just to 
revenge herself on me because mamma was displeased 
with her for not folding up my things when I left them 
about. She is a spiteful creature, and I tell her so to 
her face.” 

The poor young housemaid looked aghast at these 
fierce accusations, but it seemed impossible for her to 
speak a word in her own defence while the torrent of 
Hdith’s invectives were being so passionately poured 
forth. 

Miss Barter quietly, but decidedly, insisted on 
Hdith’s immediate silence, and the angry little girl,
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overawed by her strong calm will, became perfevtly 
still. 

“Tell me, Anne, if you please, what you have been 
doing to displease Miss Edith so much.” 

“You are going to listen to that girl—you would 
not listen to me,’ muttered Hdith, in a low sullen 

tone. 

“T have already heard you say much—only too 
much,” replied Miss Barter; “and now I wish to hear 
what Anne has to say for herself.” 

Anne then informed Miss Barter that her mistress 
having lately been displeased with her for having neg- 

lected Miss Edith’s bullfinch, while at the same time 

Miss Edith had ordered her never to touch its cage, she 
felt perplexed what to do this morning when she per- 
ceived that the cage was very dirty, and the poor little 
creature left without water or seeds. ‘So I was be- 
tween two minds about it,” added she, “but thought 

my mistress was the first to be minded; so I cleaned 
the tray and put fresh seeds into the drawer. Then I 
slipped my hand into the cage to take out the empty 
cup, when, as ill luck would have it, Miss Edith opened 
the door and called out pretty sharply to me to go 
directly to her mamma. While my head was turned 
towards her—for I felt all in a fluster, ma’am—Bully 
darted out of his cage and escaped through the open 
door into the garden, where you may hear him singing 
away in the branches of that lilac tree yonder.” 

Here Hdith’s sobs were renewed : “ My own darling 
Bully! I shall never hear him sing again, and I loved 
him so dearly! and she knew it too, and she ought to 
have taken better care of him.” 

“My dear Edith, would you like to be judged as
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severely as you are judging your fellow-creature?” 

asked Miss Barter, gravely. “It seems sometimes 

to escape your recollection that ‘with the same mea- 

sure that we mete withal shall it be measured to us 

again.’ Besides, the account Anne has given of the 

matter seems very natural, and I hope she would 

be far from wishing to pain you by the loss of your 

bird; that is a wickedness I would be sorry to suspect 

her of.” 

“No, indeed, ma’am; for I am very fond of Bully,” 

replied Anne, “and would miss his pretty warbling, 

which has often lightened my heart when I was at 

work.” 
Edith’s only reply was a renewal of her convulsive 

sobs. Mary gently placed her arm around her sister, 

and sought to soothe her into stillness. “ Let me try,” 

said she, “whether I cannot lure back Bully into his 

cage. Perhaps I may succeed in doing so.” 

Saying thus, she took the cage, and putting into it a 

plentiful supply of his favourite hemp-seed, placed it on 

a green bank beneath the tree on which he was then 

joyously chanting his song of liberty. Before many mo- 

ments were passed, Bully had entered the cage, ana 

was feasting on his favourite food. He cast some furtive 

glances around to see if there were any foes at hand, and 

Edith was onthe point of darting out to close the door 

of his cage, when Mary, who had placed herself at a 

little distance behind a bush, signalled to her to remain. 

quiet. A moment or two later Bully had gained confi- 

dence, and was devouring the luscious seed without any 

fear of detection. Mary quietly approached the cage, 

and closed the door behind him. The little captive flut- 

tered against the wires of his cage, but vain were his



PREJUDICE LOST, AND LOVE WON. 

attempts to escape; he was once more a prisoner. 

Mary brought the cage in to her sister, who threw her 

arms round her neck, and called her her “‘ own dear good 

sister,” and then took the cage, and with half-endearing, 

half-angry words, expostulated with Bully for having 

thus attempted to escape from her. 

“No one but my own self shall ever meddle with 

you again, that I am determined on,” said she, in a 

somewhat imperious tone. 
“T hope, miss,’’ observed Anne, “that you will be so 

kind as to tell my mistress so; as otherwise she might 

be displeased with me for leaving the cage dirty.” 

“Never fear,” replied Edith. “Mamma will like 

me to have my own way about it. I know that,” con- 

tinued she, laughing. 

Ah! well might it have been for Hdith if she had 

not known it so well; for though possessing a warm, 

affectionate heart, she was gradually hardening into 

selfishness under the influence of a mother who loved 

this attractive child, “not wisely, but too well.” 

Miss Barter returned to her apartment to finish her 

letter. She felt perplexed at the growing difficulties of 

her position ; for it was often impossible to check the 

passionate impulses of her younger pupil without seem- 

ing to place herself in opposition to Mrs. Osborne, 

and she had too deep a conviction of the paramount 

authority of a parent to have recourse to this alternative. 

On returning to the duties of the school-room, she found 

Mary, who had a great talent for painting, seated at her 

easel, and doing in water-colours a small landscape 

wherein was depicted a cottage home overshadowed by 

two or three old ash-trees, beneath whose branches 

meandered a shining rivulet, A wreath of curling
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smoke rose from the gable-end chimney of the cottage, 
while before the door lay an outstretched dog which 
even in its slumbers seemed to be basking contentedly 
in the midday sunshine. It was a pleasing and sugges- 
tive scene, for it shadowed forth the ever-present activity 
of nature, mingled with the peaceful stillness of home 
life. 

Mary sighed as she rose from her easel, and prepared 
to lay aside her brushes. 

“That is a very pretty picture you are doing,” said 

Miss Barter to her pupil, “and I am sorry to take you 

away from it, but your music-master is expected every 

moment, and you are to take your lesson first to-day, as 

Edith is engaged just now with her mamma.” 

“Yes,” replied Mary, “she told me that mamma 

was taking her out to pay some visits, but that she 

would be back before the end of my lesson. Oh, how I 
wish,’ continued she, with another half-suppressed sigh, 

“that I had as much talent as Hdith has for music!” 

“ Why should you desire it so much P” inquired Miss 

Barter, with evident surprise; for she had never ob- 

served in Mary any tendency to jealousy or envy. 
“You have each been gifted in a different way, and your 

talent for painting is one that might be envied by many 
a young girl. Hdith’s may doubtless be the more popu- 

lar gift of the two, but I have long thought that no 
talent can be rightly or fully enjoyed except so far as we 

cultivate it thankfully—not with any view of exciting ad- 
miration in the world, but for the quiet home enjoyment 

of others as well as of ourselves.” 
Indeed, I don’t want to excite admiration in the 

world,” replied Mary, as the tears rolled down her 

cheeks, “but I would like to play and sing so as to
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please my dear mamma; for I perceive how much she 

delights in listening to Hdith, but she does not care to 

see my drawings.” 

Miss Barter was of too kind a nature not to sympa- 

thize truly with the feelings of a young and sensitive 

being; but she knew how important it was for Mary, 

under her present circumstances, to check the morbid 

regrets that might imbitter her whole existence, and 

also to strengthen her character so as to bear cheerfully 

the daily trials that might be appointed to her. 

“T can well understand your regrets, my dear young 

friend,” replied she, in a gentle tone, “and happily for 

you, there is One who understands them far better than 

I do, and who, doubtless, measures out his gifts to you 

most lovingly and wisely too. But what I want you to 

aim at is to cultivate every talent committed to you, be 

it small or great; not so much with a view to present 

results as because it is right and fitting you should do 

so, and also with the assured belief that each gift thus 

rightly used will in due season bring its destined blessing 

and enjoyment. Only one word more and I have done. 

Remember what I have often told you, that no woman 

is thoroughly prepared for the events of life who has not 

learned that afar higher and purer bliss is comprised in 

loving than in being loved.” 

“ Ah, but I would like to be loved too,” murmured 

poor Mary, as the door opened, and her teacher was 
announced. 

Miss Barter, who knew well what was passing in her 

heart, could only say, ‘‘ Wait and hope.” 
Mary began her music lesson rather dispiritedly, 

but quickly turned her whole attention to it, and re- 

ceived from her master the qualified praise that her
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performance had been very creditable to her. Just as 

the hour’s lesson was over, Mrs. Osborne entered the 

room with Hdith, who was welcomed with evident 

pleasure by Mr. Hayes. 

Mrs. Osborne said she hoped he was satisfied with 

his pupils. 
“Yes,” replied he, “I am perfectly satisfied with 

both of them. It is impossible for any young lady to 

be more attentive and painstaking than Miss Osborne : 

and as for Miss Edith, though she may occasionally be 

a little less careful about her time and so on,” said he, 

smiling, “yet Ihave no doubt she will do me great 

credit by andby.” 
The compliment which was thus implied in Mr, 

Hayes’ observation, was by no means thrown away upon 

Hdith ; but, lest there might be any doubt of her 

breathing in the sweet incense of flattery, her mother 

rejoined :—“ Yes, Hdith has a decided talent for music, 

and one grain of genius is worth all the plodding in the 

world.” 
Mary was not slow to comprehend this allusion te 

herself, and trembled with emotion as she rose from the 

piano. 

Mrs. Osborne caught the meaning of her daughter’s 

heightened colour and timid glance, and, remembering 

the verses by which she had been so deeply moved only 

a few days before, she reproached herself for having 

thus inconsiderately wounded Mary’s feelings; for Mrs. 

Osborne was not deliberately selfish or unkind. She 

was only impulsive and inconsiderate; and how much 

misery, alas! often springs from these negative faults 

in the daily course of domestic life! 

As she was about to leave the room, she approached
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Mary’s easel, and, noticing her sketch, observed that it 

was a very pleasing one, and that when finished it must 

be framed and hung up in her dressing-room, for that 

it was a sort of scene she liked to look upon. 

“T shall be delighted to place it there if you think 

it worthy of your acceptance, dear mamma,” replied 

Mary, her countenance beaming with pleasure at her 

mother’s approbation. 

Mrs. Osborne pressed her lips upon her daughter’s 

forchead, and left the room. That one kiss was a balm 

to Mary’s loving heart. Often, too, did Miss Barter’s 

words recur with pleasure to her thoughts, imparting 

to her strength for the present, and hope for the time 

to come. 

Words! how lavish—oftentimes, heedlessly lavish— 
are we all of them! and yet, when wisely and lovingly 

spoken, how full of might are they to the weak, of 

music to the sorrowful, and of teaching to the tempted 
and the ignorant! Let us then take heed to our 

words, lest we pain those unawares whom it ought te 

be our aim to cheer and comfort along the chequered 

pathway of life. 

IX, 
A SEASON OF EXPECTATION, 

Crcrt’s Midsummer holidays were begun, and he now 

formed part of the family circle at Homehurst. Gladly 

was he welcomed both by his mother and sisters, who 

were, as yet, but imperfectly acquainted with him; for 

previous to Mrs. Osborne’s return home, his vacations
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were usually spent at the house of an uncle, because his 
grandmother’s health was too infirm to admit of her 
having so many youthful guests around her. Cecil was 
a merry, light-hearted boy, possessing good abilities and 

but little application ; apt to get into scrapes, and often, 
from mere heedlessness, annoying those whom he loved 
best. He was, in short, one of those whose future 

course seemed to depend much upon the influences by 
which he was surrounded, 

On first coming home he was at once drawn to his 

pretty, playful sister Edith, who was ever ready to 
share in his frolics and to join in his merriment. Mary 

he regarded as a “‘ phenomenon of prudence,” and his 

usual appellation of her was “Old Wisdom ;” a title 

which was not pleasing to the young girl, especially as 
she felt within herself the capability of appreciating 
fun and humour, whenever her heart was suffered to 

expand a little beneath the genial influence of kindness 
and of love. But she bore her brother’s bantering 
well, and gladly helped him, when, as was usually the 

ease, he came to seek her aid in any boyish difficulty or 

trouble. Mrs. Osborne was proud of her handsome 
son ; but she was by no means pleased at his engrossing 

so much of Hdith’s company, and hinted to her more 

than once, that she seemed to care much less about 

being in the drawing-room since Cecil’s return home. 

“Where are Cecil and Hdith P” inquired Mrs. Os- 
borne of her eldest daughter one morning when the 
breakfast table was prepared, and neither of her younger 
children appeared. 

“They have just run out into the garden,” replied 
Mary, “but Iam sure they will be here immediately. 

Shall I go and call them, mamma?”
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“No, my dear, you need not be so officious,” said 

Mrs. Osborne, who was out of humour at Hdith’s 

seeming neglect of her. 

Mary coloured up and remained silent. A few 

moments later, Cecil and Edith entered the room. 

Edith, as usual, threw herself in her mother’s arms, 

but did not meet quite so warm a response as she was 

accustomed to receive. 

“Where have you been?” asked Mrs. Osborne. 

“‘ Breakfast has been ready these five minutes, and I 

cannot be kept waiting for my children.” 

“T went to take a race in the garden with Cecil,” 

was Hdith’s prompt reply. 

“ Ah! I thought it was Cecil’s fault,” observed Mrs. 

Osborne, glancing towards her son. 

“ No, indeed,” cried out Cecil, in a tone of indigna- 

tion. ‘“ Hdith knows that it was she who called me 

out just as I was on my way to the breakfast-parlour.” 

“T said nothing to the contrary,” replied Hdith. 

“ But I think, at all events, that Mary might have told 

us that breakfast was ready,” added she, pouting, for 

she was quite unused to the slightest expression of 

displeasure from her mother’s lips, and consequently 

felt out of humour with everybody around her. Mary 

remained silent, fearing to irritate her mother by the 

slightest attempt at self-exculpation. 

“T would not allow her to do so,” said Mrs. Osborne, 

who was not unobservant of her silence, nor altcgether 

unconscious of the feeling that caused it. 

Breakfast over, the two young girls retired with 

Miss Barter to their usual course of morning studies. 

Cecil, taking up a newspaper, threw himself into an 

easy chair, and yawned aloud.



PREJUDICE LOST, AND LOVE WON. 

“Tam afraid you already begin to find it dull at 
home,” observed his mother. 

“Oh, no, ’tis quite jolly to be with you all again,” 
replied he ; “and many a time have I longed to have my 
mother and sisters to care a little about me; but one 

misses at first the lot of young fellows who are always 
ready fora lark. Girls are not up to that sort of thing, 
you know; although,” added he, with an air of incipient 
manly superiority, “they are very well in their own 
way.” 

His mother could not refrain from smiling, but she 
said, in reply, that she hoped before long he might have 
some companions better suited to him, and that mean- 
while she would indulge him now and then with a 
pony to take a ride over the hills. 

“You are areal trump,” cried out Cecil, springing 
up from his lounging attitude, “‘and by way of crowning 
the matter, do let me have a scamper to-day.” 

“Yes, the weather is so fine that it is a pity you 

should not fully enjoy it,” replied Mrs. Osborne, looking 

pleasantly at her son; “but,” added she more gravely, 

“don’t teach Hdith any of those strange words you are 

so fond of using. She is so quick and clever that she 

would pick them up immediately, and it would displease 

me much if, for instance, I heard her calling me ‘a 

trump’ as you have just done.” 

“‘Oh, she has picked up a score of them already,” 

replied Cecil, laughing, “but I shall endeavour to speak 

for the future in the most approved school-room fashion. 

And now Iam off to look for a pony, a spanking one 

he must be to suit my taste. Good-bye.” And off ran 

the merry boy in pursuit of a fitting steed. 

On the evening of this same day, when the young
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people were gathered together around their mother’s 

tea-table, she communicated to them the joyful news that 

by a letter just received from their father, he might be 

expected home in the course of a few weeks, as he had 

written from Calcutta to say that he meant to return 

home on pressing business by the next overland mail, 

and that immediately on reaching England he would 

hasten to Malvern to embrace his wife and children. 

“We may, perhaps, at first feel a little strange to each 

other,” wrote he, “but I hope that my children will 

quickly learn to love their father.” 

“We shall not need to learn it,” observed Mary 

to her mother, “for I am sure we love papa dearly 
already.” 

* Oh, how jolly it will be to have him amongst us !” 

cried out Hdith, as she danced round the table with 

pleasure. 

“ Jolly !” exclaimed Mrs. Osborne; “I must beg of 
you never to let me hear you use again any slang of 
that sort; it may do very well for schoolboys perhaps, 

but a more refined language is suitable for young ladies. 

I wonder that Miss Barter has allowed you to adopt 

such words as that.” 

“Oh, I take care not to say anything of that sort 

before her; she is so precise.” 
“A perfect Argus,’ exclaimed Cecil, laughing. 

“But she is one of the right sort after all, for she has 

a good opinion of me.” 
“A good opinion of you! Pray, how did you learn 

that ?” asked Mrs. Osborne, with a smile. 

“T know it perfectly by the kind way that she 

jooks and talks to me. She does not say, ‘ Master 

Cecil, be quiet ;’ ‘Master Cecil, you are a perfect nui-
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sance in the school-room,” as my cousin’s governess 
used often to do, an old quiz as she was; so I say, ‘ Bar- 
ter for ever!’ tossing up his cap in the air just at the same 
moment that Miss Barter entered the room to join the 
family party at tea. A half-suppressed smile was ex- 
changed between the young people. Mrs. Osborne was 
too well bred to betray any sign of confusion. 

“ Cecil, go and put away your cap,” said she, “this 
is no place for it;” and on turning to Miss Barter, in- 
formed her of the news that had been just received, and 
which was listened to by Miss Barter with evident plea- 
sure, for she knew how to sympathize in the gladness of 
those around her. 

The ensuing month was one of longing expectation 
at Homehurst, and many were the discussions that took 

place among the younger members of the circle as to 

what might be the result of their father’s return home. 

At length it was announced by the telegraph that 

the Indian mail steamer had reached Marseilles, and the 

days began to be counted up to the: time of Mr. 

Osborne’s expected arrival. Mrs. Osborne’s anxiety to 

see him again made her more nervous than usual; a 

small matter sufficed to irritate or excite her. “‘ Will 

you never learn to shut the door quietly ?” said she to 

Cecil, as he came briskly into the room to tell her of 

some plan he had formed for the day. The boy looked 
rather crestfallen at this reproof, which was uttered in 

a sharp tone of voice. Immediately afterwards Edith 
rushed into the room, and throwing her arms round her 

mother’s neck, besought leave to ride up the Worces- 
tershire beacon on a pony with Cecil. 

“Tt will be so jolly for us two to scamper over the 
hills together.”
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“ Jolly again! Ihave already desired you not to use 

those schoolboy expressions, and as for allowing you to 

ride alone with Cecil, that is quite out of the question ; 

you are both too young and giddy to be trusted 

together.” 

“ Giddy!” re-echoed they both together. “I consi- 

der myself a model of steadiness,” said Cecil, “only a 

very little inferior to Old Wisdom herself.” 

“Pray, who is this Old Wisdom with whom you are 

comparing yourself?” inquired Mrs. Osborne. 

“That is the name he has given Mary,” said Edith, 

laughing. 
Atanother time Mrs. Osborne would only have smiled 

at the nickname bestowed upon her eldest daughter, but 

just now she was a little jealous of Edith, who since her 

brother’s arrival had been much less assiduous in her 

attendance on her mother. Therefore, she observed that 

it wasa bad habit to give nicknames to others, and then 

reiterated her refusal for the reasons already assigned. 

“ Besides,’ added she, addressing Ndith, “ you seem 

quite to have forgotten that I had promised to take you 

a, drive to-day to Cowley Park. I remember the time 

when nothing seemed so pleasant to you as being with 

your mother; but matters are changed now, and I am 

favoured with much less of your company than a little 

while ago. Not thatit makes much difference to me, 

but for your own sake, I wish you to be a little more 

consistent in your conduct. Mary will be my com- 

panion to-day, so I do not require you to accompany 

me.” 

The poisoned barb of jealousy entered, alas! but 

too easily into Edith’s heart, for she could not endure a 

rival in her mother’s fondness, even though it might be
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found in the person of a loving sister. She threw her- 

self passionately into her mother’s arms, calling her by 
many an endearing name, and saying that no one else 
could love her ‘darling mamma as she did. 

“Imust and will_go with you to-day,” said she, 
“no one shall prevent mie.’ 

Mrs. Osborne gave way to this outburst of im- 
petuosity ; and so she was accompanied by both her 

    

        

      

    

  

  

daughters in her afternoon drive to Cowley Park, 

whose peaceful rural beauty might fittingly have dis- 
pelled each passing cloud in the human heart; but 

Edith gave no heed to the still sweet voice of Nature 

that breathed around. She sat sullenly opposite to her 
mother, who, by way of piquing her a little, addressed 

her conversation chiefly to Mary, and showed unwonted 

regard to her opinions and feelings. Mary, who knew 

nothing of what had so recently passed, was full of 

happiness on finding herself thus kindly treated by her 

mother. The hidden poetry of her nature was called
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forth by the scenes around her, and Irs. Osborne was 
surprised to find herself both cheered and elevated by 
the society of her eldest daughter. 

On reaching home, she said, “ You have really made 
my drive very pleasant to-day, but I cannot say as 
much for Edith; she has taken care not to contribute 
much to our amusement.” 

Edith looked sullen and downcast. As soon as Mary 
was alone with her, she inquired, in a kind tone, 
whether she was unwell. No reply was vouchsafed to 
her. 

“Do tell me, dearest Hdith. I cannot bear to think 
you may have some suffering that J know not of.” 

So saying, Mary placed her arm tenderly round her 
sister’s neck. Hdith started back from her touch as if 
it had been the fang of a viper. 

“You are a hypocrite, Mary. You know very weil 
what is the matter with me; and you want to worm 

yourself into mamma’s good graces. But you never can 

take my place, do what you will; nor will she ever care 
for you half as much as she does for me, that I can tell 

you; for she thinks you too grave and too plain. I 

heard her say so myself.” 

Never before had Edith allowed such cruel words to 

escape her lips, nor would she have done so now if the 
darker side of her nature had not been suffered to gain 

a passionate ascendancy over her. Oh! when shall we 

all learn to check the tide of evil at its very source, 
before the downward torrent rushes on so as to defy 

our own unaided efforts to resist it? 

Scarcely had Edith uttered these words, when, in 
spite of all her inconsiderateness, she bitterly repented 

having spoken them, But the arrow had sped its way
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to Mary’s heart. Despite her habit of self-coutrol, she 

burst into tears. 

“Oh, Edith! I am no hypocrite,” said she, “ and 

as for wishing to supplant you in any way, I love you 

too dearly for that. Are you not my own darling 

sister, whose happiness is dearer to me than that of 

any other being on earth, save one?” 

Edith was now overwhelmed with shame .and sor- 

row. She threw herself into Mary’s arms, entreated 

her forgiveness, spoke of herself in the most humi- 

liating terms, and even confessed that she had exagge- 

rated her mother’s words concerning Mary’s appearance. 

“Indeed, you are worth a hundred of me every 

way ; | know it well. Do love me and forgive me, my 

own dear sister.” 

Words like these were interrupted by sobs so violent 

and convulsive, that Mary, even by the tenderest as- 

surances and warmest caresses, could scarcely still the 

evief of her impulsive sister. She at length drew her 

into the garden, where the silent beauty of the fragrant 

shrubs, and the sweet song of birds, helped to allay 

Hdith’s agitation. But one word of Mary’s contributed, 

perhaps, more than aught else to quiet her excited 

spirit. 

“Have I so much to be forgiven?” asked she 

glancing upwards to the cloudless sky, which seemed 

to look down upon them with a serene aspect; “have 

Iso much to be forgiven? and can I fail to forgive 

what is so little, so very little, in comparison ?” 

“Ah!” replied Edith, “you are much better than 

Lam.” 

“Hush, hush! interposed Mary, quickly, “or you 

will now really offend me.”
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“Will you pray for me, Mary ?” 

“Yes, now and ever, dearest Hdith.” 

The sisters were at this moment called in to th 

studies. One gentle kiss sealed their reconciliatior 

Edith was more softened and subdued than usual in 

her manner, and Mary, though still retaining a painful 

impression of the words which had been so heedlessly 

uttered by her sister, yet enjoyed that calm peacefulness 

of spirit which cannot be destroyed by aught of earth, 

for it is a plant of heavenly growth. 

  

iY. 

JOY IN THE HOME. 

Iris a warm summer evening, and the whole family 

party are gathered together on a grassy plot in the 

garden, beneath the shade of an outspreading mulberry 

tree: chairs and tables have been brought out, and tea 

is laid there by desire of Mrs. Osborne, and in compli- 

ance with the wishes of her son, who helps to lay out 

all sorts of good things on the table, and says it will 

turn out quite a jolly affair. A servant approaches Mrs. 

Osborne, and presents her with a telegraphic message, 

which she unfolds with a trembling hand, for her heart 

misgives her lest it should prove the bearer of some 

unwelcome tidings. 

“Arrived at Southampton. Off immediately to 

Malvern.—H. C. 0.” 

Mrs. Osborne’s emotion was so great that the mes- 

sage dropped from her hand. Cecil picked it up and 

read it aloud.
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“Hurrah! Papa will be here immediately. Look 
here! It is dated 6 a.m, and by the carelessness of 
some rascally official, it has been delayed on the road.” 

Scarcely had he said this when the sound of car- 
riage wheels were heard outside the garden wall. All 
sprang to their feet. Cecil rushed to the garden door, 
and there, at the entrance of the house, stood acab laden 
with luggage, and a gentleman inquiring whether this 
was the residence of Mrs. Osborne. One glance passed 
between them. No introduction was required. “My 
father !” “My son.” A moment or two later and Mr. 
Osborne found himself clasped in the arms of his wife, 
with his children clinging around him—one of those 
happy moments in life which more than compensate 
for years of anxiety and care. 

Miss Barter had the good taste and discretion to 
withdraw from this family meeting. She felt that no 
stranger’s eye should rest upon a scene in which all were 
bound together by the dearest and closest ties. 

Mr. Osborne looked round upon his children, and 
seemed lovingly to scan their countenances. “ Mary's 
eyes are very like yours, my love,” said he, addressing 
his wife. Mary coloured up with pleasure at this ob- 
servation, for she had feared in her inmost heart that 
her father too might be prejudiced against her by the 
““plainness” of her looks. 

“Edith is generally thought to be most like me,” 
replied Mrs. Osborne. 

“Her features are so, perhaps,” rejoined her hus- 
band ; “but they will both be all the dearer to me for 
bearing some resemblance to their mother. And Cecil, 
my boy, let me see who you are like, You remind me 
of my own father, and you could not be like a worthier
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man. But where is Miss Barter? I had a glimpse of 

her on first coming in here, and I wish to thank her for 

her good care of our children in our absence.” 

Edith ran to call Miss Barter, who quickly made 

her appearance, and received gratefully the expression 

of Mr. Osborne’s thankfulness to her. 

The evening sun glimmered through the branches 

of the fruit-bearing mulberry tree, so that both sky and 

earth seemed to harmonize with the joy of this reunited 

family. 

Mr. Osborne was in most respects as different as 

possible from his wife, to whom he was not the less 

devotedly attached ; a plain, intelligent man of business, 

upright in his dealings, acute in observation, and yet 

unsuspicious in his temper, caring but little for the 

pomps or pleasures of life, and yet anxious that 

his wife should enjoy them all. Before many hours 

were gone by, he seemed to have read clearly the cha- 

racters and dispositions of his children. His eye rested 

with peculiar complacency on Mary, whose countenance 

gained a new charm from the consciousness she felt of 

her father’s preference. He overheard a pettish reply 

of Hdith’s to some wish expressed to her by Miss Bar- 

ter, and the next time he was alone with his wife he 

asked her whether Edith was not a little spoiled. 

“Oh no,” replied her fond mother ; ‘‘ but she is very 

sensitive, and the poor darling cannot bear being found 

fault with. Don’t you think that she promises to be a 

lovely creature ?” 
“Yes, she is very pretty, and knows it, perhaps, a 

little too well. Mary’s eyes are much finer, and though 

her features are not regular they are far more expres- 

sive than Hdith’s; but,” added he, on perceiving a light
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cloud flitting across his wife’s countenance, “th ney are 
both very nice creatures, and will, I hope, prove a great 
comfort to us when they area little older. Cecil, too, is 
a fine-spirited boy, but will require a little manage- 
ment. 

After a few days spent most Nana: in the bosom of 
his family, Mr. Osborne went upto London on business, 
and wrote shortly afterwards to acquaint his wife that 
a large speculation in which he had been engaged pro- 
mised to turn out so advantageously that he had re- 
solved not to return to India, but to settle at once at 
home, and that he was now in treaty for a mansion in 
Belgravia. “ There, ” he continued, ‘you will enjoy all 
the comforts and luxuries of. life, and our daughters will 

_have the advantage of the best masters; and when they 
are old enough to be introduced into dai, they will 
be so under the most favourable circumstances.” 

Cecil had already returned to school; but the young 
girls were informed of the arrang ie their father 
had made for a residence i in town. ‘The idea was fall of 
novelty to them, and they were both alike pleased with 

: the anticipation. Many were the questions asked of 
' Miss Barter, who had long lived in London, and who 
opened out to them a vista of unbounded promise—so 
rich and varied are the sources of interest to all ages 
and all minds in our British metropolis. 

‘ But we shall have no. pretty lanes and ereen fields 
-to walk in,” said Mary, inquiringly.  ~ 

_ “And no hills to climb, or ponies to ride upon,” 
exclainred Hdith, xe 

“Tb only results in one plain fact that meets us in 
every passage of our life,” replied Miss Barter, “that 
as no landscape is without shadow, so no position of life
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but must have its drawbacks. The great secret: of 
enjoyment is to look rather at the sunshine of our daily 
path than at the darker spots that may be in view.” _ 

Now came a time of bustle and of packing—a time 
which has always many charms for very young people 
whose imaginations teem with images of some fairy 
land of brightness and of beauty which looms in the 
unknown future that lies before them; nor would we 
wish to. disenchant them of their dreams, The graver 
realities of life come soon enough to all. 7 

y. 
LIFE IN LONDON, — 

A MANSION in Belgravia, furnished with almost Eastern 
magnificence; a long train of servants waiting to supply 
every want, and attend on every caprice; a handsome 
equipage for out-of-door recreation and exercise—such 
were the aspects of the new home to which Mr. 
Osborne conducted his family in the winter of 185—. 
Mrs. Osborne enjoyed her position with that languid 
sort of satisfaction felt by ladies who have been used to 
a life of luxurious ease in India. 

Mary was by no means indifferent to all the charm- > 
ing novelties by which she was surrounded, and spent 
much time in examining the treasures of Hastern art 

which her parents had brought home with them. 
_ dith was enchanted with everything about her, and it 

was long before she could bo persuaded to settle down



PREJUDICE LOST, AND LOVE WON. 

to any sort of occupation. Fortunately for her, Miss 

‘Barter was absent for a while visiting her friends; and 

so Edith was allowed a long holiday. But the longest 
holiday must have an end, and the last day of Miss 

Barter’s absence had now arrived. 
Edith ran restlessly from the conservatory to the 

drawing-room; bestowing her admiration anew upon 

fragrant hot-house plants, Indian pagodas of delicately 

carved ivory, rich stuffs embroidered with gold and 

beeties’ wings, quaint antique cabinets, filled with ob- 
jects of rare and costly workmanship, until she was 

- fairly exhausted by her efforts to be amused, and threw 
herself into’an arm-chair in her mother’s boudoir, where 

Mrs. Osborne was resting on a chaise longue by the 
fireside. Mary stood by her side with the small paint- 
ing which has already been described, but which was 
now set ina plain but handsome frame, suited to its 
intended place in her mother’s dressing-room. Mrs. 
Osborne seemed pleased with her daughter’s gift, and 
Mary looked supremely happy. 

Just then her father entered the room, and, looking 
-at the picture, “Is this your work?” asked he of Mary, 
On being answered in the affirmative; “There is a 
great deal of talent both in the composition and 
colouring,” said he, “‘and I hope you will do one for 
my dressing-room too. I shall like much to have it 
ere, ’ 

Mary blushed with pleasure at her father’s praise, 
‘but she observed with pain a cloud passing over her 
mother’s brow, as Mr. Osborne inquired whether Edith 
had any talent for drawing. Though Mrs. Osborne had 
of late been somewhat soln in her feelings towards 
Mary, yet she could not endure that there should, even —
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by implication, be any comparison unfavourable to her 
darling Edith. 

“No,” replied she, “but she ag a. delightfal talent 
for music, and has the promise ‘of a charming voice. 
You must remember that she is a mere child yet, and 
we must not expect too much from her.” 3 

“Tam afraid she is an idle little puss,” said Mr. 
Osborne, smiling good-naturedly at her, “and likes play 
better than work.” 

“Tam going to take you both out for a drive in the 
park,” said Mrs. Osborne to her daughters, “and you 
may go and put on your things.” 

Scarcely had they left the room when she observed 
to her husband, that he must take care not to spoil 
Mary by praising her too much, as she was just at an 
age when it was es to bring Fone girls too 
forward. 

“There does not seem to me much peril in that 
quarter,” replied Mr. Osborne, “ for Mary is rather shy 
and timid. Hdith is far more likely to be easily spoiled, 
as she seems pretty well satisfied with herself, and never 
hesitates to give her oe on any matter that may 
be discussed before her.” | 

_. “You must not be hard upon that poor child,” said 
Mrs. Osborne. “She is so much admired by every 
one, that it is natural, perhaps, that she should be a 
little Bers but that will all wear off when she gets | 

- more sense.’ 

“Well, my dear, you, of course, must know best; 
but I have always understood that vanity does 3, 

diminish as a young lady advances in her teens. Lhope 
that whatever personal advantages they may either lack — 
or possess, they will both turn out amiable, sensible —
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women, and then they will prove a comfort to us in 
our advancing years.” : 

Life went on for about a couple of years in an easy 
course at the mansion in Haton Square. Mary and 
Hdith were busily engaged with the best masters under 
Miss Barter’s kind superintendence, and they each 
made rapid progress in their favourite accomplish- 
ments.. Mary devoted much of her time, also, to the 
more solid branches of education. But the pretty 

light-hearted Edith gave but little attention to any 
study beside that of music, in which she became such a 
proficient, that her talent was often exhibited and 
applauded at the matinées musicales given by her 
mother. Her father having asked her one evening to 
sing for him the simple melody of ‘* Home, Sweet 
Home,” she excused herself by saying that she had 
been taught only German and Italian music. Hdith 
had not yet learned the happiness of contributing to 
the charm of her own domestic circle. 

Mrs. Osborne became gradually more and more en- 
grossed in a round of dinner and evening parties, in 
which her husband often reluctantly shared, as his 
time and thoughts were fully occupied by the grave 
business of making money. Had Mrs. Osborne been 
gifted with a common share of observation, his often- 
times clouded brow and absent manner might have 
awakened her anxiety. The more thoughtful Mary, 
now verging on womanhood, was not unmindful of the 
change in her father’s aspect, and more than once he 
caught her eye resting on him with a look of affection- 
ate anxiety. Atsuch times he would begin to talk in 
an unconcerned tene on some ordinary topic, so as to 
disarm her suspicions.
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' Mrs. Osborne, herself, was startled one day by the 
sternness of his manner, when, in réply to. Cecil, who 
petitioned for some boyish indulgence, enjoyed by many 
of his comrades, he replied, that he must learn to con- 
tract rather than increase his expenses; adding that 
the youths of the present day were all men before — 
their time, and that he would have none of that sort of 
extravagance in his family. ‘The tone in which he 
said this differed so much from his usual manner that 
his wife looked at him with surprise. He observed her 
glance, and hastily left the room. Cecil said that there 
were storms brewing in the higher atmosphere, and that 
he would retreat as fast as possible from their nearer 
approach. Mrs. Osborne, who loved her husband too 

well to suffer even a covert allusion that was unfavour- 
able to him, desired Cecil to remember that his father 
had always a good reason for his decisions, and that he 
must not presume to question them. Cecil whistled 
and left the room. Inttle did Mrs. Osborne surmise 
how full of serious reality was the metaphor which had 
been so lightly made use of by her son! 

  

VI, 
ADVERSE DAYS. 

A rnw days subsequent to the conversation that has just 
been related, Mr. Osborne was sitting in his study with | 
a pile of papers before him, some of which he was in- 
vestigating with an anxious perplexed look, when a gentle 
tap was heard at his door. ‘Come in,” he cried out. 

Mary entered the room, bearing in her handsa small
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picture. ‘You asked me long ago,” she said, “to doa 
painting for your dressing-room; but until now, I have 
failed in my attempts to accomplish anything that in the 
least satisfied me. My master said yesterday that this 
was my very best; and so I hope you will kindly give 
it a place in your room. I wish I had been able to do 
something more worthy ofa place there.” 

“Come, let me look at it,.my child,” said Mr. 

Osborne, drawing her gently towards him. ‘More 
worthy!” he exclaimed; “it is quite a chef-d'wuvre, and 
ought to be placed in a public exhibition rather than 
be hidden in my room. And the subject is so fresh and 

pleasing! Let me see. ‘There is a cottager’s wife 
standing at her door, with an infant in her arms, while 
with one hand she shades her eyes from the evening 
sun that she may the better disccrn hor husband, who 
is returning home from his work, with a spade over his 
shoulder—a pleasing subjeet, and poctically rendered 
too; all bespeaks peace and contentment. The house- 
ee is, I perceive, already wagging his tail with canine 
delight ; and the overshadowing ash-trec is tinged with 
golden hues by the setting sun. The sight of such 
simple happiness will help to cheer me when I am 
overdone with the cares and toils of business. But, 

Mary, you seem to have a great liking for cottages; how 
would you like to live in one P”’ 

‘Mary was struck by the seriousness of her father’s 
face as he asxed this question. 

‘““T love the country very much,” she replied, “ and 
could live happily in the nee house, where I had 
oe and mamma with me.’ 

>, Osborne gazed earnestly at her fora moment. 
. ae said he, ‘‘I cannot bear to tell ill news to your
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dear mother—she is so ill able to bear it; and yet it 
must be broken to her, before long, that she will have 
to give up her house, carriage, and retinue of servants, 
and live in a quiet humble way to which she has never 
been accustomed. I do not wish the public prints to 
acquaint her first that her husband is likely to be a 
bankrupt.” 

“A bankrupt!” re-echoed Mary, Icoking pale and 
startled, for she had no experience in matters of busi- 
ness; and the idea of bankruptcy was associated in her 
mind with guilt and disgrace. 

Mr. Osborne quickly read her fears, and allayed 
them by saying, “ Thank God, however, I have done 
nothing to disgrace my family or tarnish my own good 
name. If I amruined, it is owing chiefly to the un- 
principled recklessness of others whom I trusted too 
implicitly.” 

‘Ah, dearest papa! shall we not still be happy, since 
we are all left to each other?” asked Mary; and then 
added, in a lower and more timid voice, “ Other and far 
higher treasures are still within our reach, such as no 
evil man can rob us of now, or for ever and ever.” 

“You are right, my child,” replied he; “ but amid 
the turmoil of business I have almost forgotten this 
treasure. Perhaps my present misfortune may teach 
me to value it more. But what are we to do about your 
mother? Who shall break this sad affair to her ?”’ 

“ You, papa,” replied Mary, in a tone of decision not 
habitual to her; “she loves you so dearly that it is best 
she should hear it from your own lips. It would not 
do for me,” added she, colouring, “to speak to her of | 
it; otherwise, I would gladly save you the trial of doing 
50.”



PREJUDICE LOST, AND LOVE WON. 

“You are right,” said Mr. Osborne; “and I will do 

so at once.”. Then pressing his lips on his daughter’s 

fair open brow, he smiled sadly as he said, ‘‘ Wherever 

may be my home, your painting shall be my daily com- 

fort. It will remind me of what you have been now 

saying. God bless you, my child,” said he, gravely, as 

Mary left the room. — 

The task of acquainting his wife with their reverse 

of fortune proved in some respects less painful than Mr. 

Osborne had anticipated. Mrs. Osborne was, in many 

respects, a weak woman, but she was devotedly attached 

to her husband; and a true wifely affection 1s a marvel- 

lous strengthener and refiner in times of sorrow or dis- 

appointment. After the first shock was over, she 

thought chiefly of her husband’s trials, nor did she 

yet realize the many privations and mortifications that 

must await her in so total a change of circumstances. 

The mansion in Haton Square, with its costly furni- 

ture, was sold; Mary employing some pocket-money 

she had treasured up for other purposes, in preserving, 

through Miss Barter’s agency, her mother’s pretty work- 

table and a couple of easy chairs which her parents were 

wont to occupy by their evening fireside. 

Mrs. Osborne was much pained by the passionate 
regrets expressed by Hdith at the change in their cir- 

cumstances; and yet, with all her wonted fondness, she 

made excuses for her when she overheard Mr. Osborne 

reprove her for her selfish sorrow. The peaceful con- 

tentedness of her sister spoke, however, more powerfully 

to her heart than his well-merited rebuke. 

Unclouded prosperity had not been favourable to 

Hdith’s character. Perhaps the hour of adversity may 

have some happier and wiser lesson in store for her.
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Mr. Osborne had engaged a small house in the 
neighbourhood of London, from whence he could reach 
the city daily by railway. And now the day arrived 
when they had to remove to their new home. It 
was a trying moment for all, when a cab drove up 
to the door for the purpose of conveying them to the 
railway station. Mary was pale, but perfectly calm. 
Tears sped their silent way down Mrs. Osborne’s cheeks, 
though she sought to conceal them from her husband’s 
anxious eyes; Hdith was convulsed with sobs which she 
vainly strived to check. Mary put her arm gently 
around her, and whispered to her, ‘‘ Dearest Edith, you 

have us all still to love, and won’t you help me to cheer 
mamma ?” 

* Yes, I will try to do so,” murmured out Hdith, 

as she received Bully’s cage, which Anne had handed 
into the carriage, and then seemed intent on taking care 
of her little favourite. A very brief railway journey 
brought them close to their new home, one of a row of 
small houses, rejoicing in the name of Prospect Terrace. 
although the only view they afforded was a small patch 
of flower garden in front, and a few dusty shrubs which 
partially concealed the road outside. Mrs. Osborne 
smiled faintly as her husband handed her out of the cab, 
and led her up to the hall door, on either side of which 
was a bow window lighting the two small sitting-rooms, 

_ into one of which Mr. Osborne conducted his wife, and 
placed her near the open window in her own easy chair, 
close to which was placed her pretty work-table. Cecil, 
who looked graver than usual, laid down upon it a small 
basket of violets, which he had gone to seek for in some 
distant lanes. 

“You are all too kind to me,” said she, in amore
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cheerful tone than might have been expected from her. 

“This is really a charming little apartment, and Mary’s 

picture looks so well over the chimney-piece! But 

what does all this mean? Here are our two easy chairs 

and my pretty work-table.” 
“These are Mary’s gifts,” replied Mr. Osborne, turn- 

ing towards his eldest daughter, who was standing be- 

hind her mother, and seemed half ashamed to acknow- 

ledge her gifts. 

“ Mary’s!”’ exclaimed Mrs. Osborne; “I do not de- 

serve such thoughtful love from her. These will be more 

precious to me than all the costly furniture we have 

lately possessed.” 

So saying, she embraced Mary with all a mother’s 

tenderness, and then seating herself in the arm-chair, 

took up Cecil’s basket of violets, and thanked him for 

his sweet and acceptable present. © 

“T alone have nothing to offer you, dearest mamma,” 

said Edith, in a plaintive tone; “‘ but,” she whispered in 
her ear, ‘I mean to try and be more like Mary if I 

can. : 
“ Do so, my darling, and that will make me happier 

than all the gifts you could offer me.” 

9? 

a gow 

SUNSHINE IN THE NEW HOME. 

Mrs. Osnorne had borne wonderfully well the first 
shock of change in their fortune, but during her hus- 
band’s daily absence from home, and amid the petty 
difficulties caused by astraitened income, her spirit gave
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way, and she would sometimes lament their present 
altered condition in a way that pained and distressed 
Mary from her inability to meet her mother’s craving for 
many comforts and elegancies to which she had been 
accustomed all her life long. Mrs. Osborne’s appetite 
was indifferent, and she often turned away with disgust 
from viands which were ill cooked by an inexpert ser- 
vant girl. Mary purchased a cookery book, and gave a 
pleasing surprise to her mother by some well-dressed 
delicacy that suited her palate. Often she laid aside 
her pencil or her book to perform some domestic duty 
which would otherwise have been neglected, and. daily 
did her mother feel herself more dependent for advice 

_ and comfort on the daughter who had once been slighted 
and uncared for. If anything went wrong, she would 
ask Edith, “ Where is Mary ? she will settle it for me.” 

Edith’s natural jealousy was sometimes awakened 
by this frequent reference to her sister, but despite her 
impulsive nature she checked the unworthy feeling. So 
unobtrusive, too, were Mary’s services that they were 
rather felt in their result than remarked in their activity, 
like the genial sunshine that animates and beautifies 
nature without disturbing its stillness. 

One day Mrs. Osborne lamented the want of a piano, 
saying that Hdith would forget her music, “and it was 
such an enjoyment for me to listen to it; but thereis no 
use in wishing for it,” added she, witha sigh, “ your 
father’s heart seems set on saving all he can until he has 
paid his creditors in full, and though it seems to me 
almost a Utopian plan, yet I cannot but approve of his 
decision, for itis a noble one; but I am sorry that you 
both should lose some of the advantages you had gained 
xrom good masters.” |
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Mary pondered over this wish of her mother’s with 
a longing desire to have it gratified. Her paintings, 

some of which had been so much praised by her master, 

could they not now be turned to some account? A 
letter addressed to her friend Miss Barter, who was then 

in London, soon decided the matter, and before many 

days ‘were over, several of her best works had been for- 
warded to Miss Barter’s care, and through an artist friend 
favourably disposed of. How delightful was Mary’s sur- 
prise when she received a cheque for a hundred pounds, 
accompanied with an intimation that if a few more of her 
paintings were forwarded to the same quarter, they 
would be sure to find ready purchasers. Mary’s heart 
was filled with thankfulness and joy. Her first thought 
was to procure for her mother the enjoyment she so 
much desired, and remembering that a cottage piano 
which had stood in her mother’s boudoir, and whose 

tones were peculiarly pleasing to her, had been disposed 
of toa pianoforte seller, she wrote once more to Miss 
Barter, entreating her, if possible, to repurchase it with- 

out delay. Gladly was the request complied with, and 
by return of post Mary was informed that this favourite 
instrument had been obtained for forty pounds, and would 
be forwarded without delay to Prospect Terrace. Mary’s 
heart beat high with anticipation of its arrival. It 
chanced the same evening that Mr. Osborne told his wife 
with evident concern that he had decided on withdrawing 
Cecil from Rugby, and placing him at a cheaper school. 

“T regret this much,” said he, “for another year 

there would have completed his school life, but it can- 
not be helped.” | 

Mrs. Osborne looked sad and downcast. ‘ You must 
_ know best what is right to do,” she said; “ but I wish, 

for poor Cecil’s sake, it could have been avoided.”’
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‘Edith cast an ‘eplaene look at her Sathor to see 

whether his decision was irrevocable. Mary’s cheeks 

glowed with anxiety and emotion, and scarcely dared to 

- speak out her plans and hopes. 
“Papa,” said she, with a trembling voice, “ how 

much more would Cecil’s schooling for the next. year 

cost at Rugby than at the school where you mean to 

place him ?” 
“ At least fifty or sixty pounds, and that is too much 

for me to sacrifice at the present moment.” 

“ But if I could pay that sum for him, would you 

permit me to do so P” 
‘¢ You, my dear child! where on earth do you expect 

to find such a large sum? Have you discovered a gold 
mine?” asked her father, smiling at what he deemed: to 
be some visionary idea of his daughter’s. 

“‘T have it here,” replied she, placing in her father’s 
hands bank-notes to the amount of sixty pounds. 

Mr. and Mrs. Osborne looked at each other with 
amazement. 

‘What does this mean?” inquired her father gravely. 
‘* | have received this sum for a few paintings,” re- 

plied Mary, half unwilling to allude to the source of her 

wealth. 
‘““My dear, my noble daughter!” exclaimed Mr. 

Osborne, folding her in his arms. 
Mrs. Osborne burst into tears. ‘‘My own darling 

Mary,” said she, “how unworthy I am of having such 
a treasure left me !” 

‘Pray, pray, don’t speak thus,” said Mary, attempt- 
ing to soothe her mother, who bestowed on her a most 
fond embrace. 

‘‘ Hollo! what is all this kissing about ?” exclaimed 
Cecil, who had been spending the day out, and just



PREJUDICE LOST, AND LOVE WON. 

entered the room. “Have you been falling out and 

making it up again?” oS 
“No,” replied his father gravely. “I will tell you 

what it is about. Your sister Mary has just handed me 
sixty pounds to obviate the necessity of your being 

_ removed from Rugby, as I felt compelled to do by my 
present straitened circumstances.” 

‘“* Mary gave it?” 
‘* Yes, she earned it by her paintings; so you see that 

the name of ‘ Wisdom’ you bestowed upon her long ago 
was no unfitting one, for she has proved the wisest of us 
all.”’ 

Cecil looked grave, and then said to his sister, “ How 
can I thank you enough for what you are doing for me? 
for indeed it would have been a sore struggle for me to 
leave old Rugby for any other school.” Then brighten- 
ing up, he added, “‘ Henceforth I shall liken you to the 
good fairy who never spoke without letting pearls and 
diamonds fall out ofher mouth; or, rather, I shall call 
you my guardian angel. Let me see,” touching her 
shoulders. playfully, “whether there are any wings 
sprouting out here.” 

Mary felt bewildered and oppressed by the love and 
thanks which seemed to pour out from all sides upon 
her, but it was sweet and restful to her to remember 
from whom that talent came by which she was enabled 
so unexpectedly to benefit her family. 

A new surprise awaited Mrs. Osborne on the follow- 
ing morning; when, on entering the drawing-room, 
she beheld her own pretty cottage piano at one end of 
the room. She stood transfixed with surprise. The 
rest of the party had already been made acquainted 
with this purchase, and watched with pleasure her dee 
lighted astonishment.
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“What does this mean?” inquired sho, looking 

around her. | 

“Tt isa gift to you, dearest mamma; I hope you will 

not refuse to gratify me by accepting it.” 
“ This is really too much; I cannot bear to have all 

your earnings spent upon me; but you have given me 

back one of the enjoyments I most longed for, and it 

will be all the more prized as coming from my beloved 

daughter.” | 

“Was I not right in comparing her to that good 

fairy ?’’ asked Cecil of his mother. “I shall keep a 

sharp look-out to see she does not drop any jewels out 

of her mouth.” 
All this time Hdith stood looking half grave, half 

delighted at all that was passing around her. She took 

advantage of a moment’s silence to seat herself at the 
piano and sing, in her sweetest tones, ‘‘ Home, Sweet 
Home,” the song for which her father had vainly asked 
in more prosperous days. Her parents listened with 

delight; but to no ears did this melody sound so sweet 
as to hers from whom this new source of enjoyment had 
been derived. 
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o “WEE MAGGIE.” 

BY FRANCES F. BRODERIP. 

—+— 

¢¢ rneRn’s papa!” 
The speaker was a boy 

NAW of fourteen, who had been kneel- 

. Sw ing by the low window seat with 
“ his head on his hands, intent on 

      

the perusal of a book. 

“ How do you know, Tom?” asked Alice, while she 

sedately turned down and tacked a hem for her younger 

sister, whose industry was somewhat disturbed by Tom's 

announcement. . 

‘Because I heard the trap go round the corner,” 

replied Tom, absently, after a moment's pause. 

“That might not have been papa,” replied Alice. 

(“ Lily, you are not paying a bit of attention, you must 

take neat little stitches, and not leave these great gaps 

between.) How do you know it was not the butcher, 

or the baker F”
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“ Yow would not know the difference, Alice,” replied 
Tom, with superb contempt; “girls never do! But J 
know when papa comes home as well as Pepper 
does.” 3 

“ But pwerhaps he wasn’t in de tarriage, Tom,” 

lisped little Lily, “ pwerhaps it was Dzim.” 
“It was papa himself, and no mistake,” asserted 

Tom, in a dogged tone, kicking up his heels very 
viciously, and digging his hands mto his ears, while he 
went on with his book. — 

“Tt was papa,’ observed May, who had not as yet 
taken any part in the discussion, “ for the carriage drove 
evenly into the yard, sol know papa was there; for 
when Jim takes it round I have often noticed he drives 
in with a crash, and then a pause, as if he had gone 
over the kerbstone.”’ 

‘Well done, bonnie May!” said Tom, thumping 
her back vigorously, by way of approbation, “that’s very 
neatly described for a girl.” 

“TI don’t think papa knows how his frequent comings 
and goings are watched,” observed Mrs. Singleton, 
who had hitherto listened quietly to the conversation, 
as she sat in the bow-window, a little apart. “I had 
fancied,’ she added with a smile, “ that no one watched 
the difference but myself; and after long years, it had 
become almost an unconscious habit with me. But 
papa ought to feel flattered at your attentions.” 

“IT suppose, mamma,” said Alice, “ you used at first 
to watch for papa’s coming home, and wish he was not 
always away so much, and now you have got accus- 
tomed to it, like other doctors’ wives.” 

‘I daresay the habit arose in the first instance from 
hat, Alice,” replied Mrs. Singleton; “but you know 1
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had so much to do, with all you young things about 
me, that I had hardly time even to miss papa.” 

“Don’t you know, Alice,” growled Tom, from the 

window, “that sensible women don’t always want men 
to be tacked to their apron-strings. What do you think 
Leonidas would have said to his wife if she had pes- 
tered him so?” 

‘“‘ As Leonidas was a brave man, and full of a high 
sense of honour,” replied Alice, bridling up, “I hope 
he would have been too noble to be rude to a woman, 
Tom, even if she were not quite so strong-minded as 

most of the Spartan women were. Do you think Arria 
was a ‘pestering’ woman too, Tom P”’ 

“T think,” said Mrs. Singleton, interposing to pre- 
vent a cross speech from Tom, “that (putting aside all 

the little classical byways into which we have been 

drawn, Tom) papa ought to feel very much flattered to 

know how his children watch for him.” 

“Then I am equally sure, he must wait to make his 
best bow till he is a little less tired,” said Dr. Singleton, 
coming in, ‘for this glowing May-day and the dusty 
roads, are enough between them to quench the ambition 
of a Cesar.” 

‘“‘ You have suppliants as urgent as ever Cesar had, 
i think,” said Mrs. Singleton, smiling. “ Here’s Tom, 
who has been teasing me for the whole of the morning, 
and hindering his sisters besides, about a new bat and 

ball you have promised him; and then Alice says, with 
a sigh, that papa had not taken her fora drive fora 
jong time ; and May has hung about the window for this 
last hour, watching to know if you were coming, that 
by second sight she might discover whether you have 
got ‘ Panl and Virginia’ in your pocket for her.” 

®
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* And what does little Lily beg for?” asked Dr, 
Singleton, taking the tiny maiden on his knee, “ has 
lily been watching for papa and his gifts P” 

““ Have ’oo dot any sucar pums, papa? and div’ me 
a, tiss too.” 

“Kisses and sweets too, Lilybud! You are a true 
woman, little one, and I hope you'll always get just 
enough of both to be quite wholesome for you, my win- 

some lassie.” 
The little fair child perched contentedly on her 

papa’s knee, and picked her sugar plums out of his 

open hand as daintily and deliberately as a robin picks 
up crumbs of bread. Lily Singleton was indeed a 
pretty little thing, with large blue eyes well fringed 
with dark eyelashes. Such eyes as these in children, 
so clear, so pure, and so frankly turned on you, always 
seem to me to have come so recently from their native 
skies, that they keep their kindred likeness faithfully yet. 
And childhood still lingered, and gleamed in the golden- 
hued tendrils of hair, that lay in small bright curls on 
her father’s breast. Years bring darker shades to both 
innocent bright eyes and light golden hair, but no 
change restores or improves on those dainty tints and — 
charms of early life; they vanish as ey as the 
bloom does from the erape. 

“And now,” said Dr. Singleton, “that I have paci 
fied one of my ypetitioners, let me hear, in order, the 
prayers of the rest. ‘Spake up, ’cordin’ to your size,’ as 
old Molly Pepper used to say, and let me hear your 
erievances.” 

“You know you promised me a bat and ball, pa, 
last week,” urged Tom, eagerly, “and the Brimstead 
boys are going to play us next month, so asI am one
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of our eleven, TI should be glad ot a new bat if you 
would give it me.” 

“Gently, Tom,” replied his father, smiling; “you 
huddle your words one over the other like a flock of 
shcep! One good reason quietly advanced is worth 
twenty allin one breath. Iam going down the High 
street, after lunch, to see a patient, and if you like, you 
can go with me, and we will call inat Rawson’s, and 
look for a bat.” 

“Oh, thank you, pa!” shouted Tom, rushing out to 
vent his delight in less confined quarters. 

“ Here’s ‘ Paul and Virginia,’ May ; so you may shut 
yourself up, and devour it for the rest of the day, if you 
like, as I suppose lessons are over.”’ 

May pounced on the book with great joy, and took 
Tom’s place at the window, being soon lost to all sense 
of outward proceedings. 

“Look, mamma!’ remarked Alice, “there’s old 

Pegey Hunter coming back from school, with her great 

silk umbrella open to keep off the bright sunshine. 
What a figure she is!” 

“Old whof” asked Dr. Singleton, with a somes 
what disturbed look on-his usually calm face. | 

“Miss Hunter, papa,” replied Alice, somewhat 

abashed, for she had not supposed her papa to be lister 

ing, as he threw himsclf wearily back in the great ar 
chair. 

“May Task why you bestow the elecant nick-name 
of ‘old Peggy’ on her?” inquired Dr. Singleton, 

gravely ; “her name is Margaret, but her scholars‘and 

all strangers address her as Miss Hunter; besides, f for 

one, and [am not singular in my opinion, should not 
call her old!”
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‘IT don’t know, papa, but every one calls her ‘old. 
Peggy ;’ she has an old face, papa, and she always looks 
very stern and cold.” 

“Her little scholars don’t think so, Alice,” replied 
Dr. Singleton ; “there’s not a tiny mite in the whole 
school who does not run to Miss Hunter when she is 
in pain or trouble. And if ever you had seen her 
cuddle and kiss them, with a soft light breaking like 
sunshine over her quict face, you would not call her 
cold and stern, or say that she is old! Do you know, 
my dear, that ib does not seem so very many years ago 
to me, when she wore a bright young face like your 
own, and was called ‘Wee Maggie.’ ” 

“Papa, you are not old, are you?” asked Alico, 
musing; “because if you remember her as a child, you 
can’t be very young.” 

“Did you ever hear me claim the secret of per- 
‘petual youth?” replied Dr. Singleton, drily ; “even if 
mamma, has the bad taste to look young in spite of her 
cap, don’t you know that I cultivate grey hairs vigo- 
rously, as becomes the patriarch of so many full-fledged, 
gaily-attired daughters.” | 

“ You are only joking, as usual, papa,” said Alice, — 
discontentedly. ‘Mamma, do ask him to tell us about 
Miss Hunter,” 

“I know all the story, Alice,” replied Mrs. Single- 
ton, “and indeed have known herself for many years. 
But I think it is a story that papa will do well to tell you, 
asa warning against jud cing by mere outward show.” 

“There, papa! now do tcll me the story; you know 
I am the only unsatisfied petitioner, so I think if I have 
had no promise of a drive, papa, you might at least tell 
me the story instead.”
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“You shall have both, Alice,” replied her father, 

dropping a kiss on her upturned face, as he passed on 
his way out, “the ride after lunch, for I am going to 
Bromleigh, and shall pass the dingle; and last time I 
was there the lilies promised a plentiful crop. Sol 

am going to take mamma there to-day, and you shall 

oo too if you can make yourself as small and light as a 

fairy to sit on the little seat; but mind, I must have no 

very big basket as well.” 
“Papa has not forgotten the last great load of 

flower-roots you burdened him with, Alice,” said her 

mother, langhing; “ you must be more moderate in your 

treasures, childie.”’ 

* Forgotten it, no,” replied the Doctor, ‘‘ nor Black 

Joan either, I daresay. I expected the folks would ask 

whether we were on our way to an emigrant ship, with 

that huge wicker chest fairly bursting open with weeds 

and roots.” : 

“ Oh, papa!” cried Alice, indignantly, “it was mostly 
the ‘Solomon’s Seal’ you told me of; and you helped 
me to get some of them.” 

“Cleverly defended, Alice,” replied her father, with 
the door in his hand; “ only, don’t repeat the offence.” 

“But the story, papa; the story.” , 
“The story must wait. I have a long round to-day, 

and the lunch-bell will ring, I hope, directly. After 
dinner, when we are all settled quietly for the evening, 

and the work of the day is over, I will tell you alll 
know about ‘Wee Maggie.’ ” 

The long bright May day was almost over, with its 
treasure of blue sky and balmy air, and the sun having 

shone brightly and cloudlessly all the day, had now 
sunk out of sight, leaving only his lovely gold-tinted
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purple memories in the clouds behind kim, The air 
was charged with dewy sweetness, and that exquisite 

sense of tranquil rest pervaded all which is so calm and 
soothing, and makes its influence felt sometimes even 

by the most careless. 
Dr. Singleton’s house was one of those charming 

dwellings, that are sometimes to be met with even in 

large towns, not possessing any specific claim to cle- 
gance or style, but owning a beauty peculiar to itself. 
It was evidently not a villa built for modern require- 
menis and adapted to parties and balls, but it was a 

roomy house, exactly suited to the wants and pleasures 
of the large young family who peopled it; and it was 

clearly under the care of a skilful taste that made the 
most of its advantageous points. An irregular bow- 
window projected here and there, and there were 
sundry alterations and palpably later additions to the 
original structure, in which—indeed, in the entire plan 
of the whole, the absence of any architect or of any spe- 
cial style was evident ; but an artist would have thought 
it a graceful subject for a sketch, standing on its smooth 
well-kept lawn, and mantled with ivy and neatly- 
trained creepers to the roof. 

The evening came at last, after the pleasures and 
duties of the day. The long windows were open, and 
the family party were seated, some in and some out of 
doors, enjoying what they always considered the best 
part of the day. Dr. Singleton was usually at home 
and more at leisure at this hour, and was always ready 
to enter into the pursuits of his children. Mrs. Single- 
ton had also by that time laid aside for the day the 

careful duties and toils that must fall on the mother 
of every large young family. In the evening, with her
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husband by her side and her children round her, she 
gave herself up freely to unreserved enjoyment of the 
little family gossips, home news, and innocent jokes that 
make one of the great charms of our homely English 
firesides. To evenings such as these the heart of many 
a distant wanderer returns with delight, and the memory 
of such hearth-lights has cheered more than one sick 
and dying bed in India and China, Truly did a sweet 
singer say— 

** They grew in beauty side by side, 

They filled one home with glee, 

Their graves are severed far and wide 
By mount, and stream, and sea;" 

but the dear home teaching, the prayers at the mother’s 
knee, the lessons from the father’s lips—those holy 
hearth memories of the past—will survive all changes 
and chances of absence and exile. | 

The Singletons appreciated their pleasant home as 
much as most young people of their age do, and set 
a very high value on these evening hours. The girls 
ran races who should bring “mamma’s play work”— 
her knitting basket; and little Lily, with great exer-— 
tion and a very red face, tugged over a great footstool 
for mamma, and then trotted off to return with “ papa’s 
soos.” It was always Lily’s privilege to bring her 
father’s slippers, and she considered herself amply re- 
paid by the usual kiss, and by being enthroned on 
the kind knee that was never too tired to play Iily’s 
pony. 

Alice having arranged the produce of her afternoon’s 
“raid” among the lilies in their appropriate places, in 
flower-vases or garden bed, now planted herself on a
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Aow stool by her father’s side and begged for “the 
‘story.’ May shuti up her new book, and came from 
her nook in the ivy seat outside on hearing this; and 
even T'om came and sat with one leg in the room, on 
the low window-sill. They were all somewhat curious 
to know what papa could have to tell about “Old 
Peggy,” as Tom irreverently persisted in calling her, 
and how she could possibly be the ‘“ Wee Maggie” of 
his remembrance. 

‘Now don’t prick up all your ears quite so eagerly, 
young folks,” said Dr. Singleton, “for Iam not going 
to tell you a sensation story to make your hair stand 
on end with horror or delight. Iam only going to give 
you an unvarnished page oe of an old doctor’s every- 
day note-book. 

“To begin at the beginning, as ; May would say, 

you know that many years ago your grandfather was the 
leading surgeon of this town, which then only boasted 
of three, and found them fully adequate to its require- 
ments. I was his only son, and habit and inclination 

coincided with convenience, and made mechoose the 

same profession. You know I was in Edinburgh for 
some years, and lastly in London, and walked the hos- 
pitals, going through somewhat more than the usual 
amount of training for my future work. My father was 
a liberal man, unusually so for that generation, and 

stinted neither care nor money to fit me thoroughly for 
my task. Children, I look back now with regret at the 
little advantage I took of the means so lavishly bestowed 
upon me, but which had been honestly and laboriously 

earned during a long and conscientious life. 
“When I had passed my examinations and gained 

all the knowledge I could besides, under men eminent
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for therr skill and honoured for their humanity, I re- 
turned home to acquire under my father’s judicious care 
the most useful lesson of all—the habit of minute 

observation, and the necessary experience. The first 

quality came but slowly, but the last I necessarily 

acquired sooner from an attendance on my father’s very 

large number of patients. With him I studied health 

and disease in all their various aspects, and with him 

learned, as the physician must, the different aspects of 

human nature under a variety of trials. In our case, 

as elsewhere, of course the majority of our patients were 

among the poorer classes; and were I even to record 

half the scenes I have witnessed, I could write a volume 

as touching as any of your favourite stories. But the 

lips of the clergyman and the doctor are both generally 

sealed as to the human frailties and sorrows they see, 

and with which in the course of their duty they become 

acquainted. 
“To the poorer part of our patients we were some- 

times summoned by the parish authorities, more rarely 

by the sufferers themselves, and very often by pitying 

neighbours who knew that ‘the doctor’ never refused 

to go where he was wanted. To my father, the cry of 

suffering and distress seemed to come with an irresis- 

tible force that no weariness of body or mae of 

mind could set aside. After a hard day’s work I have 

seen him go off again just as he was going to bed, in 

spite of my mother’s entreaties. ‘I could not rest quiet, 

even if I went to bed, Mary, my dear,’ he would answer, 

mildly, ‘so I may just as well satisfy my uneasy mind, 

and perhaps relieve some poor soul’s sickness.’ If good 

deeds done in secret were rewarded openly in this world,
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there are few aged breasts that would have been so 

decorated as your grandfather’s. 

“ When I came back a thoughtless young man, fresh 

from college and hospital, with a lot of new-fangled 

notions at my fingers’ ends, and the witty speeches of 

the last few wine parties I had assisted at still ringing 

in my ears, I was not exactly disposed to run in harness 

with my grave, earnest father; but he was very patient 

with me and my follies, and a few weeks of quiet life 

with the dearest mother in the world, and a more inti- 

mate association with sorrow and suffering, aided by 

the life-long experience of one who had known much of 

both, soon taught me a lesson I have never since for- 

gotten. I had seen, of course, a vast amount of suffer 

ing anda multitude of poor; but in a large city the 

cases succeed each other like bubbles in the water, 

and each individual is soon lost sight of in the continual 

succession of human life; but in a little place, as this 

town was then, comparatively speaking, we knew and 

felt a more individual interest in each case, and came 

closer into personal acquaintance with them than I had 

done before. In fact, instead of each sufferer being 

No. 10 or 12 of ward A or B, they possessed names 

and histories in which I, for one, got interested in 

spite of myself and my assumed professional none 

chalance. 

“One night your grandfather was away from home 

ttending some urgent case which would detain him for 

s.me hours, when a summons was brought to me in 

his place from a Mrs. Hunter who lived in Hampden 

Str.et. It was past eleven o’clock, and only the man 

and myself were up in the house; but as the message
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was urgent I did not hesitate, and went at once, leav- 

ing word where I should be found. 

‘The houses in Hampden Street are large and lofty, 

for they were originally built by some of the wealthy 

merchants who founded the prosperity of our town, but 

they have long gone out of fashion, and are mostly 

inhabited by professional men of small incomes, or 

retired tradespeople. The tenant of the house to which 

Iwas summoned let most part of hers,and on the upper or 

. third floorI found my patient. The room I was ushered 

tanto by the landlady was scrupulously clean, though but 

barely and poorly furnished. A bedstead, a deal table, 

and a couple of chairs, were all the articles in the room, 

except one which caught my eye by its incongruous 

character with the rest. This was a large oak chest, 

changed by age into a rich mellow dark brown, verging 

on black, its natural colour enhanced by a polish evi- 

dently the result of careful usage. It was richly and 

profusely carved in scrolls of leaves and fiowers, and 

along the top edge, beneath the lid, was a label, bearing 

the words, in old characters, ‘Truste in ye Lorde.’ Of 

course I did not observe all this so minutely on my first 

visit ; but I noticed it afterwards, till the picture stands 

now in my mind as clearly as I have so often seen it. 

But what did occur to my professional and practised 

eye on that occasion was the whiteness and fineness of 

the linen used in the room, which was of a sort and 

quality not usual among the better classes of my _ 

patients. You are laughing, Alice, at the notion of 

papa’s knowing so much of what is properly woman’s 

gear ; but remember I had a very thrifty and particular 

mother, besides a keen pair of eyes in my head, and 

the fact struck me at the moment, though perhaps then
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I should not have described it in the more learned 

terms I use now,thanks to your mother’s able course of 

lessons. 

“ However, to return to my patient. I found Mrs. 

Hunter a person of pleasing manners, evidently well | 
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nurtured and educated, which her strong Scottish accent 

accounted for, though I believe she did her best to speak 

as much ‘English’ as she could. I was talking to her 

respecting her illness, when suddenly a small voice ex- 

claimed, ‘Yes, mother, I’m ready; shall I get the
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book ?? and to my astonishmenta little head popped up 
at the foot of the bed from a cot I had not noticed, and 

that curly head, all tangled and wild from its pillow, was 
speedily followed by a small body in a white night- 

gown, that crawled on the bed and perched itself on the 
pillow besides my patient. The little creature was evi- 
dently not half awake, for its wee warm red hands still 

rubbed vigorously at its rebellious eycs, which were 
very hard to get open. 

“*Tt’s only my wee Magote, sir,’ said the invalid, 
with a faint smile, ‘my puir wee lassie. I’m whiles 
afraid it’s sorely selfish o’ me to rouse the bairn sae often 

out o’ her needfu’ rest, but I canna always help it, 
and the nichts are sae lang the noo. Maggie, my 
doo, gang back till your cot, ’m no needin’ ye, my 
sweetie.’ | 

“The little thing, now roused up, glanced at me in 
great dismay, then at her mother, and lastly, crept care- 
fully off to her bed, keeping as far away from me as she 
could, and by doing so, being obliged to get in at the 
foot, where she remained huddled up in the bed clothes 
staring at me with a pair of very bright eyes, from 
which sleep seemed effectually banished. 

““T made one or two efforts to make acquaintance 
with her, but without avail, for the little bundle still 

crouched immoveable, while the bright eyes stared at me 

with the same unwinking gaze. 

*¢¢T dinna hae the wee thing to sleep wi’ me, sir,” 

said the poor mother wearily, ‘though I wad be richt 
glad to touch her sma’ hands or her footies even in the 

lang nicht season when I am by my lane, but it is mair 
healthsome for her to sleep awa’ frae me.’ 

~“T agreed with her motherly prudence, and after
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prescribing some simple remedies to ease her for the 

time, promised to callearly next day, and study her case 
more carefully when | had heard my father’s opinion 
upon it, for he had attended her for some weeks pre- 

viously. I then left her with the little watchful mute, 
who gazed after me to the door. 

“ On consulting my father, I found his opinion agreed 
with my own, and that the case was not one that pro- 
mised earthly cure, or could find any other help than 

temporary alleviation. 

“¢ It’s my opinion, Charlie,’ added my father, ‘ that 

the mind’s been the traitor to the body there, and that 
now the malady is past hope, even were the first cause 
remediable.’ 

“* What do you think her trouble can be?’ replied 
1; ‘the room is scantily furnished, but there is no actual 

want, or even appearance of need. By the way, what is 
her husband ?’ 

“* A commercial traveller, I believe,’ answered my 

father, ‘but I have never seen him; in fact, I don’t know 

very much of her, poor soul! for she is almost a new 
patient, and does not seem to be very communicative. 
But, Charlie, there’s many a trouble beyond bodily 

wants, harder to get at, and still more difficult to cure, 

and sometimes only to be healed by the Great Physician 
Himself. These cases are beyond my province and my 
power; the sick in body I can at any rate try to relieve, 

and the hungry sick your mother cures with her 

“kitchen physics ” as much as she can, but some of these 

exceptional cases make my heart ache!’ 

“T was still more interested in my patient from my 

father’s hints, and readily undertook her case entirely, | 

only bargaining for his opinion and assistance at need.
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When I called again I lingered awhile after my profes- 
sional inquiries were over, and asked for my little ac- 
quaintance of the night before, ‘wee Maggie.’ The 
invalid smiled more brightly than she had yet done, and 
told me she was gone out for a little play with a com- 
panion, adding that she was loath to keep her too closely 
in that sick-room. I inquired if she was not afraid to 
rust her alone to chance companionship. The mother 

looked grave and replied, ‘I hae striven, sir, to bring 
her up in the ways o’ the Lord, and to mak’ her ken the 
differ o’ gude an evil, and I maun trust her in His hands 
for the rest. She isa gude bairn, and no fulish, and I 
doubt na’ but she’s safe eno’.’ 

“On a later visit I found ‘wee Maggie’ at home 
perched on a high stool, knitting a stocking, and made 
a more favourable impression on her than on my first 
call. She even vouchsafed to stand by me, and let me 
stroke her soft brown hair, and at last became so inti- 
mate as to try and teach me to knit. I need not say 
that her attempt did not succeed, but it resulted in a 
good deal of fun; a great entanglement of worsted, and, 
I think, still more in opening her mother’s heart to me 
a little more, so that one day when I had called upon 
her, and ‘wee Maggie’ was out, she related her simple 
history. 

“She was the only surviving daughter of an old 
Scottish couple, who had seen two or three promising 
little blossoms fade in their cradles; so that this last 
child of their later years was beloved with a deeper and 
more tender affection. Her father was the captain and 
part-owner of a small merchant vessel trading with 
Russia, and was comfortably off in worldly means. He 
bailt a little cottage in the midst of a pleasant garden
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that overlooked St. Andrew s Bay, and here the family 
dwelt in peace for many years. The thrifty parents 
gave their daughter the best education they could, and 
every advantage that lay in their reach. Scottish 
people, as a rule, are generally very well educated; 
there is not so much superficial ornament and accom- 
plishment, perhaps, as in our course of instruction, but 

the useful knowledge of life is more solidly and sub- 
stantially grounded. The quiet lassie was also a fre- 
quent visitor at the manse, and a sworn crony of the 
minister’s daughters, from whom she acquired imper- 
ceptibly somewhat more refinement of manner than she 
could otherwise have obtained in those remote parts. 
It must have been a happy young life, for the mere 
recollection of it brought a bright soft flush to the sick 
woman’s face, that it up features | now saw must once 

have been delicate and pretty. It was quite touching 

to hear her speak of her childhood. She was, evi- 

dently, of a reserved temperament naturally ; but now 

that she once ‘opened her mind’ to me, the tide of 
memory seemed to rush on like a flood of light pouring 
into a dark room, and touching every minute corner 

with its radiance. 

“Poor thing! she had at last become acquainted 
with sorrow; and indeed it seemed to have ‘ made its 

abode with her’ ever since the ‘ Bonnie Lassie,’ her 

father’s vessel, had gone down one dark night at sea, 
and all hands had perished. The desolate mother and 
child missed sorely the strong arm that had hitherto 
protected and shielded them, and perhaps really needed 
yet more the wisdom that had kept them so safe from 
harm. ‘They had enough to live upon, the carefully- 

hoarded gains of the hardy seaman, who had, through
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long days of harassing toil, and dreary nights of wateh- 

ing, esteemed all troubles light, for the sake of his dear 

ones. He now slept peacefully enough in his ocean 

grave, while those he had cared for so well were draw- 

ing unconsciously near to their time of trouble. Jessie 

Cameron was a pretty girl, and, as I said before, pos- 

sessed a good deal of education for her rank in life. 

She had, besides, the native gift of singing Scottish 

ballads in the sweetest voice in the world. I could, of 

course, only judge from the little ditties I heard her 

hum over, or rather ‘croon,’ as she called it, for ‘ wee 

Maggie’s’ amusement; but from these isolated scraps, 

even, I have no doubt her singmg had indeed been 

exquisite. There was all the charm of expression, the 

most touching pathos, and a voice that was near akin 

to a blackbird’s for sweetness and flexibility. 
*“‘ Consequently Jessie soon had a wooer—sooner, no 

doubt, than if the keen-eyed old sea captain had lived 

to ‘look through’ the suitor with one of his glances. 

Mrs. Cameron was a gentle, good woman, but not pos- 

sessed of any strong character; indeed, she leaned for 

advice and help upon Jessie, lice the honoured hus- 

band, whose will had been her law, was taken from 

her. Jessie was young and inexperienced, and full of 

the guileless simplicity of childhood, which takes upon 

trust all that it is told. Accordingly, when John 

Hunter, a young commercial traveller, met her at a 
neighbour’s house, and paid her great attention, shu 

was ready enough to believe that he sought her for her 

own sake, and not for the ‘tocher’ she was known to 

possess. So, in the auld kirk where her family had 
worshipped, and whose kirkyard held the graves of her 

sisters and brothers, Jessie Cameron was wedded to
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John Hunter. Old Mrs. Cameron did not long survive 

the marriage, and died almost painlessly, and very hap- 

pily in the arms of her child. When she had laid her 

mother beside her long-buried bairns, Jessie’s real trials 

began. Her husband, finding himself freed from even 

the shadow of authority, announced to her his intention 

of migrating to England, and selling the cottage. In 

vain did Jessie plead and pray, with many tears, that 

the home of her childhood, her own birthplace, so near 

to the churchyard where all her kindred were buried, 

might be retained as a heritage for her own child, a 

little new-comer. She entreated that it might even be 

iet on a long lease, so that the real ownership, so dear 

to her Scottish heart, and rendered doubly precious by 

so many memories, might not be taken from her. But 

her husband put aside all her arguments as mere childish 

folly, and coldly reprimanded her for self-will and self- 

pleasing. So the girl-mother, whose only hope of hap- 

piness centred in her child and her husband, meekly 

acquiesced in his decision, and strove hard to stifle the 

rebellious longings of her affectionate heart. 

“‘ Her life-long friend and teacher, the minister, who 

almost looked upon her as one of his ‘ ain bit lassies,’ 

had vainly tried to interpose at the time of her mar- 

riage, and now felt doubly grieved to find his mis- 

givings realized in a way hardly anticipated even by 

himself. But he had no power to help her, for the 

remonstrances he had felt it his duty to urge strongly 

on Mr. Hunter, both in his character as a minister of 

God and an old friend, had been politely but coolly set 

aside by the husband of his favourite. 

‘“* Jessie, my woman, ye maun e’en submit; and as 

the Lord has seen fit to put this sair affliction on ye, I
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am. sure ye will e’en bear it like a Christian. I doubtna 

ye will find friends and kin baith in yer husband's 

country, and ye hae gotten your bairn to bring up in 

the same douce way ye were taught yersell. So dinna 

erect, dearie, we shall see ye whiles, I daur say, when 

Maggie is grown a bit lassie, and can rin after the 

gowans. Ye'll always find a hame at the manse, and 

I'll watch ower the graves in the kirkyard.’ 

“With many a farewell embrace and last word, 

Jessie parted with her kind friends. Her heart foretold 

what she saw expressed in the good minister’s face, 

when he blessed her very solemnly after the good old 

_ Scottish fashion, and with the tears in his eyes, laid his 

trembling hand on her brown, soft hair. And they 

were right; they met no more, until they had both 

passed beyond that sea where partings and tears are 

over for ever. 

“ Her husband brought her to England, and after 

some wanderings and unsettled pauses in several places 

had finally settled her here. The nature of his occu- 

pation had doubtless inclined him to roaming habits, 

but he had found it very inconvenient to drag a wife 

and child everywhere with him. He therefore estab- 

lished them in the best part of the house in Hampden 

Street, in this town, and made his business journeys 

from here, returning occasionally for a short period. 

From all I subsequently found out, his was one of those 

natures which are not actually vicious or criminal in 

their outward actions, but which to my mind are the 

most dangerous of all, from their gigantic selfishness. 

‘He was what is popularly called a good-natured man, 

was fond of society, and liked to be universally popular. 

His business was peculiarly ill adapted for a man of 
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this disposition, leading him as it did into habits of idle 
expense and low gaiety. His wile’s dowry was soon 
mostly frittered away, not by any great extravagant 
sin, but by little drops of selfish faults. Jessie had kept 
a brave heart as long as she could, and a cheerful home 

for the sake of her only child, ‘wee Maggie.’ 
“‘Enelish air apparently was not congenial to the 

little Scottish-born bairn, for although she was healthy 
and strong she scarcely seemed. to grow at all, and was 
literally what her lonely mother fondly termed her, 

‘wee Maggie.” She was scarcely’to be called pretty, 

though there was an indescribable charm about her 

that won all beholders. It was such a grave, innocent 

small face, seeming to be gifted with the more mourn- 

ful wisdom of age added to the simple truth of child- 

hood. She always realized to my mind the idea of the 

little maiden who was stolen by the fairics and was kept 

seven years by the Good People, returning with all the 

savour of elf-land about her. I used often to hum a 

verse of the old ballad to myself, half unconsciously, 

as I looked at her— 

s* «Will ye come to the brae for some gowans ?’ 

Spak the bairns as they played o’er the stane 3 

But Elsie turned frae them and answered, 

¢{’d rather be here by my lane.’ ”* 

“ She was cight years old when T first saw her, and 

a, very deft little damsel she was; she could read, and 

sew, and knit, and would perch herself upon a tall stool 

and do some necessary piece of mending with the most 

solemn gravity, which sat quaintly on her tiny features. 

The old minister’s hope of kindred and friends had not 

been fulfilled for Jessie. She had, indeed, once visited
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her husband’s relations in the metropolis, but the mect- 
ing had not resulted in any advance of affectionate 
feeling on cither side. Mr. Hunter’s mother, I believe, 
was the widow either of a rich retired butcher or 
cheesemonger, and his sisters had both married thriv- 
ing tradesmen The simple Scotchwoman when she 
came among them with her strange accent and homely 
ways, was despised as a vulgar creature, and treated 

accordingly. The ostentatious living and petty pride 
of her new connections were as distasteful to her Scot- 
tish feelings, but she behaved as a true-born gentle- 
woman to them, and ought to have shamed them into 
better manners. But Mrs. Dowlas, the wife of the 

Cheapside hosier, who kept her nurse and first-rate 
nursery establishment, turned up her nose in scorn 
when Jessie, after her usual simple fashion, pinned up 
her ‘better gown,’ and gave her child the customary 
healthy bath which both enjoyed so much, and muttered 
to herself that if her brother’s wife could be so mean- 
spirited, it was no wonder poor John did not care for 
his home. I daresay Mr. Dowlas did not find a more 
‘congenial helpmate in his own wife, who cared not how 
she pinched her household in necessary things so that 
she might have cook, housemaid, and nurse, a grand 
drawing-room, and a new velvet cloak. 

“And so poor Jessie was deprived of even the hope 
of kindred kindness. But cne part of the old minister’s 
prayer was granted to her; for if she had no relations 
to signify, she had afew good friends. Now relations 
are among the ordinary conditions of life—necessary 
things, like our food and the air we breathe; things 
that we are born to inherit—both of which common 
necessities of existence being liable to vitiation from
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outer causes, are sometimes the fount of health and 

“‘Bometimes the source of disease. Our friends are the 

direct gifts from God, like a fine day whose blue sky, 

with a calm tender eye, gazes with compassion alike on 

the just and the unjust: and they both, moreover, have 

the kindly knack of finding out neglected and dusty 

corners wherein to make a sunshine. So when dark 

days of bodily suffering and sorrow fell on poor Jessie, 

her heavenly Father sont her comfort.and kindness to 

cheer her on the last step of her way. 

“By the time I became first acquainted with them 

the little dowry had been some time spent, and Hunter 

made his visits between his business journeys still more 

few and far between, and money, even from his own 

statement, was so scarce that Jessie removed with her 

child and her few valuables to the upper and less expen- 

sive floor. I cannot tell, and I do not wish for the 

knowledge of, how John Hunter spent a handsome 

salary; but no one knows better than myself now, that 

but little of it found its way to the lodging at the top 

of the house in Hampden Street, where his wife and 

child dwelt. Poor Jessie! Itseems hard in the twilight 

eroping of this life that we appear to pay so much more 

heavily and painfully for the mistakes of our lives than 

we do for its crimes; but she is in the broad light of a 

better sun now, and knows more than the wisest of us 

can do why such trials are laid upon us, 

“ Among the relics of her earlier and happier days, 

Mrs. Hunter still possessed the carved oak chest I told 

you of, which had contained the needful trousseau of the 

young Scottish bride. Her father had picked it up 

somewhere during his frequent wanderings, and brought 

it home as a ‘bonnie kist for Jessie’s plenishing.’ In
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those days it was the good old Scottish custom that the 
bride should bring the household ‘napery’ as her con- 
tribution to the general home. In thrifty households 
the yarn was spun and stored, and subsequently sent to 
the ‘wabster’ for manufacture into the usual requisites 
for bed and board. It was then bleached among the 
blossoms of the sunshiny braes, where the falling dews 
and fresh breezes helped to make it as white as a gowan, 
marked by herself in the owner’s name, and then laid 
aside in lavender against her wedding. Your mother 
possesses yet, in the recesses of her store cupboard, 
some of the prepared stock of a maiden who now lies 
in a green kirkyard—having taken with her merely 
a shroud of her own spinning, which her own mother’s 
hands had fashioned, while she left her pretty 
and housewifely plenishing ‘to furnish forth other 
tables.’ 

‘To this well-known custom Mrs. Hunter owed the 
few luxuries she yet retained when I first knew her. 
The fine white linen that spread a bed which would soon 
be a dying one, was of her own thrifty handiwork in 
those bygone days, when she sat sewing in her mother’s 
pleasant garden, and gazed over the wide expanse of 
St. Andrew’s Bay. She had long realized the painful 
nature of her disease, and its probable very speedy 
termination. Away from the home of her childhood— 
separated from the friends of her earlier and better 
days—neglected and utterly despised by the husband 
for whom she had forsaken all—her child, poor ‘wee 
Maggie,’ was the only tie that held her to earth, and to 
her the heart of the mother clung with the tenacious 
grasp that holds the last remnants of a painful life, 
And the little thing repaid her mother’s love with an 
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affection that was thoughtful beyond her years, and 

which taught her to be the handiest little nurse possible. 

Mrs. Hunter was subject to acute paroxysms of pain, 

which mostly came on at night, and when she was 

under their influence she would call to her little girl to 

read her a chapter. Her early training had wisely 

prepared her for all the chances and changes of this 

mortal life, and so now in her hour of need, she well 

knew where to turn for the sole comfort at last. In the 
utter stillness of the lonely night, the holy words, which 
have brought soothing and peace to so many sufferers, 
alone broke the silence, uttered in the soft, child voice 

of ‘wee Magoie,’ as she sat by the side of her dying 

mother. 

“One night, just as I was going to bed somewhat | 
later than usual, for I had been at a party, I was sum- 

moned. Idid not go out often, for I had not very much 
time ; and to tell the truth, I had scarcely got over my 
erand ideas of what young ladies ought to be, and did 
not always take the trouble to shine upon the society of 
this little town. But this night I had escorted your 
Aunt Emily to a sociable dance at a friend’s house, and 
I had there met a young lady—a very pretty young 
lady—gentle and quiet enough ; indeed one of the most 
unassuming there, but somehow, I can’t tell why, I 
admired her very much, and we had spent a pleasant 
evening. Oh yes, girls, you need not smile, mamma 
knew her; indeed, she was there too; but it is no use 

to ask her opinion about her, for she won’t say ; perhaps 

she is jealous !”” 
*¢*'What was her dress, papa?’ asked Alice. 
**T don’t remember, except that it was white, and a 

green spray in her hair.”
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“Tt was mamma herself, I know,” said May, 

who had been watching her mother’s placid, smiling 

face. 

“Tf it was, May, she will be able to remember 

whether she wore silk or stuff, I dare say, if you choose 

to ask her. But to return to my story, I had been 

enjoying myself much, as I have told you, and with my 

head full of fancies, my ears sounding with the echoes 

of the last song, and my memory repeating the white 

dress and green spray that had so charmed me, I 

sauntered home. As I entered the faintly lighted 

hall, where the gas was always kept at a certain height, 

I saw the dim figure of a woman sitting there, 

awaiting my return. It was the Hampden Street 

landlady, and she came to tell me that my patient was 

dead. I had known that this was the most probable 

termination of the case; but at the moment, and in my 

then mood, it shocked me inexpressibly. The woman 

herself was crying, and begged me to come at once for 

the sake of the poor child. In the haste of the moment, 

and the untoward circumstances, I did not ask many 

questions, even during our hurried walk, and certainly 

was scarcely prepared for the solemn quiet of the scene 

that awaited me. 

¢¢ When I had hastily entered the room, I found my 

patient—mine no more—lying back with that peculiar 

fixed peace on her features which tells even the most 

  

careless observer, that no stir of life however great, can 

ever break the rest so long perhaps vainly sought. For 

her there was no need to grieve or care any longer; but 

the most piteous part of all was the little bereft lamb, 

the motherless bairn, ‘ wee Maggie.’ 

“She had evidently been reading to her mother as
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usual, and calming with her little voice the last pangs 
the weary sufferer was to endure. As the pain had 
subsided, the poor mother had, no doubt, laid back 
exhausted ; and then, the curly head had drooped lower 
and lower, the weary, childish eyelids had closed, and 
with one little arm still hugging the old Bible, she had 
fallen off to sleep holding her mother’s hand, uncon- 
scious, poor little lassie! that the love which had hitherto 
been her sole protection, was being taken from her. 
Mother and child! the spirit of the one perhaps wan- 
dering in the fairyland of childish dreams, and the soul 
of the other enduring that mortal transition from all it 
has loved, toiled for, endured for here, to the eternity 
so freshly before it! 

*¢¢ What shall we do, sir ?? asked the kindly woman 
who owned the house. ‘Poor child! I could not bear to 
touch of her, for she’ll find her trouble soon enough; 

but you'll know best, sir!’ 
“‘Tt seemed horrible cruelty to move her, but the 

necessary duties to the dead must be performed, and 
therefore between us we loosed their hold, and laid the 
weary child, half asleep still, and muttering a few uncon- 
scious words, in her own crib. I shall never forget my 
feelings when I unclasped the little warm fingers from 
the already colder hand of the dead mother, and thus 
became the unwilling instrument of separation between 
them. The landlady promised to sit by poor ‘wee 
Maggie’ till she waked, and to enforce perfect quiet. I 
felt she was the most fitting person to deal with her; 
and I left soon after, pibinisiie to call very early in the 
morning. 

“This I did, and I found the chamber of dGith 
arranged and set in order. ‘Wee Maggie’ sat beside
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the bed very quiet, utterly speechless, with her little 

mands clasped in her lap. She either could not, or. 
would not answer; and her face was as utterly colour- 

less as the linen beside her, while her hair, missing the 
motherly care it had been used to, was merely combed 

into a smooth, coiling mass, from under which her great 

eyes, still looking larger, gazed restlessly on all who 

tlrew near. : 
“IT ascertained the husband’s address from the land. 

lady, and wrote to him; he had been long fully aware 

of the dangerous condition of his wife. In two or three 
days he came, very calm and self-possessed, using all 
the usual expressions of civility and gratitude to ‘ those 

who had attended on his poor wife,’ but so evidently 
exhibiting no amount of real feeling, that even my 
father took an instinctive dislike to him. He arranged 
and attended the funeral, paid all the few little necessary 
debts (and they were few indeed) that his poor wife 
had incurred during the last helpless weeks of her life, 
and fulfilled all the outward duties with a sort of com- 
fortable self-righteousness that disgusted all who saw 
him. He finally arranged that ‘wee Maggie’ should 
remain under the care of the friendly landlady, in her 
mother’s room, going by day to a little school near at 
nand. 

““So poor ‘wee Maggie's’ destiny for the present 
was easily settled by the smart, youthful-looking 
father, who had but a few careless words to spare for 
her. 

“Twas not able to follow the funeral, nor was my 
father either, as we had proposed doing as a mark of 
sincere respect to the dead, for we were both called 
away just then in constant attendance on a very
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mournful and serious case which seemed to claim a large 
share of all the time we had to spare from the demands 
ofa very large practice.: I used to come home go worn 
out with the day’s duties, that I was almost asleep be- 
fore I got into bed. My father smiled, and removed a 
large arm-chair from my bed-room. ‘ My dear,’ replied 
he to my mother’s remonstrances, ‘the lad would not 
know the strictly necessary rest of a bed half the week, 
if you left that chair there. He still owns his need of 
youthful, healthy sleep, and he would sit down and 
forget where he was, till Mary took in his hot water 
next morning.’ 

“The first time I had to spare I went to Hampden 
Street, and found ‘wee Maggie’ out. The good 
woman’s heart had warmed to the desolate child, and I 
believe she could almost have hugged me for coming to 
see after her. So she poured out all her sympathy and 
indignation without let or hindrance. To add to her 
disgust, Mr. Hunter had carried off the oaken chest, and 
all its valuable long-hoarded contents. _ 

“**'To think, sir,’ said Mrs. Simmons, ‘that the un- 
feeling wretch should take it away like that, and there 
was I, like an old fool! had dressed the poor soul for 
her coffin in one of my own old nightgowns, which was 
clean and tidy, and frilled, but was not so fine and so 
good as her own. For, says Ito John, “ the beautiful 
good linning as belonged to her poor mother ought to be — 
saved up for the child; leastways, that’s what you and 
me, John, would desire, if it had pleased Providence, us 
being both dead, or one of us, to afford us any children.” 
And John says, “You’re right, Sally Simmons, and no 
mistake, and I’m sure he’s a bad ’un.” I feel fit to write
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after the man, sir, when I think of it, and he so un 
feeling to the poor little dear.’ | 

“T was very glad to hear that the poor child was left 
in such good hands, for I felt sure she would have plenty 
of good food and careful looking after. Mrs. Simmons 
was one of those good souls who always remind me of 
the hens that are set to hatch ducklings. Owning no 
children of her own, she was ready enough to bestow 
the whole anxiety and troublesome care of a most 
devoted mother on strange broods, however incongruous 
they might be, that often drove her to the verge of 
distraction by their wayward habits. This forlorn, soli- 
tary chick, of course, had large claims on her, and I 
have not the least doubt that the miserable pittance 
John Hunter paid at stipulated times for his little 
daughter’s board, lodging, and clothes, did not nearly 
cover the outlay. | 

“Poor ‘wee Maggie!’ she had kindness enough, and 

her few little wants were supplied nearly as well as 
before, but the child’s lonely heart ached sorely for the 
mother who had been her loving companion and tender 
friend all in one. She would start up at night, Mrs. 
Simmons told me, and mutter, ‘Yes, mother, I am 
ready,’ and search half asleep for the old Bible she 
always kept under her head, and then when she missed 
the familiar voice and touch, she would bury her face 
in her pillow, and sob herself to sleep. She was a pecu- 
liar child, inheriting a large portion of her mother’s 
quiet reserve, and rigidly striving to keep her troubles 
to herself. She seemed to cling to me, perhaps because 
I was the only one who still called her ‘wee Maggie,’ 
and talked Scotch to her. I used to call to see her as
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often as my busy professional life allowed, and the smile 
on her little wan face repaid me. She would nestle up 
to me, and lay her head on my knee, scarcely speaking 
or moving, with a sort of dumb grief that more resem- 
bled the mute distress of a suffering animal. 

“One lovely summer evening I was returning home 
from an unusual quarter, and taking a short cut, I found 
myself coming through the churchyard of the ‘old 

church.’ When I turned round the quiet nook on the 
north-east of the chancel, [came suddenly upon a little 
huddled-up figure crouching on a low flat tombstone. 
It was ‘wee Maggie’ learning her evening lessons by 

_her mother’s grave. To the desolate orphan it seemed 

almost the homeliest place on earth, and there I after- 
wards found she went in all her troubles and difficulties. 
The merciful Father, who appoints the ways for his 
little lambs, sends comfort after His own wise fashion, 

and so He doubtless did to ‘wee Maggie.’ Fis ways 
are, indeed, not our ways, and through a long life I have 
often noticed that the deep sorrows of very early child- 
hood have a purifying influence on many after lives, not 
necessarily a gloomy one, indeed, the most enduring 
cheerfulness often dwells there. But like the lingering 
light of a departed rainbow, you see the tears have been 
there, though the sun shines once more. 

‘“ Within a year of her mother’s death, on one occa- 
sion when I had called to see how the child fared, I found 

Mrs. Simmons in a state of crimson, suppressed irri- 
tation. 

‘“* There, sir,’ said she, thumping down before me on 
the table, as she spoke, a small white parcel, containing 
@ square block of unwholesome-looking cake. ‘The  
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“IT WAS ‘WEE MAGGIE’ LEARNING HER EVENING LESSONS BY HER 

MOTHER’S GRAVE.’
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profideous heathen has married again, before the poor 

child’s out of her weeds, and while the grass is still 

a-growing over his fust.’ 

‘Does he wish to have Maggie? has he sent for her?’ 
I inquired somewhat anxiously. 

““*No, sir, not he! °*Tain’t likely he nor his new 

bride is a-going to clutter theirselves up with a child. 

There’s a lot of fine speeches in the letter, and thanks 

for my care of her; but idle words cost little, and 1 don’t 

do it for the love of he.’ 
‘“‘ And she proved her sincerity by her practice, for as 

years passed on, the payments for the orphan child 

became less regular, and somewhat less in amount. At 

first, explanatory letters came between, saying that Mr. 

Hunter had a fresh young family, and could ill afford 

to spare the money, so Mrs. Simmons must be kind 

enough to see that Margaret took care of her clothes, 
and was dressed very plainly. To Mrs. Simmons’ great 

honour Maggie’s schooling was kept steadily up, and if 

there was any change noticeable, it was that her clothes, 

though good, were plain, and as the kind soul told me 

with great pride and pleasure, they were made by the 

little maid herself. The thrifty ways begun and taught 

by her dead mother had rooted in a good soil, and 

the small fingers were very deft at contriving and ar- 

ranging her small stock of clothes so as to look neat and 

Mice. 

“T was a settled-down married man by this time, and 

had little people of my own, whose chubby faces made 

a great sunshine for me, as they do sometimes now, 

when they are not overclouded,” said Dr. Singleton, © 

making apause, and glancing at them all; “and do 
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you know, when I used to come away from my own 
cheerful airy nursery in the morning, before I set off on 
my usual round of visits, a vision used often to rise 

before me of a little pale thin face I had often seen 
years before, bending over some bit of work or gazing 
dreamily on the far sky, at the top window of the tall 
house in Hampden Street. And at night, when your 
mother and I used to come and look at your little cots 
for the last thing, we used often to think of the solitary 
child I had first seen at her mother’s sick-bed, and whose 

sleep was only watched by the Merciful Eye that gazes 
down upon all.” 

““Wee Maggie’ by this time, however, was ‘ wee’ 
no longer, and even I, on the score of old friendship, 
scarcely thought it wise to apply the old pet name to 
the tall womanly girl of eighteen who was so discreet 
and sensible, and who seemed to have lost all outward 
trace of the deserted child. Her father had long before 
ceased all responsibility and almost all care for her. His 
last letter had desired Mrs. Simmons to apprentice her 
to a dressmaker, when, having paid the premium, Mr. 
ffunter would feel she could then earn her own liveli- 
hood. The kind motherly friend of her early neglected 
years had chafed and fretted more than poor Maggie 
herself, while doing her very best to help the motherless 
girl. Margaret Hunter, however, quietly and sensibly 
laid down her own plan of life, and has steadily adhered 
to it ever since. Her father, she said, had doubtless his 

own wants and those of his younger children to provide 
for; he had secured her a maintenance in her younger 
years, and it was now her duty not to shrink from earn- 
ing her own living. She ended, however, with a good
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cry in the arms of her motherly friend, as she thanked 

her for all her unpaid love and care. She, however, 

naturally shrunk from the sedentary life and ill-paid 

toil of a milliner. ‘Thanks to you, my dear old friend,’ 

said she to Mrs. Simmons, ‘I have had plenty of school- 

ing, and it will be hard if I cannot turn it to some 

account. I don’t care how hard I work. I shall at 

least be no burden to any one, and I shall enjoy a little 

lcisure all the more.’ 

‘Mrs. Simmons, in most of her perplexities respect- 

ing ‘wee Maggie,’ had always turned to my father and 

myself for advice. Your grandfather had been dead a 

year or two, and I had, in the midst of my busy life 

and professional cares, almost lost sight of the old 

acquaintance who needed me no more, when I was told 

that a person wished to see me. Somewhat to my sur- 

prise, my old friend ‘wee Maggie,’ now a sedate, 

neatly-attired damsel, entered, and introduced herself 

with a quiet, simple manner that recalled the dead 

mother she had so dearly missed. She told me that 

the post of mistress to the infant-school was vacant, and 

modestly stated her qualifications and hopes of being 

elected to the situation. She spoke gently of the 

necessity of her obtaining some employment, and of her 

father’s opinion, but added that she thought she could 

undertake the duties required, and that the small, 

though regular, salary would be a better boon than per- 

haps greater, but more uncertain, gains. I was much 

pleased with her grave looks and gentle manner, and 

the simple but straightforward manner in which she 

came to the point. I assured her truly that, for the sake 

of ‘auld lang syne’ and her mother, my sympathies
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would be enlisted in her behalf, but that, judging 
trom what I saw of her, I could also conscientiously 
say I thought her a very superior person for the 
office. 

‘‘ By dint of a little influence, and still more owing 
to the favourable impression she made herself, ‘ wee 
Maggie’ obtained the coveted post. It was a very 
small salary, but it sufficed for her moderate wants, and 
I believe she has been a deservedly happy woman. She 
returned, as far asin her lay, the affectionate care she had 
received at the hand of Mrs. Simmons. A few years 
ago ‘wee Maggie’ indeed had a last opportunity of 
repaying her, for the poor, good-hearted soul met with 
a dangerous fall, and for the last months of her linger- 
ing existence was tenderly and unweariedly nursed by 
the orphan child whose deserted youth she had cherished 
so kindly. How ‘wee Maggie’ contrived to fulfil all 
her school duties (and everything she did was at least 
attempted in good hard-working earnest), and to wait 
upon the suffering woman, I don’t know. JUvery luxury 
her scanty means could devise, every comfort her short 
leisure could afford, with many hours stolen from her 
hardly-won rest, were lavishly, almost uneonsciously, 
spent on her old friend. ‘She has been another mother 
to me,’ she would say, when urged to think of herself. 

After a tedious interval of pain, the poor woman went, 

as she said, to meet ‘her John,’ who had left her a 

widow some time before. 
“And then poor ‘wee Maggie’ broke down for a 

while, utterly and entirely; her young body, so long 

stinted of its necessary food and rest, gave way when 7% 

the necessity for action was over ; and her mind, tried by



“wFrR MAGGIE.” 

such taxation in every way, was for awhile almost equally 

weak. The death of her old friend had revived all the 

deep old childish grief for her own mother, and roused 

memories that had long slept. But by this time Mar. 

garet Hunter’s conscientious fulfilment of her task and 

her praiseworthy endeavours to improve herself had won 

her many friends. We all decided that she must have 

rest and a good holiday, with her salary continued, to 

enable her to have the needful change; the trustees of 

the school paying a substitute in herabsence. Asan old 
friend, I took upon myself the office of adviser, and 

suggested to poor Maggie, as she looked helpless and 

worn at the idea of leaving, that she should go for a 

month to B , a watering-place about twenty miles 

off, taking with her as a companion one of her monitors, 

a handy little lass of twelve. The arrangement an- 
swered famously ; your mother took her there, and esta- 

blished her in a quiet room at the back of the town, 

overlooking a slope dotted with elegant villas and pretty 

gardens. Rest and sea air soon set up ‘wee Maggie’ 

again, and she came back as gravely cheerful, and work- 

ready as usual. Soon after the girls’ school needed a 

mistress, and the vicar at once nominated her to the 

office. She had thirty-five pounds a year, a pretty little 
house, tax free, andallher coals. So now ‘ wee Maggie’ 
became a prosperous woman. She had never let her 

relation with her father quite drop, in spite of his selfish 

desertion, and wrote constantly for yearstohim. When 

she became able to earn her own living, little packets of 

her own work were constantly sent to the children who 

had replaced her. Mr. Hunier, I believe, has found that 

bis young and prosperous days are over in this world, 
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and with a large family, he doubtless finds it very much 
more difficult to make ends meet than when he first 
gaily laid hands on his Scottish wife’s dower, and for- 
sook her lonely child. 

“The little dark-haired girl that has been staying 
with Miss Hunter for the last two months is their father’s 
youngest child, and she will, I daresay, remain with her 

for some length of time. So ‘wee Maggie’ is wisely 
wiping away old neglects in the sense of new kindnesses, 
and carrying out the gentle teaching she learned by the 
side of her own mother’s death-bed.” 

“ And is that all, papa?” asked Alice. 
“All, Alice ?” replied her father, laughingly. “ What 

more did you want, eh? A fairy prince in velvet and 
feathers coming in a coach and six to carry off ‘wee 
Maggie’ like the heroine of one of your favourite old 
stories.” 

‘“No, indeed, papa,” said Alice, bridling demurely. 
“I have done with fairy tales you know; it is only May 
whe cares about them, and she is a great deal too old for 
them now.” 

“ Ah, ha! my little daughter is grown she thinks to 
years of discretion and young ladyhood. I suppose you 
wanted the story to end like most of our popular fictions 
now-a-days, then, with an interesting curate, and a gay 
wedding, with the school children strewing flowers, eh, 

Alice ?” 
“Well, papa, just living on in that humdrum 

school is rather a common-place ending, don’t you 
think so ?” 

‘“T think, my dear, that if a useful practical life, full 

of hard work for others, and striving to fulfil its round
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of daily duties unostentatiously but strictly, deserves 
your epithet—why then the sooner the world is filled 

with such common-place people the better.”’ 

“That Miss Hunter’s a brick,” said Tom, emphati- 

cally, slapping his hand on the window-sill; “and Pll 

be shot if I ever call her ‘Old Peggy’ again!” And 

off he went like a sky-rocket after a bat he had just 

caught a glimpse of near the willow trees. 

“Papa,” sain May, “ Miss Hunter is young even 

now then I suppose?” 

“Not more than thirty, my dear,” answered her 

father, “but that seems old to you young folks, I 

daresay.” ? 

“Tam glad she nursed her old friend so well,” mused 
May. “I shall never look at her again without thinking 

that she was ‘wee Maggie’ once!” 

“Think what a valuable woman she is, May,” said 
her father gravely, ‘carrying the influence of her sensi- 
ble, unselfish life about her, and to a large extent sway- 

ing the little minds of her scholars to the better and 

higher lessons she has learned herself. She is, I know, 

? 

even now steadily improving her education, and employ- 
ing every precious moment of her scanty leisure in gain- 
ing knowledge. Mr. Dalton, admiring her perseverance, 
has kindly leat her some valuable and useful books, and’ 
you would be surprised if you knew the really scientific 
and learned works the once deserted, half-taught child is - 
now capable of comprehending and enjoying, through 
her own steady efforts at self-culture. To my notion, 
these things are quite as grand as even your peal of 
wedding bells, and flower girls, Ally.” 

“I don’t wonder she looks grave,” said May, 
“after such a sorrowful childhood !”
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“tis that, perhaps, makes her look old,” replied 
Dr. Singleton ; “but her gravity is but a light clond in 
bright sunshine, for her own sorrows have made her 
even tenderly considerate of the wants and cares of all 
little ones. But here is poor little Lily fast asleep; 
please, mamma, take her in charge yourself. And I 
think I deserve a kiss from you all for the promised 
story of ‘wee Maggie.’” 

  
  

  
  

  

  

    

  

  

 



    
“THERE'S NAE LAD IN 4’ SCOTLAND CAN MATCH WI’ YB FOR ARCHERY, 

MASTER WALLACE,”



  
  

  

    

      
      
  
  
        
          
  

  
      

        
  

  

                

      

   

   

    
    

  
  

        

  
    
  
  

i 

ie i ae i     

    

See 
aS SSS SASS 

Ie SEE EES SEE SSS SSS =o 

WALLACE, i 
THE HERO OF SCOTLAND, i 

BY JULIA CORNER. VS 

WS 
\    

     

   

  

VENERABLE priest, called Father 

A Cuthbert, was sitting, one YAN 
A 
ws 

ASS N 
INNS S 

WOO 
SRE 
SERA RRA OO 

  

summer’s afternoon, on a rustic | 

bench beneath the shade of a large oak tree, watching 

with pride and pleasure the sports of a handsome youth, 

who was shooting at a target with another lad, evidently | 

his inferior in rank, but a fine boy too, dressed in a loose 

coat of coarse grey wool that reached down to his knees, 

his legs being bare, and his feet only protected by sandals 

of rough deerskin, fastened with thongs of the same. 

The*other wore a kilt of tartan plaid, and his cap, 

which he had tossed aside on getting heated with the 

exercise in which he was engaged, was ornamented with 

@. long black feather. 
“Thbere’s nae lad in a’ Scotland can match wi’ ye 

Bb *
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for archery, Master Wallace,” said his companion; “ I. 

canna’ come near to ye.” 

“Nearer than the Laird o’ Bannock, with all his 

conceit, Kenneth,” replied the youth, laughing. “ When 

Iam a knight, you shall be my squire.” 
Ay, but ye’ll be a priest, may be, like your uncle.” 

“T’ll be nae priest, lad, but a good soldier, and I’ 

go to fight the infidels in the Holy Land. Now, look 

here,” and his large blue eyes flashed almost fiercely, 

as he raised his bow to take aim at a young pine-tree 

full forty yards off—‘there stands one of the foe. I 
will send my arrow right through his heart.” The 
words were scareely spoken when the arrow flew from 

the bow, and the next instant was seen quivering in the 
slender stem of the tree. 

“Well done, Willie,’ cried Father Cuthbert, ‘I 

didna think you could have hit it. That was a brave 
feat, my bonnie bairn.” 

“I shall do a braver some day, uncle,” said William, 
seating himself beside the old man. “ Do you know I 
dreamed last night that I was wearing golden spurs, 

and fighting with ten men at once.” 
“ And killed them all, no doubt,” rejoined the priest, 

stroking the boy’s long sunny curls that hung down to 
his girdle, “Ah, Willie, Willie, you had better be 
content with a peaceful life, unless you should ever be 
called upon to defend your country’s rights, which a 
saints forbid !” 

“There is no fear of that, is there, uncle ?” 

“ Let us hope not, my son; but what has happened: 
before may happen again, for the English people are ever 

ready to encroach upon the liberties of Scotland. and 

there may be more strife yet, though not in my time,
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perhaps; but you are young, and may live to 
see it.” 3 

““T hate the English!’ exclaimed the boy passion- 
ately. ‘‘I have hated them ever since you told me that 
story about our good king’s grandfather, William the 
Lion. Tell it me again, uncle, for I do not well re- 
member how it was, and I heard my father say that 
the king sold his people to purchase his own release 

from captivity. How could that be? How could he 

sell the people, since they were not slaves ?” 
‘““But he could sell the freedom of the country, 

Willie, and that is what he did by giving the King of 
England supreme authority over it, which, in a manner, 

made slaves of the people, for no people can be called 
free who are under the dominion of a foreign power.” 

“Tt was a coward’s act,” said young Wallace; “ yet 
they say he was a brave prince too.” 

“Tt was not for lack o’ bravery; he had his full 

share of that. Nor must we judge him over harshly, 
for doubtless he was sair tempted. Imprisonment is an 

unco’ heavy burden to bear, and the best cf us dinna. 

ken but we might do the same in sic a strait.” 

‘“‘T would never do it,” was the boy’s reply; “ they 

might tear me in pieces first. Now tell me the story, 

uncle. How did William the Lion get made prisoner ?”’ 
“Well, it was just this way. He and the King of 

England, Henry the Second that was, quarrelled about 

some land on the other side of the border, which our 

king thought he had aright to, and, as Henry would 
not give it up, he crossed over into England, meaning 

to take it by force; but that was no easy matter, for it 

was defended by some English barons, who had a strong 

body of soldiers in Alnwick Castle, and, so long as they



WALLACE, THE HERO OF SCOTLAND, 

kept possession of that fortress, they were able to guard 
the land in dispute. He, therefore, laid siege to the 
castle, and, we may suppose, was too venturous of his 
own person, for he somehow fell into the hands of the 
enemy, and when once they got him inside the castle 
walls there was no chance of escape. He was sent as 
@ prisoner to London, and shut up in the Tower by King 
Henry, who would have kept him there for the rest of 
his life if he had not done that which you call a coward’s 
act.” 

** What was it he did, uncle?” 
“Well, he made an apreement that the King of 

England should from thet time be Lord Paramount 
of Scotland, which was, ii efect, giving him absolute 
authority over the country and the people.” 

“Then that is what my father meant when he said 
the king sold his people ?” 

“No doubt, for he sold their national liberty, which 
is what every man ought to prize beyond all else on earth. 
Remember this, my son, and never submit to a foreign 
yoke while you have strength to wield a sword.” 

Such were the sentiments instilled into the mind of 
young Wallace by his reverend preceptor, and, as they 
accorded with his own spirit, they did not fail to make 
a deep and lasting impression. Father Cuthbert resided 
at Dunipace, a pleasant village near the town of Stirling, 
He was a rich man, and, like most of the wealthy Church- 
men of those times, was a great landowner, and the lord 
of a host of vassals, who dwelt in cottages within the 
bounds of his estate. The boy Kenneth belonged to 
these people, being one of the three sons of a widow 
named Maggie, who was devotedly attached to the 
priest, her master, as well as to our young hero, who,
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she often declared, was the handsomest and noblest 

youth in all Christendom. Young Wallace, however, 
had no pretensions to noble birth, for his father, though 

a knight, was only what we should call a country gen- 

tleman or squire. He was the Laird of Hlderslie, a small 

estate in Renfrewshire, and his eldest son, being heir to 

the property, was brought up at home; while Wilham, 

who had his own fortune to make, was placed under 

the care of Sir Malcolm’s only brother, Father Cuthbert, 
that he might receive such an education as would qualify 

him for the Church. But the boy had no taste for that 

vocation. Nature had formed him for a bolder, more 

active career, and, although he made little or no progress 

in learning, he excelled in the use of the sword and 

cross-bow, which were esteemed as the highest’ accom- 
plishments of those rude times, when young men of 

rank were trained to arms instead of letters, and many 

of the greatest noblemen could neither read nor write. 

His character was fiery and fearless, and he was so tail 

and strong that it was often said he would be another 

Goliath, whilst his hardy constitution enabled him to 

endure fatigue, cold, or hunger with true Spartan indif- 

ference. Gifted with all the attributes that make a 

great warrior, it was no wonder that he should feel a 

distaste for the quiet life led by his uncle, to whom, 

nevertheless, he was sincerely attached; therefore, at 

the age of sixteen he returned to Elderslie, where he 

was affectionately welcomed, although he had: not fal- 

filled the expectations of his parents as regarded his edu- 

cation. He had not been at home long, when the sudden 

death of the good king, Alexander the Third, plungea 

the whole nation into the deepest affliction. It was in — 

truth a serious calamity, for he was the lest sovereign
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that had ever reigned in Scotland, and it was owing 

to his excellent government that the people had been 

living in peace and plenty for many years. But the 

worst of it was, he had left neither son nor daughter 

to succeed him, and there were several great barons 

nearly related to the royal family who came forward as 

claimants for the vacant throne, so that the country was 

threatened with all the horrors of a civil war. 

There were two of these candidates whose claims 

were so nearly equal that it was difficult to say which 

had the best right te wear the crown, and as neither 

would yield to the other, they resolved to fight for the 

prize, and a regular war was commenced. between them, 

in which most of the Scottish nobles took a part. The 

rivals were John Baliol, Lord of Galloway, and Robert 

Bruce, Lord of Annandale, the father of the famous 

Robert Bruce who was afterwards King of Scotland ; 

and this contest was the beginning of the troubles in 

which our hero was destined to earn immortal fame. 

No country can prosper in the midst of warfare, and 

the people of Scotland soon began to feel the ill effects 

of this fatal quarrel. Food became scarce, for the crops 

were trodden down by the opposing armies, who carried 

off the cattle, and did all the damage they could in each 

other’s territories, often setting fire to the villages, and 

driving the unfortunate inhabitants to seek shelter in 

the woods. For two years the Scots were thus fighting 

against each other, and much blood had been shed, 

when King Edward the First, of England, who had 

long been ambitious of adding Scotland to his dominions, 

took upon himself to settle the dispute, saying he had a — 

right to do so, as he was Lord Paramount of Scotland, 

in virtue of the concession made by William the Lion to
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Henry the Second. It was a false claim, and he knew 

it to be so, but it answered his present purpose ; and as 

he had a powerful army at his command, and the Scots 

had lost great numbers of fighting men in their own 

war, they were not in a condition to oppose him, there- 

fore they were obliged to submit to his usurpation of 

authority, and he decided that the crown should be 
given to Ball, on condition of his doing homage to 

him, Edward, as the superior power. It was thus that 

the prediction of Father Cuthbert was fulfilled sooner 

than he had anticipated, when he said to young 

Wallace—‘ What has happened before may happen 

again, though not in my time, perhaps.” 
It was scarcely three years since he had uttered 

these words, and the freedom of the country was already 

lost, for most of the Scottish nobles, fearing to be dis- 

possessed of their estates, took the oath of allegiance to 

King Edward as their sovereign lord; for, if they had 

not done so, the fiefs which many of them held in 
England would have been seized by the crafty monarch 

as forfeited to the crown. | 

Mi, 

WuiLe these events were spreading sorrow and d'/ aay 
throughout the country, William Wallace was sent to 
pursue his studies at the College of Dundee, where, if 
he did not learn much, he soon established his character 

as a hero amongst his fellow students, who invariably 
selected him to be their leader in any enterprise attended 
with difficulty and danger. ven those who were older
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than himself would readily place themselves under his 

command when some adventure was to be undertaken 

which the rules of the college did not allow—such, 

perhaps, as a hunting expedition, or any other exploit 

that would lead them beyond the prescribed bounds» 

always trusting to his courage and ability to bring them 

off without harm. His mother had some relations living 

at Kilspindie, a village near Dundee, and with them he 

resided while attending the college, a period of about 

three years, during which he became almost a giant in 

stature, and a Hercules in strength, besides being gifted 

with a countenance of extraordinary beauty; so that in 

person as well as character he was one of the most 

remarkable men of his time. He was just twenty years 

of age when he quitted Dundee, and his parents were 

becoming anxious as to his future course, when the 

invasion of Scotland by the Hnglish king put to flight 

all other thoughts in the consternation it occasioned. 

Edward the First, as everybody knows, was a great 

warrior; and his object, when he interfered in the 
dispute for the succession to the crown, was to make a 

complete conquest of the country; therefore, after he 
had placed Baliol on the throne, he seized the first 
opportunity of quarrelling with him, and declared he 

should be king no longer, but that he would take the 
government into his own hands. The people were in 
the utmost terror, for they knew what a tyrant he 
would be; but they could not help themselves, for he 

entered Scotland at the head of such a vast army, that 
opposition was in vain. Yet the Scots bravely defended 

their towns and fortresses, nor was it without the 

sacrifice of thousands of lives that place after place was 
taken by the invaders, till the whole nation in despair
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surrendered to the conqueror. It was all done in se 
short a time, that the Wallaces, and many other families 

who lived in quiet country places, scarcely had time to 
recover from the panic caused by the first news of the 
invasion, before they received the sad tidings that the 
Scottish monarch was a prisoner, and King Edward 
master of the whole country. 

The Scots were now in much the same unhappy 
condition as the Saxons of England were after the 
Norman conquest. Every castle was garrisoned by 
English soldiers, and every large town placed under the 
authority of an English governor, whose power over the 
people was absolute, and often exercised in the most 
cruel manner. Sir Malcolm Wallace kept in strict 
seclusion at Jildershe, hoping that he should not be 
called upon to take the oath of allegiance to King 
Kidward, as most persons of any importance had been 
compelled to do, on pain of being treated as rebels and 
traitors; and already many men had fled from their 
homes to the woods or mountains, rather than acknow- 

ledge the haughty conqueror as Scotland’s lord. 
At length Sir Malcolm was summoned to appear 

with his two sons before the Governor of Scone, for the 
purpose of taking the required oaths; and although the 
summons was not unexpected, it was a serious blow 
to the whole family when it did come, for they were 
resolved not to obey, and they knew that the consequence 
would be utter ruin. 

““{ will die sooner than bend my knee to the 
usurper,” exclaimed the laird, indignantly throwing 
down and crushing with his foot the unwelcome 
mandate, which was signed with the king’s name, and 
sealed with the royal signet.
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Both the young men said the same, and Lady 

Wallace declared she would submit to any privation 

rather than they should degrade themselves by such an 

act. But then came the question, What were they to 

do? In neglecting the order they were,liable to be 

punished for an act of treason, consequently their only 

chance of personal safety was in immediate flight and 

concealment, as the house might be surroanded by 

English troops at any moment; therefore, after a hasty 

consultation, it was agreed that the knight with his 

eldest son should seek refuge in the Lennox, a moun- 

tainous district of Ayrshire, mhabited by a powerful 

clan, whose chief was one of his oldest friends; and 

that William should accompany his mother to Kilspindie, 

where they might remain safe enough for a while under 

the protection of the lady’s friends, who had submitted 

to the new government as a matter of necessity, not of 

choice. It was a painful separation, but many «a 

domestic circle had been thus broken up, many a 

hearth made desolate, and even those who had pre- 

served their homesteads at the expense of their patriot- 

ism, were scarcely less to be pitied than the houseless 

wanderers, since they were subject to the petty tyranny 

of the local governors, against which there was no 

appeal. 

The fugitive mother and son were kindly received 

by the relatives with whom Wallace had lived while a 

student at Dundee, and he now renewed his intimacy 

with some of his college companions, who were very 

glad to have him amongst them again; for though they 

were virtually at peace with the English, and made no 

direct opposition to the Governor of Dundee, they were 

constantly quarrelling and fighting with the soldiers of
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the garrison, who looked upon the Scots with the 
utmost contempt as a conquered people, and would 

often speak insultingly to them as they passed along 
- the streets. 

Now the students were apt to resent any affront of 
the kind, and as they all carried swords, a dispute fre- 
quently ended ina regular street battle. The Gover- 
nor, whose name was Selby, was aware of all this, but 

_he only laughed at it, saying it would serve to keep his 
men in practice, and that he should not trouble himself 
to notice the monkey tricks of a parcel of schoolboys. 
But at length a very sad occurrence made him alter his 
tone, and completely changed the aspect of our hero’s 
affairs. He had already taken the lead in several en- 
counters with the English soldiery, who were beginning 
to look upon him as a formidable antagonist, when the 
unfortunate event alluded to rendered his life amenable ~ 
to the English laws, and forced him to become an out- 
cast from society. 3 

The governor had a son about twenty years of age, 
whose arrogant assumption made him an object of par- 

ticular dislike to the townspeople, towards whom he 
behaved in the most insolent manner, thinking that the 
high position held by his father would deter them from 
resenting his conduct, however offensive it might be. 
Now the young men of the town were in the habit of 
playing at various games in the market-place, and now 
and then some of the English from the castle would 
join them. Quoits was a favourite amusement, for it 
was a game as much played then as billiards is now, and 
it so happened one day that an Englishman, who was a 
very expert player, challenged one of the townsmen to 
try his skill with him. The Scot was a good player
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too, so that the contest excited much interest, and a 

number of young men, amongst whom was Selby, stood 

round to look on. 
For some time all went on smoothly enough, but 

vi last a dispute arose as to which of the quoits was 

nearest to the mark, and the distances being measured, 
they were found to be exactly the same. Wallace, who 
happened to be passing by at the moment, had seen the 
throw, and stopping to hear how it was settled, observed 
that Selby walked with seeming carelessness across the 
ground, and in so doing, slily touched the Englishman’s 
quoit with his foot, so as to send it a little nearer the 
mark. Perhaps he saw that Wallace’s eye was upon 
him, for he instantly turned towards him with a look of 
defiance, and asked him what he thought about the 
matter. 

“T think,” said Wallace, “that this quoit was a trifle 
the nearest, till you, in crossing over, moved the other, 

I suppose by accident, with your foot.” 
“Tt is false !” exclaimed the young man; “I did not 

touch it; and I desire that you will recall your words.” 
“T shall not unsay what I have said,’ replied 

Wallace, calmly. “Isaw you move it, whether you 
know it or not, and as you chose to ask my opinion, you 
have no right to quarrel with me for giving it.” 

“T have a right to do what I please,” Selby replied, 
haughtily. ‘ And as for you beggarly Scots, you must 
be taught better manners towards your masters.” 

The word masters acted like a spark thrown on gune 
powder. Wallace’s rage burst forth with terrific fury, 
and, without a moment’s consideration, he drew his 

sword, and plunged it through the body of ‘the ill-fated 
youth, who fell dead at his feet. The scene of confusion
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that ensued may easily be imagined. Selby’s friends 

rushed on the Scots with cries of ‘‘ Down with the 
assassin!” and a violent conflict took place, Wallace 

himself fighting like a lion, till a troop of soldiers was 

seen coming down from the castle, on which the towns- 

men thought it best to retreat, and then, with some 

difficulty, he made his way to the outskirts of the town, 

and took shelter in the cottage of a poor woman who 

had formerly lived near Hlderslie, and received much 

kindness from his mother. 

On hearing what had happened, she hastily dressed 

him up in some of her own clothes, and made him sit 

down at a spinning-wheel, which luckily he knew how 

to handle, for scarcely was he seated when five or six 

soldiers came in and asked the mistress where she had 

hidden the man in green who had been seen to enter the 

house. Pretending great surprise, she replied angrily, 

«The fules are daft ; there’s nae man in green here, nor 

ilka body that I ken of, but this gude wife and my 

ainsel.” They went all over the place, opened the 

cupboards, and searched every hele and corner, little 

dreaming that the gude wife who sat there so quietly 

turning her wheel was the very person they were 

looking for, and at last they went away quite satisfied 
that he was not there. Still he was not easy, as it was 
possible that others might come who would be more 

sharpsighted ; therefore, as soon as it was dark, he took 

leave of his kind protectress, whom he entrusted with 

a message to his mother, and walked all night, without 

stopping to rest, through a wild, uninhabited country, 

and at daybreak reached the river Tay, which he swam 

across, though it was both wide and deep at this part. 

His intention was to conceal himself in an extensive



WALLACE, THE HERO OF SCOTLAND. 

forest called the Torwood, which was well known to 
him, as it covered a large tract of country reaching 
nearly to the royal burgh of Stirling, and on its confines 
stood a solitary cottage inhabited by his old friend the. 
widow Maggie, whose son Kenneth was his former 
playmate. There he was sure to find a welcome; but it 
was along and toilsome journey through the pathless 
wilds of that dense forest, and he was almost famished 
for want of food; therefore, instead of going on at 
once, he set to work to make a bow and arrows to kill 
some game, and accomplished the task so successfully 
that he shot a hare and a brace of fine birds, which 
made him a famous meal, for he had taken care to 
provide himself with the means of kindling a fire, so 
that he could cook the eatables, and also dry some 
leaves for his bed, which he made in one of the 
numerous caves that were always to be found in those 
woods. To one so hardy and fond of adventure, a few 
days’ sojourn in the wilderness would not have been 
unpleasant, but for the consciousness of the crime he 
had committed, for, when the heat of passion was past, 
his calmer judgment told him that the insolent speech 
of a foolish youth was not a sufficient cause for taking 
away his life. But these sudden outbreaks of ungo- 
vernable fury formed a prominent feature in the character 
of our hero throughout the whole of his eventful career, 
and sometimes led him, in spite of his noble nature, to 
be guilty of cruelties that can only be excused by the 
reflection that he lived in an age of semi-barbarism, 
when men were accustomed to scenes of violence and 
bloodshed, and, moreover, that the fierce passions im- 
planted in his nature were strengthened by tyranny 
and oppression,
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Maggie and her sons were proud and happy to afford 
him all the hospitality in their power; but even their 
secluded habitation was no safe retreat for him now, 
for the Governor of Dundee had issued a proclamation 
offering a high reward for his apprehension, and, as it 
was suspected thet he might seek refuge with some of 
his uncle’s people, the soldiers from Stirling Castle were 
on the look-out in the neighbourhood of Dunipace, and 
more than once he very narrowly escaped detection. 
The fear of bringing trouble on his uncle prevented 
him from letting the old gentleman know he was so 
near; but he was very anxious to learn how it had fared 
with his mother, and to send her news of himself. 
Kenneth readily undertook this mission, and during 
his absence Wallace had to eonceal himself in the 
depths of the forest, as the cottage was frequently 
visited by parties of soldiers, who kept on the watch 
by night as well as by day. At length his emissary 
returned, bringing very sad tidings indeed. His father 
and brother had both been killed in an encounter with 
a body of Hnglish troops that attempted to force their 
way into the Lennox, and he was himself proclaimed 
an outlaw, and a price set upon hishead. Lady Wallace, 
overwhelmed with affliction, had gone to the house of 
her brother, Sir Raynald Crawford, a kind-hearted gen- 
tleman, who resided at Ayr, and had long been sheriff 
of that city, but, in order to retain his high office, he 
had been compelled to take the oath of allegiance to 
King Edward, and to keep on friendly terms with the 
English rulers. He had received his widowed sister 
with affectionate kindness, and she was safe under his 
protection, but they were both obliged to pretend that 
they did not know what had become of Wallace, although
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after Kenneth’s visit they kept up a constant corre- 

spondence with him by means of that faithful retainer. 
It was now that our hero began to form plans for 

the liberation of his country. He knew that the Scots 
were treated everywhere with tyranny and oppression 

by their conquerors, and that numbers of brave men 

had fled to the wocds and mountains, where they had 

become bands of robbers, and carried on a sort of 

guerilla warfare with the English, by lying in wait 
for small detachments of soldiers who were constantly 
going from one place to another with supplies for the 
garrisons. It appeared to him that, if all these outlaws 

could be collected together, they might form a sufficient 
force to commence war on a larger scale, with a view 

of expelling the invaders from the land, and the more he 
pondered on the subject the greater seemed the chance 
of succeeding in the end. 

Add, 

Tue first measure adopted by the future deliverer cf 

Scotland in furtherance of the object he had now at heart, 
was to send his trusty adherent Kenneth on a secret 

mission to some of his old associates at Dundee, inviting 

them to join him in the Torwood; and joyfully did they 

respond to his call, for ever since the disastrous fate of 

young Selby, they had been subjected to the most 

galling restrictions, so that a prospect of freedom under 

such a leader as Wallace was eagerly embraced, and he 

soon found himself at the head of a band of daring out- 

laws, all ready to obey him as their chief. For awhile
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they lived like the famous Robin Hood and his men— 

their home being under the greenwood trees, and their 

food the wild deer of the forest. Sometimes they 

obtained better fare by attacking and plundering some 

foraging party of English soldiers, and in this predatory 

kind of warfare they generally carried off a considerable 

booty, after making a terrible slaughter amongst the 

enemy. 
It was soon reported that the outlaw Wallace was 

the leader of a band of robbers, and many efforts were 

made to capture him, but in vain, for he continually 

shifted his quarters, so that his enemies never knew 

where to look for him, and in the meantime the number 

of his followers was daily increasing. Still there was 
much to be done before he could venture openly to 
declare war against the invaders. He must secure some 

powerful allies, and also acquaint himself with the 

strength of the English garrisons in different places, 
which he did by visiting the principal towns in various 

disguises, and many a hair-breadth escape he had of 
being taken. The first exploit that drew the attention 

of the English towards him, as a foe to be feared, was 
the seizure of an immense stock of provisions on its 

way from Carlisle, under the charge of a strong escort, 

for the supply of the castle at Ayr, the commandant of 

which was an English lord named Percy. Food was at 

this time very scarce in Scotland, therefore Percy had 

sent an order to Carlisle for supplies for his garrison ; 

and a train of waggons laden with flour, wine, and 

provender for horses, was despatched with a mounted 

guard of about three hundred soldiers. Wallace hap- 

pened to hear of this, and as his men also were in want 

of provisions, he resolved to intercept the convoy and 
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carry off the good things intended for the enemy, 
Selecting fifty of his companions, he posted himself in a 

- wood near the main road, to watch for the train, and as 
soon as it came in sight led his men into a narrow 
valley through which it had to pass; consequently, when 
the advanced guard reached the spot, they found their 
progress impeded. ‘The captain instantly rode forward 
and commanded his soldiers to force a passage; but they 
were so encumbered with baggage and extra horses, 
that they soon got into confusion, while the Scots 
having nothing to embarrass their movements, and, 
moreover, being in possession of the pass, maintained a 
decided advantage, notwithstanding their inferiority in 
point of numbers. The fight was a desperate one, and 
many of the English were slain at the entrance of the 
defile. At length the commander himself fell mortally 
wounded, on which the soldiers took to flight, leaving 
the Scots in possession of the prize for which they had 
fought. It consisted of sacks of flour, butts of wine, 
plenty of oats and hay, a stock of arms and accoutre- 
ments, and no less than two hundred fine horses. The 
victors conveyed their spoils to the forest of Clyde, 
where they celebrated their triumph with a grand feast, 
which they did not enjoy the less for its being spread on 
the ground under the shade of the forest trees. 

It was just before this event that Wallace had fallen 
in love with a beautiful young lady named Marian 
Braidfute, an orphan heiress, who resided in the city of 
Lanark. Her only brother, the Lord of Lamington, had 
lately been killed in a skirmish with some English 
troops who had made an attack on his castle, and she 
was left without a friend in the world to defend her 
rights, or protect her against the power of a cruel,
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rapacious man who had taken upon himself to act as 

her guardian. This was the Governor of Lanark, who 

pretended that he had a right to assume the guardian- 

ship of the young heiress, because the estate, to which 

she had become entitled in consequence of her brother’s 

death, was within his jurisdiction; but his real motive 

was to secure the lands and castle to his own family by 

forcing her to marry his son, whom she had every 

reason to detest, since it was he who conducted the 

assault to which her beloved brother had fallen a victim. 

Wallace first saw her at achurch in Lanark, for as he 

was unknown in that town, he did not hesitate to walk 

about there without disguising himself; and being 

attracted by her extreme beauty, he soon contrived to 

find out who she was, and to learn some of the par- 

ticulars of her sad story. As he was well acquainted 

with the unscrupulous character of Hazlerig the gover- 

nor, he felt an ardent desire to rescue the lovely Marian 

from the unhappy fate that awaited her, and by the aid 

of a clergyman named Bruce, who had been one of his 

greatest friends at Dundee, he obtained an introduction 

to her, and they were so much pleased with each other, 

that after a while they were privately married. No 

one knew of the marriage except Bruce, who performed 

the ceremony, and it was agreed that Marian should 

remain at Lanark until her husband could remove her 

to some place of safety. While he was in the forest of 

Clyde, he went to see her as often as he could without 

exciting suspicion; but after the defeat of Percy’s 

convoy, he found it expedient to leave that part of the 

country, as still higher rewards were now offered for 

his capture; so, bidding adieu to his young bride, with 

hopeful promises of soon returning to take her away 
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with him, he removed with his followers to a large 
forest near the banks of the Tay, where they erected 

fortifications, and were joined by so many fresh partizans, 
that the little band grew into a considerable force, and 

Wallace, instead of being looked upon as a captain of 

banditti, was fast acquiring renown as a great military 

chief. 
He now commenced a regular system of warfare 

by making expeditions against the smaller fortresses 

held by the English, which seldom failed of success 

and whenever he took one of these strongholds, he had 

it totally destroyed, that the invaders might not re- 

establish themselves in that position. But the tide of 
fortune did not always run in his favour, as we soon 

shall find. There was a castle on the bank of the river 

called Kinclaven, which, being a place of importance, 

was strongly garrisoned. The walls were of immense 

thickness, and the gates always barred and guarded, so 

that it was thought impregnable by all but our intrepid 

hero, who resolved to gain possession of it; and this was 

the plan he adopted. Four of his men, disguised as 

peasants, in coarse frocks put on over their armour, 

went up to the castle driving two waggons laden 
apparently with provisions and fuel, on which the 

porter, thinking it was all right, undid the gates, when 

he was instantly struck down and killed, before he had 
time to raise an alarm. A waggon was then pushed 
into the entrance, to prevent the gates from being shut, 
and one of the men blew his horn, the signal agreed 
upon. Then the chief, who had been posted in ambush 

_close by, with about forty men, rushed into the hall 
where the soldiers were at dinner, and a dreadful scene 

took place, which I shall not attempt to describe, for it
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must not be supposed that the freedom of Scotland was 

accomplished by the brave and noble Wallace without 

acts of violence that are terrible to think of. The 

massacre of unarmed soldiers, and it is to be feared of 

women and children also, was the usual consequence of 

storming a fortress; and thus it was at Kinclaven, where, 

after the castle had been ransacked, it was set on fire 

and reduced to ruins. The victors returned laden with 

spoils to the forest; but while they were feasting and 

rejoicing over their victory, the camp was suddenly 

surrounded by English troops, and it was now their 

turn to experience the terrors of a surprise. Dasarmnmy 

the wine cups from their hands, they drew their swords 

and defended themselves bravely within their entrench- 

ments; but the barriers were soon broken down, and 

being hemmed in on all sides, they fell one by one, till 

at length Wallace, who was himself wounded, cut his 

way through the enemy, and fled towards a ruined 

eastle in the wood, followed by the few who survived, 

and pursued by the soldiers, whose principal object was 

to secure the chief. ‘ihe paths of the wood were, how- 

ever, so intricate that the pursuers soon lost themselves, 

while the Scots reached the castle, where they thought 

they should be safe for the night, as it was now getting 

dark. ‘They made a fire in the old dismantled hall, and 
Wallace made the others lie down to sleep, for they 
were exhausted by fatigue and loss of blood, being all 
more or less wounded; but as it was necessary for some 

one to keep watch, he performed that duty himself, and 
sat down by the fire to listen for any noise that might 
betoken danger. It was about midnight when he was 
startled by the sound of a horn, on which he roused up 
bis men and sent some of them out to see what 1t was,
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and aiter waiting some time for their return, he des- 
_ patched the rest in search of them. Finding that none 

of them came back, he grew uneasy, and looked about 
for some means of fastening the door, which he did 
with a rusty iron bar, and this precaution saved his life; 
for scarcely had he fixed it across the entrance, when he 
heard the clamouring of soldiers outside, and a rush 
was made against the gates, which were already giving 
way, when, by a desperate effort, he reached a window 
high up in the wall, from which he descended by the 
aid of a tree, and fled to the deepest recesses of the 
wood, while the soldiers were searching every part of 
the castle, in the full expectation of finding him, as they 
made sure he must be concealed there, and at last they 
set it on fire, thinking that the flames would drive him 

from his hiding place. 
‘Hah! the vultures have missed their prey,’ “said 

Wallace, as he looked back on the flames that illumined 
the whole forest with a brilliant light; but he did not 
feel at all safe, therefore pursued his way without allow- 
ing himself a moment’s rest, and towards morning came 
to the bank of a river, which he was preparing to swim 

across when he was overtaken by an English officer 
who was riding in advance of his troop, and was in 

search of him. 
“Who art thou?” he asked, in a peremptory tone. 
“A true man,” repled Wallace. | 
“T doubt it,” said the other, “and believe thou art 

one of Wallace’s robbers, if not that daring outlaw him- 

self. At any rate thou art my prisoner.” 
“That’s as it may be,” replied the undaunted chief, 

and even as he spoke his heavy, two-handed sword’ was 
unsheathed with the quickness of lightning and swung
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with such force that the head of the assailant fell to 

the ground on one side of his horse and his body on 

the other. At that very instant the soldiers came in 

sight, and seeing their captain fall rushed forward at 

full speed, but Wallace sprang on the dead man’s horse 

and galloped off, followed by the whole party, one of 

whom had recognized him as the chieftain for whose 

seizure so large a reward was promised. It was a race 

for life or death. The pursuers urged their horses to 
their utmost speed, still Wallace kept ahead of them; 

but at length his steed began to flag, and he was seen 
struggling in vain to ascend a rugged path between 

two rocky precipices. The soldiers now thought they 

were sure of their prize, and dashed forward with 

triumphant shouts, but on reaching the spot found 

that the horse was dead and the rider gone. They 

sought in every direction, but the fugitive lay hidden 

in a deep ravine till dusk, when he made his way on 

foot to Maggie’s cottage in the Torwood, where he 

arrived in the middle of the night, exhausted with 

fatigue and hunger, his wounds bleeding, and his 

garments dripping with water. Kenneth was the 

first to hear the well-known signal and admit the 

wanderer, whose wretched plight filled him with 

~gorrow and alarm. ‘‘Oh, Master Wallace, what evil 

has come to ye?” he cried. 

“Hirst give me something to eat, Kenneth, then f 

will tell ye all about it.” 

Maggie was soon roused from her sleep, and the 

‘best fare the cottage afforded was set before the 

weary guest, who might well want food, for he had 

tasted nothing since the feast in the forest that had 

been so fatally interrupted. When his hunger was
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appeased he let the good woman bind up his wounds, 

whilst he related his unfortunate adventure, and then 

he laid down to rest till daylight, for he did not 

dare to remain where he was, as the soldiers were sure 

to come there in search of him, About half a mile 

from the cottage there was an old oak tree, with a 

holiow trunk large enough to contain several persons, 

and there he passed the whole of the next day, Kenneth 

taking care to supply him with food. Four times 

that day the cottage was visited by different parties of 

the enemy, who also sought for him in the wood, and 

once went so near to his place of concealment that he 

could hear them talk. That sturdy old oak tree was 

an object of veneration to the people of Scotland for full 

five hundred years after the hero’s death ; but there is 

not a fragment of it now remaining, as the decayed 

trunk which, about sixty years ago, measured forty-five 

feet in circumference, has since been carried away bit 

by bit to make snuff boxes and other memorials of the 

Scottish hero. There is now a young tree on the same 

spot, said to have sprung from the old one, which is 

held in great regard, and still pointed out to travellers 

as “*Wallace’s Oak.” 

IV. 

WALLACE remained for some days concealed in the 

Torwood, where he was visited by his uncle the priest, 

who had not seen him for many years, and could not 

help shedding tears in calling to mind those happy
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by-gone days when the stern, hardy warrior before him 

was a merry boy under his roof; nor was his nephew less 

aitected than himself, for the good old man was much 

changed, and the spirit that used to animate him was 

gone. Instead of encouraging our hero, as in former 

times, to stand up for the rights of his country, he 

advised him to abandon his project, and make submis- 

sion to the new government, by which means he mighi 

get the sentence of outlawry recalled. : 
“My dear uncle,” said Wallace, “have you forgotten 

the lesson on freedom you took so much pains to teach 

mer” and he repeated two Latin lines in praise of 
liberty which the old gentleman used to be very fond 
of quoting. 

“ Well, well, go thine own way, my son,” he said, 

“and may God prosper thee.” 
Wallace then told him that, although he had lost all 

the men that were with him at the taking of Kinclaven 
Castle, he knew he could soon muster another band 

equally brave and numerous, and that some of the great 
chiefs, amongst whom were the Earl of Lennox, and 
Sir John Grahame of Dundaff, had offered to bring their 

clans to his aid whenever their assistance was likely to 
be of any real service to the cause. 

“But thou must want money, Willie,” said his 
uncle, placing in his hands a well-filled purse, which 
was in truth a very seasonable present, and after some 
further conversation, they took an affectionate leave of 
each other, and Wallace, accompanied by Kenneth, who 
had obtained the priest’s permission to attend him, set 
off for Dundaff Castle. His visit was kept secret, as the 
old Lord of Dundaff, for the sake of peace in his decli-
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uing years, had taken the oaths to the English king ; but 
he permitted his son, who was also called Sir John 
Grahame, to join the chief at once, and he was soon ir 
the forest of Clyde again with a larger force than 
before. He now renewed his visits to his young wife, 
who had suffered much during his absence from the 
tyranny of the governor, who had given her to under- 
stand that she must be prepared to give her hand to 
his son in six months from that time; but Wallace 
consoled her with the assurance that ere the six months 
were past she should be out of the reach of her perse- 
cutors; and so she was, poor thing! but notin the way 
he meant. Notwithstanding the care he took to keep 
his visits secret, it somehow came to the governor’s 
ears that she had a favoured lover, and he was about to 
set a spy over her when the whole truth was discovered 
in the following manner. One day, as Wallace with 
Grahame, and two or three of their companions, all of 
whom were unknown in Lanark, were walking down 
the main street, they chanced to meet the governor’s 
son, with two or three more young men, one of whom 
said to him as they passed, “It is the tallest of those 
fellows that goes to see Marian Braidfute.” 

Hazlerig turned back and began to make insulting 
remarks on Wallace’s dress, which was a green suit 
richly embroidered, according to the fashion of the 
times, and his insolence being resented, a scuffle ensued, 
and swords were drawn on both sides. The clash of 
arms was no sooner heard than a body of soldiers came 
rushing down from the fortress to the assistance of 
Hazlerig’s party, and the Scots got separated from each 
other. Wallace with great difficulty fought his way to
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the door of his wife’s house, which was instantly 
opened by herself, for she had seen from the windows 
what was passing, and made a sign that she would be 
ready to let him in if he could get to the door, which 
was closed and barred as soon as he had entered. 

“Fly, dearest !” she exclaimed, in the utmost terror. 

“They will force the door in a few moments; fly, and 

save yourself.” 
‘Which way can I go P” he asked. 
She hastily led him to a window at the back, through 

which he made his escape, and on reaching the fores% 
he found, to his great joy, that Grahame and the rest 
were all safe. But he little thought that this affray 

would cost the hfe of his beloved Marian, who was 

summoned before the governor on acharge of having 
aided in the escape of the rebel chief, and having in 
her fright unconsciously betrayed the secret of their 
marriage, she was put to death within an hour after she 
had parted from him. 

‘It is needless to dwell on the grief of her horror- 
stricken husband when he heard the fatal news; but 
his revenge was as terrible as the deed that called for 
it; for that very night, the cruel governor was dragged 
out of his bed by several armed men, one of whom was 
Wallace himself, who, in answer to his cries for mercy, 
said, sternly, “‘ Such mercy as you showed to my wife, 
IT will show to you. Iam Wallace, and by my hand 
you shall die.” He then killed him with his sword, 
and young Hazlerig, who was awakened by the noise, 
and came out of his room to see what was the matter, 

shared the same fate. 
The conspirators effected their retreat before the
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murder was known, nor was it ever discovered who 

were the perpetrators of the dreadful deed. 

It was now that Wallace openly set up his standard, 

and declared war against the invaders. Men came from 

all parts of Scotland to enlist under his banner, and he 

established a rapid mode of communication with his 

allies in various places, so that he could readily assem- 

ble a numerous force at any time without the care of 

having to maintain a large army. 

a 
Tue first great conquest made by Wallace was that of 
Lochmaben Castle, in Dumfriesshire, which was taken 

after a battle fought in the neighbourhood, where the 
English were defeated with considerable loss. This 

was one of the strongest fortresses in Scotland, and as 
he could now spare men to garrison the places he took, 
instead of pulling them down, he left a sufficient guard 

there to*keep it, and marched on towards the north, 

accompanied by Sir John Grahame, who had:brought 
from Dundaff a troop of well-armed horsemen, his 
father’s vassals. The two chiefs had become so. much 
attached to each other that they were like brothers, for 
both were animated by the same patriotic spirit, though 

Wallace possessed greater powers, both of mind and 
body, than his companion. The conquest of Lochma. 
ben was followed by the capture of Crawford Castle, 

another large fortress on the banks of the Clyde, which 
was taken without a battle ina very remarkable manner,
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showing that our hero was as quick in forming his plans 
as dauntless in executing them. He had settled with 
Grahame that the castle should be attacked, but before 

making the assault, he thought it would be as well to 
ascertain the number of men it contained and its means 
of defence, and with that view he went there disguised 
hike a lame beggar, with a patch over one eye, and a 
rageed cloak, wntler which he concealed his sword. As 
he drew near he saw a number of soldiers at the door 
of a public-house, and as they were drinking and singing 
in rather a riotous manner, he asked a woman, who was 
washing clothes in the river, what was going on there. 

“They are the soldiers from the castle,” she said, 
“It is some grand day with them, and they are making 
merry over their drink ; but they’ll be nae the better for 
it by and by I trow.” 

‘‘ Aye, then Pll just gang awa’ and see if I can get 
a drink for myself amang them,” said Wallace, and 
away he hobbled to the hostelrie, where he found the 
men were talking about him, and heard one of them 
boasting that he should like nothing better than to have 
a bout with the famous champion of Scotland, on which 
he laughed, and said he would undertake for “a sma’ 
hire”—meaning for a trifle of money—to bring them 
together. The soldier, who probably did not believe 
him, replied that he would give him his price if he could 
doit. Wallace instantly blew his horn, threw off his 
disguise, and defended himself against the whole party 
till some of his own soldiers, who had heard the signal, 
came to his aid, when a fierce combat ensued, and the 
Englishmen were all killed or put to flight. The Scots 
at once proceeded to the castle, which had been left so
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carelessly guarded, that they had no difficulty in effect. 
ing an entrance, and took possession without more 
bloodshed. Several other victories were gained in 

rapid succession, and the English were becoming 
seriously alarmed, especially as many of the Scottish 
chieftains, encouraged by our hero’s success, had openly 
revoited against the government. King Edward heard 
of the wide spreading of the rebellion, but as pressing 
affairs obliged him to visit Flanders, he could not go 
himself to put a stop to it, therefore he empowered Earl 
Percy, the Governor of Ayr, to raise forces in the 
northern counties of England to oppose the rebels, and 
as that nobleman had a personal enmity to Wallace, on 
account of the adventure already related, when his pro- 
visions were seized on the way from Carlisle, he exerted 
himself to the utmost, and soon assembled an army of 
more than forty thousand men. He had crossed the 
borders at the head of this force when a tragical event 
took place that was very near terminating the life of 
Scotland’s brave hero, ere he had accomplished the 
great object of his ambition. 

The English officers who were entrusted with the 
government of Ayrshire during Percy’s absence, under 
the pretext of wishing to treat for peace, invited some 
of the disaffected Scottish chiefs and nobles to be 
present at a council they intended to hold in a barn 

near the town of Ayr,;and Wallace had consented to a 

truce for that purpose, and agreed to attend the con- 

ference, as he wished to know what terms they would 
propose. Not that he meant to accept any propo- 

sition short of the freedom of Scotland, but he 

thought he might as well hear what they had to say,
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and he was glad of the opportunity it afforded him of 
paying a visit to his mother, who was still living with 
her brother, Sir Raynald Crawford, who, as Sheriff of 

Ayr, was to assist at the council. On the appointed day, 
Sir Raynald, accompanied by Wallace, set off on horse- 
back to the place of meeting, no suspicion of treachery 
having entered the minds of either; but it so happened 
$hat the sheriff had forgotten to bring with him a 
certain document that would be wanted, and requested 

his nephew to ride back for is while he proceeded on 
his way, as 1t would not do for him to be late. And so 
he rode on cheerily, without a thought of danger ; but 

the instant he entered the rough council chamber, the 

door was closed upon him and he was seized by several 

soldiers, who forced something into his mouth to prevent 

him from crying out, then bound him hand and foot, 
and throwing a rope round his neck, hung him to a 
beam that ran across the roof, to which three bodies 

were already suspended, for this pretended conference 
was a wicked plot to get rid of the principal Scottish 
chiefs and make a prisoner of Wallace. Poor Sir 

Raynald was included in the list of the doomed victims 
because he was suspected of favouring the popular 
cause; and many a brave chieftain who came to the 

meeting in perfect good faith, trusting to the sacred- 
ness of a truce, which is respected even by savage 
nations, fell a sacrifice that day to one of the basest 
conspiracies that was ever planned. How Wallace 
himself escaped was little short of a miracle, for if he 
had entered the place nothing could have saved him; 
but as he was returning in all haste with the paper for 
which he had gone back, he was met by an old woman,
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who placed herself in the way of his horse and held up 

her hands in a warning attitude. He stopped and asked 

what she wanted, “Go no farther,” said the old dame, 

“for ye are ganging to your ain destruction; they have 

hanged nine of them already, and ye will make the 

tenth if ye set fute in that awsome place.” 

In the utmost astonishment he demanded: what she 

meant, when it appeared that she had seen through a 

small crevice at the back of the barn what was going 

on, and learning from the conversation that Wallace was 

expected, she had hastened to put him on his guard. 

He liberally rewarded her for the good service she had 

rendered him, and vowed never to rest till he had taken 

deep and ample revenge. It is not to be wondered at 

that he should feel a desire to punish the actors of this — 

dreadful tragedy; but the worst of it was his vengeance 

did not fall upon those who were actually guilty of the 

crime, but upon a number of men who had no hand in 

it. There was a range of wooden sheds outside the 

town that had been turned into barracks for the English 

soldiers, a great number of whom slept there. Wallace 

knew this, and that no watch was kept, so that same 

night, taking with him about three hundred armed men, 

each carrying a load of dry wood steeped in pitch, he 

conducted them to the spot, where, without making any © 

noise, they barricaded all the doors, then piled up the 

wood round the buildings, and set it on fire in many 

places. 

_ The soldiers, awakened by the foie rushed to the 

, Zoors, and finding they were fastened, many in despair 

broke through the roofs and threw themselves down, 

but it was only to die by the sword instead of the fre,
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for Wallace had sworn in his fearful wrath Ral not one 
should be spared. It was a cruel retaliation; but we 
have already seen that the great chieftain was some- 
times so blinded by passion as to lose sight for the time 
of justice and humanity. 

After the melancholy death of her brother, Lady 
Wallace sought safety in a convent, whilst her heroic 
son, who was now openly joined by many of the barons, 
carried on the war with such success, that the English 
were defeated in several pitched battles and forced to 
give up some of the principal towns to the victorious 
leader. At length Stirling Castle was taken, and he 
was preparing to lay siege to Dundee, when he received 
intelligence that fresh forces had arrived from England, 
commanded by the great Earl of Surrey, and were 
marching towards Stirling with intent to regain posses- 
sion of the castle, on which he abandoned the siege for 
the present, and went to meet him with all the troops 
he could muster; and as most of his allies joined in this 
expedition, on which the fate of Scotland now depended, 
his army was nearly equal in numbers to that of the 
foe, besides having the advantage of being well ac- 
quainted with the ground on which the battle would be 
fought. Jt was at Stirling Bridge, and just before the 
fight commenced, the English commander, seeing that 
the Scots had occupied all the best positions, made an 
attempt to negotiate with the chief, by sending two 
monks to him to offer terms of peace; but Wallace 
would not hear them, saying sternly, ‘ Go and tell your 
leaders that we did not come here to make peace, but 
to crush our enemies and restore freedom to our 
country.” So the battle was fought, aud never had the
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Baglish experienced so total a defeat as they did that 
day. Surrey’s fine army was almost entirely destroyed, 
and when all was over and the victory proclaimed, 
Wallace could proudly say that, by his exertions, Scot- 
land was once more free. The great hero, at the head 
of his victorious troops, returned to Dundee, which was — 
immediately surrendered by the governor, who gave 
up the castle with all his stores, including arms and 
money, and departed from the town, followed - by 
the whole garrison, so that not one Englishman was 
left in Dundee, and Wallace was now master of ‘the 

place from which he had fled, scarcely two. eats 
before, a proscribed outlaw. | 

The battle of Stirlng Bridge was a fatal blow to 
the power of King Edward in Scotland, for, after the 
surrender of Dundee, all places that remained in the 
hands of the English were given up in succession till 
they had not a single town or fortress left. Wallace 
was now the acknowledged head of the kingdom, and 

if he had been ambitious of personal aggrandisement he 
. might, undoubtedly, have seated himself on the throne, 

for the crown was offered to his acceptance by the 
grateful people ; but he was too good a patriot to 
become a usurper, and as he looked upon Baliol, who 

~ was still a prisoner in England, as his lawful sovereign, 
he would only consent to govern as regent, taking the 
title of Guardian of Scotland.
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Mist sores 
It is not to be supposed that Wallace was neglectful of 
his mother in the days of his high prosperity ;. but 

though he now had the power to restore her: to her 

former home, the unfortunate lady was so broken down 

in health and spirits, that she preferred remaining in 

the retirement she had chosen. The long wars and the 

ravages of the English soldiery during the time they 

were lords of the land, had brought their attendant 

evils of poverty and-famine on the people; for who 

would labour to prodtice crops for the benefit of their 

enemies, or rear flocks and herds that might be taken 

from them by force at any time? Their new raler, 

anxious to remedy these ills, and relieve them for a 

while from the burden of maintaining an army, deter- 

mined to make a hostile expedition into the northern | 

counties of England; but before he put his design in 

execution, he took some steps towards re-establishing 

the commerce that had so long been interrupted with 

foreign nations, by sending letters to the chief rulers of 

‘Hamburgh, and other great trading towns, saying, “That 

as, by the grace of God, Scotland was now emancipated 

from the domination of the English king, the merchants © 

of those cities would henceforth have free access to 

every port in the kingdom.” As soon as the Scottish 
army had crossed the border into Northumberland, they 
began to retaliate the injuries they had. themselves 

suffered from the English invasion, by plundering and — 
destroying by fire every place they came to, while the © 
people fled in terror to the wouds, where hundreds died |    



rm 

WALLACE, THE HERO OF SCOTLAND, 

of starvation. Frightful were the scenes of rapine and 
bloodshed that took place during this fierce inroad; and — 
although Wallace himself seldom showed much mercy 
towards his enemies, hg did now and then interfere to 
check the barbarity of his soldiers, who seemed bent 
upon repaying with interest the ills that had been 
suffered by the Scots. For three weeks the unfortunate 
people of the northern counties were. subjected to all 
the misery that could be inflicted by an unsparing foe, 
and then, as winter was coming on, the invaders 
returned to their own country laden vgth spoils, leaving 
ruin and desolation bchind them. — ; | 

It was now that Wallace began to experience the 
difficulties of his high position. He had been made 
chief ruler of the kingdom by the majority of the people, 
but the great barons, displeased at seeing a man who- 
was not of noble birth raised above them, refused to 
acknowledge his authority, and treated him as one who 
had usurped a power to which he had no claim. One 
of these jealous noblemen, the, Earl of Dunbar, on 
receiving a summons to attend a council of state, sent 
back so contemptuous a reply, that the angry Reigiam 
besieged his castle, and drove him from place to place 
within his own domain, till he was stripped of all his 
vast possessions, and became an exile in England, 
dependent on the royal bounty for maintenance. This 
example had its effect on the rest of the barons, who, 
however, whilst outwardly treating Wallace as their 
sovereign, hated him in their hearts, and longed to 
witness. his downfall; nor was it long before they were 
enabled to gratify thcir malevolence. King Edward 
had returned from Flanders on heaving of Wallace’s
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success, and was soon on his way to Scotland, at 

tlie head of the largest army that had ever yet been 

seen there. Our hero adopted.such means of resistance 

as he thought best, which was, not to risk a battle with 

‘such an overwhelming force, but to lay waste the 

country before them, so that they should find nothing 

to eat, and to make sudden attacks on their camps by © 
night, until their strength was so reduced that they 

might be encountered in the field upon more equal 

terms. This plan promised to be successful. The 

English troops, suffering from famine and the difficulties 

that were purposely thrown in their way, became so 

discontented that Edward was at length compelled to 

turn back, and had given up for the present his design 
of reconquering Scotland, when his purpose was 

changed by the treachery of two Scottish barons, who 

were among Wallace’s secret enemies.. He had reached 

the town of Falkirk, on his way back to England, when 

_ the traitorous lords went to his tent, and told him that 

' Wallace was in the forest close by, with intent to sur- 

- prise the camp in the night; «n which the king imme- 

diately formed his troops in battle array, and led them 

forward to attack the chief, who had no alternative but 

to engage with them, though the chances were greatly 

against him, for the English were three times as many 

as the Scots, and he knew that no dependence was to 

be placed on his cavalry, which, influenced no doubt by _ 

those of the nobles who were no friends to him, had 

shown a disposition to revolt. » In fact, the fatal conflict 

had no sooner begun, than they rode over in a body to 
the enemy, and Wallace was left with only his foot 
soldiers to fight a battle where victory was truly hope-
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fess. When all was lost, and most of his brave men lay 

dead on the field, he drew off the few that survived, and. 

retreated through the woods; but he had to lament the 

loss of many a dear friend who fell on that fatal day, 

and amongst them were Sir John Grahame, and one 

more humble but not less valued, his faithful, well-tried 

follower, Kenneth. The Battle of Falkirk was fought 

  

meyer eeereereenrererperr es 

ee Ee 
oe i" 

   

    

   
    

      

Hitt ili 

Ze - il 
eo : 

S - ia ul 
S maki Ee oa Oe 

Be fos 
    
  

  

    

  

    

  

    

pe
ne

 
a
c
e
r
)
 

S
S
 

i    

  

      fe
oo
na
ni
ee
a 

he
at
ty
 

pp
eo

nl
en

an
en

s:
 

c
e
 

Y 
Geen 

p oi 
el 
es
e 

P
S
S
 p
ee
d 

md
 

R
u
e
 

:      

   

    

    

on
t 

  

   

  

            

  

Se | — 

& Wy 

  

       

pts i 
4 \ 

- N i 
= NA 

= j 
aE io ‘ \ 

—— Fi . 
lit pt WA, \ ) 

if HHL \ 
j , 

is 
| % 

| Y Ve H SSy 

      

VE; Yyy Uy ZL 

  

  
  

  

  

in the month of July, 1298, at which time We'lace 

could not have been more than twenty-seven years of 

age—a young man to have done all he had done. This 

victory was a triumph for King Edward, but it did not 

restore his lost authority in Scotland, which was never 

again under subjection as it had been, although the tide 

of fortune had turned against its deliverer, who publicly 

resigned his office of guardian, and went abroad, carrying
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with him the affectioll bat gratitude of shinai by 
whom he was idolized as something more than mortal. 

Seven years had elapsed when he reappeared in 

Scotland, not with a view of taking any part in public 
affairs, but actuated by the natural love that every one 

has for his own native land, and most likely he would 
have settled down in peace at Elderslie, his birth-place, 

but that King Edward, who still called himself sovereign 

of Scotland, hearing of his return, was so bent on his 

destruction, that he again offered high rewards to those 

who should take him dead or alive. Thus he once more 

became an outlaw in his native forests, where he was 

hunted from place to place, till he was at last taken ~ 
while sleeping in a hut in a secluded spot between 
Dumbarton and Glasgow, where he had believed himself 

to be quite safe from pursuit; and it was a Scottish 

knight—to whose shame be it spoken—that betrayed | 

him into the hands of his enemies. This knight—Sir 
John Menteith—had fought under his banner, but had 

received the king’s pardon, and been made Governor of 

Dumbarton Castle. He happened to find out where 
Wallace was secreted, and one night sent a party of 

soldiers, who surrounded the hut where he was asleep, 

while two of them crept in softly and took away his 

sword. Then they tried to secure him, but he started 
to his feet, and caught up a wooden stool with which he 
killed both the assailants. Menteith himself then came 

in and advised him to surrender, as there were twenty 
or more armed men outside—at the same time pledging 

his word of honour that, if he gave himself up quietly, 
his life would be spared. Wallace, trusting to his word, 

accompanicd him to Dumbarton Castle; but, instead of
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the safety that had been promised, he was thrown into 
a dungeon, and loaded with chains. The news of his 
capture was speedily conveyed to the king, who desired 
that he should be sent at once to London, to be tried 

for treason. The ceremony of a trial was indeed gone 
through, but his fate had been determined beforehand ; 
and the gallant hero of Scotland, whose name will be 
held in honourable remembrance by his cguntrymen till 
time shali be no more, suffered a cruel and. ignominious 

death before he had completed his thirty-fifth year. 
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‘SWHERE THE RAINBOW RESTS LIES A CROCK OF GOLD.”’ 
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RAINBOWS REST. 

BY THOMAS HOOD. 

erp 

I. 
INTRODUCTORY. 

T= fishing village of Polvellan 
stands on a low stretch of the 

cliffs to westward of Rame Head, on 

the coast of Cornwall. On either side of it the rocks begin . 
to rise again, towering at last a giddy height above 
the green waves. A little brook, very scant in summer, 
prattles through the middle of the village, and flows 
half-swallowed up by the sands to join the sea, which 
forms a small bay just here, where the fishing fleet of 
Polvellan may anchor in comparative safety. 

A conspicuous object in Polvellan, as seen from the 
deck of an outward-bound vessel, whose course brings 

B *
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it near ithe ‘coast at this point, is a little white cottage, 
standing ‘on‘a green lawn that covers a platform of cliff 
a:little-above‘the villageiitself, This little white cottage 
—a landmark to the :pilots—is called ‘ Rainbow’s 
Rest.” But’ if it forms a conspicuous object as seen 
‘from tthe water, ‘it:is still more ‘sure ‘to attract attention 
‘8S you ;passiin frontiof it along ‘the:cliff-road leading ‘to 
PL th. 

A good ‘half of ‘the little brook, diverted above to 
meturn to its old channel ‘below, ;passes through the 

garden:; tumbling over a mimic ‘waterfall im silvery 
shedts. ‘Behind tthe ‘house wises «a «small plantation of 
fivs—the only trees ‘that can struggle ¢ffectually with 
the salt sea breezes. Their sombre foliage throws into 
strong relief the dazzling white walls of the cottage. 
In front, a smooth green velvety lawn, with a hedge of 
evergreens, stretches down to the gate, with its granite 
pillars, on which, half-hidden by the ivy, can be read 
the words, “‘ Rainbow’s Rest.” 

A circular carriage-drive sweeps round the central 
mlot of grass, in which there is a bed of lovely flowers, 
disposed ‘so‘quaintly that it is sure to arrest the eye of 
the most careless passer. 

The bed is sunk below the level of the lawn, and the 
flowers planted thickly in it are so carefully trimmed, 
trained, and pegged down, that they are kept exactly 
even with'the surface of the grass; so that in fact the 
greensward ‘seems tessellated with brilliant blossoms. 
The bed is semicircular in shape, and the flowers are 
arranged in concentric rows. The outer line consists 
of violet verbenas, which :gradually mingle with, and 
give place to, deep blue dwarf larkspurs. They in their 

turn become lost in the bright azure of the minor con-
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volvulus, after which comes a row of vivid green mig- 
nionette, followed by a line of brilliant yellow escholtzia 

(I don’t know the English name, or I would not descend 
to dog-Latin), and then rich orange nasturtiums. After 
these succeed red geraniums. 

Looking at this bed from a little distance, as it lies 

on the rise of the lawn thus daintily arranged, you can- 
not help observing that the blending of the prismatic 
colours so contrived produces a floral rainbow very 
pleasant to behold. 

On the right hand of the garden rises from a bed of 
roses, and showing clearly against a yew hedge, a marble 
figure of Iris, with her scarf fluttering round her head. 

Mhis statue, which is the work of an Italian, has been 

very delicately tinted, and the faint hues as of a fading 
rainbow adorn the flying drapery which encircles the 
head. 

On the other side of the garden is a rustic summer- 

house. A window of stained glass sheds upon the floor, 

as the sunlight pours through it, the semblance of a 

rainbow. © | 
There must clearly be some reason for this preva- 

lence of the arc of promise. We will try to discover it. 

A fine old gentleman is lying on the lawn, smoking a 

cigar, while a troop of children are gathered round him. 

If we listen to him, we may perhaps discover the mean- 

ing of the symbolism which makes “ Rainbow’s Rest” 

so remarkable. 
The children are clamouring for a story. 

‘But what is it to be about, little people P” asks 

the handsome old gentleman, his grey hair floating on 

the breeze that comes boundivg over the sea 80 

freshly.
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“What is it to be about?” he repeats, for the chil- 

dren are puzzled to say. 
“Let it be about travels, and voyages, and disco- 

veries !”” says Harry, the eldest boy, with the eager eyes 

and the sunburnt face. 

“Or about the sea and shipwrecks!” cries Charlie, 

the second lad, who is cutting out a boat. 

“Or let it be about—about love, and how they mar- 

ried and lived happily ever after!” says Grace, who is 

just old enough to enjoy fairy tales, and has only lately 

finished the story of Prince Charming. 

“ Let it be about a naughty boy and a good girl!” 

says Eva. She is a very precise little body, a reader of 

Mrs. Barbauld’s stories, and likes to have a moral to 

her tales. 
Every one of the children has given an opinion, with 

the exception of little Lucy. Little Lucy is very young 

yet. She is nursing a doll almost as big as herself, but 

she is a dignified little lady, and as the others have their 

suggestions to make, she does not like to be silent. At 

the same time she has no choice to make, for she is too 

young to read yet, and the only narratives she is 

acquainted with are about Little Bo-peep and Mother 

Hubbard, and those she has from oral tradition. So 

she is quite at a loss for a subject. She, however, has 

no intention of being beaten so easily, and looks about 

her for a hint, and by chance her eye catches the bright 

flower-bed. Then she looks up very gravely in her 

father’s face, and says in her language, which is not 

quite English yet— 

“Ht him be ’bout a yainbow !” 
The grey-headed gentleman catches up Lucy and 

lisses her, an operation to which she submits with her
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accustomed gravity. And then he throws away the end. 

of his cigar, and says— 

“ Well, trots all, I'll tell you a story that shall satisfy 

you all round. Tor it shall be about travels and voy- — 

ages, which is what Harry wants; and about the sea 

and shipwrecks, which is what Charlie wants ; and about 

lovers, which is what Gracie wants ; and about a naughty 

boy and a good girl, which is what Hva wants. And 

last of all, it shall be about a rainbow, which is what 

that solemn young lady Miss Lucy desires. So now I’m 

going to begin.” 

Thereupon the children clap their hands gladly, and 

settle themselves in a ring upon the lawn round the 

story-teller. A beautiful lady, who is seated on a low 

beehive chair near them, busily knitting, looks over and 

smiles at the group. | 

“Silence, little people!” says papa, and then they 

all say ‘‘Hush;” and even little Lucy holds up a 

tiny forefinger in a peculiarly serious manner, and says 
“hush” too. 

And then the gentleman begins his story. 

  

Tie: 
THE GOLD FEVER. 

Harry Carew was the son of a small farmer, living 
near Ashburton, on a tiny handful of an estate, which 
had descended to hix: with the old name and diminished 
fortunes of a once powerful family. The father had 
accepted his position contentedly, as his father and 

grandfather had done before him. He was not too
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proud to follow the tail of his own plough, with its 

strange team of a horse, and an ox, with a donkey as an 

out-rigger. Clad in homespun, and with a horny hand, 

the descendant of Sir Godfrey Carew, of Castle Carew, 
did no discredit to his ancestry. He fought his fight 

bravely, held up his head honestly, and lived like one of 

God’s own gentlemen—fearing Heaven, and honouring 
the king. 

Unluckily, his son did not inherit this grand, simple 
nature. In an unfortunate moment the father had sent 
this lad to school, where, to his credit be it said, he 

made very rapid progress in his learning, but acquired 
tastes and opinions beyond his rank. His mother was 
dotingly fond of him; and, with a pardonable pride, 
used to dream of his making a figure in the world. 
She had a higher estimate of his really moderate powers 

than was just, and in a weak moment filled his brain 

with a vain and restless ambition, by telling him of the 
ancient wealth and renown of the family. She even 
told him—what might or might not be true, but what 
she at all events firmly believed—that the baronetcy of 

Carew, which had been in abeyance for many a long 
year, belonged to him of right. His first question on 
hearing this was—‘“ Why should I not claim it?” and 
she had to explain to him that without ample means to 
sustain it, it would be worse than folly to grasp at the 
empty title. He was compelled with a sigh to admit 
the truth of this. 7 | 

Then, first of all, crept into his mind the desire for 
money. It began simply in the wish to win enough to 
restore the fortune of his family, and resume the lapsed 
title. But by and by the nobler origin of the longing 

was overgrown by a craving for gold, for its own sake,
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and at length died out altogether, leaving nothing 
behind it but a sordid passion for acquiring. 

  

se 

“Do you remember, Harry,” said the gentleman, 
whose words I have for convenience sake thrown into a 
narrative form, “asking me the other day why I cut 
that pretty trail of tiny ivy away from the trunk of the 
larch? By and by that graceful creeping snake of a 
bough would have wound round the stem, higher and 
higher, closer and closer, until it choked the very life- 
blood of the tree, and stunted, nay killed it. You see 
such ivy-grown dead trunks here and there in the 
woods. They bear no leaf themselves; the delicate 
tasseled branches of the larch are replaced by the hard 
cold glistering wreaths of poisonous ivy. It is in this 
way that ill weeds growing apace among tender flowers 
overrun and destroy them. And go, too, will evil 
habits, at first seemingly small and often overlooked 
among the good qualities of a young mind, grow in 

- time, if neglected, until they dwarf and stunt the virtues. 
The ivy-trails are graceful enough at first, and harmless 
enough to all appearance, but they strangle oaks, and 
weigh down strong walls. So, little folk, let us. keep 
our plantations clear of dangerous plants, and not spare 
the keen pruning-knife, if need be!” 

Harry Carew’s mother died soon after he left school 
—the happier perhaps that she did not live to see the 

unfortunate results of her indiscretion in filling her | 
child’s mind with a restless desire for things far above 
his reach. | 

_ He was really very fond of his mother, and was very 
lonely after she died. He had been almost constantly
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with her, for it was agreed by his parents that his edu- 

cation had fitted him for something more than a mere 

farm labourer, so he was never called upon to go out 

to work with his father. Some year when there was a 

good harvest they might be able to save enough to 

article him to Mr. Turner, the lawyer. So in the mean- 

time he was his mother’s companion at home. When 

she was laid in her grave, and Harry looked into it for 

the last time, and took a farewell look through his tears 

at the plain black coffin, whereon lay scattered the 
handful of earth that had seemed just now to fall on his 

own heart, he turned away to quite a different world. 
He wandered about the old house at home, lonely, 

melancholy, dissatisfied. The old house stood on a 
little knoll in the midst of the small property which 

remained to the Carews. It had once been surrounded 
on all sides by acre upon acre of fine land, the family 
estate, but bit by bit that estate had been swallowed up, 

as if by a rising tide, in the increased prosperity of its 
neighbours. The little knoll seemed really like an 
island standing in the midst of the steadily rising flood 
of an inundation—the last refuge of some poor settler, 

who sees his crops and cattle swept away on all sides, 
and trembles as the swelling waters threaten his poor 
home with destruction. 

The house had, to carry out the simile, been partly 
carried away by the flood. Half of it had either been 
pulled or had fallen down. The garden occupied what 
had once been the banqueting-hall, and the stable and 

cow-house stood on the site of one wing of the building. 
The other had been converted into a barn. But what 
remained of the old place was still more than was 
needed for the modest requirements of the Carews;
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and after deducting the apple-room, and the cheese- 
room, and the dairy, there were many empty chambers, 
and in these still lingered the traces of bygone grandeur. 
There were carved chimneys, and the remains of a 
painted ceiling, and some few moth-eaten hangings 
even. In these solitary and sounding rooms, Harry 
used to wander after his mother’s death, scheming, 
planning, hoping, and dreaming, creating a thousand 
improbable, impossible visions of the future. His father, 
who in his quiet way felt his wife’s loss to the fall as 
deeply as his son, had not the heart to interfere with 
the lad, and left him to his own melancholy musings. 
Since the lad had grown “a scholar,” as he called. it, 
there seemed to have come into existence a gradually 
widening gulf between. The influence of a common 
grief might have bridged this over, but it was not to be. 

But you must not suppose the old man did not love 
his son. On the contrary, his unobtrusive nature was 
full of the deepest affection for him. His pride in his 
boy was the one topic on which he was eloquent among 
his cronies, and never a night passed but he visited the 
sleeping lad’s bed-room, and looked at him to bless him, 
and thank God for him, and pray for him. If he was 
ever conscious to himself of the separation—of the gulf 
I spoke of—-it must have been a very terrible and trying 
grief to him. And he must have been, it seems probable, 
for there was a touch more of silver in his hair than his 
age need have brought, and deeper furrows on his brow 
than his poverty could have produced. 

At this time there was a very fierce and devouring 
fever going through the land—the gold fever. The 
discovery of gold in California had spread the contagion, 
and far and wide men were flinging away paying and
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suitable occupations, to pursue the glittering phantom 
of Fortune. They pursued it across the sea to the 
distant gold-fields, picturing them as Dick Whittington 
pictured London streets. But the fields were not so 
plentifully and plainly cropped with precious metal. It 
was a stern wrestle with Mother Nature for her riches, 

and she would not yield them to every one. Improvi- 
dence and Incompetence found that California was not 
as idle and profitable a place as Tom Tiddler’s ground. 
They could not dig, and begging was waste of time 
among a population called into existence by the lust of 
gain. So they sat down and starved. Some who had 
been well-educated, who were accomplished and talented, 
found no better work to do than the blacking of boots, 
or the running of errands for hardy “ navvies,” whose 
turn it was to be masters now, on the gold side of the 
water. But hundreds could find no occupation, except 
to wander into the bush, to live on berries and roots, 
and finally to drop down and die, and become the prey 
of vultures and beasts of prey, or to fall victims to the 
wandering savages, who revenged on the remote suc- 
cessors of the avaricious Spaniards, the wrongs their 
ancestors had suffered at the hands of Pizarro. But the 
news that went back over the sea was not of these 
bankrupt, broken-down, famished hordes, but of the 
handful of lucky, strong-armed, iron-framed men, who 
wrested the ore from Mother Nature’s clutches. Their 
success found heralds and historians. No one cared to 
write an epitaph for the failures. 

Whose ears should be readier than Harry’s to catch 
évery rumour of the great discoveries? He began to 
see at iast the opportunity which was offered to him for 
satisfying his greed for gold. He grew restless. He
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wandered to Ashburton morning and noon, and loitered 
about at the inns, picking up eagerly every scrap of 
intelligence from the gold fields. Hach fresh story of 
sudden ‘wealth increased his determination to try his 
own fortunes; but the finishing stroke was put to it one 
day by a conversation he had with the landlord of the 
White Hart.” 

‘“‘' Whatever du e’e think, a Carew ?” said 
mine host. “Ye mind our Jahn as were oazler here, 

’reckon! Hur’z madd ’z fortin oaver yan to Californey. 
Hur’s faind a nugget, zo ee du ca’all ’un, zo big’z me 
tu veasties, worth a zack o’ money, ’reckon !” 

Harry asked if the landlorcé meant a certain hulking, 

uncouth help, who used to be employe’ in changing 

the horses for the Plymouth mail. 

“ez! yon’z ee. Cu’den wraite hez na’ame, T tell 

e’e, an’ zo steup’d as a oole. Hur waz a main bra’ave 

chap though, vur tu car’ a wa’at more’n yeu nor I ceud 

heft, an’ hur’d turn ower a ve’eld mazin’ quick.” 
Harry left the inn, and wandered home up the long 

street which constitutes the town of Ashburton. He 
turned into the churchyard, and seating himself on a 
tomb near his mother’s grave, fell into a deep reverie. 

He compared himself with this ignorant half-brute of 
whose success he had been told, and he smiled as he os 

thought of the certainty with which he should acquire | 

wealth with his superior advantages. 

  

‘Do you remember,” said the gentleman, turning to 

Grace, “how you laughed the other day at Charlie’s 
green baize frock, the one he made for the doll who is 

- going to be married to the captain of his cutter P” 

“Oh yes, papa! such gnbble-stitches! and he didn’t
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hem her skirt, and it was all cobbled up in lumps in 
the body, because he hadn’t cut it properly.” 

“TY think, do you know, Gracie, that if you and 
Miss Charlotte, that lovely wax doll your godmamma 
gave you, were left on the shore of a desert island, and 
wanted to get home, you would make a sad bungle of 
cutting out a boat like the one Charlie has been making 
to-day.” 

Charlie laughed at the idea, and said, “ Wouldn’+ 
she just cut her fingers!” 

“Well, you see, little folk, we each have our own line, 
and can do our own sort of work best; so we shouldn’t 
laugh at Charlie because he can’t cut doll’s clothes, or 
at Grace for not shining as a ship-builder, because, if 
we don’t estimate rightly our own powers, we may fall 
into a blunder like Harry Carew’s, who sneered at Jack 
the ostler, and thought himself far more likely to succeed 
at the diggings. Now the fact was that he could have 
added up a sum or written a copy far better than Jack, 
but, when spades were trumps, Jack could have dug 
over an acre while Harry was turning up a foot.” 

  

Before he left the churchard, Harry Carew picked a 
daisy from his mother’s grave, and folded it in one of 
the letters which his mother had written to him at 
school, and which he had in his pocket-book. When 
he reached home he found his father seated by the 
kitchen fire, smoking his pipe. He determined to find 
out whether he would approve of his trying his fortunes 
at the gold-fields. Now, there was one strong feeling 
existing under the quiet exterior of the plain old farmer. 
It was, perhaps, an inherited relic of the patriarchal 
pride of the Carews; he had a violent horror of any-
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thing like emigration, and spoke with the utmost 

severity of men who ran “ away from the country where 
Providence had placed them, and the station of life to 

which they were called.” There was the ghost of a 

noble pride and patriotic attachment to the place of 

one’s birth in this, though it was a prejudice. 

Harry was quite well aware of his father’s strong 

feeling on the point, and only made a trial of his in- 

clination in order to satisfy his own conscience. He 

broached the subject very carefully, and in a general 

way, not at all intimating that he had seriously enter- 

tained the idea. But the old man would hardly listen 

to him; he broke out into fierce invective against “the 

rats who were frightened from Hngland by the first 
pinch of want,’ and a great deal more to that effect. 

Harry had hardly expected such a demonstration, but 

he was not aware that his father had been already put 

out once during the day on this very topic. An old 

crony of his who rented the next ‘farm had just told 

him he was going to sell up and start for Canada, “ the 
times were too hard in England.” 

Before they retired to rest of a night, the old man 

was accustomed to read a chapter of the Bible aloud. 

On this evening he selected the story of Jacob and 

Hsau, and when he came to the passage where the latter 

sold his birthright for a mess of pottage, which he 
imagined to be a case illustrative of his position on the 

emigration question, he read it with great impressive- 

ness and solemnity; but when he reached the end of 
the history, where the elder brother lost his father’s 

blessing, his severity gave way, and his eyes grew so 

dim that he was obliged to break off; and, under the 
impulse of the moment, he laid his hand on his boy’s
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head as he bad him “good night,” and blessed him 
fervently, as if to ensure his son against such a loss as 
Esau’s. 

He visited his son once again, according to his wont, 
_ the last thing, and blessed him yet again as he lay 

apparently sound asleep. Then he closed the door 

softly, and went to his own room, and was soon wrapt 

in the deep, sound slumber which is earned by a clear 

conscience and honest, hearty labour. 

Lo 

GOLDEN MORNING. 

MIpNIGHT was sounding from the tall tower of Ash- 
burton church, when Harry Carew opened his bed-room 
window very quietly, and dropped from it to the soft 
turf of the lawn beneath it, after having first flung out 
a small bundle. He had made up his mind to seek his 
fortunes in the gold-fields, and he chose this secret 
mode of departure to avoid any open rupture with his 
father. Giving one last look at the old house where 
his childhood had been passed, he strode rapidly to the 
gate, not daring to glance behind him again lest the 
ghost of bygone days should be following him. As he 
hurried through the narrow path, the straggling branch 
of a rose-bush caught him by the sleeve as though it 
would have retained him, and bid him pause awhile. 
In vain—he broke loose from its grasp, and, flinging 
open the gate, stood in the highroad. The wicket 

ae
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swang to with a soft sigh as of regret and sorrow, and, 
in the stillness of the night, he heard the low “ Oo-o0- 
ooh!” of the owls, disturbed in the church tower by the 
clashing of the bell, as it smote out the tidings of mid- 
night, | 

Harry Carew, like Adam, was about to take his way 
through the world which lay before him. He had made 
ap his mind to walk to Plymouth, where he would find 
a ship ready to sail. He had a litle store of money, 
but he wished to gave that, and the distance was but 
six and twenty miles. His first object was to baffle 
pursuit, and though he planned to do this in a very 
simple way, that would have been seen through in a 
moment by a clever detective, it was quite crafty enough 

_ to deceive those for whom it was intended. 
Instead of setting off towards Plymouth at once, 

Harry turned to his right up through Ashburton to the 
** George Inn,” which was always open late on account of 
the heavy waggon changing horses there. He stepped 
into the bar for an instant, and took a glass of ale. As 
he expected, he met one or two that he knew, and they 

of course were surprised to see him in travelling trim 
at such an hour, and questioned him. He told them he 
was going across Dartmoor to take the early coach on 
the north road for London, where he was going to try 
his fortunes. Having thus thrown his friends off the 
scent, he left the inn; but, instead of toiling up the 
he turned round at the back of the “ George” stakles, 

crossed a cherry-orchard or two, and, passing down 
some back lanes, emerged into the high road, at the 
lower end of the long straggling town. As he looked 
back up the old familiar street, a feeling of melancholy
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passed over him, and for a moment he hesitated ere he 
cut himself adrift from home and friends. But the doubt 
was but brief; so, suppressing a sigh, with a subdued 
whistle he marched off with as bold a —— as he 
could contrive. 

He heard dear old Dart close at hand, brawling over 
the broad stones and smooth pebbles where the biggest 
trout loved to lie and watch for imprudent flies that 
would set out, despite the warning of their seniors, to 
make their way in the world. Many and many a time 
had he cast his line over that flashing, tumbling stream ; 
he took a last look of it as of an old friend and school- 
mate, when presently he reached the bridge which spans 
its shallow bed not far from Ashburton. It was too 
dark to do more than catch glimpses of snowy foam or 
flakes of silver, where the light caught the surface at a 
favourable angle. But there was no time for delay, so 
he plucked a spray of chestnut, just opening into milky 

spikes of flower, and flung it over the parapet into the 

river, as if it were to be an emblem of his career. Alas! 

the broken bough got no further toward the ocean than 
the further side of the bridge, before it was entangled 
in a slow, sleepy eddy under an alder, where it stayed 
its course, only revolving now and then when the 
miniature whirlpool caught it. 

But Harry saw nothing of this; he was striding on 
with a good heart through Buckfastleigh and Dean 
Prior, where by this time there was never a soul stirring 
save the doctor, who was trotting home from a sick 
patient at Brent Harburton Ferry. By the time he 
reached Sonth Brent all nature seemed taking its rest, 
so very still was the night. The only sounds were the 

occasional stamp of a stabled horse, the bark of a distant
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yard-dog, and the cry of the night-jar, or some such 

nocturnal wanderer among the trees. 

By this time Harry had walked rather more than 

seven miles, so he was not sorry to sit down for a minute 

or two onthe bridge over the Avon. He atesome of the 

biscuits he had bought at the “ George” at Ashburton, 

and took a pull at his flask of sherry and water. The 

Avon babbled and prattled as it washed the piers of the 

old bridge, and the little woodland brooks that fed it 

tinkled at their tiny falls very musically. The night 
was still very dark, for the moon had set early in the 

evening, and the morning was not breaking yet. 
Up again ere long, and on to Cherston and Bideford 

Bridge, where the cocks are just beginning to crow, chal- 

lenging one another from farm to farm, shrilly in the 

quiet cool air. Two miles more, and as he passes the 

cottages, he sees a dim candle flickering here and there, 

to tell that man is arising to his work and to his labour ; 

and now he has reached beautiful Ivybridge, nestling 

between the two Beacons, bathing its feet in the dancing 

Erme, the voice of whose merry cascades has been 

audible a long distance in the stillness of the morning, 

For it is morning now—a quiver in the deep blue sky, 

and a paling of the stars one by one. Little chirps and 

twitters from tiny birds waking up at the first stir of 
light in the air. Some of the highest clouds, a little 
while since fleeces of purple, are turning grey—white— 

touched here and there with faint gold. The tremble 

in the air increases, and there is a visible spread of 

light behind the bank of clouds to the eastward; the 

stars are all gone, and the tops of the hills are just 
touched with the silver of dawn; and as the skies 

brighten the brooks brighten, and reflect the gradual 
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growth of the faint rose of daybreak. Shafts of gold 
sun rays shoot upward, widening over the blue heaven. 
The bank of cloud is becoming molten; it puts on the 
semblance of a glowing furnace, with the dazzling glory 
of the sun streaming through its rents and fissures. 

The birds have commenced matins; a flickering 
spark overhead is the jubilant lark, who takes the lead 
in the harmony. 

The sun is above the horizon, now throwing quaint 
long shadows before him. The sheep are nibbling the 
tender herbage refreshed by the night dews. The cows, 
with outstretched necks, blink at the day-god in the 
balmy meadows, where the flowers are shedding per. 
fumes before him. 

Yes. Day at last 
So thought Harry, as he threw himself on the green 

bank of the Hrme, and looked up into the brightening sky. 
He could not prevail upon himself to keep on the march 
until all the phenomena of dawn had taken place. It 
was a pleasant spot for a traveller’s half-way halt. The 
old grey bridge, all but hidden by its mantle of shining 
green ivy, was mirrored in the glassy Erme; which re- 
flected tco the intense blue of the early morning sky, 
and the snowy fleeces ama sailed through its infinite 
depths. 

By and by, passengers passing over the stream, and 
tabourers going a-field, reminded Harry thai his task 
was to do, and his journey but half over. On he trudged 
with a stouter heart and firmer tread, thanks to his 
hour’s repose in the green valley of Ivybridge. 

Woodland, Cadleigh, and Lee Mill were reached and — 
passed. He crossed the Yealme at the last-named 
place, and then came along spell of dreary tramping,
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util he came to Ridgway, and passing through that 

reached Plym Bridge. Hverybody was. astir now. 

Carts and gigs were spinning along the road, and foot- 

travellers were up.betimes, making the most they could 

of the coolness of morning. They eyed Harry, who was 

travel-stained, and weary, and hungry-looking, as if 

they thought him a run-away ’prentice. Harry saw this, 

and turning into a field where there was a clear spring 

of water, he opened his bundle, and proceeded to per- 

form an open-air toilet. When he had finished this 

sacrifice to the graces, he became aware that he was 

not alone in the field, which was no more or less than 

some common-land. At the lower end of the open 

space, in a sort of natural hollow, there was a most 

picturesque gipsy encampment. | 

- Two bright yellow vans formed the background, in 

front of which and sheltered by a hawthorn bush was a 

large tent, in the form of a cart-tilt, with a fire crackling 

before its mouth. <A gipsy woman, in a bright-coloured 
print dress, scanty but clean, with a red cotton kerchief 

round her shoulders and a bright yellow one tied across 

her lustrous long black hair, was washing some odds 

and ends of gaudy finery in a small square tub. Her 

husband sat at the tent-mouth, on a barrel, fashioning 

clothes-pegs, with a small heap of white deal shavings at 

his feet. Two old crones, very brown and wrinkled in- 

deed, were tending the pot which hung by a bit of string 

from the tripod of long sticks over the fire. A couple of 

ragged children, who but for the dirt were fairer im 

complexion than their parents, were playing close by, 

and soon caught sight of and laid siege to the stranger. 

The woman at the tub dried her hands, rapidly 

taking a steady survey of Harry all the time. It was
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not difficult to guess what he was. Near all the seaports 
at the time of the gold fever you met young fellows with 
little bundles slung on sticks over their shoulders. She 
came to him talking volubly all the while, a mingled 
stream of entreaty, prophecy, and promise flowing in- 
cessantly, while she tried to make a capture of his 
palm. ; 

There are few people who can escape the persuasive 
tongue of a real gipsy, and this one, by an adroit allu- 
sion to Harry’s destination, had interested if not awed 
him. The result was that he crossed her palm with a 
bit of silver, and, listening, strove to disentangle a mean- 
ing from her incoherent and inconsequent ravings. 

An April shower had begun to fall when Harry com- 
menced his toilet. It had passed now, and its dun 
clouds were floating off westward, bearing in their bosom 
a brilliant bow of promise painted by the bright pencil- 
rays of the morning sun. As she rambled from one 
theme to another, and mingled old saws and scraps of 
gipsy-language, the woman chanced to look up and see 
this short-lived halo. Pointing to it suddenly, she ex- 
claimed, ‘‘ Where the rainbow rests lies a crock of gold. 
Seek, and you are sure to find,” and with. that she 
turned away, and disappeared into the tent. 

The woman’s words seemed to Harry to be inspired 
by supernatural knowledge. He could not sce that it 
was easy for her to conjecture the errand which brought 

him, bundle on shoulder, to the seaport. And then the 
rainbow was a large one, the sun being low, and one 
end might well have seemed to stretch far away west- 
ward to the land of his hopes and aspirations. The old 
proverb, under such circumstances, became invested 
with the solemn interest of a prophecy.
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The words haunted him all the rest of his journey. 

They set themselves to a kind of tune which kept time 

to his steps, and he found himself repeating them half 

aloud, as one catches oneself hamming a tune sometimes 

while walking. | 

Presently he came in sight of Plymouth, looking 

down upon it from the brow of a hill, as it lay in the 

first brightness of the morning, with its housetops glit- 

tering from the recent shower, and its spires gleaming 

in the sun. Beyond the houses lay the harbour, with 

its crowd of masts, and beyond that spread the wide 

estuary, with the busy craft flashing their white and 

tawny canvas as they tacked and darted in and out on the 

broad bright surface of the waters, rippling with the gold 

of morning. The breeze came, pleasantly cool and fresh, 

and blew on Harry’s weary brow, and gave him new 

vigour to finish his journey. So he passed on between 

the fields of springing wheat, whence the larks were 

rising on every side, fluttering up into the sunlight and 

scattering their sweet notes on the air. 

Plymouth was all alive and bustling when he reached 

it, for it was now seven o’clock and past, and along the 

quays where his road lay that was full working-time ; 

and blocks were shrieking, and cordage rattling, and 

great bales and barrels swinging from the busy cranes. 

Sailors were shouting, and boats pulling about with 

much noise of hurrying oars in the rowlocks. It was a 

lively scene, and Harry sat and waiched it for awhile, 

ot CORRE SP CRN,
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THE “GOLDEN FLEECE.” 

Asrxand eee miles’ walk, and the morning air fresh 
with brine, are two things which give one a good appe- 
tite, and Harry soon found that he wanted his breakfast 
Shouldering his bundle again, he picked his way among 
the crowded goods on the quay to a small unpretending 

“The Ship Aground,” where he ordered his meal, 
and flung himself down on a settle while it was being 
prepared. 

The inn was clearly a house of call for sailors. All 
the bills which fluttered on the walls of the dingy little 

- parlour referred to ships, with one exception ; scarcely 
an exception either, for it was a notice inviting “fine 
young men” to take service in the Royal Marines. 

Exactly opposite where Harry sat, one bill, larger 
than the rest, announced that that fast and otherwise 
excellent vessel, the “Golden Fleece,” would sail for 
California on the 24th of April. He was imbued with 
just enough of the superstition of the west country to 
accept this accidental hanging of the Dill as a sort of 
omen, and inwardly determined to take passage by that 
particular ship. The next day was the 24th, so he had 
nmple time to make his few arrangements. 

Breakfast came, and received more than justice, and 
then a nap followed, after which Harry awoke refreshed, 
and went: to secure his passage on board the “Golden 
Fleece.” His stock of money was slender, so he deter- 
mined to enter as a forecastle passenger, by which 
means he would save enough to purchase a few neces-
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garies with. He was not very certain what he wanted, 

but he intended to ask the captain of the vessel to give 

him a few hints as to right things to get. 

He found the “ Golden Fleece” without much diffi- 

culty. But he was wofully disappointed in her appear- 

ance. He had expected to see a trim clipper-looking 
craft, with all the qualities of speed and strength. He 

found her an unwieldy old tub, her deck littered with 

luggage, and a general slovenliness pervading her. 

However, he felt so nearly a beggar that he had not the 

heart to be a chooser; and besides, dirty and clumsy as 

she looked, the “Golden Fleece” was the ladder by 

which he was to reach riches. He could overlook the 

present inconvenience, and see the bright prospect in 

the distance. He paid his money cheerfully, and had 

his hammock allotted him, in the dark, close, low fore- 

castle cabin. | | 

Then he went on deck to look at his fellow-passen- 
gers. He was not more delighted with them than with 

the vessel. A more untidy, dirty, rufiianly party it was 

hard to imagine. Many were hopeless, thriftless vaga- 

bonds, going to the gold-felds for no other reason than 

that it was some other place and not England, where 

they found decent people turned their backs on them. 

_ Some few looked like broken-down gentlemen, one or 

two like clerks who had rebelled against the high stool 

and quill-driving. These were not likely men to get on 

at the diggings. There was also a fair sprinkling of old 

hands; men who had been to California, made money 

for the first time in their lives, returned to England 

with what they thought inexhaustible wealth, and spent 

it in six months. They were going back to pick and 

cradle again, to work all their weary work over again. 
%
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But they went with stout hearts and an almost reckless 

defiance of fortune. 

Harry sat himself down on a coil of rope, and fell to 

musing. The great step was taken now. He had set 

his foot on the first round of the ladder for good or ill. 

Until now the hurry of departure, the physical exertion 

of his walk, the excitement of seeking a ship and taking 

his passage, had kept him from thinking. Now, when 

the bustle was over, and he could rest awhile, the busy 
thoughts came thronging round, and would not be de- 
nied. He pictured to himself the grey-haired old man 

calling for the disobedient son who had deserted him in 

his old age. The dear recollections of home crowded 
fast upon his memory; the little room where from his 

bed he had watched tke morning sun creeping along the 

wall; the arbour at the end of the laurel-walk, where 

he had read “ Robinson Crusoe” so earnestly; the old 

elm where he had hung his swing; the tiny brook at 

the end of the garden, where he had sailed his mimic 

fleets. One after another these familiar places passed 
before his eyes, melancholy as a procession of ghosts, 

until at length a rising mist of tears blotted them out, 
He sat with his head drooping on his hand, his stick 

and bundle slipped unnoticed from his grasp, and he 

forgot where he was, and how many eyes might observe. 

-It was a very bitter pang indeed, but then it was—and 

so he felt—well deserved. 
He was roused by a rough but not unkindly touch 

on the shoulder. He looked up. A stout-built, bronzed 
fellow-passenger—one of the returning diggers—was 

standing by him. MHarry was at first inclined to be 
angry, but there was such an honest smile and such a 

friendly look on the red-bearded, sun-burnt face, that the
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impulse died out. The man seated himself beside 
Harry, aud spoke to him in what he meant for a low 
whisper, but it was really a gruff rumble. 

‘Look here, youngster. I mean well, you know, 
and these chaps isa rough lot; you must keep up a 
bold face, or you'll be sore bullied, lad. I mind when 
I was like you, starting without a friend, and ’’—here he 
glanced at Harry’s slender bundle—“ without baggage 
or money. Bound for the diggings, eh?” He changed 
the subject with rough tact, seeing Harry wince at the 
allusion. 

‘Harry told him he was going to try his fortune 
there. There was a something very encouraging in the 
man’s bluntness and honest out-spoken manner, and 
Harry, who had been feeling as lonely as such remem- 
brances I have described were likely to make him, was 
very glad of a little sympathy. He told his new friend 

that he was bound for the diggings, and then remem- 
bering that he had need of some sort of outfit, he made 
bold to ask his advice as to the right things to buy. 

“That depends a deal on how much you've to buy 
with, man! But if I was you, I’d spend all I had, 

down to a few shillings, to buy what I wanted this side 
sea, for ten-penny nails is five pound apiece t’other 
side,” and he laughed at his own notion of the high 
prices at the diggings. 

The upshot of this was, that Harry told the digger— 

who informed the lad that he was called “ Red George, 
over yonder ’”’—what amount of money he really had, 

and asked him to counsel him how to spend it. Red 

George said he thought the sum a handsome one con- 

sidering, and one that ought to set him up with a good 

stock in trade. He had had barely a quarter of that
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sum when he set out first to the diggings, and he hadn’¢ 
a chap to. advise him what to take. Harry and he soon 
became sworn friends; and the digger promised his aid 
to get the best things for the price. The pair accordingly 
set out ou their shopping, and Harry, thanks to the 
experience of Red George, got exactly what he wanted, 
at a good deal less than he was asked at first. The 
‘shopkeepers saw it was no use to try and deceive the 
old hand. He knew what were useful tools, and what 
were “ Brummagem notions,” as he called them, made 
only to sell; and he also knew to a penny what the 
things were worth, and steadily refused to give more 
for them. 

When the shopping was over, it was getting late in 
the day, and the weather was warm, and Plymouth is a 
dreadfully hot place, and very tiring to walk about in. 
So Harry proposed to George that they should go into 
an inn which they were passing and have something. 
George stopped short, turned round to him, and laying 
a hand on his shoulder, said hastily,— 

‘‘ Look’ee here, lad. I’ve done what I might for 
thee, and always will, and what I ask in return is, 
don’t’ee never ask me to drink. I do drink, and shall 
drink, and you'll oft see me drunken, may be; but if 
thee wants to be true friend and honest mate, never you 
ask me to drink, for I’m but too ready to do it. I’ve 
had a main hard battle this last month to stop myself 
from the drink ;—help me keep from it, there’s a man.” 

Harry told him he meant that they should go in and 
have some dinner, not merely to drink, and explained 
that he was no tippler himself, though he liked a glass 
of cyder well enough. 

“ Right, lad, right,” said Red George. “Them as
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can guide themselves and stop when they have enough, 

have just a right to the good things of this world, but 

poor sillified chaps like me, that can’t put down cup till 

tis empt, is best wi’out—-best wi’out!” and shaking his 

head sadly, the rough, honest fellow followed Harry 

“into the inn. 

They had a good substantial meal, and then towards 

sunset made their way to the ship, and went on board. 

Harry was fairly tired out by this time, and heartily 

- glad to turn into his hammock, where he was soon fast 

asleep, in spite of the discomfort of sleeping in a leather 

belt, which was one of the first purchases George had 

made for him, and in which he had made him sew up 

the little that was left of his scanty store of money. 

Harry slept late the next morning, in spite of the 

noise and trampling overhead, and the weighing of the 

anchor, and all the preparations for departure. The 

“Golden Fleece” was off at last, the latest comer fairly 

settled down in his berth, and the latest luggage stowed 

away in the hold. A fussy little tug, which was called 

the “ Tiger,” puffed and snorted, and poured out clouds 

of black smoke, as she towed the outward-bound vessel 

down the Hamoaze, and round Rame Head. Then 

they cast loose the hawser, and gave three cheers, and 

the “ Tiger” turned round and went snorting back to 

Plymouth, and the “ Golden Fleece” let fall her sails, 

and hoisted her jib, and began to make slow way down 

the Channel. It wasa Jovely April day, with a bright . 

sky filled with large snowy fleeces of cloud, which every 

now and then melted into passing showers, that hissed 

and pattered on the scooping hollows of wave, and 

wetted the white sails of the ship, and went away before 

the wind, darkening the sea in patches, that made the
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sunlit shore beyond stand out more vividly than ever, 
especially when some dun cloud, larger than ordinary, 
rose behind it, piled up with fantastic towers and battle- 
ments into the blue heavens. 

Red George even was touched by the beauty of the 
scene, so he went down and waked Harry, and made 
him dress and come on deck. The ship was bowling 
along at a rapid rate for so clumsy a sailer, the breeze 
freshening every minute. She was off Cawsand Bay 
now, and the Eddystone was fast rising into sight. 

As Harry stood in the bows looking over the sea, 
his attention was attracted by a strange spot of colour 
on its surface. Before he had time to form a thought 
of what it could be, from the spot of colour grew up one 
half of a rainbow, wavering up until it met the cloud 
from which that passing shower was shed, that mirrored 
back the sun-rays in such brilliant prismatic tints. 
Then it began to fade from the base upward, growing 
fainter and fainter, as if it had mingled with the cloud 

and was absorbed in the heavens. It was a very curious 
sight, the arc seemed to climb from the sea to the sky, 
an emblem of Hope and Faith, leaving the tossing 
troubled world for everlasting peace and repose. The 
cloud sailed steadily on across the ship’s course, still 
pouring forth its store of rain, and presently over- 
shadowed the land. You could sec the sand darken as 
the shower fell, and then the rocky shore glistened. — 
Then all of a sudden an intervening cloudlet passed 
from before the sun, and behold the other half of the 
bow reaching from heaven to earth. For a few minutes 
it stood clear, bright, and vivid, and then began to melt 
away. Jt rested apparently on a little white cottage, 
nestling on the side of the slope that trendcd down to
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the beach. As the bow faded, the last bright hues 

lingered awhile, as if lovingly, about the gleaming walls, 

and then faded for ever. 

As he looked at the bow, and watched its final 

fading, Harry suddenly remembered the gipsy’s words. 

But the influences which had made him think solemnly 

of them when he first heard them, had passed away 

now, and he only smiled to himself. “Where the rain- 

bow rests lies a crock of gold, indeed! Then the owner 

of that cottage must be possessed of a treasure,” he 

murmured to himself. | 

And the “Golden Fleece” sailed on, and the day 

went by, and night fell. And many a day and many a 

night saw the “ Golden Fleece” still sailing on in sun- 

shine and gloom, in fair and storm, over weary weary 

leagues of sea to the gold-fields far away, where the sun- 

sets blazed so brilliantly, as if they borrowed th‘ 

- wealth of gold from those regions of fabulous riches. 

he 
THE GOLD-SEEKERS. 

Wuen Harry and Red George arrived at the end of 

their long veyage, they were sworn friends, and had 

determined to work together in the gold-fields. The 

arrangement was greatly in Harry’s favour, for he had 

only his handful of capital to balance against his 

partner’s long years of experience, and great endurance 

and skill. But he had done the poor fellow much 

kindness on the voyage, had used his influence to 

restrain him from joining in the riot and disorder of the
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other passengers, who enlivened the tediousness of the 
sea-passage with gambling and drinking. On the other 
hand, George had saved Harry from many an unpleasant 

encounter with some of the more lawless of his unwel- 

come travelling companions. There was a sort of free- 

masonry among the diggers, by which they soon learned 

that Red George had taken the youngster under his 
wing, and they had better not molest him. As for the 

rough lot of vagabonds, who were not initiated into the 

mystical fellowship of cradle and pick, they soon learned 

to respect George, and leave Harry alone, though they 

sneered at him on the sly. A few days after the “‘ Golden 

Fleece” sailed, one of the ruffians, who was conspicuous 
for the brutality and coarseness of his conduct and 

language, even among such specimens as surrounded 

him, was about to play some rough practical joke off on 

Harry, who was sitting on a hen-coop reading, and 

quite unconscious of the meditated mischief. Red 

George divined his intention at a glance, and with one 
straight sharp hit-out from the shoulder, sent the fellow 

sprawling among the lumber on the not over-tidy deck. 

Before the fallen man had time to recover himself, the 

other strode up to him, and planting his foot on his 

breast, pinned him helpless to the deck. 

“Now, mate, you look here! If you’re for fightin’, 

I’m your man, with fists, if you like, or with bowie and. 

six-shooter. I’m not pertickler, ’m not! But just 

don’t you be skylarking with that youngster, that’s all; 

because, if you do, I'll just puta bullet through you, 

without stopping to ax questions. So now you know!” 

The fellow was a bully, and he had felt the weight 

of George’s fist, and didn’t care to prolong the quarrel. 

So he rose, grumbling about “a harmless joke,” and
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“no harm” meant, and skulked away forward. There 
were quite enough people looking on to set the story 
going, and it became a recognized fact that “ Red 
George’s chum ’”’ was to be left alone. And he was. 

The longest and weariest voyage must end at lase, 
even the route to California round Cape Horn, so the 

_ time came when the “‘ Golden Fleece” let go her anchor 

in Port San Francisco, and her passengers went 

ashore. 
Harry’s first impression of the gold-fields was any- 

thing but a pleasant one. The first people he encoun- 
~ tered were in rags. The unsuccessful or thriftless 
among the gold-seekers had gradually drifted down to 
the sea-shore, looking out for any chance labour of a 
light description which they could perform for new- 

comers, or perhaps speculating on the probabilities of 

cheating some of the raw hands on their arrival. Some 
were lying by the road-side, dreaming off the effects of 
the intoxication with which they had striven to drown 

remorse and hunger. Red George was used to the 

sight, but it struck a chill to Harry’s heart. What if 

he should come to be a thing like that miserable crea- 

ture, with mere skin and bone peeping through the 

rents and loopholes of a rusty old black suit, and 

shaking with the palsy of the drunkard! It might have 

been, but for the good luck of his meeting with George, 
that you may be sure, for Harry was utterly unsuited 

for the diggings. He felt that now, as he looked at the 

stalwart limbs and gigantic frames of the prosperous 

diggers whom he met—men who had come into the 
town to make purchases, or to speud in jollity a little of 
the riches which oppressed them. Among these fellows 
Red George met with several old friends, and learnt 

C
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from them the latest news of the diggings. They 
pressed him to come and drink with them, but Harry 
pressed his arm, and pulled him on, so the carouse was 
postponed till “‘ when we meet again.” 

Poor George was conscious—no one more so—that 
the sooner he was off at the diggings the better. Accord- 
ingly, the next morning they settled on a claim, and 

began to make arrangements for working it. George 
rigged up a tent in an incredibly short space of time, 
and by the evening they were comfortably settled in it. 
They retired to rest early, for they were to be up and 
break ground with the first streak of dawn. The last 
thing George did before settling for the night, was to 
draw the charges of his revolver and load it afresh, and 
he bade Harry do the same. 

‘‘ Look’ee now, Hal,”’ said he, “if so be as you hear 

aught stir, sing out ‘Who’s that ?’ and if the answer ain’t 
satisfactory, blaze away in the direction of the row. 
If you shoot the wrong chap by accident, that’s his look- 
out, for down here away when it comes to that sort of 
thing, you must shoet the wrong chap even, or you're 
like to be shot yourself. But don’t fire away more nor 
three charges at a time, before you reload, if you can 
help it, because it’s awkward to be left with empty 
barrels, like Handsome Jack was.” 

‘‘ How was that, George ?” asked Harry. 
“ Wal, you see, Handsome Jack was a nigh neigh- 

bour of mine when fust I came out, and he was a maiv 

lucky chap too, he was. We all knew as he’d a heap 
of dust and nuggets—and he knew that we knew. So 
every night afore he turned in—he was all alone in his 
claim, and wouldn’t take a chum—he used to fire his 

six barrels right away, and load up again. There was
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a Yankee chap close by, very down on his luck, and 
not over particular most times, and he and one or two 
other loose fish they laid their plans, and crept up to 
Handsome Jack’s tent one night, just after sundown, 
and laid close till he began firing. They counted him 
out—one, two, three, four, five, six!—and then ran 

in and knocked him over, and just lifted his lot of stuff 
and bolted.” 

Harry laughed, and peace to take the lesson 

duly to heart. 
‘Don’t use yer knife,” said George, returning to 

his directions in the art of self-defence, “if you can 
help it; because I guess you’re a bad hand at that, and - 
they’d chop you into mince afore you knew where you 

was. Il can fight with a Bowie a bit—but I don’t like 

it, Hal—fists, or pistols is what I prefer. Good night, 
and keep one eye and one ear open.” 

The next day they were up betimes, and commenced 
work. George had taken on himself to arrange the 
division of labour, and he contrived to give Harry the 
lightest share. Their claim was at some distance from 

the more-crowded part of the gold-fields, situated up a 

creek, through which flowed aclear cool spring of water, 

which was an advantage in many respects, besides being 
a great convenience for the washing of the gold; when- 

ever they might light upon it. The spot had been 
chosen by George, whose experienced eye pitched upon 

it, as soon as he saw it as the best lodgement for a 

young beginner, as well as a most promising place for 
a yield. 

So day after day they toiled away, digging, and 

boring, and blasting, until at last they had sunk their © 

hole to a considerable depth. One night when George 
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struck work at sundown, he came in looking very merry, 

and sat himself beside the fire where Harry was brewing 

the tea. 

“Tsay, lad, we'll have to fit up the cradle—the 

little stranger’s coming now! Look’ee here!” and he 

held out his hand with a tiny heap of black earth in the 

centre. Harry looked at it closely, and could see here 

and there the little sparkling bits of ore. 

“Ts that gold?” he asked. 

“ Aye, lad, virgin gold, as has never seen the mint 

or the furnace even. Id swear to the right stuff any- 

where.”’ 

‘Ts there much of it P” 

“ This is all I’ve met with yet, Hal, but ’twas with the 

last two drives of the pick, before ’twas too dark that I 

fetched it out. We'll be able to tell better to-morrow. 

But gold or not, lad; you'll mind never to let any of 

they chaps that comes loitering here from th’ other 

claims know a breath of it. We should have ’em here 

by the score, if they only thought we’d hit on the ore.” 

The first streak of dawn had hardly spread, before 

Harry was up, and in the hole, to see what promise there 

was. But to his inexperienced eyes, the hole was as 

blank of meaning as it was on the first day. When 

George came, he pointed out to the lad where the metal 

was, and what the indications were which told of the 

presence of the precious ore in tolerable abundance. 

They set to work with redoubled vigour, and before 

long came in arich find. But, alas! it was not a con- 

tinuous bit of good fortune. Ina few days they had 

worked it out, and were once more in the hard unpro- 

misingcountry. Then they toiled on steadily again until 

they reached another pocket of gold, and so on with
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alternate failure and success. In the meantime, they 

had to live, and renew the worn-out tools, and buy 

clothes, and the prices of the merest necessaries were 

frightfully exorbitant. And so three years passed, and 
they had tried the creek all over with varying success. 

And at the close of that time when: they began to 

balance accounts, they found they had spent nearly as 

much as. they had earned, although they bad lived - 

sparingly, and wasted nothing on luxuries. Harry 

began to be very tired of this life, though he had once 

found the greatest pleasure in merely handling the pre- 

cious dust, and letting it sift through his fingers. But 

it sifted through his fingers a lttle too fast, in exchange 

for spades, and flannel shirts, and bread and meat. And 

the creek was “ played out,” as Red George described, 

and so there was nothing for it but to strike their tent, 

and wander away somewhere else. 

Harry was very loath to leave the picturesque, com- 

fortable little valley for the arid plains towards which 

they now bent their steps, but Red George had reason 

to suppose the find was better there, though the work 

was infinitely harder: But hard work was of little 

consequence to Harry now, for he had settled down into 

a regular hard-handed, brawny digger. If you had seen 

him now, pick in hand, toiling at the rocky sides of the 

hole, you would hardly have believed him the same 

being as the lad who stood a few years back on the lvy- 

bridge over the Erme. 
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THE NUGGETS OF GOLD. 

arry and his partner for a year and a half had ne 
better success on the plains than they had previously 
had on the creek. What they made barely sufficed to 
keep them in food, clothes, and tools. But this was not 
to goon for ever. It was Harry’s first turn at work 
one morning, and he was up with the sun, shouldered 
his pick, and went into the hole. The first stroke he 
struck revealed a bright streak of gold! He dropped the 
tool in his eagerness, and began to tear away at the place 

_ with his fingers until they bled. It was a ee nugget 
of the pure metal ! , 

He screamed frantically for George, who came out, 
revolver in hand, thinking the Indians were on them. 
When he found the real state of the case, he was hardly 
less delighted than Harry. Marry, to tell the truth, was 
not quite pleased with himself for calling out so soon. 
If you can believe it possible, he was actually for a 
moment thinking of hiding the nugget from his com- 
panion, and saying nothing about it! 

  

“Well, but, papa,” says Charlie, interrupting the 
story at this point, “he found it, you know, and wasn’t 
it all his own ?” 

“ My boy,” says the old gentleman, “ we should never 
be too ready to say a thing is all ourown doing. If 
Red George had never taught Harry how to work at the 
diggings, he might not only never have found the 
nugget, but even have been starved. Nothing that we
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do is due only to ourselves. Thatrich Mr. Statton who 
,let his mother die in the workhouse a little while ago, 

because he said he had had to earn his own living and 

work for his money, must have quite forgotten how 

much he owed to the early love and tenderness of his 

parents. If ever you are. prosperous people, my little 

folk, I hope the first thing you will do wiil be to look 

round and see to whom you are indebted for your good 

fortune, and in making them happy, find happiness for 

yourselves.” | 

  

With George’s help the nugget was soon removed 

from the soil where it was imbedded, and proved to be 
very large and heavy. Both men, as soon as they had 
carried it into the tent, and buried it, for fear of prying 

eyes, returned to the hole, and set to work with a will 
to see if there were any more prizes within reach. They 

were disappointed in their search, discovering only a few 
scattered grains. So they agreed to strike work for the 
day in honour of the find. <A strong brew of tea was 

made, and they lay down onthe grass, and smoked and 
talked over their success. A troup of diggers were 
going to start overland, across the Rocky Mountains, 

and down the Red River, for New Orleans in a week’s 

time, and it.was agreed that they should work double 
tides in the meantime, scrape together as much gold as 

they could, and then George should accompany the 
caravan and sell it as he best could, and put the money 

into a bank against their return. For they wanted to 

go home again now: the longing for Old England had 

been growing on them for the last two years, and in 

Harry’s breast occupied almost as large a space as the 

desire for gold.
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During their week of double-work they were very 
fortunate, and found a pretty heavy quantity of gold, 
with which in due time George set out on his _ 
journey. 

Harry was left to work out the hole, and though he 
feli somewhat lonely at first, found a comfort in the 

notion that, if he found a good pocket of gold now, 
he need not say anything about it; so he toiled away 
with a will for about three weeks, and had come upor. 
some small quantities of ore, but nothing very cyn- 
siderable. 

One night, as he was tat his pannikin of tea, 
he heard a footstep in the darkness among the brake. 
He listened, drawing his revolver from his belt, and 
trying in vain to pierce the gloom. 

“Who's there?” he cried at last, when a dry bough 
snapping loudly, told plainly of the approach of some- 
thing living. ‘‘Who’s there? or I’ll fire!” 

‘Don’t shoot, Hal, it’s me!” was the faint answer, 

and in another minute Red George came crawling up 
within the circle of light flung around by the blazing 
camp-fire. 7 

ss ees Heavens! George, what's the matter? The 
gold . 

“Gone! lost! Hal. But, for mercy’s sake, give me 
2 bit to eat, for Pve tasted nought for four days but a 
few roots.” 

“But the gold, George! where’s the gold? How 
did you come to lose it? Speak, man!” 

“T can’t, Hal. Give me something to eat—I’m 
starving, I tell you!” 

Harry flung him the bread intended for his own tea. 
George caught it, and devoured it ravenously ; and the 
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tea being by this time made, he helped himself to a 

pannikin, which, scalding as it was, he drank off eagerly. 

Then he flung himself down on the turf by the fire, and 

sobbed like a child. 
Harry, still thinking of little but the gold, questioned 

him closely, almost angrily, about the loss of it. 

“Oh, the drink! the drink! Harry. There was a_ 

rough lot amongst them as was bound on the tramp, ~ 

and they found I had a power of metal, and they made 
their minds up to have it. The cap’n was a splendid 
fellow. You know in these tramps, Hal, they ‘lect 

some fellow head to keep all in order, and prevent 

mishaps. Well, our cap’n was a main fine chap, and he 

made a setof rules, and he says, says he, ‘ Any chap 

as breaks these, or e’er a one of ’em, I'll shoot him 

right off, for,’ says he, and he was right and true as 

death, Hal, “the life of the whole lot depends on them 

laws; so look out, boys.’ Well, one of the laws was 

there was to be no gambling or drinking on march. 

We was to march five days and rest one, and on that 

one we might do as we liked; but them as wasn’t 

ready to start on the next morning must bide behind. | 

As the cap’n said, the life of the lot depended on pushing | 

on according to the plan, and those as risked the life 

of the lot lost their own instead, perhaps as was only 

 fair.. Well, at our second day’s camp some of the chaps 

took to gamble and some to drink, and, as ill luck would 

have it, I felt bad and weak, and took a drop to set me © 

to rights; and from one drop to another, until the chaps 

persuaded me to gamble, and I lost my half of our lot, 

and they wanted me to stake yours; but I wouldn't, 

Hal, and then they got wild, I guess, and they must 

have put something in the drink—I noticed a iot of the
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berries growing about the place as the Indians poison 

their arrows with—for, when I came to my senses again, 

I was all alone under some scrub, where they’d hauled 

me out of sight, and my belt and the bags of gold gone! | 

and I’d to drag every bit back on our tracks with my 

head of a swim so as I could scarce pick the trail, and 

I’ve had nothing to eat but roots, and was nigh dead of 
thirst, for the plains are dry about now. And oh, Hal, 

I’m terribly ashamed to have lost all our earnings; but 

you'll forgive me, and I'll work hard to make it up!” 

But Harry, although not cruel by nature, was very 

hard when his love of gold was touched, and as he 

pictured the long years of toil he had spent, it seemed 

very, very hopeless work to have to begin all over 

again. He could not forgive George’s folly, and he 

spoke to him in terms which cut the poor fellow to the 

quick, enfeebled as he was by long privation and weari- | 

ness. 
“T’ll work double times, Hal, lad! I will indeed, 

and you shall have my share all to yourself, till the loss 

is made up to you. Ill slave like a nigger, Hal! only 

shake me by the hand, and say you forgive me, for I’ve 

been wearying for a kindly word for these ten days, while — 

I’ve been staggering back here sick, and ill, and hun- 

gered. I don’t think I’d have kept up but for the hope 

of that !” | 

But Harry was not to be pacified; he retired to the 

tent in dudgeon, flung himself into his hammock, and ~ 

grumbled himself to sleep. 

Poor George—he could hardly be called Red George 

now, he was so pale, and wan, and thin, the mere 

shadow of his former self—poor George filled his pipe 

with tobacco, and had a smoke, a luxury he had not
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been able to indulge in for ten days, his box having 

been purloined among other things. By and by his 

eyelids closed, and he dropped on the grass by the side 

of the fire, worn out with suffering, and slept soundly 

until early dawn. With the first rays of light he woke 

instinctively ; he was bitterly cold, for the heavy dews 

had wetted him to the skin. He crawled to the tent, 

and peeped in; there lay Harry, rolled in his hammock, 

fast asleep. 
Now there was in George’s humble nature much of 

the unswerving fidelity of the dog. Harry had been 

brutal to him in the weak state he was in on the pre- 

vious night, but Harry was his idolized master, and 

might kick or caress, it was all the same to his simple 

affection ; so with tottering knees the poor fellow took 

up the tools, and staggered painfully down to the hole, 

entered it, and began to work. He was far too weak to 

ply the pick effectually; the wavering strokes fell idly 

here and there at random, scarcely scratching the hard 

ground. He saw and felt that his toil was fruitless, 

and he grew angry with himself at the thought of his 

weakness, and redoubled the useless fury of his blows. 

It was of no avail! 

There happened on one side of the hole to be an 

excayation which he and Harry had made under the 

side of the ground, in following out what had seemed 

promising indications. After they had driven this level 

a little way these indications had vanished, and as the 

eround was dangerous, and the roof showed signs of 

falling in, they had determined to abandon it. Now it 

occurred to George that he could work away there to 

some purpose, for the strata were loose and slid easily ; 

and in his feeble state his mind was prone to give way



RAINBOW’S REST, 

to dreamy fancies, and he began to exaggerate all the 
indications which had induced them to drive in that 
direction. He felt sure that they ought not to have 
abandoned the work, for there must be a rich pocket, 
if not a splendid vein, of metal there ; so he snatched 
up his pick, and rushing into the further end of the 
excavation, began to strike about wildly, tearing down 
stone after stone with frantic force. 

Harry by this time was awake and stirring; he 
wondered what had become of George. All of a sudden 
he heard a hollow rumble. He had heard of earth- 
quakes in these parts from brother diggers, and thought 
this might be one. Rushing to the door of the tent, he 
was surprised to find that the hole had fallen in! 

Poor George! his misdirected energy had caused 
the catastrophe, for fear of which the level had been 
abandoned ; the strata in the roof slid in, and buried 
him in their fall. The dip of these strata was away 
from the back, where George was working, so that the 
main body of the groundslip fell into the hole, which 
was sunk several fathoms below this level; but the rest 
fell into the level, and a huge rock crushed the poor 
fellow beneath it, killing him instantly. When Harry 
reached the scene of the disaster, he saw before him a 
heap of mingled rock and earth filling the hole, beyond 
that the level choked with the same wreck, and beyond 
all, against the back of the level thus laid bare, he saw 
one of poor George’s hands thrust up through the 
ruins, as if stretched out for help. : 

But of what was the back of the level thus laid bare 
composed? What was that at which poor George’s 
hand seemed clutching for support? A vein of pure 
virgin gold! Harry could scarce believe his eyes. Yes,
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there it was, the dream of his life, the object of his 
ambition, the mainspring of all his labours. 

I fear he did not think much of the kind-hearted, 
rough, honest friend, whose life was the price at which 
the treasure was purchased. I will do him the justice 
to say that he dug out the body carefully, buried it at 
the foot of a mimosa, and carved the rude epitaph, | 
‘Here lies Red George, killed by a run of ground,”’ 
with the date, on the bark. But the sorrow he felt 
for the loss of the poor old chum was swallowed up 
by the rapture which seized him at the sight of the 
gold. | . 

Presently a dread that some other diggers might 
come and discover his luck, perhaps insist on sharing 
it, seized on him; so he made a sort of mortar with — 
water and clay, and smeared it over the glittering vein, 
and then set to work with all the strength and earnest- 

_ ness he possessed to work the find. It was rich beyond 
expectation, and took him nearly a week to break away 
and conceal;.and in the mean time no one had visited 
the camp. At the end of that time, however, as he 
was clearing away the last foot or so that was un- 
covered, he heard the dry leaves brushed by a footstep. 
He looked round, and on the further side of the hole 
saw a man in digger costume standing, evidently sur- 
prised at what he beheld. Harry knew the man at 
once; it was ‘‘ Mississipi Dave,” an American, whose 
character for lawlessness and ferocity was not equalled 
in these diggings. The American did not say a word, 
but, after a brief survey, turned on his heel, and disap- 
peared into the bush. | 

Harry’s mind was made up in a moment. He had 
been hesitating whether it would be best to prosecute
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the search further along the vein, single-handed, or be 
content with the find which he had worked out to such 
profit in so short a time. The sight of Mississipi Dave 
determined him to move off without delay. He hurried 
over to a station not far off, and hired two horses for 
him and his mate to go prospecting with—their present 
claim having proved unprofitable. The man who knew 
Red George very well, lent him the nags at once, and 
in three hours’ time Harry had sewn up his nuggets 
in canvas bags made ovt of the tent cloth, and was off 
te San Francisco. 

He was not off a moment too soon. Mississipi 
Dave and a choice selection of friends paid his tent a 
visit within an hour after his departure, and were in a 
terrible fury to find he had given them the slip. Some 
of the most active of them set off after him on foot, 
but Harry had pushed on his horses at full speed, and 
the pursuers gave up the chase, finding from the tracks 
that they were not gaining on him. 

By early morning he reached the bay, just in time 
to catch a ship bound for Guatemala. He took pas- 
sage on board, was safely landed at that port, made his 
way across the Isthmus on mule-back, was conveyed 
by boat along the southern shores of Honduras Bay 
to Truxillo, where he shipped on board the “James 
Barker,” of London, bound for Southampton with a 
cargo of mahogany. Once on an English deck, he be- 
lieved himself safe. On board the Pacific coaster, in 
crossing the Isthmus, in the frail boat on the Musquito 
shore, he had trembled again and again for his gold, and 
had watched over it jealously—armed and determined 
to sacrifice his life sooner than his money. 

Buf now on board the good ship ‘ James Barker,”
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with an English captain and an English crew, he felt 

himself safe. 

He forgot that trouble comes upon us unawares ! 

  

ta 

THE GOLD BELT. 

“Tr this weather lasts,’ said the captain of the 

“ James Barker’ to Harry, when the voyage was draw- 

ing to aclose; “if this weather lasts we shall sight 

England to-morrow.” : 

It was a solemn, quiet grey evening, with stats just 

twinkling out in the blue and low banks of purple cloud 

resting on the horizon on every side. Only towards the 

south-west, a little southward of the pale yellow streak of 
light where the sun had sunk, there was a tiny cloud mov- 

ing up the heavens—moving up in the teeth of the wind 

against which the “ James Barker,” having been carried 

out of her reckoning almost into the Bay of Biscay, was 

beating up the channel. That tiny cloud came nearer 

and nearer, and had grown larger and larger, before it 

was seen from the deck of the homeward-bound. As 

soon as it was observed, the whole ship was full of 

activity, men were flying up the shrouds and on to 

the yards reefing the sails with all speed, the few pas- 

sengers were hurried below, the deck was cleared, and 

all hands ready at their posts. Every eye watched 

alternately the men aloft, tearing at the flapping sails, 

and gathering them in with lightning rapidity, and the 

. spreading grey cloud hurrying up with its attendant 

D
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shadow keeping pace with it over the water below, which 
was churned into a white sheet of foam as the squall 
passed over it. 

A roar like that of a pursuing army of lions grew 
louder and deeper as the terrible gale came racing along, 
overtaking the ill-fated ship. The sails were all furled 
save one, which just as it was being taken in was caught , 
by the advance guard of the storm, and fluttered and 
flapped out, resisting the efforts of the reefers. And 
then the fury of the tempest came and smote the 
vessel till she quivered from truck to keelson. A sharp 
crack like a pistol shot, a shriek of cordage through a 
block! and the laggard sail was torn from the bending 
mast, carrying away the hands who were out on the 
yard. ‘The white canvas flashed an instant, and was out 
of sight in the gathering gloom. 

Almost at the same moment, the ship, which had 
stood still, quivering and cowering as it seemed beneath 
the rage of the storm, gave a great bound, and was off 
scudding under bare poles, lashed fiercely on by the 
scourge of the tempest, mingled rain and hail, and 
howling wind. 

On they drove, powerless before the hurricane, unable 
to discern whither they were being carried, fearful each 
moment they should drive on a reef, or be overwhelmed 
by some mountain wave. By and by the captain came 
below and told the passengers to prepare to take to the 
boats. It was a hopeless alternative, for no boats could 
live in such a sea, but it was too evident now that the 
ship could not be depended on long. It was not that 
the water was gaining on her, though the men worked 
hard at the pumps. There was another reason. The 
captain called Harry to follow him on deck. He
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struggled up the companion ladder, and when they 
reached the top the captain bade him listen when the next 
lull came, and tell him what he heard. The noise was so 
great that the captain had almost to shout to make him- 
self heard. Presently, however, a lull came for a few 
seconds, as if the storm had roared itself short of breath. 
Harry listened, but in answer to the captain’s inquiry, 
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confessed he could hear nothing particular beyond the 

wash of the sea and the straining of the cordage. 

“Pitch your hearing a little lower, listen for a low 

sound, almost inaudible,” said the captain, and at the 

next lull Harry did listen as if for the fall of a pin. 

And then he did hear it! Very subdued, but con- 

tinuous—a hoarse growling as of wild beasts chained
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and snarling over their food. Harry knew instinctively 

what the sound was—‘ Breakers ?” he asked of the 
captain. And the captain pressed his arm, and hurried 

away to see the boats ready. 

Before long the growling of the breakers became 

plainer and plainer. Ior the wind had to some degree 

dropped, though the waves still ran furiously. And the 

ill-fated ‘James Barker,’’ insensible of control, as a 

terrified steed, drifted on and on towards her destruc- 

tion. 

Presently they could discern the white line of foam 

that marked the danger. All was prepared, the boats 

were ready to be lowered, the passengers huddled to- 

gether, and the crews waiting theword to spring to their 

places, and make cne more struggle for safety. 

These were:minutes of breathless suspense. Nearer 

and nearer they drove, when suddenly ‘the captain, who 

was keeping-a look-outin the chains, saw:a break in the 

white lines. In an instant he:shouted to the man at the 
wheel to put the helm down sharp. The good ship 

vmadea last effort, and obeyed the rudder! In a few 
minutes more they had passed the danger, and the white 
line-was roaring impotently three cables’ lengths astern. 
But just as they were congratulating themselves on their 

escape, there came a sudden shock, a hollow grating that 

made the ship reel and groan, like a thing alive. They 

had escaped the rocks to ground on the bar. But the 

ship did not ground fairly, the next wave took her off, 

and she was once more staggering on in deep water. 

But then rose the cry, “She is breaking up! The 

boats—the boats!” : 
In the hurry and alarm, two out of the three were 

‘upset, and crew and passengers were struggling in the
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water. The third reached the water in safety, but the 

poor wretches who had been swamped in the others, 

crowded round her, and so overweighted her that she 

went down. Harry was in this last boat originally, but 

when he saw the others overset, and swimming for their 

lives, he drew back instinctively, and the boat went 

without him. He had no reason to repent, for he had 

yet time to unlash one of the hencoops, lash himself to 

it, and jump overboard. The ship sank within a minute 

of his doing so, and he was sucked under with her for a 

time, but rose ere long. When he had recovered his 

breath a little, he found that he was not alone on the 

hencoop. One of the sailors, an old grey-headed man, 

was clinging to it on the other side. At the same mo- 

ment he felt himself grasped round the waist, and the 

hencoop began to sink. Then came a terrible struggle 

for life or death. Harry must either break from the 

hold of the man who had clutched him by the belt, or 

they must all three perish. Not aword was spoken, but 

they wrestled grimly, madly, cruelly. At last Harry 

thrust the other violently from him. The belt, which 

was the one in which Harry carried the most portable 

portion of his gold, together with a large quantity of 

notes, which he had received for some of his nuggets at 

Truxillo—that belt gave way, and the unhappy man 

who clung to it sank, a millionaire, while Harry drifted 

towards shore, a beggar ! 

  

D#?
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walt. 
THE TRUE GOLD. 

Wuen Harry recovered consciousness, he found himself 
by the first light of morning lying on a soft clean bed, in 
a pretty room, through the open window of which the 
perfume of the sweetest flowers was being wafted by the 
breeze. He was too weak to do anything but lie still 
and wonder ; for the sea had beaten him about terribly, 
and he ached all over as if he had been scourged. A 
dull heavy pressure of pain in his left leg grew more 
decided as his senses became more collected. He felt 
that the limb was broken. 

While he lay in this semi-conscious state, he became 
aware of some one moving quietly about the room, and 
tending him with a thousand little cares which were 
very welcome. By and by he was himself enough to 
see that it was a young woman who waited on him go 
tenderly. Presently she came and bent over him, and 
their eyes met. She blushed a little blush, half of plea- 
sure at his recovery, half of bashfulness at the intensity 
of his look, for she appeared to him like some ministering 
angel, so pure, and sweet, and beautiful was her face. 

  

“‘Oh, papa!” here breaks in Gracie, “ was she very 
lovely, with large blue eyes, and long golden hair, and 
teeth like pearls? Was she like Cinderella when she 
wore the glass slippers, or the Sleeping Beauty, or the 
Princess Graciosa, or—— ?”’ 

“Stop a bit,” says her father, “ you quite take my 
breath away. Besides, I don’t know any of the young 
ladies you mention, so I cannot say whether this one
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was like either of them. But she was very beautiful. 
Let me see how can I tell you how beautiful she was? 
Well! do you think mamma is beautiful ?” 

“Oh yes,” is the general chorus in answer, little © 
Lucy adding a rapturous “Ise pitty, mamma!” ~ 

And the children are right. You remember that I 

spoke of the mother as a beautiful lady, seated in a 
beehive chair, knitting, not far from the group of chil- 
dren around their father. She has left off working now, 

and is sitting listening intently to the story, with tears 
in her eyes—not exactly sorrowful tears though. As 
she sits thus, you see how beautiful she is, but you can- 

not say why, for her features are not very regular, and 

she is past the prime of life, though younger than her 
husband. But there is a sweet expression in her face, 
which I cannot describe, but which makes “ beautiful ” 

the only word by which it can be described. 

So when the children say that mamma is very beau- 
tiful, the father says, looking over at her proudly, ten- 

derly, fondly— 

“Well, then, she was as beautiful as mamma, 
Gracie!” and Gracie is satisfied. 

  

' When this beautiful girl saw that Harry was reco- 
vering from the swoon in which he had lain ever since 
he was brought up from the beach, she went to the 
door and called softly “‘ Father,” and a handsome old 
gentleman came to the shipwrecked man’s bedside, took 
him by the hand, and spoke words of comfort to him, 

‘ and then, reminding him of his merciful deliverance 
from death, knelt down by him and offered up thanks 
in a simple touching prayer that stirred Harry’s heart 
with solemn thoughts which had iong been strangers ta 

D **
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it. And then the tears came into Harry’s eyes, and his 

bosom became softened, and he sobbed himself to sleep 

like a tired child taken to its mother’s arms after a long 

absence. 
Harry had been a hearty fellow all es life, and had 

never known illness. Now when it came it was full of 

chastening for his proud spirit, and wrung his soul with 

bitter remorse. lying helpless there on his bed, he 

thought over all his past life, and sorely did he repent 

his harshness and selfishness. His grief was terrible, 

his repentance was deep and heartfelt. But the mental 

ayony was so great that it retarded his recovery, and 

baffled the doctor’s treatment and the kindly solicitude 

of his beautiful nurse. She, with a woman’s tact, saw 

that he was suffering more in mind than body, and she 

strove gently and kindly, without any undue curiosity, 

to find the cause of his grief and remove it. Poor Harry 

was so prostrated by his sufferings, that he was but tuo 

glad to be able to tell his sorrows to any sympathizing 

ear, and so he revealed the story of his life to her, not 

without a struggle, not without shame and angus but 

truthfully from beginning to end. 

When he had finished, he hid his face and murmured 

“You will despise me—detest me, I know—and:l 

deserve it.” 

And then he felt the little hand, which seemed always 

like a cooling balm in the midst of the fiercest pain, 

take his feverish palm, and press it, and the sweet soft 

voice, quite unchanged, said, “‘ You have done wrong, 

but you have suffered. We must all forgive one an- 

other, as our great Master has taught us to forgive. 

And for the penitent there is always mercy and grace.” 

And then she knelt by the bedside still holding his
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hand, and he heard her murmuring a prayer for his 

recovery, and asking strength for him that he might try 

to retrieve his errors and commence life anew with a 

better heart. 

And every day after that she used to come and sit 

by him, and speak tc him comfortingly, and read to 

him. And one morning she told him to prepare to hear 

sad news, and said she had written to Ashburton to in- 

quire if his father were still living, and that the answer 

was he had died two years ago, but that his last words 

were full of love and forgiveness for his boy, whose 

return he had waited, and longed, and prayed to see. 

‘And I shall never see bim again,” cried Harry in 

his anguish. But the soft sweet voice said—- 

‘Not in this world. But in a better world, where 

there is no more parting, you will meet him; only re- 

pent the wrongs you have done, and give up the rest of 

your life to the service of God, and not gold.” 

Harry shook his head mournfully. It was easy 

enough, he thought, for a penniless wretch like himself 

to renounce gold! It was the first time that his utterly 

destitute condition had struck him. He bethought of 

the generosity of these people in taking such an outcast 

under their roof, and burst out into tears as he uttered 

the thoughts to his gentle friend. 

“You have told me your story,” she said, “now J 

will tell you ours. My grandfather was a very wealthy 

prosyerous man, who owned a large estate near the 

Land’s End. He was by profession a lawyer, and it 

appears that he became possessed of the property by 
some very questionable means, driving the rightful 
owner forth a beggar, with his wife and children. But 

this was not, it appears, the only wrong he did. A part 

of the estate was along the sea coast, and just off one 

?
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point there was a very dangerous reef of rocks called 
the Black Reef. There were frequent wrecks there 
before my grandfather came into possession of the 
estate, but there were many more afterwards, and ugly 
stories began to creep out about vessels having been 
lured on the rocks by false lights. For in those days 
there were wreckers all along the coast, who instead of 
trying to save the crews, were only anxious to make 
prize of the cargo. And my grandfather took his share 
of the plunder with the rest. My grandmother had died 
in giving birth to my father, who was educated abroad, 
and never saw either of his parents. For one stormy 
evening my grandfather was riding home across the 
moors at full speed, for he thought there might be a 
wreck on the Black Reef that night. As he was passing 
a wretched little hovel, a woman came out as if to ask 

alms. But when she saw it was my grandfather, in- 
stead of doing so, she became like a mad woman, tearing 
her hair, and shrieking and cursing him. For she was 
the wretched wife of the man he had wronged of his 
land, and her little babe was lying dead of cold and 
starvation in the hovel. The horse my grandfather rode — 
was a spirited animal. It had been startled by the 
thunder and lightning already, and the sight of the 
strange, tattered figure in the road, waving its arms 
abroad, put the finishing touch to its terror. It tore 
away like a mad thing down the road towards its stables. 

* At one place that road ran along the crest of the 
cliff, and in its blind fright, the wild creature fell over 
the edge, and was crushed with its rider on the sharp 
shingles below. There was a wreck that night on the 
Black Reef, and when tiie wreckers came down to the 
shore, one of the first things they saw was my grand- 

father’s mangled corpse. When my father came to
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England to claim the property, he heard the strange 

rumours that were afloat in the neighbourhood, and in- 

quired into them narrowly. From an old confidential 

servant of my grandfather’s he learned that these 

rumours were, if anything, a little beneath the real 

truth. Horrified at the discovery, my father sold the 

estate, after having made many fruitless efforts to find a 

, trace of the rightful owner or his family. He had 

always intended to take orders, and as soon as it was - 

possible he was ordained, and took the curacy at this 

little fishing village. The stipend is small, but we con- 

trive to live upon it, for all his private income my father 

considers that he holds in trust for the poor, and spends 

upon charitable objects. So you see,” added she, smiling, 

‘““we are only spending your money for you; because, 
though you were a very rich man when you left Cali- 

fornia, you are one of our poor folk now—poor in worldly 

gear, but I believe far, far richer than when you sailed 

from San Francisco.” 

By slow degrees Harry grew better, but it was very 

long ere his leg was sufficiently set to enable him'to 

leave his bed. And all the time the beautiful girl watched 

over him, anticipated every wish, and lightened the bur- 

den of his illness by beguiling the tedious hours with her 

gentle talk, or by reading from a Book, to which she 

imperceptibly led Harry to look for comfort'and strength. 

  

“Please, papa,” says Gracie, “ what was the beauti- 
ful lady’s name ?” 

“Name, eh?’ asks the father; “ well, Ireally hadn’t 

thought of that. What shall we call her P” 
“Call her something very pretty,” says Eva, “ be- 

cause good girls are always called by pretty names— 

ain’t they, Gracie? You knov in that fairy tale you
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were reading yesterday, the good princess was called 

Pearlwhite ; isn’t Princess Pearlwhite a pretty name? 
and the wicked one was called Princess Sloeblack, and 

that sounds like ‘ shoeblack ;’ isn’t it horrid ?” 

“Well, little folk, we won’t go into a debate upon 

Eva’s notion about nice names making nice people, but 

we will christen the beautiful lady ‘ Mary,’ after mamma. 

What do you say to that?” 
** Oh, capital !” they all cry. 

  sent 

Mary’s father having heard, with Harry’s consent, 

some of Harry’s story, took a more practical view of the 

case than had occurred to his daughter or the sick man. 

He wrote to his lawyer, and requested him to learn what 

had been old Mr. Carew’s will, and what had become of 

the property. He received an answer before long to tell 

him that the property had been left in the hands of 

trustees, and that a gentleman who had a large manu- 

factory there was desirous of purchasing the estate to 

build a mill upon, and that he was prepared to give a 

high price for it, but the trustees were unable to 

sell it. 
This good news was very welcome to Harry. But it 

was not because the old place would bring him gold that 

he was delighted now. The gold fever had disappeared, 

and he was an altered man. But he had come to love 

Mary, with a very deep and enduring love, and he felt 

that now he was no longer a beggar, he might ask for 

her love in return. So when he had asked her father to 

tell his lawyer to take the necessary steps to establish 

his identity, and authorize the trustees to sell the pro- 

‘perty, he told him that he loved his daughter, and asked 

his consent to his suit. The good man was a little 

astonished at this new and unexpected turn of affairs,
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but he said, “I should never thwart a wish of my 

Mary’s; ask her, and if she loves you, take her with my 

blessing—though I can give you no greater blessing 
than she will prove to her husband.” 

So that evening, when Mary came to sit with him, 
Harry was radiant with happiness, for he had read in 
her honest eyes that she returned his affection. Pity 
had given place in her heart to a tenderer emotion, 
and the feeling was hallowed by the knowledge that she 
possessed over him a mighty influence for good, and 
had led him to look up from the sordid dross of this 
earth to the true pure gold, and thrice refined, of the 
steps which lead up to the throne of mercy and the 
gates of Paradise. Harry had asked her father to let 
him tell her about the restoration of the estate himself, 
so when she had finished reading to him, because the 

evening had closed in and she could not see any longer, 

he told her that he had received some good news. She 
said she was very glad indeed to hear it. Then he re- 
peated to her what he had learnt from her father, But 

though she congratulated him heartily, there was some- 

thing sad in the tone of her voice. Presently, after & 
minutes’ silence, she said— 

‘And when you get well and strong, you will ge 

back to the old place and be very happy. But we shall 
be very sorry to loseyou. Ishall miss my invalid sadly, 

and feel half inclined to wish your recovery slower,” and 
she laughed, but it was a forced laugh. 

“Why should I go to the old place?” saidhe; “years 
have rolled by and I am forgotten there, and I should 
have no companions but my own regret, and remorse, 

and melancholy recollections. I shall sell it.” 
‘And what will you de? Not return to the zolde 

fields, I hope!”
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“Oh no, never again I think, for I have lear 
where there is a better treasure. Mary, you remember 

that verse of the chapter you read just now? I am 

‘like Ruth, Mary. I shall know no home where you are 

not. ‘Thy people shall be my people, and thy God my 

God ;’ speak, Mary, tell me—dare I hope?” 

He paused, and in the gloom of the twilight she 

bent down her blushing face, and murmured, “(I am 

yours.” Then he drew her to his breast and kissed her 

on the lips. a 
The days went by very happily now for Harry, and 

he gained strength rapidly. Before long he was able 

to hobble down stairs or Mary’s arm, and go out on the 

lawn in front of the cottage to get a taste of fresh air. 

Before him stretched the sea dancing in the sun- 

light, and to his left he saw Rame Head. He started 

and turned to look at the house. It was a little white 

cottage, nestling on the side of a slope that trended 

down to the horse-shoe of sand and shingle that edged 

the bay before him. It was the very place where he 

had seen the rainbow rest so many years ago when he 

set sail from England. He turned to Mary and ‘was 

about to speak. She laid her hand on his lips. 

**-Yes—don’t tell me! When you described your 

last sight of England, I felt sure that this was the 

place. But the gipsy’s prophecy——” 
“Ts fulfilled in you, darling. Ihave found the price- 

less gold of a pure affection where the rainbow rested— 

a treasure that I would not exchange for the untold 

riches of the gold fields !”’ 

  

* And so,” says the father to his children, “ Harry 

and Mary married and lived happily ever afterwards, 

like the prince and princess in the fairy tale; and they
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lived in a beautiful castle by. the sea, which they called 
—let me see, what did they call it? well they called it 
“‘ Rainbow’s Rest,” we'll say, and there were five very 
dear little fairies who filled the castle with everything 
that was delightful and precious, and made the hearts of 
Harry and Mary young and happy in their old age, 
which is the utmost that the most powerful fairy 
Gracie ever read of could hope to do. And now, little 
folks, it’s time to go in-doors, so pick up your stools, 
and my rug, and mamma’s beehive chair, and take them 
In with you.” And he goes and offers his arm to his 
wife, and she clasps her two hands on it and looks into 
his face with eyes brimful of tears. 

And as Eva trots up the lawn with her little “ squab” 
stool, she says to Charlie, “‘ Wasn’t it odd that they 

should call their castle ‘Rainbow’s Rest,’ like our 
house?” And Charlie says he thinks it was, andasks 
if Eva does not think the place where Mary lived must 
have been very like Polvellan. | 

Gracie, who is carrying papa’s rug, says to Harry, 
. who is taking’: mamma’s chair in, “I wonder if that story 
is true. I fancy it must be; and do you know it seems 
to me as if papa’s name must have been Harry Carew 
before. he married.” Whereupon Harry laughs and 
says, “It’s only girls that change their names when 
they marry—we men don’t. But weren’t you sorry 
for poor Red George, Gracie? He was such a jolly 
fellow !” 

And as the children go prattling up the lawn, their — 
parents watch them with loving eyes, and the mother 
murmurs, “ Our fairies indeed, bless them !”” 

And the father looks at her fondly, and says half 
aloud—
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“Where the rainbow rests lies a erock of gold. 
Ah, my treasure—very dear still, though the gold is 
changing to silver,” and he layshis hand fondly on her 
head— my treasure, growing dearer and dearer every 
day.”’ 

And they go in arm-in-arm. The darkness closes in, 
and the moon sheds her silvery light on the sea, which 
keeps its mystical moaning all the night through. And 
all is peace on sea and land, a peace as gentle and deep 
and holy as that which dwells in the little cottage on 
the platform of the cliff above the village of Polvellan, 
in the happy household of 

Rargow’s Rast. 
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